The Fellowship of the Ring  by J.R.R.Tolkien
Script by Karen Newcomb

Scene 1 - The Ivy Bush Inn

Gaffer-       A very nice well-spoken gentlehobbit is Mr. Bilbo, as I’ve 

                    always said.

Sandyman-But what about this Frodo that lives with him…Baggins by 

                     name but he’s more than ½ a Brandybuck- those queer folk 

                     that live on the wrong side of the Brandywine River, right 

                     agin the Old Forest – dark bad place if ½ the tales be true! 

Gaffer-         They do fool about with boats on the Big River – isn’t 

                      natural – small wonder Mr. Drogo Baggins was drownded.

Proudfoot-  Drownded???

Gaffer-          Well, so they say. He and his wife Primula Brandybuck

                       Baggins went out boating on the Brandywine and were

                       drownded…and poor Frodo a child and all.

Old Noakes-  I’ve heard they went on the water after dinner in the

                       moonlight and it was Drogo’s weight sunk the
                       boat.(laughter)
Sandyman- And I  heard she pushed him in and he pulled her after him. 
Gaffer-          You shouldn’t listen to all you hear, Sandyman.  There

                      isn’t no call to go talking of pushing or pulling.  Boats are

                      quite tricky enough for those that sit still without looking 

                      further for the cause of trouble. Anyway: there was this 

                      Mr. Frodo left an orphan and stranded among the

                      Brandybucks. Mr. Bilbo never did a kinder deed than

                      when he brought the lad back to live among decent folk.
                      Reckon it was a nasty knock for those Sackville-Baggins.

                      They thought they would get Bag End that time Bilbo went

                      off and was thought to be dead and then he comes back 

                      and orders them off The Hill and goes on living and never

                      looking a day older, Bless him.

Proudfoot-  Then Bilbo produces an heir in Frodo…and all the top of

                       the hill’s full of tunnels packed with chests of gold and 

                       silver and jools, what I’ve heard.

Gaffer-          You’ve heard more than I can speak to.  I know nothing of 

                       jools.  Mr. Bilbo is free enough with his money, but I know 

                       of no tunnel making and I’ve been his gardener since he 

                       got back from “there”.  He rides up with a pony and some 

                       mighty big bags and a couple of chests.  I don’t doubt 

                       they were full of treasure from foreign parts, where there 

                       be mountains of gold, they say, but there wasn’t enough 

                       to fill tunnels.  My son Samwise will know more about 

                       that.  He’s in and out of Bag End…crazy about stories of 

                       the old days, he is and he listens to all Mr. Bilbo’s tales.

Sandyman-   Ah, but Baggins likely enough been adding to what he 

                       brought at first.  He’s often away from home.  And look at

                       the outlandish folk that visit him-dwarves coming at night, 

                       and that old wandering conjuror Gandalf and all.  You 

                       can say what you like, Gaffer, but Bag End’s a queer 

                       place and its folk are queerer.

Gaffer-           You can say what you like about what you know no more 

                       about than you do of boating, Mr. Sandyman.  We could

                       use more like Mr. Bilbo in these parts.  They do things 

                       proper at Bag End.  Our Sam says everyone’s going to be 
                       invited to Mr. Bilbo’s Eleventy-One Birthday Party 

                       Sept. 22, which is also Frodo’s 33rd, his coming of Age!
                       There’s going to be presents, mark you, presents for ALL!
Proudfoot-  I’ll drink to that! ( Hear, hear!)
Narrator -    Sure enough, that week an odd looking wagon laden
                     with packages rolled into Hobbiton and toiled up the Hill 
                     to Bag End.  The next day tents  and poles started 

                     sprouting up all over the hillside.  A specially large 

                     pavilion was set up, so big that the tree that grew in the

                     field was right inside it by the head table.  Lanterns were

                     hung on the branches.  Finally a cart driven by an old man 

                     with a pointed blue hat, long beard and longer cloak came

                     winding through town with great bundles of fireworks 

                     labeled with the elf rune     Gandalf’s mark.  His fame in the 
                     Shire was due mainly to his skill with fire, smoke and 
                     lights.  His real business was far more difficult and 
                    dangerous, but the Shire folk knew nothing about it.

Scene 2 – Number 3  Bagshot Row

Gandalf-    How bright your garden looks, Bilbo!

Bilbo-         Yes, I’m fond of it and all, the dear old Shire, but I think I 

                    need a holiday.

Gandalf-     Then you mean to go on with your plan?

Bilbo-        I do. I made up my mind months ago and haven’t changed it.

Gandalf-    Very well – Then stick to your whole plan and I hope it will 

                    turn out for the best for you and for all of us.
Bilbo-         I hope so, I mean to enjoy myself and have my little joke.

Gandalf-    Who will laugh, I wonder?

Bilbo-         We shall see.  It’s time for our elevensey meal, I’ll go greet 

                    the guests. 
(goes to the gate to greet the guests)
Rosie-  Happy Birthday, Mr. Bilbo!

Bilbo-  A present for you, Miss Rosie and some presents for all your

             little brothers and sisters,too.

Rosie- Why thank you kindly Mr. Bilbo.  Would you know if Master 

             Samwise has arrived?
Bilbo-  I think he’s with Frodo around here somewhere.  Down by the

             Fireworks tent, maybe.  Good hunting…(winks).
Bolger- Hey look, a dwarf-made magic dragon!  Thanks Mr. Bilbo, 

              Happy Birthday!
Bilbo-    Just wait til you see Wizard-made fireworks after tea, and
              before supper…. Squibs, crackers, backarappers, torches,

              dwarf candles, elf-fountains, goblin barkers and thunderclaps!
              All superb – the art of Gandalf improves with age.

Milo-    I can’t wait, but if you please, my present now.

Bilbo-  Certainly, young Burrows.  Ah here comes Meriadoc 

             Brandybuck and Peregrin Took.  Now lads, slow down, Gandalf 
             hasn’t even started yet!  

Merry- Maybe he needs some help lighting all those wonders!

Pippin- We shall offer him a hand…(runs off)

Bilbo-  Don’t go getting mixed up in the business of your betters, or 

             you’ll land in trouble too big for you, I say!  Hmm, that sounds

             familiar.  I think I heard my gardener, the Gaffer, say that to his 

             son, Sam just the other day?  Hmmm…
**Firework dancers and chanters with streamer batons & light show: 
   Rockets like a flight of scintillating birds singing with sweet voices

   Green trees with trunks of dark smoke, leaves opening 

         like spring unfolding in one moment,
         shining branches dropping glowing flowers 
         disappearing with sweet scent 
         just before touching upturned astonished faces

   Fountains of butterflies

   Colorful fires becoming eagles

    Phalanx of flying swans

    Red thunderstorm showering yellow rain

    Forest of silver spears springing into the air like an army

         falling into the lake with the hiss of a hundred snakes

One last surprise:

   Mountain of smoke in the distance, glowing at the summit,

     spouting green and scarlet flames,

     birthing a red-golden dragon with jaws of fire,

     eyes glaring, roaring, whizzing three times over the crowd. 

     Passing like a train, turning a somersault and exploding!

Bilbo-   That is the signal for supper and a Speech!  (all sit)

               My dear people,

All-       Hear, hear, hear!

Bilbo-   My dear Bagginses, Boffins, Tooks, Brandybucks, Grubbs, 

              Chubbs, Burrowses Hornblowers, Bogers, 

              Bracegirdles,Goodbodies, Brockhouses and Proudfoots.
Proudfoot- Proudfeet!!!   HA

Bilbo-   Proudfoots, Also my good Sackville-Bagginses that I welcome

              back at last to Bag End.  Today is my one hundred and

              eleventh birthday: I am eleventy-one today!

All -      HOORAY!  Many happy returns!

Bilbo- I shall not keep you long.  I have called you all together for a 

            Purpose.  Indeed, for 3 purposes!  First of all, to tell you that I 

            am immensely fond of you all, and that eleventy-one years is 

            too short a time to live among such excellent and admirable 

            hobbits. (clapping and YEA)  I don’t know half of you half as 

            well as I should like and I like less than half of you half as well 

            as you deserve. (scattered clapping and murmurings)

            Secondly, to celebrate my birthday- OUR birthday.  For it is, of 

            course, also the birthday of my heir and nephew, Frodo.  He 

            comes of age and into his inheritance today.   (Shouts of Frodo,
            Jolly old Frodo)  Together we score one hundred and forty-four.  

           Your numbers were chosen to fit this remarkable total.  One 

           Gross, if I may use the expression. 

Burrows- “One gross indeed, vulgar expression” 
 Bilbo-Thirdly, I wish to make an announcement. I regret to announce 

            that- though as I said, eleventy-one years is far too short a time 

            to spend among you- this is the END.  I am going. 
            I am leaving now. GOOD-BYE!  

 (Steps down, disappears – lights flicker (strobe)

All shocked –‘He’s gone”   “Always said he was mad”  “Absurd”

Rory Brandybuck- There’s something fishy in this, my dear Esmerelda.

                                  I believe that mad Baggins is off again.  Silly old 

                                  fool.   But why worry?  He hasn’t taken the vittles 

                                  with him.   Another round Frodo….  
Scene 3 – Inside Bilbo’s Hobbit Hole

 Bilbo places Sting in scabbard on his belt, a leather bound manuscript in a duffle bag, and envelope on the mantle. Gandalf enters.

Bilbo-  Hullo, wondered when you’d turn up.

Gandalf- Well I’m glad to find you visible. 

Bilbo- That flash was surprising-A little addition of your own I 

             suppose.

Gandalf- Yes, well you’ve wisely kept that ring secret all these years.  I 

                thought I could distract the crowd.

Bilbo-Well you spoiled my joke, you are an interfering old busybody, 
            but I expect you know best.

Gandalf- Well, what now?

