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Editorial
Another term, another Miruvor.  This one is a little late (sorry about 

that), but nonetheless packed with thrills and spills for encouragement of 
the spirited Tolkienista.  

Due to the regrettable kidnapping by wild trolls of William De 
Worde of the 'Ankh-Morpork Times' before he was able to pass the editor 
his no-doubt excellent commentary on the Trial of Sir Samuel Vimes and 
Detritus the Troll, the only one of Michaelmas term's events represented 
here is the creative writing session.  However, we believe that Mr De 
Worde made it safely back to the Discworld, and hope to be able to safely 
re-open the dimensional portal for transmission of his article in the near 
future (once some minor firestechnical issues have been putsorted out).

Meanwhile, our talented investigative reporter Kathryn has provided 
details of a conversation overheard in a recent trip to the Void beyond the 
World, where she was lucky enough to encounter our own Lord Morgoth.  
(Presumably before his re-trial and subsequent release a year or so ago!) 

In addition to her contribution, and the 'Psychic' question-and-answer 
session from the creative writing meeting, we have three more serious 
factual items.  Tora Hallatt discusses the representation of elves in art, and 
in particular the different ways in which three well-known painters of 
Tolkien scenes have portrayed Lúthien's famous beauty.  How, after all, do 
you create a picture that conveys perfect beauty to every viewer?

Peggy Brett, fascinated by the fact that Tolkien never mentions the 
colour of a horse unless it's white or grey, has investigated what he does 
tell us about her favourite animals.  Her researches in the Professor's works 
have been assisted and amplified by her discovery of a long-lost 
Gondorian text on the subject.

Last, but very much not least, our own 'Uncle' Sauron (winner of this 
year's “Best Dark Lord for Ages” award from the Valinor Union of 
Teachers) has very kindly condensed a portion of his lecture notes for 
young Orcs into a brief article on the more peculiar aspects of elven 
physiology.  Enjoy!

Chris Joseph
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The Elves of Art: Lúthien
How can the ultimate elf be realised on paper?

Her robe was blue as summer skies,
but grey as evening were her eyes;
'twas sewn with golden lilies fair, 
but dark as shadow was her hair.  30
Her feet were light as bird on wing,
her laughter lighter than the spring; 
the slender willow, the bowing reed, 
the fragrance of a flowering mead, 
the light upon the leaves of trees, 35
the voice of water, more than these
her beauty was and blissfulness, 
her glory and her loveliness; 
and her the king more dear did prize 
than hand or heart or light of eyes. 

(The Lay of Leithian)

The elves, and perhaps above all Lúthien, symbolise ultimate beauty. The 
desire to transcribe the ideal of beauty to paper is an age-long obsession 
with artists and it is therefore no surprise that Lúthien and her descendant 
Arwen have been lovingly sketched, drawn and painted to paper since the 
publication  of  the  Silmarillion  and  even  Lord  of  the  Rings.  Strangely, 
however, these visions often leave the viewer unsatisfied, for the simple 
reason that the elves are so dependent on individual views of beauty that 
every mental image of Lúthien and her kindred is likely to be different.

In comparison, hobbits have a generally accepted visual definition and this 
is not just because they are described in great detail:

‘For they are a little people, smaller than Dwarves: less stout and stocky… 
their height is variable, ranging between two and four feet of our measure,’

(LotR; Prologue)
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The Peter Jackson hobbits received little criticism to my ears. The short 
trousers, waistcoats and dress coats in earthy colours and country fabrics 
fitted  the generally  accepted views on the attire  of  hobbits,  while  their 
curly locks, short stature,  hairy feet and rounded features deviated little 
from the canon. 

In comparison, the Peter Jackson elves, with their Ngila Dickson designed 
clothing were subject to extremes of both love and hate. This would on the 
surface  seem strange,  considering  the  detailed  descriptions  of  both  the 
physical appearance and clothes of many of the elves given throughout 
Tolkien’s work. They are tall, lithe of limb and have hair of ‘spun gold or 
woven silver or polished jet.’ They walk in a light ‘like the light of the  
moon above the rim of the hills before it rises.’ Descriptions of individuals 
are lavish in both physical and costuming detail; consider this description 
of Arwen:

‘Young she was and yet not so. The braids of her dark hair were touched  
by no frost; her white arms and clear face were flawless and smooth, and  
the light of stars  was in her bright eyes,  grey as a cloudless light;  yet  
queenly she looked, and thought and knowledge were in her glance, as of  
one who has known many things that years bring. Above her brow her  
head  was  covered  with  a  cap  of  silver  lace  netted  with  small  gems,  
glittering white; but her soft grey raiment had no ornament save a girdle  
of leaves wrought in silver.’ 

(LotR; Many Meetings)

There is ample description for the artist or cinematographer to play with. 
Leaving  aside  the  potential  argument  that  Peter  Jackson  ignored  this 
description, the controversy over Arwen and her dresses is symptomatic of 
the  problems  faced  by  all  artists  hoping  to  portray  elves  that  are 
convincingly ethereal. This article will discuss this further by considering 
three stalwarts of the Tolkien art scene: Alan Lee, Ted Naismith and Anke 
Eissmann. 
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Alan Lee
Possibly the most loved image 
of the elvish ladies is that of 
Alan Lee’s Lúthien. 

The painting is soft and subtle, 
with Lúthien looking away 
wistfully, mirroring the 
melancholy autumnal umbers 
and oranges of her dress.

It is quite an impressionistic 
picture, with few details of her 
dress and hair visible. We are 
left, perhaps as Beren was, 
drawn to her face and its 
perfection. The vagueness of 
the surrounding details only 
enhance this mystic 
impression of her face.

One of the accomplishments 
of the painting is its 
embodiment of both the 
agelessness and the youth of 
Lúthien. The face is young, but not childlike, while the fragmented washes 
are reminiscent of aged parchment,  maintaining the juxtaposition of the 
‘old yet not old’ description of the elves.

I would argue that one of the reasons for its popularity is that it does not 
give a definitive picture of Lúthien; the beautiful washes of watercolour 
allow the reader to fill in the details and in doing so make the painting 
closer to their own image of Lúthien. It is, perhaps, a sketch on which we 
can paint  the remaining details  through our imagination.  There are few 
precise details that can be criticised. For example the length of her hair is 
not distinguished, and the there is only a loose impression of the design of 
her  dress.  The  picture  therefore  maintains  the  indescribable  ethereal 

5

 



quality of the elves.
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Ted Naismith
The definitive image of Lúthien from the Ley of Leithian is that of the elf-
maiden dancing amid the forests of Doriath in ‘her mantle blue with jewels  
white.’ This image has, unsurprisingly, been interpreted by many artists, 
but possibly most famously by Ted Naismith. 

Naismith is in many ways a more 
traditional artist than Lee. The 
detail is characteristically and 
technically accomplished while the 
composition conveys the obvious 
symbolism of Lúthien dancing into 
the sunlight, the ground around her 
bare feet yellow in the sun. Lúthien 
is clearly beautiful and powerful. 
She is dressed simply and the blue 
of the thin, flowing fabric is 
deliberately eye-catching without 
being garish amid the bright greens 
of the woodland. The simplicity of 
the gown leaves the viewer drawn 
to the stark gracefulness of her 
movement, which is hardly subtle. 
It is assured and confident. 

Beauty is conveyed through the 
light and greenness of the scenery,
the small  bird and the detail  of the leaves. Above all,  however,  we are 
shown  how  beautifully  striking  Lúthien  is  by  her  slight  figure,  her 
maidenly unbound flowing hair, and the bare feet and ankles. 

The  arrangement  of  the  trees  positions  Lúthien  in  the  centre  of  the 
woodland and therefore nature, reflecting her confident position within it. 
The foregrounded tree also provides an interesting dark mirror to Lúthien’s 
far arm. The closer arm breaks the otherwise quite harsh vertical lineation, 
again drawing the viewer to her dance. The viewer’s position behind the 
undergrowth distances us from Lúthien, and we see her as Beren first saw 
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her, distantly and yet powerfully beautiful.
Again, we are not able to see every detail of Naismith’s Lúthien. We are 
left more with a bright silhouette, and it is the shape of the figure, rather 
than the detail,  which is most apparent. The detail of the face is almost 
obscured by the light, leaving the observer to imagine their own beauty on 
this beautiful profile. 

Anke Eissmann
A relative newcomer to the Tolkien art scene, Anke has a huge following 
for  her  atmospheric  watercolours  of  Middle  Earth  and  her  historically 
based costumes and backgrounds.

The picture shown here, titled simply ‘Lúthien’, is one of my favourites of 
her work. The foreground of flowers and the play of the light, catching on 
her arm and hair as well as the tops of the surrounding trees, emphasise the 
natural beauty of her situation. However, it is the simplicity of the figure 
that draws me to this picture in 
particular.  The  graceful 
reaching  hand  suggests  a 

8

When winter comes without a starWhen winter comes without a star
Tora HallettTora Hallett



playfulness and an innocence, perhaps continued by her turning from the 
viewer towards something unseen. Like the Alan Lee painting, this allows 
us to use our imagination. We are not able to see her face, and therefore 
have to imagine the so individualistic beauty.
I believe this picture emphasises her ‘humanity’ in a way that the others 
fail to. She is approachable and yet not so. The simplicity of the design of 
her dress and the straying of her hair suggests that she is merely a beautiful 
maiden, and yet the slight silhouetting of her dress and hair hint at her 
more noble elvish origins. She is different, distanced from us by a bank of 
cow parsley, glowing in an innocent pure white in the sunlight. 

These three pictures  are all  very different  portrayals of the daughter  of 
Melian.  There  is  the  ethereal,  indefinable  Lúthien  of  Alan  Lee,  the 
detailed, confident vibrancy of Ted’s Lúthien, and finally the more human, 
simpler Lúthien of Anke Eissmann. All of them are great pieces of art. 
However, all of them leave something to the viewer’s imagination; they do 
not  attempt  to  portray  Lúthien in  full  detail.  It  is  their  ability  to  show 
something  beautiful,  yet  leave  something  to  the  viewer’s  imagination, 
which makes these paintings classics. 

Tora Hallatt
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The Horses of Middle-earth
This  was originally  going to  be a serious (well,  semi-serious,  at  least)  
article about the descriptions given of horses in Middle Earth - partially  
sparked  by  the  observation  that  Tolkien  never  (and  I  do  mean  never)  
mentions  the  colour  of  a  horse  or  pony  unless  it  is  grey  or  white.  
Somewhere in the process of writing the seriousness got lost, but this was  
too  much  fun  to  abandon.   I  don’t  think  I’ve  said  anything  that  goes  
against what we are told (but if I have do point it out to me); the rest I  
have filled in from my own imagination (in a fairly realistic  manner, I  
hope).

Extracts from the 'Watcher's guide to horses and ponies of Arda', being "a 
detailed and instructive account of the various equine breeds found at this 
time in Middle-earth, composed in this, the seventieth year of the Fourth 
Age".

Gondor

Only in Gondor is a multiplicity of distinct breeds to be found, and here 
something of the variety of horses that were to be found in Númenor is 
preserved.

The mount of choice among the elite of the citadel of Minas Tirith is the 
Númenórean Saddle Horse.  Having been selectively bred in a controlled 
manner for many thousands of years with the objective of producing a 
versatile  steed,  this  is  widely acknowledged as  the pre-eminent  cavalry 
mount  of  Middle-earth.   These  horses  unite  an  obedient  and  obliging 
disposition  with  the  speed,  strength,  and  agility  required  to  carry  a 
combatant.   The  well  balanced  physique  and  resilient  bone  structure, 
dictated by the standards of the breed and preserved by observance of the 
requirement for purity in blood lines, has enabled the evolution of smooth 
paces  and  graceful  carriage,  which  provide  a  pleasing  impression  and 
comfortable ride. The success of the breeding endeavours can be gauged 
by the popularity of these horses for all forms of work and sport where the 
quality of the horse and responsiveness to the rider are paramount.
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The horses bred in the principality of Dol Amroth by the notables of that 
city are the result of crossing Númenórean Saddle Horses with the draft 
horses used to work the thick soils of the Anduin delta.  Such dilution of 
the  breed  proved  necessary  to  provide  a  steed  suitable  for  the  fully 
caparisoned knights, who are the elite of the fighting men of these Outland 
regions.   The resulting  animals  retain the desirable  temperament  of the 
Númenórean  Saddle  Horse,  although,  at  times,  displaying  the  more 
subservient nature characteristic of draft horses, but the increase in size 
and strength  is,  unfortunately,  accompanied  by  a  loss  of  swiftness  and 
manoeuvrability, which fact aids the explanation of the restriction of this 
mode of fighting and the breed adapted for it to the spacious plains of the 
southern Outlands. The preference for grey as an artistic complement to 
the insignia of the Prince has led to the selection of true breeding strains 
with such regularity that this is now the only permissible colour.

The mounts of the errand riders are tall and light-boned with long legs and 
back, giving – especially when considered with their narrow heads, large 
eyes and deep chests – an impression of celerity and fleet alertness that is 
not belied by their powerful paces and proven performance.  Reputedly 
descended from the race horses of the Númenóreans,  which themselves 
originated from the scouting mounts of the Noldorin cavalry, these are the 
swiftest horses in the world over short and medium distances, although, 
having been bred for the roads and rides of the kingdom, they are poorly 
adapted for rough ground. The excitable and competitive temperament of 
these mounts is an asset to the errand riders, who aver that the horses know 
when they are carrying messages and will, without urging, “race even the 
eagles and the winds” and it was long their boast that the kings of Gondor 
without  the  need  of  wizardry  heard  the  news  of  the  outlying  lands  as 
swiftly  as  their  enemies.  These  horses  are  much  in  demand  for  the 
improvement of other breeds as their descendants retain something of the 
speed and spirit, but are more tractable and better suited to mundane work.

There are three identifiable breeds of draft horse in the realm of Gondor. 
The first are the mightiest of all the horses of Middle-earth, used only on 
the plains of the Pelennor and of the southern Outlands.  Very tall  and 
powerful,  with a  short  back and well  developed neck,  these horses are 
capable of pulling a plough or a laden cart as efficaciously as a team of 
oxen might – and often rather faster.  Their smooth dark coats (only bays, 
browns  and  blacks  are  found)  with  long  feathers  on  their  legs,  in 
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combination  with  their  powerful  appearance,  make  these  animals  an 
impressive sight.  They are however possessed of a temper so docile that 
they will submit to being driven by a child who cannot reach even to their 
shoulder.

The other draft horses are more closely related to those used in other lands. 
The two breeds are distinguished largely on grounds of height and colour, 
with the smaller being often only a little larger than the hill ponies, though 
with a heavier head and lower gaits. These animals are used for pack and 
light draft work, especially among the hillmen.  The most common colours 
are chestnut and brown, often with a lighter mane and tail.

The larger horses are strong and short legged with the calm temperament 
characteristic  of draft horses.   These animals are tall  and well balanced 
enough  to  be  used  both  for  draft  work  and  as  riding  horses,  being 
particularly favoured by the men of Lossarnach. They are resembled most 
closely by the horses of the Easterlings and Wainriders, although the latter 
are lighter in the quarters and a number of colours are found which are rare 
among the Gondorian horses.

The Dúnedain of the North

This breed is  primarily  descended from the Númenórean Saddle Horse, 
which has a long and distinguished history in the North Kingdom.  Due to 
the loss of brood stock in combat, fresh infusions of blood were deemed 
necessary.  For this purpose, superior individuals were selected from the 
multifarious breeds the Dúnedain encountered in their  travels  and there 
were  a  substantial  number  of  crosses  with  elven  animals,  resulting 
inconsiderable  variation  of  type  within  the  breed.   All  individuals, 
however,  display  outstanding  endurance  and  loyalty,  combined  with  a 
willing temper and powerful,  if  occasionally rather rough, paces.  They 
typically have strong but clean limbs,  reminiscent  of their  Númenórean 
forefathers, but an upright neck and angled head suggestive of Elven or 
even  southern  breeds.  The  full  coats  and  extensive  mane  and  tails 
combined with the ability to maintain condition on poor quality feed and 
rough  grazing,  especially  when  considered  with  their  surefootedness, 
inclines experts to postulate the influence of mountain breeds from areas 
around the northern Anduin,  in all  probability  related to the foundation 
stock of the Rohirric Mearas.
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Brown and bay are the predominant colours, while greys are common in 
the lines which display the most elvish blood and are often favoured by the 
highest  nobility.  The varied influences on the breed help to explain the 
occasional occurrence of unconventional colours and markings.

Rohan

Traditionally the Mearas are ridden only by the Lord of the Mark and his 
sons and strict physical criteria must be met before an animal is admitted 
to the king’s stud.  In this way the lines and physical qualities of the breed 
have been maintained, ensuring that the descent of the royal horses can be 
traced back to Felaróf, the horse ridden from the north by Eorl the Young, 
when the Rohirrim came to Calenardhon in the twenty-first  year of the 
stewardship of Cirion [i.e. Third Age 2510 or Shire Year 910].  Reports of 
the breed prior to this date are unreliable, and rather to be classed among 
the myths of  the Northmen,  who claim that  their  horses  are descended 
from Nahar, the legendary steed of the Vala they name Béma, and that the 
foundation sire of the Rohirric strain "spoke the tongues of men and had 
wings upon his feet".  It is more likely that the breed was developed from 
the  best  of  the  wild  horses  found  in  the  northern  Anduin  valley  and 
surrounding  mountains,  with  perhaps  some  improvement  from  elvish 
horses or the long-extinct cavalry mounts of the kingdoms of Eriador.

The Mearas  show superb physical  conformation  and endurance,  having 
long, clean limbs, but are strong boned with a rather heavy shoulder and 
powerful quarters, which combined with their deep chests allow them to 
perform the demanding manoeuvres of combat or to carry a man all day 
without tiring.  The one failing of the  pure-bred lines is a tendency to 
produce  an  unreliable  temperament,  individuals  often  being  headstrong 
and  difficult  to  train  to  the  standards  of  obedience  and  co-operation 
required in a well-disciplined cavalry arm.  The only colour permitted is 
grey. 

Outcrossing the Mearas to broodmares of sound strains, frequently other 
cavalry breeds or heavier working horses,  produces half-blood offspring 
useful in many disciplines.  These crosses are the usual cavalry mounts of 
the lesser nobles and common men of Rohan.  The physical characteristics 
are similar to those of the Mearas, but with less rigorous standards, and so 
a  greater  variation  in  the  height  and conformation  of  the  horses.   The 
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predominant colour remains grey, but any simple colour is permitted and it 
is considered unlucky for there not to be a dark horse among the mounts of 
the king’s household.

It  is  not  clear  that  the  other  horses  of  Rohan  should  be  classified  as 
separate breeds.  They display a variety of quality and types, being used 
for  riding  and  farm  work  throughout  the  land.   This  variety  results, 
presumably, from uncontrolled breeding with native horses; an inevitable 
consequence of the naturalistic style of herd management conducted there.

The hill ponies of the Ered Nimrais are used in both Gondor and Rohan for 
pack and draft work in mountainous regions.  These ponies are stocky, but 
well balanced with strong necks and well set on heads.  Their thick coats 
and strong legs are  well  adapted to  their  rugged habitat.   They have a 
willing temperament and good paces, rendering them excellent children’s 
ponies, adaptable to many disciplines.

Elven realms

The elven horses,  while  beautiful,  are  somewhat  too lightly  boned and 
flighty for serious work.  Their fluid paces and airy head carriage render 
them eminently suitable as elegant palfreys, and the example of the court 
has increased the awareness of their pre-eminent qualities as mounts for 
the more accomplished equestrienne.  Although fast and possessed of great 
endurance, their delicate legs and sloping pasterns are a disadvantage on 
rough ground or in heavy work.  These horses are intolerant of any but the 
gentlest  of  handling  and  are  known to  take  badly  to  changes  of  rider. 
Their heads are too delicate for corrective bits, making them difficult to 
control  when  excited  and  permitting  an  infelicitous  head  carriage  and 
unresponsive displays.

The cavalry horses are less well known, but similar in temperament and 
refinement.  They are heavier than the standard with powerful hindquarters 
particularly well suited to the more elaborate cavalry manoeuvres.  They 
are also noted for their aggressive but loyal defence of their chosen rider.
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The elven practice of riding bareback is not, as is sometimes supposed, 
universal: many examples of ostentatious decoration on harness are seen, 
in particular the use of bells on the reins, a practise one feels is more suited 
to troubadours than noble warriors.

Only greys are used as broodstock and by the noblest families, though any 
solid colour may occasionally be seen.

When it is permitted these horses are extremely useful in the improvement 
of other breeds, passing on their speed and loyalty, as can be seen from the 
horses of the Dúnedain of the North, which have profited from significant 
influx of elvish blood.

The horses of the realm of Eryn Lasgalen, of which examples may be seen 
in Ithilien, are generally smaller and “handier” with less delicate features. 
A wider range of colours is acceptable, with bay being the most prevalent. 
These variations are perhaps the result of crosses with the wild horses of 
the upper Anduin and are of evident utility in woodland hunting.

Upper Anduin

The horses which are found in the mountains around the upper reaches of 
the Anduin retain a number of distinctive features which qualify them to 
be recorded as a breed. They are evidently related to the ancestors of the 
Rohirric  Mearas,  since  they  display  a  similar  bone  structure,  and 
remarkable  endurance and surefootedness.   It  should however be noted 
that the wild animals and even those reared by the Beornings rarely exceed 
four feet eight inches; perhaps an indication that the additional height of 
the Rohirric strains is the result of cross-breeding.  Any colour may be 
found among the wild horses, but the Beornings raise and use only greys.

Eriador

The  equines  of  the  men  of  Eriador  display  a  range  of  characteristics 
suggestive of varied foundation stock but are now so thoroughly interbred 
it almost impossible to delineate distinct breeds.  They tend to be broad 
barrelled with strong hindquarters and short powerful necks and legs.  The 
usual head carriage is low and lazy, as is to be expected from farm stock. 
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These animals range in height from ponies little taller than those of the 
halflings, suitable for pack work and favoured for riding, when necessary, 
by dwarves, to large cobs, quite capable of ploughing the light soils of the 
north, pulling a farm cart or of carrying a man of those races.  The best 
examples display a finer bone structure and nobler carriage deriving, in all 
likelihood, from the Númenórean horses of the North Kingdom.

The  horses  of  the  Dunlendings  are  of  fundamentally  similar  type,  but 
improved by out crosses to stock acquired in their brigandage against the 
westernmost farmsteads of the Rohirrim.

The Shire

The riding ponies of the halflings are only marginally differentiated from 
the  undomesticated  ponies  still  sometimes  found  in  the  more  remote 
regions of Eriador,  which once roamed all the moors and downs of the 
region.  The breed has a docile but obliging temperament at best, while 
laziness and stubbornness are all too common.  They are thick boned with 
small hard hooves, but rather too short in the leg for elegance, resulting in 
surefooted but  choppy gaits.   The chest  and barrel  tend to  the narrow, 
while the long neck and sloping shoulder exacerbate the low head carriage 
and overbalancing onto the forehand.   The head is  often somewhat too 
large for the neck with ears resembling more closely those of a mule than 
is desirable.  All these features combine with underdeveloped quarters to 
give an unbalanced impression which readily explains the lack of jumping 
ability  and  the  complaints  that  the  gaits  are  tiring  on  the  rider.   The 
halflings are apparently less inconvenienced by these features as a result of 
their habit of riding at a jog and disinclination to travel any distance or 
over obstacles.  Any colour is permitted and striking markings are much 
sought  after;  primitive  markings  on  the  legs  and  back  are  sometimes 
found, although not in the best lines.

16



The ponies  bred by the  Took clan,  although descended from the same 
stock,  display  a sounder conformation resulting in better  balance and a 
more  lively  temperament,  to  the  extent  that  they  might  almost  be 
considered  a  separate  breed.   Duns  with  black  markings  are  the  most 
common colour, unlike the other strains, where this combination is usually 
gelded.  The author has been reliably informed that this coat is favoured 
for the concealment it  offers when hunting, a pastime which the Tooks 
alone among halflings excel at.

Larger ponies of a similar physical type are also found in the Shire, where 
they are used for farm and draft work.  These display a more appropriate 
conformation, having a deeper chest and strong forehand as well as a more 
developed musculature.  Their gaits are even less well developed, tending 
to an uneven cadence and rarely progressing beyond a jog.

Harad, the Southlands and the Easterlings

The best  known of  the  horses  used by  the  men  of  the  south  are  their 
cavalry mounts.  These light horses are swift and agile, but tire rapidly on 
rough ground.  As is the case with most of the southern breeds, they are 
the result of uncontrolled breeding between native animals and the wide 
range  of  horses  introduced  to  the  region  by  the  Númenóreans.  Certain 
authorities have claimed that there is,  in Harad and the further lands, a 
pure breed of substantially older origin, which is the true ancestor of these 
horses.   It is true that many of the horses from Harad and Khand have 
sloping  quarters,  low  tail  carriage  and  smooth  low  gaits  which  are 
uncommon among Númenórean progeny and which sometimes occur in a 
less extreme form in the other southern animals.

While  true  breeding lines  are  no longer  maintained,  certain  individuals 
display the excessively high action and additional gaits  favoured in the 
final  years  of  Númenor;  although  it  is  to  be  regretted  that  other,  less 
flamboyant, blood lines were not preserved. 

The Easterlings  have only medium weight  draft  horses,  which are  also 
used for riding, although they prefer to use carts where possible and fight 
on foot.

Peggy Brett
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Uncle Sauron's Biology Class 
Some Remarks on the Physiology of Elves

In view of their declining influence on Middle Earth in the last few Ages, 
you may wonder why the study of the race known as Elves still forms an 
important part of the curriculum.  Firstly, although their current 
involvement in the political sphere I hope to see you all do well in is 
negligible, they are a traditional adversary, and their re-entry into the 
power struggles, or perhaps an extension of our activity beyond the sea, is 
not impossible.  Secondly, I believe that a knowledge of your own heritage 
and descent1 forms a necessary part of your appreciation of your own 
culture.

One of the most striking functional differences between elvish and orcish 
anatomy is the extreme lightness of the elves.  This is noticeable even 
when their relatively gracile build and slight musculature is considered: 
despite small, narrow feet they can walk on the surface of new-fallen 
snow2.  Furthermore, elven horses do not tire or founder, even if the rider 
is in full armour.  One possibility is that they are inherently less dense than 
air, but wear heavy shoes when necessary.  In support of this theory, 
Legolas is noted as always wearing the same footwear3.  In opposition, 
they are sandals.  Furthermore, there are no reports of elven prisoners, 
when stripped, drifting off into the sky4, and on several occasions, elves 
either proved unable to fly when doing so would have saved their lives5, or 
required the assistance of eagles6.

1 Morgy's Matches – Their rôle in the development of the orcish race 
(Karbag Hirz and Charlotte Jones).

2 The Fellowship of the Ring (JRR Tolkien).  See also the critical 
commentary by Gashnak.

3 Ibid.
4 Consider Pugdush's famous picture of Finduilas outside Nargathrond
5 Elves and Gravity (Shagluk Krur)
6 Maedhros and Fingon up a Tree... (Brolg Brolgsson).
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Another possibility is that they can vary their density in some way, like 
swim bladders in fish. It is a possibility that this is done by the creation of 
a (partial) vacuum within the body.  However, this would create structural 
problems: the evacuated body would need to have a rigid surround.  Also, 
thorough cadaver dissections have failed to find any organ analogous to a 
vacuum pump7.

More likely is that the elven metabolism is capable of producing some 
low-density gas.  Hydrogen is an obvious choice, probably from the 
electrolysis of water, which would conveniently also produce oxygen, 
allowing extended aerobic muscle action, leading to improved stamina, 
and better survival in difficult conditions.  An alternative mechanism 
would be a simple reaction, perhaps between acids and metals (thus 
explaining the Noldor in particular's fascination with metallurgy, but not, 
alas, explaining why precious metals were favoured over the more reactive 
elements).

In either case, we have to wonder how the excess hydrogen is expelled 
once it is no longer needed.  If by breathing, might this go some way to 
explain the preponderance of high tenor voices among the elves, and also 
their tendency to scream like girls when stabbed?  We should also perhaps 
then be aware of the potential flammability of an elf in full panoply, and 
the possible impact of this on tactics.  Perhaps this is why balrogs and 
dragons were so feared.

'Uncle' Sauron

7 Scarlett's Anatomy (Scarlett Carananca)
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But what does that mean, Professor?
Under the influence of the society's famous spirit of unquenchable 
curiosity, a group of members recently secreted themselves in a 
dark and mysterious part of Christ Church (LR2, specifically), where 
they made a bold - and possibly successful - attempt to contact the 
spirit of the late Professor Tolkien using mystic biros.  The results 
were collected from this sinister cavern by your brave and hardy 
editor, and are presented here for the edification of those who 
missed (or otherwise survived) this remarkable event.

Did elves ever write limericks?

A young elf, who from Greenwood hailed,
With many a song was regaled.
But the minstrels would sing
Of that damnable Ring,
So away with a dwarf he then sailed.

What did elves wear (with pictures)?

Elves almost always wore clothes, in fact.  Only a very few of the most 
eccentric ones wore pictures, as t-shirt printing had not yet been invented, 
picture canvas is rather rough and scratchy, and they regarded tattooing as 
a very uncivilised (not to mention uncomfortable) practice.

How many alternate names did a character have to have before being 
approved for use in your work?

One if a hobbit, two for a dwarf or normal human, three in the case of an 
elf or Númenórean, a minimum of four for a Maiar (depending on rank and 
significance), and eight for a Valar or those considered among the most 
important Maiar.  Of course, some characters continued to gain additional 
names after approval.
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Who the heck was Gil-galad's father?

As with much of elvish history, Gil-galad was inspired by a tree found 
growing near Oxford.  As this particular species reproduces 
parthenogenetically, it is fair to say that his father and mother were in fact 
one and the same plant.

Why did you choose to omit the glory that is Morgoth's Matches when 
it's such a crucial element of the true tale behind the Silmarillion?

Because playing with matches is dangerous.

What do you think of the Harry Potter books?

I sat up in my crypt all night and read the set.  I found the action rather 
fast-moving for my liking, and feel that the author could have spent a great 
deal more time in the Ancient Runes lessons.

Do Balrogs have wings?

No; none of them own music by any of Paul McCartney's post-Beatles 
bands.

Why are your books so boring?

The enjoyment produced by my books is directly proportional to the 
reader's intelligence.  The person asking this question may wish to try the 
Chronicles of Narnia or Winnie the Pooh, instead.

So what exactly was Tom Bombadil?

Tom Bombadil is actually an anagram of Mombt Aldiab, which is Uruk 
for “High Dark Lord” (in the passive affectionate personal voice, as any 
good linguist will be able to tell).  Thus, I can reveal that Tom Bombadil 
is, in fact, none other than Lord Morgoth, with the epithet “green hatted 
one” added if “Derry Doll” is mentioned in the sentence.

What would have been next?

Writer's block.
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In the Void
“Why are you here?”

“I know I shouldn't be, but it seemed too good an opportunity to pass 
up.  Besides, it was the only way I'd get a new body.”

“Nothing to do with loyalty to your old master, then?”

A brief flicker of fear – wide-eyed terror – spasmed across Sauron's 
re-embodied  (and  incidentally  rather  handsome)  features.   “Of  course, 
Master.  It had irked me through three ages of Arda that I was of no use to 
you as a wailing ghost in the desert.  I saw a chance to rejoin you at your 
side...”

“Yes,  how  exactly?   When  I...  was  sent  here,  it  took  His  direct 
intervention.”   Melkor  looked  as  though  he  was  remembering  an  old 
toothache.  “How did you?  Have you drawn His attention, or...?”

“No, may He be praised.”  Sauron's tone carried sincere relief, but 
also a rather wry awareness of the irony of one in his position thanking the 
One for not having to deal  with the One.  “No.  The second-born have 
managed  this  quite  nicely  for  me.”   An expectant  look,  with  a  hint  of 
impatience, suggested that he should continue.  The histories of our times 
have become quite popular, although most of them don't realise that they 
are actually history.  So they tinker.” Melkor looked as though he thought 
saying 'huh?' would best express his emotions, but regarded actually doing 
so as beneath his dignity.  “They change things, to make the story more 
like they want it to be.”

“But we did that: told the troops we'd won the latest battle, made out 
that  our  enemies  were  sub-...  erm,  whatever  species  was  appropriate. 
What about you and the Ban of the Valar?”

Sauron  sniggered  at  the  memories  of  the  strutting  king  he  had 
manipulated so easily, but grew sober.  “Yes, but they take it seriously. 
They genuinely believe that their little tales (far too many of which are 
purely romantic – sex was the least concern for most of the “heroic” fools 
they write about)...”
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“Except Túrin, and Maeglin...”

“But not Fëanor, or Olórin, or us...”

“Are we heroic fools?”

“Uh....  They don't just write about heroic fools.  I believe orc-porn 
has a following.”

There was a pause for simultaneous contemplation.

“Even orcs wouldn't like that.”

There was another, slightly longer, pause.

“Who?”

“Young girls, mostly.  I think.  Sheltered young girls.”

“Who've never met an orc, or had sex?”

“Probably.  I can't imagine anyone who had done either thinking that 
sort of thing.  Except as a joke, perhaps.  Mind you, remembering the... 
difficulties... with the breeding program at first...”

There was yet another pause, for faintly horrified remembrance.  It 
took quite a lot to boggle Sauron's mind, and even more to disturb the most 
powerful of the Valar,  but orcish courtship had done both.  “Anyway,” 
Melkor shook his head like a wet dog, “you were saying they believed 
something?”

Sauron replayed what he had been saying, trying to ignore memories 
of some of the things he had read.  “Oh, yes.  Their little tales.   They 
believe they are the Story as it  should have been,  as it  was except for 
garbled transmission  and prejudiced editing.   The latest  storyteller  was 
very moral, and rather stylised in his language.”

“So they feel justified in writing orc-porn?”
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Sauron nodded.  “Can we not discuss it?  Really...”  He looked as 
sick  as  it  was  possible  for  someone  not  actually  constrained  by  their 
physiology to look.  Melkor patted him on the shoulder.

“What does all this have to do with you, anyway?”

Sauron, for the first time in his existence, blushed, and he seemed to 
flinch away from the touch.  “Well,  most of them seem to think that I 
ended up here after I died, after the ring....  It was pretty clear from the 
book that I didn't, if any of them had thought to think.  I'm not sure they all 
can think, though; not really sure all of them can read very well – you 
certainly wouldn't think it from the way they write.  How difficult is it to 
spell 'the'?  One of them wrote 'scince', even.”

“Stop babbling.”  Melkor pulled Sauron around to face him, and he 
prompted dropped his eyes.  “What is wrong with you, and what were they 
doing?”  Melkor glared sternly at the top of Sauron's head, and shook him 
slightly.

“They...” Sauron seemed to be steeling himself.  “They think we're 
sleeping  together.   And they  want  us  together  for  eternity.”   His  face 
snapped up to his lord, but his eyes screwed shut in involuntary fear.

Melkor very pointedly uncurled his fingers from Sauron's shoulders, 
and took a pace backward.  The Maia was cringing, and it was not entirely 
clear whether the main cause was fear of immediate dismemberment, or 
embarrassment.   At  least,  with  his  eyes  closed,  he  could  not  see  the 
expressions chasing across Melkor's face.

“Why?”  The syllable came out croaky and voiceless, but Sauron was 
too shaken himself to wonder why.  He kept his eyes tightly closed as he 
answered, and still stood as though he was flinching from an actual blow.

“Some of them think it's romantic – evil redeemed by 'true love'.” 
His voice suggested that immediate dismemberment might be welcomed. 
“I  don't  see  why  being  in  love  would  automatically  make  all  the  evil 
alright, but....”
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“You aren't a teenage girl.”  Melkor's voice seemed to have reached 
an equilibrium – shock and amusement had sent it somewhat breathy and 
gasping, but the tattered remains of his dignity kept it audible.  “What, 
although I have no doubt I will regret asking this, about the rest?”

Sauron whimpered.  “Some of them,” his voice caught, and he fought 
to control his sobbing breaths.

“Sit.” Melkor's hands pushed him down, and held his head forward 
while  his  whole  body  shuddered  and  his  breath  whistled  in  desperate 
gasps.  Mortal maidens had driven a Maia into a panic attack.  Melkor felt 
an overwhelming desire not to know what had so upset his former minion. 
Worse than orc sex, he reflected.

Sauron raised his head, still shaking, his breathing fast and deep, but 
effective once more.  “Some of them think that orcs and prisoners don't 
give them enough scope for torture, cruelty, agony, blood, sadism, pain....” 
His voice broke again, tears glittering in his eyes, but he held Melkor's 
gaze now.  “And they expect  me to enjoy it.   I've never  even....”   He 
dropped  his  head,  weeping against  Melkor's  shoulder,  and arms  closed 
around his back in what was indeed the most intimate contact either being 
had ever experienced – most of the Ainur were simply not interested in 
sex; probably a good thing, given their rather obsessive natures.

“What brought you here?” Melkor's voice was low and soft, genuine 
concern evident at last.

“Would you have stayed?”  Sauron sat back, scrubbing at his damp 
and reddened face.  “I was fed up with being a ghost, lonely – only not like 
that – and very bored.  Do you know how little there is the disembodied 
spirit can do?”

“Other than read bad stories?”  Melkor muttered.  Sauron glared.

“Yes, reading things, hovering over some stupid mortal's shoulder – 
most of them were too self-centred even to notice I was there.  Anyway, 
most of those who'd heard of me believed I was outside the world in any 
case.  But they did it  for me in the end.  They're so self-absorbed that 
they're  starting  to  think  that  only  their  perception  keeps  the  world  in 
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existence: that what they see, is, and only what they see is.  And most of 
them can't tell the difference between I see, I know, I think, and I believe. 
And worst of all, it worked.  I let a mob of over-sexed and under-brained 
Atani believe me out of the world.  They actually changed the creation of 
Him by their  belief.”   Sauron seemed to have run down,  and slumped 
quietly, breathing heavily through his open mouth.

Melkor smiled,  pure delight  lightening the features of the greatest 
child of the One.  “So all we need is a way to shape their beliefs...”
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Termcard: Hilary 2007
1st week
Friday: Speaker – Martin Barker

2nd week
Tuesday: Costume and cloak meeting (Wadham)
Thursday: Pratchett play (in Abingdon)
Friday: AGM

3rd week 
Thursday: Varsity quiz prep
Friday: Bad fanfic writing workshop

4th week
Thursday: Writing a reduced LotR
Friday: Banquet prep
Saturday: Banquet – the Halls of Mandos

The  banquet  is  at  North  Oxford  Community  Centre,  on  Marston 
Ferry road in Summertown.   Please make sure that  you have booked a 
ticket if you wish to attend!

5th week 
Friday: Hogfather  6pm start

6th week
Friday: Pancake party
Saturday: Varsity quiz (in Cambridge)

7th week
Friday: Speakers – Ring of Words

8th week
Friday: Performance of reduced LotR
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	I believe this picture emphasises her ‘humanity’ in a way that the others fail to. She is approachable and yet not so. The simplicity of the design of her dress and the straying of her hair suggests that she is merely a beautiful maiden, and yet the slight silhouetting of her dress and hair hint at her more noble elvish origins. She is different, distanced from us by a bank of cow parsley, glowing in an innocent pure white in the sunlight.

