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In the Isle of Avalon they sing
songs Of The Once and Future King.
He slumbers there on soft green grass

and time it barely seems to pass.

By subtle spell I did there wake

called by The Lady Of The Lake .
As my heart was empty and hope was gone

she drew me hence to Avalon.  

Its fields and vineyards knew my tread
and in meadows green I made my bed.
The enchantress taught me many things

of lore and spells and bygone kings.
I learned to play the lute and lyre

and the secret magic’s of bale fire.
I gained great wisdom, renown and fame

and all who dwelt there knew my name.  

I studied herbs and the healing arts

and never failed with crossbow darts.
I became adept with sword and lance 

and my standing there did fast advance.

I had the gift of vision dreams
and could weave the light of bright Moon beams.
I was known as bard and sage by all

and one day received The Lady’s call.
“For Arthur’s Merlin you shall be

and with him return across the sea.
To unite the peoples once again

in a kingdom that will never end.”
So through labors Camelot was wrought
though its establishment was dearly bought.
And today naught but a legend told
and a hope in memory for men to hold.
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