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Editorial 
 

Well, I’m back, she said.  Back, at long last, where I started 
out: the editorship of Miruvor.  It has been a long four years: two of 
them spent in the Far West, in the wastes of Araman metaphorically 
speaking, and two in what was once the City of Present Sorrow, but 
is now always full of joy.  I thought of using this space for a 
valedictory address of sorts, delivered – like Tolkien – from the 
nearing safety of retirement.  But instead, I’ll rest satisfied with one 
final glance at what was, hands down, the most memorable event 
of my term in office as president of the society: the encounter with 
the lawyers of the Tolkien Estate. No menacing blare of trumpets 
declared the arrival of their challenge -- or polite request rather -- 
that Taruithorn acquire a license for the use of the name Tolkien in 
its title.  Much flurry and debate followed, an expedition to the 
Proctors was mounted, but in the end Taruithorn emerged 
victorious (with a little help from the University legal team, 
gallantly headed by the man who drew up Tolkien’s will).  Quite an 
exciting thing to have happened on my otherwise placid watch.   
   A few words highlighting the issue’s contents.  We begin 
with the lyrical fruits of the May Morning party and continue with 
the remains of a pastiche-writing class, both showcasing the 
creative talents of the current Taruithorn community.  A different 
(and darker) side of the Taruithorn mind is revealed in the 
transcript of our favourite crackpot theories, with a full version of 
the winning theory offered for everyone’s delectation.  For the 
serious reader, we provide a scholarly essay by Sara Sharpton 
(written for a critical approaches to literature course), and Maria 
Artamonova’s summary of three recent Tolkien lectures by Oxford 
English Faculty members.  And I think everyone will be delighted 
by Ian Collier’s résumé of the Fifteenth Anniversary Banquet. 

          Anna Vaninskaya 

The Battle Hymn of the Third Age 
Kathryn Muirhead, Owen Cotton-Barratt, Nick Clarke, Peggy Brett, and 

Anna Vaninskaya 
 

Mine eyes have seen the glory of the coming of our Lord, 
He has shivered the spear Aiglos and he smashed Elendil’s sword, 
He has drawn the gates of Mordor and unleashed his mighty horde, 
Our Lord goes marching on. 
 
CHORUS: 
Forth! and crush the foes of Mordor! 
Forth! and crush the foes of Mordor! 
Forth! and crush the foes of Mordor! 
Our Lord goes marching on. 
 
The Nazgûl is abroad once more astride his dreadful beast, 
And upon the flesh of enemies he makes his grisly feast, 
Thus the world is cast in shadow by the menace in the East, 
Our Lord goes marching on. 
 
CHORUS 
 
Beneath the Mines of Moria the Balrog now awakes, 
And the ancient House of Durin’s folk in fearful anguish shakes, 
As the flame of Udûn spreads his wings e’en proud Caradhras quakes, 
Our Lord goes marching on. 
 
CHORUS 
 
The slaves around the Sea of Nûrn feel whips across their backs, 
And the slackers and the slouchers will be rent upon the racks, 
‘Cause the Orcs are plodding onward and need dinner in their packs, 
Our Lord goes marching on. 
 
CHORUS 
Toast: To Sauron!  Chief servant of Melkor, and Honorary Vice Dark Lord! 



                                                              

Fantasy Pastiches 
 
In the archives of Taruithorn: A Society of Amateur Fantasist Gentlemen 
(and Ladies), was found a manuscript dated 1853.  It consisted of a list of 
jumbled names scribbled in different hands: Edward, Anonymous, Tim, 
Nicolay, Chris, Katie, Rachel and Richard, Sarah, Maria, Nick, Owen, Lloyd, 
Julianna, Sophia, and a fair copy of what appeared to be a series of opening 
paragraphs for a fantasy novel.  The latter were numbered, and a postscript 
was appended, reading: “The winner is number 4.”  Our experts have come to 
the conclusion that this was a record of a contest of sorts, held to determine 
who could write the most authentic-sounding opening paragraph.  They 
thought number 4 was most convincing.  Do you agree?  And can you match 
the names to the pastiches? [N. B. All errors in transcription are of course due 
solely to ineligibilities in the MS, and in no way to the editor’s incompetence.] 
 
 
1. The bunny didn’t know how to write a paragraph of 
Tolkien…. 
 
2. A shadow flickered briefly in the dark of the forest as he 
watched from under the shade of his cloak.  It was a bitter 
night and the cold chilled him to the bone – but there was a 
job to do.  He looked again, there was definitely something 
there.  A shiver of anticipation trickled down his spine as he 
held his breath.  All was still again.  He felt his body tense, 
like an animal waiting to spring at a predator. 
Yet, all the while he was not afraid.  This is what he had been 
trained for.  His bow was at the ready, waiting to be set free 
on the unknown intruder into the encampment, for he was 
keeping a vigil and intended to do it properly.  Dark days and 
dark times were here.  Days when a man has to be 

courageous, unafraid, brave.  He pulled the arrow string 
back… 
 
3. Dragon of the West 
 
A long, long time ago, before the great rivers of the country 
had dwindled away to little brackish streams when there 
were still dragons in the skies and strange things in the trees, 
there lived a hobbit. 
Mountains have risen and fallen many times since the days I 
now speak about, and acorns have fallen, sprouted, grown 
into great trees and been cut down since he walked upon the 
earth, so none can say where he lived and be certain, but it 
was somewhere in the West, where only the standing stones 
remember and remain.  
He lived quietly and alone, keeping apart from others, and 
only rarely leaving his fields, to visit a wider world.  Even in 
his time hobbits were not a frequent sight in the world of 
Men. 
 
4. They always left in the end. 
 
Day after day, year after year, wanderers would leave the 
shelter of the tree-lined valleys and trek through wind and 
mud and rain to the small hamlet of Damett, perched on the 
shoulders of the mountains.  It was an odd place for anyone 
to live, but the old man liked it, and the rest followed.  There 
they might stay and talk with him for as long as they wished; 
months, even years.  And many did.  But for each there would 
come a time (most often in the spring) when the love of some 
elsewhere would seize their heart, of roaring rivers or green 



                                                              

forests or the wide sea, or maybe just of travel.  Whatever the 
reason, they packed and said their goodbyes and left, just as 
they had come.  And old master Egredus (for that was his 
name) watched them go. 
 
5. Ignored and untouched by time, the tower upon the hill 
had overlooked the small town of Bremilaye for as long as 
any lived there could remember.  Its shadow crept around in 
the morning with the rising of the sun, steadily progressing 
through the streets as the day wore on until, nigh the hour of 
six, it passed over the gate to the gorge and passed out of the 
village, leaving the people to enjoy the scant hours of day 
remaining. 
The eldest of the village, himself approaching three-score 
years next ?-day, told sometimes of a day when the tower was 
inhabited; when the shadow over the town would continue 
into the night, and when the day would be with bathed with 
emerald radiance cast own from the unassailable walls.  But 
none who still remained could attest to this, and the old smith 
was said by some to be scant of wits, and by most ignored. 
 
6. There was a man who lived in an old house that stood near 
the cliffs that fell steeply to the sea.  At night, you could hear 
it surging and roaring in the caves that seemed to be hidden 
somewhere right under the ancient stone floor of the house.  
Perhaps it was the sea that brought the dreams.  Or maybe it 
wasn’t – because the seas was there all the time, and it was 
seldom quiet – this being a northern sea.  Btu the dreams only 
happened a few times a year, or maybe once every few years 
– and they did not all stay in the memory. 

That night, he had had an especially vivid dream.  Or was it 
perhaps an especially vicious autumn storm?  The man was 
never sure. The old bed he was sleeping in seemed to be 
rocking as if it was a hammock in a ship borne upon the 
waves and tossed by the storm.  And then, all of a sudden, it 
became a ship, and you could go on deck (provided you could 
keep steady), and cling to the mast, and feel gusts of salty 
wind on your face – and see the jagged teeth of rocks just a 
few feet away. 
 
7. A Footprint 
 
The first rays of the sun began to sparkle in a crystal surface 
of the lake.  It was just a beginning of spring so the land was 
still and peaceful.  These parts of the world were only lively in 
high summer when the “Queen” came out of her long 
corridors in mountains where she dwelled with her little 
servants.  She brought flowers and light breezes with her 
then.  And they all danced and sang and the magic itself was 
alive, it filled the airs so everybody could be a part of it. 
But it was still months to the High days and no one could 
walk these lands now.  The fragrance kept the silence and 
there was no wind to stir a leaf on a tree. 
 
8. “Stop!” Tom cried, but there was no one there.  He swiftly 
turned round to face the empty path.  “Who’s there?” he 
called apprehensively, and started nervously, when a bird 
hopped onto the narrow track. 
He hadn’t meant to come this far, but the forest called him 
onwards.  He had only just moved to the area, but already the 
local folk had told him of the forest, and the ‘little people’ that 



                                                              

were supposed to live there.  In the spirit of true exploration, 
he had taken his first free day, to wander off into the forest, 
and look for these ‘little folk’. 
But, the more he branched away from the main path, the 
more his sense of unease grew.  He was convinced that 
several times, he had heard footsteps following him – little 
footsteps, that had to run to keep up.  He wasn’t so sure now, 
that he wanted to meet the little folk, of South Farthing forest. 
And again, the sound of footsteps.  “Stop!” he cried again, 
spinning round.  There on the path, this time, was a little man, 
all dressed in green and brown.  “What a fantastic time for 
some lunch,” the little fellow said… 
 
9. A Knight’s Vigil 
 
He lowered himself down to one knee, his armour clinking 
softly, his face fixed firmly on the bier in front of him.  The 
pale candlelight caused shadows to dance and play across the 
harsh angular features of his face.  He was as motionless as a 
gargoyle, the only sign that his heart still beat within – the 
regular rise and fall of his chest.  The man that lay before him 
had been among the best of all men, kind, fair, and 
honourable.  Yet there he lay motionless as a wax statue, 
dressed as though for a ball, surrounded by the fairest of 
blooms. 
By the slight breeze cooling the back of his neck he knew that 
someone had opened the door to this quietest of all chapels.  
She stood by the door, quiet, uncertain whether she should 
venture in further.  He moved not a muscle in 
acknowledgement of her presence, silently wishing that this 
unwelcome intruder should go.  She sight softly, the sound 

echoing unnaturally loud in this silent room.  He could hear 
the fabric of her dress rustle as she moved towards him.  
“They’re worried you know,” she said as gently as she could, 
placing a hand on her shoulder. 
 
10. She was fed up with waiting around for men. 
That was the problem with being a shield-maiden; the hours 
were not merely short, they were non-existent.  Oh, yes, they 
were quite happy for a princess to have a helmet made to fit, 
and even some armour – although it was noticeable that the 
men had a different idea of how women’s armour should 
look. 
No one even objected to her having a sword, and practicing (a 
little, carefully) with the young boys – never the men.  But the 
idea that she might want to get involved in actual combat 
horrified them.  Apart from anything else, everyone knew 
that women fainted at the sight of blood, and how could you 
have a decent battle if you weren’t going to spill any blood? 
 
11. “Again in the West?” – Yantar came up from the cabin and 
was looking at the purple light that had just appeared on the 
clouds towering in the distance.  It looked as if they were 
guarding the western horizon and any land that might be 
hidden beyond it.  
“Yes, captain” – answered the boy.  “It rises in the West again.  
It’s been forty days like this, I think.” 
The boy was clad in a ragged tunic, heavily torn and covered 
in soot, soot, which penetrated so deep into the cloth that 
even a forty days’ wash couldn’t get rid of it.  On the front of 
the tunic you could still discern an unusual sign, that looked 
like a sun pierced by an arrow. 



                                                              

 
12. I suppose that the mine of Morin-dun is the last place 
many creatures would choose to work, and indeed, live.  But 
for some, there is not the opportunity to question the merits of 
the simple life of labour.  They continue the daily ritual like so 
many before them, and many bound to come after.  Of course, 
mining is not the sole activity of such a place, and miners are 
not its only inhabitants.  Looking closely, one might find some 
distinctly unusual characters in a place such as this.  
Here we find one of those, scorned by workers of all sorts, 
and just as thoroughly ignored by their foremen.  Neither 
men nor beast, they seek merely adventures in the darkest 
places, which they have succeeded in finding.  Some have 
seen or heard them in hear pitch blackness, the First Whats of 
Morin-dun. 
 
13. In his dream, the sky grew dark, and the winds that might 
have succeeded in driving the smothering clouds away 
abated.  But the silence hanging in the air frightened him 
much more than the storm itself.  Now the only thing he 
could hear was the humming of his own blood in his ears, 
which seemed to become louder and louder.  Even 
unnaturally so.  Finally, he recognised that the frantic beating 
of his heart had begun to mingle with the sound of … water?  
Trickling, flowing, no, rushing through the streets, lapping at 
the soles of his boots, playing around his ankles, cold fingers 
tickling his thighs – until, at last, Jack awoke.  He drew a 
shuddering breath, feeling his sweat-soaked pyjamas cling to 
his back.  Next to him, Liz stirred.  “Lemme guess,” she 
muttered, still half asleep.  “You had that nightmare again, 
hadn’t you?” 

 
14. It was the eve of midwinter, and the villagers were all 
huddled for warmth around the ceremonial fire.  It had been 
three months since the last giant-slayer had left, and yet the 
giants’ hibernation period was at its end. 
Three valleys away sat a man in a snow field, crowned with 
berries but wearing nothing else.  The snow enveloped the 
land around him, yet dared not extend its icy grip towards 
this person.  
The earth rumbled, and the roots of the mountains were 
awakened again.  Helsynth, Lord of the giants strode forth 
onto land again, his slumber had ceased and he craved blood. 
The old man opened one eye … and smiled. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



                                                              

The Oxford English Faculty 
Lectures on Tolkien - and There Is 

More to Come 
Maria Artamonova 

 
It seems to be common knowledge that Tolkien's name is not 
strictly unmentionable, but slightly awkward as far as the 
Oxford English Faculty is concerned. While the modernists 
tirelessly fend off crowds of fans trying in vain to persuade 
them that Tolkien is 'literature', medievalists keep lamenting 
the fact that he squandered his academic brilliance on a much 
less worthy pursuit. This does not quite correspond to my 
own experience. While some Oxford modernists do tend to 
snub Tolkien on occasion, most of the medievalists I have ever 
spoken to turn out to be well versed in his books and express 
genuine enthusiasm for his stories, albeit sometimes mixed 
with regret that he never wrote a proper book on Beowulf. 
 
But anyway, what I am supposed to be writing is an account 
of two special lectures, one Taruithorn speaker meeting and 
one English Faculty Medieval seminar paper. These were by 
Dr Stuart Lee, an Oxford tutor and medievalist and Dr 
Elizabeth Solopova, who works with medieval manuscripts in 
the Bodleian. They are co-authors of a book due to appear in 
December 2005, entitled The Keys of Middle-earth. The authors 
were keen to explain that this is not 'another book on Tolkien' 
with a brief mention of medieval studies in the same breath as 
'Celtic magic' and 'arcane runes'. The book will include 
passages from medieval texts Tolkien was certain to have 
known and quite likely to have used in his writings - in the 

original Old English, Middle English or Old Norse with 
facing translation. Thus, readers will not only be able to see 
familiar passages, like that one from the Old English poem 
The Wanderer which is a direct prototype of the 'Where now 
the horse and the rider' poem in The Two Towers, but also 
enjoy little-known gems like extracts from medieval bestiaries 
describing an elephant as a beast as big as a house that never 
lies (and never comes to England).  
 
To produce the book, the authors have worked with Tolkien's 
unpublished academic manuscripts in the Bodleian, and they 
say that there is a wealth of material there enough to turn any 
Anglo-Saxonist's head: though much of it is rapid jottings and 
lecture-notes, they are a treasure-trove 'for eyes to see that 
can'. I hope they include as many of their discoveries as 
possible in the book.  
 
Of course, the scope of the research underlying the book is 
much broader than the book itself. Elizabeth Solopova is 
interested in the relation between the ideas of authorship in 
medieval literature and Tolkien's works, and in the different 
ways in which the word 'epic' can be applied to Beowulf and 
The Lord of the Rings. This was the subject of her talk given at 
the English Faculty Medieval Seminar in Trinity-2005. The 
talk prompted a lively discussion during which those 
medievalists with no knowledge of Tolkien's books found 
themselves in the minority. And, of course, it was extremely 
interesting to hear Professor Eric Stanley talk about Tolkien's 
seminars that he attended. 'He would wipe the floor with 
someone who didn't show enough knowledge of sound 



                                                              

changes... He was the most brilliant philologist in Oxford at 
that time".  
 
Stuart Lee addressed the undergraduate audience in Hilary-
2005 with two special lectures entitled 'Tolkien: Medievalist 
and Mythmaker'. The first lecture had much to say on the 
reception of Tolkien by the critics. Traditional accusations 
were cited, together with the sound argument that they are 
difficult to refute because most of them are so terribly 
shallow. One can hardly engage in a serious discussion with 
many of Tolkien's opponents. The lecturer remarked slyly that 
everyone seems to be concentrating almost entirely on LOTR, 
leaving The Hobbit aside: "It would be a bit like kicking a 
puppy, wouldn't it?.." 
 
A lot of criticism is founded on phrases used out of context, 
e.g. Aragorn's phrase at the Council of Elrond: "If a man must 
needs walk in sight of the Black Gate, or tread the deadly 
flowers of Morgul Vale, then perils he will have." If this is 
cited as a "typical example of Tolkien's style", then the critics 
are at liberty to have a go at him for using archaic language 
that no one uses any more. But they fail to take into 
consideration that Tolkien varies his style according to the 
purposes of the narrative, and in different circumstances the 
same character may use very different language. 
 
The next bit was about Tolkien's work at the Faculty, about 
the entrenched camps of Lit and Lang and about his efforts to 
include more teaching of Old and Middle English language 
and literature into the syllabus. The lecturer seemed eager to 
stress that Tolkien's name is still pretty much a taboo at the 

English Faculty, and that he is a bit nervous about breaking 
the ice. But however it may be, the lectures were as much a 
success with the students as Dr Solopova's talk was with the 
academics. 
 
There was, as usual, the question of why Tolkien produced so 
few academic publications, with the answer that though, of 
course, he was spending huge amounts of time working on 
his mythology, he also had a lot of responsibilities running 
the Faculty and preparing and giving lectures, as well as 
tutoring and supervising students. Dr Lee says his lecture 
notes are very inspired and very readable, though he was not 
always very audible when delivering them. 
 
The next topic was Tolkien's love of languages and philology, 
and his use of Old English literature in his writings. The 
examples are well-known: the Rohirrim being Anglo-Saxons 
to all intents and purposes apart from the horses, several 
passages in LOTR echoing Beowulf, The Wanderer, The Fight 
at Finnsburg and other Old English and Old Norse texts. But, 
as Tolkien himself said: 'Nobody would learn anything about 
the Anglo-Saxons from any of my lore'. He acknowledged the 
use of certain passages, images and motifs, but he did not 
attach an overall importance to them. 
 
On the one hand, his mythology models the situation in 
which Middle-earth gradually becomes our own world, and 
our ancient literature could have captured some images of 
times long past. But this reconstruction was not Tolkien's 
serious concern. He said his aim was to entertain, not to 
instruct. 



                                                              

 
The second lecture was about Tolkien the mythmaker. The big 
question asked at the beginning was 'How does one write a 
successful fantasy novel?' 
 
Both The Hobbit and LOTR are written as quests. This type of 
plot is very ancient, and the poems Beowulf and Sir Gawain 
and the Green Knight that Tolkien loved so much can be cited 
as examples. LOTR is different from many other quests in that 
its object is loss rather that gain. Besides, the characters do not 
exactly return to the Shire to live happily ever after. (Here the 
lecturer had a go at Peter Jackson mentioning how great a 
mistake was the omission of the Scouring of the Shire in the 
film). In this book, not only the characters grow older and 
wiser as they travel along, but also the text itself matures. 
Some elements, like the talking fox, are perfectly possible in 
the beginning of the book, but would never fit into its final 
chapters. 
 
Among other issues discussed were the role of landscapes in 
the narrative of LOTR; accusations of fantasy and escapism 
and Tolkien's rebuttal given in On Fairy-Stories,  allegory vs. 
applicability, the notion of eucatastrophe, plots growing from 
the existing mythology and languages, the absence of 'clear-
cut' Good and Evil. The alleged use of Nazi ideology in 
Tolkien's works and Tolkien's attitude to the Nazis were also 
addressed in a brief but forceful discussion.  
 
The last part of the lecture was a very quick review of the 
history of Middle-earth - how it started with Tolkien 
encountering the Old English line eala earendel engla beorhtast, 

how the flat earth of the early stories became round, or bent, 
with the Straight Road and the Shoreless Sea in the West, and 
how the motif of sea-longing was used in similar ways in Old 
English poetry and in Tolkien's writings. 
 
Then the lecturer moved on to Tolkien's Anglo-Saxon 
recorder characters (Eriol, Ælfwine) and the whole idea of 
half-forgotten legends and languages coming to characters in 
dreams. He mentioned The Lost Road and the Elendil-
Herendil (Alboin-Audoin) pair, and the Notion Club Papers 
and the theory of dream-vision and dream-travel. 
 
Altogether, the lectures produced a most favourable 
impression. To give an outline of most important issues 
relevant to Tolkien's writings in two hours is no mean feat, 
and Stuart Lee ought to be congratulated. He skilfully 
introduced both the familiar and the less familiar works and 
gave a lot of important facts about Tolkien himself without 
resorting to simple chronological enumeration of the events of 
his life. The audience was quite interested and at times very 
amused at good old jokes like 'The Lord of the Rings is one of 
those things', or 'Both rings were round, and there the 
resemblance ceased', or the comparison of the Radcliffe 
Camera to the temple of Morgoth. The lecturer seemed 
genuinely surprised at the high number of attending students, 
but for my part, I was just as surprised at his surprise.  



                                                              

 
 

Crackpot Theories 
Transcribed by Rachel West 

 
• Ringwraiths are UN weapons inspectors, and LotR is a 

paean to terrorism 
• LotR is the documentation of the winners, telling their 

story, hence propaganda 
• Tolkien got the plot from Star Wars (!) 
• A revolutionary treatise, against imperialism 
• But also shows influence of communism 
• Do men have pointed ears? (It is thought so).  Hobbits 

have pointed ears, and are mistaken for men. 
• What sort of leaf shapes are elves’ ears?  Mallorn 

leaves, lots of points?  Could have a different shaped 
leaf for each ear.  From this, could tell their families 
and lineages.  Therefore, what is the relation between 
elves and Huorns! 

• Oxford (good) vs. Cambridge (evil)  (Southampton is 
the Grey Havens)  Cambridge is to the East, and 
surrounded by the fens.  Also, nine people in a boat, 
and the smallest person (cox) is the most important 

• Allegory for doing a PhD, or a big task 
• Smaug is a killer whale, Bilbo a diver.  The Lake is a 

bay, the houses built on pilings out onto the bay.  
Smaug prevents the people from gathering 
pearls/treasure from a sunken ship.  When agitated 
(Bard is a harpoonist), Smaug causes pressure waves 
with his blowhole, and causes the mud foundations of 

the pilings to disintegrate.  Hence, the town dissolves 
into the sea. 

• Where the little hobbits were found were also giant 
eagles, and Komodo dragons 

• Canaries scenery, as, ascending, goes through Bree, 
Mirkwood, and Mordor.  JRRT went on a liner (from 
Cape Town) past this, when he was two.  He could 
have found the original version of LotR, in Indo-
European, in a cave in the Canaries, bound by a ring.  
This tells the “lost” tale of the indigenous people, 
before they were wiped out by the Spanish.  This also 
explains the emphasis on stars in the text, as there were 
lots of asterisks in the original Indo-European. 

 
But, The Winner P. T. O. 
 

• The ring is a wheel of “ripe” cheese, found when 
clearing Gollum’s larder out (he was a student).  This is 
a pollution threat to the Shire, and the Elves don’t want 
anything to do with it, so it has to be returned to the 
country of its origin, Mordor (a.k.a. Switzerland).  This 
is also because the cheese is so “high” that it has 
started to develop its own sentient life, and therefore 
must go home, to evolve in peace.  Therefore, it must 
be thrown into the infernal fondue set (Cracks of 
Doom), to save all from certain doom.  Quote: “But 
who would want to dip orcs in fondue?” 

 
Here follows, for your delectation, the full and accurate version of the 
winning crackpot theory. 



                                                              

Frodo's Fifty-Nine Flavours, and 
the Ring of Cheese. 

Chris Joseph 

 "Not an allegory," says the Professor.  Don't believe a 
word of it. 
 The truth of the matter, plain and simple, is that 'The 
Lord of the Rings' is about cheese.  Hobbits, of course, adore 
cheese, but they prefer proper hard cheeses with names you 
can convincingly slap 'shire' on the end of - double 
Gloucester, red Leicester, that kind of thing.  Sometimes one 
of them will venture, gastronomically speaking, as far as a bit 
of brie from the corner shop, but that's about their limit. 
 Bilbo Baggins was always a bit strange; tended to go on 
'grand tours' and smoked some mighty strange things with 
his grey-haired hippy friend Gandalf.  He even appears to 
have argued for the decriminalisation of tobacco, absurd 
though that seems now. 
 On one of his continental journeys, however, Bilbo 
bought himself a cheese - probably made with goats-milk, 
given the mountainous region in which he found it, but I 
digress.  He then carted this all the way across Germany 
(through the Black Forest) and back before actually taking it 
home - by which time, it was getting a bit old and smelly, and 
he was no longer so sure that he was keen to eat it.  So, he put 
the ring of cheese in the larder and forgot about it. 
 Years later, Gandalf was discussing things with his old 
tute partner, Steven Aruman, and only learned too late that 
Aruman had recently taken up a job with the European Civil 

Service, in the Department for Health and Hygiene.  Since this 
was now run by Sauron (who had been removed from his 
previous job as governor of Dull Golder gaol by Gandalf, then 
working as a prison inspector), Gandalf made his escape, and 
warned Frodo to dispose of the cheese. 
 Sauron responded by unleashing his most dreaded 
team of hygiene inspectors: the Nazgul, famous for their 
sensitive noses (and also for their superb sense of smell).  
Frodo managed to slip past these devious enforcement 
officers, however, and made his way to Riv 'n' Dell's private 
academy for young ladies, in the hope that El Rondo, their 
master chef, would help him. 
 Having blunted two carving knives and a hacksaw 
trying to cut it up, El Rondo declared that it was impossible to 
destroy the cheese.  Given how strong the smell was, it could 
not be hidden - and as the last owner, with his fingerprints 
indelibly marked on the surface, Frodo was responsible for it 
if it was found after being dumped. 
 A meeting was held in the academy grounds that 
evening.  Legli and Gimlass, the two beautiful Elven half-sons 
of the head of the forestry commission suggested that, under 
European law, the cheese could legally be returned to the 
manufacturer - who would then be responsible for disposing 
of it. 
 At this point, Gandalf remembered that Aruman had 
mentioned that Sauron was building a business empire 
around a cheese factory called “Orodruin” that he had 
inherited from his uncle Morgy.  Investigation revealed that 
the text on Frodo's cheese (almost hidden with age) included 
the words 'made in Orodruin'.  The friends set out for the 
continent immediately. 



                                                              

 Sauron, learning of their quest and realising that the 
cost of disposing of the cheese would cause his 
manufacturing empire to collapse, despatched an army of 
Organic Refuse Collectors to stop them reaching their 
destination. 
 Having been prevented from flying across the channel 
by the unexpected appearance of Merry and Pippin on a list 
of international terrorists (signed S. Aruman), the fellowship 
took ship.  During a confontation with the customs ship HMS 
Balrog (captained by another friend of Sauron's), Gandalf fell 
overboard and was believed lost.  In fact, however, he was 
picked up by a cruise ship and returned to dry land further 
down the coast.  His clothes, however, turned out (along with 
his hair and eyebrows) to have been poorly dyed, and had all 
been bleached entirely white by their wash in salt water. 
 The others, not knowing this, spent some weeks 
drowning their sorrows in the little town of Loth L'Orien, 
which they reached just in time for the cloak-sewing festival 
called the 'Gala Driel'.  (One side issue relating to this period 
remains unsolved - no-one seems to know what the 
innkeeper's first name was, hence the references to him as 
'Que? le Bourne'.) 
 In this highly charged atmosphere, Gandalf and others 
tried to counteract the negative mood in the city of Minus 
Tirith, which seemed almost under siege from the enormous 
army of Urban Refuse Utilisation Key Stakeholders (led by 
Tom “Bomb” Badill*) searching for the cheese on Sauron's 
orders.  The steward of the city soon succumbed to the 
pressure, and the mountain of paperwork he left behind was 
handed over to his three sons - Boromir, Faramir, and 

Windemere (each one utterly wet in his own way).  The 
U.R.U.K.S. were eventually decoyed away from the city by 
the men of the Rohan and Dunland hunt using bags of 
aniseed balls and the recorded smell of an elephant corpse.  
 Although the steadily increasing stink of the cheese as 
they moved into warmer climes became ever harder to bear, 
Frodo and Sam made steady progress towards their goal.  
Their cunning in disguising themselves as O.R.C.s as they 
crossed Sauron's home turf is still admired today, and it 
seems unlikely they could have passed the many watchers 
with their great burden in any other way. 
 Eventually, of course, they managed to return the ring 
of cheese to the factory shop.  At this point, eagle-eyed French 
gendarmes, alerted by Gandalf, stepped in, taking Frodo and 
Sam into protective custody.  Baradur, Sauron's industrial 
empire, collapsed under the towering weight of the debts 
incurred trying to dispose of the cheese safely, and the 
fellowship returned to Oxfordshire.  There, alas, they found 
out that Aruman had had the whole length of Cowley Road 
dug up 'for improvements' in their absence. 
 What, you may ask, of Smeagol, the only man who 
both wanted the cheese and had a stomach strong enough to 
handle it?  That, I think, is a story for another time. 
 
*Chief Nazgul and part-time anarchist 
 
 
 
 



                                                              



                                                              

Taruithorn’s Fifteenth Anniversary Banquet, 12th February 
2005 

A Party At Tom Bombadil's 
 
The Fifteenth Anniversary Banquet (my God is it 15 already? 
Eeep!) got off to a quietly confused start, ambled its 
businesslike way into the cooking, and settled back to a fine 
repast with lots of conviviality, fine food and wine. 
 
Okay, Mrs Ed is poking my with her editor’s eyeshade so I 
assume a little more than that is required, oh well (and with 
apologies to those who’ll have seen some of this already on 
my LJ) 
 
Anke & I were turning up to the banquet thanks to Matthew’s 
hospitality and his car. As his car was already being borrowed 
to shift food, chefs and booze from A to B, stopping at E 
enroute to J, etc and so on, he dropped us off at St Margaret’s 
Hall a little early. But as ancient members who had been there 
many times this presented no problem, we knew there was  
pub next door if it got cold or rainy. On arrival at the hall, we 
met some of Taruithorn’s newer members and a few whom 
we’d met last year (Don’t they look so young, still at least 
Owen no longer looks too young to be at Uni). All of them 
were however,  dubious about this being the right place but 
even after our assurances that this was the place we still had 
to wait for the keys. Luckily for us these promptly arrived 
with Tora the chef, and then the fun began as the doors 
wouldn't play, until given a severe shove - admittedly the 
newer members were worried that we were breaking things 

(drat we could have had Anke say “Trust me I’m a doctor”, 
damn those missed chances!) either way I don't remember 
students worrying that much before. Still once the outer door 
was opened, the inner one played up (it must be a union 
thing). Although of course being ancient we had forgotten to 
tell people about the masonic method of turning the key one 
way and pulling while twisting the fire-exit lever lock-knob 
the other way, so muggins let people in (those of you who 
know me and wish to make comments about the Royal Navy, 
Brighton or knob twisting please leave the punt now). 

Once in Tora tore into her new domain and people 
began heating things, stirring pots, hauling in supplies, and 
generally being very, very busy. So the rest of us mooched 
about, got changed, put up the tables and asked difficult 
questions: Anke tried organising the number of tables and 
chairs actually present and matching these numbers to the 
expected number of attendees - for some reason it took quite a 
while to sort. 

Meanwhile I, Zanna and another girl whose name 
escapes me (quick after it!) helped decorate the Hall to pass 
the time, I started by digging out the banners etc that had 
arrived cunningly disguised in unmarked bags. Of course for 
someone who'd used the hall before it was easy to get to the 
balcony and start messing about with string and thus the cry 
arose "How did you get  up there?" And thus various people 
ascended and we discovered the unexpected guest at this 
party: a large cuddly bear duly christened Beorn, although it 
was found later that he couldn't hold his mead let alone 
provide other animals to act as servers.  
 



                                                              

While those of us in the Hall shifted things hither and yon, 
more people turned up and either cooked things or changed 
into costume. The throng grew large, the cold items of food 
(salads, desserts) appeared on a sidetable, the hot food 
smelled lovely as it cooked, but the hall was effing cold. Thus 
a new party game started - hunt the thermostat! Sadly the 
antiques all had conflicting ideas of where it might be, but 
eventually it was found under one of the wall hangings that 
had been put up to cover the playgroup pictures that the 
usual residents decorate the place with. 

Many and various members from the 15 years of 
Taruithorn turned up so I won't list them all here, I think we 
had around 40 people dining, plus Marco who slaved away 
over hot stoves and washing up bowls by way of getting in 
cheap: although he got to grab a bite to eat or snatch the odd 
glass of wine he really didn’t get value for money, but I think 
the banquet had its value from him. The range of guests, at 
Bombadil’s cottage was distinctly varied: there was Maria’s 
River Woman; Anna V’s Goldberry/Entwife/wood spirit (not that 
someone bottled who she was when it was pointed out that 
her mother in law was present) - although the flowers in her 
hair bespoke Goldberry; Aram as an Ent reusing the 10 year 
banquet ent costume; Nicolay’s Grima (with mask - thus 
taking the Saxon word's meaning); self and Anke as Merry & 
Pippin after way too much entdraught (hic!); Anna B’s 
riverweed; Pete & Ruth’s Blackberry & Tim Bimbadol; Gramarye 
as the obligatory Harry potter self-insertion; a lost Lyra; an Arwen; 
Andrew McMurry & Meggie Fernandez’s the Withywindle and 
a hobbit lass (obviously bathing her toes) - if I remembered 
Andrew correctly; a member for next year, as Frodo; Morgoth 
(in his guise as Dr Grossel the senior member); Eol; Owen’s 

Tom Bombadil in his true guise as the secret identity of the Witch-
king (complete with stunning feathered pimp hat); Tevildo 
Prince(ss) of cats; Sarah Pf’s Finrod's girlfriend; a Gandalf the 
white - Canadian style; Eowyn; Imrahil king of Gondor 
(following up on last year’s coup de banquet); Radagast; and 
many others who's names I didn't catch but who looked 
wonderful.  
 
But best of all concept and execution wise was Zanna’s 
costume of trousers, tank top, trilby, pipe and several 
®marks as she came as the Tolkien Estate's trademark of 
Tolkien. 
 
Foodwise the banquet was another glorious success, well it 
was for this hobbit. Okay so there were some glitches: the 
soup course had its moments as for some reason the leek-and-
oat soup cook used the ladle, leaving the russian-mushroom-
soup chef a long handled spoon - thus I had a bowl of the 
latter with one tiny piece of mushroom in it. But that was a 
point I soon remedied by fetching a bowl of mushrooms with 
soup sauce as seconds. I also managed to get three servings 
(on two trips) of the main-course option of mushrooms in filo 
baskets! For whatever reason salads are very popular (in 
February!) with this set of cooks, so I was very glad the 
heating had been sorted out, but they were very tasty. 
Naturally wine flowed, and at times mead flowed - the high 
table of committee types showed that they have a distinct 
mead consumption problem: the bottles keep emptying! In 
between courses Pete drew forth and his trusty guitar, and 
sang some of his own, and some Taruithorn Singers(*) 



                                                              

compositions. For culinary buffs I’m afraid I only took note of 
the veggie options and those which I ate, sorry I was too busy 
eating to run around taking notes - hobbit!  

The previously mentioned desserts were at a side table 
and after a while a long queue formed awaiting the chefs’ 
permission to swoop. The side table was at the far end of my 
side of the hall and it bore truffles, cheesecakes, baklava, 
chocolate krispies and chocolate cake. A truly tempting array, 
so I side-stepped it by going to the other side of the table. 
Well I did then share my haul with Ruth, and fetch some 
more for the Anke & Maria’s literary discussion that began at 
the top table. 
 
More singing followed, en masse this time or as best could be 
managed without copies of the words but some mad fools in 
the modern society seem to have sold themselves to the Dark 
Lord: they happily sing the disco orc movie song! (Oh the 
horror!) Later came the dances, apparently the night before 
practice had been attempted with people humming the music, 
in the absence of the tapes or CD usually brung by Anke & I! 
As we were there with both this evening the dances were 
danced and people enjoyed disporting themselves even if the 
dance leader forgot one sets of steps at one point in the 
Springlering. Then it was time to pack up, tidy up and clear 
out, although Tevildo had whinged about fitting in one more 
dance before the end we managed to be out almost on time, 
with everything cleared away - and anyway everyone knows 
milling doesn’t really count! The bulk of the society went on 
to a certain birthday party, but we antiques went back to 
Matthew’s as age has wearied us, and thus we sat up chatting 
until 2am (whoops!) 

 
(* ask an old member about this activity back in the glorious 
mid-90s) 
 
Ian Collier 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



                                                              

“Myself he shall not command”: A 
Feminist and Gendered Reading of 
Tolkien’s “Aldarion and Erendis” 

Sara Sharpton 
 
 The tale “Aldarion and Erendis” was possibly written 
as an elaboration to the sparse mention of a change in 
Númenorian kingship and law in the appendix to The Lord of 
the Rings: “The sixth King [Tar-Aldarion] left only one child, a 
daughter. She became the first Queen [i.e. Ruling Queen]; for 
it was then made a law of the royal house that the eldest child 
of the King, whether man or woman, should receive the 
sceptre.” (208)  As J.R.R. Tolkien was fond of creating whole 
stories out of one interesting word, it is not surprising that 
although “Aldarion and Erendis” was left unfinished in 1965, 
the manuscript came to cover over 60 pages. His son 
Christopher Tolkien later edited the five different versions of 
the story and published the work in the Unfinished Tales. The 
tale tells of the ill-fated love of Aldarion for Erendis; it 
progresses from both characters scorning marriage to their 
eventual courtship, marriage, and separation from each other. 
The story could be taken as an example of a tragic and flawed 
marriage, but it also becomes a multi-layered conflict of will, 
power, and identity in the confines of a patriarchal society. 
Although the tale can be read simply as a traditional 
upholding of patriarchy, Tolkien crafts the characters and plot 
in a way that confirms and critiques both feminist and 
patriarchal values. 

 Feminist criticism of male texts agrees “...that the 
literary canon is largely ‘androcentric’ and that writings by 
men have tended to ‘immasculate’ women, forcing them to 
see the world from a masculine viewpoint” (Murfin, House of 
Mirth 294). This postulate can be seen in Tolkien’s text first 
with the relation of the hero Aldarion to the heroine Erendis. 
As the prince regent and later king of the island of Númenor, 
Aldarion is the literal ruler over his subjects. More 
figuratively, Aldarion “rules” over Erendis as a husband; he is 
King of his household as well as the entire island. Before he 
becomes the king of Númenor, he acts as a proper king over 
Erendis, for after the birth of their daughter he disregards her 
wishes that he stay with them and goes off to sea. As a result 
of this fateful sea journey, Erendis becomes sundered from 
him. However, when he comes back he again has the 
authority to summon her from the house and land she loves 
to court. Because he has just become the symbolic head of the 
country, he must resume rule over his own household: “Soon 
afterwards there came a message from Tar-Meneldur, a 
command indeed, though graciously worded. She was bidden 
to come to Armenelos and to bring with her the lady 
Ancalimë, there to abide at least until the Erukyermë and the 
proclamation of the new King”(204). Thus through the 
authority of his father Tar-Meneldur, he reasserts himself as 
lord over her, and represses her identity as a self-sufficient 
single parent of their daughter Ancalimë.       
 In addition to the text forcing Erendis to conform to the 
male will, the text can be criticized in the spirit of American 
feminist critics who have “....reviewed the great works by 
male writers, embarking on a revisionist rereading of literary 
tradition. These critics examined the portrayals of women 



                                                              

characters, exposing the patriarchal ideology implicit in such 
works and showing how clearly this tradition of systematic 
masculine dominance is inscribed in our literary tradition” 
(Murfin, House of Mirth 394). In Tolkien’s work patriarchy is 
upheld because the heroine herself is not significantly 
laudable. In the narrative her character is often judged very 
negatively. Like a stereotypical female fatale, she is both weak 
and strong. She seems to need the presence of a male to be 
happy, and when Aldarion disappoints her she responds with 
bitterness. She passes on this bitterness to Ancalimë, for “she 
sought ever to mould her daughter to her own mind, and to 
feed her upon her own bitterness against men”(192). She is 
jealous of the sea, which takes Aldarion away from her; in one 
instance, he calls her “‘Uinéniel, Daughter of Uinen, the new 
Lady of the Sea’” and she replies scathingly with “‘Call me by 
no such name! I am no daughter of Uinen: rather is she my 
foe’”(182). 
 While Aldarion is on his journey after the birth of their 
daughter, she is left alone and must become independent. 
This independence is also portrayed rather in a negative light 
within the course of the narrative, for the house she sets up at 
Emerië is described as having “little enough of laughter for 
Ancalimë” and “hushed and without music, as if one had 
died there not long since”(194). It is notable that the house is 
white, as the color conjures images of maidenhood and 
virginal pureness. Instead of being a dutiful wife, Erendis is 
rejecting her role in life, and is sinning in the eyes of 
patriarchal wisdom. White thus becomes an ironic 
appropriation for the woman who is seen as black hearted for 
those of traditionalist sensibilities. Men “did not come there, 
save rarely some messenger from the King; and he would ride 

away soon, for to men there seemed a chill in the house that 
put them to flight, and while there they felt constrained to 
speak near in whisper”(193); they seem to physically feel the 
bitterness and hate of Erendis permeating the house and 
almost squelching the life from them. 
 When Aldarion comes after his three year absence to 
visit the white lady of Emerië, “Cold and white looked the 
house on the hill in a last gleam of sunset under cloud”(196). 
The coldness extends not just to the architecture, for there is a 
chilling conversation between Aldarion and Erendis after he 
is put up for the night in a guest room: 
 

"You leave more promptly than you came, my lord," 
she said. "I hope that (being a mariner) you have not 
found this house of women irksome already, to go thus 
before your business is done. Indeed, what business 
brought you hither? May I learn it before you leave?" 
"I was told in Armenelos that my wife was here, and 
had removed my daughter hither," he answered. "As to 
the wife I am mistaken, it seems, but have I not a daughter? 
"You had one some years ago," she said. "But my daughter 
has not yet risen." 
  "Then let her rise, while I go for my horse," said 
Aldarion.(197)  

 
 The character of Erendis then is portrayed as stone 
cold, and almost heartless. Aldarion in this quote seems to 
dismiss her as dead like she does him. Erendis counters by 
claiming Ancalimë as “my” daughter instead of “our” 
daughter, and she seems to care only about Ancalimë after 
Aldarion goes away. This negative portrayal, especially of the 



                                                              

heroine, surely contributes to a sense that the text can “reflect 
and shape the attitudes that have held women back” (Murfin, 
House of Mirth 391). 
 Ancalimë is seen as an even worse representation of 
women, for she inherits the flaws of both parents. She is 
described as having a “somewhat ambiguous character” and 
“natively liked display, jewels, music, admiration, and 
deference”(206). In this she seems to be morally shallow: “She 
approved, as it were, both Erendis' treatment of Aldarion on 
his late return, but also Aldarion's anger, impenitence, and 
subsequent relentless dismissal of Erendis from his heart and 
concern”(206). As the child of a destructive marriage, she 
vents her frustration over men in destructive and hurtful 
ways. She is seen as “clever and malicious”(208), for she plays 
her parents against each other as she visits her mother to 
incite her father and visa versa. Perhaps because of her 
parent’s failed union, she disliked “obligatory marriage”(206), 
but also marriage in general. It seems that in the narrative she 
considered marriage a “constraint on her will”(206). This 
wilfulness and stubbornness serves her in good stead as she 
becomes the queen of Númenor, but is also a drawback as to 
stay queen she must submit to marrying in a particular line of 
Númenorians.  
 When she addresses a potential suitor that has the right 
bloodline to marry her, she says “‘we could [wed]...if I had 
my mind to such a state. I could lay down my royalty, and be 
free. But if I were to do so, I should be free to wed whom I 
will; and that would be Úner (which is ‘Noman’), whom I 
prefer above all others’”(211). Ancalimë is thus trapped in a 
world where keeping her power means she must be 
dependent upon a man marrying her. She cannot escape 

domination by men, since her own father creates the law that 
restrains her. While she would like to wed “Noman”, her 
freedom is curtailed by the patriarchal influences over her life. 
Although she does choose to be married and retain the power 
she has as queen, ultimately she is destroyed by hatred for her 
husband. She “did not desire love” and “begrudged him her 
son Anárion”(211). While she herself is subjected by men, she 
also seeks to dominate their lives. When her husband, though 
from a royal line, wishes to stay in the farmland he owns, she 
“sought to subject [her husband], claiming to be the owner of 
his land, and forbidding him to dwell upon it, for she would 
not, as she said, have her husband a farm-steward”(211). 
Ancalimë becomes then a raging, unliveable, and angry 
feminist who comes across as unfeeling and mean, rather than 
laudable.  
 The minor female characters of the story are 
stereotypical and without identity or voice, which places even 
more emphasis on the domination of female identity by 
patriarchal glosses in the text. Zamîn takes the role of the 
rustic old country servant, scolding the boy that comes to the 
house, and described as “free-tongued, and not easily 
daunted”(194). The boy she rebukes seems to show little 
respect for her, as he says “‘No need for a watch-dog where 
you are, mother Zamîn!’”(194). The maidservants at the white 
house are not even given voices, and all that is said about 
their identity is that they fear their mistress. 
 Almarian and Núneth represent the typical motherly 
figures, and as a result come off as weak and indulgent 
perpetrators in making the hero and heroine who they are as 
adults. Almarian supports Aldarion “in all that he did, and 
Meneldur perforce let matters go as they must”(176), and thus 



                                                              

spoils him into becoming wilful and selfish. Ancalimë mocks 
this motherly pampering when she says after not wishing for 
a son, “‘Must I become like Queen Almarian, and dote on 
him?’”(211). While Meneldur sees Aldarion as unwilling and 
unfit to care for a wife, both Almarian and Núneth happily 
become their matchmakers. Meneldur says to Almarian that 
“‘It would be more kind to cure Aldarion of his 
restlessness...before he win the heart of any woman’". As 
these words almost foreshadow what sorrow the tale will tell, 
Almarian replies with “‘How else will you cure him, if not by 
love?’"(178). The queen innocently deludes herself into 
thinking a woman’s love can singly change a man. Almarian 
also manufactures ways for Erendis to stay at court and meet 
Aldarion often during their courtship (178), and Núneth urges 
her to reconcile with him after they have first quarrelled 
about his passion for the sea. Núneth echoes Almarian’s 
words when she says “‘A woman must share her husband's 
love with his work and the fire of his spirit, or make him a 
thing not loveable’”(183). Using a typical motherly argument, 
she then urges Erendis to marry Aldarion so that she can have 
grandchildren, as if that were her sole purpose in life.  
 Set up in contrast to Erendis, it is Ulbar’s wife who isn’t 
even given a name or identity separate from her husband and 
who is seen by Aldarion as a good wife. Ulbar is also a 
mariner, but the only glimpse of the reaction his wife has to 
his long absence is very different than Erendis, for she “was 
dancing with him to the playing of pipes”(198). “Seen in this 
perspective, patriarchal oppression consists of imposing 
certain social standards of femininity on all biological women, 
in order precisely to make us believe that the chosen 
standards for ‘femininity’ are natural. Thus a woman who 

refuses to conform can be labelled both unfeminine and 
unnatural…” (Moi 298). As Tolkien’s text is concerned, it is 
this patriarchal domination that seeks to make Erendis and 
Ancalimë, who refuse to conform to femininity, seem 
“unnatural” when compared to Almarian, Núneth, and 
Ulbar’s wife. 
 Although it is evident that the relationship between 
Aldarion and Erendis and the characterization of females in 
the text clearly displays an affirmation of patriarchal thought, 
the text cannot simply be labelled as just another story that 
oppresses females. While some feminist critics might deny 
that a male could write in a way that empowers women, 
gender criticism allows that “it is and has been possible for a 
man to write like a woman, a woman to write like a man” 
(Murfin, Turn of the Screw 294). Instead of having distinct 
boundaries between what is possible for women and men to 
conceive in their texts, gender criticism “has tended to view 
the male and female sexes – and the masculine and feminine 
genders – in terms of a complicated continuum...”(Murfin, 
Turn of the Screw 291). Thus Tolkien as a traditional and 
sometimes stodgy Oxford professor could write not only 
patriarchal but also feminist values into his text.  
 The feminist critic Toril Moi also reflects this sentiment 
when she writes in answer to Gilbert and Gubar’s 
revolutionary A Madwomen in the Attic that they manage “to 
transform all texts written by women into feminist texts, 
because they may always and without exception be held to 
embody somehow and somewhere the author’s ‘female rage’ 
against patriarchal oppression”(296). If this argument were 
applied to all male texts, it would seem that all of them must 
be patriarchal in some way. Yet Moi goes on to claim 



                                                              

 
 ...if we are truly to reject the model of the author as 
God the Father of the text, it is surely not enough to reject the 
patriarchal ideology implied in the paternal metaphor. It is 
equally necessary to reject the critical practice it leads to, a 
critical practice that relies on the author as the transcendental 
signified of his or her text. For the patriarchal critic, the author 
is the source, origin, and meaning of the text...(297)    
 
 Although I am leery to proclaim with Roland Barthes and 
Moi the total death of the author’s authority over the text, Moi 
essentially says that critics should not take the gender of the 
writer as the automatic signifier of what they will write about. 
All women may not have mad women in the attic of their 
books, and men may not always degrade females in their 
texts. Thus even though the author happens to be male, a text 
like “Aldarion and Erendis” may not just reaffirm patriarchy, 
it can also subvert it. Both the characterization of Aldarion 
and the identity and voice given to Erendis are evidence that 
there is a counter-story to patriarchal domination of women 
in the text.  
 Much like the portrayal of Erendis, Aldarion does not 
come across to the reader as an exemplary man or husband. 
His character is profoundly conflicted as his upbringing and 
struggles with authority inform not only patriarchal 
oppression of females but also the master plots that dominate 
males as well. “Masculinity as a complex construct producing 
and reproducing a constellation of behaviors and goals, many 
of them destructive (like performance and conquest) and most 
of them injurious to women, has become the object of an 
unprecedented number of gender studies” (Murfin, Turn of 

the Screw 297), and it would be well to consider the patriarchal 
structures placed on Aldarion in the text and how he 
responds to them.  
 Because Aldarion is a prince, he is groomed for future 
authority. While his heart is most content on the sea, his 
father Meneldur considers such things a diversion from 
Kingly duties. At one point Aldarion ironically asks, much 
like a single marriageable woman would: “‘Has not a King's 
son aught to do but study women's faces to find a 
wife?’”(180). With this, Aldarion questions the traditional role 
for men that the kingship of Númenor demands. Because 
Meneldur and Aldarion are in constant struggle and 
argument, it is almost fated that Aldarion and Erendis each 
strive for authority over one another. Since Aldarion’s 
authority role is questioned and vaguely defined, Erendis can 
redefine the role of females under patriarchy.  
 Aldarion is indeed portrayed at times as negatively as 
Erendis. He makes fatal decisions by deciding to leave 
Erendis alone and thus letting “work” rule over him. If 
Aldarion was in our modern culture, he would be termed a 
“workaholic”, for he seems to think of little else than his sea 
journeys, founding a guild of the Venturers, or cutting down 
trees for his ships. Before he gets married to Erendis, he tells 
Meneldur, “‘Other things I have to do more urgent to me, for 
my mind is bent on them. “Cold is the life of a mariner's 
wife”; and the mariner who is single of purpose and not tied 
to the shore goes further, and learns better how to deal with 
the sea’"(178). When he comes back from a sea journey to find 
Erendis gone from court, he “was too proud to seek her; and 
indeed he could not well do so save to ask for her in marriage, 
and he was still unwilling to be bound”(181). Later on after 



                                                              

they are engaged it seems like the sea is an addiction that 
Aldarion tries to fight: “Then suddenly the sea-longing took 
him as though a great hand had been laid on his throat, and 
his heart hammered, and his breath was stopped. He strove 
for the mastery, and at length turned his back and continued 
on his journey”(185). He is said to be “irresolute” and “at war 
with himself”(186). After three years of their betrothal, which 
is said to be prolonged even among the long-lived 
Númenorians, he is unable to conquer his longing and leaves 
Erendis for six years to be on the sea. 
 While Erendis manages to forgive him after leaving her 
and marries him after a nine year engagement, the reader is 
not so easily persuaded of his character. When he is not ruled 
by longing for the sea, he is ruled by ambition, for he “looked 
forward to days when the people would need more room and 
greater wealth; and whether he himself knew this clearly or 
no, he dreamed of the glory of Númenor and the power of its 
kings, and he sought for footholds whence they could step to 
wider dominion”(191). This is the immortal “divide and 
conquer” element that patriarchy defines as true masculinity. 
Aldarion must not simply desire to be on the sea itself, he 
must think more destructively about settling and taming 
Middle-earth much like he must do to his wife. 
Unfortunately, patriarchy and Aldarion fail to move Erendis, 
and she remains as stubborn as Aldarion is to the end of the 
story. 
 Erendis herself is given this identity and spirit that is 
not in keeping with a Taming of the Shrew male dominance, 
and therefore serves to elevate the story from criticism of 
feminism to critique of patriarchy. When Aldarion breaks his 
word and stays away a year longer than he said, it is Erendis 

who must raise their child alone. She tells Ancalimë after she 
asks where her father is to “not trouble yourself; for you have 
a mother, and she will not run away, while you love 
her”(102). Erendis realizes even before she marries Aldarion 
that “in the war between herself and the Sea for the keeping 
of Aldarion she would not conquer”(182). After she marries 
him, “she saw Aldarion now as something large and not to be 
tamed, driven by a fierce will, more perilous when chill”, yet 
she counters this with “I am steel hard to break. So he would 
find even were he the King of Númenor”(198). When 
Meneldur asks her to array the house for Aldarion’s return, 
she writes: “Will the King have me wait upon the quays like a 
sailor’s lass?  
Would that I were, but I am so no longer. I have played that 
part to the full”(193).  
 Instead of passively accepting her wifely duties, she 
fights back, and says 
  
 ...we need not assent. If we love Númenor also, let us 
enjoy it before they [men] ruin it.   
 We also are daughters of the great, and we have wills 
and courage of our own. Therefore do not bend, Ancalimë. 
Once bend a little, and they will bend you further until you 
are bowed down. Sink your roots into the rock, and face the 
wind, though it blow away all your leaves.(207) 
 
When Aldarion orders her and Ancalimë to court, Erendis 
defiantly says “So should I have foreseen. He will strip me of 
all. But myself he shall not command, though it be by the 
mouth of his father”(204). Aldarion typifies the patriarchal 
response to such identity outside of male dominance: 



                                                              

 
 “It is far below my hope of her. She has dwindled....She 
should have demanded that a great house be prepared for 
her, called for a Queen’s escort, and come back to Armenelos 
with her beauty adorned, royally....I would rather have had it 
so: rather a beautiful Queen to thwart me and flout me, than 
freedom to rule while the Lady Elestirnë falls down dim into 
her own twilight.”(205) 
 
While patriarchy would have Erendis a “beautiful” but 
ultimately unhappy queen, the feminist ending of Tolkien’s 
tale instead has Erendis say in a letter “I pray you excuse 
me....Here then permit me to remain in my solitude, unless it 
be the King’s will also to take back this house”(204-205). Here 
she asserts her voice and unique identity, and although 
patriarchy deems that she has “dwindled”, she will not be 
conquered by the male forces in the story. She remains to the 
end female and flawed, but also brave and heroic in a way 
Aldarion could not conceive. She rebels against her fate and 
becomes independent of Aldarion; he accepts it and thus 
becomes weak even though he is set up as the “powerful” 
head of the country. 
 Thus it can be seen throughout the narrative that 
feminism and patriarchy are both equally lauded and judged. 
When bias against the female characters in the book is shown, 
whether it be Ancalimë’s pride, Erendis’ hatred for men, or 
the minor females’ traditionalism, the text counters this by 
offering a stark picture of Aldarion’s mistakes, failures, and 
character flaws. Although Erendis is portrayed as an 
antithetical heroine who refuses to conform to patriarchal 
convention, her actions are never demonized or demeaned. 

She chooses identity over oppression, and even though she 
may suffer for this unpopular choice, she becomes in a sense 
more free than in her marriage. In Part the story reads as a 
critique and exploration of the feminist portrayals of men that 
were becoming virulent in the poems of Sylvia Plath or Anne 
Sexton, who wrote during the time Tolkien was writing this 
tale. Feminists like Plath or Sexton have much in common 
with the character of Erendis, with her bitterness towards 
men and lack of viable options in a patriarchal society. 
Perhaps because this text was never meant to be published, 
Tolkien as a male author could combine both feminist and 
patriarchal master plots. However, as a posthumously 
published text, “Aldarion and Erendis” becomes an example 
of blended and blurred gender relations and 
characterizations, with both men and women inhabiting and 
having to negotiate their place in a patriarchal society.  
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Glimpses 
Anna Vaninskaya 

 
As sometimes in the act of reaching up 
To take a volume from the higher shelf -- 
White silence falls, the speeding seconds stop, 
And suddenly alone with my self -- 
I catch a glimpse of memory long dark, 
Another past I had forgot I had, 
Another me, a strange-familiar spark, 
A world brought back to life, that had been dead; 
And standing out of time a single beat,  
I sense the something that had drowned and gone 
Uncounted ages since, and feel its heat 
Anew, and then -- the moment past -- all’s done: 
So must the artist have to him revealed 
The souls of all the worlds he tries to build. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



                                                              

 


