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Doom and Tears 

1.  Turambar’s Fateful Choice 

Then was Turambar aflame with sorrow and with shame for 
the lies of that worm were barbed with truth, and for the spell of 
his eyes he believed all that was said. Therefore his old desire to 
see once more Mavwin his mother and to look upon Nienóri 
whom he had never seen since his first days grew hot within him, 
and with a heart torn with sorrow for the fate of Failivrin he 
turned his feet towards the hills seeking Dor Lómin, and his 
sword was sheathed. And truly is it said: “Forsake not for 
anything thy friends—nor believe those who counsel thee to do 
so”—for of his abandoning of Failivrin in danger that he himself 
could see came the very direst evil upon him and all he loved; 
and indeed his heart was confounded and wavered, and he left 
those places in uttermost shame and weariness. (87) 
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2.  Túrin’s Identity 

Then Turambar was in perplexity at this and he doubted the 
deceit of the dragon’s words, yet he went now in hope to the 
dwelling of men and the house of his mother, and coming upon 
homesteads of men he was easily directed thither. Now men 
looked strangely at his questioning, and indeed they had reason, 
yet were such as he spoke to in great awe and wonder at him and 
shrank back from speech with him, for his garb was of the wild 
woods and his hair was long and his face haggard and drawn as 
with unquenchable sorrows, and therein burnt fiercely his dark 
eyes beneath dark brows. A collar of fine gold he wore and his 
mighty sword was at his side, and men marvelled much at him; 
and did any dare to question him he named himself Turambar 
son of the weary forest, and that seemed but the more strange to 
them. (88-89) 
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3.  Airin’s Doom 
 
But she hearing the tale said: “Nay, grieve not for me, son of Úrin, but for 

thyself; for my lord was a hard lord and cruel and unjust, and men might say 
somewhat in thy defence, yet behold thou hast slain him now at his board 
being his guest, and Orlin thou hast slain who is of thy mother’s kin; and what 
shall be thy doom?” At those words some were silent and many shouted 
“death”, but Airin said that it was not wholly in accord with the laws of that 
place, “for,” said she, “Brodda was slain wrongfully, yet just was the wrath of 
the slayer, and Orlin too did he slay in defence, though it were in the hall of a 
feast. Yet now I fear that this man must get him swiftly from among us nor 
ever set foot upon these lands again, else shall any man slay him; but those 
lands and goods that were Úrin’s shall Brodda’s kin hold, save only do 
Mavwin and Nienóri return ever from their wandering, yet even so may Túrin 
son of Úrin inherit nor part nor parcel of them ever.” Now this doom seemed 
just to all save Turambar, and they marvelled at the equity of Airin whose lord 
lay slain, and they guessed not at the horror of her life aforetime with that 
man; but Turambar cast his sword upon the floor and bade them slay him, yet 
they would not for the words of Airin whom they loved, and Airin suffered it 
not for the love of Mavwin, hoping yet to join those twain mother and son in 
happiness, and her doom she had made to satisfy men’s anger and save Túrin 
from death. (90-91) 
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4.  Seeing Through New Eyes 

Now on a time in an opening in the wood she descried a campment 
as it were of Men, and creeping nigh by reason of hunger to espy it she 
saw that they were creatures of a squat and unlovely stature that dwelt 
there, and most evil faces had they, and their voices and their laughter 
was as the clash of stone and metal. Armed they were with curved swords 
and bows of horn, and she was possessed with fear as she looked upon 
them, although she knew not that they were Orcs, for never had she seen 
those evil ones before. Now did she turn and flee, but was espied, and one 
let fly a shaft at her that quivered suddenly in a tree beside her as she ran, 
and others seeing that it was a woman young and fair gave chase 
whooping and calling hideously. Now Nienóri ran as best she might for 
the density of the wood, but soon was she spent and capture and dread 
thraldom was very near, when one came clashing through the woods as 
though in answer to her lamentable cries. 

Wild and black was his hair yet streaked with grey, and his face was 
pale and marked as with deep sorrows of the past, and in his hand he 
bare a great sword whereof all but the very edge was black. (99) 
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5.  Níniel’s Name 

Then sat Nienóri upon a stone and for weariness and the lessened 
strain of fear sobs shook her and she could not speak; but her rescuer 
stood beside her awhile and marvelled at her fairness and that she 
wandered thus lonely in the woods, and at length he said: “O sweet 
maiden of the woods, whence comest thou, and what may be thy name?” 

“Nay, these things I know not,” said she. “Yet methinks I stray very 
far from my home and folk, and many very evil things have fallen upon 
me in that way, whereof nought but a cloud hangs upon my memory—
nay, whence I am or whither I go I know not”—and she wept afresh, but 
that man spake, saying, “Then behold, I will call thee Níniel, or little one 
of tears,” and thereat she raised her face towards his, and it was very 
sweet though marred with weeping, and she said with a look of 
wonderment: “Nay, not Níniel, not Níniel.” Yet more might she not 
remember, and her face filled with distress, so that she cried: “Nay, who 
art thou, warrior of the woods; why troublest thou me?” “Turambar am I 
called,” said he, “and no home nor kindred have I nor any past to think 
on, but I wander for ever,” and again at that name that maiden’s wonder 
stirred. (99-100) 
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6.  Turambar’s Joy 

Now as the days passed Turambar grew to love Níniel very greatly 
indeed, and all the folk beside loved her for her great loveliness and 
sweetness, yet was she ever half-sorrowful and often distraught of mind, 
as one that seeks for something mislaid that soon she must discover, so 
that folk said: “Would that the Valar would lift the spell that lies upon 
Níniel.” Nonetheless for the most part she was happy indeed among the 
folk and in the house of Bethos, and each day she grew ever fairer, and 
Tamar Lamefoot who was held of little account loved her though in vain. 

Now came days when life once more seemed to contain joy to 
Turambar, and the bitterness of the past grew dim and far away, and a 
fresh love was in his heart. Then did he think to put his fate for ever from 
him and live out his life there in the woodland homes with children about 
him, and looking upon Níniel he desired to wed her. Then did he often 
press his suit with her, yet though he was a man of valiance and renown 
she delayed him, saying nor yea nor no, yet herself she knew not why, for 
it seemed to her heart that she loved him deeply, fearing for him were he 
away, and knowing happiness when he was nigh. (101-102) 
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7.  Happily for a Little While After 

Seeing therefore the love of their new chief for Níniel and thinking they 
knew that she loved him also in return, those men began to say how they 
would lief see their lord wed, and that it was folly to delay for no good cause; 
but this word came to the ears of Níniel, and at length she consented to be the 
wife of Turambar, and all were fain thereat. A goodly feast was made and there 
was song and mirth, and Níniel became lady of the woodland-rangers and 
dwelt thereafter in Turambar’s house. There great was their happiness, though 
there lay at times a chill foreboding upon Níniel’s heart, but Turambar was in 
joy and said in his heart: “’Twas well that I did name myself Turambar, for lo! I 
have overcome the doom of evil that was woven about my feet.” The past he 
laid aside and to Níniel he spoke not overmuch of bygone things, save of his 
father and mother and the sister he had not seen, but always was Níniel 
troubled at such talk and he knew not why. But of his flight from the halls of 
Tinwelint and the death of Beleg and of his seeking back to Hisilómë he said 
never a word, and the thought of Failivrin lay locked in his deepest heart well-
nigh forgotten.  

Naught ever might Níniel tell him of her days before, and did he ask her 
distress was written on her face as though he troubled the surface of dark 
dreams, and he grieved at times thereat, but it weighed not much upon him. 
(102) 
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8.  Nienóri’s Death 

There did she stay her feet and standing spake as to herself: 
“O waters of the forest whither do ye go? Wilt thou take Nienóri, 
Nienóri daughter of Úrin, child of woe? O ye white foams, would 
that ye might lave me clean—but deep, deep must be the waters 
that would wash my memory of this nameless curse. O bear me 
hence, far far away, where are the waters of the unremembering 
sea. O waters of the forest whither do ye go?” Then ceasing 
suddenly she cast herself over the fall’s brink, and perished 
where it foams about the rocks below; but at that moment the sun 
arose above the trees and light fell upon the waters, and the 
waters roared unheeding above the death of Nienóri. (109-110) 
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9.  Túrin’s Death 

So did he leave the folk behind and drive heedless through the 
woods calling ever the name of Níniel, till the woods rang most dismally 
with that word, and his going led him by circuitous ways ever to the 
glade of Silver Bowl, and none had dared to follow him. There shone the 
sun of afternoon, and lo, were all the trees grown sere although it was 
high summer still, and noise there was as of dying autumn in the leaves. 
Withered were all the flowers and the grass, and the voice of the falling 
water was sadder than tears for the death of the white maiden Nienóri 
daughter of Úrin that there had been. There stood Turambar spent at last, 
and there he drew his sword, and said: “Hail, Gurtholfin, wand of death, 
for thou art all men’s bane and all men’s lives fain wouldst thou drink, 
knowing no lord or faith save the hand that wields thee if it be strong. 
Thee only have I now—slay me therefore and be swift, for life is a curse, 
and all my days are creeping foul, and all my deeds are vile, and all I love 
is dead.” And Gurtholfin said: “That will I gladly do, for blood is blood, 
and perchance thine is not less sweet than many a one’s that thou hast 
given me ere now”; and Turambar cast himself then upon the point of 
Gurtholfin, and the dark blade took his life. (111-112) 
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10.  The Significance of Suicide 

But Turambar was filled with shame and anger, and 
perchance he had slain himself, so great was his madness, 
although thus might he not hope that ever his spirit would be 
freed from the dark glooms of Mandos or stray into the pleasant 
paths of Valinor; but amidst his misery he bethought him of 
Failivrin’s pallid face and he bowed his head, for the thought 
came into his heart to seek back through all the woods after her 
sad footsteps even be it to Angamandi and the Hills of Iron. 
Maybe in that depserate venture he had found a kindly and swift 
death or perchance an ill one, and maybe he had rescued Failivrin 
and found happiness, yet not thus was he fated to earn the name 
he had taken anew, and the drake reading his mind suffered him 
not thus lightly to escape his tide of ill. (87) 
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11.  The Rest of the Story? 
 
Then Úrin departed, but would not touch the gold, and stricken in 

years he reached Hisilómë and died among Men, but his words living 
after him bred estrangement between Elves and Men. Yet it is said that 
when he was dead his shade fared into the woods seeking Mavwin, and 
long those twain haunted the woods about the fall of Silver Bowl 
bewailing their children. But the Elves of Kôr have told, and they know, 
that at last Úrin and Mavwin fared to Mandos, and Nienóri was not there 
nor Túrin their son. Turambar indeed had followed Nienóri along the 
black pathways to the doors of Fui, but Fui would not open to them, 
neither would Vefántur. Yet now the prayers of Úrin and Mavwin came 
even to Manwë, and the Gods had mercy on their unhappy fate, so that 
those twain Túrin and Nienóri entered into Fôs’Almir, the bath of flame, 
even as Urwendi and her maidens had done in ages past before the first 
rising of the Sun, and so were all their sorrows and stains washed away, 
and they dwelt as shining Valar among the blessed ones, and now the 
love of that brother and sister is very fair; but Turambar indeed shall 
stand beside Fionwë in the Great Wrack, and Melko and his drakes shall 
curse the sword of Mormakil. (115-116) 
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12.  Concerning Dragons 
 
Now those drakes and worms are the evillest creatures that 

Melko has made, and the most uncouth, yet of all are they the 
most powerful, save it be the Balrogs only. A great cunning and 
wisdom have they, so that it has been long said amongst Men that 
whosoever might taste the heart of a dragon would know all the 
tongues of Gods or Men, of birds or beasts, and his ears would 
catch whispers of the Valar or of Melko such as never had he 
heard before. Few have there been that ever achieved a deed of 
such prowess as the slaying of a drake, nor might any even of 
such doughty ones taste their blood and live, for it is as a poison 
of fires that slays all save the most godlike in strength. Howso 
that may be, even as their lord these foul beasts love lies and lust 
after gold and precious things with a great fierceness of desire, 
albeit they may not use nor enjoy them. (85) 
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13.  The Nature of Dragons 
 
Thither as they looked they saw that the land had become all barren 

and was blasted for a great distance about the ancient caverns of the 
Rodothlim, and the trees were crushed to the earth or snapped. Toward 
the hills a black heath stretched and the lands were scored with the great 
slots that that loathly worm made in his creeping.  

Many are the dragons that Melko has loosed upon the world and 
some are more mighty than others. Now the least mighty—yet were they 
very great beside the Men of those days—are cold as is the nature of 
snakes and serpents, and of them a many having wings go with the 
uttermost noise and speed; but the mightier are hot and very heavy and 
slow-going, and some belch flame, and fire flickereth beneath their scales, 
and the lust and greed and cunning evil of these is the greatest of all 
creatures: and such was the Foalókë whose burning there set all the places 
of his habitation in waste and desolation. Already greater far had this 
worm waxen than in the days of the onslaught upon the Rodothlim, and 
greater too was his hoarded treasure, for Men and Elves and even Orcs he 
slew, or enthralled that they served him, bringing him food to slake his 
lust [?on] precious things, and spoils of their harryings to swell his hoard. 
(96-97) 
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14a.    #ElfLordProblems 
 
Now the folk of Tinwelint looked with pity on those twain and with kindness, 

and secretly they watched them, and unbeknown kept much harm from them, so 
that the wandering ladies of the woods became familiar among them and dear to 
many, yet were they a sight of ruth, and folk swore hatred to Melko and his works 
who saw them pass. Thus came it that after many moons Mavwin fell in with a band 
of wandering Gnomes, and entering into discourse with them the tale was told to 
her of the Rodothlim, such as those Gnomes knew of it, and of the dwelling of Túrin 
among them. Of the whelming of that abode of folk by the hosts of Melko and by the 
dragon Glorund they told too, for those deeds were then new and their fame went 
far and wide. Now Túrin they named not by name, calling him Mormakil, a wild 
man who fled from the face of Tinwelint and escaped thereafter from the hands of 
the Orcs.  

Then was the heart of Mavwin filled with hope and she questioned them more, 
but the Noldoli said that they had not heard that any came alive out of that 
ransacking save such as were haled to Angamandi, and then again was Mavwin’s 
hope dashed low. Yet did she nonetheless get her back to the king’s halls, and telling 
her tale besought his aid against the Foalókë. Now it was Mavwin’s thought that 
perchance Túrin dwelt yet in the thraldom of the dragon and it might fall to them in 
some manner to liberate him, or again should the prowess of the king’s men suffice 
then might they slay the worm in vengeance for his evils, and so at his death might 
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14b.    #ElfLordProblems, Continued 
 

he speak words of knowledge concerning the fate of Túrin, were he indeed no longer 
nigh the caverns of the Rodothlim. Of the mighty hoard that that worm guarded 
Mavwin recked little, but she spake much of it to Tinwelint, even as the Noldoli had 
spoken of it to her. Now the folk of Tinwelint were of the woodlands and had scant 
wealth, yet did they love fair and beauteous things, gold and silver and gems, as do 
all the Eldar but the Noldoli most of all; nor was the king of other mind in this, and 
his riches were small, save it be for that glorious Silmaril that many a king had given 
all his treasury contained if he might possess it.  

Therefore did Tinwelint answer: “Now shalt thou have aid, O Mavwin most 
steadfast, and, openly I say it to thee, it is not for hope of freeing Túrin thereby that I 
grant it to thee, for such hope I do not see in this tale, but rather the death of hope. 
Yet it is a truth that I have need and desire of treasury, and it may be that such shall 
come to me by this venture; yet half of the spoil shalt thou have O Mavwin for the 
memory of Úrin and Túrin, or else shalt thou ward it for Nienóri thy daughter.” (95) 

 


