Thunder Rolls

November 2003

The challenge was to incorporate the line: The thunder rolled across the sky like granite boulders and everywhere the rain poured in sheets of chilled crystal. As always, the Adventurers respond in a variety of ways.
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The Tales Retold

Sevilodorf
Before the hearth in the front parlor, hands behind his back and careful to avoid a singsong rhythm, Hamfast intoned solemnly,

“Like granite boulders, 

Thunder rolled; rain in sheets

Of chilled crystal poured.”

Her head to one side, face scrunched in thought, Goldilocks said slowly, “Maybe. Does it have to be raining?”

“It was raining,” her brother retorted, giving her blond curls a tug. “Everyone mentions it. How the lightning showed the thousands and thousands of attacking orcs.”

Goldilocks shuddered. She could not understand why her brother was determined to write a poem about a battle. 

“Don’t you think…”

“No.”

Indignantly, she exclaimed, “You didn’t even let me finish. How can you say no?” 

“You’re going to say I should write something ‘proper’ for a hobbit.” The small furrow his mother called his stubborn streak had appeared on Hamfast’s forehead. “I don’t care what Uncle Tom says or Uncle Jolly or … or… anyone.”

He pulled himself to his full height of three feet six and said determinedly, “Mr. Pippin said that when he next escorts Elanor south to serve Queen Arwen, he’d take me along. I’ve got to have something good to recite. And it won’t be about mushrooms or gardens or pipeweed.”

Goldilocks stared round eyed as her brother stormed out of the room. Ham had always been dreamy, but ever since he and Papa had met that group of elves in the woods last fall, he’d become obsessed with the idea of becoming a poet. Mama said it was a phase he was going through. The three older boys had survived it, and Ham would too. Papa laughed and said poetry was all fine and good, so long as Ham didn’t neglect his chores.

Straightening the papers Ham had left behind, Goldie returned them to the folder bearing a copy of the map of Old Mister Bilbo’s journeys. With a sigh, she traced the image of the dragon hovering over a mountain with her fingertip. Mr. Bilbo had gone away long before she was born, but Papa would tell the stories when the boys begged for them. While Goldie would listen open mouthed to the tales, she never asked for them herself. She had no desire to travel far away and see the sights. The Shire was enough for her. 

Opening the folder, Goldilocks read the lines again. Wouldn’t the whole thing be better if he focused on the nicest part of the story? 

Thoughtfully tapping out the rhythm of the poem, Goldie picked up the pen and dipped it into the inkpot. She scribbled quickly, 

“A rider, clad in white

Shining in the rising sun,

Gandalf had arrived.”

~~~~~~

It is mentioned in the annals that Elanor the Fair received the Red Book from her father Master Samwise before he departed from the Gray Havens. Few are aware that many of the later entries were the result of the collaborative efforts of Master Hamfast Gamgee and his sister, Goldilocks, who married Master Faramir Took.
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Winds of Change
Naerinda


The thunder rolled across the sky like granite boulders and everywhere the rain poured in sheets of chilled crystal. He looked across the landscape, gazing upon the magnificence of the storm from a ledge in the mountain, thankful for the over-hanging rock that gave shelter from all but the hardest rain. The countryside below was battered and bruised as the storm grew in intensity.

Lightning ran its fingers across the sky, throwing sparks to the ground. His perfect vision easily discerned the exact moment hundreds of feet beneath him, when the tree exploded in a ball of fire.

A sudden rush of wind chased the rain in under his shelter, ruffling his feathers. The water ran off like beads of sweat, unable to stick to his soft sleekness. Gwaihir stamped his feet and gently shook, causing a fine mist of droplets to abruptly end their journey to the ground.

The eagle turned his face towards the storms zenith and wondered at its origin. He did not know a lot about such matters, preferring not to get involved in the affairs of others. He much preferred a lazy afternoon in the thermals, and rarely gave thought to the woes of men. However, such a storm as this was rare and it left him grounded with little else to do but think. There was so much anger and malevolence, that it could only be caused by dark powers.

Lightning again hammered the earth, finding its mark in the forest. The tongues of flame quickly quenched by driving rain, sending steam hissing into the air.

"Saruman" he said to no one in particular. There could be no other responsible.

"The Dark Lord has the power, but he is secure in his fortress of rock. No, there is no threat to him yet." That only left Saruman to own the ire.

Gwaihir had heard rumours of the white wizard's rage since the night he had flown to Gandalf's rescue and borne him away from Orthanc, where Saruman had imprisoned him. Yes, it was Saruman's doing all right. The eagle had seen storms such as this one before. He had seen mountains laid low by the rage of wizards. Men, elves and dwarves alike, crushed under the weight of dark fury.

As he listened to the steady beat of rain and the thunder that echoed through the mountains, vibrating in the rock on which he stood, Gwaihir felt a change come. It came whispered on the wind that ruffled his plumage. He spread his wings as currents of air caressed the tips, and made ready to soar.

The tide was turning, verily as he pivoted to greet the change in the breeze. All things must come to an end. Even a storm cannot last forever.  
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Query and Reply
Camellia


The thunder rolled across the sky like granite boulders and everywhere the rain poured in sheets of chilled crystal. What form of demon torment is this? This maddening torrent of icy coldness, blinding me as it flows relentlessly over my eyes. Mercilessly forcing its way into my gapping mouth as I gasp for breath. Am I to be drowned by a mere storm? What honor lies in that?

My patience has run thin. Where is this invincible foe that threatens my King, which seeks to wipe out all that is good and just? Aye, the treacherous point of my arrow and the cold steel of my blade await thee- thou foulest of the Earth.

Ah, this wretched storm. Providing me mindless torture by means of endless hammering of drops upon my helmet. I fear that I should go deaf, if not first insane, before the inevitable confrontation with the enemy.

And there is yet another flash of brightness across the dark void of sky, teasing my eyes with an occasional glimpse of the waterlogged land beyond this rain soaked wall. But wait, had I just detected a movement in the distance? Or has the eagerness for battle begun to play tricks on my mind?

Curse these rain soaked, slippery stones, sabotaging my footing. My feet continuously slide under me as if I was trying to cross a frozen pond in the dead of Winter. How can I adequately defend this fortress if I can barely stand? And what sort of sorcery could create an army formidable enough to over run Helm's Deep?

This waiting. When will the adversary finally arrive to meet their bloody doom? My mind is racing, full of thoughts and questions as the time wears on. My garments are saturated from the never-ending downpour of rain; they stick to my chilled body like a second skin. Above me, the storm is now steadily increasing with intensity.
Powerful streaks of lightening dart across the blackened sky, sometimes so close to the wall that I can hear them hiss and sizzle as I am occasionally blinded by their intense light.

But lo, do my eyes deceive me again as I stare down from my position at the wall? Nay, this is no trick of the mind. At long last, it is them, the enemy. With each illuminating flash of lightening, I can see them and a sickening sensation has now engulfed the pit of my stomach as I witness their approach. A blanket of evil with numbers so vast that they encompass the very earth that they trample upon. Their only goal is to slaughter and eradicate anybody or anything that confronts them.

I haven't any reservations about my possible fate. I am a solider, and ready to die to defend my cause, if need be.

There it is. A distant horn is sounding out from the darkness and shadows before me. It has begun.
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Awake! Awake!

Quellawen
The thunder rolled across the sky like granite boulders and everywhere the rain poured in sheets of chilled crystal. Inside the well-lit hobbit hole, an air of dull depression rested. Hamson Fallowhide and his family sat silently around the fire. Sucking on
his pipe he eyed the shutters and locked door.


Before they came hobbits had no need of locks, for hobbits had no need to fear. The Shire that had once been a green and lush jewel had now been marred by evil. The trees, grass and flowers had been uprooted and burnt or used to house the foul creatures that now tortured every hobbit. Gone were the sweet calls of the songbirds
that had once danced upon every branch. The creatures of the undergrowth were now forgotten it seemed by all but very few. No longer could the hobbits walk freely, but they sat in house arrest like criminals.


All their time was consumed by the relentless work `the Chief' set for them. The only occasion they could remember the beauty of the Shire was in their thoughts and dreams, which came momentarily, before the nightmare enthroned itself once more. A year since its beginning and still no light of hope. The days grew worse as each
voice of challenge was stopped.


Hamson shifted in his chair, aware that dark thoughts had made his features foul. His gaze moved across the room, passing the familiar sight of dust and clutter, his home had not been cleaned for a long time. He smiled grimly at his wife who mirrored his grieving look. Turning back to the fire he dwelt upon how many others shared his
view and how many like him would not speak for fear.


All of a sudden the clear triumphant note of a trumpet blast leapt through the air. Hamson fairly jumped out of chair, casting a look at Lily he sped to the locked door. Fiddling with the lock he flung the door open. An army of noise and motion greeted his eyes as hobbits flocked to the sound.


"Awake! Awake! Fear, Fire, Foes! Awake! Fire, Foes! Awake!"

"Behind him Sam heard a hubbub of voices and a great din and slamming of doors. In front of him lights sprang out in the gloaming; dogs barked; feet came running." 

The Lord of the Rings: The Return of the King – The Scouring of the Shire.
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Moonlight, Crystal Stars

Rilith
The thunder rolled across the sky like granite boulders and everywhere the rain poured in sheets of chilled crystal. Within the boughs of the mallorn trees she sat quietly. Below the large canopy, rain fell gently as the heavy burdened leaves dipped in bows and let it fall. The light droplets spun and sang like spider silk as they tumbled to the lawns of Lothlórien, catching the lamplight and turning to stars for but a second. Once or twice a moment they would tickle her and she would laugh in her heart, then look up through the leaves to eye the next loaded leaf. 

 Below her branch went elves to and fro. There was much preparation to make; soon they would be marching for Dol Guldur for the Shadow had passed from these woods, and now the Lord and Lady would cleanse Mirkwood too. She would remain within the Golden Wood and watch, listening for word whenever the wind sung through the leaves. Silence, save for the light rain, crept into the small glade. 

She lifted up her voice, singing to give light heart to those who left. Then without sound a she-elf drifted upon the grass of the lawn, the elf paused and looked up to see the singer. A smile that spoke of wisdom that would never dwell within mortal bodies played upon the elf’s lips. Slowly as the notes rose and fell, she seated herself upon the grass. 

 “Sing on you beautiful creature,” the elf called. “Soon this place shall be yours not ours.”

On the small thrush sang, and softly though the rain still descended, the elf drifted into a dream filled sleep. Night passed on over the woods, the rain and thunder faded and morning sunlight rose, through the trunks casting long golden shadows. The elf now lay upon the grass, her long fair body stretched out. Her eyelids fluttered as the sun’s rays danced across her beautiful face. She rose, the scent of rain still hung heavy and sweet in the air. Gazing about her she noted that the thrush that had sung so sweetly had disappeared. 

Then, as if all her senses suddenly woke at once, she heard the calls of other birds within the branches. Singing of the rain and how it had passed, she saw the golden reflection of the sun play upon the trunks and leaves of the mallorn trees, and a fresh breeze blew the scent of food. She had been blessed with this waking vision, for if she did not survive the next clash with the Shadow, she would remember in the halls how beautiful the World could be, and would forever dream of the time when it would be re-built. 

Moving silently, as if she had never been within that small glade, she headed for the boats. Now was time to cleanse the World of the evil that had plagued it for so long. 

“Though grievous harm was done to the fair woods on the borders, the assaults were driven back; and when the Shadow passed, Celeborn came forth and led the host of Lórien over the Anduin in many boats. They took Dol Guldur, and Galadriel threw down its walls and laid bare its pits, and the forest was cleansed.

 In the North also there had been war and evil. The realm of Thranduil was invaded, and there was long battle under the trees and great ruin of fire; but in the end Thranduil had the victory. And on the day of the New Year of the Elves, Celeborn and Thranduil met in the midst of the forest; and they renamed Mirkwood ‘Eryn Lasgalen’, The Wood of Greenleaves.” The Lord of the Rings: Appendix B.
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Flourish

Celebsul

The thunder rolled across the sky like granite boulders and everywhere the rain poured in sheets of chilled crystal.

No, no, that would not do at all! He crossed it out and tried again.

Thunder roared across the fermenting sky like giant, ferocious firedrakes and rain poured like a thundering waterfall.

Oh dear. Too make 'likes', too much 'thunder'. Maybe he should try something simpler.

Thunder roared and rain poured.

Mm, that had a certain 'ring' to it, though prose was not really his strong point.

Thunder roared and rain poured. A chilling wind blew harshly, badly bending branches.

No, no, and thrice times, no. It was just going to have to be a poem. He chewed his quill and murmured quietly for a while. Eventually he managed to compose a satisfying verse.

Thunder roared and rain poured

A chilling wind blew harsh

Branches bent and leaves soared

Out across the marsh

Oh yes. Now he was getting somewhere. It was good, but it wasn't quite his style. It needed … 'flourish'.

Bending his head over the desk, he rapped his fingertips on the polished wood, finding a favourite rhythm, then his feet started tapping and he knew he could finish it.

A few minutes later, he called out to his wife, "Come and listen to my latest composition, darling."

Dutiful as ever, his 'darling' stepped out of the kitchen, wiping her hands on a towel. She smiled indulgently at him. 

He stood up straight and drew a deep breath. Unable to help himself, a tune crept into his voice the very moment he started reciting, and the poem became a song.

"Thunder roared and rain poured, merry not the weather

A chilling wind blew harsh, blew hard on Old Man Willow

Branches bent and leaves soared, out across the heather

Out across the marsh, leapt Tom Bombadillo!"

At the end, Tom feigned a leap and held out his hand, grinning happily.

"Oh, that's lovely," Goldberry commented. She turned back to the kitchen wondering, as she many times had, if it were possible to find the oldest being in creation another hobby.

