Bardic Habitat Restoration Project:

Ways to Increase the Bardic Heard

A discussion on how to spark interest in the bardic arts in an area where they’re not happening.  There’s no one answer to this of course.  Different approaches will work better than others in depending on the area. I’m hoping to encourage several things:  First, the creation of bardic performance spaces - venues; second, getting people who are primarily not performers to participate in more roles than that of listener; and finally, growing a sense of community among the attendees.  

This is my first crack at trying to get some of these ideas down on paper and I expect it to be an ever on-going process.  Feel free to spread this paper as far and wide as you like. If anyone has something to add to the conversation, please do so.  Suggestions, ideas, and comments are very much welcome. I can be reached at cerian@minstrel.com
Related subjects:

· Care and feeding of a bardic circle

· Patronage of the bardic arts

· Role of a bard within the society.  

In order to get the ball rolling, one or more people need to be acting as patrons.  Think of them as ‘champions’ of the bardic arts – it sounds better than ‘cheerleader’ or ‘den mother’.  These individuals don’t necessarily need to be bards, they do need to be catalysts.  Their task is to encourage, instigate, organize, and listen.  Patronage happens by individuals (or groups of individuals) acting as part of a community.

So what sort of things can this catalyst do (and encourage others to do)?

· Create venues – making bardic circles/challenges/competitions happen (ie: Maire wants bardic), asking for war stories (I like you, I think you are worth my time, tell me about X..--> storytelling happens), filling otherwise dead time

· Give out cookies – Ealdormerian rings, literal cookies, verbal ‘thank yous’/’that was fun’

· Build communities – pot luck (or some other group activity) before the bardic circle, ‘down home’ songs, regional/group tabards, Bardic Madness, bardic safe zone

Potential arenas (arena is the space where bardic happens, venue is the opportunity for it to happen):

· Bardic circle

· Before court

· Bardic competition

· Bardic challenge

· Feast hall

· Table hopping

· Standing in line

· Work party

Things to have at a bardic circle.

· Comfortable performance space (living room, camp fire) with places to sit

· Critical bardic mass

· Patron(s) 

· Nearby area to schmooze without noise bleed to the circle

· Song books/lyric sheets

· Beverages/Snacks 

· Eliane’s flashlights

Lopsided bardic circle: pick, pass, or play where all but three people chronically pass.  How do we fix this?

· Repetition and perseverance (while working on community building)

· Down home songs
· Change to pick, pass, play, pick a friend, or pull 
In an on-line discussion, someone suggested that at a large bardic circle, the ‘pick’ option could result in the more well known bards getting so much airtime that fledgling performers got frustrated or intimidated.  I haven’t run into this, but they may have a point. Eliminating ‘pick’ entirely doesn’t feel like a good solution.  I suspect some middle ground is the right place to be - the trick is finding it.

New category – pick a friend
: Somtimes it’s less intimidating to perform if you’re not on your own.  Pick a friend to help and perform a piece together.

New category – pull:  Basically pull something to do out of a hat. Something very simple and very easy.  Something they may not even think of as bardic arts – don’t tell them (  As the participants grow more comfortable with performing, these challenges can become more ‘chewable’, but start with the bardic equivalent of Gerber products.  Following are examples of the things I’ve come up with so far, I’m sure there are additional possibilities.  I think the key features we’re looking for are exercises that are reasonably short, accessible, and fun.

Riddles

Period (Exeter Book of Riddles - http://www2.kenyon.edu/AngloSaxonRiddles/texts.htm):

In battle I rage against wave and wind,

Strive against storm, dive down seeking

A strange homeland, shrouded by the sea.

In the grip of war, I am strong when still;

In battle-rush, rolled and ripped     

In flight. Conspiring wind and wave

Would steal my treasure, strip my hold,

But I seize glory with a guardian tail

As the clutch of stones stands hard

Against my strength. Can you guess my name?

I am man's treasure, taken from the woods,

Cliff-sides, hill-slopes, valleys, downs;

By day wings bear me in the buzzing air,

Slip me under a sheltering roof-sweet craft.

Soon a man bears me to a tub. Bathed,

I am binder and scourge of men, bring down

The young, ravage the old, sap strength.

Soon he discovers who wrestles with me

My fierce body-rush-I roll fools

Flush on the ground. Robbed of strength,

Reckless of speech, a man knows no power

Over hands, feet, mind. Who am I who bind

Men on middle-earth, blinding with rage

And such savage blows that dazed

Fools know my dark power by daylight?

Peri-oid 

(Tolkien):

This thing all things devours:

Birds, beasts, trees, flowers;

Gnaws iron, bites steel;

Grinds hard stones to meal;

Slays king, ruins town,

And beats high mountain down.

Cantwr:

My mistress is a lady small and light

Fair of feature she, with graceful curves.

She often sings a song for my delight

Mournful or merry, my mood does shift with hers.

Caressed, her tone is pleasure to my ear.

Neglect will cause her voice to be a shriek.

So I attend her nightly, for I fear

She be inclined to let her shrill side speak.

I rest my chin on hers, and do we play,

In our embrace we soar on fancy's flight.

She vibrates with each stroke I send her way.

And when we're done, I tuck her in at night.

Now good gentle, I will ask you straight and plain:

Pray tell to me, what is my mistress' Name?

Poems

A Sonnet of the Moon – Charles Best

Look how the pale queen of the silent night

Doth cause the ocean to attend upon her,

And he, as long as she is in his sight,

With her full tide is ready her to honor.

But when the silver waggon of the moon

Is mounted up so high he cannot follow,

The sea calls home his crystal waves to moan,

And with low ebb doth manifest his sorrow.

So you that are the sovereign of my heart

Have all my joys attending on your will;

My joys low-ebbing when you do depart,

When you return their tide my heart doth fill.

So as you come and as you do depart,

Joys ebb and flow within my tender heart.

Philip Sidney

Loving in truth, and fain in verse my love to show,

That the dear she might take some pleasure of my pain,

Pleasure might cause her read, reading might make her know,

Knowledge might pity win, and pity grace obtain,

I sought fit words to paint the blackest face of woe:

Studying inventions fine, her wits to entertain,

Oft turning others' leaves, to see if thence would flow

Some fresh and fruitful showers upon my sunburned brain.

But words came halting forth, wanting Invention's stay;

Invention, Nature's child, fled stepdame Study's blows;

And others' feet still seemed but strangers in my way.

Thus, great with child to speak, and helpless in my throes,

Biting my truant pen, beating myself for spite:

"Fool," said my Muse to me, "look in thy heart, and write."

The Daddy Poem – Theodore Geissel

If my Daddy hadn't met up with my Mommy,

I'd have missed this fine party tonight...

If my daddy had shacked up with somebody else,

Just supposing, for instance Miss Abigail Schmelz, 

Or Patricia McFish or Louella Mc Gee,

I wouldn't have resulted, I wouldn't be me...

The Centipede - Ogden Nash

I objurgate the centipede,

A bug we do not really need.

At sleepy-time he beats a path

Straight to the bedroom or the bath.

You always wallop where he’s not,

Or, if he is, he makes a spot.

Someone Ate the Baby 

- Shel Silverstein

Someone ate the baby.

It's rather sad to say.

Someone ate the baby

So she won't be out to play.

We'll never hear her whiney cry

Or have to feel if she is dry.

We'll never hear her asking "Why?"

Someone ate the baby.

Someone ate the baby.

It's absolutely clear

Someone ate the baby

'Cause the baby isn't here.

We'll give away her toys and clothes.

We'll never have to wipe her nose.

Dad says, "That's the way it goes."

Someone ate the baby.

Someone ate the baby.

What a frightful thing to eat!

Someone ate the baby

Though she wasn't very sweet.

It was a heartless thing to do.

The policemen haven't got a clue.

I simply can't imagine who

Would go and (burp) eat the baby.

Mad Libs

From www.madlibs.org:

To be, or not to _verb______________, -- that is the _noun______________;

Whether 'tis nobler in the _noun______________ to suffer

The slings and _plural noun____________ of _adjective______________   fortune,

Or to take _plural noun____________  against a sea of _plural noun____________,

And by , verb ending in –ing_____________ end them. To die, -- to sleep, --

No more; and by a sleep to say we end

The _noun______________ and the _number_______ natural shocks

That flesh is _position or status______________  to,-- 'tis a _noun______________
_adverb______________ to be wish'd. To die, --- to sleep

To sleep: perchance to _verb______________: ay, there's the _noun______________;

For in that sleep of death what _plural noun____________  may come

When we have _past tense verb______________ off this _adjective______________  coil,

Must give us _noun______________....

Cantwr:

No _noun______________, there we were – surrounded by a horde of _number_______ _noun_____________. We hadn’t a _noun______________.  All our _plural noun____________were lost.  When unbelievably, verb ending in –ing_____________over the horizon to our rescue came the army.  They were led by the king himself, riding upon a mighty _noun______________with a _adjective______________  _noun______________upon his head.  No sooner did he appear, than our foes _past tense verb______________ in dismay.  And that is how we were saved by the timely arrival of the royal _noun______________.

Complete the Poem
all Cantwr:

A flea and a fly once sat on a wall,

And all the day through they did gnatter.

They suddenly stopped – their discourse did stall,

______________________________________
Have you ever heard of the silvery Tay?

It’s told of at length in a most tragic lay.

There many a man met their death, so they say,

______________________________________
In the middle of nowhere, it seems there’s a town -

With a main street, a theatre, and square.

To the unfortunate soul who’s stuck in this place,

______________________________________
Linkography:

Riddle Sources:

Period:

http://www2.kenyon.edu/AngloSaxonRiddles/texts.htm (Anglo-Saxon riddles from the Exeter Book)

http://www.godecookery.com/mtales/mtales04.htm (alternative translation of some of the Exeter riddles)

Peri-oid:

http://www.berghuis.co.nz/abiator/unit/hobbit/ch/riddles.html (Tolkein’s riddles from The Hobbit)

http://www.interlockresources.com/Employees/Trivia/Ancient%20Riddles.htm (a few ‘ancient’ riddles)

http://www.kith.org/logos/words/lower2/xx-unknown.comments.html (some modern riddles)

References:

http://www.sp.uconn.edu/~mwh95001/riddles/riddlebib.html (a bibliography for Old English Riddles)

Poetry Sources:

http://www.sonnets.org/index.htm (Sonnet Central)
http://www.theotherpages.org/poems/index.html (Poet’s Corner)
http://www.westegg.com/nash/ (Ogden Nash On-Line)
http://members.tripod.com/~ShelSilverstein/ (Shel Silverstein Archive)

http://www.eseuss.com/index.html (Dr. Seuss)

Mad Lib Sources:

http://www.madlibs.org/
http://www.neferchichi.com/madlibs.html
http://www.barrowdowns.com/MadLibs.asp?Size=
http://www.penguinputnam.com/static/packages/us/yreaders/madlibs/fun.html
http://www.geocities.com/pezheadpaul/madlibs/
http://fallenearth.org/madlibs/
http://www.fictionfunhouse.com/madlibs/madlibs.htm
http://oceancat.com/madlibs/
� This wonderful phrase was coined by THL Lucia Elena Beatrice Braganza.


� This idea thought up by THL Brion Enkazi 





