
PIRATES OF PENZANCE SELECTION 
Music by Arthur Sullivan, Libretto by W.S.Gilbert 
 
I am a Pirate King 
I am a Pirate King!  
You are! Hurrah for the Pirate King! 
And it is, it is a glorious thing 
To be a Pirate King. 
I am a Pirate King! 
You are! Hurrah for the Pirate King! 
And it is, it is a glorious thing 
To be a Pirate King! 
It is! Hurrah for our Pirate King 
Hurrah for the Pirate King! 
 
Poor wandering one 
Poor wandering one 
Though thou hast surely strayed 
Take heart of grace, thy steps retrace 
Poor wandering one 
Poor wandering one 
If such poor love as mine 
Can help thee find true peace of mind 
Why, take it, it is thine 
 
Take heart, no danger low’rs 
Take any heart but ours 
Take heart, fair days will shine 
Take any heart, take mine 
Take heart, no danger low’rs 
Take any heart but ours 
Take heart, fair days will shine 
Take any heart, take mine 
Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah! 
 
Poor wandering one ….. 
Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah! ….. 
Take heart, no danger low’rs ….. 

Policeman's Song 
When a felon's not engaged in his employment  

(His employment), 
Or maturing his felonious little plans (Little plans), 
His capacity for innocent enjoyment ('Cent enjoyment) 
Is just as great as any honest man's (Honest man's). 
 
Our feelings we with difficulty smother  

('Culty smother), 
When constabulary duty's to be done (To be done). 
Ah, take one consideration with another  

(With another), 
A policeman's lot is not a happy one. 
 
Ah!  When constabulary duty's to be done, to be done, 
A policeman's lot is not a happy one (Happy one). 
 
 
With Cat-Like Tread 
With Cat-Like Tread upon our prey we steal 
In silence dread our cautious way we feel 
No sound at all we never speak a word 
A fly's foot-fall would be distinctly heard 
Tarantara, Tarantara. 
So stealthily the pirate creeps 
Tarantara, Tarantara. 
While all the household soundly sleeps 
 
Come friends, who plough the sea 
Truce to navigation, take another station 
Let's vary piracy with a little burglary 
Come friends, who plough the sea 
Truce to navigation, take another station 
Let's vary piracy with a little burglary 
 
Here's your crowbar and your centre bit 
Your life preserver you may want to hit 



Your silent matches your dark lantern seize 
Take your file and your skeletonic keys 
Tarantara, With Cat like tread 
Tarantara, In silence dread 
 
With Cat-Like Tread ….. 
Come friends, who plough the sea ….. 
 
 
Ah, Leave me not to pine 
Ah, leave me not to pine alone and desolate; 
No fate seemed fair as mine, 
No happiness so great! 
And Nature, day by day, 
Has sung in accents clear this joyous roundelay, 
"He loves thee – he is here. 
Fal, la, la, la, Fal, la, la, la. 
He loves thee – he is here. 
Fal, la, la, Fal, la!" 
 
 
Hail, Poetry 
Hail, Poetry, thou heav’n-born maid! 
Thou gildest e’en the pirate’s trade. 
Hail, flowing fount of sentiment! 
All hail! All hail! Divine emollient! 
 
 
Pray observe the magnanimity 
Pray observe the magnanimity 
They display to lace and dimity! 
Never was such opportunity 
To get married with impunity! 
But they give up the felicity 
Of unbounded domesticity, 
Though a doctor of divinity 
Is located in this vicinity 


