Before the Gypsies Came – Tamsin Zingara
To the tune of Wraggle Taggle Gypsies
Her lord is stern, with iron spine.
He sits encased in weighty books,
From whence decrees, with solemn looks,
The ways that she should spend her time.

His visage high and clear and cold;
His blue, blue eyes only adore,
It seems, the scrolls of ancient lore.
His body young; his wrinkles old.

The candles speak of countless hours
That she spends lonely in their bed,
Too grieved to weep, whilst he yet read
The words of dead men in his tower.

And she, a young and thoughtless child
Who loves but, being less than wise,
Cannot see past his arctic eyes
To hidden heart, with temper wild

Turns now to hate. She still recalls
The fervent passion he displayed
When she was yet an unwed maid
And courted in her father's halls.

How he would gather blossoms sweet,
And say no service was too much;
And tremble at her lightest touch,
And kiss the ground beneath her feet.

He swore to love her all his life;
Yet, winning her, he then withdrew.
He did not know quite what to do
With this young, pretty, playful wife.

No wonder, then, that in despair
She turns from lifeless books and dust
To those that sing of laughter, lust,
And heady draughts of foreign air.

Away upon the purple moors
She dances barefoot, hand in hand
With wraggle-taggle gypsy band,
And thieves and vagabonds and whores,

And tries hard not to think of him.
And he, for still he loves her so,
Believes it best to let her go,
And hopes she’s happy in her sin.
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