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I’M GOING TO GULF WARS! 
 “Aine, are you going to Gulf Wars this year? It’s the best thing ever! 

There’s so many classes and merchants there! There’s parties every night at 

different camps. You’ll have the time of your life.” 

 This was always the lure tossed at me as January neared and the talk 

of the popular week-long event arose. Discussions of mending armor and 

garments would arise, along with concerns of whether the tent from last 

year would endure another storm if one came through. Laughter would 

meld in as Gulfnado was brought up and comments about literally losing 

clothes joined in to the teasing. Every year, there was a deep burn of disap-

pointment in my gut, knowing I couldn’t join in on the jokes or understand 

the reverent voice as people brought up “Midnight Madness.” The way things were going with a car 

starting its death dirge and money being tight, it seemed I would never be able to join in the week-

long amusement.  Still, I could live vicariously through my SCAdian friends, couldn’t I? 

 “What’s holding you back,” asked Toyotomi one day while we conversed on the phone. I had 

been lamenting that perhaps I’d be able to go next year, or maybe the year after that. This was a 

common phrase I’d say whenever Gulf Wars was mentioned, because I’d be asked if I was going 

that year and my answer would always be that.  

 “Bills mostly, my car, and my dog,” I answered. “She’s not trained enough, and I can’t leave 

her at the house for so long.”  

 “Well, get a ride to my place and you can come with me for half a week. Do you think you 

can do that?” I hesitated, because it was … doable. But that still meant making the trip to the heart 

of Louisiana. That hesitation was all he needed. “If you can get here, we’ll pay your way. “ I consid-

ered for the first time, really considered it. After all, I had a place my dog could be cared for with a 

field for her to run around crazily in. I did have some funds that I could make it there and possibly 

even pay my own way — possibly. I balked, all the same, not wanting to believe I could actually go! 

I made sure my dog could be cared for first before even tentatively agreeing, but when I got a firm 

yes from family, everything else fell into place. 

 Just a few days later, after talking with the shire and finding a ride to Louisiana, I could 

proudly squeal, “I’m going to Gulf Wars!” at the top of my lungs every chance I could get. I’d never 

been so elated in my life and it felt even better to share it with my Shiremates this year. 



 That Wednesday, I was on the road with my car packed to the brim. It still seemed impossible 

to believe I was actually going. The closer I got to my first stop off, the more I expected something 

horrible to happen, ruining the chance. The worst that happened was a low tire, nothing more, but 

that I could handle. Four hours later and my items were stowed in my friend’s truck. Five hours lat-

er and  … well, we were still waiting for the final member of the caravan party, but in four more 

hours we had finally made it to site and my little eager heart was beating!  After much squealing 

with my shiremates and admiration of the camp, there was only one more thing to do that evening. 

Midnight Madness!  There were so many booths, so many items, and a strong desire to sell both my 

arms, legs, and possibly kidneys so I could get even a quarter of what the vendors had for sale. Even 

after walking around for three hours, there were still booths that weren’t visited, though we did find 

a delicious butter beer snow cone at the end of the evening. Day two welcomed us to a breezy day 

and classes galore!  Oh, and fighting. 



 That night everyone prepped for a major storm with a threat of a tornado. It seemed I was go-

ing to relive the threatening Gulfnado and enjoy every aspect of this camping trip … hopefully with-

out death. The rain came in hard and violent, and the lightning pealed over the hillside in beautiful 

displays that one can only admire inside of a dry, safe tent. But the fear of a tornado was very real 

and kept us alert. Don’t worry, we all survived, and even helped the camp nearby with their kitchen 

tent. Some of us (okay, me, it was me) shampooed in the hard rain. After Tawney kindly served us 

all a quick quiche breakfast to recuperate from a lack of sleep, it was back to a day of adventure and 

fun and a night of debauchery—well, maybe a little dancing and giggling at least, at the World Par-

ty.  The few days of mischief were coming to an end so swiftly, it felt as though I had barely gotten 

there. I didn’t want it to end.  

 Saturday was meant for packing up, which we all offered a helping hand with. When we left, 

it was with sore muscles, an exhaustion deep in our bodies, and some crispy bits on our arms, legs, 

and faces. As much as we all had loved our week’s time in Mississippi, it was time for us to go back 

to the real world and start pining for 2023 when we’d get the chance to revisit our site. Next year, 

when my friends ask me, “Are you going to Gulf Wars?” I can most definitely tell them, “OH yeah, 

I’m going! I’m going for the whole week!” 

Thanks to—Tawney of Graywood for use of her pictures and to our Garden Gnome Jacob. 



MEDIEVAL COOKING 



 Gardening by the Moon is believed to aid your plants based on if 

they are root, leaf or fruit producing. Planting your seeds or trans-

plants during the waxing moon phase (new to full) is said to be best 

for above ground plants like leafy greens and fruit producers. For 

root plants, it is best to plant during the waning phase (full to new) as 

the lower moonlight promotes extra root growth. Therefore, for this 

month of April the following garden dates are suggested: 

Okra and green beans should be started by seed in the ground. Okra 

will do best when planted between April 6-16, while green beans can 

be planted until the 20th. 

Most other plants should be transplanted as seedlings into your gar-

den this late in the Spring to reap the biggest crop. Based on the moon 

phases this results in the following dates. 

April 1-13th—Bell Peppers, Basil, Celery, Oregano, Thyme 

April 1-16th— Rosemary, Tomatoes 

April 6-16th—Cucumbers, Eggplant, Watermelons, Zucchini, Pump-

kins, Winter Squash 

April 17-20th—Sweet Potatoes 

 



Verbal Prowess: The Art of Insults 
In a day of idiots and jerks, it’s far too 

easy for us to release guttural streams of in-
sults at a whim. They’re easy enough that 
we hardly need to think of them. We merely 
let loose the curse cannon and see what 
comes pouring from our mouths. If only it 
were that simple when attempting insults 
from the Renaissance period. Their stream of 
words were far more poetic - at least, we as-
sume they were, after reading and listening 
to Shakespeare’s plays.  
 If you’re wanting to step up your in-
sult skills, a little research and extra 
amounts of practice are necessary. From 
Shakespeare alone, we can guess that pock-
faced and jackanape are insulting alone. But 
if you have no idea what it is you’re spout-
ing, then you can’t expect anyone else to 
when they demand you explain. Here are a 
few insults to help you taunt your way 
across the battlefield.  
 If you find yourself using the F-word 
all too often, it can be changed out to fie. 
This is an equivalent to our often-used 
sounds of disgust. You can also use basic in-
sults and string them together to make inter-
esting taunting calls. You could call some-
one a pock-faced bleating cheat, which is to 
say they have a whining liar who has a ve-
nereal disease. There’s also a bawdy fool, or 
a lower class, loosely moral person. You 
could insult someone by calling them a trull, 
another word for a prostitute in the renais-
sance era. There’s also the use of animals. A 
mucked swine can be the same as calling 
someone a dirty pig, or a vile serpent can 
call be considered calling someone a con-
man or a liar.  
 For the milder, simpler taunts, insults 
and curses, keep to the basics of “Go to – “, 

replacing hell with another colorful word, or 
“fie upon thee.” You can also use “A pox 
upon you/ your– ” or “A plague upon thee/
thy – “ if you’re feeling vengeful or wishing 
an odious death upon your foe. “Devil take 
thee” is a commonly known curse. Anything 
that suggests desired harm on the other per-
son works. You can also make use of your 
persona’s god, such as “Odin’s fist” or 
“God’s teeth,” or even “Zeus seize thee.” 
The point of a taunt is to call them into ques-
tion, whether it be their worth, their social 
standing, or their abilities. 
 When you link the baser insults with 
the taunts, however, you get a more floral 
pattern. “In truth, thy pox-faced mother’s 
sour soul does bring chills to a bed.” That 
simple sentence has slandered the person’s 
mother, stating that not only is she a prosti-
tute, but that she also carries a venereal dis-
ease.  
 If you prefer hand gestures, there’s the 
Fig of Spain, which is a fist with the thumb 
inserted between the first and middle finger. 
This gesture is considered an obscene, some-
times even sexual, depending on where 
your persona hails from. There’s also the 
gesture of biting one’s thumb at another. 
This action is made by catching the thumb-
nail behind the upper teeth, then flicking the 
thumb forward at an individual. It’s the 
same as giving the middle finger to some-
one. If the action isn’t preferred, you can say 
instead “I bite my thumb at you” to have the 
same effect.  
 In the end, having an arrangement of 
ready-made insults can make any SCAdian’s 
interactions fun. Make a point to look up 
http://www.renfaire.com/Language/
insults.html for further insults. 



 

CALENDAR OF EVENTS 

SHIRE OF GRAYWOOD 
CALENDAR OF EVENTS 

April 3rd 

Populace at Pecan Park 

in Nacogdoches—1:00 

April 16 

Demo at the Mystic 

Crossing Market and 

Bizarre Bazaar—9:00 

to 7:00 

April 24 

Moving the Castle—

Hawkins, Tx—10:00 

May 8 

Populace at Pecan Park 

in Nacogdoches—1:00 

Chivalric Practice 

Please contact KM 

Havathr Gordene 

(Howard Bennett) for 

further information on 

Chivalric Practices for 

the year of 2022.  

KINGDOM EVENTS 
April Events 

9 Crown Tournament  

15-17 Squires, Cadets, and  

Arcarius 

16 Wiesenfeuer Baronial 

22-24 Glaslyn’s Defender  

of the Flame 

20-May 1 Beltane 

May Events 

6-8 Shire of Adlersruhe’s  

Pain in the Plains 

7 Loch Baronial Event 

13-15 Spring Queen’s Champion 

20-22 Northkeep’s Castellan 

27-29 Steppes Warlord 

June Events 

4 Shire of Graywood Regional Rapier 

at Pecan Park in Nacogdoches 

3-05 Myrgenfeld Collegium 

11 Kings College—TBD 

18—Vindheim Summer Coronet 

25—Bonwicke, with Eldern Hills—

Two Artisans, Two Bards  



 

SENESCHAL 

Ronja MacRaith/Melanie Scott 

SENESCHAL@ GRAYWOOD.ANSTEORRA.ORG  

DEPUTY SENESCHAL 

Kilian MacRaith/John David Scott 

KNIGHT MARSHALL 

Havathr Gordene / Howard Bennett 

KNIGHTMARSHALL@GRAYWOOD.ANSTEORRA.ORG 

DEPUTY KNIGHT MARSHALL 

Kilian MacRaith / John David Scott 

Amaris Marinaro / Ruth Cantu 

EXCHEQUER 

Amaris Marinaro/Ruth Cantu 
EXCHEQUER@GRAYWOOD.ANSTEORRA.ORG 

DEPUTY EXCHEQUER 

Ronja MacRaith / Melanie Scott 

CRY HERALD 

Aine ingen Oitir / Heather Crager 

RESEARCH HERALD 

Ulrich Von Tolstat / Josh McGee 

HERALD@GRAYWOOD.ANSTEORRA.ORG 

SCRIBE 

Ulrich Von Tolstat / Josh McGee 

DEPUTY RESEARCH HERALD 

Elena Ulfsdottir / Erin McGee 

HOSPITALER 

Alfred  Higgenbotham Hogsfather 
HOSPITALER@GRAYWOOD.ANSTEORRA.ORG 

DEPUTY HOSPITALER 

NONE 

ARCHERY MARSHALL 

Havathr Gordene / Howard Bennett 
KNIGHTMARSHALL@GRAYWOOD.ANSTEORRA.ORG 

MINISTER OF ARTS & SCIENCE 

Elena Ulfsdottir/Erin McGee 
MOAS@GRAYWOOD.ANSTEORRA.ORG 

DEPUTY MINISTER 

Tawney of Graywood / Sarah Bennett 

RAPIER MARSHALL 

Ulrich Von Tolstat / Josh McGee 
RAPIERMARSHALL@GRAYWOOD.ANSTEORRA.ORG 

DEPUTY RAPIER MARSHALL 

Havathr Gordene / Howard Bennett 

CHRONICLER OF GRAYWOOD 

Aine ingen Oitir/Heather Crager 
CHRONICLER@GRAYWOOD.ANSTEORRA.ORG 

DEPUTY CHRONICLER 

Ulrich Von Tolstat / Josh McGee 

WEBMINISTER 

NONE 
WEBMINISTER@GRAYWOOD.ANSTEORRA.ORG 

DEPUTY WEBMINISTER 

NONE 

As of September, Ronja MacRaith will be 

stepping down as seneschal. We thank 

her for the two great years of leading and 

putting up with our nonsense. Anyone 

interested in the office of Seneschal, 

please contact Ronja for an application. 

You must have taken Seneschal classes or 

will taken them at the next Round Table 

in the summer. 


