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If You Believe the Old Tales 

1.  We Cannot Get Out 

A great battle between Men at the Heath of the Sky-roof (now 
the Withered Heath), about a league from Tavrobel. The Elves and 
the Children flee over the Gruir and the Afros. 

‘Even now do they approach and our great tale comes to its 
ending.’ 

The book found in the ruins of the house of a hundred 
chimneys. (Fragment 5, 284) 
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2.  Eriol’s Last Words 

Hark O my brothers, they shall say, the little trumpets blow; 
we hear a sound of instruments unimagined small. Like strands 
of wind, like mystic half-transparencies, Gilfanon Lord of 
Tavrobel rides out tonight amid his folk, and hunts the elfin deer 
beneath the paling sky. A music of forgotten feet, a gleam of 
leaves, a sudden bending of the grass, and wistful voices 
murmuring on the bridge, and they are gone. 

But behold, Tavrobel shall not know its name, and all the 
land be changed, and even these written words of mine belike 
will all be lost; and so I lay down the pen, and so of the fairies 
cease to tell. (Fragment 8, 288-289) 
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3.  His Son the Editor 

The Golden Book of Heorrenda 
 being the book of the 
  Tales of Tavrobel  

 
  Heorrenda of Hægwudu 

This book have I written using those writings that my father Wǽfre (whom the 
Gnomes named after the regions of his home Angol) did make in his sojourn in 
the holy isle in the days of the Elves; and much else have I added to those 
things which his eyes saw not afterward; yet are such things not yet to tell. For 
know  
 
Here then the Golden Book was compiled from Eriol’s writings by his son 
Heorrenda—in contrast to (5), where it was compiled by someone 
unnamed, and in contrast also to the Epilogue (8), where Eriol himself 
concluded and ‘sealed the book’. 

As I have said earlier (I.14) Angol refers to the ancient homeland of 
the ‘English’ before their migration across the North Sea (for the 
etymology of Angol/Eriol ‘ironcliffs’ see I.14, 288.) (Fragment 11, 290-291) 
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4.  A Mythology for England 

Thus it is that through Eriol and his sons the Engle (i.e. the 
English) have the true tradition of the fairies, of whom the Íras 
and the Wéalas (the Irish and the Welsh) tell garbled things. (290) 
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5.  The Narrative Shift 

‘Ælfwine’, then, is associated with a new conception, subsequent to 
the writing of the Lost Tales. The mariner is Ælfwine, not Eriol, in the 
second ‘Scheme’ for the Tales, which I have called ’an unrealised project 
for the revision of the whole work’ (see I.265). The essential difference 
may be made clear now, before citing the difficult evidence: Tol Eressëa is 
now in no way identified with England, and the story of the drawing back of 
the Lonely Island across the sea has been abandoned. England is indeed 
still at the heart of this later conception, and is named Luthany. The 
mariner, Ælfwine, is an Englishman sailing westward from the coast of 
Britain; and his role is diminished. For whereas in the writings studied 
thus far he comes to Tol Eressëa before the dénouement and disaster of the 
Faring Forth, and either he himself or his descendants witness the 
devastation of Tol Eressëa by the invasion of Men and their evil allies (in 
one line of development he was even to be responsible for it), in the later 
narrative outlines he does not arrive until all the grievous history is done. 
His part is only to learn and to record. (301) 
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6.  The New Projection 

Ælfwine of England dwelt in the South-west; he was of the kin of 
Ing, king of Luthany. His father and mother were slain by the sea-pirates 
and he was made captive.  

He had always loved the fairies: his father had told him many things 
(of the tradition of Ing). He escapes. He beats about the northern and 
western waters. He meets the Ancient Mariner—and seeks for Tol Eressëa 
(seo unwemmede íeg), whither most of the unfaded Elves have retired from 
the noise, war, and clamour of Men. 

The Elves greet him, and the more so when they learn of him who he 
is. They call him Lúthien the man of Luthany. He finds his own tongue, the 
ancient English tongue, is spoken in the isle. (Textual passage 15, 301) 
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7.  More Details 

Ælfwine of Englaland, [added later: driven by the Normans,] arrives 
in Tol Eressëa, whither most of the fading Elves have withdrawn from the 
world, and there fade now no more. 

Description of the harbour of the southern shore. The fairies greet 
him well hearing he is from Englaland. He is surprised to hear them 
speak the speech of Ælfred of Wessex, though to one another they spoke a 
sweet and unknown tongue. 

The Elves name him Lúthien for he is come from Luthany, as they 
call it (‘friend’ and ‘friendship’). Eldaros or Ælfhâm. He is sped to Rôs 
their capital. There he finds the Cottage of Lost Play, and Lindo and Vairë. 

He tells who he is and whence, and why he has long sought for the 
isle (by reasons of traditions in the kin of Ing), and he begs the Elves to 
come back to Englaland. 

Here begins (as an explanation of why they cannot) the series of 
stories called the Book of Lost Tales. (Textual passage 16, 301-302) 
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8.  A Synopsis 

(Eriol story) 
 
March of the Elves of Kôr to the   
Great Lands 
 
War with Men in the Great Lands 
 
Retreat of the Elves to Tol Eressëa (loss      
of Elwing) 
 
 
 
 
Eriol sails from the East (North Sea     
region) to Tol Eressëa 
 
The Faring Forth, drawing of Tol 
Eressëa to the Great Lands; ultimately 
Tol Eressëa > England 

 
 
(Ælfwine story) 

 
March of the Elves of Kôr to the Great 
Lands (called ‘the Faring Forth’) 

 
War with Men in the Great Lands 
 
Retreat of the Elves to Luthany ( > 

England) ruled by Ingwë 
 

Departure of many Elves to Tol Eressëa 
(loss of Elwing) 
 
Ælfwine sails from England to Tol 
Eressëa    

                   (303) 
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9.  Ælfwine’s Fate 

How Ælfwine drank of limpë but thirsted for his home, and 
went back to Luthany; and thirsted then unquenchably for the 
Elves, and went back to Tavrobel the Old and dwelt in the House 
of the Hundred Chimneys (where grows still the child of the child 
of the Pine of Belawryn) and wrote the Golden Book. (Textual 
passage 29, 310) 
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10.  Still Doing English Mythology 

Here something must be said of the name Ing (Ingwë, Ingwaiar) in these 
passages. As with the introduction of Hengest and Horsa, the association of the 
mythology with ancient English legend is manifest. But it would serve no 
purpose, I believe, to enter into the obscure and speculative scholarship of 
English and Scandinavian origins: the Roman writers’ term Inguaeones for the 
Baltic maritime peoples from whom the English came; the name Ingwine 
(interpretable either as Ing-wine ‘the friends of Ing’ or as containing the same 
Ingw- seen in Iguaeones); or the mysterious personage Ing who appears in the 
Old English Runic Poem: 

Ing wæs ærest   mid East-Denum 
geswen secgum  oþe siþþan east 
ofer wæg gewat;  wæn æfter ran  
—which may be translated: ‘Ing was first seen by men among the East-

Danes, until he departed eastwards over the waves; his car sped after him.’ It 
would serve no purpose, because although the connection of my father’s Ing, 
Ingwë with the shadowy Ing (Ingw-) of northern historical legend is certain and 
indeed obvious he seems to have been intending no more than an association of 
his mythology with known traditions (though the words of the Runic Poem 
were clearly influential). (304-305)  
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11.  Ingwë Mythology 

How Ingwë drank limpë at the hands of the Elves and reigned ages in 
Luthany. 

How Eärendel came to Luthany to find the Elves gone. 
How Ingwë aided him, but was not suffered to go with him. 

Eärendel blessed all his progeny as the mightiest sea-rovers of the world. 
How Ossë made war upon Ingwë because of Eärendel, and Ing 

longing for the Elves set sail, and all were wrecked after being driven far 
east. 

How Ing the immortal came upon the Dani OroDáni Urdainoth East 
Danes. 

How he became the half-divine king of the Ingwaiwar, and taught 
them many things of Elves and Gods, so that some true knowledge of the 
Gods and Elves lingered in that folk alone. (Text passage 23, 306) 
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12.  The Irish Question 

There was a land called England, and it was an island of the 
West, and before it was broken in the warfare of the Gods it was 
westernmost of all the Northern lands, and looked upon the 
Great Sea that Men of old called Garsecg; but that part that was 
broken was called Ireland and many names besides, and its 
dwellers come not into these tales. (312) 
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13.  The Heritage of England 

All that land the Elves named Lúthien and do so yet. In 
Lúthien alone dwelt still the most part of the Fading Companies, 
the Holy Fairies that have not yet sailed away from the world, 
beyond the horizon of Men’s knowledge, to the Lonely Island, or 
even to the Hill of Tûn upon the Bay of Faëry that washes the 
western shores of the kingdom of the Gods. Therefore is Lúthien 
even yet a holy land, and a magic that is not otherwise lingers still 
in many places of that isle. (312-313) 
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14.  Human-Elvish Relations 

Now amidmost of that island is there still a town that is aged among 
Men, but its age among the Elves is greater far; and, for this is a book of 
the Lost Tales of Elfinesse, it shall be named in their tongue Kortirion, 
which the Gnomes call Mindon Gwar. Upon the hill of Gwar dwelt in the 
days of the English a man and his name was Déor, and he came thither 
from afar, from the south of the island and from the forests and from the 
enchanted West, where albeit he was of the English folk he had long time 
wandered. Now the Prince of Gwar was in those days a lover of songs 
and no enemy of the Elves, and they lingered yet most of all the isle in 
those regions about Kortirion (which places they called Alalminórë, the 
Land of Elms), and thither came Déor the singer to seek the Prince of 
Gwar and to seek the companies of the Fading Elves, for he was an Elf-
friend. Though Déor was of English blood, it is told that he wedded to 
wife a maiden from the West, from Lionesse as some have named it since, 
or Evadrien ‘Coast of Iron’ as the Elves still say. Déor found her in the lost 
land beyond Belerion whence the Elves at times set sail. (313) 
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15.  Where Linger Yet the Fading Companies 

At last his longing for the sea bit him so sorely that he contrived to break 
his bonds, and daring great perils and suffering many grievous toils he 
escaped to the lands where the Lords of the Forodwaith had not come, far from 
the places of Déor’s abiding in Mindon Gwar. Ever he wandered southward 
and to the west, for that way his feet unbidden led him. Now Ælfwine had in a 
certain measure the gift of elfin-sight (which was not given to all Men in those 
days of the fading of the Elves and still less is it granted now), and the folk of 
Lúthien were less faded too in those days, so that many a host of their fair 
companies he saw upon his wandering road. Some there were dwelt yet and 
danced yet about that land as of old, but many more there were that wandered 
slowly and sadly westward; for behind them all the land was full of burnings 
and of war, and its dwellings ran with tears and with blood for the little love of 
Men for Men—nor was that the last of the takings of Lúthien by Men from 
Men, which have been seven, and others mayhap still shall be. Men of the East 
and of the West and of the South and of the North have coveted that land and 
dispossessed those who held it before them, because of its beauty and 
goodliness and of the glamour of the fading ages of the Elves that lingered still 
among its trees beyond its high white shores. (314) 
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16.  A Ship Then New They Built For Him 

Now at the bidding of the Man of the Sea do those islanders 
with great speed fashion a new ship for Ælfwine and his fellows, 
since he would fare no further in Orm’s ship; and its timbers were 
cut, as the ancient sailor had asked, from a grove of magic oaks 
far inland that grew about a high place of the Gods, sacred to 
Ulmo Lord of the Sea, and seldom were any of them felled. ‘A 
ship that is wrought of this wood,’ said the Man of the Sea, ‘may 
be lost, but those that sail in it shall not in that voyage lose their 
lives; yet may they perhaps be cast where they little think to 
come.’ (319) 
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17.  He Turned His Prow 

That day had they trysted to be the last ere they turned their 
vessel homeward (if they might), save only if some wonder 
should betide or any sign of hope. For their heart was gone. 
Behind them lay the Magic Isles where three of their number slept 
upon dim strands in deadly sleep, and their heads were pillowed 
on white sand and they were clad in foam, wrapped about in the 
agelong spells of Eglavain. Fruitless had been all their journeys 
since, for ever the winds had cast them back without sight of the 
shores of the Island of the Elves. Then said Ælfheah who held the 
helm: ‘Now, O Ælfwine, is the trysted time! Let us do as the Gods 
and their winds have long desired—cease from our heart-weary 
quest for nothingness, a fable in the void, and get us back if the 
Gods will it seeking the hearths of our home.’ And Ælfwine 
yielded. (320-321) 
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18.  Full Speed Astern 

Behold, at length a gentle breeze sprang up, and it came softly from 
the West; and even as they would fill their sails therewith for home, one of 
those shipmen on a sudden said: ‘Nay, but this is a strange air, and full of 
scented memories,’ and standing still they all breathed deep. The mists 
gave before that gentle wind, and a thin moon they might see riding in its 
tattered shreds, until behind it soon a thousand cool stars peered forth in 
the dark. ‘The night-flowers are opening in Faëry,’ said Ælfwine; ‘and 
behold,’ said Bior, ‘the elves are kindling candles in their silver dusk,’ and 
all looked whither his long hand pointed over their dark stern. Then none 
spoke for wonder and amaze, seeing deep in the gloaming of the West a 
blue shadow, and in the deep blue shadow many glittering lights, and 
ever more and more of them came twinkling out, until ten thousand 
points of flickering radiance were splintered far away as if a dust of the 
jewels self-luminous that Fëanor made were scattered on the lap of the 
Ocean. (321) 
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19.  The Music of Faëry 

Then came there music very gently over the waters and it 
was laden with unimagined longing, that Ælfwine and his 
comrades leant upon their oars and wept softly each for his 
heart’s half-remembered hurts, and memory of fair things long 
lost, and each for the thirst that is in every child of Men for the 
flawless loveliness they seek and do not find. And one said: ‘It is 
the harps that are thrumming, and the songs they are singing of 
fair things; and the windows that look upon the sea are full of 
light.’ And another said: ‘Their stringéd violins complain the 
ancient woes of the immortal folk of Earth, but there is a joy 
therein.’ ‘Ah me,’ said Ælfwine, ‘I hear the horns of the Fairies 
shimmering in magic woods—such music as I once dimly 
guessed long years ago beneath the elms of Mindon Gwar.’ (321) 
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20.  A Kindly Death 

And lo! as they spoke thus musing the moon hid himself, 
and the stars were clouded, and the mists of time veiled the shore, 
and nothing could they see and nought more hear, save the sound 
of the surf of the seas in the far-off pebbles of the Lonely Isle; and 
soon the wind blew even that faint rustle far away. But Ælfwine 
stood forward with wide-open eyes unspeaking, and suddenly 
with a great cry he sprang forward into the dark sea, and the 
waters that filled him were warm, and a kindly death it seemed 
enveloped him. (321-322) 
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21.  Christopher’s Final Analysis 

Although, as ‘plots’, abandoned and doubtless forgotten, 
they bear witness to truths of my father’s heart and mind that he 
never abandoned. But these notes were scribbled down in his 
youth, when for him Elvish magic ‘lingered yet mightily in the 
woods and hills of Luthany’; in his old age all was gone West-
over-sea, and an end was indeed come for the Eldar of story and 
of song. (327-328) 
 

 


