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Haerfest Issue 

Summer draws to a reluctant close in our fair kingdom, and with the downward creeping temperatures comes 
a bountiful amount of activity; many events both this and next month.  Here in the Barony of Grey Niche we 
prepare for our fall event that actually nurtures a new rop; see the flyer for Samhain: The Next Generation in 
this issue. 
 
Also in this issue, two articles for the benefit of the next generation of our fair barony.  Let memorable filks 
teach our young the greatness of Greyniche.  Let the green, unknowing newbies, whether they have been to 
only one event, or have attended dozens, grow in their knowledge of our fine history by reading a classic 
article on heraldry from one of the pillars of our group. 
 
With respect, and a sense of wonder at what the future holds, we move forward.   
 

This is the End of Summer 2013 issue of the Clouded Issue, a publication of the Barony of Grey Niche of the Society of Creative 
Anachronism, In. (SCA, Inc.).  The Clouded Issue is available from Clara S. Bowen-Howell at 4596 Monaco, #B Memphis, TN 38117. 
It is not a corporate publication of the SCA, Inc., and does not delineate SCA, Inc. policies. Copyright © 2013 Society for Creative 
Anachronism, Inc. For information on reprinting photographs, articles, or artwork from this publication, please contact the 
Chronicler, who will assist you in contacting the original creator of the piece. Please respect the legal rights of our contributors. All 
content is used by permission from the officer, artist, or author.  Permission to Publish form available upon request. 
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Policy Chat Moves to Action  

The interested parties helping in Baronial Policy review have met, made their 

suggestions, and now there is only a brief wait while Kingdom takes a look.  In the 

meantime, see updates in the FILES section of the Grey Niche Yahoo group.  (visit 

Yahoo Groups and enter the search terms òGrey Nicheó to find both BGN Net and 

Greyniche groups).  

 

 

Filking      Lord Vincenzo Trania 

Academy of Performing Arts         07/27/13  

 
 

Introduction ¦ History. 

 
Picture this: A man standing at the gunwales of a 
ship watching the navel bombardment of his 
home port. All night long the fleet pummels the 
port, volley after volley. The man is captured late 
in the evening after a night of drinking, and 
stands by with tears in his heart, an emotional 
wreck, knowing that no fortification built by man 
can withstand that punishment hour upon hour.   
Eventually, inevitably, the sun rises behind him as 
the fog of the bay and the clouds of gunpowder 
clear in the morning light. Unbelievably, over the 
rubble that once were ramparts of the ports guns 
STILL stands, tattered but waving defiantly, his 
flag. The enemy has NOT vanquished the port and 
the brave men of the fort still offer their 
resistance. The man is overcome with emotion 
and writes a poem at that very moment to 
express his pride and admiration of the ports 
ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒÓȭ ÁÎÄ ÓÏÌÄÉÅÒÓȭ ÂÒÁÖÅÒÙ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ 
night. 
 
And THAT ladies and gentleman is the first filk 
you ever knew by heart. The author penned it to 
the melody of an English drinking song still fresh 
in his mind from the nights partying (the 
Ȱ!ÎÁÃÒÅÏÎÔÉÃ 3ÏÎÇȱ ÏÒ ÁÌÓÏ ËÎÏ×Î ÁÓ Ȱ4Ï 
!ÎÁÃÒÅÏÎ )Î (ÅÁÖÅÎȱɊ. That gentleman, a lawyer 

by trade and not a professional musician, was 
Francis Scott Key and we know this song/poem 
ÔÏ ÂÅ ÔÈÅ Ȱ3ÔÁÒ 3ÐÁÎÇÌÅÄ "ÁÎÎÅÒȢȱ 
 
Now I am not saying that this was the first filk.   
Songs have changed words since before anyone 
put a name to the practice.  Who but a lucky few 
can remember all the words of a song the first 
time you hear it sung?  In an illiterate society, 
songs were passed around only by being heard 
(and mis-heard), repeated (and mis-repeated) 
and morphed and changed accordingly.   Not all 
filking would even be deliberate if we consider 
those unintentional changes. 
&ÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ #ÈÒÉÓÔÍÁÓ ÃÁÒÏÌ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ #ÈÉÌÄ ÉÓ 4ÈÉÓȱ 
ÆÉÌËÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ Ȱ'ÒÅÅÎÓÌÅÖÅÓȱ ÔÏ !Ì 9ÁÎËÏÖÉÃȭÓ ÃÏÍÉÃ  
parodies today, filking has a LONG standing 
tradition in popular music.  Some examples may 
surprise you; a German Naval song became the 
Ȱ0ÁÎÚÅÒ +ÏÒÐÓ 3ÏÎÇȱ ɉÍÁÄÅ ÆÁÍÏÕÓ ÉÎ Á ÓÃÅÎÅ 
from the Battle of the Bulge Movie), the civil war 
ÃÌÁÓÓÉÃ Ȱ!ÕÒÁ ,ÅÅȱ ÂÅÃÁÍÅ Ȱ,ÏÖÅ Me 
4ÅÎÄÅÒȱȟ  Ȱ'ÏÄ 3ÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ 1ÕÅÅÎȱ ÉÓ ÁÌÓÏ Ȱ-Ù 
#ÏÕÎÔÒÙ 4ÉÓ ÏÆ 4ÈÅÅȢȱ 
 
The word Filk was first widely used in the mid 
υπȭÓȠ ÁÎÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÓÏÕÒÃÅÓ ) ÔÒÕÓÔ ɉ+ÁÒÅÎ ÁÎÄ 0ÏÕÌ 
Anderson), 1955 is credited as the very first year 
the word was used.  As to why you too might 
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trust my source, Karen Anderson credits herself 
as one of the founders of the SCA and as the first 
+ÎÏ×ÎÅ 7ÏÒÌÄ (ÅÒÁÌÄȢ    4ÈÅ ×ÏÒÄȭÓ ÆÉÒÓÔ 
appearance in print can be traced to the article 
ȰAn Egocentric and Convoluted History of Early 
Ȭ&ÉÌËȭ !ÎÄ Filkingȱ by Lee Gold. 

 
 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÃÕÌÐÒÉÔ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ,ÅÅ *ÁÃÏÂÓȟ Á 
LA area fan who had died shortly before I 
entered fandom. Back in the 50s, he'd 
submitted an essay to SAPS (Spectator 
Amateur Press Society) entitled "The 
Influence of Science Fiction on Modern 
American Folk Music" about supposed 
science fiction incidents in folk song, 
which was a straight-faced analysis of a 
number of thoroughly filthy "dirty songs," 
taking various metaphors in them as if 
they were meant literally. 
 
Wrai Ballard, the Official Editor of SAPS, 
rejected the essay on the grounds that the 
songs would get the APA in trouble with 
the Post Office, by violating the laws 
against mailing pornography ( this WAS 
ÁÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ υπȭÓɊȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ÄÉÄ ÎÏÔÉÃÅ ÔÈÁÔ 
Lee's title had an interesting typo: FILK 
SONG. He told his friends about it. And he 
ÈÁÄ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓȢȱ 

 
And that is a little on the modern history of filking 
and WHY it is of importance to the SCAdian way 
of life. As the early SCAdian is/was mostly a 
gamer Sci-fi geek, it was a skill brought over to 
the SCA from their other Con activities. 
 
Content.  Quite a few period songs have a very 
sexual, bawdy content. In Con filks body waste 
humor is rampant. Today the social pendulum is 
Ó×ÉÎÇÉÎÇ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ Á ȰËÉÎÄÅÒ ÇÅÎÔÌÅÒȱ ÓÏÎÇȢ $ÏÎȭÔ ÌÅÔ 
that sway you - write /sing what you want, but 
realize it may not be received in the spirit you 
created it.  
There are as many ways to filk as there are songs 
to sing. You can go out and find period 
ÍÕÓÉÃȣÌÁÂÏÒÉÏÕÓÌÙ ÌÉÓÔÅÎ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÌÅÃÔÉÏÎÓ  ÏÖÅÒ 
and over until the Muse hits you, or you can use 

later period and even modern songs that fit the 
SCA music style. 
I prefer using not so well know songs of modern 
origin.  Why lesser-known tunes? A well know 
tune will unconsciously invoke in the mind the 
words of the original song. Case in point; when 
listening to any performance of a song from the 
χπȭÓȟ ) ÓÔÉÌÌ ÍÅÎÔÁÌÌÙ ÉÎÓÅÒÔ ÔÈÅ ψ-trak pause and 
click, even when listening to the song on CD or in 
a live performance.  The original words are 
inescapably etched into our memories, and will 
ÃÏÍÐÅÔÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÌË ×ÒÉÔÅÒȭÓ ÎÅ× ÌÙÒÉÃÓȢ  3Ï 
when a filk comes into my head while listening to 
one of my esoteric singer/songwriters, I am fairly 
ÓÕÒÅ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÆÉÇÈÔ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÅÌÓÅȭÓ ÐÒÅÓÅÔ 
library. Which adds the same problem with 
period popular songs that stand the test of time; 
EVERYONE knows the original words.  
Note: another reason NOT to filk popular songs is 
the draconian measures the big recording 
ÃÏÍÐÁÎÉÅÓ ÐÕÔ ÉÎÔÏ ȱÉÎÔÅÌÌÅÃÔÕÁÌ ÐÒÏÐÅÒÔÙȱ 
pursuits, even tho parodies, in theory, are legally 
ÐÒÏÔÅÃÔÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÒÐÏÒÁÔÉÏÎȭÓ ÒÅÁÃÈȢ   ) ÕÓÕÁÌÌÙ 
avoid this  problem altogether by singing from 
the indie song writer and I do ALWAYS (as should 
you) give full credit to the song writer. 
 
Style. The aspiring filk writer has many choices 
here as well. Some great filks only change a word 
or two here and there. The story remains 
essentially the same, with tweaks to make it fit 
the SCA lifestyle.  My friend Falstaff has a filk 
based on a Tom Petty song that is a good example 
of this style.  Now try to listen to this without 
hearing the original words (and find the few 
words he changed to fit into the SCA lifestyle) 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ 'ÏÏÄ 4Ï "Å +ÉÎÇȱ 
© Tom Petty, extra lyric by Falstaff 

Em  Am  D  Em   Em  Am  D  Em 
  

Em                   Am 
It's good to be king, if just for a while 

D                    Em 
To be there in velvet, yeah to give 'em a smile 

Em                 Am 
It's good to live high and wear a gold crown 

D                      Em 
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It's good to be king of your own little town 
  

A                     D       G 
Yeah the world would swing oh if I were king 
C G D                   C G Em         A               Asus  A 

Can I help it if I...still dream time to time 
It's good to be king and have your own way 
Get a feeling of peace at the end of the day 

And when your bulldog barks and your canary 
sings 

You're out there with winners, it's good to be king 
Yeah, I'll be king when dogs get wings 

Can I help it if I still dream time to time 
It's good to be king and have your own world 
It helps to make friends, it's good to meet girls 

A sweet little queen, who won't run away 
It's good to be king, whatever it pays   (no riff)  

C G D 
Excuse me if I 

C G D 
Have some place in my mind 

C G Em 
Where I go time to time 

A             Asus  A  Asus  A  Asus  A 
Em  Am  D  Em   Em  Am  D  Em 

  
.Ï× ÆÏÒ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÏÆ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×ȟ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÌÄ 
letters over the lyrics are chords. I Love having 
them as it allows me to bang on my keyboards to 
try to accompany myself. The key may need to be 
ÃÈÁÎÇÅÄ ÁÓ ×Å ÁÌÌ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÐÉÔÃÈ in 
our voices, but the progression will stay the same.  
 
Here is a Filk that I have written based on 
2ÉÃÈÁÒÄ 4ÈÏÍÐÓÏÎÓ Ȱ6ÉÎÃÅÎÔ "ÌÁÃË ,ÉÇÈÔÅÎÉÎÇ 
ρωυςȱȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÆÉÌË ÁÌÓÏ ËÅÅÐÓ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÓÉÃ ÓÔÏÒÙ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 
song together. I just changed the subject to a 
percheron  (a war horse) tweaked it to period 
references. But the love story of the song I left the 
same.  )Î ÍÙ ÍÉÎÄ ×ÈÙ ÃÈÁÎÇÅ ÉÔ ÉÔȭÓ Á ÇÒÅÁÔ ÔÒÁÇÉÃ 
love story. 

Percheron War Shoed  
"ÁÓÅÄ ÏÎ 2ÉÃÈÁÒÄ 4ÈÏÍÐÓÏÎȭÓ 
Ȱ6ÉÎÃÅÎÔ "ÌÁÃË ,ÉÇÈÔÅÎÉÎÇ υύωφȱ 

Said Red Molly to James ÔÈÁÔȭÓ Á ÆÉÎÅ ÈÏÒÓÅ ÙÅÁ ÒÉÄÅ 
A girl could feel special on any such like 

Said James to Red Molly my Helms off to you 

4ÈÁÔȭÓ Á ×ÁÒ ÓÈÏÄ 0ÅÒÃÈÅÒÏÎ υϊ ÈÁÎÄȟ ÓÔÏÎÅ υύφ 
!ÎÄ )ȭÖÅ ÓÅÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÒËÅÔ ÁÎÄ #ÁÆÅÓ ÉÔ ÓÅÅÍÓ  

red hair and eyes of heather my favorite color 
schemes 

and he pulled her on behind 
and down to Boxhill they did ride 

Oh said James to Red Molly 
(ÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÒÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÅÆÔ ÈÁÎÄ  

"ÕÔ )ȭÌÌ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÉÎ ÅÁÒÎÅÓÔ )Í Á ÄÁÎÇÅÒÏÕÓ ÍÁÎ 
&ÏÒ )ȭÖÅ ÆÏÕÇÈÔ ȬÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÌÁ× ÓÉÎÃÅ ) ×ÁÓ υω 
)ȭÖÅ ËÉÌÌÅÄ ÍÁÎÙ Á ÍÁÎ Ôo make Mary our Queen 
!ÎÄ ÎÏ× )ȭÍ φυ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÍÁÙ ÎÏÔ ÍÁËÅ φφ 

!ÎÄ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÍÉÎÄ ÄÙÉÎÇ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÖÅ ÏÆ ÙÏÕ 
And if fate should break my stride  

Then I give you my percheron to ride 
Come Down come down Red Molly 

Cried Angus McCrea 
For they ambushed James Agee  

During armed robbery  
Musket blast hit his chest left nothing inside 
Oh come down Red Molly to his dying side 

When she came to the roadside there wasnt much 
left 

He was running out of rope  
he was running out of breath 
But he smiled to see her cry 

3ÁÉÄ ÈÅȭÄ ÇÉÖÅ ÈÅÒ ÈÉÓ 0ÅÒÃÈÅÒÏÎ ÔÏ ÒÉÄÅ 
Said James to in my opinion  
ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÏÒÌÄ  

beats a war shod percheron and a red headed girl 
Now Morgans , Clydesdales and Arabians wont do 
&ÏÒ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÓÏÕÌ ÌÉËÅ Á ÐÅÒÃÈÅÒÏÎ ×ÅÌÌ 

shoed 
And he reached out his hands and slipped her the 

reins 
3ÁÉÄ )ȭÖÅ ÎÏ ÆÕÒÔÈÅÒ ÕÓÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅÓÅ 

I see angels and chariots riding heather and foam 
 Racing down from heaven to carry me home 

And he gave her one last kiss and died  
and he gave her his percheron to ride 

  
Now in this song I kept just the story, changed the 
time period and the conveyance, made James a 
patriot for Mary Queen of Scots, not an outlaw 
biker. Other than that, the song stayed the same. I 
posted this on the bardic page on facebook for 
suggestions, and was told by one bard she wrote 
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a much similar version to this song. A few years 
ago, but never performed or published it. Well to 
that I say, the level of genius is proportional to 
how much one agrees with you.  
 
Enhancing the Performance.  If you can play a 
period instrument, or guitar,  so much the better; 
use it when you perform. If not sing A Capella . 
But one thing: Practice, Practice, 
Practice.  Consider joining the SCA Bardic page on 
Facebook.  I have, and have found MANY great 
threads, one of which decried the lack of respect 
given new bards and filkers. The biggest 
complaint I saw, in the thread, was the 
unprofessional preparation the filker has done 
(or not done). When I think back to the lackluster 
receptions I have at times received, that was most 
likely the culprit.  
 
Somewhere on YoutTube is a video of a song I 
finished writing hours before a competition. The 
song itself is a good one, a hymn to our kingdom, 
"ÁÓÅÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ,ÁÕÄÅ ÆÒÏÍ "ÅÒÎÓÔÉÅÎȭÓ Mass. My 
performance was a debacle, I was horrible. I wish 
I could delete it. But I still look at it from time to 
time to remind me PRACTICE!  Please remember 
going into a performance with a song sheet, 
finishing a filk hours before a performance, 
expectiÎÇ Á ÐÉÔÃÈ ÐÅÒÆÅÃÔ ÒÅÎÄÉÔÉÏÎ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ .%6%2 
going to happen. Know your materiel. Not only 
will the confidence (or lack thereof) be sensed by 
the audience, but you will be a lot less nervous 
ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕÒ ÖÏÉÃÅ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÓÔÒÏÎÇÅÒ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÓÕÒÅ 
of your song. 
 
Okay, since we are speaking about performance 
here, let me say that what we do takes bravery. 
We sweat, agonize, and nurture our creations. 
Eking out of our psyches, a song. Then we get up 
stand in front of a discerning audience of friends 
and strangers, and pour out our heart and soul.   
 
1ÕÁËÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÏÏÔÓ ÙÅÔȩ $/.ȭ4Ȣ ) ×ÒÉÔÅ ÍÙ 
songs, practice and perform them FOR MY 
%'/ɉÔÈÅÒÅ ) ÓÁÉÄ ÉÔɊ ÉÔȭÓ ÍÙ ÐÏÅÍ ÍÙ ÍÕÓÅ ÁÎÄ 
YOU CANT HAVE IT. If you could have it YOU 
×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÕÐ ÈÅÒÅȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÏ× ) ÄÅÁÌ ×ÉÔÈ ÓÔÁÇÅ 

fright. I mean go out there and OWN the 
ÓÔÁÇÅȣÉÔȭÓ ÙÏÕÒÓ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÏÍÅÎÔȟ Ï×Î ÉÔȢ 
 
Now back to Filking. Another way I filk is I hear a 
ÐÕÎ ÉÎ Á ÌÉÎÅ ÏÒ ÃÈÏÒÕÓȣȢ  One song  ×ÁÓ Ȱ4ÈÉÒÄ 
2ÁÔÅ 2ÏÍÁÎÃÅȟ 0ÅÎÎÓÉÃ 2ÅÎÄÅÚÖÏÕÓȱ ÌÏÏÓÅÌÙ 
based on  an assignation that happened at 
Pennsic one year.  I used that chorus in the song  
ɉȰ4ÈÉÒÄ 2ÁÔÅ 2ÏÍÁÎÃÅȱ  ÂÙ 3ÁÍÍÙ +ÅÒÓÈÁ×ɊȢ .Ï 
samples to show of this one; I lost it when my 
hard drive crashed. Which reminds me: please, 
please, please make hard copies of all your stuff. 
You never know when the digital world will 
hiccup. 
 
Okay here is one I wrote using just the chorus as 
original, and even that only uses the operative 
phrase. 

Ȱ./ !.'%, +./73ȱ 

4Ï ÔÈÅ ÔÕÎÅ ÏÆ Ȱ.Ï !ÎÇÅÌ +ÎÏ×Óȱ  

By Slaid Cleves 

I am a Liege Man A son of Kane 
Chose this ÌÉÆÅ ÆÒÅÅÌÙ .Ï ÏÎÅȭÓ ÔÏ ÂÌÁÍÅ 

Thinkin bout the consequence of this road I chose 
Now I know what no angel knows 

She was no angel a woman of the world  
) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ )ȭÄ ÌÅÁÒÎ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÙÓÔÅÒÙ ÇÉÒÌ 
3ÈÅ ÂÒÏÕÇÈÔ ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ,ÉÅÇÅȭÓ ÔÈÒÏÎÅ 
Now I know what no angel knows 

No angel knows the feel of steel on flesh 
No angel knows the bloody taste of death 
No angel knows the feel of chastened lips 

Now I know what no angel knows 

A mercenary, I know no shame 
.Ï ×ÏÍÁÎ ÌÏÖÅÓ ÍÅȟ ÎÏ ÓÏÎȭÓ ÍÙ ÎÁÍÅ 

Travel this world forever only gods will tell 
Now I know what know angel knows 

We traveled the oceans we marched the shore 
4ÈÅ ÈÏÍÅ ) ×ÁÓ ÂÏÒÎ ÉÎ )ȭÌÌ ÓÅÅ ÎÏ ÍÏÒÅ 

Gave my life over for gold and fame 
.Ï× ) ËÎÏ× ȣ.Ï× ) ËÎÏ× 
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No Angel knows the hate of a strangers heart 
No angel knows the shudder of life in your hands 
No angel knows the hopelessness of war Now I 

know what no angel knows 

Sometimes I write a filk because I just admire the 
song itself.  The music of Don Walser will always 
be connected to fond memories of childhood 
roadtrips with  my father, who loved Texas swing. 
I admired Don Walser who played some of the 
blues swing on those old Texas radio stations, 
and was mostly known for his yodeling.  

Recently I discovered Slaid Cleaves covering a 
few Don Walser songs, and the coolest thing (for 
me) was Slaid sang it in my key. So I HAD to learn 
ÔÈÅ ÓÏÎÇȟ ÅÖÅÎ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ )ȭÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÈÁÄ ÁÎÙ ÔÒÁÉÎÉÎÇ 
in yodeling and it is very difficult for me.   After 
hearing the Slaid Cleves version, a filk came to me 
ÆÒÏÍ Á ÓÏÎÇ ÅÎÔÉÔÌÅÄ Ȱ4ÅØÁÓ 4ÏÐ (ÁÎÄȱȢ 7ÅÌÌ I 
knew this could in NO way be a period piece. So 
my muse completely changed the lyrics - not even 
the story is the same.  

 

Legion Shieldman  

"ÁÓÅÄ ÏÎ Ȱ4ÅØÁÓ 4ÏÐ (ÁÎÄȱ ÂÙ $ÏÎ 7ÁÌÓÅÒ 
I was 20 years old when I entered my first shield 

wall 

in the east of !ÎÓÔÅÏÒÁ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× 
)ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÐÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÅÖÅÒ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÏÎ Á ÃÅÄÁÒ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 

ground 

 I done wore it down and broke it long ago  
I can do more on the wall than I can in some ole 

pick up  

ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÐÁÎÙ ÉÓ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÁ ËÎÏ× 
Im a Legion Shieldman and I bet my bottom dollar  

ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ÈÏÌÄ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÎÅ ÆÏÒ +ÁÎÅȭÓ ÏÌÄ ÓÑÕÉÒÅÓ 

)Í Á ,ÅÇÉÏÎ ÓÈÉÅÌÄÍÁÎ )ȭÍ ÔÈÅ Υυ ÍÁÎ 
when it come the time to hold a good hard line  
) ÃÁÎ ÌÅÁÄ ȬÅÍ ) ÃÁÎ ÔÁËÅ ȬÅÍ ) ÃÁÎ ÂÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ÔÏ 

ÂÒÅÁË ȬÅÍ  
and tonight I will drink the mead keg dry 

Yodel 

I can hear my shield mates tolling of the Battles 
days retelling  

!ÎÄ ÔÏÎÉÇÈÔ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÆÉØ ÏÕÒ ÇÅÁÒ ÁÎÄ ÅÁÔ ÏÕÒ ÆÉÌÌ 
For the morning battles coming and soon we will 

be a runnin 
To the side of our esteemed liege and knights 

4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÆÕÌÌ ÍÏÏÎ ÏÎ Ôhe rise as we turn down for 
the evening 

ÁÎÄ ÍÙ ÌÁÄÙ ÓÈÅȭÓ Á ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÁÓ ÃÁÎ ÂÅ 
4ÈÅÒÅ ÁÉÎȭÔ ÎÏ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÌÉÆÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÆÅ ÏÆ Á 

shieldman  
)ÔȭÓ ÁÓ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÁÓ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÇÅÔ ÔÏ ÂÅÉÎÇ ×ÉÌÄ ÁÎÄ ÌÉÖÉÎÇ 

free 

Yodel 

)Í Á ,ÅÇÉÏÎ ÓÈÉÅÌÄÍÁÎ )ȭÍ ÔÈÅ Υυ ÍÁÎ 
when it comes the time to hold a good hard line  

) ÃÁÎ ÌÅÁÄ ȬÅÍ ) ÃÁÎ ÔÁËÅ ȬÅÍ ) ÃÁÎ ÂÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ÔÏ 
ÂÒÅÁË ȬÅÍ  

and tonight I will drink the mead keg dry 

Finish with Free yodel 

One  last style version of filking I will mention is a 
filk of an original SCA song (yes we are allowed to 
do that too.)  Irreverence has always been a part 
of the SCA. The following filk  is no exception. I 
will let the song writer tell the rest. Heregyth 
Ketilsdottir indulges me by performing her filk of 
Master Hector of the Black Height's iconic, 
patri otic song of Ealdormere, "Rise". Done at the 
bardic circle after a wedding recently in the 
Barony of Jararvellir. Recorded on December 5, 
2009 using a Flip Video camcorder. By Heregyth 
Ketilsdottir w/great indebtedness to Master 
Hector of the Black Height. 

www.youtube.com/watch?v=PxOIFiEv70Q 
Lyrics:  

The northern wheatfield was your birthplace 
Where the wind blows free 

The harvest ground into a flour came to the bakery 



  Clouded Issue  
!Ȣ3Ȣ 

 8,6)))
 

 

I will mix a dough and knead you 
Then a feast shall come to be 

On the baking bricks, a golden loaf shall rise 
 

Chorus: 
Rise, rise, O rise! 

With the oven's heat to warm you 
And a bread pan as your guide 

With the grain's strength in your gluten 
And the yeast bubbles inside 
You'll be supper in my future 
And I'll butter you with pride 

You'll be grand 
You'll be crusty 
You shall rise 

 
A crusty bread sustains the people 

In the glade and glen 
The crystal waters mixed with yeast and salt and 

flour and then 
You will hunger for your destiny 

A bread dough's last amen 
But before you greet the oven, you shall rise 

 
Chorus 

 
For many years, I've been a baker 

Mixed a ton of dough 
I have the knowledge in my hands to knead and 

punch and throw 
You're a lump of clay that's ready 

For my art to strike its blow 
But it's up to you to know how high to rise 

 
Chorus 

 
Now hear the words of northern folk 

In hall and keep and field 
You are the feast hall's pleasure 

You're the crust our hands will wield 
You're the lifeblood, you're the staple  

Of our diet in Northshield 
While my baking oven stands, the bread shall rise 

 
Chorus 

Chorus again in overdramatized slow tempo 
  

Final Words.  /ËÁÙ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ ) ËÎÏ× ÁÂÏÕÔ ×ÒÉÔÉÎÇ ÆÉÌËÓȢ 2ÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÔÏ (!6% &5.Ȣ 7Å ÄÏ ÔÈÉÓ 3#! ÔÈÉÎÇ 
ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÆÕÎȟ ÓÏÍÅ ×ÉÌÌ ÌÉËÅ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÄÏ ÓÏÍÅ ×ÏÎȭÔȠ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÃÏÎÔÒÏÌȢ $Ï ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÌÉËe; make it 
bawdy, silly, serious, a love song or a sing along.  But WRITE.  I have found the more I write the easier it is 
to hear my muse.  And it is YOUR muse, enjoy it. For me nothing beats the pleasure I have when I finish a 
song and start to learn it, tweaking it as I go to fit the meter. The bottom line is you really write for yourself, 
from your heart, and not for the approval of others. 

Every bard should have a song book. It is unrealistic and time consuming, to expect you to write every song 
you perform yourself. I have added some links to existing songs and song books. Some are filks ,some are 
originals. I hope you find these helpful. 

Feel free to contact me with questions:   

wsklywbit2@yahoo.com   

Links and Sources 

www.odins-gift.com/mp3/heathenmusic.htm 

www.facebook.com/groups/bardicarts/  

http://www.interfilk.org/interfilk/filk.htm  (includes lists of filk conventions) 

Lewis, Lisa A.  The Adoring Audience: Fan Culture and Popular Media.  1992  Print.  ISBN 0415078202 

mailto:wsklywbit2@yahoo.com
http://www.odins-gift.com/mp3/heathenmusic.htm
http://www.facebook.com/groups/bardicarts/
http://www.interfilk.org/interfilk/filk.htm
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Shameless Plug: 

4ÈÉÓ ÙÅÁÒȭÓ 3ÁÍÈÁÉÎ ×ÉÌÌ ÆÅÁÔÕÒÅ Á &ÉÌËÉÎÇ Contest.  I encourage everyone attending 
ÔÏÄÁÙȭÓ !0! ÓÅÓÓÉÏÎ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÓÅÖÅÒÁÌ ×ÅÅËÓ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÅ ÕÐ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕÒ Ï×Î ÆÉÌË ÁÎÄ 
join us in Shelby Forest on the weekend of October 12.  More information available at 

www.greyniche.net 

  

This is the solution to 

the Puzzle in Last 

Months Clouded Issue. 

http://www.greyniche.net/
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Find next an article on Heraldry presented by Mist ress Falada:

 




