Teller of Tales (Narration)
Week 9, Lesson 18
Model 9: Return—Undying Lands
But Sam was now sorrowful at heart, and it seemed to him that if the parting would be bitter, more grievous still would be the long road home alone.  But even as they stood there, and the Elves were going aboard, and all was being made ready to depart, up rode Merry and Pippin in great haste.  And amid his tears Pippin laughed.
“You tried to give us the slip once before and failed, Frodo,” he said.  “This time you have nearly succeeded, but you have failed again.  It was not Sam, though, that gave you away this time, but Gandalf himself!”
“Yes,” said Gandalf; “for it will be better to ride back three together than one alone.  Well, here at last, dear friends, on the shores of the Sea comes the end of our fellowship in Middle-earth.  Go in peace!  I will not say: do not weep; for not all tears are an evil.”
Then Frodo kissed Merry and Pippin, and last of all Sam, and went aboard; and the saild were drawn up, and the wind blew, and slowly the ship slipped away down the long grey firth; and the light of the glass of Galadriel that Frodo bore glimmered and was lost.  And the ship went out into the High Sea and passed on into the West, until at last on a night of rain Frodo smelled a sweet fragrance on the air and heard the sound of singing that came over the water.  And the it seemed to him that as in his dream in the house of Bombadil, the grey rain-curtain turned all to silver glass and was rolled back, and he beheld white shores and beyond them a far green country under a swift sunrise.

But to Sam the evening deepened to darkness as he stood at the Haven; and as he looked at the grey sea he saw only a shadow on the waters that was soon lost in the West.  There still he stood far into the night, hearing only the sigh and murmur of the waves on the shores of Middle-earth, and the sound of them sank deep into his heart.  Beside him stood Merry and Pippin, and they were silent.

At last the three companions turned away, and never again looking back they rode slowly homewards; and they spoke no word to one another until they came back to the Shire, but each had great comfort in his friends on the long grey road.

At last they rode over the downs and took the East Toad, and then Merry and Pippin rode on to Buckland; and already they were singing again as they went.  But Sam turned to Bywater, and so came back up the Hill, as day was ending once more.  And he went on, and there was yellow light, and fire within; and the evening meal was ready, and he was expected.  And Rose drew him in, and set him in his chair, and put little Elanor upon his lap.

He drew a deep breath.  “Well, I’m back,” he said.
Athrabeth Finrod Ah Andreth
Note: In Morgoth’s Ring, the tenth book of The History of Middle-Earth, there is a chapter entitled “Athrabeth Finrod ah Andreth: The Debate of Finrod and Andreth.”  Finrod is the Lord of the Noldor, and Andreth is a mortal woman who, we find out, loved Finrod's brother Aegnor.  One of the many interesting topics that come up during their conversation is a promise among the Edain, known as the Old Hope. Andreth tells Finrod that among her people it is said that someday Eru will come to Arda and heal it of its marrings.  They both express wonder at puzzlement at how this could come to pass--how could the Creator enter the creation?

Arda nâ ristannen
Fuin pállui mâd
A nam eriol si
An si gerim pêth hen
Rhyss o estel eden
Bedithach, Hîren
A nestathach Arda
En ristennin dîn 

(Arda is broken

Night always devours
And we are alone now
Yet we cling to this promise
Whispers of new hope
That You will come, our Lord
And You shall heal Arda
Of its marrings)
Tolo
Nai nesto sin
Tolo
Ah anno estel Lín
Tolo
Herim al Le
Tolo
A nesto ardhon ristannen hen
Nai telich 

(Come
Please heal this
Come
And give Your hope
Come
We pray to You
Come
And heal this word of its marrings
Please come)
Nam ristannen
An annin o fired
A nam naegrannen
A phrestol failf
An si gerich an
I estel ónech ammen
I chodatha naeth vîn
Nai nestach, nai telich! 

(We are broken
By long years of fading
And we are pained
By the changing tide
Yet we cling to
The hope You have given us
That you will ease our woe
Please heal, please come!)
Tolo
Nai nesto sin
Tolo
Ah anno estel Lín
Tolo
Herim al Le
Tolo
A nesto ardhon ristannen hen
Nai telich 

(Come
Please heal this
Come
And give Your hope
Come
We pray to You
Come
And heal this word of its marrings
Please come)

Vi firiel hen
Vi moriel hen
Calad Lín telitha
Ah nuithatha in nîr
Leithiathach o coleden
A câr men as sad
Mas nach i Galad
A ú-vôr nâ 

(In this fading
In this darkening
Your light will come
And stop the tears
You will free us from our burdens
And make us ready for a place
Where you are the Light
And there is no darkness at all.) 

Gawain’s Leave-Taking

Now Lords and Ladies blithe and bold,
To bless you here now am I bound:

I thank you all a thousand-fold,

And pray God save you whole and sound;

Wherever you go on grass or ground,

May he you guide that nought you grieve,

For friendship that I here have found

Against my will I take my leave.

For friendship and for favours good,

For meat and drink you heaped on me,

The Lord that rased was on the Rood

Now keep you comely company.

On sea or land where’er you be,

May he you guide that nought you grieve.

Such fair delight you laid on me

Against my will I take my leave.

Against my will although I wend,

I may not always tarry here;

For everything must have an end,

And even friends must part, I fear;

Be we beloved however dear

Out of this world death will us reave,

And when we brought are to our bier

Against our will we take our leave.

Now good day to you, goodmen all,

And good day to you, young and old,

And good day to you, great and small,

And grammercy a thousand-fold!

If ought there were that dear ye hold,

Full fain I would the deed achieve—

Now Christ you keep from sorrows cold

For now at last I take my leave.
Virtue 7: Love—Lewis wrote about 4 loves: philos, storge, eros, and agape.  Where do you see these four loves in these three selections?
Storge—Love within the natural family (mother to children, siblings, etc.)

Philos—Love among friends or “brothers” and “sisters” outside the family

Eros—Romantic love

Agape—Unconditional love, reflected or direct, from God, the source of such love

Writing 9: A “Diction” Makes the Difference

(Three Genres, Page 230-231)—Diction, your choice of words, is a more significant factor in English than in most other languages because there is such a radical difference in sound and tone between those words that came to us from the Norse and Angle-Saxon and those from the Greek or Latin.  To cite an extreme example, contrast your reaction to these two samples:
Edgar got in the boar and gripped the seat, sweating like an ox.  He hated the sea.

Julius entered the vessel and embraced the cushions, perspiring profusely.  He detested the ocean.

In the first, the nouns and verbs are without exception of Anglo-Saxon or Old Norse origin.  In the second, every noun and verb is of Latin origin.  Except for the articles and the conjunctions, these could be two different languages, each with its distinctive sound, and each with its own tone.  Past generations were taught that words of Latin and Greek derivation were “elegant” and “refined.” And some of that prejudice remains.  You should feel free to use whatever the language has to offer, but remember that your choices will affect your style.

None of us has the time to look up the derivation of every word we use, but we all have a built-in awareness of the distinction between these two verbal heritages.  One is cominated by short, abript sounds that imply simplicity, roughness, and in some case obscenity; the other is characterized by longer words, smoother sounds, and a sense of elegance or even pomposity.

Aside from the derivations, there are the subtle distinctions between short words and long ones, harsh ones and smooth ones, crude ones and those that sound elegant.  As with nonfiction writing, you will want to choose an appropriate level of usage.  If the story is being narrated by a city dweller who is street-wise, your choice of words is going to be dramatically different than it would be if you were writing a third-person story in a neutral style.  And of course the diction of each line of dialogue should be appropriate to the character who is speaking.

Fiction is not written word by word, however.  When it is going well, let is flow.  The time to take a close look at your diction is when you read over the completed first draft.  Decide what effect you want and revise it carefully.”
***Now—Write a haiku (three lines, 5 syllables, 7 syllables, 5 syllables).  Use only one-syllable words.  After you are done, try to say the exact same thing in a second haiku using only words of more than one syllable.
Take a close look at the short story you have been working on.  Circle the words which you think are of Anglo-Saxon origin.  What diction are you using?  Is this appropriate to your purposes?  Revise any words that seem out of place.
