
Music and Songs Traditional to Gyruff 
 
 
 
 
 
 

My Native Land 
 

Breathes there the man, with soul so dead, 
Who never to himself hath said, 
This is my own, my native land? 

Whose heart hath ne're within him burned, 
As home his footsteps he hath turned 
From wandering on a foreign strand? 

If such there breathes, go, mark him well; 
For him no minstrel raptures swell; 

High though his titles, proud his name, 
Boundless his wealth as wish can claim- 

Despite those titles, power, and pelf, 
The wretched, concentered all in self, 

Living, shall forfeit fair renown, 
And, doubly dying, shall go down 

To the vile dust from whence he sprung, 
Unwept, unhonored, and unsung. 

 
 

from The Lay Of The Last Minstrel, by Sir Walter Scott 
 



 
 

Come and See 
 

The journey does not end here, 
A cricket said to me 

Instead, he said, I'll offer you 
a chance to come and see. 

 
A whole new world which lies in wait 

For people bold and true 
So take a step, a passing look 

See what's in store for you. 
 

A gallant knight, a fearful hag 
Or something wild and hairy 
Perhaps a tiny sprigand waits 
To show you something scary. 

 
An adventure waits for those to seek 

Beyond a hidden door 
My child I beg you to come and see 

Our world, one laced in lore. 

by Michelle Schad 



The Gonfalon of Gyruff Song 
 
 

There was a time the mountains cried 
For a hero to set things right, 

For like a demon horde the Keoish roared 
To ravish all in sight. 

Iowerth was a farsighted man 
And his allies he called forth, 

But they pretended that they did not hear 
And lingered near their crofts. 

 
On a cold dark night with no hope in sight, 

Iowerth sat alone. 
“How shall I bring to my people freedom 

From this cold and empty throne?” 
A breath of forest filled the air, 

The Druids came in sight. 
“Be not forlorn for we are here 
And it’ll soon be set to right.” 

 
Chorus: 

Where is the hope of the land 
That will cure our misery, 

And tell me where is the Gonfalon 
That will help us all be free? 

 
The Druids gave him the Gonfalon of Gyruff, 

A symbol to be seen. 
Upon its thread were a griffon of gold 

And a man of forest green. 
When the blood of the Flan ‘round the banner stand, 

They fought on grass and stone. 
And the blood of the Flan defended their land 

‘Till the Keoish all went home. 
 

The day did come when the war was won 
And peace came to us all. 

The Gonfalon was given a place of honor 
And hung on the western wall. 

Iowerth ruled and handed down 
The banner to his heirs. 

Our hearts were filled with glowing pride 
When the Gonfalon filled the air. 



 
Chorus 

 
In the civil war, the mountains sighed 

For clan ‘gainst clan did ride. 
And the banner’s gift did come to naught 

For it gifted either side. 
The throne is what Granus did want 

We all heard him declare. 
And his desire did bring to Gyruff 

The horseman of despair. 
 

The Gonfalon of Gyruff was lost to sight, 
As the battle surged around. 

The banner was lost on that rocky site, 
As our blood soaked in the ground. 
Do you know where is the Gonfalon 

That will help us all be free? 
Do you know where is the hope of the land 

 That will cure our misery? 
 

Chorus 
 

(Poem lyrics by Marijane Strolla)



 
 

The Griffin and the Lion 
(sung to the tune of Men of Harlech) 

 
 

Land that holds my heart’s desire 
Forest deep and mountain’s spire. 

Wilt thou wake for peril dire? 
The Lion comes for thee! 

 
Fellow Gyri lie ye dreaming? 

See ye not the foes’ swords gleaming, 
Fevered brains of conquest scheming. 

Gyruff stand as one! 
 

Look with awe and wonder 
Banner we march under 

Summon all with ramhorn’s call. 
We’ll break the foe asunder! 

 
Would ye risk a death most gory? 

Would ye win a name in story? 
Strike for home, for kin, for glory! 

Gyruff stand as one! 
 

Stark-rock mounds and passes narrow, 
Flash with spear and flight of arrow 

Who would shy from blood or sorrow? 
Death is freedom’s price! 

 
Hurl the reeling horsemen over, 

Let dead Keogh feed the clover. 
Fate of friend, of wife, of lover, 

Trembles on thy blow! 
 

Strands of life are riven. 
Blow for blow is given. 

Ever they shall rue the day, 
They ventured o'er the Y’Avon! 

 
Now the Keogh flee before us, 

Gonfalon lifted victor’ous, 
Raise the loud, exalted chorus, 

Gyruff stands as one! 
 

by Eric Menge 



 
Oh Greenman Do Come Out And Play 

 
Earth and stone, tree and timber, 

oh Greenman do come out and play. 
Awaken from your winter slumber, 

oh Greenman do come out and play. 
 

Brook and stream, grove and hollow, 
oh Greenman do come out and play. 

Sparrow, thrush, robin, swallow, 
oh Greenman do come out and play. 

 
Oh come out oh Greenman and play away, 

play away the day with me. 
Oh come out oh Greenman if just for today, 

or whisk me away to fairie. 
 

Crevase and chasm, cave and cliff, 
oh Greenman do come out and play. 

Mountains shadow and valleys gift, 
oh Greenman do come out and play. 

 
In the moons shadow or fireflies light 

oh Greenman do come out and play. 
Follow the path or a great stag of white, 
oh Greenman do come out and play. 

 
Oh come out oh Greenman and play away, 

play away the day with me. 
Oh come out oh Greenman if just for today, 

or whisk me away to fairie. 
 

Hear a deer call or a new baby cry, 
oh Greenman do come out and play. 

With Giant Eagles or a very small fly, 
oh Greenman do come out and play. 

 
In our wise Brenin’s court or a shepherd’s young herd, 

oh Greenman do come out and play. 
In our old yet sweet music, or every Flan word, 

oh Greenman do come out and play. 
 

Oh come out oh Greenman and play away, 
play away the day with me. 

Oh come out oh Greenman if just for today, 
or whisk me away to fairie. 

 
By Matt Tyler



 
 
 

The March of the Gyruff 
 

Axes flash, broadsword swing, 
Shining armour's piercing ring 

Horses run with polished shield, 
Fight Those Bastards till They Yield 

Midnight mare and blood red roan, 
Fight to Keep this Land Your Own 
Sound the horn and call the cry, 

How Many of Them Can We Make Die! 
 

Follow orders as you're told, 
Make Their Yellow Blood Run Cold 

Fight until you die or drop, 
A Force Like Ours is Hard to Stop 

Close your mind to stress and pain, 
Fight till You're No Longer Sane 
Let not one damn cur pass by, 

How Many of Them Can We Make Die! 
 

Guard your women and children well, 
Send These Bastards Back to Hell 

We'll teach them the ways of war, 
They Won't Come Here Any More 

Use your shield and use your head, 
Fight till Every One is Dead 
Raise the flag up to the sky, 

How Many of Them Can We Make Die! 
 

Dawn has broke, the time has come, 
Move Your Feet to a Marching Drum 

We'll win the war and pay the toll, 
We'll Fight as One in Heart and Soul 
Midnight mare and blood red roan, 

Fight to Keep this Land Your Own 
Sound the horn and call the cry, 

How Many of Them Can We Make Die! 
 

Axes flash, broadsword swing, 
Shining armour's piercing ring 

Horses run with polished shield, 
Fight Those Bastards till They Yield 

Midnight mare and blood red roan, 
Fight to Keep this Land Your Own 
Sound the horn and call the cry, 

How Many of Them Can We Make Die! 
 

(Adapted from the March of the Cambreadth by Heather Alexander) 
 



The Green Banks of the Anniben Dwr 
 

As I roamed out one evening fair  
By the banks of the Anniben Dwr, 
I sat my back to a hawthorn tree  

To view the sun in my dear country  
And the dew on the forest green.  

 
A lad I spied by the Avon's side 

And a maiden by his knee. 
And he was as dark as the very brown wood, 

And she all pale and wan to see. 
And pale and wan was she 

 
"Oh sit you down on the grass," he said, 

"On the dewy grass so green. 
For the wee birds all have come and gone 

Since I my true love have seen," he said, 
"Since I my true love seen." 

 
"Then I'll not sit on the grass," she said, 

"Nor be a love of thine 
For I hear you love a Marcher maid 

And your heart's no longer mine," she said, 
"And your heart's no longer mine." 

 
"And I will climb a mountain high 

And I'll find a wild bird's nest 
And back I'll bring whatever I do find 
To the land that I love best," she said, 

"To the land that I love best." 
 

"The Green Banks of the Anniben Dwr" is an adaptation of a "The  
Verdant Braes of Screen", as performed most by the Irish group Altan  

on their CD "Another Sky". Adapted by James Polk. 
 



Hearts of Light 
 

"Come cheer up, my friends, 'tis t'wards Pelor we steer, 
To add something more to this pivotal year. 
To all we recall you as freemen, not slaves, 

For who are so free as the Sun Father's braves? 
 

(Chorus) 
Hearts of light are we all, 
From the short to the tall. 

We always are ready, 
Steady, friends, steady. 

We'll fight and we'll conquer again and again! 
 

We ne'er see our foes, but we wish them to stay. 
They never see us, but they wish us away. 

If they run, why, we follow and drive them before, 
For if they won't fight us what can we do more? 

 
Chorus 

 
We'll still make them fear and we'll still make them die, 
And drub them and rub them with help from the sky. 
Then cheer up, my friends, with glad heart let us sing, 

For Father and Maiden will victory bring! 
 

Hearts of light are we all, 
From the short to the tall. 

We always are ready, 
Steady, friends, steady. 

We'll fight and we'll conquer again and again!" 
 

"Hearts of Light" is an adaptation of "Hearts of Oak", a rousing,  
patriotic British song written in 1759.  Adapted by James Polk. 

 



And Don’t Wear the Copper on a String! 
 

I sing of half-orc, Arth by name, 
Whose skill with pies has giv'n him fame. 

This young Gyru, a terror in battle, 
Has begun to forget what he learned with his rattle. 

 
So take my advice; you'd better think twice 

And don't wear the copper on a string! 
 

He doesn't say much but he knows his Flan, 
And Common as well as any Gyru can. 

But now he forgets all the Common that he knew, 
Whenever a new ruler tells him what to do. 

 
So take my advice; you'd better think twice 

And don't wear the copper on a string! 
 

An Elder of Clear Sky, he has a strong will. 
He keeps himself fit, and rarely is ill. 

Yet sad is my tale, and full of great woe, 
As his skills for speaking Common are starting to go… 

 
Lyrics by James Polk 



The Last Long Mile 
 

VERSE: 
Oh, they put me in the army and they handed me a pack, 

They took away my nice new clothes and dressed me in a sack; 
They marched me twenty miles a day to fit me for the war, 

I didn’t mind the first nine-teen but the last one made me sore: 
 

CHORUS: 
Oh it’s not the pack that you carry on your back, 

Nor the pike leaning on your shoulder, 
Nor the five inch crust of colored dust 

That makes you feel your limbs are growing older, 
And it’s not the march across the land so harsh, 

That wipes a – way your smile, 
Nor the socks of sister’s that raise the blooming blisters, 

It’s that last – long – mile. 
 

[Repeat] 
 

VERSE: 
Some day they’ll send us to Gorna with its streets so narrow, 
Takin’ pot shots at the Giants --, with our bows and arrow, 

And some day we’ll be marching through the town looking oh so fine, 
And then you bet we’ll all forget these mournful words of mine: 

 
REPEAT THE CHORUS 

 
Based on the song of the same name by Emil Breitenfeld 



For Our Father Doth Surround Us 
 

by Osfael of the Sunlit Glade, Member of Canaith 
 

Oh the holly she bears a berry 
As green as the grass. 

And the Spring Maiden's blessings 
Will be on each lass. 

 
Chorus: 

For our Father doth surround us 
In all that we can see. 

And the first tree in the greenwood 
It was the holly. 

Holly, holly 
And the first tree in the greenwood 

It was the holly. 
 

Well the holly she bears a berry 
As brown as the earth. 

While the Stag King leads our revels 
With music and mirth. 

 
Chorus 

 
Oh the holly she bears a berry 

As red as the leaves. 
Autumn Mother will reward us 

With seidr and sheaves. 
 

Chorus 
 

Now the holly she bears a berry 
As white as the snow. 

So the Winter King reminds us 
The old year must go. 

 
Chorus 

 
Words by James Polk.  Sung to the tune of the Sans Day Carol, an old 

Cornish song 


