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S | It was Christmas Eve and the Gobbits st and Bite were sulking in their gloomy cave.

were giving out presents.

They hated presents nearly as ‘
much they hated Christmas. 40



‘If those Gobbits try to give us a present,’ growled Frost,

‘And 711 dribble all over them.
‘T thwaCk them with my tail.’

Like I did last year, slurped Bite.
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The only time the monsters didn’t argue was when they were fast asleep. T hate this gritty, bitty winter,” groaned Frost.

‘Not as much as I do,’ shivered Bite. ‘Oh no! Here they come again!’




Three little Gobbits were carrying some Gobbity ‘R eady?’ growled Frost.

pies towards the monsters’ cave!

‘Steady,’ snarled Bite.




‘Ar ghhhhhhhhhhh,’ screamed the little

Gobbits as they ran all the way back . ..




