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Editorial 
 

Welcome, welcome, one and all, to another issue of your very own 
society magazine!  Please be seated.  (Yes ma’am, this way).  Now, if you would 
be so kind as to turn off your mobile phones… thank you.  Alright, ladies and 
gentlemen, prepare to be amused, moved, informed, titillated, perhaps shocked: 
anything and everything, in short, but bored!  A half-hour’s entertainment 
guaranteed or your money back.   So sit back, relax, and enjoy the show.   

First up today we have a short lyrical sketch by yours truly, followed 
immediately by the entirely objective, altogether unbiased, and overwhelmingly 
trustworthy account of the Trial of Melkor, written by none other than the 
Defence counsel.  If you have not had enough of His Dark Majesty, you might be 
interested in Morgoth’s Matches ™… but I’ll let the application speak for itself. 

Next we have several leaves torn at random from what would no doubt 
have been a worthy tome produced by the collective efforts of Taruithorn under 
Colin Jack’s creative guidance.  “Would have been,” I say, because after the dust 
of the creative writing class had settled, only a few pitiful scraps of that great 
work were left in my hand.  I faithfully reproduce these here, and they are of 
three types.  1) A story in three parts, each part meant to grab the reader so that 
she would want to read the rest (votes indicate how many people wished to hear 
the next paragraph).  2) An excuse offered by an undergraduate who phoned in 
sick to go to the pub and has met his tutor by accident on his way back to college 
with a traffic cone.  3) An episode which begins “She smiled at him,” and ends 
“The door slammed in his face.”  I would dearly have loved to include many 
more specimens in addition to those you encounter in these pages, but alas! they 
failed to materialise on my desk when the clock struck twelve on Deadline Eve.   

The second half of our programme features a feat of ingenuity in the 
form of a Tengwar Word Search, performed by a certain amazing lady whose 
name shall be revealed to those who can decipher the mysterious letters.   And if 
your spirit is willing, but your flesh is weak, worry not! solutions will be 
provided in the next issue.  You are then free to disperse to the Inns of Middle-
earth to partake of alcoholic refreshments, courtesy of Andrew Wells at Amon 
Hen, but after the intermission please return to your seats to be transported to 
two unmissable events of Tolkien splendour: “The Ring Goes Ever On” 50th 
Anniversary Conference, Maria Artamonova reporting, and Oxonmoot 2005, 
prepared by Ian Collier.  Finally, before we bid you good-bye until next year, join 
us in our traditional Riddles contest – a game so ancient that only a few authors’ 
names have been salvaged from the wreck of time.  And now, adieu and enjoy! 

Anna Vaninskaya 
 

The Gift 
Anna Vaninskaya 

 
The little door creaked and black inquisitive eyes took in the wooden 
floor and walls, and the open window opposite.  The window was a 
framed picture in which green and blue predominated, but the bright 
canvas seemed to bulge, to penetrate into the room like a convex mirror, 
to focus the light like a lens.  The room was bare otherwise, and the eyes 
were drawn instinctively to the window, and received the radiance.  The 
wells of the pupils drank it in and waxed even blacker with night.  This 
was not according to nature, but neither were the green and blue rays 
that concentrated the landscape to a point midway between the floor and 
the ceiling.  It was a room turned inside out, an outside on the inside and 
it was meant for one sense only – sight.  The eyes withdrew and the door 
creaked shut.   
 
 
“Will you get that?” came an irritated voice, and I clapped my hands to 
my ears and continued humming the tune, which now sounded closer, 
somewhere inside my head and between the ears.  When the question 
was repeated, I decided to chuck it all and left the house, abuse of a 
civilized kind following me out and down the street for several hundred 
feet.  After a ten minute walk I reached the clump of trees where the 
pavement ended, beyond which were fields and a gravel road.  Beside the 
road ran a rill: I could step over it now, but time was when it formed an 
impassable boundary, and what stretched on the other side – mere 
heather and brush – was a forbidden country.  The first time I dared jump 
over it I simply stood on the untouched bank and listened to the silence 
and the running water.  I did not take a step forward or to the side, just 
turned around slowly and jumped back, knowing that this had been the 
most mystical and worshipful moment of my life.  From then on I would 
come and lie there, or penetrate ever further into the endless stretch of 
distance, out of sight of the rill and the road, feeling all the while as Smith 
in outer Faerie, or Alveric in pursuit of Elfland, though around me was 
only the sky, and if I looked back I could see clearly the houses on the 
horizon.  Once the sunset caught me there, the houses were black 
triangles against the glory, the golden light was on my face and suffusing 



the air around me, and I knew how unspeakably near was the thing I 
ached for.  But I did not reach it that evening, nor any evening that was to 
come.  Then I ceased crossing the rill and forgot the way to the clump of 
trees.  Life had eaten away the roots of desire, and I longed no more for 
the dim blowing of horns… 
 
I looked at the rill again now, I listened to the same silence I had heard 
then, and I understood for the first time the sorrow of the Elves’ 
immortality.  People had come and gone in my life like ripples on that 
water, like the yearly companies of leaves on those trees.  Class after class 
appeared and disappeared, short-lived generations that passed away I 
knew not where, beyond the circles of my teacher’s world, while I 
remained tied to it, unchanging. 
 
I did not cross the rill.  Somewhere black eyes perceived a blot on the 
green and blue, rays slightly deformed, a general dimming of radiance.  
Somewhere a bare room shrunk before an apprehensive gaze, but I went 
back home and opened my windows wide to the western wind. 
 
A sphere of light -- perhaps Eä in the Void, perhaps my blue-green 
landscape swirled into a ball – hung just above and a little to the right of 
my nose, I could see it out of the corner of my eye, it illumined my 
bedroom and made edges sharp.  Opposite me in the doorway, beyond 
the globe, stood a little girl, crying noiselessly in the wavering light.  
“Come here,” I said, and she did, passing through the sphere and 
emerging a silhouette.  She sat by me on the side of the bed and the 
western wind blew into her face from the framed black square of the 
window.  “Do you come from the other side of the rill?” I asked, and she 
nodded assent, the hair around her head forming a halo in the glow of 
the sphere.  “Have I stolen your world?”  The head inclined and the black 
eyes stared down.  “Take it back then,” I said and extended my hand 
towards her, palm upwards.  There was silence, and then the light 
engulfed her and I saw for a second the sky on the far side of the rill.  The 
western wind died down. 
 
Soon I moved houses and schools, the gravel road was paved, the heather 
fields built over with new estates.  The years rippled by, I felt the Elves’ 
love for Middle-earth growing ever more painful in my breast, I thought 

frequently of my first moment on the untouched bank.  Somewhere, I 
knew, was a bare room and a picture of blue and green in inverted 
perspective.  All that remained was to wait until my eyes too should 
drink in the light of the intersecting rays. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The Peoples of Middle Earth v Melkor 
 
1st Day of the Fourth Age 
 
Presiding Judge: Arch-Lord Robinson, Arch Lord of Appeal in Ordinary  
 
For the Prosecution: Nicholas Andrew Clarke and Cthulhu 
 
For the Defence: Charlotte Heather Jones MC 
 
Dark were the skies, and full of rain, when the Tolkien Society convened 
for the trial of the year, the sensational prosecution of Melkor, Dark Lord, 
and all round good guy! 
 
After having to wait for the defence witnesses to turn up, including the 
Defendant, the trial began. The Prosecution commenced with the charge 
of the theft of the Silmarils, with the cross examination of Fëanor, who 
admitted not being present at the time of the theft, and not knowing the 
exact details of the circumstances under which the Silmarils disappeared. 
Nonetheless he did admit knowing of Melkor’s ‘lust for his jewels’. This 
occurred only after several Defence objections to the Prosecution’s 
gratuitous use of the word ‘evil’ to describe the Defendant. 
 
Mr Clarke then proceeded to question Finwë, who made a miraculous 
return from the dead to take the stand. It was ascertained by Mr Clarke 
that Finwë was present at the scene, with Melkor entering against his 
will, but Miss Jones threw doubt on this point, by suggesting the fact that 
the witness, being dead at the time, was not in the best position to say 
what happened on the evening. 
 
The third witness was Ungoliant, complete with baby and temporary 
husband. The witness agreed that Melkor had wanted the Silmarils and 
she had seen him with them at a later date. Although again not at the 
scene, the witness suggested strongly that Melkor had stolen them, but 
conceded that she equally desired them. 
 

Next, the Prosecution moved on to the second of his charges, that of the 
genetic manipulation of the Orcs, beginning with cross-examining Finwë. 
It was admitted that the elves were aware of disappearances, but there 
was no indication of who might have committed this offence or their 
purpose, besides baseless speculation of the witness that earned him the 
wrath of the judge. 
 
Saruman then proceeded to take the stand, and being an expert witness, 
implied that the only way the Orcs could be created would be through 
powerful dark magic, such as only Melkor would be capable of creating. 
The suggestion by the Defence that selective breeding might have taken 
place was rejected outright. 
 
Following this came Aulë, who confessed to having created the race 
known as the Dwarves, and being rebuked by Ilúvatar for having done 
so. Even so, his creation was blessed with life. Cross examination by the 
defence pointed out that Aulë’s actions were very similar to those of 
Melkor, yet in one case the perpetrator went unpunished, but the other 
did not. 
 
After a brief recess to change batteries (or rather the energy source 
fuelling the mystical recording device that the Defendant lent to the 
court), the trial then continued with the rather stunning Defence counsel 
bringing her case. 
 
First to the stand was the accused, Melkor, who in no uncertain terms 
stated he had not stolen the Silmarils. He had gone to visit his dear friend 
Finwë, and on discovering him dead, had merely searched the rooms, 
and under a pile of coats found the Silmarils, and removed them for 
safekeeping. The prosecution attempted to imply that the jewels were in a 
strong room, but the Defendant maintained his innocence.  Questions 
were raised over the Defendant’s lack of interest in the first ever murder 
in Valinor.  
 
The Defence then moved on to the second charge, bringing Miss Rachel 
West as an expert witness on the study of genetics. In her professional 
capacity, Miss West stated that the only way in which the Orcs could 
feasibly be created would be through the process of selective breeding, 



and that magic was all but impossible. Despite the Prosecution’s best 
efforts the witness maintained her stance, and adduced evidence of her 
expert nature, claiming she had in fact genetically experimented upon 
herself(!) 
 
The First Orc then took the stand to testify on the nature of his parent’s 
relationship. He contended that they were a couple deeply in love, and 
had voluntarily come together due to their ousting from elf society for 
being considered ‘ugly’. Much to the Prosecution’s surprise, he then 
stated that they had met at Morgoth’s Matches™, a dating agency 
established by Melkor, and the Defence presented written evidence to the 
jury in the form of an application form for said organisation. The 
Prosecution collapsed in a heap on his desk giggling. His attempts to 
discredit the witness by suggesting he did not know his parents’ own 
name merely insulted him as it is against Orc custom to repeat the name 
of a loved one. 
 
As the Prosecution’s case and person fell to pieces, Sauron took the stand. 
Removing her cloak, she was found to be wearing relatively little, which 
once again reduced the Prosecution to fits of giggles in a most 
unprofessional manner. Sauron confirmed the existence of Morgoth’s 
Matches™, saying that Melkor was somewhat of a grandfatherly figure, 
and other than pairing the ugly elves, had little influence on the 
upbringing of the Orcs. The witness all but admitted to turning the Orcs 
against the elves and nurturing certain of their aggressive tendencies, 
stating that when Morgoth found out, they were embroiled in a vicious 
war, and he had little time to consider the matter. 
 
Finally, Morgoth took the stand, to testify on how he established the 
organisation to protect the ‘ugly’ members of elven society who had been 
shunned by their kind. He stated his love for the weddings and 
satisfaction when love was truly found, affirming Sauron’s assertion that 
he did not affect the Orcs’ upbringing substantially. 
 
At this point the Prosecution attempted to re-examine Finwë, but the 
irrelevancy of his questions meant that his evidence was to be struck off 
the record, and indeed the responses of Finwë led the judge to find him in 
contempt of court.  This resulted in the armed bailiff being allowed to 

punish him in a just manner. Lord Robinson summarised the arguments, 
and stated his belief that while the first charge might be successful, the 
second should not be found to be. The counsel, Defendant and witnesses 
retired. Much amusement was caused when the Prosecution pointed out 
that the name Morgoth was only used after the creation of the Orcs, 
implying the evidence of Morgoth’s Matches™ presented to the court 
may have been falsified. 
 
Some minutes later they returned to hear the verdict. On the first charge; 
guilty, with a majority of 29 votes of 31 eligible to vote, but on the second 
charge; not guilty, by the same margin (21 not guilty, 8 abstaining). 
Sentencing then began with both counsel recommending ridiculous 
sentences, Mr Clarke advising 10000 years for the theft would be just, 
Miss Jones suggesting only one or two years. 
 
In sentencing, Lord Robinson submitted the length of 500 years per 
Silmaril stolen to the jury.  This was agreed to by a slender majority.  In 
sentencing proper, His Lordship reduced the 1500 year total by ten 
percent, representing the fact that Lord Melkor had served as judge in a 
previous trial, being an indication of good behaviour.  Then came a 
decision which caused the courtroom to practically revolt; Lord Robinson 
held that the Valar had essentially sentenced Melkor themselves without 
due authority (there being no properly constituted court) on this same 
point, and so the duration he had served for this must be taken into 
account!  This period was of the order of 6000 years, thus meaning the 
final sentence was that Melkor have 4650 years in credit. 
 
Whilst the bailiff and Defendant fought over weapons in the courtroom, 
Defence counsel saw her opportunity and requested the court rule on this 
period of 4650 years of false imprisonment by the Valar.  The court held it 
would be within the bound of the overriding principle that the court deal 
with issues in one hearing to avoid extra costs.  As a consequence Lord 
Robinson found the Valar liable, and transferred the sovereignty, lands 
and annexed waters of Valinor to the Defendant to settle the debt owed. 
 
    
 
Points of Law: 



-Written evidence may be presented to the court, as long as the judge is 
made aware of its existence before the trial. 
-Supreme beings are expected to respect the law, and refrain from eating 
any member of the court, even if Senior Counsel for the Prosecution. 
-Sentencing is an issue for the judge to determine, based on the strength 
of jury voting for conviction, but to be ratified by the jury. 
-If the judge believes that a witness has perjured themselves then they 
may order the bailiff execute the sentence accordingly.  
 
This report has been verified by both Arch-Lord Robinson, and Cthulhu, 
who found the contents to be without fault. Judicial approval and court 
approval means any claims for defamation based on this work should not 
be brought, on pain of being tickled. 
 
 
Charlotte Heather Jones MC 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

™ 
Someone out there, cares. 

 
Feeling lost and out of touch with the world around you? Scorned by the ones you love? 

Then Morgoth’s Matches™ is the one place you may be able to find that special 
someone. Run by our expert employees, we will help to match you with the elf for you, 

providing training, advice and accommodation for as long as you should need it.  
 
 

Name: 
 
Race: 
 
Age: 
 
Occupation: 
 
Likes/Hobbies: 
 
 
Would you describe yourself as: 
 
UGLY DEFORMED HIDEOUS  GRIM OTHER  
 
Best physical characteristic: 
 
 
In less than 20 words, describe your experiences of the cruelty of elf kind: 
 
 
Your application will be dealt with by our minions as quickly and efficiently as possible. 
Completing a form does not ensure acceptance. Only those over 150 years old may 
apply. 
Copyright Morgoth’s Matches, Publishing Department, Angband. 
 
Return to: Morgoth’s Matches™ 
  Angband 

 
 

Please affix likeness 
here.  

Pictures, unfortunately 
cannot be returned. 



Creative Writing Class 
 

The Complete Winning Cannibal Story 
Chris Joseph 

 
Warning: not for the squeamish  
 
The salesman was very good, she thought; young and lean the way she 
liked them, but with enough fat to add that extra touch of flavour to the 
gravy. 
[6 votes]  
 
Of course, she had to be more careful who she ate, these days.  People 
even noticed when travelling insurance salesmen disappeared - the 
numbers on their databases stopped adding up. 
[8 votes]  
 
Still, she had to eat something, and her ancient digestive system couldn't  
handle all the additives in commercially packaged meat.  Anyway, she'd 
come to like the taste of human flesh back in Roman times, and didn't see 
why she should have to change her diet now... 
[8 votes]  
 
She'd found that the trickiest part was disguising the bits that went into  
her freezer; after all, you can't eat a whole human in one meal any more  
than you can eat a whole pig that way.  Offal, for the most part, wasn't a  
problem - it seemed that one liver looked very much like another to 
anyone other than an expert.  Pretending that a human thigh is actually a 
leg of mutton is rather more difficult, however, and even the densest 
observer would have noticed that the fingers off a corpse were not made 
of reformed flaked fish.    
 
As a result, most body parts had to be boned and diced these days, to 
make them less ... identifiable ... which meant that she ate a lot of stews 
and hot-pots.  One old friend had suggested that she ought to use a 
mincer, but to be honest she preferred her meat in nice juicy lumps, 
recognisable as real meat.  If you were going to mince it, you might as 

well not bother with it all, as far as she could see.  What was the point of 
meat unless it came in a form you could really get your teeth into?  She 
chewed the idea over for a while, nonetheless, but decided that it wasn't 
for her; she preferred not to forego the pleasure of picking the bits out of 
her teeth after a good meal.  
 
She'd considered becoming a vegetarian, but hadn't been able to bring  
herself to give up her home-made bacon.  The salesman would produce  
particularly good streaky stuff, she suspected, and no-one would suspect  
that the lumps curing slowly in the salt-barrel in the cellar were not  
pork-belly.  Meanwhile, there were still several inches left from that hiker  
who'd asked all the funny questions about hobbits a few months ago.  
Humming quietly to herself, she got out the bacon-slicer, and started 
cooking breakfast.  Chopping people up always made her hungry....  

 
Runner-up Stories 

Edward Robinson, Aram Mikaelian, Anon., Anna Vaninskaya, Keith 
Fraser, Nick Clarke 

 
The retinal scanner was a fair precaution, and the voice lock was only 
slightly over the top, but no-one could justify the thirty character 
password.  The large reinforced steel doors opened on passing these tests 
and Dr. Mobius entered his lab.  All that could be seen was red cones. 
[7 votes] 
 
Dr. Mobius stepped past the cones and looked at a green flashing 
monitor.  “Another has been liberated,” he muttered, “But it will be 
mine,” he roared, madness glowing in his eyes.  He pressed the button. 
[5 votes] 
 
The cones whipped through the air faster than the eye could follow.  
“Soon it will be complete,” he cackled, “And they called me mad!”  The 
shape moved and the world of Dr. Mobius turned black. 
[3 votes] 
“Who needs the Press Complaints Commission,” said the bishop at the 
heart of the latest group gay sex with goats row, as his armadillo 
chomped on the journalists who had exposed him. 



[9 votes] 
 
“Nice and crunchy, aren’t they darlings,” crooned he, as he thought with 
glee of the day he managed to get the job – he caught his predecessor in 
the same bathtub with Maggie Thatcher. 
[3 votes] 
 
He put away his Nazi memorabilia and went down the aisle whistling 
“Greensleeves.” 
 
*** 
 
Taken out of context, I grudgingly admitted, it did sound a little odd.   But 
I hastened to stress that the wombat wasn’t sexually mature, and the use 
of the owrary was hardly abnormal at all! 
[4 votes] 
 
Besides, I asked cheerfully, to much nodding of heads, didn’t we all owe 
our lives to the events in that gondola? 
[5 votes] 
 
*** 
 
So you’d like to hear an interesting story?  Well, dear listener, I‘ll do the 
unthinkable.  I will reveal to the public – to everyone in this room and all 
those out there who know you – your – yes your – deepest secrets, all the 
details – uncensored. 
[3 votes] 
 
You don’t believe me?  Well, you’re a member of Taruithorn, right?  You 
probably fancy someone in this room, right?  Or cannot stand someone 
else?  How would you like to hear some juicy gossip? 
[2 votes] 
 
Yes, I cheated.  This isn’t really a  story geared at some anonymous agent.  
And I’m not really going to reveal any secrets.  But successful writing is 
all about working to your audience. 
 

*** 
 
Josh looked down on the death of the human race.  The Earth itself 
seemed to shudder in sympathetic agony as city after city, nation after 
nation, continent after continent, blossomed with deadly fireballs. 
[3 votes] 
 
When it was over, the Eagle II glided silently on in its orbit above the 
tortured, empty planet.  Even the red glow of the ruins was snuffed out 
beneath the blanket of atmospheric dust. 
[2 votes] 
 
The last man alive raised his hand from the control panel.  He took a deep 
breath of air.  “Hmm,” Josh said to himself. “I guess that wasn’t the 
switch for the air conditioning.” 
 
*** 
“So the lambda was the hook?” she asked. “In a way.  Just enough to get 
them reading, and by then it was already too late.”  She flicked through 
the pages of the book, idly.  “To what purpose?” 
[3 votes] 
 
“Purpose?” he repeated, pulling the book from her hands and gently 
turning it.  “You’re thinking the wrong way.  The lambda was the 
purpose, too, if you insist it must have one.  Also, it looks pretty on the 
cover.” 
[1 vote] 
 
“But it had nothing to do with the story, apart from a few vague and 
cryptic references.  I was rather disappointed, to be honest.”  He smiled.  
“You haven’t finished it yet.”  “So how does it end?” she asked.  His grin 
grew broader as he closed it with a snap.  “Like this,” he said.  “Told you 
it’s already too late.” 

 
 
 



Dr Mobius... 
Keith Fraser, Anna Vaninskaya, Chris Joseph, Aram Mikaelian 

 
Good evening, Dr. Mobius.  I expect you’re wondering why I’m up and 
about after I said I was ill.  Well, in actual fact I wasn’t ill, I was being 
held hostage by a strange man dressed as a ninja.  He forced me to drink 
lots of beer so that I wouldn’t remember anything about him, but luckily I 
was able to shake one of the cans so much that it sprayed him in the face.  
Then I hit him with this traffic cone and he ran off.  I hope the police can 
pull epithelialials off it like in CSI and get his DNA.  Woah, floor 
spinning…. going to sleep now.  
 
*** 
 
I: Hello…  I’m sorry, may I come through? 
Dr. M.: But, but, aren’t you supposed to be sick in bed? 
I: I beg your pardon?  Why sick? 
Dr. M.: But surely you phoned me earlier this evening saying you have 
a temperature? 
I:  Eh?  Oh! I understand.  No, I’m afraid you’ve mistaken me for 
someone else.  My twin sister Anna is in fact very ill and lying in her 
room at this very moment.  I’ve come to visit her – even cut short a pub-
crawl for that purpose – so she wouldn’t have to be alone all night.  Who 
knows what may happen with such a high fever?  See, I’ve even brought 
her a traffic cone to amuse her, poor thing.  So… will you let me come 
through please? 
 
*** 
 
Yes, I've been the subject of periodic alien abduction ever since I was 12  
years old and fell into some roadworks near my parents' house.  The 
aliens are rather nice, really - they come along when I'm stressed or ill, 
and put me back somewhere near where they picked me up, but feeling 
much better.  The traffic cone?  Well, you see, one had fallen into the 
roadworks with me when I was 12, and I think the aliens must have 
decided it was a bit like a teddy bear.  Whenever the aliens drop me off, 
I'm always clutching one. 

 
*** 
 
Hi there!  You must be my brother’s philosophy tutor!  I’ve heard so 
much about you!  I cannot begin to tell you how Eddie looks forward to 
your tutorials, poor chap, always talks about you, he was so crestfallen to 
have this sodding fever tonight that made him miss an hour in your 
enlightened company… Yes, he is, twelve minutes apart we were born, 
yes, but very different in character.  He is very studious and practices 
abstention, and went to uni, but I had to settle for a career in road 
building…  
 

She Smiled at Him… 
Chris Joseph, Anon., Anna Vaninskaya, Keith Fraser, Aram Mikaelian 

 
She smiled at him as she pulled the hypodermic needle from his arm.  
"Six and a half pints is a very generous donation, Dr Mobius; thank you 
on behalf of blood-groups international."  Putting the vast syringe 
carefully on the table to one side, she leave him to his feet, practically 
carrying him across the room.  "Would you like a doughnut?" she asked, 
as she poured him into a chair in the waiting room.  She turned and left.  
Suddenly, he felt the chair sliding backwards through a hidden door in 
the wall.  His last thought was "but what about my doughnut?", as the 
door slammed in his face. 
 
*** 
 
She smiled at him with a sign, and casually reached up and opened the 
latch covering the little control panel built into his forehead.  He was very 
pleasant, she thought, but it got rather dull when he was always agreeing 
with her, a kind of cybernetic yes-man.  So she pushed the 
‘independence’ setting up considerably, and reduced politeness slightly.  
She stood thinking about it, one hand hovering over the controls.  Then, 
as its grey shape brushed past her legs, her attention flicked to her cat, 
smiling delightedly.  The door slammed in his face. 
 
*** 



 
She smiled at him.  “Oh darling, “ he said, “shall we turn off the light?”  
“If you wish.”  In the darkness he approached her and put his arms 
around her waist.  “Mmm… Samantha, what exquisite curves you have.  
Such a neck, such shoulders, and your… wait a second.  Samantha?  I 
think something just fell out of your bra.  What the…?”  The light was 
switched back on.  “What in the world, Samantha?”  “Just call me Sam, 
buddy,” replied a deep voice and Sam-antha took of his wig.  He barely 
had time to run his fingers through his thinning hair before the door 
slammed in his face. 
 
*** 
 
She smiled at him.  They always did.  That was why he was so good at 
what he did.  Soon this girl would be one of them.  Maybe one day she 
would be as highly placed as he, her pretty eyes and apple cheeks lulling 
suspicious minds open.  And then the work would truly begin.  Oh yes.  
She was still smiling, but waiting for him to speak.  An easy task this 
would be.  She would be his finest success.  “What can I do for you?” she 
asked pleasantly.  “Have you accepted the Lord Jesus into your life?” he 
asked.  The door slammed in his face. 
 
*** 
 
She smiled at him welcomingly, opening the door.  “So did you work out 
those first hundred even numbers?”  He tried to put it on, “Yeah sure.”  
“Go on,” she demanded.  “Err… one,” he said cautiously.  “Get out you 
numpty,” she said.  The door slammed in his face.  From behind the door 
he squealed, “Two.”  She opened the door.   She smiled at him.  “Go on,” 
she requested sternly.  “Err… three,” he said… 
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The Inns of Middle-Earth 
Andrew Wells; Amon Hen 134 

 
Drinking was obviously a common activity in Middle-earth.  Given this, 
it is perhaps a surprise to find that only seven inns are mentioned by 
name in The Lord of the Rings.  These are: 
• The Ivy Bush (Hobbiton), a small inn on the Bywater Road (“A Long-

expected Party”) 
• The Green Dragon at Bywater (“The Shadow of the Past”) 
• The Golden Perch at Stock (“A Short Cut to Mushrooms”) 
• The Prancing Pony (Bree) (“Fog on the Barrow-Downs”) 
• The Forsaken Inn, a day’s journey east of Bree (“A Knife in the Dark”) 
• The Bridge Inn, near the Brandywine Bridge (“The Scouring of the 

Shire”) 
• The Floating Log at Frogmorton (“The Scouring of the Shire”) 
 
However, maybe this lack of named inns is not surprising.  Most of the 
travels recorded in The Lord of the Rings took place in areas that were 
deserted (e.g. the Emyn Muil), or at least uncivilized (e.g. Dunland).  
Further, some of those civilized areas that were visited could (due to their 
social structure) hardly be expected to have inns; I am thinking here of 
such places as Rivendell and Lorien. 
 
In addition, other inns are at least implied.  When Pippin asks about the 
inns of Minas Tirith (“Minas Tirith”), Beregond seems to be familiar with 
the concept. 
 
It is also evident that the Shire had more than the four mentioned above.  
Other than the fact they are named, none of these four is given undue 
prominence.  There is nothing to imply that these were the only four inns 
in the area; on the contrary, Pippin says that the Golden Perch had “the 
best beer in the Eastfarthing”, which implies that the Eastfarthing had at 
least two other retail outlets.  Finally, The Hobbit contrasts the Lone-lands, 
with “no inns” with hobbit-lands which had “an inn or two” (“Roast 
Mutton”). 
 

Drinking in Middle-earth 
Amon Hen 135 

 
My first article in this series (“The Inns of Middle-earth”) examined what 
we know and can infer, about the inns and similar establishments that 
could be found in Middle-earth.  This second article will continue my 
examination of drinking habits there, by looking at the incidence of 
drinking at home.  It will also attempt to draw some brief conclusions. 
 
We are introduced to this habit in the first chapter of The Hobbit.  Several 
of the dwarves call for alcoholic drinks (“An Unexpected Party”), and it is 
reported that Bilbo had cellars, at least one of which contained beer 
barrels (ibid).  From later in the book, we learn that the trolls had a barrel 
of good drink (“Roast Mutton”), and that Beorn served mead in his halls 
(“Queer Lodgings”).  In addition, Thranduil served wine (“Barrels out of 
Bond”), as did the Master of Lake-town (“A Warm Welcome”). 
 
The Lord of the Rings contains further evidence of this.  We learn that Rory 
Brandybuck had extended much (implicitly alcoholic) hospitality to 
Bilbo, and was in return given a dozen bottles of wine (“A Long Expected 
Party”).  Furthermore, Frodo continued Bilbo’s habit of keeping a beer 
barrel in the cellar (“Three is Company”), and Farmer Maggot also had a 
drop of good ale on tap (“A Short Cut to Mushrooms”). 
 
Indeed, such evidence – from places as distinct as Rivendell and Rohan 
abounds throughout the book.  We may note in particular that Pippin 
was served with wine on his first morning – indeed, very early in the 
morning – in Minas Tirith. 
 
It thus appears that all races in Middle-earth regularly drank at home.  
However, this does not necessarily imply that they were incipient 
alcoholics.  Much of this drinking was done when guests were present.  
In other cases, such as that of the trolls, there would not have been inns or 
taverns within easy reach; and even if there were, one can hardly imagine 
trolls being welcome customers there! 
 



Instead, I believe that this wide incidence shows the easy familiarity with 
which many of the inhabitants of Middle-earth treated alcohol.  It also 
shows the sociability found among many of the peoples there; and not 
least, the value of beer, in particular, as an alternative to the possibly 
unsafe water in some areas. 
 
The third and final article in this series will examine the (surprisingly 
large) range of alcoholic beverages served in Middle-earth. 
 

The Drinks of Middle-earth 
Amon Hen 137 

 
Introduction 
 
My first two articles in this series (“The Inns of Middle-earth” and 
“Drinking in Middle-earth”) examined the drinking habits of the peoples 
of the continent.  This, the third and final article in the series, will look at 
the range of alcoholic beverages to be found there.  It will also attempt to 
draw some sociological conclusions from this range of drinks. 
 
Indeed, the first chapter of The Hobbit mentions four types of drink.  
These are beer, ale and porter (all similar, admittedly, but all distinct), 
and red wine (“An Unexpected Party”).  Indeed, the existence of other 
drinks can be inferred from this chapter.  The fact that Gandalf and 
Thorin called for red wine implies the availability of white wine; and the 
drink that helped to revive Bilbo may well have been something stronger 
than beer or wine. 
 
From later in this book, we learn that Beorn served mead in his halls 
(“Queer Lodgings”), and that Thranduil served several different types of 
wine (“Barrels out of Bond”). 
 
The evidence in The Lord of the Rings is less easy to interpret.  The miruvor 
of the elves may have been alcoholic. It is described as “warm and 
fragrant liquor”, which made them “revived [with] fresh hope and 
vigour”  (“The Ring Goes South”). However, the drink dispensed by 
Glorfindel earlier is described as follows.  “It was as clear as spring water 

and had no taste, and did not feel either cool or warm in the mouth; but 
strength and vigour seemed to flow into their limbs as they drank it.” 
(“Flight to the Ford”).  This may or may not be the same drink. In any 
case, miruvor would seem to have some alcoholic content (I would guess 
about 20%). 
 
Later on in the book, Merry and Pippin are given a drink by the Orcs.  
“Ugluk thrust a flask between his teeth and poured some burning liquid 
down his throat: he felt a hot fierce glow flow through him.”  It seems 
clear that this drink was highly alcoholic. It may have been a roughly 
distilled and unmatured grain spirit, equivalent to a cheap vodka or 
moonshine whisky. 
 
So, it is clear that a great range of drinks were partaken of in Middle-
earth.  What conclusions can be drawn from this? 
 
The Final Analysis 
 
Agriculture, apiculture and viniculture were all widespread and 
advanced.  In addition, distilling was well known.  This is a difficult art to 
master, and if the resultant spirit is to be palatable (as miruvor was – to 
say the least! – although the rough drink of the Orcs was not), it requires 
advanced technology. 
 
It is also evident that there was trading, probably on a formal and 
frequent basis, between the different areas and peoples of Middle-earth.  
Finally, at least some of the groups we encounter must have had 
sophisticated palates, and the wealth and opportunity to buy and drink 
what they liked in order to indulge their tastes. 
 
Many of these conclusions can also be drawn from other considerations.  
However it is both interesting and comforting to be able to confirm them 
in this way. 

 
 

 
 



Tolkien-2005 
The Ring Goes Ever On 

Maria Artamonova 
 
It was my first major Tolkien event – in some ways, Tolkien-2005 was like 
Oxonmoot, but on a much greater scale. Nearly five days full of talks, 
presentations, costume and art shows, parties, concerts and whatnot! 
There were four simultaneous streams of talks, which we navigated with 
the help of the programme, constantly mindful of the fact that we were 
missing three quarters of everything. Sometimes I really wished I was in 
four places at once!  
 
We realised it had started when Anna and I found ourselves getting on 
the Birmingham train together with Priscilla Tolkien. No sooner had we 
arrived at the site than we had to rush to the 'Tolkien and War' panel 
chaired by Tom Shippey and John Garth! They were exchanging rather 
relaxed comments, while the audience went out of their way trying to 
remember as much as possible of their school history course about WWI. 
Those who want to know what they were discussing should read John 
Garth's book. There was one funny moment when someone started 
lecturing Tom Shippey on King Edward's School, where he was of course 
a student – though much later than Tolkien.1 
 
After this panel, we heard another distinguished Tolkien scholar: Verlyn 
Flieger, the author of A Question of Time: JRR Tolkien's Road to Faerie and 
Splintered Light: Logos and Language in Tolkien's World. She was talking 
about the essay On Fairy-Stories as a hinge between The Hobbit and LOTR. 
Her main line of argument was that by the time Tolkien was writing the 
essay, he had already realised he had many mistakes in The Hobbit and 
was now trying to avoid them in the sequel. The mistakes included 
                                                
1 [Editor’s Note] This was the woman who later gave the talk about the Suffields: 
the curator of the Tolkien’s Boyhood Exhibition at the Birmingham Central 
Library, I believe, and a researcher in Local Studies and History.  Given the 
depth of knowledge revealed in her own paper, I would give her views due 
consideration: in all likelihood she is a bigger expert on the socio-economic 
standing of King Edward’s School in the 1900s than Shippey, for all his personal 
experience. 

talking down to his audience, rather silly elves, and Cockney-speaking 
trolls. It was clear that the trolls were not Verlyn Flieger's favourite part 
of The Hobbit: in her opinion, they clashed with the overall picture. And 
she said she had never liked The Hobbit very much, anyway – this may 
have influenced her judgment of its strengths and weaknesses, but the 
talk was extremely interesting all the same. 
 
On Thursday night, the conference was officially opened. Apart from 
Priscilla, Shippey, Garth and Flieger, the honorary guests were Alan Lee, 
Ted Nasmith, Anke Eissmann, Rhona Beare, Colin Duriez, Patrick Curry, 
Mike Scott Rohan and many other persons of note. 
 
The next day was when we really wished we had doubles to attend all 
the talks that were happening at the same time. The first paper was about 
Tolkien's grandfather, John Suffield, a remarkable man: a Birmingham 
merchant, artist, calligrapher and writer of Protestant sermons from 
whom Tolkien might well have inherited his narrator's skill. The next talk 
was also about Birmingham, and presented by a person who knows all 
there is to know about the place – Bob Blackham. He was talking about 
what the city looked like when Tolkien was a child. He had managed to 
locate a pub that used to be called The Ivy Bush, but he had found no 
sign of The Green Dragon so far. He had also once found a pub named 
The Prancing Pony – only to learn that it was so named after the films 
came out! 
 
There was another lecture by Tom Shippey that morning, on 'Wisdom and 
Wise Sayings in The Lord of the Rings'. There is certainly a lot one can say 
about the use of proverbs in LOTR, and their Old English and Old Norse 
origins – it kept Shippey busy for an hour, and the audience was very 
happy. 
 
That same morning, believe it or not, there was another event of great 
interest, when Tolkien's colleague and friend Professor Arne Zettersten 
from Copenhagen reminisced about their work at Oxford. He started his 
talk in a very Tolkien manner, with the Old English exclamation 'Hwaet!'. 
It was thrilling to learn about how Tolkien and Zettersten were working 
on the editions of the Ancrene Riwle, reading and discussing Beowulf 



and Kalevala, and sharing their emerging theories, like Tolkien's theory 
of Middle English literary dialect, his so-called 'AB-language'. 
 
Do you think that was enough excitement for one day? It was only the 
beginning! Next, we heard Verlyn Flieger again - she was supposed to be 
talking about 'Tolkien the Modernist', but she gave us a sweet smile and 
said that she was going to do a very Tolkien thing and read a fairy-story 
to us instead! Thus we became the first audience to hear Tolkien's 
unfinished essay on his Smith of Wootton Major, which Professor Flieger 
has just edited – it's out in the shops now! It is about Wootton Major and 
Minor and their dealings with Faerie, the cook who brought Alf to the 
village, as well as about allegory and religion and their place in the 
interpretation of Smith. Needless to say that we were spell-bound!  
 
Richard Jeffrey's talk about Tolkien and Charles Williams was the last one 
that day. Not only was it very illuminating, but we also heard beautifully 
recited verse by both poets. 
 
Then came the evening, and it was packed to the brim with 
entertainment. First, a brilliant performance of Farmer Giles of Ham which 
made us all laugh. Then, the famous Reduced Silmarillion by Matthew, 
Matthew, Matthew and Mark aka the Reduced Silmarillion Company. I 
had heard a lot about this show and was bursting with curiosity. And it 
was well worth the long wait! I wish Taruithorn could get the script 
somewhere... 
 
I still think this is the best epitaph for Felagund: 
 
And there the noblest met his death 
Of Elves whose name begins with F. 
 
After that (yes, there is always 'After that'!) I went to the screening of the 
Russian fan-made parody of Jackson's films called 'The Trouble of the 
Ring', which turned out to be much better than I had expected. It was 
made by enthusiastic fans from one large Tolkien message-board, and 
though director, cast and crew were all amateurs, the result is quite 
impressive (it comes with subtitles, behind the scenes and all), and very 
funny. Unfortunately, it clashed with the performance of 'Oedipus and 

Turin' by the Greek Tolkien Society, which was a great success according 
to all those who saw it. 
 
Whereupon we went home and relaxed. That day was hard to beat. 
 
On Saturday, quite a lot of exciting things happened. John Garth gave a 
talk about the Dead Marshes as a reflection of Tolkien's experience on the 
Somme. Our own Anna Vaninskaya gave a brilliant paper about how 
Tolkien was a man of his time in many ways that are often overlooked. 
Many of his ideas and beliefs were widely held in the UK – from the 
dislike of technology and urban development to the love of country 
walks. Though Tolkien is unique, people ought to be reminded that he 
didn't live in a vacuum, which Anna's paper demonstrated extremely 
well. 
 
A demonstration of another sort was given that afternoon by Martin 
Barker, who presented the results of a world-wide survey on the 
reception of Peter Jackson's films. This was the largest survey of its kind, 
and the results are manifold. I thought it was remarkable that it turned 
out that the more a person liked the book, the more they tended to like 
the films. Not something that seems self-evident, is it? Another curious 
fact is that though people who have highly qualified jobs tend to like 
Tolkien more, there is also a surge of interest in the group doing low-level 
manual work. As Martin Barker tells us, these people are just University 
graduates who were unable to find jobs! A highly stimulating thought... 
 
At the very same time, the artists Alan Lee, Ted Nasmith, Tim Kirk and 
Anke Eissmann were doing a signing session which was a roaring 
success. Lee's presentation of his new Lord of the Rings Sketchbook came 
next, and whose paper would it clash with, but the one given by yours 
truly? I was amazed to find that there were actually people in the room 
where I was supposed to be talking. My talk was a short overview of the 
verse and prose that Tolkien wrote in Old and Middle English and 
Gothic, both in texts associated with his mythology and in various 
collections of verse, including the Songs for the Philologists, a copy of 
which was sold in the Dealers' Room for a mere 10,000 quid. It was part 
of a 'linguistics' session chaired by Julian Bradfield, who gave us a 
wonderful introduction to the topic and warned against the controversial 



Gateway to Sindarin by David Salo which has just been published. The 
session also included a talk by Stuart Lee about Tolkien's Old English 
background and its use in his stories. There were also less 
straightforward talks – one speaker stated that the Elvish languages were 
worth studying because they 'don't have grammar', and Rhona Beare 
tried to persuade the audience that Tolkien subscribed to the idea that 
climate influences linguistic development. This started a vigorous 
discussion, which continued merrily until the end of the session. 
 
The lack of doubles meant that I had to miss the talks on other Tolkien 
societies, on Milton's Satan and Melkor, on translations and 
interpretations, on William Morris and Heidegger, anabasis and 
Katabasis, Frodo's strengths and weaknesses, New Zealand and the 
Moon... 
 
But there was still plenty left for those who could handle it. There was a 
magnificent costume show, with several Gandalfs and an incredible 
Balrog – with wings (Oh yes they do – oh no they don't (c) The Reduced 
Silmarillion). 
 
When night fell and young hobbits went to bed, people split into groups 
of one and crept quietly to a certain room, giving each other furtive 
glances and pretending they knew no-one present. This was the much-
gossiped-about presentation by Ian Hunter 'Talking Dirty: The Lord of the 
Rings and Sexploitation Films'. The author is an academic doing research 
on the (mis)use of Hollywood blockbusters in porn industry. A hard and 
demanding job, we were told. It appears that there are quite a lot of films 
out there (where decent people fear to tread) with names like Lord of the 
G-Strings or Whore of the Rings. No pictures were shown, but a discussion 
of slash ensued. Which is not surprising – how many Tolkien discussions 
can you cite that did not eventually turn into one? but I digress... 
 
Sunday was crossed out in our programmes from the start, since it was 
the day of the Oxford Tour organised by Taruithorn (many cheers to 
Claire and all the tour guides!). People seemed to have liked it, and they 
were very moved by the visit to the Wolvercote cemetery. 
 

The only bit of the Sunday programme that we managed to catch was the 
reading of the Verse of the Rings in over thirty different languages. There 
was Turkish and Yiddish, Flemish and Dutch (who quarreled), Swiss 
German and Friesian, Old English and Gothic, Spanish, Hungarian and 
Quenya, Russian and Ukrainian, Classical and Ecclesiastical Latin, 
Esperanto and Sindarin – even the original (the Black Speech)! A 
philologist's feast, and a celebration of people's love of Tolkien. Many 
thanks to Andrew McMurry who organised it. 
 
Only a few presentations were left for Monday. The really interesting 
ones were by Marcel Bülles from the German Tolkien Society, who talked 
about the emergence of the Tolkien cult in America in the sixties. It was 
all the more thrilling because there were quite a few people in the 
audience who could tell the story first-hand. Nancy Martsch explained 
the particulars of the Ace Books affair which gave the cult a huge boost. 
And from Mike Foster's talk I finally learned about the nearly-mythical 
LOTR film project with The Beatles. The idea, according to Mike Foster, 
belonged to the producer Dennis O'Dell, who tried to talk Stanley Kubrik 
into directing it. His first reaction was negative, but then his daughters 
bullied him into accepting the job. Then O'Dell set out to try and 
persuade the Beatles themselves. They hadn't read the book, but divided 
the three volumes between Paul, John and George. According to 
apocryphal information, Paul was to play Frodo, Ringo was to play Sam, 
George was to be Gandalf, and John was to be Gollum. They were also 
supposed to write two albums of songs for the film (imagine the 
audience's hungry squeal at this point). But by that point Kubrik had 
finished reading the book, too, and he refused point-blanc, saying that the 
film was a physical and technical impossibility. So all the efforts came to 
nothing, and history took a different course. That was a mind-boggling 
talk about one of the greatest might-have-beens of the sixties. 
 
Then it was over. People packed and went home, reflecting on the ways 
of Tolkien scholarship, meeting the celebrities, making friends, drinking 
too much (the pub was drunk dry by Sunday), parties, discussions, 
costumes, etc., and realising that something of such magnificence was 
unlikely to happen again - soon. And the stewards had a final feedback 
session, and cleared everything, and went home and had long lie-ins. It is 
hard to comprehend how much sweat and blood went into organising it 



all. I was always feeling self-conscious, going to talks and parties, while 
so many Tolkien Society and Taruithorn people were manning stalls, 
rooms and reception desks, organising tours, negotiating rooms, 
answering requests, and generally looking after us all. Many, many 
thanks to all the gentlehobbits who made it come true, and I hope they 
had a little time to enjoy themselves and heard lots of grateful comments 
from those who were there in Birmingham-05. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Oxonmoot 2005 
Ian Collier 

Well this year’s Oxonmoot was intended to be smaller but the rule of “if 
you build it they will come” seems to have applied, we ended up with 
about 120 people all told. Anke and I decided to go between Tolkien 2005 
and Fellowship Festival, when we were all fired up for things Tolkien-y 
but not yet as knackered as we became come the end of August!  

 

Friday  
As it was for us the weekend was intended to be a smaller than usual 
event, and rather than go to an arranged meal at the Mitre we decided 
that Friday would be best spent taking Dave from the comic shop on St 
Clements out for a meal to celebrate his birthday. So we got to Oxford, 
found our rooms in the Eurobar (as was once 'The Welsh Pony' – home to 
the original Oxonmoot), which was quite pleasant and made our way to 
meet people. As St Peter’s was between us and Dave we stopped off to 
register and get badges, timetables etc, thus we bumped into Taruithorn’s 
master-chef Tora and Sally K from the TS and did a quick bit of catching 
up and introduced one to the other before we  headed pubwards and on 
to wrap ourselves around a very good Indian meal. 
 
Saturday 
Sadly staying in a hotel overlooking a bus station meant that while the 
room was double-glazed and the bed reasonably comfortable, our early-
ish night wasn't that restful: we kept waking up to the noise of late night 
buses or drunks, and perhaps once a drunken bus. Still a shower and a 
full English breakfast (veggie) for me plus coffee, cereal and toast, or 
scrambled egg & smoked salmon and tea for Anke, revived us and thus 
energised we waddled along to St Peters. Mind you since when have 
hash-browns been English? 
 
Starting the day was David Doughan’s talk on translating Tolkien and 
liberties some translators have taken with the text. This was illustrated 
with examples from LotR and other works of literature and drew in 
adaptation (into film or for radio) as another form of translation where 
people have attempted to improve on the original, or where they felt they 



knew the source material better (see some Russian translations). As ever 
with DD the talk was eloquent and witty. The follow up question session 
was illuminating too with pro and anti film views aired, especially for 
how people saw the films as successfully getting some aspects of LotR 
onto the big screen and a discussion on the way readers perceive 
characters. The next talk in this stream had to be cancelled, as the speaker 
had not arrived from Spain, so a bunch of us went for tea and biccies in 
the "hostility room", run as ever by the larger than life Jeremy Morgan.  
 After meeting and nattering over the cup that cheers with various 
people it was time for Andrew McMurry's talk on plotting LotR. This was 
an hour-long talk about how LotR came into existence with Andrew 
discussing the 'back and forth', 'erase and start from scratch' nature of 
LotR’s gestation. Andrew wittily cited the various summaries as Tolkien 
tried again and again to work out what ought to happen next or how the 
story would end, whenever the writing ran out of steam. Again this 
ended in a Q&A session between the attendees that was illuminating and 
fun (I pointed out that as well as foreseeing the environmental movement 
JRRT also foresaw PCs and 'reboot from start'). 

As this was a smaller event there was no lunch arranged and people 
headed off to various places to get something to eat. Taruithorn had 
already arranged that they would congregate in the Turf Tavern (that 
well known 16th century gambling den) for lunch at 12.30, so knowing 
how busy the Turf can get with tourists on a weekend Anke & I went 
here for 12 getting three tables for us to sit and eat in the warm, with 
Andrew and his fiancée - Meggie, Claire, and Sarah 'Creatrix' & Andrew 
Wells. Before being joined by Tora and later Sophia. We ordered food, 
bought drinks, chatted about forthcoming weddings or looked in horror 
at AndrewW's photos from '93-'94, when we were all so much younger, 
hairier or just plain thinner. Much later, after a fine meal, it was 
discovered that various other Tarvythrone types (Maria, Nikolay, AnnaV, 
Aram, Peggy and Colin) had arrived at about 12.45 to sit outside, and the 
scouts they had sent into the pub had not seen us. We then joined up to 
sit and chat, and show them what they were, mostly, too young to have 
seen before. Anyway they recovered well, didn’t laugh too much and we 
had a long chat. Some of the last of the t-shirts with Stephie Coane's 
elvish design on were flogged, thus clearing some of the archive space 
and allowing the newbies to get their own designs printed (which will 
probably end up being designed by Tora). Various people headed back to 

do more papers & talks, but a core group stayed and chatted – although 
oddly without buying any drinks. Eventually I headed back and 
remembering to turn the mobile on located Anke and learned that 
Blackwells now sold dragons as well as books, thus Bartholomew was 
freed to come join Anke’s horde and party at Oxonmoot (he was to prove 
very popular).  
 
The next talk was Denis Bridoux’s slideshow on “Dora Baggins’ 
illustrations of the Shire”. While Anke & I don’t care for some of her 
work, it can be a bit twee, the slideshow was very enjoyable as she does 
draw aspects of hobbit life and characters that no one else does, and 
Denis did give us a run down of her life and some of her hobbity stories. 
Dora Baggins is the epesse of Kay Woolard: a skilled artist who used to 
design stained glass, she can get an amazing amount of texture and 
expression into even small pieces of pencil or ink work. 
 
After that it was time to get something to eat, so a party of us trooped up 
to G&D’s ice cream café, where we fell upon their selection of bagels, 
pizza bagels and home made ice creams. After a lot of chat and ice cream 
we realised we only had 40 minutes to get back and change before the 
party, so we all trooped back to our various rooms, stopping en route to 
print more money as necessary and stock up on Madeira & J2O. 
 
Then came the Party, this got off to a start what with some filking, 
shurely shome mistake! Frankly the filking comes when everyone's had 
lots to drink and nobody cares if you can sing or not anymore - it doesn't 
come at the start of the evening! Still many people seemed not to mind, so 
maybe it was just me. But aside from that drinks were drunk, fun was 
had, riddles were asked and prizes won (except mine turned out to be the 
toys from kinder eggs without the attendant chocolate!) masqueraders 
paraded and the newbies whilst obviously nervous twirled when asked 
to by the audience (well me), and there were lots of non-masquerade 
costumes on show too, some of them exceptionally nice to look at. And 
we had the return of the Trollettes! (for those too young to know ask Mr 
Wells for photos, he's bound to have some, including a video-clip of their 
earlier incarnation in Univ's bar). The Sheep Dip/Black Sheep ran out 
and was replaced with slightly sour guinness (drat St Peter's barman!) 
but it didn't matter as there were room parties to go to. Well, first Tora 



had to be escorted through the drunks of Oxford back to her bus stop, but 
that meant we got to chat. Anyway I got back to the college to find the 
doors shut fast and a note inside the lodge saying the porter was now off 
asleep until 5! Luckily he came out in response to my bellringing just as 
Anke and Sally came along to let me in having realised I'd be stuck! So 
we trooped off to the room party where Madeira was swigged and much 
late night chatting was chatted: until about 3am when Anke felt we really 
ought to get some sleep. 
 
Sunday 
Sadly while we actually got to sleep without hearing the buses or drunks, 
we had to get up at 9 in order to get breakfast, pack and then get to the 
coaches to Wolvercote and Enyalië. However, we woke up at 8.30 feeling 
hungry! And then our plan was to be derailed by a mix of slightly useless 
hotel staff, a hen party, and some selfish idiots.  So having waited 30 
minutes for a breakfast we explained to the, by now harassed, waitress 
that we had to go out and could not therefore pack and check out and so 
would be back later to sort things. On coming down from getting coats it 
transpired food had now arrived (very late) I didn't realise at the time 
that this was setting the pattern for lunchtime! So off we trotted not as 
badly hungry as we could have been due to the freely available tea, coffee 
& muesli. Thankfully when we did check out we got a tenner refund 
which paid towards lunch. 
 
Anyway we made our way to St Giles where the buses were waiting to 
shift people from central Oxford to Wolvercote and Enyalië at Tolkien's 
grave. The coaches were boarded and the horde was driven out to 
Wolvercote, Anke's attempt at being a tourguide - pointing out where 
Oxonmoot would be next year (Somerville)  and the sites we passed that 
were linked to Tolkien - was hampered by one person who then tried to 
point out all the churches and colleges that we were passing, ho hum, 
never mind ... 
 
Anyway we debussed at Wolvercote and made our way towards 
Tolkien's grave, chatting amongst ourselves about the number of 
gravestones that have been attacked by the health & safety brigade (some 
older memorials lacking in familial upkeep may fall on you if you lean on 
them and so they have been laid down or propped up, with warning tape 

and notices - when really the attitude ought to be "What were you doing 
leaning on it then?!" etc). Anyway, after more waiting than expected the 
other coach party turned up, they'd been delayed by Oxonmoot Chairbod 
having forgotten the wreath!  
 
Mrs Chris Crawshaw the TS Chair read out the passage from FotR when 
Galadriel hands out gifts to the Fellowship on their leaving Lorien, she 
spoke movingly of the 50th anniversary of LotR and the great gift that 
Tolkien has given all his readers. There was then the usual silence while 
people pondered this or were close with their own thoughts, the wreath 
was laid and Denis Bridoux sang Namarie. As usual, people had time 
afterwards to look at the grave, other notable headstones, and many of us 
followed Claire who had located Humphrey Carpenter's grave. This has a 
plain, but fine, slate headstone - although oddly the stone looks like 
plastic. And then people stood in the quiet peace of the graveyard 
chatting and waiting for everyone to finish.  
 
I talked to the Cambridge TS chaps about the Varsity quiz (which Oxford 
keep winning) and they opined that it needed to be more about fun than 
knowledge and were hatching various plots for how this could be 
achieved: e.g. a punt race, or something sporty like croquet or 
tiddlywinks or even one-legged croquet! They were hoping to rope in 
Selwyn's one-legged croquet player, but of course Taruithorn would need 
to agree to these changes... 
 
 
Sunday Lunch 
After the buses brought us all back into town, we sorted out packing and 
hotels or hung around in bars and people either headed home or got 
lunch. Somehow I ended up leading a group towards lunch although no 
one knew where we should go. We ended up in the Old Orleans as it was 
nearest. The waitress said she could do a table for us, but they were short 
of a chef and so there were no starters. The barman got us drinks while 
she shuffled tables, except he lost track of who was waiting and so some 
bugger who'd just walked in got served ahead of some of us. Can you see 
where this is going?  
 
Well the food was nice, except one order never turned up! And despite 



the waitress' profuse apologies it took ages to get anything. Luckily 
they'd given us tables with big pieces of paper on them and crayons, so 
we drew hobbit-holes, played noughts & crosses or hangman, or graffiti 
wizards going "wot no hobbits?" But it was dire: we got in there just 
before 1pm and left just before 4pm! And they gave us a bill which still 
had the non-appearing food on it! 
 
And then we all headed home, to sleep! 
 
 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Riddles 
 
My first is in the heart of an Elf-king. 
My second Maedhros could not capture. 
My third is becoming bold. 
My fourth is “fallen down” North for the Elves and their moon. 
My fifth has a spring in her step. 
My sixth wanders back to its forerunner, but bears yet the fruit of an art 
long perished. 
My seventh, and last, is back, ruling India, once more. 
 
I hide beneath the covers 
For to guard me from the dust, 
But you could rend and kill me 
If I’m placed within your trust, 
Yet my insides will still remain 
When all your flesh is worn 
And your swords are gone to rust. 

--Nick Clarke 
 
Force will not avail you, 
Nor wheedling and lies, 
Not to have me can be folly 
Though the foolish often tries, 
But turn me and gain entrance 
To the place that I disguise. 

--Nick Clarke 
 
Watch my face, time slips away, 
I smile an eighth part of a day. 

--Nick Clarke 
 
 
 
 
 
 



No money or bribe will attain me, 
Though I come to each person in time, 
And those who have found me may rue it, 
But the fault can’t be said to be mine. 
To mind do I give 
What from body I take, 
For as long as you live 
I’m the foe you can’t shake. 

--Nick Clarke 
 
Look at me and you look through me, 
Without even a thought or care, 
Many are the ones I slay 
Who mistake me for empty air. 

--Annie 
 
Pay to pass to hear me, 
Bring the changes in, 
I am noted when in mourning and to deter the eternal sin. 

--Edward Robinson 
 
Often dwelling in glass, 
Causing shadow, much strife, 
When meeting my equal 
I come to life. 

--Edward Robinson 
 
On the wave a wonder – water become bone. 
 
I am thunder when I walk, 
With one hand I pull down trees, 
With two hands I could tear the sky. 
 
I have teeth but no mouth,  
In great machines I am a  tiny part, 
The beginning of a thought. 
 
I am the orange arm of the world’s oldest windmill. 

 
A slave to travel, 
A dictator of life, 
 I am eternal. 
 
The art of prior to beginning 
Practicing yields that with which he has begun. 
Eliminating its stretched middle 
One can almost, now, play it back and be itself once more. 
 
I build life, redirect time. 
I’m useful inside and out. 
You never see just one of me. 
I am a friend with an English name. 
 
My first is an insect. 
My second denominates just the one. 
My third is a British relaxant. 
My last is the first, but in a name. 
Have fun in me! 
 
I belong to us all, 
But how much I is in me? 
 
I am deep but only sometimes. 
I protect you, depending on where you come from. 
I start with a ‘but’ and end in refreshment. 
I rhyme when I ‘m not free. 
 
What did I send to Lloyd? 
 
There are many children inside of a red house, surrounded by a green 
house. 
 
 
 


