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Lighter and More Happy Things  

1.  “Orc” and “Goblin” 

Now therefore Melko’s goblins held all the gate and a 
great part of the walls on either side, whence numbers of 
the Swallow and those of the Rainbow were thrust to 
doom. (179) 
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2.  Origin of the Orqui 

How it came ever that among Men the Noldoli have been 
confused with the Orcs who are Melko’s goblins, I know not, 
unless it be that certain of the Noldoli were twisted to the evil of 
Melko and mingled among these Orcs, for all that race were bred 
by Melko of the subterranean heats and slime. Their hearts were 
of granite and their bodies deformed; foul their faces which 
smiled not, but their laugh that of the clash of metal, and to 
nothing were they more fain than to aid in the basest of the 
purposes of Melko. The greatest hatred was between them and 
the Noldoli, who named them Glamhoth, or folk of dreadful hate. 
(159-160) 
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3.  Balrogs Described 
 
Yet as meed of treachery did Melko threaten Meglin 

with the torment of the Balrogs. Now these were demons 
with whips of flame and claws of steel by whom he 
tormented those of the Noldoli who durst withstand him 
in anything—and the Eldar have called them Malkarauki. 
(169) 
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4.  Rog’s Charge 

Then said Rog in a great voice: “Who now shall fear the Balrogs for 
all their terror? See before us the accursed ones who for ages have 
tormented the children of the Noldoli, and who now set a fire at our backs 
with their shooting. Come ye of the Hammer of Wrath and we will smite 
them for their evil.” Thereupon he lifted his mace, and its handle was 
long; and he made a way before him by the wrath of his onset even unto 
the fallen gate: but all the people of the Stricken Anvil ran behind like a 
wedge, and sparks came from their eyes for the fury of their rage. A great 
deed was that sally, as the Noldoli sing yet, and many of the Orcs were 
borne backward into the fires below; but the men of Rog leapt even upon 
the coils of the serpents and came at those Balrogs and smote them 
grievously, for all they had whips of flame and claws of steel, and were in 
stature very great. They battered them into nought, or catching at their 
whips wielded these against them, that they tore them even as they had 
aforetime torn the Gnomes; and the number of Balrogs that perished was 
a marvel and dread to the hosts of Melko, for ere that day never had any 
of the Balrogs been slain by the hand of Elves or Men. (178-179) 
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5.  Ecthelion’s Sacrifice 

Tuor stood then in the way of that beast, but was sundered from 
Egalmoth, and they pressed him backward even to the centre of the 
square nigh the fountain. There he became weary from the strangling heat 
and was beaten down by a great demon, even Gothmog lord of Balrogs, 
son of Melko. But lo! Ecthelion, whose face was of the pallor of grey steel 
and whose shield-arm hung limp at his side, strode above him as he fell; 
and that Gnome drave at the demon, yet did not give him his death, 
getting rather a wound to his sword-arm that his weapon left his grasp. 
Then leapt Ecthelion lord of the Fountain, fairest of the Noldoli, full at 
Gothmog even as he raised his whip, and his helm that had a spike upon 
it he drave into that evil breast, and he twined his legs about his foeman’s 
thighs; and the Balrog yelled and fell forward; but those two dropped into 
the basin of the king’s fountain which was very deep. There found that 
creature his bane; and Ecthelion sank steel-laden into the depths, and so 
perished the lord of the Fountain after fiery battle in cool waters. (183-184) 
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6.  Glorfindel and the Balrog 

Already the half had passed the perilous way and the falls of Thorn Sir, 
when that Balrog that was with the rearward foe leapt with great might on 
certain lofty rocks that stood into the path on the left side upon the lip of the 
chasm, and thence with a leap of fury he was past Glorfindel’s men and among 
the women and the sick in front, lashing with his whip of flame. Then 
Glorfindel leapt forward upon him and his golden armour gleamed strangely 
in the moon, and he hewed at that demon that it leapt again upon a great 
boulder and Glorfindel after. Now there was a deadly combat upon that high 
rock above the folk; and these, pressed behind and hindered ahead, were 
grown so close that well nigh all could see, yet was it over ere Glorfindel’s men 
could leap to his side. The ardour of Glorfindel drave that Balrog from point to 
point, and his mail fended him from its whip and claw. Now had he beaten a 
heavy swinge upon its iron helm, now hewn off the creature’s whip-arm at the 
elbow. Then sprang the Balrog in the torment of his pain and fear full at 
Glorfindel, who stabbed like a dart of a snake; but he found only a shoulder, 
and was grappled, and they swayed to a fall upon the crag-top. Then 
Glorfindel’s left hand sought a dirk, and this he thrust up that it pierced the 
Balrog’s belly nigh his own face (for that demon was double his stature); and it 
shrieked, and fell backwards from the rock, and falling clutched Glorfindel’s 
yellow locks beneath his cap, and those twain fell into the abyss. (194) 
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7.  Daedalus He Ain’t 

Then arose Thorndor, King of Eagles, and he loved not 
Melko, for Melko had caught many of his kindred and chained 
them against sharp rocks to squeeze from them the magic words 
whereby he might learn to fly (for he dreamed of contending even 
against Manwë in the air); and when they would not tell he cut 
off their wings and sought to fashion therefrom a mighty pair for 
his use, but it availed not. (193) 
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8.  Meglin’s War Engines 

But the rede that Meglin gave to Melko was that not all the 
host of the Orcs nor the Balrogs in their fierceness might by 
assault or siege hope ever to overthrow the walls and gates of 
Gondolin even if they availed to win unto the plain without. 
Therefore he counselled Melko to devise out of his sorceries a 
succour for his warriors in their endeavour. From the greatness of 
his wealth of metals and his powers of fire he bid him make 
beasts like snakes and dragons of irresistible might that should 
overcreep the Encircling Hills and lap that plain and its fair city in 
flame and death. (169) 
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9.  Monsters of Metal 

Then on a time Melko assembled all his most cunning smiths and 
sorcerers, and of iron and flame they wrought a host of monsters such as 
have only at that time been seen and shall not again be till the Great End. 
Some were all of iron so cunningly linked that they might flow like slow 
rivers of metal or coil themselves around and above all obstacles before 
them, and these were filled in their innermost depths with the grimmest 
of the Orcs with scimitars and spears; others of bronze and copper were 
given hearts and spirits of blazing fire, and they blasted all that stood 
before them with the terror of their snorting or trampled whatso escaped 
the ardour of their breath; yet others were creatures of pure flame that 
writhed like ropes of molten metal, and they brought to ruin whatever 
fabric they came nigh, and iron and stone melted before them and became 
as water, and upon them rode the Balrogs in hundreds; and these were the 
most dire of all those monsters which Melko devised against Gondolin. 
(170) 
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10.  Monsters or Machines? 

In The Silmarillion the dragons that came against Gondolin 
were ‘of the brood of Glaurung’, which ‘were become now many 
and terrible’; whereas in the tale the language employed (p. 170) 
suggests that some at least of the ‘Monsters’ were inanimate 
‘devices’, the construction of smiths in the forges of Angband. But 
even the ‘things of iron’ that ‘opened about their middles’ to 
disgorge bands of Orcs are called ‘ruthless beasts’, and Gothmog 
‘bade’ them ‘pile themselves’ (p. 177); those made of bronze or 
copper ‘were given hearts and spirits of blazing fire’; while the 
‘fire-drake’ that Tuor hewed screamed and lashed with its tail (p. 
182). (213) 
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11.  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 
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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12.  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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13.  Meglin the Mole 
 
Now the sign of Meglin was a sable Mole, and he was great among 

quarrymen and a chief of the delvers after ore; and many of these 
belonged to his house. Less fair was he than most of this goodly folk, 
swart and of none too kindly mood, so that he won small love, and 
whispers there were that he had Orc’s blood in his veins, but I know not 
how this could be true. Now he had bid often with the king for the hand 
of Idril, yet Turgon finding her very loth had as often said nay, for him 
seemed Meglin’s suit was caused as much by the desire of standing in 
high power beside the royal throne as by love of that most fair maid. Fair 
indeed was she and brave thereto; and the people called her Idril of the 
Silver Feet in that she went ever barefoot and bareheaded, king’s 
daughter as she was, save only at pomps of the Ainur; and Meglin 
gnawed his anger seeing Tuor thrust him out. (165) 
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14.  Melko Discovers Gondolin 
 
From this hunt they brought a wealth of tidings to Melko—indeed 

among many hidden things that they dragged to light they discovered 
that Way of Escape whereby Tuor and Voronwë entered aforetime. Nor 
had they done so save by constraining some of the less stout of the 
Noldoli with dire threats of torment to join in that great ransacking; for 
because of the magic about that gate no folk of Melko unaided by the 
Gnomes could come to it. Yet now they had pried of late far into its 
tunnels and captured within many of the Noldoli creeping there to flee 
from thraldom. They had scaled too the Encircling Hills at certain places 
and gazed upon the beauty of the city of Gondolin and the strength of 
Amon Gwareth from afar; but into the plain they could not win for the 
vigilance of its guardians and the difficulty of those mountains. (166) 
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15.  Idril’s Premonition 
 
Know then that Idril had a great power of piercing with her thought 

the darkness of the hearts of Elves and Men, and the glooms of the future 
thereto—further even than is the common power of the kindreds of the 
Eldalië; therefore she spake thus on a day to Tuor: “Know, my husband, 
that my heart misgives me for doubt of Meglin, and I fear that he will 
bring an ill on this fair realm, though by no means may I see how or when
—yet I dread lest all that he knows of our doings and preparations 
become in some manner known to the Foe, so that he devise a new means 
of whelming us, against which we have thought of no defence. Lo! I 
dreamed on a night that Meglin builded a furnace, and coming at us 
unawares flung therein Eärendel our babe, and would after thrust in thee 
and me; but that for sorrow at the death of our fair child I would not 
resist.” 

And Tuor answered: “There is reason for thy fear, for neither is my 
heart good towards Meglin; yet is he the nephew of the king and thine 
own cousin, nor is there charge against him, and I see nought to do but to 
abide and watch.” (167) 
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16.  Meglin’s End 
 
Now then Meglin had Idril by the hair and sought to drag her to the 

battlements out of cruelty of heart, that she might see the fall of Eärendel 
to the flames; but he was cumbered by that child, and she fought, alone as 
she was, like a tigress for all her beauty and slenderness. There he now 
struggles and delays amid oaths while that folk of the Wing draw nigh—
and lo! Tuor gives a shout so great that the Orcs hear it afar and waver at 
the sound of it. Like a crash of tempest the guard of the Wing were amid 
the men of the Mole, and these were stricken asunder. When Meglin saw 
this he would stab Eärendel with a short knife he had; but that child bit 
his left hand, that his teeth sank in, and he staggered, and stabbed weakly, 
and the mail of the small coat turned the blade aside; and thereupon Tuor 
was upon him and his wrath was terrible to see. He seized Meglin by that 
hand that held the knife and broke the arm with the wrench, and then 
taking him by the middle leapt with him upon the walls, and flung him 
far out. Great was the fall of his body, and it smote Amon Gwareth three 
times ere it pitched in the midmost of the flames; and the name of Meglin 
has gone out in shame from among Eldar and Noldoli. (177-178) 
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17.  Turgon’s Weakness 
 
Then the lord of the house of the Mole played upon the one 

weakness of Turgon, saying: “Lo! O King, the city of Gondolin contains a 
wealth of jewels and metals and stuffs and of things wrought by the 
hands of the Gnomes to surpassing beauty, and all these thy lords—more 
brave meseems than wise—would abandon to the Foe. Even should 
victory be thine upon the plain thy city will be sacked and the Balrogs get 
hence with a measureless booty”; and Turgon groaned, for Meglin had 
known his great love for the wealth and loveliness of that burg upon 
Amon Gwareth. Again said Meglin, putting fire in his voice: “Lo! Hast 
thou for nought laboured through years uncounted at the building of 
walls of impregnable thickness and in the making of gates whose valour 
may not be overthrown; is the power of the hill of Amon Gwareth become 
as lowly as the deep vale, or the hoard of weapons that lie upon it and its 
unnumbered arrows of so little worth that in the hour of peril thou 
wouldst cast all aside and go naked into the open against enemies of steel 
and fire, whose trampling shakes the earth and the Encircling Mountains 
ring with the clamour of their footsteps?” (175) 
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18.  Turgon’s Doom 
 
Then said the king: “Great is the fall of Gondolin,” and men shuddered, 

for such were the words of Amnon the prophet of old; but Tuor speaking 
wildly for ruth and love of the king cried: “Gondolin stands yet, and Ulmo will 
not suffer it to perish!” Now were they at that time standing, Tuor by the Trees 
and the king upon the Stairs, as they had stood aforetime when Tuor spake the 
embassy of Ulmo. But Turgon said: “Evil have I brought upon the Flower of 
the Plain in despite of Ulmo, and now he leaveth it to wither in the fire. Lo! 
hope is no more in my heart for my city of loveliness, but the children of the 
Noldoli shall not be worsted for ever.” 

Then did the Gondothlim clash their weapons, for many stood nigh, but 
Turgon said: “Fight not against doom, O my children! Seek ye who may safety 
in flight, if perhaps there be time yet: but let Tuor have your lealty.” But Tuor 
said: “Thou art king”; and Turgon made answer: “Yet no blow will I strike 
more,” and he cast his crown at the roots of Glingol. Then did Galdor who 
stood there pick it up, but Turgon accepted it not, and bare of head climbed to 
the topmost pinnacle of that white tower that stood nigh his palace. There he 
shouted in a voice like a horn blown among the mountains, and all that were 
gathered beneath the Trees and the foemen in the mists of the square heard 
him: “Great is the victory of the Noldoli!” And ‘tis said that it was then middle 
night, and that the Orcs yelled in derision. (184-185) 
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19.  A Valiant Fault 
 
Then said Tuor: “Lo! Idril, it is I, and I live; yet now will I get thy 

father hence, be it from the Hells of Melko!” With that he would make 
down the hill alone, maddened by the grief of his wife; but she coming to 
her wits in a storm of weeping clasped his knees saying: “My lord! My 
lord!” and delayed him. Yet even as they spake a great noise and a yelling 
rose from that place of anguish. Behold, the tower leapt into a flame and 
in a stab of fire it fell, for the dragons crushed the base of it and all who 
stood there. Great was the clangour of that terrible fall, and therein passed 
Turgon King of the Gondothlim, and for that hour the victory was to 
Melko. 

Then said Idril heavily: “Sad is the blindness of the wise”; but Tuor 
said: “Sad too is the stubbornness of those we love—yet ‘twas a valiant 
fault,” then stooping he lifted and kissed her, for she was more to him 
than all the Gondothlim; but she wept bitterly for her father. Then turned 
Tuor to the captains, saying: “Lo, we must get hence with all speed, lest 
we be surrounded”; and forthwith they moved onward as swiftly as they 
might and got them far from thence ere the Orcs tired of sacking the 
palace and rejoicing at the fall of the tower of Turgon. (187) 
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20.  Legolas to the Rescue! 
 
But the others, led one by one Legolas Greenleaf of the house 

of the Tree, who knew all that plain by day or by dark, and was 
night-sighted, made much speed over the vale for all their 
weariness, and halted only after a great march. Then was all the 
Earth spread with the grey light of that sad dawn which looked 
no more on the beauty of Gondolin; but the plain was full of mists
—and that was a marvel, for no mist or fog came there ever 
before, and this perchance had to do with the doom of the 
fountain of the king. Again they rose, and covered by the vapours 
fared long past dawn in safety, till they were already too far away 
for any to descry them in those misty airs from the hill or from 
the ruined walls. (189) 

 


