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Editor’s Note
“The world is indeed full of peril, and in it there are many dark places; but still there is much that is fair, and though in all lands love 

is now mingled with grief, it grows perhaps the greater.” – JRR Tolkien

~

My introduction to the works of JRR Tolkien came when I was quite young, surrounded by students at 
home-school co-op who were nigh obsessed with playing Lord of the Rings themed word games which were 
rather over my head. At the time, I was far more interested in more real-world realms with heroes I felt easier to 
imagine myself working with, such as Robin Hood, the Lone Ranger, and Sherlock Holmes. Indeed, this is still 
largely true, with my heartstrings still deeply tied to the subject of history over and above the genre of fantasy.

However, I was reintroduced to the “Ringer” phenomena in my high school years, mainly through the interest 
of friends who had adventured into the realm of Middle Earth in their pre-teen years and continued to be avid 
fans, readers, and watchers. While I had my misgivings about the endeavor, I did ultimately agree to check out 
the first film in Peter Jackson’s famous trilogy adaptation of The Lord of the Rings, and I must say I found my 
first viewing of The Fellowship of the Ring to be a rather surreal experience. Cinematically, it managed to 
capture the complex layers Tolkien had put into his otherworldly epic, with the dramatic backdrop of New 
Zealand and stunning special effects to bring Middle Earth to life. 

But more than that was the sense of spiritual poignancy present in the story, revealed most keenly to me 
through the death of Boromir. From a Catholic perspective, there is something keenly sacramental about the 
scene as Aragorn, the healer-king, takes on an almost priestly function in bringing about Boromir’s redemption 
after he tries to lay hold of the One Ring and is subsequently shot with arrows trying to defend the hobbits 
unable to defend themselves. It was a profoundly haunting and moving scene that lingered in my dreams for 
nights afterwards, and inspired me to go on to the watch the following two films, complete with their colossal 
battles and very literal cliff-hangers (or should be say, volcano hangers). 

Although unspoken, there was a continued sense of spirituality below the surface, a reflection flitting in and 
out of the shadows of Christ carrying His Cross, the true wage of sin. I would go on to learn later that, according 
to Tolkien’s calendar system for Middle Earth, the Ring – the ultimate symbol of evil – was supposed to have 
been destroyed on March 25, the Feast of the Annunciation and traditionally also believed to be the day the 
world was created and the day Christ died on Calvary. While there is no single Christ-figure like C.S. Lewis’ 
Aslan the Lion in The Chronicles of Narnia (nor indeed would Tolkien ever have wished it to be so, since he 
greatly disliked direct allegory), we see glimpses of Christ almost everywhere in The Lord of the Rings through 
the faces of the characters who struggle with the ultimate spiritual test, just as we should see Christ’s face in our 
brothers and sisters in our own world. 

Although everyone has their own unique perspective on his works and the inspiration behind them, ranging 
from religion to history to post-traumatic stress on the part of the author, it is unquestioned that Tolkien, without 
abandoning his morals or his profound sense of Christological insight, has had an incalculable effect on the 
world of literature and the expansion of the imagination. He not only took the genre of fantasy to new “adult” 
levels through his mythological worth-building, but also instilled his fantasy universe with a truly religious 
presence in which all magic must have a meaning. He coined the terms “sacramental imagination” and “sub-
creation” to describe the spiritual aspects of the creative process, and passed on this legacy to all Christian artists 
to come.

“We have come from God,” he wrote, “and inevitably the myths woven by us…will also reflect a splintered 
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Editor’s Note
fragment of the true light, the eternal truth that is with God.”

Tolkien’s time was full of turmoil and change for the British people. Two world wars with only one 
generation in between, economic depressions, and the collapse of a profitable empire left the Brits at the mercy 
of other nations to help them regain their bearings. But they would never be top nation again and that put an 
irreparable dent in British pride. In addition to this, traditional societal norms were being challenged and 
changed, some for the better and some for the worse. In 20th century British literature, there was a rise in dark 
and edgy storylines involving loss of identity and the unstoppable crumbling of society, such as dystopian classics 
Lord of the Flies by William Golding, 1984 by George Orwell, and Watership Down by Richard Adams.   

But Tolkien was a different man than many of his contemporaries. While his works are often surreal, 
disturbing, and haunted by otherworldly realities that mirror all-too-worldly ones, his universality is based in the 
fact that he rejected cynicism, and this made him a rebel for hope in an age of despair. He believed that honor, 
loyalty, courage, friendship, and above all love would still win out in the end, and indeed by their very natures, 
would endure through every kind of corruption. For evil, he believed, was merely a shadow of the good, not a 
thing in and of itself, and therefore it spelt out its own demise. 

In drawing truth from the world of myth, and his desire to create a mythology for the Anglo-Saxon people, 
Tolkien’s Catholic worldview gave his stories a deep and abiding grounding in the theological virtues, a belief that 
things can change for the better, that individuals can build up as well as tear down, and that there is a light that 
can never be extinguished, even when things look the darkest.  He believed that the memories of Eden might still 
thrill our hearts, even in a broken and fallen world, and that God’s providence still reached out to guide our 
paths. He was a true Romantic; he believed that true love could still conquer all, and that mercy, as Pope St. 
John Paul II described it, is Love’s second name. 

“For like a shaft, clear and cold, the thought pierced him that in the end the Shadow was only a small and 
passing thing,” Tolkien wrote for his iconic character of Samwise Gamgee. “There was light and high beauty for 
ever beyond its reach.”

It is my hope and prayer that this issue may bring a shaft of light and high beauty to our readership, 
showcasing the talents of our staff & contributors in keeping Tolkien’s legacy of faith, creativity, spirituality, and 
artistry alive. 

May the wind under your wings bear you where the sun sails and the moon walks!

Avellina Balestri, 

Editor-in-Chief 
Fellowship & Fairydust Publications
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Leave behind your hobbit holes,

and try your luck with tricking trolls

under hill, 

and over hill,

and to the lonely mountain!

Forget your well-stocked pantry shelves,

and listen for the songs of elves

under hill, 

and over hill,

and to the lonely mountain!

Kindle hope from the smallest spark,

make riddles in the deepest dark

under hill, 

and over hill,

and to the lonely mountain!

Wear a sword instead of a stick,

so the spiderlings may feel the prick

under hill, 

and over hill,

and to the lonely mountain!

Your Tookish side is wide awake!

So burgle the sleeping fire-drake!

under hill, 

and over hill,

and in the lonely mountain!

It’s true, there will be aching feet 

and less than what you’d like to eat

but the world is waiting down the street

under hill, 

and over hill,

and to the lonely mountain!

SSttrruucckk  

bbyy  

LLiigghhttnniinngg 
 

BByy SSwwaann WWhhiittee 
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Years, nay, centuries had passed since on a fishing expedition
Sme'agol's friend, De'agol, the One Ring of Power chanced to find.

In greed, Sme'agol then killed his friend and stole the ring, without Contrition;
That innate greed had surely drawn the Ring's own evil to his mind!

Fast driven from community of other Hobbits, he had gone
to dwell in dark 'neath Misty Mountain, devouring fish, strange lonely creature!

The Ring of Power had worked its way until his mind was not his own,
And as the decades passed away, the evil changed his handsome features.

A wizened, loathsome thing was Gollum, but with large Hobbit's eyes,
alone to show what he had been before the Ring had made its claim;
Bright blue they shone from out a visage evil had quite compromised

From time so long ago, now passed, when he had claimed "Sme'agol" as name.

His thoughts were ever for that Ring; "Precious", the one thing he loved only.
Yet, tough he must have been, in truth, to survive those passing centuries all!

To live so long 'neath Evil's sway in darkness, there alone, so lonely
Until the day the Ring into the Hobbit Bilbo's hands did fall!

Crazed, Gollum searched for Bilbo, murderous and anxious to destroy!
But Bilbo used his cunning, though the Ring did try to claim him;

It tried to turn his mind, but Goodness shone within that Hobbit boy
And his heart took pity on Gollum, the difference between them!

Though Gollum would have gladly killed and eaten him up for a meal,
Bilbo chose compassion's path and cannily just slipped away;

That choice, mostly, freed Bilbo from the Ring, of Power's evil will
While Gollum raged, but lived to try again some other day!

TThhee TTaallee ooff SSmmee''aaggooll//GGoolllluumm,, BBiillbboo,, aanndd tthhee RRiinngg ooff PPoowweerr 
BByy DDoonnnnaa FFeerrgguussoonn DDuuddlleeyy 
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Tolkien Maker of Middle Earth 
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Tolkien Maker of Middle Earth - Bard Judith
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The exhibit “Tolkien, Maker of Middle-Earth” is currently 
on display at The Morgan Library and Museum in 

New York City, where it will be 
open to the public un��l May 12, 2019.
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TThhoorroonnggiill 
BByy CChhrriissttoopphheerr WWooooddss 

Dilian often wondered where Gondor would be without Thorongil. He had come in 
the very nick of  time, as it were, just when men like him were most needed. Indeed, there 
were some who thought that if  Ecthelion had not had a son, the people might have taken 
him and made him king. They had been so long without one that the very idea of  a king 
was practically a myth, something that was learned in the nursery and hardly ever men-
tioned again. But if  there ever truly had been kings, they would have been like 
Thorongil: strong to fight but eager to make peace, with wisdom, sorrow, and joy all mixed 
in his eyes. Gondor loved him and cherished him as one of  her own, even if  no one knew 
where this wandering warrior had come from. 

Ecthelion knew that Mordor would strike Gondor first and hardest because of  their 
ancient enmity. So he gathered to Gondor the brave and the heroes, sending word through-
out all of  Middle-Earth that Gondor was in need. They had come from all over, bearing all 
manner of  weapons. Some were turned away at once, being only frauds who hoped to gain 
loot and pleasure from the White City, though there was very little of  those left; others 
were accepted, and were at once set to work defending Ithilien and the coastlands from 
Mordor and the rebels. Constantly, word would come to the White City of  the battles of  
the previous day and whether it was yet time to retreat into the mountains. Frequently, 
small bands would come back, and people would rush out of  the City and take the 
wounded to the Houses of  Healing, where they would stay for a few weeks and then return 
to battle. Gondor was caught in constant war, and in such a time Thorongil was a gift out 
of  the West.

Dilian marveled at the endurance of  the man, if  man he was. Many said that they 
felt an elven air about him, even though few in Gondor had seen an elf. More compared 
him to the people of  Dol Amroth, whose blood was much closer to the Numenoreans of  
old, and thus also to the Elves. Dilian was once eating with his friends when one of  them 
brought this up. 

“Perhaps the people of  the Golden Wood are coming to help us in these dark days!”
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“Taldon!” said another. “The times are bad enough without them coming here. 
Everyone knows that the Golden Wood is full of  danger, and the Lady Galadriel a terrible 
sorceress.”

“Not Thorongil, Nemnor,” Dilian said. 

Nemnor started. “Since when did you know Thorongil on such a personal level?” he 
asked.

Dilian leaned back with his mug of  beer and a faraway look in his eye. “I was 
walking down from the Houses of  Healing after visiting Galhon when I heard a song, 
floating, floating in the breeze. I stopped and listened. Who wouldn’t? It was entrancing, 
ensnaring, pulling me in. I looked around and saw Thorongil in the gardens, sitting on a 
bench overhung with ivy, and singing to himself. I stood still, hardly daring to disturb the 
beauty of  the music. Gracefully, slowly, the song ended, and Thorongil looked up and 
smiled at me. ‘Do you like it?’ he asked. ‘Like it?’ I answered. ‘I’ve never heard anything 
close to it! What is it?’ He hesitated, and I thought he wouldn’t answer. But finally, just 
when I had made up my mind to leave, he said, ‘It is a song from the Golden Wood.’ I must 
admit, Nemnor, that when I heard this, my reaction was the same as yours, and disgust 
was the first thing that came to my mind. ‘The Golden Wood?’ I managed at last. ‘Don’t 
tell me you’ve been there!’ He smiled again, and I could tell he was not here, but some-
where completely other. ‘I’ve been there only once, but my heart has never left. The Golden 
Wood is the most beautiful place in all of  Middle-Earth, and let none tell you otherwise.’ I 
wondered at this, and told him that he must have been caught in the Lady’s snares himself, 
but at once regretted it. His eyes, just recently so full of  joy, turned at once to raging fire, 
and at that moment I felt sorry for all his enemies, even the Orcs. But just as quickly, he 
was filled with great sadness, and the fire died. ‘If  we had time, I would take you there and 
show you the truth. But there is no time for such things in war.’ I could tell that he 
earnestly believed what he was saying, and was under no spell of  any kind. So I said, ‘My 
name is Dilian, sir, and I promise you that if  I survive to see a more peaceful time, I will 
visit the Golden Wood.’ He replied, ‘Tell the Lady that Thorongil sent you, and you will be 
well treated.’ I told him I would and continued on my way, amazed at what had occurred.” 
Dilian fell silent, and absentmindedly sipped his beer. 

Taldon looked delighted. “That was one of  the most beautiful stories I’ve ever 
heard,” he murmured.

“And that’s all it was,” said Nemnor, “A story. You were probably dreaming, Dilian. 
Think no more of  it.”

And now Dilian was thinking about that chance meeting again, as he stood on the 
wall, looking east. He had found himself  here more often of  late. Most people in the city 
would never want to look east, avoiding it as often as possible. But Dilian knew that even 
if  people wanted to avoid it, they couldn’t do so anymore. And Dilian found this place on 
the wall, the third in, perfect for thinking. The first thought that came to his mind was 
what Middle-Earth would be like if  Gondor fell. Music was first thing he knew would be
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lost, the beautiful music that Thorongil had been singing. Not just that song, but all songs 
like it; not just the songs that were beautifully sad, but the jolly songs, the drinking 
songs—all songs. Perhaps the best way of  defying Mordor was to sing. And this song would 
also give him something to fight for. 

“Do you know anything of  sailing?”

Dilian suddenly turned to find Thorongil standing behind him. He seemed more 
ordinary now that he was talking to him personally, but Dilian still felt awe for the mighty 
warrior. But he drew himself  up with pride and answered the question. “I was born on the 
banks of  the Anduin, near Pelargir,” he said. “I practically spent my whole life on the 
river, until I came here.”

Thorongil nodded. “Good. I will need you to be ready to travel to Pelargir in the 
morning.” 

Without waiting for an 
answer, he left Dilian on the wall and hurried back down to the streets. Dilian hurried 
down the other way, to the barracks he was staying in. Hardly pausing to nod at Nemnor 
and Taldon, he burst into his room and began 
polishing his armor. Taldon came in the open door with a slip of  paper in his hand.

“Dilian,” he said, 
handing the paper over, “Some man gave this to me, told me to give it you as soon as 
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possible.”

Dilian took the paper and read it: We travel light. “Well, then,” he said, “I 
won’t need this.” Tossing away the breastplate he was working on, he began sharpening his 
sword. 

“What’s all the excitement?” Nemnor came in behind Taldon.

“I’ve been recruited on a special mission by Thorongil himself, something to do with 
sailing, don’t ask me what.” Dilian continued sharpening his sword, not even looking up at 
Nemnor for a second. 

“You’re not the only one,” Nemnor said. “There are quite a few others who have said 
the same. People from the coastlands, mainly. I wonder what’s going on.”

“All I can say is, it’s unlikely you’ll find out any time soon. Now, I would like to be 
alone.”

Nemnor and Taldon left, and Dilian paused for a moment. He had no idea when he 
would learn the purpose of  this sudden mission. But he could guess, and he guessed it had 
something to do with the Corsairs. They had been growing bolder lately, and were ravaging 
whatever coastland villages were insufficiently defended. Were they planning an attack on 
Pelargir, and now they were being sent to help defend it? But why did he ask if  Dilian 
knew how to sail? Surely Gondor wasn’t assembling a fleet of  its own to challenge the 
Corsairs! That would be ridiculous! Yes, it would help, but only for a little while, before the 
Corsairs came down on the tiny fleet in full force. But maybe, if  a man such as Thorongil 
commanded it… No, not even Thorongil could do such wonders. He may be a fine warrior, 
but there were things even beyond a fine warrior. Things that were utterly impossible.

Dilian arrived at the Great Gate to find a small troop of  horsemen waiting, 
Thorongil at its head. “Here I am, sir,” Dilian said. “I take it we are riding to Pelargir?”

“Quite so,” Thorongil answered. “Your horse is over there. We have no time to 
waste.”

“Yes, sir.” Dilian looked over at the horse Thorongil had pointed out. It looked terri-
bly large, and Dilian was amazed that all the other men around him managed to stay on 
their horses; he was amazed that they had gotten on their horses in the first place! But he 
had his orders. Resolutely, he marched up to the horse and tried to pull himself  onto the 
horse as one would pull oneself  over a cliff-edge. One of  the other horsemen burst out 
laughing.

“Here,” said a jolly voice behind Dilian. “Let me help you. I’ll hold my hands 
together, and you step on that so you can swing a leg over the saddle.”

Dilian turned to see a tall man dismount and come over to him. He looked as though 
he was from Dol Amroth – a bright voice and sea-grey eyes. “Thank you,” Dilian said. 
“I’m afraid I haven’t really spent much time around horses. Thorongil was looking for 
sailors.”
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“Yes, but in my opinion far too few people of  this city spend time around horses. We 
should learn a lesson from our friends to the North: namely, that these are noble beasts. 
Anyway, here you are.” The friendly stranger knelt down in the street and held his cupped 
hands for Dilian. “Just step right here, and once you get in the saddle, put your feet in the 
stirrups there.” Dilian hesitated for a moment. “Hurry up now, it looks like almost every-
one’s here.” 

Dilian glanced quickly around to make sure no one was looking, and hoisted himself  
up. It was still a bit of  a struggle, but definitely more successful this time. 

“Thank you,” Dilian started, then paused.

“Lothdan,” said the stranger, “Lothdan is my name.”

“Thank you, Lothdan. I am Dilian.”

“Very glad to meet you, and I dearly hope you don’t die on this little trip.” Lothdan 
treated the subject with what Dilian thought was undue levity. 

“I was rather hoping that myself,” Dilian said grimly. 

“By the way, any idea why we’re going to Pelargir? I thought the Enemy was all set 
on taking Osgiliath.”

“I haven’t the faintest,” Dilian said, still not entirely recovered from his humiliating 
experience. 

“Well, I guess we’ll find out soon enough. It looks like Thorongil is about to say 
something.”

Dilian glanced up and saw Thorongil turn his horse around. He wondered if  he 
would be capable of  doing that, and leaned over to Lothdan. “How do you make this thing 
move?” he said.

“Nudge its sides with your heels. Nudge harder if  you want to go faster.”

“I think just a little nudge will be fine, thanks.”

“And her name is Vaile, for future reference.” 

“Thank you.”

“And if  you want to turn, pull on the reins here in the direction you want to go.”

“Thank you.”

While this hurried conversation was still going on, Thorongil had given the order to 
move, and Dilian was able to put his lesson to use right away. Lothdan kindly stayed close, 
always eager to help, but his presence and his constant happiness annoyed Dilian. He 
wanted the stranger to leave him alone, but he knew that that was synonymous to leaving 
him behind. In the end, he had no choice but to put up with the cheerful man of  Dol 
Amroth. 

The ride to Pelargir was quite uneventful in itself. Dilian soon found himself
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pointing out certain places to Lothdan, and enjoying the man’s company more than he 
expected. It was almost as though Lothdan’s constant jollity was infectious, and Dilian 
had caught it. Riding was not as bad as Dilian had expected, and he managed to stay with 
the company. And yet, Dilian feared that they would find Pelargir under siege from the sea. 
He was relieved to find it was not.

Thorongil allowed a short rest in Pelargir, then ordered the small company he 
brought from Minas Tirith to commandeer a few small sailing vessels the next day. Several 
other ships had likewise been crewed by companies from various other cities in Gondor, and 
it seemed that Thorongil was in charge of  the whole fleet. When the fleet was ready, 
Thorongil stood up in his flagship, from which flew the banner of  the Stewards, and 
addressed the crews. 

“Soldiers of  Gondor! I have gathered you here to make an attack on the Corsairs. 
They think that they control the entire ocean, but we still have ships and courage, and that 
is all we need. We will sail to their haven in Umbar, and we will set fire to their ships, that 
they will no longer harass our people like this! The wind is fair; let us depart!” 

Dilian joined the fleet in a hearty cheer, then unfurled the sails to catch the eastern 
wind. As the fleet slid down the Anduin toward the sea, Dilian looked around and counted 
the ships – twenty, maybe a few more. None of  them were larger than fifteen meters. Was 
Thorongil insane? How had Ecthelion allowed this suicide mission? But they were on the 
move now, and all Dilian could do was hope that this was well thought out.

The tiny fleet was engulfed in darkness when Dilian saw firelight glimmer on the 
horizon. A command was whispered into the night, and the oars were muffled. In the 
gloom, Dilian could barely see archers wrap rags around their arrow-tips and soak them in 
oil. Battle was about to be joined.

Dilian waited, crouched low in the ship. Ever so carefully, he dipped his oar in and 
out of  the water, silently, softly, slowly. He wanted to loosen his sword, but knew he must 
keep the rhythm of  the oars. He couldn’t tell if  the fires were getting any closer. He had to 
trust in the judgement of  Thorongil. 

A shout rudely broke the dark silence, causing Dilian to jump and inadvertently 
splash his oar. Light shone from a hundred fires as the archers drew their bows and fired at 
the enemy. The sudden flares lit the dreamlike scene, and Dilian saw ships—mountains, 
rather!—surrounding him on all sides, and peering down at him were dark faces, whose 
expressions couldn’t be seen against the sky. Dilian’s boat bumped against the larger Cor-
sair ship, and he jumped up and grabbed a rope hanging over the side, desperately hoping 
that the southerners wouldn’t see him and cut the rope. He pulled himself  over the rail, 
and found a hundred men rushing at him from all sides. Dilian froze. 

“Túrë! Túrë! Arwen ta túrë!”

“The Swan and Dol Amroth!”
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Dilian saw Lothdan dash past him and hurl himself  into the enemies, as farther 
down along the vast deck, Thorongil did the same. All hesitancy was lost, and Dilian 
joined the battle as the scant Gondorian force swarmed the stronger Corsair fleet. He 
crossed swords with one pirate, the straight weapon of  Pelargir crashing against the bent 
steel of  the south. Looking into the Corsair’s eyes, he saw a mixture of  surprise, hatred 
and fear. But there was no time to think of  it, no time at all. Dilian turned his sword 
quickly and slashed; the pirate cried out and staggered back, falling on the deck. Dilian 
leaped forward, parrying and thrusting, felling one pirate after another. Always in his 
mind, he saw his home on the banks of  the Anduin, and promised himself  that he would 
never let these pirates see that land. 

Not far, he saw Thorongil jump forward with a torch in his hand, and throw it down 
into a hatch. Immediately, fire blossomed from the heart of  the ship, and the sudden light 
made Dilian blink as he fought to see. A figure rushed at Thorongil, and Dilian saw the two 
shapes struggle in front of  the blaze. Thorongil pushed the pirate back and drew his sword, 
getting ready for another attack. Without wasting any time, the pirate captain surged up 
again, only to find that Thorongil was thoroughly prepared. A proper duel began, and the 
pirate was forced back against the railing of  the deck. He became desperate, and it looked 
for a moment as though Thorongil might be pushed back from his advantage. Dilian 
rushed forward, wanting to help. The swords of  the combatants locked. Thrusting his 
sword into a pirate who had stepped in his way, Dilian charged. Thorongil bashed his head 
against the pirate captain, who tumbled over the rail and into the sea. Dilian stopped 
himself. Around them, the whole Corsair fleet was burning, while Umbar began to rally 
itself  together for a counter-attack. 
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“Back to the ships! Fall back!”

Dilian and Thorongil ran to the opposite side of  the deck, avoiding leaping flames, 
falling timbers, and wild pirates. All around them, others of  the Gondorian raiding party 
also lowered themselves over the sides and into their own ships. Dilian seized his oar, and 
the small fleet sailed back north, having defeated their larger adversary. The southern 
threat was eliminated, for a time.

Nemnor entered Dilian’s room to find his friend packing again. It had only been a 
few days since the raid, but Dilian was already preparing for another adventure. 

“Leaving again?”

“Yes. I have leave for a few weeks, and I plan to use them as advised by a friend.” 
Dilian hoisted his pack. “Goodbye, Nemnor. I’m not sure if  I’ll return, but if  I do, I will be 
a better man for this journey.”

Nemnor was too stunned to say anything, simply stepped aside to let Dilian pass. 

At the Great Gate, Dilian found Taldon waiting with a pack of  his own. They 
greeted each other, left the White City, and turned north to the Golden Wood. 
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I see you, my friend,
Riding off again,

On orders from madmen.

You strive for success,
You give it your best,

But you won’t pass the test.

You stand and you fight
With all of your might,
But here is your plight:

You can’t prove your heart
If you can’t reach the bar
Which is always too far.

You come back, my friend,
When you’ve reached the end,

And find it’s moved again.

You never can win
If you follow such things,

So look for the King.

He’ll know it’s your best
And applaud your success

And then you can rest.

For there is no shame
In “losing” a game

Where all is in vain.

You’re worth so much more
Than the madmen will score,

But you may be sure

When you see the King,
He’ll acknowledge your win

And help you feel whole again.

A
Chance

For
Faramir
By Sarah Levesque
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This must be the end of all things for me, this height, this depth, this place. It presses down on me, shrinks 
me, and stifles me. I am used to roaming wide plains and tangled forests that are large enough to be lost in, 
that are empty enough for me to be alone, to have no counsel to take but my own. I am a ranger. I am a hunter. 
I am a tracker. I am the one the free peoples rely upon to warn them of incursions, to battle creatures lurking 
in the darkness, to spring forth and surprise them before they surprise me. I am used to feeling room to move, 
to breathe, to plan, to live another day.  But this fortress feels different, suffocating, like a trap sprung, and I 
am like fish in a barrel, just like all these old men and beardless boys around me. 

I have never been afraid of a fight, but this will be a slaughter. We are lost before we have begun. I know 
it. I can see it before my eyes, like waking nightmares. My every instinct tells me I am not safe, that flight is 
the only way I can fight another day. I am a man without a country; I should not be here, I should be outside 
these walls. I want to wander like the wolves, and howl at their faraway moon. I want to run away from this 
place, run away from this fate. But fate has always followed me, like a curse or a blessing, and none can 
escape her ways. She weaves the descent of the starlight, and the silver stroke that claims every soul in the 
end, no matter how far he may run, like the rivers that weave through the worlds and carry the boats of slain 
warriors to the field of bones, bleached snow-white as the hair of Galadriel, the Lady of Lothlorien. 

Théoden the King knows wrath and ruin hang heavily over his last stronghold. His face is ashen, his eyes 
distant as the ages of the earth. He knows this is the end of all he has known, all he has fought for from the 
depths of his warrior soul, his steady-beating heart craving salvation for those under his power. He would 
readily sacrifice himself if he could win it; that is why the crown fits him so well. He would ransom his life’s 
blood for the honor of his bond, and even on the edge of doom he would put on a brave face to steel the wills 
of those under his command. Yet even as his old armor is strapped upon him, he feels bound by shackles, I 
know he does. His legs shake within them, oh, that most honorable of kings! Why did such times come 
slithering like a serpent under his noble reign? 

But he shall fight on still, unto the dread of the dawn, for his people, or what people he has left, the 
scattered warriors, too old or too young, the huddled women and frightened children. A massacre looms 
crimson on the horizon. It is going to rain, but I doubt there will be anyone to hear it pattering upon us, 
washing the blood away. Yet he will go up to the parapets to command his thralls once more, to wave the 
proud flag of the wild horse over his battlements for the last time.  Even if it is for the sake of old memories, 
for the sake of all that once was and may never be again, I will stand beside him, and we will make an end for 
the bards to sing about.  I fear they will prove a melancholy strain. 

Legolas knows there is death upon this place. His Elvish senses are keen as his skill with the bow, swift as 
his arrows that cleave the air. He is a free spirit, ethereal like the halo of the moon, wild like the ferns of the 
forest. He is an undying one, unless an arrow or blade takes him in his youth. His jokes have died on his 
tongue often enough these past days, facing the abyss. We have quarreled, just as brothers would do, for 
though not of my blood we could not be closer. He does not wish to stay, but he stays for me, just as I stay for 
Théoden. If I did not, the free-flowing waters would curse me when my face reflected in them, or would 
poison me when I bent to drink from them. This is the curse and blessing of friendship, this the border, the 
brink, the chasm. We cannot explain it, but we live it. We all stay for each other in the face of death, though
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each of us must face death alone. 

I have spent too many years among the 
Elves, though I am not from them. The 
Northern Kingdom of my ancestors was 
destroyed long ago, and Gondor is but a 
shell of its former glories. I remember 
Boromir’s dimming eyes, and my vow to 
save his beloved, beleaguered city. The 
poor man…how could I say anything else 
to him? He had fallen so low, and yet I 
could hardly blame him for the desperation 
of his zeal. At least he had a home to fight 
for, even to steal for. And what was I but a 
wanderer, an exile too uncertain of my own 
worth to claim the sword of my ancestors, 
the crown of their kings? The sword has 
been shattered, and the shards cut my dead friend’s finger. How can I dare to grasp them up again and not 
bleed, to reforge them and not be burned? 

And now they come, rolling in with the rain, the creatures with eyes red like burning coals, their language 
course, dark, jarring to my ears. I have spent years fighting them, this race bred to lay waste to man. Yet rarely 
have I bothered to wonder if they think or feel or fear. I have assumed they simply exist, like savage beasts 
exist, hideous and sharp-toothed, and we must kill them or be killed by them. Yet I wonder now if they ever 
fear death as we men do. I wonder what their thoughts are, as they march towards us. Do they wonder what 
we are thinking too? Is there nothing within them that questions this mission they have been set forth upon? 
What is at the pit of their own hatred of us? Is it mindless or has it been stoked by the hatred, the lies, the will 
of others?

There was a boy, Haleth, Son of Hama, who spoke to me before the fray. His face was wan from 
sleeplessness, his eyes pools of despair, his hair long, dirty and unkempt. He looked to me for hope, though I 
keep none for myself. He had a sword in his hands he had never swung before, one he was in truth too small 
to swing. I took it up in my own hands, imagined it to be the shattered one, and swung it in grand circles, 
showing more confidence than I felt. That is the nature of martial skill; it becomes deep-seated in our guts, our 
instincts, the underbelly of our darkened memory even when we do not know why we are doing it anymore.  
But the boy is given courage, for a moment at least, for there is always hope. Yes, always hope…even though 
I wept over his dead body by the oozing light of the morning. I kissed his forehead, and sheathed his sword, 
and spoke the words of blessing over him, that his soul might wing its way to the hall of his fathers. 

The Elves come forth to aid us. I know it must be the work of Elrond, out of love for his daughter Arwen, 
out of love for me. Haldir is among them, princely as ever, serene in his eyes, nimble in his movements. I used 
to practice with him in the art of the blade and the bow. He is guardian of the northern borders, fierce in his 
defense of Elvish realms, yet a quiet soul, like a lake with waters that dip down into the heart of the earth and 
conceal treasures that lie there in the most sacred of secrecy. In my youth, I used to enjoy trying to make him 
react, to bring out just a hint of fire behind those timeless eyes. He rarely gratified me. Legolas was so much 
easier to provoke, but Haldir earned my greater respect through his restraint. I had missed him, missed his 
unshakable presence, but seeing him here, now, leading a battle formation, fills me with a mix of relief and 
horror. I do not want him to die.

Despite my misgivings, I tell him he is welcome and embrace him. It is yet another round of our little



game, testing to see if my humanity can rouse his Elvish indignation. But wonder of wonders, he hesitates, 
then hugs me in return. Does he know something I do not? Do his Elvish senses tell him this may be our end 
game? But there is no time to ponder; the Elves are readying their bows with as much grace as minstrels 
prepare their harps. The enchanted blades slide along their scabbards, coming forth to be baptized by the 
heavy rain. The battle horns pierce the gloom and break the heart beating high, covered like a shield by the 
evenstar. I touch the jewel that feels like a distant icy star, covered by clouds, just as the memory of her kisses 
are growing cold in my memory. Give me but one more dream of her…

But the only dream I may have as the battle swirls around me is the dream of death, stealing quietly 
through the din, like the last breath a soldier takes before he falls. I hear different languages flying about me, 
like wind, like darts, like death. I have grown up with these majestic tongues, delicate, musical, and some-
times deadly in their earnestness. These Elves are proud beings, and their greetings and battle orders alike roll 
off the tongue like primordial poetry. I understand them, though hardly any of these soldiers of Rohan do. To 
them, these enchanted creatures are more like shards of myth than reality. But I have learned that they are 
very real indeed; you can learn to love them, and they to love you in return, and a man might find enough 
similarities with them to make up for our differences. 

Are the Orcs like that, then? Just ugly where the Elves are beautiful, and their pride twisted into hatred 
when all else had been stripped away until they willingly served their own oppressors? Is it that no one 
believes in their reality, but only their myth, and so they are lost in their own darkness? What has Sauron done 
to them, what has Saruman taught them? Will I ever know as my sword cleaves through their bodies and their 
blood sprays upon me and they twitch in their final agony on the ground? Will I ever know the final thoughts 
that run through their minds, will I ever know if they have souls that could have been saved but for the things 
they were taught to be? But today, as with every other day I have known, it is kill or be killed; they will show 
us no mercy, and none will shown to them by men or elves. I wonder…do they even know what mercy means, 
for surely they have never given it, nor has it ever been extended to them? 

Yes…it is a slaughter, but not to the last man. The nation of Rohan will endure this night. But the Elvish 
soldiers have paid the price for them. Yes, down to the last archer. Perhaps the greatest treasures in Haldir’s 
now-silent heart were his dreams of the sea, which he loved so dearly, yet dreaded so darkly, for it meant the 
fall of Lothlorien and the end of the 
world as he knew it. He did not even 
have to listen in shells to hear the 
ocean’s roll as I did when I was 
young. He could envision the look of 
the azure water with his second 
sight. He was such a fickle lover of 
his lady the ocean, who beckoned to 
him though he would not come. Now 
I shall always listen in the shells 
every time I come upon them, not for 
the sound of the waves, but for the 
thump of his heartbeat. 

When he took his final stand, I 
cried out to him in his own language, 
that he might warn his archers as we 
retreated to the keep, before they 
were cut off from all succor. But it 
was too late. As always, he would be
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the last to try and leave, though none could escape the net closing around them. The orcs set upon them on 
either side, slashing through Elvish chainmail. He slew as many as he could with his blade singing, until the 
enemy blade thrust itself through his body. I saw him stagger forward, struggle to remain upright, and I 
thought I might die of sorrow, for I could not reach him. I saw him meet my gaze for a moment, then felt my 
heart shatter as he gazed vacantly at his slain archers lying in a circle around him. I had never before seen him 
visibly shocked, and it shook me to the core. Ah yes, this immortal one should be shocked…he was so 
unaccustomed to seeing death. In this, we men are more immune, more grimly stoic than he was, that fair 
warrior innocent. 

And I saw that innocent receive his death-wound as yet another blade sliced through his back. He did not 
even try to defend himself, did not even try to escape. He would die with his kinsmen, die as his race was 
dying, leaving, fading, giving over their last glimmer, like the fading of the first day of creation, too beautiful 
to last forever. I am finally able to break through to him, rush to his side. I catch him as he falls into my arms. 
There is a flickering spark of life left in his eyes, even as the blood trickles down his mouth. It speaks to me. 

Is this the way of you mortals? Is this the thing  you most fear? We have tasted it now, though we are 
unused to it…I am unused to it…you see? it is a terror to face it alone…oh, Estel, teach me how…stay with 
me…

I stay, my hand placed over his heart. I will not leave him until his spirit leaves him. The blood is soaking 
through his clothes, staining my hands as I cradle him, but even though his breathing weakens he does not 
struggle as I have seen men do. He is not even bitter, simply resolved to submit to that which must be. I 
wonder what he thinks of now…I wonder whom he misses most, for I can see the loss dawning in him, the 
loss men have long learned to fear. But then that serenity comes back to him, that strange Elvish knowing, 
melancholy and resigned, and he places his hand over mine, and whispers in his language what he sees 
spilling forth from the future. 

U i vethid…Na I onnad…This is not the end…this is the beginning…Aragorn, King of Men...

Days have passed now since his eyes emptied of light, and I grieve for all that has been lost, all that I am 
losing, all that I am being called to do, yet that I may fail to fulfill. I even grieve for death itself. Surely it must 
be saddened to rob the life in face of such gallant opposition. Yet death has touched me as well, slaying my 
old life, and seeming to grant me the terrifying gift of a new one. Aragorn. King. The words, jumbled 
together, running over and over again in my mind, make me tremble. 

I see in Lady Eowyn’s eyes the color of the ocean, and it knows the depths of my soul. She comes to me as 
I sit alone on the steps of her uncle’s royal mead hall. In her hands there is a shell, gray on the outside, but 
containing the colors of the rainbow within. It holds fresh water in it for me to drink, to cool my cracked lips, 
and I oblige her by raising it to my mouth. I drink to the victorious dead, and imagine the gray ships bearing 
souls over the many colors of the horizon where they are ever bound to the circles of the worlds, and yet 
become more than memory.

“Ves hael,” she whispers in her people’s ancient tongue. “Be well.” 

The sun sets red against the mountains, and I take her smooth white hand, like the petals of the first 
blossoms of spring, and bring it to my lips In gratitude. It is sweeter to me than the water, as is the rose 
blooming in her cheeks. There are crystal tears melting from the blue of her compassionate gaze, and the sea 
could not have been more mesmerizing. I thought I heard its waves tumultuous against the shores of her 
golden hair, like the sunlit sand, and her footsteps along the corridors lull me to sleep. They do not bring 
dreams of the ethereal lingering of elves, but of the hearty survival of men. Our future. Our world. 

This is not the end, no, this is the beginning…Aragorn, King of Men…
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Wizards, hobbits, and evil orcs are what J. R. R. Tolkien is famous for. But, one 
of his stories is just as captivating without these fantastical characters. It comes in the 
form of a novella. Leaf by Niggle is a deep piece full of symbolism and thought. 
Tolkien finished writing it in 1939 and had it published in the Dublin Review in January 
of 1945. The story was inspired by his then current life situation and his fears about 
the future. Leaf by Niggle can be analyzed in three areas: the Christian themes 
throughout it; how it reflects the author’s life; and the similarities between it and other 
stories by Tolkien, such as The Lord of the Rings and The Hobbit.

First, there are many parts of the story that relate to Christian ideas. The journey that 
Niggle must go on is a metaphor for the journey to heaven that one takes when one 
dies. He tries to put off the trip and does not know when he will be called. Many signs, 
such as the slowing down of visitors and the gossip about his possible soon 
departure, indicate that he must be very ill. Niggle himself knows he must leave soon 
but neglects to prepare and ends up being caught off guard at the time of parting. 
When Niggle does pass, he is put in a workhouse where he stays until he lets go of 
his anger and stress about life. After accepting his situation, he is allowed to move on. 
This represents the Catholic Christian idea of Purgatory where one makes up for 
one’s sins before being brought into heaven.
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By MariaTeresa Carzon

A synopsis of Leaf by Niggle:
Niggle is an unsuccessful painter 

whose favorite subjects are leaves. He 
decides one day that he will attempt to 
paint an entire tree. As a trip he can’t 
get out of approaches, he is afraid his 

piece will not be finished due to 
unavoidable distractions. A chaperone 

for his journey comes to take him 
away, and he is put in a workhouse 
where he remains for some time. 



68

As Niggle continues on, he is learning about what is truly important and even makes 
peace with his former colleague from earth. He and Parish, his old friend, collaborate 
on finishing a landscape of trees and plants using Niggle’s creative designs and 
Parish’s knowledge of gardening. Among this work is Niggle’s tree, appearing in its 
full magnificence beyond what he had imagined in his final days. This shows that 
God makes us complete and perfect. Upon finishing the countryside scene, Niggle 
decides to continue on to the mountains. He is ready to move closer to heaven 
through an unexplored land which he was unable to conceive of during his time being 
alive.

The themes found in this story are based upon the life of the author, John 
Ronald Reuel Tolkien, better known as J. R. R. Tolkien. Born in Southern Africa in 
1892 to Arthur Reuel Tolkien and Mabel Suffield, Tolkien moved to England when his 
father died and was raised Roman Catholic by a priest after his mother passed as 
well. His devotion to Catholicism is often illustrated in his works, usually with 
references to sin and, as in Leaf by Niggle, plot lines involving Purgatory. He studied 
English Language and Literature in college and began writing. While in the midst of 
developing The Lord of the Rings, Tolkien wrote Leaf by Niggle which compares his 
struggles in finishing the popular trilogy to Niggle’s tree painting. “It arose from my 
own pre-occupation with The Lord of the Rings, the knowledge that it would be 
finished in great detail or not at all, and the fear (near certainty) that it would be 'not at 
all',” Tolkien wrote in a letter. This is the same view that Niggle had toward his final 
piece. Perhaps in pouring some of his ideas into Leaf by Niggle, he was able to see 
through finishing the trilogy more easily.

Themes are similar in several of Tolkien’s works. In Leaf by Niggle the main 
character has to go on a long, hard journey to overcome sin, a key element to the 
plotline in The Lord of the Rings and The Hobbit. Niggle, Bilbo, and Frodo go through 
many struggles on their way to an important destination, learning what it means to be 
good and finding their purpose in the world. By carrying the ring, Bilbo overcomes his 
temptation to sit back at home and put the burden onto someone else; he sacrifices 
his comfort to protect others from an evil. Frodo discovers true bravery when he 
agrees to continue his uncle’s journey and at last destroy the ring. And finally, Niggle 
learns how to consider other people’s feelings and to set aside personal gain to 
repair his relationship with an old friend. Although each is seen as naïve and childish, 
each of them prove to be the most valuable person in finishing a task. Leaf by Niggle 
is much shorter than all of these other stories but carries just as much impact.

Tolkien is a widely influential and beloved author and his wonderfully 
imaginative and theologically insightful works are loved even to this day. All of his 
pieces can be examined in regards to their religious themes, how they correlate to his 
own life, and how they are similar to and build off of each other. Although a great deal 
shorter than his better-known writings, Leaf by Niggle is just as reputable as a 
Catholic reference. So, if you’ve read The Lord of The Rings and The Hobbit and are 
looking for more from that author or want a beginner’s introduction to his style, pick 
up this short story about an anxious soul and his journey to heaven. Even without 
ghosts, elves, and dwarves, Leaf by Niggle is an incredibly significant story.



We are all creatures of hobbit,

A little less human each day 

As we wither into weather, 

Into whether, like Baggins,

Never wondering where our

Adventure begins. 

As creatures of hobbit,

We wander and are lost

In rhymes and riddles,

In precious things that 

Glitter like gold 

But sure aren’t Shire,

Or even Rivendell.

But as creatures of hobbit

We carry those with a ring

Of death around their neck.

We sing of Bombadils and 

Every-going roads to heal

All ills of a Mordor-world.

Yes, we’re hobbit and human

Too, heroes the world never

Saw coming up the misty mountains

There, and back again, human,

And hobbit.

Creatures of Hobbit

Hope Bolinger

69



By Killarney Traynor
I remember well when Eowyn first came among us. She was a child then, a fair thing with 

long hair the color of spun gold and eyes that snapped with hidden fire. How I envied the way 
she rode on that fine grey pony, head erect and shoulders back, a queen in the making. You 
would have thought she’d just returned from conquering countries or slaying dragons instead 
of the truth: Orcs had slain her father and their mother succumbed to grief. She and her 
handsome brother, Eomer, were orphans, alone and not alone, as is often the case with 
royalty.

“Have you ever seen anyone so grand in your life, Maebh?” my mother asked in her 
breathless fashion. “Won’t it be nice to be making pretty garments for a change?”

My mother was a laundress, seamstress, and sometime spinner at Meduseld and, as one 
of the staff, had been ordered to assemble and be presented to the new arrivals. My father 
remained at his place in the foundry, where I had been until my mother came to fetch me.

I studied the new girl. I was older than her and I too had blond hair, but mine was curly 
and constantly in knots. As one of the few daughters in a compound filled with sons, my 
dresses were usually muddy and I could just as easily be found mock-fighting with the lads, 
watching my father at his work, or helping my mother at her tasks. 

Life as a castle servant is a strange thing. The arrival of Eowyn and Eomer had been 
spoken of for weeks. Prince Theodred was beside himself with excitement at the prospect of 
having cousins live with him and told everyone everything he knew or suspected about them. 
We were quick to catch on to his enthusiasm and every detail was discussed, enlarged, 
added to, and ruminated on until it seemed that there was nothing we did not know. And yet 
we were strangers to them and destined to remain so.

“She’s shorter than I expected,” I said. 
“She’s but a girl,” my mother replied. “You can play with her.”
I didn’t think a pristine statue of a child like Eowyn would deign to lower 

herself to play with me, but I let my mother think as she liked. 
We had decorated Meduseld to welcome the orphans in a stately fashion and I was 

drafted to help serve at the welcoming banquet for them. I was too short to serve drinks, but 
not to carry in plates, which I did with the pages and squires. The grand hall was filled to 
capacity and the temperature was stifling with body heat. Ale was drunk, toasts were given, 
and it was all we servers could do to keep up with our tasks while dodging flailing arms and 
darting around the dogs that snapped up bits from the table.

Flanking their triumphant uncle at the head table, Eowyn and Eomer looked small and 
lost, though Theodred, sitting next to Eomer, did his best to distract them. When Theoden 
announced that Eomer would immediately begin his knightly training, the prince pumped his 
fist and cheered and Eomer smiled for the first time. The news pleased me more than it 
should. Eomer was a handsome lad and I was a frequent visitor to the training sessions. 

Eowyn was also pleased. Her face brightened and unexpectedly her eyes caught mine. 
Children connect easier than adults. We saw at once each other’s loneliness and isolation, 
she motherless in a new land, me a lone girl in a man’s world, and like recognized like. I 
grinned, then she grinned, and in that moment we were friends.

Our association most likely would have ended there, had it not been for Eomer’s training.
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Like all castle-strongholds, there is a field set aside for warriors, knights, and squires to 
work their skills and, for convenience sake, it is not that far from the smithy where my father 
plied his trade. When I wasn’t being taught to follow in my mother’s work, I was either on the 
training field or in the blacksmith’s shop with my father. 

I loved watching my father work: blending molten metals, pounding swords, shields, and 
even dishware into shapes. He taught me how to blend and mold daggers and knit tiny 
pieces of metal into chainmail. I learned arrow making too – strong, slender, and light, with 
tips so sharp a strong bowman could pierce armor. My father also taught me to etch, and as 
his eyes weakened, I took over a good deal of this delicate work. At least, I did until Felim 
arrived. But we haven’t come to him yet.

My days weren’t all work and training. I played with the other children of the palace and I 
loved to spar with the small, blunted swords kept on hand for training purposes. I would 
fence with any squire who was willing, and I became adept. Theodred was the first to call me 
Shield Maiden and often would challenge me to duels. Soon the other boys followed suit and 
it was during one of these mock-tourneys that Eowyn first appeared on the training ground.

I didn’t see her at first, though I noted the immediate change in my opponent’s tactics. 
Unwilling to lose to a girl in front of a girl, he began to press me hard and I nearly lost my 
footing. A quick feint and fast footwork sent him tumbling and I was declared the winner of 
the match. Eowyn’s high voice rang out among the others in congratulation and she wasted 
no time in running over to me.

“You fight with boys,” she said, by way of introduction.
“Just in fun, my lady,” I said, though a bit starstruck. “We don’t mean any harm.”

“You will teach me?” she asked. Her shining eyes 
were on my short sword and her body was tense with 
repressed excitement.

“Teach you, my lady?”
“Call me Eowyn. I will be friends with you. What is 

your name?”
“Maebh.” It was all I could do to keep myself from 

saying “My lady.”
“Maebh.” She stumbled on the unfamiliar word. 

“Maebh. That’s a good name for an instructor. You will 
teach me, for the sword master refuses.”

“But…” It did not seem right for a lady to fight with 
swords. It was all right for me; I was a servant’s daughter, 
without class or higher responsibilities. “Are you sure you 
want to?”

Her gaze left the sword and latched on to me instead.
“I am sure I need to,” she said firmly. “I will not be 

helpless.”
Naturally, one doesn’t disregard an order from the 

lady of the house and, in any case, I was desperate for 
female friends. We began that morning, Eowyn holding 
the sword with two hands, tripping over her long skirts, 
and I in my ragged short dress with the sword alternating 
between my right and left hands. Eowyn tripped on her 
skirt three times, always popping back up from the mud 
with determination and laughter. We parted amicably and 
I went back to my mother, feeling as though I’d broken a 
rule and gotten away with it.

I needn’t have worried. The king roared in laughter 
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when he saw Eowyn, coated in sweat and mud, beaming with pride of accomplishment. 
The order for divided, shorter skirts filtered down to my mother shortly thereafter and our 
training and friendship continued. 

Eowyn was quick to learn and soon assumed the title of Shield Maiden. Together we grew 
in skill and speed, and one day the sword master relented and began giving us lessons. It 
was a glorious time and I loved it.

There was a marked difference in the way we trained. I worked for fun, to escape 
everyday chores and to be outside in the sunlit training field. Eowyn trained as though her life 
depended upon it. She practiced footwork until it flowed like dance steps. She worked her 
blade until it flashed fire in the sun. Her tenacity and prowess soon won the admiration of all 
the squires, her brother included.

“You fight as though the world relies on you,” Eomer said one day, after a grueling duel 
that left both of them panting.

“How do you know it doesn’t?” she responded, with a confident toss of her head.
“Mind yourself, Eomer,” Theodred laughed. “Else she will outshine us all!”
Her ability with the sword was matched by her kindness. I’ve seen her drop her sword in 

the middle of a match to return a fallen chick to its nest and later, when the fever ravaged the 
servant quarters, it was her nursing that helped save the ones who survived, myself 
included.

For a few years, we were the best of friends, spending time together both on and off the 
sparring field. But time passed and things changed. Theodred and Eomer were sent away to 
train with other men. The king drafted tutors to teach Eowyn more refined arts and began to 
search for husbands. 

Her new studies cut into her training sessions, something she resented. “He intends to 
pluck my wings and cage me like any other prized bird. I’ll not have it, Maebh. I’ll not have it!”

We had little choice. My workload increased and I too had less time for the training fields. I 
spent hours doing needlework and cleaning while Eowyn disappeared into the veiled world of 
leadership and privilege. 

Then the fever came and I was laid up. My mother succumbed and passed and the fever 
took the remainder of my father’s eyesight. My hair was shorn and grew back wild, curly, and 
dingy brown. I felt, in many ways, that I shrank into my station even as Eowyn, tall, willowy, 
with hair like a golden halo, grew into her own. 

When my father recovered, an apprentice was assigned to him, a young man from a 
nearby village. Thus I met Felim. Eowyn had many suitors, I 
only the one, and yet I never envied her. Felim and I were 
perfectly suited for each other. We married with little fuss, and 
were happy in our small, contained world. But outside, darkness 
was spreading across the land like a stain across a beautiful 
table cloth.

The first real indication that we had that anything was wrong 
was when Theoden fell ill. It was a shocking thing, for he’d 
always been so strong. Eowyn’s tender side came to the fore. 
She devoted herself to caring for him, giving up her lessons, 
even the last vestiges of her military training, to running the 
house and caring for the king. And it was around then that 
Grima arrived. 

We called him Wormtongue, for he had a diabolically 
marvelous way of planting ideas in one’s head so that you 
thought they were your own. His ascent was sharp and once 
ensconced in the king’s ear, there he remained. Rohan’s 
reputation and defenses went to the wayside under his
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unofficial reign, and the honor of Theoden himself was brought into question. As the king’s 
health worsened, Grima’s influence grew. There were rumors of curses and poisons, and talk 
of a marital alliance between him and Eowyn, but she soon put an end to that. 

“As though I’d allow him to lay a hand on me,” she’d snorted when I asked her. 
Worn from her duties and frustrated by her own helplessness, Eowyn would come to the 

servant’s quarters to talk with me. She knew, as I did, that the world outside was darkening, 
but we did not know by how much. Eomer and Theodred patrolled the borders, fending off 
orcan raids and keeping the kingdom as secure as possible without true support from the 
sovereign. The occasional messages that Eomer sent were light on details. I suspected then, 
as I do still, that Grima interfered with Eowyn’s correspondence. 

I worried about Eowyn. Her spark had dwindled, her energy was sapped, and her once 
fierce defiance of convention was wearing thin. 

“I’m tired all the time,” she complained.
“Worry ages a body,” I replied. 
“I wish Eomer were here.” 
It was, I think, the first and last time I heard her wish for a man’s aid. 
Eomer did return, and for a brief moment her flame was restored. She shed ten years of 

responsibility when that young man walked through the door, but it was preciously short-
lived. I remembered catching a brief glimpse of his white face as he stalked into the king’s 
room to make his report. It didn’t take long before news filtered downstairs to us: Theodred 
was dead and the world was going to war. 

Theoden’s response was immediate: he arrested Eomer and drove the boy from his sight.
The entire castle mourned the loss of the loveable prince. Eowyn was beside herself with 

grief and fury. She raged and ranted to me, her hands balled into fists.
“What can I do?” she demanded. “Spring him from prison?”
That was impossible, of course. Theoden still held absolute sway and the prince’s death 

seemed to shove him further under Wormtongue’s control. No one could stand against his 
machinations.

“I will not stand by idle!” she roared when I said as much. She was pale and shaking, her 
grey eyes bright with unshed tears and fury. “I cannot, Maebh! I must do something, 
something to shake the shame of dishonor from our realm. Give me something to do!”

So I did. I went to the corner where I hid things, and pulled out our practice swords, dull 
and heavy items. I handed her one and she stared at it, then at me, uncomprehending. 

“Revolt is impossible,” she said.
“Especially with that,” I laughed, though it was no light matter. “We prepare, my lady. This 

situation will not remain forever and when the change comes, we will be ready for it.” When 
she still hesitated, I said with more confidence than I felt, “It is what we can do, Eowyn.”

She nodded and followed me out into the training field.
We worked in secret. It would not have done for Grima to know what we were doing. 

Eowyn’s time was divided between tending Theoden, visiting Eomer, avoiding Grima’s 
wandering hands, and renewing her acquaintance with the sword and me. We kept Eowyn’s 
training clothes in my hut and practiced regularly, fighting until we were breathless and sore. 
Eventually, others learned of it and began their own sessions, and soon a small, defiant army 
was forming.  Servant and serf, warrior and washwoman. All were anxious, you see. We 
knew that Wormtongue was merely a symptom of a larger disease, though no one was brave 
enough to come right out and say it. 

No one, that is, until Gandalf returned. 
Wizards are rarities in these parts and certainly few carry the weight of legend that 

Gandalf the Grey – I should say, the White – bore. He had come once before, when he was 
still the Grey, and had been rudely thrown out by Theoden – even then, Grima’s grip was 
tight. This time, however, Gandalf’s powerful and confidence was such that we knew, even
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from the brief glance that we had of him from a 
distance, that the whole world was about to change.
And so it proved. He and the little band of 
mismatched, road-weary warriors strode into the 
throne room and transformed it. How this occurred, 
we down below were not privy to. One minute, Grima 
is all but king, the next Théoden was calling for his 
sword and his nephew and offering his military 
services to Gandalf. Wormtongue was cast out, 
Eomer released, and Rohan breathed freely.

Eowyn was revived and not simply because of her 
family’s release from bondage. There was a man in 
Gandalf’s group, tall and lean with grey in his shaggy 
hair. He was from the west and though he dressed as 
a Ranger, there was something about him that set him 
apart from the others. I’d have thought he was royalty 
had I not known different, but he certainly was a 

leader. Gandalf commanded everyone’s respect, but Aragorn had their loyalty.
He also had Eowyn’s heart. It wasn’t the first time she’d fallen – the first had been brief 

and painful – but still she was not the type to fall in love easily. Respect, admiration, and a 
release from long captivity no doubt played their parts, but the emotion was real, for all that 
created it. She fell and he did not notice.

Rohan went to war. Theoden decided to personally lead his forces, leaving Eowyn in 
charge in his absence. It was a wise decision, as Eowyn had practically been running the 
country during the king’s illness. But still it sat ill with Eowyn.

With the declaration of war, everything changed. Rohan was no longer safe and could 
expect to be invaded by Sauron’s forces at some point. Felim and his workers toiled day and 
night preparing, repairing, and creating armor and weapons for the departing warriors. My 
discovering my pregnancy at this time proved fortunate – Felim was exempted from following 
the army and remained home.

Gandalf, Theoden, Aragon, Eomer, and the others took their leave, a fine band of resolute 
men, but so small in number that I know I wasn’t the only one who fretted about their safety. 
Eowyn stood tall and stoic as she watched their departure. Her eyes, though, gave her away; 
we were performing an important task at home, but she longed for more. The pale, helpless 
look that had disappeared with Gandalf’s appearance had returned and my heart was 
touched.

“You do well to remain 
here,” I said. “We have 
need of you.”

“I understand my duty,” 
she said. “Yet I cannot 
help but feel I am called 
elsewhere. My heart… it is 
not bound to this place.”

Eowyn was a natural 
leader and we found 
ourselves looking to her, 
not only for instruction, but 
also for reassurance. She 
put together a team of 
leaders and managed
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everything with competence, kindness, and regal poise. During the day, she was a pillar of 
strength. At night, when she thought no one was watching, she would prowl the outer 
defenses, always looking towards the distant battlefields where her heart and mind were. 

Refugees and wounded began pouring in. Somehow we found places for everyone. I put 
my seamstresses to work making clothes, bandages, and tents. Eowyn focused on 
increasing food and supplies, while training nurses in healing and others in defense. Anyone 
who could hold a sword or work a bow was drafted into the defense army. Eowyn herself kept 
up her practice on the training field, although I, as my pregnancy advanced, found 
myself slowing down. 

Only on the training field did Eowyn appear to relax, her fire and confidence restored until 
she looked like the queen she was always meant to be. There, on that muddy bit of ground, 
dressed in dirty, unflattering divided skirts, and wielding a sword like she had been born with it 
in her hand, she seemed the most herself.

“I don’t want to wait for the enemy,” she said privately to me once, in a sudden fit of 
impatience. “I want to find him and stop him where he is.”

I understood, but there was little do be done about 
it. What little I could do, I did with Felim. Once we 
knew that he would not be going with the army, I told 
him of a private project that needed doing. He 
seemed skeptical at first, especially when I told him 
that it was not to be mentioned to anyone, not even 
Eowyn.

“It’ll take time and material away,” he said. “Are 
you sure it’s worth the risk?”

Early on, Eowyn had issued an edict, declaring 
certain materials were not to be used for private 
means without severe consequences. I thought I 
knew where we could get the material where it would 
not be missed. In any case, so sure was I in my pur-
pose that I was willing to risk imprisonment to see it 
through.

“It must be done,” I insisted. “And it won’t be done 
if we ask for permission.”

I’d married well, for he relented and began the 
work. 

Life on the defensive is tedious and stressful. We 
lived for word from the front, even as we dreaded the 
possibilities. When a group of riders appeared on the horizon one day, we were initially 
terrified. It was Eowyn who identified them.

“It is the Grey Riders,” she said, her grey eyes shining. “Aragorn returns!”
Before we could respond, she rushed to change into one of her best frocks, a white 

garment that made her radiance even brighter.
Aragorn rode in with his usual odd company. They were weary and worn, but not defeated 

and welcomed the opportunity to break bread among friends. Eowyn made no attempt to 
conceal her pleasure at seeing the Ranger again – he had to have been blind not to note her 
regard. But blind he must have been, for he gave her not the slightest encouragement.

The Grey Riders made for pleasant, lively company and it was from them that we learned of 
the victory at Hornburg, in Helm’s Deep. Eowyn listened with breathless excitement at the 
heroics of her brother and guardian, and I could see that the itch to leave grew with each 
detail. She was relieved and happy as we all were to know that Theoden and Eomer were 
safe. She was less pleased when she learned of Aragorn’s destination: the Paths of the Dead.
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The news struck us all like a death knell. There are places too dangerous for even the 
noblest of warriors to venture and the Paths of the Dead was so highly feared that some 
thought even to mention the name was to bring a curse down on the speaker’s head. 

Eowyn’s expression was stone. “Is it then your errand to seek death?” she demanded. 
“They do not suffer the living to pass.”

“They may suffer me to pass,” he said, quietly. “No other road will serve.”
It was a clash of two wills of equal strength. Eowyn was adamant and he would not be 

swayed. Finally the elf and the dwarf intervened and turned the conversation. The matter 
was not finished, however; I could tell from Eowyn’s expression that she had more to say. 
Later, after the feast was over and the men had taken themselves to their quarters, Eowyn 
disappeared. 

I could guess where she had gone. I slipped out of the hall and ran down to the hut I 
shared with my ageing father and my husband. Felim was there, asleep in his chair, waiting 
for me. He awoke to my touch.

“The riders leave in the morning,” I said. “Can you finish tonight?” 
I was asking a great deal. Felim had put in a full day’s hard labor and this was no easy 

task for a man alone. But by then, he had come to accept that it was, indeed, important.
“I can,” he said and good man that he was, stood, ready to begin. 
“I’ll return as soon as I can to help,” I promised. 
I would have gone with him then, but instinct drew me back to Meduseld, to Eowyn’s 

private chamber. I waited with her maid until the Lady of Rohan returned. From her stiff 
manner, pallor, and the humiliation in her eyes, we knew all was not well. 

“Are you all right?” I asked, going to her side. 
But she was in no mood to be comforted. She brushed off my gesture and turned her 

back.
“I offered,” she said. “And I was refused. I would be alone now.”
Her voice broke. She, Eowyn of Rohan, been refused and the pain was cruel. 
We did as she requested. I do not know how she passed the night, but I know how I did: In 

the foundry with my husband, working and etching until dawn touched the sky. 

The Grey Riders were mounted and ready to leave before the sun even crested the ridges 
to the east. Whatever drove Aragorn on the foolish quest to the Paths of the Dead, it filled 
him with an eagerness that belied the occasion. Not many had assembled to see them off –
the perceived recklessness of their venture filled most with superstitious fear. As for myself, I 
was present for two reasons: I did not fear the dead so much as the living and I wanted to be 
there for Eowyn.

I was tired and dirty from my night’s work, so I stood at a distance. When Aragorn made to 
mount his horse, I thought, she isn’t coming. 

But then Eowyn appeared, head held high, shoulders back, defiance and grace radiating 
out of every move. Yet she was not dressed as the Lady of Rohan. She wore the garments 
of a rider, right down to the battered old sword that we used for practice. I wondered if she’d 
had time to sharpen it.

“Aragorn,” she said and I could hear the tears in her voice. “Wilt thou go?”
“I will,” he said. 
He was a stone of a man and I hated him for what he could do to my friend. I hated him 

more when she threw herself on her knees, the proud Lady of Rohan, begging this itinerant 
Ranger to take her with him, only to be refused again. Her humiliation was mine. I wished the 
curses of the Paths were true, even as I watched him raise her to her feet and reverently kiss 
her hand. The anger that seized me was temporary and sympathetic, but it would not abate 
until the Ranger and his men had disappeared from view. 
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Eowyn watched them go, a stone maiden with clenched fists, waiting until they were gone. 
Then she turned and I caught a brief glimpse of her face and the tears streaming down her 
cheeks. She stumbled into the house and I let her go to grieve in private. 

Though I spent the day in my hut, sleeping, I got little rest. My dreams were of Sauron and 
of battling warriors, surrounded and drowning in a spreading, smothering darkness. I awoke 
with my heart pounding to find the hut empty and that night had fallen. I fell back against the 
pillow and lay still, listening to cricket song. My child moved within me and I wondered what 
sort of a world I’d be bringing her into. 

I heard the jingling sounds of harness and the soft clop of muffled hooves long before the 
knock at the door. When I opened it, Eowyn 
stood before me, holding the reins to her 
favorite mount. She was dressed as a 
ranger, her fair hair rolled and tucked so 
tightly to her head that at a distance she 
might be taken as a man. I knew from her 
stance, from the very look in her eyes, that 
she was going even before I spotted the 
packs on the horse’s back.

“I’m leaving, Maebh,” she said. “I ride out 
tonight.”

I nodded, instinctively stroking my 
swollen belly. “To the Paths of the Dead?”

“Nay. To Theoden and Eomer.” She 
hastily added, “The house of Rohan is in 
shame, Maebh, and the world grows dark 
and cold. I am the daughter of the House of 
Eorl. I cannot stand by and let the world fall. 
I will not.”

“And you think that they shall not simply 
send you home again?”

She flinched, but raised her chin. “They 
may try,” she said.

I nodded. It seemed that our entire lives 
had been mere staging to bring us to this 

point, when the Shield Maiden assumed her true role. For a moment, I wondered if I, too, 
ought to go. Then my child moved and I was reminded of other, more personal obligations. 
My role, the one I had joyfully assumed long ago, was still here in Edoras.

“I leave Jereth in command,” Eowyn said, her hands nervously running through the reins. 
“I’ve left no duty undone.”

“No one dare say so in my presence,” I said. “But a knight should not leave without her 
armor.”

I opened the door wider and her eyes grew round, for there in the middle of the room was 
the finished product of Felim’s and my labor. There was suit of mail with a breastplate, both 
slender and delicate enough to fit her frame, yet strong enough for war. We’d created a 
helmet and a shield as well, both etched to match. 

The pride of all was the sword: light and strong, sized to her hand and arm strength. When 
Eowyn unsheathed it, it glinted even in the dull light of my room. It was a lovely blade – sharp 
as a razor and, though it was a folly, I’d etched delicate designs upon the blade. 

Eowyn stared at the sword as though it were the most marvelous thing she’d ever seen.
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“I ordered that all metals were to be used for the war effort,” she said at last.
“And so these will be,” I replied. “You were always destined for the battlefront, my lady. 

This cage was always only temporary.”
She looked at me then and her grey eyes filled. I turned away, for if she cried, I would too. 

I think we both knew, somehow, that this parting was permanent – she would never again 
return to rule at Edoras. But the present parting was painful enough without adding the 
weight of years. 

Silently we dressed her in her new armaments and strapped the sword to her side. They 
fit well – I was, after all, my lady’s seamstress. I followed her out into the night and stood by 
as she strapped the helmet onto her pack.

“I’ll go as Dernhelm,” she said. “No one will know me.”
“And let no man turn you away,” I added.
Her eyes glinted in the moonlight. She took both of my hands and I forced a smile. 
“Bring honor back to our house, lady,” I said. “Strike a blow for your fellow Shield Maiden. 

My only wish is that I could come with you.”
Eowyn seem to choke on words. She squeezed my hands hard and mounted her horse. 

She pulled the sword and it shone strong and new in the moonlight. 
“I dub thee Maebh,” she said of the sword and looked at me. “And thus, your name shares 

in the coming glory. I’ll carry both you and Theodred with me.” She paused and then said, 
“You were my teacher and my friend. I will never forget either service.”

The lump in my throat made it almost impossible to speak. “The honor was mine, my 
lady.”

A noise from behind alerted us to people approaching. With a final smile towards me, 
Eowyn drew her dark cloak across her shoulders and disappeared into the night. 

And thus, rode she into legend. Maebh was shat-
tered at the Battle of Pellenor Fields, slaying the Witch-
King of Angmar, the one of whom it was said no man 
could kill. Thus was honor restored to Rohan and the 
House of Eorl, and I able to tell my growing brood that 
their father and mother did their bit to free the world 
from darkness. 

On Theoden’s death, Eomer became king, but 
Eowyn never really returned to Edoras. She married 
Faromir, a man nearly as fine as Felim, and left with 
him for his kingdom. When she did visit, with their 
young son in tow, I saw that she’d grown again, from an 
impatient, powerful warrior to a queen and mother. The 
role suited her just as well. On seeing me, she grabbed 
both of my hands and her grey eyes filled.

“Maebh,” she said. “My teacher, sword-bearer, and 
friend.”

I cannot conceive of a higher honor than that. 
There are moments, when I see youngsters working 

on the training fields or my own daughters wrestling in 
the mud, and I think back with fondness and certain 
melancholy to my childhood friend. Gandalf once said 
that we all have our small parts to play. I like to think 
that my sword and shield saved Eowyn from death and 
maybe that was so. But in any case, though my part 
was small indeed, I account myself the luckiest of 
women for having played it.
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How Harry Healed My Inner Frodo: 
Reflections on the Christian Mystery of Love, Sacrifice, and Choice

By Michael Haldas 

I first read and finished The Lord of the 
Rings in the summer of 1977.  I remember 
feeling like someone had kicked me in the 
stomach. I remember feeling a depression 
wash over me, not just because of the sad, 
somewhat dystopic ending, but because it 
was such a great book I didn’t want it to 
end. I had never encountered anything like 
it. I didn’t know at that moment that this was 
the beginning of a lifelong love of The Lord of 
the Rings and all of Tolkien’s works. I have 
reread The Lord of the Rings nearly annually 
since my first read more than forty years ago. 
Harry Potter came along a generation later 
and I was able to relive, to some extent, that 
same type of experience I had with The Lord 
of the Rings since it too was an exceptional 
piece of work.

Though very different books written in 
very different styles, they share many things in 
common. For me, they evoke an emotional 
response and a depth of feeling that 
transcend anything partisan lovers of either 

work who want to divide the world between 
Tolkien and Rowling have to say. I hold 
Tolkien and his work in higher esteem and 
affection, but that does not take away from 
my love and enjoyment of the Harry Potter
series. 

Each work has many heroes. The 
central hero in Harry Potter is Harry Potter 
himself, and he remains the primary hero 
from the beginning to the end of the story. 
Frodo begins as the central hero, but fades 
as the book goes on and others such as Sam 
and Aragorn increase in heroic prominence. 
Yet, Frodo is still the central hero in that he 
bears the largest burden and sacrifices 
himself more than any other. Frodo’s literary 
foil, the character whose qualities are in 
direct contrast to his, is not the Dark Lord 
Sauron. It is Gollum. Harry’s literary foil is 
Rowling’s version of the Dark Lord, that is, 
Voldemort. All four of these characters have 
something in common other than being 
heroes or villains. They are all orphans and

89



the love they receive or did not receive plays 
an interesting role or non-role in their 
characters.

Frodo was orphaned at twelve when 
his parents drowned in a boating accident. 
Harry was orphaned as a fifteen-month-old 
when Voldemort murdered his parents. 
Voldemort was orphaned at birth, his father 
having abandoned his mother when he 
realized she had tricked him into loving her 
through a love potion. His mother went to an 
orphanage, gave birth to Voldemort there 
and died within the hour.  Gollum too was an 
orphan, though this is not so obvious.  We 
know in The Lord of the Rings Tolkien wrote 
about Gollum’s family being governed by his 
grandmother who eventually expels him from 
the family after he became corrupted by the 
Ring. I had read The Lord of the Rings many 
times and never thought much about 
Gollum’s parents or the possibility of him 
being an orphan. But in one of Tolkien’s 
letters, he wrote about Gollum, “I imagine he 
was an orphan” (1).

Two of these orphans received love 
and two did not, yet they each responded 
differently. Frodo was lovingly adopted by his 
cousin Bilbo, whom he referred to as his 
uncle and was raised by him from the time 
he was twelve until he was thirty-three, which 
was when hobbits “come of age” and are 
considered adults. They had great love 
between them. There is no mention of 
Gollum’s parents, but he was clearly part of 
a larger family and there is nothing to 
suggest he was not loved by his 
grandmother until such time as his behavior 
became unmanageable.

Interestingly, Gollum and Frodo both 
began ownership of the Ring at age thirty-
three. It is actually in their initial ownership 
that we see a striking difference of 
character. Frodo loved Bilbo and though he 
knew about the Ring while growing up, he 
clearly did not care about it. He delighted in 
his cousin/uncle and did not want him to 
leave. He was surprised Bilbo even left him 

the Ring. 
Sméagol referred to his cousin Déagol 

as “my love”, but clearly did not love him 

enough and murdered him when the latter 
withheld the Ring. Aristotle once wrote, “We 
become what we are as persons by the 
decisions that we ourselves make.” Rowling 
had Dumbledore echo the same sentiment 
when he told the twelve-year-old Harry, “It’s 
our choices, Harry, that show what we truly 
are, far more than our abilities” (2). In Frodo 
and Sméagol’s cases, it’s their choices that 
define both hobbits and show, despite these 
striking similarities, how different they are.

Harry was loved deeply by his parents 
who sacrificed their lives for him when he 
was a baby, but he was then raised by his 
abusive aunt and uncle. Voldemort was 
simply never loved and here we come to a 
point about the mystery of love and what 
truths these works of literature, these stories, 
reveal about love. Tolkien told his story mainly 
through words and actions of the characters, 
only occasionally letting you into their private 
thoughts, such as Sam’s internal debates 
when he believed Frodo had been killed by 
the great spider Shelob. We never get any 
thoughts or words from Frodo about his 
parents but we read and see his deep love 
for Bilbo and vice versa. But there is nothing 
to suggest his parents did not love him. 
Further, he had devoted cousins and friends 
in Merry, Pippin and Sam who loved him. So, 
we can pretty safely conclude he received 
great love in his formative years and beyond. 
This is in contrast Harry’s upbringing. Harry 
certainly received love that he really 
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couldn’t remember, since his parents died 
when he was only a little more than a year 
old, but we know that his mother’s sacrifice 
left a mark of love and protection on him. 
But he spent the next decade being 
essentially berated and mentally abused by 
his hostile aunt and uncle.

Frodo receives great love and 
demonstrates capacity for love. We see this 
in his nearly immediate reaction when he 
learns the truth about the Ring. His reaction is 
one of love as he decides to leave the Shire, 
his home that he loves, to protect it from evil 
by taking the Ring away from it so Sauron will 
not focus on it, but rather pursue him. Harry, 
too, repeatedly demonstrates his love for 
others by his courage and genuine desire to 
save others despite the danger it poses to 
himself. Hermione evens tells him later in The 
Order of the Phoenix that he has a “saving 
people thing.” In Frodo and Harry we have 
two characters, one who received love, and 
one who bears a stamp of love, but received 
nothing but abuse and neglect. With Frodo it 
makes sense that he was loving and 
sacrificial because that was modeled for 
him. For Harry, it was not modeled. What was 
modeled was quite the opposite. 
Dumbledore even marveled later in the story 
when he told Harry that is was amazing that 
Harry never lost his capacity to love despite 
the pain and suffering he endured.

We see a similar mystery in Christ’s love 
for His Disciples. For three years he trained 
and loved them. We know very little to 
nothing about their family backgrounds, but 
eleven of them responded to Christ’s 
sacrificial love and, in turn, grew in their faith 
and modeled the same sacrificial love. One, 
Judas, did not. Yet he had every opportunity 
to be like the rest. Christ tried to save him up 
until the end, offering him the bread and cup 
at the last supper, still seeking to redeem him. 
This is a point Tolkien mirrors with Frodo 
seeking Gollum’s redemption. Rowling mirrors 
this in her work, as well, when Harry tries to 
redeem Voldemort during their final 

confrontation. And here is the mystery. What 
was it about Judas that made him close off 
his heart and reject Christ? He had a 
character flaw when it came to money, 
according to the Gospel of John. Was that a 
brief glimpse into the man that points to why 
he closed his heart to Christ even after 
seeing and experiencing everything Christ 
did for three years to include miracles?

In his remorse, rooted in self-absorption like 
Cain, Judas kills himself rather than repenting 
and seeking Christ out for forgiveness. It is the 
same with Cain, in that we do not know why 
he allowed himself to be mastered by sin, yet 
Abel did not. Tolkien gives us a bit of the Cain 
and Abel flavor with Gollum and Frodo. Even 
before Sméagol, who becomes Gollum, finds 
the Ring and murders his cousin Déagol to 
keep it, we learn that his tendencies and 
character were not exemplary.  Tolkien writes 
through the character of Gandalf, who 
recounts the story to Frodo of Gollum finding 
the Ring that “his head and his eyes were 
downward,” clearly letting us, the readers, 
know Sméagol is already going in the wrong 
direction (3). Tolkien also writes in letter 
number 214 that Déagol was a “mean little 
soul” and Sméagol was “meaner and 
greedier” (4). This is of course prior to them 
finding the Ring. There was something about 
Sméagol, something in him like Judas that 
caused him not to look upward, not to avail 
himself of the light so to speak, but to choose 
the dark. Something he couldn’t get past, or 
chose not to get past.

Voldemort, perhaps, is easy to explain. 
He never received love and therefore 
never understood it, which is what led to his 
downfall. Dumbledore asks Harry, when 
showing Harry Voldemort’s pitiable past in 
the Pensieve, if now that he knows what he 
knows, did he feel sorry for Voldemort. Harry, 
due to his capacity for love, does. Voldemort 
seems like a classic sociopath in many ways, 
being devoid of feelings beyond those for 
himself and lacking a sense of basic morality. 

Yet, many people in real life have 
faced worse circumstances than the fictional
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Voldemort and have risen above it to be 
able to both receive and give love. What is 
Rowling trying to say – that the stamp of 
sacrificial love Harry received was enough to 
give him the capacity to retain his ability to 
love? That Voldemort received a stamp of 
abandonment and neglect, and was essen-
tially discarded, and thus could not love? 
What is Tolkien trying to say with his 
characters and their intrinsic differences 
despite both receiving love?

I think the only safe conclusion to draw 
in exploring these fictional stories and 
fictional characters, as teachers of our reality 
when viewed through a Christian lens, is that 
it is indeed a mystery why some rise above 
their circumstance and some sink below 
them. Why some accept Christ and God’s 
love, while others reject them like Judas. It is 
a mystery of the human heart. We do see this
truth, though, in both works: the truth of dying 
to self as Christ instructs, to gain our true 
selves and set us on the path to growth 
where we find our lives – the abundant life in 
Him that He promises – because we are will-
ing to lose our lives, the lives we cling to on 
our own terms.

Frodo and Harry were self-sacrificial, 
which led to their growth, and Voldemort 
and Gollum were self-absorbed, which led to 
their destruction. There’s something else 
about these stories and the two characters 
of Frodo and Harry that draw us to these 
stories as well. In their fictional lives, we 
somewhat see the stories of the saints we 
venerate. Frodo and Harry achieved a level 
of spiritual growth, though neither Tolkien, a 
devout Christian, and Rowling, a self-
confessed struggling Christian – at least she 
seemed to be at one point and maybe still is 
– overtly address religion.

Early in the story, after Frodo has been 
through some trials but has many more 
ahead of him, Gandalf ruminates, 
speculating that Frodo will “become like a 
glass filled with clear light for eyes to see that 
can” (5). Frodo suffers greatly but grows in 
wisdom as the story evolves. He becomes a 
pacifist by the end, a person of peace, 
broken in body in many ways, and deeply 
wounded in spirit – the suffering servant who 
sacrifices himself utterly to defeat evil.

Harry too suffers and grows. He nearly 
dies and has a heavenly experience in a 
heavenly version of King’s Cross train station –
the symbolism of this taking place in King’s 
Cross is unmistakable. While his body lies in a 
near death state, Voldemort, thinking he is 
dead, gleefully and mercilessly use the 
Cruciatis curse, the torture curse, to inflict 
more humiliation on Harry, but Harry can’t 
feel it even though he is aware Voldemort is 
doing it to him. He is immune to it now, 
having risen above Voldemort’s ability to 
harm him. In their final conflict, when Harry 
reveals himself alive and well to a shocked 
Voldemort, he even begs the Dark Lord to 
show remorse – trying to save him, much like 
Christ did with Judas. Voldemort, like Sauron 
who placed a substantial part of his being in 
the Ring so he could dominate others, had 
previously maimed his soul to preserve his life, 
placing piece of his soul in Horcruxes so 
could never die unless the Horcruxes were
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destroyed.  Rowling reveals earlier in the story 
that the only possible way to repair your soul 
after indulging in such dark magic – which 
involved murder – was to begin with genuine 
remorse.

Frodo too tried to redeem Gollum. He 
showed Gollum genuine care, pitying him, 
and doing his best to be kind to him in hopes 
of reaching his heart.  In what is among the 
most tragic moments in the story, Gollum is 
actually wavering, poised to genuinely 
repent, and reaches out to caress Frodo 
when Sam unwittingly wakes up, and thinking 
he is threatening Frodo, lashes out at him, 
causing Gollum to retreat back into himself. 
Tolkien describes it as a moment beyond 
recall. We see in Frodo’s saintliness a form of 
martyrdom. He is too broken and wounded 
at the end of the story to return to his life. He 
must leave the land he saved and go into 
the West, to the Blessed Realm where 
normally mortals could not go, to gain 
peace and find healing.  Yet, most everyone 
around him is not broken but whole because 
of his efforts; Sam, Gandalf, Aragorn, Merry, 
Pippin, Legolas, Gimli, Éowyn, Éomer, Faramir 
and so on, essentially end up better off than 
they were. The story ends with the very sad 
and bitter sweet parting of Frodo from his 
beloved fellow hobbits.

Harry is not martyr, but like Frodo is a 
savior. He survives, not broken but whole. But 
unlike Frodo, there is much brokenness and 
death around him. The Weasley’s have lost 
their son Fred, and their other sons George 
and Bill suffer maiming wounds. Dumbledore 
Dobby, Lupin, Tonks, Sirius, little Colin Creevy 
and so many more were killed. Yet, the main 
impact of the stories channel through Frodo 
and Harry. Harry’s story ends in an epilogue 
with him reflecting how the scar, given to him 
when Voldemort tried to kill him as an infant, 
has not pained him in nineteen years and 
how, and I quote Rowling echoing Julian of 
Norwich, “All was well.”

Frodo and Harry are like James and 
John. Both Tolkien and Rowling hint at 
providence being a mover behind the 
scenes of the story. Tolkien pretty directly, 
Rowling less so. Christ chose both James and 
John as disciples. James died a martyr, John 
lived a long life and died at a very old age. 
So it is with all of the saints. Some are 
martyred, some live a long life, many of them 
suffer, but some do not.

I tend to reread The Lord of the Rings in 
the Fall and Winter, and Harry Potter in the 
Spring. I think it is a direct reflection of the 
ending of the stories. One reminds me of the 
lingering yet joyful sadness we all face in this
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life, reflected in the both the beauty of 
autumn even though things are dying, and 
the somberness and starkness and beauty of 
winter. And one reminds of me of the rebirth 
and joy that comes with spring. To me, The 
Lord of the Rings seems to go with the 
Nativity/Christmas season and Harry Potter 
with the Easter/Pascha season. When I do 
reread, reading Harry Potter in the Spring is 
always an antidote to the impact The Lord of 
the Rings makes on me. I identify with Frodo 
much more in my inner self, and Harry Potter 
with its happier ending, heals my inner Frodo. 
Maybe those of you who love these stories 
have similar reactions. We all know one day 
it will be our time to sail into the West, yet 
because of Christ we know all will be and is 
well.
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TTOOLLKKIIEENN WWAASS WWIISSEE TTOO PPUUTT TTHHEE 
KKIIBBOOSSHH OONN TTHHEE FFOOUURRTTHH AAGGEE 

By Kevin Derby

One of the most amazing things about The Lord of the Rings by J.R.R. Tolkien is how many 
readers return to it time and time again. Most doorstopper-sized books, no matter how wonderful, 
are read once and promptly shoved on bookshelves to serve as something of a trophy. Samuel 
Johnson’s take on Milton holds true of many tomes. “Paradise Lost is one of the books which the 
reader admires and lays down, and forgets to take up again,” Johnson wrote. “None ever wished it 
longer than it is.”

The same could be said of many other books but not about Tolkien’s masterpiece. Tolkien was 
shrewd enough to give readers a satisfying – if melancholy – conclusion while offering hints of 
the future. Readers are left with questions, many of which Tolkien doesn’t answer in the various 
appendixes.

Tolkien was sharp enough not to go too deep into the Fourth Age despite writing a handful of 
pages when he considered doing a sequel. The New Shadow would have been set decades after 
Sauron’s defeat and there were hints of a growing cult in Gondor, including children playing “orc 
games” and even destroying trees. Frankly, it sounds like it would have been awful and Tolkien 
did the right thing by pulling the plug on it. He simply did not have much more to say about 
Middle-earth after the ring-bearers sailed out from the Grey Havens.

This is near unthinkable today where publishers and studios seem to want to launch series and 
universes before the first book or movie is even released. With blockbuster films costing so much 
to create, studios are increasingly growing more cautious, which leads to endless arrays of 
sequels. That being the case, there are still risks, even with the most beloved and established 
franchises. Witness last year’s Solo: A Star Wars Story, the first time a movie set a long, long time 
ago in a galaxy far, far away bombed. Even the Potterverse seems to be losing its magic as 
Fantastic Beasts: The Crimes of Grindelwald brought in less than any other movie in the series 
and garnered jeers from the critics.

The same often holds true with books. Dune by Frank Herbert is rightfully considered one of the 
greatest sci-fi novels ever written. Dune Messiah and Children of Dune generally hold up well, 
but the three other sequels Herbert penned seem to run out of gas. As for the more than a dozen 
“Dune” books his son Brian wrote with Kevin J. Anderson, even the better ones are, at most, for-
gettable. While The Wheel of Time series by Robert Jordan is rightfully considered a classic, that 
series certainly did not merit fourteen novels in addition to a stand-alone prequel in The New
Spring. Margaret Weis and Tracy Hickman gave their Dragonlance series an excellent conclusion 
at the end of the “Chronicles” trilogy, only to offer yet another solid finish in Dragons of Summer
Flame, before undermining both of them with a rash of other books set on Krynn. Writers should 
take a lesson from Tolstoy who ended War and Peace with Pierre and Natasha enjoying life with 
their families and friends. Thankfully, Tolstoy decided not to write about Pierre joining the 
Decemberists some two decades before the novel opened.
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Of course, Christopher Tolkien has taken his father’s notes and drafts to create many books. But none 
of them are sequels to The Lord of the Rings. Instead, The Silmarillion and the books carved out of it –
The Children of Hurin, for example – just flesh out the world. The dozen volumes in The History of 
Middle-earth offer a detailed and informative look at Tolkien’s creative process. None of these books tell 
us about Frodo’s life in Valinor, King Elessar’s reign, or what Gimli did to become Lord of the Glittering 
Caves.

Tolkien realized his story was finished and decided not to go forward with The New Shadow. That’s a 
lesson many of us can learn, especially as we continue to be bombarded with endless The Fast and the 
Furious, Hotel Transylvania and Pirates of the Caribbean sequels.

While Tolkien did not care for his work, Walt Disney said it best. When asked if he could make a 
sequel to the “Three Little Pigs” cartoon, Disney simply replied, “You can’t top pigs with pigs.” Of 
course, he made sequels to the “Three Little Pigs” anyway, which turned out to be pretty forgettable. 
Still, there’s a lesson there. Sometimes, you just need to wrap up a story at the right spot. Frodo, Bilbo, 
Elrond, Galadriel and Gandalf sail away. Pierre and Natasha raise Prince Andrei’s son as their own. 
Things go south when stories drag on. Indiana Jones rides off into the sunset in Indiana Jones and the 
Last Crusade...only to come back twenty years later and deal with aliens.

As Samuel Johnson noted, nobody wanted Paradise Lost to have another word added to it. But then 
again, Paradise Regained by Milton ranks as a stinker of a sequel right up there with The Godfather III, 
Rocky V, Jaws: The Revenge, Police Academy 7: Mission to Moscow and Highlander 2: The Quickening
(the sad part is, I can go on here). Tolkien did the right thing in ending his story where he did before his 
gold turned to green from tarnishing.
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DDrraaggoonnss,, BBeeaarrss aanndd BBiirrddss  
 

BByy AAllkkuu0044 
 
TThhee wwiinndd bblleeww ccaassuuaallllyy iinn tthhee bbrriigghhtt aafftteerrnnoooonn ssuunn,, ppllaayyiinngg wwiitthh tthhee ppllaanntt lliiffee tthhaatt ggrreeww oonn 
tthhee bbaannkkss ooff tthhee BBrruuiinneenn RRiivveerr aass iitt ppaasssseedd.. GGrreeeenn bbllaaddeess ooff ggrraassss sswwaayyeedd iinn aa hhyyppnnoottiicc ddaannccee 
wwhhiillee tthhee cclloouuddss iinn tthhee sskkyy mmaaddee aa ssllooww rreettrreeaatt ttoowwaarrdd tthhee eeaasstt.. NNeevveerr hhaadd tthhee sskkyy llooookkeedd ssoo 
bblluuee bbeeffoorree,, nnoorr tthhee wwaatteerr ssoo cclleeaarr oorr tthhee ggrraassss ssoo ggrreeeenn.. 
 
EEllrroohhiirr lleett oouutt aa ssiigghh aass hhee llaayy oonn tthhee ggrroouunndd llooookkiinngg uupp ttoo ssttuuddyy tthhee eevveerr--cchhaannggiinngg sshhaappeess ooff 
tthhee ppuuffffyy wwhhiittee aattmmoosspphheerriicc ccrreeaattiioonnss.. HHiiss hheeaadd wwaass ppiilllloowweedd oonn hhiiss hhaannddss tthhaatt wweerree kknniitt  
ttooggeetthheerr,, aanndd hhee ccrroosssseedd aa lleegg oovveerr hhiiss bbeenntt kknneeee,, bboouunncciinngg iitt aabbsseennttllyy.. 
 
HHee cchhaanncceedd aa ggllaannccee aatt hhiiss ttwwiinn bbrrootthheerr wwhhoo llaayy bbeessiiddee hhiimm ttrryyiinngg ttoo sseeee iiff hhee hhaadd ooccccuuppiieedd  
hhiimmsseellff wwiitthh aannyy aaccttiivviittyy,, bbuutt hhiiss ttwwiinn wwaass iinn mmuucchh tthhee ssaammee ppoossiittiioonn hhee wwaass.. HHoowweevveerr,,  
EEllllaaddaann hhaadd cclloosseedd hhiiss eeyyeess ttoo ccuutt ooffff tthhee sseennssee ooff ssiigghhtt,, aalllloowwiinngg hhiiss eeaarrss ttoo hheeaarr tthhee bbuurrbbllee ooff 
tthhee rruunnnniinngg rriivveerr,, hhiiss eexxppoosseedd sskkiinn ttoo ffeeeell tthhee ppaassssiinngg wwiinndd.. TThhee ssoolliidd eeaarrtthh ssuurrrroouunnddeedd hhiimm 
aanndd hhee lleett hhiiss nnoossee ssaavvoorr tthhee pplleeaassaanntt ffrreesshhnneessss tthhaatt eemmaannaatteedd ffrroomm tthhee ffoorreesstt.. 
 
TThhee eellvveess hhaadd bbeeeenn iinn tthhaatt ppoossiittiioonn ffoorr tthhee bbeetttteerr ppaarrtt ooff tthhee mmoorrnniinngg,, wwaalllloowwiinngg iinn tthhee ppeeaacceeffuull 
ccaallmm tthhaatt tthheeyy sseeeemmeedd ttoo nneevveerr bbee aabbllee ttoo ffiinndd aass ooff llaattee.. NNeeaarrllyy eevveerryy ddaayy wwaass ccoonnssuummeedd wwiitthh 
tthhee hhuunntt aanndd ddeessttrruuccttiioonn ooff aannyy oorrcc ffoorrcceess tthheeyy ccoouulldd ccoommee aaccrroossss,, lleettttiinngg tthheeiirr hhaattrreedd ffuueell 
tthheeiirr nneeeedd ttoo ssllaauugghhtteerr tthhee ddaarrkk aanndd ffoouull ccrreeaattuurreess tthhaatt uullttiimmaatteellyy ttooookk tthheeiirr mmootthheerr ffrroomm tthheemm 
aanndd ddrroovvee tthheeiirr ffaammiillyy aappaarrtt.. 
 
BBuutt ttooddaayy,, tthheeyy nneeeeddeedd aa bbrreeaakk.. NNeeiitthheerr eellff nneeeeddeedd ttoo ssaayy ssoo,, ffoorr tthheeyy ccoouulldd ffeeeell aann uunnnnaattuurraall 
wweeaarriinneessss sseettttllee oovveerr tthheemm aanndd ffoorr tthhee ffiirrsstt ttiimmee iinn mmaannyy lloonngg mmoonntthhss,, tthheeiirr ddaayy wwaass nnoott ssppeenntt 
ccoonnssuummeedd bbyy tthheeiirr ddaarrkk nnoorrmm.. TTooddaayy wwaass aa ddaayy ttoo rreellaaxx aanndd rreesstt,, iiff oonnllyy ttoo pprreeppaarree tthheemm ffoorr 
tthheeiirr nneexxtt hhuunntt.. 
 
EEllrroohhiirr ttuurrnneedd hhiiss aatttteennttiioonn bbaacckk ttoo tthhee sskkyy aanndd lleett oouutt aannootthheerr ssiigghh.. EEaacchh ttiimmee hhee bbrreeaatthheedd 
oouutt,, hhee ccoouulldd ffeeeell aa hhaauunnttiinngg wweeiigghhtt bbeeiinngg cchhiippppeedd aawwaayy aanndd hhee bbrreeaatthheedd ddeeeepp,, oonnllyy ttoo lleett iitt oouutt 
iinn aa rreellaaxxeedd hhuuffff ffoorr aa tthhiirrdd ttiimmee.. 
 
““SSsshhhhhh,,”” EEllllaaddaann ccoommmmaannddeedd aass hhee rreesseettttlleedd hhiimmsseellff aanndd ffoollddeedd hhiiss hhaannddss aaccrroossss hhiiss cchheesstt,,  
nneevveerr ooppeenniinngg hhiiss eeyyeess.. 
 
EEllrroohhiirr llooookkeedd sshhaarrppllyy ttoo hhiiss bbrrootthheerr aanndd ffrroowwnneedd,, nnoott pplleeaasseedd wwiitthh bbeeiinngg ttoolldd wwhhaatt ttoo ddoo..  
HHoowweevveerr,, hhee ddiidd nnoott hhaavvee iitt iinn hhiimm aatt tthhee mmoommeenntt ttoo rreettaalliiaattee.. HHiiss eeyyeess ssoouugghhtt tthhee sskkyy oonnccee 
mmoorree aanndd hhee lleett hhiiss mmiinndd ggoo ooffff wwhheerree iitt wwaanntteedd.. TThhee cclloouuddss bbeeffoorree hhiiss eeyyeess hheelldd rreeccooggnniizzaabbllee 
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SShhaappeess aanndd hhee rreeccaalllleedd mmaannyy ooccccaassiioonnss iinn hhiiss yyoouunnggeerr ddaayyss wwhheenn tthheeiirr mmootthheerr wwoouulldd ttaakkee 
tthheemm oouutt ttoo tthhiiss vveerryy ssppoott ttoo cclloouudd ggaazzee aanndd ppooiinntt oouutt tthhee sshhaappeess tthheeyy ssaaww.. 
 
TThheerree iiss aa hheeaarrtt…….. AAnndd aa ffooxx’’ss hheeaadd…….. TThhaatt oonnee llooookkss lliikkee ttwwoo ffiisshh sswwiimmmmiinngg uupp rriivveerr,, tthhee eellff 
tthhoouugghhtt ttoo hhiimmsseellff aanndd ccoonnttiinnuueedd ttoo ppiicckk oouutt tthhee sshhaappeess tthhaatt hhee ccoouulldd sseeee.. AA rraatthheerr llaarrggee cclloouudd 
ccaammee iinnttoo vviieeww aanndd tthhee eellff ccoouulldd ffeeeell aa ssmmoollddeerriinngg bbuurrnn bbeeggiinn iinn hhiiss iinnssiiddeess.. TThhaatt oonnee llooookkss 
lliikkee aa hhuunncchhbbaacckkeedd oorrcc…… 
 
““DDoo yyoouu tthhiinnkk wwee wwiillll bbee aabbllee ttoo kkiillll tthheemm aallll??”” EEllrroohhiirr aasskkeedd oouutt lloouudd wwiitthh nnoo tthhoouugghhtt ttoo tthhee 
wwoorrddss hhee wwaass ssppeeaakkiinngg.. ““OOrrccss,, II mmeeaann??”” 
 
““II wwoouulldd lliikkee ttoo,,”” EEllllaaddaann ssttaatteedd wwiitthh aa yyaawwnn.. ““BBuutt yyoouu kknnooww tthhaatt iiss nneeaarr iimmppoossssiibbllee.. TThhee  
ffoorrcceess ooff MMiiddddllee--eeaarrtthh hhaavvee bbeeeenn ddeeaalliinngg wwiitthh tthheemm ffoorr cceennttuurriieess,, eevveenn bbeeffoorree wwee wweerree bboorrnn.. II 
ddoouubbtt tthhee ttwwoo ooff uuss aarree tthhee aannsswweerr ttoo tthhee wwoorrlldd’’ss pprroobblleemmss.. BBuutt II ddoo tthhiinnkk yyoouu aanndd II ccaann kkeeeepp 
tthheemm aawwaayy ffrroomm hhoommee,, aatt lleeaasstt.. TThhaatt wwoouulldd bbee mmyy ggooaall..”” 
 
““II wwiisshh iitt ccoouulldd ggoo bbaacckk ttoo tthhee wwaayy iitt uusseedd ttoo bbee,,”” tthhee yyoouunnggeerr ttwwiinn ssaaiidd gglloooommiillyy aanndd wwaattcchheedd 
aass tthhee oorrcc cclloouudd iinn tthhee sskkyy wwaass sswweepptt ooffff aanndd mmoollddeedd bbyy tthhee wwiinndd iinnttoo aannootthheerr sshhaappee.. 
 
““WWiisshh wwhhaatt ccoouulldd??”” 
 
““LLiiffee......”” 
 
EEllllaaddaann ddiidd nnoott ccoommmmeenntt bbaacckk.. 
 
TThhee ssiilleennccee ttooookk oovveerr aaggaaiinn aanndd EEllrroohhiirr bbeeggaann llooookkiinngg aatt tthhee ootthheerr ssiigghhttss ttoo bbee sseeeenn bbeeffoorree hhiiss 
eeyyeess.. TTrreeee bbrraanncchheess lloooommeedd oovveerrhheeaadd aanndd aa ssqquuiirrrreell wwaass ssccrraammbblliinngg tthhrroouugghh tthhee tthhiinn,, ttwwiigg--lliikkee 
uuppppeerr bbrraanncchheess ttrryyiinngg ttoo sseeaarrcchh ffoorr ssoommeetthhiinngg eeaattaabbllee tthhrroouugghh tthhee cclluusstteerrss ooff nnuuttss tthhaatt wweerree ffaarr 
ttoooo ggrreeeenn ttoo bbee rriippee.. AA ssppiiddeerr’’ss wweebb bblleeww iinn tthhee aaiirr ccuurrrreennttss wwhhiillee tthhee ttiinnyy aarraacchhnniidd rrooddee tthhee wwaavvee 
ooff aaiirr iinn iittss tthhrreeaaddeedd hhoommee,, uunnffaazzeedd bbyy tthhee ddiissttuurrbbaannccee iitt ccaauusseedd.. AA wwoooodd tthhrruusshh cchhiirrppeedd  
nnooiissiillyy aanndd tthhee hhaammmmeerriinngg ooff aa wwooooddppeecckkeerr ddrriilllleedd tthhee ffoorreesstt,, aaddddiinngg aa sstteeaaddyy rrhhyytthhmm ttoo  
nnaattuurree''ss ssoonngg aarroouunndd tthheemm.. EEaacchh ccrreeaattuurree sseeeemmeedd ttoo bbee aatt ppeeaaccee aanndd wwaass ccoonntteenntt ttoo ccaarrrryy oouutt 
iittss lliiffee aass iitt wwaass iinntteennddeedd ttoo,, ppllaayyiinngg vviittaall,, yyeett ssmmaallll rroolleess iinn eevveerryyddaayy lliiffee iinn MMiiddddllee--eeaarrtthh.. 
 
EEllrroohhiirr lleett ooffff hhiiss ffoouurrtthh ssiigghh.. SSoommeettiimmeess hhee wwiisshheedd hhee ccoouulldd bbee lliikkee aa ssmmaallll,, uunnaassssuummiinngg  
ccrreeaattuurree.. OOrr eevveenn aa ccrreeaattuurree ooff mmiigghhtt.. AAccttuuaallllyy,, hhee wwiisshheedd hhee ccoouulldd bbee aannyytthhiinngg ddiiffffeerreenntt.. TThhaatt 
wwoouulldd bbee aa nniiccee cchhaannggee –– ttoo sseeee tthhee wwoorrlldd iinn aa ddiiffffeerreenntt lliigghhtt,, ttoo nnoott ccaarree aabboouutt oorrccss oorr ggoobblliinnss,, 
nnoorr ffeeeell tthhee tthhrreeaatt ooff sshhaaddoowwss tthhaatt wweerree eevveerr--pprreesseenntt aatt yyoouurr ddoooorrsstteepp.. 
 
““EEllllaaddaann??...... IIff yyoouu ccoouulldd bbee aannyytthhiinngg ootthheerr tthhaann aann eellff,, wwhhaatt wwoouulldd yyoouu bbee??”” 
 
““HHuumm??”” tthhee oollddeerr ttwwiinn aasskkeedd.. HHee hheeaarrdd tthhee qquueessttiioonn ddiirreecctteedd ttoo hhiimm,, bbuutt iitt wwaass uunneexxppeecctteedd aanndd 
hhee ddiidd nnoott kknnooww hhooww ttoo rreeaacctt.. 
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““IIff yyoouu ccoouulldd ttaakkee oonn aa nneeww ffoorrmm aanndd aa nneeww lliiffee,, eevveenn ffoorr jjuusstt aa sshhoorrtt wwhhiillee,, wwhhaatt wwoouulldd yyoouu 
cchhoooossee??”” 
 
““WWhheerree iiss tthhiiss ccoommiinngg ffrroomm??”” 
 
EEllrroohhiirr sshhrruuggggeedd hhiiss sshhoouullddeerrss,, bbuutt tthhee aaccttiioonn wwaass lloosstt ttoo hhiiss bbrrootthheerr wwhhoo kkeepptt hhiiss ssiigghhttss  
rreessttrriicctteedd ttoo tthhee bbaacckk ooff hhiiss eeyyeelliiddss.. ““IItt iiss jjuusstt aa qquueessttiioonn tthhaatt ccaammee ttoo mmiinndd…… ssoommeetthhiinngg ttoo 
ppoonnddeerr oovveerr..”” 
 
  EEllllaaddaann ssmmiirrkkeedd aanndd sshhooookk hhiiss hheeaadd,, bbuutt ddiidd  
  nnoott aannsswweerr.. HHee wweenntt bbaacckk ttoo ttrryyiinngg ttoo eennjjooyy tthhee ppeeaaccee,, bbuutt EEllrroohhiirr wwaass ccoonntteenntt ttaallkkiinngg.. EEllrroo--
hhiirr rroolllleedd oovveerr ttoo lliiee oonn hhiiss ssiiddee aanndd wwaattcchheedd hhiiss bbrrootthheerr’’ss uunnmmoovviinngg ffoorrmm aass hhee rraammbblleedd ooffff hhiiss 
tthhoouugghhttss.. 
 
““II tthhiinnkk…… II wwoouulldd bbee…….. aa ddrraaggoonn,,”” EEllrroohhiirr ssaaiidd ccaarreeffuullllyy aanndd wwaattcchheedd ttoo sseeee hhooww hhiiss ttwwiinn wwoouulldd 
rreeaacctt ttoo ssuucchh aa wwiisshh.. 
 
““AA ddrraaggoonn??!!”” EEllllaaddaann’’ss eeyyeess ssnnaappppeedd ooppeenn aanndd hhee ttuurrnneedd hhiiss hheeaadd aatt aann oodddd aannggllee ttoo llooookk  
       aatt hhiiss bbrrootthheerr.. ““WWhhyy oonn eeaarrtthh wwoouulldd yyoouu wwaanntt ttoo bbee       aa ddrraaggoonn??”” 
 
““WWeellll,, wwhhyy nnoott??”” EEllrroohhiirr ddeeffeennddeedd lliigghhttllyy.. ““AA ggrreeaatt,, ssttrroonngg sseerrppeenntt.. SSoommeetthhiinngg ooff lleeggeennddss aanndd 
ttaalleess.. II tthhiinnkk iitt wwoouulldd bbee ddiiffffeerreenntt aanndd wwoorrtthh ttrryyiinngg oouutt...... bbeessiiddeess,, II tthhiinnkk iitt wwoouulldd bbee rraatthheerr 
aawweeiinngg ttoo bbee aabbllee ttoo bbrreeaatthhee ffiirree…… ddoo yyoouu nnoott aaggrreeee?? II wwoonnddeerr hhooww tthheeyy ddoo iitt..”” 
 
““TThheeyy bbrreeaatthhee oouutt..”” 
 
EEllrroohhiirr ggaavvee hhiiss bbrrootthheerr aann uunnaammuusseedd ffrroowwnn.. ““II kknnooww tthhaatt,, bbuutt tthheeyy wwoouulldd hhaavvee ttoo ddoo ssoommee--
tthhiinngg ttoo ggeett tthhee ffiirree ggooiinngg,, rriigghhtt?? WWhhaatt ddoo tthheeyy ddoo?? AAnndd II wwoonnddeerr iiff tthheeiirr tthhrrooaatt hhuurrttss aafftteerr......”” 
 
EEllllaaddaann’’ss bbrroowwss kknniitt iinn aass hhee ggaavvee ooffff aa hhuuffffeedd,, hhaallff--cchhuucckkllee.. ““II ssoommeettiimmeess wwoonnddeerr aabboouutt 
yyoouu......WWhheerree ddiidd yyoouu ggeett tthhiiss iiddeeaa ffrroomm?? HHaavvee yyoouu bbeeeenn ddrriinnkkiinngg wwiitthh GGlloorrffiinnddeell aaggaaiinn??”” 
 
““OOhh,, ccoommee nnooww,, hhaavvee yyoouu nnoott llooookkeedd aatt aa ccrreeaattuurree aanndd wwoonnddeerreedd wwhhaatt iitt wwoouulldd bbee lliikkee ttoo lliivvee lliikkee 
tthheemm?? GGoooodd oorr bbaadd?? II kknnooww ddrraaggoonnss aarree nnoott tthhee mmoosstt lloovveedd ccrreeaattuurreess,, bbuutt iinn mmyy ooppiinniioonn,, tthheeyy 
ddoo nnoott lleeaadd aa vveerryy tteerrrriibbllee lliiffee.. TThheeyy aarree nnoott sseett oonn ddeeaatthh aanndd ddeessttrruuccttiioonn lliikkee aann oorrcc.. IIff yyoouu 
lleeaavvee tthheemm aalloonnee,, tthheeyy lleeaavvee yyoouu aalloonnee..”” 
 
““AAnndd wwhhaatt iiss iitt aabboouutt aa ddrraaggoonn’’ss lliiffee tthhaatt mmaakkeess iitt ssoo aappppeeaalliinngg ttoo yyoouu??”” EEllllaaddaann ttuurrnneedd bbaacckk 
ttoo hhiiss pprreevviioouuss ppoossiittiioonn,, bbuutt tthhiiss ttiimmee kkeepptt hhiiss eeyyeess ooppeenn aanndd llooookkeedd oouutt iinnttoo tthhee bbrriigghhtt sskkyy.. 
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““WWeellll,, ffoorr oonnee,, tthheeyy ggeett ttoo sslleeeepp ppeeaacceeffuullllyy,, iinn aa mmoouunnttaaiinn ––”” 
 
““SSoo yyoouu wwaanntt ttoo bbee aa llaazzyy ddrraaggoonn??...... AA ssllootthh??”” EEllllaaddaann llooookkeedd aaggaaiinn ttoo hhiiss bbrrootthheerr,, ggeettttiinngg aa 
gglliimmppssee ooff ssuurrpprriissee oonn hhiiss ffaaccee tthhaatt wwaass aa rreessuulltt ooff hhiiss wwiittttyy rreemmaarrkk.. HHee ggrriinnnneedd wwiicckkeeddllyy aanndd 
llooookkeedd bbaacckk ttoo tthhee sskkyy.. ““YYoouu nneeeedd nnoott bbee aa ddrraaggoonn ffoorr tthhaatt.. YYoouu mmaannaaggee qquuiittee wweellll oonn yyoouurr oowwnn 
aass aann eellff..”” 
 
EEllrroohhiirr ggaavvee hhiiss mmiirrrroorr iimmaaggee aa sswwaatt ffoorr tthhee bbrrootthheerrllyy iinnssuulltt.. ““YYoouu nniitt!!”” 
 
““SSoo iiff yyoouu ccoouulldd cchhoooossee ffrroomm aannyy aanniimmaall,, ccrreeaattuurree,, oorr ppeerrssoonn,, yyoouu wwoouulldd bbee aa ddrraaggoonn ttoo sseeee 
wwhhaatt iitt iiss lliikkee ttoo bbee aabbllee ttoo bbrreeaatthhee ffiirree aanndd sslleeeepp iinn aa ccaavvee??”” 
 
““WWeellll,, nnoott jjuusstt tthhaatt……”” 
 
““WWhhaatt eellssee iiss tthheerree ttoo bbeeiinngg aa ddrraaggoonn?? FFeeaarr?? TTeerrrroorr??”” 
 
““GGoolldd..”” 
 
““GGoolldd??”” 
 
““YYeess…… yyoouu kknnooww ooff tthheeiirr lloovvee ooff ggoolldd..  CCaann yyoouu iimmaaggee hhaavviinngg aa ddrraaggoonn’’ss hhoorrddee ooff iitt??  
MMoouunnttaaiinnss aanndd mmoouunnttaaiinnss ooff iitt??”” 
 
EEllllaaddaann tthhoouugghhtt iitt oovveerr ffoorr aa mmoommeenntt.. ““......IItt wwoouulldd bbee aa lloott,,”” hhee aaddmmiitttteedd.. 
 
““AA lloott??  LLoosstt ffoorr wwoorrddss,, aarree yyoouu?? IIff II wweerree aa ddrraaggoonn,, II’’mm ssuurree II wwoouulldd hhaavvee mmoorree ggoolldd tthhaann II wwoouulldd 
kknnooww wwhhaatt ttoo ddoo wwiitthh!!”” 
 
““IIff yyoouu wweerree aa ddrraaggoonn,, tthheerree wwoouulldd bbee nnootthhiinngg yyoouu ccoouulldd ddoo wwiitthh iitt!!”” EEllllaaddaann ppooiinntteedd oouutt.. 
 
EEllrroohhiirr’’ss ffaaccee sseeeemmeedd ttoo ddrraaiinn ooff aannyy eemmoottiioonn aanndd hhee ssttaarreedd bbllaannkkllyy aatt hhiiss ttwwiinn.. ““WWhhaatt ddoo yyoouu 
mmeeaann??”” 
 
““YYoouu rreeaallllyy tthhiinnkk aa ddrraaggoonn hhaass aannyy uussee ffoorr ggoolldd??”” EEllllaaddaann’’ss ssmmiillee wwaass bbeemmuusseedd.. ““WWhheenn wwaass 
tthhee llaasstt ttiimmee yyoouu ssaaww oonnee iinn aa mmaarrkkeett bbuuyyiinngg hhoonneeyy ccaakkeess ffrroomm tthhee bbaakkeerr?? HHuumm?? OOrr bbuuyyiinngg 
ttoooollss oorr ootthheerr nneecceessssiittiieess??”” 
 
EEllrroohhiirr tthhoouugghhtt.. ““WWeellll...... tthheeyy ddoo nnoott eeaatt hhoonneeyy ccaakkeess..”” 
 
““EEllrroohhiirr,,”” EEllllaaddaann rreepprrooaacchheedd.. ““GGoolldd iiss ccoommpplleetteellyy wwoorrtthhlleessss ttoo aa ddrraaggoonn..”” 
 
““TThheenn wwhhyy ddoo tthheeyy hhooaarrdd iitt ssoo??”” 
 
““JJeeaalloouussyy,, mmaayybbee......II ddoo nnoott kknnooww,, II''mm nnoott aa ddrraaggoonn ssoo II ddoo nnoott kknnooww wwhhyy iitt ccoonnssuummeess tthheeiirr 
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oobbsseessssiioonn.. BBuutt tthhiinnkk…… iiff yyoouu wweerree aa ddrraaggoonn,, eevveenn aa ggoooodd ddrraaggoonn,, aanndd yyoouu hhaadd aallll tthhee ggoolldd aa 
ddrraaggoonn’’ss llaaiirr ccoouulldd hhoolldd,, hhooww wwoouulldd iitt sseerrvvee yyoouu?? IIff yyoouu wweenntt ttoo aa mmaarrkkeett ttoo bbuuyy pprroovviissiioonnss,, 
wwhhaatt ddoo yyoouu tthhiinnkk wwoouulldd hhaappppeenn??”” 
 
EEllrroohhiirr tthhoouugghhtt ffoorr aa mmoommeenntt.. ““WWeellll,, II wwoouulldd bbee ssoo llaarrggee,, II wwoouulldd pprroobbaabbllyy ddeessttrrooyy tthhee vviillllaaggee..”” 
 
““AAnndd tthhee ppeeooppllee wwoouulldd rruunn ffrroomm yyoouu iinn aa tteerrrroorr.. YYoouu wwoouulldd nneevveerr ggeett aa cchhaannccee ttoo bbuuyy aannyytthhiinngg 
bbeeccaauussee nnoo oonnee wwoouulldd sseerrvvee yyoouu.. SSoo wwiitthh tthhaatt ppooiinntt,, wwhhaatt wwoouulldd ggoolldd ddoo ffoorr yyoouu aass aa ddrraaggoonn?? 
YYoouu ccoouulldd nnoott uussee iitt ffoorr aannyy vvaalluuee..”” 
 
““YYoouu aarree mmaakkiinngg tthhiiss ffaarr mmoorree ccoommpplliiccaatteedd tthhaann iitt nneeeeddss ttoo bbee,, EEllllaaddaann,,”” EEllrroohhiirr ssaaiidd aanndd 
ffllooppppeedd bbaacckk ttoo tthhee eeaarrtthh wwiitthh aa hhuuffff.. TThhiiss wwaass ssuuppppoosseedd ttoo bbee aa ggaammee aanndd ssoommeetthhiinngg ttoo ttaallkk 
aabboouutt,, bbuutt aallll EEllllaaddaann wwaanntteedd ttoo ddoo wwaass ooffffeerr ppeessssiimmiissttiicc rreemmaarrkkss.. ““AA bbeeaarr,, tthheenn..”” 
 
““AA bbeeaarr…… wwhhyy aa bbeeaarr??”” 
 
““TThheeyy ttoooo aarree ssttrroonngg aanniimmaallss…… aallmmoosstt aa kkiinngg ooff tthhee ffoorreesstt.. AAnndd rraatthheerr tthhaann nneeeedd ggoolldd ttoo bbuuyy 
hhoonneeyy ccaakkeess tthhaatt aa ddrraaggoonn ccaannnnoott ggeett…… wweellll…… II ccoouulldd eeaatt aallll tthhee hhoonneeyy II wwaanntteedd iinnsstteeaadd..”” 
 
““YYoouu sshhoouulldd hhaavvee mmoorree rreeaassoonn tthhaann eeaattiinngg hhoonneeyy ttoo wwaanntt ttoo bbee aa bbeeaarr ffoorr aa lliiffeettiimmee..”” 
 
““TThheeyy hhaavvee nnoo dduuttiieess ttoo tteenndd ttoo.. TThheeyy lluummbbeerr aarroouunndd iinn tthhee wwooooddss eeaattiinngg aallll ddaayy aanndd pprreeppaarriinngg 
ddeennss ffoorr hhiibbeerrnnaattiioonn..”” 
 
““AAggaaiinn wwiitthh tthhee sslleeeeppiinngg……”” 
 
EEllrroohhiirr ppuuffffeedd iinn aannnnooyyeedd aannggeerr.. ““WWeellll tthheenn,, wwhhaatt wwoouulldd yyoouurr ppeerrffeecctt aalltteerrnnaattee iiddeennttiittyy bbee?? 
AAnn aannnnooyyiinngg mmoossqquuiittoo tthhaatt bbuuzzzzeess iinn oonnee’’ss eeaarr??”” 
 
EEllllaaddaann llaauugghheedd aatt tthhee iinnssuulltt,, wwhhiicchh mmaaddee EEllrroohhiirr ssccoowwll.. ““AA mmoossqquuiittoo…… tthhaatt wwoouulldd bbee aann iinn--
tteerreessttiinngg lliiffee,, wwoouulldd iitt nnoott??”” 
 
““IItt wwoouulldd bbee aa tteerrrriibbllee lliiffee!!”” 
 
““II tthhiinnkk...... iiff II hhaadd ttoo cchhoooossee ttoo bbee aannootthheerr ccrreeaattuurree…… II wwoouulldd bbee…… II tthhiinnkk II wwoouulldd bbee aa bbiirrdd..”” 
 
EEllrroohhiirr bblliinnkkeedd bbllaannkkllyy bbeeffoorree rreessppoonnddiinngg wwiitthh,, ““TThhaatt’’ss iitt??...... AA bbiirrdd??”” 
 
““AAyyee..”” 
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““LLiikkee aann eeaaggllee??”” 
 
““WWeellll……..”” EEllllaaddaann aaccttuuaallllyy ccoonnssiiddeerreedd iitt,, bbuutt ffeellll ssiilleenntt aass tthhee tthhoouugghhtt ffaaddeedd oouutt.. 
 
““AAnn oowwll??”” 
 
““NNaayy,, nnoott aann oowwll...... TToooo mmaannyy ppeeooppllee aassssoocciiaattee bbaadd oommeennss wwiitthh tthheemm.. II ddoo nnoott wwaanntt ttoo bbee hhaatteedd 
ffoorr wwhhaatt II ttrruullyy aamm.. II tthhiinnkk II wwoouulldd bbee ssoonnggbbiirrdd ooff ssoorrttss…… aa ggoollddeenn ffiinncchh,, oorr aa ssccaarrlleett ttaannaaggeerr,, 
eevveenn aa ccoommmmoonn wwrreenn..”” 
 
““WWhhyy?? TThheerree iiss nnootthhiinngg…… ggrraannddllyy mmaaggnniiffiicceenntt aabboouutt tthheemm..”” 
 
““WWeellll,, iitt wwoouulldd bbee mmyy cchhooiiccee aanndd wwoouulldd nnoott nneeeedd ttoo bbee ggrraanndd oorr mmaaggnniiffiicceenntt ttoo hhaavvee ppeerrffeecctt lliiffee 
aass aa ssoonnggbbiirrdd.. II tthhiinnkk tthheeyy lliivvee aa hhaappppyy lliittttllee lliiffee aass tthheeyy fflliitt aarroouunndd iinn ttrreeeettooppss aallll ddaayy aanndd 
ssiinngg ssoonnggss oonn aa wwhhiimm..”” 
 
““II tthhiinnkk tthhaatt wwoouulldd bbee ssoo bboorriinngg……”” EEllrroohhiirr rroolllleedd hhiiss eeyyeess aass hhee ssppookkee.. ““NNoo eexxcciitteemmeenntt!!”” 
 
   ““AAtt lleeaasstt II wwoouulldd nnoott bbee sslleeeeppiinngg aallll ddaayy aass aa ddrraaggoonn oorr bbeeaarr mmiigghhtt..”” 
 
““II aamm nnoott tthhaatt llaazzyy!! YYoouu kknnooww,, ssoommeettiimmeess II jjuusstt tthhiinnkk iitt wwoouulldd bbee nniiccee ttoo ggeett aa bbrreeaakk ffrroomm  
ccoonnssttaannttllyy nneeeeddiinngg ttoo ddoo ssoommeetthhiinngg!! AAnndd IIff II wwaanntt ttoo jjuusstt sslleeeepp ffoorr aa mmoonntthh,, tthheenn…… wwhhyy nnoott??”” 
 
EEllllaaddaann llaauugghheedd.. ““BBuutt tthheerree iiss ssoo mmuucchh iinn tthhiiss wwoorrlldd  
    ttoo sseeee.. II wwoouulldd nnoott wwaanntt ttoo sslleeeepp aanndd mmiissss iitt.. TThhiinnkk ooff  
        wwhhaatt yyoouu ccoouulldd ddoo aass aa bbiirrdd…… yyoouu ccoouulldd ffllyy aannyywwhheerree..”” 
 
““YYoouu ccoouulldd ffllyy iiff yyoouu wweerree aa ddrraaggoonn..”” EEllrroohhiirr ooffffeerreedd.. 
 
““II ddoo nnoott wwaanntt ttoo bbee aa ddrraaggoonn.. II wwaanntt ttoo bbee aa bbiirrdd...... ttoo ffllyy iinn tthhee wwiinndd wwhheerreevveerr II wwaanntteedd ttoo.. II 
ccoouulldd ffllyy ttoo LLootthhlloorriieenn aanndd sseeee AArrwweenn aannyy ttiimmee II wwaanntteedd,,”” hhee ssaaiidd.. 
 
““SShhee wwoouulldd nnoott rreeccooggnniizzee yyoouu!! AArrwweenn wwoouulldd pprroobbaabbllyy sshhoooo yyoouu aawwaayy wwiitthh yyoouurr tteerrrriibbllee ssoonnggss,,”” 
EEllrroohhiirr tteeaasseedd.. 
 
AAfftteerr aa mmoommeenntt,, EEllllaaddaann ooppeenneedd hhiiss mmoouutthh ttoo ssppeeaakk,, bbuutt hhiiss ttoonnee ooff vvooiiccee wwaass ssoofftt aanndd ddiissttaanntt,, 
aallmmoosstt aass iiff aa hheeaarrttaacchhee ssuuddddeennllyy ggrriippppeedd iitt aanndd lleefftt hhiimm wwiitthh lliittttllee aaiirr ttoo ssppeeaakk.. 
 
““II ccoouulldd ffllyy oovveerr tthhee sseeaa ttoo sseeee NNaannaa ((mmootthheerr)),,”” hhee ssaaiidd sseerriioouussllyy.. 
 
AAllll ooff aa ssuuddddeenn,, EEllrroohhiirr bbeeccaammee vveerryy ssttiillll aanndd qquuiieett aafftteerr hhiiss bbrrootthheerr’’ss ccoommmmeenntt.. TThhiiss wwaass nnoo 
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llaauugghhiinngg mmaatttteerr aannyymmoorree.. TThhee jjooyyoouuss mmoooodd hhaadd sshhaatttteerreedd aanndd wwaass ccaarrrriieedd ooffff bbyy tthhee wwiinndd 
tthhaatt mmaaddee aannootthheerr ppaassss.. 
 
EEllrroohhiirr ssuuddddeennllyy wwiisshheedd hhee ttoooo wwaass aa bbiirrdd.. 
 
TThhee bbrrootthheerrss lloosstt tthheemmsseellvveess iinn tthhoouugghhtt aass tthhee cclloouuddss ccoonnttiinnuueedd ttoo ppaassss oovveerrhheeaadd,, aanndd aass iiff  
bbeeiinngg aabbllee ttoo rreeaadd tthhee tthhoouugghhttss ooff lloossss,, EEllllaaddaann rreeaacchheedd oouutt aanndd ppllaacceedd aa ccoommffoorrttiinngg hhaanndd oonn 
hhiiss ttwwiinn’’ss sshhoouullddeerr,, ooffffeerriinngg aass mmuucchh ssiilleenntt ssuuppppoorrtt tthhaatt hhee ccoouulldd ssppaarree wwiitthhoouutt aabbaannddoonniinngg 
hhiiss oowwnn hhuurrtt..  
 
TThhiiss wwaass nnoott wwhhaatt tthhiiss ttaallkk wwaass ssuuppppoosseedd ttoo bbee aabboouutt.. IItt wwaass uunnbbeelliieevvaabbllee hhooww tthhiiss lliittttllee  
ccoonnvveerrssaattiioonn,, mmeeaanntt ttoo lliigghhtteenn aa mmoooodd,, hhaadd ssuuddddeennllyy cchhaannggeedd aanndd nnooww tthhee bbrrootthheerrss wweerree  
rreelluuccttaanntt ttoo ssppeeaakk..  
 
EEllrroohhiirr ttooookk cchhaarrggee ooff tthhee ccoonnvveerrssaattiioonn aanndd ffoorrcceedd iitt iinn aannootthheerr ddiirreeccttiioonn.. TThheeyy ssppeenntt ttoooo mmuucchh 
ttiimmee wweeeeppiinngg oovveerr tthheeiirr mmootthheerr,, aanndd ccuurrrreennttllyy ssppeenntt ttoooo mmuucchh ttiimmee ccoonnssuummeedd iinn tthheeiirr hhaattee ffoorr 
oorrccss.. TThheeyy wweerree oouutt hheerree ffoorr aa bbrreeaakk,, aafftteerr aallll,, aanndd tthhee yyoouunnggeerr bbrrootthheerr wwaass nnoott aabboouutt ttoo lloossee tthhee 
eeaassyy ddaayy ttoo mmoouurrnniinngg.. 
 
““WWeellll,, II kknnooww aa bbiirrdd tthhaatt wwoouulldd ssuuiitt yyoouu bbeesstt,,”” EEllrroohhiirr wwhhiissppeerreedd aass tthhee rreemmaaiinnss ooff ssoorrrrooww cclluunngg 
ttoo hhiimm,, bbuutt hhee ddiidd hhiiss bbeesstt ttoo ssppeeaakk aarroouunndd iitt.. 
 
““OOhh??”” EEllllaaddaann aasskkeedd.. HHee sswweepptt aa ffiinnggeerr aaccrroossss hhiiss eeyyeess ttoo ccaattcchh tthhee mmooiissttuurree qquuiicckkllyy bbeeffoorree tthhee 
tteeaarrss ooff lloossss rroolllleedd ddoowwnn hhiiss ffaaccee.. HHee wwaass aaccttuuaallllyy eeaaggeerr ttoo hheeaarr wwhhaatt hhiiss bbrrootthheerr tthhoouugghhtt aanndd 
wwhhaatt ssppeecciieess wwoouulldd bbee aa ggoooodd mmaattcchh ffoorr hhiimm.. IItt wwoouulldd ooffffeerr aa ddiissttrraaccttiioonn ttoo tthhee ppaaiinn ffllaarriinngg uupp 
oonn tthhee iinnssiiddee.. KKnnoowwiinngg EEllrroohhiirr,, hhee wwoouulldd cchhoooossee ssoommee oouuttllaannddiisshh bbiirrdd,, ssoommee ssoorrtt ooff ffoorrmmiiddaabbllee 
pprreeddaattoorr tthhaatt lleedd aa nnoobbllee lliiffee aammiidd tthhee ffoorreesstt.. 
 
““AA ttuurrkkeeyy,,”” EEllrroohhiirr ssaaiidd,, aanndd nnoo ssoooonneerr hhaadd tthhee wwoorrddss lleefftt hhiiss mmoouutthh tthhaann tthhee yyoouunnggeerr ttwwiinn 
eexxppllooddeedd iinnttoo aa ffiitt ooff llaauugghhtteerr.. TThhee llooookk ooff ddiissbbeelliieevviinngg sshhoocckk oonn EEllllaaddaann’’ss ffaaccee aanndd tthhee mmeennttaall 
ppiiccttuurree ooff hhiiss oollddeerr bbrrootthheerr aass tthhee llaarrggee dduummppyy ffoowwll lleefftt hhiimm iinn aa ssttiittcchh ffiitt.. 
 
““AA…….. ttuurrkkeeyy??!!”” EEllllaaddaann rreettoorrtteedd,, aanndd hhee ssaatt uupp aanndd ggllaarreedd aatt hhiiss ttwwiinn wwhhoo wwaass rroolllliinngg oonn tthhee 
ggrroouunndd hhoollddiinngg hhiiss ssttoommaacchh,, ttrryyiinngg ttoo qquueellll tthhee mmiirrtthh.. 
 
““AAyyee!! AA ffaatt,, cclluummssyy,, uuggllyy bbiirrdd!!”” EEllrroohhiirr ssaaiidd bbeettwweeeenn tthhee tteeaarrss ooff llaauugghhtteerr.. 
 
EEllllaaddaann hhuuffffeedd.. HHee wwaass nnoott aammuusseedd.. ““WWeellll,, II tthhiinnkk yyoouu wwoouulldd bbee bbeesstt ssuuiitteedd aass aa ssnnaaiill.. YYoouu 
hhaavvee yyoouurr bbeedd oonn yyoouurr bbaacckk aanndd ccaann sslleeeepp aatt aa mmoommeenntt''ss nnoottiiccee,,”” hhee ssnneeeerreedd,, ddooiinngg hhiiss bbeesstt ttoo 
rreettaalliiaattee wwiitthh aa ccoommeebbaacckk.. HHoowweevveerr,, tthhee iinnssuulltt ffaaiilleedd iinn ccoommppaarriissoonn ttoo hhiiss bbrrootthheerr’’ss ttuurrkkeeyy ccoomm--
mmeenntt.. EEllrroohhiirr wwaass ssttiillll ggiigggglliinngg,, tthhoouugghh hhee wwaass ttrryyiinngg ttoo ccoonncceeaall iitt.. ““IItt wwaass nnoott tthhaatt ffuunnnnyy,, 
RRoo,,”” EEllllaaddaann pprrootteesstteedd,, bbuutt kknneeww hhiiss bbrrootthheerr hhaadd hhiimm ggoooodd.. HHee ccoouulldd ffeeeell tthhee hheeaatt eemmaannaattiinngg 
ffrroomm hhiiss cchheeeekkss aass hhee fflluusshheedd aafftteerr bbeeiinngg tthhee bbuutttt ooff tthhee tteerrrriibbllee jjookkee.. 
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EEllrroohhiirr bbrreeaatthheedd ddeeeeppllyy aanndd wwiippeedd aa sslleeeevvee aaccrroossss hhiiss ffaaccee ttoo bbaanniisshh tthhee ssttrreeaakkss ooff hhuummoorr tthhaatt 
wweerree ssttiillll ccoouurrssiinngg ddoowwnn hhiiss ffaaccee.. 
 
““II sswweeaarr iitt,, yyoouu ssppeenndd ffaarr ttoooo mmuucchh ttiimmee wwiitthh GGlloorrffiinnddeell,,”” EEllllaaddaann ssaaiidd aanndd sshhooookk hhiiss hheeaadd,, 
tthhoouugghh ttrraacceess ooff aa ssmmiillee wweerree pprreesseenntt uuppoonn hhiiss lliippss.. 
 
EEllrroohhiirr ssaatt uupp aass wweellll aanndd ggrriinnnneedd wwiiddeellyy aatt hhiiss ttwwiinn.. HHee sshhrruuggggeedd hhiiss sshhoouullddeerrss,, nnoott ssuurree wwhhaatt 
ttoo ssaayy ttoo tthhaatt aanndd nnoott wwiilllliinngg ttoo ttaallkk aaggaaiinn.. HHee ccoouulldd ssttiillll ffeeeell tthhee llaauugghhtteerr cchhuurrnniinngg oonn tthhee iinn--
ssiiddee aanndd iiff hhee mmaaddee aa ppeeeepp,, hhee kknneeww hhiiss sseellff--ccoonnttrrooll wwoouulldd bbee lloosstt aanndd hhee wwoouulldd nnoott bbee aabbllee ttoo hheellpp 
bbuutt llaauugghh oouutt aaggaaiinn.. 
 
TThheerree wwaass aa ppaauussee bbeettwweeeenn tthhee bbrrootthheerrss aanndd tthhee wwiinndd mmaaddee aannootthheerr ggeennttllee ppaassss,, bbeecckkoonniinngg tthhee 
ttwwiinnss ttoo ccaarrrryy oonn,, aa ttrraaiitt tthhaatt tthhee wwiinndd iittsseellff wwaass wweellll--kknnoowwnn ffoorr.. 
 
““WWhhaatt eellssee wwoouulldd yyoouu cchhoooossee ttoo bbee??”” EEllllaaddaann aasskkeedd.. TThheerree wwaass aa ppaarrttiiccuullaarr ssppaarrkkllee iinn hhiiss eeyyeess,, 
eevveenn tthhoouugghh tthhee ccoonnvveerrssaattiioonn hhaadd ttuurrnneedd aaggaaiinnsstt hhiimm.. EEllllaaddaann ccoouulldd nnoott rreeccaallll tthhee llaasstt ttiimmee hhee 
hhaadd sseeeenn hhiiss bbrrootthheerr ssmmiillee lliikkee tthhiiss,, nnoorr tthhee llaasstt ttiimmee hhee hhiimmsseellff ccoouulldd ffiinndd jjooyy iinn aannyytthhiinngg.. FFoorr 
tthhee ffiirrsstt ttiimmee iinn aa lloonngg ttiimmee hhee ffeelltt tthhee ttrraacceess ooff eeaassyy jjooyy fflloooodd hhiiss ssyysstteemm.. 
 
““MMee??”” EEllrroohhiirr aasskkeedd.. HHee wwaass ttaakkeenn aabbaacckk tthhaatt hhiiss bbrrootthheerr wwaanntteedd ttoo hheeaarr mmoorree ooff hhiiss oodddd 
tthhoouugghhttss,, bbuutt hhee ccoocckkeedd hhiiss hheeaadd aanndd ppoonnddeerreedd oovveerr aallll tthhee ccrreeaattuurreess hhee ccoouulldd tthhiinnkk ooff aatt tthhee  
mmoommeenntt.. ““AA lliioonn!!”” 
 
““OOhh,, ooff ccoouurrssee aa mmiigghhttyy lliioonn!!”” EEllllaaddaann llaauugghheedd.. ““DDrraaggoonnss,, bbeeaarrss,, lliioonnss!! AAllwwaayyss oonnee ffoorr eexxcciittee--
mmeenntt!! AArree yyoouu ssuurree yyoouu wwoouulldd nnoott wwaanntt ttoo bbee aa mmoouussee…… oorr aa sshhrreeww??”” 
 
““AA sshhrreeww??!!”” EEllrroohhiirr ssppaatt.. ““AA sshhrreeww??”” hhee aasskkeedd aaggaaiinn.. ““WWhhoo wwoouulldd eevveerr tthhiinnkk ttoo bbee aa sshhrreeww??!!”” 
 
““WWeellll iitt iiss aa ccrreeaattuurree yyoouu ccoouulldd cchhoooossee ffrroomm,, iiss iitt nnoott??””  
EEllllaaddaann cchhuucckklleedd.. 
 
““LLeeaavvee iitt ttoo yyoouu ttoo cchhoooossee tthhee bboorriinngg aanniimmaallss…… ssoonnggbbiirrddss aanndd sshhrreewwss!!”” EEllrroohhiirr ffeellll bbaacckk ttoo tthhee 
eeaarrtthh ttoo ggaazzee uupp aatt tthhee sskkyy aaggaaiinn.. EEllllaaddaann ffoolllloowweedd ssuuiitt.. ““WWhhyy ccoouulldd yyoouu nnoott cchhoooossee aa bbaaddggeerr??!!”” 
 
““YYoouu wwoouulldd nnoott wwaanntt ttoo bbee bbaaddggeerr!! YYoouu kknnooww tthheeyy ddoo nnoott ggeett mmuucchh sslleeeepp..”” 
 
““II aamm nnoott llaazzyy!!”” 
 
TThhee ssoouunndd ooff llaauugghhtteerr ffrroomm bbootthh bbrrootthheerrss ffiilltteerreedd tthhrroouugghh tthhee ffoorreesstt aass tthheeyy ccoonnttiinnuueedd ttoo ffiirree ooffff 
tthheeiirr iiddeeaa ooff aa bbeetttteerr lliiffee.. TThhoouugghh rriigghhtt nnooww,, eeaacchh ooff tthheemm kknneeww aass lloonngg aass tthheeyy hhaadd eeaacchh ootthheerr aatt 
tthheeiirr ssiiddee,, tthheeyy wwoouulldd nneevveerr rreeaallllyy wwaanntt ttoo bbee aannyytthhiinngg ootthheerr tthhaann aann eellff.. 



I am a Canadian of Pakistani ancestry and a practicing Muslim. Not a perfect Muslim, as I swear like a 
sailor, but practicing as best I can. I was born in the 1980s and spent my childhood and early teen years in the 
90s. I didn’t like what most kids around me liked, other than anything with some sort of fantasy action like 
X-Men comics, Superman or Batman. But even these things were considered “geeky”, and geek culture was 
still pretty fringe during my childhood. Speculative fiction was still an underappreciated genre. 

Then my school teachers introduced me to C.S. Lewis’s The Lion, The Witch, and the Wardrobe, and I was 
utterly overjoyed.

Finally!
Finally a story with action and yet imagination, a whole new world I could explore. Finally something we 

were studying in school was actually fun for a kid like me. 
Then in later years, my fellow Muslim reader friends introduced me to The Lord of the Rings and The 

Hobbit. These works by Lewis and Tolkien were often grouped together, since both were written by 
prominent Christian authors taking a crack at the fantasy genre.

Yet...Narnia and Middle-earth were very different from each other. 
What did I like or dislike from them?

C.S. LEWIS: THE GOOD
One of the first things we see in The Lion, The Witch, and the Wardrobe is that it places us in a familiar 

world before anything else happens. We don’t need to have a historical explanation of what England is. 
Nothing but a brief background on the reason the children who are the main characters of the story are there. 
Immediately we are then thrown into the plot and get to know the characters. Even when they finally enter 
the wardrobe and journey into Narnia, the focus is always upon the plot, the characters and the interaction of 
the world with the characters. 

Although Lewis wrote a story for children which often has caricatures as characters more than 
representatives of species of tropes, the main cast of LWW each have distinct personalities and perspectives 
about this strange land they are exploring. The characters are well-developed. The plot is fast-paced and on 
point.

Edmund is one of the most complex characters in the story, who isn’t a bad boy but is simply tempted. 
He’s not a demonic orc or evil spirit. He’s a boy that made a mistake out of childish cravings for attention 
and sweets, and it nearly cost him his family. (As a side note, I like Turkish Delights too! They’re very tasty. 
Too bad Lewis didn't appreciate the culture that produced it...but that will be touched upon later in this 
article.)

LWW is more of a traditional story, but it’s also more coherent compared to Tolkien’s saga, given that 
Lewis had a smaller goal and younger audience in mind. 

It is true that Lewis seriously lacked complexity in his fantasy universe, but to be fair, complexity 
wasn’t the goal – good clear narration was. The action scenes at the end of LWW were well-described and 
had excellent tension. They were detailed and clear, and they were battles of an otherworldly nature that fit 
appropriately his retelling of the Easter story.

“May He Live Forever!”
A Casual Muslim Reader Reflects on the Christian Fantasy Works of 

Lewis and Tolkien
By Adeel Ahmed
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TOLKIEN: THE GOOD
I do not think what I am about to write will be a surprise to anyone.
Tolkien's was very, very, very good at world building and history for his world. So many writers 

afterwards tried to imitate him. Dungeons and Dragons based fantasy novels have similar bestiaries and 
history behind their worlds, yet even though they may have catalogues of creatures and events like Tolkien’s 
world did...they lack the philosophical base for Tolkien's world. 

Although some Christians may hold Muslims in disdain, and vice versa, I know for a fact that many of my 
nerdy Muslim friends became interested and started to respect Catholic belief more because of the creatures 
and the world Tolkien created and the connections they have to his spiritual beliefs. Through this, they 
learned to respect some aspects of Catholicism.

As Muslims, we saw that Christians share much of what we believe, and even where we did not, there was 
still some core understanding of the importance of meaning and purpose in existence and storytelling. No 
other fantasy universe but Tolkien's Middle-earth has the same depth level with regards to an entire world 
history and creature encyclopedia, where everything has a deeper purpose and meaning behind it. 

Tolkien's allegory (if it could be called an allegory, as he himself resisted the title, although his faith and 
personal experiences clearly influenced him greatly) was far more complex than that of Lewis. Lewis had 
creatures in his story, but they were mostly there as fantasy eye-candy for the kiddies. They had no distinct 
personalities or culture, and Tolkien himself commented on how excessively on the nose Lewis’s allegories 
tended to be, lacking subtlety and standing out as allegory for allegory’s sake. 

Tolkien, however, created creatures based on myth with their own cultures, quirks and beliefs. And these 
different factions within his world represented different forces in our own lives and history. The allegories 
were far more complex, and treated what they represented as parts of systems with dimension and subtlety.

The Valar, Maia, and other angelic beings are symbolic of forces within reality themselves. The actual 
characters, including villains like Gollum, are more complex than that, and tend to avoid cartoonish stereo-
types. A good example of mixed characters in the story is the morally gray yet ultimately redeemable like 
Boromir. The orcs are corrupted creatures, but even they are not purely evil in origin. They are humanoids 
that fell to temptation or were simply born in the wrong culture. 

Within the published works of Tolkien, there are no redeemable orcs. But my friends who are diehard 
Tolkien's fanatics say dragons are evil in Tolkien's world...but he wrote that some choose to be good. There is 
always free will at the heart of things, it seems, and if Tolkien had been able to complete his expanded 
universe, I am positive we would also be presented with orcs who chose good. Of course, some would argue 
with me on that point, but I believe my theory is certainly in 
keeping with Tolkien’s worldview.

LEWIS: THE BAD
As I established above, Lewis didn’t seem to care much 

for world-building. He was, after all, creating a novel for 
children with a bedtime story feel to it, and only made 
sequels when the first was successful, and even then, mostly 
just to pass the time while he was on holiday. He did not 
handle his fantasy series as a serious endeavor, and still 
seemed to view the more speculative elements of his story 
as childish. He treats his creatures and even his villains as 
cardboard cut-outs. You can make this argument with the 
orcs and the villains in Tolkien's world, but the high fantasy 
of Middle-Earth can get away with pure evil forces because 
they are just that: forces and not characters or even real 
entities. They are part of a huge world and mythology. 

While the White Witch and other villains in Narnia tend 
to be direct allegories for either demons or a specific symbol
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for Satan, and fairly cartoonish attempts at that, in  Lord of the Rings the forces of evil are not direct 
allegories but rather have their own distinct purposes in their own separate universe. Their significance 
goes beyond real-world symbolism. If they are allegories, they are very broad allegories. 

Worse, his quasi-Muslim Calormenes were...well, I’m sure you already can guess my feelings on the 
subject. Having them yell “May he live forever!’’ after almost every sentence of dialogue proved...subtle. 
They were also pretty underwhelming, even with their stereotypical turbans, curved swords, crescent coins, 
and spicy food. Narnia is filled with weird creatures and furry people running around, but somehow the faux 
Arab nation is filled only with humans. Lewis did seem to like Middle Eastern candy like Turkish Delights, 
but that’s about the end of his appreciation for the culture of the region. 

To be honest, his allegory for Muslims seriously puzzles me. Even if it might be argued that he was 
drawing from pre-Islamic pagan motifs, he was also pretty clearly making reference to Islamic society as 
well, particularly with regards to the territorial expansions of the Ottoman Empire (but as a child of the 
British Empire, Lewis should really have looked around his own glass house before throwing stones). 
Screwtape Letters was so well researched, and yet it seems he couldn’t manage to read a basic book on 
Islamic Aqeedah before setting his pen to paper in this case.

I do wonder how Christian Lewis fans would react to some Muslim writing a fantasy story where the 
Christian equivalents were similar to Englishmen, with red tunics and old-fashioned muskets, smoking pipes 
or cigars, eating really bland food, having really bad dental hygiene, and horribly pagan with a three-pronged 
god.

Hey, other people can do stereotypes too, bro!

TOLKIEN: THE BAD
So...it would be unfair of me to say that Tolkien did not write good plot. No...his plot was amazing. Did it 

have plot-holes? Well, we all know the cartoons on the internet saying the hobbits could have just flown over 
Mount Doom and thrown the ring into the volcano below with no further ado. So, no, it was not perfect. 

But still, Tolkien's story about the little man and his importance compared to more powerful people 
remains the center of the conflict, and that must be achieved through the long journey and struggle up the 
slopes of Mount Doom. The humble hobbits in both The Hobbit and The Lord of the Rings are the main 
characters instead of the more powerful and more admired Gandalf. The point of the story was always that, as 
Jesus said according to the Christian Gospels, “The meek shall inherit the earth.” 

However...Tolkien knew he was good at world-building, then 
took a very good thing and made the reader sick of it sometimes. 
Everything had to have a backstory, even the most minute of 
details about the world around the characters.

I wonder if, in some future book, he would have had a scene 
where some elves or hobbits pass by a pile of fossilized dung, 
and then suddenly the narration would go on for three pages 
upon the history of that dung pile and the dragon that passed 
such waste. 

But I digress. Too much information either way. Unless of 
course Tolkien wanted to make some 
commentary on “herbal remedies”. That would have been a fun 
read for his fanbase of hippies during the 60s…it would have 
taken them on a quite a trip...

Thing is, even without such psychedelic delights, Tolkien 
managed to describe the history of every little vein on the leaf of 
every little tree…but then action would happen, and he’d speed 
everything up. An entire fight scene would be summed up so 
simply or otherwise glossed over. I remember one line read: 
“And he stabbed it with Sting.” 

Wow. Okay.
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So, giving his friend Lewis credit where credit is due (still haven’t gotten over the Muslim weirdo inserts, 
though), he goes into great detail of how his battles in Narnia take place and unfold, describing what the 
formations were and why character did what, and how they felt as they fought. 

Tolkien? It seemed less important to him than a lengthy historical monologue about a footprint on 
Galadriel's dress. I mean, we get it, Tolkien. You know every detail about your world, and you’re proud of it. 
You deserve a medal... 

WHAT THEY BOTH COULD HAVE DONE BETTER
This may make some people angry to read, or perhaps blame my Islamic faith for these opinions, but I 

honestly mean no offense. 
However, I honestly feel that the hyper-Christian sensitivities and British conservative culture norms 

tended to hold Tolkien and Lewis back at times. I do not mean to say Christianity itself was to blame, or that 
being British was a failing, but they both seemed to suffer from a fear of shaking the status quo boat or 
touching too much controversy.

I feel that if they tackled more mature themes without selling out their Christian beliefs, we could 
have a more expanded and less polarized fantasy geek culture today. 

Of course, these were men of the Edwardian era, an age of more propriety and social reserve. As a 
result, they shied away from covering complex topics on war and sexuality and death and racism (well, 
beyond the lovable relationship between Gimli and Legolas. Boy, that man has a nice wig...Gimli clearly 
thought so too…).

I don’t mean that these men should have written crudely. But it seems high fantasy is in decline, and 
grim-dark fantasy like Game of Thrones is on the rise, with every third female character being sexually 
assaulted, and someone getting their heads cut off or worse is the norm, while pushing the values of nihilism 
and hopelessness that are not remotely Christian nor, for that matter, Islamic. Indeed, traditional religious 
beliefs in hope and meaning are often scrapped on the cutting room floor.

I didn’t want to see fantasy become, frankly, a well-written Edge-lord’s fantasy, like grim-dark 
fantasy is now. Imagine if Tolkien had a character tortured in a similar manner as Theon Greyjoy in GoT, but 
instead of it ending with a broken pathetic man who would die forgotten and not mourned...it could have been 
hopeful? Like the high god of Tolkien's world could have given him a vision of salvation as he died, 
symbolizing Christ’s mercy from a Christian perspective, or as we Muslims would see it, as Allah’s noor
(light) and blessings. 

Imagine if C.S. Lewis truly took the allegory of Calormenes 
as Muslims further, and their beliefs were portrayed as more 
complex. They could still be portrayed as misled...after all, Lewis 
was a Christian and not a Muslim, so that would be expected. He 
didn’t have to agree with Muslims, but he could have at least 
portrayed them as real people with beliefs that were not just simply 
evil and wrong, but had shreds of truth shared with Aslan the Christ-
Lion. 

In fact...wouldn’t it have been fascinating to see the 
Calormenes argue the real identity of Aslan? Lewis’s world basically 
says he is Christ the lion and thus, in keeping with Christian 
theology, God in lion flesh. It may not be said, but it certainly is 
implied. Maybe the Calormens could revere Aslan but disagree upon 
his divine nature, just as real Muslims do. And maybe the Calormens 
are wrong in the universe of Narnia, because Lewis is trying to argue 
in favour of Christianity. But it would have at least dealt with the 
controversy more intelligently than his one-dimensional, motley 
bunch of spice-consuming Arabs. 

And back to Tolkien’s Orcs...do they feel pain or despair? Do they pray for anything? Do they have 
families? One thing the Dungeons and Dragons versions of these stories do is show the ‘evil’ creatures still 
have communities and personalities, especially the newer ones before Grimdark fantasy took over.
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The Draconians in DragonLance were almost bloodthirsty monsters, but even then, as the franchise moved 
on before ending, Draconians seemed to have different factions and even goodhearted versions of themselves. 
It was commentary on racism and stereotyping living things. 

Last but not least, Lewis and Tolkien both really shied away from violence, almost to an unreasonable 
excess, in most of their fight scenes. Really? You talk about them murdering hordes of monsters and orcs, but 
barely ever mention blood. Perhaps Lewis could be given more of a pass, given his main audience was 
children, but Tolkien was supposed to be writing the first *adult* fantasy. Again, he didn’t have to go 
overboard, but some realism would have made it more believable and mature. 

While I hate how George R.R. Martin emphasizes that nothing has soul or meaning, I must admit that he 
did have good fight scenes, and his characters have their own fighting styles, tactics, weapon, ways they react 
upon being injured, etc. Also, violence has consequences. People get maimed and traumatized by battle. But 
in Tolkien's world, you’re either a good fighter or you’re fodder. You win or you die, with little more said 
about what happens afterwards. There isn’t any lasting PTSD or consequences. 

Why didn’t these stories have these elements I am complaining about? 
First, they still thought fantasy only appealed to children and young adults; and secondly, their writings 

were mainly being used as vehicle to deliver a Christian message (a Christian message which, for the most 
part, I actually like).

But they seemed to not understand that their writings could have been received by a much wider audience 
and could have said so much more in a way that would have left a lasting impression on the world around 
them. By creating whole new universes, they had so much room to comment about multiple issues and 
expand the genre in so many new ways. 

Avellina, my friend and the kindhearted editor of this magazine, is writing a series of novels retelling the 
legend of Robin Hood. It isn’t fantasy, but rather historical fiction, and at times, it can be brutal in its 
depiction of medieval violence. Yet Avellina’s story has historical violence without indulging in the almost 
exploitive vigor of George RR Martin and his ilk. He excuses this by simply saying he is portraying 
history...but he is only portraying the worst of history. In Avellina’s story, though it can get dark at times, 
there is always a message of hope and beauty from a Christian perspective, just like Lewis and Tolkien tried 
to portray. 

My own story in progress is about superheroes in an alternative history where mythological gods and 
creatures exist. Lots of very bad things happen to these characters, yet there is a purpose or a lesson for each. 
It’s part of their development. I love fighting and martial arts, and that makes its way into my story. But it has 
consequences, and violence is both glorified as an art form yet also shown as being ugly and unappealing, 
and scars people for life. I cover racism and sexism and anti-religious bigotry within the story, including 
anti-Christian bigotry. In all this, I strive to put soul in my stories.

I am not nearly the writer Tolkien and Lewis were. But I am trying.
Imagine if brilliant writers like Lewis and Tolkien had expanded their stories and taken them more 

seriously, beyond children and young adults as their primary audiences. Imagine if they had turned it into 
something bigger. Imagine if the Christianity they had wanted to preach was not just symbols and lessons, 
but Christianity reflected in every aspect of life and with allegories truly similar to real life.

SPICY FOOD: ENEMY OF THE CHRISTIAN THINKER
Last but not least...pardon the Muslamic rant, but is spicy food somehow the enemy of the Christian 

Thinker? I mean, imagine if Lewis had truly stopped caring about spicy food long enough to chill out and do 
some cultural research...

I mean, Lewis, dude, how weak could you possibly be? You believe Christ got crucified! I’m sure He’d 
expect his followers (who originally came from the Middle East) to be able to handle some heat/spice, even if 
they are English!

Go eat a taco. That’s Hispanic, not Middle Eastern, and its spicy. Or eat Shawarma. Shawarma isn’t spicy, 
and it’s Middle Eastern.

Ironically, Lewis liked Hinduism...yet he never obsessed over their food like he did Muslim food. Did he  
ever even try South Asian cuisine? Man, my people’s food is very spicy. Hindus eat the same spice as we do 
in the region. I’m Pakistani, a culture with a mixture of Hindi, Arab, and other influences (think Mexico...
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Indigenous, Spanish, etc.), but most of our dishes are from our former Hindu past. 
Remember: Catholics in Sudan and the rest of Africa eat some pretty spicy food. I know Indian Christians 

love spicy food. Arab Christians love spicy food. And, in yet another twist of irony, England seems to have 
caught the craving, because Pakistani and Indian restaurants are doing swimmingly over there. 

Anyway, for those who wish to know, the real-world equivalents of Calormenes (raises hand) say "Salla 
allahu alaihi wa sallam" (Peace be upon him). So in the spirit of goodwill, may peace be upon Tolkien and 
Lewis. I hope the latter doesn’t have to eat any spicy food in heaven…. 

Then again, if I get to paradise, I may be inspired to bring him up some wholesome hindu daal, with extra 
spice, from my mom’s recipe book...
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