
LAMENTATION: MAY THE HAMMER SMASH THE SICKLE
Taken from Ogg-Cast 61, Great Scott!, October 2015; originally intended to be part of that episode 
but separated from it for the final broadcast version and presented as a standalone 15-minute 
excerpt.

The first Ogg-Cast may have been made in May 2009, but where the essential ethos of this show 
really started was November 2010 – the seventh Ogg-Cast, the Heathen Metal Special, in which I 
tried to bring together everything that had been good about the internationally-travelling Heidenfest, 
alongside the finest home-grown talent showcased at both Gathering Of The Clans and the Fires Of 
Rebellion night. Now, though I'd been to a previous Gathering Of The Clans in 2008 and enjoyed it 
immensely, Fires of Rebellion – practically on my doorstep in Nottingham – was the event where I 
first thought: I belong here. I am accepted. I am at home. And I made some great friends that day –  
Steve Mills, from Old Corpse Road; Glyn Beasley, the sword-wielding frontman of Ravenage and 
also now co-owner of Warhorns, as you've heard earlier; and, of course, Elliot Vernon, who I 
interviewed for the Wyrd Ways Rock Show because of his Windrider side-project, although he was 
also an integral part of Ravenage at the time – still is, but these days he's plying his trade all around 
the world with Alestorm. The fans, the bands, we were all of a similar mentality, united by a passion 
and pride not just for this music, but for the history, heritage, folklore and mythology that 
surrounded it. And I wanted to contribute. I knew I didn't have the talent to be part of a band, but 
anything I could do to promote this scene, I would do willingly.

But at the time, there were dark clouds in the skies. For a bunch of brainwashed far-left lunatics 
who called themselves Unite Against Fascism had decided that everything folk metal represented 
was merely a front for the BNP and other far-right lunatics, when we knew perfectly well that 
wasn't the case. They saw the likes of Varg Vikernes and that decided he was representative of all of 
us, and so the witch-hunt started. Bands like Winterfylleth and Wodensthrone, who dared to revel in 
their Englishness, rather than whimpering apologetically for it, bore the brunt of these leftards' hate 
campaign; they would find, all too regularly, that they would had gigs pulled because the promoters 
were now afraid of reprisals if they remained on the bill. I mean, Winterfylleth even had death 
threats issued against them – and don't forget all this was being carried out under the banners of 
equality, and tolerance, and pacifism, and anti-violence. So it was no surprise that in the lead-up to 
Fires Of Rebellion, there'd been this growing sense of apprehension that the gig would either be 
directly targeted on the night or would be cancelled beforehand – especially given the usual 
clientele of the Old Angel, and the way they're politically inclined, that the organisers hadn't 
previously been warned about.

But the night passed without incident – as we, inside, always knew it would. The spirit of Fires Of 
Rebellion was then translated into both Asgard Promotions' annual gigs in York in February and to 
the Warhorns Festival, and these have all passed without incident. Slowly, but surely, the misplaced 
accusations faded when those who had a clear and level head realised that it wasn't the folk metal 
scene that was at fault, it was those who opposed it with their malicious slander and their terror 
tactics. The tide turned against them, and the shit that they'd taken mere seconds to spray all over us 
was finally being cleaned up after several years of trying.

We thought that hornets' nest would never be kicked again. Unfortunately, we were wrong.

Enter at this point, an academic (of sorts) by the name of Karl Spracklen, who says he is a professor 
of Leisure Studies at Leeds Beckett University. Strangely, he looks the part – he has long hair, and a 
huge beard, and he wears an Enslaved t-shirt. But his views do not fit the face. He decided he would 
try to intellectualise what he observed and write a paper on it: he saw that the folk metal scene 
proudly harks back to an ancient Europe of a thousand-odd years ago. So, what conclusions would 
you, my listeners, draw from that? I suspect you'd draw the same conclusions I do. I have spent 



enough time around this scene that I can say for certain that folk metal champions this period in 
history because it is pre-Christian. Christianity is the religion that took one look at the world and 
decided to dominate it. All people round the world must bow down to our god, they said, all people 
around the world must immediately halt their own beliefs, customs and traditions, and if there is 
mythology and folklore involved, it must be moulded into our own image. We have seen what that 
has done to Europe – and then what was in turn done to the Americas and is still being done there, 
in the name of a god rather than the name of the European countries it had conquered. And there's 
Africa, which is a battleground between Christianity and Islam, another Middle Eastern religion not 
known for its tolerance of anything other than its own strict orthodoxy. So whoever wins that battle, 
Africa loses.

Folk metal is rooted in respect and reverence for the resistance shown against the Christian 
invasion; some parts of Europe held out for 600 years longer than others and even dared to keep the 
flames of the old ways burning during the darkest of dark days, such as the Inquisition. 

No we all know the Europe of a thousand years past were practically 100% white, and society was 
very male-dominated – men went out to hunt and fight, women stayed at home, cooked, and 
squirted out kids. But so what? This is not what the overwhelming majority of folk metal cares 
about; it is merely a side effect, a relic of that time gone by; the fact that it was an un-Christianised 
time, that is what is paramount in its importance. Karl Spracklen chose to draw the wrong 
conclusion. He picked up only on the colour and gender balance of the people of those days, and 
decided that the main reason we respect those times was because of that colour and gender balance 
and the hostile religion that they had to fight against at the time was not part of it. All he had to do 
was throw those invidious words "racism" and "sexism" into the mix and it will have dire 
consequences for us. This time, it won't just be the likes of Unite Against Fascism knocking on our 
doors with their pitchforks and burning torches, it'll be the feminist army and their white knights 
joining in as well.  And they will all be able to cite Professor Karl Spracklen's title, they'll say that 
because this is an academic study then it must be true – never mind that Leisure Studies is hardly a 
core academic subject and is coming from a former polytechnic of low reputation – in the 2016 
university league tables, Leeds Beckett ranks 114th overall out of 126 universities. And not wanting 
to brag here, but I picked up my undergrad degree at the university that ranks number one. Our 
detractors will say "look, here's an academic study that proves folk metal is racist, we knew it all 
along!" And any statement made to refute these accusations will be similarly dismissed with "oh 
well, they would say that, wouldn't they, they just want to cover their arses".

Don't think this won't spread any further, either. It's one thing to be against sexism and racism; the 
vast majority of people I know are. But this isn't what we're dealing with here. Combine the anti-
racist and anti-sexist lunatic fringes into one huge maelstrom of circle-jerkery and Oppression Top 
Trumps, give them somewhere to fan the flames of their views – let's call it Tumblr – and the 
resultant hellspawn has a collective name: social justice warriors. These are people who will see 
racism, misogyny, homophobia and a thousand other prejudices everywhere. These are people who 
consider it inherently evil to be any kind of majority – white, male, straight and so on – and this evil 
must be rectified immediately and without resistance. For instance, if you are white, in the eyes of 
the social justice warrior, you are racist. You can never be not racist, you can never be against 
racism. But you can, constantly, show the appropriate shame, guilt and penitence for this original 
sin you are born with. Likewise, if you are male, you are sexist, misogynist and guilty of rape. And 
you can never be free of these sins, you can only apologise and grovel and show the required level 
of deference to womankind and any other gender that Tumblr happened to make up two minutes 
ago. And at no point must you ever question these beliefs, because the social justice warrior is very 
fond of using words like "privilege" to immediately silence any debate. "I am right because 
oppression, you are wrong because privilege, we are done discussing this, jinx, no comebacks." 
They don't want debate, they want blind, unquestioning conformity to their twisted dogma and 



complete control over everyone. And the qualities and characteristics that they demand – white 
guilt, cuckoldry, submission, deference – these aren't qualities I admire or respect. These are 
qualities that I viscerally despise with every fibre of my being.

Is anyone getting the impression here that the social justice war, as we might call it isn't just about 
politics? Think about it: the quest for domination and control, the intolerance of any dissent against 
the prescribed orthodoxy and the hypocrisy inherent in doing so under the banner of tolerance and 
equality? The extremity of the beliefs of the social justice warriors and the zeal with which these 
beliefs are propagated speaks to me not of a political conviction, but of a religious one.

So what does their interference mean for us? It matters not to social justice warriors that there are 
folk metal bands with female members – from the well-known, such as Arkona and Ensiferum, to 
the home-grown talent reaching for the stars, like Cryptic Age and Northern Oak. It matters not to 
social justice warriors that the proportion of female fans in your average folk metal crowd will be 
far higher than the standard metal crowd of the 80s, and watching some of them drool 
uncontrollably over Petri Lindroos, Heri Joensen or particularly Johan Hegg, is far from an 
uncommon occurrence. It matters not to social justice warriors that the true originators of folk 
metal, Skyclad, are about the least racist band you'll ever meet – I mean, just look at the lyrics that 
Martin Walkyier wrote in the 90s, they're practically an audition for the Labour Party. And most 
crucially of all here, a point which Karl Spracklen spectacularly missed, it matters not to social 
justice warriors that folk music isn't restricted to the Europe of a thousand-odd years in the past; 
how else would you explain the existence of Mongol folk metal from China – The Nine Treasures 
and the ever-more-popular Tengger Cavalry? There's South American folk metal, exactly as you'd 
expect that to sound, courtesy of Ch'aska from Peru, and you could, if you wanted, describe the 
welding of prog metal and traditional Arab music as folk metal, and cite Myrath, from the deserts of 
Tunisia, as a further example. I've had all of these on the Ogg-Cast in the past, many of them during 
the World Tour in 2012, and I've been to enough folk metal gigs in the last five years to know the 
crowd very well, there are clamours to bring Tengger Cavalry here to join in the fun, and I know 
that they would be welcomed with open arms. And what's more, later on in this very show I will be 
adding a Native American folk metal band to those worldwide ranks. If these bands are proud of 
their history and heritage from the far-flung parts of the world they're from, then so can we be in 
Europe. All people should be able to stand up for themselves in whatever way they see fit. As long 
as it's not openly promoting hatred against anyone or everyone else, then there are no grounds for 
complaint! We all know there are going to be the odd few dickheads, there will be in other parts of 
the world as well, but there are nowhere near the critical mass required to tar the entire scene with 
the brush of its worst examples. Don't ever forget that.

I'll throw something else into the mix here, if you'll bear with me; it's a more recently example in 
history. You know something else I can get very enthusiastic about? Beer festivals. I feel at home at 
beer festivals for much the same reasons as I do at folk metal gigs. See it this way: beer has 
traditionally been very male – think of working men in the pub after a day in the factory or the 
mines. And the traditional ales that CAMRA favours are inherently British and, therefore, white. 
But nobody cares about all this! That it's an environment that would have been pretty much 100% 
white and male in 1973 isn't relevant, it's a side-effect. We are all there to enjoy the beer on offer. 
Middle-aged white men with beards and woolly jumpers enjoy the beer. Jamaican men with 
dreadlocks enjoy the beer. Asian doctors enjoy the beer. Women from all walks of life enjoy the 
beer. Children don't enjoy the beer, but that's because they're not old enough to drink it. And any 
social justice warrior who attempts to storm the castle screaming "I AM SO DISGUSTED AND 
OUTRAGED AT THIS WHITE, MALE BEER FESTIVAL" will be told to piss off! Their voice is 
silent here! And their voice is silent at folk metal gigs!

But will it stop them trying? You bet your arse it won't. And we must all stand strong.



So I am taking sides. Or, really, I took a side five years ago. From the aforementioned episode seven 
and everything that has happened since then, I will shout it loudly, and I will shout it proudly: The 
Hammer Of Retribution Ogg-Cast supports folk metal. We support the deadly serious folk metal, 
that which is more likely to be presented as black metal with folk elements, that which is designed 
to educate as well as entertain, providing of course that a lyric sheet is available, or even some extra 
information. We support the folk metal that's derided by the serious side as being too silly, you 
know, those bands who want to dress as Vikings and write drinking songs and the educational part 
can go hang as long as the crowd has a good time and a merry old singalong. Oh, did I say Vikings? 
You can throw pirates into the mix, too. The Hammer Of Retribution Ogg-Cast will support 
everything from Primordial to Korpiklaani, from Northern Oak to Red Rum. Yes, you heard me, 
Red Rum, who aren't particularly well regarded even amongst those who do like very silly pirate 
metal – but where we all have a common enemy, I will be in the shield wall alongside them, with 
my axe sharpened as I urge you all to do at the end of every show.


