Feudal Times

(to the tune of “When Johnny Comes Marching Home”)

Seven years to be a child, hurrah, hurrah!

Seven years to be a page, hurrah, hurrah!

Seven years to be a squire, 

You long to be knighted to serve your lord, 

And we all go jousting—at the tournaments!

You learn court manners as a page, hurrah, hurrah!

For a good knight’s always chivalrous, hurrah, hurrah!

You must keep your promises, defend the church,

Be brave in battle and fight fairly, 

And you must treat noblewomen—always with courtesy.

The king and queen rule over all, hurrah, hurrah!

The duke and duchess are next in rank, hurrah, hurrah!

The lord of the march (also called a marquess),

The earl, the viscount, and finally the baron—

Each one is a vassal—to the lord of the next higher rank.

Noblemen pay homage to their lords, hurrah, hurrah!

They pledge to perform duties faithfully, hurrah, hurrah!

They send knights to fight for their lord in his wars,

Provide food and lodging if he visits their home, 

And they swear that they will pay a ransom—if their lord is ever captured.

A noblemen gets a fief with peasants, hurrah, hurrah!

He rules his estate and settles disputes, hurrah, hurrah!

He collects from the peasants their rent in goods, 

So he can pay homage to his lord

And he also has to pay his warriors—so they will protect his fief.

A castle is their fortress strong, hurrah, hurrah!

Built of stone with thick walls and turrets, hurrah, hurrah!

Outside the walls is a moat that’s deep,

Inside is a stronghold that’s called the keep,

And between is the bailey with all its places—to work and pray and sleep.

A noblewoman will marry a lord, hurrah, hurrah!

But her father picks the man she’ll wed, too bad, too bad!

She spends her days taking care of the household,

She makes sure her children are raised up well, 

And she might be married off—when she is only twelve!

Some ladies learn to make medicines, hurrah, hurrah!

They use the local plants and herbs, hurrah, hurrah!

Some noblewomen help to manage estates 

Especially if their husbands are away at war,

And they all learn the finest needlework—and fancy embroidery.

Farmers, shepherds, and artisans, hurrah, hurrah!

A peasant has the hardest life, so sad, so sad!

For all the work a peasant does, 

Some portion goes to pay the lord

And peasants owe days of labor—to do maintenance on the manor.

A serf is tied to the land for life, so sad, so sad!

He cannot flee if his master is bad, so sad, so sad!

His life is “nasty, brutish, and short,”

With few possessions and not enough food,

But he does get Sundays off—and many religious holidays.

The manorial system offers protection, it’s true, hurrah, hurrah!

From all the violence of feudal times, hurrah, hurrah!

And the invention of a heavier plow 

Means the peasants can farm more and grow more crops,

Using a three-field system—which helps preserve the soil.

Seven years to be a child, hurrah, hurrah!

Seven years apprenticeship, hurrah, hurrah!

Seven years as a journeyman, 

If you master your craft, you can join the guild,

And we’ll all go sell our crafts—at the markets and the fairs.

