Entertainment Between Courses

These ideas can work as supplemental activities in the classroom.  Or they can be used in conjunction with “An Evening in Middle-earth.”

Poetry/Songs

The Middle-earth banquet can be enriched by having the students quote poems or songs from The Hobbit and/or The Lord of the Rings.  They can be performed by individual students, small groups, or large groups.  I have picked just a few examples.  Also, see “Drinking Songs” for song parody fun.

“Chip the glasses and crack the plates!” from chapter 1 of The Hobbit

--Students can sing or recite this fun song while clearing away the banquet dishes.

“There is an inn, a merry old inn” from The Fellowship of the Ring, Book I, chapter 9 “At the Sign of the Prancing Pony”


--This song which gets Frodo into trouble could be acted out as well as recited.  


Tolkien wrote it as if it’s the source of the “Cow Jumped over the Moon” nursery 


rhyme.

“I sit beside the fire and think” from Fellowship, Book II, chapter 3 “The Ring Goes South”


--Bilbo’s song is simple and haunting at the same time.

“An Elven-maid there was of old” from Fellowship, Book II, chapter 6 “Lothlorien”


--This poem is in honor of Galadriel.  It could be recited by a young man, maybe 


to his mother in the audience.

“Come back to Me!” from The Two Towers, Book IV, chapter 4 “Treebeard”


--This poem is essentially a dialogue between the ents and the entwives.  It could


be done by a group of boys and a group of girls reciting the parts in unison.

“In western lands beneath the sun” from The Return of the King, Book VI, chapter 1


--This poem would be best done at the end of the evening as the guests are 


preparing to depart.

Reader’s Theatre

Note:  Material from J.R.R. Tolkien’s The Hobbit is under copyright.  This play can be legally performed in a classroom setting.  However, a paid performance cannot be attempted without the written consent of the author’s estate.

“Roast Mutton”

Adapted from The Hobbit by J.R.R. Tolkien

This can be effectively performed as a reader’s theatre, but it can also be done in a play format.  There could be as few as five speakers with parts assigned like so:


Speaker 1: Narrator, Gandalf, Voice of Purse


Speaker 2: Bilbo, Thorin


Speaker 3: Bill, Balin


Speaker 4: Bert, Oin


Speaker 5: Tom, Gloin

It could also be done with eleven or more actors, with parts added for more dwarves, if needed.





             * * * * * * * *

Narrator:  Bilbo Baggins was chosen as the burglar.  Gandalf the Wizard had chosen him, and, really, Bilbo was not sure what a burglar was or what he was to do.  And he wondered most of all how he had gotten himself into this mess.  He had no experience being a burglar, but Thorin and the other dwarves needed a fourteenth companion for their adventure.  Gandalf had dragged Bilbo out of his comfortable little hobbit hole and onto the road before Bilbo knew where he was.

Gandalf: The dwarves are waiting for you, Bilbo, at the Green Dragon Inn.  You must hurry, now.  You have just ten minutes.  Thorin and his company require punctuality.

Bilbo: But—

Gandalf: No time for that.

Bilbo: But—

Gandalf: No time for that either.  Off you go—

Narrator: So off he went.

Bilbo: I’m awfully sorry, but I have come without my hat, and have left my pocket-handkerchief behind.

Narrator: After all, how could one be expected to start an adventure without at least one pocket-handkerchief.

Bilbo: I am not sure I want an adventure.

Narrator: But it was too late.  Soon Bilbo would have his first adventure.  After many days of travel, the dwarves and Bilbo camped one night in the woods.

Balin: There’s a light over there!

Narrator: Said Balin, who was always the lookout man.

Oin: We should go and see.

Narrator: Said Oin.

Gloin: Too dangerous.

Narrator: Argued Gloin.

Thorin: That’s what we’ve got a burglar for.

Narrator: Suggested Thorin, who was leader of the group.

Balin: Where’s Gandalf got to?

Oin: Yes. Just when we need a wizard.

Gloin: Who says we need a wizard?

Thorin: After all, we have got a burglar with us.

Narrator:  Bilbo did not like this talk at all.  He knew they meant him.  Off he had to go, before he could explain that he did not know what a burglar was supposed to do.  Bilbo crept toward the red light as quietly as he could (and hobbits can be very quiet when they want to be).  He got closer and saw the light came from a fire.  Three very large persons were sitting round a very large fire of beechlogs.  They were toasting mutton on long spits of wood, and licking the gravy off their fingers.  Even Bilbo, in spite of his sheltered life, knew what they were.  Anyone could see that they were trolls.

Troll Bert: Mutton yesterday, mutton today, and blimey, if it don’t look like mutton again tomorrer.

Troll Tom: Never a blinking bit of manflesh have we had for long enough.  What was William a-thinkin’ of to bring us into these parts at all, beats me.

Troll Bill: Shut yer mouth!  Yer can’t expect folk to stop here for ever just to be et by you and Bert.  You’ve et a village and a half between yer, since we come down from the mountains.  Yer should say “thank yer Bill” for a nice bit o’ fat valley mutton.

Narrator: Bilbo knew he should do something. He should go and warn his friends.  But then he thought he could do a bit of good quick burgling.  A first-class burglar would pick the trolls’ pockets.

Bilbo: I wish I were a hundred miles away.  Yet, I can’t go back to Thorin and Company emptyhanded.

Narrator: So Bilbo crept up behind the troll named William.  He plucked up his courage and put his little hand in William’s enormous pocket.  There was a purse in it, as big as a bag to Bilbo.

Bilbo: Ha! This is a beginning!

Narrator: It was!  But trolls’ purses are full of mischief, and this one was no exception.

Purse: ‘Ere, ‘oo are you?

Bill: (grabbing Bilbo by the neck) Blimey, Bert, look what I’ve copped!

Bert: What is it?

Bill: Lumme, if I knows!  What are you?

Bilbo: Bilbo Baggins, a bur—a hobbit.

Tom: A burrahobbit?

Bill: What’s a burrahobbit got to do with my pocket, anyways?

Tom: And can yer cook ‘em?

Bert: Yer can try?

Bill: He wouldn’t make above a mouthful, not when he’s skinned and boned.

Bert: P’raps there are more like him round about, and we might make a pie.  (Shakes Bilbo) Here you, are there any more of your sort a-sneakin’ in these here woods, yer nasty little rabbit?

Bilbo: Yes, lots. –Um. I mean. No, none at all, not one.

Bert: What d’yer mean? (holding Bilbo by the hair)

Bilbo: (gasping) What I say.  And please don’t cook me, kind sirs! I am a good cook myself, and cook better than I cook, if you see what I mean. (Laughs self-consciously at his own joke)  I’ll cook beautifully for you, a perfectly beautiful breakfast for you, if only you won’t have me for supper.

Bill: Poor little blighter!  Let him go!

Bert:  Not till he says what he means by lots and none at all.  I don’t want to have me throat cut in me sleep!  Hold his toes in the fire, till he talks!

Bill: I won’t have it.  I caught him anyway.

Bert: You’re a fat fool, William, as I’ve said afore this evening.

Bill:  And you’re a lout!

Bert: And I won’t take that from you, Bill Huggins.

Narrator: Then there was a gorgeous row.  That would have been the time for Bilbo to have left.  But he had been nearly squashed and was quite out of breath.  So he lay there for a while panting, just outside the circle of firelight.  Meanwhile Balin approached.  The trolls stopped fighting and let out a howl (for trolls cannot stand the sight of a dwarf---uncooked). Balin was wondering where Bilbo had go to when—whomp!—a sack was over his head, and he was caught.

Tom: There’s more to come yet or I’m mighty mistook.  No burrahobbits, but lotsa these here dwarves.

Bert: I reckon you’re right, and we’d best get out of the light.

Narrator:  One by one the dwarves approached looking for the others, and each was popped into sacks. A nice pickle they were all in now.  Bilbo, in his fright, was up in a bush with his clothes and skin torn, not daring to move for fear that the trolls would hear him.  The trolls had just decided to roast the dwarves now and eat them later.

Gandalf’s Voice: (behind and imitating Bill) No good roasting ‘em now, it’d take all night.

Narrator: Bert thought it was William’s voice.

Bert:  Don’t start the argument all over again, Bill, or it will take all night.

Bill: Who’s a-arguing?

Bert: You are.

Bill: You’re a liar.

Narrator: And so the argument began all over again.  In the end they decided to mince them fine and boil them.  So they got a great black pot, and they took out their knives.

Voice: (behind Tom)  No good boiling ‘em!  We ain’t got no water, and it’s a long way to the well and all.

Bill and Bert: Shut up!

Bert: Or we’ll never have done.

Bill: And yer can fetch the water yerself, if you say any more.

Tom: Shut up yerself!

Narrator:  And so the argument began all over again, and went on hotter than ever, until at last they decided to sit on the sacks one by one and squash the dwarves, and boil them next time.

Voice: (behind Bert)  Who shall we sit on first?

Tom: Better sit on the last fellow first.

Bert: Don’t talk to yerself!  But if you wants to sit on the last one, sit on him.  Which one is he?

Tom: The one with the yellow stockings.

Voice: (behind Bill) Nonsense, the one with the grey stockings.

Tom: I made sure it was yellow.

Bill: Yellow it was.

Tom: Then what did yer say it was grey for?

Bill: I never did.  Bert said it.

Bert: That I never did!  It was you.

Voice: (behind Tom) Two to one, so shut yer mouth!

Bill: Who are you a-talkin’ to?

Tom and Bert: Now stop it!

Bert: The night’s getting on, and dawn comes early.

Tom: Let’s get on with it.

Narrator:  Just at that moment, as Tom stooped to grab one of the sacks, a light came over the hill, and there was a mighty twitter in the branches.  None of the trolls spoke again, for they were all three turned to stone; for trolls, as you probably know, must be underground before dawn, or they go back to the stuff of the mountains they are made of, and never move again.  That is what had happened to Bert and Tom and Bill.

Gandalf: (coming forward) Excellent!

Narrator: Said Gandalf as he stepped from behind a tree. He helped poor Bilbo climb down out of the thorn-bush.

Bilbo:  Oh!  Now I understand.  It was your voice, Gandalf.  You kept the trolls bickering and quarrelling until the sun came and made an end of them.

Narrator:  The next thing was to untie the sacks and let out the dwarves.  They were nearly suffocated, and very annoyed; they had not at all enjoyed lying there listening to the trolls making plans for roasting them and squashing them and mincing them.

Gandalf:  Please be more careful next time, or we shall never get anywhere!

Dwarves: Thank you, Gandalf.

Narrator:  Bilbo hadn’t been very clever in his first adventure.  Maybe he would do better next time.





     *  *  *  *  *  *

The different sizes of Bilbo and the trolls can be simulated using forced perspective.  If Bilbo stands several feet behind the trolls and pretends he is being held, it will look from the audience’s point of view as if he is much smaller than the trolls.

