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Editorial
By the Witch-King of Angmar

Summer is here, graduation day has been and gone, and the wait for another Anor
seems interminable. Your regular editor, it seems, has failed in his duty to produce
the requisite number of editions of this fine periodical, and so it falls to me to take
up my quill and replace him. Don't worry - that shiftless, workshy minion has been
confined for his own safety. He won't be harmed... any more than is absolutely
necessary.

Unfortunately, being a scientist he has no literary thesis with which to fill the pages
of this excellent journal (I strenuously vetoed his suggestion that we include
portions of his brain-liquefyingly tedious masterwork, 'Preparation and
Characterisation of Platinum-Group Metal Nanocrystals Supported on Niobium
Pentoxide'). Hence, I have had to claw together, by dint of threats and persuasion
(mainly threats), enough material to make a respectable publication.

So - what can you expect to see herein? Well, there's the second part of an
excellent, if rather flippant, story about me and my fiendish plan to conquer Middle
Earth and overthrow the Dark Tyrant Sauron; an exciting pull-out preview of the
upcoming CTS sketch extravaganza (which will, of course, star me); and an
exclusive interview with... me. Oh, and there's some stuff that doesn't have me in it:
a bit about croquet, the second part of some vampire thing... nothing of any
importance.

At this point, much as it pains me to do it, I must acknowledge everyone who
contributed to this edition of Anor. And as for the rest of you... I know where you
live.

Signed,

Your fiendish Editor,

His Malefic Majesty the Witch-King of Angmar, Warden of Minas Morg(l, Captain-
General of the Armies of Mordor, Lord of the Nazgdl.

P.S. - You may see certain comments appended to the contents of this edition of
Anor with the superscription 'Ed'. This is not some unknown, reclusive member of
the CTS. It's short for 'editor' - that is to say, myself. In case you were wondering.
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At His Satanic Majesty's Request
Our usual editor talks to our guest editor, the Witch-King of Angmar

Editor: Mr. Witch-King... um... Your Witchness... Mr. Angmar, welcome.

Witch-King: You can call me Your Majesty. By the way, why the strange title? I was
told this piece would be called 'Interview with the Ringwraith'.

Ed: It was going to be, but then I decided Mick Jagger was less likely to sue us than
Anne Rice.

WK: What?

Ed: Never mind. So, for those of our readers who don't know who you are, tell us a
bit about yourseif.

WK: Well, I was born in Nimenor some time ago - I don't really like to reveal my
age. I studied at Morgul College, Mordor, reading Arcane Runes, then subsequently
at the University of Dol Guidur, where I completed a masters in Necromancy which,
oddly, didn't actually involve any zombies, but mainly covered subjects like
Advanced Looming and Being Mysteriously Alluded To. Obviously, I devote a lot of
time to my work as a Troubleshooting Consultant for Sauron, but I do have hobbies
- I enjoy amateur dramatics, and recently set up the Mordor Company of Players to
take theatre to underprivileged orcs.

You can read about all this in a lot more detail in my new book...

Ed: I thought we agreed you weren't going to plug your book until the second page
of the interview?

WK: I changed my mind. Any objections?
Ed: No... no, none... please put that cheese-grater down.

WAK: As I was saying, you can read all about my early life in the first volume of my
memoirs, Portrait of the Ringwraith as a Young Numendrean. It's published by
Mordor University Press...

Ed: And available at all good bookshops...

WK: No - it's available in all evil bookshops, for just £26.99, which is a very
reasonable price for a full-colour eight hundred-page hardback.

Ed: True... but your book is a three hundred-page black-and-white hardback, right?
WK: That's correct.

Ed: Are there any plans to release it in paperback?

WK: No.

Ed: That's just evil!

WK: Thank you — I know.

Ed: Right, now we've got that out of the way...

WK: Wait - I haven't mentioned the other twelve volumes I'm planning to publish.
we'll release one every year, just before Christmas - the perfect present for that
difficult relative you don't really like. Particularly if they've never heard of me.
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Ed: Right - now can I ask you some of these questions?
WK: If you like. As long as you stick to ones I approved.

Ed: Mr. Angmar - what do you attribute your success to... wait, I don't remember
writing this question.
WAK: Just ask it, minion.

Ed: No - no, I'm not asking this. It's not just sickeningly obsequious, it's not even
grammatically correct. It's got a preposition at the end!

WK: Really?
Ed: Yes. It should say “To what do you attribute your success?”

WK: I'm glad you asked me that. I think the main source of my success is twofold -
firstly, my multifarious talents are very obvious to anyone who's ever seen any of
my work...

Ed: Your work?

WK: Yes, my work, both in theatre and radio. The Cambridge Tolkien Society's 2003
production of the unimaginatively-titled Silly Sketches, in which I starred as myself,
and during which I originated the now legendary slogan, “Mock It Not™,” as used to
advertise the WraithMaker range of eldritch weaponry. That was also the start of my
well-publicised running feud with Gandalf. I also starred — again, as myself - in the
Cambridge Tolkien Society's 2004 production of the even more unimaginatively-
named More Silly Sketches; specifically in the short At Home With the Saurons,
which I also directed.

You'll recall that I also featured in the comedic radio program Defeat the Dark Lord
the Burkiss Way...

Ed: Will I?

WK: ...being interviewed by Jeremy Paxman on Newsnight and captaining the
Morgul College team to victory in a special edition of University Challenge.

Ed: When you say 'victory,' do you in fact mean 'dragging Jeremy Paxman off to be
tortured'?

WK: I'd call that a fairly decisive victory.

Ed: Yes... so, what projects can we expect to see in the coming months, Mr.
Angmar?

WK: Well, I'm currently preparing to star in my a play I wrote myself, entitled
Timelord of the Rings, featuring a certain well-known character in a supporting
role...

Ed: If I could just stop you there - we already have a pull-out section about
Timelord of the Rings in this term's Anor’, so that's probably enough blatant
plugging for one edition.

In fact, that's almost all we have time for. I'd just like to ask you one last question,
Your Majesty.

1 See the centre pages - Ed
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WK: Think very carefully about what you're going to say next.

Ed: There are some wild conspiracy theories out there - some people claim that
they've never seen you and me in the same place, so we must be the same person.
What do you say to that?

WK: Well, they're clearly wrong - we're in the same place now, aren't we? Anyway,
that's a ridiculous argument. They've probably never seen Nelson Mandela and
Maureen Lipman in the same place either, but they don't claim they're the same
person.

Are we finished here? I have some urgent oppressing to attend to.

Ed: The Witch-King of Angmar - it's been an honour talking to you. Thank you for
your time.
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Dark Times (Part Two)
By Pip Steele

The sun was rising by the time Van Halfling, Isembard, Eloise and Polo
Bolger were halfway along the road to Scary. The evening before, Isembard had not
really realised that they would be going without sleep all night, just setting out
straight away after all the preparations for their journey had been made. Now he
felt rather tired, and he had to stifle a yawn. Eloise noticed and tutted before
kicking her pony forward a little so that she was riding beside Van Halfling.

"You are very mysterious, Master Halfling," she said quietly, so that her
father would not hear. She knew, of course, that Isembard was glaring at her back,
cursing her defiance and hoping that the stranger would not instil further
adventurousness into his already reckless daughter. Why she did not want to settle
down marry a nice respectable lad like Ferdibrand Took, who was rather well-off and
clearly interested in her, he did not know. She thought her father was extremely
unreasonable in expecting to have such a boring life, and was determined to control
her own future.

Now Van Halfling just grunted, barely acknowledging her. His eyes and
mind were fixed on the road ahead.

"Do you have a first name?" she asked, not one to give up.

Now he looked at her. "No."

Something in his dark eyes startled her, forced her to disengage from the
conversation, if you could call it a conversation. This stranger, who thought to save
her people, was not, however, friendly. He grimaced and looked back to the path
ahead. She shuddered inwardly and let her pony fall back a little, and she ignored
her father when he asked what they had been talking about.

Just a moment later, the village of Scary came into view, and Van Halfling
beckoned for them to stop. They had been riding up a slight gradient for some time,
but it was quite startling how it now fell away rather sharply, revealing that they
were perhaps only half a mile away, maybe less. They were all silent, whether by
instinct or by following Van Halfting's lead, and they surveyed the landscape before
them carefully.

Turning round on his horse and looking at them, Van Halfling spoke in a
quiet but urgent voice. "We are closer than I had intended. That is not good. But I
can see nothing stirring. I suggest we ride into the village itself, but cautiously. The
creatures we seek cannot bear to expose themselves to sunlight - it brings their
death. And so we shall be safe as long as we stay outside while the sun is out. Do
not go too close to any building! They may conceal our enemy. But take these."
He gave each of the other three a pointed wooden stake and a three-quarter size
crossbow, all of which he fished out of his pony's deceptively large saddlebags.

With that he kicked back and compelled his pony forward. The others
followed, fearing what lay ahead and their mood darkened by his gravity. Soon they
were in the main street of Scary.

Scary was a rather old town, but it might not have seemed so to a visitor.
Its buildings were free-standing, some even with two storeys, and there were none
of the charming little delvings that old-fashioned Hobbits preferred. The reason was

Anor 37 Easter/Summer 2006



Page 8

that the ground here was hard, too hard for Hobbit-delving, Hobbits not being nearly
so expert at hewing rock as the Dwarves. Not far away, just to the north-east,
there was even a quarry, and indeed it was the situation of the quarry that had
resulted in the construction of the town many, many years ago. Quarrymen lived
there, or had done traditionally, and, even now that the quarry was not nearly so
well-used as it used to be, there were not many inhabitants who were not labourers
of some kind. The place was not well-off.

Picking their way carefully through the street, the company came across
some curious objects: a frying pan, a piece of cooked meat now covered in flies,
some child's set of toy Shirriffs, a lone shoe. The four looked around them and held
their breath, grimacing every time their ponies' hooves hit the cobbles because the
noise seemed so loud.

Suddenly there was a noise to their left. It sounded like a cry, small but
desperate. Van Halfling turned and saw a shadow disappear into one of the houses.
The others tried to see what he was looking at.

"Come out!" Van Halfling shouted. "We mean you no harmt"

"What... what if it was a creature?" Polo asked, wide-eyed.

"Then it won't come out."

Polo shrank back, a little embarrassed. Just then, a face peered out from
the house's doorway.

"Hello!" Eloise called, seeing that the face was that of a young Hobbit. "It's
alright, we're friends." .

Apparently encouraged by the fact that there was a girl with the stern-
looking men, the child, who turned out to be a boy of maybe ten years, came out
into the light. His face was wet with tears. Though it seemed there was hope in the
child's appearance, it took some time to get him to speak, and when he did he
would say little other than "They're all gone!" and "Monsters!". All they could tell
from this and from a quick survey of the town was that there was no-one else left
there and that the creatures had something to do with it. The only really useful
piece of information the boy gave them he gave by pointing down a track that led
out of the village and saying, "They went that way" before bursting into tears.

Not knowing whether he meant the villagers or the creatures, but
suspecting he must have meant the creatures, Van Halfling decided that the only
thing for them to do was to follow the track and see where it took them. It was
heading towards the north-east, and he supposed that meant that it led to the
quarry. He turned to his companions. "What we shall do is follow that track. I shall
lead. I want Isembard on my left, Polo on my right. If we come to more open
ground, you should spread out on either side. Try not to expose our back - I want
you both to keep looking behind, all the time." He seemed very insistent on that
point. "Eloise, you can stay here with the boy."

At that, Eloise opened her mouth, taking in such a deep breath that
everyone thought she must be about to launch into a great tirade of abuse. But she
did not know quite what to say, and she let some of the air go, and when she spoke
she just sounded a little flabbergasted. "Right, then."

Isembard was not entirely happy about leaving his daughter behind, but he
decided she was safer here and fell in silently behind Van Halfling to Polo's left.
Soon they were heading slowly down the track, looking all around them and being
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very cautious. Eloise was left fuming as she stared after them, knowing she was
insulted at being given the job of looking after the child, but unsure what she should
do about it.

Then the heavens opened.

The cloud had been gathering for some time, sometimes obscuring the sun,
but Van Halfling was the only one who had noticed, for he was very careful in seeing
what daylight was available since he had been tracking these creatures so long. The
rain, however, took even him by surprise in the strength of its downpour.

Eloise, back at the village, was rather startled, and then rather miserable as
she began to be soaked through by the cold, wet, biting rain, and chilled through by
the breeze that began to pick up. She hoped it would be enough to clear the
rainclouds but doubted it. Looking at the boy, she sighed.

Then it occurred to her that the clouds meant danger. The creatures could
not expose themselves to sunlight, Van Halfling had said in his arrogant, annoying,
irritating manner. So, now that the sun was obscured completely, there was danger.
If he was right, that was, and suddenly she felt disinclined to trust him at all. Of
course, that was just her pride rearing up, desperate to avenge herself for the insult
she had received. And his cold, unfriendly manner! Now fuming all the more, and
allowing that she was rather scared on her own, she mounted her pony and set of
after the others. The boy she left behind, reckoning that he had survived this long
on his own and could do so a little longer. The sound of his weeping faded behind
her as she went.

Now, since Eloise's blood was up as she went after her companions, she
was not quite so cautious as she should have been. She went rather quickly,
ignoring the steady sound of the rain drumming on the hard ground all about her,
ignoring how uncomfortable she was in her cold, wet, angry state. Soon she came
to a sight that made her stop suddenly.

Ahead, she could see the quarry. It loomed high, throwing a shadow over
the already dark land, and a gloomy air seemed to hang over it. Although it was
worked by the hands of Hobbits of her own time, it seemed somehow primeval, like
an ancient monument, something carved out by dark gods of long ago. Dismissing
such unwanted thoughts, which had come over her quite unexpectedly, she trotted
forward, remembering to breath, now looking about with a little more caution.

But too late.

She squealed as hands grabbed her from behind, dragging her from her
horse. The thing must have been concealed by one of the few trees that were
dotted around the landscape, looming leafless shapes, allowing it to get behind her.
She struggled violently even as she was dragged back, kicking and twisting and
flailing. Just as she was about to scream, a hand clasped tight over her mouth, so
tight that she couldn't breath. Whatever had hold of her was gripping her firmly,
and she could feel its warmth at her back, overpowering her.

"Quiet," whispered a voice in her ear, the breath hot at her neck. "Quiet."

She was still, and nodded. The hand locosened it grip, and she took the
opportunity to shake herself free and turn around. Dark eyes met her gaze. It was
Van Halfling.

"What are you doing here?" he whispered. "I told you-"

"I don't always do what I'm told," she said defiantly. Then she saw blood
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on his hands. "What happened?” She was meek now.

"They got Polo. Your father is wounded - he is hiding in that dead ground
off to our right." He pointed across the path, which they were now to the left of,
facing forward. Isembard was hiding among some rocks that seemed to have been
hewn from the quarry, and he now gave her a small wave, just visible.

"Will he be alright?" Eloise asked Van Halfling quietly but urgently, and he
nodded. "What now?"

"Now I kill them." His dark face was resolute but calm. If he thought that
he might meet his death in the attempt, he did not show it. His deep eyes betrayed
no emotion but determination. "If I do not return before nightfall, take your father
and go."

Eloise did not know what to say. She was not entirely sure that she would
recognise nightfall when it came, so dark was the sky as it poured forth rain, but she
nodded in agreement. Then she kissed him on the cheek and whispered, "Good
luck." She was not quite sure why she did it.

Van Halfling stopped, a littie disconcerted, his eyes showing puzzlement for
the first time. And then he went.

It must have been an hour later when Eloise heard footsteps approaching
her hiding place, which was now among the rocks with her father (she had been
very cautious and quiet as she ran over there, wondering if it was a bad idea but
much preferring to be with her father and try to look after him). She had just
finished bandaging Isembard's left upper arm and was startled to hear that someone
was nearby. She had thought she would see before anything could get close, but
she had not been watching. She just hoped it was Van Halfling.

It was not.

The creature leapt over the rocks with astounding speed, and it landed just
in front of Eloise. Its skin was a pale grey colour, its shape resembling that of a
man but its gait betraying its inhumanity. It was lithe and quick, and it seemed to
sniff at her. Then it opened its eyes wide and they were blood-red. There was
blood around its lips, and as they opened to reveal the dark chasm of its mouth, two
long, pointed fangs could be seen glistening.

With a sharp gasp, Eloise took a step backwards and beckoned desperately
to her father, who seemed about to cry out in horror, to be silent. Just as she
reached for her crossbow, it jumped at her, knocking her onto her back and pinning
her down. She could feel its brute strength, but what amazed her was that its flesh
was stone cold. It was no living thing. Isembard, wounded but terrified for his only
daughter, threw the nearest object he had at the creature's side. It was a stone.

The creature was unharmed, but the stone was enough to divert its
attention to Isembard, and it leapt from daughter to father with sickening agility. It
made a gulping, gurgling noise deep in its throat and opened its fangs wide, aiming
for the Hobbit's neck. Then, suddenly, it crumbled to dust.

Isembard was left shaking, looking up. All he could see was his daughter,
standing with a wooden stake in her hand. And then he passed out.

Eloise was worried, still shaking from her own effort in felling the creature.
She had not really known what she was doing, but she had picked up the stake
unthinkingly and thrust it into the creature's back. She was dumbfounded as she
stared at the little pile of dust at her feet that was starting to become a soggy
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mixture as the rain pounded it. She knelt down by her father, stroking him and
hoping he would be alright, and unwanted tears began to sting her eyes.

Just then, there was a deafeningly loud boom from the quarry. At least it
seemed deafeningly loud then, when there was nothing in Eloise's world but cold
terror and rhythmic, beating rain. She stood, careless in her fear, and saw a lick of
flame come forth from an opening in the rock face. It looked like there had been a
cave there, but now it was collapsing. Silhouetted against the flame, she could see
a figure running towards her.

Terrified, she picked up her crossbow, aimed it wildly, let her dart fly. The
figure went down. But then it got up again and came closer, running fast, and she
fumbled with another dart, dropping it as she pressed it to the string.

"You stupid little girlt" the figure cried breathlessly, crouching down when it
got to the hiding place. It was Van Halfling. And a crossbow bolt was protruding
from his right shoulder. Then, for the first time, he grinned. "Good shot, though."
He pulled the bolt out without wincing.

Eloise gasped. She could not speak just then, and simply threw her arms
around him. Her tears were running freely now.

Van Halfling, showing a tenderness she would never have guessed he could
possess, held her until she was ready to stop crying. "I see you got one of your
own," he said when she finally pulled away from him a little. She nodded. "I've
never seen anyone else stand up to one of those creatures, and much less live to tell
the tale afterwards." There was admiration in his voice.

"What... what did you do? Did you kill them?" Her words faltered on her
tongue, but she forced them out.

"They're dead, every last one. I was lucky enough to catch most of them
unawares. I took off their heads, and they died. If you could call it death - they
were never really alive. Then I burnt out their lair."

After all tales had been told, Van Halfling lifted Isembard gently onto a
pony. There were only two ponies now, the other ones have been frightened away,
and Eloise had to mount up behind the man to whom she had long ceased to be
hostile and now regarded as a hero. She was glad to have someone to hold on to.
It was not long before they were riding away from the doom-ridden village of Scary.
They forgot about the boy, who turned up in Brockenborings about a week later
quite out of his mind, and he was lost until a kind local family took him in.

For Van Halfling and Eloise, the tale was not simple. The inhabitants of
Whitfurrows were very glad that the threat had been removed, but they decided
unanimously that the whole story should be hushed up. Dark times might sound
awfully romantic, but the average Hobbit would much rather have a nice safe story
about mushrooms and pipeweed. It did not matter how much Isembard tried to
insist that Van Halfling should be treated as a returning hero, the local populace
would not have it. They quietly gave him some pecuniary rewards and asked
politely that he leave.

Van Halfling had other ideas, and he was given aid in these by Isembard,
who gave him his daughter's hand and some land where he might build himself a
small house. To this day, Van Halfling and Eloise's descendants still live on the
outskirts of Whitfurrows, and they still tell the story of their great bravery, being
very careful that it does not spread and make them disrespectable.
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The People's Flag is Deepest Black (Part Two)
By Tim Kelby

Previously in 'the People's Flag is Deepest Black' — the Witch-King and Khamdl, his
right-hand wraith, have devised a devious scheme codenamed, rather blatantly,
‘Operation Orcish Uprising'.!

The meeting-place was a cavernous grotto deep beneath the tower of
Barad-dr, its rocky walls dripping with filth and slime. The conspirators arrived one
by one, hooded and cloaked, in a kind of grotesque procession. There were six of
them: three tall and broad-shouldered; two small and hunched, with bowed legs and
long, crooked noses emerging from the shadows of the their cowls; and one
immense and squat, swathed in enough black cloth to clothe three Nazgtl. They sat
in silence around a long table. After a few moments of silence, one spoke.

“Are we all here?” One of the littie, hunched orcs hid his fingers under the
table as he counted.

“There are only six of us,” he decided, eventually. “There should be seven.”
There was a long pause.

“Is six more or less than seven?” asked one of the larger orcs, in a dull,
rumbling voice. There was another puzzled silence.

“Yeah... I think so,” a rough voice said.

“Six is less than seven," someone else put in, impatiently. “Someone is
missing.” As if on cue, a seventh black-robed figure emerged from the stygian
darkness, glided elegantly to the head of the table, and sat.

“The second meeting of the Orcish People's Revolutionary Council has
begun,” he intoned, in a low, hissing voice. "I am Sunday.” There was another one
of those long, awkward silences. "I thought we sorted this out already,” Sunday
hissed. “We are all named after days of the week. I am Sunday.” An exasperated
sigh escaped the shadow of his hood like a breeze whispering through a graveyard.
“Recite your names,” he commanded, wearily.

“Monday,” one of the orcs identified himself, eagerly. There was a Iong‘
pause.

“Tuesday?” another suggested.

“Wednesday,” two put in at once, earning them a disparaging stare from
Sunday, who continued to glare at them until one said, timorously,

“Thursday?”

“Friday,” the fifth council member said, quickly, forestalling Sunday's
impatience. Now the attention of all the gathered conspirators focussed on the vast
bulk of the largest orc. Unconcerned, he concentrated on extracting something

indescribable from under one of his yellowed fingernails. Gradually, he seemed to
become aware of their combined scrutiny, and looked up, frowning.

“Yesterday,” he rumbled finally, in a self-satisfied voice. An icy silence

1 It should be obvious what this operation will entail.
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descended on the gathering, much like the calm that must have descended on
Pompeii just after someone said, 'that volcano's been remarkably quiet recently.'

“But yesterday was Tuesday,” one of the orcs piped up hopefully. Ignoring
him, Sunday glared frostily at the vast bulk of the sixth conspirator.

“You are Saturday,” he hissed. The obese orc nodded, apparently
unconcerned.

“Yuh. Me Saturday.”

In his seat at the head of the table, Sunday sighed exasperatedly. From
beneath his black robes, he produced a notebook and pen. The mundane items had
been engraved with arcane runes and mystic symbols of untold malefic power, but
they were still a notebook and pen. The pen had 'A Gift From the Gorgoroth Museum
of Modern Art' written down the side, and four different colours of ink which turned
out, on closer inspection, to be charcoal black, pitch black, night black, and black.
Sunday opened the notebook.

“Reports, please,” he said. "Monday.” One of the smaller orcs sat up a little
straighter.

“Everything is proceeding as planned,” he reported. “We had to explain the
idea of a Trade Union thirty-seven times to some of them, but the orcs of Mordor
now have an active labour movement. We're moving on to phase two in South
Gorgoroth now - expansion of the Union to include goblins, giant spiders and other
ancillary minions and hideous creatures. Pretty soon, the orcs will be demanding a
pension plan.” Sunday nodded approvingly.

“Tuesday?”

“Yeah.” A large orc at the far end of the table shifted uncomfortably. His
cloak slipped a little, revealing @ grey-skinned arm with biceps that looked like a
cross between a Mimak's thigh and a sack of rocks. “I got some other orcs, an' we
went roun’ an' fumped the people we was told to fump. An' then we fumped some
more people, an' then we fumped some others, an' then...” He paused. The strain of
stringing together a coherent sentence was clearly taxing his intellectual stamina.
"An’ then we wen' 'ome an' 'ad tea,” he concluded. Sunday sighed again.

“Fine - but next time, try to make your report sound less like 'What I Did
On My Holidays',” he suggested, acidly. “Now ~ Wednesday?”

The same process was repeated four more times, with the remaining
members of the Council giving their reports with varying degrees of intelligence and
eloquence. Wednesday reported that his hand-picked band of propagandists was
having great success stirring up dissent among the orcs in Barad-dir, after their
initial well-intentioned but ill thought-out poster campaign had failed due to the
ninety percent illiteracy rate among their target audience.

Thursday and Friday reported high levels of interest in the new Union
among the orcs of Cirith Ungol and Northern Gorgoroth respectively, and a certain
number of cautious inquiries from goblins, cave trolls, and even from some of the
Southrons.

Finally, all attention centred on Saturday. The immense orc cleared his
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throat, causing small seismic disturbances in a radius of several miles.

“Me say same thing,” he rumbled. “Many orc interested in Union. They like
Union. They think Union good.” He paused, and Sunday, seeming relieved, folded his
hands within the shadows of his robe.

“Excellent...” he began, but Saturday had not finished speaking.

“Me got some problems with Union,” he declared, with the exaggerated
gravitas of a small child discussing integral calculus. “Me think it too Marxist-
Leninist; should be more centred around Trotskyist principles, with greater emphasis
on permanent revolution by proletariat.” There was a stunned silence as the rest of
the Council wondered how an orc who couldn't construct a coherent sentence could
discuss in-depth political theory. “Also,” Saturday added, “me want to hit more
people.” The Council relaxed slightly. If there's one thing more disconcerting than
someone who can use the word 'proletariat’' and mean it, it's an orc who doesn't
have a deep-seated craving for violence.

“Yes, well... I'm sure I can arrange that,” Sunday said, sounding perturbed.
Had he been human, he would have cleared his throat; as it was, he had to settle for
making a peculiar rattling hiss to cover up his momentary discomfiture. “Anyway... I |
have an important announcement to make. As of today, all your operations are to go
to phase three immediately.” A buzz of excitement and energy was notably absent |
from the Council chamber. The six orcs looked at each other. “Phase three,” Sunday
repeated. “That's all-out rebellion.” The other Council members looked variously
shocked, surprised, and in the case of Saturday, imbecilic. "Now is the time to
strike,” Sunday continued. “*The Dark Tyrant is weak; all his attention is in the West,
searching out the Ring. Now is the moment for the orcish people to rise up and take
hold of their destiny with both hands...”

“All their hands,” corrected Friday. “The orcish people have more than two
hands between them, after all, because...” He fell silent under Sunday's glare of
utter, withering hatred.

“If I may be allowed to finish,” he hissed, dangerously calm. Friday nodded,
not daring to speak. “Now, where was I...” he muttered, “ah, yes. This is the day,”
he went on, more loudly, “that the orcs take back what is rightfully theirs.” He
stood, producing a piece of paper from the depths of his robes, and began to sing in
a cracked baritone. The orcs, recognising the song, added their discordant voices t
the chorus in a wide variety of keys — all except for Saturday, whose voice was
perfectly-pitched, resonant basso profundo. The words echoed in the dank chamber:

“The people's flag is deepest black,

It's flown o'er many an orc attack,

And ere their limbs grew stiff and cold,
Their black blood died its every fold.

Then raise th'obisidian standard high,
Within its shade we'll live and die!

Though hobbits flinch and elves may sneer,
We'll keep the biack flag flying here!”
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*I have disturbing news to report, my Lord.” Ghadbiirz stood in the
doorway of the Witch-King's office, fingering his necklace of vicious metal spikes
nervously. The Nazg(l-Lord looked up.

“Make it quick,” he snapped. His desk was strewn with bundles of paper. In
the centre was a form, bound in black leather and roughly the same thickness as the
special Extended Edition of War and Peace. On the binding, in large, gothic, golden
lettering, were the words 'Shadowland Revenue.'

“Our agent...”

“Come closer,” the Witch-King hissed. *I can barely hear you.” Reticently,
the orcish spymaster approached the desk.

“Our agent in the Dark Tower..” Ghadbfirz swallowed nervously at this
point, the Witch-King noted. Normally, this would have satisfied him - after all, it
took a lot to intimidate an orc - but now it was just an annoyance.

“Go on,” he growled.

“Our agent is dead, my Lord,” the Uruk spymaster managed. “He was taken
by the south-men, Sauron’s pet spies.”

"Did they learn anything from him?” Ghadbiirz looked a little more certain.
“No, my Lord. He...he swallowed the plans, as he was ordered.”
“Excellent.”

“Yes, my Lord.”

“And how did he die?”

“Swallowing the plans, my Lord,” Ghadbiirz answered.

“He was killed whilst swallowing the plans?” The orc shook his massive
head, making his iron-spiked neckchain jangle unpleasantly.

“He was killed by swallowing the plans,” he reported. The Witch-King
frowned, or would have done, had he had a corporeal forehead.

“What was in the plans, Ghadb(irz?” he demanded, suspiciously. Orcs had
notoriously strong stomachs. The only food known to even give them indigestion
was the legendary NOd{l Raidz, that foul creation of culinary evil that makes even a
Balrog’s stomach churn - the food that men cali Pot Noodle.

I think...” Ghadb(rz said, cautiously, “it may have been the scale model of
Barad-d{r.” The Witch-King sighed.

“How did this happen?”

“Barad-dir has a lot of spiky bits...”

"I meant,” the ringwraith growled, “why did our agent have a scale model
of the Dark Tower in the first place?”

“Most orcs... aren‘t very bright, my Lord,” the Uruk spymaster began. The
Nazg(l lord found it hard not to laugh wildly at this - Ghadb{irz was not the sharpest
implement in the dungeon himself, but the Witch-King doubted that he included
himself in the phrase *most orcs’.

He contented himself with a dry, restrained, “*Well observed, Ghadbiirz.”
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“They find maps a bit hard to read,” the orc went on, doggedly. “So I gave
him a scale model. He understood that. 1...forgot about the swallowing thing.”

“You forgot.” Ghadbdrz looked even more apprehensive. He knew that flat,
implacable tone meant trouble. “If you ever forget such a thing again,” the Witch-
King went on, ‘it will be you who ends up eating a scale model. Of Grond.” He
leaned forward, his voice fowered to a perilous hiss. “Sideways.” The long pause
drew out into an uncomfortable hiatus. Eventually, Ghadbirz feit the need to speak,
to break the slowly deepening silence.

“A scale model...”

“Get out of my sight, or I'll make it a full-scale replica.” The orc did as he
was told.

As Ghadbirz's footsteps receded, the Witch-King stared at the scattered
paperwork in front of him with something approaching professional respect. In all his
years of experience in dungeons and interrogation chambers, he had never come up
with a way to make his victims torture themselves, particularly not in the intricate
and arcane ways that only taxmen could dream up. He tapped his quill thoughtfully
on the impressive-looking tome at his right elbow, helpfully entitled 'Corporate Tax
Form P666 - Guidelines and Advice, Volume II Book VI." A side-table bowed under
the weight of a stack of similar volumes. He flicked it open at a random page.

' _such assets as hitherto described in vol. II book V, section LX1V, which
are not included in the exemption, or which are included in the exemptions detailed
in sections LXV, LXVI, LXVII and LXIX, should be listed here.' he read. He briefly
toyed with the idea of turning the whole thing over to one of his minions, but quickly
dismissed the notion - the orcs were too stupid to handle such complex paperwork,
and the other Ringwraiths either had too short an attention span, or couldn't be
trusted not to try to implicate him in some sort of elaborate and entirely fictitious
tax evasion scheme. He was involved in enough real tax evasions schemes that he
already had a hard time keeping track of them. Irritably, he put down his quill and
checked his palantir for new messages for the two hundred and fourth time since
sunrise.

The lustrous globe of black glass flashed with crimson fire, and a blazing
red-golden eye opened at its centre. Sauron's voice, low and melodious, spoke from
the seeing stone.

“Angmar,” it said, curtly. “Contact me at once.” The fiery eye dissolved in a
vortex of flame, and the Witch-King hissed irritably. Typical Sauron - he always
wants me to pay for these calls. He cupped the palantir in his shadowy hands,
curling fingers like wisps of ice-cold smoke around the obsidian orb.

“Barad-d(r,” he said, aloud.

An impersonal voice from the palantir said, “*You have selected Barad-dar.”

I know that,” the Wraith-lord muttered under his breath.

“Sauron is currently unavailable,” the voice continued, “but the Dark Lord
values your service and will deal with your call as soon as he can spare the time.
Thank you for calling the seeing stone of Barad-dir.” There was a moment's silence
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then ghostly music began to emerge from the stone, spine-chilling string glissandi
and jarring discords all underlain by a sepuichral organ melody. The Witch-King
resisted the urge to hurl the palantir out of his office window - that could only lead
to problems. Idly, he flicked the finger-bone desk toy. The click-click-click of the
skeletal ornament did little to soothe his frustration,

“Thank you for calling the Dark Tower,” the voice said. “Sauron will take
your call shortly...”

“Angmar.”

Surprised, the Witch-King leaned close to the seeing stone; in the heart of
the seeing stone the eye, swathed in its swirling cloak of flame, had returned. “1
hear you, my Lord.”

“I've been hearing some rather nasty rumours, Angmar,” the Dark Lord
said, slowly. Something in his voice made the Nazgdl lord suddenly edgy.

“Surely the Ali-Seeing Eye of Mordor doesn't rely on rumours, my Lord.”

Fire blazed around the rim of the eye. “Rumours can be most instructive,”
Sauron's voice said, in a tone laden with menace. “Particularly when they begin to
tell a coherent story.”

“I abhor stories,” the Morgul-King said, flatly.

“In that case, let me tell You one. It concerns unrest among the orcs,
Angmar. It concerns a group of rebellious creatures who call themselves the Orcish
People's Revolutionary Council. Mostly, however, it concerns their leader... a being
clad in shadow that calls itself Sunday. Or perhaps you know the story yourself?”

The Witch-King nodded slowly, covering his silence as his fiendish mind
raced. He knows too much, far too much. “1 believe... I believe it ends with the
rebellion being crushed,” he said, carefully, “and the mysterious Sunday's identity
remaining a mystery.”

“That is certainly one possible ending,” Sauron said, softly. “Of course,
there is another. I believe it to be far less pleasant. If I recall, it involves Sunday
being unmasked and hideously tortured for the rest of his interminable existence.”

I prefer the previous ending,” the Lord of the Ringwraiths opined.

“As do 1.” And with that, the Great Eye disappeared, leaving the Witch-King
alone with his tax forms.

Excellent - I do enjoy reading about myself. Part one, in case you were wondering,
appeared in the previous edition of Anor, and the final part will appear in the next, if

should ensure that he meets his deadliine - Ed,
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CTS vs. 'Winkers Croquet Grudgematch
By Pip Steele

On Wednesday July 21%, a pleasantly cool |
summer evening, the CTS played the 4
‘Winkers in our annual croquet
grudgematch® at Selwyn College (held in
commemoration of the sinking of a punt
some years ago). Despite outnumbering the
€énemy more than two-to-one, the ‘Winkers
had the best of the match and beat our
valiant team. Twice. I regret to report that
the 'Winkers are in possession of two not-
so-secret but very potent weapons: a vat of
blue liquid (clearly giving them extra attack
points) and a Bond villain's gold-tipped
mallet. But do not fear, CTS, for next year
we shall certainly practice before this event,
and by the grace of the Valar we shall send The battlefield
them packing!

' ‘an
=i

Our valiant team (left to right: Jack, Becky, Alison, Naath, Matthew, Mark)

1 The irrational decision to turn the pbhrase ‘grudge match' into a single word
was taken solely by the author. I disclaim alf responsibility - Ed.
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Above: the 'Winkers, fortified by their Blue

Below: Jack, Mark and Matt entertain us with their dancing
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Information

Submission Guidelines

Submissions for Anor 38 should be emailed to Tim Kelby (tsk23@cam.ac.uk), or
addressed to Tim Kelby, Wolfson College, Cambridge, CB3 9BB, and should include
the author's name and email and/or postal address.

Electronic submissions in .RTF (rich text format) or .DOC format (Word document)
are preferred. Submissions by snail mail should be typed or word-processed in a
readable font (preferably Arial or Times New Roman 11-14pt, single-spaced with a
single space after full stops). Hand-written manuscripts, particularly on the backs of
envelopes or napkins, will not be accepted.

Copyright

Unless otherwise agreed in writing, copyright for material (including but not limited
to articles, artwork, fiction and records of society meetings) published in Anor
resides with the author, but the Society reserves the right to use said material in
any of its publications, and further may license the Tolkien Society to reproduce the
material in Mallorn or Amon Hen. The copyright for other material published in Anor,
including but not limited to uncredited material and the design and layout of Anor,
resides with the Society.
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The Cambridge Tolkien Society

The Cambridge Tolkien Society (Minas Tirith) is a society registered with the
University whose aim is to further interest in the life and works of the late Professor
J.R.R. Tolkien C.B.E.. Meetings are held weekly during Full Term. Its magazine,
Anor, is theoretically published once every term, but don't get your hopes up.
Residents of the United Kingdom may become full members of the Society on
payment of £4.50 (annual) or £10 (life membership, covering three years
subscription to Anor). Those not resident in the United Kingdom may subscribe to
Anor at a rate of £3.00 (surface mail) or £4.00 (airmail) for three issues.

For further information contact the Steward: Emma Caird, Homerton College,
Cambridge. Subscriptions should be paid to Smaug (Helen Cousins).

Back Issues of Anor

Back issues of Anor are available from the society at the following prices:
Issues 1-4: 40p each; 5-20: 50p each; 21 onwards: 60p each.
Postage and packing are as follows:

UK Europe Middle Americas Far East and
East Australia
First copy 50p 70p 80p 90p 95p
Each further 15p 20p 40p 55p 60p
copy

Payment may be made by British cheque or International Money Order, in pounds
sterling only. Cheques etc. should be made payable to the Cambridge Tolkien
Society.

Copyright © 2006 The Cambridge Tolkien Society
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