IV.


THE NAUGLAFRING.


We come now to the last of the original Lost Tales to be given consecutive


narrative form. This is contained in a separate notebook, and it bears the


title The Nauglafring: The Necklace of the Dwarves.


The beginning of this tale is somewhat puzzling. Before the telling of


The Fall of Condolin Lindo told Littleheart that 'it is the desire of all


that you tell us the tales of Tuor and of Earendel as soon as may be'


(p. 144), and Littleheart replied: 'It is a mighty tale, and seven times


shall folk fare to the Tale-fire ere it be rightly told; and so twined is it with


those stories of the Nauglafring and of the Elf-march that I would fain


have aid in that telling of Ailios here...' Thus Littleheart's surrender of


the chair of the tale-teller to Ailios at the beginning of the present text, so


that Ailios should tell of the Nauglafring, fits the general context well;


but we should not expect the new tale to be introduced with the words


'But after a while silence fell', since The Fall of Gondolin ends 'And no


one in all the Room of Logs spake or moved for a great while.' In any


case, after the very long Fall of Gondolin the next tale would surely have


waited till the following evening.


This tale is once again a manuscript in ink over a wholly erased original


in pencil, but only so far as the words 'sate his greed' on page 230.


From this point to the end there is only a primary manuscript in pencil


in the first stage of composition, written in haste -- in places hurled on to


the page, with a good many words not certainly decipherable; and a part


of this was extensively rewritten while the tale was still in progress (see


note 13).


The Nauglafring


The Necklace of the Dwarves.


But after a while silence fell, and folk murmured 'Earendel', but


others said 'Nay -- what of the Nauglafring, the Necklace of the


Dwarves.' Therefore said Ilfiniol, leaving the chair of the tale-


teller: 'Yea, better would the tale be told if Ailios would relate


the matters concerning that necklace,' and Ailios being nowise


unwilling thus began, looking upon the company.


'Remember ye all how Urin the Steadfast cast the gold of


Glorund before the feet of Tinwelint, and after would not touch it





again, but went in sorrow back to Hisi1ome, and there died?' And


all said that that tale was still fresh in their hearts.


'Behold then,' said Ailios, 'in great grief gazed the king upon


Urin as he left the hall, and he was weary for the evil of Melko that


thus deceived all hearts; yet tells the tale that so potent were the


spells that Mim the fatherless had woven about that hoard that,


even as it lay upon the floor of the king's halls shining strangely in


the light of the torches that burnt there, already were all who


looked upon it touched by its subtle evil.


Now therefore did those of Urin's band murmur, and one said


to the king: "Lo, lord, our captain Urin, an old man and mad, has


departed, but we have no mind to forego our gain."


Then said Tinwelint, for neither was he untouched by the


golden spell: "Nay then, know ye not that this gold belongs to the


kindred of the Elves in common, for the Rodothlim who won it


from the earth long time ago are no more, and no one has especial


claim' to so much as a handful save only Urin by reason of his son


Turin, who slew the Worm, the robber of the Elves; yet Turin is


dead and Urin will have none of it; and Turin was my man."


At those words the outlaws fell into great wrath, until the king


said: "Get ye now gone, and seek not 0 foolish ones to quarrel


with the Elves of the forest, lest death or the dread enchantments


of Valinor find you in the woods. Neither revile ye the name of


Tinwelint their king, for I will reward you richly enough for your


travail and the bringing of the gold. Let each one now approach


and take what he may grasp with either hand, and then depart in


peace."


Now were the Elves of the wood in turn displeased, who long


had stood nigh gazing on the gold; but the wild folk did as they


were bid, and yet more, for some went into the hoard twice and


thrice, and angry cries were raised in that hall. Then would


the woodland Elves hinder them of their thieving, and a great


dissension arose, so that though the king would stay them none


heeded him. Then did those outlaws being fierce and fearless folk


draw swords and deal blows about them, so that soon there was a


great fight even upon the steps of the high-seat of the king.


Doughty were those outlaws and great wielders of sword and axe


from their warfare with Orcs,'so that many were slain ere the


king, seeing that peace and pardon might no longer be, summoned


a host of his warriors, and those outlaws being wildered with the


stronger magics of the king' and confused in the dark ways of


the halls of Tinwelint were all slain fighting bitterly; but the
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king's hall ran with gore, and the gold that lay before his throne,'


scattered and spurned by trampling feet, was drenched with


blood. Thus did the curse of Mim the Dwarf begin its course; and


yet another sorrow sown by the Noldoli of old in Valinor was come


to fruit.'


Then were the bodies of the outlaws cast forth, but the wood-


land Elves that were slain Tinwelint let bury nigh to the knoll of


Tinuviel, and 'tis said that the great mound stands there still in


Artanor, and for long the fairies called it Cum an-Idrisaith, the


Mound of Avarice.


Now came Gwenniel to Tinwelint and said: "Touch not this


gold, for my heart tells me it is trebly cursed. Cursed indeed by the


dragon's breath, and cursed by thy lieges' blood that moistens it,


and the death of those' they slew; but some more bitter and more


binding ill methinks hangs over it that I may not see."


Then, remembering the wisdom of Gwenniel his wife, the king


was minded to hearken to her, and he bade gather it up and cast it


into the stream before the gates. Yet even so he might not shake


off its spell, and he said to himself: "First will I gaze my last


upon its loveliness ere I fling it from me for ever." Therefore


he let wash it clean of its stains of blood in clear waters, and display


it before him. Now such mighty heaps of gold have never since


been gathered in one place; and some thereof was wrought to


cups, to basons, and to dishes, and hilts there were for swords, and


scabbards, and sheaths for daggers; but the most part was of red


gold unwrought lying in masses and in bars. The value of that


hoard no man could count, for amid the gold lay many gems, and


these were very beautiful to look upon, for the fathers of the


Rodothlim had brought them out of Valinor, a portion of that


boundless treasury the Noldoli had there possessed.


Now as he gazed Tinwelint said: "How glorious is this treasure!


And I have not a tithe thereof, and of the gems of Valinor


none save that Silmaril that Beren won from Angamandi." But


Gwenniel who stood by said: "And that were worth all that here


lies, were it thrice as great."


Then arose one from among the company, and that was


Ufedhin, a Gnome; but more had he wandered about the world


than any of the king's folk, and long had he dwelt with


the Nauglath and the Indrafangs their kin. The Nauglath


are a strange race and none know surely whence they be; and they


serve not Melko nor Manwe and reck not for Elf or Man, and some


say that they have not heard of Iluvatar, or hearing disbelieve.








Howbeit in crafts and sciences and in the knowledge of the virtues


of all things that are in the earth or under the water none excel


them; yet they dwell beneath the ground in caves and tunnelled


towns, and aforetime Nogrod was the mightiest of these. Old are


they, and never comes a child among them, nor do they laugh.


They are squat in stature, and yet are strong, and their beards


reach even to their toes, but the beards of the Indrafangs are the


longest of all, and are forked, and they bind them about their


middles when they walk abroad. All these creatures have Men


called 'Dwarves', and say that their crafts and cunning surpass


that of the Gnomes in marvellous contrivance, but of a truth there


is little beauty in their works of themselves, for in those things of


loveliness that they have wrought in ages past such renegade


Gnomes as was Ufedhin have ever had a hand. Now long had that


Gnome forsaken his folk, becoming leagued with the Dwarves of


Nogrod, and was at that time come to the realms of Tinwelint with


certain other Noldoli of like mind bearing swords and coats of mail


and other smithyings of exquisite skill in which the Nauglath in


those days did great traffic with the free Noldoli, and, 'tis said,


with the Orcs and soldiers of Melko also.


As he stood in that place the spell of the gold had pierced the


heart of Ufedhin more deeply than the heart of any there, and he


could not endure that it should all be cast away, and these were his


words: "An evil deed is this that Tinwelint the king intends; or


who hereafter shall say that the kindreds of the Eldalie love things


of beauty if a king of the Eldar cast so great a store of loveliness into


the dark woodland waters where none but the fishes may after


behold it? Rather than this should be, I beg of thee, 0 King, to


suffer the craftsmen of the Dwarves to try their skill upon this


unwrought gold, that the name of the golden treasury of Tinwelint


become heard in all lands and places. This will they do, I promise


thee, for small guerdon, might they but save the hoard from ruin."


Then looked the king upon the gold and he looked upon


Ufedhin, and that Gnome was clad very richly, having a tunic of


golden web and a belt of gold set with tiny gems; and his sword


was damasked in strange wise,'. but a collar of gold and silver


interlaced most intricate was round his neck, and Tinwelint's


raiment could in no wise compare with that of the wayfarer in his


halls. Again looked Tinwelint upon the gold, and it shone yet


more alluring fair, nor ever had the sparkle of the gems seemed so


brilliant, and Ufedhin said again: "Or in what manner, 0 King,


dost thou guard that Silmaril of which all the world hath heard?"








Now Gwenniel warded it in a casket of wood bound with iron,


and Ufedhin said it was shame so to set a jewel that should not


touch aught less worthy than the purest gold. Then was Tinwelint


abashed, and yielded, and this was the agreement that he made


with Ufedhin. Half the gold should the king measure and give to


the hands of Ufedhin and his company, and they should bear it


away to Nogrod and the dwellings of the Dwarves. Now those


were a very long journey southward beyond the wide forest on the


borders of those great heaths nigh Umboth-muilin the Pools of


Twilight, on the marches of Tasarinan. Yet after but seven full


moons back would the Nauglath fare bearing the king's loan all


wrought to works of greatest cunning, yet in no wise would the


weight and purity of the gold be minished. Then would they speak -


to Tinwelint, and an he liked not the handiwork then would they


return and say no more; yet if it seemed good to him then of that


which remained would they fashion such marvellous things for his


adornment and for Gwenniel the Queen as never had Gnome or


Dwarf made yet.


"For," said Ufedhin, "the cunning of the Nauglath have I


learnt, and the beauty of design that only can the Noldoli compass


do I know -- yet shall the wages of our labour be small indeed, and


we will name it before thee when all is done."


Then by reason of the glamour of the gold the king repented his


agreement with Ufedhin, and he liked not altogether his words,


and he would not suffer so great a store of gold to be borne without


surety out of his sight for seven moons to the distant dwellings of


the Dwarves; yet was he minded nonetheless to profit by their


skill. Therefore suddenly he let seize Ufedhin, and his folk, and


he said unto them: "Here shall ye remain as hostages in my halls


until I see again my treasury." Now Tinwelint thought in his


heart that Ufedhin and his Gnomes were of the utmost service to


the Dwarves, and no covetice would be strong enough to bring


them to forsake him; but that Gnome was very wroth, saying:


"The Nauglath are no thieves, 0 King, nor yet their friends";


but Tinwelint said: "Yet the light of overmuch gold has made


many thieves, who were not so before," and Ufedhin perforce


consented, yet he forgave not Tinwelint in his heart.


Therefore was the gold now borne to Nogrod by folk of the king


guided by one only of Ufedhin's companions, and the agreement


of Ufedhin and Tinwelint spoken to Naugladur, the king of those


places.


Now during the time of waiting Ufedhin was kindly entreated





in the courts of Tinwelint, yet was he idle perforce, and he fretted


inwardly. In his leisure he pondered ever what manner of lovely


thing of gold and jewels he would after fashion for Tinwelint, but


this was only for the greater ensnaring of the king, for already he


began to weave dark plots most deep of avarice and revenge.


On the very day of the fullness of the seventh moon thereafter


the watchers on the king's bridge cried: "Lo! there comes a great


company through the wood, and all it seems are aged men, and


they bear very heavy burdens on their backs." But the king


hearing said: "It is the Nauglath, who keep their tryst: now mayst


thou go free, Ufedhin, and take my greeting to them, and lead


them straightway to my hall"; and Ufedhin sallied forth gladly,


but his heart forgot not its resentment. Therefore having speech


privily with the Nauglath he prevailed upon them to demand at


the end a very great reward, and one thereto that the king might


not grant unhumbled; and more of his designs also did he unfold,


whereby that gold might fare in the end to Nogrod for ever.


Now come the Dwarves nonetheless over the bridge and before


the chair of Tinwelint, and behold, the things of their workman-


ship they had conveyed thither in silken cloths, and boxes of rare


woods carven cunningly. In other wise had Urin haled the treasure


thither, and half thereof lay yet in his rude sacks and clumsy chests;


yet when the gold was once more revealed, then did a cry of wonder


arise, for the things the Nauglath had made were more wondrous


far than the scanty vessels and the ornaments that the Rodothlim


wrought of old. Cups and goblets did the king behold, and some


had double bowls or curious handles interlaced, and horns there


were of strange shape, dishes and trenchers, flagons and ewers,


and all appurtenances of a kingly feast. Candlesticks there were


and sconces for the torches, and none might count the rings and


armlets, the bracelets and collars, and the coronets of gold;


and all these were so subtly made and so cunningly adorned that


Tinwelint was glad beyond the hope of Ufedhin.


But as yet the designs of Ufedhin came to nought, for in no wise


would Tinwelint suffer or him or those of the Nauglath to depart


to Nogrod with or without that portion of the unwrought gold that


yet remained, and he said: "How shall it be thought that after the


weariness of your burdened journeys hither I should let you so


soon be gone, to noise the lack of courtesy of Tinwelint abroad in


Nogrod? Stay now awhile and rest and feast, and afterward shall


ye have the gold that remains to work your pleasure on; nor shall


aught of help that I or my folk may afford be wanting in your





labour, and a reward rich and more than just awaits you at the


end."


But they knew nonetheless that they were prisoners, and trying


the exits privily found them strongly warded. Being therefore


without counsel they bowed before the king, and the faces of the


Dwarf-folk show seldom what they think. Now after a time of rest


was that last smithying begun in a deep place of Tinwelint's abode '


which he caused to be set apart for their uses, and what their hearts


lacked therein fear supplied, and in all that work Ufedhin had a


mighty part.


A golden crown they made for Tinwelint, who yet had worn


nought but a wreath of scarlet leaves, and a helm too most glorious


they fashioned; and a sword of dwarven steel brought from afar


was hilted with bright gold and damascened in gold and silver with


strange figurings wherein was pictured clear the wolf-hunt of


Karkaras Knife-fang, father of wolves. That was a more wonder-


ful sword than any Tinwelint had seen before, and outshone the


sword in Ufedhin's belt the king had coveted. These things were


of Ufedhin's cunning, but the Dwarves made a coat of linked


mail of steel and gold for Tinwelint, and a belt of gold. Then was


the king's heart gladdened, but they said: "All is not finished," and


Ufedhin made a silver crown for Gwenniel, and aided by the


Dwarves contrived slippers of silver crusted with diamonds, and


the silver thereof was fashioned in delicate scales, so that it yielded


as soft leather to the foot, and a girdle he made too of silver


blended with pale gold. Yet were those things but a tithe of their


works, and no tale tells a full count of them.


Now when all was done and their smithcraft given to the king,


then said Ufedhin: "0 Tinwelint, richest of kings, dost thou think


these things fair?" And he said: "Yea"; but Ufedhin said: "Know


then that great store of thy best and purest gold remaineth still,


for we have husbanded it, having a boon to ask of thee, and it is


this: we would make thee a carcanet and to its making lay all the


skill and cunning that we have, and we desire that this should be


 the most marvellous ornament that the Earth has seen, and the


greatest of the works of Elves and Dwarves. Therefore we beg of


thee to let us have that Silmaril that thou treasurest, that it may


shine wondrously amid the Nauglafring, the Necklace of the


Dwarves."


Then again did Tinwelint doubt Ufedhin's purpose, yet did he


yield the boon, an they would suffer him to be present at that


smithying.





None are that yet live,' quoth Ailios,' 'who have seen that most


glorious thing, save only' Littleheart son of Bronweg, yet are


many things told thereof. Not only was it wrought with the


greatest skill and subtlety in the world but it had a magic power,


and there was,no throat so great or so slender whereon it sat not


with grace and loveliness. Albeit a weight beyond belief of gold


was used in the making, lightly it hung upon its wearer as a strand


of flax; and all such as clasped it about their necks seemed, as it


hung upon their breasts, to be of goodly countenance, and women


seemed most fair. Gems uncounted were there in that carcanet of


gold, yet only as a setting that did prepare for its great central


glory, and led the eye thereto, for amidmost hung like a little lamp


of limpid fire the Silmaril of Feanor, jewel of the Gods. Yet alas,


even had that gold of the Rodothlim held no evil spell still had that


carcanet been a thing of little luck, for the Dwarves were full of


bitterness, and all its links were twined with baleful thoughts.


Now however did they bear it before the king in its new-gleaming


splendour; and then was the joy of Tinwelint king of the woodland


Elves come to its crowning, and he cast the Nauglafring about his


throat, and straightway the curse of Mim fell upon him. Then said


Ufedhin: "Now, 0 Lord, that thou art pleased beyond thy hope,


perchance thou wilt grant the craftsmen thy kingly reward, and


suffer them to depart also in joy to their own lands."


But Tinwelint, bewildered by the golden spell and the curse of


Mim, liked not the memory of his tryst; yet dissembling he bid the


craftsmen come before him, and he praised their handiwork with


royal words. At length said he: "'Twas said to me by one Ufedhin


that at the end such reward as ye wished ye would name before me,


yet would it be small enough, seeing that the labour was of love


and of Ufedhin's desire that the golden hoard be not cast away and


lost. What then do ye wish that I may grant?"


Then said Ufedhin scornfully: "For myself, nothing, 0 Lord;


indeed the guestkindliness of thy halls for seven moons and three


is more than I desire." But the Dwarves said-:-"This do we ask.


For our labours during seven moons each seven jewels of Valinor,


and seven robes of magic that only Gwendelin o can weave, and


each a sack of gold; but for our great labour during three moons in


thy halls unwilling, we ask each three sacks of silver, and each a


cup of gold wherein to pledge thy health, 0 King, and each a fair


maiden of the woodland Elves to fare away with us to our homes."


Then was King Tinwelint wroth indeed, for what the Dwarves


had asked was of itself a goodly treasury, seeing that their








company was very great; and he had no mind thus to devour the


 dragon's hoard, but never could he deliver maidens of the Elves


:- unto illshapen Dwarves without undying shame.


Now that demand they had made only by the design of Ufedhin,


yet seeing the anger of the king's face they said: "Nay, but this is


not all, for in payment of Ufedhin's captivity for seven moons


seven stout Elves must come with us and abide seven times seven


 years among us as bondsmen and menials in our labour."


Thereat arose Tinwelint from his seat, and calling summoned


 his weaponed thanes and warriors, that these surrounded the


 Nauglath and those Gnomes. Then said he: "For your insolence


 each three stripes with stinging withes shall ye receive, and


Ufedhin seven, and afterwards will we speak of recompense."


When this was done, and a flame of bitter vengeance lit in those


deep hearts, he said: "Lo, for your labour of seven months six


pieces of gold and one of silver each shall have, and for your


labours in my halls each three pieces of gold and some small gem


that I can spare. For your journey hither a great feast shall ye eat


and depart with good store against your return, and ere ye go ye


 shall drink to Tinwelint in elfin wine; yet, mark ye, for the


sustenance of Ufedhin seven idle months about my halls shall ye


each pay a piece of gold, and of silver two, for he has not aughth


imself and shall not receive since he desires it not, yet methinks


he is at the bottom of your arrogance."


Then were the Dwarves paid their reward like common smiths


of bronze and iron, and constrained to yield once more therefrom


payment for Ufedhin -- "else," said the king, "never shall ye get


him hence." Then sat they to a great feast and dissembled their


mood; yet at the end the time of their going came, and they drank


to Tinwelint in elfin wine, but they cursed him in their beards,


and Ufedhin swallowed not and spat the wine from his mouth


upon the threshold.


Now tells the tale that the Nauglath fared home again, and if


their greed had been kindled when first the gold was brought to


Nogrod now was it a fierce flame of desire, and moreover they


burnt under the insults of the king. Indeed all that folk love


gold and silver more dearly than aught else on Earth, while that


 treasury was haunted by a spell and by no means were they armed


against it. Now one there had been, Fangluin * the aged, who had


Counselled them from the first never to return the king's loan, for


 (* In the margin of the manuscript is written: Fangluin: Bluebeard.)





said he: "Ufedhin we may later seek by guile to release, if it


seem good," but at that time this seemed not policy to Naugladur


their lord, who desired not warfare with the Elves.Yet now did


Fangluin jeer at them mightily on their return, saying they had


flung away their labour for a botcher's wage and a draught of wine


and gotten dishonour thereto, and he played upon their lust, and


Ufedhin joined his bitter words thereto. Therefore did Naugladur


hold a secret council of the Dwarves of Nogrod, and sought


how he might both be avenged upon Tinwelint, and sate his


Yet after long pondering he saw not how he might achieve his


purpose save by force, and there was little hope therein, both by


reason of the great strength of numbers of the Elves of Artanor


in those days, and of the woven magic of Gwenniel that guarded


all those regions, so that men of hostile heart were lost and came


not to those woods; nor indeed could any such come thither


unaided by treachery from within.


Now even as those aged ones sat in their dark halls and gnawed


their beards, behold a sound of horns, and messengers were come 


from Bodruith of the Indrafangs, a kindred of the Dwarves that


dwelt in other realms. Now these brought tidings of the death of


Mim the fatherless at the hand of Urin and the rape of Glorund's


gold, which tale had but new come to Bodruith's ears. Now


hitherto the Dwarves knew not the full tale concerning that


hoard, nor more than Ufedhin might tell hearing the speech in 


Tinwelint's halls, and Urin had not spoken the full count thereof


ere he departed. Hearing therefore these tidings new wrath


was added to their lust and a clamour arose among them, and


Naugladur vowed to rest not ere Mim was thrice avenged -- "and,


more," said he, "meseems the gold belongs of right to the people of


the Dwarves."


This then was the design; and by his deeds have the Dwarves


been severed in feud for ever since those days with the Elves, and


drawn more nigh in friendship to the kin of Melko. Secretly he 


let send to the Indrafangs that they prepare their host against


a day that he would name, whenso the time should be ripe; and a


hidden forging of bitter steel then was in Belegost the dwelling


of the Indrafangs. Moreover he gathered about him a great host of


the Orcs, and wandering goblins, promising them a good wage,


and the pleasure of their Master moreover, and a rich booty at the


end; and all these he armed with his own weapons. Now came


unto Naugladur an Elf, and he was one of Tinwelint's folk, and





he offered to lead that host through the magics of Gwendelin,


for he was bitten by the gold-lust of Glorund's hoard, and so


did the curse of Mim come upon Tinwelint and treachery first


arose among the Elves of Artanor. Then did Naugladur [?smile]


 bitterly, for he knew that the time was ripe and Tinwelint


 delivered to him. Now each year about the time of the great


wolf-hunt of Beren Tinwelint was wont to keep the memory of


that day by a hunt in the woods, and it was a very mighty chase


and thronged with very many folk, and nights of merriment and


feasting were there in the forest. Now Naugladur learnt of that Elf


Narthseg, whose name is bitter to the Eldar yet, that the king


would fare a-hunting at the next high moon but one, and straight-


way he sent the trysted sign, a bloodstained knife, to Bodruith at


Belegost. Now all that host assembled on the confines of the


woods, and no word came yet unto the king.


Now tells the tale that one came unto Tinwelint, and Tinwelint


knew him not for the wild growth of his hair -- and lo! it was


Mablung, and he said: "Lo, even in the depths of the forest have


we heard that this year you will celebrate the death of Karkaras


with a high-tide greater than even before, 0 King -- and behold Iha


ve returned to bear you company." And the king was full ofmi


rth and fain to greet Mablung the brave; and at the wordsof


Mablung that Huan captain of Dogs was come also into Artanor


was he glad indeed.


Behold now Tinwelint the king rode forth a-hunting, and more


glorious was his array than ever aforetime, and the helm of gold


was above his flowing locks, and with gold were the trappings of


his steed adorned; and the sunlight amid the trees fell upon his


face, and it seemed to those that beheld it like to the glorious faceof


the sun at morning; for about his throat was clasped the


Nauglafring, the Necklace of the Dwarves. Beside him rode


Mablung the Heavyhand in the place of honour by reason of his


deeds at that great hunt aforetime -- but Huan of the Dogs was


ahead of the hunters, and men thought that great dog bore him


strangely, but mayhap there was something in the wind that day


liked not.


Now is the king far in the woods with all his company, and the


horns grow faint in the deep forest, but Gwendelin- sits in her


bower and foreboding is in her heart and eyes. Then said an


Elfmaid, Nielthi: "Wherefore, 0 Lady, art thou sorrowful at the


hightide of the king?" And Gwendelin said: "Evil seeks our land,


and my heart misgives me that my days in Artanor are speeding to











their end, yet if I should lose Tinwelint then would I wish never to


have wandered forth from Valinor." But Nielthi said: "Nay, O 


Lady Gwendelin, hast thou not woven great magic all about us, so


that we fear not?" But the queen made answer: "Yet meseems


there is a rat that gnaws the threads and all the web has come


unwoven.> Even at that word there was a cry about the doors, and


suddenly it grew to a fierce noise... by the clash of steel. Then


went Gwendelin unafraid forth from her bower, and behold, a


sudden multitude of Orcs and Indrafangs held the bridge, and


there was war within the cavernous gates; but that place ran with


blood, and a great heap of slain lay there, for the onset had been


secret and all unknown.


Then did Gwendelin know well that her foreboding was true,


and that treachery had found her realm at last, yet did she hearten


those few guards that remained to her and had fared not to the


hunt, and valiantly they warded the palace of the king until the


tide of numbers bore them back [and] fire and blood found all the


halls and deep ways of that great fortress of the Elves.


Then did those Orcs and Dwarves ransack all the chambers


seeking for treasure, and lo! one came and sate him in the high seat


of the king laughing loud, and Gwendelin saw that it was Ufedhin,


and mocking he bid her be seated in her ancient seat beside the


king's. Then Gwendelin gazed upon him so that his glance fell,


and she said: "Wherefore, 0 renegade, dost thou defile my lord's


seat? Little had I thought to see any of the Elves sit there, a


robber, stained with murder, a league-fellow of the truceless


enemies of his kin. Or thinkest thou it is a glorious deed to assail an


ill-armed house what time its lord is far away?" But Ufedhin said


nought, shunning the bright eyes of Gwendelin, wherefore said


she anew: "Get thee now gone with thy foul Orcs, lest Tinwelint


coming repay thee bitterly."


Then at last did Ufedhin answer, and he laughed, but ill at ease,


and he looked not at the queen, but he said listening to a sound


without: "Nay, but already is he come." And behold, Naugladur


entered now and a host of the Dwarves were about him, but he


bore the head of Tinwelint crowned and helmed in gold; but the 


necklace of all wonder was clasped about the throat of Naugladur.


Then did Gwendelin see in her heart all that had befallen, and


how the curse of the gold had fallen on the realm of Artanor, and


never has she danced or sung since that dark hour; but Naugladur


bid gather all things of gold or silver or of precious stones and bear 


them to Nogrod -- "and whatso remains of goods or folk may the,





Orcs keep, or slay, as they desire. Yet the Lady Gwendelin Queen


of Artanor shall fare with me."


Then said Gwendelin: "Thief and murderer, child of Melko,


yet art thou a fool, for thou canst not see what hangs over thine


own head." By reason of the anguish of her heart was her sight


grown very clear, and she read by her fay-wisdon the curse of Mim


and much of what would yet betide.


Then did Naugladur in his triumph laugh till his beard shook,


and bid seize her: but none might do so, for as they came towards


her they groped as if in sudden dark, or stumbled and fell tripping


each the other, and Gwendelin went forth from the places of her


abode, and her bitter weeping filled the forest. Now did a great


darkness fall upon her mind and her counsel and lore forsook her,


at she wandered she knew not whither for a great while; and this


was by reason of her love for Tinwelint the king, for whom she had


chosen never to fare back to Valinor and the beauty of the Gods,


dwelling always in the wild forests of the North; and now did there


seem to her neither beauty nor joy be it in Valinor or in the


Lands Without. Many of the scattered Elves in her wayward


journeyings she met, and they took pity on her, but she heeded


them not. Tales had they told her, but she hearkened not over


much since Tinwelint was dead; nonetheless must ye know how


even in the hour that Ufedhin's host brake the palace and


despoiled it, and other companies as great and as terrible of the


Orcs and Indrafangs fell with death and fire upon all the realm of


Tinwelint, behold the brave hunt of the king were resting amid


mirth and laughter, but Huan stalked apart. Then suddenly were


the woods filled with noise and Huan bayed aloud; but the king


and his company were all encircled with armed foes. Long they


fought bitterly there among the trees, and the Nauglath -- for such


were their foes -- had great scathe of them or ever they were slain.


Yet in the end were they all fordone, and Mablung and the king


fell side by side -- but Naugladur it was who swept off the head of


Tinwelint after he was dead, for living he dared not so near to his


bright sword or the axe of Mablung."


Now doth the tale know no more to tell of Huan, save that even


while the swords still sang that great dog was speeding through


the land, and his way led him as the [?wind] to the land of


i-Guilwarthon, the living-dead, where reigned Beren and Tinuviel


the daughter of Tinwelint. Not in any settled abode did those


twain dwell, nor had their realm boundaries well-marked -- and


indeed no other messenger save Huan alone to whom all ways were





known had ever found Beren and obtained his aid so soon."


Indeed the tale tells that even as that host of the Orcs were burning


all the land of Tinwelint and the Nauglath and the Indrafangin


were wending homeward burdened utterly with spoils of gold and


precious things, came Huan to Beren's lodge, and it was dusk. Lo,


Beren sat upon a tree root and Tinuviel danced on a green sward in


the gloaming as he gazed upon her, when suddenly stood Huan


before them, and Beren gave a cry of joy and wonder, for it was


long since he and Huan had hunted together, But Tinuviel looking


upon Huan saw that he bled, and there was a tale to read in his


great eyes. And she said suddenly: "What evil then has fallen upon


Artanor?" and Huan said: "Fire and death and the terror of Orcs;


but Tinwelint is slain."


Then did both Beren and Tinuviel weep bitter tears; nor did


the full tale of Huan dry their eyes. When then it was told to the


end leapt Beren to his feet in white wrath, and seizing a horn that


hung at his belt he blew a clear blast thereon that rang round all the


neighbouring hills, and an elfin folk all clad in green and brown


sprang as it were by magic towards him from every glade and


coppice, stream and fell.


Now not even Beren knew the tale of those myriad folk that


followed his horn in the woods of Hisilome, and or ever the moon


was high above the hills the host assembled in the glade of his


abiding was very great, yet were they lightly armed and the most


bore only knives and bows. "Yet," said Beren, "speed is that which


now we need the most"; and certain Elves at his bidding fared like


deer before him, seeking news of the march of the Dwarves and


Indrafangs, but at dawn he followed at the head of the green


Elves, and Tinuviel abode in the glade and wept unto herself for


the death of Tinwelint, and Gwendelin also she mourned as dead.


Now is to tell that the laden host of the Dwarves fared from the


place of their ransacking, and Naugladur was at their head, and


beside him Ufedhin and Bodruith; and ever as he rode Ufedhin


sought to put the dread eyes of Gwendelin from his mind and


could not, and all happiness was fled from his heart that shrivelled


under the memory of that glance; nor was this the only disquiet 


that tortured him, for if ever he raised his eyes lo! they lighted on


the Necklace of the Dwarves shining about the aged neck of


Naugladur, and then all other thoughts save bottomless desire of


its beauty were banished.


Thus did those three fare and with them all their host, but so


great became the torment of Ufedhin's mind that in the end he











might not endure it more, but at night when a halt was called he


crept stealthily to the place where Naugladur slept, and coming


upon that aged one wrapt in slumbers would slay that Dwarf and


lay hands upon the wondrous Nauglafring. Now even as he sought


to do so, behold one seized his throat suddenly from behind, and it


 was Bodruith, who filled with the same lust sought also to make


 that lovely thing his own; but coming upon Ufedhin would slay


him by reason of his kinship to Naugladur. Then did Ufedhin stab


 suddenly backward at hazard in the dark with a keen knife long


 and slender that he had with him for the bane of Naugladur, and


 that knife pierced the vitals of Bodruith Lord of Belegost so that he


fell dying upon Naugladur, and the throat of Naugladur and the


magic carcanet were drenched anew with blood.


Thereat did Naugladur awake with a great cry, but Ufedhin fled


gasping from that place, for the long fingers of the Indrafang had


well-nigh choked him. Now when some bore torches swiftly to


that place Naugladur thought that Bodruith alone had sought to


 rob him of the jewel, and marvelled how he had thus been timely


slain, and he proclaimed a rich reward to the slayer of Bodruith if


 that man would come forward telling all that he had seen. Thus


was it that none perceived the flight of Ufedhin for a while, and


 wrath awoke between the Dwarves of Nogrod and the Indrafangs,


and many were slain ere the Indrafangs being in less number were


scattered and got them as best they might to Belegost, bearing


scant treasury with them. Of this came the agelong feud between


those kindreds of the Dwarves that has spread to many lands and


 caused many a tale, whereof the Elves know little tidings and Men


have seldom heard. Yet may it be seen how the curse of Mim came


early home to rest among his own kin, and would indeed it had


gone no further and had visited the Eldar never more.


Lo, when the Aight of Ufedhin came also to light then was


Naugladur in wrath, and he let kill all the Gnomes that remained


in the host. Then said he: "Now are we rid of Indrafangs and


Gnomes and all traitors, and nought more do I fear' at all."


But Ufedhin ranged the wild lands in great fear and anguish, for


him seemed that he had become a traitor to his kin, blood-guilty to


the Elves, and haunted with the [? burning] eyes of Gwendelin the


queen, for nought but exile and misery, and no smallest part nor


share had he in the gold of Glorund, for all his heart was afire with


: lust; yet few have pitied him.


Now tells the tale that he fell in with the rangers of Beren's folk,


and these gaining from him sure knowledge of all the host and





array of Naugladur and the ways he purposed to follow, they sped


back like wind among the trees unto their lord; but Ufedhin


revealed not to them who he was, feigning to be an Elf of Artanor


escaped from bondage in their host. Now therefore they entreated


him well, and he was sent back to Beren that their captain might


............ his words, and albeit Beren marvelled at his


[?cowardly]......" and downward glance it seemed to him that


he brought safe word, and he set a trap for Naugladur.


No longer did he march hotly on the trail of the Dwarves, but


knowing that they would essay the passage of the river Aros at a


certain time he turned aside, faring swiftly with his light-footed


Elves by straighter paths that he might reach Sarnathrod the


Stony Ford before them. Now the Aros is a fierce stream -- and is it


not that very water that more near its spring runs swiftly past the


aged doors of the Rodothlim's caves and the dark lairs of Glorund'


-- and in those lower regions by no means can be crossed by a great


host of laden men save at this ford, nor is it overeasy here. Never


would Naugladur have taken that way had he knowledge of Beren


-- yet blinded by the spell and the dazzling gold he feared nought


either within or without his host, and he was in haste to reach


Nogrod and its dark caverns, for the Dwarves list not long to abide


in the bright light of day.


Now came all that host to the banks of Aros, and their array was


thus: first a number of unladen Dwarves most fully armed, and


amidmost the great company of those that bore the treasury of


Glorund, and many a fair thing beside that they had haled from


Tinwelint's halls; and behind these was Naugladur, and he bestrode


Tinwelint's horse, and a strange figure did he seem, for the legs of


the Dwarves are short and crooked, but two Dwarves led that


horse for it went not willingly and it was laden with spoil. But


behind these came again a mass of armed men but little laden; and


in this array they sought to cross Sarnathrod on their day of doom.


Morn was it when they reached the hither bank and high noon


saw them yet passing in long-strung lines and wading slowly the


shallow places of the swift-running stream. Here doth it widen out


and fare down narrow channels filled with boulders atween long


. spits of shingle and stones less great. Now did Naugladur slip


from his burdened horse and prepare to get him over, for the


armed host of the vanguard had climbed already the further bank,


and it was great and sheer and thick with trees, and the bearers of


the gold were some already stepped thereon and some amidmost


of the stream, but the armed men of the rear were resting awhile.





Suddenly is all that place filled with the sound of elfin horns,


and one....." with a clearer blast above the rest, and it is the


horn of Beren, the huntsman of the woods. Then is the air thick


with the slender arrows of the Eldar that err not neither doth the


wind bear them aside, and lo, from every tree and boulder do the


brown Elves and the green spring suddenly and loose unceasingly


from full quivers. Then was there a panic and a noise in the host of


Naugladur, and those that waded in the ford cast their golden


burdens in the waters and sought affrighted to either bank, but


many were stricken with those pitiless darts and fell with their


gold into the currents of the Aros, staining its clear waters with


their dark blood.


Now were the warriors on the far bank [? wrapped] in battle and


rallying sought to come at their foes, but these fled nimbly before


them, while [?others] poured still the hail of arrows upon them,


and thus got the Eldar few hurts and the Dwarf-folk fell dead


unceasingly. Now was that great fight of the Stony Ford......


nigh to Naugladur, for even though Naugladur and his captains


led their bands stoutly never might they grip their foe, and death


fell like rain upon their ranks until the most part broke and fled,


and a noise of clear laughter echoed from the Elves thereat, and


they forebore to shoot more, for the illshapen figures of the


Dwarves as they fled, their white beards tornby the wind, filled


them [with] mirth. But now stood Naugladur and few were about


him, and he remembered the words of Gwendelin, for behold,


Beren came towards him and he cast aside his bow, and drew a


bright sword; and Beren was of great stature among the Eldar,


albeit not of the girth and breadth of Naugladur of the Dwarves.


Then said Beren: "Ward thy life an thou canst, 0 crook-legged


murderer, else will I take it," and Naugladur bid him even the


Nauglafring, the necklace of wonder, that he be suffered to go


unharmed; but Beren said: "Nay, that may I still take when thou


art slain," and thereat he made alone upon Naugladur and his


companions, and having slain the foremost of these the others fled


away amid elfin laughter, and so Beren came upon Naugladur,


slayer of Tinwelint. Then did that aged one defend himself


doughtily, and 'twas a bitter fight, and many of the Elves that


watched for love and fear of their captain fingered their bow-


strings, but Beren called even as he fought that all should stay


their hands.


Now little doth the tale tell of wounds and blows of that affray,


save that Beren got many hurts therein', and many of his shrewdest





blows did little harm to Naugladur by reason of the [?skill] and


magic of his dwarfen mail; and it is said that three hours they


fought and Beren's arms grew weary, but not those of Naugladur


accustomed to wield his mighty hammer at the forge, and it is


more than like that otherwise would the issue have been but for the


curse of Mim; for marking how Beren grew faint Naugladur


pressed him ever more nearly, and the arrogance that was of


that grievous spell came into his heart, and he thought: "I will


slay this Elf, and his folk will flee in fear before me," and


grasping his sword he dealt a mighty blow and cried: "Take here


thy bane, 0 stripling of the woods," and in that moment his


foot found a jagged stone and he stumbled forward, but Beren


slipped aside from that blow and catching at his beard his hand


found the carcanet of gold, and therewith he swung Naugladur


suddenly off his feet upon his face: and Naugladur's sword was


shaken from his grasp, but Beren seized it and slew him therewith,


for he said: "I will not, sully my bright blade with thy dark blood,


since there is no need." But the body of Naugladur was cast into


the Aros.


Then did he unloose the necklace, and he gazed in wonder at it- 


and beheld the Silmaril, even the jewel he won from Angband and


gained undying glory by his deed; and he said: "Never have mine


eyes beheld thee O Lamp of Faery burn one half so fair as now


thou dost, set in gold and gems and the magic of the Dwarves";


and that necklace he caused to be washed of its stains, and he cast it


not away, knowing nought of its power, but bore it with him back


into the woods of Hithlum.


But the waters of Aros flowed on for ever above the drowned


hoard of Glorund, and so do still, for in after days Dwarves came


from Nogrod and sought for it, and for the body of Naugladur;


but a flood arose from the mountains and therein the seekers


Ford that none seek the treasure that it guards nor dare ever to


cross the magic stream at that enchanted place.


But in the vales of Hithlum was there gladness at the home-


coming of the Elves, and great was the joy of Tinuviel to see her


lord once more returning amidst his companies, but little did it


ease her grief for the death of Tinwelint that Naugladur was


slain and many Dwarves beside. Then did Beren seek to comfort


her, and taking her in his arms he set the glorious Nauglafring


about her neck, and all were blinded by the greatness of her


beauty; and Beren said: "Behold the Lamp of Feanor that thou





and I did win from Hell," and Tinuviel smiled, remembering the


first days of their love and those days of travail in the wild.


Now is it to be said that Beren sent for Ufedhin and well


rewarded him for his words of true guidance whereof the Dwarves


had been overcome, and he bid him dwell in.... among his folk,an


d Ufedhin was little loth; yet on a time, no great space there-


 after, did that thing betide which he least desired. For came there


a sound of very sorrowful singing in the woods, and behold, it was


Gwendelin wandering distraught, and her feet bore her to the


midmost of a glade where sat Beren and Tinuviel; and at that hour


it was new morning, but at the sound all nigh ceased their speaking


 and were very still. Then did Beren gaze in awe upon Gwendelin,


 but Tinuviel cried suddenly in sorrow mixed with joy: "0 mother


Gwendelin, whither do thy feet bear thee, for methought thee


dead"; but the greeting of those twain upon the greensward was


very sweet. And Ufedhin fled from among the Elves, for he could


not endure to look upon the eyes of Gwendelin, and madness took


him, and none may say what was his unhappy weird thereafter;


and little but a tortured heart got he from the Gold of Glorund.


Now hearing the cries of Ufedhin Gwendelin looked in wonder


after him, and stayed her tender words; and memory came back


into her eyes so that she cried as in amaze beholding the Necklace


of the Dwarves that hung about the white throat of Tinuviel.


Then wrathfully she asked of Beren what it might portend, and


wherefore he suffered the accursed thing to touch Tinuviel; and


told Beren" all that tale such as Huan had told him, in deed or


guess, and of the pursuit and fighting at the ford he told also,


saying at the end: "Nor indeed do I see who, now that Lord


Tinwelint is fared to Valinor, should so fittingly wear that jewel of


the Gods as Tinuviel." But Gwendelin told of the dragon's ban


upon the gold and the [? staining] of blood in the king's halls, "and


 yet another and more potent curse, whose arising I know not, is


 woven therewith," said she, "nor methinks was the labour of the


Dwarves free from spells of the most enduring malice." But Beren


laughed, saying that the glory of the Silmaril and its holiness


might overcome all such evils, even as it burnt the [? foul] flesh of


Karkaras. "Nor," said he, "have I seen ever my Tinuviel so fair as


 now she is, clasped in the loveliness of this thing of gold"; but


Gwendelin said: "Yet the Silmaril abode in the Crown of Melko,


and that is the work of baleful smiths indeed."


Then said Tinuviel that she desired not things of worth


or precious stones but the elfin gladness of the forest, and to





pleasure Gwendelin she cast it from her neck; but Beren was little


pleased and he would not suffer it to be flung away, but warded it 


in his........."


Thereafter did Gwendelin abide a while in the woods among


them and was healed; and in the end she fared wistfully back to the 


land of Lorien and came never again into the tales of the dwellers


of Earth; but upon Beren and Tinuviel fell swiftly that doom of


mortality that Mandos had spoken when he sped them from his


halls -- and in this perhaps did the curse of Mim have [? potency] in


that it came more soon upon them; nor this time did those twain


fare the road together, but when yet was the child of those twain,


Dior" the Fair, a little one, did Tinuviel slowly fade, even as the


Elves of later days have done throughout the world, and she


vanished in the woods, and none have seen her dancing ever there


again. But Beren searched all the lands of Hithlum and of Artanor


ranging after her; and never has any of the Elves had more 


loneliness than his, or ever he too faded from life, and Dior his son


was left ruler of the brown Elves and the green, and Lord of the 


Nauglafring.


Mayhap what all Elves say is true, that those twain hunt now in


the forest of Orome in Valinor, and Tinuviel dances on the green


swards of Nessa and of Vana daughters of the Gods for ever more;


yet great was the grief of the Elves when the Guilwarthon went 


from among them, and being leaderless and lessened of magic 


their numbers minished; and many fared away to Gondolin, the 


rumour of whose growing power and glory ran in secret whispers


among all the Elves.


Still did Dior when come to manhood rule a numerous folk, and


he loved the woods even as Beren had done; and songs name him 


mostly Ausir the Wealthy for his possession of that wondrous gem 


set in the Necklace of the Dwarves. Now the tales of Beren and


Tinuviel grew dim in his heart, and he took to wearing it about his


neck' and to love its loveliness most dearly; and the fame of that


jewel spread like fire through all the regions of the North, and the


Elves said one to another: "A Silmaril of Feanor burns in the"


woods of Hisilome."


Now fare the long days of Elfinesse unto that time when Tuor


dwelt in Gondolin; and children then had Dior the Elf,' Auredhir


and Elwing, and Auredhir was most like to his forefather Beren,


and all loved him, yet none so dearly as did Dior; but Elwing the


fairy have all poesies named as beautiful as Tinuviel if that


indeed may be, yet hard is it to say seeing the great loveliness.





of the elfin folk of yore. Now those were days of happiness in the


vales of Hithlum, for there was peace with Melko and the Dwarves


who had but one thought as they plotted against Gondolin, and


Angband was full of labour; yet is it to tell that bitterness entered


into the hearts of the seven sons of Feanor, remembering their


oath. Now Maidros, whom Melko maimed, was their leader; and


he called to his brethren Maglor and Dinithel, and to Damrod,


and to Celegorm, to Cranthor and to Curufin the Crafty, and he


said to them how it was now known to him that a Silmaril of those


their father Feanor had made was now the pride and glory of Dior


of the southern vales, "and Elwing his daughter bears it whitherso


she goes -- but do you not forget," said he, "that we swore to have


no peace with Melko nor any of his folk, nor with any other of


Earth-dwellers that held the Silmarils of Feanor from us. For


what," said Maidros, "do we suffer exile and wandering and rule


over a scant and forgotten folk, if others gather to their hoard the


heirlooms that are ours?"


Thus was it that they sent Curufin the Crafty to Dior, and told


him of their oath, and bid him give that fair jewel back unto those


whose right it was; but Dior gazing on the loveliness of Elwing


would not do so, and he said that he could not endure that the


Nauglafring, fairest of earthly craft, be so despoiled. "Then," said


Curufin, "must the Nauglafring unbroken be given to the sons of


Feanor," and Dior waxed wroth, bidding him be gone, nor dare to


claim what his sire Beren the Onehanded won with his hand from


the [?jaws] of Melko -- "other twain are there in the selfsame


place," said he, "an your hearts be bold enow."


Then went Curufin unto his brethren, and because of their


unbreakable oath and of their [? thirst] for that Silmaril (nor


indeed was the spell of Mim and of the dragon wanting) they


planned war upon Dior -- and the Eldar cry shame upon them for


that deed, the first premeditated war of elfin folk upon elfin folk,


whose name otherwise were glorious among the Eldalie for their


sufferings. Little good came thereby to them; for they fell


unawares upon Dior, and Dior and Auredhir were slain, yet


behold, Evranin the nurse of Elwing, and Gereth a Gnome-, took


her unwilling in a flight swift and sudden from those lands, and


they bore with them the Nauglafring, so that the sons of Feanor


saw it not; but a host of Dior's folk, coming with all speed yet late


unto the fray, fell suddenly on their rear, and there was a great


battle, and Maglor was slain with swords, and Mai....~  died of


wounds in the wild, and Celegorm was pierced with a hundred








arrows, and Cranthor beside him. Yet in the end were the sons of


Feanor masters of the field of slain, and the brown Elves and the


green were scattered over all the lands unhappy, for they would


not hearken to Maidros the maimed, nor to Curufin and Damrod


who had slain their lord; and it is said that even on the day of


that battle of the Elves Melko sought against Gondolin, and the


fortunes of the Elves came to their uttermost waning.


Now was naught left of the seed of Beren Ermabwed son of


Egnor save Elwing the Lovely, and she wandered in the woods,


and of the brown Elves and the green a few gathered to her, and


they departed for ever from the glades of Hithlum and got them to


the south towards Sirion's deep waters, and the pleasant lands.


And thus did all the fates of the fairies weave then to one strand,


and that strand is the great tale of Earendel; and to that tale's true


beginning are we now come.'


Then said Ailios: 'And methinks that is tale enow for this time


of telling.'


NOTES.


1. This sentence is a rewriting of the text, which had originally:


"Nay then, know ye not that this gold belongs to the kindred of


the Elves, who won it from the earth long time ago, and no one


among Men has claim..."


The remainder of this scene, ending with the slaughter of Urin's


band, was rewritten at many points, with the same object as in the


passage just cited -- to convert Urin's band from Men to Elves, as


was done also at the end of Eltas' t ale( see p. 118 note 33). Thus


original 'Elves' waschanged to 'Elves of the wood, woodland Elves',


and original 'Men' to 'folk, outlaws'; and see notes 2, 3, 5.


2. The original sentence here was:


Doughty were those Men and great wielders of sword and axe,


and still in those unfaded days might mortal weapons wound the


bodies of the elfin-folk.


See note t.


3. The original sentence here was: 'and those Men being wildered with


magics'. See note 1.


4. This sentence, from 'and yet another sorrow...', was added to the


text later.


5. 'those': the text has 'the Men', obviously left unchanged through


oversight. See note 1.








6. 'in the earth' is an emendation of the original reading 'on the earth'.7.


 'damasked in strange wise', i.e. 'damascened', ornamentally inlaid


with designs in gold and silver. The word 'damascened' is used of


the sword of Tinwelint made by the Dwarves, on which were seen


images of the wolf-hunt (p. 227), and of Glorfindel's arms (p. 173).


8. The text has 'Eltas', but with 'Ailios' written above in pencil. Since


Ailios appears as the teller at the beginning of the tale, and not as the


result of emendation, 'Eltas' here was probably no more than a slip.


9. 'save only' is a later emendation of the original 'not even'. See p. 256.


10. It is odd that Gwendelin appears here, not Gwenniel as hitherto in


this tale. Since the first part of the tale is in ink over an erased pencil


text, the obvious explanation is that the erased text had Gwendelin


and that my father changed this to Gwenniel as he went along,


overlooking it in this one instance. But the matter is probably more


complex -- one of those small puzzles with which the texts of the Last


Tales abound -- for after the manuscript in ink ceases the form


Gwenniel occurs, though once only, and Gwendelin is then used


for all the rest of the tale. See Changes made to Names, p. 244.11.


Here the manuscript in ink ends; see p. 221.12.


Against this sentence my father wrote a direction that the story was


to be that the Nauglafring caught in the bushes and held the king.


13. A rejected passage in the manuscript here gives an earlier version of


the events, according to which it was Gwendelin, not Huan, who


brought the news to Beren:


... and her bitter weeping filled the forest. Now there did


Gwendeling [sic] gather to her many of the scattered woodland


Elves and of them did she hear how matters had fared even as she


had guessed: how the hunting party had been surrounded and


o'erwhelmed by the Nauglath while the Indrafangs and Orcs fell


suddenly with death and fire upon all the realm of Tinwelint, and


not the least host was that of Ufedhin that slew the guardians of


the bridge; and it was said that Naugladur had slain Tinwelint


when he was borne down by numbers, and folk thought Narthseg


a wild Elf had led the foemen hither, and he had been slain in the


fighting.


Then seeing no hope Gwendelin and her companions fared


with the utmost speed out of that land of sorrow, even to the


kingdom of i- Guilwarthon in Hisilome, where reigned Beren and


Tinuviel her daughter. Now Beren and Tinuviel lived not in any


settled abode, nor had their realm boundaries well-marked, and


no other messenger save Gwendelin daughter of the Vali had of a


surety found those twain the living-dead so soon.


 


It is clear from the manuscript that the return of Mablung and Huan


to Artanor and their presence at the hunt (referred to in general


terms at the end of the Tale of Tinuviel, p. 41) was added to the
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tale, and with this new element went the change in Gwendelin's


movements immediately after the disaster. But though the textual


history is here extremely hard to interpet, what with erasures and j


additions on loose pages, I think it is almost certain that this


reshaping was done while the original composition 0f the tale was


still in progress.


The first of these lacunae that I have left in the text contains two


words, the first possibly 'believe' and the second probably 'best'. In


the second lacuna the word might conceivably be 'pallor'.


This sentence, from 'and is it not that very water...', is struck


through and bracketed, and in the margin my father scribbled: 'No


[?that] is Narog.'


The illegible word might be 'brays': the word 'clearer' is an


emendation from 'hoarser'.


'and told Beren': i.e., 'and Beren told'. The text as first written had


'Then told Beren...'


The illegible word might just possibly be 'treasury', but I do not


think that it is.


Dior replaced the name Ausir, which however occurs below as


another name for Dior.


'Dior the Elf' is an emendation from 'Dior then an aged Elf'.


The latter part of this name is quite unclear: it might be read as


Maithog, or as Mailweg. See Changes made to Names under


Dinithel.


Changes made to names in


The Tale of the Nauglafring.


Ilfiniol (p. 221) here so written from the first: see p. 201.


Gwenniel is used throughout the revised section of the tale except at


the last occurrence (p. 228), where the form is Gwendelin; in the


pencilled part of the tale at the first occurrence of the queen's name it


is again Gwenniel (p. 230), but thereafter always Gwendelin (see


note 10).


The name of the queen in the Lost Tales is as variable as that


of Littleheart. In The Chaining of Melko and The Coming of


the Elves she is Tindriel > Wendelin. In the Tale of Tinuviel


she is Wendelin > Cwendeling (see p. 50); in the type-


script text of Tinuviel Gwenethlin > Melian; in the Tale


of Turambar Gwendeling > Gwedheling; in the present tale


Cwendelin/Gwenniel (the form Gwendeling occurs in the


rejected passage given in note 13); and in the Gnomish dictionary


Cwendeling > Cwedhiling.


Belegost At the first occurrence (p. 230) the manuscript has Ost


Belegost, with Ost circled as if for rejection, and Belegost is the


reading subsequently.





(i-)Cuilwarthon In the Tale of Tinuviel, p. 41, the form is


i-Cuilwarthon. At the occurrence on p. 240 the ending of the


name does not look like -on, but as I cannot say what it is I give


Guilwarthon in the text.


Dinithel could also be read as Durithel (p. 241). This name was written


in later in ink over an earlier name in pencil now scarcely legible,


though clearly the same as that beginning Mai.... which appears


for this son of Feanor subsequently (see note 21).


Commentary on


The Tale of the Nauglafring.


In this commentary I shall not compare in detail the Tale of the


Nauglafring with the story told in The Silmarillion (Chapter 22, Of the


Ruin of Doriath). The stories are profoundly different in essential


features -- above all, in the reduction of the treasure brought by Hurin


from Nargothrond to a single object, the Necklace of the Dwarves, which


had long been in existence (though not, of course, containing the


Silmaril); while the whole history of the relation between Thingol and


the Dwarves is changed. My father never again wrote any part of this


story on a remotely comparable scale, and the formation of the published


text was here of the utmost difficulty; I hope later to give an account of it.


While it is often difficult to differentiate what my father omitted in his


more concise versions (in order to keep them concise) from what he


rejected, it seems clear that a large part of the elaborate narrative of the


Tale of the Nauglafring was early abandoned. In subsequent writing


the story of the fighting between Urin's band and Tinwelint's Elves


disappeared, and there is no trace afterwards of Ufedhin or the other


Gnomes that lived among the Dwarves, of the story that the Dwarves


took half the unwrought gold ('the king's loan') away to Nogrod to


make precious objects from it, of the keeping of Ufedhin hostage, of


Tinwelint's refusal to let the Dwarves depart, of their outrageous


demands, of their scourging and their insulting payment.


We meet here again the strong emphasis on Tinwelint's love of treasure


and lack of it, in contrast to the later conception of his vast wealth (see my


remarks, pp. 128-9). The Silmaril is kept in a wooden casket (p. 225),


Tinwelint has no crown but a wreath of scarlet leaves (p. 227), and he


is far less richly clad and accoutred than 'the wayfarer in his halls'


(Ufedhin). This is very well in itself -- the Woodland Elf corrupted by


the lure of golden splendour, but it need not be remarked again how


strangely at variance is this picture with that of Thingol Lord of


Beleriand, who had a vast treasury in his marvellous underground realm


of Menegroth, the Thousand Caves -- itself largely contrived by the


Dwarves of Belegost in the distant past (?he Silmarillion pp. 92-3), and


who most certainly did not need the aid of Dwarves at this time to make











him a crown and a fine sword, or vessels to adorn his banquets. Thingol


in the later conception is proud, and stern; he is also wise, and powerful,


and greatly increased in stature and in knowledge through his union with


a Maia. Could such a king have sunk to the level of miserly swindling that


is portrayed in the Tale of the Nauglafring?


Great stress is indeed placed on the enormous size of the hoard -- 'such


mighty heaps of gold have never since been gathered in one place', p. 223


-- which is made so vast that it becomes hard to believe that a band of


wandering outlaws could have brought it to the halls of the woodland


Elves, even granting that 'some was lost upon the way' (p. 114). There is


perhaps some difference here from the account of the Rodothlim and


their works in the Tale of Turambar (p. 81), where there is certainly no


suggestion that the Rodothlim possessed treasures coming out of Valinor


-- though this idea remained through all the vicissitudes of this part of the


story: it is said of the Lord of Nargothrond in The Silmarillion (p. 114)


that 'Finrod had brought more treasures out of Tirion than any other of


the princes of the Noldor'.


More important, the elements of 'spell' and 'curse' are dominant in this


tale, to such a degree that they might almost be said to be the chief actors


in it. The curse of Mim on the gold is felt at every turn of the narrative.


Vengeance for him is one motive in Naugladur's decision to attack the


Elves of Artanor (p. 230). His curse is fulfilled in the 'agelong feud'


between the kindreds of the Dwarves (p. 235) -- of which all trace was


afterwards effaced, with the loss of the entire story of Ufedhin's intent to


steal the Necklace from Naugladur sleeping, the killing of Bodruith Lord


of Belegost, and the fighting between the two clans of Dwarves. Naugladur


was 'blinded by the spell' in taking so imprudent a course out of Artanor


(p. 236); and the curse of Mim is made the 'cause' of his stumbling on a


stone in his fight with Beren (p. 238). It is even, and most surprisingly,


suggested as a reason for the short second lives of Beren and Tinuviel


(p. 240); and finally 'the spell of Mim' is an element in the attack on Dior


by the Feanorians (p. 241). An important element also in the tale is the


baleful nature of the Nauglafring, for the Dwarves made it with bitterness;


and into the complex of curses and spells is introduced also 'the dragon's


ban upon the gold' (p. 239) or 'the spell of the dragon' (p. 241). It is not said


in the Tale of Turambar that Glorund had cursed the gold or enspelled it;


but Mim said to Urin (p. 114): 'Has not Glorund lain long years upon it,


and the evil of the drakes of Melko is on it, and no good can it bring to


Man or Elf.' Most notably, Gwendelin implies, against Beren's assertion


that 'its holiness might overcome all such evils', that the Silmaril itself is


unhallowed, since it 'abode in the Crown of Melko' (p. 239). In the later


of the two 'schemes' for the Lost Tales (see I. 107 note 3) it is said that the


Nauglafring 'brought sickness to Tinuviel'.*


* It is said in the Gnomish dictionary that the curse of Mim was 'appeased' when the


Nauglafring was lost in the sea; see the Appendix on Names, entry Nauglafring.)





But however much the chief actors in this tale are 'enspelled' or blindly


carrying forward the mysterious dictates of a curse, there is no


question but that the Dwarves in the original conception were altogether


more ignoble than they afterwards became, more prone to evil to gain


their ends, and more exclusively impelled by greed; that Doriath should


be laid waste by mercenary Orcs under Dwarvish paymasters (p. 230)


was to become incredible and impossible later. It is even said that by the


deeds of Naugladur 'have the Dwarves been severed in feud for ever since


those days with the Elves, and drawn more nigh in friendship to the kin


of Melko' (p. 230); and in the outlines for Gilfanon's Tale the Nauglath


are an evil people, associates of goblins (I. 236 -- 7). In a rejected outline


for the Tale of the Nauglafring (p. 136) the Necklace was made 'by


certain Uvanimor (Nautar or Nauglath)', Uvanimor being defined else-


where as 'monsters, giants, and ogres'. With all this compare The Lord of


the Rings, Appendix F (I): 'They [the Dwarves] are not evil by nature,


and few ever served the Enemy of free will, whatever the tales of Men


may have alleged.'


The account of the Dwarves in this tale is of exceptional interest in


other respects. 'The beards of the Indrafangs' have been named in


Tinuviel's 'lengthening spell' (pp. 19, 46); but this is the first description


of the Dwarves in my father's writings -- already with the spelling that he


maintained against the unceasing opposition of proof-readers -- and they


are eminently recognisable in their dour and hidden natures, in their


'unloveliness' (The Silmarillion p. x 113), and in their 'marvellous skill


with metals' (ibid. p. 92). The strange statement that 'never comes a


child among them' is perhaps to be related to 'the foolish opinion among


Men' referred to in The Lord of the Rings, Appendix A (III), 'that there


are no Dwarf-women, and that the Dwarves "grow out of stone".' In the


same place it is said that 'it is because of the fewness of women among


them that the kind of the Dwarves increases slowly'.


It is also said in the tale that it is thought by some that the Dwarves


'have not heard of Iluvatar'; on knowledge of Iluvatar among Men see


p. 209.


According to the Gnomish dictionary Indrafang was 'a special name


of the Longbeards or Dwarves', but in the tale it is made quite plain that


the Longbeards were on the contrary the Dwarves of Belegost; the


Dwarves of Nogrod were the Nauglath, with their king Naugladur. It


must be admitted however that-the use of the terms is sometimes con-


fusing, or confused: thus the description of the Nauglath on pp. 223 -- 4


seems to be a description of all Dwarves, and to include the Indrafangs,


though this cannot have been intended. The reference to 'the march of


the Dwarves and Indrafangs' (p. 234) must be taken as an ellipse, i.e. 'the


Dwarves of Nogrod and the Indrafangs'. Naugladur of Nogrod and


Bodruith of Belegost are said to have been akin (p. 235), though this


perhaps only means that they were both Dwarves whereas Ufedhin was


an Elf.








The Dwarf-city of Nogrod is said in the tale to lie 'a very long journey


southward beyond the wide forest on the borders of those great heaths


nigh Umboth-muilin the Pools of Twilight, on the marches of Tasarinan'


(p. 225). This could be interpreted to mean that Nogrod was itself 'on the


borders of those great heaths nigh Umboth-muilin'; but I think that this


is out of the question. It would be a most improbable place for Dwarves,


who 'dwell beneath the earth in caves and tunnel)ed towns, and aforetime


Nogrod was the mightiest of these' (p. 224). Though mountains are not


specifically mentioned here in connection with Dwarves, I think it


extremely likely that my father at this time conceived their cities to be in


the mountains, as they were afterwards. Further, there seems nothing to


contradict the view that the configuration of the lands in the Lost Tales


was essentially similar to that of the earliest and later 'Silmarillion' maps;


and on them, 'a very long journey southward' is totally inappropriate to


that between the Thousand Caves and the Pools of Twilight.


The meaning must therefore be, simply, 'a very long journey south-


ward beyond the wide forest', and what follows places the wide forest,


not Nogrod; the forest being, in fact, the Forest of Artanor.


The Pools of Twilight are described in The Fall of Condolin, but the


Elvish name does not there appear (see pp. 195 -- 6, 217).


Whether Belegost was near to or far from Nogrod is not made plain; it


is said in this passage that the gold should be borne away 'to Nogrod and


the dwellings of the Dwarves', but later (p. 230) the Indrafangs are 'a


kindred of the Dwarves that dwelt in other realms'.


In his association with the Dwarves Ufedhin is reminiscent of Eol,


Maeglin's father, of whom it is said in The Silmarillion (p. 133) that 'for


the Dwarves he had more liking than any other of the Elvenfolk of old',


cf. ibid. p. 92: 'Few of the Eldar went ever to Nogrod or Belegost, save


Eol of Nan Elmoth and Maeglin his son.' In the early forms of the story of


Eol and Isfin (referred to in The Fall of Condolin, p. 165) Eol has no


association with Dwarves. In the present tale there is mention (p. 224) of


'great traffic' carried on by the Dwarves 'with the free Noldoli' (with


Melko's servants also) in those days: we may wonder who these free


Noldoli were, since the Rodothlim had been destroyed, and Gondolin


was hidden. Perhaps the sons of Feanor are meant, or Egnor Beren's


father (see p. 65).


The idea that it was the Dwarves of Nogrod who were primarily


involved survived into the later narrative, but they became exclusively


so, and those of Belegost specifically denied all aid to them (?he Sil-


marillion p. 233).


Turning now to the Elves, Beren is here of course still an Elf (see


p. 139), and in his second span of life he is the ruler, in Hithlum --


Hisilome, of an Elvish people so numerous that 'not even Beren knew the


tale of those myriad folk' (p. 234); they are called 'the green Elves' and


'the brown Elves and the green', for they were 'clad in green and brown',








and Dior ruled them in Hithlum after the final departure of Beren and


Tinuviel. Who were they? It is far from clear how they are to be set into


the conception of the Elves of the Great Lands as it appears in other


Tales. We may compare the passage in The Coming of the Elves


(I. 118 -- 19):


Long after the joy of Valinor had washed its memory faint [i.e., the


memory of the journey through Hisilome] the Elves sang still sadly of


it, and told tales of many of their folk whom they said and say were lost


in those old forests and ever wandered there in sorrow. Still were they


there long after when Men were shut in Hisilome by Melko, and still


do they dance there when Men have wandered far over the lighter


places of the Earth. Hisilome did Men name Aryador, and the Lost


Elves did they call the Shadow Folk, and feared them.


But in that tale the conception still was that Tinwelint ruled 'the


scattered Elves of Hisilome', and in the outlines for Gilfanon's Tale the


'Shadow Folk' of Hisilome had ceased to be Elves (see p. 64). In any case,


the expression 'green Elves', coupled with the fact that it was the Green-


elves of Ossiriand whom Beren led to the ambush of the Dwarves at Sarn


Athrad in the later story (The Silmarillion p. 235), shows which Elvish


people they were to become, even though there is as yet no trace of


Ossiriand beyond the river Gelion and the story of the origin of the


Laiquendi (ibid. pp.94, 96).


It was inevitable that 'the land of the dead that live' should cease to be


in Hisilome (which seems to have been in danger of having too many


inhabitants), and a note on the manuscript of the Tale of the Nauglafring


says: 'Beren must be in "Doriath beyond Sirion" on a..... not


in Hithlum.' Doriath beyond Sirion was the region called in The Sil-


marillion (p. 122) Nivrim, the West March, the woods on the west bank


of the river between the confluence of Teiglin and Sirion and Aelin-uial,


the Meres of Twilight. In the Tale of Tinuviel Beren and Tinuviel,


called i Cuilwarthon, 'became mighty fairies in the lands about the north


of Sirion' (p. 41).


Gwendelin/Gwenniel appears a somewhat faint and ineffective figure


by comparison with the Melian of The Silmarillion. Conceivably, an


aspect of this is the far slighter protection afforded to the realm of


Artanor by her magic than that of the impenetrable wall and deluding


mazes of the Girdle of Melian (see p. 63). But the nature of the protection


in the old conception is very unclear. In the Tale of the Nauglafring the


coming of the Dwarves from Nogrod is only known when they approach


the bridge before Tinwelint's caves (p. 226); on the other hand, it is said


(p. 230) that the 'woven magic' of the queen was a defence against 'men of


hostile heart', who could never make their way through the woods unless


aided by treachery from within. Perhaps this provides an explanation of


a sort of how the Dwarves bringing treasure from Nogrod were able to





penetrate to the halls of Tinwelint without hindrance and apparently


undetected (cf. also the coming of Urin's band in the Tale of Turambar,


p. 114). In the event, the protective magic was easily -- too easily --


overthrown by the simple device of a single treacherous Elf of Artanor


who 'offered to lead the host through the magics of Gwendelin'. This was


evidently unsatisfactory; but I shall not enter further into this question


here. Extraordinary difficulties of narrative structure were caused by this


element of the inviolability of Doriath, as I hope to describe at a future


date.


It might be thought that the story of the drowning of the treasure at the


Stony Ford (falling into the waters of the river with the Dwarves who


bore it) was evolved from that in the rejected conclusion of the Tale of


Turambar (p. 136) -- Tinwelint 'hearing that curse [set on the treasure by


Urin] caused the gold to be cast into a deep pool of the river before his


doors'. In the Taleof the Nauglafring, however, Tinwelint, influenced


by the queen's foreboding words, still has the intention of doing this, but


does not fulfil his intention (p. 223).


The account of the second departure of Beren and Tinuviel (p. 240)


raises again the extremely difficult question of the peculiar fate that


was decreed for them by the edict of Mandos, which I have discussed on


pp. 59 -- 60. There I have suggested that


the peculiar dispensation of Mandos in the case of Beren and Tinuviel


as here conceived is therefore that their whole 'natural' destiny as Elves


was changed: having died as Elves might die (from wounds or from


grief) they were not reborn as new beings, but returned in their own


persons- yet now 'mortal even as Men'.


Here however Tinuviel 'faded', and vanished in the woods; and Beren


searched all Hithlum and Artanor for her, until he too 'faded from life'.


Since this fading is here quite explicitly the mode in which 'that doom of


mortality that Mandos had spoken' came upon them (p. 240), it is very


notable that it is likened to, and even it seems identified with, the fading


of 'the Elves of later days throughout the world' -- as though in the


original idea Elvish fading was a form of mortality. This is in fact made


explicit in a later version.


The seven Sons of Feanor, their oath (sworn not in Valinor but after


the coming of the Noldoli to the Great Lands), and the maiming of


Maidros appear in the outlines for Gilfanon's Tale; and in the latest of


these outlines the Feanorians are placed in Dor Lomin (= Hisilome,


Hithlum), see I. 238, 240, 243. Here, in the Tale of the Nauglafring,


appear for the first time the names of the Sons of Feanor, five of them


(Maidros, Maglor, Celegorm, Cranthor, Curufin) in the forms, or almost


the forms, they were to retain, and Curufin already with his sobriquet





'the Crafty'. The names Amrod and Amras in The Silmarillion were a


late change; for long these two sons of Feanor were Damrod (as here)


and Diriel (here Dinithel or Durithel, see Changes made to Names,


p. 245)


Here also appear Dior the Fair, also called Ausir the Wealthy, and his


daughter Elwing; his son Auredhir early disappeared in the development


of the legends. But Dior ruled in 'the southern vales' (p. 241) of


Hisilome, not in Artanor, and there is no suggestion of any renewal of


Tinwelint's kingdom after his death, in contrast to what was told later


(The Silmarillion p. 236); moreover the Feanorians, as noted above,


dwelt also in Hisilome -- and how all this is to be related to what is said


elsewhere of the inhabitants of that region I am unable to say: cf. the Tale


of Tinuviel, p. 10: 'Hisilome where dwelt Men, and thrall-Noldoli


laboured, and few free-Eldar went.'


A very curious statement is made in this concluding part of the tale,


that 'those were days of happiness in the vales of Hithlum, for there was


peace with Melko and the Dwarves who had but one thought as they


plotted against Gondolin' (p. 241). Presumably 'peace with Melko'


means no more than that Melko had averted his attention from those


lands; but nowhere else is there any reference to the Dwarves' plotting


against Gondolin.


In the typescript version of the Tale of Tinuviel (p. 43) it is said that if


Turgon King of Gondolin was the most glorious of the kings of the Elves


who defied Melko, 'for a while the most mighty and the longest free


was Thingol of the Woods'. The most natural interpretation of this


expression is surely that Gondolin fell before Artanor; whereas in The


Silmarillion (p. 240) 'Tidings were brought by Thorondor Lord of


Eagles of the fall of Nargothrond, and after of the slaying of Thingol and


of Dior his heir, and of the ruin of Doriath; but Turgon shut his ear


to word of the woes without.' In the present tale we see the same


chronology, in that many of the Elves who followed Beren went after his


departure to Gondolin, 'the rumour of whose growing power and glory


ran in secret whispers among all the Elves' (p. 240), though here the


destruction of Gondolin is said to have taken place on the very day


that Dior was attacked by the Sons of Feanor (p. 242). To evade the


discrepancy therefore we must interpret the passage in the Tale of


Tinuviel to mean that Thingol remained free for a longer period of years


than did Turgon, irrespective of the dates of their downfalls.


Lastly, the statements that Cum an-Idrisaith, the Mound of Avarice,


'stands there still in Artanor' (p. 223), and that the waters of Aros still


flow above the drowned hoard (p. 238), are noteworthy as indications


that nothing analogous to the Drowning of Beleriand was present in the


original conception.


