The Filk

To the tune of: The Rose

 Some say filk is uncreative, it just apes what artists sing

Some say filk should be verboten , it’s such  a awful thing

Some say filk is much too silly, just cheap and easy laugh 

But I say filk it is an art form, that’s full of subtle craft

It’s the words declared sacred, that can never grow 

It’s the story left untouch-ed, that no one will ever know

It’s the song that’s been perfected, that will never find its voice

It’s the parody that’s hush-ed, that lets no one rejoice

When the circle has been to glorious and the voices are all like silk

And you think that bardic’s only,  for the eloquent and the skilled 

Just remember when it’s your turn, and all the eyes are upon you 

That there’s nothing like a filk, in the clutch, to see you through
