VIII.


THE TALE OF


THE SUN AND MOON.


The Tale of the Sun and Moon is introduced by an 'Interlude'


(as it is called in the manuscript) in which there appears, as a


guest at Mar Vanwa Tyalieva, one Gilfanon of Tavrobel. This


interlude exists also in a rejected earlier version.


The tale itself is for most of its length a manuscript in ink


over an erased pencilled original, but towards its end (see note


19) it becomes a primary manuscript in ink with the pencilled


draft extant in another book.


The Tale of the Sun and Moon is very long, and I have short-


ened it in places in brief paraphrase, without omitting any detail


of interest. (A note of my father's refer to this tale as'in need


of great revision, cutting-down, and [?reshaping]'.)


Gilfanon a-Davrobel


Now it is not to be thought that as Eriol hearkened to many


tales which spake of divers sorrows of the Elves that the thirst


for limpe grew less within him, for it was not so, and ever as


the throng sat about the Tale-fire he was an eager questioner,


seeking to learn all the history of the folk even down to those


days that then were, when the elfin people dwelt again to-


gether in the isle.


Knowing now therefore something of the glorious fashion


of their ancient home and of the splendour of the Gods, he


pondered often on the coming of the days of Sunlight and of


Moonsheen, and of the doings of the Elves in the world with-


out, and of their adventures there with Men ere Melko com-














passed their estrangement; wherefore one night he said, sit-


ting before the Tale-fire: 'Whence be the Sun and Moon, 0


Lindo? For as yet have I heard only of the Two Trees and


their sad fading, but of the coming of Men, or of the deeds


of the Elves beyond Valinor has no one told me.'


Now there happened that night to be present a guest both


at their board and at their tale-telling, and his name was


Gilfanon, and all named him beside Gilfanon a Davrobel,'


for he came from that region of the isle where stands the


Tower of Tavrobel beside the rivers,' and about it dwelt the


Gnome-folk still as one people, naming the places in their


own tongue. That region was Gilfanon wont to name the


fairest of all the isle, and the Gnome-kin its best folk, albeit


ere the coming of the folk thither long had he dwelt away


from the Noldoli, faring with Ilkorins in Hisilome and Ar-


tanor, and thereto had he become as few Elves did a great


friend and companion of the Children of Men of those days.


To their legends and their memories he added his own knowl-


edge, for he had been deep-versed in many lores and tongues


once in the far days of Kor, and experience had he beside of


many very ancient deeds, being indeed one of the oldest of


the fairies and the most aged that now dwelt in the isle, albeit


Meril held the title of Lady of the Isle by reason of her blood.


Therefore said Lindo now, answering Eriol: 'Behold, Gil-


fanon here can tell thee much of such matters, and it were


well if you fared hence away with him to sojourn awhile in


Tavrobel. -- Nay, look not thus,' he laughed, seeing Eriol's


face, 'for we do not banish thee yet -- but of a sooth he who


would drink of limpe were wise first to seek the guestkindli-


ness of Gilfanon, in whose ancient house -- the House of


the Hundred Chimneys, that stands nigh the bridge of


Tavrobel -- may many things be heard of both past and that


are to come.'


'Methinks,' said Gilfanon to Eriol, 'that Lindo seeks to


rid himself of two guests at once; howso he may not do so


yet, for I purpose to stay in Kortirion a sennight yet, and


moreover to feast at his good board meanwhile, and stretch


me by the Tale-fire too -- thereafter maybe thou and I will


fare away and thou shalt see the full loveliness of the fairies'


isle -- but now let Lindo raise up his voice and tell us yet





more of the splendour of the Gods and their works, a theme


that never wearies him! '


At that was Lindo well-pleased, for of a truth he loved to


tell such tales and sought often an occasion for recalling them,


and said he: 'Then will I tell the story of the Sun and Moon


and of the Stars, that Eriol may hearken to his desire,' and


Eriol was well pleased, but Gilfanon said: 'Speak on, my


Lindo -- yet lengthen not the tale for ever.'


Then did Lindo lift up his voice,' and it was the most


pleasant to hearken to of all tale-tellers, and he said:*


'A tale I tell of that time of the first flight of the Gnomes,


and behold they are but newly fled. Now came that grievous


news to the Gods and the other Elves, and at first none be-


lieved. Nonetheless the tidings came still unto them, and by


many different messengers. Some were of the Teleri, who


had heard the speech of Feanor in the square of Kor and had


seen the Noldoli depart thence with all the goods they might


convey; others were of the Solosimpi, and these brought the


dire tidings of the swanships' rape and the dread kinslaughter


of the Haven, and the blood that lay on the white shores of


Alqalunte.


Lastly came some hotfoot from Mandos who had gazed


upon that sad throng nigh the strands of Amnor, and the


Gods knew that the Gnomes were far abroad, and Varda and


all the Elves wept, for now seemed the darkness black indeed


and that more than the outward light of the fair Trees was


slain.


Strange is to tell that albeit Aule had loved the Noldoli


above all the Elves and had taught them all they knew and


given them great stores of wealth, now was his heart most


turned against them, for he deemed them ingrate in that they


had bidden him no farewell, and for their ill deeds among


the Solosimpi he was grieved to the heart. "Speak not," said


he, "the name of the Noldoli ever again unto me," and albeit


he gave still his love to those few faithful Gnomes who re-


mained still about his halls, yet did he name them thereafter


"Eldar".


But the Teleri and the Solosimpi having wept at first, when


the onslaught of the Haven became known to all dried their


* Written in the margin: 'Beginning of The Sun and Moon'.





tears and horror and anguish held their hearts, and they too


spake seldom of the Noldoli, save sadly or in whispers behind


closed doors; and those few of the Noldoli that remained


behind were named the Aulenosse or kindred of Aule, or


were taken into the other kindreds, and the Gnome-folk has


no place or name remaining now in all Valinor.


Now is it to tell that after a great while it seemed to Manwe


that the hunt of the Gods availed nothing, and that surely


Melko is now escaped out of Valinor; wherefore he sent So-


rontur into the world, and Sorontur came not back for long,


and still Tulkas and many others ranged the land, but Manwe


stood beside the darkened Trees and his heart was very heavy


as he pondered deep and gloomily, but at that time could he


see little light of hope. Suddenly there is a sound of wings


in that place, for Sorontur King of Eagles is come again on


strong wings through the dusk, and behold alighting on the


boughs of darkened Silpion he tells how Melko is now bro-


ken into the world and many evil spirits are gathered to him:


"but," quoth he, "methinks never more will Utumna open


unto him, and already is he busy making himself new dwell-


ings in that region of the North where stand the Iron Moun-


tains very high and terrible to see. Yet 0 Manwe Lord of the


Air, other tidings have I also for thy ear, for lo! as I winged


my way homeward hither over the black seas and over the


unkindly lands a sight I saw of greatest wonder and amaze:


a fleet of white ships that drifted empty in the gales, and


some were burning with bright fires, and as I marvelled be-


hold I saw a great concourse of folk upon the shores of the


Great Lands, and they gazed all westward, but some were


still wandering in the ice -- for know, this was at that place


where are the crags of Helkarakse and the murderous waters


of Qerkaringa flowed of old, which now are stopped with


ice. Swooping methought I heard the sound of wailing and


of sad words spoken in the Eldar tongue; and this tale do I


bring to thee for thy unravelling."


But Manwe knew thereby that the Noldoli were gone for


ever and their ships burned or abandoned, and Melko too


was in the world, and the hunt of no avail; and belike it is in


memory of those deeds that it has ever been a saying in the


mouths of Elves and Men that those burn their boats who put


all hope from them of change of mind or counsel. Therefore








now Manwe lifted up his unmeasurable voice calling to the


Gods, and all those about the wide lands of Valinor hear-


kened and returned.


There first came Tulkas weary and dust-covered, for none


had leapt about that plain as he. Seven times had he encom-


passed all its width and thrice had he scaled the mountain-


wall, and all those measureless slopes and pastures, meads


and forests, he had traversed, burnt by his desire to punish


the spoiler of Valinor. There came Lorien and leaned against


the withered bole of Silpion, and wept the wrack of his quiet


gardens by the trampling hunt; there too was Measse and


with her Makar, and his hand was red for he had come upon


twain of Melko's comrades as they fled, and he slew them as


they ran, and he alone had aught of joy in those ill times.


Osse was there and his beard of green was torn and his eyes


were dim, and he gasped leaning on a staff and was very


much athirst, for mighty as he was about the seas and tireless,


such desperate travail on the bosom of Earth spent his vigour


utterly.


Salmar and Omar stood by and their instruments of music


made no sound and they were heavy of heart, yet not so


bitterly as was Aule, lover of the earth and of all things made


or gained by good labour therefrom, for of all the Gods he


had loved Valmar most wholly and Kor and all their trea-


sures, and the smile of the fair plains without, and its ruin


cut his heart. With him was Yavanna, Earth-queen, and she


had hunted with the Gods and was spent; but Vana and Nessa


wept as maidens still beside the founts of gold Kulullin.


Ulmo alone came not to the Trees, but went down to the


beach of Eldamar, and there he stood gazing into the gloom


far out to sea, and he called often with his most mighty voice


as though he would draw back those truants to the bosom of


the Gods, and whiles he played deep longing music on his


magic conches, and to him alone, lest it be' Varda lady of


the stars, was the going of the Gnomes a greater grief than


even the ruin of the Trees. Aforetime had Ulmo loved the


Solosimpi very dearly, yet when he heard of their slaughter


by the Gnomes he grieved indeed but anger hardenednot his


heart, for Ulmo was foreknowing more than all the Gods,


even than great Manwe, and perchance he saw many of the


things that should spring from that flight and the dread pains








of the unhappy Noldoli in the world, and the anguish where-


with they would expiate the blood of Kopas, and he would


that it need not be.


Now when all were thus come together, then spake Manwe


to them and told the tidings of Sorontur and how the chase


had failed, but at that time the Gods were wildered in the


gloom and had little counsel, and sought each one his home


and places of old delight now dead, and there sat in silence


and dark pondering. Yet some fared ever and anon out upon


the plain and gazed wistfully at the faded Trees as though


those withered boughs would one day burgeon with new light:


but this came not to pass, and Valinor was full of shadows


and of gloom, and the Elves wept and could not be com-


forted, and the Noldoli had bitter sorrow in the northern


lands.


Thereafter in a great time it pierced the grief and the wear-


iness of the Gods that light is gone from Valinor for ever,


and that never again will those trees bloom again at their


appointed times. Only the light of the stars remained, save


where a glow lay about the fountain of Kulullin playing still


or a pale gleam lingered nigh deep Telimpe, vat of dreams.


Yet even these were dimmed and tarnished, for the Trees bore


dew no more for their replenishment.


Whereforedoes Vana arise and seek Lorien, and with them


go Urwendi and Silmo and many of both Vali and the Elves;


and they gather much light of gold and silver in great vessels


and fare sadly to the ruined Trees. There singeth Lorien most


wistful songs of magic and enchantment about the stock of


Silpion, and he bid water his roots with the radiance of Tel-


impe; and this was lavishly done, albeit small store thereof


remained now in the dwellings of the Gods. In like manner


doth Vina, and she sings old golden songs of the happier


days, and bids her maidens dance their bright dances even


such as they were used to dance upon the sward of the rose-


gardens nigh Kulullin, and as they danced she flooded the


roots of Laurelin with streams from out her golden jars.


Yet all their singing and enchantment is of little worth, and


though the roots of the Trees seem to drink all that they may


pour yet can they see no stir of life renewed norfaintest gleam


of light; nor withered leaf glows with sap nor blossom lifts


its drooping stem. Indeed in the frenzy of their grief they had








poured out all the last remaining stores of brightness that the


Gods retained, had not of a fortune Manwe and Aule come


upon them in that hour, being drawn thither by their singing


in the gloom, and stayed them, saying: "Lo, 0 Vana, and


thou 0 Lorien, what is this rashness? And wherefore did ye


not first take counsel of your brethren? For know ye not that


that which ye spill unthinking upon the earth is become more


precious than all the things the world contains; and when it


is gone perchance not all the wisdom of the Gods may get


us more."


Then Vana said: "Pardon, 0 Manwe Sulimo, and let my


sorrow and my tears be my excuse; yet aforetime did this


draught fail never to refresh the heart of Laurelin, and she


bare ever in return a fruit of light more plentiful than we


gave; and methought the Gods sat darkly in their halls and


for the weight of their grief essayed no remedy of their ills.


But behold now have Lorien and I put forth our spells and '


nought may they avail," and Vana wept.


Now was it the thought of many that those twain Lorien


and Vana might not avail to heal the wounds of Laurelin and


Silpion, in that no word of the Earth-lady, mother of magics,


was mingled in their spells. Therefore many said: "Let us


seek Palurien, for of her magic maybe these Trees shall again


know some portion of their ancient glory -- and then if light


be renewed Aule and his craftsmen may repair the hurts of


our fair realm, and happiness will be once more twixt Eru-


mani and the Sea" o -- but of the darkness and ill days that


had long been without the hills few recked or thought.


Now therefore they called for Yavanna, and she came and


asked them what they would, and hearing she wept and spake


before them, saying: "Know ye, 0 Valar, and ye sons and


daughters of the Eldar, Children of Iluvatar, first offspring of


the forests of the Earth, that never may these Two Trees bloom


again, and others like them may not be brought to life for


many many ages of the world. Many things shall be done


and come to pass, and the Gods grow old, and the Elves


come nigh to fading, ere ye shall see the rekindling of these


Trees or the Magic Sun relit," and the Gods knew not what


she meant, speaking of the Magic Sun, nor did for a long


while after. But Tulkas hearing said: "Why speakest thou


these words, 0 Kemi Palurien, for foretelling is not thy wont,





and that of evil least of all?" And others there were who


said: "Ay, and never before has Kemi the Earth-lady been


hard of counsel or lacked a spell of deepest virtue," and they


besought her to put forth her power. But Yavanna said: "'Tis


ю of fate and the Music of the Ainur. Such marvels as those


Trees of gold and silver may even the Gods make but once,


and that in the youth of the world; nor may all my spells avail


to do what ye now ask."


Then said Vana: "How then sayest thou, Aule, mighty


contriver, who art called i-Talka Marda -- Smith of the


World -- for the might of thy works, how are we to obtain


light that is needful to our joy? For what is Valinor without


light, or what art thou an thou losest thy skill, as, meseems,


in this hour thy spouse has done?"


"Nay," said Aule, "light may not be fashioned by smith-


craft, 0 Vana-Laisi, nor can any even of the Gods devise it,


if the sap of the Trees of wonder be dried for ever." But


Palurien answering also said: "Lo, 0 Tuivana, and ye beside


of the Vali and of the Elves, think ye only and always of


Valinor, forgetting the world without? -- for my heart saith


to me that already were it time for the Gods to take up once


more the battle for the world and expel therefrom the powers


of Melko ere they be waxen to o'erwhelming strength." But


Vana comprehended not Palurien's mind, thinking only of


her Tree of gold, and she abode ill-content; but Manwe and


Varda, and with them Aule and Yavanna, fared thence, and


in secret conclave they took deep and searching counsel one


of another, and at the last they bethought them of a rede of


hope. Then did Manwe call together all the folk of Valinor


once more; and that great throng was gathered even in Vana's


bower amidst her roses, where Kulullin's fountains were, for


the plain without lay now all cold and dark. There came even


the leaders of the Elves and sat at the feet of the Gods, nor


had that before been done; but when all were come together


Aule arose and said: "Hearken ye all. A rede has Manwe


Sulimo Valaturu* to declare, and the mind of the Earth-lady


and of the Queen of the Stars is therein, nor yet is my counsel


absent."


Then was there a great silence that Manwe might speak,


* In margin: 'also Valahiru'.








and he said: "Behold 0 my people, a time of darkness has


come upon us, and yet I have it in mind that this is not


without the desire of Iluvatar. For the Gods had well-nigh


forgot the world that lies without expectant of better days,


and of Men, Iluvatar's younger sons that soon must come.


Now therefore are the Trees withered that so filled our land


with loveliness and our hearts with mirth that wider desires


came not into them, and so behold, we must turn now our


thoughts to new devices whereby light may be shed upon


both the world without and Valinor within."


Then told he them concerning those stores of radiance they


still possessed; for of silver light they had no great store save


only that that yet lay in Telimpe, and a lesser measure that


Aule had in basons in his smithy. Some indeed had the Eldar


lovingly saved in tiny vessels as it flowed and wasted in the


soils about the stricken bole, but it was little enough.


Now the smallness of their store of white light was due to


many causes, in that Varda had used greatly of it when she


kindled mighty stars about the heavens, both at the coming


of the Eldar and at other times. Moreover that Tree Silpion


bore dew of light less richly far than Laurelin had been wont


to do, and nonetheless, for it was less hot and fiery-subtle,


did the Gods and Elves have need of it always in their magic


crafts, and had mingled it with all manner of things that they


devised, and in this were the Noldoli the chief.


Now golden light not even the Gods could tame much to


their uses, and had suffered it to gather in the great vat Ku-


lullin to the great increase of its fountains, or in other bright


basons and wide pools about their courts, for the health and


glory of its radiance was very great. 'Tis said indeed that


those first makers of jewels, of whom Feanor has the greatest


fame, alone of the Eldar knew the secret of subtly taming


golden light to their uses, and they dared use their knowledge


but very sparingly, and now is that perished with them out


of the Earth. Yet even of this golden radiance was there no


unfailing source, now that Laurelin dripped her sweet dew


no more. Of this necessity did Manwe shape his plan, and it


was caught from that very sowing of the stars that Varda did


of yore; for to each of the stars had she given a heart of silver


flame set in vessels of crystals and pale glass and unimagined


substances of faintest colours: and these vessels were some





made like to boats, and buoyed by their hearts of light they


fared ever about Ilwe, yet could they not soar into the dark


and tenuous realm of Vaitya that is outside all. Now winged


spirits of the utmost purity and beauty -- even the most ethe-


real of those bright choirs of the Manir and the Suruli who


fare about the halls of Manwe on Taniquetil or traverse all


the airs that move upon the world -- sate in those starry


boats and guided them on mazy courses high above the Earth,


and Varda gave them names, but few of these are known.


Others there were whose vessels were like translucent


lamps set quivering above the world, in Ilwe or on the very


confines of Vilna and the airs we breathe, and they flickered


and waned for the stirring of the upper winds, yet abode


where they hung and moved not; and of these some were


very great and beautiful and the Gods and Elves among all


their riches loved them; and thence indeed the jewel-makers


catch their inspiration. Not least did they love Morwinyon of


the west, whose name meaneth the glint at dusk, and of his


setting in the heavens much has been told; and of Nielluin


too, who is the Bee of Azure, Nielluin whom still may all


men see in autumn or in winter burning nigh the foot of


Telimektar son of Tulkas whose tale is yet to tell.


But lo! (said Lindo) the beauty of the stars hath drawn me


far afield, and yet I doubt not in that great speech, the might-


iest Manwe ever spake before the Gods, mention he made of


them yet more loving than was mine. For behold, he desired


in this manner to bring the hearts of the Gods to consider his


design, and having spoken of the stars he shaped thus his


final words: "Behold," said Manwe, "this is now the third


essay of the Gods to bring light into dark places, and both


the Lamps of the North and South, and the Trees of the plain,


Melko hath brought to ruin. Now in the air only hath Melko


no power for ill, wherefore it is my rede that we build a great


vessel brimming with golden light and the hoarded dews of


Laurelin, and this do set afloat like a mighty ship high above


the dark realms of the Earth. There shall it thread far courses


through the airs and pour its light on all the world twixt


Valinore and the Eastern shores."


Now Manwe designed the course of the ship of light to be


between the East and West, for Melko held the North and


Ungweliant the South, whereas in the West was Valinor and








the blessed realms, and in the East great regions of dark lands


that craved for light.


Now it is said (quoth Lindo) that, whereas certain of the


Gods of their divine being might, an they wished, fare with


a great suddenness of speed through Vilna and the low airs,


yet might none even of the Valar, not Melko himself, nor


any other save Manwe and Vardaand their folk alone avail


to pass beyond: for this was the word of Iluvatar when he


sped them to the world at their desire, that they should dwell


for ever within the world if once they entered it, nor should


leave it, until its Great End came, being woven about it in


the threads of its fate and becoming part thereof. Yet more,


to Manwe alone, knowing the purity and glory of his heart,


did Iluvatar grant the power of visiting the uttermost heights;


and breathing the great clear Serene which lies so far above


the world that no finest dust of it, nor thinnest odour of its


lives, nor faintest echo of its song or sorrow comes there;


but far below it gleams palely beneath the stars and the shad-


ows of the Sun and Moon faring back and forth from Valinor


flutter upon its face. There walks Manwe Sulimo often far


out beyond the starsand watches it with love, and he is very


near the heart of Iluvatar.


But this has ever been and is yet the greatestbitterness to


Melko, for in no wise of himself could he now forsake the


bosom of the Earth, and belike ye shall yet hear how mightily


his envy was increasedwhen the great vessels of radiance set


sail; but now is it to tell that so moving were the words and so


great their wisdom that" the most part of the Gods thought his


purpose good, and they said: "Let Aule busy himself then with


all his folk in the fashioning of this ship of light", and few said


otherwise, though 'tis told that Lorien was little pleased, fearing


lest shadow and quiet and secret places ceased to be, and of a


surety Vana might think of little else for the greatness of her


vain desire to see the rekindling of the Trees.


Then said Aule: "The task ye set me is of the utmost


difficulty, yet will I do all that I may therein," and he begged


the aid of Varda the starfashioner, and those twain departed


and were lost in the gloom a great while.


The narrative continues with an account of the failure of Aule


and Varda to devise any substance that was not 'too gross to








swim the airs or too frail to bear the radiance of Kulullin',


and when this was made known Vina and Lorien asked that,


since Manwe's design had failed, he should command Ya-


vanna to attempt the healing of the Trees.


At length therefore did Manwe bid Yavanna to put forth


her power, and she was loath, but the clamour of the folk


constrained her, and she begged for some of the radiance of


white and gold; but of this would Manwe and Aule spare


only two small phials, saying that if the draught of old had


power to heal the Trees already had they been blooming, for


Vina and Lorien had poured it unstintingly upon their roots.


Then sorrowfully Yavanna stood upon the plain and her form


trembled and her face was very pale for the greatness of the


effort that her being put forth, striving against fate. The phial


of gold she held in her right hand and the silver in her left,


and standing between the Trees she lifted them on high, and


flames of red and of white arose from each like flowers, and


the ground shook, and the earth opened, and a growth of


flowers and plants leapt up therefrom about her feet, white


and blue about her left side and red and gold about her right,


and the Gods sat still and in amaze. Then going she cast each


phial upon its proper Tree and sang the songs of unfading


growth and a song of resurrection after death and withering;


and suddenly she sang no more. Midway she stood between


the Trees and utter silence fell, then there was a great noise


heard and none knew what passed, but Palurien lay swooning


on the Earth; but many leapt beside her and raised her from


the ground, and she trembled and was afraid.


"Vain, 0 children of the Gods," she cried, "is all my


strength. Lo, at your desire I have poured my power upon


the Earth like water, and like water the Earth has sucked it


from me -- it is gone and I can do no more." And the Trees


stood still gaunt and stark, and all the companies wept be-


holding her, but Manwe said: "Weep not, 0 children of the


Gods, the irreparable harm, for many fair deeds may be yet


to do, and beauty hath not perished on the earth nor all the


counsels of the Gods been turned to nought"; but nonethe-


less folk left that place in sorrow, save Vana only, and she


clung to the bole of Laurelin and wept.





Now was the time of faintest hope and darkness most pro-


found fallen on Valinor that was ever yet; and still did Vana


weep, and she twined her golden hair about the bole of Lau-


relin and her tears dropped softly at its roots; and even as the


dew of her gentle love touched that tree, behold, a sudden


pale gleam was born in those dark places. Then gazed Vana


in wonder, and even where her first tears fell a shoot sprang


fromLaurelin, and it budded, and the buds were all of gold,


and there came light therefrom like a ray of sunlight beneath


a cloud.


Then sped Vanaa little way out upon the plain, and she


lifted up her sweet voice with all her power and it came trem-


bling faintly to the gates of Valmar, and all the Valar heard.


Then said Omar. "'Tis the voice of Vana's lamentation," but


Salmar said: "Nay, listen more, for rather is there joy in that


sound," and all that stood by hearkened, and the words they


heard were I-kal'antulien, Light hath returned.


Loud then was the murmur about the streets of Valmar, and


folk sped thronging over the plain, and when they beheld Vana


beneath the Tree and the new shoot of gold then suddenly did


a song of very mighty praise and joy burst forth on every tongue;


and Tulkas said: "Lo, mightier have the spells of Yavanna


proved than her foretelling!" But Yavanna gazing upon Vana's


face said: "Alas, 'tis not so, for in this have my spells played


but a lesser part, and more potent has the gentle love of Vana


been and her Ming tears a dew more healing and more tender


than all the radiance of old: yet as for my foretelling, soon wilt


thou see, 0 Tulkas, if thou dost but watch."


Then did all the folk gaze on Laurelin, and behold, those


buds opened and put forth leaves, and these were of finest


gold and of other kind to those of old, and even as they


watched the branch bore golden blossom, and it was thronged


with flowers. Now as swiftly as its blossoms opened full it


seemed a gust of wind came suddenly and shook them from


their slender stems, blowing them about the heads of those


that watched like jets of fire, and folk thought there was evil


in that; but many of the Eldar chased those shining petals far


and wide and gathered them in baskets, yet save such as were


of golden threads or of other metals these might not contain


those ardent blooms and were all consumed and burnt, that


the petals were lost again.








One flower there was however greater than the others, more


shining, and more richly golden, and it swayed to the winds


but fell not; and it grew, and as it grew of its own radiant


warmth it fructified. Then as its petals fell and were treasured


a fruit them was of great beauty hanging from that bough of


Laurelin, but the leaves of the bough grew sere and they


shrivelled and shone no more. Even as they dropped to earth


the fruit waxed wonderfully, for all the sap and radiance of


the dying Tree were in it, and the juices of that fruit were


like quivering flames of amber and of red and its pips like


shining gold, but its rind was of a perfect lucency smooth as


a glass whose nature is transfused with gold and therethrough


the moving of its juices could be seen within like throbbing


furnace-fires. So great became the light and richness of that


growth and the weight of its fruitfulness that the bough bent


thereunder, and it hung as a globe of fires before their eyes.


Then said Yavanna to Aule: "Bear thou up the branch, my


lord, lest it snap and the fruit of wonder be dashed rudely to


the ground; and the greatest ruth would that be, for know ye


all that this is the last flame of life that Laurelin shall show."


But Aule had stood by as one lost in sudden thought since


first that fruit came to ripening, and he answered now saying:


"Very long indeed did Varda and I seek through the desolate


homes and gardens for materials of our craft. Now do I know


that Iluvatar has brought my desire into my hand." Then


calling to Tulkas to aid him he severed the stem of that fruit,


, and they that behold gasped and were astonied at his ruth-


lessness.


Loudly they murmured, and some cried: "Woe to him that


ravishes anew our Tree," and Vana was in great ire. Yet did


none dare to draw nigh, for those twain Aule and Tulkas


might scarcely bear up even upon their godlike shoulders that


great globe of flame and were tottering beneath it. Hearing


their anger indeed Aule stayed, saying: "Cease ye of little


wisdom and have a patience," but even with those words his


foot went astray and he stumbled, and even Tulkas might not


bear that fruit alone, so that it fell, and striking stony ground


burst asunder. Straightway such a blinding radiance leapt


forth as even the full bloom of Laurelin had not yielded of


old, and the darkened eyes of the Vali were dazzled so that


they fell back stunned; but a pillar of light rose from that








place smiting the heavens that the stars paled above it and


the face of Taniquetil went red afar off, and Aule alone of all


those there was unmoved by sorrow. Then said Aule: "Of


this can I make a ship of light -- surpassing even the desire


of Manwe," and now Varda and many others, even Vana,


understood his purpose and were glad. But they made a


mighty corbel of twisted gold, and strewing it with ardent


petals of its own bloom they laid therein the halves of the


fruit of noon and uplifting it with many hands bore it away


with much singing and great hope. Then coming to the


courts of Aule they set it down, and thereupon began the


great smithying of the Sun; and this was the most cunning-


marvellous of all the works of Aule Talkamarda, whose


works are legion. Of that perfect rind a vessel did he make,


diaphanous and shining, yet of a tempered strength, for with


spells of his own he overcame its brittleness, nor in any way


was its subtle delicacy thereby diminished.


Now the most ardent radiance poured therein neither


spilled nor dimmed, nor did that vessel receive any injury


therefrom, yet would it swim the airs more lightly than a -


bird; and Aule was overjoyed, and he fashioned that vessel


like a great ship broad of beam, laying one half of the rind


within the other so that its strength might not be broken.


There follows an account of how Vana, repenting of her past


murmurings, cut short her golden hair and gave it to the Gods,


and from her hair they wove sails and ropes 'more strong than


any mariner hath seen, yet of the slenderness of gossamer'.


The masts and spars of the ship were all of gold.


Then that the Ship of the Heavens might be made ready


unto the last, the unfading petals of the latest flower of Lau-


relin were gathered like a star at her prow, and tassels and


streamers of glancing light were hung about her bulwarks,


and a flash of lightning was caught in her mast to be a pen-


nant; but all that vessel was filled to the brim with the blazing


radiance of gold Kulullin and mingled therein drops of the


juices of the fruit of noon, and these were very hot, and


thereafter scarcely might the bosom of the Earth withhold


her, and she leapt at her cords like a captive bird that listeth


for the airs.








Then did the Gods name that ship, and they called her Sari


which is the Sun, but the Elves Ur which is fire;" but many


other names does she bear in legend and in poesy. The Lamp


of Vana is she named among the Gods in memory of Vana's


tears and her sweet tresses that she gave; and the Gnomes


call her Galmir the goldgleamer and Glorvent the ship of


gold, and Braglorin the blazing vessel, and many a name


beside; and her names among Men no man has counted them.


Behold now it is to be told how while that galleon was a-


 building others nigh to where the Two Trees once grew fash-


 ioned a great bason and folk laboured mightily at it. Its floor


they made of gold and its walls of polished bronze, and an


 arcade of golden pillars topped with fires engirdled it, save only


on the East; but Yavanna set a great and nameless spell amund


 it, so that therein was poured the most of the waters of the fruit


of noon and it became a bath of fire. Indeed is it not called


Tanyasalpe, the bowl of fire, even Faskalanumen, the Bath of


the Setting Sun, for hem when Urwendi after returned from the


East and the first sunset came on Valinor the ship was drawn


down and its radiance refreshed against new voyagings on the


morrow while the Moon held High Heaven.


Now the making of this place of fire is more wondrous


than seems, for so subtle were those radiances that set in the


air they spilled not nor sank, nay rather they rose and floated


away far above Vilna, being of the utmost buoyancy and


lightness; yet now did nought escape from Faskalan which


burnt amid the plain, and light came to Valinor therefrom,


yet by reason of the deepness of the bason it fared not far


abroad and the ring of shadows stood close in.


Then said Manwe, looking upon the glory of that ship as


it strained to be away: "Who shall steer us this boat and


guide its course above the realms of Earth, for even the holy


bodies of the Valar, meseems, may not for long endure to


bathe in this great light."


 But a great thought came into the heart of Urwendi, and


she said that she was not adread, and begged leave to become


the mistress of the Sun and to make herself ready for that


office as Iluvatar set it in her heart to do. Then did she bid a


 many of her maidens follow her, even of those who had afore-


time watered the roots of Laurelin with light, and casting


aside their raiment they went down into that pool Faskalan








as bathers into the sea, and its golden foams went over their


bodies, and the Gods saw them not and were afraid. But after


a while they came again to the brazen shores and were not


as before, for their bodies were grown lucent and shone as


with an ardour within, and light flashed from their limbs as


they moved, nor might any raiment endure to cover their


glorious bodies any more. Like air were they, and they trod


as lightly as does sunlight on the earth, and saying no word


they climbed upon the ship, and that vessel heaved against its


great cords and all the folk of Valinor might scarce restrain it.


Now at last by Manwe's command do they climb the long


slopes of Taniquetil and draw i-Kalavente the Ship of Light


along with them, nor is that any great task; and now do they


stand on the wide space before great Manwe's doors, and the


ship is on the western slope of the mountain trembling and


tugging at its bonds, and already so great is its glory become


that sunbeams pour out over the shoulders of Taniquetil and


a new light is in the sky, and the waters of the Shadowy Seas


beyond are touched with such fire as they never yet had seen.


In that hour 'tis said that all creatures that wandered in the


world stood still and wondered, even as Manwe going spake


to Urwendi and said: "Go now, most wondrous maiden


washed in fire, and steer the ship of divine light above the


world, that joy may search out its narrowest crannies and all


the things that sleep within its bosom may awake","4 but


Urwendi answered not, looking only eagerly to the East, and


Manwe bade cast the ropes that held her, and straightway the


Ship of the Morning arose above Taniquetil and the bosom


of the air received it.


Ever as it rose it burned the brighter and the purer till all


Valinor was filled with radiance, and the vales of Erumani


and the Shadowy Seas were bathed in light, and sunshine


was spilled on the dark plain of Arvalin, save only where


Ungweliante's clinging webs and darkest fumes still lay too


thick for any radiance to filter through.


Then all looking up saw that heaven was blue, and very


bright and beautiful, but the stars fled as that great dawn


came upon the world; and a gentle wind blew from the cold


lands to meet the vessel and filled its gleaming sails, and


white vapours mounted from off the misty seas below toward


her, that her prow seemed to cleave a white and airy foam.








Yet did she waver not, for the Manir that faredabout her


drew her by golden cords, and higher and higher the Sun's


great galleon arose, until even to the sight of Manwe it was


but a disc of fire wreathed in veils of splendour that slowly


and majestically wandered from the West.


Now ever as it drew further on its way so grew the light in


Valinor more mellow, and the shadows of the houses of the


Gods grew long, slanting away towards the waters of the


Outer Seas, but Taniquetil threw a great westering shadow


that waxed ever longer and deeper, and it was afternoon in


Valinor.'


Then said Gilfanon laughing: 'Nay, but, good sir, you


lengthen the tale mightily, for methinks you love to dwell


upon the works and deeds of the great Gods, but an you set


not a measure to your words our stranger here will live not


to hear of those things that happened in the world when at


length the Gods gave to it the light they so long had with-


holden -- and such tales, methinks, were a variety pleasing


to hear.'


But Eriol had of a sooth been listening very eagerly to the


sweet voice of Lindo, and he said: 'But a little while agone,


a day perchance the Eldar would esteem it, did I come hither,


yet no longer do I love the name of stranger, neither will


Lindo ever lengthen the tale beyond my liking, whatsoever


he tells, but behold this history is all to my heart.'


But Lindo said: 'Nay, nay, I have indeed more to tell; yet,


0 Eriol, the things that Gilfanon hath upon his lips are well


worth the hearing -- indeed never have I nor any here heard


a full count of these matters. As soon therefore as may be


will I wind up my tale and make an end, but three nights


hence let us have another tale-telling, and it shall be one of


greater ceremony, and musics there shall be, and all the chil-


dren of the House of Lost Play shall here be gathered together


at his feet to hear Gilfanon relate the travail of the Noldoli


and the coming of Mankind.'


Now these wordsmightily pleased Gilfanon and Eriol, and


many beside were glad, but now doth Lindo proceed:


'Know then that to such vast heights did the Sunship climb,


and climbing blazed ever hotter and brighter, that ere long


its glory was wider than ever the Gods conceived of when


that vessel was still harboured in their midst. Everywhere did








its great light pierce and all the vales and darkling woods,


the bleak slopes and rocky streams, lay dazzled by it, and the


Gods were amazed. Great was the magic and wonder of the


Sun in those days of bright Urwendi, yet not so tender and


so delicately fair as had the sweet Tree Laurelin once been;


and thus whisper of new discontent awoke in Valinor, and


words ran among the children of the Gods, for Mandos and


Fui were wroth, saying that Aule and Varda would for ever


be meddling with the due order of the world, making it a


place where no quiet or peaceful shadow could remain; but


Lorien sat and wept in a grove of treesbeneath the shade of


Taniquetil and looked upon his gardens stretching beneath,


still disordered by the great hunt of the Gods, for he had not


had the heart for their mending. There the nightingales were


silent for the heat danced above the trees, and his poppies


were withered, and his evening flowers drooped and gave no


scent; and Silmo stood sadly by Telimpe that gleamed wanly


as still waters rather than the shining dew of Silpion, so over-


mastering was the greatlight of day. Then Lorien arose and


said to Manwe: "Call back your glittering ship, 0 Lord of


the Heavens, for the eyes of us ache by reason of its flaming,


and beauty and soft sleep is driven far away. Rather the dark-


ness and our memories than this, for this is not the old love-


liness of Laurelin, and Silpion is no more." Nor were any


of the Gods utterly content, knowing in their hearts that they


had done a greater thing than they at first knew, and never


again would Valinor see such ages as had passed; and Vana


said that Kulullin's fount was dulled and her garden wilted


in the heat, and her roses lost their hues and fragrance, for


the Sun then sailed nearer to the Earth than it now does.


Then Manwe chid them for their fickleness and discontent,


but they were not appeased; and suddenly spake Ulmo, com-


ing from outer Vai: "Lord Manwe, neither am their counsels


nor thine to be despised. Have ye then not yet understood,


0 Valar, wherein lay much of the great beauty of the Trees


of old? -- In change, and in slow alternation of fair things,


the passing blending sweetly with that which was to come."


But Lorien said suddenly: "0 Valaturu, the Lord of Vai


speaketh wordswiser than ever before, and they fill me with


a great longing," and he left them thereupon and went out








upon the plain, and it was then three daytimes, which is the


length of three blossomings of Laurelin of old, since the Ship


of Morning was unmoored. Then for four daytimes more sate


Lorien beside the stock of Silpion and the shadows gathered


shyly round him, for the Sun was far to the East, beating


about the heavens where it listed, since Manwe had not as


yet ruled its course and Urwendi was bidden fare as seemed


good to her. Yet even so Lorien is not appeased, not though


the darkness of the mountains creep across the plain, and a


mist bloweth in from off the sea and a vague and flitting


twilight gathers once more in Valinor, but long he sits pon-


dering why the spells of Yavanna wrought only upon Lau-


relin.


Then Lorien sang to Silpion, saying that the Valar were lost


'in a wilderness of gold and heat, or else in shadows full of


death and unkindly glooms,' and he touched the wound in the


bole of the Tree.


Lo, even as he touched that cruel hurt, a light glowed


faintly there as if radiant sap still stirred within, but a low


branch above Lorien's bowed head burgeoned suddenly, and


leaves of a very dark green, long and oval, budded and un-


folded upon it, yet was all the Tree beside bare and dead and


has ever been so since. Now it was at that time seven times


seven days since the fruit of noon was born upon Laurelin,


andmany of the Eldar and of the sprites and of the Gods


were drawn nigh, listening to Lorien's song; but he heeded


them not, gazing upon the Tree.


Lo, its new leaves were crusted with a silver moisture, and


their undersides were white and set with pale gleaming fila-


ments. Buds there were of flowers also upon the bough, and


they opened, but a dark mist of the sea gathered about the


tree, and the air grew bitterly cold as it never before had been


in Valinor, and those blossoms faded and fell and none


heeded them. One only was there at the branch's end that


opening shone of its own light and no mist or cold harmed


it, but indeed waxing it seemed to suck the very vapours and


transform them subtly to the silver substance of its body; and


it grew to be a very pale and wondrous glistering flower, nor


did even the purest snow upon Taniquetil gleaming in the








light of Silpion outrival it, and its heart was of white flame


and it throbbed, waxing and waning marvellously. Then said


Lorien for the joy of his heart: "Behold the Rose of Silpion",


and that rose grew till the fruit of Laurelin had been but little


greater, and ten thousand crystal petals were in that flower,


and it was drenched in a fragrant dew like honey and this


dew was light. Now Lorien would suffer none to draw near,


and this will he rue for ever: for the branch upon which the


Rose hung yielded all its sap and withered, nor even yet


would he suffer that blossom to be plucked gently down,


being enamoured of its loveliness and lusting to see it grow


mightier than the fruit of noon, more glorious than the Sun.


Then snapped the withered bough and the Rose of Silpion


fell, and some of its dewy light was roughly shaken from it,


and here and there a petal was crushed and tarnished, and


Lorien cried aloud and sought to lift it gently up, but it was


too great. Therefore did the Gods let send to Aule's halls, for


there was a great silver charger, like to a table of the giants,


and they set the latest bloom of Silpion upon it, and despite


its hurts its glory and fragrance and pale magic were very


great indeed.


Now when Lorien had mastered his grief and ruth he spake


the counsel that Ulmo's words had called to his heart: that


the Gods build another vessel to match the galleon of the


Sun, "and it shall be made from the Rose of Silpion," said


he, "and in memory of the waxing and waning of these Trees


for twelve hours shall the Sunship sail the heavens and leave


Valinor, and for twelve shall Silpion's pale bark mount the


skies, and there shall be rest for tired eyes and weary hearts."


This then was the manner of the shaping of the Moon, for


Aule would not dismember the loveliness of the Rose of Sil-


ver, and he called rather to him certain of those Eldar of his


household who were of the Noldoli of old" and had con-


sorted with the jewel-makers. Now these revealed to him


much store of crystals and delicate glasses that Feanor and


his sons" had laid up in secret places in Sirnumen, and with


the aid of those Elves and of Varda of the stars, who gave


even of the light of those frail boats of hers to give limpid


clearness to their fashioning, he brought to being a substance


thin as a petal of a rose, clear as the most transparent elfin


glass, and very smooth, yet might Aule of his skill bend it








and fashion it, and naming it he called it virin. Of virin now


he built a marvellous vessel, and often have men spoken of


the Ship of the Moon, yet is it scarce like to any bark that


sailed or sea or air. Rather was it like an island of pure glass,


albeit not very great, and tiny lakes there were bordered with


snowy flowers that shone, for the water of those pools that


gave them sap was the radiance of Telimpe. Midmost of that


shimmering isle was wrought a cup of that crystalline stuff


that Aule made and therein the magic Rose was set, and the


glassy body of the vessel sparkled wonderfully as-it gleamed


therein. Rods there were and perchance they were of ice, and


they rose upon it like aery masts, and sails were caught to


them by slender threads, and Uinen wove them of white mists


and foam, and some were sprent with glinting scales of silver


fish, some threaded with tiniest stars like points of light --


sparks caught in snow when Nielluin was shining.


Thus was the Ship of the Moon, the crystal island of the


Rose, and the Gods named it Rana, the Moon, but the fairies


Sil, the Rose, and many a sweet name beside. Ilsalunte or


the silver shallop has it been called, and thereto the Gnomes


have called it Minethlos or the argent isle and Crithosceleg


the disc of glass.


Now Silmo begged to sail upon the oceans of the firma-


ment therein, but he might not, for neither was he of the


children of the air nor might he find a way to cleanse his


being of its earthwardness as had Urwendi done, and little


would it have availed to enter Faskalan had he dared essay


it, for then would Rana have shrivelled before him. Manwe


bade therefore Ilinsor, a spirit of the Suruli who loved the


snows and the starlight and aided Varda in many of her works,


to pilot this strange-gleaming boat, and with him went many


another spirit of the air arrayed in robes of silver and white,


or else of palest gold; but an aged Elf with hoary locks stepped


upon the Moon unseen and hid him in the Rose, and them


dwells he ever since and tends that flower, and a little white


turret has he builded on the Moon where often he climbs and


watches the heavens, or the world beneath, and that is Uole


Kuvion who sleepeth never. Some indeed have named him the


Man in the Moon, but Ilinsor is it rather who hunts the stars.


 Now is to tell how the plan that Lorien devised was


changed, for the white radiance of Silpion is by no means so








buoyant and ethereal as is the flame of Laurelin, nor virin so


little weighty as the rind of the bright fruit of noon; and when


the Gods laded the white ship with light and would launch it


upon the heavens, behold, it would not rise above their heads.


Moreover, behold, that living Rose continued to give forth a


honey as of light that distills upon the isle of glass, and a dew


of moonbeams glistens there, yet rather does this weigh the


vessel than buoy it as did the increase of the Sunship's flames.


So is it that Ilinsor must return at times, and that overflowing


radiance of the Rose is stored in Valinor against dark days --


and it is to tell that such days come ever and anon, for then


the white flower of the isle wanes and scarcely shines, and


then must it be refreshed and watered with its silver dew,


much as Silpion was wont of old to be.


Hence was it that a pool was builded hard by the dark


southern wall of Valmar, and of silver and white marbles


were its walls, but dark yews shut it in, being planted in a


maze most intricate about it. There Lorien hoarded the pale


dewy light of that fair Rose, and he named it the Lake Irtinsa.


So comes it that for fourteen nights men may see Rana's


bark float upon the airs, and for other fourteen the heavens


know it not; while even on those fair nights when Rana fares


abroad it showeth not ever the same aspect as doth Sari the


glorious, for whereas that bright galleon voyageth even above


Ilwe and beyond the stars and cleaveth a dazzling way blind-


ing the heavens, highest of all things recking little of winds


or motions of the airs, yet Ilinsor's bark is heavier and less


filled with magic and with power, and fareth never above the


skies but saileth in the lower folds of Ilwe threading a white


swathe among the stars. For this reason the high winds trou-


ble it at times, tugging at its misty shrouds; and often are


these tornand scattered, and the Gods renew them. At times


too are the petals of the Rose ruffled,and its white flames


blown hither and thither like a silver candle guttering in the


wind. Then doth Rana heave and toss about the air, as often


you may see him, and mark the slender curve of his bright


keel, his prow now dipping, now his stern; and whiles again


he sails serenely to the West, and up through the pure lucency


of his frame the wide Rose of Silpion is seen, and some say


the aged form of Uole Kuvion beside.


Then indeed is the Ship of the Moon very fair to look
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upon, and the Earth is filled with slender lights and deep


quick-moving shadows, and radiant dreams go with cool


wings about the world, but Lorien has ruth amid his glad-


ness, because his flower bears yet, and will for ever, the faint


marks of its bruising and its fall; and all men can see them


clearly.


But lo,' saith Lindo, 'I run on ahead, for yet have I only


told that the silver ship is newly built, and Ilinsor yet but first


stepped aboard -- and now do the Gods draw that vessel


once again up the steep sides of old Taniquetil singing as they


go songs of Lorien's folk that long have been dumb in Vali-


nor. Slower was that wayfaring than the lifting of the Ship of


Morn, and all the folk strain lustily at the ropes, until Orome


 coming harnesses thereto a herd of wild white horses, and


thus comes the vessel to the topmost place.


Then behold, the galleon of the Sun is seen afar beating


golden from the East, and the Valar marvel to descry the


glowing peaks of many a mountain far away, and isles glim-


mering green in seas once dark. Then cried Osse: "Look, 0


  Manwe, but the sea is blue, as blue wellnigh as Ilwe that thou


lovest!" and "Nay," said Manwe, "envy we not Ilwe, for


the sea is not blue alone, but grey and green and purple, and


most beauteous-flowered with foaming white. Nor jade nor


amethyst nor porphyry set with diamonds and with pearls


  outrival the waters of the Great and little seas when the sun-


light drenches them."


So saying Manwe sent Fionwe his son, swiftest of all to


move about the airs, and bade him say to Urwendi that the


bark of the Sun come back awhile to Valinor, for the Gods


 have counsels for her ear; and Fionwe fled most readily, for


he had conceived a great love for that bright maiden long


 ago, and her loveliness now, when bathed in fire she sate as


the radiant mistress of the Sun, set him aflame with the ea-


gerness of the Gods. So was it that Urwendi brought her ship


unwilling above Valinor, and Orome cast a noose of gold


about it, and it was drawn slowly down upon the Earth, and


behold, the woods upon Taniquetil glowed once more in the


mingled light of silver and of gold, and all were minded of


  the ancient blending of the Trees; but Ilsalunte paled before


the galleon of the Sun till almost it seemed to burn no more.


So ended the first day upon the world, and it was very long





and full of many marvellous deeds that Gilfanon may tell;


but now the Gods beheld the evening deepen over the world


as the Sunship was drawn down and the glow upon the moun-


tains faded, and the sparkle of the seas went out. Then the


primeval darkness crept out again once more from many


stealthy lairs, but Varda was glad to see the steady shining


of the stars. Far upon the plain was Sari drawn, and when


she was gone Ilsalunte was haled upon the topmost peak so


that his white lucency fell out thence over the wide world


and the first night was come. Indeed in these days darkness


is no more within the borders of the world, but only night,


and night is another and a different thing, by reason of the


Rose of Silpion.


Now however does Aule fill the brimming vessel of that


flower with white radiance, and many of the Suruli white-


winged glide beneath and bear it slowly up and set it among


the company of the stars. There does it swim slowly, a pale


and glorious thing, and Ilinsor and his comrades sit them


upon its rim and with shimmering oars urge it bravely through


the sky; and Manwe breathed upon its bellying sails till it


was wafted far away, and the beat of the unseen oars against


the winds of night faded and grew faint.


Of this manner was the first rising of the Moon above


Taniquetil, and Lorien rejoiced, but Ilinsor was jealous of


the supremacy of the Sun, and he bade the starry mariners


flee before him and the constellate lamps go out, but many


would not, and often he set sail in chase of them, and the


little ships of Varda fled before the huntsman of the firma-


ment, and were not caught: -- and that, said Lindo, 'is all,


methinks, I know to tell of the building of those marvellous


ships and their launching on the air. '


'But,' said Eriol, 'nay, surely that is not so, for at the tale's


beginning methought you promised us words concerning the


present courses of the Sun and Moon and their rising in the


East, and I for one, by the leave of the others here present


am not minded to release you of your word.'


Then quoth Lindo laughing, 'Nay, I remember not the


promise, and did I make it then it was rash indeed, for the


things you ask are nowise easy to relate, and many matters


concerning the deeds in those days in Valinor are hidden


from all save only the Valar. Now however am I fain rather








to listen, and thou Vaireperchance will take up the burden


of the tale.'


Thereat did all rejoice, and the children clapped their


hands, for dearly did they love those times when Vaire was


the teller of the tale; but Vaire said:


'Lo, tales I tell of the deep days, and the first is called The


Hiding of Valinor.'


NOTES


1 The manuscript has here Gilfan a Bavrobel, but in the re-


jected earlier version of this passage the reading is Gilfanon


a-Davrobel, suggesting that Gilfan was not intentional.


See pp. 15-16 on the relation of Tavrobel to the Stafford-


shire village of Great Haywood. At Great Haywood the


river Sow joins the Trent.


3 In the rejected version of this 'interlude' Gilfanon's history


is differently recounted: 'he was long before an Ilkorin and


had dwelt ages back in Hisilome', 'he came to Tol Eressea


after the great march [i.e. Inwe's 'march into the world',


the great expedition from Kor, see pp. 17 -- 18], for he had


adopted blood-kinship with the Noldoli.' -- This is the first


occurrence of the term Ilkorin, which refers to Elves who


were 'not of Kor' (cf. the later term Umanyar, Elves 'not


of Aman'). Artanor is the precursor of Doriath.


4 Gilfanon, a Gnome, is here called the oldest of the fairies;


see p. 47.


5 No explanation of 'the House of the Hundred Chimneys',


near the bridge of Tavrobel, is known to me, but I have


never visited Great Haywood, and it may be that there was


(or is) a house there that gave rise to it.


6 The rejected form of the 'interlude' is quite different in its


latter part:


Therefore said Lindo in answer to Eriol: 'Behold, Gil-


fanon here can tell you much of such matters, but first of


all must you be told of the deeds that were done in Val-


inor when Melko slew the Trees and the Gnomes marched


away into the darkness.'Tis a long tale but well worth the


hearkening.' For Lindo loved to tell such tales and sought


often an occasion for recalling them; but Gilfanon said:


'Speak on, my Lindo, but methinks the tale will not be











told tonight or for many a night after, and I shall have


fared long back to Tavrobel.' 'Nay,' said Lindo, 'I will


not make the tale overlong, and tomorrow shall be all


your own.' And so saying Gilfanon sighed, but Lindo


lifted up his voice...
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'lest it be': this curious expression is clear in the manu-


script; the usage seems wholly unrecorded, but the meaning


intended must be 'unless it be', i.e. 'to him alone, unless


also to Varda...'


On Telimpe as the name of the 'Moon-cauldron', rather than


Silindrin, see pp. 80 and 140 note 2.


See pp. 73, 92. At previous occurrences the name is Ur-


wen, not Urwendi.


'twixt Erumani and the Sea'. i.e., the Outer Sea, Vai, the


western bound of Valinor.


The passage beginning 'For behold, he desired in this man-


ner...' on p. 203 and continuing to this point was added


on a detached sheet and replaced a very much shorter pas-


sage in which Manwe briefly declared his plan, and nothing


was said about the powers of the Valar. But I do not think


that the replacement was composed significantly later than


the body of the text.


The earlier reading here was: 'Then did the Gods name that


ship, and they called her Ur which is the Sun', etc.


The earlier reading here was: 'and the Gnomes call her Aur


the Sun, and Galmir the goldgleamer', etc.


An isolated note refers to the coming forth of more whole-


some creatures when the Sun arose (i.e. over the Great


Lands), and says that 'all the birds sang in the first dawn'.


The Aulenosse: see p. 197.


This is the first appearance of the Sons of Feanor.


Earlier reading: 'the silver rose'.


Urwendi: manuscript Urwandi, but I think that this was


probably unintended.


From this point the text of the Tale of the Sun and Moon


ceases to be written over an erased pencilled original, and


from the same point the original text is extant in another


book. In fact, to the end of the Tale of the Sun and Moon


the differences are slight, no more than alterations of word-


ing; but the original text does explain the fact that at the


first occurrence of the name Gilfanon on p. 211 the original


reading was Ailios. One would guess in any case that this





was a slip, a reversion to an earlier name, and that this is


so is shown by the first version, which has, for 'many mar-


vellous deeds that Gilfanon may tell' (p. 218), 'many mar-


vellous deeds as Ailios shall tell'.


20 From this point the second version diverges sharply from


the first. The first reads as follows:


And that is all, methinks,' said Lindo, 'that I know to tell


of those fairest works of the Gods'; but Ailios said: 'Little


doth it cost thee to spin the tale, an it be of Valinor, it is a


while since ye offeredus a..... tale concerning the ris-


ing of the Sun and Moon in the East, and a flow of speech


has poured from thee since then, but now art thou minded


to [?tease], and no word of that promise.' Of a truth Ailios


beneath his roughness liked the words of Lindo as well as


any, and he was eager to laarn of the matter.


'That is easy told,' said Lindo...


What follows in the original version relates to the matter


of the next chapter (see p. 248 note 2).


Ailios here claims that a promise made by Lindo has


not been fulfilled, just as does Eriol, more politely, in


the second version. The beginning of the tale in the first


version is not extant, and perhaps as it was originally


written Lindo did make this promise; but in the second


he says no such thing (indeed Eriol's question was


'Whence be the Sun and Moon? '), and at the end of his


tale denies that he had done so, when Eriol asserts it.


Changes made to names in


The Tale of the Sun and Moon


Amnor < Amnos (Amnos is the form in The Flight of the Nol-


doli, < Emnon; the form Amnon also occurs, see p. 192).


For changes in the passage on the names of the Sun see notes 12


and 13.


Gilfanon < Ailios (p. 211, at the first occurrence only, see note


19).


Minethlos < Mainlos.


Uole Kuvion < Uole Mikumi, only at the second occurrence


on p. 215; at the first occurrence, Uole Mikumi was left


unchanged, though I have given Uole Kuvion in the text.








Ship of Morning < Kalavente (p. 213; i-Kalavente 'the Ship


of Light' occurs unemended in the text on p. 210).


the Sunship 's s < the flames of Kalavente (p. 216).


Sari < Kalavene (pp. 216, 218. Kalavene is the form in the


original version, see note 19).


Commentary on


The Tale of the Sun and Moon


The effect of the opening of this tale is undoubtedly to em-


phasize more strongly than in the later accounts the horror


aroused by the deeds of the Noldoli (notable is Aule's bitter-


ness against them, of which nothing is said afterwards), and


also the finality and absoluteness of their exclusion from Val-


inor. But the idea that some Gnomes remained in Valinor


(the Aulenosse, p. 197) survived; cf. The Silmarillion p. 84:


And of all the Noldor in Valinor, who were grown now to a


great people, but one tithe refused to take the road: some for


the love that they bore to the Valar (and to Aule not least),


some for the love of Tirion and the many things that they had


made; none for fear of peril by the way.


Sorontur's mission and the tidings that he brought back


were to be abandoned. Very striking is his account of the


empty ships drifting, of which 'some were burning with


bright fires'. the origin of Feanor's burning of the ships of


the Teleri at Losgar in The Silmarillion (p. 90), where how-


ever there is a more evident reason for doing so. That Melko's


second dwelling-place in the Great Lands was 'distinct from


Utumna is here expressly stated, as also that it was in the


Iron Mountains (cf. pp. 164, 175); the name Angamandi


'Hells of Iron' has occurred once in the Lost Tales, in the


very strange account of the fate of Men after death (p. 78).


In later accounts Angband was built on the site of Utumno,


but finally they were separated again, and in The Silmarillion


Angband had existed from ancient days before the captivity


of Melkor (p. 47). It is not explained in the present tale why


'never more will Utumna open to him' (p. 197), but doubt-


less it was because Tulkas and Ulmo broke its gates and piled


hills of stone upon them (p. 111).








In the next part of the tale (pp. 197ff.) much light is cast


on my father's early conception of the powers and limitations


of the great Valar. Thus Yavanna and Manwe (brought to this


realization by Yavanna?) are shown to believe that the Valar


have done ill, or at least failed to achieve the wider designs


of Iluvatar ('I have it in mind that this [time of darkness] is


not without the desire of Iluvatar'): the idea of 'selfish',


inward-looking Gods is plainly expressed, Gods content to


tend their gardens and devise their devisings behind their


mountains, leaving 'the world' to shape itself as it may. And


this realization is an essential element in their conceiving the


making of the Sun and Moon, which are to be such bodies


as may light not only 'the blessed realms' (an expression


which occurs here for the first time, p. 204) but all the rest


of the dark Earth. Of all this there is only a trace in The


Silmarillion (p. 99):


These things the Valar did, recalling in their twilight the dark-


ness of the lands of Arda; and they resolved now to illumine


Middle-earth and with light to hinder the deeds of Melkor.


Of much interest also is the 'theological' statement in the


early narrative concerning the binding of the Valar to the


World as the condition of their entering it (p. 204); cf. The


Silmarillion p. 20:


But this condition Iluvatar made, or it is the necessity of their


love, that their power should Ihenceforwml be contained and


bounded in the World, to be within it for ever, until it is


complete, so that they are its life and it is theirs.


In the tale this condition is an express physical limitation:


none of the Valar, save Manwe and Varda and their attendant


spirits, could pass into the higher airs above Vilna, though


they could move at great speed within the lowest air.


From the passage on p. 198, where it is said that Ulmo,


despite his love for the Solosimpi and grief at the Kinslaying,


was yet not filled with anger against the Noldoli, for he 'was


foreknowing more than all the Gods, even than great


Manwe', it is seen that Ulmo's peculiar concern for the exiled


Eldar -- which plays such an important if mysterious part in











the development of the story -- was there from the begin-


ning; as also was Yavanna's thought, expressed in The Sil-


marillion p. 78:


i


I


Even for those who are mightiest under Iluvatar there is some


work that they may accomplish once, and once only. The


Light of the Trees I brought into being, and within Ea I can


do so never again.


]


Yavanna's reference to the Magic Sun and its relighting


(which has appeared in the toast drunk in the evening in the


Cottage of Lost Play, pp. 6, 64) is obviously intended to be


obscure at this stage.


There is no later reference to the story of the wastage of


light by Lorien and Vana, pouring it over the roots of the


Trees unavailingly.


Turning to Lindo's account of the stars (pp. 202-3), Mor-


winyon has appeared in an earlier tale (p. 122), with the story


that Varda dropped it 'as she fared in great haste back to


Valinor', and that it 'blazes above the world's edge in the


west", in the present tale Morwinyon (which according to


both the Qenya and Gnomish word-lists is Arcturus) is again


strangely represented as being a luminary always of the west-


ern sky. It is said here that while some of the stars were


guided by the Manir and the Suruli 'on mazy courses', oth-


ers, including Morwinyon and Nielluin, 'abode where they


hung and moved not'. Is the explanation of this that in the


ancient myths of the Elves there was a time when the regular


apparent movement of all the heavenly bodies from East to


West had not yet begun? This movement is nowhere ex-


plained mythically in my father's cosmology.


Nielluin ('Blue Bee') is Sirius (in The Silmarillion called


Helluin), and this star had a place in the legend of Telimektar


son of Tulkas, though the story of his conversion into the


constellation of Orion was never clearly told (cf. Telumehtar


'Orion' in The Lord of the Rings Appendix E, I). Nielluin


was Inwe's son Ingil, who followed Telimektar 'in the like-


ness of a great bee bearing honey of flame' (see the Appendix


on Names under Ingil and Telimektar).


The course of the Sun and Moon between East and West


(rather than in some other direction) is here given a rationale,








and the mason for avoiding the south is Ungweliant's pres-


ence there. This seems to give Ungweliant a great impor-


tance and also a vast area subject to her power of absorbing


light. It is not made clear in the tale of The Darkening of


Valinor where her dwelling was. It is said (p. 167) that Melko


wandered 'the dark plains of Eruman, and farther south than


anyone yet had penetrated he found a region of the deepest


gloom' -- the region where he found the cavern of Ungwe-


liant, which had 'a subterranean outlet on the sea', and after


the destruction of the Trees Ungweliant 'gets her gone south-


ward and over the mountains to her home' (p. 170). It is


impossible to tell from the vague lines on the little map


(p. 83) what was at this time the configuration of the southern


lands and seas.


In comparison with the last part of the tale, concerning the


last fruit of Laurelin and the last flower of Silpion, the mak-


ing from them of the Sun and Moon, and the launching of


their vessels (pp. 205-19), Chapter XI of The Silmarillion


(constituted from two later versions not greatly dissimilar the


one from the other) is extremely brief. Despite many differ-


ences the later versions read in places almost as summaries


of the early story, but it is often hard to say whether the


shortening depends rather on my father's feeling (certainly


present, see p. 194) that the description was too long, was


taking too large a place in the total structure, or an actual


rejection of some of the ideas it contains, and a desire to


diminish the extreme 'concreteness' of its images. Certainly


there is here a revelling in materials of 'magic' property,


gold, silver, crystal, glass, and above all light conceived as


a liquid element, or as dew, as honey, an element that can


be bathed in and gathered into vessels, that has quite largely


disappeared from The Silmarillion (although, of course, the


idea of light as liquid, dripping down, poured and hoarded,


sucked up by Ungoliant, remained essential to the conception


of the Trees, this idea becomes in the later writing less pal-


pable and the divine operations am given less 'physical' ex-


planation and justification).


As a result of this fullness and intensity of description, the


origin of the Sun and Moon in the last fruit and last flower


of the Trees has less of mystery than in the succinct and


beautiful language of The Silmarillion; but also much is said








here to emphasize the great size of the 'Fruit of Noon', and


the increase in the heat and brilliance of the Sunship after its


launching, so that the reflection rises less readily that if the


Sun that brilliantly illumines the whole Earth was but one


fruit of Laurelin then Valinor must have been painfully bright


and hot in the days of the Trees. In the early story the last


outpourings of life from the dying Trees are utterly strange


and 'enormous', those of Laurelin portentous, even omi-


nous; the Sun is astoundingly bright and hot even to the Va-


lar, who are awestruck and disquieted by what has been done


(the Gods knew 'that they had done a greater thing than they


at first knew', p. 212); and the anger and distress of certain


of the Valar at the burning light of the Sun enforces the feel-


ing that in the last fruit of Laurelin a terrible and unforeseen


power has been released. This distress does indeed survive


in The Silmarillion (p. 100), in the reference to 'the prayers


of Lorien and Este, who said that sleep and rest had been


banished from the Earth, and the stars were hidden'; but in


the tale the blasting power of the new Sun is intensely con-


veyed in the images of 'the heat dancing above the trees' in


the gardens of Lorien, the silent nightingales, the withered


poppies and the drooping evening flowers.


In the old story there is a mythical explanation of the


Moon's phases (though not of eclipses), and of the markings


on its face through the story of the breaking of the withered


bough of Silpion and the fall of the Moonflower -- a story


altogether at variance with the explanation given in The Sil-


marillion (ibid.). In the tale the fruit of Laurelin also fell to


the ground, when Aule stumbled and its weight was too great


for Tulkas to bear alone: the significance of this event is not


made perfectly clear, but it seems that, had the Fruit of Noon


not burst asunder, Aule would not have understood its struc-


ture and conceived that of the Sunship.


To whatever extent the greatdifferences between the ver-


sions in this part of the Mythology may be due to later


compression, there remain a good many actual contradic-


tions, of which I note here only some of the more important,


in addition to that concerning the markings on the Moon


already mentioned. Thus in The Silmarillion the Moon rose


first, 'and was the elder of the new lights as was Telperion


of the Trees' (ibid.); in the old story the reverse is true both
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of the Trees and of the new lights. Again, in The Silmarillion


it is Varda who decides their motions, and she changes these


from her first plan at the plea of Lorien and Este, whereas


here it is Lorien's very distress at the coming of Sunlight that


leads to the last blossoming of Silpion and the making of the


Moon. The Valar indeed play different roles throughout; and


here far greater importance attaches to the acts of Vana and


Lorien, whose relations with the Sun and Moon are at once


deeper and more explicit than they afterwards became, as


they had been with the Trees (see p. 71); in The Silmarillion


it was Nienna who watered the Trees with her tears (p. 98).


In The Silmarillion the Sun and Moon move nearer to Arda


than 'the ancient stars' (p. 99), but here they move at quite


different levels in the firmament.


But a feature in which later compression can be certainly


discerned is the elaborate description in the tale of the Moon


as 'an island of pure glass', 'a shimmering isle', with little


lakes of the light from Telimpe bordered with shining flowers


and a crystalline cup amidmost in which was set the Moon-


flower, only from this is explicable the reference in The Sil-


marillion to Tilion's steering 'the island of the Moon'. The


aged Elf Uole Kuvion (whom 'some indeed have named the


Man inthe Moon') seems almost to have strayed in from


another conception; his presence gives difficulty in any case,


since we have just been told (p. 215) that Silmo could not


sail in the Moonship because he was not of the children of


the air and could not 'cleanse his being of its earthward-


ness'.--An isolated heading 'Uole and Erinti' in the little


pocket-book used among things for suggestions of stories to


be told (see p. 191) no doubt implies that a tale was preparing


on the subject of Uole; cf. the Tale of Qorinomi concerning


Urwendi and Erinti's brother Fionwe (p. 243). No traces of


these tales are to be found and they were presumably never


written. Another note in the pocket-book calls Uole Mikumi


(the earlier name of Uole Kuvion, see p. 221) 'King of the


Moon', and a third refers to a poem 'The Man in the Moon'


which is to be sung by Eriol, 'who says he will sing them a


song of a legend touching Uole Mikumi as Men have it'. My


father wrote a poem about the Man in the Moon in March


1915, but if it was this that he was thinking of including it


wouldhave startled the company of Mar Vanwa Tyalieva --








and he would have had to change its references to places in


England which were not yet in existence. Although it is very


probable that he had something quite different in mind, I


think it may be of interest to give this poem in an early form


(see p. 230).


As the mythology evolved and changed, the Making of the


Sun and Moon became the element of greatest difficulty; and


in the published Silmarillion this chapter does not seem of a


piece with much of the rest of the work, and could not be


made to be so. Towards the end of his life my father was


indeed prepared to dismantle much of what he had built, in


the attempt to solve what he undoubtedly felt to be a funda-


mental problem.


Note on the order of the Tales


The development of the Lost Tales is here in fact extremely


complex. After the concluding words of The Flight of the


Noldoli, 'the story of the darkening of Valinor was at an end'


(p. 188), my father wrote: 'See on beyond in other books',


but in fact he added subsequently the short dialogue between


Lindo and Eriol ('Great was the power of Melko for ill...')


which is given at the end of The Flight of the Noldoli.


The page-numbering of the notebooks shows that the next


tale was to be the Tale of Tinuviel, which is written in another


book. This long story (to be given in Part II), the oldest


extant version of 'Beren and Luthien', begins with a long


Link passage; and the curious thing is that this Link begins


with the very dialogue between Lindo and Eriol just referred


to, in almost identical wording, and this can be seen to be


its original place; but here it was struck through.


I have mentioned earlier (p. 40) that in a letter written by


my father in 1964 he said that he wrote The Music of the


Ainur while working in Oxford on the staff of the Dictionary,


a post that he took up in November 1918 and relinquished in


the spring of 1920. In the same letter he said that he wrote


' "The Fall of Gondolin" during sick-leave from the army


in 1917', and 'the original version of the "Tale of Luthien


Tinuviel and Beren" later in the same year'. There is nothing


in the manuscripts to suggest that the tales that follow The


Music of the Ainur to the point we have now reached were








not written consecutively and continuously from The Music,


while my father was still in Oxford.


At first sight, then, there is a hopeless contradiction in the


evidence: for the Link in question refers explicitly to the


Darkening of Valinor, a tale written after his appointment in


Oxford at the end of 1918, but is a link to the Tale of Tinuviel,


which he said that he wrote in 1917. But the Taleof Tinuviel


(and the Link that precedes it) is in fact a text in ink written


over an erased pencilled original. It is, I think, certain that


this rewriting of Tinuviel was considerably later. It was linked


to TheFlight of the Noldoli by the speeches of Lindo and


Eriol (the link-passage is integral and continuous with the


Tale of Tinuiviel that follows it, and was not added after-


wards). At this stage my father must have felt that the Tales


need not necessarily be told in the actual sequence of the


narrative (for ?inuviel belongs of course to the time after the


making of the Sun and Moon).


The rewritten Tinuviel was followed with no break by a


first form of the 'interlude' introducing Gilfanon of Tavrobel


as a guest in the house, and this led into the Tale of the Sun


and Moon. But subsequently my father changed his mind,


and so struck out the dialogue of Lindo and Eriol from the


beginning of the Link to Tinuviel, which was not now to


follow The Flight of the Noldoli, and wrote it out again in the


other book at the end of that tale. At the same time he rewrote


the Gilfanon 'interlude' in an extended form, and placed it


at the end of The Flight of the Noldoli. Thus:


Flight of the Noldoli


Words of Lindo and Eriol


Tale of Tinuviel


Gilfanon 'interlude'


Tale of the Sun and Moon


and the Hiding of Valinor


Flight of the Noldoli


Words of Lindo and Eriol


Gilfanon 'interlude'


(rewritten)


Tale of the Sun and Moon


and the Hiding of Valinor


That the rewriting of Tinuviel was one of the latest ele-


ments in the composition of the Lost Tales seems clear from


the fact that it is followed by the first form of the Gilfanon


'interlude', written at the same time: for Gilfanon replaced


Ailios, and Ailios, not Gilfanon, is the guest in the house in








the earlier versions of the Tale of the Sun and Moon and The


Hiding of Valinor, and is the teller of the Tale of the Naug-


lafring.


The poem about the Man in the Moon exists in many texts,


and was published at Leeds in 1923;*long after and much


changed it was included in The Adventures of Tom Bombadil


(1962). I give it here in the earlier published form, which was


only a little retouched from the earliest workings -- where it


has the title 'Why the Man in the Moon came down too soon:


an East Anglian phantasy'; in the first finished text the title


is 'A Faerie: Why the Man in the Moon came down too


soon', together with one in Old English: Se Moncyning.


Why the Man in the Moon


came down too soon


The Man in the Moon had silver shoon


And his beard was of silver thread;


He was girt with pale gold and inaureoled


With gold about his head.


Clad in silken robe in his great white globe


He opened an ivory door


With a crystal key, and in secrecy


He stole o'er a shadowy floor;
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Down a filigree stair of spidery hair


He slipped in gleaming haste,


And laughing with glee to be merry and free


He swiftly earthward raced.


He was tired of his pearls and diamond twirls;


Of his pallid minaret


Dizzy and white at its lunar height


In a world of silver set;
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And adventured this peril for ruby and beryl


And emerald and sapphire,


* 'A Northern Venture: verses by members of the Leeds University


English School Association' (Leeds, at the Swan Press, 1923). I have


not seen this publication and take these details from Humphrey Car-


penter, Biography, p. 269.





And all lustrous gems for new diadems,


Or to blazon his pale attire.


He was lonely too with nothing to do


But to stare at the golden world,


Or strain for the hum that would distantly come


As it gaily past him whirled;
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And at plenilune in his argent moon


He had wearily longed for Fire --


Not the limpid lights of wan selenites,


But a red terrestrial pyre


With impurpurate glows of crimson and rose


And leaping orange tongue',


For great seas of blues and the passionate hues


When a dancing dawn is young;
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For the meadowy ways like chrysoprase


By winding Yare and Nen.


How he longed for the mirth of the populous Earth


And the sanguine blood of men;


And coveted song and laughter long


And viands hot and wine,


Eating pearly cakes of light snowflakes


And drinking thin moonshine.
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He twinkled his feet as he thought of the meat,


Of the punch and the peppery brew,


Till he tripped unaware on his slanting stair,


And fell like meteors do;


As the whickering sparks in splashing arcs


Of stars blown down like rain


From his laddery path took a foaming bath


In the Ocean of Almain;
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And began to think, lest he melt and stink,


What in the moon to do,


When a Yarmouth boat found him far afloat,


To the mazement of the crew


Caught in their net all shimmering wet


In a phosphorescent sheen


Of bluey whites and opal lights


And delicate liquid green.
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With the morning fish -- 'twas his regal wish --


They packed him to Norwich town,


To get warm on gin in a Norfolk inn,


And dry his watery gown.


Though Saint Peter's knell waked many a bell


In the city's ringing towers


To shout the news of his lunatic cruise


In the early morning hours,


60


64


No hearths were laid, not a breakfast made,


And no one would sell him gems;


He found ashes for fire, and his gay desire


For chorus and brave anthems


Met snores instead with all Norfolk abed,


And his mund heart nearly broke,


More empty and cold than above of old,


Till he bartered his fairy cloak
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With a half-waked cook for a kitchen nook,


And his belt of gold for a smile,


And a priceless jewel for a bowl of gruel,


A sample cold and vile


Of the proud plum-porridge of Anglian Norwich --


He arrived so much too soon


For unusual guests on adventurous quests
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From the Mountains of the Moon.80


It seems very possible that the 'pallid minaret' reappears


in the 'little white turret' which Uole Kuvion built on the


Moon, 'where often he climbs and watches the heavens, or


the world beneath'. The minaret of the Man in the Moon


survives in the final version.


The ocean of Almain is the North Sea (Almain or Almany


was a name of Germany in earlier English); the Yare is a


Norfolk river which falls into the sea at Yarmouth, and the


Nene (pronounced also with a short vowel) flows into the


Wash.


