February Shire Meeting

When:  February 13th 3:00 p.m at Teka and Killian's. Fighter practice will be before the meeting at 11:00 a.m.
If you need directions or information please call Teka  

Fighter Practice is Sundays at 1:00. For questions call Killian
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Meeting minutes

Marshal- nothing new

Archery- Nothing new

Arts and Science- Next craft night is February 8th at 6:30 p.m. at Killian and Teka’s.  Lord Ryan/ THL Teka will be teaching period dance.

Chatelaine- nothing new

Chronicler- needs stuff for scorpion tales send things to 

Constable- Nothing new

Exchequer- Not present not feeling well

Herald- Nothing new

List- Nothing new

Children- Nothing new

Water Bearer- nothing new

Presentations- new gift basket for the shire anniversary winners

New Business- 

A vote  was taken to move the meetings back to members homes. Everyone was in agreement.  

Old Business-

Shire Anniversary was discussed. The schedule for the day was talked about; no porta potties will be needed for the day. There will be an exchange of officers at the event. Lord Ryan has been voted in as seneschal for the next two years. Spring crown committees were set up for Eric setup, luncheon (headed by Lady Alix), We are responsible for the troll booth and getting everything set up.   

 Other Business: none
Seneschals corner

Greetings,


It was nice to see so many of you at the shire meeting. Lets see if we can get this many at the craft night this month. It will be period dance. We will be going over the ones we have done in the past and if we have time see if I can remember a new one.  Lord Ryan always has wonderful things he pulls out of his hat. Come have fun with us. It has always been fun every time we have danced in the past. 


Our shire anniversary and crown tournament are just around the corner things are starting to come together. Lets keep up the good work and let me know if there are any complications or concerns as soon as possible. The sooner I know the sooner I can help. 


As you all know this will be my last full month as seneschal so most likely this will be my last seneschal corner. Lord Ryan will have to write it next. Since we voted him in at the last meeting. Congratulations Lord Ryan of Rickford. I look forward to working with him in the coming year.  


Just one reminder On February 13th the fighter practice will be at 11:00 before the shire meeting.  


As always my door is open and my phone is on. 

Teka
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"Hyronimus Anonymous"

My favorite story of the "shaggy dog" type.  Hope you enjoy it.

There were once three kingdoms on the shores of a large lake.  In the middle of the lake was a beautiful island and all three kingdoms claimed it as their own.  For years they had fought war after war over who owned the island, and it had changed hands time after time.


At last the three kings agreed to have a summit and decide once and for all who should own the island.  Of course, they were not able to come to an equitable decision.  War had certainly not worked and neither had negotiation.  So they finally agreed on a sort of melee.  Each kingdom would send only its very best knights to fight for possession of the island, and whichever kingdom's knights were still standing at the end of the fight,
that kingdom would own the island.

The day before the melee came at last and the representatives of the three kingdoms met in a neutral place on the shore of the lake and prepared to camp overnight.

Kingdom A sent 100 knights and each knight had a squire.  While the knights sat at their leisure the squires pitched tents, chopped wood, carried water, cooked dinner and polished their knights' armor.

Kingdom B sent 50 knights and each knight had a squire.  And while the knights sat at their leisure the squires pitched tents, chopped wood, carried water, cooked dinner and polished their knights' armor.

Now Kingdom C sent only one knight and that one knight had a squire.  While the knight sat and polished his armor, his squire climbed to the top of a nearby tree and hung a large iron pot from a length of rope.

The next morning the knights were having such a glorious time just relaxing in their camps they decided they really didn't feel like fighting.  So they decided to let their squires fight for them.  They pulled their chairs up around the battlefield and prepared to watch the fight.

The squires fell to fighting and soon nothing could be seen on the battlefield but a huge cloud of dust and only the clash of weapons and the shouts and grunts of the squires could be heard.

At last the battlefield was silent and the knights waited anxiously as the dust cloud cleared to see whose side was still standing, Kingdom A, Kingdom B or Kingdom C.

As the dust finally cleared, the knights could see that the only person still standing was the squire of the lone knight from Kingdom C which only goes to prove that the squire of the high pot and noose is equal to the squires of the other two sides. You may now groan.

Hyronimus Anonymous

“February Shire Birthdays”

 Logan Anderson


2/9

Lady Caitlin Christiana Wintour
2/12

Lady Katherine nic Canna

2/13

Greg Battencourt


2/14

Valentinia Mac Lost


2/14

Blase De Angelo


2/15

Wesley Mulder


2/21

Jenee la Pottier


2/28

The Shire of Al-Sahid Wishes you all

Very Happy Birthday!
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Rebel

A guilty feeling of unknown cause bursts out of me, 

With such force it will not go away;

I drown my pain with Avril Lavine and Hilary Duff;

Out of the dark mists of my mind a rebel is fighting to get out, 

Fighting to awaken my senses; 

Behind steel bars she looms ominously, pacing back and forth,

Back and forth; sometimes I let her out and I am over come by fury and rage;

I won’t be near anyone for days whether they are close, 

I always feel very distant,

They don’t understand;

I’m fighting the rebel inside me,

Trying to chain her up again,

 Only for her to escape once more and leave an invisible, but deep scar on me forever;

For one day she will arise once more, and rule.

By, 

Alexis 
Happy
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Valentines Day!

Story of Glam from Grettir the Strong

Grettir the Strong is an Icelandic saga containing many adventures of the violent hero. One of his adventures concerns an extremely dangerous ghost/monster named Glam. Written in Icelandic in the early 14th Century, this chapter represents a common element in Scandanavian ghost stories – the revenant, or wight. Below is my retelling of the longer tale. 

There was a man named Thorhall who owned a farm in Shady-vale and whose house was called Thorhall-Stead. Thorhall was rich in cattle, horses and sheep, but his sheep grazing land was badly haunted by evil forces that injured and killed both sheep and shepherds. Finally no shepherd dared serve Thorhall, so he asked advice from a foreteller named Skapti Thorodson the Lawman. Skapti suggested hiring a Swedish shepherd named Glam, a big man and strong though not well-liked. 

When Thorhall met Glam, he saw that he was “great of growth, uncouth to look on; his eyes were grey and glaring, and his hair was wolf-grey.” Thorhall warned him that the grazing land was haunted but Glam cared nothing for that. “’Such bugs will not scare me,’ quoth Glam. ‘Life seems to me less irksome thereby.’” Thorhall hired him on the spot. 

But when Glam came to Thorhall-stead, only Thorhall could stand his company. The other folks, especially Thorhall’s wife, could not abide him. Glam refused to go to church and “was a loather of church-song, and godless, foul-tempered and surly, and no man might abide him.” He was a good shepherd though.

At Yule eve Glam came into Thorhall-stead and called for his meat. The good wife protested that they would not serve meat this day and no Christian man would eat it. Glam claimed that men were better heathens than Christians, and he would have his meat -- and she had better serve it or she’d be sorry. The goodwife was forced to serve him, and when he was full, out he went all bad-natured and grumbling. 

The weather was foggy and snowy and loud with thunder, but Glam never returned that night. The next morning Thorhall’s men did fare out to search, but found only the sheep scattered and strayed, and many had died in the storm. They kept searching and came to a “great beaten place high up in the valley,” as if strong wrestlers had contended there. Here they found Glam: “he was dead, and as blue as hell, and as great as a neat [cow].” They also saw tracks as large as a big barrel in the uprooted valley and great bloody stains from the evil wight that must have killed Glam. They tried to pick the dead shepherd up and bring him to the church, but they could only drag him a little ways. Thus they knew that Glam had killed the wight before he died, but the wight’s curse had entered Glam’s dead body. 

The second day the men tried again to bring Glam to church. This time they used horses to drag him, but the horses could only drag the body downhill and could not budge it on even ground. The third day the priest went with them but the body had disappeared. Once the priest left the search party the men did find him again, though never was it seen when the priest was present. So the men buried the body where they had been forced to leave it.

As they feared, Glam was restless and even worse than the wight had been. Glam injured people badly and drove others mad at the sight of him. He even came down from the hills to Thorhall-stead and danced on and rode the house-roofs and nearly broke them, and even walked about during the day. Travelers avoided the entire region of Shady-vale and many others left. 

Thorhall still needed a shepherd so he hired a brave kinsman named Thorgaut who had the strength of two men. Thorgaut was not afraid to “see some wraithlings,” and stayed on through the summer and fall. 

Then, in afternoon of Yule-eve, Thorgaut went out to his sheep and never came home. The next day on Yule-day, the men began to search. They went to Glam’s cairn where he had died last year and there they found Thorgaut: “his neck was broken, and every bone in him smashed.” His body they were able to bring into the church and so no harm came to them afterwards from Thorgaut. But Glam began to grow strong again, so everyone fled Thorhall-stead. Glam killed all the livestock left behind and even destroyed neighboring farms. 

Meanwhile, the hero Grettir Asmundson heard about Glam and rode to Thorhall-stead. Thorhall had ventured back to oversee his property, and gave Grettir good welcome. But when Grettir asked to stay the night, Thorhall warned him about Glam, saying that even if Grettir were to survive the attacks his horse would not. Grettir locked up his horse in a strong house and the night passed without a visit from Glam.

That next night seemed calm also, but the next morning Thorhall found Grettir’s horse dead with every bone broken to pieces. Grettir was now determined to best Glam, so that night he did not undress but put on his cloak and hid in the hall, keeping watch as the evil wight broke through the outer door, tore off the paneling throughout and tore all the beds out of their places. In the early morning Grettir heard a huge noise outside as Glam leaped to the roof-top and rode the hall, cracking the rafters. 

Now Grettir watched as the wight came down from the roof and returned to the door and peered in. And Grettir saw that the wight’s head seemed hugely stretched and large. Glam came inside and glared about, and then spotted Grettir’s cloak. Not knowing there was a man there, Glam reached out and pulled it hard but Grettir had good hold of it, and Glam pulled three times and then the cloak split between them. As Glam gazed down in puzzlement at the rag in his hand Grettir attacked Glam, trying to break his back. They nearly broke down the hall in their hard wrestling, but at last Glam 

dragged Grettir out the door under the bright moonlight, holding him so closely Grettir could not draw his short sword. And Grettir came close to despair. 

But Glam saw his second death arriving in the light of the moon, and his eyes flashed as he cursed Grettir, saying, “’Until now you have earned fame by your deeds, but now only wrongs and manslayings will fall on you, and most of your doings will turn to your woe and ill-hap; an outlaw you will be, forever dwelling alone in exile: this weird I lay on you. You will always see my eyes before you, and you will not want to be alone – and that will drag you down to death.’”

Back and forth, but for right now yep. As Glam said these words, Grettir rediscovered his strength and drew his short sword and hewed the head from Glam’s shoulders. Thorhall praised God and thanked Grettir well for defeating the unclean spirit. Together they burned the corpse to cold coals, gathered his ashes inside an animal’s skin, and buried it deep in a place where sheep and men rarely came. And Grettir Asmundson increased his fame for great heart and prowess. But ever after he became so fearful a man in the dark that he did not dare go about alone after nightfall lest he see all kinds of horror.
