The Fellowship of the Tree

transcribed from the Parma Luine Uranarien
Two the directors whose mighty grant-design


Doled thirty money to make Tolkien known,

Nine the experts brought in to shine


And kindle by their bright learning shown,

In the land of Texas where the dancing’s line.


One Tale to awe them all, one book to bind them,


One film to draw them, in silver semi-darkness blind them

In the land of Texas where the summer’s fine.

Bifel that in that seson, on a day,

In Commerce at the New Pride as I lay

Redy to wenden on my grand viage

To Middle-earth with ful devout corage,

At even was come into that hostelrye

Wel five-and-twenty in a compaignye

Of sondry folk, by war avys y-falle

In felaweshipe, and scolers were they alle

That seken from south and north, east and weste,

To yfeere goon on our konnyng-queste.

Three dwelt asonder, and one after come;

Tolkien yaf verray solaas to alle and some.

Leouns of letterure weren we eche:

For gladly wolde we lerne, and gladly teche.

Beneath the spreading shade of Tolkien’s Tree

Our Fellowship met in sweltering Texas.

In catalogue epical numbered we

Thirty: alphabetical, first’s Alexis,

Or Aldanil, perhaps (say who?); depends

On whether in English or in Elvish, friends.

Four lived in pairs: Fawn and Barb, Don and Dave.

There were Trac[y]s, Jennifers, and Dianes double,

Kim, Anita, Kevin, Mike the brave,

Those louts in 511 always making trouble,

Eve L. and the New York M and M, Christine

Packed in with Carol, Wendy, and Jeannean.

Tony’s rhymes and Riley opened portals for us;

Karen, rightly famous for “Pico de Gallo”,

And, with his family, Corey joined our chorus:

From Florida and Kansas, Utah, Ohio,

From Arizona and Wisconsin, Illinois,

And eleven others, we came to share our joy

In Middle-earth.  Gleeful, attentive, eager

Were we to begin, and the quiet voice

And awesome expertise of Verlyn Flieger

Most coolly did kick off our rather choice

Parade of prestigious literary names:

Anderson and Sullivan, Jones and James,

Chance wide renowned, the sacramental Wood,

The tuneful Ringel, Janet Brennan Croft,

Ranged from excellent to just very good.

A librarian who spoke perhaps too soft,

A gifted amateur, and Doctors seven:

These five weeks were for this pedant heaven.

And all provided by our noble pair

Of Valar, whose supportive attitude,

Vast preparation, willingness to share,

And kindness far outweighs the gratitude

These hurried lines may hope to here express:

We hail thee, Ladies of South-Westernesse!

Although we know the Road goes on for ever,

And the gifts we have been given: lore, and friends,

Are such as worthiness will outwear never,

Yet this summer’s tale, like every other, ends.

And so, alas, is told our story then:

Time’s river is carrying us from Lorien.

