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PREFACE.

This second part of The Book of Lost Tales is arranged on the same lines
and with the same intentions as the first part, as described in the
Foreword to it, pages to -- i t. References to the first part are given in the
form 'l. 240", to the second as 'p. 240", except where a reference is made to
both, e.g. 'l. 222, II. 292"

As before, | have adopted a consistent (if not necessarily 'correct’)
system of accentuation for names; and in the cases of Mim and Niniel,
written thus throughout, | give Mim and Niniel.

The two pages from the original manuscripts are reproduced with the
permission of the Bodleian Library, Oxford, and | wish to express my
thanks to the staff of the Department of Western Manuscripts at the
Bodleian for their assistance. The correspondence of the original pages
to the printed text in this book is as follows:

(i) The page from the manuscript of The Tale of Tinuviel. Upper

part: printed text page 24 (7 lines up, the sorest dread) to page 25 (line 3,
so swiftly."). Lower part: printed text page 25 (iilines up, the harsh

voice) to page 26 (line 7, but Tevildo).

(2) The page from the manuscript of The Fall of Condolin. Upper

part: printed text page 189 (line 12, "Now," therefore said Galdor to

line 20 if no further."). Lower part: printed text page 189 (line 27, But

the others, led by one Legolas Greenleaf) to page 190 (line i,



leaving the main company to follow he).

For differences in the printed text of The Fall of Gondolin from the

page reproduced see page 201, notes 34 36, and page 203, Bad Uthwen;
some other small differences not referred to in the notes are also due to
later changes made to the text B of the Tale (see pages 146 -- 7).

These pages illustrate the complicated 'jigsaw' of the manuscripts of

the Lost Tales described in the Foreword to Part |, page 10.

| take this opportunity to notice that it has been pointed out to me by

Mr Douglas A. Anderson that the version of the poem Why the Man in

the Moon came down too soon printed in The Book of Lost Tales | is not, as
| supposed, that published in A Northern Venture in 1923, but contains
several subsequent changes.

The third volume in this 'History' will contain the alliterative Lay

of the Children of Hurin (c. 1918 -- 1925) and the Lay of Leithian (1925 --
1931), together with the commentary on a part of the latter by

C. S. Lewis, and the rewriting of the poem that my father embarked on
after the completion of The Lord of the Rings.



l.

THE TALE OF TINUVIEL.

The Tale of Tinuviel was written in 1917, but the earliest extant text is
later, being a manuscript in ink over an erased original in pencil; and in
fact my father's rewriting of this tale seems to have been one of the last
completed elements in the Lost Tales (see |. 203 -- 4).

There is also.a typescript version of the Tale of Tinuviel, later than the
manuscript but belonging to the same 'phase' of the mythology: my
father had the manuscript before him and changed the text as he went
along. Significant differences between the two versions of the tale are
given on pp. 41 ff.

In the manuscript the tale is headed: 'Link to the Tale of Tinuviel, also
the Tale of Tinuviel.' The Link begins with the following passage:
'Great was the power of Melko for ill,' said Eriol, 'if he could indeed
destroy with his cunning the happiness and glory of the Gods and
Elves, darkening the light of their dwelling and bringing all their love

to naught. This must surely be the worst deed that ever he has done.'
'Of a truth never has such evil again been done in Valinor,' said

Lindo, 'but Melko's hand has laboured at worse things in the world,
and the seeds of his evil have waxen since to a great and terrible
growth.'

'‘Nay,' said Eriol, 'yet can my heart not think of other griefs, for

sorrow at the destruction of those most fair Trees and the darkness of
the world.'

This passage was struck out, and is not found in the typescript text,
but it reappears in almost identical form at the end of The Flight of the
Noldoli (I. 169). The reason for this was that my father decided that the
Tale of the Sun and Moon, rather than Tinuviel, should follow The
Darkening of Valinor and The Flight of the Nolduli (see I. 203 -- 4,
where the complex question of the re-ordering of the Tales at this point is
discussed). The opening words of the next part of the Link, 'Now in the
days soon after the telling of this tale', referred, when they were written,
to the tale of The Darkening of Valinor and The Flight of the Noldoli;
but it is never made plain to what tale they were to refer when Tinuviel
had been removed from its earlier position.

The two versions of the Link are at first very close, but when Eriol
speaks of his own past history they diverge. For the earlier part | give
the typescript text alone, and when they diverge | give them both in

succession. All discussion of this story of Eriol's life is postponed to
Chapter VI.

Now in the days soon after the telling of this tale, behold, winter
approached the land of Tol Eressea, for now had Eriol forgetful of
his wandering mood abode some time in old Kortirion. Never in
those months did he fare beyond the good tilth that lay without the
grey walls of that town, but many a hall of the kindreds of the

Inwir and the Teleri received him as their glad guest, and ever
more skilled in the tongues of the Elves did he become, and more
deep in knowledge of their customs, of their tales and songs.



Then was winter come sudden upon the Lonely Isle, and the
lawns and gardens drew on a sparkling mantle of white snows;
their fountains were still, and all their bare trees silent, and the far
sun glinted pale amid the mist or splintered upon facets of long
hanging ice. Still fared Eriol not away, but watched the cold moon
from the frosty skies look down upon Mar Vanwa Tyalieva, and
when above the roofs the stars gleamed blue he would listen, yet
no sound of the flutes of Timpinen heard he now; for the breath of
summer is that sprite, and or ever autumn's secret presence fills
the air he takes his grey magic boat, and the swallows draw him far
away.

Even so Eriol knew laughter and merriment and musics too,

and song, in the dwellings of Kortirion -- even Eriol the wanderer
whose heart before had known no rest. Came now a grey day, and
a wan afternoon, but within was firelight and good warmth and
dancing and merry children's noise, for Eriol was making a great
play with the maids and boys in the Hall of Play Regained. There
at length tired with their mirth they cast themselves down upon

the rugs before the hearth, and a child among them, a little maid,
said: 'Tell me, O Eriol, a tale!'

'What then shall | tell, 0 Veanne?' said he, and she, clambering
upon his knee, said: 'A tale of Men and of children in the Great
Lands, or of thy home -- and didst thou have a garden there such as
we, where poppies grew and pansies like those that grow in my
corner by the Arbour of the Thrushes?'

| give now the manuscript version of the remainder of the Link
passage:

Then Eriol told her of his home that was in an old town of Men

girt with a wall now crumbled and broken, and a river ran thereby

over which a castle with a great tower hung. 'A very high tower
indeed,' said he, 'and the moon climbed high or ever he thrust his
face above it.' 'Was it then as high as Ingil's Tirin?' said Veanne,
but Eriol said that that he could not guess, for 'twas very many
years agone since he had seen that castle or its tower, for '0
Veanne,' said he, 'l lived there but a while, and not after | was
grown to be a boy. My father came of a coastward folk, and the
love of the sea that | had never seen was in my bones, and my
father whetted my desire, for he told me tales that his father had
told him before. Now my mother died in a cruel and hungry siege
of that old town, and my father was slain in bitter fight about the
walls, and in the end | Eriol escaped to the shoreland of the
Western Sea, and mostly have lived upon the bosom of the waves
or by its side since those far days.'

Now the children about were filled with sadness at the sorrows
that fell on those dwellers in the Great Lands, and at the wars and
death, and Veanne clung to Eriol, saying: '0 Melinon, go never to
a war -- or hast thou ever yet?'

'‘Aye, often enough,' said Eriol, 'but not to the great wars of the
earthly kings and mighty nations which are cruel and bitter, and



many fair lands and lovely things and even women and sweet
maids such as thou Veanne Melinir are whelmed by them in ruin;
yet gallant affrays have | seen wherein small bands of brave men
do sometimes meet and swift blows are dealt. But behold, why
speak we of these things, little one; wouldst not hear rather of my
first ventures on the sea?'

Then was there much eagerness alight, and Eriol told them of

his wanderings about the western havens, of the comrades he
made and the ports he knew, of how he was wrecked upon far
western islands until at last upon one lonely one he came on an
ancient sailor who gave him shelter, and over a fire within his
lonely cabin told him strange tales of things beyond the Western
Seas, of the Magic Isles and that most lonely one that lay beyond.
Long ago had he once sighted it shining afar off, and after had he
sought it many a day in vain.

'Ever after,' said Eriol, 'did | sail more curiously about the

western isles seeking more stories of the kind, and thus it is indeed
that after many great voyages | came myself by the blessing of the
Gods to Tol Eressea in the end -- wherefore | now sit here talking
to thee, Veanne, till my words have run dry.’

Then nonetheless did a boy, Ausir, beg him to tell more of ships
and the sea, but Eriol said: 'Nay -- still is there time ere llfiniol ring

the gong for evening meat: come, one of you children, tell me a
tale that you have heard!" Then Veanne sat up and clapped her
hands, saying: 'l will tell you the Tale of Tinuviel.'

The typescript version of this passage reads as follows:

Then Eriol told of his home of long ago, that was in an ancient

town of Men girt with a wall now crumbled and broken, for the

folk that dwelt there had long known days of rich and easy peace.
A river ran thereby, o'er which a castle with a great tower hung.
"There dwelt a mighty duke,' said he, 'and did he gaze from the
topmost battlements never might he see the bounds of his wide
domain, save where far to east the blue shapes of the great moun-
tains lay -- yet was that tower held the most lofty that stood in the
lands of Men.' 'Was it as high as great Ingil's Tirin?' said Veanne,
but said Eriol: 'A very high tower indeed was it, and the moon
climbed far or ever he thrust his face above it, yet may | not now
guess how high, 0 Veanne, for 'tis many years agone since last | saw
that castle or its steep tower. War fell suddenly on that town amid
its slumbrous peace, nor were its crumbled walls able to withstand
the onslaught of the wild men from the Mountains of the East.
There perished my mother in that cruel and hungry siege, and my
father was slain fighting bitterly about the walls in the last sack. In
those far days was | not yet war-high, and a bondslave was | made.
'Know then that my father was come of a coastward folk ere he
wandered to that place, and the longing for the sea that | had never
seen was in my bones; which often had my father whetted, telling
me tales of the wide waters and recalling lore that he had learned of



his father aforetime. Small need to tell of my travail thereafter in
thraldom, for in the end | brake my bonds and got me to the
shoreland of the Western Sea -- and mostly have | lived upon the
bosom of its waves or by its side since those old days.'

Now hearing of the sorrows that fell upon the dwellers in the
Great Lands, the wars and death, the children were filled with
sadness, and Veanne clung to Eriol, saying: 'O Melinon, go thou
never to a war -- or hast thou ever yet?'

'‘Aye, often enough,' said Eriol, 'yet not to the great wars of the
earthly kings and mighty nations, which are cruel and bitter,
whelming in their ruin all the beauty both of the earth and of those
fair things that men fashion with their hands in times of peace --
nay, they spare not sweet women and tender maids, such as thou,
Veanne Melinir, for then are men drunk with wrath and the lust of

blood, and Melko fares abroad. But gallant affrays have | seen
wherein brave men did sometimes meet, and swift blows were
dealt, and strength of body and of heart was proven -- but, behold,
why speak we of these things, little one? Wouldst not hear rather
of my ventures on the sea?'

Then was there much eagerness alight, and Eriol told them of

his first wanderings about the western havens, of the comrades he
made, and the ports he knew; of how he was one time wrecked
upon far western islands and there upon a lonely eyot found an
ancient mariner who dwelt for ever solitary in a cabin on the shore,
that he had fashioned of the timbers of his boat. 'More wise was
he," said Eriol, 'in all matters of the sea than any other | have met,
and much of wizardry was there in his lore. Strange things he told
me of regions far beyond the Western Sea, of the Magic Isles and
that most lonely one that lies behind. Once long ago, he said, he
had sighted it glimmering afar off, and after had he sought it many
a day in vain. Much lore he.taught me of the hidden seas, and the
dark and trackless waters, and without this never had | found this
sweetest land, or this dear town or the Cottage of Lost Play -- yet it
was not without long and grievous search thereafter, and many a
weary voyage, that | came myself by the blessing of the Gods to
Tol Eressea at the last -- wherefore | now sit here talking to thee,
Veanne, till my words have run dry.’

Then nevertheless did a boy, Ausir, beg him to tell more of

ships and the sea, saying: 'For knowest thou not, 0 Eriol, that that
ancient mariner beside the lonely sea was none other than UImo's
self, who appeareth not seldom thus to those voyagers whom he
loves -- yet he who has spoken with UImo must have many a tale to
tell that will not be stale in the ears even of those that dwell here in
Kortirion.' But Eriol at that time believed not that saying of

Ausir's, and said: 'Nay, pay me your debt ere lIfrin ring the gong
for evening meat -- come, one of you shall tell me a tale that you
have heard.'

Then did Veanne sit up and clap her hands, crying: 'l will tell



thee the Tale of Tinuviel.'

The Tale of Tinuviel

| give now the text of the Tale of Tinuviel as it appears in the manuscript.
The Link is not in fact distinguished or separated in any way from the tale
proper, and Veanne makes no formal opening to it.

'Who was then Tinuviel?' said Eriol. 'Know you not?' said

Ausir; 'Tinuviel was the daughter of Tinwe Linto.' 'Tinwelint',

said Veanne, but said the other: "Tis all one, but the Elves of this
house who love the tale do say Tinwe Linto, though Vaire hath
said that Tinwe alone is his right name ere he wandered in the
woods.'

'Hush thee, Ausir,' said Veanne, 'for it is my tale and | will tell it
to Eriol. Did | not see Gwendeling and Tinuviel once with my
own eyes when journeying by the Way of Dreams in long past
days?"

'What was Queen Wendelin like (for so do the Elves call her),' 0
Veanne, if thou sawest her?' said Ausir.

'Slender and very dark of hair,' said Veanne, 'and her skin was
white and pale, but her eyes shone and seemed deep, and she
was clad in filmy garments most lovely yet of black, jet-spangled
and girt with silver. If ever she sang, or if she danced, dreams and
slumbers passed over your head and made it heavy. Indeed she
was a sprite that escaped from Lorien's gardens before even Kor
was built, and she wandered in the wooded places of the world,
and nightingales went with her and often sang about her. It

was the song of these birds that smote the ears of Tinwelint,
leader of that tribe of the Eldar that after were the Solosimpi

the pipers of the shore, as he fared with his companions behind the
horse of Orome from Palisor. lluvatar had set a seed of music in
the hearts of all that kindred, or so Vaire saith, and she is of them,
and it blossomed after very wondrously, but now the song of
Gwendeling's nightingales was the most beautiful music that
Tinwelint had ever heard, and he strayed aside for a moment, as
he thought, from the host, seeking in the dark trees whence it
might come.

And it is said that it was not a moment he hearkened, but many
years, and vainly his people sought him, until at length they
followed Orome and were borne upon Tol Eressea far away, and
he saw them never again. Yet after a while as it seemed to

him he came upon Gwendeling lying in a bed of leaves gazing

at the stars above her and hearkening also to her birds. Now
Tinwelint stepping softly stooped and looked upon her, thinking
"Lo, here is a fairer being even than the most beautiful of my own
folk" -- for indeed Gwendeling was not elf or woman but of the
children of the Gods; and bending further to touch a tress of her
hair he snapped a twig with his foot. Then Gwendeling was up
and away laughing softly, sometimes singing distantly or dancing



ever just before him, till a swoon of fragrant slumbers fell upon
him and he fell face downward neath the trees and slept a very
great while.

Now when he awoke he thought no more of his people (and
indeed it had been vain, for long now had those reached Valinor)
but desired only to see the twilight-lady; but she was not far, for
she had remained nigh at hand and watched over him. More of
their story | know not, O Eriol, save that in the end she became his
wife, for Tinwelint and Gwendeling very long indeed were king
and queen of the Lost Elves of Artanor or the Land Beyond, or so
it is said here.

Long, long after, as thou knowest, Melko brake again into the
world from Valinor, and all the Eldar both those who remained in
the dark or had been lost upon the march from Palisor and those
Noldoli too who fared back into the world after him seeking their
stolen treasury fell beneath his power as thralls. Yet it is told that
many there were who escaped and wandered in the woods and
empty places, and of these many a wild and woodland clan rallied
beneath King Tinwelint. Of those the most were llkorindi --

which is to say Eldar that never had beheld Valinor or the Two
Trees or dwelt in Kor -- and eerie they were and strange beings,
knowing little of light or loveliness or of musics save it be dark
songs and chantings of a rugged wonder that faded in the wooded
places or echoed in deep caves. Different indeed did they become
when the Sun arose, and indeed before that already were their
numbers mingled with a many wandering Gnomes, and wayward
sprites too there were of Lorien's host that dwelt in the courts of
Tinwelint, being followers of Gwendeling, and these were not of
the kindreds of the Eldalie.

Now in the days of Sunlight and Moonsheen still dwelt Tinwelint

in Artanor, and nor he nor the most of his folk went to the Battle of
Unnumbered Tears, though that story toucheth not this tale. Yet
was his lordship greatly increased after that unhappy field by
fugitives that fled to his protection. Hidden was his dwelling from
the vision and knowledge of Melko by the magics of Gwendeling
the fay, and she wove spelts about the paths thereto that none
but the Eldar might tread them easily, and so was the king secured
from all dangers save it be treachery alone. Now his halls were
builded in a deep cavern of great size, and they were nonetheless a
kingly and a fair abode. This cavern was in the heart of the mighty
forest of Artanor that is the mightiest of forests, and a stream ran
before its doors, but none could enter that portal save across the

stream, and a bridge spanned it narrow and well-guarded. Those
places were not ill albeit the Iron Mountains were not utterly
distant beyond whom lay Hisilome where dwelt Men, and thrall-



Noldoli laboured, and few free-Eldar went.

Lo, now | will tell you of things that happened in the halls of
Tinwelint after the arising of the Sun indeed but long ere the
unforgotten Battle of Unnumbered Tears. And Melko had not
completed his designs nor had he unveiled his full might and
cruelty.

Two children had Tinwelint then, Dairon and Tinuviel, and
Tinuviel was a maiden, and the most beautiful of all the maidens
of the hidden Elves, and indeed few have been so fair, for her
mother was a fay, a daughter of the Gods; but Dairon was then a
boy strong and merry, and above all things he delighted to play
upon a pipe of reeds or other woodland instruments, and he is
named now among the three most magic players of the Elves, and
the others are Tinfang Warble and Ivare who plays beside the sea.
But Tinuviel's joy was rather in the dance, and no names are set
with hers for the beauty and subtlety of her twinkling feet.

Now it was the delight of Dairon and Tinuviel to fare away from
the cavernous palace of Tinwelint their father and together spend
long times amid the trees. There often would Dairon sit upon a
tussock or a tree-root and make music while Tinuviel danced
thereto, and when she danced to the playing of Dairon more
lissom was she than Gwendeling, more magical than Tinfang
Warble neath the moon, nor may any see such lilting save be it
only in the rose gardens of Valinor where Nessa dances on the
lawns of never-fading green.

Even at night when the moon shone pale still would they play

and dance, and they were not afraid as | should be, for the rule of
Tinwelint and of Gwendeling held evil from the woods and Melko
troubled them not as yet, and Men were hemmed beyond the hills.
Now the place that they loved the most was a shady spot, and
elms grew there, and beech too, but these were not very tall, and
some chestnut trees there were with white flowers, but the ground
was moist and a great misty growth of hemlocks rose beneath the
trees. On a time of June they were playing there, and the white
umbels of the hemlocks were like a cloud about the boles of the
trees, and there Tinuviel danced until the evening faded late, and
there were many white moths abroad. Tinuviel being a fairy
minded them not as many of the children of Men do, although she

loved not beetles, and spiders will none of the Eldar touch because
of Ungweliante -- but now the white moths flittered about her head
and Dairon trilled an eerie tune, when suddenly that strange thing
befell.

Never have | heard how Beren came thither over the hills; yet

was he braver than most, as thou shalt hear, and 'twas the love of
wandering maybe alone that had sped him through the terrors of
the Iron Mountains until he reached the Lands Beyond.

Now Beren was a Gnome, son of Egnor the forester who hunted

in the darker places' in the north of Hisilome. Dread and suspicion



was between the Eldar and those of their kindred that had tasted
the slavery of Melko, and in this did the evil deeds of the Gnomes
at the Haven of the Swans revenge itself. Now the lies of Melko
ran among Beren's folk so that they believed evil things of the
secret Elves, yet now did he see Tinuviel dancing in the twilight,
and Tinuviel was in a silver-pearly dress, and her bare white feet
were twinkling among the hemlock-stems. Then Beren cared not
whether she were Vala or Elf or child of Men and crept near to
see; and he leant against a young elm that grew upon a mound so
that he might look down into the little glade where she was
dancing, for the enchantment made him faint. So slender was she
and so fair that at length he stood heedlessly in the open the better
to gaze upon her, and at that moment the full moon came brightly
through the boughs and Dairon caught sight of Beren's face.
Straightway did he perceive that he was none of their folk, and

all the Elves of the woodland thought of the Gnomes of Dor
Lomin as treacherous creatures, cruel and faithless, wherefore
Dairon dropped his instrument and crying "Flee, flee, 0 Tinuviel,
an enemy walks this wood" he was gone swiftly through the trees.
Then Tinuviel in her amaze followed not straightway, for she
understood not his words at once, and knowing she could not run
or leap so hardily as her brother she slipped suddenly down among
the white hemlocks and hid herself beneath a very tall flower with
many spreading leaves; and here she looked in her white raiment
like a spatter of moonlight shimmering through the leaves upon
the floor.

Then Beren was sad, for he was lonely and was grieved at their
fright, and he looked for Tinuviel everywhere about, thinking her
not fled. Thus suddenly did he lay his hand upon her slender arm
beneath the leaves, and with a cry she started away from him and
flitted as fast as she could in the wan light, in and about the
tree-trunks and the hemlock-stalks. The tender touch of her arm

made Beren yet more eager than before to find her, and he
followed swiftly and yet not swiftly enough, for in the end she
escaped him, and reached the dwellings of her father in fear; nor
did she dance alone in the woods for many a day after.

This was a great sorrow to Beren, who would not leave those
places, hoping to see that fair elfin maiden dance yet again, and he
wandered in the wood growing wild and lonely for many a day and
searching for Tinuviel. By dawn and dusk he sought her, but ever
more hopefully when the moon shone bright. At last one night he
caught a sparkle afar off, and lo, there she was dancing alone on a
little treeless knoll and Dairon was not there. Often and often she
came there after and danced and sang to herself, and sometimes
Dairon would be nigh, and then Beren watched from the wood's
edge afar, and sometimes he was away and Beren crept then
closer. Indeed for long Tinuviel knew of his coming and feigned



otherwise, and for long her fear had departed by reason of the
wistful hunger of his face lit by the moonlight; and she saw that he
was kind and in love with her beautiful dancing.

Then Beren took to following Tinuviel secretly through the

woods even to the entrance of the cave and the bridge's head, and
when she was gone in he would cry across the stream, softly saying
"Tinuviel", for he had caught the name from Dairon's lips; and
although he knew it not Tinuviel often hearkened from within the
shadows of the cavernous doors and laughed softly or smiled. At
length one day as she danced alone he stepped out more boldly and
said to her: "Tinuviel, teach me to dance." "Who art thou?" said

she. "Beren. | am from across the Bitter Hills." "Then if thou

wouldst dance, follow me," said the maiden, and she danced

before Beren away, and away into the woods, nimbly and yet not
so fast that he could not follow, and ever and anon she would look
back and laugh at him stumbling after, saying "Dance, Beren,
dance! as they dance beyond the Bitter Hills!" In this way they
came by winding paths to the abode of Tinwelint, and Tinuviel
beckoned Beren beyond the stream, and he followed her wondering
down into the cave and the deep halls of her home.

When however Beren found himself before the king he was
abashed, and of the stateliness of Queen Gwendeling he was

in great awe, and behold when the king said: "Who art thou

that stumbleth into my halls unbidden?" he had nought to say.
Tinuviel answered therefore for him, saying: "This, my father, is
Beren, a wanderer from beyond the hills, and he would learn to

dance as the Elves of Artanor can dance," and she laughed, but the
king frowned when he heard whence Beren came, and he said:
"Put away thy light words, my child, and say has this wild EIf of
the shadows sought to do thee any harm?"

"Nay, father," said she, "and | think there is not evil in his heart

at all, and be thou not harsh with him, unless thou desirest to

see thy daughter Tinuviel weep, for more wonder has he at my
dancing than any that | have known." Therefore said Tinwelint
now: "0 Beren son of the Noldoli, what dost thou desire of the
Elves of the wood ere thou returnest whence thou camest?"

So great was the amazed joy of Beren's heart when Tinuviel
spake thus for him to her father that his courage rose within him,
and his adventurous spirit that had brought him out of Hisilome
and over the Mountains of Iron awoke again, and looking boldly
upon Tinwelint he said: "Why, 0 king, | desire thy daughter
Tinuviel, for she is the fairest and most sweet of all maidens | have
seen or dreamed of."

Then was there a silence in the hall, save that Dairon laughed,
and all who heard were astounded, but Tinuviel cast down her
eyes, and the king glancing at the wild and rugged aspect of Beren
burst also into laughter, whereat Beren flushed for shame, and
Tinuviel's heart was sore for him. "Why! wed my Tinuviel fairest

of the maidens of the world, and become a prince of the woodland



Elves -- 'tis but a little boon for a stranger to ask," quoth Tinwelint.
"Haply | may with right ask somewhat in return. Nothing great
shall it be, a token only of thy esteem. Bring me a Silmaril from the
Crown of Melko, and that day Tinuviel weds thee, an she will."
Then all in that place knew that the king treated the matter as an
uncouth jest, having pity on the Gnome, and they smiled, for the
fame of the Silmarils of Feanor was now great throughout the
world, and the Noldoli had told tales of them, and many that had
escaped from Angamandi had seen them now blazing lustrous in
the iron crown of Melko. Never did this crown leave his head, and
he treasured those jewels as his eyes, and no one in the world, or
fay or elf or man, could hope ever to set finger even on them and
live. This indeed did Beren know, and he guessed the meaning of
their mocking smiles, and aflame with anger he cried: "Nay, but
'tis too small a gift to the father of so sweet a bride. Strange
nonetheless seem to me the customs of the woodland Elves, like to
the rude laws of the folk of Men, that thou shouldst name the gift
unoffered, yet lo! | Beren, a huntsman of the Noldoli," will fulfil

thy small desire," and with that he burst from the hall while

all stood astonished; but Tinuviel wept suddenly. ""Twas ill

done, 0 my father," she cried, "to send one to his death with thy
sorry jesting -- for now methinks he will attempt the deed, being
maddened by thy scorn, and Melko will slay him, and none will
look ever again with such love upon my dancing."

Then said the king: "Twill not be the first of Gnomes that

Melko has slain and for less reason. It is well for him that he

lies not bound here in grievous spells for his trespass in my halls
and for his insolent speech"; yet Gwendeling said nought, neither
did she chide Tinuviel or question her sudden weeping for this
unknown wanderer.

Beren however going from before the face of Tinwelint was
carried by his wrath far through the woods, until he drew nigh to
the lower hills and treeless lands that warned of the approach of
the bleak Iron Mountains. Only then did he feel his weariness and
stay his march, and thereafter did his greater travails begin.
Nights of deep despondency were his and he saw no hope whatever
in his quest, and indeed there was little, and soon, as he followed
the Iron Mountains till he drew nigh to the terrible regions of
Melko's abode, the greatest fears assailed him. Many poisonous
shakes were in those places and wolves roamed about, and more
fearsome still were the wandering bands of the goblins and the
Orcs -- foul broodlings of Melko who fared abroad doing his evil
work, snaring and capturing beasts, and Men, and Elves, and
dragging them to their lord.

Many times was Beren near to capture by the Orcs, and once he
escaped the jaws of a great wolf only after a combat wherein he was
armed but with an ashen club, and other perils and adventures did
he know each day of his wandering to Angamandi. Hunger and



thirst too tortured him often, and often he would have turned back
had not that been well nigh as perilous as going on; but the voice of
Tinuviel pleading with Tinwelint echoed in his heart, and at night
time it seemed to him that his heart heard her sometimes weeping
softly for him far away in the woodlands of her home: -- and this
was indeed true.

One day he was driven by great hunger to search amid a
deserted camping of some Orcs for scraps of food, but some

of these returned unawares and took him prisoner, and they
tormented him but did not slay him, for their captain seeing his
strength, worn though he was with hardships, thought that Melko
might perchance be pleasured if he was brought before him and
might set him to some heavy thrall-work in his mines or in his

smithies. So came it that Beren was dragged before Melko, and he
bore a stout heart within him nonetheless, for it was a belief among
his father's kindred that the power of Melko would not abide for
ever, but the Valar would hearken at last to the tears of the

Noldoli, and would arise and bind Melko and open Valinor once
more to the weary Elves, and great joy should come back upon
Earth.

Melko however looking upon him was wroth, asking how a

Gnome, a thrall by birth of his, had dared to fare away into the
woods unbidden, but Beren answered that he was no runagate but
came of a kindred of Gnomes that dwelt in Aryador and mingled
much there among the folk of Men. Then was Melko yet more
angry, for he sought ever to destroy the friendship and intercourse
of Elves and Men, and said that evidently here was a plotter of
deep treacheries against Melko's lordship, and one worthy of the
tortures of the Balrogs; but Beren seeing his peril answered:
"Think not, 0 most mighty Ainu Melko, Lord of the World, that

this can be true, for an it were then should | not be here unaided
and alone. No friendship has Beren son of Egnor for the kindred

of Men; nay indeed, wearying utterly of the lands infested by

that folk he has wandered out of Aryador. Many a great tale

has my father made to me aforetime of thy splendour and glory,
wherefore, albeit | am no renegade thrall, | do desire nothing so
much as to serve thee in what small manner | may," and Beren said
therewith that he was a great trapper of small animals and a snarer
of birds, and had become lost in the hills in these pursuits until
after much wandering he had come into strange lands, and even
had not the Orcs seized him he would indeed have had no other
rede of safety but to approach the majesty of Ainu Melko and beg
him to grant him some humble office -- as a winner of meats for his
table perchance.

Now the Valar must have inspired that speech, or perchance it
was a spell of cunning words cast on him in compassion by
Gwendeling, for indeed it saved his life, and Melko marking his



hardy frame believed him, and was willing to accept him as a thrall
of his kitchens. Flattery savoured ever sweet in the nostrils of that
Ainu, and for all his unfathomed wisdom many a lie of those

whom he despised deceived him, were they clothed sweetly in
words of praise; therefore now he gave orders for Beren to be

made a thrall of Tevildo Prince of Cats*. Now Tevildo was a

mighty cat -- the mightiest of all -- and possessed of an evil sprite, as
some say, and he was in Melko's constant following; and that cat
had all cats subject to him, and he and his subjects were the
chasers and getters of meat for Melko's table and for his frequent
feasts. Wherefore is it that there is hatred still between the Elves
and all cats even now when Melko rules no more, and his beasts are
become of little account.

* Footnote in the manuscript: Tifil (Bridhon) Miaugion or Tevildo
(Vardo) Meoita.

When therefore Beren was led away to the halls of Tevildo, and
these were not utterly distant from the place of Melko's throne, he
was much afraid, for he had not looked for such a turn in things,
and those halls were ill-lighted and were full of growling and of
monstrous purrings in the dark. All about shone cats' eyes glowing
like green lamps or red or yellow where Tevildo's thanes sat
waving and lashing their beautiful tails, but Tevildo himself sat at
their head and he was a mighty cat and coal-black and evil to look
upon. His eyes were long and very narrow and slanted, and
gleamed both red and green, but his great grey whiskers were as
stout and as sharp as needles. His purr was like the roll of drums
and his growl like thunder, but when he yelled in wrath it turned
the blood cold, and indeed small beasts and birds were frozen as to
stone, or dropped lifeless often at the very sound. Now Tevildo
seeing Beren narrowed his eyes until they seemed to shut, and
said: "l smell dog", and he took dislike to Beren from that

moment. Now Beren had been a lover of hounds in his own wild
home.

"Why," said Tevildo, "do ye dare to bring such a creature

before me, unless perchance it is to make meat of him?" But those
who led Beren said: "Nay, 'twas the word of Melko that this
unhappy EIf wear out his life as a catcher of beasts and birds in
Tevildo's employ." Then indeed did Tevildo screech in scorn and
said: "Then in sooth was my lord asleep or his thoughts were
settled elsewhere, for what use think ye is a child of the Eldar to aid
the Prince of Cats and his thanes in the catching of birds or of
beasts -- as well had ye brought some clumsy-footed Man, for none
are there either of Elves or Men that can vie with us in our
pursuit." Nonetheless he set Beren to a test, and he bade him go
catch three mice, "for my hall is infested with them," said he. This
indeed was not true, as might be imagined, yet a certain few there
were -- a very wild, evil, and magic kind that dared to dwell there in
dark holes, but they were larger than rats and very fierce, and



Tevildo harboured them for his own private sport and suffered
not their numbers to dwindle.

Three days did Beren hunt them, but having nothing wherewith

to devise a trap (and indeed he did not lie to Melko saying that he
had cunning in such contrivances) he hunted in vain getting
nothing better than a bitten finger for all his labour. Then was
Tevildo scornful and in great anger, but Beren got no harm of him
or his thanes at that time because of Melko's bidding other than

a few scratches. Evil however were his days thereafter in the
dwellings of Tevildo. They made him a scullion, and his days
passed miserably in the washing of floors and vessels, in the
scrubbing of tables and the hewing of wood and the drawing of
water. Often too would he be set to the turning of spits whereon
birds and fat mice were daintily roasted for the cats, yet seldom
did he get food or sleep himself, and he became haggard and
unkempt, and wished often that never straying out of Hisilome he
had not even caught sight of the vision of Tinuviel.

Now that fair maiden wept for a very great while after Beren's
departure and danced no more about the woods, and Dairon grew
angry and could not understand her, but she had grown to love the
face of Beren peeping through the branches and the crackle of his
feet as they followed her through the wood; and his voice that
called wistfully "Tinuviel, Tinuviel" across the stream before her
father's doors she longed to hear again, and she would not now
dance when Beren was fled to the evil halls of Melko and maybe
had already perished. So bitter did this thought become at last that
that most tender maiden went to her mother, for to her father she
dared not go nor even suffer him to see her weep.

"0 Gwendeling, my mother," said she, "tell me of thy magic, if
thou canst, how doth Beren fare. Is all yet well with him?" "Nay,"
said Gwendeling. "He lives indeed, but in an evil captivity, and
hope is dead in his heart, for behold, he is a slave in the power of
Tevildo Prince of Cats."

"Then," said Tinuviel, "I must go and succour him, for none

else do | know that will."

Now Gwendeling laughed not, for in many matters she was

wise, and forewise, yet it was a thing unthought in a mad dream
that any ElIf, still less a maiden, the daughter of the king, should
fare untended to the halls of Melko, even in those earlier days
before the Battle of Tears when Melko's power had not grown
great and he veiled his designs and spread his net of lies. Wherefore
did Gwendeling softly bid her not to speak such folly; but Tinuviel
said: "Then must thou plead with my father for aid, that he send

warriors to Angamandi and demand the freedom of Beren from
Ainu Melko."

This indeed did Gwendeling do, of love for her daughter, and
so wroth was Tinwelint that Tinuviel wished that never had her



desire been made known; and Tinwelint bade her nor speak nor
think of Beren more, and swore he would slay him an he trod those
halls again. Now then Tinuviel pondered much what she might

do, and going to Dairon she begged him to aid her, or indeed

to fare away with her to Angamandi an he would; but Dairon
thought with little love of Beren, and he said: "Wherefore should

| go into the direst peril that there is in the world for the sake

of a wandering Gnome of the woods? Indeed | have no love for
him, for he has destroyed our play together, our music and our
dancing." But Dairon moreover told the king of what Tinuviel

had desired of him -- and this he did not of ill intent but fearing lest
Tinuviel fare away to her death in the madness of her heart.

Now' when Tinwelint heard this he called Tinuviel and said:
"Wherefore, 0 maiden of mine, does thou not put this folly away
from thee, and seek to do my bidding?" But Tinuviel would not
answer, and the king bade her promise him that neither would she
think more on Beren, nor would she seek in her folly to follow after
him to the evil lands whether alone or tempting any of his folk with
her. But Tinuviel said that the first she would not promise and the
second only in part, for she would not tempt any of the folk of

the woodlands to go with her.

Then was her father mightily angry, and beneath his anger not a
little amazed and afraid, for he loved Tinuviel; but this was the
plan he devised, for he might not shut his daughter far ever in the
caverns where only a dim and flickering light ever came. Now
above the portals of his cavernous hall was a steep slope falling to
the river, and there grew mighty beeches; and one there was that
was named Hirilorn, the Queen of Trees, for she was very mighty,
and so deeply cloven was her bole that it seemed as if three shafts
sprang from the ground together and they were of like size, round
and straight, and their grey rind was smooth as silk, unbroken by
branch or twig for a very great height above men's heads.

Now Tinwelint let build high up in that strange tree, as high as
men could fashion their longest ladders to reach, a little house of
wood, and it was above the first branches and was sweetly veiled in
leaves. Now that house had three corners and three windows in
each wall, and at each corner was one of the shafts of Hirilorn.
There then did Tinwelint bid Tinuviel dwell until she would

consent to be wise, and when she fared up the ladders of tall pine
these were taken from beneath and no way had she to get down
again. All that she required was brought to her, and folk would

scale the ladders and give her food or whatever else she wished for,
and then descending again take away the ladders, and the king
promised death to any who left one leaning against the tree or who
should try by stealth to place one there at night. A guard therefore
was set nigh the tree's foot, and yet came Dairon often thither in
sorrow at what he had brought to pass, for he was lonely without
Tinuviel; but Tinuviel had at first much pleasure in her house



among the leaves, and would gaze out of her little window while
Dairon made his sweetest melodies beneath.

But one night a dream of the Valar came to Tinuviel and she
dreamt of Beren, and her heart said: "Let me be gone to seek him
whom all others have forgot"; and waking, the moon was shining
through the trees, and she pondered very deeply how she might
escape. Now Tinuviel daughter of Gwendeling was not ignorant
of magics or of spells, as may well be believed, and after much
thought she devised a plan. The next day she asked those who
came to her to bring, if they would, some of the clearest water of
the stream below, "but this," she said, "must be drawn at midnight
in a silver bowl, and brought to my hand with no word spoken,"
and after that she desired wine to be brought, "but this," she said,
"must be borne hither in a flagon of gold at noon, and he who
brings it must sing as he comes," and they did as they were bid,
but Tinwelint was not told.

Then said Tinuviel, "Go now to my mother and say to her that

her daughter desires a spinning wheel to pass her weary hours,"
but Dairon secretly she begged fashion her a tiny loom, and he
did this even in the little house of Tinuviel in the tree. "But
wherewith will you spin and wherewith weave?" said he; and
Tinuviel answered: "With spells and magics," but Dairon knew

not her design, nor said more to the king or to Gwendeling.

Now Tinuviel took the wine and water when she was alone, and
singing a very magical song the while, she mingled them together,
and as they lay in the bowl of gold she sang a song of growth, and as
they lay in the bowl of silver she sang another song, and the names
of all the tallest and longest things upon Earth were set in that
song; the beards of the Indravangs, the tail of Karkaras, the body
of Glorund, the bole of Hirilorn, and the sword of Nan she

named, nor did she forget the chain Angainu that Aule and Tulkas
made or the neck of Gilim the giant, and last and longest of all she

spake of the hair of Uinen the lady of the sea that is spread through
all the waters. Then did she lave her head with the mingled water
and wine, and as she did so she sang a third song, a song of
uttermost sleep, and the hair of Tinuviel which was dark and finer
than the most delicate threads of twilight began suddenly to grow
very fast indeed, and after twelve hours had passed it nigh filled
the little room, and then Tinuviel was very pleased and she lay
down to rest; and when she awoke the room was full as with a black
mist and she was deep hidden under it, and lo! her hair was

trailing out of the windows and blowing about the tree boles in the
morning. Then with difficulty she found her little shears and cut

the threads of that growth nigh to her head, and after that her hair
grew only as it was wont before.

Then was the labour of Tinuviel begun, and though she laboured
with the deftness of an Elf long was she spinning and longer



weaving still, and did any come and hail her from below she bid
them be.gone, saying: "l am abed, and desire only to sleep," and
Dairon was much amazed, and called often up to her, but she did
not answer.

Now of that cloudy hair Tinuviel wove a robe of misty black
soaked with drowsiness more magical far than even that one that
her mother had worn and danced in long long ago before the Sun
arose, and therewith she covered her garments of shimmering
white, and magic slumbers filled the airs about her; but of what
remained she twisted a mighty strand, and this she fastened to the
bole of the tree within her house, and then was her labour ended,
and she looked out of her window westward to the river. Already
the sunlight was fading in the trees, and as dusk filled the woods
she began a song very soft and low, and as she sung she cast out her
long hair from the window so that its slumbrous mist touched the
heads and faces of the guards below, and they listening to her voice
fell suddenly into a fathomless sleep. Then did Tinuviel clad in

her garments of darkness slip down that rope of hair light as a
squirrel, and away she danced to the bridge, and before the
bridgewards could cry out she was among them dancing; and as
the hem of her black robe touched them they fell asleep, and
Tinuviel fled very far away as fast as her dancing feet would flit.
Now when the escape of Tinuviel reached the ears of Tinwelint
great was his mingled grief and wrath, and all his court was in
uproar, and all the woods ringing with the search, but Tinuviel

was already far away drawing nigh to the gloomy foothills where
the Mountains of Night begin; and 'tis said that Dairon following

after her became utterly lost, and came never back to Elfinesse,
but turned towards Palisor, and there plays' subtle magic musics
still, wistful and lonely in the woods and forests of the south.

Yet ere long as Tinuviel went forward a sudden dread overtook

her at the thought of what she had dared to do and what lay before;
then did she turn back for a while, and she wept, wishing Dairon
was with her, and it is said that he indeed was not far off, but was
wandering lost in the great pines, the Forest of Night, where
afterward Turin slew Beleg by mishap.' Nigh was Tinuviel now to
those places, but she entered not that dark region, and regaining
heart pressed on, and by reason of the greater magic of her being
and because of the spell of wonder and of sleep that fared about her
no such dangers assailed her as did Beren before; yet was it a long
and evil and weary journey for a maiden to tread.

Now is it to be told to thee, Eriol, that in those days Tevildo had

but one trouble in the world, and that was the kindred of the Dogs.
Many indeed of these were neither friends nor foes of the Cats, for
they had become subject to Melko and were as savage and cruel as
any of his animals; indeed from the most cruel and most savage he
bred the race of wolves, and they were very dear indeed to him.
Was it not the great grey wolf Karkaras Knife-fang, father of
wolves, who guarded the gates of Angamandi in those days and



long had done so? Many were there however who would neither
bow to Melko nor live wholly in fear of him, but dwelt either in the
dwellings of Men and guarded them from much evil that had
otherwise befallen them or roamed the woods of Hisi1lome or
passing the mountainous places fared even at times into the region
of Artanor and the lands beyond and to the south.

Did ever any of these view Tevildo or any of his thanes or

subjects, then there was a great baying and a mighty chase, and
albeit seldom was any cat slain by reason of their skill in climbing
and in hiding and because of the protecting might of Melko, yet
was great enmity between them, and some of those hounds were
held in dread among the cats. None however did Tevildo fear, for
he was as strong as any among them, and more agile and more
swift save only than Huan Captain of Dogs. So swift was Huan
that on a time he had tasted the fur of Tevildo, and though

Tevildo had paid him for that with a gash from his great claws, yet
was the pride of the Prince of Cats unappeased and he lusted to do
a great harm to Huan of the Dogs.

Great therefore was the good fortune that befell Tinuviel in

meeting with Huan in the woods, although at first she was mortally

afraid and fled. But Huan overtook her in two leaps, and speaking
soft and deep the tongue af the Lost Elves he bid her be not afraid,
and "Wherefore," said he, "do | see an Elfin maiden, and one most
fair, wandering alone so nigh to the abodes of the Ainu of Evil?
Knowst thou not these are very evil places to be in, little one, even
with a companion, and they are death to the lonely?"

"That know |," said she, "and | am not here for the love of
wayfaring, but | seek only Beren."

"What knowest thou then," said Huan, "of Beren -- or indeed
meanest thou Beren son of the huntsman of the Elves, Egnor
bo-Rimion, a friend of mine since very ancient days?"

"Nay, | know not even whether my Beren be thy friend, for |

seek only Beren from beyond the Bitter Hills, whom | knew in the
woods near to my father's home. Now is he gone, and my mother
Gwendeling says of her wisdom that he is a thrall in the cruel
house of Tevildo Prince of Cats; and whether this be true or yet
worse be now befallen him | do not know, and | go to discover him
-- though plan | have none."

"Then will | make thee one," said Huan, "but do thou trust in

me, for | am Huan of the Dogs, chief foe of Tevildo. Rest thee

now with me a while within the shadows of the wood, and | will
think deeply."

Then Tinuviel did as he said, and indeed she slept long while
Huan watched, for she was very weary. But after a while awakening
she said: "Lo, | have tarried over long. Come, what is thy thought,
0 Huan?"

And Huan said: "A dark and difficult matter is this, and no

other rede can | devise but this. Creep now if thou hast the heart to
the abiding place of that Prince while the sun is high, and Tevildo



and the most of his household drowze upon the terraces before his
gates. There discover in what manner thou mayst whether Beren
be indeed within, as thy mother said to thee. Now | will lie not far
hence in the woods, and thou wilt do me a pleasure and aid thy
own desires an going before Tevildo, be Beren there or be he not,
thou tellest him how thou hast stumbled upon Huan of the Dogs
lying sick in the woods at this place. Do not indeed direct him
hither, for thou must guide him, if it may be, thyself. Then wilt
thou see what | contrive for thee and for Tevildo. Methinks that
bearing such tidings Tevildo will not entreat thee ill within his

halls nor seek to hold thee there."

In this way did Huan design both to do Tevildo a hurt, or
perchance if it might so be to slay him, and to aid Beren whom he

guessed in truth to be that Beren son of Egnor whom the hounds of
Hisilome loved. Indeed hearing the name of Gwendeling and
knowing thereby that this maiden was a princess of the woodland
fairies he was eager to aid her, and his heart warmed to her
sweetness.

Now Tinuviel taking heart' stole near to the halls of Tevildo,

and Huan wondered much at her courage, following unknown to
her, as far as he might for the success of his design. At length
however she passed beyond his sight, and leaving the shelter of the
trees came to a region of-long grass dotted with bushes that sloped
ever upward toward a shoulder of the hills. Now upon that rocky
spur the sun shone, but over all the hills and mountains at its back
a black cloud brooded, for there was Angamandi; and Tinuviel

fared on not daring to look up at that gloom, for fear oppressed

her, and as she went the ground rose and the grass grew more scant
and rock-strewn until it came even to a cliff, sheer of one side, and
there upon a stony shelf was the castle of Tevildo. No pathway led
thereto, and the place where it stood fell towards the woods in
terrace after terrace so that none might reach its gates save by
many great leaps, and those became ever steeper as the castle drew
more nigh. Few were the windows of the house and upon the
ground there were none -- indeed the very gate was in the air where
in the dwellings of Men are wont to be the windows of the upper
floor; but the roof had many wide and flat spaces open to the sun.
Now does Tinuviel wander disconsolate upon the lowest terrace
and look in dread at the dark house upon the hill, when behold,

she came at a bend in the rock upon a lone cat lying in the sun and
seemingly asleep. As she approached he opened a yellow eye and
blinked at her, and thereupon rising and stretching he stepped up

to her and said: "Whither away, little maid -- dost not know that

you trespass on the sunning ground of his highness Tevildo and

his thanes?"

Now Tinuviel was very much afraid, but she made as bold an
answer as she was able, saying: "That know |, my lord" -- and this
pleased the old cat greatly, for he was in truth only Tevildo's
doorkeeper -- "but | would indeed of your goodness be brought to



Tevildo's presence now -- nay, even if he sleeps," said she, for the
doorkeeper lashed his tail in astonished refusal. "l have words of
immediate import for his private ear. Lead me to him, my lord,"

she pleaded, and thereat the cat purred so loudly that she dared to
stroke his ugly head, and this was much larger than her own, being
greater than that of any dog that is now on Earth. Thus entreated,

Umuiyan, for such was his name, said: "Come then with me," and
seizing Tinuviel suddenly by her garments at the shoulder to her
great terror he tossed her upon his back and leaped upon the
second terrace. There he stopped, and as Tinuviel scrambled
from his back he said: "Well is it for thee that this afternoon my
lord Tevildo lieth upon this lowly terrace far from his house, for a
great weariness and a desire for sleep has come upon me, so that |
fear me | should not be willing to carry thee much farther"; now
Tinuviel was robed in her robe of sable mist.

So saying Umuiyan* yawned mightily and stretched himself
before he led her along that terrace to an open space, where upon a
wide couch of baking stones lay the horrible form of Tevildo
himself, and both his evil eyes were shut. Going up to him the
doorcat Umuiyan spoke in his ear softly, saying: "A maiden awaits
thy pleasure, my lord, who hath news of importance to deliver to
thee, nor would she take my refusal." Then did Tevildo angrily
lash his tail, half opening an eye -- "What is it -- be swift," said he,
"for this is no hour to come desiring audience of Tevildo Prince of
Cats."

"Nay, lord," said Tinuviel trembling, "be not angry; nor do |

think that thou wilt when thou hearst, yet is the matter such that

it were better not even whispered here where the breezes blow,"
and Tinuviel cast a glance as it were of apprehension toward the
woods.

"Nay, get thee gone," said Tevildo, "thou smellest of dog, and
what news of good came ever to a cat from a fairy that had had
dealings with the dogs?"

"Why, sir, that | smell of dogs is no matter of wonder, for | have
just escaped from one -- and it is indeed of a certain very mighty
dog whose name thou knowest that | would speak." Then up sat
Tevildo and opened his eyes, and he looked all about him, and
stretched three times, and at last bade the doorcat lead Tinuviel
within; and Umuiyan caught her upon his back as before. Now
was Tinuviel in the sorest dread, for having gained what she
desired, a chance of entering Tevildo's stronghold and maybe of
discovering whether Beren were there, she had no plan more, and
knew not what would become of her -- indeed had she been able
she would have fled; yet now do those cats begin to ascend the
terraces towards the castle, and one leap does Umuiyan make
bearing Tinuviel upwards and then another, and at the third he
stumbled so that Tinuviel cried out in fear, and Tevildo said:



"What ails thee, Umuiyan, thou clumsy-foot? It is time that thou
left my employ if age creeps on thee so swiftly."

* Written above Umuiyan here is the name Gumniow, enclosed within
brackets.

But Umuiyan said:

"Nay, lord, | know not what it is, but a mist is before mine

eyes and my head is heavy," and he staggered as one drunk, so that
Tinuviel slid from his back, and thereupon he laid him down as if

in a dead sleep; but Tevildo was wroth and seized Tinuviel and
none too gently, and himself bore her to the gates. Then with a
mighty leap he sprang within, and bidding that maiden alight he

set up a yell that echoed fearsomely in the dark ways and passages.
Forthwith they hastened to him from within, and some he bid
descend to Umuiyan and bind him and cast him from the rocks

"on the northern side where they fall most sheer, for he is of no use
more to me," he said, "for age has robbed him of his sureness of
foot"; and Tinuviel quaked to hear the ruthlessness of this beast.
But even as he spake he himself yawned and stumbled as with a
sudden drowziness, and he bid others to lead Tinuviel away to a
certain chamber within, and that was the one where Tevildo was
accustomed to sit at meat with his greatest thanes. It was full of
bones and smelt evilly; no windows were there and but one door;
but a hatchway gave from it upon the great kitchens, and a red

light crept thence and dimly lit the place.

Now so adread was Tinuviel when those catfolk left her there

that she stood a moment unable to stir, but soon becoming used to
the darkness she looked about and espying the hatchway that had a
wide sill she sprang thereto, for it was not over high and she was a
nimble EIf. Now gazing therethrough, for it was ajar, she saw the
wide vaulted kitchens and the great fires that burnt there, and

those that toiled always within, and the most were cats -- but
behold, there by a great fire stooped Beren, and he was grimed

with labour, and Tinuviel sat and wept, but as yet dared nothing.
Indeed even as she sat the harsh voice of Tevildo sounded suddenly
within that chamber: "Nay, where then in Melko's name has that
mad EIf fled," and Tinuviel hearing shrank against the wall, but
Tevildo caught sight of her where she was perched and cried:

"Then the little bird sings not any more; come down or | must

fetch thee, for behold, | will not encourage the Elves to seek
audience of me in mockery."

Then partly in fear, and part in hope that her clear voice might

carry even to Beren, Tinuviel began suddenly to speak very loud
and to tell her tale so that the chambers rang; but "Hush, dear
maiden," said Tevildo, "if the matter were secret without it is not

one for bawling within." Then said Tinuviel: "Speak not thus to



me, 0 cat, mighty Lord of Cats though thou be, for am | not
Tinuviel Princess of Fairies that have stepped out of my way to do
thee a pleasure?" Now at those words, and she had shouted them
even louder than before, a great crash was heard in the kitchens as
of a number of vessels of metal and earthenware let suddenly fall"
but Tevildo snarled: "There trippeth that fool Beren the EIf.

Melko rid me of such folk" -- yet Tinuviel, guessing that Beren-had
heard and been smitten with astonishment, put aside her fears and
repented her daring no longer. Tevildo nonetheless was very
wroth at her haughty words, and had he not been minded first to
discover what good he might get from her tale, it had fared ill with
Tinuviel straightway. Indeed from that moment was she in great
peril, for Melko and all his vassals held Tinwelint and his folk as
outlaws, and great was their joy to ensnare them and cruelly
entreat them, so that much favour would Tevildo have gained had
he taken Tinuviel before his lord. Indeed, so soon as she named
herself, this did he purpose to do when his own business had

been done, but of a truth his wits were drowzed that day, and he
forgot to marvel more why Tinuviel sat perched upon the sill of

the hatchway; nor did he think more of Beren, for his mind was
bent only to the tale Tinuviel bore to him. Wherefore said he,
dissembling his evil mood, "Nay, Lady, be not angry, but come,
delay whetteth my desire -- what is it that thou hast for my ears, for
they twitch already."

But Tinuviel said: "There is a great beast, rude and violent, and

his name is Huan" -- and at that name Tevildo's back curved, and
his hair bristled and crackled, and the light of his eyes was red --
"and," she went on, "it seems to me a shame that such a brute be
suffered to infest the woods so nigh even to the abode of the
powerful Prince of Cats, my lord Tevildo"; but Tevildo said:

"Nor is he suffered, and cometh never there save it be by stealth."
"Howso that may be," said Tinuviel, "there he is now, yet

methinks that at last may his [life] be brought utterly to an end, for
lo, as | was going through the woods | saw where a great animal lay
upon the ground moaning as in sickness -- and behold, it was
Huan, and some evil spell or malady has him in its grip, and still he
lies helpless in a dale not a mile westward in the woods from this
hall. Now with this perhaps | would not have troubled your ears,
had not the brute when | approached to succour him snarled upon
me and essayed to bite me, and meseems that such a creature
deserves whatever come to him."

Now all this that Tinuviel spake was a great lie in whose

devising Huan had guided her, and maidens of the Eldar are not
wont to fashion lies; yet have | never heard that any of the Eldar
blamed her therein nor Beren afterward, and neither do |, for
Tevildo was an evil cat and Melko the wickedest of all beings, and
Tinuviel was in dire peril at their hands. Tevildo however, himself
a great and skilled liar, was so deeply versed in the lies and



subtleties of all the beasts and creatures that he seldom knew
whether to believe what was said to him or not, and was wont to
disbelieve all things save those he wished to believe true, and so
was he often deceived by the more honest. Now the story of Huan
and his helplessness so pleased him that he was fain to believe it
true, and determined at least to test it; yet at first he feigned
indifference, saying this was a small matter for such secrecy and
might have been spoken outside without further ado. But Tinuviel
said she had not thought that Tevildo Prince of Cats needed to
learn that the ears of Huan heard the slightest sounds a league
away, and the voice of a cat further than any sound else.

Now therefore Tevildo sought to discover from Tinuviel under
pretence of mistrusting her tale where exactly Huan might be
found, but she made only vague answers, seeing in this her only
hope of escaping from the castle, and at length Tevildo, overcome
by curiosity and threatening evil things if she should prove false,
summoned two of his thanes to him, and one was Oikeroi, a fierce
and warlike cat. Then did the three set out with Tinuviel from that
place, but Tinuviel took off her magical garment of black and
folded it, so that for all its size and density it appeared no more
than the smallest kerchief (for so was. she able), and thus was she
borne down the terraces upon the back of Oikeroi without mishap,
and no drowziness assailed her bearer. Now crept they through
the woods in the direction she had named, and soon does Tevildo
smell dog and bristles and lashes his great tail, but after he climbs a
lofty tree and looks down from thence into that dale that Tinuviel
had shown to them. There he does indeed see the great form of
Huan lying prostrate groaning and moaning, and he comes down
in much glee and haste, and indeed in his eagerness he forgets
Tinuviel, who now in great fear for Huan lies hidden in a bank of
fern. The design of Tevildo and his two companions was to enter
that dale silently from different quarters and so come all suddenly
upon Huan unawares and slay him, or if he were too stricken to
make fight to make sport of him and torment him. This did they
now, but even as they leapt out upon him Huan sprang up into the

air with a mighty baying, and his jaws closed in the back close to
the neck of that cat Oikeroi, and Oikeroi died; but the other thane
fled howling up a great tree, and so was Tevildo left alone face to
face with Huan, and such an encounter was not much to his mind,
yet was Huan upon him too swiftly for flight, and they fought
fiercely in that glade, and the noise that Tevildo made was very
hideous; but at length Huan had him by the throat, and that cat
might well have perished had not his claws as he struck out blindly
pierced Huan's eye. Then did Huan give tongue, and Tevildo
screeching fearsomely got himself loose with a great wrench and
leapt up a tall and smooth tree that stood by, even as his companion
had done. Despite his grievous hurt Huan now leaps beneath that
tree baying mightily, and Telvido curses him and casts evil words
upon him from above.



Then said Huan: "Lo, Tevildo, these are the words of Huan

whom thou thoughtest to catch and slay helpless as the miserable
mice it is thy wont to hunt -- stay for ever up thy lonely tree and
bleed to death of thy wounds, or come down and feel again my
teeth. But if neither are to thy liking, then tell me where is

Tinuviel Princess of Fairies and Beren son of Egnor, for these are
my friends. Now these shall be set as ransom against thee -- though
it be valuing thee far over thy worth."

"As for that cursed EIf, she lies whimpering in the ferns yonder,
an my ears mistake not," said Tevildo, "and Beren methinks is
being soundly scratched by Miaule my cook in the kitchens of my
castle for his clumsiness there an hour ago."

"Then let them be given to me in safety," said Huan, "and thou
mayest return thyself to thy halls and lick thyself unharmed."

"Of a surety my thane who is here with me shall fetch them for
thee," said Tevildo, but growled Huan: "Ay, and fetch also all thy
tribe and the hosts of the Orcs and the plagues of Melko. Nay;, |
am no fool; rather shalt thou give Tinuviel a token and she shall
fetch Beren, or thou shalt stay here if thou likest not the other
way." Then was Tevildo forced to cast down his golden collar -- a
token no cat dare dishonour, but Huan said: "Nay, more yet is
needed, for this will arouse all thy folk to seek thee," and this
Tevildo knew and had hoped. So was it that in the end weariness
and hunger and fear prevailed upon that proud cat, a prince of the
service of Melko, to reveal the secret of the cats and the spell that
Melko had entrusted to him; and those were words of magic
whereby the stones of his evil house were held together, and
whereby he held all beasts of the catfolk under his sway, filling

them with an evil power beyond their nature; for long has it been
said that Tevildo was an evil fay in beastlike shape. When therefore
he had told it Huan laughed till the woods rang, for he knew that
the days of the power of the cats were over.

Now sped Tinuviel with the golden collar of Tevildo back to the
lowest terrace before the gates, and standing she spake the spell in
her clear voice. Then behold, the air was filled with the voices of
cats and the house of Tevildo shook; and there came therefrom a
host of indwellers and they were shrunk to puny size and were
afeared of Tinuviel, who waving the collar of Tevildo spake before
them certain of the words that Tevildo had said in her hearing to
Huan, and they cowered before her. But she said: "Lo, let all

those of the folk of the Elves or of the children of Men that are
bound within these halls be brought forth," and behold, Beren

was brought forth, but of other thralls there were none, save only
Gimli, an aged Gnome, bent in thraldom and grown blind, but
whose hearing was the keenest that has been in the world, as all
songs say. Gimli came leaning upon a stick and Beren aided him,
but Beren was clad in rags and haggard, and he had in his hand a
great knife he had caught up in the kitchen, fearing some new ill
when the house shook and all the voices of the cats were heard; but



when he beheld Tinuviel standing amid the host of cats that
shrank from her and saw the great collar of Tevildo, then was he'
amazed utterly, and knew not what to think. But Tinuviel was
very glad, and spoke saying: "0 Beren from beyond the Bitter
Hills, wilt thou now dance with me -- but let it not be here." And
she led Beren far away, and all those cats set up a howling and
wailing, so that Huan and Tevildo heard it in the woods, but none
followed or molested them, for they were afraid, and the magic of
Melko was fallen from them.

This indeed they rued afterward when Tevildo returned home
followed by his trembling comrade, for Tevildo's wrath was
terrible, and he lashed his tail and dealt blows at all who stood
nigh. Now Huan of the dogs, though it might seem a folly, when
Beren and Tinuviel came to that glade had suffered that evil
Prince to return without further war, but the great collar of gold

he had set about his own neck, and at this was Tevildo more angry
than all else, for a great magic of strength and power lay therein.
Little to Huan's liking was it that Tevildo lived still, but now no
longer did he fear the cats, and that tribe has fled before the dogs
ever since, and the dogs hold them still in scorn since the humbling
of Tevildo in the woods nigh Angamandi; and Huan has not done

any greater deed. Indeed afterward Melko heard all and he cursed
Tevildo and his folk and banished them, nor have they since that
day had lord or master or any friend, and their voices wail and
screech for their hearts are very lonely and bitter and full of loss,
yet there is only darkness therein and no kindliness.

At the time however whereof the tale tells it was Tevildo's chief
desire to recapture Beren and Tinuviel and to slay Huan, that he
might regain the spell and magic he had lost, for he was in great
fear of Melko, and he dared not seek his master's aid and reveal his
defeat and the betrayal of his spell. Unwitting of this Huan feared
those places, and was in great-dread lest those doings come swiftly
to Melko's ear, as did most things that came to pass in the world;
wherefore now Tinuviel and Beren wandered far away with Huan,
and they became great in friendship with him, and in that life

Beren grew strong again and his thraldom fell from him, and
Tinuviel loved him.

Yet wild and rugged and very lonely were those days, for never a
face of Elf or of Man did they see, and Tinuviel grew at last to long
sorely for Gwendeling her mother and the songs of sweet magic
she was used to sing to her children as twilight fell in the woodlands
by their ancient halls. Often she half fancied she heard the flute of
Dairon her brother, in pleasant glades' wherein they sojourned,

and her heart grew heavy. At length she said to Beren and to

Huan: "I must return home," and now is it Beren's heart that is
overcast with sorrow, for he loved that life in the woods with the
dogs (for by now many others had become joined to Huan), yet



not if Tinuviel were not there.

Nonetheless said he: "Never may | go back with thee to the land

of Artanor -- nor come there ever after to seek thee, sweet Tinuviel,
save only bearing a Silmaril; nor may that ever now be achieved,
for am | not a fugitive from the very halls of Melko, and in danger
of the most evil pains do any of his servants spy me." Now this he
said in the grief of his heart at parting with Tinuviel, and she was
tornin mind, abiding not the thought of leaving Beren nor yet of
living ever thus in exile. So sat she a great while in sad thought and
she spoke not, but Beren sat nigh and at length said: "Tinuviel,

one thing only can we do -- go get a Silmaril"; and she sought
thereupon Huan, asking his aid and advice, but he was very grave
and saw nothing but folly in the matter. Yet in the end Tinuviel
begged of him the fell of Oikeroi that he slew in the affray of the
glade; now Oikeroi was a very mighty cat and Huan carried that

fell with him as a trophy.

Now doth Tinuviel put forth her skill and fairy-magic, and she

sews Beren into this fell and makes him to the likeness of a great
cat, and she teaches him how to sit and sprawl, to step and bound
and trot in the semblance of a cat, till Huan's very whiskers
bristled at the sight, and thereat Beren and Tinuviel laughed.
Never however could Beren learn to screech or wail or to purr like
any cat that ever walked, nor could Tinuviel awaken a glow in the
dead eyes of the catskin -- "but we must put up with that," said she,
"and thou hast the air of a very noble cat if thou but hold thy
tongue."

Then did they bid farewell to Huan and set out for the halls of
Melko by easy journeys, for Beren was in great discomfort and
heat within the fur of Oikeroi, and Tinuviel's heart became lighter
awhile than it had been for long, and she stroked Beren or pulled
his tail, and Beren was angry because he could not lash it in answer
as fiercely as he wished. At length however they drew near to
Angamandi, as indeed the rumblings and deep noises, and the
sound of mighty hammerings of ten thousand smiths labouring
unceasingly, declared to them. Nigh were the sad chambers where
the thrall-Noldoli laboured bitterly under the Orcs and goblins

of the hills, and here the gloom and darkness was great so that
their hearts fell, but Tinuviel arrayed her once more in her dark
garment of deep sleep. Now the gates of Angamandi were of iron
wrought hideously and set with knives and spikes, and before
them lay the greatest wolf the world has ever seen, even Karkaras
Knife-fang who had never slept; and Karkaras growled when he
saw Tinuviel approach, but of the cat he took not much heed, for
he thought little of cats and they were ever passing in and out.
"Growl not, 0 Karkaras," said she, "for | go to seek my lord

Melko, and this thane of Tevildo goeth with me as escort." Now
the dark robe veiled all her shimmering beauty, and Karkaras was
not much troubled in mind, yet nonetheless he approached as was



his wont to snuff the air of her, and the sweet fragrance of the

Eldar that garment might not hide. Therefore straightway did

Tinuviel begin a magic dance, and the black strands of her dark

veil she cast in his eyes so that his legs shook with a drowziness and
he rolled over and was asleep. But not until he was fast in dreams

of great chases in the woods of Hisilome when he was yet a whelp
did Tinuviel cease, and then did those twain enter that black

portal, and winding down many shadowy ways they stumbled at
length into the very presence of Melko.

In that gloom Beren passed well enough as a very thane of

Tevildo, and indeed Oikeroi had aforetime been much about the
halls of Melko, so that none heeded him and he slunk under the
very chair of the Ainu unseen, but the adders and evil things there
lying set him in great fear so that he durst not move.

Now all this fell out most fortunately, for had Tevildo been with
Melko their deceit would have been discovered -- and indeed of
that danger they had thought, not knowing that Tevildo sat now in
his halls and knew not what to do should his discomfiture become
noised in Angamandi; but behold, Melko espieth Tinuviel and

saith: "Who art thou that flittest about my halls like a bat? How
camest thou in, for of a surety thou dost not belong here?"

"Nay, that | do not yet," saith Tinuviel, "though | may per-

chance hereafter, of thy goodness, my lord Melko. Knowest thou
not that | am Tinuviel daughter of Tinwelint the outlaw, and he

hath driven me from his halls, for he is an overbearing Elf and |
give not my love at his command."

Now in truth was Melko amazed that the daughter of Tinwelint
came thus of her free will to his dwelling, Angamandi the terrible,
and suspecting something untoward he asked what was her desire:
"for knowest thou not," saith he, "that there is no love here for thy
father or his folk, nor needst thou hope for soft words and good
cheer from me."

"So hath my father said," saith she, "but wherefore need |

believe him? Behold, | have a skill of subtle dances, and 1 would
dance now before you, my lord, for then methinks | might readily
be granted some humble corner of your halls wherein to dwell

until such times as you should eall for the little dancer Tinuviel to
lighten your cares."

"Nay," saith Melko, "such things are little to my mind; but as

thou hast come thus far to dance, dance, and after we will see,"
and with that he leered horribly, for his dark mind pondered some
evil.

Then did Tinuviel begin such a dance as neither she nor any

other sprite or fay or elf danced ever before or has done since, and
after a while even Melko's gaze was held in wonder. Round the hall
she fared, swift as a swallow, noiseless as a bat, magically beautiful
as only Tinuviel ever was, and now she was at Melko's side, now



before him, now behind, and her misty draperies touched his face
and waved before his eyes, and the folk that sat about the walls or
stood in that place were whelmed one by one in sleep, falling down
into deep dreams of all that their ill hearts desired.

Beneath his chair the adders lay like stones, and the wolves

before his feet yawned and slumbered, and Melko gazed on
enchanted, but he did not sleep. Then began Tinuviel to dance

a yet swifter dance before his eyes, and even as she danced she sang
in a voice very low and wonderful a song which Gwendeling had
taught her long ago, a song that the youths and maidens sang
beneath the cypresses of the gardens of Lorien when the Tree

of Gold had waned and Silpion was gleaming. The voices of
nightingales were in it, and many subtle odours seemed to fill

the air of that noisome place as she trod the floor lightly as a feather
in the wind; nor has any voice or sight of such beauty ever again
been seen there, and Ainu Melko for all his power and majesty
succumbed to the magic of that Elf-maid, and indeed even the
eyelids of Lorien had grown heavy had he been there to see. Then
did Melko fall forward drowzed, and sank at last in utter sleep
down from his chair upon the floor, and his iron crown rolled

away.

Suddenly Tinuviel ceased. In the hall no sound was heard save

of slumbrous breath; even Beren slept beneath the very seat of
Melko, but Tinuviel shook him so that he awoke at last. Then in
fear and trembling he tore asunder his disguise and freeing himself
from it leapt to his feet. Now does he draw that knife that he had
from Tevildo's kitchens and he seizes the mighty iron crown, but
Tinuviel could not move it and scarcely might the thews of Beren
avail to turn it. Great is the frenzy of their fear as in that dark hall
of sleeping evil Beren labours as noiselessly as may be to prise out a
Silmaril with his knife. Now does he loosen the great central jewel
and the sweat pours from his brow, but even as he forces it from
the crown lo! his knife snaps with a loud crack.

Tinuviel smothers a cry thereat and Beren springs away with

the one Silmaril in his hand, and the sleepers stir and Melko
groans as though ill thoughts disturbed his dreams, and a black
look comes upon his sleeping face. Content now with that one
lashing gem those twain fled desperately from the hall, stumbling
wildly down many dark passages till from the glimmering of grey
light they knew they neared the gates -- and behold! Karkaras lies
across the threshold, awake once more and watchful.

Straightway Beren thrust himself before Tinuviel although she

said him nay, and this proved in the end ill, for Tinuviel had not

e to cast her spell of slumber over the beast again, ere seeing
Beren he bared his teeth and growled angrily. "Wherefore this
surliness, Karkaras?" said Tinuviel. "Wherefore this Ghome"

who entered not and yet now issueth in haste?" quoth Knife-fang,



and with that he leapt upon Beren, who struck straight between

the wolf's eyes with his fist, catching for his throat with the other
hand.

Then Karkaras seized that hand in his dreadful jaws, and it was

the hand wherein Beren clasped the blazing Silmaril, and both
hand and jewel Karkaras bit off and took into his red maw. Great
was the agony of Beren and the fear and anguish of Tinuviel, yet
even as they expect to feel the teeth of the wolf a new thing strange
and terrible comes to pass. Behold now that Silmaril blazeth with

a white and hidden fire of its own nature and is possessed of a fierce
and holy magic -- for did it not come from Valinor and the blessed
realms, being fashioned with spells of the Gods and Gnomes
before evil came there; and it doth not tolerate the touch of evil
flesh or of unholy hand. Now cometh it into the foul body of
Karkaras, and suddenly that beast is burnt with a terrible anguish
and the howling of his pain is ghastly to hear as it echoeth in those
rocky ways, so that all that sleeping court within awakes. Then did
Tinuviel and Beren flee like the wind from the gates, yet was
Karkaras far before them raging and in madness as a beast pursued
by Balrogs; and after when they might draw breath Tinuviel wept
over the maimed arm of Beren kissing it often, so that behold it
bled not, and pain left it, and was healed by the tender healing

of her love; yet was Beren ever after surnamed among all folk
Ermabwed the One-handed, which in the language of the Lonely
Isle is Elmavoite.

Now however must they bethink them of escape -- if such may

be their fortune, and Tinuviel wrapped part of her dark mantle
about Beren, and so for a while flitting by dusk and dark amid the
hills they were seen by none, albeit Melko had raised all his Orcs of
terror against them; and his fury at the rape of that jewel was
greater than the Elves had ever seen it yet.

Even so it seems soon to them that the net of the hunters drew
ever more tightly upon them, and though they had reached the
edge of the more familiar woods and passed the glooms of the
forest of Taurfuin, still were there many leagues of peril yet to pass
between them and the caverns of the king, and even did they reach
ever there it seemed like they would but draw the chase behind
them thither and Melko's hate upon all that woodland folk. So

great indeed was the hue and cry that Huan learnt of it far away,
and he marvelled much at the daring of those twain, and still more
that ever they had escaped from Angamandi.

Now goes he with many dogs through the woods hunting Orcs

and thanes of Tevildo, and many hurts he got thus, and many of
them he slew or put to fear and flight, until one even at dusk the
Valar brought him to a glade in that northward region of Artanor
that was called afterward Nan Dumgorthin, the land of the dark



idols, but that is a matter that concerns not this tale. Howbeit it
was even then a dark land and gloomy and foreboding, and dread
wandered beneath its lowering trees no less even than in Taurfuin;
and those two Elves Tinuviel and Beren were lying therein weary
and without hope, and Tinuviel wept but Beren was fingering his
knife.

Now when Huan saw them he would not suffer them to speak or

to tell any of their tale, but straightway took Tinuviel upon his
mighty back and bade Beren run as best he could beside him,

, "for," said he, "a great company of the Orcs are drawing swiftly
hither, and wolves are their trackers and their scouts." Now doth
Huan's pack run about them, and they go very swiftly along quick
and secret paths towards the homes of the folk of Tinwelint far
away. Thus was it that they eluded the host of their enemies, but
had nonetheless many an encounter afterward with wandering
things of evil, and Beren slew an Orc that came nigh to dragging
off Tinuviel, and that was a good deed. Seeing then that the hunt
still pressed them close, once more did Huan lead them by winding
ways, and dared not yet straightly to bring them to the land of the
woodland fairies. So cunning however was his leading that at last
after many days the chase fell far away, and no longer did they see
or hear anything of the bands of Orcs; no goblins waylaid them

nor did the howling of any evil wolves come upon the airs at night,
and belike that was because already they had stepped within the
circle of Gwendeling's magic that hid the paths from evil things

and kept harm from the regions of the woodelves.

Then did Tinuviel breathe freely once more as she had not done
since she fled from her father's halls, and Beren rested in the sun
far from the glooms of Angband until the last bitterness of thraldom
left him. Because of the light falling through green leaves and the
whisper of clean winds and the song of birds once more are they
wholly unafraid.

At last came there nevertheless a day whereon waking out of a
deep slumber Beren started up as one who leaves a dream of happy
things coming suddenly to his mind, and he said: "Farewell, 0
Huan, most trusty comrade, and thou, little Tinuviel, whom |

love, fare thee well. This only | beg of thee, get thee now straight
to the safety of thy home, and may good Huan lead thee. But | -- lo,

| must away into the solitude of the woods, for | have lost that
Silmaril which | had, and never dare | draw near to Angamandi
more, wherefore neither will | enter the halls of Tinwelint." Then

he wept to himself, but Tinuviel who was nigh and had hearkened
to his musing came beside him and said: "Nay, now is my heart
changed," and if thou dwellest in the woods, 0 Beren Ermabwed,
then so will I, and if thou wilt wander in the wild places there will |
wander also, or with thee or after thee: -- yet never shall my father
see me again save only if thou takest me to him." Then indeed was



Beren glad at her sweet words, and fain would he have dwelt with
her as a huntsman of the wild, but his heart smote him for all that
she had suffered for him, and for her he put away his pride.
Indeed she reasoned with him, saying it would be folly to be
stubborn, and that her father would greet them with nought but
joy, being glad to see his daughter yet alive -- and "maybe," said
she, "he will have shame that his jesting has given thy fair hand to
the jaws of Karkaras." But Huan also she implored to return with
them a space, for "my father owes thee a very great reward, 0
Huan," saith she, "an he loves his daughter at all."

So came it that those three set forward once again together, and
came at last back to the woodlands that Tinuviel knew and loved
nigh to the dwellings of her folk and to the deep halls of her home.
Yet even as they approach they find fear and tumult among that
people such as had not been for a long age, and asking some that
wept before their doors they learned that ever since the day of
Tinuviel's secret flight ill-fortune had befallen them. Lo, the king
had been distraught with grief and had relaxed his ancient wariness
and cunning; indeed his warriors had been sent hither and thither
deep into the unwholesome woods searching for that maiden, and
many had been slain or lost for ever, and war there was with
Melko's servants about all their northern and eastern borders, so
that the folk feared mightily lest that Ainu upraise his strength

and come utterly to crush them and Gwendeling's magic have not
the strength to withhold the numbers of the Orcs. "Behold,"

said they, "now is the worst of all befallen, for long has Queen
Gwendeling sat aloof and smiled not nor spoken, looking as it were
to a great distance with haggard eyes, and the web of her magic has
blown thin about the woods, and the woods are dreary, for Dairon
comes not back, neither is his music heard ever in the glades.
Behold now the crown of all our evil tidings, for know that there
has broken upon us raging from the halls of Evil a great grey wolf
filled with an evil spirit, and he fares as though lashed by some

hidden madness, and none are safe. Already has he slain many
as he runs wildly snapping and yelling through the woods, so

that the very banks of the stream that flows before the king's

halls has become a lurking-place of danger. There comes the
awful wolf oftentimes to drink, looking as the evil Prince

himself with bloodshot eyes and tongue lolling out, and never can
he slake his desire for water as though some inward fire devours
him."

Then was Tinuviel sad at the thought of the unhappiness that

had come upon her folk, and most of all was her heart bitter at the
story of Dairon, for of this she had not heard any murmur before.
Yet could she not wish Beren had come never to the lands of
Artanor, and together they made haste to Tinwelint; and already
to the Elves of the wood it seemed that the evil was at an end now
that Tinuviel was come back among them unharmed. Indeed they



scarce had hoped for that.

In great gloom do they find King Tinwelint, yet suddenly is his
sorrow melted to tears of gladness, and Gwendeling sings again
for joy when Tinuviel enters there and casting away her raiment of
dark mist she stands before them in her pearly radiance of old. For
a while all is mirth and wonder in that hall, and yet at length the
king turns his eyes to Beren and says: "So thou hast returned too --
bringing a Silmaril, beyond doubt, in recompense for all the ill

thou hast wrought my land; or an thou hast not, | know not
wherefore thou art here."

Then Tinuviel stamped her foot and cried so that the king and

all about him wondered at her new and fearless mood: "For
shame, my father -- behold, here is Beren the brave whom thy
jesting drove into dark places and foul captivity and the Valar
alone saved from a bitter death. Methinks 'twould rather befit a
king of the Eldar to reward him than revile him."

"Nay," said Beren, "the king thy father hath the right. Lord,"

said he, "l have a Silmaril in my hand even now."

"Show me then," said the king in amaze.

"That | cannot," said Beren, "for my hand is not here"; and he

held forth his maimed arm.

Then was the king's heart turned to him by reason of his stout

and courteous demeanour, and he bade Beren and Tinuviel relate
to him all that had befallen either of them, and he was eager to
hearken, for he did not fully comprehend the meaning of Beren's
words. When however he had heard all yet more was his heart
turned to Beren, and he marvelled at the love that had awakened in

the heart of Tinuviel so that she had done greater deeds and more
daring than any of the warriors of his folk.

"Never again," said he, "0 Beren | beg of thee, leave this court

nor the side of Tinuviel, for thou art a great EIf and thy name will
ever be great among the kindreds." Yet Beren answered him
proudly, and said: "Nay, 0 King, | hold to my word and thine,

and | will get thee that Silmaril or ever | dwell in peace in thy
halls." And the king entreated him to journey no more into the
dark and unknown realms, but Beren said: "No need is there
thereof, for behold that jewel is even now nigh to thy caverns,"
and he made clear to Tinwelint that that beast that ravaged his
land was none other than Karkaras, the wolfward of Melko's gates
-- and this was not known to all, but Beren knew it taught by Huan,
whose cunning in the reading of track and slot was greatest among
all the hounds, and therein are none of them unskilled. Huan
indeed was with Beren now in the halls, and when those twain
spoke of a chase and a great hunt he begged to be in that deed; and
it was granted gladly. Now do those three prepare themselves to
harry that beast, that all the folk be rid of the terror of the wolf,

and Beren kept his word, bringing a Silmaril to shine once more in
Elfinesse. King Tinwelint himself led that chase, and Beren was



beside him, and Mablung the heavy-handed, chief of the king's
thanes, leaped up and grasped a spear" -- a mighty weapon captured
in battle with the distant Orcs -- and with those three stalked Huan
mightiest of dogs, but others they would not take according to the
desire of the king, who said: "Four is enough for the slaying even
of the Hell-wolf" -- but only those who had seen knew how
fearsome was that beast, nigh as large as a horse among Men, and
so great was the ardour of his breath that it scorched whatsoever it
touched. About the hour of sunrise they set forth, and soon after
Huan espied a new slot beside the stream, not far from the king's
doors, "and," quoth he, "this is the print of Karkaras." Thereafter
they followed that stream all day, and at many places its banks
were new-trampled and torn and the water of the pools that lay
about it was fouled as though some beasts possessed of madness
had rolled and fought there not long before.

Now sinks the sun and fades beyond the western trees and
darkness is creeping down from Hisilome so that the light of the
forest dies. Even so come they to a place where the spoor swerves
from the stream or perchance is lost in its waters and Huan may no
longer follow it; and here therefore they encamp, sleeping in turns
beside the stream, and the early night wears away.

Suddenly in Beren's watch a sound of great terror leaped up

from far away -- a howling as of seventy maddened wolves -- then
lo! the brushwood cracks and saplings snap as the terror draweth
near, and Beren knows that Karkaras is upon them. Scarce had he
time to rouse the others, and they were but just sprung up and
half-awake, when a great form loomed in the wavering moonlight
filtering there, and it was fleeing like one mad, and its course was
bent towards the water. Thereat Huan gave tongue, and straight-
way the beast swerved aside towards them, and foam was dripping
from his jaws and a red light shining from his eyes, and his face
was marred with mingled terror and with wrath. No sooner did he
leave the trees than Huan rushed upon him fearless of heart, but
he with a mighty leap sprang right over that great dog, for all his
fury was kindled suddenly against Beren whom he recognized as
he stood behind, and to his dark mind it seemed that there was the
cause of all his agony. Then Beren thrust swiftly upward with a
spear into his throat, and Huan leapt again and had him by a hind
leg, and Karkaras fell as a stone, for at that same moment the
ting's spear found his heart, and his evil spirit gushed forth and
sped howling faintly as it fared over the dark hills to Mandos'; but
Beren lay under him crushed beneath his weight. Now they roll
back that carcase and fall to cutting it open, but Huan licks Beren's
face whence blood is flowing. Soon is the truth of Beren's words
made clear, for the vitals of the wolf are half-consumed as though
an inner fire had long been smouldering there, and suddenly the
night is filled with a wondrous lustre, shot with pale and secret
colours, as Mablung" draws forth the Silmaril. Then holding it

out he said: "Behold 0 King," but Tinwelint said: "Nay, never



will I handle it save only if Beren give it to me." But Huan said:

"And that seems like never to be, unless ye tend him swiftly, for
methinks he is hurt sorely"; and Mablung and the king were
ashamed.

Therefore now they raised Beren gently up and tended him and
washed him, and he breathed, but he spoke not nor opened his
eyes, and when the sun arose and they had rested a little they bore
him as softly as might be upon a bier of boughs back through the
woodlands; and nigh midday they drew near the homes of the folk
again, and then were they deadly weary, and Beren had not moved
nor spoken, but groaned thrice.

There did all the people flock to meet them when their approach
was noised among them, and some bore them meat and cool drinks
and salves and healing things for their hurts, and but for the harm

that Beren had met great indeed had been their joy. Now then they
covered the leafy boughs whereon he lay with soft raiment, and
they bore him away to the halls of the king, and there was Tinuviel
awaiting them in great distress; and she fell upon Beren's breast
and wept and kissed him, and he awoke and knew her, and after
Mablung gave him that Silmaril, and he lifted it above him gazing
at its beauty, ere he said slowly and with pain: "Behold, 0 King, |
give thee the wondrous jewel thou didst desire, and it is but a little
thing found by the wayside, for once methinks thou hadst one
beyond thought more beautiful, and she is now mine." Yet even as
he spake the shadows of Mandos lay upon his face, and his spirit
fled in that hour to the margin of the world, and Tinuviel's tender
kisses called him not back.'

Then did Veanne suddenly cease speaking, and Eriol sadly

said: 'A tale of ruth for so sweet a maid to tell’; but behold,

Veanne wept, and not for a while did she say: 'Nay, that is not all
the tale; but here endeth all that | rightly know,' and other

children there spake, and one said: 'Lo, | have heard that the
magic of Tinuviel's tender kisses healed Beren, and recalled his
spirit from the gates of Mandos, and long time he dwelt among the
Lost Elves wandering the glades in love with sweet Tinuviel.' But
another said: 'Nay, that was not so, 0 Ausir, and if thou wilt listen

| will tell the true and wondrous tale; for Beren died there in
Tinuviel's arms even as Veanne has said, and Tinuviel crushed
with sorrow and finding no comfort or light in all the world

followed him swiftly down those dark ways that all must tread
alone. Now her beauty and tender loveliness touched even the
cold heart of Mandos, so that he suffered her to lead Beren forth
once more into the world, nor has this ever been done since to Man
or Elf, and many songs and stories are there of the prayer of
Tinuviel before the throne of Mandos that | remember not right
well. Yet said Mandos to those twain: "Lo, O Elves, it is not to any
life of perfect joy that | dismiss you, for such may no longer be
found in all the world where sits Melko of the evil heart -- and know



ye that ye will become mortal even as Men, and when ye fare
hither again it will be for ever, unless the Gods summon you
indeed to Valinor." Nonetheless those twain departed hand in
hand, and they fared together through the northern woods, and
oftentimes were they seen dancing magic dances down the hills,
and their name became heard far and wide.'

And thereat that boy ceased, and Veanne said: 'Aye, and they

did more than dance, for their deeds afterward were very great,

and many tales are there thereof that thou must hear, O Eriol
Melinon, upon another time of tale-telling. For those twain it is

that stories name i-Cuilwarthon, which is to say the dead that live
again, and they became mighty fairies in the lands about the north

of Sirion. Behold now all is ended -- and doth it like thee?' But

Eriol said: 'Indeed 'tis a wondrous tale, such as | looked not to

hear from the lips of the little maids of Mar Vanwa Tyalieva,' but
Veanne answered him: 'Nay, but | fashioned it not with words of
myself; but it is dear to me -- and indeed all the children know of

the deeds that it relates -- and | have learned it by heart, reading it

in the great books, and | do not comprehend all that is set therein.'
'Neither do |,' said Eriol -- but suddenly cried Ausir: 'Behold,

Eriol, Veanne has never told thee what befell Huan; nor how he
would take no rewards from Tinwelint nor dwell nigh him, but
wandered forth again grieving for Tinuviel and Beren. On a time

he fell in with Mablung" who aided in the chase, and was now

fallen much to hunting in lonely parts; and the twain hunted

together as friends until the days of Glorund the Drake and of

Turin Turambar, when once more Huan found Beren and played

his part in the great deeds of the Nauglafring, the Necklace of the
Dwarves.'

'‘Nay, how could | tell all this,' said Veanne, 'for behold it is time

for the evening meat already'; and soon after the great gong rang.
The second version of the Tale of Tinuviel.

As already mentioned (p. 3), there exists a revised version of part of the
tale in a typescript (made by my father). This follows the manuscript
version closely or very closely on the whole, and in no way alters the style
or air of the former; it is therefore unnecessary to give this second version
in extenso. But the typescript does in places introduce interesting
changes, and these are given below (the pages of the corresponding
passages in the manuscript version are given in the margin).

The title in the typescript (which begins with the Link passage already
given, pp. 4 -- 7) was originally 'The Tale of Tynwfiel, Princess of Dor
Athro', which was changed to 'The Tale of Tinuviel, the Dancer of
Doriath'.

(8) 'Who then was Tinuviel?' said Eriol. 'Knowst thou not,' said

Ausir, 'she was the daughter of Singoldo, king of Artanor?' 'Hush

thee, Ausir,' said Veanne, 'this is my tale, and 'tis a tale of the
Gnomes, wherefore | beg that thou fill not Eriol's ear with thy
Elfin names. Lo! | will tell this tale only, for did | not see Melian



and Tinuviel once long ago with my own eyes when journeying by
the Way of Dreams?'

'What then was Queen Melian like,' quoth Eriol, 'if thou hast

seen her, 0 Veanne?'

'Slender and very dark of hair,' said she, 'and her skin was white
and pale, but her eyes shone seeming to hold great depths. Clad
she was in filmy garments most lovely yet of the hue of night,
jet-spangled and girt with silver. If ever she sang or if ever

she danced, dreams and slumbers passed over the heads of those
that were nigh, making them heavy as it were with a strong wine
of sleep. Indeed she was a sprite that, escaping from Lorien's
gardens before even Kor was built, wandered in the wild places of
the world and in every lonely wood. Nightingales fared with her
singing about her as she went -- and 'twas the song of these birds
that smote the ears of Thingol as he marched at the head of that
second tribe of the Eldalie which afterward became the Shore-
land Pipers, the Solosimpi of the Isle. Now had they come a great
way from dim Palisor, and wearily the companies laboured behind
the swift-footed horse of Orome, wherefore the music of the magic
birds of Melian seemed to him full of all solace, more beautiful
than other melodies of Earth, and he strayed aside for a moment,
as he thought, from the host, seeking in the dark trees whence it
might come.

And it is said that it was not a moment that he hearkened, but
many years, and vainly his people sought him, until at length they
must perforce follow Orome upon Tol Eressea, and be borne
thereon far away leaving him listening to the birds enchanted in
the woods of Aryador. That was the first sorrow of the Solosimpi,
that after were many; but lluvatar in memory of Thingol set a seed
of music in the hearts of that folk above all kindreds of the Earth
save only the Gods, and after, as all story tells, it blossomed
wondrously upon the isle and in glorious Valinor.

Little sorrow, however, had Thingol; for after a little, as him
seemed, he came upon Melian lying on a bed of leaves...

(9) Long thereafter, as now thou knowest, Melko brake once more
into the world from Valinor, and wellnigh all beings therein came
under his foul thraldom; nor were the Lost Elves free, nor the
errant Gnomes that wandered the mountainous places seeking
their stolen treasury. Yet some few there were that led by mighty
kings still defied that evil one in fast and hidden places, and if

Turgon King of Gondolin was the most glorious of these, for a
while the most mighty and the longest free was Thingol of the
Woods.

Now in the after-days of Sunshine and Moonsheen still dwelt
Thingol in Artanor and ruled a numerous and hardy folk drawn
from all the tribes of ancient Elfinesse -- for neither he nor his



people went to the dread Battle of Unnumbered Tears -- a matter
which toucheth not this tale. Yet was his lordship greatly increased
after that most bitter field by fugitives seeking a leader and a
home. Hidden was his dwelling thereafter from the vision and
knowledge of Melko by the cunning magics of Melian the fay, and
she wove spells about all the paths that led thereto, so that none
but the children of the Eldalie might tread them without straying.
Thus was the king guarded against all evils save treachery alone;
his halls were builded in a deep cavern, vaulted immeasurable,
that knew no other entrance than a rocky door, mighty, pillared
with stone, and shadowed by the loftiest and most ancient trees in
all the shaggy forests of Artanor. A great stream was there that
fared a dark and silent course in the deep woods, and this flowed
wide and swift before that doorway, so that all who would enter
that portal must first cross a bridge hung by the Noldoli of
Thingol's service across that water -- and narrow it was and
strongly guarded. In no wise ill were those forest lands, although
not utterly distant were the Iron Mountains and black Hisilome
beyond them where dwelt the strange race of Men, and thrall-
Noldoli laboured, and few free-Eldar went.

Two children had Thingol then, Dairon and Tinuviel...

)

'her mother was a fay, a child of Lorien' for manuscript 'her
mother was a fay, a daughter of the Gods'.

*

(11)

'Now Beren was a Gnome, son of Egnor the forester' as in
manuscript; but Egnor changed to Barahir. This however was a
much later and as it were casual change; Beren's father was still
Egnor in 1925.

)

Manuscript version 'and all the Elves of the woodland thought

of the Gnomes of Dor Lomin as treacherous creatures, cruel and
faithless' is omitted in the typescript.

*

)

Angband for manuscript Angamandi, and throughout.
*0

(14) Many a combat and an escape had he in those days, and he slew
therein more than once both wolf and the Orc that rode thereon
with nought but an ashen club that he bore; and other perils and
adventures...

(15) But Melko looking wroth upon him asked: <How hast thou, 0
thrall, dared to fare thus out of the land where thy folk dwells at
my behest, and to wander in the great woods unbidden, leaving
the labours to which thou hast been set?" Then answered Beren
that he was no runagate thrall, but came of a kindred of the
Gnomes that dwelt in Aryador where were many of the folk of
Men. Then was Melko yet more wroth, saying: "Here have we a



plotter of deep treacheries against Melko's lordship, and one
worthy of the tortures of the Balrogs" -- for he sought ever to
destroy the friendship and intercourse of Elves and Men, lest they
forget the Battle of Unnumbered Tears and once more arise in
wrath against him. But Beren seeing his peril answered: "Think
not, 0 most mighty Belcha Morgoth (for such be his names
among the Gnomes), that could be so; for, an it were, then should
| not be here unaided and alone. No friendship has Beren son of
Egnor for the kindred of Men; nay indeed, wearying utterly of the
lands infested by that folk he has wandered out of Aryador.
Whither then should he go but to Angband? For many a great tale
has his father made to him aforetime of thy splendour and thy
glory. Lo, lord, albeit | am no renegade thrall, still do | desire
nothing so much as to serve thee in what small manner | may."
Little of truth was therein, and indeed his father Egnor was the
chiefest foe of Melko in all the kin of the Gnomes that still were
free, save only Turgon king of Gondolin and the sons of Feanor,
and long days of friendship had he known with the folk of Men,
what time he was brother in arms to Urin the steadfast; but in
those days he bore another name and Egnor was nought for
Melko. The truth, however, did Beren then tell, saying that he
was a great huntsman, swift and cunning to shoot or snare or to
outrun all birds and beasts. "l was lost unawares in a part of the
hills that were not known to me, 0 lord," he said, "the while | was
hunting; and wandering far | came to strange lands and knew no
other rede of safety save to fare to Angband, that all can find who
see the black hills of the north from afar. | would myself have fared
to thee and begged of thee some humble office (as a winner of
meats for thy table, perchance) had not these Orcs seized me and
tormented me unjustly."

Now the Valar must have inspired that speech, or maybe it was

a spell of cunning words cast upon him in compassion by Melian as
he fled from the hall; for indeed it saved his life...

Subsequently a part of this passage was emended on the type-
script, to read:

... and long days of friendship had he known with the folk of

Men (as had Beren himself thereafter as brother in arms to Urin
the Steadfast); but in those days the Orcs named him Rog the
Fleet, and the name of Egnor was nought to Melko.

At the same time the words 'Now the Valar must have inspired
that speech' were changed to 'Now the Valar inspired that speech'.
(15)

Thus was Beren set by Melko as a thrall to The Prince of Cats,
whom the Gnomes have called Tiberth Bridhon Miaugion, but
the Elves Tevildo.

Subsequently Tiberth appears for MS Tevildo throughout,

and in one place the full name Tiberth Bridhon Miaugion appears



again. In the MS the Gnomish name is Tifil.

(17)

... getting nought but a bitten finger for his toil. Then was

Tiberth wroth, and said: "Thou hast lied to my lord, 0 Gnome,

and art fitter to be a scullion than a huntsman, who canst not catch
even the mice about my halls." Evil thereafter were his days in the
power of Tiberth; for a scullion they made him, and unending
labour he had in the hewing of wood and drawing of water, and in
the menial services of that noisome abode. Often too was he
tormented by the cats and other evil beasts of their company, and
when, as happened at whiles, there was an Orc-feast in those halls,
he would ofttimes be set to the roasting of birds and other meats
upon spits before the mighty fires in Melko's dungeons, until he
swooned for the overwhelming heat; yet he knew himself fortunate
beyond all hope in being yet alive among those cruel foes of Gods
and Elves. Seldom got he food or sleep himself, and he became
haggard and half-blind, so that he wished often that never straying
out of the wild free places of Hisilome he had not even caught sight
afar off of the vision of Tinuviel.

(17)

But Melian laughed not, nor said aught thereto; for in many

things was she wise and forewise -- yet nonetheless it was a thing
unthought in a mad dream that any Elf, still less a maiden, the
daughter of that king who had longest defied Melko, should fare
alone even to the borders of that sorrowful country amid which

lies Angband and the Hells of Iron. Little love was there between
the woodland Elves and the folk of Angband even in those days
before the Battle of Unnumbered Tears when Melko's power was
not grown to its full, and he veiled his designs, and spread his net

of lies. "No help wilt thou get therein of me, little one," said she;
"for even if magic and destiny should bring thee safe out of that
foolhardiness, yet should many and great things come thereof,
and on some many sorrows, and my rede is that thou tell never thy
father of thy desire."

But this last word of Melian's did Thingol coming unaware
overhear, and they must perforce tell him all, and he was so wroth
when he heard it that Tinuviel wished that never had her thoughts
been revealed even to her mother.

(18)

Indeed | have no love for him, for he has destroyed our play
together, our music and our dancing." But Tinuviel said: "l ask it
not for him, but for myself, and for that very play of ours together
aforetime." And Dairon said: "And for thy sake | say thee nay";
and they spake no more thereof together, but Dairon told the king
of what Tinuviel had desired of him, fearing lest that dauntless
maiden fare away to her death in the madness of her heart.



(18)

... he might not shut his daughter for ever in the caves, where the
light was only that of torches dim and flickering.

(19)

The names of all the tallest and longest things upon Earth were set
in that song: the beards of the Indrafangs, the tail of Carcaras, the
body of Glorund the drake, the bole of Hirilorn, and the sword of
Nan she named, nor did she forget the chain Angainu that Aule
and Tulkas made, or the neck of Gilim the giant that is taller than
many elm trees;...

Carcaras is spelt thus subsequently in the typescript.

(20)

... as fast as her dancing feet would flit.

Now when the guards awoke it was late in the morning, and

they fled away nor dared to bear the tidings to their lord; and
Dairon it was bore word of the escape of Tinuviel to Thingol, for
he had met the folk that ran in amazement from the ladders which
each morning were lifted to her door. Great was the mingled grief
and wrath of the king, and all the deep places of his court were in
uproar, and all the woods were ringing with the search; but
Tinuviel was already far away dancing madly through the dark
woods towards the gloomy foothills and the Mountains of Night.
'Tis said that Dairon sped swiftest and furthest in pursuit, but was
wrapped in the deceit of those far places, and became utterly lost,

and came never back to Elfinesse, but turned towards Palisor; and
there he plays subtle magic musics still, wistful and lonely in the
woods and forests of the south.

Now fared Tinuviel forward, and a sudden dread overtook her

at the thought of what she had dared to do, and of what lay before
her. Then did she turn back for a while, and wept, wishing that
Dairon were with her. It is said that he was not indeed at that time
far off, and wandered lost in Taurfuin, the Forest of Night, where
after Turin slew Beleg by mishap. Nigh was Tinuviel to those evil
places; but she entered not that dark region, and the Valar set a
new hope in her heart, so that she pressed on once more.

(21)

Seldom was any of the cats slain indeed; for in those days they
were mightier far in valour and in strength than they have been
since those things befell that thou art soon to learn, mightier even
than the tawny cats of the southern lands where the sun burns hot.
No less too was their skill in climbing and in hiding, and their
fleetness was that of an arrow, yet were the free dogs of the
northern woods marvellously valiant and knew no fear, and great
enmity was between them, and some of those hounds were held in
dread even by the greatest of the cats. None, however, did Tiberth
fear save only Huan the lord of the Hounds of Hisitome. So swift



was Huan that on a time he had fallen upon Tiberth as he hunted
alone in the woods, and pursuing him had overtaken him and nigh
rent the fur of his neck from him ere he was rescued by a host of
Orcs that heard his cries. Huan got him many hurts in that battle
ere he won away, but the wounded pride of Tiberth lusted ever for
his death.

Great therefore was the good fortune that befell Tinuviel in
meeting with Huan in the woods; and this she did in a little glade
nigh to the forest's borders, where the first grasslands begin that
are nourished by the upper waters of the river Sirion. Seeing him
she was mortally afraid and turned to flee; but in two swift leaps
Huan overtook her. Speaking softly the deep tongue of the Lost
Elves he bade her be not afeared, and "wherefore," said he, "do |
see an Elfin maiden, and one most fair, wandering thus nigh to the
places of the Prince of Evil Heart?

What is thy thought, O Huan?"

"Little counsel have | for thee," said he, "save that thou goest

with all speed back to Artanor and thy father's halls, and | will
accompany thee all the way, until those lands be reached that the

magic of Melian the Queen does encompass." "That will | never
do," said she, "while Beren liveth here, forgotten of his friends."

"l thought that such would be thy answer," said he, "but if thou
wilt still go forward with thy mad quest, then no counsel have | for
thee save a desperate and a perilous one: we must make now all
speed towards the ill places of Tiberth's abiding that are yet far
off. | will guide thee thither by the most secret ways, and when we
are come there thou must creep alone, if thou hast the heart, to the
dwelling of that prince at an hour nigh noon when he and most of
his household lie drowsing upon the terraces before his gates.
There thou mayst perchance discover, if fortune is very kind,
whether Beren be indeed within that ill place as thy mother said to
thee. But lo, | will lie not far from the foot of the mount whereon
Tiberth's hall is built, and thou must say to Tiberth so soon as
thou seest him, be Beren there or be he not, that thou hast
stumbled upon Huan of the Dogs lying sick of great wounds in a
withered dale without his gates. Fear not overmuch, for herein
wilt thou both do my pleasure and further thine own desires, as
well as may be; nor do | think that when Tiberth hears thy tidings
thou wilt be in any peril thyself for a time. Only do thou not direct
him to the place that | shall show to thee; thou must offer to

guide him thither thyself. Thus thou shalt get free again of his

evil house, and shalt see what | contrive for the Prince of Cats."
Then did Tinuviel shudder at the thought of what lay before, but
she said that this rede would she sooner take than to return home,
and they set forth straightway by secret pathways through the
woods, and by winding trails over the bleak and stony lands that
lay beyond.

At last on a day at morn they came to a wide dale hollowed like a



bowl among the rocks. Deep were its sides, but nought grew there
save low bushes of scanty leaves and withered grass. "This is the
Withered Dale that | spake of," said Huan. "Yonder is the cave
where the great

Here the typescript version of the Tale of Tinuviel ends, at the
foot of a page. | think it is improbable that any more of this version
was made.

NOTES

For earlier references to Olore Malle, the Way of Dreams, see

1. 18, 27; 21 |, 225.

The distinction made here between the Elves (who call the queen
Wendelin) and, by implication, the Gnomes (who call her

o0 AW

Gwendeling) is even more explicit in the typescript version, p. 42
("tis a tale of the Gnomes, wherefore | beg that thou fill not Eriol's
ears with thy Elfin names') and p. 45 ('The Prince of Cats, whom the
Gnomes have called Tiberth Bridhon Miaugion, but the Elves
Tevildo'). See 1.50 -- 1.

The manuscript as originally written read: 'Now Beren was a
Gnome, son of a thrall of Melko's, some have said, that laboured in
the darker places..." See note 4.

The manuscript as originally written read: 'l Beren of the Noldoli,
son of Egnor the huntsman..." See note 3.

From this point, and continuing to the words 'forests of the south’
on p. ax, the text is written on detache4 pages placed in the note-
book. There is no rejected material corresponding to this passage. It
is possible that it existed, and was removed from the book and lost;
but, though the book is in a decayed state, it does not seem that any
pages were removed here, and | think it more likely that my father
simply found himself short of space, as he wrote over the original,
erased, version, and (almost certainly) expanded it as he went.
The text as originally written read: 'came never back to Ellu, but
plays..." (for Ellu see Changes to Names below). As a result of the
interpolation 'but turned towards Palisor' Palisor is placed in the
south of the world. In the tale of The Coming of the Elves (I. 114)
Palisor is called 'the midmost region' (see also the drawing of

the 'World-Ship', 1.84), and it seems possible that the word

'south' should have been changed; but it remains in the typescript
(p.47).

7.

8.

9.

10.

The Tale of Turambar, though composed after the Tale of Tinuviel,
was in existence when Tinuviel was rewritten (see p. 69).



From 'amazed utterly' to 'if Tinuviel were not there' (p. 30) the text

is written on an inserted page; see note 5 -- here also the underlying
textual situation is obscure.

A short passage of earlier text in pencil becomes visible here,
ending: '... and Tinuviel grew to long sorely for Wendelin her

mother and for the sight of Linwe and for Kapalen making music in
pleasant glades.' Kapalen must be a name preceding Tifanto, itself
preceding Dairon (see Changes to Names below).

this Gnome: original reading this man. This was a slip, but a
significant slip (see p. 52), in all probability. It is possible that 'man’-
was used here, as occasionally elsewhere (e.g. p. 18 'as high as men
could fashion their longest ladders', where the reference is to the
Elves of Artanor), to mean 'male EIf', but in that case there would
seem no reason to change it.

Struck out here in the manuscript: 'Beren of the Hills'.

'‘Mablung the heavy-handed, chief of the king's thanes, leaped up
and grasped a spear' replaced the original reading 'Tifanto cast aside
his pipe and grasped a spear'. Originally the name of Tinuviel's

brother was Tifanto throughout the tale. See notes 13-15, and the
Commentary, p. 59.

13. Mablung replaced Tifanto, and again immediately below; see
note 12.

14.'0 King' replaced '0 father', see note 12.

15. In this place Mablung was the form as first written; see the Com-
mentary, p. 59.

16. It is essential to the narrative of the Coming of the Elves that the
Solosimpi were the third and last of the three tribes; 'second' here
can only be a slip, if a surprising one.

Changes made to names in

The Tale of Tinuviel.

(i) Manuscript Version

lIfiniol < Elfriniol. In the typescript text the name is lIfrin. See

pp. 201 -- 2.

Tinwe' Linto, Tinwelint In the opening passage of the tale (p. 8),
where Ausir and Veanne differ on the forms of Tinwelint's name,
the MS is very confused and it is impossible to understand the
succeeding stages. Throughout the tale, as originally written,
Veanne calls Tinwelint Tinto Ellu or Ellu, but in the argument at

the beginning it is Ausir who calls him Tin to Ellu while Veanne calls
him Tinto'ellon. (Tinto) Ellu is certainly an 'Elvish' form, but it is
corrected throughout the tale to the Gnomish Tinwelint, while
Ausir's Tinto Ellu at the beginning is corrected to Tintwe Linto. (At
the third occurrence of Tinwe' in the opening passage the name as
originally written was Linwe: see |. 130.)

In the tales of The Coming of the Elves and The Theft of Melko

in Part One Ellu is the name of the second lord of the Solosimpi
chosen in Tinwelint's place (afterwards Olwe), but at both occur-



ences (I. 120, 141) this is a later addition (I. 130 note 5, 155). Many
years later Elluagain became Thingol's name (Sindarin Elu
Thingol, Quenya Elwe Singollo, in The Silmarillion).

Gwendeling As the tale was originally written, Wendelin was

the name throughout (Wendelin is found in tales given in Part
One, emended from Tindriel: I. 106 -- 7, 131). It was later changed
throughout to the Gnomish form Gwendeling (found in the early
Gnomish dictionary, 1.273, itself changed later to Gwedhiling)
except in the mouth of Ausir, who uses the 'Elvish' form Wendelin
(p-8).

Dairon < Tifanto throughout. For the change of Tifanto > Mablung
at the end of the tale (notes 12-14 above) see the Commentary,

p. 59, and for the name Kapalen preceding Tifanto see note 9.
Dor Lomin < Aryador (p. 11). In the tale of The Coming of the

Elves it is said (I. 119) that Aryador was the name of Hisilome
among Men; for Dor Lomin -- Hisilome see |. 112. At subsequent
occurrences in this tale Aryador was not changed.

Angband was originally twice written, and in one of these cases it was
changed to Angamandi, in the other (p. 35) allowed to stand; in all
other instances Angamandi was the form first written. In the
manuscript version of the tale Veanne does not make consistent use
of Gnomish or 'Elvish' forms: thus she says Tevildo (not Tifil),
Angamandi, Gwendeling (< Wendelin), Tinwelint (< Tinto

(Ellu)). In the typescript version, on the other hand, Veanne

says Tiberth, Angband, Melian (( Gwenethlin), Thingol (<
Tinwelint).

Hirilorn, the Queen of Trees < Golosbrindi, the Queen of the
Forest (p. 18); Hirilorn < Golosbrindi at subsequent occurrences.
Uinen < Onen (or possibly Unen).

Egnor bo-Rimion < Egnor go-Rimion. In the tales previously given
the patronymic prefix is go- (I. 146, 155).

Tinwelint < Tinthellon (p. 35, the only case). Cf. Tinto'ellon men-
tioned above under Tinwe Linto.

i-Cuilwarthon < i Cuilwarthon.

(i) Typescript Version.

Tisuviel < Tynwfiel in the title and at every occurrence until the
passage corresponding to MS version p. 11 'yet now did he see
Tinuviel dancing in the twilight', there and subsequently the form
typed was Tinuviel.

Singoldo < Tinwe Linto (p. 41).

Melian < Gwenethlin at every occurrence until the passage corres-
ponding to MS version p. 12 'the stateliness of Queen Gwendeling',
there and subsequently the form typed was Melian.

Thingol < Tinwelint at every occurrence until the passage corres-
ponding to MS version p. 12 'by winding paths to the abode of
Tinwelint'; there and subsequently the form typed was Thingol.
For Egnor > Barahir see p. 43.



Commentary on

The Tale of Tinuviel.

The primary narrative.

In this section | shall consider only the conduct of the main story, and
have for the moment such questions as the wider history implied in it,
Tinwelint's people and his dwelling, or the geography of the lands that
appear in the story.

The story of Beren's coming upon Tinuviel in the moonlit glade in its
earliest recorded form (pp. 11-- 12) was never changed in its central
image; and it should be noticed that the passage in The Silmarillion

(p. 165) is an extremely concentrated and exalted rendering of the scene:
many elements not mentioned there were never in fact lost. In a very late
reworking of the passage in the Lay of Leithian* the hemlocks and the
white moths still appear, and Daeron the minstrel is present when Beren
comes to the glade. But there are nonetheless the most remarkable
differences; and the chief of these is of course that Beren was here no
mortal Man, but an EIf, one of the Noldoli, and the absolutely essential
element of the story of Beren and Luthien is not present. It will be seen
later (pp. 71 -- 2, 139) that this was not originally so, however: in the now
lost (because erased) first form of the Tale of Tinuviel he had been a Man
(it is ' for this reason that | have said that the reading man in the
manuscript (see p. 33 and note 10), later changed to Gnome, is a
'significant slip'). Several years after the composition of the tale in the
form in which we have it he became a Man again, though at that time
(1925 -- 6) my father appears to have hesitated long on the matter of the
elvish or mortal nature of Beren.

In the tale there is, necessarily, a quite different reason for the hostility
and distrust shown to Beren in Artanor (Doriath) -- namely that 'the

Elves of the woodland thought of the Gnomes of Dor Lomin as treach-
erous creatures, cruel and faithless' (see below, p. 65). It seems clear that
at this time the history of Beren and his father (Egnor) was only very
sketchily devised; there is in any case no hint of the story of the outlaw
band led by his father and its betrayal by Gorlim the Unhappy (The
Silmarillion pp. 162ff.) before the first form of the Lay of Leithian,

where the story appears fully formed (the Lay was in being to rather
beyond this point by the late summer of 1925). But an association of
Beren's father (changed to Beren himself) with Urin (Hurin) as 'brother

in arms' is mentioned in the typescript version of the tale (pp. 44--5);
according to the latest of the outlines for Gilfanon's Tale (1.240) 'Urin

and Egnor marched with countless battalions' (against the forces of
Melko).

In the old story, Tinuviel had no meetings with Beren before the day
when he boldly accosted her at last, and it was at that very time that she
led him to Tinwelint's cave; they were not lovers, Tinuviel knew nothing
of Beren but that he was enamoured of her dancing, and it seems that she
brought him before her father as a matter of courtesy, the natural thing

to do. The betrayal of Beren to Thingol by Daeron (The Silmarillion

p. 166) therefore has no place in the old story -- there is nothing to betray;



and indeed it is not shown in the tale that Dairon knew anything
whatsoever of Beren before Tinuviel led him into the cave, beyond
having once seen his face in the moonlight.

* The long unfinished poem in rhyming couplets in which is told the story of
Beren and

Luthien Tinuviel, composed in 1925-31, but parts of it substantially rewritten
many years

later.

Despite these radical differences in the narrative structure, it is remark-
able how many features of the scene in Tinwelint's hall (pp.12-13),

when Beren stood before the king, endured, while all the inner signifi-
cance was shifted and enlarged. To the beginning go back, for instance,
Beren's abashment and silence, Tinuviel's answering for him, the sudden
rising of his courage and uttering of his desire without preamble or
hesitation. But the tone is altogether lighter and less grave than it
afterwards became; in the jeering laughter of Tinwelint, who treats the
matter as a jest and Beren as a benighted fool, there is no hint of what is
explicit in the later story: "Thus he wrought the doom of Doriath, and

was ensnared within the curse of Mandos' (The Silmarillion p. 167). The
Silmarils are indeed famous, and they have a holy power (p. 34), but the
fate of the world is not bound up with them (The Silmarillion p. 67);
Beren is an Elf, if of a feared and distrusted people, and his request lacks
the deepest dimension of outrage; and he and Tinuviel are not lovers.

In this passage is the first mention of the | ron Crown of Melko, and the
setting of the Silmarils in the Crown; and here again is a detail that was
never lost: 'Never did this crown leave his head' (cf. The Silmarillion

p. 81: 'That crown he never took from his head, though its weight
became a deadly weariness').

But from this point Veanne's story diverges in an altogether unexpected
fashion from the later narrative. At no other place in the Last Tales is the
subsequent transformation more remarkable than in this, the precursor
of the story of the capture of Beren and Felagund and their companions
by Sauron the Necromancer, the imprisonment and death of all save
Beren in the dungeons of Tol-in-Gaurhoth (the Isle of Werewolves in

the river Sirion), and the rescue of Beren and overthrow of Sauron by
Luthien and Huan.

Most notably, what may be referred to as 'the Nargothrond Element' is
entirely absent, and in so far as it already existed had as yet made no
contact with the story of Beren and Tinuviel (for Nargothrond, not yet so
named, at this period see pp. 81, 123 -- 4). Beren has no ring of Felagund,
he has no companions on his northward journey, and there is no relation-
ship between (on the one hand) the story of his capture, his speech with
Melko, and his dispatch to the house of Tevildo, and (on the other) the
events of the later narrative whereby Beren and the band of Elves out

of Nargothrond found themselves in Sauron's dungeon. Indeed, all the
complex background of legend, of battles and rivalries, oaths and
alliances, out of which the story of Beren and Luthien arises in The
Silmarillion, is very largely absent. The castle of the Cats 'is' the tower of



Sauron on Tol-in-Gaurhoth, but only in the sense that it occupies the
same 'space’ in the narrative: beyond this there is no point in seeking even
shadowy resemblances between the two establishments. The monstrous
gormandising cats, their kitchens and their sunning terraces, and their

engagingly Elvish-feline names (Miaugion, Miaule, Meoita) all dis-
appeared without trace. Did Tevildo? It would scarcely be true, | think,

to say even that Sauron 'originated' in a cat: in the next phase of the
legends the Necromancer (Thu) has no feline attributes. On the other
hand it would be wrong to regard it as a simple matter of replacement
(Thu stepping into the narrative place vacated by Tevildo) without any
element of transformation of what was previously there. Tevildo's
immediate successor is 'the Lord of Wolves', himself a werewolf, and he
retains the Tevildo-trait of hating Huan more than any other creature in
the world. Tevildo was 'an evil fay in beastlike shape' (p. 29); and the
battle between the two great beasts, the hound against the werewolf
(originally the hound against the demon in feline form) was never lost.
When the tale returns to Tinuviel in Artanor the situation is quite the
reverse: for the story of her imprisonment in the house in Hirilorn and
her escape from it never underwent any significant change. The passage
in The Silmarillion (p. 172) is indeed very brief, but its lack of detail is
due to compression rather than to omission based on dissatisfaction; the
Lay of Leithian, from which the prose account in The Silmarillion

directly derives, is in this passage so close, in point of narrative detail, to
the Tale of Tinuviel as to be almost identical with it.

It may be observed that in this part of the story the earliest version had

a strength that was diminished later, in that the duration of Tinuviel's
imprisonment and her journey to Beren's rescue relates readily enough to
that of Beren's captivity, which was intended by his captors to be
unending; whereas in the later story there is a great deal of event and
movement (with the addition of Luthien's captivity in Nargothrond) to

be fitted into the time when Beren was awaiting his death in the dungeon
of the Necromancer.

While the strong element of 'explanatory' beast-fable (concerning cats
and dogs) was to be entirely eliminated, and Tevildo Prince of Cats
replaced by the Necromancer, Huan nonetheless remained from it as the
great Hound of Valinor. His encounter with Tinuviel in the woods, her
inability to escape from him, and indeed his love for her from the
moment of their meeting (suggested in the tale, p. 23, explicit in

The Silmarillion p. 173), were already present, though the context

of their encounter and the motives of Huan were wholly different from
the absence of 'the Nargothrond Element' (Felagund, Celegorm and
Curufin).

In the story of the defeat of Tevildo and the rescue of Beren the germ

of the later legend is clearly seen, though for the most part only in broad
structural resemblances. It is curious to observe that the loud speaking of
Tinuviel sitting perched on the sill of the kitchen hatch in the castle of the
Cats, so that Beren might hear, is the precursor of her singing on the



bridge of Tol-in-Gaurhoth the song that Beren heard in his dungeon
(The Silmarillion p. 174). Tevildo's intention to hand her over to Melko
remained in Sauron's similar purpose (ibid.); the killing of the cat

Oikeroi ( p.28) is the germ of Huan's fight with Draugluin -- the skin of
Huan's dead opponent is put to the same use in either case (pp. 30-1,
The Silmarillion pp. 178-- 9); the battle of Tevildo and Huan was to
become that of Huan and Wolf-Sauron, and with essentially the same
outcome: Huan released his enemy when he yielded the mastery of his
dwelling. This last is very notable: the utterance by Tinuviel of the spell
which bound stone to stone in the evil castle (p. 29). Of course, when this
waswritten the castle of Tevildo was an adventitious feature in the story
-- it had no previous history: it was an evil place through and through,
and the spell (deriving from Melko) that Tevildo was forced to reveal was
the secret of Tevildo's own power over his creatures as well as the magic
that held the stones together. With the entry of Felagund into the

eloping legend and the Elvish watchtower on Tol Sirion (Minas

Tirith: The Silmarillion pp. 120, 155 -- 6) captured by the Necromancer,
the spell is displaced: for it cannot be thought to be the work of Felagund,
who built the fortress, since if it had been he would have been able to
pronounce it in the dungeon and bring the place down over their heads --
a less evil way for them to die. This element in the legend remained,
however, and is fully present in The Silmarillion (p. 175), though since
my father did not actually say there that Sauron told Huan and Luthien
what the words were, but only that he 'yielded himself', one may miss the
significance of what happened:

And she said: 'There everlastingly thy naked self shall endure the
torment of his scorn, pierced by his eyes, unless thou yield to me the
mastery of thy tower.'

Then Sauron yielded himself, and Luthien took the mastery of the

isle and all that was there....

Then Luthien stood upon the bridge, and declared her power: and

the spell was loosed that bound stone to stone, and the gates were
thrown down, and the walls opened, and the pits laid bare.

Here again the actual matter of the narrative is totally different in the
Carly and late forms of the legend: in The Silmarillion 'many thralls and
ives came forth in wonder and dismay... for they had lain long in
darkness of Sauron', whereas in the tale the inmates who emerged
the shaken dwelling (other than Beren and the apparently inconse-
quent figure of the blind slave-Gnome Gimli) were a host of cats,
reduced by the breaking of Tevildo's spell to 'puny size'. (If my fatherhad

used in the tale names other than Huan, Beren, and Tinuviel, and inthe
absence of all other knowledge, including that of authorship, it wouldnot
be easy to demonstrate from a simple comparison between this part ofthe
Tale and the story as told in The Silmarillion that the resemblances
were more than superficial and accidental.)

A more minor narrative point may be noticed here. The typescriptversi
on would presumably have treated the fight of Huan and Tevildo



somewhat differently, for in the manuscript Tevildo and his companion
can flee up great trees (p. 28), whereas in the typescript nothing grew in
the Withered Dale (where Huan was to lie feigning sick) save 'low bushes
of scanty leaves' (p. 48).

In the remainder of the story the congruence between early and late
forms is far closer. The narrative structure in the tale may be summarised
thus:

Beren is attired for disguise in the fell of the dead cat Oikeroi.

He and Tinuviel journey together to Angamandi.

Tinuviel lays a spell of sleep on Karkaras the wolf-ward of

Angamandi.

They enter Angamandi, Beren slinks in his beast-shape beneath

the seat of Melko, and Tinuviel dances before Melko.

All the host of Angamandi and finally Melko himself are cast into

sleep, and Melko's iron crown rolls from his head.

Tinuviel rouses Beren, who cuts a Silmaril from the crown, and

the blade snaps.

The sleepers stir, and Beren and Tinuviel flee back to the gates,

but find Karkaras awake again.

Karkaras bites off Beren's outthrust hand holding the Silmaril.

Karkaras becomes mad with the pain of the Silmaril in his belly,

for the Silmaril is a holy thing and sears evil flesh.

Karkaras goes raging south to Artanor.

Beren and Tinuviel return to Artanor; they go before Tinwelint

and Beren declares that a Silmaril is in his hand.

The hunting of the wolf takes place, and Mablung the Heavy-

handed is one of the hunters.

Beren is slain by Karkaras, and is borne back to the cavern of
Tinwelint on a bier of boughs; dying he gives the Silmaril to

Tinwelint.

Tinuviel follows Beren to Mandos, and Mandos permits them to

return into the world.

Changing the catskin of Oikeroi to the wolfskin of Draugluin, and
altering some other names, this would do tolerably well as a precis of the
story in The Silmarillion! But of course it is devised as a summary of
similarities. There are major differences as well as a host of minor ones
that do not appear in it.

Again, most important is the absence of 'the Nargothrond Element'.
When this combined with the Beren legend it introduced Felagund

as Beren's companion, Luthien's imprisonment in Nargothrond by
Celegorm and Curufin, her escape with Huan the hound of Celegorm,
and the attack on Beren and Luthien as they returned from Tol-in-
Gaurhoth by Celegorm and Curufin, now fleeing from Nargothrond
(The Silmarillion pp. 173 -- 4, 1 /6 -- 8).

The narrative after the conclusion of the episode of 'the Thraldom of



Beren' is conducted quite differently in the old story (pp. 30 -- 1), in that
here Huan is with Beren and Tinuviel; Tinuviel longs for her home, and
Beren is grieved because he loves the life in the woods with the dogs, but
he resolves the impasse by determining to obtain a Silmaril, and though
Huan'thinks their plan is folly he gives them the fell of Oikeroi, clad in
which Beren sets out with Tinuviel for Angamandi. In The Silmarillion

(p. 177) likewise, Beren, after long wandering in the woods with Luthien
(though not with Huan), resolves to set forth again on the quest of the
Silmaril, but Luthien's stance in the matter is different:

'You must choose, Beren, between these two: to relinquish the quest
and your oath and seek a life of wandering upon the face of the earth; or
to hold to your word and challenge the power of darkness upon its
throne. But on either road | shall go with you, and our doom shall be
alike.'

There then intervened the attack on Beren and Luthien by Celegorm
and Curufin, when Huan, deserting his master, joined himself to them;
they returned together to Doriath, and when they got there Beren left
Luthien sleeping and went back northwards by himself, riding Curufin's
horse. He was overtaken on the edge of Anfauglith by Huan bearing
Luthien on his back and bringing from Tol-in-Gaurhoth the skins of
Draugluin and of Sauron's bat-messenger Thuringwethil (of whom in

the old story there is no trace); attired in these Beren and Luthien went to
Angband. Huan is here their active counsellor.

The later legend is thus more full of movement and incident in this

part than is the Tale of Tinuviel (though the final form was not achieved
all at one stroke, as may be imagined); and in the Silmarillion form this is
the more marked from the fact that the account is a compression and a
summary of the long Lay of Leithian.*

* Cf. Professor T. A. Shippey, The Road to Middle-earth, 1982, p. 193: 'In
"Beren and

Luthien" as a whole there is too much plot. The other side of that criticism is
that on

occasion Tolkien has to bc rather brisk with his own inventions. Celegorm
wounds Beren,

and the hound Huan turns on his master and pursues him; "returning he
brought to

Luthien a herb out of the forest. With that leaf she staunched Beren's wound,
and by her

arts and her love she healed him...." The motif of the healing herb is a
common one, the

centre for instance o( the Breton lai of Eliduc (turned into conte by Marie de
France). But

in that it occupies a whole scene, if not a whole poem. In The Silmarillion it
appears only to

be dismissed in two lines, while Beren's wound is inflicted and healed in five.
Repeatedly

one has this sense of summary...' This sense is eminently justified! In the Lay
of Leithian



the wounding and the healing with the herb occupy some 64 lines. (Cl. my
Foreword to
The Silmarillion, p. 8.)

In the Tale of Tinuviel the account of Beren's disguise is characteristi-
cally detailed: his instruction by Tinuviel in feline behaviour, his heat
and discomfort inside the skin. Tinuviel's disguise as a bat has however
not yet emerged, and whereas in The Silmarillion when confronted by

Carcharoth she 'cast back her foul raiment' and ‘commanded him to
sleep', here she used once more the magical misty robe spun of her hair:
'the black strands of her dark veil she cast in his eyes' (p. 31). The
indifference of Karkaras to the false Oikeroi contrasts with Carcharoth's
suspicion of the false Druagluin, of whose death he had heard tidings: in
the old story it is emphasised that no news of the discomfiture of Tevildo
(and the death of Oikeroi) had yet reached Angamandi.

The encounter of Tinuviel with Melko is given with far more detail

than in The Silmarillion (here much compressed from its source);
notable is the phrase (p. 32) 'he leered horribly, for his dark mind
pondered some evil', forerunner of that in The Silmarillion (p. 180):

Then Morgoth looking upon her beauty conceived in his thought an

evil lust, and a design more dark than any that had yet come into his
heart since he fled from Valinor.

We are never told anything more explicit.

Whether Melko's words to Tinuviel, 'Who art thou that flittest about

my halls like a bat?', and the description of her dancing 'noiseless as a
bat', were the germ of her later bat-disguise cannot be said, though it
seems possible.

The knife with which Beren cut the Silmaril from the Iron Crown

has a quite different provenance in the Tale of Tinuviel, being a
kitchen-knife that Beren took from Tevildo's castle (pp. 29, 33); in The
Silmarillion it was Angrist, the famous knife made by Telchar which
Beren took from Curufin. The sleepers of Angamandi are here disturbed
by the sound of the snapping of the knife-blade; in The Silmarillion it

is the shard flying from the snapped knife and striking Morgoth's cheek
that makes him groan and stir.

There is a minor difference in the accounts of the meeting with the

wolf as Beren and Tinuviel fled out. In The Silmarillion 'Luthien was
spent, and she had not time nor strength to quell the wolf'; in the tale it
seems that she might have done so if Beren had not been precipitate.
Much more important, there appears here for the first time the conception
of the holy power of the Silmarils that burns unhallowed flesh.*

The escape of Tinuviel and Beren from Angamandi and their return to
Artanor (pp. 34 -- 6) is treated quite differently in the Tale of Tinuviel. In
The Silmarillion (pp. 182 -- 3) they were rescued by the Eagles and set
down on the borders of Doriath; and far more is made of the healing of
Beren's wound, in which Huan plays a part. In the old story Huan comes
to them later, after their long southward flight on foot. In both accounts



there is a discussion between them as to whether or not they should

return to her father's hall, but it is quite differently conducted -- in the

tale it is she who persuades Beren to return, in The Silmarillion it is

Beren who persuades her.

* In an early note there is a reference to 'the sacred Silmarils": I. r 6g, note z.

There is a curious feature in the story of the Wolf-hunt (pp. 38 -- g)
which may be considered here (see p. 50, notes 12-15). At first, it was
Tinuviel's brother who took part in the hunt with Tinwelint, Beren, and
Huan, and his name is here Tifanto, which was the name throughout the
tale before its replacement by Dairon.* Subsequently 'Tifanto' -- withoutpass
ing through the stage of Dairon -- was replaced by Mablung the
heavy-handed, chief of the king's thanes', who here makes his first
appearance, as the fourth member of the hunt. But earlier in the tale it is
told that Tifanto > Dairon, leaving Artanor to seek Tinuviel, became
utterly lost, ‘and came never back to Elfinesse' (p. 21), and the loss of
Tifanto > Dairon is referred to again when Beren and Tinuviel returned
to Artanor (pp. 36 -- 7).

Thus on the one hand Tifanto was lost, and it is a grief to Tinuviel on

her return to learn of it, but on the other he was present at the Wolf-hunt.
Tifanto was then changed to Dairon throughout the tale, except in the
story of the Wolf-hunt, where Tifanto was replaced by a new character,
Mablung. This shows that Tifanto was removed from the hunt before

the change of name to Dairon, but does not explain how, under the name
Tifanto, he was both lost in the wilds and present at the hunt. Since there
is nothing in the MS itself to explain this puzzle, | can only conclude that
my father did, in fact, write at first that Tifanto was lost and never came
back, and also that he took part in the Wolf-hunt; but observing this
contradiction he introduced Mablung in the latter role (and probably did
this even before the tale was completed, since at the last appearance of
Mablung his name was written thus, not emended from Tifanto: see note
15). It was subsequent to this that Tifanto was emended, wherever it still
stood, to Dairon.

In the tale the hunt is differently managed from the story in The
Silmarillion (where, incidentally, Beleg Strongbow was present). It

is curious that all (including, as it appears, Huan!) save Beren were
asleep when Karkaras came on them ('in Beren's watch', p. 39). In

The Silmarillion Huan slew Carcharoth and was slain by Aim, whereas
here Karkaras met his death from the king's spear, and the boy Ausir
tells at the end that Huan lived on to find Beren again at the time

of 'the great deeds of the Nauglafring' (p. 41). Of Huan's destiny,

that he should not die 'until he encountered the mightiest wolf that

would ever walk the world', and of his being permitted 'thrice only

ere his death to speak with words' (The Silmarillion p. 173), there

I'is nothing here.

The most remarkable feature of the Tale of Tinuviel remains the fact
that in its earliest extant form Beren was an Elf; and in this connection
very notable are the words of the boy at the end (p. 40):



* The idea that Timpinen (Tinfang Warble) was the son of Tinwelint and sister
of

Tinuviel (see |. to6, note r) had been abandoned. Tifanto/Dairon is now
named with

Tinfang and | vie as 'the three most magic players of the Elves' (p. s 0) .

Yet said Mandos to those twain: 'Lo, 0 Elves, it is not to any life of
perfect joy that | dismiss you, for such may no longer be found in all

the world where sits Melko of the evil heart -- and know ye that ye mill
become mortal even as Men, and when ye fare hither again it will be
for ever, unless the Gods summon you indeed to Valinor.'

In the tale of The Coming of the Valar and the Building of Valinor

there occurs the following passage (l. 76; commentary |. 90):

Thither [i.e. to Mandos] in after days fared the Elves of all the clans
who were by illhap slain with weapons or did die of grief for those that
were slain -- and only so might the Eldar die, and then it was only for a
while. There Mandos spake their doom, and there they waited in the
darkness, dreaming of their past deeds, until such time as he appointed
when they might again be born into their children, and go forth to

laugh and sing again.

The same idea occurs in the tale of The Music of the Ainur (1. 59). The
peculiar dispensation of Mandos in the case of Beren and Tinuviel as here
conceived is therefore that their whole 'natural' destiny as Elves was
changed: having died as Elves might die (from wounds or from grief)
they were not reborn as new beings, but returned from Mandos in their
own persons -- yet now 'mortal even as Men'. The earliest eschatology is
too unclear to allow of a satisfactory interpretation of this 'mortality’, and
the passage in The Building of Valinor on the fates of Men (1.77) is
particularly hard to understand (see the commentary on it, I. goff.). But
it seems possible that the words 'even as Men' in the address of Mandos to
Beren and Tinuviel were included to stress the finality of whatever
second deaths they might undergo; their departure would be as final as
that of Men, there would be no second return in their own persons, and
no reincarnation. They will remain in Mandos (‘when ye fare hither
again it will be for ever') -- unless they are summoned by the Gods to
dwell in Valinor. These last words should probably be related to the
passage in The Building of Valinor concerning the fate of certain Men
(1.77):

Few are they and happy indeed for whom at a season doth Nornore the
herald of the Gods set out. Then ride they with him in chariots or upon
good horses down into the vale of Valinor and feast in the halls of
Valmar, dwelling in the houses of the Gods until the Great End come.
Places and peoples in the Tale of Tinuviel.

To consider first what can be learned of the geography of the Great
Lands from this tale: the early 'dictionary' of the Gnomish language

makes it clear that the meaning of Artanor was 'the Land Beyond', as it is
interpreted in the text (p. 9). Several passages in the Lost Tales cast light
on this expression. In an outline for Gilfanon's untold tale (I. 240) the



Noldoli exiled from Valinor

now fought for the first time with the Orcs and captured the pass of the
Bitter Hills; thus they escaped from the Land of Shadows... They
entered the Forest of Artanor and the Region of the Great Plains...
(which latter, | suggested, may be the forerunner of the later Talath
Dirnen, the Guarded Plain of Nargothrond). The tale to follow Gil-
fanon's, according to the projected scheme (I. 241), was to be that of

" -Tinuviel, and this outline begins: 'Beren son of Egnor wandered out of
Dor Lomin [i.e. Hisilome, see |. 112] into Artanor..." In the present

tale, it is said that Beren came 'through the terrors of the Iron Mountains
until he reached the Lands Beyond' (p. 11), and also (p. 21 ) that some of
the Dogs 'roamed the woods of Hisilome or passing the mountainous
places fared even at times into the region of Artanor and the lands beyond
and to the south'. And finally, in the Tale of Turambar (p. 72) there is a
riference to 'the road over the dark hills of Hithlum into the great forests
of the Land Beyond where in those days Tinwelint the hidden king had
his abode'.

It is quite clear, then, that Artanor, afterwards called Doriath (which
appears in the title to the typescript text of the Tale of Tinuviel, together
with an earlier form Dor Athro, p. 41), lay in the original conception

m much the same relation to Hisilome (the Land of Shadow(s),

Dor Lomin, Aryador) as does Doriath to Hisilome (Hisilome) in The
Silmarillion: to the south, and divided from it by a mountain-range, the
lion Mountains or Bitter Hills.

In commenting on the tale of The Theft of Melko and the Darkening
Valinor | have noticed (I. 158 -- 9) that whereas in the Lost Tales
Hisilome is declared to be beyond the Iron Mountains, it is also said (in
the Tale of Turambar, p. 77) that these mountains were so named from
Angband, the Hells of Iron, which lay beneath 'their northernmost
fastnesses', and that therefore there seems to be a contradictory usage
of the term 'lron Mountains' within the Lost Tales -- 'unless it can

be supposed that these mountains were conceived as a continuous range,
the southerly extension (the later Mountains of Shadow) forming the
southern fence of Hisilome, while the northern peaks, being above
Angband, gave the range its name'.

Now in the Tale of Tinuviel Beren, journeying north from Artanor,

drew nigh to the lower hills and treeless lands that warned of the
approach of the bleak Iron Mountains' (p. 14). These he had previously
traversed, coming out of Hisilome; but now 'he followed the Iron
Mountains till he drew nigh to the terrible regions of Melko's abode'.

This seems to support the suggestion that the mountainsfencing Hisilome
from the Lands Beyond were continuous with those above Angband; and
we may compare the little primitive map (1.81), where the mountain
range f isolates Hisilome (g): see I. 1 12, 135. The implication is that

'dim' or 'black' Hisilome had no defence against Melko.

There appear now also the Mountains of Night (pp. 20, 46 -- 7), and it
seems clear that the great pinewoods of Taurfuin, the Forest of Night,
grew upon those heights (in The Silmarillion Dorthonion ‘Land of



Pines', afterwards named Taur-nu-Fuin). Dairon was lost there, but
Tinuviel, though she passed near, did not enter 'that dark region'. There
is nothing to show that it was not placed then as it was later -- to the east of
Ered Wethrin, the Mountains of Shadow. It is also at least possible that
the description (in the manuscript version only, p. 23) of Tinuviel, on
departing from Huan, leaving 'the shelter of the trees' and coming to 'a
region of long grass' is a first intimation of the great plain of Ard-galen
(called after its desolation Anfauglith and Dor-nu-Fauglith), especially if
this is related to the passage in the typescript version telling of Tinuviel's
meeting with Huan 'in a little glade nigh to the forest's borders, where the
first grasslands begin that are nourished by the upper waters of the river
Sirion' (p. 47).

After their escape from Angamandi Huan found Beren and Tinuviel

'in that northward region of Artanor that was called afterward Nan
Dumgorthin, the land of the dark idols' (p. 35). In the Gnomish diction-
ary Nan Dumgorthin is defined as 'a land of dark forest east of Artanor
where on a wooded mountain were hidden idols sacrificed to by some evil
tribes of renegade men' (dum 'secret, not to be spoken’, dumgort,
dungort 'an (evil) idol"). In the Lay of the Children of Hurin in

alliterative verse Turin and his companion Flinding (later Gwindor),
fleeing after the death of Beleg Strongbow, came to this land:

There the twain enfolded phantom twilight

and dim mazes dark, unholy,

in Nan Dungorthin where nameless gods

have shrouded shrines in shadows secret,

more old than Morgoth or the ancient lords

the golden Gods of the guarded West.

But the ghostly dwellers of that grey valley

hindered nor hurt them, and they held their course

with creeping flesh and quaking limb.

Yet laughter at whiles with lingering echo,

as distant mockery of demon voices

there harsh and hollow in the hushed twilight

Flinding fancied, fell, unwholesome...

There are, | believe, no other references to the gods of Nan Dumgorthin.
In the poem the land was placed west of Sirion; and finally, as Nan

Dungortheb 'the Valley of Dreadful Death', it becomes in The Sil-
marillion (pp. 81, 121) a 'no-land’ between the Girdle of Melian and

Ered Gorgoroth, the Mountains of Terror. But the description of it in

the Tale of Tinuviel as a 'northward region of Artanor' clearly does not
imply that it lay within the protective magic of Gwendeling, and it seems
that this 'zone' was originally less distinctly bounded, and less extensive,
than 'the Girdle of Melian' afterwards became. Probably Artanor was
conceived at this time as a great region of forest in the heart of which was
Tinwelint's cavern, and only his immediate domain was protected by the
power of the queen:

Hidden was his dwelling from the vision and knowledge of Melko by

the magics of Gwendeling the fay, and she wove spells about the paths



thereto that none but the Eldar might tread them easily, and so was the
king secured from all dangers save it be treachery alone. (p. 9).

It seems, also, that her protection was originally by no means so
complete and so mighty a wall of defence as it became. Thus, although
Orcs and wolves disappeared when Beren and Tinuviel 'stepped within
the circle of Gwendeling's magic that hid the paths from evil things and
kept harm from the regions of the woodelves' (p. 35), the fear is expressed
that even if Beren and Tinuviel reached the cavern of King Tinwelint
'they would but draw the chase behind them thither' (p. 34), and
Tinwelint's people feared that Melko would 'upraise his strength and
come utterly to crush them and Gwendeling's magic have not the strength
to withhold the numbers of the Orcs' (p. 36).

The picture of Menegroth beside Esgalduin, accessible only by the
bridge (The Silmarillion pp. 92 -- 3) goes back to the beginning, though
neither cave nor river are named in the tale. But (as will be seen more
emphatically in later tales in this book) Tinwelint, the wood-fairy in his
cavern, had a long elevation before him, to become ultimately Thingol of
the Thousand-Caves ('the fairest dwelling of any king that has ever been
east of the Sea'). In the beginning, Tinwelint's dwelling was not a
subterranean city full of marvels, silver fountains falling into basins of
marble and pillars carved like trees, but a rugged cave; and if in the
typescript version the cave comes to be 'vaulted immeasureable’, it is still
illuminated only by the dim and flickering light of torches (pp. 43, 46).
There have been earlier references in the Lost Tales to Tinwelint and
the place of his dwelling. In a passage added to, but then rejected from,
the tale of The Chaining of Melko (I. 106, note x) it is said that he was
lost in Hisilome and met Wendelin there; 'loving her he was content to
leave his folk and dance for ever in the shadows'. In The Coming of the
Elves (1.115) 'Tinwe abode not long with his people, and yet 'tis said
lives still lord of the scattered Elves of Hisilome'; and in the same tale

(I. 118 -- 19) the 'Lost Elves' were still there 'long after when Men were

shut in Hisilome by Melko', and Men called them the Shadow Folk, and
feared them. But in the Tale of Tinuviel the conception has changed.
Tinwelint is now a king ruling, not in Hisilome, but in Artanor.* (It is

not said where it was that he came upon Gwendeling.)

In the account (manuscript version only, see pp. g, 42) of Tinwelint's
people there is mention of Elves 'who remained in the dark', and this
obviously refers to Elves who never left the Waters of Awakening. (Of
course those who were lost on the march from Palisor also never left 'the
dark’ (i.e. they never came to the light of the Trees), but the distinction
made in this sentence is not between the darkness and the light but
between those who remained and those who set out). On the emergence
of this idea in the course of the writing of the Lost Tales see 1.234. Of
Tinwelint's subjects 'the most were llkorindi', and they must be those
who 'had been lost upon the march from Palisor' (earlier, 'the Lost Elves
of Hisilome").

Here, a major difference in essential conception between the old



legend and the form in The Silmarillion is apparent. These llkorindi of
Tinwelint's following (‘eerie and strange beings' whose 'dark songs and
chantings... faded in the wooded places or echoed in deep caves') are
described in terms applicable to the wild Avari (‘the Unwilling') of The
Silmarillion; but they are of course actually the precursors of the Grey-
elves of Doriath. The term Eldar is here equivalent to Elves (‘all the
Eldar both those who remained in the dark or had been lost upon the
march from Palisor') and is not restricted to those who made, or at least
embarked on, the Great Journey; all were llkorindi -- Dark Elves -- if they
never passed over the Sea. The later significance of the Great Journey in
conferring 'Eldarin' status was an aspect of the elevation of the Grey-
elves of Beleriand, bringing about a distinction of the utmost importance
within the category of the Moriquendi or 'Elves of the Darkness' -- the
Avari (who were not Eldar) and the Umanyar (the Eldar who were 'not
of Aman'): see the table "The Sundering of the Elves' given in The
Silmarillion. Thus:

Lost Tales.

of Kor.

Silmarillion.

Avari.

Eldar

(

of the Great Lands.

(the Darkness):

llkorindi

Eldar.

(of the

Great Journey).

of Aman

of Middle-

earth.

(Umanyar).

But among Tinwelint's subjects there were also Noldoli, Ghomes.

This matter is somewhat obscure, but at least it may be observed that the
manuscript and typescript versions of the Tale of Tinuviel do not
envisage precisely the same situation.

* In the outlines for Gilfanon's Tale the 'Shadow Folk' of Hisilome have ceased
to be
Elves and become 'fays' whose origin is unknown: I. 237, 239.

The manuscript text is perhaps not perfectly explicit on the subject,

but it is said (p. g) that of Tinwelint's subjects 'the most were llkorindi',
and that before the rising of the Sun 'already were their numbers mingled
with a many wandering Gnomes'. Yet Dairon fled from the apparition of
Beren in the forest because 'all the Elves of the woodland thought of the
Gnomes of Dor Lomin as treacherous creatures, cruel and faithless'

(p. z x); and 'Dread and suspicion was between the Eldar and those of
their kindred that had tasted the slavery of Melko, and in this did the evil



deeds of the Gnomes at the Haven of the Swans revenge itself' (p. x x).
The hostility of the Elves of Artanor to Gnomes was, then, specifically a
hostility to the Gnomes of Hisilome (Dor Lomin), who were suspected

of being under the will of Melko (and this is probably a foreshadowing of
the suspicion and rejection of Elves escaped from Angband described in
The Silmarillion p. 156). In the manuscript it is said (p. 9) that all the
Elves of the Great Lands (those who remained in Palisor, those who were
lost on the march, and the Noldoli returned from Valinor) fell beneath the
power of Melko, though many escaped and wandered in the wild; and as
the manuscript text was first written (see p. x x and note 3) Beren was 'son
of a thrall of Melko's... that laboured in the darker places in the north

of Hisilome'. This conception seems reasonably clear, so far as it goes.
In the typescript version it is expressly stated that there were Gnomes
'in Tinwelint's service' (p. 43): the bridge over the forest river, leading to
Tinwelint's door, was hung by them. It is not now stated that all the
Elves of the Great Lands fell beneath Melko; rather there are named
several centres of resistance to his power, in addition to Tinwelint/
Thingol in Artanor: Turgon of Gondolin, the Sons of Feanor, and

Egnor of Hisilome (Beren's father) -- one of the chiefest foes of Melko 'in
all the kin of the Gnomes that still were free' (p. 44). Presumably this led
to the exclusion in the typescript of the passage telling that the woodland
Elves thought of the Gnomes of Dor Lomin as treacherous and faithless
(see p. 43), while that concerning the distrust of those who had been
Melko's slaves was retained. The passage concerning Hisilome 'where
dwelt Men, and thrall-Noldoli laboured, and few free-Eldar went' (p. 10)
was also retained; but Hisilome, in Beren's wish that he had never
strayed out of it, becomes 'the wild free places of Hisilome' (pp. 17, 45).
This leads to an altogether baffling question, that of the references to
the Battle of Unnumbered Tears; and several of the passages just'cited
bear on it.

The story of "The Travail of the Noldoli and the Coming of Mankind'

that was to have been told by Gilfanon, but which after its opening pages
most unhappily never got beyond the stage of outline projections, was to
be followed by that of Beren and Tinuviel (see |. 241). After the Battle of
Unnumbered Tears there is mention of the Thraldom of the Noldoli, the
Mines of Melko, the Spell of Bottomless Dread, the shutting of Men in

Hisilome, and then 'Beren son of Egnor wandered out of Dor Lomin

into Artanor..." (In The Silmarillion the deeds of Beren and Luthien
preceded the Battle of Unnumbered Tears.)

Now in the Tale of Tinuviel there is a reference, in both versions, to

the 'thrall. Noldoli' who laboured in Hisilome and of Men dwelling there;
and as the passage introducing Beren was first written in the manuscript
his father was one of these slaves. It is said, again in both versions, that
neither Tinwelint nor the most part of his people went to the battle, but
that his lordship was greatly increased by fugitives from it (p.9); and to
the following statement that his dwelling was hidden by the magic of
Gwendeling/Melian the typescript adds the word 'thereafter' (p. 43), i.e.
after the Battle of Unnumbered Tears. In the changed passage in the



typescript referring to Egnor he is one of the chiefest foes of Melko 'in all
the kin of the Gnomes that still were free'.

All this seems to allow of only one conclusion: the events of the Tale of
Tinuviel took place after the great battle; and this seems to be clinched
by the express statement in the typescript: where the manuscript (p. 15)
says that Melko 'sought ever to destroy the friendship and intercourse of
Elves and Men', the second version adds (p. 44):'lest they forget the
Battle of Unnumbered Tears and once more arise in wrath against him'.
It is very odd, therefore, that Veanne should say at the beginning (in

the manuscript only, p. 10 and see p. 43) that she will tell 'of things that
happened in the halls of Tinwelint after the arising of the Sun indeed
but long ere the unforgotten Battle of Unnumbered Tears'. (This in

any case seems to imply a much longer period between the two events
than is suggested in the outlines for Gilfanon's Tale: see 1.242).

This is repeated later (p. 17): 'it was a thing unthought... that any

Elf... should fare untended to the halls of Melko, even in those

earlier days before the Battle of Tears when Melko's power had not
grown great...' But it is stranger still that this second sentence is
retained in the typescript (p. 45). The typescript version has thus two
inescapably contradictory statements:

Melko 'sought ever to destroy the friendship and intercourse of Elves
and Men, lest they forget the Battle of Unnumbered Tears' (p. 44);

'Little love was there between the woodland Elves and the folk of
Angband even in those days before the Battle of Unnumbered Tears'
(p- 45)

Such a radical contradiction within a single text is in the highest degree
unusual, perhaps unique, in all the writings concerned with the First
Age. But | can see no way to explain it, other than simply accepting it as a
radical contradiction; nor indeed can | explain those statements in both
versions that the events of the tale took place before the battle, since
virtually all indications point to the contrary.”

* In the Tale of Turambar the story of Beren and Tinuviel clearly and
necessarily took

place before the Battle of Unnumbered Tears (pp. 71 -- 2, 140).

$3. Miscellaneous Matters.

(i) Morgoth.

Beren addresses Melko as 'most mighty Belcha Morgoth', which are said
to be his names among the Gnomes (p. 44). In the Gnomish dictionary
Belcha is-given as the Gnomish form corresponding to Melko (see
1.260), but Morgoth is not found in it: indeed this is the first and only
appearance of the name in the Lost Tales. The element goth is given in
the Gnomish dictionary with the meaning 'war, strife'; but if Morgoth
meant at this period 'Black Strife' it is perhaps strange that Beren should
use it in a flattering speech. A name-list made in the 1930s explains
Morgoth as 'formed from his Orc-name Goth "Lord or Master"

with mor "dark or black" prefixed', but it seems very doubtful that

this etymology is valid for the earlier period. This name-list explains



Cothmog 'Captain of Balrogs' as containing the same Orc-element
('Voice of Goth (Morgoth)'); but in the name-list to the tale of The Fall
Condolin (p. 216) the name Cothmog is said to mean 'Strife-and-
hatred' (mog- 'detest, hate' appears in the Gnomish dictionary), which
supports the interpretation of Morgoth in the present tale as 'Black
Strife'.*

(ii) Orcs and Balrogs.

Despite the reference to 'the wandering bands of the goblins and the
Orcs' (p. 14, retained in the typescript version), the terms are certainly
synonymous in the Tale of Turambar. The Orcs are described in the
present tale (ibid.) as 'foul broodlings of Melko'. In the second version
(p- 44) wolf-rider Orcs appear.

Balrogs, mentioned in the tale (p. 15), have appeared in one of the
outlines for Gilfanon's Tale (l. 241); but they had already played an
Important part in the earliest of the Lost Tales, that of The Fall of
Condolin (see pp. 212 -- 13).

* Nothing is said in any text to suggest that Gothmog played such a role in
relation to

Morgoth as the interpretation 'Voice of Goth' implies, but nor is anything said
to contradict

it, and he was from the beginning an important figure in the evil realm and in
especial

relation to Melko (see p. 216). There is perhaps a reminiscence of 'the Voice
of Morgoth' in

the Mouth of Sauron’, the Black Numenorean who was the Lieutenant of
Barad-dur (?he

Return of the King V. so).

(iii) Tinuviel's 'lengthening spell'.

Of the 'longest things' named in this spell (pp. 19 -- 20, 46) two, 'the sword
of Nan' and 'the neck of Gilim the giant', seem now lost beyond recall,
ough they survived into the spell in the Lay of Leithian, where the

sword of Nan is itself named, Clend, and Gilim is called 'the giant of

Eruman'. Gilim in the Gnomish dictionary means 'winter' (see 1.260,
entry Melko), which does not seem particularly appropriate: though a
jotting, very difficult to read, in the little notebook used for memoranda
in connection with the Last Tales (see |. 171 ) seems to say that Nan was a
‘giant of summer of the South’, and that he was like an elm.

The Indravangs (Indrafangs in the typescript) are the 'Longbeards’;

this is said in the Gnomish dictionary to be 'a special name of the
Nauglath or Dwarves' (see further the Tale of the Nauglafring, p. 247).
Karkaras (Carcaras in the typescript) 'Knife-fang' is named in the

spell since he was originally conceived as the 'father of wolves, who
guarded the gates of Angamandi in those days and long had done so'
(p. 21). In The Silmarillion (p. 180) he has a different history: chosen by,
Morgoth 'from among the whelps of the race of Draugluin' and reared to



be the death of Huan, he was set before the gates of Angband in that very
time. In The Silmarillion (ibid.) Carcharoth is rendered 'the Red Maw',

and this expression is used in the text of the tale (p. 34): 'both hand and
jewel Karkaras bit off and took into his red maw'.

Glorund is the name of the dragon in the Tale of Turambar (Glaurung

in The Silmarillion).

In the tale of The Chaining of Melko there is no suggestion that

Tulkas had any part in the making of the chain (there in the form
Angaino): 1.100.

(iv) The influence of the Valar.

There is frequent suggestion that the Valar in some way exercised a
direct influence over the minds and hearts of the distant Elves in the
Great Lands. Thus it is said (p. 15) that the Valar must have inspired
Beren's ingenious speech to Melko, and while this may be no more than a
'rhetorical’ flourish, it is clear that Tinuviel's dream of Beren is meant to
be accepted as 'a dream of the Valar' (p. 19). Again, 'the Valar set a new
hope in her heart' (p. 47); and later in Veanne's tale the Valar are seen as
active 'fates’, guiding the destinies of the characters -- so the Valar
'‘brought' Huan to find Beren and Tinuviel in Nan Dumgorthin (p. 35),

and Tinuviel says to Tinwelint that 'the Valar alone saved Beren from s
bitter death' (p. 37).



Il.

TURAMBAR AND THE FOALOKE.

The Tale of Turambar, like that of Tinuviel, is a manuscript written in

ink over a wholly erased original in pencil. But it seems certain that the
extant form of Turambar preceded the extant form of Tinuviel. This

can be deduced in more ways than one, but the order of composition is
clearly exemplified in the forms of the name of the King of the Woodland
Elves (Thingol). Throughout the manuscript of Turambar he was origin-
ally Tintoglin (and this appears also in the tale of The Coming of the
Elves, where it was changed to Tinwelint, I. 115, 131). A note on the
manuscript at the beginning of the tale says: 'Tintoglin's name must be
altered throughout to Ellon or Tinthellon = Q. Ellu’, but the note was
struck out, and all through the tale Tintoglin was in fact changed to
Tinwelint.

Now in the Tale of Tinuviel the king's name was first given as Ellu (or
Tinto Ellu), and once as Tinthellon (pp. 50-1); subsequently it was
changed throughout to Tinwelint. It is clear that the direction to change
Tintoglin to 'Ellon or Tinthellon = Q. Ellu' belongs to the time when

the Tale of Tinuviel was being, or had been, rewritten, and that the
extant Tale of Turambar already existed.

There is also the fact that the rewritten Tinuviel was followed, at the
same time of composition, by the first form of the 'interlude' in which
Gilfanon appears (see 1.203), whereas at the beginning of Turambar
there is a reference to Ailios (who was replaced by Gilfanon) concluding
the previous tale. On the different arrangement of the tale-telling at this
point that my father subsequently introduced but failed to carry through
see 1.229 -- 30. According to the earlier arrangement, Ailios told his tale
on the first night of the feast of Turuhalme or the Logdrawing, and Eltas
followed with the Tale of Turambar on the second.

There is evidence that the Tale of Turambar was in existence at any
rate by the middle of 1919. Humphrey Carpenter discovered a passage,
written on a scrap of proof for the Oxford English Dictionary, in an early
alphabet of my father's devising; and transliterating it he found it to be
from this tale, not far from the beginning. He has told me that my father
was using this version of the 'Alphabet of Rumil' about June 1919 (see
Biography, p. 100).

When then Ailios had spoken his fill the time for the lighting of

candles was at hand, and so came the first day of Turuhalme to an

end; but on the second night Ailios was not there, and being asked
by Lindo one Eltas began a tale, and said:

'Now all folk gathered here know that this is the story of .
Turambar and the Foaloke, and it is,' said he, 'a favourite tale
among Men, and tells of very ancient days of that folk before the
Battle of Tasarinan when first Men entered the dark vales of
Hisilome.

In these days many such stories do Men tell still, and more have
they told in the past especially in those kingdoms of the North that
once | knew. Maybe the deeds of other of their warriors have



become mingled therein, and many matters beside that are not in
the most ancient tale -- but now | will tell to you the true and
lamentable tale, and | knew it long ere | trod Olore Malle in the
days before the fall of Gondolin.

In those days my folk dwelt in a vale of Hisilome and that land

did Men name Aryador in the tongues they then used, but they
were very far from the shores of Asgon and the spurs of the lron
Mountains were nigh to their dwellings and great woods of very
gloomy trees. My father said to me that many of our older men
venturing afar had themselves seen the evil worms of Melko and
some had fallen before them, and by reason of the hatred of our
people for those creatures and of the evil Vala often was the story
of Turambar and the Foaloke in.their mouths -- but rather after the
fashion of the Gnomes did they say Turumart and the Fuithlug.
For know that before the Battle of Lamentation and the ruin of

the Noldoli there dwelt a lord of Men named Urin, and hearkening
to the summons of the Gnomes he and his folk marched with the
llkorindi against Melko, but their wives and children they left
behind them in the woodlands, and with them was Mavwin wife of
Urin, and her son remained with her, for he was not yet war-high.
Now the name of that boy was Turin and is so in all tongues, but
Mavwin do the Eldar call Mavoine.

Now Urin and his followers fled not from that battle as did most

of the kindreds of Men, but many of them were slain fighting to
the last, and Urin was made captive. Of the Noldoli who fought
there all the companies were slain or captured or fled away in rout,
save that of Turondo (Turgon) only, and he and his folk cut a path
for themselves out of that fray and come not into this tale. None-
theless the escape of that great company marred the complete
victory that otherwise had Melko won over his adversaries, and he
desired very greatly to discover whither they had fled; and this he
might not do, for his spies availed nothing, and no tortures at that

time had power to force treacherous knowledge from the captive
Noldoli.

Knowing therefore that the Elves of Kor thought little of Men,
holding them in scant fear or suspicion for their blindness and lack
of skill, he would constrain Urin to take up his employ and go seek
after Turondo as a spy of Melko. To this however neither threats
of torture nor promises of rich reward would bring Urin to con-
sent, for he said: "Nay, do as thou wilt, for to no evil work of thine
wilt thou ever constrain me, 0 Melko, thou foe of Gods and Men."
"Of a surety," said Melko in anger, "to no work of mine will |

bid thee again, nor yet will | force thee thereto, but upon deeds of
mine that will be little to thy liking shalt thou sit here and gaze, nor
be able to move foot or hand against them." And this was the
torture he devised for the affliction of Urin the Steadfast, and
setting him in a lofty place of the mountains he stood beside him
and cursed him and his folk with dread curses of the Valar, putting
a doom of woe and a death of sorrow upon them; but to Urin he



gave a measure of vision, so that much of those things that befell
his wife and children he might see and be helpless to aid, for magic
held him in that high place. "Behold." said Melko, "the life of

Turin thy son shall be accounted a matter for tears wherever Elves
or Men are gathered for the telling of tales"; but Urin said: "At

least none shall pity him for this, that he had a craven for father."
Now after that battle Mavwin got her in tears into the land of
Hithlum or Dor Lomin where all Men must now dwell by the

word of Melko, save some wild few that yet roamed without.

There was Nienori born to her, but her husband Urin languished

in the thraldom of Melko, and Turin being yet a small boy

Mavwin knew not in her distress how to foster both him and his
sister, for Urin's men had all perished in the great affray, and the
strange men who dwelt nigh knew not the dignity of the Lady
Mavwin, and all that land was dark and little kindly.

The next short section of the text was struck through afterwards and
replaced by a rider on an attached slip. The rejected passage reads:
At that time the rumour [written above: memory] of the

deeds of Beren Ermabwed had become noised much in Dor
Lomin, wherefore it came into the heart of Mavwin, for lack of
better counsel, to send Turin to the court of Tintoglin,' begging

him to foster this orphan for the memory of Beren, and to teach

him the wisdom of fays and of Eldar; now Egnor* was akin to
Mavwin and he was the father of Beren the One-handed.

The replacement passage reads:

Amended passage to fit better with the story of Tinuviel and

the afterhistory of the Nauglafring:

The tale tells however that Urin had been a friend of the Elves,
and in this he was different from many of his folk. Now great had
his friendship been with Egnor, the EIf of the greenwood, the
huntsman of the Gnomes, and Beren Ermabwed son of Egnor he
knew and had rendered him a service once in respect of Damrod
his son; but the deeds of Beren of the One Hand in the halls of
Tinwelint' were remembered still in Dor Lomin. Wherefore it
came into the heart of Mavwin, for lack of other counsel, to send
Turin her son to the court of Tinwelint, begging him to foster this
orphan for the memory of Urin and of Beren son of Egnor.’

Very bitter indeed was that sundering, and for long [?time]

Turin wept and would not leave his mother, and this was the first
of the many sorrows that befell him in life. Yet at length when his
mother had reasoned with him he gave way and prepared him in
anguish for that journey. With him went two old men, retainers
aforetime of his father Urin, and when all was ready and the
farewells taken they turned their feet towards the dark hills, and
the little dwelling of Mavwin was lost in the trees, and Turin blind
with tears could see her no more. Then ere they passed out of
earshot he cried out: "0 Mavwin my mother, soon will | come



back to thee" -- but he knew not that the doom of Melko lay
between them.

Long and very weary and uncertain was the road over the dark
hills of Hithlum into the great forests of the Land Beyond where in
those days Tinwelint the hidden king had his abode; and Turin
son of Urin' was the first of Men to tread that way, nor have many
trodden it since. In perils were Turin and his guardians of wolves,
and wandering Orcs that at that time fared even thus far from
Angband as the power of Melko waxed and spread over the
kingdoms of the North. Evil magics were about them, that often
missing their way they wandered fruitlessly for many days, yet in
the end did they win through and thanked the Valar therefor -- yet
maybe it was but part of the fate that Melko wove about their feet,
for in after time Turin would fain have perished as a child there in
the dark woods.

Howso that may be, this was the manner of their coming to

Tinwelint's halls; for in the woodlands beyond the mountains

they became utterly lost, until at length having no means of
sustenance they were like to die, when they were discovered by a
wood-ranger, a huntsman of the secret Elves, and he was called
Beleg, for he was of great stature and girth as such was among that
folk. Then Beleg led them by devious paths through many dark

and lonely forestlands to the banks of that shadowed stream before
the cavernous doors of Tinwelint's halls. Now coming before that
king they were received well for the memory of Urin the Steadfast,
and when also the king heard of the bond tween Urin and Beren
the One-handed' and of the plight of that lady Mavwin his heart
became softened and he granted her desire, nor would he send
Turin away, but rather said he: "Son of Urin, thou shalt dwell
sweetly in my woodland court, nor even so as a retainer, but
behold as a second child of mine shalt thou be, and all the wisdoms
of Gwedheling and of myself shalt thou be taught."

After a time therefore when the travellers had rested he des-
patched the younger of the two guardians of Turin back unto
Mavwin, for such was that man's desire to die in the service of the
wife of Urin, yet was an escort of Elves sent with him, and such
comfort and magics for the journey as could be devised, and
moreover these words did he bear from Tinwelint to Mavwin:
"Behold 0 Lady Mavwin wife of Urin the Steadfast, not for love

nor for fear of Melko but of the wisdom of my heart and the fate of
the Valar did | not go with my folk to the Battle of Unnumbered
Tears, who now am become a safety and a refuge for all who
fearing evil may find the secret ways that lead to the protection of
my halls. Perchance now is there no other bulwark left against the
arrogance of the Vala of Iron, for men say Turgon is not slain, but



who knoweth the truth of it or how long he may escape? Now
therefore shall thy son Turin be fostered here as my own child
until he is of age to succour thee -- then, an he will, he may depart."
More too he bid the Lady Mavwin, might she o'ercome the
journey, fare back also to his halls, and dwell there in peace; but
this when she heard she did not do, both for the tenderness of her
little child Nienori, and for that rather would she dwell poor

among Men than live sweetly as an almsguest even among the
woodland Elves. It may be too that she clung to that dwelling that
Urin had set her in ere he went to the great war, hoping still faintly
for his return, for none of the messengers that had borne the
lamentable tidings from that field might say that he was dead,
reporting only that none knew where he might be -- yet in truth

those messengers were few and half-distraught, and now the years
were slowly passing since the last blow fell on that most grievous
day. Indeed in after days she yearned to look again upon Turin,
and maybe in the end, when Nienori had grown, had cast aside her
pride and fared over the hills, had not these become impassable
for the might and great magic of Melko, who hemmed all Men in
Hithlum and slew such as dared beyond its walls.

Thus came to pass the dwelling of Turin in the halls of Tin-

welint; and with him was suffered to dwell Gumlin the aged who
had fared with him out of Hithlum, and had no heart or strength

for the returning. Very much joy had he in that sojourn, yet did

the sorrow of his sundering from Mavwin fall never quite away

from him; great waxed his strength of body and the stoutness of
his feats got him praise wheresoever Tinwelint was held as lord,
yet he was a silent boy and often gloomy, and he got not love easily
and fortune did not follow him, for few things that he desired

greatly came to him and many things at which he laboured went
awry. For nothing however did he grieve so much as the ceasing of
all messengers between Mavwin and himself, when after a few
years as has been told the hills became untraversable and the ways
were shut. Now Turin was seven years old when he fared to the
woodland Elves, and seven years he dwelt there while tidings
came ever and anon to him from his mother, so that he heard how
his sister Nienori grew to a slender maid and very fair, and how
things grew better in Hithlum and his mother more in peace; and
then all words ceased, and the years passed.

To ease his sorrow and the rage of his heart, that remembered
always how Urin and his folk had gone down in battle against
Melko, Turin was for ever ranging with the most warlike of the

folk of Tinwelint far abroad, and long ere he was grown to first
manhood he slew and took hurts in frays with the Orcs that

prowled unceasingly upon the confines of the realm and were a
menace to the Elves. Indeed but for his prowess much hurt had
that folk sustained, and he held the wrath of Melko from them for
many years, and after his days they were harassed sorely, and in



the end must have been cast into thraldom had not such great and
dread events befallen that Melko forgot them.

Now about the courts of Tinwelint there dwelt an EIf called

Orgof, and he, as were the most of that king's folk, was an llkorin,
yet he had Gnome-blood also. Of his mother's side he was nearly
akin to the king himself, and was in some favour being a good

hunter and an EIf of prowess, yet was he somewhat loose with his
tongue and overweening by reason of his favour with the king; yet
of nothing was he so fain as of fine raiment and of jewels and of
gold and silver ornament, and was ever himself clad most bravely.
Now Turin lying continually in the woods and travailing in far and
lonely places grew to be uncouth of raiment and wild of locks, and
Orgof made jest of him whensoever the twain sat at the king's
board; but Turin said never a word to his foolish jesting, and
indeed at no time did he give much heed to words that were spoken
to him, and the eyes beneath his shaggy brows oftentimes looked
as to a great distance -- so that he seemed to see far things and to
listen to sounds of the woodland that others heard not.

On a time Turin sate at meat with the king, and it was that day
twelve years since he had gazed through his tears upon Mavwin
standing before the doors and weeping as he made his way among
the trees, until their stems had taken her from his sight, and he was
moody, speaking curt answers to those that sat nigh him, and most
of all to Orgof.

But this fool would not give him peace, making a laugh of his
rough clothes and tangled hair, for Turin had then come new from
a long abiding in the woods, and at length he drew forth daintily a
comb of gold that he had and offered it to Turin; and having

drunk well, when Turin deigned not to notice him he said: "Nay,

an thou knowst not how to use a comb, hie thee back to thy
mother, for she perchance will teach thee -- unless in sooth the
women of Hithlum be as ugly as their sons and as little kempt."
Then a fierce anger born of his sore heart and these words con-
cerning the lady Mavwin blazed suddenly in Turin's breast, so

that he seized a heavy drinking-vessel of gold that lay by his right
hand and unmindful of his strength he cast it with great force in
Orgof's teeth, saying: "Stop thy mouth therewith', fool, and prate
no more." But Orgof's face was broken and he fell back with great
weight, striking his head upon the stone of the floor and dragging
upon him the table and all its vessels, and he spake nor prated
again, for he was dead.

Then all men rose in silence, but Turin, gazing aghast upon the
body of Orgof and the spilled wine upon his hand, turned on his
heel and strode into the night; and some that were akin to Orgof
drew their weapons half from their sheaths, yet none struck, for
the king gave no sign but stared stonily upon the body of Orgof,
and very great amaze was in his face. But Turin laved his hands in



the stream without the doors and burst there into tears, saying:

"Lo! Is there a curse upon me, for all | do is ill, and now is it so
turned that | must flee the house of my fosterfather an outlaw
guilty of blood -- nor look upon the faces of any | love again." And
in his heart he dared not return to Hithlum lest his mother be
bitterly grieved at his disgrace, or perchance he might draw the
wrath of the Elves behind him to his folk; wherefore he got himself
far away, and when men came to seek him he might not be found.
Yet they did not seek his harm, although he knew it not, for
Tinwelint despite his grief and the ill deed pardoned him, and the
most of his folk were with him in that, for Turin had long held his
peace or returned courtesy to the folly of Orgof, though stung
often enough thereby, for that EIf being not a little jealous was
used to barb his words; and now therefore the near kinsmen of
Orgof were constrained by fear of Tinwelint and by many gifts to
accept the king's doom.

Yet Turin in unhappiness, believing the hand of all against him
and the heart of the king become that of a foe, crept to the
uttermost bounds of that woodland realm. There he hunted for

his subsistence, being a good shot with the bow, yet he rivalled not
the Elves at that, for rather at the wielding of the sword was he
mightier than they. To him gathered a few wild spirits, and
amongst them was Beleg the huntsman, who had rescued Gumlin
and Turin in the woods aforetime. Now in many adventures were
those twain together, Beleg the EIf and Turin the Man, which are
not now told or remembered but which once were sung in many a
place. With beast and with goblin they warred and fared at times
into far places unknown to the Elves, and the fame of the hidden
hunters of the marches began to be heard among Orcs and Elves,
so that perchance Tinwelint would soon have become aware of the
place of Turin's abiding, had not upon a time all that band of
Turin's fallen into desperate encounter with a host of Orcs who
outnumbered them three times. All were there slain save Turin
and Beleg, and Beleg escaped with wounds, but Turin was over-
borne and bound, for such was the will of Melko that he be brought
to him alive; for behold, dwelling in the halls of Linwe' about

which had that fay Gwedheling the queen woven much magic and
mystery and such power of spells as can come only from Valinor,
whence indeed long time agone she once had brought them, Turin
had been lost out of his sight, and he feared lest he cheat the doom
that was devised for him. Therefore now he purposed to entreat
him grievously before the eyes of Urin; but Urin had called upon
the Valar of the West, being taught much concerning them by the

Eldar of Kor -- the Gnomes he had encountered -- and his words
came, who shall say how, to Manwe Sulimo upon the heights of
Taniquetil, the Mountain of the World. Nonetheless was Turin



dragged now many an evil league in sore distress, a captive of the
pitiless Orcs, and they made slow journeying, for they followed
ever the line of dark hills toward those regions where they rise high
and gloomy and their heads are shrouded in black vapours. There
are they called Angorodin or the Iron Mountains, for beneath the
roots of their northernmost fastnesses lies Angband, the Hells of
Iron, most grievous of all abodes -- and thither were they now
making laden with booty and with evil deeds.

Know then that in those days still was Hithlum and the Lands
Beyond full of the wild Elves and of Noldoli yet free, fugitives of

the old battle; and some wandered ever wearily, and others had
secret and hidden abodes in caves or woodland fastnesses, but
Melko sought untiringly after them and most pitilessly did he
entreat them of all his thralls did he capture them. Orcs and
dragons and evil fays were loosed against them and their lives were
full of sorrow and travail, so that those who found not in the end
the realms of Tinwelint nor the secret stronghold of the king of the
city of stone* perished or were enslaved.

Noldoli too there were who were under the evil enchantments of
Melko and wandered as in a dream of fear, doing his ill bidding,

for the spell of bottomless dread was on them and they felt the eyes
of Melko burn them from afar. Yet often did these sad Elves both
thrall and free hear the voice of Ulmo in the streams or by the
sea-marge where the waters of Sirion mingled with the waves; for
Ulmo, of all the Valar, still thought of them most tenderly and
designed with their slender aid to bring Melko's evil to ruin., Then
remembering the blessedness of Valinor would they at times cast
away their fear, doing good deeds and aiding both Elves and Men
against the Lord of Iron.

Now was it that it came into the heart of Beleg the hunter of the
Elves to seek after Turin so soon as his own hurts were healed.
This being done in no great number of days, for he had a skill of
healing, he made all speed after the band of Orcs, and he had need
of all his craft as tracker to follow that trail, for a band of the
goblins of Melko go cunningly and very light. Soon was he far
beyond any regions known to him, yet for love of Turin he pressed
on, and in this did he show courage greater than the most of that
(* Gondolin.)

woodland folk, and indeed there are none who may now measure
the depth of fear and anguish that Melko set in the hearts of Men
and of Elves in those sad days. Thus did it fall out that Beleg
became lost and benighted in a dark and perilous region so thick
with pines of giant growth that none but the goblins might find a
track, having eyes that pierced the deepest gloom, yet were many
even of these lost long time in those regions; and they were called
by the Noldoli Taurfuin, the Forest of Night. Now giving himself

up for lost Beleg lay with his back to a mighty tree and listened to



the wind in the gaunt tops of the forest many fathoms above him,
and the moaning of the night airs and the creaking of the branches
was full of sorrow and foreboding, and his heart became utterly
weary.

On a sudden he noticed a little light afar among the trees steady
and pale as it were of a glowworm very bright, yet thinking it

might scarce be glowworm in such a place he crept towards it.
Now the Noldoli that laboured in the earth and aforetime had skill
of crafts in metals and gems in Valinor were the most valued of the
thralls of Melko, and he suffered them not to stray far away, and so
it was that Beleg knew not that these Elves had little lanterns of
strange fashion, and they were of silver and of crystal and a flame
of a pale blue burnt forever within, and this was a secret and the
jewel-makers among them alone knew it nor would they reveal it
even to Melko, albeit many jewels and many magic lights they
were constrained to make for him.

Aided by these lamps the Noldoli fared much at night, and

seldom lost a path had they but once trodden it before. So it was
that drawing near Beleg beheld one of the hill-gnomes stretched
upon the needles beneath a great pine asleep, and his blue lantern
stood glimmering nigh his head. Then Beleg awakened him, and
that EIf started up in great fear and anguish, and Beleg learned
that he was a fugitive from the mines of Melko and named himself
Flinding bo-Dhuilin of an ancient house of the Gnomes. Now
falling into talk Flinding was overjoyed to have speech with a free
Noldo, and told many tales of his flight from the uttermost fastness
of the mines of Melko; and at length said he: "When | thought
myself all but free, lo, | strayed at night unwarily into the midmost
of an Orc-camp, and they were asleep and much spoil and weighted
packs they had, and many captive Elves | thought | descried: and
one there was that lay nigh to a trunk to which he was bound most
grievously, and he moaned and cried out bitterly against Melko,
calling on the names of Urin and Mavwin; and though at that time

being a craven from long captivity | fled heedlessly, now do |
marvel much, for who of the thralls of Angband has not known of
Urin the Steadfast who alone of Men defies Melko chained in
torment upon a bitter peak?"

Then was Beleg in great eagerness and sprang to his feet shout-
ing: "Tis Turin, fosterson of Tinwelint, even he whom | seek,

who was the son of Urin long ago. -- Nay, lead me to this camp, 0
son of Duilin, and soon shall he be free," but Flinding was much
afeared, saying: "Softer words, my Beleg, for the Orcs have ears of
cats, and though a day's march lies between me and that encamp-
ment who knows whether they be not followed after."

Nonetheless hearing the story of Turin from Beleg, despite his
dread he consented to lead Beleg to that place, and long ere the sun
rose on the day or its fainting beams crept into that dark forest they
were upon the road, guided by the dancing light of Flinding's



swinging lamp. Now it happened that in their journeying their
paths crossed that of the Orcs who now were renewing their
march, but in a direction other than that they had for long pur-
sued, for now fearing the escape of their prisoner they made for a
place where they knew the trees were thinner and a track ran for
many a league easy to pursue; wherefore that evening, or ever they
came to the spot that Flinding sought, they heard a shouting and a
rough singing that was afar in the woods but drawing near; nor did
they hide too soon ere the whole of that Orc-band passed nigh to
them, and some of the captains were mounted upon small horses,
and to one of these was Turin tied by the wrists so that he must
trot or be dragged cruelly. Then did Beleg and Flinding follow
timorously after as dusk fell on the forest, and when that band
encamped they lurked near until all was quiet save the moaning of
the captives. Now Flinding covered his lamp with a pelt and they
crept near, and behold the goblins slept, for it was not their wont
to keep fire or watch in their bivouacs, and for guard they trusted
to certain fierce wolves that went always with their bands as dogs
with Men, but slept not when they camped, and their eyes shone
like points of red light among the trees. Now was Flinding in sore
dread, but Beleg bid him follow, and the two crept between the
wolves at a point where there was a great gap between them, and as
the luck of the Valar had it Turin was lying nigh, apart from the
others, and Beleg came unseen to his side and would cut his
bonds, when he found his knife had dropped from his side in his
creeping and his sword he had left behind without the camp.
Therefore now, for they dare not risk the creeping forth and back

again, do Beleg and Flinding both stout men essay to carry him
sleeping soundly in utter weariness stealthily from the camp, and
this they did, and it has ever been thought a great feat, and few
have done the like in passing the wolf guards of the goblins and
despoiling their camps.

Now in the woods at no great distance from the camp they laid

him down, for they might not bear him further, seeing that he was
a Man and of greater stature than they," but Beleg fetched his
sword and would cut his bonds forthwith. The bonds about his
wrists he severed first and was cutting those upon the ankles when
blundering in the dark he pricked Turin's foot deeply, and Turin
awoke in fear. Now seeing a form bend over him in the gloom
sword in hand and feeling the smart of his foot he thought it was
one of the Orcs come to slay him or to torment him -- and this they
did often, cutting him with knives or hurting him with spears; but
now Turin feeling his hand free leapt up and flung all his weight
suddenly upon Beleg, who fell and was half-crushed, lying speech-
less on the ground; but Turin at the same time seized the sword
and struck it through Beleg's throat or ever Flinding might know
what had betid. Then Turin leapt back and shouting out curses
upon the goblins bid them come and slay him or taste of his sword,
for he fancied himself in the midst of their camp, and thought not



of flight but only of selling his life dear. Now would he have made
at Flinding, but that Gnome sprang back, dropping his lamp, so
that its cover slipped and the light of it shone forth, and he called
out in the tongue of the Gnomes that Turin should hold-his hand
and slay not his friends -- then did Turin hearing his speech pause,
and as he stood, by the light of the lamp he saw the white face of
Beleg lying nigh his feet with pierced throat, and he stood as one
stricken to stone, and such was the look upon his face that Flinding
dared not speak for a long while. Indeed little mind had he for
words, for by that light had he also seen the fate of Beleg and was
very bitter in heart. At length however it seemed to Flinding that
the Orcs were astir, and so it was, for the shouts of Turin had come
to them; wherefore he said to Turin: "The Orcs are upon us, let us
flee," but Turin answered not, and Flinding shook him, bidding

him gather his wits or perish, and then Turin did as he was bid but
yet as one dazed, and stooping he raised Beleg and kissed his
mouth.

Then did Flinding guide Turin as well as he might swiftly from
those regions, and Turin wandered with him following as he led,
and at length for a while they had shaken off pursuit and could

breathe again. Now then did Flinding have space to tell Turin

all he knew and of his meeting with Beleg, and the floods of
Turin's tears were loosed, and he wept bitterly, for Beleg had been
his comrade often in many deeds; and this was the third anguish
that befell Turin, nor did he lose the mark of that sorrow utterly in
all his life; and long he wandered with Flinding caring little

whither he went, and but for that Ghome soon would he have been
recaptured or lost, for he thought only of the stark face of Beleg the
huntsman, lying in the dark forest slain by his hand even as he cut
the bonds of thraldom from him.

In that time was Turin's hair touched with grey, despite his few
years. Long time however did Turin and the Noldo journey
together, and by reason of the magic of that lamp fared by night
and hid by day and were lost in the hills, and the Orcs found them
not.

Now in the mountains there was a place of caves above a stream,
and that stream ran down to feed the river Sirion, but grass grew
before the doors of the caves, and these were cunningly concealed
by trees and such magics as those scattered bands that dwelt
therein remembered still. Indeed at this time this place had grown
to be a strong dwelling of the folk and many a fugitive swelled
them, and there the ancient arts and works of the Noldoli came
once more to life albeit in a rude and rugged fashion.

There was smithying in secret and forging of good weapons,

and even fashioning of some fair things beside, and the women
spun once more and wove, and at times was gold quarried privily
in places nigh, where it was found, so that deep in those caverns



might vessels of beauty be seen in the flame of secret lights, and
old songs were faintly sung. Yet did the dwellers in the caves flee
always before the Orcs and never give battle unless compelled by
mischance or were they able to so entrap them that all might be
slain and none escape alive; and this they did of policy that no
tidings reach Melko of their dwelling nor might he suspect any
numerous gathering of folk in those parts.

This place however was known to the Noldo Flindirig who fared
with Turin; indeed he was once of that people long since, before
the Orcs captured him and he was held in thraldom. Thither did

he now wend being sure that the pursuit came no longer nigh
them, yet went he nonetheless by devious ways, so that it was long
ere they drew nigh.to that region, and the spies and watchers of the
Rodothlim (for so were that folk named) gave warning of their

approach, and the folk withdrew before them, such as were abroad
from their dwelling. Then they closed their doors and hoped that
the strangers might not discover their caves, for they feared and
mistrusted all unknown folk of whatever race, so evil were the
lessons of that dreadful time.

Now then Flinding and Turin dared even to the caves' mouths,
and perceiving that these twain knew now the paths thereto the
Rodothlim sallied and made them prisoners and drew them within
their rocky halls, and they were led before the chief, Orodreth.
Now the free Noldoli at that time feared much those of their kin
who had tasted thraldom, for compelled by fear and torture and
spells much treachery had they wrought; even thus did the evil
deeds of the Gnomes at Copas Alqgalunten find vengeance,' setting
Gnome against Gnome, and the Noldoli cursed the day that ever
they first hearkened to the deceit of Melko, rueing utterly their
departure from the blessed realm of Valinor.

Nonetheless when Orodreth heard the tale of Flinding and

knew it to be true he welcomed him with joy back among the folk,
yet was that Ghome so changed by the anguish of his slavery that
few knew him again; but for Flinding's sake Orodreth hearkened
to the tale of Turin, and Turin told of his travails and named Urin
as his sire, nor had the Gnomes yet forgot that name. Then was
the heart of Orodreth made kind and he bade them dwell among
the Rodothlim and be faithful to him. So came the sojourn of
Turin among the people of the caves, and he dwelt with Flinding
bo-Dhuilin and laboured much for the good of the folk, and slew
many a wandering Orc, and did doughty deeds in their defence. In
return much did he learn of new wisdom from them, for memories
of Valinor burnt yet deep in their wild hearts, and greater still was
their wisdom than that of such Eldar as had seen never the blest
faces of the Gods.

Among that people was a very fair maiden and she was named
Failivrin, and her father was Galweg; and this Gnome had a liking
for Turin and aided him much, and Turin was often with him in
ventures and good deeds. Now many a tale of these did Galweg



make beside his hearth and Turin was often at his board, and the
heart of Failivrin became moved at the sight of him, and wondered
often at his gloom and sadness, pondering what sorrow lay locked
in his breast, for Turin went not gaily being weighted with the
death of,Beleg that he felt upon his head, and he suffered not his
heart to be moved, although he was glad of her sweetness; but he
deemed himself an outlawed man and one burdened with a heavy

doom of ill. Therefore did Failivrin become sorrowful and wept in
secret, and she grew so pale that folk marvelled at the whiteness
and delicacy of her face and her bright eyes that shone therein.
Now came a time when the Orc-bands and the evil things of
Melko drew ever nigher to the dwelling of this folk, and despite
the good spells that ran in the stream beneath it seemed like that
their abode would remain no longer hidden. It is said however
that during all this time the dwelling of Turin in the caves and

his deeds among the Rodothlim were veiled from Melko's eyes,
and that he infested not the Rodothlim for Turin's sake nor out

of design, but rather it was the ever increasing numbers of these
creatures and their growing power and fierceness that brought
them so far afield. Nonetheless the blindness and ill-fortune that
he wove of old clung yet to Turin, as may be seen.

Each day grew the brows of the chiefs of the Rodothlim more
dark, and dreams came to them" bidding them arise and depart
swiftly and secretly, seeking, if it might be, after Turgon, for with
him might yet salvation be found for the Gnomes. Whispers too
there were in the stream at eve, and those among them skilled

to hear such voices added their foreboding at the councils of the
folk. Now at these councils had Turin won him a place by dint of
many valorous deeds, and he gainsaid their fears, trusting in his
strength, for he lusted ever for war with the creatures of Melko,
and he upbraided the men of the folk, saying: "Lo! Ye have
weapons of great excellence of workmanship, and yet are the most
of them clean of your foes' blood. Remember ye the Battle of
Uncounted Tears and forget not your folk that there fell, nor seek
ever to flee, but fight and stand.”

Now despite the wisdom of their wisest such bitter words
confused their counsels and delayed them, and there were no few
of the stout-hearted that found hope in them, being sad at the
thought of abandoning those places where they had begun to make
an abiding place of peace and goodliness; but Turin begged
Orodreth for a sword, and he had not wielded a sword since the
slaying of Beleg, but rather had he been contented with a mighty
club. Now then Orodreth let fashion for him a great sword, and it
was made by magic to be utterly black save at its edges, and those
were shining bright and sharp as but Ghome-steel may be. Heavy



it was, and was sheathed in black, and it hung from a sable belt,
and Turin named it Gurtholfin the Wand of Death; and often that
blade leapt in his hand of its own lust, and it is said that at times it
spake dark words to him. Therewith did he now range the hills,

and slew unceasingly, so that Blacksword of the Rodothlim became
a name of terror to the Orcs, and for a great season all evil was
fended from the caverns of the Gnomes. Hence comes that name
of Turin's among the Gnomes, calling him Mormagli or Mormakil
according to their speech, for these names signify black sword.
The greater however did Turin's valour become so grew the

love of Failivrin more deep, and did men murmur against him in
his absence she spake for him, and sought ever to minister to him,
and her he treated ever courteously and happily, saying he had
found a fair sister in the Gnome-lands. By Turin's deeds however
was the ancient counsel of the Rodothlim set aside and their abode
made known far and wide, nor was Melko ignorant of it, yet many
of the Noldoli now fled to them and their strength waxed and

Turin was held in great honour among them. Then were days of
great happiness and for a while men lived openly again and might
fare far abroad from their homes in safety, and many boasted of
the salvation of the Noldoli, while Melko gathered in secret his
great hordes. These did he loose suddenly upon them at unawares,
and they gathered their warriors in great haste and went against
him, but behold, an army of Orcs descended upon them, and
wolves, and Orcs mounted upon wolves; and a great worm was
with them whose scales were polished bronze and whose breath
was a mingled fire and smoke, and his name was Glorund." All the
men of the Rodothlim fell or were taken in that battle, for the foe
was numberless, and that was the most bitter affray since the evil
field of Ninin-Udathriol.* Orodreth was there sorely hurt and

Turin bore him out of the fight ere yet all was ended, and with the
aid of Flinding whose wounds were not great" he got him to the
caves.

There died Orodreth, reproaching Turin that he had ever
withstood his wise counsels, and Turin's heart was bitter at the
ruin of the folk that was set to his account." Then leaving Lord
Orodreth dead Turin went to the places of Galweg's abiding, and
there was Failivrin weeping bitterly at the tidings of her father's
death, but Turin sought to comfort her, and for the pain of.

her heart and the sorrow of her father's death and of the ruin

of her folk she swooned upon his breast and cast her arms about
(* At the bottom of the manuscript page is written:

'Nieriltasinwa the battle of unnumbered tears

Glorund laurundo or Undolaure'

Later Glorund and Laurundo were emended to Glorunt and Laurunto.)



him. So deep was the ruth of Turin's heart that in that hour he
deemed he loved her very dearly; yet were now he and Flinding
alone save for a few aged carles and dying men, and the Orcs
having despoiled the field of dead were nigh upon them.

Thus stood Turin before the doors with Gurtholfin in hand,

and Flinding was beside him; and the Orcs fell on that place and
ransacked it utterly, dragging out all the folk that lurked therein
and all their goods, whatsoever of great or little worth might there
lie hid. But Turin denied the entrance of Galweg's dwelling to
them, and they fell thick about him, until a company of their
archers standing at a distance shot a cloud of arrows at him. Now
he wore chainmail such as all the warriors of the Gnomes have ever
loved and still do wear, yet it turned not all those ill shafts, and
already was he sore hurt when Flinding fell pierced suddenly
through the eye; and soon too had he met his death -- and his weird
had been the happier thereby -- had not that great drake coming
now upon the sack bidden them cease their shooting; but with the
power of his breath he drove Turin from those doors and with the
magic of his eyes he bound him hand and foot.

Now those drakes and worms are the evillest creatures that
Melko has made, and the most uncouth, yet of all are they the
most powerful, save it be the Balrogs only. A great cunning

and wisdom have they, so that it has been long said amongst
Men that whosoever might taste the heart of a dragon would
know all tongues of Gods or Men, of birds or beasts, and his

ears would catch whispers of the Valar or of Melko such as never
had he heard before. Few have there been that ever achieved a
deed of such prowess as the slaying of a drake, nor might any
even of such doughty ones taste their blood and live, for it is

as a poison of fires that slays all save the most godlike in strength.
Howso that may be, even as their lord these foul beasts love lies
and lust after gold and precious things with a great fierceness of
desire, albeit they may not use nor enjoy them.

Thus was it that this loke (for so do the Eldar name the worms

of Melko) suffered the Orcs to slay whom they would and to gather
whom they listed into a very great and very sorrowful throng of
women, maids, and little children, but all the mighty treasure that
they had brought from the rocky halls and heaped glistering in the
sun before the doors he coveted for himself and forbade them set
finger on it, and they durst not withstand him, nor could they have
done so an they would.

In that sad band stood Failivrin in horror, and she stretched out

her arms towards Turin, but Turin was held by the spell of the
drake, for that beast had a foul magic in his glance, as have many
others of his kind, and he turned the sinews of Turin as it were to
stone, for his eye held Turin's eye so that his will died, and he

could not stir of his own purpose, yet might he see and hear.

Then did Glorund taunt Turin nigh to madness, saying that lo!

he had cast away his sword nor had the heart to strike a blow for his



friends -- now Turin's sword lay at his feet whither it had slipped
from his unnerved grasp. Great was the agony of Turin's heart
thereat, and the Orcs laughed at him, and of the captives some
cried bitterly against him. Even now did the Orcs begin to drive
away that host of thralls, and his heart broke at the sight, yet he
moved not; and the pale face of Failivrin faded afar, and her voice
was borne to him crying: "0 Turin Mormakil, where is thy heart;

0 my beloved, wherefore dost thou forsake me?" So great then
became Turin's anguish that even the spell of that worm might not
restrain it, and crying aloud he reached for the sword at his feet
and would wound the drake with it, but the serpent breathed a
foul and heated breath upon him, so that he swooned and thought
that it was death.

A long time thereafter, and the tale telleth not how long,

he came to himself, and he was lying gazing at the sun before

the doors, and his head rested against a heap of gold even as the
ransackers had left it. Then said the drake, who was hard by:
"Wonderest thou not wherefore | have withheld death from thee,
O Turin Mormakil, who wast once named brave?" Then Turin
remembered all his griefs and the evil that had fallen upon him,
and he said: "Taunt me not, foul worm, for thou knowest | would
die; and for that alone, methinks, thou slayest me not."

But the drake answered saying: "Know then this, O Turin son

of Urin, that a fate of evil is woven about thee, and thou mayst not
untangle thy footsteps from it whitherever thou goest. Yea indeed,
| would not have thee slain, for thus wouldst thou escape very
bitter sorrows and a weird of anguish." Then Turin leaping
suddenly to his feet and avoiding that beast's baleful eye raised
aloft his sword and cried: "Nay, from this hour shall none name
me Turin if | live. Behold, | will name me a new name and it shall
be Turambar!" Now this meaneth Conqueror of Fate, and the
form of the name in the Gnome-speech is Turumart. Then uttering
these words he made a second time at the drake, thinking indeed to
force the drake to slay him and to conquer his fate by death, but
the dragon laughed, saying: "Thou fool! An | would, | had slain

thee long since and could do so here and now, and if | will not thou
canst not do battle with me waking, for my eye can cast once more
the binding spell upon thee that thou stand as stone. Nay, get thee
gone, 0 Turambar Conqueror of Fate! First thou must meet thy
doom an thou wouldst o'ercome it." But Turambar was filled with
shame and anger, and perchance he had slain himself, so great was
his madness, although thus might he not hope that ever his spirit
would be freed from the dark glooms of Mandos or stray into the
pleasant paths of Valinor;" but amidst his misery he bethought

him of Failivrin's pallid face and he bowed his head, for the
thought came into his heart to seek back through all the woods
after her sad footsteps even be it to Angamandi and the Hills of
Iron. Maybe in that desperate venture he had found a kindly and
swift death or perchance an ill one, and maybe he had rescued



Failivrin and found happiness, yet not thus was he fated to earn
the name he had taken anew, and the drake reading his mind
suffered him not thus lightly to escape his tide of ill.

"Hearken to me, 0 son of Urin," said he; "ever wast thou a

coward at heart, vaunting thyself falsely before men. Perchance
thou thinkest it a gallant deed to go follow after a maiden of strange
kin, recking little of thine own that suffer now terrible things?
Behold, Mavwin who loves thee long has eagerly awaited thy
return, knowing that thou hast found manhood a while ago, and
she looks for thy succour in vain, for little she knows that her son is
an outlaw stained with the blood of his comrades, a defiler of his
lord's table. lll do men entreat her, and behold the Orcs infest now
those parts of Hithlum, and she is in fear and peril and her
daughter Nienori thy sister with her."

Then was Turambar aflame with sorrow and with shame for the

lies of that worm were barbed with truth, and for the spell of his
eyes he believed all that was said. Therefore his old desire to see
once more Mavwin his mother and to look upon Nienori whom he
had never seen since his first days" grew hot within him, and with

a heart torn with sorrow for the fate of Failivrin he turned his feet
towards the hills seeking Dor Lomin, and his sword was sheathed.
And truly is it said: "Forsake not for anything thy friends -- nor
believe those who counsel thee to do so" -- for of his abandoning of
Failivrin in danger that he himself could see came the very direst
evil upon him and all he loved; and indeed his heart was con-
founded and wavered, and he left those places in uttermost shame
and weariness. But the dragon gloated upon the hoard and lay
coiled upon it, and the fame of that great treasure of golden vessels

and of unwrought gold that lay by the caves above the stream fared
far and wide about; yet the great worm slept before it, and evil
thoughts he had as he pondered the planting of his cunning lies
and the sprouting thereof and their growth and fruit, and fumes of
smoke went up from his nostrils as he slept.

On a time therefore long afterward came Turambar with great
travail into Hisilome, and found at length the place of the abode of
his mother, even the one whence he had been sundered as a child,
but behold, it was roofless and the tilth about it ran wild. Then his
heart smote him, but he learned of some that dwelt nigh that
lighting on better days the Lady Mavwin had departed some years
agone to places not far distant where was a great and prosperous
dwelling of men, for that region of Hisilome was fertile and men
tilled the land somewhat and many had flocks and herds, though
for the most part in the dark days after the great battle men feared
to dwell in settled places and ranged the woods and hunted or
fished, and so it was with those kindreds about the waters of Asgon
whence after arose Tuor son of Peleg.

Hearing these words however Turambar was amazed, and
questioned them concerning the wandering into those regions of
Orcs and other fierce folk of Melko, but they shook their heads,



and said that never had such creatures come hither deep into the
land of Hisilome." "If thou wishest for Orcs then go to the hills

that encompass our land about," said they, "and thou wilt not
search long. Scarce may the wariest fare in and out so constant is
their watch, and they infest the rocky gates of the land that the
Children of Men be penned for ever in the Land of Shadows; but
men say 'tis the will of Melko that they trouble us not here -- and
yet it seems to us that thou hast come from afar, and at this we
marvel, for long is it since one from other lands might tread this
way." Then Turambar was in perplexity at this and he doubted

the deceit of the dragon's words, yet he went now in hope to the
dwelling of men and the house of his mother, and coming upon
homesteads of men he was easily directed thither. Now men
looked strangely at his questioning, and indeed they had reason,
yet were such as he spoke to in great awe and wonder at him and
shrank back from speech with him, for his garb was of the wild
woods and his hair was long and his face haggard and drawn as
with unquenchable sorrows, and therein burnt fiercely his dark
eyes beneath dark brows. A collar of fine gold he wore and his
mighty sword was at his side, and men marvelled much at him;

and did any dare to question him he named himself Turambar son
of the weary forest,* and that seemed but the more strange to
them.

Now came he to the dwelling of Mavwin, and behold it was a

fair house, but none dwelt there, and grass was high in the
gardens, and there were no kine in the byres nor horses in

the sheds, and the pastures about were silent and empty. Only the
swallows had dwelling beneath the timbers of the eaves and these
made a noise and a bustle as if departure for autumn was at hand,
and Turambar sat before the carven doors and wept. And one who
was passing on to other dwellings, for a track passed nigh to that
homestead, espied him, and coming asked him his grief, and
Turambar said that it was bitter for a son sundered for many years
from his home to give up all that was dear and dare the dangers of
the infested hills to find only the halls of his kindred empty when
he returned at last.

"Nay, then this is a very trick of Melko's," said the other, "for of

a truth here dwelt the Lady Mavwin wife of Urin, and yet is she
gone two years past very secretly and suddenly, and men say that
she seeks her son who is lost, and that her daughter Nienori goes
with her, but | know not the story. This however | know, and

many about here do likewise, and cry shame thereon, for know
that the guardianship of all her goods and land she gave to Brodda,
a man whom she trusted, and he is lord of these regions by men's
consent and has to wife a kinswoman of hers. But now she is long
away he has mingled her herds and flocks, small as they were, with
his mighty ones, branding them with his own marks, yet the
dwelling and stead of Mavwin he suffereth to fall to ruin, and men



think ill of it but move not, for the power of Brodda has grown to

be great."

Then Turambar begged him to set his feet upon the paths to
Brodda's halls, and the man did as he desired, so that Turambar
striding thither came upon them just as night fell and men sat to
meat in that house. Great was the company that night and the light
of many torches fell upon them, but the Lady Airin was not there,
for men drank overmuch at Brodda's feasts and their songs were
fierce and quarrels blazed about the hall, and those things she
loved not. Now Turambar smote upon the gates and his heart was
black and a great wrath was in him, for the words of the stranger
before his mother's doors were bitter to him.

A note on the manuscript referring to this name reads: 'Turumart-go-
Dhraethodauros

[emended to bo-Dhrauthodavros] or Turambar Rusitaurion.')

Then did some open to his knocking and Turambar' strode into
that hall, and Brodda bade him be seated and ordered wine and
meats to be set before him, but Turambar would neither eat nor
drink, so that men looking askance upon his sullenness asked him
who he might be. Then Turambar stepping out into the midst of
them before the high place where Brodda sat said: "Behold, "1

am Turambar son of the forest", and men laughed thereat, but
Turambar's eyes were full of wrath. Then said Brodda in doubt:
"What wilt thou of me, 0 son of the wild forest?" But Turambar
said: "Lord Brodda, | am come to repay thy stewardship of others'
goods," and silence fell in that place; but Brodda laughed, saying
again: "But who art thou?" And thereupon Turambar leapt upon
the high place and ere Brodda might foresee the act he drew
Gurtholfin and seizing Brodda by the locks all but smote his head
from off his body, crying aloud: "So dieth the rich man who

addeth the widow's little to his much. Lo, men die not all in the
wild woods, and am | not in truth the son of Urin, who having
sought back unto his folk findeth an empty hall despoiled." Then
was there a great uproar in that hall, and indeed though he was
burdened overmuch with his many griefs and wellnigh distraught,
yet was this deed of Turambar violent and unlawful. Some were
there nonetheless that would not unsheathe their weapons, saying
that Brodda was a thief and died as one, but many there were that
leapt with swords against Turambar and he was hard put to it, and
one man he slew, and it was Orlin. Then came Airin of the long
hair in great fear into the halls and at her voice men stayed their
hands; but great was her horror when she saw the deeds that were
done, and Turambar turned his face away and might not look
upon her, for his wrath was grown cold and he was sick and weary.
But she hearing the tale said: "Nay, grieve not for me, son

of Urin, but for thyself; for my lord was a hard lord and cruel

and unjust, and men might say somewhat in thy defence, yet



behold thou hast slain him now at his board being his guest, and
Orlin thou hast slain who is of thy mother's kin; and what shall be
thy doom?" At those words some were silent and many shouted
"death", but Airin said that it was not wholly in accord with the

laws of that place, "for," said she, "Brodda was slain wrongfully,
yet just was the wrath of the slayer, and Orlin too did he slay in
defence, though it were in the hall of a feast. Yet now | fear that
this man must get him swiftly from among us nor ever set foot
upon these lands again, else shall any man slay him; but those
lands and goods that were Urin's shall Brodda's kin hold, save only

do Mavwin and Nienori return ever from their wandering, yet
even so may Turin son of Urin inherit nor part nor parcel of them
ever." Now this doom seemed just to all save Turambar, and they
marvelled at the equity of Airin whose lord lay slain, and they
guessed not at the horror of her life aforetime with that man; but
Turambar cast his sword upon the floor and bade them slay him,
yet they would not for the words of Airin whom they loved, and
Airin suffered it not for the love of Mavwin, hoping yet to join
those twain mother and son in happiness, and her doom she had
made to satisfy men's anger and save Turin from death. "Nay,"
said she, "three days do | give thee to get thee out of the land,
wherefore go!" and Turambar lifting his sword wiped it, saying:
"Would | were clean of his blood," and he went forth into the
night. In the folly of his heart now did he deem himself cut off in
truth for ever from Mavwin his mother, thinking that never again
would any he loved be fain to look upon him. Then did he thirst
for news of his mother and sister and of none might he ask, but
wandered back over the hills knowing only that they sought him
still perchance in the forests of the Lands Beyond, and no more
did he know for a long while.

Of his wanderings thereafter has no tale told, save that after
much roaming his sorrow grew dulled and his heart dead, until at
last in places very far away many a journey beyond the river of the
Rodothlim he fell in with some huntsmen of the woods, and these
were Men. Some of that company were thanes of Urin, or sons of
them, and they had wandered darkly ever since that Battle of
Tears, but now did Turambar join their number, and built his life
anew so well as he might. Now that people had houses in a more
smiling region of the woods in lands that were not utterly far from
Sirion or the grassy hills of that river's middle course, and

they were hardy men and bowed not to Melko, and Turambar got
honour among them.

Now is it to tell that far other had matters fallen out with

Mavwin than the Foaloke had said to Turin, for her days turning
to better she had peace and honour among the men of those
regions. Nonetheless her grief at the loss of her son by reason of
the cutting off of all messengers deepened only with the years,



albeit Nienori grew to a most fair and slender maid. At the time of
Turin's flight from the halls of Tinwelint she was already twelve"
years old and tall and beautiful.

Now the tale tells not the number of days that Turambar

sojourned with the Rodothlim but these were very many, and
during that time Nienori grew to the threshold of womanhood,

and often was there speech between her and her mother of Turin
that was lost. In the halls of Tinwelint too the memory of

Turin lived still, and there still abode Gumlin, now decrepit in
years, who aforetime had been the guardian of Turin's childhood
upon that first journey to the Lands Beyond. Now was Gumlin
white-haired and the years were heavy on him, but he longed
sorely for a sight once more of the folk of Men and of the Lady
Mavwin his mistress. On a time then Gumlin learnt of the with-
drawal from the hills of the greater number of those Orc-bands
and other fierce beings of Melko's that had for so long made them
impassable to Elves and Men. Now for a space were the hills and
the paths that led over them far and wide free of his evil, for Melko
had at that time a great and terrible project afoot, and that was the
destruction of the Rodothlim and of many dwellings of the Gnomes
beside, that his spies had revealed," yet all the folk of those regions
breathed the freer for a while, though had they known all perchance
they had not done so.

Then Gumlin the aged fell to his knees before Tinwelint and
begged that he suffer him to depart homeward, that he might see
his mistress of old ere death took him to the halls of- Mandos -- if
indeed that lady had not fared thither before him. Then the king"
said yea, and for his journey he gave him two guides for the
succouring of his age; yet those three, Gumlin and the woodland
Elves, made a very hard journey, for it was late winter, and yet
would Gumlin by no means abide until spring should come.

Now as they drew nigh to that region of Hisilome where afore-
time Mavwin had dwelt and nigh where she dwelt yet a great snow
fell, as happened oft in those parts on days that should rather have
been ones of early spring. Therein was Gumlin whelmed, and his
guides seeking aid came unawares upon Mavwin's house, and
calling for aid of her were granted it. Then by the aid of the folk of
Mavwin was Gumlin found and carried to the house and warmed
back to life, and coming to himself at length he knew Mavwin and
was very joyful.

Now when he was in part healed he told his tale to Mavwin, and
as he recounted the years and the doughtiest of the feats of Turin
she was glad, but great was her sorrow and dismay at the tidings of
his sundering from Linwe" and the manner of it, and going from
Gumlin she wept bitterly. Indeed for long and since ever she knew
that Turin, an he lived, had grown to manhood she had wondered

that he sought not back to her, and often dread had filled her heart
lest attempting this he had perished in the hills; but now the truth



was bitter to bear and she was desolate for a great while, nor might
Nienori comfort her.

Now by reason of the unkindness of the weather those guides
that had brought Gumlin out of Tinwelint's realms abode as her
guests until spring came, but with spring's first coming Gumlin
died.

Then arose Mavwin and going to several of the chiefs of those
places she besought their aid, telling them the tale of Turin's fate
as Gumlin had told it to her. But some laughed, saying she was
deceived by the babblings of a dying man, and the most said that
she was distraught with grief, and that it would be a fool's counsel
to seek beyond the hills a man who had been lost for years agone:
"nor," said they, "will we lend man or horse to such a quest, for all
our love for thee, 0 Mavwin wife of Urin."

Then Mavwin departed in tears but railed not at them, for she

had scant hope in her plea and knew that wisdom was in their
words. Nonetheless being unable to rest she came now to those
guides of the Elves, who chafed already to be away beneath the
sun; and she said to them: "Lead me now to your lord," and they
would dissuade her, saying that the road was no road for a woman's
feet to tread; yet she did not heed them. Rather did she beg of her
friend whose name was Airin Faiglindra* (long-tressed) and was
wed to Brodda a lord of that region, and rich and powerful, that
Nienori might be taken under the guardianship of her husband
and all her goods thereto. This did Airin obtain of Brodda without
great pleading, and when she knew this she would take farewell
of her daughter; but her plan availed little, for Nienori stood

before her mother and said: "Either thou goest not, 0 Mavwin my
mother, or go we both," nor would anything turn her from those
words. Therefore in the end did both mother and daughter make
them ready for that sore journey, and the guides murmured much
thereat. Yet it so happened that the season which followed that
bitter winter was very kindly, and despite the forebodings of the
guides the four passed the hills and made their long journey with
no greater evils than hunger and thirst.

Coming therefore at length before Tinwelint Mavwin cast her-

self down and wept, begging pardon for Turin and compassion
and aid for herself and Nienori; but Tinwelint bade her arise and

(* In the margin is written Firilanda.)

seat herself beside Gwedheling his queen, saying: "Long years
ago was Turin thy son forgiven, aye, even as he left these halls,
and many a weary search have we made for him. No outlawry of
mine was it that took him from this realm, but remorse and
bitterness drew him to the wilds, and there, methinks, evil things
o'ertook him, or an he lives yet | fear me it is in bondage to the
Orcs." Then Mavwin wept again and implored the king to give her
aid, for she said: "Yea verily | would fare until the flesh of my feet
were worn away, if haply at the journey's end | might see the face
of Turin son of Urin my well-beloved." But the king said that he



knew not whither she might seek her son save in Angamandi, and
thither he might not send any of his lieges, not though his heart
were full of ruth for the sorrow of Urin's folk. Indeed Tinwelint
spoke but as he believed just, nor meant he to add to Mavwin's
sorrow save only to restrain her from so mad and deadly a quest,
but Mavwin hearing him spake no word more, and going from him
went out into the woods and suffered no one to stay her, and only
Nienori followed her whithersoever she went.

Now the folk of Tinwelint looked with pity on those twain and

with kindness, and secretly they watched them, and unbeknown
kept much harm from them, so that the wandering ladies of the
woods became familiar among them and dear to many, yet were
they a sight of ruth, and folk swore hatred to Melko and his works
who saw them pass. Thus came it that after many moons Mavwin
fell in with a band of wandering Gnomes, and entering into
discourse with them the tale was told to her of the Rodothlim,
such as those Gnomes knew of it, and of the dwelling of Turin
among them. Of the whelming of that abode of folk by the hosts of
Melko and by the dragon Glorund they told too, for those deeds
were then new and their fame went far and wide. Now Turin they
named not by name, calling him Mormakil, a wild man who fled
from the face of Tinwelint and escaped thereafter from the hands
of the Orcs.

Then was the heart of Mavwin filled with hope and she ques-
tioned them more, but the Noldoli said that they had not heard
that any came alive out of that ransacking save such as were haled
to Angamandi, and then again was Mavwin's hope dashed low.
Yet did she nonetheless get her back to the king's halls, and telling
her tale besought his aid against the Foaloke. Now it was Mavwin's
thought that perchance Turin dwelt yet in the thraldom of the
dragon and it might fall to them in some manner to liberate him,

or again should the prowess of the king's men suffice then might

they slay the worm in vengeance for his evils, and so at his death
might he speak words of knowledge concerning the fate of Turin,
were he indeed no longer nigh the caverns of the Rodothlim. Of
the mighty hoard that that worm guarded Mavwin recked little,
but she spake much of it to Tinwelint, even as the Noldoli had
spoken of it to her. Now the folk of Tinwelint were of the wood-
lands and had scant wealth, yet did they love fair and beauteous
things, gold and silver and gems, as do all the Eldar but the
Noldoli most of all; nor was the king of other mind in this, and his
riches were small, save it be for that glorious Silmaril that many a
king had given all his treasury contained if he might possess it.
Therefore did Tinwelint answer: "Now shalt thou have aid, 0
Mavwin most steadfast, and, openly | say it to thee, it is not for
hope of freeing Turin thereby that | grant it to thee, for such hope
| do not see in this tale, but rather the death of hope. Yet itis a
truth that | have need and desire of treasury, and it may be that



such shall come to me by this venture; yet half of the spoil shalt
thou have 0 Mavwin for the memory of Urin and Turin, or else
shalt thou ward it for Nienori thy daughter." Then said Mavwin:
"Nay, give me but a woodman's cot and my son," and the king
answered: "That | cannot, for | am but a king of the wild Elves,

and no Vala of the western isles."

Then Tinwelint gathered a picked band of his warriors and

hunters and told them his bidding, and it seemed that the name of
the Foaloke was known already among them, and there were many
who could guide the band unto the regions of his dwelling, yet was
that name a terror to the stoutest and the places of his abode a land
of accursed dread. Now the ancient dwellings of the Rodothlim
were not utterly distant from the realm of Tinwelint, albeit far
enough, but the king said to Mavwin: "Bide now and Nienori also
with me, and my men shall fare against the drake, and all that they
do and find in those places will they faithfully report," -- and his
men said: "Yea, we will do thy bidding, 0 King," but fear stood in
their eyes.

Then Mavwin seeing it said: "Yea, 0 King, let Nienori my

daughter bide indeed at the feet of Gwedheling the Queen, but |
who care not an | die or live will go look upon the dragon and find
my son"; and Tinwelint laughed, yet Gwedheling and Nienori
fearing that she spake no jest pled earnestly with her. But she was
as adamant, fearing lest this her last hope of rescuing Turin come
to nought through the terror of Tinwelint's men, and none might
move her. "Of love, | know," said she, "come all -the words ye

speak, yet give me rather a horse to ride and if ye will a sharp knife
for my own death at need, and let me be gone." Now these words
struck amazement into those Elves that heard, for indeed the
wives and daughters of Men in those days were hardy and their
youth lasted a great span, yet did this seem a madness to all.
Madder yet did it seem when Nienori, seeing the obstinacy of

her mother, said before them all: "Then | too will go; whither my
mother Mavwin goeth thither more easily yet shall |, Nienori
daughter of Urin, fare"; but Gwedheling said to the king that he
allow it not, for she was a fay and perchance foresaw dimly what
might be.

Then had Mavwin ended the dispute and departed from the

king's presence into the woods, had not Nienori caught at her robe
and stayed her, and so did all plead with Mavwin, till at length it
was agreed that the king send a strong party against the Foaloke
and that Nienori and Mavwin ride with them until the regions of
the beast be found. Then should they seek a high place whence
they might see something of the deeds yet in safety and secrecy,
while the warriors crept upon the worm to slay it. Now of this high
place a woodsman told, and often had he gazed therefrom upon
the dwelling of the worm afar. At length was that band of dragon-
slayers got ready, and they were mounted upon goodly horses
swift and sure-going, albeit few of those beasts were possessed by



the folk of the woods. Horses too were found for Nienori and for
Mavwin, and they rode at the head of the warriors, and folk
marvelled much to see their bearing, for the men of Urin and those
amongst whom Nienori was nurtured were much upon horses,

and both knave and maid among them rode even in tender years.
After many days' going came now that cavalcade within view of

a place that once had been a fair region, and through it a swift river
ran over a rocky bed, and of one side was the brink of it high and
tree-grown and of the other the land was more level and fertile and
broad-swelling, but beyond the high bank of the river the hills

drew close. Thither as they looked they saw that the land had
become all barren and was blasted for a great distance about the
ancient caverns of the Rodothlim, and the trees were crushed to
the earth or snapped. Toward the hills a black heath stretched and
the lands were scored with the great slots that that loathly worm
made in his creeping.

Many are the dragons that Melko has loosed upon the world and
some are more mighty than others. Now the least mighty -- yet
were they very great beside the Men of those days -- are cold as is

the nature of snakes and serpents, and of them a many having
wings go with the uttermost noise and speed; but the mightier are
hot and very heavy and slow-going, and some belch flame, and fire
flickereth beneath their scales, and the lust and greed and cunning
evil of these is the greatest of all creatures: and such was the
Foaloke whose burning there set all the places of his habitation in
waste and desolation. Already greater far had this worm waxen
than in the days of the onslaught upon the Rodothlim, and greater
too was his hoarded treasure, for Men and Elves and even Orcs he
slew, or enthralled that they served him, bringing him food to

slake his lust [? on] precious things, and spoils of their harryings to
swell his hoard.

Now was that band aghast as they looked upon that region from
afar, yet they prepared them for battle, and drawing lots sent one
of their number with Nienori and Mavwin to that high place"

upon the confines of the withered land that had been named, and it
was covered with trees, and might be reached by hidden paths.
Even as those three rode thither and the warriors crept stealthily
toward the caves, leaving their horses that were already in a sweat
of fear, behold the Foaloke came from his lair, and sliding down
the bank lay across the stream, as often was his wont. Straightway
great fog and steams leapt up and a stench was mingled therein, so
that that band was whelmed in vapours and well-nigh stifled, and
they crying to one another in the mist displayed their presence to
the worm; and he laughed aloud. At that most awful of all sounds
of beasts they fled wildly in the mists, and yet they could not
discover their horses, for these in an extremity of terror broke

loose and fled.

Then Nienori hearing far cries and seeing the great mist roll

toward them from the river turned back with her mother to the



place of sundering, and there alighting waited in great doubt.
Suddenly came that blind mist upon them as they stood, and with
it came flying madly the dim horses of the huntsmen. Then their
own catching their terror trampled to death that EIf who was their
escort as he caught at the flying bridles, and wild with fear they
sped to the dark woods and never more bore Man or EIf upon their
saddles; but Mavwin and Nienori were left alone and succourless
upon the borders of the places of fear. Very perilous indeed was
their estate, and long they groped in the mist and knew not where
they were nor saw they ever any of the band again, and only pale

voices seemed to pass them by afar crying out as in dread, and then
all was silent. Now did they cling together and being weary

stumbled on heedless whither their steps might go, till on a
sudden the sun gleamed thin above them, and hope returned to
them; and behold the mists lifted and the airs became clearer and
they stood not far from the river. Even now it smoked as it were
hot, and behold the Foaloke lay there and his eyes were upon
them.

No word did he speak nor did he move, but his baleful eye held
their gaze until the strength seemed to leave their knees and their
minds grew dim. Then did Nienori drag herself by a might of will
from that influence for a while, and "Behold," she cried, "0

serpent of Melko, what wilt thou with us -- be swift to say or do, for
know that we seek not thee nor thy gold but one Turin who dwelt
here upon a time." Then said the drake, and the earth quaked at
him: "Thou liest -- glad had ye been at my death, and glad thy
band of cravens who now flee gibbering in the woods might they
have despoiled me. Fools and liars, liars and cravens, how shall ye
slay or despoil Glorund the Foaloke, who ere his power had waxen
slew the hosts of the Rodothlim and Orodreth their lord, devouring
all his folk.".

"Yet perchance," said Nienori, "one Turin got him from that

fray and dwells still here beneath thy bonds, an he has not
escaped thee and is now far hence," and this she said at a venture,
hoping against hope, but said the evil one: "Lo! the names of all
who dwelt here before the taking of the caves of my wisdom |
know, and | say to thee that none who named himself Turin went
hence alive." And even so was Turin's boast subtly turned against
him, for these beasts love ever to speak thus, doubly playing with
cunning words.

"Then was Turin slain in this evil place," said Mavwin, but the
dragon answered: "Here did the name of Turin fade for ever from
the earth -- but weep not, woman, for it was the name of a craven
that betrayed his friends." "Foul beast, cease thy evil sayings,"
said Mavwin; "slayer of my son, revile not the dead, lest thine

own bane come upon thee." "Less proud must be thy words, O
Mavwin, an thou wilt escape torment or thy daughter with thee,"
did that drake answer, but Mavwin cried: "0 most accursed, lo! |



fear thee not. Take me an thou wilt to thy torments and thy
bondage, for of a truth | desired thy death, but suffer only Nienori
my daughter to go back to the dwellings of Men: for she came
hither constrained by me, and knowing not the purposes of our
journey."

"Seek not to cajole me, woman," sneered that evil one. "Liever

would | keep thy daughter and slay thee or send thee back to thy
hovels, but | have need of neither of you." With those words he
opened full his evil eyes, arid a light shone in them, and Mavwin
and Nienori quaked beneath them and a swoon came upon their
minds, and them seemed that they groped in endless tunnels of
darkness, and there they found not one another ever again, and
calling only vain echoes answered and there was no glimmer of
light.

When however after a time that she remembered not the black-
ness left the mind of Nienori, behold the river and the withered
places of the Foaloke were no more about her, but the deep
woodlands, and it was dusk. Now she seemed to herself to awake
from dreams of horror nor could she recall them, but their dread
hung dark behind her mind, and her memory of all past things was
dimmed. So for a long while she strayed lost in the woods, and
haply the spell alone kept life in her, for she hungered bitterly and
was athirst, and by fortune it was summer, for her garments
became torn and her feet unshod and weary, and often she wept,
and she went she knew not whither.

Now on a time in an opening in the wood she descried a
campment as it were of Men, and creeping nigh by reason of
hunger to espy it she saw that they were creatures of a squat and
unlovely stature that dwelt there, and most evil faces had they,

and their voices and their laughter was as the clash of stone and
metal. Armed they were with curved swords and bows of horn,

and she was possessed with fear as she looked upon them, although
she knew not that they were Orcs, for never had she seen those evil
ones before. Now did she turn and flee, but was espied, and one let
fly a shaft at her that quivered suddenly in a tree beside her as she
ran, and others seeing that it was a woman young and fair gave
chase whooping and calling hideously. Now Nienori ran as best
she might for the density of the wood, but soon was she spent and
capture and dread thraldom was very near, when one came crashing
through the woods as though in answer to her lamentable cries.
Wild and black was his hair yet streaked with grey, and his face
was pale and marked as with deep sorrows of the past, and in his
hand he bare a great sword whereof all but the very edge was
black. Therewith he leapt against the following Orcs and hewed
them, and they soon fled, being taken aback, and though some
shot arrows at random amidst the trees they did little scathe, and
five of them were slain.



Then sat Nienori upon a stone and for weariness and the

lessened strain of fear sobs shook her and she could not speak; but
her rescuer stood beside her awhile and marvelled at her fairness
and that she wandered thus lonely in the woods, and at length he
said: "0 sweet maiden of the woods, whence comest thou, and
what may be thy name?"

"Nay, these things | know not," said she. "Yet methinks | stray
very far from my home and folk, and many very evil things have
fallen upon me in the way, whereof nought but a cloud hangs upon
my memory -- nay, whence | am or whither | go | know not" -- and
she wept a fresh, but that man spake, saying:" Then behold, | will
call thee Niniel, or little one of tears," and thereat she raised her
face towards his, and it was very sweet though marred with
weeping, and she said with a look of wonderment:" Nay, not

Niniel, not Niniel." Yet more might she not remember, and her
face filled with distress, so that she cried: "Nay, who art thou,
warrior of the woods; why troublest thou me?" "Turambar am |
called," said he, "and no home nor kindred have | nor any past to
think on, but | wander for ever," and again at that name that
maiden's wonder stirred.

"Now," said Turambar, "dry thy tears, O Niniel, for thou hast

come upon such safety as these words afford. Lo, one am | now of
a small folk of the forest, and a sweet dwelling in a clearing have
we far from hence, but today as thy fortune would we fared
a-hunting, -- aye, and Orc-harrying too, for we are hard put to it to
fend those evil ones from our homes."

Then did Niniel ( for thus Turambar called her ever, and she

learnt to call it her name) fare away with him to his comrades, and
they asking little got them upon horses, and Turambar set Niniel
before him, and thus they fared as swift as they might from the
danger of the Orcs.

Now at the time of the affray of Turambar with the pursuing

Orcs was half the day already spent, yet were they already leagues
upon their way ere they dismounted once more, and it was then
early night. Already at the sunset had it seemed to Niniel that the
woods were lighter and less gloomy and the air less evil-laden than
behind. Now did they make a camp in a glade and the stars shone
clear above where the tree-roof was thin, but Niniel lay a little apart
and they gave her many fells to keep her from the night chills, and
thus she slept more softly than for many a night and the breezes
kissed her face, but Turambar told his comrades of the meeting in
the wood and they wondered who she might be or how she came
wandering thither as one under a spell of blind forgetfulness.

Next day again they pressed on and so for many journeys more
beside until at length weary and fain for rest they came one noon to
a woodland stream, and this they followed for some way until,
behold, they came to a place where it might be forded by reason of
its shallowness and of the rocks that stood up in its course; but on



their right it dived in a great fall and fell into a chasm, and
Turambar pointing said: <Now are we nigh to home, for this is the
fall of the Silver Bowl," but Niniel not knowing why was filled

with a dread and could not look upon the loveliness of that
foaming water. Now soon came they to places of thinner trees and
to a slope whereon but few grew save here and there an ancient oak
of great girth, and the grass about their feet was soft, for the
clearing had been made many years and was very wide. There
stood also a cluster of goodly houses of timber, and a tilth was
about them and trees of fruit. To one of these houses that was
adorned with strange rude carvings, and flowers bloomed bright
about it, did Turambar lead now Niniel. "Behold," said he, "my
abode -- there an thou listest thou shalt abide for now, but methinks
it is a lonely hall, and there be houses of this folk beside where
there are maidens and womenfolk, and there wouldst thou liever
and better be." So came it afterward that Nienori dwelt with the
wood-rangers," and after a while entered the house of Bethos,

a stout man who had fought though then but a boy in the

Battle of Unnumbered Tears. Thence did he escape, but his

wife was a Noldo-maiden, as the tale telleth, and very fair, and

fair also were his sons and daughters save only his eldest son

' Tamar Lamefoot.

Now as the days passed Turambar grew to love Niniel very
greatly indeed, and all the folk beside loved her for her great
loveliness and sweetness, yet was she ever half-sorrowful and
often distraught of mind, as one that seeks for something mislaid
that soon she must discover, so that folk said: "Would that the
Valar would lift the spell that lies upon Niniel." Nonetheless for

the most part she was happy indeed among the folk and in the
house of Bethos, and each day she grew ever fairer, and Tamar
Lamefoot who was held of little account loved her though in vain.
Now came days when life once more seemed to contain joy to
Turambar, and the bitterness of the past grew dim and far away,
and a fresh love was in his heart. Then did he think to put his fate
(* In the margin, apparently with reference to the word 'wood-rangers', is
written

Vettar.)

for ever from him and live out his life there in the woodland homes
with children about him, and looking upon Niniel he desired to
wed her. Then did he often press his suit with her, yet though he
was a man of valiance and renown she delayed him, saying nor yea
nor no, yet herself she knew not why, for it seemed to her heart
that she loved him deeply, fearing for him were he away, and
knowing happiness when he was nigh.

Now it was a custom of that folk to obey a chief, and he was
chosen by them from their stoutest men, and that office did he
hold until of his own will he laid it down again being sick or gone in
years, or were he slain. And at that time Bethos was their chief;
but he was slain by evil luck in a foray not long after -- for despite



his years he still rode abroad -- and it fell out that a new captain
must be chosen. In the end then did they name Turambar, for his
lineage, in that it was known among them that he was son of Urin,
was held in esteem among those stout rebels against Melko,
whereas" he had beside become a very mighty man in all deeds and
one of wisdom great beyond his years, by reason of his far wander-
ings and his dealings with the Elves.

Seeing therefore the love of their new chief for Niniel and

thinking they knew that she loved him also in return, those men
began to say how they would lief see their lord wed, and that it was
folly to delay for no good cause; but this word came to the ears of
Niniel, and at length she consented to be the wife of Turambar,
and all were fain thereat. A goodly feast was made and there was
song and mirth, and Niniel became lady of the woodland-rangers
and dwelt thereafter in Turambar's house. There great was their
happiness, though there lay at times a chill foreboding upon
Niniel's heart, but Turambar was in joy and said in his heart:
"Twas well that | did name myself Turambar, for lo! | have
overcome the doom of evil that was woven about my feet." The
past he laid aside and to Niniel he spoke not overmuch of bygone
things, save of his father and mother and the sister he had not
seen, but always was Niniel troubled at such talk and he knew not
why." But of his flight from the halls of Tinwelint and the death of
Beleg and of his seeking back to Hisilome he said never a word,
and the thought of Failivrin lay locked in his deepest heart well-
nigh forgotten.

Naught ever might Niniel tell him of her days before, and did he
ask her distress was written on her face as though he troubled the
surface of dark dreams, and he grieved at times thereat, but it
weighed not much upon him.

Now fare the days by and Niniel and Turambar dwell in peace,
but Tamar Lamefoot wanders the woods thinking the world an ill
and bitter place, and he loved Niniel very greatly nor might he
stifle his love. But behold, in those days the Foaloke waxed fat,
and having many bands of Noldoli and of Orcs subject to him he
thought to extend his dominion far and wide. Indeed in many
places in those days these beasts of Melko's did in like manner,
setting up kingdoms of terror of their own that flourished beneath
the evil mantle of Melko's lordship. So it was that the bands of
Glorund the drake harried the folk of Tinwelint very grievously,
and at length there came some nigh even to those woods and glades
that were beloved of Turambar and his folk.

Now those woodmen fled not but dealt stoutly with their foes,

and the wrath of Glorund the worm was very great when tidings
were brought to him of a brave folk of Men that dwelt far beyond
the river and that his marauders might not subdue them. It is told
indeed that despite the cunning of his evil designs he did not yet



know where was the dwelling of Turambar or of Nienori; and of
truth in those days it seemed that fortune smiled on Turambar
awhile, for his people waxed and they became prosperous, and
many escaped even from uttermost Hisilome and came unto him,
and store of wealth and good things he gathered, for all his
battles brought him victory and booty. Like a king and queen did
Turambar and Niniel become, and there was song and mirth in
those glades of their dwelling, and much happiness in their halls.
And Niniel conceived."

Much of this did spies report to the Foaloke, and his wrath was
terrible. Moreover his greed was mightily kindled, so that after
pondering much he set a guard that he might trust to watch his
dwelling and his treasury, and the captain of these was Mim the
dwarf." Then leaving the caves and the places of his sleep he
crossed the streams and drew into the woods, and they blazed
before his face. Tidings of this came swiftly to Turambar, but he
feared not as yet nor indeed heeded the tale much, for it was a very
great way from the home of the woodmen to the caverns of the
worm. But now sank Niniel's heart, and though she knew not
wherefore a weight of dread and sorrow lay upon her, and seldom
after the coming of that word did she smile, so that Turambar

', wondered and was sad.

Now draweth the Foaloke during that time through the deep
woods and a path of desolation lies behind, and yet in his creeping
a very great while passes, until, behold, suddenly a party of the

woodmen come upon him unawares sleeping in the woods among
the broken trees. Of these several were overcome by the noxious
breath of the beast and after were slain; but two making their
utmost speed brought tidings to their lord that the tale aforetime
had not been vain, and indeed now was the drake crept even
within the confines of his realm; and so saying they fell fainting
before his feet.

Now the place where the dragon lay was low-lying and a little

hill there was, not far distant, islanded among the trees but itself
not much wooded, whence might be espied albeit afar off much of
that region now torn by the passage of the drake. A stream there
was too that ran through the forest in that part between the drake
and the dwellings of the woodmen, but its course ran very nigh to
the dragon and it was a narrow stream with banks deep-cloven and
o'erhung with trees. Wherefore Turambar purposed now to take
his stoutest men to that knoll and watch if they could the dragon's
movements in secret, that perchance they might fall upon him at
some disadvantage and contrive to slay him, for in this lay their
best hope. This band he suffered not to be very great, and the rest
at his bidding took arms and scoured about, fearing that hosts of
the Orcs were come with the worm their lord. This indeed was not
so, and he came alone trusting in his overwhelming power.

Now when Turambar made ready to depart then Niniel begged

to ride beside him and he consented, for he loved her and it was his



thought that if he fell and the drake lived then might none of that
people be saved, and he would liever have Niniel by him, hoping
perchance to snatch her at the least from the clutches of the worm,
by death at his own or one of his liege's hands.

So rode forth together Turambar and Niniel, as that folk knew
them, and behind were a score of good men. Now the distance to
that knoll among the woods they- compassed in a day's journey,
and after them though it were against the bidding and counsel of
Turambar there stole a great concourse of his folk, even women
and children. The lure of a strange dread held them, and some
thought to see a great fight, and others went with the rest thinking
little, nor did any think to see what in the end their eyes saw; and
they followed not far behind, for Turambar's party went slowly
and warily. When first then Turambar suffered her to ride beside
him Niniel was blither than for long she had been, and she
brightened the foreboding of those men's hearts; but soon they
came to a place not far from the foot of the knoll, and there her
heart sank, and indeed a gloom fell upon all.

Yet very fair was that place, for here flowed that same stream

that further down wound past the dragon's lair in a deep bed
cloven deep into the earth; and it came rushing cold from the hills
beyond the woodmen's homes, and it fell over a great fall where
the water-worn rock jutted smooth and grey from amid the grass.
Now this was the head of that force which the woodmen named
the Silver Bowl, and aforetime Turambar and Niniel had passed it
by, faring home first from the rescuing of Niniel. The height of

that fall was very great and the waters had a loud and musical
voice, splashing into a silver foam far below where they had worn a
great hollow in the rocks; and this hollow was o'ershadowed by
trees and bushes, but the sun gleamed through upon the spray;
and about the head of the fall there was an open glade and a green
sward where grew a wealth of flowers, and men loved that spot.
Here did Niniel of a sudden weep, and casting herself upon
Turambar begged him tempt not fate but rather fly with her and

all his folk, leading them into distant lands. But looking at her he
said: "Nay, Niniel mine, nor thou nor | die this day, nor yet
tomorrow, by the evil of the dragon or by the foemen's swords,"
but he knew not the fulfilment of his words; and hearing them
Niniel quelled her weeping and was very still. Having therefore
rested a while here those warriors afterward climbed the hill and
Niniel fared with them. Afar off they might see from its summit a
wide tract where all the trees were broken and the lands were

hurt and scorched and the earth black, yet nigh the edge of the
trees that were still unharmed, and that was not far from the lip of
the deep river-chasm, there arose a thin smoke of great blackness,
and men said: "There lieth the worm."

Then were counsels of many a kind spoken upon that hill-top,

and men feared to go openly against the dragon by day or by night



or whether he waked or slept, and seeing their dread Turambar
gave them a rede, and it was taken, and these were his words: "Well
have ye said, 0 huntsmen of the woods, that not by day or by night
shall men hope to take a dragon of Melko unawares, and behold
this one hath made a waste about him, and the earth is beaten flat
so that none may creep near and be hidden. Wherefore whoso hath
the heart shall come with me and we will go down the rocks to the
foot of the fall, and so gaining the path of the stream perchance we
may come as nigh to the drake as may be. Then must we climb if
we are able up under the near bank and so wait, for methinks the
Foaloke will rest not much longer ere he draweth on towards our
dwellings. Thus must he either cross this deep stream or turn far

out of his ways, for he is grown too mighty to creep along its bed.
Now | think not that he will turn aside, for it is but a ditch, a

narrow rut filled with trickling water, to the great Foaloke of the
golden caves. If however he belie my counsel and come not on by
this path, some few of you must take courage in your hearts,
striving to decoy him warily back across the stream, that there we
who lie hid may give him his bane stabbing from beneath, for the
armour of these vile worms is of little worth upon their bellies."
Now of that band were there but six that stood forward readily

to go with Turambar, and he seeing that said that he had thought
there were more than six brave men among his folk, yet after that
he would not suffer any of the others to go with him, saying that
better were the six without the hindrance of the fearful. Then did
Turambar take farewell of Niniel and they kissed upon the hilltop,
and it was then late afternoon, but Niniel's heart went as to stone
with grief; and all that company descended to the head of Silver
Bowl, and there she beheld her lord climb to the fall's bottom with
his six companions. Now when he was vanished far below she
spake bitterly to those who had dared not to go, and they for shame
answered not but crept back unto the hill-top and gazed out
towards the dragon's lair, and Niniel sat beside the water looking
before her, and she wept not but was in anguish.

None stayed beside her save Tamar alone who had fared un-
bidden with that company, and he had loved her since first she
dwelt in Bethos' halls, and once had thought to win her ere
Turambar took her. The lameness of Tamar was with him from
childhood, yet was he both wise and kindly, though held of little
account among those folk, to whom strength was safety and valour
the greatest pride of men. Now however did Tamar bear a sword,
and many had scoffed at him for that, yet he took joy at the chance
of guarding Niniel, albeit she noticed him not.

Now is it to tell that Turambar reached the place of his design
after great labour in the rocky bed of the stream, and with his men
clambered with difficulty up the steep side of that ravine. Just
below the lip of it they were lodged in certain overhanging trees,
and not far off they might hear the great breathing of the beast,
and some of his companions fell in dread.



Already had darkness come and all the night they clung there,

and there was a strange flickering where the dragon lay and dread
noises and a quaking if he stirred, and when dawn came Turambar
saw that he had but three companions, and he cursed the others
for their cravenhood, nor doth any tale tell whither those un-

faithful ones fled. On this day did all come to pass as Turambar
had thought, for the drake bestirring himself drew slowly to the
chasm's edge and turned not aside, -but sought to overcreep it and
come thus at the homes of the woodmen. Now the terror of his
oncoming was very great, for the earth shook, and those three
feared lest the trees that upheld them should loosen their roots and
fall into the rocky stream below. The leaves too of those trees that
grew nigh were shrivelled in the serpent's breath, yet were they

not hurt because of the shelter of the bank.

At length did the drake reach the stream-edge and the sight of

his evil head and dripping jaws was utterly hideous, and these they
saw clearly and were in terror lest he too espy them, for he crossed
not over at the spot where Turambar had chosen to lie hid because
of the narrowness here of the chasm and its lesser depth. Rather he
began to heave himself now across the ravine a little below them,
and so slipping from their places Turambar and his men reached
as swiftly as might be the stream's bed and came beneath the belly
of the worm. Here was the heat so great and so vile the stench that
his men were taken with a sore dread and durst not climb the bank
again. Then in his wrath Turambar would have turned his sword
against them, but they fled, and so was it that alone he scaled the
wall until he came close beneath the dragon's body, and he reeled
by reason of the heat and of the stench and clung to a stout bush.
Then abiding until a very vital and unfended spot was within

stroke, he heaved up Gurtholfin his black sword and stabbed with
all his strength above his head, and that magic blade of the
Rodothlim went into the vitals of the dragon even to the hilt, and
the yell of his death-pain rent the woods and all that heard it were
aghast.

Then did that drake writhe horribly and the huge spires of his
contortions were terrible to see, and all the trees he brake that
stood nigh to the place of his agony. Almost had he crossed the
chasm when Gurtholfin pierced him, and now he cast himself

upon its farther bank and laid all waste about him, and lashed and
coiled and made a yelling and a bellowing such that the stoutest
blenched and turned to flee. Now those afar thought that this was
the fearsome noise of battle betwixt the seven, Turambar and his
comrades," and little they hoped ever to see any of them return,
and Niniel's heart died within her at the sounds; but below in the
ravine those three cravens who had watched Turambar from afar
fled now in terrror back towards the fall, and Turambar clung

nigh to the lip of the chasm white and trembling, for he was spent.



At length did those noises of horror cease, and there arose

a great smoking, for Glorund was dying. Then in utter hardihood
did Turambar creep out alone from his hiding, for in the agony

of the Foaloke his sword was dragged from his hand ere he
might withdraw it, and he cherished Gurtholfin beyond all his
possessions, for all things died, or man or beast, whom once its
edges bit. Now Turambar saw where the dragon lay, and he was
stretched out stiff upon his side, and Gurtholfin stood yet in his
belly; but he breathed still.

Nonetheless Turambar creeping up set his foot upon his body
and withdrew Gurtholfin hardly with all his strength, and as he

did so he said in the triumph of his heart: "Now do we meet again,
0 Glorund, thou and |, Turambar, who was once named brave";"
but even as he spake the evil blood spouted from that wound upon
his hand and burnt it, and it was withered, so that for the sudden
pain he cried aloud. Then the Foaloke opening his dread eyes,
looked upon him, and he fell in a swoon beside the drake and his
sword was under him.

Thus did the day draw on and there came no tidings to the

hill-top, nor could Niniel longer bear her anguish but arose

and made as to leave that glade above the waterfall, and Tamar
Lamefoot said: "What dost thou seek to do?" but she: "l would
seek my lord and lay me in death beside him, for methinks he is
dead", and he sought to dissuade her but without avail. And even
as evening fell that' fair lady crept through the woods and she
would not that Tamar should follow her, but seeing that he did so
she fled blindly through the trees, tearing her clothes and marring
her face in places of thorny undergrowth, and Tamar being lame
could not keep up with her. So fell night upon the woods and all
was still, and a great dread for Niniel fell upon Tamar, so that he
cursed his weakness and his heart was bitter, yet did he cease not
to follow so swiftly as he might, and losing sight of her he bent

his course towards that part of the forest nigh to the ravine where
had been fought the worm's last fight, for indeed that might be
perceived by the watchers on the hill. Now rose a bright moon
when the night was old, and Tamar, wandering often alone far and
wide from the woodmen's homes, knew those places, and came at
last to the edge of that desolation that the dragon had made in his
agony; but the moonlight was very bright, and staying among the
bushes near the edge of that place Tamar heard and saw all that
there betid.

Behold now Niniel had reached those places not long before

him, and straightway did she run fearless into the open for love of
her lord, and so found him lying with his withered hand in a swoon
across his sword; but the beast that lay hugely stretched beside she
heeded not at all, and falling beside Turambar she wept, and

kissed his face, and put salve upon his hand, for such she had



brought in a little box when first they sallied forth, fearing that
many hurts would be gotten ere men wended home.

Yet Turambar woke not at her touch, nor stirred, and she cried
aloud, thinking him now surely dead: "0 Turambar, my lord,

awake, for the serpent of wrath is dead and | alone am near!" But
lo! at those words the drake stirred his last, and turning his baleful
eyes upon her ere he shut them for ever said: "0 thou Nienori
daughter of Mavwin, | give thee joy that thou hast found thy
brother at the last, for the search hath been weary -- and now is he
become a very mighty fellow and a stabber of his foes unseen"; but
Nienori sat as one stunned, and with that Glorund died, and with
his death the veil of his spells fell from her, and all her memory
grew crystal clear, neither did she forget any of those things that had
befallen her since first she fell beneath the magic of the worm; so
that her form shook with horror and anguish. Then did she start to
her feet, standing wanly in the moon, and looking upon Turambar
with wide eyes thus spake she aloud: "Then is thy doom spent at
last. Well art thou dead, 0 most unhappy," but distraught with

her woe suddenly she fled from that place and fared wildly away as
one mad whithersoever her feet led her.

But Tamar whose heart was numbed with grief and ruth followed
as he might, recking little of Turambar, for wrath at the fate of
Nienori filled all his heart. Now the stream and the deep chasm lay
across her path, but it so chanced that she turned aside ere she
came to its banks and followed its winding course through stony
and thorny places until she came once again to the glade at the
head of the great roaring fall, and it was empty as the first grey
light of a new day filtered through the trees.

There did she stay her feet and standing spake as to herself: "0
waters of the forest whither do ye go? Wilt thou take Nienori,
Nienori daughter of Urin, child of woe? 0 ye white foams, would
that ye might lave me clean -- but deep, deep must be the waters
that would wash my memory of this nameless curse. 0 bear me
hence, far far away, where are the waters of the unremembering
sea. 0 waters of the forest whither do ye go?" Then ceasing
suddenly she cast herself over the fall's brink, and perished where
it foams about the rocks below; but at that moment the sun arose

above the trees and light fell upon the waters, and the waters
roared unheeding above the death of Nienori.

Now all this did Tamar behold, and to him the light of the new

sun seemed dark, but turning from those places he went to the
hill-top and there was already gathered a great concourse of folk,
and among them were those three that had last deserted Turambar,
and they made a story for the ears of the folk. But Tamar coming
stood suddenly before them, and his face was terrible to see, so
that a whisper ran among them: "He is dead"; but others said:
"What then has befallen the little Niniel?" -- but Tamar cried

aloud: "Hear, 0 my people, and say if there is a fate like unto the
one | tell unto thee, or a woe so heavy. Dead is the drake, but at his



side lieth also Turambar dead, even he who was first called Turin
son of Urin,> and that is well; aye very well," and folk murmured,
wondering at his speech, and some said that he was mad. But
Tamar said: "For know, 0 people, that Niniel the fair beloved of
you all and whom | love dearer than my heart is dead, and the
waters roar above her, for she has leapt o'er the falls of Silver Bowl
desiring never more to see the light of day. Now endeth all that evil
spell, now is the doom of the folk of Urin terribly fulfilled, for she
that ye called Niniel was even Nienori daughter of Urin, and this
did she know or ever she died, and this did she tell to the wild
woods, and their echo came to me."

At those words did the hearts of all who stood there break for
sorrow and for dread, yet did none dare to go to the place of the
anguish of that fair lady, for a sad spirit abideth there yet and none
sets foot upon its sward; but a great remorse pierced the hearts of
those three cravens, and creeping from the throng they went to
seek their lord's body, and behold they found him stirring and
alive, for when the dragon died the swoon had left him, and he
slept a deep sleep of weariness, yet now was he awakening and was
in pain. Even as those three stood by he spake and said "Niniel",
and at that word they hid their faces for ruth and horror, and could
not look upon his face, but afterward they roused him, and behold
he was very fain of his victory; yet suddenly marking his hand he
said: "Lo! one has been that has tended my hurt with skill -- who
think ye that it was?" -- but they answered him not, for they
guessed. Now therefore was Turambar borne weary and hurt back
among his folk, and one sped before and cried that their lord lived,
but men knew not if they were glad; and as he came among them
many turned aside their faces to hide their hearts' perplexity and
their tears, and none durst speak.

But Turambar said to those that stood nigh: "Where is Niniel,

ply Niniel -- for | had thought to find her here in gladness -- yet if
she has returned rather to my halls then is it well ', but those that
heard could no longer restrain their weeping, and Turambar rose
crying: What new ill is this -- speak, speak, my people, and

torment me not." But one said: "Niniel alas is dead my lord," but
Turambar cried out bitterly against the Valar and his fate of woe,
and at last another said: <Aye, she is dead, for she fell even into the
depths of Silver Bowl, "but Tamar who stood by muttered: <Nay,
she cast herself thither." Then Turambar catching those words
seized him by the arm and cried: "Speak, thou club-foot, speak,

say what meaneth thy foul speech, or thou shalt lose thy tongue,"
for his misery was terrible to see.

Now was Tamar's heart in a great turmoil of pain for the dread
things that he had seen and heard, and the long hopelessness of his
love for Niniel, so did rage against Turambar kindle suddenly

within him, and shaking off his touch he said: "A maid thou

foundest in the wild woods and gave her a jesting name, that thou
and all the folk called her Niniel, the little one of tears. lll was that



jest, Turambar, for lo! she has cast herself away blind with horror
and with woe, desiring never to see thee again, and the name she
named herself in death was Nienori daughter of Urin, child of
woe, nor may all the waters of the Silver Bowl as they drop into the
deep shed the full tale of tears o'er Niniel."

Then Turambar with a roar took his throat and shook him,

saying: "Thou liest -- thou evil son of Bethos" -- but Tamar gasped
"Nay, accursed one; so spake Glorund the drake, and Niniel
hearing knew that it was true." But Turambar said: "Then go
commune in Mandos with thy Glorund," and he slew him before
the face of the people, and fared after as one mad, shouting "He
lieth, he lieth"; and yet being free now of blindness and of dreams
in his deep heart he knew that it was true and that now his weird
was spent at last.

So did he leave the folk behind and drive heedless through the
woods calling ever the name of Niniel, till the woods rang most
dismally with that word, and his going led him by circuitous ways
ever to the glade of Silver Bowl, and none had dared to follow him.
There shone the sun of afternoon, and lo, were all the trees grown
sere although it was high summer still, and noise there was as of
dying autumn in the leaves. Withered were all the flowers and the
grass, and the voice of the falling water was sadder than tears for
the death of the white maiden Nienori daughter of Urin that there

had been. There stood Turambar spent at last, and there he drew
his sword, and said: "Hail, Gurtholfin, wand of death, for thou art
all men's bane and all men's lives fain wouldst thou drink, knowing
no lord or faith save the hand that wields thee if it be strong. Thee
only have | now -- slay me therefore and be swift, for life is a curse,
and all my days are creeping foul, and all my deeds are vile, and all
| love is dead." And Gurtholfin said: "That will | gladly do, for

blood is blood, and perchance thine is not less sweet than many' a
one's that thou hast given me ere now"; and Turambar cast
himself then upon the point of Gurtholfin, and the dark blade took
his life.

But later some came timidly and bore him away and laid him in

a place nigh, and raised a great mound over him, and thereafter
some drew a great rock there with a smooth face, and on it were cut
strange signs such as Turambar himself had taught them in dead
days, bringing that knowledge from the caves of the Rodothlim,
and that writing said:

Turambar slayer of Glorund the Worm

who also was Turin Mormakil

Son of Urin of the Woods

and beneath that was carven the word "Niniel" (or child of tears);
but she was not there, nor where the waters have laid her fair form
doth any man know.'

Now thereupon did Eltas cease his speaking, and suddenly all
who hearkened wept; but he said thereto: 'Yea, 'tis an unhappy



tale, for sorrow hath fared ever abroad among Men and doth so

still, but in the wild days were very terrible things done and

suffered; and yet hath Melko seldom devised more cruelty, nor do

| know a tale that is more pitiful.’

Then after a time some questioned him concerning Mavwin and

Urin and after happenings, and he said: 'Now of Mavwin hath no
sure record been preserved like unto the tale of Turin Turambar

her son, and many things are said and some of them differ from

one another; but this much can | tell to ye, that after those dread
deeds the woodfolk had no heart for their abiding place and
departed to other valleys of the wood, and yet did a few linger

sadly nigh their old homes; and once came an aged dame wandering
through the woods, and she chanced upon that carven rock. To

her did one of those woodmen read the meaning of the signs, and
he told her all the tale as he remembered it -- but she was silent, and

nor spoke nor moved. Then said he: "Thy heart is heavy, for it is a
tale to move all men to tears." But she said: "Ay, sad indeed is my
heart, for | am Mavwin, mother of those twain," and that man
perceived that not yet had that long tale of sorrow reached its
ending -- but Mavwin arose and went out into the woods crying in
anguish, and for long time she haunted that spot so that the
woodman and his folk fled and came never back, and none may
say whether indeed it was Mavwin that came there or her dark
shade that sought not back to Mandos by reason of her great
unhappiness."”

Yet it is said that all these dread happenings Urin saw by the
magic of Melko, and was continually tempted by that Ainu to yield
to his will, and he would not; but when the doom of his folk was
utterly fulfilled then did Melko think to use Urin in another and
more subtle way, and he released him from that high and bitter
place where he had sat through many years in torment of heart.
But Melko went to him and spoke evilly of the Elves to him, and
especially did he accuse Tinwelint" of weakness and cravenhood.
"Never can | comprehend," said he, "wherefore it is that there be
still great and wise Men who trust to the friendship of the Elves,
and becoming fools enough to resist my might do treble their folly
in looking for sure help therein from Gnomes or Fairies. Lo, 0
Urin, but for the faint heart of Tinwelint of the woodland how
could my designs have come to pass, and perchance now had
Nienori lived and Mavwin thy wife had wept not, being glad for
the recovery of her son. Go therefore, 0 foolish one, and return to
eat the bitter bread of almsgiving in the halls of thy fair friends."
Then did Urin bowed with years and sorrow depart unmolested
from Melko's realms and came unto the better lands, but ever as he
went he pondered Melko's saying and the cunning web of woven
truth and falsity clouded his heart's eye, and he was very bitter in
spirit. Now therefore he gathered to him a band of wild Elves,"



and they were waxen a fierce and lawless folk that dwelt not with
their kin, who thrust them into the hills to live or die as they

might. On a time therefore Urin led them to the caves of the
Rodothlim, and behold the Orcs had fled therefrom at the death of
Glorund, and one only dwelt there still, an old misshapen dwarf
who sat ever on the pile of gold singing black songs of enchantment
to himself. But none had come nigh till then to despoil him, for the
terror of the drake lived longer than he, and none had ventured
thither again for dread of the very spirit of Glorund the worm."

Now therefore when those Elves approached the dwarf stood

before the doors of the cave that was once the abode of Galweg,
and he cried: "What will ye with me, 0 outlaws of the hills?" But
Urin answered: "We come to take what is not thine." Then said
that dwarf, and his name was Mim: "0 Urin, little did | think to

see thee, a lord of Men, with such a rabble. Hearken now to the
words of Mim the fatherless, and depart, touching not this gold no
more than were it venomous fires. For has not Glorund lain long
years upon it, and the evil of the drakes of Melko is on it, and no
good can it bring to Man or EIf, but |, only |, can ward it, Mim the
dwarf, and by many a dark spell have | bound it to myself." Then
Urin wavered, but his men were wroth at that, so that he bid them
seize it all, and Mim stood by and watched, and he broke forth into
terrible and evil curses. Thereat did Urin smite him, saying: "We
came but to take what was not thine -- now for thy evil words we
will take what is thine as well, even thy life."

But Mim dying said unto Urin: "Now Elves and Men shall rue

this deed, and because of the death of Mim the dwarf shall death
follow this gold so long as it remain on Earth, and a like fate shall
every part and portion share with the whole." And Urin shuddered,
but his folk laughed.

Now Urin caused his followers to bear this gold to the halls of
Tinwelint, and they murmured at that, but he said: "Are ye
become as the drakes of Melko, that would lie and wallow in gold
and seek no other joy? A sweeter life shall ye have in the court of
that king of greed, an ye bear such treasury to him, than all the
gold of Valinor can get you in the empty woods."

Now his heart was bitter against Tinwelint, and he desired to

have a vengeance on him, as may be seen. So great was that hoard
that great though Urin's company might be scarce could they bear
it to the caves of Tinwelint the king, and some 'tis said was left
behind and some was lost upon the way, and evil has followed its
finders for ever.

Yet in the end that laden host came to the bridge before the
doors, and being asked by the guards Urin said: "Say to the king
that Urin the Steadfast is come bearing gifts," and this was done.
Then Urin let bear all that magnificence before the king, but it was
hidden in sacks or shut in boxes of rough wood; and Tinwelint
greeted Urin with joy and with amaze and bid him thrice welcome,



and he and all his court arose in honour of that lord of Men; but
Urin's heart was blind by reason of his tormented years and of the
lies of Melko, and he said: "Nay, 0 King, | do not desire to hear
such words -- but say only, where is Mavwin my wife, and knowest

thou what death did Nienori my daughter die?> And Tinwelint
said that he knew not.

Then did Urin fiercely tell that tale, and the king and all his folk
about him hid their faces for great ruth, but Urin said: "Nay," had
you such a heart as have the least of Men, never would they have
been lost; but lo, | bring you now a payment in full for the troubles
of your puny band that went against Glorund the drake, and
deserting gave up my dear ones to his power. Gaze, 0 Tinwelint,
sweetly on my gifts, for methinks the lustre of gold is all your heart
contains."

Then did men cast down that treasury at the king's feet, un-
covering it so that all that court were dazzled and amazed -- but
Urin's men understood now what was forward and were little
pleased. "Behold the hoard of Glorund," said Urin, "bought by

the death of Nienori with the blood of Turin slayer of the worm.
Take it, 0 craven king, and be glad that some Men be brave to win
: thee riches."

Then were Urin's words more than Tinwelint could endure,

and he said: "What meanest thou, child of Men, and wherefore
upbraidest thou me?" Long did | foster thy son and forgave him
the evil of his deeds, and afterward thy wife | succoured, giving
way against my counsel to her wild desires. Melko it is that hates
thee and not I. Yet what is it to me -- and wherefore dost thou of
the uncouth race of Men endure to upbraid a king of the Eldalie?
Lo! in Palisor my life began years uncounted before the first of
Men awoke. Get thee gone, 0 Urin, for Melko hath bewitched
thee, and take thy riches with thee" -- but he forebore to slay or to
bind Urin in spells, remembering his ancient valiance in the
Eldar's cause.

Then Urin departed, but would not touch the gold, and stricken

in years he reached Hisilome and died among Men, but his words
living after him bred estrangement between Elves and Men. Yet it
is said that when he was dead his shade fared into the woods
seeking Mavwin, and long those twain haunted the woods about
the fall of Silver Bowl bewailing their children. But the Elves of
Kor have told, and they know, that at last Urin and Mavwin fared
to Mandos, and Nienori was not there nor Turin their son.
Turambar indeed had followed Nienori along the black pathways
to the doors of Fui, but Fui would not open to them, neither

would Vefantur. Yet now the prayers of Urin and Mavwin came
even to Manwe, and the Gods had mercy on their unhappy fate, so
that those twain Turin and Nienori entered into Fos'Almir, the

bath of flame, even as Urwendi and her maidens had done in ages
past before the first rising of the Sun, and so were all their sorrows



and stains washed away, and they dwelt as shining Valar among
the blessed ones, and now the love of that brother and sister is

very fair; but Turambar indeed shall stand beside Fionwe in the
Great Wrack, and Melko and his drakes shall curse the sword of
Mormakil.'

And so saying Eltas made an end, and none asked further.

NOTES.

1. The passage was rejected before the change of Tintoglin to
Tinwelint; see p. 69.

Above the name Egnor is written 'Damrod the Gnome'; see Com-
mentary, pp. 139 -- 40.

3. Here and immediately below the name as first written was
Tinthellon; this rider must belong to the same time as the note on
the MS directing that Tintoglin be changed to Ellon or Tinthellon

(p. 69). See note 32.

Associated with this replacement is a note on the manuscript read-
ing: 'If Beren be a Gnome (as now in the story of Tinuviel) the
references to Beren must be altered.' In the rejected passage Egnor:
father of Beren 'was akin to Mavwin', i.e. Egnor was a Man. See
notes 5 and 6, and the Commentary, p. 139.

"Turin son of Urin'. original reading 'Beren Ermabwed'. See notes 4
and 6.

6. Original reading 'and when also the king heard of the kinship:
between Mavwin and Beren'. See notes 4 and 5.

Linwe (Tinto) was the king's original 'Elvish' name, and belongs to
the same 'layer' of names as Tintoglin (see I. | 15, 13 1). Its retention’
here (not changed to Tinwe) is clearly a simple oversight. See notes
19 and 20.

8. Original reading 'seeing that he was a Man of great size'.

9. With this passage cf. that in the Tale of Tinuviel p. 11, which is "'
closely similar. That the passage in Turambar is the earlier (to be '
presumed in any case) is shown by the fact that that in Tinuviel is
only relevant if Beren is a Gnome, not a Man (see note 4).

10. 'dreams came to them': original reading 'dreams the Valar sent to
them'.

11. 'and his name was Glorund' was added later, as were the subsequent -
occurrences of the name on pp. 86, 94, 98; but from the first on .

p. 103 onwards Glorund appears in the manuscript as first written.
12. 'with the aid of Flinding whose wounds were not great': original
reading 'with the aid of a lightly wounded man'. All the subsequent
references to Flinding in this passage were added.

13.
14.
15.
16.
Original reading 'Turin's heart was bitter, and so it was that he and
that other alone returned from that battle'. -- In the phrase 'reproach-
ing Turin that he had ever withstood his wise counsels"ever' means



‘always": Turin had always resisted Orodreth's counsels.

Original reading 'although all folk at that time held such a deed
grievous and cowardly'.

Original reading 'and to look upon Nienori again'. This was emended
to 'and to look upon Nienori whom he had never seen'. The words
'since his first days' were added still later.

The following passage was struck out, apparently at the time of
writing:

"Indeed," said they, "it is the report of men of travel and rangers

of the hills that for many and many moons have even the farthest
marches been free of them and unwonted safe, and so have many
men fared out of Hisilome to the Lands Beyond." And this was

the truth that during the life of Turambar as an exile from the

court of Tintoglin or hidden amongst the Rothwarin Melko had
troubled Hisilome little and the paths thereto.

17.

18.

19.

20.

12.

23.

25.

(Rothwarin was the original form throughout, replaced later by
Rodothlim.) See p. 92, where the situation described in the rejected
passage is referred to the earlier time (before the destruction of the
Rodothlim) when Mavwin and Nienori left Hisilorne.

Original reading 'twice seven'. When Turin fled from the land of
Tinwelint it was exactly 12 years since he had left his mother's house
(p. 75), and Nienori was born before that, but just how long before
is not stated.

After 'a great and terrible project afoot' the original reading was 'the
story of which entereth not into this tale'. | do not know whether this
means that when my father first wrote here of Melko's 'project' he
did not have the destruction of the Rodothlim in mind.

'the king': original reading 'Linwe'. See note 7.

Linwe': an oversight. See note 7.

'that high place': original reading 'a hill'.

This sentence, 'And even so was Turin's boast...", was added in
pencil later. The reference is to Turin's naming himself Turambar --
'from this hour shall none name me Turin if | live', p. 86.

This sentence, from 'for his lineage...' to approximately this point,

is very lightly struck through. On the opposite page of the MS is
hastily scribbled: 'Make Turambar never tell new folk of his lineage
(will bury the past) -- this avoids chance (as cert.) of Niniel hearing
his lineage from any.' See Commentary, p. 13 I.

Against this sentence there is a pencilled question-mark in the
margin. See note 23 and the Commentary, p. 13 I.

'And Niniel conceived' was added in pencil later. See Commentary,
P 135.



26.

27.

28.

29.

'and the captain of these was Mim the dwarf' added afterwards in
pencil. See Commentary p. 137.

The word tract may be read as track, and the word hurt (but with
less probability) as burnt.

As it stands this sentence can hardly mean other than that the people
thought that the men were fighting among themselves; but why
should they think such a thing? More likely, my father inadvertently
missed out the end of the sentence: 'betwixt the seven, Turambar
and his comrades, and the dragon.'

Turambar refers to Glorund's words to him before the caves of

the Rodothlim: '0 Turin Mormakil, who wast once named brave'
(p.86)

30.

31.

32.

33.

34.

35.

36.

These words, from 'even he who...', were added later in pencil.
Urin may also be read as Hurin.

From this point to the end of Eltas' tale the original text was struck .
through, and is followed in the manuscript book by two brief
narrative.outlines, these being rejected also. The text given here
(from 'Yet it is said...") is found on slips placed in the book. For the
rejected material see the Commentary, pp. 135 -- 7.

Throughout the final portion of the text (that written on slips, see
note 31) the king's name was first written Tinthellon, not Tintoglin
(see note 3).

'Elves': original reading 'men’. The same change was made below
('Now therefore when those Elves approached'), and a little later
'men' was removed in two places (‘his folk laughed', 'Urin caused his
followers to bear the gold', p. 114 ); but several occurrences of 'men’
were retained, possibly through oversight, though 'men' is used

of Elves very frequently in the Tale of Turambar (e.g. '‘Beleg and
Flinding both stout men’, p. So).

This sentence, from 'But none had come nigh...', was added later
in pencil.

This sentence, from "Then did Urin fiercely...', was added later,
replacing "Then said Urin: "Yet had you such a heart..."

This sentence, from "What meanest thou...", replaces the original
reading "Begone, and take thy filth with thee."

Changes made to names in

The Tale of Turambar.



Fuithlug < Fothlug < Fothlog

Nienori At the first occurrence (p. 71) my father originally wrote
Nyenore (Nienor). Afterwards he struck out Nyenore, removed
the brackets round Nienor, and added -i, giving Nienori. At
subsequent occurrences the name was written both Nienor and

The opening passage agrees in almost all essentials with the ultimate
form of the story. Thus there go back to the beginning of the 'tradition’
(or at least to its earliest extant form) the departure of Hurin to the Battle
of Unnumbered Tears at the summons of the Noldor, while his wife
(Mavwin = Morwen) and young son Turin remained behind; the great
stand of Hurin's men, and Hurin's capture by Morgoth; the reason for
Hurin's torture (Morgoth's wish to learn the whereabouts of Turgon)

and the mode of it, and Morgoth's curse; the birth of Nienor shortly after
the great battle.

That Men were shut in Hisilome (or Hithlum, the Gnomish form,

which here first appears, equated with Dor Lomin, p. 71 ) after the Battle
of Unnumbered Tears is stated in The Coming of the Elves (I. 118) and
in the last of the outlines for Gilfanon's Tale (1.241); later on this

was transformed into the confinement of the treacherous Easterling Men
in Hithlum (The Silmarillion p. 195), and their ill-treatment of the
survivors of the House of Hador became an essential element in the story
of Turin's childhood. But in the Tale of Turambar the idea is already
present that 'the strange men who dwelt nigh knew not the dignity of the
Lady Mavwin'. It is not in fact clear where Urin dwelt: it is said here that
after the battle 'Mavwin got her in tears into the land of Hithlum or Dor
Lomin where all Men must now dwell', which can only mean that she
went there, on account of Melko's command, from wherever she had
dwelt with Urin before; on the other hand, a little later in the tale

(p- 73), and in apparent contradiction to this, Mavwin would not accept
the invitation of Tinwelint to come to Artanor partly because (it is
suggested) 'she clung to that dwelling that Urin had set her in ere he
ment to the great war'.

In the later story Morwen resolved to send Turin away from fear that

he would be enslaved by the Easterlings (Narn p. 70), whereas here all
that is said is that Mavwin 'knew not in her distress how to foster both
him and his sister' (which presumably reflects her poverty). This in turn
reflects a further difference, namely that here Nienori was born before
Turin's departure (but see p. 131); in the later legend he and his,
companions left Dor-lomin in the autumn of the Year of Lamentation
and Nienor was born early in the following year -- thus he had never seen
her, even as an infant.

An important underlying difference is the absence in the tale of the
motive that Hurin had himself visited Gondolin, a fact known to Morgoth
and the reason for his being taken alive (The Silmarillion pp. 158 -- 9,
196-7); this element in the story arose much later, when the founding of
Gondolin was set far back and long before the Battle of Unnumbered
Tears.

(i) Turin in Artanor (pp. 72 -- 6).

From the original story of Turin's journey the two old men who accom-



panied him, one of whom returned to Mavwin while the older remained
with Turin, were never lost; and the cry of Turin as they set out
reappears in the Narn (p. 73): 'Morwen, Morwen, when shall | see you
again?'

Beleg was present from the beginning, as was the meaning of his name:
'he was called Beleg for he was of great stature' (see |. 254, entry Haloisi
velike, and the Appendix to The Silmarillion, entry beleg); and he

plays the same role in the old story, rescuing the travellers starving in the
forest and taking them to the king.

In the later versions there is no trace of the remarkable message sent by
Tinwelint to Mavwin, and indeed his curiously candid explanation, that
he held aloof from the Battle of Unnumbered Tears because in his
wisdom he foresaw that Artanor could become a refuge if disaster befell,
is hardly in keeping with his character as afterwards conceived. There
were of course quite other reasons for his conduct (The Silmarillion

p. 189). On the other hand, Mavwin's motives for not herself leaving
Hithlum remained unchanged (see the passage in the Narn, p. 70, where
the word 'almsguest' is an echo of the old tale); but the statement is
puzzling that Mavwin might, when Nienori was grown, have put aside
her pride and passed over the mountains, had they not become impassable
-- clearly suggesting that she never left Hithlum. Perhaps the meaning is,
however, that she might have made the journey earlier (while Turin was
still in Artanor) than she in fact did (when for a time the ways became
easier, but Turin had gone).

The character of Turin as a boy reappears in every stroke of the
description in the Narn (p. 77):

It seemed that fortune was unfriendly to him, so that often what he
designed went awry, and what he desired he did not gain; neither did

he win friendship easily, for he was not merry, and laughed seldom,

and a shadow lay on his youth.

(It is a notable point that is added in the tale: 'at no time did he give
much heed to words that were spoken to him'). And the ending of all
word between Turin and his mother comes about in the same way --
increased guard on the mountains (Narn p. 78).

While the story of Turin and Saeros as told in The Silmarillion, and in

far more detail in the Narn, goes back in essentials to the Tale of
Turambar, there are some notable differences -- the chief being that as
the story was first told Turin's tormentor was slain outright by the

thrown drinking-cup. The later complications of Saeros' treacherous
assault on Turin the following day and his chase to the death, of the trial
of Turin in his absence for this deed and of the testimony of Nellas (this
last only in the Narn) are entirely absent, necessarily; nor does Mablung
appear -- indeed it seems clear that Mablung first emerged at the end of
the Tale of Tinuviel (see p. 59). Some details survived (as the comb

which Orgof/Saeros offered tauntingly to Turin, Narn p. 80), while

others were changed or neglected (as that it was the anniversary of
Turin's departure from his home -- though the figure of twelve years
agrees with the later story, and that the king was present in the hall;



contrast Narn p. 79). But the taunt that roused Turin to murderous rage
remained essentially the same, in that it touched on his mother; and the
story was never changed that Turin came into the hall tousled and
roughly clad, and that he was mocked for this by his enemy.

Orgof is not greatly distinct from Saeros, if less developed. He was in
the king's favour, proud, and jealous of Turin; in the later story he was a
Nandorin EIf while here he is an Ilkorin with some Gnomish blood (for
Gnomes in Artanor see p. 65), but doubtless some peculiarity in his
origin was part of the 'tradition’. In the old story he is explicitly a fop and
a fool, and he is not given the motives of hatred for Turin that are
ascribed to him in the Narn (p. 77).

Though far simpler in narrative, the essential element of Turin's
ignorance of his pardon was present from the outset. The tale provides
an explanation, not found later, of why Turin did not, on leaving
Artanor, return to Hithlum; cf. the Narn p. 87: 'to Dor-lomin he did not
dare, for it was closely beset, and one man alone could not hope at that
time, as he thought, to come through the passes of the Mountains of
Shadow.'

Turin's prowess against the Orcs during his sojourn in Artanor is

given a more central or indeed unique importance in the tale (‘he held
the wrath of Melko from them for many years') especially as Beleg, his
companion-in-arms in the later versions, is not here mentioned (and in
this passage the power of the queen to withstand invasion of the kingdom
seems again (see p. 63) less than it afterwards became).

(iii) Turin and Beleg (pp. 76-81).

That part of the Turin saga following on his days in Artanor/Doriath
underwent a large development later ('Turin among the Outlaws'), and
indeed my father never brought this part of the story to finality. In the
oldest version there is a much more rapid development of the plot: Beleg
joins Turin's band, and the destruction of the band and capture of Turin
by the Orcs follows (in terms of the narrative) almost immediately.
There is no mention of ‘outlaws' but only of 'wild spirits', no long search
for Turin by Beleg, no capture and maltreatment of Beleg by the band,
and no betrayal of the camp by a traitor (the part ultimately taken by
Mim the Dwarf). Beleg indeed (as already noticed) is not said to have
been Turin's companion in the earlier time, before the slaying of Orgof,
and they only take up together after Turin's self-imposed exile.

Beleg is called a Noldo (p. 78), and if this single reference is to be given
full weight (and there seems no reason not to: it is explicit in the Tale of
Tinuviel that there were Noldoli in Artanor, and Orgof had Gnomish

blood) then it is to be observed that Beleg as originally conceived was an
Elf of Kor. He is not here marked out as a great bowman (neither his
name Cuthalion 'Strongbow' nor his great bow Belthronding appear); he
is described at his first appearance (p. 73) as 'a wood-ranger, a huntsman
of the secret Elves', but not as the chief of the marchwardens of the
realm.

But from the capture of Turin to the death of Beleg the old tale was
scarcely changed afterwards in any really important respect, though
altered in many details: such as Beleg's shooting of the wolf-sentinels



silently in the darkness in the later story, and the flash of lightning that
illuminated Beleg's face -- but the blue-shining lamps of the Noldor
appear again in much later writings: one was borne by the Elves Gelmir
and Arminas who guided Tuor through the Gate of the Noldor on his
journey to the sea (see Unfinished Tales pp. 22, 51 note z). In my
father's painting (probably dating from 1927 or 1928) of the meeting
between Beleg and Flinding in Taur-nu-Fuin (reproduced in Pictures

by J. R.R. Tolkien, no. 37) Flinding's lamp is seen beside him. The plot
of the old story is very precisely contrived in such details as the reason for
the carrying of Turin, still sleeping, out of the Orc-camp, and for Beleg's
using his sword, rather than a knife, to cut Turin's bonds; perhaps also in
the crushing of Beleg by Turin so that he was winded and could not speak
his name before Turin gave him his death-blow.

The story of Turin's madness after the slaying of Beleg, the guidance

of Gwindor, and the release of Turin's tears at Eithel Ivrin, is here in
embryo. Of the peculiar nature of Beleg's sword there is no suggestion.
(iv) Turin among the Rodothlim; Turin and Glorund (pp. 81 -- 8).

In this passage is found (so far as written record goes, for it is

to be remembered that a wholly erased text underlies the manuscript)
the origin of Nargothrond, as yet unnamed. Among many remarkable
features the chief is perhaps that Orodreth was there before Felagund,
Lord of Caves, with whom in the later legend Nargothrond was identified,
as its founder and deviser. (In The Silmarillion Orodreth was one of
Finrod Felagund's brothers (the sons of Finarfin), to whom Felagund
gave the command of Minas Tirith on Tol Sirion after the making of
Nargothrond (p. 120), and Orodreth became King of Nargothrond after
Felagund's death.) In the tale this cave-dwelling of exiled Noldoli

is a simpler and rougher place, and (as is suggested) short-lived against
the overwhelming power of Melko; but, as so often, there were many
features that were never altered, even though in a crucial respect the
history of Nargothrond was to be greatly modified by contact with the
legend of Beren and Tinuviel. Thus the site was from the start ‘above a
stream' (the later Narog) that 'ran down to feed the river Sirion', and as is
seen later (p. 96) the bank of the river on the side of the caves was higher
and the hills drew close: cf. The Silmarillion p. 114: 'the caves under the

High Faroth in its steep western shore'. The policy of secrecy and refusal
of open war pursued by the Elves of Nargothrond was always an essential
element (cf. The Silmarillion pp. 168, 170),> as was the overturning of
that policy by the confidence and masterfulness of Turin (though in the
tale there is no mention of the great bridge that he caused to be built).
Here, however, the fall of the redoubt is perhaps more emphatically
attributed to Turin, his coming there seen more simply as a curse, and
the disaster as more inevitably proceeding from his unwisdom: at least in
the fragments of this part of the Narn (pp. r 55 -- 7) Turin's case against
Gwindor, who argued for the continuation of secrecy, is seemingly not
without substance, despite the outcome. But the essential story is the
same: Turin's policy revealed Nargothrond to Morgoth, who came
against it with overwhelming strength and destroyed it.



In relation to the earliest version the roles of Flinding (Gwindor),

Failivrin (Finduilas), t and Orodreth were to undergo a remarkable set

of transferences. In the old tale Flinding had been of the Rodothlim

before his capture and imprisonment in Angband, just as afterwards
Gwindor came from Nargothrond (but with a great development in his
story, see The Silmarillion pp. 188, 191--2), and on his return was so
changed as to be scarcely recognisable (I pass over such enduring minor
features as the taking of Turin and Flinding/Gwindor prisoner on their
coming to the caves). The beautiful Failivrin is already present, and her
unrequited love for Turin, but the complication of her former relation

with Gwindor is quite absent, and she is not the daughter of Orodreth the
King but of one Galweg (who was to disappear utterly). Flinding is not
shown as opposed to Turin's policies; and in the final battle he aids Turin
in bearing Orodreth out of the fight. Orodreth dies (after being carried
back to the caves) reproaching Turin for what he has brought to pass -- as
does Gwindor dying in The Silmarillion (p. 213), with the added

bitterness of his relation with Finduilas. But Failivrin's father Galweg is
slain in the battle, as is Finduilas' father Orodreth in The Silmarillion.

Thus in the evolution of the legend Orodreth took over the role of

Galweg, while Gwindor took over in part the role of Orodreth.

As | have noticed earlier, there is no mention in the tale of any

peculiarity attaching to Beleg's sword, and though the Black Sword is
already present it was made for Turin on the orders of Orodreth, and its
blackness and its shining pale edges were of its first making (see The
Silmarillion pp. 209 -- 10). Its power of speech ('it is said that at times it
spake dark words to him') remained afterwards in its dreadful words to
Turin before his death (Narn p. 145) -- a motive that appears already

(* From the first of these passages it seems that when Beren came to
Nargothrond the

'secret’ policy was already pursued under Felagund; but (rom the second it
seems that it

came into being from the potent rhetoric of Curufin after Beren went there.
f In The Silmarillion she is named Finduilas, and the name Faclivrin 'which is
the

gleam o( the sun on the pools of Ivrin' was given to her by Gwindor (pp. 209 --
10).)

in the tale, p. 112; and Turin's name derived from the sword (here
Mormagli, Mormakil, later Mormegil) was already devised. But

of Turin's disguising of his true name in Nargothrond there is no
suggestion: indeed it is explicitly stated that he said who he was.

Of Gelmir and Arminas and the warning they brought to Nargothrond
from Ulmo (Narn pp. 159 -- 62) the germ can perhaps be seen in the
'‘whispers in the stream at eve', which undoubtedly implies messages
from Ulmo (see p. 77).

The dragon Glorund is named in the 'lengthening spell' in the Tale of
Tinuviel (pp. 19, 46), but the actual name was only introduced in the
course of the writing of the Tale of Turambar (see note x x). There is no
suggestion that he had played any previous part in the history, or indeed
that he was the first of his kind, the Father of Dragons, with a long record



of evil already before the Sack of Nargothrond. Of great interest is the
passage in which the nature of the dragons of Melko is defined: their evil
wisdom, their love of lies and gold (which 'they may not use or enjoy"),
and the knowledge of tongues that Men say would come from eating a
dragon's heart (with evident reference to the legend in the Norse Edda of
Sigurd Fafnisbane, who was enabled to understand, to his own great
profit, the speech of birds when he ate the heart of the dragon Fafnir,
roasting it on a spit).

The story of the sack of Nargothrond is somewhat differently treated

in the old story, although the essentials were to remain of the driving
away of Failivrin/Finduilas among the captives and of the powerlessness
of Turin to aid her, being spellbound by the dragon. Minor differences
(such as the later arrival of Glorund on the scene: in The Silmarillion
Turin only came back to Nargothrond after Glaurung had entered the
caves and the sack was 'well nigh achieved') and minor agreements (such
as the denial of the plunder to the Orcs) may here be passed over; most
interesting is the account of Turin's words with the dragon. Here the
whole issue of Turin's escaping or not escaping his doom is introduced,
and it is significant that he takes the name Turambar at this juncture,
whereas in the later legend he takes it when he joins the Woodmen in
Brethil, and less is made of it. The old version is far less powerfully

and concisely expressed, and the dragon's words are less subtle and
ingeniously untrue. Here too the moral is very explicitly pointed, that
Turin should not have abandoned Failivrin 'in danger that he himself
could see' -- does this not suggest that, even under the dragon's spell as he
was, there was a weakness (a 'blindness', see p. 83) in Turin which the
dragon touched? As the story is told in The Silmarillion the moral would
seem uncalled for: Turin was opposed by an adversary too powerful for
his mind and will.

There is here a remarkable passage in which suicide is declared a sin,
depriving such a one of all hope 'that ever his spirit would be freed from
the dark glooms of Mandos or stray into the pleasant paths of Valinor'.
This seems to go with the perplexing passage in the tale of The Coming

of the Valar and the Building of Valinor concerning the fates of Men:

see p. 60.

Finally, it is strange that in the old story the gold and treasure was

carried out from the caves by the Orcs and remained there (it 'lay by the
caves above the stream'), and the dragon most uncharacteristically 'slept
before it' in the open. In The Silmarillion Glaurung 'gathered all the

hoard and riches of Felagund and heaped them, and lay upon them in the
innermost hall'.

(v) Turin's return to Hithlum (pp. 88 -- 91).

In this passage the case is much as in previous parts of the tale: the large
structure of the story was not greatly changed afterwards, but there are
many important differences nonetheless.

In the Tale of Turambar it is clear that the house of Mavwin was not
imagined as standing near to the hills or mountains that formed the
barrier between Hithlum and the Lands Beyond: Turin was told that



never did Orcs 'come hither deep into the land of Hisilome', in contrast to
the Narn (p. 68), where 'Hurin's house stood in the south-east of Dor-
lomin, and the mountains were near; Nen Lalaith indeed came down
from a spring under the shadow of Amon Darthir, over whose shoulder
there was a steep pass'. The removal of Mavwin from one house to
another in Hithlum, visited in turn by Turin as he sought for her, was
afterwards rejected, to the improvement of the story. Here Turin comes
back to his old home in the late summer, whereas in The Silmarillion the
fall of Nargothrond took place in the late autumn ('the leaves fe1l from
the trees in a great wind as they went, for the autumn was passing to a dire
winter,' p. 213) and Turin came to Dor-lomin in the Fell Winter (p. 215).
The names Brodda and Airin (later spelled Aerin) remained; but

Brodda is here the lord of the land, and Airin plays a more important part
in the scene in the hall, dealing justice with vigour and wisdom, than she
does later. It is not said here that she had been married by force, though
her life with Brodda is declared to have been very evil; but of course the
situation in the later narratives is far more clear-cut -- the Men of Hithlum
were 'Easterlings’, 'Incomers' hostile to the Elves and the remnant of the
House of Hador, whereas in the early story no differentiation is made
among them, and indeed Brodda was 'a man whom Mavwin trusted'.

The motive of Brodda's ill-treatment of Mavwin is already present, but
only to the extent that he embezzled her goods after her departure; in the
Narnit seems from Aerin's words to Turin (p. 107) that the oppression

of Morwen by Brodda and others was the cause of her going at last to
Doriath. In the brief account in The Silmarillion (p. 215) it is not indeed
made explicit that Brodda in particular deserved Turin's hatred.

Turin's conduct in the hall is in the tale essentially simpler: the true

story has been told to him by a passer-by, he enters to exact vengeance on
Brodda for thieving Mavwin's goods, and he does so with dispatch. As

told in the Narn, where Turin's eyes are only finally opened to the
deception that has been practised upon him by the words of Aerin, who is
present in the hall, his rage is more passionate, crazed, and bitter, and
indeed more comprehensible: and the moral observation that Turin's
deed was 'violent and unlawful' is not made. The story of Airin's judge-
ment on these doings, made in order to save Turin, was afterwards
removed; and Turin's solitary departure was expanded, with the addition
also of the firing of Brodda's hall by Aerin (Narn p. 109).

Some details survived all the changes: in the Narn Turin still seizes
Brodda by the hair, and just as in the tale his rage suddenly expired after
the deed of violence ('his wrath was grown cold'), so in the Narn 'the fire
of his rage was as ashes'. It may be noticed here that while in the old story
Turin does not rename himself so often, his tendency to do so is already
present.

The story of how Turin came among the Woodmen and delivered

them from Orcs is not found in the Tale of Turambar; nor is there any
mention of the Mound of Finduilas near the Crossings of Teiglin nor any
account of her fate.



(vi) The return of Gumlin to Hithlum and the departure of

Mavwin and Nienori to Artanor (pp. 91 -- 3).

In the later story the elder of Turin's guardians (Gumlin in the tale,
Grithnir in the Narn) plays no part after his bringing Turin to Doriath:

it is only said that he stayed there till he died (Narn p. 74); and Morwen
had no tidings out of Doriath before leaving her home -- indeed she only
learnt that Turin had left Thingol's realm when she got there (The
Silmarillion p. 211; cf. Aerin's words in the Narn, p. 107: 'She looked to
find her son there awaiting her.") This whole section of the tale does no
more than explain with what my father doubtless felt (since he afterwards
rejected it almost in its entirety) to be unnecessary complication why
Mavwin went to Tinwelint. | think it is clear, however, that the difference
between the versions here depends on the different views of Mavwin's
(Morwen's) condition in Hithlum. In the old story she is not suffering
hardship and oppression; she trusts Brodda to the extent of entrusting
not only her goods to him but even her daughter, and is said indeed to
have 'peace and honour among the men of those regions'; the chieftains
speak of the love they bear her. A motive for her departure is found in the
coming of Gumlin and the news he brings of Turin's flight from the lands
of Tinwelint. In the later story, on the other hand, Brodda's character as
tyrant and oppressor is extended, and it is Morwen's very plight at his
hands that leads her to depart. (The news that came to Turin in Doriath
that 'Morwen's plight was eased' (Narn p. 77, cf. The Silmarillion

p. 199) is probably a survival from the old story; nothing is said in the
later narratives to explain how this came about, and ceased.) In either
case her motive for leaving is coupled with the fact of the increased safety

of the lands; but whereas in the later story the reason for this was the
prowess of the Black Sword of Nargothrond, in the tale it was the 'great
and terrible project' of Melko that was afoot -- the assault on the caves of
the Rodothlim (see note 18).

It is curious that in this passage Airin and Brodda are introduced as if
for the first time. It is perhaps significant that the part of the tale
extending from the dragon's words 'Hearken to me, 0 son of Urin..." on
p. 87 to ... fell to his knees before Tinwelint' on p. 92 was written

in a separate part of the manuscript book: possibly this replaced an
earlier text in which Brodda and Airin did not appear. But many such
questions arise from the earliest manuscripts, and few can now be
certainly unravelled.

(vii) Mavwin and Nienori in Artanor and their meeting

with Glorund (pp. 93 -- 9).

The next essential step in the development of the plot -- the learning by
Mavwin/Morwen of Turin's sojourn in Nargothrond -- is more neatly and
naturally handled in The Silmarillron (p. 217) and the Narn (p. 112),
where news is brought to Thingol by fugitives from the sack, in contrast
to the Tale of Turambar, where Mavwin and Nienori only learn of the:
destruction of the Elves of the Caves from a band of Noldoli while
themselves wandering aimlessly in the forest. It is odd that these Noldoli



did not name Turin by his name but only as the Mormakil: it seems that
they did not know who he was, but they knew enough of his history to
make his identity plain to Mavwin. As noted above, Turin declared his
name and lineage to the Elves of the Caves. In the later narrative, on
the other hand, Turin did conceal it in Nargothrond, calling himself
Agarwaen, but all those who brought news of the fall to Doriath 'declared
that it was known to many in Nargothrond ere the end that the Mormegil
was none other than Turin son of Hurin of Dor-lomin'.

As often, unneeded complication in the early story was afterwards
cleared away: thus the elaborate argumentation needed to get Tinwelint's
warriors and Mavwin and Nienori on the road together is gone from The
Silmarillion and the Narn. In the tale the ladies and the Elvish warriors
all set off together with the full intention that the former shall watch
developments from a high place (afterwards Amon Ethir, the Hill of
Spies); in the later story Morwen simply rides off, and the party of Elves,
led by Mablung, follows after her, with Nienor among them in disguise.
Particularly notable is the passage in the tale in which Mavwin holds
out the great gold-hoard of the Rodothlim as a bait to Tinwelint, and
Tinwelint unashamedly admits that (as a wild EIf of the woods) it is this,
not any hope of aiding Turin, that moves him to send out a party. The
majesty, power, and pride of Thingol rose with the development of the
conception of the Grey-elves of Beleriand; as | have said earlier (p. 63)
'In the beginning, Tinwelint's dwelling was not a subterranean city full

of marvels... but a rugged cave', and here he is seen planning a foray to
augment his slender wealth in precious things -- a far cry from the
description of his vast treasury in the Narn (p. 76):

Now Thingol had in Menegroth deep armouries filled with great

wealth of weapons: metal wrought like fishes' mail and shining like
water in the moon; swords and axes, shields and helms, wrought by
Telchar himself or by his master Gamil Zirak the old, or by elven-
wrights more skilful still. For some things he had received in gift that
came out of Valinor and were wrought by Feanor in his mastery, than
whom no craftsman was greater in all the days of the world.

Great as are the differences from the later legend in the encounter with
the dragon, the stinking vapours raised by his lying in the river as the
cause of the miscarriage of the plan, the maddened flight of the horses,
and the enspelling of Nienor so that all memory of her past was lost, are
already present. Most striking perhaps of the many differences is the fact
that Mavwin was present at the conversation with Glorund; and of these
speeches there is no echo in the Narn (pp. 118-19), save that Nienor's
naming of Turin as the object of their quest revealed her identity to the
dragon (this is explicit in the Narn, and may probably be surmised from
the tale). The peculiar tone of Glaurung in the later narrative, sneering
and curt, knowing and self-possessed, and unfathomably wicked, can be
detected already in the words of Glorund, but as he evolved he gained
immeasurably in dread by becoming more laconic.

The chief difference of structure lies in the total absence of the
'Mablung-element' from the tale, nor is there any foreshadowing of it.
There is no suggestion of an exploration of the sacked dwellings in the



dragon's absence (indeed he does not, as it appears, go any distance from
them); the purpose of the expedition from Artanor was expressly warlike
(‘a strong party against the Foaloke', 'they prepared them for battle'),
since Tinwelint had hopes of laying hands on the treasure, whereas
afterwards it became purely a scouting foray, for Thingol 'desired greatly
to know more of the fate of Nargothrond' (Narn p. 113).

A curious point is that though Mavwin and Nienori were to be stationed
on the tree-covered 'high place' that was afterward called the Hill of
Spies, and where they were in fact so stationed in The Silmarillion and
the Narn, it seems that in the old story they never got there, but were
ensnared by Glorund where he lay in, or not far from, the river. Thus the
'high place' had in the event almost no significance in the tale.

(viii) Turambar and Niniel (pp. 99- 102).

In the later legend Nienor was found by Mablung after her enspelling by
Glaurung, and with three companions he led her back towards the

borders of Doriath. The chase after Nienor by the band of Orcs (Nant

p. 120) is present in the tale, but it does not have its later narrative
function of leading to Nienor's Right and loss by Mablung and the other
Elves (who do not appear): rather it leads directly to her rescue by
Turambar, now dwelling among the Woodmen. In the Narn (p. 122) the
Woodmen of Brethil did indeed come past the spot where they found her
on their return from a foray against Orcs; but the circumstances of

her finding are altogether different, most.especially since there is in the
tale no mention of the Haudh-en-Elleth, the Mound of Finduilas.

An interesting detail concerns Nienor's response to Turambar's naming
her Niniel. In The Silmarillion and the Narn 'she shook her head, but
said: Niniel'; in the present text she said: 'Not Niniel, not Niniel.' One

has the impression that in the old story what impressed her darkened
mind was only the resemblance of Niniel to her own forgotten name,
Nienori (and of Turambar to Turin), whereas in the later she both

denied and in some way accepted the name Niniel.

An original element in the legend is the Woodmen's bringing of Niniel

to a place ('Silver Bowl') where there was a great waterfall (afterwards
Dimrost, the Rainy Stair, where the stream of Celebros 'fell towards
Teiglin'): and these falls were near to the dwellings of the Woodmen --
but the place where they found Niniel was much further off in the forest
(several days' journey) than were the Crossings of Teiglin from Dimrost.
When she came there she was filled with dread, a foreboding of what was
to happen there afterwards, and this is the origin of her shuddering fit in
the later narratives, from which the place was renamed Nen Girith, the
Shuddering Water (see Narn p. 149, note 24).

The utter darkness imposed on Niniel's mind by the dragon's spell is
less emphasized in the tale, and there is no suggestion that she needed to
relearn her very language; but it is interesting to observe the recurrence
in a changed context of the simile of 'one that seeks for something
mislaid'. in the Narn (p. 123) Niniel is said to have taken great delight in
the relearning of words, 'as one that finds again treasures great and small
that were mislaid'.



The lame man, here called Tamar, and his vain love of Niniel already
appear; unlike his later counterpart Brandir he was not the chief of the
Woodmen, but he was the son of the chief. He was also Half-elven! Most
extraordinary is the statement that the wife of Bethos the chieftain and
mother of Tamar was an EIf, a woman of the Noldoli: this is mentioned

in passing, as if the great signincance and rarity of the ur '.on of Elf and
Mortal had not yet emerged -- but in a Name-list associated with the tale
of The Fall of Gondolin Earendel is said to be 'the only being that is half
of the kindred of the Eldalie and half of Men' (p. 215).*

(* In a later rewriting of a passage in that tale (p. 164 and note 22) it is said of
Tuor and

Idril of Gondolin: "Thus was first wed a child of Men with a daughter of
Elfinesse, nor was

Tuor the last.")

The initial reluctance of Niniel to receive Turambar's suit is given no
explanation in the tale: the implication must be that some instinct, some
subconscious appreciation of the truth, held her back. In The Silmarillion
(p- 220)

for that time she delayed in spite of her love. For Brandir foreboded he
knew not what, and sought to restrain her, rather for her sake than his
own or rivalry with Turambar; and he revealed to her that Turambar
was Turin son of Hurin, and though she knew not the name a shadow
fell upon her mind.

In the final version as in the oldest, the Woodmen knew who Turambar
was. My father's scribbled directions for the alteration of the story cited
in note 23 ('Make Turambar never tell new folk of his lineage...") are
puzzling: for since Niniel had lost all memory of her past she would not
know the names Turin son of Hurin even if it were told to her that
Turambar was he. It is however possible that when my father wrote this
he imagined Niniel's lost knowledge of herself and her family as being
nearer the surface of her mind, and capable of being brought back by
hearing the names -- in contrast to the later story where she did not
consciously recognise the name of Turin even when Brandir told it to
her. Clearly the question-mark against the reference in the text of the
tale to Turambar's speaking to Niniel 'of his father and mother and

the sister he had not seen' and Niniel's distress at his words (see

note 24) depends on the same train of thought. The statement here that
Turambar had never seen his sister is at variance with what is said earlier
in the tale, that he did not leave Hithlum until after Nienori's birth

(p. 71); but my father was uncertain on this point, as is clearly seen from
the succession of readings, changed back and forth between the two
ideas, given in note 15.

(ix) The slaying of Clorund (pp. 103 -- 8).

In this section | follow the narrative of the tale as far as Turin's

swoon when the dying dragon opened his eyes and looked at him. Here
the later story runs very close to the old, but there are many interesting
differences.



In the tale Glorund is said to have had bands of both Orcs and Noldoli
subject to him, but only the Orcs remained afterwards; cf. the Narn

p. 125:

Now the power and malice of Glaurung grew apace, and he waxed fat
[cf. 'the Foaloke waxed fat'], and he gathered Orcs to him, and ruled as
a dragon-King, and all the realm of Nargothrond that had been was
laid under him.

The mention in the tale that Tinwelint's people were 'grievously

harried' by Glorund's bands suggests once again that the magic of the
Queen was no very substantial protection; while the statement that

'at length there came some [Orcs] nigh even to those woods and glades
that were beloved of Turambar and his folk' seems at variance with
Turambar's saying to Niniel earlier that 'we are hard put to it to fend
those evil ones from our homes' (p. 100). There is no mention here of
Turambar's pledge to Niniel that he would go to battle only if the homes
of the Woodmen were assailed (Narn pp. 125 -- 6); and there is no figure
corresponding to Dorlas of the later versions. Tamar's character, briefty
described (p. 106), is in accord so far as it goes with what is later told of
Brandir, but the relationship of Brandir to Niniel, who called him her
brother (Narn p. 124), had not emerged. The happiness and prosperity
of the Woodmen under Turambar's chieftainship is much more strongly
emphasized in the tale (afterwards he was not indeed the chieftain, at
least not in name); and it leads in fact to Glorund's greed as a motive for
his assault on them.

The topographical indications in this passage, important to the narra-
tive, are readily enough accommodated to the later accounts, with one
major exception: it is clear that in the old story the stream of the waterfall
that fell down to the Silver Bowl was the same as that which ran through
the gorge where Turambar slew Glorund:

Here flowed that same stream that further down wound past the
dragon's lair [lair = the place where he was lying) in a deep bed cloven
deep into the earth (p. 105).

Thus Turambar and his companions, as he said,

will go down the rocks to the foot of the fall, and so gaining the path of
the stream perchance we may come as nigh to the drake as may be:
(ibid.).

In the final story, on the other hand, the falling stream (Celebros) was a
tributary of Teiglin; cf. the Narn p. 127:

Now the river Teiglin... flowed down from Ered Wethrin swift as

Narog, but at first between low shores, until after the Crossings,
gathering power from other streams, it clove a way through the feet of,
the highlands upon which stood the Forest of Brethil. Thereafter it ran

in deep ravines, whose great sides were like walls of rock, but pent at
the bottom the waters flowed with great force and noise. And right

in the path of Glaurung there lay now one of these gorges, by no means
the deepest, but the narrowest, just north of the inflow of Celebros.



The pleasant place (‘a green sward where grew a wealth of flowers')
survived; cf. the Narn p. 123: 'There was a wide greensward at the

head of the falls, and birches grew about it." So also did the 'Silver

Bowl', though the name was lost: 'the stream [Celebros] went over a

lip of worn stone, and fell down by many foaming steps into a rocky bowl
far below' (Narn, ibid.,- cf. the tale p. 105: it fell over a great fall where
the water-worn rock jutted smooth and grey from amid the grass'). The
'little hill' or 'knoll', 'islanded among the trees', from which Turambar

and his companions looked out is not so described in the Narn, but the
picture of a high place and lookout near the head of the falls remained, as
may be seen from the statement in the Narn (p. 123) that from Nen
Girith 'there was a wide view towards the ravines of Teiglin'; later (Narn
p. 128) it is said that it was Turambar's intention to 'ride to the high fall of
Nen Girith... whence he could look far across the lands'. It seems
certain, then, that the old image never faded, and was only a little
changed.

While in both old and late accounts a great concourse of the people
follow Turambar to the head of the falls against his bidding, in the late
his motive for commanding them not to come is explicit: they are to
remain in their homes and prepare for flight. Here on the other hand
Niniel rides with Turambar to the head of Silver Bowl and says farewell
to him there. But a detail of the old story survived: Turambar's words to
Niniel 'Nor thou nor | die this day, nor yet tomorrow, by the evil of the
dragon or by the foemen's swords' are closely paralleled by his words to
her in the Narn (p. 129): 'Neither you nor | shall be slain by this Dragon,
nor by any foe of the North', and in the one account Niniel 'quelled her
weeping and was very still', while in the other she 'ceased to weep and fell
silent'. The situation is generally simpler in the tale, in that the Woodmen
are scarcely characterised; Tamar is not as Brandir the titular head of the
people, and this motive for bitterness against Turambar is absent, nor is
there a Dorlas to insult him or a Hunthor to rebuke Dorlas. Tamar is
however present with Niniel at the same point in the story, having girded
himself with a sword: 'and many scoffed at him for that', just as it is
afterwards said of Brandir that he had seldom done so before (Narn

P. 132).

Turambar here set out from the head of the falls with six companions,

all of whom proved in the end fainthearted, whereas later he had only
two, Dorlas and Hunthor, and Hunthor remained staunch, though killed
by a falling stone in the gorge. But the result is the same, in that
Turambar must climb the further cliff of the gorge alone. Here the
dragon remained where he lay near the brink of the cliff all night,

and only moved with the dawn, so that his death and the events that
immediately followed it took place by daylight. But in other respects

the killing of the dragon remained even in many details much as it

Was originally written, more especially if comparison is made with the
Narn (p. 134), where there reappears the need for Turambar and his



companion(s) to move from their first station in order to come up directly
under the belly of the beast (this is passed over in The Silmarillion).

Two notable points in this section remain to be mentioned; both are
afterthoughts pencilled into the manuscript. In the one we meet for the
first time Mim the Dwarf as the captain of Glorund's guard over his
treasure during his absence -- a strange choice for the post, one would
think. On this matter see p. 137 below. In the other it is said that Niniel
conceived a child by Turambar, which, remarkably enough, is not said in
the text as originally written; on this see p. 135.

(x) The deaths of Turin and Nienori (pp. 108-12).

In the conclusion of the story the structure remained the same from the
old tale to the Narn: the moonlight, the tending of Turambar's burnt
hand, the cry of Niniel that stirred the dragon to his final malice, the
accusation by the dragon that Turambar was a stabber of foes unseen,
Turambar's naming Tamar/Brandir 'Club-foot' and sending him to
consort with the dragon in death, the sudden withering of the leaves

at the place of Nienor's leap as if it were already the end of autumn,

the invocation of Nienor to the waters and of Turambar to his sword, the
raising of Turin's mound and the inscription in 'strange signs' upon it.
Many other features could be added. But there are also many differences;
here | refer only to some of the most important.

Mablung being absent from the old story, it is only Turambar's

intuition ('being free now of blindness' -- the blindness that Melko

'‘wove of old', p. 83)* that informs him that Tamar was telling the

truth. The slaying of Glaurung and all its aftermath is in the late story
compassed in the course of a single night and the morning of the next
day, whereas in the tale it is spread over two nights, the intervening day,
and the morning of the second. Turambar is carried back to the people on
the hill-top by the three deserters who had left him in the ravine, whereas
in the late story he comes himself. (Of the slaying of Dorlas by Brandir
there is no trace in the tale, and the taking of a sword by Tamar has no
issue.)

Particularly interesting is the result of the changing of the place where
Turin and Nienori died. In the tale there is only one river, and Niniel
follows the stream up through the woods and casts herself over the falls of
Silver Bowl (in the place afterwards called Nen Girith), and here too, in
the glade above the falls, Turambar slew himself; in the developed story
her death-leap was into the ravine of Teiglin at Cabed-en-Aras, the
Deer's Leap, near the spot where Turambar lay beside Glaurung, and
here Turambar's death took place also. Thus Niniel's sense of dread
when she first came to Silver Bowl with the Woodmen who rescued her
(* Cf. his words to Mablung in the Narn, p. 144: 'For see, | am blind! Did you
not know?

Blind, blind, groping since childhood in a dark mist of Morgoth!")

(p. 101) foreboded her own death in that place, but in the changed story
there is less reason for a foreknowledge of evil to come upon her there.
But while the place was changed, the withering of the leaves remained,
and the awe of the scene of their deaths, so that none would go to



Cabed-en-Aras after, as they would not set foot on the grass above Silver
Bowl.

The most remarkable feature of the earliest version of the story of
Turambar and Niniel is surely that as my father first wrote it he did not
say that she had conceived a child by him (note 25); and thus there is
nothing in the old story.corresponding to Glaurung's words to her: 'But
the worst of all his deeds thou shalt feel in thyself' (Narn p. 138). The
fact that above all accounts for Nienor's utter horror and despair was
added to the tale later.

In concluding this long analysis of the Tale of Turambar proper the
absence of place-names in the later part of it may be remarked. The
dwelling of the Rodothlim is not named, nor the river that flowed past it;
no name is given to the forest where the Woodmen dwelt, to their village,
or even to the stream of such central importance at the end of the story
(contrast Nargothrond, Narog, Tumhalad, Amon Ethir, Brethil, Amon
Obel, Ephel Brandir, Teiglin, Celebros of the later narratives).

The further narrative of Eltas

(after the death of Turin).

My father struck out the greater part of this continuation, allowing it

to stand only as far as the words 'by reason of her great unhappiness' on
p. 113 (see note 31). From the brief passage that was retained it is seen
that the story of Morwen's coming to the stone on Turin's mound goes
back to the beginning, though in the later story she met Hurin there (The
Silmarillion, p. 229).

The rejected part continues as follows:

Yet it is said also that when the doom of his folk was utterly fulfilled

then was Urin released by Melko, and bowed with age he fared back
into the better lands. There did he gather some few to him, and they
went and found the caverns of the Rothwarin [earlier form for
Rodothlim, see p. 119] empty, and none guarded them, and a mighty
treasury lay there still for none had found it, in that the terror of the
drake lived longer than he and none had ventured thither again. But
Urin let bear the gold even before Linwe [i.e. Tinwelint], and casting

it before his feet bade him bitterly to take his vile reward, naming him a
craven by whose faint heart had much evil fallen to his house that

might never have been; and in this began a new estrangement between
Elves and Men, for Linwe was wroth at Urin's words and bid him
begone, for said he: "Long did | foster Turin thy son and forgave him

the evil of his deeds, and afterward thy wife | succoured, giving way
against my counsel to her wild desires. Yet what is it to me -- and
wherefore dost thou, 0 son of the uncouth race of Men, endure to
upbraid a king of the Eldalie, whose life began in Palisor ages uncounted
before Men were born?" And then Urin would have gone, but his men
were not willing to leave the gold there, and a dissension arose between
them and the Elves, and of this grew bitter blows, and Tintoglin [i.e.
Tinwelint] might not stay them.

There then was Urin's band slain in his halls, and they stained with



their blood the dragon's hoard; but Urin escaped and cursed that gold
with a dread curse so that none might enjoy it, and he that held any

part of it found evil and death to come of it. But Linwe hearing that

curse caused the gold to be cast into a deep pool of the river before his
doors, and not for very long did any see it again save for the Ring of
Doom [emended to: the Necklace of the Dwarves], and that tale

belongs not here, although therein did the evil of the worm Glorund

find its last fulfilment.

(The last phrase is an addition to the text.) The remainder of this
rejected narrative, concerning the final fates of Urin and Mavwin and
their children, is essentially the same as in the replacement text given on
p. 115 ("Then Urin departed...") and need not be given.

Immediately following the rejected narrative there is a short outline
headed 'Story of the Nauglafring or the Necklace of the Dwarves', and
this also was struck through. Here there is no mention of Urin at all, but
it is told that the Orcs (emended from Congs, see |. 245 note 10) who
guarded the treasury of Glorund went in search of him when he did not
come back to the caves, and in their absence Tintoglin (i.e. Tinwelint),
learning of Glorund's death, sent Elves to steal thehoard of the Rothwarin
(i.e. Rodothlim). The Orcs returning cursed the thieves, and they

cursed the gold also.

Linwe (i.e. Tinwelint) guarded the gold, and he had a great necklace
made by certain Uvanimor (Nautar or Nauglath). (Uvanimor have been
defined in an earlier tale as 'monsters, giants, and ogres', see |. 75, 236;
Nauglath are Dwarves, I. 236). In this Necklace the Silmaril was set;

but the curse of the gold was on him, and he defrauded them of part of
their reward. The Nauglath plotted, and got aid of Men; Linwe was slain
in a raid, and the gold carried away.

There follows another rejected outline, headed 'The Necklace of the
Dwarves', and this combines features of the preceding outline with
features of the rejected ending of Eltas' narrative (pp. 135 -- 6). Here Urin
gathers a band of Elves and Men who are wild and fierce, and they go to
the caves, which are lightly guarded because the 'Orqui' (i.e. Orcs) are
abroad seeking Glorund. They carry off the treasure, and the Orcs
returning curse it. Urin casts the treasure before the king and reproaches

him (saying that he might have sent a greater company to the caves to
secure the treasure, if not to aid Mavwin in her distress); 'Tintoglin
would not touch it and bid Urin hold what he had won, but Urin would
depart with bitter words'. Urin's men were not willing to leave it, and
they sneaked back; there was an affray in the king's halls, and much
blood was spilt on the gold. The outline concludes thus:

The Gongs sack Linwe's halls and Linwe is slain and the gold is carried
far away. Beren Ermabwed falls upon them at a crossing of Sirion and
the treasure is cast into the water, and with it the Silmaril of Feanor.
The Nauglath that dwell nigh dive after the gold but only one mighty
necklace of gold (and that Silmaril is on it) do they find. This becomes
a mark of their king.

These two outlines are partly concerned with the story of the
Nauglafring and show my father pondering that story before he wrote it;



there is no need to consider these elements here. It is evident that he was
in great doubt as to the further course of the story after the release of Urin
-- what happened to the dragon's hoard? Was it guarded or unguarded,
and if guarded by whom? How did it come at last into Tinwelint's hands?
Who cursed it, and at what point in the story? If it was Urin and his band
that seized it, were they Men or Elves or both?

In the final text, written on slips placed in the manuscript book and

given above pp. 113 -- 16, these questions were resolved thus: Urin's band
was at first Men, then changed to Elves (see note 33); the treasure was
guarded by the dwarf Mim, whom Urin slew, and it was he who cursed
the gold as he died; Urin's band became a baggage-train to carry the
treasure to Tinwelint in sacks and wooden boxes (and they got it

to the bridge before the king's door in the heart of the forest

without, apparently, any difficulty). In this text there is no hint of what
happened to the treasure after Urin's departure (because the Tale of the
Nauglafring begins at that point).

Subsequent to the writing of the Tale of Turambar proper, my father
inserted Mim into the text at an earlier point in the story (see pp. 103, 118
note 26), making him the captain of the guard appointed by Glorund to
watch the treasure in his absence; but whether this was written in before
or after the appearance of Mim at the end (pp. 113 -- 14) -- whether it
represents a different idea, or is an explanation of how Mim came to be
there -- | cannot say.

In The Silmarillion (pp. 230 --z) the story is wholly changed, in that

the treasure remained in Nargothrond, and Hurin after the slaying of

Mim (for a far better reason than that in the early narrative) brought
nothing from it to Doriath save the Necklace of the Dwarves.

Of the astonishing feature at the end of Eltas' narrative (pp. 115 -- 16)

of the 'deification' of Turin Turambar and Nienori (and the refusal of

the Gods of Death to open their doors to them) it must be said that

nowhere is there any explanation given- though in much later versions of
the mythology Turin Turambar appears in the Last Battle and smites
Morgoth with his black sword. The purifying bath into which Turin and
Nienori entered, called Fos'Almir in the final text, was in the rejected
text named Fauri; in the Tale of the Sun and Moon it has been
described (. 187), but is there given other names: Tanyasalpe, Faskala-
numen, and Faskalan.

There remains one further scrap of text to be considered. The second

of the rejected outlines given above (pp. 136-7) was written in ink over a
pencilled outline that was not erased, and | have been able to disinter a
good deal of it from beneath the later writing. The two passages have
nothing to do with each other; for some reason my father did not trouble
in this case to erase earlier writing. The underlying text, so far as | can
make it out, reads:

Tiranne and Vainoni fall in with the evil magician Kuruki who gives

them a baneful drink. They forget their names and wander distraught

in the woods. Vainoni is lost. She meets Turambar who saves her from
Orcs and aids in her search for her mother. They are wed and live in
happiness. Turambar becomes lord of rangers of the woods and a



harrier of the Orcs. He goes to seek out the Foaloke which ravages his
land. The treasure-heap -- and flight of his band. He slays the Foaloke
and is wounded. Vainoni succours him, but the dragon in dying tells
her all, lifting the veil Kuruki has set over them. Anguish of Turambar
and Vainoni. She flees into the woods and casts herself over a waterfall.
Madness of Turambar who dwells alone.......... Urin escapes

from Angamandi and seeks Tiranne. Turambar flees from him and
falls upon his sword..................c....... Urin builds a cairn

and............ doom of Melko. Tiranne dies of grief and Urin

reaches Hisilome.............cccciiiii s

Purification of Turambar and Vainoni who fare shining about the

world and go with the hosts of Tulkas against Melko.

Detached jottings follow this, doubtless written at the same time:

Urin escapes. Tiranne learns of Turin. Both wander distraught... in

the wood.

Turin leaves Linwe for in a quarrel he slew one of Linwe's kin
(accidentally).

Introduce Failivrin element into the story?

Turambar unable to fight because of Foaloke's eyes. Sees Failivrin
depart.

This can only represent some of my father's very earliest meditations
on the story of Turin Turambar. (That it appears in the notebook at the

end of the fully-written Tale may seem surprising, but he clearly used
these books in a rather eccentric way.) Nienori is here called Vainoni,
and Mavwin Tiranne'; the spell of forgetfulness is here laid by a magician
named Kuruki, although it is the dragon who lifts the veil that the
magician set over them. Turin's two encounters with the dragon seem to
have emerged from an original single one.

As | have mentioned before, the Tale of Turambar, like others of the
Lost Tales, is written in ink over a wholly erased pencilled text, and

the extant form of the tale is such that it could only be derived from a
rougher draft preceding it; but the underlying text is so completely
erased that there is no clue as to what stage it had reached in the
development of the legend. It may well be -- | think it is extremely
probable -- that in this outline concerning Vainoni, Tiranne, and Kuruki
we glimpse by an odd chance a 'layer' in the Turin-saga older even than
the erased text underlying the extant version.

$3. Miscellaneous Matters.

(i) Beren.

The rejected passage given on p. 71, together with the marginal note 'If
Beren be a Gnome (as now in the story of Tinuviel) the references

to Beren must be altered' (note 4), is the basis for my assertion (p. 52)
that in the earliest, now lost, form of the Tale of Tinuvie! Beren was a
Man. | have shown, | hope, that the extant form of the Tale of Turambar
preceded the extant form of the Tale of Tinuviel (p. 6g). Beren was a
Man, and akin to Manwin, when the extant Turambar was written; he
became a Gnome in the extant Tinuviel; and this change was then
written into Turambar. What the replacement passage on p. 72 does

is to change the relation of Egnor and Beren from kinship with Urin's



wife to friendship with Urin. (A correction to the typescript version of
Tinuviel, p. 45, is later: making the comradeship of Urin with Beren
rather than with Egnor.) Two further changes to the text of Turambar
consequent on the change in Beren from Man to EIf are given in notes 5
and 6. -- It is interesting to observe that in the developed genealogy of The
Silmarillion, when Beren was of course again a Man, he was also again
akin to Morwen: for Beren was first cousin to Morwen's father Baragund.
In the rejected passage on p. 71 my father wrote against the name
Egnor 'Damrod the Gnome' (note 2), and in the amended passage he
wrote that Urin had known Beren 'and had rendered him a service once
in respect of Damrod his son'. There is no clue anywhere as to what this
service may have been; but in the second of the 'schemes' for The Book
of Lost Tales (see |. 233 -- 4) the outline for the Tale of the Nauglafring
refers to the son of Beren and Tinuviel, the father of Elwing, by the name
Daimord, although in the actual tale as written the son is as he was to
remain Dior. Presumably Daimord is to be equated with Damrod.

| cannot explain the insertion of 'Damrod the Gnome' against 'Egnor’ in
the rejected passage -- possibly it was no more than a passing idea, to
give the name Damrod to Beren's father.

It may be noticed here that both the rejected and the replacement
passages make it very clear that the events of the story of Beren and
Tinuviel took place before the Battle of Unnumbered Tears; see
pp.65-6.

(i) The Battle of Tasarinan.

It is said at the beginning of the present tale (p. 70) that it 'tells of very
ancient days of that folk [Men] before the Battle of Tasarinan when first
Men entered the dark vales of Hisilome'.

On the face of it this offers an extreme contradiction, since it is said
many times that Men were shut in Hisilome at the time of the Battle of
Unnumbered Tears, and the Tale of Turambar takes place -- must take
place -- after that battle. The solution lies, however, in an ambiguity in
the sentence just cited. My father did not mean that this was a tale of Men
in ancient days of that folk before they entered Hisilome; he meant 'this is
a tale of the ancient days when Men first entered Hisilome -- long before
the Battle of Tasarinan'.

Tasarinan is the Land of Willows, Nan-tathren in TheSilmarillion;

the early word-lists or dictionaries give the 'Elvish' form tasarin 'willow'
and the Gnomish tathrin.* The Battle of Tasarinan took place long after,
in the course of the great expedition from Valinor for the release of the
enslaved Noldoli in the Great Lands. See pp. 219 -- 20.

(iii) The geography of the Tale of Turambar.

The passage describing the route of the Orcs who captured Turin (p. 77)
seems to give further support to the idea that 'the mountains fencing
Hisilome from the Lands Beyond were continuous with those above
Angband' (p. 6z); for it is said here that the Orcs 'followed ever the

line of dark hills toward those regions where they rise high and gloomy
and their heads are shrouded in black vapours', and 'there are they



called Angorodin or the Iron Mountains, for beneath the roots of their
northernmost fastnesses lies Angband'.

The site of the caves of the Rodothlim, agreeing well with what is said
later of Nargothrond, has been discussed already (p. 123), as has the
topography of the Silver Bowl and the ravine in which Turambar slew
Glorund, in relation to the later Teiglin, Celebros, and Nen Girith

(pp. 132-3). There are in addition some indications in the tale of how the
caves of the Rodothlim related to Tinwelint's kingdom and to the land

(* Tasarinan survived as the Quenya name without change: 'the willow-meads
of

Tasarinan' in Treebeard's song in The Two Towers, lll.y.)

where the Woodmen dwelt. It is said (p. 95) that 'the dwellings of the
Rodothlim were not utterly distant from the realm of Tinwelint, albeit

far enough'; while the Woodmen dwelt 'in lands that were not utterly

far from Sirion or the grassy hills of that river's middle course'

(p. 91), which may be taken to agree tolerably with the situation of the
Forest of Brethil. The region where they lived is said in the same passage
to have been 'very far away many a journey beyond the river of the
Rodothlim', and Glorund's wrath was great when he heard of 'a brave
folk of Men that dwelt far beyond the river' (p. 103); this also can be
accommodated quite well to the developed geographical conception --
Brethil was indeed a good distance beyond the river (Narog) for one
setting out from Nargothrond.

My strong impression is that though the geography of the west of the
Great Lands may have been still fairly vague, it already had, in many
important respects, the same essential structure and relations as those
seen on the map accompanying The Silmarillion.

(iv) The influence of the Valar.

As in the Tale of Tinuviel (see p. 68), in the Tale of Turambar also there
are several references to the power of the Valar in the affairs of Men and
Elves in the Great Lands -- and to prayers, both of thanksgiving and
request, addressed to them: thus Turin's guardians 'thanked the Valar'
that they accomplished the journey to Artanor (p. 72), and more remark-
ably, Urin 'called upon the Valar of the West, being taught much
concerning them by the Eldar of Kor -- the Gnomes he had encountered --
and his words came, who shall say how, to Manwe Sulimo upon the
heights of Taniquetil'(p. 77). (Urin was already an 'Elf-friend’, instructed
by the Noldoli; cf. the replacement passage on p. 72.) Was his prayer
‘answered'? Possibly this is the meaning of the very strange expression 'as
the luck of the Valar had it' (p. 79), when Flinding and Beleg found

Turin lying near the point where they entered the Orc-camp.*

Dreams sent by the Valar came to the chieftains of the Rodothtim,
though this was changed later and the reference to the Valar removed
(p. 83 and note 10); the Woodmen said 'Would that the Valar would lift
the spell that lies upon Niniel' (p. 101); and Turin ‘cried out bitterly
against the Valar and his fate of woe' (p. 111).

An interesting reference to the Valar (and their power) occurs in
Tinwelint's reply (p. 95) to Mavwin's words 'Give me but a woodman's
cot and my son'. The king said: 'That | cannot, for | am but a king of the



wild Elves, and no Vala of the westernisles.' In the small part of
Gilfanon's Tale that was actually written it is told (I. 231) of the Dark
Elves who remained in Palisor that they said that 'their brethren had gone

(*The Gnomish dictionary has the entry: gwalt 'good luck -- any providential
occurrence
or through: "the luck of the Valar", i-walt ne Vanion' (1.272).)

westward to the Shining Isles. There, said they, do the Gods dwell, and
they called them the Great Folk of the West, and thought they dwelt on
firelit islands in the sea.’

(v) Turin's age.

According to the Tale of Turambar, when Turin left Mavwin he was
seven years old, and it was after he had dwelt among the woodland Elves
for seven years that all tidings from his home ceased (p. 74); in the Narn
the corresponding years are eight and nine, and Turin was seventeen, not
fourteen, when 'his grief was renewed' (pp. 68, 76 -- 7). It was exactly
twelve years to the day of his departure from Mavwin when he slew Orgof
and fled from Artanor (p. 75), when he was nineteen; in the Narn (p. 79)
it was likewise twelve years since he left Hithlum when he hunted Saeros
to his death, but he was twenty.

"The tale tells not the number of days that Turambar sojourned with

the Rodothlim but these were very many, and during that time Nienori
grew to the threshold of womanhood'(pp. 91-- z). Nienori was seven years
younger than Turin: she was twelve when he fled from Artanor (ibid.).

He cannot then have dwelt among the Rodothlim for more than (say) five
or six years; and it is said that when he was chosen chieftain of the
Woodmen he possessed 'wisdom great beyond his years'.

Bethos, chieftain of the Woodmen before Turin, 'had fought though

then but a boy in the Battle of Unnumbered Tears' (p. 101), but he was
killed in a foray, since 'despite his years he still rode abroad'. But

it is impossible to relate Bethos' span (from 'a boy' at the Battle of
Unnumbered Tears to his death on a foray at an age suffi