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 A decorous text for 'Watkins Ale'
 

1.  There was a wild colonial boy



5.  While Serbia fought with might and main,
Who found a pile of gold in Troy;



The rest of Europe went insane;
He bought a van from Toby Belch,


Dictators warned of ‘gnomes within’,
And toured Sudan with Mr Quelch.


By which they meant one’s kith and kin.

He was called Peregrine,



    Short men were pointed at,

    And, like the terrapin,




    Rounded up, pounced upon --
    He feared a hurricane          



    Old friends denounced them as
          More than most folk:



          Dwarfish hybrids;
    Though he loved carpentry,



    Neo-McCarthyites
    When he drank Chardonnay,



    Went round with Armalites,
    He found it hard to say




    Gunning down farmers with
          Vladivostok.




          Gnomish eyelids.
If the legend is true,




Uniformed teenage brats
He invented the letter Q;




Murdered men who wore pixie hats;
What we do know for sure



Overweight musketeers
Is that Peregrine sold manure.



Slaughtered boys who had pointed ears.


2.  It fell upon a summer's day



6.  Both judge and jury lost their jobs
That Peregrine arrived in Bray;



As rules were made by ruthless mobs;
He called at seven nursing-homes,


Survivors still recall the time          
And lifted all their garden gnomes.


When ev’rything became a crime.
    Flushed with his robbery,



    People were butchered for
    He drove to Offaly




    Using computers, or
    Where he unlawfully




    Riding on scooters, or                        
          Cooked a peacock;




          Quoting Milton;
   Finding a cedar-tree,



    
    One poor transgressor was
    Peregrine eagerly




    Shot for possession of
    Started to read from the



    Handwritten essays by
          Book of Enoch.




         Paris Hilton.
Then he lit his cigar,




If a boy stole a peach,
And adjourned to the Dungeon Bar;


He was hung from a copper beech;
He took care not to say




If a girl smiled in church,
That he worked for the CIA.



She was hung from a silver birch.


3.  While Peregrine was drinking stout,


7.  All gnomes, like cars and caravans,
The garden gnomes were breaking out;


Are made by human artisans,
They overturned their captor’s van,


But now that gnomes were driving tanks,
And said, 'We need a battle-plan.



It seemed absurd to swell their ranks.
    We are not ornaments,




    Former gnome-factories
    We must buy armaments,



    Turned out phylacteries,
    We shall make parliaments



    Trampolines, tractors, and
          Gyre and gimble!




          Treble viols;
    Gnomes will rule Bangalore,



    Owners of garden stores
    Belfast and Elsinore:




    Said to their paramours,
    We shall have vengeance for



    'War kills the market for
           Lambert Simnel;




          Rebel icons.'
Gnomic power will prevail:



When the gnomes heard, they cried,
Human culture is bound to fail.



'We are threatened with ethnicide;
Death to both king and queen,



How can we reproduce?
Death to people who sing Jolene.' 


All our thinking has been obtuse.'


4.  The gnomes persuaded German banks


8.  Four gnomes approached the Cork police,
To help them purchase Sherman tanks.


And said, 'We want to sue for peace.'
They thought that they would lose the war

The CIA got Peregrine
Unless they used the armoured car;


To set up talks in West Berlin.
    They felt that Saracens 



    Snow White persuaded the
    Suited their garrisons:




    Gnomes that invading the
    They found Polaris com-



    Homes of Belgrade was an
          Pletely useless;




          Act of folly;
    They looked up Clausewitz,



    Arthur O'Shaughnessy's
    Drew maps of Austerlitz,



    Patient diplomacy
    Read E M Forster and




    Led men and gnomes to seek
          P G Wodehouse.




          Peace with honour.
They would launch their crusade



Peregrine sold his van,
With a sortie against Belgrade;



Now a sadder and wiser man.
Once the Danube was won,



Songs are not what they seem:

Europeans would cut and run.



Mine is merely a waking dream.

