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Silver Jubilee

It has been a very great pleasure to have been associated with the 
Tolkien Society over the last 25 years if only in a minor capacity. 
It is a considerable achievement to have sustained an active, non-
sporting University society over such a long period of time.

 Particular highlights, of course, include the annual Banquets 
which have always been a pleasure to attend and are remarkable 
because of the number of former members who continue to support 
them, often accompanied by their families. Such long-term loyalty 
is very special and in my experience unknown in other Universities. 
Furthermore the catering and decoration provided by members has 
always been a huge success. 
 The various commitments of my professional life have often 
limited my ability to attend meetings on a regular basis but I have 

always enjoyed the Trials (though the activities of both Morgoth and 
Sauron were clearly misunderstood by the Court!) and I am sure all 
of those who were present will remember Morgoth’s Matches! There 
also used to be vacation trips by members in the summer and it was 
a great pleasure to catch up with a group who were walking in the 
Lake District several years ago.
 Other events worthy of particular mention include the 
Reduced Lord of the Rings performances and the range of visiting 
speakers that the Society has been able to attract over the years.
 I wish the Society every continued success and congratulate 
all those who have contributed to its achievements to date.

Dr. Martin Grossel Senior Member 1990-2015, Society Demi-God, Dark Lord Morgoth

i

Taruithorn’s 25th

Twenty-five years?  Already?  Can’t be, it’s only (looks at 
watch). Oh.

 I suppose other people are filling the pages of this 
venerable magazine with where the time all went to, so I shall look 
instead at where it all came from.  The story of Taruithorn starts, of 
course, rather more than twenty-five years back.  Our parent body, 
the Tolkien Society, had been gathering yearly in Oxford since 1974; 
I had been making my own pilgrimages to Oxford as part of this 
since I was 9.  There had been a few attempts at starting an Oxford 
Tolkien Society over the years, none very large or long-lived, and 
now remembered only as faint rumours.  In any case, there was 
no local Smial or University society when I came up in 1988, an 

impressionable fresher but veteran Tolkien fan.
 I can still remember the pleasure of discovering the Geek 
Ghetto in my first Freshers’ Fair; it was clear there would be no 
shortage of like-minded people.  Naturally I signed up for at least 
half the clubs there, and it wasn’t many weeks before I was sure that 
Tolkien was not, after all, entirely without honour in his own country.  
A year later, therefore, having found my feet, my confidence, and a 
decent supply of good friends to help out, I circulated a few posters, 
booked a room, and lit the fuse.
 The rest is either in the Archives, or too scurrilous to 
repeat, at least until the 125th anniversary comes round.

Sarah Wells (née Sturch) President 1990-91, Society Creatrix

i

Well, welcome all! In case you hadn’t gathered, this is the 25th 
Anniversary edition of Miruvor!

 The story of this issue began at last year’s AGM, when, 
Lord Morgoth having suggested (and started making plans for) an 
event for the 25th Anniversary at our Erebor banquet the previous 
week, the idea of an Anniversary edition was first mooted. Now, two 
years ago, Miruvor metamorphosed into a blog (taruithornmiruvor.
wordpress.com), to which any submissions since then have been 
posted, and this is the first printed issue since that time. At our later 
committee meetings, we decided to ask old members to contribute 
commemorative articles for what was rapidly becoming a very special 
issue – professionally printed, A4, full colour – as we added more and 
more components to the Anniversary Party since we realised that, 

being in a College, we couldn’t provide the catering. Considering 
that we originally feared we’d struggle to fill a 24-page A4 magazine, 
I’m not exaggerating when I say that the number of submissions far 
exceeded our hopes.
 There’s a lovely mixture of articles within – as well as the 
commemorative, we have essays, fanfiction, poetry, visual art, reports 
on Society activities, even a crossword! In fact, my grand plan to 
designate a Tengwar letter to each category of article to facilitate 
the location of articles on interest in the contents page has failed 
somewhat precisely due to the range of articles received – there were 
articles that defied categorisation, hence the Other category (7)!
 As for the future of Miruvor, I hope that the consistent 
badgering current members have received about producing articles 

for this issue has lodged the need to write deep in our minds, and 
that another issue won’t be long coming. In fact, several members 
submitted more articles than I could include in this issue, so we’re 
already part-way there. I’ll endeavour to produce another issue before 
my time as Editor is up, but in any case, the blog exists, and will 
continue to exist – I’ll post all articles from this issue on the blog 
a few weeks after the issue is released, and new submissions will 
continue going on there. If anyone’s inspired to write by anything here 
contained, please do so, and send them to me at miruvor.editor@
gmail.com! Furthermore, do feel free to contact me with criticism, 
praise, rage, joy, madness, or any other reaction to the volume you’re 
holding.

 My thanks go to all of our contributors, especially to Joe 
for tirelessly chasing submissions for weeks on end, to Lynn for our 
wonderful cover design, and to Claire, my predecessor, for starting 
the production of this issue and for managing the Miruvor blog from 
which much of this issue’s content was shamelessly taken. Well, here 
it is, do enjoy, I hope I’ve not utterly failed in its production, any 
mistakes contained herein are certainly my fault. Since you’re all 
reading this at or after the Anniversary Party, I hope that went well. 
Enjoy this issue, (and the rest of your lives), may the Society continue 
to flourish,
 Amrit
 Miruvor Editor
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A Tolkien calendar – Part 1:  The calendars
Joseph Bartram President 2014-present

As I write these words, it is by my own reckoning, Mersday 
the 19th of Afteryule, in the year 8077 of the Shire Calendar.  
Now, I don’t expect you to take my word for it, but with any luck 
I have piqued a spark of attention with this uncharacteristically 
bold statement.  If not, then I pray you bear with me for a little 
longer, and it is my hope that I will be able to engage your interest 
with what follows.  

 For those not familiar with the terminology, that was 
my estimate of today’s date using the old Hobbit calendar system 
commonly in use at the end of the 3rd Age, at the time of the War 
of the Ring.  In the established and current form, that date would 
be the 9th of January in the year 2015CE of the Gregorian calendar.  
Those of you that are still fully awake will have noticed that the 
presence of a year in that date indicates something rather more than 
an alternative calendar system, but also a calculation for the amount 
of time elapsed since the events described in Tolkien’s Legendarium.  
 This perhaps requires a little explanation.  At some point 
in the famous mists of time – but most likely at a Taruithorn meeting 
sometime last year – I idly speculated how long ago the events of the 
War of the Ring took place.  To my utmost surprise the spark took, 
and the ensuing conversation conflagrated beyond all expectation 
into an argument of the sort where minutiae are argued to the hilt, 
and baseless conjectures defended as if they were the defendant’s 
firstborn.  After much back and forth, something like a consensus 
was brokered, and replete with the ideas of an assembled fandom, I 
returned home and stared scribbling timelines.  The rest, as they say, 
is history.  Or at least, obscure fan blog.    
 For those not in the know, Tolkien considered that Arda 
(the physical world that includes Middle Earth) was not a realm 
in another place (as most fantasy worlds are), but rather a realm in 
another time.  Specifically, he considered the events he described to 
have taken place during an imaginary period at some point in the 
Earth’s distant past.  We can thus interpret the world that Tolkien 
invented as an alternative history, which might be seamlessly 
integrated into our own past.  For the Pratchett fans among us, 
think of this as the famous trousers of time in reverse – a synapsis of 
histories, blending seamlessly from imagination into history.  
 Given this consideration, we might decide to play a kind 
of detective game, using the clues left scattered within the Professor’s 
Legendarium to connect the imaginary world of Middle Earth to 
our own tangible history.  We could then take the Professor at his 
word, and accept the Hobbit and Lord of the Rings as dramatized 
translations of documents he found in the Red Book of Westmarch, 
the last remnant of that forgotten time.  The Silmarillion then, is 
Christopher Tolkien’s attempt to unify his father’s disparate notes 
on other documents contained therein, the original Red Book by 
this time being lost, or otherwise unavailable to him.  Tempting as it 
might be, I fear that suspending all disbelief would merely increase 
our confusion.  In order to really analyse the Legendarium for any 
purpose, we must accept it as a work of the imagination that evolved 
over many decades, and of which we have only fragmentary records 

available to us, none of which form a complete picture of the world 
at the fullness of its development.  
 Still, perhaps I am getting ahead of myself.  Before we 
discuss the messy details of dating the events contained in the 
Legendarium, it would be wise to first establish a little context.  In 
that interest, let’s talk about those peculiar day and month names, 
and of Tolkien’s calendars.  If you’ve ever delved into the appendices 
to the Lord of the Rings (or indeed any of the ancillary literature), 
you’ll know that Tolkien’s genius for obscenely indulgent duplication 
of effort extended beyond his languages and into other realms – the 
names of characters, maps, and family trees apparently composed of 
clonally-reproducing men.  Of all of these however, the Professor’s 
calendar systems really takes the biscuit.  
 Tolkien invented at least four calendars that have been 
recorded, each of which seems to have existed in several permutations, 
and which were used by diverse peoples at different times in the 
history of Middle Earth.  In the most general terms, these represent 
gradual evolution from the elven system, which was founded upon 
a deep connection to the seasonal rhythms of the Earth, to a more 
human (or indeed, Hobbitish) affair drawn from agricultural and 
lunar cycles.  Thus we see a transition from the Rivendell calendar 
(which, it must be said, likely represents a highly derived state of 
affairs, even among the Eldar) with a few long seasons, to a Shire 
calendar of twelve short months that a modern reader would be able 
to relate to.  
 It must be said that most of the evolution of calendars that 
occurred among the Dúnedain (in Númenor and then in Gondor) 
was mere housekeeping, minor changes according to use and to deal 
with the deficit produced to carry over changes when new reckonings 
began.  As such, I’m not going to waste space on such minutiae here.  
Even taking this into consideration, the sheer repeated effort and 
depth of consideration that went into the effort is quite remarkable.  
For context, have a look at the chart documenting the evolution and 
use of calendar systems in Middle Earth.  
 So of all these calendar systems, why did I pick a Shire 
Calendar for the use of the society?  Firstly, of course it would 
be remiss of me in my duties as Society Hobbit to choose any 
alternative.  On a more rational note, the Shire Calendar is simply 
the closest to our own Gregorian system, and hence the easiest to 
work with.  Unlike some of the other systems on offer, the Shire 
Reckoning had the same number of days to a year (365 days, 5 hours, 
48 minutes and 46 seconds), with the difference being carried over in 
an identical leap-year system (an extra day every fourth year, except 
the last in a century).  It is also tidy – the twelve months were all of 
the same length (thirty days), with the difference being made up by 
five special days – three around midsummer, and two at midwinter.  
In the Shire calendar, the first (Yule 2) and last (Yule 1) days of 
the year, as well as midsummer’s day and two days either side (the 
Lithe days) belonged to no month, while in leap years, the extra 
day came directly after midsummer, and was called the Overlithe.  
Furthermore, the Hobbits, being the right-minded people they were, 

k

found that the shifting of week day names with respect to dates of the 
month unsightly, and introduced the “Shire Reform” to compensate.  
Under the reform, midsummer’s day (and, in leap years, the Overlithe) 
had no weekday name, and so the hobbit year always began on the first 
day of the week (Sterday) and ended on the last (Highday).  This was 
a most useful innovation for an easily-confused people – as an easily 
confused person myself, I naturally approve.  
 The Hobbit week of seven days can readily be reconciled 
with our own, running from start to finish as Sterday, Sunday, Monday, 
Trewsday, Hevensday, Mersday and Highday.  But there is more here 
than might immediately meet the eye.  That the Hobbit week days 
match closely our own is obvious, but Tolkien – ever the conscientious 
philologist – never settled for mere approximation.  Instead, the 
week names (and their archaic cognates) are intended as alternative 
etymologies for our own Germanic week names.  
 For example, Tuesday comes from the Old English Tīwesdæg 
or “Tiw’s day”, in reference to the Germanic god Tiw or Tyr.  However, 
the archaic Hobbitish name given by Tolkien is the clearly-divergent 
Trewesdei, suggesting an alternate etymology.  As it happens, the 
Professor provides the etymology for us, being a translation of the 
Quenya Aldëa, tree-day (Sindarin Orgaladh).  The stem in this case 
is alda, Quenya for tree (Sindarin galadh).  The same philological 
attention to detail can be found in the hobbit month names.  Having 
assigned Old English as the translation of the language used by the 

Figure 1: The evolution and divergence of calendar systems in Middle Earth.  Dates primarily refer to the founding or fall of states, e.g. of Númenor in 
SA32 and SA3319 respectively.  The exceptions are FA310, TA2060 and TA2160.  FA310 is the approximate date of first contact between the Edain and 
the Eldar, and reflects the earliest date at which men might have adopted an elven reckoning.  TA2060 reflects the adoption of the Steward’s reckoning, 
after Mardil the Steward’s two-day adjustment of the millennial calendar deficit in the previous year.  Finally, in TA2160 Hador the Steward made a 
further one-day adjustment of the calendar to compensate for the remaining 8-hour millennial deficit. 

Month Duration in days
Yule 2 1
Afteryule 30
Solmath 30
Rethe 30
Astron 30
Thrimidge 30
Forelithe 30
1 Lithe 1
Midsummer’s day 1
Overlithe 1 (leap years only)
2 Lithe 1
Afterlithe 30
Wedmath 30
Halimath 30
Winterfilth 30
Blotmath 30
Foreyule 30
Yule 1 1

Table 1: The Hobbit calendar
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ancestors of the Rohirrim, it was logical the early Hobbits would have 
shared these names when they lived in the same region of the world.  
However, once the Hobbits migrated west over the misty Mountains, 
their language diverged, eventually becoming the Common Tongue, 
represented by modern English.  Consequently, the month names are 
Tolkien’s extrapolation of how the Old English months might have 
evolved with the language into modern English, had they not been 
replaced by Latinate names.  Thus, Sol-mōnaþ (sol month) becomes 
Solmath.  
 This process is called “back-formation”, in which a novel 
word is generated by removing a suffix or prefix from an existing one.  
In English, an example is the formation of the relatively recent verb 
“resurrect” from the much older Latinate noun “resurrection”.  Taken 
more broadly, Tolkien included many of these retro-engineered items 
of linguistic fluff in his Legendarium.  Thus, “The Man in the Moon 
Stayed up Too Late”, the song disastrously performed by Frodo at the 
Prancing Pony, is intended to represent an older (and more complete 
version) of the modern children’s song “Hey Diddle Diddle”, more 
commonly known as “The Cow Jumped over the Moon”.  Similarly, 
the idiom “make hay while the sun shines” is a worn-down version of 
Goldberry’s injunction to the Hobbits to “make haste while the sun 
shines” in the Fellowship.  
 This can readily be reconciled with Tolkien’s idea of 
Middle Earth as an imaginary part of our own history.  In all these 
examples, Tolkien’s supposed roots act as alternative histories for the 
phrases or poems alluded to, which are thus worn-down fragments of 
the originals in his alternative, imaginary history.  From Númenor as 
Atlantis, to the goblin king Golfimbul and the sport of golf, these bind 
Middle Earth ever more firmly to our own history.  Back formation 
may even be more widespread than is typically appreciated.  In The 
Road to Middle Earth, Tom Shippey suggests that many of the poems 
and passages Tolkien created within his Legendarium represent the 
Professor’s attempt to write imaginary roots for passages he found in 
Old Norse or Old English texts, especially in Beowulf.  
 Returning to the calendar systems, I have perhaps thus far 
failed to communicate the richness of imagination that went into 

generating the full range of cultures in the Legendarium.  Consider 
the Hobbit week, for example.  In the Appendices, Tolkien states 
that the Hobbits likely acquired their weekday names from the “Men 
in the North”, which were in turn translations of those used by the 
Dúnedain.  It is not entirely clear from the context whether “men in 
the north” refers to the peovple of Rhovanion, where the Hobbits 
dwelt before their great westward migration, or to the people of 
Eriador on the other side of the Misty Mountains.  However, Tolkien 
also states that this likely occurred “two thousand years or more 
before the end of the Third Age”, or before about Third Age (TA) 
1000.  According to Karen Wynn Fonstad’s The Atlas of Middle Earth 
the westward migration didn’t begin until TA1050, so it seems likely 
that the Hobbits adopted their weekdays when they yet dwelt in the 
upper vales of the River Anduin.  I have found Fonstad’s sources to 
be impeccable in all other matters, so I am willing to trust her on this 
matter.  
 If this is the case, then the Hobbit weekday names would 
have originated in Gondor, while the rest of their calendar represents 
an adaptation of that used in the fragmented princedoms of Arnor in 
the north.  This is somewhat surprising, as Tolkien states in the same 
passage (Appendix D) that in their wandering days the Hobbits had 
no week, suggesting memory of the names were retained over the 
centuries of wandering.  However, I have likely devoted enough space 
here to the subject, and will leave it up to the reader to devise a 
solution to that particular enigma.  
 Now, having reached this point in the thought process, it 
would be almost trivially easy using the information available to us 
to calibrate a Shire calendar for this year to our own Gregorian one.  
However, having come this far it, it would be criminally negligent of 
me not to take the line of inquiry to its logical conclusion, and assign 
a year as well as a date.  All of which brings me back to the question 
discussed at the beginning of this article – how long ago were the 
events of the War of the Ring (and, by extension, the entire history 
of Middle Earth)?  This is the question that I’ll be addressing over 
the course of the next three articles. 

News from Wrexham
Paulina Pejka Wrexham Representative 2013-14,  Treasurer 2012-13, Publicity Officer 2012-13

As the Society’s Wrexham Rep I am obliged to keep you 
informed as to what is happening in the place so closely tied with the 
Society and its history. (No, really, I am obliged – I’ve been mandated 
to do so for not showing up to the committee meeting despite 
saying that I will). So, in a few words, let me summarise some of 
the most important events during my tenure [2013-14]:

One of Britain’s oldest oaks is no more
 On Wednesday, the 17th of April, the Pontfadog Oak, 
which had been growing in Chirk, Wrexham since 802, fell by gale 
force winds. It was the oldest oak in Wales and probably the oldest 
in Northern Europe; the girth of its hollow trunk measured an 
impressive 42ft 5in. The Tree Officer for Wrexham, Moray Simpson, 

said he was “absolutely gutted” and called for parts of the “iconic tree” 
to be saved to “show future generations what we had and what was 
lost due to the nation not doing enough”. The Society would like 
to express most sincere condolences to the oak’s family, friends and 
owner. Pontfadog was the finest of them all and we are sure many 
a generation of oaks benefitted from his extensive wisdom and 
life experience.

Wrexham teenager injured in coach crash
 On Tuesday, the 16th of April 2013, a coach crashed and 
burst into flames in the French Alps. The driver died, while three Britons 
were severely injured – among them Catrin Pugh, 19, from Rossett, 
Wrexham. Our thoughts go to her and her family, as well as all the others 
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who suffered in any way due to this terrible accident.

Safer Wrexham
 According to the North Wales Police, compared to last year, 
the number of crime victims has dropped in Wrexham by over 800. 
Figures up to the end of March revealed that the county has seen a 
10% drop in overall crime, with a significant fall of 7.5% in domestic 
burglaries and anti-social behaviour. There was also a reduction in 
the number of incidents of violence with and without injury, while 
shoplifting fell by 9.7%. As the Acting Supt. Alex Gross reassures, 
“Wrexham remains one of the safest places in Britain to live”.

Two sites named for a new prison
 Wrexham Council has put forward two potential sites for a 
new prison in North-East Wales: a former Firestone factory site, owned 
by the Welsh Government, and the privately owned Kingmoor Park, 
both situated on Wrexham’s Industrial Estate. They are now in the 
running to be considered by the Ministry of Justice. As well as 
bringing economic advantages  locally, Wrexham Council’s leader, 
Neil Rogers, believes that it would also be a benefit to prisoners “who 
come from the surrounding area who will be able to see family and 
friends more often”.

Translations from the Anglo-Saxon
Eleanor Simmons Secretary 2009-10, Publicity Officer 2013-15

The Cuckoo Riddle

Before I was born my parents fled,
Unmourned and unliving, they left me for dead.

But a kindly cousin came to my rescue  
She wrapped in me in rich garments

She sheltered and cherished me
As a guest among strangers, my spirit grew great

And under her wing, I thrived. 
It was my nature.

My dear protector fended for me until I could fly free. 
And travel further than she could dream.

She lost her own sons and daughters for her kindness.

k

Noble Weyland knew pain and exile
Beset by snakes and beleaguered with hardship
Sorrow and longing and the winds of winter

These were his sole companions,  
After Niðhad set the hero in cruel bonds.

But that has passed. This too shall pass.

It was her own fate, not the fall of her brothers
That deepened Beadohild’s despair.

She knew without a doubt she was pregnant
And there was no escape  

This too shall pass.

Who has not heard of Mæðhilde’s  mourning?
The long grief of the lady of the Geats

So sorrowful a love that robbed her of sleep
But that has passed.

For thirty winters Theodric ruled
The men of the Maerings, as many can tell

But that has passed.

Eormanric’s wolfish thoughts were revealed 
As he ruled the Goths, a savage king.

How many warriors sat, mired in misery 
Wishing only that the kingdom be overthrown?

But that has passed.

As anyone familiar with the original poems will note, these are neither wholly literal translations and nor do they pretend to more Anglo-
Saxon than fairly loose alliteration – but this too shall pass.

A man sits bleakly, bereft of song
His mind shadowed, he see too well

His enduring lot, his oppression unending. 
He may think that throughout this world

The wise Lord wishes change
He gives great glory to many men

True honour, and to some a deal of harm

For my own self I will speak. 
I was for a time the poet of the Heodings
And dear to my lord. Deor I was named.
I had a good position and a gracious lord,

For many years, yet Heorenda,
Skilled in songmaking, received the rights 
That my loving lord had once gifted me.

But that has passed. This too shall pass!

Deor
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Spring comes to the Shire

As the first flush of spring graced the rolling hills of the Shire, 
four hobbits could be seen making their way down the slopes 
of Hobbiton. Meriadoc Brandybuck and Peregrin Took rode 
ahead in mail-shirts that gleamed silver and caught numerous 
eyes. They sang songs of merriment between bouts of laughter.  
Behind them rode their cousin, Frodo Baggins, whose thinning 
frame was hidden beneath a long grey cloak. He smiled at his 
neighbours as he passed, but his eyes looked distant, his gaze far 
away.  Last came Samwise Gamgee, in simple hobbit clothes, 
humming a tune his gaffer had taught him long before he knew 
of elves or Rings or anything that lay beyond the borders of the 
Shire. 

 “Well, this seems just like old times!” Pippin said, finishing 
a song and reaching into his pocket for an apple. “The four of us off 
on an adventure!”

 “Indeed.” Frodo said. “But I’ve had quite enough of 
adventures, I think.”

“Of the bad kind, I agree.” Merry gave his elder cousin an 
encouraging smile. “Have hope that there are only good ones from 
here! Pippin and I shall return for Sam’s wedding in May, and you 
shall have to find some excuse to come visit us in the summer! It’ll be 
your turn to get married next, dear Frodo, as you’re the oldest. Do you 
think you could find someone by next spring?”

Pippin hurried to swallow a mouthful of apple to add, 
“Really, Merry, I know our cousin is capable of exceptional deeds, but 
I think that task is quite beyond him!”

Frodo laughed, but didn’t reply. While Pippin’s jests were 
familiar, they had taken on a new tone. Once stemming from naiveté, 
they now seemed to veil worry, as if they were part of an act to please 
Frodo. Pippin had learned to control his tongue, and while Frodo 
admired his wit, he did not need it at his expense. 

He turned his gaze to where the road led them around a 
slope to where the Battle of Bywater had taken place several months 
ago. His gaze grew distant and his face taut as he thought of all the 
hobbits and men who had fallen there. The others followed his gaze 
and fell silent as well. 

After a while, Pippin shifted uncomfortably in his seat. “We 
ought to build a memorial here. A garden or something. To remember 
folk by, but also to make it less gloomy. It used to be beautiful here, 
remember Merry? Wasn’t this where we stopped to pick blackberries 
on the way to one of Bilbo’s birthday’s all those years ago?”

Merry nodded, lost in thought. To Frodo, he looked older, 
calmer, like a river after a great storm. 

“There aren’t any blackberries now.” Sam frowned and 
scratched his head. “Nor any berries that I can see. But we’ll plant 
some as a start. I sprinkled a bit of that elven dust up on that hill there 
so hopefully something good will come of it.”

“It certainly will,” Merry said. “To think, we’ll have elven 
trees here in the Shire! Just wait until next spring—after this mess is 
fixed up, the land will be more splendid than ever.”

“I sure do hope so, Master Merry,” Sam muttered. 
Frodo nodded his agreement and rode forward in silence. 

It was strange to think that this time, a year ago, he had been farther 
from home than ever before, that he had given up hope of ever 
returning. And yet here he was, with his friends at his side, riding as 
if nothing had changed. 

But it had. The land had been mauled, broken and drained. 
Homes had been destroyed, rivers ruined. Worst of all, blood had 
been spilt in the Shire. That, Frodo believed, would take far longer to 
mend than Saruman’s scourging of the land. 

“Well, Sam,” Pippin’s voice broke Frodo from his thoughts. 
“This is where we part ways.”

Frodo looked up and saw his pony leading him to where 
the four farthing stone shot up from a patch of wildflowers between 
perpendicular paths. 

“Right,” said Sam. His face took on a look of determination 
as he pulled a small box from his pocket. “There’s something I want 
to do first.”

 The others sat in their saddles, waiting patiently as they 
watched their friend trudge through the dirt path to the base of the 
stone. Merry and Pippin rubbed their arms, whistling fragments of 
old walking tunes. Frodo pulled his cloak tighter around him

A cool wind was rising, rocking the branches in great 
waves. Frodo kept his eyes on Sam, noticing one more how little his 
dear friend seemed to have changed. Standing there at the foot of the 
stone in a loose vest and faded trousers, Sam seemed such an ordinary 
hobbit, it was hard to imagine he had ever left the Shire. Yet he had. 
He had faced more pain and torment than any soul should ever have 
to face, done more for middle-earth than any hero of ancient songs 
or tale, and yet here he was standing in the centre of the Shire as if 
he had never left. Frodo could not help but marvel at the thought.

It seemed a long while Sam stood there, staring at the box, 
before he dumped the contents into his hand and cast them into the 
air, causing a shower of grey dust to scatter in the breeze.

Merry and Pippin cheered and Frodo clapped alongside 
them. Sam gave a sharp nod as if affirming something to himself 
before turning back to the others.

Frodo could not help but smile. Merry was right, the Shire 
would heal and flourish. Flowers would sprout from the barren fields 
and vines would cover felled trees and scarred trenches. It would be 
different, but just as beautiful. And his friends would be there to 
appreciate it. 

Morgan Feldman

lRaymond Edwards’  Tolkien – A Review

There were various unfortunate factors at work that meant 
that Tolkien’s academic career, although distinguished, never quite 
reached the dizzying heights of research that had been hoped of 
him. The combination of his own perfectionist yet easily distractible 
temperament with the fact that for most of his career he had, at 
minimum, the responsibilities of two full-time jobs in the English 
Faculty – to say nothing of the extra work he took on due to financial 
pressures, such as the exam-marking from which the first ‘In a hole 
in the ground’ sprung into being. 

The book is particularly engaging when discussing 
CS Lewis and the Inklings. The wealth of material published on 
the group perhaps makes this an easier thread to trace than most, 
but Edwards does have the benefit of access to the same Oxford 
communities whose later paths were very much influenced by the 
group.  He follows the path of Tolkien and Lewis’s friendship with 
sympathy and insight, from the first meeting (after which Lewis 
recorded in his diary “No harm in him: only needs a smack or 
so”), through their joint battles to reform the English syllabus at 
Oxford, Lewis’s conversion and emergence as a popular religious 
writer and the gradual divergence of their paths. Tolkien disagreed 
with fundamental aspects of Lewis’ theology, and what he saw as an 
insidious anti-Catholic bias. He could find little positive to say about 
Lewis’ published works;  an attitude that the latter, who had moved 
mountains to encourage Tolkien’s own literary output (it would not 
be unreasonable to say that without him Lord of the Rings would 
never have been finished) was sincerely hurt by.

On Lord of the Rings and the Legendarium, the author is 
both meticulous and understanding. He takes care to identify and 
comment on Tolkien’s influences and sources where appropriate, 
and to set out the writing process clearly. I particularly appreciated 
Edwards’ discussion of Tolkien’s early vision of ‘filling in the 
prehistory’ and seeing oddities in the works he studied as remnants 
of an earlier, greater story.

Humphrey Carpenter was an experienced biographer 
when he wrote his life of Tolkien, working with all of Tolkien’s life 
within living memory, and the full cooperation of his friends and 
family.  Raymond Edwards, however, has the advantage of greater 
distance, and his work often benefits from it. Without access to the 
letters and private papers still unavailable in the Bodleian, this is the 
fullest and broadest account of Tolkien’s life that can be written. If 
there are aspects I would wish for more of – Edith in later life, for 
instance – or less of (certainly I  think readers’ tolerance for bizarre 
parentheses will vary), this is nevertheless an excellent account, 
which really understands, and is able to communicate, Tolkien’s work 
and passion.
 Hale Books, the publishers, has kindly offered a discount on this 
book to Society members who purchase this book through their website, 
with the discount code WTARUITHORN14
 Tolkien, by Raymond Edwards

(Hale Books, September 2014, ISBN 978-0719809866)

If you were asked to imagine a perfect biographer of Tolkien, a 
Catholic, Oxford-trained philologist would surely be high on the 
list. The parts of Tolkien’s daily life which Humphrey Carpenter 
characterised as ‘dull’ and lacking interest are fascinating for 
Edwards for their own sake. He treats  Tolkien’s academic career, 
faculty politics, syllabus reform campaigns  and all,  with just 
as much care and interest as the professor’s imaginative life – 
indeed, the difficulty is getting Edwards to stop discussing thorny 
issues of academic politics.

His approach will 
satisfy detail-oriented readers 
who prefer to know the 
complete facts behind the 
different aspects of Tolkien’s 
life - or as completely as they 
can be constructed. This is the 
great advantage that this book 
has over Carpenter’s Biography. 
The latter gives a highly readable 
overview, but the task Carpenter 
set himself, and the conditions 
he was working in led to him 
summarising  events, and 
eliding whole years of Tolkien’s 
life, sacrificing detail for overall 
clarity. Edwards’ painstaking,  
academic approach, together with the wealth of secondary resources 
he has access to gives him the chance to give readers a much fuller 
understanding of incidents, events and the ways that life and myths 
fit together.  His background – as a philologist and as a Catholic gives 
him sympathy and understanding of his subject - he is particularly 
alive to nuances of the anti-Catholic prejudice that affected Tolkien, 
for instance, and manages the rare feat of relating Tolkien’s works to 
his religion without being overly reductionist.

Edwards’ desire to give events their full context does 
sometimes combine with his idiosyncratic style in unfortunate ways, 
leading to passages such as a long and unnecessary explanation of 
the origins of the First Word War, among other oddities. The curse 
of the academic who longs to put everything into complete context! 

Raymond Edwards writes of Tolkien’s life with an odd 
sense of poignancy, as though despite Tolkien’s robust, active and 
fruitful life, which encompassed successes both hoped for and 
undreamed of, there was still something lacking. He never wrote the 
great scholarly Edition that the academic community had hoped of 
him since the 1920s, and nor was he able to finish a publishable 
Silmarillion, with full narratives of the four Great Tales. From the 
student who, upon transferring to the English Faculty, procrastinated 
from his studies of Old Norse with Finnish and medieval Welsh to 
the rich old man whose retirement meant – theoretically - that he 
would have ample time to devote to writing, his output was halting 
and took great pain and effort.

Eleanor Simmons Secretary 2009-10, Publicity Officer 2013-15
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A Unique Perspective
Matthew Kilburn Society Super Hero

Twenty-five years around Taruithorn

I’ve been described as an ‘accidental Tolkien fan’, for reasons 
which this article will help to explain. Yet here I am, asked to 
write something for this anniversary Miruvor on the grounds 
that I have a ‘unique perspective’ on Taruithorn and its history. 
I’m not sure why I’m here, but will try to explain what I’ve gained, 
what I’ve enjoyed and what I’ve learned from Taruithorn, and 
why I am still around.

 Confessions of a latecomer
 I didn’t take to Tolkien when growing up. I read The Hobbit 
when I was nine and was unimpressed, as I often was with books 
which I was told I would like and which would be good for me. It 
seemed rather twee and I had difficulty imagining Bilbo as anything 
other than the anthropomorphized bear protagonist of Stan and 
Jan Berenstain’s Inside Outside Upside Down, a favourite book from 
when I was much younger. If this betrays contrarian impulses, my 
shunning The Lord of the Rings a few years later, when almost all 
my contemporaries seemed to be reading it, probably confirms that 
assumption. 
 Lurking in the background were my memories of having 
read about Tolkien in Sunday newspapers a few years before, probably 
in the wake of the publication of Humphrey Carpenter’s biography. 
A self-conscious child, I was attracted by reading about Tolkien 
and his imagined worlds and languages, but at the same time felt I 
couldn’t possibly emulate them. I shunned Tolkien in part because at 
the age of seven or so I didn’t see any point in learning from him. Not 
been there, someone else has done that.
 The road goes ever on, if one can be bothered to follow it. 
In October 1989 I came up to Oxford, where I was at St John’s but 
socialized little there. I joined the nascent Doctor Who Society, and 
ended up spending more time there than I had expected. During 
my first Hilary term, in the January and February of 1990, I became 
aware of plotting towards the establishment of a Tolkien Society at 
Oxford, involving Sarah Sturch, Louise Dennis and Liz Humphry. 
Louise, I think, suggested that I join; I declined on the grounds that 
I didn’t know much about or like Tolkien. I remember explaining my 
reaction to The Hobbit to Sarah, who said I had probably been too 
young for it. This was a thought-provoking put-down, as the child I 
had been had considered himself too old.

 The King and the Professor
 One society with which I did become slowly but 
increasingly involved was the Arthurian Society, which undertook 
trips – ‘pilgrimages’ – to sites associated with the historical and 
mythological King Arthur, staged a banquet every Michaelmas 
term, had speakers, dressed up in costume inspired by the dark and 
middle ages straddling the borders between re-enactment and live 
roleplaying, and so on. There were some aspects to which I was more 
attracted than others, but I had always been fascinated by the gap in 

the historical record which the figure of Arthur aimed to fill, though 
in the event not enough to pore away at the languages and the like to 
study it. 
 In effect, this was a move towards Taruithorn. I became 
unhelpfully tangled in the politics of this a little, but by the early 
1990s the Arthurian Society was living on borrowed time, or at least a 
transfer of people from Taruithorn. Tolkien and his works seem easier 
to unite around than King Arthur, who can be a divisive figure in that 
enthusiasts are always arguing over too many points of difference to 
list here. 

i  In summer 1993, when I was twenty-two, I at last read The 
Lord of the Rings. I found it hard going at first, though as someone 
who read a lot of Penguin Classics translations when I was in my 
teens, particularly from classical and mediaeval works, I enjoyed the 
sense that this was a translated text which had been through several 
generations of transmission before it reached us, and where each 
change in voice could represent a different editor or an interpolation 
from a variant manuscript. Battles and epic heroism never did very 
much for me, though my reactions came together into something 
satisfying with ‘The Scouring of the Shire’ as macroverse and 
microverse converged, and the waning of Frodo and his passage 
into the West made the appropriate impression for someone already 
conscious that victory and loss are rarely exclusive at any moment. I 
think I wrote about the experience for Miruvor, though I don’t have 
the issue to hand and (reluctant as I was to embrace word-processing, 
which I associated with dodgy dot-matrix printers) I was using an 
electric typewriter at the time and didn’t take a copy of the article.
 My project of the time, though, apart from my doctorate, 
was the rescue of the Arthurian Society. This seemed to work at 
first, but involved the promotion of people whose visions were more 
different than I’d realised from those of the friends whose endeavour 
I’d joined. This was my first real lesson in the importance of people 
enjoying what they do and each other’s company. University societies 
of our kind should be relaxed, imaginative, enjoyable places, and the 
reformed Arthurians, initially at my prompting, had strayed much 
closer than I’d anticipated to being just another lecture series. 
 
 Late 1990s and early 2000s
 Unsurprisingly, the focus of several of my Arthurian friends 
became Taruithorn, and when I finally went to a meeting – in Trinity 
1995 – I encountered the sort of companionship that the Arthurians 
had sought, had found, and lost again. President Sarah Mackie’s 
introduction to the meeting was more than anything else warm and 
unforced without any hint of pretention. While a lot of my social 
life over the next seven years was spent trying to prop up and then 
peacefully wind down the Arthurians, I had increasingly more to 
do with Taruithorn, though this largely involved turning up to the 
occasional speaker meeting, AGMs and firework, mathom and punt 
parties, as I was finishing my doctorate as well as helping keep the 
Arthurians on life support. I did enjoy hearing the latest works by 
the Taruithorn Singers, including a surely still legendary song about 
baked potatoes. I also remained a regular attendee at the Doctor Who 
Society as well as a writer for non-Oxonian Doctor Who fanzines. I 

came back for occasional Arthurian and Taruithorn events in the 
period 1997 to 1999 when I wasn’t living in Oxford, often staying in 
a then Taruithorn-dominated house on Howard Street.
 In October 1999 I left London (where I’d been living 
with first one and then two Taruithorn ex-presidents) to return to 
Oxford and a job I very much wanted at what was then called the 
New Dictionary of National Biography. I remember going to some 
Taruithorn meetings including one which ended up very merrily 
in our senior member Martin Grossel’s room, then I think in Blue 
Boar Quad in Christ Church. There was also the tenth anniversary 
banquet in Hilary 2000, held at St Peter’s, followed by the bearing 
of the Taruithorn white tree banner down New Inn Hall Street and 
through Bonn Square, which went without any hitch I recall despite 
Bonn Square’s then reputation as a haunt for the inebriated and 
potentially violent. However, I was not too well for the latter part of 
that evening and retired to the flat I was then renting in Kidlington 
early.
 This anniversary event was well-attended, but at the 
time membership was going through one of its cyclical downturns. 
There had been talk of some sort of merger with the Arthurians, 
though this reunion of Arnor and Gondor did not take place as 
our Elessar was forced to withdraw from Minas Tirith and return 
north to the land of the Dúnedain. Nevertheless, some Arthurian 
traditions were adapted for the Taruithorn, especially the dances at 
banquets. For a little while things went badly. I remember turning 
up to a quiz preparation meeting early in 2001 where I think only 
five people appeared. One of the themes which emerges in the tenth 
anniversary Miruvor is speculation about the Peter Jackson films and 
the realisation that circumstances were about to change. However, 

 A useful entry point, though, is that I was excited by 
concepts which encourage a culture of creativity and adaptation. 
Doctor Who was written and made by teams of people with differing 
ideas about what they were working on and was divided into serials 
(and latterly episodes) with new settings. Even at less than their best, 
they hint at wider universes beyond the details they depict. The first 
active contribution I made to the Arthurian Society was a review 
of the film A Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur’s Court (1949). This 
musical starring Bing Crosby is a light-hearted adaptation of Mark 
Twain’s double-edged satire of late-nineteenth-century America’s 
contradictory obsessions with medievalism and the fast buck, but I’d 
argue that both are as Arthurian as Malory or Chrétien de Troyes. 
Tolkien’s works are part of a legendarium of a complexity both 
laboriously intricate and for all its detail tantalisingly incomplete; 
there are lacunae and inconsistencies in the core published works 
which invite speculation and new imaginative fanworks, possibilities 
only widened by  The History of Middle Earth and lately The History of 
the Hobbit. Authenticity might lie in fidelity to and faith in the source 
material, and an imaginative engagement not only with this but also 
the intentions of the author but also a knowledge of its reception, 
whether these are personal to the fan creator or not. 

The Taruithorn Singers (photo by Andrew Wells, passed 
on by Matthew)

The 1999 Punt Party (photos from the Archive)
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the 2002 ‘Looseley [sic] Based on the Film’ banquet wasn’t very well-
attended, though there were a few non-core types, and we seemed 
dwarfed by the size of West Oxford Community Centre.

 Whips not necessary
 During the early 2000s I kept feeling that I should really 
be drawing away from student concerns, but the lie was given to 
this by the emergence of another non-student, Colin Jack, as one 
of the great ideas people of the society at this point. I think it was 
Colin who suggested the rebadging of the society as the ‘Tolkien and 
Classic Fantasy Society’ and broadened its remit to discuss authors 
including Terry Pratchett. The strategy suggested inclusiveness and 
helped bring new people into the society, as did the more general 
wave of interest which followed The Felllowship of the Ring’s release. 
Most important, though, was the conjunction of personalities which 
came into the society and filled several gaps in the early 2000s, too 
many to list here, whose names are prominent in the committee 
lists of most of the decade. Where there’s a whip, the Rankin-Bass 
animated version of The Return of the King said, there’s a way; but 
after a few years of desperation, we suddenly and definitely didn’t 
need one to keep people in.
 My most useful skills seemed to be the ability to drive and 
the possession of a car. The car helped with bonfires and banquets, 
and the driving could also be applied to hired minibuses. Two fellow-
conspirators and I drove a busload of Taruithorn to Sutton Hoo in 
Trinity 2004, which I remember for headlines about interest rates 
alarming the homeowners in the front seats, certain people being 
more hands-on with the exhibits in the museum than was allowed, the 
general light and open vistas of that Sunday, my bursting someone’s 
theory about algorithms supposedly used to determine when route 
confirmation signs appeared on primary routes by pointing out 
gently that they always followed junctions, and apparently none of 
the talkers, singers or sleepers in the back of the minibus noticing 
that we had decided to drive back via Cambridge, where we had or 
sought supper. Less than a year later, I was part of a group which 
made the visit to the university assessor which led to the successful 
deflection of an attempt by the Tolkien Estate’s solicitors to charge 
us a licence fee for the use of Tolkien’s name, a cause taken up by 
other societies; I felt I’d taken part in something useful, defending 
respectful communal enjoyment of someone’s work from those 
insisting that every exchange of ideas should be understood as a 

commercial trade.
 By this time Taruithorn was firmly settled in Christ Church 
for regular meetings, and I remember a period when by the good 
grace of Dr Grossel we made great use of the fellows’ garden, not only 
for the strawberry party but also for a becloaked dramatic reading 
and even a ‘history meeting’ where we explored the archive. There 
were walks through Port Meadow, via the Perch when it was still a 
riverside pub of the amiably self-referential eccentricity increasingly 
rare in Oxford, complete with giant chess pieces and swings, and 
where our wander back might involve being witness to fighting cows 
and being greeted by horses starved of human company. There were 
discussions about fantasy, fact and fiction into the night over ice 
cream in G&Ds or over coffee and tea in college rooms. This was 
a happy period when I found myself enjoying simple pleasures with 
what I now realise was unnecessary guilt. I thought I was gatecrashing 
another generation’s party, but if I was, I seemed to be made welcome.
 
 Banquests, guests and cards
 The mid-2000s saw the banquets blossom beneath a lattice 
of creative talents of which Tora Hallatt was the most enduring and 
most celebrated. There were several people who would only attend 
the banquet, so extensive was its reputation, despite it being held in 
the North Oxford Community Centre in Summertown, well beyond 
the traditional borders of student Oxford where Wolfson and St 
Hugh’s are in lands where live dragons, in school or otherwise. I was 
glad to get to know many older members better too. 
 After my salaried job in Oxford finished in 2006, 
Taruithorn helped provide a distraction from the uncertainties of a 
freelance career. Highlights included the visit by the authors of the 
Ring of Words, who seemed taken aback by the energy and volume by 
which everyone greeted each other and caught up on happenings and 
gossip, and meeting the Swedish Tolkien Society when they visited in 
May 2009. They presented us with a set of home-made trading cards, 
which by the time this article sees print I just might have placed in 
the Society archive where they belong, six years late.
 During the 2000s I became a semi-regular attendee at 
Oxonmoot, the annual Oxford-based gathering of the Tolkien 
Society held in a college in September on the weekend closest to 
the birthday of Bilbo and Frodo Baggins. I initially went to see old 
Taruithornites there – the earlier generations of Taruthorn were 
more closely connected to the Tolkien Society than their successors, 

as a look through early termcards shows. I also hoped to research 
potential Taruithorn speakers. There have been a few people whom 
I’ve sounded out about coming to Oxford, only to find they live too 
far away to make a visit to Oxford practical. I eventually joined the 
Tolkien Society and came close at some points to being more involved 
in it. For several years the committee of the Tolkien Society met in 
Oxford, sometimes leading to confusion if Taruithorn wanted to use 
a room in a college which the Tolkien Society were using. After one 
of these meetings, I joined some of the committee, which included 
some old Taruithorn members, for dinner, and I was informally 
asked by some of the officers if I’d consider being editor of its journal 
Mallorn, which I declined. I was also vaguely involved on the fringes 
of Oxonmoot planning at one point. However, I realised I had many 
other interests I would be better exploring, and I seriously thought I 
might block people with a greater passion for the professor and his 
works. There was also a nagging suspicion that my lack of knowledge 
of Quenya and Sindaril or of genealogies of Numenor, Gondor and 
Arnor would lead to me being found out quickly. 

 Ageing well
 There was a perhaps inevitable distance between me and 
Taruithorn by the end of the 2000s. I helped precipitate an argument 
about Miruvor’s future where I tried to propose a solution which 
could be all things to all people and only contributed to postpone 
the continuation of the magazine in any form for some time. One 
summer, following my misconstruing a message from Martin Grossel, 
I thought we needed a temporary new senior member, which turned 
out not to be the case. After these, I deliberately decided I was out of 
the loop and stepped back.
 I’m not sure why or when I started to pay more attention 
again; or perhaps I was never really away. So here I am, scanning 
old Miruvors for the internet, helping administer the Taruithorn 
International Facebook group, and turning up to committee meetings 
to comment upon anniversary plans, and writing for this publication.
 As I mentioned at the start of this article, I have failed to 
submit my decades-promised article on why I was right not to like 

The Hobbit when I was nine. Perhaps I am displaying my respect for 
tradition in this regard. Perhaps I am admitting that the article is 
unfinishable. Perhaps this is because I was wrong. 
 Taruithorn represents and helps realise the breadth of 
experience and the humanity of its inspiration. We have not actually 
hijacked a bus as undergraduates, nor have we collectively taken 
up pipe-smoking, but I like to think J.R.R. Tolkien would find us 
convivial company. Viewed across the society’s twenty-five years, its 
members past and present have become a society of (among others) 
medical practitioners, of engineers, of charity workers, management 
consultants, librarians, neuroscientists, publishers, ethicists, civil 
servants, astrophysicists, procurement specialists, teachers, computer 
scientists, geneticists, clergy, university administrators, psychologists, 
artists, accountants, internet marketing gurus, and even the 
occasional philologist or literary scholar. Often people have managed 
to pursue several different careers, sometimes at once, and make them 
complement each other. Tolkien of course understood his characters 
through different aspects, depending on their company, their location 
or especially their own choices in the face of a world of unfolding 
change. As a society, we seem always to have cooked a lot, with a 
noticeably sweet tooth at times, though what we drink – and how 
alcoholic it is – has changed with the inclinations of the Oxford 
members of the day.
 We don’t live in the Undying Lands. Oxford is a tangible 
and mortal place and the university only part of it. Each time we 
meet might be the last gathering of that particular fellowship. I’m 
not alone in that my time with Taruithorn has involved its fair share 
of lost, won, and unrequited loves, though the society has been very 
good at making marriages. Most importantly it’s the friendships, the 
acceptance and celebration of variety and creativity for their own 
sakes, the equality and openness which stay with me. In a fraught 
and competitive world of multiple tutorials, uncertain futures 
and contested presents, Taruithorn has managed to be an oasis of 
amicability, community, frivolity and free expression for a quarter of 
a century now, and long may it continue to do so.

The 2004 Banquet (Photos from the Web Archive)

The 2003 Banquet (Photos from the Web Archive) The 2002 Banquet (Photo by Matthew)
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Crossword
Aram Mikaelian Treasurer 2000-01

Morgy Bauglir and his merry group of Balrogs have got caught in a golden spider-web. Help them get out by answering the clues! Will 
the Dark Lord’s recent LotR and Silmarillion re-reading help, or should he have read more widely?

Instructions: ignore accents; quotes may refer to subject or speaker (it should be clear which is which)

1

2 3

4 5 6

7 8

9 10 11

12 13

14 15 16

17

18 19 20

21 22 23

24 25

26 27 28 29

30 31 32

33 34

35 36 37 38 39 40

41 42 43

44

45 46 47

48 49 50 51 52

53 54 55 56

57

58 59 60 61

62 63

64 65 66

67

68

7 Clues:

1. ‘He knew the dark under the stars when it was fearless - before the 
Dark Lord came from the _______ ‘. (7)
2. Elvish place of pilgrimage in the Third Age. (10)
3. Lowland region of Mordor. (4)
4. Orcs’ instrument of choice. (5)
5. One who is alleged to have finally directed the Nazgûl to the Shire. 
(10)
6. One who fired the hall of Húrin in Dor-Lómin. (5)
7. Wine-making region. (9)
8. ‘Whom I had thought in darkling hell / long since emprisoned.’  (7)
9. Lord of Harrowdale. (7)
55, 10. The name of a natural defense of Gondolin. (7,5)
11. ‘Courage is found in unlikely places.’ (6)
12. ‘A sign of Túrin Turambar, who should come into the world, and a 
foreshowing of the Last Battle that shall be at the end of Days.’  (10)
13. White pearl. (9)
14. In the beginning, the mountain symmetrically opposed to 
Taniquetil. (7)
15. Dancer. (5)
16. Glorious (Sind.) (7)
17. Red Mountains. (8)
18. Allegedly, Melkor’s parody of an ent. (5)
19. Durin’s birthplace. (8)
20. During this battle Tulkas will ride out with Eönwë and Túrin 
Turambar, and the latter will deal the fatal blow. (8)
23, 21.  ‘Of him the harpers sadly sing’.  (3,5)
22. The craving of Ungoliant. (5)
24. Silvan leader at Dagorlad. (7)
25. Fast river in Beleriand. (5)
26. “‘This is strange in you, Voronwë’, he said. ‘We were long friends. 
Why then would you set me thus cruelly between the law and my 
friendship?’” (9)
27. Rider of the first of the Mearas. (4)
28. ‘Whose voice is like the sea.’ (6)
29. ‘Ancient city on a leaguered hill.’ (9)
30. Region in Númenor. (6)
31. Gondorian general with a reckless son, later king. (6)
32, 48a. ‘Et Eärello Endorenna utúlien. Sinome maruvan ar Hildinyar 
tenn’ ____-_____!’ (5,5)
33. The usurper. (8)
34. Outlaw elf in Hithlum, friend of Tuor. (6)
35. ‘To war he rode; from war returned / to find his fields and 
homestead burned, / his house forsaken roofless stood, / empty amid 
the leafless wood.’ (6)
36. ____, Tata and Enel, legendary first-born elves and fathers of the 

three elven nations. (4)
56, 37. ‘For see, I am blind! Did you not know? Blind, blind, groping 
since childhood in a dark mist of Morgoth.’ (5,8). 
38. Derogatory name for a spider. (8). 
58, 39. ‘Guided by the Lonely Star / beyond the utmost _______-
___.’ (7,3)
40. City at the centre of a five-pointed star. (9)
41. ‘Only I have looked through the gate. Beyond the shadow it waits 
for you still: Durin’s Bane.’ (4)
42. Dwarf with a particularly calligraphic hand (3)
43. Amon _____, the hill on which Glaurung put a spell on Nienor 
(5)
44. Long-dead king whose remains were found and burnt by 
Saruman (7)
45. ‘Do not mount on this sea-monster’ (person this is told to). (7)
46. The stone through which ‘things withered or burned looked 
healed again’. (7)
47. Ford (Sind.). (4)
48d. ‘And yet remain evil. To me Fëanor shall come soon.’ (6)
49a. The traveller told the stories of the First Age. (8)
49d. “...and thrice aloud / he cried his name. ‘Thy death,’ he vowed, / 
‘I will avenge. Yea, though my fate / should lead at last to _______’s 
gate.” (7) 
50. Thror’s brother. (4)
51. ‘Of leaves his crown, his mantle green, / his silver lances long and 
keen; / the starlight in his shield was caught, / ere moon was made or 
sun was wrought.’ (4)
52. River in West Eriador. (4)
53. ‘He did not speak aloud his thought that whatever it was that 
dwelt in the lake it had seized on _____ first.’ (5)
54. Pretender to Númenorean throne. (7)
57, 66. A rebranding for Mirkwood in the Fourth Age.  (4,8)
59. The abode of Arien. (4) 
60. Underworld (Quen.). (6)
61. Strong place of the Noldor in Valinor near the halls of Mandos. 
(8)
62. The Hammer. (5)
63. The mount under which it was bidden by Ulmo to leave a suit of 
armour and a sword. (5)
64. He initially joined Melkor but then repented. (4)
65, 67.  “‘I remember!’ he said, ‘The men of ____ ___ came upon us in 
the night and we were worsted! Ah! a spear in my heart!’” (4,3)
68. Cirith _________, the secret passageway from Hithlum to the 
West. (8)
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Taruithorn on television
Anahita Hoose Treasurer 2013-14 & 2015-present, Miruvor Editor 2011-12, Society Hero

Yes, it’s true – our society is featured in Cerigo Films’ upcoming 
documentary, À la récherche du Hobbit (Looking for the Hobbit), 
broadcast on the Franco-German channel Arte, in December 
2014. This surprising turn of events came about after the director, 
Olivier, and other members of the crew made a trip to Oxford for 
reconnoitring purposes in autumn 2013. They initially contacted 
TolkSoc to ask if we could give them any advice on Tolkien-
related places to film, but after Amrit, Joe, Martha and I met 
them we accidentally managed to impress them so much that 
they decided to put the four of us on camera.

 The connecting theme of Looking for the Hobbit is illustrator 
John Howe’s quest to find the inspiration behind Tolkien’s invention 
of hobbits, in the course of which he discovers sources for other 
elements of the legendarium in various European mythologies 
and locations (with a somewhat controversial focus on Arthurian 
inspirations). The series also features the Sorbonne academic Leo 
Carruthers, with whom we are seen interacting in the first episode.
 We spent the morning of the first of the four days it took 
to film our scenes in the Eagle and Child, reading to each other out 
of Tolkien books, over copious amounts of tea. Such, apparently, is 
the manner in which we spend our mornings as a society; at least, the 
idea is that Leo enters to find us about our characteristic activities. 
Joe’s exemplary spoon-twirling abilities qualified him for special 
directorial praise. Being filmed was a novel experience made more 
embarrassing by having microphones concealed under our clothing 

- I was surprised at one point to find a cameraman descending upon 
me with the words “Anahita, your battery is running down.”
 We all felt very awkward the first time we were required 
to converse on camera (rather than hiding behind Tolkien’s words), 
with the horrendous and hilarious result that, when asked to respond 
to Amrit’s reading of the first description of Gandalf in The Lord of 
the Rings, what we produced was a sort of critical examination of his 
fashion sense, each of us expressing a preference for a different item 
of wizardly attire (“I like the boots.” “But what shade of blue was the 
hat?”). I rather suspect Olivier of enjoying our pain too much to say 
the magic word “Coupez!”
 On the morning of Day Two, Joe and Amrit were filmed 
talking to the wizard-like John Howe. The morning was livened up by 

the producer accidentally breaking Amrit’s phone; she later bought 
him a replacement. In the afternoon, all four of us joined John Howe 
in Exeter dining hall. John (forbiddingly silent though he initially 
appeared) proved extremely approachable and good at drawing 
people out, but he did not show us the contents of his sketchbook. 
He was supposed to have just returned from his European travels in 
quest for the origins of hobbits, so Joe had the difficult task of asking 
him whether he had succeeded without sounding like an interrogator 
or an examiner. Then, when John confessed that he had discovered 
pretty much everything about Tolkien’s sources except what he’d 
been looking for, we had to reveal that we had the answer - hobbits 
were based on ordinary English people - and could cite the proof 
texts from the Tolkien books we had about us as usual.
 On Day Three everyone assembled for lunch in the Royal 
Oak, including Leo. Not having met us before, he greeted each of us 
with the words “Elen síla lúmenn’ omentielvo”, to which, somewhat 
distressingly, none of us were capable of responding adequately 
without asking him to repeat it. (I also found eating in the Royal 
Oak as a vegan something of a trial, since the only vegetarian dish on 
the menu could not be prepared without dairy products. Waiter: “Are 
you vegetarian as well?” I: “Yes.” Waiter responds despondently. Martha: 
“She’s a vegan!” Waiter (more despondently): “You’re vegan as well?”...)
 We were then driven to Northmoor Road, which we were 
filmed approaching with Leo (from the wrong direction if we’d 
really walked from the Eagle and Child, where we were to be filmed 
offering to show him Tolkien’s houses). We spent the afternoon 

kFinduilas of Nargothrond
Lynn Edwards Secretary

More of Lynn’s work is on DeviantArt at http://ailinie.deviantart.com/.
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being filmed in the road, which we regularly had to leave to avoid 
being run over by one of the many learner drivers out practising their 
skills, and being instructed by Olivier to say less about Tolkien than 
we wanted to. During this time we all learned to dread the words 
“Encore une fois!” In compensation, however, we were each presented 
with a thematically appropriate marzipan figure (either a wizard or a 
hobbit), which was a lovely surprise.
 On Day Four we had to present ourselves at the Eagle and 
Child again at 8 in the morning. Accordingly, I slept blissfully until 
8.30, when I was woken by Joe ringing me and dressed very hurriedly 
before joining everyone else for a morning of casual on-camera chat 
with Leo, culminating in our being filmed walking off with him, 
ostensibly to Northmoor Road. We were then released to go on with 
our lives, having had an unquestionably memorable experience!
 You can read more about the documentary at http://www.
cerigofilms.com and https://www.facebook.com/pages/Cerigo-

Undertowers
Hebe Stanton Secretary 2014-15

A long time ago in the noontime of the world – for the morning 
had passed, and the Ages were wearing on – there lived a famous 
family of hobbits in the shadow of ancient towers. They were not 
like other hobbits, who rarely do anything more gossip-worthy 
than steal the occasional mushroom from a farmer’s fields; for 
one thing, they were archivists and librarians, and studied 
languages long-lost to this green earth; for another, they lived 
within far sight of the Sea, which was thought to make them 
strange and dreamy and altogether unfit for good wholesome 
Shire life. Though their work, and their general existence, was 
admitted to be necessary for the balance of things, and they were 
routinely praised from afar, the earthier inhabitants of the Shire 
were, secretly, thankful that the Fairbairns of the Towers rarely 
descended from their green hills.

 Be that as it may, the Fairbairns were quite content in 
their labyrinthine dwellings amid the immemorial Elven-towers. 
Occasionally young and excitable hobbits from the Four Farthings 
were sent to live with the family for a time, so that they might satisfy 
their taste for adventure safely, as it were, and lose their longing for 
the wide blue yonder in ancient tales of the Great Danger and even 
ancienter tales of times when Elves and Ents and other strange 
creatures could still be seen walking the wide lands. As a matter of 
fact this hardly ever worked; more often than not the young hobbits 
would come back older and dreamier, more remote from their fellows, 
and always vaguely dissatisfied with the everyday realities of life in 
the Shire; but they no longer showed any inclination to travel beyond 
its borders, which was good enough for their beleaguered parents.
 Such a child, in any case, was Elfreda Goodbody of 
the Southfarthing. Owing to the influence of a rather Tookish 
grandmother who claimed to have met the King in the South as a 
very young child – a piece of nonsense, of course, but very memorable 
for an impressionable six-year-old like Elfreda – she had grown into 

a rather vague tweenager, much given to drifting about the Shire-
fields in an attractively waifish way, wandering at twilight in pale 
dresses through the gentle woods in search (so she claimed) of Elves, 
or reading old picture-books in sunny glades (as she liked to call 
them). Quite apart from being unnatural in the generally hale and 
hearty Goodbodies, this behaviour was beginning to attract veritable 
hordes of hobbit-boys who would pop up at odd moments, hoping 
to catch sight of her unguarded. It was deemed advisable to send 
Elfreda to Undertowers before anything untoward happened. 
 Elfreda, surprisingly, was not as elated by this as one might 
expect. In actual fact she had quite enjoyed being trailed by what 
she liked to think of as her entourage of admirers, and was not at 
all pleased at the prospect of being sent to an isolated outpost of the 
Shire where there would be no hope of Adventure, or, failing that, an 
untoward encounter with the handsomest of the hobbit-boys. But, as 
so often happens in these cases, her feelings were not consulted, and 
she found herself being shipped off in the month of April, just when 
the Shire was at its fairest, to the high and white Elven-towers in the 
West. 
 The journey was long and, mostly, uneventful, though rain 
on the second day meant a long and dull day spent before the fire at 
the Red Dragon in Tuckborough. But soon enough the Goodbody 
pony-trap was winding up the long road in the twilight of evening to 
Undertowers. It was an unprepossessing place, for the most part, built 
in the old style into the hills; the only outward sign of its existence 
were a multitude of round windows looking out onto the road, which 
spiralled on up into the foothills until it was lost in the shadows of 
sunset. The front door – round and green, in memory, apparently, of 
its founder’s home at Hobbiton in the Westfarthing – lay in a place 
where the road cut a ledge into the side of the largest of the hills: at 
that time of evening the shadow of ancient Elostirion lay upon it. The 
hobbit-servant who had travelled with Elfreda (and was to return to 
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Films/112115042200325, where some pictures of us have appeared. 
[Additionally, we hear that those travelling on Air New Zealand can 
view our performances at will - Amrit.]

the Southfarthing the next day) rang the bell, and the green door was 
opened – after a few minutes – by an old, old hobbit whose hair was 
quite as white as milk.
 He beamed: “Elfreda, I presume? Welcome to Undertowers! 
My name is,” (here he appeared to think for a moment) “Adalgrim 
Fairbairn, although hardly anyone calls me that any more. I, and all 
the Fairbairns, are, of course, at your service!”
 Elfreda curtsied coldly. “And my family at yours,” she said, 
because it was what was expected of her.
 “Come in, do,” said Adalgrim, motioning to the pair at the 
door. “The nights are cold here, and it does not do to let the night-
shadows wander in.”
 Elfreda followed, not without a look back over the 
Westmarch to the Shire proper, where lights were kindling in the 
valleys like stars. A shadow seemed to pass across her mind then, 
and she wondered if she would ever return to the quiet lands of the 
Southfarthing.

* * *
 It would not be inaccurate to describe Undertowers 
as labyrinthine. Almost a small town in itself, its tunnels and 
passageways extended right through two or three of the tallest hills 
of the Westmarch, though the central chambers were reserved for the 
libraries and archives for which the Fairbairns were famed. The living 
quarters were all close to the surface, where windows looking out over 
the Shire or into the West could comfortably illuminate them. In 
true hobbit tradition, the number of pantries and kitchens was very 
large – food to stock them was bought in daily from the lower lands 
– and meals were frequent, large and raucous. The Fairbairn clan 
was extensive, and its numbers were boosted by numerous visitors 
from the Shire proper. It was easy enough for Elfreda to settle into a 
tolerable routine, though she remained aloof from hobbits of her own 
age. She did, however, spend much of her day in the library-passages 
deep beneath the surface, mostly at first because there was nothing 
better to do. But there was a strange peace to be found in wandering 
with a safety lantern through caverns lined with oaken shelves where 
the dust motes swirled and the spiders scuttled (these, it was said, 
were growing ever larger in these late days – although why the days 
were late was never specified by the fairhaired scholars who had 
studied deepest in the archives). Occasionally she would come across 
other browsers, lanterns bobbing in the silent dark as they pored over 
fading shelfmarks or sat in forgotten corners, immersed. But mostly 
the tunnel system was vast enough that she remained alone. 
 She liked to gather six or seven volumes at once and carry 
them out to the lighter upper levels to read; on finer days she would 
venture out on to the hills, to find quiet haunts in which to study. 
At first her fare was little more original than the picture-books she 
had read at home in the Southfarthing; but as the days passed into 
weeks she found herself reading myths, legends, fairytales, histories 
of the long-vanished Third Age; of faraway cursed lakes where gold 
and jewels had lain untouched for centuries; of forgotten Elf-realms 
between the Mountains and the Sea (she murmured their fair, alien 
names under her breath to herself: Lothlorien, Imladris, Eregion, 
Ithilien), of lands lost under wave, of great cities of white stone and 
unnamed horrors in the East. The world seemed impossibly vast in 
those books where wonder still dwelt in the corners of the earth, and 
it never occurred to her that wonder lingered yet in her own Shire, 

where vast libraries lay beneath green hills shadowed by towers made 
in times long-forgotten by a race that had perished utterly from this 
Middle-earth.
 It was not long before Elfreda’s time was spent wholly 
among the legends of other times. She sought out treatises on Elf-
magic, bestiaries written in old Osgiliath; she found rare copies of 
the Quenta Silmarillion, and devoured the tales of the Silmarils, 
marvelling at ancient oaths and noble loves and terrible slaughters, 
impossibly high and distant. She traced through vague shadows on 
the borders of old stories the mythology of the Ainur, and would 
spend hours imagining the Song at the beginning of time, the great 
and cataclysmic moment when the World came into being. She had 
fallen to the perilous spell of Undertowers, and there were none now 
left in Middle-earth who could rescue her.
 * * *
 It was in a time of high summer, when the orchards of 
the Shire were swelling with fruit and the hills of the Westmarch 
basked in long days of sun (though it was never hot, for a constant 
Western breeze blew in from the Sea), that Elfreda decided to climb 
Elostirion, the tower that Gil-galad built for Elendil in the long ago. 
She had discussed the plan with Adalgrim, who had over the months 
become a sort of confidante (for they were both lonely souls); he had 
opposed it superstitiously, saying that it was sacrilegious, dangerous, 
foolish. Who knew what old and twisted magics lay there still? But 
Elfreda was determined; she very much doubted that any Elf-magic 
could be dangerous, at least not in the way that Adalgrim hinted, and 
she wished very much to see the Sea of which she had read so much, 
which, it was said, could be seen on a fair day from the top of the 
tower. As far as she knew, no Fairbairn had climbed the tower which 
overshadowed their home for at least a hundred years.
 She took with her a knapsack of easily-stored food, for 
she was a hobbit first and foremost. She left from a back door of 
Undertowers, a little higher up the hill than the famous green door, 
which opened out onto the white road winding into the unexplored 
passes and valleys of Emyn Beraid, the Tower Hills. But that was 
not her way; for the road went West, dwindling as it did so into a 
path used only for long rambles, until it vanished utterly into the 
forgotten places of the earth. Instead, she took a track that led off 
almost straight up the hill upon which Elostirion stood. The way was 
steep, and occasionally there were flights of steps cut into rock as she 
climbed; but soon enough Elfreda had reached the summit of the 
hill, and she stood in the shadow of Elostirion as the sun began to 
wester. 
 If I told you that Elfreda felt no fear as she squeezed 
through the half-open stone door of the tower I would be lying. Her 
heart was pounding, though she did not, like Adalgrim, fear hidden 
traps or dark monsters. She feared only emptiness: that she would 
climb the tower and find, after all, nothing but dust and cobwebs 
and the whispering West wind. That, for her, would be the ultimate 
terror: the knowing that the Elves and their works had indeed passed 
utterly from the earth.
 And yet she climbed. Within the tower was only a single 
staircase, spiralling ever upwards, hugging the walls. To Elfreda (who, 
you must remember, was less than four feet tall) the climb seemed 
endless; even more so because the steps had been made for Elven-
legs, and were far too high for her hobbit-legs to reach comfortably. 
She had to stop often, to sit in an alcove or a windowsill and eat 
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a little seedcake or drink a little water. But she never stopped for 
long; the silence in the tower unnerved her, and the curving staircase 
seemed to extend into infinity below and ahead. Not even the wind 
outside could be heard, though there was no glass in the windows 
spaced at intervals along the staircase. And still she climbed through 
infinite white.
 It seemed many hours later (though in reality the sun was 
still quite high in the Western sky) when Elfreda noticed the light 
streaming from above beginning to brighten, until all at once she 
emerged from the endless staircase into the large chamber of white 
stone at the top of the tower. Here, at least, the windows were glassed, 
framed by five elegant arches of stone through which light almost 
brighter than was bearable streamed unceasingly. In the centre of this 
glaringly bright, aggressively silent room stood an empty pedestal 
carved in the likeness of a white tree with stars amid its leaves. Elfreda 
knew that once this pedestal must have held the lost Seeing-Stone 
of the North, and the knowledge filled her with a strange fright and 
awe. But then she looked through the windows.
 The world upon which the windows of Elostirion looked 
was not the world that she knew. East she gazed, out to the Shire 
which she knew so well, and saw nothing but forest and rolling 
downs. South she looked, and the Tower Hills rolled before her. There 
was no sign of Undertowers and the villages of the Westmarch, but it 

seemed to her that shimmering figures moved in the passes between 
the hills, and parties of travellers moved along frequented roads. 
North she turned, and – glory upon glory! - a city rose shimmering 
in the afternoon light, beyond the wide and calm Gulf of Lhun, a 
city of towers and ships and ever-circling gulls, a city that had been 
ruined for long years before Elfreda’s birth. She looked, in fact, upon 
the Grey Havens, Mithlond of old, and it lived again through the 
far-seeing glass of Elostirion. Ships moved through the ancient Gulf, 
riven by unimaginable tumults in the War of the Valar, and horses 
moved on the roads around the city, and spires of smoke rose turning 
in the sunlight of the Elder Days. And in the far West, when finally 
Elfreda turned her eyes from the elven-city, she saw upon the horizon 
of the vast and heaving Sea a white sail journeying East into the 
wonder and sadness of this Middle-earth.
 

* * *
 It is a sad fact that Elfreda never was seen again at 
Undertowers, and no Goodbody ever knew where she had gone, or 
why. But it is said among the Fairbairns (who nevertheless say a good 
many things whose truth is doubtful) that at the setting of the sun 
upon the day she left a star burned upon Elostirion’s tip, and a sound 
as of unearthly song, achingly sad and fair, was heard through all the 
Westmarch.

Fëanor’s Helm and Tar-Míriel
Lynn Edwards Secretary
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Fëanor’s Helm Tar-Miriel

Some personal reminiscences of a superannuated 
Editor
Anna Vaninskaya Miruvor Editor 2001-02, 2005-07, President 2004-05, Secretary 2003-04

‘O agéd city of an all too brief sojourn’

I first became aware of Taruithorn about eighteen years ago.  I 
was sitting in the Math Resource Center [sic [that was the author’s 
[sic], not mine - Editor]] of Smoky Hill High School in Aurora, 
Colorado and surfing the net on an Apple Mac during a free 
‘period’.  Tolkien had been my life since about 1992, and I thought 
of Oxford as one would think of the Heavenly Jerusalem – a place 
no mere mortal such as myself could ever attain to in this life, 
but one whose contemplation could solace the weary soul.  And 
then I saw it – the Taruithorn website – and photographs of some 
Taruithorn Holiday (of the mid-90s it must have been).  I looked 
at the unknown faces.  There was no inkling in my mind of the 
future, but I have remembered that moment ever since.

 Less than four years later, I rushed into a room in the 
Exam Schools and went straight up to the Taruithorn table, my heart 
pounding.  The person manning it (Russ Shannon?) was doubling as 
an Arthurian, so I joined the Arthurians on the spur of the moment 
as well.  I came out of Fresher’s Fair elated: the impossible had 
happened, the dizzying gulf between the Math Resource Center in 
an American suburb far far away and the glamorous and mysterious 
world of those people in the online photographs had been bridged.
 Exactly fourteen years ago (Hilary 2001) I became Miruvor 
editor.  That too was unplanned.  I had no idea, my first Michaelmas, 
of the internal politics of the society, of the perennial desperate 
scramble to find and co-opt new members onto the committee. 
Walking down Queen’s Lane with Lukas Lehmann on a dark and 
cold evening, I felt the offer of the editorship as an unexpected 
and unearned honour, both thrilling and frightening.  Oh for those 
prelapsarian days!  When the turn came, a few years later, to serve 
as Secretary and then President, the awe had long since evaporated, 
but the Taruithorn of those later years (c. 2003-2006) had instead 
become a homelike, comfortable place, that fit like the proverbial 
glove.  We had no shortage of committee members then!  Committee 
meetings – with turnouts of ten or above being commonplace – were 
almost livelier than the Friday meetings proper.  This was also the 
time of the Russian hegemony – we occupied all the main posts, and 
on our watch the battle with the Tolkien Estate solicitors over the 
licence fee was fought and won.  Bliss was it in that dawn to be alive! 
And I too finally went on a Taruithorn Holiday.
 Back in 2000-2001, I had been aware of the presence in 
the society of a certain mathematician from Teddy Hall.  I knew 
that he spoke Russian, that he had a weird hairdo, and that he was 
the treasurer, and – as such – on the receiving end of exasperated 
rants from certain members who shall remain nameless.  We did 
not exchange two words that entire year.  By the time I went on the 
Taruithorn Holiday, we were dating – and hiding the fact strenuously 

from everyone in the society.  I now have no idea why – but we 
would time our comings and goings to make sure that no one would 
notice we were heading in the same direction.  If it had not been for 
Taruithorn, I would have missed all the fun of a clandestine love 
affair.  Then we gave up on the charade and got married – neither the 
first nor the last in a long line of Taruithorn weddings. 
 Part of the D.Phil. thesis I was writing when I was president 
focused on late-Victorian and Edwardian socialist societies.  I thought 
at the time that the nature and history of Taruithorn as an institution 
showed some remarkable parallels with those societies, and I think 
so still, though it has now lasted longer – a quarter century! – than 
quite a few of them.  But of course it is not just the dynamic of 
Victorian socialist societies that Taruithorn replicates, but that of any 
small voluntary organisation, although with the constant turnover of 
student generations everything happens at an accelerated pace.  There 
is no time to ossify – the constant infusion of new blood prevents 
that – but there are plenty of opportunities to splinter and fall apart, 
to take the wrong turning and scare off potential new recruits to the 
Cause.  This has not happened yet, and long may Taruithorn continue 
– until a three-volume history of the Society is published by Oxford 
University Press.  And then the game will be up.  
 Between summer 2001 and Michaelmas 2003 I was back 
in American suburbia, working – with full conscious intent this time 
around – to get back into the Heavenly Jerusalem.  I succeeded, and 
the fallow years were mercifully cut short.  In 2006 I technically 
moved to the Other Place, to take up my first job, but I continued 
living in Oxford, editing Miruvor and attending meetings.  By 2008 
this was becoming progressively harder to do, and in 2010 the gates 
of Tolkien’s City were finally shut upon me and I went as an exile 
into the North.  I had been clinging on for a good decade: much of it 
frustrating and awkward, but much of it glorious beyond anything I 
had experienced before or since. For the last five years I have watched 
things unfolding as Húrin from his seat in Thangorodrim, though 
Taruithorn’s fate has been a happier one so far than that analogy 
implies. When I am released at intervals to wander back, I exclaim, 
in the words of the old Oxford eulogist:

How changed is here each spot man makes or fills! 
In the two Hinkseys nothing keeps the same […] 

Here came I often, often, in old days –
I see each new generation of Taruithorn pass by like

A troop of Oxford hunters going home, 
As in old days, jovial and talking […]

But let it never be said of me as of Arnold’s Scholar-Gypsy: she ‘came 
to Oxford and [her] friends no more’.

i
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A Tolkien calendar – Part 2:  The system of Ages
Joseph Bartram President 2014-present

In the previous article, I introduced the central question I 
wanted to address with this series of articles, and gave a quick 
introduction to the calendar systems that were in use in Middle-
Earth.  This time around, I’m going to introduce the different 
accounts of time used in Middle-Earth, giving a brief history of 
Middle-Earth as an aside to give a sense for the timescales events 
occurred upon in the Legendarium.  

 I’ve mentioned the Shire Reckoning already, but this 
calendar only makes sense within a larger historical context, which 
will require a little explanation.  The hobbits, of course, didn’t 
recognise the Ages used by the “big people”, and instead measured 
the years according to the time elapsed since the founding of the 
Shire in the Third Age – the Shire Reckoning (SR).  Events before the 
founding of the Shire were of no concern to that parochial folk, and 
so if we want to talk about the history of Middle-Earth in deep time, 
we’re going to have to go into the system of ages.  Thankfully (from 
my point of view), the SR and Ages of the Sun can be reconciled 
quite easily.  In the Third Age the SR date can be readily calculated 
by subtracting 1600 years from the TA date, since the Shire was 
founded in the following year of the Third Age, TA1601.  Thus, the 
first year of the Fourth Age (barring the difference in when the year 
starts1) corresponds to SR1422.  We will tackle how the SR related 
to the after ages later.  
 So, let’s take a look at the system of ages.  All of the events 
Tolkien described in Middle-Earth took place in the first four ages 
of the world, which he numbered accordingly for convenience of 
use.  For those who haven’t spent the last few months poring over 
the histories, I’ll here provide a quick commentary on this history, 
which will necessarily become less detailed as we reach more recent, 
and thus better-recorded history.  Strictly speaking, the Ages we 
commonly speak of were the Ages of the Sun, and only began with 
the Sun’s first rising, with the awakening of men.  However, there 
were long ages before that of a different counting.  In chronological 
order these earliest times were the Unnamed Years (and I do indeed 
recognise the irony of that label), the Years of the Lamps, and the 
Years of the Trees.  By some counts, these were all reckoned a part 
of the First Age of the Sun, but I disregard that notion, as it makes 
things untidy.  I prefer the term “Elder Days” which, in the strict 
sense, refers to the First Age and all that came before.  
 Let us then give an accounting of the history of Arda.  Time 
began when the Valar first descended into the firmament of Arda, 
and began it’s shaping.  Of this dawn time before the illumination 
of the Lamps little is said, other than in that time the First War of 
the Valar took place, after which Melkor was driven from Arda.  The 
measurement of time began with the illumination of the Lamps of 
the Valar, Illuin and Ormal.  The Years of the Lamps ended when 
Melkor returned to Arda and cast down the Lamps, after which the 
Spring of Arda was marred.  The Valar having retreated to Aman in 
the uttermost west, Yavanna ended the darkness of Middle-Earth by 
planting the two trees Telperion and Laurelin, whose illumination 
defined the period.  According to some counts, the First Age began in 

this time, with the awakening of the Quendi at Cuiviénen.  Thereafter 
we move into the great events of the Silmarillion, in which time the 
Eldar migrated towards Aman, Melkor was chained and released, the 
two trees were destroyed, and finally Feanor and his contingent of 
Noldor were exiled from Aman.  Thus, the Years of the Trees ended 
with the first rising of the Moon, and the First Age of the Sun began 
as the sun first rose, and the Atani (the second kindred, Men) awoke 
in Middle-Earth.  Thus the First Age of the Sun began.  I’m not 
going to try to summarise the events of the Years of the Sun, however 
tempting it might be (Reduced Silmarillion, anyone?).  Suffice to say 
the last years of the First Age ended with the destruction of Beleriand 
and the casting of Morgoth into the outer darkness (Kúma).  The 
Elder Days of Middle-Earth were, as you might say, a busy time.  Of 
the Second Age, most of the recoded events concerned the affairs of 
Númenor and its subsequent foundering, as well as the making of the 
rings of Power by the exiled Noldor in Eregion.  The age ended with 
the Battle of the Last Alliance, and the first great defeat of the dark 
lord Sauron.  Lastly, the recorded history of the Third Age mostly 
concerned the decline of the kingdoms of Gondor and Arnor, and of 
course ended with the War of the Ring and the final defeat of Sauron.  

 Those are the ages of which the Professor wrote.  It would 
probably be possible to write a shorter and more concise summary, 
but I believe beyond a certain threshold any history would naturally 
collapse into the singular phrase “everything gets worse”.  Now that 
we have a vague sense of the chronology in our heads, let’s talk about 
the time periods over which these events occurred.  For the Ages of 
the Sun, this is a simple matter, as our dear professor enumerated them 
nicely.  However, it is rather more complicated for eras preceding the 
First Age of the Sun.    
 As you might have gathered already, the Elder Days were 
a somewhat complicated period.  The main problem (or at least, 
one of the main problems) is that we are used to measuring time in 
solar years, according to a single orbit of the earth around the sun.  
However, within the Legendarium’s cosmogony, the sun was a late 
comer to the game – not the first and ultimate source of all light, but 
a substitute – indeed, a substitute of a substitute.  Hence, before the 
first rise of the sun, time was not measured according to solar years, 
but with the much-longer Valian years – and indeed, in Aman time 
was ever measured thus, even after the ascent of the sun2. 
 So how long is a Valian year?  Unfortunately, this is likely 
a case where the sheer magnitude of Tolkien creation escaped him, 
for the exact duration of a Valian year was never fully resolved.  In 
his early years of writing (principally in the 1930’s and 1940’s) our 
Professor used a varying figure of about 9-11 solar years to a Valian 
Year, eventually settling on a figure of 9.852 solar years, or 3500 days.  
However, by the 1950’s he had instead matched the Valian year to the 
elven long year or yén, which endured for a total of 144 solar years.  
While this was likely the final value he had in mind – it was the 
figure used in the appendices to the LOTR – Tolkien never updated 
his older works to be in agreement with this value, leading to a 

k number of inconsistencies and errors.  For example, it was said in the 
Silmarillion that the flight of the Noldor from Valinor to Middle-
Earth took 5 valian years.  If we use the value of 144, this would 
make their journey last more than 700 solar years, and I suspect the 
marching Noldor possessed more alacrity than that.  As such, here I 
will follow the former value of 3500 days, as given in the Annals of 
Aman (HoME series), perhaps the definitive guide to the chronology 
of the Elder Days
 So, after that long preamble, we can now construct 
something of a timeline for the Elder Days of Middle-Earth.  As 
far as I know, the Professor never actually drew up any sort of visual 
timeline for his creation, preferring to present his chronologies in a 
list format.  While this allows more information, nothing evokes the 
scale of deep time quite like a good old timeline.  Here I’ve drawn 
up two.  The first is a to-scale timeline, purely intended to give a 
sense of the depth of time that lies behind the Professor’s creation.  
The second actually gives an account of the major events, as I judge 
them – feel free to disagree with my choice of events! In order to 
keep this timeline manageable however, I’ve scaled down all of the 
Ages before the First Age by a factor of ten, such that the values 
are (approximately) correct for Valian years.  [this second timeline is 
not shown in this printing – it was intended for web publication and 
wouldn’t work on the printed page - Editor]
 Having dealt with the ages that Tolkien discussed, what 
over the ages that came after – this is, after all, what we’re here for.  
In my research, I’ve seen huge amounts of speculation concerning 
the events of the latter ages, and it’s remarkable how few of them 
actually base their conclusions on anything resembling canon.  This 
is somewhat understandable I suppose – the Professor was decidedly 
unforthcoming on events occurring in the Fourth Age or later, and 
gave us very little to go on.  To my certain knowledge, he only ever 
made three comments on the matter.  Two can be found in the 
History of Middle-Earth / HoME series, and one in his Letters.  
Let’s go through these one by one. 
 

 “I imagine the gap [since the fall of Barad-dûr, TA3019] 
to be about 6000 years: that is we are now at the end of the Fifth 
Age, if the Ages were of about the same length as 2nd Age and 
3rd Age. But they have, I think, quickened; and I imagine we are 
actually at the end of the 6th Age, or in the 7th” (The Letters of 
J.R.R. Tolkien, letter #211, 14th October 1958, Michaelmas term)

 This is his most famous comment on the matter, and many 
consider this to be definitive.  It is (approximately) corroborated by 
the following comment:

 “The moons and suns are worked out according to what 
they were in this part of the world [i.e. England or thereabouts] 
in 1942 actually.... I mean I’m not a good enough mathematician 
or astronomer to work out where they might have been 7,000 
or 8,000 years ago, but as long as they correspond to some real 
configuration I thought that was good enough.” (HoME VI: 
History of the Lord of the Rings)

 I have thus far been unable to date this particular comment, 
and so I can’t decide whether to assign it precedence over the former.  
It is certainly a JRRT original, but coming as it does from the HoME 
series I have been unable to pin it down exactly.  The third comment 
the Professor made on the matter of the latter ages is rather more 
circumspect, and comes from the Prophesy of Eldarion, heir of King 
Elessar.  The Prophesy itself runs as follows:  

 “Of Eldarion son of Elessar it was foretold that he should 
rule a great realm, and that it should endure for a hundred 
generations of Men after him, that is until a new age brought in 
again new things” (HoME XII: Part 1, Chapter VIII)

 Compared to our previous two remarks upon the subject, 
this is a far more gnomic item, and needs a little more thought to 
decrypt.  I suspect that “generations of men” refers is being used as 
a measurement of time elapsed, rather than referring to an actual 
dynasty of specific individuals.  But if this is the case, how long did 
he mean a generation to be?  In common parlance a generation is 
25 years, the average age difference between parent and child in the 
modern day, though historically this would have been closer to 20.  
An alternative would be a generation as defined by the Abrahamic 
tradition, which is 40 years.  As to which of these the good Professor 
might have intended, I cannot yet say.  Personally, I suspect the 
former, and would tend towards a value of 25 years, meaning the 
Fourth Age would have endured for 2500 years after the death of 
Eldarion.  
 What about time elapsed before the end of Eldarion’s reign?  
This shouldn’t be an insignificant period of time, since in Eldarion 
would be restored the longevity of the Lords of the Dúnedain, some 
of whom lived for hundreds of years.  Thanks to the appendices to 
the LoTR, we know that Eldarion assumed the throne upon the 
death of king Elessar in FA120.  However, the Fourth Age timeline 
dries up at this point, and so we are forced to dig a little deeper.  
An answer presents itself in letter #338, in a discussion of The New 
Shadow.  This was a short story intended as a sequel to the LoTR 
which Tolkien rapidly abandoned.  Originally intended to take place 
early in Eldarion’s reign when the young men of Gondor have turned 
to dark rituals and orc-play, the story itself isn’t strictly relevant to 
the question at hand, but is laterally so.  In a letter discussing the 
abandoned story (#388, dated 1972) we learn that Tolkien pictured 
Eldarion as reigning for 100 years.  Thus, we can project the Fourth 
Age as enduring for 100 generations plus 220 years, or 2220, 2720 
or 4220 years.  Personally, I tend towards the former, but for the 
moment I will leave the argument as it stands, and return to it in a 
later article.  
 One last source – though strictly non-canonical – bears a 
brief mention, being the product of a fellow Inkling.  In his novel 
That Hideous Strength, the last novel in the Cosmic Trilogy, C.S. 
Lewis made this allusion:

 “[Discussing Merlin] ‘What we have here,’ said Frost pointing 
to the sleeper, ‘is not, you see, something from the fifth century. It is 
the last vestige, surviving into the fifth century, of something much 

1 By the time of Frodo, the Shire Year began and ended very near Midwinter’s day, approximately our January 9th.  However, by the beginning of the 
Fourth Age everywhere outside the Shire used the New Reckoning, under which the year began about three months later (specifically Rethe 25th, the 
anniversary of the defeat of Sauron)
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more remote. Something that comes down from long before the Great 
Disaster, even before primitive druidism; something that takes us 
back to Numinor [sic], to pre-glacial periods.’”

 This in itself is somewhat ambiguous as a timeline, since 
the earth’s recent history has been stuffed full of glacial periods (I’m 
sure an earth scientist could take me to town on this statement, but 
it will suffice for our purposes here).  Consequently, this statement 
could refer to the last and most recent glacial period (starting 
~110,000YA) or to the current glacial cycle, of which the last ice 
age was just the most recent.  The current Quaternary glacial cycle 
began about 2.58 million years ago.  Of course, it is unlikely that our 
understanding of the glacial timeline was very well-developed at the 
time of publishing (1945), so how much use such speculations are on 
an admittedly non-canonical source is up for debate, especially when 
they are so contradicted by Tolkien’s own statements on the matter.  
But it makes an interesting aside.  

 Having already quite exceeded the intended scope of 
this article, I feel I should close up at this point.  Next time, I’ll be 
talking about some of the other notable attempts to date the events 
of the War of the Ring, and deconstructing the approaches used.  
In the final article, I’ll tie all of this together, and present my own 
calculation, justifying the calendar I introduced last time.  
 Addendum: Throughout this series of articles, when I 
have referred to the Ages of Middle-Earth I have been referring to 
the Ages of the Sun.  I am reminded that there is another usage of 
“Age” in the works which seems to contradict that which I have used 
here.  These are the “Ages of the Valar” referred to in the Silmarillion.  
When Melkor was chained in Valinor for three ages, it was Ages of 
the Valar.  How long is an Age of the Valar? According to the Annals 
of Aman (HoME series: Morgoth’s Ring, part II), a Valian Age 
(Quenya “randa”) endured for 100 Valian years, or 985.2 solar years.  
Thus, Ages of the Sun and Ages of the Valar are two independent but 
compatible reckonings.

2 I should point out that the idea of slow Valian Years should not be interpreted symbolically (as some have done) as referring to the experience of time 
in Aman. JRRT himself was very definite on the matter:

 ‘Time in Aman was actual time, not merely a mode of perception. As, say, 100 years went by in Middle-earth as part of Arda, so 100 years passed in 
Aman, which was also a part of Arda. It was, however, the fact that the Elvish speed of ‘growth’ accorded with the unit of Valian time that made it possible for 
the Valar to bring the Eldar to dwell in Aman.’ 
 ( JRRT, Annals of Aman)

Figure 1: An (approximately) to-scale timeline of the known ages of Middle-Earth, showing both the duration of all of the Ages in Valian or solar years, 
and the absolute amount of time (in solar years) elapsed since the Valar entered the world.

Mornington Spotlight: The Parallel Shift
Martha Buckley Mornington Crescent Representative, 2013-present

Welcome to Miruvor’s weekly Morning Crescent digest, 
the Mornington Spotlight. Join me as we celebrate and explore 
some of the history and tactics of this great game of skill, 
intelligence, and random events. Each week I shall explore a 
particular move or station, illustrate a practical example of its use, 
and set a teasing conundrum for the improvement of our society 
players.

 This week – the notorious parallel shift. Developed in the 
early twentieth century by a Mr. Ponsonby-Smythe, this is a useful 
all purpose move for many levels of player. Operable on the second 
Tuesday of every lunar month, it is most effective when used under the 
terms of the Highgate rule (naturally). It is a particularly devastating 
combination when paired with Oxford Circus, and can provide an 
intriguing volte face at the end of play. Exceptions – players will know 
that this is not to be used after Piccadilly, or before Regent’s Park. It is 
considered bad form to use the parallel shift with category 3 stations, 

where the lateral slide can be applied instead.

Example:
Player 1: SB
Player 2: ChC
1: Hm Contested under 1.iii – upheld. RgP
2: GdgSt
1: Parallel Shift to NtHl
2: BC
1: MA
2: Rotunda obscura to WooPk
1: Mornington Crescent

 
 This week’s challenge: Mile End to Aldgate East in less 
than 5 stops, incorporating a parallel shift.
M.B. – Your Mornington Crescent Rep.
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Banquets remembered
Loïs Moss (née Eddy) President 1994-95, Wrexham Representative 1993-94, Society Demi-god

When I joined Taruithorn in 1992, the banquets were very 
different to the ones held now. The society had only been going a 
few years, so probably the most distinctive difference is that back 
then the age range of attendees was far smaller and there were 
no children. The banquets also started in the evening, making 
them shorter, these factors combined to create quite a different 
atmosphere. They were certainly more drunken, riotous and I was 
going to say adult, but thinking about it, today’s banquets seem 
more adult, so perhaps a better way to describe it is they seemed 
more teenage. Banquets were an excuse to dress up, eat and drink 
far too much, and then stagger back to your room or someone 
else’s and pass out. This was helped by the fact that the clearing 
up was done the next day, so none of us had to be in a fit state to 
make sure the place was left tidy at the end of the evening. 

 That’s not to say that no tidying up was done. One tradition 
which had already become established by the time I joined was that at 
banquets and other parties, a mathom would be constructed by Mark 
Poles at the end of the evening. This was made from a combination 
of leftovers of whatever had been drunk, so wine, beer, cider, fizzy 
drinks, fruit juice, port... all went into the bottle together. At the 
next gathering, the mathom would make an appearance, usually as 
a forfeit option. At one end of Trinity term party, when playing pass 
the parcel, my forfeit was to sing a Tolkien song or rhyme. Anyone 
who knows me knows I’d rather do almost anything than sing (or 
dance) in public so I chose instead to down in one, a pint of the now 
rather dubious looking mathom from the previous term’s banquet 
(and possibly the Christmas party since there was often a kind of 

solera-style system going on with mathoms). Things went a bit hazy 
after that, but whatever else was in it, there was definitely cherryade. 
In spite of that, to this day I’d still rather down a pint of dodgy-
tasting mathom than sing or dance in public.  Mark still makes killer 
cocktails, and if I have learnt anything, it’s to never trust a cocktail 
made by a teetotaler, it will make you fall over!
 In light of the general alcohol consumption, it was probably 
a very good thing there was no dancing at the early banquets, that 
very much being the preserve of the Arthurians. A fact I was very 
glad of, had there been dancing, I’d have probably never joined 
Taruithorn. Costumes were most definitely a big thing though, 

i

The 1993 Shire banquet (photo from the Archive)
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though there wasn’t a costume competition they just added to the 
general atmosphere. Food-wise things were simpler back then too. 
We usually had just 3 courses and a meat and a veggie option for 
each course. Compared to the lavish many-coursed ones I’ve been to 
in more recent years, that seems very Spartan now. Though that’s not 
to say there wasn’t plenty of the food provided and there was always 
definitely plenty to drink. 
 The high value placed on eating and drinking with the 
common theme of Tolkien as the excuse to bring us together, appealed 
to me greatly as I’ve always had a Hobbit-like love of food, right from 
being a small child. Although there aren’t that many descriptions of 
food in Tolkien’s works, the passages of the Dwarves descending on 
Bilbo and eating him out of house and home, Beorn’s breakfast and 
the cake-making in Smith of Wooton Major always appealed to me. 
Some of my earliest memories are food related, standing on a chair 
aged 2 ¾ grating apple (and my fingers) into mincemeat at Christmas 
stands out as a favourite. As I got older, I grew to love cooking almost 
as much as I loved eating. In my teens I really wanted to go to a local 
college to do a catering course, but for a variety of reasons I ended up 
at Christ Church doing Biological Sciences, lamenting the fact that 
we didn’t even have a microwave available to us to do the most basic 
of cooking. So it wasn’t really a surprise when I found myself eagerly 
agreeing to cook for the Taruithorn banquet in my second year, such 
did I miss being able to cook during term time.
 The first banquet I’d attended had been Hobbit themed 
and the ones prior to that had been Barad-Dur banquets, so for the 
first one I catered we decided it was time for the Elves to have a turn. 
There was some ‘debate’ amongst the banquet committee as to what 
Elves would eat, but eventually it was decided Elves would definitely 
eat pâté, so that took care of the starter. The main was venison in red 
wine with juniper, cooked to a recipe provided by Andrew McMurry. 
Sadly cruel eld prevents me from remembering what potatoes, 
vegetables or vegetarian options were provided, but the venison stew 
sticks in my mind. Not least because I spent the night before the 
banquet chopping up huge lumps of venison into bite-sized chunks 
and dropping them into the freshly cleaned salad drawer of my fridge 
to marinade in red wine overnight. There was a minor panic upon 
reaching the kitchen in Magdalen the next day, with the revelation 
there were no pans large enough to cook the stew in, or even a 
suitable combination of smaller ones. Cue the ever helpful Andrew 
making a very quick trip to Boswells with the instruction to buy the 

largest pan they had. He was successful and for the grand sum of £18 
a 20 pint aluminium pan was procured which I own to this very day. 
Dessert was homemade brandysnap baskets with ice cream which 
I was able to provide thanks to taking over the kitchen at 9 York 
Place, home to Victoria Clare, Mark Poles and Stephen Lander for 
an afternoon. The whole experience taught me that catering for 30 
on a single domestic electric oven isn’t the easiest thing to do, enough 
oven and hob space was definitely a challenge and so I was very glad 
I’d decided on cold starters and desserts. 
 With the budget we’d allowed for the banquet I was able 
to ensure there was plenty of money to procure enough alcohol to 
float an Oliphant. As well as buying in all the usual beer, cider, wine 
and port, I decided that we’d welcome people to the banquet with a 
punchbowl full of my very own special version of Miruvor. I seem to 
remember that in addition to providing free-flowing libations for the 
banquet there was more than enough alcohol left for the end of term 
party and we also made about £120 profit. The idea had been that 
if would be nice if we could make a bit of money from the banquet 
which could be used to help subsidise future events such as Gandalf ’s 
fireworks and to provide a cushion in the bank account. As it was, 
having been so successful with the Rivendell banquet, I was able to 
go on a massive shopping trip after Halloween to purchase props for 
the planned return to a Barad-dûr banquet in 1995. My favourite 
purchase being a candle shaped like a hand, with a wick in each 
finger end which ended up in pride of place in front of Sauron on the 
top table. 

The 1993 Shire banquet (photo from the Archive)

The 1994 Rivendell Banquet (photos by Andrew Wells)

 Cooking and catering remain things I very much enjoy 
doing. For a number of years now I’ve helped run the catering at 
Fools and Heroes Summerfest, which since it’s a LARP event allows 
me to combine my loves of catering and costuming. I’ve also catered 
or made celebration cakes for a number of events for family, friends 
and work. Without doing the Taruithorn banquets I’m not sure I’d 
have had the confidence to do all those things and that would have 
been a shame. There’s a great deal of satisfaction to be had in knowing 
you’ve just turned 15kg of meat into dinner for dozens of hungry 
people, so I’m always looking for new opportunities to indulge my 
passion. 
 Over the past 10 years or so I attended several of the 
banquets again and seeing the changes that have gone on gave me 
pause for reflection. Whilst it was thoroughly enjoyable for all us 
oldies to turn up to the banquets for a mini reunion, our very presence 
did turn the banquet into a very different beast. I wondered what I’d 
have thought as a student, to a load of middle-aged people I didn’t 
know turning up to our main event of the year. We also seemed, to 
my mind at least, to be somewhat more rowdy and apt to get drunk 
on the whole than the current members, polishing off all the alcohol 
by about 9.30pm one year…. Ooops! Realising the pool of potential 
attendees was getting increasingly large, I decided not to go to the 
banquets anymore. It would be a shame if a current member missed 
out on the experience at my expense. The idea of doing an oldies 
banquet was mooted after that, and there seemed to be general 
interest. A suitable venue is proving more difficult to find, but watch 
this space….
 I still look back at my time in Taruithorn and the banquets 
in particular with great fondness, not least because I gained a 
wonderful group of friends for life. The banquet may have changed 
almost beyond recognition from what it was back in my day, but it’s 
still a brilliant experience not to be missed during your student days.  
 If you’d like to relive a taste from a Banquet past, then here 
is the menu and recipes from Rivendell 1994.
  

Rivendell 1994
Welcome drink – Miruvor
Starter – Chicken liver pâté or homemade cream cheese pâté served 
with bread rolls,  
Main - Venison with red wine and juniper
Dessert – Homemade brandysnap baskets and ice cream

  
Venison with red wine and juniper  
 This recipe has evolved over the years and I seldom stick 
to the exact recipe. You can add any number of additional things to 
it too, harder root vegetables such as carrots and potato can go in at 
the beginning with the meat. Sweet potatoes cook a little quicker so 
I’d add them after an hour’s cooking. Barley should be added along 
with the mushrooms. Ensure if adding barley that you stir during the 
remaining cooking time and watch the liquid level as it will absorb 
quite a lot of liquid as it cooks. A handful of cranberries or redcurrants, 
fresh or frozen can be nice too added with the mushrooms if you’d 
like more of a fruity flavour. 
  

Ingredients  
2lb/1kg venison, cut into bite-sized chunks
2 large onions, finely chopped

2 cloves of garlic, finely chopped
8oz/250g mushrooms, cut into chunks
1 bottle red wine – preferably something soft and   
 fruity, like a Merlot or Grenache.
1 tblsp of crushed juniper berries
A few sprigs of thyme and parsley, chopped
A bay leaf
2 tblsp of redcurrant jelly or sauce
Salt and freshly ground black pepper
Vegetable oil
A few tblsps of cornflour or plain flour to thicken the   
 sauce if required.

  
Method – Night before serving
  1. The night before you want to serve the stew, cut the 
venison into bite sized chunks and put into a non-metallic 
container. Cover it with the red wine and add the crushed juniper 
berries.
 2. Cover and refrigerate until required.

  
Method – Day of serving
 1. Get the venison out of the fridge and drain off the red 
wine and juniper berries into whatever you’re going to cook the 
casserole in. If it’s a slow cooker, set it on high to heat up. If it’s 
going to be done in the oven or a pan, start it heating in the oven 
or in the pan. Cover the dish if you are able if cooking in the oven 
or a pan or alternatively check and top up the wine as necessary 
as it cooks.
 2. Sauté the onion in some oil, adding the garlic when the 
onion is looking translucent. Cook until the onion starts to take 
on some colour. Add to the slow cooker, casserole dish or pan.
 2. Brown the drained venison in some oil. Add to the 
onion and wine along with a bay leaf & herbs.
 3. Cook for about 5 hours in a slow cooker on high, 2 hours 
in the oven or in a pan. If cooking in a pan, ensure you stir every 
so often to prevent it sticking.
 4. Add the chopped mushrooms and cook for another hour 
or so until the meat is tender. Uncover the casserole dish or pan 
if cooking by that method to reduce the liquid.
 5. When cooked through and the meat is soft, you can 
thicken the gravy if necessary by mixing a little cornflour or 
plain flour with some additional cold water or wine and stirring 
through. Allowing it to boil for a few minutes to cook the starch 
and allow it to thicken before adding any more.  
 6. Taste and season with the red currant jelly, salt, freshly 
ground black pepper and additional herbs and juniper if desired.
   

Miruvor
 
Ingredients
1 70cl bottle of Midori
1 litre bottle of Vodka
2 litres of lemonade
Lots of ice
Mint leaves, edible flowers and/or Marachino cherries   
 to garnish
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Tolkien the modernist? Mark Atherton on the
origins of the Hobbit
Anahita Hoose Treasurer 2013-14 & 2015-present, Miruvor Editor 2011-12, Society Hero

On Friday of Second Week, Trinity 2013, Taruithorn were 
privileged to hear Dr Mark Atherton give a talk with the 
provocative title ‘Tolkien the modernist? The origins of  The 
Hobbit‘. Mark, an English tutor at Regents Park College, has 
written a book on this subject,  There and Back Again: J.R.R. 
Tolkien and the Origins of the Hobbit, which sounds like a 
fascinating study.  After speaker and audience had enjoyed an 
excellent dinner in the Royal Blenheim, we repaired to Christ 
Church, where Mark began his talk by outlining the main 
factors in Tolkien’s life that are important for understanding The 
Hobbit. These include the fact that he was a mediaevalist, his 
fatherhood of four children, and his experience of fighting in the 
First World War.

 A possible, easily-overlooked source of influence is the 
modernist movement in literature, which was in full swing during 
Tolkien’s youth. While some of his acquaintances were enthusiastic 
about the changes taking place, some of his closest friends were 
opposed to them. The T.C.B.S., a club to which Tolkien belonged 
when at school in Birmingham, rejected elements of modernity 
such as mass production, but, as Mark pointed out, modernity and 
modernism are not quite the same thing. Some modernists might 
have sympathised with the feelings behind Tolkien’s statement 
in The Hobbit that ‘some of the machines that have since troubled 
the world’ may have been invented by goblins. For example, D.H. 
Lawrence disapproved of mechanisation.
 Surprisingly, Tolkien stated that his creation of the 
word ‘hobbit’ might have been inspired by Sinclair Lewis’ 1922 
novel Babbitt, which belonged to a realist tradition objected to by the 
T.C.B.S. Mark suggested that some of Tolkien’s public statements 
about this kind of literature might have been exaggerated and 
intended to provoke. The novel concerns Babbitt’s flight from his 
humdrum, middle-class life, to which he ultimately returns after 
having an extramarital affair and a period of being a left-wing 
radical. There may be a significant connection to the story of Bilbo, 
the first fifty years of whose life is described in terms reminiscent of 
a comfortable, late Victorian or Edwardian existence.
 Mark showed us some literary passages that provided 
striking evidence that modernist writers were often preoccupied with 
the same issues that interested Tolkien. E.M. Forster, who was on 
the edge of the Bloomsbury Group, asked in Howard’s End (1910) 
“Why has England not a great mythology?” Tolkien began his life’s 
work in an attempt to provide her with one. Even if he was not 
directly influenced by Forster, both must have been responding to 

the Zeitgeist.
 In November 1915, D.H. Lawrence wrote in a letter of 
his sense of the pathos of England’s greatness ending, ‘the past, the 
great past, crumbling down, breaking down, not under the force of 
the coming buds, but under the weight of many exhausted, lovely 
yellow leaves, that drift over the lawn and over the pond, like the 
soldiers, passing away, into winter and the darkness of winter’. It is 
interesting to compare this with Tolkien’s poem Kortirion Among the 
Trees, written at almost exactly the same time, where we find the 
lines: 

And then the wide-umbraged elm begins to fail;
Her mourning multitudes of leaves go pale
Seeing afar the icy shears
Of Winter, and his blue-tipped spears
Marching unconquerable upon the sun
of bright All-Hallows. Then their hour is done,
And wanly born on wings of amber pale
They beat the wide airs of the fading vale
And fly like birds across the misty meres.’

Kortirion is a city in what was to become Tol Eressëa, but the poem 
should not be seen as an escapist fantasy, as at this time Tolkien saw 
the isle of the elves as a mythical version of England and associated 
Kortirion with Warwick. He and Lawrence were arguably responding 
to a shared anxiety about the future of England in very similar terms.
 Tolkien stayed in Oxford after the beginning of the war 
to complete his degree, while his old school friends went off to fight. 
This forced him into the company of people he might not otherwise 
have socialised with, such as T.W. Earp, then a fellow Exeter 
student, later an art critic. Earp and Tolkien both contributed to the 
anthology Oxford Poetry 1915, as did the modernist writer Aldous 
Huxley. Earp’s contributions,  The Crowd  and  Departure, expressed 
a typically modernist desire to say new things in new ways, rather 
than falling into cliché. Mark associated this with Tolkien’s pleasure 
in discovering a new world in the Finnish epic the Kalevala; he wrote 
in an essay on reading this that ‘it is more likely to be the almost 
indefinable sense of newness and strangeness that will either perturb 
you or delight you’.
 Another subject of interest in the late nineteenth and 
early twentieth centuries was primitivism, the study of animism, 
which sees life and divinity everywhere in nature. Such an idea may 
underlie the portrayal of the stone-giants in The Hobbit, who seem to 
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Method  
 1. Place the ice in a large bowl. Err on the side of more ice 
rather than less and larger chunks or cubes of it if you can so that 
it chills rather than dilutes the mix.
 2. Pour the vodka and Midori over the ice and stir.

 3. Gently pour the lemonade over, stopping to let the foam 
subside and then stir gently.
 4. Garnish with mint leaves and edible flowers if you’re 
feeling posh, Marachino cherries if you’re not!

represent elemental forces. It was also fashionable for visual artists 
to draw inspiration from ‘primitive’ art, producing stylised, symbolic 
work that did not attempt to be realistic. Tolkien’s own paintings and 
drawings went through a period of instantiating just such qualities. 
Mark Atherton pointed out that in  the Book of Lost Tales, the first 
version of the stories that became the Silmarillion, Tinwelint, the first 
incarnation of Thingol, rules over an unrefined, rustic tribe of elves. 
The elves of Mirkwood were similarly portrayed in the first draft 
of The Hobbit, where they use flint arrows like prehistoric humans. 
 Many modernist authors were, like Tolkien, deeply 
interested in mythology. For example, the lines

The hanged, the offerant:
himself to himself
on the tree

from David Jones’  In Parenthesis  (1937), recall the description of 
the Norse god Odin in the Elder Edda, which had a significant 
influence on Tolkien, and Ezra Pound’s poetry also explores strange 
mythologies. Both Pound and Tolkien wrote poetry in complex 
metres. The talk was followed by lively discussion of whether Tolkien 
could in any sense be seen as a modernist writer, despite his distrust 
of modernity; it was agreed that he could hardly help being affected 
by the time in which he wrote, however much he might prefer to 
emphasise his mediaeval sources.

It takes more than soil to mend the Shire
Morgan Feldman

Sunsets were a sight to see in the Shire, especially in winter 
when the hills gleamed golden in the fading light. The streets 
grew quiet: not silent, for birds still chirped as they settled into 
their nests and field mice still scurried from hedge to hedge, but a 
hush stilled the world enough that a lone wanderer could indulge 
in some peaceful thinking quite uninterrupted. Or so Frodo 
Baggins thought to himself as he climbed the earthen stairs to 
the Cottons’ small burrow. 

The steps were bathed in shadow, but he had walked them 
enough to know where to set his feet. It was not long before he 
arrived at the door and turned the pale knob.

The door didn’t budge. He tried once more before 
remembering the Cottons had taken to locking their door these days. 
With Saruman’s damage still being repaired and several Ruffians still 
unaccounted for, fear and tension was high in the Shire: too high, 
for Frodo’s comfort. It wasn’t natural for hobbits to be so on edge, so 
suspicious, and it pained him to see them so. If the former tranquility 
were ever to be restored to the Shire, they would have to put this fear 
and hostility behind them. 

“Mr. Baggins!” came a shout from behind. Frodo turned 
to see Shiriff Robin Smallburrow running up the path, gasping for 
breath. 

“Hullo, Robin!” He greeted the Shiriff with a tired frown. 
In the short time since Frodo had been appointed Deputy Mayor, he 
and Robin had spent a great many hours together, mostly when they 
ran into problems with a Sheriff overstepping his boundaries. When 
Robin came to him unexpected, the news was always bad. “What’s 
the matter?”

“Sorry to bother you so late and all, but there’s been some 
trouble at the Ivy Bush after you left. Hyacinth Bracegirdle is refusing 
to serve Ted Sandyman, you see, since he did her family nothing but 
ill when he was working for Lotho—or Sharkey, as it were.”

Frodo’s frown deepened. Every time things seemed to be 
mending, some feud tore them up again. He was beginning to think 
the work would never be finished. With a wistful glance towards a 

window that revealed the Cottons’ cosy sitting room, he let out a 
small sigh and turned his back to their door. Rest would have to wait: 
there was work to be done.

Frodo followed Robin down a winding road to the ivy-
covered arch of the Ivy Bush Inn. Out front, a few wooden tables 
were scattered between old barrels sprouting flowers. Smoke 
bellowed from the chimney and footsteps clamoured within. It was 
difficult to believe that, mere weeks ago, the same building had been 
deserted save for scampering rats and fluttering insects. Now it was 
as loud and lively as Frodo remembered from his youth, though the 
usual laughter and cheer was replaced with vile shouts and belligerent 
hollers that pierced the night with wrath.

Robin grimaced. “What did I tell you? There’s trouble, 
alright.”

Frodo merely nodded and quickened his steps. Inside, the 
air warmed significantly. A long wooden bar stretched across the left 
wall. Behind it stood a young maiden he recognized as Hyacinth 
Bracegirdle (though it had been some years since they’d last met, 
and in that time she had nearly doubled in both height and width). 
She was leaning forward with her fist on the bar and a scowl on her 
face. Across from her Ted Sandyman stood, red-faced and vengeful, 
amidst a pile of overturned stools.

A crowd was gathered around them, scattered in several 
large misshapen clumps. The elders were muttering to themselves 
while the younger hobbits were shouting over one another, desperate 
to be heard.

“Come on, it’s just a drink!” someone shouted. “Let him 
have it!”

“Don’t you dare!” cried another. “He’s caused enough 
trouble, he ought to know better than to show his face ‘round here!”

A series of ‘aye’s and applause broke through the crowd. 
Miss Hyacinth Bracegirdle gave a smug smile and threw her rag 
down against the counter. But Ted Sandyman wasn’t about to give in 
that easily. He snatched it up and squeezed it between his fist. “Now 
listen here, you no good pig—”

l
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“That’s enough, Sandyman.” Robin Smallburrow stepped 
forward and snatched the fuming hobbit’s arm.

“Take your hand off me, Cock-robin! If I don’t get served, 
you don’t either. How many people did you take to the Lockholes, 
eh? Don’t I remember you helping escort Lobelia? And what about 
that Grubb lad you kicked out in the street? Didn’t you steal his 
wines?”

“Under your orders, Sandyman!” Robin clenched his fist 
and raised it to strike, but Frodo stepped forward and gave a firm 
shake of his head. Robin let his hand fall to his side, scowling. 

The others, having noticed Frodo’s presence, turned to him 
at once, their words tumbling over one another in a jumble. Some, 
it seemed, were happy to provide him with a full account of the 
confrontation compete with their own personal commentary, while 
others demanded to know just what he proposed to do about such 
“an awful fuss.” 

The result was an ambush of words even the most attentive 
hobbit would buckle beneath. Frodo raised his hands up in a sign of 
surrender though he pressed forward through the crowd. Hobbits 
parted on either side of him, their shouts quieting to whispers until 
he could distinguish one from another. 

“He’ll teach Sandyman a lesson alright,” someone muttered 
on his right, just as someone on his left remarked it was a shame 
Merry Brandybuck hadn’t come. Ignoring the comment, Frodo 
stepped further into the circle that had now cleared around the bar.

Sandyman’s face twisted into a look of anger and disgust. 
“Come to gloat have you? Tell me I told you so? Well, save your 
words, Baggins. I was just leaving.”

Frodo stepped between him and the exit. “I can’t say that it 
wouldn’t please me, Sandyman, to never see you again. But as Deputy 
Mayor I have an obligation to all Shire folk, including you. If you 
truly wish to stay, you have every right to remain in the Shire, as long 
as you follow the law. Last I heard, you were guilty of no more than 
perhaps a few crude words at my friends’ expense—” Here the crowd 
interrupted with wild objections.

Frodo waited patiently for them to die down while 
Sandyman seized the moment. “Guilty?” he spat. “It’s you whose 
guilty, lad! You and your odd friends who disappear when the going 
gets tough and ride back just in time to save the day. Where were 
you really, I wonder? How can we be sure this all wasn’t really some 
cockeyed plan of yours to take over the Shire?”

“Now hold it right there, Sandyman!” Mr. Cotton forced 
his way to the front of the circle, red-faced and livid. “You’re got no 
right going around making such outrageous accusations! There ain’t a 
soul in here who doubts Master Baggins’ loyalty, and just as few that 
trusts yours. Mr. Frodo here has done nothing but help, and you—
you’ve done nothing but stir up trouble!”

The crowd was quick to agree with Mr. Cotton. Sandyman 
heard their cheers and taunts, and saw well that the vast majority’s 
allegiance lay with the Deputy Mayor and his friends. “Fine, take his 
side!” he cried. “You’ll see soon enough, when you lose your jobs and 
homes, and are left to fend for yourselves in the streets! See how well 
you survive without Sharkey looking after you!” He leaned over the 
bar and spat at Hyacinth’s feet.

A collective gasp ran through the room. Robin stepped up 
and reached for Sandyman’s shoulder. “Alright, Sandyman. You’ve 
had your fun! Say goodbye to the Ivy Bush—this is the last time 

you’ll be seeing her.”
“Wait.” Frodo’s words caused the Sheriff to frown, but 

he didn’t let go of Sandyman though Frodo continued, “I’m sorry 
you lost your mill, but you know as well as I that it was doing more 
damage than good. But you’re a strong hobbit, so it seems. If it’s work 
and a roof you want, there’s still work to be done and hobbits willing 
to shelter those who need it. The Cottons could use some assistance 
fixing Bagshot Row, if you’d like. I’ll see you’re paid as well as the 
others.”

Mr. Cotton gaped at Frodo. He seemed about to protest, 
then turned to Sandyman to access the scoundrel’s reaction. 
Sandyman’s eyes narrowed, alight with a blaze as he tried to find 
the fault in Frodo’s words. The last thing he wanted was to give into 
someone like Frodo, but he would be a fool not to take him up on 
such an offer. If indeed, the offer was genuine.

Frodo turned to Hyacinth with a polite smile. “What 
happened this past year was Sharkey’s fault,” he said, keeping his eyes 
on hers though he raised his voice so the crowd could hear. “Sharkey 
and his dreadful men. But they are gone now, and let us see that the 
last of our ill-will went with them.”

“They’re not all gone!” An old hobbit scoffed, pointing at 
Sandyman. “Not yet.”

Frodo turned to face the crowd, but otherwise ignored the 
interjection. A collective “hush” trickled through the crowd and it 
soon became so silent, Frodo could hear his words echo in the arched 
ceiling. “A war has been fought here. Never before have we faced 
something like this. I’d be lying if I told you I knew how to recover. 
But, I think, if we ever wish to see the Shire returned to what it 
once was, we have to stop fighting. Leave your grudges behind. Make 
amends where you can, and tolerance where that fails. Only then will 
the war truly be over.”

The hobbits shifted uncomfortably, fearing Frodo had 
picked up his uncle’s habit of making long speeches. They looked at 
one another, toying with the hope of hearing something magnificent 
and the fear of getting stuck listening to an hour of poetry. As such, 
they were both pleased and annoyed to see Frodo turn back to the bar 
where he met Hyacinth’s eyes with a smile and said, as merrily as if it 
were a night of celebration, “Three drinks, Hyacinth, if you would be 
so kind. One for me and my friends—” here he gestured to Sandyman 
and Mr. Cotton, “—so that we may drink to the end of this rift and 
cheer to the start of setting things right.”

Whether from guilt at her rash actions or the fact that every 
eye was on her, Hyacinth blushed. She stifled her embarrassment by 
sweeping her hair behind her shoulders and getting to work. Before 
long, she had three wooden mugs brimming with dark ale on the 
counter before her. Frodo handed the first to Sandyman. The hobbit 
scowled, clearly showing his disdain, but even he knew when to give 
in.

The second went to Mr. Cotton, who didn’t look the least 
bit pleased. He had never much cared for Sandyman, but after the 
cruel things the hobbit had done and said in previous months, he had 
begun to despise him. Nevertheless, if Sandyman was giving in, he 
certainly wasn’t going to be the one to protest. He raised the mug in 
a symbol of cheer and clashed it against Sandyman’s. They clashed so 
hard, Frodo feared the mugs would break, but they remained firm as 
the hobbits pulled them apart and drank from them.

Frodo gave them each a curt nod of approval. So there was 

hope for Sandyman yet. It pleased him to see so. He then ordered a 
round of ale for all present (to which he received such monumental 
shouts of gratitude, he wondered why he hadn’t thought of trying 
this in the first place). Within minutes, the rift seemed to mend. 
Sandyman was gathered amidst a group of loud and rather boisterous 
hobbits speaking of the “glory of the odd Bagginses’” which began 
with Bilbo’s remarkable party for his 111th birthday and continued 
here and there to all sorts of outlandish events, some of which were 
exaggerated or mistakenly accredited to Bilbo while others, Frodo 
concluded, were entirely fictional (such as Bilbo having attempted to 
hatch a dragon’s egg). Mr. Cotton returned to his friends in the corner 
having a quite chat and a peaceful smoke.

For nearly an hour, Frodo stood at the end of the bar, 
accepting various words of gratitude with the occasional nod or smile. 
Though he was the topic of much conversation, he hardly said a word 
himself, other than brief pleasantries and vague responses to prying 
questions. When he had stayed what seemed an appropriate amount 
of time, he set his drink on the counter, unfinished, and slipped 
outside.

The sun had gone. The moon lay hidden behind a cloud, but 
the sky was speckled with stars that lit his path in silver rays between 
patches of flickering lanterns. Frodo turned the corner and the clinks 
of mugs and reels of laughter faded beneath his footsteps.

There had been a time when Frodo enjoyed walking at 
night, when he had looked upon the shadowed trees with awe and 
the moonlit fields with delight. But all the trees in sight were felled 
with nothing but stumps or rotting wood and the fields were dry and 
limp. As he stared out at the darkened lands, he saw nothing more 
than a wavering scene that he could neither feel nor give meaning to, 
as distant as clouds in the sky.

A light rose behind Frodo, startling him from his thoughts. 
He turned and scuttered back, relaxing only when he saw Mr. Cotton.

“Sorry, Mr. Frodo, didn’t mean to startle you.” Mr. Cotton 
held up his lantern. “I didn’t see you there in the dark. What are you 
doing walking about without a light? It’s not safe, I tell you. Not safe 
at all. Then again, nothing seems to scare you warriors these days.”

“Except light.” Frodo smiled tiredly. “And if any of us is 
a warrior, it’s you. I saw the fighting you did here last month, and I 
must say you make a far greater opponent than I do.”

Mr. Cotton fidgeted at the compliment, trying hard to hide 
his smile. “Well, all I can say is, those Ruffians sure better not show 
their face around here or they’ll have the both of us to reckon with.” 

Frodo pulled his eyes from the battlefield as Mr. Cotton 
clapped him on the back and led the way home. Perhaps, he thought, 
as the breeze picked up and pried the final clinging leaves from their 
branches, there was hope for the Shire after all. 

Merton Tolkien Symposium

eleven lines of Beowulf, were delivered from memory by Professor 
Andy Orchard, the current holder of the Rawlinson and Bosworth 
Professorship of Anglo-Saxon – Tolkien’s old post at Pembroke – 
who lectures in the English department on Old English literature 
and Medieval Latin. After completing his recital, and reading us 
Tolkien’s translation of the passage, he pointed us to the first few 
pages of our handouts, containing a formidable list of all the lecture 
series Tolkien gave during his twenty-year stint in that professorship 
– in some terms he did six lectures per week. We were also asked to 
notice the considerable number of Old Norse and Philology lectures 
that Tolkien gave – which weren’t his job to do!
 The main body of Professor Orchard’s talk took us through 
Tolkien’s teaching while in Oxford, with illustrations from the 
segments of Tolkien’s library still present in various Oxford Libraries. 
We were shown the breadth of his personal linguistic reading – not 
only Old English and Norse, but also Faroese and Gothic, Welsh, 
Irish, Breton, Scottish Gaelic, and much more. He also drew our 
attention to some cryptic text Tolkien had written in the in the front 
of an Irish book that he acquired as an undergraduate: “AMDG” and 
“EMB”. AMDG, he told us, stands for ad maiorem Dei gloriam, the 
motto of the Jesuits – a reference to Father Francis Morgan, Tolkien’s 
guardian from the time of his mother’s death to his majority. In 
“EMB”, the ‘M’ was noticeably in the shape of a heart, the ‘M’ 
standing, of course, for the Mary in Edith Mary Bratt, Tolkien’s early 
love and future wife whom he was forbidden to contact at the time.
 Professor Orchard finished his talk with a riddle: “What 

On Tuesday of 6th Week of Michaelmas Term, Merton held 
an all-day symposium of lectures entitled “Tolkien in Oxford” 
as part of its 750th anniversary celebrations. Unfortunately, most 
of us weren’t able to attend due to the Tuesday daytime slot, but 
I managed to avoid labs that day to attend the event. Speakers 
included John Garth and Stuart Lee, both of whom have recently 
spoken to Taruithorn.

 Arriving in Merton’s lecture theatre in Rose Lane, I was 
pleasantly surprised to meet one of our newer members, and find 
that I wasn’t the entire Taruithorn presence. After standing around 
awkwardly for a few brief moments, attendees were invited to take 
our seats, and proceedings began. A brief safety talk by Merton’s 
Fellow-Librarian was followed by a welcome speech by Sir Martin 
Taylor, the Warden of Merton College. As one would expect, he 
made much of the link between Tolkien and Merton, even somewhat 
facetiously extending the Merton connection to include Tolkien’s 
childhood schools – King Edward’s because its current headmaster is 
a Mertonian, and the Birmingham Oratory because of its foundation 
by Cardinal Newman, an alumnus of an Oxford Hall later subsumed 
by Merton. He then shared with us tidbits from the King Edward’s 
archive, retrieved for him by the aforementioned headmaster, 
including that Tolkien once advocated the return of the stocks as 
a punishment in a school debate, stating that it would “benefit the 
greengrocers’ trade!”
 “Hwæt!” began the first speech of the day, just as Tolkien’s 
Beowulf lectures used to. This, along with the rest of the first 
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have I got in my pocket?” The answer was a personal treasure of his, 
a torn-off bit of paper that he found tucked inside an Old Norse 
book while an undergraduate at Exeter College in the eighties. On 
it was written some Old Norse saying, roughly, “All the Coalbiters 
should visit C. S. Lewis’s home Magdalen on Odin’s Day, November 
20th, to read Helgakviða Hundingsbana I”. The note, which does seem 
to be in Lewis’s handwriting, appears to be an invitation by him to 
the Coalbiters, Tolkien’s little Norse sagas reading club. Looking for 
years in which the 20th of November fell on a Wednesday, Professor 
Orchard dated it to 1929, and found corroborating evidence in the 
form of a letter by Lewis referring to a Coalbiters meeting on that 
day. The Exeter Librarian of the time, he said, let him keep it because 
it was “written in foreign”. He then closed his lecture with a few lines 
of Old English from Beowulf ’s funeral.
 Now, I’ve been going to Professor Orchard’s Beowulf 
lectures this term, and I feel I should mention that in the lecture the 
next morning, when comparing characters in Beowulf to those in a 
Norse saga, he looked at me and said “just for my Tolkien friend in 
the audience,” this character was also described as a Kólbitr, and then 
proceeded to explain what the Coalbiters club was and why they 
were called that. I felt special…
 The next lecture was by Dr Elizabeth Solopova of 
Brasenose, also a lecturer in the English department in mediaeval 
literature and the history of the book, an co-author with Stuart Lee 
of The Keys of Middle Earth, speaking on the subject “Tolkien and 
Names”. Now, I must confess that while the preceding section of 
this article was written a few days after the event, I then proceeded 
to foolishly forget about this article for about four months, and 
only remembered it now that the Miruvor submissions deadline 
approaches. I therefore apologise for any noticeable decline in the 
article’s quality hence noticeable, as I’m now working purely from my 
rather illegible and disjointed notes from the lectures…
 Dr Solopova began her talk with a Tolkien quote: “To 
me a name comes first, the story later”, and with this launched into 
an examination of the roles of names in mythology and mediaeval 
literature.  Observing that in the Icelandic prose sagas, the place-
names and personal names are usually given with great precision 
even for minor characters and locations, that these works will give 
names even when strictly unnecessary for plot or story. Specifically 
mentioning that editions of such works often include genealogies, 
indices of personal and place names, even maps, she drew the obvious 
link with Tolkien’s work. Dr Solopova presented that our evaluation 
of the role of these details depends on our interpretation of the 
identity of these works –  ancient literature and Tolkien’s work. She 
suggests that the extent to which mythological tales were seen as 
history as well as (or instead of ) as fiction presents an explanation for 
the inclusion of such details –  they have intrinsic worth outside their 
contribution to the narrative since we’re learning about the world in 
that time and place, and this is what Tolkien was trying to carry out 
in his tales. In fact, she tells us that Tolkien once commented that 
some of his fans wrote to him as if his stories were real and he was 
misinterpreting them!
 Later in her talk, Dr Solopova pointed out many 
interesting examples of etymologies of Tolkien place-names and 
people-names, especially those of the Rohirrim, which, being 
rendered in Anglo-Saxon, were close to her specialism. For example, 
she drew our attention to the names of the royal house of Rohan – 

Théoden, Thengel, Théodwyn &c. – which alliterate, as did the names 
of Anglo-Saxon royals.
 I found that, as well as the talk itself, the questions from 
the audience after Dr Solopova’s talk raised many interesting 
points. One questioner, for example, pointed out the importance 
of nameless things in Tolkien’s work, giving the example of the 
Mouth of Sauron who has “forgotten his own name”, as well 
as the Ringwraiths –  for whom the loss of their names can be 
seen as showing how utterly they have given themselves up.  
 After Dr Solopova’s lecture (and a break for lunch), we 
heard briefly from Sir Rick Trainor, the Rector of Exeter College. He 
told us of an occasion when, as an undergraduate at Merton in the 
seventies, he once met Tolkien when invited into the SCR, but their 
only conversation was on the subject of the American elections at the 
time, on which the Rector gave predictions that turned out entirely 
false. The Rector (who is American) is thus a little disappointed that 
Tolkien’s only memory of him would be as the student who didn’t 
know the politics of his own country…
 Sir Rick was followed by a brief introduction from Dr 
Catherine Parker, the Tolkien Archivist at the Bodleian, from 
whom I would have liked to hear more. She introduced the third 
speaker of the day, John Garth, speaking on Tolkien’s inspirations 
in a lecture entitled “100 years on: how Tolkien came to the brink 
of Middle-Earth”. A specialist in Tolkien’s undergraduate years (he 
recently wrote a short volume entitled “Tolkien at Exeter College” to 
tie in with Exeter’s 700th Anniversary celebrations), Mr Garth took 
us chronologically through this phase of Tolkien’s life identifying 
particular inspirations and his creative process, while frequently 
diverting to show us interesting etymological links and short 
anecdotes. He began his talk by mentioning Crist II, the Anglo-
Saxon poem which inspired Tolkien’s first identifiable published 
Middle-Earth work, the poem The Voyage of Eärendil the Evening 
Star, which notably contains a reference to the character earendel. He 
used Exeter College’s records of Tolkien’s library borrowings during 
his time as an undergraduate to illustrate his interests during this 
period – among interesting observations were that during the first 
year of his degree, Tolkien borrowed only one Classics book! 
 Mr Garth discussed the Notion Club Papers, Tolkien’s 
abandoned time-travel novel featuring a fictionalised version of the 
Inklings, in which Tolkien’s analogue, one Alwin Arundel Lowdham, 
presents to the other members of the club his extraordinarily detailed 
dreams about Atlantis, Middle-Earth’s Númenor. In the name of 
this character, Mr Garth showed us that Alwin is a modernisation 
of Ælfwine (Elendil in Quenya), “elf-friend”, that is the name of 

Tolkien’s Anglo-Saxon traveller to Eressëa through whom the 
Silmarillion tales are first recounted. Arundel meanwhile is an 
Anglicisation of Eärendil – here and in many other cases Mr Garth 
showed us the etymological references and links that Tolkien’s works 
contain, illustrating in many cases Tolkien’s wish to, through his 
narratives, create a world that might have given rise to the divergent 
literary traditions he studied. All these small insights were framed by 
the narrative of Tolkien’s undergraduate life – we were told the story 
of his coming up to Oxford, his discovery of Finnish, the switch to 
studying Classics and his winning back of Edith soon after his 21st 
birthday. Several biographical were present that were less familiar 
to me – for example we learned about an experience briefly before 
Tolkien’s Mods in Classics, when one of his neighbours on his 
staircase shot himself in his room.
 After finishing relating the development of the character 
of Túrin drawing on those of Sigurd and Kullervo from Norse and 
Finnish traditions, Mr Garth ended his talk with Frodo’s words to 
activate Eärendil’s Light and the line from Cynewulf ’s Crist II that 
started it all: Aiya Eärendil elenion ancalima and eala earendel engla 
beorhtast – the one in Quenya, the other in Old English. 
 Speaking after Mr Garth was Edmund Weiner, the 
Deputy Chief Editor of the Oxford English Dictionary, Fellow of 
Kellogg College, and professional philologist, co-author of the book 
The Ring of Words – J.R.R. Tolkien and the Oxford English Dictionary. 
Mr Weiner’s talk illustrated Tolkien’s contributions to the OED and 
his use of language in his published works, focussing on three words: 
wan, dim, and pale. Tolkien’s contributions to the OED focussed on 
the letter W, and Mr Weiner was able to use as a source (and show us 
as a scan) Tolkien’s handwritten dictionary card for the word wan.
 Of Tolkien’s six meanings listed on the card, three were 
listed as extinct, and three in present use – the most recent as 
meaning faint, dull, pale, an older meaning pallid or sickly of a 
face, and one meaning dark or gloomy, specifically of the sea, this 
preserving a much older, more general Old English meaning. Mr 
Weiner identified the diminution of light as the common quantity 
linking the two seemingly contradictory meanings dark and pale – 
the development of the latter into the former would appear at first to 
be a reversal of meaning. We were shown that one of the examples 
Tolkien’s entry cites for the Old English meaning dark or gloomy, 
and which he identifies as usually used in an ominous sense, is from 
Grendel’s approach to Heorot in Beowulf, and yet Tolkien’s own 
recently-published Beowulf translation into modern English does 
not use wan here, nor in the four other places where it occurs in the 
Old English text. 
 Mr Weiner then investigated Tolkien’s use of these words 
in his fiction, giving us many fascinating example of their usage and 
occurrence. It seems that Tolkien used these three words almost 
twenty times as often as they commonly appeared  in English at the 
time. Mr Weiner noted to us that Tolkien frequently used wan in the 
Silmarillion, the Lay of Leithian, his translation of Pearl, and other 
works, while he preferred dim and pale in the Lord of the Rings. His 
analysis of the use of pale in the Lord of the Rings showed that it is 
used most commonly with light, sky, face, and eyes, and Mr Weiner 
here noted that Tolkien uses the word almost exclusively in ominous 
contexts – similar to the Old English meaning of wan, yet here the 
word is pale, corresponding to wan’s modern sense, not its older. 
However, an exception is in Lothlórien, where pale describes things 

that are good, including Galadriel. He analysed dim in the Book of 
Lost Tales, where notable instances include its use describing the 
magic of Valinor and the fading of the Elves – in both of these cases 
and in many others, the word is used with a sense of vanishing past 
lordliness, yet in the Lord of the Rings, dim is used almost exclusively 
to describe the gloom of Mordor, with other words, such as grey, 
being used to achieve this “distancing of Faerie”. The linking concept 
between the meanings of wan, of diminution of light, connects much 
of Tolkien’s use of these three words. After showing us many more 
such subtle links, Mr Weiner’s talk concluded, having demonstrated 
that Tolkien’s use of these three words illustrates his general concept 
of his world as removed from us in time, as historically distant.
 Mr Weiner’s talk was the last lecture of the day, the 
rest of which was dedicated to the BBC’s 1968 Tolkien in Oxford 
documentary, recently restored, which was shown after a brief 
introduction by Dr Stuart Lee of Merton College and the English 
Faculty, Lecturer in Old English, co-author with Dr Solopova of The 
Keys of Middle Earth, and editor of the Blackwell Companion to J.R.R. 
Tolkien.
 The documentary itself (available online at http://www.
bbc.co.uk/archive/writers/12237.shtml) is an extended interview 
with Tolkien in various locations around Oxford, on the subject of 
The Lord of the Rings and The Hobbit, interspersed with sometimes-
amusing short clips of students of the time giving their views on 
Tolkien’s works. The whole documentary is available on the internet, 
and I won’t summarise it here, except to say that it is extremely 
interesting as a source for Tolkien’s views on his own work. Here I give 
some of the more amusing quotes from it. One sixties student, on the 
hobbits’ lifestyle in the Shire, commented “I’ve never seen anything 
more bourgeois in my life!”. Another, after declaring that the Lord of 
the Rings is about the oppression of the proletarian masses, namely 
the Orcs, admits that he hasn’t actually read the book. Tolkien, 
commenting on his popularity, says “North America has always been 
more easily excited than England”. After reciting the One Ring 
poem in the Black Speech, Tolkien declares “I invented that in the 
bath, I remember”... “I got it right and thought ‘all right, that will 
do’ and jumped out”. We get a glimpse of an early OUSFG, one 
of whom comments “It’s always fun meeting another fan who gets 
your references. The obscurer the reference the better the pleasure”. 
Tolkien at one point notes that he’s always been fascinated by trees, 
and that he’d “like to make contact with a tree and see what it had to 
say”, before, on a less humorous note, declaring that the Lord of the 
Rings, like all stories, “is about death”.
 After the film, Dr Lee interviewed Leslie Megahey, the 
documentary’s director, who was a radio and TV writer, director 
and producer at the BBC for decades, and Tolkien in Oxford was his 
first film (The interview has been put on the University’s website 
at http://podcasts.ox.ac.uk/tolkien-oxford-bbc-1968). One of Mr 
Megahey told us many interesting stories about the making of the 
documentary, including how Tolkien later said of him that he was a 
“very nice, very young man, equipped with some intelligent insight”, 
and that though his comment on the film itself was that he didn’t like 
it at all, he did invite the young Mr Megahey to come back to have a 
drink with him in Oxford sometime.
 As well as coming for his interview, Mr Megahey had 
brought with him some previously unseen film footage, cut from the 
final version, as well as the typescripts of every take and interview 

Merton College (photo from our Tolkien’s Oxford site)
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with Tolkien – another previously unseen priceless resource which 
he entrusted to Dr Lee, who may publish them at some time in the 
future. The day ended with the showing of the extra segments of 
film, which included a great many interesting comments by Tolkien. 
Tolkien mentions that “everyone make errors in my mythology” – 
citing the Valar’s taking the elves to Valinor in the hope of protecting 
them as a critical error. In a less serious section, on the subject of the 
taste of bacon, he comments that it is as if “pigs had a divine destiny 
to be used as bacon”, such is the taste.
 As the day came to a close, the last comment, from the 
Professor himself speaking through the years through yet more 
previously unseen footage, was on the subject of language itself. He 

notes that it is unfortunate how little people know of language, in that 
most consider it only verbal communication, when in fact, language is 
the passing of any information from human to human. He specifically 
mentions that lighting candles and genuflecting are both examples of 
language. Now, it seems to me that if not only words, but any gesture 
that transfers meaning is language, then stories most certainly are, 
and as vehicles of transferring so much meaning, indeed they are one 
of its highest forms. Then it is certain that Tolkien, not only through 
his academic work, but also through his fiction, has phenomenally 
contributed to our English language that was such a large part of his 
life.

Early Memories

 One of the things I remember from our first meeting was 
trying to decide what to call ourselves. “Ancalagon” was one of the first 
suggestions “because we’re not nice people.” (Thankfully, cooler heads 
prevailed.) I remember lots of punting on the Cherwell and lots of 
role-playing into the wee hours, but most of all lots of friendship - we 
still keep in touch with one another after all these years. Let there be 
no Breaking of the Fellowship. Take care, all.

Chris Seeman Founding Member

Has it been a quarter of a century already??? I guess that 
makes us original Taruithorners quite ancient - dare I say “well-
preserved.” 1989-1990 was most definitely a year to remember. 
Yankee exchange student/Middle-earth enthusiast arrives in 
Oxford and discovers to his amazement that there is no active 
smile in the heart of Tolkiendom. This cannot be borne! And so 
Taruithorn was born somewhere in the depths of Christ Church.

i

Taruithorn songbook
We have a long tradition of filking in the Society, and here I’ve included some more recent than the last revision of the songbook

Erebor
(Tune: On My Own from Les Misérables)

Martha Buckley, Hebe Stanton and Amrit Sidhu-Brar
 

Erebor, 
The mountain is a-burning; 

Erebor, 
Our gold has all been stolen; 

Without it 
Our world can’t go on turning, 

For there can be no happiness without our hoarded gold.
 

Erebor,
that dragon took our happiness

Erebor,
That Smaug, he is a bastard.

I suppose
We survived with our families,

But if he’d tak’n our children then at least we’d have our gold!
 

The dragon, 
we will return to kill him 

The dragon, 
He has destroyed our haircuts. 

We’ll kill him, 
And throw him from our mountain,

that oath that Fëanor swore will be nothing next to ours!
 

The dragon, 
The dragon, 
The dragon,

he’s taken all our gold!

The Leaving of Valinor Rag
(Tune: The Vatican Rag by Tom Lehrer) 

Owen Cotton-Barratt and others

Morgoth smashed our lamps with ease 
 So we got some magic trees 

 Their wond’rous light we must instil 
 In Silmaril, Silmaril, Silmaril. 

 
 But then came Ungoliant 

 She sucked their nectar – down it went! 
 Things they then got really bad: Fëanor he lost his dad 

 The leavin’ of Valinor Rag! 
 

 Be friend or foe or seed defiled 
 Of Morgoth Bauglir, mortal child 
 In after days on earth shall dwell 
 No law nor love nor league of hell 

 Not might of gods, not moveless fate 
 Shall him defend from wrath or hate 

 6-5-4-3 
 Time to slay the Teleri 

 
 Valinor will not be missed 

 We seven sons are mighty pissed 
 We seek with implacable will 

 Our Silmaril, Silmaril, Silmaril 
 

 The boats are burned to tindersticks 
 The seven sons now number six 

 Melian the Maia – let’s go and say hiya 
 We’re the sons of Fëanor– 

 Accompaniment by Maglor 
 

 Was he a felon or 
 simply just tellin’ your 

 Leavin’ of Valinor Rag!

Gold, glorious gold
(Tune: Food, glorious food from Oliver!)
Hebe Stanton and Amrit Sidhu-Brar

 
Gold, glorious gold
Gold, glorious gold,

there’s nothing quite like it.
Gold, glorious, gold, 

you can even take it to market
And if it gets stolen then
you can just mine more, 

it’s GOLD,
wonderful GOLD,

magical GOLD,
glorious GOLD

l

A Lament for Tolkien’s Tree
Morgan Feldman

 Through Oxford over stream and brook, under spire and stone
Blows a wind of somber thought for a pine long known. 

Twisted boughs and emerald crown long stood proud and tall
Through many storms and winter frosts until they came to fall. 

A trunk not white and regal, nor leaves of silver and gold, 
Beneath its sturdy branches, many a story were told. 
A dismal day has come at last to fell this mighty tree

whose branches spanned from middle-earth to our own history.

Yet as all woods must end at last
elven trees too must pass
from sight to memory.

d
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Song of the Dwarves of Moria
(Tune: Do you hear the people sing? from Les Misérables)

Martha Buckley
 

(CHORUS:) Do you hear the dwarf-smiths sing? 
Singing the songs they learned of old. 

This is the music of a people 
Who are quite obsessed with GOLD. 

When the beating of our hearts 
Echoes the beating of the drums 

Then we know we’re about to die when the Balrog comes… 
 

Will you join our mining party 
Will you help us in our need? 

There’s a tonne of Mithril ore down there just waiting to be freed! 
We’ll mine and we’ll dig and we’ll die for insatiable greeeeeeeeed!

CHORUS

The Moria Song
(Tune: Ding! Dong! Merrily on high)

Various Society members at the 2009 Moria banquet
 

Drum-drum-drumming in the deep,
the Orcs are getting nearer.

Drum-drum-drumming in the deep
the Cave Troll ’s getting clearer

Mo-ooooo-ooooo-ooooo-oooo-ooooo-oria
Balrogs ate our children!

GANDALF: Aragorn!
To claim the kingship is his destiny.

He shall restore the ancient monarchy;
Isildur’s Heir shall soon return,

the Steward’s pyre, it then shall burn
Aragorn!

 
ARAGORN: I must be King, Lord Elrond says.

For Arwen’s hand to be permitted
 

GANDALF: Aragorn!
 

ARAGORN & ARWEN: As Beren and his Lúthien,
Our mixed-race love shall be committed

 
ÉOWYN: One more day all by my self

 
ARAGORN & ARWEN: A mortal fate we now shall share

 
ÉOWYN: One more day in Arwen’s shadow

 
ARAGORN & ARWEN: I was born to be with you.

 
ÉOWYN: How I hate that stupid elf

 
ARAGORN & ARWEN The Kingdom shall be made anew

 
ÉOWYN: She stole Aragorn from me!

FARAMIR: One more day before the storm

Aragorn!
(Tune: One Day More from Les Misérables)

Hebe Stanton, Phil Bone and Amrit Sidhu-Brar

DENETHOR: You’re not as good as Boromir

FARAMIR: I will ride out for you, my father

BOROMIR: Dad, be nice to Faramir...

FARAMIR: Our white city shall not fall

PIPPIN: Then we’ll celebrate with beer!

FARAMIR: Will my father then love me?

ALL: The time is now, the day is here:

GANDALF: Aragorn!

WITCH-KING: Sauron’s victory is assurèd
For no man can murder me,
The white city chall be razèd

Gondor’s remnants then shall flee!

GOLLUM: Watch ‘em run to her,
Rummage through the bones,

We’ll take the Precious, it will be for us alone.
Nasty hobbitses,

One of them is fat,

ALL: One day to a new beginning

The other is a Baggins,
SMEAGOL: but he can’t help that!

GIMLI & LEGOLAS: The free peoples shall unite

ALL EXCEPT DENETHOR: Aragorn shall be our King

DENETHOR: No, no Ranger shall be King

ALL EXCEPT DENETHOR: We don’t like you, you’re a Steward,
you are not the rightful King
Aragorn shall be our King!

WITCH-KING:
The Dark Lord will be victorious,

|
|
|

Th’age of darkness shall return,
|
|

I will crush this upstart princeling,
|
|

he will suffer untold pain.
|
|

Sauron’s victory is assurèd
|
|

For no man can murder me,
|
|
|
|

The white city shall be razèd
|

Tomorrow we must find a way

ARAGORN: Isildur’s Heir shall fight with you_____
GANDALF: Aragorn!

GOLLUM:
Nasty hobbitses,

|
|
|

One of them is fat,
|
|

Watch ‘em run to her
|
|

Rummage through the bones
|
|

The precious shall be ours,
We shall have the Ring,

|
We’ll take the Precious,
it will be for us alone

GANDALF:
Tomorrow we must win the day
Tomorrow we must find a way

ARAGORN/ARWEN:

ÉOWYN:
How I hate that stupid elf

GANDALF:
Aragorn!

ARAGORN/ARWEN:
As Beren and his Lúthien,

ÉOWYN:
You stole Aragorn from me!

ARAGORN & ARWEN:
Our mixed-race love shall be committed

{        } must be King, {                       } saysI
You

Lord Elrond
My Father

ARAGORN/ARWEN:

For {         } hand to be permitted
your
my

ALL:
Tomorrow we’ll discover if the monarchy can be restored,

Aragorn.

Aragorn.

Aragorn________!
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Peter Jackson’s The Battle of the Five Armies:
A Review

Well, Dáin’s lot does. Thorin and Thranduil both require convincing. 
Following this, the rest of the film is one long battle scene, with 
occasional interludes of Touching Farewell and Defying The Laws 
Of Physics, Also Common Sense.  

Possibly putting the emphasis on each individual army 
and set of fighters in turn makes each new set-piece feel rather 
more exciting and meaningful, as it intersperses did-you-see-that 
“awesome” moments  with the utterly ridiculous. One of my favourite 
things about the Hobbit trilogy is the gleeful sense of fun, epic is 
undercut by campiness in a way that simply wouldn’t have worked 
(and didn’t work, when it was tried) within the scope of its parent 
trilogy. So: bring me your party kings, bring me your improbable 
animal mounts, armies of “evil bats, created for one purpose” and 
bring me even your gravity-defying Legolas running up a video-game 
bridge. I welcome them all, as a refreshing silly visit to Middle-Earth, 
that does not need to – and should not – attempt the grandeur of 
Lord of the Rings or the Silmarillion.

Perhaps my main complaint is the extent to which 
Bilbo feels marginalised. In a film where everything is over the top, 
the understated approach to his character arc, comprising mainly 
moments of quiet doubt and resolution gets drowned out by the 
bombast surrounding him. He is a passenger in what should be 
his own story. Alfrid the Utterly Inexplicable gets more screentime 
than our hero. I would have liked to see more of Bilbo the strategist, 
the riddler who manages to negotiate his way through impossible 
situations to save himself and his friends. Bilbo killing orcs is rather 
less interesting in an entire film of people killing orcs.

Something closer to Bard’s character arc might have 
been possible. Bard’s growth was very well done, showing him as an 
“ordinary” hero, battling self-doubt and quiet desperation, but lead 
by an innate nobility and determination to do the best he can for 
everyone. As Bard, to some extent, replaces Bilbo as Everyman hero, I 
do rather like the choice to reverse his and Thranduil’s attitudes to the 
dwarves, as aggressor and peacemaker respectively. Having the man 
who has just lost his home to the dragon trying urgently to prevent 
further bloodshed is very satisfying to watch, while Thranduil’s choice 
to start a war feels highly un-Tolkienian, but entirely in keeping with 
the Mirkwood off the films.

What, exactly, is the point of Alfrid? His humorous 
attempts to escape Esgaroth with lots of gold are given more 
screentime than any other protagonist, and I don’t understand why. 
Thematically, he adds little to the story. Purists may gripe at Tauriel’s 
presence, but she is made to work remarkably hard to justify her 

Five armies (and a small but strategically-placed 
airforce): The battle of the setpieces

Legolas: These bats were bred for one purpose...for war!

I am perhaps in the minority of Taruithorndrim  as someone 
who genuinely enjoys the Hobbit films. For all that I’d like to 
take an editing-machete to much of Desolation (just chop off 
the last half-hour, perhaps…) I like many of the thematic and 
practical changes from the book and from the Lord of the Rings 
films. Which is not to say that they are not also utterly ridiculous. 

Battle of the Five Armies is certainly my favourite of the 
three. For all that I was utterly dreading the prospect of an entire film 
of fight scenes, some miracle of pacing made the jumps from battle 
scene to battle scene to ominous war-bats actually rather fun, even to 
somebody not sold on this whole nonstop-action, endless-massed-
orcs concept. 

The film begins with Our Heroes escaping the burning 
devastation Smaug is bringing to Laketown. Bard quickly but 
emotively dispatches the dragon, using his son as part of his bow, 
and the dragon falls, straight into the film’s title card. Poor Smaug. 
Reduced to a prologue. 

Bard then leads the refugees or Laketown to safety, 
and Kili and Tauriel try flirting in elvish, before saying a touching 
goodbye. Meanwhile, back at the Mountain, Thorin’s goldsickness 
is growing, and he is demanding Stop And Search powers over his 
thirteen subjects, in case one of the should happen to have picked up 
the Arkenstone and not mentioned it. Which, to be fair, one of them 
has. Thranduil comes to town, with a large and eerily synchronised 
army, and gets to play good neighbour bringing supplies to the 
Laketown refugees, before demanding from the dwarves a particular 
necklace of white gems, though we will have to wait to the Extended 
Edition to find out why. 

Bard tries to prevent his two adjoining neighbours from 
declaring war on one another. Meanwhile, Gandalf is being rescued 
from some nasty Nazgûl by the combined powers of the White Council 
(which mainly boil down to Galadriel glowing at Sauron, while the 
other Council members stand around looking vaguely supportive). 
Meanwhile meanwhile, Legolas and Tauriel have travelled to Mount 
Gundabad and back for the sole purpose of reporting an army of evil 
bats. After this, Dáin Connolly Ironfoot arrives, riding a giant pig, 
and the elves and dwarves almost fight before noting the giant orc 
army on the horizon and wheeling their battle lines around sharpish. 

Eleanor Simmons Secretary 2009-10, Publicity Officer 2013-15
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Fire and Water (artwork on facing page)

Claire Wilkinson Treasurer 2010-12, Magazine Editor 2013-15
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existence. Not only does she serve the important purpose of being 
prominent while female, Tauriel is used for various thematic and 
plot-driving purposes, providing an alternative Mirkwood foreign 
policy perspective, a partial bridging between elves and dwarves, and 
another voice in Bard and Bilbo’s unpopular let’s-not-kill-everybody-
please camp of opinion.  By contrast, Alfrid adds comic relief. Badly. 

The Kili-Tauriel romance is one of the most divisive 
aspects of an incredibly divisive film. I feel it works - out of context, 
it is sweet and demonstrates how the younger of both races have 
the capacity to see beyond their elders’ prejudices and effect a 
partial reconciliation. In the context of the Legendarium, and elf-
dwarf friendships in particular, it also works - something “real”, 
but unfulfilled and uncertain, the Aegnor and Andreth to Legolas 
and Gimli’s Beren and Luthien. It prefigures the greater friendship 
between Legolas and Gimli without supplanting their importance as 
the successful, post-Sauron example of cross-species reconciliation 
and love. 

And then, of course, we have Thranduil. Oh, Thranduil. 
Best beloved isolationist party king, if I am a little sad to lose your 
brief but poignant display of gracious Sindar  dignity in the book 
(“Long will I tarry ere I begin this war for gold” shifting to “You 
started this Mithrandir… you’ll forgive me if I finish it.”) I have the 
consolation of the film’s remote, alien and utterly fabulous Elvenking 
who, it would seem, makes his warriors drill for hours to fight in 
perfect unison just so that he can barge through them to make a 
dramatic entrance. (As you do, with your large standing army in 
the middle of spider-infested woodland...) Thranduil’s inhuman 
pride and faint air of boredom somehow make him one of the most 
convincingly Elvish characters in Peter Jackson’s work - if not quite 
Tolkien’s Elves as we usually see them, something more mercurial, 
combining the elegant marvels of the court of Doriath with the 
wildness of Faerie and the untamed woods. 

Silliness interspersed with moments of fleeting richness 
and beauty is a very reasonable stylistic choice, given the source 
material – but it is true that the filmmakers struggle to find a balance, 
leading to the bloated unevenness of the films as a whole. Battle 

mostly manages to avoid this fate,  but it has its own problems with 
the balance of the two aspects.

 At times, it puts me in mind of a tour through the world 
of Diana Wynne Jones’ Tough Guide to Fantasyland  - a guidebook 
written for the benefit of tourists on a highly structured Quest, with 
helpful notes on the ubiquitous eating of Stew and the Reek of 
WrongnessTM that accompanies Fell CreaturesTM such as evil avians. 
Of course, the Fantasyland in question is an entire world which has 
been repurposed as a theme park and forced to fit itself into narrow, 
Tolkien-inspired parameters. Jones is making a point about the 
shallowness of worldbuilding that simply ticks off tropes, and I can’t 
help but feel that the same principle is what makes Jackson’s Battle 
ultimately unsatisfying to me. Billy Connelly riding a pig and Alfrid 
cross-dressing to escape a battle are striking enough images, but it 
gives the world an artificial feel, as though a shallow Fantasyland has 
been imposed over the top of a complex world, forcing it to move 
from set-piece to set-piece. Scenes like the slow killings of Azog and 
Thorin, (Surprise! The orc is not dead yet! Who could have guessed?) 
feel fundamentally unreal, and cheapen the highly successful emotive 
moments that surround them. This is only reinforced by the use of 
weapons that can be swung around like LARP kit, and battle tactics 
that, though they may look incredible, are in fact literally incredible. 

This is perhaps an overly harsh judgement, for I did 
enjoy the film very much. The acting is excellent, on all sides, and the 
emotional journeys, feel true - I will freely admit to sobbing my way 
through Bilbo and Thorin’s final goodbye. The action is remarkably 
engaging, the additions to the story (mostly) make sense … but all 
the same, I cannot bring myself to believe in the world it depicts.

If this review appears at times contradictory, in what I 
liked and disliked, it reflects the enthusiasm coupled with ambivalence 
I feel towards the film project as a whole. When discussing it with 
friends, any given scene would have at least two people claim that 
it was beautiful and moving, and several more that it had been so 
unbelievable to jolt them out of the film. For many things, I find 
myself in both camps at once, appreciating the story without ever 
really being able to believe in it.

A Tolkien calendar – Part 3:  Previous attempts 
to date the War of the Ring
Joseph Bartram President 2014-present

Since the publication of the Lord of the Rings, many 
different authors have speculated about the timing of the events 
concerned, of which I am only the most recent.  Having examined 
as many of these as I could find, I’ve seen many different methods 
employed, most of which can be discarded without consideration, 
truth be told.  Still, a few are sufficiently interesting that they bear 
mention, before I move on to my own analysis, and those will be 
the focus of this article.  

 A few authors have attempted to calibrate the timing of the 
events described in the Lord of the Rings using the detailed information 
provided on the positions of the stars and moon.  I believe that such 

an analysis was actually published in Mensa at one point (which placed 
the War of the Ring TA3018-3019 in 1935-36CE), though I have 
been unable to track the original down (if anyone feels like doing so, 
the article is Donald O’Brien - A Chronological Study of the Phases of 
the Moon in LOTR in Beyond Bree - Newsletter of American Mensa 
Tolkien Special Interest Group December 1988).  However, whatever 
analyses one might apply, it seems Tolkien’s vision did not extend that 
far, for he had the following to say on the subject:

 “The moons and suns are worked out according to what they 
were in this part of the world [i.e. England or thereabouts] in 1942 
actually.... I mean I’m not a good enough mathematician or astronomer 
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to work out where they might have been 7,000 or 8,000 years ago, but 
as long as they correspond to some real configuration I thought that was 
good enough.” (HoME XII: Part 1, Chapter VIII)

 
 This excerpt itself provides a clue of course, but we have 
already discussed in in the previous article, so I won’t give it any more 
attention here.  As far as I am aware, there have been only a couple 
of other serious attempt at dating the events of the War of the Ring 
with respect to the current Gregorian calendar.  One is a brief but well-
researched blog post by Michael Martinez, which uses the brief sop 
thrown us by Tolkien (the 6000 years estimate from letter #211) to put 
the end of the Third Age at 4042BCE, and makes use of the prophesy 
of Eldarion to calculate the duration of the Fourth.  I’d recommend 
reading the original for a full justification, but that is the gist of it.   
 Another more long-winded attempt was made by Tony 
Steele and published in the 42nd edition of Mallorn (August 2004), 
the Tolkien Society’s annual scholarly journal (thanks to Amrit Sidhu-
Brar for sending me this, among others).  Steele’s central thesis is 
that Tolkien was inspired by a system of occult “philosophy” known 
as theosophy.  While more-or-less extinct since its heyday in the late 
1800s, theosophy was a major influence for “New Age” philosophies.  It 
drew principally from various forms of eastern mysticism, but honestly 
it picked up odd bits of conceptual rubbish like flypaper.  Think ancient 
wisdom of the Tibetan masters, astral bells, hollow Earth theories and 
a slightly worrying preoccupation with dolphins.  Not the sort of thing 
we might expect the good Professor – a committed Roman Catholic 
– to take an interest in.  I honestly can’t find any evidence for Steele’s 
assertion that Tolkien had an interest in Theosophy or the occult – 
there is no mention of Theosophy in any of the Letters, in the History 
of Middle-Earth series, in the Unfinished Tales, nowhere in authorised 
biography of the Professor (Humphrey Carpenter’s J.R.R. Tolkien: a 
Biography), in John Garth’s Tolkien and the Great War, or in either of 
the major works on the Inklings (Humphrey Carpenter’s The Inklings or 
Colin Duriez’s The Inklings Handbook).  
 Still, the argument Steele puts forth is worth considering in 
itself.  Steele’s major piece of evidence for his assertion is that that is 
an interesting congruence between certain known dates in the Middle-
Earth chronology and our own.  Specifically, the interval between 
the destruction of Beleriand at the end of the First age is separated 
from the beginning of the Fourth Age by a period of 6462 years 
[sic].  Intriguingly, in the Theosophic tradition the sinking of Atlantis 
occurred the same 6462 years before the beginning of the Kali Yuga, the 
fourth age in the Vedic Yuga cycle.  Steele thus assigns the dates of the 
latter two “real world” events to the former two events in the Middle-
Earth chronology – specifically 9654BCE and 3102BCE respectively.  
 The numerical coincidence, and the fact that in both cases the 
earlier event was the sinking of a continent and the later the beginning 
of a “fourth age” is quite convincing, at first glance.  However, I find 
some issues with interpretation.  Firstly, the estimate of the amount 
of time elapsed between these events is simply off.  Steele puts the 
destruction of Beleriand at the very end of the First Age, or YS590 (as 
given in The War of The Jewels, in HoME XI).  However, the destruction 
of Beleriand was definitively dated as at or before YS587, which throws 
Steele’s estimate off by three or more years.  If one also factors in Steele’s 

iffy-ness regarding the length of the Third Age – disregarding several 
months – the congruence in duration increasingly starts to look like 
wishful thinking.  
 All of this is to say nothing of the fact that Steele has 
plucked these two dates in Theosophic tradition somewhat at random, 
as they have no special association even within the bizarre system that 
is Theosophy.  Indeed, the two concepts come from completely different 
sources; Atlantis being derived from the writings of Plato and the Kali 
Yuga from the Indian Scriptures.   Thus, he commits the cardinal sin of 
cherry-picking evidence.  Of course, Atlantis was an important source 
for Tolkien, and he did indeed write it into the world of Arda – but 
his metaphorical Atlantis was not Beleriand but Númenor, which 
foundered at the end of the Second Age, not the first1.  In short, I find 
Steele’s assumptions to be deeply flawed, and am loath to trust all that 
follows. 
 That said, it is worth discussing the methodology used by 
Steele, as it will become relevant later.  In essence, having calibrated 
the beginning of the fourth age and hence total time elapsed, Steele 
assigns the dates for the end of the later Ages to events he judges to 
be significant.  This is based on an entirely valid observation that the 
slow turn of Ages in Middle-Earth tended to be marked by events of 
great significance.  While I accept the principle of this approach (as 
I’ll discuss in my final article), the main problem I have with Steele’s 
conclusions is his rather haphazard selection criteria, which lack all 
rhyme and reason.  So we have the start of the Fourth Age calibrated 
by Theosophic superstition, the Fifth Age matching Hesiod’s Iron Age, 
the Sixth starting at an outdated estimate for the date of an obscure 
Roman Battle., and the Seventh matching the year of publication of 
the first two volumes of the LoTR.  Here follows a summary of both 
chronologies.

Tony Steele’s estimate:
1. First Age (Years of the Sun only): 10,153-9563 BC, 590 Sun 

Years
2. Second Age: 9563–6122 BC, 3441 Sun Years
3. Third Age: 6122–3102 BC, 3020 Sun Years 
4. Fourth Age: 3102–1103 BC, 1999 Sun Years (Start of Kali 

Yuga, according to some sources)
5. Fifth Age: 1103 BC–445 AD, 1547 Sun (start of the Iron 

Age according to St. Jerome and also colonization of Britain 
by Brutus of Troy according to Geoffrey of Monmouth)

6. Sixth Age: 445–1954 AD, 1509 Sun Years (sometime about 
the Battle of Catalaunian Plains)

7. Seventh Age: 1954–? (post-WW2, publishing of Fellowship/
Two Towers)

 
Michael Martinez’s estimate:

1. First Age: 11,094 BCE – 10,504 BCE, 590 Sun years
2. Second Age: 10,504 BCE – 7,063 BCE, 3441 Sun Years
3. Third Age: 7,063 BCE – 4,042 BCE, 3021 Sun Years
4. Fourth Age: 4,042 BCE – 1,542 BCE, 3000 Sun Years 

(duration based on prophesy of Eldarion)
5. Fifth Age: 1,542 BCE – ? 
6. Sixth Age: ? – 1945 CE 

1 As accounted in the Akallabêth, after the foundering of Westernesse the surviving Dunedain no longer referred to their lost homeland by the old 
Quenya name, and instead called it the Downfallen, or Akallabêth in Adûnaic.  If one translates Akallabêth to Quenya, it becomes Atalantë.
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7. Seventh Age: 1945–? (end of WW2)
 
 I should also say that if you haven’t heard of all of these events 
you are to be forgiven – especially in the case of Steele’s chronology, I 
had to look up most of the events myself (readers of history are exempt 
from this forgiveness).  Unfortunately, I confess I haven’t been able to 
find major issue with any of the dates given by Steele for the latter 
Ages, aside from the fact of course that two are entirely ahistorical.  
Having made it this far, I feel the amount of time spent wading through 
ahistorical ramblings warrants presenting my predecessors’ conclusions 
properly.  So, for you my dear readers I present a visual comparison 
of the Ages as calculated by both Martinez and Steele. [unfortunately 
this figure could not be included in this printed edition of this article – 
Editor]
 It’s interesting that both chronologies, despite using quite 
different information and methodologies have converged on quite 
similar results.  Whether or not this is significant I cannot say – it 
may simply be an artefact imposed by using similar estimates for the 
total time elapsed, and an assumption of ages of comparable length.  
Of the two, I much prefer the tentative and more canon-dependent 

chronology generated by Martinez, despite the lack of information for 
some dates.  In the article itself (which I still recommend) he exhibits 
what I might call a more appropriate attitude – he accepts that this is 
(ultimately) a futile endeavour, and is most likely contrary to the intent 
of the legendarium as a piece of work, but that it makes an interesting 
intellectual exercise.  Steele’s by contrast seems a little too certain of 
itself.  
 That then concludes my extended rant on previous 
chronologies for the years after the Third Age of Middle-Earth.  
Hopefully, by this point a picture is beginning to emerge of my views on 
the matter.  I’m hoping to wrap all of that up in my final article, which 
will essentially run as a long (and admittedly overdue) justification for 
why I have adopted the calendar I outlined in my first article, and why 
I’ve attempted to foist it on Taruithorn.

Links to articles:
 The blog of Michael Martinez: http://middle-earth.xenite.
org/2013/09/23/when-did-the-third-age-end-in-our-calendar/
 3 Rings, the website of the Elendili, which hosts a copy of 
Tony Steele’s article: http://3rings.webs.com/chronology

Bilbo Baggins’ bequest labels
Hebe Stanton and Amrit Sidhu-Brar

To TARQUIN, in the hope that his life is improved. - on a hatstand

To MELODY GOODENOUGH, for the amusement of her parents.  - on a mouth organ

To ELPHANORA BRANDYBUCK, for the nourishment of her greatest friends. - on a marrowbone1

For PRISCILLA BRACEGIRDLE, in the hopes that it is edifying. - on a copy of Toby Tobold the 
Third’s On Wooing

To TERENCE SADDLEBOTTOM, in recognition of ten years of impeccable service. - on a leather 
satchel and three pouches of Old Toby2

To FARMER MAGGOT of THE MARISH, in recompense for many fine dinners. - on a bundle of 
dried mushrooms

To MARIGOLD TOOK, for its instructive qualities. - on a small golden pocket-watch.

For HANNA GREENHAND, to fill empty spaces. - on an assortment of small and usually worthless 
articles3

To PENELOPE, for her comfort - on a pair of earmuffs and a assortment of embroidered shawls, 
gloves and scarves.

To FOLCO OAKSEED, for his collection – on a pouch of old coins4

1 Elphanora was inordinately fond of her dogs

2 Terence Saddlebottom was Hobbiton’s most 

diligent postal worker; the sound of his whistling 

at 7:15 am sharp had woken the tenants of Bagshot 

Row for well over a decade.

3 Hanna Greenhand was one of the primary 

collectors of mathoms in the Shire; her home 

was unusually cluttered even by hobbit standards, 

making visits perilous for the unsuspecting guest.

4 Folco was notoriously tight-fisted.

Researches in the Bodleian Library have recently unearthed previously undocumented examples of Bilbo Baggins’ famously passive-
aggressive gift labels dating from the time of his Eleventy-First Birthday Party (1401 Shire-reckoning). Despite our imperfect command of 
the Westron tongue, we have here attempted to present English renderings of some of the more facetious examples.
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Arda’s worst fathers

Few of Tolkien’s heroes can be said to have “daddy 
issues” - certainly not to the overwhelming extent the trope comes 
up in later books and films. Faramir (and arguably Sam) are the 
only ones who explicitly struggle for their fathers’ good opinion, 
while Peter Jackson’s Aragorn worries incessantly about making 
the mistakes of his forebears. A multitude of characters suffer 
from dead or absent fathers , such that it sometimes becomes 
easier to count how many protagonists do not lost their fathers 
at a young age. Biographical critics take note - though you may 
not go as far as Raymond Edwards in asserting that “The Fall of 
Arthur” actually half-refers to Arthur Tolkien’s untimely death, it 
is certainly true that mothers take a much more active role in the 
upbringing of Arda’s heroes. 

But who among the neglectful, critical or pyromanical 
father figures can be said to be The Absolute Worst? 

Elrond
I wonder what lessons Elrond learned from Thingol’s 

example when setting his own conditions for Aragorn and Arwen? 
“Don’t set impossible conditions, just really, really difficult ones”, 
perhaps? In any case, Elrond does alright by his children, none of 
whom turn out particularly murderous.
  Bad daddy rating: 0/10 flaming sons.

 Eärendil
  Eärendil spent years journeying on the sea looking for 

his own parents, while his young family waited for his return, but 
in fairness, he did then bring light and  hope to the entire world. I 
think we can cut him some slack for not being around to watch his 
children grow up.

Bad daddy rating 1/10 

Gil-galad’s father
It is appropriate, given that the last High King of the Noldor’s 

name simply means “Scion of Kings”, that there is no shortage of 
royals apparently desperate to escape parental responsibility. Fingon, 
Orodreth,  Finrod Felagund and an anonymous son of Fëanor were 
all fingered by Tolkien as possible candidates at one time or another. 
Who knows, perhaps with more stable parenting, he wouldn’t have 
gone and got himself killed on the slopes of Mount Doom?

Bad daddy rating: 3/10 for abandonment.

Gaffer Gamgee
“Nowt but a ninnyhammer”, likely to “come to a bad end” 

and “When ever you open your big mouth you put your foot in it”; 
we never hear of the Gaffer having a kind word for his son. And it 
certainly impacts on Sam’s self-confidence, for whenever he makes 
a mistake, he thinks of his father’s doubts and “hard names”.  But 
as demanding, strict and small-minded the Gaffer may be, he is 

clearly also an enormous positive influence on Sam. His folk wisdom 
is a large part of Sam’s moral compass, to say nothing of his “plain 
hobbit-sense”. 

Bad daddy rating: 4/10 flaming sons

Thingol 
“I married a woman of a different race who is countless 

years older and wiser than me, but that was different!”; “As soon as 
Beren dies than we can all go back to becoming one happy family!”; 
“If I shut you in a treehouse than you will never be able to meet 
unsanctioned boys!”, Thingol does not come off well in the ‘sane and 
balanced father’ stakes. To his credit, he learns from his mistakes and 
not only accepts Beren as one of the family, but later raises Turin as 
his own son - an uphill struggle if ever there was one - declaring “I 
took Húrin’s son as my son, and so he shall remain, unless Húrin 
himself should return out of the shadows to claim his own”.

Bad daddy rating: 6/10

Fëanor
It isn’t easy being a father of seven. Though it does mean, 

whatever feuds you start with the rest of your family, you have 
seven people guaranteed to be on your side, even to the extent of 
swearing an oath damning their souls to eternal darkness. With the 
exception of said damnation, however, Feanor doesn’t seem to have 
been a bad father - I mean, he only burned his youngest son to death 
unintentionally, after all

Bad daddy rating: 8/10 flaming sons.

Denethor
You can’t stoop much lower than explicitly telling your son 

you wish he was dead, but Denethor succeeds in finding new depths 
deciding that the best expression of his love for Faramir is to set him 
on fire.  Even a stalwart Steward-defender such as myself can’t really 
find much to say for his parenting skills.

Bad daddy rating: 10/10 flaming sons. 

Eöl 
“I killed my wife, but I was aiming at my son” is not an 

excuse, Eol. Nor is anti-colonialist rhetoric a valid reason to threaten 
to imprison your child if he wants to meet his relatives. When you 
don’t even name your son until he is twelve years old, frankly, alarm 
bells should start ringing.  

In the over-possessive love stakes, feeling your child 
belongs to you and you have a right to kill him is, I think, our winner!

10/10 flaming (or posionned javelinned) sons.

Eleanor Simmons Secretary 2009-10, Publicity Officer 2013-15

l
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A selection of poetry

God left him sprawling, and surveyed his work:
Before him stretched as far as eye could see 

Some wilting clocks on rocks, some kosher pork 
Half-eaten on a plate, some cups of tea

 
Brewed à l ’anglaise, some houri virgins shy, 

Playing a game of hide and seek among 
Half-finished Roman arches, and some sly 
Investment bankers flying to Hong Kong.

I tell you, God was not amused that day. 
He stormed back to the house and thundered out, 
Thou fool! What meant thou by this child’s play? 

Durst thou my awesome will and power to flout?!

But Man was long since gone – he’d left a note 
Pinned to the table by a three-pronged fork, 

En route he’d nicked God’s many-coloured coat 
And in its place he set a crumbled cork.

God took that short note up with trembling hand, 
He had not seen its like in all his days. 

It merely said, with modesty, Dear Friend, 
I move, like you, in quite mysterious ways.

Anna Vaninskaya Miruvor Editor 2001-02, 2005-07, President 2004-05, Secretary 2003-04

One day God came to Man and said: 
Behold! 

You have the writer’s pen and painter’s brush, 
To people’s eyes and ears you can unfold 

New worlds I’d never thought of in my rush.

Your efforts are indeed worthy of praise, 
The name of Sub-creator you deserve, 

I think that you have earned a little raise: 
I’ll make you God and the results observe.

So Man went forth to ply his new-found trade… 
But it was lunchtime, he suppressed a yawn, 

And rested on the first day in the shade, 
Then made himself an awful rose of dawn.

He dabbled first in wars, and then in newts, 
He raised up mountains and cast down the hills, 
He harrowed hell and he gave speech to mutes, 

He tore up his great heap of unpaid bills.

So slipped a week by, God knocked on the door. 
And what have you been up to? He inquired. 
But Man was lying passed out on the floor, 

A Smirnoff in one hand. The chap was tired!

Baker’s Dozen

Above you spins the stony vault, 
Below the stair is lost to sight. 
No one is here to speak a word, 

No one to make the burden light.

Only the unknown craftsman’s face 
Dispersed through every leaf and flower 

Of that accursèd balustrade 
In this eternal marbled tower.

Hard grows the leaf on marbled tree. 
Still hangs the bird upon the air. 

Smooth to the shrinking mortal touch 
Seems the high rail of that broad stair.

Fretted and filigreed it curves, 
Its carven beasts stare down amazed 
As you climb up the tall, worn steps, 

As you turn back – dizzied and dazed.

Hades

d Gildas at the Ford (A Fragment)

So up he leapt to meet his foe.
He grasped his lance, slung on his bow,

And waiting stood upon the bank,
Casting a glance to either flank.

But dread Sir Gorn did not advance.
Young Gildas stared as if entranced,

And neither moved, and neither spoke.
No earthly sound the silence broke.

The sun was high when Gildas came
To Darren’s Ford. His horse was lame,
His lance askew, his shield was bent,

The last of his young strength was spent.

The sun was low when Gildas woke.
His horse was gone, his fire smoked,

He lay alone beneath the sky,
The pebbles of the Ford were dry.

And facing him across the Ford,
With helmet plumed and upraised sword,

He saw Sir Gorn. Sir Gorn saw him.
‘My end,’ thought Gildas, ‘will be grim.’

A Tolkien calendar – Part 4: My own estimate
Joseph Bartram President 2014-15

Well, it’s been a long road since I first set out on this absurd 
enterprise, and while I like to think I’ve kept my feet, I never 
would have imagined the places I was swept off to in the course 
of it.  Still, with few words spared in the pursuit of the enterprise, 
we can now finally begin to work out a chronology for the events 
after the end of the Third Age.  Of course, if you’ve read my first 
article, you’ll know I’ve already come up with an answer to this 
particular question, making that statement null and void.  Still, 
allow me the mercy of an indulgent rhetorical device.  

 Before we go further, lets recapitulate the canon information 
we’ve established to calibrate our dating.  From various sources, we 
know that in the region of 6000 to 8000 years have elapsed since 
the end of the Third Age.  We can further be reasonably certain that 
we have but recently entered the Seventh Age (circa 1958), and that 
the ages themselves have been “quickening”, since the Elder Days.  
Finally, thanks to the Prophecy of Eldarion, we know that the 
Fourth Age itself ought to have endured for a full 100 generations 
after the end of the reign of Eldarion, and so ought to have lasted 
about 2220, 2720 or 4220 years.  I previously postponed a decision 
regarding a definitive duration for this age, however here I will go 
out on a limb and state that it should be 2720 years.  Since we are 
dealing with prophesy here, I think traditional concept more likely 
than a biologically-realistic one, so I discount the 20 year value for a 
generation.  As for the Hebrew value, I discount it as it leads to an age 
grossly larger than any of the preceding ages, which strikes my mind 
as untidy.  
 While in the previous post I rejected the conclusions 
reached by Tony Steele in his article, his basic methodology for 
dating the later ages has a lot going for it.  Working within the 
approximate temporal framework given by Tolkien, Steele’s approach 
is to assign the remaining transitions to events of historic or symbolic 

significance.  Martinez does something similar, dating the end of the 
6th age to the end of World War Two, though he leaves the duration 
of the Fifth Age uncertain.  When combined with the more extensive 
canonical information I have available, this becomes quite a powerful 
method for ascertaining the lengths of all of the latter ages, and I 
follow it here.
 In the course of my research, I was kindly provided with 
a great many suggestions for dates to mark the transitions between 
the Ages by society members.  A few I rejected out of hand, but 
most went into the stirring pot.  At an early stage I assembled all 
of these that I had into a timeline, running from 2500BCE up until 
the present.  Interestingly, when assembled on a to-scale chronology, 
I found that the proposed dates clustered into a few loose groups 
– about 2400-2100BCE, 1100BCE, 1CE, and 1500-2000CE.  This 
might sound like quite a significant spread, but on paper the effect is 
marked.  I (belatedly) tidied up my original sketch into something 
legible to the eye unaccustomed to my abysmal handwriting, and 
have included it here as figure 1.  This done, I realised that there could 
only be a limited number of ways to fit four ages into this chronology, 
if I considered each cluster of events as a single approximate date.  
While exact dates would still have to be fitted, this let me consider a 
large (but manageable) number of hypothetical alternative timelines.
 Laying all the alternative scenarios out like this allowed 
me to quantify the approximate length of each Age under all the 
alternative scenarios, and from that calculate the length of the Fourth 
Age, assuming that 6000 or 7000 years had elapsed since the end of 
the Third Age.  This approach gave me two metrics to estimate the 
quality of a scenario.  Firstly, how well did the calculated length of the 
Fourth Age match the prediction derived from Eldarion’s prophesy?  
Secondly, how well did the chronology exhibit the “quickening” 
described by Tolkien?   This approach netted me a shortlist of 

k
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timelines that fitted my requirements, a sampling of which are shown 
in Figure 1.  
 Having narrowed down the possibilities this far, I realised 
that this approach would be as nought if the chosen events from each 
cluster didn’t make sense in context.  Further to this, I went back to 
considering the suitability of the proposed events themselves.  In the 
interests of this, let us go over those canon events known to have 
marked the passage of the earlier ages:

•	  Unnamed years: Began when the Valar enter 
the as-yet unformed physical world, and ended with the 
illumination of the Lamps of the Valar

o  VY 1-1900, solar units 0-18,718
•	  Years of the Lamps: Began as the Lamps of the 

Valar were illuminated, and ended with the first flowering 
of Telperion, significantly after the destruction of the 
Lamps 

o   VY 1901-3500, solar years 18,718-
34,482

•	  Years of the Trees: Began with first flowering 
of Telperion, and ended with the first rise of the moon, 
significantly after the destruction of the Two Trees

o  VY 3501-5000 or solar years 34,482-
47,910

•	  First Age: Began with the arrival of the second 
contingent of Noldor in Middle-Earth, the awakening of 
Men and the first rising of the sun.  It ended with casting 
of Morgoth into the void, significantly after the War of 

Wrath
o  FA 1-590

•	  Second Age: Began with the founding of the 
Grey Heavens in Lindon, and ended with first defeat of 
Sauron at the conclusion of the Battle of the Last Alliance, 
significantly after the foundering of Númenor

o  SA 1-3441
•	  Third Age: Began with the taking of the One 

Ring, and ended when Elrond passed over the sea to the 
uttermost west, symbolising the start of the dominion of 
man, significantly after the final defeat of Sauron

o  TA 1-3021, 29th September or 25th 
March

 We can draw out two key conclusions from this.  Firstly, that 
the passage of ages is marked by events of great world significance.  
Secondly, that the end of an age generally occurs at some significant 
point after the associated event, as matters are concluded.  The Years 
of the Lamps ended not with the destruction of said lamps, but with 
the first flowering of the Two Trees.  The Year of the Trees themselves 
ended not with their destruction, but five (Valian) years later, as the 
moon first rose.  The Second Age ended with the Battle of the Last 
Alliance, not with the Downfall of Númenor and the Changing of 
the World (though these were globally more significant events).  You 
get the picture.  
 The key question is of course, what events might be 
considered of significance?  The replacement of our Sun by the newest 
upgrade in planetary illumination solutions aside, we must ultimately 

Figure 1: Possible dates to mark the passage of the latter ages, on a to-scale timeline of the past 4500 years.  Below are shown certain possible “average” 
timelines based on the event clusters. 

look to the Professor as the arbiter of significance, difficult as it might 
be to put ourselves in such shoes.  Consider the Battle of Camlann, a 
suggestion kindly put forward by Amrit.  In many ways, this choice 
would seem to suit the Professor’s vision well.  The Arthurian legends 
are one of the few pieces of fairytale (or mythology, pick a label that 
suits you) that could be considered to be truly British, and thus they 
mesh well with the Professor’s vision of his work acting as a body 
of British fairytale.  Furthermore, while the Battle of Camlann is 
not strictly (or, to be honest, even loosely) historical, it occupies a 
rather nice turning point between myth and fact in the history of the 
isles, sitting as it does at the beginning of Saxon England.  However, 
it seems to me that events that marking the turn of Ages would 
have more global significance, even if only at one degree of remove.  
Furthermore, Tolkien’s fancy of creating a body of British myth only 
really extended to Book of Lost Tales, and cannot be generalised to 
the Legendarium itself.  Hopefully this example gives some idea of 
the difficulty of the task I had at hand.  
 This leads on to another notion that should be dispelled 
at this point.  While the Book of Lost Tales is pagan in spirit, 
the Legendarium proper must be considered in the context of 
the Professor’s Catholic faith.  I don’t want to become mired in 
theological discussion, and am certainly not here to discuss the 
Legendarium as Christian symbolism (having been adequately 
covered by far more qualified authorities).  However, the importance 
of Tolkien’s faith cannot be denied.  If you need evidence of this, you 
need look no further than the Athrabeth Finrod ah Andreth – “The 
dialogue of Finrod and Andreth”.  This is an obscure work that was 
only published posthumously as part of volume 10 of the HoME 
series (Morgoth’s Ring).  Set late during the First Age, the content 
is (predictably) a discourse between Finrod Felagund, a lord of the 
Noldor, and Andreth, a human wise woman of the house of Bëor.  
The discussion itself is somewhat prolonged, and covers a great many 
topics of discussion, including human mortality, the body-soul duality, 
and the relationship of both the kindreds to the firmament of Arda.  
Of especial significance are clear references to a moral Fall at some 
forgotten time in the history of men, and a prediction that the creator 
will physically enter the world in order to restore it.  There is even 
a stab at the Trinity in there.  As an introduction to Middle-Earth 
metaphysics, there is none finer, and it establishes beyond reasonable 
doubt that Tolkien intended his creation to be compatible within the 
Catholic worldview.  
 This extended aside probably gives away one of the events 
I consider paramount in this chronology, that being the life of the 
figure of Jesus.  Within a Catholic context there can be no time more 
significant, and the direct prediction of the incarnation within the 
Athrabeth settles the matter, in my eyes.  Since we are considering the 
religious rather than historical figure, I won’t quibble over historicity 
as I ordinarily might, and will be content with 1CE and 33CE 
as dates.  Of these, I tend towards the Crucifixion, since it can be 
regarded as “wrapping up” that period of history.  Some contributors 
have suggested the founding of the Catholic Church as an alternative, 
but this constitutes a somewhat messy part of history I am loathe to 
dive into, and furthermore seems to me to be a less important event 
within the paradigm.  
 Having anchored ourselves to one definite date to mark 
the passage of an Age, we are now able to return to the approximate 
timelines I generated earlier.  Of the shortlist shown in figure 1, only 

A, B and C are compatible with an age ending in 33CE, and of these, 
only two (A and C) exhibit the smooth decline in the length of the 
Ages described by the Professor.  I agonised over the decision of 
whether to put the crucifixion at the end of the Fourth or Fifth Age 
for some time, but in the end it was a foregone conclusion.  While 
scenario C does exhibit a quickening of the Ages from the Fourth 
Age onward, I am uncomfortable bumping the length of the Fourth 
Age up to 4000 or 5000 years in duration, and it conflicts with our 
understanding of the prophesy of Eldarion.  Conversely, scenario A 
puts the Fourth Age at between about 2000 and 3000 years, which 
can more readily be reconciled.  Furthermore, according to the 
prophecy, some vestige of Middle-Earth civilisation would survive 
at least until the end of the Fourth Age, which would be a little close 
for comfort if we put the end of the Fourth Age at 33CE (a concern 
which the Professor himself raised in letter #211).
 Thus, we have an approximate timeline, and a fixed date for 
the end of the Fifth Age at 33CE.  All that remains at this point is to 
choose a date for the end of the Fourth and Sixth Ages, somewhere 
in the brackets of 2400-1700BCE and 1500-2000CE respectively.  
The matter of the Fourth Age was one of significant difficulty for 
me.  There were very few “Tolkien-friendly” events suggested for the 
period 2500-1700BCE, partly because dates for this time become 
more a matter of conjecture and speculation than historical fact.   
I’ve agonised long and hard over the choice for this date, and finally 
decided to select the Abrahamic Covenant.  I’m not going to claim 
that the Abrahamic covenant is remotely historical – there is no real 
reason to regard it as anything more than a religious fiction.  However, 
Abraham is one of the most important figures in Christianity after 
that of Jesus, and the pairing of the Old and New Covenants is 
rather pleasing.  Furthermore, I rather like the idea that as we go 
further back in time, the events described become progressively more 
imaginary and less historical.  Thus we have the entirely imaginary 
world of the Legendarium, the figure of Abraham whose life – while 
mythological – can be related to real historical events, and the figure 
of Jesus, who very likely represents a real historical figure.  Dating the 
covenant caused me some further concern, but I eventually settled on 
the date given in Bishop Ussher’s chronology, at 1921BCE.  I had to 
visit creationist websites in order to track this information down, an 
experience I have no eagerness to repeat.  Let us say I now have an 
uncontrollable desire to wash all over and leave it at that.  Now, while 
I am aware that Ussher was a Church of Ireland Bishop rather than 
a Catholic one, and that Tolkien was far too sophisticated to accept 
a literal interpretation of the Bible, the Ussher date is the closest 
thing to a widely-accepted Biblical chronology, and will function 
well enough symbolically.  
 In the case of the end of the Sixth Age, I must bow to the 
popular opinion of the Society as a whole.  Both 1918 (the end of the 
First World War) and 1946 (the end of the Nuremberg trials) were 
discussed favourably, but over the course of numerous discussions, the 
single date which came closest to representing a consensus was that 
of the French Revolution of 1789.  As such, this date will henceforth 
be regarded as official.  
 Thus, with oddly little ceremony we have reached the end 
of our road.  By this calculation, 2015CE constitutes the 226th year 
of the Seventh Age, or the year 8077 in the Shire Reckoning.  This 
is especially fortuitous (and, believe it or not, unplanned), since in 
most years (excluding the last of either century) Shire Reckoning 
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leap years will synchronise with those of the Gregorian calendar.  If 
you want to see how this compares to other estimates, have a look 
at figure 2 [unfortunately this figure wasn’t suitable for inclusion in 
this printed edition, but will be shown in the web version – Editor] .  
My calculation throws the end of the Third Age to 4641BCE, rather 
further back in time than either Steele or Martinez would have 
reckoned, largely by value of construing a much longer Fifth Age.  
 Now, some of the more observant among you may have 
noticed that according to figure 2, we are in fact in the Eighth Age, 
not the Seventh.  Having essentially finished writing this series of 
articles, it was brought to my attention that back in the depths of 
the Society’s history, the Society calendar was (or at least meetings 
of the White Council were) run according to a Shire calendar.  I 
have been able to find rather little information on this calendar, 
but according to the society annals the Eighth Age began in 
association with the founding of Taruithorn.  For honesty’s sake, I 
should mention that the details of this calendar seem to have been 
in some dispute, to the point that there was an article in the 1995 
Michaelmas edition of Miruvor clarifying the matter.  According to 

this document, the Eighth Age only began at the point when the 
White Council no longer contained in its ranks any of the founding 
members.  According to records, this seems to have occurred at the 
1992 Annual General Meeting, which took place on 28th Solmath, or 
the 28th of February in the Gregorian calendar.  Note that this small 
conceit dovetails quite pleasingly with the idea of ages passing after 
the conclusion of great events of history.  Thus, by this reckoning 
2015CE is the 23rd year of the Eighth Age.  I naturally approve of 
this self-important attitude to Society history (and, after all, who am 
I to break with hallowed tradition?), and as such I have adopted this 
convention in all my calendars1.  
 And so, we reach the conclusion of our efforts.  As I close, I 
believe in an earlier article, I promised to produce a functional Shire 
calendar for the use of the society.  Strangely, formulating a simple 
reference sheet to convert between four different calendar systems 
(New Reckoning, Shire Reckoning, Gregorian calendar and Oxford 
weeks) proved rather more difficult than I anticipated.  However, 
after much agonising, the task was completed, and a sample for this 
year is here presented as figure 3.  A fuller version covering a full 

Figure 3: [this is a small part of Joe’s Figure 3, a calendar for the whole of 2015, this part showing only the weeks around the Anniversary Party this 
year. The full version will be available on the web version - Editor] A partial reference calendar allowing direct comparison between dates in the Shire 
Reckoning, New Reckoning and Gregorian calendar.

1A pedant’s note: Since society records show the year being given in the fashion of the New Reckoning, the New Year should begin with anniversary of 
Sauron’s defeat, March 17th (Gregorian), and so at the time of writing it is yet EA22.  It would perhaps be remiss of me to point out that the date here 
given is also somewhat in contradiction of Tolkien’s own statements about the relationship between our own and the Hobbit calendar, but the pedant in 
me cannot be denied.  A closer reading of the appendices would put the 28th of February at closer to the 8th of Rethe, the month after Solmath.  

cycle of leap years will be hosted on the society website, and as of 
Trinity term 2015CE society events will be advertised and in all four 
calendar systems.  In addition, I’m currently preparing templates for 
a Shire Calendar of the wall-calendar, and depending on the level of 
interest (and society finances) I’m considering a print run of these, 
illustrated with artistic contributions from society members.  For 
now, thanks you all for sticking with me through this, and I hope you 
have all learned as much as I did in the process.  
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The Tragedy of Gollum
Samantha Reynolds 

When Peter Jackson and company set out to adapt J.R.R. 
Tolkien’s epic The Lord of the Rings, they had the monumental 
task of putting a beloved and almost sacred novel on screen. As it 
is written, it is ill-suited for the silver screen – not at all following 
a conventional film story. What’s more, they had to contend 
with the difficult and elusive character of Gollum Producer Rick 
Porras said that ‘if Gollum didn’t work, it all [the films] just 
would have fallen apart, it would’ve been like a house of cards.’ 

The case can be made that they were successful. Jackson 
managed to create the films to critical acclaim, winning a number 
of awards and even sweeping the Academy Awards with the final 
film. However, despite the success of the films, they did not correctly 
portray Gollum. The filmmakers spent a lot of time at the front 
end and back end with the digital effects to get Gollum’s physical 
characterisation right, and while they certainly achieved what they 
wanted, his physical characteristics and mannerisms, they failed to 
achieve the tragedy of Gollum that so resonated with Tolkien. 

Tolkien ‘[was] most grieved by Gollum’s failure ... to repent.’ 
That is ‘the tragedy of Gollum.’ While the filmmakers characterised 
him correctly, by changing six key scenes they missed the point of 
him as the chief tragedy of The Lord of the Rings in the way Tolkien 
had envisioned, and by doing so, they cut the heart out of Gollum in 
favour of drama. He is the only main character who has a chance of 
being a hero but has no redemption whatsoever. 

It would be unfair and incorrect to say that they completely 
missed the mark with Gollum. Tolkien describes him as having a 
‘large head,’ ‘scrawny neck,’ long arms and legs,’ clammy fingers,’ ‘thin 

lank hair,’ with ‘pale eyes’ and ‘sharp teeth.’ The filmmakers certainly 
managed all that. 

His voice is ‘creaking’ and ‘hissing.’ He ‘croaks,’ he ‘whines,’ 
he ‘whimpers,’ he ‘shrieks,’ and makes the miserable ‘gollum’ noise 
in his throat. All of the vocalizations that Andy Serkis makes could 
be, and should be, described with those words. The writers managed 
to imitate the speech patterns, making good use of: the plural in 
which Gollum refers to himself, the pluralisation of nouns such as 
‘hobbitses,’ his frequently reference to Frodo as ‘nice master,’ the use 
of ‘yes, yes,’ the ‘baby talk’ his incomplete and half-formed sentences 
(as Jane Chance puts it in Lord of the Rings: The Mythology of Power), 
among other idiosyncrasies.

He ‘paw[s] at [Frodo],’ moves on ‘all fours … crawl[s],’ he 
‘move[s] quickly, with him head and neck thrust forward, often using 
his hands as well as his feet,’ he ‘grovels,’ --all of these things the on-
screen Gollum does as Serkis captures the physicality. 
 They even got the duality of Gollum and Sméagol. While 
they do not recreate the scene from the book exactly, the idea of 
Gollum and Sméagol having a conversation as two separate entities 
is something they make use of. In The Two Towers they have two 
scenes, one in the middle called ‘Gollum and Sméagol’ and one at the 
end called ‘Gollum’s Plan,’ where Gollum and Sméagol speak in two 
different voices as two distinct persons. Tolkien only shows this once 
at ‘The Passage of the Marshes’ where Gollum and Sméagol get into 
an argument about the Ring and Frodo. For now it is enough to say 
that the filmmakers captured the essence of what Tolkien was doing 
in how they physically and linguistically portrayed Gollum. 

kGregorian Shire Reckoning 8077 New Reckoning EA22-23 EventsDay Date Month Day Date Month
19-Apr-2015 Highday 28 Astron Isilya 3 Lótesse

0th week, Trinity

20-Apr-2015 Sterday 29 Astron Aldëa 4 Lótesse
21-Apr-2015 Sunday 30 Astron Menelya 5 Lótesse
22-Apr-2015 Monday 1 Thrimidge Eärenya 6 Lótesse
23-Apr-2015 Trewsday 2 Thrimidge Valanya 7 Lótesse
24-Apr-2015 Hevensday 3 Thrimidge Elenya 8 Lótesse
25-Apr-2015 Mersday 4 Thrimidge Anarya 9 Lótesse
26-Apr-2015 Highday 5 Thrimidge Isilya 10 Lótesse

1st week, Trinity

27-Apr-2015 Sterday 6 Thrimidge Aldëa 11 Lótesse
28-Apr-2015 Sunday 7 Thrimidge Menelya 12 Lótesse
29-Apr-2015 Monday 8 Thrimidge Eärenya 13 Lótesse
30-Apr-2015 Trewsday 9 Thrimidge Valanya 14 Lótesse
1-May-2015 Hevensday 10 Thrimidge Elenya 15 Lótesse
2-May-2015 Mersday 11 Thrimidge Anarya 16 Lótesse
3-May-2015 Highday 12 Thrimidge Isilya 17 Lótesse

2nd week, Trinity

4-May-2015 Sterday 13 Thrimidge Aldëa 18 Lótesse
5-May-2015 Sunday 14 Thrimidge Menelya 19 Lótesse
6-May-2015 Monday 15 Thrimidge Eärenya 20 Lótesse
7-May-2015 Trewsday 16 Thrimidge Valanya 21 Lótesse
8-May-2015 Hevensday 17 Thrimidge Elenya 22 Lótesse
9-May-2015 Mersday 18 Thrimidge Anarya 23 Lótesse ANNIVERSARY PARTY
10-May-2015 Highday 19 Thrimidge Isilya 24 Lótesse

3rd week, Trinity

11-May-2015 Sterday 20 Thrimidge Aldëa 25 Lótesse
12-May-2015 Sunday 21 Thrimidge Menelya 26 Lótesse
13-May-2015 Monday 22 Thrimidge Eärenya 27 Lótesse
14-May-2015 Trewsday 23 Thrimidge Valanya 28 Lótesse
15-May-2015 Hevensday 24 Thrimidge Elenya 29 Lótesse
16-May-2015 Mersday 25 Thrimidge Anarya 30 Lótesse
17-May-2015 Highday 26 Thrimidge Isilya 1 Nárië 4th week, Trinity18-May-2015 Sterday 27 Thrimidge Aldëa 2 Nárië
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 Had they not deviated from the slag-hole scene, they 
might have been able to preserve that. But instead of building to it by 
allowing Gollum and Sméagol to battle it out as they do in the book, 
they go for a black and white dichotomy of Gollum and Sméagol that 
destroys the internal build to the Stairs. 
 In the book, after the slag-hole scene, Tolkien does not 
write another scene like it. Instead, it becomes increasingly difficult 
to tell when Gollum appears or when Sméagol appears. Prior to 
that scene, there are ‘rules,’ if they can be called that, as to who is in 
control. It is fairly clear that Sméagol is in control by the use of the 
‘I,’ kindness towards the hobbits, and, to some extent, calling himself 
Sméagol: such as in ‘The Taming of Sméagol’ where ‘his voice and 
language change’ and he says ‘I don’t want to … I can’t … I am,’ when 
Sméagol promises to serve Frodo saying ‘I promise,’ when he would 
‘paw[...] at Frodo,’ ‘Sméagol promised,’ or ‘Sméagol is hungry now.’ It 
is also fairly clear when Gollum is in control by use of his ‘baby talk,’ 
adding ‘s’ to things, referring to himself in the plural, repetition, and, 
generally, saying ‘my precious’ all as being fairly clear signs of that: ‘It 
hurts us, it hurts us’ or ‘Yess, yess, nice water. Drink it, drink it while 
we can.’
 After the slag-hole scene in chapter two of the fourth book 
of The Lord of the Rings, Sméagol uses ‘I’ or ‘me’ in only three other 
instances in the rest of the 8 and a half chapters of that book and not 
at all in Return of the King. It becomes increasingly difficult to know 
which of the two is in control because both sets of ‘rules’ are used at 
the same time. For example, when Gollum/Sméagol is helping Sam 
cook for Frodo in ‘Of Herbs and Stewed Rabbits’ he says, ‘Stew the 
rabbits! Spoil beautiful meat Sméagol saved for you, poor hungry 
Sméagol! What for? What for, silly hobbit? They are young, they are 
tender, they are nice. Eat them, eat them!’ He is being kind, he is not 
pluralizing either himself or other things, but the speech is juvenile 
and there is repetition. So is this Sméagol or Gollum? It is unclear 
and this happens all throughout from the slag-hole to the Stairs 
until finally, after one last, internal debate, Sméagol wins until Sam 
rebukes him and ‘The fleeting moment ... passed, beyond recall.’ Then 
Sméagol is gone. He does not show up again in the story. Gollum 
has won the internal struggle. If Sméagol had won, he would have 
stopped at least Frodo from going into Shelob’s lair based on his 
promise and love for him, but because he does not it is clear Sméagol 
is gone.
 By adding an additional two scenes of the dichotomy 
between Sméagol and Gollum, the filmmakers cheapen the struggle 
Gollum goes through. By having Gollum and Sméagol resolve to 
send Frodo and Sam to Shelob, they rob Gollum and the audience 
of the tragedy of his moment on the stairs as well as the potential for 
Sméagol to be redeemed. At the point in the film, he is doomed. And 
by having Gollum, on the steps on Mount Doom say ‘Sméagol lied,’ 
they negate the internal struggle entirely and assimilate Sméagol into 
Gollum which further cheapens it. 
 What’s more, by turning into Gollum after Frodo reveals 
to him that Frodo is going to destroy the Ring it pays, if possible, too 
much heed to the Ring and not enough to the humanity of Gollum. 
It was not the Ring that kept Sméagol from repentance, from 
redemption--it was his reaction to Sam. It speaks to the power of 
words, of how people characterize themselves and what they believe 
about themselves based on words.
 In summation, while Peter Jackson and company captured 

the characterization and mannerisms of Gollum very well, they did 
not correctly portray Gollum and failed to achieve the tragedy of 
Gollum that so resonated with Tolkien. By changing six key scenes 
they missed the point of Gollum as the chief tragedy as the only main 
character without redemption in The Lord of the Rings, completely 
disregarding how Tolkien envisioned it, and by doing so, they cut the 
heart out of Gollum in favour of drama. While there is a difference 
in how one tells a story on screen and how one does in  novel, the 
filmmakers made unnecessary, fundamental changes to the character 
of Gollum that changes his story and character. He is the only main 
character who has a chance of being a hero but has no redemption 
whatsoever.
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 The point of all this is that the filmmakers did an excellent 
job at making their on-screen Gollum look, sound, and move like 
Tolkien’s Gollum. They gave him the same backstory, the same 
entrance, quite a few of the same scenes (most notably the ‘Of Herbs 
and Stewed Rabbit’), and still had him die in Mount Doom. But 
there are six key scenes in the film where they deviated from what 
Tolkien had written and in doing so changed Gollum’s tale for the 
worse, lessening his emotional impact. 

 The first three scenes are found in The Two Towers: ‘Gollum 
and Sméagol,’ ‘The Forbidden Pool’ and ‘Gollum’s Plan.’ These three 
scenes can be lumped together because they all share a defining 
characteristic: a conversation between the distinct entities of Gollum 
and Sméagol. In ‘Gollum and Sméagol,’ the pair go back and forth 
about their relationship before Sméagol gets rid of Gollum. In ‘The 
Forbidden Pool,’ Sméagol is weeping and Gollum is comforting him 
and the animation goes so far as to have Gollum patting the weeping 
Sméagol on his back. In ‘Gollum’s Plan,’ Gollum and Sméagol resolve 
to bring Sam and Frodo to Shelob to have her kill them so that they 
can take the Ring for themselves.
 The next three scenes are in Return of the King. The first is 
‘The Parting of Sam and Frodo’ where Frodo, having been mislead by 
Gollum, send Sam away, back down the stairs. The next is ‘Shelob’s 
Lair.’ In it, Frodo tells Gollum that he is going to destroy the Ring 
which is what causes Gollum attack to him. Sam is not present as 
Gollum had gotten Frodo to send him away on the stairs. The final 
scene is ‘Mount Doom’ where Gollum attacks Frodo and Sam. In this 
scene, Sméagol confesses that he lied about his promise by the Ring 
to serve Frodo.

 All six scenes are taken from passages, more or less, in the 
books. It bears noting the differences. 

The first set of three takes a scene from ‘The Passage of the 
Marches’ in the book, which Tolkien referred to as ‘the debate in the 
slag hole,’ where Sméagol and Gollum discuss taking the Ring for 
themselves, using Shelob to do it, but walking away without having 
made a decision together about it either way. The filmmakers took 
that scene - or in ‘The Forbidden Pool’ scene in the film, the concept 
of it - and spread it over two scenes. The key differences being that 
in the book there is no resolution reached and that the two distinct 
characters are not seen conversing like that ever again. 

The ‘Parting of Sam and Frodo’ appears nowhere in the 
book. Instead, there is a moment on the Stairs of Cirith Ungol where 
Gollum changes and Sméagol is no more. 

‘Gollum looked at them. … A spasm of pain seemed to twist 
him, and he turned away, peering back up towards the pass, 
shaking his head, as if engaged in some interior debate. Then 
he came back, and slowly putting out a trembling hand, very 
cautiously he touched Frodo’s knee--but almost the touch 
was a caress. For a fleeting moment, could one of the sleepers 
have seen him, they would have thought that they beheld an 
old weary hobbit, shrunken by the years that had carried him 
far beyond his time, beyond friends and kin, and the fields 
and streams of youth, an old starved pitiable thing.’

Frodo then stirs and wakes Sam who accuses Sméagol of ‘sneaking’ 
and calls him an ‘old villain.’ It says, ‘Gollum withdrew himself … The 
fleeting moment had passed, beyond recall.’ Sam does apologize for 

it. When Frodo awakes, he learns what Sam has said to Gollum and 
tells him, ‘Don’t take names to yourself, Sméagol. It’s unwise, whether 
they are true or false.’ This is nothing like the film.

The ‘Shelob’s Lair’ scene is also completely different than 
the book. Tolkien never actually has Frodo tell Gollum what he’s 
going to do to the Ring. Also, at the end of Shelob’s lair, Sam is 
present and he fights Gollum off, not Frodo. What’s more, what 
Frodo is going to do with the Ring is not the reason why Gollum 
snaps. But that will be gotten to shortly. The ‘Mount Doom’ scene is 
similar enough in the book, but nowhere does Gollum say, ‘Sméagol 
lied.’ 

This might be seen as nitpicking. The films are enjoyable, 
did well at the box office, and well during awards season, a rare 
trifecta for any film to achieve. The writers even had good reasons 
for changing what is the key scene for Gollum and Sméagol and 
creating ‘The Parting of Sam and Frodo.’ Philippa Boyens said during 
the Extended Edition DVD commentary, ‘We really felt the lack of 
dramatic development in this situation. … [T]his sort of journey up 
the stairs where all it’s about really is how tired they are and how cold 
they are and how hungry they are, is actually, um, not that interesting 
in terms of film.’ And she would be correct if this scene was about 
walking up stairs. 

This is the moment when Gollum wins and Sméagol 
disappears forever. 

The filmmakers made a mistake when they changed this 
scene. Actually, the mistake begins far earlier in the second film when 
the audience is given their first Gollum/Sméagol conversation at 
‘Gollum and Sméagol.’ Sméagol was able to get rid of Gollum at that 
scene, he was able to have resolution in that inner debate. Sméagol is 
not supposed to win that conversation. What’s more, he and Gollum 
are not supposed to reach an agreement to give Frodo and Sam over 
to Shelob at ‘Gollum’s Plan.’ 

The way Tolkien wrote it and later spoke about it, for 
Sméagol to have conquered Gollum so early at a time like ‘Gollum 
and Sméagol’, he would have had the strength of character to help 
Frodo destroy the Ring. Sméagol is still procrastinating in the slag-
hole. He has not gotten rid of Gollum and never gets rid of him in the 
book. Had he gotten rid of Gollum in the slag-hole, he would have 
been able to deal with Sam on the stairs saying that he is ‘sneaking.’ 
Had he been able to do that, Gollum would not have allowed Shelob 
to try and eat Frodo and Sam, Gollum would have gone with them to 
Mordor, and his conflicting love for both Frodo and the Ring would 
have see him ‘voluntarily cast himself [and the Ring] into the fiery 
abyss’ at the Cracks of Doom.
 Gollum would have been the hero. He could have been 
redeemed.
 But that is not what happens. Instead, because Sméagol 
does not get rid of Gollum at the slag-hole, because Gollum has been 
allowed to stay in the picture, the scene on the Stairs is a scene that, 
years after publication, moved the author ‘very powerfully.’ He was 
‘most grieved by Gollum’s failure (just) to repent when interrupted by 
Sam.’ This scene is ‘the tragedy of Gollum who at that moment came 
within a hair of repentance--but for one rough word from Sam.’ This 
scene is not, as Boyens put is, ‘how tired they are and how cold they 
are and how hungry they are.’ It is the culmination of the struggle 
between Sméagol and Gollum where in Gollum wins. 
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Five-minute “fic recs”

A Game of Chess, by Altariel
Link: http://tinyurl.com/faramir-eowyn-chess
Category: Fourth Age, Romance/Angst; 77000 words
A really excellent ‘what happened next’. This is essentially 

a romance novel, following Eowyn and Faramir’s developing 
relationship after their marriage, as they deal with  past trauma, 
culture shock and misunderstandings, and learn to live with each 
other as partners. It’s told in alternating first-person chapters, which 
remain believable and consistent of voice

Light and frothy, it ain’t – Eowyn and Faramir have serious, 
almost relationship-ending disagreements and personal struggles to 
work through, and they spend much of the ‘novel’ doing their best 
but completely unable to understand the other’s point of view. They  
work hard to earn their eventual happy ending – and the story is all 
the more rewarding for it.

For, despite all the time he had spent in Edoras, and for all his 
otherwise great gift with speech, he still failed to speak my language 
like one born to it. [...]  For he spoke it like the scholar that he was. 
His diction was more perfect even than my brother the king’s. But it 
was not a language to learn through books; it was a language to be 
lived and spoken and sung. And although he had improved greatly, he 
would always, I deemed, sound to anyone in the Mark like a man of 
Gondor speaking a little too precisely a tongue that was very much not 
his own. And this irked him greatly, partly on my account, and partly 
because it was the only language he had ever studied in which he had 
not achieved mastery; and, most modest of men he might be, I think 
this did offend his pride a little.

The Care and Feeding of Hobbits, by Baylor 
Link: http://tinyurl.com/careofhobbits 
Category: Third Age, Humour/Friendship; 20000 words
This one is simply very sweet – while the Fellowship are 

first travelling together and beginning to become friends, Boromir 
attempts  to understand the ways of Hobbits. This fic is essentially 
an excuse to see the Fellowship interacting with each other a lot, 
with lots of hobbit banter and people looking after one another and 
generally being cute. Boromir works particularly well as a point-of-
view character, and it is very heartwarming to see his relationship 
with the hobbits develop.

“So Frodo is a Baggins from Balbo?” Gimli asks, and 
Merry gives him a look that borders on exasperation.   
 “Frodo is a Baggins from his father, Drogo, one of 
Balbo’s great-great-grandsons, but more importantly, he is 
a Brandybuck from his mother, Primula, one of Gorbadoc’s 
daughters and sister to Old Rory, my paternal grandfather,” he 
says in a rather affronted voice. “But heredity being as it is, you 
are right, Legolas, that Frodo ended up looking like a Took.”  
 “What is this?” Frodo demands, swinging down from one of the 
tree’s lower branches. “Are you slandering my family tree again, Merry?”  

I’ve recently been on a bit of a nostalgia trip, re-reading the 
Tolkien fanfic I immersed myself in through my teens. Some of 
it was even as good as I remembered. Below, a small round-up of 
some of the best. Or silliest.

The Last Elf Standing, by Suzene Campos
Link: http://tinyurl.com/lastelf 
Category: Third Age, Humour; 2767 words
The increasingly vitriolic correspondence of Thranduil and 

Elrond through the Third Age. It is sad when two elves of noble 
standing and ancient lineage are reduced to desperately trying to troll 
one another – but it is also extremely funny.

King of Mirkwood,
 Though I had to scrub my eyeballs with lye to get rid of 
the images you planted in my brain, I want you to know that 
I bear you no ill will. To prove how high I hold you in my 
esteem, I have sent your son off on a very important mission. 
 To Mount Doom. With a Dwarf.
 Sleep well.
 Yours truly,
 Lord Elrond of Imladris

In Brethil’s Shade, by Philosopher at Large
 Link: http://tinyurl.com/brethil
 Category: Silmarillion/ Drama; 10857 words
The forging of the House of Haleth, and her infamous message to 
Thingol from the perspective of the one elf who runs through the 
Silmarillion doing his best to understand all the peoples he comes 
across. A lovely, nuanced look at cross-cultural negotiations – what I 
particularly like about this is the  depiction of a “primitive” culture from 
the perspective of a “civilised” one that manages to be both respectful 
and insightful. To say nothing of the gorgeous characterisation and 
character-voices of Haleth and Finrod Felagund.

“Behind and around her primitive high seat stand boys with axes, 
in armor of leather pieces stitched together – No, he corrects himself, 
only one is a boy, and he her kin: the rest young women, hair cropped 
as short as their chieftain’s, faces masklike and mysterious in the fire-
circle’s cast light. Yet even after all these meetings and the report of her 
scattered folk throughout his dominion – and of his own sense – he 
still finds it strange to think of this girl-guard, though they do not 
seem to think it so. Their language is not fully clear to him yet, and he 
is not sure if they simply do not make the distinction, or if the usage is 
deliberate, but he believes they call her ‘sir’ and whether it be as strange 
to their ways as to his own, it is not done in irony.

Eleanor Simmons Secretary 2009-10, Publicity Officer 2013-15
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What has Taruithorn ever done for us?

the whole terrifying confusion of OUSU, and OU, and OUDS, and 
the Oxford Tiddlywinks Society, I saw that someone had hung the 
banner of the Tree and the Stars. 
 And that was it. I met Anke and Ian and Matthew that 
day; and a few days later, a whole cluster of new members and Olden 
Folks who would become my closest friends at Oxford. Taruithorn 
went far beyond a mere literary society: it was a glorious group of 
people who taught me an enormous amount about how to have 
fun for the sake of it; how to put time and effort and creativity and 
delight into something which was completely mad and frivolous, but 
wonderful at the same time. Whether it was writing and recording 
superb parodies like The Song of the White Tree, or solemnly 
thinking up Dwarvish dishes for a five-course banquet, or spending 
hours on creating a fabulous Smaug costume just because you could – 
Taruithorn was the home of so much talent, and glorious eccentricity. 
 And it wasn’t just creativity. Along with the tolerance of 
other people’s eccentricities went an enormous amount of warmth 
and kindness. I will never forget Sunday evenings at 18 Howard 
Street, Anke and Ian’s place, where Anke had dressed the vacuum 
cleaner in a Vorlon costume and we spent months watching our way 
through Babylon 5, eating a different chocolate dessert between each 
episode. Or the stress-filled hours before various banquets, where the 
committee took it in turns to support each other through nervous 
breakdowns as the meringues refused to whisk; and then washing 
up afterwards in a haze of exhaustion and goodwill. Or Anna’s 
suggestion that we post a guard over the Fireworks Night bonfire 
to prevent people from widdling on the potatoes, which became an 
instant catchphrase: Sarah Mackie’s performance of Don’t Widdle On 
The Potatoes, to the tune of Don’t Cry For Me Argentina, made it onto 
the Taruithorn CD and remains a classic of the genre.  
 Most of the other people I knew thought that Taruithorn 
was mad. Actually, now that I am an Olden Folk and spend my 
days with the kinds of people who focused their time at Oxford on 
becoming President of the Union, I would say that Taruithornians as 
a whole were outstandingly sane. So it is fantastic to see the society 
still going strong – congratulations to everyone who has kept the 
spirit of Taruithorn alive! Mae govannen!

My introduction to Tolkien came at the tender age of seven, 
when my parents were confronted with the horror of an 18 hour 
flight, and a Heathrow bookshop that had no children’s section. 
Fortunately for all concerned, a frantic hunt of the shelves 
unearthed a copy of The Hobbit. And that was that. When we 
landed in Brunei, while my parents were concerned with minor 
issues like starting a new life in South East Asia, my one and only 
question was where we could find an bookshop that would sell 
The Lord of the Rings.

 For many years, however, reading Tolkien was a largely 
solitary pleasure. Middle Earth was my lifeline through seven 
unenjoyable years at boarding school; however grim an English 
boarding house might be in February, you could always take your 
mind away to Lórien, or Ithilien, or Rivendell. And even Shelob was 
better company than my violin teacher. But while I knew a few other 
people who had read Tolkien, I didn’t know anyone else who could 
recite The Ballad of Beren and Lúthien in its entirety, or was on their 
second set of the paperbacks because the first set had fallen apart 
through over-reading, or who got through the worst moments of 
Oxford entrance by thinking that in the end the Shadow was but a 
small and passing thing; there was light and high beauty forever beyond 
its reach.
 The only person I knew of who shared my love of Tolkien 
was Anna Bowles – in the year above me, and therefore entirely out 
of bounds in the strict hierarchies of a girl’s boarding school. But 
both being Oxbridge candidates in English gave a tiny amount of 
latitude, so I think we managed to have about three conversations 
over the course of two years; and I knew that, when Anna duly went 
up to St John’s to read English a year ahead of me, she had become 
editor of the mysterious publication Miruvor. 
 And so in due course I pitched up at Freshers’ Fair in 
1995, utterly terrified, holding on to Anna’s welcome-to-Oxford 
note and the knowledge that somehow, somewhere in this crowd of 
people there must be some kindred spirits.  But Taruithorn was in 
the last room of the whole Fair, and by that point I was starting to 
feel hunted: there are only so many student societies touting for your 
custom you can take. And then I came into the last hall, and amidst 

Alex Norrish President 1998-9, Magazine Editor 1997-8, Society Maia
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specifically, a god of evil attempting to destroy the world – who 
better to call in than a very good policeman? Particularly, when there 
remains some dispute about the gemstones that set off the whole 
mess… Normally I’m not fond of crossovers blend such different 
writing styles, but here the mental image of Vimes trying to get to 
grips with Noldor logic is just too good to resist.

Vimes shrugged his shoulders. “Asked what the hell was going on, 
of course, but you lot are worse than Nobby Nobbs when it comes 
to explanations. All I knew for sure was, there was a war over and 
one man to be called on the carpet for it. Nobody told me he was 
a god, thank you very much.”

 “I am doing nothing but raising you in the esteem of our 
companions by pointing out to them your Brandybuck line,” Merry 
answers, “and it is not my fault you came out looking and behaving 
like a Took instead of a proper Brandybuck, who would never be caught 
running along tree branches like a squirrel. And at your age, too.”  
 

Evidence, by Camwyn.
Link: http://tinyurl.com/vimes-evidence
Category: Silmarillion/Discworld crossover, drama/

humour,
6000 words.
When you have a notorious criminal on your hands – and 
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The Society Quotes Book

Taruithorn is something of a stewing pot for 
utterances of the hilarious, whimsical or just plain odd 
kinds. In Michaelmas 2013, having become vaguely aware 
of the selection of amusing quotes from years gone by in 
our archived website and disappointed in the lack of any 
such repository for the current epoch of the Society, I 
instituted a Society Quotes Book. Recently I discovered 
while digging in the Archive that a similar item existed 
at some point in the Society’s history – although I was 
unable to track down the book itself. The present Quotes 
Book currently standing at eleven used pages, I include a 
selection of its more ridiculous offerings below:

Joe: “Is that Silmaril in your pocket, or are you just pleased to 
see me?”

Eleanor: “Odysseus – just bad at reading maps?”

Caretaker [coming to lock up Community Centre after 2014 
Banquet]: “I just saw a taxi leaving with a dragon in the back.”

Eleanor [during a particularly competitive game of Lord of the 
Rings Risk]: “Elen síla lúmenn’ omentielvo, bitches.”

Agata: “Elves make very good projectile weapons.”

Claire: “No! The Valar don’t give a sh*t if we believe in 
mammoths.”

Hebe: “The Quotes Book contains Amrit saying ‘That’s a very 
attractive orc.’ ”
Amrit: “I wasn’t talking about you!”

Amrit: “ ‘An Unexpected Journey’ does somewhat redeem itself 
by showing us dwarven underwear.”

Joe: “Sexy, sexy Maedhros”

Eleanor: “I never said that. Also, I was drunk when I said that.”

Amrit: “Those Orcs are very attractive.”

Katherine: “You just don’t like Legolas.”
Eleanor: “No, I just don’t like Legolas’s eyebrows.”

Eleanor: “The Battle of Four Armies and One Small But 
Strategically Placed Air Force”

Claire: “Children are not pieces of wood.”

Martha: “Amrit, you’re clearly a very camp Legolas.”

Eleanor: “You know when Morgoth was going around doing 
the BOOM DA BOOM DA BOOM thing in the Music of 
the Ainur.”

Joe: “I never pictured Boromir raising his eyebrows at me 
suggestively”

Joe: “The Sun is basically a replacement of a replacement of an 
illumination solution.”

Amrit: “Yes, whenever we have a serious speaker meeting a few 
of [the C.S. Lewis Society] usually turn up.”
Edmund Weiner (speaker): “Well, I’m glad to hear I’m not a 
serious speaker!”

Trial of Denethor, 5th Week Michaelmas 2013
Judge: “While it is abuse, it may not be child abuse.”
Éowyn: “And why not, in a country where people routinely live 
over a hundred years?.”

Pippin: “I was forced to sing while men died around me”
Prosecutor: “Very traumatic indeed”
Judge: “Especially for the dying men”

Prosecutor: “So how dind Denethor appear at the time?”
Judge: “Warm, perhaps?.”
Prosecutor: “Before he was set on fire.”

Filming “Looking for the Hobbit”, -1st Week Hilary 2014
Director: “So now, Joseph, Hitler!”

Producer: “C’est toujours Amrit!”

Sound engineer: “Anahita, you battery is running down.”

Director: “Joseph, I like the way you turn your spoon.”

Waiter: “No dairy?... are you vegetarian as well... and you’re 
vegan? I’ll go get you Rick.”
Rick: “Where’s the vegan?”

Trial for the Scouring of the Shire, 4th Week Michaelmas 2014
“We sentence the Rangers to be placed on a small bit of 
Middle-Earth with Lobelia Sackville-Baggins and moved 
beyond the circles of the world for all eternity.”
“A fate worse than death.”

Amrit Sidhu-Brar Miruvor Editor, Treasurer 2014-15, Secretary 2013-14, IT Officer 2014-15, Society 
Hero

l Idril Celebrindal
Lynn Edwards Secretary

More of Lynn’s work is on DeviantArt at http://ailinie.deviantart.com/.
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Hymn to Manwë
Anahita Hoose Treasurer 2013-14 & 2015-present, Miruvor Editor 2011-12, Society Hero

Lord of Arda, lord of light, 
Manwë sits on Everwhite 

Till unforgiving darkness fall 
Where the brightest shine of all 
The silver-lucent fire-flowers 

Sown in ancient dawning hours, 
When youth was in his shining face, 

Greatest, eldest of his race. 
Lord of Arda, lord of light, 
Manwë sits on Everwhite.
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Terry Pratchett – Obituary

individual attention (because what can the harvest hope for, if not for 
the care of the reaper man?). Sometimes it’s in the way his stories will 
often focus on neglected character archetypes, flesh out what might 
otherwise be dismissed as figures in the background.
 Pratchett always cared – about people, but not only about 
people, about everything. He wrote about, he referenced, he sent up 
everything under the sun: history, current affairs, classics, society, genre 
fiction, literature, folklore, religion – he writes like someone fascinated 
by everything. It’s why his books are such treasure-troves, why it’s 
possible to come back to them over and over again and find something 
new every time, grow up with them and have them feel as if they’re 
growing with you, because so many references, so many jokes, so many 
obscure tidbits, are packed in there. Very little was sacred to him, but 
everything seemed to be worth his time and attention.
 He was angry, he was wise, he was witty and he was profoundly 
compassionate. And those things combined so, so powerfully well, so 
that he wrote about worlds where life was hard and unjust and people 
were cruel and stupid and wrong, but also where people were honest 
and loyal and brave, and tried their damnedest to do what was right 
and what was necessary (and those people were often the same people 
as the first lot), where things might be unfair and hard and messy and 
even perhaps ultimately meaningless, but there was always also beauty 
and hope and possibility there too. If not the possibility to fix things, to 
make things right, the possibility to go on afterwards.
 And there was a good side to everything – we’re talking about 
a man managed to make Death one of his most beloved characters. 
And not by trivializing death, by downplaying it or by divorcing the 
anthropomorphic personification from the concept he personified, 
but by integrating them. Through the character of Death, as well as 
through the portrayal of death (with a small ‘d’) in his books, there 
is an understanding and acceptance of death as a part of the world – 
something that has taken on a great significance in relation to Terry 
Pratchett himself in the last few years, with his diagnosis and his 
activism around Alzheimer’s and assisted dying.
 The first thing I did when I heard Pratchett had died (okay, 
the second thing, the first thing was to sit down at the kitchen table 
and cry) was to go out and buy a new copy of Reaper Man to reread. 
It felt like the natural thing to do, and the only way I could think of to 
wrap my head around what had just happened, to make it make sense.
 Because that is the essence of what Terry Pratchett did for 
me, and not only for me. He gave me – and many other people - the 
words and the stories to understand the world, and to face the world. 
He knew the power stories have, the truths and the lies we tell ourselves 
and each other, and he wielded that power as a master.

There have been any number of obituaries and articles in 
memory of Terry Pratchett in the week since his death, and by 
the time this is printed I’m sure there will be many more. This is 
going to be one article among many, because there are so many 
people whom he and his writing have touched over the years, 
and I know I’m far from alone in finding him one of the most 
influential people in my life, despite the fact that I never met 
him.

 I first discovered Discworld just before my first reading 
of the Lord of the Rings (my mother appears to have thought ‘comic 
fantasy’ meant ‘more suitable for children than LotR’, a notion 
I think she was disabused of around the point I asked her what 
‘bugger’ meant), and both Pratchett and Tolkien were authors I 
latched onto hard and fast, their books taking on more or less the 
quality of religious texts. But where Tolkien gave me my mythology, 
Pratchett gave me my philosophy.
 He wrote satire that cut straight to the truth of things as 
he understood them, humorous fantasy that homed in on serious 
ideas and dragged them out into the light. His stories were funny 
and engaging, and deeply, deeply moral without being moralistic. 
There are so many layers to every Pratchett novel – a story that’s 
easy to read, a swift fun (and funny) rollercoaster of a story, but 
they aren’t simple stories. Every time you come back to them there’s 
something new – a pun you didn’t catch, a reference you didn’t get 
last time. And the unexpected, sudden truths, ideas, the things that 
hit you with a sudden serious “Oh. Yes. That.”, the things that make 
you think about something in a way you’d never seen before, the 
moments of startling and unexpected clarity.
 Pratchett is eminently quotable, both because he 
says things that are funny, and because he says things that are 
devastatingly, concisely, right – he had an amazing gift for cutting 
straight to the heart of an issue and dragging it out (still warm and 
beating) in a few well-chosen sentences.
 Neil Gaiman wrote an excellent piece on Terry Pratchett’s 
anger and his sense of fairness, and how they fuelled his writing. 
Those come through clearly in his stories, and especially in those 
moments of sharp and devastating insight – look, for instance, at 
Sam Vimes and his ‘Boots’ Theory of Socioeconomic Unfairness, or 
Granny Weatherwax’s diatribe to Mightily Oats on treating people 
as things. That latter, though, is also a prime demonstration of the 
other major facet of Pratchett’s philosophy, as it shone through in 
his work: caring. People are always people, always worth considering, 
always individuals. Sometimes that’s something that’s discussed 
directly by the characters, as by Granny there, or by Death in Reaper 
Man, for whom every strand of corn in the harvest is worthy of 

Claire Wilkinson Treasurer 2010-12, Magazine Editor 2012-15
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