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Of Dungeons and Great Doom 

1.  Dressing Taur-na-fuin Fashion 

The poisoned spears, the bows of horn, 
the crooked swords their foes had borne 
they took; and loathing each him clad                                       2000 
in Angband’s raiment foul and sad. 
They smeared their hands and faces fair 
with pigment dark; the matted hair 
all lank and black from goblin head 
they shore, and joined it thread by thread                     2005 
with Gnomish skill. As each one leers 
at each dismayed, about his ears 
he hangs it noisome, shuddering. 

 Then Felagund a spell did sing 
of changing and of shifting shape;                     2010 
their ears grew hideous, and agape 
their mouths did start, and like a fang 
each tooth became, as slow he sang. 
Their Gnomish raiment then they hid, 
and one by one behind him slid,                     2015 
behind a foul and goblin thing 
that once was elven-fair and king.                    (VII.1998-2017) 

 

 
 

 



Of Dungeons and Great Doom 
2.  Meet the Necromancer 

Now in that hill was the abode 
of one most evil; and the road 
that from Beleriand thither came 
he watched with sleepless eyes of flame.                     2055 
(...) 

Men called him Thû, and as a god 
in after days beneath his rod                      2065 
bewildered bowed to him, and made 
his ghastly temples in the shade. 
Not yet by Men enthralled adored, 
now was he Morgoth’s mightiest lord, 
Master of Wolves, whose shivering howl                     2070 
for ever echoed in the hills, and foul 
enchantments and dark sigaldry 
did weave and wield. In glamoury 
that necromancer held his hosts 
of phantoms and of wandering ghosts,                     2075 
of misbegotten or spell-wronged 
monsters that about him thronged, 
working his bidding dark and vile: 
the werewolves of the Wizard’s Isle.                   (VII.2052-2055, 2064-2079) 
 

 
 

 



Of Dungeons and Great Doom 

3.  Riddling Speech 

‘Where have ye been? What have ye seen?’                    2100 
‘In Elfinesse; and tears and distress, 

the fire blowing and the blood flowing, 
these have we seen, there have we been. 
Thirty we slew and their bodies threw 
in a dark pit. The ravens sit                      2105 
and the owl cries where our swath lies.’ 

‘Come, tell me true, O Morgoth’s thralls, 
what then in Elfinesse befalls? 
What of Nargothrond? Who reigneth there? 
Into that realm did your feet dare?’                     2110 

‘Only its borders did we dare.  
There reigns King Felagund the fair.’ 

‘Then heard ye not that he is gone, 
that Celegorm sits his throne upon?’ 

‘That is not true! If he is gone,                     2115 
then Orodreth sits his throne upon.’ 

‘Sharp are your ears, swift have they got 
tidings of realms ye entered not!’                    (VII.2100-2118) 

 

 
 

 



Of Dungeons and Great Doom 
4.  The Orcs’ Creed 

Nereb looks fierce, his frown is grim. 
Little Lúthien! What troubles him? 
Why laughs he not to think of his lord 
crushing a maiden in his hoard,                      2140 
that foul should be what once was clean, 
that dark should be where light has been? 

Whom do ye serve, Light or Mirk? 
Who is the maker of mightiest work? 
Who is the king of earthly kings,                     2145 
the greatest giver of gold and rings? 
Who is the master of the wide earth? 
Who despoiled them of their mirth, 
the greedy Gods? Repeat your vows, 
Orcs of Bauglir! Do not bend your brows!                     2150 
Death to light, to law, to love! 
Cursed be moon and stars above! 
May darkness everlasting old 
that waits outside in surges cold 
drown Manwë, Varda, and the sun!                     2155 
May all in hatred be begun, 
and all in evil ended be, 
in the moaning of the endless Sea!’                    (VII.2137-2158) 

 
 

 



Of Dungeons and Great Doom 

5.  Great Song Battles of History (1 of 2) 

Then his flaming eyes he on them bent, 
and darkness black fell round them all. 
Only they saw as through a pall                     2170 
of eddying smoke those eyes profound 
in which their senses choked and drowned. 

He chanted a song of wizardry, 
of piercing, opening, of treachery, 
revealing, uncovering, betraying.                     2175 
Then sudden Felagund there swaying 
sang in answer a song of staying, 
resisting, battling against power, 
of secrets kept, strength like a tower, 
and trust unbroken, freedom, escape;                     2180 
of changing and of shifting shape, 
of snares eluded, broken traps, 
the prison opening, the chain that snaps. 

Backwards and forwards swayed their song. 
Reeling and foundering, as ever more strong                    2185 
Thû’s chanting swelled, Felagund fought, 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 



Of Dungeons and Great Doom 

5.  Great Song Battles of History (2 of 2) 

and all the magic and might he brought 
of Elfinesse into his words. 
Softly in the gloom they heard the birds 
singing afar in Nargothrond,                      2190 
the sighing of the sea beyond, 
beyond the western world, on sand, 
on sand of pearls in Elvenland. 

Then the gloom gathered: darkness growing 
in Valinor, the red blood flowing                     2195 
beside the sea, where the Gnomes slew 
the Foamriders, and stealing drew 
their white ships with their white sails 
from lamplit havens. The wind wails. 
The wolf howls. The ravens flee.                     2200 
The ice mutters in the mouths of the sea. 
The captives sad in Angband mourn. 
Thunder rumbles, the fires burn, 
a vast smoke gushes out, a roar— 
and Felagund swoons upon the floor.                                       2205

                                      (VII.2168-2205) 

 

 
 

 



Of Dungeons and Great Doom 

6.  What It Tells of in Old Tales (1 of 2) 

A magic song to Men unknown 
she sang, and singing then the wine 
with water mingled three times nine; 
and as in golden jar they lay                      1480 
she sang a song of growth and day; 
and as they lay in silver white 
another song she sang, of night 
and darkness without end, of height 
uplifted to the stars, and flight                      1485 
and freedom. And all names of things 
tallest and longest on earth she sings: 
the locks of the Longbeard dwarves; the tail 
of Draugluin the werewolf pale; 
the body of Glómund the great snake;                     1490 
the vast upsoaring peaks that quake 
above the fires in Angband’s gloom; 
the chain Angainor that ere Doom 
for Morgoth shall by Gods be wrought 
of steel and torment. Names she sought,                     1495 
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6.  What It Tells of in Old Tales (2 of 2) 

and sang of Glend the sword of Nan; 
of Gilim the giant of Eruman; 
and last and longest named she then 
the endless hair of Uinen, 
the Lady of the Sea, that lies                      1500 
through all the waters under skies. 

Then did she lave her head and sing 
a theme of sleep and slumbering, 
profound and fathomless and dark 
as Lúthien’s shadowy hair was dark—                     1505 
each thread was more slender and more fine 
than threads of twilight that entwine 
in filmy web the fading grass 
and closing flowers as day doth pass. 

       (V.1477-1509) 

 
 

 



Of Dungeons and Great Doom 

7.  The Breaking of the Silence (1 of 2) 

The silences were sudden shivered 
to silver fragments. Faint there quivered 
a voice in song that walls of rock, 
enchanted hill, and bar and lock, 
and powers of darkness pierced with light.                    2650 
He felt about him the soft night 
of many stars, and in the air 
were rustlings and a perfume rare; 
the nightingales were in the trees, 
slim fingers flute and viol seize                      2655 
beneath the moon, and one more fair 
than all there be or ever were 
upon a lonely knoll of stone 
in shimmering raiment danced alone. 
Then in his dream it seemed he sang,                     2660 
and loud and fierce his chanting rang, 
old songs of battle in the North, 
of breathless deeds, of marching forth 
to dare uncounted odds and break 
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7.  The Breaking of the Silence (2 of 2) 

great powers, and towers, and strong walls shake;                    2665 
and over all the silver fire 
that once Men named the Burning Briar, 
the Seven Stars that Varda set 
about the North, were burning yet, 
a light in darkness, hope in woe,                     2670 
the emblem vast of Morgoth’s foe.  

      (IX.2646-2671) 
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8.  Begone, Foul Dwimmerlaik! 

Nigh the foul spirit Morgoth made                     2770 
and bred of evil shuddering strayed 
from its dark house, when Lúthien rose 
and shivering looked upon his throes. 

‘O demon dark, O phantom vile 
of foulness wrought, of lies and guile,                     2775 
here shalt thou die, thy spirit roam 
quaking back to thy master’s home 
his scorn and fury to endure;  
thee he will in the bowels immure 
of groaning earth, and in a hole                      2780 
everlastingly thy naked soul 
shall wail and gibber—this shall be, 
unless the keys thou render me 
of thy black fortress, and the spell 
that bindeth stone to stone thou tell,                     2785 
and speak the words of opening.’ 

With gasping breath and shuddering 
he spake, and yielded as he must, 
and vanquished betrayed his master’s trust. 

      (IX.2770-2789) 
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9.  The Dawning of the Day (1 of 2) 

Lo! by the bridge a gleam of light,                     2790 
like stars descended from the night 
to burn and tremble here below. 
There wide her arms did Lúthien throw, 
and called aloud with voice as clear 
as still at whiles may mortal hear                     2795 
long elvish trumpets o’er the hill 
echo, when all the world is still. 

The dawn peered over mountains wan, 
their grey heads silent looked thereon. 
The hill trembled; the citadel                      2800 
crumbled, and all its towers fell; 
the rocks yawned and the bridge broke, 
And Sirion spumed in sudden smoke. 

Like ghosts the owls were flying seen 
hooting in the dawn, and bats unclean                     2805 
went skimming dark through the cold airs 
shrieking thinly to find new lairs 
in Deadly Nightshade’s branches dread. 
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9.  The Dawning of the Day (2 of 2) 

The wolves whimpering and yammering fled 
like dusky shadows. Out there creep                     2810 
pale forms and ragged as from sleep, 
crawling, and shielding blinded eyes: 
the captives in fear and in surprise 
from dolour long in clinging night 
beyond all hope set free to light.                     2815 

A vampire shape with pinions vast 
screeching leaped from the ground, and passed, 
its dark blood dripping on the trees; 
and Huan neath him lifeless sees 
a wolvish corpse—for Thû had flown                     2820 
to Taur-na-Fuin, a new throne 
and darker stronghold there to build. 

      (IX.2790-2822) 
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10.  Thinking Like a Mortal 

‘Why part we here? What dost thou say, 
just at the dawn of brighter day?’                     2935 

‘For safe thou’rt come to borderlands 
o’er which in the keeping of the hands 
of Melian thou wilt walk at ease 
and find thy home and well-loved trees.’ 

‘My heart is glad when the fair trees                     2940 
far off uprising grey it sees 
of Doriath inviolate. 
Yet Doriath my heart did hate, 
and Doriath my feet forsook, 
my home, my kin. I would not look                     2945 
on grass nor leaf there evermore 
without thee by me. Dark the shore 
of Esgalduin the deep and strong! 
Why there alone forsaking song 
by endless waters rolling past                      2950 
must I then hopeless sit at last, 
and gaze at waters pitiless 
in heartache and in loneliness?’ 

       (X.2934-2953) 
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11.  Beren’s Wandering 

Then Beren woke and opened eyes, 
and rose and cried: ‘Neath other skies, 
in lands more awful and unknown,                     3150 
I wandered long, methought, alone 
to the deep shadow where the dead dwell; 
but ever a voice that I knew well, 
like bells, like viols, like harps, like birds, 
the music moving without words,                     3155 
called me, called me through the night, 
enchanted drew me back to light! 
Healed the wound, assuaged the pain! 
Now are we come to morn again, 
new journeys once more lead us on—                     3160 
to perils whence may life be won, 
hardly for Beren; and for thee 
a waiting in the wood I see, 
beneath the trees of Doriath, 
while ever follow down my path                     3165 
the echoes of thine elvish song, 
where hills are haggard and roads are long.’ 

       (X.3148-3167) 
 

 
 

 


