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Modest Beginnings 

1.  The Race Question 

But there are nonetheless the most remarkable differences; 
and the chief of these is of course that Beren was here no mortal 
Man, but an Elf, one of the Noldoli, and the absolutely essential 
element of the story of Beren and Lúthien is not present. It will be 
seen later (pp. 72-3, 141) that this was not originally so, however: 
in the now lost (because erased) first form of the Tale of Tinúviel 
he had been a Man (it is for this reason that I have said that the 
reading man in the manuscript (see p. 33 and note 10), later 
changed to Gnome, is a ‘significant slip’). Several years after the 
composition of the tale in the form in which we have it he became 
a Man again, though at that time (1925-6) my father appears to 
have hesitated long on the matter of the elvish or mortal nature of 
Beren. (52) 
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2.  The Grandmaster of Retcon 

Despite these radical differences in the narrative structure, it is 
remarkable how many features of the scene in Tinwelint’s hall (pp. 10-11), 
when Beren stood before the king, endured, while all the inner 
significance was shifted and enlarged. To the beginning go back, for 
instance, Beren’s abashment and silence, Tinúviel’s answering for him, the 
sudden rising of his courage and uttering of his desire without preamble 
or hesitation. But the tone is altogether lighter and less grave than it 
afterwards became; in the jeering laughter of Tinwelint, who treats the 
matter as a jest and Beren as a benighted fool, there is no hint of what is 
explicit in the later story: ‘Thus he wrought the doom of Doriath, and was 
ensnared within the curse of Mandos’ (The Silmarillion p. 167). The 
Silmarils are indeed famous, and they have a holy power (p. 33), but the 
fate of the world is not bound up with them (The Silmarillion p. 67); Beren 
is an Elf, if of a feared and distrusted people, and his request lacks the 
deepest dimension of outrage; and he and Tinúviel are not lovers. (53) 
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3.  Beren Meets the In-laws: Exhibit A 

When however Beren found himself before the king he was abashed, and of 
the stateliness of Queen Gwendeling he was in great awe, and behold when the king 
said: “Who art thou that stumbleth into my halls unbidden?” he had nought to say. 
Tinúviel answered therefore for him, saying: “This, my father, is Beren, a wanderer 
from beyond the hills, and he would learn to dance as the Elves of Artanor can 
dance,” and she laughed, but the king frowned when he heard whence Beren came, 
and he said: “Put away thy light words, my child, and say has this wild Elf of the 
shadows sought to do thee any harm?” 

“Nay, father,” said she, “and I think there is not evil in his heart at all, and be 
thou not harsh with him, unless thou desirest to see thy daughter Tinúviel weep, for 
more wonder has he at my dancing than any that I have known.” Therefore said 
Tinwelint now: “O Beren son of the Noldoli, what dost thou desire of the Elves of the 
wood ere thou returnest whence thou camest?” 

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

Then was there a silence in the hall, save that Dairon laughed, and all who 
heard were astounded, but Tinúviel cast down her eyes, and the king glancing at the 
wild and rugged aspect of Beren burst also into laughter, whereat Beren flushed for 
shame, and Tinúviel’s heart was sore for him. (12-13) 
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4.  Beren Meets the In-laws: Exhibit B 

But Beren being filled with dread, for the splendour of Menegroth and 
the majesty of Thingol were very great, answered nothing. Therefore Lúthien 
spoke, and said: ‘He is Beren son of Barahir, lord of Men, mighty foe of 
Morgoth, the tale of whose deeds is become a song even among the Elves.’ 

‘Let Beren speak!’ said Thingol. ‘What would you here, unhappy mortal, 
and for what cause have you left your own land to enter this, which is 
forbidden to such as you? Can you show reason why my power should not be 
laid on you in heavy punishment for your insolence and folly?’ 

Then Beren looking up beheld the eyes of Lúthien, and his glance went 
also to the face of Melian; and it seemed to him that words were put into his 
mouth. Fear left him, and the pride of the eldest house of Men returned to him; 
and he said: ‘My fate, O King, led me hither, through perils such as few even of 
the Elves would dare. And here I have found what I sought not indeed, but 
finding I would possess for ever. For it is above all gold and silver, and beyond 
all jewels. Neither rock, nor steel, nor the fires of Morgoth, nor all the powers 
of the Elf-kingdoms, shall keep from me the treasure that I desire. For Lúthien 
your daughter is the fairest of all the Children of the World.’ 

Then silence fell upon the hall, for those that stood there were astounded 
and afraid, and they thought that Beren would be slain. (Silmarillion 166-167) 
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5.  Slightly Superlative 

Two children had Tinwelint then, Dairon and Tinúviel, and 
Tinúviel was a maiden, and the most beautiful of all the maidens 
of the hidden Elves, and indeed few have been so fair, for her 
mother was a fay, a daughter of the Gods; but Dairon was then a 
boy strong and merry, and above all things he delighted to play 
upon a pipe of reeds or other woodland instruments, and he is 
named now among the three most magic players of the Elves, and 
the others are Tinfang Warble and Ivárë who plays beside the sea. 
But Tinúviel’s joy was rather in the dance, and no names are set 
with hers for the beauty and subtlety of her twinkling feet. (10) 
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6.  Beren Wanders into the Story 

Never have I heard how Beren came thither over the hills; yet was he 
braver than most, as thou shalt hear, and ‘twas the love of wandering 
maybe alone that had sped him through the terrors of the Iron Mountains 
until he reached the Lands Beyond. 

Now Beren was a Gnome, son of Egnor the forester who hunted in 
the darker places in the north of Hisilómë. Dread and suspicion was 
between the Eldar and those of their kindred that had tasted the slavery of 
Melko, and in this did the evil deed of the Gnomes at the Haven of the 
Swans revenge itself. Now the lies of Melko ran among Beren’s folk so 
that they believed evil things of the secret Elves, yet now did he see 
Tinúviel dancing in the twilight, and Tinúviel was in a silver-pearly dress, 
and her bare white feet were twinkling among the hemlock-stems. Then 
Beren cared not whether she were Vala or Elf or child of Men and crept 
near to see; and he leant against a young elm that grew upon a mound so 
that he might look down into the little glade where she was dancing, for 
the enchantment made him faint. (11) 

 



Modest Beginnings 

7.  Fairy Flirtation 

Then Beren took to following Tinúviel secretly through the woods 
even to the entrance of the cave and the bridge’s head, and when she was 
gone in he would cry across the stream, softly saying, “Tinúviel,” for he 
had caught the name from Dairon’s lips; and although he knew it not 
Tinúviel often hearkened from within the shadows of the cavernous doors 
and laughed softly or smiled. At length one day as she danced alone he 
stepped out more boldly and said to her: “Tinúviel, teach me to dance.” 
“Who art thou?” said she. “Beren. I am from across the Bitter Hills.” 
“Then if thou wouldst dance, follow me,” said the maiden, and she 
danced before Beren away, and away into the woods, nimbly and yet not 
so fast that he could not follow, and ever and anon she would look back 
and laugh at him stumbling after, saying, “ Dance, Beren, dance! as they 
dance beyond the Bitter Hills!” In this way they came by winding paths to 
the abode of Tinwelint, and Tinúviel beckoned Beren beyond the stream, 
and he followed her wondering down into the cave and the deep halls of 
her home. (12) 
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8.  The Inspired Speech 

So came it that Beren was dragged before Melko, and he bore a stout heart 
within him nonetheless, for it was a belief among his father’s kindred that the power 
of Melko would not abide for ever, but the Valar would hearken at last to the tears of 
the Noldoli, and would arise and bind Melko and open Valinor once more to the 
weary Elves, and great joy should come back upon Earth.  

(...) 
Beren seeing his peril answered: “Think not, O most mighty Ainu Melko, Lord 

of the World, that this can be true, for an it were then should I not be here unaided 
and alone. No friendship has Beren son of Egnor for the kindred of Men; nay indeed, 
wearying utterly of the lands infested by that folk he has wandered out of Aryador. 
Many a great tale has my father made to me aforetime of thy splendour and glory, 
wherefore, albeit I am no renegade thrall, I do desire nothing so much as to serve 
thee in what small manner I may,” and Beren said therewith that he was a great 
trapper of small animals and a snarer of birds, and had become lost in the hills in 
these pursuits until after much wandering he had come into strange lands, and even 
had not the Orcs seized him he would indeed have had no other rede of safety but to 
approach the majesty of Ainu Melko and beg him to grant him some humble office—
as a winner of meats for his table perchance. 

Now the Valar must have inspired that speech, or perchance it was a spell of 
cunning words cast on him in compassion by Gwendeling, for indeed it saved his 
life, and Melko marking his hardy frame believed him, and was willing to accept 
him as a thrall of his kitchens. (15) 
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9.  (Moderately) Hard Times 

Nonetheless he set Beren to a test, and he bade him go catch three mice, 
“for my hall is infested with them,” said he. This indeed was not true, as might 
be imagined, yet a certain few there were—a very wild, evil, and magic kind 
that dared to dwell there in dark holes, but they were larger than rats and very 
fierce, and Tevildo harboured them for his own private sport and suffered not 
their numbers to dwindle. 

Three days did Beren hunt them, but having nothing wherewith to devise 
a trap (and indeed he did not lie to Melko saying that he had cunning in such 
contrivances) he hunted in vain getting nothing better than a bitten finger for 
all his labour. Then was Tevildo scornful and in great anger, but Beren got no 
harm of him or his thanes at that time because of Melko’s bidding other than a 
few scratches. Evil however were his days thereafter in the dwellings of 
Tevildo. They made him a scullion, and his days passed miserably in the 
washing of floors and vessels, in the scrubbing of tables and the hewing of 
wood and the drawing of water. Often too would he be set to the turning of 
spits whereon birds and fat mice were daintily roasted for the cats, yet seldom 
did he get food or sleep himself, and he became haggard and unkempt, and 
wished often that never straying out of Hisilómë he had not even caught sight 
of the vision of Tinúviel. (17) 
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10.  Tinúviel’s Inclination 

Now that fair maiden wept for a very great while after 
Beren’s departure and danced no more about the woods, and 
Dairon grew angry and could not understand her, but she had 
grown to love the face of Beren peeping through the branches and 
the crackle of his feet as they followed her through the wood; and 
his voice that called wistfully “Tinúviel, Tinúviel” across the 
stream before her father’s doors she longed to hear again, and she 
would not now dance when Beren was fled to the evil halls of 
Melko and maybe had already perished. So bitter did this thought 
become at last that that most tender maiden went to her mother, 
for to her father she dared not go nor even suffer him to see her 
weep. (17) 
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11.  A Love Story! 

Tinúviel and Beren wandered far away with Huan, and 
they became great in friendship with him, and in that life 
Beren grew strong again and his thraldom fell from him, 
and Tinúviel loved him. (30) 
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12.  Weaving Magic 

Now Tinúviel took the wine and water when she was alone, and singing 
a very magical song the while, she mingled them together, and as they lay in 
the bowl of gold she sang a song of growth, and as they lay in the bowl of 
silver she sang another song, and the names of all the tallest and longest things 
upon Earth were set in that song; the beards of the Indravangs, the tail of 
Karkaras, the body of Glorund, the bole of Hirilorn, and the sword of Nan she 
named, nor did she forget the chain Angainu that Aulë and Tulkas made or the 
neck of Gilim the giant, and last and longest of all she spake of the hair of 
Uinen the lady of the sea that is spread through all the waters. Then did she 
lave her head with the mingled water and wine, and as she did so she sang a 
third song, a song of uttermost sleep, and the hair of Tinúviel which was dark 
and finer than the most delicate threads of twilight began suddenly to grow 
very fast indeed, and after twelve hours had passed it nigh filled the little 
room, and then Tinúviel was very pleased and she lay down to rest; and when 
she awoke the room was full as with a black mist and she was deep hidden 
under it, and lo! her hair was trailing out of the windows and blowing about 
the tree boles in the morning. Then with difficulty she found her little shears 
and cut the threads of that growth nigh to her head, and after that her hair 
grew only as it was wont before. (19-20) 
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13.  How Dogs and Cats Became Enemies 

Now is it to be told to thee, Eriol, that in those days Tevildo had but one 
trouble in the world, and that was the kindred of the Dogs. Many indeed of these 
were neither friends nor foes of the Cats, for they had become subject to Melko and 
were as savage and cruel as any of his animals; indeed from the most cruel and most 
savage he bred the race of wolves, and they were very dear indeed to him. Was it not 
the great grey wolf Karkaras Knife-fang, father of wolves, who guarded the gates of 
Angamandi in those days and long had done so? Many were there however who 
would neither bow to Melko nor live wholly in fear of him, but dwelt either in the 
dwellings of Men and guarded them from much evil that had otherwise befallen 
them or roamed the woods of Hisilómë or passing the mountainous places fared 
even at times into the region of Artanor and the lands beyond and to the south. 

Did ever any of these view Tevildo or any of his thanes or subjects, then there 
was a great baying and a mighty chase, and albeit seldom was any cat slain by 
reason of their skill in climbing and in hiding and because of the protecting might of 
Melko, yet was great enmity between them, and some of those hounds were held in 
dread among the cats. None however did Tevildo fear, for he was as strong as any 
among them, and more agile and more swift save only than Huan Captain of Dogs. 
So swift was Huan that on a time he had tasted the fur of Tevildo, and though 
Tevildo had paid him for that with a gash from his great claws, yet was the pride of 
the Prince of Cats unappeased and he lusted to do a great harm to Huan of the Dogs. 
(21) 
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14.  Mythic Cat Behavior  

The design of Tevildo and his two companions was to enter that dale 
silently from different quarters and so come all suddenly upon Huan 
unawares and slay him, or if he were too stricken to make fight to make 
sport of him and torment him. This did they now, but even as they leapt 
out upon him Huan sprang up into the air with a mighty baying, and his 
jaws closed in the back close to the neck of that cat Oikeroi, and Oikeroi 
died; but the other thane fled howling up a great tree, and so was Tevildo 
left alone face to face with Huan, and such an encounter was not much to 
his mind, yet was Huan upon him too swiftly for flight, and they fought 
fiercely in that glade, and the noise that Tevildo made was very hideous; 
but at length Huan had him by the throat, and that cat might well have 
perished had not his claws as he struck out blindly pierced Huan’s eye. 
Then did Huan give tongue, and Tevildo screeching fearsomely got 
himself loose with a great wrench and leapt up a tall and smooth tree that 
stood by, even as his companion had done. Despite his grievous hurt 
Huan now leaps beneath that tree baying mightily, and Tevildo curses 
him and casts evil words upon him from above. (27-28) 
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15.  The Doom of Cats 

Gimli came leaning upon a stick and Beren aided him, but Beren was clad in 
rags and haggard, and he had in his hand a great knife he had caught up in the 
kitchen, fearing some new ill when the house shook and all the voices of the cats 
were heard; but when he beheld Tinúviel standing amid the host of cats that shrank 
from her and saw the great collar of Tevildo, then was he amazed utterly, and knew 
not what to think. But Tinúviel was very glad, and spoke saying: “O Beren from 
beyond the Bitter Hills, wilt thou now dance with me—but let it not be here.” And 
she led Beren far away, and all those cats set up a howling and wailing, so that Huan 
and Tevildo heard it in the woods, but none followed or molested them, for they 
were afraid, and the magic of Melko was fallen from them.  

This indeed they rued afterward when Tevildo returned home followed by his 
trembling comrade, for Tevildo’s wrath was terrible, and he lashed his tail and dealt 
blows at all who stood nigh. Now Huan of the Dogs, though it might seem a folly, 
when Beren and Tinúviel came to that glade had suffered that evil Prince to return 
without further war, but the great collar of gold he had set about his own neck, and 
at this was Tevildo more angry than all else, for a great magic of strength and power 
lay therein. Little to Huan’s liking was it that Tevildo lived still, but now no longer 
did he fear the cats, and that tribe has fled before the dogs ever since, and the dogs 
hold them still in scorn since the humbling of Tevildo in the woods nigh Angamandi; 
and Huan has not done any greater deed. Indeed afterward Melko heard all and he 
cursed Tevildo and his folk and banished them, nor have they since that day had 
lord or master or any friend, and their voices wail and screech for their hearts are 
very lonely and bitter and full of loss, yet there is only darkness therein and no 
kindliness. (29-30) 

 


