BROKEN WORDS: A
FIFTH CENTURY OF
CHARADES



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649472444

Broken Words: A Fifth Century of Charades by William Bellamy

Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilisation of this work in whole or in part in
any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented,
including xerography, photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval
system, is forbidden without the permission of the publisher, Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd, PO Box
1576 Collingwood, Victoria 3066 Australia.

All rights reserved.

Edited by Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd.
Cover @ 2017

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent,
re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher's prior consent in any form or
binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition
including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

www.triestepublishing.com



WILLIAM BELLAMY

BROKEN WORDS: A
FIFTH CENTURY OF
CHARADES

ﬁTrieste






BROKEN WORDS

A FIFTH CENTURY OF CHARADES

BY

WILLIAM BELLAMY

Asd be thost fughng Fiands we wmore beleew’d,
That paitir wach wor i o doublt snei,

That Reepe the word sf promin 0o our tart,
And brrabs it tn aur Rope,
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Y first is near to burng

My last is witty, sometimes ;
My whole most people spurn,
They call it only bum rhymes.
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EFORE the milk hill came to pass,
My first was commoner than glass.

My second is a lirtde word,
And very similar my third,

My whole, a land of bees and kine,
Was promised by a voice divine.
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WDULD’ST read a page of history unknown ?
A page my sccond stood beside the throne,

And when King Richard entertained my whole,

It was his office to present the bowl.

My first and next the royal fingers stirred,

And finding every condiment my third,

The king approving passed it to the boy

While knights and nobles smacked their lips for joy.
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Y first is a feather, a poet once said ;
My sccond and third is sweet, juicy, and red;
There’s my whole in the toss of a beautifu] head,
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ITHOUT my first and second who could

play the violin {

‘Without my third and fourth how would poker games
begin ?

Without my whole pray tell me how could La
Mancha’s knight

Have ridden to save maidens or with giants strange
to fight
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HE lion with my first shall lie,
The]icn;mmylﬂstwiﬂspring.
My whole who caused 2 king to die
Was dead before he killed the king,
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