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‘We live now upon an island amid many 
perils, and our hands are more often upon 
the bowstring than upon the harp.’  

 
‘The rivers long defended us, but they are a 
sure guard no more; for the Shadow has crept 

northward all about us...’ 
 

‘The world is indeed full of peril, and in it 
there are many dark places; but still there is 
much that is fair, and though in all lands 
love is now mingled with grief, it grows 

perhaps the greater.’ 
 

‘Some there are among us who sing that the 
Shadow will draw back, and peace shall come 
again. Yet I do not believe that the world 
about us will ever again be as it was of old, 
or the light of the Sun as it was aforetime.’ 
 

Haldir of Lothlorien  
Fellowship of the Ring 



Lothlorien 

 
Acadia National Park  

 
“That is the fairest of all the dwellings of my 
people. There are no trees like he trees of that land. 
For in the autumn their leaves fall not, but turn to 
gold. Not till the spring comes and the new green 
opens do they fall, and then the boughs are laden 
with yellow flowers; and the floor of the wood is 
golden, and golden is the roof, and its pillars are of 
silver, for the bark of the trees is smooth and grey.” 
(Legolas, Fellowship)



“’They bring fire,’ said Theoden, ‘and they are burning 
as they come, rick, cot, and tree. ‘This was a rich vale 
and had many homesteads. Alas for my folk!’” (The 
Two Towers) 
 
Helm’s Deep 

 
Aida refugee camp, Bethlehem 

 
Bethlehem, far from being the quiet town on 
picturesque Christmas cards, is fraught with tension, 
ruins, and violence.  
 
 



“Then slowly they saw the forms of the encircling 
mountains mirrored in a profound blue, and the 
peaks were like plumes of white flame above them; 
beyond there was a space of sky.” (Fellowship)  
 
Mirrormere 

  
Mount Rinjani, Indonesia 

 
Gimli, Frodo, and Sam behold the beautiful 
Mirrormere in the midst of their sorrow over 
Gandalf’s fall into the darkness of Moria.  



“The noise of bubbling waters came up from the 
foaming river-bed. Birds were singing, and a 
wholesome peace lay on the land. To Frodo his 
dangerous flight, and the rumours of the darkness 
growing in the world outside, already seemed only 
the memories of a troubled dream; but the faces that 
were turned to meet them as they entered were 
grave.” (The Council of Elrond, Fellowship) 
 
Rivendell 

 
Olympic National Park 

 
Even in Rivendell, the Council feels the darkness of 
the outside world. 



“For a moment Frodo stood near the brink and let 
the water flow over his tired feet. It was cold but 
its touch was clean, and as he went on and it 
mounted to his knees, he felt that the stain of travel 
and all weariness was washed from his limbs.” 
(Fellowship) 
 
Nimrodel River, Lothlorien 

 
Irrawaddy River, Burma            

 

 

“In a country filled with strife, the Irrawaddy is a 
source of hope for the Burmese people. It is where 
they wash, what they drink, how they travel, where 
they pray.”  



“Here Spring was already busy about them; fronds 
pierced moss and mould, larches were green-fingered, 
small flowers were opening in the turf, birds were 
singing. Ithilien, the garden of Gondor now desolate 
kept still a dishevelled dryad loveliness.” (The Two 
Towers) 
 
Ithilien 

 
Olympic National Park 

 
Frodo and Sam find rest and hope in Ithilien, in the 
middle of their long and dark journey. 



“And though in all lands love is now mingled with 
grief, it grows perhaps the greater.” (Haldir, 
Fellowship) 
 

 
Central Asia Institute 

 
In the war-torn mountain regions of Afghanistan 
and Pakistan, philanthropists like Greg Mortenson 
work endlessly to provide education for children, 
giving them hope in a time of despair. 



 
 
 

“For, like a shaft, clear and cold, he 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. (Return of the King)



There is terror in the earth. 
Great disasters, swift diseases, 
Shouts of war, shining fires.  

 
Death and Despair, 

but also 
Love and Light. 

 
There is beauty in the earth. 
Great mountains, swift rivers, 
Shouts of joy, shining stars. 
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