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Curses! Foiled Again! 

1.  Elf-lords of Old 

If the elf-king had a weakness it was for treasure, especially 
for silver and white gems; and though his hoard was rich, he was 
ever eager for more, since he had not yet as great a treasure as 
other elf-lords of old. His people neither mined nor worked 
metals or jewels, nor did they bother much with trade or with 
tilling the earth. All this was well known to every dwarf, though 
Thorin’s family had had nothing to do with the old quarrel I have 
spoken of. (Hobbit 155) 

 



Curses! Foiled Again! 

2a.    #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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2b.    #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) 
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3.  The Old Quarrel 
 
In ancient days they had had wars with some of the dwarves, 

whom they accused of stealing their treasure. It is only fair to say 
that the dwarves gave a different account, and said that they only 
took what was their due, for the elf-king had bargained with 
them to shape his raw gold and silver, and had afterwards 
refused to give them their pay. (Hobbit 155) 

 



Curses! Foiled Again! 

4.  Thranduil’s Halls 
 
‘And I would give gold to be excused,’ said Legolas; ‘and 

double to be let out, if I strayed in!’ 
‘You have not seen, so I forgive your jest,’ said Gimli. ‘But 

you speak like a fool. Do you think those halls are fair, where 
your King dwells under the hill in Mirkwood, and Dwarves 
helped in their making long ago? They are but hovels compared 
with the caverns I have seen here: immeasurable halls, filled with 
an everlasting music of water that tinkles into pools, as fair as 
Kheled-zâram in the starlight.’ (Two Towers III.534) 
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5.  The Elvenking’s Halls 

In a great cave some miles within the edge of Mirkwood on 
its eastern side there lived at this time their greatest king. Before 
his huge doors of stone a river ran out of the heights of the forest 
and flowed on and out into the marshes at the feet of the high 
wooded lands. This great cave, from which countless smaller ones 
opened out on every side, wound far underground and had many 
passages and wide halls; but it was lighter and more wholesome 
than any goblin-dwelling, and neither so deep nor so dangerous. 
In fact the subjects of the king mostly lived and hunted in the 
open woods, and had houses or huts on the ground and in the 
branches. The beeches were their favourite trees. The king’s cave 
was his palace, and the strong place of his treasure, and the 
fortress of his people against their enemies. (Hobbit 154-155) 
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6.  Quality Craftsmanship 

The stars were coming out behind him in a pale sky barred 
with black when the hobbit crept through the enchanted door and 
stole into the Mountain. It was far easier going than he expected. 
This was no goblin entrance, or rough wood-elves’ cave. It was a 
passage made by dwarves, at the height of their wealth and skill: 
straight as a ruler, smooth-floored and smooth-sided, going with 
a gentle never-varying slope direct—to some distant end in the 
blackness below. (Hobbit 196) 
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7.  Mîm’s Curse 

On a time therefore Úrin led them to the caves of the Rodothlim, and behold 
the Orcs had fled therefrom at the death of Glorund, and one only dwelt there still, 
an old misshapen dwarf who sat ever on the pile of gold singing black songs of 
enchantment to himself. But none had come nigh till then to despoil him, for the 
terror of the drake lived longer than he, and none had ventured thither again for 
dread of the very spirit of Glorund the worm. Now therefore when those Elves 
approached the dwarf stood before the doors of the cave that was once the abode of 
Galweg, and he cried: “What will ye with me, O outlaws of the hills?” But Úrin 
answered: “We come to take what is not thine.” Then said that dwarf, and his name 
was Mîm: “O Úrin, little did I think to see thee, a lord of Men, with such a rabble. 
Hearken now to the words of Mîm the fatherless, and depart, touching not this gold 
no more than were it venomous fires. For has not Glorund lain long years upon it, 
and the evil of the drakes of Melko is on it, and no good can it bring to Man or Elf, 
but I, only I, can ward it, Mîm the dwarf, and by many a dark spell have I bound it 
to myself.” Then Úrin wavered, but his men were wroth at that, so that he bid them 
seize it all, and Mîm stood by and watched, and he broke forth into terrible and evil 
curses. Thereat did Úrin smite him, saying: “We came but to take what was not thine
—now for thy evil words we will take what is thine as well, even thy life.”  

But Mîm dying said unto Úrin: “Now Elves and Men shall rue this deed, and 
because of the death of Mîm the dwarf shall death follow this gold so long as it 
remain on Earth, and a like fate shall every part and portion share with the 
whole.” (114) 
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8.  A Strange Race 

The Nauglath are a strange race and none know surely whence they 
be; and they serve not Melko nor Manwë and reck not for Elf or Man, and 
some say that they have not heard of Ilúvatar, or hearing disbelieve. 
Howbeit in crafts and sciences and in the knowledge of the virtues of all 
things that are in the earth or under the water none excel them; yet they 
dwell beneath the ground in caves and tunnelled towns, and aforetime 
Nogrod was the mightiest of these. Old are they, and never comes a child 
among them, nor do they laugh. They are squat in stature, and yet are 
strong, and their beards reach even to their toes, but the beards of the 
Indrafangs are the longest of all, and are forked, and they bind them 
about their middles when they walk abroad. All these creatures have Men 
called ‘Dwarves’, and say that their crafts and cunning surpass that of the 
Gnomes in marvellous contrivance, but of a truth there is little beauty in 
their works of themselves, for in those things of loveliness that they have 
wrought in ages past such renegade Gnomes as was Ufedhin have ever 
had a hand. (223-224) 
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9.  The Curse in Action 

Now were the Elves of the wood in turn displeased, who long had 
stood nigh gazing on the gold; but the wild folk did as they were bid, and 
yet more, for some went into the hoard twice and thrice, and angry cries 
were raised in that hall. Then would the woodland Elves hinder them of 
their thieving, and a great dissension arose, so that though the king would 
stay them none heeded him. Then did those outlaws being fierce and 
fearless folk draw swords and deal blows about them, so that soon there 
was a great fight even upon the steps of the high-seat of the king. 
Doughty were those outlaws and great wielders of sword and axe from 
their warfare with Orcs, so that many were slain ere the king, seeing that 
peace and pardon might no longer be, summoned a host of his warriors, 
and those outlaws being wildered with the stronger magics of the king 
and confused in the dark ways of the halls of Tinwelint were all slain 
fighting bitterly; but the king’s hall ran with gore, and the gold that lay 
before his throne, scattered and spurned by trampling feet, was drenched 
with blood. Thus did the curse of Mîm the Dwarf begin its course; and yet 
another sorrow sown by the Noldoli of old in Valinor was come to fruit. 
(222-223) 
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10.  The Curse of Mîm Bites Tinwelint 

But Ufedhin said nought, shunning the bright eyes of Gwendelin, 
wherefore said she anew: “Get thee now gone with thy foul Orcs, lest 
Tinwelint coming repay thee bitterly.” Then at last did Ufedhin answer, 
and he laughed, but ill at ease, and he looked not at the queen, but he said 
listening to a sound without: “Nay, but already is he come.” And behold, 
Naugladur entered now and a host of the Dwarves were about him, but 
he bore the head of Tinwelint crowned and helmed in gold; but the 
necklace of all wonder was clasped about the throat of Naugladur. Then 
did Gwendelin see in her heart all that had befallen, and how the curse of 
the gold had fallen on the realm of Artanor, and never has she danced or 
sung since that dark hour; but Naugladur bid gather all things of gold or 
silver or of precious stones and bear them to Nogrod—“and whatso 
remains of goods or folk may the Orcs keep, or slay, as they desire. Yet the 
Lady Gwendelin Queen of Artanor shall fare with me.” Then said 
Gwendelin: “Thief and murderer, child of Melko, yet art thou a fool, for 
thou canst not see what hangs over thine own head.” By reason of the 
anguish of her heart was her sight grown very clear, and she read by her 
fay-wisdom the curse of Mîm and much of what would yet betide. 
(232-233) 
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11.  The Curse at Rest 
 
But the waters of Aros flowed on for ever above the drowned 

hoard of Glorund, and so do still, for in after days Dwarves came 
from Nogrod and sought for it, and for the body of Naugladur; 
but a flood arose from the mountains and therein the seekers 
perished; and so great now is the gloom and dread of that Stony 
Ford that none seek the treasure that it guards nor dare ever to 
cross the magic stream at that enchanted place. (238) 
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12.  Thorin’s Curse 
 
After that they slept, for their night had been disturbed; and 

they did nothing more till the afternoon. Then they brought up 
their ponies, and carried away the pots of gold, and buried them 
very secretly not far from the track by the river, putting a great 
many spells over them, just in case they ever had the chance to 
come back and recover them. (Hobbit 41-42) 
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13.  Gwendelin’s Flight 
 
Then did Naugladur in his triumph laugh till his beard 

shook, and bid seize her: but none might do so, for as they came 
towards her they groped as if in sudden dark, or stumbled and 
fell tripping each the other, and Gwendelin went forth from the 
places of her abode, and her bitter weeping filled the forest. Now 
did a great darkness fall upon her mind and her counsel and lore 
forsook her, that she wandered she knew not whither for a great 
while; and this was by reason of her love for Tinwelint the king, 
for whom she had chosen never to fare back to Valinor and the 
beauty of the Gods, dwelling always in the wild forests of the 
North; and now did there seem to her neither beauty nor joy be it 
in Valinor or in the Lands Without. Many of the scattered Elves in 
her wayward journeyings she met, and they took pity on her, but 
she heeded them not. Tales had they told her, but she hearkened 
not over much since Tinwelint was dead. (233) 
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14.  Blessing or Curse? 
 
Then wrathfully she asked of Beren what it might portend, and 

wherefore he suffered the accursed thing to touch Tinúviel; and told Beren 
all that tale such as Huan had told him, in deed or guess, and of the 
pursuit and fighting at the ford he told also, saying at the end: “Nor 
indeed do I see who, now that Lord Tinwelint is fared to Valinor, should 
so fittingly wear that jewel of the Gods as Tinúviel.” But Gwendelin told 
of the dragon’s ban upon the gold and the [? staining] of blood in the 
king’s halls, “and yet another and more potent curse, whose arising I 
know not, is woven therewith,” said she, “nor methinks was the labour of 
the Dwarves free from spells of the most enduring malice.” But Beren 
laughed, saying that the glory of the Silmaril and its holiness might 
overcome all such evils, even as it burnt the [? foul] flesh of Karkaras. 
“Nor,” said he, “have I seen ever my Tinúviel so fair as now she is, 
clasped in the loveliness of this thing of gold,” but Gwendelin said: “Yet 
the Silmaril abode in the Crown of Melko, and that is the work of baleful 
smiths indeed.” (239) 
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15.  The Doom of Beren and Tinúviel 
 
Thereafter did Gwendelin abide a while in the woods among them and 

was healed; and in the end she fared wistfully back to the land of Lórien and 
came never again into the tales of the dwellers of Earth; but upon Beren and 
Tinúviel fell swiftly that doom of mortality that Mandos had spoken when he 
sped them from his halls—and in this perhaps did the curse of Mîm have [? 
potency] in that it came more soon upon them; nor this time did those twain 
fare the road together, but when yet was the child of those twain, Dior the Fair, 
a little one, did Tinúviel slowly fade, even as the Elves of later days have done 
throughout the world, and she vanished in the woods, and none have seen her 
dancing ever there again. But Beren searched all the lands of Hithlum and of 
Artanor ranging after her; and never has any of the Elves had more loneliness 
than his, or ever he too faded from life, and Dior his son was left ruler of the 
brown Elves and the green, and Lord of the Nauglafring. Mayhap what all 
Elves say is true, that those twain hunt now in the forest of Oromë in Valinor, 
and Tinúviel dances on the green swards of Nessa and of Vána daughters of 
the Gods for ever more; yet great was the grief of the Elves when the 
Guilwarthon went from among them, and being leaderless and lessened of 
magic their numbers minished; and many fared away to Gondolin, the rumour 
of whose growing power and glory ran in secret whispers among all the Elves. 
(240) 

 


