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The Echo of a Spell 

1.  Light as Leaf on Lindentree (1 of 4) 
 
The grass was very long and thin, 
  The leaves of many years lay thick, 
The old tree-roots wound out and in,                        
  And the early moon was glimmering. 
There went her white feet lilting quick, 
  And Dairon’s flute did bubble thin, 
As neath the hemlock umbels thick 
  Tinúviel danced a-shimmering.                     
 
The pale moths lumbered noiselessly, 
  And daylight died among the leaves, 
As Beren from the wild country 
  Came thither wayworn sorrowing. 
He peered between the hemlock sheaves, 
  And watched in wonder noiselessly 
Her dancing through the moonlit leaves 
  And the ghostly moths a-following. 
 
 



The Echo of a Spell 

1.  Light as Leaf on Lindentree (2 of 4) 
 
There magic took his weary feet, 
  And he forgot his loneliness, 
And out he danced, unheeding, fleet, 
  Where the moonbeams were a-glistening. 
Through the tangled woods of Elfinesse 
  They fled on nimble fairy feet, 
And left him to his loneliness  
  In the silent forest listening, 
 
Still hearkening for the imagined sound 
  Of lissom feet upon the leaves, 
For music welling underground 
  In the dim-lit caves of Doriath. 
But withered are the hemlock sheaves, 
  And one by one with mournful sound 
Whispering fall the beechen leaves 
  In the dying woods of Doriath. 
 
 



The Echo of a Spell 

1.  Light as Leaf on Lindentree (3 of 4) 
 
He sought her wandering near and far 
  Where the leaves of one more year were strewn, 
By winter moon and frosty star 
  With shaken light a-shivering. 
He found her neath a misty moon, 
  A silver wraith that danced afar, 
And the mists beneath her feet were strewn 
  In moonlight palely quivering. 
 
She danced upon a hillock green               And longing filled his voice that called 
  Whose grass unfading kissed her feet,     ‘Tinúviel, Tinúviel,’    
While Dairon’s fingers played unseen     And longing sped his feet enthralled 
  O’er his magic flute a-flickering;               Behind her wayward shimmering.    
And out he danced, unheeding, fleet,      She heard as echo of a spell   
  In the moonlight to the hillock green:      His lonely voice that longing called 
No impress found he of her feet               ‘Tinúviel, Tinúviel,’:   
  That fled him swiftly flickering.               One moment paused she glimmering. 
 
 



The Echo of a Spell 

1.  Light as Leaf on Lindentree (4 of 4) 
 
And Beren caught that elfin maid 
  And kissed her trembling starlit eyes, 
Tinúviel whom love delayed 
  In the woods of evening morrowless. 
Till moonlight and till music dies 
  Shall Beren by the elfin maid 
Dance in the starlight of her eyes 
  In the forest singing sorrowless. 
Wherever grass is long and thin, 
  And the leaves of countless years lie thick, 
And ancient roots wind out and in, 
  As once they did in Doriath, 
Shall go their white feet lilting quick, 
  But never Darion’s music thin 
Be heard beneath the hemlocks thick 
  Since Beren came to Doriath. 
 
 
 



The Echo of a Spell 

2.  A Puzzle 

A king was in the dawn of days: 
his golden crown did brightly blaze 
with ruby red and crystal clear; 
his meats were sweet, his dishes dear; 
red robes of silk, an ivory throne,        5 
and ancient halls of archéd stone, 
and wine and music lavished free, 
and thirty champions and three, 
all these he had and heeded not. 
His daughter dear was Melilot:       10 
from dawn to dusk, from sun to sea, 
no fairer maiden found could be. 
Her robe was blue as summer skies, 
but not so blue as were her eyes; 
‘twas sewn with golden lilies fair,      15 
but none so golden as her hair. 

     (A text, lines 1-16, p. 157) 
 



The Echo of a Spell 

3.  Christopher Discusses the Problems 

An extraordinary feature of the A-version is the name Celegorm given 
to the King of the woodland Elves (Thingol); moreover in the next Canto 
the rôle of Beren is in A played by Maglor, son of Egnor. The only possible 
conclusion, strange as it is, is that my father was prepared to abandon 
Thingol for Celegorm and (even more astonishing) Beren for Maglor. Both 
Celegorm and Maglor as sons of Fëanor have appeared in the Tale of the 
Nauglafring and in the Lay of the Children of Húrin. 

The name of the king’s daughter in A, Melilot, is also puzzling (and is 
it the English plant-name, as in Melilot Brandybuck, a guest at Bilbo 
Baggins’ farewell party?). Already in the second version of The Children of 
Húrin Lúthien has appeared as the ‘true’ name of Tinúviel. It is perhaps 
possible that my father in fact began the Lay of Leithian before he stopped 
work on The Children of Húrin, in which case Melilot might be the first 
‘true’ name of Tinúviel, displaced by Lúthien; but I think that this is 
extremely unlikely. In view of Beren > Maglor, I think Lúthien > Melilot far 
more probable. In any event, Beren and Lúthien soon appear in the original 
drafts of the Lay of Leithian. (159) 

 
 



The Echo of a Spell 
4.  Take Two 

A king there was in days of old: 
ere Men yet walked upon the mould                        
his power was reared in cavern’s shade, 
his hand was over glen and glade. 
His shields were shining as the moon,        5 
his lances keen of steel were hewn, 
of silver grey his crown was wrought,     
the starlight in his banners caught; 
and silver thrilled his trumpets long 
beneath the stars in challenge strong;      10 
enchantment did his realm enfold, 
where might and glory, wealth untold, 
he wielded from his ivory throne 
in many-pillared halls of stone. 
There beryl, pearl, and opal pale,                         15 
and metal wrought like fishes’ mail, 
buckler and corslet, axe and sword, 
and gleaming spears were laid in hoard— 
all these he had and loved them less 
than a maiden once in Elfinesse;      20 
for fairer than are born to Men 
a daughter had he, Lúthien.               (B-text, lines 1-22, p. 154-155) 
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5.  Lúthien and Dairon 

There Lúthien the lissom maid 
would dance in dell and grassy glade,       
and music merrily, thin and clear,      75 
went down the ways, more fair than ear 
of mortal Men at feast hath heard, 
and fairer than the song of bird. 
When leaves were long and grass was green      
then Dairon with his fingers lean,      80 
as daylight melted into shade, 
a wandering music sweetly made, 
enchanted fluting, warbling wild, 
for love of Thingol’s elfin child. 

               (I.73-84) 
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6.  ...it was the worst of times. 

Far in the North neath hills of stone 
in caverns black there was a throne                       100 
by fires illumined underground, 
that winds of ice with moaning sound 
made flare and flicker in dark smoke; 
the wavering bitter coils did choke 
the sunless airs of dungeons deep                       105 
where evil things did crouch and creep. 
There sat a king: no Elfin race 
nor mortal blood, nor kindly grace 
of earth or heaven might he own, 
far older, stronger than the stone                       110 
the world is built of, than the fire 
that burns within more fierce and dire; 
and thoughts profound were in his heart: 
a gloomy power that dwelt apart. 

             (II.99-114) 
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7.  Beren’s New Context 

Unconquerable spears of steel                         115 
were at his nod. No ruth did feel 
the legions of his marshalled hate, 
on whom did wolf and raven wait; 
and black the ravens sat and cried 
upon their banners black, and wide                       120 
was heard their hideous chanting dread 
above the reek and trampled dead. 
With fire and sword his ruin red 
on all that would not bow the head 
like lightning fell. The Northern land                       125 
lay groaning neath his ghastly hand. 

But still there lived in hiding cold 
undaunted, Barahir the bold, 
of land bereaved, of lordship shorn, 
who once a prince of Men was born                       130 
and now an outlaw lurked and lay 
in the hard heath and woodland grey, 
and with him clung of faithful men 
but Beren his son and other ten.          (II.115-134) 
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8.  Gorlim’s Ensnarement 

Lest Eilinel with him they slay                        185 
without a word he turned away, 
and like a wild thing winding led 
his devious ways o’er stony bed 
of stream, and over quaking fen, 
until far from the homes of men                       190 
he lay beside his fellows few 
in a secret place; and darkness grew, 
and waned, and still he watched unsleeping, 
and saw the dismal dawn come creeping 
in dank heavens above gloomy trees.                       195 
A sickness held his soul for ease, 
and hope, and even thraldom’s chain 
if he might find his wife again. 
But all he thought twixt love of lord 
and hatred for the king abhorred                       200 
and anguish for fair Eilinel 
who drooped alone, what tale shall tell? 

           (II.185-202) 
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9.  Gorlim the Unhappy (1 of 2) 

Yet at the last, when many days 
of brooding did his mind amaze, 
he found the servants of the king,                       205 
and bade them to their master bring 
a rebel who forgiveness sought, 
if haply forgiveness might be bought 
with tidings of Barahir the bold, 
and where his hidings and his hold                       210 
might best be found by night or day. 
And thus sad Gorlim, led away 
unto those dark deep-dolven halls, 
before the knees of Morgoth falls, 
and puts his trust in that cruel heart                       215 
wherein no truth had ever part. 
Quoth Morgoth: ‘Eilinel the fair 
thou shalt most surely find, and there 
where she doth dwell and wait for thee 
together shall ye ever be,                        220 
and sundered shall ye sigh no more. 
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9.  Gorlim the Unhappy (2 of 2) 

This guerdon shall he have that bore 
these tidings sweet, O traitor dear! 
For Eilinel she dwells not here, 
but in the shades of death doth roam                       225 
widowed of husband and of home— 
a wraith of that which might have been, 
methinks, it is that thou hast seen! 
Now shalt thou through the gates of pain 
the land thou askest grimly gain;                       230 
thou shalt to the moonless mists of hell 
descend and seek thy Eilinel.’ 

           (II.203-232) 
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10.  Manipulating Chance 

Thus Gorlim died a bitter death 
and cursed himself with dying breath, 
and Barahir was caught and slain,                       235 
and all good deeds were made in vain. 
But Morgoth’s guile for ever failed, 
nor wholly o’er his foes prevailed, 
and some were ever that still fought 
unmaking that which malice wrought.                       240 
Thus men believed that Morgoth made 
the fiendish phantom that betrayed 
the soul of Gorlim, and so brought 
the lingering hope forlorn to nought 
that lived amid the lonely wood;                       245 
yet Beren had by fortune good 
long hunted far afield that day, 
and benighted in strange places lay 
far from his fellows. 

         (II.233-249a) 
 

 
 

 



The Echo of a Spell 
11.  Beren’s Dream 
 

              In his sleep 
he felt a dreadful darkness creep                       250 
upon his heart, and thought the trees 
were bare and bent in mournful breeze; 
no leaves they had, but ravens dark 
sat thick as leaves on bough and bark, 
and croaked, and as they croaked each neb                      255 
let fall a gout of blood; a web 
unseen entwined him hand and limb, 
until worn out, upon the rim 
of stagnant pool he lay and shivered. 
There saw he that a shadow quivered                       260 
far out upon the water wan, 
and grew to a faint form thereon 
that glided o’er the silent lake, 
and coming slowly, softly spake 
and sadly said: ‘Lo! Gorlim here,                       265 
traitor betrayed, now stands! Nor fear, 
but haste! For Morgoth’s fingers close 
upon thy father’s throat. He knows 
your secret tryst, your hidden lair’, 
and all the evil he laid bare                        270 
that he had done and Morgoth wrought.       (II.249b-271) 
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12.  How I Met Your Mother (1 of 2) 

But Thingol stayed, enchanted, still,                       435 
one moment to hearken to the thrill 
of that sweet singing in the trees. 
Enchanted moments such as these 
from gardens of the Lord of Sleep, 
where fountains play and shadows creep,                       440 
do come, and count as many years 
in mortal lands. With many tears 
his people seek him ere they sail, 
while Thingol listens in the dale. 
There after but an hour, him seems,                       445 
he finds her where she lies and dreams, 
pale Melian with her dark hair 
upon a bed of leaves. Beware! 
There slumber and a sleep is twined! 
He touched her tresses and his mind                       450 
was drowned in the forgetful deep, 
and dark the years rolled o’er his sleep. 

Thus Thingol sailed not on the seas 
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12.  How I Met Your Mother (2 of 2) 

but dwelt amid the land of trees, 
and Melian he loved, divine,                        455 
whose voice was potent as the wine 
the Valar drink in golden halls 
where flower blooms and fountain falls; 
but when she sang it was a spell, 
and no flower stirred nor fountain fell.                       460 
(III.435-460) 
 

 
 

 


