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Additional **characters by created by Ellen Dudley.


 


Gaug ** son of Smaug.


Sam Gamgee’s son, Young Frodo and his wife Elandor, and their son Young Sam. **


Sam’s daughter, Elanor and her husband Drumlin.**


Peregrine Took, alias Pippin, his son Tombalon his wife Daisy and their son Berginol.**


Meriadoc Brandybuck, alias Merry, his son Cariadoc and his wife Annabelle.**


Gimli’s sons, Grumli, Bolin, and Dalin.**


Erwinlas, Gerolas, and Goswinlas,** sons of Legolas, and his daughter, Oberlin.**


Glenroe, Bard’s great nephew, half-elf.


Sherolan, half-elf, captain of the ship Valgress and her sister Endora.**


Glendor and Gibrail, eagles of the south.* *


Prince Deowyn, his brother Geldor, and their sister Emyon, of Rohan.**


Goldwing of the northern eagles with Strongclaw, an elder.**


The goblins are from Moria, they now live in the Witch-realm of Angar beneath Mount Grundabad where the Black Witch Siggar resides with the goblin King Braggar and the Orc leader Orgil** with his surviving band of orcs from Mordor.




Part one.


Gaug.


Now we all know about Smaug and Bilbo’s treasure, and about the ring wars, but what nobody knew, apart from Smaug himself, Smaug had a mate, and after his death and having no wings to search for another male, which would have been useless anyway, as Smaug was the last male dragon in Middle Earth, she withered away.


His mate pined away inside a huge cave beneath the Lonely Mountain, but not before laying a single egg that took the usual hundred odd years to hatch out, mainly because the egg contained a male dragon.


After hatching out, this dragon, (whom we shall name Gaug, for a reason we will discover later,) out of instinct naturally, took to feeding on fish - a dragon’s staple diet - from the underground river under the Lonely Mountain. He found at an early age that instead of pouncing onto the fish in the shallows, he could catch them underwater, as he discovered he could swim almost as fast as an Otter - after accidentally falling into the river that is.


As he grew, he learned to fly - also by accident. One night he took to wandering along the tunnels of the Lonely Mountain and he came to an opening to what he thought was an immense cave, but he had found a way out of the mountain and finished up on a broad ledge. As he strolled along, exploring, he exercised his lungs with a lonely sounding roar that went so, ‘Gauuuuuug!’ On this very dark and moonless night, he lost his footing and slipped off the edge, and then he practically sailed down the mountain side as his wings opened automatically to the rush of air. Then his dragon instincts took over and saved him from certain death, as his huge wings flapped and lifted him up and up and up, and on this very night he ventured out and flew and flew until the sun rose, which was for him a wonderful surprise for he knew only night and not day.


After marvelling at this giver of warmth and light, he discovered his new world and searched for food, as he was feeling slightly peckish.


 Now Gaug, like all dragons, had yellow eyes and his eyesight was as sharp as an eagle’s, and his eyes turned bright red when he was angry, and that was when he breathed fire. Now the fire was fuelled by fat stored in a pouch between his great lungs, this fat was gathered from the fish he ate and he loved fish, especially roasted on a spit (as you will find out later). The fire came out of his nostrils, for he roared when he breathed fire, (after he first learned how,) to show his displeasure and he could not do that if he breathed fire from his mouth.


 He loved flying, his wings were enormous, three times his body size, made of light but tough leathery skin, one beat could carry him hundreds of metres through the air, even in a very strong head wind, and he loved to glide and view the land below. He had four limbs, the front ones were like arms and had hands, but with three fingers and one thumb, his rear limbs were leg-like with enormous webbed feet, used for running and for swimming, as was his long crocodile shaped tail. Each of his fourteen digits had a razor sharp claw, retractable like a cat’s and his skin, or hide, was thick and brown and hard as leather on his underside, whereas his back, limbs, head, and tail were covered in thick smooth dark green scales as hard as Mythril. His ears were broad and he would flatten them when he swam or flew at great speed, and if he wanted to he could listen to a Lark’s song over a kilometre away.


 


Gaug meets the Eagles.


Goldwing spotted a strange flying shape approaching from the north. He called out to his brothers and sisters, and one of the elders who flew with him to observe the newcomer. The elder, Strongclaw said. “Upon my word, it is a dragon, so that was the noise we heard, a young dragon, quite small, but a dragon nevertheless. Be careful Goldwing, these dragons breathe fire.” 


As Gaug spied the river so he saw the eagles as they approached him, they circled around him and well away from him as he hovered, his huge wings causing a small tornado. He asked politely in the common animal tongue. “What are you?”


Goldwing answered politely, despite having to use all his strength and agility to stay in position in the tremendous gale that Gaug was causing, taking a liking at once to this strange green-scaled, four-legged winged creature, for although Eagles were fierce in battle and feared nothing they considered all other creatures their equal and treated them fairly. He said. “We are Eagles.” He swooped full circle, mainly to gain respite, and returned to the same position and asked. “Tell me Dragon of the air, are you lost, have you no kin, are you alone?”


Gaug thought to himself, “Dragon! I am a dragon!”  Pleased at discovering his animal identity he said. “Well, Eagle of the air, I have no-one, no kin that I know of, and I am not lost, I am in search of food.”


Goldwing became wary, remembering the warning about the fire. He enquired politely. “Are you hunting, what is it you hunt, what is your name?”


Gaug told him. “I hunt the creatures in the water, it is a natural thing for me, and I see no harm in it as the creatures do not speak to me and I have no name for I had no one to name me.”


Goldwing said, highly surprised, “A fish-eating dragon, a dragon of the old kind.” He smiled as eagles do and said. “If you have no name I will call you Gaug after your roar.” Then he said. “Come with us, Gaug, we can hunt fish together.”


Gaug was delighted at having a name and he swooped down and hovered above the water, its great wings beating as he moved forward, to the left, then to the right, causing large waves along the river, and then lunged with his long neck, snapping a large trout that had ventured to near the surface, obviously to see who or what was causing the commotion.


As he chewed on this delicious morsel, Gaug watched in amazement as the Eagle and his friends flew across the water’s surface and plucked with ease fish after fish from the water. Goldwing came to him and said. “You are surprised, why don’t you try it, it’s much easier than hovering, you frighten most of the fish away like that anyway. Just follow me.”


He followed the mighty Eagle and matching his speed he flew alongside him and after watching him catch several huge fish, one in each massive talon, he tried it himself and after several near misses, he eventually mastered the technique.


 


Friends depart.


As he flew and ate with the eagles, he grew quite quickly. At the start, he was twice the size of an eagle, then he grew and grew, after a while, as his appetite grew with him, he grew to such a size that the eagles were in comparison to him as a sparrow was to a Peregrine Falcon.


The days and the months passed and winter came, and one day Gaug found the fish in the river were slowly becoming scarce. He asked Goldwing why this was so, Goldwing told him. “Because you eat more than ten times the amount of fish in a day than each of us devour in one moon cycle.” He paused and looked at Gaug’s size, which had expanded out of proportion since they first met and then he said. “You have grown and are still growing, and your appetite grows with you.”


Gaug felt guilty and wondered what he should do, he was always hungry, and he compared his reflection in the river with that of Goldwing and saw how tiny his friend had become in comparison to him and he then realized his friend was telling the truth about his appetite.


Goldwing told him sadly. “We are off to the great river to try our luck there, we will have to journey south soon when this river turn to stone and we will build our eyries anew, but you must search elsewhere my friend Gaug, to avoid any conflict. We must part now, but let us part as friends as my clan wishes you well. Come and visit us here in the north after the ground is green once more, and the river full with fish.”


The two fiends parted and Gaug was alone once again.


 


Gaug discovers the men of the Long Lake.


Saddened by the sudden loss of his newfound friends Gaug flew along the Running River and searched for other places to hunt.


One day, ravenously hungry, he journeyed further south and came upon a great lake abound with fish. There he saw upon the water his first human, a man, or should I say men, for there were hundreds of them on that day, fishing from their large boats with their nets, preparing for winter when the lake would eventually freeze over.


The men remembered the story of Smaug, the fire-breathing dragon, and the destruction of their city on the lake and were afraid; they sprang into the water, swam to safety to the shore where some hid in their houses of stone, built between Mirkwood Forest and the lakeshore.


Now, Gaug, as the young dragon was also later named by the lake dwellers, from the sound of his voice when he roared either with pleasure or, and mainly, in loneliness, espied the fishing boats floating on the lake, each one filled to overflowing with fish. Without hesitation, he hovered above one and devoured the fish therein greedily, for so great was his hunger. The lake people watched from their houses, the men shivering more in fear than from the cold as Gaug rose up after eating his fill from the boat and those still on the shore ran for their lives as Gaug flew in their direction. He flew above the scurrying creatures that smelled of fish and something else, and followed them until they disappeared one by one inside their mounds of stone that covered the ground as far as the forest edge.


Unknown to the humans, Gaug was purely a fish-eating dragon just like all the ancient dragons before him (except for Smaug who was an evil sort,) and as Gaug had never known anger he had never breathed fire, but he, like any other large flesh-eating animal, who because of his size, knew no fear, especially of creatures smaller than himself. He was just plain curious, all he wanted to do was to thank them for the fish, and then he slowly realized he may have done something wrong, so after a while he ceased flying above the dwellings and returned to fishing on the lake, ignoring the fish in the wallowing boats.


 


Glenroe confronts the fish-eating Dragon.


As the day went by, the men, having returned to the lake to gather their fishing boats were amazed to see the dragon fishing as the eagles do. Gathering courage, one man, named Glenroe, after returning from inspecting the guard at the Anduin bridge on the other side of the great forest, ventured out alone, well away from where Gaug fished and cast one of his nets, a small one that is. Gaug paid him no mind as he hauled in his catch and following the first man’s example, the others boarded their boats rowed out and cast their nets once more. Gaug, out of curiosity watched the men as they gathered the fish in their nets and he would fly low over them but did not harm or threaten any one of them. Then one day, for some unknown reason, the fish became scarce.


Gaug, at first was puzzled and he reckoned these two-legged wingless creatures were taking all the fish for themselves, not realizing it could be the other way round as the humans were thinking.


Gaug grew slightly angry, he thought these creatures were selfish, so he flew down to one of the larger boats, which was large enough to carry ten men and a large catch of fish, but not one full-grown dragon with a mouth so big it could swallow a carthorse with ease, (if Gaug was so inclined, which he never was,). Therefore, when Gaug landed on the side of the boat in order to take what he considered his share of the fish, the boat almost capsized. The men on board in great panic leaped into the water and swam for the shore and the other fishermen, in the other boats set sail and headed back to the long wooden quay that extended out onto the lake, leaving a puzzled Gaug to devour the fish.


Alderon, the eldest of the elders, after listening to the complaints from his fellow lake dwellers, called upon Glenroe as he was repairing his nets. He came hobbling to him and pointed out to the lake, he called his name and told him straight out. “Glenroe of the Elvenbow, the people of the lake demand that you slay the dragon, just as your Great uncle Bard killed Smaug a long time ago, they see it as your duty and would be grateful if you would carry out this dangerous task.” He added. “Today, er, now, er, please.”


Glenroe, a quiet-spoken man, though big and heavy muscled, was a man of peace. He stood up, looked out to where Gaug was eating peacefully, and said.  “It seems a strange thing to me that the dragon prefers fish to humans or even any other flesh, for I have never seen him hunting in the hills or on the plains.”


The elder persisted. “He is eating fish that I admit, and the fish are now running scarce and winter approaches. I fear this dragon, like Smaug, will turn to devouring man-flesh one day, then we will all perish, for we cannot hide forever in our houses of stone, so I ask you once more to take your bow and kill this monster.”


Glenroe laid down the net he was repairing together with his wooden needle and said. “I will fetch my bow and do as you wish, Alderon the Elder.”


With his mighty bow, left to him by his Elvin father Glenadar, that only he could span, for it was made by the Elves and more powerful than the longbows used by the men from the lake, Glenroe set off across the water to the boat on whose side Gaug was perched.


Gaug saw him approaching but paid him no mind. Glenroe stopped his boat, took his bow, stood up and bracing himself, notched an arrow and aimed at Gaug, waiting for him to expose his chest. His chance came as Gaug looked up and gazed straight at him, chewing contentedly, and Glenroe swore the dragon was smiling. Glenroe’s hand holding the arrow quivered with tension, and as he watched, the smile vanished, replaced by one of fear, and then sadness.


Glenroe felt neither fear not pity as he lowered his bow and returned the arrow to its quiver, he had never seen such sadness and never before in an animal, especially a fire-breathing, flesh-eating Dragon.


Gaug looked into Glenroe’s eyes and saw compassion, he realized he had done these creatures a great wrong and he rose up, beat his mighty wings, and ascended into the clouds, seen by the lake fishermen no more. Well, that was not until...


 


A shadow passes.


Hobbits, as is well known, love to eat, and no hobbit could ever resist the smell of fish whether, roasted, grilled, fried, steamed, broiled, baked, sun-dried, pickled, or salted. 


Cariadoc Brandybuck, Merry’s son, Tombalin Took, Pippin’s son and Young Frodo, Sam Gamgee’s son, were no exception and one day they took some well deserved, in their eyes, time off work, as the pipe weed harvesting time was yet to come and all the necessary work, caring for the growing shoots had long since taken place.


So the three of them set out to do some fishing and enjoy a good dose of relaxation while making sure they had plenty of pipe weed and beer for that purpose.


Now young Frodo, just like his father Sam Gamgee, was more of a gardener than an angler, so while his two friends set about catching the fish he sat back as usual and dreamed of ways to cook them and in his mind, he ticked off a list of the herbs he would pick from his garden.


 “I’ve got one,” shouted Tombo Took, as his friends called him, and he jumped up, his long dark hair falling in his eyes as it usually did. “It’s a big’un too.”


The others watched as he heaved back on his line, Young Frodo said. “Easy now, or you’ll lose him.”


Tombo scoffed. “Ha, anybody would think I’d never caught a fish before to hear you, why I’ve caught fish the size of….”


Blond, curly-haired Cariadoc or Carrie to all who knew him, thought. “Just like his dad, babble, babble, babble-.” 


His breath caught as Tombo trotted involuntarily the length of the boat as his catch gave one desperate lurch to escape his potential captor. “Watch out!” Tombo cried as his hand closed around Carrie’s waistcoat and pulled him along. Young Frodo had the presence of mind to grab Carrie around the middle and Tombo by his foot and all three finished lying in one big heap in the stern.


As they disentangled themselves, a huge shadow passed overhead, blotting out the sun causing Carrie to glance upwards. Young Frodo, possessing more muscle than the other two put together, took the rod and played the fish pulling back and forth. Carrie said, as he watched the sky carefully. “Did you see that shadow, was that an eagle?”


 Tombo sat up rubbing his knee. “What, where, I didn’t see any eagle.” He gave a great gasp as a fish, almost half his size landed flapping and jumping around in the boat beside him then he pounced on it together with Carrie.


 Young Frodo said casually, holding on to the rod. “That wasn’t an eagle, it was too big.”


 Carrie asked him as he retracted the fishhook carefully. “What was it then, I only saw the silhouette, and then the sun blinded me?”


 Young Frodo shrugged and said. “A cloud, it was a cloud you saw.”


 Carrie looked up at him and then at the sky and said. “Then it must be very windy up there in the sky cos’ I can’t see no clouds.”


 Tombo asked him. “How big was it then?”


 Carrie said, spreading his arms as anglers do. “Big.”


 Tombo persisted as he held the flapping fish still, “How big?”


 Carrie thought for a second and then said, “Why, as big as a dragon.”


 The three exchanged worried glances for a few seconds and then they laughed as one, and young Frodo said afterwards. “It was a cloud, nothing more.”


 Carrie said, under his breath. “Yes, and a bloomin’ fast one at that,” and searched the surrounding horizon thoughtfully as the other two examined their prize.


 


Gaug meets the Goblins.


After fishing along the coast, longing for sweet water fish, Gaug flew north as soon as the weather grew warm. He gave the lake a wide berth and the place where he met the Eagles and flew on over a large stream where he saw several creatures, smaller than the ones from the lake struggling in a small boat.


He flew on until he came to a great river, he swooped down and saw below the surface, hundreds of fish, and he set about catching them.


 Later with his belly full, gliding like the white birds from the sea, he hovered in the sky. His eyesight was as good as any eagle’s was and he observed the flowing river way below him.


 He spied a group of small creatures, but he could not see their faces as they wore dark hoods, which covered their faces, he watched as they cast nets out into the stream, he saw one creature floating in the water, drifting downstream away from the others. This lone figure started splashing and squealing; he heard mournful cries from the others as they spotted the one in the water. Gaug descended, curious. He swooped and hovered over the creature, dark skinned, eyes screwed shut as it squealed in panic. Gaug picked it up bodily, as he decided it did not belong in the water and flew off to the riverbank, there he set the creature down and it promptly curled up in a ball, covering its face with its hands, mewing like a frightened cat.
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