














































































--------------------------------------------------------------, .... ---------------------------------------------------------
like the White Hand of Saruman. It 
is the sceptre. 

........ 173 ........ Faramir looks down 
on the body of the Southron sadly, 
and his sword falls out of his hand 
and clatters on the ground. "This is 
a baleful deed and the work of Mor­
dor, that those who should be 
friends are set against each other. I 
hope that I shall live to see a hap­
pier day when there is peace be­
tween the peoples of Gondor and 
the Harad, as unlikely as it seems 
today." 

........ 174 ........ "It was my doing, 
lord," says Hama, trembling. "I un­
derstood Eomer was to be set free. 
Such joy was in my heart that 
maybe I have erred. Yet, since he 
was free again, and he a Marshal of 
the Mark, I brought him his sword 
as he bade me." 

"To lay at your feet, my lord," said 
Eomer. 

Theoden stand silent, looking 
down at his kneeling sister-son. 

"Will you not take the sword?," 
Gandalf asks quietly. 

Slowly Theoden stretches forth 
his hand. As his fingers take the 
hilt, firmness and strength seems to 
return to his thin arm. Suddenly he 
swings the blade, shimmering, high 
into the air, and gives a great cry. 

........ 175 ........ Faramir gestures 
you to him, claiming to show you a 
feature of his small earthenware 
lamp. Well-fed and at your ease, 
you hardly feel his gentle touch on 
the back of your neck, the slither of 
elven chain across your skin -- but 
you know instantly as the Ring 
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gives up its chill contact and glit­
ters in the open air. 

You grab the chain and pull your 
sword in almost the same motion. 
Take the Ring! He dies for that! -­
But Faramir makes no further 
move; he only stands, thinking. "So 
that is the answer to all the rid­
dles!" he says at last, quietly. 
"Isildur's Bane, the Enemy'S One 
Ring that was thought to have 
perished from the world! What an 
heirloom of power and peril it must 
be. 

"But fear no more! I wished to 
know the mission you have kept 
from me, and nothing more. Not if 
I found this on the highway would 
I take it! Not were Minas TIrith fall­
ing in ruin and I alone coule! save 
her, so, using the weapon of the 
Dark Lord for her good and my 
glory. If you will trust me, it may be 
that I can aid you in your present 
quest" 

........ 176 ........ The word is 
HEMEVREI 

........ 177 ........ A journal in this 
room reads: "That fool Radergast! 
So easily manipulated, and so will­
ing was he to reveal the presence of 
the Great Eagles in the mountains 
west of Isengard. By having my spy 
in Haryiarn steal the eggs, I shall 
create birds whose natures are bet­
ter suited for my plans! And thus 
shall I be avenged on the Lord of 
the Eagles who slighted me long 
ago." 

........ 178 ........ The smell of wet 
earth and stone is strong. The 
stones crumble slowly all around, 
but none can be pried loose. None 
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shoW any marks; nothing is hidden 
here. You cannot imagine even 
Wormtongue climbing down into 
this place. 

........ 179 ........ Though most of the 
books either deal with uninterest­
ing subjects or are unreadable due 
to age, one passage stands out: " ... 
and in the First Age, a group of 
Dwarves, remorseful over their 
brethren's sacking of the grey elf 
citadel of Menegroth, built a series 
of caves under the mountains in 
order to house the source of the 
Entwash. The caverns were given 
to our people, who made trees 
grow indoors so that the sweetness 
of the outside would also be under 
the mountains. Even so, the 
caverns are rarely used by our 
people. 

"Despite the Dwarven gift, the 
Onodrim still distrusted Dwarves, 
and even in our present Age, axes 
are a symbol which invites 
Onodrim anger . 

"During this Age, which is now 
rapidly passing even as these 
words are being written, the 
Entwives have disappeared, their 
gardens destroyed during the 
recent conflict against Sauron. 
None know where the Entwives 
have gone, though we suspect that 
Saruman the Wise may have some 
information in his citadel. 

"Though we who tend the forest 
are about to pass to other lands, 
two of our number, a brother and 
sister named Linandel and Olorin­
del, shall remain to tend as best 
they can. Linandel shall tend the 
trees, while his sister 910rindel 
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tends the Entwash. Both lost their 
loved ones in the conflict against 
Sauron, and now seek to heal their 
wounded souls by tending to the 
living things of Fangorn. 

"Linandel has built a small house 
with a cellar in Northern Fangorn. 
The cellar can only be accessed by 
trees grown from the golden seeds 
of the trees which grow inside the 
mountain, and the door is opened 
by the same key which opens the 
source of the Entwash. Linandel 
has made a fountain in the cellar, 
whose waters are meant to comfort 
his sister." 

........ 180........ Herion was the 
third of Gondor's Ruling Stewards 
in the latter Third Age, who took 
office in 2148 and reigned long and 
well until his death in 2204. There­
upon Belegorn took the white rod 
of stewardship, and in the fourth 
year of his reign, the lofty 
magistrate Herion Magister (named 
for the Ruling Steward) died of a 
cankerous boil. He built his tomb, 
Telandring (Sindarin "long cold 
end"), for his own honor and that 
of his ancestors. The stone coffins 
of seven men and seven women 
share the crypt 

........ 181 ........ The lock is ornate, 
metal worked in the shape of a grin­
ning, fanged face -- and the fangs 
are of real bone, smooth and cut 
with a tiny upright hand-rune. No 
doubt the poison that killed the 
guards lurks on them. 

........ 182 ........ From Athelwyn's 
tomb, a spirit rises. "You thought 
you had seen the last of me, 
Aragorn!" she hisses as she wails. 
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Death itself could not be so venge­
ful. 

...... 183 ....... No sooner does the 
last troll fall, when a flight of three 
giant eagles lands in front of you, 
blocking the path. -Greetings, 
wingless ones!" the biggest eagle 
says, though you sense he means 
no insult "You have done good 
work on those trolls! Your actions 
speak well of your kind, and this is 
rare occurrence indeed, since your 
kind have recently stole many of 
our eggs! Though we are in no posi­
tion to demand such of you, if you 
ever see any eagle eggs, would you 
please be so kind as to return them 
to us? If you follow the northern 
path and tum west, then south, 
you will find our place of meeting. 
Return any eggs you find to that 
place." 

........ 184 ....... The woman who 
lives here looks at Eomer and says: 
"There's the only man in the 
kingdom who has the courage to 
stand up to the Worm tongue. 
Though in my day we'd have taken 
him outside and beaten him." 

........ 185 ........ As you hold the 
messages in your hand, a guard ar­
rives from the throne room. 

"My king," he begins, "We have 
checked the vaults that are hidden 
near the hearth. All the gold and 
gems are gone, lord," he says bitter­
ly. "Not a coin is left" 

Theoden merely nods. "What says 
the message?" 

You read it out, glumly: "Gone, 
Theoden-stolen away, even as 
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your power has!" He peers. "It was 
written in blood, not long ago." 

The King frowns again, and then 
says softly, "The gifts of Saruman ... 
he's taken them back." 

........ 186...... "Saruman, come 
backl" Gandalf demands, in a com­
manding voice. "I did not give you 
permission to leave!" Saruman is 
dragged back to the railing, gasp­
ing for breath and clutching his 
staff tightly. 

"You are a fool, Saruman, for you 
might have been saved. You were 
given your chance!" Gandalf 
declares. "For behold! No longer 
am I Gandalf, the Grey, whom you 
betrayed. I am now Gandalf the 
White! You have no color now, and 
I cast you from your order and 
from the council. Saruman, your 
staff is broken!" 

No sooner does Gandalf utter 
those last five words, when 
Saruman's staff splits asunder, 
bursting to a cloud of wood shards. 
Dismayed, Saruman flees back into 
Orthanc, just as a globe is hurled 
from a higher window. It bounces 
to the ground, narrowly missing 
your heads. 

"A parting shot from Master 
Worm tongue, no doubt," Gandalf 
announces. "But of little conse­
quence. Let us leave this place." 

........ 187 ........ The monster was 
awakened by the glorious sound of 
King Theoden's horn. No sooner 
was the war won, than our danger 
increased a thousand fold. Oh, the 
irony of our plight True, it is said 
the Homburg has never fallen to 

The M O Towers 

siege from without, but what says 
the legends about siege from 
within? 

What will happen when the 
monster is hungry again? How 
much time do any of us have? And 
what if the beast manages to get 
free? 

We are trapped with the beast 
from hell, a dragon from ages past 
A beast we thought extinct in Mid­
dle-earth now haunts us in our 
hour of greatest vulnerability. 

........ 188 ........ You have very 
strange dreams as you rest in this 
field of flowers. Dark dreams, 
nightmares that harrow your soul. 
You awake screaming. 

"This is not a place where we 
should rest," Gandalf says. "Come, 
let us set up our camp elsewhere." 

....... 189 ........ The Southron war­
rior, now hale and strong of sinew, 
speaks the Common Speech in a 
strange, choppy accent "I am called 
Hircanus. I am a mighty warrior of 
the Haradrim, and I have fought 
bravely in many battles. No man 
may call me coward, for I glory in 
the conquest of the strong and con­
demn the weak. " 

His boastful tone changes. "To aid 
the rise of the Powerful One, we 
have marched long and fought 
hard, and more battles are yet to 
come, I have heard. But my spirit 
gnaws me like the jackal. Our com­
manders are strong, but they are 
not great They told me we fight 
for gold and glory, but that is 
wrong. They give no gold, and of 
glory --" He pauses and shivers. "I 
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have seen such things -- I will not 
speak of them. 

"So I, Hircanus, who have never 
fled the mightiest foes, now have 
crept away like the snake from my 
brothers. My thoughts, they pierce 
me like the Gray Brother's tusk. Yet 
I have no fear. I will go home to 
seek gold, and the glory that is 
truly glory. 

"I have seen in these cold lands 
many dangers. I would be glad of 
companions on the road, and the 
strength of Hircanus would serve 
you well. Shall we journey 
together?" (YIN) 

........ 190 ........ Another guard 
speaks. "I have heard that you have 
attacked the Riders of Rohan. It is 
the wish of Master Wormtongue to 
spare Theoden King the burden of 
a trial. Instead, begone from this 
place, and never return!" 

........ 191 ........ The word is 
MUMAKlL. 

.. ...... 192 ........ The King of Rohan 
sits motionless on his chair: Gan­
dalf walks slowly forward to face 
him. As he goes, a faint light seems 
to grow in the Hall, moving with 
him. "I bid you come out before 
your doors and look abroad," Gan­
dalf says softly. "Too long have you 
sat in shadows and trusted to 
twisted tales and crooked prompt­
ings." 

Slowly Theoden rises from his 
chair. The woman behind the 
throne hastens to his side, and 
takes his arm. With faltering steps 
the old man comes down the dais, 
and paces slowly down the hall. 
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Gandalf walks with him, and when 
they reach the doors, knocks upon 
them with his staff. "Open!," he 
cries. "The Lord of the Mark comes 
forth!" 

The doors roll back, and light 
floods in, until the Hall is truly 
Golden again. A keen breeze 
whistles in with it Theoden stands 
blinking at the sudden brightness. 

"Send your guards down to the 
foot of the stair," Gandalf bids, "and 
you, lady, leave him a while with 
me. I will care for him." 

"Go, Eowyn," the old king agrees. 
"The time for fear is past" 

Eowyn turns and goes slowly 
into the Hall, cool pity on her face 
as she looks at Theoden. Then her 
eyes turn to you, thoughtfully-­
with something more in them. 
Stern as steel she seems, slender 
and tall, her long hair like a river of 
gold flowing around he.: And then 
she is gone, within. 

"Now,lord," says Gandalf, "look 
out upon your land again!" 

A shaft of sun stabs down, and 
Rohan, spread out below you, 
gleams in its light 

"It is not so dark here," Theoden 
says, slowly. 

"No," says Gandalf. "Nor does age 
lie so heavily on your shoulders as 
some would have you think Cast 
aside your prop!" 

....... 193 ....... Faramir nods at you. 
"And I have one last word of ad­
vice, one that has been overlooked 
in the haste of the moment" 
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See Paragraph #4 in the Adden­
dum. 

........ 194 ........ At once the 
Mumak's eyes shine with a fear­
some glint, as if a new and remorse­
less light dwelt behind them. Its 
great head turns to face you, the 
elongate nose snakes out around 
your waist, its sail-like ears lift and 
flap, and without effort the beast 
launches into the air, carrying you 
to its nest 

....... 195 ........ Murmuring fir­
woods cloak the steep mountain­
side above Harrowdale. Out of 
their gloomy concealment lope 
dark shapes --worgs, ridden by 
orcs! They're far away, but are 
definitely coming after you -

....... 196 ........ "Harrooommm! Well 
done! You have recovered the bark! 
This is a good thing! Now, only 
time will tell whether or not it was 
worth it Whatever the outcome, 
we give you our thanks. We have 
nothing to reward you with that 
your kind finds valuable, but if you 
wish, you may share some Ent 
draught with us before you leave!" 

....... 197 ....... The roof swings 
down, and five great axes, trig­
gered by cunning machines, swing 
at you, suspended on a pendulum 
blade. 

........ 198 ....... The huddled, 
bloody body, its face contorted in 
an eternal snarl, lies unmoving. At 
its belt, you see a curious, hand­
shaped bronze object: a stoppered 
flask, in the shape of a hand. A 
Healing Hand? 
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....... 199 ....... "Saruman, come 
backl" Gandalf demands, in a com­
manding voice. "I did not give you 
permission to leave!" Saruman is 
dragged back to the railing, gasp­
ing for breath and clutching his 
staff tightly. 

"You are a fool, Saruman, for you 
might have been saved. You were 
given your chance!" Gandalf 
declares. "For behold! No longer 
am I Gandalf, the Grey, whom you 
betrayed. I am now Gandalf the 
White! You have no color now, and 
I cast you from your order and 
from the council. Saruman, your 
staff is broken!" 

No sooner does Gandalf utter 
those last five words, when 
Saruman's staff splits asunde~ 
bursting to a cloud of wood shards. 
Dismayed, Saruman flees back into 
Orthanc. 

...... 200 ........ Skinbark's roots 
eagerly soak up the pure water of 
the Entwash, and he immediately 
begins to look bette.: "Ahh, much 
better! Harrooom!" sighs Skinbark 
"Only an Ent, most likely Fangorn 
himself, could have told you about 
this wate.: If he has sent you to 
deal with these orcs, tell him 
whatever action that he and the 
other Ents take has my blessing! 
Give him my word of blessing, the 
word of wisdom 'Yavanna.' 

..... 201 •••• Your speech so im­
presses Faramir that he removes his 
mask to see you the more clearly. 
He has a stern and commanding 
face, and a keen wit lies behind his 
grey eyes. He says, "We must learn 
more of you, and know what 
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brings you so far east under the 
shadow of yonder--" He points to 
the mountains and says no name. 
"But not now. We have business at 
hand. You are in peril, and you 
would not have gone far by field or 
road this day. There will be hard 
handstrokes night at hand ere the 
day is full. Then death, or swift 
flight back to Anduin. 

"I will leave two to guard you, for 
your good and for mine. If I return, 
I will speak more with you." 

....... 202 ....... An old man clad in 
robes anq carrying a staff blocks 
the mountain pass. As he sees you, 
he says "Beware of where you 
tread! You are heading to Haryiarn, 
village of the Dunlanders! They do 
not readily embrace strangers, and 
there is one in their number who is 
the eyes and ears of someone of 
great power! Beware, I say!" 

....... 203 ...... This sinkhole leads 
into a cavern, which was carved 
out of stone long ago. This place 
contains the ancient tombs of Gon­
dor, of those Numenoreans who 
were slain in the battle before the 
Black Gate. Treasures lie at the foot 
of these tombs, protected by a 
ghostly guardian. 

"I am very hungry." the 'ghost 
says. "You look like honorable folk 
You would not care to share some 
of your provisions? It has been a 
long watch." 

...... 204 ....... As you step upon a 
slab of marble of lighter color than 
the rest, an air of watchfulness 
grows, and a voice sounds in your 
mind: 
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"Greetings to you who wish well 
to my remembrance. I was Herion 
Magister, named for the great 
Ruling Steward, born in the first 
year of his reign, in the glory of 
Gondor and the Watchful Peace. I 
dispensed justice in matters great 
and small, from Minas TIrith to 
aged Osgiliath. My name is known 
throughout the townships of 
Ithilien. 

"I build this tomb, the largest and 
fairest of any magistrate, to 
memorialize my great career and 
ancestors. Consider my works, 
visitor, and learn from them." 

........ 205 ........ The guard's face 
darkens. He snaps an order. A calm 
answer comes from behind you. 
Turning, you see a line of drawn ar­
rows poised to strike you down, in 
bows held ready in the hands of 
the patrol that brought you here. 

The gate-guards hasten forward, 
and lay hands to your weapons. 
You dare not resist them---and are 
soon bound together, face-to-face 
and neck-to-neck, and heaved into 
a cart. 

The patrol closes in around the 
bouncing, jolting horse-cart, as it 
carries you away from the gates of 
Edoras, westwards into the moun­
tain vale. 

"To Dunharrow you go," Duthdag 
says sadly, from beside your cart. 
"To confinement there, strangers, at 
least until these dark days pass. 
There you must await the King's 
mercy. Maybe you will wait long." 

........ 206 ........ This huge ram, great 
as a forest-tree a hundred feet in 
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length, bears a name carved in the 
Angerthas runes: GROND, a 
memory of the Hammer of the Un­
derworld of old. Its hideous head, 
founded of black steel, is shaped in 
the likeness of a ravening wolf; on 
it spells of ruin lie. Ahead and to its 
side hang the empty harnesses for 
the great beasts that draw it 

The fell weapon has crawled the 
road from Mordor near to Os­
giliath, the ruined city. You guess 
its destination: the Tower of Guard, 
Minas TIrith. 

........ '1ff7 ........ Treebeard lumbers 
up to the closed gates and begins 
pounding on them with his huge 
fists. "Hoom! Saruman! Come forth! 
We would have words with you, 
killer of trees, friend of orcs, friend 
of stone! Come forth and face Fan­
gom!" 

In response, arrows and rocks fly 
from the gatehouse. "Hrrrooom­
mmm!" huffs Treebeard, as several 
other Ents join him at the wall. 
They imbed their great fingers in 
the rock wall and gates, and begin 
ripping apart Isengard's defenses. 
Men and orcs dart everywhere, 
and a squad of orcs comes right to 
you, half-mad with fear, but 
definitely out for blood! 

........ 208 ........ You stand in the 
midst of a ring of smirking orcs. 
The rope around your neck leads 
straight to the fist of one of them. 
The points of drawn swords are 
held close all around you: a single 
jerk on the rope will haul you into 
helpless impalement upon them. 

"Stand silent, meat!," snarls a huge 
ore whose arms, are a-crawl with 
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old scars. "Or I'll snack on a tongue 
or two right now!" Then it turns its 
head, and says to other orcs around 
you, "My orders are that strangers 
not of the Mark are to be taken to 
Isengard. Alive and as captured; no 
spoiling. So I was told." 

"Your orders," says one. "Not 
mine. I say kill them--the horse­
riders are as thick as these blades of 
grass, all about, and we've no time 
to drag along such cursed nuisan­
ces. 1 wish to have a little sport, kill, 
and move on." 

"Then you can wish again," 
growls the scarred are. "I command 
here. 1 am taking this meat to Isen­
gard. Now." 

He jerks on the rope. Sword­
points jab you for an instant, ere 
they are pulled back, and the orcs, 
with much muttering and dark 
looks your way, begin to move. You 
are pulled along, like a dog on a 
leash, a prisoner. On---to Isengard. 

........ 209 ........ The musty chamber 
is cold and damp with water trick­
ling from the ceiling. In the middle 
of the cave, a swirl of mist appears 
and forms slowly into the form of 
Helm the Hammerhand. The ghost 
appears sad and mournful. Helm's 
spirit speaks to you. 

"Many years ago I challenged the 
beast before you to mortal combat 
Then I claimed to have killed the 
beast in single combat, and now 
my lie comes back to haunt my 
people. 

1 defeated the dragon, An­
salathon, true enough. But, kill 
him I did not. When the beast was 
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stunned, I pushed the monster into 
the very bowels of the earth, where 
I thought surely the beast has 
perished. 

Unsure of the monster's fate, I 
sealed the neW mines with my 
magical horn and a door of my 
own design. In a moment of 
foolish pride, I did not seal the 
door forever. The hom was the 
key. The horn that is now, ironical­
ly, cracked and useless. 

Forgive me! I did not realize that 
my great door could hear the call of 
the hom from high in the valley. 
Had 1 even suspected such a thing, 
1 would have destroyed the horn 
before my passing. 

Now 1 can only make things right 
from the grave. I have been 
blessed with one last time here on 
earth and I will use it well. You 
wear my great gauntlets and I no 
longer crave their power. My spirit 
rests easy knowing you have 
worked great good with the Hands 
of the Giants. 

When your need of me is its 
greatest, I shall return. Do not fear 
my fearsome appearance at this 
time, for this time, the apparition 
will be a benevolent one." 

"Ansalathon!" the ghost calls out 
into the halls around you. "I have 
come once again. And this time, 1 
bring comrades of great bravery 
and power. Do you know fear, 
great dragon? Can you remember 
bitter defeat? You will learn both 
anew before this day is out, I 
promise you." 
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The ghost swirls away, its fists 
clenched in defiance. 

•• ... 210··· .. Amidst the clutter of 
the ore's room, the party finds this 
letter: 

Chagaluk: 
You will leave Flizhpot to his af­

fairs and mind your own. Your gar­
rison is to continue guarding the 
tunnels which lead back to my 
citadel. Also, continue in the search 
for the source of the Entwash, I 
know it is in your areal 

A word of warning: do not read 
the obelisk. Keep clear of it until I 
can devote the time to study if fur­
thel: At present, the matter of the 
halflings keeps me busy. If any hal­
flings cross your path, you are to 
capture them and deliver them 
Wlth no harm to their bodies. They 
are not for sport. 

The letter is signed with a stylized 
White Hand. 

........ 211 ........ Another guard joins 
in. "The Sleepless Dead are awake 
indeed. On that moonless night, 
but a little while ago, a great host 
in strange array passed by. Whence 
they came none know, but they 
went up the road and vanished 
into the hill, as if they went to keep 
a tryst" 

He looks at you. "If you're 
curious, be warned-go not past 
the marker-stone, in Dimholt Orcs, 
brigands, and worse lurk there­
abouts, for we often let them go, 
once they pass the stone. The Dark 
Door's a fell place.' 

"Dead Men of the Dark Years 
guard that way, and suffer no 

living man to come to their hidden 
halls. The last man of Rohan to try 
the Paths of the Dead was Baldor 
son of Brego; he was never seen 
again.' 

"But at whiles the Sleepless Dead 
pass out of the door like shadows, 
down the stony road. Then the 
people of Harrowdale shut fast 
their doors and shroud their win­
dows and are afraid. But the Dead 
come seldom forth and only at 
times of great unquiet and coming 
death." He smiles thinly. "You've 
come here at one of these joyous 
times, it seems." 
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BOUT THE AUTHOR 

The Year 1992 is the one 
hundredth anniversary of J.R.R. 
Tolkien's birth, and a time to 
celebrate one of the giants of 20th 
Century literature. 

J.R.R. Tolkien was born in South 
Africa in 1892 He moved to 
England in 18%, and attended Ox­
ford University, where he later 
served as a professor of philology, 
specializing in the study of Old 
and Middle English dialects. His 
essay "Beowulf -- the Monsters and 
the Critics" (1936), an attack on 
scholars who failed to see Beowulf 
as a literary work meant to be en­
joyment enjoyed (rather than a text 
for linguistic discussion), is still 
considered to be one of the most 
important essays in the history of 
Old English criticism; he also 
provided an early translation of the 
Middle English poem "Sir Gawain 
and the Green Knight". 

Tolkien's love of fantasy literature 
led him to create his own works, 
based in a fantasy universe called 
Middle-earth. He began writing 
the "Book of Lost Tales" in 1917; 
this book later became the basis for 
the posthumously published "Sil­
marillion". "The Book of Lost Tales" 
developed not only from Tolkien's 
love of literature but of language; it 
was written in Tolkien's imaginary 
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elvish language, and Tolkien felt he 
had to write stories in which his 
language had a logical place. 
Tolkien used Middle-earth as the 
setting for his first fantasy book 
"The Hobbit". This children's fan­
tasy, which was released in 1937, be­
came an instant classic and left 
readers wanting a sequel. 

For over ten years, Tolkien 
worked on this sequel, "The Lord 
of the Rings", which was published 
in three volumes between 1954 and 
1956. They were very well received, 
but it wasn't until the mid-l960s 
that Tolkien's universe captured 
public attention when "Lord of the 
Rings" was released in paperback. 
Tolkien's work generated a cult fol­
lowing and numerous (perhaps too 
numerous) imitators; certainly fan­
tasy literature, which boomed 
during the 1970s, owes an unpay­
able debt to Tolkien for populariz­
ing the genre. It was this fantasy 
boom that inspired the creation of 
fantasy role-playing games, and the 
computer role-playing games 
which followed. 

After he retired from teaching in 
1959, Tolkien spent the remainder 
of his life working on the "Silmaril­
lion", a cycle of the complex myths 
that lay behind Middle-earth 
which he started in 1917 with "The 
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Book of Lost Tales." When Tolkien 
died in 1973, the task of compiling 
and publishing the Silmarillion was 
placed in the hands of Tolkien's 
son, Christopher, who published 
them in 1977. An animated motion 
picture of the first half of Tolkien's 
saga appeared in 1978; there have 
also been televised animated car­
toons, comic books, computer 
games, role-playing games, and 
even a Harvard Lampoon parody 
based on Tolkien's masterwork. 

Tolkien was a devout Roman 
Catholic; his religious influences, 
though interpreted through his 
love of fantasy, are felt throughout 
the Silmarillion and the Lord of the 
Rings. Tolkien was a member of a 
select society of Oxford dons 
known as the Inklings; they in­
cluded Tolkien's close friend C.S. 
Lewis, whom Tolkien helped con­
vert to Christianity. Lewis later be­
came one of the great popular 
theologians of the 20th Century, as 
well as the author of the acclaimed 
Chronicles of Narnia. Tolkien was 
extremely proud of his German 
heritage, though in 1938 he refused 
to allow the Hobbit to be translated 
into German when the publisher re­
quested that he sign a release form 
stating that he was "Aryan". 
Tolkien's love of "escapist" fantasy 
was unabashed and unapologetic; 
his essay "On Faerie Stories" 
remains the most cogent defense of 
the genre. While some literary 
critics failed to understand the ap­
peal of Tolkien's sagas, he found 
many admirers, including Dorothy 
Sayers, Ursula K LeGuin, and W.H 
Auden. And, of course, millions of 
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fans. The Hobbit and the Lord of 
the Rings remain on the Top Ten 
list of all-time best sellers. It can al­
ready be said that his work has 
stood the test of time. He will al­
most certainly be remembered as 
one of the most important writers 
of the 20th Century, and its 
greatest fantasist 

(For more details on Tolkien's life, 
the reader is directed to Humphrey 
Carpenter's biography, entitled 
"Tolkien".) 
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INTERPLAY Productions, Design Assistance founded in 1983 by Brian Fargo, JACOB R. BUCHERT ill has been honored on numerous oc-
MARK WHITTLESEY casions for the quality of its 

products. Other computer games Artists of Middle Earth 
created, produced or distributed by CHARLES WEIDMAN ill 
Interplay include: THE BARD'S (Maps, Cartoons) 
TALE series, THE BARD'S TALE CHERYL AUSTIN 
CONSTRUCTION SET, the inim- (Maps/PortraiWCharacter 
itable WASTI.'LAND, DRAGON Animations) 
WARS, NEUROMANCER, BATTLE KEITH AUSTIN 
CHESS, CHECKMATI.', FlII1IRE (Maps/PortraiWCharacter 
WARS, BATTLECHESS II (Chinese Animations) 
Chess),]AMES BOND: The Stealth SCOTT BIESER, 
Affair, {.EXI-CROSS, DVORAK ON (portraits/Character Animation) 
TYPING, CASTLES, THE LORD OF TODD CAMASTA 
THE RINGS, VOL I and STAR (Cartoons/Portraits/Character 
TREK, The 25th Anniversary. Animation) 

Interplay will produce the final BRIAN GIBERSON (portraits) 
game of "The Lord ~ the Rings" tril- DAVID NELSON (Cartoons) 
ogy,"The Return 0 the King', tenta- HAYATO OCHIAI (portraits) 
tively scheduled for Fall, 1992. BRUCE SCHLICKBERND 

Executive Producer (Character Animation) 
BRIAN FARGO 

Art Director of Middle-earth 
Computer Programming TODD CAMASTA 

MARK WHITTLESEY 
Musicians of Middle-earth Original "Lord of the Rings" CHARLES DEENAN 

Programming (Original Score) 
TROY MILES 

Sound Effects 
Producer SCOTT LAROCCA 

SCOTT BENNIE 
Play testers of Middle-earth 

Associate Producers RUSTY BUCHERT III, FRED BRUCE SCHUCKBERND ROYAL, & VINCE DeNARDO 
JACOB R. BUCHERT III 

, Manual 
Designers SCOTT BENNIE 

SCOTT BENNIE, GRANT S. 
Manual Design BOUCHER, ED GREENWOOD, 

JOHN TERRA, & ALLEN VARNEY VINCE DeNARDO 
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INTERPLAY PRODUcnONS LIMITED 90-
DAY WARRANTY Interplay Productions 
warrants to the original consumer purchaser 
of this computer software product that the 
recording medium on which the software 
programs are recorded will be free from defects 
in material and workmanship for 90 days from 
the date of purchase. If the recording medium 
is found defective within 90 days of original 
purchase, Interplay Productions agrees to 
replace, free of charge, any product discovered 
to be defective within such period upon receipt 
at its Factory Service Center of the product, 
postage paid, with proof of date of purchase. 
This warranty is limited to the recording 
medium containing the software program 
originally provided by Interplay Productions 
and is not applicable to normal wear and tear:. 
This warranty shall not be applicable and shall 
be void if the defect has arisen through abuse, 
mistreatment, or neglect Any implied warran­
ties applicable to this product are limited to the 
90- day period described above. If the record­
ing medium should fail after the original 90-
day warranty period has expired, you may 
return the software program to Interplay 
Productions at the address noted below with a 
check or money order for $7.50 (U.S. currency), 
which includes postage and handling.. and In­
terplay will mail a replacement to you. To 
receive a replacement, you should enclose the 
defective medium (including the original 
product label) in protective packaging accom­
panied by: (1) a $7.50 check. (2) a brief state­
ment describing the defect, and (3) your return 
address. EXCEPT AS SET FORlli ABOVE, 
THIS WARRANTY IS IN LIEU OF ALL 
OlliER WARRANTIES, WHETHER ORAL 
OR WRITTEN, EXPRESSED OR IMPLIED, 
INCLUDING ANY WARRANTY OF MER­
CHANTABILITY OR FITNESS FOR A PAR­
TICULAR PURPOSE, AND NO OTHER 
REPRESENTATION OR CLAIMS OF ANY 
NATURE SHALL BE BINDING ON OR 
OBLIGATE INTERPLAY PRODUCTIONS. IN 
NO EVENT WILL INTERPLAY PRODUC­
TIONS BE LIABLE FOR SPECIAL INCIDEN­
TAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL DAMAGE 
RESULTING FROM POSSESSION, USE, OR 
MALFUNCTION OF lliIS PRODUo; IN­
CLUDING DAMAGE TO PROPERTY AND, 
TO lliE EXTENT PERMITTED BY LAW, 
DAMAGES FOR PERSONAL INJURY, EVEN 
IF INTERPLAY PRODUCTIONS HAS BEEN 
ADVISED OF THE POSSIBILITY OF SUCH 
DAMAGES. 

SOME STATES DO NOT ALLOW LIMITA-

TIONS ON HOW LONG AN IMPLIED WAR­
RANTYLASTS AND/OR lliE EXLUSION OR 
LIMITATION OF INCIDENTAL OR CONSE­
QUENTIAL DAMAGES, SO THE ABOVE 
LIMITATIONS AND/OR EXCLUSION OR 
LIMITATION OF LIABILITY MAY NOT 
APPLY TO YOU. THIS WARRANTY GIVES 
YOU SPECIFIC LEGAL RIGHTS, AND YOU 
MAY HAVE OrnER RIGHTS WHICH VARY 
FROM STATE TO STATE. 

If you have a problem with your software, 
you may wish to call us first at (714) 549-
2411. If your media is defective and a replace­
ment is necessary, U.P.S. or registered mail is 
recommended for returns. Please send the 
defeCtive disk(s) only (not the box) with a 
description of the problem and $7.50' to: 
WARRANTY REPLACEMENTS 
Interplay Productions, 3710 South Susan, Suite 
100, Santa Ana, CA 9Z704 
SYSTEM UPGRADES Interplay Productions 
has a system upgrade policy. At. any time after 
purchasing any Interplay product, you may 
send us your original disks and a check for 
$15.00 (U.S. funds) and we will replace your 
disks with the version for another computer 
system that you specify. (This price is subject 
to change.) 
COPYING PROHIBITED This software 
product is copyrighted and all rights are 
reserved by Interplay Productions, Inc. The 
1\vo Towers is protected by the copyright laws 
that pertain to computer software. The 1\vo 
Towers disks are not copy-protected. This does 
not mean you can make unlimited copies. You 
can back up the disk for your own personal 
use, and in fact, we recommend that you play 
The 1\vo Towers on a backup copy, but it's 
illegal to sell, give or otherwise distribute a 
copy to another person. 
Copyright 1991 Interplay Productions. The 
program is published with the cooperation of 
the Thlkien Estate and their publishers, George 
Allen &: Unwin (publishers) Ltd. The plot of 
The 1\vo Towers, the characters of the Hob­
bits, and the other characters from the Lord of 
the Rings are copyright in the UK c George 
Allen &: Unwin (Publishers) Ltd. 1954,1966. US 
copyright c 1954, 1965 by J.R.R. Tolkien. 
Copyright c renewed 1982 by Christopher R. 
Tolkien, Michael H.R. Tolkien, John F.R. 
Tolkien and Priscilla MAR. Tolkien. 
NOTICE Interplay Productions reserves the 
right to make modifications or improvements 
to the product described in this manual at any 
time and without notice. 




