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YOUTUBE 

 

D.C. Drout1 on “How to Read J.R.R. Tolkien” (23 October 2013), a lecture at Carnegie 
Mellon University - https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=lXAvF9p8nmM.  

Dr. Ralph C. Wood, “J.R.R. Tolkien: Writer for Our Time of Terror”, a lecture given at 
Aquinas College in Nashville, TN - 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MZiz27SyjAk.  

Interview by Gueroult with J.R.R. Tolkien (1964) - 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bzDtmMXJ1B4.  

J.R.R. Tolkien reading “The Ride of Rohirrim” - 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=LWxnHuVEwUg.  

J.R.R. Tolkien reading (1952) “The Song of Beren and Lúthien”, as recited by Aragorn, 
son of Arathorn at their camp on Weathertop - 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SB4u8IXwH60.  

A reading of the J.R.R. Tolkien translation of Beowulf - 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=boD7pSYu4tE.  

A reading by Professor Justin A. Jackson of Hillsdale College of the opening lines of 
Beowulf in its original Old English (Anglo-Saxon) - 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=CH-_GwoO4xI.  

 

BOOKS BY TOLKIEN 

 

WORKS BY J.R.R. TOLKIEN  

The Hobbit (1937) 
Leaf by Niggle  
On Fairy-Stories  

 
1 About Michael D.C. Drout (b. 3 May 1968) is a professor of English and Chair of the English 

Department at Wheaton College in Norton, Massachusetts. Along with Douglas A. Anderson and Verlyn 
Flieger, Drout is a founding editor of Tolkien Studies: An Annual Scholarly Review. 
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Farmer Giles of Ham  
The Homecoming of Beorhtnoth  
The Lord of the Rings (1953-1955) 
The Adventures of Tom Bombadil (1961) 
The Road Goes Ever On (with Donald Swann) (1967) 
Smith of Wootton Major  

WORKS PUBLISHED POSTHUMOUSLY  
Sir Gawain and the Green Knight, Pearl, and Sir Orfeo  
The Father Christmas Letters  
The Silmarillion (1978) 
Pictures by J.R.R. Tolkien  
Unfinished Tales (1980) 
The Letters of J.R.R. Tolkien (1981) 
Finn and Hengest  
Mr. Bliss  
The Monsters and the Critics & Other Essays  
Roverandom  
The Children of Húrin  
The Legend of Sigurd and Gudrún  

THE HISTORY OF MIDDLE-EARTH Edited by Christopher Tolkien  
I · The Book of Lost Tales, Part One  
II · The Book of Lost Tales, Part Two  
III · The Lays of Beleriand  
IV · The Shaping of Middle-earth  
V · The Lost Road and Other Writings  
VI · The Return of the Shadow  
VII · The Treason of Isengard  
VIII · The War of the Ring  
IX · Sauron Defeated  
X · Morgoth’s Ring  
XI · The War of the Jewels  
XII · The Peoples of Middle-earth 
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RESOURCES 

 

The Tolkien Gateway website - https://tolkiengateway.net/wiki/Main_Page.  

The Letters of J.R.R. Tolkien. A Selection edited by Humphrey Carpenter with the 
assistance of Christopher Tolkien (Boston & New York, Houghton Mifflin Harcourt, 
2013). 

Letter 131 To Milton Waldman - [After Allen & Unwin, under pressure from 
Tolkien to make up their minds, had reluctantly declined to publish The Lord of 
the Rings together with The Silmarillion, Tolkien was confident that Milton 
Waldman of Collins would shortly issue both books under his firm’s imprint. In 
the spring of 1950, Waldman told Tolkien that he hoped to begin typesetting the 
following autumn. But there were delays, largely caused by Waldman’s frequent 
absences in Italy and his ill-health. By the latter part of 1951 no definite 
arrangements for publication had yet been made, and Collins were becoming 
anxious about the combined length of both books. It was apparently at 
Waldman’s suggestion that Tolkien wrote the following letter – of which the full 
text is some ten thousand words long – with the intention of demonstrating that 
The Lord of the Rings and The Silmarillion were interdependent and indivisible. 
The letter, which interested Waldman so much that he had a typed copy made 
(see the end of no. 137), is not dated, but was probably written late in 1951.] 
[Tolkien, J.R.R. The Letters of J.R.R. Tolkien (p. 143). HarperCollins. Kindle 
Edition.] 

 

QUOTES 

 

The land seemed full of creaking and cracking and sly noises, but there was no sound of 
voice or of foot. Far above the Ephel Dúath in the West the night-sky was still dim and 
pale. There, peeping among the cloud-wrack above a dark tor high up in the mountains, 
Sam [Gamgee] saw a white star twinkle for a while. The beauty of it smote his heart, as 
he looked up out of the forsaken land, and hope returned to him. For like a shaft, clear 
and cold, the thought pierced him that in the end the Shadow was only a small and 
passing thing: there was light and high beauty forever beyond its reach. His song in the 
Tower had been defiance rather than hope; for then he was thinking of himself. Now, 
for a moment, his own fate, and even his master’s, ceased to trouble him. He crawled 
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back into the brambles and laid himself by Frodo’s side, and putting away all fear, he 
cast himself into a deep untroubled sleep. [Tolkien, J.R.R. The Return of the King: Being 
the Third Part of the Lord of the Rings, Book VI, Chapter 2, “The Lake of Shadow”. 
Houghton Mifflin Harcourt. Kindle Edition.] 

FAERIE is a perilous land, and in it are pitfalls for the unwary and dungeons for the 
overbold … The realm of fairy-story is wide and deep and high and filled with many 
things: all manner of beasts and birds are found there; shoreless seas and stars 
uncounted; beauty that is an enchantment, and an ever-present peril; both joy and 
sorrow as sharp as swords. In that realm a man may, perhaps, count himself fortunate 
to have wandered, but its very richness and strangeness tie the tongue of a traveller 
who would report them. And while he is there it is dangerous for him to ask too many 
questions, lest the gates should be shut, and the keys be lost. [From “On Fairy-Stories”, 
a lecture given on 8 March 1939. This lecture included in Tales from the Perilous Realm 
(2008)] 

Quoted by Bradley Birzer in “Tolkien: Man Behind the Myth”, Christian History 
magazine 78 (2002) - “The spirit of wickedness in high places is now so powerful and so 
many-headed in its incarnations,” Tolkien wrote in 1969, “that there seems nothing 
more to do than personally to refuse to worship any of the hydra’s heads.” The world, 
he thought, seemed little better than a new Tower of Babel, “all noise and confusion.” 

The Hobbit was born one summer afternoon, likely in 1930. Tolkien, then a young 
professor, sat in his home office correcting examinations: “One of the candidates had 
mercifully left one of the pages with no writing on it, which is the best thing that can 
possibly happen to an examiner, and I wrote on it: ‘In a hole in the ground there lived a 
hobbit.’ Names always generate a story in my mind: eventually I thought I’d better 
find out what hobbits were like.”2 

The Oxford English Dictionary at “hobbit” – “In the tales of J. R. R. Tolkien (1892–
1973): one of an imaginary people, a small variety of the human race, that gave 
themselves this name (meaning ‘hole-dweller’) but were called by 
others halflings, since they were half the height of normal men.”  

 

 

 
2 “Did You Know?,” Christian History Magazine-Issue 78: J.R.R. Tolkien & Lord of the Rings (Carol 

Stream, IL: Christianity Today, 2002). 
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BIOGRAPHICAL 

 

From C. S. Lewis, The Collected Letters of C. S. Lewis, ed. Walter Hooper (New 
York: HarperCollins e-books; HarperSanFrancisco, 2004–2007), 1022–1015. 

 

TOLKIEN, John Ronald Reuel CBE (1892–1973) was born in Bloemfontein, South 
Africa, to English parents on 3 January 1892. His father, Arthur Reuel Tolkien, who had 
married Mabel Suffield in 1891, was the manager of the Bank of Africa in Bloemfontein. 
His brother Hilary Arthur Reuel Tolkien was born on 17 February 1894. Because the 
intense heat was harming Ronald, Mrs. Tolkien returned to England with the boys in 
1895 and moved into 5 Gracewell, Sarehole, near Birmingham. Before they could rejoin 
him in South Africa, Arthur Tolkien died in 1896. 

In 1900, Mabel Tolkien, despite family opposition, became a Roman Catholic and began 
to instruct her sons in the Catholic faith. That same year Ronald went to King Edward’s 
School, Birmingham, where his love of languages blossomed. In 1902, the family moved 
to 26 Oliver Road, Edgbaston, so that Ronald and his brother could be educated by the 
priests of Birmingham Oratory at St Philip’s School. However, after winning a 
scholarship, Ronald returned to King Edward’s School in 1903. 

After her long struggles, Mabel Tolkien died on 14 November 1904 [only 35-years 
old]. The sacrifice she made to raise her children as Catholics was not lost on Ronald, 
who later wrote: ‘My own mother was a martyr indeed, and it is not to everybody that 
God grants so easy a way to his great gifts as he did to Hilary and myself, giving us a 
mother who killed herself with labour and trouble to ensure us keeping the faith.’ 
The boys went to live with their aunt, Beatrice Suffield, in Birmingham. 

Tolkien came up to Exeter College, Oxford, in 1911 and read Honour Moderations. For 
his special subject he chose Comparative Philology and was taught by Joseph Wright.  

The Oxford English Dictionary at “Philology” – “The branch of knowledge that 
deals with the structure, historical development, and relationships of languages 
or language families; the historical study of the phonology and morphology of 
languages; historical linguistics. See also comparative philology at comparative 
adj. 1b. This sense has never been current in the United States and is increasingly 
rare in British use. Linguistics is now the more usual term for the study of the 
structure of language, and (often with qualifying adjective, as historical, 
comparative, etc.) has generally replaced philology. 
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He then read English Language and Literature, taking a First in 1915. It was during 
these undergraduate years that he developed his interest in painting and drawing. 
Tolkien was a lieutenant with the Lancashire Fusiliers from 1915 to 1918 and took part 
in the Battle of the Somme. While convalescing from an illness he began writing The 
Silmarillion, the myths and legends of what later became known as ‘the First Age of the 
World’. 

On 22 March 1916, he married Edith Mary Bratt (1889–1971) and they had four 
children: John (b. 16 November 1917), Michael (b. 22 October 1920), Christopher (b. 21 
November 1924), and Priscilla (b. 18 June 1929).  

THE “SONG OF BEREN AND LÚTHIEN” BY J.R.R. TOLKIEN3 

 

 
 

An “umbel” 

 

 
3 At the Tolkien Gateway website at “Beren and Lúthien”: “The tale of Beren and Lúthien was, or 

became, an essential element in the evolution of The Silmarillion, the myths and legends of the First Age of 
the World conceived by J.R.R. Tolkien. Returning from France and the battle of the Somme at the end of 
1916, he wrote the tale in the following year. Essential to the story, and never changed, is the fate that 
shadowed the love of Beren and Lúthien: for Beren was a mortal man, but Lúthien was an immortal 
Elf. Her father, a great Elvish lord, in deep opposition to Beren, imposed on him an impossible task 
that he must perform before he might wed Lúthien. This is the kernel of the legend; and it leads to the 
supremely heroic attempt of Beren and Lúthien together to rob the greatest of all evil beings, Melkor, 
called Morgoth, the Black Enemy, of a Silmaril.” 
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The leaves were long, the grass was green, 
The hemlock-umbels tall and fair, 
And in the glade a light was seen 
Of stars in shadow shimmering. 
Tinúviel4 was dancing there 
To music of a pipe unseen, 
And light of stars was in her hair, 
And in her raiment glimmering. 
 

J.E.A. Tyler, The Complete Tolkien Companion (1976) – Lúthien Tinúviel – The Elven-
daughter of Thingol Greycloak (aka Elwë, the highest and noblest of all the Elves 
remaining in Middle-earth) of Doriath and the Lady Melian of the Maiar. She is 
remembered as the most beautiful maiden ever to walk the earth. 

J.E.A. Tyler, The Complete Tolkien Companion (1976) - Beren Erchamion – The noblest and 
most high-destined of all the heroic Edain of the First Age was Beren, son of Barahir…. 
It begins with Beren’s father Barahir, and of his friendship with the Elven-king Finrod 
of Nargothrond, whose life he saved at the Battle of Sudden Flame. To Barahir, Finrod 
gave his ring, as a token of gratitude. Barahir was slain shortly afterwards, by Orcs, 
who captured this jewel; but his son Beren avenged him, regaining the heirloom. He 
then fled the wreck of Dorthonion, crossing the forbidding Mountains of Terror and 
fighting off the attacks of monstrous spiders, before reaching the hidden forest of 
Neldoreth, in Doriath. There he beheld, dancing ‘to music of a pipe unseen’, Tinúviel the 
elven-fair, Immortal maiden elven-wise…. Lúthien was the daughter of Thingol 
Greycloak, King of this land of Doriath into which Beren, fleeing from peril, had 
chanced to wander. Beside the waters of the Elven-river Esgalduin they plighted their 
troth. Many were the hardships they endured together in the years that followed. 
Beren’s suit was not pleasing to Thingol, who sent him on an impossible quest to be rid 
of him. Beren was taken by the forces of the Enemy, and imprisoned. But Lúthien 
rescued him, and after many further adventures they entered Angband itself and 
recaptured one of the three Silmarils – as Thingol had bidden. This was afterwards 
accounted the greatest deed of the Elder Days. 

J.E.A. Tyler, The Complete Tolkien Companion (1976) – Finrod Felagund – The Friend of 
Men, called also The Faithful and Lord of Caves; the founder of Nargothrond and 
Companion of Beren (a human; of the Edain). His memory is exalted in the tales both 
of Elves, of who he was one of the noblest to walk the earth, and Men, towards whom 
he always behaved as a benefactor. For the sake of one Man, Finrod laid down his life in 

 
4 J.E.A. Tyler, The Complete Tolkien Companion (1976) - Tinúviel means “Twilight’s Daughter” (i.e., 

a “nightingale”) in the Sindarin language. The title given to Lúthien of Doriath, bestowed on her by Beren 
of the Edain. 



NOTES BY RICHARD GANZ 9 

 

Middle-earth. Finrod was the eldest son of Finarfin … and Finrod’s sister was 
Galadriel…. And while Turgon founded the Hidden City of Gondolin … Finrod, 
having learned from his kinsman Thingol of Doriath, of the Dwarf-delved Caves of 
Narog in West Beleriand, founded there the city of Nargothrond. He was afterwards 
called Felagund, “Cave-hewer” in the Dwarvish tongue…. It was Finrod, first of all 
High-elves, who discovered the race of Men, though their arrival had long been 
prophesied among the Eldar. The Men he encountered were the Edain [the “Second 
People”, because the Elves were the First People – the Edain were the Men who 
belonged to the Three Houses of the Elf-Friends, who came across the Blue Mountains 
in Beleriand during the Elder Days and found alongside the Eldar in the long wars 
against Morgoth the Enemy] as this people were afterwards known…. It was with this 
kindred of Men in particular that his fate was woven. 

 
There Beren came from mountains cold, 
And lost he wandered under leaves, 
And where the Elven-river rolled. 
He walked alone and sorrowing. 
He peered between the hemlock-leaves 
And saw in wonder flowers of gold 
Upon her mantle and her sleeves, 
And her hair like shadow following. 
Enchantment healed his weary feet 
That over hills were doomed to roam; 
And forth he hastened, strong and fleet, 
And grasped at moonbeams glistening. 
Through woven woods in Elvenhome 
She lightly fled on dancing feet, 
And left him lonely still to roam 
In the silent forest listening. 
He heard there oft the flying sound 
Of feet as light as linden-leaves, 
Or music welling underground, 
In hidden hollows quavering. 
Now withered lay the hemlock-sheaves, 
And one by one with sighing sound 
Whispering fell the beechen leaves 
In the wintry woodland wavering. 
He sought her ever, wandering far 
Where leaves of years were thickly strewn, 
By light of moon and ray of star 
In frosty heavens shivering. 
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Her mantle glinted in the moon, 
As on a hill-top high and far 
She danced, and at her feet was strewn 
A mist of silver quivering. 
When winter passed, she came again, 
And her song released the sudden spring, 
Like rising lark, and falling rain, 
And melting water bubbling. 
He saw the elven-flowers spring 
About her feet, and healed again 
He longed by her to dance and sing 
Upon the grass untroubling. 
Again she fled, but swift he came. 
Tinúviel! Tinúviel! 
He called her by her elvish name; 
And there she halted listening. 
One moment stood she, and a spell 
His voice laid on her: Beren came, 
And doom fell on Tinúviel 
That in his arms lay glistening. 
As Beren looked into her eyes 
Within the shadows of her hair, 
The trembling starlight of the skies 
He saw there mirrored shimmering. 
Tinúviel the elven-fair, 
Immortal maiden elven-wise, 
About him cast her shadowy hair 
And arms like silver glimmering. 
Long was the way that fate them bore, 
O'er stony mountains cold and grey, 
Through halls of iron and darkling door, 
And woods of nightshade morrowless. 
The Sundering Seas between them lay, 
And yet at last they met once more, 
And long ago they passed away 
In the forest singing sorrowless. 

 

After demobilization from the army in November 1918 Tolkien moved to Oxford where 
he worked for a while on the Oxford Dictionary. He became a Reader in English 
Language at the University of Leeds in 1920, and Professor of English Language at 
Leeds in 1924. In 1925 he returned to Oxford as Rawlinson and Bosworth Professor of 
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Anglo-Saxon. He was elected Merton Professor of English Language and Literature in 
1945. 

They may have seen one another before, but the first time he and Lewis spoke was at a 
faculty meeting on 11 May 1926 (AMR). The next year Tolkien enrolled Lewis in his 
Kolbítar or Coalbiters, a society he founded in 1926 for the purposes of reading the 
Icelandic sagas and myths in the original Old Icelandic or Old Norse. Soon they were 
meeting regularly, usually on Monday mornings, and this could be taken as the 
beginnings of The Inklings. 

Lewis was converted to Christianity in 1931, and in a letter to Dom Bede Griffiths of 21 
December 1941, he spoke of Hugo Dyson* and Tolkien as ‘the immediate human 
carriers’ of his conversion. The part these men played in this is explained in detail in the 
letter to Arthur Greeves* of 18 October 1931, the last letter in this book. Further light is 
shed on Lewis’s conversion and Tolkien’s understanding of myth by Tolkien’s poem, 
Mythopoeia, found in his Tree and Leaf, ed. Christopher Tolkien, (2nd edition: 1988). 

Although The Silmarillion was in draft form during the 1920s, Tolkien turned from it to 
The Hobbit (1937) which he began in about 1930 to amuse his children. The next work to 
emerge from the huge mythological world of The Silmarillion was The Lord of the Rings 
which he began in 1937. Much of what the Inklings called ‘the new Hobbit’ was read 
aloud to them while it was being written. This most famous of all Tolkien’s works 
appeared in three volumes. The first, The Fellowship of the Ring came out in 1954, and the 
other two volumes, The Two Towers and The Return of the King in 1955. Few works of 
literature had ever meant so much to Lewis, and Tolkien often mentioned the help he 
received from Lewis’s encouragement. 

Tolkien retired in 1959. Mrs Tolkien was by now quite lame from arthritis, and 
increasingly Tolkien withdrew from the active life of the university to spend more time 
with her. While the publication of The Lord of the Rings brought fame and wealth, it also 
brought visitors and an enormous number of fan letters. Still he continued work on The 
Silmarillion, and his publications over the next few years included The Adventures of Tom 
Bombadil and other verses from The Red Book (1962), Tree and Leaf (1963), and Smith of 
Wootton Major (1967). 

When Lewis died suddenly in November 1963 no one could have been more generous 
with praise. In a letter to his daughter, Priscilla, of 26 November 1963, he compared the 
death of Lewis to ‘an axe-blow near the roots. Very sad that we should have been so 
separated in the last years; but our time of close communion endured in memory for 
both of us. I had a mass said this morning, and was there, and served’.8 In the letter he 
wrote to his son Michael, he said: ‘We owed a great debt to the other, and that tie with 
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the deep affection that it begot, remains. He was a great man of whom the cold-blooded 
official obituaries only scraped the surface.’9 

In 1965 Tolkien learned that an American publisher planned on issuing an 
unauthorized paperback edition of The Lord of the Rings. To remedy the situation 
Tolkien had to make a number of textual changes in his book so that it would be 
reprinted as the ‘authorized’ paperback. In the end he revised both The Hobbit and The 
Lord of the Rings and the new editions were published in 1966. In 1968 Tolkien and his 
wife moved into a bungalow at 19 Lakeside Road, Branksome Park, Poole, which was 
only a short taxi-ride from the Catholic church and the Miramar, a residential hotel 
where they often stayed. They were thus able to divide their time between their home 
and the hotel. 

Mrs. Tolkien died on 29 November 1971. Following her burial in Oxford, Merton 
College invited Tolkien to become a resident honorary Fellow, and they gave him a set 
of rooms in 21 Merton Street. In June 1972 he went to Buckingham Palace to be 
presented with a CBE by the Queen. Amongst the many honorary degrees conferred on 
him was an honorary Doctorate of Letters from his own university on 4 June 1972. 
While in Bournemouth in August 1973 he became ill and he died on 2 September 1973. 
He and his wife are buried in the Wolvercote Cemetery.  

For information and photos see Humphrey Carpenter’s J.R.R. Tolkien: A Biography 
(1977), and The Inklings (1978); The Tolkien Family Album (1992) by John and Priscilla 
Tolkien, and the entry on Christopher Tolkien in CG which contains a list of the many 
works of Tolkien edited by his son. 

BIOGRAPHICAL APPENDIX 

AMR All My Road Before Me: The Diary of C. S. Lewis 1922–27, edited by Walter Hooper 
(1991) 

* means there is a separate entry 

8 The Letters of J.R.R. Tolkien, ed. Humphrey Carpenter (1981), p. 341. 

9 ibid. 

CG Walter Hooper, C. S. Lewis: A Companion and Guide (1996) 
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LEAF BY NIGGLE (1964) 

 

Christopher Tolkien refers in his Preface to J.R.R. Tolkien, Beren and Lúthien (2017), 
speaking of the time when he presented to Rayner Unwin (Chairman of the publishing 
house) the problem of Tolkien’s vast legendarium – 

The textual and other discussions are far too detailed and minute; the size of it is 
(and will become progressively more so) prohibitive. It is done partly for my 
own satisfaction in getting things right, and because I wanted to know how the 
whole conception did in reality evolve from the earliest origins . . . ‘If there is a 
future for such enquiries, I want to make as sure as I can that any later research 
into JRRT’s “literary history” is not turned into a nonsense by mistaking the 
actual course of its evolution. The chaos and intrinsic difficulty of many of the 
papers (the layer upon layer of changes in a single manuscript page, the vital 
clues on scattered scraps found anywhere in the archive, the texts written on the 
backs of other works, the disordering and separation of manuscripts, the near or 
total illegibility in places, is simply inexaggerable…. [Tolkien, J.R.R. Beren and 
Lúthien (pp. 9-10). HarperCollins. Kindle Edition.] 

 

A story first published in the Dublin Review5 (January 1945), pages 46-61. The 
current best edition of this story in Tales from the Perilous Realm (1997 and 2008). 
Shippey argues that Tolkien wrote this short story in April 1942, a story which 
Tolkien said came from him easier than any other story he wrote, which he wrote 
out in a just a few hours 

Tom Shippey6 in the “Introduction” to Tales from the Perilous Realm (2008) - What 
happened then is a long story, about which we now know a great deal more than we 
did, but once again it was summed up concisely and suggestively by Tolkien himself, 

 
5 About the Dublin Review today, see: https://thedublinreview.com/.  

6 Wikipedia – “Thomas Alan Shippey (born 9 September 1943) is a British medievalist, a retired 
scholar of Middle and Old English literature, as well as of modern fantasy and science fiction. He is 
considered one of the world's leading academic experts on the works of J. R. R. Tolkien about whom he 
has written several books and many scholarly papers. His book The Road to Middle-Earth has been called 
‘the single best thing written on Tolkien’. Shippey's education and academic career have repeatedly 
crossed paths with those of Tolkien: he attended King Edward's School, Birmingham, became a 
professional philologist, occupied Tolkien's professorial chair at the University of Leeds, and taught Old 
English at the University of Oxford to the syllabus that Tolkien had devised.” 
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in the story “Leaf by Niggle”. It is generally accepted that this has a strong element of 
self-portrait about it, with Tolkien the writer—a confirmed “niggler”, as he said 
himself—transposed as Niggle the painter. Niggle, the story tells us, was busy on all 
kinds of pictures, but one in particular started to grow on him. It began as just a single 
leaf, but then it became a tree, and the tree grew to be a Tree, and behind it a whole 
country started to open out, with “glimpses of a forest marching over the land, and of 
mountains tipped with snow”. Niggle, Tolkien wrote, “lost interest in his other pictures; 
or else he took them and tacked them on to the edges of his great picture”. 

The Oxford English Dictionary at “to niggle” – “intransitive. To do something in a 
painstaking, finicky, fussy, or ineffective manner; to trifle, fiddle; to waste effort 
or time on petty details. Also, with away.” 

Tom Shippey7 argues that the story is “provable” as an autobiographical allegory. 
“Niggle’s journey is (or can be equated to) death; Niggle the painter is Tolkien the 
writer, a perfectionist and easily distracted; his ‘leaf’ is The Hobbit, his ‘tree’ The Lord of 
the Rings, the ‘country’ that opens from it is Middle-earth…. Meanwhile, the garden 
which Niggle does not keep up looks ominously like Tolkien’s professorial duties – that 
is, his obligation as a holder of an Oxford Chair to publish works of scholarship.” 

Tom Shippey in the “Introduction” to Tales from the Perilous Realm (2008) - “Tolkien 
reported in more than one letter that the whole story came to him in a dream and that 
he wrote it down immediately, at some time (reports vary) between 1939 and 1942. 
This is the more plausible in that it is so obvious what kind of a dream it was: an 
anxiety-dream, of the kind we all get. Students with an exam to take dream that they 
have overslept and missed it, academics due to make a presentation dream they have 
arrived on the podium with nothing to read and nothing in their heads, and the fear at 
the heart of “Leaf by Niggle” is clearly that of never getting finished. Niggle knows he 
has a deadline—it is obviously death, the journey we all have to take—he has a 
painting he desperately wants to finish, but he puts things off and puts things off, and 
when he finally buckles down to it, first there is a call on his time he cannot refuse, and 
then he gets sick, and then an Inspector turns up and condemns his painting as scrap, 
and as he starts to contest this the Driver turns up and tells him he must leave now with 
no more than he can snatch up. He leaves even that little bag on the train, and when he 
turns back for it, the train has gone.” 

 

 
7 Under the entry “Leaf by Niggle” in The J.R.R. Tolkien Companion and Guide: Reader’s Guide (2006) 

by Christina Scull and Wayne G. Hammond. 
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FROM THE TEXT 

 

IT HAD BEGUN WITH A LEAF 

 

There was one picture in particular which bothered him. It had begun with a leaf 
caught in the wind, and it became a tree; and the tree grew, sending out innumerable 
branches, and thrusting out the most fantastic roots. Strange birds came and settled on 
the twigs and had to be attended to. Then all round the Tree, and behind it, through the 
gaps in the leaves and boughs, a country began to open out; and there were glimpses of 
a forest marching over the land, and of mountains tipped with snow. Niggle lost 
interest in his other pictures; or else he took them and tacked them on to the edges of 
his great picture. [Tolkien, J.R.R. Tales from the Perilous Realm (p. 286). HarperCollins. 
Kindle Edition.] 

 

SELF-DOUBT & DESIRE FOR AFFIRMATION OF OTHERS 

 

One day, Niggle stood a little way off from his picture and considered it with unusual 
attention and detachment. He could not make up his mind what he thought about it, 
and wished he had some friend who would tell him what to think. Actually, it 
seemed to him wholly unsatisfactory, and yet very lovely, the only really beautiful 
picture in the world. What he would have liked at that moment would have been to see 
himself walk in and slap him on the back and say (with obvious sincerity): ‘Absolutely 
magnificent! I see exactly what you are getting at. Do get on with it, and don’t bother 
about anything else! We will arrange for a public pension, so that you need not.’ 
[Tolkien, J.R.R. Tales from the Perilous Realm (p. 287). HarperCollins. Kindle Edition.] 

 

NO ONE (CAN) UNDERSTAND HIS VISION 

 

There were many things that he had not the face to say no to, whether he thought them 
duties or not; and there were some things he was compelled to do, whatever he 
thought. Some of his visitors hinted that his garden was rather neglected, and that he 
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might get a visit from an Inspector. Very few of them knew about his picture, of 
course; but if they had known, it would not have made much difference. I doubt if 
they would have thought that it mattered much. [Tolkien, J.R.R. Tales from the Perilous 
Realm (p. 288). HarperCollins. Kindle Edition.] 

 

DEATH ARRIVES 

 

‘Driver? Driver?’ he chattered. ‘Driver of what?’ ‘You, and your carriage,’ said the man. 
‘The carriage was ordered long ago. It has come at last. It’s waiting. You start today on 
your journey, you know.’ ‘There now!’ said the Inspector. ‘You’ll have to go; but it’s a 
bad way to start on your journey, leaving your jobs undone. Still, we can at least make 
some use of this canvas now.’ ‘Oh dear!’ said poor Niggle, beginning to weep. ‘And it’s 
not even finished!’ [Tolkien, J.R.R. Tales from the Perilous Realm (p. 294). HarperCollins. 
Kindle Edition.] 

 

JUDGMENT: VOICES 1 AND 2 

 

Niggle was lying in the dark, resting completely; so that, as he had not been either 
feeling or thinking at all, he might have been lying there for hours or for years, as far as 
he could tell. But now he heard Voices: not voices that he had ever heard before. There 
seemed to be a Medical Board, or perhaps a Court of Inquiry, going on close at hand, 
in an adjoining room with the door open, possibly, though he could not see any light. 
‘Now the Niggle case,’ said a Voice, a severe voice, more severe than the doctor’s. ‘What 
was the matter with him?’ said a Second Voice, a voice that you might have called 
gentle, though it was not soft—it was a voice of authority and sounded at once 
hopeful and sad. ‘What was the matter with Niggle? His heart was in the right place.’ 
[Tolkien, J.R.R. Tales from the Perilous Realm (pp. 297-298). HarperCollins. Kindle 
Edition.] 
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AN ADVOCATE SUGGESTS GENTLE TREATMENT 

 

‘I think it is a case for a little gentle treatment now,’ said the Second Voice. Niggle 
thought that he had never heard anything so generous as that Voice. It made Gentle 
Treatment sound like a load of rich gifts, and the summons to a King’s feast. Then 
suddenly Niggle felt ashamed. To hear that he was considered a case for Gentle 
Treatment overwhelmed him and made him blush in the dark. It was like being 
publicly praised, when you and all the audience knew that the praise was not 
deserved. Niggle hid his blushes in the rough blanket. [Tolkien, J.R.R. Tales from the 
Perilous Realm (p. 300). HarperCollins. Kindle Edition.] 

 

 WHEN VISION BECOMES REAL 

 

Before him stood the Tree, his Tree, finished. If you could say that of a Tree that was 
alive, its leaves opening, its branches growing and bending in the wind that Niggle had 
so often felt or guesses and had so often failed to catch. He gazed at the Tree, and 
slowly he lifted his arms and opened them wide. ‘It’s a gift!’ he said. He was referring to 
his art, and also to the result; but he was using the word quite literally. He went on 
looking at the Tree. All the leaves he had ever laboured at were there, as he had 
imagined them rather than as he had made them; and there were others that had only 
budded in his mind, and many that might have budded, if only he had had time. 
Nothing was written on them, they were just exquisite leaves, yet they were dated as 
clear as a calendar. Some of the most beautiful—and the most characteristic, the most 
perfect examples of the Niggle style—were seen to have been produced in collaboration 
with Mr. Parish: there was no other way of putting it. [Tolkien, J.R.R. Tales from the 
Perilous Realm (pp. 302-303). HarperCollins. Kindle Edition.] 

 

INFINITE ENTRY INTO MYSTERY 

 

You could go on and on, but not perhaps forever. There were the Mountains in the 
background. They did get nearer, very slowly. They did not seem to belong to the 
picture, or only as a link to something else, a glimpse through the trees of something 
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different, a further stage: another picture. [Tolkien, J.R.R. Tales from the Perilous Realm 
(p. 304). HarperCollins. Kindle Edition.] 

 

DEATH AS COMPLETION 

 

As their work drew to an end, they allowed themselves more and more time for 
walking about, looking at the trees, and the flowers, and the lights and shapes, and the 
lie of the land. Sometimes they sang together; but Niggle found that he was now 
beginning to turn his eyes, more and more often, towards the Mountains. [Tolkien, 
J.R.R. Tales from the Perilous Realm (p. 307). HarperCollins. Kindle Edition.] 

 

THE NEED TO GO ONWARDS 

 

‘Do you want a guide?’ he asked. ‘Do you want to go on?’ For a moment a shadow fell 
between Niggle and Parish, for Niggle knew that he did now want to go on, and (in a 
sense) ought to go on; but Parish did not want to go on and was not yet ready to go. 
[Tolkien, J.R.R. Tales from the Perilous Realm (pp. 307-308). HarperCollins. Kindle 
Edition.] 

He shook Parish’s hand warmly: a good, firm, honest hand it seemed. He turned and 
looked back for a moment. The blossom on the Great Tree was shining like flame. All 
the birds were flying in the air and singing. Then he smiled and nodded to Parish and 
went off with the shepherd. He was going to learn about sheep, and the high 
pasturages, and look at a wider sky, and walk ever further and further towards the 
Mountains, always uphill. Beyond that I cannot guess what became of him. Even 
little Niggle in his old home could glimpse the Mountains far away, and they got into 
the borders of his picture; but what they are really like, and what lies beyond them only 
those can say who have climbed them. [Tolkien, J.R.R. Tales from the Perilous Realm (p. 
309). HarperCollins. Kindle Edition.] 

 

 

 



NOTES BY RICHARD GANZ 19 

 

WHAT REMAINS IN THE OLD COUNTRY 

 

That was probably the last time Niggle’s name ever came up in conversation. However, 
Atkins preserved the odd corner. Most of it crumbled; but one beautiful leaf remained 
intact. Atkins had it framed. Later he left it to the Town Museum, and for a long time 
while ‘Leaf: by Niggle’ hung there in a recess and was noticed by a few eyes. But 
eventually the Museum was burnt down, and the leaf, and Niggle, were entirely 
forgotten in his old country. [Tolkien, J.R.R. Tales from the Perilous Realm (p. 311). 
HarperCollins. Kindle Edition.] 

 

ELVES: THE FIRST-BORN; THE SPEAKERS 

 

J.E.A. Tyler, The Complete Tolkien Companion (1976) –  Elves - In those most ancient of all 
days the subsequent differences between the Elf-kindreds had not yet begun to manifest 
themselves, and for a timeless period the Firstborn roamed freely around the waters 
of Cuiviénen, and in the eastern forests, learning, understanding, and, above all, 
speaking: to each other (most of all) and to those beasts and growing things (kelvar 
and olvar) whose thoughts the Elves most desired to know. Their role in the affairs of 
Middle-earth is therefore one of awakening and teaching, rather than creation, or as in 
the case of Morgoth (and, unfortunately, Men) sub-creation. The Elves were the 
Quickeners of intellect, and articulation; they did not, strictly speaking, ‘invent’ these 
gifts; but they stimulated them, in themselves and in others; and having awakened 
and taught to the full extent of their ability (and their destiny) they departed from 
Middle-earth, leaving the remaining ‘speaking-peoples’ with the same hereditary 
task. 

 

ORCS 

 

J.E.A. Tyler, The Complete Tolkien Companion (1976) – Orcs were first bred by Melkor 
(Morgoth), far back in the Elder Days. They appeared in Middle-earth some time after 
the awakening of the Quendi [high-eleven name for all Elves meaning “the Speakers” – 
the first with the power of Speech in Middle-earth] in Cuiviénen [meaning “the Waters 



NOTES BY RICHARD GANZ 20 

 

of Awakening”, the ancient lake along whose shores the Quendi were awakened in “the 
East of Middle-earth”], and were afterwards believed to be themselves descended 
from the Quendi, for their sires, it was said, had been abducted by Melkor and 
twisted and corrupted into this new race: evil, filled with his dark will, cannibalistic 
and cruel. They abhorred the light of the Sun from their Beginning, emerging from their 
lairs and caves to do battle for their Black Master only at nightfall. They were bred in 
Darkness, lived in darkness, died in the dark; yet although they were cowardly and 
unreliable, so long as the will of their Dark Master animated them, they were 
formidable soldiery, and the enmity between them and the Elves was bitter. 

 

RINGWRAITHS 

 

The Oxford English Dictionary at “wraith” – “An apparition or spectre of a dead 
person; a phantom or ghost.” 

J.E.A. Tyler, The Complete Tolkien Companion (1976) – Ringwraiths – A translation (from 
the Black Speech of Mordor) of the name Nazgûl, a word meaning ‘Ring-wraiths’; being 
a name often used by enemies of Sauron for the slaves of the Nine Rings, Sauron’s most 
terrible servants, the nine Mortal Men who were ensnared by lust for power during the 
Second Age and who were forced to linger in Middle-earth as Úlairi, undead creatures, 
totally subservient to their Master, unable to pass on or find rest. They were filled with 
the evil essence of Sauron, and thus implemented his will from afar and in his name 
during much of the Second and all of the Third Age of Middle-earth, falling at last into 
annihilation when the destruction of the Ruling Ring released them from this fearsome 
bondage. It was always a measure of Sauron’s true nature and of the rewards to be 
gained in his service that the most evil destinies invariably overtook those who served 
him most faithfully. The Nine Lords had once been proud rulers of great tracts of 
Middle-earth; and they had fallen into evil practices and deeds even before they began 
to worship Sauron, or he to plan their downfall. In the sixteenth century of the Second 
Age, they individually accepted from him Rings of Power, made, so Sauron said, to 
give them power over all other Men and to give long life; and by this means he trapped 
them. The promised immortality of the Rings was revealed as a deadly and everlasting 
lengthening of days, so that life grew wearisome beyond belief, yet the consolation 
of death was denied. Power they gained – the power of terror alone, for unable to 
relinquish their Rings, the Nine Lords became in the end wraiths, deathless spirits with 
no will to oppose he who wore the One Ring. It was a fearful doom, and it was to 
endure for over four thousand years. 
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BOOK II, CHAPTER 2 – “THE COUNCIL OF ELROND” 

 

J.E.A. Tyler, The Complete Tolkien Companion (1976) – Elrond ‘Star-dome’ (Sind.) – 
Son of Eärendil and brother of Elros Tar-Minyatur; Herald of Gil-galad; Bearer of 
the Great Ring Vilya, mightiest of the Three, and Master of Rivendell 
throughout the Second and Third Ages of Middle-earth. The sons of Eärendil 
were Elros and Elrond, the Peredhil or Halfelven. ‘In them alone the line of the 
heroic chieftains of the Edain in the First Age was preserved; and after the fall of 
Gil-galad the lineage of the High-elven Kings was also in Middle-earth only 
represented by their descendants.’… But the House of Rivendell was not a 
fortress, nor a camp of war. It was a place of learning, merriment and quiet, 
beside a running stream, deep in a forest-clad northern valley. There, with his 
children, his loremasters and many of the chief Eldar of Middle-earth as his 
counsellors, Elrond dwelt until the end of the Age. 

 

This Council in Rivendell happened on October 25th. 

The Free Peoples of Middle Earth: Hobbits, Men, Dwarves, and Elves. 

The following people are known to have attended the Council (see the Tolkien 
Gateway): 

1. Elrond. As convener of the council and de facto ruler of Rivendell, Elrond 
headed the Council. 

2. Gandalf, one of the Wizards [the five members of the Order of the Istari, of the 
race called Maiar], was one of the Wise. The prohibition enjoined on the Wizards 
was they should renounce all native-born power and to conduct themselves 
within the limitations of Middle-earth. 

3. Frodo Baggins, the Ring-bearer, son of Drogo, came to Rivendell on the advice of 
Gandalf. His parents were both drowned in a boating accident when he was 12-
years old. At that time Bilbo Baggins was 99-years old, unmarried, and living in 
Bag End for forty years after returning from his Quest “there and back again.” 
When Frodo was 21-years old, Bilbo invited Frodo to come live with him. Bilbo 
and Frodo had the same birthday – September 22nd (the autumnal equinox). So 
when Bilbo was 111-years old; Frodo “came of age” at 33-years old. Bilbo then 
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disappeared (to Rivendell) and Frodo continued to live in his house in Bag End 
for seventeen years before the beginning of his own Quest. 

4. Bilbo Baggins, a former Ring-bearer, and the "Ring-finder". 
5. Glorfindel, a Noldor [the Second of the Three Kindreds, the People of Finwë, the 

artisans and loremasters of the Elves] of Rivendell who had aided Frodo earlier 
on his travel to Rivendell. “The Noldor were the Craftsmen of the Eldar, and 
their skills were wondrous. The greatest of all this people in both crafts and lore 
was Fëanor, and the greatest of all of his achievements were the three marvelous 
Jewels, the Silmarilli, which captured the blessed Light of the Two Trees within 
their depths and returned it.” 

6. Erestor, and several unnamed advisers of Elrond's household. “One of the 
Noldor of Rivendell: Chief of the Counsellors of Elrond’s House.” 

7. Aragorn, a Ranger, Chieftain of the Dúnedain and Heir of Isildur, who had been 
Frodo's travel companion, guide and aide since Bree. 

8. Boromir, son of the Steward of Gondor. His brother Faramir had a prophetic 
dream thrice, and he himself once. It spoke of "the Sword that was broken, 
"Imladris", "Isildur's Bane" and a "Halfling". In order to find the meaning of the 
dream, Boromir went to "Imladris" - Rivendell. 

9. Glóin and his son Gimli were sent by Dáin II Ironfoot to warn Bilbo about a 
messenger from Mordor who appeared at the gate of Erebor and asked for 
information of the One Ring. As king Brand of Dale was also encountered, Dáin 
decided to send messengers to Rivendell. They also came to seek news of what 
happened to Balin's Colony, which entered Moria thirty years before. 

10. Legolas was sent by his father Thranduil with ill news. Gollum, put in the 
custody of the Elves of Mirkwood by Aragorn, managed to escape after a 
surprise attack of Orcs. 

11. Galdor of the Havens, a messenger of Círdan [the Shipwright, one of the mighty 
among the Grey-elves of the First, Second, and Third Ages of Middle-earth…. 
They dwelt on the coasts; they were enamored of the Sea, and Ossë – the Maia of 
the Sea and chief servant of Ulmo - desired that they should live on the borders 
of his domain. They were afterward called the Falathrim, the “coast elves”. The 
chief of these was Círdan.] who just happened to be present at the time. His role 
in the Council was no larger than asking a couple of questions. 

 

GLÓIN’S TALE 
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Of these things Frodo had already heard many rumours; but the tale of Glóin was new 
to him, and when the dwarf spoke, he listened attentively. It appeared that amid the 
splendour of their works of hand the hearts of the Dwarves of the Lonely Mountain 
were troubled. ‘It is now many years ago,’ said Glóin, ‘that a shadow of disquiet fell 
upon our people. Whence it came we did not at first perceive. Words began to be 
whispered in secret: it was said that we were hemmed in a narrow place, and that 
greater wealth and splendour would be found in a wider world. Some spoke of Moria: 
the mighty works of our fathers that are called in our own tongue Khazad-dûm; and 
they declared that now at last we had the power and numbers to return.’ [Tolkien, J.R.R. 
The Fellowship of the Ring: Being the First Part of The Lord of the Rings (p. 240), Book II, 
Chapter 2. Houghton Mifflin Harcourt. Kindle Edition.] 

‘That was nigh on thirty years ago [that Balin and his posse of Dwarves went back to 
Moria]. For a while we had news and it seemed good: messages reported that Moria 
had been entered and a great work begun there. Then there was silence, and no word 
has ever come from Moria since. [Tolkien, J.R.R. The Fellowship of the Ring: Being the 
First Part of The Lord of the Rings (p. 241), Book II, Chapter 2. Houghton Mifflin 
Harcourt. Kindle Edition.] 

‘At this we [Dáin and Durin’s folk, the Dwarves of the Iron Hills in the Northeast] were 
greatly troubled, and we gave no answer. And then his fell [“treacherous, deceitful, 
false; villainous] voice was lowered, and he would have sweetened it if he could. “As a 
small token only of your friendship Sauron asks this,” he said: “that you should find 
this thief,” such was his word, “and get from him, willing or no, a little ring, the least 
of rings, that once he stole. It is but a trifle that Sauron fancies, and an earnest of your 
good will. Find it, and three rings that the Dwarf-sires possessed of old shall be 
returned to you, and the realm of Moria shall be yours for ever. Find only news of the 
thief, whether he still lives and where, and you shall have great reward and lasting 
friendship from the Lord. Refuse, and things will not seem so well. Do you refuse?” 
[Tolkien, J.R.R. The Fellowship of the Ring: Being the First Part of The Lord of the Rings 
(p. 241), Book II, Chapter 2. Houghton Mifflin Harcourt. Kindle Edition.] 

‘Heavy have the hearts of our chieftains been since that night. We needed not the fell 
voice of the messenger to warn us that his words held both menace and deceit; for we 
knew already that the power that has re-entered Mordor has not changed, and ever it 
betrayed us of old. Twice the messenger has returned and has gone unanswered. The 
third and last time, so he says, is soon to come, before the ending of the year. ‘And so, I 
have been sent at last by Dáin to warn Bilbo that he is sought by the Enemy, and to 
learn, if may be, why he desires this ring, this least of rings. Also, we crave the advice of 
Elrond. For the Shadow grows and draws nearer. We discover that messengers have 
come also to King Brand in Dale, and that he is afraid. We fear that he may yield. 
Already war is gathering on his eastern borders. If we make no answer, the Enemy may 
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move Men of his rule to assail King Brand, and Dáin also.’ [Tolkien, J.R.R. The Fellowship 
of the Ring: Being the First Part of The Lord of the Rings (pp. 241-242), Book II, Chapter 
2. Houghton Mifflin Harcourt. Kindle Edition.] 

ELROND’S REPLY 

 

‘You have done well to come,’ said Elrond. ‘You will hear today all that you need in 
order to understand the purposes of the Enemy. There is naught that you can do, other 
than to resist, with hope or without it. But you do not stand alone. You will learn that 
your trouble is but part of the trouble of all the western world…. ‘That is the purpose 
for which you are called hither. Called, I say, though I have not called you to me, 
strangers from distant lands. You have come and are here met, in this very nick of 
time, by chance as it may seem. Yet it is not so. Believe rather that it is so ordered that 
we, who sit here, and none others, must now find counsel for the peril of the world. 
[Tolkien, J.R.R. The Fellowship of the Ring: Being the First Part of The Lord of the Rings 
(p. 242), Book II, Chapter 2. Houghton Mifflin Harcourt. Kindle Edition.] 

Then all listened while Elrond in his clear voice spoke of Sauron and the Rings of 
Power, and their forging in the Second Age of the world long ago…. he told of the 
Elven-smiths of Eregion and their friendship with Moria, and their eagerness for 
knowledge, by which Sauron ensnared them. For in that time he was not yet evil to 
behold, and they received his aid and grew mighty in craft, whereas he learned all their 
secrets, and betrayed them, and forged secretly in the Mountain of Fire the One Ring to 
be their master. 

‘Fruitless did I call the victory of the Last Alliance? Not wholly so, yet it did not achieve 
its end. Sauron was diminished, but not destroyed. His Ring was lost but not unmade. 
The Dark Tower was broken, but its foundations were not removed; for they were made 
with the power of the Ring, and while it remains, they will endure. Many Elves and 
many mighty Men, and many of their friends, had perished in the war. Anárion was 
slain, and Isildur was slain; and Gil-galad and Elendil were no more. Never again shall 
there be any such league of Elves and Men; for Men multiply and the Firstborn 
decrease, and the two kindreds are estranged. And ever since that day the race of 
Númenor has decayed, and the span of their years has lessened. [Tolkien, J.R.R. The 
Fellowship of the Ring: Being the First Part of The Lord of the Rings (p. 244), Book II, 
Chapter 2. Houghton Mifflin Harcourt. Kindle Edition.] 

‘But in the wearing of the swift years of Middle-earth the line of Meneldil son of 
Anárion failed, and the Tree withered, and the blood of the Númenóreans became 
mingled with that of lesser men. Then the watch upon the walls of Mordor slept, and 
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dark things crept back to Gorgoroth. And on a time, evil things came forth, and they 
took Minas Ithil and abode in it, and they made it into a place of dread; and it is 
called Minas Morgul, the Tower of Sorcery. Then Minas Anor was named anew Minas 
Tirith, the Tower of Guard; and these two cities were ever at war, but Osgiliath which 
lay between was deserted and in its ruins shadows walked. [Tolkien, J.R.R. The 
Fellowship of the Ring: Being the First Part of The Lord of the Rings (pp. 244-245), Book II, 
Chapter 2. Houghton Mifflin Harcourt. Kindle Edition.] 

For in the days of Isildur the Ruling Ring passed out of all knowledge, and the Three 
were released from its dominion. But now in this latter day they [the three great Elven 
Rings] are in peril once more, for to our sorrow the One has been found. Others shall 
speak of its finding, for in that I played small part.’ [Tolkien, J.R.R. The Fellowship of the 
Ring: Being the First Part of The Lord of the Rings (p. 245), Book II, Chapter 2. 
Houghton Mifflin Harcourt. Kindle Edition.] 

 

BOROMIR OF GONDOR 

 

‘Yet that hour, maybe, is not now far away. The Nameless Enemy has arisen again. 
Smoke rises once more from Orodruin that we call Mount Doom. The power of the 
Black Land grows, and we are hard beset. When the Enemy returned our folk were 
driven from Ithilien, our fair domain east of the River, though we kept a foothold there 
and strength of arms. But this very year, in the days of June, sudden war came upon us 
out of Mordor, and we were swept away. We were outnumbered, for Mordor has allied 
itself with the Easterlings and the cruel Haradrim; but it was not by numbers that we 
were defeated. A power was there that we have not felt before. ‘Some said that it could 
be seen, like a great black horseman, a dark shadow under the moon. Wherever he 
came a madness filled our foes, but fear fell on our boldest, so that horse and man 
gave way and fled. [Tolkien, J.R.R. The Fellowship of the Ring: Being the First Part of The 
Lord of the Rings (p. 245), Book II, Chapter 2. Houghton Mifflin Harcourt. Kindle 
Edition.] 

‘In that dream I thought the eastern sky grew dark and there was a growing thunder, 
but in the West a pale light lingered, and out of it I heard a voice, remote but clear, 
crying:  

Seek for the Sword that was broken:  
In Imladris it dwells;  
There shall be counsels taken  
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Stronger than Morgul-spells.  
There shall be shown a token  
That Doom is near at hand,  
For Isildur’s Bane shall waken,  
And the Halfling forth shall stand. 

[Tolkien, J.R.R. The Fellowship of the Ring: Being the First Part of The Lord of the Rings 
(p. 246), Book II, Chapter 2. Houghton Mifflin Harcourt. Kindle Edition.] 

ELROND INTRODUCES THE KING & AND THE RING 

 

‘And who are you, and what have you to do with Minas Tirith?’ asked Boromir, looking 
in wonder at the lean face of the Ranger and his weather-stained cloak. ‘He is Aragorn 
son of Arathorn,’ said Elrond; ‘and he is descended through many fathers from 
Isildur Elendil’s son of Minas Ithil. He is the Chief of the Dúnedain in the North, 
and few are now left of that folk.’ [Tolkien, J.R.R. The Fellowship of the Ring: Being the 
First Part of The Lord of the Rings (pp. 246-247), Book II, Chapter 2. Houghton Mifflin 
Harcourt. Kindle Edition.] 

There was a hush, and all turned their eyes on Frodo. He was shaken by a sudden 
shame and fear; and he felt a great reluctance to reveal the Ring, and a loathing of its 
touch. He wished he was far away. The Ring gleamed and flickered as he held it up 
before them in his trembling hand. ‘Behold Isildur’s Bane!’ said Elrond. [Tolkien, J.R.R. 
The Fellowship of the Ring: Being the First Part of The Lord of the Rings (p. 247), Book II, 
Chapter 2. Houghton Mifflin Harcourt. Kindle Edition.] 

BILBO’S VERSE 

 

Frodo felt Bilbo stir impatiently at his side. Evidently, he was annoyed on his friend’s 
behalf. Standing suddenly up he burst out:  

All that is gold does not glitter,  
Not all those who wander are lost;  
The old that is strong does not wither,  
Deep roots are not reached by the frost.  
From the ashes a fire shall be woken,  
A light from the shadows shall spring;  
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Renewed shall be blade that was broken:  
The crownless again shall be king.  

‘Not very good perhaps, but to the point – if you need more beyond the word of Elrond. 
If that was worth a journey of a hundred and ten days to hear, you had best listen to it.’ 
He sat down with a snort. [Tolkien, J.R.R. The Fellowship of the Ring: Being the First Part 
of The Lord of the Rings (pp. 247-248), Book II, Chapter 2. Houghton Mifflin Harcourt. 
Kindle Edition.] 

ARAGORN’S SELF-DESCRIPTION 

 

Aragorn smiled at him; then he turned to Boromir again. ‘For my part I forgive your 
doubt,’ he said. ‘Little do I resemble the figures of Elendil and Isildur as they stand 
carven in their majesty in the halls of Denethor. I am but the heir of Isildur, not Isildur 
himself. I have had a hard life and a long; and the leagues that lie between here and 
Gondor are a small part in the count of my journeys. I have crossed many mountains 
and many rivers, and trodden many plains, even into the far countries of Rhûn and 
Harad where the stars are strange. ‘But my home, such as I have, is in the North. For 
here the heirs of Valandil have ever dwelt in long line unbroken from father unto son 
for many generations. Our days have darkened, and we have dwindled; but ever the 
Sword has passed to a new keeper. And this I will say to you, Boromir, ere I end. 
Lonely men are we, Rangers of the wild, hunters – but hunters ever of the servants of 
the Enemy; for they are found in many places, not in Mordor only. [Tolkien, J.R.R. The 
Fellowship of the Ring: Being the First Part of The Lord of the Rings (p. 248), Book II, 
Chapter 2. Houghton Mifflin Harcourt. Kindle Edition.] 

But when dark things come from the houseless hills, or creep from sunless woods, 
they fly from us. What roads would any dare to tread, what safety would there be in 
quiet lands, or in the homes of simple men at night, if the Dúnedain were asleep, or 
were all gone into the grave? ‘And yet less thanks have we than you. Travellers scowl at 
us, and countrymen give us scornful names. “Strider” I am to one fat man who lives 
within a day’s march of foes that would freeze his heart, or lay his little town in ruin, 
if he were not guarded ceaselessly. Yet we would not have it otherwise. If simple folk 
are free from care and fear, simple they will be, and we must be secret to keep them so. 
That has been the task of my kindred, while the years have lengthened and the grass 
has grown. [Tolkien, J.R.R. The Fellowship of the Ring: Being the First Part of The Lord of 
the Rings (p. 248), Book II, Chapter 2. Houghton Mifflin Harcourt. Kindle Edition.] 
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BILBO’S TALE AND FRODO’S 

 

To some there Bilbo’s tale was wholly new, and they listened with amazement while 
the old hobbit, actually not at all displeased, recounted his adventure with Gollum, at 
full length. He did not omit a single riddle. He would have given also an account of his 
party and disappearance from the Shire, if he had been allowed; but Elrond raised his 
hand. ‘Well told, my friend,’ he said, ‘but that is enough at this time. For the moment it 
suffices to know that the Ring passed to Frodo, your heir. Let him now speak!’ Then, 
less willingly than Bilbo, Frodo told of all his dealings with the Ring from the day that 
it passed into his keeping. Every step of his journey from Hobbiton to the Ford of 
Bruinen was questioned and considered, and everything that he could recall concerning 
the Black Riders was examined. At last, he sat down again. [Tolkien, J.R.R. The 
Fellowship of the Ring: Being the First Part of The Lord of the Rings (p. 249), Book II, 
Chapter 2. Houghton Mifflin Harcourt. Kindle Edition.] 

 

GANDALF’S TALE 

 

But these things it is the part of Gandalf to make clear; and I [Elrond] call upon him last, 
for it is the place of honour, and in all this matter he has been the chief.’ ‘Some, Galdor,’ 
said Gandalf, ‘would think the tidings of Glóin, and the pursuit of Frodo, proof enough 
that the halfling’s trove is a thing of great worth to the Enemy. Yet it is a ring. What 
then? The Nine the Nazgûl keep. The Seven are taken or destroyed.’ At this Glóin 
stirred but did not speak. ‘The Three we know of. What then is this one that he desires 
so much? [Tolkien, J.R.R. The Fellowship of the Ring: Being the First Part of The Lord of 
the Rings (p. 250), Book II, Chapter 2. Houghton Mifflin Harcourt. Kindle Edition.] 

‘ “At the worst,” said he [Saruman], “our Enemy knows that we have it not, and that it 
still is lost. But what was lost may yet be found, he thinks. Fear not! His hope will cheat 
him. Have I not earnestly studied this matter? Into Anduin the Great it fell; and long 
ago, while Sauron slept, it was rolled down the River to the Sea. There let it lie until the 
End.” ’ Gandalf fell silent, gazing eastward from the porch to the far peaks of the Misty 
Mountains, at whose great roots the peril of the world had so long lain hidden. He 
sighed. ‘There I was at fault,’ he said. ‘I was lulled by the words of Saruman the Wise; 
but I should have sought for the truth sooner, and our peril would now be less.’ ‘We 
were all at fault,’ said Elrond, ‘and but for your vigilance the Darkness, maybe, 
would already be upon us. But say on!’ [Tolkien, J.R.R. The Fellowship of the Ring: Being 
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the First Part of The Lord of the Rings (pp. 250-251), Book II, Chapter 2. Houghton 
Mifflin Harcourt. Kindle Edition.] 

‘Time passed with many cares, until my doubts were awakened again to sudden fear. 
Whence came the hobbit’s ring? What, if my fear was true, should be done with it? 
Those things I must decide. But I spoke yet of my dread to none, knowing the peril of 
an untimely whisper, if it went astray. In all the long wars with the Dark Tower 
treason has ever been our greatest foe. ‘That was seventeen years ago. Soon I became 
aware that spies of many sorts, even beasts and birds, were gathered round the Shire, 
and my fear grew. I called for the help of the Dúnedain, and their watch was doubled; 
and I opened my heart to Aragorn, the heir of Isildur.’ ‘And I,’ said Aragorn, 
‘counselled that we should hunt for Gollum, too late though it may seem. And since it 
seemed fit that Isildur’s heir should labour to repair Isildur’s fault, I went with Gandalf 
on the long and hopeless search.’ [Tolkien, J.R.R. The Fellowship of the Ring: Being the 
First Part of The Lord of the Rings (p. 251), Book II, Chapter 2. Houghton Mifflin 
Harcourt. Kindle Edition.] 

The memory of words at the Council came back to me: words of Saruman, half-heeded 
at the time. I heard them now clearly in my heart. ‘ “The Nine, the Seven, and the 
Three,” he said, “had each their proper gem. Not so the One. It was round and 
unadorned, as it were one of the lesser rings; but its maker set marks upon it that the 
skilled, maybe, could still see and read.” [Tolkien, J.R.R. The Fellowship of the Ring: Being 
the First Part of The Lord of the Rings (pp. 251-252), Book II, Chapter 2. Houghton 
Mifflin Harcourt. Kindle Edition.] 

‘And after these words Isildur described the Ring, such as he found it. “It was hot 
when I first took it, hot as a glede, and my hand was scorched, so that I doubt if ever 
again I shall be free of the pain of it. Yet even as I write it is cooled, and it seemeth to 
shrink, though it loseth neither its beauty nor its shape. Already the writing upon it, 
which at first was as clear as red flame, fadeth and is now only barely to be read. It is 
fashioned in an elven-script of Eregion, for they have no letters in Mordor for such 
subtle work; but the language is unknown to me. I deem it to be a tongue of the Black 
Land, since it is foul and uncouth. What evil it saith I do not know; but I trace here a 
copy of it, lest it fade beyond recall. The Ring misseth, maybe, the heat of Sauron’s 
hand, which was black and yet burned like fire, and so Gil-galad was destroyed; and 
maybe were the gold made hot again, the writing would be refreshed. But for my part I 
will risk no hurt to this thing: of all the works of Sauron the only fair. It is precious to 
me, though I buy it with great pain. ‘When I read these words, my quest was ended. 
For the traced writing was indeed as Isildur guessed, in the tongue of Mordor and the 
servants of the Tower.” [Tolkien, J.R.R. The Fellowship of the Ring: Being the First Part of 
The Lord of the Rings (pp. 252-253), Book II, Chapter 2. Houghton Mifflin Harcourt. 
Kindle Edition.] 
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‘And let us hope that none will ever speak it here again,’ answered Gandalf. 
‘Nonetheless I do not ask your pardon, Master Elrond. For if that tongue is not soon to 
be heard in every corner of the West, then let all put doubt aside that this thing is 
indeed what the Wise have declared: the treasure of the Enemy, fraught with all his 
malice; and in it lies a great part of his strength of old. Out of the Black Years come the 
words that the Smiths of Eregion heard and knew that they had been betrayed:  

One Ring to rule them all, One Ring to find them, One Ring  
to bring them all and in the Darkness bind them.  

‘Know also, my friends, that I learned more yet from Gollum. He was loth to speak, and 
his tale was unclear, but it is beyond all doubt that he went to Mordor, and there all that 
he knew was forced from him. Thus, the Enemy knows now that the One is found, 
that it was long in the Shire; and since his servants have pursued it almost to our 
door, he soon will know, already he may know, even as I speak, that we have it here.’ 
[Tolkien, J.R.R. The Fellowship of the Ring: Being the First Part of The Lord of the Rings 
(pp. 254-255), Book II, Chapter 2. Houghton Mifflin Harcourt. Kindle Edition.] 

 

LEGOLAS SPEAKS OF GOLLUM’S ESCAPE 

 

‘Escaped?’ cried Aragorn. ‘That is ill news indeed. We shall all rue it bitterly, I fear. 
How came the folk of Thranduil to fail in their trust?’ ‘Not through lack of 
watchfulness,’ said Legolas; ‘but perhaps through over-kindliness. And we fear that 
the prisoner had aid from others, and that more is known of our doings than we could 
wish. We guarded this creature day and night, at Gandalf ’s bidding, much though we 
wearied of the task. But Gandalf bade us hope still for his cure, and we had not the 
heart to keep him ever in dungeons under the earth, where he would fall back into 
his old black thoughts.’ [Tolkien, J.R.R. The Fellowship of the Ring: Being the First Part of 
The Lord of the Rings (p. 255), Book II, Chapter 2. Houghton Mifflin Harcourt. Kindle 
Edition.] 

‘Well, well, he is gone,’ said Gandalf. ‘We have no time to seek for him again. He must 
do what he will. But he may play a part yet that neither he nor Sauron have foreseen. 
[Tolkien, J.R.R. The Fellowship of the Ring: Being the First Part of The Lord of the Rings 
(p. 256), Book II, Chapter 2. Houghton Mifflin Harcourt. Kindle Edition.] 
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GANDALF GOES TO SARUMAN 

 

But Saruman has long studied the arts of the Enemy himself, and thus we have often 
been able to forestall him. It was by the devices of Saruman that we drove him from Dol 
Guldur. It might be that he had found some weapons that would drive back the Nine. ‘ 
“I will go to Saruman,” I said. [Tolkien, J.R.R. The Fellowship of the Ring: Being the First 
Part of The Lord of the Rings (p. 257), Book II, Chapter 2. Houghton Mifflin Harcourt. 
Kindle Edition.] 

‘Late one evening I came to the gate, like a great arch in the wall of rock; and it was 
strongly guarded. But the keepers of the gate were on the watch for me and told me that 
Saruman awaited me. I rode under the arch, and the gate closed silently behind me, and 
suddenly I was afraid, though I knew no reason for it. [Tolkien, J.R.R. The Fellowship of 
the Ring: Being the First Part of The Lord of the Rings (p. 258), Book II, Chapter 2. 
Houghton Mifflin Harcourt. Kindle Edition.] 

This then is one choice before you, before us. We may join with that Power. It would 
be wise, Gandalf. There is hope that way. Its victory is at hand; and there will be rich 
reward for those that aided it. As the Power grows, its proved friends will also grow; 
and the Wise, such as you and I, may with patience come at last to direct its courses, 
to control it. We can bide our time, we can keep our thoughts in our hearts, deploring 
maybe evils done by the way, but approving the high and ultimate purpose: 
Knowledge, Rule, Order; all the things that we have so far striven in vain to accomplish, 
hindered rather than helped by our weak or idle friends. There need not be, there 
would not be, any real change in our designs, only in our means.” [Tolkien, J.R.R. The 
Fellowship of the Ring: Being the First Part of The Lord of the Rings (p. 259), Book II, 
Chapter 2. Houghton Mifflin Harcourt. Kindle Edition.] 

 

 


