1012.  The Miller’s Arms – backroom banter.

... a bloody farce that was, that Oxford charter, licence for a free-for-all to nobble the gits - Aethelread shit-for-brains dropped a right bollock there!  They did the little darlings in, didn’t know about the bird, the king of Sweden’s sister.
That was it for starters.  We’d got their goat. The big bloke Torkell came and ran amok, raised merry hell around the place, but London’s lads stood firm.  And that Ulfkettle, har har.  Got himself an army of poofs.  Right Essex girls they were, the first thing they did was scarper!  All over Anglia, blood and fire.  

Then the buggers came back here - and we’d been getting on alright, they’d struck a deal for cash before, but they were coming back for more – they wanted Alfi’s stash.  Tried to take our Kentish stronghold, Our Lady’s Birthday when it started, they really didn’t stand a chance.  Had to wait till Mikklemas, when pisspot Aelfmaer let them.  A really scary time that was, they strung us blokes up by the bollocks, and hauled the girls off by their hair and burned them, yeah - they even piked the babies.  They carted off the well-to-do, the clergymen were flush, That Minster tart, she’d got some wonga, reckon that they got it too.  They never took that wet fart Aelfmaer, let him off for helping, hung on to The Bishop though, tried everything to get the dosh, but Alfi never coughed.  They threatened to kill him if we didn’t pay. Got their come-uppance when they all got the shits, Snuffing it all over the place.  But it never slowed them down ...

... and on the Sunday after Easter, 
when they all got pissed 
they brung old Alfi out to have another go, 
and someone axed him in the head,

and that, said Jack, was that ...

... What a state! ... A bloody shambles ... that’s what we’ve paid our taxes for ... Hey ho ... Yeah, I’ll have another thanks ... Unread Aethelread. couldn’t run a pissup in a brewery ... 

The Miller’s Arms – backroom banter.

... a bloody farce that was, that Oxford charter, a licence for a free-for-all to nobble the buggers - Aethelread shit-for-brains dropped a right bollock there!  They did the little buggers in, took no notice of the girl.  She was only that Swein Forkbeard’s sister! That was it for starters.  Then they took us seriously, the big bloke Torkell came and ran amok.  Raised merry hell around the place, but London’s  lads stood firm.  And that Ulfkettle. Ha Ha. Got himself an army of poofs. Right Essex girls they were, the first thing they did was run away!  All over Anglia, blood and fire.  Then buggers came back here - and we’d been getting on alright, they’d struck a deal for cash before, but they were coming back for more – they wanted Alfi’s stash.  Tried to take our kentish stronghold, Our Lady’s Birthday when it started, they really didn’t stand a chance. Had to wait till Mikklemas, when pisspot Aelfmaer let them.  Really scary time that was, they strung us blokes up by the bollocks, and hauled the girls off by their hair and burned them, yeah - they even piked the babies.  They carted off the well-to-do, the clergymen were flush, That Minster tart, she’d got some wonga, 

reckon that they got it too.  They never took that wet fart Aelfmaer, let him off for helping, hung on to The Bishop though, tried everything to get the dosh, but Alfi never coughed.  They threatened to kill him if we didn’t pay. Got their come-upance when they all got the shits, Snuffing it all over the place.  But it never slowed them down ...
... on the Sunday after Easter, when they all got pissed

they got old Alfi out to have a go, and someone axed him in the head,

and that, said Jack, was that ...

... What a state! ... A bloody shambles ... thats what we’ve paid our taxes for ...
... Hey ho. Yeah, I’ll have another thanks ...

... Unread Aethelread. couldn’t run a pissup in a brewery ... 

... a bloody farce that was, that Oxford charter.  A licence for a free-for-all 
to nobble the buggers - Aethelread shit-for-brains 
dropped a right bollock there!

They did the little buggers in, took no notice of the girl.  
She was only that Swein Forkbeard’s sister!

That was it for starters

...  then they took us seriously, the big bloke Torkell came 
and ran amok.  Raised merry hell around the place, 
but London’s  lads stood firm...
... And that Ulfkettle. Ha Ha. Got himself an army of poofs.  
Right Essex girls they were, the first thing they did was run away!  
All over Anglia, blood and fire.
... Then buggers came back here - and we’d been getting on alright, 
they’d struck a deal for cash before, but they were coming back for more – 
they wanted Alfi’s stash ...
Tried to take our kentish stronghold, 
Our Lady’s Birthday when it started, they really didn’t stand a chance.  
Had to wait till Mikklemas, when pisspot Aelfmaer let them.  

Really scary time that was, they strung us blokes up by the bollocks, 
and hauled the girls off by their hair 
and burned them, yeah - they even piked the babies.
They carted off the well-to-do, the clergymen were flush,
That Minster tart, she’d got some wonga, 
reckon that they got it too ...  

They never took that wet fart Aelfmaer, let him off for helping, 
hung on to The Bishop though, 
tried everything to get the dosh, but Alfi never coffed.
They threatened to kill him if we didn’t pay

They got their come-upance when they all got the shits.  
Snuffing it all over the place.  But it never stopped them ...
... on the Sunday after Easter, when they all got pissed

they got old Alfi out to have a go, and someone axed him in the head,

and that, said Jack, was that ...

... What a state! ... A bloody shambles ... thats what we’ve paid our taxes for ...
... Hey ho. Yeah, I’ll have another thanks ...

... Unread Aethelread. couldn’t run a pissup in a brewery ... 
