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The Echoes of the Lays 
1.  A Flashback 

Thrice was Fingolfin with great blows 
to his knees beaten, thrice he rose 
still leaping up beneath the cloud 
aloft to hold star-shining, proud,                     3595 
his stricken shield, his sundered helm, 
that dark nor might could overwhelm 
till all the earth was burst and rent 
in pits about him. He was spent. 
His feet stumbled. He fell to wreck                     3600 
upon the ground, and on his neck 
a foot like rooted hills was set, 
and he was crushed—not conquered yet; 
one last despairing stroke he gave: 
the mighty foot pale Ringil clave                     3605 
about the heel, and black the blood 
gushed as from smoking fount in flood. 

                      (XII.3592-3607) 

 
 

 



The Echoes of the Lays 
2.  In Which Morgoth Says Repugnant Things (1 of 2) 

Why should ye not in our fate share 
of woe and travail? Or should I spare 
to slender limb and body frail                      4020 
breaking torment? Of what avail 
here dost thou deem thy babbling song 
and foolish laughter? Minstrels strong 
are at my call. Yet I will give 
a respite brief, a while to live,                      4025 
a little while, though purchased dear, 
to Lúthien the fair and clear, 
a pretty toy for idle hour. 
In slothful gardens many a flower 
like thee the amorous gods are used                     4030 
honey-sweet to kiss, and cast then bruised, 
their fragrance loosing, under feet. 
But here we seldom find such sweet 
amid our labours long and hard, 
from godlike idleness debarred.                     4035 
And who would not taste the honey-sweet 
 

 
 

 



The Echoes of the Lays 
2.  In Which Morgoth Says Repugnant Things (2 of 2) 

lying to lips, or crush with feet 
the soft cool tissue of pale flowers, 
easing like gods the dragging hours? 
A! curse the Gods! O hunger dire,                     4040 
O blinding thirst’s unending fire! 
One moment shall ye cease, and slake 
your sting with morsel I here take!’ 

                     (XIII.4018-4043) 
 

 
 

 



The Echoes of the Lays 
3.  Morgoth Overcome 

All eyes were quenched, save those that glared 
in Morgoth’s lowering brows, and stared 
in slowly wandering wonder round, 
and slow were in enchantment bound. 
Their will wavered, and their fire failed,                     4090 
and as beneath his brows they paled, 
the Silmarils like stars were kindled 
that in the reek of Earth had dwindled 
escaping upwards clear to shine, 
glistening marvellous in heaven’s mine.                     4095 

Then flaring suddenly they fell, 
down, down upon the floors of hell. 
The dark and mighty head was bowed; 
like mountain-top beneath a cloud 
the shoulders foundered, the vast form                     4100 
crashed, as in overwhelming storm 
huge cliffs in ruin slide and fall; 
and prone lay Morgoth in his hall. 
His crown there rolled upon the ground, 
a wheel of thunder; then all sound                     4105 
died, and a silence grew as deep 
as were the heart of Earth asleep.                   (XIII.4086-4107) 

 
 

 
 

 



The Echoes of the Lays 

4.  Pumpernickel’s Proclamation 

There Thingol in the Thousand Caves,   65 
whose portals pale that river laves 
Esgalduin that fairies call, 
in many a tall and torchlit hall 
a dark and hidden king did dwell 
 
with tidings of Lord Egnor’s band, and where 
their hidings in the land    210 A 
 
she fed, that fay of garments grey;   413 

68 tall. thus PRKJH. L vast. Schick’s complimentary title of ‘internal rime’ for 
these cacophonies does not much mend matters. ‘The poet of the Geste knew 
nothing of internal rime, and its appearance (so called) is an infallible mark of 
corruption’ (Pumpernickel). But cf. 209, 413. (316) 

 
 

 



The Echoes of the Lays 
5.  A girl / About which I could tell a lot... 

4. Meats were sweet. This is the reading of PRK. Let any one believe if he can 
that our author gave such a cacophony. J His Drink was sweet his dishes dear. L 
His drink was sweet his dish was dear. (Many scholars have rejected lines 1-8 
altogether as unworthy of the poet. ‘They were added by a later hand to 
supply a gap in the archtype,’ says Peabody; and adds ‘The more melodious 
movement and surer narrative stride of the passage beginning with line 9 [But 
fairer than are born to Men] should convince the dullest that here, and here only, 
the authentic work of the poet begins.’ I am not convinced that H, which had 
better be quoted in full, does not give the true opening of the Geste. 
 
That was long since in ages old   Of copper, many a drinking horn 
When first the stars in heaven rolled,  Dear purchased from shy unicorn 
There dwelt beyond Broseliand,   Lay piled, with gold in gleaming grot. 
While loneliness yet held the land,   All these he had etc.  (315) 
A great king comely under crown, 
The gold was woven in his gown, 
The gold was clasped about his feet, 
The gold about his waist did meet. 
And in his many-pillared house 
Many a gold bee and ivory mouse 
And amber chessmen on their field 
  

 

 
 

 



The Echoes of the Lays 
6.  The Personification Dispute 

Then stared he wild in dumbness bound    
at silent trees, deserted ground;    630 
the dizzy moon was twisted grey   -- 
in tears, for she had fled away.    -- 
 
The wind dies; the starry choirs    687 
 
629-30 Thus in PRKJ. The Latinised adverbial use of the adjective in wild and 
the omitted articles in the next line are suspicious. 
L But wildly Beren gazed around 
On silent trees (and)* empty ground. 
The dizzy moon etc. 
*Peabody supplies and. But the monosyllabic foot is quite possible. Cf. 687.  
H But wildly Beren gazed around. 
Emptied the tall trees stood. The ground 
lay empty. A lonely moon looked grey 
Upon the untrodden forest way. 
I prefer H because it gets rid of the conceit (it is little more) about the moon. 
(This sort of half-hearted personification is, of course, to be distinguished from 
genuine mythology.) 
[Against this my father scribbled on Lewis’s text: ‘Not so!! The moon was 
dizzy and twisted because of the tears in his eyes.’ Nonetheless he struck the 
two lines out heavily in the typescript, and I have excluded them from the 
text.] (322-323) 
 

 
 

 



The Echoes of the Lays 
7.  Influencing a Bandersnatch 

His voice such love and longing fill   741 orig 
one moment stood she, touched and still; 
one moment only, but he came 
and all his heart was burned with flame. 
 
His voice such love and longing filled   741 
one moment stood she, fear was stilled; 
one moment only; like a flame 
he leaped towards her as she stayed 
and caught and kissed that elfin maid.   745 
 
741-2 The historic present is always to be suspected. The second verse is 
hopelessly corrupt. Touched in this sense is impossible in the language of the 
Geste: and if the word were possible, the conception is fitter for a nineteenth 
century drawing-room in Narrowthrode than for the loves of heroes. HL read: 
 
And clear his voice came as a bell 
Whose echoes wove a wavering spell 
Tinúviel. Tinúviel. 
Such love and longing filled his voice 
That, one moment, without choice, 
One moment without fear or shame, 
Tinúviel stood; and like a flame 
He leapt toward her as she stayed 
And caught and kissed that elfin maid. (325) 
 
 

 
 

 



The Echoes of the Lays 
8.  Frightful 18th-century 

‘Hateful art thou, O Land of Trees! 
My flute shall finger no more seize;  850 orig 
may music perish...’ 
 
‘Hateful art thou, O Land of Trees! 
May fear and silence on thee seize!   
My flute shall fall from idle hand  850 
and mirth shall leave Beleriand; 
music shall perish and voices fail 
and trees stand dumb in dell and dale!’ 
 
849 Clearly corrupt. HJL O hateful land of trees be mute! My fingers, now forget the 
flute! 
[Against this my father wrote: ‘Frightful 18th century!!!’ But he reordered the 
second line to: my fingers the flute shall no more seize, and subsequently rewrote 
the passage to the form given in the text.] (327) 
 

 
 

 



The Echoes of the Lays 

9.  The Holy Hideout (1 of 2) 

Such deeds of daring there they wrought 
that soon the hunters that them sought 
at rumour of their coming fled.                        175 
Though price was set upon each head 
to match the weregild of a king, 
no soldier could to Morgoth bring 
news even of their hidden lair; 
for where the highland brown and bare                       180 
above the darkling plains arose 
of steep Dorthonion to the snows 
and barren mountain-winds, there lay 
a tarn of water, blue by day, 
by night a mirror of dark glass                        185 
for stars of Elbereth that pass 
above the World into the West. 
Once hallowed, still that place was blest: 
no shadow of Morgoth, and no evil thing 
yet thither came; a whispering ring                       190 
of slender birches silver-grey 
 
 

 

 
 

 



The Echoes of the Lays 

9.  The Holy Hideout (2 of 2) 

stooped on its margin, round it lay 
a lonely moor, and the bare bones 
of ancient Earth like standing stones 
thrust through the heather and the whin;                       195 
and there by houseless Aeluin 
the hunted lord and faithful men 
under the grey stones made their den. 

                     (Recommenced 2.173-198) 
 

 

 
 

 



The Echoes of the Lays 
10.  Gorlim the Pitiable 

There now in anguish Gorlim lay: 
with bond on neck, on hand and foot,                       265 
to bitter torment he was put, 
to break his will and him constrain 
to buy with treason end of pain. 
But naught to them would he reveal 
of Barahir, nor break the seal                        270 
of faith that on his tongue was laid; 
until at last a pause was made, 
and one came softly to his stake, 
a darkling form that stooped and spake 
to him of Eilinel his wife.                        275 

‘Wouldst thou,’ he said, ‘forsake thy life, 
who with few words might win release 
for her, and thee, and go in peace, 
and dwell together far from war, 
friends of the King? What wouldst thou more?’                      280 
And Gorlim, now long worn with pain,                        
yearning to see his wife again 
(whom well he weened was also caught  
in Sauron’s net), allowed the thought 
to grow, and faltered in his troth.                       285 

                                   (Recommenced 2.264-285) 
 
 
 

 
 

 



The Echoes of the Lays 

11.  Beren’s Absence 

‘Son Beren’, then said Barahir,                        345 
‘Thou knowst the rumour that we hear 
of strength from the Gaurhoth that is sent 
against us; and our food nigh spent. 
On thee the lot falls by our law 
to go forth now alone to draw                        350 
what help thou canst from the hidden few 
that feed us still, and what is new 
to learn. Good fortune go with thee! 
In speed return, for grudgingly 
we spare thee from our brotherhood,                       355 
so small: and Gorlim in the wood 
is long astray or dead. Farewell!’ 
As Beren went, still like a knell 
resounded in his heart that word, 
the last of his father that he heard.                       360 

                     (Recommenced 3.345-360) 

 

 
 

 



The Echoes of the Lays 
12.  Vengeance and Hope (1 of 2) 

But sorrow now his heart had wrought                       495 
to fierce despair, no more he fought 
in hope of life or joy or praise, 
but seeking so to use his days 
only that Morgoth deep should feel 
the sting of his avenging steel,                        500 
ere death he found and end of pain: 
his only fear was thraldom’s chain. 
Danger he sought and death pursued, 
and thus escaped the doom he wooed, 
and deeds of breathless daring wrought                       505 
alone, of which the rumour brought 
new hope to many a broken man. 
They whispered ‘Beren’, and began 
in secret swords to whet, and soft 
by shrouded hearths at evening oft                       510 
songs they would sing of Beren’s bow, 
of Dagmor his sword: how he would go 
silent to camps and slay the chief, 
or trapped in his hiding past belief 
would slip away, and under night                       515 
 

 

 
 

 



The Echoes of the Lays 
12.  Vengeance and Hope (2 of 2) 

by mist or moon, or by the light 
of open day would come again. 
Of hunters hunted, slayers slain 
they sang, of Gorgol the Butcher hewn, 
of ambush in Ladros, fire in Drûn,                       520 
of thirty in one battle dead, 
of wolves that yelped like curs and fled, 
yea, Sauron himself with wound in hand. 

                     (Recommenced 3.495-523) 

 

 
 

 


