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A Warrior, First and Foremost.



She had moved permanently to Eryn Ithil less than three months ago, along with Rumil and Orophin, and all three were still living in guest accommodation. Quite probably she and Rumil would get betrothed once they had a permanent home, but this was still only in the planning phase—construction had not yet started. Tindómë, therefore, had a room in Legolas’ own small ‘cottage’ amongst the trees whilst the brothers had all their possessions in a more talan-like construction a little way away.




Perhaps, she thought, as she listened to the carefully not-risen voices, Legolas didn’t even realise that she was here in Rumil’s bed…




There had been talk for some months of a Haradrim warlord who would not make peace with Gondor. Tindómë didn’t know if it was the warlord for whose harem she had been intended, when she was captured three years before, but she thought it quite possible. Now, it seemed, negotiations had completely broken down and war was inevitable.




King Elessar was going to lead his own army. Probably glad, Tindómë thought, to escape the constraints of his court for a while even if he would miss the comforts of his queen! He had not requested the aid of the Elves, at this time, but Legolas was determined that a small company of archers from Eryn Ithil should accompany the Gondorian soldiers.




Tindómë remembered Galanthir’s description of Legolas as ‘a vassal of the King of Gondor, whether his father likes it or not’. Not a vassal summoned to fight—but maybe a vassal wishing to be seen by others to be doing his part? Or simply Legolas wishing to help his friend? Either way, Elves would be going to war alongside Men again. But only, it seemed, single Elves.




In the outer room, Legolas was speaking. “I accept that you are not betrothed,” he said, “and that you are an accomplished bowman with a longer range than most…”




Tindómë could almost feel the eye-roll Rumil must have given when he was described as simply an accomplished bowman—Hello! Galadhrim warrior here…




“But,” Legolas continued, “if both you and Orophin are amongst my bowmen there will be no one left here who knows the truth of Tindómë’s arrival in Middle Earth. Should anything happen whilst we are gone…” (‘Like what?’ Tindómë thought) “or we three are all lost in battle…” He left the sentence unfinished.




‘Meep!’ She hadn’t really thought of that possibility!




Rumil did not answer straight away. He was obviously thinking seriously about what Legolas had said.




‘I could go with…’ she thought and then realised that, ‘little warrior’ she might be, but amongst a company of archers she would, in reality, be more of a hindrance than a help. 




“There is truth in what you say,” Rumil said slowly, “but I am, first and foremost, a warrior. An unbound warrior. I should fight, just as I fought at Helm’s Deep. Orophin and I have always fought together, when possible, and we are much more effective together than separately.”




“Perhaps it would be best, then, if you both remain here,” Legolas suggested.




“No! If we are to become part of this community we must not be treated differently to those who came from your home forest.”




Yep—Rumil had a good point there, Tindómë thought.




He was still speaking, “Orophin and I both should go. Should we three not return, the Valar forbid, Tindómë could go to Lord Celeborn or to Imladris.”




“The twins ride to war with their brother,” Legolas said.




“Glorfindel will remain in Imladris,” Rumil countered. “He knows Tindómë’s story. And none in Imladris would question the right of a peredhel to be amongst them.”




There was almost a question in Legolas’ reply; a question Tindómë found herself, too, asking.




“I do not think,” her gwador said, “there are any here who would question her right to be amongst us…”




“If I thought there were,” Rumil said with a hint of triumph, “I would be less determined to employ my last eight yéni and more of skills and ride to war as befits a warrior.”




As she sat quietly listening to the continuing conversation between the two ellyn it occurred to Tindómë that it might even be a good experience for her to cope without Rumil and Orophin—without Legolas, or even Galanthir’s teasing friendship.




Legolas departed and Rumil came into the bedroom.




“Did you hear what we spoke of, meleth?” he asked her.




“Yes.”




“What say you?”




She looked at him steadily for a few moments before answering.




“You are a warrior. If you weren’t you wouldn’t be the same Rumil, and you wouldn’t have been in the right place to save me from dying. And you’re right—it would be all wrong for you to stay behind if other unbound bowmen are going to war. But don’t you dare go and get yourself killed or I might never speak to you again!”




And she thought that only to an Elf would that sound a serious threat.







Rumil was right; he and Orophin were highly skilled bowmen, they were used to fighting side by side, and it would most certainly not help the integration of those from Lothlorien with those from the former Mirkwood if such skilled warriors were left behind. If Rumil had been on the path to betrothal with any other elleth, Legolas knew that he would have been sympathetic to a request to remain behind when other single ellyn went to war—but he would have waited for Rumil to make that request.




Would he have wanted to leave Rumil in Eryn Ithil if Tindómë had been his sister by blood? Legolas asked himself.




He considered this question for a little and realised that, yes, he would. But had she been his blood kin, he realised with a flash of insight, and the ellon courting her had meekly agreed to remain behind, then ‘big brother Legolas’ would have concluded that that ellon was not a suitable match!




The revelation gave him cause to laugh, just as Tindómë came into the room. She looked questioningly at him, and he shook his head slightly—perhaps he would explain later.




The forthcoming war was on almost everyone’s mind, Legolas realised, as she spoke to him.




“Gwador, when Rumil rides to war with you I will fill my time sorting out some of the books and scrolls so that there really is the beginnings of a library. I could go Minas Tirith to copy some more stuff but I think it’s probably better if I don’t go off to spend time with the Men, but stay here amongst the elves.”




“You will be happy for Rumil to ride with me whilst you stay here and do that?” he asked.




“Well, no. I won’t be happy until I see you all come back home to Ithilien. And Aragorn, Faramir, the Els, Gimli—is Gimli going? But Rumil is a bowman, and we aren’t betrothed, and if you have to go and take your unbound archers to fight the Haradrim then you have to. Although perhaps you’d better send word ahead that none of you are virgins…” fn1







It was almost time for farewells. In the morning the archers would ride out with the army of Gondor. Arrows were prepared by the thousand, bows checked, spare bowstrings carefully stored; bracers had been repaired where required, swords sharpened, and everything else they would take was ready to be laden onto the horses.




Rumil and Orophin had taken the chain-mail from their trunks, worked together to check each ring, and then made one or two minor repairs and adjustments to the leather straps. A task they had hoped not to need again—but a very familiar one. Strange, though, to be only two brothers, not three.




Earlier in the day, when they were alone, Tindómë asked Rumil, “Melethron-nín, has Orophin got plans for tonight? I mean, is there an elleth who will give him a proper farewell? Because it would be all kinds of wrong for him to spend the night alone; he could, y’know, spend the night with us…”




“I think he has plans,” he answered. “The ellyth who came from Eryn Lasgalen seem to find him very desirable. I will be very happy to have you to myself tonight; but that you would ask him…that is something I will share with him when we are sitting by a camp-fire and need to be reminded of good things, not bad.”




He held her, briefly, wanting her to know how dear she was to him. Then added, almost seriously,




“And it will be good to think of such a welcome back…”




They walked slowly, hand in hand, through trees that he was already coming to know. It was still spring and the nights were not yet warm—better to go to Tindómë’s bed than his own, as Legolas’ small dwelling was more solid that the one Rumil and Orophin slept in. There were plans for a large communal hall, and a more impressive dwelling for Legolas as the Lord of the forest, but restoring the land was more important. Perhaps work might begin on those buildings when the warriors returned…




Rumil brought his thoughts back to Tindómë.




There was no sign of Legolas as they walked through the outer room—but Rumil did not think the other ellon was likely to be spending his night alone studying battle plans, either.




Tindómë picked up a bottle of wine with two glasses and, as she walked into her bedroom, she took off her cloak. Rumil knew what she wore beneath it, but still it made him smile; the green and silver-grey dress the ellyn had designed for her to wear for Aragorn’s coronation had a special place in their relationship.




“Elderberry with cinnamon,” she said as she poured the wine. “It will keep me warm…although more than a little bit of it and I’ll start to smile all the time and need to lie down…”




Rumil always enjoyed making love to his not-quite-an-elf—but when she had had just a little too much wine were some of his favourite times.




“I will do my best to keep you at just that point,” he promised, keeping his voice totally serious, as he started to undo the silver ribbons that held her sleeves tight to her arms.




Soon she wore just the semi-transparent under-dress; a swirl of shimmering greens as she spun away from his hands to take another sip of her wine. 




“Now you!” she said.




He smiled at her. “As my bossy lady wishes…”




Naked, he poured her more wine. She dipped her fingers into it and then sucked on them, her gaze holding his as she did so. Ah—how quickly she had learnt something of the arts associated with the ‘desires of the body’! 




A little later Tindómë lay on her bed. Rumil simply sat and looked at her. Her body had changed since he had first seen her naked when he had washed and cared for her, unconscious, after the Battle of the Black Gate. She was taller now, and her arms were better muscled—especially her right one; Glorfindel and the twins had worked her hard on the sword practice ground of Imladris last winter. 




He lifted her fingers one at a time to his mouth, sucking off the last traces of wine. Now she had slight calluses, too, from sword and bowstring. She had lost all the traces of childhood that he had not fully recognised when he first saw her, not being used to mortal women—or immortal women that looked to be mortal. But she still had a slightly softer, slightly more curved, body than an elleth and he hoped this would not change.




He brought a hand to her breast, grazing it over the nipple which became more erect. He had heard nipples described as ‘rosebuds’ by an ellyn or two but, he thought as he looked at it, really it was nothing like a rosebud. The outer ring rose up from its soft surroundings, with a slightly roughened surface, then the hard centre like a tiny pebble standing up again…It reminded him, more, of a molehill with the head of the mole peering out of the top!




His amusement obviously carried across to her.




“What is so funny, melethron-nín?” she asked.




He explained. She laughed with him and said, “It’s totally obvious that you’re an artist not a poet—can you imagine a poem about a girl whose breasts are like small hills, topped with molehills and curious moles?”




“But poets sometimes lack imagination,” Rumil countered, running his hand further down her body. He paused at her navel.




“I have even heard this described as an unfurling rosebud, too, one or twice.” He reached for the wine and poured a little into the tiny hollow. Tindómë squirmed. He slowly licked the wine out again.




“Keep still, meleth, whilst I admire your body and commit it fully to memory for the lonely nights to come!”




Still she squirmed—trying to bring other parts of her body within reach of his tongue, her hands tangling in his hair.




“How can I admire your curves and planes, the shadows and the places that catch the candle-light,” he asked, “if you do not let me lift my head?”




In jest he added, “Perhaps I should tie you to the bed…”




“Promises, promises!” Tindómë answered and, through ‘the fëa thing’, he felt her desire rise more. 




This had not been a game he had thought of for this night—but in any mutual enjoyment there should never be an unchangeable plan…In a trice he had reached for the silver ribbon that had tied her hair. He took her two hands and bound them together at the wrists.




Tindómë’s eyes opened wide—but she was licking her lips and made no objection. 




Rumil leant in to kiss her and, as he did so, he looped the ribbon between her wrists over a conveniently shaped curl on the carved bed-head. Very convenient, he thought…I wonder whose bed this was when first it was carved?




Tindómë giggled. He could see no fear in her eyes, and could feel only amusement and desire when he ‘listened’ to her fëa. She could easily release herself from the bed-head, she would only have to take her body up the bed a little, but she made no move to do so.




“I can still move…” she arched her back, to bring her breasts closer to him, and then moved her hips.




He studied her, his head on one side. “I could tie your feet too…but I will not. This way it is so much easier to roll you over and admire your beautiful behind.”




She giggled again. “But now I can’t drink any more wine…”




He took a sip from his glass, held it in his mouth as he bent towards her, and as he kissed her, he let it pass from his mouth to hers. She swallowed, and licked her lips.




“But, meleth, I will keep the wine to myself if you do not lie still and let me complete my consideration of your body…”




She stuck her tongue out at him.




For a few long moments he sat, just gazing as he had said he would, not touching her. She watched him with a half smile, but lay still.




When he judged that she could probably not resist moving any longer he ran a finger down her body and paused at the hair on her mound. It was, perhaps, a little thicker than it would be in an elleth and it curled around his finger more than that of any elleth he knew.




He smiled a little as she wriggled again, trying to bring his fingers into contact with her tuiw.




“If I were a poet I might say that these are softly curling tendrils of fern, here at the edge of a damp cleft…”




“M’kay—you’re a poet! Or better—you are a warrior, an Elf of actions not words! Please?”




His fingers still lightly touching the tuft of hair, he answered.




“I am an artist, still in search of roses; as your nipples are, most assuredly, small, pink, molehills, and your navel is a shallow wine glass…”




She interrupted him. “More wine…please?” 




“Mmm…perhaps in a little while.”




He slid his fingers down into her cleft holding the sides a little way apart, brought his head down towards it, and then blew gently onto the moist inner folds.




Tindómë moaned.




It was a very erotic sound, but Rumil had many years of practice and would not be swayed into hurried action.




“I think,” he said slowly, “that I must allow that these resemble petals. Yes—a dark pink damask rose, perhaps.”




Of course she wriggled more. He moved his hands to her knees, holding them slightly bent and apart, but brought his mouth no closer, just letting the ends of his hair brush fleetingly against the insides of her thighs.




“Aargh! Please! Rumil you are a torturer!”




He moved a little, as if to view her huch from all angles.




“If I were to find a rosebud, meleth, what should I do with it?” He kept his voice as innocent as if they were at table and he was enquiring about the salt.




He expected that she would no longer be able to answer coherently—and was pleasantly amused when she answered in almost the same tone, although she sounded breathless.




“Wrap it carefully with something soft and wet?”




Ha! She was certainly learning to control her body—useful should she ever need to fight, and very useful in prolonging bodily pleasures for as long as possible.




He moved his head a little again so that the beads still in his hair brushed the outer flesh of her cleft. Now he could clearly see her tuiw—it was engorged, erect, peeping out as if it was a tiny grond.




“Ah—I think I may have found a rosebud.” 




He glanced at her face. She was flushed, her eyes looked slightly unfocused, but she was still with him.




“About bloody time!” she said quite clearly.




“I will do with it as you suggested,” he dropped his head down lower and caressed her tuiw with his tongue.




“Aaaargh! Huitho! Ai! Na Vedui!”




He was aware of her with all his senses, and rejoiced that her words were, even now as she flew, in Sindarin. He smiled as he licked, carefully. 




“More wine now?” he asked as her breathing began to return to normal.




“Yes. My throat’s a bit, uh, raw.”




Just as he thought that he could think of another fluid to slide down it, she spoke again.




“’Course if I had my hands free I could get the wine for myself—and, uh, do something with them to make you feel good.” She looked meaningfully at his grond—standing upright, the naith at his navel.




“Ah, but meleth, if you had your hands free they would be drawn where your eyes are—and I like it tuio—as if pleading to be touched, but untouched…“




He could see her sudden recognition of what he said—she had learn enough in these few years since she came of age to understand that game.




He took wine in his mouth and passed it into hers as he had before—it tasted of elderberries, of cinnamon, and of Tindómë’s desire.




She licked her lips and looked at him; her expression innocent, her eyes open wide—but less innocence there than she would have him believe. Through the tentative fëa link he could feel amusement and desire—which would be just what she could feel from him, he thought.




He took more wine, and swallowed it himself—she pouted. 




“I would continue storing your body to my memory—each, what is your word? ‘freckle’ where the sun has kissed it, the curves of your beautiful behind…”




She smiled, twisted, and rolled over with very little help despite her hands still being tied to the bed-head.




He twisted his fingers in the thick waves of her hair.




“Not fair!” Tindómë muttered.




“You may run your hands through my hair later,” Rumil countered. 




“Hmm—I might…” She knew all too well how much pleasure it would give him.




He touched his lips to the small brown freckles on the backs of her shoulders and then trailed his tongue down her spine, stopping just short of the crease between her buttocks. His next target was the soft, sensitive, skin behind her knees—but she would not be able to keep still if he caressed her there and, to be honest, he did not really wish to be caught by her foot…




He ran a hand down each thigh until they rested on her calves—then trailed first his hair and then his tongue over one soft spot then the other. Tindómë giggled.




“I do not think there are any more roses to be seen, meleth,” he said, then paused. “But there is a peach…”




She giggled even more. It was a description of her beautiful behind that he had shared with her before. 




“M’kay James—you can nibble my giant peach if I can nibble yours later…”




He recognised the allusion. She had once told him a story, from her strange childhood, about a boy called James who had escaped from a life he hated by flying high in a giant peach. She might now think in Sindarin—but he had learnt new words and stories from her as well.




As the moon climbed higher, and reached the uppermost branches of the trees outside their room, Rumil heard Legolas return. Perhaps there was an elleth with him but, at first, Rumil was unsure—Tindómë was giggling and making small incoherent noises.




Later again and Rumil heard an elleth’s voice—yes, the Lord of Ithilien was certainly not spending the night studying battle plans. Rumil did not listen to the sounds from the other room, he was too busy himself.




Where he lay, his own hands bound now with the silver ribbon and hooked around the oh-so-convenient point on the bed-head, his attention was fully occupied by Tindómë. 




“Lie still, warrior, or…”




“Or what, meleth?”




“I won’t touch you any more.”




“Cruel, my lady!”




“I’ve had a good teacher, my lord.”




‘And more than one,’ he thought. He doubted that she had behaved like a chaste Gondorian maiden during her months in Imladris.




His grond was again at the point of pleading to be touched—and Tindómë had become very good at teasing it more and more, without that touch. She had already declared his nipples too flat for molehills, even when she nipped them between her teeth, and then moved so that her hair whispered across his abdomen. Now she had his ceryn in her hand. 




“I don’t seem to have found any flowers anywhere,” she said, her voice sounding serious. “But I think these could be nuts…Or perhaps an apricot? I could nibble it to see…”




He waited—his grond hardening more, if that was possible.




“Or would you try to stop me?” She lifted her head and turned it towards him, looking over her shoulder with a raised eyebrow.




“I am in your hands, meleth.”




“Yep—you totally are,” she said, with a slightly wicked smile.




She sat back on her heels so that there was no physical contact for what felt like half an age, then bared her teeth and lowered her head…




Eventually she slept, curled on her side, with her head pillowed on his abdomen. He knew he, too, should sleep; but they would ride tomorrow and he could easily sleep on Hirilmith. Tonight he would cherish each breath, each tiny sleeping movement Tindómë made. 




He did not regret insisting on riding to war—he was a warrior first and foremost—but there was no need to waste these hours. Tindómë twisted around a little more and muttered in her sleep.




“Tiro i cherch…” 




He could feel her arousal, even as she slept and he laughed, he could not resist. Now she even walked the dream paths in Sindarin—and it took little imagination to know the path she walked.






fn1. See chapter 31 of Brotherhood!





Channelling Galadriel.



The archers were all mounted and ready to ride out. Tindómë had said her farewells in private to Rumil, Orophin, and Legolas. She had admonished each one to be careful—and each one had given her an almost identical look in response.




Rumil leant down from Hirilmith and brushed his fingertips across Tindómë’s cheek. There would be nothing more in public, even here amongst elves, but the touch would remain with her as much as all they had done together the night before. Legolas gave the word, and the company rode away from the village.




Not until the horses had all disappeared from sight did the Elves who had watched them leave turn away and get back to their tasks of the day. But get back to them they did and soon the sound of voices, singing as the work was done, echoed around the trees. 




Tindómë had expected things to be a little sombre, at least for the morning, but then she thought that these elves had watched warriors go on patrol, or off to fight battles, many, many times. It was probably better to just get on with things as usual and, really, it was not a lot different to when Rumil and Orophin left Caras Galadhon regularly to take their turn out on the fences. Except that it was. And it was not the same as seeing Buffy or the Potentials getting ready for battle either.




They would be away for goodness knows how long and she still didn’t have an Elven attitude to time; it would feel like a long time to her even if they thought they were not away for long at all. But, she mentally shook herself, she had agreed that it was right for Rumil and Orophin to go if it was right for Legolas. Now she had to get on with being an Ithilien elleth.




There were tasks to do, everyday things to keep her occupied, boring though some of them were. She went back to Legolas’ cottage and decided to do one of those boring tasks; she stripped the sheets from his bed and took them to the place on the riverbank where the washing was done. She would do Orophin’s tomorrow; but Rumil’s she would take to her own bed for a time, to keep the smell of him with her when it wore off the sheets on which they had lain last night.




Other ellyth greeted her when she arrived, and helped her wash the sheets. Often she wished for the washing machine from the basement at Sunnydale, or at the least a Laundromat, but today she was glad of the menial task to keep her busy. Sisters and friends of other warriors were doing the same thing and, by the time all the bedding was spread out to dry, she had been invited to eat with some of the others that night.







They were riding south. They had joined with the mounted men of the army of Gondor, with their King at their head, and the éored of Rohirrim Riders led by Éomer King. Rumil and Orophin rode in the middle of the Elven party. Aragorn—no, best think of him as King Elessar—had greeted them by name when he welcomed the party, but he had also done the same to three or four other ellyn. The same was true of his brothers, who remained beside him, and Gimli; who did join the company of Elven archers, riding with Legolas as he had in the past.




Éomer King had also picked Orophin and Rumil out by name, and spoken to them for some time, when they made camp for the first night. This had been the source of one or two jests from the other ellyn, but nothing more; and then they had entertained those others over the evening meal with tales of the Rohirric warriors making unexpected advances to them, in those post Ring War days in Minas Tirith. By the end of that first night the two Galadhrim warriors felt they had been totally accepted by even those others whose names they had only recently learnt.




Rumil had slept as they rode, just as he had planned, and was happy to take watch for much of the night. As he finally lay down on his bedroll he thought, briefly, of the last time he and Orophin had been in a band of warriors; camped amongst the Rohirrim and the men of Gondor on the ride back from the Black Gate. Then, Tindómë had been with them; unconscious, broken, and in almost every way unknown to him. Now they were surrounded by their own kind and Tindómë was well and safe in Eryn Ithil, known to him as none other was, and he reached for her hand as he stepped onto his dream path.







It was a week since the warriors had left. Tindómë had washed Orophin’s bedding and left the brothers’ accommodation clean and tidy. She had started to sort out the books and scrolls that were stored in a couple of trunks in the living area of Legolas’ cottage, been berry-picking with some of the ellyth, and had eaten as part of the community each night. Now she had decided that some of her clothes needed to be washed—although she still clung to the sheets Rumil had slept between with her. 




As she approached the washing area she could, not surprisingly, hear female voices. But then she realised they seemed to be talking about her.




“I am surprised that she has stayed even a week—she will be off to join her own kind soon, you wait…”




“Why would she want to leave our village? She is Legolas’ gwethil after all.”




“And Elbereth alone might know why he did that. But then, our Prince is young, and he was surrounded by mortals…”




A third voice joined in. “Tindómë may not look exactly like an elf, but she is an immortal—why would she want to leave here to go to be amongst mortals?”




“We only have her word that she is immortal…”




“No. Legolas, Rumil, and Orophin say that she is immortal. Mithrandir told them so.”




“Yes, well, he is not here—and I see no reason to believe that she is anything but some Mannish female who wishes to join with ellyn…”




Oh! Someone was so going to get an ear-bashing…Tindómë began to move towards the river again, knowing she would soon be within sight of the ellyth who were talking.




“Hush, Laegwen, Tindómë approaches!”




“She will not hear what we say; she has the deaf ears of a Man.”




Tindómë wanted to take Laegwen and shake her. But would it be better to act as if she’d not heard? No! Then it would convince Laegwen that she was right and Tindómë was not edhelfaral—not even peredhel.




As she approached the three ellyth she reminded herself that she was sworn kin to the Lord of Ithilien and also, as Elladan had once told Lady Wilflede in Rohan, the ward of Lord Celeborn and Lady Galadriel. She pulled herself up as straight as possible and arranged her features into an expression modelled on Lady Galadriel at her most imperious; then channelled her ladyship’s voice at its most chilling.




“Do you have a problem with my presence, here, in the woods over which my gwador has Lordship, Laegwen?”




The elleth in question looked slightly surprised, but did not immediately answer, and so Tindómë continued.




“If you consider your Lord, Legolas, to be too young to know what he is doing I am surprised that you chose to follow him here. Perhaps you felt the need for adventure; that you doubt Mithrandir’s knowledge does show you know little of life outside your own glade of the Great Greenwood. All those who dwelt in the Stronghold would know that King Thranduil respects Mithrandir’s word on things.” (Although, from tales told by Legolas, the King might not always have been happy with what Mithrandir said or did…!)




Hardly pausing, Tindómë went on with the attack.




“While you are right that there are human women who might find ellyn desirable, my lessons with Lord Celeborn,” (‘Yay to go, Tindómë! Name Droppers-R-us!’) “suggest that more ellyth are attracted to mortal men. Look at Idril, or Luthien…So, perhaps, you chose to accompany your Prince here to see what that attraction was for yourself?”




Behind Laegwen, Tindómë could see one of the other ellyth looked amused—the other looked…impressed. Yes, definitely impressed.




Laegwen had found her voice. “I…No—most certainly not…how dare you?”




“How dare I? You are the one who is questioning not only my integrity,” (‘Good word!’) “but that of your own Lord, amongst others.




“However,” she continued, “I will not bother him with such trivia on his return. Let me suggest, instead, a wager. You do not think I am likely to stay here, in Eryn Ithil, but will go to the home of Lord Faramir and Lady Éowyn, or to Minas Tirith? I am sure I would be welcomed in either place—Legolas suggested I might go to spend time copying useful documents from their libraries—but I have no plans to do so.




“You also doubt that I am immortal and suggest that I have lied about this to your Lord, amongst others.”




She was still managing to channel her inner Galadriel pretty well, she thought, but perhaps it was time to think more like one of the guys, now.




“So—my wager. Shall we say just twenty gold pieces to be paid if I am still here amongst the Elves when the warriors return? With a larger wager on the subject of my mortality or immortality as, there, you slight not only me but others? One hundred gold pieces, to be paid in fifty years? That would be long enough for you to be sure whether or not I show mortal signs of aging. Do you accept?”




She was pretty sure the other elleth would have to accept—she would certainly lose face if she didn’t; the other two were there to witness if she backed down. Those other two ellyth were both, now, looking at Laegwen who looked blankly at Tindómë. 




Finally Laegwen answered. “Certainly. Who will pay me if you are not here when the warriors return, or have grown old and died in fifty years?”




Oh—cool as a cucumber, eh?




“Legolas,” Tindómë answered almost immediately. “He stands as kin to me. Would you agree,” she waved at the other two ellyth, “that he would willingly pay if it was proved that he had been wrong in his assumptions about me?”




Looking equally serious one of the others said “Of course. In that event we would ensure he knew of the wager.”




Tindómë noticed, though, that the speaker, mother of the settlement’s only elfling, had a definite twinkle in her eyes.




“Thank you, Tária,” Tindómë said and then, ignoring Laegwen, began to sort out her washing.




Laegwen said nothing more, gathered up her own clean washing, and left.




“Well said, Tindómë,” said Tária, “please do not take any notice of Laegwen. She offered to come to Ithilien in the hopes of meeting interesting ellyn in a close-knit community, I think. And you are, so clearly, going to bind to one of the only two ellyn here, so far, who do not already know her. I fear this sours her view of you. No one else sees you as anything other than a peredhel elleth, who is now kin to Legolas, and welcome amongst his people.”




The third elleth, Tária’s sister, voiced her agreement. Soon the three were chatting happily about the elfling, Merilwen, asleep in her basket nearby, the possibility of other Galadhrim coming to Ithilien in the future, and so on. But Tindómë didn’t find it quite so easy to forget Laegwen’s words. 







It became hotter as they rode, both further south and further into summer, following the old Harad Road. They moved more slowly since they had been joined by the foot soldiers, who had sailed down the Anduin until the course of the river and the road became too divergent. Now they were also joined by a troop of local men; one of these new arrivals told them they were now in the lands of South Gondor, although still many leagues from the area disputed by the Haradrim warlord.




The Elves, of course, were not particularly bothered by the heat but many of the Rohirrim finally shed their armour and rode, as the Elves had done since they left Ithilien, in tunics and leggings. Rumil noticed, though, that many of them seemed to be becoming redder in their faces and on other bared skin.




He asked Elladan about this one evening, when the other ellon came to join them for a while, and was surprised to hear that the men’s skin was tender enough to burn in the sun. 




“Many of the men of Gondor come from these southern lands, or had forefathers who did—their skin is darker and less likely to burn than the Rohirrim. The sons of Imrahil are more comfortable, for example, than Éomer. But, if we reach the land of Near Harad, the men who live there cover their heads at mid-day to prevent illness caused by their brains over-heating. We will encourage the Rohirrim to do likewise.”




Rumil, conscious as ever of Tindómë’s body, somewhere between that of a mortal and an elleth, ‘filed away’ (as she would have described it) this information in case he ever needed it. 




All the Elves had studied maps of the area and Rumil knew, from a quiet conversation with the dwarf, that Gimli had done likewise and for the same reason. All had wondered how close to the sea their route would take them, all conscious of how it could effect Legolas, some wondering how they might react themselves if they heard the cry of the gulls.




Fortunately it seemed likely that they would stay many leagues from the sea. Rumil was not worried for himself or Orophin; they had been with Legolas on the Corsair ships when he had first been struck by the sea-longing. He was glad, though, that it was unlikely that they would have to return to Eryn Ithil without its Lord because he could resist the pull of the West no longer. 




Each night the Elves checked their bows, their spare strings, the fletching on the arrows. They cared for their horses, oiled the leather straps of quivers, scabbards, and armour, and waited for what was to come. Each night Rumil thought of Tindómë and, as he had told her he would, remembered each freckle, the curve of her beautiful behind, the tiny pink molehills that tipped her round breasts…and smiled as he walked the dream paths.







Eldroth, Eryn Ithil’s marchwarden, asked that the ellyth attend weapons practice. All the ellyth could use a bow if called upon, although some were out of practice, and all had also been taught to defend themselves with a knife if needs be; they had lived their lives in the shadow threatened Greenwood when it had been rightly called Mirkwood.




“It is as well,” Eldroth said, “to be prepared, when some of our warriors are at war.”




Tindómë went, the first time, with Túriel—Tária’s sister, who had been there when she had made the wagers with Laegwen. The other elleth had an archer’s braids in her hair—the first time Tindómë had seen any of the ellyth with them.




Túriel noticed her looking at them and explained, “Many of us passed as archers over the years—but we only show it if we are using the skill, unlike the ellyn.”




Despite Túriel’s words Tindómë was glad that she hadn’t worn the swordsman’s braids Orophin and Rumil had once given her, even though…Eldroth interrupted her thought, sending Túriel to one group, Tindómë to another.




The ellon in charge of her group said that, as she was so young, he would not expect her to have her full strength yet, or be anywhere near as skilled as any of the others in this group—in which, she noted, none of the other ellyth had archer’s braids, either.




In fact, subsequently, the trainer professed himself pleasantly surprised with how good she was—at about the level he would expect from a young ellon entering warrior training. Tindómë was happy with that, and thought Rumil and Orophin would have been too—as would the weapons-master in Caras Galadhon who had helped them train her in archery.




As their session drew to a close Eldroth came over to watch before speaking to Tindómë.




“I know that you have your own sword,” he said, “bring it tomorrow that you may practice with that as well.”




So next day, although she took her bow with her, she also wore her sword. The beautiful sword the Imladris smiths had made for her last winter. Eldroth, and the two other wardens present, asked if they could look closely at it, and seemed well impressed—as Tindómë reckoned they should. They appeared to be even more impressed when they began sparring with her. A winter of almost daily lessons with the Els and Glorfindel had certainly honed her skills. 




“If any of the young ellyn I have trained over my years in Eryn Lasgalen had been this good with a sword whilst still in their fiftiesfn1 I would have awarded them their swordsman’s braids straight away,” the marchwarden said after Tindómë’s third or fourth bout.




She bowed her head slightly, in acknowledgement, but didn’t say anything. She was actually glad that only the twins, and now Glorfindel, regularly called her ‘tithen maethor’—Eldroth had made his own decision, not coloured by anyone else’s name for her, earned or not.




“Yes,” he said, nodding his head, “I think, tonight.”




‘Tonight what?’ Tindómë wondered.




She found out when night fell and, as usual, many of the elves gathered around a central fire to eat and talk. Eldroth stood and called for silence.




“Not only is it advisable for the ellyth to make sure they are reacquainted with their bows, their knives, and their swords in some cases, but it is also advisable for all our border patrols to be up to strength.”




Tindómë knew that the loss of a company of twenty or so warriors would not have had much effect on guarding the fences in Lorien, nor would it have been likely to have much effect on the patrols she been told were kept in Eryn Lasgalen, or on the watch kept over Imladris. But in this small community it was quite a high proportion of the warriors who usually did warden duties. 




Now, Eldroth was requesting that those ellyth who had passed their basic warrior training and earned their archers’ braids would take their turns on the fences. After all, he went on, it was better to be prepared for problems never met than to meet an unexpected situation short handed.




That leaves me at home…no change there then, Tindómë thought, rather sadly, until she heard Eldroth mention her by name. 




“…is clearly very skilled with a sword, even at such a young age. I would request that you, also, take your turn on the fences.”




‘Elo!’ Tindómë thought.




“…as we have no other young elves to reach warrior status, and our Lord is not available, I think it acceptable that Saeldauron and I do it now.”




So, although she would never tell them it was so, for the second time in six months Tindómë found herself standing between two ellyn formally putting swordsman’s braids in her hair. She was sure that Glorfindel and the Els, who had shared the duty between them in the Hall of Fire, would be very happy to know that the Eryn Ithil Marchwarden agreed with their earlier decision…






fn1. Elves come of age at 50. Young elves will start learning the bow well before that, and sword by the age of 40 or so. They will not qualify as warriors until they are over 50. The elves see Tindómë as being about 52 or 53 as she is only a little past her majority as declared by Galadriel. 





Contingency Plans.



So far the mountains of the Ephel Dúath had formed a solid grey shadow to their left as they moved south. Now the road continued south but the mountains turned away from them and stretched off to the East. More men joined the army as it continued South through Gondor. Some told stories of raids on villages by the Haradrim, and scouts now moved ahead of the army.




Rumil was glad to take his turn moving silently ahead, and then halting to sit unmoving, scanning the surroundings for anything that seemed out of place. The land was very different from Lothlórien, but it was just as strange to elves who had lived their lives in the Greenwood, or to men who had lived all their lives in the North or in Ithilien. The scouts worked in pairs, one man—usually a man who had been part of the ranger company of Ithilien—and one Elf, taking advantage of the low rolling hills and the shade of trees that were shorter and sparser than those familiar to either.




In the evenings Rumil sat, almost as still, drawing what he had seen.







It was not mid-summer; a fairly obvious statement, but something to be taken into consideration if the ellyth were to take their turn on the fences. 




Actually Tindómë had thought, when the decision had been taken that the coalition army would set off to the south, that the timing was not of the good. Taking men hundreds of miles south where it would be hotter anyway, and doing it in mid-summer, was almost playing into the hands of an enemy to whom it was the natural environment.




But when negotiations failed with this warlord, even though other Haradrim chieftains were now at peace with Gondor, it was not feasible to simply wait until late summer whilst letting land and livestock be taken and villagers and townsfolk killed. Once the men were ready to set off, and supplies organised, waiting for cooler weather was not an option. Although Tindómë thought that, personally, she’d have felt quite at home—California girl here, still.




However the time of year concerned the Elves for a different reason. Although the men in Minas Tirith jumped over bonfires at midsummer, and possibly midwinter too, they did it as a game of daring. But for those Silvan Elves who came from Eryn Lasgalen it was more than that. It was almost a form of blessing for the warriors—a mystical connection between the trees that had given wood for the bonfire and those who would protect both trees and the elves who dwelt amongst them.




Now, at peace, the ellyth had not jumped the flames at the last solstice—and no elf was happy to go into possible battle without that ‘blessing’. Even though it was most unlikely that they would need to draw a bow in anger, it was still…‘bad luck’ was probably the best description. But it seemed as if, over the millennia of danger and threat, there was a contingency plan to deal with this, too.




The central clearing had had all traces of the usual fire swept away. New wood was collected from all the areas of the recovering forest, over a couple of days, whilst celebratory food was prepared. And then, on a night perhaps a month before mid-summer, Eldroth went into Legolas’ cottage and opened a chest Tindómë had presumed held clothes or other personal belongings. From it he took two thick logs that showed signs of having already been on a fire and carried them, between lines of elves, to the newly laid bonfire.




These logs, Tindómë realised, must be from the last solstice fire—to ensure that this fire would carry the ‘blessing’, even though it was not yet mid-summer. The few single ellyn still in the settlement did not ‘hunt’ for kisses, or exchange ribbons with the ellyth, as they would at the true solstices—the symbolic fertility part of proceedings—but there was feasting, and dancing around the bonfire until the first signs of dawn, just as if it was really the solstice.




Not only the ellyth but also the ellyn, who had leapt at mid-winter but would not miss the chance to renew the ‘blessing’, jumped over the still-burning remains of the fire. Tindómë worried in case she would not be able to leap cleanly—to be caught by a flame would be seen as a bad omen; at least, like most of the other ellyth who intended to jump, she had worn leggings. 




Saeldauron, who was Tária’s husband, stood beside her and said, “Do not wait until last—everyone will then wonder whether you fear to jump—but there is no need to go for a little while yet. You will clear it easily—believe in yourself.”




Tindómë remembered jumping down from trees, and a balcony in Minas Tirith; yes, as Elrohir had once said, her bones and muscles worked together better than they had when she had first arrived in Middle Earth. She told herself that she really could easily jump—especially when she saw Laegwen watching her. No way would Tindómë give her the satisfaction of thinking that she was worried about jumping the fire!




Tária came to join her husband and Tindómë; she was the person who would be least likely to need to fight, but even she had kilted up her dress. 




“Follow me,” she said, “and Saeldauron will follow behind you. If I can leap in my dress, you can leap in your leggings. Come!”




Following Tária, Tindómë jumped across the fire with ease; around her the Elves clapped. They hadn’t clapped the others—but she knew this was not because they hadn’t expected her to make it—Eldroth had told her every Elf was clapped the first time they cleared the flames as an adult and a warrior. 




She felt a wave of emotion wash over her. Perhaps it was an effect of jumping, perhaps you really did feel the blessing of the trees, but Tindómë thought it was more likely to be because in that moment she felt accepted for herself. Now she really was part of this community. It was a good feeling.







It was neither Rumil nor Orophin who first caught sight of the Haradrim but Galanthir and his human partner. The Haradrim did not send scouts ahead silently and invisibly, in the way that the army of Gondor was doing, rather, they sent out small groups on horseback away from the main body of men. This difference meant that the joint army of Gondorrim, Rohirrim, and Elves were now aware of the closing distance but they were sure that the Haradrim had not seen the man and elf.




Now, as Legolas commented before departing to take part in the commanders’ discussions, the two kings had an advantage neither had previously had in battle; they could choose the place rather than that choice being dictated by the enemy. More of the elves and rangers began to scout ahead to check the lie of the land as well as looking out for the Haradrim. Soon they would be in combat. 







Tindómë had once spent a night ‘on the fences’ of Lothlorien—but only as a visitor, not on guard duty. The flets had been high up in trees that stood two or three hundred feet tall, invisible from the ground, with talans on some of them capable of sleeping twelve elves in comfortable beds. The ‘fences’ around Eryn Ithil were very different.




Here the trees were rarely more than eighty or ninety feet high, yet, and none strong enough to hold a large talan. But then they didn’t need to—the area of forest being protected by these wardens was much smaller and they usually only spent one or two days on patrol at a time. Small flets were hidden in the canopy within hearing distance of each other—slightly closer together to the East side of the woods than to the West—orcs had continued to appear, occasionally, from the hills separating these lands of Northern Ithilien from Mordor. 




Sitting on one of these flets, between Eldroth and another ellon, Tindómë felt as if she really was ‘grown-up’. She was pretty sure that, had she remained ‘Dawn Summers of Sunnydale, sister of The Slayer’, she would still be being left behind ‘to keep her safe’. Even though she would have been…what? Twenty-two, or so, by now? Buffy would have still been trying to keep her safe, she thought, when they were both in their nineties.




Although she continued to scan the surrounding countryside she let her memories drift back to California for a few minutes. She wondered if Buffy still thought of her—she rather hoped she didn’t. It would be sad if Buffy was mourning her, or still worrying about what had happened to her; hopefully all the false memories would have faded when The Key left that dimension. 




Mind you, she thought with a smile, Buffy would have been equally shocked by Dawn having an almost-betrothed, or even by what she was doing before she took her turn up here on lookout; feeding the chickens wasn’t a common task back on the Hellmouth!




That first shift was peaceful, as she had expected; hopefully all of them would be until the warriors returned. And whereas Buffy would have ripped everyone a new one for putting her in possible danger, Legolas would be proud of her—although he’d probably complain about missing her braiding ceremony. He might even decide to do it again when he was back, she thought, as she headed for the cottage that she was already thinking of as home.







“Almost perfect,” Legolas said. “Not too flat, these rolling hills give higher ground for us and the Gondorian archers, room for the éorlingas to act as shock cavalry and break up the Haradrim formations. Now we prepare and allow the enemy to find us.”




The containers of spare arrows were unloaded and the pack horses, and the other elven horses as elven archers did not usually fight mounted, were left well behind the lines. Mail was donned, helms kept close at hand, everything checked and rechecked. All these Elves had fought in battle before. Many of the Eryn Lasgalen archers had been at the Battle of the Five Armies, and at the storming of Dol Guldur, although none were old enough to have fought with Oropher at the Battle of Dagorlad.




The men, almost all of whom were also veterans of more than one battle, made their own preparations. Then, as the Elves took their places on the chosen hillock, half a dozen young men arrived who reported to Legolas. They were clearly not even fully grown, Rumil realised; what facial hair they had was fine and wispy. He was pleased that the Elves need for them had been recognised—but then Legolas was one of the commanders. He was also pleased that such young mortals had been given this role—they would be safer amongst the Elven archers than amongst the foot soldiers.




They would keep the archers supplied with arrows from those containers the pack horses had brought all the way from Ithilien. As the battle progressed they would also scavenge arrows, from the near edge of the battle, to be shot back at the enemy. Two of the young men carried buckets. This was something new; the young Elven warriors who undertook this role did not carry buckets.




Then Orophin explained, and it took a good deal of effort for Rumil not to laugh out loud—or possibly snort with derision. “They are the piss buckets,” his brother had said.




Mortal archers might need to empty their bladders frequently during a pitched battle if they were nervous—and at least once or twice, should the battle last more than a few hours, even if not. Some might be nervous before battle and find their stomach contents refusing to stay in place. In either instance, the boy brought the bucket at a call—so that the ground under the archers’ feet did not become wet or slippery.




It was, to be honest, very sensible, Rumil thought, once Orophin had explained what one of the youths had said. But these Elven archers were not novices—there would be no vomiting—and the battle would need to go on for a very long time before any of them needed to relieve himself in any other way. 




He wondered whether Tindómë would be amused when he told her, or if she would regard ‘bucket duty’ as a normal part of battle. He allowed his thoughts to dwell on her for a few moments; her body touched by moonlight, her slightly wicked grin when she had bested him with her sword…Then he carefully put that image to the back of his mind, picked up his helm, and chose his first arrow—the enemy had been sighted.







Almost midsummer; the days were long, and warm, and sometimes Tindómë thought longingly of air-conditioning. But it would be warmer still where Rumil was. She had, finally, washed the bedding both from her own bed and Rumil’s. Now, on the nights when she was not taking a turn on the fences, it was usually warm enough to sleep with no more than a sheet as covering.




She wondered just how far south the warriors had travelled. From what she had heard, before they left, it seemed that they would have to go well into South Gondor to reach the lands to which the Haradrim Warlord laid claim; but she really wasn’t good at calculating how quickly an army moved without airplanes, and APCs, and helicopter gunships.




Admitting such a lack of understanding of the speed of travel might give away just how different her background was from those around her and, even if Gandalf thought she was safe amongst the elves, it was best to keep things vague. Eventually she asked, not one of the remaining warriors, but Túriel. 




“I have looked at the maps,” Tindómë said, “but I don’t really understand the distances…”




“They will be moving slowly because of the Men,” Túriel said. “Maybe they will have reached the enemy by now, maybe not.”




Then the elleth smiled and went on, “If they have not returned by the end of firith even Nithdur may find himself fending off invitations to go starlight bathing with ellyth!”




Tindómë smiled back at her. There were some unbound ellyn still in Ithilien—those whose roles were not those of warriors. Nithdur was one of these; he was a highly skilled leather worker and, as the warriors were able to undertake their own running repairs, he remained in Ithilien. These craftsmen, like the ellyth, were now taking their turns on the fences and were certainly able to find amenable female company whenever they wanted. Tindómë had already learnt that Nithdur, though, was not usually to be found starlight bathing with the ellyth as his preference was almost entirely for ellyn. It was one of those pieces of knowledge that helped someone feel part of a community.




“In fact,” Túriel finished, “if they are away much longer, as I am sure they will be, we will have to start going starlight bathing without any ellyn at all.”




‘Oh!’ Tindómë thought. If she had understood correctly, and she was pretty sure she had, that sounded like an invitation to a very different sort of ‘girls night’! 





Let Battle Commence



Now it began.




Rumil concentrated, as did the other elves around him, on the Haradrim ‘officers’; those in the best armour, with a standard bearer beside or in front of them. No point in targeting the standard bearer—he was too easily replaced. Rumil, along with Orophin and Legolas, had the furthest range and he carefully identified his first target; ready for the order which would come once the foremost officers were within range of the other elven archers. He relaxed, felt himself one with his bow, saw the flight of his arrow in his mind, slowed his breathing and then, at Legolas’ word, loosed. The man fell from his horse; the battle had commenced.




The éorlingas rode into the side of the enemy formation, loosing arrows as they closed, until they could draw sword or thrust with spear; the Gondorian bowmen, with shorter range, concentrated on the front lines creating a hail of arrows. Then the Gondorian cavalry rode into battle, followed by the foot soldiers. Rumil was aware, on the periphery of his concentration, of all these things and of the youths keeping him supplied with arrows. But his primary focus was on identifying individuals to target and on using each arrow well.




The battle was moving, swirling, wheeling around. Legolas gave the order for his archers to move and take up a new position. Elves helped the youths carry the arrows towards the chosen hillock, their movement covered by other ellyn with arrows nocked, at the ready. Within minutes everything was in place and, once again, targets were chosen and the battlefield receded to the edge of consciousness; stillness, breathing, focus became all.




Now one or two of the youths began to scavenge for arrows on the battlefield—Rumil found some with unfamiliar fletching amongst the arrows he was being given. The elves’ specific targets were becoming fewer and further away. It was clear that the Haradrim were losing. Time to advance again.




This time, as they regrouped, Rumil took a mouthful of the lembas from the pocket on his quiver and a few sips of water from the flask Orophin passed him. Then he broke off a small piece and passed it to one of their helpers—the smile on the young man’s face, when he realised that it tasted good and required little chewing, made Rumil smile inwardly. He was reminded of Tindómë, for a fleeting second, but he refused to let his thoughts linger there and began again the routine; relax, breathe, focus, become one with the bow…




A little later and there was a sudden movement close to hand—a small group of Haradrim bowmen on horseback had broken out of the main battle. This had happened before—the deadly archers in their elevated position were an obvious target—but this time they got within range before the Elves fully realised that the horsemen were not being cut off by Rohirrim or Gondorrim.




They did not get close enough to use their swords or spears, and most of their arrows failed to do any damage, but Rumil heard both the surprised cry of one of the youths and the sound of a body, bow, and helm hitting the ground somewhere close at hand. He did not turn to look, he knew it was not Orophin, but concentrated on removing the threat.




It turned out to have been almost the last attack. The battle was drawing to a close with some of the enemy fleeing the field and others surrendering. 




Finally Rumil looked around. Their healer was tending to one of the mortal youths whose arm had been hit by a Haradrim arrow. There was no cause for the healer to tend the elf who had been hit—he was beyond help. 




“Follow the call, my friend,” Legolas was saying, as he knelt beside the empty hroar, “and I will see you in the West.”




It was sad to think of a wood elf dying here so far from his trees. Especially one who had, as he knew this ellon had, survived the Battle of the Five Armies and the assault on Dol Guldur—both within sight of his forest of birth.




The youth’s wound was cleaned and stitched; he lay drowsed by poppy juice. The healer set off to the main battle field, two ellyn beside him with swords drawn in case there was a problem. One of the other young men, the one to whom Rumil had given lembas earlier, kept glancing towards the body of the elvish warrior, now covered by his cloak, and shaking his head as if there was something he couldn’t quite believe. Orophin had gone to talk to him and Rumil waited for his brother—they would go together down to the battle ground to retrieve arrows.




As they carried out this task that they had done so many times before, even if on slightly different battle fields to this one, Orophin explained what he had been talking to the young mortal about.




“He had not thought an elf could die,” he said.




Rumil said nothing, although it seemed odd to believe elves immune to arrows.




“He had been told that we lived for ever. It had not occurred to him that, even though we do not bodily age or suffer illness, we can still be killed in battle. I think an elf dying so close to him has shocked him more than all the deaths here in the heart of the battle. Somehow he seemed to have expected our healer to wave his hands, say some mystical words, and Glengadil would get to his feet and ask for water and lembas.”




So many things that mortals knew not about the Eldar, Rumil thought, so many misunderstandings. He remembered what Tindómë had told them about a Haradrim War Lord who thought joining with an elleth who still had her gweneth would make him immortal, too. Perhaps it was as well that the time of the elves in these lands was drawing to a close…







Tindómë sat curled up against a tree trunk, an apple in her hand, reading one of the books in the Common Tongue from the carved wooden kist that was the current ‘Reference Library’ for the settlement. It was printed, as were many of the books in the King’s Library in Minas Tirith; hand-set type, of course, but printed rather than hand-written. It had only really struck her when she had been more than a year in Caras Galadhon that all the texts written in tengwar were hand-written, whereas many of those in the Common Tongue were printed.




“Clearly,” Lord Celeborn had said, “We understand the concept. Our carvers would undoubtedly be able to make the small individual pieces. But we have seen no need. There is a pleasure in copying a story or the account of a battle—it helps one get to know it.”




Tindómë had understood—and she did enjoy copying out tengwar; it reminded her of seeing a television program about Chinese scribes who wrote with brushes even though she copied the tengwar with a pen. There was the same sense of beauty and tranquillity about it. But she still thought printing had its uses!




Perhaps, she thought, she might begin to translate this story into Sindarin and write it out in tengwar. Her translation skills were not exactly perfect but this was a work of fiction, not history, so mistakes wouldn’t matter that much and she could ask someone—Arwen maybe—to check it for her sometime. Yes—she would start tomorrow—it would keep her mind occupied and stop her worrying about the warriors.







It was approaching sunset on Midsummer Eve. In Minas Tirith this year the fire would be lit by the Queen and the first person to jump it in the morning would be Faramir, running the kingdom in his monarch’s place, but Tindómë would not be there to see them. All those who were taking their turn on the fences of Eryn Ithil would spend part of the night doing just that—and part of it in celebration. 




The ‘emergency’ fire jumping a month before had proved unnecessary as all had been quiet. Or, possibly, all had been quiet because all those on the fences had jumped the fire—who could say?




Tindómë had—before the warriors left—really been looking forward to this night. At least the single ellyn, including four more bowmen who had recently arrived from Eryn Lasgalen along with two more ellyth, wore their traditional ribbons. But having seen Galanthir in Minas Tirith on one occasion, and spoken to other elves, it was clear that they wore fewer than usual, even though they were clearly outnumbered by ellyth from whom to claim kisses.




She wondered whether this was simply usual when many of the warriors were missing—or whether Eldroth had suggested it, as they would all have to not only jump the fire, but also relieve others on the fences so that everyone jumped. 




She asked Túriel, who explained that in Mirkwood, during the years of constant battle with the Darkness, celebration of Midsummer, and Midwinter, was still enthusiastic near the stronghold; a relief from the fight. But in the outlying villages the level of celebration would vary depending on how many of the ellyn were available, and how many were away on patrol. This year Eryn Ithil would be like an outlying settlement; there would be celebration but, with so many missing, everyone knew that moderation was in order.




“The ellyn should be back by Midwinter, though,” Túriel said, “and so you will see what fun can be had.”




Tindómë really, really, hoped the warriors would be back by then—and not only to finally experience a proper Silvan celebration!







It was the eve of Midsummer and the armies of Gondor and Rohan would soon be turning their faces for the north and heading homeward. The kings had been in discussions with the new leader of these Haradrim—an Elven archer’s arrow had found its mark in the chest of the previous one, who had thought himself out of range. Some sort of peace had been agreed, Legolas told the elves.




There would be celebration tonight. The Elves would join the others; feasting on what could be found, and drinking the local wine brought to them from grateful local villages. There would be a fire, probably more than one; the elves who had lived in the Great Greenwood, though, spoke to Rumil and Orophin of their usual celebrations of Midsummer night. It would be good to celebrate with them next year.




The evening before, so that it could not be mistaken for a celebratory fire, the Elves had lit a pyre as the first star appeared, and burnt all that remained of Glengadil. They would not bury his hroar here, underneath ground that he knew not, but take his ashes back to Eryn Ithil where they could help nourish one of the trees he had been helping back to life.




Yes—it might be Midsummer, and the battle won, but celebrations would be somewhat subdued. Rumil wondered how Tindómë was celebrating…







The fire was lit, and there was music—much wilder music than there had been in Minas Tirith when Tindómë had been there for the Midsummer celebrations, wilder than the music often hear around the settlement. Food and wine were passed around but Tindómë took almost no wine, filling her glass with water; she didn’t want to be woolly headed or sleepy when she went out to the fences. 




She danced, even though she didn’t really know the steps, and was thoroughly kissed by three or four single ellyn who, as Galanthir had in Minas Tirith, gave her ribbons from their hair. It was fun—but it would be more fun when the others were home again. 




As the moon rose high in the treetops she returned to her room in Legolas’ cottage, changed from her dress into leggings and tunic, fastened on her scabbard and picked up bow and quiver; time to relieve those out on the fences and let them, too, celebrate. She would jump the fire on her return.




Túriel met her, along with others, including two of the new archers from Eryn Lasgalen. They left the light of the bonfire and set off, smiling and laughing, the music still ringing in their ears, and then…suddenly…the others all stopped laughing and began to run. 




Not fully understanding, Tindómë ran with them—and then she heard the warning call from further ahead; her hearing was not as good as the others and they must have heard something first.




“Yrch!” she heard someone call. 




Now she could hear heavy footsteps—she didn’t know whether to go for her bow, or draw her sword. Bows were always used first—but those in the trees were best placed for that, and she was on the ground. She realised one or two of the elves who had left the settlement with her were taking to the trees—but she wasn’t as good at climbing…she kept running.




Then the question of what to do became moot. She was a swordsman and a large orc was heading her way. She drew her sword and went to head it off before it could get closer to those who were still celebrating around the fire.




Voices called issuing commands—as she danced under the guard of the orc and thrust with her sword she recognised Eldroth’s voice but she also heard a voice calling in the Common tongue, which was odd.




Arrows flew around them, and other elves were on the ground beside her. She was not afraid of ‘friendly fire’—she trusted all the archers. She tried, instead, to keep the orcs from passing through the lines; she thought of Tária, and baby Merilwen, and what the orcs had done to Álith’s small nephew. She didn’t have to think of where her feet were, or her own body—the lessons with Glorfindel and the twins over the winter had made her sword an extension of herself and the moves, now, second nature. She kept her breathing steady, concentrated, one orc at a time…




Then two things happened almost together. One of the voices in the Common tongue was yelling something about there being females amongst the fighters, take them alive, and the figure now in front of her was not an orc.




Not an orc—but not an elf either. It was a man. Dark haired, dark skinned, swathed in black; Haradrim, she thought. But now the fact that her opponent was not an orc no longer fazed her—he was attacking the elves and that made him the enemy no matter what he was.




She cut, thrust, parried, dodged—he was very, very, good. But then he fell towards her, toppling to the ground and lying still—the archers had done their job. Now more elves were coming from the settlement—someone must have relayed on the danger calls for surely, otherwise, they would not have heard them.




Tindómë had no idea how much of the border of the settlement was under attack—she concentrated only on where she was, on what went on around her. But she could hear, still, Eldroth’s voice giving orders and he did not sound all that close. 




A noise behind her and she realised some of the enemy must have broken through the line—an orc was heading from the direction of the village, out towards the edge of the trees. He was carrying someone, who was hitting him with one arm—their other arm hung limply. 




Tindómë ran to the aid of the elleth; the orc would either have to put them down, or fight one-handed. His prize must matter to him—he held on as he tried to fend Tindómë off with a pole-axe—so not a good move, she thought, ducking under it to get close enough to strike. 




She fought, as the Els had taught her, with her sword in one hand and her knife in the other—and in this encounter she parried the pole-axe upwards with her sword, then twisted to thrust the knife low so avoiding his captive. As she had done once before, she went for the femoral artery—in seconds the orc dropped, and so did his victim as he released her.




It was Laegwen. She struggled to her feet and Tindómë hauled her quickly to lean on a tree—then stood in front of her, ready to defend the other elleth.




And then it was over.




No more sounds of clashing metal, no voices but those of elves. The elves began to fan out and carefully comb the area to ensure no more orcs or men remained. Order began to be restored.




The bodies of both men and orcs were being brought to one place, injured elves were being helped or carried back to the village, and Eldroth sent messengers to Lady Éowyn at Emyn Arnen, with orders to return quickly for help if it seemed that the human settlements were also under attack. If they were not then Éowyn could send word to her husband in Minas Tirith.




At first it seemed to Tindómë that the elves had survived with only a few injuries—and then she saw Saeldauron walking towards her slowly carrying a limp figure. It was Túriel and she was, clearly, dead.





One Of These Bodies Is Not Like The Others…



As the sun rose over the trees of Ithilien the Elven inhabitants were subdued; there was none of the singing or laughter that usually greeted Midsummer morning. There was, though, a sense of order.




The elves who had ridden to Emyn Arnen did not return to report any attack on the human settlement. Instead, they rode back accompanied by Éowyn, her usual Rohirric bodyguards, and a small number of other warriors. She had sent word to Faramir in Minas Tirith—he would, doubtless, arrive himself as soon as he could.




Only Túriel had died during the attack. Two ellyn had major wounds, but the settlement’s healer had not ridden with the warriors (no need—should any sustain wounds that the others could not deal with, Elladan and Elrohir were available to them), and he thought that both would survive. There were others, such as Laegwen with her dislocated shoulder and twisted knee, who were less seriously injured and some with minor wounds. Tindómë had been surprised to find herself amongst those—she had not even noticed when she had sustained the gash to the shoulder of her sword arm.




When Éowyn arrived Tindómë’s wound had been cleaned and was being stitched by one of the other elleth—the healer was too busy. Tindómë had been put back together by Elladan and Elrohir when she first ‘landed’ in Middle Earth, but this was the first time she had required such stitching whilst she was conscious. The ‘salve’ the elves used really did work pretty well to numb the skin—not exactly lidocaine, but enough that she could cope without yelling—she hoped that Éowyn and her guards were impressed. 




The handle of her boot knife, though, now had its first set of tooth marks; she hoped Rumil had not added any to his collection whilst he was away.




One of the wardens explained to Éowyn that the bodies of the attackers were being gathered together—men in one place, orcs in another; and, in a small thicket less than a mile from the edge of the woodlands, elves had found horses. Although they were still searching to ensure there were no more Haradrim or orcs in the vicinity Eldroth had concluded that, as there was one horse per dead man, it was likely that no more men would be found.




Éowyn asked if they would keep everything that they found until Faramir arrived—certainly he would have to see that such a raid was recorded, and he might need to send word to the King and the army.




Goodness knows how long that would take, Tindómë thought, but then everyone worked at the same pace so…




Éowyn seemed to have mixed emotions about the raid and, unlike an elf, these could be seen in her face and heard in her voice—to Tindómë’s amusement—as she spoke. The Princess of Ithilien was indignant to think that the Haradrim would gather up remnants of the orcish hordes and attack within the bounds of Gondor; they should have been in the South, fighting against the army. She seemed almost slighted by the elves being targeted, and not the human settlement, but also relieved. She could not imagine why such an attack would be made but Tindómë was beginning to get an inkling.




As they waited for the arrival of Faramir an ellon came to seek out Tindómë. 




“Eldroth has discovered something…odd…about one of the dead men,” he told her, “and he thought you might know whether it is significant.”




She followed him back towards the area where the fighting had been, into a small glade where the bodies of the men were laid out in a line—thirteen in all.




‘Unlucky for some,’ was Tindómë’s first thought.




Eldroth was standing beside one of the bodies. Before joining him Tindómë paused and looked at the whole row; glad that the blood on their clothing was dry now and there was not enough of the smell left to make her retch. All of the men had worn similar clothing and armour—good quality, well cared for, clothing and armour. They looked as if they were all part of the same squadron, or whatever the Haradrim army was divided into, but the body Eldroth stood by was not quite like the others.




The armour was not on the body but on the ground beside it and, unlike that of the others, it was gilded and highly polished.




‘Shiny!’ Tindómë thought, ‘but not so practical…officer, then.’




The man himself was taller than most of the others but less fit looking. Most noteworthy though, apart from the elven cloak folded across his lower body, was that he was clean-shaven whereas all the others were bearded.




On closer inspection it seemed as if he was not so much clean-shaven as unable to grow a beard—his skin looked like that of a woman or an elf.




His helm, if he had ever worn one, had been removed and his hair was visible. It was cut short, so it was clear that he was not an elf—Tindómë began to sift through all the information she had ‘filed’ in her head…somewhere in there a bell was beginning to ring.




“I had not heard of a man who did not grow facial hair,” Eldroth said, after he greeted her and enquired about her injury. “We thought it might possibly be an unknown peredhel - but the hroar is much less Elven than, for example, yours.




“He seemed to have been the one giving the orders, and was not at the front of the fighting, we tried to take him alive, for questioning, but he threw himself on his own sword. We tried to staunch the bleeding but to no avail. That was when it became clear that he does not really have the same conformation as the others.” 




Eldroth paused and, if an elf could look embarrassed, he almost did. 




“I have seen few mortal men unclothed, but…” he pulled back the cloak.




The first thing Tindómë noticed was the dressing not quite covering the gaping wound in his belly but, then, she understood just how different his conformation was.




“A eunuch!” she said.




Simultaneously Eldroth said, “He seems to have been…gelded.” 




“Uh, yes—that’s exactly right,” Tindómë answered, slowly. “I think I might know why he’s here. I just need a few minutes to work it out in my head.”




“Certainly,” Eldroth answered, “but I do not understand why a man would be gelded. Perhaps he had been injured? Or had an illness? Would this, then, cause him to stop growing hair on his face? I would not wish to appear ignorant in front of the Lady Éowyn; or Lord Faramir when he arrives.”




“M’kay, can we, uh, move away from the bodies a bit?” Tindómë asked, wondering how to explain the concept of eunuchs to an elven warrior.




She knew from reading in the library of Minas Tirith, and asking questions as this war became more and more likely, that the Haradrim were a bit like something from ‘Aladdin’ or ‘The Thousand and One Nights’. (Spike had once lent her a copy of the book—then, later, Buffy had seen it and confiscated it because she thought it was the same thing as the Kama Sutra…Fortunately, Dawn had thought back then, Buffy didn’t actually read it—or she’d have found it made the Kama Sutra look tame. Dawn knew it did, because she had skimmed through a copy of the Kama Sutra that Xander didn’t think she knew about. But just at the moment such thoughts were far from Tindómë’s mind.) 




“I uh…yeah. The Haradrim…he’d have been ‘gelded’ before he became a man. That’s why no beardiness. You know how elves only grow the hair…at the groins…when they are nearly old enough to join? Well, with men—that’s when the beard grows too—so if they have no…ceryn…they can’t get tuio and join…and there’s no body or face hair either.”




Eldroth didn’t actually ask ‘Why geld a boy?’ He didn’t need to—it was written all over his face.




“If he can’t join, then he is safe to leave with the wives of his master…”




“Ceryn Manwë!” said Eldroth.




Tindómë, despite her surroundings, had an urge to giggle at his choice of expletive.




“Yrch!” he went on. It was the greatest insult an elf ever used. “Do all races of men…?”




Tindómë quickly assured him that it was only the Haradrim, as far as she knew—certainly Gondorians and the Rohirrim would be as disgusted at the idea as he was. 




‘Eeep!’ she thought, ‘imagine the diplomatic incident if he thought Faramir was in favour of castration!’




“Uh, Lord Faramir might want to see the bodies, before we do anything with them…” she said, changing the subject slightly.




“I would expect him to,” Eldroth said, and she wondered if he was insulted by her mentioning it. She still found elves difficult to ‘read’ some of the time.




“Come,” he said to her, “let us wash our hands and leave this place for somewhere more pleasant, where you can tell me what you think, if you have managed to ‘work it out in your head’.”




Good, Tindómë thought, he didn’t sound as if he was insulted, he’d just been stating a fact.







The negotiation of a peace agreement might take days or even weeks, Legolas told them, even in men these things often did. Usually this would not have bothered the elves—camp here a week, a month, a year—in the end it mattered very little. But this time it was different and it was not just Rumil wanting to return to Eryn Ithil to be reunited with Tindómë; all the ellyn wished to get back to their work with the trees. But better a few extra days spent now, Rumil knew, than having to do the whole thing again in a year or two.




Young women had appeared from the local communities, making it clear that they would be very willing to celebrate the outcome of the battle by ensuring the victors could enjoy the pleasures of the body. The elven archers, on the whole, were experienced enough in battle to no longer feel the…what had Tindómë called it? Some sort of rush…anyway, that surge of life that came after a battle and brought the desire for sexual flight. 




At least the young women seemed well inclined towards the Rohirrim; Rumil noted this with pleased amusement. He thought it lessened the likelihood that he would need to remember how to say “Please take your hand off my knee, I prefer females!”




The young women seemed equally drawn to the ellyn—but the ellyn preferred to maintain their dignity, that slight separation, and it was not long, to them, since they had left Eryn Ithil. But, Rumil thought, it was good to have a clear memory of pleasure to draw to mind when easing yourself; and something pleasant to look forward to, as well.




He thought of Tindómë in these quiet watches; he pictured her sitting in the sunshine with a book in her hand, or picking strawberries, the juice staining her fingers and lips red. He hoped she had made new friends amongst those who remained behind.







As they walked, Tindómë explained to Eldroth the concept of the eunuch in some societies; and how such a person, who began life as a servant’s child or possibly a slave, could become a very senior member of the household. She was about to explain why she thought one had been sent to command this raiding party, as she and Eldroth walked towards the village, when she heard the sound of baby Merilwen crying.




Suddenly knowing why the attack might have happened was of no importance. Tindómë remembered the elleth who had befriended her, and who had been dancing and laughing only hours ago, being carried back by Saeldauron; her face and hair stained red with blood from her fatal head injury. 




Tindómë could feel her stomach roiling and had to stop and take deep breaths before she could go any further. Eldroth waited calmly, she could see understanding in his eyes. He took her arm as they came within sight of the cottage where Túriel’s body would now be lying, lifeless, on the bed.




 “Have something to eat and change your clothes,” the Marchwarden said. “We can talk later.”







The talk, when it came, included Faramir, Éowyn, and Arwen. The Queen had insisted on riding with Faramir to find out what had happened and to offer any aid she could. Faramir had been taken to see the bodies whilst Arwen had spent time with Saeldauron and Tária. The Steward set some of his own men to dispose of the bodies, stripped of all armour and weapons, saying that the elves should not have to cope with the distasteful task whilst they recovered from the attack.




In the sitting room of Legolas’ cottage all eyes were on Tindómë. She spoke in the Common Tongue; Éowyn spoke little Sindarin, whereas Eldroth had learnt a good deal of the Common Tongue—seeing it as important if he was to live in this enclave surrounded by mortals.




“They were trying to take ellyth alive, weren’t they?” she asked Eldroth for confirmation.




“I am sure of it,” he confirmed. “Had they recognised Túriel as an elleth I think they may have spared her. Those men or orcs who got closer to the settlement were grabbing the ellyth in dresses…I do not think they thought at first that any of the warriors were female.”




“I think that’s what they were here for—to capture ellyth,” Tindómë said. “Not elves generally—not females generally—but only female elves.




“And the orcs were just—uh…” she tried to think of an equivalent to ‘cannon-fodder’. “Expendable,” she finally decided. “Big ugly targets to draw the fire and help grab ellyth if possible.”




“I knew of orcs trying to take women, to force them to bear young,” Eldroth said, “but I think an elleth, so forced, would fade before the pregnancy could be completed. Why, though, would men try to take ellyth?”




“Oh my!” Arwen sounded as if things were falling into place in her mind. “And only enough horses for the men? They could ride hard with their captives; the orcs would be left to escape as best they could, or to hold up any pursuit?”




“It would appear so,” Eldroth confirmed.




Arwen looked at Tindómë, and Tindómë’s inner Dawn went ‘Pinkie - are you pondering what I’m pondering?’




“Tindómë,” the Queen said, “have you ever told Eldroth of the time that you were kidnapped by the Corsair?”




“Not in detail…” Tindómë answered, “but perhaps now would be a good time!”




Faramir and Éowyn both looked as if they could see why, and so she explained in Sindarin without bothering to make sure Éowyn was keeping up.




“The man who took me captive did so on the spur of the moment—he had not planned it. But he had every intention of passing me to his own lord who could give me, as a very valuable gift, to one of the Haradrim Lords to gain favour. 




“The important bit is that he thought I was an elleth, which I am mostly,” she added for Faramir’s benefit, before continuing, “And at least some of the Haradrim believe the strangest thing ever about elves.”




“The man told Tindómë,” Arwen said, with a slight smile, “that the Haradrim believe that if a man breaks an elf’s gweneth it makes him immortal.”




Eldroth’s eyebrows rose but he managed otherwise to remain expressionless.




‘Hmm—I’m guessing Eldroth must be well over a thousand years old,’ Tindómë thought, ‘or he wouldn’t have been able to keep his face pretty straight even with Faramir and Éowyn here…’




Out loud, she picked up from where Arwen had left off; “So I think they would reckon that if they took as many ellyth as possible there would be sure to be unbound amongst them. And they don’t believe that we…uh…” she glanced towards Éowyn, “They don’t believe we join until we are bound…”




“Ah,” was all Eldroth said. 




‘Yup,’ Tindómë thought, ‘got to be at least a couple of thousand to not show any emotion at that!’




“But then,” Eldroth went on, “I can understand the men who were…intact wanting to capture ellyth, if they believe that, and desire immortality; but what would be the sense in the one who was…not intact joining them on the raid?”




“They would not be taking them for themselves,” Faramir said, sounding quite definite. “They would be sent to bring them back to their Lord. And the eunuch was in command because he could not be tempted to gain immortality for himself; and he would maintain discipline so that none of the others would dare do so, either.”




“Exactly!” Tindómë said. Sometimes, she thought, Faramir was very quick on the uptake. 




The discussion reverted back to the Common Tongue as Eldroth, Tindómë, and Arwen all wondered whether it could be proven that the raid was related to the current dispute—as surely it must be. They wondered, too, whether it was simply co-incidence that the raid took place at Midsummer, or had it been planned that way?




Faramir had the answer to both questions. “Do you remember, beloved,” he asked Éowyn, “when Aragorn asked that we entertain the delegation from Harad, when he was still attempting to settle the dispute by diplomatic means?”




Éowyn wrinkled her nose in distaste, “All too well,” she replied. “The leader of the delegation leered at me until I could understand why some of their women might prefer to be covered completely from head to toe. My hand itched for a sword!”




“As did mine, when he looked at you that way,” her husband reassured her. “The armour worn by his bodyguards was identical to that which I have just seen. He was also very interested to know that Legolas and his people lived so near by, and spent some time making small talk about festivals—both the differences and similarities in the celebrations of Harad, Gondor, and Elves…”




“We must send word straight away to Aragorn,” Arwen said, decisively. “He must know of this and ascertain whether these men, who clearly travelled North behind the Mountains of Shadow with this one specific aim, were under orders from the Haradrim leader himself, or that of the envoy in question.”




“It should be simple enough to find whose household included the eunuch—his armour bore a crest,” Faramir began; his wife spoke almost simultaneously.




“Egric and Céolfrith will go,” Éowyn said. “We will supply them with a string of horses and they will set out within an hour or two.”




Her two Rohirric guards, sent with her from Rohan by her brother (“Not that I believe Gondor has no horseman to keep pace with Éowyn—but your King may not always be spared…” he had told Faramir), were the ideal choice…




After a short pause she added, rather dryly, “I am sure Éomer will agree.” 





Homecoming.



The sun was setting and the elves were quietly singing. Legolas had said that they would be leaving next day and their belongings were all packed, ready to lift onto the horses in the morning and start the long, slow, ride home. One of the ellyn had carved a box from the wood of these foreign trees to hold the ashes of Glengadil; now their song both remembered his passing and gave thanks that those who sang would soon be back in the trees they had chosen to make their own.




From the Rohirrim camp, too, came sounds of singing—they were clearly also happy to be returning home. 




Legolas was sharing a jest with Gimli when a messenger arrived, out of breath as if he had run all the way through the campsite.




“Their majesties King Elessar and Éomer, King of Rohan, request that Legolas Lord of Ithilien attend them with all haste,” he said.




Legolas nodded in acknowledgement and then commented to those around him that he thought all the arrangements for the morrow had been completed—perhaps the kings wished to share a bottle of wine before their glasses were packed away! Gimli said in that case he was most certainly not letting Legolas go alone and they both followed the messenger whilst the elves continued their song.




Very little time passed, just enough for the sun to drop from sight, before Legolas returned to camp, Gimli some distance behind. Legolas’ face was impassive but his own elves recognised, in the length and speed of his stride, that something was wrong.




“We ride tonight,” he said before he told them that Egric and Céolfrith, known to many of them, had ridden without rest from Ithilien; and the news they brought.







They buried Túriel at sunset, wearing the dress she had danced in for Midsummer, in a quiet glade where the light that fell on her grave would be dappled by leaves. Every elf in the colony was there—Faramir sent men to guard the fences for the night.




Word had been sent to her parents in Eryn Lasgalen but the funeral could not wait; Saeldauron and Tária silently cast in the first of the leaves and flowers that would cover her body before any earth was put back. Then, one after another, elves stepped forward and spoke about Túriel; she was quick to smile, she had shared their childhood, she was a skilled weaver. 




Tindómë had never been to an Elven funeral—she had not expected she ever would—but Eldroth had taken time to explain it to her; it was not required that everyone speak about the dead elf, only those who felt moved to do so. Tindómë waited until many others had spoken, then she pulled her shoulders back, lifted her head high and stepped forward.




“Túriel would have been my friend,” she said, “she made me feel as if I belong here.”




She stepped back. 




She felt, rather than saw, someone move close to her at one side and then someone at the other. They said nothing, but she was reassured that she did not stand alone. Voices began to sing softly, the sound tugged at Tindómë’s heart-strings and she wanted to weep—but she wasn’t sure if that was acceptable behaviour. Then she looked surreptitiously around and realised that many of the others, both ellyn and ellyth, had tears slowly running down their cheeks as they sang. She let the tears fall. 







There was no time to say farewell to anyone else in the encampment. Gimli wished them best speed—he knew that they could make better time without him—he would ride with Aragorn or Éomer. Aragorn arrived with his brothers, grim-faced, beside him and Éomer King followed mere minutes later accompanied by men leading a string of spare horses. Within minutes the Elves were ready to travel north.




The letter, penned quickly by Eldroth to Legolas, had told them of Túriel’s death, and named the two ellyn seriously injured. There had been mention of others being wounded, but no more names. Rumil sorrowed for the family of the dead elleth, and guiltily rejoiced that it had not been Tindómë’s name Legolas had found in the message—nor was she listed as seriously injured. 




‘Oh,’ he thought, ‘to be back in Eryn Ithil. To know if she is amongst the “other injured”. To know if she is well.’ 




For the first time ever he wished that they had the unbelievable vehicles Tindómë had described, from the other world, which could travel tirelessly at great speed.




They turned all the horses together and rode into the night. With the change of horses they should get back to Ithilien in six or seven days, eating and sleeping on horseback. Orophin rode at his brother’s side; he understood Rumil’s fears.




“She will be well. Our little warrior will be awaiting you as we ride in, brother.”




Rumil knew Orophin was probably right but, if she had been injured, would she heal well? Could she still sicken from a wound as mortals did?




His worst fears were allayed within an hour of setting off when Legolas moved back down the line to talk to him.




“There were messages from Faramir as well as Eldroth,” he began, “With a brief mention of why it may have only been Eryn Ithil that was attacked, not any mortal settlement. He wrote particularly that he had spoken to Tindómë about it. He did not say whether she was amongst the injured but, if she was, she cannot have been in need of poppy juice—his letter implied she was, most certainly, in full control of her faculties when he arrived.”




Further conversation was difficult as they continued to canter; just why Faramir might have been discussing the attack with Tindómë, rather than just Eldroth, only became clear when they finally stopped for more than a change of horses well into the next day.




As they paused, to let the horses eat and drink, Legolas explained to all the warriors what Faramir, Arwen, and Tindómë had concluded about the attack on Eryn Ithil. It was as well that the previous leader of this Haradic tribe was already dead. As well, too, that they were many miles from the remains of the Haradrim army and in a hurry to return home; elves have no qualms about killing in cold blood when the targets are not other elves.







It was just over two weeks since midsummer. No one knew just how far south Egric and Céolfrith would have needed to ride to reach the army; but Éowyn had reassured the elves that her men, like the elves themselves, could ride with no more than short breaks to rest the horses and even sleep in the saddle. Now, those on the fences not only kept a close eye on the mountains to the East—but also on the road from the South.




News that the warriors had been sighted in the distance, late one afternoon, spread through all of Eryn Ithil faster than wildfire.




Tindómë was very glad that she was not due to go out onto the fences at dusk; she so wanted to see Rumil (and Legolas and the others, of course…), but there was no chance of the border being left unguarded. She hurried to brush her hair and change into her favourite green dress. 




She remembered her reunion with Rumil after she was kidnapped by ‘Lord Lomion’ from the stables in Minas Tirith. The return of the warriors did not, therefore, surprise her.




Eldroth stood in the clearing at the centre of the settlement. Every other elf not on the fences stood in small groups, quietly, behind him. Hooves could be heard approaching—calming from a canter to a walk before the party emerged through the trees, Legolas at their head.




No one moved. The riders remained on their mounts; those on the ground continued to stand quietly. Tindómë could see Rumil, near the rear of the troop. She caught his eye but neither as much as smiled—however she could feel his emotions flow over her like a shaft of sunlight.




“Welcome home, my Lord,” Eldroth said, hand on his heart.




“Thank you,” Legolas said, equally formally, “I received your report of the attack on our people. Have all the injured survived?”




“Yes, my Lord, although Calrithar and Maelas are not yet fully healed.”




“Are the fences secured?”




“Yes, my Lord,” Eldroth answered, again.




“I sorrow with Tária and Saeldauron on the death of Túriel,” Legolas said, still sounding very formal, “and sadly inform you that Glengadil did not return alive from the South.”




Tindómë did not know Glengadil but she thought he couldn’t have any close family here or Legolas would, she was sure, have spoken to them by name.




“We are saddened that Glengadil did not return alive, yet glad to have you home, my Lord,” Eldroth said, then added, “My written report is in your office.”




“We are glad to be home,” Legolas answered, “and I will wait to receive your verbal report until our horses have been cared for and we have eaten.” 




He nodded, almost imperceptibly, and all the warriors dismounted as one. Only then did anyone else move and, as others also moved to greet brothers or friends, Tindómë walked towards Rumil. Out of the corner of her eye, as she got close to Rumil, she saw Legolas approaching Tária and Saeldauron. Time to greet her gwador later, she thought, when he had done his duty as the Lord of Ithilien.




Before she reached Rumil, Orophin caught her briefly in his arms and kissed the top of her head. “Are you uninjured?” they said in unison, and then both smiled.




“Completely,” Orophin answered.




“Almost,” Tindómë said at the same time again.




Orophin raised an eyebrow, but turned her to face his brother, before taking Hirilmith from Rumil.




“I will see to Hirilmith,” Orophin said in a tone that brooked no argument. 




Rumil, just as he had that night on the banks of the Anduin, put his hands on her shoulders and brought his forehead down to touch hers. They stood together as elves and horses moved around them. Tindómë was not sure how long they stood together before Rumil spoke.




“Almost?” he queried.




Tindómë undid the ribbons on the sleeve of her dress and slid it down over her shoulder. The stitches were gone, and all that remained of the slash wound was a fine red line; she was healing almost as quickly as an elf. Rumil dropped a kiss onto the healing flesh.




“And you?” Tindómë asked.




“I sustained not even a scratch, meleth,” he answered. “It seems I was in less danger with the army of men than you were amongst the trees…” 







It should have been a night for rejoicing, for reunions, a night of laughter and pleasure. But it was not. As the moon rose overhead all those not on the fences gathered again in the clearing where they had buried Túriel. Legolas stood between Tária and Saeldauron as some of the returning warriors, who had known Túriel for many years, placed flowers onto the disturbed earth and spoke of the dead elleth.




Then a warrior produced a trowel to dig a small hole near Túriel’s grave and Legolas emptied the contents of a carved wooden casket into it. Tindómë knew, from what Rumil had said as they walked in the procession to the clearing, that these were Glengadil’s ashes. Again elves stepped forward and spoke of their friendships with Glengadil, of patrols in Eryn Lasgalen, of evenings spend dancing with him.




Finally everyone began to make their way back towards the settlement. As Tindómë, Rumil, and Orophin walked together, Laegwen approached them.




“I owe you my thanks,” she said to Tindómë, “although I am sure that you would have preferred it to have been me that died and Túriel you saved.”




‘Talk about grudging thanks!’ Tindómë thought, but out loud she said “Well no…I would have preferred it if neither of you had died. There is no real need for your thanks—but I’ll accept them. You do  owe me more though. Twenty gold pieces, I believe.”




Laegwen showed no emotion (so not surprising, Tindómë thought), but inclined her head in acknowledgement before moving away from Tindómë and her ‘two elf escort’.




“What was that about, meleth?” Rumil asked. 




“I’ll tell you later, both of you,” Tindómë said. “I don’t want to make the evening any less pleasant.”







It was good to see the sun rising through the green leaves all around, Rumil thought, good to have rested in a bed for the first time in some months, good to watch Tindómë sleep. Although it had been right for him to go with the army—he was an artist, yes, but still a warrior first and foremost.




Orophin called softly from the other side of this, this…well it was not exactly a talan—saying he had prepared food for all three of them and it was good, too, to sit together again over breakfast.




It was Orophin who asked Tindómë what the elleth had meant, the night before, leading to Tindómë describing her own part in the defence of the settlement. Rumil was proud to hear that Eldroth had also deemed her ready to wear a swordsman’s braids—Orophin equally so. Orophin questioned her closely about each of the attackers she had encountered, how she had fought against each one; Rumil was simply glad that she was, indeed, a ‘little warrior’.




“But what did you mean about Laegwen owing you twenty gold pieces?” Orophin asked her eventually. “Had you made a wager? If so you clearly won it.”




When Tindómë told them about Laegwen’s accusations Rumil worked hard to keep his emotions under control, for he knew Tindómë would be all too aware of them—and an urge to slap the other elleth very, very, hard was not really one of which to be proud.




She looked at him and grinned. “Me too,” she said. 




Tindómë seemed inclined, now, to take the matter lightly but, Rumil said, as Laegwen had also questioned Legolas’ decisions he really should be told. Rumil was certain the Lord of Ithilien would not be pleased. But the elleth should have thought of that sooner. Rumil had no sympathy for anyone who was unpleasant to his almost-betrothed—even though she had, quite clearly, dealt well with the situation.




His not-quite-betrothed, he thought, had grown up a little more in the time that he had been away. Perhaps it was part of having been, or having seemed to be, a mortal; she changed faster than an elleth. She was full of life; like a stream high in the mountains, just setting off on its course to the sea, she was touched with her own dancing sunlight, moving quickly to her own lilting song. Somehow she absorbed knowledge and experiences with no shadow to her fëa; maturing, instead, so much in such a short time that she seemed at least half a yén older than she had at her coming-of-age celebrations.




Now she was laughing at something Orophin had said, and blushing; Rumil hoped she never grew too mature to blush. He wondered how long it would be before she felt mature enough to bind…







Legolas had visited all the wounded, spoken at length to Eldroth, and had a visit from Faramir before Tindómë was able to talk to him. She did not start with Laegwen—she started by trying to find out how her gwador was himself. Angry, she thought; actually she was sure that he would have been livid for the whole, hard, ride home. 




He was, indeed, fuming and she thought he would be even more so when she mentioned Laegwen—she would leave that for now. But, she thought as he paced around, he was not only angry. Anger made him very calm and still. No, there was more.




She finally pulled him up short in his pacing by literally telling him to stop, he was giving her a headache watching him, and to come and sit down.




With a rather rueful expression he did as he was told. 




“You’re upset,” she said straight out. “Upset and all guilty feeling, unless I’m very much mistaken.”




He didn’t answer. That would be a ‘yes’, then, she decided.




“Buffy got all angry, and upset, and guilty when she suggested something that seemed the right thing to do, and other people got killed,” she went on.




“It’s my fault,” he answered. “I have hardly been the Lord of this place for more than the blink of an eye and two of my elves are dead. If I had not brought them here, or had not offered to send warriors with the men, then Túriel would still be alive, and Glengadil.”




“Well yes,” Tindómë answered—no point in denying the obvious. 




“But they came of their own free will; which, you know, trite answer but true.” She paused for a moment, and then said, “And I bet you weren’t really angry about Glengadil until you found out what had happened here.”




He looked at her, his expression cool, and then slowly relaxed before he answered.




“You are absolutely right, nethig. Sometimes you are very wise for one so young.”




“Yeah, well, I seem to have had a lot packed into my apparently short life. And maybe some of the ancient wisdom of my Key-ness reaches my brain sometime…eh?




“Anyway,” she continued, “you still thought you were right, then. So it was sad that a warrior died, but he was a warrior, and it was a battle, yeah?”




“Yes. And I think our input saved a lot of the men we fought alongside. Our archers are a deadly force.”




“Totally,” she said. She remembered coming up onto the deck of that Corsair ship three years before and seeing the bodies; each neatly killed with an arrow, or two, in the throat so that they had made no sound. Arrows fired in the gloom of evening from something like one hundred fifty or two hundred yards.




Legolas spoke again. “But I knew the Haradrim had that ridiculous belief and yet I left Eryn Ithil without sufficient guards.” 




Yes—that’s what she thought he must be feeling. 




“You are so like my sister, sometimes! No wonder you feel so much like a brother. You can’t be the boss of everything—you’re treating the rest of us as if we are stupid…”




“I am not!”




“Are! I knew the Haradrim thought that—I was the one that told you, after all. But it didn’t occur to me they’d try to sneak up the back way and try to capture ellyth, either. 




“And you so didn’t leave Eryn Ithil without enough guards—we totally kicked ass. We killed thirteen Haradrim warriors and a whole heap, literally in the end, of orcs. The only difference it would have made if you’d been here yourself is that, if you’d very publicly refused to go to war, word would probably have reached them and the raid wouldn’t have happened.”




She knew he was listening—she might have channelled her inner Galadriel before but she thought this was more her inner Giles.




“They probably didn’t know for sure that our warriors would ride with the army, but they’d have guessed it likely. The way they work they’d expect Aragorn to order you to go.”




Her gwador stiffened and when he spoke his voice was icy. “I am not a vassal of any mortal king.”




“Yeah, yeah, I know that, you know that, Aragorn knows that,” she said, thinking ‘but Galanthir’s comment that you are, whether you say so or not, cuts very close to the bone…’ 




“But,” she went on aloud, “the Haradrim wouldn’t believe it. So they’d expect Aragorn to order you to take every elf who could raise a bow, even though that would leave the place totally unguarded except for the men at Emyn Arnen. And you didn’t do that. You only took the unbound warriors and left a lot of us here who could fight.




“Otherwise,” she finished with a shiver, “they might well have been able to take ellyth prisoners.”




“Even so, it will not happen again,” Legolas said, flatly.




He didn’t expand on his statement, and she decided it best not to push. Hopefully Aragorn would have been able to totally disillusion the new leader of that particular lot of Haradrim about sex with an elleth and immortality. No one better really…




But she thought it likely that not only would Aragorn not ask for elven help if there turned out to be a next time—he would probably refuse it if it was offered. 




‘And that would be better than him asking and Legolas refusing,’ she thought, ‘so let’s hope he doesn’t ask…’







She did not mention Laegwen to Legolas until the next day, and then only on Rumil and Orophin’s insistence. She had been quite right; Legolas had not been amused when he had heard what Laegwen had said. He had sent for the elleth, whereas under most circumstances he would simply seek out anyone he wished to talk with. 




He saw Laegwen alone and, although Tindómë thought that she would probably never know just what he had said to the other elleth, it was clearly effective. Tindómë had seen her gwador ‘Lording’ more than once and he could be very intimidating. She had a feeling his father must be very, very, impressive.




Within hours of that ‘audience’, Laegwen made it known that she was returning to Eryn Lasgalen, at least for some time, and left with the ellyn who took word of Glengadil’s death and Túriel’s funeral to their families.




Tindómë could not say that she was sorry to see her go. At least the other elleth had paid her wager money before she left Eryn Ithil. The money could go towards something for the new home she would eventually share with Rumil.




Talking of which…




Sitting beside the pool where they had been starlight bathing, Tindómë spoke to Rumil as he gently combed her hair.




“I have been thinking more about what I want as our permanent home here,” she began. “If you don’t mind, melethron nín, I would like something more solid than a talan. Something with proper walls, and a door, and windows with shutters…”




“I would want to be amongst the branches, if we can, meleth,” he answered slowly. “Would you be happy with a home above the ground?”




“Well yeah…just, you know, something that can cope with the winter without me freezing—” she nearly said ‘to death’ but he would worry about her every day of winter, then!




“Would something similar to Legolas’ current home be all right for you meleth?” he asked.




“I think sort of—but if we could find trees that were happy to let us build amongst them,” and how weird would Dawn have found that, Tindómë thought wryly, “I thought maybe with a big open balcony where you and Orophin, and even me sometimes, can sleep under the leaves or just sit out…”




She waited a moment, gathered her thoughts together and then spoke again. “And I was thinking that, when it’s finished, I would very much like us to get betrothed…”




As his mouth met hers, and she felt his emotions washing over her, she was pretty sure he would like that, too.





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




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




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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