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John Ronald Reuel Tolkien (3 January 1892 – 2
September
1973)
an English writer, poet, philologist, and university professor, best known as
the author of the classic high fantasy works The Hobbit, The Lord of the
Rings, and The Silmarillion.

Tolkien was Rawlinson and Bosworth Professor of Anglo-Saxon at Oxford
University from 1925 to 1945 and Merton Professor of English Language and
Literature there from 1945 to 1959. He was a close friend of C. S.
Lewis—they were both members of the informal literary discussion group
known as the Inklings. Tolkien was appointed a Commander of the Order of
the British Empire by Queen Elizabeth II on 28 March 1972.
After his death, Tolkien's son Christopher published a series of works based
on his father's extensive notes and unpublished manuscripts, including The
Silmarillion. These, together with The Hobbit and The Lord of the Rings form
a connected body of tales, poems, fictional histories, invented languages,
and literary essays about a fantasy world called Arda, and Middle-earth
within it. Between 1951 and 1955, Tolkien applied the term legendarium to
the larger part of these writings.
While many other authors had published works of fantasy before Tolkien, the
great success of The Hobbit and The Lord of the Rings led directly to a
popular resurgence of the genre. This has caused Tolkien to be popularly
identified as the "father" of modern fantasy literature—or, more precisely, of
high fantasy. In 2008, The Times ranked him sixth on a list of "The 50
greatest British writers since 1945". Forbes ranked him the 5th top-earning
dead celebrity in 2009.
Biography
Family Origins
Most of Tolkien's paternal ancestors were craftsmen. The Tolkien family had
their roots in Lower Saxony, but had been living in England since the 18th
century, becoming "quickly intensely English". The surname Tolkien is said to
come from the German word tollkühn ("foolhardy"). German writers have
suggested that in reality the name is more likely to derive from the village
Tolkynen, near Rastenburg, East Prussia. The name of that place is derived
from the now extinct Old Prussian language.
Tolkien's maternal grandparents, John and Edith Jane Suffield, were Baptists
who lived in Birmingham and owned a shop in the city centre. The Suffield
family had run various businesses out of the same building, called Lamb
House, since the early 19th century. From 1810 Tolkien's
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great-great-grandfather William Suffield had a book and stationery shop
there; from 1826 Tolkien's great-grandfather, also named John Suffield, had
a drapery and hosiery business there.
Childhood
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien was born on 3 January 1892 in Bloemfontein in
the Orange Free State (now Free State Province, part of South Africa) to
Arthur Reuel Tolkien (1857–1896), an English bank manager, and his wife
Mabel, née Suffield (1870–1904). The couple had left England when Arthur
was promoted to head the Bloemfontein office of the British bank for which
he worked. Tolkien had one sibling, his younger brother, Hilary Arthur Reuel,
who was born on 17 February 1894.
As a child, Tolkien was bitten by a large baboon spider in the garden, an
event which some think would have later echoes in his stories, although
Tolkien admitted no actual memory of the event and no special hatred of
spiders as an adult. In another incident, a family house-boy, who thought
Tolkien a beautiful child, took the baby to his kraal to show him off, returning
him the next morning.
When he was three, Tolkien went to England with his mother and brother on
what was intended to be a lengthy family visit. His father, however, died in
South Africa of rheumatic fever before he could join them. This left the
family without an income, and so Tolkien's mother took him to live with her
parents in Kings Heath, Birmingham. Soon after, in 1896, they moved to
Sarehole (now in Hall Green), then a Worcestershire village, later annexed to
Birmingham. He enjoyed exploring Sarehole Mill and Moseley Bog and the
Clent, Lickey and Malvern Hills, which would later inspire scenes in his books,
along with Worcestershire towns and villages such as Bromsgrove, Alcester,
and Alvechurch and places such as his aunt Jane's farm of Bag End, the
name of which would be used in his fiction.
Mabel Tolkien herself taught her two sons, and Ronald, as he was known in
the family, was a keen pupil. She taught him a great deal of botany and
awakened in him the enjoyment of the look and feel of plants. Young Tolkien
liked to draw landscapes and trees, but his favourite lessons were those
concerning languages, and his mother taught him the rudiments of Latin very
early. He could read by the age of four and could write fluently soon
afterwards. His mother allowed him to read many books. He disliked
Treasure Island and The Pied Piper and thought Alice's Adventures in
Wonderland by Lewis Carroll was "amusing but disturbing". He liked stories
about "Red Indians" and the fantasy works by George MacDonald. In
addition, the "Fairy Books" of Andrew Lang were particularly important to
him and their influence is apparent in some of his later writings.
Tolkien attended King Edward's School, Birmingham, and later St. Philip's
School, before winning a Foundation Scholarship and returning to King
Edward's School. While a pupil at King Edward's School, he was one of a
party of cadets from the school's Officers Training Corps who helped "line the
route" for the coronation parade of King George V, being posted just outside
the gates of Buckingham Palace.
Mabel Tolkien was received into the Roman Catholic Church in 1900 despite
vehement protests by her Baptist family, who then stopped all financial
assistance to her. In 1904, when Tolkien was 12, she died of acute diabetes
at Fern Cottage in Rednal, which she was then renting. Mabel Tolkien was
then about 34 years of age, about as old as a person with diabetes mellitus
type 1 could live with no treatment—insulin would not be discovered until
two decades later. Nine years after his mother's death, Tolkien wrote, "My
own dear mother was a martyr indeed, and it is not to everybody that God
grants so easy a way to his great gifts as he did to Hilary and myself, giving
us a mother who killed herself with labour and trouble to ensure us keeping
the faith."
Prior to her death, Mabel Tolkien had assigned the guardianship of her sons
to Fr. Francis Xavier Morgan of the Birmingham Oratory, who was assigned

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

3

to bring them up as good Catholics. Tolkien grew up in the Edgbaston area of
Birmingham. He lived there in the shadow of Perrott's Folly and the Victorian
tower of Edgbaston Waterworks, which may have influenced the images of
the dark towers within his works. Another strong influence was the romantic
medievalist paintings of Edward Burne-Jones and the Pre-Raphaelite
Brotherhood; the Birmingham Museum and Art Gallery had a large collection
of works on public display.
Youth
In 1911, while they were at King Edward's School, Birmingham, Tolkien and
three friends, Rob Gilson, Geoffrey Smith and Christopher Wiseman, formed
a semi-secret society which they called the "T.C.B.S.", the initials standing
for "Tea Club and Barrovian Society", alluding to their fondness for drinking
tea in Barrow's Stores near the school and, secretly, in the school library.
After leaving school, the members stayed in touch and, in December 1914,
they held a "council" in London at Wiseman's home. For Tolkien, the result of
this meeting was a strong dedication to writing poetry.
The 1911 census of England and Wales shows Tolkien (occupation "school")
lodging at 4 Highfield Road, Edgbaston, along with his brother Hilary
(occupation "hardware merchant's clerk").
In 1911, Tolkien went on a summer holiday in Switzerland, a trip that he
recollects vividly in a 1968 letter, noting that Bilbo's journey across the Misty
Mountains ("including the glissade down the slithering stones into the pine
woods") is directly based on his adventures as their party of 12 hiked from
Interlaken to Lauterbrunnen and on to camp in the moraines beyond Mürren.
Fifty-seven years later, Tolkien remembered his regret at leaving the view of
the eternal snows of Jungfrau and Silberhorn ("the Silvertine (Celebdil) of my
dreams"). They went across the Kleine Scheidegg to Grindelwald and on
across the Grosse Scheidegg to Meiringen. They continued across the
Grimsel Pass, through the upper Valais to Brig and on to the Aletsch glacier
and Zermatt.
In October of the same year, Tolkien began studying at Exeter College,
Oxford. He initially studied Classics but changed his course in 1913 to English
Language and Literature, graduating in 1915 with first-class honours in his
final examinations.
Courtship and Marriage
At the age of 16, Tolkien met Edith Mary Bratt, who was three years older,
when he and his brother Hilary moved into the boarding house in which she
lived. According to Humphrey Carpenter:
Edith and Ronald took to frequenting Birmingham teashops, especially one
which had a balcony overlooking the pavement. There they would sit and
throw sugarlumps into the hats of passers-by, moving to the next table when
the sugar bowl was empty. ... With two people of their personalities and in
their position, romance was bound to flourish. Both were orphans in need of
affection, and they found that they could give it to each other. During the
summer of 1909, they decided that they were in love.
His guardian, Father Francis Morgan, viewing Edith as a distraction from
Tolkien's school work and horrified that his young charge was seriously
involved with a Protestant girl, prohibited him from meeting, talking to, or
even corresponding with her until he was 21. He obeyed this prohibition to
the letter, with one notable early exception which made Father Morgan
threaten to cut short his University career if he did not stop.
On the evening of his twenty-first birthday, Tolkien wrote to Edith a
declaration of his love and asked her to marry him. Edith replied saying that
she had already agreed to marry another man, but that she had done so
because she had believed Tolkien had forgotten her. The two met up and
beneath a railway viaduct renewed their love; Edith returned her
engagement ring and announced that she was marrying Tolkien instead.
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Following their engagement Edith reluctantly announced that she was
converting to Catholicism at Tolkien's insistence. Her landlord, a staunch
Protestant, was infuriated and evicted her as soon as she was able to find
other lodgings. Edith and Ronald were formally engaged in Birmingham, in
January 1913, and married at Warwick, England, at Saint Mary Immaculate
Catholic Church on 22 March 1916.
World War I
In 1914, the United Kingdom entered World War I. Tolkien's relatives were
shocked when he elected not to immediately volunteer for the British Army.
Instead, Tolkien entered a program wherein he delayed enlisting until
completing his degree in July 1915. He was then commissioned as a Second
Lieutenant in the Lancashire Fusiliers. He trained with the 13th (Reserve)
Battalion on Cannock Chase, Staffordshire, for eleven months. In a letter to
Edith, Tolkien complained, "Gentlemen are rare among the superiors, and
even human beings rare indeed." Tolkien was then transferred to the 11th
(Service) Battalion with the British Expeditionary Force, arriving in France on
4 June 1916. His departure from England on a troop transport inspired him
to write his poem, The Lonely Isle. He later wrote, "Junior officers were being
killed off, a dozen a minute. Parting from my wife then ... it was like a
death."
Tolkien served as a signals officer at the Somme, participating in the Battle
of Thiepval Ridge and the subsequent assault on the Schwaben Redoubt.
According to John Garth, however:
Although Kitchener's army enshrined old social boundaries, it also chipped
away at the class divide by throwing men from all walks of life into a
desperate situation together. Tolkien wrote that the experience taught him,
'a deep sympathy and feeling for the Tommy; especially the plain soldier
from the agricultural counties.' He remained profoundly grateful for the
lesson. For a long time, he had been imprisoned in a tower, not of pearl, but
of ivory.
Tolkien's time in combat was a terrible stress for Edith, who feared that
every knock on the door might carry news of her husband's death. In order
to get around the British Army's postal censorship, the Tolkiens had
developed a secret code which accompanied his letters home. By using the
code, Edith was able to track her husband's movements on a map of the
Western Front.
On 27 October 1916 Tolkien came down with trench fever, a disease carried
by the lice which were common in the dugouts. According to the memoirs of
the Reverend Mervyn S. Evers, Anglican chaplain to the Lancashire Fusiliers:
On one occasion I spent the night with the Brigade Machine Gun Officer and
the Signals Officer in one of the captured German dugouts ... We dossed
down for the night in the hopes of getting some sleep, but it was not to be.
We no sooner lay down than hordes of lice got up. So we went round to the
Medical Officer, who was also in the dugout with his equipment, and he gave
us some ointment which he assured us would keep the little brutes away. We
anointed ourselves all over with the stuff and again lay down in great hopes,
but it was not to be, because instead of discouraging them it seemed to act
like a kind of hors d'oeuvre and the little beggars went at their feast with
renewed vigour.
Tolkien was invalided to England on 8 November 1916. Many of his dearest
school friends, including Gilson and Smith of the T.C.B.S., were killed in the
war. In later years, Tolkien indignantly declared that those who searched his
works for parallels to the Second World War were entirely mistaken:
One has indeed personally to come under the shadow of war to feel fully its
oppression; but as the years go by it seems now often forgotten that to be
caught in youth by 1914 was no less hideous an experience than to be
involved in 1939 and the following years. By 1918 all but one of my close
friends were dead.
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Homefront
A weak and emaciated Tolkien spent the remainder of the war alternating
between hospitals and garrison duties, being deemed medically unfit for
general service.
During his recovery in a cottage in Little Haywood, Staffordshire, he began to
work on what he called The Book of Lost Tales, beginning with The Fall of
Gondolin. Throughout 1917 and 1918 his illness kept recurring, but he had
recovered enough to do home service at various camps and was promoted to
Lieutenant. It was at this time that Edith bore their first child, John Francis
Reuel Tolkien.
When he was stationed at Kingston upon Hull, he and Edith went walking in
the woods at nearby Roos, and Edith began to dance for him in a clearing
among the flowering hemlock. After his wife's death in 1971, Tolkien
remembered,
I never called Edith Luthien – but she was the source of the story that in
time became the chief part of the Silmarillion. It was first conceived in a
small woodland glade filled with hemlocks at Roos in Yorkshire (where I was
for a brief time in command of an outpost of the Humber Garrison in 1917,
and she was able to live with me for a while). In those days her hair was
raven, her skin clear, her eyes brighter than you have seen them, and she
could sing – and dance. But the story has gone crooked, & I am left, and I
cannot plead before the inexorable Mandos.
This incident inspired the account of the meeting of Beren and Lúthien, and
Tolkien often referred to Edith as "my Lúthien".
Academic and Writing Career</B>
Tolkien's first civilian job after World War I was at the Oxford English
Dictionary, where he worked mainly on the history and etymology of words
of Germanic origin beginning with the letter W. In 1920, he took up a post as
Reader in English Language at the University of Leeds, and became the
youngest professor there. While at Leeds, he produced A Middle English
Vocabulary and a definitive edition of Sir Gawain and the Green Knight with
E. V. Gordon, both becoming academic standard works for several decades.
He also translated Sir Gawain, Pearl, and Sir Orfeo. In 1925, he returned to
Oxford as Rawlinson and Bosworth Professor of Anglo-Saxon, with a
fellowship at Pembroke College.
During his time at Pembroke College Tolkien wrote The Hobbit and the first
two volumes of The Lord of the Rings, whilst living at 20 Northmoor Road in
North Oxford (where a blue plaque was placed in 2002). He also published a
philological essay in 1932 on the name "Nodens", following Sir Mortimer
Wheeler's unearthing of a Roman Asclepeion at Lydney Park,
Gloucestershire, in 1928.
Beowulf
Tolkien's 1936 lecture, "Beowulf: The Monsters and the Critics," had a lasting
influence on Beowulf research. Lewis E. Nicholson said that the article Tolkien
wrote about Beowulf is "widely recognized as a turning point in Beowulfian
criticism", noting that Tolkien established the primacy of the poetic nature of
the work as opposed to its purely linguistic elements. At the time, the
consensus of scholarship deprecated Beowulf for dealing with childish battles
with monsters rather than realistic tribal warfare; Tolkien argued that the
author of Beowulf was addressing human destiny in general, not as limited
by particular tribal politics, and therefore the monsters were essential to the
poem. Where Beowulf does deal with specific tribal struggles, as at
Finnsburg, Tolkien argued firmly against reading in fantastic elements. In the
essay, Tolkien also revealed how highly he regarded Beowulf: "Beowulf is
among my most valued sources," and this influence may be seen throughout
his Middle-earth legendarium.
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According to Humphrey Carpenter, Tolkien had an ingenious means of
beginning his series of lectures on Beowulf:
He would come silently into the room, fix the audience with his gaze, and
suddenly begin to declaim in a resounding voice the opening lines of the
poem in the original Anglo-Saxon, commencing with a great cry of Hwæt!
(The first word of this and several other Old English poems), which some
undergraduates took to be 'Quiet!' It was not so much a recitation as a
dramatic performance, an impersonation of an Anglo-Saxon bard in a mead
hall, and it impressed generations of students because it brought home to
them that Beowulf was not just a set text to be read for the purposes of
examination, but a powerful piece of dramatic poetry.
Decades later, <a
href="http://www.poemhunter.com/wystan-hugh-auden/">W.H. Auden</a>
wrote to his former professor,
"I don't think that I have ever told you what an unforgettable experience it
was for me as an undergraduate, hearing you recite Beowulf. The voice was
the voice of Gandalf."
In 2003, Tolkien's handwritten translation of and commentary on Beowulf,
running to roughly 2000 pages, was discovered in the archives of the
Bodleian Library.
World War II
In the run-up to World War II, Tolkien was earmarked as a codebreaker. In
January 1939, he was asked whether he would be prepared to serve in the
cryptographical department of the Foreign Office in the event of national
emergency. He replied in the affirmative and, beginning on 27 March, took
an instructional course at the London HQ of the Government Code and
Cypher School. However, although he was "keen" to become a codebreaker,
he was informed in October that his services would not be required at that
time. Ultimately he never served as one. In 2009, The Daily Telegraph
claimed Tolkien turned down a £500-a-year offer to become a full-time
recruit for unknown reasons.
In 1945, Tolkien moved to Merton College, Oxford, becoming the Merton
Professor of English Language and Literature, in which post he remained until
his retirement in 1959. He served as an external examiner for University
College, Dublin, for many years. In 1954 Tolkien received an honorary
degree from the National University of Ireland (of which U.C.D. was a
constituent college). Tolkien completed The Lord of the Rings in 1948, close
to a decade after the first sketches.
Tolkien also translated the Book of Jonah for the Jerusalem Bible, which was
published in 1966.
Family
The Tolkiens had four children: John Francis Reuel Tolkien (17 November
1917 – 22 January 2003), Michael Hilary Reuel Tolkien (22 October 1920 –
27 February 1984), Christopher John Reuel Tolkien (born 21 November
1924) and Priscilla Mary Anne Reuel Tolkien (born 18 June 1929). Tolkien
was very devoted to his children and sent them illustrated letters from Father
Christmas when they were young. Each year more characters were added,
such as the Polar Bear (Father Christmas's helper), the Snow Man (his
gardener), Ilbereth the elf (his secretary), and various other, minor
characters. The major characters would relate tales of Father Christmas's
battles against goblins who rode on bats and the various pranks committed
by the Polar Bear.
Retirement and Later Years
During his life in retirement, from 1959 up to his death in 1973, Tolkien
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received steadily increasing public attention and literary fame. The sales of
his books were so profitable that he regretted that he had not chosen early
retirement. At first, he wrote enthusiastic answers to readers' enquiries, but
he became increasingly unhappy about the sudden popularity of his books
with the 1960s counter-culture movement. In a 1972 letter, he deplored
having become a cult-figure, but admitted that "even the nose of a very
modest idol [...] cannot remain entirely untickled by the sweet smell of
incense!"
Fan attention became so intense that Tolkien had to take his phone number
out of the public directory, and eventually he and Edith moved to
Bournemouth, which was then a seaside resort patronized by the British
upper class. Tolkien's status as a best-selling author gave them easy entry
into polite society, but Tolkien deeply missed the company of his fellow
Inklings. Edith, however, was overjoyed to step into the role of a society
hostess, which had been the reason that Tolkien selected Bournemouth in
the first place.
According to Humphrey Carpenter,
Those friends who knew Ronald and Edith Tolkien over the years never
doubted that there was deep affection between them. It was visible in the
small things, the almost absurd degree in which each worried about the
other's health, and the care in which they chose and wrapped each other's
birthday presents'; and in the large matters, the way in which Ronald
willingly abandoned such a large part of his life in retirement to give Edith
the last years in Bournemouth that he felt she deserved, and the degree in
which she showed pride in his fame as an author. A principal source of
happiness to them was their shared love of their family. This bound them
together until the end of their lives, and it was perhaps the strongest force in
the marriage. They delighted to discuss and mull over every detail of the
lives of their children, and later their grandchildren.
Tolkien was appointed by Queen Elizabeth II a Commander of the Order of
the British Empire in the New Year's Honours List of 1 January 1972 and
received the insignia of the Order at Buckingham Palace on 28 March 1972.
In the same year Oxford University conferred upon him an honorary
Doctorate of Letters.
Death
Edith Tolkien died on 29 November 1971, at the age of 82. According to
Simon Tolkien:
"My grandmother died two years before my grandfather and he came back to
live in Oxford. Merton College gave him rooms just off the High Street. I
went there frequently and he'd take me to lunch in the Eastgate Hotel. Those
lunches were rather wonderful for a 12-year-old boy spending time with his
grandfather, but sometimes he seemed sad. There was one visit when he
told me how much he missed my grandmother. It must have been very
strange for him being alone after they had been married for more than 50
years."
Meanwhile, Tolkien had the name Lúthien engraved on the Edith's tombstone
at Wolvercote Cemetery, Oxford. When Tolkien died 21 months later on 2
September 1973, at the age of 81, he was buried in the same grave, with
Beren added to his name. The engravings read:
Edith Mary Tolkien
Lúthien
1889–1971
John Ronald
Reuel Tolkien
Beren
1892–1973
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In Tolkien's Middle-earth legendarium, Lúthien was the most beautiful of all
the Children of Ilúvatar, and forsook her immortality for her love of the
mortal warrior Beren. After Beren was captured by the forces of the dark lord
Morgoth, Lúthien rode to his rescue upon the talking wolfhound Huan.
Ultimately, when Beren was slain in battle against the demonic wolf
Carcharoth, Lúthien, like Orpheus, approached the Valar gods and persuaded
them to restore her beloved to life.
Views
Tolkien was a devout Roman Catholic, and in his religious and political views
he was mostly conservative, in the sense of favouring established
conventions and orthodoxies over innovation and modernization; in 1943 he
wrote, "My political opinions lean more and more to Anarchy (philosophically
understood, meaning abolition of control not whiskered men with bombs)—or
to 'unconstitutional' Monarchy."
Tolkien had an intense dislike for the side effects of industrialization, which
he considered to be devouring the English countryside. For most of his adult
life, he was disdainful of cars, preferring to ride a bicycle. This attitude can
be seen in his work, most famously in the portrayal of the forced
"industrialization" of the Shire in The Lord of the Rings.
Many commentators have remarked on a number of potential parallels
between the Middle-earth saga and events in Tolkien's lifetime. The Lord of
the Rings is often thought to represent England during and immediately after
World War II. Tolkien ardently rejected this opinion in the foreword to the
second edition of the novel, stating he preferred applicability to allegory. This
theme is taken up at greater length in his essay "On Fairy-Stories", where he
argues that fairy-stories are so apt because they are consistent both within
themselves and with some truths about reality. He concludes that
Christianity itself follows this pattern of inner consistency and external truth.
His belief in the fundamental truths of Christianity leads commentators to
find Christian themes in The Lord of the Rings. Tolkien objected strongly to
C. S. Lewis's use of religious references in his stories, which were often
overtly allegorical. However, Tolkien wrote that the Mount Doom scene
exemplified lines from the Lord's Prayer.
His love of myths and his devout faith came together in his assertion that he
believed mythology to be the divine echo of "the Truth". This view was
expressed in his poem and essay entitled Mythopoeia. His theory that myths
held "fundamental truths" became a central theme of the Inklings in general.
<b<Religion
Tolkien's devout Catholic faith was a significant factor in the conversion of <a
href="http://www.poemhunter.com/clive-staples-c-s-lewis/">C. S.
Lewis</a> from atheism to Christianity, although Tolkien was dismayed that
Lewis chose to join the Church of England.
In the last years of his life, Tolkien became greatly disappointed by some of
the liturgical reforms and changes implemented after the Second Vatican
Council, as his grandson Simon Tolkien recalls:
I vividly remember going to church with him in Bournemouth. He was a
devout Roman Catholic and it was soon after the Church had changed the
liturgy from Latin to English. My grandfather obviously didn't agree with this
and made all the responses very loudly in Latin while the rest of the
congregation answered in English. I found the whole experience quite
excruciating, but my grandfather was oblivious. He simply had to do what he
believed to be right.
Politics and Race
<bAnarchism
In a 1943 letter to his son Christopher, Tolkien wrote:
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“My political opinions lean more and more to Anarchy (philosophically
understood, meaning the abolition of control not whiskered men with
bombs)—or to 'unconstitutional' Monarchy. I would arrest anybody who uses
the word State (in any sense other than the inanimate realm of England and
its inhabitants, a thing that has neither power, rights nor mind); and after a
chance of recantation, execute them if they remained obstinate! If we could
get back to personal names, it would do a lot of good. Government is an
abstract noun meaning the art and process of governing and it should be an
offence to write it with a capital G or so to refer to people.”
Anti-Stalinism
Tolkien voiced support for the Nationalists (eventually led by Franco during
the Spanish Civil War) upon hearing that Republicans were destroying
churches and killing priests and nuns.
Tolkien was contemptuous of Joseph Stalin. During World War II, Tolkien
referred to Stalin as "that bloodthirsty old murderer." Tolkien also expressed
hope that the United States would overthrow both Stalin and the CPSU after
Hitler's defeat.
However, in 1961, Tolkien sharply criticized a Swedish commentator who
suggested that The Lord of the Rings was an anti-communist parable and
identified the Dark Lord with Stalin. Tolkien retorted,
"I utterly repudiate any such 'reading', which angers me. The situation was
conceived long before the Russian revolution. Such allegory is entirely
foreign to my thought."
Debate over Race
The question of racist or racialist elements in Tolkien's views and works has
been the matter of some scholarly debate. Christine Chism distinguishes
accusations as falling into three categories: intentional racism, unconscious
Eurocentric bias, and an evolution from latent racism in Tolkien's early work
to a conscious rejection of racist tendencies in his late work.
Tolkien expressed disgust at what he acknowledged as racism and once
wrote of racial segregation in South Africa, "The treatment of colour nearly
always horrifies anyone going out from Britain."
Opposition to Nazism
Tolkien vocally opposed Adolf Hitler and the Nazi Party prior to the Second
World War. In 1938, the publishing house Rütten & Loening Verlag was
preparing to release The Hobbit in Nazi Germany. To Tolkien's outrage, he
was asked beforehand whether he was of Aryan origin. In a letter to his
British publisher Stanley Unwin, he condemned Nazi "race-doctrine" as
"wholly pernicious and unscientific". He added that he had many Jewish
friends and was considering, "letting a German translation go hang". He
provided two letters to Rütten & Loening and instructed Unwin to send
whichever he preferred. The more tactful letter was sent and was lost during
the later bombing of Germany. In the unsent letter, Tolkien makes the point
that "Aryan" is a linguistic term, denoting speakers of Indo-Iranian
languages. He continued,
But if I am to understand that you are enquiring whether I am of Jewish
origin, I can only reply that I regret that I appear to have no ancestors of
that gifted people. My great-great-grandfather came to England in the
eighteenth century from Germany: the main part of my descent is therefore
purely English, and I am an English subject—which should be sufficient. I
have been accustomed, nonetheless, to regard my German name with pride,
and continued to do so throughout the period of the late regrettable war, in
which I served in the English army. I cannot, however, forbear to comment
that if impertinent and irrelevant inquiries of this sort are to become the rule
in matters of literature, then the time is not far distant when a German name
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will no longer be a source of pride.
In a 1941 letter to his son Michael, he expressed his resentment at the
distortion of Germanic history in "Nordicism":
You have to understand the good in things, to detect the real evil. But no one
ever calls on me to 'broadcast' or do a postscript. Yet I suppose I know
better than most what is the truth about this 'Nordic' nonsense. Anyway, I
have in this war a burning private grudge... against that ruddy little
ignoramus Adolf Hitler ... Ruining, perverting, misapplying, and making for
ever accursed, that noble northern spirit, a supreme contribution to Europe,
which I have ever loved, and tried to present in its true light. Nowhere,
incidentally, was it nobler than in England, nor more early sanctified and
Christianized.
In 1968, he objected to a description of Middle-earth as "Nordic", a term he
said he disliked because of its association with racialist theories.
Total War
Tolkien criticized Allied use of total war tactics against civilians from Nazi
Germany and Imperial Japan. In a 1945 letter to his son Christopher, he
wrote:
We were supposed to have reached a stage of civilization in which it might
still be necessary to execute a criminal, but not to gloat, or to hang his wife
and child by him while the orc-crowd hooted. The destruction of Germany, be
it 100 times merited, is one of the most appalling world-catastrophes. Well,
well,—you and I can do nothing about it. And that [should] be a measure of
the amount of guilt that can justly be assumed to attach to any member of a
country who is not a member of its actual Government. Well the first War of
the Machines seems to be drawing to its final inconclusive chapter—leaving,
alas, everyone the poorer, many bereaved or maimed and millions dead, and
only one thing triumphant: the Machines.
He also reacted with anger at the excesses of anti-German propaganda
during the war. In 1944, he wrote in a letter to his son Christopher:
... it is distressing to see the press grovelling in the gutter as low as
Goebbels in his prime, shrieking that any German commander who holds out
in a desperate situation (when, too, the military needs of his side clearly
benefit) is a drunkard, and a besotted fanatic. ... There was a solemn article
in the local paper seriously advocating systematic exterminating of the entire
German nation as the only proper course after military victory: because, if
you please, they are rattlesnakes, and don't know the difference between
good and evil! (What of the writer?) The Germans have just as much right to
declare the Poles and Jews exterminable vermin, subhuman, as we have to
select the Germans: in other words, no right, whatever they have done.
He was horrified by the atomic bombings of Hiroshima and Nagasaki,
referring to the scientists of the Manhattan Project as "these lunatic
physicists" and "Babel-builders".
Writing
Tolkien devised several themes that were reused in successive drafts of his
legendarium, beginning with The Book of Lost Tales, written while
recuperating from illnesses contracted during The Battle of the Somme. The
two most prominent stories, the tale of Beren and Lúthien and that of Túrin,
were carried forward into long narrative poems (published in The Lays of
Beleriand).
Influences
British adventure stories
One of the greatest influences on Tolkien was the Arts and Crafts polymath
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William Morris. Tolkien wished to imitate Morris's prose and poetry romances,
from which he took hints for the names of features such as the Dead
Marshes in The Lord of the Rings and Mirkwood, along with some general
aspects of approach.
Edward Wyke-Smith's The Marvellous Land of Snergs, with its "table-high"
title characters, strongly influenced the incidents, themes, and depiction of
Bilbo's race in The Hobbit.
Tolkien also cited H. Rider Haggard's novel She in a telephone interview: "I
suppose as a boy She interested me as much as anything—like the Greek
shard of Amyntas [Amenartas], which was the kind of machine by which
everything got moving." A supposed facsimile of this potsherd appeared in
Haggard's first edition, and the ancient inscription it bore, once translated,
led the English characters to She's ancient kingdom. Critics have compared
this device to the Testament of Isildur in The Lord of the Rings and to
Tolkien's efforts to produce as an illustration a realistic page from the Book
of Mazarbul. Critics starting with Edwin Muir have found resemblances
between Haggard's romances and Tolkien's.
Tolkien wrote of being impressed as a boy by S. R. Crockett's historical novel
The Black Douglas and of basing the Necromancer (Sauron) on its villain,
Gilles de Retz. Incidents in both The Hobbit and The Lord of the Rings are
similar in narrative and style to the novel, and its overall style and imagery
have been suggested as an influence on Tolkien.
European Mythology
Tolkien was much inspired by early Germanic, especially Old English
literature, poetry, and mythology, which were his chosen and much-loved
areas of expertise. These sources of inspiration included Old English
literature such as Beowulf, Norse sagas such as the Volsunga saga and the
Hervarar saga, the Poetic Edda, the Prose Edda, the Nibelungenlied, and
numerous other culturally related works. Despite the similarities of his work
to the Volsunga saga and the Nibelungenlied, which were the basis for
Richard Wagner's opera cycle Der Ring des Nibelungen, Tolkien dismissed
critics' direct comparisons to Wagner, telling his publisher, "Both rings were
round, and there the resemblance ceases." However, some critics believe
that Tolkien was, in fact, indebted to Wagner for elements such as the
"concept of the Ring as giving the owner mastery of the world ..." Two of the
characteristics possessed by the One Ring, its inherent malevolence and
corrupting power upon minds and wills, were not present in the mythical
sources but have a central role in Wagner's opera.
Tolkien also acknowledged several non-Germanic influences or sources for
some of his stories and ideas. Sophocles' play Oedipus the King he cited as
inspiring elements of The Silmarillion and The Children of Húrin. In addition,
Tolkien first read William Forsell Kirby's translation of the Finnish national
epic, the Kalevala, while attending King Edward's School. He described its
character of Väinämöinen as one of his influences for Gandalf the Grey. The
Kalevala's antihero Kullervo was further described as an inspiration for Turin
Turambar. Dimitra Fimi, Douglas A. Anderson, John Garth, and many other
prominent Tolkien scholars believe that Tolkien also drew influence from a
variety of Celtic (Irish, Scottish and Welsh) history and legends. However,
after the Silmarillion manuscript was rejected, in part for its "eye-splitting"
Celtic names, Tolkien denied their Celtic origin:
Needless to say they are not Celtic! Neither are the tales. I do know Celtic
things (many in their original languages Irish and Welsh), and feel for them a
certain distaste: largely for their fundamental unreason. They have bright
colour, but are like a broken stained glass window reassembled without
design. They are in fact 'mad' as your reader says—but I don't believe I am.
Catholicism
Catholic theology and imagery played a part in fashioning Tolkien's creative
imagination, suffused as it was by his deeply religious spirit. Tolkien
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acknowledged this himself:
The Lord of the Rings is of course a fundamentally religious and Catholic
work; unconsciously so at first, but consciously in the revision. That is why I
have not put in, or have cut out, practically all references to anything like
'religion', to cults or practices, in the imaginary world. For the religious
element is absorbed into the story and the symbolism.
Specifically, Paul H. Kocher argues that Tolkien describes evil in the orthodox
Christian way as the absence of good. He cites many examples in The Lord of
the Rings, such as Sauron's "Lidless Eye": "the black slit of its pupil opened
on a pit, a window into nothing." Kocher sees Tolkien's source as Thomas
Aquinas, "whom it is reasonable to suppose that Tolkien, as a medievalist
and a Catholic, knows well". Tom Shippey makes the same point, but,
instead of referring to Aquinas, says Tolkien was very familiar with Alfred the
Great's Anglo-Saxon translation of Boethius' Consolation of Philosophy,
known as the Lays of Boethius. Shippey contends that this Christian view of
evil is most clearly stated by Boethius: "evil is nothing." He says Tolkien used
the corollary that evil cannot create as the basis of Frodo's remark, "the
Shadow ... can only mock, it cannot make: not real new things of its own,"
and related remarks by Treebeard and Elrond. He goes on to argue that in
The Lord of the Rings evil does sometimes seem to be an independent force,
more than merely the absence of good (though not independent to the point
of the Manichaean heresy), and suggests that Alfred's additions to his
translation of Boethius may have inspired that view.
Another interesting argument is Stratford Caldecott's theological view on the
Ring and what it represents. "The Ring of Power exemplifies the dark magic
of the corrupted will, the assertion of self in disobedience to God. It appears
to give freedom, but its true function is to enslave the wearer to the Fallen
Angel. It corrodes the human will of the wearer, rendering him increasingly
“thin” and unreal; indeed, its gift of invisibility symbolizes this ability to
destroy all natural human relationships and identity. You could say the Ring
is sin itself: tempting and seemingly harmless to begin with, increasingly
hard to give up and corrupting in the long run".
Publications
Beowulf: The Monsters and the Critics
As well as his fiction, Tolkien was also a leading author of academic literary
criticism. His seminal 1936 lecture, later published as an article,
revolutionized the treatment of the Anglo-Saxon epic Beowulf by literary
critics. The essay remains highly influential in the study of Old English
literature to this day. Beowulf is one of the most significant influences upon
Tolkien's later fiction, with major details of both The Hobbit and The Lord of
the Rings being adapted from the poem. The piece reveals many of the
aspects of Beowulf which Tolkien found most inspiring, most prominently the
role of monsters in literature, particularly that of the dragon which appears in
the final third of the poem:
As for the poem, one dragon, however hot, does not make a summer, or a
host; and a man might well exchange for one good dragon what he would
not sell for a wilderness. And dragons, real dragons, essential both to the
machinery and the ideas of a poem or tale, are actually rare.
The Silmarillion
Tolkien wrote a brief "Sketch of the Mythology" which included the tales of
Beren and Lúthien and of Túrin, and that sketch eventually evolved into the
Quenta Silmarillion, an epic history that Tolkien started three times but
never published. Tolkien desperately hoped to publish it along with The Lord
of the Rings, but publishers (both Allen & Unwin and Collins) got cold feet.
Moreover, printing costs were very high in 1950s Britain, requiring The Lord
of the Rings to be published in three volumes. The story of this continuous
redrafting is told in the posthumous series The History of Middle-earth,
edited by Tolkien's son, Christopher Tolkien. From around 1936, Tolkien
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began to extend this framework to include the tale of The Fall of Númenor,
which was inspired by the legend of Atlantis. Published in 1977, the final
work, entitled The Silmarillion, received the Locus Award for Best Fantasy
novel in 1978.
Children's Books and Other Short Works
In addition to his mythopoeic compositions, Tolkien enjoyed inventing
fantasy stories to entertain his children. He wrote annual Christmas letters
from Father Christmas for them, building up a series of short stories (later
compiled and published as The Father Christmas Letters). Other stories
included Mr. Bliss and Roverandom (for children), and Leaf by Niggle (part of
Tree and Leaf), The Adventures of Tom Bombadil, On Fairy-Stories, Smith of
Wootton Major and Farmer Giles of Ham. Roverandom and Smith of Wootton
Major, like The Hobbit, borrowed ideas from his legendarium.
The Hobbit
Tolkien never expected his stories to become popular, but by sheer accident
a book called The Hobbit, which he had written some years before for his
own children, came in 1936 to the attention of Susan Dagnall, an employee
of the London publishing firm George Allen & Unwin, who persuaded Tolkien
to submit it for publication. However, the book attracted adult readers as
well as children, and it became popular enough for the publishers to ask
Tolkien to produce a sequel.
The Lord of the Rings
The request for a sequel prompted Tolkien to begin what would become his
most famous work: the epic novel The Lord of the Rings (originally published
in three volumes 1954–1955). Tolkien spent more than ten years writing the
primary narrative and appendices for The Lord of the Rings, during which
time he received the constant support of the Inklings, in particular his closest
friend Lewis, the author of The Chronicles of Narnia. Both The Hobbit and
The Lord of the Rings are set against the background of The Silmarillion, but
in a time long after it.
Tolkien at first intended The Lord of the Rings to be a children's tale in the
style of The Hobbit, but it quickly grew darker and more serious in the
writing. Though a direct sequel to The Hobbit, it addressed an older
audience, drawing on the immense back story of Beleriand that Tolkien had
constructed in previous years, and which eventually saw posthumous
publication in The Silmarillion and other volumes. Tolkien's influence weighs
heavily on the fantasy genre that grew up after the success of The Lord of
the Rings.
The Lord of the Rings became immensely popular in the 1960s and has
remained so ever since, ranking as one of the most popular works of fiction
of the 20th century, judged by both sales and reader surveys. In the 2003
"Big Read" survey conducted by the BBC, The Lord of the Rings was found to
be the "Nation's Best-loved Book". Australians voted The Lord of the Rings
"My Favourite Book" in a 2004 survey conducted by the Australian ABC. In a
1999 poll of Amazon.com customers, The Lord of the Rings was judged to be
their favourite "book of the millennium". In 2002 Tolkien was voted the 92nd
"greatest Briton" in a poll conducted by the BBC, and in 2004 he was voted
35th in the SABC3's Great South Africans, the only person to appear in both
lists. His popularity is not limited to the English-speaking world: in a 2004
poll inspired by the UK's "Big Read" survey, about 250,000 Germans found
The Lord of the Rings to be their favourite work of literature.
Posthumous Publications
The Silmarillion
Tolkien had appointed his son Christopher to be his literary executor, and he
(with assistance from Guy Gavriel Kay, later a well-known fantasy author in
his own right) organized some of his father's unpublished material into a
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single coherent volume, published as The Silmarillion in 1977—his father had
previously attempted to get a collection of "Silmarillion" material published in
1937 before writing The Lord of the Rings.
Unfinished Tales and The History of Middle-earth
In 1980 Christopher Tolkien published a collection of more fragmentary
material, under the title Unfinished Tales of Númenor and Middle-earth. In
subsequent years (1983–1996) he published a large amount of the
remaining unpublished materials, together with notes and extensive
commentary, in a series of twelve volumes called The History of
Middle-earth. They contain unfinished, abandoned, alternative, and outright
contradictory accounts, since they were always a work in progress for Tolkien
and he only rarely settled on a definitive version for any of the stories. There
is not complete consistency between The Lord of the Rings and The Hobbit,
the two most closely related works, because Tolkien never fully integrated all
their traditions into each other. He commented in 1965, while editing The
Hobbit for a third edition, that he would have preferred to completely rewrite
the book because of the style of its prose.
The Children of Húrin
More recently, in 2007, the collection was completed with the publication of
The Children of Húrin by HarperCollins (in the UK and Canada) and Houghton
Mifflin (in the US). The novel tells the story of Túrin Turambar and his sister
Nienor, children of Húrin Thalion. The material was compiled by Christopher
Tolkien from The Silmarillion, Unfinished Tales, The History of Middle-earth,
and unpublished manuscripts.
The Legend of Sigurd and Gudrún
In February 2009, Publishers Weekly announced that Houghton Mifflin
Harcourt had acquired the American rights to Tolkien's unpublished work The
Legend of Sigurd and Gudrún. The work, which was released worldwide on 5
May 2009 by Houghton Mifflin Harcourt and HarperCollins, retells the legend
of Sigurd and the fall of the Niflungs from Germanic mythology. It is a
narrative poem composed in alliterative verse and is modelled after the Old
Norse poetry of the Elder Edda. Christopher Tolkien supplied copious notes
and commentary upon his father's work.
According to Christopher Tolkien, it is no longer possible to trace the exact
date of the work's composition. On the basis of circumstantial evidence, he
suggests that it dates from the 1930s. In his foreword he wrote, "He scarcely
ever (to my knowledge) referred to them. For my part, I cannot recall any
conversation with him on the subject until very near the end of his life, when
he spoke of them to me, and tried unsuccessfully to find them." In a 1967
letter to W. H. Auden, Tolkien wrote, "Thank you for your wonderful effort in
translating and reorganizing The Song of the Sibyl. In return again I hope to
send you, if I can lay my hands on it (I hope it isn't lost), a thing I did many
years ago when trying to learn the art of writing alliterative poetry: an
attempt to unify the lays about the Völsungs from the Elder Edda, written in
the old eight-line fornyrðislag stanza."
Mr. Bliss
One of Tolkien's least-known short works is the children's storybook Mr.
Bliss, published in 1982. It tells the story of Mr. Bliss and his first ride in his
new motor-car. Many adventures follow: encounters with bears, angry
neighbours, irate shopkeepers, and assorted collisions. The story was
inspired by Tolkien's own vehicular mishaps with his first car, purchased in
1932. The bears were based on toy bears owned by Tolkien's sons. Tolkien
was both author and illustrator of the book. He submitted it to his publishers
as a balm to readers who were hungry for more from him after the success
of The Hobbit. The lavish ink and coloured-pencil illustrations would have
made production costs prohibitively expensive. Tolkien agreed to redraw the
pictures in a simpler style, but then found he did not have time to do so. The
book was published in 1982 as a facsimile of Tolkien's difficult-to-read
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illustrated manuscript, with a typeset transcription on each facing page.
Manuscript Locations
The Department of Special Collections and University Archives at Marquette
University's John P. Raynor, S.J., Library in Milwaukee, Wisconsin, preserves
many of Tolkien's manuscripts; other original material is in Oxford
University's Bodleian Library. Marquette University has the manuscripts and
proofs of The Lord of the Rings, The Hobbit, and other works, including
Farmer Giles of Ham, while the Bodleian Library holds the papers containing
Tolkien's Silmarillion mythology and his academic work.
In 2009, a partial draft of Language and Human Nature, which Tolkien had
begun co-writing with C.S. Lewis but had never completed, was discovered
at the Bodleian Library.
Languages and Philology
Linguistic Career
Both Tolkien's academic career and his literary production are inseparable
from his love of language and philology. He specialized in English philology at
university and in 1915 graduated with Old Norse as special subject. He
worked for the Oxford English Dictionary from 1918 and is credited with
having worked on a number of words starting with the letter W, including
walrus, over which he struggled mightily. In 1920, he became Reader in
English Language at the University of Leeds, where he claimed credit for
raising the number of students of linguistics from five to twenty. He gave
courses in Old English heroic verse, history of English, various Old English
and Middle English texts, Old and Middle English philology, introductory
Germanic philology, Gothic, Old Icelandic, and Medieval Welsh. When in
1925, aged thirty-three, Tolkien applied for the Rawlinson and Bosworth
Professorship of Anglo-Saxon at Pembroke College, Oxford, he boasted that
his students of Germanic philology in Leeds had even formed a "Viking Club".
He also had a certain, if imperfect, knowledge of Finnish.
Privately, Tolkien was attracted to "things of racial and linguistic
significance", and in his 1955 lecture English and Welsh, which is crucial to
his understanding of race and language, he entertained notions of "inherent
linguistic predilections", which he termed the "native language" as opposed
to the "cradle-tongue" which a person first learns to speak. He considered
the West Midlands dialect of Middle English to be his own "native language",
and, as he wrote to W. H. Auden in 1955, "I am a West-midlander by blood
(and took to early west-midland Middle English as a known tongue as soon
as I set eyes on it)."
Tolkien learned Latin, French, and German from his mother, and while at
school he learned Middle English, Old English, Finnish, Gothic, Greek, Italian,
Old Norse, Spanish, Welsh, and Medieval Welsh. He was also familiar with
Danish, Dutch, Lombardic, Norwegian, Russian, Serbian, Swedish and older
forms of modern Germanic and Slavonic languages, revealing his deep
linguistic knowledge, above all of the Germanic languages.
Language Construction
Parallel to Tolkien's professional work as a philologist, and sometimes
overshadowing this work, to the effect that his academic output remained
rather thin, was his affection for constructing languages. The most developed
of these are Quenya and Sindarin, the etymological connection between
which formed the core of much of Tolkien's legendarium. Language and
grammar for Tolkien was a matter of aesthetics and euphony, and Quenya in
particular was designed from "phonaesthetic" considerations; it was intended
as an "Elvenlatin", and was phonologically based on Latin, with ingredients
from Finnish, Welsh, English, and Greek. A notable addition came in late
1945 with Adûnaic or Númenórean, a language of a "faintly Semitic flavour",
connected with Tolkien's Atlantis legend, which by The Notion Club Papers
ties directly into his ideas about inability of language to be inherited, and via
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the "Second Age" and the story of Eärendil was grounded in the
legendarium, thereby providing a link of Tolkien's 20th-century "real primary
world" with the legendary past of his Middle-earth.
Tolkien considered languages inseparable from the mythology associated
with them, and he consequently took a dim view of auxiliary languages: in
1930 a congress of Esperantists were told as much by him, in his lecture A
Secret Vice, "Your language construction will breed a mythology", but by
1956 he had concluded that "Volapük, Esperanto, Ido, Novial, &c, &c, are
dead, far deader than ancient unused languages, because their authors
never invented any Esperanto legends".
The popularity of Tolkien's books has had a small but lasting effect on the
use of language in fantasy literature in particular, and even on mainstream
dictionaries, which today commonly accept Tolkien's idiosyncratic spellings
dwarves and dwarvish (alongside dwarfs and dwarfish), which had been little
used since the mid-19th century and earlier. (In fact, according to Tolkien,
had the Old English plural survived, it would have been dwerrow.) He also
coined the term eucatastrophe, though it remains mainly used in connection
with his own work.
Legacy
Adaptations
In a 1951 letter to Milton Waldman, Tolkien wrote about his intentions to
create a "body of more or less connected legend", of which "[t]he cycles
should be linked to a majestic whole, and yet leave scope for other minds
and hands, wielding paint and music and drama". The hands and minds of
many artists have indeed been inspired by Tolkien's legends. Personally
known to him were Pauline Baynes (Tolkien's favourite illustrator of The
Adventures of Tom Bombadil and Farmer Giles of Ham) and Donald Swann
(who set the music to The Road Goes Ever On). Queen Margrethe II of
Denmark created illustrations to The Lord of the Rings in the early 1970s.
She sent them to Tolkien, who was struck by the similarity they bore in style
to his own drawings.
However, Tolkien was not fond of all the artistic representation of his works
that were produced in his lifetime, and was sometimes harshly disapproving.
In 1946, he rejected suggestions for illustrations by Horus Engels for the
German edition of The Hobbit as "too Disnified ... Bilbo with a dribbling nose,
and Gandalf as a figure of vulgar fun rather than the Odinic wanderer that I
think of".
Tolkien was sceptical of the emerging Tolkien fandom in the United States,
and in 1954 he returned proposals for the dust jackets of the American
edition of The Lord of the Rings:
Thank you for sending me the projected 'blurbs', which I return. The
Americans are not as a rule at all amenable to criticism or correction; but I
think their effort is so poor that I feel constrained to make some effort to
improve it.
He had dismissed dramatic representations of fantasy in his essay "On
Fairy-Stories", first presented in 1939:
In human art Fantasy is a thing best left to words, to true literature. [...]
Drama is naturally hostile to Fantasy. Fantasy, even of the simplest kind,
hardly ever succeeds in Drama, when that is presented as it should be,
visibly and audibly acted.
On receiving a screenplay for a proposed film adaptation of The Lord of the
Rings by Morton Grady Zimmerman, Tolkien wrote:
I would ask them to make an effort of imagination sufficient to understand
the irritation (and on occasion the resentment) of an author, who finds,
increasingly as he proceeds, his work treated as it would seem carelessly in
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general, in places recklessly, and with no evident signs of any appreciation of
what it is all about.
Tolkien went on to criticize the script scene by scene ("yet one more scene of
screams and rather meaningless slashings"). He was not implacably opposed
to the idea of a dramatic adaptation, however, and sold the film, stage and
merchandise rights of The Hobbit and The Lord of the Rings to United Artists
in 1968. United Artists never made a film, although director John Boorman
was planning a live-action film in the early 1970s. In 1976 the rights were
sold to Tolkien Enterprises, a division of the Saul Zaentz Company, and the
first movie adaptation of The Lord of the Rings appeared in 1978, an
animated rotoscoping film directed by Ralph Bakshi with screenplay by the
fantasy writer Peter S. Beagle. It covered only the first half of the story of
The Lord of the Rings. In 1977 an animated TV production of The Hobbit was
made by Rankin-Bass, and in 1980 they produced an animated The Return of
the King, which covered some of the portions of The Lord of the Rings that
Bakshi was unable to complete.
From 2001 to 2003, New Line Cinema released The Lord of the Rings as a
trilogy of live-action films that were filmed in New Zealand and directed by
Peter Jackson. The series was successful, performing extremely well
commercially and winning numerous Oscars.
There are currently plans for a two-film series based on The Hobbit (see The
Hobbit (2012 film)). The films are scheduled for release in December 2012
and December 2013. Peter Jackson will serve as executive producer, director
and co-writer.
Memorials
Posthumously named after Tolkien are the Tolkien Road in Eastbourne, East
Sussex, and the asteroid 2675 Tolkien discovered in 1982. Tolkien Way in
Stoke-on-Trent is named after Tolkien's eldest son, Fr. John Francis Tolkien,
who was the priest in charge at the nearby Roman Catholic Church of Our
Lady of the Angels and St. Peter in Chains. There is also a professorship in
Tolkien's name at Oxford, the J.R.R. Tolkien Professor of English Literature
and Language.
In the Dutch town of Geldrop, near Eindhoven, the streets of an entire new
neighbourhood are named after Tolkien himself ("Laan van Tolkien") and
some of the best-known characters from his books. A gaff-topsail schooner
of Netherlands registry used for passenger cruises on the Baltic Sea and
elsewhere in European waters was named J.R. Tolkien in 1998.
In the Hall Green and Moseley areas of Birmingham there are a number of
parks and walkways dedicated to J. R. R. Tolkien—most notably, the
Millstream Way and Moseley Bog. Collectively the parks are known as the
Shire Country Parks. Every year at Sarehole Mill the Tolkien Weekend is held
in memory of the author; the fiftieth anniversary of the release of The Lord
of the Rings was commemorated in 2005.
In the Silicon Valley towns of Saratoga and San Jose in California, there are
two housing developments with street names drawn from Tolkien's works. At
the University of California at Davis are "Baggins End Innovative Housing",
an on-campus commune consisting of 14 polyurethane-insulated fibreglass
domes, and an off-campus development known as "Village Homes", a
planned community designed to be ecologically sustainable and whose street
names are taken from The Lord of the Rings. At the University of California
at Irvine is the "Middle Earth" housing community where each building is
named after a place in The Hobbit or The Lord of the Rings. At the University
of California, Berkeley, the Berkeley Student Cooperative includes a
vegetarian theme house known as Lothlorien, whose residents are known as
"elves".
The Columbia, Maryland neighbourhood of Hobbit's Glen and its street names
(including Rivendell Lane, Tooks Way, and Oakenshield Circle) come from
Tolkien's works. There is also a Hobbit Restaurant in Ocean City, Maryland.
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Since 2003 The Tolkien Society in organizing Tolkien Reading Day, that takes
place on 25 March.
Commemorative Plaques
There are five blue plaques that commemorate places associated with
Tolkien: one in Oxford, and four in Birmingham. One of the Birmingham
plaques commemorates the inspiration provided by Sarehole Mill, near which
he lived between the ages of four and eight, while two others mark childhood
homes up to the time he left to attend Oxford University. The third one
marks a hotel he stayed at while on leave from World War I. The Oxford
plaque commemorates the residence where Tolkien wrote The Hobbit and
most of The Lord of the Rings.
Another two plaques marking buildings associated with Tolkien are found in
Oxford and Harrogate. The Harrogate plaque commemorates a residence
where Tolkien convalesced from trench fever in 1917, while the Oxford
plaque marks his home from 1953–1968 at 76 Sandfield Road, Headington.
Works:
Fiction
1936 Songs for the Philologists, with E.V. Gordon et al.
1937 The Hobbit or There and Back Again,
1945 Leaf by Niggle (short story)
1945 The Lay of Aotrou and Itroun, published in Welsh Review
1949 Farmer Giles of Ham (medieval fable)
1953 The Homecoming of Beorhtnoth Beorhthelm's Son (a play written in
alliterative verse), published with the accompanying essays Beorhtnoth's
Death and Ofermod, in Essays and Studies by members of the English
Association, volume 6.
1954 The Fellowship of the Ring: being the first part of The Lord of the Rings
1954 The Two Towers: being the second part of The Lord of the Rings
1955 The Return of the King: being the third part of The Lord of the Rings
1962 The Adventures of Tom Bombadil and Other Verses from the Red Book
1964 Tree and Leaf (On Fairy-Stories and Leaf by Niggle in book form)
1966 Bilbo's Last Song (poem)
1966 The Tolkien Reader (The Homecoming of Beorhtnoth Beorhthelm's Son,
On Fairy-Stories, Leaf by Niggle, Farmer Giles of Ham, and The Adventures
of Tom Bombadil)
1967 The Road Goes Ever On, with Donald Swann
1967 Smith of Wootton Major (short story)
Poetry
This is a list of poems written by J. R. R. Tolkien (years are the date of
composition, if not stated otherwise)
The Battle of the Eastern Field 1911
From the many-willow'd margin of the immemorial Thames 1913
The Voyage of Eärendel the Evening Star (The Book of Lost Tales 2 267–269)
1914
The Bidding of the Minstrel 1914 (The Book of Lost Tales 2 261f.,269f. )
Tinfang Warble 1914 (The Book of Lost Tales 1 107f.)
Goblin Feet 1915
You and Me / and the Cottage of Lost Play 1915 (The Book of Lost Tales 1
27f.)
Kôr 1915, published as The City of the Gods in 1923 (The Book of Lost Tales
1 136)
Kortirion among the Trees 1915 (revised in 1937 and in the 1960s, The
Trees of Kortirion)
Over Old Hills and Far Away 1915
A Song of Aryador 1915
The Shores of Elfland 1915
Habbanan beneath the Stars 1916
The Sorrowful City 1916
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The Song of Eriol 1917 (The Book of Lost Tales 2 298ff.)
The Horns of Ulmo 1917
The Happy Mariners, published in 1920, composed in 1915
The Children of Húrin (begun in 1920 or earlier, continued to 1925) (The
Lays of Beleriand)
The Clerke's Compleinte 1922
Iúmonna Gold Galdre Bewunden 1923
The Eadigan Saelidan 1923
Why the Man in the Moon Came Down Too Soon 1923
Enigmata Saxonic - a Nuper Inventa Duo 1923
The Cat and the Fiddle: A Nursery-Rhyme Undone and its Scandalous Secret
Unlocked 1923
An Evening in Tavrobel 1924
The Lonely Isle 1924
The Princess Ni 1924
Light as Leaf on Lindentree 1925
The Flight of the Noldoli from Valinor 1925 (The Lays of Beleriand)
The Lay of Leithian 1925–1931 (The Lays of Beleriand)
The Lay of Eärendel 1920s (The Lays of Beleriand)
The Nameless Land 1926
Adventures in Unnatural History and Medieval Metres, being the Freaks of
Fisiologus 1927:
Fastitocalon
Iumbo
Tinfang Warble, published in 1927, composed in 1914
Mythopoeia, circa 1931 (published in Tree and Leaf)
Progress in Bimble Town 1931
Errantry 1933
Firiel 1934
Looney 1934
Songs for the Philologists, with E.V. Gordon et al., published 1936:
Bagme Bloma
Éadig Béo þu!
Frenchmen Froth
From One to Five
I Sat upon a Bench
Ides Ælfscýne
La Húru
Lit and Lang
Natura Apis: Morali Ricardi Eremite
Ofer Wídne Gársecg
The Root of the Boot
Ruddoc Hana
Syx Mynet
The Dragon's Visit 1937
Knocking at the Door: Lines induced by sensations when waiting for an
answer at the door of an Exalted Academic Person 1937
The Lay of Aotrou and Itroun, published in Welsh Review, December 1945
Imram (The Death of St. Brendan) 1946 (published in Time and Tide,
December 1955, Sauron Defeated 261ff,296ff)
Elvish translations of Catholic prayers (ed. Wynne, Smith, Hostetter in Vinyar
Tengwar 43, 44, 2002), composed in the 1950s:
Ataremma versions (Quenya Pater Noster) versions I-VI
Aia María (Quenya Ave Maria) versions I-IV
Litany of Loreto in Quenya
Ortírielyanna (Quenya Sub tuum praesidium)
Alcar i Ataren (Quenya Gloria Patri)
Alcar mi tarmenel na Erun (Quenya Gloria in Excelsis Deo)
Ae Adar Nín (Sindarin Pater Noster)
The Homecoming of Beorhtnoth Beorhthelm's Son 1953
The Adventures of Tom Bombadil published in 1962:
The Adventures of Tom Bombadil
Bombadil Goes Boating
Errantry
Little Princess Mee
The Man in the Moon Stayed Up Too Late
The Man in the Moon Came Down Too Soon
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The Stone Troll
Perry-the-Winkle
The Mewlips
Oliphaunt
Fastitocalon
The Cat
Shadow-Bride
The Hoard
The Sea-Bell
The Last Ship
Once upon a time 1965
Bilbo's Last Song 1966 (first published as a poster in 1974)
For W. H. A. in 1967 in Shenandoah
King Sheave in The Lost Road in 1987 in The Lost Road and Other Writings
Narqelion published in 1988 in Mythlore
Academic and other works
1922 A Middle English Vocabulary, Oxford, Clarendon Press, 168 pp.
1925 Sir Gawain and the Green Knight, co-edited with E.V. Gordon, Oxford
University Press, 211 pp.; Revised edition 1967, Oxford, Clarendon Press,
232 pp.
1925 Some Contributions to Middle-English Lexicography, published in The
Review of English Studies, volume 1, no. 2, pp. 210–215.
1925 The Devil's Coach Horses, published in The Review of English Studies,
volume 1, no. 3, pp. 331–336.
1929 Ancrene Wisse and Hali Meiðhad, published in Essays and Studies by
members of the English Association, Oxford, volume 14, pp. 104–126.
1932 The Name 'Nodens', concerning the name Nodens, published in Report
on the Excavation of the Prehistoric, Roman, and Post-Roman Site in Lydney
Park, Gloucestershire, Oxford, University Press for The Society of
Antiquaries.
1932–34 Sigelwara Land parts I and II, in Medium Aevum, Oxford, volume 1,
no. 3 (December 1932), pp. 183–196 and volume 3, no. 2 (June 1934), pp.
95–111.
1934 Chaucer as a Philologist: The Reeve's Tale, in Transactions of the
Philological Society, London, pp. 1–70 (rediscovery of dialect humour,
introducing the Hengwrt manuscript into textual criticism of Chaucer's The
Canterbury Tales)
1937 Beowulf: The Monsters and the Critics, London, Humphrey Milford, 56
pp. (publication of his 1936 lecture on Beowulf criticism)
1939 The Reeve's Tale: version prepared for recitation at the 'summer
diversions', Oxford, 14 pp.
1939 On Fairy-Stories (1939 Andrew Lang lecture) - concerning Tolkien's
philosophy on fantasy, this lecture was a shortened version of an essay later
published in full in 1947.
1944 Sir Orfeo, Oxford, The Academic Copying Office, 18 pp. (an edition of
the medieval poem)
1947 On Fairy-Stories (essay - published in Essays presented to Charles
Williams, Oxford University Press) - first full publication of an essay
concerning Tolkien's philosophy on fantasy, and which had been presented in
shortened form as the 1939 Andrew Lang lecture.
1953 Ofermod and Beorhtnoth's Death, two essays published with the poem
The Homecoming of Beorhtnoth, Beorhthelm's Son in Essays and Studies by
members of the English Association, volume 6.
1953 Middle English "Losenger": Sketch of an etymological and semantic
enquiry, published in Essais de philologie moderne: Communications
présentées au Congrès International de Philologie Moderne (1951), Les
Belles Lettres.
1962 Ancrene Wisse: The English Text of the Ancrene Riwle, Early English
Text Society, Oxford University Press.
1963 English and Welsh, in Angles and Britons: O'Donnell Lectures,
University of Cardiff Press.
1964 Introduction to Tree and Leaf, with details of the composition and
history of Leaf by Niggle and On Fairy-Stories.
1966 Contributions to the Jerusalem Bible (as translator and lexicographer)
1966 Foreword to the Second Edition of The Lord of the Rings, with Tolkien's
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comments on the varied reaction to his work, his motivation for writing the
work, and his opinion of allegory.
1966 Tolkien on Tolkien (autobiographical)
Posthumous Publications
See Tolkien research for essays and text fragments by Tolkien published
posthumously in academic publications and forums.
1975 Guide to the Names in The Lord of the Rings (edited version) published in A Tolkien Compass by Jared Lobdell. Written by Tolkien for use
by translators of The Lord of the Rings, a full version, re-titled "Nomenclature
of The Lord of the Rings," was published in 2005 in The Lord of the Rings: A
Reader's Companion by Wayne G. Hammond and Christina Scull
1975 Translations of Sir Gawain and the Green Knight, Pearl and Sir Orfeo
1976 The Father Christmas Letters
1977 The Silmarillion
1979 Pictures by J. R. R. Tolkien
1980 Unfinished Tales of Númenor and Middle-earth
1980 Poems and Stories (a compilation of The Adventures of Tom Bombadil,
The Homecoming of Beorhtnoth Beorhthelm's Son, On Fairy-Stories, Leaf by
Niggle, Farmer Giles of Ham and Smith of Wootton Major)
1981 The Letters of J. R. R. Tolkien (eds. Christopher Tolkien and Humphrey
Carpenter)
1981 The Old English "Exodus" Text translation and commentary by J. R. R.
Tolkien; edited by Joan Turville-Petre. Clarendon Press, Oxford
1982 Finn and Hengest: The Fragment and the Episode
1982 Mr. Bliss
1983 The Monsters and the Critics (an essay collection)
Beowulf: the Monsters and the Critics (1936)
On Translating Beowulf (1940)
On Fairy-Stories (1947)
A Secret Vice (1930)
English and Welsh (1955)
1983–1996 The History of Middle-earth:
The Book of Lost Tales 1 (1983)
The Book of Lost Tales 2 (1984)
The Lays of Beleriand (1985)
The Shaping of Middle-earth (1986)
The Lost Road and Other Writings (1987)
The Return of the Shadow (The History of The Lord of the Rings vol. 1)
(1988)
The Treason of Isengard (The History of The Lord of the Rings vol. 2) (1989)
The War of the Ring (The History of The Lord of the Rings vol. 3) (1990)
Sauron Defeated (The History of The Lord of the Rings vol. 4, including The
Notion Club Papers) (1992)
Morgoth's Ring (The Later Silmarillion vol. 1) (1993)
The War of the Jewels (The Later Silmarillion vol. 2) (1994)
The Peoples of Middle-earth (1996)
Index (2002)
1995 J. R. R. Tolkien: Artist and Illustrator - a compilation of Tolkien's art
1998 Roverandom
2002 A Tolkien Miscellany - a collection of previously published material
2002 Beowulf and the Critics ed. Michael D.C. Drout (Beowulf: the monsters
and the critics together with editions of two drafts of the longer essay from
which it was condensed.)
2005 Guide to the Names in The Lord of the Rings (full version) - published
in The Lord of the Rings: A Reader's Companion by Wayne G. Hammond and
Christina Scull Re-titled to "Nomenclature of The Lord of the Rings" in this
book. Written by Tolkien for use by translators of The Lord of the Rings, an
edited version had been published in 1975 in A Tolkien Compass by Jared
Lobdell.
2007 The Children of Húrin
2007 The History of The Hobbit by John D. Rateliff – contains substantial text
fragments
2008 Tales from the Perilous Realm (a compilation of Roverandom, Farmer
Giles of Ham, The Adventures of Tom Bombadil, Leaf by Niggle and Smith of
Wootton Major)
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2009 The Legend of Sigurd and Gudrún
Audio Recordings
1967 Poems and Songs of Middle-earth, Caedmon TC 1231
1975 J. R. R. Tolkien Reads and Sings his The Hobbit & The Lord of the
Rings, Caedmon TC 1477, TC 1478 (based on an August, 1952 recording by
George Sayer)
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All That is Gold Does Not Glitter
All that is gold does not glitter,
Not all those who wander are lost;
The old that is strong does not wither,
Deep roots are not reached by the frost.
From the ashes a fire shall be woken,
A light from the shadows shall spring;
Renewed shall be blade that was broken,
The crownless again shall be king.
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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All Woods Must Fail
O! Wanderers in the shadowed land
Despair not! For though dark they stand,
All woods there be must end at last,
And see the open sun go past:
The setting sun, the rising sun,
The day's end, or the day begun.
For east or west all woods must fail.
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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All Ye Joyful
Sing all ye joyful, now sing all together!
The wind's in the tree-top, the wind's in the heather;
The stars are in blossom, the moon is in flower,
And bright are the windows of night in her tower.
Dance all ye joyful, now dance all together!
Soft is the grass, and let foot be like feather!
The river is silver, the shadows are fleeting;
Merry is May-time, and merry our meeting.
Sigh no more pine, till the wind of the morn!
Fall Moon! Dark be the land!
Hush! Hush! Oak, ash and thorn!
Hushed by all water, till dawn is at hand!
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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Athelas
When the black breath blows,
And death's shadow grows,
Come Athelas! Come Athelas!
Life to the dying,
In the king's hand lying!
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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Bath-Song
Sing hey! For the bath at close of day
that washes the weary mud away
A loon is he that will not sing
O! Water Hot is a noble thing!
O! Sweet is the sound of falling rain,
and the brook that leaps from hill to plain;
but better then rain or rippling streams
is Water Hot that smokes and steams.
O! Water cold we may pour at need
down a thirsty throat and be glad indeed
but better is beer if drink we lack,
and Water Hot poured down the back.
O! Water is fair that leaps on high
in a fountain white beneath the sky;
but never did fountain sound so sweet
as splashing Hot Water with my feet!
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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Bilbo's Last Song (At the Grey Havens)
Day is ended, dim my eyes,
But journey long before me lies.
Farewell, friends! I hear the call.
The ship's beside the stony wall.
Foam is white and waves are grey;
beyond the sunset leads my way.
Foam is salt, the wind is free;
I hear the rising of the sea.
Farewell, friends! The sails are set,
the wind is east, the moorings fret.
Shadows long before me lie,
beneath the ever-bending sky,
but islands lie behind the Sun
that i shall raise ere all is done;
lands there are to west of West,
where night is quiet and sleep is rest.
Guided by the Lonely Star,
beyond the utmost harbour-bar,
I'll find the heavens fair and free,
and beaches of the Starlit Sea.
Ship my ship! I seek the West,
and fields and mountains ever blest.
Farewell to Middle-earth at last.
I see the star above my mast!
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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Bregalad's Lament
O Orofarne, Lassemista, Carnimirie!
O rowan fair, upon your hair how white the blossom lay!
O rowan mine, I saw you shine upon a summer's day,
Your rind so bright, your leaves so light, your voice so cool and soft!
Upon your head how golden-red the crown you bare aloft!
O rowan dead, upon your head your haif is dry and grey;
Your crown is spilled, your voice is stilled for ever and a day.
O Orofarne, Lassemista, Carnimirie!
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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Cat
The fat cat on the mat
may seem to dream
of nice mice that suffice
for him, or cream;
but he free, maybe,
walks in thought
unbowed, proud, where loud
roared and fought
his kin, lean and slim,
or deep in den
in the East feasted on beasts
and tender men.
The giant lion with iron
claw in paw,
and huge ruthless tooth
in gory jaw;
the pard dark-starred,
fleet upon feet,
that oft soft from aloft
leaps upon his meat
where woods loom in gloom -far now they be,
fierce and free,
and tamed is he;
but fat cat on the mat
kept as a pet
he does not forget.
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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Durin
The world was young, the mountains green,
No stain yet on the Moon was seen,
No words were laid on stream or stone,
When Durin woke and walked along.
He named the nameless hills and delles;
He drank from yet untasted wells;
He stopped and looked in Mirrormere,
And saw a crown of stars appear,
As gems upon a silver thread,
Above the shadow of his head.
The world was fair, the mountains tall,
In Elder Days before the fall
Of mighty kings in Nargothrond
And Gondolin, who now beyond
The Western Seas have passed away.
The world was fair in Durin's Day.
A king he was on carven throne
In many-pillared halls of stone
With golden roof and silver floor,
And runes of power upon the door.
The light of sun and star and moon
In shining lamps of crystal hewn
Undimmed by cloud or shade of night
There shown for ever fair and bright.
There hammer on the anvil smote,
There chisel clove, and graver wrote;
There forged was blade, and bound was hilt;
The delver mined, the mason built.
There beryl, pearl, and opal pale,
And metal wrought like fishes' mail,
Buckler and corslet, axe and sword,
And shining spears were laid in hoard.
Unwearied then were Durin's folk;
Beneath the mountain music woke:
The harpers harped, the minstrels sang,
And at the gates the trumpets rang.
The world is grey, the mountains old,
The forge's fire is ashen-cold;
No harp is wrung, no hammer falls:
The darkness dwells in Durin's halls;
The shadow lies upon his tomb
In Moria, in Khazad-dum.
But still the sunken stars appear
In dark and windless Mirrormere;
There lies his crown in water deep.
Till Durin wakes again from sleep.
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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Earendil
Earendil was a mariner
that tarried in Arvernien;
he built a boat of timber felled
in Nimbrethil to journey in;
her sails he wove of silver fair,
of silver were her lanterns made,
her prow was fashioned like a swan
and light upon her banners laid.
In panolpy of ancient kings,
in chained rings he armoured him;
his shining shield was scored with runes
to ward all wounds and harm from him;
his bow was made of dragon-horn,
his arrows shorn of ebony;
of silver was his habergeon,
his scabbard of chalcedony;
his sword of steel was valient,
of adamant his helmet tall,
an eagle-plume upon his crest,
upon his breast an emerald.
Beneath the Moon and under star
he wandered far from northern strands,
bewildered on enchanted ways
beyond the days of mortal lands.
From gnashing of the Narrow Ice
where shadow lies on frozen hills,
from nether heats and burning waste
he turned in haste, and roving still
on starless waters far astray
at last he came to Night of Naught,
and passed, and never sight he saw
of shining shore nor light he sought.
The winds of wrath came driving him,
and blindly in the foam he fled
from west to east and errandless,
unheralded he homeward sped.
There flying Elwing came to him,
and flame was in the darkness lit;
more bright than light of diamond
the fire on her carcanet.
The Silmaril she bound on him
and crowned him with the living light,
and dauntless then with burning brow
he turned his prow; and in the night
from otherworld beyond the Sea
there strong and free a storm arose,
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a wind of power in Tarmenel;
by paths that seldom mortal goes
his boat it bore with biting breath
as might of death across the grey
and long forsaken seas distressed;
from east to west he passed away.
Thought Evernight he back was borne
on black and roaring waves that ran
o'er leagues unlit and foundered shores
that drowned before the Days began,
until he hears on strands of pearl
where end the world the music long,
where ever-foaming billows roll
the yellow gold and jewels wan.
He saw the Mountain silent rise
where twilight lies upon the knees
of Valinor, and Eldamar
beheld afar beyond the seas.
A wanderer escaped from night
to haven white he came at last,
to Elvenhome the green and fair
where keen the air, where pale as glass
beneath the Hill of Ilmarin
a-glimmer in a valley sheer
the lamplit towers of Tirion
are mirrored on the Shadowmere.
He tarried there from errantry,
and melodies they taught to him,
and sages old him marvels told,
and harps of gold they brought to him.
They clothed him then in elven-white,
and seven lights before him sent,
as through the Calacirian
to hidden land forlorn he went.
He came unto the timeless halls
where shining fall the countless years,
and endless reigns the Elder King
in Ilmarin on Mountain sheer;
and words unheard were spoken then
of folk and Men and Elven-kin,
beyond the world were visions showed
forbid to those that dwell therein.
A ship then new they built for him
of mithril and of elven glass
with shining prow; no shaven oar
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nor sail she bore on silver mast:
the Silmaril as lantern light
and banner bright with living flame
to gleam thereon by Elbereth
herself was set, who thither came
and wings immortal made for him,
and laid on him undying doom,
to sail the shoreless skies and come
behind the Sun and light of Moon.
From Evergreen's lofty hills
where softly silver fountains fall
his wings him bore, a wandering light,
beyond the mighty Mountain Wall.
From a World's End there he turned away,
and yearned again to find afar
his home through shadows journeying,
and burning as an island star
on high above the mists he came,
a distant flame before the Sun,
a wonder ere the waking dawn
where grey the Norland waters run.
And over Middle-Earth he passed
and heard at last the weeping sore
of women and of elven-maids
in Elder Days, in years of yore.
But on him mighty doom was laid,
till Moon should fade, an orbed star
to pass, and tarry never more
on Hither Shores where Mortals are;
or ever still a herald on
an errand that should never rest
to bear his shining lamp afar,
to Flammifer of Westernesse.
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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Elbereth
Snow-white! Snow-white! O lady clear!
O Queen beyond the Western Sea!
O Light to us that wander here
Amid the world of woven trees!
Gilthoniel! O Elbereth!
Clear are thy eyes and bright thy breath.
Snow-white! Snow-white! We sing to thee
In a far land beyond the Sea.
O stars that in the Sunless Year
With shining hand by her were sown,
In windy fields now bright and clear
We see your silver blossom blown.
O Elbereth! Gilthoniel!
We still remember, we who dwell
In this far land beneath the trees,
Thy starlight on the Western Seas.
A Elbereth Gilthoniel,
Silivren penna miriel
O menal aglar elenath!
Na-chaered palan-diriel
O galadhremmin ennorath,
Fanuilos, le linnathon
nef aear, si nef aearon!
Ai! laurie lantar lassi surinen!
Yeni unotime ve ramar aldaron,
Yeni ve linte yuldar vanier
Mi oromardi lisse-miruvoreva
Andune pella Vardo tellumar
Nu luini yassen tintilar i eleni
Omaryo airetari-lirinen.
Si man i yulma nin enquantuva?
An si Tintalle Varda Oilosseo
Ve fanyar maryat Elentari ortane,
Ar ilye tier undulare lumbule;
Ar sindanoriello caita mornie
I falmalinnar imbe met, ar hisie
Untupa Calaciryo miri oiale.
Si vanwa na, Romello vanwa, Valimar!
Namarie! Nai hiruvalye Valimar.
Nai elye hiruva. Namarie!
Ah! Like gold fall the leaves in the wind,
Long years numberless as the wings of trees!
The long years have passed like swift draughts of the sweet mead
In lofty halls beyond the West
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Beneath the blue vaults of Varda
Wherein the stars tremble in the song of her voice,
Holy and queenly.
Who now shall refill the cup for me?
For now the Kindler, Varda,
The Queen of the Stars, from Mount Everwhite
Has uplifted her hands like clouds,
And all paths are drowned deep in shadow;
And out of a grey country darkness lies on the foaming waves between us,
And mist covers the jewels of Calacirya for ever.
Now lost, lost to those from the East is Valimar!
Farewell! Maybe thou shalt find Valimar.
Maybe even thou shalt find it! Farewell!
Gilthoniel A Elbereth!
A Elbereth Gilthoniel
O menel palan-diriel,
Le nallon si dinguruthos!
A tiro nin, Fanuilos!
A! Elbereth Gilthoniel!
Silivren penna miriel
O menal aglar elenath,
Gilthoniel, A! Elbereth!
We still remember, we who dwell
In this far land beneath the trees
Thy starlight on the Western Seas.
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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Finrod's Song
He chanted a song of wizardry,
Of piercing, opening, of treachery,
Revealing, uncovering, betraying.
Then sudden Felagund there swaying
Sang in answer a song of staying,
Resisting, battling against power,
Of secrets kept, strength like a tower,
And trust unbroken, freedom, escape;
Of changing and of shifting shape
Of snares eluded, broken traps,
The prison opening, the chain that snaps.
Backwards and forwards swayed their song.
Reeling and foundering, as ever more strong
The chanting swelled, Felagund fought,
And all the magic and might he brought
Of Elvenesse into his words.
Softly in the gloom they heard the birds
Singing afar in Nargothrond,
The sighing of the Sea beyond,
Beyond the western world, on sand,
On sand of pearls in Elvenland.
Then the gloom gathered; darkness growing
In Valinor, the red blood flowing
Beside the Sea, where the Noldor slew
The Foamriders, and stealing drew
Their white ships with their white sails
From lamplit havens. The wind wails,
The wolf howls. The ravens flee.
The ice mutters in the mouths of the Sea.
The captives sad in Angband mourn.
Thunder rumbles, the fires burn --And Finrod fell before the throne.
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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Gandalf's Song of Lorien
In Dwimordene, in Lorien
Seldom have walked the feet of men,
Few mortal eyes have seen the light
That lies there ever, long and bright.
Galadriel! Galadriel!
Clear is the water of your well;
White is the stars in your white hand;
Unmarred, unstained is leaf and land
In Dwimordene, in Lorien
More fair than thoughts of Mortal Men.
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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Gil-galad
Gil-galad was an Elven-king.
Of him the harpers sadly sing:
The last whose realm was fair and free
Between the mountains and the sea.
His sword was long, his lance was keen.
His shining helm afar was seen.
The countless stars of heaven's field
Were mirrored in his silver shield.
But long ago he rode away,
And where he dwelleth none can say.
For into darkness fell his star;
In Mordor, where the shadows are.
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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I Sit and Think
I sit beside the fire and think
of all that I have seen,
of meadow-flowers and butterflies
in summers that have been;
Of yellow leaves and gossamer
in autumns that there were,
with morning mist and silver sun
and wind upon my hair.
I sit beside the fire and think
of how the world will be
when winter comes without a spring
that I shall never see.
For still there are so many things
that I have never seen:
in every wood in every spring
there is a different green.
I sit beside the fire and think
of people long ago,
and people who will see a world
that I shall never know.
But all the while I sit and think
of times there were before,
I listen for returning feet
and voices at the door.
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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Journey's End
In western lands beneath the Sun
The flowers may rise in Spring,
The trees may bud, the waters run,
The merry finches sing.
Or there maybe 'tis cloudless night,
And swaying branches bear
The Elven-stars as jewels white
Amid their branching hair.
Though here at journey's end I lie
In darkness buried deep,
Beyond all towers strong and high,
Beyond all mountains steep,
Above all shadows rides the Sun
And Stars for ever dwell:
I will not say the Day is done,
Nor bid the Stars farewell.
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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Lament for Boromir
Through Rohan over fen and field where the long grass grows,
The West Wind comes walking, and about the walls it goes.
'What news from the West, O wandering wind, do you bring to me tonight?
Have you seen Boromir the Tall by moon or by starlight?'
'I saw him ride over seven streams, over waters wide and grey.
I saw him walk in empty lands, until he passed away
Into the shadows of the North. I saw him then no more.
The North Wind may have heard the horn of the son of Denethor.'
'O Boromir! From the high walls westward I looked afar,
But you came not from the empty lands where no men are.'
From the mouths of the sea the South Wind flies, from the sandhills and the stones;
The wailing of the gulls it hears, and at the gate it moans.
'What news from the South, O sighing wind, do you bring to me at eve?
Where now is Boromir the fair? He tarries and I grieve!'
'Ask me not of where he doth dwell--so many bones there lie
On the white shores and the dark shores under the stormy sky;
So many have passed down Anduin to find the flowing Sea.
Ask of the North Wind news of them the North Wind sends to me!'
'O Boromir! Beyond the gate the seaward road runs south,
But you came not with the wailing gulls from the grey sea's mouth.'
From the Gate of Kings the North Wind rides, and past the roaring falls;
And clear and cold about the tower its loud horn calls.
'What news from the North, O mighty wind, do you bring to me today?
What news of Boromir the Bold? For he is long away.'
'Beneath Amon Hen I heard his cry. There many foes he fought.
His cloven sheild, his broken sword, they to the water brought.
His head so proud, his face so fair, his limbs they laid to rest;
And Rauros, golden Rauros-falls, bore him upon its breast.'
'O Boromir! The Tower of Guard shall ever northward gaze
To Rauros, golden Rauros-falls, until the end of days.'
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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Lament for Eorl the Young
Where now is the horse and the rider? Where is the horn that was blowing?
Where is the helm and the hauberk, and the bright hair flowing?
Where is the hand on the harpstring, and the red fire glowing?
They have passed like rain on the mountain, like a wind in the meadow;
The days have gone down in the West behind the hills into shadow.
Who shall gather the smoke of the deadwood burning,
Or behold the flowing years from the Sea returning?
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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Lebennin
Silver flow the streams from Colos to Erui
In the green fields of Lebennin!
Tall grows the grass there. In the wind from the Sea
The white lilies sway,
And the golden bells are shaken of mallos and alfirin
In the green fields of Lebennin,
In the wind from the Sea!
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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Namárië
Ai! laurië lantar lassi súrinen,
Yéni únótimë ve rámar aldaron!
Yéni ve lintë yuldar avánier
Mi oromardi lissë-miruvóreva
Andúnë pella, Vardo tellumar
Nu luini yassen tintilar i eleni
Omaryo airetári-lírinen.
Sí man i yulma nin enquantuva?
An sí Tintallë Varda Oiolossëo
Ve fanyar máryat Elentári ortanë
Ar ilyë tier undulávë lumbulë
Ar sindanóriello caita mornië
I falmalinnar imbë met,
Ar hísië untúpa Calaciryo míri oialë.
Sí vanwa ná, Rómello vanwa, Valimar!
Namárië! Nai hiruvalyë Valimar!
Nai elyë hiruva! Namárië!
Ah! like gold fall the leaves in the wind,
Long years numberless as the wings of trees!
The long years have passed like swift draughts
Of the sweet mead in lofty halls
Beyond the West, beneath the blue vaults of Varda
Wherein the stars tremble
In the voice of her song, holy and queenly.
Who now shall refill the cup for me?
For now the Kindler, Varda, the Queen of the stars,
From Mount Everwhite has uplifted her hands like clouds
And all paths are drowned deep in shadow;
And out of a grey country darkness lies
On the foaming waves between us,
And mist covers the jewels of Calacirya for ever.
Now lost, lost to those of the East is Valimar!
Farewell! Maybe thou shalt find Valimar!
Maybe even thou shalt find it! Farewell!
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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Nimrodel
An Elven-maid there was of old,
A shining star by day.
Her mantle white was hemmed with gold,
Her shoes of silver-grey.
A star was bound upon her brows,
A light was on her hair
As sun upon the golden boughs
In Lorien the fair.
Her hair was long, her limbs were white,
And fair she was and free;
And in the wind she went as light
As leaf of linden-tree.
Beside the falls of Nimrodel,
By water clear and cool,
Her voice as falling silver fell
Into the shining pool.
Where now she wanders none can tell,
In sunlight or in shade;
For lost of yore was Nimrodel
And in the mountains strayed.
The elven-ships in haven grey
Beneath the mountain-lee
Awaited her for many a day
Beside the roaring sea.
A wind by night in Northern lands
Arose, and loud it cried,
And drove the ship from elven-strands
Across the steaming tide.
When dawn came dim the land was lost,
The mountains sinking grey
Beyond the heaving waves that tossed
Their plumes of blinding spray.
Amroth beheld the fading shore
Now low beyond the swell,
And cursed the faithless ship that bore
Him far from Nimrodel.
Of old he was an Elven-king,
A lord of tree and glen,
When golden were the boughs in spring
In fair Lothlorien.
From helm to sea they saw him leap,
As arrow from the string,
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And dive into the water deep,
As mew upon the wing.
The wind was in his flowing hair,
The foam about him shone;
Afar they saw him strong and fair
Go riding like a swan.
But from the West has come no word,
And on the Hither Shore
No tidings Elven-folk have heard
Of Amroth evermore.
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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O! Where Are You Going?
O! What are you doing,
And where are you going?
Your ponies need shoeing!
The River is flowing!
O! Tra-la-la-lally
Here down in the valley!
O! What are you seeking,
And where are you making?
The faggots are reeking!
The bannocks are baking!
O! Tril-lil-lil-lolly
The valley is jolly
Ha ha!
O! Where are you going,
With beards all a-wagging?
No knowing, no knowing
What brings Mister Baggins,
And Balin and Dwalin
Down into the valley
In June
Ha ha!
O! Will you be staying,
Or will you be flying?
Your ponies are straying!
The daylight is dying!
To fly would be folly,
To stay would be jolly!
And listen and hark
Till the end of the dark
To our tune.
Ha ha!
The dragon is withered,
His bones are now crumbled!
His armor is shivered,
His splendour is humbled!
Though sword shall be rusted
And throne and crown perish,
With strength that men trusted
And wealth that they cherish,
Here grass is still growing,
And leaves are yet swinging!
The white water is flowing,
And elves are yet singing!
Come! Tra-la-la-lally!
Come back to the valley!
The stars are far brighter
Than gems without measure,
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The moon is far whiter
Than silver in treasure:
The fire is more shining
On hearth in the gloaming
Than gold won by mining,
So why so a-roaming?
O! Tra-la-la-lally!
Come back to the Valley!
O! Where are you going?
So late in returning?
The water is flowing!
The stars are all burning!
O! Whither so laden,
So sad and so dreary?
Here elf and elf-maiden
Now welcome the weary!
With tra-la-la-lally
Come back to the Valley,
Tra-la-la-lally
Fa-la-la-lally
Ha ha!
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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One Ring
Ash nazg durbatulûk, ash nazg gimbatul,
Ash nazg thrakutulûk agh burzum-ishi krimpatul.
Three Rings for the Elven-kings under the sky,
Seven for the dwarf-lords in their halls of stone,
Nine for Mortal Men doomed to die,
One for the Dark Lord on his dark throne,
In the Land of Mordor where the Shadows lie.
One Ring to rule them all, One Ring to find them,
One Ring to bring them all and in the darkness bind them
In the Land of Mordor where the Shadows lie.
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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One White Tree
Tall ships and tall kings
Three times three.
What brought they from the foundered land
Over the flowing sea?
Seven stars and seven stones
And one white tree.
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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Over the Misty Mountains Cold
Far over the Misty Mountains cold,
To dungeons deep and caverns old,
We must away, ere break of day,
To seek our pale enchanted gold.
The dwarves of yore made mighty spells,
While hammers fell like ringing bells,
In places deep, where dark things sleep,
In hollow halls beneath the fells.
For ancient king and elvish lord
There many a gleaming golden hoard
They shaped and wrought, and light they caught,
To hide in gems on hilt of sword.
On silver necklaces they strung
The flowering stars, on crowns they hung
The dragon-fire, on twisted wire
They meshed the light of moon and sun.
Far over the Misty Mountains cold,
To dungeons deep and caverns old,
We must away, ere break of day,
To claim our long-forgotten gold.
Goblets they carved there for themselves,
And harps of gold, where no man delves
There lay they long, and many a song
Was sung unheard by men or elves.
The
The
The
The

pines were roaring on the heights,
wind was moaning in the night,
fire was red, it flaming spread,
trees like torches blazed with light.

The bells were ringing in the dale,
And men looked up with faces pale.
The dragon's ire, more fierce than fire,
Laid low their towers and houses frail.
The mountain smoked beneath the moon.
The dwarves, they heard the tramp of doom.
They fled the hall to dying fall
Beneath his feet, beneath the moon.
Far over the Misty Mountains grim,
To dungeons deep and caverns dim,
We must away, ere break of day,
To win our harps and gold from him!
The wind was on the withered heath,
But in the forest stirred no leaf:
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There shadows lay be night or day,
And dark things silent crept beneath.
The wind came down from mountains cold,
And like a tide it roared and rolled.
The branches groaned, the forest moaned,
And leaves were laid upon the mould.
The wind went on from West to East;
All movement in the forest ceased.
But shrill and harsh across the marsh,
Its whistling voices were released.
The grasses hissed, their tassels bent,
The reeds were rattling--on it went.
O'er shaken pool under heavens cool,
Where racing clouds were torn and rent.
It passed the Lonely Mountain bare,
And swept above the dragon's lair:
There black and dark lay boulders stark,
And flying smoke was in the air.
It left the world and took its flight
Over the wide seas of the night.
The moon set sale upon the gale,
And stars were fanned to leaping light.
Under the Mountain dark and tall,
The King has come unto his hall!
His foe is dead, the Worm of Dread,
And ever so his foes shall fall!
The
The
The
The

sword is sharp, the spear is long,
arrow swift, the Gate is strong.
heart is bold that looks on gold;
dwarves no more shall suffer wrong.

The dwarves of yore made mighty spells,
While hammers fell like ringing bells
In places deep, where dark things sleep,
In hollow halls beneath the fells.
On silver necklaces they strung
The light of stars, on crowns they hung
The dragon-fire, from twisted wire
The melody of harps they wrung.
The mountain throne once more is freed!
O! Wandering folk, the summons heed!
Come haste! Come haste! Across the waste!
The king of freind and kin has need.
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Now call we over the mountains cold,
'Come back unto the caverns old!'
Here at the gates the king awaits,
His hands are rich with gems and gold.
The king has come unto his hall
Under the Mountain dark and tall.
The Worm of Dread is slain and dead,
And ever so our foes shall fall!
Farewell we call to hearth and hall!
Though wind may blow and rain may fall,
We must away, ere break of day
Far over the wood and mountain tall.
To Rivendell, where Elves yet dwell
In glades beneath the misty fell.
Through moor and waste we ride in haste,
And whither then we cannot tell.
With foes ahead, behind us dread,
Beneath the sky shall be our bed,
Until at last our toil be passed,
Our journey done, our errand sped.
We must away! We must away!
We ride before the break of day!
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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Roads Go Ever On
Roads go ever ever on,
Over rock and under tree,
By caves where never sun has shone,
By streams that never find the sea;
Over snow by winter sown,
And through the merry flowers of June,
Over grass and over stone,
And under mountains in the moon.
Roads go ever ever on,
Under cloud and under star.
Yet feet that wandering have gone
Turn at last to home afar.
Eyes that fire and sword have seen,
And horror in the halls of stone
Look at last on meadows green,
And trees and hills they long have known.
The Road goes ever on and on
Down from the door where it began.
Now far ahead the Road has gone,
And I must follow, if I can,
Pursuing it with eager feet,
Until it joins some larger way,
Where many paths and errands meet.
The Road goes ever on and on
Down from the door where it began.
Now far ahead the Road has gone,
And I must follow, if I can,
Pursuing it with weary feet,
Until it joins some larger way,
Where many paths and errands meet.
And whither then? I cannot say.
The Road goes ever on and on
Out from the door where it began.
Now far ahead the Road has gone.
Let others follow, if they can!
Let them a journety new begin.
But I at last with weary feet
Will turn towards the lighted inn,
My evening-rest and sleep to meet.
Still 'round the corner there may wait
A new road or secret gate;
And though I oft have passed them by,
A day will come at last when I
Shall take the hidden paths that run
West of the Moon, East of the Sun.
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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Seasons
In the willow-meads of Tasarinan I walked in the Spring.
Ah! The sight and smell of the Spring in Nantasarion!
And I said that was good.
I wandered in Summer in the elm-woods of Ossiriand.
Ah! The light and the music in the Summer by the Seven Rivers of Ossir!
And I thought that was best.
To the beeches of Neldoreth I came in the Autumn.
Ah! The gold and red and the sighing of leaves in the Autumn in Taur-na-neldor!
It was more than my desire.
To the pine-trees upon the highland of Dorthonion I climbed in Winter.
Ah! The wind and the whiteness and the black branches of Winter upon Orod-na-Thon!
My voice went up and sang in the sky.
And now all those lands lie under the wave,
And I walk in Ambarona, in Tauremorna, in Aldalome,
In my own land, in the country of Fangorn,
Where the roots are long,
And the years lie thicker than leaves
In Tauremornalome.
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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Sing All Ye People!
Sing now, ye people of the Tower of Anor,
For the Realm of Sauron is ended for ever,
And the Dark Tower is thrown down.
Sing and rejoice, ye people of the Tower of Guard,
For your watch hath not been in vain,
And the Black Gate is broken,
And your King hath passed through,
And he is victorious.
Sing and be glad, all ye children of the West,
For your King shall come again,
And he shall dwell amoung you
All the days of your life.
And the Tree that was withered shall be renewed,
And he shall plant it in the high places,
And the City shall be blessed.
Sing all ye people!
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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The King
The King beneath the mountains,
The King of carven stone,
The lord of silver fountains,
Shall come into his own!
His crown shall be upholden,
His harp shall be restrung,
His halls shall echo golden,
To songs of yore re-sung.
The woods shall wave on mountains,
And grass beneath the sun;
His wealth shall flow in fountains,
And the rivers golden run.
The streams shall run in gladness,
The lakes shall shine and burn,
All sorrow fail and sadness,
At the Mountain-king's return.
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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The Little House of Lost Play (Mar Vanwa Tyalieva)
We knew that land once, You and I,
and once we wandered there
in the long days now long gone by,
a dark child and a fair.
Was it on the paths of firelight thought
in winter cold and white,
or in the blue-spun twilit hours
of little early tucked-up beds
in drowsy summer night,
that you and I in Sleep went down
to meet each other there,
your dark hair on your white nightgown
and mine was tangled fair?
We wandered shyly hand in hand,
small footprints in the golden sand,
and gathered pearls and shells in pails,
while all about the nightengales
were singing in the trees.
We dug for silver with our spades,
and caught the sparkle of the seas,
then ran ashore to greenlit glades,
and found the warm and winding lane
that now we cannot find again,
between tall whispering trees.
The air was neither night nor day,
an ever-eve of gloaming light,
when first there glimmered into sight
the Little House of Play.
New-built it was, yet very old,
white, and thatched with straws of gold,
and pierced with peeping lattices
that looked toward the sea;
and our own children's garden-plots
were there: our own forgetmenots,
red daisies, cress and mustard,
and radishes for tea.
There all the borders, trimmed with box,
were filled with favourite flowers, with phlox,
with lupins, pinks, and hollyhocks,
beneath a red may-tree;
and all the gardens full of folk
that their own little language spoke,
but not to You and Me.
For some had silver watering-cans
and watered all their gowns,
or sprayed each other; some laid plans
to build their houses, little towns
and dwellings in the trees.
And some were clambering on the roof;
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some crooning lonely and aloof;
some dancing round the fairy-rings
all garlanded in daisy-strings,
while some upon their knees
before a little white-robed king
crowned with marigold would sing
their rhymes of long ago.
But side by side a little pair
with heads together, mingled hair,
went walking to and fro
still hand in hand; and what they said,
ere Waking far apart them led,
that only we now know.
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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The Man In The Moon Came Down Too Soon
the man the moon had silver shoon,
and his beard was of silver thread:
with opals crowned and pearls all bound
about his girdlestead,
in his mantle grey he walked one day
across a shining floor,
and with crystal key in secrecy
he opened an ivory door.
on a filigree stair of glimmering hair
then lightly down he went,
and merry was he at last to be free
on a mad adventure bent.
in diamonds white he had lost delight:
he was tired of his minaret
of tall moonstone that towered alone
on a lunar mountain set.
he would dare any peril for ruby and beryl
to broider his pale attire,
for new diadems of lustrous gems,
emerald and sapphire.
he was lonely too with nothing to do
but stare at the world of gold
and heark to the hum that would distantly come
as gaily round it rolled.
at plenilune in argent moon
in his heart he longed for fire:
not the limped lights of wan selenites;
for red was his desire for crimson and rose and ember-glows,
for flame with burning tongue,
for the scarlet skies in a swift sunrise
when a stormy day is young.
he'd have seas of blues, and the living hues
of forest green and fen;
and he yearned for the mirth of the populous earth
and the sanguine blood of men.
he coveted song, and laughter long,
and viands hot, and wine,
eating pearly cakes of light snowflakes
and drinking thin moonshine.
he twinkled his feet, as he thought of the meat,
of pepper, and punch galore;
and he tripped unaware on his slanting stair,
and like a meteor,
a star in flight, ere Yule one night
flickering down he fell
from his laddery path to a foaming bath
in the windy Bay of Bel.
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he began to think, lest he melt and sink,
what a fisherman's boat found him far afloat
to the amazement of the crew,
caught in their net all shimmering we
in a phosphorescent sheen
of bluey whites and opal lights
and delicate liquid green.
against his wish with the morning fish
they packed him back to land:
'you had best get a bed in an inn', they said;
'the town is near at hand'.
only the knell of one slow bell
high in the seaward tower
announced the news of his moonsick cruise
at that unseemly hour.
not a hearth was laid, not a breakfast made,
and dawn was cold and damp.
there were ashes for fire, and for grass the mire,
for the sun a smoking lamo
in a dim back street. not a man did he meet,
no vice was raised in song;
there were snores instead, for all folk were abed
and still would slumber long.
he knocked as he passed on doors locked fast,
and called and cried in vain,
till he came to an inn that had light within,
and tapped at a window-pane.
a drowsy cook gave a surly look,
and 'what do you want?' said he.
'i want fire and gold and songs of old
and red wine flowing free!'
'you won't get them here', said the cook with leer,
'but you may come inside.
silver i lack and silk to my backmaybe I'll let you bide'.
a silver gift the latch to lift,
a pearl to pass the door;
for a seat by the cook in the ingle-nook
it cost him twenty more.
for hunger or drouth naught passed his mouth
till he gave both crown and cloak;
and all that he got, in an earthen pot
broken and black with smoke,
was porridge cold and two days old
to eat with a wooden spoon.
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for puddings of Yule with plums. poor fool,
he arrived so much too soon:
an unwary guest on a lunatic quest
from the Mountains of the Moon.
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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The Man In The Moon Stayed Up Too Late
There is an inn, a merry old inn
beneath an old grey hill,
And there they brew a beer so brown
That the Man in the Moon himself came down
one night to drink his fill.
The ostler has a tipsy cat
that plays a five-stringed fiddle;
And up and down he saws his bow
Now squeaking high, now purring low,
now sawing in the middle.
The landlord keeps a little dog
that is mighty fond of jokes;
When there's good cheer among the guests,
He cocks an ear at all the jests
and laughs until he chokes.
They also keep a hornéd cow
as proud as any queen;
But music turns her head like ale,
And makes her wave her tufted tail
and dance upon the green.
And O! the rows of silver dishes
and the store of silver spoons!
For Sunday there's a special pair,
And these they polish up with care
on Saturday afternoons.
The Man in the Moon was drinking deep,
and the cat began to wail;
A dish and a spoon on the table danced,
The cow in the garden madly pranced
and the little dog chased his tail.
The Man in the Moon took another mug,
and then rolled beneath his chair;
And there he dozed and dreamed of ale,
Till in the sky the stars were pale,
and dawn was in the air.
Then the ostler said to his tipsy cat:
'The white horses of the Moon,
They neigh and champ their silver bits;
But their master's been and drowned his wits,
and the Sun'll be rising soon!'
So the cat on the fiddle played hey-diddle-diddle,
a jig that would wake the dead:
He squeaked and sawed and quickened the tune,
While the landlord shook the Man in the Moon:
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'It's after three!' he said.
They rolled the Man slowly up the hill
and bundled him into the Moon,
While his horses galloped up in rear,
And the cow came capering like a deer,
and a dish ran up with the spoon.
Now quicker the fiddle went deedle-dum-diddle;
the dog began to roar,
The cow and the horses stood on their heads;
The guests all bounded from their beds
and danced upon the floor.
With a ping and a pang the fiddle-strings broke!
the cow jumped over the Moon,
And the little dog laughed to see such fun,
And the Saturday dish went off at a run
with the silver Sunday spoon.
The round Moon rolled behind the hill,
as the Sun raised up her head.
She* hardly believed her fiery eyes;
For though it was day, to her surprise
they all went back to bed!
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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The Sea
To the Sea, to the Sea! The white gulls are crying,
The wind is blowing, and the white foam is flying.
West, west away, the round sun is falling.
Grey ship, grey ship, do you hear them calling?
The voices of my people gone before me?
I will leave, I will leave the woods that bore me;
For our days are ending and our years failing.
I will pass the wide waters lonely sailing.
Long are the waves on the Last Shore falling,
Sweet are the voices in the Lost Isle calling.
In Eressea, in Elvenhome, that no man can discover,
Where the leaves fall not: land of my people forever!
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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Theoden
From dark Dunharrow in the dim morning
With thane and captain rode Thengel's son:
To Edoras he came, the ancient halls
Of the Mark-wardens mist-enshrouded;
Golden timbers were in gloom mantled.
Farewell he bade to his free people,
Hearth and high-seat, and the hallowed places,
Where long he had feasted ere the light faded.
Forth rode the king, fear behind him,
Fate before him. Fealty kept he;
Oaths he had taken, all fulfilled them.
Forth rode Theoden. Five nights and days
East and onward rode the Eolingas.
Through Folde and Fenmarch and the Firienwood,
Six thousand spears to Sunlending,
Mundberg the mighty under Mindolluin,
Sea-kings city in the South-kingdom
Foe-beleaguered, fire-encircled.
Doom drove them on. Darkness took them,
Horse and horseman; hoofbeats afar
Sank into silence: so the songs tell us.
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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Theoden's Fall
We heard of the horns in the hills ringing,
The swords shining in the South-kingdom.
Steeds went striding to the stoning land
As wind in the morning. War was kindled.
There Theoden fell, Thengling mighty,
To his golden halls and green pastures
In the Northern fields never returning,
High lord of the host. Harding and Guthlaf,
Dunhere and Deorwine, doughty Grimbold,
Herefara and Herubrand, Horn and Fastred,
Fought and fell there in a far country:
In the Mounds of Mundberg under mould they lie
With their leauge-fellows, lords of Gondor.
Neither Hirluin the Fair to the hills by the sea,
Nor Forlong the old to the flowering vales
Ever, to Arnach, to his own country
Returned in triumph; nor the tall bowmen,
Derufin and Duilin, to their dark waters,
Meres of Morthond under mountain-shadows.
Death in the morning and at day's ending
Lords took and lowly. Long now they sleep
Under grass in Gondor by the Great River.
Grey now as tears, gleaming silver
Red then it rolled, roaring water.
Foam dyed with blood flamed at sunset;
As beacons mountains burned at evening;
Red fell the dew in Rammas Echor.
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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Tinuviel
The leaves were long, the grass was green,
The hemlock-umbels tall and fair,
And in the glade a light was seen
Of stars in shadow shimmering.
Tinuviel was dancing there
To music of a pipe unseen,
And light of stars was in her hair,
And in her raiment glimmering.
There Beren came from mountains cold,
And lost he wandered under leaves,
And where the Elven-river rolled,
He walked alone and sorrowing.
He peered between the hemlock-leaves
And saw in wonder flowers of gold
Upon her mantle and her sleeves,
And her hair like shadow following.
Enchantment healed his weary feet
That over hills were doomed to roam;
And forth he hastened, strong and fleet,
And grasped at moonbeams glistening.
Through woven woods in Elvenhome
She lightly fled on dancing feet,
And left him lonely still to roam
In the silent forest listening.
He heard there oft the flying sound
Of feet as light as linden-leaves,
Or music welling underground,
In hidden hollows quavering.
Now withered lay the hemlock-leaves,
And one by one with sighing sound,
Whispering fell the beechen leaves
In the wintry woodland wavering.
He sought her ever, wandering far
Where leaves of years were thickly strewn,
By light of moon and ray of star
In frosty heavens shivering.
Her mantle glinted in the moon,
As on a hill-top high and far
She danced, and at her feet was strewn
A mist of silver quivering.
When winter passed, she came again,
And her song released the sudden spring,
Like rising lark, and falling rain,
And melting water bubbling.
He saw the elven-flowers spring
About her feet, and healed again,
He longed by her to dance and sing
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Upon the grass untroubling.
Again she fled, but swift he came.
Tinuviel! Tinuviel!
He called her by her elvish name;
And there she halted listening.
One moment stood she, and a spell
His voice lay on her: Beren came,
And doom fell on Tinuviel
That in his arms lay glistening.
As Beren looked into her eyes
Within the shadows of her hair,
The trembling starlight of the skies
He saw there mirrored shimmering.
Tinuviel the elven-fair,
Immortal maiden elven-wise,
About him cast her shadowy hair
And arms like silver glimmering.
Long was the way that fate them bore,
O'er stony mountains cold and grey,
Through halls of iron and darkling door,
And woods of nightshade morrowless.
The Sundering Seas between them lay,
And yet at last they met once more,
And long ago they passed away
In the forest singing sorrowless.
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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To the Bottle I Go
Ho! Ho! Ho! To the bottle I go
To heal my heart and drown my woe.
Rain may fall and wind may blow,
And many miles be still to go
But under a tall tree I will lie,
And let the clouds go sailing by.
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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Troll Sat Alone on His Seat of Stone
Troll sat alone on his seat of stone,
And munched and mumbled a bare old bone;
For many a year he had gnawed it near,
For meat was hard to come by.
Done by! Gum by!
In a cave in the hills he dwelt alone,
And meat was hard to come by.
Up came Tom with his big boots on.
Said he to Troll: 'Pray, what is yon?
For it looks like the shin o' my nuncle Tim.
As should be a-lyin' in the graveyard.
Caveyard! Paveyard!
This many a year has Tim been gone,
And I thought he were lyin' in the graveyard.'
'My lad,' said Troll, 'this bone I stole.
But what be bones that lie in a hole?
Thy nuncle was dead as a lump o' lead,
Afore I found his shinbone.
Tinbone! Skinbone!
He can spare a share for a poor old troll,
For he don't need his shinbone.'
Said Tom: 'I don't see why the likes o' thee
Without axin' leave should go makin' free
With the shank or the shin o' my father's kin;
So hand the old bone over!
Rover! Trover!
Though dead he be, it belongs to he;
So hand the old bone over!'
'For a couple o' pins,' says Troll, and grins,
'I'll eat thee too, and gnaw thy shins.
A bit o' fresh meat will go down sweet!
I'll try my teeth on thee now.
Hee now! See now!
I'm tired o' gnawing old bones and skins;
I've a mind to dine on thee now.'
But just as he thought his dinner was caught,
He found his hands had hold of naught.
Before he could mind, Tom slipped behind
And gave him the boot to larn him.
Warn him! Darn him!
A bump o' the boot on the seat, Tom thought,
Would be the way to larn him.
But harder than stone is the flesh and bone
Of a troll that sits in the hills alone.
As well set your boot to the mountain's root,
For the seat of a troll don't feel it.
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Peel it! Heal it!
Old Troll laughed, when he heard Tom groan,
And he knew his toes could feel it.
Tom's leg is game, since home he came,
And his bootless foot is lasting lame;
But Troll don't care, and he's still there
With the bone he boned from its owner.
Doner! Boner!
Troll's old seat is still the same,
And the bone he boned from its owner!
John Ronald Reuel Tolkien
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