The Pirates of the Galilean
From long long ago 

From the thick mists of time

A tale you won’t know

Will be told in our rhyme

Of when pirates roamed
The earth at their pleasure

Looking for gold

And for hidden treasure 

They cruised all the seas

Black Red Caribbean

From the cold Hebrides

To the warm Galilean

These pirates were fighters

In cable-knit jumpers

And Pirate Pete’s blighters

Had a magic compass

A compass that pointed

Their way at their leisure

To their heart’s desire

To their truest treasure

Now it came to pass
when Herod was ruling 
that wise men came fast

(their fat camels drooling)

Out of the east

With gifts for a prince

And up popped Pirate Pete!

(He needed few hints)

“Hand over yer gold pence!”

Pete roared with a “grr”

“Hand over your frankincense!

Also your myrrh!”

But the wise men were wise

And they carried few trammels

And shot off (well-advised)

On their turbo-charged camels

And Pete’s Pirates loped after

Yelling it would cost them

With grim threats and laughter

But very soon lost them

“Aargh, Cap’n” they panted

“those blighters have trumped us!”

“Have your brains gone rancid?”,
Roared Pete, “Fetch the compass!”
So out came the compass
Whose needle would show

Where their hearts’ desire lay

Which way to go

To find their true treasure

The one pearl they sought

“Now we’ve got their measure!

This way, quick as thought!”

So the pirates surmounted
Their every last hesit

And galloped off mounted

On ships of the desert
They rode and they rode 

and they rode and they rode

they rode where the heats goad

they rode where it snowed

day and night on their dromedary
jolters and bumpers

and always repeatedly

checking that compass

so they could ensure that

how little their leisure 

they were still chasing what

they thought their treasure

and now I can comment
that at the last stage I

think they’d have done it

and cornered the Magi

and staged a good stick-up

and emptied their pockets

and without a hiccough
got their gold and lockets

except that the wise men

(and this is no fable)

dismounted their camels

and entered—a stable,
confusing the pirates:
“Are they going to jump us?”

“Where is the treasure gone?”

“Follow the compass…”

They looked at their compass
as hard as were able

and now came their impasse

it showed them the stable

“Where we might be ambushed

without pre-advertisement

and fatally vanquished

by lurking armed wise men!”

But Pirate Pete knew

what a good captain’s part is

his cheeks out he blew

and said “Courage, me hearties!

The needle speaks clear to us;

our treasure’s there.

The thing that’s most dear to us

is ours if we dare…”

So drawing their cutlasses

silent as night
those villains of pirateses

crept into the light

and found that their needle

had led them to treasure

but nothing so feeble 

as gold of past pleasure;

in spite of their rage high

and dreadful behaviour,
by stalking the Magi
they’d found a saviour;

and forgetting all danger

at what they were seeing

they knelt at that manger

Pirates of the Galilean.
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