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1. The Ocean Road



There had been a change in the motion of the ship in the morning of the previous day.  The rhythm, of what he had learnt was pitch and roll, changed as if the direction and frequency of the waves had changed, and the prevailing wind was no longer coming from the angle that had given the ship a permanent tilt to one side (‘heel’ the sailors had explained) over the past three days or so.  Now the wind seemed to be right behind them, and the waves also seemed to be pushing them forwards rather than being ridges the vessel had to lift over, and over, and over.




“The Straight Road!” came the cry from a number of the crew, echoed quickly by Grandfather and Glorfindel.




“We will reach Alqualondë tomorrow,” said the captain.




It was not until about a week later that it occurred to Elladan to wonder how he knew.




And now it was that ‘tomorrow’.  




They saw a ship sailing on the clouds above them just before dawn, a bright light at the mast, and the sound of voices singing a song of welcome drifting down to them.  Thus, as Elladan and Elrohir agreed, confirming that they had been right about Vingilótë, and Grandfather Eärendil, and could definitely collect their winnings from Tindómë when they saw her.




Then a large, white, seabird seemed to drop from Vingilótë’s rail and fly down to their own ship in a graceful curve, where it landed on the foredeck and transformed into a naked elleth.  




She looked straight at the twins.  “Boys… my beautiful boys…” she said.




Glorfindel was the first person to react, as Elladan and Elrohir stood motionless.  He took off his cloak and stepped forward to offer her it.




“My Lady Elwing,” he said courteously just in case, he said later, there was anyone on board who had not figured it out.




The twins did not make any move towards their father’s mother.  They had never been sure about her; she had chosen to keep a silmaril away from the sons of Fëanor by hurling herself off a cliff and abandoning her sons.  They could not help feeling that, had she not done so, their uncle Elros might have chosen a different path and saved their father the heartache that they could, as twins, fully imagine.  




Grandmother and Grandfather, who had both known Elwing as an elfling, had tried to explain that this was her role in The Music; had she not been turned into a bird by Ulmo she would not have reached Eärendil on Vingilótë, they would not have found the way to Valinor, and Morgoth would not have been defeated in the War of Wrath.  Had Elros chosen differently it would have meant, more recently, there would have been no Aragorn to play his role in the War of The Ring… and so on.




But knowing how much they had suffered at the loss of their own mother, despite being adults, they still wondered at Elwing’s choice to put keeping the silmaril from those who came to claim it over simply giving it back and keeping her sons safe.




Elwing took one step towards them, but no more.  She held out a hand, then dropped it to her side.




“I have waited so long to see you for myself,” she said softly.  “Eärendil told me as much about you as he could tell from Vingilótë, and then your mother, when she was well enough, loved to talk of her children.  Then Elrond came…”




Elladan could see there were tears in her eyes.  She was quite small and slight, no bigger than Tindómë had been when they had first seen her, and there was so much love in her voice when she spoke of Adar; he could feel his resolve weakening.




“We greeted his ship too; I could not wait to see my son.  Nor could I have faced greeting him when the ship reached the dock.  And now you are here… my beautiful boys.  All of my family that I will ever know.”




The truth of that statement hit Elladan.  He had known it as history, and as an aside to the loss of Arwen, but in what may well have been a moment of sheer panic, Elwing had truly lost her entire family of descendants.  




He glanced at Elrohir and knew his twin had realised the same thing.




‘Her life has really not been easy…’ he heard his brother say inside his mind.




They both took a step towards her and found themselves enfolded in the sort of embrace that, they realised, they had missed since the last day they had seen Grandmother.




As the sun rose Vingilótë sailed off, into the clouds that now dropped down to touch the sea, enfolding the two sailing ships in a pale veil of mist.  Grandfather joined them, where they sat with Elwing, on the foredeck.  Grandmother Elwing sat calmly, although she seemed to be drinking them up with her eyes, but Grandfather seemed unable to settle.  He was, Elladan thought, what Tindómë would describe as ‘antsy’.  (It would be good, he thought, to see her again too.)  




Then, when the mist was clearly lit by late morning sunlight, Grandfather smiled and said, “We are almost there… your grandmother is with me again.”




His face lit up, and Elladan felt guilty that the indecision of the twins had kept their grandparents apart for longer than they should have been.




But there was no time to wallow in the guilt for the mist began to lift and ahead they could see land, a town of white buildings, and a number of smaller craft coming out to shepherd their vessels into harbour.




Soon everyone who had travelled with them was gathered on deck, or even climbing the rigging. Elladan began to think that it might not have been such a good idea to have all the elves on this vessel and their belongings on the other, as he began to worry that it might become top heavy, but the sailors did not seem concerned.  




He was distracted from this worry by Elwing, who handed the cloak back to Glorfindel, and said “I do not do well in crowds.  I am content to have seen you first… I will see you again ere long, Elladan, Elrohir.”




She seemed to shiver and then she was no longer an elleth, but once again a great sea bird, and with a powerful downbeat of her wings she rose from the deck and away.




There was, indeed, a crowd waiting on the quayside.  But the only person Elladan could really see was his mother for, once he identified that flash of silver hair, he could not take his eyes off her.  And within seconds of the gangplank being pushed across to the ship, before it was secured, she ran up it to where her sons stood and, unknowingly, echoed their grandmother.




“Boys… my beautiful boys…” she said, as she gathered them both into a hug.




If there were any of the Noldor on the dock expecting a dignified reunion, Elladan thought as he held her tightly in return, they will have to cope with our more exuberant Sindar heritage.  He could ‘hear’ Elrohir laughing and agreeing.  




Then, almost simultaneously, Adar reached them and Naneth saw someone behind them.  




Somehow she managed to pass them to their father, and run between the elves on the deck, crying “Ada!  Ada!”




‘Grandmother,’ Elladan heard Elrohir say silently, ‘will just have to wait!’




‘I don’t expect she will mind,’ Elladan replied, as their father stood back a little, whilst still holding onto them, and then nodded slightly.




“You look well, my sons,” he said.  “Better than I thought you might.”




He looked around, greeting many by name whilst still holding onto the two of them, then in what Tindómë would have described as a ‘lording voice’ caught the attention of everyone.




“Whilst I admit that Celebrían and I have claimed privilege to come aboard, it will be much easier if everyone disembarks as there is a great deal more space on the quayside.  Some of you will doubtless be scooped up by family or friends, but Erestor is here to help organise the others and ensure that you find your way to our home.”  He paused, “And don’t be surprised if the land appears to be moving underfoot — it will take a little time to get your ‘land-legs’.  I remember it was quite disconcerting.”




He added, a good deal more quietly, “Almost as disconcerting for you, my sons, is the large number of grandparents and uncles and aunts you are about to find engulfing you, no matter whether you want them to or not.”







Adar had not been wrong.  Tindómë had once pointed out to them that their paternal grandparents Elwing and Eärendil were more or less legendary, and that they were also related to the High King of the Noldor, so not all that likely to be shunned as peredhil.  As an aside, they had not even been sure who would be the High King of the Noldor by now as they did not know who might still be in Mandos, and who might have a claim on the title… there may have been money wagered during a boring part of the journey.




Two things became clear over the first week or so.  Well, three things in fact.  Firstly that, as this was Alqualondë, the King’s House here was the residence of their Great-great-grandparents on their mother’s side — and they were determined to spend time with these ‘Princes of the Teleri’. Secondly that it was actually their maternal great-grandfather Finarfin, or Arafinwë as he was known here, who was the High King of the Noldor despite his older brother having returned from Mandos.  And he wanted these ‘Princes of the Noldor’ to come to be greeted as such in Tirion.  The third thing was that their mother would have preferred to keep them to herself for a while — and this would have been their choice too. 




This was without the messages of welcome (both carrying the implication that they expected visits in the near future) from their paternal great-great-great grandparents Elu Thingol and Melian, and paternal grandparents Turgon (a.k.a. Turukáno) and Elenwë.  Thingol, of course, referring to them as Princes of the Sindar…  




Elladan had already collected his winnings from the person who had remembered Turgon having held the title High King at some time and who thought he might have reclaimed it.  It was not Elladan’s fault that the person in question had not thought to ask Glorfindel’s opinion on this.




Grandmother had greeted Grandfather on board the ship but had quickly spirited him away… to her wing in Adar and Naneth’s home.  And in the end, she and Adar had put their heads together and then sent word to King Olwë to say that the twins, and also King Olwë’s grandson-in-law, needed a few days to recover from their journey before anything formal should be considered, although an informal meeting here in Elrond and Celebrían’s home would be nice.  




Then the same two sent word to Tirion to say that The High King’s son-in-law and his twin grandsons would need some time before they were up to travelling on from Alqualondë.  There were, doubtless, wagers made on whether the desire to see these new great-grandsons (and a son-in-law) would be strong enough for them to decide to travel to Alqualondë, for Queen Eärwen to visit her parents, or whether they would decide a delay would give them time to prepare a lavish welcome; but Elladan did not know them well enough to put his money either way.




By this point they had been here in Aman for over a week, had reacquainted themselves with some of their parents’ household, met Grandmother’s grandparents over a family dinner, and were currently ‘hiding’ in Elrohir’s rooms.




“It really is almost exactly the same as your room at home,” Elladan said.  




“Naneth must have put a great deal of thought into making these rooms ‘ours’,” his brother replied.  “I think it must have been almost an act of faith — that, if the rooms were here for us, we would come to use them.”




“Do you think there was also one for Arwen?” Elladan asked, “I had not thought of it before, but…”




Elrohir did not answer, but it looked as if the thought had not occurred to him, either.




They both sat quietly for a time.  




Then, “What I wonder,” Elrohir said, “is when did Naneth ask Legolas to leave my rooms, then rehang the blue drapes and hide all the green?  She has not even mentioned that he was using it and, as no-one has mentioned Ithilienne ‘visiting us’ to convince us to sail, I would presume that we are not supposed to know.  




“Do you think someone was busy doing it whilst she came down to meet our ship?  Or did she ask him to leave when she got our letters?   And where is Legolas?  And Tindómë?  And Ithilienne for that matter; I really want to speak to her.” 




“I think,” his brother answered thoughtfully, “we are going to have to ask if we can see our friends next, rather than more relatives.”




2. The Years we shared…. Or didn’t.



“So, your Naneth was all… well, like Lady Wilflede at the Hornburg, that time.”




Both Elladan and Elrohir knew exactly what Tindómë meant.  Legolas had heard the story, and Rumil and Orophin were there, but Ithilienne and Lithôniel needed an explanation.  Tindómë gave it.




“…and if it hadn’t been for the yrch we would have arrived at a more civilised time.  But as it was, we arrived in the middle of the night, and these two…” she waved at the twins, “were ‘lording’.  Her ladyship recognised them as the brothers of Queen Arwen, and Elladan explained that Orophin and Rumil were his grandparents’ emissaries, and I was their ward on my way to visit Queen Arwen and King Elessar - so Lady Wilflede gave us the best guest rooms.”




She paused, probably for effect, “Which was fine until Éomer King appeared over the horizon.  And then her poor ladyship could not work out how to ask us to move, as we were in the suite of rooms reserved for the King and Queen.  She was so worried that she would either upset her own king, or insult the king next door, that she was almost speechless.”




“What happened?” Ithilienne asked.  




“Eventually Éomer more or less wrung it out of her.  And then he said he would sleep with his guards as, after all, he had had to share with his horse on more than one occasion; so any bed would be good.  Except that then she more or less told him off, as if he was a junior squire, explaining that was not acceptable behaviour for a king!  Finally, their twin lordships here suggested Éomer use one of the rooms, and we would use the others, and poor Lady Wilflede was immensely relieved that no-one seemed to be insulted at any point.”




It was so good, Elladan thought, to be sitting here, at twilight, in the garden of the house Tindómë’s family currently occupied.  




It had not taken very long, after that discussion in Elrohir’s bedroom, to contact their friends.  Even Naneth had agreed that although both of her sons were in good health, especially compared with some who had arrived over the past few yéni like their father, spending time with people they knew well was a lot less taxing that meeting lots of new people in formal settings.




She had suggested inviting Legolas and Tindómë’s close family, to ‘Imladris-on-Sea’, but Tindómë had sent word that it might be even better if the twins came to ‘her’ house; it would save Rumil carrying a lot of pictures up the hill!  As well as, she had added when Elrohir had managed to reach her silently once he knew she was quite close by, giving them a chance to talk to Ithilienne about her unexpected ability.  




The conversation about the room swap was still going on.




“…so I was not supposed to know anything about you two finally deciding to take ship,” Legolas was saying, “as I was many, many, miles away, with no means of communication. Except that, of course,” he looked at Ithilienne, “I was fairly sure of it even before you sent the letter to your parents.  And I was certain within days of the letters arriving because Ithilienne was able to tell Tindómë what the letter addressed to her said, and Tindómë told me.”




“It is fortunate,” his ‘small sister’ said, “that he is very good at looking totally innocent under such circumstances — and also lucky that his own naneth was not in the room at the time, as she would have been well aware that he was sure to know.”




Elladan was still not sure how, or why, Ithilienne had chosen to tell Legolas’ mother about her ability to talk to people as they slept, but not his own parents.  But that was a conversation for another day, he decided.




“It really was a bit like Lady Wilflede,” Tindómë cut in.  “There was going to be quite an influx for your parents to cope with, what with all the others coming with you, so he couldn’t just move into a different bedroom in your parents’ home. So it seemed obvious to Legolas that he could simply move in with some of us Ithilrim, or into the Hobbit Hole with Gimli.   And, although it wasn’t quite offering to sleep with his horse, Ladies Celebrían and Galadriel both felt this was not princely enough.”




“And so,” Legolas continued, “along with my naneth, they had already made arrangements for her and I, and Cîrdoron and Rhîwen who had also been at your parents, to move to your great-great-grandparents palace, which is where you can find me… at least some of the time. 




“And we will certainly be there when they do get the chance to formally welcome you — a few friendly faces.  The ellyth are all very friendly too… do you want the low-down on all the current wagers, and what you could do to ensure the win with the longest odds?”




Elladan heard his twin speaking to him silently.  Elrohir’s voice carried a smile.  




‘Thinking of that time at the Hornburg, we never did find out if any of the Galadhrim had money on Tinu’s next encounter, after her first time with Rumil, being ‘with Orophin and Rumil, in the King of Rohan’s bed’…” 




Out loud Elrohir said “Inside knowledge of what may and may not be the subject of wagers is always of interest, Legolas, you know that.   Good to know that at least our Telerin kin find pleasure in such things as well.”




“See,” said Tindómë, “life here is not as bland and boring as you feared.  At times it can even get quite exciting,” she finished with a smile.




“Speaking of our Telerin kin,” Elrohir said, “what do you think of the people here?”




Legolas answered him.  “They are like us, but not like us,” he said slowly.  “And by ‘us’ I mean not just my people, but also yourselves and your folk.




“The people here in Alqualondë are friendly and cheerful for the most part; they happily showed us the best place to build the solstice fires so that the sea does not reach them and, then, came and joined in our form of celebrations.  Tindómë has introduced us to pastimes suited to the sea and the shore that no-one here had ever thought of before, and the Teleri have happily embraced them…”




“You must tell us more about these new pastimes,” Elladan said.  Then added, “but I sense ‘and yet…’ at the end of that sentence, Legolas.”




Legolas nodded.  “…and yet there is a sense that nothing had really changed for yén upon yén until we troublesome wood elves arrived.  The palace where we are now staying seems to have changed almost not at all through the Ages; there is a painting that shows your great-grandparents marriage celebrations and I swear that the furnishings and the colours in the Great Hall are the same in it as they are in reality today.




“It is not the sense of total ennui, of being set in amber, that we feared before sailing.  For example, fashions in clothing seem to change quite often,” he said with a smile. “And yet it is as if those who build boats will always build boats, those who sail them will always sail them, and so on.”




“Perhaps,” Elladan said, thinking it through, “It helps them forget the passage of time.  Grandmother tried, and succeeded for a long time, to keep everything in Lothlorien unaltered.  Then you would not have to think, so much, on how long it has been since a friend, or brother, father, son, whoever, has been in Mandos Halls, and why is he not yet back with his family…”




“Or hers,” Tindómë said.




“Or hers,” he agreed.




“It’s going to be bad enough for you two,” Tindómë went on, “having to keep track of generations of relatives you have heard of only as stories, without having some who are on their first time around, some on their second, and some still ‘Missing In Mandos’.”




She said this with some relish, and he would not have been surprised if she had finished by sticking her tongue out and saying ‘I told you so!’.  




He shared this mental image with both Elrohir and Tindómë herself, and saw the twitch of her mouth before she added, “I did tell you that you wouldn’t be looked down on as peredhil, seeing as how you are seen as royalty of one degree or another by Noldor, Teleri and Sindar.”




This caused some consternation amongst the others who had not been aware that they might have worried about it.  




Then her voice could be heard clearly.  “Although I am sure Haldir will still look down his nose at you — he has a reputation to uphold, after all!”




The others laughed, and Elladan waited, before saying that Grandmother had told them that Haldir had returned from Mandos, and had been sent, by the Valar themselves, on a quest with Tindómë that had resulted in them being shown how much land was available for them.  She had told them nothing about the quest apart from that, and that Legolas and Haldir had then led a party to explore the new lands thoroughly, returning only recently.  And both twins wanted to know all about it.




But when Elrohir said “What I want to know, Tinu, is how it came to be just you and your husband-brother who undertook this journey?”  Tindómë glanced at Rumil and Legolas, then said that was a long story, for another time.   




And Legolas cut in quickly “There is so much land!  Wonderful land.  Land that has always been there, waiting for us — and for you as well.  Come and see Rumil’s drawings, and we will tell you about it.”




‘I wonder what the story really is behind that unlikely pair being the first to see it all… we really will have to get her alone, preferably with some good wine,’ Elladan heard his brother say silently, and could only agree.




But now Rumil began to unroll picture after picture and they found themselves drawn into the middle of the group, with description and explanation coming from all sides.




“Tirion… we have been there a few times now.  Even when we stay in the Palace, a lot of the locals think of us as lowly ‘squirrel lovers’…”




“Squirrel lovers?” Elladan queried.




“They do not expect any of us to understand Quenya. Of course we can be even more insulting, if we wish, as none of the every day elves in the street have any understanding of Sindarin.”   That was Orophin.




“The High King thought Legolas too young and inexperienced to lead the first proper expedition into the new lands.  He thought he should send Gil-Galad along to take charge.”




“Oh…” said Elrohir out loud.  




Silently he said to his twin ‘Surely, if he was at all interested in what had happened in the long fight against evil, our great-grandfather should have realised how that suggestion would have gone down?’




‘Like a lead butterfly,’ Elladan replied.  “But then he will only have heard any of our history from the side of the Noldor.  I suppose their telling of the tale will be very different from the way the people of The Great Greenwood, saw things.’




There was no time to ponder further as Rumil was unrolling a drawing and saying “The Máhanaxar.”




“The Máhanaxar?” Elladan asked.  “What were you doing in the Máhanaxar?”




“Long story…” Tindómë said.  “Hey, Rumil, where’s the pictures of the mining town?”




Elladan heard Elrohir’s inner voice; “We have got to get the full story.  I begin to feel we stayed behind in the peace and quiet of Imladris for too long — this is where all the interesting things were happening!’ 




He could only agree.




“This,” said Legolas, “is the hidden valley which is beyond the first mountains, but before the second great range.”




He passed a sheaf of pictures to them.  No-one spoke, but there was a sense that everyone in the room was waiting for the twins’ reaction.




There were a few moments of silent communion between Elladan and his brother — more a sharing of emotions than words.  Neither spoke.




Eventually Legolas looked away from them and when he spoke it almost seemed to be at a tangent.




He took out of the sheaf a small sketch showing a group around a campfire, their faces caught between light and shadow.




“Do you remember the conversation that night?” he asked the others.  “I was asked whether I would want to go back to being a prince in my father’s kingdom… or would I want to carve out a place for myself and the Ithilrim in the lands we would find over the next mountains.  Gimli pointed out that both he and I had struck out after the Ring War and become Lords in our own right, and he would not have wanted to go back.  I agreed.  I would want my own lands.”




“It is a very beautiful valley,” said Tindómë in an apparent non sequitur. “Like Imladris must have been when your Adar first discovered it, but also different — not a copy, but an echo,” 




“Our own new forests are over another high range of mountains,” Galanthir, this time.  “But I think this valley is the gem of the lands in between.”




Lithôniel laughed.  “And I will tell you what our esteemed husband-brother said,” she said, joining in the conversation. 




She altered her stance slightly and, although she looked nothing like Haldir, it was suddenly as if it was him talking.  “The situation is good, especially for a household that is part Noldor and part Sindar.   Not that close to Tirion, so less likely to attract unwanted visitors…  But close enough to make it possible to go the Noldorin court; to visit them as relatives and, incidentally, keep an ear to what is happening there. And there are only the next mountains to cross to reach my Lord and Lady in our lands.”




“There,” she went on, “I have come out and said it!”




Legolas grinned.  “To be honest, some of us at first thought of your parents.  But they both seem content here.  Your adar, as Tindómë pointed out during this conversation,” he waved his hand at the drawing again, “was an elfling of the sea, he only ended up so deeply inland in desperation.




“And Gimli, whose feet are always planted more firmly on the ground than those of us elves, of course, told us sternly that there is no point in trying to make again what was before. His own folk, he said, have tried, but it is never the same thing.  It would be better, he said, that your father and mother not try to use this valley to make a replica of the old Homely House.”




“But,” Tindómë said, “we all thought you two should get the first option, including Gimli.  You might want to go back to living in your parents’ home, but you have been the decision makers for a while now, and we thought you may feel the way Gimli and Legolas did.  So, as we knew you were on your way, when we got back here to Alqualondë we didn’t show these pictures to your parents…  




“I mean, you would need to see it first, and you might want to ask your parents their opinion and give them the first option but, hey, if you guys stake a claim first, I reckon it’s yours.”




Although he could feel that his brother was as drawn to the place in these pictures as he was, Elladan decided to tease a little first.




“Why would we need a stake?   We did not expect to need a vampire-slayer, like your sister from the other place, here in Valinor!”




It did not quite have the desired effect. Their ‘tithen maethor’ did not answer, but looked, fleetingly, shocked before becoming expressionless.




“No fear of that,” said Legolas briskly.  




But out the corner of his eye Elladan could see Rumil reach out and take his wife’s hand.




‘There is a story here that we do not, yet, know,’ came Elrohir’s voice silently.




“So,” this time it was Ithilienne who spoke, “What do you think of the valley?”





3. A Welcome and a Wager or Two



“So, what do you think of the valley?”  Ithilienne had asked. 




Now that they were back at their parents’ house they were discussing exactly that.




“Legolas is right,” Elladan said, “It is wonderful to see Naneth and Adar, but I think I would not like to live here all the time.”




“It does seem, with so many relatives inviting us to spend time with them, that we could simply become semi-nomadic,” his brother answered. “But then we would never need to make any decision greater than when to move on, and what to wear.  I think we might tire of constantly having to let others make any decisions more major than those — even if they are decisions taken by our parents, or to please us.




“Imladris was quieter during our years as the Lords, but it was ours.”




“We could simply build our own home, or even homes, here at the coast near Naneth and Adar…” Elladan knew he was, what was it Tindómë said, ‘playing the devil’s advocate’.




“What a good idea,” Elrohir answered then, after a pause, “…not.”  




Elladan smiled — his brother had also picked up figures of speech from Tinu over the years.




Elrohir continued.  “The Telerin grandparents would be like peacocks over us choosing to live in their domain,  and all the other plethora of assorted grandparents would disapprove, or look disappointed whenever we saw them, or also insist on us having houses near all their homes as well -  you know they would.”




“I do,” Elladan admitted.  “We really had not fully realised what a surfeit of grandparents we would have here!  However, if we were to build from scratch in that valley, then we could invite the various relations occasionally or visit them all for holidays whenever we fancied a change.




“I think Naneth and Adar might like to have a small home of their own there, so that they could come and stay for a while when they wanted to.  And then move on to see Grandmother and Grandfather in their new forests.  For Haldir is right that we would fit well with our Sindarin kin to our west, and the older relatives to our east.”




Elrohir nodded.  “I am quickly coming to feel that grandmother Elwing and grandfather Eärendil are the most restful of all the grandparents — and they might be the ones who would find it most difficult to spend time in our valley.” 




Elladan smiled to himself at his brother’s unconscious use of that ‘our valley’. 




“But,” Elrohir continued, “with Adar’s home so close to theirs, we would see them as much as they wanted whenever we came here.  Because I agree, my feelings for them are not as I expected.  I think I may come to love them almost as much as I do Grandmother and Grandfather.  For you are right — they are peaceful company.”







And now they were in less than peaceful company; they were very much the centre of attention at a formal meal of welcome in the palace of King Olwë.    




It had been Grandmother who had pointed out that they could hardly be seen out and about around Alqualondë until they had been formally welcomed by her grandparents.  By now both the twins felt ready to do a little exploring and, also, both rather liked these great-great grandparents and so were happy to take their place as ‘princes of the Teleri’ now that they had had time to spend time with their parents (and their friends!).




At the moment they were sitting beside their great-great Grandmother, from whom, it was clear, Grandmother has inherited much of her looks.  Grandmother herself sat beside the King, with Grandfather to her other side.




Whilst Grandfather was of interest to some, as he also made his first official appearance, he was, as he had pointed out himself with some glee, firmly wed and so of little interest to all the unattached ellyth… unlike his grandsons.   And, truth to tell, said grandsons had come to the conclusion that it would be a pleasure to share ‘the desires of the body’ with some new partners; all such pleasures during the past years had been enjoyed with those who had remained with them at Imladris; friends they knew well. 




Legolas and his naneth also sat at the top table, as befitted visiting royalty; he wore the circlet his father had given him during his last visit to Eryn Lasgalen, mithril with silver leaves frosted with tiny diamonds; and in the centre a moonstone, cradled in a setting shaped like the new moon. 




Elladan remembered Legolas explaining that his father had said it denoted both his princedom and his lordship of Ithilien.  Now he found himself wondering whether King Thranduil had some degree of foresight as something very similar would be perfect for Ithilienne.  He shared the thought with Elrohir.




‘There is probably one ready and packed for the journey…’  Elrohir’s silent voice held a smile.




Legolas naneth looked every inch a queen tonight, too, wearing a circlet that seemed to be made from leaves and tiny flowers — except that it, too, was mithril set with precious stones.  Surely, Elladan thought, that could not have come from the Greenwood for, if Thranduil had been that certain that his wife would be rehoused here, he would have had no hesitation in choosing to sail when Legolas had.  Did Lord Námo provide such things?  He would have to ask Legolas later. 




But for now, he would have to sit and listen to his Grandfather Olwë’s welcoming speech.




The speech turned out to be elegantly phrased and not overly long.  He began by saying how happy both he and the Queen had been when they were united with their great-granddaughter, and then reunited with their granddaughter.  What a pleasure it had been to meet their great-granddaughter’s husband, and know what joy his arrival had given Celebrían.   And so it was with great pleasure that that now welcomed their dear Alatáriel’s husband (the ‘at-last’ was hardly even implied…), and her grandsons whose presence had also been much anticipated over the past years.  He even touched, gently, on the sadness he and his wife had felt when they knew they would never welcome Arwen to Alqualondë, but they were reassured by her brothers that she had been happy, and steadfast in her choice.




(When Elladan told Tindómë, when next he saw her, that it had been an elegant speech she rolled her eyes and asked what he had expected from someone who had been alive ‘for ever’ and had been giving speeches for just as long.  He had to admit that she had a point, but even so the brevity of the speech had been very welcome.)




Grandfather nodded almost imperceptibly at them, when King Olwë had proposed a toast to ‘these three beloved ellyn who now complete our family’, and had stood to make an equally elegant, and short, speech of thanks and the formalities were complete.  Now for the socialising…




First they headed for Legolas and were soon standing with him on a balcony that looked out over the sea but somehow reminded Elladan of the King’s House in Minas Tirith.




“Naneth’s circlet?” Legolas said, when Elladan asked about it. “Gimli made it, aided by Tharhîwon and with some input from Naltatamë. He had, at first, thought to fashion it in gold, but felt it was your Grandmother who was the Lady of the Golden Woods and it was better that Naneth did not seem to be making any such claim… and,” he added with a quick grin, “I did not argue as mithril is rarer than gold here, too!




“And now,” he went on, “you know one of the reasons that Gimli’s trunks were so heavy when they were loaded on board ‘Heart of Eryn Ithil’.” 




Whilst Elladan considered how happy Gimli must be that dwarven ways of working metal and jewels would be continued by Tharhîwon who would, he realised, therefore combine the heritage of hobbits, elves, and dwarves here in Aman, Elrohir was picking up a different point.




“Who is Naltatamë?”




“Ah — you will not have met her yet,” Legolas began. “She is a Noldorin smith who is now part of your Adar’s household, but I gather that she is currently away visiting family near Tirion.  She has promised that, along with Tisirion who you know of course, she will see Tharhîwon through the rest of his apprenticeship when Gimli can no longer do so.” 




At that moment the first chords of music came from indoors and Elladan and Elrohir both heard Grandmother’s inner voice.  ‘It would be polite to come in now, as we are about to start the dancing, although I think you may need to ask the ellyth to line up neatly, my loves, or ask them to draw lots…’




It was likely that she had included Legolas in that silent comment as he said, out loud, “Of course you know there are all sorts of wagers concerning the two of you.   There were quite a number concerning me when I arrived, and you are definitely more interesting.  Although the greatest interest, and the highest odds, turned out not to concern me at all.  But the only person who may, possibly, have been qualified to collect on those was Naltatamë and I am almost certain she has never claimed them.”




Elrohir looked at Legolas with the question so clearly written on his face that there was no need to put it into words.




“Gimli.”  Said Legolas.  “And if she ever did share her hröa with him, she has remained as silent on the subject as Gimli himself has always been.”




Whilst Elladan was surprised both at who the main attraction was for wagers and that someone might have the right to claim their winnings but chose not to, Elrohir’s voice came to him, ‘We really must meet this elleth, El!’




“Dance with my Naneth and Rhîwen first,” Legolas went on, “that should upset some of the odds.  And you will be too busy dancing tonight, but when you do decide to indulge in the desires of the body there is, as you may expect, a lot of interest in whether you will first indulge individually, two with two, or two with one… and there are also longer odds on the two of you with three or more ellyth.  




“I would not offer advice on which course to follow — but would suggest, as I enabled an elleth called Tirineth to win enough for a new dress or two (or so I have been told), that it would be fair to start with someone else.”  With that, he grinned, and went back into the great hall.




Elrohir smiled at his brother and said, “you take Princess Rhîwen, I’ll take Queen Ferveren, and let us hope the dances are not too unlike those of home.”  He paused for a heartbeat then added “I wonder what odds there are on you, me and Legolas as the first encounter?  We should ask him if he knows and does he think it is worth it!”




“Lower than they probably are on you, me, and Gimli, by the sound of it,” Elladan answered as he led his twin back indoors to do their princely duty on the dance floor. “But I think I would get very ‘antsy’ if we decided to hold out for that…!”





4. 'Grandmother Gull, and a Night on the Town/Beach.



Elladan was visiting Grandmother Gull.  Elwing had been amused at the new name, but had happily accepted it.  That her grandsons, so Noldorin in looks, spoke Sindarin as their mother tongue was a great pleasure to her, as Sindar royalty, and the twins’ choice of ‘Daernaneth Gwael’ formed a real bond between the three of them.




Elrohir was out ‘wining and dining’ an elleth he had met at the official reception.  After so many years spent almost exclusively in their home in Imladris the availability of taverns, or in this case a restaurant, was almost a novelty to them; and the elleth in question had been most enthusiastic about showing Elrohir around.  Both twins knew she would have been equally happy with Elladan, and it did not bother them at all.




To spend his evening with his grandmother had been Elladan’s choice.  Naneth said that both she and Adar quite often spent the evening with her as it was quite lonely with ‘Captain Grandfather’ (which had also amused the recipient) away every night.




This evening’s conversation was meandering from subject to subject, as such conversations do.  A sign that, already, they were much more comfortable with each other than Elladan would ever have expected when he had thought of her only as the mother who had abandoned her children.




“So,” he asked, “the bird thing.  Did you know you could do that before… you did it?”




Elwing nodded at him appreciatively.  “Do you know, your father has never asked?  Which is odd.  For, even as children, whilst Elros always wanted to know what something was, or where it was, Elrond wanted to know why, or how, something worked, or even existed.”




That observation was interesting, and something to talk about with Elrohir.  He thought he and Elrohir were more like each other, then, than their father and his twin had been.  He must ask Grandmother Gull more about her sons as it seemed to upset her less than questions about Elros upset Adar.




Not now, though, as she was still answering his original question.  “No.  I had no idea I could do it.  I was flustered.  No, I was beside myself, I was petrified.  I had no real memory of life in Doriath except that someone had loved me, and of screams, and blood, and the sounds of clashing weapons.




“The sons of Fëanor were like nightmare figures to me; as fearsome as dragons and balrogs in my mind.  And so I fled with no sense of anything but total panic, until there was nothing in front of me, nowhere to go but over the cliff — and still I kept running.”




She paused and seemed to change the subject.  “There were times, in my childhood in Sirion, that those caring for me would say ‘remember you are the granddaughter of Luthien.’  Yet no-one seemed to think there was any importance in being the great granddaughter of Melian.  That I do not only carry what they saw as ‘weakening’ mortal blood but, through my grandmother Luthien, my bloodline is also Maian.




“I know that you will have been told that my change was through the power of Lord Ulmo.  But I have spoken with him and he says it was not his personal intervention — rather that he was happy to guide me, as the maia Melian’s descendant, and make sure I reached  Vingilótë once I first flapped my wings. But I do not know if my great grandmother was there, as purely fëa, and turned me into a bird to save me, or whether it was my own doing, because of that Maian blood.




“And yes, I have asked Grandmother Melian, but she smiles and says that ‘of course’ my assuming the form of a great gull was due to being one of her descendants — but she is never any more forthcoming.”




Elladan was silent, digesting all that.  Somehow their Maian ancestry had also been skimmed over for most of his life.  Whereas he and his twin, too, had been reminded of their mortal blood many times over the years… every time someone called them ‘the peredhel’.  He didn’t think, though, that either of them would try turning into birds any time in the near future!




He gazed out of the window at the moonlight touching the sea as he considered what Elwing had said. The silence between them was a comfortable one; Elrohir had been right, his brother thought now, when he had said that this pair of grandparents may turn out to be the most restful.  




Grandmother Gull sat curled in a chair with her bare feet tucked under her.  She was small and her fair hair made her look as if she was from Naneth’s side of the family rather than Adar’s.  Now that he thought about it, the likelihood was that she was also, in some way, related to Grandfather.  After all, Grandfather was one of the Iathrim nobility of long-lost Doriath.  Legolas’ grandfather had been, too, come to think of it.  Maybe he and his twin were also distantly related to their friend.  He really needed a hobbit to help him sort out all the possible relationships and complex genealogy.  Perhaps Tharhîwon might be able to help, he thought with a smile.




“That smile reminds me of my brother,” his grandmother said.




Well that was somewhat unexpected.




“I had heard that your brothers had left the halls…” Elladan said, hoping that she would continue.




She did.  “They were re-housed some yéni ago.  They were so young when they entered the Halls that they remained there until older family members were also ready to be released.  Although there was not a great deal that they needed to be at peace with, themselves, except the manner of their deaths.”




“About that,” Elladan said, slowly, “if you were able to turn into a bird and take flight, why were they not able to do so, too?”




“I was an adult when I did it, but they were very young when we were attacked in Menegroth; we were closer in age than many siblings are, and I was little more than a babe in arms.  Perhaps, had our Grandmother Melian not been mourning the death of our Grandfather Thingol deep in the garden of Lórien, she would have helped them.  They died together, you know, simply falling asleep in the cold forest.  Their hröar may have become food for wild animals, but they were already with our parents in Mandos by that time.




“Elrond has told me that he once asked Maedhros about Eluréd and Elurín, when someone told him that he and Elros had twin uncles.  Maedhros told him that it was two or three days after the attack before he realised what his brother Celegorm had meant by ‘I let them go free.’  And, perhaps because he was the eldest and so had looked after a number of small ellyn, Maedhros then spent many hours searching the forest for them to no avail.




“Perhaps, had I known that, I would have thought of him as less of a monster.  Maybe not finding my brothers is why he took it on himself to raise my sons.  But it is history and cannot be changed, once the music is played it cannot be unplayed." 




She looked back to the sea for a little, her expression unreadable, before speaking again.  “They would like to meet you and Elrohir, but only once you are settled.  They live in Grandfather Thingol’s new city.  They have never really known a life without older family members.  I visit them sometimes, and they visit me here but, even if it were not for Eärendil, I do not think that I could go back to being ‘the little princess’ in the way that they returned as ‘the young princes’.  I have lived my own life for so long.” 







Whilst Elladan was enjoying a quiet night with Grandmother Gull, Elrohir was enjoying a somewhat different one with an elleth called Fâniel.




Since their arrival the twins had spent very little time anywhere but in the homes and grounds  of various family members and friends; Naneth and Adar’s home outside the main town, Grandmother Gull and Captain Grandfather’s home beside Vingilótë’s dock, the palace, and the current home of Tindómë and her extended family just a little closer to the town than Naneth and Adar’s home.




Elrohir decided, now, that Alqualondë resembled Mithlond more than it did anywhere else he had been before.  Except that Mithlond had felt like a village that had once been a city; the inhabited buildings clustered around the shipyard and the harbour whilst beyond them were empty buildings that were fading back into nature.  You could see that the city had contracted over time; at the furthest point from the harbour only grass covered mounds, with trees growing between them, showed that there had once been homes there.  Closer to the sea there were arched doorways and windows, and then came buildings that were still intact but with overgrown gardens and empty rooms.




Even the large hostel where many of their party had stayed for some days as their ships were prepared for the journey, although comfortable, had felt as if it was rarely used.




But this place — this place was full of life. It was what Mithlond must have been many centuries in the past.  Light spilled out of windows and doorways as they walked in the wide streets, music and the hum of conversation spilled out as well, and people strolled along in pairs or groups enjoying seeing and being seen.  Fâniel was greeted by name by some, and Elrohir’s black hair and not-quite-local clothing earned him quite a few considered looks.  




“Some of them think you might be one of their majesties’ great-great-grandsons.  Others, who were at the reception, are sure you are,” Fâniel said. 




He nodded and answered “But they won’t know which one, even if they were introduced to us there; very few outside our family can tell us apart.  Even you only have my word for it that I am Elrohir and the same ellon who spoke with you there and arranged to meet you.”




“I am happy to take your word for it,” she said.




 “And, in reality, it would make little difference,” Elrohir said with a smile.  “You have been seen to be on the arm of one of us and so can certainly prove a wager won.”




Fâniel’s eyes twinkled as she replied, making no pretence to deny that such a wager existed. 




“Not that I will have won a great deal,” she said, “for I did not wager on myself; but I will collect money from the sweepstake pot.  And,” she added as she gently steered him through one of those welcoming open doors, “I expect to find more pleasure from your company this evening than I will get from spending the coins that this outing will have won me.”




“I will try not to disappoint,” Elrohir said.




“I’m sure you won’t,” she answered.




The food was delicious, although Elrohir thought that, eventually, he might long for a meal of venison, or wild boar, rather than anything that spent its days in the sea.  The music was cheerful but not obtrusive, and the wine was good although a different style to that of home.  




No, not home any more, he mentally corrected himself.  The wine was not a style he had known in Middle Earth.




His companion was good company.  She told him more about life in Alqualondë; the names of festivals unknown to him, of the pleasures of sailing small boats on the sea, of riding a horse at full gallop along the sands, even about the new sea sport introduced by the elves who had arrived with Prince Legolas. 




Both Elrohir and Elladan had already decided they would try this surfing, when the sea was next right for it, but he was happy to let Fâniel describe it to him anyway.   Then he asked about starlight bathing.




Fâniel smiled at the question.   “The sea is not a place for the type of bathing I am told is usual for those who lived close to lakes and rivers; we do not wash our hair in it, or use sweet smelling oils with it, for neither is good when using salt water.  I am sure you know that there are now pools designed for such pleasures in the grounds of your parents’ house.  But we Teleri find helping each other get dry after swimming is pleasurable… as is joining when in a boat rocked on a gentle sea, with the stars overhead…”




That definitely sounded interesting, and he told her so.




“Another night, perhaps,” Faniel replied.  “Best to get used to sailing in one first.  But we have beautiful bathing pools in the grounds of the palace, fed by a stream before it reaches the sea, or perhaps we could walk along the sands for a while and then put my cloak down to lie on…”




“Ah,” said Elrohir, suddenly enlightened, “that is why you are wearing one when the evening is not cold!”




Fâniel’s only answer was a smile. 




“The secret,” she said some little time later, as she unfastened her cloak and laid it on the sand, “is to choose somewhere not too close to the incoming tide, as a sudden splash of cold water can be most distracting.  But best, too, to avoid the shingle if you expect to do anything more than sit still and admire the light from Tilion’s vessel glinting on the waves.”




“I have already admired it from the windows of my grandparents’ home,” Elrohir answered with a smile, “and so I will be quite happy to turn my back on it tonight…”




As they undressed (themselves, not each other — that was a pleasure for more intimate occasions), Elrohir noticed Fâniel studying him with a slightly perplexed expression.




She reached her hand out, tentatively, to the fine line of black hair that grew from his navel down to the root of his vië.  He had almost forgotten about it as everyone he had shared his hröa with over recent years had been someone who knew him well.  Her question though, when it came, was unexpected.




“Do all Noldorin ellyn have this?  I know so few, and I do not recall ever seeing any of those who visit the palace unclothed.”




Whilst his face and voice remained calm, inside Elrohir was laughing and thinking ‘Oh I must tell Elladan!’  before explaining, “No, I do not expect that any of those here in Aman have it, it is a reminder of our mortal blood.”




“Oh, I had forgotten that,” Fâniel said, making Elrohir laugh inside again.  How funny that, for so many years he and Elladan had worried that they might not be accepted ‘in the West’ because of that mortal heritage, and this elleth, at least, had forgotten all about it.




She traced the line in question down to the point where it met the nest of matching hair around his vië that all adult ellyn had and, even as she began to curl her fingers around it, his vië hardened and rose so that the line was almost hidden.




Her lips, as they surrounded him, were softly firm; the way her tongue caressed his shaft, the rhythm she set, were all uniquely hers.  Her nipples were her own shade of pink, and he quickly began to work out just how much pressure on them made her squirm and suck a little harder.  As they each explored the other he found a spot on the nape of her neck that did the same, learnt that licking behind her knee was more effective than the same application of tongue to the soft skin inside her elbow, and that she certainly did not object if he used his teeth to nibble gently on her víre tuima.




He had, he realised, missed the pleasure of ‘being swayed by the desires of the body’ with someone new, and Tirion had almost completed his journey before they carefully shook their clothing and dressed.   There would, he was sure, come a time when he met the elleth whose fëa was so in tune with his own that he would be content to join only with her.  But in the meantime there were a lot of new possibilities to explore.




“Would you like to spend time showing me more of the places you mentioned?” he asked.




“It would be my pleasure,” Fâniel answered.  




“I would hope so,” Elrohir said with a grin, “and mine.  So, for next time, would you like me to be prepared for a sailing lesson, or bring a cloak, or a drying cloth… or my brother?”




Faniel smiled and quirked an eyebrow slightly as she answered, “Oh any of them… or even all.”    







5. Talking with Tindómë, part 1.



“Tindómë was right, then,” Elladan said, when his brother told him about Fâniel having forgotten that the two of them were, to some degree, men not elves.  “She said, the last time we were in Eryn Ithil, that being related to Elven royalty would be more important than being peredhil when it came to being accepted here.”




“Although,” he went on, “you should have told Fâniel that, yes, all ellyn with Noldorin blood have the same line of black hair, then waited to see how much confusion it would cause over the coming years.”




Elrohir grinned.  “Perhaps you can start that arrow in flight instead, and we can see which gets furthest.”




“I think,” Elladan said after some consideration, “that I will wait and see if my companion tomorrow evening mentions it… Who knows — perhaps she may not even notice it.”




“And if she does,” his brother joked, “she probably won’t realise it is meant to be straight…!”







It was a couple of days later that Elladan found Tindómë in the library of his parents’ house.  He had not actually been looking for her but, rather, to see if he could find a story book he remembered from his early years.  Although a copy of it had gone to Minas Tirith when Eldarion and his sisters were young he was almost certain the original would be here somewhere.  




He was also, he realised, considering the actual space and wondering if they might need something as big when he and Elrohir built their new home; it seemed it had already become a ‘when’ not an ‘if’ in both their minds.




How fortuitous, then, to find Tinu here just as he had been thinking that he still did not know quite how it had been her, and her husband-brother, who had found the valley where this new home seemed likely to be built.




“All alone?” he asked from behind her.  




“Hi Elladan,” she answered without turning around, reminding him, again, that both he and his twin would always think of her as ‘family’ as she always knew which one of them she was speaking to.  




She turned, then.  “Yep.  I’m just doing some copying to take with us when we leave. To be honest,  Eleniel and I were mainly gossiping about Sérëdhiel, but Eleniel has just gone for her lunch so here I am, all alone.” 




He did wonder what the gossip about Sérëdhiel might be.  As far as he knew she had been carried off, within minutes of their ship docking, to be fussed over by her parents and her maternal aunt and uncle.  Her packs and trunks of tools were waiting here for her to unpack although he knew she had ‘escaped’ briefly for a reunion with Eleniel and the others… what had she done to occasion any gossip?




But he could ask about that later; this was too good an opportunity to miss.




“There are so many things El and I want to know about what has been happening between your arrival in Aman and us ‘getting our Lordly asses over here’, as you instructed through Ithilienne.  There is also an apology to make, and something funny that I know you will appreciate.  Would you come and spend the afternoon with us?   I’m sure we could arrange wine and cakes…”




“An apology, something funny… and wine and cakes?  How could any elleth refuse you?”  She smiled and began putting her work away.




Ten minutes later and they were in the twins private sitting room, and Elrohir was on his way to join them.







“So,” Tindómë said, “an apology?” 




“You were quite right that no-one seems to be bothered that we are not fully elven,” Elrohir said.




“At least no-one here in Alqualondë,”  Elladan added, “it may not be the same everywhere.  When we spoke at your home the other evening none of you made Tirion sound all that welcoming to those who are not Noldorin, and we are only that in part no matter how you look at it.  As Grandmother Gull pointed out to me the other night, when we go to visit our very great grandparents Elu Thingol and Melian, folk in their domain are more likely to think of us as ‘Luthien’s descendants’ than anything else, and so Sindar.  




“By the by,” he added, “she also said that ‘the bird thing’ was due to her being descended from Melian, and that a lot of people seem to forget that having Melian as a mother explains a good deal about Luthien…” 




“You know,” Tindómë said, “by the time you two have caught up with everyone claiming you as descendants, I can see Tharhîwon and I both being very grateful that we have no blood relatives here!”




She paused, then added, “Actually, if we are apologising, you really should have made a proper wager with me about your grandfather Eärendil, as I have now seen his ship take off and fly East I have no option but to accept that it is not just a story.  I freely admit that I was wrong that the star in the sky has nothing to do with him.”




“We will just remind you, sometime, that you have admitted to being wrong about something,” Elladan answered, with a grin.




“You mentioned something that would amuse me, too…” their guest said, expectantly.




Elrohir recounted the story of Fâniel and her query about whether all ellyn with Noldorin blood had the same line between navel and vië.  




“She had forgotten that we had any mortal blood at all,” he finished.




“You should have told her ‘yes’, definitely a Noldorin thing,” Tindómë said, at which Elladan laughed out loud and told her that was exactly what he had told his brother.




“I wonder,” she added, “if any of them will ever notice that you don’t exactly match?”




“Please do not tell any of them,” Elrohir said.  “Although if anyone ever works it out for themselves we would certainly admit which one of us is which — I would hate anyone to think that I was less than perfect!”  




He caught the cushion his brother threw at him and threw it back without even seeming to notice it.  Tindómë ducked as, for a minute or two, a barrage of cushions criss-crossed over her head and it was a little while before the conversation restarted.




And this time the conversation was getting down to the things that the twins really wanted to find out.




“There are still so many things we want to know,” Elladan began.




“About Ithilienne, about the new lands, how was it that you and Haldir went alone to discover them…” Elrohir continued.




“And why Rumil has a drawing of the Máhanaxar…”




“M’kay,” Tindómë said, “but it is going to take some time.”




“We have plenty of that,” Elrohir said, refilling the glasses and settling down comfortably.




“I probably need to go back right to when we arrived,” Tindómë began.  “Rumil and Orophin’s parents had been returned and lived on your grandmother’s estate.  And their naneth Did Not Approve, with capital letters, of her sons now being of the Ithilrim, and married. As far as she was concerned, Lithôniel and I were conniving temptresses who had lured away her elflings.”




By this time the twins were beginning to laugh at the idea of poor Orophin and Rumil being seduced by the ellyth and somehow forced to join Legolas in Ithilien. 




“And I was the worst, not even a proper elleth…” she continued, going on to describe a little of that first visit by Rumil’s parents.  




“So when Haldir also returned from Mandos, her opinions were the first he heard of Lithôniel and me, Haldirin and Ithilienne.  And, of course, he had always been used to his brothers obeying him, whilst also being his companions in off-duty pleasures, and he felt they should immediately join him on Her Ladyship’s estate, with or without the extra people they had picked up without consulting him.”




“Oh dear,” said Elladan, with a smile in his voice as he imagined Haldir’s non-approval.  “I remember their parents from our visits to Grandmother and Grandfather when we were young warriors.  What did their father have to say?”




“Not a lot,” she answered. “At least at first.  But eventually, at the end of that visit, Adar Thorontor told her he was proud of his two younger sons, it was clear that Lithôniel and I were the wives the Valar intended for them, and Haldirin and Ithilienne were a joy to him.  But I think Haldir was more willing to believe his mother.  And, like her, he somehow seemed to think most of the blame for this unsatisfactory state of affairs lay with me.”




Elladan nodded.  He remembered the quiet Thorontor with respect, but had never particularly liked his wife.  And as he, and Elrohir, were coming to realise how much had been happening whilst they remained in Imladris, Haldir must have been even more surprised with the changes in his brothers’ lives during his time in Mandos.  In his brothers themselves, even.




“So, anyway,” Tindómë continued, “that sort of sets the scene, and I think it was kinda relevant to Haldir being there in the Máhanaxar and, then, both of us going on a trek across more of Aman than anyone thought even existed.”




Both twins, though eager to hear more of both the reasons behind the appearance in the Máhanaxar and the journey that followed, knew there was no point in hurrying Tindómë, so they settled back comfortably in their chairs and waited.  She sat quietly for a moment, as if gathering her thoughts, and then surprised them when she did speak.




“It was Radagast’s window.  I didn’t know if it would work here in Aman, nor if it would work after Buffy died, and she had looked awfully frail the last time it worked in Ithilien.  She said, that time, she was dying and she was fine with it, that it was her time to go.”




Elladan remembered the strange construct of twigs and string that the Istar had made so that Tindómë could have occasional contact with that ‘sister’ in the other place, although he had never been around on any of the occasions that ‘the window’ had been opened. 




“Well one day after the hobbits passed away, and Haldir was returned, I saw the ‘window’ begin to glow but I could not find Buffy and I knew she must have gone.”  She stopped and a look of sorrow passed across her face, but then she went on.  “And then I thought of Spike, left behind, and somehow I was able to concentrate and contact him instead.  




“And it was so sad.  There was no-one left he knew, no-one that cared about him or even realised that, although he was a vampire, he was one of the good people.  He was so depressed and he was even thinking of simply walking out into the sunshine and letting it turn him to dust. And I thought he should come here, to Aman.  I was his only family left, and he was a good guy.”




In his head Elladan heard his brother.  ‘I wonder what Rumil thought of that idea?  I cannot see him having been pleased about it.’  He was sure Elrohir was right.




Tindómë was still speaking, “so I asked Gandalf to use my blood and open a door for Spike to come here, but he said he could not do that as it was ‘not within his sphere of responsibility’.




‘That would have pleased Rumil,’ he said to his brother.




“But he said he would ask the Valar about it for me…”  Tindómë finished.




‘I begin to see how Tindómë and Rumil would, then, have been in the Máhanaxar,’ came Elrohir’s silent voice.




“So that is why you and Rumil were in the Máhanaxar,” he said, out loud.




“And the others.  The Valar sent word that they wanted my ‘brother of the heart’, my husband, and both of his brothers, to come with.  Which was a bit surprising.  I mean Legolas, Orophin and Rumil had met Spike, but Haldir hadn’t.  With being dead at the time.”




She went on to describe their journey, and their stay at Her Ladyship’s estate, how poor she thought the existing maps were even if, as Haldir had pointed out, no-one really needed them to move between the major towns and cities, or to know where to find the homes of the Valar.




Then she spoke again, of the attitude towards them all in Tirion; Valimar, she said, was actually friendlier.  They seemed to treat everyone who visited their city more or less the same, and were, apparently, used to people turning up to go into the Máhanaxar.




“Although,” she added, “as you two look more like Noldor than anything else, and are the great-grandsons of the High King, I doubt anyone in Tirion will be anything other than welcoming and, possibly, even obsequious to the pair of you.  You will have to get used to speaking Quenya all the time though.”




“When we have our own home,” Elrohir said, “We will probably shock any visiting Noldorin kin by using Sindarin as the everyday language.”




Before Tindómë had a chance to comment on the certainty with which his twin spoke of them having their own home, Elladan changed the subject.




“It is nearly time for the evening meal and it feels as if we have hardly touched on so much that we want to ask, whilst we have you to ourselves.  Would you like to join us to eat?  We will have food brought here so that we can continue our conversation uninterrupted.” 




“Sounds like a plan,” she answered, “I’m all yours.”




“Should we send word to Rumil that you are here?” Elrohir asked.




“Nah, no need,” said Tindómë, “I often stay in the library for ages or go visit your Naneth or Eleniel to catch up on the gossip, especially now you two are here, and stay all evening.  It’s not as if Rumil and I are permanently joined at the hip.”




Elladan was torn, briefly, between wondering what the gossip was about the two of them, and wanting to joke about the hips not being the parts of the hröa used in joining.




She must have seen the glint of amusement in his eye because she answered the second thought unprompted.




“We are not even permanently joined in any of the more regular ways either… it is just a saying from the other place.”  




She paused and he could see her suddenly being struck by something.




“Do the edhel even have…” she used a word in the language of California that he did not recognise, “twins.  Um… twins whose hröar did not form completely separated, but sort of shared bits?”




It took ten minutes and a couple of drawings for him to understand what she meant, at which point he was sure he had never heard of such a thing happening with elves, equally sure he was glad he and Elrohir had a complete hröa each, and completely distracted from what she and Eleniel might have been gossiping about concerning the two of them.







6. Talking to Tindómë, part two



By the time food and more wine arrived (Tindómë was glad that, by now, she had developed an elf-like tolerance to the effects of wine) the conversation had covered most of the time spent in the Máhanaxar.




“They were very polite about asking to rummage around in our heads to find out all each of us knew about Spike but, honestly, there was no way we could have stopped them,” Tindómë said, when asked about the Valar. “Like your grandmother, only magnified immeasurably.




“Then Manwë said if I wanted to bring Spike here I would have to go on a journey to ask Lord Námo in person… and that Haldir was to accompany me.  I mean, guys, all that the assorted Valar who were there must have heard from our thoughts at that point would have been a chorus of ‘Huitho!  What the…  Haldir?’ ”fn1




‘Apart from Haldir…’ came Elrohir’s silent voice. ‘It sounds, from the tale so far, as if he was probably thinking either ‘why me?’ or ‘perhaps I could lose her on the way…’’




Elladan smiled, and encouraged their guest to go on.




“So, anyway, he agreed.  Although he told me afterwards that it was mainly because he was finding life a bit boring after being in charge of warriors.  And probably, although he didn’t mention it, with not having his brothers to share ellyth and sexy times with.  I mean, honestly, his whole attitude thing didn’t exactly give us the urge to ask him to come starlight bathing with us.”




For a fleeting instant she must have had such a strong image in her mind that Elladan picked it up without intending to.  Tindómë, Rumil, Lithôniel, and Orophin starlight bathing together as a foursome, in the pool the Ithilrim had fashioned in the grounds of Adar and Naneth’s home here.  He had wondered if their soul-binding had meant Orophin had no longer joined his brother and Tindómë occasionally.  Clearly not.  And Lithôniel had just expanded the occasional threesome to a foursome.  




No wonder, Elladan thought, Haldir had felt the two ellyth had spoiled his fun if he realised that whilst being bound might mean his brothers joined only with their wives it did not seem to preclude other forms of being swayed by the desires of the body…  He wondered if Elrohir had picked up that fleeting image.  If not he would share it with him later.  Whilst he mused on the implications, the conversation had continued.




“To be honest,” Tindómë was saying, “throwing us together like that was good for both of us, even if we were both annoyed by it, and each other, to start with.”




She spoke a little of the preparations and the first part of the journey, through land settled by the Noldor, but with an unexpected Sindar village en-route, to the point where to all intents and purposes Noldor civilisation seemed to have reached its Western boundary.




“By the time we headed into the first range of mountains,” she said, “we were developing at least more of an understanding.  Haldir could see I was more capable than he had expected, and I could see glimpses of the ellon who had brought up two elflings whilst also mourning the loss of his parents.”




Elladan did find himself wondering if she had also seen glimpses of the ellon who had rarely been without female company in his time away from the fences and who had found, as had he and Elrohir, that many ellyth preferred more than just one of the brothers.  After all there had been just the two of them on what must have been quite a long journey, from the amount of land they had been told the pair had found.  Not a question for now, he thought.




Whilst he had been musing Tindómë was still talking.  




“I don’t think it was until I got knocked off my horse by a falling rock, in a thunderstorm, that he really got the whole not-from-around-here, gift of the Valar, Key between dimensions, thing.”




Elrohir asked “Were you injured, little one?”




Elladan realised that neither of them had thought of her as ‘little one’ since their arrival here in Aman, until now that there was thought of her being injured.  Not that she had grown any taller; she was still under average height for an elleth, but she had clearly ‘grown-up’ during those intervening years.   




“Yeah, but not fatally as you can see… oh wait… that would have been one way to meet Námo pretty quickly… But, anyway, head injury, unconscious, blood — so there we are right beside a small river and Haldir decided to take me to the water to wash the blood off and, probably, hoping the icy water would rouse me.  It didn’t, but he told me later that as my blood went into the water it didn’t disperse but flowed as a distinct element… upstream.




“And within minutes he realised that, where it had come over a waterfall in that direction, he could now see the river flowing though a cleft in the rock with enough space beside it for a horse to pass along.  And we had found your valley!”




“Huitho!” said Elrohir.  “That must have shaken even the implacable March Warden of Lothlorien!”




“I don’t know,” said Tindómë.  “I guess so, but I didn’t wake up until the next day.  Thereby adding a third son of Thorontor to the list of people who have bandaged me and dealt with the whole unconscious bladder thing.”




“Elladan found himself smiling — and realising, yet again, that neither he nor Elrohir had thought of the description ‘your valley’ as anything but right.




“Talking of bladders…” said Tindómë, getting up and leaving the room.




“I think,” said Elrohir, “that whilst I want very much to know what happened when they did find Lord Námo, I also want to know more about how our valley fits into the puzzle that appears to be more land than anyone had ever realised existed.”




“So do I,” said Elladan, “although Lithôniel told us that Haldir considered it  to be not so close to Tirion that we would get a lot of unwanted visitors…  But close enough to make it possible to go the Noldorin court.  And only one more range of mountains to get to the lands  already declared to be for Grandmother and Grandfather.”




He put this conundrum, of not knowing what to ask her about first, to Tindómë when she returned.




“M’kay,” she said.  “I can draw you a quick sketch of the distances, at least in how many days travel each bit is, in a few minutes.  And I know how it was that no-one ever seemed to realise that there was so much land.  When I rode with Tulkas…”




“Wait!” Elrohir said before Elladan got the chance, “When you rode with Tulkas?  You are on first name terms with one of the Valar and you have ridden with him?”




“Actually, I’m on first name terms with two of them,” came the answer.  “But, yeah… So, Tulkas — I’ll explain how and when in a minute, but he said there’s enough land to keep elves exploring for many yéni. It’s the land that were always intended for the Sindar and Silvan, and it was hidden until we needed it.  He said when the ellon your Grandmother knew travelled that way they ensured that his journey was like this…”




She made a fold in the side of her skirt, and another one at the other side, then brought the two folds together so that all the fabric between was now hidden, then ‘walked’ her fingers across the short distance.  




“Until they ‘rearranged things’ for Haldir and I to find!”




“Oh, and,” she continued, “Tulkas reminded me a bit of you two, and he says he is looking forward to meeting you.”




Elladan could feel his brother also trying to formulate a suitable reply or, really, which question to ask first.  But before either of them had got past a couple of mental expletives Tindómë continued.




“The new lands are where Lord Oromë hunts and we got to ride with him — well I got to ride with Tulkas on his horse, and he showed me how much land, and how it was hidden, and we got to bathe with some of the hunters, and Nessa came and kept me company and discussed how buff Haldir was, and…”she stopped to draw breath.




‘We have missed SO much!’ Elrohir said silently, as he said out loud “You did not tell Haldir that, did you?”




Tindómë’s description of all three Valar she met on that occasion led on to her describing her other encounters with Nessa since.




Finishing with, “And I hope you two are going to stay in Alqualonde until after the solstice, before you feel you must go and meet other relatives, because Nessa told me that, although she did not usually venture as far as the sea herself, Ossë and Uinen have been known to occasionally join in Telerin celebrations on the beach and, quite possibly, ours too.”




“Had we planned to start our tour of our family tree before then, that would surely have changed our minds,” Elrohir said.




“But,” said Elladan taking over the conversation, “we already intended to wait until after that.”




He paused and, to anyone other than another elf, it might have seemed that he completely changed the subject.




“We are almost certain that we met most of the unbound ellyth in Middle Earth over the years.”




“Apart from some of those in Eryn Lasgalen, or at The Havens,” Elrohir added.




“And those who passed to Mandos before we had the chance to meet them…” 




(At this point Tindómë realised this was going to be a game of ‘twin tennis’.)




Elrohir took the shot from Elladan and continued, “And at no time did we think ‘this elleth is important; our fëa might begin to sing with hers’.”




“And so we have decided that the elleth, or ellyth, in question must be here in Aman.”




“Unless it is one of those left behind that we did not meet, and we know that they, also, will reach here in time.  For we do not think Eru would be cruel and have the person, or people, we should bind to be amongst those who choose to remain in Eryn Lasgalen until they fade.”




“And those in Mandos will return, also.” Elladan concluded.




“So many ellyth to choose from…” Tindómë said, smiling.




“Perhaps,” Elladan answered her seriously, “it is not really a choice.  Do you feel that you ‘chose’ Rumil from the five of us who were there and all those others you went on to meet?”




She was still, clearly considering before answering.




“I guess it wasn’t so much a choosing as a knowing,” she answered.




“And that is what we would like to find,” Elladan continued, “The person, or people, who we will know are intended for us. “




“And us for them,” added Elrohir.  “After all they might have been waiting for a very long time for us to turn up, too.”




Elladan could see that their guest was clearly thinking about what they had said.  He explained further.




“So we feel that your celebrations, although we have never been part of them before, will be an excellent way of meeting...”




“And kissing,” Elrohir cut in, “which may well help.”




“…quite a few new ellyth,” Elladan continued, as if his twin had not interjected at all.




“The plan, after that,” Elrohir said, “is to travel with Grandmother and Grandfather to her current home and spend time with our Noldorin relatives in Tirion.”




“Where you will almost certainly,” Tindómë said, “be introduced to a lot of eligible ellyth.  Especially as you are going to be seen as Princes of the Noldor.”




“We are beginning to see that that might be a two edged sword,” Elladan said.  




He remembered Éomer once explaining that realising he was drawn to Lothíriel was almost a relief as it would stop all the arguments about whether he should look for a bride in the Westfold, the Eastfold, The Wold….




“Not,” he went on, “that we see ourselves on nothing but a bride-quest.  But we realise that the possibility is there whereas, in those last years in Imladris, we no longer thought being soul-bound to anyone else was a possibility.”




“And,” said Elrohir, “building our own home in the valley Rumil showed us would genuinely give us the perfect place from which to travel to visit so many friends and relations from Grandmother Gull and Captain Grandfather, to Grandmother and Grandfather; from our parents who are so settled here in Alqualonde, to yourselves and Legolas.  Whether it be to constantly expand the chances of meeting an intended wife, or for any elleth who does bind to one of us to be able to visit her own family and friends .”




Tindómë nodded slowly.  “A sort of added bonus to being in charge of your own domain,” she said, “a bolt-hole when the pressures of so much expectation becomes too much, not exactly within the realm of any particular set of relations, and a place for your own family to expand in time.”




“There is something, though,” she said.  “And it is just me being curious, you don’t really have to answer.  But through that conversation the words ‘I’ and ‘we’, and ‘elleth’ and ‘ellyth’ seemed sort of interchangeable.  I remember you once told Pippin that you were still looking for an elleth who would put up with the two of you, and I was not sure if you were serious or not.  Do you genuinely believe that you will both bind to the same elleth?”




‘Time for an honest answer, I think, came Elrohir’s silent voice, and Elladan agreed.




“We do not know,” he said.  “Clearly it was not the case for Adar and Elros, but they took such different paths from quite an early age and, Grandmother Gull says, they never seemed quite as if they were one person who had been split in two. “




“Fraternal twins,” said Tindómë. 




Which occasioned another short discussion on the difference between fraternal and identical twins, and how this fitted with the elven concept of the fëa being conceived before the hröa.  Which led to the conclusion that, with a higher proportion of mortal blood than Elladan and Elrohir had, their father and his brother may not have started as a single fëa.




“But Grandmother Gull says that Eluréd and Elurín, although quite a lot younger than us, have also said to her that they do not know if they would be likely to find their song in harmony with the same elleth,” Elladan went back to answering the original question.  “She also says that, in the domain of our many times Grandfather Thingol, that this might happen does not seem to shock anyone.”




“We do not think,” Elrohir said, “that this is going to be a matter of choice on our part.  We are made as we are and what will happen is already written in the great song — and woven in Vairë’s tapestry.  But we do wonder.  Would each wife feel as if she was in some way married to both of us rather than just her own husband?  And there is the fact that, unless we are quite far apart, the desires of the body of one of us are clearly felt by the other.  Any elleth would have to see that as a good thing not a bad thing or we might have problems — especially if one of us found the right elleth for himself but the other one did not do so for many years…”




“And, if we find we are destined to be bound to the same elleth,” Elladan said, “we do not know enough about all the other societies here to know whether this would be seen as normal, or we would, all three, be shunned.”




‘I have something to add to this discussion, between ourselves, I think,’ he added silently to his brother.




Tindómë nodded then said, “Well the future is definitely not going to be boring as we all watch for any signs of courtship from the two of you!  And, no matter what happens, and whether there is approval needed or not in some areas, you will always be welcomed here by your parents, and amongst the Ithilrim.”




It was clear, Elladan thought, as she then proceeded to draw the sketch map with the number of days travel between each place, that Tindómë needed less sleep now than she had even when she left Middle Earth.  Especially as she then demanded cake before she would tell them about Mandos and meeting Lord Námo.




Suitably fortified she told them of being led by small lights to the entrance to The Halls, and the realisation that the entrance was probably wherever it suited the Vala for it to be; The Halls were probably some sort of pocket dimension. 




“There can’t be many people who have walked in wearing their hröar!” Elrohir joked.




“We did worry that we might have to leave them outside the door,” Tindómë said, “seriously!”




She told about Lord Námo using her blood to open a door into the world where she had once lived, and “getting to know all of Spike” by rummaging around in his head in the same way the other Valar had done to her in the Máhanaxar.  And his decision that Spike’s own fëa was not intrinsically evil… but the evil spirit that inhabited his body and kept it alive was.




Elladan thought the decision would then have to be refusal to allow the vampire across the portal.  And was surprised to find that he was literally correct.




“So he told Spike that his own fëa could pass, but not the demon.  So the two needed to be separated.  And the hröa would have to die and Spike’s own fëa would then stay with His Lordship in The Halls until Lord Námo decided it was time for him to be rehoused.  And he left the decision as to accept or not to Spike.”




‘Huitho!’ Came Elrohir’s silent voice.  ‘It is totally logical — but what a decision to have to make!’




Elladan could only agree.  But it seemed the vampire, or at least the part that was the true fëa, agreed to it.  It would need courage to agree to die, and then to find yourself in Mandos where everyone else would be elves.




“And as you know, vampires can only be killed by a wooden weapon piercing their heart,” Tindómë continued, “And Lord Námo asked Haldir to use his bow…”




‘I remember Legolas suggesting such a thing when we first heard of the creatures from Tinu back in Minas Tirith," said Elrohir.




“And Spike’s body turned to dust, and his fëa came through, and His Lordship stopped the demon doing so.  So Spike is in Mandos, but he is safe and he will join us sometime,” concluded Tindómë. 




‘What a tale!’ Elladan said silently, ‘No wonder she flinched that first night when I mentioned the vampire slayer’s stake!’




“And that,” Tindómë said in the voice she must have used to her elflings at bedtime, “is enough of the tale for this evening because I really will need to get some sleep.”






fn1 What the Valar present actually did hear, from the thoughts of the four elves and a Key, can be found at the beginning of chapter 9 of The Valinor Trail.




7. A Mystery Solved



In the end it was time spent with Legolas and Ithilienne that answered the questions about how she had been able to contact them across the Sundering Sea.  And why she had kept it unknown to the twins’ parents.




“Legolas says I dream loudly,” Ithilienne said. 




“Sometimes,” he said, “even before we first joined, I would find myself walking her path even though she was asleep in her room in the village, whilst I was in bed in what is now your room, Elrohir.”




“And,” Ithilienne continued, “I know that Naneth has passed something of The Key to Haldirin, and so I must also have something of it; but I don’t see the unhoused as he does.  I asked Mithrandalf — uh, Mithrandir, about it and he said that obviously parents’ hröar and fëar mixed a little differently for each elfling, and when I was formed The Key would certainly have had some effect — but it would be one unique to me.  And he said it was up to me to work it out for myself, he could not help.”  




She still did not look entirely happy about that, Elladan thought.  And he was fairly certain that, in future,  he would think of the Maia as Mithrandalf …




“So then I thought I would try to dream more loudly and see how far I could reach.”




“But why,” asked Elrohir, “did you not ask our Adar for advice?”




“Because,” she answered, “I did not want to give him and your naneth false hope.  My whole idea was to see if I could reach across the Sundering Sea to you two, for both my Naneth and your parents, and to Legolas’ adar for him and Lady Ferveren.  But your adar might have tried to stop me, fearing I would damage myself, or he might have been absolutely sure I could do it and then be upset to find I couldn’t.”




Well that made sense, Elladan thought.  




“She did not tell them after she spoke to you, either,” said Legolas, “as it was not totally clear that you would come, nor,” he went on as it looked as if Elrohir was about to speak, “did she mention she had any part in it when your letter to your parents arrived because, she thought, you might like to take the credit for finally making a decision for yourselves!”




“Thank you,” said Elrohir with a smile.




“And,” Legolas continued, “in your letter to Tindómë you yourselves said that you had decided not to mention Ithilienne’s part to your parents because ‘even they might be tempted to ask more of you than you can give without over-stretching yourself’.  Ithi, her parents and I, as her lord, all felt that the fewer people who knew she might be able to dream across what is meant to be an impenetrable barrier, the better.”




‘Oh,’ came Elrohir’s silent voice, ‘so it was Legolas the Lord of the Ithilrim, not Legolas the lover, who worried about her safety…  I wonder if he believes that himself?  Because I do not think I do!’




Elladan, equally silently, agreed with him.




“But I could not reach Aran Thranduil on my own, even though I had learnt how to tune myself to the blood in my hröa and use that to help me reach out further and further.” Ithilienne said, continuing the tale.




“We feared it would be too much for her,” Legolas said, “but Nithdur had remained here in Alqualondë, and he guarded her whilst her dream fëa tried to reach out so far.  He would have gone to your adar for aid if it had been needed.”




“So how did you finally reach Aran Thranduil?” asked Elladan.




“I linked to Cîrdoron and Rhîwen.  And then, when I knew where to find him, the next time I was able to reach Legolas and then sort of hold his hand and link them together.  And…” she paused briefly, “I chose to tell Lady Ferveren myself, as it seemed wrong that all her family here knew that Aran Thranduil was coming except her.”  




Which finally explained why Legolas’ family knew of this amazing ability of Ithilienne’s but Elladan’s own family did not.  And, he added, when he said as much silently to Elrohir, it was pretty clear that, in time, they would also become Ithilienne’s own family when you saw her and Legolas together…




Soon after that the conversation moved on to the subject of the wood elves’ solstice celebrations.  The twins had not really celebrated the previous midsummer at all, as they had been on the road to The Havens, but it still seemed such a short time since their arrival here that talk of the winter solstice had taken them by surprise at first.




Their grandparents had sent word to Tirion that Grandfather would like to celebrate mid-winter here in Alqualondë amongst his Sindar kin, but then they would be ready to go to the court of the High King.  And it was agreed that the twins and their parents would make the journey with them.  




Grandfather had admitted, somewhat gleefully, that he knew as well as Grandmother did that the celebrations of the Ithilrim were not really Sindar but Silvan, and that the only even part Sindar at Alqualondë who were genuinely close kin were Naneth and, at a stretch, Elwing.  But, even if Grandmother’s family were fully aware of that (although he suspected they were not), they gracefully accepted it as a reason to delay meeting him. 




So, for the first time ever, Elladan and Elrohir would be joining in ‘The Hunt’.  If there had been any similar celebrations amongst the Silvan Galadhrim, they were unknown to the twins and, during the years that Legolas’s people had lived in Ithilien, any solstice spent in Gondor was celebrated with Aragorn and Arwen.  




Now everyone was happy to give them advice and so the evening concluded with them confirming that they had ordered ribbons, but did not have multi-coloured festive tunics.  Nor were they having any made as, they knew, most grew almost organically as different fabrics and decorations were added year on year often as souvenirs of a particularly good ‘hunt’.  But, they admitted, they might start collecting such favours for future use…  




And when teased that they should introduce this Silvan tradition to their New Imladris they did not deny the possibility.







The morning was cold, but clear, and Elrohir had gone to visit one of the Ithilrim wood workers on a mysterious quest that, Elladan thought, might well be associated with gifts for the upcoming festivities. 




Legolas was away for a few days, visiting some of his father’s people who lived further up the coast,  and so Elladan was making his way to the Hobbit Hole to visit Gimli, because he thought the elderly dwarf might appreciate a game of chess.




As he approached he could hear Gimli speaking.  It seemed as if the worse Gimli’s hearing became the louder he spoke.  At first Elladan expected that he was in conversation with Tharhîwon, but as he got closer he began to make out the other voice and it sounded female.  Tindómë then, or Ithilienne.  By the time he walked up the path Elladan realised the elleth was replying to Gimli’s rather guttural Sindarin in the same language, but with an accent he was coming to recognise as that of someone who usually spoke Quenya.  Interesting…




He knocked on the door and, on hearing Gimli tell him to come in, opened it, ducked, and entered, pausing just inside the door.




“Ah, it’s you lad.  Come closer, my eyes are not as sharp as they once were,” said Gimli.




As Elladan approached the centre of the room, where the dwarf sat in an armchair clearly made for him, and the ceiling was high enough for an elf to stand comfortably, Gimli beckoned him closer still then gave a small nod.




“It’s good to see you Elladan,” he said.




Clearly Elladan was now close enough for Gimli to check that all the clips and beads in his hair were black. Equally clearly the dwarf was not going to immediately enlighten his other visitor as to how he knew which of the Elrondionath had joined them.  




Elladan was almost certain that this other visitor was no-one he knew.  For in another chair, this time designed for an elf, sat an elleth with one thick braid of hair so black that it glistened in the light, wearing leggings of soft black leather and a dark red tunic with the ends of the sleeves bound in the same leather and buttoned tightly from the wrists halfway up the forearms.  (Tindómë might have said she looked rather piratical, but Tindómë was not here.)




The elleth stood up and looked as if she was about to leave.




“No, no, don’t head back yet,” Gimli said.  “Have you already met? No?  Then let me introduce you to each other.




“This is my very good friend Naltatamë, who has just returned from visiting her family, and this is, of course, Master Elrond’s son Elladan, who has finally arrived to visit his.”




So this was the elleth who might, possibly, have won the contest to see who could first bed Gimli.   One day, Elladan thought, he would find out!  Also — that would explain her slightly unusual look. It would be very practical for a smith.




“It is a pleasure to meet you,” Elladan said.  “For I have already heard quite a lot about you.”




Naltatamë tilted her head slightly and raised an eyebrow slightly.  “I am surprised,” she said, “Although I admit I have heard a good deal about you over the past years.”




“Well,” said Gimli, before they could go any further, “they are both good lads, grand swordsmen, excellent healers — Tindómë would have been dead without Elladan and his brother — excellent horsemen too.  And Naltatamë here is a wonderful smith.  She is the most skilled elf I’ve ever met when it comes to the small craftings — and she could make you a sword other warriors would envy because she can swing a hammer as well as any…”




He paused briefly then changed the subject.  “Anyway — put the kettle to boil lad, and make us all a cup of tea.  There’s parkin and pepper cake in the tin.  Tharhîwon makes them to Sam’s recipes.  Naltatamë was telling me about some work her father is doing.  Carry on, lass…”




Elladan was amused at his dismissal to the kitchen.  It was good to know that the old dwarf was still as interested as ever in anything to do with smithcraft.  As he went back into the other room Naltatamë was showing Gimli a diagram and, as he pointed something out to her saying it could be improved, she leant back and laughed.  The morning sun caught her face and suddenly Elladan knew why, in his mind, he had thought of her as someone he ‘almost certainly did not know’ rather than someone he had definitely never seen before.




He did know her.  Or, at least, he had seen her before.  He had not immediately recognised her because the only other time he had seen her had been when Ithilienne had shown them their parents, dancing here, whilst they had been asleep in Imladris.  She had been wearing a dark blue gown and her hair had been loose and full of stars; Naltatamë was the elleth that had caught both his eye and Elrohir’s. 




He put down the tea and cakes with a smile.  But inside he wanted to laugh for hadn’t he said to Elrohir that he ‘might even be prepared to don multi-coloured Silvan splendour and wear the ribbons for the chance of a kiss.’  He still thought perhaps not the full multi-coloured Silvan splendour — but he would certainly do his utmost to get this elleth to accept a ribbon.  Just wait until he told Elrohir!




In the end the chess board remained untouched, and the three spoke of this and that until Gimli began to tire, dismissing them with instructions to walk back to the main house together.




“You do not need to accompany me, Lord Elladan…” she began as they walked down the garden path.




“Stop!” Elladan interrupted her.  “Not Lord Elladan please — after a morning of you hearing me referred to as ‘lad’ I really feel we are already on first name terms, unless you want me to refer to you as my lady Naltatamë?”




“Oh absolutely not,” she answered, “after all I am just a smith in your parents’ household.”




She paused and smiled.  “Although I feel I will need to know you better before I can call you ‘lad’.  So Elladan it is.”




“And,” he said, “my brother will certainly tell you that he is just Elrohir as well.”




A few more steps and she glanced at him sideways and asked, “Am I right, black braid clips…?”




“Oh well spotted!  Most people either never work it out unless we choose to tell them, or else it takes a while.”




“It was… an educated guess,” she answered. “If it had been the tone of voice, Gimli would not have waited until you were so close before using your name.”




“Elrohir wears blue.”




“And do you never swap?”




That question really made him smile.  “That was Tindómë’s first question, too, when we first knew her.  And the answer is that we are serious grown-up ellyn these days, so no.  Well hardly ever, anyway.”




As he could hardly tell her that he already knew the answer, a few more steps and then he asked, “Are you joining in the celebrations around the Ithilrim bonfire?”




“Certainly,” she answered.  “I told my family that I was returning especially.  They were amused at the idea of me turning into a wood elf, but I told them that metal and precious stones run through my veins and so if I was to turn into anything other than I am, it would be a dwarf!”




“Hmm,” Elladan turned so that they were face to face and tilted his head a little, studying her carefully.  “No, no sign of a beard…  I think you are still a Noldorin elleth.”




He was rewarded with a smile.  “And you and your brother?” she asked. “Are you planning on dancing around the fire?”




“Certainly.  And leaping it at dawn.  We already have our ribbons organised.  Elrohir’s,” he added, “are blue with horses embroidered on them as befits his name.  Mine have neither blue, nor horses, nor even any small men.  Oddly, although Legolas is a friend, we have never celebrated the solstices amongst his folk before and so I am unsure of correct etiquette, but I will ask you now if I may dance with you?”




“Oh I think so,” she replied.  “I may even accept a ribbon.”





8. The Game's Afoot



“Good afternoon Elrohir.”  




Tisirion greeted him as he entered the fire-lit forge, but continued to work glowing orange metal at the anvil with hammer and tongs.  Elrohir was about to ask him what he was working on when the smith nodded to a door on his left and spoke again.




“She’s through in the small forge…” 




Elrohir must have looked slightly surprised as the smith’s mouth quirked up at one corner before he spoke again.




“Naltatamë tells me she met Elladan at Gimli’s cottage this morning, and he walked back with her. Of course you are here looking for her.”




Elrohir shrugged his shoulders, said nothing, and went through the door Tisirion had indicated.




The small forge was also bathed in the light of a fire, but a smaller one in a brazier with only a set of hand bellows beside it.  The elleth was at a very neat bench beside the brazier working on a piece of metal little bigger than Elrohir’s thumb.  He watched in fascination as she seemed to be drawing on it with gold wire that melded into the hot surface.




When she was satisfied with her work she looked up, studied him carefully for a few seconds, then wordlessly took five coins from the end of her work bench and, still without speaking, she walked towards the door he had just come through and stopped just the other side of the threshold.




“Your money, Tisirion,” she said, and the other smith paused, grinned, and gestured with his head to a side bench.




Naltatamë, for it was quite definitely her, put the coins down where he had indicated and turned to Elrohir, who looked questioningly at her.




“He said you would be here before sunset my…” she hesitated.  “I was going to say ‘my lord Elrohir, but Elladan told me you would prefer simply Elrohir.”




“My twin was absolutely right.  May I call you by just your given name as well?”




“It would be most perverse of me to refuse!” Naltatamë replied.




“What are you working on?” he asked.  “It looks fascinating.  I know enough smithcraft myself to straighten a blade if it is bent, hammer dents from a breast-plate, and to mend the rings in mail if I have occasion to wear it, but little more.”




“It is the handle of a small knife.  The blade is ready to go into it when the tracery is complete.  The gold will form a pattern of leaves and flowers that are an integral part of the metal.  It will be a Solstice gift.”




“May I see?” he asked.




She waved him closer.




“Is it a commission?” he asked.




“It is.  A gift for an elleth, but I can say no more,” she finished with a smile.




“I would hazard a guess that it is for, and from, either one of the Ithilrim or one of the Imladrim,” said Elrohir.  “Because it looks as if it would be easily balanced to use as a throwing knife — and probably small enough to fit inside a boot…  And as such it will be most appreciated by someone who has lived where such a knife is normal, and not purely decorative.”




“You are quite right,” Naltatamë said.  “Until I came here to your parents’ household I would have thought such a gift would perhaps be a fruit knife for an ellon.  I have learnt a lot from the smiths here, Tisirion in particular, and Master Gimli.”




“If I had not already commissioned a very different gift for Elladan,” Elrohir said, “I would certainly have asked you to make one for him — and then I would have given it him suggesting all he needs these days is a fruit knife!”




Naltatamë clearly had a sense of humour, Elrohir thought, as at that she laughed out loud.




Her face became more serious and she spoke again.  




“But it is as well that we have so many amongst us who know well how to wield a sword, a knife, a buckler… for we are told that at the end we will face the greatest battle — and you can be sure the enemy will not be wielding only fruit knives.  There are some who have never left these shores who see those like yourself and Elladan, who have personally fought against evil, as in some way tainted.”  She frowned.  “But I do not think you will find many who think that way amongst your kin.”




There was a very slight emphasis on the word ‘your’ that gave Elrohir pause for thought.  This was not the time to ask, he decided, but he would not forget it.




Instead he simply nodded in acknowledgement and changed the subject.




“Our friend and mentor, Glorfindel, is currently inland visiting kin he had not seen in yéni; but he will rejoin our parents here in time.  I think we will ask you to make something for him in this style as he greatly appreciates beauty, especially beauty with a purpose.”




“With golden flowers?” she asked, “or do you think he may wish to be known as a member of some other house now?”




She was clearly an elleth who knew the history of those associated with the household.




“I have heard much about him,” she explained.  “More than one person has said to me ‘wait until you meet Glorfindel’, in one context or another over these past years.  And then I missed his brief few days here!”




“In respect of the golden flowers, it is a good question.  I will have to ask Elladan.  But, more importantly, now I want to know how often anyone said ‘wait until you meet Elrohir…’”




“One or two,” she answered and then smiled, “but never in quite the same tone as they mentioned Glorfindel!”




“You disappoint me,” Elrohir said.  “I hope you will not disappoint me further by refusing my request to have you dance with me at the solstice celebration.”




“I will not,” a tiny pause, “…disappoint you.  I will certainly look forward to dancing with you.  You do realise you do not need to book dances in advance?  It is hardly a formal ball in the High King’s court.”




“Ah, but better to be sure than sorry.  And it will be a lot more fun, I think, than any ball in the High King’s court.  I am definitely looking forward to this with much more anticipation than the possibility of one of those!”




“It will be.  And now I must chase you away for I have more fine work to do — begone!”




“At your command, Master Naltatamë,” he grinned, and left.







“You are right,” Elrohir said when he joined Elladan before dinner.  “She is certainly the most interesting new elleth yet.”







From the first time they had seen elves take carved, polished, wooden boards out to ride the waves, both brothers had been anxious to try this new sport.  Oddly, they had some knowledge already because, on that day so many years ago when they had spent time in California with Faith the vampire slayer, they had seen pictures of ‘surfing’.




Tindómë admitted it had been her idea to try it here, an idea that many others leapt at with great glee — and soon were leaping onto boards with equal enthusiasm.  In that other place it was thought of as a summer pastime.  But here the sea was usually too calm in the summer and it was now accepted that the boards would come out and be polished and prepared during the enderi days so that they were ready for the first suitable waves of Firith (or Quellë in Quenya — they were trying to get used to Quenya as a spoken language rather than a written one!).




The Teleri had wondered why they had never thought of it themselves; the Ithilrim thought it was a great use of the balance they all learnt as elflings when walking in the tree tops; and even many of the Noldor of their parents’ household had taken up the sport.  (It was noticeable that there were still few Noldor who lived in Alqualondë, apart from those who had come from Imladris with the twins’ parents or had joined their household.)




Erestor turned out to be an expert surfer.  Elladan wondered if he would be writing a book on the subject to add to the library; Elrohir’s response was just “Wait until Glorfindel sees him.  He will be determined to best him!”




It therefore amused, even if it did not totally surprise, their family and friends to discover that each twin had decided to give the other a surfboard as their midwinter gift. 




When they met up with Legolas, as the preparations were completed for the evening’s celebrations, and told him of their unplanned matching gifts, he was amused but asked them, seriously, if they thought that Master Elrond and Lady Celebrían might think of the surfboards as a sign that they intended to remain permanently in Alqualondë? 




“We thought of them as something to leave here for our amusement whenever we visited,” Elladan said.




“We do intend to visit regularly,” Elrohir added.  “But you are right — we really must tell them of our plans soon.”




“But not tonight,” said Elladan.  “Tonight we intend to disguise ourselves as wood elves and party until dawn.”






Neither twin was surprised, later, to find that the knife Naltatamë had been working on was a gift from Legolas to Ithilienne.





Elladan had felt both slightly self-conscious and a little surprised when Tindómë and Lithôniel had offered to come and help the twins bind in the ribbons as it was the first time they had worn them; it was not as if they had not being doing their own hair for many yéni.  And then Eleniel, followed by Eriathwen (who had been Tindómë’s first female friend amongst the Edhel and known to the twins for a very long time), also decided to join in. Sérëdhiel had then, of course, found out and invited herself although Elrohir had commented that, as it was also her first experience of this particular festive occasion, her advice was not likely to be particularly reliable.  So by late afternoon it had become something of a ‘before-party-party’ involving wine and an assortment of finger food.




The ellyth had looked at the hair ornaments the twins had already put out in readiness, nodded, rifled through the caskets again for more, and then each produced a small ornament or two more as gifts for each ellon ‘for luck’.




Eventually, when the ellyth had decided that the twins’ choices of tunics were acceptable, and their hair perfect, Elladan looked at himself in the mirror and was both amused and pleased with the result.  Then Naneth arrived, made both sons turn around slowly — and clapped her hands.  




When they joined Adar he nodded and said “You look well, my sons.”




And as they all went outdoors into the lamp-lit dusk Elladan began to feel, if anything, slightly under-dressed.




The feast was held, as it had been ever since the Ithilrim arrived, in the grounds of what Tindómë called ‘Imladris-on-Sea’.  Although this was their parents’ home it was clear to the twins that the hosts were Legolas and his naneth.  It was also clear that, although she had chosen to be known, at present, as Lady Ferveren, this was the Queen of The Great Greenwood.




Tonight she wore a crown of green leaves, red berries and white flowers.  Although Legolas himself had only ever worn such a crown when celebrating with his adar, he told Elladan that he had urged his naneth to wear one at the first such celebration after her return, to make it obvious to all just who she was, and she had continued the tradition.  Elladan thought it made her look even more a Silvan Queen than did the beautiful mithril circlet Gimli had made for her.




Legolas, on the other hand, wore nothing to denote rank.  However he wore a tunic which was either made from, or covered with, many different fabrics.  There seemed to be silks, lace, velvet perhaps, in many different colours from a soft silver grey to dark green.  There was even a panel of silk that reminded Elladan of the sea — it looked green, then blue, as Legolas moved.  For some reason that piece was also decorated with tiny pearl buttonsfn1. His hair was worked into many braids, and each braid was threaded through with ribbons of dark green and gold. In amongst the braids were glints of metal that closer inspection showed to be tiny leaves of copper and gold.  The final touch came from small feathers fastened in with more fine threads.




Elladan was reminded of Galanthir at the mid-summer celebrations in Minas Tirith the year Arwen’s first daughter, Gilraen, was born.  But, then, Galanthir had been the only ellon so attired whereas tonight there were many others; Legolas did not stand out particularly from those around him.  Although only those ellyn who were unbound wore the ribbons, the others still had decorated hair and wore tunics that caught the light from the many lanterns, whilst the ellyth wore dresses of beautiful fabrics and colours.  The overall effect, it seemed to Elladan, was as if the whole area had been settled, just briefly, by multi-hued butterflies. 




When the first star was spotted, Queen Ferveren and Legolas began the traditional song to Elbereth, Star Kindler and, as everyone else joined them, it struck Elladan that there were those around him now who had met her personally…  As the last notes died away, Legolas welcomed them all, bid them feast, and soon everyone was seated and happily doing just that.




The twins sat with their parents, and Grandmother and Grandfather also joined them (both seemed pleased, and amused, by their grandsons’ decision to fully join the fun).  But the seating was not at all formal, tables of all sizes having been brought from various houses and work sheds, along with a large assortment of chairs, benches and stools.




As he looked around Elladan even spotted the very table he had seen in The Hobbit Hole when he had visited Gimli, with the old dwarf sitting comfortably at it, accompanied, slightly less comfortably, by Tharhîwon, Haldirin and (‘definitely informal’ he thought again) Princess Rhîwen.  For a moment he thought that Naltatamë might also have joined Gimli, but a further scan of the area showed her sitting with Tisirion and two more of the smiths and their families.




There seemed to be all manner of food, not only from the household kitchen but also from individual homes, some dishes familiar some not.  It did not take long before people began to move from table to table, greeting friends, proffering the occasional solstice gift, and eating and drinking whatever they fancied as they circulated.




“Sam loved it,” Tindómë had said earlier, “there were so many tables well loaded with foods of all sorts.  Although he couldn’t quite help worrying that we still might not be eating as much of it as he would have liked us to!”




After some time, when conversation had mainly taken over from eating, Legolas returned to the top table and offered his arm to his naneth.  As they began to walk together almost everyone else fell in behind them and began to walk down to the shore that bordered the grassed area where the feasting had taken place.




Not everyone, Elladan noticed, as his parents replaced the young elves who had remained close to Gimli throughout the meal so that they could join the general exodus, as did the twins themselves, all heading for the bonfire which had been built above the tide line, but well away from any trees.  




Legolas and Lady Ferveren stopped a little way from it, waiting, until Orophin and Saeldauron approached carrying flaming torches and walked slowly towards the unlit fire.  Legolas took his place between the two torch-bearers and, when they reached the great pile of drift wood, he took the torch from Orophin and thrust it into the middle.




The kindling was instantly alight and soon the wood caught; smoke and sparks rose up, so that the sky above the blaze began to look red, dotted with tiny, ephemeral, gold-red stars.




In Minas Tirith when they had celebrated with Arwen and Aragorn and, once or twice, after Eldarion took the throne the dancing had begun as soon as the fire was lit.  But here people simply remained looking at the fire, and the spark-flecked sky, and at the sea where they watched a hazy reflection of the moon, Ithil, as it rose above the horizon into the night sky where Captain Grandfather would already be sailing.




The twins stood shoulder to shoulder, Grandfather and Grandmother beside them, and simply enjoyed the moment.  Then, from somewhere near the bonfire the musicians began to play, and Legolas led his mother to the flat, cleared, area of sand that constituted the dance floor.




Grandfather turned and formally requested that Grandmother join him, and then, just as Elrohir muttered in his ear “and now the game’s afoot…!”  Elladan felt a hand on his arm, and an elleth asked if he might honour her with the first dance.




Recognising the voice he turned with delight, for it was unexpected, and as he silently admitted defeat to Elrohir in the race to see who would get to dance first with Naltatamë, Grandmother Gull continued speaking.




“Had it been a circle dance I could have danced with you both together, but if I was to try to do that right now it would attract more attention than I am happy with!  But I would be honoured to dance with you later, Elrohir.   And, of course, it gives you a head-start in the race to lose your ribbons,” she finished with a smile.




Elrohir acknowledged this with a smile and set off towards a black-haired elleth who seemed to have captured the stars in her hair.




‘I must find out how she does that,’ Elladan thought, as he took the small figure of Grandmother Gull on his arm out to the dance floor.







fn1 A panel worked for him by Lithôniel using left-over fabric and buttons from the dress Ithilienne wore for the first celebration in Aman. 





9. Lead Me Out on the Moonlit Floor



As he danced with Grandmother Gull, Elladan could see that Elrohir had made something of a bee-line for Naltatamë and invited her up onto the ‘floor’ before anyone else.  He really did not mind at all, even if it did mean losing their small wager.  Although they had once, fleetingly, been one fëa, each of them had slightly different strengths and weaknesses; and in games of strategy Elladan won at least two thirds of the time for he thought slightly further ahead than his brother.  And, having had a few conversations with his friends who had been here longer, Elladan was happy to play a slightly longer game tonight.




The first dance was drawing to a close.  He could see Legolas leading his naneth back to her seat and was just wondering where Grandmother Gull might wish to sit when he felt a tap on his shoulder.




Grandfather!  He had definitely been dancing with Grandmother a few minutes ago.




“An exchange of partners, if you would humour your Grandmother Galadriel and myself?” he said.  “And if you will permit, my lady kinswoman?”




Which answered the question from a few months earlier which Elladan had not got around to asking.




Grandmother Gull managed to move within the dance from one partner to the other without breaking step, and Elladan found himself dancing with his other Grandmother.  (Yes, there were a lot of ellyth he would address as ‘Grandmother’ but only because all the ‘greats’ got tiring!)




“Kinswoman?” he asked Grandmother.




“Quite distant, but still kin,” she answered.  “We have visited her, quietly, on two occasions since your ship docked and, of course, they did meet briefly on board.”  She smiled.  “I wanted to dance with my grandson, and your grandfather wanted Elwing to know that we feel she is part of our family not just your adar’s, for she has few kin here at Alqualondë.”




Elladan nodded.  Grandmother Gull’s blood kin here in Aman were either in Mandos’ Halls or ‘where Elu Thingol lives quietly down the coast’, but she was tied to Alqualondë by her bond with Captain Grandfather, for this is where Vingilótë sailed from, as decreed by the Valar, and that was that.    




Captain Grandfather had even fewer kin here at the coast, for his elven family were all Noldorin.  Already both twins had realised that the distinct separation between the peoples remained obvious here whereas back in Ennor, to a large extent, a common enemy and dwindling numbers meant that they had just become ‘The Edhel’.  




Perhaps, for the Teleri, him being a fellow sailor (and what a sailor!) trumped being Noldorin, or perhaps he was glad to be able to avoid most social occasions by being aloft in the ultimate sense.  A point to ponder.




But now was not the time to ponder.  There were ellyth to dance with, kisses to share, and ribbons to, hopefully, be accepted.




One evening Legolas had told them about actually riding with Lord Oromë in his great hunt, and Tindómë had added her description of doing the same, including the ornamentations in the hair of the huntsmen.  She said that she understood that they added something to the collection each time they joined the hunt.  And that it had reminded her of the Silvan tradition in which the twins were now participating.




Although Legolas had explained it to them in the past, it had been as something that was part of  his culture, something that sounded interesting, and enjoyable, but not something they expected to be part of in their near future.  So they had been quite happy for their Ithilrim friends to explain some of the serious side behind the fun, again, that same evening.  




“A successful night for anyone involved with the ‘hunt’ requires good timing, a knowledge of tactics… and the ability to continue the task despite distractions,” Legolas had said.




“Distractions?” Elrohir had asked.




“No elleth should really accept a ribbon unless you have managed to ‘stir her blood’…”




“Or other parts,” Lithôniel had interrupted her husband.




“And they,” Orophin continued with a slight smile, “will almost certainly be doing their best to have the same effect on you.”




“Whilst you warriors will have all sorts of wagers involving who can lose the most ribbons, or lose them the fastest,” Tindómë joined the conversation, “we will almost certainly have a similar number of wagers running through the night — which may or may not involve getting a specific ellon to the point where he might accept an offer to leave the dance floor and enjoy some quality one on one action… So reducing his chances of winning any wagers of his own.




“And then, of course, whilst the bound ellyth may not offer quite such a distraction, our husbands will dance, and kiss, so ‘stealing’ your targets.  And they often have a different game going on, where any mistake will lead to a forfeit, and anyone who has a wager on who will succeed in that will make use of their bound status to stir the loins of their partner because it will then distract the ellon in question…”




She paused.  Then went on, “Which means, now I think of it, that you two might find yourselves at a distinct disadvantage because of your link to each other.”




Now, some three or four hours since the bonfire had been lit, Elladan realised that she had been quite right.  Whatever Elrohir was doing, Elladan was beginning to respond to it.  Not that there was anything improper about feeling ‘a stirring of the loins’ with his current partner, a Telerin elleth who had been very happy to dance.  Although it might have been a little embarrassing if he had still been dancing with his close relatives…




He wondered who his brother was kissing.  A glimpse across the dance floor showed Elrohir in very close contact with an elleth who was not immediately recognisable.  Remembering something Tindómë had said, Elladan pondered briefly what Uinen looked like.  




There was a pause in the music and Elladan’s partner looked at him expectantly.  He kissed her thoroughly, but kept just a little bodily separation because he had decided it was time to stalk a specific prey, in hunting parlance, and did not want his current partner to expect him to linger.  She happily accepted a ribbon and, by the time he had reached the edge of the space was in the arms of another ellon.  Elladan began to search for an elleth with hair that looked like a moonless night full of stars.




He found her just as Legolas walked her towards a group of ellyth that included Tindómë and her daughter.  Ithilienne wore a dress the colour of a heavy winter sky; it should have looked drab but the underdress looked as if it was woven silver, and oak leaves touched with silver frost were embroidered on the overdress as if blown there by a gust of wind.  




Elladan thought that someone had been making a statement when that dress was designed, for Legolas’s symbol was the green oak leaf and the silver was just as reminiscent of moonlight as it was of snow…  Then he noticed, as she turned, that from the nape of her neck to the curve of her buttocks it was fastened by a long row of tiny silver buttons.  They would take some undoing, but he could see that the exercise might be quite erotic, and he would be willing to wager that she once had a dress in sea colours with similar pearl ones, just like the panel on Legolas’s tunic.




Tindómë already had one of Elrohir’s ribbons worked into her hair, but at first sight it looked as if Naltatamë had none at all.  Then Elladan realised Legolas was fastening one of his around her wrist, where there were already others including, as expected, one of Elrohir’s.




Tindómë made a slight movement of her head then put her hand to her ear as if to check her earring.  He recognised the gesture and said to her, silently, ‘I’m listening Tinu.” 




‘The real wager would be to see who manages to persuade Naltatamë to actually fasten a ribbon into her hair!’ She said to him the same way. 




‘Oh I do wish we had known earlier,’ he answered, ‘as Elrohir has already danced with her…’




‘Go for it!’ He could hear her smile in her voice. ‘You manage it and my new festival dress will be Imladrim blue.’




Elladan turned slightly.  “Master-smith Naltatamë, may I request the pleasure of this dance with you?” 




The dance was quite a lively one but, as it involved twirling your partner away from you and then back into a close hold, definitely satisfying.  And it put Elladan close enough to finally work out what held Naltatamë’s hair in place and covered it in stars.  




There was an incredibly fine black metal mesh that was braided into it just above her face, and formed something very like the decorated hair snoods he had sometimes seen at Estel and Arwen’s court, but this one was designed to cover long unbound hair rather than constricting it.  And at each junction of the mesh there was a small diamond.  (Tindómë had once told him that diamonds were regarded as the most costly gems back in California — there, he thought, this would be a very expensive item!)  Braiding in a ribbon would be a real challenge.




The kiss turned out to be extremely satisfying, too, even if he could not easily entwine his fingers in her hair.  He asked, as was tradition, if she would accept a ribbon, she agreed to and then held out her arm.  But he had noticed that Tindómë wore a couple of ribbons around her neck as if they were a choker and so he ignored the proffered wrist and deftly slid his ribbon under Naltatamë’s hair and tied it in the same way.




“Brave,” she said, but did not object.




Later, he thought, he would get one into her hair…




But for now, it was time to put his strategy to the test.




“Would you, perhaps, like to join me in some refreshments?” he asked, “We can sit on the rocks and enjoy watching the bonfire for a little while.”




Naltatamë tilted her head and raised an eyebrow slightly, looking at him for what felt like a long time, before agreeing that this seemed like a good idea.  As this was not her first time at such a night the implication was not lost on her.




Soon they were sitting on a flat area of rock, a little way away from the dancers and the bonfire, a plate full of small savouries and sweetmeats between them and not only goblets of wine but also a jug containing more.




Naltatamë smiled.  “I do like a well prepared ellon…” she said.




Elladan hoped she referred not only to the extra wine but also to the timing of his request to dance, just at the point where what Tindómë called a ‘time-out’ might be a good idea.




They talked a little, mainly about his former home in Ennor and how she had come to be part of his parents’ household. Lord Aulë, she explained, thought she might enjoy discovering new techniques from the smiths who arrived with Master Elrond from over the sea.  She did wonder if Lord Aulë had foreseen Gimli’s arrival as well, as she also learnt a lot from him. 




Elladan decided this was not the time to enquire about whether this included dwarven love-making techniques…




Instead he refilled their goblets and moved the now empty plate away, closing the gap between them.  Naltatamë smiled at him, raised her goblet to him and drank from it, before putting it down and making the first move herself.




The kisses were very satisfactory, so was the nibbling of ears and necks; Naltatamë’s hand was able to work its way under Elladan’s tunic to gently pinch his nipples.  But her bodice was not quite low enough to allow similar access and he had to satisfy himself with caresses over the fabric.  Even so his leggings were pleasantly tight over his stiffening vië; the sensation, and size, increasing as Naltatamë used her other hand to caress the fabric covered bulge with just the right amount of pressure.




If Elrohir was not otherwise distracted he would know by now that Elladan was most certainly experiencing what Tindómë had described as ‘a stirring of the loins’!   He concentrated for a few moments not on his hröa but on reaching his fëa towards its other half.  Ah, yes, Elrohir was otherwise distracted — or perhaps not so much otherwise as similarly…  




But they had agreed long ago that you did not distract your brother whilst he was enjoying such pleasures and so, just as Elrohir may well have known Elladan was indulging in what Tindómë had called ‘some quality one on one action’ but did not use their mental link to find out more, neither did Elladan.  At least not whilst the ‘one on one action’ was ongoing; later they would almost certainly compare notes...




He returned to concentrating fully on Naltatamë.




It was not really the ideal way to bring each other to flight as thoroughly as he would wish even if, somewhere nearby, he heard the sound of an elleth reaching her climax.   He kept his hands on Naltatamë’s breasts but stopped sucking on the tip of her ear and, instead, spoke, his lips still almost touching it.




“Perhaps it is time for a little more wine, and then to rejoin the celebrations… at least for now.”  




She moved so that both hands were now on the outside of his tunic, although their faces were still almost touching.




“A little more wine sounds good — and then you still have ribbons to lose,” she said.  “After all it would not do for a prince of the Noldor—” 




He quirked an eyebrow and gave her a mock frown.




“A prince of the Noldor,” she said again with a slight smile, “to be found wanting in a contest with lesser elves!”  




As it was clear from her tone of voice that she was joking, rather than insulting those around them, he grinned back and agreed that it would be bad form to relinquish the hunt to others whilst the night was still not over.




“But,” he said, “I am told by my friends that once we have jumped the fire and eaten a not-quite-breakfast, it is usual to retire to our beds for much of the day.  And it would give me great pleasure if you were to join me in mine.”




“Mmmm…” she answered, “I believe it might give us both great pleasure…”




She paused then asked, “Would this be joining you in the singular, or in the plural?”




“In the singular, on this occasion, I think.  Elrohir will almost certainly be making his own arrangements.  Are you disappointed?  I know there are some who prefer to only share their bodies with us both together; we have been told that it is ‘like making love to one ellon who can touch you in twice as many places’.  Or would you have politely requested that he did not join us?”




“Neither,” she replied.  “I have a feeling it is like asking me whether I prefer red wine or white, or to work with fine wire and gems or a hammer and tongs; both give me equal pleasure.”




That, Elladan thought, was the perfect answer.





10. Of Ribbons and Wagers.



As the night progressed both twins danced with many ellyth they had not previously met, as well as with old friends including most of those who had helped them get ready.  As the first hint of the coming day tinged the sky they stood together; each with only one ribbon left.  




“I think we have time to gift these to grateful ellyth…” Elrohir said with a smile.  “And it looks as if it might be a dead-heat.”




“Ah,” came Legolas’s familiar voice. “It seems your advisors did a good job of calculating how many ribbons you needed.”




His own hair was completely loose but still adorned with the feathers and small metallic leaves, although he seemed to have also lost a few of those.    




He went on “I have been a little slow this time.  I will have to buy Galanthir’s ribbons for the summer.  But, on the other hand, Cîrdoron will be paying for mine.”  He paused briefly and then said  “We often leave the final ribbon to give to the partner with whom we hope to spend the next few hours… unless such agreements have already been sealed with a ribbon earlier…?”




The twins looked at each other. 




‘Naltatamë’, Elladan said silently.




 ‘Turiel…’ came the reply.




Ah — Tindómë’s friend who had died in the orc attack on Eryn Ithil, but was now returned.  Elladan could certainly see the attraction.




Both looked at Legolas.  




“Do you think we would leave it to chance?” Elrohir asked.




“Well I have been known to…” Legolas grinned.  




Then he went on, “It is almost time to jump the fire.  Soon your Grandfather Eärendil will bring his sky ship in to dock.  So — a challenge; you must lose your last ribbons before Vingilótë is home and then I will buy ribbons for you both the next time you join our hunt.”




“Done,” said both twins together.




Which is how Sérëdhiel found herself swept onto the dance floor by two Els, one holding each arm.   She was wearing a dress with sleeves that almost swept the ground as they twirled her around.  (Made with so much love by her mother, who had waited so long for her to arrive, that she wore it with pride despite telling everyone at the ‘hair braiding party’ that it was ‘ridiculously impractical’.)




Even though Sérëdhiel called them ‘a pair of very silly boys’, she accepted a kiss first from Elladan and then Elrohir and had two extra ribbons braided into her hair simultaneously just as Vingilótë could be seen gliding down onto the sea in the bay.




Over by the fire, Legolas raised a goblet of wine to them.  It occurred to Elladan that they had just committed themselves to joining in again in the future, for there is no way they would let Legolas’s wager go unclaimed.  In his mind he heard Elrohir say almost the same thing.




Within minutes all the instruments but the drums stopped playing, and their rhythm increased.  Then the first ellon jumped the fire.




Elladan wondered if Orophin and Rumil would do as he had seen them do, long ago, in Minas Tirith, and jump at the same time from opposite sides.  They did.  And not only them, but another pair did the same thing a few beats later.  Doubtless various wagers were being won all around, he thought.




“Shall we?” Elrohir asked.




“Definitely.  Had no-one else I might have suggested going singly, so as not to break custom, but as it is…”




They had done this a few times at the Gondorian version of the midsummer bonfire, after seeing the two Galadhrim do it.  He fleetingly wondered if anyone here still thought of the sons of Thorontor as Galadhrim, then concentrated on his brother, who was making his way around the fire.




‘Now!’.




They passed in mid-air to much applause and Elladan smiled as he saw Cîrdoron solemnly pass a coin to Tindómë.  Then he noticed Naltatamë coming towards him.




“I really should have wagered that you two would do that,” she said as she reached him.  “Even if it is, technically, the first time you have joined the celebration…”




“You should,” he agreed, “the odds will have greatly reduced next time.”




Had it been Tindómë he knew she would have stuck her tongue out at him in reply.  Naltatamë simply shrugged — but made no move to leave his side, and they stood together watching others jump for some time.




He saw Elrohir, standing a little way back from the fire, talking to Turiel.  She reached down and kilted up her dress, then took a couple of steps back before running and jumping the fire herself.




That surprised Elladan who had assumed festive dresses would have made the jumping a male only sport.  His companion also looked slightly surprised.  




Then she said, “I was not expecting that… my money was on one of the other Ithilrim ellyth to be the first!”




“Clearly I still have much to learn…” Elladan said, managing to sound mournful.  




“Almost certainly,” Naltatamë said, equally seriously.  Then she smiled, and said, “But, once we have had breakfast, I am looking forward to discovering something of what you already know!”







Tindómë had wagered on her friend spending the day with one of the Elrondionath.  She would collect her winnings from ‘the pool’ later.  She had not thought, though, to also put money on Naltatamë.  But she was not really surprised to see the smith moving off towards the main house with Elladan, who was carrying food.  




However she was surprised to hear him saying, in a serious voice, “… and I know a lot about weather conditions in the Trollshaws.  Not to mention having had many lessons on tying knots…”




And Naltatamë answering, equally seriously, “Knots?  How very useful.”







They had left wine and glasses in each of their bedrooms rather than their shared living space, as they had been unsure just who they might entertain, and so Elladan invited Naltatamë straight into his bedroom.  (Elrohir admitted, later, that he would have invited Naltatamë to spend the day with him, if he had not concluded, when he saw her leave the dancing area with Elladan, that his twin had been the better tactician.  But, he added, he certainly had no regrets about spending a good deal of time in pleasurable pursuits with Turiel!) 




Naltatamë paused just inside the doorway and looked around her appreciatively, and then smiled, indicated the wall across the room and asked “May I?”




“Of course,” Elladan replied.  




She crossed the room and carefully lifted down his favourite sword where it was displayed on the wall.  She examined the ebony handle inlaid with silver, and the long, slightly curved, blade where the beauty of the pattern welding was enhanced by a series of incised swirls along its back.  




“Beautiful,” she said. “And functional, of course.”




“Her companion dagger is also here,” he told her.




“Hers?” Naltatamë questioned.




“She was my constant companion and shared my bedroll for many years,” he said, smiling slightly, “which implied, at least for me, that she was more likely to be female than male!”




As Naltatamë also examined the main-gauche with a studied eye, Elladan heard Elrohir’s silent voice.




‘How goes it El?’




‘Currently my companion is more interested in my cristan than my cristhen…!’




He heard Elrohir laugh then say ‘What do you expect of a mastersmith if you have the one more obviously on display than the other?  Alright, alright, I will go away now — I promise!’ and inside his head was silence again.




This time it was Elladan’s turn to say “May I?” as he touched the diamond studded mesh covering Naltatamë’s hair.




“Please do,” she answered, “It would not do for you to get entangled at any point during the day.  At least not in my hair net.”




“Other forms of entanglement would be preferable…” Elladan agreed, as he reached up and began to carefully unfasten the tiny braids that were worked into the front of the hairpiece, keeping it in place.




It was an amazing piece of work.




“Was this a gift or did you make it yourself?” he asked.




“A little of both, I would say.  My father gifted me the materials, and tutored me in making the very fine metal threads and securing the stones.  And then I completed it as a piece of work towards my mastery.”




“It is beautiful,” Elladan said.  “It makes you hair look like a moonless sky, full of stars.”




She gave him ‘a look’.




“Genuinely,” he said.  “I would have told you that even had you been on your way to Elrohir’s room, or any one else’s.”




“Then, thank you,” she replied. 







Naltatamë did have very shapely arms, Elladan decided; he had no trouble at all believing Gimli’s assertion that ‘she can swing a hammer as well as any’.  




From his current viewpoint he was happily coming to the conclusion that the muscles across her chest, also strengthened by swinging a hammer, made her breasts a little more prominent than most.  Not fuller in the way of some of the mortal women he had bedded over the years, or even Tindómë who was also fleshier in some parts than most ellyth, just a little easier to caress whilst she was straddling him and clasping his vië with her inner muscles.  




Actually, as he moved his hands down her torso towards her mound and her tuima, her hidden bud, he could see her thighs were also well muscled and he detoured a little so that he could run his hands up them and reach his goal from that angle. 




A little later as she knelt, holding the bedhead whilst he thrust in and out of her at a carefully measured pace, he decided that he rather liked the glimpses of strength in her shoulders and back, and most certainly appreciated the shape of her backside.  And she did make such wonderful sounds as he teased her and kept her hanging on the edge of flight… and even more erotic cries when she finally seemed to explode into a flight more reminiscent of one of Mithrandir’s fireworks than of a bird soaring on the air currents.   (Fortunately not even a whisp of a thought about Grandmother Gull entered his mind at that point.)




As the winter sun reached mid-day both lay temporarily satiated and on the verge of sleep.  




‘There is food, and fresh cordials, if you want anything.’ he heard Elrohir say.  ‘We have just filled plates and glasses and are returning to my bed.’




‘Soon… I do not think I have the energy to move for a few minutes,’  Elladan answered.




He could feel his brother smiling, and then he drifted off to sleep.




Naltatamë stirred before Elladan and, as it was approaching mid-afternoon, agreed she could certainly eat again.  




She swooped down on some small pastries with enthusiasm, declaring them to be her favourites.  As they were not familiar to Elladan, so not something that appeared on the menu here frequently, he idly wondered whether someone in the kitchens had had the foresight to make them yesterday, expecting her to be here to eat them, or had hurriedly made them when someone noticed them walking towards the house together as dawn broke.  But he did not dwell on the thought for he was soon distracted.




Unlike their suite of rooms at Imladris, which had been on the ground floor allowing them easy access, these rooms were on the upper floor to give them a view of the sea through the tops of the trees in the grounds.  He had been told, more than once, that the Noldor here in Aman were more prudish than the Teleri or the Sindar (or less indecorous, depending on your point of view).  Either Naltatamë was the exception, or she had become more like those others during her time in this very mixed household, as she now stood looking out of the open balcony door whilst wearing nothing but a selection of ribbons around her wrists and Elladan’s ribbon around her throat.  




He was not at all surprised to find that the focus of his hröa had moved from his stomach to points a little lower… By the time he stood behind her he was fully erect.




“We could just join here,” he said, as he put his arms around her, his vië sandwiched between them.  




She seemed to consider for a minute, then said “I think not today… but another time, yes.”




An interesting answer, he thought.  She was not totally averse to the suggestion, and clearly did not see this as a once only encounter.  Neither did he.




Neither did she hurry to leave the open door, so they stood together watching the sea for a little longer before returning to his bedroom.




She sat on the edge of the bed and reached out a hand to his erect vië.  This time he watched her as she caressed him, considering that her craft gave her one or two interesting callouses, just as did his own sword, or Legolas’s bow.  




“Gimli declared,” he said, “that you could handle hammers as well as any.”  He paused to make appreciative sounds then, after a deep breath, continued.  “I would say this certainly includes a heart-hammer…”




Clearly smiths here used the same ‘less formal name’ for a vië as those who had taught him it back in Imladris, or one of those who had sailed with his Adar had also taught her, because she smiled, and thanked him for the compliment, before taking him in her mouth whilst both her hands continued as before.




He held back as long as he could, but flight was inevitable.  




After a pause to empty bladders and drink some fruit cordial, he suggested she lie on the bed for him to reciprocate but, instead, she stood and ran her hand over the intricately wrought metal bed-head.  




“I had no part in the making of your bed,” she said, “but I admire the skill of whoever designed it with so many well placed curves and loops…”




He though he knew where her mind was going; the similar curves and loops on the one in Imladris, or the wooden versions in the guest chambers in Eryn Ithil, could certainly add extra spice to the way two hröar (or more) could enjoy each other. And she had had a distinct twinkle in her eye when she agreed, earlier, that a knowledge of knots was useful…




“Would it please you to put a couple of those ribbons to use?” he asked.  




“Oh I think so,” she answered with a slow smile.  “As long as it is turn-and-turn-about, if not today, then next time.”




Soon ribbons he recognised as coming from Legolas and Galanthir tied her wrists to the bed head.  He must tell them sometime.




He took pillows and put them under what Rumil would have called her adel-bein, spread her knees with his shoulders, and began to use his tongue and his swordsman’s hands to make her squirm and plead for release.




As the sun began to set came the time for turn-and-turn-about.  She undid his ribbon from around her neck and used it to bind his hands together before looping it over a well placed swirl of metal.  By the time she released him the sky outside was as black as the curtain of her hair that had brushed against him at some very interesting moments.




“And may I tie that ribbon into your hair, now?” he asked once it lay on the bed beside him.




“And if I say ‘yes’,” she replied, “do you win a wager, or the money from a pot?”




He smiled.  “A wager, but one that will cost me money, not gain it.”




She looked at him questioningly.




“Tindómë challenged me.  And if I succeed she will wear a gown in the blue of Imladris for the next such celebrations.  But I feel it would only be right, then, for me to gift her such a new gown!”




Naltatamë nodded her head and raised an eyebrow.  




“And how would she know you had succeeded?”




“A stroll together and a social call, I think.”




“I have only one condition,” she said.




Which is how, some time later, Tindómë was delighted to welcome them into the garden of her current home to join her family and admire the way in which the ribbons of Elladan and Elrohir were both worked into Naltatamë’s customary thick single braid.




11. Unexpected Occurrences



Tindómë might have wondered about the significance of not only Elladan’s ribbon, but also Elrohir’s, being worked into Naltatamë’s braid.  After all, she knew as well as others (and better than most after talking to Turiel) that the master-smith had not shared the day with both Els.  Elrohir, when he saw it, recognised it as a promise.




It was not a promise immediately fulfilled, but one to savour for a day or two.  In the meantime they spent time with their parents, Grandmother and Grandfather, and Grandmother Gull and Captain Grandfather, telling them their plans for a future home in what Tindómë had called Imladris Eden (although they did not plan to keep the name).




They were happy, and somewhat relieved, to find that all six confirmed that they had expected the twins to make a home, or homes, of their own.  




When Tindómë and Haldir had told Master Elrond, Celebrían, and Lady Galadriel the story of their journey to find Lord Námo’s domain they had both mentioned finding a valley where they had rested after Tindómë’s accident, but their other news had seemed more important.  Now that the twins brought out the previously unshown drawings by Rumil, in addition to copies of the maps Haldir had drawn, the parents and grandparents could all see why their friends had thought of Elladan and Elrohir… and kept the details back for them to have ‘first choice’.




“As Haldir pointed out,” Elladan said, “It would be a stopping point between ‘Old Valinor’ and the new lands.”




“Although,” Elrohir added with a smile, “I am told Haldir was less diplomatic.  Something along the lines of ‘it’s not so close to Tirion that there will be a lot of unwanted visitors… but close enough to visit the court as relatives, and to also keep up to date with whatever is going on there.’  And there would be only the next mountain range to cross to reach yourselves,” he finished, waving at his maternal grandparents.




“In effect,” Adar said, also with a smile, “each group would think of your home there as ‘the last homely house’.”




“We could visit,” Grandmother Gull said.




The twins had not been sure that Captain Grandfather was allowed to take time away from his nightly journey; clearly he was!




“Whilst Vingilótë must sail, and the silmaril must be on board,” the grandfather in question explained, “Not only do I trust all my crew, but the silmaril is, by rights, Elwing’s.  So she can carry it on Vingilótë, as can Elrond, although he has yet to do so without me aboard.  And so could either of you I am sure — although a few journeys with me might be required first, and if it were one of you it might defeat the object of the exercise!”




‘Elo!  So now we know the answer to the question of travelling the sky with him — and we might, apparently, even be entrusted with the silmaril ourselves!’   Elrohir said silently.




“Over time,” Grandmother Gull added, “I think my brothers might also take on the role.  But, for now, we could at least visit you in your valley one at a time.”




Later, back in their own suite, they considered, yet again, that the future had a lot more to offer than they had ever expected when they had remained in Imladris thinking that life in ‘The West’ sounded stultifyingly boring.




“And,” Elrohir said, “if we are allowed to sail the skies with Captain Grandfather, we can even see the places we have known and loved.”




“Perhaps once or twice,” Elladan said, after thinking about it for a minute or two.  “But it could become a two-edged sword if we were to see places change for the worse, or be abandoned.  Or even see such places ravaged by war.  For even if Morgoth and Sauron are not free to incite it, I am sure men will still wage war on each other.”




“You are right, El,” his brother answered, slowly.  “It must have been very hard for Captain Grandfather over the years…”







That had been a sombre note for the end of the evening, but it had been a couple of evenings ago, and this was a very different one.  




Elladan had arranged to go starlight fishing with some of the distant Telerin cousins.  (Not to be confused with starlight bathing… this involved boats, nets, lines and, probably, a beach-side fire and a breakfast of fish!)  But a storm had blown in during the day and there would be no pleasure in the venture, so it was put off for a night or two.




So, instead, Elladan was now lying on his bed listening to the wind and the rain outside.  This still gave him pleasure in itself; knowing that there was no reason for him to be outside either sheltering from the storm or having to keep on moving despite it.  This simple pleasure was now being added to by a slightly more complex, and equally familiar, one.




Perhaps, he thought, he should have invited himself to an evening indoors with the same cousins or, perhaps, asked one or two of them to join him in his bed for the evening.  It had been quite a while, even by elven standards, since he had enjoyed the pleasures of the body with others that included any other ellon apart from Elrohir.  And it would have given him an outlet for the arousal levels that were building up due to Elrohir currently entertaining Naltatamë in his half of their suite…




Of course, when they had reached the level of maturity where the hröar became capable of enjoying the pleasures of sexual arousal, it had taken very little time to realise that the hröa of one reacted to that of the other, even when they were a couple of hundred rangar or so apart.  If one flew in his sleep the other did; if one eased himself the other became erect and felt the need to do likewise.




As they reached their coming of age they had used this, sometimes, to positive effect.  But more often they had used it to embarrass each other in all sorts of situations.  Only when the young Elladan had thought to discomfit Elrohir whilst he himself was nursing a twisted ankle, and his twin was due to have a lesson with Glorfindel, did they really stop to think about the possible dangers.  And that was only after the increasing, unwanted, level of arousal distracted Elrohir so much that Glorfindel almost seriously injured him when sparring.  




At that point Glorfindel had demanded to know what was the matter, and the truth came out.  A very stern talking to had left both chastened and fully understanding what the consequences of such ‘thoughtless actions’ could be.  They no longer used this link to embarrass each other… well hardly ever.




There had, however, been another way to use it for a degree of amusement.  If one twin was enjoying an encounter with one or two others, not including his brother, but the uninvolved twin was close enough to feel the sense of increased arousal, then it was possible for that twin to begin to ease himself with some vigour and urgency… so pushing his brother into flight whether he had wanted to delay his pleasure or not.




Tonight, Elladan thought, was definitely not a night to do that.  Instead he set himself the task of enjoying the effects of Elrohir’s pleasure without, as he usually would under the circumstances, using his own hands to match step by step.  Instead he held onto the bed head as if his wrists were attached to it, and visualised the things Naltatamë and Elrohir might be doing.  Elrohir was obviously having as enjoyable an encounter with the master-smith as he had had himself, for eventually Elrohir’s effect on him built to such a level that it was extremely difficult for Elladan to keep his hands on the bedhead and, at the point where he was sure Elrohir had flown, he did so as well.




They had an agreement that only the twin who was physically indulging could instigate mental conversation…  But Elladan was not surprised to hear, a few moments later, ‘Huitho!  That was good…’ 




He could only agree.  He thought, though, to leave Elrohir some privacy as he had originally intended.




‘Mmm,’ he answered, looking at his stomach were his own seed glistened in the faint light, ‘I will clean myself up quickly and then leave you to your pleasure, as I think I will walk down to Grandmother Gull’s and wait for the return of Captain grandfather.’








It was almost a month since the Midwinter celebrations.  Already the days were a little longer but now it was almost midnight and the moonlight shone from almost directly overhead.  Legolas’s hair shone like silver, but the twins were more like pools of darkness where the three sat, talking, in a quiet corner of Lady Celebrían’s garden.




Legolas took a sip of wine and then said,  “So… Naltatamë?”




Both twins smiled.  




“She is… interesting,” said Elladan.




“The most interesting elleth we have met,” his brother confirmed.




Back to Elladan.  “Although there is novelty in meeting so many new people.”  




“And spending time with them in new and interesting places…”  Elrohir finished the rally.




“I have heard — and noticed,” Legolas said.  He continued the conversation,  “It was a pleasure to have the three of you in the bathing pool when Ithilienne and I, and Galanthir and Turiel, were starlight bathing the other night.”  




He paused, then added, “not that it is a new place for any of you, of course, but you did look beautiful together.”




“It is an excellent bathing pool.”  This time Elrohir began.




“We are very grateful that you wild wood elves arrived here before us and suggested building that particular pool especially for starlight bathing,” Elladan continued.




Then came Elrohir.  “So that newer, Noldorin, members of the household already knew of the pleasures of such an evening.”




“As we hear they do not have such pools in Tirion,” Elladan finished.




“I think Tirion is too crowded and, perhaps,” Legolas said, “those who live there are a little more formal in their pleasures than those of us born and raised amongst trees and untamed rivers.  




“Or, possibly,” he added, “they have many suitable pools, well used for starlight bathing, but preferred not to allow we ‘wild wood elves’ to join them.  You two might find such a thing is, in fact, as usual amongst your Noldorin kin as amongst your Sindarin kin…




“There again,” he finished with a grin, “with the famous Noldorin affinity for metals, they might do all their trysting by the light of the forge.  Although I have not heard of Naltatamë, or any of the Noldorin members of your parents’ household, doing so here… maybe you should ask them!”




As Elladan considered the forge as a place for exploring the desires of the body, Legolas spoke again.




“Talking of new and interesting places, my information is that you two accompanied the master-smith to her home for the rest of the night — and that certainly counts as a new and interesting place, as few others have been invited there, even though it is certainly not unknown for her to share her hröa with others.”




That, thought Elladan, was an interesting new piece of information.  




They had joined Naltatamë in a cottage in the grounds of their parents’ house, not dissimilar from those inhabited by senior household members and craft masters back in Imladris.  It had a large living space and an equally large bedroom, also a private bathing pool, and a kitchen area should the occupant choose to eat there rather than in the main dining hall.  It had not occurred to either of the twins that she did not regularly share the bed (or the floor of the living area, or the large cushions from the settle) with others.




“I do not suppose,” Legolas continued, “that you learnt the answer to the mystery of whether she could claim the winnings with regard to bedding Gimli, if she chose to do so, did you?”




“No,” answered Elrohir.  ‘Although we certainly learnt other unexpected things…’ he continued silently to Elladan.




“At least, not yet,” Elladan added out loud in answer to Legolas’s question.  




Although they might have shared one of those other unexpected things with their friend, the second was too… unsettling, too personal, to share with anyone other than themselves.  At least until they had time to think about it.  




But they did not even need to consider sharing the first unexpected occurence of that night, because Legolas was changing the subject.




“I hear,” he said, “that you are soon to go to Tirion.”




“We are,” Elladan confirmed.  “Grandmother insisted that we could wait no longer or her parents might begin to feel insulted.”




“Or even,” Elrohir took over, “consider that we might be plotting a rebellion!”




“Although,” Elladan finished, “We do not think that was really a serious worry.”




Elrohir picked up from him.  “We did try to delay a little longer, we are enjoying life here at Alqualondë…”




“As I owe Tindómë a celebratory dress in Imladris blue…”




“And I pointed out that you were supplying us with ribbons for midsummer…”




The conversation continued to go back and forth between the two of them, just for the pleasure of it.




“But Daernaneth sent me to find Tindómë and buy the fabric that very afternoon…!”




“And Grandfather pointed out that you could simply provide our ribbons for next midwinter instead…”




“Or even for the solstice after that, if we have not returned to our parents’ home by then.”




At which point Elrohir finished this round with a heartfelt, “Valar forbid!”




“Don’t worry,” Legolas reassured them, “We have no plans to set off for our new lands yet, and I am almost certain that your master-smith will still be here when you return,” he finished with a sideways look at the twins and a smile.




Later he told Tindómë, with another smile, that neither twin made any comment on that word ‘your’.







Oddly it might have been Tindómë who best understood the significance of at least one of the unexpected events of the evening the twins spent with Naltatamë.  




Although Naltatamë had clearly been aware of that fine line of dark hair both Elladan and Elrohir had between navel and vië she had not commented on it and, unlike Fâniel who had been Elrohir’s first Telerin partner, she would know that it was not ‘a Noldorin thing’.




At a point of the evening where all three were on different levels of the stepped edge of the bathing pool, unclothed, with completely loose, wet, hair, Naltatamë had run her tongue down the line on the ellon in front of her.  




As she came closer to the base, and the line began to divert her tongue to the left, she stopped and looked up to his face.




“Elladan, why does the line on your belly not go straight to your vië as it does on Elrohir?”




Both twins were slightly taken aback that she had noticed the slight difference — and even more taken aback that she had apparently used it to know which of them was which.  Tindómë had, of course, done so in the past, but they had had to point this small difference out to her.




Now, as Naltatamë had asked a question, they paused what they had been doing with their own hands and tongues and answered, giving much the same explanation that they had given to Tindómë that night in Imladris.




“You have heard, I expect,” Elladan began, “of our bad times?  The years when we thought of nothing but killing yrch?”




She nodded, “A little.”




Elrohir took up the story.  “Sometime we might tell you more.  But suffice it to say that we fought with so much anger that we were not always sensible.  And when we were careless and sustained an injury there was often no help for us other than each other.”




“It was such a fight; we had slain many but were becoming weary, and less aware.  I took an upward thrust from an orc I had thought dead, and it came perilously close to my vië.”




Elrohir took over again.  “There were few yrch left, and soon there were just the two of us still standing.  I could see Elladan was bleeding badly and clutching his belly, and so I made him lie still and I stitched him up…”




“Except he had taken a blow to the head near the end of the fight and wasn’t seeing straight — nor sewing straight — and sewed me up crooked.  It means that the roots of the line of hair are no longer exactly where they used to be…”




As he finished Elladan could see that Naltatamë was not sure how to react.  Over her head he nodded to Elrohir who finished the explanation just as he had on that previous occasion.




“So I have a perfect, straight, line.  It helps others find my vië in the dark.  In fact I am perfect in every way!”




“And I am not…”  Elladan said mournfully, “and it is all his fault.”




He could see the glimmer of a smile in Naltatamë’s eyes as she spoke.  “Oh dear… Poor, poor, imperfect ellon.”  She paused then added, “I would offer to kiss it better but I fear it is too late!”




“Feel free to try,” said the poor, imperfect, ellon with a grin, and she did just that.




That particular unexpected conversation they would have happily shared with Legolas, had the conversation not turned in a different direction.  But what came later was so surprising, even unsettling, that they were still not sure of the implications.




They had moved from the bathing pool to Naltatamë’s home.  She had gone to prepare refreshments in case they might need them later and Elrohir, silently, asked his twin the inevitable question in such circumstances.




‘Usual rules? Ten gold pieces?’




And Naltatamë, re-entering the room, said “You had better tell me what the rules are if I am playing to them.”





12. Tell Me The Rules



“You had better tell me what the rules are if I am playing to them.”




When Naltatamë spoke, and the twins realised she had heard Elrohir even though he had spoken silently to Elladan, there was a long moment during which the two of them simply looked at each other.




Finally Elladan spoke.  “I am sorry.  You were not meant to hear that.”




“Please do not be insulted by it,” Elrohir had also regained enough equilibrium to join his brother, “It is a very, very, long-standing wager.  As much our personal tradition as…”




Feeling his twin was still trying to think of a suitable comparison, Elladan completed the sentence; “… going starlight bathing is to our Sindar kin!”




Naltatamë said nothing but simply looked at both of them from under slightly raised eyebrows.




Elrohir began to explain.




“When we were very young we used to race to see which of us flew first.  But this quite quickly became boring…”




“Not only for us, but for anyone else involved,” Elladan added.




“And so we changed the wager,” Elrohir said.




Elladan completed the explanation; “The winner is now the one of us that can hold on at the edge for the longest without actually flying.”




“I think then,” said Naltatamë, “that I would almost certainly lose for there would be two of you trying to push me off the branch.”




Elrohir answered “Usually in this game we only compete against each other, and try to see how many times we could make our companion, or companions, fly before one of us could hold on no longer.  We would not, normally, expect you to join us in trying to be the last one left on the branch.”




Elladan added “And, of course, now that you know what each of us is trying to achieve, you will recognise each of us trying to have you as a co-conspirator, and trying to persuade you to help push the other over the edge…”




Naltatamë was still for a minute or two, clearly considering what they had told her.  




Elladan hoped it did not mean she was going to call the whole evening off — but he did not dare to mention this silently to Elrohir because she had heard them!  No-one else had ever, as far as he knew, ever overheard them when they spoke silently to each other.  Well, possibly Grandmother — but this was not a time to think of her.




Finally she spoke.  “So, it seems as if I come out of this as a winner even though I add no coins to the wager.  I approve!  I will do my best to not favour one over the other.”




Relieved, Elladan answered her.  “And we will do our best to make sure you do favour one more than the other… and so give him just a little push.”




“Perhaps,” she retorted, “I was thinking that favouring one of you was by trying not to bring him to a climax!”




“Whereas we will be endeavouring to make you lose track — and to lose yourself to the pleasure,” Elrohir said, smiling.




“And, every so often, at the back of your minds will be the thought ‘Now that she knows, is she playing fair?’” Naltatamë said, smiling back.  “Which will keep you on your toes — or perhaps on your knees, or your back or…”




“I do not think either of us will complain,” Elrohir said.




“I have only one stipulation,” said Naltatamë. “Next time I think we could use a different wager — I will do my utmost to make each of you fly as many times as I can and whoever cries for mercy first owes me the ten gold pieces.”




The twins looked at each other, still unsure about using ósanwe to confer, for the first time in their lives, then nodded.




“Next time sounds good,” Elladan said.




“And thereafter perhaps we could use our game and yours time and time about,” Elrohir added.




Naltatamë smiled slowly, then picked up one of the glasses she had carried in and raised it to them.  “That sounds very fair to me,” she said.







That had been a few days before the conversation with Legolas.  




The twins admitted to themselves that they might not have given their all to the encounter as they were both, separately, somewhat nonplussed throughout by that moment when Naltatamë had heard Elrohir speaking silently.  But she had obviously enjoyed the experience as she had again said, as the three ate together before going their separate ways, that next time they should play by her rules.




They had wondered, once they were alone, whether other people had overheard them in the past but not mentioned it… not all that likely, they decided. 




 Or had Elrohir accidentally directed the thought to her as they usually did when speaking to anyone other than themselves?  It was possible.




Both rather skirted around the possibility that, if overhearing their silent conversations was unique to Naltatamë, she might be even more than ‘the most interesting new elleth’.




And now another few days had passed, and the journey to Tirion was getting very close.




It was mid-afternoon.  Elrohir had gone out on a sailing expedition along the coast to a small island with some of the Telerin distant cousins, both male and female, and some friends including Fâniel (his first Telerin partner).  Elladan, on the other hand, was visiting a seamstress with Tindómë, to discuss her new celebration gown, and then to drift wherever the mood should take him.




After a discussion of what was current fashion amongst the Teleri of Alqualondë the shaping and decoration was decided for the new dress that he insisted he owed Tindómë (after all, he thought, if she had not set him the wager regarding ribbons and Naltatamë he might not have had quite the same encounters with the master-smith).




It led to a discussion on current fashion for ellyn, which began at the seamstress’ workshop and continued as the two of them meandered through the streets of the town.  




Elladan and Elrohir both, by now, had had a number of new clothes made for them since their arrival; the tunic length, the cut of the leggings, the shape of the sleeves, all were subtly different to the clothes they had brought with them.  Tindómë, and the seamstress, pointed out that these would probably not be in exactly the style currently favoured by the Noldorin court.  




He wondered if they could use this as a further delaying tactic… probably not.  He thought Grandmother would come up with a solution to this ‘problem’ pretty quickly.   




He shared the thought with Tindómë and somehow his preference for delaying the visit became a conversation about Naltatamë.  Even afterwards Elladan could not quite work out how that happened, although he probably should have put together the conversation with Legolas and the fact that Tindómë was Legolas’s ‘small sister’.




Both twins had found, back in Ennor, that Tindómë had a way of looking at things a little differently and Elladan decided that, rather than denying that Naltatamë had anything to do with the desire to stay here in Alqualondë, he would like to talk things through with her.




He described the moment that they realised that Naltatamë had worked out for herself that slight difference, and then went on to tell Tindómë of the shock both he and Elrohir got when they realised she had heard Elrohir’s silent question.




Rather than looking surprised or shocked, Tindómë grinned at that.  She, of course, knew what ‘the usual rules’ were.  




“Ha!  I hope you explained quickly before she thought you were wagering on her, rather than yourselves,” she said.




“We did — and so she did not show us to her door and tell us never to return.  But, to be honest, when we realised she had heard Elrohir both of us were… well, somewhat taken aback!”




“Someone who might not only surf on waves you two make; yeah, I can see that would be something of a game-changer!”




As he sifted through what she had said Elladan thought, not for the first time, that Tindómë sometimes used what she herself called ‘Valley Sindarin’ to make you actually think hard about what she had said.  And, yes, she had cut right to the heart of the matter.  In all such conversations in the past the twins had chosen who could participate and had provided the means to do so.




After a minute or two Elladan said “But now we do not know if this is a Noldorin thing, as she is of pure Noldor blood, and they are ‘The High Elves’ after all.  And, if so, whether we will be overheard by all and sundry when we are in Tirion.  Although it could be that Elrohir was simply distracted and accidentally directed the question to her.”




“Or even…?” Tindómë looked at him expectantly.  




He looked blankly back, ignoring any other possibility.




She rolled her eyes.




“Well, duh! Did you ask her whether she usually overhears other people when they use ósanwe privately?”  When he said nothing she went on, “I’ll take that as a ‘no’ then…”




“And did the two of you try again, very carefully, to see if she still overheard?  Another no?  




“Do you think she might have been as surprised as you were when she realised she had overheard the two of you by accident?”




To be honest, he had not given that possibility much thought either.




Another pause, then, “Also, have you asked Her Ladyship?  I mean we know she has Telerin blood as well as Noldor, but she is the best person I know at being inside my head, apart from the Valar themselves.  If the two of you were easily overheard by ‘high elves’ she would have overheard you whenever you did it anywhere near her.”




Oddly, that thought had never occurred to the twins — as they knew their parents did not hear them if they intended such conversation to only be between the two of them, they had presumed that no one did.  At least until the evening in question.




“El, you have about a week in which to decide whether to ask these questions before you go, or ignore it and pretend it didn’t happen.  Your call…”







Elladan took that ‘your call’ from Tindómë to be in the plural, rather than the singular, and so waited until he could speak to Elrohir.  But, on the whole, he thought she was right that ignoring it might not be the right course.  Elrohir agreed.  The real question was should they ask Naltatamë or Grandmother.  In the end they decided to take one each.




On the toss of the coin Elladan readied himself for an interesting conversation with Naltatamë, and headed for the forge as, he felt, it might be better discussed without the temptation to be ‘swayed by the desires of the body’. (Having dismissed Legolas’ joking suggestion that forges might well be the preferred trysting place of the Noldor!)




He found her there, deep in conversation with Tisirion, Tharhîwon, and another ellon he did not know.




Tisirion looked up and nodded a greeting.  Tharhîwon looked over and smiled.  The unknown ellon had his back to the doorway.  So did Naltatamë.




“Good morning Elladan,” she said.  Without looking around.  




‘Well that wasn’t at all unsettling… not,’  Elladan thought, unconsciously mimicking Tindómë’s speech patterns.   He wondered if any of the others had noticed. ‘Tisirion,’ he thought, ‘his face is just a little too expressionless.’




“I came to ask Master-smith Naltatamë if you would spend a little time with me when you are free?” he said out loud.




“We are almost finished,” she replied, turning to face him, “if you would wait a short while.”




He waited.




Once they were alone he plunged straight into the reason for his visit.




“I am sure you must have realised that Elrohir and I were a little unnerved when we realised that you had overheard our silent conversation the other night.”




She did not fill the pause, so he continued.  




“To be honest we wondered if this was something that might happen to us regularly when we are amongst our pure Noldorin kin.  There have always been Noldor amongst our household and, we had thought, none of them heard us when we spoke only to each other that way.  But perhaps we were wrong.  Which, considering some of our conversations over the years, is somewhat worrying!




“Or, we wondered if you are particularly skilled at using ósanwe, perhaps because forges can be so noisy…”




This time she looked at him seriously before answering.




“I do not, usually, overhear others’ private conversations.  Which is why I did not immediately realise I was not meant to hear Elrohir’s question.  And I think my ability to use ósanwe is probably about average for one of the Noldor — much the same as one of the Vanyar for that matter.”




‘Huitho!’ thought Elladan, “We had not even thought of Glorfindel overhearing our every conversation!’




Then he realised that this was not so much part of the question as part of the answer.  Glorfindel could instigate silent speech with them on occasions when silence was essential.  But had Glorfindel overheard some of their more private conversations when they were younger he would, certainly, have had some very serious words with them.




 “I was always told it was only polite to speak out loud,’ Naltatamë said silently, and as clearly as Elrohir would have, ‘unless with family or at the invitation of the other person.  But as we are having this conversation I will take it as… acceptable?’




‘I think we have definitely reached that point,’ he replied.  ‘We were told much the same thing — but we realised very quickly that we could easily talk to each other with someone else present, and they would only hear anything we chose to address to them — Tindómë calls it ‘transmitting on a very narrow band’.’




“I did not overhear either of you again that evening,” she said.




“That’s because we did not share even another single word with each other all night, out of shock,” he answered with a grin.




“I did hear that one sentence almost as clearly as if it had been my sister,” Naltatamë said, adding silently ‘We seem to be — closely attuned, perhaps is the right description.” 




‘Is this a good thing or a bad thing?’ Elladan asked.




She paused, clearly considering the question.  “Good…. I think…’ she answered eventually.




There was, he decided, enough to think about without asking how she had known he had entered the forge, or whether she might be more closely attuned to one twin or both equally.  Nor to ask more questions about her family.




Instead he said ‘It will make conversations whilst sharing our bodies a lot easier, anyway.’  And then he continued out loud, “Would you honour us both by joining us for an evening again before we have to go to Tirion?”




She replied “It would be my pleasure.”





13. Who We Really Are



The twins spent another evening with Naltatamë before Master Elrond’s family left for Tirion.  But, on the very day before they left, there had also been something of a spontaneous tourney on the training grounds, seemingly started by Elladan and Elrohir, who had already encouraged quite a few people to pick up weapons and come and join in by the time word reached the forge.




This word had arrived in the shape of Elrohir, in his chainmail and bearing his weapons, who arrived asking if Naltatamë was able to leave her current work, then took her by the arm and explained what was going on as he propelled her away from the forge.   




She had already seen the twins sparring with each other a couple of times in a large courtyard, with practice swords — but this sounded as if it might be a chance to see them sparring with others.   And those were his proper weapons, she realised.




A little further along and they met Elladan, equipped like his twin, accompanied by Legolas who not only carried his bow and quiver but had twin long knives slung across his back, which Naltatamë had not seen him work with before.




“Our Grandfather Olwë is coming to watch all his younger family members,” Elladan said. “But says he is somewhat out of practice and so is not participating, as one of us accidentally slaying the king of the Teleri might be seen as bad form...”  




“And my Naneth is bringing her bow and coming along as well,” said Legolas.




Naltatamë knew that many wood elf ellyth were competent with a bow, from necessity, she had been told.  But she had not thought of them drawing them for sport. It promised to be an interesting afternoon in many ways, she thought.




At the practice grounds archers already aimed at targets, whilst others engaged in swordplay.  Including, to her surprise, Master Elrond and Erestor.  She knew, again in theory, that they had fought their way through the Ages, but somehow had not imagined them really wielding weapons.  They were, she realised, both very skilled.




The twins paused, to cheer on their Adar, and ‘helpfully’ offer advice.  




“Elflings,” said their adar, “go and play somewhere else!”




A female voice behind them called, “I have put in my warrior braids as you asked, Elladan!”




“Tithen maethor!  I hope you have kept your sword well oiled!” Elladan exclaimed, turning with a smile.




Tindómë!  Naltatamë would have assumed, if she brought a weapon, that it would be a bow…  and ‘little warrior’?  Another story to learn, she realised.




Elrohir nodded to Legolas and soon it was as if they engaged in a beautiful, but deadly dance.   Eventually Legolas was bested, but the master-smith decided she must ask him more about those weapons and how he used them.  As the pair went off to the butts, she heard Legolas suggesting that, to make it fair, he could tie one of his hands behind his back and draw his bow with his teeth...  




As the afternoon progressed Gimli arrived, slowly, accompanied by Legolas’s niece and nephew, Tindómë and Rumil’s son and daughter, and Tharhîwon.  




Haldirin and Cîrdoron had brought weapons and soon were testing their bow strings and making wagers, as was Naltatamë’s sometime apprentice; it seemed Legolas and others had been tutoring him in the use of the bow.




Naltatamë joined Gimli, and the two young ellyth went to, in Ithilienne’s words, “evaluate the competitors and then persuade one or two warriors that we really need more lessons in handling both bow and cristhen…”




Gimli’s eyes twinkled even as he ‘harrumphed’.




He happily took it upon himself to discuss weapons, rather than those who wielded them, as he pointed out whose had been made where, and which she should try to look at more closely.   He even explained to her the difference between the Galadhrim bows used by Rumil, Orophin, Lord Celeborn and the twins, and the slightly shorter bows used by most of the Ithilrim.  That Legolas also used a Galadhrim bow was clearly another tale to be discovered. 




“Ask any of them,” Gimli said with a wave of his arms encompassing the entire field, “and they will happily answer all your questions, and illustrate what they think are the salient points. No-one would be other than flattered if you asked to handle their weapon.”




At that remark Naltatamë realised that even a dwarf could sometimes master the art of innuendo with a completely straight face.




But when he added, “It will stop you missing your two-elf escort,” she found it hard to keep the surprise off her own face.  She would miss them, she knew, but had not thought it might be so obvious!




Gimli nodded gently then gestured to a spot nearby where, she realised the twins were facing up to each other.  




If she had thought Elrohir and Legolas engaged in a deadly dance, then she could hardly find words for this.  Each step, each thrust, looked as if it might end the other’s life, but over and over what could have been fatal was parried away.  It seemed as if they fought together for hours, faces intent, the late afternoon sun glinting on black hair, polished mail, and deadly weapons.  The two so equally matched it seemed as if they might go on until darkness fell, or one might slip; and if one slipped surely the other would accidentally injure him!




Around them others finished their own bouts and came to watch, until they were the only two still fighting.




Elrohir finally got a thrust under his brother’s guard, with so much force that, for a split second, Naltatamë feared that he might not be able to pull the move before seriously damaging Elladan. But he did. About a quarter inch from his brother’s chest.




They paused only briefly before the dance began again.  Thrust, parry, forward, back.  This time the result eventually went to Elladan.   They nodded to each other and it was as if a spell was broken, as everyone began to settle up their wagers, gather up their weapons, and leave.




As Elladan spoke to his mother, Elrohir came slowly over to Naltatamë.




“Now,” he said, looking at her seriously, “You know more of who El and I really are.”







They left the next day.  Grandmother and Grandfather, Adar and Naneth, Elladan and Elrohir… and a small horse-drawn cart driven by one of the grooms, to carry their luggage.




It was the first proper journey the twins, or their grandfather, had undertaken since that between Imladris and the Grey Havens of Mithlond.  It was strange to travel in such a small group without an armed escort, although both Elrohir and Elladan, and their grandfather, only felt comfortable with their weapons very close at hand.




Strange, but pleasantly so, to be able to stay overnight in an inn, clearly built for those passing between Alqualondë and Tirion.  Whilst comfortable beds, wine, and a three-course meal that they needed neither to hunt for nor prepare, were now commonplace to Grandmother, Adar, and Naneth, Grandfather agreed that such luxuries were much appreciated.




The staff of the inn seemed somewhat surprised that, despite being accompanied by a groom, the party spent time looking after their horses…




Although it was still winter, the weather was mild compared with some they had journeyed through over the years.  The road was well used and there were stands of evergreens and patches of flowers along the way.  Some of the land was clearly well cultivated, whilst higher areas were sometimes populated by sheep.  




There had been areas of Imladris that were similarly cultivated and tended by elves but Elladan decided, as they passed small settlements and distant farm buildings, that he was glad he did not have to consider it as a full-time occupation.  Elrohir agreed.




They kept to the road and the well-spaced inns.  Legolas had told them that, about four days into the journey, he usually detoured to visit some of his own folk who lived quietly in woodlands only an hour or so from this well used road.  He said he enjoyed the chance to sleep in a talan for a night.  The twins were, to be honest, glad that no-one in their party suggested doing likewise.




During their sixth day on the road, just as Tirion appeared in the distance, Grandmother led them off the main road onto a side road.  Still wide enough to easily ride two abreast, or for a wagon or carriage to use, and well-tended, but clearly not the direct route to the city.  This led them past the entrances to several large estates where white stone buildings could be seen surrounded by perfectly tended grounds.  After some few miles, their route clearly skirting Tirion, they crested a gentle rise and could see Grandmother’s own estate spread below them.




Here, again, was a large white mansion that shone in the afternoon sunshine, crowned with graceful spires and pinnacles that seemed almost too delicate to hold themselves up.   Grandmother had explained that when she arrived in Aman she had been given the choice of ‘crown estates’, that were well maintained but no-one’s personal possession, and had chosen this one because it had some well established woodlands where those Galadhrim who joined her might feel at home.




From their vantage point it was clear that, over the years, more and more of the estate had been wooded.  Many trees looked quite young, and there was only a modest area of garden around the building — sufficient to let the light in and, at the rear, to grow fruit and vegetables.  




Grandfather let out a sigh of pleasure.  “It will do,” he said, “at least for now.”




Very quickly they were met by both familiar faces and some faces that were new to them. These elves were those who had died before the twins’ begetting, now returned in new hröar by Lord Námo.  




In very little time, their horses were led away to stables and paddocks, their baggage spirited off to their rooms, and they could sit and relax.  At least the twins could sit and relax, alongside their parents.  Grandfather, on the other hand, wanted to go straight out and meet so many he had not seen in many years, and the evening quickly became an impromptu celebration of the return of the Lord of the Galadhrim.




Grandmother had sent word to her own parents telling them when she and her family would be arriving here and said, the next morning, that there would be an official banquet to welcome both Grandfather and the twins in a week’s time.  In the meantime, however, her parents would ride out to the estate and meet them in a less formal setting tomorrow.




“Goodness knows,” Elrohir said when he was alone with his twin, “what we call these ones.”




Not as alone as he had thought, as Naneth came into the room saying, “I would suggest Haruni and Haru as I do, after all they are your only grandparents whose main language is Quenya so you aren’t going to use those for anyone else.”




Which, when they thought about it, was really quite amusing considering how many people assumed that they were, first and foremost, Princes of the Noldor.




When they arrived next day, great-grandfather Arafinwë and great-grandmother Eärwen turned out to be much less formal than the twins had expected.  Elladan remembered  Tindómë’s description of both themselves and Legolas as ‘lording’ on occasions and thought it likely that this great-grandfather, like great-great-grandfather Olwë, probably did ‘monarching’ when in public.  But here he happily invited Grandfather to call him Atar, whilst Haruni Eärwen spent time examining the twins closely and deciding just which family members they seemed to most resemble.




Over dinner it became clear that Haru Arafinwë was aware of the plans for the new lands, and interested to learn more.  




Still worried that it was possible that this particular grandfather might ‘overhear’ if Elladan spoke silently to his twin, it was not until they were sure they were alone that he commented that someone, quite possibly Grandmother, had undoubtedly now explained to Haru Arafinwë that Legolas and his adar were both rulers in their own right.  




“And,” his brother added, “also just why suggesting Gil-galad should act as an advisor to any descendant of Oropher was not a good idea.  Although, for myself, I would like to meet him.”




“So would I,” Elladan replied.  “So, something to look forward to when we get to all the formal stuff in Tirion.”




Their great-grandparents stayed another couple of days, then returned to Tirion to formally welcome their relatives as the King and Queen of the Noldor.




That evening the six family members who had come from Alqualondë ate quietly together.  




“Are you all happier, now, that we are going to spend time in the court in Tirion?” Grandmother asked.




“Yes,” admitted Elladan.  “I have really enjoyed the time in Alqualondë, but I know we do have so many other kin to meet, apart from Grandmother Gull and Captain Grandfather and our Telerin great-grandparents, and this is probably a sensible place to start.”




 “Of course, for myself,” Grandfather said, joining the conversation, “I would have gone to see Elu Thingol, and others I remember from Doriath, first.  But it would have been seen as a slight to your Grandmother to not come here, to her home, once we had spent time with your Naneth.  




“Some of those who regard me as my wife’s subservient underling are probably shocked that we did not come here immediately I stepped ashore, others will click their tongues and mutter that she is preventing me from returning to my own people now. 




“But those who know us well realise that not even Galadriel regards this house as her true home, and Thingol and I have written a number of letters back and forth; there will be a long visit to him and his lady Melian sometime in the next few years.  After all we are in no hurry.




“And then the biggest shock, to those who see me as the tamed pet of a Princess of the Noldor, will come when they realise that Galadriel and I intend to make our home amongst our own folk in our new lands.  Although we will retain this estate as useful to us all whenever we visit our kin here, of course.”




“Of course,” Grandmother agreed, “and not only our kin, but probably others, too.  It is always useful to have somewhere to entertain one’s guests.”




Elladan wondered why that remark seemed, in some way, to be addressed to him and Elrohir.   







In Alqualondë Naltatamë was still considering Elrohir’s remark at the end of the tourney.   She had heard a little about them as warriors before they had arrived to join their parents, but ‘Elladan and Elrohir’ had really been little more than names that were mentioned sometimes, but not often spoken of when Master Elrond and Lady Celebrían were around for fear that it might upset them.




There had been occasional references to their reaction to the terrible attack on their mother, but only in conversations between those who had known the twins at the time.  And their own passing mention of ‘the bad times’, when explaining that one small physical difference, had been almost humorous.




The reality of ‘The Elrondionath’, when she met them, was very much of two quite light-hearted ellyn, although she knew, as much from Gimli as anyone else, that they were both skilled warriors and also skilled healers.  Elladan’s sword and dagger in a place of pride in his bedroom had confirmed this, but still only in a theoretical way.  Watching them fight seriously that day really had brought home to her that the carefree, relaxed, version of the twins, whilst completely genuine, was the surface that they chose to show, with many deeper layers behind it.




She found that it did not in any way lessen her desire to know them better; if anything it strengthened it.




She also found that it was surprising how much, after such a short acquaintance, she missed them. 





14. Questions of Etiquette



Elladan was not sure whether it was an advantage or a disadvantage that Quenya was only his third language, behind Sindarin and the Common Tongue of Middle Earth.  (Tindómë had once pointed out, gleefully, that the Common Tongue was like a secret language here in Aman.)  As it was only his third language he had to listen very carefully to anyone speaking Quenya to be sure he did not misunderstand which, just at the minute, meant listening very carefully to Haru Arafinwë’s speech at the formal welcoming ceremony.  In passing he prided himself on thinking ‘Arafinwë’ rather than ‘Finarfin’.




It was longer than Grandfather Olwë’s speech had been under similar circumstances, but Haru Arafinwë was welcoming his daughter’s husband; although this was a great many years after the wedding it was still a cause for celebration.   The twins were also welcomed formally, of course, but Elladan was very glad that Grandfather, as he had in Alqualondë, got up to reply for all three.




There were more new cousins here.  Grandmother’s oldest brother Finrod had married and had children, as had her brother Aegnor (Findaráto and Aikanáro, Elladan reminded himself). The latter had returned from Mandos many years before and, contrary to the story the twins had been told about his decision never to marry an elleth after he had been in love with the mortal Andreth, he had met the one whose fëa sang with his, married, and had children.  These were, of course, Naneth’s first cousins — and they had also had children.  So there were a number of new second cousins and, whilst Naneth had given the twins a list of names back at Grandmother’s house, fitting the names and faces together was going to require concentration.




More interesting, though, was the other second cousin, grandson of Grandmother’s brother Angrod/Angaráto; Gil-galad.  He had been brought up by his Sindar mother as Gil-galad, and it seemed as if the members of the royal family had more or less given up on trying to use a Quenyan name for him.  Which, of course, they would have to do with Elladan himself, and Elrohir.  He missed at least two minutes of Grandfather’s reply to the King’s speech trying to work out what possible tongue -twisters his Quenya-speaking relatives might come up with for the two of them…




Finally came the chance to move around and socialise.  The twins found themselves beset by ellyth.  A pleasant problem — conversation with Gil-galad would have to wait.







“Now,” Elrohir had said, seriously, the last time she had spoken to him, “You know more of who El and I really are.”




Naltatamë already knew many of Master Elrond and Lady Celebrían’s household, a number of local Teleri, and quite a few of the folk who called themselves the Ithilrim.  Not surprisingly she best knew the other smiths, and those who worked most closely with them such as the leather workers, and their families.  




Gimli she had counted as a friend from their first meeting.  A friendship that had deepened during their time together at Lord Aulë’s forge.  She had come to know Legolas better and had learnt he was a great deal more than the flirtatious minor prince she had thought him at that first Solstice celebration.  




But now she wondered if she knew who even those people really were.  Gimli was always happy to talk with her and answer any questions — but she wondered if she had been asking the right questions.  And did it matter if she really did not know most of those around her on anything but a superficial level?  




She thought seriously about it over the next couple of days, as she worked metal, as she ate meals… and eventually she decided that it did matter.  And why, she asked herself, did it matter?   




Because the sons of Elrond, the Elrondionath as the Sindarin speakers said, were the most interesting ellyn she had yet met, anywhere.  And because she had come to realise, rather to her surprise, that Elladan and Elrohir knew many of these people a lot better than she would have expected.  




When she had come to join the household she knew that Lady Celebrían, who was the granddaughter of King Arafinwë, had arrived from Ennor close to fading due to the traumas of the ongoing fighting there.  She had settled here by the sea, rather than in Tirion, because she thought it would be better for her husband and, when Master Elrond had also sought healing here in Aman, he had agreed with her choice.  But the household was well established when Naltatamë joined it and she had hardly thought about what might have caused this soul-bound couple to spend so much time apart, rather than sail together.




Although, as Lady Celebrían’s mother had also arrived without her husband, Naltatamë had wondered, in a vague way, if perhaps the Sindar did not become soul bound in the same way as her own people.  But it had not seemed important and so she had never asked.




When Elladan had mentioned ‘the bad times’ she had agreed that she knew a little about them; but really all she knew was that the twins had spent many years angrily hunting yrch, and she gathered that their anger was related to Lady Celebrían’s decision to sail alone when her husband had felt it his duty to stay.   But no-one in the household had ever spoken of it to Naltatamë directly and so she knew no details.




She had not expected Elladan and Elrohir to be good friends with Legolas; he was a Wood Elf whilst she had thought of Master Elrond’s sons as Noldor, when she had thought of them at all, before their arrival.  After all, both their parents were direct descendants of Finwë and you really could not be more Noldorin than that. 




She had known that the two elderly hobbits had been invited to Aman by the Valar themselves, for they had paid major roles in defeating Sauron and bringing peace to Ennor (as was also true of Gimli, of course).  She had been surprised when she had heard a young ellon call Frodo ‘Adar’, but Lady Celebrían had explained that he was an orphaned elfling who had arrived in a ship expecting to find his parents, but not even Lord Námo knew where they were, and he had been adopted by Frodo.  




Even when Tharhîwon had shown skills at the forge and become the dwarven Master-smith’s apprentice and, in part, her own, she had not liked to ask him for any details.  Now she wondered, as Tharhîwon treated the family of Rumil the artist as close kin, why had he not stayed with them, rather than sail alone?




Rumil’s wife was another person who was, in many ways, a mystery.  Legolas had called Tindómë ‘the sister of my heart’, and so Naltatamë had thought she must be a Wood Elven half-elf.  But then she had heard Elrohir call Tindómë ‘Tithen gwanur’, before Elladan called her ‘Tithen maethor’.  And, although her Sindarin was not always perfect, she recognised that Elrohir had implied that Tindómë was a younger cousin…  But if she was a relative of Master Elrond or Lady Celebrían, how had she become a sister to Legolas?




It occurred to Naltatamë that, in pointing out that seeing the twins fighting told her more of who he and his brother ‘really are’, Elrohir had set her on a course of finding who a lot of others ‘really are’.    And it also occurred to her that Gimli’s suggestion that she ask about the weapons she had seen people wielding that afternoon was a very, very, good one.







There were questions of etiquette to consider, rules to learn.  There were the obvious ones; how to address Haru Arafinwë in public, order of precedence at formal events… Legolas had once asserted that someone must be permanently employed in the exceedingly status conscious court of Minas Tirith to decide things like ‘does a visiting Haradrim prince rank more highly that the Queen’s brothers?  How do all of these rank when compared with Prince Imrahil?  And where does a Wood Elf prince fit at all?’  At least, here, it seemed to have only required a minor reshuffle. 




But, more importantly, once the meal had ended and they found themselves almost besieged by unknown ellyth, they realised they needed to know more about court etiquette regarding the pleasures of the body.




It occurred to Elladan that, even though her family were not members of the court as far as he knew, they could have asked Naltatamë at least some general questions about what would be expected, or acceptable.  He knew the Noldor certainly did not expect total celibacy until the marriage bond was made, but were certain levels of intimacy only usually shared within, and therefore regarded as indicative of, a courtship?  




He had a suspicion that the attitude he and Elrohir shared to their hröar could be coloured by their time spent in their grandparents’ realm, and by the influence of the Sindar residents on the rest of the inhabitants of Imladris.  




Erring on the side of caution they danced with a number of ellyth but made no arrangements, yet, to meet with any of them in less formal circumstances.




As they left the ceremonial areas of the palace to retire to the series of rooms set aside for them, as Grandmother’s family, Elladan voiced their worries on this subject to her.




Grandmother thought about it briefly then answered.




“There will always be ambitious parents, and ambitious ellyth of course, who would wish to convince you that a particular elleth is your soul-mate and that if you enjoy sharing bodily pleasures together it must be a signifier of this…  But I am not really the best person to advise you.




“However I do know someone who is well suited to explaining the finer points of current etiquette amongst the unbound.  I will send a message to Gil-galad, asking him to join us for breakfast tomorrow.”




Which is how their conversation with this particular second cousin came to be not at all as they might have imagined it, even the day before.







There had been a conversation with Tindómë, not long after her coming of age, where she had been somewhat shocked at the idea of the twins discussing joining, or related activities, with their grandmother; especially, Elladan remembered, at the idea of doing so over breakfast.  She was a lot less shockable, and well used to elven ways, these days.  But he thought he really must tell her of this morning’s breakfast when he next saw her.




Almost as soon as Grandmother had greeted her great-nephew, she launched into an explanation for the invitation to breakfast.  




It finished, “…and so they want to be sure that an encounter that would be regarded as a pleasant way to spend an hour or two…”  




‘Or a day or two’, Elladan thought.




 “…amongst any Elves they have come across so far…”




 ‘Or inside,’ he heard Elrohir’s silent voice, reminding him of the Common Tongue description of reaching a climax.




 “…would be seen in the same light here, rather than an elleth, or her family, considering it to be anything more serious.”




Gil-Galad smiled.  “Well you could just stick to ellyn… But, in general, most of those on our side of your family are fairly similar to our Telerin cousins.  We believe that enjoying bodily pleasures with friends, simply for its own sake, is a healthy way to spend our time.  And ellyth who are part of court life know that this is our attitude.




“Those cousins who are from your adar’s side of the family are less often at court, but generally speaking they, and their friends, hold a similar view, although they usually take a little longer to get to know you better, first.  But my great-great aunt, your Great Grandmother Anairë, has a more cautious approach and sees the act of joining with another as something to be kept for courtship.  This makes some of her family more discreet, and even restrained, when they are in her company.”




Adar had kept quiet throughout the conversation, being long married before he met most of his close relatives, and so having little need to know their attitudes to bodily pleasures.  




Now he smiled slightly and said, “I think, my sons, that you would be well advised to be seen out and about with Gil-Galad.  This should establish your attitude to such things as being similar to his, rather than to my Grandmother’s.  And, in general, I think it fair to say that you can presume that what two, or more, do together is their own concern.” 




Naneth added, “But, when I have visited our family here, I have never seen anything more overt than fairly polite kissing anywhere other people might observe, nor seen anyone do anything like plunging, naked, into a fountain during celebrations.  And I have not heard of any equivalent to starlight bathing.”




“There are pools where we swim to keep cool in the summer,” Gil-Galad said, “but I gather that is not the same.  You must tell me more sometime.  I would add to Elrond’s general principle; do whatever you and your friends wish with your hröar as long as you do it where you will not unsettle anyone else.”




‘Probably not the forge though…’ came Elrohir’s silent voice.




Whilst Elladan considered, again, his thoughts on the day after the Winter Solstice when he had stood with his arms around an equally naked Naltatamë, in the open balcony doorway in clear view of passers-by.  




Either she had always been a little unusual amongst her fellow inhabitants of this area, or she had been happy to discover and embrace the lifestyle of his parents’ household, and then that of the wider circle of elves at Alqualondë.  




Or possibly both.




Either way, Elladan had a feeling that they may not meet any ellyth here as interesting as the Noldor elleth they had left in Alqualondë.





15. Learning through Weaponry and Art.



Gil-Galad had turned out, as they had thought he might, to be the most interesting of the new cousins, male or female.  Although it was, when you thought about it, an odd relationship.  He had been the older mentor of their adar; the king whom their adar had served throughout his youth and early adulthood.  Now he was closer to the twins in years lived, and also in status.




Legolas had said that, personally, he was glad that he would have his own new lands rather than returning to the role of the monarch’s second son.  Elladan and Elrohir were very happy to think they would be lords of their own domain.  It would be reasonable to think that King Gil-galad might feel the same way, and easy to see the problems that might arise with what Tindómë had referred to as ‘a surfeit of kings’.  




Although there was no obvious sign that Gil-galad was currently unhappy to be just another of Haru Arafinwë’s great grandsons, and so far the twins did not feel they knew him well enough to ask, Elladan could actually understand why Haru Arafinwë had suggested sending Gil-galad off to explore with Legolas’s party; though suggesting that he should lead it did show a decided lack of familiarity with both Sindar and Sylvan history. 




Gil-galad (who, unlike most of the family, mainly referred to her as Galadriel rather than Artanis) explained that Grandmother had told him, firmly, not to discuss life in Middle Earth in the third and fourth Ages with Elrond; he had had too many sorrows, and sustained too much injury to his fëa, since they had last met.  But there had been no such stricture about talking to Elrond’s sons, and they were more than happy to answer their cousin’s questions and tell him of people and places about which he had known almost nothing.  Haru Arafinwë had joined them on some evenings and Elladan had found himself wishing that he had a sheaf of Rumil’s drawings to show them both.




On this particular evening he and Elrohir finally could do just that.  It was a novelty to be able to write to, and receive letters from, Legolas, Tindómë, Rumil… or anyone else in Alqualondë, of course.  Previously Grandmother had shown her relatives some of Rumil’s pictures of Arwen and her family, but now the twins added images of battles, people, and places; Rohan, the defeat of Sauron, mûmakil, even the ceremony to honour the elves who had fallen at Helm’s Deep.  




A second package revealed Legolas with the twins, all formally attired, at the coronation of King Elessar, and again during the naming ceremony of either Gilraen or Eldarion; Aran Thranduil in his court in Eryn Lasgalen; and then Tindómë sparring with the twins and being twirled around, almost above his head, by Legolas at a midwinter celebration.   




‘A subtle message… or two,’ came Elrohir’s silent comment.




It occurred to Elladan that they had no idea whether Haru knew about The Key; surely he ought to, but really they needed to check with Grandmother or, even better perhaps, Mithrandir.







In Alqualondë, Tindómë also wondered who might, or should, know what about her origins, and wished Gandalf was around to confer with.




Naltatamë had approached her in Master Elrond’s library and asked if she could join her.




“Of course,” Tindómë answered, “I am just doing some copying for our library when we move to our new lands.”




“I was going to ask you about your short sword,” the Master-smith said.  “You were the only elleth who brought a sword to the practice ground on the day of the impromptu tourney.  And Gimli told me that you owned two, neither of which had been made by the Woodland smiths.”




‘Gee, thanks, Gimli,’ Tindómë thought.




“I learnt to fight with a sword before I learnt to use a bow,” she answered out loud.  “And the first sword I had was made by men.  Very plain, but practical.  One of the Galadhrim swordsmiths adjusted the pommel a little and engraved my name on it, but the blade is still as it was.  But the one I brought to the tourney was made for me at Imladris; Tisirion did much of the work.”




Tindómë had, purposefully, packed a lot of information into her short reply and could now see the other elleth considering exactly where to start unravelling it. 




‘Now to distract her and head her off at the pass,’ she thought.  Then said, “I am not tall enough to comfortably use a longsword like His Lordship or the twins, but I could probably cope well with one of Legolas’s long knives, although the grip is different.”




“So would be the balance,” Naltatamë said.




‘Ha!  Gotcha!’ thought Tindómë whilst saying, “Have you ever had a good look at them?  They are somewhat different to the twins’ swords and daggers.”




If Naltatamë was going to ask more questions, there might well be strength in numbers, she thought.




“Would you like to come and see my swords?  And Legolas’s knives?   I can see they might be more interesting to you than bows.  Come to our house tomorrow evening for supper and I will ask Legolas to bring his knives.  Tharhîwon and Haldirin can bring Gimli, too.   




“I could ask Rumil to find you some pictures of Legolas in action at the great battle at the end of the Ring War.  He has some of the twins in battle, too, if you are interested…” she added, thinking ‘… and I bet you are!’      




 Naltatamë had happily accepted the invitation, saying she would very much like to see the drawings and, actually, she was also curious about the beautiful longbows as it had not occurred to her to look at them closely before.







‘Well that was an interesting evening’, Tindómë thought.  Naltatamë had been genuinely interested in the assorted weapons, Rumil’s drawings and paintings of them in action, and the history behind them.  




And the group had managed to avoid any mention of Tindómë’s own origins.  Although, she thought, the Master-smith seemed such a good match for Elladan, or Elrohir, or both, that she would surely be trusted with that knowledge eventually.  Best to wait to check with Gandalf first, though. 







‘Well that was an interesting evening’, Naltatamë thought.   




Gimli had been right to suggest that the weapons were a way to learn more about those who wielded them.  A reminder that life for those who had lived beyond the Sundering Sea had been very different to her own and those she knew in Tirion.  There, to learn more about someone, you asked about their craft; for these elves their weapons were, in large part, their craft.




She had admired the work of the Sindar smiths who created Legolas’s knives (‘practical — a long sword might get in the way when running through the tree canopy’), which led to a discussion of his bow as his primary weapon, a lesson in bow construction, and why his bow was similar to those of Rumil and Orophin, rather than to that of his close friend Galanthir.  




The ensuing conversation had lasted through supper and certainly given her a clearer understanding of Legolas’s relationship with Gimli and the hobbits — and just what they had all done to defeat Sauron.  




It also began to explain his relationship to Tindómë.




When Rumil produced drawings of Gimli, Legolas, and the twins fighting in what they called the Battle at The Black Gate, Tindómë mentioned that she had been ‘caught up in it’ and so badly injured that she had been left for dead, “But my fëa called to Rumil’s and he found me.  And then he more or less insisted that the twins had to keep me alive.”




The pictures of the twins showed them armoured, stern faced and almost savagely intent on killing yrch.  When Naltatamë coupled this with Tindómë’s description of how close she had been to death, “I don’t remember a lot about that time — I had a really bad head injury as well as a lot of broken bones,” and yet survived due to their healing skills, she felt she understood more fully both parts of what Elrohir had described as ‘what we really are’.




Only looking back did she realise that Tindómë had skimmed over how she had been part of the battle.  




“This sword… I was still clutching it when Rumil found me.  I was brought up with men so it is mortal workmanship…” had distracted Naltatamë.  She was, after all, a smith.  




“I had no kin at all,” Tindómë had gone on in something of a rush of words.  “And so Legolas sort of adopted me as his sister, and so did Orophin as it was pretty clear, even then, that Rumil and I would end up bound eventually.  Then Gandalf — uh — Mithrandir, and Her Ladyship decided I would be best going to Lothlórien rather than home with Legolas — which, you know, made me happy because who wouldn’t pick their future intended over their brother!




“And the twins treated me like a baby cousin because, you know, peredhil… and they visited Lothlórien of course, and then took me to Imladris, once I was of age, to further my education.  Which is how this sword,” she passed it to Naltatamë, “was made for me by Tisirion and I got lessons from Glorfindel, because the Galadhrim,” she waved in the direction of her husband and his brother, “were mainly intent on helping me master a bow as I could already wield a sword.”




At that point Rumil changed the subject by produced drawings of Imladris, and then of their home in Eryn Ithil, so that Tindómë’s peredhil status was naturally no longer part of the conversation…




He had gone on to some pictures of the city where the twins’ sister had been queen.  




Naltatamë had admitted that Minas Tirith was more beautiful than she had expected, considering what seemed to have been a constant state of war all across Middle Earth for literally Ages.  In fact it reminded her somewhat of Tirion.




Later she realised that she still had no idea how Tharhîwon came to be here in Alqualondë, and adopted by Frodo Baggins, some years before the others in the room had arrived from Middle Earth when he was, so clearly, in some way related to Rumil, Tindómë, and their children…







‘Minas Tirith,’ thought Elladan.  Tirion was more like Minas Tirith than its inhabitants would be happy to have pointed out.




He had definitely met people, over the past few months especially, who seemed to believe that all mortals lived in roughly built hovels because only elves could build anything better.  Elves who firmly believed that no-one across the sea wore fine fabrics or delicate jewellery and that the twins must be stunned by the wonders around them since they reached Tirion.




Come to think of it, the opinions of some of these elves implied that Alqualondë was also a city of rough hewn buildings and primitive folk.  That thought made him smile.  Both Legolas and Tindómë had said that many of the Noldor they had met in Tirion seemed to have no sense of adventure, no wish to know what was over the next hill or mountain.   Nor it seemed, even over yéni, to travel as far as the sea.




Even some of the cousins, whose fathers had died fighting there and returned through Mandos’ Halls, thought of Middle Earth only as a place where there had been nothing but war and slaughter; that everywhere there must, perforce, be primitive and ugly compared to their own homes.




But, as the sun rose at the beginning of the longest day of the year and touched the white buildings around and below him, Elladan was reminded of Minas Tirith so strongly that he felt, if he closed his eyes, he would hear the sounds of that city, not this.  




And for a few seconds, as he did just that, he thought he could hear Arwen’s laughter, and the sound of the waterfall in her garden.  ‘Homesickness’ Tindómë had called it, a longing to be back in another place where you had felt a sense of belonging.  Legolas had told him the Sylvan word once, too; ‘foraeth’.  It was, he had said, a yearning for your own forest, for the trees you had known since you were an elfling, and the voices of those you loved.  A yearning so strong that it hurt.  




Standing on this balcony, looking to the East, Elladan allowed himself to drift in memories.  Arwen as a small elleth, playing with dolls in the gardens of Imladris and then, a little older, learning embroidery but wanting to also learn how to shoot an arrow or wield a sword.  Estel as a small boy.  He had played with carved horses before wanting to take up a toy sword and bow.  And then the two of them together on their wedding day.  So clearly meant to be together but, for their brothers, a day almost as painful as the day Naneth had sailed West.




Elrohir’s hand touched his arm.  He had felt Elladan’s emotions and joined him.




“It is odd,” Elladan said.  “I do not think I really long for Minas Tirith but…”




“You are right, though,” his twin answered, “This could be Minas Tirith on midsummer’s morning, and for us it will always mean Arwen and Estel.”




They stood together, watching the sun rise over this white city, remembering the midsummer celebrations they had shared with the King and Queen of the reunited kingdoms.  Then, as so often, their thought turned at exactly the same moment to the same thing.




“Alqualondë,” Elladan said.




“Naltatamë,” Elrohir said simultaneously.




“I know there are some night-long festive events here over the next few nights,” Elladan continued, “but I do not think they will be anything like the ones of our wood elf friends…”




“Mid-summer will be a little different to mid-winter,” Elrohir said.  “It is a shame we are missing it.”




“And missing Naltatamë,” Elladan added.  “It is surprising how much I miss her when we have known her for such a short time.”




“I wonder if she will miss us tonight?”




“Part of me hopes she does,” Elladan answered. “But another part hopes she has a really good night and gathers a sheaf of ribbons.”




Neither voiced the question ‘and if she does miss us, does she miss one of us more than the other, or both equally?’ 




16. Not All At Sea



Naltatamë had enjoyed celebrating the summer solstice in Alqualondë even more than she had in the past.  Elves may have first appeared in Arda under starlight, but they had certainly come to appreciate the long days and short nights of midsummer, and the Ithilrim celebrated somewhat more enthusiastically than they did back in Tirion.




Since joining in their solstice celebrations on their arrival she had sometimes spent all of the day after the shortest night in the company of an ellon, sometimes with female friends amongst the household, and sometimes, after a brief sleep, working in the forge.  She had never, previously, spent it aboard a ship.




It was strange, she thought, that her new relationship with Elladan and Elrohir had brought with it closer relationships with these Sylvan and Sindar ‘wood elves’.  Although she had been told that, in the long fight against evil, the elves of Middle Earth had slowly ceased to be exclusively The Noldor, The Teleri, The Sindar and so on, but had become closer until they saw themselves primarily as The Edhel.  It had taken the arrival of the twins, with their obviously close friendships amongst the Ithilrim, to finally make this seem more ‘real’.




And now she found herself invited to spend the day on board ‘Heart of Eryn Ithil’.  Although Gimli had told her of the journey on board the vessel, it was only now that she realised it actually belonged to Legolas and his people, and also realised the significance of occasionally seeing it in the bay.




The Telerin elves on board were not the owners, or the crew, but simply friends of one or another of the Ithilrim.  Other members of Master Elrond’s household were also on board; Eleniel was sitting talking to Tindómë and, Naltatamë was even more surprised to see, so was Sérëdhiel, whose ‘dear friend’ Nendir (returned some years earlier from The Halls of Waiting) was deep in a discussion with Galanthir and two Telerin ellyn.




Soon the vessel eased away from the dock and, with the slight breeze coming from the south, moved gently north staying close to the land.  After an hour or so the sails were furled, the anchor dropped, and the ship just swayed very gently as it sat on a calm sea.  




“Would you like to climb up and see the view?”  The suggestion came from Tindómë’s husband, Rumil.  “It’s a little different from higher up.”




“She may not want to go clambering up ropes and spars,” his wife joined the conversation. “After all Naltatamë is not a wild wood elf…”




She turned to Naltatamë and added, “Honestly, when we first left Eryn Ithil it began to feel as if Gimli and I were the only ones not up there!  If there hadn’t been so much weight in the hold, I was afraid the whole ship would roll over!”




“Even you decided to come aloft eventually, meleth-nín.” Rumil was smiling at his wife.  It made Naltatamë smile too as, whenever she usually saw him, he was very serious looking.




“M’kay, fair point!  Now,” she turned to Naltatamë, “you can see why we suggested you put on your leggings for the trip.”




As she had taken that piece of advice, given with the invitation, Naltatamë decided the view might be worth the climb and followed Rumil, if not to the very top of the main mast, at least up to the second of the spars.  (“They are called ‘yards’,” Tindómë told her later, “although I have absolutely no idea why.”)




Rumil was right, the view was different from this vantage point.  He named three small villages that could be seen, and explained that, were they to sail up the coast further, there were a couple of Sindar settlements and, further north again, a point where there was a pass through the Pelori which would give free passage between the inner lands and the sea without having to pass through Tirion.  




Something in the tone of his voice made her wonder if they had felt unwelcome in her home city.  She decided not to ask.




They sat in comfortable silence as he took paper and charcoal from the bag on his belt and began to sketch, but calls from below, and the promise of food, had Naltatamë making her way carefully back to the deck.




“I will miss being able to sit out here and look at the land from a different perspective,” Tindómë said.




“With no fear of the sea-longing,” she added as her daughter and Legolas joined their group.




“It is even better if you climb to the very top of the tallest mast, Naneth,” Ithilienne said.  Adding, with only the hint of a glance towards Naltatamë, “It must be a little like that to be Elladan and Elrohir’s daer-naneth and daer-adar.”




“Perhaps,” Tindómë answered, “we ought to ask if their daer-adar can do an extra bit of flying for us — it would be a really neat way to check Haldir’s map-making was accurate!”




“You would not dare, nethig,” said Legolas.




Naltatamë was slightly surprised to discover, amid the ensuing laughter, that he did not mean no-one would dare ask The Sky Mariner to take anything other than his ordained flights but, rather, that no-one would dare question the map making skills of Tindómë’s oldest law-brother.




As conversation continued a couple of rope ladders were thrown over the side of the vessel and, soon, there were naked elves diving from the deck into the sea.  




Naltatamë was considering whether to join them, as Eleniel was doing, when the ellon she knew was Rumil’s other brother appeared from below decks, along with his wife.  Ithilienne passed them a plate of food and the elleth… what was her name… ah, Ithilienne had just called her Lithôniel, commented that now that they had worked off the heightened desires of the ‘hunt’ they were both hungry — and ready, after eating, to swim.  




Orophin stood looking at those on the deck, and those already in the water, without eating, and then said, “What a shame the Elrondionath are not here, for we will not have many more such midsummer days like this before we go to our own lands.  They would enjoy this.”




“I was just thinking of them too,” came Galanthir’s voice, as he joined the group. “And then of Gimli, remembering him climbing the rope onto that pirate vessel on the Anduin.”




Tindómë smiled, “Had I not already known you were all coming to my rescue, I think I would have guessed when I heard the sound of hob-nailed boots on the side of the ship!”




She paused, clearly lost in a memory, before adding, “And then he was all embarrassed and tried to avoid looking at you and the Els standing there naked…” 




This, thought Naltatamë, was a story she would dearly love to hear. 




“And Éowyn,” said Orophin, “she was not sure whether to gaze at the three of you or carefully avoid looking at you altogether when you were setting off to swim to the ship.”




A look of sadness briefly crossed Tindómë’s face, and Naltatamë wondered who this Éowyn was, then Galanthir spoke again.




“I remember suggesting that perhaps we should have at least kept our backs to her to avoid embarrassing her.  But Elrohir said that it had been her choice to ride with the edhel, and we should not make ourselves less efficient just because men had a different attitude to the hröa.”




‘Oh’, thought Naltatamë, ‘Éowyn must have been another mortal-raised half-elf or even, perhaps, a mortal.’




Galanthir was still speaking, “And then he pointed out that it really would not have made much difference… because, to quote Elladan, ‘we all have very beautiful behinds…’”




Tindómë laughed.  “Oh, I missed that, and you never told me before!”




Naltatamë was not sure if she, herself, looked interested, confused, or just curious, but Galanthir came and sat beside her and said he would happily explain a little more if she wanted.  He suggested that she might also like to come below and see the rest of the ship, and perhaps spend a little time sharing her body with him, in case either was still in need of release after the activities of the previous night.




It would not be the first time they had spent time together in such pleasures, and she happily agreed to all three of his suggestions.  She was pretty sure that, if he guessed that her mind might turn to an image of two black haired ellyn with beautiful behinds, he really would not mind.




All in all, it being an interesting vessel, and a long, equally interesting talefn1, not to mention time spent in somewhat leisurely physical pleasures, the sun was well on the journey to the west by the time they came back up on deck ready to swim. 




By now, one or two were fishing with lines at the stern of the vessel, others had gone below, and voices could still be heard from the water.  But as the two of them began to move to the bow before diving, Galanthir put a hand onto Naltatamë’s shoulder to stop her.  




Tindómë was sitting right out on the bow spit and Naltatamë had assumed, on hearing her voice, that she was talking to another elf in the water.  But perhaps not.




“So, yeah, Nessa says you are often around when we are all celebrating, Lady Uinen, and so I wonder, if you can hear me, if you would pass a message to Ólorin for me?  I really would like to talk to him about The Key.  Would you maybe let him know, if you wouldn’t mind?”




How strange.




Then a wave rose up out of the calm sea and, briefly, it looked as if there was, almost, a female figure in it.  Then with a soft ‘shush…’ sound that might, almost, have been a voice, it sank back into the calm sea.




“Thank you, your ladyship,” Tindómë said, as if she had clearly been answered.




Naltatamë looked questioningly at Galanthir.  He shrugged slightly, but did not answer.  




Then he said, “May we swim now, Tindómë?”




“Ceryn Manwë! Galanthir, could you not have coughed or something?” she answered.




He laughed, said, “Should it not be Ceryn Ulmo?”




“Probably…  And yes, of course you can swim.  I’m going to.”  And with that Tindómë dropped into the sea. 







In Tirion there were also celebrations of the midpoint of the sun-year.  But they tended towards dancing in the squares and all-night fairs and, even though there was a good deal of it, kissing was clearly not seen as a serious competitive sport in the way that it was by the wood elves.




However, there were, as Gil-galad had promised when they first arrived here, ellyth who would be happy to not only show them around the evening’s various entertainments but would also be happy to indulge in what Tindómë sometimes referred to as ‘some quality time together’ when they returned to the palace.




Before that, though, came a semi-formal family dinner for around twenty presided over by Haru Arafinwë, who now led them all up to an outdoor terrace near the top of the palace so that they could look down at the celebrations below.




Again, the thoughts of both the twins turned to Minas Tirith.  It was so like looking down from the courtyard on the seventh level on just such a night.  But there the lights of many bonfires could be seen on every level of the city and out across the Pelennor, here the lights were from strings of coloured lanterns around the squares, and illuminating the stalls of merchants and food vendors.  




They all stood simply enjoying the spectacle, as musicians played in the main piazza, the twinkling lights sparkled on the water from the central fountain, and more and more people began to dance.




Suddenly Elladan found his thoughts turn abruptly from celebrations in Minas Tirith to Alqualondë in a heartbeat.




Naltatamë!  She was down there, dancing in the square!  Then he lost her in the crowd.




‘But,’ he thought, ‘I know she said she was looking forward to the summer feasting and celebrations in Alqualondë and, surely, if she had changed her mind and decided to come and visit her family she would have let us know… wouldn’t she?’




He reminded himself that three quarters of the ellyth in Tirion had midnight black hair, and those who could afford jewels for their hair would all be wearing them tonight.  He had almost certainly just seen her in someone else. It must simply have been… simply have been what?   That he really, really wanted it to be her?




He shook his head slightly and heard Elrohir’s silent voice. 




‘Are you alright El?’




‘Yes, yes, I was just a little distracted for a moment.  I will tell you later,’ he answered.




Grandmother began to speak to him, suggesting that it was reasonable, now, to leave the terrace and go down into the city to enjoy the night.




His mind went back to Minas Tirith again, remembering both Arwen and Estel occasionally secretly leaving the King’s House on such a night for an hour or two of ‘freedom’, with the twins ‘running interference’ as Tindómë had once described it.  In full elven splendour, together, they so easily drew the eyes of most of the crowd that the royal couple could join the festivities unnoticed.




At least they were never likely to have their sister and brother’s problem.  After almost five moon-turns here they were no longer a major topic of interest, simply ‘junior, but eligible, members of the Royal Family’! 




When they got down into the crowd, Elladan still found himself looking for Naltatamë.  Eventually Elrohir asked him what the matter was, and he explained.




“Did it feel like her?” Elrohir asked.




He hadn’t thought about that until now.  He paused whilst he considered whether there had been any sense of recognising the fëa of the elleth he had seen.  No, it had not felt as if Naltatamë was near.  And yet… he was not sure.  There had been something that had drawn his eyes to that particular corner of the square.  Did he miss her so much that he was subconsciously looking for her everywhere?  




When he said that he did not think it had felt like her, he could not resist asking Elrohir, “Would you have recognised the call of her fëa over that distance, amongst so many people?”




“Yes,” said his brother, “I am almost sure I would have done… which is still a slightly scaring thought.  Anyway, if I would have done, you would have done, I’m sure.  And as she is, doubtless, still in Alqualondë,  let us enjoy our night.”




Elladan did as Elrohir suggested.  But the next day, when he was alone, he went back to the moment he thought he saw Naltatamë, and the conversation with his twin.




The more he thought about Elrohir’s question the more he realised that this burgeoning relationship might well become a point of serious competition between the two of them.  




They had always competed with each other, of course; who might be the first to best Glorfindel, who would be the first to join with an elleth, who could kill the most yrch, and the millennia old wager as to who could hold on during sex for the longest.  But if one, yet only one, of them was destined to have a permanent relationship with Naltatamë, it could become a serious rivalry.







At least one puzzle was completely solved within a week or so, when a small parcel from Alqualondë arrived at Grandmother’s estate addressed to them both.  It contained letters from Legolas, Tindómë, and Naltatamë herself, along with four sketches from Rumil. Elladan could definitely say that he could not have caught a glimpse of Naltatamë in Tirion on midsummer day.




Legolas’s letter began ‘It seems silly to give the messenger a series of separate small packages all for you, and so I asked if anyone else wanted to send anything.  I was amused to find that Naltatamë had something already written and ready to go.’




“How many wagers are there likely to be concerning the three of us, I wonder?” Elrohir said, wryly.




“Too many to count, I would think,” Elladan replied.  “And about the only person of our acquaintance that is not likely to be involved in any of them is Adar.  I expect even Grandmother and Grandfather will have at least one or two private ones, if nothing else.”




Legolas’s letter went on to say that ‘I suspect that Naltatamë may move much further inland when you two leave for your valley, and it seemed a shame that she seemed to have spent very little of her time, so close to the great sea, out on the water so we invited her to spend the day at sea.’




Along with being wryly amused by Legolas’s ‘suspicion’ the twins wondered quite who ‘we’ were and decided that one of them would certainly have been Tindómë even if the invitation came from Legolas.  Clearly they were right.




‘It was a lovely day.  Such a shame you two were stuck inland although I’m sure you will have had a good time celebrating in a Noldor sort of way.  And, no, I didn’t ask your master-smith whether the Noldor partied for midsummer although I knew we hadn’t, really, when I lived in Lothlorien so they might not have.  I picked Erestor’s brains instead.’




Tindómë wrote as she spoke.  And there was that phrase ‘your master-smith’ again.




‘We don’t do it every year, but our fishermen friends told us the sea would be calm, so I asked Eleniel to come as usual, and Sérëdhiel and Nendir, because he really likes sailing and promised he would save her if the ship suddenly sank.  So it seemed normal to ask Naltatamë as well.  Because if she is going to be part of your lives she is going to have to cope with all us wild, possibly weird in my case, wood elves turning up in your valley.’




Elladan looked at Elrohir; “Our friends seem to think it is a foregone conclusion,” he said.




Elrohir shrugged.  “Is it not?” he asked. But it was definitely a rhetorical question.




Rumil, as usual, communicated with few words because he did not need them.  




The first sketch showed Naltatamë sitting quite high in the ship’s rigging, behind her the coastline showed that they were not just in the bay of Alqualondë.  On the back, in Rumil’s neat tengwar, was written ‘You will be pleased to see that Naltatamë may not be a wood elf but is not afraid to climb.  The coastline is north of the city but not as far as the passage through the Pelori.’




“A foregone conclusion…” said Elrohir.




Naltatamë did not look as at home, with nothing but a piece of wood no more than a palm’s width between her and a fall to the deck below, as they knew the wood elves did, having previously seen a similar drawing of Heart of Eryn Ithil’s journey across the sea.  But she looked more comfortable than Tindómë had on the rope bridges when she first lived in Caras Galadhon.




There were also a couple of pictures of groups chatting on deck, and the final one showed Orophin deep in discussion with two ellyn the twins recognised as Telerin fishermen.  You could tell that, if pictures could move, all three would have been using their hands to describe something.  On the back it read ‘Orophin is learning much about fishing.  He plans to settle by the great lake near our new forest.’




It was another sign that Legolas’s folk were already looking forward to their new home.




Naltatamë’s own letter told them more of the boat trip, including mention that Tharhîwon had remained on shore as, he said, ships gave him sad memories and he would prefer to remain with Gimli, who rarely left his home now.  She added that both she and Tharhîwon felt, now, that every day spent with the dwarf was precious.




But then she wrote that ‘there was a strange moment late in the day when Galanthir and I came up from below deck and saw your ‘little cousin’ talking to the sea.  She said she hoped Lady Uinen was around, then she mentioned ‘Nessa’ as if she might be someone she knows well.  Even stranger, though, was the way a wave came up that seemed to answer her.’




The twins looked at each other.  




“She is going to ask more questions,” Elrohir said.




“She is,” Elladan agreed.  “I think we need to discuss it with Grandmother.  Perhaps we should find a way to send a message to Mithrandir and ask his advice as well.”




But, as it turned out, there was no need to.  




That evening the maia himself arrived at Grandmother’s, saying he thought it would be good to see Grandfather and the twins, as he was on his way to Alqualondë.







fn1: The rescue took part in the latter chapters of Brotherhood.




17. Mainly Concerning The Key...



“Hmm…” said Mithrandir, stroking his beard, which Elladan realised was a little shorter, and definitely sleeker, than it had been when he had last seen him in Middle Earth.




“Hmm,” he said again, “well, up until now information about The Key has always been shared on what the young lady in question would describe as a ‘need to know basis’.”




He looked at Grandmother, who nodded.  




“And, up until now, there has been no need to explain exactly how Tindómë came to be caught up in the battle at The Black Gate and found amongst the dead Uruk Hai.




“It is still deemed best not to make a fuss about it even though, as far as we know, Sauron and Saruman are the only two of the Maia to choose the path of evil, just as Morgoth is the only one of the Valar to do so.”




He sat silently for a minute or more, and Elladan wondered if he still missed that ridiculous pipe when he wanted to pause, either for thought or dramatic effect.




“There has already been some discussion about who now ‘needs to know’.  I think it is reasonable for you,” he nodded towards Grandmother and Grandfather, “to tell King Arafinwë of the existence of The Key in our world.  I would suggest that you inform him that ‘the elleth’ is safely guarded amongst the Wood Elves.




“His determination to keep everyone safe from evil and his instinct, also, to take command means he will probably insist that she should be here, in Tirion, where he can be sure of her safety.”




Grandmother looked at Mithrandir with slightly raised eyebrows, but said nothing.  Presumably she thought his reading of her Adar was correct.




“But,” he went on, “I am sure he will see the logic in her being in what many would think of as the least likely place.  As a family, the six of you are all well aware of just how dangerous in battle the Wood Elves can be.  King Arafinwë is likely to assume, having no experience of this personally, that they are less organised and prone to disregard authority.  For such he will have been told.”




‘Hence,’ came Elrohir’s silent voice, ‘his somewhat insulting offer to put Gil-galad in charge of the expedition inland…’




Mithrandir was still speaking.  “Although I am sure you will have pointed out, already, that although he believes that ‘less wise’ means foolishly light-hearted, perhaps he should consider that it means less rigidly set in their ways, and more able to adapt…”




‘I think,’ Elladan said to Elrohir, 'perhaps he has something of a soft-spot for our Sindar and Silvan kin….'




‘You think? came the reply, in his brother’s best Tindómë impression.




“I am sure,” Mithrandir said, turning to Grandmother, “you will soon convince him that should anyone ever wish to use the power of The Key for their own ends, and know that it is part of a living being, not an artefact, they would certainly expect it to be housed within a warrior of what most perceive as the strongest people.  Even were they to be aware that in the first incarnation the Key was female, and so may well be again, most would expect her to be exactly where King Arafinwë thinks she should be…  And so it is exactly where she should not be.”




There was another pause.  But as no-one else filled it, Mithrandir went on.




“If he asks for more details you may tell him it is Tindómë, but ask that he keeps this information to himself, or it might become difficult for her to just continue to lead a normal life.”




He turned again to Grandmother.




“Your great-great-uncle Ingwë already knows of both the return of The Key to our world, and Tindómë’s arrival here in Valinor.  He felt it best not to single her out for attention when she visited Valimar to appear in the Máhanaxar.”




‘Ai Elbereth!’ came Elrohir’s voice in Elladan’s head. ‘In all the emphasis on us being Haru Arafinwë’s great grandsons I had almost overlooked the link to The High King of All the Elves!’




‘I get the impression,’ Elladan answered, ‘that most of the Noldor, at least, studiously  avoid remembering that Haru Arafinwë had any parents.  It saves them recalling the existence of our great-great uncle…. Our Telerin kin may feel much the same!’




Mithrandir glanced their way, with the tiniest change in his facial expression that gave the impression that he had heard and was both amused by, and in agreement with, their silent conversation.




There had never been any suggestion that he could hear them using ósanwe when they knew him as one of the Istari but, when Elladan thought about it, back there in Middle Earth his powers had been purposefully hobbled.  This person in front of them was his full, real, self.  Elrohir’s words from a few months before came to his mind; ‘now you know who we really are’.







Later came another conversation about The Key, one with only the twins and Mithrandir present — one they preferred not to share with the rest of the family, even grandmother, as that was no longer necessary.




“We have met an elleth…” Elladan began.




Mithrandir was clearly going to regard this as a serious conversation as he did not point out that they must have met many, many, elleth, even just since arriving in Tirion, but simply smiled a little.




Elrohir took up the conversation.  “We are… um, she is the most interesting person we have met since we arrived — well, to be honest, the most interesting elleth we think we might ever have met.”




Mithrandir nodded.




“She is beginning to realise that we are more closely tied to the Ithilrim, and some of the Galadhrim, than she had expected from what she thought of as ‘princes of the Noldor’.  And she is beginning to question the way in which both Legolas and ourselves regard Tindómë as family…” said Elladan.




Elrohir took over. “And that Tindómë also seems to regard Lady Nessa as a friend with whom she is on first-name terms, and Lady Uinen as someone who might pass on a message.” He looked expectantly at Mithrandir as he finished.




Mithrandir smiled again.  “My dear sister did, indeed, tell me that Tindómë wanted to see me.  And it is a nice time of year to ride from my home to hers, by way of my dear friend Galadriel’s own home, allowing me to also catch up with Celeborn and yourselves.”




He took a sip of wine then spoke again.  (Elladan thought that Tindómë was quite right when she said that Mithrandir did enjoy talking.)




“So, this elleth.  Tell me her name.”




“Naltatamë.  She is a…”




“Mastersmith,” Mithrandir cut in.  “An excellent person.  I have met her a number of times when visiting dear Gimli.”




‘And,’ Elladan thought, ‘you almost certainly knew who we meant before we told you.’




Out loud he said, “She is indeed an excellent person, and also an observant person.  So observant that she is asking questions the answers to which are bringing her in a tighter and tighter spiral.  And when she gets to the centre of that spiral she is going to ask ‘who, or what, is Tindómë?’”




“And what we want to discuss with you,” Elrohir took up the conversation,  “is what we should, or should not, tell her.”




“An interesting question…” Mithrandir was stroking his beard again.  (Tindómë had told them that he had once, fleetingly, shown her what he looked like without it.  Elladan wondered what he might stroke instead, were he to change his fana to a more typically elven one.)




Eventually he spoke.  “Do you feel that you might become bound to her?”




The twins looked at one another for at least as long as Mithrandir had sat silently stroking his beard, then Elrohir answered, slowly.




“It is a possibility.”  He paused then added, “yes, definitely a possibility…”




“If you do,” Mithrandir said, looking at both of them, “you must tell her, for you should not keep such a secret from one another if you are soul-bound.  And, should she ask you the question without you having reached that decision, you will have to determine exactly what your relationship is, or will be, before deciding how much of the truth you will share with her.”




He said that in a tone which implied that, firstly, it was the obvious answer and, secondly, that it was the end of conversation on the topic.




Later, when alone together, both twins acknowledged that Mithrandir had nudged them into speaking of their relationship with Naltatamë in terms that they had so far avoided because it had seemed so new.  







Mithrandir (Elladan had only once slipped up and used Ithilienne’s version of the name) stayed a few days more then rode out of Grandmother’s estate one morning.  He carried with him letters even though, he said, he was travelling at a leisurely pace and would be no faster than the usual messengers.  Whatever Tindómë wanted to speak to him about was clearly not a major emergency for they knew that he could, now he was fully himself, travel within seconds between any two places here in Aman.




It was with some surprise, then, that only two weeks later they heard his voice again.




They had been in Tirion at a Begetting Day celebration for one of the younger cousins, but Adar had felt he needed to return to Grandmother’s home.  He thought perhaps someone had sustained a serious injury, as this was the pull he had sometimes experienced back in Middle Earth when his healing skills were needed.  




However, when the family rode into the estate there was no word of anyone needing a healer.




The twins had gone to their own suite of rooms when Elladan heard Grandmother silently calling them both to come down to her study.  As they reached the door, Elladan was aware of something he had only seen once before in his long life; a strange, green, light he had last seen around the portal that Radagast had formed between Ithilien and California, and he was sure he could hear Mithrandir’s voice, although he should, almost certainly, still be at Alqualondë.




Naneth and Adar, Grandmother and Grandfather, were already in the room — as was Mithrandir.  What was no longer in the room was the solid wall at the opposite end to the door.  Instead there was what looked like an archway into the next room, framed with the softly glowing green light.  Beyond the archway was not, however, the room he knew should be there but Adar’s study in Alqualondë; Mithrandir stood in front of the archway, whilst Tindómë, Rumil, and Legolas stood beyond.




Elladan’s first thought, echoed silently by Elrohir, was that something must have happened to Ithilienne, but although they looked serious they did not look like elves whose daughter, or the elleth he would probably marry, was in danger.




No, Mithrandir explained, it was Gimli.  The aged dwarf’s health was rapidly deteriorating, he had developed a weakness down one side and could no longer leave his bed.  He slept much of the time…  And his elven ‘family’ wanted Elrond, as his healer, to come to his side.




Whilst that could easily have been achieved, Mithrandir said, without using The Key, it would hearten Gimli to see both Lady Galadriel and Lord Celeborn for one last time - and Celebrían who had been so kind to him since he arrived in Aman.  The twins, too, had known Gimli during those years in Middle Earth following the Ring War, he added, and such a group of people were more easily transported this way. 




Then, silently, they heard him say ‘And Naltatamë, too, has become fond of him and may need comforting when he passes beyond the circles of this world.’




Grandmother quickly made the necessary arrangements with her seneschal — those who lived on the estate were to be told that Mithrandir had taken the family back to Alqualondë. And why.  The impression would be that he had used only his own powers as a Maia.  A similar message would be sent to her adar in Tirion; even though he now knew of the existence of The Key, best not to mention Tindómë’s role in getting the family quickly to their destination.




In very little time all six had stepped from one room to the other, Rumil took a small knife to his wife’s hand, she shook a little blood towards the green archway, and the wall was as solid as it had ever been.




Grandmother looked as if she travelled that way every day, Grandfather simply gave Tindómë a slight nod of approval.  Naneth hugged Legolas, and Adar looked as if he had a thousand questions, but they would have to wait.




Elladan and Elrohir went to Tindómë and Rumil.




‘Thank you!’ Elrohir said silently to them.  




‘We are very glad to be back here,’ Elladan added, then, out loud, “We are sorry to hear that Gimli may be approaching the end.”




“We knew it was bound to come, and he is content, I think,” Tindómë replied.  “But we will miss him.”







Adar gathered up supplies from his small infirmary and left quickly with Legolas and Mithrandir.  Tindómë and Rumil followed, and Naneth suggested the family eat whilst they waited for Adar to return.




It was a quiet meal. 




Adar returned, saying that he had given Gimli something to ease his breathing, there was little more he could do, and Gimli asked if they would all visit him.




“Not all at once,” Adar warned, “Legolas and Tharhîwon are there already and I think it better if Gimli is not crowded.”




Naneth went first, with Grandmother and Grandfather; the twins made their way down later.




To their surprise it seemed as if many of the elves were keeping vigil outside the Hobbit Hole.  Haldirin, Galanthir, Orophin and Lithôniel, sat quietly together on the grass.  Nithdur joined them as the twins approached.  A little further away a group of smiths talked quietly.  There were Telerin ellyn and ellyth that Elladan recognised, and members of Adar and Naneth’s household.  Legolas’s naneth was there, with her grandchildren and Ithilienne… 




He was wondering where Naltatamë might be when she came out through the door, accompanied by Tisirion.  




‘I am so glad you are here,”  she said silently.  “He is very weak,” she added, out loud. 




Tisirion spoke.  “He said goodbye,” he said.  “But also officially tasked us with seeing Tharhîwon complete his apprenticeship.  And then had a few extra words for Naltatamë.” He smiled, rather sadly.  “I do not think we will hear his voice again.”




“Come in,” came Tharhîwon’s voice. “Gimli has been asking to see you.”




Inside, the sun shone through the round windows and Gimli lay, propped up, in his bed.  Legolas was in the room, and Tindómë’s voice came from the back.




Gimli waited until the twins were beside the bed.  “Elladan, Elrohir,” he said slowly, “Can’t tell you apart today, my eyes are failing.  But no matter.”  His voice was slow, and quiet.  “Glad to know you made it here… for your mother.”




He took a couple of slow breaths, and Elladan thought that might be all he was going to say, but then he spoke again.




“She’s a good lass.  Been good to me.  Look after her.”  




He nodded slightly, then closed his eyes.  




They were, Elladan thought, dismissed.   And those last words were not, he thought, about Naneth.




They, too, joined those others waiting outside.




As the sun began to sink behind the mountains it was as if everyone became silent, listening for the sound of Gimli breathing through the open door.  And as the moon rose above the horizon, and shone a faint path onto the sea, there were no more breaths.  




Only silence.





18. Lord Aulë's Forge



Over the course of their lives there were many days which had nothing about them to make them easily brought to mind.  Both Elladan and Elrohir could say, with absolute certainty, that the day Gimli slipped away from the circles of this world was not one of them.




The few hours after his last breath became something of a mosaic of images.  Mithrandir coming out to confirm what those keeping vigil outside already knew.  Then those same elves singing softly as if to make the journey easier for his fëa.  Legolas turning for comfort, not to his naneth or Ithilienne, just yet, but to Tindómë. Tharhîwon doing the same.   




Naltatamë had turned to the twins.  Silently they had gathered her into a hug between them, and stood like that for some time, as the moon continued to rise over the sea. 




Tharhîwon coming to speak to her, his eyes still red from crying.




“He came.  Lord Aulë was there, in the end.  Gimli saw him, I know, because he smiled.”




There was the image of Tharhîwon inviting anyone who wanted to see the dwarf for one last time to come into the Hobbit Hole… and Naltatamë speaking to both the twins silently, worried to go as she had never seen a dead body before. 




They had reassured her and accompanied her in, where Gimli lay on top of the bed, dressed in his finest clothes, hair and beard intricately dressed with mithril and precious stones, his helm under one hand and his axe at the other side.  He looked exactly what he had been; a Dwarven Lord.  Elladan remembered his father’s words, from many centuries before, when the body in question had been that of one of the Dúnedain. 




“It is the last honour we can offer, and it is beholden on us to make him look as he would want to be remembered.”




Adar and, doubtless, Gimli’s closest friends had certainly done that, and Elladan was pleased to think that this is how Naltatamë would remember the dwarf, rather than the frail figure inside the bed hours earlier.







It was around mid-morning of the next day, that Gandalf approached Tindómë.  By now, Legolas had sought comfort with Ithilienne, Tharhîwon had been gathered up by others, and Tisirion and another smith had taken over the role of ‘honour guard’ at the Hobbit Hole, where folk still came to pay their last respects (or possibly assuage their curiosity).




Two minutes into the conversation Tindómë’s inner Dawn Summers thought ‘Fuck!  The shit is totally gonna hit the fan now!’.




Out loud she used a description that the Maia would be more likely to understand. 




“M’kay… well that will certainly let the cat out of the bag…”




He still looked briefly puzzled, but she reckoned he already knew exactly what she meant.




“Well,” he said after a moment or two, “perhaps not so much letting it out of the bag completely as letting one or two people know that it is there and take a peek…”




Of course, like Gimli’s other friends, Tindómë had known that Lord Aulë had promised that the dwarf would be entombed for all time, in good stone, outside the entrance to His Lordship’s Forge.  But she had never wondered about dwarven funeral rites, or how his body, and any possible mourners, would get there.




Now she knew.




It made sense, of course, to form a portal between Alqualondë and His Lordship’s Forge.  The journey overland would have taken at least a couple of weeks, she understood, and that would not have been a good idea with a body as part of the cortege.  She vaguely remembered bits of history from her time in California, which suggested that lead lined coffins, or preserving the body in rum, might work.  But for Gimli to lie in state for a day or two in His Lordship’s domain, looking every inch a warrior as he did now, seemed only right.




And whilst doubtless, with some help from one or two other Valar, such a state of preservation could be achieved until the mourners arrived in time, it seemed they had agreed that using The Key to open a doorway was the right thing to do.




Not that Tindómë objected in the least to giving her blood for such a purpose but, as she now said, “Won’t some people start to be a bit suspicious that I am always in the front, clutching a bandage to myself, as such events?”




Gandalf smiled at her.  “Were it to become a regular occurrence, perhaps.  But very, very, few know that is how you found yourself in the Battle at The Black Gate.  Those who know that Radagast used Haldirin’s blood to return you to Middle Earth, after your unexpected sojourn in the other place, can all be trusted not to make it public knowledge.  And, when we opened a door this way to return Elrond and his family here last week, very few realised I used anything other than my own power.”




“Yeah… But if we go back to the conversation you and I had, before Gimli became so ill, about Naltatamë… I know you said you had spoken to the twins already, and what I told her was up to me if she asked out-right… but isn’t she going to be in, like, the front row of the mourners this time?




“And Tisirion and Tharhîwon.  I don’t think we ever exactly explained to Thar how Haldirin and I rescued him, although I don’t suppose he will be all that surprised.  But Tisirion is like some of the others from Imladris — they know I’m a bit weird but not the details.”




“I will discuss it with Lord Aulë; if he deems it best, I am sure the doorway can be opened with just you and himself before anyone else is aware of it.”




And that was that.







Tindómë awoke, knowing that she needed to go to the Hobbit Hole, and that Rumil should come with her.  She put on her sensible clothes, picked up the bag she had left prepared, and together they obeyed the mental summons.




Tisirion, Naltatamë and Tharhîwon were already there, along with Legolas, having kept vigil together.  Behind them was another figure that she immediately recognised as Lord Aulë although she did not think he had been one of the Valar she had met in the Máhanaxar.




“Tindómë,” he said, “child.  It is good to meet the elleth our creation has become.”




‘M’kay…’ she thought, ‘so Naltatamë and Tisirion are being given front row seats, and that line is definitely going to catch their attention.’




She could feel Rumil’s amusement as he silently agreed.




His Lordship went on, “We will create the doorway here, in the place Gimli last thought of as his home.  Then,” he nodded at the four who had kept the vigil, “you will carry his body through to the place you will find already prepared, lay him down, and maintain your vigil a little longer.  The other mourners here are already assembling and will then make their way through this building and out into my forge.”




Ah — that made sense.  It would do so to all those outside as well.




Lord Aulë beckoned Tindómë forward and when she reached him at the back wall of the room, she held out her arm.  Within seconds the cut was made, the Vala said a few words in Valarin (‘weird language,’ thought Tindómë) and, as her blood dripped quickly to the ground, both it and the wall behind began to shimmer with the familiar green light until there was no longer a wall — just an opening to somewhere new.




Gandalf awaited them there. 




‘He must have gone under his own power,’ Tindómë thought.




His hair, beard, and robes were all grey and he had a rather battered grey hat in his hands.  Although she had never known him as Gandalf the Grey, she knew that was who stood there, neither Mithrandir nor Gandalf the White.




Lord Aulë beckoned both Tindómë and Rumil through the portal then touched the place where he had cut her arm and it healed instantly.




‘No need to stand there clutching a bandage,’ he said silently, with a distinct smile in his voice.







Elladan was glad that they had arrived here in Aman before Gimli had left the circles of the world.  It had been good to see him and talk to him and, finally, to see his hröa laid to rest with all due ceremony.  




His hröa had been laid on a granite plinth for two days as all those who wanted to pay their last respects did so and then, as the sun began to set on the second day, everyone present took a stone and, with them, built a cairn around both Gimli and the plinth.  Legolas had placed the first stone, Gandalf the Grey the final one.




There had, of course, been questions from Naltatamë and Tisirion about Tindómë’s role in the formation of the portal, but the twins had not needed to answer them.   Tindómë had told the two smiths that, once the ceremonies were complete, she would speak with them before she left with her family.  Naltatamë, Tisirion, and Tharhîwon were invited to stay in Lord Aulë’s domain for longer.  As were the twins.




The evening had begun with glasses of wine and Tindómë saying, “This is the story of the creation of The Key as it was told to me by someone who was there…”  




It ended with her saying, “But, really, I am just me,” and a couple of slightly dazed smiths.







Tindómë was very happy to be making her way back to Alqualondë with her family, slowly, on horses provided by Lord Aulë.  Any more questions that Naltatamë or Tisirion might have she had left to Elladan and Elrohir.




Before they left, though, Orophin and Lithôniel, Rumil and Tindómë, Haldirin and Ithilienne, Legolas, and Tharhîwon, had sat together as a family, and Tindómë made sure she had not shocked her ‘adopted son’ when the portal had opened. 




She asked Tharhîwon how much he remembered of the events that led to him coming to Aman, the events that had given him his name.




“I remember being cold,” he said.




Then he continued, “I remembered feeling warm once I took both your hands and we walked through a shining green gate,” he nodded at Tindómë and Haldirin, “but I had forgotten about the blood until I saw His Lordship open that gateway between places.  Even though I know from Haldirin that the three of you have special blood so that he is glad there are no unhoused here, and it means Ithilienne can meet people on their dream paths.




“And,” he smiled at Tindómë, “I know you are a gift of the Valar, Naneth Tindómë, because  Adar Rumil says so!”







Time in Lord Aulë’s domain seemed to drift by.  It appeared that all the assorted grandparents felt it over-rode any other invitations, as none arrived here gently pointing out how long they had been there…   The twins were not exactly certain why they were there, much though they both appreciated, and enjoyed, what was an honour.  




“You are of the line of Finwë, and so always welcome here,” the Vala said, when they asked.




They did learn more of the craft than they had expected to, and met new people, but both thought that the real reason for the invitation to remain was so that His Lordship could (as Tindómë might say) ‘suss them out’.  




They were more and more certain that their future was bound up with Naltatamë’s, and also that Lord Aulë had either known about this in advance or, at least, suspected it.  He had, after all, personally suggested that she join their parents’ household to learn new skills.  Now he may well want to be sure that had been the right thing to do.




Although the time had drifted by, they were far enough north to realise the days were getting shorter, the nights longer.  When they first arrived, they had spent time starlight bathing in the river that ran down the hills behind the forge complex, supplying the water.  




Sometimes both the twins went bathing with Naltatamë, sometimes only one of them, sometimes one or both enjoyed such evenings with others, for the Noldorin smiths seemed happy to adopt the pastime.  But now there was less sunshine and the river ran colder.  Pleasant enough to wash for cleanliness, but less conducive to hours spent enjoying the pleasures of the body.  And, deep inside Elladan, there was a small seed of worry.




On this particular evening Naltatamë was still involved in a project in one of the workrooms and the twins were eating in the large mess hall with Tharhîwon.  He was happy.  He had learnt new skills, had even worked with the Great Smith himself, and helped spread the pleasures of starlight bathing amongst the other smiths, aided by Tisirion.  




The three of them began to consider how long they had been here.  




“It will be midwinter in another full cycle of the moon,” said Tharhîwon.




He smiled a little wistfully, “remember that I was brought up by hobbits and the calendar was always more important to them than to most elves.”




The twins looked at each other.  Elladan spoke.




“I think we might like to be back at our Adar and Naneth’s home for mid-winter, before we are called upon to spend time with more relatives.  I believe it takes about two weeks to travel at a comfortable pace.  If Lord Aulë does not mind, I think we might leave here in a few days’ time.”




“He has asked me to stay longer, to add to my knowledge, so that I might be more useful when we move fully into our own lands.  Gimli taught me much about the rocks, about ores and minerals, but His Lordship wishes me to know more.”




The younger ellon paused, then added, “But I celebrated mid-summer properly… whilst you were in Tirion!”




Both the twins smiled.  Tharhîwon was correct — midsummer in Tirion seemed a long time ago now but, they knew, it had not been anywhere near as much fun as it would have been had they celebrated with the Ithilrim!




Back in Elrohir’s room, they were waiting for Naltatamë to return to the living quarters, to ask if she would accompany them back to the coast.  And finally, Elladan spoke, fëa to fëa, to his twin about that tiny seed of worry.  The worry that Naltatamë might be favouring one of them over the other.




‘Sometimes when we are together it feels… I am not quite sure… as if three is the wrong number.  But then, if it is only her and I, it sometimes feels as if you should be there.’




Hidden so deeply inside that he hoped his brother could not sense it was the possibility that, although he could no longer imagine life without the master smith as an intimate part of it, she may only be meant for Elrohir.




He was, almost, relieved when Elrohir answered that he understood exactly, because he had experienced the same feeling sometimes; a slight disorientation as if something was missing. 




As so often, their minds took the next step simultaneously.   “Or,’ said Elrohir, ‘…someone!”  finished Elladan.




‘Huitho!’ he said, after a pause, “it has taken us millennia to find Naltatamë, to now have to find a fourth, who is destined to be equally important to not just you and I, but also to her, might take as long again!’ 




‘Perhaps we need to start visiting more of the many grandparents with more enthusiasm,’ said Elrohir, ‘and find a way of explaining to them all why we need Naltatamë with us!’




‘Are you both all right?” As if they had conjured her up, Naltatamë’s silent voice broke into the conversation.  ‘I felt that you were both worried, or upset.’




‘Yes…’ they answered together.




But their hesitancy must have been clear as Naltatamë looked worried as she came, quickly, into the room.




She spoke out loud.  “And why would you need to take me anywhere with you?  I just caught the end of your conversation.”




The twins looked at each other.  Naltatamë looked at both of them.




Elrohir caved first and, still rather hesitantly, explained their conversation to her.




She nodded slowly.  An unexpected expression flashed across her face… Elladan though she almost looked… guilty?  And she blushed!  He had never seen her blush, even when she had been asked rather pointed questions about her relationship with the two of them.  The flush of colour had been almost as fleeting as the expression, but he was sure he had not imagined it.




“I feel that odd sense of imbalance sometimes, too,” she answered after a very long moment, “but I thought it was only me.”  




Then she quickly changed the subject.




“I was speaking to Tharhîwon when I felt that you might need me.  He said you were planning to return to Alqualondë for mid-winter and wondered if I would be leaving with you.”




This was easier ground.  “We are,” Elladan answered, “And we are, indeed, hoping you might come with us.”




“I think, yes, I would like to go back.  But,” there was a pause again, “… but I think I would like to call and see my family first.”




“We could do that,” Elrohir offered.




“No!  No, I will go alone.  But I will leave with you, and go to Tirion whilst you go straight to Alqualondë.  However, I promise I will be in Alqualondë for the solstice celebration.”




So that is how it was left.  And, if there was any sense of imbalance in their lovemaking over the next few nights before their paths split, no-one mentioned it.







Even in the time they had been away from Alqualondë things had changed; there were fewer Ithilrim.




Orophin and Lithôniel, Saeldauron and his family, even Galanthir; all were missing along with others.  It was as if Gimli’s passing was a signal and the great migration had begun.




“Begun again,” Tindómë said.  “For the Ithilrim it began after the Ring War when they moved from Eryn Lasgalen or Lothlorien to Ithilien.  And we only ever looked at Alqualondë as a place to rest for a while before the next stage — like butterflies or migrating birds.”




Galadhrim had already begun to leave the lands around Grandmother’s estate, they were told. The first group had left some time ago, led by Haldir.




‘Ah,’ thought Elladan, ‘that would explain why we saw so little of him when we were there.’




Others, Thranduil’s folk, or even Oropher’s, who had been living in small settlements along the coast or in small woodlands inland, were also quietly moving further West.




“We are awaiting Aran Thranduil,” Rumil explained, when asked about his brother leaving without him.  “Orophin and the others will begin to make paths, and build some dwellings, But Tindómë and I promised Legolas that we would stay at his side many years ago.




“Legolas and Lady Ferveren know, from the letters you brought, that Aran Thranduil will be here in the next year or two. So we will not be apart for all that long.  Tangannel, who came with us when we went to explore the new lands, is leading those making similar preparations for those who will live in the new Eryn Lasgalen.”




He looked over to his daughter.  “Ithilienne waits, ostensibly, for us but, in reality, she would have chosen to stay with Legolas even had we travelled with Orophin and Lithôniel.  Haldirin has no need to wait, and part of him wanted to go ahead.  But he waits for Tharhîwon, who may need a brother, and also for Rhîwen as he wants to get to know her better before she joins her parents.”




“Of course,” Tindómë joined the conversation, “she may choose to live with the Ithilrim, or he might choose to spend time amongst her grandfather’s people.  We will not be that far apart.”




She smiled then went on, “And everyone knows that ‘The Valley’ is yours.  But by the time you get there you may find a few temporary shelters there already.  And I know there are already some who came from Imladris who are readying themselves to travel there with the two of you.”




Even though there were fewer Ithilrim, there were still plenty of people preparing for the mid-winter celebrations.  




“Definitely enough for a good ‘hunt’,” Legolas said when he gave the twins the ribbons he owed them from the year before.




But as the sun approached its highest point on mid-winter day, the twins had little enthusiasm for dressing in their best and plaiting those ribbons into their hair.  They had begun to worry a little a couple of days earlier, but now they found themselves looking towards the road from Tirion more and more for Naltatamë had not arrived.




‘She promised.  She promised.   She promised,’ went through both minds over and over again.  Could she have had an accident?  Would they know? They had been told that Orophin knew when Lithôniel was injured before they were bound; but they had only been yards apart.  Had she wanted more time with her parents?  But surely she would have sent a message.  Had she decided she would be better without the twins in her life?




And now it was dusk, and they would have to go out to the celebrations, and smile, dance, and persuade ellyth to accept their ribbons.




And then, just as Captain Grandfather’s crew were casting off for their nightly journey through the sky, two horses appeared, approaching the house at a canter.




Grandfather!  Grandfather and Naltatamë!  Except that they had no sense of her, there was not a hint of her fëa.  It was as if she had shut them out.




19. Who Are You?



As the two horses came nearer to the house Elladan could feel that Elrohir was as puzzled, even worried, as he was.  For some time now they had sensed Naltatamë when she was nearby.  Before this point they should have known she was close by even if they had not seen her.  But all that there was… was something like an echo.




They hurried downstairs from the window where they had been watching the roadway and, as the two riders dismounted, a groom appeared as if from nowhere to take the horses.  Grandfather simply thanked him, where he would usually have stopped to tell the groom the horse’s name, how far they had ridden, and so forth.   




Then he gestured to the twins to stay where they were, rather than come out to meet them, whilst saying to the elleth at his side, “They are not really a pair of peacocks, they are not usually so colourfully decked out.”




Elladan realised he was referring to the solstice ribbons and the jewels in their hair.  And simultaneously realised that Naltatamë should not need such an explanation.




‘Look only with your fëa not your eyes,’ he said to Elrohir, then spoke silently to the elleth that was coming towards them.







Legolas was, as usual, ready for The Hunt and was standing with his naneth as others arrived, adding more food and drink to that already on the tables amidst their dressing of green leaves and berries.




Erestor appeared and asked for a quiet word.




“Lord Celeborn has asked me to suggest that you start the celebrations without Elladan and Elrohir although they will probably join you later.  He also says that they may decide to keep their ribbons until mid-summer.”




Legolas had been aware that they had expected Naltatamë to arrive in time for the evening festivities, and that they had spent all day with at least one eye on the road.  He had also known, within minutes, that she had been seen arriving at a canter at dusk accompanied by, surprisingly, Lord Celeborn.




What in all of Arda was going on?




“They have not received bad news, I hope,” he said.




Erestor took a few moments before answering.




“I am not completely aware of all the facts, but I think, no, not bad news.  Although I think matters may be taking an… unexpected turn.”




“Well,” said Tindómë, when Legolas repeated the conversation to her a few minutes later, “that makes everything totally clear… not!”




As the celebrations got underway people began to notice that the twins were missing despite their having returned, they had said, particularly for the evening.  This being a celebration involving elves, not only was speculation as to the reason for their absence rife, but the number of wagers as to the cause rapidly multiplied as well.  Members of the household, such as Eleniel and Sérëdhiel, were assumed to have insider knowledge and were closely questioned for clues, but they knew no more than anyone else; Lord Celeborn had been seen arriving with Naltatamë, at dusk, and she had been closeted away with the twins ever since.




By the time the bonfire was lit, and quite a lot of wine consumed, these included wagers on Naltatamë being on the run having accidentally blown up Lord Aulë’s forge; Lord Celeborn having upset his wife so badly that he needed Naltatamë to secretly, and quickly, make a gift for her; Gil-galad having 'importuned' Naltatamë (this, of course, from a Silvan whose father had died with Oropher).  And, perhaps a little more prosaically, that that touch of mortal blood the twins carried had caused one, or even both, of them to accidentally get her pregnant. (This latter caused much laughter amongst the ellyth.  They pointed out that if the twins, singly or together, had not accidentally impregnated any of them over the past millennia then the odds on it happening now would have to be too long to calculate!)




Oddly, a little credence was added to that last theory when, accompanied by their Grandfather Celeborn and also their Grandmother Elwing, the twins appeared with the dark-haired elleth between them and no ribbons in their hair.




The four went straight to Legolas where he stood talking to his mother near the bonfire.




Lord Celeborn spoke.  “Legolas, Lady Ferveren, may I introduce you to Iltatamë?  You know her sister, of course.”







A little earlier…




‘Who are you?’ Elladan asked, taking the direct approach.




 “Iltatamë.’  The reply was just as straightforward.  The inner voice almost Naltatamë’s, but not quite, and sounding slightly relieved.




There were so many questions Elladan wanted to ask but, once he heard that, he knew they could all wait, at least for a minute or two.




“Welcome, Iltatamë,” he said out loud.  




“Before I explain what has happened and why I am here,” Iltatamë said to the twins once Grandfather went to find Erestor, “Naltatamë sends her heartfelt apologies to you both that she did not explain sooner that she is also a twin.  And her absence is certainly not from choice, she is not ill or injured, and measures are underway to get her here soon.”




“That is not totally reassuring,” Elrohir said. “But if you are not seriously worried, then we will try not to be.” 




Elladan, though, was thinking of the ‘heartfelt apologies’.  




“We should have asked her.  We should have at least considered the possibility.”




Elrohir and Iltatamë both looked at him with questioning expressions.  




“The first time her and I met it was whilst visiting Gimli.  As we left, she made what she called ‘an educated guess’ at how he knew I was me, not you.”  He nodded at Elrohir.




Iltatamë clearly understood as she smiled.  “When we were elflings it was hair ribbons for us.  Later jewellery.  But as I understand that you do not usually wear as many ribbons as you currently have, and jewellery might well be a nuisance at times, maybe… the clips on your braids?”




The atmosphere between them all was suddenly lighter.




“Black,” said Elladan.




“Blue,” said Elrohir.




“Suitably discrete,” she said.  But did not enlighten them further about her own ribbons or jewellery.




‘We will have to ask…’ said Elrohir silently.




Out loud Elladan continued, “And the first time she overheard what we had thought was a private ósanwe conversation between the two of us, she said she had not realised it was only meant for ourselves, as she heard Elrohir’s silent voice…”




Elrohir cut in to quote, “almost as clearly as if it had been my sister.”




“And,” Elladan went on, “we were so shocked we never thought to ask her more, even later.”




“She told me about that, last week,” Iltatamë said, “and that she also wished she had said more.  But explained that she had been distracted by it being a very enjoyable night!”




“Oh,” Elrohir said, “were you amongst the dancers in the square, outside the Palace in Tirion, at mid-summer?”




She nodded. 




“Elladan thought he saw Naltatamë, briefly, but, um, do you know we have begun to sense her?”




“She told me that last week, too,” this time Iltatamë’s tone was rather wry.




“I must have seen you,” Elladan said, “but I was somewhat confused as, firstly, Naltatamë intended spending mid-summer here in Alqualondë and, secondly, I realised that had she really been there I would have been aware of the song of her fëa, albeit faintly.” 




He thought it best not to mention, just yet, that even so, his eyes had felt drawn to that part of the crowd, and that he had felt the same ‘echo’, he now realised, as he had when Iltatamë rode into the yard outside the house earlier.




Grandfather returned at this point, but only to say that refreshments were on their way, Erestor would tell Legolas to begin the celebrations and, having been told that this was not Naltatamë but her sister, Erestor would ask his wife to arrange for some suitable clothes for Iltatamë to wear, if she wanted to go out and join the dancing, to be put into a guest room.




Personally, he was going to leave them to unravel what he thought might well be a few tangled threads, and go to visit his kinswoman Elwing to invite her to join them as after all, he had added, she has some knowledge of twins.




Iltatamë said she was not sure where to begin the unravelling, and Elladan suggested by explaining why Naltatamë seemed to have told no-one in Alqualondë that she had a twin.  Whereas Elrohir wanted her to start with ‘where is Naltatamë and why is she not here?’




“The two are linked,” Iltatamë replied.  “I think I need to go back to when we were only elflings.”




She began by explaining that their mother had always accepted that one of the two might follow their father into some form of smithcraft, but had expected the other to become a lace-maker like herself.  As Naltatamë began twisting wires at an early age, and crying to be allowed to have her own hammer, their mother had concluded that it would be her sister who took up the ‘proper female pursuit’ of lace making.




“She still calls me by my ‘mother-name’ of Raiwa-yelwë as if I am the most delicate piece of lace she has ever made.  But I disappointed her.  Adar’s name for me is more suitable as I work with glass — which is, of course, more smith-craft than anything else, and so I choose to use that.”




The twins had spent long enough with their Noldor relatives to be fluent in Quenya by now, and so could recognise that whilst Naltatamë was a ‘radiant smith’, Iltatamë was a ‘shining smith’.  Yes, very suitable for someone who worked glass.




Iltatamë continued, “And so we not only look identical but spent much of our time together, met the same people, had the same friends.” 




She paused.  Elladan and Elrohir said nothing.  She looked at them questioningly.  




“Have you never wanted to be just you?” she asked.  “Not ‘one of the twins’ but just Elladan, or just Elrohir?”




“Not often”, the ellyn answered, after only a little thought.  “Mainly we are happy in each other’s company.  Our friends who really matter know the small ways in which we differ.”




“We did.  We wanted to be Iltatamë and Naltatamë not just ‘the twins’.  Quite often people did not seem to even notice which of us they were talking to.  I have spent more than one evening with ellyn who never used a name for me, and at some point asked me about jewellery making, or did I think smiths should make weapons.




“Which was also a sore point,” she added.  “Naneth objected to Adar ever making a sword or a fighting knife, and so she wanted him to refuse to allow Naltatamë to learn such skills.”




She smiled.  “At least, in this, she saw me as the obedient daughter — blowing glass, or making stained glass panels, are really not aggressive pursuits.  Although,” and she suddenly looked even more like her sister, if such a thing was possible, “there were some ellyn who sought me out in particular, as they thought glass blowing might make me the more skilful when it came to using my mouth for other things!”




Elladan wanted to ask ‘does it?’ but felt this might not be quite the time or place.




Iltatamë went back to her main thread, “Lord Aulë knows all his smiths, no matter which part of the craft we work in, and he knew that the love all three of us, Adar, Naltatamë and I, have for our Naneth made us all feel as if we were being pulled in two directions at once.  So he suggested that Naltatamë might want to come here, to your parents household, to further her knowledge of her craft and, whilst doing so, work with some of the most skilled weapon makers, including, eventually, Lord Gimli.




“We saw it as a chance to be individuals.  She decided not to tell anyone here about me.  I was happy with that.  Back in Tirion, given time, although people knew Naltatamë was my twin, they also always knew that I was Iltatamë.




“We knew that Lord Elrond was sundered until the end of the world from his own twin, and Naltatamë quickly learned that your mother feared that you two might never come over the sea…”




There was a shared stab of guilt between Elladan and Elrohir at that point.  They knew that they had been more worried that their Naneth might not be here for them, than that she might dread never seeing them within the circles of the world.  




“… and so she convinced herself it was also kinder to them to not tell them she had, not just a sister, but a twin.”




That made sense, Elladan thought, sharing the thought very carefully with his brother, in case Iltatamë could ‘hear’ them as easily as her sister.




Iltatamë continued, “Naneth was not happy about His Lordship’s decision, as she is of the opinion that all those who have fought against evil on the far shores have been touched by it and are tainted.”




Elrohir said, “Oh.  I remember one of my earliest conversations with Naltatamë when she said that ‘There are some, who have never left these shores, who see those who have personally fought against evil, like yourselves, as in some way tainted.’  And she seemed to imply this might include some of her own kin, but I did not know her well enough then, to be sure.”




“Which brings us to why I am here now, and not Naltatamë,” said Iltatamë.




For a moment Elladan thought she must mean that her sister had decided she could not consider any future with him and Elrohir, and had sent Iltatamë to tell them this.  He could feel Elrohir fleetingly mirroring the thought, but also reassuring him that, in that earlier conversation, Naltatamë did not agree with her mother.   




He wondered how the sisters could not have missed having such a connection with each other — perhaps they had.




“She came to Tirion especially to talk to me about you two.”




That was… good, probably.




“She shared much of the time she had spent with you both, individually and together.”   Iltatamë grinned, for the first time since she arrived.  




“And it is clear that she is very close to you both.  But…” she paused, no longer grinning, “she also shared with me the sense you all have, as you get closer, that there is an imbalance and… although it has been interesting to be separate individuals… it is still true that we two were also one fëa at our begetting...”




She left that thought hanging in the air and there was what felt like a very long silence.  Elrohir broke it.




“Do you mind the possibility?”




Without waiting for an answer he continued speaking.  “Although I still do not understand why she would send you alone to speak to us.”




“Elrohir,” Iltatamë said with confidence.  “You are definitely Elrohir.  Naltatamë says that you are sometimes the more hasty and rush ahead.”




Elladan nodded.  “He is!  Are you here because she did not want to be part of this conversation?  Or is it because she is unable to be here?  You did say her absence is not from choice.”




Iltatamë smiled a little.  “And, Elladan, you sometimes think a little longer, which is why you have a slight advantage when you play games of strategy.”




Her sister had clearly discussed them with her at some length.




She went back to his question.  “It was Naneth.  I think Adar knew already that Naltatamë thinks her fëa sings with both of yours.  But Naneth believes that the two of you have somehow corrupted her.  That taint of evil.  She is also shocked to think Nal might have been sharing her body with the two of you together.”




Elladan wanted to laugh at the idea of them corrupting Naltatamë.  He was pretty sure she had enjoyed the freer way of life in Alqualondë well before he and Elrohir arrived.




Elrohir though, silently, said, ‘Nal!  I knew they must have short names for each other, but I thought they might just go with Tamë the way we go with El.’




‘What, not Adan and Rohir?’ came a female voice into the conversation.  Followed by an expletive they did not, immediately, recognise and ‘… I think she might be right.  Nal, I mean, not Naneth. I don’t suppose I was meant to hear that.’




The conversation continued out loud.  “Naneth’s family are… more formal perhaps, when it comes to enjoying our hröar.  She sees elleth and ellyn sharing such pleasures, simply because they are pleasures, as the fault of Lord Aulë — letting smiths strip to only small clothes in the heat of the forge.”




“We have one Great Grandmother who believes sharing of bodily pleasure should be kept for serious courtship,” Elrohir said, “and many other relatives who believe it is much healthier to enjoy our bodies together than not.  I am pretty sure no-one would ever think of Grandmother Galadriel as being influenced by Lord Aulë, or Grandmother Gull, for that matter.”




Iltatamë laughed.  Then more soberly continued her narrative.




“When Naltatamë told Naneth a little about the three of you, fortunately not really mentioning me, Naneth insisted she must remain in Tirion, on no account return to your parents’ household, nor have anything at all to do with you.  It was, she said, all your fault and Naltatamë would soon recover from your ‘corruption’ back at home.




“Adar would have taken Naltatamë’s part, but he is away from Tirion working on a commission.  And when it was clear that Naltatamë intended coming here as the three of you had planned, Naneth locked her in her room and told me not to go near her.”




“Huitho!” said Elrohir.  “That is… how can she think that is right?”




“Naneth is frightened.  That is why she has reacted like that.  She wants Naltatamë to return to the family home and spend her life making jewellery and trinkets, me to decide to become a lace-maker, and both of us to marry ellyn whose families she knows.”




“And our family in Tirion are not good enough?”  Elladan would have laughed if it had not been so serious.




“Or does she see us as further corrupted by being peredhil?” said Elrohir.  




“She would not even understand the word,” said Iltatamë, “she has no wish to understand Sindarin.”




It was only at this point that it occurred to the twins that the conversations, ever since Grandfather and Iltatamë arrived, had been in a mixture of the two languages.




“Naltatamë has been teaching me every time she has been in Tirion, ever since she began to learn Sindarin herself when she came here.  She said that, although she did not know why, she felt it was important that I learnt.”




Another wry smile, then “I thought perhaps it foretold a commission to make decorative windows for one of those who arrived from the East.”




“Well, we will certainly need windows when we build our own home,” said Elrohir, with a smile.




The conversation quickly became serious again.




“Naneth sent me to my aunt’s house, like a good, dutiful, daughter, expecting it would keep us apart.  But, of course, I simply had to get within a couple of hundred rangar or so of our house, and then use ósanwe as a very narrow stream, to talk to my sister without Naneth knowing.




“Naltatamë was almost frantic with worry that you two would think she had chosen to stay in Tirion, when she had promised to be here today.  And she sent me to your grandparents’ home to ask for help.”





20. Mothers and Law-Mothers!



Whilst he might not be the last person Elwing had expected to see this evening, Celeborn was an unexpected guest.  She had expected him to still be at Galadriel’s estate, quietly organising and planning the Galadhrim’s move to their new home.




When he began to explain his unexpected arrival, she could understand why he had left that for something more… immediate.




“… After she had spoken to her sister using ósanwe, Iltatamë told her aunt that she was going to visit someone who supplied the minerals to colour glass, to discuss a new commission.  Then she simply kept walking and eventually arrived at our estate, saying she was Naltatamë’s sister and needed to speak to us urgently.




“Celebrían was aware that a sister existed, Naltatamë had mentioned her being one of the reasons for her occasional visits back to Tirion over the years.  But none of us expected to see what appeared to be our master-smith herself walk into the room.




“However, the discovery that they were identical twins paled, at least briefly, into insignificance once she explained that their own mother had imprisoned Naltatamë in their home to prevent her continuing her relationship with Elladan and Elrohir.  When she told us that this was because her mother regarded them as unsuitable, being ‘tainted’ by living in Middle Earth and having come into contact with evil, you can imagine the scene.”




Elwing could.  Although, despite the seriousness of the matter, by the time he had finished describing it she could not keep a straight face and was smiling.




“Both Galadriel and my first thoughts were for Celebrían.  To suggest that anyone who had had any contact with the forces of evil was forever tainted, and not welcome in The Blessed Lands, was a direct insult to Celebrían.  Elrond’s thoughts, I think, also went first to his wife.




“But Celebrían was angry.  Almost incandescent with outrage that anyone  could suggest that her sons were in anyway an unsuitable match for their daughter.  Had the elleth in question been in the room we might soon have needed to debate whether strangling her would count as kin-slaying, or be seen as totally reasonable.




“Then, Galadriel became icily efficient, of course.  Within seconds she had the way forward mapped out.  She would go, immediately, to Tirion to talk with her parents.  They would then request Naltatamë attend them at court either the next day or the one after.  Not a request that her mother could really deny.




“Iltatamë was to rest, eat, and then be given clothing suitable for riding, before she would set out, with me, before dawn next morning for Alqualondë.  We would need to ride quickly, and probably obtaining replacement mounts en route, as she was anxious to arrive by this evening at the latest, knowing that our twins would be worried if Naltatamë did not arrive as promised. My company would make this much easier than if we had just provided her with a horse.




“Elrond and Celebrían would also go to court, once we had left, as Naltatamë is part of their household.”  




Galadriel, Elwing thought, would have been in her element.  Celeborn, too.  He would doubtless have enjoyed the less than leisurely ride, and have learnt a great deal about this elleth, whose very existence was news to him, as they stopped each evening. He would certainly have ensured that she no longer worried about her twin, or about meeting the twin ellyn.  He was the perfect person for the job.




Celebrían’s reaction amused, but did not surprise, Elwing who had got to know her law-daughter well over the past centuries and was well aware that, although she looked like a delicate feminine version of Celeborn, she was also Galadriel’s daughter…  And Elrond would be his usual, calm, self should any of the Royal Household defend the elleth’s right to imprison her adult daughter because she did not approve of a relationship.  Although, as the relationship in question would doubtless be described in terms that implied she was being courted by both of the King’s great-grandsons in friendly rivalry rather than as a pair, Elwing could not imagine anyone there voicing disapproval of such a possible match.  




Celeborn concluded his tale by saying, “I have left the three of them together.  I am sure there are aspects of this tangle that are best discussed without anyone else, and there is also an interesting possibility that hangs in the air, of course.  I would appreciate you joining us to attend the celebrations, you are close kin — with the added bonus of there being more twins in your family.  Although in this case I think your twin brothers may be most relevant.”




He was right.  Eluréd and Elurín were, in years lived, younger than her grandsons, but their relationships with ellyth were not dissimilar, and whatever happened with Elladan and Elrohir over the next few years, their great-uncles would be interested and, if required, supportive, she knew.







 “Legolas, Lady Ferveren, may I introduce you to Iltatamë?  You know her sister, of course.”




‘Huitho!,’ Tindómë thought, ‘I was not expecting that!’




‘Tinu, you disappoint me!’ came Elrohir’s silent voice in her head.  Followed by ‘I am sorry — I am within overhearing distance when you think quite so loudly!  I thought you might have had money on this very possibility from the moment we arrived on these shores.  




‘After all, the last time we met in Middle Earth, you told us that we really would have to come West, because if you met a pair of identical female twins, and there was no sign of us arriving, you would probably ‘explode and die of the frustration…” ’




She did remember.  ‘As well I didn’t know about Naltatamë being a twin until these last two minutes then… If I had known through all that time, when I was here and you weren’t, you might have been responsible for me becoming the first person ever to end up visiting Mandos because they were so frustrated that they exploded!’




Centuries of practice meant that Elrohir continued to keep a completely straight face as he introduced “Legolas’s small sister, who is also part of our family,” to Iltatamë.







As far as they could tell there had been a lot of void wagers — and not a single winner.  It did not seem to have occurred to even Tisirion that Naltatamë’s sister might look so much like their master-smith that she could be the person who rode in with Grandfather.




However, it did not put a damper on the evening’s celebrations and soon, despite fewer participants than the year before, the light of the bonfire illuminated whirling couples, kissing couples, and ribbons being exchanged.  For themselves, both Elladan and Elrohir explained that they were not ‘hunters’ on this occasion only because they wanted to be company for their unexpected guest as much as she wished, but they would happily dance, and were not averse to kissing. 




And then, just as the only previous time they had celebrated mid-winter here, Elladan found himself dancing first with Grandmother Gull, whilst Elrohir danced with a familiar looking black-haired elleth — just not the same one as last time.  




Iltatamë knew of the traditional exchange of ribbons for kisses; her sister, she said, had told her about it after the first time she had participated, back when the Ithilrim had newly arrived at Alqualondë.  As word spread that this was not Naltatamë, but her sister, single ellyn almost queued up to ask her to dance.  Comments she made in their hearing made it clear to Elladan and Elrohir that she was well aware of the flurry of new wagers she had set off.   This, her enthusiasm for joining in the dancing even as it became less formal as the night wore on, and her acceptance of some kisses and ribbons from ellyn she had only just met, was reassuring.   Like her sister, Iltatamë did not appear be influenced by anything like Great Grandmother Anairë’s rules; not that they had really expected she would be. 




When, an hour or two before dawn, Iltatamë began to flag after her day in the saddle and night of dancing, both Elladan and Elrohir accompanied her back to the house.  




“I suspect that Naltatamë has told you that the celebrations often continue in someone’s bed, especially in the cooler weather of mid-winter,” Elladan said.  “But we want to reassure you that we do not expect you to join us in such pleasures tonight.”




“Nor in the future, unless you choose to,” Elrohir added.  “But if you want company so that you are not alone in a strange household, one or both of us will stay with you as you sleep.”




Iltatamë looked thoughtfully at them both.  




“I think,” she said, “I might be better alone.  I am very tired and really do need sleep.  And one, or both, of you beside my bed would be too much of a temptation for me to stay awake…  Also, I will feel guilty enjoying myself with you until I know for sure that Naltatamë is free to come here and join us.”




Well that was good news, and answered Elrohir’s question of the evening before, “Do you mind the possibility?”.  







A little after mid-day, Legolas met the twins in the house where Rumil and Tindómë lived (Tindómë had never quite got into the habit of calling it home).  Usually, following jumping the fire and ‘breakfast’, he would have spent the day continuing the celebration with an elleth; these days his elleth of choice was Ithilienne and, rather than walking around the bay to his current base in the King’s House, they had spent the morning in the bed that belonged to the absent Orophin and Lithôniel.




The twins had brought food from their parents’ house and explained that their Grandmother Gull had spirited Iltatamë away ‘to see the sea in the daylight, and then a little of Alqualondë,’ and Grandfather had decided it was the perfect opportunity to talk to Lady Ferveren about some of the finer points of settling the new lands.  In other words, their grandparents knew they would want to talk to their friends.




“Last night,” Elladan began, “we avoided giving any explanation for Iltatamë being here, and Naltatamë not being.  I expect there were wagers on the subject…”




“Doubtless,” Legolas answered, straight-faced.




Elladan looked at him queryingly.




“I absolutely did not participate,” Legolas said.  “I know you two well enough to realise there was something serious going on.”




“There was.  There still is.”  And Elladan went on to tell them what had happened.




“She did what?  She locked her up?  Seriously?”




Tindómë sounded incensed on Naltatamë’s behalf.  “Huitho! Naltatamë is a fully grown elleth.  It’s as ridiculous as your naneth locking you two in your rooms for spending too much time with a smith!”




‘Or,’ thought Legolas, ‘as if your adar had locked your sister in her room for becoming too close to Aragorn.  And that might even have worked, if he had kept her there for a yén or two!’




Tindómë was still speaking, but now to her daughter.  




“I mean,” she said, “I cannot, for the life of me, get what you see in Legolas…,” she was smiling by now, “but even if you were ‘swayed by the desires of the body’ in the company of one of the Dunlendings, or one of those forest people who looked like the Rohirrim’s Púkel-men…”




“Drúedain,” said Elladan.




“Whatever… Even then I wouldn’t lock you in your room like a… a… I was going to say naughty elfling, but I wouldn’t lock even an elfling in their room!”




It seemed as if Tindómë’s expression of outrage spoke for them all.  Rumil nodded and then asked, much more calmly than his wife, what had happened once Iltatamë had explained her sister’s predicament.




When Elrohir told them, Ithilienne smiled and said, “I would rather like to see Lady Galadriel being icily angry — as long as it is not at me.”




“And Grandmother will be at her most icy if she comes face to face with Naltatamë’s mother,” Elladan said, “after all, Grandmother is the most Noldorin member of our immediate family — and the behaviour of our fellow twins’ Noldorin mother will have embarrassed her!”




“Her Ladyship was less than impressed by the disapproval my own naneth showed when she found that Tindómë and I were soul-bound,” Rumil said.  “Although,” he added dryly, “it was a little too late for her to lock me in a bedroom — especially as her own home is a talan.”




“Huh!” said his wife, “I bet she would have tried, given half a chance!  And Orophin, too.  She thought Lithôniel and I had somehow seduced her poor, innocent, sons and corrupted them, using wily, wood elf, ways.”




“She has come around a little over the years,” Rumil said.




“Yeah…  I guess,” Tindómë conceded.  “But I still reckon that if you two end up bound to Iltatamë and Naltatamë, the relationship with your law-mother will be made a lot easier, like ours, by living a long way from her.  Your valley is not even one inch too far away from Tirion, Els!”




‘Aren’t you the lucky one?’ Legolas heard Elrohir’s silent voice.  ‘When you get around to becoming betrothed to Ithilienne your law-mother will be your sister, and your own mother already treats Ithilienne as a daughter.’




Legolas made no attempt to deny the inevitability of such a binding together.  Both he and Ithilienne knew that, when the call to be soul-bound became greater than the pleasures of The Hunt, they would become betrothed and wed.




Instead, he answered Elrohir the same way. ‘My father knew of our attraction to each other before I sailed.  And he may actually be here to see the day that he once said gave him pleasure whenever he thought of it.  Not the day we wed, although it is good to know he will be here to celebrate that, too.  No, he wanted to imagine the face of the first ‘jumped-up Noldorin lordling’ to object to my wife being my sister’s daughter, without the full facts!”  




‘No great need to hurry, though.’ Elrohir’s voice held a smile, ‘‘My small sister, her husband, and their daughter, my preferred partner when indulging in the desires of the body,’ should work well enough.’




Legolas kept a straight face, of course, but he knew Elrohir would be aware of his mental grin.  




Whilst they had been holding this silent conversation, the main conversation between the others had continued.




“Anyway,”  Tindómë was saying.  “There’s no doubting that Naltatamë will get out of house arrest quite quickly.  Although it will take a few days before she gets here, I expect.  So, the really important question is... you two and Iltatamë…?”




There was one of the pauses that usually meant the twins were talking silently to each other.




“To be honest,” Elladan then said, “we are not sure.  There is a… symmetry, but we need to get to know her, and then find out if she wants to be courted.”




Ithilienne gave Legolas a look that was so like Tindómë that he wondered, not for the first time, how he could be so attracted to one, when he had never, ever, felt attracted in that way to the other.




“Of course,” she said to the twins, “she might be the one doing the courting…”





21. Finding The Balance



Neither Naltatamë nor a messenger arrived later that day or the next.  Whether Iltatamë was courting the twins as Ithilienne had suggested, or not, nobody knew as all three had spent part of that next day, it being fairly calm, out on the bay in a small sailing skiff with Eärendil.  This had the advantage of introducing Iltatamë to both their other grandfather and the sea, whilst away from curious onlookers.  




What they did in the privacy of their own rooms at night was, of course, open to a great deal of speculation, but anyone who lived or worked in the main house remained tight-lipped on the subject. 




The third day after the solstice celebrations a figure rode into the courtyard around mid-day.  It was not Naltatamë.




The messenger who arrived with many letters for Celeborn, Elladan, Elrohir and Iltatamë was, of course, one of the Galadhrim.  Within very little time Gladhedon was sitting at their table sharing food, wine, and all the Galadhrim gossip with his old friend Rumil and his wife.  Tindómë reckoned they were probably up to speed faster than the recipients of the letters, who would have had to read them and, probably, compare notes to get the full picture.




By the time Legolas arrived, tipped off by Ithilienne, Tindómë was able to give him a simple resume of the important bits.




“So, short version… King Arafinwë sent a polite invitation saying he would like to meet Naltatamë as he had seen some of her work… invitation declined, presumably by her mother.  Then he sent more of a command to come to the palace, this time her mother comes in person to say that Naltatamë is indisposed.  But, whilst the mother is at court, Her Ladyship sent some official type person round to the house, who insisted on speaking to her. Gladhedon says he heard, from a very good source of course, that the housekeeper thought Naltatamë was being hidden by her mother because the King might force her into a relationship with the Els… 




“Naltatamë tells King Arafinwë she is happy in Master Elrond’s household, any possible relationship with Elladan or Elrohir is as much her choice as theirs — his great-grandsons are honourable ellyn and their behaviour has always been most correct.  That bit accompanied, by the way, by an eye-roll from Gladhedon and the comment that, of course, their behaviour in matters of the hröar would be correct — they have had many years to practice and hone their skills to perfection.




“The King says it is clearly a ‘misunderstanding’ between mother and daughter…  Gladhedon says this is purely to save the mother public embarrassment; the King was not born yesterday.  Her Ladyship suggests Naltatamë might like to stay with her presently, and no mention is made at any point of Iltatamë’s existence, although those who know, know, of course.




“Gladhedon says that Her Ladyship wants to better know any elleth who can so fascinate her grandsons, and so do the King and Queen which, so much easier if she’s a guest of their daughter.  Not to mention, of course the entire horde of Galadhrim who live on the estate these days wanting a look at her.  Oh, and Naltatamë seems more than happy to hang out with Her Ladyship for a while; nice place, nice forge, and it gives her sister a chance to get to know the Els and make her own mind up about them.  




“Current odds amongst the Galadhrim are very poor for those wagering on the two sets of twins thing.  Gladhedon is happy — he took a long shot on the Els meeting a pair of twins, just after they first arrived, and has excellent odds.”




At this point Tindómë paused, for the first time.  But before Legolas could comment, or ask questions, she spoke again.




“Honestly, I was much too slow — I so should have wagered on the possibility before they even got here!”




She did not mention that Rumil was not in the house as he had left, with a grin, to make wagers on what the news from Tirion might be with one or two newer members of Master Elrond’s household, who were unaware of his major Galadhrim connections…







They had talked.  The two evenings and nights before the messenger arrived, they had talked and talked.  All three spoke of their parents, their upbringing (so different in some ways, so similar in others), and about having a twin, part of your fëa shared from your begetting, a bond that must surely be no less close than the soul-bond of those who married.  For the first time all three could talk to someone else who understood.  




Elladan and Elrohir wished they had had such a conversation with Naltatamë months ago.  It hurt a little, although they understood why she had said nothing until she had been able to speak to her own twin.




They talked of their families.  Naltatamë knew their parents well, of course, and Grandmother a little already from her visits to Alqualondë.  In fact Grandmother’s letter to them had said that her main reason for suggesting Naltatamë stay with her, and their parents, was to allow her grandsons time to get to know Iltatamë, in the way they already knew her sister, if that was what they all wanted.




Iltatamë, on the other hand, having only seen Grandmother at her most commanding and imperious, was probably glad that she was getting to know their other three grandparents better instead.




Knowing that everything was well with Naltatamë was a relief for all three, even though the Elrondionath had not doubted for a moment that Grandmother would easily get Haru and Haruni to do as she suggested, and that they would not be easily convinced that Naltatamë was remaining in her parents’ home entirely of her own volition.  




At the casual mention of Haru and Haruni Iltatamë looked slightly troubled.  




“I really find it strange that you two are direct family of the King and Queen, and yet…”




“And yet what?” Elrohir asked.




“And yet we feel like equals,” she said slowly.




“Iltatamë,” Elladan said.  “Never think either your sister or yourself are anything less than our equals.  Naltatamë already knows this, I believe.  And if it is written into the music that your fëar are destined to sing with ours, be sure that no-one in any part of our family would ever think of you as in any way ‘less’.”




And for a moment he was taken back to a long ago conversation with Éomer, who had wanted to be sure that Rumil was seriously planning to bind to Tindómë.  Éomer, who had worried that, as not fully elven, she might actually be ‘no more than a toy to you all.  A year or two’s entertainment to be discarded later.’  And he wondered, briefly, if such a possibility really might have coloured Naltatamë’s mother’s attitude to his brother and himself. 




Iltatamë continued looking at him seriously for a few seconds more.  Then she shook herself slightly and said, “I know I said that I would feel guilty enjoying myself physically with either, or both, of you until I knew Nal was free to join us.  And, whilst I know she is not likely to be here straight away, I think that if she told your Grandmother she was leaving today to come and join us, or if we all turned up at your Grandparents home to join her, there would be no objections.




“So, I believe it might be time for you to introduce me to the pleasures of starlight bathing…  And my sister told me that if I look very closely I might find the outward difference between the two of you.”




A message arrived at Tindómë and Rumil’s house for Legolas a little later.





Legolas, a favour, please.  Would you ask your folk to leave the upper bathing pool free this evening?  Normally, of course, we would be happy to share it but, knowing how much interest there will be, we fear it may become so crowded that we would need to charge admission. 




Also, please tell your future betrothed she was right.  Just in case there was a wager on who might be courting who by this point.









The night was clear.  It really was starlight bathing.  In fact, the distant stars in an almost moonless sky made Elladan think of Naltatamë’s net of diamonds that she wore in her hair for celebrations.




During the hours in which they had done nothing but talk, he had asked Iltatamë if she had a similar star net for her hair, as he knew Naltatamë’s had been a piece made to display her delicate handling of metal and jewels to gain her mastery.  




“Similar, but not the same,” she had answered.   “Naneth asked Adar to make me one as she likes us to ‘match’.  But Nal had put herself into hers, and Adar felt it wrong to copy it exactly, and so he made mine to include work by me.  I made small stars in glass, faceted to catch the light, and he made them into a net like hers.”




“Useful to know,” Elladan had said, “but I already feel as if I would not need to look at your hair to know which ‘you’ you are.”




Elrohir had agreed.




And now, even as they undressed by moonlight and began to rub the scented oils into each other’s skin, Elladan realised there were subtle differences in the two ellyth’s hröar. 




Iltatamë was a little more slender; working with glass had not built quite as much muscle as working with hammer and tongs.  And just as he knew that he had a swordsman’s calluses that were not the same as those of bowmen, so the touch of Iltatamë’s fingers was not quite the same as that of her sister.




They spent a long time getting to know what felt good, what made any one of the three gasp a little in pleasure, or tilt their body into the touch.  For the ellyn it was interesting to discover where this elleth’s reactions matched her twin, and where they were uniquely hers.  She was learning the same about them.  




As she ran a finger down each of the lines of fine hair that were, literally, the root of that small outward difference, the sound of other voices drifted up from the lower, saltwater, pool.




“I am glad that we have this pool to ourselves tonight,” Iltatamë said.  “It was kind of Legolas to make sure we did not have an audience, as I would think there will have been quite a few wagers on which of us do what…”




Elladan and Elrohir exchanged glances and Elrohir raised an eyebrow slightly as if to say ‘Should we tell her?’  Elladan smiled and spoke.




“Our friend’s folk are wood elves… they can move silently through the trees, and remain hidden where any of we three might be discovered.  You can be certain that someone will be up there,” he gestured to the dark trees just a little back from the pool, “making notes.  Unless it is Rumil.  Then there will not only be notes but a pictorial record.”




He wondered what her reaction would be.




She laughed, tipped her face towards the trees, where all was still and silent, and said “Rumil, if it is you we would really like to see the pictures!”







Over the next week or two no illustrations of that long evening of starlight bathing were forthcoming, so it seemed it had not been Rumil in the trees.  There had been no attempts to deny that money had been changing hands the next morning though, or that the outcomes of many of the wagers were based on observation not speculation.




The twins had introduced her to many of their friends that first night, during the solstice celebrations.  Now those friends took time to get to know her — as herself.  Grandmother’s ‘suggestion’ that Naltatamë spend a little time on her estate outside Tirion was exactly right, they realised. 




Time spent getting to know each other’s hröar better was certainly enjoyable.  Elladan was interested to note that Iltatamë’s breasts were not as sensitive as her sister’s; in the middle of such pleasures one only had to suck briefly on Naltatamë’s nipples and then blow gently across them to bring her to, or over, the edge of flight.  Iltatamë’s reacted better to nibbling or even gentle biting.




On the other hand, even tracing patterns with a finger on her backside caused her to arch and moan more readily than her sister.  She was also learning their own slightly different reactions and preferences.




Iltatamë could, as they had all three realised during their very first conversation, overhear the two ellyn when they spoke silently to each other just as easily as her sister did.  




All three began to recognise a sense of inevitability to the deepening of the relationship between them.  Whether all three were together, or it was simply Elladan or Elrohir and Iltatamë, there was, however, none of the sense of imbalance that there had been as they got closer and closer to Naltatamë.  




One evening, when Iltatamë had been invited to a ‘girls’ night, by Eleniel, Sérëdhiel, Tindómë and one or two others, all promising to tell her stories about Elladan and Elrohir that they would not tell her themselves, the twins in question talked to each other about the better sense of balance.




Did it mean Iltatamë was really the elleth their fëar would sing with, and not Naltatamë?




No, both decided almost as soon as they considered it.  Both agreed that there was no longer the sense of imbalance, the feeling that if you were to turn, or look behind you, there should be someone there.   But, then, they did not feel like that when one of them was ‘swayed’ by others without the participation of their twin; the desires of the body were as much fun without each other as with, just different. 




They did wonder whether, as the sense of imbalance had only begun after they had been in Lord Aulë’s domain for a couple of months, he had been, quietly, matchmaking.  Perhaps he already knew that their part in the Great Music was with the other pair of twins.  They had suspected previously that he ensured that Naltatamë met them; her becoming part of their parents’ household had been his suggestion after all.




Elladan remembered her blushing and saying, “I thought it was only me,” at the mention of imbalance between them; she was almost certainly feeling a little guilty at not, at least, mentioning Iltatamë.  As Iltatamë was also under his patronage, although a different sort of smith, Lord Aulë would have known as much about her thread in the Great Music… perhaps he had enhanced the feeling that someone was missing to nudge Naltatamë to tell them of her twin’s existence.  They were unlikely to ever know, but it amused them to think of The Great Smith as a romantic.




In the end it really was not important.  The three who were now together simply knew that their fourth was elsewhere, but would join them (and with them…) sometime.  In the meantime they would spend time together, and when they were reunited with Naltatamë they could feel just how the balance would work; whether they would naturally fall into two distinct couples — or not.





22. Now We Are Four



Ethuil was drawing to its end.  The days were lengthening, the weather was warmer, there were still enough waves for surfing; and Tindómë had got fed up referring to the second pair of twins by name.  Elladan and Elrohir were still the pair that most people who knew them meant when they said ‘the twins’, or they were ‘the Els’.  If anyone was being more formal they were the Elrondionath, but a similar formal epithet for Naltatamë and Iltatamë was too much of a tongue twister.  She had thought of ‘The Tamës’ but it didn’t feel right.  So now almost everyone who knew Tindómë, at least, referred to the twin ellyth in Sindarin as ‘The Smiths’.




(At some point in the future this would greatly amuse Spike, that afficionado of British and American Indie Rock and Pop of the 1980s and 90s, but that particular band had never been part of Dawn’s memories, so the joke was lost on Tindómë.)




Naltatamë had returned to Alqualondë with Elladan and Elrohir’s parents early in Ethuil, by which time the Els felt that they and Iltatamë knew each other almost as well as they knew her sister.  Her sister who, perhaps, they had known less well than they had thought.




The day that Naltatamë arrived, all four spent the evening in the twins’ sitting room. She apologised, again, for not telling them of Iltatamë. As her sister had said, she had decided that finding out she was one of a pair of twins who had chosen to be apart might be distressing for Adar and Naneth. Adar as a reminder of Elros, and Naneth who worried that she might only see one, or neither, of her sons again.   




And, she added, she chose not to tell Elladan when they first shared their bodies because she wanted the Els to choose to know her for who she was, not what she was.  And after that it became harder and harder to tell them both.




It had taken a few days for them all to adjust before any of them slept anywhere but chastely in their own bed.







Tindómë was out early.  There had been a storm over night, and a high tide, and now she was searching the beach for the small blue shells that were often washed up.  The Imladris blue dress Elladan had gifted her was light and filmy and designed for summer; the shells would make excellent hair ornaments to compliment it at mid-summer.  




She was just deciding whether to simply make small holes in them so that they could be threaded into place, or whether to ask Tharhîwon, recently returned from Lord Aulë’s domain, to use them to make silver side combs or a headdress, when her eyes were drawn to something catching the early morning sunlight. 




Something was shining on a balcony of Celebrían and Master Elrond’s house.  Not just any balcony but, she knew, that of the Els’ private rooms.  She might not have the perfect sight of the elves, but her ‘almost-elven’ eyes realised the sun was catching a piece of jewellery, worn around the neck of one of the Smiths who stood in the open doorway looking out towards the sea.   It was the only thing she was wearing, and right behind her stood one of the Els.  It was hard to tell if he was completely naked as well but, as the arms encircling the elleth were, it seemed a fair bet.




As she studied them for a little longer (‘I mean’, she thought, ‘if you don’t want an audience, don’t stand there…’),  one of his  hands moved to a breast, the other to the elleth’s cumb, and Tindómë found herself wondering if, being closer in height than herself and Rumil, joining in that position might be easier for them, without needing something for the elleth to stand on…




At which point she called quietly to her husband, who was also looking for shells, to come to see.   This resulted in three things; Rumil pointing out that it was probably as well that the Smiths’ mother was safely in Tirion, then his suggestion that they might want to go back to their own house, where Tindómë kept a box under their bed that made a perfect step for her, and some days later, a rather beautiful sketch that would be given to the El in question.







Elladan looked over Naltatamë’s shoulder and noticed Tindómë and Rumil looking up at them from the sands.




‘Good morning Tinu,’ he said silently.




‘Good morning Elladan. And it is, isn’t it?’ she answered.  ‘I am glad to see we are both making good use of it…’




At that, she turned away, picked up another shell or two and, holding Rumil’s hand, moved out of sight.




Elladan was sure Naltatamë must have heard the brief, silent, exchange, but said nothing.  He was reminded of his thoughts when they had stood like this before; that she fitted well both in his arms and in the lifestyle of the edhel here with whom they had, then, just celebrated mid-winter.




He had been right.  He could not imagine many of those he had met in Tirion being out here naked, let alone giving the answer she had that day, when he had suggested they could just join where they stood; “I think not today… but another time, yes.”




This was that other time.




It was probably even more pleasurable now than it would have been then.  For as the early morning sun warmed the two of them, they needed very little movement to build towards flight.  Elrohir and Iltatamë were enjoying themselves more vigorously only a wall away and, as the twin ellyth were as sensitive to each other’s arousal as the Els were, very little more effort than a slight rocking of the hips was needed for the pair in the doorway to add (in the Smiths’ terms) enough fuel to the fire to create a roaring blaze.




This effect, when all four were reasonably close to each other as they enjoyed the pleasures of the hröa in any combination, was stronger than either pair of twins had experienced with other partners.  So much so that all four agreed it made sharing such pleasures with other partners less appealing.  And whilst it certainly would not stop any of the four enjoying the up-coming mid-summer Silvan celebrations, it meant they were almost certain with whom they would spend their time after leaping the flames.  But in what combination they could not predict, for there was still no sense that they formed two distinct couples.  




Elladan was almost certain that there would have been as much pleasure, and sense of connection, if he had been buried to the hilt in Iltatamë whilst Nal had been the one sharing different pleasures with Elrohir.  And recent conversations confirmed all four felt the same; no matter how much time might pass, they were a quartet not two couples.  







And now it was mid-summer.  There had, again, been a be-ribboning get together in the Els’ rooms but this time, as well as those in attendance at the previous one, the twin ellyth came along.  Iltatamë had already befriended a Telerin glass-smith and begun working within his workshops, and so there were small glass ornaments for the two ellyn to add to their collection, as well as miniature silver swords from her sister.  




Elladan, alone, received a silver clip with two small blue shells attached, from Tindómë.




Tharhîwon had made Tindómë side combs decorated with the blue shells.  Rumil thought that she had been right, they definitely worked well with the dress Elladan had gifted her, and it was no surprise when he asked her for the first dance.  Rumil wondered, briefly, which would make the better image; the two dancing, or the kiss that ensured that the first ribbon in her hair was black, embroidered with a white tree and seven stars.




It was strange to celebrate without Orophin and Lithôniel, or Galanthir, but he knew Tindómë was happy that Tharhîwon had returned from Lord Aulë’s forge in time to celebrate.  He also knew that she was keeping a watchful eye on this son-of-the-heart, for this was his first such celebration without Gimli. 




Rumil watched Tharhîwon, too.  His fairly regular lover, Nithdur, was visiting relatives who lived further up the coast, before some of them would join a group heading West.   Tharhîwon looked to be enjoying himself; dancing, kissing ellyth, and gifting ribbons.  But, the sea being calm, there were plans to spend part of the day on Heart of Eryn Ithil, and Tharhîwon preferred to stay on dry land; he did not have happy memories of crossing the Sundering Sea.  Last year, when many of them had enjoyed such a day on the sea, Tharhîwon and Nithdur had spent the day with Gimli. Rumil hoped this did not mean that this year their ‘winter elfling’ would spend it without any of his close friends.




The first elves began to jump the fire as the sky began to lighten over the sea, and Rumil stood with his arms around his wife at this, her own time of day.  




“You will have to jump alone,” she said, sounding rather wistful.




He did.  It felt odd, for he had always jumped with Orophin.  But it would not be for long.  Surely Aran Thranduil would arrive within the next year or two, and then Rumil and his family could set out to join Orophin and the others, their promise to Legolas fulfilled.  




He watched Haldirin jump, then Tharhîwon right behind him, and felt his spirit lift as he saw Haldirin and Rhîwen take Tharhîwon between them, and move off towards the hobbit hole, carrying food and wine.




“We can stop worrying about him,” he said to Tindómë, nodding at the three arm-in-arm.  “And do not deny that you worried that he might choose to stay ashore alone.” 




Haldirin had once told him that “Thar is happiest, and most relaxed, when his is the middle hröa of three, being both filled and filling.   Because, deep inside, there is still the elfling who was so alone and cold.”




Rumil was glad that the pair would keep the ellon, who was as a brother to one and shared a name with the other, from memories of frozen loneliness.  Tindómë smiled when she saw the three together as well, but there was a distinct feeling, through their bond, that she was also amused.







Silently she told him that it was probably as well that the Smiths’ mother did not know that the idea of Haldirin and Rhîwen adding this ‘brother’ as a third was seen, by these ‘Wild Wood Elves’, as perfectly reasonable.  She would most certainly think all three were severely tainted by evil.




And she added that, at least on this occasion, she had decided she was very glad it was Rumil’s mother who was her law-mother!







Spending time out in the bay this way was very pleasant, Elladan thought.  They had been out in smaller boats with some of their Telerin cousins, and with Grandmother Gull and Captain Grandfather, but the only other time they had been in a ship this size they had been approaching the unknown and looking to their destination, rather than simply enjoying the experience.




At present he was sitting on a coil of rope in the sunshine, enjoying the sensation of Iltatamë combing his hair to help it dry for, like many of the others, they had spent time in the sea, then rinsed the salt off with dippers of sun-warmed water from a barrel on the deck.  Elrohir and Naltatamë were playing a complex board game with Ithilienne and Cîrdoron,  a couple of the Telerin cousins were fishing, Rumil and Tindómë had gone below, whilst Legolas sat in his leggings, wet hair in a single braid down his bare back, out on the bow-spit, watching a distant pod of dolphins.




Earlier Legolas had encouraged the twins to climb with him up into the rigging, from where you could see not only much of the land along the coast, and the cloud topped mountains of the Pelori but, looking East, Tol Eressëa.  There were more cousins there that they had yet to meet, and offers to take them there, but that trip would have to wait for they planned a visit, first, to their foreparents Elu Thingol and Melian.




Grandmother Gull had given them the wonderful catch-all phrase ‘foremother’ when she has spoken of ‘our foremother Melian’, and they had now extended it to more or less everyone in their family tree that was more than three or so generations away.  




Grandmother Gull had suggested they should make this visit after a conversation Elladan had with her about binding vows.   They should spend time with her family, she said; these particular foreparents wanted to see them, and they would meet their fellow twins Eluréd and Elurín.  But mainly because she thought that, as one of the maia, Melian would be the relative most likely to be able to advise them on the subject of soul bonds.




The conversation that night had started with Elladan’s observation that the more time he and Elrohir spent with Iltatamë and Naltatamë, the less any of them seemed drawn more to one of the opposite pair than the other.  They were reaching a point where they had begun to wonder if it was possible for all four to become betrothed and then soul bound together?




They had all been taught, as had everyone else they knew, that the final binding vows were made when a couple were joined hröa to hröa and at the edge of flight.  Did Grandmother Gull know if it was essential that you were fully joined to take the vows? If it was, then they could see how two ellyn and one elleth could be bound together, but not even the other way around, let alone two ellyn to each be joined to both ellyth at the same time.  They wondered if a bond would ‘take’ if both the Els were to bind, that way, with first one of the ellyth, if they were betrothed, and then the other?  Or, once you had made the vows, was it not possible to form a bond with another even if all four wanted it?




Truth be told, neither Elladan nor Elrohir could now visualise a future without Iltatamë in it as well as her twin, but it might have been much easier if they had been drawn to Naltatamë alone.




They knew they could simply bind as two separate couples but still enjoy the desires of the body together, but that felt wrong.  How would you decide who shared the closer bond with who?  Toss a coin?  They thought it might be better to remain as they were now for the rest of time, than that.




Still, Elladan thought, this was not the place for further thought on the subject.  He could feel Ilti agreeing with him, his thoughts had leaked across to her as she was so close to him.




Best, he thought, to enjoy the day and worry about the future tomorrow.




He smiled at her, then ‘Hmm…’ he said silently, using the very tight focus he and Elrohir utilised to only be heard by each other, ‘What is it worth for you to not be distracted from your game by Ilti and I retiring below…?




23. To Melian - and Beyond!



Only days later, Grandmother Gull told the Els that she had sent word to her great-grandparents to say that the Elrondionath would arrive at their court in two weeks’ time.  She told them that, having watched them put off visiting Tirion for as long as they could, along with their other three grandparents she had already made the arrangements.   Grandfather, after all, wanted to be reunited with his great-uncle and aunt.




The Els would accompany her, travelling south by sea to the port that served Doriathrin, from where it would take but two days on horseback to reach the city.  Iltatamë and Naltatamë were also invited but would travel the whole distance on horseback, leaving a little later, with Celeborn and Galadriel.  This would give the Els time to get to know Melian, in particular.




Whilst they were slightly put out by so many of their fore-parents making arrangements for them ever since, it seemed, they had stepped off the ship that had carried them over the Sundering Sea, they were glad to simply do as they were told… this time.




There had been a moment, before the twins left Alqualondë, when the twin ellyth had panicked.  Not over anything the Els thought of as ‘sensible’, but because Elladan produced the diagram that Tharhîwon had drawn up for him and his brother, to help them keep track of how many ‘greats’ various fore-parents needed before ‘grandmother’ or ‘grandfather’ to be technically correct, and whether various people were first, second, third or even fourth cousins once, twice, or more, times removed. 




“So,” Elladan began his explanation, “Our maian grandmother is five generations before us — here she is, with the matching grandparent Thingol, who you would think of as Elwë.  Oh, and you can see here how Grandmother Gull and Grandfather are related to each other — her maternal grandfather is Galathil, and he is Grandfather’s brother, so Grandfather is actually Grandmother Gull’s great-uncle, and…”




But Iltatamë was gazing at the sheet of paper with a slightly glazed expression and simply pointing to names.




“Elwë… Olwë… their brother Elmo… these are the founders of the Teleri and the Sindar!  And… and Finwë…”




Realising that she looked rather taken aback, Elladan spoke gently as he pointed out that in fact Finwë was on there twice.  “Finwë and Indis are six generations before us on Adar’s line, and also four generations before us on Naneth’s.” 




Naltatamë, who had been a member of the household for a lot longer, looked almost as stunned.  




“And,” she added, “Ingwë…”




“Well not directly,” Elrohir said, “Our foremother Indis is only his niece…”




At which point the two ellyth had what Tindómë would have declared to be a total meltdown. 




It did not help when Elrohir pointing out that the sisters must have just as many relatives, possibly more as Finwë and Indis were there twice, and Luthien, Beren and Tuor had departed from the circles of the world.




“Ours,” Naltatamë pointed out firmly, “do not include the founders of all the Four Great Houses.  It is as if you are woven from all the threads drawn together.  We are crafts-folk, from family lines of smiths and fabric workers. How can we marry into such a family?”




Eventually both Els together managed to convince their not-quite-betrotheds that, if their fëar were so clearly in harmony, who their forebears are made no difference, especially as neither of them had ever thought of themselves as ‘high born’ until their arrival here.  




But they both thought it was probably as well that they had no intention of spending a lot of time being members of any court.  And they were very glad when ‘the Smiths’ actually did arrive at Doriathrin  with Grandmother and Grandfather.






They had had no idea what to expect of Melian.  Before they had arrived here in Aman she had seemed an insubstantial figure, almost mythical; one of the maiar who had become soul-bound to one of the first-born.  It had seemed rather like one of the stories the Rohirrim told their children.




They had, almost literally, thought of her as insubstantial.  Even though they had been told the maiar could take on a body, a fana, at will, they had not thought of this fana as really being solid, warm, flesh, with a heart beat and all working parts.  The idea of such a creature conceiving, carrying, and birthing, an elfling seemed so unlikely that they had concluded, when young adults, that Luthien must, in some way, have been formed from the two fëar using some sort of magic.




Meeting Tindómë, and learning of the creation of The Key as an elleth, from a ball of light had, almost certainly, subconsciously confirmed their mental image.  




That Mithrandir, a real person who ate and drank, smoked pipe-weed, and was as solid as they were themselves, was also one of the maiar only became completely clear as he prepared to sail.  And it did not, really, affect their image of Melian who was not, at the time, in any way uppermost in their minds.




Neither did meeting Mithrandir again here in Aman, nor meeting Lord Aulë.  Still, in their minds they expected Melian to be delicate, ethereal looking, probably shining like a lantern, and skipping lightly through each day.




The reality was somewhat different.  This fore-mother was at least as tall as they were themselves, and as dark haired, with arms that looked well enough muscled to easily draw a Galadhrim bow or wield a longsword, and she looked no more likely to glow in the dark than they did.  (As Tindómë had once pointed out, when they had found that copy of ‘Lore and Customs of the Eldar’ in the library in Minas Tirith, having so much inner light that you glowed in the dark would be a major disadvantage when stalking, fighting, or simply hunting, at night!)




Most disconcerting about their first meeting with Melian, though, was that people had said that Arwen was ‘Luthien reborn’ more than once — and now they realised Luthien must have looked very like her own mother…




His first meeting with this foremother must have been difficult for Adar, knowing he would never see Arwen again, and it also occurred to Elladan that, having known Melian in Doriath, Grandmother and Grandfather must have found the adult Arwen almost as disconcerting.




That Elu Thingol was Grandfather’s close kin was also clear, and Naneth looked more like a feminine version of him than she did like any of her kin in Tirion.




As for the rest of the family — of Dior and Nimloth there was no sign.  Grandmother Gull said they were still in Mandos, and if Grandmother Melian knew anything about when they might return, she had not shared the knowledge.  And as for Élured and Élurin —Grandmother Gull had said Elladan’s smile reminded her of them, and facially the two sets of twins were remarkably alike; but nobody had ever mentioned that the hair of this other pair was the same white blond as Naneth’s! 




For much of their lives the twins had been thought of as Noldorin — here they realised they were very like their Sindar kin.  If anything, this worried them a little.  What if Naltatamë and Iltatamë began to feel that the Els were not really who they thought they were?  




They had no idea whether, as one of the maiar, Melian knew already how any future relationship between Elladan, Elrohir, Naltatamë and Iltatamë would develop.  But, if she did, her willingness to talk to them about the ‘bonding puzzle’ as soon as Grandmother Gull mentioned it was, they decided, reassuring.




Grandmother Melian invited them to her ‘nest’; hidden high in the trees, it was constructed of wood, with a series of open arches rather than walls, but a solidly constructed arched roof.  There were poles placed high up, where blinds could be hung to cover the open arches, but currently these were empty and sun shone in, filtered through leaves, whilst various birds flew in and out.




Comfortably seated, with refreshments at hand, she asked them to tell her their worries.




Once they had explained, she took a sip from her glass then said, “I see no problem with the four of you forming one bond between you.”




“I will tell you a little of the history.  When the first elves awoke at Cuiviénen they were already paired, soul bound.  The next generation began to recognise that they, too, were drawn each to a particular other over time, and they wanted to know how to achieve that same level of completeness, of being two halves of the same whole.  But their parents could not explain; they had awoken already bound.




“So it was up to those of the Ainur who came into contact with them to explain the soul-bond,” she said.




‘Which would include her…’ Elladan said to his brother, silently.  ‘Which would explain much regarding Grandfather Elu — and why Grandmother Gull felt that Grandmother Melian was the foremother to talk to on the subject!’




He knew she would almost certainly overhear, no matter how hard he tried to speak only to Elrohir and, sure enough, the foremother in question nodded and said out loud “Quite!”




“So,” she went on, “for the bond to be formed there needed to be a declaration from each, confirming that they wished to be bound to the other until the breaking of the world, and invoking the name of The One.  Only over time has this developed formalised wording, which differs only a little between groups of elves.




“The declarations must be made, these vows shared, at a time when those involved are fully committed to, and focused solely on, each other.  And when is this more the case than when the hröar are joined together and the fëar ready to soar together?




“Therefore, over time, just as the wording of the vows became formalised, so too did the time, and circumstances, in which they were made.”




She paused, giving them time to consider the ramifications of what she had just said.  




She could see that they did. 




“You have understood, I can see,” she went on, “that the exact wording, or the precise moment of full concentration and commitment that you have been taught, are not essential, as long as the intent is there.  Who but The One knows if someone stumbles over the wording of their vows, or ends up making those vows when already repleted from sharing their bodies?  Yet they are as soul-bound as any who did all exactly as they were taught as they approached their majority.”




All three sat silently for a time.  It was Elrohir who finally spoke.




“M’kay…” he said, showing how much time he spent with Tindómë over the years, “So if we four make vows using all four names, when we are all as ‘together’ as is possible, there will be no difference between our bonding and that of any others who bind as a pair?”




“Exactly!”, said Melian.  




She refilled their glasses and then went on, “Of course, as you two were conceived as one fëa before you became two, and this is also true of Iltatamë and Naltatamë, you will be, in effect, only binding two fëar anyway…”







Epilogue



Five years or so had passed since the conversation with Melian had reassured them that it would be possible to bind all four together.  They had not done so yet; there was no rush now that they knew it was possible and the four had quietly made their own plans for when and where that should be.




The Els had met their almost-betrotheds’ parents.  Their adar was very happy to think his twins had found their matching set; that the Els were members of the Noldorin royal family was an added bonus, he would not deny, but he seemed genuinely pleased.  He also seemed to understand that they were four, not two twos.




Their naneth seemed more to have simply given up trying to keep them apart.  The Smiths said that she was still sure that they would be, in some way, changed and corrupted by the Els having been warriors who had fought evil.  But she seemed happier to think the relationship was of two ellyth and two ellyn than she had been when it had been just Naltatamë with both Els.  Or, rather, that it was two relationships of one ellon and one elleth…




Elladan and Elrohir’s close family, their parents and the two sets of actual grandparents, had no trouble with the idea, nor did any of the family in Doriathrin.  The Vanyarin relatives had made no comment — but the impression was that they had no problem; if four being bound was not the will of The One then it would simply not happen.




But the assumption that there were two relationships, not one, was not unique to the ellyth’s naneth, and they realised that many of the Els extended family would automatically make the same assumption — and some might possibly be distressed if they realised the truth of the matter.  Grandmother Anairë came to mind and, one generation closer on that line, having now met Grandfather Turgon and his wife Elenwë who seemed to have similar views.  Which is one of the reasons that what Tindómë had now named ‘The Awesome Foursome’ had quietly made their own plans for when and how to make their vows.




Once Elladan and Elrohir seemed to have finally fulfilled the requirements to spend time with every branch of their widespread family, all four had finally ‘escaped’ together, to go and see the valley their friends had described as perfect for them.




They were right.




The four were accompanied by a group of elves who had stayed with the Elrondionath in Imladris and, eventually, sailed with them, and a couple of the Telerin cousins who were simply curious.  And as soon as they reached the valley Elladan and Elrohir felt as if it was home.  To their great relief, Naltatamë and Iltatamë felt so too.




As Tindómë had predicted there were already a few simple shelters, where those following this route to the new lands even further West had camped before moving on.  That Naltatamë and Iltatamë were happy to use these as a temporary ‘home’ and to join in expanding them and building more was, quietly, a joy to Elladan and Elrohir.  




All four sat together, now, in a recently completed two room building of wood and stone, poring over, and adding to, their plans.  




“We can put the forge here,” said Naltatamë, marking her preferred place on the map, “where we can easily access both water and suitable fuel for the fires.”




“And I will put my workshop nearby,” her sister said, “the river sand will make good glass, and there are sources within the valley for the soda ash and lime.  I can not only make glass vessels once established, but also the stained glass panels for the centre of the house.”




The plans for the house were taking shape.  Two storeys with a tall central hall topped with a glass dome that would let light stream in.  Work rooms and kitchens to one side, with accommodation for visitors above and, to the other side, a large wing for the Lords and Ladies of Imrathgalad, for such it would be known.  




“Apart from our own sitting room and dining room, and a large bathing room, there should be an individual room for each of us, for it is good to have a space of your own,” Elladan had said when this part was discussed.  




“But each with a bed large enough to accommodate all four — for what holds four will also hold one, two, or three,” Elrohir had added. 




But not more.  




There had been some interesting times at Doriathrin that had included not just two pairs of twins but three; Elladan had wished for Rumil’s skill to draw the patterns of light and shade when Élured or Élurin had been part of the sharing of bodies.  There had also been times, back in Alqualondë, when one or two of the Telerin friends had joined one or two of the ‘awesome foursome’.  




But there would not be any need for beds to hold more than four here.  




It would be some time before the house was built, even though the plans were drawn.  Other homes were needed, and quarrying and farming needed to be established; the Great House could wait until then.  Time enough, on visits back to the cities, for any further play with others.  




For their binding vows would finally be taken within the first few weeks of sleeping in those rooms.  With no guests invited to celebrate in advance.  No, once the vows were made they would have their first feast with those who would live here.  Only then would they inform all their relatives, and go to celebrate in Tirion, in Alqualondë, in Doriathrin — and anywhere else it seemed right to do so by then.




In the meantime, there was an awful lot of experimentation required so that, when the time came, they would know just how four could be as ‘together as is possible’.  And as to who might be bound to who — they would let people decide that as it suited them.  




The End!




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




Bollan: like a Bodhrán.




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




Cambasion: from comforting hand




ceryn: balls




cristhen: shortsword—Galadhrim slang for penis




cumb: mound, mons




daer-naneth: grand-mother.




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




daro: stop




drough er!: (Silvan) bother!




Echuir: the season of early spring—February and March




echuio: wake up




eden: new, begun again




edhel: elves




edhelfaral: almost elven




elleth, (pl. ellyth): female elf




ellon, (pl. ellyn): male elf




elo: wow




Enderi: 3 of the 5 days inserted into the Elven calendar of six day weeks and six ‘months’ of either 54 or 72 days, to keep the year at 365 days.  (And yes, there are also arrangements for the equivalent of a ‘leap year day’.)




epessë: nickname, sobriquet




eredh: seed, semen




ernil nín: my prince.




Eryn Lasgalen: the Greenwood—previously known as Mirkwood




estel: hope




Ethuil: the season of spring; it corresponds more or less to the 54 days between 7 April and 30 May.




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




Feddyn: like a penny whistle—although the Silvan elves make theirs from the wood of the willow.




Ferveren: Joyous Spirit (fer+meren)




Firith/quellë : the month of fading - September 21st  to November 13th in our calendar (in the Northern Hemisphere)




flet: wooden platform high in the trees




grond: club, slang for penis




grondithen: little club




gwador, gwethil: sworn brother, sister




gweneth: virginity, maidenhead




gwinig: baby




hannon le: thank you




hervenn: husband




hervess: wife




hîr: lord




hîr nín: my lord




hîril nín: my lady




hithlain: famously strong elven rope




hröa, (pl. hröar): body




huch: vulva




huithant: fucked




huitho: fuck




im si: I’m here




Imrathgalad: valley of shining water  (Imrath — a valley with a river down the middle.)




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




rangar: a unit of measurement around 38” long — so similar in this instance to a yard or a metre.  




Rhîw: Winter




Rhuks: dwarvish for orcs.




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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