Uriah

Words – Padraig Ruad O’Maolagain    
Music – Kaw-liga by Hank Williams Sr.

Uriah was a Wolfstar minstrel who stood beside the fire

He always had his drinking horn filled up with good Wolfsfire

Uriah, whoa-oh

He sat there and let everything show,

So no one’s eyes knew which way they should go

CHORUS:

Good ol' Uriah, he’s always got a song

Good ol' Uriah, he always gets along

Never spills his liquor, always on his guard

Uriah, that good ol' Wolfstar bard

He always wore his favorite tunic and stories told at length

When other bards grew faint of voice, Uriah just gained strength

Uriah, whoa-oh

Was always ready with a witty song

For he knew that a bard cannot go wrong

Uriah was a jolly minstrel, well known throughout the land

With a ream of songs and stories all there at his command

Uriah, whoa-oh

He sat there and let everything show,

So no one’s eyes knew which way they should go

And then one night he came to Loch Ruadh and sat beside the fire,

And Padraig swore he’d write this song, much to Uriah’s ire.

Uriah, whoa-oh

He stands there as drunk as he can be,

And wishes he was leaning on a tree.

