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Dzhon Ronal ' d Ruel Tol ki en. Hobbi t

In this reprint several minor inaccuracies, nost of themnoted by
readers, have been corrected. For exanple, the text on pages 32 and 62 now
corresponds exactly with the runes on Thror's Map. More inportant is the
matter of Chapter Five. There the true story of the ending of the Riddle
Gane, as it was eventually reveal ed (under pressure) by Bilbo to Gandalf, is
now given according to the Red Book, in place of the version Bilbo first
gave to his friends, and actually set down in his diary. This departure from
truth on the part of a nost honest hobbit was a portent of great
significance. It does not, however, concern the present story, and those who
in this edition make their first acquaintance wth hobbit-1ore need not
troupe about it. Its explanation lies in the history of the Ring, as it was
set out in the chronicles of the Red Book of Westmarch, and is nowtold in
The Lord of the Rings.

A final note may be added, on a point raised by several students of the
lore of the period. On Thror's Map is witten Here of old was Thrain King
under the Muuntain; yet Thrain was the son of Thror, the | ast King under the
Mountai n before the comng of the dragon. The Map, however, is not in error
Nanes are often repeated in dynasties, and the geneal ogies show that a
di stant ancestor of Thror was referred to, Thrain I, a fugitive from Mri a,
who first discovered the Lonely Mountain, Erebor, and ruled there for a
whil e, before his people noved on to the renpter nountains of the North.

Chapter |. An Unexpected Party

In a hole in the ground there lived a hobbit. Not a nasty, dirty, wet
hole, filled wth the ends of worns and an oozy snell, nor yet a dry, bare,
sandy hole wth nothing in it to sit down on or to eat: it was a
hobbi t - hol e, and that means confort.

It had a perfectly round door like a porthole, painted green, with a
shiny yellow brass knob in the exact middle. The door opened onto a
tube-shaped hall like a tunnel: a very confortable tunnel w thout snoke,
with panelled walls, and floors tiled and carpeted, provided wth polished
chairs, and lots and lots of pegs for hats and coats - the hobbit was fond
of visitors. The tunnel wound on and on, going fairly but not quite straight
into the side of the hill - The Hill, as all the people for many niles round
called it - and many little round doors opened out of it, first on one side
and then on another. No going upstairs for the hobbit: bedroomns, bathroons,
cellars, pantries (lots of these), wardrobes (he had whole roons devoted to
clothes), kitchens, dining-roons, all were on the sanme floor, and indeed on
the sane passage. The best roonms were all on the |eft-hand side (going in),
for these were the only ones to have wi ndows, deep-set round w ndows | ooking
over his garden and nmeadows beyond, sl oping down to the river.

This hobbit was a very well-to-do hobbit, and his name was Baggi ns. The
Baggi nses had lived in the nei ghbourhood of The Hill for time out of mnd,
and people considered themvery respectable, not only because npst of them
were rich, but also because they never had any adventures or did anything
unexpected: you could tell what a Baggi ns would say on any question without
the bother of asking him This is a story of how a Baggi ns had an adventure,
found hinself doing and saying things altogether unexpected. He may have

| ost the neighbours' respect, but he gained-well, you wll see whether he
gai ned anything in the end.
The nother of our particular hobbit ... what is a hobbit? | suppose

hobbits need sone descripti on nowadays, since they have become rare and shy
of the Big People, as they call us. They are (or were) a little people,
about hal f our height, and smaller than the bearded Dwarves. Hobbits have no
beards. There is little or no magi c about them except the ordinary everyday
sort which helps themto disappear quietly and quickly when large stupid
folk like you and ne cone blundering along, nmeking a noise |like el ephants
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which they can hear a nmle off. They are inclined to be at in the stonach;
they dress in bright colours (chiefly green and yellow); wear no shoes,
because their feet grow natural |eathery soles and thick warmbrown hair
like the stuff on their heads (which is curly); have long clever brown
fingers, good-natured faces, and |laugh deep fruity laughs (especially after
dinner, which they have twice a day when they can get it). Now you know

enough to go on with. As | was saying, the nother of this hobbit - of Bilbo
Baggins, that is - was the fabulous Belladonna Took, one of the three
remar kabl e daughters of the A d Took, head of the hobbits who |ived across
The Water, the small river that ran at the foot of The Hll. It was often

said (in other families) that |ong ago one of the Took ancestors nust have
taken a fairy wife. That was, of course, absurd, but certainly there was
still sonething not entirely hobbit-like about them - and once in a while
menbers of the Took-clan would go and have adventures. They discreetly
di sappeared, and the famly hushed it wup; but the fact renained that the
Tooks were not as respectabl e as the Baggi nses, though they were undoubtedly
richer. Not that Belladonna Took ever had any adventures after she becane
Ms. Bungo Baggi ns. Bungo, that was Bilbo's father, built the npst |uxurious
hobbit-hole for her (and partly wth her noney) that was to be found either
under The Hill or over The H Il or across The Water, and there they renuni ned
to the end of their days. Still it is probable that Bilbo, her only son,
al t hough he | ooked and behaved exactly |like a second edition of his solid
and confortable father, got sonething a bit queer in his makeup from the
Took side, sonething that only waited for a chance to cone out. The chance
never arrived, until Bilbo Baggi ns was grown up, being about fifty years old
or so, and living in the beautiful hobbit-hole built by his father, which I
have just described for you, until he had in fact apparently settled down
i rmovabl y.

By sone curious chance one norning long ago in the quiet of the world,
when there was |ess noise and nore green, and the hobbits were stil
nunerous and prosperous, and Bilbo Baggins was standing at his door after
br eakfast snoki ng an enornobus | ong wooden pipe that reached nearly down to
his woolly toes (neatly brushed) - Gandalf cane by. Gandalf! |If you had

heard only a quarter of what | have heard about him and | have only heard
very little of all there is to hear, you would be prepared for any sort | of
remarkabl e tale. Tales and adventures sprouted up all over the place
wherever he went, in the nost extraordinary fashion. He had not been down
that way under The Hill for ages and ages, not since his friend the A d Took
died, in fact, and the hobbits had al nost forgotten what he | ooked like. He
had been away over The Hill and across The Water on business of his own

since they were all small hobbit-boys and hobbit-girls.

Al'l that the unsuspecting Bilbo saw that norning was an old nan with a
staff. He had a tall pointed blue hat, a long grey cloak, a silver scarf
over which a white beard hung down bel ow his wai st, and i mense bl ack boots.

"CGood norning!" said Bilbo, and he neant it. The sun was shining, and
the grass was very green. But Gandalf |ooked at himfrom under |ong bushy
eyebrows that stuck out further than the brimof his shady hat. "What do you
mean?" be said. "Do you wish ne a good norning, or nmean that it is a good
nmor ni ng whether | want not; or that you feel good this norning; or that it
is norning to be good on?"

"Al'l of themat once," said Bilbo. "And a very fine norning for a pipe
of tobacco out of doors, into the bargain. If you have a pipe about you, sit
down and have a fill of mine! There's no hurry, we have all the day before

us!" Then Bil bo sat down on a seat by his door, crossed his legs, and blew
out a beautiful grey ring of snoke that sailed up into the air wthout
breaki ng and fl oated away over The Hill

"Very pretty!" said Gandalf. "But | have no tine to blow snoke-rings
this norning. | amlooking for someone to share in an adventure that | am
arranging, and it's very difficult to find anyone."

"I should think so - in these parts! W are plain quiet folk and have

no use for adventures. Nasty .disturbing unconfortable things! Make you | ate
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for dinner! | can't think what anybody sees in them" said our M. Baggins,
and stuck one thunb behind his braces, and bl ew out another even bigger
snmoke-ring. Then he took out his norning letters, and begin to read,
pretending to take no nore notice of the old nman. He had deci ded that he was
not quite his sort, and wanted himto go away. But the old man did not nove.
He stood leaning on his stick and gazing at the hobbit wthout saying
anything, till Bilbo got quite unconfortable and even a little cross

"Good norning!" he said at last. "W don't want any adventures here,
thank vyou! You mght try over The H Il or across The Water." By this he
meant that the conversation was at an end.

"What a lot of things you do use Good norning for!" said Gandal f. "Now
you nean that you want to get rid of ne, and that it won't be good till I
move of f."

"Not at all, not at all, ny dear sir! Let nme see, | don't think |I know
your nanme?"

"Yes, yes, ny dear sir - and | do know your nane, M. Bilbo Baggins.
And you do know ny nane, though you don't renenber that | belong to it. | am
Gandal f, and Gandalf neans me! To think that | should have lived to be
good- nor ni nged by Bel | adonna Took's son, as if | was selling buttons at the

door!"

"Gandal f, Gandal f! Good graci ous ne! Not the wandering w zard that gave
Od Took a pair of nmagic dianond studs that fastened thenselves and never
cane undone till ordered? Not the fellow who wused to tell such wonderfu
tales at parties, about dragons and goblins and giants and the rescue of
princesses and the unexpected |uck of wi dows' sons? Not the man that used to
make such particularly excellent fireworks! | renmenber those! Add Took used
to have themon Mdsumer's Eve. Splendid! They used to go up |like great
lilies and snapdragons and | aburnums of fire and hang in the twlight al
evening!" You will notice already that M. Baggins was not quite so prosy as
he liked to believe, also that he was very fond of flowers. "Dear ne!" she
went on. "Not the Gandalf who was responsible for so many quiet |ads and
| asses going off into the Blue for nad adventures. Anything fromclinbing
trees to visiting Elves - or sailing in ships, sailing to other shores!

Bless ne, life wused to be quite inter - | nean, you used to upset things
badly in these parts once upon a tinme. | beg your pardon, but | had no idea
you were still in business."

"Where else should | be?" said the wizard. "All the sane | am pl eased
to find you remenber sonething about ne. You seem to renenber ny fireworks
kindly, at any rate, land that is not wi thout hope. Indeed for your old

grand-father Took's sake, and for the sake of poor Belladonna, | wll give
you what you asked for."

"l beg your pardon, | haven't asked for anything!"

"Yes, you have! Twice now. My pardon. | give it you. In fact I will go

so far as to send you on this adventure. Very anusing for ne, very good for
you and profitable too, very likely, if you ever get over it."

"Sorry! | don't want any adventures, thank you. Not today. Good
nmor ni ng! But please cone to tea - any tinme you like! Way not tonorrow? Cone
tonmorrow Good- bye!"

Wth that the hobbit turned and scuttled inside his round green door,
and shut it as quickly as he dared, not to seen rude. Wzards after all are
wi zar ds.

"What on earth did | ask himto tea for!" he said to himself, as he
went to the pantry. He had only just had break fast, but he thought a cake
or two and a drink of sonething would do himgood after his fright. Gandal f
in the neantinme was still standing outside the door, and | aughing | ong but
quietly. After a while he stepped up, and wth the spike of his staff
scratched a queer sign on the hobbit's beautiful green front-door. Then he
strode away, just about the tinme when Bilbo was finishing his second cake
and beginning to think that he had escape adventures very well.

The next day he had al nbst forgotten about Gandalf He did not renenber
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things very well, unless he put them down on his Engagenment Tablet: |ike
this: Gndalf '¥a Wdnesday. Yesterday he had been too flustered to do
anything of the Kkind. Just before tea-tine there came a trenmendous ring on
the front-door bell, and then he renenbered! He rushed and put on the
kettle, and put out another cup and saucer and an extra cake or two, and ran
to the door.

"I am so sorry to keep you waiting!" he was going to say, when he saw
that it was not Gandalf at all. It was a dwarf with a blue beard tucked into
a gol den belt, and very bright eyes under his dark-green hood. As soon a the
door was opened, he pushed inside, just as if he had been expected.

He hung his hooded cloak on the nearest peg, and "Dmalin at your
service!" he said with a | ow bow.

"Bil bo Baggins at yours!" said the hobbit, too surprised to ask any
questions for the nonent. Wen the silence that followed had becone
unconfortable, he added: "I amjust about to take tea; pray come and have

some with ne." Alittle stiff perhaps, but he neant it kindly. And what
woul d you do, if an uninvited dwarf came and hung his things up in your hal
wi thout a word of explanation?

They had not been at table long, in fact they had hardly reached the
third cake, when there canme another even louder ring at the bell

"Excuse ne!" said the hobbit, and off he went to the door

"So you have got here at last!" was what he was going to say to Gandal f
this time. But it was not Gandalf. |Instead there was a very ol d-Iooking
dwarf on the step with a white beard and a scarlet hood; and he too hopped
i nside as soon as the door was open, just as if he had been invited.

"l see they have begun to arrive already," he said when he caught sight
of Dwalin's green hood hanging up. He hung his red one next toit, and
"Balin at your service!" he said with his hand on his breast.

"Thank you!" said Bilbo with a gasp. It was not the correct thing to
say, but they have begun to arrive had flustered himbadly. He |liked
visitors, but he liked to know them before they arrived, and he preferred to
ask them hinself. He had a horrible thought that the cakes m ght run short,
and then he-as the host: he knew his duty and stuck to it however painful-he
m ght have to go without.

"Conme along in, and have sonme tea!" he mnmanaged to say after taking a
deep breath.

"A little beer would suit ne better, if it is all the same to you, ny
good sir," said Balin with the white beard. "But | don't mnd sone
cake-seed-cake, if you have any."

"Lots!" Bilbo found hinself answering, to his own surprise; and he
found hinself scuttling off, too, to the cellar to fill a pint beer-nug, and

to the pantry to fetch two beautiful round seed-cakes which he had baked
that afternoon for his after-supper norsel

When he got back Balin and Dwalin were talking at the table like old
friends (as a matter of fact they were brothers). Bilbo plunped down the
beer and the cake in front of them when |loud came a ring at the bell again,
and then another ring.

"CGandalf for certain this tine," he thought as he puffed along the
passage. But it was not. It was two nore dwarves, both wth blue hoods,
silver belts, and yellow beards; and each of themcarried a bag of tools and
a spade. In they hopped, as soon as the door began to open-Bilbo was hardly
surprised at all.

"What can | do for you, ny dwarves?" he said. "Kili at your service!"
said the one. "And Fili!" added the other; and they both swept off their
bl ue hoods and bowed.

"At yours and your famly's!" replied Bilbo, renenbering his nmanners
this tinme.

"Dwalin and Balin here already, | see," said Kili. "Let us join the
throng!"

"Throng!" thought M. Baggins. "I don't like the sound of that. |

really nust sit down for a minute and collect ny wits, and have a drink." He
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had only just had a sip-in the corner, while the four dwarves sat around the
table, and talked about mines and gold and troubles with the goblins, and
the depredations of dragons, and lots of other things which he did not
understand, and did not want to, for they sounded nuch too adventurous-when,

ding-dong-a-ling-' dang, his bell rang again, as if some naughty little
hobbi t-boy was trying to pull the handle off. "Sonmeone at the door!" he
said, blinking. "Some four, | should say by the sound,” said Fili.

"Be-sides, we saw them com ng al ong behind us in the distance."
The poor little hobbit sat down in the hall and put his head in his
hands, and wondered what had happened, and what was going to happen, and

whet her they would all stay to supper. Then the bell rang again | ouder than
ever, and he had to run to the door. It was not four after all, t was FlVE
Anot her dwarf had come along while he was wondering in the hall. He had
hardly turned the knob, be-x)re they were all inside, bow ng and saying "at

your service" one after another. Dori, Nori, Oi, OQn, and doin were their
nanes; and very soon two purple hoods, a grey hood, a brown hood, and a
white hood were hanging on the pegs, and off they marched with their broad
hands stuck in their gold and silver belts to join the others. Already it
had al nost becone a throng. Sone called for ale, and sone for porter, and
one for coffee, and all of themfor cakes; so the hobbit was kept very busy
for a while.

A big jug of coffee bad just been set in the hearth, the seed-cakes
were gone, and the dwarves were starting on a round of buttered scones, when
there cane-a loud knock. Not a ring, but a hard rat-tat on the hobbit's
beautiful green door. Sonebody was banging with a stick

Bi | bo rushed al ong the passage, very angry, and altogether bew | dered
and bewuthered-this was the nobst awkward Wednesday he ever renenbered. He
pul l ed open the door with a jerk, and they all fell in, one on top of the
other. More dwarves, four nore! And there was Gandal f behind, |eaning on his
staff and |laughing. He had made quite a dent on the beautiful door; he had
al so, by the way, knocked out the secret nmark that he had put there the
nor ni ng before.

"Carefully! Carefully!™ he said. "It 1is not |like you, Bilbo, to keep
friends waiting on the mat, and then open the door |like a pop-gun! Let ne
i ntroduce Bi fur, Bofur, Bonbur, and especially Thorin!"

"At your service!" said Bifur, Bofur, and Bonmbur standing in a row
Then they hung up two yell ow hoods and a pal e green one; and al so a sky-bl ue
one with a long silver tassel. This |ast belonged to Thorin, an enornously
important dwarf, in fact no other than the great Thorin Oakenshield hinself,
who was not at all pleased at falling flat on Bilbo's mat with Bi fur, Bofur,
and Bonbur on top of him For one thing Bonbur was i mensely fat and heavy.
Thorin indeed was very haughty, and said not hing about service; but poor M.
Baggi ns said he was sorry so nany tines, that at last he grunted "pray don't
mention it," and stopped frowning.

"Now we are all here!" said Gandalf, looking at the row of thirteen
hoods-the best detachable party hoods-and his own hat hanging on the pegs.
"Quite a nerry gathering!

I hope there is sonething left for the late-conmers to eat and drink

What's that? Tea! No thank you! A little red wine, | think, for nme." "And
for me," said Thorin. "And raspberry jamand apple-tart," said Bifur. "And
m nce-pies and cheese," said Bofur. "And pork-pie and salad," said Bonbur.
"And nore cakes-and ale-and coffee, if you don't mnd," called the other

dwar ves through the door.

"Put on a few eggs, there's a good fellow" Gandalf called after him
as the hobbit stunped off to the pantries. "And just bring out the <cold
chi cken and pickles!"

"Seens to know as nmuch about the inside of ny larders as | do nyself!"
t hought M. Baggins, who was feeling positively flumobxed, and was begi nni ng
to wonder whether a npbst wetched adventure had not cone right into his
house. By the tinme he had got all the bottles and dishes and knives and
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forks and gl asses and pl ates and spoons and things piled up on big trays, he
was getting very hot, and red in the face, and annoyed.

"Confusticate and bebother these dwarves!" he said aloud. "Wiy don't
they conme and | end a hand?" Lo and behold! there stood Balin and Dwalin at
the door of the kitchen, and Fili and Kili behind them and before he could
say knife they had whisked the trays and a couple of small tables into the
parl our and set out everything afresh

Gandalf sat at the head of the party with the thirteen, dwarves al
round: and Bilbo sat on a stool at the fireside, nibbling at a biscuit (his
appetite was quite taken away), and trying to look as if this was all
perfectly ordinary and. not in the |east an adventure. The dwarves ate and
ate, and talked and talked, and time got on. At last they pushed their
chairs back, and Bil bo nmade a nove to collect the plates and gl asses.

"l suppose you wll all stay to supper?" he said in his politest
unpressing tones. "O course!"™ said Thorin. "And after. W shan't get
through the business till late, and we nust have sone nusic first. Nowto
clear up!"

Thereupon the twelve dwarves-not Thorin, he was too inportant, and
stayed talking to Gandal f-junped to their feet and nade tall piles of all
the things. Of they went, not waiting for trays, balancing colums of
pl ates, each with a bottle on the top, with one hand, while the hobbit ran
after them al nost squeaking with fright: "please be careful!" and "please,
don't trouble! | can manage." But the dwarves only started to sing:

Chip the glasses and crack the plates!
Bl unt the knives and bend the forks!
That's what Bil bo Baggi ns hat es-

Smash the bottles and burn the corks!

Cut the cloth and tread on the fat!
Pour the mlk on the pantry fl oor!
Leave the bones on the bedroom nat!
Spl ash the wine on every door

Dunp the crocks in a boiling baw ;

Pound themup with a thunping pol e;

And when you' ve finished, if any are whol e,
Send them down the hall to roll

That's what Bil bo Baggi ns hat es!
So, carefully! carefully with the pl ates!

And of course they did none of these dreadful things, and everything
was cl eaned and put away safe as quick as lightning, while the hobbit was
turning round and round in the mddle of the kitchen trying to see what they
were doing. Then they went back, and found Thorin with his feet on the
fender snoking a pipe. He was blowing the nost enornobus snoke-rings, and
wherever he told one to go, it went-up the chimey, or behind the clock on
the man-tel piece, or wunder the table, or round and round the ceiling; but
wherever it went it was not quick enough to escape Gandal f. Pop! he sent a
smal l er snoke-ring fromhis short clay-pipe straight through each one of
Thorin's. The Gandal f's snoke-ring would go green and cone back to hover
over the wizard's head. He had quite a cloud of them about him already, and

inthe dimlight it nade himl ook strange and sorcerous. Bilbo stood stil
and watched-he | oved snoke-rings-and then be blushed to think how proud he
had been yesterday norning of the snoke-rings he had sent up the w nd over
The Hill.

"Now for sone nusic!" said Thorin. "Bring out the instrunents!"

Kili and Fili rushed for their bags and brought back little fiddles;
Dori, Nori, and O brought out flutes from sonmewhere inside their coats;
Bonmbur produced a drumfromthe hall; Bifur and Bofur went out too, and cane
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back with clarinets that they had | eft anong the wal ki ng-sticks Dwalin and
Balin said: "Excuse ne, | left mne in the porch!"™ "Just bring nmine in wth
you," said Thorin. They cane back with viols as big as thenselves, and with
Thorin's harp wapped in a green cloth. It was a beautiful gold-en harp, and
when Thorin struck it the nusic began all at once, so sudden and sweet that
Bilbo forgot everything else, and was swept away into dark |ands under
strange noons, far over The Water and very far from his hobbit-hol e under
The Hill.

The dark came into the roomfromthe little window that opened in the
side of The Hill; the firelight flickered-it was April-and still they played
on, while the shadow of Gandal f's beard wagged agai nst the wall.

The dark filled all the room and the fire died down, and the shadows
were lost, and still they played on. And suddenly first one and then another
began to sing as they played, deep-throated singing of the dwarves in the
deep places of their ancient hones; and this is like a fragment of their
song, if it can be like their song wi thout their nusic.

Far over the nisty nmountains cold
To dungeons deep and caverns old
We nust away ere break of day

To seek the pale enchanted gol d.

The dwarves of yore made nighty spells,
VWil e hamrers fell like ringing bells

I n places deep, where dark things sleep,
In hollow halls beneath the fells.

For ancient king and elvish lord

There many a gl oam ng gol den hoard

They shaped and wought, and |ight they caught
To hide in gens on hilt of sword.

On silver neckl aces they strung

The flowering stars, on crowns they hung
The dragon-fire, in twisted wire

They nmeshed the |ight of npbon and sun.

Far over the misty mountains cold
To dungeons deep and caverns old
We nust away, ere break of day,

To claimour |ong-forgotten gol d.

Gobl ets they carved there for thensel ves
And harps of gold; where no nman del ves
There lay they |l ong, and many a song

Was sung unheard by nen or el ves.

The pines were roaring on the height,

The wi nds were mpaning in the night.

The fire was red, it flami ng spread,;

The trees like torches biased with Iight,

The bells were ringing in the dale
And men | ooked up with faces pal e;
The dragon's ire nore fierce than fire
Laid low their towers and houses frail.

The nount ai n snoked beneath the npon;

The dwarves, they heard the tranp of doom
They fled their hall to dying -fal

Beneath his feet, beneath the noon.
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Far over the misty nountains grim
To dungeons deep and caverns dim
We nust away, ere break of day,

To win our harps and gold from him

As they sang the hobbit felt the | ove of beautiful things nade by hands
and by cunning and by magic nmoving through him a fierce and jeal ous | ove,
the desire of the hearts of dwarves. Then something Tooki sh woke up inside
him and he wshed to go and see the great nountains, and hear the
pine-trees and the waterfalls, and explore the caves, and wear a sword
i nstead of a wal ki ng-stick. He |ooked out of the window. The stars were out
in a dark sky above the trees. He thought of the jewels of the dwarves
shining in dark caverns. Suddenly in the wood beyond The Water a fl anme | eapt
up-- probably sonebody lighting a wood-fire-and he thought of plundering

dragons settling on his quiet H Il and kindling it all to flames. He
shuddered; and very quickly he was plain M. Baggins of Bag-End, Under-Hill,
agai n.

He got wup trenbling. He had less than half a mind to fetch the |anp,
and nore than half a mnd to pretend to, and go and hi de behind the beer
barrels in the cellar, and not cone out again until all the dwarves had gone
away. Suddenly he found that the music and the singing had stopped, and they
were all looking at himw th eyes shining in the dark

"WWhere are you going?" said Thorin, in a tone that seemed to show t hat
he guessed both hal ves of the hobbit's nind.

"What about a little light?" said Bilbo apol ogetically.

"W like the dark," said the dwarves. "Dark for dark business! There
are many hours before dawn."

"Of course!" said Bilbo, and sat down in a hurry. He missed the stoo
and sat in the fender, knocking over the poker and shovel with a crash.

"Hush!" said Gandalf. "Let Thorin speak!" And this is bow Thorin began

"Gandal f, dwarves and M. Baggins! W are not together in the house of
our friend and fellow conspirator, this npst excellent and audacious
hobbit-may the hair on his toes never fall out! all praise to his wine and

ale!-" He paused for breath and for a polite remark fromthe hob-bit, but
the conplinents were quite |ost on-poor Bilbo Baggi ns, who was waggi ng his
mouth in protest at being called audacious and worst of all fellow

conspirator, though no noise came out, he was so flummxed. So Thorin went
on:

"W are met to discuss our plans, our ways, neans, policy and devices.
We shall soon before the break of day start on our |ong journey, a journey
from which some of wus, or perhaps all of us (except our friend and
counsel l or, the ingenious w zard Gandalf) rmay never return. It is a solem
monent. Qur object is, | take it, well known to us all. To the estinable M.
Baggi ns, and perhaps to one or two of the younger dwarves (I think |I should
be right in naming Kili and Fili, for instance), the exact situation at the
monent may require a little brief explanation-"

This was Thorin's style. He was an inportant dwarf. If he had been
al | oned, he would probably have gone on like this wuntil he was out of
breath, without telling any one there 'anything that was not known already.
But he was rudely interrupted. Poor Bilbo couldn't bear it any |longer. At
may never return he began to feel a shriek com ng up inside, and very soon

it burst out like the whistle of an engine com ng out of a tunnel. Al the
dwarves sprang Bp knocking over the table. Gandalf struck a blue Ilight on
the end of his magic staff, and in its firework glare the poor little hobbit
could be seen kneeling on the hearth-rug, shaking like a jelly that was
melting. Then he fell flat on the floor, and kept on calling out "struck by
lightning, struck by lightning!"™ over and over again; and that was all they

could get out of himfor a long time. So they took himand | aid himout of
the way on the drawi ng-roomsofa with a drink at his el bow, and they went
back to their dark business.

"Excitable little fellow " said Gandalf, as they sat down again. "Gets
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funny queer fits, but he is one of the best, one of the best-as fierce as a
dragon in a pinch."

If you have ever seen a dragon in a pinch, you wll realize that this
was only poetical exaggeration applied to any hobbit, even to dd Took's
great - granduncl e Bullroarer, who was so huge (for a hobbit) that he could
ride a horse. He charged the ranks of the goblins of Mwunt Gam in the
Battle of the Green Fields, and knocked their king Gol-firnbul's head clean
off with a wooden club. It sailed a hundred yards through the air and went
down a rabbit hole, and in this way the battle was won and the gane of Golf
invented at the same nonent.

In the nmeanwhil e, however, Bullroarer's gentler descendant was reviving
in the drawing-room After a while and a drink he crept nervously to the
door of the parlour. This is what he heard, doin speaking: "Hunph!" (or
sone snort more or less like that). "WII he do, do you think? It is al
very well for Gandalf to talk about this hobbit being fierce, but one shriek
like that in a nonment of excitenment would be enough to wake the dragon and

all his relatives, and kill the lot of wus. | think it sounded nore |ike
fright than excitement! In fact, if it bad not been for the sign on the
door, | should have been sure we had cone to the wong house. As soon as

cl apped eyes on the little fellow bobbing and puffing on the mat, | had ny

doubts. He | ooks nore |ike a grocer-than a burglar!"

Then M. Baggins turned the handle and went in. The Took side had won.
He suddenly felt he would go wi thout bed and breakfast to be thought fierce.
As for little fellow bobbing on the wmat it alnpst nade himreally fierce.
Many a tinme afterwards the Baggins part regretted what he did now, and he
said to hinself: "Bilbo, you were a fool; you walked right in and put your
foot init."

"Pardon nme," he said, "if | have overheard words that you were saying
I don't pretend to understand what you are tal king about, or your reference
to burglars, but | think I amright in believing" (this is what he called
being on his dignity) "that you think | amno good. | will show you. | have
no signs on ny door-it was painted a week ago-, and | amquite sure you have
conme to the wong house. As soon as | saw your funny faces on the door-step,
I had my doubts. But treat it as the right one. Tell nme what you want done,
and | will try it, if | have to walk fromhere to the East of East and fight

the wild Were-wornms in the Last Desert. | bad a great-great-great-granduncle
once, Bullroarer Took, and --"

"Yes, yes, but that was long ago," said Aoin. "I was talking about
you. And | assure you there is a mark on this door-the wusual one in the

trade, or used to be. Burglar wants a good job, plenty of Excitenent and
reasonabl e Reward, that's how it is wusually read. You “an say Expert
Treasure-hunter instead of Burglar if you like. Sonme of themdo. It's al
the same to us. Gandalf told us that there was a man of the sort in these
parts | ooking for a Job at once, and that he had arranged for a neeting here
this Wednesday tea-tine."

"Of course there is a mark," said Gandalf. "I put it there nyself. For
very good reasons. You asked nme to find the fourteenth man for your
expedition, and | chose M. Baggins. Just let any one say | chose the wong
man or the wong house, and you can stop at thirteen and have all the bad
luck you like, or go back to digging coal."

He scowed so angrily at doin that the dwarf huddled back in his
chair; and when Bilbo tried to open his mouth to ask a question, he turned
and frowned at himand stuck oat his bushy eyebrows, till Bilbo shut his
mouth tight with a snap. "That's right," said Gandalf. "Let's have no nore
argunent. | have chosen M. Baggins and that ought to !6te enough for all of
you. If | say heis a Burglar, a Burglar he is, or will be when the tine
comes. There is a lot nore in him than you guess, and a deal nore than he
has any idea of hinself. You may (possibly) all live to thank ne yet. Now
Bi | bo, ny boy, fetch the lanp, and let's have little light on this!"

On the table in the light of a biglanp with a red shad he spread a
pi ece of parchnment rather |ike a map.
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"This was nmade by Thror, your grandfather, Thorin, he said in answer to

the dwarves' excited questions. "It is a plan of the Muntain."
"I don't see that this will help us nuch," said Thorin disappointedly
after a glance. "I renenber the Mountain well enough and the | ands about it.

And | know where Mrkwood is, and the Wthered Heath where the great dragons
bred."

"There is a dragon marked in red on the Muntain, said Balin, "but it
will be easy enough to find himw thout that, if ever we arrive there."

"There 1is one point that you haven't noticed," said the w zard, "and
that is the secret entrance. You see that rune on the Wst side, and the
hand pointing to it fromthe other runes?*( That marks a hidden passage to
the Lower Halls.

"I't may have been secret once," said Thorin, "but how do we know that
it is secret any longer? Od Smaug had |ived there | ong enough nowto find
out anything there is to know about those caves."

"He may-but he can't have used it for years and years. "Wy?"

"Because it is too small. 'Five feet high the door and three may wal k
abreast' say the runes, but Smaug could not creep into a hole that size, not
even when he was a young dragon, certainly not after devouring so nany of
the dwarves and nen of Dale."

"It seems a great big hole to ne," squeaked Bilbo (who had no
experience of dragons and only of hobbit-holes) He was getting excited and
interested again, so that he forgot to keep his nouth shut. He | oved maps,
and in his hall there hung a large one of the Country Round with all his
favourite wal ks marked on it in red ink. "How could such a |large door be
kept secret from everybody outside, apart fromthe dragon?" he asked. He was
only alittle hobbit you nust renenber.

"In lots of ways," said Gndalf. "But in what way this one has been
hi dden we don't know without going to see. Fromwhat it says on the map |
shoul d guess there is a closed door which has been nmade to | ook exactly |ike

the side of the Mountain. That is the usual dwarves' nethod- | think that is
right, isn't it?" "Quite right," said Thorin.
"Also," went on Gandalf, "I forgot to nention that with the map went a

key, a small and curious key. Here it is!" he said, and handed to Thorin a
key with a long barrel and intricate wards, nmade of silver. "Keep it safe!"

"Indeed | will," said Thorin, and he fastened it upon a fine chain that
hung about his neck and under his jacket. "Now things begin to |ook nore
hopeful. This news alters themmnmuch for-the better. So far we have had no
clear idea what to do. W thought of going East, as quiet and careful as we
could, as far as the Long Lake. After that the trouble would begin."

"A long time before that, if |I know anything about the |oads East,"
i nterrupted Gandal f.

"W might go from there up along the River Running,"” went on Thorin
taking no notice, "and so to the ruins of Dale-the old town in the valley
there, under the shadow of the Mountain. But we none of us liked the idea of
the Front Gate. The river runs right out of it through the great cliff at
the South of the Mountain, and out of it comes the dragon too-far too often,
unl ess he has changed."

"That would be no good," said the wzard, not wthout a mghty
Warrior, even a Hero. | tried to find one; but warriors are busy fighting
one another in distant lands, and in this nei ghbourhood heroes are scarce,
or sinply lot to be found. Swords in these parts are nostly blunt, and axes
are used for trees, and shields as cradles or dish-covers; and dragons are
confortably far-off (and therefore |I|egendary). That is why | settled on
burgl ary-especially when |I renenbered the existence of a Side-door. And here
is our little Bilbo Baggins, the burglar, the chosen and selected burglar
So now let's get on and nmake sonme pl ans.”

"Very well then," said Thorin, "supposing the burglar-expert gives us
sone ideas or suggestions." He turned with nock-politeness to Bil bo.

"First | should like to know a bit nore about things," said he, feeling
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all confused and a bit shaky inside, but so far still |ookishly determ ned
to go on with things. "I nmean about the gold and the dragon, and all that,
and how it got there, and who it belongs to, and so on and further."

"Bless nme!" said Thorin, "haven't you got a map? and didn't you hear
our song? and haven't we been tal king about all this for hours?"

"All the same, | should Ilike it all plain and clear," said he

obstinately, putting on his business manner (usually reserved for people who
tried to borrow noney off him, and doing his best to appear wise and
prudent and professional and live up to Gandalf's recomendation. "Al so
should Iike to know about risks, out-of-pocket expenses, tinme required and
remuneration, and so forth"-by which he neant: "Wat am | going to get out
of it? and am| going to cone back alive?"

"Overy well," said Thorin. "Long ago in ny grandfather Thror's tine
our famly was driven out of the far North, and cane back with all their
wealth and their tools to this Mountain on the map. It had been di scovered
by nmy far ancestor, Thrain the dd, but now they mned and they tunnelled
and they nade huger halls and greater workshops -and in addition | believe
they found a good deal of gold and a great many jewels too. Anyway they grew
imensely rich and fanmobus, and ny grandfather was King under the Mountain
again and treated with great reverence by the nortal nmen, who lived to the
South, and were gradually spreading up the Running River as far as the
val | ey overshadowed by the Mwuntain. They built the merry town of Dale there
in those days. Kings used to send for our snmiths, and reward even the | east
skil ful nmost richly. Fathers would beg us to take their sons as apprentices,
and pay us handsonely, especially in food-supplies, which we never bothered
to grow or find for ourselves. Altogether those were good days for us, and
the poorest of us had noney to spend and to lend, and leisure to nmnake
beautiful things just for the. fun of it, not to speak of the nost
marvel | ous and nagical toys, the like of which is not to be found in the
worl d now a-days. So ny grandfather's halls becane full of arnpur and jewels
and carvings and cups, and the toy-market of Dale was the wonder of the
Nort h.

"Undoubtedly that was what brought the dragon. Dragons steal gold and
jewels, vyou know, frommnmen and el ves and dwarves, wherever they can find
themm and they guard their plunder as long as they live (which is
practically forever, unless they are killed), and never enjoy a brass ring
of it. [Indeed they hardly know a good bit of work froma bad, though they
usual Iy have a good notion of the current market value; and they can't nake
a thing for themselves, not even nend a little |oose scale of their armnour.
There were lots of dragons in the North in those days, and gold was probably
getting scarce up there, wth the dwarves flying south or getting kill ed,
and all the general waste and destruction that dragons nake going from bad
to worse. There was a nost specially greedy, strong and wi cked worm call ed
Smaug. One day he flew up into the air and cane south. The first we heard of
it was a noise like a hurricane coming fromthe North, and the pine-trees on
the Muntain creaking and cracking in the wind. Some of the dwarves who
happened to be outside (I was one luckily -a fine adventurous lad in those
days, always wandering about, and it saved ny |Ilife that day)-well, froma
good way off we saw the dragon settle on our mountain in a spout of flane.
Then he canme down the sl opes and when he reached the woods they all went up
in fire. By that tine all the bells were ringing in Dale and the warriors
were armng. The dwarves rushed out of their great gate; but there was the
dragon waiting for them None escaped that way. The river rushed up in steam
and a fog fell on Dale, and in the fog the dragon cane on them and destroyed
most of the warriors-the usual unhappy story, it was only too common in
those days. Then he went back and crept in through the Front Gate and routed
out all the halls, and |anes, and tunnels, alleys, cellars, mansions and
passages. After that there were no dwarves left alive inside, and he took
all their wealth for hinself. Probably, for that is the dragons' way, he has
piled it all upin a great heap far inside, and sleeps on it for a bed.
Later he used to crawl out of the great gate and cone by night to Dale, and
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carry away people, especially naidens, to eat, until Dale was ruined, and
all the people dead or gone. What goes on there now | don't know for
certain, but | don't suppose anyone |ives nearer to the Muntain than the

far edge of the Long Lake now a-days.

"The few of us that were well outside sat and wept in hiding, and
cursed Snaug; and there we were unexpectedly joined by nmy father and ny
grandfather with singed beards. They | ooked very grimbut they said very
little. Wien | asked how they had got away, they told ne to hold ny tongue,
and said that one day in the proper time | should know. After that we went
away, and we have had to earn our livings as best we could up and down the
| ands, often enough sinking as |ow as blacksmth-work or even coal m ning.
But we have never forgotten our stolen treasure. And even now, when | will
all ow we have a good bit laid by and are not so badly off"-here Thorin
stroked the gold chain round his neck-"we still nean to get it back, and to
bring our curses honme to Smaug-if we can

"l have often wondered about ny father's and ny grandfather's escape. |
see now they nmust have had a private Side-door which only they knew about.

But apparently they made a map, and | should |ike to know how Gandal f got
hold of it, and why it did not cone down to ne, the rightful heir."
"I did not 'get hold of it," | was given it," said the w zard.

"Your grandfather Thror was killed, you renmenber, in the mnes of Mria
by Azog the Goblin --"

"Curse his nane, yes," said Thorin.

"And Thrain your father went away on the twenty-first of April, a
hundred years ago | ast Thursday, and has never been seen by you since--"

"True, true," said Thorin.

"Well, your father gave ne this to give to you; and if | have chosen ny
own time and way of handing it over, you can hardly blane ne, considering
the trouble | had to find you. Your father could not remenber his own nane
when he gave ne the paper, and he never told ne yours; so on the whole
think | ought to be praised and thanked. Here it is," said he handing the
map to Thorin.

"I don't understand," said Thorin, and Bilbo felt he would have I|iked
to say the sane. The explanation did not seemto explain.

"Your grandfather," said the wizard slowy and grimy, "gave the map to
his son for safety before he went to the nines of Mria. Your father went
away to try his luck with the map after your grandfather was killed; and
| ots of adventures of a nobst unpl easant sort he had, but he never got near
the Mountain. How he got there | don't know, but | found hima prisoner in
t he dungeons of the Necronmancer."

"What ever were you doing there?" asked Thorin wth a shudder, and al
t he dwarves shivered

"Never you mnd. | was finding things out, as wusual; and a nasty
dangerous business it was. Even |, Gandalf, only just escaped. | tried to
save your father, but it was too late. He was witl ess and wandering, and had
forgotten al nost everything except the nap and the key." "W have | ong ago
paid the goblins of Mdrria," said Thorin; "we nust give a thought to the
Necromancer." "Don't be absurd! He is an eneny quite beyond the powers of
all the dwarves put together, if they could all be collected again from the
four corners of the world. The one thing your father w shed was for his son
to read the map and use the key. The dragon and the Mountain are nore than
bi g enough tasks for you!"

"Hear, hear!" said Bilbo, and accidentally said it aloud, "Hear what?"
they all said turning suddenly towards him and he was so flustered that he

answered "Hear what | have got to say!" "Wat's that?" they asked.

"Well, | should say that you ought to go East and have a | ook round
After all there is the Side-door, and dragons nust sleep sonetines, |
suppose. If you sit on the doorstep | ong enough, | daresay you will think of
sonet hing. And well, don't you know, | think we have tal ked | ong enough for

one night, if you see what | nean. Wat about bed, and an early start, and
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all that? | will give you a good breakfast before you go."

"Before we go, | suppose you nean," said Thorin. "Aren't you the
burglar? And isn't sitting on the door-step your job, not to speak of
getting inside the door? But | agree about bed and breakfast. | |ike eggs

with ny ham when starting on a journey: fried not poached, and m nd you
don't break 'em"

After all the others had ordered their breakfasts without so nuch as a
pl ease (which annoyed Bilbo very nmuch), they all got up. The hobbit had to
find room for them all, and filled all his spare-roons and nade beds on
chairs and sofas, before he got themall stowed and went to his own little
bed very tired and not altogether happy. One thing he did nake his nmind up
about was not to bother to get up very wearly and cook everybody else's
wr et ched breakfast. The Tooki shness was wearing off, and he was not now
quite so sure that he was going on any journey in the norning. As he lay in
bed he could hear Thorin still humming to hinself in the best bedroom next
to him

Far over the misty mountains cold
To dungeons deep and caverns old
We nust away, ere break of day,
To find our long-forgotten gold.

Bilbo went to sleep with that in his ears, and it gave himyvery
unconfortable dreans. It was |ong after the break of day, when he woke up

Chapter 2. Roast Mitton

Up jumped Bilbo, and putting on his dressing-gown went into the
di ni ng-room There he saw nobody, but all the signs of a large and hurried
breakfast. There was a fearful mess in the room and piles of unwashed
crocks in the kitchen. Nearly every pot and pan he possessed seenmed to have
been used. The washing-up was so dismally real that Bilbo was forced to
believe the party of the night before had not been part of his bad dreans,
as he had rather hoped. Indeed he was really relieved after all to think
that they had all gone w thout him and without bothering to wake him up
("but with never a thank-you" he thought); and yet in a way he could not
help feeling just a trifle disappointed. The feeling surprised him

"Don't be a fool, Bilbo Baggins!" he said to hinmself, "thinking of
dragons and all that outlandish nonsense at your age!" So be put on an
apron, lit fires, boiled water, and washed up. Then he had a nice little
breakfast in the kitchen before turning out the dining-room By that tinme
the sun was shining; and the front door was open, letting in a warm spring
breeze. Bilbo began to whistle loudly and to forget about the night before.
In fact he was just sitting down to a nice little second breakfast in the
di ni ng-room by the open wi ndow, when in walked Gandalf. "My dear fellow "
sai d he, "whenever are you going to cone? \Wat about an early start?-and

here you are having breakfast, or whatever you call it, at half past ten
They left you the nmessage, because they could not wait."

"What nessage?" said poor M. Baggins all in a fluster

"Great El ephants!" said Gandalf, "you are not at all yourself this

nmor ni ng-you have never dusted the mantel - piece!"”

"What's that got to do with it? | have had enough to do with washing up
for fourteen!"

"If you had dusted the mantel pi ece you woul d have found this just under
the clock," said Gandalf, handing Bilbo a note (witten, of course, on his
own not e- paper).

This is what he read:

"Thorin and Conpany to Burglar Bilbo greeting!

For your hospitality our sincerest thanks, and for your offer of
prof essi onal assistance our grateful acceptance. Terns: cash on delivery, up
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to and not exceeding one fourteenth of total profits (if any); all traveling
expenses guaranteed in any event; funeral expenses to be defrayed by us or
our representatives, if occasion arises and the matter is not otherw se
arranged for.

"Thinking it wunnecessary to disturb your esteened repose, we have
proceeded in advance to make requisite preparations, and shall await your
respected person at the Geen Dragon Inn, Bywater, at Il am sharp.
Trusting that you will be punctual

"We have the honour to remmin
"Yours deeply
"Thorin & Co."

"That | eaves you just ten mnutes. You will have to run," said Gandal f.

"But--" said Bilbo.

"No tinme for it," said the w zard

"But--"said Bil bo again.

"No tine for that either! Of you go!"

To the end of his days Bilbo could never renenber how he found hinself
outside, without a hat, walking-stick or say noney, or anything that he
usual ly took when he went out; leaving his second breakfast half-finished
and quite unwashed-up, pushing his keys into Gandal f's hands, and running as
fast as his furry feet could carry himdown the |lane, past the great MII,
across The Water, and then on for a whole mile or nore. Very puffed he was,
when he got to Bywater just on the stroke of eleven, and found he had cone
wi t hout a pocket - handker chi ef!

"Bravo!" said Balin who was standing at the inn door |ooking out for
hi m

Just then all the others cane round the corner of the road fromthe
village. They were on ponies, and each pony was slung about with all kinds
of baggages, packages, parcels, and paraphernalia. There was a very snall
pony, apparently for Bil bo.

"Up you two get, and off we go!" said Thorin.

"I"'mawfully sorry," said Bilbo, "but |I have conme wi thout ny hat, and
have | eft ny pocket-handkerchief behind, and | haven't got any noney. |
didn't get your note until after 10.45 to be precise.”

"Don't be precise," said Dwalin, "and don't worry! You will have to
manage wi t hout pocket-handkerchiefs, and a good nmany other things, before
you get to the journey's end. As for a hat, | have got a spare hood and

cloak in ny luggage."

That's how they all canme to start, jogging off fromthe inn one fine
nmorni ng just before May, on | aden ponies; and Bil bo was wearing a dark-green
hood (a little weather-stained) and a dark-green cloak borrowed from Dwalin.
They were too large for him and he |ooked rather comc. Wiat his father
Bungo woul d have thought of him | daren't think. H's only confort was he
couldn't be mistaken for a dwarf, as he had no beard.

They had not been riding very |long when up cane Gandal f very splendid
on a white horse. He had brought a | ot of pocket-handkerchiefs, and Bilbo's
pi pe and tobacco. So after that the party went along very nerrily, and they

told stories or sang songs as they rode forward all day, except of course
when they stopped for nmeals. These didn't cone quite as often as Bil bo woul d
have |iked them but still he began to feel that adventures were not so bad

after all. At first they had passed through hobbit-lands, a wild respectable
country inhabited by decent folk, wth good roads, an inn or two, and now
and then a dwarf or a farmer anbling by on business. Then they cane to | ands
where peopl e spoke strangely, and sang songs Bil bo had never heard before.
Now they had gone on far into the Lone-lands, where there were no people
left, noinns, and the roads grew steadily worse. Not far ahead were dreary
hills, rising higher and higher, dark with trees. On sone of themwere old
castles with an wevil look, as if they had been built by w cked people.
Everyt hi ng seened gl oony, for the weather that day had taken a nasty turn
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Mostly it had been as good as My can be, even in nerry tales, but nowit
was cold and wet. In the Lone-lands they had to canp when they could, but at
least it had been dry. "To think it will soon be June," grunbled Bilbo as he
splashed along behind the others in a very nmuddy track. It was after

tea-tine; it was pouring with rain, and had been all day; his hood was
dripping into his eyes, his cloak was full of water; the pony was tired and
stunbl ed on stones; the others were too grunpy to talk. "And |'msure the
rain has got into the dry clothes and into the food-bags," thought Bilbo.
"Bot her burgling and everything to do with it! I wish |l was at honme in ny
nice hole by the fire, with the kettle just beginning to sing!" It was not
the last tinme that he wi shed that!

Still the dwarves jogged on, never turning round or taking any notice

of the hobbit. Sonewhere behind the grey clouds the sun nust have gone down,
for it began to get dark. Wnd got up, and the willows along the river-bank
bent and sighed. | don't know what river it was, a rushing red one, swollen
with the rains of the last few days, that cane down fromthe hills and
mountains in front of them Soon it was nearly dark. The wi nds broke up the
grey clouds, and a wani ng noon appeared above the hills between the flying
rags. Then they stopped, and Thorin nmnuttered sonething about supper, "and
where shall we get a dry patch to sleep on?" Not wuntil then did they notice
that Gandalf was missing. So far he had cone all the way with them never
saying if he was in the adventure or nmerely keeping themconpany for a
while. He had eaten npst, tal ked nost, and | aughed nost. But now he sinply
was not there at all!

"Just when a wi zard woul d have been nost useful, too," groaned Dori and
Nori (who shared the hobbit's views about regular neals, plenty and often).
They decided in the end that they would have to canp where they were. So far
they had not canped before on this journey, and though they knew that they
soon woul d have to canp regularly, when they were anong the M sty Mountains
and far fromthe | ands of respectable people, it seemed a bad wet evening to
begin, on. They noved to a clunp of trees, and though it was drier under
them the wind shook the rain off the |eaves, and the drip, drip, was nost
annoying. Also the nmischief seened to have got into the fire. Dwarves can
make a fire al nost anywhere out of al nost anything, wind or no wnd; but
they could not do it that night, not even G n and doin, who were specially
good at it.

Then one of the ponies took fright at nothing and bolted. He got into
the river before they could catch hinm and before they could get himout

again, Fili and Kili were nearly drowned, and all the baggage that he
carried was washed away off him O course it was nostly food, and there was
mghty little left for supper, and less for breakfast. There they all sat

glumand wet and nuttering, while Gn and doin went on trying to light the
fire, and quarrelling about it. Bilbo was sadly reflecting that adventures
are not all pony-rides in My-sunshine, when Balin, who was always their
| ook-out man, said: "There's a light over there!" There was a hill sone way
off with trees on it, pretty thick in parts. Qut of the dark mass of the
trees they could now see a light shining, a reddish confortable-I|ooking
light, as it might be a fire or torches tw nkling. Wen they had | ooked at
it for sone while, they fell to arguing. Sone said "no" and sone said "yes."

Sone said they could but go and see, and anything was better than Ilittle
supper, |less breakfast, and wet clothes all the night. Qhers said: "These
parts are none too well known, and are too near the nmountains. Travellers

sel dom conme this way now. The old maps are no use: things have changed for
the worse and the road is unguarded. They have sel dom even heard of the king
round here, and the less inquisitive you are as you go along, the |ess
trouble you are likely to find." Some said: "After all there are fourteen of
us." O hers said: "Were has Gandalf got to?" This remark was repeated by
everybody. Then the rain began to pour down worse than ever, and G n and
d oin began to fight. That settled it. "After all we have got a burglar with
us," they said; and so they nade off, |leading their ponies (with all due and
proper caution) in the direction of the |light. They canme to the hill and
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were soon in the wood. Up the hill they went; but there was no proper path
to be seen, such as might lead to a house or a farm and do what they could
they made a deal of rustling and crackling and creaking (and a good deal of
grunbling and drafting), as they went through the trees in the pitch dark
Suddenly the red |ight shone out very bright through the tree-trunks

not far ahead. "Now it is the burglar's turn," they said, neaning Bil bo.
"You nmust go on and find out all about that light, and what it is for, and
if all is perfectly safe and canny," said Thorin to the hobbit. "Now scuttle
of f, and cone back quick, if all is well. If not, come back if you can! It
you can't, hoot twice |ike a barn-ow and once |ike a screech-owl, and we

will do what we can."

Of Bilbo had to go, before he could explain that he could not hoot
even once like any kind of oW any nore than fly like a bat. But at any rate
hobbits can nove quietly in woods, absolutely quietly. They take a pride in
it, and Bilbo had sniffed nore than once at what he <called "all this
dwarvi sh racket," as they went along, though I don't sup-pose you or | would
notice anything at all on a wndy night, not if the whole caval cade had
passed two feet off. As for Bilbo walking primy towards the red light, |
don't suppose even a weasel would have stirred a whisker at it. So,
naturally, he got right upto the fire-for fire it was w thout disturbing
anyone. And this is what he saw. Three very large persons sitting round a
very large fire of beech-logs. They were toasting nutton on |ong spits of
wood, and licking the gravy off their fingers. There was a fine toothsone
snell. Also there was a barrel of good drink at hand, and they were drinking
out of jugs. But they were trolls. Coviously trolls. Even Bilbo, in spite of
his sheltered life, could see that: fromthe great heavy faces of them and
their size, and the shape of their legs, not to nention their |anguage,
whi ch was not draw ng-room fashion at all, at all

"Mutton yesterday, nmutton today, and bliney, if it don't |ook Iike
mutton again tonorrer," said one of the trolls.

"Never a blinking bit of nmanflesh have we had for |ong enough," said a
second. "What the 'ell WIlliamwas a-thinkin' of to bring us into these
parts at all, beats me - and the drink runnin' short, what's nore," he said
jogging the el bow of Wlliam who was taking a pull at his jug.

Wl liam choked. "Shut yer nmouth!" he said as soon as he could. "Yer
can't expect folk to stop here for ever just to be et by you and Bert.
You've et avillage and a half between vyer, since we conme down fromthe
mount ai ns. How nuch nore d'yer want? And tinme's been up our way, when yer'd
have said 'thank yer Bill' for a nice bit o fat valley nmutton |ike what
this is." He took a big bite off a sheep's leg he was toasting, and w ped
his lips on his sleeve.

Yes, | amafraid trolls do behave like that, even those with only one
head each. After hearing all this Bilbo ought to have done sonething at
once. Either he should have gone back quietly and warned his friends that
there were three fair-sized trolls at hand in a nasty nood, quite likely to
try toasted dwarf, or even pony, for a change; or el se he should have done a
bit of good quick burgling. Areally first-class and | egendary burglar woul d
at this point have picked the trolls' pockets-it is nearly always worthwhile
if you can manage it-, pinched the very nutton off the spite, purloined the
beer, and wal ked off without their noticing him Ohers nore practical but
with | ess professional pride would perhaps have stuck a dagger into each of
them before they observed it. Then the night coul d have been spent cheerily.

Bil bo knewit. He had read of a good many things he had never seen or
done. He was very nuch alarmed, as well as disgusted; he w shed hinself a
hundred nmi |l es away, and yet-and yet sonehow he could not go straight back to
Thorin and Conpany enpty-handed. So he stood and hesitated in the shadows.
O the various burglarious proceedi ngs he had heard of picking the trolls'
pockets seened the least difficult, so at last he crept behind a tree just
behind WIliam

Bert and Tomwent off to the barrel. WIIliamwas having another drink
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Then Bil bo plucked up courage and put his little hand in WIlliams enornous
pocket. There was a purse in it, as big as a bag to Bilbo. "Ha!" thought he
warmng to his new work as he lifted it <carefully out, "this is a
begi nni ng! "

It was! Trolls' purses are the mischief, and this was no exception
"Ere, 'oo0 are you?" it squeaked, as it left the pocket; and WIIiamturned
round at once and grabbed Bil bo by the neck, before he could duck behind the
tree.

"Bliney, Bert, | ook what |'ve copped!" said WIIliam

"What is it?" said the others coming up

"Lume, if | knows! What are yer?"

"Bil bo Baggins, a bur-- a hobbit," said poor Bilbo, shaking all over,
and wondering how to make ow - noi ses before they throttled him

"A burrahobbit?" said they a bit startled. Trolls are slow in the
upt ake, and m ghty suspi ci ous about anything new to them

"What's a burrahobbit got to do with ny pocket, anyways?" said WIIliam

"And can yer cook 'en®?" said Tom

"Yer can try," said Bert, picking up a skewer.

"He woul dn't nmke above a mouthful,"” said WIlliam who had al ready had
a fine supper, "not when he was skinned and boned."

"P'raps there are nore |ike himround about, and we m ght nmake a pie,"
said Bert. "Here you, are there any nore of your sort a-sneakin' in these
here woods, yer nassty little rabbit," said he |ooking at the hobbit's furry
feet; and he picked himup by the toes and shook him

"Yes, lots," said Bilbo, before he renenbered not to give his friends
away. "No, none at all, not one," he said imediately afterwards.

"What d'yer nean?" said Bert, holding himright away up, by the hair
this tine.

"What | say," said Bilbo gasping. "And please don't cook nme, kind sirs!
I am a good cook nyself, and cook bet-ter than | cook, if you see what I
mean. |1'll cook beautifully for you, a perfectly beautiful breakfast for
you, if only you won't have me for supper."

"Poor little blighter," said WIlliam He had al ready had as rmuch supper
as he could hold; also he had had lots of beer. "Poor little blighter! Let
hi m go!"

"Not till he says what he neans by lots and none at all," said Bert. "I
don't want to have me throat «cut in nme sleep. Hold his toes in the fire,
till he tal ks!"

"I won't have it," said Wlliam "I caught himanyway."

"You're a fat fool, WIlliam" said Bert, "as |'ve said afore this
eveni ng."

"And you're a lout!"

"And | won't take that fromyou. Bill Huggins,
fist in WIlliam s eye.

Then there was a gorgeous row. Bilbo had just enough wits |eft, when
Bert dropped himon the ground, to scranble out of the way of their feet,
before they were fighting |ike dogs, and calling one another all sorts of
perfectly true and applicable nanes in very |loud voices. Soon they were
| ocked in one another's arns, and rolling nearly into the fire kicking and
thunping, while Tom whacked at then both with a branch to bring themto
their senses-and that of course only nade them madder than ever. That woul d
have been the tinme for Bilbo to have left. But his poor little feet had been
very squashed in Bert's big paw, and he had no breath in his body, and his
head was going round; so there he lay for a while panting, just outside the
circle of firelight.

Right in the middle of the fight up cane Balin. The dwarves had heard
noi ses froma distance, and after wait-ing for sone tine for Bilbo to cone
back, or to hoot like an oW, they started off one by one to creep towards
the light as quietly as they could. No sooner did Tomsee Balin cone into
the light than he gave an awful howl. Trolls sinply detest the very sight of
dwarves (uncooked). Bert and Bill stopped fighting i mediately, and "a sack,

says Bert, and puts his
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Tom quick!" they said, before Balin, who was wondering where in all this
commotion Bil bo was, knew what was happening, a sack was over his head, and
he was down.

"There's nore to cone yet," said Tom "or |I'mmghty mstook. Lots and
none at all, it is," said he. "No burra- hobbits, but |ots of these here
dwarves. That's about the shape of it!"

"I reckon you're right," said Bert, "and we'd best get out of the
light."

And so they did. Wth sacks in their hands, that they used for carrying
of f mutton and other plunder, they waited in the shadows. As each dwarf cane
up and | ooked at the fire, and the spilled jugs, and the gnawed mutton, in
surprise, pop! went a nasty snelly sack over his head, and he was down. Soon

Dnvalin lay by Balin, and Fili and Kili together, and Dori and Nori and Ori
all in a heap, and On and doin and Bifur and Bofur and Bonbur piled
unconfortably near the fire.

"That' || teach "em" said Tom for Bifur and Bonbur had given a |ot of

trouble, and fought like nmad, as dwarves w || when cornered.

Thorin cane last-and he was not caught unawares. He cane expecting
m schief, and didn't need to see his friends' |egs sticking out of sacks to
tell himthat things were not all well. He stood outside in the shadows sone
way of f, and said: "Wat's all this trouble? Who has been knocking nmy people
about ?"

"It's trolls!" said Bilbo from behind a tree. They had forgotten al
about him "They're hiding in the bushes with sacks," said he.

"O are they?" said Thorin, and he junped forward to the fire, before
they could leap on him He caught up a big branch all on fire at one end;
and Bert got that end in his eye before he could step aside. That put him
out of the battle for a bit. Bilbo did his best. He caught hold of Tonis
|l eg-as well as he could, it was thick as a young tree-trunk -but he was sent
spinning up into the top of sone bushes, when Tom ki cked the sparks up in
Thorin's face.

Tomgot the branch in his teeth for that, and | ost one of the front

ones. It nade himhow, | can tell you. But just at that noment WII|iam cane
up behind and popped a sack right over Thorin's head and down to his toes.
And so the fight ended. A nice pickle they were all in now all neatly tied

up in sacks, with three angry trolls (and two wth burns and bashes to
renenber) sitting by them arguing whether they should roast themslowy, or
m nce them fine and boil them or just sit on themone by one and squash
theminto jelly: and Bilbo up in a bush, with his clothes and his skin torn,
not daring to nove for fear they should hear him

It was just then that Gandal f came back. But no one saw him The trolls
had just decided to roast the dwarves now and eat themlater-that was Bert's
i dea, and after a lot of argunment they had all agreed to it.

"No good roasting 'em now, it'd take all night," said a voice. Bert
thought it was WIllianms.
"Don't start the argunment all over-again. Bill," he said, "or it wll

take all night."

"Who's a-arguing?' said WIliam who thought it was. Bert that had
spoken.

"You are," said Bert.

"You're a liar," said WIlliam and so the argunent beg all over again.
In the end they decided to nmnce themfine and boil them So they got a
bl ack pot, and they took out their knives.

"No good boiling "em W ain't got no water, and it's a long way to the
well and all," said a voice. Bert and WIlliamthought it was Ton s.

"Shut up!" said they, "or we'll never have done. And yer can fetch the
water yerself, if yer say any nore."

"Shut up yerself!" said Tom who thought it was Wlliams voice. "Wo's
arguing but you. 1'd like to know. "

"You're a booby," said WIIliam
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"Booby yerself!" said Tom

And so the argunment began all over again, and went on hotter than ever,
until at last they decided to sit on the sacks one by one and squash them
and boil them next tine.

"Who shall we sit on first?" said the voice.

"Better sit on the last fellow first," said Bert, whose eye had been
damaged by Thorin. He thought Tom was tal ki ng.

"Don't talk to yerself!" said Tom "But if you wants to sit on the | ast
one, sit on him Wich is he?"

"The one with the yell ow stockings," said Bert.

"Nonsense, the one wth the grey stockings," said a voice Ilike
WIlliams.

"I made sure it was yellow, " said Bert.

"Yel low it was," said WIliam

"Then what did yer say it was grey for?" said Bert.

"I never did. Tomsaid it."

"That | never did!'" said Tom "It was you."

"Two to one, so shut yer nouth!" said Bert.

"Who are you a-talkin' to?" said WIIiam

"Now stop it!" said Tomand Bert together. "The night's gettin' on, and
dawn conmes early. Let's get on with it!"

"Dawn take you all, and be stone to you!" said a voice that sounded
like Wlliams. But it wasn't. For just at that noment the |light cane over
the hill, and there was a mghty twitter in the branches. WIIiam never

spoke for he stood turned to stone as he stooped; and Bert and Tom were
stuck Ilike rocks as they |looked at him And there they stand to this day,
all alone, unless the birds perch on them for trolls, as you probably know,
must be underground before dawn, or they go back to the stuff of the
mount ai ns they are made of, and never nove again. That is what had happened
to Bert and Tomand WIIiam

"Excellent!" said Gandal f, as he stepped from behind a tree, and hel ped
Bilbo to clinb down out of a thorn-bush. Then Bilbo understood. It was the
wi zard's voice that had kept the trolls bickering and quarrelling, until the
|ight canme and nade an end of them

The next thing was to untie the sacks and let out the dwarves. They
were nearly suffocated, and very annoyed: they had not at all enjoyed |ying
there listening to the trolls making plans for roasting them and squashing
them and m ncing them They had to hear Bilbo's account of what had happened
to himtwi ce over, before they were satisfied.

"Silly tine to go practising pinching and pocket-picking," said Bonbur,
"when what we wanted was fire and food!"

"And that's just what you wouldn't have got of those fellows wthout a
struggle, in any case," said Gandal f.

"Anyhow you are wasting time now. Don't you realize that the trolls
must have a cave or a hole dug sonewhere near to hide from the sun in? W
must look into it!"

They searched about, and soon found the marks of trolls' stony boots
goi ng away through the trees. They followed the tracks up the hill, unti
hi dden by bushes they cane on a big door of stone leading to a cave. But
they could not open it, not though they all pushed while Gandalf tried
various incantations.

"Whul d this be any good?" asked Bil bo, when they were getting tired and
angry. "I found it on the ground where the trolls had their fight." He held
out a largish key, though no doubt WIIliamhad thought it very small and
secret. It nust have fallen out of his pocket, very luckily, before he was
turned to stone.

"Whay on earth didn't you nention it before?" they cried.

Gandal f grabbed it and fitted it into the key-hole. Then the stone door
swung back with one big push, and they all went inside. There were bones on
the floor and a nasty snmell was in the air; but there was a good deal of
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food junbl ed carel essly on shelves and on the ground, anobng an untidy litter

of plunder, of all sorts from brass buttons to pots full of gold coins
standing in a corner. There were |lots of clothes, too, hanging on the
wal | s-too snmall for trolls, | amafraid they belonged to victins-and anong

them were several swords of various nmakes, shapes, and sizes. Two caught
their eyes particularly, because of their beautiful scabbards and jewelled
hilts. Gandal f and Thorin each took one of these; and Bilbo took a knife in
a | eather sheath. It would have made only a tiny pocket-knife for a troll
but it was as good as a short sword for the hobbit.

"These | ook |ike good bl ades,"” said the w zard, half draw ng them and
| ooking at themcuriously. "They were not nade by any troll, nor by any
smth anmong nmen in these parts and days; but when we can read the runes on
them we shall know nore about them"

"Let's get out of this horrible snell!" said Fili So they carried out
the pots of coins, and such food as was un-touched and |ooked fit to eat,
al so one barrel of ale which was still full. By that tine they felt like

breakfast, and being very hungry they did not turn their noses up at what
they had got fromthe trolls' larder. Their own provisions were very scanty.
Now t hey had bread and cheese, and plenty of ale, and bacon to toast in the
enbers of the fire. After that they slept, for their night had been
di sturbed; (and they did nothing nore till the afternoon. Then they |
brought up their ponies, and carried away the pots of gold, and buried them
very secretly not far from the track by the river, putting a great many
spells over them just in case they ever had the-chance to cone back and

recover them Wen that was done, they all nounted once nore, and jogged
al ong again on the path towards the East.
"Where did you go to, if | may ask?" said Thorin to Gandalf as they

rode al ong.
"To | ook ahead," said he.
"And what brought you back in the nick of time?"
"Looki ng behind," said he.
"Exactly!" said Thorin; "but could you be nore plain?"

"I went on to spy out our road. It will soon becone dangerous and
difficult. Aso | was anxious about replenishing our snall stock of
provisions. | had not gone very far, however, when | net a couple of friends

of mine fromRi vendell."

"Where's that?" asked Bil bo,

"Don't interrupt!" said Gandalf. "You will get there in a few days now,
if we're lucky, and find out all about it As | was saying | net two of
Elrond's people. They were hurrying along for fear of the trolls. It was
they who told ne that three of themhad conme down fromthe nountai ns and
settled in the woods not far fromthe road; they had frightened everyone
away fromthe district, and they wayl aid strangers.

"I inmediately had a feeling that | was wanted back. Looking behind
saw a fire in the distance and nade for it. So now you know. Pl ease be nore
careful, next time, or we shall never get anywhere!"

"Thank you!" said Thorin.

Chapter 3. A Short Rest

They did not sing or tell stories that day, even though the weather
i mproved; nor the next day, nor the day after. They had begun to feel that
danger was not far away on either side. They canped under the stars, and
their horses had nore to eat than they had; for there was plenty of grass,
but there was not much in their bags, even with what they had got fromthe
trolls. One norning they forded a river at a w de shallow place full of the
noi se of stones and foam The far bank was steep and slippery. Wen they got
tothe top of it, leading their ponies, they saw that the great nountains
had marched down very near to them Already they | seemed only a day's easy
journey fromthe feet of the nearest. Dark and drear it |ooked, though there
were patches of sunlight on its brown sides, and behind its shoul ders the
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ti ps of snow peaks gl eaned.

"I's that The Mountain?" asked Bilbo in a solem voice, |looking at it
with round eyes. He had never seen a thing that | ooked so big before.

"COfF course not!" said Balin. "That is only the beginning of the Msty
Mount ai ns, and we have to get through, or over, or under those sonehow,
before we can come into Wlderland beyond. And it is a deal of a way even
from the other side of themto the Lonely Muuntain in the East \Were Smaug
lies on our treasure."

"O" said Bilbo, and just at that nonent he felt nore fared than he
ever renenbered feeling before. He was thinking once again of his
confortable <chair before the fire in his favourite sitting-room in his
hobbi t-hol e, and of the kettle singing. Not for the |ast tine!

Now Gandalf |ed the way. "W nust not miss the road, or we shall be
done for," he said. "W need food, for one thing, and rest in reasonable
safety-also it is very necessary to tackle the M sty Muntains by the proper
path, or else you will get lost in them and have to come back and start at
the beginning again (if you ever get back at all)."

They asked hi m where he was nmaking for, and he answered: "You are cone
to the very edge of the WId, as sone of you nmay know. H dden sonewhere
ahead of us is the fair valley of Rivendell where Elrond lives in the Last
Honel y House. | sent a nessage by ny friends, and we are expected."

That sounded nice and conforting, but they had not got there yet, and
it was not so easy as it sounds to find the Last Honely House west of the
Mount ai ns. There seenmed to be no trees and no valleys and no hills to break
the ground in front of them only one vast slope going slowy up and up to
meet the feet of the nearest nountain, a wi de |and the col our of heather and
crunmbling rock, wth patches and slashes of grass-green and npDss-green
showi ng where water m ght be.

Morning passed, afternoon canme; but in all the silent waste there was
no sign of any dwelling. They were grow ng anxious, for they now saw that
the house might be hidden alnpst anywhere between them and the nountains.
They came on unexpected valleys, narrow with deep sides, that opened
suddenly at their feet, and they |ooked down surprised to see trees bel ow
them and running water at the bottom There were gullies that they could
al nost leap over; but very deep with waterfalls in them There were dark
ravi nes that one could neither junp nor clinb into. There were bogs, sone of
them green pleasant places to look at with flowers growi ng bright and tall
but a pony that wal ked there with a pack on its back woul d never have cone
out agai n.

It was indeed a nuch wider land fromthe ford to the nountains than
ever you woul d have guessed. Bilbo was astoni shed. The only path was narked
with white stones some of which were small, and others were half covered
with noss or heather. Altogether it was a very slow business follow ng the
track, even guided by Gandal f, who seemed to know his way about pretty well

H s head and beard wagged this way and that as he |ooked for the
stones, and they foll owed his head, but they seenmed no nearer to the end of
the search when the day began to fail. Tea-time had long gone by, and it
seemed supper-tine would soon do the sanme. There were noths fluttering
about, and the light becane very dim for the noon had not risen. Bilbo's
pony began to stunble over roots and stones. They canme to the edge of a
steep fall in the ground so suddenly that Gandalf s horse nearly slipped
down the sl ope.

"Here it is at last!" he called, and the others gathered round himand
| ooked over the edge. They saw a valley far below. They could hear the voice
of hurrying water in rocky bed at the bottom the scent of trees was in the

air; and there was a |ight on the valley-side across the water. Bilbo never
forgot the way they slithered and slipped in the dusk down the steep zig-zag
path into the secret valley of R vendell. The air grew warnmer as they got

|l ower, and the snmell of the pine-trees nade himdrowsy, so that every now
and again he nodded and nearly fell off, or bunped his nose on the pony's
neck. Their spirits rose as they went down and down. The trees changed to

file:/lIF|/rah/J.R.R.%20Tolkien/Hobbit,%20The.txt (21 of 131) [1/17/03 7:43:23 PM]



file:///F|/rah/J.R.R.%20T ol kien/Hobbit,%20The.txt

beech and oak, and hire was a confortable feeling in the twilight. The | ast
green had al nost faded out of the grass, when they cane at length to an open
gl ade not far above the banks of the stream

"Hrnnm it snmells like elves!" thought Bilbo, and he | ooked up at the
stars. They were burning bright and blue. Just then there cane a burst of
song like laughter in the trees:

O What are you doi ng,
And where are you goi ng?
Your poni es need shoei ng!
The river is flow ng!

O tra-la-la-lally

here down in the vall ey!

O What are you seeking,
And where are you naki ng?
The faggots are reeking,
The bannocks are baki ng!

a tril-lil-lil-lolly
the valley is jolly,
ha! hal

O Wiere are you going
Wth beards all a-waggi ng?
No know ng, no know ng

What brings M ster Baggins,
And Balin and Dwalin

down into the valley

in June

ha! ha!

O WIIl you be staying,
O will you be flying?
Your ponies are straying!
The daylight is dying!

To fly would be folly,

To stay would be jolly
And listen and hark

Till the end of the dark
to our tune

ha! ha.'

So they laughed and sang in the trees; and pretty fair nonsense
daresay you think it. Not that they would care they would only |augh all the
more if you told them so. They were elves of course. Soon Bilbo caught
glinpses of them as the darkness deepened. He | oved el ves, though he seldom
met themy but he was a little frightened of themtoo. Dwarves don't get on
well with them Even decent enough dwarves |like Thorin and his friends think
them foolish (which is a very foolish thing to think), or get annoyed wth
them For some el ves tease them and | augh at them and nost of all at their
bear ds.

"Well, well!" said a voice. "Just |ook! Bilbo the hobbit on a pony, ny
dear! Isn't it delicious!"

"Mbst astoni shing wonderful I'"

Then of f they went into another song as ridiculous as the one | have
witten down in full. At last one, a tall young fellow, cane out fromthe
trees and bowed to Gandalf and to Thorin.

"Wl cone to the valley!" he said.

"Thank you!" said Thorin a bit gruffly; but Gandalf was already off his
horse and among the elves, talking nmerrily with them

"You are a little out of your way," said the elf: "that is, if you are
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making for the only path across the water and to the house beyond. W& will
set you right, but you had best get on foot, until you are over the bridge.
Are you going to stay a bit and sing wth us, or will you go straight on?
Supper is preparing over there," he said. "I can snell the Wod-fires for
t he cooking."

Tired as he was, Bilbo would have |iked to stay awhile. Elvish singing
is not athing to mss, in June under the stars, not if you care for such
things. Also he would have Iliked to have a few private words with these
peopl e that seened to know his nane and all about him although he had never
been them before. He thought their opinion of his adventure night be
interesting. Elves know a | ot and are wondrous folk for news, and know what
is going on anong the peoples of the land, as quick as water flows, or
qui cker. But the dwarves were all for supper as soon 'as possible just then,
and woul d not stay. On they all went, |leading their ponies, till they were
brought to a good path and so at last to the very brink of the river. It was
flowing fast and noisily, as nmountain-streans do of a sunmer eveni ng, when
sun has been all day on the snow far up above. There was only a narrow
bridge of stone without a parapet, as narrow as a pony could well walk on;
and over that they had to go, slow and careful, one by one, each |eading his
pony by the bridle. The elves had brought bright lanterns to the shore, and
they sang a nerry song as the party went across.

"Don't dip your beard in the foam father!" they cried to Thorin, who

was bent alnost on to his hands and knees. "It is long enough wthout
watering it."
"M nd Bilbo doesn't eat all the cakes!" they called. "He is too fat to

get through key-holes yet!"

"Hush, hush! Good People! and good night!" said Gandal f, who cane | ast.
"Val | eys have ears, and sone el ves have over nerry tongues. Good night!"

And so at last they all canme to the Last Honely House, and found its
doors flung wi de.

Now it is a strange thing, but things that are good to have and days
that are good to spend are soon told about, and not rmuch to listen to; while
things that are unconfortable, palpitating, and even gruesone, my make a
good tale, and take a deal of telling anyway. They stayed long in that good
house, fourteen days at least, and they found it hard to | eave. Bilbo woul d
gl adly have stopped there for ever and ever-even supposing a w sh would have
taken himright back to his hobbit-hole without trouble. Yet there is little
to tell about their stay.

The nmaster of the house was an elf-friend-one of those people whose
fathers came into the strange stories before the beginning of Hi story, the
wars of the evil goblins and the elves and the first men in the North. In
those days of our tale there were still sonme people who had both elves and
heroes of the North for ancestors, and Elrond the master of the house was
their chief. He was as noble and as fair in face as an elf-lord, as strong
as a warrior, as wise as a wi zard, as venerable as a king of dwarves, and as
kind as sumrer. He cones into. many tales, but his part in the story of
Bil bo's great adventure is only a snall one, though inportant, as you will
see, if we ever get to the end of it. H's house was perfect, whether you
i ked food, or sleep, or work, or story-telling, or singing, or just sitting

and thinking best, or a pleasant m xture of themall. Evil things did not
cone into that valley.
I wish | had tine to tell vyou even a few of the tales or one or two of

the songs that they heard in that house. Al of them the ponies as well,
grew refreshed and strong in a few days there. Their clothes were nended as
well as their bruises, their tenpers and their hopes. Their bags were filled
with food and provisions light to carry but strong to bring them over the
mount ai n passes. Their plans were inproved with the best advice. So the tine
came to mid- summer eve, and they were to go on again with the early sun on
nm dsunmmer nor ni ng.

El rond knew all about runes of every kind. That day he |ooked at the
swords they had brought fromthe trolls' lair, and he said: "These are not
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troll-make. They are old swords, very old swords of the H gh Elves of the
West, ny kin. They were nade in Gondolin for the Goblin-wars. They nust have
come froma dragon's hoard or goblin plunder, for dragons and goblins
destroyed that city many ages ago. This, Thorin, the runes nane Ocrist, the
Goblin-cleaver in the ancient tongue of Gondolin; it was a fanous bl ade.
This, Gandalf, was d andring, Foe-hamrer that the king of Gondolin once
wore. Keep themwel l!"

"Whence did the trolls get them | wonder?" said Thorin | ooking at his
sword with new interest.

"I could not say," said Elrond, "but one may guess that your trolls had
pl undered ot her plunderers, or cone on the remants of old robberies in sone
hold in the nountains of the North. | have heard that there are stil
forgotten treasures of old to be found in the deserted caverns of the nines
of Moria, since the dwarf and goblin war."

Thorin pondered these words. "I will keep this sword in honour," he
said. "May it soon cleave goblins once again!"

"Awish that is likely to be granted soon enough in the nountains!"”
said Elrond. "But show ne now your map!" He took it and gazed long at it,
and he shook his head; for if he did not altogether approve of dwarves and
their love of gold, he hated dragons and their cruel w ckedness, and he
grieved to renenber the ruin of the town of Dale and its nmerry bells, and
the burned banks of the bright River Running. The noon was shining in a
broad silver crescent. He held up the map and the white Iight shone through
it. "What is this?" he said. "There are noon-letters here, beside the plain
runes which say 'five feet high the door and three may wal k abreast.' "

"What are noon-letters?" asked the hobbit full of excitenent. He |oved
maps, as | have told you before; and he also liked runes and letters and
cunning handwiting, though when he wote hinself it was a bit thin and
spi dery.

"Moon-letters are rune-letters, but you cannot see them" said Elrond,
"not when you |look straight at them They can only be seen when the noon
shi nes behind them and what is nore, with the nore cunning sort it nust be
a nmoon of the sanme shape and season as the day when they were witten. The
dwarves invented themand wote themwi th silver pens, as your friends could
tell you. These nust have been witten on a midsunmer's eve in a crescent
nmoon, a |long while ago."

"What do they say?" asked Gandalf and Thorin together, a bit vexed
perhaps that even Elrond should have found this out first, though really
there had not been a chance before, and there would not have been anot her
until goodness knows when

"Stand by the grey stone when the thrush knocks," read Elrond, "and the
setting sun with the last light of Durin's Day wll shine wupon the
key-hole."

"Durin, Durin!" said Thorin. "He was the father of the fathers of the
el dest race of Dwarves, the Longbeards, and ny first ancestor: | am his
heir."

"Then what is Durin's Day?" asked Elrond.

"The first day of the dwarves' New Year," said Thorin, "is as al
shoul d know the first, day of the |ast noon of Autum on the threshold of
Wnter. We still call it Durin's Day when the last noon of Autumm and the
sun are in the sky together. But this will not help us nuch, | fear, for it
passes our skill in these days to guess when such a tine will cone again."

"That remains to be seen," said Gandalf. "Is there any nore witing?"

"None to be seen by this noon," said Elrond, and he gave the map back
to Thorin; and then they went down to the water to see the elves dance and
sing upon the m dsumrer's eve.

The next norning was a mdsummer's norning as fair and fresh as could
be dreaned: blue sky and never a cloud, and the sun dancing on the water.
Now they rode away am d songs of farewell and good speed, with their hearts
ready for nore adventure, and with a know edge of the road they nust follow

file:/lIF|/rah/J.R.R.%20Tolkien/Hobbit,%20The.txt (24 of 131) [1/17/03 7:43:23 PM]



file:/l/F)/rah/d.R.R.%20T olkien/Hobbit,%20The.txt
over the Msty Mountains to the | and beyond.
Chapter 4. Over Hill and Under Hil

There were many paths that |ed up into those nountains, and nany passes
over them But nobst of the paths were cheats and deceptions and | ed nowhere
or to bad ends; and nost of the passes were infested by evil things and
dreadful dangers. The dwarves and the hobbit, hel ped by the w se advice of
Elrond and the know edge and nenory of Gandalf, took the right road to the

ri ght pass.
Long days after they had clinbed out of the valley and left the Last
Honely House nmiles behind, they were still going up and up and up. It was a

hard path and a dangerous path, a crooked way and a lonely and a | ong. Now
they could | ook back over the lands they had left, laid out behind themfar
below. Far, far away in the Wst, where things were blue and faint, Bilbo
knew there lay his own country of safe and confortable things, and his
little hobbit-hole. He shivered. It was getting bitter cold up here, and the
wind cane shrill anong the rocks. Boulders, too, at tines cane gall oping
down the nountain-sides, |let |oose by mdday sun upon the snow, and passed
anong them (which was |ucky), or over their heads (which was alarmng). The
nights were confortless and chill, and they did not dare to sing or talk too
|l oud, for the echoes were uncanny, and the silence seened to dislike being
br oken-except by the noise of water and the wail of wind and the crack of
st one.

"The sumrer is getting on down bel ow," thought Bilbo, "and haymaking is
going on and picnics. They wll be harvesting and bl ackberrying, before we
even begin to go down the other side at this rate." And the others were
thinking equally gloony thoughts, although when they had said good-bye to
Elrond in the high hope of a mdsumer norning, they' had spoken gaily of
the passage of the nountains, and of riding swift across the | ands beyond.
They had thought of <coming to the secret door in the Lonely Mountain,
perhaps that very next first nmoon of Autum--" and perhaps it will be
Durin's Day" they had said. Only Gandalf had shaken his head and said
not hi ng. Dwarves had not passed that way for nmany years, but Gandal f had,
and he knew how evil and danger had grown and thriven in the Wld, since the
dragons had driven nen fromthe |lands, and the goblins had spread in secret
after the battle of the Mnes of Mdria. Even the good plans of w se w zards
like Gandalf and of good friends |like Elrond go astray sonetines when you
are off on dangerous adventures over the Edge of the WIld; and Gandalf was a
wi se enough w zard to know it.

He knew t hat sonethi ng unexpected night happen, and he hardly dared to
hope that they woul d pass without fearful adventure over those great tal
mountains with |onely peaks and valleys where no king ruled. They did not.

All was well, until one day they net a thunderstorm - nobre than a
thunderstorm a thunder-battle. You know how terrific a really big
thunderstorm can be domm in the land and in a river-valley; especially at
times when two great thunderstorns neet and clash. Mre terrible still are

thunder and lightning in the nountains at night, when storns conme up from
East and West and nake war. The lightning splinters on the peaks, and rocks
shiver, and great crashes split the air and go rolling and tunbling into
every cave and hollow, and the darkness is filled with overwhel m ng noise
and sudden |ight.

Bi | bo had never seen or imagined anything of the kind. They were high
up in a narrow place, with a dreadful fall into a dimvalley at one side of
them There they were sheltering under a hanging rock for the night, and he
| ay beneath a bl anket and shook from head to toe. Wien he peeped out in the
lightning-flashes, he sawthat across the valley the stone-giants were out
and were hurling rocks at one another for a. ganme, and catching them and
tossing them down into the darkness where they smashed anong the trees far
bel ow, or splintered into little bits wth a bang. Then came a wind and a
rain, and the wi nd whipped the rain and the hail about in every direction,
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so that an overhangi ng rock was no protection at all. Soon they were getting
drenched and their ponies were standing with their heads down and their
tails between their |legs, and sone of themwere whinnying with fright. They
could hear the giants guffawi ng and shouting all over the nountainsi des.

"This won't do at all!"™ said Thorin. "If we don't get blown off or
drowned, or struck by Ilightning, we shall be picked up by sone giant and
ki cked sky-high for a football."

"Well, if you know of anywhere better, take us there!" said Gandalf,

who was feeling very grunpy, and was far from happy about the giants
hi nsel f.

The end of their argunment was that they sent Fill and Kili to | ook for
a better shelter. They had very sharp eyes, and being the youngest of the
dwarves by sone fifty years they wusually got these sort of jobs (when
everybody could see that it was absolutely no use sending Bilbo). There is
nothing like looking, if you want to find sonething (or so Thorin said to
the young dwarves). You certainly usually find sonething, if you |ook, but
it is not always quite the sonething you were after. So it proved on this
occasi on.

Soon Fili and Kili came crawing back, holding on to the rocks in the
wi nd. "We have found a dry cave," they said, "not far round the next corner;
and ponies and all could get inside."

"Have you thoroughly explored it?" said the wizard, who knew that caves
up in the mountains were sel dom unoccupi ed.

"Yes, yes!" they said, though everybody knew they could not have been
| ong about it; they had come back too quick. "It isn't all that big, and it
does not go far back."

That, of course, is the dangerous part about caves: you don't know how
far they go back, sonetines, or where a passage behind nmay |ead to, or what

is waiting for you inside. But now Fili and Kill's news seened good enough

So they all got up and prepared to nove. The wind was howing and the
thunder still growing, and they had a business getting thenselves and their
ponies along. Still it was not very far to go, and before long they cane to

a big rock standing out into the path. If you stepped behind, you found a
low arch in the side of the nobuntain. There was just roomto get the ponies
through with a squeeze, when they had been unpacked and unsaddl ed. As they
passed under the arch, it was good to hear the w nd and the rain outside
instead of all about them and to feel safe fromthe giants and their rocks.
But the wizard was taking no risks. He lit up his wand - as he did that day
in Bilbo's dining-roomthat seenmed so |l ong ago, if you renenber--, and by
its light they explored the cave fromend to end.

It seenmed quite a fair size, but not too large and nysterious. It had a
dry floor and sone confortable nooks. At one end there was roomfor the
ponies; and there they stood (mghty glad of the change) steam ng, and
champing in their nosebags. G n and Goin wanted to light a fire at the door
to dry their clothes, but Gandalf would not hear of it. So they spread out
their wet things on the floor, and got dry ones out of their bundles; then
they nade their blankets confortable, got out their pipes and blew snoke
rings, which Gandalf turned into different colours and set dancing up by the
roof to anuse them They tal ked and tal ked, and forgot about the storm and
di scussed what each would do with his share of the treasure (when they got
it, which at the nonent did not seem so inpossible); and so they dropped off
to sleep one by one. And that was the last time that they used the ponies,
packages, baggages, tools and paraphernalia that they had brought with them

It turned out a good thing that night that they had brought little
Bilbo with them after all. For sonehow, he could not go to sleep for a |long
while; and when he did sleep, he had very nasty dreans. He dreaned that a
crack in the wall at the back of the cave got bigger and bigger, and opened
wi der and wi der, and he was very afraid but could not call out or do
anything but lie and | ook. Then he dreaned that the floor of the cave was
gi ving way, and he was slipping-beginning to fall down, down, goodness knows
where to.
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At that he woke up with a horrible start, and found that part of his
dreamwas true. A crack had opened at the back of the cave, and was already
a wde passage. He was just intine to see the last of the ponies' tails
di sappearing into it. O course he gave a very loud yell, as loud a yell as
a hobbit can give, which is surprising for their size.

Qut junped the goblins, big goblins, great ugly-1looking goblins, lots
of goblins, before you could say rocks and bl ocks. There were six to each
dwarf, at least, and two even for Bilbo; and they were all grabbed and
carried through the crack, before you could say tinder and flint. But not
Gandal f. Bilbo's yell had done that nuch good. It had wakened himup wide in
a splintered second, and when goblins cane to grab him there was a terrible
flash like lightning in the cave, a snell |ike gunpowder, and several of
them fell dead.

The crack closed with a snap, and Bilbo and the dwarves were on the
wong side of it! Were was Gandalf? O that neither they nor the goblins
had any idea, and the goblins did not wait to find out. It was deep, deep,
dark, such as only goblins that have taken to living in the heart of the
mount ains can see through. The passages there were crossed and tangled in
all directions, but the goblins knewtheir way, as well as you do to the
nearest post-office; and the way went down and down, and it was nost
horribly stuffy. The goblins were very rough, and pinched unnercifully, and
chuckl ed and |aughed in their horrible stony voices; and Bilbo was nore
unhappy even than when the troll had picked himup by his toes. He w shed
again and again for his nice bright hobbit-hole. Not for the |ast tine.

Now there canme a glimmer of a red light before them The goblins began
to sing, or «croak, keeping tine wth the flap of their flat feet on the
stone, and shaking their prisoners as well.

Cl ap! Snap! the black crack!
Gip, grab! Pinch, nab

And down down to Goblin-town
You go, ny | ad!

Cl ash, crash! Crush, smash!

Hamrer and tongs! Knocker and gongs!
Pound, pound, far underground!

Ho, ho! ny [ ad!

Swi sh, smack! Whip crack

Batter and beat! Yammer and bl eat!
Work, work! Nor dare to shirk,

Wil e Goblins quaff, and Goblins |augh,
Round and round far underground

Bel ow, ny | ad!

It sounded truly terrifying. The walls echoed to the clap, snap! and
the crush, smash! and to the ugly laughter of their ho, ho! ny lad! The
general neaning of the song was only too plain; for now the goblins took out
whi ps and whi pped themw th a swi sh, smack!, and set themrunning as fast as
they could in front of them and nore than one of the dwarves were already
yamering and bleating |ike anything, when they stunbled into a big cavern

It was lit by a great red fire in the mddle, and by torches along the
walls, and it was full of goblins. They all |aughed and stanped and cl apped
their hands, when the dwarves (with poor little Bilbo at the back and
nearest to the whips) canme running in, while the goblin-drivers whooped and
cracked their whips behind. The ponies were already there huddled in a
corner; and there were all the baggages and packages |ying broken open, and
being rummaged by goblins, and snelt by goblins, and fingered by goblins,
and quarrel ed over by goblins.

| amafraid that was the |ast they ever saw of those excellent little
ponies, including a jolly sturdy little white fellow that Elrond had lent to
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Gandal f, since his horse was not suitable for the nountain-paths. For
goblins eat horses and ponies and donkeys (and other nmuch nore dreadfu
things), and they are always hungry. Just now however the prisoners were
thinking only of thenselves. The goblins chained their hands behind their
backs and linked themall together in a line and dragged themto the far end
of the cavern with little Bilbo tugging at the end of the row.

There in the shadows on a large flat stone sat a trenmendous goblin with
a huge head, and arned goblins were standing round himcarrying the axes and
the bent swords that they use. Now goblins are cruel, wcked, and
bad- hearted. They make no beautiful things, but they make nmany cl ever ones.
They can tunnel and mine as well as any but the nost skilled dwarves, when
they take the trouble, though they are usually untidy and dirty. Hammers,
axes, swords, daggers, pickaxes, tongs, and also instrunments of torture,

they make very well, or get other people to nake to their design, prisoners
and sl aves that have to work till they die for want of air and light. It is
not wunlikely that they invented sone of the nachines that have since
troubled the world, especially the ingenious devices for Kkilling |arge

nunbers of people at once, for wheels and engines and explosions always
delighted them and also not working wth their own hands nore than they
could help; but in those days and those wild parts they had not advanced (as
it is called) so far. They did not hate dwarves especially, no nore than
they hated everybody and everything, and particularly the orderly and
prosperous; in sone parts w cked dwarves had even nade alliances with them
But they had a special grudge against Thorin's people, because of the war
whi ch you have heard nentioned, but which does not cone into this tale; and
anyway goblins don't care who they catch, as long as it is done smart and
secret, and the prisoners are not able to defend thensel ves.

"Who are these mserable persons?" said the Great Goblin.

"Dwarves, and this!" said one of the drivers, pulling at Bilbo's chain
so that he fell forward onto his knees.

"W found them sheltering in our Front Porch."

"What do you nean by it?" said the Great Goblin turning to Thorin. "Up
to no good, |I'Il warrant! Spying on the private business of ny people,
guess! Thieves, | shouldn't be surprised to learn! Murderers and friends of
El ves, not unlikely! Cone! Wat have you got to say?"

"Thorin the dwarf at your service!" he replied-it was nerely a polite
not hing. "OF the things which you suspect and i magi ne we had no idea at all
W sheltered from a stormin what seemed a convenient cave and unused;
not hi ng was further fromour thoughts than inconveniencing goblins in any
way whatever." That was true enough

"Un!" said the Great Goblin. "So you say! Mght | ask what you were

doing up in the nountains at all, and where you were conming from and where
you were going to? In fact | should like to know all about you. Not that it
willdo you nuch good, Thorin Gakenshield, | know too rmuch about your folk

al ready; but let's have the truth, or | will prepare sonmething particularly
unconfortable for you!"

"W were on a journey to visit our relatives, our nephews and nieces,
and first, second, and third cousins, and the other descendants of our
grandfathers, who live on the East side of these truly hospitable
mountains," said Thorin, not quite knowing what to say all at once in a
monent, when obviously the exact truth would not do at all

"He is a liar, O truly trenmendous one!" said one of the drivers.
"Several of our people were struck by lightning in the cave, when we invited
these creatures to cone below, and they are as dead as stones. Al so he has
not explained this!" He held out the sword which Thorin had worn, the sword
which cane fromthe Trolls' lair.

The Great Goblin gave a truly awful how of rage when he | ooked at it,
and all his soldiers gnashed their teeth, clashed their shields, and
stanped. They knew the sword at once. It had killed hundreds of goblins in
its time, when the fair elves of Gondolin hunted themin the hills or did
battle before their walls. They had called it Orcrist, Goblin-cleaver, but
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the goblins called it sinply Biter. They hated it and hated worse any one
that carried it.

"Murderers' and elf-friends!" the Geat Goblin shouted. "Slash then
Beat theml Bite theml Grash thenl Take themaway to dark holes full of
snakes, and never |et themsee the light again!"™ He was in such a rage that
he junped off his seat and hinself rushed at Thorin with his nouth open

Just at that nonment all the lights in the cavern went out, and the
great fire went off poof! into a tower of blue glow ng snoke, right up to
the roof, that scattered piercing white sparks all anong the goblins.

The vyells and yamrering, croaking, jibbering and jabbering; hows,
grows and curses; shrieking and skriking, that followed were beyond
description. Several hundred wild cats and wol ves being roasted slowy alive
together would not have conpared with it. The sparks were burning holes in
the goblins, and the snbke that now fell fromthe roof nmade the air too
thick for even their eyes to see through. Soon they were falling over one
another and rolling in heaps on the floor, biting and kicking and fighting
as if they had all gone nad.

Suddenly a sword flashed inits own light. Bilbo saw it go right
through the Great Goblin as he stood dunbfounded in the mddle of his rage
He fell dead, and the goblin soldiers fled before the sword shrieking into
t he darkness.

The sword went back into its sheath. "Follow nme quick!" said a voice
fierce and quiet; and before Bilbo understood what had happened he was
trotting along again, as fast as he could trot, at the end of the Iine, down
nmore dark passages with the yells of the goblin-hall grow ng fainter behind
him A pale light was | eading themon

"Qui cker, quicker!" said the voice. "The torches will soon be relit."

"Half a minute!" said Dori, who was at the back next to Bilbo, and a
decent fellow. He nade the hobbit scranble on his shoulders as best he could
with his tied hands, and then off they all went at a run, with a clink-clink
of chains, and many a stunble, since they had no hands to steady thensel ves
with. Not for a long while did they stop, and by that tine they nust have
been right down in the very nountain's heart.

Then Gandalf lit up his wand. O course it was Gandal f; but just then
they were too busy to ask how he got there. He took out his sword again, and
again it flashed in the dark by itself. It burned with a rage that made it
gleamif goblins were about; now it was bright as blue flane for delight in
the Kkilling of the great lord of the cave. It nmade no trouble whatever of
cutting through the goblin-chains and setting all the prisoners free as
qui ckly as possible. This sword's nane was G anmdring the Foe-hammer, if you
renenber. The goblins just called it Beater, and hated it worse than Biter
if possible. Ocrist, too, had been saved; for Gandalf had brought it along
as well, snatching it from one of the terrified guards. Gandal f thought of
nost things; and though he could not do everything, he could do a great dea
for friends in a tight coner.

"Are we all here?" said he, handing his sword back to Thorin with a
bow. "Let ne see: one-that's Thorin; two, three, four, five, six, seven,
eight, nine, ten, eleven; where are Fili and Kili? Here they are, twelve,
thirteen-and here's M. Baggins: fourteen! Well, well! it mght be worse,
and then again it mght be a good deal better. No ponies, and no food, and
no knowi ng quite where we are, and hordes of angry goblins just behind! On
we go!"

On they went. Gandalf was quite right: they began to hear goblin noises
and horrible cries far behind in the passages they had come through. That
sent themon faster than ever, and as poor Bilbo could not possibly go half

as fast-for dwarves can roll along at a tremendous pace, | can tell you,
when they have to-they took it in turn to carry himon their backs.
Still goblins go faster than dwarves, and these goblins knew the way

better (they had made the paths thenselves), and were madly angry; so that
do what they could the dwarves heard the cries and hows getting cl oser and
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closer. Soon they could hear even the flap of the goblin feet, many many
feet which seemed only just round the last corner. The blink of red torches
could be seen behind themin the tunnel they were follow ng; and they were
getting deadly tired.

"Wy, Owhy did | ever leave ny hobbit-hole!" said poor M. Baggins
bunpi ng up and down on Bonbur's back

"Wy, O why did | ever bring a wetched little hobbit on a treasure
hunt!" said poor Bonmbur, who was fat, and staggered along wth the sweat
dri pping down his nose in his heat and terror

At this point Gandalf fell behind, and Thorin with him They turned a
sharp corner. "About turn!" he shouted. "Draw your sword, Thorin!"

There was nothing else to be done; and the goblins did not like it.
They came scurrying round the corner in full cry, and found Goblin-cl eaver
and Foe-hammer shining cold and bright right in their astoni shed eyes. The
ones in front dropped their torches and gave one yell before they were

killed. The ones behind yelled still nore, and |eaped back knocki ng over
those that were running after them "Biter and Beater!" they shrieked; and
soon they were all in confusion, and nost of themwere hustling back the way

they had cone.

It was quite a long while before any of themdared to turn that coner.
By that time the dwarves had gone on again, a long, long, way on into the
dark tunnels of the goblins' realm When the goblins discovered that, they
put out their torches and they slipped on soft shoes, and they chose out
their very quickest runners with the sharpest ears and eyes. These ran
forward, as swift as weasels in the dark, and with hardly any nore noise
t han bats.

That is why neither Bilbo, nor the dwarves, nor even Gandal f heard them
coming. Nor did they see them But they were seen by the goblins that ran
silently up behind, for Gandalf was |letting his wand give out a faint |ight
to help the dwarves as they went al ong.

Quite suddenly Dori, now at the back again carrying Bil bo, was grabbed
frombehind in the dark. He shouted and fell; and the hobbit rolled off his
shoul ders into the bl ackness, bunped his head on hard rock, and renenbered
not hi ng nore.

Chapter 5. Riddles in the Dark

When Bilbo opened his eyes, he wondered if he had; for it was just as
dark as wth themshut. No one was anywhere near him Just inmagine his
fright! He could hear nothing, see nothing, and he could feel nothing except
the stone of the floor

Very slowy he got up and groped about on all fours, till he touched
the wall of the tunnel; but neither up nor down it could he find anything:
nothing at all, no sign of goblins, no sign of dwarves. Hs head was
swiming, and he was far fromcertain even of the direction they had been
going in when he had his fall. He guessed as well as he could, and craw ed
along for a good way, till suddenly his hand net what felt like a tiny ring
of cold nmetal lying on the floor of the tunnel. It was a turning point in

his career, but he did not knowit. He put the ring in his pocket al nost
wi thout thinking; certainly it did not seem of any particular use at the
monent. He did not go nuch further, but sat down on the cold floor and gave
hinself up to conplete mserableness, for a long while. He thought of
hi nsel f frying bacon and eggs in his own kitchen at hone - for he could fee
inside that it was high time for some neal or other; but that only nmade him
m ser abl er.

He coul d not think what to do; nor could he think what had happened; or
why he had been | eft behind; or why, if he had been | eft behind, the goblins
had not caught hinm or even why his head was so sore. The truth was he had
been lying quiet, out of sight and out of mind, in a very dark corner for a
| ong while.

After sone tine he felt for his pipe. It was not broken, and that was
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sonet hing. Then he felt for his pouch, and there was sone tobacco in it, and
that was sonmething nore. Then he felt for matches and he could not find any
at all, and that shattered his hopes conpletely. Just as well for him as he
agreed when he cane to his senses. Goodness knows what the striking of
mat ches and the snell of tobacco would have brought on himout of dark hol es
in that horrible place. Still at the nonent he felt very crushed. But in
sl apping all his pockets and feeling all round hinself for matches his hand
cane on the hilt of his little sword - the little dagger that he got from
the trolls, and that he had quite forgotten; nor do the goblins seemto have
noticed it, as he wore it inside his breeches.

Now he drew it out. It shone pale and dimbefore his eyes. "So it is an
el vish bl ade, too," he thought; "and goblins are not very near, and yet not
far enough."

But sonehow he was conforted. It was rather splendid to be wearing a
bl ade made in Gondolin for the goblin-wars of which so many songs had sung;
and al so he had noticed that such weapons nmade a great inpression on goblins
that canme upon them suddenly.

"Go back?" he thought. "No good at all! Go sideways? |npossible! Go
forward? Only thing to do! On we go!" So up he got, and trotted along with
his little sword held in front of himand one hand feeling the wall, and his
heart all of a patter and a pitter.

Now certainly Bilbo was in what is called a tight place. But you nust
remenber it was not quite so tight for himas it would have been for nme or

for you. Hobbits are not quite |I|ike ordinary people; and after all if their
hol es are nice cheery places and properly aired, quite different fromthe
tunnel s of the goblins, still they are nore used to tunnelling than we are,

and they do not easily lose their sense of direction underground-not when
their heads have recovered from being bunped. Also they can nobve very
quietly, and hide easily, and recover wonderfully fromfalls and bruises,
and they have a fund of wisdom and w se sayings that nmen have nostly never
heard or have forgotten | ong ago.

I should not have liked to have been in M. Baggins' place, all the
sane. The tunnel seened to have no end. All he knew was that it was stil
going down pretty steadily and keeping in the same direction in spite of a
twist and a turn or two. There were passages |eading off to the side every
now and then, as he knew by the glimer of his sword, or could feel with his

hand on the wall. O these he took no notice, except to hurry past for fear
of goblins or half-inmagined dark things comng out of them On and on he
went, and down and down; and still he heard no sound of anything except the
occasional whirr of a bat by his ears, which startled himat first, till it
becane too frequent to bother about. | do not know how |ong he kept on |ike
this, hating to go on, not daring to stop, on, on, until he was tireder than
tired. It seemed like all the way to tonmorrow and over it to the days
beyond.

Suddenly without any warning he trotted splash into water! Ugh! it was
icy cold. That pulled himup sharp and short. He did not know whether it was
just a pool in the path, or the edge of an underground stream that crossed
the passage, or the brink of a deep dark subterranean |ake. The sword was
hardly shining at all. He stopped, and he coul d hear, when he listened hard,
drops drip-drip-dripping froman unseen roof into the water bel ow, but there
seemed no other sort of sound.

"So it is a pool or a lake, and not an underground river," he thought.
Still he did not dare to wade out into the darkness. He could not swim and
he thought, too, of nasty sliny things, wth big bulging blind eyes,
wiggling in the water. There are strange things living in the pools and
| akes in the hearts of nountains: fish whose fathers swamin, goodness only
knows how many years ago, and never swamout again, while their eyes grew
bi gger and bi gger and bigger fromtrying to see in the bl ackness; also there
are other things nore sliny than fish. Even in the tunnels and caves the
goblins have made for thenselves there are other things |iving unbeknown to
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them that have sneaked in from outside to lie up in the dark. Sone of these
caves, too, go back in their beginnings to ages before the goblins, who only
wi dened them and joined themup wth passages, and the original owners are

still there in odd coners, slinking and nosing about.
Deep down here by the dark water lived old Gollum a snmall sliny
creature. | don't know where he cane from nor who or what he was. He was

Gol lum -- as dark as darkness, except for two big round pale eyes in his
thin face. Ho had a little boat, and he rowed about quite quietly on the
|l ake; for lake it was, wi de and deep and deadly cold. He paddled it wth
| arge feet dangling over the side, but never a ripple did he nake. Not he.
He was |ooking out of his pale lanp-like eyes for blind fish, which he
grabbed with his long fingers as quick as thinking. He liked neat too.
Goblin he thought good, when he could get it; but he took care they never
found himout. He just throttled themfrombehind, if they ever came down
al one anywhere near the edge of the water, while he was prow i ng about. They
very seldomdid, for they had a feeling that sonething unpleasant was
| urking down there, down at the very roots of the nountain. They had cone on
the | ake, when they were tunnelling down |ong ago, and they found they coul d
go no further; so there their road ended in that direction, and there was no
reason to go that way-unless the G eat Goblin sent them Sonetinmes he took a
fancy for fish fromthe |ake, and sometimes neither goblin nor fish came
back.

Actually Gollumlived on a slinmy island of rock in the nmddle of the
| ake. He was watching Bilbo now fromthe distance wth his pale eyes like
tel escopes. Bilbo could not see him but he was wondering a | ot about Bil bo,
for he could see that he was no goblin at all

Gol lum got into his boat and shot off from the island, while Bilbo was
sitting on the brink altogether flumoxed and at the end of his way and his
wits. Suddenly up canme Gollum and whi spered and hi ssed:

"Bl ess us and splash us, ny precioussss! | guess it's a choice feast;
at least a tasty norsel it'd nake us, gollum"™ And when he said gollum he
made a horrible swallowing noise in his throat. That is how he got his naneg,
t hough he always called hinself 'ny precious.

The hobbit junped nearly out of his skin when the hiss cane in his
ears, and he suddenly saw the pal e eyes sticking out at him

"Who are you?" he said, thrusting his dagger in front of him

"What iss he, my preciouss?" whispered Gollum (who always spoke to
hi msel f through never having anyone else to speak to). This is what he had
cone to find out, for he was not really very hungry at the nonent, only
curious; otherw se he would have grabbed first and whi spered afterwards.

"I am M. Bilbo Baggins. | have lost the dwarves and | have | ost the
wi zard, and | don't know where | amy and "I don't want to know, if only I
can get ,away."

"What's he got in his handses?" said Gollum |ooking at the sword,
whi ch he did not quite |ike.

"A sword, a blade which cane out of Gondolin!"

"Sssss," said Gollum and becane quite polite. "Praps ye sits here and
chats with it a bitsy, ny preciousss. It I|ike riddles, praps it does, does
it?" He was anxious to appear friendly, at any rate for the nonent, and
until he found out nore about the sword and the hobbit, whether he was quite
al one really, whether he was good to eat, and whether Gllumwas really
hungry. Riddles were all he could think of. Asking them and sonetines
guessing them had been the only gane he had ever played with other funny
creatures sitting in their holes in the long, |ong ago, before he |ost al
his friends and was driven away, alone, and crept down, down, into the dark
under the nountains.

"Very well," said Bilbo, who was anxious to agree, until he found out
nmore about the creature, whether he was quite al one, whether he was fierce
or hungry, and whether he was a friend of the goblins.

"You ask first," he said, because he had not had time to think of a
riddle.
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So ol | um hi ssed

What has roots as nobody sees,
Is taller than trees,

Up, up it goes,

And yet never grows?

"Easy!" said Bilbo. "Muntain, | suppose."
"Does it guess easy? It nmust have a conpetition with us, ny preciouss!
If precious asks, and it doesn't answer, we eats it, nmy preciousss. |If it

asks us, and we doesn't answer, then we does what it wants, eh? W shows it
the way out, yes!"

"All right!" said Bilbo, not daring to disagree, and nearly bursting
his brain to think of riddles that could save him from bei ng eaten

Thirty white horses on a red hill,
First they chanp,

Then they stanp,

Then they stand still.

That was all he could think of to ask-the idea of eating was rather on
his mind. It was rather an old one, too, and Gollum knew the answer as wel |
as you do.

"Chestnuts, chestnuts," he hissed. "Teeth! teeth! ny preciousss; but we
has only six!" Then he asked his second:

Voiceless it cries,
W ngl ess flutters,
Toot hl ess bites,
Mout hl ess nutters.

"Half a nonment!" cried Bilbo, who was still thinking unconfortably
about eating. Fortunately he had once heard sonething rather like this
before, and getting his wits back he thought of the answer. "Wnd, w nd of
course," he said, and he was so pleased that he nmade up one on the spot.
"This' || puzzle the nasty little underground creature,” he thought:

An eye in a blue face

Saw an eye in a green face.
"That eye is like to this eye"
Said the first eye,

"But in |ow place,

Not in high place."

"Ss, ss, ss," said Gollum He had been underground a long long tine,
and was forgetting this sort of thing. But just as Bilbo was beginning to
hope that the wetch woul d not be able to answer, Gollum brought up menories
of ages and ages and ages before, when he lived with his grandnother in a
hole in a bank by a river, "Sss, sss, ny preciouss,”" he said. "Sun on the
daisies it means, it does."

But these ordinary aboveground everyday sort of riddles were tiring for
him Also they rem nded hi m of days when he had been |l ess |onely and sneaky
and nasty, and that put him out of tenper. What is nmore they nmade him
hungry; so this time he tried sonething a bit nore difficult and nore
unpl easant :

It cannot be seen, cannot be felt,
Cannot be heard, cannot be snelt.

It lies behind stars and under hills,
And enpty holes it fills.

It cones first and follows after,
Ends life, kills laughter
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Unfortunately for Gollum Bilbo had heard that sort of thing before; and
the answer was all round himanyway. "Dark!" he said w thout even scratching
his head or putting on his thinking cap

A box wi thout hinges, key, or lid,
Yet golden treasure inside is hid,

he asked to gain tinme, until he could think of a really hard one. This
he thought a dreadfully easy chestnut, though he had not asked it in the
usual words. But it proved a nasty poser for Gollum He hissed to hinself,
and still he did not answer; he whi spered and spluttered.

After some while Bilbo becane inpatient. "Well, what is it?" he said.
"The answer's not a kettle boiling over, as you seemto think fromthe noise
you are naking."

"G ve us a chance; let it give us a chance, ny preciouss-ss-ss."

"Well," said Bilbo, after giving him a |long chance, "what about vyour
guess?”

But suddenly Gollum renenbered thieving from nests [|ong ago, and
sitting under the river bank teaching his grandnother, teaching his
grandnot her to suck-"Eggses!" he hissed. "Eggses it is!" Then he asked:

A live w thout breath,

As col d as death;

Never thirsty, ever drinking,
Al in mail never clinking.

He also in his turn thought this was a dreadfully easy one, because he
was al ways thinking of the answer. But he could not renenber anything better
at the nonent, he was so flustered by the egg-question. Al the same it was
a poser for poor Bilbo, who never had anything to do with the water if he
could help it. | imagine you know the answer, of course, or can guess it as
easy as winking, since you are sitting confortably at hone and have not the
danger of being eaten to disturb your thinking. Bilbo sat and cleared his
throat once or tw ce, but no answer cane.

After a while Gollum began to hiss wth pleasure to hinself: "lIs it
nice, nmy preciousss? Is it juicy? Is it scrunptiously crunchabl e?" He began
to peer at Bilbo out of the darkness.

"Hal f a nmonent,"” said the hobbit shivering. "I gave you a good |ong
chance just now. "

"I't nust nake haste, haste!" said Gollum beginning to clinb out of his
boat on to the shore to get at Bilbo. But when he put his |ong webby foot in
the water, a fish junped out in a fright and fell on Bilbo's toes.

"Ugh!" he said, "it is cold and clammy!"-and so he guessed. "Fish
Fish!" he cried. "It is fish!"

Gol l um was dreadful ly disappointed; but Bilbo asked another riddle as
quick as ever be could, so that Gollumhad to get back into his boat and
t hi nk.

No-l egs lay on one-leg, two-legs sat near on three-legs, four-Ilegs got
Sore.

It was not really the right time for this riddle, but Bilbo was in a
hurry. Gollum m ght have had sone trouble guessing it, if he had asked it at
another tinme. As it was, talking of fish, "no-legs" was not so very
difficult, and after that the rest was easy. "Fish on a little table, man at
table sitting on a stool, the cat has the bones"-that of course is the
answer, and CGollum soon gave it. Then he thought the time had cone to ask
somet hing hard and horrible. This is what he said:

This thing all things devours:
Bi rds, beasts, trees, flowers;
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Ghaws iron, bites steel;
Ginds hard stones to neal;
Sl ays king, ruins town,

And beats high nmountain down.

Poor Bilbo sat in the dark thinking of all the horrible names of al
the giants and ogres he had ever heard told of in tales, but not one of them
had done all these things. He had a feeling that the answer was quite
different and that he ought to knowit, but he could not think of it. He
began to get frightened, and that is bad for thinking. Gollumbegan to get
out of his boat. He flapped into the water and paddled to the bank; Bilbo
could see his eyes comng towards him H's tongue seenmed to stick in his
mouth; he wanted to shout out: "Gve ne nore tine! Gve ne tinel" But al
that came out with a sudden squeal was:

"Time! Time!"

Bi | bo was saved by pure luck. For that of course was the answer.

Gol lum was di sappoi nted once nore; and now he was getting angry, and
also tired of the game. It had made himvery hungry indeed. This time he did
not go back to the boat. He sat down in the dark by Bilbo. That made the
hobbit nmost dreadfully unconfortable and scattered his wits.

"It's got to ask uss a quesstion, ny preciouss, yes, yess, yesss. Jusst
one nore quesstion to guess, yes, yess," said Gollum

But Bilbo sinply could not think of any question with that nasty wet
cold thing sitting next to him and pawing and poking him He scratched
hi nsel f, he pinched hinself; still he could not think of anything.

"Ask us! ask us!" said Gollum

Bi | bo pi nched hinself and sl apped hinself; he gripped on his little
sword; he even felt in his pocket with his other hand. There he found the
ring he had picked up in the passage and forgotten about.

"What have | got in ny pocket?" he said aloud. He was talking to
hi nsel f, but Gollumthought it was a riddle, and he was frightfully upset.
"Not fair! not fair!" he hissed. "It isn't fair, my precious, is it, to

ask us what it's got inits nassty little pocketses?"
Bi | bo seeing what had happened and having nothing better to ask stuck
to his question. "What have | got in ny pocket?" he said | ouder.

"S-s-s-s-s," hissed Gollum "It must give us three guesseses, ny
preci ouss, three guesseses.”
"Very well! Quess away!" said Bil bo.

"Handses!" said CGoll um

"Wong," said Bilbo, who had luckily just taken his hand

out again. "Quess again!"

"S-s-s-s-s," said Gollumnore upset than ever. He thought of all the
things he kept in his own pockets: fishbones, goblins' teeth, wet shells, a
bit of bat-wing, a sharp stone to sharpen his fangs on, and other nasty
things. He tried to think what other people kept in their pockets.

"Knife!" he said at |ast.

"Wong!" said Bilbo, who had lost his sone tine ago. "lLast guess!"”

Now Gol lumwas in a nuch worse state than when Bilbo had asked himthe
egg-question. He hissed and spluttered and rocked hinself backwards and
forwards, and slapped his feet on the floor, and wiggled and squirned; but
still he did not dare to waste his | ast guess.

"Come on!" said Bilbo. "I am waiting!" He tried to sound bold and
cheerful, but he did not feel at all sure howthe game was going to end,
whet her Gol | um guessed right or not.

"Time's up!" he said.

"String, or nothing!" shrieked Gollum which was not quite fair-working
in two guesses at once.

"Both wong," cried Bilbo very rmuch relieved; and he junped at once to
his feet, put his back to the nearest wall, and held out his little sword.
He knew, of <course, that the riddle-game was sacred and of inmrense
antiquity, and even wicked creatures were afraid to cheat when they played
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at it. But he felt he could not trust this slinmy thing to keep any promn se
at a pinch. Any excuse would do for himto slide out of it. And after al
that last question had not been a genuine riddle according to the ancient
| aws.

But at any rate Gollumdid not at once attack him He could see the
sword in Bilbo's hand. He sat still, shivering and whispering. At |ast Bilbo
could wait no | onger.

"Wl I ?" he said. "Wat about your promise? | want to go. You nust show
me the way."

"Did we say so, precious? Show the nassty little Baggins the way out,
yes, yes. But what has it got in its pocketses, eh? Not string, precious,
but not nothing. Ch no! gollum™"

"Never you mind," said Bilbo. "A promse is a promse."

"Cross it is, inpatient, precious," hissed Gollum "But it nust wait,
yes it nust. We can't go up the tunnels so hasty. W nust go and get sone
things first, yes, things to help us."

"Well, hurry up!" said Bilbo, relieved to think of Gollum going away.
He thought he was just making an excuse and did not nean to come back. What
was Col lumtal ki ng about? What useful thing could he keep out on the dark
| ake? But he was wong. CGollumdid mean to cone back. He was angry now and
hungry. And he was a miserable wicked creature, and already he had a plan.

Not far away was his island, of which Bilbo knew nothing, and there in
his hiding-place he kept a few wetched oddnments, and one very beautiful
thing, very beautiful, very wonderful. He had aring, a golden ring, a
preci ous ring.

"My birthday-present!" he whispered to hinself, as he had often done in
the endl ess dark days. "That's what we wants now, yes; we wants it!"

He wanted it because it was a ring of power, and if you slipped that
ring on your finger, you were invisible; only in the full sunlight could you
be seen, and then only by your shadow, and that woul d be shaky and faint.

"My birthday-present! It cane to me on ny birthday, my precious," So he
had al ways said to hinself. But who knows how Gollum cane by that present,
ages ago in the old days when such rings were still at large in the world?
Per haps even the Master who ruled themcould not have said. Gollum used to
wear it at first, till it tired him and then he kept it in a pouch next his
skin, till it galled him and now usually he hid it in a hole in the rock on
his island, and was al ways going back to look at it. And still sonetinmes he
put it on, when he could not bear to be parted fromit any |onger, or when
he was very, very, hungry, and tired of fish. Then he would creep al ong dark
passages |ooking for stray goblins. He might even venture into places where

the torches were |it and nade his eyes blink and smart; for he would be
safe. Oh yes, quite safe. No one would see him no one would notice him
till he had his fingers on their throat. Only a few hours ago he had worn
it, and caught a small goblin-inmp. How it squeaked! He still had a bone or
two left to gnaw, but he wanted somethi ng softer

"Quite safe, yes," he whispered to hinself. "It won't see us, will it,
my precious? No. It won't see wus, and its nassty little sword will be

usel ess, yes quite."

That is what was in his wicked little mnd, as he slipped suddenly from
Bil bo's side, and flapped back to his boat, and went off into the dark
Bi | bo thought he had heard the last of him Still he waited a while; for he
had no idea howto find his way out al one.

Suddenly he heard a screech. It sent a shiver down his back. Gollum was
cursing and wailing away in the gloom not very far off by the sound of it.
He was on his island, scrabbling here and there, searching and seeking in
vai n.

"Where is it? Wiere iss it?" Bilbo heard himcrying. "Losst it is, ny
precious, lost, lost! Curse us and crush us, ny precious is lost!"

"What's the matter?" Bilbo called. "Wat have you | ost?"

"It nustn't ask us," shrieked Gollum "Not its business, no, gollumn
It's losst, gollum gollum gollum"
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"Well, so aml,"” cried Bilbo, "and | want to get unlost. And | won the
ganme, and you pronised. So cone along! Come and let nme out, and then go on
wi th your | ooking!"

Uterly mserable as Gollum sounded, Bilbo could not find nuch pity in
his heart, and he had a feeling that anything Gollum wanted so nuch could
hardly be sonet hing good

"Cone al ong!" he shout ed.

"No, not yet, precious!" Gollumanswered. "W nust search for it, it's
| ost, gollum™

"But you never guessed ny |ast question, and you pronised," said Bilbo.

"Never guessed!" said Gollum Then suddenly out of the gloomcane a
sharp hiss. "What has it got in its pocketses? Tell us that. It nust tel
first."

As far as Bilbo knew, there was no particular reason why he should not

tell. Gollums mnd had junped to a guess quicker than his; naturally, for
Gol  um had brooded for ages on this one thing, and he was always afraid of
its being stolen. But Bilbo was annoyed at the delay. After all, he had won

the ganme, pretty fairly, at a horrible risk. "Answers were to be guessed not
given," he said.
"But it wasn't a fair question," said Gollum "Not a riddle, precious,

no.

"Ch well, if it's a matter of ordinary questions,"”
| asked one first. What have you lost? Tell ne that!"

"What has it got in its pocketses?" The sound cane hissing | ouder and
sharper, and as he |ooked towards it, to his alarmBilbo now saw two snal |
points of light peering at him As suspicion grewin Gllums mnd, the
light of his eyes burned with a pale flane.

"What have you lost?" Bilbo persisted. But nowthe light in GCollunis
eyes had becone a green fire, and it was comng swiftly nearer. Gollum was
in his boat again, paddling wildly back to the dark shore; and such a rage
of loss and suspicion was in his heart that no sword had any nore terror for
hi m

Bi |l bo could not guess what had nmaddened the wetched creature, but he
saw that all was up, and that Gollum neant to nurder himat any rate. Just
intime he turned and ran blindly back up the dark passage down whi ch he had
come, keeping close to the wall and feeling it with his |eft hand.

"What has it got in its pocketses?" he heard the hiss |oud behind him
and the splash as Gollum |l eapt fromhis boat.

"What have |, | wonder?" he said to hinself, as he panted and stunbl ed
along. He put his Ileft hand in his pocket. The ring felt very cold as it
quietly slipped on to his groping forefinger

The hiss was cl ose behind him He turned now and saw Gol lumis eyes |ike
smal |l green | anps comng up the slope. Terrified he tried to run faster, but
suddenly he struck his toes on a snag in the floor, and fell flat with his
little sword under him

In a nmonent Gollumwas on him But before Bilbo could do anything,
recover his breath, pick hinself up, or wave his sword, Gollum passed by,
taking no notice of him cursing and whi spering as he ran.

What could it nmean? Gollumcould see in the dark. Bilbo could see the
light of his eyes palely shining even from behind. Painfully he got up, and
sheathed his sword, which was now glowing faintly again, then very
cautiously he followed. There seened nothing else to do. It was no good
crawling back down to Gollums water. Perhaps if he followed him Gollum
m ght lead himto sone way of escape w thout neaning to.

"Curse it! curse it! curse it!" hissed Gollum "Curse the Baggins! It's
gone! What has it got in its pocketses? Ch we guess, we guess, Ny precious.
He's found it, yes he nust have. My birthday-present."”

Bil bo pricked up his ears. He was at |ast beginning to guess hinself.
H* hurried a little, getting as close as he dared behind Gollum who was
still going quickly, not |ooking back, but turning his head fromside to

Bil bo replied, "then
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side, as Bilbo could see fromthe faint glinmer on the walls.

"My birthday-present! Curse it! Howdid we lose it, my precious? Yes,
that's it. Wien we canme this way last, when we twi sted that nassty young
squeaker. That's it. Curse it! It slipped fromus, after all these ages and
ages! It's gone, gollum"

Suddenly Collum sat down and began to weep, a whistling and gurgling
sound horrible to listen to. Bilbo halted and flattened hinsel f against the
tunnel -wall. After a while CGollum stopped weeping and began to talk. He
seened to be having an argunent with hinself.

"I't's no good going back there to search, no. W doesn't renenber al
the places we've visited. And it's no use. The Baggins has got it inits
pocket ses; the nassty noser has found it, we says."

"W guesses, precious, only guesses. W can't knowtill we find the
nassty creature and squeezes it. But it doesn't know what the present can
do, does it? It'Il just keep it in its pocketses. It doesn't know, and it

can't go far. It's lost itself, the nassty nosey thing. It doesn't know the
way out It said so."

"It said so, yes; but it's tricksy. It doesn't say what it neans. It
won't say what it's got in its pocketses. It knows. It knows a way in, it
must know a way out, yes. It's off to the back-door. To the back-door,
that's it."

"The goblinses wll catch it then. It <can't get out that way,
precious."

"Ssss, sss, gollum Goblinses! Yes, but if it's got the present, our
precious present, then goblinses wll get it, gollum They'Il find it,
they'Il find out what it does. W shan't ever be safe again, never, goll un
One of the goblinses will put it on, and then no one will see him He'll be

there but not seen. Not even our clever eyeses will notice hinm and he'l
come creepsy and tricksy and catch us, gollum gollum™"

"Then let's stop tal king, precious, and nake haste. |If the Baggins has
gone that way, we nust go quick and see. Go! Not far now. Mke haste!"

Wth a spring Gollumgot up and started shanbling off at a great pace.
Bil bo hurried after him still cautiously, though his chief fear now was of
tripping on another snag and falling with a noise. His head was in a whirl
of hope and wonder. It seened that the ring he had was a nmagic ring: it made
you invisible!l He had heard of such things, of course, in old old tales; but
it was hard to believe that he really had found one, by accident. Still
there it was: Gollumwth his bright eyes had passed himby, only a yard to
one si de.

On they went, Gollumflip-flapping ahead, hissing and cursing; Bilbo
behind going as softly as a hobbit can. Soon they cane to places where, as
Bi | bo had noticed on the way down, side-passages opened, this way and that.
Gol | um began at once to count them
"One left, yes. One right, yes. Two right, yes, yes. Two left, vyes,

And so on and on

As the count grew he sl owed down, and he began to get shaky and weepy;
for he was leaving the water further and further behind, and he was getting
afrai d. Goblins mght be about, and he had lost his ring. At |ast he stopped
by a | ow opening, on their left as they went up

"Seven right, yes. Six left, yes!" he whispered. "This is it. This is
the way to the back-door, yes. Here's the passage!"

He peered in, and shrank back. "But we durstn't go in, precious, no we
durstn't. Goblinses down there. Lots of goblinses. W snells them Ssss!"

"What shall we do? Curse themand crush them W nust wait here,
precious, wait a bit and see."

So they canme to a dead stop. Gollum had brought Bilbo to the way out
after all, but Bilbo could not get in! There was Gollumsitting hunped up
right in the opening, and his eyes gleaned cold in his head, as he swayed it
fromside to side between his knees.

Bilbo crept away from the wall nore quietly than a nouse; but Gollum
stiffened at once, and sniffed, and his eyes went green. He hissed softly

yes.
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but nenacingly. He could not see the hobbit, but now he was on the alert,
and he had other senses that the darkness had sharpened: hearing and snell.
He seened to be crouched right down wth his flat hands splayed on the
floor, and his head thrust out, nose alnobst to the stone. Though he was only
a bl ack shadow in the gleamof his own eyes, Bilbo could see or feel that he
was tense as a bowstring, gathered for a spring.

Bil bo alnost stopped breathing, and went stiff hinself. He was
desperate. He nust get away, out of this horrible darkness, while he had any
strength left. He nust fight. He nmust stab the foul thing, put its eyes out,
kill it. It neant to Kkill him No, not a fair fight. He was invisible now.
Gol lum had no sword. Gollumhad not actually threatened to kill him or
tried to yet. And he was niserable, alone, lost. A sudden understanding, a
pity mxed wth horror, welled up in Bilbo's heart: a glinpse of endless
unmarked days w thout light or hope of betternent, hard stone, cold fish,
sneaking and whispering. Al these thoughts passed in a flash of a second.
He trenbled. And then quite suddenly in another flash, as if lifted by a new
strength and resol ve, he | eaped.

No great leap for a man, but a leap in the dark. Straight over Gollums
head he junped, seven feet forward and three in the air; indeed, had he
knowmn it, he only just missed cracking his skull on the low arch of the
passage

Gol lum threw hi nsel f backwards, and grabbed as the hobbit flew over
him but too late: his hands snapped on thin air, and Bilbo, falling fair on
his sturdy feet, sped off down the new tunnel. He did not turn to see what
Gol lum was doing. There was a hissing and cursing alnbst at his heels at
first, then it stopped. Al at once there cane a bloodcurdling shriek,
filled with hatred and despair. Gollum was defeated. He dared go no further
He had lost: lost his prey, and lost, too, the only thing he had ever cared
for, his precious. The cry brought Bilbo's heart to his nmouth, but still he
hel d on. Now faint as an echo, but nenacing, the voice cane behind:

"Thief, thief, thief! Baggins! W hates it, we hates it, we hates it
for ever!"

Then there was a silence. But that too seened nenacing to Bilbo. "If
goblins are so near that he snelt them" he thought, "then they'lIl have
heard his shrieking and cursing. Careful now, or this way will lead you to

wor se things."
The passage was | ow and roughly made. It was not too difficult for the

hobbit, except when, in spite of all <care, he stubbed his poor toes again,
several tines, on nasty jagged stones in the floor. "A bit low for goblins,
at least for the big ones," thought Bilbo, not knowi ng that even the big

ones, the ores of the nobuntains, go along at a great speed stooping low with
their hands al nbst on the ground.

Soon the passage that had been sloping down began to go up again, and
after a while it clinbed steeply. That slowed Bilbo down. But at l|last the
sl ope stopped, the passage turned a corner, and dipped down again, and
there, at the bottomof a short incline, he saw filtering round another
corner-a glinpse of light. Not red light, as of fire or lantern, but a pale
out -of -doors sort of light. Then Bilbo began to run

Scuttling as fast as his legs would carry himhe turned the | ast corner
and cane suddenly right into an open space, where the light, after all that
time in the dark, seened dazzlingly bright. Really it was only a |eak of
sunshine in through a doorway, where a great door, a stone door, was |eft
st andi ng open.

Bi | bo blinked, and then suddenly he saw the goblins: goblins in ful
arnmour with drawn swords sitting just inside the door, and watching it with
wi de eyes, and watching the passage that led to it. They were aroused,
alert, ready for anything.

They saw hi m sooner than he saw them Yes, they saw him Wether it was
.an accident, or a last trick of thering before it took a new master, it
was not on his finger. Wth yells of delight the goblins rushed upon him
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A pang of fear and loss, like an echo of Gollums misery, snote Bilbo,
and forgetting even to draw his sword he struck his hands into his pockets.
And- there was the ring still, in his left pocket, and it slipped on his

finger. The goblins stopped short. They could not see a sign of him He had
vani shed. They yelled twice as |loud as before, but not so delightedly.

"Where is it?" they cried.

"Go back up the passage!" sonme shouted.

"This way!" sone yelled. "That way!" others yelled.

"Look out for the door," bellowed the captain.

Whi stles blew, arnmour clashed, swords rattled, goblins cursed and swore
and ran hither and thither, falling over one another and getting very angry.
There was a terrible outcry, to-do, and disturbance.

Bil bo was dreadfully frightened, but he had the sense to understand
what had happened and to sneak behind a big barrel which held drink for the
goblin-guards, and so get out of the way and avoid being bunped into,
tranpled to death, or caught by feel

"I must get to the door, | nust get to the door!" he kept on saying to
hinself, but it was a long tine before he ventured to try. Then it was like
a horrible ganme of blind-man's buff. The place was full of goblins running
about, and the poor little hobbit dodged this way and that, was knocked over
by a goblin who could not nmake out what he had bunped into, scranbled away
on all fours, slipped between the | egs of the captain just in tinme, got up,
and ran for the door.

It was still ajar, but a goblin had pushed it nearly to. Bilbo
struggl ed but he could not nove it. He tried to squeeze through the crack
He squeezed and squeezed, and he stuck! It was awmful. H s buttons had got
wedged on the edge of the door and the door-post. He could see outside into
the open air: there were a few steps running down into a narrow vall ey
between tall nountains; the sun came out from behind a cloud and shone
bright on the outside of the door-but he could not get through

Suddenly one of the goblins inside shouted: "There is a shadow by the
door. Sonething is outside!"

Bi Il bo's heart junped into his nouth. He gave a terrific squirm Buttons
burst off in all directions. He was through, with a torn coat and wai stcoat,
| eapi ng down the steps like a goat, while bewildered goblins were stil
pi cking up his nice brass buttons on the doorstep

O course they soon cane down after him hooting and hallooing, and
hunting anong the trees. But they don't like the sun: it makes their |egs
wobbl e and their heads giddy. They could not find Bilbo with the ring on,
slipping in and out of the shadow of the trees, running quick and quiet, and
keepi ng out of the sun; so soon they went back grunbling and cursing to
guard the door. Bilbo had escaped.

Chapter 6. Qut of the Frying-Pan into the Fire

Bi | bo had escaped the goblins, but he did not know where he was. He had
| ost hood, cloak, food, pony, his buttons and his friends. He wandered on
and on, till the sun began to sink westwards-behind the nountains. Their
shadows fell across Bilbo's path, and he | ooked back. Then he | ooked forward
and coul d see before himonly ridges and slopes falling towards | ow ands and
pl ains glinpsed occasionally between the trees.

"Good heavens!" he exclained. "I seemto have got right to the other
side of the Msty Mwuntains, right to the edge of the Land Beyond! Were and
O where can Gandalf and the dwarves have got to? I only hope to goodness
they are not still back there in the power of the goblins!"

He still wandered on, out of the little high valley, over its edge, and
down the sl opes beyond; but all the while a very unconfortable thought was
growi ng inside him He wondered whether he ought not, now he had the magic
ring, to go back into the horrible, horrible, tunnels and |ook for his
friends. He had just made up his mnd that it was his duty, that he nust
turn back-and very nmiserable he felt about it-when he heard voices.
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He stopped and listened. It did not sound Iike goblins; so he crept
forward carefully. He was on a stony path w nding downwards with a rocky
wall. on the left hand; on the other side the ground sloped away and there

were dells below the | evel of the path overhung w th bushes and | ow trees.
In one of these dells under the bushes people were talKking.

He crept still nearer, and suddenly he saw peering between two big
boul ders a head with a red hood on: it was Balin doing |ook-out. He could
have cl apped and shouted for joy, but he did not. He had still got the ring

on, for fear of neeting sonething unexpected and unpl easant, and he saw t hat
Balin was | ooking straight at himw thout noticing him

"I will give themall a surprise,"” he thought, as he crawed into the
bushes at the edge of the dell. Gandalf was arguing with the dwarves. They
were discussing all that had happened to themin the tunnels, and wondering
and debating what they were to do now The dwarves were grunbling, and
Gandal f was saying that they could not possibly go on with their journey
| eaving M. Baggins in the hands of the goblins, without trying to find out
if he was alive or dead, and without trying to rescue him

"After all he is nmy friend," said the w zard, "and not a bad little
chap. | feel responsible for him | w sh to goodness you had not |ost him"
The dwarves wanted to know why he had ever been brought at all, why he

could not stick to his friends and cone along with them and why the w zard
had not chosen sonmeone with nore sense. "He has been nore trouble than use

so far," said one. "If we have got to' go back nowinto those aboninable
tunnels to look for him then drat him | say."
Gandal f answered angrily: "I brought him and | don't bring things that

are of no use. Either you help ne to look for him or I go and |leave you
here to get out of the ness as best you can yourselves. If we can only find

hi m again, you will thank nme before all is over. Watever did you want to go
and drop himfor, Dori?"
"You would have dropped him" said Dori, "if a goblin had suddenly

grabbed your leg frombehind in the dark, tripped up your feet, and ki cked
you in the back!"

"Then why didn't you pick himup again?"

"CGood heavens! Can you ask! Goblins fighting and biting in the dark,
everybody falling over bodies and hitting one another! You nearly chopped
off my head with dandring, and Thorin Ws stabbing here there and
everywhere with Orcrist. All of a sudden you gave one of your blinding
fl ashes, and we saw the goblins running back yel ping. You shouted 'follow nme
everybody!' and everybody ought to have foll owed. W thought everybody had.
There was no tinme to count, as you know quite well, till we had dashed
through the gate-guards, out of the |ower door, and helter-skelter down
here. And here we are-w thout the burglar, confusticate him"

"And here's the burglar!" said Bilbo stepping down into the mddle of
them and slipping off the ring.

Bl ess nme, how they junped! Then they shouted with surprise and delight.
Gandal f was as astoni shed as any of them but probably nore pleased than all
the others. He called to Balin and told himwhat he thought of a | ook-out
man who | et people walk right into themlike that without warning. It is a
fact that Bilbo's reputation went up a very great deal wth the dwarves
after this. If they had still doubted that he was really a first-class
burglar, in spite of Gandalf's words, they doubted no |onger. Balin was the
nmost puzzled of all; but everyone said it was a very clever bit of work.

Indeed Bilbo was so pleased with their praise that he just chuckled
i nsi de and sai d not hi ng what ever about the ring; and when they asked hi m how

he did it, he said: "O just crept along, you knowvery carefully and
quietly."

"Well, it is the first time that even a nouse has crept along carefully
and quietly under my very nose and not been spotted," said Balin, "and

take off my hood to you." Which he did.
"Balin at your service," said he
"Your servant, M. Baggins," said Bilbo.
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Then they wanted to know all about his adventures after they had | ost
him and he sat down and told them everything-except about the finding of
the ring ("not just now' he thought). They were particularly interested in
the riddl e-conpetition, and shuddered nost appreciatively at his description
of Gol |l um

"And then | couldn't think of any other question wth him sitting
beside ne," ended Bilbo; "so | said "what's in ny pocket? And he couldn't
guess in three goes. So | said: 'what about your prom se? Show ne the way
out!' But he came at ne to kill ne, and | ran, and fell over, and he ni ssed
me in the dark. Then | followed him because | heard himtalking to hinself.
He thought | really knew the way out, and so he was nmaking for it. And then
he sat down in the entrance, and | could not get by. So | junped over him
and escaped, and ran down to the gate."

"What about guards?" they asked. "Weren't there any?"

"Ovyes! lots of them but | dodged 'em | got stuck in the door, which
was only open a crack, and | lost lots of buttons," he said sadly | ooking at
his torn clothes. "But | squeezed through all right-and here | am"

The dwarves |ooked at himwith quite a new respect, when he talked
about dodgi ng guards, junping over Gollum and squeezing through, as if it
was not very difficult or very al arm ng.

"What did | tell you?" said Gandalf |aughing. "M. Baggins has nore
about himthan you guess." He gave Bilbo a queer |ook fromunder his bushy
eyebrows, as he said this, and the hobbit wondered if he guessed at the part
of his tale that he had left out.

Then he had questions of his owm to ask, for if Gandalf had expl ai ned
it all by nowto the dwarves, Bilbo had not heard it. He wanted to know how
the wi zard had turned up again, and where they had all got to now.

The wi zard, to tell the truth, never minded explaining his cleverness
nmore than once, so now he had told Bilbo that both he and Elrond had been
well aware of the presence of evil goblins in that part of the nountains.
But their main gate used to cone out on a different pass, one nore easy to
travel by, so that they often caught people benighted near their gates.
Evidently people had given up going that way, and the goblins nmust have
opened their new entrance at the top of the pass the dwarves had taken,
quite recently, because it had been found quite safe up to now.

"I must see if | can't find a nore or less decent giant to block it up
again," said Gandalf, "or soon there will be no getting over the nountains
at all."

As soon as Gndalf had heard Bilbo's yell he realized what had
happened. In the flash which killed the goblins that were grabbing himhe
had ni pped inside the crack, just as it snapped to. He followed after the
drivers and prisoners right to the edge of the great hall, and there he sat
down and worked up the best magic he could in the shadows.

"A very ticklish business, it was," he said. "Touch and go!"

But, of course, Gandalf had nmade a special study of bewi tchnments with
fire and lights (even the hobbit had never forgotten the magic fireworks at
A d Took's mdsummer-eve parties, as you renenber). The rest we all know -
except that Gandal f knew all about the back-door, as the goblins called the
| ower gate, where Bilbo lost his buttons. As a matter of fact it was well
known to anybody who was acquainted with this part of the nountains; but it
took a wizard to keep his head in the tunnels and guide themin the right
direction.

"They made that gate ages ago," he said, "partly for a way of escape,
if they needed one; partly as a way out into the | ands beyond, where they

still come in the dark and do great damage. They guard it always and no one
has ever managed to block it up. They will guard it doubly after this," he
| aughed.

Al the others |aughed too. After all they had |ost a good deal, but
they had killed the Geat Goblin and a great nmany others besides, and they
had all escaped, so they might be said to have had the best of it so far
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But the wizard called themto their senses. "W nust be getting on at
once, nowwe are a little rested," he said. "They will be out after us in
hundreds when ni ght conmes on; and al ready shadows are | engthening. They can
snel |l our footsteps for hours and hours after we have passed. W nust be
nmles on before dusk. There will be a bit of moon, if it keeps fine, and
that is Jlucky. Not that they nmind the noon nuch, but it will give us a
little light to steer by."

"Ovyes!" he said in answer to nore questions fromthe hobbit. "You | ose
track of time inside goblin-tunnels. Today's Thursday, and it was Mnday
night or Tuesday norning that we were captured. W have gone nmiles and
mles, and come right down through the heart of the nountains, and are now
on the other side-quite a short cut. But we are not at the point to which
our pass woul d have brought us; we are too far to the North, and have sone
awkward country ahead. And we are still pretty high up. Let's get on!"

"I am so dreadfully hungry," groaned Bil bo, who was suddenly aware that
he had not had a meal since the night before the night before last. Just
think of that for a hobbit! H's stonmach felt all enpty and | oose and his
| egs all wobbly, now that the excitenent was over.

"Can't help it," said Gandal f, "unless you like to go back and ask the
goblins nicely to let you have your pony back and your |uggage."”

"No thank you!" said Bil bo.

"Very well then, we nmust just tighten our belts and trudge on - or we

shall be made into supper, and that wll be rmuch worse than having none
our sel ves. "

As they went on Bilbo | ooked from side to side for something to eat;
but the bl ackberries were still only in flower, and of course there were no

nuts, nor even hawthorn-berries. He nibbled a bit of sorrel, and he drank
froma small nountain-streamthat crossed the path, and he ate three wild
strawberries that he found on its bank, but it was not rmuch good.

They still went on and on. The rough path di sappeared. The bushes, and
the |l ong grasses, between the boul ders, the patches of rabbit-cropped turf,
the thyne and the sage and the marjoram and the vyellow rockroses al
vani shed, and they found thenmselves at the top of a w de steep slope of
fallen stones, the remains of a |andslide. Wen they began to go down this,
rubbi sh and small pebbles rolled away fromtheir feet; soon larger bits of
split stone went «clattering down and started other pieces below them
slithering and rolling; then [unps of rocks were disturbed and bounded off,
crashing down with a dust and a noise. Before |long the whole slope above
them and bel ow t hem seemed on the nmove, and they were sliding away, huddl ed
all together, in a fearful confusion of slipping, rattling, cracking slabs
and stones.

It was the trees at the bottomthat saved them They slid into the edge
of a clinmbing wood of pines that here stood right up the nountain slope from
the deeper darker forests of the valleys below Sone caught hold of the
trunks and swung thenselves into |ower branches, sone (like the little
hobbit) got behind a tree to shelter fromthe onslaught of the rocks. Soon
the danger was over, the slide had stopped, and the |ast faint crashes could
be heard as the largest of the disturbed stones went bounding and spinning
anong the bracken and the pine-roots far bel ow

"Well! that has got wus on a bit," said Gandalf; "and even goblins
tracking us will have a job to come down here quietly."

"l daresay," grunbled Bonbur; "but they won't find it difficult to send
stones bounci ng down on our heads." The dwarves (and Bilbo) were feeling far
from happy, and were rubbing their bruised and damaged | egs and feet.

"Nonsense! W are going to turn aside here out of the path of the
slide. W nust be quick! Look at the light!" The sun had | ong gone behind
the mountains. Already the shadows were deepening about them though far
away through the trees and over the black tops of those growing |ower down
they could still see the evening lights on the plains beyond. They |inped
along now as fast as they were able down the gentle slopes of a pine forest
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in a slanting path |eading steadily southwards. At tinmes they were pushing

through a sea of bracken with tall fronds rising right above the hobbit's
head; at times they were marching along quiet as quiet over a floor of
pi ne-needles; and all the while the forest-gloomgot heavier and the

forest-silence deeper. There was no wnd that evening to bring even a
sea-sighing into the branches of the trees.

"Must we go any further?" asked Bilbo, when it was so dark that he
could only just see Thorin's beard wagging beside him and so quiet that he
could hear the dwarves' breathing l[ike a loud noise. "My toes are al
brui sed and bent, and ny | egs ache, and ny stomach is wagging |like an enpty
sack."

"A bit further," said Gandalf.

After what seenmed ages further they cane suddenly to an opening where
no trees grew. The nmoon was up and was shining into the clearing. Somehow it

struck all of themas not at all a nice place, although there was nothing
wong to see.

Al of a sudden they heard a how away down hill, a |Iong shuddering
how . It was answered by another away to the right and a good deal nearer to

them then by another not far away to the left. It was wolves howing at the
moon, wol ves gat hering toget her!

There were no wol ves living near M. Baggins' hole at hone, but he knew
that noise. He had had it described to himoften enough in tales. One of his
el der cousins (on the Took side), who had been a great traveller, used to
imtate it to frighten him To hear it out in the forest under the nmoon was
too nuch for Bi | bo. Even magic rings are not nuch use against
wol ves-especi al |y against the evil packs that lived under the shadow of the
goblin-infested mountains, over the Edge of the WIld on the borders of the
unknown. Wbl ves of that sort snmell keener than goblins, and do not need to
see you to catch you!

"VWhat shall we do, what shall we do!" he cried. "Escaping goblins to be
caught by wolves!" he said, and it becane a proverb, though we now say 'out
of the frying-pan into the fire' in the same sort of unconfortable
situations.

"Up the trees quick!" cried Gandalf; and they ran to the trees at the
edge of the glade, hunting for those that had branches fairly Iow, or were
sl ender enough to swarmup. They found them as quick as ever they could, you
can guess; and up they went as high as ever they could trust the branches.
You woul d have | aughed (froma safe distance), if you had seen the dwarves

sitting up in the trees with their beards dangling down, |ike old gentlenen
gone cracked and playing at being boys. Fili and Kili were at the top of a
tall larch like an enornmous Christmas tree. Dori, Nori, On, Gn, and Goin
were nmore confortable in a huge pine with regul ar branches sticking out at
intervals like the spokes of a wheel. Bifur, Bofur, Bombur, and Thorin were
in another. Dwalin and Balin had swarnmed up a tall slender fir with few

branches and were trying to find a place to sit in the greenery of the
topnost boughs. Gandal f, who was a good deal taller than the others, had
found a tree into which they could not clinb, a |large pine standing at the
very edge of the glade. He was quite hidden in its boughs, but you could see
his eyes gleaning in the noon as he peeped out.

And Bi Il bo? He could not get into any tree, and was scuttling about from

trunk to trunk, like a rabbit that has lost its hole and has a dog after it.

"You've left the burglar behind again}" said Nori to Dori | ooking down.

"I can't be always carrying burglars on ny back," said Dori, "down
tunnel s and up trees! Wat do you think | anf? A porter?”

"He'll be eaten if we don't 'do something," said Thorin, for there were
how s all around them now, getting nearer and nearer. "Dori!" he called, for
Dori was |owest down in the easiest tree, "be quick, and give M. Baggins a
hand up!"

Dori was really a decent fellowin spite of his grumbling. Poor Bilbo
could not reach his hand even when he clinbed down to the bottom branch and

file:/lIF|/rah/J.R.R.%20Tolkien/Hobbit,%20The.txt (44 of 131) [1/17/03 7:43:23 PM]



file:///F|/rah/J.R.R.%20T ol kien/Hobbit,%20The.txt

hung his armdown as far as ever he could. So Dori actually clinbed out of
the tree and let Bilbo scranmble up and stand on his back

Just at that nonment the wolves trotted howing into the clearing. A
of a sudden there were hundreds of eyes |looking at them Still Dori did not
let Bilbo down. He waited till he had clanbered off his shoulders into the
branches, and then he junmped for the branches hinself. Only just in tine! A
wol f  snapped- at his cloak as he swung up, and nearly got him In a minute
there was a whol e pack of themyelping all round the tree and | eaping up at
the trunk, with eyes bl azing and tongues hangi ng out.

But even the wild Wargs (for so the evil wolves over the Edge of the
WIld were nanmed) cannot clinb trees. For a tine they were safe. 'Luckily it
was warm and not wi ndy. Trees are not very confortable to sit in for |ong at
any tine; but in the cold and the wind, wth wolves all round bel ow waiting
for you, they can be perfectly m serabl e places.

This glade in the ring of trees was evidently a neeting-place of the
wol ves. More and nore kept coming in. They left guards at the foot of the
tree in which Dori and Bilbo were, and then went sniffling about till they
had snelt out every tree that had anyone in it. These they guarded too,
while all the rest (hundreds and hundreds it seenmed) went and sat in a great
circle in the glade; and in the niddle of the circle was a great grey wol f.
He spoke to themin the dreadful |anguage of the Wargs. Gandal f under st ood
it. Bilbo did not, but it sounded terrible to him and as if all their talk
was about cruel and wicked things, as it was. Every now and then all the
Wargs in the circle would answer their grey chief all together, and their
dreadful clanmour al nost made the hobbit fall out of his pine-tree.

I will tell you what Gandal f heard, though Bilbo did not understand it.
The Wargs and the goblins often hel ped one another in w cked deeds. Goblins
do not usually venture very far fromtheir nountains, unless they are driven
out and are |ooking for new homes, or are marching to war (which | amgl ad
to say has not happened for a long while). But in those days they sonetines
used to go on raids, especially to get food or slaves to work for them Then
they often got the Wargs to hel p and shared the plunder with them Sonetines
they rode on wolves like nmen do on horses. Nowit seenmed that a great
goblin-raid had been planned for that very night. The Wargs had cone to neet
the goblins and the goblins were late. The reason, no doubt, was the death
of the Great Goblin, and all the excitenent caused by the dwarves and Bil bo
and the wi zard, for whomthey were probably still hunting.

In spite of the dangers of this far land bold nmen had of late been
making their way back into it from the South, cutting down trees, and
buil ding themselves places to live in anong the nore pl easant woods in the
valleys and along the river-shores. There were many of them and they were
brave and wel | -arned, and even the Wargs dared not attack themif there were
many together, or in the bright day. But now they had planned with the
goblins' help to cone by night wupon sone of the villages nearest the
mountains. If their plan had been carried out, there would have been none
left there next day; all would have been killed except the few the goblins
kept fromthe wolves and carried back as prisoners to their caves.

This was dreadful talk to listen to, not only because of the brave
woodrmen and their wives and children, but also because of the danger which
now t hreatened Gandal f and his friends. The Wargs were angry and puzzled at
finding them here in their very neeting-place. They thought they were
friends of the woodnen, and were come to spy on them and woul d take news of
their plans down into the valleys, and then the goblins and the wolves would
have to fight a terrible battle instead of capturing prisoners and devouring
peopl e waked suddenly fromtheir sleep. So the Wirgs had no intention of
going away and letting the people up the trees escape, at any rate not unti
morning. And long before that, they said, goblin soldiers would be com ng
down fromthe nountains; and goblins can clinb trees, or cut them down.

Now you can understand why Gandalf, listening to their growing and
yel ping, began to be dreadfully afraid, w zard though he was, and to fee
that they were in a very bad place, and had not vyet escaped at all. Al the
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same he was not going to let themhave it all their own way, though he could
not do very much stuck up in atall tree with wolves all round on the ground
bel ow. He gathered the huge pinecones fromthe branches of his tree. Then he
set one alight with bright blue fire, and threw it whizzing down anong the
circle of the wolves. It struck one on the back, and i medi ately his shaggy
coat caught fire, and he was leaping to and fro yelping horribly. Then
anot her cane and another, one in blue flanmes, one in red, another in green.
They burst on the ground inthe mddle of the circle and went off in
col oured sparks and snoke. A specially large one hit the chief wolf on the
nose, and he leaped in the air ten feet, and then rushed round and round the
circle biting and snappi ng even at the other wolves in his anger and fright.

The dwarves and Bil bo shouted and cheered. The rage of the wol ves was
terrible to see, and the commpotion they nmade filled all the forest. Wlves
are afraid of fire at all tinmes, but this was a nost horrible and uncanny
fire. |If aspark got in their coats it stuck and burned into them and
unless they rolled over quick they were soon all in flanes. Very soon all
about the gl ade wolves were rolling over and over to put out the sparks on
their backs, while those that were burning were running about how ing and
setting others alight, till their own friends chased them away and they fled
of f down the slopes crying and yamreri ng and | ooki ng for water.

"What's all this wuproar in the forest tonight?" said the Lord of the
Eagles. He was sitting, black in the noonlight, on the top of a lonely
pinnacle of rock at the eastern edge of the nountains. "I hear wolves
voi ces! Are the goblins at nischief in the woods?"

He swept up into the air, and immediately two of his guards fromthe
rocks at either hand | eaped up to follow him They circled up in the sky and
| ooked down upon the ring of the Wargs, a tiny spot far far below But
eagl es have keen eyes and can see snall things at a great distance. The lord
of the eagles of the Msty Muntains had eyes that could |ook at the sun
unbl i nki ng, and could see a rabbit nmoving on the ground a nile below even in
the moonlight. So though he could not see the people in the trees, he could
make out the commotion anong the wolves and see the tiny flashes of fire,
and hear the howing and yel ping cone up faint fromfar beneath him Al so he
could see the glint of the nobon on goblin spears and helnets, as long lines
of the wi cked folk crept down the hillsides fromtheir gate and wound into
t he wood.

Eagles are not kindly birds. Some are cowardly and cruel. But the
ancient race of the northern nountains were the greatest of all birds; they
were proud and strong and nobl e-hearted. They did not |ove goblins, or fear
them When they took any notice of themat all (which was sel dom for they
did not eat such creatures ), they swooped on them and drove them shrieking
back to their caves, and stopped whatever w ckedness they were doing. The
goblins hated the eagles and feared them but could not reach their |ofty
seats, or drive themfromthe nountains.

Tonight the Lord of the Eagles was filled with curiosity to know what
was afoot; so he sumoned nmany other eagles to him and they flew away from
the nmountains, and slowy circling ever round and round they canme down,
down, down towards the ring of the wolves and the neeting-place of the
gobl i ns.

A very good thing too! Dreadful things had been going on down there.
The wol ves that had caught fire and fled into the forest had set it alight
in several places. It was high sunmer, and on this eastern side of the
mountains there had been little rain for sone tinme. Yellow ng bracken,
fallen branches, deep-piled pine-needles, and here and there dead trees,
were soon in flanes. Al round the «clearing of the Wargs fire was | eaping.
But the wol f-guards did not |eave the trees. Maddened and angry they were
| eaping and howing round the trunks, and cursing the dwarves in their
horri bl e | anguage, with their tongues hanging out, and their eyes shining as
red and fierce as the flanes.

Then suddenly goblins cane running up yelling. They thought a battle
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with the woodnmen was going on; but they goon learned what had really
happened. Sonme of themactually sat down and |aughed. Ohers waved their
spears and clashed the shafts against their shields. Goblins are not afraid
of fire, and they soon had a plan which seened to them npst anusing

Sone got all the wolves together in a pack. Sone stacked fern and
brushwood round the tree-trunks. Qthers rushed round and stanped and beat,
and beat and stanped, until nearly all the flames were put out-but they did
not put out the fire nearest to the trees where the dwarves were. That fire
they fed with |eaves and dead branches and bracken. Soon they had a ring of
snoke and flanme all round the dwarves, a ring which they kept from spreadi ng
outwards; but it closed slowy in, till the running fire was licking the
fuel piled wunder the trees. Smoke was in Bilbo' s eyes, he could feel the
heat of the flanes; and through the reek he could see the goblins dancing
round and round in a circle like people round a mdsummer bonfire. CQutside
the ring of dancing warriors with spears and axes stood the wolves at a
respectful distance, watching and waiting.

He coul d hear the goblins beginning a horrible song:

Fifteen birds in five firtrees,

their feathers were fanned in a fiery breeze!
But, funny little birds, they had no w ngs!

O what shall we do with the funny little things?
Roast 'emalive, or stewthemin a pot;

fry them boil them and eat them hot?

Then they stopped and shouted out: "Fly away little birds! Fly away if
you can! Cone down little birds, or you wll get roasted in your nests!
Sing, sing little birds! Wy don't you sing?"

"Go away! little boys!"™ shouted Gandalf in answer. "It isn't
bird-nesting time. Also naughty Ilittle boys that play wth fire get
punished.” He said it to nmke them angry, and to show them he was not
frightened of themthough of course he was, w zard though he was. But they
took no notice, and they went on singing.

Burn, burn tree and fern!
Shrivel and scorch! A fizzling torch
To light the night for our delight,

Ya hey!

Bake and toast 'em fry and roast 'em
till beards blaze, and eyes gl aze;
till hair snells and skins crack,

fat nelts, and bones bl ack
in cinders lie
beneath the sky!

So dwarves shall die,

and light the night for our delight,
Ya hey!

Ya- harri - heyl

Ya hoy!

And with that Ya hoy! the flanes were under Gandalf's tree. In a nonent
it spread to the others. The bark caught fire, the | ower branches cracked.

Then Gandalf clinbed to the top of his tree. The sudden splendour
flashed fromhis wand like Iightning, as he got ready to spring down from on
hi gh ri ght anong the spears of the goblins. That would have been the end of
him though he woul d probably have killed nany of themas he cane hurtling
down like a thunderbolt. But he never | eaped.

Just at that nonent the Lord of the Eagles swept down from above,
seized himin his talons, and was gone.

file:/lIF|/rah/J.R.R.%20Tolkien/Hobbit,%20The.txt (47 of 131) [1/17/03 7:43:23 PM]



file:///F|/rah/J.R.R.%20T ol kien/Hobbit,%20The.txt

There was a howl of anger and surprise fromthe goblins. Loud cried the
Lord of the Eagles, to whom Gandal f had now spoken. Back swept the great
birds that were with him and down they cane |ike huge black shadows. The
wol ves yamrered and gnashed their teeth; the goblins yelled and stanped with
rage, and flung their heavy spears in the air in vain. Over them swooped the
eagles; the dark rush of their beating wings snote themto the floor or
drove themfar away; their talons tore at goblin faces. Oher birds flewto
the tree-tops and seized the dwarves, who were scranbling up now as far as
ever they dared to go.

Poor little Bilbo was very nearly |eft behind again! He just managed to
catch hold of Dori's legs, as Dori was borne off last of all; and they went
together above the tumult and the burning, Bilbo swinging in the air with
his arms nearly breaking.

Now far below the goblins and the wolves were scattering far and w de
in the woods. A feweagles were still circling and sweeping above the
battl e-ground. The flanmes about the trees sprang suddenly up above the
hi ghest branches. They went up in crackling fire. There was a sudden flurry
of sparks and smoke. Bilbo had escaped only just in tine!

Soon the light of the burning was faint below, a red twinkle on the
bl ack floor; and they were high up in the sky, rising all the tine in strong
sweeping circles. Bilbo never forgot that flight, clinging onto Dori's
ankles. He mpaned "nmy arnms, nmy arns!"; but Dori groaned "mny poor |egs, ny

poor |egs!"
At the best of times heights nade Bilbo giddy. He used to turn queer if
he | ooked over the edge of quite a little cliff; and he had never I|iked

| adders, let alone trees (never having had to escape fromwol ves before). So
you can imagine how his head swam now, when he |ooked down between his
dangling toes and saw the dark |ands opening wi de underneath him touched
here and there with the Iight of the moon on a hill-side rock or a streamin
the pl ai ns.

The pal e peaks of the nountains were com ng nearer, nmoonlit spikes of
rock sticking out of black shadows. Sumrer or not, it seened very cold. He
shut his eyes and wondered if he could hold on any |onger. Then he inagi ned
what woul d happen if he did not. He felt sick. The flight ended only just in
time for him just before his arns gave way. He | oosed Dori's ankles with a
gasp and fell onto the rough platformof an eagle's eyrie. There he |lay
wi t hout speaking, and his thoughts were a m xture of surprise at being saved
fromthe fire, and fear lest he fell off that narrow place into the deep
shadows on either side. He was feeling very queer indeed in his head by this
time after the dreadful adventures of the last three days wth next to
nothing to eat, and he found hinself saying aloud: "Now | know what a piece
of bacon feels like when it is suddenly picked out of the pan on a fork and
put back on the shelf!"

"No you don't!" be heard Dori answering, "because the bacon knows that
it will get back in the pan sooner or later; and it is to be hoped we
shan't. Also eagles aren't forks!"

"Ono! Not a bit like storks-forks, | nmean," said Bilbo sitting up and
| ooki ng anxi ously at the eagle who was perched close by. He wondered what
ot her nonsense he had been saying, and if the eagle would think it rude. You
ought not to be rude to an eagle, when you are only the size of a hobbit,
and are up in his eyrie at night!

The eagl e only sharpened his beak on a stone and trinmmed his feathers
and took no noti ce.

Soon another eagle flew up. "The Lord of the Eagles bids you to bring
your prisoners to the Great Shelf," he cried and was off again. The other
seized Dori in his claws and flew away with himinto the night |eaving Bilbo
all alone. He had just strength to wonder what the messenger had nmeant by
"prisoners,’ and to begin to think of being torn up for supper Ilike a
rabbit, when his own turn cane. The eagle canme back, seized himin his
talons by the back of his coat, and swooped off. This time he flewonly a
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short way. Very soon Bilbo was laid down, trenmbling with fear, on a wde
shel f of rock on the nountain-side. There was no path down on to it save by
flying; and no path down off it except by junping over a precipice. There he

found all the others sitting with their backs to the mountain wall. The Lord
of the Eagles also was there and was speaking to Gandal f.
It seemed that Bilbo was not going to be eaten after all. The w zard

and the eagle-lord appeared to know one another slightly, and even to be on
friendly terns. As a matter of fact Gandalf, who had often been in the
mount ai ns, had once rendered a service to the eagles and healed their |ord
froman arrowwound. So you see 'prisoners' had neant 'prisoners rescued
fromthe goblins' only, and not captives of the eagles. As Bilbo listened to
the talk of Gandalf he realized that at |last they were going to escape
really and truly fromthe dreadful nountains. He was discussing plans with
the Geat Eagle for carrying the dwarves and hinself and Bil bo far away and
setting them down well on their journey across the plains bel ow.

The Lord of the Eagles would not take them anywhere near where nen
lived. "They would shoot at us with their great bows of yew," he said, "for
they would think we were after their sheep. And at other tinmes they would be
right. No! we are glad to cheat the goblins of their sport, and glad to
repay our thanks to you, but we will not risk ourselves for dwarves in the
sout hward pl ains."

"Very well," said Gandal f. "Take us where and as far as you wll! W
are already deeply obliged to you. But in the neantine we are famished with
hunger . "

"I amnearly dead of it," said Bilbo in a weak little voice that nobody
hear d.

"That can perhaps be nended," said the Lord of the Eagl es.

Later on you might have seen a bright fire on the shelf of rock and the
figures of the dwarves round it cooking and naking a fine roasting snell.
The eagl es had brought up dry boughs for fuel, and they had brought rabbits,
hares, and a snmall sheep. The dwarves managed all the preparations. Bilbo
was too weak to hel p, and anyway he was not much good at skinning rabbits or
cutting up neat, being used to having it delivered by the butcher all ready
to cook. Gandalf, too, was |ying down after doing his part in setting the
fire going, since Gn and doin had lost their tinder-boxes. (Dwarves have
never taken to natches even yet.)

So ended the adventures of the M sty Muntains. Soon Bilbo's stonach
was feeling full and confortable again, and he felt he could sleep
contentedly, though really he would have |iked a | oaf and butter better than
bits of neat toasted on sticks. He slept curled up on the hard rock nore
soundly than ever he had done on his feather-bed in his own little hole at
home. But all night he dreamed of his own house and wandered in his sleep
into all his different rooms |ooking for sonmething that he could not find
nor remenber what it |ooked Iike.

Chapter 7. Queer Lodgi ngs

The next norning Bilbo woke up with the early sun in his eyes. He
junped up to look at the time and to go and put his kettle on-and found he
was not home at all. So he sat down and wished in vain for a wash and a
brush. He did not get either, nor tea nor toast nor bacon for his breakfast,
only cold nutton and rabbit. And after that he had to get ready for a fresh
start.

This time he was allowed to clinb on to an eagle's back and cling
between his wings. The air rushed over himand he shut his eyes. The dwarves
were crying farewells and promsing to repay the lord of the eagles if ever
they could, as off rose fifteen great birds fromthe nountain's side. The
sun was still close to the eastern edge of things. The norning was cool, and
msts were in the valleys and hollows and twined here and there about the
peaks and pinnacles of the hills. Bilbo opened an eye to peep and saw t hat
the birds were already high up and the world was far away, and the nountains

file:/lIF|/rah/J.R.R.%20Tolkien/Hobbit,%20The.txt (49 of 131) [1/17/03 7:43:23 PM]



file:///F|/rah/J.R.R.%20T ol kien/Hobbit,%20The.txt

were falling back behind theminto the distance. He shut his eyes again and
held on tighter.

"Don't pinch!" said his eagle. "You need not be frightened like a
rabbit, even if you look rather like one. It is a fair morning with little
wind. What is finer than flying?"

Bil bo would have liked to say: "A warmbath and |ate breakfast on the
| awn afterwards;" but he thought it better to say nothing at all, and to |et
go his clutch just a tiny bit.

After a good while the eagles nmust have seen the point they were making
for, "even fromtheir great height, for they began to go down circling round
in great spirals. They did this for a long while, and at |ast the hobbit
opened his eyes again. The earth was nuch nearer, and bel ow them were trees

that | ooked |ike oaks and elns, and wide grass lands, and a river running
through it all. But cropping out of the ground, right in the path of the
stream which |ooped itself about it, was a great rock, alnobst a hill of
stone, like a |ast outpost of the distant nountains, or a huge piece cast

mles into the plain by some giant anobng gi ants.

Quickly now to the top of this rock the eagles swooped one by one and
set down their passengers.

"Farewel I!" they cried, "wherever you fare, till your eyries receive
you at the journey's end!" That is the polite thing to say anobng eagl es.

"May the w nd under your w ngs bear you where the sun sails and the
moon wal ks, " answered Gandal f, who knew the correct reply.

And so they parted. And though the lord of the eagles becane in after
days the King of Al Birds and wore a golden crowmn, and his fifteen
chieftains golden collars (made of the gold that the dwarves gave them,
Bi | bo never saw t hem agai n-except high and far off in the battle of Five
Armes. But as that comes in at the end of this tale we will say no nore
about it just now.

There was a flat space on the top of the hill of stone and a well worn
path with many steps | eading down it to the river, across which a ford of
huge flat stones led to the grass-land beyond the stream There was a little
cave (a whol esonme one with a pebbly floor) at the foot of the steps and near
the end of the stony ford. Here the party gathered and di scussed what was to
be done.

"I always nmeant to see you all safe (if possible) over the nountains,"”
said the wi zard, "and now by good managenent and good |uck | have done it.
I ndeed we are now a good deal further east than | ever neant to conme with
you, for after all this is not ny adventure. | may look in on it again
before it is all over, but in the nmeanwhile | have some other pressing
business to attend to."

The dwarves groaned and | ooked nost distressed, and Bilbo wept. They
had begun to think Gandalf was going in cone all the way and woul d al ways be
there to help themout of difficulties. "I amnot going to disappear this
very instant," said he. "I can give you a day or two nore. Probably | can
help you out of your present plight, and | need a little help nmyself. W
have no food, and no baggage, and no ponies to ride; and you don't know
where you are. Now | can tell you that. You are still sone mles north of
the path which we should have been following, if we had not left the
mountain pass in a hurry. Very few people live in these parts, unless they
have conme here since | was |last down this way, which is sonme years ago. But
there is sonebody that | know of, who lives not far away. That Sonebody made
t he

steps on the great rock-the Carrock | believe he calls it. He does not
cone here often, certainly not in the daytinme, and it is no good waiting for
him In fact it would be very dangerous. W nust go and find hinm and if al
goes well at our neeting, | think 1| shall be off and wish you 1like the
eagl es 'farewel |l wherever you fare!' "

They begged himnot to |eave them They offered him dragon-gold and
silver and jewels, but he would not change his nind.

"W shall see, we shall see!" he said, "and | think | have earned
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al ready sone of your dragon-gold - when you have got it.

After that they stopped pleading. Then they took off their clothes and
bathed in the river, which was shallow and cl ear and stony at the ford. Wen
they had dried in the sun, which was now strong and warm they were
refreshed, if still sore and a little hungry. Soon they crossed the ford
(carrying the hobbit), and then began to march through the | ong green grass
and down the lines of the wi de-arned oaks and the tall elns.

"And why is it called the Carrock?" asked Bilbo as he went along at the
wi zard's side

"He called it the Carrock, because carrock is his word for it. He calls
things like that carrocks, and this one is the Carrock because it is the
only one near his honme and he knows it well."

"Who calls it? Who knows it?"

"The Somebody | spoke of-a very great person. You nust all be very
polite when |I introduce you. | shall introduce you slowy, two by two, |
think; and you rust be careful not to annoy him or heaven knows what will
happen. He can be appalling when he is angry, though he is kind enough if

hunoured. Still | warn you he gets angry easily."
The dwarves all gathered round when they heard the w zard talking Iike
this to Bilbo. "Is that the person you are taking us to now?" they asked.

"Couldn't you find someone nore easy-tenpered? Hadn't you better explain it
all a bit clearer?"-and so on

"Yes it certainly is! No | could not! And | was explaining very
carefully," answered the wizard crossly. "If you must know nore, his nane is
Beorn. He is very strong, and he is a skin-changer."

"What! a furrier, a man that calls rabbits conies, when he doesn't turn
their skins into squirrel s?" asked Bil bo.

"Good graci ous heavens, no, no, NO NO" said Gandalf. "Don't be a fool
M. Baggins if you can help it; and in the nanme of all wonder don't mention
the word furrier again as long as you are wthin a hundred niles of his
house, nor, rug, cape, tippet, muff, nor any other such unfortunate word! He
is a skin-changer. He changes his skin; sometimes he is a huge bl ack bear,
sonmetines he is a great strong black-haired man with huge arnms and a great
beard. | cannot tell you nuch nore, though that ought to be enough. Sone say
that he is a bear descended from the great and ancient bears of the
mountains that lived there before the giants came. Others say that he is a
man descended fromthe first men who |ived before Snaug or the other dragons
came into this part of the world, and before the goblins cane into the hills

out of the North. | cannot say, though | fancy the last is the true tale. He
is not the sort of person to ask questions of.
"At any rate he is under no enchantnment but his own. He lives in an

oak-wood and has a great wooden house; and as a nman he keeps cattle and
horses which are nearly is marvellous as hinmself. They work for himand talk
to him He does not eat them neither does he hunt or eat wild animals. He
keeps hives and hives of great fierce bees, and |lives nbst on cream and
honey. As a bear he ranges far and wide. | once saw himsitting all al one on
the top of the Carrock at night watching the noon sinking towards the Msty
Mountai ns, and | heard himgrow in the tongue of bears; 'The day will cone
when they wll perish and | shall go back!' That is why | believe he once
cane fromthe nountains hinself."

Bi |l bo and the dwarves had now plenty to think about, and they asked no
more questions. They still had a long way to wal k before them Up sl ope and
down dal e they plodded. It grew very hot. Sometines they rested under the
trees, and then Bilbo felt so hungry that he woul d have eaten acorns, if any
had been ripe enough yet to have fallen to the ground.

It was the niddle of the afternoon before they noticed that great
patches of flowers had begun to spring up, all the same kinds grow ng
together as if they had been planted. Especially there was clover, waving
pat ches of cocksconb clover, and purple clover, and w de stretches of short
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white sweet honey-snelling clover. There was a buzzing and a whirring and a
droning in the air. Bees were busy everywhere. And such bees! Bilbo had
never seen anything |ike them

"I'f one was to sting ne," he thought, "I should swell up as big again
as | am"

They were bigger than hornets. The drones were bigger than your thunb,
a good deal, and the bands of yellow on their deep bl ack bodi es shone I|ike

fiery gold.

"W are getting near," said Gndalf. "W are on the edge of his
bee- pastures. "

After a while they came to a belt of tall and very ancient oaks, and

beyond these to a high thorn-hedge through which you could neither see nor
scranbl e.

"You had better wait here," said the wizard to the dwarves; "and when |
call or whistle begin to come after me -- you will see the way | go-but only
in pairs, mnd, about five minutes between each pair of you. Bombur is
fattest and will do for two, he had better come al one and | ast. Come on M.
Baggins! There is a gate somewhere round this way." And with that he went
of f along the hedge taking the frightened hobbit with him

They soon canme to a wooden gate, high and broad, beyond which they
could see gardens and a cluster of |ow wooden buildings, sone thatched and
made of unshaped | ogs; barns, stables, sheds, and a | ong | ow wooden house.

Inside on the southward side of the great hedge were rows and rows of
hives with bell-shaped tops nmade of straw. The noise of the giant bees
flying to and fro and crawiing in and out filled all the air.

The wi zard and the hobbit pushed open the heavy creaking gate and went
dowmn a wide track towards the house. Sone horses, very sleek and
wel | -groomed, trotted up across the grass and | ooked at themintently with
very intelligent faces; then off they galloped to the buildings.

"They have gone to tell himof the arrival of strangers," said Gandal f.

Soon they reached a courtyard, three walls of which were fornmed by the
wooden house and its two long wings. In the niddle there was |ying a great
oak-trunk with many | opped branches beside it. Standing near was a huge man
with a thick black beard and' hair, and great bare arns and legs with
knotted muscles. He was clothed in a tunic of wool down to his knees, and
was | eaning on a | arge axe.

The horses were standing by himw th their noses at his shoul der

"Ugh! here they are!"™ he said to the horses. "They don't ook
dangerous. You can be off!" He |laughed a great rolling |augh, put down his
axe and cane forward.

"Who are you and what do you want?" he asked gruffly, standing in front
of them and towering tall above Gandal f.

As for Bilbo he could easily have trotted through his legs wthout
ducking his head to mss the fringe of the man's brown tunic.

"I am Gandal f," said the w zard

"Never heard of him" growed the man, "And what's this little fell ow?"
he sai d, stooping down to frown at the hobbit with his bushy eyebrows.

"That is M. Baggins, a hobbit of good fanmly and uninpeachable
reputation," said Gandalf. Bilbo bowed. He had no hat to take off, and was
pai nful ly conscious of his nmany nissing buttons. "I ama wi zard," continued
Gandal f. "I have heard of you, if you have not heard of ne; but perhaps you
have heard of ny good cousin Radagast who |ives near the Southern borders of
M r kwood?"

"Yes; not a bad fellow as wi zards go, | believe. | used to see himnow
and again," said Beorn. "Wll, now | know who you are, or who you say Yyou
are. What do you want ?"

"To tell you the truth, we have |ost our luggage and nearly | ost our
way, and are rather in need of help, or at least advice. | may say we have
had rather a bad tinme with goblins in the nmountains."

"CGoblins?" said the big man less gruffly. "O ho, so you' ve been having
trouble with them have you? What did you go near themfor?"
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"We did not nmean to. They surprised us at night in a pass which we had
to cross, we were coming out of the Lands over West into these countries-it
is along tale.™

"Then you had better cone inside and tell nme some of it, if it won't
take all day," said the nan | eading the way through a dark door that opened
out of the courtyard into the house.

Fol I owi ng himthey found thenselves in a wide hall with a fire-place in
the mddle. Though it was summer there was a wood-fire burning and the snoke
was rising to the blackened rafters in search of the way out through an
opening in the roof. They passed through this dimhall, it only by the fire
and the hole above it, and cane through another smaller door into a sort of
veranda propped on wooden posts nade of single tree-trunks. It faced south
and was still warmand filled with the light of the westering sun which
slanted into it, and fell golden on the garden full of flowers that cane
right up to the steps.

Here they sat on wooden benches while Gandal f began his tale, and Bil bo
swung his dangling |l egs and | ooked at the flowers in the garden, wondering
what their nanes could be, as he had never seen half of them before.

"I  was coming over the nountains with a friend or two..." said the
wi zard.

"Or two? | can only see one, and a little one at that," said Beorn

"Well to tell you the truth, |I did not like to bother you with a |ot of
us, until | found out if you were busy. | will give acall, if | may."

"Go on, call away!"

So Gandal f gave a long shrill whistle, and presently Thorin and Dori
came round the house by the garden path and stood bow ng | ow before them

"One or three you neant, | see!" said Beorn. "But these aren't hobbits,
they are dwarves!"

"Thorin Cakenshield, at vyour service! Dori at your service!" said the
two dwarves bow ng agai n.

"l don't need your service, thank you," said Beorn, "but | expect you
need mne. | amnot over fond of dwarves; but if it is true you are Thorin
(son of Thrain, son of Thror, | believe), and that vyour conpanion is

respectable, and that vyou are enenies of goblins and are not up to any
m schief in ny | ands-what are you up to, by the way?"

"They are on their way to visit the land of their fathers, away east
beyond Mrkwood," put in Gandalf, "and it is entirely an accident that we
are in your lands at all. W were crossing by the Hi gh Pass that should have
brought us to the road that lies to the south of your country, when we were
attacked by the evil goblins-as | was about to tell you."

"Go on telling, then!" said Beorn, who was never very polite.

"There was a terrible storm the stone-giants were out hurling rocks,
and at the head of the pass we took refuge in a cave, the hob bit and I and
several of our conpanions..."

"Do you call two several ?"

"Well, no. As a matter of fact there were nore than two."

"Where are they? Killed, eaten, gone honme?"

"Well, no. They don't seemall to have cone when | whistled. Shy, |
expect. You see, we are very nuch afraid that we are rather a lot for you to
entertain."”

"Go on, whistle again! I am in for a party, it seens, and one or two
nmore won't make nuch difference," grow ed Beorn

Gandal f whistled again; but Nori and Ori were there alnost before he
had stopped, for, if you renenber, Gandalf had told themto cone in pairs
every five mnutes.

"Hul l o!" said Beorn. "You canme pretty qui ck-where were you hidi ng? Cone
on ny jack-in-the-boxes!"

"Nori at your service, Oi at
t hem

"Thank you! Wien | want your help | will ask for it. Sit down, and

t hey began; but Beorn interrupted

file:/lIF|/rah/J.R.R.%20Tolkien/Hobbit,%20The.txt (53 of 131) [1/17/03 7:43:23 PM]



file:///F|/rah/J.R.R.%20T ol kien/Hobbit,%20The.txt

let's get on with this tale, or it will be supper-tinme before it is ended."

"As soon as we were asleep," went on Gandalf, "a crack at the back of
the cave opened; goblins came out and grabbed the hobbit and the dwarves and
our troop of ponies--"

"Troop of ponies? Wat were you-a travelling circus? O were Yyou
carrying lots of goods? Or do you always call six a troop?"

"Ono! As a matter of fact there were nore than six ponies, for there
were nore than six of us-and well, here are two nore!" Just at that nonent
Balin and Dwal in appeared and bowed so |ow that their beards swept the stone
floor. The big man was frowning at first, but they did their very best to be
frightfully polite, and kept on noddi ng and bendi ng and bowi ng and waving
their hoods before their knees (in proper dwarf-fashion), till he stopped
frowni ng and burst into a chuckling laugh; they | ooked so comi cal

"Troop, was right," he said. "Afine comc one. Cone in ny nerry mnen,
and what are your nanes? | don't want your service just now, only your
names; and then sit down and stop waggi ng!"

"Balin and Dwalin," they said not daring to be offended, and sat flop
on the floor |ooking rather surprised.

"Now go on again!" said Beorn to the wizard

"Where was 1? Oyes-- | was not grabbed. | killed a goblin or two with
a flash--"

"Good!" growl ed Beorn. "It is sone good being a wi zard, then."

"--and slipped inside the crack before it closed. | followed down into
the main hall, which was crowded with goblins. The Great Goblin was there
with thirty or forty arned guards. | thought to myself 'even if they were
not all chained together, what can a dozen do against so many?' "

"A dozen! That's the first time |I've heard eight called a dozen. O

have you still got sone nore jacks that haven't yet come out of their
boxes?"

"Well, yes, there seemto be a couple nore here now -- Fili and Kili, |
believe," said Gandalf, as these two now appeared and stood smiling and
bowi ng.

"That's enough!" said Beorn. "Sit down and be quiet! Now go on,
Gandal f! "

So Gandalf went on with the tale, until he came to the fight in the
dark, the discovery of the |ower gate, and their horror when they found that
M. Baggi ns had been mi sl ai d.

"We counted ourselves and found that there was no hobbit. There were
only fourteen of us left!"

"Fourteen! That's the first time 1've heard one from ten |eave
fourteen. You nmean nine, or else you haven't told nme yet all the nanmes of
your party."

"Well, of course you haven't seen Gn and doin yet. And, bless ne!
here they are. | hope you will forgive themfor bothering you."

"Olet "emall cone! Hurry up! Cone along, you two, and sit down! But
| ook here, Gandalf, even now we have only got yourself and ten dwarves and
the hobbit that was lost. That only nakes el even (plus one nislaid) and not
fourteen, unless w zards count differently to other people. But now pl ease
get on with the tale." Beorn did not showit nmore than he could help, but
really he had begun to get very interested. You see, in the old days he had
known the very part of the nountains that Gandal f was describing. He nodded
and he growl ed, when he heard of the hobbit's reappearance and of their
scranbl e down the stone-slide and of the wolf-ring mthe woods. Wen Gandal f
came to their clinbing into trees with the wolves all underneath, he got up
and strode about and mnuttered:

"I wish | had been there! | would have given them nore than fireworks!"
"Well," said Gandalf very glad to see that his tale was making a good
i mpression, "I did the best | could. There we were with the wol ves goi ng nmad

underneath us and the forest beginning to blaze in places, when the goblins
cane down fromthe hills and discovered us. They vyelled with delight and
sang songs naking fun of us. Fifteen birds in five fir-trees..."
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"Good heavens!" growl ed Beorn. "Don't pretend that goblins can't count.
They can. Twelve isn't fifteen and they knowit."

"And so do 1. There were Bifur and Bofur as well. | haven't ventured to
i ntroduce them before, but here they are."

In cane Bifur and Bofur. "And ne!" gasped Bonbur pulling up behind. He
was fat, and also angry at being left till Jlast. He refused to wait five
m nutes, and followed i nmedi ately after the other two.

"Well, nowthere are fifteen of you; and since goblins can count, |
suppose that is all that there were up the trees. Now perhaps we can finish
this story without any nore interruptions.” M. Baggins saw t hen how cl ever
Gandal f had been. The interruptions had really nmade Beorn nore interested in
the story, and the story had kept himfrom sending the dwarves off at once
i ke suspicious beggars. He never invited people into his house, if he could
help it. He had very few friends and they lived a good way away; and he
never invited nore than a couple of these to his house at a tine. Now he had
got fifteen strangers sitting in his porch!

By the time the wizard had finished his tale and had told of the
eagl es' rescue and of how they had all been brought to the Carrock, the sun
had fallen behind the peaks of the Msty Muntains and the shadows were | ong
in Beorn's garden.

"A very good tale!" said he. "The best | have heard for a long while.
If all beggars could tell such a good one, they might find nme kinder. You
may be making it all up, of course, but you deserve a supper for the story
all the sane. Let's have sonething to eat!"”

"Yes, please!" they all said together. "Thank you very much!"

Inside the hall it was now quite dark. Beorn clapped his hands, and in
trotted four beautiful white ponies and several |arge |ong-bodied grey dogs.
Beorn said sonething to themin a queer |anguage |ike aninmal noises turned
into talk. They went out again and soon cane back carrying torches in their
mout hs, which they lit at the fire and stuck in |ow brackets on the pillars
of the hall about the central hearth.

The dogs could stand on their hind-1egs when they w shed, and carry
things with their fore-feet. Quickly they got out boards and trestles from
the side walls and set themup near the fire.

Then baa- baa-baa! was heard, and in cane sone snowwhite sheep led by a
| arge coal -black ram One bore a white cloth enbroidered at the edges with
figures of animals; others bore on their broad backs trays wth bow s and
platters and knives and wooden spoons, which the dogs took and quickly laid
on the trestle tables. These were very low, |ow enough even for Bilbo to sit
at confortably. Beside them a pony pushed two |ow seated benches with w de
rush-bottons and Ilittle short thick legs for Gandalf and Thorin, while at
the far end he put Beorn's big black chair of the sane sort (in which he sat
with his great legs stuck far out under the table). These were all the
chairs he had in his hall, and he probably had themlow |ike the tables for
the conveni ence of the wonderful animals that waited on him Wat did the
rest sit on? They were not forgotten. The other ponies canme in rolling round
drum shaped sections of |ogs, snoothed and polished, and | ow enough even for
Bi |l bo; so soon they were all seated at Beorn's table, and the hall had not
seen such a gathering for nmany a year

There they had a supper, or a dinner, such as they had not had since
they left the Last Honely House in the Wst and said good-bye to Elrond. The
light of the torches and the fire flickered about them and on the table
were two tall red beeswax candles. Al the tinme they ate, Beorn in his deep
rolling voice told tales of the wild lands on this side of the nountains,
and especially of the dark and dangerous wood, that lay outstretched far to
North and South a day's ride before them barring their way to the East, the
terrible forest of M rkwood.

The dwarves |istened and shook their beards, for they knew that they
must soon venture into that forest and that after the nbuntains it was the
worst of the perils they had to pass before they canme to the dragon's
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stronghol d. When dinner was over they began to tell tales of their own, but
Beorn seened to be growing drowsy and paid little heed to them They spoke
nmost of gold and silver and jewels and the making of things by smth-craft,
and Beorn did not appear to care for such things: there were no things of
gold or silver in his hall, and few save the knives were nmade of nmetal at
all.

They sat long at the table with their wooden drinking-bowls filled with
mead. The dark night canme on outside. The fires in the nmiddle of the hal
were built with fresh I ogs and the torches were put out, and still they sat
in the light of the dancing flanmes with the pillars of the house standing
tall behind them arid dark at the top like trees of the forest. Wether it
was magic or not, it seened to Bilbo that he heard a sound like wind in the
branches stirring in the rafters, and the hoot of ows. Soon he began to nod
with sleep and the voices seened to grow far away, until he woke with a
start.

The great door had creaked and slamred. Beorn was gone. The dwarves
were sitting cross-legged on the floor round the fire, and presently they
began to sing. Sone of the verses were like this, but there were many nore,
and their singing went on for a |ong while:

The wind was on the withered heath,

but in the forest stirred no |eaf:

there shadows | ay by night and day,

and dark things silent crept beneath.
The wi nd cane down from nountains cold,
and like a tide it roared and roll ed;
the branches groaned, the forest npaned,
and | eaves were laid upon the noul d.

The wind went on from Wst to East ;
all novenent in the forest ceased,

but shrill and harsh across the marsh
its whistling voices were rel eased

The grasses hissed, their tassels bent,
the reeds were rattling-on it went

o' er shaken pool under heavens coo
where racing clouds were torn and rent.

It passed the |lonely Muntain bare

and swept above the dragon's lair

there black and dark |ay boul ders stark
and flying snoke was in the air.

It left the world and took its flight
over the wi de seas of the night.

The noon set sail upon the gale,

and stars were fanned to | eaping |ight.

Bi | bo began to nod again. Suddenly up stood Gandalf. "It is tinme for us
to sleep,"” be said, "--for us, but not | think for Beorn. 1In this hall we
can rest sound and safe, but I warn you all not to forget what Beorn said
before he left us: you nust not stray outside until the sun is up, on your
peril."

Bi | bo found that beds had already been laid at the side of the hall, on
a sort of raised platformbetween the pillars and the outer wall. For him
there was a little mattress of straw and wool | en bl ankets. He snuggled into
themvery gladly, sumertine though it was. The fire burned | ow and he fel
asl eep. Yet in the night he woke: the fire had now sunk to a few enbers; the
dwarves and Gandalf were all asleep, to judge by their breathing; a splash
of white on the floor cane from the high nobon, which was peering down
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t hrough the snoke-hole in the roof.

There was a grow i ng sound outside, and a noise as of sone great aninal
scuffling at the door. Bilbo .wondered what it was, and whether it could be
Beorn in enchanted shape, and if he would cone in as a bear and kill them

He dived under the blankets and hid his head, and fell asleep again at
last in spite of his fears.

It was full norning when he awoke. One of the dwarves had fallen over
himin the shadows where he lay, and had rolled down with a bunp from the
platformon to the floor. It was Bofur, and he was grunbling about it, when
Bi | bo opened his eyes.

"Get up | azybones,

he said, "or there wll be no breakfast left for
you.

Up junped Bil bo. "Breakfast!" he cried. "Were is breakfast?"

"Mostly inside us," answered the other dwarves who were noving around
the hall; "but what is left is out on the veranda. W have been about
| ooking for Beorn ever since the sun got up; but there is no sign of him
anywhere, though we found breakfast laid as soon as we went out."

"Where is Gandal f?" asked Bil bo, noving off to find sonething to eat as
qui ck as he coul d.

"O out and about sonewhere," they told him But he saw no sign of the
wi zard all that day until the evening. Just before sunset he walked into the
hall, where the hobbit and the dwarves were having supper, waited on by
Beorn's wonderful aninmals, as they had been all day. O Beorn they had seen
and heard nothing since the night before, and they were getting puzzl ed.

"Where is our host, and where have you been all day yourself?" they al
cri ed.

"One question at a tinme-and none till after supper! | haven't had a
bite since breakfast."

At | ast Gandal f pushed away his plate and jug -- he had eaten two whol e
| oaves (wWith masses of butter and honey and clotted crean) and drunk at
| east a quart of nead and he took out his pipe. "I wll answer the second
question first," he said, "-but bless nme! this is a splendid place for snoke
rings!" Indeed for a long tinme they could get nothing nore out of him he

was so busy sending snmoke-rings dodging round the pillars of the hall
changing theminto all sorts of different shapes and colours, and setting
them at | ast chasing one another out of the hole in the roof.

They nust have | ooked very queer from outside, popping out into the air
one after another, green, blue, red, silver-grey, vyellow white; big ones,
little ones; little ones dodging through big ones and joining into
figure-eights, and going off like a flock of birds into the distance.

"I have been picking out bear-tracks," he said at last. "There mnust

have been a regular bears' neeting outside here last night. | soon saw that
Beorn could not have nade themall: there were far too many of them and
they were of various sizes too. | should say there were little bears, |arge

bears, ordinary bears, and gigantic big bears, all dancing outside fromdark
to nearly dawn. They cane from al nmost every direction, except fromthe west
over the river, from the Mountains. In that direction only one set of
footprints | ed-none com ng, only ones going away from here.

I followed these as far as the Carrock. There they di sappeared into the
river, but the water was too deep and strong beyond the rock for nme to

cross. It is easy enough, as you renenber, to get fromthis bank to the
Carrock by the ford, but on the other side is a cliff standing up froma
swirling channel. | had to walk niles before | found a place where the river

was wi de and shallow enough for ne to wade and swim and then niles back
again to pick up the tracks again. By that tinme it was too late for ne to
follow themfar. They went straight off in the direction of the pine-woods
on the east side of the Msty Muntains, where we had our pleasant little
party with the Wargs the night before last. And now | think I have answered
your first question, too," ended Gandal f, and he sat a long while silent.
Bi | bo thought he knew what the wizard neant. "Wat shall we do," he
cried, "if he leads all the Wargs and the goblins down here? W shall all be
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caught and killed! | thought you said he was not 9 friend of theirs."

"So | did. And don't be silly! You had better go to bed, your wits are
sl eepy. "

The hobbit felt quite crushed, and as there seened nothing else to do
he did go to bed; and while the dwarves were still singing songs he dropped
asl eep, still puzzling his little head about Beorn, till he dreaned a dream
of hundreds of black bears dancing sl ow heavy dances round and round in the
moonlight in the courtyard. Then he woke up when everyone el se was asl eep,
and he heard the sane scraping, scuffling, snuffling, and growing as
before. Next norning they were all wakened by Beorn hinself.

"So here you all are still!l"™ he said. He picked up the hobbit and
| aughed: "Not eaten up by Wargs or goblins or w cked bears yet | see"; and
he poked M. Baggins' waistcoat nost disrespectfully. "Little bunny is
getting nice and fat again on bread and honey," he chuckled. "Conme and have
sonme nore!"

So they all went to breakfast with him Beorn was nost jolly for a
change; indeed he seened to be in a splendidly good hurmour and set them al
| aughing with his funny stories; nor did they have to wonder |ong where he
had been or why he was so nice to them for he told themhinself. He had
been over the river and right back up into the nmountains-fromwhich you can
guess that he could travel quickly, in bear's shape at any rate. Fromthe
burnt wol f-glade he had soon found out that part of their story was true;
but he had found nore than that: he had caught a Warg and a goblin wandering
in the woods. From these he had got news: the goblin patrols were stil
hunting with Wargs for the dwarves, and they were fiercely angry because of
the death of the Geat Goblin, and al so because of the burning of the chi ef
wolf's nose and the death from the wizard's fire of many of his chief
servants. So nuch they told himwhen he forced them but he guessed there
was nmore wi ckedness than this afoot, and that a great raid of the whole
goblin arny with their wolf-allies into the |ands shadowed by the nountains
m ght soon be made to find the dwarves, or to take vengeance on the nen and
creatures that lived there, and who they thought must be sheltering them

"It was a good story, that of yours," said Beorn, "but | like it stil
better now | amsure it is true. You nust forgive nmy not taking your word.

If you lived near the edge of Mrkwod, you would take the word of no one
that you did not know as well as your brother or better. As it is, | can
only say that | have hurried home as fast as | could to see that you were
safe, and to offer you any help that | can. | shall think nore kindly of

dwarves after this. Killed the Geat Goblin, killed the Geat Goblin!" he
chuckl ed fiercely to hinself.

"What did you do with the goblin and the Warg?" asked Bil bo suddenly.

"Conme and see!" said Beorn, and they followed round the house. A
goblin's head was stuck outside the gate and a warg-skin was nailed to a
tree just beyond. Beorn was a fierce eneny. But now he was their friend, and
Gandal f thought it wise to tell himtheir whole story and the reason of
their journey, so that they could get the npst help he could offer

This is what he promised to do for them He would provide ponies for
each of them and a horse for Gandalf, for their journey to the forest, and
he woul d lade themwith food to | ast them for weeks with care, and packed so
as to be as easy as possible to carry-nuts, flour, sealed jars of dried
fruits, and red earthenware pots of honey, and twi ce-baked cakes that woul d
keep good a long tinme, and on a little of which they could march far. The
maki ng of these was one of his secrets; but honey was in them as in nost of
his foods, and they were good to eat, though they nade one thirsty. Water,
he said, they would not need to carry this side of the forest, for there
were streams and springs along the road. "But your way through Mrkwod is
dark, dangerous and difficult," he said. "Water is not easy to find there,
nor food. The tinme is not yet conme for nuts (though it may be past and gone
i ndeed before you get to the other side), and nuts are about all that grows
there fit for food; in there the wild things are dark, queer, and savage.
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will provide you with skins for carrying water, and | wll give you sone
bows and arrows. But | doubt very much whether anything you find in Mrkwood
will be wholesonme to eat or to drink. There is one stream there, | know,
bl ack and strong which crosses the path. That you should neither drink of,
nor bathe in; for | have heard that it carries enchantnment and a great
drowsi ness and forgetful ness. And in the dimshadows of that place | don't
think you will shoot anything, wholesome or unwhol esone, without straying
fromthe path. That you MUST NOT do, for any reason. "That is all the advice
I can give you. Beyond the edge of the forest | cannot hel p you rmuch; you
nmust depend on your |uck and your courage and the food | send with you. At
the gate of the forest | nust ask you to send back my horse and ny poni es.
But | wish you all speed, and ny house is open to you, if ever you cone back
this way again."

They thanked him of course, with many bows and sweepings of their
hoods and with many an "at your service, O nmaster of the wi de wooden halls!"
But their spirits sank at his grave words, and they all felt that the
adventure was far nore dangerous than they had thought, while all the tineg,
even if they passed all the perils of the road, the dragon was waiting at
t he end.

Al that norning they were busy with preparations. Soon after m dday
they ate with Beorn for the last tinme, and after the neal they nounted the
steeds he was lending them and bidding himmany farewells they rode off
through his gate at a good pace

As soon as they left his high hedges at the east of his fenced |ands
they turned north and then bore to the north-west. By his advice they were
no longer making for the main forest-road to the south of his land. Had they
followed the pass, their path would have | ed them dowmn the streamfromthe
mountains that joined the great river mles south of the Carrock. At that
point there was a deep ford which they mght have passed, if they had stil
had their ponies, and beyond that a track led to the skirts of the wood and
to the entrance of the old forest road. But Beorn had warned themthat that
way was now often used by the goblins, while the forest-road itself, he bad
heard, was overgrown and disused at the eastern end and led to inpassable
mar shes where the paths had long been lost. Its eastern opening had al so
always been far to the south of the Lonely Muntain, and would have |eft
themstill with along and difficult northward march when they got to the
ot her side.

North of the Carrock the edge of Mrkwood drew closer to the borders of
the Great River, and though here the Muuntains too drew down nearer, Beorn
advised themto take this way; for at a place a few days' ride due north of
the Carrock was the gate of a little-known pathway through Mrkwood that |ed
al nost straight towards the Lonely Muntain

"The goblins,”" Beorn had said, "will not dare to cross the Great River
for a hundred mles north of the Carrock nor to cone near ny house -- it is
wel |l protected at night!-- but | should ride fast; for if they make their

raid soon they will cross the river to the south and scour all the edge of
the forest so as to cut you off, and Wargs run swifter than ponies. Still
you are safer going north, even though you seemto be going back nearer to
their strongholds; for that is what they wll |east expect, and they wll
have the longer ride to catch you. Be off now as quick as you may!"

That is why they were nowriding in silence, galloping wherever the
ground was grassy and snooth, with the nountains dark on their left, and in
the distance the line of the river with its trees draw ng ever closer. The
sun had only just turned west when they started, and till evening it lay
gol den on the | and about them It was difficult to think of pursuing goblins
behi nd, and when they had put many miles between them and Beorn's house they
began to talk and to sing again and to forget the dark forest-path that |ay
infront. But in the evening when the dusk cane on and the peaks of the
nmount ai ns gl owered agai nst the sunset they nade a canp and set a guard, and
nmost of themslept wuneasily with dreans in which there canme the how of
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hunting wolves and the cries of goblins. Still the next norning dawned
bright and fair again.

There was an autumm-1like nmist white upon the ground and the air was
chill, but soon the sun rose red in the East and the mists vanished, and
whil e the shadows were still long they were off again. So they rode now for
two nore days, and all the while they saw nothing save grass and fl owers and
birds and scattered trees, and occasionally small herds of red deer browsing
or sitting at noon in the shade. Sonetines Bilbo saw the horns of the harts
sticking up out of the long grass, and at first he thought they were the
dead branches of trees. That third evening they were so eager to press on,
for Beorn had said that they should reach the forest-gate early on the
fourth day, that they rode still forward after dusk and into the night
beneath the moon. As the light faded Bilbo thought he saw away to the right,
or to the left, the shadow formof a great bear prowling along in the sane
direction. But if he dared to nention it to Gandalf, the w zard only said:
"Hush! Take no notice!"

Next day they started before dawn, though their night had been short.
As soon as it was light they could see the forest coming as it were to neet
them or waiting for themlike a black and frowning wall before them The
land began to slope up and up, and it seened to the hobbit that a silence
began to draw in upon them Birds began to sing |ess. There were no nore
deer; not even rabbits were to be seen. By the afternoon they had reached
the eaves of M rkwood, and were resting al nbost beneath the great overhanging
boughs of its outer trees. Their trunks were huge and gnarled, their
branches twi sted, their |eaves were dark and long. Ivy grew on them and
trailed al ong the ground.

"Well, here is Mrkwood!" said Gandal f. "The greatest of the forests of
the Northern world. | hope you like the look of it. Now you nust send back
these excel |l ent ponies you have borrowed."

The dwarves were inclined to grunble at this, but the wizard told them
they were fools. "Beorn is not as far off as you seemto think, and you had
better keep your prom ses anyway, for he is a bad enenmy. M. Baggins' eyes
are sharper than yours, if you have not seen each night after dark a great
bear going along with us or sitting far of in the noon watching our canps.
Not only to guard you and gui de you, but to Kkeep an eye on the ponies too.
Beorn may be your friend, but he 1loves his animals as his children. You do
not guess what ki ndness he has shown you in letting dwarves ride themso far
and so fast, nor what would happen to you, if you tried to take theminto
the forest."

"What about the horse, then?" said Thorin. "You don't nention sending
t hat back."

"l don't, because | amnot sending it."

"What about your prom se then?"

"I will look after that. | amnot sending the horse back, | amriding
it

Then they knew that Gandalf was going to | eave them at the very edge of
M rkwood, and they were in despair.

But nothing they could say woul d change his m nd.

"Now we had this all out before, when we |anded on the Carrock," he
said. "It is no use arguing. | have, as | told you, sone pressing business
away south; and | amalready late through bothering with you people. W may
meet again before all is over, and then again of course we nay not. That
depends on your luck and on your courage and sense; and | am sending M.
Baggins with you. | have told you before that he has nmore about himthan you

guess, and you will find that out before long. So cheer up Bilbo and don't
| ook so glum Cheer up Thorin and Conpany! This is your expedition after

all. Think of the treasure at the end, and forget the forest and the dragon,
at any rate until tonorrow norning!"

When tonorrow norning cane he still said the sane.

So now there was nothing left to do but to fill their water-skins at a

clear spring they found close to the forest-gate, and unpack the poni es.
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They distributed the packages as fairly as they could, though Bilbo thought

his | ot was wearisonely heavy, and did not at all like the idea of trudging
for mles and mles with all that on his back

"Don't you worry!" said Thorin. "It will get lighter all too soon
Before long | expect we shall all wi sh our packs heavier, when the food

begins to run short."

Then at | ast they said good-bye to their ponies and turned their heads
for home. OFf they trotted gaily, seenming very glad to put their tails
towards the shadow of Mrkwood. As they went away Bil bo could have sworn

that a thing like a bear left the shadow of the trees and shanbled off
qui ckly after them
Now Gandal f too said farewell. Bilbo sat on the ground feeling very

unhappy and wi shing he was beside the wizard on his tall horse. He had gone
just inside the forest after breakfast (a very poor one), and it had seened
as dark in there in the norning as at night, and very secret: "a sort of
wat ching and waiting feeling," he said to hinself.

"Good- bye!" said Gandalf to Thorin. "And good-bye to you all, good-bye!
Straight through the forest is your way now Don't stray off the track!-if
you do, it is a thousand to one you will never find it again and never get

out of Mrkwood; and then | don't suppose I, or any one else, will ever see
you again."

"Do we really have to go through?" groaned the hobbit.

"Yes, you do!" said the wzard, "if you want to get to the other side.
You nust either go through or give up your quest. And | am not going to
all ow you to back out now, M. Baggins. | am ashanmed of you for thinking of
it. You have got to |ook after all these dwarves for ne," he | aughed.

"No! no!" said Bilbo. "I didn't mean that. | neant, is there no way
round?"

"There is, if you care to go two hundred mles or so out of your way
north, and twi ce that south. But you wouldn't get a safe path even then
There are no safe paths in this part of the world. Renenber you are over the
Edge of the WIld now, and in for all sorts of fun wherever you go. Before
you could get round Mrkwood in the North you would be right anong the
slopes of the Gey Muntains, and they are sinply stiff wth goblins,
hobgobl i ns, and rest of the worst description. Before you could get round it
in the South, you would get into the land of the Necronmancer; and even you
Bilbo, won't need nme to tell you tales of that black sorcerer. | don't
advise you to go anywhere near the places overl ooked by his dark tower!
Stick to the forest-track, keep your spirits up, hope for the best, and with
a trenendous slice of luck you may cone out one day and see the Long Marshes
lying below you, and beyond them high in the East, the Lonely Muntain
where dear old Smaug |ives, though | hope he is not expecting you."

"Very conforting you are to be sure,” growl ed Thorin. "Good-hbye! If you
won't cone with us, you had better get off w thout any nore tal k!"

"Good-bye then, and really good-bye!" said Gandalf, and he turned his
horse and rode down into the West. But he could not resist the tenptation to
have the last word. Before he had passed quite out of hearing he turned and
put his hands to his nouth and called to them They heard his voice cone
faintly: "Good-bye! Be good, take care of yourselves-and DON T LEAVE THE
PATH! "

Then he galloped away and was soon lost to sight. "O good-bye and go
away!" grunted the dwarves, all the nore angry because they were really
filled with dismay at |osing him Now began the npst dangerous part of al
t he j ourney.

They each shoul dered the heavy pack and the water-skin which was their
share, and turned from the light that |lay on the | ands outside and pl unged
into the forest.

Chapter 8. Flies and Spiders

They wal ked in single file. The entrance to the path was like a sort of
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arch leading into a gloomy tunnel nade by two great trees that |eant
together, too old and strangled with ivy and hung with Iichen to bear nore
than a few bl ackened | eaves. The path itself was narrow and wound i n and out
anong the trunks. Soon the light at the gate was like a little bright hole
far behind, and the quiet was so deep that their feet seened to thunp al ong
while all the trees | eaned over themand |listened. As theft eyes becane used
to the dimmess they could see alittle way to either side in a sort of
darkened green glimer. Cccasionally a slender beam of sun that had the |uck
to slip in through sone opening in the | eaves far above, and still nore |uck
in not being caught in the tangled boughs and natted tw gs beneath, stabbed
down thin and bright before them But this was seldom and it soon ceased
al t oget her.

There were black squirrels in the wood. As Bilbo's sharp inquisitive
eyes got used to seeing things he could catch glinpses of them whisking off
the path and scuttling behind tree-trunks. There were queer noises too,
grunts, scufflings, and hurryings in the undergrowth, and anong the | eaves
that lay piled endlessly thick in places on the forest-floor; but what made
the noi ses he could not see. The nastiest things they saw were the cobwebs:
dark dense cobwebs with threads extraordinarily thick, often stretched from
tree to tree, or tangled in the | ower branches on either side of them There
were none stretched across the path, but whet her because sone nagic kept it
clear, or for what other reason they could not guess.

It was not |ong before they grewto hate the forest as heartily as they
had hated the tunnels of the goblins, and it seened to offer even |ess hope
of any ending. But they had to go on and on, long after they were sick for a
sight of the sun and of the sky, and longed for the feel of wind on their
faces. There was no nmovement of air down under the forest-roof, and it was
everlastingly still and dark and stuffy. Even the dwarves felt it, who were
used to tunnelling, and lived at tines for long whiles without the Iight of
the sun; but the hobbit, who |iked holes to make a house in but not to spend
summrer days in, felt he was being slowy suffocated.

The nights were the worst. It then becane pitch-dark -- not what you
call pitch-dark, but really pitch; so black that you really could see
nothing. Bilbo tried flapping his hand in front of his nose, but he could
not see it at all. WelIl, perhaps it is not true to say that they could see

not hing: they could see eyes. They slept all closely huddled together, and
took it in turns to watch; and when it was Bilbo's turn he would see gl eans
in the darkness round them and sonmetines pairs of yellow or red or green
eyes would stare at himfroma little distance, and then slowmly fade and
di sappear and slowy shine out again in another place. And sonetinmes they
woul d gl eam down from the branches just above hinm and that was nost
terrifying. But the eyes that he liked the | east were horrible pale bul bous
sort of eyes. "lnsect eyes" he thought, "not aninal eyes, only they are mnuch
too big."

Al though it was not yet very cold, they tried lighting watch-fires at
night, but they soon gave that up. It seemed to bring hundreds and hundreds

of eyes all round them though the creatures, whatever they were, were
careful never to let their bodies showin the little flicker of the flanes.
Wirse still it brought thousands of dark-grey and black noths, sonme nearly

as big as your hand, flapping and whirring round their ears. They could not
stand that, nor the huge bats, black as a top-hat, either; so they gave up
fires and sat at night and dozed in the enornmous uncanny darkness.

Al this went on for what seened to the hobbit ages upon ages; and he
was al ways hungry, for they were extrenely careful with their provisions.
Even so, as days followed days, and still the forest seenmed just the sane,
they began to get anxious. The food would not last for ever: it was in fact
al ready beginning to get low. They tried shooting at the squirrels, and they
wast ed many arrows before they managed to bring one down on the path. But
when they roasted it, it proved horrible to taste, and they shot no nore
squirrels.

They were thirsty too, for they had none too nuch water, and in all the
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time they had seen neither spring nor stream This was their state when one
day they found their path blocked by a running water. It flowed fast and
strong but not very wide right across the way, and it was black, or |ooked
it inthe gloom It was well that Beorn had warned them against it, or they
woul d have drunk fromit, whatever its colour, and filled sonme of their
enptied skins at its bank. As it was they only thought of howto cross it
without wetting thenselves in its water. There had been a bridge of wood
across, but it had rotted and fallen | eaving only the broken posts near the
bank.

Bi | bo kneeling on the brink and peering forward cried: "There is a boat
agai nst the far bank! Now why couldn't it have been this side!"

"How far away do vyou think it is?" asked Thorin, for by now they knew
Bi | bo had the sharpest eyes anpbng them

"Not at all far. | shouldn't think above twelve yards."
"Twel ve yards! | should have thought it was thirty at |east, but ny
eyes don't see as well as they used a hundred years ago. Still twelve yards

is as good as a nmile. W can't junp it, and we daren't try to wade or swim"
"Can any of you throw a rope?"
"What's the good of that? The boat is sure to be tied up, even if we
coul d hook it, which | doubt."
"I don't believe it is tied," said Bilbo, "though of course | can't be

sure inthis light; but it looks tonme as if it was just drawn up on the
bank, which is low just there where the path goes down into the water."

"Dori is the strongest, but Fili is the youngest and still has the best
sight," said Thorin. "Cone here Fili, and see if you can see the boat M.
Baggi ns is tal king about."

Fili thought he could; so when he had stared a long while to get an

idea of the direction, the others brought hima rope. They had several with
them and on the end of the longest they fastened one of the large iron
hooks they had wused for catching their packs to the straps about their
shoul ders. Fili took this in his hand, balanced it for a nmonent, and then
flung it across the stream

Splash it fell inthe water! "Not far enough!"™ said Bilbo who was
peering forward. "A couple of feet and you woul d have dropped it on to the
boat. Try again. | don't suppose the magic is strong enough to hurt you, if
you just touch a bit of wet rope."

Fili picked up the hook when he had drawn it back, rather doubtfully
all the sane. This time he threwit with greater strength

"Steady!" said Bilbo, "you have thrown it right into the wood on the
other side now. Draw it back gently." Fili hauled the rope back slowy, and
after a while Bilbo said:

"Carefully! It is lying on the boat; let's hope the hook will catch.

It did. The rope went taut, and Fili pulled in vain. Kili cane to his
hel p, and then G n and doin. They tugged and tugged, and suddenly they al
fell over on their backs. Bilbo was on the |ockout, however, caught the
rope, and with a piece of stick fended off the little black boat as it cane
rushing across the stream "Help!" he shouted, and Balin was just intine to
seize the boat before it floated off down the current.

"It was tied after all,"” said he, looking at the snapped painter that
was still dangling fromit. "That was a good pull, nmy lads; and a good job
that our rope was the stronger."”

"Who' Il cross first?" asked Bil bo.

"I shall," said Thorin, "and you will cone with ne, and Fili and Balin.
That's as many as the boat will hold at a tine. After that Kili and G n and

G@oin and Don; next On and Nori, Bifur and Bofur; and last Dwalin and
Bonbur . "

"I'm always last and I don't Ilike it," said Bonbur. "It's sonebody
el se's turn today."

"You should not be so fat. As you are, you nust be with the last and
lightest boatload. Don't start grunbling against orders, or sonething bad
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will happen to you."

"There aren't any oars. How are you going to push the boat back to the
far bank?" asked the hobbit.

"G ve ne another length of rope and another hook," said Fili, and when
they had got it ready, he cast into the darkness ahead and as high as he
could throwit. Since it did not fall down again, they saw that it nust have
stuck in the branches. "Get in now " said Fili, "and one of you haul on the
rope that is stuck in a tree on the other side. One of the others nust keep
hol d of the hook we used at first, and when we are safe on the other side he
can hook it on, and you can draw t he boat back."

In this way they were all soon on the far bank safe across the
enchanted stream Dwalin had just scranbled out with the coiled rope on his
arm and Bonmbur (still grunbling) was getting ready to follow, when

sonet hing bad di d happen. There was a flying sound of hooves on the path
ahead. Qut of the gl oom cane suddenly the shape of a flying deer. It charged
into the dwarves and bow ed them over, then gathered itself for a |l eap. High
it sprang and cleared the water with a mghty junp. But it did not reach the
other side in safety. Thorin was the only one who had kept his feet and his
wits. As soon as they had | anded he had bent his bow and fitted an arrow in
case any hidden guardian of the boat appeared. Now he sent a swift and sure
shot into the | eaping beast. As it reached the further bank it stunbled. The
shadows swal lowed it up, but they heard the sound of hooves quickly falter
and then go still.

Bef ore they could shout in praise of the shot, however, a dreadful wail
fromBilbo put all thoughts of venison out of their minds. "Bonmbur has
fallen in! Bonmbur is drowning!" he cried. It was only too true. Bonmbur had
only one foot on the |and when the hart bore down on him and sprang over
him He had stunbled, thrusting the boat away fromthe bank, and then
toppl ed back into the dark water, his hands slipping off the sliny roots at
the edge, while the boat span slowy off and di sappear ed.

They could still see his hood above the water when they ran to the
bank. Quickly they flung a rope with a hook towards him H s hand caught it,
and they pulled himto the shore. He was drenched fromhair to boots, of
course, but that was not the worst. Wien they laid himon the bank he was
already fast asleep, with one hand clutching the rope so tight that they
could not get it fromhis grasp; and fast asleep he remained in spite of al
they could do. They were still standing over him cursing their ill 1uck,
and Bonbur's clunsiness, and lanmenting the |loss of the boat which nade it
i mpossible for themto go back and | ook for the hart, when they becane aware
of the dimblowi ng of horns in the wood and the sound as of dogs baying far
off. Then they all fell silent; and as they sat it seened they could hear
the noise of a great hunt going by to the north of the path, though they saw
no sign of it. There they sat for a long while and did not dare to make a
nmove. Bombur slept on with a snmile on his fat face, as if he no | onger cared
for all the troubles that vexed them

Suddenly on the path ahead appeared sonme white deer, a hind and fawns
as snowy white as the hart had been dark. They glimrered in the shadows.
Before Thorin could cry out three of the dwarves had |eaped to their feet
and | oosed off arrows from their bows. None seemed to find their mark. The
deer turned and vanished in the trees as silently as they had cone, and in
vai n the dwarves shot their arrows after them

"Stop! stop!" shouted Thorin; but it was too late, the excited dwarves
had wasted their last arrows, and now the bows that Beorn had given them
wer e usel ess.

They were a gloony party that night, and the gloom gathered stil
deeper on themin the foll owi ng days. They had crossed the enchanted stream
but beyond it the path seened to straggle on just as before, and in the
forest they could see no change. Yet if they had known nore about it and
consi dered the meani ng of the hunt and the white deer that had appeared upon
their path, they would have known that they were at |ast draw ng towards the
eastern edge, and would soon have conme, if they could have kept up their
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courage and their hope, to thinner trees and places where the sunlight cane
agai n.

But they did not know this, and they were burdened with the heavy body
of Bonbur, which they had to carry along with them as best they could,
taking the wearisone task in turns of four each while the others shared
their packs. |If these had not becone all too light in the last few days,
they woul d never have managed it; but a slunbering and smiling Bonbur was a
poor exchange for packs filled with food however heavy. In a few days a tine
came when there was practically nothing left to eat or to drink. Nothing
whol esone could they see growing in the woods, only funguses and herbs with
pal e | eaves and unpl easant snell.

About four days from the enchanted streamthey cane to a part where
nmost of the trees were beeches. They were at first inclined to be cheered by
the change, for here there was no undergrowth and the shadow was not so
deep. There was a greenish light about them and in places they could see
sone distance to either side of the path. Yet the light only showed them
endl ess lines of straight grey trunks like the pillars of sonme huge twilight
hall. There was a breath of air and a noise of wind, but it had a sad sound.
A few leaves canme rustling down to remnd them that outside autum was
coming on. Their feet ruffled anong the dead |eaves of countless other
autumms that drifted over the banks of the path fromthe deep red carpets of
the forest.

Still Bonmbur slept and they grew very weary. At times they heard
di squieting |aughter. Sonetinmes there was singing in the distance too. The
| aughter was the |aughter of fair voices not of goblins, and the singing was
beautiful, but it sounded eerie and strange, and they were not conforted,
rather they hurried on fromthose parts with what strength they had left.

Two days later they found their path going dowwards and before |ong
they were in a valley filled alnost entirely with a mghty gromh of oaks.

"I's there no end to this accursed forest?" said Thorin.

"Sonebody nust clinb a tree and see if he can get his head above the
roof and have a | ook round. The only way is to choose the tallest tree that
over hangs the path."

O course "sonmebody" nmeant Bilbo. They chose him because to be of any
use the clinber nust get his head above the topnost | eaves, and so he nust
be light enough for the highest and sl enderest branches to bear him Poor
M. Baggi ns had never had nmuch practice in clinbing trees, but they hoisted
himup into the | owest branches of an enornous oak that grew right out into
the path, and up he had to go as best he could. He pushed his way through
the tangled twigs with many a slap in the eye; he was greened and grined
fromthe old bark of the greater boughs; nore than once he slipped and
caught hinself just in time; and at last, after a dreadful struggle in a
difficult place where there seened to be no convenient branches at all, he
got near the top. Al the tine he was wondering whether there were spiders
in the tree, and how he was going to get down again (except by falling).

In the end he poked his head above the roof of |eaves, and then he
found spiders all right. But they were only small ones of ordinary size, and
they were after the butterflies. Bilbo's eyes were nearly blinded by the
light. He could hear the dwarves shouting up at himfromfar below, but he
could not answer, only hold on and blink. The sun was shining brilliantly,
and it was a long while before he could bear it. Wien he could, he saw all
round hima sea of dark green, ruffled here and there by the breeze; and

there were everywhere hundreds of butterflies. | expect they were a kind of
"purple enperor,' a butterfly that |oves the tops of oak-woods, but these
were not purple at all, they were a dark dark velvety black w thout any

mar ki ngs to be seen.

He | ooked at the 'black enmperors' for a long tine, and enjoyed the fee
of the breeze in his hair and on his face; but at length the «cries of the
dwarves, who were now sinply stanping with inpatience down bel ow, ren nded
himof his real business. It was no good. Gaze as nuch as he mght, he could
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see no end to the trees and the leaves in any direction. Hs heart, that had
been lightened by the sight of the sun and the feel of the w nd, sank back
into his toes: there was no food to go back to down bel ow.

Actually, as | have told you, they were not far off the edge of the
forest; and if Bilbo had had the sense to see it, the tree that he had
climbed, though it was tall in itself, was standing near the bottomof a
wide valley, so that fromits top the trees seened to swell up all round
like the edges of a great bowl, and he could not expect to see how far the
forest lasted. Still he did not see this, and he clinmbed down full of
despair. He got to the bottom again at |ast scratched, hot, and m serable,
and he could not see anything in the gloom below when he got there. His
report soon nade the others as niserable as he was.

"The forest goes on for ever and ever and ever in all directions!
What ever shall we do? And what is the use of sending a hobbit!" they cried,
as if it was his fault. They did not care tuppence about the butterflies,
and were only nade nore angry when he told themof the beautiful breeze,
which they were too heavy to clinb up and feel

That night they ate their very last scraps and crunbs of food; and next
mor ni ng when they woke the first thing they noticed was that they were stil
gnhawi ngly hungry, and the next thing was that it was raining and that here
and there the drip of it was dropping heavily on the forest floor. That only
rem nded themthat they were al so parchingly thirsty, w thout doing anything
to relieve them you cannot quench a terrible thirst by standi ng under giant
oaks and waiting for a chance drip to fall on your tongue. The only scrap of
confort there was, came unexpectedly from Bonbur.

He woke up suddenly and sat up scratching his head. He coul d not make
out where he was at all, nor why he felt so hungry; for he had forgotten
everything that had happened since they started their journey that My
morning |l ong ago. The last thing that he remenbered was the party at the
hobbit's house, and they had great difficulty in naking himbelieve their
tale of all the nmany adventures they had had since.

When he heard that there was nothing to eat, he sat down and wept, for
he felt very weak and wobbly in the legs. "Wy ever did | wake up!" he
cried. "I was having such beautiful dreans. | dreaned | was walking in a
forest rather like this one, only it wth torches on the trees and | anps
swi nging fromthe branches and fires burning on the ground; and there was a
great feast going on, going on for ever. A woodl and king was there wth a

crown of |eaves, and there was a nerry singing, and | could not count or
describe the things there were to eat and drink."
"You need not try," said Thorin. "In fact if you can't talk about

somet hing else, you had better be silent. W are quite annoyed enough with
you as it is. If you hadn't waked up, we should have left you to your
idiotic dreans in the forest; you are no joke to carry even after weeks of
short commons. "

There was nothing now to be done but to tighten the belts round their
enpty stonmachs, and hoist their enmpty sacks and packs, and trudge al ong the
track w thout any great hope of ever getting to the end before they |ay down
and died of starvation. This they did all that day, going very slowy and
wearily, while Bonmbur kept on wailing that his | egs would not carry himand
that he wanted to lie down and sl eep

"No you don't!" they said. "Let your |legs take their share, we have
carried you far enough."

Al the same he suddenly refused to go a step further and flung hinself
on the ground. "Go on, if you nust," he said. "lI'mjust going to lie here
and sleep and dream of food, if | can't get it any other way. | hope | never
wake up again."

At that very noment Balin, who was a little way ahead, called out:
"What was that? | thought | saw a twinkle of light in the forest."

They all 1ooked, and a |longish way off, it seemed, they sawa red
twinkle in the dark; then another and another sprang out beside it. Even
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Bonbur got up, and they hurried along then, not caring if it was trolls or
goblins. The Ilight was in front of themand to the left of the path, and
when at last they had drawn level with it, it seenmed plain that torches and
fires were burning under the trees, but a good way off their track

"It looks as if ny dreans were coming true," gasped Bormbur puffing up
behind. He wanted to rush straight off into the wood after the lights. But
the others renenbered only too well the warnings of the wi zard and of Beorn
"A feast would be no good, if we never got back alive fromit," said Thorin.

"But without a feast we shan't renain alive nuch | onger anyway," said
Bonbur, and Bilbo heartily agreed with him They argued about it backwards
and forwards for a long while, until they agreed at length to send out a
couple of spies, to creep near the lights and find out nore about them But
then they could not agree on who was to be sent: no one seenmed anxious to

run the chance of being |ost and never finding his friends again. In the
end, in spite of warnings, hunger decided them because Bonbur kept on
describing all the good things that were being eaten, according to his
dream in the woodl and feast; so they all left the path and plunged into the

forest together.

After a good deal of creeping and crawling they peered round the trunks
and | ooked into a clearing where sone trees had been felled and the ground
| evel | ed. There were many people there, elvish-1ooking folk, all dressed in
green and brown and sitting on sawn rings of the felled trees in a great
circle. There was a fire in their nmidst and there were torches fastened to
some of the trees round about; but npbst splendid sight of all: they were
eating and drinking and | aughing nerrily.

The snell of the roast neats was so enchanting that, without waiting to
consult one another, every one of themgot up and scranbled forwards into
the ring with the one idea of begging for sonme food. No sooner had the first
stepped into the clearing than all the Ilights went out as if by nagic.
Somebody kicked the fire and it went up in rockets of glittering sparks and
vani shed. They were lost in a conpletely lightless dark and they could not
even find one another, not for a long time at any rate. After blundering
frantically in the gloom falling over 1ogs, bumping crash into trees, and
shouting and calling till they nust have waked everything in the forest for
mles, at last they managed to gather thenselves in a bundle and count
thenselves by touch. By that tine they had, of course, quite forgotten in
what direction the path lay, and they were all hopelessly lost, at |[east
till norning.

There was nothing for it but to settle down for the night where they
were; they did not even dare to search on the ground for scraps of food for
fear of becom ng separated again. But they had not been |ying |ong, and
Bil bo was only just getting drowsy, when Dori, whose turn it was to watch
first, said in a | oud whisper:

"The lights are comng out again over there, and there are nore than
ever of them"

Up they all junped. There, sure enough, not far away were scores of
twinkling lights, and they heard the voices and the laughter quite plainly.
They crept slowy towards them in a single line, each touching the back of
the one in front. Wen they got near Thorin said: "No rushing forward this
time! No oneis to stir fromhiding till I say. |I shall send M. Baggins
alone first to talk to them They won't be frightened of him('Wat about ne
of then?' thought Bilbo)-and any way | hope they won't do anything nasty to
him™"

When they got to the edge of the circle of lights they pushed Bil bo
suddenly from behind. Before he had time to slip on his ring, he stunbled
forward into the full blaze of the fire and torches. It was no good. Qut
went all the lights again and conplete darkness fell. |If it had been
difficult collecting thensel ves before, it was far worse this time. And they
sinmply could not find the hobbit. Every tinme they counted thenselves it only
made thirteen. They shouted and called: "Bilbo Baggins! Hobbit! You dratted
hobbit! Hi! hobbit, confusticate you, where are you?" and ot her things of
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that sort, but there was no answer.

They were just giving up hope, when Dori stunbled across himby sheer
luck. In the dark he fell over what he thought was a |l og, and he found it
was the hobbit curled up fast asleep. It took a deal of shaking to wake him
and when he was awake he was not pleased at all

"I was having such a lovely dream" he grunbl ed,
nost gorgeous di nner."

all about having a

"Good heavens! he has gone |like Bonbur," they said. "Don't tell us
about dreans. Dreamdinners aren't any good, and we can't share them"™
"They are the best | amlikely to get in this beastly place," he

muttered, as he lay down beside the dwarves and tried to go back to sleep
and find his dreamagain. But that was not the last of the lights in the

forest. Later when the night nust have been getting old, Kili who was
wat chi ng then, came and roused them all again, saying:
"There's a regular blaze of light begun not far away -- hundreds of

torches and many fires nmust have been |it suddenly and by magic. And hark to
the singing and the harps!"”

After lying and listening for a while, they found they could not resist
the desire to go nearer and try once nore to get help. Up they got again;
and this tinme the result was disastrous. The feast that they now saw was
greater and nore nagnificent than before; and at the head of a long |ine of
feasters sat a woodland king with a crown of |[|eaves upon his golden hair,
very much as Bonbur had described the figure in his dream The elvish fol k
were passing bows fromhand to hand and across the fires, and sone were
harpi ng and many were singing. Their gloanming hair was twined with flowers;
green and white gens glinted on their collars and their belts; and their
faces and their songs were filled with mrth. Loud and clear and fair were
those songs, and out stepped Thorin into their mdst.

Dead silence fell in the mddle of a word. Qut went all light. The
fires | eaped up in black snokes. Ashes and cinders were in the eyes of the
dwarves, and the wood was filled again with their clamur and their cries.
Bi | bo found hinself running round and round (as he thought) and calling and

calling: "Dori, Nori, Oi, Gn, doin, Fili, Kili, Bonbur, Bifur, Bofur,
Dwnal in, Balin, Thorin Oakenshield," while people he could not see or fee
were doing the sane all round him(with an occasional "Bilbo!" thrown in).

But the cries of the others got steadily further and fainter, and though
after a while it seemed to himthey changed to yells and cries for help in
the far distance, all noise at last died right awmay, and he was |eft al one
in conplete silence and darkness.

That was one of his nobst m serable nonents. But he soon made wup his
mnd that it was no good trying to do anything till day canme with sone
little light, and quite useless to go blundering about tiring hinself out
with no hope of any breakfast to revive him So he sat hinmself down with his
back to a tree, and not for the last time fell to thinking of his
far-distant hobbit-hole with its beautiful pantries. He was deep in thoughts
of bacon and eggs and toast and butter when he felt sonmething touch him
Sonething like a strong sticky string was against his |eft hand, and when he
tried to nove he found that his | egs were already wapped in the same stuff,
so that when he got up he fell over

Then the great spider, who had been busy tying himup while he dozed,
cane from behind himand canme at him He could only see the things's eyes,
but he could feel its hairy legs as it struggled to wnd its abom nable
threads round and round him It was lucky that he had cone to his senses in
time. Soon he would not have been able to nove at all. As it was, he had a
desperate fight before he got free. He beat the creature off with his
hands-it was trying to poison himto keep himquiet, as small spiders do to
flies-until he remenbered his sword and drew it out. Then the spider junped
back, and he had tine to cut his |legs | oose. After that it was his turn to
attack. The spider evidently was not used to things that carried such stings
at their sides, or it would have hurried away quicker. Bilbo came at it
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before it could disappear and struck it with his sword right in the eyes.
Then it went nad and | eaped and danced and flung out its legs in horrible
jerks, until he killed it with another stroke; and then he fell down and
renenbered nothing nore for a | ong while.

There was the usual dimgrey light of the forest-day about hi mwhen he
came to his senses. The spider |lay dead beside him and his sword-bl ade was
stai ned bl ack. Sonehow the killing of the giant spider, all alone by hinself
in the dark without the help of the wizard or the dwarves or of anyone el se,
made a great difference to M. Baggins. He felt a different person, and nuch
fiercer and bolder in spite of an enpty stomach, as he wiped his sword on
the grass and put it back into its sheath.

"I will give you a nane," he said to it, "and | shall call you Sting."

After that he set out to explore. The forest was grimand silent, but
obviously he had first of all to ook for his friends, who were not likely
to be very far off, unless they had been made prisoners by the elves (or
wor se t hings).

Bilbo felt that it was wunsafe to shout, and he stood a |long while
wondering in what direction the path lay, and in what direction he should go
first to look for the dwarves. "O why did we not renenber Beorn's advice,
and Gandal f's!" he lanmented. "What a ness we are in now We! | only wish it
was we: it is horrible being all alone.”

In the end he nmade as good a guess as he could at the direction from
which the cries for help had cone in the night -- and by luck (he was born
with a good share of it) be guessed nore or less right, as you will see.
Having made wup his mind he crept along as cleverly as he could. Hobbits are
clever at quietness, especially in wods, as 1. have already told you; also
Bil bo had slipped on his ring before he started. That is why the spiders
nei t her saw nor heard hi m coni ng.

He had picked his way stealthily 'for sone distance, when he noticed a
pl ace of dense bl ack shadow ahead of himblack even for that forest, like a
patch of midnight that had never been cleared away. As he drew nearer, he
saw that it was nmade by spider-webs one behind and over and tangled with
another. Suddenly he saw, too, that there were spiders huge and horrible
sitting in the branches above him and ring or no ring he trenbled with fear
| est they should discover him Standing behind a tree he watched a group of
them for sonme tine, and then in the silence and stillness of the wod he
realised that these | oathsone creatures were speaking one to another. Their
voices were a sort of thin creaking and hissing, but he could nake out many
of the words that they said. They were tal ki ng about the dwarves!

"It was a sharp struggle, but worth it," said one. "Wat nasty thick
skins they have to be sure, but I'lIl wager there is good juice inside."

"Aye, they'll nmake fine eating, when they've hung a bit," said another

"Don't hang 'emtoo long," said a third. "They're not as fat as they
m ght be. Been feeding none too well of late, | should guess."

"Kill"em | say," hissed a fourth; "kill 'emnow and hang 'em dead for
a while."

"They're dead now, I'll warrant," said the first.

"That they are not. | saw one a-struggling just now Just com ng round
again, | should say, after a bee-autiful sleep. I'll show you."

Wth that one of the fat spiders ran along a rope, till it came to a

dozen bundl es hanging in a row froma high branch. Bilbo was horrified, now
that he noticed themfor the first tinme dangling in the shadows, to see a
dwarvi sh foot sticking out of the bottons of sone of the bundles, or here
and there the tip of a nose, or a bit of beard or of a hood.

To the fattest of these bundles the spider went--"It is poor old
Bonbur, 1'Il bet," thought Bilbo -- and nipped hard at the nose that stuck
out. There was a nuffled yelp inside, and a toe shot up and kicked the
spi der straight and hard. There was life in Bonbur still. There was a noi se
like the kicking of a flabby football, and the enraged spider fell off the

branch, only catching itself with its own thread just in tine.
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The others laughed. "You were quite right," they said, "the neat's
alive and kicking!" "

"I''"l'l soon put an end to that," hissed the angry spider clinbing back
onto the branch.

Bi | bo saw that the nonent had come when he nmust do sonething. He could
not get up at the brutes and he had nothing to shoot w th; but |ooking about
he sawthat in this place there were many stones lying in what appeared to
be a nowdry little watercourse. Bilbo was a pretty fair shot with a stone,
and it did not take himlong to find a nice smoboth egg-shaped one that
fitted his hand cosily.

As a boy he used to practise throwing stones at things, until rabbits
and squirrels, and even birds, got out of his way as quick as lightning if
they saw him stoop; and even grownup he had still spent a deal of his tine

at quoits, dart-throwing, shooting at the wand, bowl's, ninepins and other
qui et ganmes of the aimng and throwing sort-indeed he could do lots of
things, besides bl owing snoke-rings, asking riddles and cooking, that
haven't had tine to tell you about. There is no tine now \Wile he was
pi cking up stones, the spider had reached Bonbur, and soon he would have
been dead. At that nonent Bilbo threw. The stone struck the spider plunk on
the head, and it dropped senseless off the tree, flop to the ground, with
all its legs curled up.

The next stone went whizzing through a big web, snapping its cords, and
taking off the spider sitting in the middle of it, whack, dead. After that
there was a deal of commotion in the spider-colony, and they forgot the

dwarves for a bit, | can tell you. They could not see Bilbo, but they could
make a good guess at the direction from which the stones were comng. As
quick as lightning they canme running and swi nging towards the hobbit,
flinging out their long threads in all directions, till the air seemed ful

of waving snares. Bilbo, however, soon slipped anay to a different place.
The idea cane to himto Ilead the furious spiders further and further away
fromthe dwarves, if he could; to nmake them curious, excited and angry al
at once. Wen about fifty had gone off to the place where he had stood
before, he threw sone nore stones at these, and at others that had stopped
behi nd; then dancing anong the trees he began to sing a song to infuriate
themand bring them all after him and also to let the dwarves hear his
voi ce.
This is what he sang:

Ad fat spider spinning in a tree!
Ad fat spider can't see ne!
Attercop! Attercop

Wn't you stop,

Stop your spinning and | ook for rme!

A d Tomoddy, all big body,

A d Tormoddy can't spy ne!
Attercop! Attercop

Down you drop

You' Il never catch ne up your tree!

Not very good perhaps, but then you nust renmenber that he had to nake
it up himself, on the spur of a very awkward noment. It did what he wanted
any way. As he sang he threw sone nore stones and stanped. Practically al
the spiders in the place cane after him sonme dropped to the ground, others
raced al ong the branches, swung fromtree to tree, or cast new ropes across
the dark spaces. They nmade for his noise far quicker than he had expected.
They were frightfully angry. Quite apart fromthe stones no spider has ever
i ked being called Attercop, and Tormoddy of course is insulting to anybody.

Of Bilbo scuttled to a fresh place, but several of the spiders had run
now to different points in the glade where they lived, and were busy
spi nning webs across all the spaces between the tree-stens. Very soon the
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hobbit woul d be caught in a thick fence of themall round himthat at |east
was the spiders' idea. Standing now in the niddle of the hunting and
spi nning insects Bil bo plucked up his courage and began a new song:

Lazy Lob and crazy Cob

are weaving webs to wi nd ne.

| amfar nore sweet than other neat,
but still they cannot find mne!

Here am 1, naughty little fly;

you are fat and | azy.

You cannot trap ne, though you try,
in your cobwebs crazy.

Wth that he turned and found that the |ast space between two tal
trees had been closed with a web-but luckily not a proper web, only great
strands of doubl e-thick spider-rope run hastily backwards and forwards from
trunk to trunk. Qut came his little' sword. He slashed the threads to pieces
and went of f singing.

The spiders saw the sword, though | don't suppose they knew what it
was, and at once the whole lot of them canme hurrying after the hobbit al ong
the ground and the branches, hairy |legs waving, nippers and spinners
snappi ng, eyes popping, full of froth and rage. They followed himinto the
forest until Bilbo had gone as far as he dared.

Then quieter than a nouse he stole back. He had precious little tine,
he knew, before the spiders were disgusted and came back to their trees
where the dwarves were hung. In the nmeanwhile he had to rescue them The
worst part of the job was getting up on to the |long branch where the bundl es
were dangling. | don't suppose he would have nanaged it, if a spider had not
luckily left a rope hanging down; with its help, though it stuck to his hand
and hurt him he scranbled up-only to neet an old slow w cked fat-bodied
spi der who had renmi ned behind to guard the prisoners, and had been busy
pinching them to see which was the juiciest to eat. It had thought of
starting the feast while the others were away, but M. Baggins was in a
hurry, and before the spider knew what was happening it felt his sting and
rolled off the branch dead. Bilbo's next job was to | oose a dwarf. Wat was
he to do? If he cut the string which hung him up, the wetched dwarf would
tunmble thunp to the ground a good way below. Wiggling along the branch
(which nmade all the poor dwarves dance and dangle like ripe fruit) he
reached the first bundle.

"Fili or Kili," he thought by the tip of a blue hood sticking out at
the top. "Mst likely Fili," he thought by the tip of a | ong nose poking out
of the winding threads. He nanaged by | eaning over to cut nost of the strong
sticky threads that bound hi mround, and then, sure enough, with a kick and
a struggle nost of Fili emerged. | amafraid Bilbo actually |aughed at the
sight of him jerking his stiff arns and legs as he danced on the
spider-string wunder his arnpits, just |ike one of those funny toys bobbing
on a wre.

Sonehow or other Fili was got on to the branch, and then he did his
best to help the hobbit, although he was feeling very sick and ill from
spi der-poi son, and from hangi ng nost of the night and the next day wound
round and round with only his nose to breathe through. It took himages to
get the beastly stuff out of his eyes and eyebrows, and as for his beard, he

had to cut nost of it off. WeIll, between themthey started to haul up first
one dwarf and then another and slash them free. None of themwere better off
than Fili, and some of them were worse. Sone had hardly been able to breathe

at all (long noses are sonetines useful you see), and sonme had been nore
poi soned.

In this way they rescued Kili, Bifur, Bofur, Don and Nori. Poor old
Bonmbur was so exhausted-he was the fattest and had been constantly pinched
and poked-that he just rolled off the branch and fell plop on to the ground,
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fortunately on to |l eaves, and lay there. But there were still five dwarves
hangi ng at the end of the branch when the spiders began to conme back, nore
full of rage than ever. Bilbo inmmediately went to the end of the branch
nearest the tree-trunk and kept back those that crawl ed up. He had taken off
his ring when he rescued Fili and forgotten to put it on again, so now they
all began to splutter and hiss:

"Now we see you, you nasty little creature! W will eat you and | eave
your bones and skin hanging on a tree. Ugh! he's got a sting has he? Well

we'll get himall the sane, and then we'll hang hi m head downwards for a day
or two."

Wil e this was going on, the other dwarves were working at the rest of
the captives, and cutting at the threads with their knives. Soon all would

be free, though it was not clear what woul d happen after that. The spiders
had caught thempretty easily the night before, but that had been unawares
and in the dark. This tine there | ooked |ike being a horrible battle.

Suddenly Bilbo noticed that sone of the spiders had gathered round old
Bonbur on the floor, and had tied himup again and were draggi hg hi m away.
He gave a shout and slashed at the spiders in front of him They quickly
gave way, and he scranbled and fell down the tree right into the middle of
those on the ground. Hs little sword was sonething new in the way of stings
for them How it darted to and fro! It shone wth delight as he stabbed at
them Half a dozen were killed before the rest drew off and | eft Bonbur to
Bi | bo.

"Come down! Cone down!" he shouted to the dwarves on the branch. "Don't
stay up there and be netted!" For he saw spiders swarming up all the
nei ghboring trees, and crawing along the boughs above the heads of the
dwar ves

Down t he dwarves scranbl ed or junped or dropped, eleven all in a heap,
most of themvery shaky and little use on their legs. There they were at
| ast, twelve of them counting poor old Bonbur, who was being propped up on
either side by his cousin Bifur, and his brother Bofur; and Bilbo was
dancing about and waving his Sting; and hundreds of angry spiders were
goggling at themall round and about and above. It | ooked pretty hopel ess.

Then the battle began. Some of the dwarves had knives, and sone had
sticks, and all of them could get at stones; and Bilbo had his elvish
dagger. Again and again the spiders were beaten off, and many of them were
killed. But it could not go on for long. Bilbo was nearly tired out; only
four of the dwarves were able to stand firmy, and soon they would all be
overpowered like weary flies. Al ready the spiders were beginning to weave
their webs all round them again from tree to tree. In the end Bilbo could
think of no plan except to let the dwarves into the secret of his ring. He
was rather sorry about it, but it could not be hel ped.

"I amgoing to disappear," he said. "I shall draw the spiders off, if |
can; and you nust keep together and nmke in the opposite direction. To the
left there, that is nore or |less the way towards the place where we | ast saw
the el f-fires."

It was difficult to get themto wunderstand, what wth their dizzy
heads, and the shouts, and the whacking of sticks and the throw ng of
stones; but at last Bilbo felt he could delay no |onger-the spiders were
drawi ng their circle ever closer. He suddenly slipped on his ring, and to
the great astoni shnent of the dwarves he vani shed.

Soon there came the sound of "Lazy Lob" and "Attercop"” from anong the
trees away on the right. That wupset the spiders greatly. They stopped
advanci ng, and some, went off in the direction of the voice. "Attercop” made
them so angry that they lost their wits. Then Balin, who had grasped Bil bo's
plan better than the rest, led an attack. The dwarves huddl ed together in a
knot, and sending a shower of stones they drove at the spiders on the left,
and burst through the ring. Away behind them now the shouting and singing
suddenl y st opped.

Hopi ng desperately that Bilbo had not been caught the dwarves went on
Not fast enough, though. They were sick and weary, and they could not go
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much better than a hobble and a wobbl e, though nmany of the spiders were
close behind. Every now and then they had to turn and fight the creatures
that were overtaking themand already sone spiders were in the trees above
them and throwi ng down their long clinging threads.

Thi ngs were | ooking pretty bad again, when suddenly Bil bo appeared and
charged into the astoni shed spiders unexpectedly fromthe side.

"Go on! Go on!" he shouted. "I will do the stinging!" And he did. He
darted backwards and forwards, slashing at spider-threads, hacking at their
| egs, and stabbing at their fat bodies if they cane too near. The spiders
swelled with rage, and spluttered and frothed, and hissed out horrible
curses; but they had becone nortally afraid of Sting, and dared not cone
very near, nowthat it had cone back. So curse as they would, their prey
moved slowy but steadily away. It was a nost terrible business, and seened
to take hours. But at last, just when Bilbo felt that he could not lift his
hand for a single stroke nore, the spiders suddenly gave it up, and foll owed
them no nore, but went back disappointed to their dark col ony.

The dwarves then noticed that they had come to the edge of a ring where
elf-fires had been. Wuether it was one of those they had seen the night
before, they could not tell. But it seemed that sone good magic lingered in
such spots, which the spiders did not like. At any rate here the |Iight was
greener, and the boughs less thick and threatening, and they had a chance to
rest and draw breath.

There they lay for sone time, puffing and panting. put very soon they
began to ask questions. They had to have the whole vanishing business
carefully explained, and the finding of the ring interested themso nuch
that for a while they forgot their own troubles. Balin in particular
insisted on having the Gollumstory, riddles and all, told all over again,
with the ring in its proper place. But after a time the light began to fail
and t hen other questions were asked. Wiere were they, and where was their
path, and where was there any food, and what were they going to do next?
These questions they asked over and over again, and it was fromlittle Bilbo
that they seened to expect to get the answers. From which you can see that
they had changed their opinion of M. Baggins very nuch, and had begun to
have a great respect for him (as Gandalf had said they would). Indeed they
really expected himto think of sone wonderful plan for hel ping them and
were not nerely grunbling. They knew only too well that they would soon all
have been dead, if it had not been for the hobbit; and they thanked hi m many
times. Some of themeven got up and bowed right to the ground before him
though they fell over with the effort, and could not get on their |egs again
for sone tinme. Knowing the truth about the vanishing did not |essen their
opinion of Bilbo at all; for they saw that he had sone wits, as well as |uck
and a magic ring-and all three are very useful possessions. In fact they
prai sed himso nuch that Bilbo began to feel there really was sonething of a

bol d adventurer about hinself after all, though he | would have felt a | ot
bol der still, if there had been anything to eat.
But there was nothing, nothing at all; and none of them Wre fit to go

and ook for anything, or to search for the |lost path. The |l ost path! No
other idea would come into Bilbo's tired head. He just sat staring in front
of himat the endless trees; and after a while they all fell silent again.
Al  except Balin. Long after the others had stopped talking and shut their
eyes, he kept on nuttering and chuckling to hinself.

"Gollum Well I'"'mblest! So that's how he sneaked past ne is it? Now I
know Just crept quietly along did you, M. Baggins? Buttons all over the
doorstep? Good old Bilbo-Bilbo-Bilbo-bo-bo-bo--" And then he fell asleep,
and there was conplete silence for a long tine.

Al of a sudden Dwalin opened an eye, and | ooked round at them "Were
is Thorin?" he asked. It was a terrible shock. O course there were only
thirteen of them twelve dwarves and the hobbit. Wiere i ndeed was Thorin?
They wondered what evil fate had befallen him nagic or dark nonsters; and
shuddered as they lay lost in the forest. There they dropped of f one by one
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into unconfortable sleep full of horrible dreanms, as evening wore to bl ack
night; and there we nust |eave themfor the present, too sick and weary to
set guards or take turns watching.

Thorin had been caught nuch faster than they had. You renenber Bilbo

falling like a log into sleep, as he stepped into a circle of Iight? The
next tine it had been Thorin who stepped forward, and as the lights went out
he fell like a stone enchanted. All the noise of the dwarves lost in the

night, their cries as the spiders caught them and bound them and all the
sounds of the battle next day, had passed over himunheard. Then the
Wod-elves had come to him and bound him and carried him away. The
feasting people were Wod-elves, of course. These are not wi cked folk. |If
they have a fault it is distrust of strangers. Though their nmagic was
strong, even in those days they were wary. They differed fromthe Hi gh El ves
of the West, and were nore dangerous and |ess wise. For npbst of them
(together with their scattered relations in the hills and nountains) were
descended fromthe ancient tribes that never went to Faerie in the West.
There the Light-elves and the Deep-elves and the Sea-elves went and |ived
for ages, and grew fairer and w ser and nore |earned, and invented their
magic and their cunning craft, in the nmaking of beautiful and marvell ous
thi ngs, before sone came back into the Wde Wrld. In the Wde Wrld the
Whod-elves lingered in the twilight of our Sun and Mon but |oved best the
stars; and they wandered in the great forests that grewtall in |ands that
are now |l ost. They dwelt npbst often by the edges of the woods, from which
they could escape at tines to hunt, or to ride and run over the open |ands
by nmoonlight or starlight; and after the comng of Men they took ever nore
and nore to the gloam ng and the dusk. Still elves they were and remain, and
that is Good Peopl e.

In a great cave sone miles within the edge of Mrkwood on its eastern
side there lived at this tine their greatest king. Before his huge doors of
stone a river ran out of the heights of the forest and flowed on and out
into the marshes at the feet of the high wooded | ands. This great cave, from
whi ch countl ess smaller ones opened out on every side, wound far underground
and had many passages and wide halls; but it was |ighter and nore whol esone
than any goblin-dwelling, and neither so deep nor so dangerous. In fact the
subj ects of the king nostly lived and hunted in the open wods, and had
houses or huts on the ground and in the branches. The beeches were their
favourite trees. The king's cave was his palace, and the strong place of his
treasure, and the fortress of his people against their enenies.

It was also the dungeon of his prisoners. So to the cave they dragged
Thorin-not too gently, for they did not |ove dwarves, and thought he was an
eneny. In ancient days they had had wars with some of the dwarves, whomthey
accused of stealing their treasure. It is only fair to say that the dwarves
gave a different account, and said that they only took what was their due,
for the elf-king had bar- gained with themto shape his raw gold and silver
and had afterwards refused to give them their pay. |If the elf-king had a
weakness it was for treasure, especially for silver and white gens; and
though his hoard was rich, he was ever eager for nore, since he had not yet
as great a treasure as other elf-lords of old. H s people neither nined nor

worked netals or jewels, nor did they bother nmuch with trade or with tilling
the earth. Al this was well known to every dwarf, though Thorin's famly
had had nothing to do with the old quarrel | have spoken of. Consequently

Thorin was angry at their treatnment of him when they took their spell off
hi mand he came to his senses; and also he was deternmined that no word of
gold or jewels should be dragged out of him

The king | ooked sternly on Thorin, when he was brought before him and
asked hi m many questions. But Thorin would only say that he was starving.

"Way did you and your folk three tines try to attack ny people at their
mer rymaki ng?" asked the king.

"We did not attack them" answered Thorin; "we cane to beg, because we
were starving."

"Where are your friends now, and what are they doi ng?"
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"I don't know, but | expect starving in the forest."

"What were you doing in the forest?"

"Looking for food and drink, because we were starving."

"But what brought you into the forest at all?" asked the king angrily.

At that Thorin shut his nouth and woul d not say another word.

"Very well!" said the king. "Take himaway and keep himsafe, until he
feels inclined to tell the truth, even if he waits a hundred years.'"

Then the elves put thongs on him and shut himin one of the innobst
caves with strong wooden doors, and left him They gave himfood and dri nk,
plenty of both, if not very fine; for Wod-elves were not goblins, and were
reasonably well-behaved even to their worst enenies, when they captured
them The giant spiders were the only living things that they had no nercy
upon.

There in the king's dungeon poor Thorin lay; and after he had got over
hi s thankful ness for bread and neat and water, he began to wonder what had
beconme of his wunfortunate friends. It was not very long before he
di scovered; but that belongs to the next <chapter and the beginning of
anot her adventure in which the hobbit again showed his useful ness.

Chapter 9. Barrels Qut of Bond

The day after the battle with the spiders Bilbo and the dwarves made
one |l ast despairing effort to find a way out before they died of hunger and
thirst. They got up and staggered on in the direction which eight out of the
thirteen of them guessed to be the one in which the path lay; but they never
found out if they were right. Such day as there ever was in the forest was
fading once nore into the blackness of night, when suddenly out sprang the
light of many torches all round them |ike hundreds of red stars. Qut |eaped
Whod-elves with their bows and spears and called the dwarves to halt.

There was no thought of a fight. Even if the dwarves had not been in
such a state that they were actually glad to be captured, their snal
knives, the only weapons they had, would have been of no use against the
arrows of the elves that could hit a bird's eye in the dark. So they sinply
stopped dead and sat down and waited-all except Bil bo, who popped on his
ring and slipped quickly to one side.

That is why, when the elves bound the dwarves in a long |line, one
behind the other, and counted them they never found or counted the hobbit.
Nor did they hear or feel himtrotting along well behind their torch-Iight
as they led off their prisoners into the forest. Each dwarf was blindfold,
but that did not make nuch difference, for even Bilbo wth the wuse of his
eyes could not see where they were going, and neither he nor the others knew
where they had started from anyway. Bilbo had all he could do to keep up
with the torches, for the elves were naking the dwarves go as fast as ever
they could, sick and weary as they were. The king had ordered themto make
haste. Suddenly the torches stopped, and the hobbit had just time to catch
them up before they began to cross the bridge. This was the bridge that |ed
across the river to the king's doors. The water flowed dark and swift and
strong beneath; and at the far end were gates before the mouth of a huge
cave that ran into the side of a steep slope covered with trees. There the

great beeches cane right down to the bank, till their feet were in the
stream Across this bridge the elves thrust their prisoners, but Bilbo
hesitated in the rear. He did not at all |like the ook of the cavern-nouth

and he only nade up his mnd not to desert his friends just intine to
scuttle over at the heels of the fast elves, before the great gates of the
ki ng cl osed behind themw th a clang.

I nside the passages were |it with red torch-light, and the elf-guards
sang as they marched along the twi sting, crossing, and echoing paths. These
were not like those of the goblin-cities: they were snaller, less deep

underground, and filled wth a cleaner air. In a great hall with pillars
hewn out of the living stone sat the Elvenking on a chair of carven wood. On
his head was a crown of berries and red |eaves, for the autumm was cone
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again. In the spring he wore a crowmm of woodland flowers. In his hand he
hel d a carven staff of oak

The prisoners were brought before him and though he |ooked grinmy at
them he told his nmen to unbind them for they were ragged and weary.
"Besides they need no ropes in here," said he. "There is no escape from ny
magi ¢ doors for those who are once brought inside."

Long and searchingly he questioned the dwarves about their doings, and
where they were going to, and where they were coning from but he got little
nmore news out of themthan out of Thorin. They were surly and angry and did
not even pretend to be polite.

"What have we done, O Kking?" said Balin, who was the eldest left. "Is
it acrime tobe lost inthe forest, to be hungry and thirsty, to be trapped
by spiders? Are the spiders your tanme beasts or your pets, if killing them
makes you angry?" Such a question of course nmade the king angrier than ever,
and he answered: "It is a crine to wander in ny realmw thout |eave. Do you
forget that you were in ny kingdom using the road that ny people nmade? Did

you not three tines pursue and trouble nmy people in the forest and ' rouse
the spiders with your riot and clamur? After all the disturbance you have
made | have a right to know what brings you here, and if you will not tel

me now, | wll keep you all in prison until you have |earned sense and

manner s!”

Then he ordered the dwarves each to be put in a separate cell and to be
given food and drink, but not to be allowed to pass the doors of their
little prisons, wuntil one at least of themwas willing to tell him all he
wanted to know. But be did not tell them that Thorin was also a prisoner
with him It was Bilbo who found that out.

Poor M. Baggins -- it was a weary long time that he lived in that
pl ace all alone, and always in hiding, never daring to take off his ring,
hardly daring to sleep, even tucked away in the darkest and remnptest coners
he could find. For something to do he took to wandering about the
El ven-king's palace. Magic shut the gates, but be could sonetinmes get out,
if he was quick. Companies of the Wod-elves, sonmetines with the king at
their head, would fromtine to time ride out to hunt, or to other business
in the woods and in the lands to the East. Then if Bilbo was very ninble, he
could slip out just behind them though it was a dangerous thing to do. Mre
than once he was nearly caught in the doors, as they clashed together when
the last elf passed; yet he did not dare to march among them because of his
shadow (al together thin and wobbly as it was in torch-light), or for fear of
bei ng bumped into and di scovered. And when he did go out, which was not very
often, he did no good. He did not wish to desert the dwarves, and indeed he
did not know where in the world to go without them He could not keep up
with the hunting elves all the time they were out, so he never discovered
the ways out of the wood, and was left to wander m serably in the forest,
terrified of losing himself, until a chance canme of returning. He was hungry
too outside, for he was no hunter; but inside the caves he could pick up a
living of sone sort by stealing food fromstore or table when no one was at
hand. "I amlike a burglar that can't get away, but nust go on mserably
burgling the sane house day after day," he thought. "This is the dreariest
and dull est part of all this wetched, tiresonme, unconfortable adventure! |
wish | was back in nmy hobbit-hole by my own warmfireside with the |anp
shining!" He often wi shed, too, that he could get a nmessage for help sent to
the wizard, but that of course was quite imnmpossible; and he soon realized
that if anything was to be done, it would have to be done by M. Baggins,
al one and unai ded.

Eventually, after a week or two of this sneaking sort of Ilife, by
watching and following the guards and taking what chances he could, he
managed to find out where each dwarf was kept. He found all their twelve
cells in different parts of the palace, and after a time he got to know his
way about very well. What was his surprise one day to overhear sone of the
guards talking and to |l earn that there was another dwarf in prison too, in a
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specially deep dark place. He guessed at once, of course, that that was
Thorin; and after a while he found that his guess was right. At last after
many difficulties he managed to find the place when no one was about, and to
have a word with the chief of the dwarves. Thorin was too wetched to be
angry any longer at his misfortunes, and was even beginning to think of
telling the king all about his treasure and his quest (which shows how
lowspirited he had becone), when he heard Bilbo's little voice at his
keyhole. He could hardly believe his ears. Soon however he made up his m nd
that he could not be mstaken, and he cane to the door and had a |ong
whi spered talk with the hobbit on the other side.

So it was that Bilbo was able to take secretly Thorin's nmessage to each
of the other inprisoned dwarves, telling themthat Thorin their chief was
also in prison close at hand, and that no one was to reveal their errand to
the long, not yet, not before Thorin gave the word. For Thorin had taken
heart again hearing how the hobbit had rescued his conpanions from the
spiders, and was determ ned once nore not to ransom hinself with promises to
the king of a share in the treasure, until all hope of escaping in any other
way had di sappeared; until in fact the remarkable M. I|nvisible Baggins (of
whom he began to have a very high opinion indeed) had altogether failed to
thi nk of sonething clever.

The other dwarves quite agreed when they got the nessage. They all
thought their own shares in the treasure (which they quite regarded as
theirs, in spite of their plight and the still unconquered dragon) would
suffer seriously if the Wod-elves clainmed part of it, and they all trusted
Bi | bo. Just what Gandalf had sai d woul d happen, you see. Perhaps that war
part of his reason for going off and | eaving them

Bi | bo, however, did not feel nearly so hopeful as they did. He did not
| i ke being depended on by everyone, and he wi shed he had the wi zard at hand.
But that was no use: probably all the dark distance of Mrkwood | ay between
them He sat and thought and thought, until his head nearly burst, but no
bright idea would cone. One invisible ring was a very fine thing, but it was
not much good anong fourteen. But of course, as you have guessed, he did
rescue his friends in the end, and this is how it happened. One day, nosing
and wandering about. Bilbo discovered a very interesting thing: the great
gates were not the only entrance to the caves. A stream fl owed under part of
the I owest regions of the palace, and joined the Forest River sonme way
further to the east, beyond the steep slope out of which the main nouth
opened. Where this underground watercourse canme forth from the hillside
there was a water-gate. There the rocky roof cane down close to the surface
of the stream and fromit a portcullis could be dropped right to the bed of
the river to prevent anyone coming in or out that way. But the portcullis
was often open, for a good deal of traffic went out and in by the
water-gate. |If anyone had conme in that way, he would have found hinself in a
dark rough tunnel |eading deep into the heart of the hill; but at one point
where it passed under the caves the roof had been cut away and covered with
great oaken trapdoors. These opened upwards into the Kking' s cellars. There
stood barrels, and barrels, and barrels; for the Wod-elves, and especially
their king, were very fond of w ne, though no vines grew in those parts. The
wi ne, and other goods, were brought fromfar away, from their kinsfolk in
the South, or fromthe vineyards of Men in distant |ands.

Hi di ng behind one of the largest barrels Bilbo discovered the trapdoors

and their use, and lurking there, listening to the talk of the king's
servants, he |learned how the wine and other goods cane up the rivers, or
over land, to the Long Lake. It seenmed a town of Men still throve there,

built out on bridges far into the water as a protection agai nst enem es of
all sorts, and especially against the dragon of the Muntain. From Lake-town
the barrels were brought up the Forest River. Oten they were just tied
together like big rafts and poled or rowed up the stream sonetines they
were | oaded on to flat boats.

When the barrels were enpty the elves cast themthrough the trapdoors,
opened the water-gate, and out the barrels floated on the stream bobbing
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along, until they were carried by the current to a place far down the river
where the bank jutted out, near to the very eastern edge of Mrkwood. There
they were collected and tied together and floated back to Lake-town, which
stood close to the point where the Forest River flowed into the Long Lake.

For some time Bilbo sat and thought about this water-gate, and wondered
if it could be used for the escape of his friends, and at last he had the
desperat e begi nnings of a plan.

The evening neal had been taken to the prisoners. The guards were
tranpi ng away down t he passages taking the torch-light with them and | eaving
everything in darkness. Then Bil bo heard the king's butler bidding the chief
of the guards good- ni ght.

"Now conme with nme," he said, "and taste the new wi ne that has just cone

in. | shall be hard at work tonight clearing the cellars of the enpty wood,
so let us have a drink first to help the |abour."
"Very good," laughed the chief of the guards. "I'll taste with you, and

see if it is fit for the king's table. There is a feast tonight and it would
not do to send up poor stuff!"”

Wien he heard this Bilbo was all in a flutter, for he saw that |uck was
with himand he had a chance at once to try his desperate plan. He followed
the two elves, until they entered a small cellar and sat down at a table on
which two large flagons were set. Soon they began to drink and |[|augh
merrily. Luck of an unusual kind was with Bilbo then. It nust be potent w ne
to make a wood-elf drowsy; but this wine, it would seem was the heady
vi ntage of the great gardens of Dorw nion, not neant for his soldiers or his
servants, but for the king's feasts only, and for smaller bows, not for the
butler's great flagons.

Very soon the chief guard nodded his head, then he laid it on the table
and fell fast asleep. The butler went on tal king and | aughing to hinself for
a while without seeming to notice, but soon his head too nodded to the
table, and he fell asleep and snored beside his friend. Then in crept the
hobbit. Very soon the chief guard had no keys, but Bilbo was trotting as
fast as he could along the passage towards the cells. The great bunch seened
very heavy to his arnms, and his heart was often in his nouth, in spite of
his ring, for he could not prevent the keys from naking every now and then a
I oud clink and clank, which put himall in a trenble.

First he wunlocked Balin's door, and locked it again carefully as soon
as the dwarf was outside. Balin was nost surprised, as you can inmagi ne; but
glad as he was to get out of his wearisonme little stone room he wanted to
stop and ask questions, and know what Bilbo was going to do, and all about
it.

"No tinme now" said the hobbit. "You nust follow nme! We nust all keep
together and not risk getting separated. Al of us nust escape or none, and
this is our last chance. If this is found out, goodness knows where the king
will put you next, wth chains on your hands and feet too, | expect. Don't
argue, there's a good fellow"

Then off he went fromdoor to door, until his following had grown to
twel ve-none of themany too ninble, what with the dark, and what with their
long inprisonment. Bilbo's heart thunped every tine one of them bunped into
another, or grunted or whispered in the dark. "Drat this dwarvish racket!"
he said to hinself. But all went well, and they net no guards. As a natter
of fact there was a great autumm feast in the woods that night, and in the
halls above. Nearly all the king's folks were nerrymaking. At |ast after
much bl undering they cane to Thorin's dungeon, far down in a deep place and
fortunately not far fromthe cellars.

"Upon ny word!" said Thorin, when Bilbo whispered to him to cone out
and join his friends, "Gandalf spoke true, as usual. A pretty fine burglar
you make, it seenms, when the time comes. | amsure we are all for ever at
your service, whatever happens after this. But what comes next?"

Bil bo saw that the time had cone to explain his idea, as far as he
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could; but he did not feel at all sure bow the dwarves would take it. His
fears were quite justified, for they did not like it a bit, and started
grunmbling loudly in spite of their danger.

"W shall be bruised and battered to pieces, and drowned too, for
certain!" they muttered. "W thought you had got sonme sensible notion, when
you managed to get hold of the keys. This is a mad idea!"

"Very well!" said Bilbo very downcast, and also rather annoyed. "Cone
al ong back to your nice cells, and I will lock you all in again, and you can
sit there confortably and think of a better plan-but | don't suppose | shal
ever get hold of the keys again, even if | feel inclined to try."

"That was too nmuch for them and they calnmed down. In the end, of
course, they had to do just what Bilbo suggested, because it was obviously
impossible for themto try and find their way into the upper halls, or to
fight their way out of gates that closed by magic; and it was no good

grunbling in the passages until they were caught again. So follow ng the
hobbit, down into the lowest cellars they crept. They passed a door through
whi ch the chief guard and the butler could be seen still happily snoring

with sniles upon their faces. The wi ne of Dorw nion brings deep and pl easant
dreans. There would be a different expression on the face of the chief guard
next day, even though Bilbo, before they went on, stole in and ki ndheartedly
put the keys back on his belt.

"That will save himsone of the trouble he is in for," said M. Baggins
to himself. "He wasn't a bad fellow, and quite decent to the prisoners. It
will puzzle themall too. They will think we had a very strong nagic to pass
through all those | ocked doors and di sappear. Disappear! W have got to get
busy very quick, if that is to happen!"

Balin was told off to watch the guard and the butler and give warning
if they stirred. The rest went into the adjoining cellar with the trapdoors.
There was little tine to | ose. Before long, as Bilbo knew, some elves were
under orders to conme down and help the butler get the enpty barrels through
the doors into the stream These were in fact already standing in rows in
the mddle of the floor waiting to be pushed off. Some of themwere
Wi ne-barrels, and these were not nuch use, as they could not easily be
opened at the end without a deal of noise, nor could they easily be secured
again. But anong them were several others which had been used for bringing
other stuffs, butter, apples, and all sorts of things, to the king' s pal ace.

They soon found thirteen with room enough for a dwarf in each. In fact
some were too roony, and as they clinbed in the dwarves thought anxiously of
t he shaking and the bumping they woul d get inside, though Bilbo did his best
to find straw and other stuff to pack themin as cosily as could be managed
in a short time. At last twelve dwarves were stowed. Thorin had given a | ot
of trouble, and turned and twisted in his tub and grumbled like a | arge dog
in a small kennel; while Balin, who cane |ast, made a great fuss about his
air-holes and said he was stifling, even before his 1lid was on. Bilbo had
done what he could to close holes in the sides of the barrels, and to fix on
all the lids as safely as could be nanaged, and now he was | eft al one again,
running round putting the finishing touches-to the packing, and hoping
agai nst hope that his plan would cone off.

It had not been a-bit too soon. Only a minute or two after Balin's Iid
had been fitted on there came the sound of voices and the flicker of |ights.
A number of elves canme laughing and talking into the cellars and singing
snatches of song. They had left a nerry feast in one of the halls and were
bent on returning as soon as they could. "Were's old Galion, the butler?"

said one. "I haven't seen himat the tables tonight. He ought to be here now
to show us what is to be done.™
"I shall be angry if the old slowoach is late," said another. "I have

no wish to waste tinme down here while the song is up!"
"Ha, ha!" came a cry. "Here's the old villain with his head on a jug!
He's been having a little feast all to hinself and his friend the captain.”
"Shake him Wake him" shouted the others inmpatiently. Gallon was not
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at all pleased at being shaken or wakened, and still |ess at being | aughed
at. "You're all late," he grunbled. "Here am | waiting and waiting down
here, while vyou fellows drink and nake nerry and forget your tasks. Snmall
wonder if | fall asleep fromweariness!"

"Smal | wonder," said they, "when the explanation stands close at hand
in ajug! Cone give us a taste of your sleeping-draught before we fall to!
No need to wake the turnkey yonder. He has had his share by the | ooks of
it."

Then they drank once round and becane nighty nerry all of a sudden. But
they did not quite lose their wits. "Save wus, @Glion!" cried sonme, "you
began your feasting early and nuddl ed your wts! You have stacked sone ful
casks here instead of the empty ones, if there is anything in weight."

"Cet on with the work!" growed the butler. "There is nothing in the
feeling of weight in an idle toss-pot's arnms. These are the ones to go and
no others. Do as | say!"

"Very well, very well," they answered rolling the barrels to the
opening. "On your head be it, if the king's full buttertubs and his best
wine is pushed into the river for the Lake-nmen to feast on for nothing!"

Roll-roll-roll-roll,
roll-roll-rolling down the hole
Heave ho! Splash plunp !

Down t hey go, down they bunp!

So they sang as first one barrel and then another runbled to the dark
openi ng and was pushed over into the cold water sonme feet below. Sone were
barrels really enmpty, some were tubs neatly packed with a dwarf each; but
down they all went, one after another, wth nany a clash and a bunp,
t huddi ng on top of ones below, snacking into the water, jostling against the
wal |s of the tunnel, knocking into one another, and bobbing away down the
current.

It was just at this nonent that Bilbo suddenly discovered the weak
point in his plan. Most likely you saw it sone tinme ago and have been
|l aughing at him but | don't suppose you would have done half as well
yourselves in his place. O course he was not in a barrel hinself, nor was
there anyone to pack himin, even if there had been a chance! It |ooked as
if he would certainly lose his friends this time (nearly all of them had
al ready di sappeared through the dark trap-door), and get utterly left behind
and have to stay lurking as a permanent burglar in the elf-caves for ever
For even if he could have escaped through the upper gates at once, he had
precious small chance of ever finding the dwarves again. He did not know the
way by land to the place where the barrels were collected. He wondered what
on earth would happen to themw thout him for he had not had tine to tel
the dwarves all that he had | earned, or what he had neant to do, once they
were out of the wood. While all these thoughts were passing through his
m nd, the elves being very nerry began to sing a song round the river-door.
Sone had al ready gone to haul on the ropes which pulled up the portcullis at
the water-gate so as to let out the barrels as soon as they were all afl oat
bel ow.

Down the swift dark streamyou go
Back to | ands you once di d know
Leave the halls and caverns deep,
Leave the northern nountains steep,
Where the forest wide and dim

St oops in shadow grey and grim

Fl oat beyond the world of trees
Qut into the whispering breeze,
Past the rushes, past the reeds,
Past the marsh's wavi ng weeds,
Through the nist that riseth white
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Up from nere and pool at night!
Follow, follow stars that |eap
Up the heavens col d and steep;
Turn when dawn cones over |and,
Over rapid, over sand,

Sout h away! and Sout h away!

Seek the sunlight and the day,
Back to pasture, back to nead,
Wiere the kine and oxen feed!
Back to gardens on the hills
Where the berry swells and fills
Under sunlight, under day!

Sout h away! and South away!

Down the swift dark streamyou go
Back to | ands you once di d know

Now the very last barrel was being rolled to the doors! In despair and
not knowi ng what else to do, poor Ilittle Bilbo caught hold of it and was
pushed over the edge with it. Down into the water he fell, splash! into the
cold dark water with the barrel on top of him He cane up again spluttering
and clinging to the wood Iike a rat, but for all his efforts he could not
scranble on top. Every tine he tried, the barrel rolled round and ducked him
under again. It was really enpty, and floated light as a cork. Though his
ears were full of water, he could hear the elves still singing in the cellar
above. Then suddenly the trapdoors fell to with a boomand their voices
faded away. He was in the dark tunnel, floating in icy water, all alone-for
you cannot count friends that are all packed up in barrels.

Very soon a grey patch cane up in the darkness ahead. He heard the
creak of the water-gate being hauled up, and he found that he was in the
m dst of a bobbing and bunpi ng mass of casks and tubs all pressing together
to pass under the arch and get out into the open stream He had as much as
he could do to prevent hinmself frombeing hustled and battered to bits; but
at last the jostling crowmd began to break up and swi ng off, one by one,
under the stone arch and away. Then he saw that it woul d have been no good
even if he had managed to get astride his barrel, for there was no room to
spare, not even for a hobbit, between its top and the suddenly stooping roof
where the gate was.

Qut they went under the overhanging branches of the trees on either
bank. Bilbo wondered what the dwarves were feeling and whether a lot of
water was getting into their tubs. Sone of those that bobbed along by himin
the gloom seened pretty lowin the water, and he guessed that these had
dwar ves inside

"l do hope |I put the lids on tight enough!" he thought, but before |ong
he was worrying too nuch about hinself to remenber the dwarves. He nanaged
to keep his head above the water, but he was shivering with the cold, and he
wondered if he would die of it before the luck turned, and how rmuch | onger
he would be able to hang on, and whether he should risk the chance of
letting go and trying to swmto the bank

The luck turned all right before long: the eddying current carried
several barrels close ashore at one point and there for a while they stuck
against sone hidden root. Then Bilbo took the opportunity of scranbling up
the side of his barrel while it was held steady against another. Up he
crawed like a drowned rat, and lay on the top spread out to keep the
bal ance as best he could. The breeze was cold but better than the water, and
he hoped he would not suddenly roll off again when they started off once
nore. Before long the barrels broke free again and turned and tw sted off
down the stream and out into the main current Then he found it quite as
difficult to stick on as he had feared; but he managed it sonehow, though it
was m serably unconfortable. Luckily he was very light, and the barrel was a
good big one and being rather |eaky had now shi pped a small anpbunt of water.
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Al the sane it was like trying to ride, without bridle or stirrups, a
round-bel lied pony that was always thinking of rolling on the grass. In this
way at last M. Baggins cane to a place where the trees on either hand grew
thinner. He could see the paler sky between them The dark river opened
suddenly wi de, and there it was joined to the nain water of the Forest River
flowing down in haste from the king's great doors. There was a di m sheet of
wat er no | onger overshadowed, and on its sliding surface there were dancing
and broken reflections of clouds and of stars. Then the hurrying water of
the Forest River swept all the conpany of casks and tubs away to the north
bank, in which it had eaten out a wide bay. This had a shingly shore under
hangi ng banks and was walled at the eastern end by a little jutting cape of
hard rock. On the shallow shore nost of the barrels ran aground, though a
few went on to bunp agai nst the stony pier

There were people on the | ook-out on the banks. They quickly poled and
pushed all the barrels together into the shallows, and when they had counted
themthey roped themtogether and left them till the norning. Poor dwarves!
Bi | bo was not so badly off now. He slipped fromhis barrel and waded ashore,
and then sneaked along to some huts that he could see near the water's edge.
He no | onger thought tw ce about picking up a supper uninvited if he got the
chance, he had been obliged to do it for so long, and he knew only too well
what it was to be really hungry, not nerely politely interested in the
dainties of a well-filled |arder. Al so he had caught a glinpse of a fire
through the trees, and that appealed to himwith his dripping and ragged
clothes clinging to himcold and cl amy.

There is no need to tell you rmuch of his adventures that night, for now
we are drawi ng near the end of the eastward journey and conming to the |ast
and greatest adventure, so we rmust hurry on. OF course helped by his magic
ring he got on very well at first, but he was given away in the end by his
wet footsteps and the trail of drippings that he |eft wherever he went or
sat; and al so he began to snivel, and wherever he tried to hide he was found
out by the terrific explosions of his suppressed sneezes. Very soon there
was a fine commtion in the village by the riverside; but Bilbo escaped into
the woods carrying a loaf and a leather bottle of wne and a pie that did
not belong to him The rest of the night he had to pass wet as he was and
far froma fire, but the bottle helped himto do that, and he actually dozed
alittle on sone dry |eaves, even though the year was getting |ate and the
air was chilly.

He woke again with a specially loud sneeze. It was already grey
morning, and there was a nerry racket down by the river. They were naking up
a raft of barrels, and the raft-elves woul d soon be steering it off down the
stream to Lake-town. Bilbo sneezed again. He was no | onger dripping but he
felt cold all over. He scranbled down as fast as his stiff |egs would take
him and nanaged just in time to get on to the mass of casks w thout being
noticed in the general bustle. Luckily there was no sun at the tinme to cast
an awkward shadow, and for a mercy he did not sneeze again for a good while.

There was a mighty pushing of poles. The elves that were standing in
the shallow .water heaved and shoved. The barrels now all |ashed together
creaked and fretted.

"This is a heavy load!" some grunbled. "They float too deep-sone of
these are never enmpty. |If they had cone ashore in the daylight, we night
have had a | ook inside," they said.

"No tine now" cried the raftman. "Shove off!"

And of f they went at last, slowmy at first, wuntil they had passed the
poi nt of rock where other elves stood to fend themoff with poles, and then
qui cker and qui cker as they caught the main streamand went sailing away
down, down towards the Lake.

They had escaped t he dungeons of the king and were through the wood,
but whether alive or dead still remains to be seen.

Chapter 10. A Warm Wl cone

file:/lIF|/rah/J.R.R.%20Tolkien/Hobbit,%20The.txt (82 of 131) [1/17/03 7:43:24 PM]



file:///F|/rah/J.R.R.%20T ol kien/Hobbit,%20The.txt

The day grew lighter and warner as they floated along. After a while
the river rounded a steep shoul der of |and that came down upon their left.
Under its rocky feet like an inland cliff the deepest stream had fl owed
| appi ng and bubbling. Suddenly the cliff fell away. The shores sank. The
trees ended. Then Bilbo saw a sight: The | ands opened wi de about him filled
with the waters of the river which broke wup and wandered in a hundred
wi ndi ng courses, or halted in marshes and pools dotted wth isles on every
side: but still a strong water flowed on steadily through the midst. And far
away, its dark head in a torn cloud, there |oomed the Muntain! |Its nearest
nei ghbours to the North-East and the tunbled land that joined it to them
could not be seen. All alone it rose and | ooked across the marshes to the
forest. The Lonely Muntain! Bilbo had come far and through many adventures
to see it, and now he did not like the look of it in the |east.

As he listened to the talk of the raftmen and pieced together the
scraps of information they let fall, he soon realized that he was very
fortunate ever to have seen it at all, even fromthis distance. Dreary as
had been his inprisonnent and unpl easant as was his position (to say nothing
of the poor dwarves underneath him still, he had been nore |ucky than he
had guessed. The talk was all of the trade that came and went on the
wat erways and the growh of the traffic on the river, as the roads out of
the East towards Mrkwood vanished or fell into disuse; and of the
bi ckerings of the Lake-nen and the Wod-el ves about the upkeep of the Forest
Ri ver and the care of the banks.

Those | ands had changed nmuch since the days when dwarves dwelt in the
Mount ai n, days which nost people now renenbered only as a very shadowy
tradition. They had changed even in recent years, and since the |ast news
that Gandal f had had of them Geat floods and rains had swollen the waters
that flowed east; and there had been an earthquake or two (which sone were
inclined to attribute to the dragon-alluding to himchiefly with a curse and
an onminous nod in the direction of the Muntain). The marshes and bogs had
spread wi der and w der on either side. Paths had vani shed, and nany a rider
and wanderer too, if they had tried to find the |lost ways across. The
el f-road through the wood which the dwarves had foll owed on the advice of
Beorn now canme to a doubtful and Ilittle used end at the eastern edge of the
forest; only the river offered any longer a safe way fromthe skirts of
M rkwood in the North to the nmountai n-shadowed plains beyond, and the river
was guarded by the Wod-el ves' King.

So you see Bilbo had come in the end by the only road that was any
good. It might have been sone confort to M. Baggins shivering on the
barrels, if he had known that news of this had reached Gandalf far away and
given him great anxiety, and that he was in fact finishing his other
busi ness (which does not <come into this tale) and getting ready to conme in
search of Thorin's conmpany. But Bilbo did not knowit.

Al he knew was that the river seemed to go on and on and on for ever,
and he was hungry, and had a nasty <cold in the nose, and did not 1|ike the
way the Mountain seened to frown at him and threaten himas it drew ever
nearer. After a while, however, the river took a nore southerly course and
the Mountain receded again, and at last, late in the day the shores grew
rocky, the river gathered all its wandering waters together into a deep and
rapid flood, and they swept al ong at great speed.

The sun had set when turning with another sweep towards the East the
forest-river rushed into the Long Lake. There it had a wide nouth with stony
clifflike gates at either side whose feet were piled with shingles. The Long
Lake! Bilbo had never imagined that any water that was not the sea could
| ook so big. It was so wide that the opposite shores | ooked small and far,
but it was so long that its northerly end, which pointed towards the
Mountain, could not be seen at all. Only fromthe map did Bil bo know t hat
away up there, where the stars of the Wain were already tw nkling, the
Running River came down into the lake fromDale and with the Forest River
filled with deep waters what must once have been a great deep rocky valley.
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At the southern end the doubled waters poured out again over high waterfalls
and ran away hurriedly to unknown lands. In the still evening air the noise
of the falls could be heard |ike a distant roar

Not far from the mouth of the Forest River was the strange town he
heard the elves speak of in the king's cellars. It was not built on the
shore, though there were a few huts and buildings there, but right out on
the surface of the |ake, protected fromthe swirl of the entering river by a
pronmontory of rock which formed a calm bay. A great . bridge nade of wood
ran out to where on huge piles nmade of forest trees was built a busy wooden
town, not a town of elves but of Men, who still dared to dwell here under
the shadow of the distant dragon-nountain. They still throve on the trade
that canme up the great river fromthe South and was carted past the falls to
their town; but in the great days of old, when Dale in the North was rich
and prosperous, they had been wealthy and powerful, and there had been
fleets of boats on the waters, and sone were filled with gold and sone with
warriors in armour, and there had been wars and deeds which were now only a

| egend. The rotting piles of a greater town could still be seen along the
shores when the waters sank in a drought.

But nmen renenbered little of all that, though sone still sang old songs
of the dwarf-kings of the Mountain, Thror and Thrain of the race of Durin,
and of the coming of the Dragon, and the fall of the |lords of Dale. Sone

sang too that Thror and Thrain would come back one day and gold would flow
in rivers through the nountain-gates, and all that |land would be filled with
new song and new |aughter. But this pleasant |egend did not much affect
their daily business.

As soon as the raft of barrels came in sight boats rowed out fromthe
piles of the town, and voices hailed the raft-steerers. Then ropes were cast
and oars were pulled, and soon the raft was drawn out of the current of the
Forest River and towed away round the high shoulder of rock into the little
bay of Lake-town. There it was nmoored not far fromthe shoreward head of the
great bridge. Soon men would cone up fromthe South and take sone of the
casks away, and others they would fill with goods they had brought to be
taken back up the streamto the Wod-elves' honme. In the nmeanwhile the
barrels were left afloat while the elves of the raft and the boatnmen went to
feast in Lake-town.

They woul d have been surprised, if they could have seen what happened
down by the shore, after they had gone and the shades of night had fallen
First of all a barrel was cut |oose by Bilbo and pushed to the shore and
opened. Groans cane from inside, and out crept a nost unhappy dwarf. Wet
straw was in his draggled beard; he was so sore and stiff, so bruised and
buffeted he could hardly stand or stunble through the shallow water to lie
groaning on the shore. He had a fam shed and a savage |ook |ike a dog that
has been chained and forgotten in a kennel for a week. It was Thorin, but
you could only have told it by his golden chain, and by the colour of his
now dirty and tattered sky-blue hood with its tarnished silver tassel. It
was sone tine before he would be even polite to the hobbit.

"Well, are you alive or are you dead?" asked Bilbo quite crossly.
Perhaps he had forgotten that he had had at | east one good nmeal nore than
the dwarves, and also the use of his arms and legs, not to speak of a
greater allowance of air. "Are you still in prison, or are you free? If you
want food, and if you want to go on with this silly adventure- it's yours
after all and not m ne-you had better slap your arns and rub your |egs and
try and help ne get the others out while there is a chance!"

Thorin of course saw the sense of this, so after a few nore groans he
got up and helped the hobbit as well as he could. |In the darkness
floundering in the cold water they had a difficult and very nasty job
finding which were the right barrels. Knocking outside and calling only
di scovered about six dwarves that could answer. They were unpacked and
hel ped ashore where they sat or lay muttering and noaning; they were so
soaked and bruised and cramped that they could hardly yet realize their
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rel ease or be properly thankful for it.

Dnmalin and Balin were two of the npst unhappy, and it was no good
asking themto help. Bifur and Bofur were | ess knocked about and drier, but
they lay down and would do nothing. Fili and Kili, however, who were young
(for dwarves) and had al so been packed nore neatly with plenty of strawinto
smal | er casks, cane out nore or less sniling, with only a bruise or two and
a stiffness that soon wore off.

"I hope | never snell the snmell of apples again!" said Fili. "My tub
was full of it. To snell apples everlastingly when you can scarcely nove and
are cold and sick with hunger is maddening. | could eat anything in the w de
world now, for hours on end-but not an apple!"

Wth the willing help of Fili and Kili, Thorin and Bilbo at |ast

di scovered the renai nder of the conpany and got them out. Poor fat Bonbur
was asl eep or senseless; Dori, Nori, Ori, Gn and doin were waterlogged and

seened only half alive; they all had to be carried one by one and laid
hel pl ess on the shore.

"Well! Here we are!" said Thorin. "And | suppose we ought to thank our
stars and M. Baggins. | amsure he has a right to expect it, though |I w sh
he could have arranged a nore confortable journey. Still-all very nuch at
your service once nore, M. Baggins. No doubt we shall feel ©properly

grateful, when we are fed and recovered. In the neanwhil e what next?"

"l suggest Lake-town," said Bilbo, "Wat else is there?" Nothing else
coul d, of course, be suggested; so |leaving the others Thorin and Fili and
Kili and the hobbit went along the shore to the great bridge. There were
guards at the head of it, but they were not keeping very careful watch, for
it was so long since there had been any real need. Except for occasiona
squabbl es about river-tolls they were friends with the Wod-elves. O her
folk were far away; and sone of the younger people in the town openly
doubt ed the existence of any dragon in the nmountain, and |aughed at the
greybeards and ganmers who said that they had seen him flying in the sky in
their young days. That being so it is not surprising that the guards were
drinking and |l aughing by a fire in their hut, and did not hear the noise of
the unpacking of the dwarves or the footsteps of the four scouts. Their
ast oni shment was enornmous when Thorin Cakenshield stepped in through the
door.

"Who are you and what do you want?" they shouted |l eaping to their feet
and gi ppi ng for weapons.

"Thorin son of Thrain son of Thror King under the Muntain!" said the
dwarf in a |loud voice, and he I|ooked it, in spite of his torn clothes and
draggl ed hood. The gold gleaned on his neck and waist: his eyes were dark
and deep. "I have conme back. | wish to see the Master of your town!"

Then there was trenendous excitenment. Sonme of the nore foolish ran out
of the hut as if they expected the Muuntain to go golden in the night and
all the waters of the lake to turn yellow right away. The captain of the
guard cane forward

"And who are these?" he asked, pointing to Fili and: Kili and Bil bo.

"The sons of nmy father's daughter," answered Thorin, "Fili and Kili of
the race of Durin, and M. Baggins who has travelled with us out of the
West . "

"If you conme in peace |lay down your arns!" said the captain.

"W have none," said Thorin, and it was true enough: their knives had
been taken from them by the wood-elves, and the great sword Orcrist too.
Bi | bo had his short sword, hidden as usual, but he said nothing about that.
"W have no need of weapons, who return at last to our own as spoken of ol d.
Nor could we fight against so many. Take us to your naster!"

"He is at feast," said the captain.

"Then all the nore reason for taking us to him" burst in Fili, who was
getting inpatient at these solemities. "W are worn and fani shed after our
I ong road and we have sick conrades. Now nake haste and |l et us have no nore
words, or your naster may have sonething to say to you."

"Follow nme then," said the captain, and with six men about themhe |ed
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them over the bridge through the gates and into the market-place of the
town. This was a wide circle of quiet water surrounded by the tall piles on
which were built the greater houses, and by |ong wooden quays with many
steps and | adders going down to the surface of the | ake. From one great hal
shone many lights and there cane the sound of many voices. They passed its
doors and stood blinking in the |light |ooking at long tables filled wth
fol k.

"I am Thorin son of Thrain son of Thror King under the Muntain! |
return!™ cried Thorin in a loud voice fromthe door, before the captain
could say anything. Al leaped to their feet. The Master of the town sprang
fromhis great chair. But none rose in greater surprise than the raft-nmen of
the elves who were sitting at the lower end of the hall. Pressing forward
before the Master's table they cried:

"These are prisoners of our king that have escaped, wandering vagabond
dwarves that could not give any good account of thensel ves, sneaking through
t he woods and nol esting our people!"

"I's this true?" asked the Master. As a matter of fact he thought it far
more likely than the return of the King under the Muntain, if any such
person had ever exi sted.

"It is true that we were wongfully waylaid by the Elven-king and
i mprisoned without cause as we journeyed back to our own land," answered
Thorin. "But lock nor bar may hinder the honecom ng spoken of old. Nor is
this town in the Wod-elves' realm | speak to the Master of the town of the
Men of the |ake, not to the raft-nmen of the king."

Then the Master hesitated and |ooked from one to the other. The
El venki ng was very powerful in those parts and the Master w shed for no
enmity with him nor did he think nuch of old songs, giving his mnd to
.trade and tolls, to cargoes and gold, to which habit he owed his position
O hers were of different mnd, however, and quickly the matter was settled
without him The news had spread fromthe doors of the hall like fire
through all the town. People were shouting inside the hall and outside it.
The quays were thronged with hurrying feet. Some began to sing snatches of
ol d songs concerning the return of the King under the Muntain; that it was
Thror's grandson not Thror hinmself that had come back did not bother them at
all. Ohers took up the song and it rolled |oud and high over the | ake.

The Ki ng beneath the nountains,
The King of carven stone,

The lord of silver fountains
Shall come into his own!

Hi s crown shall be uphol den,
Hi s harp shall be restrung,
Hi s halls shall echo gol den
To songs of yore re-sung.

The woods shall wave on npunt ai ns
And grass beneath the sun;
H's wealth shall flow in fountains
And the rivers golden run

The streans shall run in gl adness,
The | akes shall shine and burn,
And sorrow fail and sadness

At the Mountain-king' s return!

So they sang, or very like that, only there was a great deal nore of
it, and there was much shouting as well as the music of harps and of fiddles
mxed up with it. Indeed such excitenment had not been known in the town in
the menory of the oldest grandfather. The Wod-el ves thensel ves began to
wonder greatly and even to be afraid. They did not know of course how Thorin
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had escaped, and they began to think their king mght have nade a serious
nm stake. As for the Master he saw there was nothing else for it but to obey
the general clanour, for the nonent at any rate, and to pretend to believe
that Thorin was what he said. So he gave up to him his own great chair and
set Fili and Kili beside himin places of honour. Even Bilbo was given a
seat at the high table, and no explanation of where he cane in-no songs had
alluded to him even in the obscurest way-was asked for in the genera
bust| e.

Soon afterwards the other dwarves were brought into the town amd
scenes of astonishing enthusiasm They were all doctored and fed and housed
and panpered in the nost delightful and satisfactory fashion. A |arge house
was given up to Thorin and his conpany; boats and rowers were put at their
service; and crowds sat outside and sang songs all day, or cheered if any
dwarf showed so nuch as his nose

Sone of the songs were old ones; but some of themwere quite new and
spoke confidently of the sudden death of the dragon and of cargoes of rich
presents com ng down the river to Lake-town. These were inspired |argely by
the Master and they did not particularly please the dwarves, but in the
meantinme they were well contented and they quickly grew fat and strong
again. Indeed wthin a week they were quite recovered, fitted out in fine
cloth of their proper colours, with beards conbed and trinmmed, and proud
steps. Thorin |ooked and wal ked as if his kingdomwas al ready regained and
Smaug chopped up into little pieces.

Then, as he had said, the dwarves' good feeling towards the little
hobbit grew stronger every day. There were no nore groans or grunbles. They
drank his health, and they patted himon the back, and they nade a great
fuss of him which was just as well, for he was not feeling particularly
cheerful. He had not forgotten the | ook of the Muntain, nor the thought of
the dragon, and he had besides a shocking cold. For three days he sneezed
and coughed, and he could not go out, and even after that his speeches at
banquets were linmited to "Thag you very buch."

In the meanwhil e the Wod-el ves had gone back up the Forest River with
their cargoes, and there was great excitement in the king' s palace. | have
never heard what happened to the chief of the guards and the butler. Nothing
of course was ever said about keys or barrels while the dwarves stayed in
Lake-town, and Bilbo was careful never to becone invisible. Still, |
daresay, more was guessed than was known, though doubtless M. Baggins
remained a bit of a nystery. |In any case the king knew now the dwarves
errand, or thought he did, and he said to hinself:

"Very well! We'Il see! No treasure will conme back through M rkwood
wi t hout ny having sonmething to say in the matter. But | expect they will all
come to a bad end, and serve themright!" He at any rate did not believe in
dwarves fighting and killing dragons |ike Smaug, and he strongly suspected
attenpted burglary or sonething like it which shows he was a wse elf and
wi ser than the nmen of the town, though not quite right, as we shall see in
the end. He sent out his spies about the shores of the |lake and as far
nort hward towards the Muntains as they would go, and waited.

At the end of a fortnight Thorin began to think of departure. While the
enthusiasm still lasted in the town was the tine to get help. It would not
do to let everything cool down with delay. So he spoke to the Master and his
councillors and said that soon he and his conmpany nust go on towards the
Mount ai n.

Then for the first time the Mster was surprised and a little
frightened; and he wondered if Thorin was after all really a descendant of
the ol d kings. He had never thought that the dwarves would actually dare to
approach Smaug, but believed they were frauds who would sooner or |later be
di scovered and be turned out. He was wong. Thorin, of course, was really
the grandson of the King under the Muntain, and there is no knowi ng what a
dwarf will not dare and do for revenge or the recovery of his own. But the
Master was not sorry at all to let them go. They were expensive to keep, and
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their arrival had turned things into a |long holiday in which business was at
a standstill.

"Let them go and bother Smaug, and see how he welcones them" he
thought. "Certainly, O Thorin Thrain's son Thror's son!" was what he said.
"You rmust claim your own. The hour is at hand, spoken of old. What help we
can offer shall be yours, and we trust to your gratitude when your ki ngdom
is regained."

So one day, although autum was now getting far on, and w nds were
cold, and leaves were falling fast, three large boats |eft Lake-town, | aden
with rowers, dwarves, M. Baggins, and nmany provisions. Horses and ponies
had been sent round by circuitous paths to neet them at their appointed
| andi ng-pl ace. The Master and his councillors bade themfarewell from the
great steps of the town-hall that went down to the | ake. People sang on the
quays and out of windows. The white oars dipped and splashed, and off they
went north up the lake on the last stage of their [long journey. The only
person thoroughly unhappy was Bil bo.

Chapter 11. On the Doorstep

In two days going they rowed right up the Long Lake and passed out into
the R ver Running, and now they could all see the Lonely Muntain towering
grim and tall before them The streamwas strong and their going slow At
the; end of the third day, sone niles up the river, they drewin to the left
or western bank and di senbarked. Here they were joined by the horses with
ot her provisions and necessaries and the ponies for their own use that had
been sent to neet them They packed what they could on the ponies and the
rest was made into a store under a tent, but none of the nmen of the town
woul d stay with themeven for the night so near the shadow of the Muntain.

"Not at any rate wuntil the songs have cone true!" said they. It was
easier to believe in the Dragon and |l ess easy to believe in Thorin in these
wild parts. Indeed their stores had no need of any guard, for all the |and
was desol ate and enpty. So their escort left them nmaking off swiftly down
the river and the shoreward paths, although the night was already draw ng
on.

They spent a cold and lonely night and their spirits fell. The next day
they set out again. Balin and Bil bo rode behind, each |eading another pony
heavily | aden beside him the others were sone way ahead picking out a slow
road, for there were no paths. They nade north-west, slanting away fromthe
Ri ver Running, and drawi ng ever nearer and nearer to a great spur of the
Mountai n that was flung out southwards towards them

It was a weary journey, and a quiet and stealthy one. There was no
| aughter or song or sound of harps, and the pride and hopes which had
stirred in their hearts at the singing of old songs by the | ake died away to
a pl oddi ng gl oom They knew that they were drawing near to the end of their
journey, and that it mght be a very horrible end. The | and about them grew
bl eak and barren, though once, as Thorin told them it had been green and
fair. There was little grass, and before long there was neither bush nor
tree, and only broken and bl ackened stunps to speak of ones |ong vani shed.
They were conme to the Desolation of the Dragon, and they were cone at the
wani ng of the year.

They reached the skirts of the Muntain all the same wthout neeting
any danger or any sign of the Dragon other than the wilderness he had nmade
about his lair. The Muntain lay dark and silent before them and ever higher
above them They nmde their first canp on the western side of the great
sout hern spur, which ended in a height called Ravenhill. On this there had
been an ol d watch-post; but they dared not clinb it yet, it was too exposed.

Before setting out to search the western spurs of the Muuntain for the
hi dden door, on which all their hopes rested, Thorin sent out a scouting
expedition to spy out the land to the South where the Front Gate stood. For
this purpose he chose Balin and Fili and Kili, and with themwent Bil bo.
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They nmarched wunder the grey and silent cliffs to the feet of Ravenhill
There the river, after winding a wi de |loop over the valley of Dale, turned
from the Mountain on its road to the Lake, flowing swift and noisily. Its
bank was bare and rocky, tall and steep above the stream and gazing out
fromit over the narrow water, foaning and splashing anong nmany boul ders,
they could see in the w de valley shadowed by the Mountain's arns the grey
ruins of ancient houses, towers, and walls.

"There lies all that is left of Dale," said Balin. "The nmountain's
sides were green with woods and all the sheltered wvalley rich and pl easant
in the days when the bells rang in that town." He |ooked both sad and grim
as he said this: he had been one of Thorin's conpanions on the day the
Dragon cane.

They did not dare to followthe river much further to. wards the Gate;
but they went on beyond the end of the southern spur, until Iying hidden
behind a rock they could | ook out and see the dark cavernous opening in a
great cliff-wall between the arns of the Muntain. Qut of it the waters of
the Running River sprang; and out of it too there cane a steamand a dark
snoke. Not hing moved in the waste, save the vapour and the water, and every
now and again a black and omi nous crow. The only sound was the sound of the
stony water, and every now and again the harsh croak of a bird. Balin
shudder ed.

"Let us return!"™ he said. "W can do no good here!-- And | don't I|ike
these dark birds, they look |like spies of evil."
"The dragon is still alive and in the halls under the Muntain then-or

| imagine so fromthe snoke," said the hobbit.

"That does not prove it," said Balin, "though | don't doubt you are
right. But he might be gone away sone tinme, or he mght be lying out on the
nmount ai n- si de keepi ng watch, and still | expect snokes and steans woul d cone
out of the gates: all the halls within nust be filled with his foul reek."

Wth such gl oony thoughts, foll owed ever by croaking crows above them
they made their weary way back to the camp. Only in June they had been
guests in the fair house of Elrond, and though autumm was now crawing
towards wi nter that pleasant tinme now seemed years ago. They were alone in
the perilous waste w thout hope of further help. They were at the end of
their journey, but as far as ever, it seemed, fromthe end of their quest.
None of them had rmuch spirit left.

Now strange to say M. Baggins had nore than the others. He would often
borrow Thorin's map and gaze at it, pondering over the runes and the nessage
of the moon-letters Elrond had read. It was he that made the dwarves begin
the dangerous search on the western slopes for the secret door. They noved
their canp then to a long valley, narrower than the great dale in the South
where the Gates of the river stood, and walled with |lower spurs of the
Mountai n. Two of these here thrust forward west fromthe main mass in |ong
steep-sided ridges that fell ever downwards towards the plain. On this
western side there were fewer signs of the dragon's marauding feet, and
there was sone grass for their ponies. Fromthis western canp, shadowed al
day by cliff and wall until the sun began to sink towards the forest, day by
day they toiled in parties searching for paths up the nmountain-side. If the
map was true, somewhere high above the cliff at the valley's head nmust stand
the secret door. Day by day they came back to their canp w thout success.

But at |ast unexpectedly they found what they were seeking. Fili and
Kili and the hobbit went back one day down the valley and scranbl ed anong
the tunbled rocks at its southern corner. About mi dday, creeping behind a
great stone that stood alone like a pillar, Bilbo cane on what |ooked |ike
rough steps going upwards. Following these excitedly he and the dwarves
found traces of a narrow track, often lost, often rediscovered, that
wandered on to the top of the southern ridge and brought themat last to a
still narrower |edge, which turned north across the face of the Muntain.
Looki ng down they saw that they were at the top of the cliff at the valley's
head and were gazing down on to their own canp below. Silently, clinging to
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the rocky wall on their right, they went in single file along the |edge,
till the wall opened and they turned into a little steep-walled bay,
grassy-floored, still and quiet. Its entrance which they had found coul d not
be seen from bel ow because of the overhang of the <cliff, nor from further
of f because it was so small that it |ooked |ike a dark crack and no nore. It
was not a cave and was open to the sky above; but at its inner end a flat
wall rose wup that in the lower | part, close to the ground, was as snooth
and upright as mason's work, but without a joint or crevice to be seen.

"No sign was there of post or lintel or threshold, nor any sign of bar
or bolt or key-hole; yet they did not doubt that they had found the door at
| ast.

They beat on it, they thrust and pushed at it, they inplored it to
move, they spoke fragments of broken spells of opening, and nothing stirred.
At last tired out they. rested on the grass at its feet, and then at evening
began, their long clinb down.

There was excitement in the canp that night. |In the norning they
prepared to move once nore. Only Bofur and Bonbur were | eft behind to guard
the ponies and such stores as they had brought with themfromthe river. The
others went down the valley and up the newy found path, and so to the
narrow | edge. Along this they could carry no bundl es or packs, so narrow and
breathless was it, with a fall of a hundred and fifty feet beside themon to
sharp rocks bel ow, but each of themtook a good coil of rope wound tight
about his waist, and so at Jlast without nishap they reached the little
grassy bay.

There they made their third canp, hauling up what they needed from
below with their ropes. Down the sane way they were able occasionally to
| oner one of the nore active dwarves, such as Kili, to exchange such news as
there was, or to take a share in the guard below, while Bofur was haul ed up
to the higher canp. Bombur would not come up either the rope or the path.

"I am too fat for such fly-walks," he said. "I should turn dizzy and
tread on ny beard, and then you would be thirteen again. And the knotted
ropes are too slender for my weight." Luckily for himthat was not true, as
you will see.

In the meanwhil e some of them explored the | edge beyond the openi ng and
found a path that |ed higher and higher on to the nountain; but they did not
dare to venture very far that way, nor was there nmuch use in it. Qut up
there a silence reigned, broken by no bird or sound except that of the w nd
in the crannies of stone. They spoke |ow and never called or sang, for
danger brooded in every rock

The others who were busy with the secret of the door had no nore
success. They were too eager to trouble about the runes or the noon-letters,
but tried without resting to discover where exactly in the smooth face of
the rock the door was hidden. They had brought picks and tools of many sorts
fromLake-town, and at first they tried to use these. But when they struck
the stone the handles splintered and jarred their arms cruelly, and the
steel heads broke or bent like lead. Mning work, they saw clearly was no
good against the magic that had shut this door; and they grew terrified,
too, of the echoing noise.

Bil bo found sitting on the doorstep |onesome and wearisome-there was
not a doorstep, of course, really, but they used to call the little grassy
space between the wall and the opening the "doorstep"” in fun, remenbering
Bil bo's words long ago at the unexpected party in his hobbit-hole, when he
said they could sit on the doorstep till they thought of something. And sit
and think they did, or wandered aimessly about, and glumer and gl unmer
t hey becane.

Their spirits had risen a little at the discovery of the path, but now
they sank into their boots; and yet they would not give it wup and go away.
The hobbit was no | onger nmuch brighter than the dwarves. He woul d do not hing
but sit with his back to the rock-face and stare away west through the
openi ng, over the cliff, over the wide lands to the black wall of M rkwood,
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and to the distances beyond, in which he sonetines thought he could catch
glinmpses of the Msty Muntains small and far. |If the dwarves asked hi m what
he was doi ng he answer ed:

"You said sitting on the doorstep and thinking would be nmy job, not to
mention getting inside, so |l amsitting and thinking." But | amafraid he
was not thinking much of the job, but of what |ay beyond the blue distance,
the quiet Wstern Land and the Hill and his hobbit-hole under it. A large
grey stone lay in the centre of the grass and he stared noodily at it or
wat ched the great snails. They seenmed to love the little shut-in bay with
its walls of cool rock, and there were many of them of huge size crawing
slowy and stickily along its sides.

"Tonmorrow begins the |ast week of Autumm," said Thorin one day.

"And winter cones after autumm," said Bifur

"And next year after that," said Dwalin, "and our beards will growtill
they hang down the cliff to the valley before anything happens here. Wat is
our burglar doing for us?

Since he has got an invisible ring, and ought to be a specially

excellent performer now, | ambeginning to think he night go through the
Front Gate and spy things out a bit!"
Bilbo heard this-the dwarves were on the rocks just : above the

encl osure where he was sitting-and "Good G acious!" he thought, "so that is
what they are beginning to think, is it? It is always poor ne that has to

get themout : of their difficulties, at Ileast since the wzard |eft.
What ever am | going to do? | mght have known that sonething dreadful would
happen to me in the end. | don't think | could bear to see the unhappy

val l ey of Dale again, and as for that steam ng gate! ! I"

That night he was very miserable and hardly slept. Next day the dwarves
all went wandering off in wvarious directions; some were exercising the
poni es down bel ow, sonme were roving about the nmountain-side. Al day Bilbo
sat gloomily in the grassy bay gazing at the stone, or out west through the
narrow openi ng. He had a queer feeling that he was waiting for sonething.
"Perhaps the wizard will suddenly come back today," he thought.

If he lifted his head he could see a glinpse of the distant forest. As
the sun turned west there was a gl eam of yellow upon its far roof, as if the
light caught the last pale | eaves. Soon he saw the orange ball of the sun
sinking towards the | evel of his eyes. He went to the opening and there pale
and faint was a thin new noon above the rimof Earth. At that very noment he
heard a sharp crack behind him There on the grey stone in the grass was an
enornous thrush, nearly coal black, its pale yellow breast freckled dark
spots. Crack! It had caught a snail and was knocking it on the stone. Crack
Cr ack!

Suddenly Bilbo wunderstood. Forgetting all danger he stood on the |edge
and hail ed the dwarves, shouting and paying. Those that were nearest cane
tunbling over the rocks and as fast as they could along the ledge to him
wonderi ng what on earth was the matter; the others shouted to be hauled up
the ropes (except Bonbur, of course: he was asl eep).

Quickly Bilbo explained. They all fell silent: the hobbit standing by
the grey stone, and the dwarves with waggi ng beards watching inpatiently.
The sun sank |ower and |lower, and their hopes fell. It sank into a belt of
reddened cl oud and di sappeared. The dwarves groaned, but still Bilbo stood
al nost w thout noving. The little noon was dipping to the horizon. Evening
was coni ng on. Then suddenly when their hope was |owest a red ray of the sun
escaped |like a finger through a rent in the cloud. A gleam of [|ight cane
straight through the opening into the bay and fell on the snooth rock-face.
The old thrush, who had been watching froma high perch with beady eyes and
head cocked on one side, gave a sudden trill. There was a loud attack. A
flake of rock split fromthe wall and fell. A hole appeared suddenly about
three feet fromthe ground. Quickly, trenbling | est the chance should fade,
the dwarves rushed to the rock and pushed-in vain.

"The key! The key!" cried Bilbo. "Were is Thorin?"

Thorin hurried up.
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"The key!" shouted Bilbo. "The key that went with the map! Try it now
while there is still time!"

Then Thorin stepped up and drew the key on its chain fromround his
neck. He put it to the hole. It fitted and it turned! Snap! The gleam went
out, the sun sank, the npbon was gone, and evening sprang into the sky.

Now they all pushed together, and slowy a part of the rock-wall gave
way. Long straight cracks appeared and wi dened. A door five feet high and
three broad was out- Ilined, and slowwy wthout a sound swung inwards. It
seened as if darkness flowed out |Ilike a vapour from the hole in the
nmount ai n-si de, and deep darkness in which nothing could be seen |ay before
their eyes nouth leading in and down.

Chapter 12. Inside Information

For along time the dwarves stood in the dark before the door and
debated, until at last Thorin spoke:

"Now is the tine for our esteened M. Baggins, who has proved hinself a
good compani on on our long road, and a hobbit full of courage and resource
far exceeding his size, and if | may say so possessed of good |luck far
exceedi ng the usual allowance-now is the tine for himto performthe service
for which he was included in our Conpany; nowis the time for him to earn
his Reward."

You are famliar with Thorin's style on inportant occasions, so | wll
not give you any nore of it, though he went on a good deal |onger than this.
It certainly was an inportant occasion, but Bilbo felt inpatient. By now he
was quite famliar with Thorin too, and he knew what be was driving at.

"If you mean you think it is ny job to go into the secret passage
first, O Thorin Thrain's son Gakenshield, may your beard grow ever |onger,"

he said crossly, "say so at once and have done! | mght refuse. | have got
you out of two nmesses already, which were hardly in the original bargain, so
that I am | think, already owed sonme reward. But 'third tine pays for all’
as ny father used to say, and sonehow | don't think |I shall refuse. Perhaps
I have begun to trust nmy luck nore than | wused to in the old days" -- he
meant |ast spring before he left his own house, but it seened centuries ago
-- "but anyway | think I will go and have a peep at once and get it over.

Now who is conming with ne?"

He did not expect a chorus of volunteers, so he was not di sappointed.
Fili and Kili | ooked unconfortable and stood on One | eg, but the others made
no pretence of offering -- except old Balin. the |ook-out man, who was
rather fond the hobbit. He said he would cone inside at |east and perhaps a
bit of the way too, really to call for help if necessary.

The nost that can be said for the dwarves is this: they intended to pay
Bil bo really handsomely for his services; they had brought himto do a nasty
job for them and they did not mnd the poor little fellow doing it if he
woul d; but they would all have done their best to get himout of trouble, if
he got intoit, as they did in the case of the trolls at the begi nning of
their adventures before they had any particul ar reasons for being gratefu
to him There it is: dwarves are not heroes, but calculating folk with a
great idea of the value of noney; some are tricky and treacherous and pretty
bad lots; some are not, but are decent enough people Ilike Thorin and
Conpany, if you don't expect too nuch.

The stars were coning out behind himin a pale sky barred with black
when the hobbit crept through the enchanted door and stole into the
Mountain. It was far easier going than he expected. This was no goblin
entrance, or rough wood-elves' cave. It was a passage nade by dwarves, at
the height of their wealth and skill: straight as a ruler, snooth-floored
and snoot h-sided, going with a gentle never-varying slope direct-to sone
distant end in the bl ackness bel ow.

After a while Balin bade Bilbo "Good |uck!" and stopped where he could
still see the faint outline of the door, and by a trick of, the echoes of
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the tunnel hear the rustle of the whispering voices of the others just
outsi de. Then the hobbit slipped on his ring, and warned by the echoes to
take nmore than hobbit's care to make no sound, he crept noiselessly down,
down, down into the dark. He was trenbling with fear, but his Ilittle face
was set and grim Already he was a very different hobbit fromthe one that
had run out without a pocket-handkerchief from Bag-End | ong ago. He had not
had a pocket - handkerchi ef for ages. He | oosened his dagger in its sheath,
tightened his belt, and went on.

"Now you are in for it at last, Bilbo Baggins," he said to hinself.
"You went and put your foot right in it that night of the party, and now you

have got to pull it out and pay for it! Dear me, what a fool | was and am"
said the least Tookish part of him "I have absolutely no use for
dragon-guarded treasures, and the whole lot could stay here for ever, if
only | could wake up and find this beastly tunnel was ny own front-hall at
hone! "

He did not wake up of course, but went still on and on, till all sign
of the door behind had faded away. He was al together alone. Soon he thought
it was beginning to feel warm "Is that a kind of a glow | seemto see
com ng right ahead down there?" he thought. It was. As he went forward it
grew and grew, till there was no doubt about it. It was a red light steadily

getting redder and redder. Also it was now undoubtedly hot in the tunnel
W sps of vapour floated up and past himand he began to sweat. A sound, too,
began to throb in his ears, a sort of bubbling Iike the noise of a | arge pot
galloping on the fire, mxed with a runble as of a gigantic tomcat purring.
This grew to the unm stakabl e gurgling noise of sone vast animal snoring in
its sleep down there in the red glow in front of him

It was at this point that Bilbo stopped. Going on fromthere was the
bravest thing he ever did. The trenmendous things that happened afterward
were as nothing conpared to it. He fought the real battle in the tunne
al one, before he ever saw the vast danger that lay in wait. At any rate
after a short halt go on he did; and you can picture himcomng to the end
of the tunnel, an opening of much the sane size and shape as the door above.
Through it peeps the hobbit's little head. Before himlies the great
bottomost cellar or dungeon-hall of the ancient dwarves right at the
Mountain's root. It is alnost dark so that its vastaess can only be dimy
guessed, but rising fromthe near side of the rocky floor there is a great
gl ow. The gl ow of Smaug!

There he lay, a vast red-golden dragon, fast asleep; thrumm ng cane
fromhis jaws and nostrils, and wi sps of snoke, but his fires were lowin
slunmber. Beneath him under all his linbs and his huge coiled tail, and
about himon all sides stretching away across the unseen floors, lay
countless piles of precious things, gold wought and unw ought, gens and
jewels, and silver red-stained in the ruddy |ight.

Smaug lay, with wings folded |ike an i measurable bat, turned partly on
one side, so that the hobbit could see his underparts and his |ong pale
belly crusted wth gens and fragments of gold fromhis long lying on his
costly bed. Behind himwhere the walls were nearest could dinmly be seen

coats of mail, helns and axes, swords and spears hanging; and there in rows
stood great jars and vessels filled with a wealth that could not be guessed.
To say that Bilbo's breath was taken away is no description at all. There
are no words left to express his staggernent, since Men changed the | anguage
that they learned of elves in the days when all the world was wonderful

Bi | bo had heard tell and sing of dragon-hoards before, but the splendour,
the lust, the glory of such treasure had never yet cone home to him His
heart was filled and pierced wth enchantment and wth the desire of
dwarves; and he gazed notionless, alnost forgetting the frightful guardian,
at the gold beyond price and count.

He gazed for what seened an age, before drawn al nost against his wll,
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he stole fromthe shadow of the doorway, across the floor to the nearest
edge of the nounds of treasure. Above himthe sleeping dragon lay, a dire
menace even in his sleep. He grasped a great two-handl ed cup, as heavy as he
could carry, and cast one fearful eye upwards. Smaug stirred a wi ng, opened
a claw, the runble of his snoring changed its note.

Then Bilbo fled. But the dragon did not wake-not yet but shifted into
ot her dreans of greed and violence, lying there in his stolen hall while the
little hobbit toiled back up the long tunnel. H's heart was beating and a
nmore fevered shaking was in his | egs than when he was goi ng down, but stil
he clutched the cup, and his chief thought was: "I've done it! This will
show them 'More like a grocer than a burglar' indeed! Well, we'll hear no
nmore of that."

Nor did he. Balin was overjoyed to see the hobbit again, and as
delighted as he was surprised. He picked Bilbo up and carried himout into
the open air. It was nmidnight and clouds had covered the stars, but Bilbo
lay with his eyes shut, gasping and taking pleasure in the feel of the fresh
air again, and hardly noticing the excitenent of the dwarves, or how they
praised himand patted him on the back and put thenselves and all their
famlies for generations to conme at his service.

The dwarves were still passing the cup fromhand to hand and talking
delightedly of the recovery of their treasure, when suddenly a vast rumbling
woke in the mountain underneath as if it was an old vol cano that had nmade up
its mnd to start eruptions once again. The door behind them was pulled
nearly to, and bl ocked fromclosing with a stone, but up the long tunne
came the dreadful echoes, fromfar down in the depths, of a bellowi ng and a
tranpling that made the ground beneath themtrenble.

Then the dwarves forgot their joy and their confident boasts of a

monent before and cowered down in fright. Smaug was still to be reckoned
with. It does not do to | eave a live dragon out of your calculations, if you
live near him Dragons may not have nuch real use for all their wealth, but

they know it to an ounce as a rule, especially after long possession; and
Smaug was no exception. He had passed froman wuneasy dream (in which a
warrior, altogether insignificant in size but provided with a bitter sword
and great courage, figured nost unpleasantly) to a doze, and from a doze to
wi de waki ng. There was a breath of strange air in his cave. Could there be a
draught from that little hole? He had never felt quite happy about it,
though was so small, and now he glared at it in suspicion an wondered why he
had never bl ocked it up. O late he had half fancied he had caught the dim
echoes of a knocking sound fromfar above that came down through it to his
lair. He stirred and stretched forth his neck to sniff. Then he missed the
cup!

Thi eves! Fire! Murder! Such a thing had not happened since first he
came to the Muwuntain! H s rage passes description -- the sort of rage that
is only seen when rich folk that have nore than they can enjoy suddenly | ose
somet hing that they have | ong had but have never before used or wanted. H's
fire belched forth, the hall snoked, he shook the nountain-roots. He thrust
his head in vain at the little hole, and then coiling his |ength together,
roaring |like thunder underground, he sped fromhis deep lair through its
great door, out into the huge passages of the nountain-pal ace and up towards
the Front Gate.

To hunt the whole nmountain till he had caught the thief and had torn
and tranmpled himwas his one thought. He issued fromthe Gate, the waters
rose in fierce whistling steam and up he soared blazing into the air and
settled on the mountain-top in a spout of green and scarlet flame. The
dwarves heard the awful runour of his flight, and they crouched agai nst the
walls of the grassy terrace cringing under boulders, hoping somehow to
escape the frightful eyes of the hunting dragon

There they would have all been killed, if it had not been for Bilbo
once again. "Quick! Quick!" he gasped. "The door! The tunnel! It's no good
here. ™"
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Roused by these words they were just about to creep inside the tunne

when Bifur gave a cry: "M cousins! Bonmbur and Bofur -- we have forgotten
them they are down in the valley!"
"They will be slain, and all our ponies too, and all out stores |ost,"

moaned the others. "W can do nothing."

"Nonsense!" said Thorin, recovering his dignity. "W cannot |eave them
Get inside M. Baggins and Balin, and you two Fili and Kili-the dragon
shan't have all of us. Now you others, where are the ropes? Be quick!"

Those were perhaps the worst nonments they had been through yet. The
horrible sounds of Smaug's anger were echoing in the stony hollows far
above; at any nmonent he might cone blazing down or fly whirling round and
find themthere, near the perilous cliff's edge hauling madly on the ropes.

Up came Bofur, and still all was safe. Up came Bonbur, puffing and bl ow ng
while the ropes creaked, and still all was safe. Up cane sonme tools and
bundl es of stores, and then danger was upon them A whirring noise was
heard. A red Ilight touched the points of standing rocks. The dragon cane.
They had barely time to fly back to the tunnel, pulling and dragging in
their bundles, when Smaug canme hurtling from the North, licking the
mountain-sides wth flame, beating his great wings with a noise like a

roaring wind. His hot breath shrivelled the grass before the door, and drove
in through the crack they had Ileft and scorched themas they lay hid.
Flickering fires | eaped up and bl ack rock-shadows danced. Then darkness fel
as he passed again.

The ponies screamed with terror, burst their ropes and galloped wldly
of f. The dragon swooped and turned to pursue them and was gone.

"That' || be the end of our poor beasts!" said Thorin.

"Not hing can escape Snaug once he sees it. Here we are and here we
shal |l have to stay, unless any one fancies tranping the | ong open mles back
to the river with Smaug on the watch!"

It was not a pleasant thought! They crept further down the tunnel, and
there they lay and shivered though it was warm and stuffy, until dawn came
pal e through the crack of the door. Every now and again through the night
they could hear the roar of the flying dragon grow and then pass and fade,
as he hunted round and round the nountai n-sides.

He guessed fromthe ponies, and fromthe traces of the canps he had
di scovered, that nen had cone up fromthe river and the |ake and had scal ed
the mountain-side fromthe valley where the ponies had been standing; but
the door withstood his searching eye, and the little high-walled bay had
kept out his fiercest flames. Long he had hunted in vain till the dawn
chilled his wath and he went back to his golden couch to sleep -- and to
gat her new strength.

He would not forget or forgive the theft, not if a thousand years
turned himto snouldering stone, but he could afford to wait. Slow and
silent he crept back to his lair and half closed his eyes.

Wien norning cane the terror of the dwarves grew |less. They realized
that dangers of this kind were inevitable in dealing with such a guardi an,
and that it was no good giving up their quest yet. Nor could they get away
just now, as Thorin had pointed out. Their ponies were lost or killed, and
they would have to wait sone tine before Snaug relaxed his watch
sufficiently for themto dare the long way on foot. Luckily they had saved

enough of their stores to last themstill for sone tine.
They debated | ong on what was to be done, but they could think of no
way of getting rid of Smaug -- which had al ways been a weak point in their

plans, as Bilbo felt inclined to point out. Then as is the nature of folk
that are thoroughly perplexed, they began to grunble at the hobbit, blaning
himfor what had at first so pleased them for bringing away a cup and
stirring up Smaug's wrath so soon

"What el se do you suppose a burglar is to do?" asked Bilbo angrily. "I
was not engaged to kill dragons, that is warrior's work, but to stea
treasure. | nmade the best beginning | could. Did you expect ne to trot back
with the whole hoard of Thror on ny back? If there is any grunbling to be
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done, | think | nmight have a say. You ought to have brought five hundred
burglars not one. | amsure it reflects great credit on your grandfather,
but you cannot pretend that you ever nmade the vast extent of his wealth
clear to ne. | should want hundreds of years to bring it all up, if | was

fifty tines as big, and Snmaug as tanme as a rabbit."

After that of course the dwarves begged his pardon

"What then do you propose we should do, M. Baggins?" asked Thorin
politely.

"I have no idea at the nonment -- if you mean about renoving the
treasure. That obviously depends entirely on sone new turn of luck and the
getting rid of Smaug.

Getting rid of dragons is not at all innmy line, but | will do nmy best
to think about it. Personally | have no hopes at all, and wsh | was safe
back at hone."

"Never mnd that for the nonent! Wat are we to do now, to-day?"

"Well, if you really want ny advice, | should say we can do nothing but
stay where we are. By day we can no doubt creep out safely enough to take
the air. Perhaps before |long one or two could be chosen to go back to the
store by the river and replenish our supplies. But in the neanwhile everyone
ought to be well inside the tunnel by night.

"Now | wll nake you an offer. | have got nmy ring and will creep down
this very noon-then if ever Smaug ought to be napping-and see what he is up
to. Perhaps sonething will turn up. 'Every wormhas his weak spot,' as ny
father used to say, though | amsure it was not from personal experience."

Natural ly the dwarves accepted the offer eagerly. Already they had cone
to respect little Bilbo. Now he had becone the real leader in their
adventure. He had begun to have ideas and plans of his own. \Wen m dday cane
he got ready for another journey down into the Mountain. He did not like it
of course, but it was not so bad now he knew, nore or less, what was in
front of him Had he known nore about dragons and their wily ways, he night
have teen nore frightened and | ess hopeful of catching this one napping.

The sun was shining when he started, but it was as dark as night in the
tunnel. The light fromthe door, alnpbst closed, soon faded as he went down.
So silent was his going that snoke on a gentle wind could hardly have
surpasses it, and he was inclined to feel a bit proud of hinself as he drew
near the | ower door. There was only the very fainter glow to be seen

"dd Smaug is weary and asleep,"” he thought. "He can't, see ne and he
won't hear ne. Cheer up Bilbo!" He had forgotten or had never heard about
dragons' sense of snell.

It is also an awkward fact that they keep half an eye open watching
while they sleep, if they are suspicious. Snmaug certainly |ooked fast
asl eep, alnost dead and dark, wth scarcely a snore nore than a whiff of
unseen steam when Bilbo peeped once nore from the entrance. He was just
about to step out on to the floor when he caught a sudden thin and piercing
ray of red from under the drooping lid. of Smaug's left eye. He was only
pretending to sleep! He was watching the tunnel entrance! Hurriedly Bilbo
st epped back and bl essed the luck of his ring. Then Smaug spoke.

"Well, thief! |I snell you and | feel your air. | hear your breath. Cone
al ong! Help yourself again, there is plenty and to spare!"”

But Bilbo was not quite so unlearned in dragon-lore as all that, and if
Smaug hoped to get himto cone nearer so easily he was di sappoi nted.

"No thank you, O Smaug the. Trenmendous!" he replied. "I did not cone
for presents. | only wished to have a |look at you and see if you were truly
as great as tales say. | did not believe them™

"Do you now?" said the dragon sonmewhat flattered, even though he did
not believe a word of it. j

"Truly songs and tales fall utterly short of the reality, O Smaug the
Chi efest and Greatest of Calanmities," replied Bilbo.

You have nice manners for a thief and a liar," said the dragon. "You
seem faniliar with ny name, but | don't seem to renenber snelling you
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before. Who are you and where do you conme from may | ask?"

"You may indeed! | cone fromunder the hill, and under hills and over
the hills ny paths Ied. And through the air, | am he that wal ks unseen."

"So | can well believe," said Smaug, "but that is hardly our usua
name. "

"I amthe clue-finder, the web-cutter, the stinging fly. | as chosen

for the |ucky nunber.”

"Lovely titles!" sneered the dragon. "But |ucky nunbers don't always
cone of f."

"l amhe that buries his friends alive and drowns them and draws them

alive again fromthe water. | came from the end of a bag, but no bag went
over me."

"These don't sound so creditable,"” scoffed Snmaug.

"I amthe friend of bears and the guest of eagles. | am R ngw nner and
Luckwearer; and I amBarrel-rider," went on Bilbo beginning to be pleased
with his riddling.

"That's better!" said Snmaug. "But don't |et your inmgination run away
with you!"

This of course is the way to talk to dragons, if you don't want to
reveal your proper nanme (which is wise), and don't want to infuriate them by
a flat refusal (which is also very wse). No dragon can resist the
fascination of riddling talk and of wasting tine trying to understand it.
There was a | ot here which Smaug did not understand at all (though | expect
you do, since you know all about Bilbo's adventures to which he was
referring), but he thought he understood enough, and he chuckled in his
wi cked i nsi de.

"I thought so last night,"’

he smiled to hinself. "Lake-nen, sone nasty

schene of those niserable tub-trading Lake-nmen, or I'ma lizard. | haven't
been down that way for an age and an age; but | will soon alter that!"

"Very well, OBarrel-rider!" he said aloud. "Maybe Barrel was your
pony's nane; and nmaybe not, though it was fat enough. You may wal k unseen,
but you did not walk all the way. Let ne tell vyou |l ate six ponies |ast
night and I shall catch and eat all the others before long. In return for
the excellent nmeal | will give you one piece of advice for your good: don't

have nmore to do with dwarves than you can hel p!"
"Dwarves!" said Bilbo in pretended surprise.

"Don't talk to me!" said Snmaug. "I know the snell (and taste) of
dwarf-no one better. Don't tell ne that | can eat a dwarf-ridden pony and
not knowit! You'll come to a bad end, if you go with such friends. Thief
Barrel-rider. | don't mnd if you go back and tell themso fromne."

But he did not tell Bilbo that there was one snell he could not nmake
out at all, hobbit-snell; it was quite outside his experience and puzzled
hi m m ghtily.

"l suppose you got a fair price for that cup last night?" he went on
"Come now, did you? Nothing at all! WlI, that's just like them And
suppose they are skul king outside, and your job is to do all the dangerous
work and get what you can when |'mnot |ooking-for then? And you will get a
fair share? Don't you believe it! If you get off alive, you will be lucky."

Bi | bo was now beginning to feel really unconfortable. Wenever Snaug's
roving eye, seeking for himin the shadows, flashed across him he trenbl ed,
and an unaccountabl e desire seized hold of him to rush out and revea
hinself and tell all the truth to Smaug. |In fact he was in grievous danger
of comi ng under the dragon-spell. But plucking up courage he spoke agai n.

"You don't know everything, O Smaug the Mghty," said he. "Not gold
al one brought us hither."

"Ha! Ha! You admit the 'us'," laughed Smaug. "Wy not say 'us fourteen
and be done with it. M. Lucky Nunmber? | ampleased to hear that you had
other business in these parts besides ny gold. |In that case you may,

per haps, not altogether waste your tinme.
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"I don't know if it has occurred to you that, even if you could stea

the gold bit by bit-a matter of a hundred years or so -- you could not get
it very far? Not nuch use on the nountain-side? Not nuch use in the forest?
Bl ess me! Had you never thought of the catch? A fourteenth share, | suppose,

O sonething like it, those were the terns, eh? But what about delivery?
What about cartage? What about arnmed guards and tolls?" And Snaug | aughed
aloud. He had a wicked and a wily heart, and he knew his guesses were not
far out, though he suspected that the Lake-nen were at the back of the
pl ans, and that nost of the plunder was neant to stop there in the town by
the shore that in his young days had been cal |l ed Esgaroth.

You will hardly believe it, but poor Bilbo was really very taken aback
So far all his. thoughts and energies had been concentrated on getting to
the Muntain and finding the entrance. He had never bothered to wonder how
the treasure was to be renoved, certainly never how any part of it that
mght fall to his share was to be brought back all the way to Bag-End
Under-Hill.

Now a nasty suspicion began to grow in his mnd-had the dwarves
forgotten this inportant point too, or were they laughing in their sleeves
at him all the time? That is the effect that dragon-talk has on the
i nexperienced. Bilbo of course ought to have been on his guard; but Snmaug
had rather an overwhel nming personality.

"I tell you," he said, in an effort to remain loyal to his friends and
to keep his end up, "that gold was only an afterthought with us. W cane
over hill and under hill, by wave and win, for Revenge. Surely, O Smaug the
unassessably wealthy, you nust realize that your success has nade you sone
bitter enem es?"

Then Snaug really did |augh-a devastating sound which shook Bilbo to
the floor, while far up in the tunnel the dwarves huddled together and
i magi ned that the hobbit had conme to a sudden and a nasty end.

"Revenge!" he snorted, and the light of his eyes Ilit the the hall from
floor to ceiling like scarlet |I|ightning. "Revenge! The King under the
Mountain is dead and where are hi kin that dare seek revenge? Grion Lord of
Dale is dead, and | have eaten his people Iike a wolf anbng sheep, and where
are his sons' sons that dare approach me? | kill where | wi sh and none dare
resist. | laid low the warriors of old and their like is not in the world
today. Then | was but young and tender. Now | amold and strong, strong
strong. Thief in the Shadows!" he gloated. "My arnour is like tenfold
shields, my teeth are swords, ny claws spears, the shock of ny tail a
thunderbolt, ny wings a hurricane, and ny breath death!"

"l have al ways understood," said Bilbo in a frightened squeak, "that
dragons were softer underneath, especially in the region of the--er--chest;
but doubtless one so fortified has thought of that."

The dragon stopped short in his boasting. "Your information is
antiquated," he snapped. "I am arnoured above and below with iron scal es and
hard gens. No bl ade can pierce ne."

"I  might have guessed it," said Bilbo. "Truly there can; nowhere be
found the equal of Lord Smaug the Inpenetrable. What nagnificence to possess
a wai stcoat of fine dianmonds!"

"Yes, it is rare and wonderful, indeed," said Smaug absurdly pl eased.
He did not know that the hobbit had al ready caught a glinpse of his peculiar
under-covering on his previous visit, and was itching for a closer view for
reasons of his own. The dragon rolled over. "Look!" he said. "Wat do you
say to that?"

"Dazzlingly marvel l ous! Perfect! Flaw ess! Staggering!" exclainmed Bilbo
al oud, but what he thought inside was: "Od fool! Wiy there is a large patch
in the hollow of his left breast as bare as a snail out of its shell!"

After he had seen that M. Baggins' one idea was to get away. "Well,
really nmust not detain Your Magnificence any longer," he said, "or keep you
fromnmuch needed rest. Ponies take sone catching, | believe, after a 1long
start. And so do burglars," he added as a parting shot, as he darted back
and fled up the tunnel
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It was an unfortunate remark, for the dragon spouted terrific flanes
after him and fast though he sped up the slope, he had not gone nearly far
enough to be confortable before the ghastly head of Smaug was thrust agai nst
the opening behind. Luckily the whole head and jaws coul d not squeeze in,
but the nostrils sent forth fire and vapour to pursue him and he was nearly
overcone, and stunbled blindly on in great pain and fear. He had been
feeling rather pleased with the cleverness of his conversation with Snmaug,
but his mstake at the end shook himinto better sense.

"Never laugh at live dragons, Bilbo you fool!" he said to hinself, and
it becane a favourite saying of his later, and passed into a proverb. "You
aren't nearly through this adventure yet," he added, and that was pretty
true as well

The afternoon was turning into evening when he canme out again and
stunbled and fell in a faint on the 'door-step.' The dwarves revived him
and doctored his scorches as well as they could; but it was a long tine
before the hair on the back of his head and his heels grew properly again:
it had all been singed and frizzled right down to the skin. In the neanwhile
his friends did their best to cheer himup; and they were eager for his
story, especially wanting to know why the dragon had nade such an awfu
noi se, and how Bi | bo had escaped.

But the hobbit was worried and unconfortable, and they had difficulty
in getting anything out of him On thinking things over he was now
regretting some of the things he had said to the dragon, and was not eager
to repeat them The old thrush was sitting on a rock near by with his head
cocked on one side, listening to all that was said. It shows what an il
tenper Bilbo was in: he picked up a stone and threw it at the thrush, which
merely fluttered asi de and canme back

"Drat the bird!" said Bilbo crossly. "I believe he is listening, and
don't like the I ook of him"
"Leave him alone!" said Thori n. "The thrushes are good and

friendly-this is a very old bird indeed, and is nmaybe the last left of the
ancient breed that wused to live about here, tame to the hands of ny father
and grandfather. They were a long-lived and magi cal race, and this mght
even be one of those that were alive then, a couple of hundreds vyears or
nmore ago. The Men of Dale wused to have the trick of understanding their
| anguage, and used themfor nessengers to fly to the Men of the Lake and
el sewhere. "

"Well, he'll have news to take to Lake-town all right, if that is what
he is after," said Bilbo; "though | don't suppose there are any people |eft
there that trouble with thrush-1language.”

"Why what has happened?" cried the dwarves. "Do get on with your tale!"

So Bilbo told themall he could remenber, and he confessed that he had
a nasty feeling that the dragon guessed too nmuch fromhis riddles added to

the canps and the ponies. "I am sure he knows we cane from Lake-town and had
help fromthere; and | have a horrible feeling that his next nmove may be in
that direction. | wish to goodness | had never said that about Barrel-rider;
it would make even a blind rabbit in these parts think of the Lake-nen."
"Well, well! It cannot be helped, and it is difficult not to slip in
talking to a dragon, or so | have always heard," said Balin anxious to
confort him "I think you did very well, if you ask ne-you found out one

very useful thing at any rate, and got hone alive, and that is nore than
nost can say who have had words wth the likes of Smaug. It may be a nercy
and a blessing yet to know of the bare patch in the old Wrns dianond
wai st coat . "

That turned the conversation, and they all began di scussi ng
dragon-sl ayi ngs historical, dubious, and mythical, and the various sorts of
stabs and jabs and undercuts, and the different arts, devices and stratagens
by whi ch they had been acconplished. The general opinion was that catching a
dragon napping was not as easy as it sounded, and the attenpt to stick one
or prod one asleep was nore likely to end in disaster than a bold fronta
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attack. Al the while they talked the thrush listened, till at |ast when the
stars began to peep forth, it silently spread its wings and flew away. And
all the while they talked and the shadows |engthened Bil bo becane nore and
nmor e unhappy and his foreboding

At last he interrupted them "I amsure we are very unsafe here," he
said, "and | don't see the point of sitting here. The dragon has withered
all the pleasant green, and anyway the night has cone and it is cold. But |
feel it in ny bones that this place will be attacked again. Smaug knows now
how | cane down to his hall, and you can trust himto guess where the other
end of the tunnel is. He will break all this side of the Muntain to bits,
if necessary, to stop up our entrance, and if we are smashed with it the
better he will like it."

"You are very gloony, M. Baggins!" said Thorin. "Wiy has not Smaug
bl ocked the |ower end, then, if he is so eager to keep us out? He has not,
or we should have heard him"

"I don't know, | don't know because at first he wanted to try and lure

me in again, | suppose, and now perhaps because he is waiting till after
tonight's hunt, or because he does not want to damage his bedroomif he can
help it -- but I wi sh you would not argue. Smaug will be com ng out at any
m nute now, and our only hope is to get well in the tunnel and shut the
door."

He seenmed so nuch in earnest that the dwarves at last did as he said,
t hough they del ayed shutting the door-it seenmed a desperate plan, for no one
knew whet her or how they could get it open again from the inside, and the
t hought of being shut in a place fromwhich the only way out |ed through the
dragon's lair was not one they liked. Also everything seenmed quite quiet,
bot h outside and down the tunnel. So for a longish while they sat inside not
far down fromthe hal f-open door and went on talking. The talk turned to the
dragon's w cked words about the dwarves. Bilbo wi shed he had never heard
them or at least that he could feel quite certain that the dwarves now were
absolutely honest when they declared that they had never thought at all
about what woul d happen after the treasure had been won.

"W knew it would be a desperate venture," said Thorin, "and we know
that still; and | still think that when we have won it will be tinme enough
to think what to do about it. As for vyour share, M. Baggins, | assure you

we are nore than grateful and you shall choose you own fourteenth, as soon
as we have anything to divide, amsorry if you are worried about transport,
and | adnmit the difficulties are great-the | ands have not becone less wld
with the passing of time, rather the reverse-but we will do whatever we can
for you, and take our share of the cost when the tine cones. Believe ne or
not as you like!"

Fromthat the talk turned to the great hoard itself and to the things
that Thorin and Balin renenbered. They wondered if they were still lying
there .unharned in the hall below. the spears that were made for the armes
of the great King Bladorthin (long since dead), each had a thrice-forged
head and their shafts were inlaid with cunning gold, but they were never
delivered or paid for; shields nade for warriors |ong dead; the great gol den
cup of Thror, two-handed, hamered and carven with birds and flowers whose
eyes and petals were of jewels; coats of mail gilded and silvered and
i npenetrable; the necklace of Grion, Lord of Dale, made of five hundred
eneral ds green as grass, which he gave for the armng of his eldest son in a
coat of dwarf-linked rings the Iike of which had never been nade before, for
it was wrought of pure silver to the power and strength of triple steel. But
fairest of all was the great white gem which the dwarves had found beneath
the roots of the Muuntain, the Heart of the Muntain, the Arkenstone of

Thrai n.

"The Arkenstone! The Arkenstone!" murnured Thorin in the dark, half
dreanming with his chin upon his knees. "It was |ike a globe with a thousand
facets; it shone like silver in the firelight, Iike water in the sun, |ike
snow under the stars, |ike rain upon the Mon!"
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But the enchanted desire of the hoard had fallen fromBilbo. Al
through their talk he was only half listening to them He sat nearest to the
door with one ear cocked for any beginnings of a sound without, his other
was alert or echoes beyond the nmurmurs of the dwarves, for any whisper of a
movenent from far bel ow

Dar kness grew deeper and he grew ever nore uneasy. "Shut the door!" he
begged them "I fear that dragon in nmy marrow. | like this silence far |ess
than the uproar of last night. Shut the door before it is too late!"

Sonething in his voice gave the dwarves an unconfortable feeling.
Slowy Thorin shook off his dreans and getting up he kicked away the stone
that wedged the door. Then they thrust upon it, and it closed with a snap
and a clang. No trace of a keyhole was there 1left on the inside. They were
shut in the Muntain!

And not a nmonment too soon. They had hardly gone any distance down the
tunnel when a blow snmote the side of the Muntain like the crash of
battering-rans nade of forest oaks and swung by giants. The rock booned, the
wal | s cracked and stones fell from the roof on their heads. Wat would have
happened if the door had still been open | don't like to think. They fled
further down the tunnel glad to be still alive, while behind them outside
they heard the roar and runble of Srmaug's fury. He was breaking rocks to
pi eces, smashing wall and cliff with the Iashings of his huge tail, till
their little lofty canmping ground, the scorched grass, the thrush's stone,
the snail-covered walls, the narrow | edge, and all disappeared in a junble
of snithereens, and an aval anche of splintered stones fell over the cliff
into the valley bel ow

Smaug had left his lair in silent stealth, quietly soared into the air,
and then floated heavy and slow in the dark |like a nonstrous crow, down the
wind towards the west of the Muntain, in the hopes of catching unawares
sonet hing or sonebody there, and of spying the outlet to the passage which
the thief had used. This was the outburst of his wath when he could find
nobody and see nothing, even where he guessed the outlet nust actually be.

After he had let off his rage in this way he felt better and he thought
in his heart that he would not be troubled again fromthat direction. In-the

meanwhi | e he had further vengeance to take. "Barrel-rider!" he snorted.
"Your fee cane fromthe waterside and up the water you cane with out a
doubt. | don't know your snell, but if you are not one of those nen of the
Lake, you had their help. They shall see ne and remenber who is the rea

Ki ng under the Muntain!"
He rose in fire and went away south towards the Running River

Chapter 13. Not at Home

In the meanwhile, the dwarves sat in darkness, and utter silence fel
about them Little they ate and little they spoke. They could not count the
passing of time; and they scarcely dared to nove, for the whisper of their
voi ces echoed and rustled in the tunnel. If they dozed, they woke still to
darkness and to silence going on unbroken. At |ast after days and days of
waiting, as it seened, when they were becom ng choked and dazed for want of
air, they «could bear it no longer. They would al nost have wel coned sounds
from below of the dragon's return. In the silence they feared some cunning
devilry of his, but they could not sit there for ever

Thorin spoke: "Let us try the door!" he said. "I nust feel the wind on
my face soon or die. | think | would rather be smashed by Smaug in the open
than suffocate in here!"

So several of the dwarves got up and groped back to where the door had
been. But they found that the upper end of the tunnel had been shattered and
bl ocked with broken rock. Neither key nor the magic it had once obeyed woul d
ever open that door again.

"We are trapped!" they groaned. "This is the end. W shall die here."

But sonehow, just when the dwarves were nost despairing, Bilbo felt a
strange |ightening of the heart, as if a heavy weight had gone from under

file:/lIF|/rah/J.R.R.%20Tolkien/Hobbit,%20The.txt (101 of 131) [1/17/03 7:43:24 PM]



file:///F|/rah/J.R.R.%20T ol kien/Hobbit,%20The.txt

hi s wai st coat .

"Come, cone!" he said. "Wiile there's Iife there's hope!" as ny father
used to say, and 'Third time pays for all.' | amgoing down the tunnel once
again. | have been that way twi ce, when | knew there was a dragon at the
other end, so | will risk a third visit when | amno |onger sure. Anyway the
only way out is dowmn. And | think time you had better all conme with ne."

In desperation they agreed, and Thorin was the first go forward by
Bi | bo' s side.

"Now do be careful!" whispered the hobbit, "and quiet as you can be!
There may be no Snmaug at the bottom but then again there may be. Don't |et
us take any unnecessary risks!"

Down, down they went. The dwarves could not, course, conpare with the
hobbit in real stealth, and the made a deal of puffing and shuffling which
echoes magni fied alarmngly; but though every now and again Bilbo in fear

stopped and listened, not a sound stirred bel ow Near the bottom as well as
he coul d judge, Bilbo slipped on his ring and went ahead. But he did not
need it: the darkness was conplete, and they were all invisible, ring or no
ring. In fact so black was it that the hobbit came to the opening

unexpectedly, put his hand on air, stunbled for ward, and rolled headl ong
into the hall!

There he lay face downwards on the floor and did no dare to get up, or
hardly even to breathe. But nothing noved. There was not a g¢leam of
light-unless, as seemed to him when at last he slowy raised his head,
there was a pale white glint, above him and far off in the gloom But
certainly it was not a spark of dragon-fire, though the wornstench was heavy
in the place, and the taste of vapour was on his tongue.

At length M. Baggins could bear it no |longer. "Come found you, Smaug,
you worm " he squeaked al oud. "Stop playing hide-and-seek! Gve ne a light,
and then eat nme if you can catch nme!"

Fai nt echoes ran round the wunseen hall, but there was no answer. Bil bo
got up, and found that he did not know in what direction to turn

"Now | wonder what on earth Snaug is playing at," he said. "He is not
at  hone today (or tonight, or whatever it is), | do believe. If Gn and
G oin have not lost their tinme tinder-boxes, perhaps we can make a little
light, and have a | ook round before the luck turns."

"Light!" he cried. "Can anybody nake a |ight?"

The dwarves, of course, were very alarnmed when Bilbo fell forward down
the step with a bunp into the hall, and they sat huddl ed just where he had
left themat the end the tunnel

"Sh!  sh!"™ they hissed, when they heard his voice: and though that
hel ped the hobbit to find out where they were, was sonme tinme before he could
get anything else out of them But in the end, when Bilbo actually began to
stanp in the floor, and screaned out light!' at the top of his thrill voice,
Thorin gave way, and Gn and Join were sent back to their bundles at the
top of the tunnel. After a while a tw nkling gl eam showed themreturning, in
with a small pine-torch alight in his hand, and Goin with a bundle of
others under his arm Quickly Bilbo trotted to the door and took the torch;
but he could not persuade the dwarves to light the others or to cone and
join him yet. As Thorin carefully explained, M. Baggins was stil
officially their expert burglar and investigator. |If he liked to risk a
light, that was his affair. They would wait in the tunnel for his report. So
they sat near the door and wat ched.

They saw the little dark shape of the hobbit start across the floor
holding his tiny light aloft. Every now and again, while he was still near
enough, they caught a glint and a tinkle as he stunbled on some golden
thing. The light grew smaller as he wandered away into the vast hall; then
it began to rise dancing into the air. Bilbo was clinbing the great mound of
treasure. Soon he stood upon the top, and still went on. Then they saw him
halt and stoop for a nonent; but they did not know the reason. It was the
Arkenstone, the Heart of the Muntain. So Bilbo guessed from Thorin's
description; but indeed there could not be two such gens, even in so
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marvel | ous a hoard, even in all the world. Ever as he clinbed, the sane
white gl eam had shone before himand drawn his feet towards Slowy it grew
toalittle globe of pallid light. Now as cane near, it was tinged with a
flickering sparkle of man colours at the surface, reflected and splintered
fromthe wavering light of his torch. At last he | ooked down upon it and he
caught his breath. The great jewel shone before he feet of its own inner
light, and yet, cut and fashioned by the dwarves, who had dug it fromthe
heart of the nountain long ago, it took all light that fell wupon it
and-changes it into ten thousand sparks of white radiance shot with glints
of the rainbow.

Suddenly Bilbo's armwent towards it drawn by it enchantnent. His snall
hand would not close about it for it was a large and heavy gem but he
lifted it, shut his eyes, and put it in his deepest pocket.

"Now | am a burglar indeed!" thought he. "But | suppose | nust tell the
dwarves about it-some time. The did say | could pick and choose ny own
share; and | think I would choose this, if they took all the rest!"™ Al the
sanme he had an unconfortable feeling that the picking and choosi ng had not
really been neant to include this marvellous gem and that trouble would yet
conme of it. Now he went on again. Down the other side of the great nound he
clinmbed, and the spark of his torch vanished fromthe sight of the watching
dwarves. But soon they sawit far away in the distance again. Bilbo was
crossing the floor of the hall.

He went on, until he came to the great doors at the further side, and
there a draught of air refreshed him but it alnost puffed out his light. He
peeped timdly through and caught a glinpse of great passages and of the dim
begi nnings of wide stairs going up into the gloom And still there was no
sight nor sound of Smaug. He was just going to turn and go back, when a
bl ack shape swooped at him and brushed his face. He squeaked and started,
stunbl ed backwards and fell. Hi s torch dropped head downwards and went out!

"Only a bat, | suppose and hope!" he said mserably. But now what am|
to do? Wiich is East, South, North Wst?"

"Thorin! Balin! GOn! doin! Filll Kili!" he cried as |loud he could-it
seened a thinlittle noise in the wde blackness. "The light's gone out!
Soneone cone and find and help ne!" For the nonment his courage had failed
t oget her.

Faintly the dwarves heard his small cries, though the only word they
could catch was ' hel p!"

"Now what on earth or under it has happened?" said Thorin. "Certainly
not the dragon, or he would not go on squeaking."

They waited a nonent or two, and still there were no dragon-noi ses, no
sound at all in fact but Bilbo's distant voice. "Conme, one of you, get
another light or two!" Thorin ordered. "It seens we have got to go and help

our burglar."

"It is about our turn to help," said Balin, "and | amquite willing to
go. Anyway | expect it is safe for the nonment."

G@oin |it several nore torches, and then they all crept out, one by
one, and went along the wall as hurriedly as they could. It was not |ong
before they net Bilbo hinself comng back towards them His wits had quickly
returned soon as he saw the twinkle of their lights.

"Only a bat and a dropped torch, nothing worse!" he said in answer to
their questions. Though they were nuch relieved, they were inclined to be
grunpy at being frightened for nothing; but what they would have said, if he

had told themat that nonment about the Arkenstone, | don't know. The nere
fleeting glinpses of treasure which they had caught as they went al ong had
rekindled all the fire of their dwarvish hearts; and when the heart of a

dwarf, even the nost respectable, is wakened by gold and by jewels, he grows
suddenly bol d, and he nay becone fierce.

The dwarves indeed no | onger needed any urging. All were now eager to
explore the hall while they had the chance, and willing to believe that, for
the present, Smaug was away from home. Each now gripped a lighted torch; and
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as they gazed, first on one side and then on another, they forgot fear and
even caution. They spoke aloud, and cried out to one another, as they lifted
old treasures fromthe mound or from the wall and held themin the Iight
caressing and fingering them Fili and Kili were alnost in nerry nood, and
finding still hanging there nmany golden harps strung wth silver they took
them and struck them and being nagical (and also untouched by the dragon,
who had small interests in nmusic) they were still in tune. The dark hall was
filled with a nmelody that had | ong been silent. But nost of the dwarves were
nmore practical; they gathered gens and stuffed their pockets, and |et what
they could not carry far back through their fingers with a sigh. Thorin was
not |east among these; but always he searched fromside to side for
sonet hing which he could not find. It was the Arkenstone but he spoke of it
yet to no one.

Now t he dwarves took down neil and weapons fromthe walls, and arned
thensel ves. Royal indeed did Thorin look, clad in a coat of gold-plated
rings, with a silver hafted axe in a belt crusted with scarlet stones.

"M . Baggins!" he cried. "Here is the first payment of your reward!
Cast off your old coat and put on this!"

Wth that he put on Bilbo a small coat of mail, wought for some young
elf-prince long ago. It was of silver-steel which the elves call mthril
and with it went a belt of pearls and crystals. A light helmof figured
| eather, strengthened beneath with hoops of steel, and studded about the
bring with white gens, was set upon the hobbit's head.

"I feel magnificent," he thought; "but | expect | |ook rather absurd.
How they would laugh on the Hill at hone Still I wish there was a
| ooki ng- gl ass handy!"

Al'l the same M. Baggins kept his head nore clear of the bew tchnent of
the hoard than the dwarves did. Long before the dwarves were tired of
exam ning the treasures he became wary of it and sat down on the floor; and
he began to wonder nervously what the end of it all would be

"I would give a good nmany of these precious goblets, thought, "for a
drink of sonething cheering out of one Beorn's wooden bow s!"

"Thorin!" he cried aloud. "What next? W are arnmed, but what good has
any arnour ever been before against Smaug the Dreadful ? This treasure i s not
yet won back. We are not |ooking for gold yet, but for a way of escape; and
we have tenmpted luck too |ong!"

""You speak the truth!" answered Thorin, recovering his wts. "Let us
go! I wll guide you. Not in a thousand years should | forget the ways of
this palace." Then he hailed the others, and they gathered together, and
hol ding their torches above their heads they passed through the gaping
doors, not wi thout many a backward gl ance of | onging.

Their glittering mail they had covered again with their old cloaks and
their bright helnms with their tattered hoods, and one by one they wal ked
behind Thorin, aline of Ilittle lights in the darkness that halted often,
listening in fear once nore for any runmour of the dragon's com ng. Though
all the old adornnents were | ong noul dered or destroyed, and though all was
bef oul ed and bl asted with the comings and goi ngs of the nonster, Thorin knew
every passage and every turn. They clinbed long stairs, and turned and went
down wi de echoing ways, and turned again and clinbed yet nore stairs, and
yet nore' stairs again.

These were snmooth, cut out of the living rock broad and lair; and up,
up, the dwarves went, and they net no sign of any living thing, only furtive
shadows that fled from the approach of their torches fluttering in the
draughts. The steps were not nade, all the same, for hobbit-legs, and Bil bo
was just feeling that he could go on no longer, when suddenly the roof
sprang high and far beyond the reach of their torch-light. A white glinmer
could be seen conming through some opening far above, and the air snelt
sweeter. Before themlight came dimy through great doors, that hung tw sted
on their hinges and half burnt.

"This is the great chanber of Thror," said Thorin; "the hall of
feasting and of council. Not far off nowis the Front Gate."
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They passed through the ruined chanber. Tables were rotting there;
chairs and benches were lying there overturned, charred and decayi ng. Skulls
and bones were wupon the floor anobng flagons and bows and br oken
drinki ng-horns and dust. As they came through yet nore doors at the further
end, a sound of water fell upon their ears, and the grey light grew suddenly
more full.

"There is the birth of the Running River," said Thorin. "Fromhere it
hastens to the Gate. Let us followit!"

Qut of a dark opening in a wall of rock there issued a boiling water,
and it flowed swirling in a narrow channel, carved and nmade strai ght and
deep by the cunning of ancient hands. Beside it ran a stone-paved road, w de
enough for many nen abreast. Swiftly along this they ran, and round a
wi de- sweepi ng turn-and behol d! before themstood the broad |ight of day. In

front there rose a tall arch, still showing the fragnents of old carven work
within, worn and splintered and bl ackened though it was. A msty sun sent
its pale light between the arns of the Muntain, and beans of gold fell on

the pavenent at the threshol d.

A whirl of bats frightened from slunber by their snoking torches
flurried over them as they sprang forward their feet slithered on stones
rubbed snooth and slined by the passing of the dragon. Now before themthe
water fell noisily outward and foamed down towards the valley. They flung
their pale torches to the ground, and stood gazing out wth dazzled eyes.
They were cone to the Front Gate, and were | ooking out upon Dal e.

"WelI!'" said Bilbo, "I never expected to be | ooking out of this door
And | never expected to be so pleased to see the sun again, and to feel the
wind on ny face. But, ow this wind is cold!"

It was. A bitter easterly breeze blewwith a threat of oncom ng wi nter.
It swirled over and round the arns of the Muntain into the valley, and
si ghed anong the rocks. After their long tine in the stewing depths of the
dragon-haunted caverns, they shivered in the sun. Suddenly Bilbo realized
that he was not only tired but also very hungry indeed. "It seens to be late
nmorning," he said, "and so | suppose it is nore or |ess breakfast-time -- if
there is any breakfast to have. But | don't feel that Smaug's front doorstep
is the safest place for a neal. Do let's go sonewhere where we can sit quiet
for a bit!"

"Quite right!" said Balin. "And | think I know which way we shoul d go:
we ought to make for the old |ook-out post at the Sout hwest corner of the
Mount ai n. "

"How far is that?" asked the hobbit.

"Five hours march, | should think. It will be rough going. The road
from the Gate along the left edge of the streamseens all broken up. But
| ook down there! The river |oops suddenly east across Dale in front of the
ruined town. At that point there was once a bridge, leading to steep stairs
that clinbed up the right bank, and so to a road running towards Ravenhill
There is (or was) a path that left the road and clinbed up to the post. A

hard clinb, too, even if the old steps are still there."
"Dear ne!" grunbled the hobbit. "Mre wal king and nore clinbing wthout
breakfast! | wonder how many breakfasts, and other neals, we have nissed

inside that nasty clockless, tineless hole?"

As a matter of fact two nights and the day between had gone by (and not
al t oget her wi thout food) since the dragon snmashed the mmgi ¢ door, but Bilbo
had quite |ost count, and it m ght have been one night or a week of nights
for all he could tell.

"Conme, cone!" said Thorin laughing -- his spirits had begun to rise
again, and he rattled the precious stones in his pockets. "Don't call ny
pl ace a nasty hole! You wait till it has been cl eaned and redecorated!"

"That won't be till Smaug's dead,"” said Bilbo glumy. "In the neanwhile
where is he? | would give a good breakfast to know. | hope he is not up on
the Mountain | ooking down at us!"

That idea disturbed the dwarves mghtily, and they quickly decided that
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Bil bo and Balin were right.

"W nust nove away fromhere," said Don. "I feel as if his eyes were on
the back of ny head."

"It's a cold |onesone place," said Bonbur. "There may be drink, but I
see no sign of food. A dragon would always be hungry in such parts."

"Conme on! Cone on!" cried the others. "Let us follow Balnms path!"

Under the rocky wall to the right there was no path, so on they trudged
anong the stones on the left side of the river, and the enptiness and
desol ati on soon sobered even Thorin again. The bridge that Balin had spoken
of they found long fallen, and nost of its stones were now only boulders in
the shal |l ow noi sy stream but they forded the water without rmuch difficulty,
and found the ancient steps, and clinbed the high bank. After going a short
way they struck the old road, and before long canme to a deep dell sheltered
anong the rocks; there they rested for a while and had such a breakfast as

they could, chiefly cramand water. (If you want to know what cramis, | can
only say that | don't know the recipe; but it is biscuitish, keeps good
indefinitely, 1is supposed to be sustaining, and is certainly not

entertaining, being in fact very uninteresting except as a chew ng exerci se.
It was made by the Lake-men for |ong journeys).

After that they went on again; and now the road struck westwards and
left the river, and the great shoul der of the south-pointing nountain-spur
drew ever nearer. At length they reached the hill path. It scranbled steeply
up, and they plodded slowy one behind the other, till at last in the late
afternoon they cane to the top of the ridge and sawthe wntry sun going
downwards to the West.

Here they found a flat place without a wall on three sides, but backed
to the North by a rocky face in which there was an opening |like a door. From
that door there was a w de view East and South and West.

"Here," said Balin, "in the old days we used always to keep watchnen,
and that door behind |l eads into a rock-hewn chanber that was nade here as a
guardroom There were several places like it round the Mountain. But there
seened small need for watching in the days of our prosperity, and the guards

were made over confortable, perhaps -- otherwise we night have had |onger
war ni ngs of the comng of the dragon, and things m ght have been different.
Still, "here we can now lie hid and sheltered for a while, and can see much

wi t hout being seen.™

"Not nuch use, if we have been seen comng here," said Dori, who was
al ways | ooking up towards the Mountain's peak, as if he expected to see
Smaug perched there like a bird on a steeple.

"We nust take our chance of that," said Thorin. "W can go no further
to-day."

"Hear, hear!" cried Bilbo, and flung hinself on the ground.

In the rock-chanber there woul d have been roomfor a hundred, and there
was a snmall chanber further in, nore renoved fromthe cold outside. It was
quite deserted; not even wild animals seemed to have used it in all the days
of Smaug's domnion. There they laid their burdens; and sonme threw
t hensel ves down at once and slept, but the others sat near the outer door
and di scussed their plans.

Inall their talk they cane perpetually back to one thing: where was
Smaug? They | ooked West and there was nothing, and East there was nothing,
and in the South there was no sign of the dragon, but there was a gathering
of very many birds. At that they gazed and wondered; but they were no nearer
understanding it, when the first cold stars cane out.

Chapter 14. Fire and Water

Now i f you wish, like the dwarves, to hear news of Smaug, you nust go
back again to the eveni ng when he smashed the door and flew off in rage, two
days before.

The nmen of the | ake-town Esgaroth were nostly indoors, for the breeze
was fromthe black East and chill, but a few were wal king on the quays, and
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wat ching, as they were fond of doing, the stars shine out fromthe snooth
patches of the |ake as they opened in the sky. Fromtheir town the Lonely
Mountain was nostly screened by the low hills at the far end of the |ake,
through a gap in which the Running River cane down fromthe North. Only its
hi gh peak could they see in clear weather, and they | ooked seldomat it, for
it was ominous and dreary even in the light of nmorning. Now it was |ost and
gone, blotted in the dark.

Suddenly it flickered back to view, a brief glow touched it and faded.

"Look!" said one. "The lights again! Last night the watchnmen saw them
start and fade from nidnight until dawn. Something is happening up there."

"Perhaps the King under the Muntain is forging gold," said another
"It is long since he went north. It is time the songs began to prove
t hensel ves again. "

"Wi ch king?" said another with a grimvoice. "As like as not it is the
maraudi ng fire of the Dragon, the only Kking under the Muntain we have ever
known. "

"You are always foreboding gloony things!" said the others. "Anything
fromfloods to poisoned fish. Think of sonething cheerful!"

Then suddenly a great |ight appeared in the low place in the hills and
the northern end of the | ake turned gol den

"The King beneath the Mouuntain!" they shouted. "H s wealth is like the
Sun, his silver like a fountain, his rivers golden run! The river is running
gold fromthe Muuntain!" they cried, and everywhere w ndows were opening and
feet were hurrying.

There was once nore a trenmendous excitenent and enthusiasm But the
grimvoiced fellow ran hotfoot to the Master. "The dragon is coning or | am
a fool!" he cried. "Cut the bridges! To arns! To arns!"

Then warning trunpets were suddenly sounded, and echoed al ong the rocky
shores. The cheering stopped and the joy was turned to dread. So it was that
the dragon did not find them quite unprepared. Before long, so great was his
speed, they could see him as a spark of fire rushing towards them and
growi ng ever huger and nore bright, and not the nost foolish doubted that
the prophecies had gone rather wong. Still they had a little tinme. Every
vessel in the town was filled with water, every warrior was arned, every
arrow and dart was ready, and the bridge to the Iland was thrown down and
destroyed, before the roar of Smaug's terrible approach grew |loud, and the
|l ake rippled red as fire beneath the awful beating of his w ngs.

Am d shrieks and wailing and the shouts of nmen he cane over them swept
towards the bridges and was foiled! The bridge was gone, and his enenies
were on an island in deep water-too deep and dark and cool for his |iking.
If he plunged into it, a vapour and a steamwould arise enough to cover al
the land with a m st for days; but the |lake was mightier than he, it would
quench hi m before he could pass through

Roaring he swept back over the town. A hail of dark arrows |eaped up
and snapped and rattled on his scales and jewels, and their shafts fell back
ki ndl ed by his breath burning and hissing into the 1lake. No firewrks you
ever imagined equalled the sights that night. At the twanging of the bows
and the shrilling of the trunpets the dragon's wath blazed to its height,
till he was blind and mad with it. No one had dared to give battle to him
for many an age; nor would they have dared now, if it had not been for the
grimvoiced man (Bard was his nane), who ran to and fro cheering on the
archers and urging the Master to order themto fight to the last arrow

Fire | eaped from the dragon's jaws. He circled for a while high in the
air above themlighting all the |ake; the trees by the shores shone |Iike
copper and like blood with |eaping shadows of dense black at their feet.
Then down he swooped straight through the arrowstorm reckless in his rage,
taking no heed to turn his scaly sides towards his foes, seeking only to set
their town abl aze.

Fire | eaped fromthatched roofs and wooden beam ends as he hurtl ed down
and past and round again, though all had been drenched with water before he
came. Once nore water was flung by a hundred hands wherever a spark
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appeared. Back swirled the dragon. A sweep of his tail and the roof of the
Great House crunbl ed and smashed down. Fl anes unquenchabl e sprang high into
the night. Another swoop and another, and another house and then another
sprang afire and fell; and still no arrow hindered Smaug or hurt him nore
than a fly fromthe marshes. Already nmen were junping into the water on
every side. Wonen and children were being huddled into | aden boats in the
mar ket - pool . Weapons were flung down. There was nourning and weepi ng, where
but alittle tine ago the old songs of mrth to cone had been sung about the
dwarves. Now nmen cursed their names. The Master hinself was turning to his
great gilded boat, hoping to row away in the confusion and save hinself.
Soon all the town would be deserted and burned down to the surface of the
| ake. That was the dragon's hope. They could all get into boats for all he
cared. There he could have fine sport hunting them or they could stop til
they starved. Let them try to get to land and he would be ready. Soon he
woul d set all the shorel and woods abl aze and wither every field and pasture.
Just now he was enjoying the sport of town-baiting nore than he had enjoyed
anything for years. But there was still a conpany of archers that held their
ground anobng the burning houses. Their captain was Bard, grimvoiced and
grimfaced, whose friends had accused hi m of prophesying floods and poi soned
fish, though they knew his worth and courage. He was a descendant in |ong
line of Grion, Lord of Dale, whose wife and child had escaped down the
Running River fromthe ruin | ong ago. Now he shot with a great yew bow, till
all his arrows but one were spent. The flames were near him H's conpanions
were leaving him He bent his bow for the last tine. Suddenly out of the
dark something fluttered to his shoulder. He started-but it was only an old
thrush. Unafraid it perched by his ear and it brought himnews. Marvelling
he found he could understand its tongue, for he was of the race of Dale.

"Wait! WAit!" it said to him "The noon is rising. Look for the hollow
of the left breast as he flies and turns above you!" And while Bard paused
in wonder it told himof tidings up in the Mountain and of all that it had

heard. Then Bard drew his bowstring to his ear. The dragon was circling
back, flying low, and as he canme the noon rose above the eastern shore and
silvered his great wings.

"Arrom " said the bowran. "Black arrow | have saved you to the |ast.
You have never failed ne and always | have recovered you. | had you from ny
father and he fromof old. If ever you canme fromthe forges of the true king
under the Muntain, go now and speed wel|!"

The dragon swooped once nore |ower than ever, and as he turned and
dived down his belly glittered white with sparkling fires of gens in the
moon-but not in one place. The great bow twanged. The bl ack arrow sped
straight fromthe string, straight for the hollow by the | eft breast where
the foreleg was flung wide. Init snote and vanished, barb, shaft and
feather, so fierce was its flight. Wth a shriek that deafened nen, felled
trees and split stone, Smaug shot spouting into the air, turned over and
crashed down fromon high in ruin.

Full on the town he fell. His last throes splintered it to sparks and
gl edes. The lake roared in. A vast steam| eaped up, white in the sudden dark
under the noon. There was a hiss, a gushing whirl, and then silence. And
that was the end of Smaug and Esgaroth, but not of Bard. The waxi ng noon
rose higher and higher and the wind grew loud and cold. It twisted the white
fog into bending pillars and hurrying clouds and drove it off to the Wst to
scatter in tattered shreds over the marshes before Mrkwood. Then the many
boats could be seen dotted dark on the surface of the |ake, and down the
wi nd cane the voices of the people of Esgaroth |anmenting their |ost town and
goods and ruined houses. But they had really nuch to be thankful for, had
they thought of it, though it could hardly be expected that they shoul d just
then: three quarters of the people of the town had at |east escaped alive;
their woods and fields and pastures and cattle and nost of their boats
remai ned undamaged; and the dragon was dead. What that neant they had not
yet realized
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They gathered in nournful crowds upon the western shores, shivering in
the cold wind, and their first conplaints and anger were agai nst the Master,
who had | eft the town so soon, while sonme were still willing to defend it.

"He may have a good head for business-especially his own business,"
some murmured, "but he is no good when anything serious happens!" And they
prai sed the courage of Bard and his last nmighty shot. "If only he had not
been killed," they all said, "we wuld nake him a king. Bard the
Dragon-shooter of the line of Grion! Alas that he is lost!"

And in the very mnmidst of their talk, a tall figure stepped from the
shadows. He was drenched with water, his black hair hung wet over his face
and shoul ders, and a fierce light was in his eyes.

"Bard is not lost!" he cried. "He dived from Esgaroth, when the eneny
was slain. | amBard, of the line of Grion; | amthe slayer of the dragon!"

"King Bard! King Bard!" they shouted; but the Master ground his
chattering teeth.

"Grion was lord of Dale, not king of Esgaroth," he said. "In the
Lake-town we have al ways el ected masters from anong the old and wi se, and
have not endured the rule of nmere fighting men. Let 'King Bard' go back to
his own kingdomDale is now freed by his valour, and nothing binders his
return. And any that wish can go with him if they prefer the cold shores
under the shadow of the Mountain to the green shores of the | ake. The wi se
will stay here and hope to rebuild our town, and enjoy againin tinme its
peace and riches."

"W will have King Bard!" the people near at hand shouted in reply. "W
have had enough of the old nen and the noney-counters!" And people further

off took up the cry: "Up the Bowran, and down wth Mbneybags," till the
cl amour echoed al ong the shore.

"I am the last man to undervalue Bard the Bowman," said the Mster
warily (for Bard now stood close beside hin). "He has tonight earned an

eminent place in the roll of the benefactors of our town; and he is worthy

of many inperishable songs. But, why O People?"-and here the Master rose to
his feet and spoke very loud and clear -- "why do | get all your blanme? For
what fault aml to be deposed? Who aroused the dragon fromhis slunber, I
m ght ask? Who obtained of us rich gifts and anple help, and led us to
believe that old songs could cone true? Wo played on our soft hearts and
our pleasant fancies? Wiat sort of gold have they sent down the river to
reward us? Dragon-fire and ruin! From whom should we cl aimthe reconpense of
our damage, and aid for our w dows and orphans?"

As you see, the Master had not got his position for nothing. The result
of his words was that for the nonent the people quite forgot their idea of a
new ki ng, and turned their angry thoughts towards Thorin and his conpany.
WIld and bitter words were shouted from many sides; and sone of those who
had before sung the old songs |oudest, were now heard as loudly crying that
the dwarves had stirred the dragon up agai nst them deliberately!

"Fools!"™ said Bard. "Wy waste words and wath on those unhappy
creatures? Doubtless they perished first in fire, before Smaug came to us."
Then even as he was speaking, the thought came into his heart of the fabled
treasure of the Mouuntain |lying without guard or owner, and he fell suddenly
silent. He thought of the Master's words, and of Dale rebuilt, and filled
with golden bells, if he could but find the nen.

At | ength he spoke again: "This is no time for angry words. Master, or

for considering weighty plans of change. There is work to do. | serve you
still-though after a while I may think again of your words and go North with
any that will follow nme."

Then he strode off to help in the ordering of the canps and in the care
of the sick and the wounded. But the Master scow ed at his back as he went,
and remained sitting on the ground. He thought rmuch but said little, unless
it was to call loudly for men to bring him fire and food. Now everywhere
Bard went he found talk running like fire anong the people concerning the
vast treasure that was now unguarded. Men spoke of the reconmpense for al
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their harm that they woul d soon get fromit, and wealth over and to spare
with which to buy rich things fromthe South; and it cheered themgreatly in

their plight. That was as well, for the night was bitter and mi serable.
Shelters could be contrived for few (the Master had one) and there was
little food (even the Master went short). Many took ill of wet and cold and

sorrow that night, and afterwards died, who had escaped uninjured fromthe
ruin of the town; and in the days that followed there was nuch sickness and
great hunger.

Meanwhil e Bard took the |ead, and ordered things as he wi shed, though
always in the Master's nane, and he had a hard task to govern the people and
direct the preparations for their protection and housing. Probably npbst of
them woul d have perished in the winter that now hurried after autum, if
help had not been to hand. But help cane swiftly; for Bard at once had
speedy messengers sent up the river to the Forest to ask the aid of the King
of the Elves of the Wod, and these nessengers had found a host already on
the nove, although it was then only the third day after the fall of Snaug.

The El venking had received news fromhis own nessengers and fromthe
birds that loved his folk, and already knew nmuch of what had happened. Very
great indeed was the commotion anong all things with wings that dwelt on the
borders of the Desolation of the Dragon. The air was filled with circling
flocks, and their swift-flying nessengers flew here and there across the
sky. Above the borders of the Forest there was whistling, crying and piping.
Far over Mrkwod tidings spread: "Smaug is dead!" Leaves rustled and
startled ears were lifted. Even before the El venking rode forth the news had
passed west right to the pinewods of the Msty Mountains; Beorn had heard

it in his wooden house, and the goblins were at council in their caves.

"That will be the last we shall hear of Thorin Oakenshield, |I fear,"
said the king. "He would have done better to have renmined ny guest. It is
an ill wind, all the sane," he added, "that bl ows no one any good." For he

too had not forgotten the legend of the wealth of Thror. So it was that
Bard's nmessengers found hi mnow marching w th many spearmen and bownen; and
crows were gathered thick, above him for they thought that war was
awakeni ng agai n, such as had not been in those parts for a | ong age. But the
ki ng, when he received the prayers of Bard, had pity, for he was the lord of
a good and kindly people; so turning his march, which had at first been
direct towards the Muntain, he hastened now down the river to the Long
Lake. He had not boats or rafts enough for his host, and they were forced to
go the slower way by foot; but great store of goods he sent ahead by water
Still elves are light--footed, and though they were not in these days nuch
used to the marches and the treacherous [|ands between the Forest and the
Lake, their going was swift. Only five days after the death of the dragon
they canme upon the shores and | ooked on the ruins of the town. Their wel come
was good, as nmay be expected, and the nmen and their Master were ready to
make any bargain for the future in return for the El venking' s aid.

Their plans were soon made. Wth the wonen and the children, the old
and the unfit, the Master remained behind; and wth himwere some nen of
crafts and many skilled elves; and they busied thenselves felling trees, and
collecting the tinber sent down fromthe Forest. Then they set about raising
many huts by the shore against the onconing wnter; and also under the
Master's direction they began the planning of a new town, designed nore fair
and | arge even than before, but not in the sane place. They renoved
nort hward higher up the shore; for ever after they had a dread of the water
where the dragon lay. He would never again return to his golden bed, but was
stretched cold as stone, twi sted upon the floor of the shallows. There for
ages his huge bones could be seen in calmweather am d the ruined piles of
the old town. But few dared to cross the cursed spot, and none dared to dive

into the shivering water or recover the precious stones that fell fromhis
rotting carcass.
But all the nmen of arns who were still able, and the nost of the

El venking's array, got ready to march north to the Muntain. It was thus
that in eleven days fromthe ruin of the town the head of their host passed
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the rock-gates at the end of the |Iake and cane into the desol ate | ands.
Chapter 15. The Gathering of the d ouds

Now we will return to Bilbo and the dwarves. All night one of them had
wat ched, but when norning came they had not heard or seen any sign of
danger. But ever nore thickly the birds were gathering. Their conpani es cane
flying fromthe South; and the crows that still lived about the Muntain
wer e wheel ing and crying unceasi ngly above.

"Somet hi ng strange is happening,” said Thorin. "The tine has gone for
the autumm wanderings; and these are birds that dwell always in the |and;
there are starlings and flocks of finches; and far off there are many
carrion birds as if a battle were afoot!"

Suddenly Bilbo pointed: "There is that old thrush again!" he cried. "He
seens to have escaped, when Snmaug smashed the mountain-side, but | don't
suppose the snails have!"

Sure enough the old thrush was there, and as Bilbo pointed, he flew
towards them and perched on a stone near by. Then he fluttered his w ngs and

sang; then he cocked his head on one side, as if to Ilisten; and again he
sang, and again he |istened.
"I believe he is trying to tell us something," said Balin; "but |

cannot follow the speech of such birds, it is very quick and difficult. Can
you maeke it out Baggi ns?"

"Not very well,"” said Bilbo (as a matter of fact, he could nmake nothing
of it at all); "but the old fell ow seens .very excited."

"I only wish he was a raven!" said Balin.

"I thought you did not like them You seemed very shy of them when we
came this way before."

"Those were crows! And nasty suspicious-I|ooking creatures at that, and
rude as well. You nmust have heard the ugly names they were calling after us.
But the ravens are different. There used to be great friendship between them
and the people of Thror; and they often brought us secret news, and were
rewarded with such bright things as they coveted to hide in their dwellings.

"They live many a year, and their nmenmories are long, and they hand on
their wisdomto their children. | knew many anong the ravens of the rocks
when | was a dwarf- lad. This very hei ght was once named Ravenhill, because
there was a wise and fanmous pair, old Care and his wife, that |lived here
above the guard-chanber. But | don't suppose that any of that ancient breed
i nger here now. "

No sooner had he finished speaking than the old thrush gave a |oud
call, and i medi ately fl ew away.

"W may not understand him but that old bird understands us, | am
sure,"” said Balin. "Keep watch now, and see what happens!"”

Before long there was a fluttering of wings, and back cane the thrush;
and with himcame a nost decrepit old bird. He was getting blind, he could
hardly fly, and the top of his head was bald. He was an aged raven of great
size. He alighted stiffly on the ground before them slowy flapped his
wi ngs, and bobbed towards Thori n.

"O Thorin son of Thrain, and Balin son of Fundin," he croaked (and
Bi | bo coul d understand what he said, for he used ordinary |anguage and not

bird-speech). "I am R(ac son of Carc. Carc is dead, but he was well known to
you once. It is a hundred years and three and fifty since | cane out of the
egg, but | do not forget what ny father told me. Now | amthe chief of the
great ravens of the Mountain. W are few, but we remenber still the king
that was of old. Most of nmy people are abroad, for there are great tidings
in the South -- some are tidings of joy to you, and sone you wll not think
so good

"Behol d! the birds are gathering back again to the Mountain and to Dal e
from South and East and West, for word has gone out that Smaug is dead!"

"Dead! Dead?" shouted the dwarves. "Dead! Then we have been in needl ess
fear-and the treasure is ours!"”
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They all sprang up and began to caper about for joy.

"Yes, dead," said R(ac. "The thrush, may his feathers never fall, saw
himdie, and we may trust his words. He saw himfall in battle with the nen
of Esgaroth the third night back fromnow at the rising of the noon."

It was sone tinme before Thorin could bring the dwarves to be silent and
listen to the raven's news. At |length when he had told all the tale of the
battl e he went on:

"So nmuch for joy, Thorin Gakenshield. You nay go back to your halls in
safety; all the treasure is yours-for the noment. But nany are gathering
hit her beside the birds. The news of the death of the guardi an has already
gone far and wide, and the | egend of the wealth of Thror has not lost in the
telling during many years; many are eager for a share of the spoil. Already
a host of the elves is on the way, and carrion birds are wth them hoping
for battle and slaughter. By the |ake men murnur that their sorrows are due
to the dwarves; for they are honeless and nany have died, and Smaug has
destroyed their town. They too think to find amends from your treasure,
whet her you are alive or dead.

"Your own w sdom nust decide your course, but thirteen is snmall remant
of the great folk of Durin that once dwelt here, and now are scattered far
If you will listen to my counsel, you will not trust the Master of the
Lake-nen, but rather himthat shot the dragon with his bow Bard is he, of
the race of Dale, of the line of Grion; he is a grimman but true. W would
see peace once nore anpbng dwarves and nmen and elves after the long
desol ation; but it may cost you dear in gold. | have spoken."

Then Thorin burst forth in anger: "Qur thanks, R(ac Carc's son. You and
your people shall not be forgotten. But none of our gold shall thieves take

or the violent carry off while we are alive. |If you would earn our thanks
still nore, bring us news of any that draw near. Also | would beg of you, if
any of you are still young and strong of wng, that you would send

messengers to our kin in the nmountains of the North, both west from here and
east, and tell themof our plight. But go specially to ny cousin Dain in the
Iron Hills, for he has many people well-armed, and dwells nearest to this
pl ace. Bid him hasten!"

"I will not say if this counsel be good or bad," croaked R(ac; "but
will do what can be done." Then off he slowy flew

"Back now to the Muntain!" cried Thorin. "W have little tine to

| ose."
"And little food to use!" cried Bilbo, always practical on such points.
In any case he felt that the adventure was, properly speaking, over .with
the death of the dragon-in which he was nmuch m staken-and he woul d have
given nost of his share of the profits for the peaceful w nding up of these
af fairs.

"Back to the Muwuntain!" cried the dwarves as if they had not heard him
so back he had to go wth them As you have heard sone of the events
al ready, you will see that the dwarves still had sone days before them They
expl ored the caverns once nore, and found, as they expected, that only the
Front Gate renmined open; all the other gates (except, of course, the snall
secret door) had |l ong ago been broken and bl ocked by Smaug, and no sign of
themremained. So now they began to |labour hard in fortifying the main
entrance, and in renaking the road that led fromit. Tools were to be found
in plenty that the mners and quarriers and builders of old had used; and at
such work the dwarves were still very skilled.

As they worked the ravens brought them constant tidings. In this way
they |l earned that the Elvenking had turned aside to the Lake, and they stil
had a breathing space. Better still, they heard that three of their ponies
had escaped and were wandering wild far down the banks of the Running River,
not far from where the rest of their stores had been left. So while the
others went on with their work, Fili and Kili were sent, guided by a raven,
to find the ponies and bring back all they could.

They were four days gone, and by that time they knew that the joined
arm es of the Lake-men and the Elves were hurrying towards the Muntain. But
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now their hopes were higher; for they had food for sonme weeks wth
care-chiefly cram of course, and they were very tired of it; but cramis

much better than nothing-and already the gate was blocked with a wall of
squared stones laid dry, but very thick and high across the opening. There
were holes in the wall through which they could see (or shoot) but no
entrance. They clinbed in or out with |adders, and hauled stuff wup wth
ropes. For the issuing of the streamthey had contrived a snmall low arch
under the new wall; but near the entrance they had so altered the narrow bed
that a wi de pool stretched fromthe nountain-wall to the head of the fal

over which the streamwent towards Dale. Approach to the Gate was now only
possi ble, without swiming, along a narrow | edge of the cliff, to the right
as one |ooked outwards fromthe wall. The ponies they had brought only to
the head of the steps above the old bridge, and unloading themthere had
bidden them return to their masters and sent them back riderless to the
Sout h.

There canme a ni ght when suddenly there were many |lights as of fires and
torches away south in Dale before them

"They have conme!" called Balin. "And their canp is very great. They
must have cone into the valley under the cover of dusk al ong both banks of
the river."

That night the dwarves slept little. The norning was still pale when
they saw a conpany approaching. Frombehind their wall they watched them
conme up to the valley's head and clinb slowy up. Before long they could see
that both nmen of the lake arned as if for war and el vish bowren were anong
them At length the forenpst of these clinbed the tunbled rocks and appeared
at the top of the falls; and very great was their surprise to see the pool
before them and the Gate bl ocked with a wall of new hewn stone.

As they stood pointing and speaking to one another Thorin hailed them
"Who are you," he called in a very loud voice, "that cone as if in war to
the gates of Thorin son of Thrain, King under the Mountain, and what do you
desi re?"

But they answered nothing. Sonme turned sw ftly back, and the others
after gazing for a while at the Gate and its defences soon followed them
That day the canp was noved and was brought right between the arns of the
Mount ai n. The rocks echoed then with voices and with song, as they had not
done for many a day. There was the sound, too, of elven-harps and of sweet
nmusic; and as it echoed up towards themit seened that the chill of the air
was warned, and they caught faintly the fragrance of woodland flowers
bl ossomi ng in spring.

Then Bil bo longed to escape fromthe dark fortress and to go down and
joininthe mirth and feasting by the fires. Some of the younger dwarves
were noved in their hearts, too, and they nuttered that they wi shed things
had fallen out otherwise and that they m ght welcone such folk as friends;
but Thorin scow ed.

Then the dwarves thenselves brought forth harps and instrunents
regained from the hoard, and made nusic to soften his nood; but their song
was not as elvish song, and was nuch |ike the song they had sung | ong before
in Bilbo's little hobbit-hole.

Under the Mountain dark and tal

The King has come unto his hall

Hs foe is dead, the Worm of Dread,
And ever so his foes shall fall.

The sword is sharp, the spear is |ong,
The arrow swift, the Gate is strong;
The heart is bold that |ooks on gol d;
The dwarves no nmore shall suffer w ong.

The dwarves of yore made nighty spells,
Wil e hamrers fell like ringing bells
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I n places deep, where dark things sleep,
In hollow halls beneath the fells.

On silver neckl aces they strung

The light of stars, on crowns they hung
The dragon-fire, fromtwi sted wire

The nel ody of harps they wrung.

The nountain throne once nore is freed!
O wandering folk, the sumobns heed!

Cone haste! Cone haste! across the waste!
The king of friend and kin has need.

Now call we over nountains cold,

' Cone hack unto the caverns old'

Here at the Gates the king awaits,

Hi s hands are rich with gens and gol d.

The king is cone unto his hal

Under the Mountain dark and tall.
The Worm of Dread is slain and dead,
And ever so our foes shall fall

This song appeared to please Thorin, and he smled again and grew
merry; and he began reckoning the distance to the Iron Hlls and how long it
woul d be before Dain could reach the Lonely Muwuntain, if he had set out as
soon as the nessage reached him But Bilbo's heart fell, both at the song
and the talk: they sounded nuch too warlike. The next norning early a
conpany of spearnmen was seen crossing the river, and marching up the vall ey.
They bore with themthe green banner of the El venking and the bl ue banner of
the Lake, and they advanced until they stood right before the wall at the
Gat e.

Again Thorin hailed themin a | oud voice: "Who are you that cone arned
for war to the gates of Thorin son of Thrain, King under the Muntain?" This
time he was answer ed.

A tall nman stood forward, dark of hair and grimof face, and he cried:
"Hail Thorin! Wiy do you fence yourself like a robber in his hold? W are
not yet foes, and we rejoice that you are alive beyond our hope. W cane
expecting to find none living here; yet nowthat we are net there is matter
for a parley and a council."

"Who are you, and of what would you parley?"

"I amBard, and by ny hand was the dragon slain and your treasure
delivered. Is that not a matter that concerns you? Mreover | amby right
descent the heir of Grion of Dale, and in your hoard is mngled much of the
wealth of his halls and town, which of old Smaug stole. Is not that a matter
of which we may speak? Further in his last battle Snmaug destroyed the
dwel Iings of the nen of Esgaroth, and | amyet the servant of their Mster
I woul d speak for himand ask whether you have no t hought for the sorrow and
m sery of his people. They aided you in your distress, and in reconpense you
have thus far brought ruin only, though doubtl ess undesigned."

Now these were fair words and true, if proudly and grimy spoken; and
Bi | bo thought that Thorin would at once adnmit what justice was in them He
did not, of course, expect that any one would renenber that it was he who
di scovered all by hinself the dragon's weak spot; and that was just as well,
for no one ever did. But also he did not reckon with the power that gold has
upon which a dragon has |ong brooded, nor wth dwarvish hearts. Long hours
in the past days Thorin had spent in the treasury, and the lust of it was
heavy on him Though he had hunted chiefly for the Arkenstone, yet he had an
eye for many anot her wonderful thing that was |lying there, about which were
wound ol d menories of the | abours and the sorrows of his race.

"You put your worst <cause last and in the chief place,” Thorin
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answered. "To the treasure of mny people no man has a claim because Snaug
who stole it fromus also robbed him of life or hone. The treasure was not
his that his evil deeds should be anmended with a share of it. The price of
the goods and the assistance that we received of the Lake-nen we will fairly
pay-in due time. But nothing will we give, not even a loaf's worth, under
threat of force. Wiile an arned host lies before our doors, we |ook on you
as foes and thieves.

"It isin ny mindto ask what share of their inheritance you would have
paid to our kindred, had you found the hoard unguarded and us slain."

"A just question," replied Bard. "But you are not dead, and we are not
robbers. Mreover the wealthy may have pity beyond right on the needy that

befri ended themwhen they were in want. And still ny other clains remain
unanswer ed. "
"I will not parley, as | have said, with armed men at ny gate. Nor at

all with the people of the El venking, whom | renenber with small kindness.
In this debate they have no place. Begone now ere our arrows fly! And if you
woul d speak with ne again, first dismiss the elvish host to the woods where
it belongs, and then return, laying down your arns before you approach the
threshol d. "

"The Elvenking is ny friend, and he has succoured the people of the
Lake in their need, though they had no claimbut friendship on him"
answered Bard. "W will give youtime to repent your words. Gather your
wi sdomere we return!" Then he departed and went back to the canp.

Ere many hours were past, the banner-bearers returned, and trunpeters
stood forth and blew a bl ast:

"I'n the nane of Esgaroth and the Forest," one cried, "we speak unto
Thorin Thrain's son Oakenshield, <calling hinself the King under the
Mountain, and we bid himconsider well the clains that have been urged, or
be declared our foe. At the |least he shall deliver one twelfth portion of
the treasure unto Bard, as the dragon-slayer, and as the heir of Grion
Fromthat portion Bard will hinself contribute to the aid of Esgaroth; but
if Thorin would have the friendship and honour of the [|ands about, as his
sires had of old, then he will give al so sonewhat of his own for the confort
of the men of the Lake." Then Thorin seized a bow of horn and shot an arrow
at the speaker. It snote into his shield and stuck there quivering.

""Since such is your answer," he called in return, "I declare the
Mount ai n besi eged. You shall not depart fromit, until you call on your side
for a truce and a parley. W will bear no weapons agai nst you, but we |eave
you to your gold. You may eat that, if you will!"

Wth that the nmessengers departed swiftly, and the dwarves were left to
consider their case. So grimhad Thorin becone, that even if they had
wi shed, the others would not have dared to find fault wth him but indeed
nmost of them seened to share his m nd-except perhaps old fat Bonmbur and Fil
and Kili. Bilbo, of course, disapproved of the whole turn of affairs. He had
by now had nore than enough of the Mountain, and being besieged inside it
was not at all to his taste.

"The whol e place still stinks of dragon," he grunmbled to hinself,
it makes me sick. And cramis beginning sinply to stick in ny throat."

and

Chapter 16. A Thief in the N ght

Now t he days passed slowy and wearily. Many of the dwarves spent their
time piling and ordering the treasure; and now Thorin spoke of the
Arkenstone of Thrain, and bade themeagerly to look for it in every coner.

"For the Arkenstone of ny father," he said, "is worth nore than a river
of goldin itself, and to ne it is beyond price. That stone of all the
treasure | nane unto nyself, and | wll be avenged on anyone who finds it

and withholds it."

Bilbo heard these words and he grew afraid, wondering what would
happen, if the stone was found-w apped in an old bundle of tattered oddnents
that he used as a pillow. Al the sanme he did not speak of it, for as the
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weari ness of the days grew heavier, the beginnings of a plan had cone into
his little head.

Things had gone on like this for sone time, when the ravens brought
news that Dain and nore than five hundred dwarves, hurrying fromthe Iron
Hlls, were now wthin about tw days' nmarch of Dale, comng fromthe
Nor t h- East .

"But they cannot reach the Muntain unmarked," said R(ac, "and | fear
| est there be battle in the valley. | do not call this counsel good. Though
they are a grimfolk, they are not |likely to overcone the host that besets

you; and even if they did so, what will you gain? Wnter and snow is
hast eni ng behind them How shall you be fed wthout the friendship and

goodwi | I  of the | ands about you? The treasure is Ilikely to be your death,
t hough the dragon is no nore!"'
But Thorin was not noved. "Wnter and snow wll bite both nmen and

elves," he said, "and they may find their dwelling in the Waste grievous to
bear. Wth ny friends behind them and wi nter upon them they will perhaps be
in softer nobod to parley with."

That night Bilbo made up his mind. The sky was black and noonl ess. As
soon as it was full dark, he went to a corner of an inner chanber just
within the gate and drew fromhis bundle a rope, and also the Arkenstone
wapped in a rag. Then he clinbed to the top of the wall. Only Bonbur was
there, for it was his turn to watch, and the dwarves kept only one watchnman
at a tine.

"It is mighty cold!'" said Bonbur. "I wish we could have a fire up here
as they have in the canp!"

"I't is warm enough inside," said Bilbo.

"l daresay; but | am bound here till mdnight," grunbled the fat dwarf.
"A sorry business altogether. Not that | venture to disagree with Thorin,
may his beard grow ever |onger; yet he was ever a dwarf with a stiff neck."

"Not as stiff as ny legs," said Bilbo. "I amtired of stairs and stone
passages. | would give a good deal for the feel of grass at nmy toes."

"I  would give a good deal for the feel of a strong drink in ny throat,
and for a soft bed after a good supper!"”

"I can't give you those, while the siege is going on. But it is long
since | watched, and | will take your turn for you, if you like. There is no
sleep in me tonight."

"You are a good fellow, M. Baggins, and | will take your offer kindly.
If there should be anything to note, rouse ne first, mnd you! I will liein
the inner chanber to the left, not far away."

"OFf you go!" said Bilbo. "I wll wake you at midnight, and you can
wake the next watchman." As soon as Bonbur had gone, Bilbo put on his ring,
fastened his rope, slipped down over the wall, and was gone. He had about
five hours before him Bonmbur would sleep (he could sleep at any tine, and
ever since the adventure in the forest he was always trying to recapture the

beautiful dreams he had then); and all the others were busy with Thorin. It
was unlikely that any, even Fili or Kili, would come out on the wall unti
it was their turn. It was very dark, and the road after a while, when he

left the newy nade path and clinbed down towards the | ower course of the
stream was strange to him At last he cane to the bend where he had to
cross the water, if he was to nake for the canp, as he w shed. The bed of
the streamwas there shallow but already broad, and fording it in the dark
was not easy for the little hobbit. He was nearly across when he nissed his
footing on a round stone and fell into the cold water with a splash. He had
barely scrambled out on the far bank, shivering and spluttering, when up
came elves in the gloomwith bright Ilanterns and searched for the cause of
t he noi se.

"That was no fish!" one said. "There is a spy about. Hi de your |ights!
They will help himmore than us, if it is that queer little creature that is
said to be their servant."

"Servant, indeed!" snorted Bilbo; and in the nmiddle of his snort he
snheezed loudly, and the elves i medi ately gathered towards the sound.
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"Let's have a light!" he said. "I amhere, if you want ne!" and he
slipped off his ring, and popped from behind a rock

They seized himquickly, in spite of their surprise. "W are you? Are
you the dwarves' hobbit? What are you doi ng? How did you get so far past our
sentinel s?" they asked one after another

"I am M. Bilbo Baggins," he answered, "conpanion of Thorin, if you
want to know. | know your king well by sight, though perhaps he doesn't know
me to look at. But Bard will remenber ne, and it is Bard | particularly want
to see.”

"Indeed!" said they, "and what nmay be your busi ness?"

"Whatever it is, it's my own, ny good elves. But if you wi sh ever to
get back to your own woods fromthis cold cheerless place," he answered
shivering, "you will take nme along quiet to a fire, where | can dry-and then
you will let ne speak to your chiefs as quick as may be. | have only an hour
or two to spare.”

That is how it cane about that some two hours after his escape fromthe
Gate, Bilbo was sitting beside a warmfire in front of a large tent, and
there sat too, gazing curiously at him both the El venking and Bard. A
hobbit in elvish arnour, partly wapped in an old bl anket, was sonethi ng new
to them

"Really you know," Bilbo was saying in his best business nanner,
"things are inpossible. Personally | amtired of the whole affair. | w sh |
was back in the West in nmy own hone, where folk are nore reasonable. But I
have an interest in this matter-one fourteenth share, to be precise,
according to a letter, which fortunately | believe | have kept." He drew
froma pocket in his old jacket (which he still wore over his nmail),
crunpl ed and nmuch folded, Thorin's letter that had been put under the clock
on his mantel pi ece in My!

"A share in the profits, mnd you,” he went on. "I amaware of that.
Personally | amonly too ready to consider all your clainms carefully, and
deduct what is right fromthe total before putting in nmy own claim However
you don't know Thorin Cakenshield as well as | do now. | assure you, he is
quite ready to sit on a heap of gold and starve, as long as you sit here."

"Well, let him" said Bard. "Such a fool deserves to starve."

"Quite so," said Bilbo. "I see your point of view At the sane tine
winter is comng on fast. Before long you will be having snow and what not,
and supplies will be difficult -- even for elves | imagine. Also there wll

be other difficulties. You have not heard of Dain and the dwarves of the
lron Hills?"
"W have, a long tine ago; but what has he got to do with us?" asked

t he ki ng.

"I  thought as nmuch. | see | have sone information you have not got.
Dain, | may tell you, is nowless than two days' march off, and has at | east
five hundred grim dwarves wth him-- a good many of them have had

experience in the dreadful dwarf and goblin wars, of which you have no doubt
heard. When they arrive there may be serious trouble."”

"Way do you tell us this? Are you betraying your friends, or are you
threatening us?" asked Bard grimy.

"My dear Bard!" squeaked Bilbo. "Don't be so hasty! | never nmet such
suspicious folk! I amnerely trying to avoid trouble for all concerned. Now

I will make you an offer!!™

"Let us hear it!" they said.

"You nmay see it!" said he. "It is this!" and he drew forth the
Arkenstone, and threw away t he w appi ng.

The Elvenking hinself, whose eyes were used to things of wonder and
beauty, stood up in amazenent. Even Bard gazed marvelling at it in silence.
It was as if a globe had been filled with noonlight and hung before themin
a net woven of the glint of frosty stars.

"This is the Arkenstone of Thrain," said Bilbo, "the Heart of the
Mountain; and it is also the heart of Thorin. He values it above a river of
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gold. | give it toyou. It will aid you in your bargaining." Then Bil bo, not
wi thout a shudder, not without a glance of |onging, handed the narvellous
stone to Bard, and he held it in his hand, as though dazed.

"But howis it yours to give?" he asked at last with an effort.

"Owell!" said the hobbit unconfortably. "It isn't exactly; but, well,
I amwilling to let it stand against all ny claim don't you know. | may be
a burglar-or so they say: personally | never really felt like one-but |I am
an honest one, | hope, nore or |less. Anyway | am going back now, and the
dwarves can do what they like to me. | hope you will find it useful."

The El venking | ooked at Bilbo with a new wonder.

"Bil bo Baggins!"™ he said. "You are nore worthy to wear the arnour of
el f-princes than many that have | ooked nore conely in it. But | wonder if
Thorin Oakenshield wll see it so. | have nore know edge of dwarves in
general than you have perhaps. | advise you to remain with us, and here you
shal | be honoured and thrice wel cone.”

"Thank you very nuch | amsure," said Bilbo with a bow "But | don't
think | ought to leave ny friends like this, after all we have gone through
together. And | pronised to wake old Bonmbur at mdnight, too! Really | nust
be going, and quickly."

Not hi ng they could say would stop him so an escort was provided for
him and as he went both the king and Bard saluted himw th honour. As they
passed through the canp an old man wapped in a dark cloak, rose froma tent
door where he was sitting and cane towards them

"Wl | done! M. Baggins!" he said, clapping Bilbo on the back. "There
i s al ways nore about you than anyone expects!" It was Gandal f.

For the first time for nany a day Bilbo was really delighted. But there
was no tine for all the questions that he imedi ately w shed to ask

"All in good tinme!" said Gandalf. "Things are drawi ng towards the end
now, unless | am m staken. There is an unpleasant time just in front of you;
but keep your heart up! You nay conme through all right. There is news

brewi ng that even the ravens have not heard. Good night!"

Puzzl ed but cheered. Bilbo hurried on. He was guided to a safe ford and
set across dry, and then he said farewell to the elves and clinbed carefully
back towards the Gate. Great weariness began to cone over him but it was
wel | before m dni ght when he clanbered up the rope again -- it was stil
where he had left it. He untied it and hid it, and then he sat down on the
wal | and wonder ed anxi ously what woul d happen next.

At mdnight he woke up Bonbur; and then in turn rolled hinself up in
his corner, without listening to old dwarfs thanks (which he felt he had
hardly earned). He was soon fast asleep forgetting all his worries till the
morning. As matter of fact he was dream ng of eggs and bacon

Chapter 17. The d ouds Burst

Next day the trunpets rang early in the canp. Soon a single runner was
seen hurrying along the narrow path. At a distance he stood and hail ed them
aski ng whether Thorin would now |listen to another enbassy, since new tidings
had conme to hand, and nmatters were changed.

"That wll be Dain!" said Thorin when he heard. "They will have got
wind of his comng. | thought that would alter their nood! Bid them cone few
i n nunber and weaponless, and | will hear," he called to the nessenger

About nmidday the banners of the Forest and the Lake were seen to be
borne forth again. A conpany of twenty was approaching. At the beginning of
the narrow way they laid aside sword and spear, and canme on towards the
Gate. Whndering, the dwarves saw that anong themwere both Bard and the
El venki ng, before whoman old man wapped in cloak and hood bore a strong
casket of iron-bound wood.

"Hail Thorin!" said Bard. "Are you still of the same m nd?"

"My mind does not change with the rising and setting of a few suns,"”
answered Thorin. "Did you conme to ask ne idle questions? Still the elf-host
has not departed as | bade! Till then you cone in vain to bargain with ne."
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"I's there then nothing for which you would yield any of your gol d?"

"Not hi ng that you or your friends have to offer."

"What of the Arkenstone of Thrain?" said he, and at the sane noment the
old man opened the casket and held aloft the jewel. The light [eapt fromhis
hand, bright and white in the norning.

Then Thorin was stricken dunb with amazenent and confusion. No one
spoke for a long while. Thorin at |ength broke the silence, and his voice
was thick with wath. "That stone was nmy father's, and is mne," he said.
"Why should | purchase my own?" But wonder overcanme himand he added: "But
how canme you by the heirloom of nmy house-if there is need to ask such a
question of thieves?"

"W are not thieves,
return for our own."

'How cane you by it?" shouted Thorin in gathering rage.

"I gave it them" squeaked Bil bo, who was peeping over the wall, by
now, in a dreadful fright.

"You! You!" cried Thorin, turning upon himand grasping himwith both
hands. "You niserable hobbit! You undersized-burglar!" he shouted at a | oss
for words, and he shook poor Bilbo |ike a rabbit.

"By the beard of Durin! | wish | had Gandalf here! Curse himfor his
choice of you! May his beard wther! As for you | will throw you to the
rocks!" he cried and lifted Bilbo in his arns.

"Stay! Your wish is granted!" said a voice. The old man with the casket
threw aside his hood and cloak. "Here is Gandalf! And none too soon it
seens. If you don't like nmy Burglar, please don't damage him Put him down,
and listen first to what he has to say!"

"You all seemin |eague!" said Thorin dropping Bilbo on the top of the

Bard answered. "Your owmn we will give back in

wal | . "Never again will | have dealings with any wi zard or his friends. What
have you to say, you descendant of rats?"
"Dear me! Dear ne!" said Bilbo. "I am sure this is all very

unconfortable. You rmay renenber saying that | mght choose ny own fourteenth
share? Perhaps | took it too literally --1 have been told that dwarves are
sonetines politer in word than in deed. The tine was, all the same, when you
seemed to think that | had been of sone service. Descendant of rats, indeed

Is this ail the service of you and your fanmily that | was prom sed. Thorin?
Take it that | have disposed of ny share as | wished, and let it go at
that!"

"I will," said Thorin grimy. "And | will let you go at that-and may we
never neet again!" Then he turned and spoke over the wall. "I am betrayed,"
he said. "It was rightly guessed that | could not forbear to redeemthe
Arkenstone, the treasure of my house. For it I wll give one fourteenth

share of the hoard in silver and gold, setting aside the gens; but that
shal |l be accounted the prom sed share of this traitor, and with that reward
he shall depart, and you can divide it as you wll. He wll get little
enough, | doubt not. Take him if you wish himto live; and no friendship of
m ne goes with him

"Get down now to your friends!" he said to Bil bo,

or I will throw you
down.

"What about the gold and silver?" asked Bil bo.

"That shall follow after, as can be arranged," said he.

"Get down!"

"Until then we keep the stone," cried Bard.

"You are not nmaking a very splendid figure as King under the Muntain,"
said Gandal f. "But things may change yet."

"They may indeed," said Thorin. And already, so strong was the
bewi | derment of the treasure upon him he was pondering whether by the help
of Dain he might not recapture the Arkenstone and withhold the share of the
rewar d.

And so Bilbo was swng down fromthe wall, and departed with nothing
for all his trouble, except the arnmour which Thorin had given him already.
More than one of the dwarves 'in their hearts felt shame and pity at his
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goi ng.

"Farewel I!" he cried to them "W may neet again as friends."

"Be off!" called Thorin. "You have mmil upon you, which was nmade by ny
folk, and is too good for you. It cannot be pierced .by arrows; but if you
do not hasten, | will sting your miserable feet. So be swift!"

"Not so hasty!" said Bard. "We will give you until tonorrow. At noon we
will return, and see if you have brought fromthe hoard the portion that is

to be set against the stone. |If that is done wthout deceit, then we wll
depart, and the elf-host will go back to the Forest. In the neanwhile
farewel I I'"

Wth that they went back to the canp; but Thorin sent nessengers by
R(ac telling Dain of what had passed, and bidding himcone with wary speed.

That day passed and the night. The next day the wi nd shifted west, and
the air was dark and gloony. The norning was still early when a cry was
heard in the canp. Runners cane in to report that a host of dwarves had
appeared round the eastern spur of the Muntain and was now hastening to
Dale. Dain had cone. He had hurried on through the night, and so had cone
upon them sooner than they had expected. Each one of his folk was <clad in a
hauberk of steel mail that hung to his knees, and his |l egs were covered with
hose of a fine and flexible nmetal nmesh, the secret of whose naking was
possessed by Dain's people.

The dwarves are exceedingly strong for their height, but nost of these
were strong even for dwarves. |In battle they w elded heavy two-handed
matt ocks; but each of themhad also a short broad sword at his side and a
round shield slung at his back. Their beards were forked and plaited and
thrust into their belts. Their caps were of iron and they were shod with
iron, and their faces were grim Trunpets called men and elves to arns.
Before | ong the dwarves coul d be seen coming up the valley at a great pace.
They halted between the river and the eastern spur; but a few held on their
way, and crossing the river drew near the canp; and there they laid down
their weapons and held up their hands in sign of peace. Bard went out to
meet them and with himwent Bil bo.

"W are sent fromDain son of Nain," they said when questioned. "W are
hastening to our kinsnen in the Muntain, since we |learn that the ki ngdom of
old is renewed. But who are you that sit 1in the plain as foes before
defended wal | s?" This, of. course, in the polite and rather ol d-fashioned
| anguage of such occasions, neant sinply: "You have no business here. W are
going on, so nmake way or we shall fight you!" They neant to push on between
the Mountain and the loop of the river, for the narrowland there did not
seemto be strongly guarded

Bard, of course, refused to allow the dwarves to go straight on to the
Mountain. He was determined to wait wuntil the gold and silver had been
brought out in exchange for the Arkenstone: for he did not believe that this
woul d be done, if once the fortress was manned with so large and warlike a
conpany. They had brought wth them a great store of supplies; for the
dwarves can carry very heavy burdens, and nearly all of Dain's folks, in
spite of their rapid narch, bore huge packs on their backs in addition to
their weapons. They would stand a siege for weeks, and by that tinme yet nore
dwarves m ght cone, and yet nore, for Thorin had many relatives. Al so they
would be able to reopen and guard sone other gate, so that the besiegers
would have to encircle the whole nountain; and for that they had not
suf ficient nunbers.

These were, in fact, precisely their plans (for the raven-nessengers
had been busy between Thorin and Dain); but for the nonent the way was
barred, so after angry words the dwarf-nessengers retired nmuttering in their
beards. Bard then sent nessengers at once to the Gate; but they found no
gold or paynent. Arrows cane forth as soon as they were within shot, and

they hastened back in dismay. 1In the canp all was now astir, as if for
battle; for the dwarves of Dain were advanci ng al ong the eastern bank
"Fool s!'" | aughed Bard, "to cone thus beneath the Muuntain's arnl They
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do not understand war above ground, whatever they may know of battle in the
m nes. There are many of our archers and spearnen now hi dden in the rocks
upon their right flank. Dwarf-mail nay be good, but they will soon be hard
put to it. Let us set on themnow fromboth sides, before they are fully
rested!"

But the Elvenking said: "Long will | tarry, ere | begin this war for
gold. The dwarves cannot press us, unless we will, or do anything that we
cannot mark. Let us hope still for sonething that will bring reconciliation

Qur advantage in nunbers will be enough, if inthe end it nust cone to
unhappy bl ows. "

But he reckoned without the dwarves. The know edge that the Arkenstone
was in the hands of the besiegers burned in their thoughts; also they
guessed the hesitation of Bard and his friends, and resolved to strike while
t hey debat ed.

Suddenly without a signal they sprang silently forward to attack. Bows
twanged and arrows whistled; battle was about to be joined.

Still nore suddenly a darkness cane on with dreadful sw ftness! A black
cloud hurried over the sky. Wnter thunder on a wild wind rolled roaring up
and runbled in the Muntain, and lightning lit its peak. And beneath the
thunder another blackness could be seen whirling forward; but it did not

come with the wind, it came fromthe North, like a vast cloud of birds, so
dense that no light could be seen between their w ngs.
"Halt!" «cried Gandal f, who appeared suddenly, and stood alone, wth

arnms uplifted, between the advancing dwarves and the ranks awaiting them
"Halt!" he called in a voice like thunder, and his staff blazed forth with a
flash like the lightning. "Dread has come upon you all! Alas! it has come
more swiftly than | guessed. The Goblins are upon you! Bolg( of the North is
com ng. O Dain! whose father you slew in Mria. Behold! the bats are above
his army like a sea of |ocusts. They ride upon wolves and Wargs are in their
train!"

Amazenment and confusion fell upon themall. Even as Gandalf had been
speaki ng the darkness grew. The dwarves halted and gazed at the sky. The
elves cried out with many voi ces.

"Cone!" called Gandalf. "There is yet tine for council. Let Dain son of
Nain come swiftly to us!"

So began a battle that none had expected; and it was called the Battle
of Five Armies, and it was very terrible. Upon one side were the Goblins and
the wild Wlves, and upon the other were El ves and Men and Dwarves. This is
how it fell out. Ever since the fall of the Geat Goblin of the Msty
Mountains the hatred of their race for the dwarves had been rekindled to
fury. Messengers had passed to and fro between all their cities, colonies
and strongholds; for they resolved nowto wn the domnion of the North.
Ti di ngs they had gathered in secret ways; and in all the mountains there was
a forging and an arm ng. Then they marched and gathered by hill and vall ey,
goi ng ever by tunnel or under dark, until around and beneath the great
mount ai n Gundabad of the North, where was their capital, a vast host was
assenbl ed ready to sweep down in tine of storm unawares upon the South. Then
they learned of the death of Smaug, and joy was in their hearts: and they
hast ened ni ght after night through the nountains, and came thus at |ast on a
sudden fromthe North hard on the heels of Dain. Not even the ravens knew of
their comng until they came out in the broken Iands which divided the
Lonely Mountain fromthe hills behind. How much Gandal f knew cannot be said,
but it is plain that he had not expected this sudden assault.

This is the plan that he made in council wth the Elvenking and with
Bard; and with Dain, for the dwarf-lord now joined them the Goblins were
the foes of all, and at their conming all other quarrels were forgotten

Their only hope was to lure the goblins into the valley between the arns of
the Mountain; and themselves to nman the great spurs that struck south and
east. Yet this would be perilous, if the goblins were in sufficient nunbers
to overrun the Muntain itself, and so attack themalso frombehind and
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above; but there was no tine for make any other plan, or to sunmon any hel p.

Soon the thunder passed, rolling away to the South-East; but the
bat -cl oud cane, flying | ower, over the shoul der of the Mountain, and whirled
above them shutting out the light and filling themw th dread.

"To the Mountain!" called Bard. "To the Muntain! Let us take our
pl aces while there is yet tine!"

On the Southern spur, inits lower slopes and in the rocks at its feet,
the Elves were set; on the Eastern spur were nen and dwarves. But Bard and
sonme of the ninblest of nen and elves clinbed to the height of the Eastern
shoul der to gain a viewto the North. Soon they could see the |ands before
the Mountain's feet black with a hurrying nultitude. Ere 1long the vanguard
swirled round the spur's end and cane rushing into Dale. These were the
swiftest wolf-riders, and already their cries and hows rent the air afar. A
few brave men were strung before themto nmake a feint of resistance, and
many there fell before the rest drew back and fled to either side. As
Gandal f had hoped, the goblin arny had gathered behind the resisted
vanguard, and poured nowin rage into the valley, driving wildly up between
the arns of the Muntain, seeking for the foe. Their banners were countl ess,
bl ack and red, and they came on like a tide in fury and disorder

It was a terrible battle. The nost dreadful of all Bilbo's experiences,
and the one which at the tine he hated nbst -- whichis to say it was the
one he was nost proud of, and nobst fond of recalling |ong afterwards,
al though he was quite uninportant in it. Actually | mnmust say he put on his
ring early in the business, and vanished fromsight, if not fromall danger.
A magic ring of that sort is not a conplete protection in a goblin charge,
nor does it stop flying arrows and wild spears; but it does help in getting
out of the way, and it prevents your head from being specially chosen for a
sweepi ng stroke by a goblin swordsman.

The elves were the first to charge. Their hatred for the goblins is
cold and bitter. Their spears and swords shone in the gloomw th a gl eam of
chill flame, so deadly was the wath of the hands that held them As soon as
the host of their enemes was dense in the valley, they sent against it a
shower of arrows, and each flickered as it fled as if with stinging fire.
Behind the arrows a thousand of their spearnmen | eapt down and charged. The
yells were deafening. The rocks were stained black with goblin blood. Just
as the goblins were recovering fromthe onslaught and the elf-charge was
halted, there rose fromacross the valley a deep-throated roar. Wth cries
of "Morial" and "Dain, Dain!" the dwarves of the Iron Hlls plunged in,
wi el ding their mattocks, upon the other side; and beside themcane the nen
of the Lake with I ong swords. Panic cane upon the Goblins; and even as they
turned to neet this new attack, the elves charged again with renewed
nunbers. Already many of the goblins were flying back down the river to
escape fromthe trap: and nmany of their own wolves were turning upon them
and rending the dead and the wounded. Victory seenmed at hand, when a cry
rang out on the heights above.

CGoblins had scaled the Muntain fromthe other side and already nany
were on the slopes above the Gate, and others were streanmng down
reckl essly, heedl ess of those that fell screaming from cliff and precipice,
to attack the spurs from above. Each of these could be reached by paths that
ran down fromthe main nass of the Mountain in the centre; and the defenders
had too fewto bar the way for long. Victory now vani shed from hope. They
had only stenmed the first onslaught of the black tide.

Day drew on. The goblins gathered again in the valley. There a host of
Wargs came ravening and with them canme the bodyguard of Bolg, goblins of
huge size with scinitars of steel. Soon actual darkness was conmng into a
storny sky; while still the great bats swirled about the heads and ears of
elves and nen, or fastened vanpire-like on the stricken. Now Bard was
fighting to defend the Eastern spur, and yet giving slowy back; and the
elf-lords were at bay about their king upon the southern arm near to the
wat ch- post on Ravenhill.

Suddenly there was a great shout, and fromthe Gate cane a trunpet

file:/lIF|/rah/J.R.R.%20Tolkien/Hobbit,%20The.txt (122 of 131) [1/17/03 7:43:24 PM]



file:///F|/rah/J.R.R.%20T ol kien/Hobbit,%20The.txt

call. They had forgotten Thorin! Part of the wall, noved by levers, fel
outward with a crash into the pool. Qut |eapt the King under the Muntain,
and his conpanions followed him Hood and cloak were gone; they were in
shining arnour, and red light leapt fromtheir eyes. In the gloomthe great
dwarf gleaned like gold in a dying fire.

Rocks were buried down fromon high by the goblins above; but they held
on. leapt down to the falls' foot, and rushed forward to battle. WIf and
rider fell or fled before them Thorin w elded his axe with m ghty strokes,
and nothing seemed to harm him

"To ne! To ne! Elves and Men! To ne! O ny kinsfolk!" he cried, and his
voi ce shook like a horn in the valley.

Down, heedl ess of order, rushed all the dwarves of Dain to his help.
Down too came nmany of the Lake-nen, for Bard could not restrain them and
out upon the other side cane nany of the spearnmen of the elves. Once again
the goblins were stricken in the valley; and they were piled in heaps til
Dal e was dark and hideous with their corpses. The Wargs were scattered and
Thorin drove right against the bodyguards of Bolg. But he could not pierce
their ranks. Al ready behind himanong the goblin dead |ay many nen and many
dwarves, and many a fair elf that should have lived yet long ages nerrily in
the wood. And as the valley w dened his onset grew ever slower. H s nunbers
were too few. Hi s flanks were unguarded. Soon the attackers were attacked,
and they were forced into a great ring, facing every way, hemed all about
with goblins and wolves returning to the assault. The bodyguard of Bol g cane
how i ng agai nst them and drove in upon their ranks |ike waves upon cliffs
of sand. Their friends could not help them for the assault from the
Mountain was renewed with redoubled force, and upon either side nen and
el ves were being slowy beaten down.

On all this Bilbo |looked with msery. He had taken his stand on
Ravenhill anmong the Elves-partly because there was nore chance of escape
fromthat point, and partly (with the nore Tooki sh part of his mnd) because
if he was going to be in a last desperate stand, he preferred on the whole

to defend the Elvenking. Gandalf, too, | nmay say, was there, sitting on the
ground as if in deep thought, preparing, | suppose, sone |last blast of magic
before the end. That did not seemfar off. "It will not be long now™"

t hought Bil bo, "before the goblins win the Gate, and we are all slaughtered
or driven down and captured. Really it is enough to nake one weep, after al

one has gone through. | would rather old Smaug had been left with all the
w etched treasure, than that these vile creatures should get it, and poor
old Bonbur, and Balin and Fili and Kili and all the rest come to a bad end;
and Bard too, and the Lake-nen and the nerry elves. Msery ne! | have heard
songs of nmany battles, and | have always understood that defeat nmay be
glorious. It seens very unconfortable, not to say distressing. | wish | was

well out of it."

The clouds were torn by the wind, and a red sunset slashed the West.
Seeing the sudden gleam in the gloomBilbo | ooked round. He gave a great
cry: he had seen a sight that made his heart |eap, dark shapes small yet
maj estic against the distant gl ow.

"The Eagl es! The Eagl es!" he shouted. "The Eagles are com ng!"

Bil bo's eyes were seldomwong. The eagles were com ng down the w nd,
line after line, in such a host as nust have gathered fromall the eyries of
the North.

"The Eagles! the Eagles!" Bilbo cried, dancing and waving his arns. |If
the elves could not see him they could hear him Soon they too took up the
cry, and it echoed across the valley. Many wonderi ng eyes | ooked up, though
as yet nothing could be seen except fromthe southern shoulders of the
Mount ai n.

"The Eagles!" <cried Bilbo once nobre, but at that nonent a stone
hurtling from above snote heavily on his helm and he fell with a crash and
knew no nore.

Chapter 18. The Return Journey
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When Bilbo cane to hinself, he was literally by hinself. He was |ying
on the flat stones of Ravenhill, and no one was near. A cloudl ess day, but
cold, was broad above him He was shaking, and as chilled as stone, but his
head burned with fire.

"Now | wonder what has happened?" he said to hinself. "At any rate | am

not yet one of the fallen heroes; but | suppose there is still tine enough
for that!"
He sat up painfully. Looking into the valley he could see no Iliving

goblins. After a while as his head cleared a little, he thought he could see
el ves noving in the rocks bel ow. He rubbed his eyes. Surely there was a canp

still in the plain sonme distance off; and there was a coning and goi ng about
the Gate? Dwarves seenmed to be busy renmoving the wall. But all was deadly
still. There was no call and no echo of a song. Sorrow seenmed to be in the
air. "Victory after all, | suppose!" he said, feeling his aching head.
"Well, it seens a very gl oony business."

Suddenly he was aware of a man clinbing up and com ng towards him

"Hullo there!" he called with a shaky voice. "Hullo there! Wat news?"

"What voice is it that speaks anpbng the stones?" said the man halting
and peering about himnot far fromwhere Bilbo sat.

Then Bilbo renenbered his ring! "Well |'mblessed!'" said he. "This
invisibility has its drawbacks after all. OQherwise | suppose | mght have
spent a warm and confortable night in bed!"

"It's me, Bilbo Baggins, conpanion of Thorin!" he cried, hurriedly

taking of f the ring.

"It is well that | have found you!" said the man striding forward. "You
are needed and we have | ooked for you I|ong. You woul d have been nunbered
anong the dead, who are nany, if Gandalf the wizard had not said that your

voice was last heard in this place. | have been sent to | ook here for the
last tine. Are you rmuch hurt?"

"A nasty knock on the head, | think," said Bilbo. "But |I have a helm
and a hard skull. Al the same | feel sick and ny legs are like straws."

"I will carry you down to the canp in the valley," said the nan, and
pi cked himlightly up

The man was swift and sure-footed. It was not |ong before Bilbo was set
down before a tent in Dale; and there stood Gandalf, wth his arm in a
sling. Even the w zard had not escaped w thout a wound; and there were few
unharmed in all the host.

Wien Gandal f saw Bilbo, he was delighted. "Baggins!" he exclained.
"Well | never! Alive after all -- 1 amglad! | began to wonder if even your
luck would see you through! A terrible business, and it nearly was
di sastrous. But other news can wait. Cone!" he said nore gravely. "You are
called for;" and | eading the hobbit he took himw thin the tent.

"Hail! Thorin," he said as he entered. "I have brought him"

There indeed | ay Thorin Oakenshield, wounded with many wounds, and his
rent arnour and notched axe were cast wupon the floor. He | ooked up as Bil bo
cane beside him

"Farewel |, good thief," he said. "I go nowto the halls of waiting to
sit beside ny fathers, wuntil the world is renewed. Since | |eave now all
gold and silver, and go where it is of [little worth, I wish to part in
friendship fromyou, and I woul d take back my words and deeds at the Gate."

Bi |l bo knelt on one knee filled with sorrow "Farewell, King under the
Mountain!" he said. "This is a bitter adventure, if it nmust end so; and not
a nountain of gold can amend it. Yet | am glad that | have shared in your
perils -- that has been nore than any Baggi ns deserves."

"No!" said Thorin. "There is nmore in you of good than you know, child
of the kindly Wst. Sone courage and some wisdom blended in neasure. |f
more of us valued food and cheer and song above hoarded gold, it would be a
merrier world. But sad or merry, | nust leave it now Farewel|!"

Then Bil bo turned away, and he went by hinself, and sat al one wrapped
in a blanket, and, whether you believe it or not, he wept until his eyes
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were red and his voice was hoarse. He was a kindly little soul. Indeed it
was | ong before he had the heart to make a joke again. "A nercy it is," he
said at last to hinself, "that | woke up when | did. | wish Thorin were
living, but | amglad that we parted in kindness. You are a fool, Bilbo

Baggi ns, and you nade a great mness of that business with the stone; and
there was a battle, in spite of all your efforts to buy peace and quiet, but
| suppose you can hardly be blaned for that."

Al'l that had happened after he was stunned, Bilbo |earned later; but it
gave himnore sorrow than joy, and he was now weary of his adventure. He was
aching in his bones for the honeward journey. That, however, was a little
del ayed, so in the neantime | will tell sonmething of events. The Eagl es had
|l ong had suspicion of the goblins' nustering; fromtheir watchful ness the
movenents in the nountains could not be altogether hid. So they too had
gathered in great nunbers, under the great Eagle of the M sty Muntains; and
at length snelling battle fromafar they had cone speeding down the gale in
the nick of time. They it was who dislodged the goblins from the
nmount ai n-sl opes, casting them over precipices, or driving them down
shrieking and bew | dered anong their foes. It was not |long before they had
freed the Lonely Muntain, and elves and nen on either side of the valley
could cone at last to the help of the battle bel ow.

But even with the Eagles they were still outnunbered.

In that last hour Beorn hinself had appeared -- no one knew how or from
where. He cane alone, and in bear's shape; and he seened to have grown
alnost to giant-size in his wath. The roar of his voice was |ike druns and
guns; and he tossed wolves and goblins from his path Iike straws and
feathers. He fell upon their rear, and broke like a clap of thunder through
the ring. The dwarves were nmaking a stand still about their |ords upon a | ow
rounded hill. Then Beorn stooped and I|ifted Thorin, who had fallen pierced
with spears, and bore himout of the fray. Swiftly he returned and his wath
was redoubl ed, so that nothing could withstand him and no weapon seened to
bite upon him He scattered the bodyguard, and pulled down Bolg hinmself and
crushed him Then dismay fell on the Goblins and they fled in al
directions. But weariness |eft their enemes with the comng of new hope,
and they pursued them closely, and prevented nbost of them from escaping
where they could. They drove nmany of theminto the Running River, and such
as fled south or west they hunted into the nmarshes about the Forest River;
and there the greater part of the last fugitives perished, while those that
canme hardly to the Wod-elves' realmwere there slain, or drawn in to die in
the trackless dark of Mrkwood. Songs have said that three parts of the
goblin warriors of the North perished on that day, and the nountains had
peace for many a year.

Victory had been assured before the fall of night, but the pursuit was
still on foot, when Bilbo returned to the canp; and not many were in the
val | ey save the nore grievously wounded.

"Where are the Eagles?" he asked Gandalf that evening, as he Ilay
wrapped in nany warm bl anket s.

"Sonme are in the hunt," said the wizard, "but nobst have gone back to
their eyries. They would not stay here, and departed with the first |ight of
nmorning. Dain has crowned their chief with gold, and sworn friendship with
them for ever."

"I amsorry. | mean, | should have |iked to see themagain," said Bilbo
sleepily; "perhaps | shall see themon the way hone. | suppose | shall be
goi ng hone soon?"

"As soon as you like," said the w zard.

Actually it was sone days before Bilbo really set out.

They buried Thorin deep beneath the Mountain, and Bard laid the
Ar kenst one upon hi s breast.

"There let it lie till the Mountain falls!" he said. "May it bring good
fortune to all his folk that dwell here after!" Upon his tonb the El venking
then laid Ocrist, the elvish sword that had been taken from Thorin in

file:/lIF|/rah/J.R.R.%20Tolkien/Hobbit,%20The.txt (125 of 131) [1/17/03 7:43:24 PM]



file:///F|/rah/J.R.R.%20T ol kien/Hobbit,%20The.txt

captivity. It is saidin songs that it gleaned ever in the dark if foes
approached, and the fortress of the dwarves could not be taken by surprise.
There now Dai n son of Nain took up his abode, and he becane King under the
Mountain, and in tine many other dwarves gathered to his throne in the

ancient halls. O the twelve conpanions of Thorin, ten remained. Fili and
Kili had fallen defending him wth shield and body, for he was their
mother's elder brother. The others remained with Dain; for Dain dealt his
treasure well. There was, of course, no |onger any question of dividing the

hoard i n such shares as had been planned, to Balin and Dwalin, and Dori and
Nori and Oi, and G n and G oin, and Bifur and Bofur and Bombur-or to Bil bo.
Yet a fourteenth share of all the silver and gold, wought and unw ought,
was given up to Bard; for Dain said: "W wll honour the agreenment of the
dead, and he has now the Arkenstone in his keeping."

Even a fourteenth share was wealth exceedingly great, greater than that
of many nortal kings. Fromthat treasure Bard sent nmuch gold to the Master
of Lake-town; and he rewarded his followers and friends freely. To the
El venking he gave the eneralds of Grion, such jewels as he nost |oved,
whi ch Dain had restored to him To Bilbo he said: "This treasure is as rmuch
yours as it is mne; though old agreements cannot stand, since so many have
aclaiminits winning and defence. Yet even though you were willing to |ay
aside all your <claim | should w sh that the words of Thorin, of which he
repented, should not prove true: that we should give you little. | would
reward you nost richly of all.”

"Very kind of you," said Bilbo. "But really it is arelief to ne. How
on earth should | have got all that treasure honme without war and nurder al

along the way, | don't know. And | don't know what | should have done with
it when | got honme. | amsure it is better in your hands."

In the end he would only take two small chests, one filled with silver,
and the other with gold, such as one strong pony could carry. "That will be

quite as much as | can manage," said he.

At last the tine cane for him to say good-bye to his friends.
"Farewel |, Balin!" he said; "and farewell, Dwalin; and farewell Dori, Nori
Oi, Gn, doin, Bifur, Bofur, and Bonbur! My your beards never grow thin!"
And turning towards the Muntain he added: "Farewell Thorin Cakenshield! And
Fili and Kili! Muy your nenory never fade!"

Then the dwarves bowed | ow before their Gate, but words stuck in their
throats. "Good-bye and good |uck, wherever you fare!" said Balin at |ast.
"I'f ever you visit us again, when our halls are made fair once nore, then
the feast shall indeed be splendid!"

"If ever you are passing ny way," said Bilbo, "don't wait to knock! Tea
is at four; but any of you are welcone at any tine!"

Then he turned away.

The el f-host was on the march;. and if it was sadly | essened, yet many
were glad, for now the northern world would be nerrier for nmany a | ong day.
The dragon was dead, and the goblins overthrown, and their hearts | ooked
forward after winter to a spring of joy. Gandalf and Bilbo rode behind the
El venki ng, and beside them strode Beorn, once again in nman's shape, and he
| aughed and sang in a loud voice wupon the road. So they went on until they
drew near to the borders of Mrkwod, to the north of the place where the
Forest River ran out.

Then they halted, for the wizard and Bilbo would not enter the wood,
even though the king bade themstay a while in his halls. They intended to
go along the edge of the forest, and round its northern end in the waste
that lay between it and the beginning of the G ey Mountains. It was a |long
and cheerless road, but now that the goblins were crushed, it seened safer
to themthan the dreadful pathways under the trees. Mreover Beorn was going
that way too

"Farewel I! O Elvenking!" said Gandalf. "Merry be the greenwood, while
the world is yet young! And nerry be all your fol k!"
"FarewelI! O Gandalf!" said the king. "My you ever appear where you

are nost needed and | east expected! The oftener you appear in nmy halls the
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better shall | be pleased!"

"I beg of you," said Bilbo stamrering and standing on one foot, "to
accept this gift!" and he brought out a necklace of silver and pearls that
Dai n had given himat their parting.

"I'n what way have | earned such a gift, O hobbit?" said the king

"Well, er, | thought, don't vyou know " said Bilbo rather confused,
"that, er, sone little return should be nade for your, er, hospitality.
mean even a burglar has his feelings. | have drunk nmuch of your w ne and
eaten nmuch of your bread."

"I will take vyour gift, OBilbo the Magnificent!" said the king
gravely. "And | nane you elf-friend and bl essed. My your shadow never grow
| ess (or stealing would be too easy)! Farewel|!"

Then the elves turned towards the Forest, and Bil bo started on his |ong
road hone.

He had many hardshi ps and adventures before he got back. The WIld was
still the WIld, and there were many other things in it in those days besides
goblins; but he was well guided and well guarded-the wi zard was with him
and Beorn for nmuch of the way-and he was never in great danger again. Anyway
by mid-winter Gandalf and Bil bo had cone all the way back, along both edges
of the Forest, to the doors of Beorn's house; and there for a while they
both stayed. Yule-tide was warmand nerry there; and nen canme fromfar and
wide to feast at Beorn's bidding. The goblins of the Msty Muntains were
now few and terrified, and hidden in the deepest holes they could find; and
the Wargs had vani shed fromthe woods, so that nen went abroad without fear
Beorn indeed becane a great chief afterwards in those regions and ruled a
wi de |and between the nmountains and the wood; and it is said that for many
generations the men of his line had the power of taking bear's shape, and
some were grimmen and bad, but nost were in heart |ike Beorn, if less in
size and strength. In their day the last goblins were hunted fromthe Msty
Mount ai ns and a new peace cane over the edge of the Wld. It was spring, and
a fair one with nmld weathers and a bright sun, before Bilbo and Gandalf
took their leave at last of Beorn, and though he longed for honme. Bilbo |eft
with regret, for the flowers of the gardens of Beorn were mspringtine no
| ess marvellous than in high sunmmer. At last they came up the | ong road, and
reached the very pass where the goblins had captured them before. But they
cane to that high point at norning, and | ooking backward they saw a white
sun shining over the out-stretched | ands. There behind lay Mrkwood, blue in
the distance, and darkly green at the nearer edge even in the spring. There
far away was the Lonely Muntain on the edge of eyesight. On its highest
peak snow yet unnelted was gl eam ng pal e.

"So cones snow after fire, and even dragons have their ending!" said
Bi | bo, and he turned his back on his adventure. The Tooki sh part was getting
very tired, and the Baggins was daily getting stronger. "I wish nowonly to
be in ny own armchair!" he said.

Chapter 19. The Last Stage

It was on May the First that the two cane back at last to the brink of
the valley of Rivendell, where stood the Last (or the First) Honely House.
Again it was evening, their ponies were tired, especially the one that
carried the baggage; and they all felt in need of rest. As they rode down
the steep path, Bilbo heard the elves still singing in the trees, as if they
had not stopped since he left; and as soon as their riders cane down into
the | ower gl ades of the wood they burst into a song of nuch the sane kind as
before. This is something like it:

The dragon is withered,

Hi s bones are now crunbl ed;
Hi s arnmour is shivered,

Hi s spl endour is hunbl ed!
Though sword shall be rusted,
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And throne and crown perish
Wth strength that nen trusted
And wealth that they cherish,
Here grass is still grow ng,
And | eaves are yet sw nging,
The white water flow ng,

And el ves are yet singing
Cone! Tra-la-la-lally!

Conme back to the vall ey!

The stars are far brighter
Than gens w t hout measure,
The noon is far whiter
Than silver in treasure:
The fire is nore shining
On hearth in the gl oam ng
Than gol d won by ni ni ng,
So why go a-roan ng?

A Tra-la-la-lally

Cone back to the Valley.

O Wiere are you going,
So late in returning?
The river is flow ng,
The stars are all burning!
O Wither so | aden,

So sad and so dreary?
Here el f and el f-maiden
Now wel cone the weary
Wth Tra-la-la-lally
Cone back to the Vall ey,
Tra-la-la-lally
Fa-la-la-lally

Fa- | a!

Then the elves of the valley came out and greeted themand |ed them
across the water to the house of Elrond. There a warm wel cone was nade them
and there were many eager ears that evening to hear the tale of their
adventures. Gandalf it was who spoke, for Bilbo was fallen quiet and drowsy.
Most of the tale he knew, for he had been in it, and had hinself told nmuch
of it tothe wzard on their homeward way or in the house of Beorn; but
every now and agai n he would open one eye, and listen, when a part of the
story which he did not yet know cane in. It was in this way that he |earned
where Gandalf had been to; for he overheard the words of the wizard to
Elrond. It appeared that Gandalf had been to a great council of the white
wi zards, masters of lore and good mmgic; and that they had at last driven
the Necromancer fromhis dark hold in the south of Mrkwood.

"Ere long now," Gandal f was saying, "The Forest will grow sonmewhat nore
whol esonme. The North will be freed fromthat horror for many |ong years, |
hope. Yet | wi sh he were banished fromthe world!"

"I't would be well indeed," said Elrond; "but | fear that will not cone
about in this age of the world, or for many after."

When the tale of their jouneyings was told, there were other tales, and
yet nore tales, tales of long ago, and tales . of new things, and tales of
no time at all, till Bilbo's head fell forward on his chest, and he snored
confortably in a corner.

He woke to find hinself in a white bed, and the noon shining through an
open wi ndow. Below it nany el ves were singing |oud and clear on the banks of
the stream

Sing all ye joyful, now sing all together?
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The wind's in the free-top, the wind's in the heather;
The stars are in blossom the noon is in flower,
And bright are the wi ndows of Night in her tower.

Dance all ye joyful, now dance all together!
Soft is the grass, and let foot be like feather!
The river is silver, the shadows are fleeting;
Merry is May-tine, and nerry our meeting.

Sing we now softly, and dreans | et us weave him
Wnd himin slunber and there let us | eave himn
The wanderer sl eepeth. Now soft be his pillow
Lul I aby! Lull aby! Al der and WI | ow

Sigh no nore Pine, till the wind of the norn!
Fall ©Mbon! Dark be the | and!

Hush! Hush! QGak, Ash, and Thorn

Hushed be all water, till dawn is at hand!

"Well, Merry People!" said Bilbo | ooking out. "What tinme by the noon is
this? Your lullaby woul d waken a drunken goblin! Yet | thank you."

"And your snores woul d waken a stone dragon -- yet we thank you," they
answered with | aughter. "It is drawi ng towards dawn, and you have sl ept now
since the night's beginning. Tonorrow, perhaps, you wll be cured of
weari ness. "

"A little sleep does a great cure in the house of Elrond," said he;
"but I will take all the cure | can get. A second good night, fair friends!"
And with that he went back to bed and slept till late norning

Weariness fell fromhim soon in that house, and he had nmany a nerry
jest and dance, early and late, with the elves of the valley. Yet even that
pl ace could not long delay himnow, and he thought always of his own hone.
After a week, therefore, he said farewell to Elrond, and giving him such
smal|l gifts as he would accept, he rode away with Gandal f. Even as they left
the valley the sky darkened in the West before them and wind and rain cane
up to nmeet them

"Merry is May-time!" said Bilbo, as the rain beat into his face. "But
our back is to legends and we are conming hone. | suppose this is a first
taste of it."

"There is a long road yet," said Gandal f.

"But it is the last road," said Bilbo. They came to the river that
mar ked the very edge of the borderland of the Wld, and to the ford beneath
the steep bank, which you may remenber. The water was swollen both with the
melting of the snows at the approach of sumrer, and with the daylong rain;
but they crossed with sonme difficulty, and pressed forward, as evening fell
on the last stage of their journey. This was nuch as it had been before,
except that the conpany was smaller, and nore silent; also this time there
were no trolls. At each point on the road Bilbo recalled the happenings and
the words of a year ago-it seemed to himnore like ten-so that, of course,
he quickly noted the place where the pony had fallen in the river, and they

had turned aside for their nasty adventure with Tomand Bert and Bill. Not
far fromthe road they found the gold of the trolls, which they had buri ed,
still hidden and untouched. "I have enough to last me ny time," said Bil bo,

when they had dug it up. "You had better take this, Gandalf. | daresay you
can find a use for it."

"Indeed I can!" said the wi zard. "But share and share alike! You may
find you have nore needs than you expect."

So they put the gold in bags and slung them on the ponies, who were not
at all pleased about it. After that their going was slower, for nost of the
time they walked. But the land was green and there was nuch grass through
whi ch the hobbit strolled along contentedly. He nopped his face with a red
sil k handkerchi ef-no! not a single one of his own had survived, he had
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borrowed this one from Elrond --for now June had brought sunmer, and the
weat her was bright and hot agai n.

As all things cone to an end, even this story, a day canme at |ast when
they were in sight of the country where Bilbo had been born and bred, where
the shapes of the land and of the trees were as well known to himas his
hands and toes. Coming to a rise he could see his own Hill in the distance,
and he stopped suddenly and sai d:

Roads go ever ever on,

Over rock and under tree,

By caves where never sun has shone,
By streans that never find the ses;

Over snow by wi nter sown,

And through the nerry flowers of June,
Over grass and over stone,

And under mountains in the noon.

Roads go ever ever on

Under cl oud and under star,

Yet feet that wandering have gone
Turn at last to hone afar.

Eyes that fire and sword have seen

And horror in the halls of stone

Look at last on neadows green

And trees and hills they | ong have known.

Gandalf looked at him "M dear Bilbo!" he said. "Sonething is the
matter with you! You are not the hobbit that you were."

And so they crossed the bridge and passed the mlIl by the river and
came right back to Bilbo's own door. "Bless ne! Wuat's going on?" he cried.
There was a great commotion, and people of all sorts, respectable and
unrespectabl e, were thick round the door, and many were going in and out-not
even wiping their feet on the mat, as Bilbo noticed with annoyance.

If he was surprised, they were nore surprised still. He had arrived
back in the mddle of an auction! There was a |large notice in black and red
hung on the gate, stating that on June the Twenty-second Messrs. G ubb,
Grubb, and Bun-owes would sell by auction the effects of the late Bilbo
Baggi ns Esquire, of Bag-End, Underhill, Hobbiton. Sale to comence at ten
o'clock sharp. It was now nearly lunch-tine, and nost of the things had
al ready been sold, for various prices fromnext to nothing to old songs (as
is not unusual at auctions). Bilbo's cousins the Sackville-Baggi nses were,
in fact, busy neasuring his roons to see if their own furniture would fit.
In short Bilbo was "Presunmed Dead," and not everybody that said so was sorry
to find the presunption wong.

The return of M. Bilbo Baggins created quite a disturbance, both under
the H Il and over the Hill, and across the Water; it was a great deal nore
than a nine days' wonder. The | egal bother, indeed, |lasted for years. It was
quite a long tinme before M. Baggins was in fact adnmtted to be alive again.
The peopl e who had got specially good bargains at the Sale took a deal of
convincing; and in the end to sav6 tine Bilbo had to buy back quite a | ot of
his own furniture. Many of his silver spoons nysteriously di sappeared and
were never accounted for. Personally he suspected the Sackvill e-Baggi nses.
On their side they never admitted that the returned Baggi ns was genui ne, and
they were not on friendly terns with Bilbo ever after. They really had
wanted to live in his nice hobbit-hole so very nuch.

Indeed Bilbo found he had lost nobre than spoons -- he had lost his
reputation. It is true that for ever after he remained an elf-friend, and
had the honour of dwarves, wi zards, and all such folk as ever passed that
way; but he was no |onger quite respectable. He was in fact held by all the
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hobbits of the nei ghbourhood to be 'queer'-except by his nephews and nieces
on the Took side, but even they were not encouraged in their friendship by
their elders. | amsorry to say he did not mnd. He was quite content; and
the sound of the kettle on his hearth was ever after nore nusical than it
had been even in the quiet days before the Unexpected Party. His sword he
hung over the mantel piece. H s coat of nail was arranged on a stand in the
hall (until he lent it to a Museun). His gold and silver was |argely spent
in presents, both wuseful and extravagant -- which to a certain extent
accounts for the affection of his nephews and his nieces. His magic ring he
kept a great secret, for he chiefly used it when unpl easant callers cane. He
took to witing poetry and visiting the elves; and though many shook their
heads and touched their foreheads and said "Poor old Baggins!" and though
few believed any of his tales, he renained very happy to the end of his
days, and those were extraordinarily | ong.

One autumm evening sone years afterwards Bilbo was sitting in his study
witing his nenoirs -- he thought of calling them"There and Back Again, a
Hobbit's Holiday" -- when there was a ring at the door. It was Gandalf and a
dwarf; and the dwarf was actually Balin.

"Come in! Conme in!" said Bilbo, and soon they were settled in chairs by
the fire. |If Balin noticed that M. Baggins' waistcoat was nore extensive
(and had real gold buttons), Bilbo also noticed that Balms beard was
several inches longer, and his jewelled belt was of great nagnificence.

They fell to talking of their tinmes together, of course, and Bilbo
asked how things were going in the Ilands of the Muuntain. It seenmed they
were going very well. Bard had rebuilt the town in Dale and men had gat hered

to himfromthe Lake and from South and West, and all the valley had becone
tilled again and rich, and the desolation was now filled wth birds and
bl ossoms in spring and fruit and feasting in autumm. And Lake-town was
refounded and was nore prosperous than ever, and mnuch wealth went up and
down the Running River; and there was friendship in those parts between
el ves and dwarves and nen.

The old Master had cone to a bad end. Bard had given him nuch gold for
the help of the Lake-people, but being of the kind that easily catches such
di sease he fell under the dragon-sickness, and took nost of the gold and
fled withit, and died of starvation in the Wste, deserted by his
conpani ons.

"The new Master is of wiser kind," said Balin, "and very popular, for,
of course, he gets nobst of the «credit for the present prosperity. They are
maki ng songs which say that in his day the rivers run with gold."

"Then the prophecies of the old songs have turned out to be true, after
a fashion!" said Bil bo.

"OfF course!" said Gandal f. "And why should not they prove true? Surely
you don't disbelieve the prophecies, because you had a hand in bringing them
about yourself? You don't really suppose, do you, that all your adventures
and escapes were nanaged by mere luck, just for your sole benefit? You are a
very fine person, M. Baggins, and | amvery fond of you; but you are only
quite a little fellowin a wide world after all!"

"Thank goodness!" said Bilbo |aughing, and handed hi mthe tobacco-jar.

*( Look at the map at the beginning of this book, and you wll see the
runes there.

( Son of Azog. See p. 37
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