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Legal Challenge

March 2008
The firm of Messrs. Grubb, Grubb and Burrowes acting on behalf of their client, whom has requested anonymity, invite all residents, those of temporary as well as permanent nature, of the inn known as The Burping Troll, situated some 25 miles north along the King's Road from the village of Henneth Annun, to engage in a writing challenge inspired by the circumstance of C. Tolkien Esquire engaging in a suit against the corporate entity doing business as New Line Cinema. The parameters of this challenge to be as described below:

Topic: A vignette, story, advertisement, legal brief or any genre of creative writing based upon a legal entanglement between persons, either canon or original, inhabiting Middle-Earth as described by Professor JRR Tolkien, depicted by Mister Peter Jackson, or embellished upon by the members of The Burping Troll Adventurers. 

Such legal entanglements may include, but are not restricted to, bills of sale, rental agreements, auctions, wills, marriages, engagements, notices to cease and desist, restraining orders, adoptions, claims of damages done to person or property. 

Length: As past attempts to set limitations upon the productive capacity of the authors have proven unenforceable, it is deemed a moot point to attempt to set a number. However, as such a rendering is required by law, the limit is set at more than ONE word and fewer than ONE MILLION.

Time limits: Again acknowledging that prior efforts to enforce the concept, indeed to even make comprehensible the very idea, of a deadline has proven highly difficult, this firm will endeavor to collect, edit and present for publication those writings submitted on or before March 12. Penalties, in a form to be decided upon later by our anonymous client, will be assessed for submissions presented after this date.

Hereby witnessed by:

Odo Proudfoot

Hamfast Gamgee

Everard Took

Fredegar Bolger

Delbert Grubb

Horace Grubb

Wilibald Burrowes
The Eviction of Hamfast Gamgee

By Sevilodorf
All that is necessary for Evil to triumph is that good men do nothing. 

Edmund Burke 

January 1419 SR

"Chief."

The timid inquiry drew an upraised finger, and Reginald Grubb remained in the doorway. Twisting his cap, he cast apprehensive glances down the long hall to the open front door. 

But the Chief was never one to be rushed. "Unreasonable haste leads to unnecessary error" was one of Lotho Sackville-Baggins' favorite sayings, especially when it came to tallying his accounts. Thus it was a good while before the final tick was placed beside the last column and a plump finger motioned Reginald to enter. 

"Sir, you're needed down the Hill."

The Chief folded his hands across the tight expanse of his silk waistcoat. "I would think Reginald, that a hobbit of your experience could deal with the situation without my assistance. Your uncle recommended you most highly."

"Oh, I am, sir, but…" Reginald hunched his shoulders against the storm and plunged onward, "the Gaff…I mean, Gamgee has a contract signed by Mister Frodo, and the shirriffs won't…"

A slight smile formed upon his pockmarked face as Lotho interrupted coldly, "Frodo Baggins no longer owns Bag-End, or its adjacent properties."

"Of course not, sir, however … well ... it seems there is a clause… a condition … most unusual, but it was an addendum to the contract of sale which Miss Lobelia signed…" Reginald swallowed loudly, then finished weakly, "I discussed this with Miss Lobelia two weeks ago."

"Your services, Reginald, were contracted to me, not my mother."

"Sir, she is the owner of record."

"As is fitting for a lady of her standing, she entrusted me with all her business matters. I assume you have read that contract as well."

"Yes, sir. You were away when the matter came to light, and I … I…"

"Have proven yourself incompetent," Lotho finished for him. "You can be certain your uncle will be informed."

"Yes, sir," Reginald replied with equal parts relief and misery. Uncle Bolliver's wrath, not to mention Aunt Gertrude's reaction, while horrible, would be far easier to endure than continuing as the Chief's lackey.

"However, being fully aware of the addendum to the contract of sale, I have made provisions." 

From the drawer of the desk, Lotho took a paper Reginald recognized as the original bill of sale and tapped one carefully manicured nail upon the relevant phrase. "As written, Hamfast Gamgee and the others residing in Bagshot Row are granted tenancy for life without increase in rent. Correct?"

"Yes, sir."

"Does it state anywhere in this contract that location of the tenancy must continue to be Bagshot Row?"

Reginald's eyes widened as he accepted the contract from Lotho's hand and pored over it. "Why, no, sir. While it would be natural to assume that they would remain in Bagshot Row, the contract requires only they be granted occupancy of some property."

The cold smile returned to Lotho's lips. 

"The houses recently completed on the outskirts of By-Water are vacant. I believe they will serve."

Reginald could not prevent a shudder. Built atop a rocky hillock, the houses, only slightly larger than many garden sheds, stood exposed to the uncertain mercies of the north wind. However, the accommodations would meet the terms of the contract, and that was what he, as representative of Messrs. Grubb, Grubb and Burrowes, had been hired to do. Whether he liked it or not.

As Lotho raised an inquiring eyebrow, Reginald responded hastily, "Yes, sir. An excellent solution, sir."

"I'm glad you approve." Lotho waved toward the door. "I trust you can handle the matter from here."

For a brief moment, Reginald imagined throwing his cap in the Chief's face and refusing to be a part of any more underhanded dealings. However, to be a hero required more courage than he could claim. 

Heartily ashamed, Reginald muttered,  "Yes, sir. I'll have them removed from the premises by nightfall."

"See that they are." 

~~~

False Alibi

By Celebsul

The courtroom - which was really the village tavern - reconvened after a long and delicious lunch, whereupon Acting-Judge Mungo Gamwich called for young Togo Sandydowns to come back to the stand - which was really just a bar stool.

"Now, lad, I don't think you realise how important this matter is - the disappearance of fifteen apple and rhubarb pies, and you seen sat in Loamsdown Meadow three days in a row, munching away on something that your ma didn't make." 

Togo frowned at this, for he was not such a young lad any more, and he'd been helping Farmer Hornblower with the harvest, and he didn't want to let everyone know that his ma didn't get out of bed early enough in a morning to make his 'pack-up', so he did his own, without telling her. People might think his ma was lazy, which she wasn't. She was just tired off her feet by all his brothers and sisters. 

"They were sandwiches - ham and pickle, cheese and tomato, and chicken and stuffing."

Mungo Gamwich shook his grey-haired head. "I wish I could believe that, but you said this morning that you were fishing at Loamsdown Pond on the day the pies disappeared. Old Ma Peatfingers over there," the judge signalled with his bushy eyebrows, "she told me at lunchtime that she was at the pond with her nephew, Minto Danderfluff, catching sticklebacks all day, and you were nowhere in sight."

Blushing furiously, Togo stared at his feet. He shouldn't have told a lie. It was bound to catch him out, but he couldn't tell the truth. Besides, it wouldn't help, because no one had seen him.

The audience murmured at Togo's long silence, then the judge said, "Just admit it, lad. It's not like you'll be locked up or anything. Best make a clean breast rather than tell any more fibs."

But to be thought a thief, as well as a liar, and a gluttonous one at that - even Togo couldn't scoff fifteen pies in three days. Worst of all, the lass for whom he had a secret shine, Daisy Bunce, was in the audience, looking as pretty as a picture in her floral pinafore.

Togo almost jumped out of his skin when she suddenly stood up. "Oh, Togo, why don't you tell them what you were really doing, now they know that you weren't doing what you said you were?"

He stared at her, his blush deepening. "How ... how do you know?"

"I was gathering hazelnuts in Loamsdown Wood, and I saw you go to the Sweetheart Tree. You started carving, very carefully. It took you hours. When you finished and walked away, I just had to see whose name you'd carved."

Mungo Gamwich's eyebrows were waving like a pair of hands. "Whose name was it?"

At least a dozen mouths repeated the judge's question - the thing hobbits like next best to food, is a good gossip, especially if it involves romance.

"Go on, tell them!" Daisy said, her smile letting him know that she didn't mind.

Togo screwed up his courage. "It was your name, of course, Daisy Bunce, the prettiest lass in the village."

Now she blushed too, but looked as pleased as a parsnip. "When you go back to the tree, Togo dear, you'll see a name carved right next to mine - not as nicely, I admit, but I did my best."

Another chorus of, "Whose name is it?" echoed round the room.

Togo knew, and the worst day of his life became the happiest. The judge declared him 'beyond all suspicion' and Togo Sandydowns left the courthouse hand-in-hand with his sweetheart.

As to the mystery of the missing pies, that remained a subject of speculation for generations.

~ The End ~
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