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Editorial 
 
Mae govannen and welcome to the Michaelmas 2011 
issue of Miruvor! I hope the freshers among you are 
settling into Oxford well, and that everyone has had a 
pleasant term. The highlight for Taruithorn as a society 
must have been the Middle-earth Primaries, in which 
we had the privilege of choosing the candidate to 
represent the Free Peoples of Middle-earth against the 
Enslaved Peoples' favourite in the upcoming elections 
for the Presidency of Middle-earth. For those who 
missed the excitement, the wonderful Katherine Steiner 
has culled reports from the Westron, the Eldar 
Decadely and Hail! Magazine - a true cross-section of 
reactions from the Middle-earth media. I can also 
present for your delectation the text of the adverts we 
enjoyed during a break in the Middle-earth News 
Network's political coverage.  
 
For me, perhaps the highlight of this issue is Gabriel's 
fascinating article on William Morris, for the light it 
sheds on that perennially fascinating topic, the tangled 
roots of Tolkien's invention. However much is written 
on this subject, the field seems inexhaustibly rich. 
Reading Mervyn Peake's Gormenghast trilogy over the 
summer, I felt sure that Tolkien must have read and 
been struck by the episode in Gormenghast (1950) 
where the young runaway Titus meets the outlaw Flay 
and is carried by him to his cave in a small valley with a 
tinkling stream, not wholly unlike Treebeard's home... 
This may not be an original discovery of mine, but it 
was an interesting reminder of the complex network of 
sources, mythological and modern, that fed Tolkien's 
remarkable creativity. However, I will restrain myself 
from further literary ramblings and leave you to enjoy 
the issue, pausing only to wish all TolkSoc people 
everywhere a very merry Christmas! 
 
 
 Season's greetings from  
 
 
  Your tireless editor 
 
 
   Bilbo Baggins 
 
   (aka Anahita Hoose) 
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Trinity Meeting Reports 
 
Anahita Hoose 
 
1. A Tale of Two Rained-On Parties 
 
On Saturday of Fourth Week last term, Taruithorn 
members, forced by the weather to retreat to the Bayne 
Room for the society's annual Strawberry Party, found 
that every cloud has a silver lining. No opportunity to 
relax on the Bayne Room's sofas can be anything other 
than welcome, especially on this occasion, when 
Lyndsey and Tora had provided many delicious 
eatables, which it was our pleasurable duty to consume 
entirely before the strawberries could be touched (while 
Claire extracted money from all with a slightly 
terrifying efficiency); I personally was deeply 
impressed by Lyndsey's deceptively vegan potato salad. 
Many thanks to Tora for kindly making vegan pasta 
salad for me and Lyndsey. 
 
Becky was greeted on arrival with a rousing chorus of 
'Happy Birthday to You!', as one celebrating having 
twenty-four years of oldness. We were also delighted to 
welcome among the attendees Edward and Charlotte, 
distinguished alumni of your editor's college, 
Somerville. Charlotte was a mine of fascinating 
information on the legal profession and a barrister's lot; 
I only regret not having had the opportunity to converse 
with Ed about the complementary experiences of a 
solicitor.   
 
We relocated at 4.00 to the impressive surroundings of 
the misspelt but grand Freind Room. Happily, the 
weather had cleared enough for some to take their 
plates and cups out onto a balcony overlooking Christ 
Church Meadow. The heart of the occasion was of 
course the delicious strawberries, heroically picked that 
morning by Lyndsey, Beth, Nick and Lyndsey's friend 
Doug, who subsequently went off to DocSoc. Their 
quality and quantity were much remarked on. We are 
also indebted to Dette, Lyndsey and Tora for providing 
many desserts of visible scrumptiousness, and to Beth 
and Andrew for buying the liquid refreshments - 
including the all-important Pymms - and making other 
preparations.  
 
Your editor left at about 6.00, but the party was still in 
full swing, with a number of members evidently 
engrossed by 'Succession', a game of Conrad's invention 
(complete with tokens!). All in all the day was a great 
success, despite the necessity of holding the party 
indoors, and I am sure all who were present will join 
me in thanking those who contributed to the 
preparations and looking forward with eager 

anticipation to the next strawberry-filled summer 
celebration. 
Postscript. Alas, Manwë and Ulmo were equally 
obstreperous when Eighth Week brought the appointed 
day for the Punt Party, so we had to forgo the punting 
(to the disappointment of a few die-hards) and relocate 
the party to the Bayne Room. No matter; in Taruithorn 
circles, almost all ills can be remedied by delicious 
lembas, especially when there are board games! Beth 
had kindly printed out copies of the Trinity issue of 
Miruvor (which had hardly seen the light too soon!), 
but editorial modesty forbids me to speculate on 
whether this contributed to the company's enjoyment of 
a relaxed and sociable end to the year.    
 
2. Speaker meeting - Trinity Seventh Week 
 
In Seventh Week last term, we were privileged to spend 
an evening in the company of three distinguished 
speakers. Our own Gabriel Schenk discoursed on the 
connections between Tolkien and William Morris - see 
page 4 for his write-up. The other talk, divided between 
Professors Patrick and Carolyn James from the USA, 
concerned 'Tolkien and International Relations Theory'. 
Patrick is working, with Abigail Ruane, on a book 
entitled 'The International Relations of Middle-earth', 
which should come out in March or April 2012. The 
book attempts to introduce students to the field of 
international relations through Tolkien's work, and will 
begin by making the case that studying a fantasy world 
as complete and sophisticated as Tolkien's may be a 
better way of enthusing students than starting with 
uninspiring jargon. To illustrate his point, Patrick 
handed out a Venn diagram relating 'The Lord of the 
Rings' to the standard topic of the causes of war by 
showing the common and unique features of WWI, the 
war in Iraq and the War of the Ring. Common causes 
included the lack of joint democracy on one side, with, 
in the case of Tolkien's world, autocracies such as 
Gondor and Rohan fighting alongside more egalitarian 
societies such the Shire, and questionable leadership: 
would you want your interests represented by Denethor, 
Saruman or Théoden in his senile state? Interestingly, it 
appeared that in some ways WWI and the War of the 
Ring had more in common than either of the other pairs. 
 
Carolyn shared with us a list of International Relations 
theories paired with the fantasy races who best 
represent them. Who would have thought that Elrond 
and the other elves followed Classical Liberalism, or 
that Gimli was a Neoliberal institutionalist at heart? 
Unsurprisingly, Carolyn's teaching experience has 
proved Tolkien a wonderful tool for engaging students, 
even leading to some expressing eagerness to write 
papers! All in all, it was a fascinating evening, ending 
in lively general discussion. Many thanks to Gabriel, 
Patrick and Carolyn for their informative talks.  
 



4 

 
Mirror, Mirror on the Wall... 
 
Anna Vaninskaya 
 
I came before a mirror, 
A mirror dull with age, 
A mirror blind with years gone by, 
A mirror stained with tears run dry, 
An overwritten page. 
 
I asked the tarnished mirror: 
What is my destined end? 
Will my life's days be long or brief? 
Will I be spared the wrong and grief? 
When will my fortunes mend? 
 
I heard the faded mirror, 
It answered with my voice: 
All life is sorrow, dust, and dearth, 
All life is beauty, trust, and mirth, 
There is no other choice.  
 
 
 
* 
 
 
 
Limericks 
 
Anna Vaninskaya and Aram Mikaelian 
 
There was an old man of Gallipoli 
Whose toupee was hand-made in Tripoli. 
His pince-nez was black, 
On his head was a sack 
Delivered by courier from Italy. 
 
There was a young man of Dordogne 
Who once met a rake from Bourgogne. 
One evening he said 
Let's get out of the bed 
And visit the Bois de Boulogne. 
 
There was a fair maid of Mumbai 
Who married a sheik from Dubai. 
He bought her a car 
Because she was a star. 
She took it and waved him good-bye. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

‘Obviously a Nineteenth Century 
Tolkien’: The Late Prose Romances of 
William Morris 
 
Gabriel Schenk 
 
I was walking through Machynlleth one spring morning 
when I passed a second-hand bookshop and 
spontaneously decided to have a quick look inside. The 
interior was dark and cramped, like the inside of a 
pyramid, and I was about to leave when a book cover 
caught my eye: The Wood Beyond the World. The 
words sprang out invitingly and made me think that 
anything with a title like that must surely be worth 
reading. It was by William Morris, who I had never 
heard of; but the front cover proudly proclaimed that 
this was ‘the first great fantasy novel ever written’, and 
the back cover quoted Morris as a ‘Nineteenth Century 
Tolkien’.1 
 
Whether that claim is true can of course be debated: I 
will leave that for another article. Instead, I want to 
share my love for Morris, which grew from such an 
unexpected encounter in a coffin-esque book shop, 
leading me to write my Masters dissertation on his 
prose romances, and affecting the DPhil thesis on King 
Arthur I am currently working on at Oxford. Usually I 
would hold off on evangelising about Morris’s work, 
because his ‘fantasy novels’ (more realistically called 
‘prose romances’) are long, meandering, and stuffed 
with archaic language, making them difficult for most 
readers to enjoy. However, as the audience for this 
article is the Tolkien Society, I have no doubts that the 
pleasure I have experienced in Morris will also be felt 
by many of you, were you to delve into one of Morris’s 
books, as you are (presumably) not daunted by long, 
dense, difficult to read books. If you’ve read The 
Silmarillion you’ll have no problems with Morris’s 
writing. 
 
Morris was born in 1834 and died in 1896, four years 
after Tolkien was born. He is now mainly famous for 
his design work; in particular, wallpaper and cloth 
patterns. The best places to see Morris’s art in Oxford 
are Harris Manchester College Chapel, where all the 
stained glass windows were manufactured by Morris’s 
design company, and also the Oxford Union Society 
library, where Morris (and a few other pre-Raphaelites) 
painted Arthurian frescoes on the walls. 
 
Morris wrote many books (News from Nowhere, a 
utopian novel about socialism, is probably the most 
famous), but it is his romances, written in the last 
                                                
1  William Morris, The Wood Beyond the World (London 

and New York: Ballantine, 1969). 
2  See Norman Talbot, ‘‘Whilom, As Tells the Tale’: 

The Language of the Prose Romances’, The Journal of 
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decade of his life and the nineteenth century, that I 
think are the most interesting. They can be divided up 
into two groups: the historical – House of the Wolfings 
(1889), and Roots of the Mountains (1889), which are 
roughly on the same lines as Walter Scott’s work, as 
they are imaginative tales set in our own world – and 
the ‘fantasy’ romances, set in entirely imagined worlds, 
albeit ones that share elements of Medieval Europe 
(such as Christianity, castles, guilds, and knights).  
 
There are five main books in this category. The Story of 
the Glittering Plain describes a journey to a paradisal 
land of youth, happiness, and immortality, which 
disturbs the protagonist because it is isolated from the 
rest of the world, and impairs his real quest, which is to 
find his kidnapped fiancé. The Wood Beyond the World 
(1894) tells the story of a young man who seeks 
adventure and finds himself in a magical wood ruled by 
a sorceress. He resists her temptations and escapes with 
an accomplice maiden, later becoming king of a 
faraway city. The Well at the World’s End (1896) is a 
travelling quest story, in which ‘Ralph’ seeks his 
fortune and eventually the source of eternal health and 
youth, together with his lover. The Water of the 
Wondrous Isles (1897) is set on magical islands that 
change dramatically over the course of the story, and 
details the plight of Birdalone, who escapes from her 
witch mistress and tries to help others who have been 
enslaved by her mistress’s sister. Lastly, The Sundering 
Flood (1897, finished by Morris on his deathbed, and 
published posthumously) tells the story of a boy called 
Osberne, who falls in love with a girl on the other side 
of an impassable river, and must rescue her after she 
has been kidnapped. Osberne reunites with his lover 
later in the book, after finding that she has rescued 
herself without any help! 
 
The Well at the World’s End is probably the best place 
to start for Tolkien fans wanting to read Morris (though 
if you’re after a shorter book, Glittering Plain is just as 
good). There are a few obvious similarities with 
Tolkien’s writing that are worth pointing out in The 
Well. For example, the Lord of the town Utterbol is 
called ‘Gandolf’. However, unlike Tolkien’s Gandalf, 
Morris’s Gandolf is a big meanie and not a wizard. The 
name was derived from the Old Norse Gandalfr, which 
incorporates the words gandr – meaning "wand", "staff" 
or (especially in compounds) "magic" – and álfr, 
meaning "elf".  
 
In addition, Silverfax is the name of the protagonist’s 
horse, which recalls the horse ‘Shadowfax’ from The 
Lord of the Rings – though unlike Tolkien’s horse, 
Morris’s Silverfax does not appear to be in any way 
remarkable. The name ‘Fax’ is Old English for ‘Hair on 
the Head’, so both Silverfax and Shadowfax simply 
refer to the colour of the horse’s mane. However, the 
really key similarity here is that both Tolkien and 

Morris put thought into the names they were using, 
incorporating words from other languages to give their 
fantasy worlds a consistency and history. 
 
The language of Morris’s work can safely be called 
‘archaic’. A typical passage from The Well is, ‘Quoth 
Clement: “My son, what hast thou to do with riding 
south?”’. Critics at the time were amused or puzzled by 
the theatricality of the medieval language – but it has 
since been defended, with some writers regarding it as a 
more pure form of English, free from most French and 
Latin influences.2 C.S. Lewis also defended it in his 
essay on Morris, stating that there was no such thing as 
a natural, non-artificial language, particularly in 
literature.3 The more important question for Lewis was 
of the quality of the language, which he judged to be 
high.4 There is certainly an indefinable appeal to the 
language, which Lewis can only explain as simplicity 
and ‘Northernness’.5 Tolkien also used archaic words, 
though not to the extent of Morris.6 There are, however, 
many examples of work with an archaic gloss, which 
almost parodies the past by inserting ‘thou’ and ‘hast’ 
in place of modern words, without understanding past 
syntax or style – Morris and Tolkien’s use of language 
is more authentic than this. 
 
Another similarity can be found in Tolkien and 
Morris’s mutual emphasis on society and fellowship. 
The phrase ‘fellowship is life, and lack of fellowship is 
death’ (from A Dream of John Ball) can be easily 
applied to the priorities given in all his work.7 For 
example, paradise in The Well is assumed to be the 
Well at the World’s End itself, which grants long life, 
beauty and charisma; however, the romance continues 
after the quest has been achieved, and the benefit of 
drinking from the well is only fully realised when Ralph 
and his lover return to free his land of oppressors, and 
rule it thereafter in peace. Likewise, in The Lord of the 
Rings, destroying the ring was not enough: the hobbits 
had to return to their homeland to give their own people 
the benefit of the experience they had gained. In 
addition, the fellowship of others is an integral feature 
in the plots of Tolkien and Morris, unlike the lone 
adventuring hero of medieval romance; for the ring to 

                                                
2  See Norman Talbot, ‘‘Whilom, As Tells the Tale’: 

The Language of the Prose Romances’, The Journal of 
the William Morris Society, 8.2 (1989), pp. 16-26 (17). 

3  C.S. Lewis, ‘William Morris’, Selected Literary 
Essays, ed. Walter Hooper (Cambridge: Cambridge 
UP, 1969), pp. 219-231 (220). 

4  Ibid., p. 221. 
5  Ibid., p. 219-20. 
6  See ‘Old and Rare Words’, The Encyclopedia of Arda 

<http://www.glyphweb.com/arda/words.html>. 
7  William Morris, A Dream of John Ball, vol. XVI of 

The Collected Works (n.p.: Elibron, 2005), pp. 215-288 
(230). 
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be destroyed, and the well drunk from, the hero must 
help others, and be helped himself (or herself, as in The 
Waters of the Wondrous Isles). 
 
In his essay ‘On Fairy-stories’, Tolkien described how 
the imagination can give fantasy the ‘inner consistency 
of reality,’ turning it from uncontrolled Dreaming into 
Art.8 Layers of history are a part of this process. In The 
Fellowship of the Ring, Strider tells the Hobbits the 
history of Weathertop: 
 
‘This path was made to serve the forts along the walls. 
But long before, in the first days of the North Kingdom, 
they built a great watch-tower on Weathertop, Amon 
Sûl they called it. It was burned and broken and nothing 
remains of it now but a tumbled ring, like a rough 
crown on the hill’s head’.9 
 
In a similar passage in The Well at the World’s End, 
Morris described Ralph journeying through the 
countryside: 
 
‘The way was steep and winding, with a hollow cup of 
the hills below it, and above it a bent so steep that 
Ralph could see but a few yards of it on his left hand; 
but when he came to the hill's brow and could look 
down on the said bent, he saw strange figures on the 
face thereof, done by cutting away the turf so that the 
chalk might show clear. A tree with leaves was done on 
that hill-side, and on either hand of it a beast like a bear 
ramping up against the tree; and these signs were very 
ancient [...] And now Ralph rode over the hill's brow 
into it; for the walls had been beaten down in places 
long and long ago’.10 
 
In a letter, Tolkien wrote that ‘part of the attraction of 
the L[ord of the] R[ings] is, I think, due to the glimpses 
of a large history in the background’. He went on to 
compare this attraction with ‘viewing far off an 
unvisited island, or seeing the towers of a distant city 
gleaming in a sunlit mist. To go there is to destroy the 
magic, unless new unattainable vistas are again 
revealed’.11 
 
This idea was literally represented in the map that 
Morris provided for The Sundering Flood [Ed.: see 

                                                
8  J.R.R. Tolkien, ‘On Fairy-Stories,’ Tree and Leaf 

(London: Unwin, 1964), pp. 11-70 (45). 
9  ---, The Lord of the Rings: The Fellowship of the Ring 

(London: Collins-HarperCollins, 2001), p. 181. 
10  William Morris, The Well at the World’s End, vol XVII 

of The Collected Works of William Morris (London: 
Longmans Green, 1913), I, bk 1, p. 19. 

11  Letter to Colonel W. Skett, 20 September 1963, 
Letters of J.R.R. Tolkien, ed. Humphrey Carpenter 
(Boston: Houghton Mifflin, 1981), no. 247, pp. 333-5 
(333). 

cover picture], which contained many places 
unexplored in the text. A map was not included for The 
Well, but because the directions of where people travel 
were so precise and detailed, it is possible to construct a 
map, and give it a sense of scale, following the 
adventurers on their quests. As C.S. Lewis wrote, ‘other 
stories have only scenery: his [Morris’s] have 
geography. He is not concerned with ‘painting’ 
landscapes: he tells you the lay of the land, and then 
you paint the landscape for yourself’.12 Tolkien also 
knew the necessity of a map: ‘If you're going to have a 
complicated story you must work to a map otherwise 
you can never make a map of it afterwards.’13 The 
‘map’ Tolkien refers to is both a plan of events and a 
geographical map, the two intertwining in order to 
create a consistently authentic world. 
 
Tolkien was a self-proclaimed admirer of Morris’ work, 
having spent part of the prize money he won at Exeter 
College on The Life and Death of Jason, Morris's 
translation of the Volsungasaga, and his prose-and-
verse romance The House of the Wolfings.14 He credited 
Morris as a greater source for The Lord of the Rings 
than the war and the atomic bomb, both of which have 
sometimes been offered as keys unlocking the 
‘meaning’ of Middle-earth.15 
 
However, the reason for reading Morris is not simply 
because there are similarities between him and Tolkien. 
Instead, Morris is well worth reading for his own sake. 
He was an extraordinary man: a passionate socialist 
who also wrote ‘fantasy’ stories with little relation to 
politics; and not because he used them to make 
allegories, but because, like Tolkien, he was interested 
in myth-making, and story-telling, in the tradition of 
wise old men who sit around fires and tell the 
community stories of the old days. Even if those old 
days never actually happened. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                                
12  C.S. Lewis, ‘William Morris’, The Literary Essays of 

C.S. Lewis (New York: Cambridge University Press, 
1969), pp. 220-1. 

13  J.R.R. Tolkien, ‘J.R.R.Tolkien Interview Jan 1971’, 
BBC Radio 4, 1971 
<http://www.uv.es/~fores/jrtoa2.html>. 

14  Letters of J.R.R. Tolkien, 10 December 1960, no. 225, 
p. 303. 

15  J.R.R. Tolkien, The Letters of J.R.R. Tolkien: A 
Selction, ed. Humphrey Carpenter and Christopher 
Tolkien (London: Allen and Unwin, 1981), p. 303. 
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The Road 
 
Chris Bhamra 
 
Picture a long old road, built to carry men on their 
errands. 
Long, from gateway to gateway between the cities with 
high walls, 
Straight through the windswept marshes and fens, it 
keeps to its sad course, 
Lashed by the wind and the rain and the endless curse 
of the waters. 
None like to follow the road, though they find they 
can’t give an answer 
When they are asked why they shun such a sturdy route 
for their horses – 
All they say is that they feel they can’t trust their own 
feet 
Or their fine-shod mounts’ to pick out their way without 
tripping. 
None dares to tell of the gnawing dread which seizes 
them, trembling, 
Once they set out on the road and the lights of the town 
dim behind them. 
And the stillness takes them, they find they keep 
glancing backwards, 
Jumping at twigs, like a shambling colt first brought in 
for taming: 
Snorting, it starts, and, bolting, tries to throw off its 
rider; 
All that’s needed to throw it is a hedge’s leaves’ 
rustling. 
And, many long hours after the time their companions 
expect them, 
Shaking and covered in filth they arrive at the gate they 
departed, 
Stumbling, without a horse. They seldom venture 
beyond the 
Gates of the city; at night they cower and mumble, all 
lamps lit – 
None can ever find out what evil spirit beset them. 
So the swift riders, going between the two high-walled 
cities, 
Pick other poor paths slowly, plodding through the wild 
country, 
Tearing their well-made clothing to shreds on the cruel, 
climbing brambles; 
Far from their way they go, still preferring to keep to 
this dank route, 
Rather than swiftly to cross the old road that they curse 
from their houses. 
So the men from the cities avoid the road at all peril. 

 
 
 

The Westron 
A Report of the Free Peoples of Middle Earth 
Primaries 
 
Last night, history was made: the first signs of 
democracy were brought to Middle Earth in the form of 
the Primaries for the Free Peoples. In the running were 
five candidates, encompassing a selection of the 
different races which give our wonderful land some of 
its infinite variety. Live coverage of the debate was 
provided by MENN (the Middle Earth News Network), 
with commentary from Owen Cotton-Barratt and Toby 
Ord, while the debate itself was presided over by 
Elrond Half-Elven (Charles Foster). The contenders 
were introduced to the audience as follows: 
 
Peregrin “Pippin” Took (Marco Prost): A hobbit of the 
noble house of Took, running on a secretive policy 
guessed by some analysts to be based on his war service 
and plentiful pipeweed. 
 
Treebeard, eldest of the Ents of Fangorn (Chris 
Bhamra): Counting on the arboreal vote, and gambling 
on enough trees making it to the polling stations, 
Treebeard is also hoping to woo other voters with his 
environmental policies. 
 
Aragorn, son of Arathorn, King of Gondor: the 
traditionalists’ candidate, heir to the realms of men etc., 
etc., counting on entrenched conservatism in the voters 
and his rugged good looks to carry him to victory. 
 
Galadriel, Queen of Lothlórien (Becky Cotton-Barratt): 
Hailed as the voice of experience by her proponents, for 
her millennia of ruling a major Elven kingdom, and a 
has-been who has missed her chance to make a mark by 
her opponents. Famed throughout the ages for her hair - 
will this carry her to victory? 
 
Tom Bombadil (Nick Clarke): So-called 'Oldest and 
fatherless', his candidacy was originally regarded as a 
joke, but some canny campaigning and catchy ditties 
have made 'Bombadillo' a force to be reckoned with. 
 
Although Aragorn himself was not present at the debate 
(his campaign claiming his presence was needed back 
in Minas Tirith), his representative, Prince Imrahil of 
Dol Amroth (Euan Grant) was there to fight his corner. 
Also in attendance were Meriadoc “Merry” Brandybuck 
(Jonathan Rabbitt), Pippin’s campaign manager, and 
Treebeard’s associate gardener (Jonathan Martindale), 
who remained on hand to supply his candidate with 
refreshing fertiliser at crucial moments (accusations of 
performance-enhancing drugs have been raised). 
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Each aspirant was encouraged to give an opening 
statement, summing up the rationale behind their 
campaign and their most important policies. Tom 
Bombadil began, delivering a merry poem, sadly 
lacking in content. His unique, rhyming style was 
immediately recognisable throughout the debate, 
including in his responses to questions, showing an 
impressive skill for improvisation. Galadriel in her 
statement stressed the importance of the Noldor vote, 
and drew attention to her millennia of experience in 
ruling Lothlórien, making no attempt to disguise her 
intention to revert Middle Earth to an elfocracy if 
elected. Next, Prince Imrahil sang (sadly not literally) 
the praises of King Aragorn: his family, his historical 
feats, his good looks (“beauty no poet can express”). 
Treebeard, once his attendant gardener had roused him, 
explained that he was running for the Green Party, and 
proclaimed that “the Entwives will be found.” Lastly, 
Pippin outlined his long-term plans to revise the 
purposes of swathes of Middle Earth in order to provide 
more food and drink for all. To sycophantic applause 
from his campaign manager, he ended with the sound 
bite: “Pipeweed, pies: vote for Pippin if you want 
them!” 
 
Next, questions from the floor were taken. Firstly, a 
representative from the Association for the Differently 
Alive asked what the candidates would do about their 
rights. In particular, they drew attention to the 
accusations of a Mr Barry Wight, who alleges that Tom 
Bombadil drove him from his home. Bombadil showed 
no remorse at this allegation. In contrast, Prince Imrahil 
claimed that Aragorn would “hold their oaths fulfilled”. 
 
Next, a series of questions on the future of the orc race. 
As The Westron has previously covered, there has been 
a movement by the orcs towards renaming themselves 
the ‘Differently Normal Elves’, naturally creating an 
uproar amongst the Elven communities. Surprisingly, 
therefore, Galadriel gave little objection to the 
suggestion, holding the view that orcs, instead of being 
a separate race, are descended from the ugliest elves. 
However, she did stress, here and throughout the 
debate, that the various evil deeds and depravities 
perpetrated by orc-folk were highly symptomatic of “a 
lack of elves”. On the other hand, Aragorn’s campaign 
showed no sympathy at all, arguing that the orcs 
“should have been slaughtered when they had the 
chance”. On the question of rising orc unemployment, 
the candidates had several answers. Pippin proposed 
they be put to work in his mass reorganisation of 
Middle Earth to increase agriculture, while Galadriel 
and Prince Imrahil agreed that their best use would be 
as an army to declare war upon Valinor. 
 
A question from the studio was posed to the candidates 
concerning a recent spate of Palantír hacking. Galadriel, 
of course, argued that this was because of a lack of 

Elven education within Middle Earth, while Pippin and 
Prince Imrahil took the opportunity to bicker over their 
candidates' previous successes (or lack thereof) with 
Palantírs. Pippin’s love of pipeweed was criticised by 
an asthmatic member of the audience, while an 
equinophobic member of the Rohirrim received 
derision from both the human and the elven candidates.  
 
Once audience questions had been dealt with, MENN 
cut back to the studio, with Mr Ord revealing the result 
of the Primaries Debate Worm to be Smaug. Then there 
was a pause for a commercial break. Popular adverts 
were shown for Gandalf’s Fireworks: “Gandalf: putting 
the fire back in fireworks. And also the works”, and 
Sauron’s Ring Emporium: “keeping an Eye on Value.” 
Following this was a guest appearance from Saruman as 
an expert political analyst. He claimed that he would be 
“ensuring the voters vote the right way,” and to the 
question on everyone’s lips (“Aren’t you dead?”), 
responded that he would be supporting the Association 
for the Differently Alive. 
 
Back at the debate, Galadriel had a shocking 
announcement to make. Using previously (relatively) 
unseen video footage, she claimed to have proof that 
her opponent, Tom Bombadil, was none other but the 
Witch-King of Angmar, Lord of the Nazgûl. Amidst 
horror and incredulity, Galadriel demanded his birth 
certificate. Bombadil denied the allegations, claiming 
that his “roleplay in his private time” was none of 
anyone’s business. Meanwhile, Prince Imrahil and 
Galadriel had another bomb to drop: their parties 
proposed to stand as a coalition, the Children of 
Ilúvatar. 
 
In an attempt to bring order to the chaos that threatened 
to erupt, Elrond Half-Elven posed some questions to the 
candidates. Firstly, they were asked to explain their 
plans to fund their various policies. Galadriel had the 
most decisive answer to this: “I sang of leaves, of 
leaves of gold, and leaves of gold there grew,” while 
Treebeard attempted to take the opposite line: “We’re 
the green party: we don’t have a budget!” 
On the question of public sanitation, Aragorn’s 
representative pointed to the example of Ecthelion, 
explaining that “there is only one white tower.” 
Galadriel seemed uninterested in such human matters, 
preferring to continue to accuse Tom Bombadil of 
further depravities. Treebeard by this point appeared to 
have nodded off, and his gardener was unable to rouse 
him for an answer. 
 
At last Elrond announced the time for voting. The 
system took the form of eliminative rounds, with the 
least popular candidate being eliminated at the end of 
each stage. For our readers’ convenience, the results are 
given below: 
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Round                 1               2              3             4 
Pippin                 5               6              6       
Treebeard            6               7              7            11 
Aragorn               4              3        
Galadriel             6               7             11            13 
Tom Bombadil    3 
 
As the table shows, Queen Galadriel emerged 
victorious, as the Free Peoples of Middle Earth 
candidate in the upcoming democratic elections. 
Speaking to a Westron reporter later, she intimated that 
the previous discussions of coalition with Aragorn’s 
campaign were unlikely to reach fruition now that she 
had won outright. The other candidates accepted defeat 
graciously, and Westron readers can look forward to 
exclusive coverage of the Enslaved Peoples of Middle 
Earth Primaries in the new year. It is rumoured that 
‘perpetual comeback kid’ Sauron may be running. Pre-
order your issue now! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Eldar Decadely Mail 
‘Free peoples’ of Middle Earth choose correct candidate 
 
It is the Mail’s pleasure to spread the good news of the 
decade to Elven domains far and wide, as the ‘free 
peoples’ of Middle Earth (consisting, not simply of 
elves, as the name suggests, but of a rabble of lesser 
races as well) choose for the first democratic elections 
of Middle Earth the only Elven candidate, Queen 
Galadriel of Lothlórien. 
 
Although the Mail obviously cannot condone the choice 
of democratic elections over the infinitely more sensible 
choice of a Noldor-ruled monarchy, it can at least report 
that Queen Galadriel’s policies were mostly sensible. 
Although clearly harbouring some bitterness towards 
others of her race, “We’ve been abandoned by the 
Valar,” she emphasized the link between Middle 
Earth’s problems of wealth, beauty, education, public 
sanitation, racial tensions and disease to the entirely 
obvious cause of “a lack of Elves.” 
 
Her policies towards lesser races were charitable, but 
perhaps allowed too much ground to the human 

candidate, Aragorn, son of Arathorn. Although Aragorn 
of Gondor has close ties with the Elves, Galadriel’s talk 
of a ‘Royal Alliance for the Children of Ilúvatar’ was 
clearly going further than was necessary. Happily, the 
Mail can report from an inside source that, now she is 
the chosen candidate, Galadriel feels little incentive to 
honour these flimsy bonds. 
 
But the Mail cannot endorse all of the prospective 
Queen of Middle Earth’s policies. A scandalous 
suggestion from an orc was raised (here, your editor 
must roundly condemn Elrond Half-Elven for allowing 
questions from brutes) that his deformed and debauched 
race should now be known as ‘Differently Normal 
Elves’. Instead of putting the disgusting creature out of 
its misery, Galadriel instead replied that she could see a 
use for the remaining Orcs in the future: a war to take 
back Valinor! Her flippant comment was lost on the ill-
educated audience. At least she did not give an answer 
to the ridiculous name change. 
 
Galadriel’s inevitable rise to power will form the major 
part of the Mail’s next issue, and should not be missed! 
We predict that she will need all the Noldorin help that 
can be offered, to prevent any of her ill-thought out 
socialist plans going any further. To pre-order, please 
send your name and full address via palantír before the 
end of the year. 
 
 
 
 
 
Highlights of the next century’s issues: 

 • Spending time with non-elves 
gives you cancer 
 • Not spending time with non-
elves gives you cancer 
 • A special insert on the best 
properties of the Undying Lands 
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Hail! 
Reporting the gossip, glamour, and good fortunes from 
all of Middle Earth! 
The Free Peoples of Middle Earth Primaries: Hot...or 
Not! 
 
Last night marked a truly unique occasion: the first ever 
democratic elections to be held in Middle Earth. Hoping 
to be elected were representatives from the hobbits of 
the Shire, the elves of Lothlórien, the ents of Fangorn, 
the men of Gondor... and Tom Bombadil, a mysterious, 
reclusive figure hoping to win the hearts and minds of 
Middle Earth with his jolly demeanour and catchy 
rhymes. After a tough debate, and with talk of a Royal 
Alliance for the Children of Ilúvatar between Galadriel, 
Queen of Lothlórien, and Aragorn, King of Gondor and 
Arnor, the candidates were put to the vote, with 
Galadriel narrowly victorious over Treebeard of the 
Green Party. But enough of boring politics, Hail! 
magazine brings you only the important stuff: what 
were they wearing?! In our scale of Hot to Not, we rank 
the candidates on their dress sense, on-trend fashion 
knowledge (or lack of it!) and personal hygiene, surely 
a deal-breaker for any prospective President of Middle 
Earth. 
 

 • Ranking first on our Hot to 
Not scale has to be the ever-elegant Galadriel, 
Queen of Lothlórien, who arrived at this red 
carpet event in suitable finery. Her shimmering 
ivory pumps and purple velvet blouse (hand 
embroidered by Sindarin elves, Hail! can 
reveal) were right on-trend, and her one-of-a-
kind mithril jewellery (available from the 
dwarven smiths at Moria Jewellers for the mere 
price of a medium-sized chest of gold) set off 
the entire outfit perfectly. If her policies are as 
well-planned as her outfit, she should be a 
force to be reckoned with! 

 
 • In a close second comes Tom 
Bombadil, who was sporting a large, quirky 
hat, complete with blue and grey feathers, 
along with yellow boots. Although he missed 
the chance for some on-trend purple, Hail! was 
amused and impressed with his unique sense of 
style. 

 
 • Right in the middle sits our 
ancient friend Treebeard, who readers might 
remember from last month’s story, ‘Cross-
pollination Scandal! Eldest Ent caught with 
stripling’, which he of course denies. Little can 
be said for his traditional choice of natural 
colours, but Hail! notes that he made no 
attempt to scrub up his bark, as might have 
befitted the occasion. 

 

 • Now begins the Nots. In 
fourth place sits Aragorn, King of Gondor’s 
representative, Prince Imrahil of Dol Amroth, 
who appeared in a terribly last season red and 
black tunic. Clearly the news that red is out has 
not yet reached the Bay of Belfalas. The 
Prince’s lack of attention to current affairs can 
only harm Aragorn’s campaign. 

 
 • But in last place could only 
come Peregrin (Pippin) Took of the Shire. 
Most unwisely, he chose to combine stripes 
and checks in his bow tie and shirt 
combination, with a tweed jacket to top off this 
walking fashion faux pas. On top of this, he 
chose not to shave his unsightly foot hair prior 
to the campaign! Needless to say, Mr Took will 
not be receiving Hail! sponsorship for any 
future political activity. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

* 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Advertisements for the Middle-Earth 
Primaries 
 

1 

[Sam stands on his knees, and begins in a dreamy 
voice…] 

The finest rockets ever seen  

They burst in stars of Blue and Green!  

Or after thunder, Silver showers  

Came falling like a rain of flowers 

 

[A deep loud voice from offstage akin to a movie advert 
interrupts…] 

Gandalf’s Fireworks: putting the fire in fireworks! — 
and also the works! 
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2 

[For two enthusiastic people] 

1: Are you running low on Dúnedain? 

2: Have all of your Elves gone West? 

 

1: With Hobbits you can repopulate! 

2: Buy two! And then they will copulate! 

 

1: Don’t think of them as lazy stupid farmers with a 
smoker’s cough, 

2: But as Dúnedain— 

1&2: —With 50% off! 

 

3 

[In a friendly, mannered voice…] 

Welcome to Sauron's Rings Emporium. I am the Mouth 
of Sauron and am pleased to be hosting this 
infomercial. We are a family business, bringing the 
finest magical rings directly to your fingers. We employ 
only the best Elven Smiths, who work under the 
tutelage of our dear master Sauron, to create works of 
timeless beauty and uttermost power.  

Many have heard of our surprising top-seller: the nine 
rings for mortal men doomed to die, but have you heard 
of the 5 rings for the Ent-wives in their concrete 
parking lot, or the 11 rings for the Hobbit squires in 
their holes of cheese? 

With the untimely demise of our Dark Lord, all stock 
must go. Some come on down to Sauron’s Rings 
Emporium — keeping an Eye on value! 

 

4 

[In a very suggestive voice…] 

Is your ‘White Tree’ failing to flower? Perhaps you 
need the ‘hands of a healer’ . Vote Aragorn for the 
president of Middle-Earth! 

 

Aragorn: I’m Aragorn, Son of Arathorn, and I 
endorse this message! 

 
 
An Old Grudge 
 
Anna Vaninskaya 
 
  Often, of a misty morning, 
  Of a sunny afternoon, 
Of a dark and stormy evening when the clouds hide the 
moon, 
  Have I asked the gods a question, 
  Have I begged them for a sign: 
Does my taste in poems brand me as a crusty philistine? 
 
  When I see or hear a mention 
  Of 'contemporary' verse 
My instinctive gut reaction is to groan, moan, and 
curse. 
  One, I take, after another: 
  Hill, Padel, Muldoon, or Rich, 
What's the difference? I would rather drink stale water 
from a ditch! 
 
  That's a bit too strong, I grant you, 
  No offence, you're quite all right, 
Not with you is my old quarrel, I've no wish to pick a 
fight. 
  But you must admit that something 
  Surely ails the English muse 
If the lowliest Russian scribbler puts to shame Prynne, 
Raine, and Hughes? 
 
  When I browse the meads of LJ, 
  When I skim stihi_dot_ru, 
My aesthetic sense rejoices, here are verses strong and true! 
  Musical and full of beauty, 
  Rare and elegant of form, 
By their side yours look as clumsy as the prosody of 
Orm. 
 
  No, my ear will never take to 
  Modern poetry, I fear, 
Of its very sight - in English - I'll continue to steer 
clear. 
  Call me philistine and lowbrow, 
  Fail me in the culture test, 
But I'll never cease from singing: Russian poetry is 
best! 


