
light.blazed withtor chestrees liketheing spread,it flamwas red,the fire

night,

gold.

thein

teden chan

ingwas moan

pale

windthe

seek ourto

old.vernsand cadeepdun geonsto

heights,the

of day,

onroar ing

ere breakway,

wereThe pines

aWe must

cold,tainsty mounmisver theFar o

 













44

















    

    





  

  

 



 



    

 
 

 

  

  
 

25

Howard Shore

17

The Hobbit
Misty Mountains

9


