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Milo and Camellia walked along hand in hand as they silently gazed at the rows of bright wildflowers that lined the rocky path. The sun shone high above the treetops, warming their faces as its gentle rays glowed upon their skin. Stopping for a moment, Milo reached down to pick a large daisy and then held it up to Camellia. But as she reached out to take it, he pulled it away quickly and shook his head no. Then smiling playfully, he touched his lips with his index finger and then pointed at the flower. With a soft giggle, Camellia leaned in to kiss Milo...

"Wargy, wait for me!" yelled Balrog loudly from under Camellia's window. Suddenly awakened from her sleep, the hobbit lass sprung up from her pillow with her eyes wide and anxiously glanced around the room, trying to determine what woke her from such a wonderful dream. With no obvious reason in sight, she yawned and stretched sleepily and then climbed out of bed.

 "Gee, Pippin's already awake?" whispered Camellia to herself as she gazed curiously at the elf's neatly made bed. Shrugging her shoulders, she collected her clothes and got dressed. After fixing her own bed, the hobbit hurried to the kitchen and returned with a watering can, "Poor little Eissenbloom," she mumbled as she approached the plant, "You could sure use a drink right about now." 

Humming to herself as she watered, Camellia took no notice of the small figure quietly walking up behind her. 

"Good Morning, Camellia," sang out Milo, grabbing her waist from behind and gently kissing the back of her neck. With a startled gasp, Camellia fumbled with the watering can, spilling half of the water all over the floor and on her feet.

"Milo!" she exclaimed as she turned around sharply, "Don't scare me like that, now there's water everywhere."

Stepping back, Milo looked down at the soaked floor and wet hobbit feet. "Hold on, I'll be right back." he called out as he disappeared out of the bedroom door. A few moments later he returned carrying two large towels.

"This one is for the floor," he said, wiping up the water as Camellia backed against her bed, still frowning. "And this towel is for your lovely feet. Hop up on the bed and I'll have them dry in a flash."

Camellia sat on the edge of the bed letting her feet dangle off the side. Kneeling down, he carefully took her foot and wrapped it in the towel. Then Milo began to sing as he patted it dry. "This is the way I dry your foot, dry your foot, dry your foot, this is the way I dry your foot so early in the morning." 

Smiling slyly, Camellia took her other foot and gently pushed Milo, sending him falling to the floor onto his bottom with a slight thud. "And that is the way I push the hobbit, so early in the morning," she giggled.

"Now is that any way to treat someone who's drying your wet feet?" asked Milo, smirking as he looked up at her. With a big grin, Camellia held out her other wet foot, playfully flexing and extending it. "Oh, so you think I should still dry the other foot, do you?" said Milo, pulling himself back up to a kneeling position. Taking the extended foot, he began to pat it dry until he reached the toes. Then, holding her big toe between his index finger and thumb, he began to recite, "This little piggy went to market.” Moving to the next toe, he said, "This little piggy stayed home."

"Stop it, Milo," Camellia giggled uncontrollably. "That tickles!" 

As she tried desperately to pull her foot away, Milo held tightly with one hand and continued. "This little piggy had a huge roast, seasoned with various herbs and spices and cooked slowly over a well tended fire," he said, chuckling as he went to the next toe. "This little piggy had none." 

Milo continued to laugh as he went to the last toe, "And this little piggy went wee, wee, wee, all the way to the Shire, where it tried to find the other four piggies." Finally, bringing his fingers to the sole of her foot, he tickled her even more. "And this is where all five piggies are now together, dancing a piggy jiggy," he laughed.

Camellia had giggled until her sides were sore and she knew that Milo had to stop tickling her before she burst. Thinking quickly, the hobbit lass dove toward Milo, knocking him to the floor with her on top of him. Sitting up as she straddled him on the floor, Camellia looked down at him through narrowed eyes as she slightly tilted her head. 

"A piggy jiggy?" she asked, smirking. "What's a piggy jiggy?"

Milo hesitated, pondering over the question for a moment. "Well," he began. "Um...well...it's a...um..."

Suddenly Balrog appeared at the door and hesitated when he saw Camellia pinning Milo to the floor. "Oops, sorry you two," he said, quickly glancing down and smiling. "I hope I didn't...interrupt anything."

The two hobbits gazed over at Balrog and then back at each other. "Oh no, Balrog," giggled Camellia, as she climbed off of Milo's stomach. "We were only discussing something." 

"Yes," agreed Milo, smiling as he sat up and straightened his clothes. "It was a discussion."

With his head slightly tilted and a big smirk on his face, Balrog quietly observed the hobbits for a moment and then cleared his throat.  "Well, I hope you two were discussing why you're both so late for breakfast," he said, putting his hands on his hips. "Everyone else is almost finished with theirs."

Milo and Camellia turned and stared at each other. "Breakfast!" they said together. 

Quickly, Milo grabbed Camellia's hand and hurried past the Balrog, almost knocking him down as he pulled the hobbit lass by their huge friend. "Thanks, Balrog," Milo yelled without even turning around, as they swiftly hurried down the hall toward the main room.

After breakfast, Milo and Camellia helped Meri and Erin clean and put away the dishes, and then the betrothed hobbits went about their separate chores for the day. Balrog and Milo were going to be spending a good part of the morning splitting and stacking wood. A good supply would be needed for the next few months as the winter chill set in. 

As for Camellia, today was washday at the Inn and she spent her morning helping Meri change the bed sheets and towels, which they would wash and then hang out on the line to dry in the bright, warm sunshine.  Meticulously, they went from room to room, stripping the beds of their old dingy linen and replacing it with some that was clean and fresh.

"Cammy, toss me that pillow beside you," called out Meri, from across the room. 

As requested, Camellia picked up the pillow and tossed it to the waiting hobbit. Watching, with a sly smile, as Meri turned her back to her, Camellia reached down and picked up the other pillow and tossed it at the unsuspecting hobbit, hitting her in the back of the head.

Still holding the first pillow, Meri spun around and glared at the grinning hobbit. "Camellia!" she cried out, trying hard not to laugh at her friend's silliness.

"Yes...Meri?" asked Camellia, grinning even wider. Suddenly she ducked as a pillow sailed over her head. "Missed me!" Camellia laughed, right before the second pillow hit her square in the face. Quickly picking up one of the pillows from the floor, she tossed it back at Meri as they both yelled out, "Pillow fight!" 

Together, the two hobbits giggled as they playfully hit each other with the pillows, only pausing when they heard a loud "Ahem" coming from the doorway. Both hobbits had a pillow in their hand and were ready to strike one another when they glanced over at the door where Erin stood with her hands on her hips and a most dissatisfied look on her face. "It will be a wonder, my dear hobbits, that we get any of our chores finished with all of this playing around," she scolded.

With a hurt look on their faces, Camellia and Meri briefly looked down at the floor and then they turned to each other. Slowly Camellia's frown became a smile as she gazed up at Meri. As the hobbit lass regarded Camellia's mischievous grin, Meri nodded her head and giggled slightly when she understood her small friends' intentions. 

Immediately, both hobbit lasses tossed their pillows at Erin's head as they laughed loudly. "Hey, cut it out you two," came Erin's muffled voice as the pillows hit her face, knocking her slightly off balance.

Picking the two pillows off of the floor, Erin threw them back at the giggling hobbits. "Alright, playtime is over now, little hobbitlings," she smiled, as she reached behind the door and pulled out a basket full of freshly washed sheets and pillowcases. "Do you think we could get this linen on the line 'before' the sun sets!" 

Quickly, Meri and Camellia stopped laughing and each grabbed a basket handle, obediently carrying the basket as they followed Erin down the hall and out of the back door of the Inn.

As the hobbit lasses passed by Balrog and Milo, who were still busily splitting wood, Camellia gazed over and watched her betrothed as he worked. Pausing to stretch his tired arms, Milo looked up and made eye contact with Camellia. Then, with a big grin, he tenderly blew her a kiss, which she motioned to catch with her hand right before she stubbed her big toe on a large, rounded stone, causing her to trip and fall face first into the laundry basket. 

"Camellia! You need to look were you're going," fussed Meri, glancing over at Milo as she and Erin helped the embarrassed hobbit out of the basket.

"Oh, I'm sorry, " apologized Camellia, looking sheepishly at her friends as she straightened her clothes. 

After watching their frazzled friend for a moment, Erin and Meri smirked at each other. "Our Camellia is picking up a lot of Milo's traits lately," whispered Erin to Meri and the two began to snicker quietly.

"I heard that," said Camellia indignantly. Reaching down, she grabbed the handle of the basket, "And I'll take it as a compliment. Are we ready to move on?" she continued, watching the two hobbits through narrowed eyes. With a slight shrug, Meri took the other basket handle and proceeded to follow Erin when suddenly Camellia tripped again on the same large stone and fell face first into the basket. Rolling her eyes as she lifted her head, Camellia propped herself up on her elbows with her chin in her hands and then glared at the other two hobbit lasses who were doing their best not to laugh, "Don't...say...a...word!" she growled. 

After lunch, with their chores all finished, Camellia asked Milo if he wanted to accompany her as she went to pick wild rose hips to dry for tea. Naturally, Milo eagerly accepted Camellia's invitation. "Rose hips," mused Milo as they dug through the closet in the kitchen, looking for a basket. "I didn't even know that roses had hips...I suppose that they have thighs and calves, too?" he giggled.

"Very funny, Mr. Burrfoot," Camellia laughed, tousling his hair and then poking him softly in the ribs. "Ah, there we go. The perfect size," she smiled, reaching down and picking up a sturdy, willow basket. "Let's go!"

Hand in hand, Milo and Camellia wrestled around playfully as they entered the main room of the Inn, "We're going out to see if roses really have hips," chuckled Milo to Balrog, who was busy sweeping the floor.

"See if roses have what?" questioned the puzzled Balrog as he hesitated from his task. But after examining the grinning faces of the two hobbits he simply smiled back and replied, "Please be careful then."

"Oh, we will, Father Balrog," teased Milo, "And I promise to have her back home before curfew!" 

Balrog rested the broom against the side of a table and put his hands on his hips. "You see to it, my fine young lad," the Balrog replied sternly as he played along. "Or it'll be a trip to the woodshed for you." 

The two hobbits and the Balrog all began to laugh, then Camellia walked up and motioned for Balrog to kneel down to her whereupon she put her arms around his neck and gave the him a great, big hug. "You're really wonderful, Balrog. That's why we love you so." 

Joining hands again, Milo and Camellia waved good-bye to their large friend and quickly scurried out the door while he watched quietly. Then, with a satisfied sigh, he grabbed the broom and began sweeping again, "Father Balrog," he snickered to himself, shaking his head. 

Out on the porch, Milo paused and looked at Camellia with his eyes wide. "You know, for a moment there he really did sound just like my uncle!" 

As Milo and Camellia passed by Celebsul's workshop, Aerio and Gambesul looked up from their work and saw the two hobbits. Both elves grinned as they exchanged glances. "Looks like our hobbit couple are on their way to another outing," winked Aerio. Upon hearing Aerio's comment, Celebsul walked up and watched as Milo and Camellia disappeared down the road, "I wonder what excuse it is today ... picking elderberries maybe?"

Gambesul shook his head. "That was two days ago, though they apparently couldn't find any. Perhaps they're searching for Forget-me-nots."

"Aye, and gathering wool." Aerio smirked.

Celebsul laughed quietly at the youngsters' teasing. "Well, I'm sure they're not looking for gooseberries."

Still holding hands, the two hobbits walked some distance down the road and then stopped. "I know I saw some wild rose plants somewhere around here?" commented Camellia, glancing at the wide variety of foliage in front of her. "Maybe it's further along?"

Milo quickly gazed up and down the road and then pulled Camellia with him off the road and into the forest. "Come on, Camellia, let's go this way," he said as he towed her along. After they went a few yards deeper into the woods, they came to a spot were three huge oaks stood together, almost touching trunks. "This looks like a good place to stop," said Milo, turning to Camellia and putting his arms around her waist. "Ah, alone with you at last," he whispered, smiling.

Smiling back, Camellia let the basket drop to the ground beside her and then wrapped her arms around Milo's waist. "Oh, so that's why you accepted my invitation so willingly, you were just wanting a little private cuddling time!"

"Guilty as charged," answered Milo with a big grin and he tenderly kissed Camellia. After their second kiss, they sat down together on the soft moss that covered the forest floor under the trees, with Milo leaning with his back against the truck of one of the old oaks as he held Camellia in his arms. "Now this is nice," he smiled with his eyes closed. 

Camellia closed her eyes, too, as she laid her cheek on his shoulder and wrapped her arms comfortably around his middle, "Yes," she sighed, "Very nice." In each other's arms they rested while the gentle whispering of the wind through the tall trees lulled them into a peaceful and content sleep.

After a couple of hours had passed, the shriek from a crow's shrill call, as it flew overhead across the treetops, woke Camellia. Still in Milo's arms, she reached over and picked a piece of grass that had a fuzzy top. While he continued to sleep, she playfully held it under his nose and tickled him. Suddenly he woke with a loud sneeze and then glanced around with a puzzled look on his face. "Bless you," giggled Camellia, "We'd better go and collect some rose hips or the others will get the wrong ideas about our outings together." She smiled as she stood and dusted off her clothing. 

Milo stretched and yawned, then grabbing the basket he stood up and took her hand. "I think they already have those ideas," he chuckled. "You see how they smile and whisper whenever they see us together," gently pulling her to him, Milo leaned in and kissed Camellia. "Although, I can't imagine why." Looking into each other's eyes, they both began to laugh. 

Together they eventually made their way back to the road, "There they are!" cried Camellia, hurrying over to some wild rose bushes with Milo right behind her, "Let's get picking. Just be careful, the thorns are dreadfully sharp and scratchy." 

After picking rose hips for about thirty minutes or so, a hauntingly soft voice came from behind the two hobbits. 

"Et marinyallo mallenna (from my home to the street), 

vantan hriveresse helka (I walk in a cold winter's day),

 nu fanyare fuinehiswa (under shadowy-grey skies), 

lumboinen Naira nurtaina (the sun hidden by clouds)."

Milo anxiously glanced over at Camellia as she straightened up and replied with her eyes wide,

"Hlaranye ringa Formessure (I hear the cold Northwind),

asuy aldassen ulassie (blowing through the leafless trees),

alussa olbalisse norne (whispering in the twisted branches)

alamya ve Nuru-nainie (sounding like a death lament)."

Quickly, Camellia and Milo spun around and faced four elves on horseback; two young female elves, an older female and a male.

 "Quenuvalye i lamber Eldareva (Thou canst speak the tongues of the elves)," remarked the older female elf, smiling at the hobbit lass.

Camellia put her hands on her hips and laughed, "Of course I can speak the tongues of elves...you taught it to me!" As all of the elves dismounted, Camellia ran over and gave the older female a big hug. "Creoso (welcome), Tinuviel!" she cried, "It's so wonderful to see you." 

"Camellia, vanimelde (beautiful dear one)," smiled Tinuviel, hugging her back, "Oio haa elealte alasse (Ever is thy a sight of joy)." 

Next Camellia went over to the two younger elves and hugged them, "Creoso, Ellehcim, Creoso, Lirpa, I've missed you two so much."


Ellehcim laid her hand on Camellia's shoulder, "As we have missed you, Elvellon (elf-friend)." While they continued to speak to the hobbit lass, the male elf watched Milo, carefully sizing up the hobbit with a more than serious stare. When Milo finally turned his gaze to the male elf and made eye contact, the elf simply nodded his head courteously at the hobbit and then walked over to Camellia. Quietly, Milo watched with growing interest as the elf took Camellia's hand, "Mell (dear) Camellia, Vanimelde, how have you been?" 

"Astaldo, Creoso," smiled Camellia as she gave him a big hug, also, "I have been well. And you?"

Astaldo took Camellia's hand again as Milo, who was still silently observing this reunion of elf and hobbit, shifted uneasily on his feet. "I have missed you, mell Camellia," the elf replied, frowning slightly. "You left me before I could tell you goodbye." 

Hearing that, Milo quickly walked up and stood beside Camellia. "Oh dear, where are my manners," she smiled, gently letting go of Astaldo's hand and taking hold of Milo's arm, hugging him closely. "This is Milo Burrfoot, my betrothed." 

"Ai!" replied Astaldo, smirking at the two hobbits and then fixing his gaze upon Camellia. "Tinuviel was right, you are to be a dis, a bride."

Tinuviel casually walked up to the two hobbits and turned to Milo, " Milo, Elvellon, I have brought you the horse, Traipziar, back. I will never forget the courage and kindness shown to me by you and your companions when you rescued me from those Trolls. I am in your debt." As she spoke, Ellehcim approached them with a small, jeweled handled knife in a beautifully decorated leather sheath. Tinuviel explained, "This is but a small token of my appreciation for your bravery, Milo. It was a gift from my father to me, but now I graciously pass it on to you. The blade is as hard as mithiril and never needs sharpening." Taking the knife from Ellehcim, she held it out to Milo, "Here, Elvellon, please accept this as my thank-you."

Milo glanced sheepishly at Camellia, who nodded to him with a big grin on her face. Then, after nervously clearing his throat, he reached out and accepted the knife from Tinuviel. "Thank you, Tinuviel, for this exceptional gift," he said as he gazed in awe at the knife's lovely craftsmanship, "I will treasure it forever."

With a satisfied nod, Tinuviel turned to Camellia and took the hobbit's hands in hers. "Vanimelde, it pains me to say this, especially now that I have finally found you, but we must leave," the elf replied with deep sadness in her voice. "We have urgent business to attend to back in Rivendell."

"But, Tinuviel, you and the others have just arrived," cried Camellia, her voice straining to get the words out, "Couldn't you stay for even one night at the Inn? We have so much to talk about." 


Camellia looked down at the ground trying to hold back her tears. Gently, Tinuviel placed her hand under the hobbit lass’s chin, lifting Camellia's face so that she could look into those deep blue eyes. "We will be back, I promise, now that I know where you are," The elf whispered, smiling softly, "We will return sometime after the Yule celebration, then all of us can catch up on lost time." 

At hearing the elf's words, Milo was compelled to glance over at Astaldo, who was already watching him with a slight frown on his face. After the elf and hobbit briefly regarded each other, Astaldo's frown slowly transformed into a peculiar smile right before he turned his gaze away from Milo.

"Marie (it is good), Tinuviel," answered Camellia, forcing a smile, "At least our next meeting will be soon!"

With a smile, Tinuviel lightly tousled Camellia's hair and then turned and called out to the other three elves, "Teli (come)!" as she walked swiftly to her horse. 

Astaldo brought over Traipziar and handed the reins to Milo, "Take good care of our Camellia, Elvellon," the elf whispered sternly with an eyebrow raised, "For she holds a special place in our hearts also." Not waiting for Milo's reply, Astaldo spun around and went over to his horse. Frowning as he held Traipziar's reins, Milo slowly walked over and stood by Camellia and, sensing her sadness, he tenderly put his arm around her as they watched the elves mount their horses. "Namarie, Camellia and Milo, Quel marth (good luck) until our next meeting." said Tinuviel and then she and the other elves quickly rode away, leaving behind them a cloud of dust.

"Namarie, mellon," whispered Camellia dolefully as she and Milo peered down the road for a second longer. "My, this has been quite a day," sighed Camellia, shifting her gaze up at the sky.  "And the dusk will be upon us soon. We'd better get back to the Inn or Balrog will have a Ranger patrol out looking for us!" She laughed, until she turned to Milo and saw him not smiling. "Milo, what's the matter?" Camellia asked with concern and she affectionately laid her hand on his arm.

"Oh...nothing..." gloomed the hobbit as he handed Camellia the basket of rosehips and took her other hand in his. "Let's get back to the Inn," Milo mumbled with an irritated tone in his voice. " I have to get Traipziar settled in the stable, by then it should be dinner time." 

Without another word said, he and Camellia silently walked hand in hand back to the Burping Troll. 

All through dinner that evening, Milo sat alone at a corner table, quietly brooding to himself and hardly eating a bite of his meal. The only times that he would slightly smile or talk was when someone came up and complimented him on the beautiful knife that Tinuviel gave him.

 Completely baffled by Milo's strange behavior, Camellia went over to Sevilodorf's table and sat down, "What could be the matter with Milo?" she cried to Sevilodorf as they both glanced over at the moping hobbit. "Could it be poison or an insect bite? Or maybe even an evil spell?" asked Camellia anxiously, "Maybe you have something that could cure this, a herb, a potion, anything?"

"Hmmm, I don't think I do, Cammy," smiled Sevilodorf slightly. "Tell you what, just try talking to him. If there's something bothering him, it's sure to come out in the conversation." 

"Alright, Sevilodorf," replied Camellia with a heavy sigh. "After I help Meri and Erin clean up I'll have a talk with him." Instantly Camellia hopped up from her seat and hurried into the kitchen. leaving Sevilodorf still sitting at the table glancing over at Milo.

"Males!" Sevi chuckled softly, shaking her head.

Under the bright moonlight on that crisp Fall evening, Camellia sat alone on a large log behind the Inn and gazed up at the stars. "Camellia, are you all right?" came a voice from behind her. 

Startled, she turned around sharply. "Milo," the hobbit lass smiled, " You came!" 

Circling the log, Milo went and sat beside Camellia, "Why wouldn't I have come?" he asked, furrowing his brow as he studied her face in the moonlight. "You know that I wouldn't miss any chance to be with you," he said calmly taking her hand in his and lightly caressing the back of it with his fingertips. 

"I was worried about you," Camellia said, looking down at their hands, "You were acting so...strangely after the elves left. And I've never seen you turn away a meal before," she giggled softly. 

Milo rolled his eyes, "For you information, I have turned down a meal before...maybe even two!" he smirked. Slowly bringing his hand up to her face, he gently stroked her cheek. "I am very sorry for behaving as I did, Camellia, but your elf-friend Astaldo...I...well...I could tell that he really cares about you...a lot...actually, an awful lot." grumbled Milo, frowning. "I guess I felt a little intimidated by him."

Camellia began to laugh as she shook her head. "Milo Burrfoot, you were jealous." 

"I was not," Milo answered indignantly, shifting slightly on the log as he looked down at his feet. "I was...intimidated, like I said. And you do have to agree, he did get very friendly with you," Milo continued, glancing up at her face with narrowed eyes. "How does he know you so well anyways?"

"He was my sparring teacher in Rivendale," smirked Camellia, looking into Milo's eyes. "And Tinuviel, his wife, taught me the Elven language." 

Milo's eyes widened and his face began to blush with a vibrant red as Camellia explained further. "Ellehcim and Lirpa are their two daughters. You see, Astaldo and Tinuviel have always considered me as one of their daughters too. And Astaldo is extremely protective of his family; that's why he kept such a close eye on you, checking you over. He doesn't want me to marry a "hecil", an outlaw, like Nathaniel. So you see, my dear Milo, Astaldo and I only have a father/daughter relationship going, " concluded Camellia, regarding Milo with an expressionless stare. 

Milo laid his head in his hands. "I am so embarrassed," he moaned. Then slowly looking up at Camellia, he took her hands in his and held them against his chest, over his heart. "Oh Camellia, I'm really, really sorry. Can you ever forgive me?" he pleaded piteously as he gazed deeply into her eyes.

"Forgive you for what?" smiled Camellia slyly, slightly tilting her head. "You were only...intimidated, right?"

Milo quickly threw his arms around Camellia and hugged her tightly. "I'm the luckiest hobbit in all Middle Earth," he whispered into her ear. "I love you so much!" 

Pulling back, Camellia laid her palm against Milo's cheek and gazed at him lovingly, "And I will always love only you, Milo Burrfoot. So you don't have to question my devotion to you ever again."

"I won't, my love, I promise." he whispered, and the two hobbits kissed in the moonlight. 

"Hmmm," sighed Camellia as she and Milo embraced. "If this is kissing and making up, we should have misunderstandings more often." 


"No, I think we'll just avoid the misunderstandings and keep the kissing part," laughed Milo, as they continued to snuggle together. After another kiss, Milo leaned back and smiled at Camellia with an eyebrow raised and a devilish grin, "You know what I'd like for us to do together right now, don't you?" he asked with a whisper. 

Camellia smiled as she took his hand in hers and whispered back, "Get something to eat in the kitchen," she giggled. 

Milo gently kissed her hand and smiled again. "We're so perfect together, " he laughed, "You read me just like a book!"

Standing up, Camellia took Milo's hands and pulled him to his feet. "Well, let's be off to the kitchen and I'll fix you a hobbit sized sandwich." 

Comically, Milo bowed to Camellia and then offered her his arm. "Lead the way, m'lady," he chuckled and as she linked her arm with his, the two hobbits made their way to the kitchen door. 

Sevilodorf casually walked across the main room of the Inn, toward the kitchen. As she passed the Balrog, who was stacking chairs, she smiled and gave him a courteous nod. Upon approaching the kitchen, Sev paused at the door when she heard Milo and Camellia's giggling inside. With a smirk on her face she slowly backed away from the door and glanced over at Balrog, who was quietly watching her. "Leave it to our diplomat, Camellia, to resolve her little problem with Milo quickly," mused Sev as the Balrog smiled a big toothy grin at her, "Guess I'll come back later." With that said, Sevilodorf turned toward the stairs and left the room. 

A few moments later, the two giggling hobbits emerged from the kitchen with Milo holding Camellia around the waist from behind and gently pushing her as he steered her across the room. "Looks like we're calling it a day," smiled Milo as he pushed her past their large friend. 

"Good night, Balrog!" they both called out together.

"I thought that was Father Balrog?" chuckled the Balrog, peering over at them with his hands on his hips.

Suddenly both hobbits came to a dead stop and turned around, staring at the Balrog. Then they glanced at each other as Milo winked at Camellia, "Many pardons, sir," smiled Milo taking Camellia's hand. 

"Good night, Father Balrog!" they called out together as Milo bowed and Camellia curtsied at the same time. 

Giggling softly, the two hobbits spun around and swiftly left the room. Amused by the two hobbits' silliness, Balrog laughed out loud so hard that it gave him hiccups. Knowing that a Balrog having a bout of fiery hiccups could burn down the Inn instantly, he quickly covered his mouth with his hands and ran frantically out the door towards the forest, holding his breath. 

After a few seconds of not feeling the urge anymore, the Balrog removed his hands from his mouth, "Ah," he sighed, then suddenly one unexpected "Hiccup" came flaming from his mouth. As he swiftly ran over to stomp out the burning sapling that the flame from his hiccup caught on fire, he looked around nervously, "Oops, looks like that one got away from me," he muttered quietly to himself.

After Milo and Camellia tenderly kissed and said their sweet goodnights to each other in the hallway, they retired to their rooms. Feeling totally exhausted, Camellia slipped into her cozy nightie and then sleepily climbed into bed, rolling over on to her side. Pippin, who had already been sitting up in her bed for a few minutes as she waited for Camellia, reached over and doused the light. "Boy," 

The young elf complained, "What a boring day this was!" Then she flopped herself down on her pillow and laid there staring at the dark ceiling. "Boring, boring, boring," mumbled Pippin. 

"Yea," sighed Camellia dreamily. "Just another boring day!"
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