Roderick’s Tale

“l have Beheld The Saracens of Spain;

Covered wrth Them, The mounTaiNs AND The vales,
The wastes | saw, ANd ALL The parthest PLAINS.

A muster Great They've made, This people sTrANGe.”

prood T'he Song o Roland (ith Cent)

Farewel L
(Roderick)

I 81O parewell To you oy priends

My ship 1s seT, make MO Amends (por)
bud'Ling bearth, NoT beeding The call
I Leave you alL

A caravel To seek Sir Prester |obn

To saiL Beyond The greaT BeyoNd

To FINO A kING AND pledge avy knipe

To pledge vy honor, 1o pledge awy Lipe
I Leawe homel

IN oy pew years on This €arth
For awy soul | vow TO serue
Truce of Q0d aNd chwalry
Charge | savite The enemy
Prester JobN, command mel

I go To duel The Saracen

AND JOIN A NOBLe GarRrISOM

ben | reTurn A worthy kNighT

l};LL BxThe mysely N beaen’s Light
ol

Across The Sea
(Spoken By A sailor)

“The noBLe BORN you seek CAN BE FOUND
Ubere The solsTice sun rises prom The Ground”



Roderick’s Tale CconT'd)

ON The RoAd prom Acre
(Roderick)

I Listen To ooy horse’s hooves on The dusTy ROAD FrROM ACRe,
A Orier Land There’LL never Be, A deserT fOR A sea.
SiLence BUT FOR wiIND AND hoof, A Llonely Traveler |,
Upon The sand | ride Benexth A saNdy—colored sky.

Only days 1IN Outremer, A solitary kNighT,

I Long FOR News OF VICTORY, OF Good ANO Nosle fighT,

€uenNgs | sharp my sword ANO hone my bungry knipe,

They d0 NoT RrusT, They do NoT dull, They baven't Taken Lipe.

Oxys o pass,
NighTs BeTweeN,
OisTaNT haze,
OisTaNT haze,
A saoky scene...

The Carnage at AL—Samy
CA Soloier)

Crush, kiLL, main ANO TORTure BRING Them To Them knees
St Them Throats, cut Them bearts, The crty we will serze
Qlorms AND MagqoTs rule The day, The el must dte.
Follou) CapTaiN's orders well, TogeTher we will cry:

Oeus Le valx! deus Le valxl Oeus Le vultl

Crush, kiLL, main ANO TORTURE, BRIGANDS IN The NIGhT
SLaughTter ALL wrthouTt regard, indulgence makes 1T RIGhT.
boly orders sLay The fiends, we only wield The sword
ABsoLuTION FOR OUR sINS, For The eull borde: belll

Oeus Le valx! deus Le valxl Oeus Le vultl
Oeus Le valx! deus Le vulxl Oeus Le vulxl



Roderick’s Tale CconT'd)

ON The Silk Road 1O BactTria
(Roderick)

aw borse and I wnlk side By swe
ON The Silk Road beading easT,

be cannoT BeArR My bewy Load,
The noBLe palLing BeasT.

Qw knipe remains wiThiN 1Ts sheatbe,
As douBTs pool IN My MIND.

d)e wereN'T TO quesTION our Beliefs.
bt 210 | bope T0 FINO?

Am | Really dirong?
(Roderick)

Is 1T really so?

bow, could | expect T0 know?
Is 1T really TrRUE?

Qw king could Be so cruel
Taking every Lipe

€uen Those without A kNipe

Ao [ really wrong?

Q) CONUICTIONS WERE SO STRONG
e Tthought That They were pew,
But more Than we every knew
Bactria 1s piLLed with grace;

A NoslLe, kiNd ANO wONIROUS PLAce

Ao | really wrong?
Ao | really wrong?
Ao [ really wrong?



Roderick’s Tale CconT'd)

A Q00d Man Qoes bome
(Roderick)

Abat AN CAN kNOW, AGAINST ALL That sTANDS TO Reasom
That bis Lord 1s BUT A MAN, AND IS NOT YOUR BEeTTER
Your Lipe’s your own

AND NOT his Throne

I was seduced, By A LongiNg To Believe

IN vorality promy A kiNg, BuT | see That | avust
Choose awy Lipe

To Lwe oy Lipe

So | say pighT I you musT, BuT Take NO Joy IN The FIGhTING
keep Those who earn your TrusT, ANO porsake ALL Those who
ClLainy To BE

Better ThaN Thee

“ONLy The king sees The crownN oN his head.
don'T Tell me who [ am!”

Qiben | arrwed, | Thought ' survue
lrrtle 210 1 know, so much 1 would grow
Achieving Lipe, 1s NoT anerely palling To die
To AFFRM ANO NOT OeNy: self

I Longed To Be A knNighT
Not a peckless acolight
I spurn avy quesT
It’s por The Best

AND A Go0d MmN goes home
A G00d maN goes home
A Go0d maN coes home




