
Quotations from Tolkien’s The Lord of the Rings

1. “He [Bilbo] used often to say there was only one Road; that it was like a great river: its springs at every doorstep, and
every path was its tributary. ‘It’s a dangerous business,’ Frodo, going out of your door,’ he used to say. ‘You step into the
Road, and if you don't keep your feet, there is no knowing where you might be swept off to.’”

The Road goes ever on and on
   Down from the door where it began.
Now far ahead the Road has gone,
   And I must follow, if I can.
Pursuing it with weary [altered from “eager”] feet,
   Until it joins some larger way,
Where many paths and errands meet.
   And whither then?  I cannot say.

2. “I am not made for perilous quests,” [said Frodo].  I wish I had never seen the
Ring!  Why did it come to me?  Why was I chosen?” “Such questions cannot be
answered,” said Gandalf.  “You may be sure that it was not for any merit that
others do not possess: not for power or wisdom, at any rate.  But you have been
chosen, and you must therefore use such strength and wits as you have.”

3. “Do not tempt me!” [said Gandalf].  “For I do not wish to become like the Dark Lord himself.  Yet the way of the Ring to
my heart is pity, pity for weakness and the desire of strength to do good.  Do not tempt me!  I dare not take it, not even to
keep it safe, unused.  The wish to wield it would be too great for my strength.”

4. “War must be,” [said Faramir], “while we defend our lives against a destroyer who would devour all; but I do not love the
bright sword for its sharpness, nor the arrow for its swiftness, nor the warrior for his glory.  I love only that which they
defend: the city of the Men of Númenor; and I would have her loved for her memory, her ancientry, her beauty, and her
present wisdom.  Not feared, save as men may fear the dignity of a man, old and wise.”

5. “Deserves [death]!  I daresay he does,” [declares Gandalf to Frodo].  Many that live deserve death.  And some that die
deserve life.  Can you give it to them? Then do not be too eager to deal out death in
judgement. For even the very wise cannot see all ends.  I have not much hope that Gollum can be cured before he
dies, but there is a chance of it.  And he is bound up with the fate of the Ring.  My heart tells me that he has some part to
play yet, for good or ill, before the end; and when that comes, the pity of Bilbo may rule the fate of many—yours not
least.  In any case, we did not kill him: he is very old and wretched.”

6. “I don’t like anything here at all,” said Frodo…. “Earth, air and water all seem accursed. But so our path is laid.”
“Yes, that’s so,” said Sam. “And we shouldn’t be here at all, if we’d known more about it before we started. But I

suppose it’s often that way. The brave things in the old tales and songs…. Folk seem to have been just landed in them,
usually—their paths were laid that way…. But I expect they had lots of chances, like us, of turning back, only they
didn’t. And if they had, we shouldn’t know, because they’d be forgotten. We hear about those as just went on—and not
all to a good end, mind you; at least not to what folk inside a story and not outside it call a good end…. Don’t the great
tales ever end?”

“No, they never end as tales,” said Frodo. “But the people in them come, and go when their part’s ended. Our part
will end later—or sooner.”

7. “Despair, or folly” said Gandalf, [to give up the Ring]?  “It is not despair, for despair is only for those who see the end
beyond all doubt.  We do not.  It is wisdom to recognize necessity when all other courses have been weighed, though as
folly it may appear to those who cling to false hope.  Well, let folly be our cloak, a veil before the eyes of the Enemy.
For he [Sauron] is very wise, and weighs all things to a nicety in the scales of his malice.  But the only measure that he
knows is desire, desire for power; and so he judges all hearts.  Into his heart the thought will not enter that any will refuse
it, that having the Ring we may seek to destroy it.  If we seek this we shall put him out of reckoning.”

8. There, peeping among the cloud-wrack above a dark tor high up in the mountains, Sam saw a white star twinkle for a
while.  The beauty of it smote his heart, as he looked up out of that forsaken land, and hope returned to him.  For like a
shaft, clear and cold, the thought pierced him that in the end the Shadow was only a small and passing thing: there was
light and high beauty for ever beyond its reach. … Now, for a moment, his own fate, even his master’s, ceased to trouble



him.  He crawled back into the brambles and laid himself by Frodo’s side, and putting away all fear he cast himself into a
deep and untroubled sleep.


