Drinking Songs

These are song parodies, Tolkien lyrics put to well-known tunes. Students may be encouraged to write their own parodies, especially when they see how fun they can be.  For more parodies, check out The Red Songbook of Westmarch website at http://www.kddresearch.org/Tolkien/Humor/RedSOW.

Smaug the Magic Dragon

Tune:  “Puff the Magic Dragon”




words: uncredited

Smaug the magic dragon lived on the heath,

And in the lonely Mountain lay with treasure underneath.

Little Bilbo Baggins set off one summer day

With Gandalf and a bunch of dwarves to steal the gold away.

CHORUS:  Smaug the magic dragon lived on the heath,


       And in the Lonely Mountain lay with treasure underneath.


       (twice)

The dwarves, when caught by goblins, escaped with Gandalf’s aid,

And Bilbo found a magic ring that Gollum had mislaid.

They left the goblins puzzled, who thought it very weird

How thirteen dwarves, a wizard, and a hobbit disappeared.

CHORUS

They journeyed from the Forest; from the path they strayed.

They’d’ve all been spider-food without the hobbit’s aid.

Escaping out of Mirkwood, the dwarves arrived in Dale,

Floating down the river cleverly disguised as kegs of ale.

CHORUS

They journeyed to the Mountain to find the dragon’s store,

And Bilbo helped to find and open up the secret door.

The dwarves were all delighted when their burglar stole a cup,

But Bilbo wondered what would happen when old Smaug woke up.

CHORUS

The dragon, when awakened, was terribly perturbed,

Suspecting men of Laketown when he found his gold disturbed.

He flew with burning vengeance to leave the city charred,

But perished with his heart pierced by an arrow shot by Bard.

CHORUS

The Mountain King returned, the river flowed with gold,

And Mr. Baggins turned at last back toward his hobbit hole.

Returning from adventure, from war and dragon’s lair,

He found Lobelia walking off with all his silverware.

CHORUS

From The Tolkien Scrapbook edited by Alida Becker

Middle-Earth

Tune: “Penny Lane”





words: uncredited

In Middle-earth there is a tavern on the Eastern Road.

There travelers will find its tables full of cheer;

And when the innkeeper brings the beer,

He may bend an ear.

In Middle-earth well hidden deep in the Old Forest’s trees

Tom Bombadil maintains a house of cobbled stone,

To which he brings Goldberry home

From the River’s edge—to his bed.

Middle-earth beneath the Stars below the Sun,

Where the seedling of Telperion is planted;


Elsewhere back

In Middle-earth there is a Hobbit in a hobbit-hole.

He keeps it clean although it’s dug into the ground.

And though he spends a lot of time in town,

Still he’s been around.

In Middle-earth there is a wizard with a staff of oak.

His flowing beard is colored like newfallen snow.

His fireworks light up the fields below,

And his smoke rings glow.

Middle-earth beneath the Stars below the Sun,

A wonder where the Norland waters run ere sunlight;


Elsewhere back

In Middle-earth the wizard smokes his pipe contentedly.

We see the hobbits walking humming to the inn.

And then old Bombadil rushes in

From the River’s edge—to his bed.

From The Tolkien Scrapbook edited by Alida Becker

Orcs of the Land of Mordor

Tune: “Knights of the Round Table” from Monty Python and the Holy Grail
By Daniel Rodriguez

Frodo and Sam look up at the high tower of Cirith Ungol, high above them, when suddenly . . . .

*ba-dum, ba-dum bum bum*

We’re orcs of the land of Mordor,

We dance along the corridor

We do routines, and cut out spleens,

And attack the good guys’ border

We dine here in Cirith Ungol

We eat bread with mold quite fungal.

*dum dum dum dum dum dum da, dum dum da, dum dum da, 

dum dum dum dum dum dum da, dum dum dum dum daaaa*

We’re orcs of the land of Mordor,

We kill when we’re given the order

But many times, we’re given rhymes,

That are to sing quite poor(der)

We guard here at Cirith Ungol,

And we never, ever, bungle.

*orcs tap-dance along the corridors, play tunes on each other’s helmets, etc.*

All are tough and sure ter

Chop up your wife and dorter, 

We kill the elves, and men themselves,

Despite the fact we’re shorter,

We have fun in the land of Mordor

*an extremely fat orc gets up and sings*

I’m very rarely bored(ur)

*dum dum dum dum dum da-da, dum da-da da-dum, daaaaaa!*

Frodo: No, on second thought, let us not go to Mordor. It is a silly place.
From the Internet.  “The Tolkien Trail”

