
 

SquireÊs Lament 
By HL Ambra Michelli 

 
 

V1: I would someday be a knight, Let me tell you why 

14,000 rivets done, 40 more to ply! 

 

 

 
 
 

Chorus: 
Oh, my hands are cramped, My fingers sore 

Though IÊve yet touched a blade 
But as my goodly knight assures 

For such were squires made 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

V2: Service is the soul of man, so my knight doth say 

ThatÊs why IÊm posting every god-damned tent on the field today 

 

V3: Household bears a heavy price, one I get to pay 

Cause your tables, chairs, and benches all, I made last Saturday 

 

V4: Its all about aesthetics, so says my knights lady 

ThatÊs why ÂIÊ pack a trailer full of crap we „really‰ need 

 

V5: IÊm a human pell it seems, working on my guard 

Bruising parts of me keep whispÊring, „Quit, and be a bard!‰ 

 

V6: I would be a knight one day, but today my charms 

Have won me the guile to, take a man-at-arms 

 

Final Chorus: 
Oh his hands be cramped and fingers sore 

Though heÊs yet touched a blade 
But As IÊll thusly him assure, 

„For such were men-at-arms made.‰ (HA!) 
 

His hands be cramped and fingers sore 
Though heÊs yet touched a blade 

But As IÊll thusly him assure, 
„For such were men-at-arms made!‰ 


