
An excerpt from “Of Beren and  Lúthien” in The Silmarillion

In that hour Lúthien came, and standing upon the bridge that led to Sauron's isle she
sang a song that no walls of stone could hinder. Beren heard, and he thought that he
dreamed; for the stars shone above him, and in the trees nightingales were singing. And
in answer he sang a song of challenge that he had made in praise of the Seven Stars,
the Sickle of the Valar that Varda hung above the North as a sign for the fall of Morgoth.
Then all strength left him and he fell down into darkness.

But Lúthien heard his answering voice, and she sang then a song of greater power. The
wolves howled, and the isle trembled. Sauron stood in the high tower, wrapped in his
black thought ;but he smiled hearing her voice, for he knew that it was the daughter of
Melian. The fame of the beauty of Lúthien and the wonder of her song had long gone
forth from Doriath; and he thought to make her captive and hand her over to the power
of Morgoth, for his reward would be great. Therefore he sent a wolf to the bridge. But
Huan slew it silently. Still Sauron sent others one by one; and one by one Huan took
them by the throat and slew them. Then Sauron sent Draugluin, a dread beast, old in
evil lord and sire of the werewolves of Angband. His might was great; and the battle of
Huan and Draugluin was long and fierce. Yet at length Draugluin escaped, and fleeing
back into the tower he died before Sauron's feet; and as he died he told his master:
'Huan is there!' Now Sauron knew well, as did all in that land, the fate that was decreed
for the hound of Valinor, and it came into his thought that he himself would accomplish
it.  Therefore  he  took  upon  himself  the  form  of  a  werewolf,  and  made himself  the
mightiest that had yet walked the world; and he came forth to win the passage of the
bridge.

So great was the horror of his approach that Huan leaped aside. Then Sauron sprang
upon Lúthien; and she swooned before the menace of the fell spirit in his eyes and the
foul vapour of his breath. But even as he came, falling she cast a fold of her dark cloak
before his eyes; and he stumbled, for a fleeting drowsiness came upon him. Then Huan
sprang. There befell the battle of Huan and Wolf-Sauron, and howls and baying echoed
in the hills, and the watchers on the walls of Ered Wethrin across the valley heard it afar
and were dismayed.

But no wizardry nor spell, neither fang nor venom, nor devil's art nor beast-strength ,
could overthrow Huan without forsaking his body utterly. Ere his foul spirit left its dark
house, Lúthien came to him, ghost be sent quaking back to Morgoth; and she said:
'There everlastingly thy naked self shall endure the torment of his scorn, pierced by his
eyes, unless thou yield to me the mastery of thy tower.'



Then Sauron yielded himself, and Lúthien took the mastery of the isle and all that was
there; and Huan released him. And immediately he took the form of a vampire, great as
a dark cloud across the moon, and he fled, dripping blood from his throat upon the
trees, and came to Tar-nu-Fuin, and dwelt there, filling it with horror.

Then Lúthien stood upon the bridge, and declare her power: and the spell was loosed
that bound stone to stone, and the gates were thrown down, and the walls opened, and
the pits laid bare; and many thralls and captives came forth in wonder and dismay,
shielding their eyes against the pale moon light, for they had lain long in the darkness of
Sauron. But Beren came not. Therefore Huan and Lúthien sought him in the isle; and
Lúthien found him mourning by Felagund. So deep was his anguish that he lay still, and
did not hear her feet. Then thinking him already dead she put her arms about him and
fell  into a  dark forgetfulness.  But Beren coming back to  the light  out  of  the pits  of
despair lifted her up, and they looked again upon one another; and the day rising over
the dark hills shone upon them.

They buried the body of Felagund upon the hill-top of his own isle, and it was clean
again; and the green grave of Finrod Finarfin's son, fairest of all the princes of the Elves,
remained  inviolate,  until  the  land  was  changed  and  broken,  and  foundered  under
destroying seas. But Finrod walks with Finarfin his father beneath the trees in Eldamar.


