Raoseltd was our Camelot

The Golden Age of our-golden age,

WILh rough Sty Henyy and,qood Lady Ann,
sneaky Moygan le Fay's afew scaly dragons
With us Going a-Round the English table,
as damselis - somewhat in distress
as Knlghts - somewhat in uniform,
taking turns at wearing Merlin's hat
that we knew preclous tttle about
but played with nevertheless,
Jor/inding the Holy Grall was 4 Joyful game
that could always wall just a little bl more..



And many dffferent other stories
JUSEmight have weaved themselves down the Avalon road,
Gwe could only o back and twitch a few; puny detalls then,
making the whole thing so much dgfferent now,

and.so om, and agaln, in a stckening but wonderfully addictive
bnaginayy round-robin dress rehearsalforaplay that actually
saw ls last curiain fall in the Sth centuyy sqy +75..

stil, I conld have played Galahad and serban strpellinore sec,
and mauybe Lancelot would have been sick with fever that day,
With his mom sending Aréhura parental note,
tnstead of riding his mint-ronda, just when gutnevere,
MmN o, Just when gutnevere was casually
watering herflowers, up tnthe towerof herdaddy's power...

S0 the rest conld finally become stone-written histoyy,
svAlec would have 4 job fifteen hundred years later;
and work his curfy-halyed cake-making wizardyy

on a bunch of blossoming young tadies, in mid tobaccopantec,



