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

'Well, now we're off
at last!' said Frodo. The riding figure sat

quite still with its head
bowed, as it listening

A fox passing through the wood on business of his own
stopped several minutes and sniffed. 'Hobbits!' he thought.
'Three of them! There's something mighty queer behind
 this.' He was quite right, but he never found out any
 more about it.

These are high elves! They spoke
the name of Elbereth!' said Frodo
in amazement. 'This is indeed strange
chance!'

The waggon seemed slower than a snail to Frodo.
Beside him Pippin was nodding towards sleep; but
Sam was staring forwards into the rising fog

You have leave to walk over my land if you have a mind,
Mr Peregrin. And you, Mr Baggins, - though I daresay
you still like mushrooms.'

'You are not a very easy nut to crack,
and Gandalf is worse. But if you want
to be introduced to our chief investigator,
I can produce him. Step forward Sam!'
said Merry.

It had walls of
brick at the sides,
which rose steadily,
until suddenly they
arched over and
formed a tunnel
that dived deep
under the Hedge.
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They had lost all clear sense of direction, thought they knew well enough
that they were being headed off, and were simply following a course chosen for them,
into the heart of the forest and not out of it.

Merry and Pippin dragged
 themselves forward and
lay down with their backs
to the the willow-trunk.
Behind them the great cracks
gaped wide to receive them
as the tree swayed and creaked.

There my pretty lady is,
River-woman's daughter,
slender as a willow wand,
clearer than the water.

Old Tom Bombadil is a merry fellow
Bright Blue his jacket is, as his boots are yellow.

They reached the entrance to the ferry lane at last.
It was marked by two tall white posts that suddenly
loomed up on their right

Before long the wood came to a sudden end. Wide grass-lands
stretched before them. They now saw that they had, in fact, turned
too much to the south. Away over the flats they could glimpse the low hill
of Buckleberry across the river.

For a short way they followed the lane westwards. Then leaving it they turned left
and took quietly to the fields again. they went in single file along hedgerows and the
borders of coppices, and night fell dark about them.

And with that song the hobbits stood upon
the threshold, and a golden light was all about them.

Tom spun the Ring in the air - and it vanished
with a flash. Frodo gave a cry - and tom leaned
forward and handed it back to him with a
smile.

There was no tree nor any visible water: it was a country of
grass and short springy turf, silent except for the whisper of
the air over the edges of the land, and high lonely cries of strange
birds.

He was in a barrow. A Barrow-wight had taken him,
and he was probably under the dreadful spells about
which whispered tales spoke.

Old knives are long enough as swords for
hobbit-people. Sharp blades are good to have, if
Shire folk go walking, east and south, or far
away into dark and danger.

Before them rose bree-hill barring the way, a dark mass against the misty stars;
and under its western flank nestled a large village. Towards it they now
hurried desiring only to find fire, and a door between them and the night.

The Inn of Bree was still there and
the inkeeper was an important person.
His house was a meeting place for
the idle, talking and inquisitive among
 the inhabitants, large and small,
and a resort for rangers and other
wanderers (mostly dwarves) as still
journeyed on the east Road.

After the road had run down some way, and had left Bree-Hill standing tall
and brown behind, they came on a narrow track that led off towards teh North.
'Not a "short cut", I hope,' said Pippin. 'Our last short cut nearly ended in disaster.'
'Ah, but you had not got me with you then,' laughed Strider.

Strider guided them confidently among  the many crossing paths. He was
taking a wandering course with many turns and doublings, to put off any
pursuit.

Neek!

What do they live on when
they can't get hobbit?

'Fire is our Friend in the wilderness' said Strider.
'Maybe', muttered Sam. 'It is also as
good a way of saying "here we are" as I can
think of, bar shouting.'

His hair was long and gleaming and on his
helm was a crown. In one hand he held a long
sword, and in the other a knife, which glowed
with a pale light.

They could all see black specks, something
told them that there, far below, were Black
Riders assembling on the road.

The hills drew nearer. They made an undulating ridge, often rising almost to a thousand feet,
and here and there falling again to low clefts or passes leading into the eastern land beyond.

Suddenly he saw, towering ominous before him
and leaning slightly towards one another like
the pillars of a headless door, two huge standing stones.
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