Queen Victoria Rap
[Gregorian Choir]: Rex vivat!
[Senior Victorian Rapper]: 

It was in year 1878 when I took my degree, and my destiny was limited by many a decree,

Still I adhered to my creed, being as whid as a squid, and when examined with a grid, 

my life would show not many things that I undid. 

I joined the Royal Navy, was intimidated by the sailors,
 I had to do my shaving when e’erything was quite wavy, still it made me no wailer, 
And no lament did I utter in the local loudhailer.

The sailors started muttering, but our flags were fluttering, so they resorted to spluttering, whispering from mouth to ear directly. But I had no fear of ones leering in the dark, nor did my local cabinet get less austere. I cathected on correctness, when others were neglecting their duty.

Which actually helped to preselect me for the engagement I now have, so that’s why I’m now reading the Queen Victoria Rap!

[Gregorian Choir]: the Queen Victoria Rap
[Senior Victorian Rapper]: Upon my resignation I was glad to step ashore again to treat our blains with our hard core; since we were frore, the weather being so cold it could freeze the balls off a brass monkey, we went into a tavern an’ chose to leave it nevermore. I was amazed to find my comrade there snoring in a corner, I deplored the poor fellow, but then the spirits ran galore.

Pathetic comrades ‘roused disdain in me for reasons quite arcane – it was many a year since I’ve abandoned their domain – still, to entertain me he decided to feign amity, but I wouldn’t be lead down a garden path, and recalled his calamity, which didn’t at all appease him – and then again, I have been overseas, therefore my mind was in twain: ingrained in one part was the certainty in past and everything that appertained to it, still on the other hand there was a flunky man who wouldn’t deign to deal with a problem that has misbefallen him and arrogant enough to ignore that rigmarole.

[Gregorian Choir]: Quare tristis est?
[Senior Victorian Rapper]: Upon so much pondering I chose to abscond my doubts and search for other fellows, to raise the flag and see who salutes; immediately was my cry heard, but, contrary to my expectations, in fact, rather absurdly there startled one of his majesty's bad bargains, as nutty as a fruitcake, and he addressed me in his queer jargon: “Don’t you think I’m that opaque, bringing me ass to an anchor at your table with a free glass from ‘e ale draper, for I’m no japer when I hanker for…” – and he continued the  narration of that Banbury story of a cock and bull, but I demanded a cessation. He stood up from his stool and wondered: “Was it you who set the Thames on fire? All the thunder – I thought the sky’d tear asunder! My! I must especially admire the effect…” - but that was where my dire desire for silence took the best of me, and like the Ride of the Valkyries I fell on him, and speak again he never tried.

[Gregorian Choir]: In illis est ira Dei!
[Senior Victorian Rapper]: Left in the lurch was the annoying boaster, probably engrossed in being besmirched by my belligerence, but I’ve sent him to Coventry for all the folly and all ignorance; it must be given to him – he was great playing his role, but people of that manner should not be touched with a ten feet pole. All that being so droll, it made me get out for a little stroll. Heaven forfend that ever after shall I take a stroll like that: with laughter all around me, which really was more cry than wool, and bells that knoll at great St. Paul’s… Which made me ask to pull the other one, for it had bells on, too, and swear solemnly to overdo my chores of spirit I’ve eschewed so long ago – so much ado, yet no gain, thus no reason to raise Cain about plain vanity. But keep it to yourself – I wouldn’t like to draw attention to this tempest in a teapot.
[Gregorian Choir]: in silentio et in spe erit fortitudo vestra!
