A Scribe’s Tale

The Governing of the Halflings

based upon the Journals of Brombis Thumbles, 
As recounted by Palooka Thumbles of the Lorekeepers


The sun had set, as the sun over Elanthia is known to do.  It’s last rays had broom-straw swept some rather delicious hues across the evening sky.  The clouds taking on the beautimous tinges of marinara reds, balsamic ambers, first-press grape-esque lavenders and a smattering of some peachier golden color that never does fully translate into something edible, but is quite lovely just the same.  With the day’s working and toiling finished, there was nae left to do but take the time to be appreciative for all the gifts Oleani had bestowed upon the Halflings of Thistle vale.  One stout Halfling took his daily stroll home through the windings paths, past the farmer’s fields of cabbages, leeks and legumes; a nod and a brief chat with neighbors about such as the weather or how lovely their door path herb gardens were growing.  The briny smell of the fishing huts was reminiscent of the old, stale ink and oil-stained parchment that were the tools of his craft.  Their pungent odor seemed now to not be quite as bad as is known in the height of summer; almost comforting in a way.  These simple things and the simple joys of just plain living are what a Halfling treasures far beyond silver or gems or any thought of ambition or power over others…  most Halflings, that is.. I stand corrected.

His children were busy scrubbing the tubers and mortaring the spices for supper while his wife of these many years placed the finishing touches of course sea salt, a good strong balsamic vinegar and fresh lavender oil on the table.  Brombis had taken to becoming a bit of a nuisance is his attempts to help his family ready the evening meal.  Shuffling to and fro, tasting this sauce and reseasoning that broth and ensuring that his eldest son, Palooka, understood that a good scrubbing against the grain of a turnip was the only way to be sure it was truly clean.  Soon, Ma Thumbles had enough of his meddling and summarily dismissed him to his study (under threat of a thrashing from her thick wooden spatula) to continue his preparations for the family’s journey to the township of Icemule Trace.  Within the month they would leave their ancestral home for a new dwelling in the north.  As an afterthought, Ma hollered in to Brombis not to nap before dinner, as he was prone to do at times, but ready his reply to the Executors of the village to accept his appointment as Scribe to the Icemule Halflings.


Brombis leaned back in his chair and though there was still so much to get organized and think through and plan and check and recheck, his heart just wasn’t in this work.  He rolled his eyes at the most pressing task of writing to the Executors.  He had such little tolerance for the sugary social niceties of politics and even less patience putting on airs and attracting undue attention to himself.  His thoughts began to drift to the coming departure from his home and the long journey ahead to Icemule.  Even the name of that forsaken township brought unsettling images to Brombis’ mind.  Why should sane civilized folk wish to live in a town named for such as a stiff, cold, and prolly frostbit beast of burden…

“It would seem that I just have no patience for such as Stupid people… because they’re well…. dumb!”









Brombis Thumbles

T’was not long before his head began to nod with sleepiness, and his dreamy sight now waxed nostalgic upon the tender memories of his youth and his family, for not much touches the soul of a Halfling as their kin.  How long had he, his father and Mum, his foremothers and grand and great grands lived and worked this land?  With it’s rolling hills, fragrant orchards and the chaotic eruptions of wildflowers, his home seemed like a lazy meadow which year by year seemed to carelessly forget to finish up with spring and get on to any other season. As a young one, Brombis knew every stone and tree and glade within the vale and truly loved the land that he believed cared for him as much as he cared for it.  

Thistle Vale was a small community of Halflings.  No more than eleventy four (114, for those who don’t know..) families lived here north of the Locksmehr Trail, upon the foothills of the mountains west of the Dwarfish City of Zul Logoth.  With such as the migration to Icemule, there would be far fewer than that within the coming months.  Though it isn really in the nature of a Halfling to wander about and dig up the roots laid forth by one’s fore parents, the thought of a new town’s opportunities and the sense of duty to aid those brethren beginning new lives far away from their beloved hills prodded some of the younger hobbits to pack up and make the journey.  A scary thought for a Halfling is to be leaving behind their turnip farms and all else they’d ever known.  

Much different was the case for Brombis Thumbles.  A Scribe, nae by choice but by talent, the elder Thumbles had been appointed as Scribe to the Icemule Council of Matriarchs, by our standards and knowing, akin to the legal judges who’s chambers none are so eager as to tour.  It would seem in Halfling society however, most judgments are directed against foolish rules and regulations and ill-thought-out promises made by the local executors or mayor type persons.  It is the wise and, well, ‘maternal’ decidings of the Matriarchs that keep such drivel as most pompous political declarations from actually having an impact on the common folk. The balance of power between the executors and the council forms the basis of a very sound form of Elanthian government.  Brombis’ duties, as set forth in his appointment, would be to assist the Icemule Matriarchs in their dealings with a group of more feared than respected wizards and sorcerers who had recently proclaimed themselves the Council of 10; some rather creepy and almost unsavory folk at best, rumored to be followers of Luukos himself, but Halflings nonetheless.  He trusted these arcane characters less than those brigands or ruffians or monsters that by definition inhabit the cold northern lands and other such places deemed ‘untamed’.  Brombis could see the same spark of mage craft in his son Palooka, and encouraged that talent, but within the Council of 10 there was a definitely dark tinge to their magics, which was something he readily warned his son about at every opportunity.

In his heart of hearts however, Brombis would have been just as happy staying put in this Thistle Vale, tending to the earth, sowing seed and caring for the soil just like he cared for his family- until that which he’d planted grew strong and ready for harvest.  Such was a fleeting fancy, however, as he knew quite well that the gods had prolly been smirking when they tweaked the hue of his proverbial ‘green thumb’ a rather sickly mottled brown.  He was a scholar.  Almost crafty for a Halfling, disciplined and conscientious, Brombis was blessed by Oleani with a keen intellect that both men and women looked to for inspiration and guidance during trying times.  His talents had made him a sought after researcher, counselor and historian, though his home village and his library were all he had ever truly seen of the larger world.  His wish to remain in Thistle vale amongst his books was quietly pushed aside when word came from the Council of Matriarchs, via the clerk of Executors, of their decision that he record the history of the new township of Icemule and the settler’s deeds for posterity.

The Scribe began to reflect upon the Matriarchs and the way of life the Halflings had built for themselves.  At times, he’d been the object of jokes from his Elven and Human compatriots for being held subject to the whims of a collective group of “overbearing Grandmothers.” One human Noble, who had begun touting the merits of his Empire, begged an explanation for the lack of allegiance to a Lord or King.  Brombis chuckled at the dawn of understanding that lit the faces of his not so furry-footed companions earlier in the day as he explained the Halfling ways over a pint of good Ardenai ale, and a cherry-smoke pipe.  Taking his time and sporting a wry grin, the elder Thumbles had spoken to them in this wise:

…* Adapted scene from the personal journals of Brombis Thumbles…
“The principle is quite simple… Men Negotiate Whilst Women Cooperate. 

Hearken to me, an’ be listening to this example of why Women are best suited for such as the governing of the races of Halflings.  Picture for me, 7 men sitting round a rousing fireplace, sipping cider and snacking from a tray of assorted tarts.  Before nae long, the number of tarts becomes so low as to cause genuine concern for those assembled.  Now about this time, one will exclaim, Gracious be! The tarts are low!  And another chimes, “well I didn’t eat those there tarts” (Notice the beginning of negotiation).  A third counters: “Is Mine house an Mine Fireplace yer using, someone else should get more tarts.”  (The prior ploy would work well to deaden most arguments)  The next acquires a thoughtful look before piping in with “T’was Mine coins that bought the tarts.”  There is usually more argument and discussion an then… One may say something akin to: “Well, I ate most of the tarts an so I’m too full to get more!” …. A sudden silence falls over the room as jaws drop and it is decided that Mr. ‘He-who-ate-the-Tarts’ caused the shortage of cakes and thus consensus decrees that he must get more!  (He made a ludicrous statement, lost the negotiation and therefore is made to hurry his chubby ‘tookis’ to the kitchen)  Among males, this is normal and expected.  This is the way of Male-ness and is a natural part of being of the masculine gender.  

Now, Picture for me another scene of 7 Women sitting beside the same fireplace, eating the same tarts and sipping the same cider.  When such as the tarts become few, what pray tell happens?  I’ll tell you what happens!  There is a sudden joyful music in the air, and all 7 women begin to smile, rise from their seats and begin to skip to the kitchen, all on the self-same quest to replenish the deficient tart supply.  Bluebirds appear and add their own music to that of the merrily singing ladies as they Cooperate in the completion of the task.  A veritable symphony of harmonious helpfulness!  It is this spirit of cooperation and dedication to the task at hand that guide the politics of the Halflings.

Brombis’ face seemed to open into a rather curt smirk as he asked, “among these two groups of folks do you feel would best be suited for creating a stable governing body?”  Point hopefully obvious.

The problem with such as a government or a society or even a trifle lil’ dinner party surfaces when you mix men and women together.  Examine if you will, this scenario:

Perhaps you have 14 folk, comprised of 7 men and 7 women all sitting around a warm fireplace eating tarts and sipping cider.  The time comes when the tarts threaten to be all eaten and there seems no more food for festivities…  and one lady exclaims “Gracious be! The tarts are running low!”  A man then begins the normal male process of negotiation by saying “well I didn’t eat the tarts so someone else must go!”  This is because negotiation is the way of male-ness and is a natural trait of the masculine gender, yet there is a stunned silence from the ladies and they all inwardly believe he is an ‘arse’ and worthy of being thrashed in public.  Oh the trials of being a misunderstood man in this day and age!”


A gentle prodding from Ma Thumbles startled Brombis from his near napping.  Supper was upon the table, and food is serious business.  Dinner is always the focal point of the day in a Halfling household.  Albeit, there are other meals and assorted snacks and opportunities to be doing such as eating, but Dinner is the meal for family.  Brombis looked with pride upon his children, and with love for his wife of so many years.  He would make the journey to Icemule, and he would succeed in his profession not for himself, but for them.  He made this pledge in silence with a thoughtful expression on his face and a second helping of lentils flavored with tarragon and sweet basil before him.  As an afterthought, he decided that such a promise to himself and his family however, would not require him to refrain from grumbling about the coldish dampness that undoubtedly marked the climate of Icemule Trace.


The time to leave approached, waxed and waned and then arrived.  T’was late in the earlier part of spring that the bags were packed, the belongings gathered and all arrangements finalized.  A crisp early morning found that Brombis had just finished loading his children onto the wagon and helped Ma Thumbles onto her perch beside him.  A quick flick of the reigns and they were off at a leisurely trot.  In 6 days time, they’d greet their new home, make new acquaintances and neighbors and friends and Brombis would also be introduced to the Council of 10, with all the foreboding and creepiness and unease that went along with such a meeting.


Six days passed with little excitement, which was precisely the way the family Thumbles preferred such a trip to progress; long days of tedious travel, interspersed with stops to prepare some trailside fare and take in the scenery.  Toward the end of the fifth day, the road became rather heartbreakingly boring.  From the point of view of anyone interested in an adventure, the highlight of the journey occurred just as their small wagon was bound to be entering the very gates of Icemule, when a rabid squirrel jumped menacingly from the underbrush and laid siege quite unexpectedly.  Ma Thumbles almost lost her grip on the reigns as the horses reared, overturning crates and bundles and the family members riding in the back.  Albeit quite a creepy situation, and more than fraught with peril, all was saved when the young student of Mage craft, Palooka Thumbles gestured and uttered a phrase of simple magic and hurled a tiny surge of electricity at the advancing rodent, quite completely rendering it quite stunned, if not more than a bit sorry he’d bothered the Halfling family.


Upon arrival in Icemule, one Locrian Scalze, a local executor of some surprising character, greeted Brombis.  It seems that he was truly conscientious in his duties, not the least of which was to look into some rather unsavory activity by the Council of 10.  A short tarry toward their new home afforded Locrian the opportunity to bring Brombis abreast of the dealings of the mages, their successful bid to include shrines to the Dark gods of the Moon Lornon within the bounds of the Temple proper.  

At first, this revelation caused the collective jaws of the family Thumbles to drop.  But as was soon explained twas the intervention of Ma Dabbings herself, and her plea that the same freedoms that enabled the race of Halflings to gather here in the Trace and build this community also afforded each stout furry-footed citizen the right to worship as they saw fit.  Brombis Thumbles was immediately excited at the prospect of working closely and also side by side with Ma Dabbings, perhaps the most fascinating figure in Halfling-esque politics!  The lady Dabbings spoke with great authority within the circles of power and influence of Icemule.  Her husband was renowned for his bravery and self-sacrifice during the Krolven wars at Wehnimer’s Landing, striking the fatal blow to the Krolven Commander, and in effect ending the conflict and sending the enemy legions back to their ships.  It was the final act of the dying commander to kill that same Talbott Dabbings, earning the Halfling Warrior an immortal place in the history of Elanthia.  His wife of so many years, Ma Dabbings had always held the respect of those around her as a woman of substance, intelligence and great inner strength.  Those qualities, and her notoriety as wife of the fallen hero afforded her great pull within Halfling politics, as her word and opinion were seldom challenged by anyone.  Therefore, when she spoke up and defended the rights of the individual to exercise religious freedom, regardless of the past traditions.  It seems her words were well accepted and the temples were built.  Brombis stayed his tongue, but inwardly cringed.  Who was he to even consider disagreeing with the likes of Ma Dabbings?   He shook his head as the premonition took form in his mind; bad bad things can only come of this, he thought.  Understanding that once darkness finds a place to call home, when what was once shunned and termed wrong is embraced and allowed to fester, is not soon before the darkness begins to encroach on the daylight hours.  

The first week in Icemule, Brombis busied himself with collecting stories and opinions from the townsfolk, endless meetings taking the minutes for the executors and spending time in his study arranging his books and supplies.  His only time with the Matriarchs so far had been a mid-day tea where the ladies discussed little of great importance.  They relaxed and giggled about some of the proclamations made by the chief executor concerning making the felwood tree the official arbor-esque medium of all the woodworking in the city hall, and that the township’s bakeries be offered the choice of whether to render taxes to the militia or to donate a like-valued amount of tarts to be served at weekly town meetings. 

 In fact, the first week in the new town seemed rather business as usual for the Scribe.  That sense of almost familiar contentment in doing the rather mundane business of taking records of meetings, researching those questions posed and fulfilling the duties requested him by his Matrons was all about to change in a most dramatic and rather creepy way…

  However, from the start of this novelette, it has been the author’s rather sneaky ulterior motive not just to relate a simple story of one Brombis Thumbles, but also to whet the appetite of the masses for future installments of Halfling history. (A subject which this scholar has found almost completely neglected by academia)  I shall forego telling the tale of the Council of 10 and save the topic for my next work.  Needless to say that the group of mages and sorcerers stirred up enough trouble for an entire book to be written; Perhaps two books and a complete volume of epic poetry!









Palooka Thumbles,









Lorekeeper of Elanthia
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