


If you wake at midnight, and hear bells and stamping feet,
Don’t go drawing back the blind, or looking in the street,
Them that ask no questions isn’t told a lie.
Watch the wall my darling while Holt Morrismen go by. 

Sixteen hands with handkerchiefs, sixteen twinkling feet,
Flute, trombone, melodeon, mean dancing in the street,
Don’t blab to the constable nor ask the reason why.
Just watch the wall my pet and let Holt Morrismen go by. 

                                                                   [after Rudyard Kipling]
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Twenty years of Holt Morris

written by John Bond and members of the side
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