
An excerpt from “Of the Voyage of Eärendil” in The Silmarillion

Bright Eärendil was then lord of the people that dwelt nigh to Sirion's mouths; and he took to
wife Elwing the fair, and she bore to him Elrond and Elros, who are called the Half-elven. ...
Two purposes grew in his heart, blended as one in longing for the wide Sea: he sought to sail
thereon, seeking after Tuor and Idril who returned not; and he thought to find perhaps the last
shore, and bring ere he died the message of Elves and Men to the Valar in the West, that
should move their hearts to pity for the sorrows of Middle-earth.

Now Eärendil became fast in friendship with Círdan the Shipwright, who dwelt on the Isle of
Balar with those of his people who escaped from the sack of the Havens of Brithombar and
Eglarest. With the aid of Círdan Eärendil built Vingilot, the Foam-flower, fairest of the ships of
song; golden were its oars and white its timbers, hewn in the birchwoods of Nimbrethil, and its
sails were as the argent moon. In the Lay of Eärendil is many a thing sung of his adventures in
the deep and in lands untrodden, and in many seas and in many isles. ...

Eärendil saw now no hope left in the lands of Middle-earth, and he turned again in despair and
came not home, but sought back once more to Valinor with Elwing at his side. He stood now
most often at the prow of Vingilot, and the Silmaril was bound upon his brow; and ever its light
grew greater as they drew into the West. And the wise have said that it was by reason of the
power of that holy jewel that they came in time to waters that no vessels save those of the
Teleri had known; and they came to the Enchanted Isles and escaped their enchantment; and
they  came into  the  Shadowy Seas and passed their  shadows, and they looked  upon Tol
Eressëa the Lonely Isle, but tarried not; and at the last they cast anchor in the Bay of Eldamar,
and the Teleri saw the coming of that ship out of the East and they were amazed, gazing from
afar upon the light  of the Silmaril,  and it  was very great.  Then Eärendil, first  of  living Men,
landed on the immortal shores; and he spoke there to Elwing and to those that were with him,
and they were three mariners who had sailed all the seas besides him: Falathar, Erellont, and
Aerandir were their names. And Eärendil said to them: 'Here none but myself shall set foot, lest
you fall under the wrath of the Valar. But that peril I will take on myself alone, for the sake of the
Two Kindreds.'

...

Then Eärendil said to Elwing: 'Await me here; for one only may bring the message that it is my
fate to bear.' And he went up alone into the land, and came into the Calacirya, and it seemed to
him empty and silent; for even as Morgoth and Ungoliant came in ages past, so now Eärendil
had come at a time of festival, and wellnigh all the Elvenfolk were gone to Valimar, or were
gathered in the halls of Manwë upon Taniquetil, and few were left to keep watch upon the walls



of Tirion.

But some there were who saw him from afar, and the great light that he bore; and they went in
haste to Valimar. But Eärendil climbed the green hill of Túna and found it bare; and he entered
into the streets of Tirion, and they were empty; and his heart was heavy, for he feared that
some evil had come even to the Blessed Realm. He walked in the deserted ways of Tirion, and
the dust upon his raiment and his shoes was a dust of diamonds, and he shone and glistened
as he climbed the long white stairs. And he called aloud in many tongues, both of Elves and
Men, but there were none to answer him. Therefore he turned back at last towards the sea; but
even as he took the shoreward road one stood upon the hill and called to him in a great voice,
crying:

'Hail Eärendil, of mariners most renowned, the looked for that cometh at unawares, the longed
for that cometh beyond hope! Hail Eärendil, bearer of light before the Sun and Moon! Splendour
of the Children of Earth, star in the darkness, jewel in the sunset, radiant in the morning!'

That  voice  was  the  voice  of  Eönwë,  herald  of  Manwë, and  he  came  from  Valimar,  and
summoned Eärendil to come before the Powers of Arda. And Eärendil went into Valinor and to
the halls of Valimar,  and never again set foot  upon the lands of Men. Then the Valar took
counsel together, and they summoned Ulmo from the deeps of the sea; and Eärendil stood
before their  faces, and delivered the errand of  the Two Kindreds. Pardon he asked for  the
Noldor and pity for their great sorrows, and mercy upon Men and Elves and succour in their
need. And his prayer was granted.

...

Of the march of the host of the Valar to the north of Middle-earth little is said in any tale; for
among them went none of those Elves who had dwelt and suffered in the Hither Lands, and
who made the histories of those days that still are known; and tidings of these things they only
learned long afterwards from their kinsfolk in Aman. But at the last the might of Valinor came up
out of the West, and the challenge of the trumpets of Eönwë filled the sky; and Beleriand was
ablaze with the glory of their arms, for the host of the Valar were arrayed in forms young and
fair and terrible, and the mountains rang beneath their feet.

The meeting of the hosts of the West and of the North is named the Great Battle, and the War
of Wrath. There was marshalled the whole power of the Throne of Morgoth, and it had become
great beyond count, so that Anfauglith could not contain it; and all the North was aflame with
war.



...

Eärendil came, shining with white flame, and about Vingilot were gathered all the great birds of
heaven and Thorondor was their captain, and there was battle in the air all the day and through
a dark night of  doubt.  Before the rising of  the sun Eärendil slew Ancalagon the Black, the
mightiest  of  the  dragon-host,  and cast  him from  the  sky;  and he  fell  upon the  towers of
Thangorodrim, and they were broken in his ruin. Then the sun rose, and the host of the Valar
prevailed, and well-nigh all the dragons were destroyed; and all the pits of Morgoth were broken
and unroofed, and the might of the Valar descended into the deeps of the earth. There Morgoth
stood at last at bay, and yet unvaliant.  He fled into the deepest of his mines, and sued for
peace and pardon; but his feet were hewn from under him, and he was hurled upon his face.
Then he was bound with the chain Angainor which he had worn aforetime, and his iron crown
they beat into a collar for his neck,  and his head was bowed upon his knees. And the two
Silmarils which remained to  Morgoth were taken from his crown, and they shone unsullied
beneath the sky; and Eönwë took them, and guarded them.

...

But Morgoth himself the Valar thrust through the Door of Night beyond the Walls of the World,
into the Timeless Void; and a guard is set for ever on those walls, and Eärendil keeps watch
upon the ramparts of  the sky.  Yet  the lies that  Melkor,  the mighty and accursed, Morgoth
Bauglir, the Power of Terror and of Hate, sowed in the hearts of Elves and Men are a seed that
does not die and cannot be destroyed; and ever and anon it sprouts anew, and will bear dark
fruit even unto the latest days.


