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Be quiet, shush, silencium,

My musket will go off if I hear you laugh,

Bang, bang, boom, as the role of storyteller I assume.

I've seen in the mist, in the mist I've seen

Of all trials and tribulations end,

In muddy mist, in funeral march

From which none shall return, my friend.

We cry as we walk

And wail as we stalk,

Like dogs under yoke

We weep and can't talk.

We sob and bawl as we trudge through muck

While horrible basilisks our innards suck.

Like sniveling dogs we walk along,

Our stench of deathly conscience is strong.

Like tolling of the bell in the dark

Like lion's roar is our mighty bark.

Our officers brave and strong, stuffed themselves full of beans

Took some local girls along, and you know what that means,

They are all fat and strong, and got what they want, those paladins.

Like black smoke, gray, thick, dark mist,

this fog gross, has eaten on the crossroads

under the cross, three peasants, three broken heads,

three boys, what bloody loss.

There isn't a chance, and there is no way

that a peasant from toil could run away.

As it ever was so it'll be again

that some kind of toil is claiming our men.

Moats to be dug, battlements erected,

like beaten dogs our peasants dejected.

Why this is so from the times forgot

that the rich have and the poor have not?

We cry and we cry forever scarred

from the tops of our houses, burned and charred.

I kiss your hand, dear sir, most humbly bend my knees

but our backs are broken with taxes such as these.

Help me, God, I'm begging you, please,

More and more they want to seize.

Why is it again, I ask without hope,

That like so much sausages we hang from a rope?

Why are we rotting in prison, dear sirs?

Be quiet, or they'll do to us something even worse!

A fog of blood in a bloody mist,

a corpse in the mud, maggoty feast.

Blooded saints, churches burning,

smoke, fog, hanged bodies turning.

From the distance, out of misty moor,

the poor leading the poor.

Dark shadows creep over the fence,

along comes the horse of pestilence.

Galloping madly with a savage glance,

disappearing into the murky distance.

Be you a Christian or a witch

you'll end up lying in a ditch.

Till the end of time, for sure,

hanging is the only cure.

Till the end of time, forever,

the well of blood will dry out never.

From that inferno you can't break loose,

the rich get heaven, the poor get noose.

What, the blood flows?

One bucket, that's all?

This lesson learn and always recall.  

Peasant cares not whether

he dies here, there or in the city cathedral.

He knows that his grave will be no shrine,

a dog's shit on a poor man's grave the only sign.

