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Chapter I 

An Unexpected Party 

In a hole in the ground there lived a hobbit. Not a nasty, dirty, wet hole, filled with the ends of worms and an 

oozy smell, nor yet a dry, bare, sandy hole with nothing in it to sit down on or to eat: it was a hobbit-hole, and 

that means comfort. 

 

It had a perfectly round door like a porthole, painted green, with a shiny yellow brass knob in the exact middle. 

The door opened on to a tube-shaped hall like a tunnel: a very comfortable tunnel without smoke, with panelled 

walls, and floors tiled and carpeted, provided with 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 miles 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: bedrooms, bathrooms, cellars, pantries 

(lots of these), wardrobes (he had whole rooms devoted to clothes), kitchens, dining-rooms, all were on the 

same floor, and indeed on the same passage. The best rooms were all on the left-hand side (going in), for these 

were the only ones to have windows, deep-set round windows looking over his garden and meadows beyond, 

sloping down to the river. 

 

This hobbit was a very well-to-do hobbit, and his name was Baggins. The Bagginses had lived in the 

neighbourhood of The Hill for time out of mind, and people considered them very respectable, not only because 

most of them were rich, but also because they never had any adventures or did anything unexpected: you could 

tell what a Baggins would say on any question without the bother of asking him. This is a story of how a 

Baggins had an adventure, found himself doing and saying things altogether unexpected. He may have lost the 

neighbours' respect, but he gained-well, you will see whether he gained anything in the end. 
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… what is a hobbit? I suppose hobbits need some description nowadays, since they have become rare and shy of 

the Big People, as they call us. They are (or were) a little people, about half our height, and smaller than the 

bearded Dwarves. Hobbits have no beards. There is little or no magic about them, except the ordinary everyday 

sort which helps them to disappear quietly and quickly when large stupid folk like you and me come blundering 

along, making a noise like elephants which they can hear a mile off. They are inclined to be at in the stomach; 

they dress in bright colours (chiefly green and yellow); wear no shoes, because their feet grow natural leathery 

soles and thick warm brown 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).  

 

By some curious chance one morning long ago in the quiet of the world, when there was less noise and more 

green, and the hobbits were still numerous and prosperous, and Bilbo Baggins was standing at his door after 

breakfast smoking an enormous long wooden pipe that reached nearly down to his woolly toes (neatly brushed) 

- Gandalf came by. Gandalf! If you had heard only a quarter of what I have heard about him, and I have only 

heard very little of all there is to hear, you would be prepared for any sort I of remarkable tale. Tales and 

adventures sprouted up all over the place wherever he went, in the most extraordinary fashion. He had not been 

down that way under The Hill for ages and ages, not since his friend the Old Took died, in fact, and the hobbits 

had almost forgotten what he looked 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. 

All that the unsuspecting Bilbo saw that morning was an old man with a staff. He had a tall pointed blue hat, a 

long grey cloak, a silver scarf over which a white beard hung down below his waist, and immense black boots. 

 

"Good morning!" said Bilbo, and he meant it. The sun was shining, and the grass was very green. But Gandalf 

looked at him from under long bushy eyebrows that stuck out further than the brim of his shady hat. "What do 
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you mean?" he said. "Do you wish me a good morning, or mean that it is a good morning whether I want not; or 

that you feel good this morning; or that it is morning to be good on?" 

 

"All of them at once," said Bilbo. "And a very fine morning 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 Bilbo sat down on a seat by his door, crossed his legs, and blew out a beautiful grey ring of smoke that 

sailed up into the air without breaking and floated away over The Hill. 

 

"Very pretty!" said Gandalf. "But I have no time to blow smoke-rings this morning. I am looking for someone 

to share in an adventure that I am arranging, and it's very difficult to find anyone." 

“I should think so - in these parts! We are plain quiet folk and have no use for adventures. Nasty disturbing 

uncomfortable things! Make you late for dinner! I can’t think what anybody sees in them,” said our Mr. 

Baggins, and stuck one thumb behind his braces, and blew out another even bigger smoke-ring. Then he took 

out his morning letters, and begin to read, pretending to take no more notice of the old man. He had decided that 

he was not quite his sort, and wanted him to go away. But the old man did not move. He stood leaning on his 

stick and gazing at the hobbit without saying anything, till Bilbo got quite uncomfortable and even a little cross. 

"Good morning!" he said at last. "We don't want any adventures here, thank you! You might try over The Hill 

or across The Water." By this he meant that the conversation was at an end. 

"What a lot of things you do use Good morning for!" said Gandalf. "Now you mean that you want to get rid of 

me, and that it won't be good till I move off." 

 

"Not at all, not at all, my dear sir! Let me see, I don't think I know your name?" 

 



The Hobbit – Select Chapters – Pg 4 
 

"Yes, yes, my dear sir - and I do know your name, Mr. Bilbo Baggins. And you do know my name, though you 

don't remember that I belong to it. I am Gandalf, and Gandalf means me! To think that I should have lived to be 

good-morninged by Belladonna Took's son, as if I was selling buttons at the door!" 

 

"Gandalf, Gandalf! Good gracious me! Not the wandering wizard that gave Old Took a pair of magic diamond 

studs that fastened themselves and never came undone till ordered? Not the fellow who used to tell such 

wonderful tales at parties, about dragons and goblins and giants and the rescue of princesses and the unexpected 

luck of widows' sons? Not the man that used to make such particularly excellent fireworks! I remember those! 

Old Took used to have them on Midsummer's Eve. Splendid! They used to go up like great lilies and 

snapdragons and laburnums of fire and hang in the twilight all evening!" You will notice already that Mr. 

Baggins was not quite so prosy as he liked to believe, also that he was very fond of flowers. "Dear me!" he went 

on. "Not the Gandalf who was responsible for so many quiet lads and lasses going off into the Blue for mad 

adventures. Anything from climbing trees to visiting Elves - or sailing in ships, sailing to other shores! Bless 

me, life used to be quite inter - I mean, you used to upset things badly in these parts once upon a time. I beg 

your pardon, but I had no idea you were still in  

business." 

 

"Where else should I be?" said the wizard. "All the same I am pleased to find you remember something about 

me. You seem to remember my fireworks kindly, at any rate, land that is not without hope. Indeed for your old 

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

 

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

 

"Yes, you have! Twice now. My pardon. I give it you. In fact I will go so far as to send you on this adventure. 

Very amusing for me, very good for you and profitable too, very likely, if you ever get over it." 
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"Sorry! I don't want any adventures, thank you. Not today. Good morning! But please come to tea - any time 

you like! Why not tomorrow? Come tomorrow! Good-bye!" 

With that the hobbit turned and scuttled inside his round green door, and shut it as quickly as he dared, not to 

seen rude. Wizards after all are wizards. 

"What on earth did I ask him to tea for!" he said to him-self, as he went to the pantry. He had only just had 

break fast, but he thought a cake or two and a drink of something would do him good after his fright. Gandalf in 

the meantime was still standing outside the door, and laughing long but quietly. After a while he stepped up, 

and with the spike of his staff scratched a queer sign on the hobbit's beautiful green front-door. Then he strode 

away, just about the time when Bilbo was finishing his second cake and beginning to think that he had escape 

adventures very well. 

 

*** THE NEXT DAY, NOT ONLY GANDALF, BUT THIRTEEN DWARVES THAT HELP THEMSELVES 

TO BILBO’S FOOD AND DRINK, ASSUMING THAT THEY WERE EXPECTED.  BY THE TIME ALL 

OF HIS UNEXPECTED GUESTS ARRIVE, BILBO HAS ALMOST COMPLETELY LOST HIS 

PATIENCE*** 

 

"Confusticate and bebother these dwarves!" he said aloud. "Why don't they come and lend 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 parlour and set out everything 

afresh. 

 

Gandalf sat at the head of the party with the thirteen, dwarves all 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 
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and. not in the least an adventure. The dwarves ate and ate, and talked and talked, and time got on. At last they 

pushed their chairs back, and Bilbo made a move to collect the plates and glasses. 

 

"I suppose you will all stay to supper?" he said in his politest unpressing tones. "Of course!" said Thorin. "And 

after. We shan't get through the business till late, and we must have some music first. Now to clear up!" 

 

Thereupon the twelve dwarves-not Thorin, he was too important, and stayed talking to Gandalf-jumped to their 

feet and made tall piles of all the things. Off they went, not waiting for trays, balancing columns of plates, each 

with a bottle on the top, with one hand, while the hobbit ran after them almost squeaking with fright: "please be 

careful!" and "please, don't trouble! I can manage." But the dwarves only started to sing: 

 

Chip the glasses and crack the plates! 

Blunt the knives and bend the forks! 

That's what Bilbo Baggins hates- 

Smash the bottles and burn the corks! 

Cut the cloth and tread on the fat! 

Pour the milk on the pantry floor! 

Leave the bones on the bedroom mat! 

Splash the wine on every door! 

Dump the crocks in a boiling bawl; 

Pound them up with a thumping pole; 

And when you've finished, if any are whole, 

Send them down the hall to roll ! 

That's what Bilbo Baggins hates! 

So, carefully! carefully with the plates! 
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And of course they did none of these dreadful things, and everything was cleaned and put away safe as quick as 

lightning, while the hobbit was turning round and round in the middle of the kitchen trying to see what they 

were doing. Then they went back, and found Thorin with his feet on the fender smoking a pipe. He was blowing 

the most enormous smoke-rings, and wherever he told one to go, it went-up the chimney, or behind the clock on 

the mantelpiece, or under the table, or round and round the ceiling; but wherever it went it was not quick 

enough to escape Gandalf. Pop! he sent a smaller smoke-ring from his short clay-pipe straight through each one 

of Thorin's. The Gandalf's smoke-ring would go green and come back to hover over the wizard's head. He had 

quite a cloud of them about him already, and in the dim light it made him look strange and sorcerous. Bilbo 

stood still and watched-he loved smoke-rings-and then be blushed to think how proud he had been yesterday 

morning of the smoke-rings he had sent up the wind over The Hill. 

 

"Now for some music!" said Thorin. "Bring out the instruments!" 

 

Kili and Fili rushed for their bags and brought back little fiddles; Dori, Nori, and Ori brought out flutes from 

somewhere inside their coats; Bombur produced a drum from the hall; Bifur and Bofur went out too, and came 

back with clarinets that they had left among the walking-sticks Dwalin and Balin said: "Excuse me, I left mine 

in the porch!" "Just bring mine in with you," said Thorin. They came back with viols as big as themselves, and 

with Thorin’s harp wrapped in a green cloth. It was a beautiful gold-en harp, and when Thorin struck it the 

music began all at once, so sudden and sweet that Bilbo forgot everything else, and was swept away into dark 

lands under strange moons, far over The Water and very far from his hobbit-hole under The Hill. 

 

The dark came into the room from the 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 Gandalf's beard wagged against the wall. 
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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 homes; and this is like a fragment of their song, if it can be like their song without 

their music. 

 

Far over the misty mountains cold 

To dungeons deep and caverns old 

We must away ere break of day 

To seek the pale enchanted gold. 

The dwarves of yore made mighty spells, 

While hammers fell like ringing bells 

In places deep, where dark things sleep, 

In hollow halls beneath the fells. 

For ancient king and elvish lord 

There many a gloaming golden hoard 

They shaped and wrought, and light they caught 

To hide in gems on hilt of sword. 

On silver necklaces they strung 

The flowering stars, on crowns they hung 

The dragon-fire, in twisted wire 

They meshed the light of moon and sun. 

Far over the misty mountains cold 

To dungeons deep and caverns old 

We must away, ere break of day, 

To claim our long-forgotten gold. 
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Goblets they carved there for themselves 

And harps of gold; where no man delves 

There lay they long, and many a song 

Was sung unheard by men or elves. 

The pines were roaring on the height, 

The winds were moaning in the night. 

The fire was red, it flaming spread; 

The trees like torches biased with light, 

The bells were ringing in the dale 

And men looked up with faces pale; 

The dragon's ire more fierce than fire 

Laid low their towers and houses frail. 

The mountain smoked beneath the moon; 

The dwarves, they heard the tramp of doom. 

They fled their hall to dying -fall 

Beneath his feet, beneath the moon. 

Far over the misty mountains grim 

To dungeons deep and caverns dim 

We must away, ere break of day, 

To win our harps and gold from him! 

 

As they sang the hobbit felt the love of beautiful things made by hands and by cunning and by magic moving 

through him, a fierce and jealous love, the desire of the hearts of dwarves. Then something Tookish woke up 

inside him, and he wished to go and see the great mountains, and hear the pine-trees and the waterfalls, and 

explore the caves, and wear a sword instead of a walking-stick. He looked out of the window. The stars were 



The Hobbit – Select Chapters – Pg 10 
 

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 flame leapt up--probably somebody lighting a wood-fire-and he thought of 

plundering dragons settling on his quiet Hill and kindling it all to flames. He shuddered; and very quickly he 

was plain Mr. Baggins of Bag-End, Under-Hill, again. 

 

He got up trembling. He had less than half a mind to fetch the lamp, and more than half a mind to pretend to, 

and go and hide behind the beer barrels in the cellar, and not come 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 him with eyes 

shining in the dark. 

 

"Where are you going?" said Thorin, in a tone that seemed to show that he guessed both halves of the hobbit's 

mind. 

 

"What about a little light?" said Bilbo apologetically. 

 

"We 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 stool 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. 

 

"Gandalf, dwarves and Mr. Baggins! We are not together in the house of our friend and fellow conspirator, this 

most 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 from the hobbit, but the compliments were quite lost on poor Bilbo 
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Baggins, who was wagging his mouth in protest at being called audacious and worst of all fellow conspirator, 

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

 

"We are met to discuss our plans, our ways, means, policy and devices. We shall soon before the break of day 

start on our long journey, a journey from which some of us, or perhaps all of us (except our friend and 

counsellor, the ingenious wizard Gandalf) may never return. It is a solemn moment. Our object is, I take it, well 

known to us all. To the estimable Mr. Baggins, 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 moment may require a little brief 

explanation-" 

This was Thorin's style. He was an important dwarf. If he had been allowed, he would probably have gone on 

like this until 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 

coming up inside, and very soon it burst out like the whistle of an engine coming out of a tunnel. All the 

dwarves sprang up knocking over the table. Gandalf struck a blue light 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 him for a long time. So they took him and laid him out of 

the way on the drawing-room sofa with a drink at his elbow, and they went back to their dark business. 

 

"Excitable little fellow," said Gandalf, as they sat down again. "Gets 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 will realize that this was only poetical exaggeration applied to 

any hobbit, even to Old Took's great-granduncle Bullroarer, who was so huge (for a hobbit) that he could ride a 

horse. He charged the ranks of the goblins of Mount Gram in the Battle of the Green Fields, and knocked their 
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king Golfimbul'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 game of Golf invented at the same moment. 

 

In the meanwhile, 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, Gloin speaking: "Humph!" (or 

some snort more or less like that). "Will he do, do you think? It is all very well for Gandalf to talk about this 

hobbit being fierce, but one shriek like that in a moment of excitement would be enough to wake the dragon and 

all his relatives, and kill the lot of us. I think it sounded more like fright than excitement! In fact, if it bad not 

been for the sign on the door, I should have been sure we had come to the wrong house. As soon as I clapped 

eyes on the little fellow bobbing and puffing on the mat, I had my doubts. He looks more like a grocer-than a 

burglar!" 

 

Then Mr. Baggins turned the handle and went in. The Took side had won. He suddenly felt he would go without 

bed and breakfast to be thought fierce. As for little fellow bobbing on the mat it almost made him really fierce. 

Many a time afterwards the Baggins part regretted what he did now, and he said to himself: "Bilbo, you were a 

fool; you walked right in and put your foot in it." 

"Pardon me," he said, "if I have overheard words that you were saying. I don't pretend to understand what you 

are talking about, or your reference to burglars, but I think I am right in believing" (this is what he called being 

on his dignity) "that you think I am no good. I will show you. I have no signs on my door-it was painted a week 

ago-, and I am quite sure you have come to the wrong house. As soon as I saw your funny faces on the door-

step, I had my doubts. But treat it as the right one. Tell me what you want done, and I will try it, if I have to 

walk from here to the East of East and fight the wild Were-worms in the Last Desert. I had a great-great-great-

granduncle once, Bullroarer Took, and -" 

"Yes, yes, but that was long ago," said Gloin. "I was talking about you. And I assure you there is a mark on this 

door-the usual one in the trade, or used to be. Burglar wants a good job, plenty of Excitement and reasonable 
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Reward, that's how it is usually read. You can say Expert Treasure-hunter instead of Burglar if you like. Some 

of them do. It's all the same to us. Gandalf told us that there was a man of the sort in these parts looking for a 

Job at once, and that he had arranged for a meeting here this Wednesday tea-time." 

 

"Of course there is a mark," said Gandalf. "I put it there myself. For very good reasons. You asked me to find 

the fourteenth man for your expedition, and I chose Mr. Baggins. Just let any one say I chose the wrong man or 

the wrong house, and you can stop at thirteen and have all the bad luck you like, or go back to digging coal." 

 

He scowled so angrily at Gloin 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 him and stuck oat his bushy eyebrows, till Bilbo shut his mouth tight 

with a snap. "That's right," said Gandalf. "Let's have no more argument. I have chosen Mr. Baggins and that 

ought to be enough for all of you. If I say he is a Burglar, a Burglar he is, or will be when the time comes. There 

is a lot more in him than you guess, and a deal more than he has any idea of himself. You may (possibly) all live 

to thank me yet.”  

 

… HEREIN THEY EXAMINE THE MAP, THORIN EXPLAINS THE SONG AND QUEST TO BILBO, 

AND GANDALF PRODUCES A MAP AND KEY.  TOGETHER THEY JOURNEY EAST, THROUGH THE 

LAND OF TROLLS, ELVES, AND INTO THE MOUNTAINS, WHEREIN THEY ARE CAPTURED BY 

GOBLINS.  THEY NARROWLY ESCAPE, BUT LOSE BILBO DEEP IN THE CAVES.  THEY RUN ON 

AHEAD WHILE BILBO ATTEMPTS TO FIND HIS WAY OUT AND CATCH UP… 

 

Chapter 5 

Riddles in the Dark 
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Suddenly without any warning he trotted splash into water! Ugh! it was icy cold. That pulled him up 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 lake. The sword was hardly shining at all. He stopped, and 

he could hear, when he listened hard, drops drip-drip-dripping from an unseen roof into the water below; 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 slimy things, with big bulging blind eyes, wriggling 

in the water. There are strange things living in the pools and lakes in the hearts of mountains: fish whose fathers 

swam in, goodness only knows how many years ago, and never swam out again, while their eyes grew bigger 

and bigger and bigger from trying to see in the blackness; also there are other things more slimy than fish. Even 

in the tunnels and caves the goblins have made for themselves there are other things living unbeknown to them 

that have sneaked in from outside to lie up in the dark. Some of these caves, too, go back in their beginnings to 

ages before the goblins, who only widened them and joined them up with passages, and the original owners are 

still there in odd comers, slinking and nosing about. 

 

Deep down here by the dark water lived old Gollum, a small slimy creature. I don't know where he came from, 

nor who or what he was. He was Gollum - as dark as darkness, except for two big round pale eyes in his thin 

face. He had a little boat, and he rowed about quite quietly on the lake; for lake it was, wide and deep and 

deadly cold. He paddled it with large feet dangling over the side, but never a ripple did he make. Not he. He was 

looking out of his pale lamp-like eyes for blind fish, which he grabbed with his long fingers as quick as 

thinking. He liked meat too. Goblin he thought good, when he could get it; but he took care they never found 

him out. He just throttled them from behind, if they ever came down alone anywhere near the edge of the water, 

while he was prowling about. They very seldom did, for they had a feeling that something unpleasant was 

lurking down there, down at the very roots of the mountain. They had come on the lake, when they were 

tunnelling down long ago, and they found they could go no further; so there their road ended in that direction, 
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and there was no reason to go that way - unless the Great Goblin sent them. Sometimes he took a fancy for fish 

from the lake, and sometimes neither goblin nor fish came back. 

 

Actually Gollum lived on a slimy island of rock in the middle of the lake. He was watching Bilbo now from the 

distance with his pale eyes like telescopes. Bilbo could not see him, but he was wondering a lot about Bilbo, for 

he could see that he was no goblin at all. 

Gollum got into his boat and shot off from the island, while Bilbo was sitting on the brink altogether 

flummoxed and at the end of his way and his wits. Suddenly up came Gollum and whispered and hissed: 

 

"Bless us and splash us, my precioussss! I guess it's a choice feast; at least a tasty morsel it'd make us, gollum!" 

And when he said gollum he made a horrible swallowing noise in his throat. That is how he got his name, 

though he always called himself 'my precious.' 

The hobbit jumped nearly out of his skin when the hiss came in his ears, and he suddenly saw the pale 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 himself through never having anyone 

else to speak to). This is what he had come to find out, for he was not really very hungry at the moment, only 

curious; otherwise he would have grabbed first and whispered afterwards. 

"I am Mr. Bilbo Baggins. I have lost the dwarves and I have lost the wizard, and I don't know where I am; and I 

don't want to know, if only I can get away." 

"What's he got in his handses?" said Gollum, looking at the sword, which he did not quite like. 

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

"Sssss," said Gollum, and became quite polite. "Praps ye sits here and chats with it a bitsy, my preciousss. It 

like riddles, praps it does, does it?" He was anxious to appear friendly, at any rate for the moment, and until he 

found out more about the sword and the hobbit, whether he was quite alone really, whether he was good to eat, 
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and whether Gollum was really hungry. Riddles were all he could think of. Asking them, and sometimes 

guessing them, had been the only game he had ever played with other funny creatures sitting in their holes in 

the long, long ago, before he lost all his friends and was driven away, alone, and crept down, down, into the 

dark under the mountains. 

"Very well," said Bilbo, who was anxious to agree, until he found out more about the creature, whether he was 

quite alone, 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. 

So Gollum hissed: 

What has roots as nobody sees, 

Is taller than trees, 

Up, up it goes, 

And yet never grows? 

"Easy!" said Bilbo. "Mountain, I suppose." 

 

"Does it guess easy? It must have a competition with us, my preciouss! If precious asks, and it doesn't answer, 

we eats it, my preciousss. If it asks us, and we doesn't answer, then we does what it wants, eh? We 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 being eaten. 

Thirty white horses on a red hill, 

First they champ, 

Then they stamp, 

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 well as you do. 
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"Chestnuts, chestnuts," he hissed. "Teeth! teeth! my preciousss; but we has only six!" Then he asked his second: 

Voiceless it cries, 

Wingless flutters, 

Toothless bites, 

Mouthless mutters. 

"Half a moment!" cried Bilbo, who was still thinking uncomfortably about eating. Fortunately he had once 

heard something rather like this before, and getting his wits back he thought of the answer. "Wind, wind of 

course," he said, and he was so pleased that he made up one on the spot.  

"This'll 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 low place, 

Not in high place." 

"Ss, ss, ss," said Gollum. He had been underground a long long time, and was forgetting this sort of thing. But 

just as Bilbo was beginning to hope that the wretch would not be able to answer, Gollum brought up memories 

of ages and ages and ages before, when he lived with his grandmother in a hole in a bank by a river, "Sss, sss, 

my 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 reminded him of days 

when he had been less lonely and sneaky and nasty, and that put him out of temper.  

What is more they made him hungry; so this time he tried something a bit more difficult and more unpleasant: 

It cannot be seen, cannot be felt, 

Cannot be heard, cannot be smelt. 

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

It comes first and follows after, 

Ends life, kills laughter. 

Unfortunately for Gollum Bilbo had heard that sort of thing before; and the answer was all round him anyway. 

"Dark!" he said without even scratching his head or putting on his thinking cap. 

A box without hinges, key, or lid, 

Yet golden treasure inside is hid, 

he asked to gain time, 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 himself, and 

still he did not answer; he whispered and spluttered. 

After some while Bilbo became impatient. "Well, what is it?" he said. "The answer's not a kettle boiling over, as 

you seem to think from the noise you are making." 

"Give us a chance; let it give us a chance, my preciouss-ss-ss." 

"Well," said Bilbo, after giving him a long chance, "what about your guess?" 

But suddenly Gollum remembered thieving from nests long ago, and sitting under the river bank teaching his 

grandmother, teaching his grandmother to suck - "Eggses!" he hissed. "Eggses it is!" Then he asked: 

Alive without breath, 

As cold as death; 

Never thirsty, ever drinking, 

All in mail never clinking. 

He also in his turn thought this was a dreadfully easy one, because he was always thinking of the answer. But he 

could not remember anything better at the moment, he was so flustered by the egg-question. All the same it was 

a poser for poor Bilbo, who never had anything to do with the water if he could help it. I imagine you know the 

answer, of course, or can guess it as easy as winking, since you are sitting comfortably at home and have not the 
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danger of being eaten to disturb your thinking. Bilbo sat and cleared his throat once or twice, but no answer 

came. 

After a while Gollum began to hiss with pleasure to himself: "Is it nice, my preciousss? Is it juicy? Is it 

scrumptiously crunchable?" He began to peer at Bilbo out of the darkness. 

"Half a moment," said the hobbit shivering. "I gave you a good long chance just now." 

"It must make haste, haste!" said Gollum, beginning to climb out of his boat on to the shore to get at Bilbo. But 

when he put his long webby foot in the water, a fish jumped 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!" 

Gollum was dreadfully disappointed; but Bilbo asked another riddle as quick as ever he could, so that Gollum 

had to get back into his boat and think. 

No-legs lay on one-leg, two-legs sat near on three-legs, four-legs got some. 

It was not really the right time for this riddle, but Bilbo was in a hurry. Gollum might have had some trouble 

guessing it, if he had asked it at another time. 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 Gollum soon gave it.  

Then he thought the time had come to ask something hard and horrible. This is what he said: 

This thing all things devours: 

Birds, beasts, trees, flowers; 

Gnaws iron, bites steel; 

Grinds hard stones to meal; 

Slays king, ruins town, 

And beats high mountain down. 

Poor Bilbo sat in the dark thinking of all the horrible names of all 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 know it, but he could not think of it. He began to get frightened, and that is bad for thinking. 
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Gollum began to get out of his boat. He flapped into the water and paddled to the bank; Bilbo could see his eyes 

coming towards him. His tongue seemed to stick in his mouth; he wanted to shout out: "Give me more time! 

Give me time!" But all that came out with a sudden squeal was: 

"Time! Time!" 

Bilbo was saved by pure luck. For that of course was the answer. 

Gollum was disappointed once more; and now he was getting angry, and also tired of the game. It had made 

him very hungry indeed. This time he did not go back to the boat. He sat down in the dark by Bilbo. That made 

the hobbit most dreadfully uncomfortable and scattered his wits. 

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

Gollum. 

But Bilbo simply could not think of any question with that nasty wet cold thing sitting next to him, and pawing 

and poking him. He scratched himself, he pinched himself; still he could not think of anything. 

"Ask us! ask us!" said Gollum. 

Bilbo pinched himself and slapped himself; 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 I got in my pocket?" he said aloud. He was talking to himself, but Gollum thought 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 in its nassty little 

pocketses?" 

Bilbo seeing what had happened and having nothing better to ask stuck to his question. "What  

have I got in my pocket?" he said louder. 

"S-s-s-s-s," hissed Gollum. "It must give us three guesseses, my preciouss, three guesseses." 

"Very well! Guess away!" said Bilbo. 

"Handses!" said Gollum. 

"Wrong," said Bilbo, who had luckily just taken his hand out again. "Guess again!" 
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"S-s-s-s-s," said Gollum more 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 last. 

"Wrong!" said Bilbo, who had lost his some time ago. "Last guess!" 

Now Gollum was in a much worse state than when Bilbo had asked him the egg-question. He hissed and 

spluttered and rocked himself backwards and forwards, and slapped his feet on the floor, and wriggled and 

squirmed; but still he did not dare to waste his last guess. 

"Come on!" said Bilbo. "I am waiting!" He tried to sound bold and cheerful, but he did not feel at all sure how 

the game was going to end, whether Gollum 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 wrong," cried Bilbo very much relieved; and he jumped 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 immense 

antiquity, and even wicked creatures were afraid to cheat when they played at it. But he felt he could not trust 

this slimy thing to keep any promise at a pinch. Any excuse would do for him to slide out of it. And after all that 

last question had not been a genuine riddle according to the ancient laws. 

But at any rate Gollum did not at once attack him. He could see the sword in Bilbo's hand. He sat still, shivering 

and whispering. At last Bilbo could wait no longer. 

"Well?" he said. "What about your promise? I want to go. You must 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. Oh no! gollum!" 

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

"Cross it is, impatient, precious," hissed Gollum. "But it must wait, yes it must. We can't go up the tunnels so 

hasty. We must go and get some things first, yes, things to help us." 
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"Well, hurry up!" said Bilbo, relieved to think of Gollum going away. He thought he was just making an excuse 

and did not mean to come back. What was Gollum talking about? What useful thing could he keep out on the 

dark lake? But he was wrong. Gollum did mean to come 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 wretched 

oddments, and one very beautiful thing, very beautiful, very wonderful. He had a ring, a golden ring, a precious 

ring. 

"My birthday-present!" he whispered to himself, as he had often done in the endless 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 would be shaky and faint. 

"My birthday-present! It came to me on my birthday, my precious." So he had always said to himself. But who 

knows how Gollum came by that present, ages ago in the old days when such rings were still at large in the 

world? Perhaps even the Master who ruled them could 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 always going back to look at it. And still sometimes he put it on, when he could not bear 

to be parted from it any longer, or when he was very, very, hungry, and tired of fish. Then he would creep along 

dark passages looking for stray goblins. He might even venture into places where the torches were lit and made 

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-imp. 

How it squeaked! He still had a bone or two left to gnaw, but he wanted something softer. 

"Quite safe, yes," he whispered to himself. "It won't see us, will it, my precious? No. It won't see us, and its 

nassty little sword will be useless, yes quite." 
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That is what was in his wicked little mind, as he slipped suddenly from Bilbo's side, and flapped back to his 

boat, and went off into the dark. Bilbo thought he had heard the last of him. Still he waited a while; for he had 

no idea how to find his way out alone. 

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 vain. 

"Where is it? Where iss it?" Bilbo heard him crying. "Losst it is, my precious, lost, lost! Curse us and crush us, 

my precious is lost!" 

"What's the matter?" Bilbo called. "What have you lost?" 

"It mustn't ask us," shrieked Gollum. "Not its business, no, gollum! It's losst, gollum, gollum, gollum." 

"Well, so am I," cried Bilbo, "and I want to get unlost. And I won the game, and you promised. So come along! 

Come and let me out, and then go on with your looking!" 

Utterly miserable as Gollum sounded, Bilbo could not find much pity in his heart, and he had a feeling that 

anything Gollum wanted so much could hardly be something good. 

"Come along!" he shouted. 

"No, not yet, precious!" Gollum answered. "We must search for it, it's lost, gollum." 

"But you never guessed my last question, and you promised," said Bilbo. 

"Never guessed!" said Gollum. Then suddenly out of the gloom came a sharp hiss. "What has it got in its 

pocketses? Tell us that. It must tell first." 

As far as Bilbo knew, there was no particular reason why he should not tell. Gollum's mind had jumped to a 

guess quicker than his; naturally, for Gollum 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 game, 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." 
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"Oh well, if it's a matter of ordinary questions," Bilbo replied, "then I asked one first. What have you lost? Tell 

me that!" 

"What has it got in its pocketses?" The sound came hissing louder and sharper, and as he looked towards it, to 

his alarm Bilbo now saw two small points of light peering at him. As suspicion grew in Gollum's mind, the light 

of his eyes burned with a pale flame. 

"What have you lost?" Bilbo persisted. But now the light in Gollum's eyes had become a green fire, and it was 

coming 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 more terror for him. 

Bilbo could not guess what had maddened the wretched creature, but he saw that all was up, and that Gollum 

meant to murder him at any rate. Just in time he turned and ran blindly back up the dark passage down which he 

had come, keeping close to the wall and feeling it with his left hand. 

"What has it got in its pocketses?" he heard the hiss loud behind him, and the splash as Gollum leapt from his 

boat. 

"What have I, I wonder?" he said to himself, as he panted and stumbled along. He put his left hand in his 

pocket. The ring felt very cold as it quietly slipped on to his groping forefinger. 

The hiss was close behind him. He turned now and saw Gollum's eyes like small green lamps coming 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 moment Gollum was on him. But before Bilbo could do anything, recover his breath, pick himself up, or 

wave his sword, Gollum passed by, taking no notice of him, cursing and whispering as he ran. 

What could it mean? Gollum could 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 seemed nothing else to do. It was no good crawling back down to Gollum's water. 

Perhaps if he followed him, Gollum might lead him to some way of escape without meaning to. 
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"Curse it! curse it! curse it!" hissed Gollum. "Curse the Baggins! It's gone! What has it got in its pocketses? Oh 

we guess, we guess, my precious. He's found it, yes he must have. My birthday-present." 

Bilbo pricked up his ears. He was at last beginning to guess himself. He hurried a little, getting as close as he 

dared behind Gollum, who was still going quickly, not looking back, but turning his head from side to side, as 

Bilbo could see from the faint glimmer on the walls. 

"My birthday-present! Curse it! How did we lose it, my precious? Yes, that's it. When we came this way last, 

when we twisted that nassty young squeaker. That's it. Curse it! It slipped from us, after all these ages and ages! 

It's gone, gollum." 

Suddenly Gollum sat down and began to weep, a whistling and gurgling sound horrible to listen to. Bilbo halted 

and flattened himself against the tunnel-wall. After a while Gollum stopped weeping and began to talk. He 

seemed to be having an argument with himself. 

"It's no good going back there to search, no. We doesn't remember all the places we've visited. And it's no use. 

The Baggins has got it in its pocketses; the nassty noser has found it, we says." 

"We guesses, precious, only guesses. We can't know till we find the nassty creature and squeezes it. But it 

doesn't know what the present can do, does it? It'll 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." 

 

*** HEREIN, GOLLUM TRIES TO CHASE BILBO OUT BUT BILBO, INVISIBLE, CHASES HIM 

INSTEAD AND ESCAPES.  BILBO REUNITES WITH THE DWARVES ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE 

MOUNTAINS, IMPRESSING EVERYONE THAT HE ACTUALLY SURVIVED, BUT HIDING THE 

SECRET OF THE RING, AS ITS ADDICTION-LIKE HOLD OVER HIM HAS ALREADY STARTED.  THE 

COMPANY TRAVEL THROUGH THE LANDS OF A WERE-BEAR, A FOREST OF SPIDERS AND 

ELVES, A TOWN ON THE LAKE IN THE SHADOW OF LONELY MOUNTAIN AND, FINALLY, TO 

LONELY MOUNTAIN ITSELF, OPENING A SECRET SIDE ENTRANCE UNKNOWN TO THE 

DRAGON*** 
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Chapter 12 

Inside Information 

For a long time the dwarves stood in the dark before the door and debated, until at last Thorin spoke: 

"Now is the time for our esteemed Mr. Baggins, who has proved himself a good companion on our long road, 

and a hobbit full of courage and resource far exceeding his size, and if I may say so possessed of good luck far 

exceeding the usual allowance-now is the time for him to perform the service for which he was included in our 

Company; now is the time for him to earn his Reward." 

You are familiar with Thorin's style on important occasions, so I will not give you any more of it, though he 

went on a good deal longer than this. It certainly was an important occasion, but Bilbo felt impatient. By now he 

was quite familiar with Thorin too, and he knew what be was driving at. 

"If you mean you think it is my job to go into the secret passage first, O Thorin Thrain's son Oakenshield, may 

your beard grow ever longer," he said crossly, "say so at once and have done! I might refuse. I have got you out 

of two messes already, which were hardly in the original bargain, so that I am, I think, already owed some 

reward. But ‘third time pays for all' as my father used to say, and somehow I don't think I shall refuse. Perhaps I 

have begun to trust my luck more than I used to in the old days" - he meant last spring before he left his own 

house, but it seemed centuries ago - "but anyway I think I will go and have a peep at once and get it over. Now 

who is coming with me?" 

He did not expect a chorus of volunteers, so he was not disappointed. Fili and Kili looked uncomfortable and 

stood on One leg, but the others made no pretence of offering - except old Balin. the look-out man, who was 

rather fond the hobbit. He said he would come inside at least and perhaps a bit of the way too, really to call for 

help if necessary. 

The most that can be said for the dwarves is this: they intended to pay Bilbo really handsomely for his services; 

they had brought him to do a nasty job for them, and they did not mind the poor little fellow doing it if he 

would; but they would all have done their best to get him out of trouble, if he got into it, as they did in the case 
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of the trolls at the beginning of their adventures before they had any particular reasons for being grateful to him. 

There it is: dwarves are not heroes, but calculating folk with a great idea of the value of money; some are tricky 

and treacherous and pretty bad lots; some are not, but are decent enough people like Thorin and Company, if 

you don't expect too much. 

The stars were coming out behind him in 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 made by dwarves, at the height of their wealth and skill: 

straight as a ruler, smooth-floored and smooth-sided, going with a gentle never-varying slope direct-to some 

distant end in the blackness below. 

After a while Balin bade Bilbo "Good luck!" and stopped where he could still see the faint outline of the door, 

and by a trick of, the echoes of the tunnel hear the rustle of the whispering voices of the others just outside. 

Then the hobbit slipped on his ring, and warned by the echoes to take more than hobbit's care to make no sound, 

he crept noiselessly down, down, down into the dark. He was trembling with fear, but his little face was set and 

grim. Already he was a very different hobbit from the one that had run out without a pocket-handkerchief from 

Bag-End long ago. He had not had a pocket-handkerchief for ages. He loosened his dagger in its sheath, 

tightened his belt, and went on. 

"Now you are in for it at last, Bilbo Baggins," he said to himself. "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 I 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 I could wake up and find this beastly tunnel was my own front-hall at home!" 

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 

altogether alone. Soon he thought it was beginning to feel warm. "Is that a kind of a glow I seem to see coming 

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. Wisps of 

vapour floated up and past him and he began to sweat. A sound, too, began to throb in his ears, a sort of 
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bubbling like the noise of a large pot galloping on the fire, mixed with a rumble as of a gigantic tom-cat purring. 

This grew to the unmistakable gurgling noise of some 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 from there was the bravest thing he ever did. The tremendous 

things that happened afterward were as nothing compared to it. He fought the real battle in the tunnel alone, 

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 him coming to the end of the tunnel, an opening of much the same size and shape as the door above. 

Through it peeps the hobbit's little head. Before him lies the great bottommost cellar or dungeon-hall of the 

ancient dwarves right at the Mountain's root. It is almost dark so that its vastness can only be dimly guessed, but 

rising from the near side of the rocky floor there is a great glow. The glow of Smaug! 

There he lay, a vast red-golden dragon, fast asleep; thrumming came from his jaws and nostrils, and wisps of 

smoke, but his fires were low in slumber. Beneath him, under all his limbs and his huge coiled tail, and about 

him on all sides stretching away across the unseen floors, lay countless piles of precious things, gold wrought 

and unwrought, gems and jewels, and silver red-stained in the ruddy light. 

Smaug lay, with wings folded like an immeasurable bat, turned partly on one side, so that the hobbit could see 

his underparts and his long pale belly crusted with gems and fragments of gold from his long lying on his costly 

bed. Behind him where the walls were nearest could dimly be seen coats of mail, helms 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 

staggerment, since Men changed the language that they learned of elves in the days when all the world was 

wonderful. Bilbo had heard tell and sing of dragon-hoards before, but the splendour, the lust, the glory of such 

treasure had never yet come home to him. His heart was filled and pierced with enchantment and with the desire 

of dwarves; and he gazed motionless, almost forgetting the frightful guardian, at the gold beyond price and 

count. 
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He gazed for what seemed an age, before drawn almost against his will, he stole from the shadow of the 

doorway, across the floor to the nearest edge of the mounds of treasure. Above him the sleeping dragon lay, a 

dire menace even in his sleep. He grasped a great two-handled cup, as heavy as he could carry, and cast one 

fearful eye upwards. Smaug stirred a wing, opened a claw, the rumble of his snoring changed its note. 

Then Bilbo fled. But the dragon did not wake - not - yet but shifted into other dreams of greed and violence, 

lying there in his stolen hall while the little hobbit toiled back up the long tunnel. His heart was beating and a 

more fevered shaking was in his legs than when he was going down, but still 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 

more 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 him out into the open air. It was midnight 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 excitement of 

the dwarves, or how they praised him and patted him on the back and put themselves and all their families for 

generations to come at his service. 

The dwarves were still passing the cup from hand 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 volcano that had 

made up its mind to start eruptions once again. The door behind them was pulled nearly to, and blocked from 

closing with a stone, but up the long tunnel came the dreadful echoes, from far down in the depths, of a 

bellowing and a trampling that made the ground beneath them tremble. 

Then the dwarves forgot their joy and their confident boasts of a moment before and cowered down in fright. 

Smaug was still to be reckoned with. It does not do to leave a live dragon out of your calculations, if you live 

near him. Dragons may not have much 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 from an uneasy dream (in which 

a warrior, altogether insignificant in size but provided with a bitter sword and great courage, figured most 

unpleasantly) to a doze, and from a doze to wide waking. There was a breath of strange air in his cave. Could 
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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 blocked it up. Of late he had half fancied he had caught 

the dim echoes of a knocking sound from far above that came down through it to his lair. He stirred and 

stretched forth his neck to sniff. Then he missed the cup! 

Thieves! Fire! Murder! Such a thing had not happened since first he came to the Mountain! His rage passes 

description - the sort of rage that is only seen when rich folk that have more than they can enjoy suddenly lose 

something that they have long had but have never before used or wanted. His fire belched forth, the hall 

smoked, he shook the mountain-roots. He thrust his head in vain at the little hole, and then coiling his length 

together, roaring like thunder underground, he sped from his deep lair through its great door, out into the huge 

passages of the mountain-palace and up towards the Front Gate. 

To hunt the whole mountain till he had caught the thief and had torn and trampled him was his one thought. He 

issued from the 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 rumour of his flight, 

and they crouched against 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." 

Roused by these words they were just about to creep inside the tunnel when Bifur gave a cry: "My cousins! 

Bombur 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 lost," moaned the others. "We can do nothing." 

"Nonsense!" said Thorin, recovering his dignity. "We cannot leave them. Get inside Mr. 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 moments they had been through yet. The horrible sounds of Smaug's anger were 

echoing in the stony hollows far above; at any moment he might come blazing down or fly whirling round and 

find them there, near the perilous cliff's edge hauling madly on the ropes. Up came Bofur, and still all was safe. 
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Up came Bombur, puffing and blowing while the ropes creaked, and still all was safe. Up came some tools and 

bundles of stores, and then danger was upon them. A whirring noise was heard. A red light touched the points 

of standing rocks. The dragon came. They had barely time to fly back to the tunnel, pulling and dragging in 

their bundles, when Smaug came hurtling from the North, licking the mountain-sides with 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 left and scorched them as they lay hid. Flickering fires leaped up and black rock-

shadows danced. Then darkness fell as he passed again. 

The ponies screamed with terror, burst their ropes and galloped wildly off. The dragon swooped and turned to 

pursue them, and was gone. 

"That'll be the end of our poor beasts!" said Thorin. 

"Nothing can escape Smaug once he sees it. Here we are and here we shall have to stay, unless any one fancies 

tramping the long open miles 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 pale 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 

mountain-sides. 

He guessed from the ponies, and from the traces of the camps he had discovered, that men had come up from 

the river and the lake and had scaled the mountain-side from the 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 wrath and he went back to his golden couch to sleep - and to gather 

new strength. 

He would not forget or forgive the theft, not if a thousand years turned him to smouldering stone, but he could 

afford to wait. Slow and silent he crept back to his lair and half closed his eyes. 

When morning came the terror of the dwarves grew less. They realized that dangers of this kind were inevitable 

in dealing with such a guardian, and that it was no good giving up their quest yet. Nor could they get away just 
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now, as Thorin had pointed out. Their ponies were lost or killed, and they would have to wait some time before 

Smaug relaxed his watch sufficiently for them to dare the long way on foot. Luckily they had saved enough of 

their stores to last them still for some time. 

They debated long on what was to be done, but they could think of no way of getting rid of Smaug - which had 

always 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 grumble at the hobbit, blaming him for what had at first so pleased them: 

for bringing away a cup and stirring up Smaug's wrath so soon. 

"What else 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 steal treasure. I made the best beginning I could. Did you expect me to trot back with the 

whole hoard of Thror on my back? If there is any grumbling to be done, I think I might have a say. You ought 

to have brought five hundred burglars not one. I am sure it reflects great credit on your grandfather, but you 

cannot pretend that you ever made the vast extent of his wealth clear to me. I should want hundreds of years to 

bring it all up, if I was fifty times as big, and Smaug as tame as a rabbit." 

After that of course the dwarves begged his pardon. 

"What then do you propose we should do, Mr. Baggins?" asked Thorin politely. 

"I have no idea at the moment - if you mean about removing the treasure. That obviously depends entirely on 

some new turn of luck and the getting rid of Smaug. 

Getting rid of dragons is not at all in my line, but I will do my best to think about it. Personally I have no hopes 

at all, and wish I was safe back at home." 

"Never mind that for the moment! What are we to do now, today?" 

"Well, if you really want my advice, I 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 meanwhile everyone ought to be well inside the tunnel 

by night. 
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"Now I will make you an offer. I have got my ring and will creep down this very noon - then if ever Smaug 

ought to be napping - and see what he is up to. Perhaps something will turn up. 'Every worm has his weak spot,' 

as my father used to say, though I am sure it was not from personal experience." 

Naturally the dwarves accepted the offer eagerly. Already they had come to respect little Bilbo. Now he had 

become the real leader in their adventure. He had begun to have ideas and plans of his own. When midday came 

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, more or less, what was in front of him. Had he known more about dragons and their wily ways, he 

might have teen more frightened and less 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 from the door, almost 

closed, soon faded as he went down. So silent was his going that smoke on a gentle wind could hardly have 

surpasses it, and he was inclined to feel a bit proud of himself as he drew near the lower door. There was only 

the very fainter glow to be seen. 

"Old Smaug is weary and asleep," he thought. "He can't, see me and he won't hear me. Cheer up Bilbo!" He had 

forgotten or had never heard about dragons' sense of smell. 

It is also an awkward fact that they keep half an eye open watching while they sleep, if they are suspicious. 

Smaug certainly looked fast asleep, almost dead and dark, with scarcely a snore more than a whiff of unseen 

steam, when Bilbo peeped once more 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 stepped back and blessed the luck of 

his ring. Then Smaug spoke. 

"Well, thief! I smell you and I feel your air. I hear your breath. Come along! 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 him to come nearer 

so easily he was disappointed. 
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"No thank you, O Smaug the. Tremendous!" he replied. "I did not come for presents. I only wished to have a 

look at you and see if you were truly as great as tales say. I did not believe them." 

"Do you now?" said the dragon somewhat flattered, even though he did not believe a word of it. 

"Truly songs and tales fall utterly short of the reality, O Smaug the Chiefest and Greatest of Calamities," replied 

Bilbo. 

You have nice manners for a thief and a liar," said the dragon. "You seem familiar with my name, but I don't 

seem to remember smelling you before. Who are you and where do you come from, may I ask?" 

"You may indeed! I come from under the hill, and under hills and over the hills my paths led. And through the 

air, I am he that walks unseen." 

"So I can well believe," said Smaug, "but that is hardly our usual name." 

"I am the clue-finder, the web-cutter, the stinging fly. I as chosen for the lucky number." 

"Lovely titles!" sneered the dragon. "But lucky numbers don't always come off." 

"I am he that buries his friends alive and drowns them and draws them alive again from the water. I came from 

the end of a bag, but no bag went over me." 

"These don't sound so creditable," scoffed Smaug. 

"I am the friend of bears and the guest of eagles. I am Ringwinner and Luckwearer; and I am Barrel-rider," went 

on Bilbo beginning to be pleased with his riddling. 

"That's better!" said Smaug. "But don't let your imagination run away with you!" 

This of course is the way to talk to dragons, if you don't want to reveal your proper name (which is wise), and 

don't want to infuriate them by a flat refusal (which is also very wise). No dragon can resist the fascination of 

riddling talk and of wasting time trying to understand it. There was a lot here which Smaug did not understand 

at all (though I 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 wicked inside. 

"I thought so last night," he smiled to himself. "Lake-men, some nasty scheme of those miserable tub-trading 

Lake-men, or I'm a lizard. I haven't been down that way for an age and an age; but I will soon alter that!" 
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"Very well, O Barrel-rider!" he said aloud. "Maybe Barrel was your pony's name; and maybe not, though it was 

fat enough. You may walk unseen, but you did not walk all the way. Let me tell you I ate six ponies last night 

and I shall catch and eat all the others before long. In return for the excellent meal I will give you one piece of 

advice for your good: don't have more to do with dwarves than you can help!" 

"Dwarves!" said Bilbo in pretended surprise. 

"Don't talk to me!" said Smaug. "I know the smell (and taste) of dwarf-no one better. Don't tell me that I can eat 

a dwarf-ridden pony and not know it! You'll come to a bad end, if you go with such friends. Thief Barrel-rider. I 

don't mind if you go back and tell them so from me." 

But he did not tell Bilbo that there was one smell he could not make out at all, hobbit-smell; it was quite outside 

his experience and puzzled him mightily. 

"I suppose you got a fair price for that cup last night?" he went on. "Come now, did you? Nothing at all! Well, 

that's just like them. And I suppose they are skulking outside, and your job is to do all the dangerous work and 

get what you can when I'm not looking-for them? And you will get a fair share? Don't you believe it! If you get 

off alive, you will be lucky." 

Bilbo was now beginning to feel really uncomfortable. Whenever Smaug's roving eye, seeking for him in the 

shadows, flashed across him, he trembled, and an unaccountable desire seized hold of him to rush out and 

reveal himself and tell all the truth to Smaug. In fact he was in grievous danger of coming under the dragon-

spell. But plucking up courage he spoke again. 

"You don't know everything, O Smaug the Mighty," said he. "Not gold alone brought us hither." 

"Ha! Ha! You admit the 'us'," laughed Smaug. "Why not say 'us fourteen' and be done with it. Mr. Lucky 

Number? I am pleased to hear that you had other business in these parts besides my gold. In that case you may, 

perhaps, not altogether waste your time. 

"I don't know if it has occurred to you that, even if you could steal the gold bit by bit-a matter of a hundred 

years or so - you could not get it very far? Not much use on the mountain-side? Not much use in the forest? 

Bless me! Had you never thought of the catch? A fourteenth share, I suppose, Or something like it, those were 
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the terms, eh? But what about delivery? What about cartage? What about armed guards and tolls?" And Smaug 

laughed aloud. He had a wicked and a wily heart, and he knew his guesses were not far out, though he suspected 

that the Lake-men were at the back of the plans, and that most of the plunder was meant to stop there in the 

town by the shore that in his young days had been called 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 Mountain and finding the entrance. He had never bothered to wonder how 

the treasure was to be removed, certainly never how any part of it that might 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 mind-had the dwarves forgotten this important point too, or were 

they laughing in their sleeves at him all the time? That is the effect that dragon-talk has on the inexperienced. 

Bilbo of course ought to have been on his guard; but Smaug had rather an overwhelming 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. We came over hill and under hill, by wave and win, for Revenge. Surely, O Smaug the 

unassessably wealthy, you must realize that your success has made you some bitter enemies?" 

Then Smaug really did laugh-a devastating sound which shook Bilbo to the floor, while far up in the tunnel the 

dwarves huddled together and imagined that the hobbit had come to a sudden and a nasty end. 

"Revenge!" he snorted, and the light of his eyes lit the the hall from floor to ceiling like scarlet lightning. 

"Revenge! The King under the Mountain is dead and where are hi kin that dare seek revenge? Girion Lord of 

Dale is dead, and I have eaten his people like a wolf among sheep, and where are his sons' sons that dare 

approach me? I kill where I wish and none dare resist. I laid low the warriors of old and their like is not in the 

world today. Then I was but young and tender. Now I am old and strong, strong strong. Thief in the Shadows!" 

he gloated. "My armour is like tenfold shields, my teeth are swords, my claws spears, the shock of my tail a 

thunderbolt, my wings a hurricane, and my breath death!" 

"I have always 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." 
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The dragon stopped short in his boasting. "Your information is antiquated," he snapped. "I am armoured above 

and below with iron scales and hard gems. No blade can pierce me." 

"I might have guessed it," said Bilbo. "Truly there can; nowhere be found the equal of Lord Smaug the 

Impenetrable. What magnificence to possess a waistcoat of fine diamonds!" 

"Yes, it is rare and wonderful, indeed," said Smaug absurdly pleased. He did not know that the hobbit had 

already caught a glimpse 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. "What do you say to that?" 

"Dazzlingly marvellous! Perfect! Flawless! Staggering!" exclaimed Bilbo aloud, but what he thought inside 

was: "Old fool! Why 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 Mr. Baggins' one idea was to get away. "Well, I really must not detain Your 

Magnificence any longer," he said, "or keep you from much needed rest. Ponies take some catching, I believe, 

after a long start. And so do burglars," he added as a parting shot, as he darted back and fled up the tunnel. 

It was an unfortunate remark, for the dragon spouted terrific flames after him, and fast though he sped up the 

slope, he had not gone nearly far enough to be comfortable before the ghastly head of Smaug was thrust against 

the opening behind. Luckily the whole head and jaws could not squeeze in, but the nostrils sent forth fire and 

vapour to pursue him, and he was nearly overcome, and stumbled blindly on in great pain and fear. He had been 

feeling rather pleased with the cleverness of his conversation with Smaug, but his mistake at the end shook him 

into better sense. 

"Never laugh at live dragons, Bilbo you fool!" he said to himself, and it became 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 came out again and stumbled 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 time before 

the hair on the back of his head and his heels grew properly again: it had all been singed and frizzled right down 
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to the skin. In the meanwhile his friends did their best to cheer him up; and they were eager for his story, 

especially wanting to know why the dragon had made such an awful noise, and how Bilbo had escaped. 

But the hobbit was worried and uncomfortable, 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 ill temper Bilbo was in: he picked up a stone and threw it at the thrush, which merely 

fluttered aside and came back. 

"Drat the bird!" said Bilbo crossly. "I believe he is listening, and I don't like the look of him." 

"Leave him alone!" said Thorin. "The thrushes are good and friendly-this is a very old bird indeed, and is 

maybe the last left of the ancient breed that used to live about here, tame to the hands of my father and 

grandfather. They were a long-lived and magical race, and this might even be one of those that were alive then, 

a couple of hundreds years or more ago. The Men of Dale used to have the trick of understanding their 

language, and used them for messengers to fly to the Men of the Lake and elsewhere." 

"Well, he'll have news to take to Lake-town all right, if that is what he is after," said Bilbo; "though I don't 

suppose there are any people left there that trouble with thrush-language." 

"Why what has happened?" cried the dwarves. "Do get on with your tale!" 

So Bilbo told them all he could remember, and he confessed that he had a nasty feeling that the dragon guessed 

too much from his riddles added to the camps and the ponies. "I am sure he knows we came from Lake-town 

and had help from there; and I have a horrible feeling that his next move may be in that direction. I wish to 

goodness I had never said that about Barrel-rider; it would make even a blind rabbit in these parts think of the 

Lake-men." 

"Well, well! It cannot be helped, and it is difficult not to slip in talking to a dragon, or so I have always heard," 

said Balin anxious to comfort him. "I think you did very well, if you ask me-you found out one very useful 

thing at any rate, and got home alive, and that is more than most can say who have had words with the likes of 

Smaug. It may be a mercy and a blessing yet to know of the bare patch in the old Worm's diamond waistcoat." 
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That turned the conversation, and they all began discussing dragon-slayings historical, dubious, and mythical, 

and the various sorts of stabs and jabs and undercuts, and the different arts, devices and stratagems by which 

they had been accomplished. The general opinion was that catching a dragon napping was not as easy as it 

sounded, and the attempt to stick one or prod one asleep was more likely to end in disaster than a bold frontal 

attack. All the while they talked the thrush listened, till at last when the stars began to peep forth, it silently 

spread its wings and flew away. And all the while they talked and the shadows lengthened Bilbo became more 

and more unhappy and his foreboding 

At last he interrupted them. "I am sure we are very unsafe here," he said, "and I don't see the point of sitting 

here. The dragon has withered all the pleasant green, and anyway the night has come and it is cold. But I feel it 

in my bones that this place will be attacked again. Smaug knows now how I came down to his hall, and you can 

trust him to guess where the other end of the tunnel is. He will break all this side of the Mountain 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 gloomy, Mr. Baggins!" said Thorin. "Why has not Smaug blocked the lower end, then, if he is so 

eager to keep us out? He has not, or we should have heard him." 

"I don't know, I don't know-because at first he wanted to try and lure me in again, I suppose, and now perhaps 

because he is waiting till after tonight's hunt, or because he does not want to damage his bedroom if he can help 

it - but I wish you would not argue. Smaug will be coming out at any minute now, and our only hope is to get 

well in the tunnel and shut the door." 

He seemed so much in earnest that the dwarves at last did as he said, though they delayed shutting the door-it 

seemed a desperate plan, for no one knew whether or how they could get it open again from the inside, and the 

thought of being shut in a place from which the only way out led through the dragon's lair was not one they 

liked. Also everything seemed quite quiet, both outside and down the tunnel. So for a longish while they sat 

inside not far down from the half-open door and went on talking. The talk turned to the dragon's wicked words 

about the dwarves. Bilbo wished he had never heard them, or at least that he could feel quite certain that the 
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dwarves now were absolutely honest when they declared that they had never thought at all about what would 

happen after the treasure had been won. 

"We knew it would be a desperate venture," said Thorin, "and we know that still; and I still think that when we 

have won it will be time enough to think what to do about it. As for your share, Mr. Baggins, I assure you we 

are more than grateful and you shall choose you own fourteenth, as soon as we have anything to divide, am 

sorry if you are worried about transport, and I admit the difficulties are great-the lands have not become less 

wild 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 time comes. Believe me or not as you like!" 

From that the talk turned to the great hoard itself and to the things that Thorin and Balin remembered. They 

wondered if they were still lying there .unharmed in the hall below: the spears that were made for the armies 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 made for warriors long dead; the great golden 

cup of Thror, two-handed, hammered and carven with birds and flowers whose eyes and petals were of jewels; 

coats of mail gilded and silvered and impenetrable; the necklace of Girion, Lord of Dale, made of five hundred 

emeralds green as grass, which he gave for the arming of his eldest son in a coat of dwarf-linked rings the like 

of which had never been made 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 Mountain, the 

Heart of the Mountain, the Arkenstone of Thrain. 

"The Arkenstone! The Arkenstone!" murmured Thorin in the dark, half dreaming with his chin upon his knees. 

"It was like a globe with a thousand facets; it shone like silver in the firelight, like water in the sun, like snow 

under the stars, like rain upon the Moon!" 

But the enchanted desire of the hoard had fallen from Bilbo. All 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 murmurs of the dwarves, for any whisper of a movement from far below. 
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Darkness grew deeper and he grew ever more uneasy. "Shut the door!" he begged them. "I fear that dragon in 

my marrow. I like this silence far less than the uproar of last night. Shut the door before it is too late!" 

Something in his voice gave the dwarves an uncomfortable feeling. Slowly Thorin shook off his dreams 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 left on the inside. They were shut in the Mountain! 

And not a moment too soon. They had hardly gone any distance down the tunnel when a blow smote the side of 

the Mountain like the crash of battering-rams made of forest oaks and swung by giants. The rock boomed, the 

walls cracked and stones fell from the roof on their heads. What would have happened if the door had still been 

open I 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 rumble of Smaug's fury. He was breaking rocks to pieces, smashing wall and cliff with 

the lashings of his huge tail, till their little lofty camping ground, the scorched grass, the thrush's stone, the 

snail-covered walls, the narrow ledge, and all disappeared in a jumble of smithereens, and an avalanche of 

splintered stones fell over the cliff into the valley below. 

Smaug had left his lair in silent stealth, quietly soared into the air, and then floated heavy and slow in the dark 

like a monstrous crow, down the wind towards the west of the Mountain, in the hopes of catching unawares 

something or somebody there, and of spying the outlet to the passage which the thief had used. This was the 

outburst of his wrath when he could find nobody and see nothing, even where he guessed the outlet must 

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 from that direction. In-the meanwhile he had further vengeance to take. "Barrel-rider!" he snorted. "Your 

fee came from the waterside and up the water you came with out a doubt. I don't know your smell, but if you are 

not one of those men of the Lake, you had their help. They shall see me and remember who is the real King 

under the Mountain!" 

He rose in fire and went away south towards the Running River. 

 


