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The Falconer

By Ivanara

Resting here, the Falconer has slept his final day.

Leave it to the gentle ones to go a gentle way.

Aurumn has its colors true, and he had his as well.

Silver sheen of aged hair around his shoulders fell.

Evening blue his eyes had shone, blue with blindness touch.
Scarlet red his working coat with sleeves worn over much.
His work took its toll on him until his final day.

Leave it to the Falconer to find this place to lay!

Here upon an empty stage within a city square,

On order of the Overlord, no music happens there,

No silver notes of requiem to grace his deafened ears,

No gathering of mourners come to shed their final tears.
Yet still within this quiet place The Falconer has friends,
Perched amongst the rafters here from dawn till daytime ends.
No falcon flies to hunt today within the Commonland.

Each bird comes to mourn here, and upon the stage they stand.

They say outside of Freeport that the dity’s filled with hate.
And though it may be true today, I need to plainly state
That yesterday the Falconer had stood alive and strong,
Yesterday those words of Freeport others speak were wrong,
Let it be of light and dark, and let it be so clear!

Let the ones who don't believe my song close their ears,

Let the ones who dlaim the just and hate us for our choice
Say another’s died today, oh, let them all rejoice!

They will say their war is won but one man at a time.
And this man was from Freeport so, for him, a hole and lime.
No blessing from a gentle god for this man, not today!

Let them play at angels while the falcons mourn and pray.
Resting here, the Falconer has slept his final day.

Leave it to the gentle ones to go a gentle way.

Autumn has its colors true, and he had his as well.

Silver sheen of aged hair around his shoulders fell.

Evening blue his eyes had shone, blue with blindness touch,
Scarlet red his working coat with sleeves worn over much.
His work took its toll on him until his final day.

Blessings to the Falconer to find this place to lay.

Norrathian Nursery Rhymes

By Silverclaw 11

Pounce! Goes the Kerra! (A Norrath Version of Pop! Goes the Weasel!)
All around the Lavastorm ground

The Goblin chased the Kerra.

The Goblin stopped to pick his nose,

POUNCE! Goes the Kerra!

(Where'd this little ditty come from? When I was doing writs in Lavastorm, I found that T
did a lot of running from the heroic Goblin patrols. I quickly learned the safe SPOts to run to
withour picking up any aggro and eventually made a hot key to say this in Goblin when one

started chasing me....seriously!)
The Citadel Is Falling Down! (A Norrath version of London Bridge)

Oh!

The Citadel is falling down!
Falling down! Falling down!
The Citadel is falling down!
My queen, my lady!

Lucan’s guards do flee away!
Flee away! Flee away!
Lucan’s guards do flee away!
My queen, my lady!

Oeynos ha-as won the day!
Won the day! Won the day!
Oeynos ha-as won the day!
My queen, my lady!

(This was inspired by a piece of Mystic Trunksor’s story, “Tales of Norrath.” The first verse
came out as soon as I started whistling the tune, then I couldn’t stop putting in the rest. I can

easily imagine seeing his furure children singing this in a forest clearing.)








