THIS WEEK IN LOSING
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Pleasure Fa|re

Away! Turn thine eye from sirrah George!

His dogs of war on thee will gorge!

Cry “Anon!” to plague-sore Dick!

Fie! those scullions—Dean’s hoots they'll lick!

Aye! merry be you, free of care—

Drink up at ye old Pleasure Faire!

Petty wenches, their bodice laced
dance the town a joyous place!

Lads and fellows who feed their bag
May pinch thine arse if thee be in drag!
Prithee, give the piper shout—

sit and push the jug about!

Think not of “brave new world” -ly spots
Murder that Rogue Donald plots!

Lay beside a felled fig tree

For jester kings are Greek to thee!

Alack, dream but of gentler times:

Of leaches, syphilis (better rhymes).

When beslubbering beef-witted apple-johns
Were not made rulers but left as pawns

To shew the mare upon the ranch

Ne'er to find ye executive hranch.

Yea! a mistress ruled those brooks—

Her Majesty gave merry looks!

Here ... spy Her Grace, in all Her glory
(and spot the maid who's slightly whorey).
Chase the fellows wearing cod

(In a foolish maze, spare his rod!)
Wherefore waste thy summer days

When Renaissance may please thy ways?
Leave jousting hijinks to Crusades

Play thy lute and kiss thy babes!

Be festive as when 2004—

A monkey visage we'll view no more!

The Renaissance Pleasure
Faire, 2525 Glen Helen
Pkwy., San Bernarding,
(909) 880-0122. Sat.-Sun.
and Memorial Day, 10
a.m.-6 p.m. Thru June
15. §7-818.50.
All ages.
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