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Getting To Know You…



The house was strangely silent; it said nothing. Even when there was no one else around their own home—no, their old home—had murmured comfortingly, muttered quietly, made sure they knew it was looking after them. But then it had been built into, and of, the living trees; this one was stone.




‘Perhaps,’ Haldirin thought, ‘these houses speak to Gimli.’ He would ask the dwarf when he next saw him.




The house itself might be silent, but sounds drifted in from outdoors. Snatches of voices, the noisy cackle of a gull, and always the distant sound of the sea stroking the shingle; so like the permanent song of the trees in Eryn Ithil—but yet different.




If he were to get up from his bed where he was stretched full length reading, and go to the window, he would see the sea. Ithilienne and Haldirin had claimed this top floor room as their own as soon as it was decided that their family would live here at present. Naneth and Adar shared a room on the floor below, and Orophin and Lithôniel also had a room on that floor, with a large living room below again on the ground floor. 




Three floors high, built of white stone, the ‘transit house’—as Naneth called it—was very different from the only home Haldirin had previously known. It was interesting to live here, for now, but it would be better to return to living among trees. Adar had said that he expected they would stay here for some few years, until Legolas was ready to move on—probably after Gimli died. For this family were Legolas’ people, he was their Lord as well as Naneth’s gwador, and they would remain near him just as all the others who had sailed with him would.




Of course Haldirin’s grandparents had been somewhat surprised by that decision. Probably even more than they had been to find that they were grandparents; in their own minds they had still thought of Adar and Orophin as elflings, and Galadhrim elflings at that. There was an awful lot of catching up to do.







It was four months since Tindómë had first delivered both Arwen’s last letter to her mother and the hug that the Queen of Gondor had insisted should accompany it; and she was finding it easier to bond with Lady Celebrían than she was with her new mother-in-law, if the truth be told. 




Master Elrond’s wife, despite being a descendant of the High King of the Noldor, had not made her home in their main city of Tirion. After her first years, in the care of Estë—the Vala known as the bringer of healing and rest—Celebrían had decided that not only would it be good for her husband to get to know his parents when he joined her, but that she felt more comfortable amongst the Telerin elves who were distant kin to both her parents. She had, therefore, made her home near the sea. 




Celebrían understood exactly what it was like to have ‘in-laws’ who had last seen your husband as a small child, and had taken Tindómë under her wing, so to speak, from that first meeting. At the moment, though, the subject of discussion over tea and cake was the mortal members of the Fellowship.




“I hope that Frodo and Sam will find it within themselves to stay within the circles of the world a little longer,” Celebrían said. “Elrond has tended them and, unknown to them, both Lady Estë and Lord Lórien have quietly strengthened their fëar so that they have not passed. But, even here, they begin to weary and must eventually accept their gift.”




A dark shadow passed across her face as she must have thought of her daughter and unseen, unknown, grandchildren. But she continued.




“It would be hard for Gimli if he were to become the only mortal in these lands so soon after his arrival. Despite his famed devotion to my mother, and his deep friendship with Legolas, I think it would be difficult for him. It was for Frodo.”




Gimli was, in fact, currently living with Frodo and Sam in their dwelling in the grounds of Lady Celebrían’s own home. Mainly of stone and wood, but with rounded windows and a rounded doorway, it had been built by the elves for Bilbo and Frodo when they first arrived.




Although the rooms had higher ceilings than Bag End, to enable elves to visit in comfort, the furnishings were all at the right height for hobbits and so were more suited to Gimli than those designed purely for elves. Those high ceilings had also come in useful as Frodo’s adoptive son grew to his adult, elven, height.




“I think Gimli will cope once he works with your smiths to build his own forge. I don’t think he’d want to think of the hobbits becoming so old that they are totally infirm,” Tindómë said, after a little thought. “But,” she added, “I hope they have a few years left to them—I enjoy their company, and Tharhîwon will miss them.”




The conversation turned to the young ellon that Tindómë still thought of as her Winter Elfling and Celebrían expressed, not for the first time, her surprise that Tindómë was already the mother of Haldirin, at little more than a half yén of age, when they had helped Tharhîwon to leave his never ending winter in Ithilien and come West. 




“I guess it was because of where I came from, what my life was like before I dropped back into Middle Earth,” Tindómë said. 




Celebrían knew already about The Key, and how and when Tindómë had arrived from another world, and so there was no worry about talking about that previous life.




“I mean our Mom was already dead, the man I thought was my father didn’t want me, my sister had been fighting demons, and vampires and things, since she was younger than I was when I closed the Hellmouth…I’d grown up pretty quickly before I landed in Mordor. And I guess I was still trying to live life at a mortal pace…”




The, already familiar, tightening of Celebrían’s jaw muscles at the mention of life at a mortal pace was followed almost instantly by compassion and sympathy, along with gently phrased questions about that earlier life. Tindómë felt that Celebrían really was interested, whereas Rumil’s parents just seemed unsure what to do about the son they thought of as a child being married to someone who was not quite an elf—even if their Lady Galadriel, not to mention at least one of the Maia, seemed happy about it. 




Ah well, Tindómë thought, at least they weren’t hostile or disproving—given time things would probably shake down.




They continued to talk companionably. Celebrían reminded Tindómë of Arwen, and it was clear where all three of the children of Elrond got their sense of humour—they were, assuredly, children of Celebrían. 




“It’s getting late,” Tindómë said, glancing out of the window and realising it was almost dark.




“The nights are drawing in,” Celebrían commented.




“Does it get very cold in winter?” her guest asked. “Do you get snow?”




“Not often—Elrond tells me it is the proximity of the sea.”




“But,” Tindómë voiced something that she had been wondering about since she had noticed the days shortening, “you do celebrate the winter solstice, don’t you?”







Rumil had hardly known his parents; they were vaguely remembered voices, memories of cuddles and kisses, tall shapes with light glinting through hair of silver white. He was grateful that he had no memories of their deaths—although he remembered fear, the sound of both his own heart and Orophin’s beating loudly in his ears as they hid, and a sense of terrible loss.




He thought their memories of him must be very like those he had of Haldirin at the time that Tindómë had been stolen by Buffy, or the first time they visited Eryn Lasgalen and spent the solstice with Legolas’ family. But he had memories, too, of Haldirin learning to ride, learning to use a bow, a sword. Memories of Haldirin’s coming of age celebrations, the ceremony when he earned his warriors braids; memories of the morning he came in with a hint of smirk, and a slight swagger, after his first night spent in pleasure with an elleth. 




Rumil’s parents had not been there when he and Orophin had reached those milestones; Haldir had. 




Rumil had vaguely expected to see his parents here in the Undying Lands—but in much the same way as he had vaguely expected they would find somewhere to live—not in the positive way that he had known he would see Her Ladyship, or Mithrandir…or expected to see Haldir.




It had been something of a surprise to both Rumil and Orophin to find parents but no brother awaiting them, and they had wondered when he might be given a new hroar and rejoin his family. Neither their parents, nor others who had arrived here by way of Mandos Halls, could shed any light on the puzzle of just how long anyone might be there—there seemed no obvious pattern.




But Mithrandir spent a lot of time here in the coastal area; he had a suite of rooms in Elrond’s home and seemed to enjoy conversations with his host and with the two elderly hobbits, and now with the newly arrived Legolas and Gimli, reminiscing. However Tindómë had thought of him as a substitute grandfather, in her first few years in Middle Earth, and he seemed happy to renew that relationship and his friendship with Orophin and Rumil. Happy, too, to meet their extending family.




So it was that one evening, in the home Rumil and Tindómë shared with their family, Rumil had asked the Maia why different elves spent longer or shorter periods in Mandos’ Halls. Mithrandir had, in his usual way, answered by asking what Rumil had already learnt and what conclusions he had drawn.




Rumil answered firstly that it seemed to him those Galadhrim who had been in Lord Námo’s care had only recently begun to re-emerge to take up lives in Aman; he thought perhaps it was because Her Ladyship was now here, as were family members who had sailed in the past century. 




There seem to be even fewer re-embodied elves from the Great Greenwood, Tindómë had added. Perhaps, she said, it was because a lot of them had refused the call, but perhaps it was also because those who had gone with Lord Námo when he beckoned would have felt out of place amongst the Noldor dominated society. There had been a few of Thranduil’s people who had sailed before the Heart of Eryn Ithil did, hoping to meet family long since dead, and one or two had been reunited. Perhaps more might begin to emerge once Legolas was properly settled. 




Tindómë wondered if the length of time might also be related to how the elf had lived, or died, rather than when. Legolas’ grandfather had been dead for longer than Rumil and Orophin’s parents, after all, but there was no sign that he was walking around Aman somewhere.




Mithrandir had nodded and looked at Rumil and Tindómë as if they were favourite pupils. Then he had answered at least some of their questions. The Halls of Mandos were certainly not a place of punishment, he had said. However those elves who found themselves there were given time to come to terms with their death—and also with the experiences of their lives. If there was someone you felt you had wronged, or even someone you thought had wronged you, Lord Námo would ensure that if you were both within his care, you met, discussed it, and made your peace if at all possible.




“Restorative justice!” Tindómë said, and Mithrandir had looked even more pleased.




“So,” she had continued, “I’m guessing that Fëanor and his sons will have to attend a lot of sessions before there’s any chance of us bumping into them on the streets of Alqualondë…”




The conversation had moved on. Mithrandir seemed to have said all he would on the subject. But later Rumil and Orophin had concluded that it might be some time before they saw Haldir—for as commanding officer of so many who had lost their lives, either at Helm’s Deep or during the long years before, he would feel responsible and even guilty.




Rumil spoke of this to Tindómë, later, and she understood straight away. Buffy, that sister in the other place, would have felt just the same, she said.




Rumil wondered whether Buffy had died in that other place by now—he knew she had been close to death when Tindómë had last seen her through Radagast’s window. He would only feel totally secure when she did; no one from that other world would ever try to take Tindómë again once Buffy’s fëa went wherever it would go.




He purposely turned his mind away from those thoughts. Soon it would be their first mid-winter here. He wondered how they would celebrate it.







Ithilienne was discussing clothes with her aunt. 




“If you want a new dress purely for mid-winter and not to wear in the summer,” Lithôniel said, “then we will put lacings up the front so that you can take it off easily yourself. But if we are making something light enough to wear for mid-summer too, then I think it should lace up the back. Or have lacing in the front for shape but twenty or thirty small buttons to be undone up the back…”




Ithilienne smiled. “Perhaps one dress that fastens up the back, because one of my friends can always help me, with a heavier under-dress to wear for mid-winter and then something much finer, with extra ribbons and things, to wear underneath by spring?”




“Spring?” Lithôniel questioned, “Do you think you will be ready to go starlight bathing with him by spring?”




“Perhaps…” Ithilienne answered. “And, if not, then by some time after mid-summer. He will ask me at the right time. I will make sure he does!”




“Then we shall go to purchase fabric tomorrow,” Lithôniel said, firmly, “so that we have it ready for mid-winter, with the fastenings at the back to make it necessary for you to need help…”




“Buttons,” Ithilienne decided, “tiny pearls with silk ribbon to make loops. Then he can spend the months from mid-winter until spring imagining undoing them.”




Her aunt grinned. “If Legolas had not already begun to realise that you are no longer an elfling before,” she said, “he most certainly will by the time we ready you for mid-winter.” She paused, looking somewhat pensive, then added “I presume the elves here do celebrate the solstice?”





There’s No Place Like Home…



Legolas really wasn’t sure whether he was happy or not. There was no longer that gnawing ache, that twisting of the gut, that had haunted him throughout the years since he first heard the cry of the gulls. Now their calls rang out many times a day but the raucous voices were already simply a part of the background sounds.




Somehow he had never really thought much past arriving and being rid of the sea-longing. When he had, fleetingly, thought of it he had expected that there would be some sort of formal welcome; although quite what sort he had not considered. Or maybe he would find that his grandfather had been returned from Mandos’ Halls and already set up a thriving kingdom, of their own people, where he would return to being a prince—something. Instead Mithrandir had been there, Lady Galadriel with some of the Galadhrim, Master Elrond and his wife—probably because they had expected the twins to arrive with him following Aragorn and Arwen’s deaths—and the two hobbits. No formal welcome; no grandfather or mother either. 




It was wonderful, of course, to be reunited with Frodo and Sam. He had seen Sam a number of times, before news had reached Ithilien that the elderly hobbit had quietly left Middle Earth to sail West, but he had not seen Frodo since the journey homeward at the end of the Quest. It was clear to Legolas that they were both nearing the end of their lives—but both were content, their fëar shone brightly, and there seemed no longer any signs of the shadow that had touched them both those years before.




Somehow he had also expected to feel immediately as if he had reached the end of his journey—found his real home. But this was not home. All the years of his life Legolas had known where home was. There had been no question during all the years before the Quest; he was a prince of the Great Greenwood—even when it was Mirkwood, it was home. Not just the stronghold, but every leaf of grass, every rock, every tree, was ‘home’. After he had decided to spend time restoring Ithilien, and being closer to the man he thought of as a brother, he had thought of Eryn Ithil as ‘home’; the Greenwood remained, as do parents’ houses everywhere, ‘home’ as well.




But this place—this was simply somewhere that he was visiting—he could never see this becoming a home of the heart, no matter that the tales and songs referred to everywhere in the West as Elvenhome. And he did not mean just the suite of rooms he occupied inside Master Elrond’s home; at least presumably Master Elrond thought of it as ‘home’. Or perhaps he still thought of Imladris as his home…




It was sensible for Legolas to have been given the wing of the house that was ready for the arrival of the twins, as the hobbits were so very close, and Gimli was lodging with them. But it was not just the actual rooms that did not feel like home—even had he moved down the hill, to where his people were now living, it still would not be home.




The hobbits—Legolas wondered if they thought of this as home? Surely they were too deeply rooted in the soil of The Shire? He did not want to upset them by asking. But then, of course, Gimli brought up the subject in his forthright way.




“Bit different from home, eh, Sam?” the dwarf commented, as the four remaining members of the Fellowship watched the gulls, wheeling around a fishing boat, from a vantage point in Master Elrond’s gardens.




“No,” Sam answered straight away. “No, it’s not a bit different from home. Seeing as it is home.”




Gimli looked a bit taken aback; Legolas felt the same. No one, surely, was more attached to their own home than a hobbit. Sam looked at Gimli, then at Frodo, who was nodding gently.




“ ’Tis a good bit different to The Shire, right enough,” Sam went on, “but that were only home until my Rosie had gone. The youngsters were all settled, and any one would have made me welcome, but it seemed to me that, once I were given the offer, it would be good to come home to Master Frodo to see out my days.”




“And,” Frodo took up the conversation, “I’ve actually lived here for the longest part of my life. This may not be the home of my childhood, but it is more my home than that was; it is where I brought up my son.”




The elderly hobbit looked to where two elves were approaching, heads close together, with a gentle smile. Haldirin, Legolas realised, deep in conversation with Tharhîwon; the Winter Elfling who had become the son of Frodo’s heart.




“It is good that he has renewed his friendship with Haldirin,” Frodo continued, “although it might mean he has more decisions to make when I am gone.”




Legolas waited. And, sure enough, Frodo explained further. “Tharhîwon sees Master Elrond and Lady Celebrían as aunt and uncle, or grandparents. But by blood he is a wood elf, and the first mother figure he remembers is Tindómë. When you move from here, to be amongst the trees, he will feel torn between staying here and going with you.”




The young ellyn joined them and the conversation moved on. But Legolas was not part of it for some time as he thought over what had just been said. He felt guilty that he, an elf, could not think of this place as ‘home’ when the hobbits could, and he wondered whether he would find a new ‘home’ amongst trees here in time—and how long that time might be.







He mulled these things over for a few days more, and thought he was keeping them to himself, until Gimli asked what worried him. He did not want to upset this brave friend, who had willingly sailed into the unknown with him, and so he denied that he was anything other than happy. But Gimli looked at him steadily, eyes still piercing under his thick eyebrows, and then harrumphed disbelievingly.




“Well, whatever it is,” Gimli said, “it would be better shared…”




So, now, Legolas approached someone who he knew would listen without judging and then give him a stern talking to if it was deemed necessary.




“Nethig, are you busy, or would you come and walk with me?”




“Not busy,” Tindómë answered, “and glad of an excuse, to be honest.”




“Excuse for what?” Legolas asked, interested at her choice of words.




“To not talk to my husband’s mother.”




He waited.




“Half the time she treats me as if I am younger than Ithilienne, that Rumil is too, and he and I are just good friends—or less! A bit like Buffy did when she dragged me back to Sunnydale…And then the rest of the time she treats me as if I am the person who is making all the decisions for our family—and I’m making the wrong ones. And she will probably arrive at sunset when she knows we will be together to eat.”




‘Oh dear,’ thought Legolas. What was it Sam had said on more than one occasion? A trouble shared is a trouble halved? It looked as both he and his ‘small sister’ had troubles to share.




“Come, then, nethig,” he said out loud, “we will escape together.”




Friends from Eryn Ithil greeted them as they walked down the paved roadway, reminiscent of the streets of Minas Tirith, towards the shore. Legolas already had a favourite comfortable rock, a little way below the road that ran along the shore line, and once they were seated there together he admitted he had wanted to share his own worries, but was also very willing to share hers—he repeated Sam’s adage.




“Hmm,” Tindómë said, with a smile, “doesn’t that leave us with two halves each? That’s still one whole one!”




“Ah,” Legolas answered, “but we can carry the two half worries separately, one in either hand, and we should each be better balanced…”




They sat and each outlined their problems. Legolas produced an apple each from a pocket and they munched companionably before he began the conversation again.




“And how do you get on with your husband-father?”




“Adar Thorontor is fine…he seems really proud of how his elflings grew up, of how they have turned out. I think he really likes Lithôniel and me, not to mention Haldirin and Ithilienne.”




“And does your husband-mother treat both you and Lithôniel identically?”




Tindómë thought for a little while.




“Yes…Yes, as if we have somehow seduced her poor innocent sons and corrupted them. And as if we must be the ones who don’t want to move to be near Her Ladyship, and are forcing Rumil and Orophin to abandon their heritage—this being because we are big grown-up temptresses who can bully her poor boys…”




Legolas’ snort of laughter was, to say the least, inelegant.




“I cannot imagine anyone bullying Orophin or Rumil! But, if she is no better inclined to Lithôniel, then at least you do not have to see it as a personal slight, nethig. Unless…” a sudden thought occurred to him, “she thinks that our relationship is to blame; that I would not allow my sister to live under someone else’s lordship? That, without that factor, Orophin would not also have bound to one of my people?”




“She might—but not if she’d listened to what we have told them. After all, you were quite happy to pack me off to Lothlorien to finish growing up. And it was both Orophin and Rumil, as much as me, who chose to come to Eryn Ithil—it was certainly not that you insisted.”




Tindómë sat silently for a minute or two, gazing at the sea, but not really looking at it. “I guess,” she said eventually, “she’s only known Lithôniel and I as adults, and only known Rumil and Orophin as elflings…perhaps we should suggest another coming of age party for them? Or maybe binding parties for the four of us? After all, we should use any excuse for a good party. Or maybe we should just wait for the next forty or fifty years until she feels as if her elflings have had time to grow?”




“Should I have a word with Her Ladyship before she leaves to return to her own home?” Legolas asked, realising as he did so that perhaps Her Ladyship did not really think of anywhere here as ‘home’ either. She had, after all, been in Middle Earth a lot longer than she had lived in Valinor before she crossed the ice.




“No…Actually I can do it myself if things don’t improve; Lady Galadriel was happy to think of Rumil and I binding, and she seems more than happy that Orophin has also found Lithôniel. Or Orophin or Rumil will end up complaining to their adar—neither of them quite know what to say to their naneth when she is not-quite-polite to Lithôniel and me. It’ll work out in time, I guess—if only because, with any luck, we’ll end up living hundreds of miles apart!”




Legolas, as always, could not help but admire the way that Tindómë seemed able to think through things that worried her and, somehow, conclude that things would get better, one way or another, and look resolutely forward to tomorrow. He told her this, quite seriously.




She cocked her head on one side for a minute or two whilst she thought about it before answering him equally seriously. “Hmm…I guess maybe it’s because I’ve kinda learnt that there’s not a lot of point in looking back. As long as Rumil loves me then his mother not being overly keen on me is not such a big deal. Not compared with some of the things that I’ve survived, really.”




He thought of some of the things she had told him about her childhood in the other place. She had said that she was not really sure when the memories stopped being of things that had not happened because she had not really existed, and began to be things that really had occurred. For an Elf, with perfect recall, to not know which memories were real was horrifying in itself.




But that her childhood had included the death of her mother and her sister, and rejection by her father was even worse. He remembered her describing discovering that she was not who, or what, she thought she was; and trying to deal with it by cutting herself to see if she bled real blood, describing feeling as if no one really noticed she existed any more and stealing things to help her feel better, hoping that someone might notice…No wonder, really, that she chose to think things through carefully for herself.




Then there was the little matter of almost dying after the fall through the Hellmouth, of finding herself in Middle Earth where she knew nobody and was a total stranger. And then being snatched back by Buffy and the others and beginning to fade…No, he could see that Rumil’s mother’s attitude was ‘no big’ when compared to those things. And that his own feelings about life here not being what he had expected were not really that big an issue either.




Before he could say that perhaps his own problems were not all that important Tindómë had begun to talk about them.




“So, yeah, the feeling at home thing…” she began. “Maybe we should make wagers about how long it will take?” She grinned. “Probably take longer for an elf to feel at home somewhere totally alien than it did me, as I was thinking in mortal time.”




“I…I should feel at home straight away. This is meant to be where Elves belong,” he said.




“Yeah—but it’s a home you’ve never been to before. I guess I should have felt at home straight away when I woke up in Minas Tirith; after all I was meant to be in this dimension and was only in the other one by accident.”




“But, Minas Tirith was really not the part of Middle Earth you belonged in…” Legolas paused, as she slowly smiled. She looked at him with a raised eyebrow, but said nothing for a minute.




“You could say that when I was in Minas Tirith I was just in transit…When I said we were living in transit houses here in Aqualondë I meant all of us—you and Gimli too. Why be surprised that you don’t feel at home on the coast? I mean yeah—the gulls, yada, yada…but walking on beaches, living in streets of stone houses, it’s pretty foreign to all of us. Why would you feel more at home than the rest of us, atheg?”




And before he thought about ‘the rest of us’ she was a step ahead.




“And don’t you begin to feel guilty about everyone else! ‘Cos, you know? It’s kind of cool to be able to have a good long seaside holiday, swim, go fishing, whatever, without the fear of the gulls luring anyone to take sail! Then, when it feels right, I guess we’ll go and look for a forest somewhere—I’m pretty sure there’s got to be spare forest as the Teleri and the Noldor aren’t big with the forest dwelling. I have a theory…but it’ll wait.”




She got to her feet and pulled him up with her. “In the meantime, let’s go skip stones; name your wager, big brother!”







Useful stuff:

The Teleri are the coastal Elves—they are more closely related to the Sindar / silvan peoples of both the Galadhrim, Mirkwood / The Greenwood, and Eryn Ithil.

The Noldor are the ‘clan’ of the High King and renowned as metal workers and stonemasons etc. 




A Silvan Prince


in which Tindómë is still avoiding her mother-in-law, as is someone else, and there are still questions about the proper recognition of rank…




Legolas and Tindómë stayed on the beach until well after sunset before deciding to stay away from Rumil’s mother, like a pair of naughty elflings, and finding a small tavern. There they bought wine and freshly cooked fish with warm bread and butter.




“I wonder if Sam realises now that Elves really do know how to cook and eat ‘properly’?” Tindómë remarked.




“Ask him,” Legolas answered. “But I think he still considers us inadequate. It is our habit of eating only two or three meals each day…”




The door opened and Galanthir headed towards them. “My Lord Legolas,” he said, sweeping a bow.




Tindómë thought he was surely joking. Legolas frowned slightly.




Galanthir spoke to Tindómë rather than her ‘brother’. “As well to remind the Teleri that Legolas is a Prince, not just any passing ellon…” 




Galanthir went to order food for himself leaving Tindómë with just Legolas for a little.




“That reminds, me,” she said, “you mentioned something about expecting some sort of formal welcome, something to mark this new stage in your life, maybe?”




Legolas dropped his gaze, his dinner seemed to suddenly require close observation. “It was a silly expectation…” he muttered.




“M’hmm…maybe,” she said, “but, you know, actually you got one of the Maiar and a daughter of the Noldor Royal family…and isn’t Her Ladyship also related to the Telerin Royal family? Like, y’know, she’s King Olwë’s granddaughter? And probably there’d have been whole problems of etiquette and things if anyone higher up the Noldorin court than Her Ladyship had arrived.”




It had only occurred to Tindómë since their arrival in the West that one reason why Her Ladyship had never declared herself Queen of the Lothlorien Elves, and Master Elrond had stuck carefully to the ‘commoner’ title, was that they both owed allegiance to the King who sat in Tirion. But Legolas’ father owed no such allegiance. The Silvan Elves had never been ruled over by the Noldor—and he was the king of a Silvan people.




‘We might,’ she thought, ‘be heading into that whole I-am-not-a-vassal thing again—best all round if no one turned up from Tirion apart from Lady Galadriel. I wonder if Gandalf has any ideas about the etiquette?’




“Actually,” Legolas said, sounding rather sheepish, “both Gimli and I have been invited to dine with King Olwë. The invitation actually said ‘now that you have had time to find your land-legs and get settled in…’




“There you are then!” said Tindómë. “Uh, atheg—are you allowed to take someone with you?” 







As Legolas teased Tindómë that she probably had a better grasp of the relationships of the nobility of the West than he did, following her ‘more classical education’, not all that far away someone else was also eating with friends to avoid Rumil’s mother. This time it was her grandson.




Haldirin was eating with Tharhîwon at the hobbit hole. Both had helped prepare the meal, under Sam’s watchful eye; he seemed to want to be sure ‘Master Frodo’s lad’ could cook hobbit-style meals as well as elven ones, and happily extended the lesson to include Haldirin. 




“Adar says that it is a form of immortality for him and Uncle Sam,” Tharhîwon said in a quiet aside, “that in many yéni I will still think of him when I fry mushrooms with thyme, or make a fool with elderflowers and gooseberries.”




An interesting thought. Haldirin decided he must discuss it with his own Adar, and with Naneth; particularly the idea of the elderflower and gooseberry fool. Adar cooked many of the meals but such sweet things were Naneth’s domain.




Once Sam was satisfied, the meal began. Bowls of soup made from smoked fish, fresh fish, and potatoes were followed by chicken that had been roasted in portions, each wrapped in crispy bacon, and served with roasted parsnips (“drizzle with the honey, and then plenty of pepper—roast them in good, hot, goose fat…”) and carrots (“just a little of the fortified wine to glaze them…”). 




Frodo encouraged conversation, Sam encouraged ‘the two growing lads’ to eat more, and Gimli sat quietly, eyes twinkling, and emptied his plate efficiently. As Haldirin decided he really could not eat another mouthful, Sam produced a tray of apples stuffed with dried fruit that he had, it seemed, put into the hot oven to bake when he took the meat out. And a jug of custard.




Tharhîwon caught Haldirin’s eye and grinned. “We have eaten very, very, well since Uncle Sam arrived to join Adar…” he said.




Later the two young ellyn walked together towards the town. Haldirin wondered out loud how it was that his friend was not…well, the same shape as Sam.




“Adar did not make me eat quite as many meals as a hobbit child would—he recognised that elves’ bodies do not use food so quickly. And I was still growing to start with, of course. But when Uncle Sam arrived, both Gandalf, um, Mithrandir, and Master Elrond pointed out to me that, although elves do not usually grow fat, it would be best for me to take plenty of exercise—and avoid second breakfasts, between meals snacks, and more than one dinner…”




“Come on then,” Haldirin said, “I will race you to the sea-wall so that we can both shake that dinner down…”




They sat on the sea-wall in companionable silence, watching other elves strolling past, in the clear evening air, admiring one or two of the ellyth.




“Tell me about Rhîwen,” Tharhîwon said, “I would like to meet her some day—the elleth with a name so like mine…”




“Naneth says they might have simply called you Rhîwon, if Rhîwen had not been born a little while before.”




“You are trying to change the subject…Your Rhîwen—tell me about her!”




“Uh—she is…good company. She looks a little like Legolas—but feminine. And she has dark hair. I think she must look like Legolas’ mother. Her fëa is bright and she wants to see, to do, to know…She swims and skates well…she is good with a bow—and we enjoy sharing our bodies with each other—we fit well, somehow.”




“Will you bind?”




“Perhaps…in time. First we all need to find a proper home here, and then she will have to sail, and then—well, then we will start to know each other better. But I have not met any other elleth that I would rather spend my time with.”




“Here the place to meet with ellyth is often on the shore…Perhaps you could persuade Ithilienne to come and walk on the shore with us some evening?”




Haldirin grinned. “She might well—and she might be happy to share kisses, even a little more—but she has had her sight set in only one direction since she learnt to crawl…”




Tharhîwon opened his mouth, doubtless to ask who Haldirin meant, just as three figures came into view and Haldirin burst out laughing when he recognised the object of his sister’s affections arm in arm with Naneth and Galanthir.







Tindómë was getting ready to accompany Legolas to the dinner with the Telerin King. It was not going to be an enormous state banquet, but it sounded as if there would be forty or fifty people, and it would require formal attire.




Signals needed to be sent of just who Legolas was. He would be in his formal robes and would be wearing the new circlet his father had given him during his last visit to Eryn Lasgalen. This one was more complex than the one he had worn since his coming of age—his father had said it denoted both his princedom and his lordship of Ithilien. Mithril, of course, with silver leaves frosted with tiny diamonds; and in the centre a moonstone, cradled in a setting shaped like the new moon, for Eryn Ithil.




Tindómë needed to match in style and splendour but she was well up to the task—she wore a dress of green silk a shade lighter than Legolas’ robes, shot through with fine gold threads, embroidered with leaves as befitted the gwethil of a Wood Elf prince, topped off with a circlet of small gold leaves made for her by Gimli.




Now she asked Ithilienne to help her with her hair. Rumil enjoyed this task but understood why she had asked their daughter instead. Ithilienne’s nimble fingers worked gold threads, green peridots, and tourmalines into a series of tiny braids so that the colours caught the light as her mother moved.




“Thank you, little one,” Tindómë said, and then added, “You don’t mind me going with Legolas, do you?”




Before Ithilienne could answer Tindómë continued. “Your Adar and I know you would really like to be the elleth at Legolas’ side—we are your parents; we know you and love you—and we know that you desire him. But, right now, I am the nearest thing to family he has here. When I first arrived in Middle Earth he was the nearest thing to family I had—and, now that we’ve arrived in Valinor, I’m repaying. 




“In time I think that you will be the one who accompanies him to this sort of thing—but not yet. And, if and when he does ask you, mirdithen-nín, I promise we won’t try to stop you—we’ll be happy for you—honestly. 




“Your Adar and me—we’ve talked about it and I guess I can cope with you and Legolas being together that way if the time comes—even if it took me a while to get my head around the idea! It’s not as if I ever wanted him that way—or him me, for that matter. He once told his adar that I ‘stirred his loins little more than did Gimli’—flattering much, eh?




“Anyhow, there’ll be plenty of time for you to be on his arm if that’s how things work out but, for now, it’s still my role—and I don’t want you to feel mad at me, or feel as if I’m stopping you, or whatever. You do understand, don’t you, Ithi?”




Tindómë meant the ‘baby name’ as a term or endearment—she hoped her daughter understood that, and wouldn’t think she was using it to stress that she thought her still an elfling.




Fortunately it seemed Ithilienne did understand. She looked seriously at her mother for a minute or more and then slowly smiled. In the mirror they looked very, very, alike. When she spoke it was also very clear that she was her mother’s daughter.




“I guess. Too young, plenty of time, he worries because I’m your daughter, yada, yada, yada…”




Tindómë grinned widely. “He is a bit young,” she said, purposefully misunderstanding what her daughter meant, “but give him a yén or two…and in the meantime enjoy yourself!”




If Legolas wondered why Ithilienne and her mother began to giggle as soon as they saw him, he showed no sign of it, but complimented Tindómë on how she looked, held his arm out to her, and accompanied her out of the house to where Gimli awaited them—resplendent and bejewelled as befitted a dwarven lord. 







As Tindómë, Legolas, and Gimli were welcomed to their dinner with King Olwë in his beautiful home that overlooked the town, the harbour, and the sea, the other members of her family were eating together in the small courtyard behind the house they shared.




“They looked perfect,” Rumil said to Galanthir, who had joined them. “No doubting that he is royalty and Tindómë is both his gwethil and a gift of the Valar. Nor, for that matter, that Gimli is not only elf-friend, and one of the Nine Walkers, but that he, too, is someone of importance amongst his own people.”




“I expected no less,” Galanthir replied, “to be honest. Our lord’s royalty comes naturally to him even if he sometimes casts it off for a while.”




“And we,” Lithôniel nodded at her husband and her niece, “have made sure that our own people know that he is being properly treated, that he is being treated as a proper prince by King Olwë—that we are in no way a lesser people, in no way what Tindómë calls ‘second-class’.”




“Not that we have encountered that attitude all that often,” Orophin said slowly, “And it would be very difficult to make some of us feel anything other than superior to those without our Galadhrim training…”




Galanthir grinned, as Lithôniel pretended to box her husband’s ears as he continued speaking.




“But it does no harm to be sure that everyone knows the Telerin king acknowledges Legolas as a Prince of the Silvan people—and an equal to those of his own house.”




“We will leave worrying about the Noldor until the time comes,” Galanthir said, still smiling, “and in the meantime we have to think about the Solstice.”




“Ah,” Haldirin joined the conversation, “I have been talking to Tharhîwon about the Solstice…”






After Dinner Conversations


in which our heroine learns some unexpected things about both Frodo and the ellyth of the coastal region of Valinor…



Tindómë was enjoying the formal meal at the Teleri court. She had been introduced to ellyn and ellyth, all of whom seemed to be related to the King, and most of whose names she had almost immediately forgotten. Doubtless, she thought, had she been a full-blooded elf, with their eidetic memory, she’d remember exactly who they all were—but she wasn’t. She remembered hearing someone on television, back in that other life, explain that you could remember things by putting them all, in your mind’s eye, into a large room together…well she had all these Elves right here in a large room together, and it didn’t really help. Although, and the thought amused her, her memory was good enough to remember the word ‘eidetic’ in the language of her childhood in California—and the strange man on the television!




She had made no effort to disguise the things that showed she was ‘not-quite-an-elf’; her slightly more rounded figure and her clearly rounded ears. Ithilienne had helped her sweep her hair purposefully up away from her face and her ears.




“After all,” Rumil had said, “almost everyone there will be the issue, one way or another, of the loins of King Olwë—you will be the only one who was made by the hands of the Valar without the need for the joining of hroars…”




Even after all these years it still surprised her, sometimes, that her husband was so laid back about her being formed from a ball of light rather than by the more normal means. And yet…




“She may not be,” Orophin had pointed out. “Some of the Teleri have spent time in Mandos’ Halls; they no longer have the hroar they were gifted by their parents at their begetting.”




Somehow that aspect of elven immortality had never really struck Tindómë before—even when she had met Glorfindel in Imladris. And it gave her something in common with Rumil’s mother that hadn’t occurred to her before either. But it probably wasn’t going to be a big bonding thing…she certainly couldn’t remember being created, and it wasn’t likely her mother in law could remember much about how her new hroar had been made either.




Rumil had touched her cheek briefly, and spoken to her through their bond, mind to mind. “You are still unique, meleth…and I would have you no other way.”




But Rumil wasn’t here with her, and she had wondered just what sort of reception they might get, a Wood Elf prince, a dwarf and The Key; invite or no invite. Pretty damned friendly, seemed to be the answer. It became clear during the meal that, at least when it came to The Key bit, Gandalf and Lady Galadriel, quite possibly Master Elrond too, had made sure that King Olwë was already well informed. There were no questions about her parentage or how she came to be Legolas’ sworn sister.




Now that the formal meal was over smaller groups were forming and Tindómë found herself surrounded by some of the younger ellyth. She mused briefly on the concept of ‘younger ellyth’. She had, she realised yet again, really got used to thinking in Elven terms; some of these ellyth around her might have been born millennia ago—but they were ‘younger’ members of the household because they were mainly single and held no important positions.




The Telerin language was, clearly, related to Sindarin and conversation between Sindarin speakers and Telerin ones was very like her Californian self having a conversation with Spike. She was soon talking about her own husband and children, what she knew of Lady Galadriel’s husband, and grandchildren (yes, the twins were unbound, and seriously eligible…yes Arwen had loved her mortal husband right to the end…), and being asked about the eligibility of one of her companions here at dinner. But, to her great amusement, Gimli’s marital status attracted more attention than Legolas’. Legolas would be so amused when she told him; Gimli would probably be horrified if she ever told him.




There were questions about Legolas, of course, but Gimli was…more exotic. And someone had clearly told some of them about his devotion to Lady Galadriel. It seemed unlikely to have been Her Ladyship; Gandalf perhaps? Or had Master Elrond told his wife, and she had spread the story? Did Master Elrond even know about Galadriel’s gift to her stalwart admirer? Somehow Tindómë thought the culprit might well have been a hobbit…




It seemed as if Gimli’s shortness of stature did not put some ellyth off the idea of a little experimentation involving the desires of the body; and his thick wiry hair and greying beard, not to mention the curls that could be seen on the backs of his hands, were certainly a matter for curiosity, rather than disdain, to quite a few.




“I don’t think dwarves do joining, and so on, if they aren’t bound,” Tindómë explained, “and Gimli has never been bound—as far as I know, but then he doesn’t really like to talk about those things…”




There were a number of voices all expressing a mixture of amazement, disbelief and sympathy, culminating in someone saying, “You mean that he never has? Ever? If he was a maiden dwarf he would still have his gweneth? Ceryn Ulmo!”




‘Ah,’ Tindómë thought, ‘even here it is possible to take the name of the Valar in vain when you need a really good expletive! I guess it’s not surprising the Teleri swear by Ulmo, though…’




“Although,” said another elleth, “I do not think that Frodo had, before he got here, either…or, if he had, I do not think it could have been more than once or twice in his youth.”




‘Elo!’ Tindómë was rather stunned by that, as there was the definite implication that he certainly had since he got here! 




She must have shown her surprise because the conversation turned to Frodo’s, until now unexpected, love life. It seemed as if, once he had begun to recover from his wounds, both physical and emotional, he had developed that sort of ‘friendship with extras’ that was very common amongst the Elves, with two or three ellyth. 




Tindómë was really rather pleased to think he had not felt as if all such relationships were lost to him because he had left his own folk behind. On the other hand, she realised, she was also quite pleased that there had not been one single elleth only—or such an elleth might have been as much a mother figure to Tharhîwon as Frodo himself was a father.




‘Oh, Tindómë! Jealous much? The words dog and manger kinda come to mind!’ she scolded herself silently.




“It is so sad,” one of the ellyth was saying, “that he no longer feels the desire to join. He says it is because his hroar is now very old for a hobbit and his rod no longer rises.”




‘Ah,’ thought Tindómë, ‘I guess it’s not surprising that my Elves think of their penises in terms of weapons, and the Teleri think in terms of fishing!’




The elleth was still speaking. “But I think he only stopped the sharing of such pleasures with us completely when Samwise arrived.”




As Tindómë was considering that Frodo perhaps thought Sam would have been shocked, the elleth was coming to a different conclusion.




“I think they must have loved each other before and when Sam arrived Frodo could share such pleasures with him again.”




‘Elo!’ Tindómë thought for the third or fourth time since this conversation began, ‘Wait until I tell Legolas and the others that!’




The elleth turned to Tindómë. “You know mortals so much better than we do,” she said, “is it true that that both Frodo and Sam may be close to death? And is it true that at such a time they lose interest in the pleasures of joining? That the hroar really can no longer configure for the act? Or do you think Frodo now only gains such pleasure from Sam?”




“Uh—I really don’t think he and Sam were ever—uh—lovers. No. But Frodo is right that the hroar loses the urge, and the ability, as it gets very old.” 




Tindómë thought back to her shock the first time she realised Orophin had made love to a woman who was—oh—at least forty; the only-just-adult Tindómë had realised she was thinking like a Californian teenager who considered everyone over 30 ‘old’, however she had eventually been totally unsurprised when he had made love to the same woman some fifteen or twenty years later. But she was pretty sure that, if Frodo was embarrassed that Sam might realise he’d been indulging with ellyth, he probably would have been able to stop more easily because he was, definitely, elderly. 




She returned to the age part of the question. “And, to be honest, I do think it might only be a year or two before both he and Sam pass beyond the circles of the world.”




The other elleth seemed satisfied, if rather sad at the idea of Frodo’s death. But the conversation, as such conversations do, was flowing on and twisting. And very soon Tindómë found herself in a discussion as to whether, if Gimli might not want to join with any elleth who was not Lady Galadriel, an ellon might be more to his taste (‘Uh—I don’t think so…but I have to admit I’m not sure…’), then on to whether he might be secretly in love with Legolas (‘No! No—he’s more or less secretly in love with Lady Galadriel!’), and then on to a series of wagers as to who might be right, and whether anyone could tempt the dwarf into their bed!




Perhaps, Tindómë decided, the Telerin Elves were really not all that unlike their Sindar and Silvan kin…







She had no chance to talk to Legolas that night. The coach taking them home had delivered Tindómë to her current abode before proceeding to the home of Master Elrond and Lady Celebrían with Legolas and Gimli still on board.




Rumil, of course, was waiting to hear about her evening. As they sat together on a settle she told him about the inside of the palace and how they had sat right beside the Telerin King. She related some of the conversation that had accompanied the meal, and her husband expressed his pleasure that the King knew of, and understood, how The Key had come to be Tindómë.




As they climbed the stairs to their bedroom she began to speak of the conversations with the ellyth later, and the discovery that Frodo had found some with whom he could enjoy ‘the desires of the body’.




“That is good news, meleth,” Rumil said, “I am pleased that his own traditions did not prevent him taking that comfort, for it must surely have helped his fëa to heal.”




“I was glad to think some of the ellyth felt that they could offer it to him,” Tindómë answered, “but actually, I think it wasn’t just offering him comfort, I think they were…interested…in his hroar, and then found that they genuinely liked him.”




“Why should they not?” Rumil asked, although it sounded pretty rhetorical to his wife. “Frodo’s fëa is beautiful—although it was clear, when we knew him before, that it was damaged at least as much as his hroar.”




Tindómë wished, not for the first time, that she really understood how elves saw the world around them. At first she had thought, when they spoke of someone having a bright fëa, or a beautiful fëa, that they were judging by facial expression, or tone of voice, but she realised it was more than that.




The Els had explained it a little—they sometimes seemed to be more able to bridge the gap between elves and others—and she thought it was not just their twenty percent human blood, it was also the time they spent with the Dúnedain. It was, they said, as if the hroar overlaid the fëa—and, if you did not fully focus on the physical presence in front of you, the fëa was like a light that shone through. Rather, she thought, as Spike had admitted that Tindómë herself had looked whilst asleep during the period when she had been fading in Sunnydale.




 Sometimes she thought, now, that she almost saw it when she looked at people…but perhaps it was wishful thinking—perhaps she would never be quite enough of an elf to see fëar. She mentally shook herself—she was what she was and there wasn’t really anything she could do about it.




Before her mind could go to mental images of making love to Frodo, when he still had his smooth, boyish, skin and his thick, dark, curly hair, she changed the subject a little.




Rumil, as usual, had started slowly unpinning her hair and brushing it for her at the dressing table, something that gave him as much pleasure as it did her. She began to giggle as she repeated some of the conversations concerning who might become the first of the group to enjoy the desires of the body with Legolas; and the much higher level of interest, and wagers, on doing the same to Gimli.




“And what wagers did you make, meleth?” he asked.




“I was very restrained,” she answered, “I made sure I stayed sober enough to not get carried away…”




“A pity,” Rumil interrupted, smiling at her in the mirror, “sharing the desires of the body with you when you have had a little too much wine is one of my greatest pleasures.”




She grinned back. “Well, I’m not entirely sober…” she answered, before going on, “but I thought it would have reflected badly if I had joined in the wagers about Legolas, knowing what I do about him and Ithilienne. Not that I think there is anything wrong with him sharing pleasures with other ellyth—but I thought it would count as insider information…”




Rumil nodded but said nothing.




Tindómë smiled again and went on again, “But I did say I thought it unlikely that any of them would succeed with Gimli—although I suggested that the best time to try and seduce him might be at the celebrations for mid-winter, even if their traditions are not quite the same as ours. I didn’t tell them he always retires to bed before any of the ‘funny business’ becomes too obvious and embarrassing for him!”





A Wager Won



“I didn’t tell them he always retires to bed before any of the ‘funny business’ becomes too obvious and embarrassing for him!” Tindómë said to Rumil as he brushed her hair, talking about solstice celebrations, the local Telerin ellyth, and Gimli.




He paused mid-stroke, caressing her neck with his fingers, “I am afraid, meleth, that there may well not be any ‘funny business’ this Midwinter. Both Galanthir and Haldirin say that the celebrations here are very subdued by our standards.”




Tindómë was both happy and amused that her husband thought of the solstice celebrations of Eryn Ithil, taken there from the Great Greenwood rather than from Lothlorien, as ‘ours’. 




“I know,” she said. “I have spoken to Lady Celebrían already, as well as to the ellyth tonight. At least Master Elrond’s household do look for the first star, just as the twins do in Imladris—I would have been so upset if they didn’t. The locals celebrate to an extent—they have a sort of ‘longest night’ feast…”




“The hobbits celebrate their Yule feast—according to Tharhîwon—so some of their celebration food has also become common in Master Elrond’s household,” Rumil added, “but they are a little too old to dance now.”




“Mmm…” his fingers were distracting Tindómë and, coupled with the wine, she was finding it hard to think straight. “But Legolas promised that we would jump the fires together at Midsummer…somehow, so perhaps we will cope with a quiet Midwinter.”







Legolas was sitting, as close to the top as he could, in the highest tree he had found on Master Elrond’s estate. It was peaceful up there. 




Legolas had heard Faramir’s son and grandson once speak with regret of the Elves leaving Middle Earth for the West as if, once the Elves reached their destination, it would be almost as peaceful as resting in Rath Dínenfn1—as if they would exist in a permanent state of ennui only slightly more active than those who lay forever unmoving in that Silent Street. Just at the minute he almost wished they had been right.




Somewhere below Gimli was grumpy for some reason, and Sam was equally so—whether for the same reason or not Legolas neither knew nor, just at the minute, cared. Actually, he thought, distracting himself for a moment or two, it probably was not for the same reason. Gimli was probably grumpy because Legolas had been amused when the third elleth in a week had made subtle overtures in Gimli’s direction.




Legolas was not sure whether Gimli would be more or less annoyed if he realised that these overtures were, at least in part, the result of a wager. Well, Legolas was not going to tell him.




However it was not just the annoyed dwarf, or the out of sorts hobbit, that had driven him to seek peace up a tree. Master Elrond wanted to talk, all too often, about his daughter and son-in-law; and their loss was still too raw for Legolas. Not only was it well over a century since Master Elrond had ‘lost’ them, but Legolas was never completely sure whether his host wanted to hear how happy they had been, and how successful Aragorn had been as King, or whether he might actually prefer to think that they had been less happy so that he could think ‘I told you so!’ to himself now and again…




Then he felt ungrateful for having such thoughts. 




And now Orophin, as senior warrior of those who had come from Eryn Ithil (Eldroth having stayed behind to oversee the return of the forest to nature), had approached him with a request that Legolas would either have to take to Master Elrond or to some senior member of the Telerin court—perhaps the King himself. And it was the sort of request that, in Eryn Ithil, he would have simply agreed to—even in his father’s realm he would have felt that he had the authority to agree. 




Did his father fear this? Legolas wondered. Did Thranduil fear being a king with no kingdom; a king living in someone else’s domain?




In Thranduil’s kingdom, or in Legolas’ own domain of Eryn Ithil, Orophin would not have needed to make such a request, of course, because Orophin had come to him and said that the warriors wanted to train. They had trained all their lives, training was part of who they were, and they needed it to help them retain that sense of self. And, of course, he was right.




But here there was no need to bear arms, no dark foe, no predatory men who might want your land, no call to help the King of Gondor keep his borders secure. Here, Silvan elves ensuring they remained at the peak of battle fitness might be seen as…aggressive.




So it was something that needed proper consideration and it was also a sign that, after a little over three months since they had landed at Alqualondë , those who had travelled with him were beginning to feel that they needed a focus.




There was something else unsettling Legolas; it was the matter of bodily easement. He had not shared his body with anyone since…since before they left Middle Earth, he realised, and he was definitely getting what Tindómë so inelegantly referred to as antsy! He had, of course, eased himself more than once since his arrival—but thoughts of Ithilienne tended to drift into his mind when he did and, somehow, that seemed wrong. He wanted them to explore each other, flesh to flesh, before he imagined what it might be like to feel her hands…




‘Stop it!’ he admonished himself.




There were other things that needed his attention and he felt that there was something of an unspoken agreement with her now; there would be time to learn more of each other, time to explore what they thought and felt about each other, in the years to come—there was no hurry. Except that just at the moment he definitely needed to feel somewhat less ‘antsy’ so that he could concentrate on other things.




Somewhere down below he heard an elleth asking if anyone had seen him, he smiled; it made a change for one to be looking for him, not Gimli, since the dinner at the royal palace. He remained where he was—he did not want to be found just yet—but he had the first glimmerings of a plan.




Within an hour Legolas was striding purposefully along the road into Alqualondë and then towards the palace—time to go and talk to the King—and, just maybe, help an elleth to win a wager—even if there was less money involved than there would have been on Gimli!







The elleth who won her wager was called Tirineth. Legolas was waved through the palace entrance way by the guards (and why, he wondered, did they have guards? Presumably old habits, or old grudges, died hard), and found himself directed to a beautiful room with wide, open, windows overlooking the sea. The King’s secretary greeted him and told him that King Olwë would be pleased to speak with Prince Legolas shortly—as soon as he finished his meeting with some of the ships’ captains. A servant brought Legolas fruit and wine, and he placed himself where he could best enjoy the view.




Within minutes an elleth drifted into the room as if she had not expected him to be there at all. She introduced herself and enquired as to how he was settling into life in Valinor. He answered politely and she showed no sign of anything other than courtesy to a visitor. But, after he had spent almost an hour talking to the King in his study, the same elleth greeted him as soon as he reappeared and slid an arm through his.




“Have you seen our bathing pools here within the palace grounds?” she asked, glancing at him through lowered lashes.




“No,” he answered, recognising the overture for what it was, “do you have time to show me?”




“Certainly, my lord prince,” she answered, and led him along a series of cool marble corridors until they went out through a large arch and there in front of them were three pools, each carved from the white rock, glinting in the clear early afternoon sunlight.




There were two ellyth in one pool who greeted Tirineth by name; she greeted them in reply, but moved towards the empty third pool. 




“This has the best view of the sea,” she said. “Would you care to join me?”




It was a beautiful place to bathe—but it was not long before he discovered that Tirineth’s own rooms, high up in the palace, had a similar view. As he sank his cristhen in her body up to the hilt he could see the ships in the harbour down below, and as he flew for the first time he could hear the cry of the gulls.




As he made his way back towards the houses where those from Eryn Ithil currently lived, Legolas decided that, all in all, it had been a most successful afternoon; the King had no objections to Legolas’ plans, he no longer felt ‘antsy’; Tirineth would be able to claim her winnings—and he had only wished five or six times that she had been Ithilienne…







Lithôniel and Ithilienne were working on Ithilienne’s new dress when Legolas came to speak to Orophin. The Telerin ellyth wore dresses that were slightly looser, with less lacing, which might well be worth copying for every day wear—but this dress was certainly a more traditional Silvan style and the design meant it would require assistance to remove…Fortunately they were working in the room Lithôniel shared with Orophin as they certainly did not want their prince to see their handiwork until they were ready for him!




“Orophin,” Legolas began, “we will need to discuss training schedules, but not just yet. We have other work to do first. We have less than a month to organise a proper Solstice celebration.”




In the room above, Lithôniel and Ithilienne exchanged very satisfied nods.






fn1. Rath Dínen was the street that ran between the tombs of the kings and stewards of Gondor.





Talk the Talk…



Gifts were being bought, or made, and foodstuffs prepared. The feast was going to be laid out in the gardens of Master Elrond’s dwelling—Sam was already happily involved in this part of the celebrations as, indeed, was Frodo. And the bonfire was growing on the sea-shore below; it really would be a proper mid-winter celebration.




The ellyn had been walking along the shoreline, collecting driftwood, almost every day and the local elves had begun to join in. It was going to be a very impressive blaze. 




Legolas realised that not only did his Ithilrim seem happier, now that they had something specific to occupy them, but he also felt less adrift. His visit to King Olwë had been more productive than he had expected as it had helped him formulate a plan for at least the next few years. 




The Telerin King had said that all the elves who had arrived from Middle Earth made the same request; for their warriors to be allowed to train. It saddened him to think that his kin who had remained on that side of the Great Sea had needed to be warriors through all the Ages—but it was who they were and, he added, as well that no warrior lost his skills totally as they would be called upon on the day of the Dagor Dagorath…




Legolas was young enough to hope that day was an infinite time in the future—and to concentrate on more immediate things! So, now that he had asked, he was shown the training grounds that had been used by others who had arrived over the yéni, a little distance from the city, and had turned over the reestablishment of routine training to Orophin, to commence after the Solstice.




But he had also discussed other things—and, it had to be said, working off some of the frustrations of the body with Tirineth had helped him to concentrate and plan almost as much as a good session on the training grounds would have done.




The houses Legolas’ people occupied were theirs for as long as they wanted, King Olwë had said—almost all of his people who had rested in Mandos’ Halls after the Kinslaying and the burning of the fleet (ancient history to Legolas) were returned, but had chosen to rebuild elsewhere and there was room, in the environs of Alqualondë, for any other arrivals to rest a little before moving on. Master Elrond had already said that the wing of his home was Legolas’, at least until the twins arrived—and he would still be welcome thereafter.




So Legolas and Gimli would certainly stay here at the coast, as long as the hobbits lived, and Legolas’ Ithilrim would stay with their lord. Once Frodo and Sam passed beyond the circles of the world there would be time enough to decide whether to then seek their own forests, or to wait a little longer. Although Gimli was no more a creature of the sea than he was of the trees…but he, too, would not want to leave this place as long as the hobbits remained.




Legolas’ fëa might long for thick green forest—but his heart would want them to remain in this alien place of sea and stone for a long time.







Now everyone for miles around seemed to have heard that the wood elves were to celebrate the Winter Solstice with fire, and dancing, and gifts.




Celebrían wanted to know all about the celebrations. Her parents ruled over a predominantly Silvan realm and yet she could not remember any celebrations of the turning of the years at all, let alone gift giving. But then, for all her life in Lothlorien, the ways of Sindar and Noldor were observed by all, and her Naneth had done all within her power to still the effects of flowing years, not celebrate them.




On her marriage Celebrían had been surprised to find Elrond’s folk greet the evening star each mid-winter with feasting and song, but thought they must have taken the habit from his brother’s mortal descendants—it had seemed, to her, most un-elven. But once she began to take notice of life around her, here in Valinor, she had found a similar tradition amongst the Teleri…




“Uh—I’m really pleased that you and Master Elrond welcome the first midwinter star—the twins do, every year, and they always think of you two doing the same—it’s a link between you all,” Tindómë said. “But the Wood Elves…well that’s just the opening move for a night of celebration. It’s a bit more, uh, colourful; ask Legolas to show you his celebration tunic. But maybe don’t ask him to explain his ribbons—when he explained it to Rumil and Orophin and me he blushed…”




She went on to explain the details of Wood Elf celebrations herself, finishing, “…and sometimes the ellyth do their best to persuade an ellon to abandon the hunt, for reasons of their own.” Tindómë’s glance at Ithilienne, who had been happily helping to explain, was not lost on Celebrían.




When Ithilienne had said, almost straight away, “Tharhîwon will need a proper tunic, and ribbons, for he has told Haldirin he most surely wants to join us…as he came from Ithilien he must really be a Wood elf after all,” Celebrían thought she knew the meaning of that glance.




Until, a few days later, she saw the way Ithilienne’s eyes lit up when Legolas entered a room.







Lady Galadriel announced that, rather than return to Tirion as planned, she would stay in Alqualondë to attend the Wood Elves celebrations. Only years of maintaining his proper elven dignity prevented Legolas from laughing at Gimli’s reactions to this.




Gimli was of course pleased at the opportunity to see Her Ladyship for a little longer—but very worried that she might be shocked at ‘the goings on’ and/or that someone might, horror of horrors, attempt to kiss her!




Legolas did not tell him that there were already a good numbers of wagers made as to whether she would dance, who might attempt to kiss her, and whether she would let anyone gift her with a ribbon.




“Perhaps,” he suggested to the dwarf, “you should ask her to dance yourself, to save her from embarrassment…” ‘And I,’ Legolas thought, ‘would win enough to supply me with ribbons for mid-summer, if you do…’




Legolas also used his years of practice to simply nod in agreement when Gimli mentioned how very friendly all the Telerin ellyth were, as well. 







It was ten days until Midwinter. Tindómë was having that conversation with her daughter.




No—not that that conversation—they had most certainly done the ‘joining is fun’ talk a long time before—and laughed over the time when Tindómë had referred to ‘the birds and bees talk’ to the Els and confused them.fn1 They had also had the ‘how ellyth prepare their bodies if they choose to have elflings’ talk, and the ‘what are binding vows and how you make them’ talk. They had even had the ‘The Key’ talk.




No—this was the talk that began “Naneth, I know that you have told me that Adar was your first lover, but you have also said that it is most unusual for an elleth, or an ellon, to have only one lover before they bind…”




Tindómë poured them both out a glass of wine, and tucked her feet under herself on the cushioned settle.




“Your adar told me that it was rather unfair that he had over eight yéni of experience in bodily pleasures and, if we bound as soon as I was of age, I would never know whether he was actually a good lover or not,” she said, with a grin. “So he told me I should act as a single elleth until I felt it was time for us to bind. It seemed an odd thing for a guy to say, from the place where I was before I came home to Middle Earth.”




“The place where gwanur Buffy lives,” Ithilienne put in.




“Yes. For a guy to say he loves you—and I knew your adar loved me—but not threaten to punch any other male who even looks at you with desire, seemed weird to me then. Weird, but good, I realised. And he was right.”




“That he is a good lover?” Ithilienne asked, with a grin so like Tindómë’s own.




“That too…” Tindómë answered thinking how very elven this conversation was—she really didn’t think she could visualise other mothers discussing their husbands sexual prowess with their daughters! “But mostly that he was right—I needed to experience other elves, too.”




Tindómë was well aware of why they were having this conversation—and if Legolas believed anything different, now, from Rumil then—well tough shit, she thought. But he probably didn’t. Had it been any other female but Ithilienne Tindómë would have asked him outright. Maybe Rumil should, she mused. It would be the exact opposite of the usual, mortal, father and suitor conversation really…




“So,” her daughter was talking again, “you had your romantic night on a flet to lose your gweneth, but then you went starlight bathing with other ellyn, and joined with them and things?”




“Uh-huh. Although I remember telling the Els that I didn’t so much lose my gweneth as gave it to Rumil, or, as he didn’t actually get to keep it, it was more as if we chose to get rid of it together. And”, she said, taking the plunge, “I can absolutely see why you would want your first time to be with Legolas—but unless you are betrothed there is no need to forgo the pleasures of trying other things…or other ellyn. Or ellyth.”




Her daughter’s eyes twinkled—it really was like looking into a mirror sometimes—and she said “Can I ask you more?”




“Go for it,” Tindómë answered.




“Who, Naneth? Who was your first apart from Adar? Was it someone from Lórien? Did you go starlight bathing with others for ages before you joined with someone? Did you find out what it is like to share your body with more than one other…?”




“Oh, Ithi! The first other ellon was…well actually it was joining for comfort rather than for pleasure.” 




She wondered whether she might actually shock her daughter. But they had spoken of joining for comfort, although there would be less need now that there would be so much less death and mourning. 




She continued. “Your adar was injured, he and Orophin were distressed—we were back at the place where Haldir died, and they had also been reminded of how their naneth and adar had been killed; I was distressed because I had accidentally killed someone…you know the tale. Well that night we lay, all three, in the King of Rohan’s bed and comforted each other—so the first ellon I ever joined with after Rumil was Orophin.”




Ithilienne nodded, no sign of being shocked, and then she took Tindómë by surprise. 




“And you have joined with him since for pleasure…” she said. “It is the way the two, or three, or even four, of you sometimes laugh together at something…and Lithôniel smiled, and said she had certainly not limited herself exclusively to Orophin as soon as she met him, when I asked her these questions.”




‘Oh, this daughter is so like her mother,’ that mother thought. 




“But—did you go starlight bathing with Uncle Orophin without Adar? Or other ellyn, without Adar?”




“No—and yes. No—I never did with Orophin alone—but yes, I did with others.”




She had promised to answer Ithilienne’s questions, and there was certainly no shame in doing so, so she went on, “Although my first proper kiss from anyone else was at Midsummer—just as yours has already been—but it was in Minas Tirith. Not a man, though. I never have with anyone other than an elf. Galanthir kissed me there, and then he was the first after your Adar, except for Orophin that first time. Galanthir took me to the strawberry field when I first visited Eryn Ithil…”




Ithilienne smiled. “That was where Haldirin first joined…with Merilwen. I would have liked to enjoy ‘the desires of the body’ in the strawberry field…but I wanted it to be Legolas and he still saw me as an elfling…”




‘He’s learning,’ her mother thought, but didn’t say so. 




“There was an ellon called Emerlas in Lórien—he is still in East Lórien I think—and a couple more that I only went starlight bathing with once,” Tindómë said, instead. “And then I went to Imladris to broaden my education…”




She had only found out after they were bound that Rumil had encouraged her to make that trip without him not because he did not want to go, nor because Lord Celeborn would not have let him—but for a very practical reason. His link to Tindómë had been becoming stronger and stronger and, although he had encouraged her to gain experience with others, sometimes when she approached ‘flight’ he knew, even when he was some distance away. 




The effect that heightened their enjoyment of the Solstice celebrations was already there—and he sometimes needed to ease himself before he could concentrate again. He began to worry that soon he would feel it even if he was on the fences—where it could have been very dangerous in those times when there were still orc attacks! So if Tindómë went to Imladris they would, neither of them, distract the other when they were not together.




“Imladris…” Ithilienne sounded thoughtful. “Glorfindel? He is very old, but very desirable. I think it might be his hair. So like Legolas’s!”




Tindómë almost snorted with laughter as she answered. “No! Not Glorfindel—I think I was genuinely much too young and inexperienced for Glorfindel. But one of the smiths had beautiful muscles…as did a couple of the warriors. And there were also some very interesting ellyth there.”




“Naneth…the Els? Either? Both? Did you?”




“Yes, either…and both. Almost by accident. I thought, at first, that they were too much like family, and I couldn’t or it would change things…”




“Uh—Naneth…Orophin? Family much? And by accident? You thought they were someone else?”




“Almost by accident, but I certainly knew it was them. And it was good, and fun, and that is all the detail you need!”




“M’kay—I guess it is all I need…!” Ithilienne grinned, then, rather more seriously, she went on, “Thank you, Naneth-nín. It has helped me to ‘get my head around things’ more. I have spoken with Lithôniel, and Merilwen, but you are the person who is most like me, and you are the one who knew who you wanted before you came of age. I guess I just need to bide my time…and if he says I should gain experience with others I will tell him that I will do it your way!”




‘Mmm,’ Tindómë thought, ‘if it was anyone else who was plotting a campaign against Legolas I would certainly warn him…but perhaps, this time, I will sit back and enjoy the fun. She really is so like me that he doesn’t stand a chance.’






fn1. See chapter 1 of Brotherhood.




Walk the Walk…



A week before midwinter a storm blew up overnight and high winds whipped the sea into angry looking white crested waves that assaulted the land rather than gently caressing it.




Many of the Wood Elves simply stood and watched it; the wildness appealed to them. Tindómë joined Rumil as he stood on the rocks, within reach of the spray, the wind tossing his hair so that it danced around him as the small boats nearby danced at the ends of their mooring ropes. Orophin stood nearby, laughing, as did Legolas; no fear now of the dreaded sea-longing. But Tindómë could feel the mixture of sea-spray and rain making her not-quite-elven hair frizz, and she felt cold as her leggings got wet and clung to her; she could hold her cloak closed but the wind kept pushing it away from her legs. Eventually she left her husband, and the others, to drink in the storm as she drank tea with Lady Celebrían.




Master Elrond had smiled at her description of the Wood Elves soaking up the storm, like lizards soaking up the sunshine, admitting to having done likewise the first few times the high winds roared along the coast after his arrival. He had, after all, been a child of the sea-shore so very many years ago, and his father Middle Earth’s most famous mariner. But now, he said, he enjoyed watching the weather from the comfort of his library—where Tindómë’s daughter was currently curled in a chair, reading; clearly, he added with a smile, standing in the teeth of the gale was a male pursuit.




It was good, Tindómë thought, to see him smile. He had been so solemn when she had met him in Minas Tirith and, more recently, deeply saddened both by the absence of his sons from the passenger list of the Heart of Eryn Ithil and by the news of Arwen’s death. That both Tindómë and her daughter had been delighted to be invited to make use of his library seemed to have pleased him.




When her husband left the room Lady Celebrían poured more tea and then began to talk about what she had observed of Ithilienne. Tindómë reassured her hostess that Ithilienne’s parents were well aware of their daughter’s feelings for Legolas.




“Actually,” Tindómë said, “she really has always been…aware of him. When I was only about halfway through my pregnancy with her, and we had not yet told anyone that the baby was female, Legolas put his hands on my bare stomach when we were bathing to ‘say hello’ to the newest member of his community. He got this dreamy look and then said that he thought she must like him as he could feel her smiling.”




“Ah,” said Celebrían.




“And,” Tindómë continued, “although I could easily settle Haldirin as an elfling, Ithilienne could be more difficult. But if Legolas came into our home she would curl up against him and be asleep in no time. For her it has just been a natural progression to adult desire.”




“And to him?” Celebrían asked. “Do you know?”




“It’s been harder for him to acknowledge the possibility—and I think that’s really my fault; he couldn’t believe that he could desire the daughter of someone he calls ‘nethig’. I think he’s more at peace with himself now, not only because he is rid of the sea-longing, but he is beginning to accept that there is no reason to feel guilty about finding her desirable; after all no one could be further from blood-kin than him and me. And it’s not as if he can just turn off any feelings for her. ”




“Are you happy about it?” Celebrían asked.




And Tindómë explained, again, her mixed feelings which had resolved to a recognition of what was. She described her conversation with her daughter on the evening of Legolas official welcome by King Olwë, and the more recent one—well, apart from the details about Celebrían’s sons.




Tindómë described the joking agreement between mother and daughter that, as Tindómë had been very sure of her own feelings for Rumil before she came of age and Ithilienne seemed to be likewise, it might be that Legolas was the one who was too young. Celebrían smiled; a very particular smile. Tindómë waited.




“Elrond was exactly the same,” Celebrian said. “He was begot many years before me and felt guilty that he desired me when I was less than a yén of age and the daughter of…my parents. Just as Legolas worries that Ithilienne is your daughter. Elrond seemed to firmly believe that my feelings were not important—or that I was too young to be sure of myself—and that he could, in some way, discipline himself out of his desire.”




Tindómë had a sudden mental image of a naked Elrond beating himself with a horse-whip and, even though she was pretty certain this wasn’t what Celebrían meant, got the urge to wash her brain with bleach.




The conversation turned to other things, although Tindómë had a feeling that that unwanted, and probably inaccurate, image would keep coming back to her—and she so must share it with Rumil, and with Orophin and Lithôniel, for that matter. 




Almost as if her thought had conjured her husband, Rumil entered the room. The rain had stopped, the wind was dying, and he was going to look, with a few others, for newly washed up driftwood. Would his wife like to join him?




‘Perhaps not quite starlight bathing, meleth, but I would enjoy your company…’ Tindómë heard the thought as he stood behind her chair with his hands on her shoulders.




“Ithilienne is happy enough in my husband’s library,” Celebrían said, with a knowing smile, “she may stay here, or make her way home later.”




Soon Tindómë was walking down to the bonfire site, her arm around Rumil’s waist, so that his cloak wrapped around her over her own.




“The ellyn who showed us the best place for the fire were right,” he said. “The sea did not touch it, and it will have dried from the rain ere next week. We thought to walk the tide line and collect any good wood that washes up. Walk with me?”




Tindómë snuggled closer. “A slow walk?”




He stopped and turned to hold her, kissing the tip of her nose, “Slow is good…let us leave our boots near the fire.”




They had learnt, very quickly, that salty, damp, sand stained the leather.




The sky was clearing, the night was already dark; the only sources of light were the rising moon, a scattering of stars, and Alqualondë a little way away. The stars were different here. In time they would look familiar, Tindómë presumed, but just for now she would ignore them and look instead at their reflection deep in Rumil’s eyes. 




She never had worked out why Elven eyes seemed so much deeper than those of other races—somehow, on nights like this, she could see further into her husband’s eyes than the size of his head should allow—perhaps a puzzle to discuss with Master Elrond. 




“You are deep in thought, meleth…”




“I am admiring the stars in your eyes,” she said, thinking that sometimes the whole truth was too much information, and pulled his head down until their lips met.




They continued to stroll, slowly, along the sand at the edge of the sea. Tindómë was beginning to think that it was not really too cold to consider removing more clothing than her boots—as long as Rumil did likewise—when a familiar voice called their names, and looking up she could see the moon glinting off hair as white-blond as Rumil’s. And it was most certainly not Lady Celebrían.




“Brother, little one, there is almost a whole tree carried here on the storm! But it did not come quite ashore before the tide turned and now it is likely to be washed back out—unless we wade out and haul it in.”




And, sure enough, there was not only Orophin but Lithôniel and Galanthir standing with an elleth Tindómë did not know. The ellyn were both busy stripping off their clothes.




Rumil looked at Tindómë questioningly. “Go on,” she said, “You know you want to. But there is no way I am going out in that water to rescue a tree trunk; it will be cold. I’ll go sit up the beach by the woodpile and look after the clothes.”




Lithôniel joined her; the other elleth, presumably a local, waited up to her knees in the sea.




It took the three males a few minutes to reach the tree—clearly further out than Orophin had suggested, as swimming was involved—but soon they had it on the sand, no longer floating, and laughing together brought it up above the high tide mark to dry.




Galanthir nodded at Tindómë and then rejoined the other elleth at the water’s-edge. She did not really see where he went, as both husband and husband-brother had thrown themselves down on the blanket Lithôniel had spread out. 




‘Well prepared,’ Tindómë thought, ‘she knows her husband all too well.’




‘And his brother,’ she decided, as Rumil pulled her towards him.




“Warm me, meleth…”




“You’re an elf—you aren’t meant to feel the cold!” she retorted, as she had many times before when he had made a similar request, “and you’ll get my clothes all damp!”




She could feel the smirk before he began to pull her leggings off her, and soon, despite trying to bat his hands away, she was as naked as he was. Pausing only to twist his damp hair out of the way, he began to nibble his way down her neck, as she heard Orophin and Lithôniel laughing.




“You two are no help!” she gasped. 




“We could be…” Orophin’s voice still held laughter, but was slightly husky, and then there were three mouths kissing and nibbling, three bodies around and over hers.




“We would not want you to get cold…” Lithôniel’s voice came from somewhere near Tindómë’s breast, before she returned her warm tongue to it.




She could feel Rumil laughing inside—she reached out to him but could only snag a hand—she pulled it to her mouth and sucked his fingers.




“You taste of salt…” she said.




“You don’t…” the voice was Orophin’s. He sucked on one of Tindómë’s toes, and then spoke again. “Or perhaps you do…” and he licked in one long movement from the toe to the top of her thigh and then swirled his tongue around her tuiw. She bucked. At least she would have, if someone had not put a hand on her hip to hold her down.




As Orophin lifted his head a little to say, “Just a little, but probably less then we do…” Rumil’s internal voice said ‘My brother looks better with all his teeth,’ leaving no doubt as to whose hand was on her hip!




The other three could move, and did, but Tindómë was between three elves and the hollow her body had formed in the sand beneath the blanket; she could touch and taste only what came within reach. She tasted Rumil’s ceryn and his grond—both salty, gloriously salty—but he twisted away; Lithôniel’s mouth and breasts, less salty; then, after she had flown at the tip of his tongue, Orophin’s mouth, warm, salty, undershot with the familiar taste of herself.




A grond slid into her and she knew it to be Rumil. Then Orophin shuddered where he still kissed her—Lithôniel had brought him, too, to flight. Minutes later she heard Lithôniel cry out, but Tindómë had lost track of who could have brought her brother-wife to that point. By the time Rumil flew within her, Tindómë had reached the same point several times, and lay, beneath her blanket of elves, unable to do anything but giggle with the pleasure and the joy of it all.







Legolas was surprised that Celebrían was so insistent that Ithilienne needed someone to walk home with her along the path above the beach, but it was no hardship to comply. Almost unconsciously he found they were walking hand in hand. Perhaps, he thought, they could go down onto the sand, throw stones into the sea, or even simply sit and watch the moonlight glisten on the waves; but nothing more. No, nothing more for the foreseeable future. There was plenty of time before he should think of anything more with her—time for her to gain more experience, time for him to devote himself to Gimli and the hobbits—and, if he became frustrated in the meantime, there were always willing ellyth…




But then he heard muffled laughter and, looking towards the still-growing Solstice bonfire, he could see the moonlight glinting, instead, on two heads of white-blond hair, and three—no, four—pale bodies, entwined. In an instant he knew who it must be—although other ex-Galadhrim had sailed with him, none had quite that colour hair, bar two…




Better not to go down to the beach then, at least not here, best to hope Ithilienne had not noticed for she might be shocked; best to hope that she did not notice, either, the tightening in his leggings where his own grond thickened. Huitho! That surprised him, too, as he had never, ever, thought of Tindómë that way. Nor did he now—but they did look most erotic…and sound it.




Beside him Ithilienne spoke. “It sounds as if Naneth is having a lot of fun.” 




Whilst Legolas was still wondering whether he ought to try and stop her, she moved around him so that she could see down to the beach. 




“It is a good thing,” she said after a few moments, “that Adar, Orophin and Lithôniel are remembering to keep Naneth on the bottom because she really does tend to feel the cold…”




Legolas silently agreed—whilst trying to decide how to answer her.




She grinned, and then began to walk away. She looked back over her shoulder at him and said, “Come on, we will certainly be back at the house before them.”




Legolas was not sure whether he was meant to hear her muttered, “Although I don’t suppose we will be having any such fun when they get home…”




Neither was he sure whether he hoped Haldirin was in, or not, when they got there.





Can’t I Add Just a Touch of Hemlock?



“Spiced pears,” said Sam. “I put a good lot down meself, and I made sure that Master Elrond’s cooks had the right recipe, if you take my meaning, this year—they say as they can certainly provide some. Go nicely with the cold ham, and a good bit of cheese. There’s a lady elf makes a very good bit of cheese, like a well matured Bywater, that she sells at the midweek market.”




“Mushrooms,” mused Frodo, “one of the great pleasures of living in Valinor is the year-long mushroom season. I can still wield a spoon to make a pot of mushroom soup, and Tharhîwon will make the fennel and mushroom tartlets…”




The two aged hobbits seemed to be enjoying planning the Elven banquet at least as much as the elves were enjoying building the bonfire and would enjoy the fun to be had after the feasting.




“And I have a good fruit cake to bring,” Sam was saying. “Not enough for everyone, of course, but I made a spare when I made our Yule cake back at the equinox. I know Gimli likes a good rich fruit cake; we can make sure it’s put where he’s sitting. And old Gandalf—he’s partial to a bit of my fruit cake too, as long as it’s got good marchpan on it and sugar icing.”




He paused in his slow bustling, for a moment, and looked out the window as if at something far away.




“Do you think Miss Tindómë, um, Mrs. Tindómë,” he corrected himself, “might take the recipe from me? It would be good to think that someone knew how to make Gimli and old Gandalf a proper fruit cake, after I’m gone…And I know your menfolk do much of the cooking but your womenfolk mostly bake, so it might be better given to her.”




Legolas did not really want to think of Sam dying, and yet the hobbit did not seem too sad about it; he genuinely seemed more worried that no one would make what he saw as a proper Yule cake for Gimli or Mithrandir. He must expect to see his Rosie when his fëa left his hroar. Legolas was not too sure about relying on Tindómë to make such a cake but, if it would comfort Sam to give her the recipe…




Probably not any better to give it to Ithilienne, either, although making pancakes with her, Haldirin, and Tharhîwon the other night had been good fun and good eating. It had taken Legolas’ mind off the feeling of Ithilienne’s hand in his, the eroticism of seeing her parents and her aunt and uncle most certainly enjoying the desires of the body together on the beach in the moonlight, and that muttered remark of hers.




He was, on reflection, glad the younger ellyn had been there—although he was sure that he would have been able to control himself, and not press her for more than a restrained goodnight kiss. But making pancakes together, and eating them with honey, had made him feel as if he, too, was little more than an elfling and it had been a good way to end the day.




Adar, of course, would have pointed out that Legolas was little more than an elfling—but then Adar was many yéni old. And, no matter what Adar had said during that last visit to Eryn Lasgalen, Legolas felt so much older than Ithilienne, her brother, and their friend; he had fought, since he was younger than the two ellyn, against the darkness of Dol Guldur, against the spiders, the orcs, and other horrors that beset what was then Mirkwood. He had guarded Gollum, travelled to Imladris to explain how he had let the strange creature escape, spent time in the presence of the One Ring, felt it try to corrupt his fëa, fought battles alongside Aragorn and Gimli, alongside the Rohirrim, alongside the Army of the Dead, alongside the army of Gondor…




He had stood at the very gates of Mordor and felt the hatred, the malice…No, Legolas knew he was no elfling, and somehow he felt too old; too old to flirt with such an innocent as Ithilienne. But he would dance with her tomorrow night, and kiss her, and hold the thought of it close to his heart until the next Solstice celebration.







At much the same time as Sam was considering gifting her with his fruit cake recipe Tindómë was contemplating murder. She did wonder whether dispatching her husband-mother off on another lap around Mandos’ Halls could be considered the Elven equivalent of justifiable homicide, but she thought probably not—the penal code didn’t seem to be that complex. Had she known about the impending fruit cake recipe she might have considered making it with added poisoning—except that, generally, such simple spices as deadly-nightshade and hemlock just didn’t cut it when given to Elves…




Rumil’s naneth did not approve of tomorrow’s Solstice celebrations. In fact she DID NOT APPROVE in capital letters. There had never been any such frivolity, just because it was the longest night, when the Galadhrim had lived in Lothlorien; the whole thing sounded totally uncivilised, the sort of thing Men, or Dwarves, might get up to, and she was shocked and appalled to think that her sons would even think of participating!




Tindómë had been caught somewhere between shocked and appalled herself—or possibly more shocked and amused—at the possibility of Dwarves not only dancing to the beat of the drums, but bedecking themselves in ribbons, swapping them for kisses, and indulging in the desires of the body under the trees. Or amongst the rocks, which was more likely for the Elves this year, and also slightly more Dwarvish than the trees would be. She must share the mental image of cavorting Dwarves with Legolas, he would be amused whilst sympathising with her over Rumil’s mother’s…existence…uh—attitude.




Ithilienne had unleashed her grandmother’s deluge of disapproval by asking if she would like to see the new dress, made with Lithôniel’s assistance, ‘For the Midwinter Celebrations’. And Haldirin had immediately joined in the conversation, sounding totally innocent, to ask if his grandparents would sit with their family for the feast or accompany Lady Galadriel. 




Not that ‘That Elleth’, as Tindómë thought of her, had not heard of the upcoming festivities; she had simply assumed that her family would ignore it all, and she clearly did not approve of Her Ladyship deigning to attend. She had made her feelings on the whole subject very, very, clear in a diatribe that had gone on for a very long time—it felt like hours.




Rumil had been almost glacially calm, so not a good sign as his mother must surely know, even if she still didn’t know him very well; it would have been a bad sign from any Elf. Eventually, when she had either finished, or possibly just stopped for breath, he thanked his naneth for giving her opinion but, he said, he was very proud of his beautiful daughter, and hoped she would spend the whole night dancing…and collecting enough ribbons from ellyn to make a cushion to brighten her bedroom, just as ribbon cushions made by Tindómë and Lithôniel were scattered around the living room and their bedrooms. 




He was equally proud of his son, he said, and hoped he would win any wagers on who would get rid of their ribbons fastest—he had a family reputation to uphold, after all, even if his father and uncles had earned much of it in a different setting.




Orophin, looking much more sombre than usual, had backed Rumil. 




“If you do not wish to celebrate with us then perhaps you should just return to Tirion ahead of Her Ladyship,” he said, adding, “For I see no point in you remaining here if you disapprove so much of Rumil and I, our wives, and his children. “




‘Ouch!’ thought Tindómë. 




Then another, quiet, firm voice joined the conversation. Adar Thorontor said little by comparison to his wife; Tindómë had thought within days of first meeting her in-laws that Rumil, even if his colouring came from his mother, was clearly his father’s son.




“I am proud of you both, my sons. You have grown into skilled warriors, it is clear that you both have the wives the Valar intended for you; both couples are so very well suited. My grandson and granddaughter are a joy to me and I hope to get to know all six of you better in the years to come.” 




He took his wife by the arm, and steered her towards the door. Tindómë could guess the private conversation between the two of them, through their bond, as fleeting expressions crossed both faces.




At the door Adar Thorontor turned back, briefly and added, “I would be proud to join you, or to sit with Her Ladyship, but it may be better for us to do as you suggest, Orophin. In which case I will, most certainly, join you for your Solstice celebrations another time—I would like to learn more of the ways of my distant kin, which you have come to embrace.”




The door shut behind him and all six in the room said nothing for a minute or more. Finally Ithilienne broke the silence.




“Oh. Well I guess I can eat the sweetmeats we made to give her then…”




But Tindómë thought her mother-in-law had succeeded in spoiling the sense of anticipation somewhat—especially for her sons.







Haldirin went to the hobbit hole with a spring in his step. It looked likely that he would win this wager with Tharhîwon even though the odds were only poor.




“Ha!” he greeted his friend, “You will end up cleaning my boots for a week—I am almost sure. Adar and Orophin finally spoke out. I think my daer-naneth will avoid the feast tomorrow. She might even be on the road back to Tirion by then.”




Tharhîwon pulled a face. “I really thought she would want to be there with Her Ladyship,” he said, “but I won’t be sad to lose this one—I would not want to ask her to dance anyway…”




Gimli appeared and joined them. He must have heard their conversation as he picked it up. “Aye—she’s finding change difficult, that one,” he said. “But now,” he added, “you won’t have to ask her to dance…so I have a proposition. The lad thinks I am stupid and that I would not know that he has money on me asking Her Ladyship for the first dance. But I think I might put a few coins on you, young fellow.”




He looked at Tharhîwon. “After all,” he went on, “you’ve known Her Ladyship for longer than almost anyone else who might ask—she wouldn’t think it odd if you asked her…”




Haldirin was so used to hearing the Dwarf refer to Legolas as ‘the lad’ that he did not even think of it as odd, but he could see Tharhîwon trying to stifle a smile at that point. By the time Gimli stopped speaking it was Haldirin who was grinning.




“You so should!” he said, unconsciously mimicking his mother’s speech. “And I would wager with Legolas between you and Gimli. I would not only let you off the boot cleaning, I would happily split the winnings with you—go on…”




“Why not?” Tharhîwon said. “As long as all I have to do is ask, and she can say no if she wishes, provided it is noted that I asked.”




The three shared conspiratorial handshakes and then went to eat second supper with Sam and Frodo.







Midwinter morning was dry, bright, and sunny. Legolas had happily agreed the wager with Haldirin; he was sure he could persuade Gimli that it would save Her Ladyship from all manner of embarrassment if he was to ask her to dance. 




The fire was ready for the evening, tables were being brought out to the grass above the beach, and small lights were being strung in the trees and bushes; just like home…either home. All his own people were finishing their last few preparations; there was a real feeling of anticipation—and if Tindómë’s smile was brighter than almost anyone else’s, since her husband-mother had decided not to attend, then Legolas could not blame her.




He still had a couple of gifts to wrap, but everything was going according to plan…until the strangers arrived.





First Star



The strangers arrived in Alqualondë in the middle of the morning. They wore travelling clothes in greens and browns and carried packs. As they asked for directions the local Telerin Elves recognised the dialect they spoke as that of the Wood Elves; close enough to their own language to understand, as long as those conversing spoke slowly and kept their words simple. 




They could not be members of the group who had arrived on the Heart of Eryn Ithil; nor did it seem likely that they had lived for any time, in the past, in Alqualondë after having landed in earlier ships—for they did not seem to know their way around at all. 




As they made their way up the road towards their destination they passed some of the houses where the Ithildrim currently lived; but most of the inhabitants were either on the beach or indoors preparing food and wrapping gifts. The newcomers were almost at the gates of Master Elrond’s domain before anyone noticed them at all. And although news of their arrival, and their significance, reached Tindómë within no more than another ten minutes, the person they had come to see had very little warning at all.




“We heard of your arrival within a week or two,” one of the strangers said, “and when the wizard Mithrandir came to us and explained that you were planning to celebrate the Solstice, we knew that it was time to come and make ourselves known to you, our prince.”




This ellon, Tangannel, introduced the other ellyn. There was also a young elleth with them. Legolas looked questioningly at her. 




“I will explain why the youngling travels with us, my prince,” Tangannel said, “in a little while.” Then he went on to give Legolas the news that something he had only suspected was, indeed, fact.




There were Wood Elves living quietly in woodland only a week’s walk away from Alqualondë; Wood Elves who had mainly been released from Mandos’ Halls. Only a hundred or so, in a wood that sounded to be about the size of Eryn Ithil, but Tangannel (who had served under, and died alongside, King Oropher in the War of the Last Alliance) said that he knew of three or four other small groups spread out over woodlands many, many, miles apart. 




“There may be other groups as well,” he went on. “I found myself emerging into the trees amongst whose branches I now live—and my wife was there to welcome me. She had taken the risk, to sail West in hope, and had made a home, with the handful who had sailed with her, in almost the first good woodland they found. They arrived about a yén ago—and I joined her, a score of years later. Since then there have been a few who have arrived by sea—more who had taken the route of death. Others may have travelled even further than those we already know—and their dead returned to them in those places.”




“We had thought, from the Galadhrim we have met,” Legolas said, “that this must be how it works, and when my small sister asked Mithrandir he did not deny it.”




He was going to say more, but Tangannel interrupted, “I am sorry my lord prince, I had not realised that King Oropher also had a granddaughter.”




Legolas explained. In fact he was glad of the opportunity to do so, clearly, so that there should be no future doubts amongst his own people about his lack of blood relationship to Ithilienne. ‘Ah,’ he thought, ‘as Tindómë would say, you have it bad—that you begin to consider everything in terms of Ithilienne…’




And clearly, thinking of Mithrandir, his visit to Tangannel’s group explained the Maia’s absence from the preparations! 




The conversation continued. That Legolas was organising the proper solstice celebration had shown them that he was not ‘frayed, his fëa thin,’ as they had heard some arrivals were; at last they would have a leader from the House of Oropher. But Mithrandir had explained that Legolas was committed to the Fellowship as much as to the people of The Greenwood, and so his people simply wanted him to know that they were there and would await his pleasure. In the meantime this delegation hoped to celebrate with him, and their fellow Wood Elves.




His people, awaiting his pleasure; Legolas was not sure, just yet, how he felt about that. It would take thought. It could wait.




He said they were most welcome to join the celebrations.




“Good,” said Tangannel, gesturing to his pack, “For we have brought our celebration clothes…and ribbons for those who need them!




“But first,” he continued, “there is the youngling. She was released by Lord Námo into our midst only weeks ago—scarce days after we received news of your ship. One, or more, of her family must have been aboard. Come, Brethiliel, tell Prince Legolas of your family…”







“Galanthir’s sister? You mean the one who was killed by the spiders? Like, before Legolas was born?” Tindómë asked. 




“Many yéni before Legolas was born,” Lithôniel confirmed. “She was, and is, a little younger than Ithilienne—perhaps ten years short of her majority. Of course the ellon who came looking for Galanthir did not tell him why Legolas wanted him—but I am told that Galanthir was almost speechless, which may be the first time in all the years that I have known him…”




Tindómë did not even ask how Lithôniel knew this so quickly. The mortals back in Middle Earth, who thought elves so distant and above the earthier things in life, never would have believed how quickly gossip spread in an elven community! 




Rather, she asked “Do you think she will be at the bonfire? Oh! Do you think she will have a dress? If she is only a little younger than Ithilienne, perhaps we could offer…?”







The tables were laid out on the grass of Master Elrond’s gardens, bearing enough food to satisfy even Sam’s requirements. Lanterns were lit, creating a lace of light amongst the bare branches and the evergreen boughs. Final gifts were wrapped, and every unbound ellon had worked as many beribboned braids into his hair as he could; including, for the first time, Tharhîwon.




Gimli’s grey hair and beard were still as thick as they had been in his prime, and were also richly ornamented, although with more silver and mithril now than when he was younger—even dwarves preferred to be properly coordinated. The two elderly hobbits, too, wore their best clothes, and took seats on the lawn as other guests arrived, now too old to want to stay on their feet and circulate before the meal began.




Down in Alqualondë the Teleri would be holding their own feast to celebrate the longest night, but it seemed as if one or two had joined with new Silvan friends to celebrate with not only feasting but dancing and the bonfire. Master Elrond’s household would usually have greeted the first star of the night, and then retired indoors for a meal and songs, but tonight they were all prepared to feast outdoors and, perhaps, stay up all night with their Silvan guests.




As Legolas made his way outdoors he could see Lady Galadriel and her daughter, both in fine silk dresses, sparkling with jewels. He had been torn between sitting with Master Elrond and his wife and her mother, or the hobbits, or amongst his Ithildrim—now with the new arrivals amongst them. The Elves, he was sure, would understand if he sat with the hobbits, who might not see another such occasion, and yet it was the first time here in the West with his own people…




Tindómë, as often, had simplified matters when he mentioned this problem a few days before.




“The hobbits can have their table near Master Elrond’s. Gimli will want to sit with them so that he can ogle—uh—admire Her Ladyship, then you will stand with us to spot ‘first star’ and get all tight-lipped whilst you think of your Adar doing the same thing and I’ll think of the twins; so, I guess, will their parents. After that you can go sit with the hobbits and Gimli, to eat, before you come down to the beach with us to light the bonfire, and stay with us for the rest of the night. ‘S obvious.” 




Well—it was when she put it like that.




“Of course,” she had added, “you’ll have to make sure Gimli and Her Ladyship come down to the beach if you want a chance of collecting on your wager.”




“Wager?” he had asked.




“Don’t come all innocent with me, atheg,” she had replied, “because if you haven’t joined in the wagers on who is going to dance first with Her Ladyship I will be seriously worried about you.”




And so it had been agreed, and Legolas made his way to the group of brightly dressed Wood Elves as the sun dropped behind the hills and the sky darkened.  He looked around the group—some faces, that had been there when they had celebrated the mid-summer solstice in Eryn Ithil such a short time ago, were missing of course. Perhaps most missed was Eldroth, his marchwarden since the first days of the colony, who had remained behind, to continue nurturing the trees of Ithilien, and had not yet decided whether to eventually join Legolas or return to Eryn Lasgalen.




As Tindómë had predicted, however, most missed were those faces he had seen only rarely at solstices since he had left Eryn Lasgalen for Ithilien; and not just his father and brother were in his thoughts, but Aragorn and Arwen, Faramir and Éowyn—all those who he had occasionally joined in Minas Tirith for their own celebrations—but would never see again.




He allowed himself a few moments of introspection before looking again at those who were here tonight. There were Saeldauron and Tária with Merilwen, Eryn Ithil’s first elfling, now a lively young elleth who was learning to be a weaver. Galanthir, who had been at Legolas side since his first ever patrol in what was then known as Mirkwood, who had been so stunned, earlier in the day, to be reunited with the sister who had been taken by spiders before Legolas’ birth.




‘Strange…’ Legolas thought. Galanthir was accompanied by Ithilienne—Legolas recognised the delicate pink and cream dress that Ithilienne had worn for a number of celebrations since her own coming of age. She always looked so sweet in it. But why was she with Galanthir? 




Then he looked again. The elleth who was holding hands with Galanthir did not have Ithilienne’s unusual colouring; there was the rich brown hair, but without the touches of her father’s silver blonde that would catch the moonlight that she was, in part, named after. It must, Legolas realised, be Brethiliel.




Then he heard familiar laughter and turned to see Rumil and Tindómë talking to Orophin and Lithôniel. Standing with them was ‘the winter elfling’—the now adult Tharhîwon—who was smiling at an elleth wearing a dress that was somewhere between blue and green, fastened up the back with tiny pearl buttons. An elleth with hair the colours of chestnuts—shot through with moonlight.




And this time, ‘sweet’ was not the first word that came to Legolas’ mind.




Someone called his name and he moved on.







“Gil-minui! Gil-minui!” someone called. “First star!” 




Tindómë looked, not at the sky, but at Celebrían and Master Elrond. She hoped the twins, and Lord Celeborn, would not take too many years to decide to sail West; the longing on Celebrían’s face was clear and even the usually inscrutable Lady Galadriel, standing beside her daughter, looked wistful.




Then Tindómë looked towards Legolas. He appeared, as she had predicted, tight-lipped as he tried to remain impassive. Beside him, ever a stalwart support, was Gimli.




‘Oh!’ Tindómë thought, ‘Even though the dwarves do not celebrate the turning of the seasons, when he knows others are thinking of family back in the East, he must think of his own people. I guess it must be having the same effect on the hobbits. Perhaps we shouldn’t have…”




But, before she could finish the thought, Legolas’ voice could be heard starting the traditional song of praise and thanks to Elbereth, star kindler, and other voices joined him.




It was good, Tindómë thought, that although they were in Master Elrond’s gardens, he saw it as Legolas’ role to begin the song—and how neat to think Elbereth could even be around, somewhere, listening!




Then people began to move towards the tables where the feast was laid out, and as she caught Gimli’s eye he smiled at her, whilst not too far away she could hear the two old hobbits laughing at something. No—the Silvan Elves most surely should not have put off their celebrations in case they upset the three mortals—the three mortals looked as if they were already having a good night.




A little further away Galanthir’s face was a picture as he kept looking at his new-found sister. Both he and Brethiliel had been delighted with the gift of the dress and accessories from Ithilienne, Tindómë, and Lithôniel. Tária and Merilwen also had given the young elleth solstice gifts as, no doubt, had others. Brethiliel may not have parents, here in the West, but she would not be short of females to befriend and advise her as she approached adulthood.




Tindómë was amused to see, however, that Galanthir clearly did not intend to spend the whole evening in the company of his sister. His usual red, green and metallic gold ribbons, along with copper leaves, beads and feathers, adorned his hair; clearly a single ellon taking part in ‘the hunt’. As if he felt her eyes on him, he turned, ‘winked’, and made a tiny kissing gesture; a promise for later!




People were beginning to settle at tables, last minute gifts were being given, and the food was calling to Tindómë’s stomach. Rumil took his wife by the hand and led her to a table, where the rest of the family already sat, close to that of the hobbits, Gimli, and Legolas. Tharhîwon sat with his father but within easy chatting distance of Haldirin and Ithilienne.




As Lithôniel recommended the roast ham with pickled pears (at which Sam could be seen to blush slightly) Rumil popped tiny savoury pastries into Tindómë’s mouth; reminding her, fleetingly, of their first days together in Minas Tirith. Next to her brother, Ithilienne was clearly making eyes at…Tharhîwon. She was complimenting him on the mushroom pastries that had been his contribution to the feast, asking if he was sure he knew what to do with his ribbons…and not even glancing at Legolas.




Tindómë turned her attention to Legolas a few yards away. He was deep in conversation with Gimli, but Gimli glanced at Tindómë, then at her daughter, and then back to Tindómë; his eyes crinkled into a smile before he turned back to his friend. She wondered if Gimli thought Legolas was trying not to look up the table.




Rumil’s voice inside her head was gently amused. ‘It is good for younglings to flirt. Even if her fëa begins to sing with Legolas’ she should flirt, or more, with others. It will not do your winter elfling any harm, either. I really should have let you do more of it before we bound…little one!’




After he had acknowledged, many years before, that he tended to call her ‘little one’ when he thought she did not understand something, he now did it as a private joke. She sent him a mental image of herself, poking her tongue out at him. 




‘I kinda thought it was my decision that it was time to give up playing the field and bind myself to you, not yours!’ she said silently.




She could feel him smirk. ‘Ah—but, meleth, I could have made myself less irresistible.’




‘You were the very best flirt, anyway,’ Tindómë answered, and was rewarded with one of those looks—the sort that made her toes curl.




Orophin’s voice broke the moment. “Try this fish. Master Elrond’s cooks have cooked it in wine with some of the grapes from his glass-house. I will miss sea-fish when we move inland; I already have a taste for it.”




“Perhaps we could stay at the coast, and you could become a fisherman,” Lithôniel suggested.




“Perhaps…” her husband replied.




Tindómë could feel Rumil stiffen, he seemed to hold his breath, until Orophin continued after appearing to consider for a while.




“But perhaps not. I would happily visit, though…and bring sea-fish back with me!”




It had never occurred to Tindómë that any of the wood elves would choose to live by the sea—especially Orophin. She hoped that pause for consideration had been purely for effect. But what would he do when they finally settled? He was a warrior through and through…She put the thought from her mind, at least for now. It was a night to celebrate being here—together.




The meal continued. Now came the sweet courses—some familiar, others less so. Damson compote with sweet cicely was familiar, but the creamy, set, confection served with it was not. 




“It is a speciality of the Teleri,” Haldirin explained, “one of the elleth who is here tonight brought it. She told me how it is made. There is cream, and the juice of the tiny berries that grow along the shore-line, set with an extract made from an underwater plant.”




Well—he was most certainly getting on good terms with the locals! Tindómë rather hoped he wouldn’t have any urge to stay at the coast, either, when the Ithildrim moved on.




‘He will follow Legolas, meleth, I have told you this before…’




He had. ‘You are not supposed to be in my head!’




‘You were thinking very loudly.’




When he looked at her like he was doing, she could forgive him anything, anyway.




His silent voice continued. ‘And right now we are all about to follow our Lord Prince…down to the beach.’




He was right. Legolas was standing, and gesturing towards the avenue of lights that led down to the bonfire.




Rumil picked up a large slice of rich, dark, fruit cake from the plate on the Fellowship’s table as he moved to follow Legolas—earning him a smile and a grave nod from Sam. A pity, Tindómë thought, that Gandalf had not returned for the celebrations—Sam had been very clear about how much the istar enjoyed that cake.




“Are you coming for the lighting of the bonfire, adar?” Tharhîwon asked Frodo.




“Yes,” came the answer, “I am. I do enjoy a good bonfire. So does Sam.”




“I will walk with you,” Tharhîwon said.




“Then so will I,” declared Ithilienne. But, this time, Tindómë noticed the distinct grins that passed, fleetingly, between the two young elves.





Shooting Stars…and Sparks



Legolas distinctly remembered thinking at the last turn of the days, the summer solstice half a sun year ago, that there was some sort of understanding between himself and Ithilienne. Back then, in Eryn Ithil, he had expected that in time they would explore the attraction between them—maybe in half a yén or so—when she was older and they were more settled in Valinor.




He had reminded himself, only yesterday, that he should not even think of the desires of the body in relation to Ithilienne at the moment. That he should concentrate on the time he had left with Frodo, Sam, and Gimli; that Ithilienne was little more than an elfling yet; that he had seen too much of death and destruction to think of himself as young in the same way.




He had, he decided, been wrong.




Brethiliel, on her brother’s arm, was little more than an elfling; Ithilienne was, most definitely, a good deal more than an elfling. And she looked beautiful as she walked, with Tharhîwon and Frodo, down the path towards the shore. Legolas had thought, perhaps, to ask her to start the dancing with him but she seemed to be firmly with Frodo and his son. 




If he had not got money on Gimli asking Her Ladyship to dance first, he might have asked her…He would ask whoever was near him, when the time came, he decided.




Slowly everyone assembled on the sand. The great stack of wood that had been gathered over the past weeks, since the decision was made to celebrate in their own way, looked as if it almost touched the near cloudless sky. It was not quite like the bonfires back in the woodlands of Ennor—the salt-soaked wood had a different scent and all the piled-up branches were totally bare of leaves—but it would make a good blaze, and doubtless still burn sufficiently to be jumped over in the first rays of grey dawn.




Legolas waited, the others leaving a space around him, until Orophin and Saeldauron approached carrying lit torches. They then led the way, as Legolas walked slowly towards the unlit fire, a path forming for them as they went. There was no formality expected, no speech to make. Just as his father did and, from what Tangannel had said, his grandfather before that, Legolas took the torch from Orophin and thrust it into the heart of the bonfire.




The kindling there was aflame quickly and the branches piled above soon began to burn too, smoke and sparks beginning to rise and turn the blackening sky red, dotted with tiny, ephemeral, gold-red stars.




Around him he was aware of the others—his people. Well, mainly his people, there were some Telerin elves who had joined newly-made Silvan friends, Master Elrond’s household, Lady Galadriel somewhere, and the three other surviving members of the Fellowship.




He felt a hand on his arm and turned to see Tindómë, her other hand linked with her husband’s, smiling at him.




“This is totally of the good, atheg. You promised us a bonfire to jump at midsummer and, hey! Here we are all organised a whole half a year early. Although I do sort of feel we should be cooking fish on sticks over it…”




Legolas did not immediately answer. He was thinking that his ‘small sister’ had solved the problem of who to ask to start the dancing, as she was right here beside him, when Sam’s voice, clear to elven ears, said something so similar to Tindómë’s own words that all three burst out laughing.




“You know, Mister Frodo, I reckon it would be a shame not to put a few spuds into the embers as this dies down. Shame not to cook a few fish over it, too…” 




Then, just as Legolas was about to nod towards the musicians, and ask Tindómë to dance with him, there was a loud clap of sound that did not come from any of the drummers. Above the gathering the sky blossomed in a shower of colour.




“Gandalf!” Frodo’s voice rang out.




And surely he must be right. That would explain why the Maia had been missing from the feast, even though he must have known he was invited. Especially as he had made sure that Tangannel’s group knew of it.




Another flash and there was a trail of green, across the sky, that turned to shades of orange and bronze and slowly fell like Firith leaves. Now the sky was full of blue light with small flashes of silver that whirled and seemed to dart amongst the blue like fish in the sea.




“Elo!” Tindómë’s voice was full of wonder; she really did sound like a very young small sister. But then she had only ever seen Mithrandir’s fireworks once before and, if Legolas’ memory served him right, she had probably had too much wine that night for the memory to be anything other than hazy.




Other voices could be heard with similar exclamations of delight and surprise—which reached a crescendo with the final wonder as the great tree and silver moon, the banner of Ithilien, hung for long seconds in the sky above their heads before fading so that the only light was, again, the stars and the bonfire. This was a wonderful, and unexpected, welcome to the West. 







The fireworks were fantastic. Tindómë thought there must be a little magical enhancement, as well as black powder and metal salts, at work. She finally understood just why Merry and Pippin had lamented that they would never see one of ‘Old Gandalf’s displays’ again. She wondered where the wizard himself was—probably up in the grounds of Lady Celebrían’s home, she thought; perhaps he could be persuaded to dance later, as she was sure he had done so at her coming-of-age party back in Lothlórien.




As she thought of Gandalf, dancing, the first beat of a drum sounded and Legolas offered her his arm.




“Dance with me, nethig?”




As she accepted, and he moved with her to the centre of the large area from which all the stones had been assiduously swept, she mentioned that she had thought he might start this celebration, as he had their last in Middle Earth, with Ithilienne.




“I expect she has promised her first dance to Tharhîwon—they look happy together. But…” a fleeting grin crossed his face and he spoke as if to a fellow conspirator, “I will wait until much later to ask her to dance with me…”




‘And about time!’ Tindómë thought, realising that, at least for a minute or two, Legolas was thinking much more of her as his sister than as ‘mother of someone I fancy’. For dances later in the night had a habit of being closer, and a lot more sensual, than these early ones.




She changed the subject slightly. “And have you reminded Gimli how much you think he should ask Her Ladyship to dance? Does he know you have money on it?”




In the firelight Legolas managed to look totally innocent—years of practice, Tindómë thought.




“Money? And, even if I had, I would not try to influence the outcome…”




“Huh!” was her only rejoinder, and the corner of Legolas’ mouth quirked upwards just a little.




Other couples began to join them on the ‘dance-floor’. Oddly, not Tharhîwon with Ithilienne; she was certainly dancing—with one of the Telerin ellyn—but Tharhîwon was standing, near the path down from the gardens above, talking to the dwarf in question.




Galanthir was dancing, now. He held Brethiliel as if he was afraid she might break or be snatched suddenly away from him. Tindómë wasn’t sure how it must feel to have remembered, for so long, your younger sister and then for her to be back in your life more or less as you remembered her. Mind you it must be just as odd, or odder, for the young elleth.




Before she could get any deeper in thought, Legolas interrupted to point out that Lady Galadriel, with her daughter and son-in-law, was coming down the path to the beach. Tindómë was pretty sure that Her Ladyship must be aware of the interest this was causing. As the Lady of the Galadhrim she quite probably even understood why it was causing such interest…




Gimli looked up and Tindómë could see, as Legolas spun her around, the Dwarf saying something to Tharhîwon who reacted by taking a step forward. Aha! Tindómë wondered who might have money on Tharhîwon.




But before he had taken more than a couple of steps a tall figure, dressed all in white shot through with silver, appeared behind Galadriel. The newcomer took the Lady by the arm and swept her, already dancing, towards the centre of the ‘floor’.




Legolas and Tindómë stopped. They looked at each other and then burst out laughing.




“Gandalf!” she exclaimed. “Did anyone have money on Gandalf, or are all wagers void?”




“I really do not know, nethig,” Legolas answered. “But I do wish that it had occurred to me…!”




The dancing continued. Tharhîwon asked Tindómë to partner him and, as they danced, he told her, with a smile, that Gimli was not sure whether to be annoyed that he had lost money on the outcome, or to be pleased that Her Ladyship had not been embarrassed by ellyn vying for her attentions but had had a suitable dance partner.




Just as she was beginning to wonder how she might feel if her Winter Elfling should claim a kiss, and offer her a ribbon, there was a voice behind her.




“May I steal your partner, young elf?”




Tharhîwon smiled briefly, and turned Tindómë within the dance so that she faced the owner of that very recognizable voice, before releasing her to this new partner.




“Gandalf! It’s so good to see you. The fireworks were wonderful. And it was so funny when you swept Her Ladyship out into the dancing.”




“Funny?” he asked.




“Funny,” Tindómë confirmed. “C’mon, I would be prepared to wager that you knew very well there would wagers on who would be brave enough to ask her to dance.”




Her new partner simply smiled. Tindómë looked at him as the light from the fire caught his face. His whiter-than-white hair was held back from his face in one thick braid that hung down almost to his waist, his clothes were very like those of the Elves in style, and there were glints that spoke of jewels at his waist and wrists.




“You,” Tindómë said, “are growing younger. You’ve always moved better than any man your, apparent, age would—so the fact that you are dancing as enthusiastically as any young ellon doesn’t surprise me—but there are less wrinkles. And the beard is shorter. More like pictures I’ve seen of Cirdan…”




“Vanity, I fear,” Gandalf replied, with a slight smile. “I am no longer tied to this body in the way I was back in Middle Earth; it is more like a cloak that I can put on and take off. And I am able to choose the cut and the fabric, so to speak. But I would not want to change dramatically, because that would distress Frodo and Sam, in particular, and Gimli. Legolas too, I think, at this time.”




“M’hm…me too, maybe,” Tindómë said slowly. “I kind of see you as a grandfather. And I know Lady Galadriel and Lord Celeborn are grandparents—well great-great grandparents, as well—but you know what I mean. Given time, though, as long as you keep doing it slowly, I think I might like the idea of you looking the same age as the rest of us…Will you keep the beard?”




“Probably, although it is easily changed…”




Suddenly it seemed to Tindómë that the person she was dancing with was clean-shaven, smooth-skinned, and yet, somehow still Gandalf. But this impression lasted for only a split second before he looked as he had before. And then he smiled.




Tindómë smiled back. She had a feeling she had just seen something few of the others had. “I think I will live with that version, when the time comes,” she said.




No sooner had Gandalf escorted her to the edge of the ‘dance-floor’ than Tindómë was claimed by her husband, then by one of the ellyn who had arrived that day, followed by Orophin, and another partner or two. A few times she caught sight of Haldirin, clearly already with fewer ribbons, and of Ithilienne. Ithilienne seemed to have no shortage of partners and there was no sign that she was trying to attract Legolas’ attention as she usually did at such celebrations. Perhaps, Tindómë thought, he is going to have to join the queue…




The drums continued to beat out their rhythm, with regular changes of players, and various musicians took turns to join them. But Tindómë realised, as she danced now with Galanthir, that there were new instruments and new tunes. One of the Telerin ellyn was playing some sort of bagpipe—Tindómë thought she had seen such an instrument being played by one of the Northern Dúnedain she met once in Imladris—which he did not need to blow by mouth, but had a bellows under his arm.




 “I want to learn to play those pipes,” Galanthir said. “They sound right, here beside the tide, but I think they might sound as good, or better, played amongst our own trees, when we find them.”




Tindómë cocked her head to one side, pausing in the dance, and really listened. 




“You are absolutely right,” she answered. “They would sound wonderful amongst trees.”




“Perhaps,” her partner said, “I will find out not only how to play, but how to make them…”




In Tindómë’s mind, so clearly that it was as if she was briefly there, came an image of Galanthir crafting Telerin bagpipes under tall trees. Perhaps he might not miss being a warrior first and foremost after all.




Without stopping dancing, Galanthir led Tindómë towards the bonfire, before halting, his arms still around her. His kiss was very thorough. It always was. As he lifted his head, but kept her held close, it was clear that the evening was heading for the stage where there would be definite making out going on. The few elflings had been gathered up and taken off to sleep until it was time to jump the fire in the morning light.




“Where is Brethiliel?” Tindómë asked.




“Lady Celebrían has invited her to spend the night in her company—they have already left,” Galanthir replied, his mouth almost touching Tindómë’s ear. “As, I think, has Master Elrond. But Lady Galadriel dances still—and Gimli and the hobbits are still awake, and enjoying themselves, as well.”




Tindómë was not at all surprised that Celebrían had gathered up Brethiliel for the night; she seemed to have a natural desire to ‘mother’.




‘The sooner the Els get their asses into gear and over here, to look for suitable ellyth,’ Tindómë thought, ‘the better!’




Galanthir’s voice interrupted her thoughts on the need for the twins to provide Celebrían with grandchildren.




“Would you rest a little from dancing, and admire the bonfire with me?”




“Mmmm—that seems like a good idea…” she agreed, knowing just what she was agreeing to.




Galanthir began to nibble her ear then stopped, briefly, and took her by the hand so that they were behind the bonfire and less visible to those dancing. Now he stood behind her, and pulled her back against himself, before returning to her ear again. 




“And now,” he said, “to see if we can make Rumil lose his step…”




His tongue caressed her ear from tip to lobe, he sucked the lobe…and then his tongue dipped into her ear, an echo of the joining they would not indulge in, as she was bound to Rumil.




Tindómë shivered.




Galanthir pressed against her buttocks and, through the fabric of her dress, she could feel the swell of his grond. She moved her hips, swaying in time to the all-pervading beat of the drums, knowingly. Galanthir laughed a little, and moved his attentions to her other ear, whilst one hand cupped a breast, and the other moved down to cup her cumb, her mound, so that as she swayed her hips she moved against that lower hand, too. 




“More?” he asked.




“Umm…”




He bit hard on her earlobe, whilst pressing harder on her cumb, and she felt the shiver of the small flight—the fleeting orgasm, unlike the flight that soared and brought long shuddering cries—the small flight that made her gasp quietly with pleasure. Galanthir laughed, a low laugh still with his mouth to her ear, and held her against his chest until she turned around and smiled.




“And how much was wagered on you making Rumil lose his step?” she asked. “And who is the wager with?” For both of them knew that Rumil would have been aware of Tindómë’s mounting desire, now partly assuaged, and he was very likely to have lost his place in any dance, at least briefly.




“It is complicated,” Galanthir said, “involving me, Rumil, Orophin…suffice it to say that that was at least as much for the pleasure it gives me to hold you close and hear your sounds of pleasure. And I hope to give, and get, at least as much pleasure from Lithôniel sometime this evening…”




Tindómë shook her head, but smiled, and then reached up to undo one of Galanthir’s braids and claim the copper coloured ribbon. Before he tied it into her hair for her, he reached up and took one of the small copper leaves that also decorated his own hair, and fastened it into hers. That, she thought, was probably part of the wager, too, but she certainly wasn’t going to object. 




He took her arm to escort her back towards the tables that had now been carried down from above and laden with food and drink. They passed one or two other couples, who had ‘stopped to admire the fire’, and Tindómë noticed very familiar hair—the colour of a chestnut highlighted by moonlight, as Rumil said. The blue/green dress, with its fastening of pearl buttons down to the buttocks, was also very recognisable. The male whose hand was currently gripping those buttocks firmly was less so. The head still decorated with many ribbons declared him a single Silvan male, but quite who Tindómë was unsure.




“Aldwith, Eldroth’s brother,” Galanthir answered Tindómë’s unspoken question. “He came with Tangannel. I remember that he rarely had a ribbon refused by any elleth with whom he danced.” He suddenly grinned. “I do not think they will make Legolas lose his step, not yet. But in a yén or so…yes, in a yén or so that would certainly make our Prince lose his place.”




Before Tindómë could think of a suitable retort, Galanthir turned her in a different direction.




“Look!”




She looked. Frodo was dancing, sedately, with an elleth that Tindómë recognised from the meal in the Telerin palace. The height difference meant that his head came up only to a point between her waist and her breasts; they should have looked silly, Tindómë thought, but they didn’t.




But of even more interest was the couple a little further away. Gimli was also dancing—with a dark haired elleth who Tindómë could not quite place—and he was looking up into her face, apparently listening to her with rapt concentration.




“Oh my!” Tindómë said. “Who’d have thought it? I wonder just how far anyone has to go to win the wager?”




“I know not,” her partner said. “I am not party to it. Although if I had thought I had a chance of winning…! But I was certain I was not his type. She, on the other hand, just possibly might be.”




“Honestly?” Tindómë had been sure it was a completely unwinnable wager. “I am sure I’ve seen her somewhere, but I can’t quite place her.”




Galanthir was smiling broadly. “She is part of the household of Master Elrond and his wife. But not often seen around the house…Naltatamë is a smith.” 





Lead Me Out on the Moonlit Floor



The sea was coming in, reducing the size of the ‘dance-floor’, but then this gave everyone the chance to spread further along the beach to quieter spots if such was their wont. The two elderly hobbits, accompanied by the wizard, had gone back to their homes.




Haldirin was unsure about what name to give the wizard. Adar, and most of the others, called him Mithrandir, but the hobbits, Gimli, and Naneth called him Gandalf. Haldirin had even heard him called Olórin, more than once tonight, and he seemed to answer readily enough to that too. Ithilienne had suggested that the two of them, and perhaps also Tharhîwon, should combine the two they heard most and call him Mithrandalf. The wizard had laughed loudly, when she suggested it, but he had not said no…




But, just at the minute, he was no longer around and so it was not an immediate concern. Still very much around, though, to Haldirin’s surprise, was Gimli.




The dwarf had retired to his bed by midnight on all the other occasions Haldirin remembered him attending solstice celebrations, in Eryn Ithil, but tonight he seemed in no hurry to leave. He had not been persuaded to take Lady Galadriel onto the ‘dance-floor’, although he had stood talking to her for some time. The Lady herself seemed to enjoy dancing—both Adar and Uncle Orophin had danced with her, as had others—although she did not seem to have collected any ribbons…




But Gimli—he had been asked to dance by almost all the Telerin ellyth who were here, and had actually done so with one or two. But then he had been approached by an elleth wearing midnight blue, her black hair twinkling with tiny gems scattered across it like carelessly flung stars, and Gimli had spent the last two hours or more in her company. Mainly sitting and talking, it must be said, but they were still talking and it was certainly well past midnight now!




As if he felt Haldirin’s eyes on him, which he quite possibly did, Gimli called him over.




“Haldirin, my old bones are beginning to feel just that; old,” he said. “The damp night air is making my joints creak and, despite the excellent company, I think I must find my bed.”




It was on the tip of Haldirin’s tongue to say that the missing bed would doubtless be in the bedroom of the hobbit-hole, but he had learnt that Gimli sometimes used words strangely (as did Naneth…) and so he did not mention it.




However,” Gimli continued, “I am sure you will be willing to take my dear friend here onto the sands to dance—and I think she might well be happy to accept a ribbon from you in due course.”




Haldirin looked at the elleth for confirmation—at least that she wanted to dance. She smiled at him and got to her feet.




“Than you for your time, Lord Gimli,” she said. “I look forward to more time in your company.”




Gimli kissed her hand and then waved the two elves in the direction of the musicians. They complied.




“I am sorry,” Haldirin said, “but although Gimli gave you my name, he did not introduce you to me…”




“Naltatamë,” she responded, “I am a smith in Lord Elrond’s household, and Lord Gimli and I seem likely to spend more time together.”




They began to dance, and had no more conversation as they got the measure of each other’s stride, and Haldirin ensured that his partner knew the steps to the dance. After a little, when it became clear that their bodies moved well together, they began to converse again. Naltatamë had never lived ‘over the sea’, as she put it. She had joined Lord Elrond’s household only a few years ago. Before that she had studied her smith-craft both in Tirion and at the forge of Lord Aulë himself. No wonder, thought Haldirin, that Gimli had been so impressed!




Haldirin wondered about asking her if she knew of the wagers, regarding Gimli, amongst the ellyth of King Olwë’s court but, before he did, she brought the subject up herself in her oddly accented Sindarin.




“Lord Gimli is fascinating to talk to…and I would not mind winning the wagers that have been made. I do not think there is any physical reason why one could not…perhaps I will try in a month or two!” She paused for an intricate part of the dance, “But I would not insult him if such is not his way?” There was a definite hint of question in her last words.




“Well it has not been his way until now…” Haldirin answered honestly.




Naltatamë shrugged, somehow managing to fit it into the music. “Ah. As we are to spend time together it may be best not to be too forward, then,” she said, and changed the subject.




At the end of the dance she acknowledged that she understood that should she allow, and appreciate, a kiss she should accept one of Haldirin’s ribbons, although there were none, yet, in her hair. The kiss turned out to be most satisfying—she twined her arms around Haldirin’s neck and opened her mouth to him, so that their tongues could perform their own dance, before accepting the ribbon with a smile.




Haldirin made as if to tie it into her hair, but she held out an arm and asked him, instead, to tie it around her wrist. She hoped, she told him, that there would be time to add more, but she had not thought about ribbons when she dressed her hair. And when Haldirin looked at her hair more closely than he had, even when dancing, he saw that the tiny jewels were all threaded onto a net so fine as to be almost invisible; a fascinating example of ‘smith-craft’ indeed.







As he danced, Legolas watched his friend make his way up from the beach towards his new abode with the hobbits. Gimli turned, and gave him a nod as a goodnight, before continuing up the path out of sight with a distinct spring in his step.




Had his friend been an elf, Legolas would have been sure that a certain black-haired elleth must surely be about to follow. But, as Gimli was a dwarf, this seemed unlikely and, sure enough, when Legolas looked about for her she was dancing with Haldirin. Even so, the length of time she had spent with Gimli was very interesting. 




She looked vaguely familiar but Legolas could not place her. Her colouring implied that she was one of the Noldor, rather than Telerin. He could ask Haldirin, perhaps, but there was certainly time to dance with her to learn a little more, even if it did not end with him losing a ribbon to her. Especially as every time he looked for Ithilienne she was in the company of some ellon or another.




As he kissed the elleth he was with, Legolas noticed that ‘Gimli’s elleth’ was clearly participating in the ritual of ‘the hunt’ with Haldirin. ‘Even better,’ he thought. There was an art to having enough ribbons in your hair, at any such festival, to not run out too soon—whilst not having too many for the number of ellyth available—and Legolas was very good at the required calculations.




As Legolas expected, Haldirin happily introduced his partner and moved on.




“It is a pleasure to meet you properly, Prince Legolas,” Naltatamë said.




“That does sound as though we may have met improperly,” Legolas answered, “but I am sure I would remember such an encounter…”




“I have seen you in the distance,” she said, as they approached the dance-floor, “both at meals and around the grounds of Master Elrond’s home. But you are somewhat more noticeable than I am!”




Legolas looked at her questioningly. “I am sorry,” he said, taking her in his arms, “but I cannot place you.”




“My father was most anxious that I follow in his footsteps,” she replied, “and so my name does give away my place of work…”




“I fear I do not speak the language of the Noldor.” Legolas tried to make this simply a statement of fact, to sound neither proud of it (as his father always did), nor embarrassed.




“My apologies,” Naltatamë said, as Legolas spun her around, “Lord Gimli said Tindómë was your sister and her name made me assume…”




“The sister of my heart, rather than of the loins of my Lord Adar,” Legolas explained, glad of the opportunity to make this clear to as many as possible. “And her Quenyan name was given her by mortals in Ennor.”




“By mortals? I did not realise any of them knew our language!”




“It is a long story, involving Master Elrond’s family, and for another time. But now I crave your indulgence in explaining your own name…”




The elleth smiled. It lit up her face so that Legolas thought, if he was not drawn to Ithilienne like a pin to a magnet, he might be happy to be drawn to Naltatamë instead.




“Radiant smith,” she said. “Although whether this is because my father thought me a radiantly beautiful child, or whether he expected me to spend my life in the glow of the forge, I do not know. I have never dared to ask.”




Whilst mentally Legolas was thinking, ‘Aha! A smith! No wonder Gimli gets on well with her!’ he found himself saying, “It must be because of your smile.”




This earned him a slightly cool look and the response, “You, my lord Prince, are clearly an accomplished flirt!”




However it did not stop her responding with enthusiasm to his request for a kiss, at the end of the dance, and he added his ribbon to the one already around her wrist before he escorted her back to the food-laden tables. Afterwards he realised that he learnt no more of Naltatamë than he would have if he had asked Haldirin, but learning personally had been pleasurable.




Another hour passed; now there were only three beribboned braids left in his hair. Legolas had timed his approach to Ithilienne like the seasoned campaigner he was. There were only a few couples dancing now and the music had a slower, deeper cadence. Even those couples dancing at arms length managed to look, as Tindómë had once observed, as if they were engaged in foreplay.




Ithilienne was being escorted off the dance-floor by her most recent partner when Legolas intercepted them.




“Would you dance with me?” he asked.




She cocked her head slightly as if thinking about her decision. “I have danced a lot,” she said after a few moments, “and I had planned to rest a little.”




“We could have something to eat together, perhaps some wine,” Legolas suggested, “after we have danced.”




“M’kay. Why not? You would not mind, would you?” she enquired of her escort, who glanced towards Legolas before replying that, of course, he had no objections—he still had ribbons to lose…




It had taken no more than the merest lift of one of Legolas’ eyebrows to persuade the other ellon to defer.




Ithilienne placed her hand formally onto Legolas’ arm and he led her out to the centre of the flat sand area.




“I have not had the chance to speak to you all evening,” he began.




“I have been enjoying myself,” she answered, before he could say more.




“I rather hope you will continue to enjoy yourself whilst you are in my company,” he retorted.




Her expression became so like her mother’s that he wondered again, fleetingly, why he could be so physically drawn to one and not the other. “That really depends,” she told him, “on how hard you are going to work to persuade me to accept one of those last few ribbons!”




Legolas had a feeling that at least one part of his anatomy would be willing to get very hard, during the attempt, but he certainly was not going to let it work, or play, as part of the process. Not tonight, anyway.




They began to dance before he spoke again. “I hope you will not make me work too hard, my lady Ithilienne, but I hope that we can reach an enjoyable agreement…”




“Mmm. You might have to hold me a little closer, then,” was her riposte, and there was a definite glint in her eyes.




“It will be my pleasure,” he said; wondering, as his hands rested on that row of tiny pearl buttons in compliance with her instruction, how he was, somehow, not the person in charge of this situation.




He stopped thinking about it. He stopped thinking about the steps of the dance; they came naturally after so many years. He stopped thinking about anything at all and let his fëa drift.




There was something very right about the way his body and Ithilienne’s fitted together and moved in unison. Although he missed the constant deep hum of trees around him, the sense of moving through their song, now he was conscious of the song of sea and rocks as he had not been before. And there was a faint harmony at the edge of his reach that he had not experienced before, but he knew that he held the source of it in his arms.




He did not know how long they danced; sometimes close together, occasionally a little apart as the music dictated, but always in contact. He thought that, if it had felt right the last time they danced together like this, at mid-summer in Eryn Ithil, it felt even more right now.




Eventually there was a change in the music and it seemed as if both Legolas and Ithilienne shook themselves and took stock for a moment. Then, just as he dipped his head to claim his kiss, she reached up to him and pulled his head towards her so that their lips met by mutual agreement. 




This was no gentle kiss for an elfling, no quick kiss to prevent desire showing, not even a sweet kiss of future promise such as they had shared at the summer solstice.




Oh yes, it was a kiss of future promise—but a promise of future desires fulfilled.




‘Where,’ he thought, ‘did she learn to kiss like this?’ Then he realised that it did not matter at all. Perhaps it was learnt from one, or many, or perhaps it simply came to her naturally…he did not care. It was sufficient that the kiss continued…and continued.




Eventually Legolas became aware of the music, of other elves around them, and drew the kiss to a close.




“About time!” said a laughter-filled voice and Legolas returned enough to the present to recognise Lithôniel and to know that she referred as much to the nature of the kiss as the ending of it.




Ithilienne looked slightly dazed, as if it had been more than she had expected, and Legolas thought he might look much the same.




“Ribbon…” a male voice prompted. “You are meant to give her a ribbon, my prince…” Galanthir.




“Unless you think he needs to do more before you accept it…” another male voice said, and Legolas realised that they stood surrounded by half a dozen others, maybe more.




He looked questioningly at Ithilienne. “May I present you with a ribbon?” he asked.




“Oh yes!” she answered.




As she took the ribbon from him the circle of elves clapped.




‘Were we that obvious?’ Legolas wondered. 




They made their way towards the tables of food and drink. Legolas kept his hand on Ithilienne’s back and was conscious of all those tiny buttons, so close to each other that they almost touched, each one held in place with a loop of silk ribbon; he realised that he would fantasise about undoing them one by one for some time. The glance Ithilienne gave him, as fingers slid up and down over the buttons, made him wonder if, perhaps, that was exactly the response she had intended!




He filled a glass for her; she filled a plate with food. There were no chairs on the sands…he put his hand back where it had been (buttons—he might never think of buttons in the same way again) and asked if she would walk with him to the rocks nearby. She would.




He remembered that glimpse, scant nights ago, of her parents, aunt, and uncle together near the bonfire and moved in the other direction until they found a quiet spot. Soft sounds of others talking, or more, were around them here and there, the music still loud enough to hear but not loud enough to encroach, and the light of the bonfire enough to cast faint shadows that danced even as they themselves sat still.




Naltatamë had called him a flirt and it was certainly an art to which he was no newcomer. He had had no trouble inviting himself, so recently, into Tirineth’s bed. But right now he was not sure that flirting was quite the right path to take; he felt almost as disorientated and unsure as he had when they had landed on these shores.




He put an arm around Ithilienne’s shoulder. She nestled into him, just as she had as an elfling, yet not the same at all. They ate off the one plate and when their fingers touched they both let them linger.




Soon the plate was empty and they put it on the rock beside them. Legolas reached out a finger and tilted Ithilienne’s face towards him. They sat, simply looking at each other, before he kissed her again.




Parts of him, both hroar and fëa, wanted to do more—just as he could hear others doing round about them—but, for now, kissing was enough. Eventually Ithilienne pulled away and spoke.




“I want more…but not here, not right now…I know. And,” her fingers touched one of the two remaining ribbons in his hair, “it might be seen as a poor omen for this first Solstice if our Prince was not to lose all his ribbons before he leaps the fire!”




She was right. He felt himself grinning.




“Come on, then,” he said, taking her hand and pulling her to her feet. “But in a day or two will you come and walk along the shore with me under the stars?”




“Mmm…I guess so…” she answered, solemnly, but there was a glint in her eye that gave the impression she meant ‘Oh, yes, please!’ and her fingers remained entwined with his as they walked together back to the bonfire.





Less the Stranger



He gave away his last two ribbons in time to jump the fire. But not in time to beat Galanthir; Legolas would be buying his friend’s ribbons for the next such celebration.




That was some few weeks ago now. It was more than half a year since Heart of Eryn Ithil had arrived here, her passengers glimpsing their first sight of this new world through thinning morning mists, greeted by sunshine.




Many things had changed since then, and in some ways it seemed a long time ago, Ithilien and Eryn Lasgalen a long, long, way away in time as well as place. Some things had changed since the Midwinter celebrations—others had not.




Lady Galadriel had returned to Tirion, but not before Legolas had spoken to her about the situation with Orophin and Rumil’s mother. After all, Legolas was their Lord now (which had not seemed to surprise Her Ladyship at all), Galadriel had been their Lady for most of their lives and was still their parents’ liege, Lithôniel was one of Legolas’ people…and Tindómë was his sworn small sister.




“I will do what I can,” Her Ladyship promised. “I will spend time with her, talk of her elflings as they grew to become trusted wardens, talk of their personalities and their skills. I will stress, too, how happy both my husband and I were to act as Tindómë’s guardians when it was made clear to us that such was the will of the Valar; and what pleasure that guardianship gave us.




“Of course I will also express my pleasure at Orophin meeting the right elleth and how well matched they are.” She smiled before continuing. “Their parents will be in no doubt, either, that I am not displeased that their sons now give allegiance to you. I know my Lord Celeborn felt that they were well suited to join your venture, and that he was happy with their decision. I have much to thank Rumil for, especially; the folio of pictures of my granddaughter, and great grandchildren, would not have been so complete had he not moved to Eryn Ithil.




“I will stress to Thorontor’s wife what an added blessing grandchildren are. And hers are both admirable young people; and, in the case of Ithilienne, both beautiful and spirited!”




She gave Legolas one of ‘those looks’ at that point; he smiled and agreed before thanking her for her help.




Not only had her Ladyship left the coast but Gimli, too, was leaving Master Elrond’s domain to travel!




Mithrandir had brought him an invitation, at mid-winter, to visit the forge of Lord Aulë once spring arrived. The invitation did not include Legolas. Mithrandir explained that it was “smith to smith, and the great forge is the province only of smiths.”




Or as Tindómë said, with little sympathy, “They’ll spend hours and days discussing secret smithly stuff that would bore you senseless anyway.”




“You have other things to concern you amongst your own people,” Mithrandir added, before going on to explain that Gimli would be accompanied by Master-smith Naltatamë. No wonder he had hung on her every word at mid-winter—he had already known!




A pony and trap was ready for Gimli to set out soon with his guide…and two well muscled young ellyn, who were thrilled to get this chance to learn more of their craft, whilst making sure that Gimli wanted for nothing on the journey.




Mithrandir was right, of course, Legolas did have things to do concerning his own people. A couple of those who had arrived with Tangannel had stayed in Alqualondë, renewing old friendships and making new ones. However they were going to accompany Legolas back to their home in the small woodland so that he could meet those who lived there—and then on to meet other groups as well. 




Perhaps not just yet, though. After all he had promised those who left Eryn Ithil with him that, no matter what, they would jump the fire together at mid-summer and there would not be time to get to know these elves, who thought of themselves as ‘his people’, if he could stop but scant days with each group before hurrying back. 




The fire on the beach had been a great success for mid-winter—in the heat of midsummer it would be even better. The sea would be very tempting after hours spent dancing; more than it had been at mid-winter as, though the cold may not bother elves, it did not mean that they did not appreciate the heat…




Lying in his bed with the window open, Legolas slowed his breathing so that he could listen to the sea. Today there was a soft rhythm to it, a counterpoint to the voices of the trees around Master Elrond’s home that now sang quietly to the wood-elf prince in their midst.




Ithilienne had said, last midsummer, that she wondered whether elves who lived by the sea used it for starlight bathing. The wood elves had discovered that it really did not work. The oils to rub into the skin did not work with the salt water, and it was almost impossible to wash each other’s hair—there was little about the way the sea made it matted and sticky that appealed. Swimming was a different pleasure, but starlight bathing really required fresh water.




There was a small stream that ran down through Master Elrond’s lands to the sea, and some of the wood elves had begun to bathe there at night, swimming in the sea together and then using water from the shallow stream to wash each other’s hair. 




Legolas and Ithilienne had shared walks along the beach together; sharing kisses and, recently, a little more. They had also spent time together in the distant reaches of Master Elrond’s library, in theory sharing books, in practice sharing more. He had thought of asking her to go to the stream’s mouth starlight bathing—but somehow it did not seem quite right. There was grass beside the stream, but the ground was too soft and everything might get covered in mud. The stream itself was really too shallow anyway.




Lady Celebrían wanted Legolas’ advice on how best to dam the stream a little further up and so form pools within her gardens. When Legolas explained that his people were using the lowest reach for starlight bathing she suggested that there could be a pool, or two, in a secluded spot that would be for the use of all. 




It was a good project. In fact he had already asked Gimli to help him draw up plans, before going on his travels, and the Ithilrim would enjoy working with the stream—especially if they could make use of the pools they created.




However Legolas had decided that he did not want to wait that long before inviting Ithilienne to go starlight bathing. There had to be an alternative. He knew he was welcome to use the open air bathing pools at King Olwë’s palace, but that did not feel right, pleasant as they were.




Tindómë had commented that the Heart of Eryn Ithil was like ‘your own private yacht, atheg, you could hold parties on it…or we could sail it up the coast just for the trip, or whatever!’ He considered whether he could suggest that Ithilienne join him to swim from the ship and then return on board to ‘wash off the salt and wash our hair’—he could make sure there was wine and food aboard. Although it might, he thought, feel a bit odd having the whole ship to themselves. 




Romance was difficult so far from home.




And then, in the end, romance came where it would. 




The crescent moon cast the softest of light into the room as Legolas smiled and savoured memories of the past few hours.




He had been sitting in his favourite tree, almost drunk with the song these trees now sang to him as their leaves unfurled and their sap ran through them like lifeblood, and had lost track of time when someone joined him. 




Ithilienne made herself comfortable just below him, so that her head rested against his legs, and Legolas could feel a change in the song of the tree; it was happy that she was there. Ithilienne smiled and stroked the branch on which she sat. Legolas could feel the tree react; it was like a cat stretching into a similar caress, and it made him want to laugh.




“They are friendlier now,” his companion said. “Lady Celebrían said they sing quietly sometimes, but then she is not a wood-elf. I wonder if they are livelier now that we are here, or whether she simply doesn’t hear them as loudly as we do? Or perhaps,” she mused, “they are happier because you are here…”




Legolas had no urge to think deeply on the subject. “Well I am happier because you are here…” he said, twisting her wavy hair around his fingers in an unconscious echo of her father and mother.




Now it was Ithilienne who reminded him of a cat as she arched her back against his legs; he almost expected her to purr. After a little while she moved onto the same branch as him and Legolas’ hands could reach more than just her hair. Shielded from the rest of the world by their curtain of leaves, their kisses grew deeper and both pairs of hands began to slip inside clothing; his to cup her breasts and encourage her nipples to swell, hers tracing the muscles of his back, then moving to tease his nipples in turn until they also stood proud of their surrounding flesh.




Caught between the song of the trees and the pleasure of the small shared caresses, they had no sense of time passing. Legolas changed position to allow his tongue to follow where his fingers had led when, breaking the mood, his stomach gurgled. Ithilienne shook her head, as if awakening, and it occurred to both of them almost simultaneously that the sun had set.




“I was meant to come and tell you it was nearing dinner time, to give you time to bathe and change if you needed it,” she said, looking and sounding slightly embarrassed. “Celebrían said that you got so caught up in the song of the trees sometimes that you easily lost track of time…”




“And instead you joined me and we lost track together!” He was fairly sure his hostess would not mind them missing a meal together—Celebrían made a not too subtle point of encouraging him to spend time with Ithilienne.




“Well, you have reminded me now,” he said. “Come and eat with me? For, otherwise, I will end up eating alone.”




Food for both had been, they discovered, laid out in Legolas’ suite. They piled plates, filled glasses, and ate in companionable silence.




Once finished, Legolas pulled Ithilienne to her feet.




“Where were we?” he asked.




She slid hands up under his tunic to touch bare skin. “About here?”




From there things had simply gone on taking their natural course. At a point somewhere after clothing had become too much of an encumbrance, and been shed, Ithilienne confirmed that she very much wanted the evening to progress to joining—and that she had not, as yet, joined with anyone else.




Legolas remembered Ardoron’s instruction, many years before, traditionally given by older brothers or cousins; “Joining is to put a key in a lock, and first you need to know all there is to know of the key itself. Next you need to remember never to force it into a lock that has no oil. Should you encounter a lock that has never before been opened you need to ensure it is well lubricated and that the key will fit easily!”




He certainly knew every inch and nuance of his ‘key’, and exactly how to use it after many years of practice, but this was the first time he had needed to heed that last lesson and he did his utmost to ensure Ithilienne was ready and would have only good memories of the night.




He had succeeded, he knew, for she had flown at fingertips and at tongue tip before he had joined with her and, afterwards, she had told him there was no pain, only pleasure. 




‘Ardoron,’ he thought now, ‘would have been proud of me.’ And for a few moments the longing for his family went through him like a knife.




As he tried to concentrate on the song of the trees as well as the distant sound of the sea, to ease the pain, he heard a sleepy voice.




There may not have been the instant bond between them that her parents had experienced but his pang of longing seemed, in some way, to have reached his companion where she lay with her head in the crook of his arm…




“Are you all right?”




“Yes,” he answered, “it was just a sad thought. As it was your first time I should be asking you that. Are you all right?”




“More than,” Ithilienne answered as her hands moved against his skin. “Can we do it again, please?”




Legolas was very happy to comply.




At some time during the night came the realisation that the bathing room, so like the one the twins shared in Imladris, might be very suitable for a form of starlight bathing; and that sometime soon they should begin such an evening with Legolas undoing all the tiny pearl buttons on Ithilienne’s blue-green dress. Possibly with his teeth…




Now she slept again, but he wanted to stay awake; to listen to the trees, and the sea, and to think.




The silver light of the moon faded and all was dark. Legolas let his mind drift forward to the day to come, and the weeks and months that would follow; no further as yet.




The day would certainly include time spent with Ithilienne—encountering knowing smiles from Master Elrond and his wife and then, doubtless, from others. The weeks would include her too; but also time in the company of Frodo and Sam to relish, and save in memory, for the future when they would have left the circles of the world. There would be time spent on the practice fields with his warriors; wine and conversation shared with them and with others.




There would be time to tease Gimli about his upcoming trip—he would see more of the Undying Lands than Legolas himself in the months to come! Midsummer celebrations, too, would need to be organised—and enjoyed. Then would come his own travels, when he would acquaint himself with more of his own people than he had expected. Whilst he was gone Ithilienne would doubtless, in her uncle’s words, broaden her education. But she would be here when he returned and that, too, was good.




Pale morning light now fell across the bed. Perhaps, he thought, Ithilienne might want to join him in his bathing pool before breakfast. He stopped and repeated the thought to himself—his bathing pool. 




He turned his mind back to that conversation with Tindómë, scant months ago, as they shared apples on his favourite rock and watched the waves. They had spoken of ‘home’.




‘Home’. He turned the word over in his mind for a little…




No, this place was not home—but, for now, it would suffice.




Elvish Words and Phrases

(Sindarin, unless otherwise noted)



adar: father




adel-bein: beautiful behind—Rumil’s description of Tindómë’s backside




Annarîn: remembrance gift—the name Orophin and Rumil gave to the mare gifted them in Rohan in A Winter Tale




a’ngell-nín: for my pleasure, please




avo nír: don’t cry




bossan: the plant known as the lesser bulrush, and slang for penis




Cambasion: from comforting hand




ceryn: balls




cristhen: shortsword—Galadhrim slang for penis




cumb: mound, mons




daer-naneth: grand-mother.




Dagor Dagorlath: the battle at the end of the world—Armageddon




daro: stop




Echuir: the season of early spring—February and March




echuio: wake up




eden: new, begun again




edhelfaral: almost elven




elleth, (pl. ellyth): female elf




ellon, (pl. ellyn): male elf




edhel: elves




elo: wow




epessë: nickname, sobriquet




eredh: seed, semen




ernil nín: my prince.




Eryn Lasgalen: the Greenwood—previously known as Mirkwood




estel: hope




fana: bodily form of the Valar or Maiar—that they can, as Gandalf said to Tindómë in Immigrants, ‘put on and take off’




fëa, (pl. fëar): spirit/soul




Ferveren: Joyous Spirit (fer+meren)




Firith: late autumn




flet: wooden platform high in the trees




grond: club, slang for penis




grondithen: little club




gwador, gwethil: sworn brother, sister




gweneth: virginity, maidenhead




gwinig: baby




hannon le: thank you




hervenn: husband




hervess: wife




hîr: lord




hîr nín: my lord




hîril nín: my lady




hithlain: famously strong elven rope




hröa, (pl. hröar): body




huch: vulva




huithant: fucked




huitho: fuck




im si: I’m here




irm im?: where am I?




ithil: moon




lanc: cliff




Iavas: an elven season basically August and September




Laer: Summer




lioar Elbereth: great Elbereth




lirimaer: beautiful one




mae govannen: well met




man carnen?: what happened?




Medifindel: Braid-eater




meleth: love




melethril (f), melethron (m): lover




mellon, (pl. mellyn): friend




muindor-nín: my brother




nadithen: little one




naith: head of an arrow, spear, or penis




nana, naneth: mom, mother




nethig: little sister




Nienna: Lord Namo’s sister, known as the Lady of Tears—grief and mourning are her province, and she teaches pity and endurance




nín: my, mine




ósanwe: speech between minds




pendithen: little one




peredhel: half-elf




Rhîw: Winter




talan: building on a flet




tengwar: elvish alphabet




Tindómë: (Quenya) Dawn, first light of day




tinu: little star




tiro i cherch: mind the teeth




tithen maethor: little warrior—the name given to Tindómë by the twins




tuiw: bud, clitoris




Undómiel: evening star girl




Vairë’s tapestry: Vairë is one of the Valar—she weaves the history of the world




vië: penis




yén (pl. yéni): 144 years


		

yrch: orcs
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