Song for a Gypsy King – Tamsin Zingara
Have you heard the zithers laughing in the copse upon the hill?
Have you felt the music calling, when the midnight air is still?
Have you seen the leaping shadows as the fire dances high?
Have you longed to fly and join them, underneath the velvet sky?

There's a glass for all the daring, with the wine as red as sin;
There's a dance for all the reckless, as excitement pulls you in;
There are partners for the feasting, aye, and lovers for the bold;
You will wake with pockets empty when the dawn comes, harsh and cold.

Oh sing, sing for the Gypsy King!
On his head a top hat, on his finger a ring!
Teeth white in the darkening night;
A wink as he tells you it will be alright.

He's the one with hair like ebony, and soft as silk to touch;
He will laugh and entertain you, but he never tells you much;
He has energy enough for two; his body won't grow old;
He has velvet on his back, and pockets full of pilfered gold.

There's no line he hasn't crossed at some point during his career;
If he hasn't robbed a fortune then it's been a wasted year;
With a hand in almost everything that's going on around,
If you need him with you quickly then he simply can't be found.

Oh sing, sing for the Gyspsy King!
With his men at his back, he can take anything.
Eyes bright in the flickering light;
A dance, and he's gone by the end of the night;
One kiss, and he's gone by the end of the night...
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