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Note:  I am using ‘Glorfindel’ all through this chapter even though, in parts of it, he would still have thought of himself as Laurefindelë in Quenya. It makes it easier to read. 


		



Chapter One



Glorfindel had not known quite what to expect as the ship sailed through the mist that, the ship’s captain said, meant they were getting close to land. He had a feeling that most of those on board expected him to have more knowledge of what awaited them. But, although he had left Aman twice, the only time he had previously returned had been by way of Mandos’ Halls. 




Alqualondë had sparkled in the sun as they approached, smaller vessels had sailed out to greet them and steer them into a berth, and both Elrond and Celebrían had come aboard to greet their sons and Celeborn. It had been a genuine pleasure to see Celebrían looking well and happy. He had always thought of her as something akin to a younger sister, and still carried a sense of guilt that he had not, in some way, foreseen the attack on her that had driven her to sail when she did. Foreseen it and prevented it. 




Some of those on board were waving and shouting greetings to others on shore, family or friends they had not seen in decades or even, literally, Ages. But he could not see anyone waiting for him, and was content to be greeted warmly by Erestor, and to find himself settled into a fine, airy, room with a view of the sea, part of the beautiful estate Celebrían had established here once she was recovered and waiting for her family to join her. 




He would take a little time to renew friendships with those who had sailed at the end of the Ring War, get his bearings so to speak, and then he had a quest of his own to undertake. 




More than once, in the long years he had been with Elrond and his family, he had said that perhaps he would find the one destined for him when he returned to Aman. He had not mentioned it since Arwen’s death whilst he, like their grandfather and those others who remained in Imladris, waited for the twins to make a decision. He had not wanted to ‘push’ them, but he had wondered whether, eventually, he and Celeborn would feel the pull so strongly that they would have to go, with or without the Elrondionath. 




When the twins had told both Glorfindel and Celeborn why they had finally made the decision to sail, the involvement of ‘The Key’ as it ran in Ithilienne’s blood had interested them both although, perhaps, for slightly different reasons. And allowed Glorfindel to think, again, of the possibility of meeting his soulmate. 




What he had never even hinted at, through all the time since he had left these shores to take up the role the Valar decreed, was that this was not a totally unknown, random, ‘other’. Although he had not met her during the years before he had followed Turukáno out onto the Grinding Ice, nor in Ennor before his death, neither had he met her in those years between leaving Mandos and setting out, this time by sea, to return to Middle Earth. 




No, he had met her in The Halls of Waiting. And he had no idea whether she was still there or had been returned to life somewhere here in Aman. If the latter, he had no real idea where to start to look for her, if the former — well he still had no idea where to start. This quest could well take him a very, very, long time. 







He could remember dying. There had been a split second of fearful realisation as he fell, a short space of terrible pain, then the pain stopped. He had heard a voice calling, realised that he was no longer lying on the rocks but, rather, looking at his own body splayed there; he was somewhere above it. As realisation came, he had used expletives his mother would not have approved of before turning towards the voice, wondering how he could walk with no hröa… and then warm darkness. 




Some of those who spent time in the Halls of Waiting found their memories of the experience were not as clear as those before or after. Glorfindel would admit that he had few memories of what must have been the early days, or months, or years, but once he became aware of the other fëar around him and could see them as plainly as he had last seen them before death, he was sure he remembered everything clearly. 




His first memory was of being reunited with his father, who had been killed in their first battle, then of being hugged by Aunt Elenwë, who was the main reason both Glorfindel and his father were there, in Mandos. She was the second cousin of his mother and because of that, although they had persuaded Amille to remain in Aman, they had obeyed the call of kinship and accompanied Turukáno in her stead. 




Next came Ecthelion, and then he was slowly reacquainted with so many of his own House of the Golden Flower that he realised that there were many more of them there than remained alive. 




He spent quite a lot of time considering his life between begetting and dying. There were things he was happy about; memories of friendship and the companionship of other warriors. Memories of time spent with ellyth, although there had been no one more special than the others. Memories of being an elfling with loving parents and no cares. 




There were also chances to examine events which he regretted, where he feared he had made decisions that had caused pain, or even the death of others. He would then, quite often, find himself in the company of that other and they both knew what they needed to talk about, or he might be encouraged to look at the memory by one of Lord Namo’s Maiar. only to realise that they had not been such bad decisions; that the pain, or death, had not been due to him. 




And it seemed as if almost everyone had some sense of guilt — of something they had done, or not done, that they thought required forgiveness. So many conversations. 




Eventually there came a point where Glorfindel felt that he had come to a degree of understanding with everyone he knew, but he was in no hurry to leave. For here there was also as much peace, and quiet contemplation, as one could wish for. 




And then one of Lord Námo’s Maiar introduced him to Mírimien. 




“There is no-one of her blood within the Halls,” he said. 




It took a number of conversations for Glorfindel to realise exactly what the Maia meant. 







As the captain of the Imladris warriors, in charge of the valley’s security, the twin Lords had told him Tindómë’s story before her first visit. When she arrived, he realised he had expected her to look completely elven, with black hair and green eyes, for he had not so much heard the story before, as heard the previous chapter. 







Here, in Alqualondë, he thought back to that first introduction. He had wondered why Námo had thought he should meet this unknown elleth. Not in company, either, but just the two of them, as if on a balcony of Glorfindel’s home in Gondolin in the early morning of a misty day. 




There had been small cakes and wine on a table, and he found himself acting as host. Slowly they had spoken of who they were; Glorfindel was a warrior, the Head of a House, Mírimien was also a warrior. This did not surprise Glorfindel, some of the ellyth who had crossed the Helcaraxë had taken up weapons alongside the ellyn and fought just as fiercely. Although, she said, she had not been amongst their number. 




She had, she said, been part of the great numbers who had crossed, with Valar and Maiar, from Valinor to Ennor, to confront Morgoth; and that was where she lost her life. 




Those within the Halls were not without knowledge of what happened in the lands of the living. Every battle brought new arrivals. Glorfindel had been proud to hear of Eärendil’s part in the decision of the Valar to lead the host, although he remembered Idril fleeing Gondolin with her small son, and it made him wonder just how much time had passed. 




It took more conversations on that balcony before she explained that her fëa was sung into existence by the Valar and their Maiar together, from the light of The Two Trees that shone from their last flower and fruit, Ithil and Anar, and from the Silmaril Elwing had carried across the Great Sea. Which meant, if Glorfindel’s calculations were correct, that she had lived for only a short time. 




Another ‘misty morning’ conversation had, eventually, uncovered her death. Morgoth had chosen to flee to the depths of Angband when he realised he was being defeated. And here the Valar knew, for they too had spies, he had made the preparations to open a door between worlds and escape. Her role had been to get as close as she could, accompanied by the two ellyn who were always at her side in battle, then to shed enough of her blood to stop his song working. This was, she explained, why they had made an elleth rather than an obvious great warrior (like Glorfindel himself, she had added), for she seemed so unlikely to be able to thwart his plans that Morgoth would pay her no attention. 




It had still been hard, she had said. Not so much reaching the depths of Angband, for they were with others, but when the moment came the two ellyn balked, and hesitated to draw their knives or swords to let her blood flow. In desperation she had plunged her own knife deep into herself and her last memory was of pain and blinding light, before she heard Lord Námo’s voice calling to her, and reassuring her that all was well, to come to him. 




At first she had not known whether to be proud of doing the task for which she had been made, or angry that she had been created only to die. When she spoke to Glorfindel she told him that Lord Námo had assured her that they had not expected her to be so grievously injured — her self-inflicted wound was greater than that which they had expected her companions to cause. But her emotions, she admitted, were still mixed. 




This, he realised, was familiar to him. He had also done the task assigned to him, helped so many escape from Gondolin, then fought off the Balrog — only to die in what he felt was an inglorious and unnecessary manner, pulled down with the defeated Balrog by a handful of his own hair. 




He had made his peace with himself. Now he would help Mírimien do the same. 







He remembered that there had been speculation by both the twins, and Tindómë herself, about the elleth who had first been The Key. It had required a lot of self-discipline to keep, from those around him in Imladris, that he had come to know her well. 




As he came to also know Tindómë he thought about whatever powers in that other world had kept safe the essence of The Key, contained in Mírimien’s blood that had poured through the nascent doorway. He began to think that when they finally reshaped it into Tindómë, they had done a better job, in some ways, than the Valar and their Maiar had the first time. 




Even if Tindómë now knew that most of her early memories had been of events that had not happened as she ‘remembered’, and her ‘parents’ had not been involved in her creation, they had given her something she had in common with those around her. But Mírimien had no pleasant memories of being an elfling to share in conversation, no parent figures or siblings. 




Of course, she had not fought, or died, alone; many of those who had been beside her were also in The Halls, and she had made her peace with them all. But she had not been able to reminisce with those around her in the same way every other fëa Glorfindel met in Mandos could. There had been no members of her family to make her feel loved and help ease her through the trauma of her death. 




He had wondered about asking his father and aunt to share some of their recollections of him as an elfling with her — she could, perhaps, simply say that none of her kin who knew her at that age were here. But he had held back and so their meetings continued to be just the two of them. And slowly he realised that he was drawn to Mírimien not as someone he felt he had a mission to help, not as a fellow warrior, but as an elleth in her own right. 




An elleth he realised that, outside The Halls, he would almost certainly have desired. But the hröar here were not real, just an illusion to cloak the fëar; he could eat and drink if he wished, and taste the food and wine, but the associated other bodily functions were missing. And this was also true of more carnal bodily desires. Finally, after who knew how long, he thought of meeting her, instead, on the flower strewn mountainside above Gondolin, and so that is where they were when he kissed her. 




The kiss was more a question than anything else, and it was pleasurable, and reciprocated, but was accompanied by no stirring of his vië. It did mark a change in their relationship, as he had hoped it might, where both decided that they would want to take time, if returned to life, to explore the possibilities of a relationship. 




Then came the summons to see Lord Námo. 







Mírimien's name means ‘she who is valued’. 






Chapter Two



“I am content here…” Glorfindel had said when Lord Námo had told him he was to be returned to life outside The Halls. 




“You will be needed. You are a great warrior, a good leader of warriors,” said His Lordship. 




“Not such a good leader,” Glorfindel replied. “There are many of my House here.”




“A good leader,” Námo repeated, “but not, yet, a great one. And we may need you to be great. And so it is time for you to leave, whilst there is peace, and take time to talk to some others, who are not here, and learn from them. We may not need your skills until the Dagor Dagorath, but we fear we may need them sooner.”




“So,” Glorfindel asked, “are some of the princes of the House of Finwë already returned to life in readiness?”




“No.” 




He knew he should not really be questioning His Lordship, but these were things he would like to know before he might be returned, rather than be ignorant of them. 




Námo eyed him steadily, then elaborated. “You are important because you are not of the House of Finwë. You accompanied Turukáno because your mother is kin to his wife — but you are not part of that family, to draw some towards you, and turn others away, for no reason other than whether you descend from Míriel Þerindë or Indis.”




There seemed no point in arguing, Glorfindel thought. Instead he asked was his father to also be returned?  And Mírimien. 




Neither of them, at least just yet. Mírimien needed more time for her fëa to fully heal. There was no explanation regarding Glorfindel’s father; he was simply to accept. 




He was, at least given a chance to say his farewells to both Mírimien and his family members and friends. Almost the last thing he did before finding himself in his new, fully functional, hröa was to take Mírimien and introduce her to his father and his aunt so that she would feel as if she had some family, even if it was his not hers. 




His mother had welcomed his return, of course. She had returned to her own people, and so Glorfindel found himself in Valimar when he stepped through the doors of Mandos. He could not explain why his father and his aunt were not yet returned, but Amille had taken his own return to life as a reassurance that her husband and her cousin would follow at some point, although it took some time before she stopped fussing over him as if he might suddenly disappear. 




He found himself keeping somewhat exalted company; that the Maiar would at times take on hröar and spend time in Valimar he knew, but now he found his company sought out by two or three of them, Olórin in particular. They spent many hours in conversation in the tranquil city and it was only later, back in Middle Earth, that Glorfindel realised how much he had learnt from them. 




Eventually it was Olórin who told him that evil was again rising in Ennor and he was to take ship, for the time had come for him to become, again, a leader and a warrior. (Whilst it was assumed that no elf who crossed the Sundering Sea from East to West could return, in fact some of Círdan’s West-bound vessels docked in Tol Eressëa and their passengers disembarked there, the crew remained on board, and the vessel returned to The Havens; there was a limited supply of skilled mariners…)




And, in all the years since, he had held Mírimien in his memory. As he helped Gil-galad in the struggle against Sauron, acting as Marshal of the warriors in the war in Eriador,  he thought of her in the quiet moments. When he led the Elven forces in the Battle of Fornost, he thought of her fighting her way through Angband, and as he helped Elrond establish the stronghold and sanctuary of Imladris, he thought of her sitting beside him listening to the sound of the waterfalls. 







Looking out of the window at the small boats on the sea beyond the garden where he planned to sit later, with a book, Glorfindel thought it was very pleasant, after so very many years, to have no responsibilities at all. 




Unlike Celeborn and the twins, he had no requirement to attend official functions, and could wander along the shore, or through the town, without anyone taking any notice. In the month or so he had been here, he had caught up with members of the household who had left Imladris over the years, visited Gimli, pleased to see the old dwarf still alive, and spent a pleasant afternoon sitting on the sands talking to Tindómë when he met her during a walk. 




He was beginning to feel torn between staying until after the Ithilrim celebrations for mid-winter or setting off to, first, visit his parents, then to begin to seek out Mírimien. He was not even sure where to start on the first part of that plan, let alone the second. 




Was his father still in The Halls?  Surely not, it had been a very long time since Glorfindel had last seen him there. If his parents were reunited, would they have moved to live in Tirion as they had before?  His father had family there and had been a court official; they may well now live in Tirion or its environs. Galadriel might know, he thought, he really must ask her…




He was stirred from his revery by a knock at the door, and an ellon entered carrying a small package. 




“There is post for you, Lord Glorfindel,” he said. 




He had forgotten that there had been regular messengers between the major settlements during his previous years in Aman — although he had a feeling that there had been little between Tirion and Alqualondë during his second sojourn. But that was more than an Age ago. 




“Thank you,” he answered, adding “and there is no need for the ‘Lord’.”




The ellon handed him the package, looking as if he would ignore that suggestion, and left. 




As soon as he looked at the wrapping he knew the answer to one of his questions. His name was written on it in his father’s neat tengwar. Atar was clearly no longer a guest of Lord Námo. 




Inside was a letter, also written by his father. 





My dear Laurë,




We have just received word that you were on board a ship that has recently arrived from Ennor. 




We are told that people are often aware that a loved one is making the journey, but neither your mother nor I recognised the unexpected sense of restlessness we felt some weeks ago as a call to set out to Alqualondë. For this we both apologise, dear boy, for you must have felt that we did not care enough to meet you. 






‘I must put their minds at rest,’ he thought. For, really, he had not expected them to be there. No-one had told those on board that they would find loved ones waiting; it was just a pleasant surprise for those who had. 




He kept on reading. 





We have learnt something of your life since you sailed to the East, from others who have arrived over the years, and we have been told that all those who had remained in the vale of Imladris accompanied you. It seemed to us that there will therefore be little room to spare in the home of your Aunt Elenwë’s descendants, otherwise we would have set out immediately we knew you were on this side of the Great Sea.






How odd, he thought, to think of Elrond and his family in terms of Aunt Elenwë. 





But we are hopeful that you will soon journey here to Valimar, for we long to see you for ourselves. 




Your affectionate Atar and Amille. 






‘Well,’ he thought, ‘that answers two of my questions. Atar is no longer with Lord Námo, and they have chosen to live in Valimar. Perhaps Atar will also know if Mírimien has left The Halls…’




He sent a brief reply by way of the messenger service, to say he would see them ‘soon’, and then took a few days to  prepare for the journey, before saying his farewells to Elrond and Celebrían and setting off. 




He really should have acquired a new Asfaloth, he thought. All their horses had been left behind when they took ship. But, in the meantime, he had brought all his tack with him; and the soft sound of bells, as he rode the perfectly adequate mount from Elrond’s stables, was as gently amusing as it always was. 




He remembered a small Arwen worrying that the tinkling sound would alert enemies if he rode to arms, not realising he only put this bridle onto the current Asfaloth when he rode purely for pleasure. How sad, he thought, that Celebrían will never see her daughter again. But it was now only a slightly melancholy thought, no longer a painful one. He turned his thoughts as he rode, instead, to another black-haired elleth, wondering about Mírimien… when he finally found her, would she still appeal to him as he remembered?  Would he appeal to her?    




It was a pleasant enough journey. It would soon be Firith (Quellë, he reminded himself) and leaves were turning golden. The last of the crops were being gathered in the fields near the roads, and there were enough folk for company in the inns at night, but not enough for them to feel crowded. 




All in all, taking this journey at a leisurely pace was a good way to reacquaint himself with the lands of Aman he knew of old. And what a pleasure it will be in time, he thought, to go further and see the new lands that seem to await our Sindar and Sylvan kin. 




There were, of course, kin in Tirion, but he stayed in an inn on the outskirts of the city for he wanted to see his parents first. Time enough to come back and see how the city has changed, he thought. And someone amongst his Noldorin kin might know more of Mírimien as she was clearly Noldorin too.







The weather was overcast and raining, and the soft sound of other bells began to accompany those on the harness quite soon after he first saw Valimar catch the sunlight through a tiny break in the cloud. 




As he rode through the gateway to the house he had shared with Amille on his return from The Halls, a figure came out of the door and ran towards him. He slid swiftly down from the horse and quickly realised that, no matter how ancient and lauded a warrior may be, there is nothing that matches an embrace from his mother. 




An embrace quickly broadened to include Atar. 




A servant came and took the horse to the stables, and he walked to the door between both parents, each with an arm around him. No matter how long he had lived in Imladris, the Last Homely House, this, he thought, was home, at last. 




“There is someone else here waiting to greet you,” Atar said, as they entered the house. 




For a fleeting moment Glorfindel thought perhaps there was a younger sibling, conceived after his parents were reunited, until a figure stepped into the hallway and was illuminated by another shaft of sunshine bursting through the cloud. 




Mírimien! 







Atar and Amille are the Quenyan for Father and Mother. 






Chapter Three



There was a moment in which both paused and simply looked at each other. 




“Laurefindelë…”




Something that had been a distant, theoretical, reunion was suddenly very real, and right now. The thought crossed his mind that so much had happened that he was not sure if Glorfindel and Laurefindelë were even the same person any more. 




There was, though, plenty of time to find out. 




Over the next weeks he discovered that Lord Námo had spoken to Atar before returning him to life outside The Halls, and so it had been no surprise to either parent to be called, some time later, to Lorien to meet Mírimien who had been returned to life there. 




When they had returned to Valimar with her, she had been accepted by those around them as ‘a very distant relative’ of Atar’s who had ‘no kin alive on this side of the Sundering Sea’. Close enough for her presence in the household to be unquestioned, but not close enough for there to be any obstacle should the relationship between her and their son deepen. 




Perhaps, Glorfindel decided, the Valar had not done quite so badly by their first Key as he had thought. 




Mírimien was no longer a warrior. She was sure, she told Glorfindel, that she could still wield a sword, but had no need to do so here. Instead, once she had settled into his parents’ household, she had developed into a skilled artist. Not someone who drew or painted portraits but, instead, she painted designs onto fine fabrics, especially silk. Working, then, with a skilled seamstress she produced some of the most beautiful garments Glorfindel had ever seen. 




He was genuinely delighted when, some time after his arrival in Valimar, she gave him a tunic. A tunic of silk; deep, dark, blue silk, with a cascade of black, grey and cream touched with gold that began as a narrow band on his right shoulder before it made its way to the left side of the hem. Somehow there was the suggestion of trees, running water, starlight… even though none of those things were exactly there. No golden flowers, no balrogs, nor weapons. It spoke of who she saw rather than who other people expected to see. 




The twins, he thought, would be very envious of this tunic. In fact, he thought, Galadriel would be too, unless she had already come across Mírimien’s work. 




The night that he first wore it was the night when they first made love. 




They were not unaware of each other’s hröar; over the months since he had arrived they had been together in the deep bathing pool in the basement of the house, sometimes with others, sometimes just the two of them. On one occasion when it had been just the two of them he had described to her the concept, amongst their Sindar and Silvan kin, of starlight bathing. 




“Ah,” she had said, “I have bathed under starlight with companions, both in my first life and this, but it did not carry quite the same promise of pleasure, even when wine was involved. I think I might like to try the version practiced in Endor.”




“With me?” he had asked. 




“I think,” she had replied, “you would be the very best partner for such a new experience.”




But it would wait. 




And, until tonight, they had spent their time together simply talking, learning more of each other’s lives since they had left Mandos; his as he had fought, time and time again, against the old enemy, moving from place to place in Middle Earth, slowly becoming simply ‘edhel’ rather than Noldo, becoming Glorfindel rather than Laurefindelë. Hers as she had adjusted to a life of peace without the need to be a warrior, without always needing to be ready to give her life-blood to contain Morgoth, and stop him from opening the way to bring more evil from other places or to escape justice. Adjusting instead to life as part of a family, for Glorfindel’s parents had treated her as they would a daughter. 




Until tonight there had been little more intimacy than occasional touches; there was no urgency to move faster here. 




Now, they were in her rooms. They were more personal than his. Amille had kept those almost as he had left them, ages before, to sail back to Middle Earth. But they were the rooms of Laurefindelë of old and, so far, had little of the life of Glorfindel in them. 




He had written to Elrond when he had been here for a month or more, to say that he was happy to be reunited with Atar and Amille, and planned to stay for some time as he had also met ‘somebody that I used to know’, and he left his friend to make of that what he would. But he had not asked for any of his trunks to be sent on. Not yet. 




Now they stood, reflected in a mirror, and Glorfindel thought they looked right together. He was a hand’s width taller, his golden hair dressed as it would have been for an evening in Imladris, pulled back simply from his face, with warrior braids bound in black and gold to compliment the painted silk he wore. Her hair a contrast; as black as the depths of the Mirrormere on a moonless night, loose around her shoulders except for, he was amused to see, swordsman’s braids that matched his. (Had he been Tindómë he would have considered, at this point, the origins of the warrior braids, were they common across all the edhel, with the same meanings, and so on. But he was not Tindómë and so such questions remained unasked. )




Whilst he wore the beautiful new tunic, she wore a gown of layers of greys and creams flecked here and there with gold as of hints of sunshine seen through swirling clouds; it did not match the tunic — but complimented it perfectly. He ran his hands down from her shoulders to her wrists, then to loosely encircle her waist, and wished that he had Rumil’s skill to capture the moment. 




They stood for a time, both smiling gently at the picture they made in the mirror, then Mírimien turned within the loose embrace and they kissed. 




Kisses and caresses in The Halls had been pleasant, but led no further as the hröar were not exactly real and, whilst the interactions were pleasant, there was no stirring of the blood, no quickening of the pulse, no pleasurable sensations building throughout. 




These hröar were definitely real, and in full working order. But much of the pleasure was in the slow burn; the level of arousal building with each touch of bared flesh as they removed clothes, garment by garment, and began to explore each other inch by inch. A tongue applied to the inside of her elbow elicited a soft groan of pleasure; her exploratory tweak of his nipple ring had the same effect. (They had been fashionable at Gil-galad’s court at one time and, whilst he had not often worn them in the intervening years, he had chosen to do so tonight. )




By the time the sky lightened to the colours of the dress Mírimien no longer wore, they had explored each other thoroughly; how they tasted, the scent of their arousal, the sounds of each other’s pleasure, and lay satiated having, yet again, joined their bodies together and taken flight. 




Glorfindel thought, once more, how different he was to the Laurefindelë he had once been. Laurefindelë would not have ‘flown’, he would have ‘ignited’, ‘burst into flame’, or something similar. 




Despite his time in Middle Earth being spent, in the large part, in what were seen as the courts and strongholds of the Noldor, the ways of the Sindar, or even the Silvan, were an integral part of the Glorfindel he had become. 




He was not sure that he could ever, fully, return to a life either here or in Tirion as Laurefindelë; he wondered what Turukáno’s new city was like. He had planned to travel the length and breadth of the inhabited lands of Aman searching for Mírimien. He began to wonder if, having ‘found’ her with no effort at all, he might still travel to help discern his place here. 




He thought, though, that he might want Mírimien to travel with him, if she would. But she had a life here and was in demand for the clothing she produced; she might not want to leave. 




It was too soon, he decided, to make any such decisions — or even such a suggestion. 




Time continued to drift by. It was not the same sense of time being unimportant that had been the hallmark of Imladris in the last years. There, there had been a sense of ennui, as if time had no meaning and had simply stopped moving for them. Here there was an awareness of time being as vast as the ocean he had crossed; no two days, like no two waves, were ever exactly the same, but there was very little that would spoil if it was done not today but next week, just as there would always be another high tide. 




It was almost a year since their ship had docked. The days were long and warm. Glorfindel and Mírimien spent days out riding together, picnicking in quite glades, swimming in secluded pools, sometimes making love, at other times just enjoying each other’s company. 




There was a sense of inevitability about their relationship, and both were happy with this; they had waited through Ages, each aware that the other existed and mindful of the tentative recognition that their fëa were in harmony. Neither had met anyone else, since leaving The Halls, with whom they had this same affinity. In time, they acknowledged, they would surely become soul-bound. 




Glorfindel had continued to exchange correspondence with Elrond, and with the twins, and knew that they were now visiting some of their Noldor kin in Tirion. It might be good, he thought, to join them there and visit some of his own kin who lived in the city. He had still not mentioned Mírimien in any detail, the growing relationship almost too precious to share, but perhaps it was now time for her to meet some of those who had been his companions for so long — if she wanted to. 




She did. And his parents thought it would be pleasant if they all went together. It was some time after midsummer when they began their journey, accompanied by the cheerful jingle of the harness bells that the newest Asfaloth seemed proud to wear. 




It was good to spend time with the Noldorin relatives, some of whom he had last seen in The Halls, and meet new spouses and new cousins. Mírimien was greeted as a friend by some of the relatives; here some had clearly thought of her as Glorfindel’s future partner before he had even known whether she was reborn or not, and were happy to see them together. He rather hoped, though, that she was not so happy here that she might see it as a place to live permanently,  as he did not think he saw it as such. 




One of the cousins was, like themselves, only visiting. He had lived in Gondolin, and knew Glorfindel well from that time, and now he lived in Turukáno’s new city. It was, he said, not a slavish copy of their previous home, but like enough to be seen as a continuation of it. 




There was no House of the Golden Flower awaiting the return of its leader, but the areas of the city were still under the leadership of Houses and their Lords, some the original ones, some new. The main difference though, his cousin said, was that it was not in a confined, difficult to access, location and, so, there was room for expansion. Should Glorfindel and, he had looked pointedly across the room to where Mírimien was in a conversation, his future wife, choose to settle there they could build a new House of the Golden Flower. 




The idea was interesting, he thought. Perhaps he should discuss it with Mírimien and travel there once they had spent time with Elrond’s household in Alqualondë. But, he thought, it would not be known as the House of the Golden Flower if they did choose to start afresh in New Gondolin; the emphasis would be on just that — starting afresh. 




They had only been in the city for a short time before he learnt there was no point in trying to contact Elrond here; the family had gone, hurriedly, to Alqualondë a short time before. 




A conversation with Gil-galad, who had greeted him like a long-lost brother, had enlightened him. They had left after receiving word that Gimli had been on his deathbed, and he had since passed beyond the circles of the world. Galadriel, Celeborn, and all of Elrond’s family had attended the funeral rites at Lord Aulë’s Forge. 




Gil-galad had been told that the funeral cortege had, by the power of the Valar, been able to move between Alqualondë and His Lordship’s domain as if it was merely a few rangar, but all those in attendance were expected to return by more prosaic means. 




Glorfindel thought it very possible that Tindómë might have been involved in the miraculous ease of travelling hundreds of miles. And he had still not told Mírimien that there was a new Key — and that he knew her well…






rangar: a unit of measurement of about 1 metre. 







Chapter Four



He would have to tell Mírimien about Tindómë. 




It would be quite possible for the two ellyth to meet without ever knowing about their unique connection, but that felt wrong to him. Whilst the Ainur knew that one was, and one had been, The Key of the Valar, Glorfindel realised he was almost certainly the only elf who knew. Mithrandir (and he pondered, again, that this was how he now thought of the Maiar in question) knew them both, of course, but Glorfindel was sure that it was his place in the Great Music to make them aware of each other. 




He knew why he had not told Tindómë about Mírimien when he had first heard her wonder what had happened to the first Key, and that she hoped the elleth was now happily soul-bound and living in the West. He had told himself, then, that it was because he could not give her an answer. The last time he has seen Mírimien she had been in The Halls of Waiting, her fëa deemed in need of further healing; he could not know whether she was still there or had, eventually, been reborn. 




And as to whether, if reborn, she was happily bound he had no way of knowing. Although he hoped that she was happy… but still unbound. 




He had told himself, that first time, that saying ‘I have met her’ was pointless as it did not answer Tindómë’s questions. But, in his own fëa, he had known that he had not wanted to talk about Mírimien at all; his memories of her were too personal, too precious, and to even think of her being bound to someone else hurt. 




Why he had not told Mírimien about Tindómë was a different question. 




It had seemed unnecessary when they were first reunited. Mírimien was no longer The Key, she was solely an elleth, and the present was enough to consider without also speaking, at first, of the past or the future. Whilst the two ellyth would almost certainly meet at some time, it had seemed simply a distant possibility, unimportant compared to becoming reacquainted with Mírimien and getting to know each other anew. 




Then, the longer he left telling the first Key about the second one, and that he knew her, the harder it became, as he feared Mírimien would take him to task for not telling her sooner. 




But now the conversation had become essential as Tindómë and her family would almost certainly be travelling back to Alqualondë in the same party as Elrond and Celebrían. 




He pondered on how best to start the conversation. 







In the end it happened almost spontaneously as they realised that the sky was beginning to lighten in the east after a long evening spent in the company of Gil-galad. 




“Tindómë!” said Mírimien, sounding slightly surprised. 




And, although she was simply commenting on it being later than she had thought, Glorfindel having, perhaps, drunk a little too much wine, said “Where?” and looked around him. 




As Mírimien gave him a very puzzled look he realised he would have to explain. 




“Meleth,” he began (fortunately having explained the Sindarin term a few weeks earlier), “there is someone I should already have told you about…”




And, as he said that, images of Tindómë immediately came to him — strongly enough that he transmitted them to Mírimien. 




What followed was a few moments of sheer farce as Mírimien accused him, first, of having a wife — perhaps still to join him here by sea, or perhaps one who had died and was currently in the Halls of Waiting. Then, probably realising from the jumble of images that the female was slightly unusual looking, of having memories of a mortal wife (this said with some sympathy as, of course, the mortal in question would have left the circles of the world). 




His denial that Tindómë was mortal, and an equally emphatic denial that she was, in any way, his wife or lover did not quite have the effect he had wanted, as Mírimien then leapt to the conclusion that, in that case, she must be a half-elven daughter, although she did not blame him if he had had an affair with a mortal, and it must have been hard for him to leave such a daughter behind. 




“No, no,” he found himself saying, “Tindómë is here, in Alqualondë, except that she is almost certainly not in Alqualondë as she will be with Elrond’s party.”




That, of course, contained no denial of parenthood and tended to confirm Tindómë’s ‘half-elven’ status, if she was part of Elrond’s household as Glorfindel himself had been for millennia…




He decided that trying to focus on Tindómë visiting the twins at Imladris would not help, and thought, instead, of her hand in hand with Rumil. 




“She is the wife of Rumil, the artist of whose work I have spoken. And,” he drew a breath before going on, “like you she has no blood kin, apart from her son and daughter…”




He paused. Then added, “and also, in a way — you.”






The conversation that followed those last words was long, and complicated at times. 




How could this unknown elleth be her blood kin?




“When you shed so much of your blood to close the doorway to another world, some of it ended up on the other side where good people, who recognised that it was so powerful, carefully gathered it up and kept it safe. Then, when they realised such a door might need closing again, they formed the power of The Key into a young female. And that is Tindómë.”




He answered Mírimien’s questions about how Tindómë had come to be in this world, and what that other place had been like, as well as he could. 




Harder to answer was the question of why he had not told Mírimien of Tindómë before?  Had he told Tindómë that he knew Mírimien?  That he had not, but had ‘held her memory close, deep in my fëa so dear to me that I did not want to share it’, had helped a little. 




What else might he have chosen not to share with her?  Were there things, likewise that she had kept from him?




They talked for hours. It was, they both realised in the end, cathartic; their relationship was no longer simply something beautiful that both had dreamed about for Ages. It had been like the stunning designs Mírimien painted onto silk; now they were looking instead at the strength of the fabric, and deeper again, at the strength of what lay beneath. 




Finally, lying together exhausted more in fëar than hröar, they agreed that what was beneath the pretty surface was, indeed, strong, and would grow even stronger. There would be no more secrets, even by omission. 




There remained only one important question. How soon could Mírimien meet this elleth who shared her blood?







It began to occur to Glorfindel that setting up such a meeting might well require some of the logistics skills he had acquired over the past ages. It was only right that Tindómë should learn of this link between her and Mírimien before any of Elrond’s family and yet, logically, they were the ones he would be visiting at Galadriel’s home, or here in Tirion. 




It was Mírimien who came up with a reason for a conversation between themselves and Tindómë and her husband. 




“It will be such a pleasure to meet with Elrond, Celebrían and their sons,” she said, “And then we can send word that I would very much like to meet Rumil before he leaves for Alqualondë, as one artist to another. And, of course, the meeting would include his wife.” 




It was only a matter of days before they could put the plan into place; a message came from Galadriel’s steward that the family, and their guests, had returned from Lord Aulë’s domain and looked forward to welcoming Glorfindel, his parents, and his companion. 




Elrond and Celebrían were, as always, welcoming and seemed genuinely delighted to meet Glorfindel’s parents and, especially, Mírimien. Galadriel owned a garment painted by Mírimien, although they had not previously met, and was pleased to meet the artist, whilst Celeborn was happy to talk about their visit to Lord Aulë’s forge and reminisced about Gimli, and so conversation flowed freely. 




Celebrían explained that Elladan and Elrohir had been invited to remain with His Lordship; she was sure they would be sorry to have missed this chance to meet someone that their friend and mentor held dear. This led to looking at a portrait of the twins with their sister and her, mortal, husband, painted for Celeborn by Rumil and this, coupled with the earlier conversation about Mírimien’s own, rather different art, meant that the suggestion that the two artists should meet seemed totally natural. 




So it was that, next morning, Glorfindel and Mírimien were ushered up to a suite of rooms on one of the upper floors and welcomed by Tindómë into a room flooded with light. 




Glorfindel could feel Mírimien almost devouring the other elleth with her eyes, as Tindómë waved them past herself saying “Come on in.” 




 She nodded towards Mírimien. “It’s good to meet someone we have heard… well… so little about, to be honest!”




He could see Rumil standing near one of the large, arched, windows. After her months spent in Imladris, in the early years of the twins’ tenure as the joint Lords, Glorfindel felt he knew Tindómë well; her quieter, more serious, husband less so. 




She had greeted them in Quenya, and continued in the same language, “Glorfindel, you and I will have to translate,” before switching to Sindarin to add “because Rumil doesn’t speak anything but Sindarin…”




“And a little of the mortal Common Tongue,” said her husband, although in Sindarin, before continuing in the Common Tongue, “One, two, three, four, five, please, thank you, more wine, and please take your hand off my knee, I prefer females…!”




He still looked completely serious. As far as Mírimien would have been able to tell, he could have been discussing the view from the window. 




Tindómë, on the other hand, rolled her eyes and said, “Yeah, yeah… and we probably won’t need to teach you that last one in Quenya…”




This was clearly a story Glorfindel had not heard. He would really have to ask, but this was not the time. No, this was the time to broach the real reason for this meeting — in Sindarin. Although Tindómë spoke Quenya it was not her language of choice, whilst Mírimien knew what he was going to say — and it would be much easier if Rumil understood, without Tindómë having to translate whilst processing what he was about to tell her. 




When he began by saying that, although Mírimien genuinely wanted to discuss art with Rumil, mainly they had wanted to speak to Tindómë, both the elleth in question and her husband gave him rather wary looks, and Rumil moved so that his wife now sat in the shelter of his arm. 




When he continued that he really owed her something of an apology, not because he had exactly lied to her some years ago, but he had given, he thought, the wrong impression because there were things he had not said, the two looked puzzled. 




“You said to me, once, that Mithrandir had told you that the first Key had given her life to close a portal but, as an elleth, her fëa had gone to The Halls of Waiting. You asked me about the Halls, and you said that you hoped that whoever she was, she had now left the Halls and was happily soul-bound.”




He reached to take Mírimien’s hand in his. Tindómë glanced that way, and he could almost see her beginning to add everything together. Celeborn always did say Tindómë had been one of his best pupils because she had a bright, enquiring, mind. 




“I could describe what I remembered of Lord Namo’s domain, although it is always a little dreamlike to those of us who have left it. But I could not tell you if the first Key had left the Halls, nor if she was happily soul-bound; I genuinely did not know. However, there were two things I could have told you — but did not. 




“I could have told you that she was still in the Halls when I was sent back into the world outside them, and I could have said that I hoped, very much, that she was not soul-bound to anyone.”




He glanced at Rumil, and in the younger ellon’s eyes he could see a deep understanding. Not just of what he had not quite put into words, but of the emotion behind that hope, back in Imladris, that the previous Key was not soul-bound to anyone in	Aman. 	




“And,” he continued, “you can understand how happy I was when I discovered that she was healed in her fëa and no longer in The Halls,	but neither was she soul-bound. Instead, she was waiting for me in the home of my parents because, like yourself,” he nodded at Tindómë, “Mírimien has no blood kin anywhere in Arda… unless it is you, for it is her blood that was held as precious in that other world for so long, and used to create you…”




There was total silence for what felt like minutes but was, almost certainly, only seconds. 




Then Tindómë launched herself across the room at Mírimien crying ‘Nana!’




Mírimien looked slightly worried. But Glorfindel could see a glint of mischief in Tindómë’s expression, and a glance at Rumil confirmed that he was not so much smiling as holding back laughter. 




Tindómë did not actually fling herself bodily onto Mírimien, but Mírimien held her arms out as if ready to catch the younger elleth, and the result was a brief embrace before Mírimien stood and the two simply looked at each other. 




The silence was broken by Rumil. “Perhaps not Nana,” he said, “it might confuse a lot of people.”




“Spoilsport,” said his wife, sticking her tongue out briefly, like a naughty elfling. “But,” she continued, “you are right. Perhaps Ressë…gwanor,” she added for Rumil. 




“Pity about the ‘Naneth’ though…” she paused and turned to Glorfindel. “For a moment, I was looking forward to calling you Ada…or even Atar.”




He gave her the sort of look that had caused young warriors to quake, but it had little effect. 




She rolled her eyes. He said nothing. She looked at Mírimien. 




“We are not bound…”




“Yet…” said Tindómë. 




Mírimien caved in. “…yet…”




“Ha!” said Tindómë. “And so, even if you were not the only person I have ever met in all of Arda who is genuinely my blood kin, apart from Haldirin and Ithilienne, I would still count this meeting as a win.”




“A win?” Glorfindel asked. 




“The Els, both of them; I wagered that you would return to Alqualondë  with an elleth. Of course, if I had thought of it, I would have laid a wager with you that they would find one, too…But hey!  So much we four have to talk about. Haldirin is out bonding with his grandfather, Ithi is somewhere with Legolas — who will so want to know more too. So where to start?”







Ressë/gwanor: kinswoman in Quenya and Sindarin. 







Chapter Five



Rumil sat calmly, watching his wife. He let the conversation drift over him; Tindómë would tell him about this first Key and her relationship with Glorfindel later, when they were alone. 




He considered how right Mírimien looked with Glorfindel. There had been many ellyth over the years who had hoped they might become Glorfindel’s soulmate; he had even watched such overtures play out when the Balrog Slayer had, on occasions, accompanied some of Master Elrond’s household to Lothlorien. But with this elleth at his side Glorfindel looked more at peace than Rumil had even seen him before, and he did not think it was simply the effect of being here in what some called The Blessed Realm. 




He became aware of a change in Tindómë. She has been interested, shocked, and sympathetic in equal measure, as the other elleth had led the conversation, but now she was telling her own story. And as she did so he could see her visual memories as clearly in his mind as she did herself. 




Here was Buffy and the woman he knew had been her mother. Even though they had not really been her blood kin, Tindómë had loved them. Then the hurt and anger as she had begun to believe that she was not ‘real’. The fear. Cutting herself to see if she bled real blood; hearing someone whose fëa drifted, not fully tethered to the hröa, say that there was no young woman there — just a ball of green light. 




He had heard this part of his wife’s tale in those first days in Minas Tirith, but then he did not have this strong bond with her; now he was glad he had not known how she had felt, how hurt she was in her fëa, or he would have wanted to kill all those involved when he had, so briefly, met them. Except, he realised as Tindómë’s memories unwound before him, Spike. In a very dark period in that strange world, the vampire had been more a friend to her than any other. Perhaps, Rumil thought, he could accept him as Tindómë’s friend when he finally left Mandos. 




He saw now, through her eyes, the last battle in that place; the uruk-hai breaking through the Hellmouth, young females falling in the battle, and Tindómë cutting her own arm with her sword to make her blood flow. 




There was a short conversation between the other three in Quenya, and he heard Tindómë silently;  ‘Mírimien says I was more sensible than her — she plunged her sword into her chest when her companions delayed drawing her blood.’




As he was beginning to smile, the mental images changed again, and the smile died. She was describing the way she was pulled into the closing Hellmouth by one of the uruk-hai. She could not breath, could not scream, there was no air… she thought she was dying. 




Again this was the first time Rumil had ‘lived’ this with her. He wanted to take her in his arms and hold her close to his heart. But this was not the time and place. Instead he tightened his grip on her hand, where it rested in his, and wrapped his fëa around her. She gave him a grateful glance. 




As she glossed over the period between that fall and becoming fully aware many days later, in the House of Healing in Minas Tirith, Rumil silently relived his own memories. Searching for someone alive amongst the bodies of the uruk-hai because he ‘knew’ she was there; the search for the twins to come and stop her dying; the first night on the ground outside the Black Gate; the camp at Cormallen…




This time it was Tindómë who reached out fëa to fëa. 




‘If it is not too painful,’ he heard her silent voice, ‘I would like to know more, I have never really known much of that time.’




‘If it is not too painful for you, it will certainly not be too painful for me’, he replied in the same way. ‘For out of it I got you, meleth.’




She smiled, then spoke again to Glorfindel and Mírimien in Quenya. Something she said made Glorfindel smile. Now she spoke to Rumil. 




“I have just told them that I only woke up properly in the Houses of Healing except, of course, I didn’t know where it was, and I had never met one of the edhel before and I thought you and Orophin were angels — like minor ainur. And that sadly, although you tell me you were there at my bedside, the first person I remember clearly is Mithrandir. 




“There is so much to tell Mírimien, and even Glorfindel, about our lives since, if she wants to know, but I think both her and I have enough to digest now. So I have said that I need some fresh air and time amongst trees — that is what Glorfindel was smiling at!   There is a lot more talking to come as we tell Haldirin and Ithilienne, and Legolas of course. And we will leave telling Lord Celeborn and Her Ladyship, and so on as required, to Glorfindel and Mírimien!” 







To Glorfindel, Mírimien’s history, her death, and that they had met in the Halls of Waiting, was not new. He watched both Tindómë and Rumil as the story was told. 




When the twins had told him of Tindómë, The Key, and the understanding between her and Rumil, Glorfindel had been somewhat surprised. He hardly knew the ellon in question but, somehow, he felt that the partner and protector of The Key should be someone more… illustrious than just one of the wardens of the Golden Woods. Rumil’s eldest brother perhaps — although being dead made this unlikely. Or perhaps Legolas, a prince; or one of the twins. 




A little more thought and he had realised that weaving her into the music with one of many similar warriors, rather than a lord, was likely to draw less scrutiny, just as Mírimien had simply been one of a handful of ellyth amongst the ‘foot soldiers’ who attacked Angband. 




This, though, was the first time he had ever, really, seen them together. Rumil’s attention was all on his wife. As the story became hers to tell, he was her support. You could almost see her drawing strength from him as she described her life in that other place and how close she came to death somewhere between dimensions. His quiet, calm, demeanour was the perfect balance to both the memories of the awful things that she described and to her usual exuberance. 




They were like two equal halves of the same whole. Even, Glorfindel thought later, Rumil’s way of recording so much in pictures complimented Tindómë’s love of the written word. 




He very much wanted such a relationship with Mírimien. 







“She is so very young,” Mírimien said, as she sat with Glorfindel sharing some rather good wine that evening. “Even though you told me she was young, I thought you meant someone much like I was when I died.”




It was impossible to known what age to ascribe to Mírimien. She had ‘awoken’ fully grown, just as had those first ever elves at Cuiviénen, and Glorfindel knew she had known how to handle her sword, and to fight, from that very moment. Her life between that moment and her death was certainly under a full yén but, when they had met in The Halls, he had judged her to be an elleth of at least four yéni, so the hröa she had been given at her creation was not of an elleth who had only just reached her majority. 




“But,” she went on, “she was little more than a child!  Not even fully grown. She is so very young, still. And to think that she is soul-bound, with a son and daughter both already older than she was when she wed!”




Glorfindel wondered if it had been a need deep within Tindómë, to have kin, a proper family, that had meant that she and Rumil had Haldirin within so few years of their marriage. He decided to keep that thought to himself, at least for now, as he wondered if Mírimien had ever felt the same. 




Mírimien, however, was still talking. “I am so very glad that I did not have elflings whilst I still carried The Key within my blood. I do not think I would want to discover that I passed that responsibility on to them, as Tindómë has to her son and daughter.”




He did not think that Tindómë, or Rumil, regretted passing on this power in some form. Some time in the future Mírimien would learn that Haldirin’s blood had helped Radagast return Tindómë to her family when she had been pulled, against her will, back into that other world. Also that carrying something of The Key in her blood had enabled Ithilienne to reach across the Sundering Sea to Elladan and Elrohir, and convince them to sail, otherwise Glorfindel would not be here, now, reunited with Mírimien. 




But, he thought, on the whole he was glad that, when he and Mírimien had their own elflings, they would simply be edhel and nothing more. He was not sure he would have taken this odd aspect of fatherhood as easily in his stride as Rumil had. 




Then he smiled to himself. Already he thought of such a future family in terms of when, not if…  It would be good, he thought, to raise their own elflings, once they were bound, and had made a home together. 







Rumil lay with his wife in his arms. He listened to her steady breathing as she began to walk the dream paths. He knew her path was pleasant, even though they had shared more of their memories of the fight and fall that had almost killed her, and Rumil’s desperate urge to find her, and save her from dying, despite having no idea who, or what, she was. When he concentrated he could tell that she was dreaming of the forests that awaited them, just as he, himself, could hear them calling to him when he slept. 




‘It will not be long,’ he thought, as if answering them. ‘Soon we will all be there, building a new home, and a new life.’ 




 Outside it was raining, and there was a wind blowing strongly enough to throw the rain in bursts against the window. Haldirin was staying the night in his grandparents’ talan where he would, doubtless, enjoy the company of his grandfather and let much of his grandmother’s conversation flow past him. Ithilienne was also spending the night in the trees, with Legolas. 




Rumil thought of how such a night in a talan, when the branches swayed and the rain pattered on the interwoven boughs and branches of the roof, made him happy. Or, in their home in the trees of Eryn Ithil, they would have closed the shutters on their unglazed windows on such a night, and lay together in warm darkness. 




But here, in the house of his former lord and lady, he could see the stars through the rain-spattered glass. Here he missed the sense of movement when the wind blew, enclosed as they were in stone. But perhaps, he thought, just one or two glazed windows in their next home might be good… 




Perhaps one of the Ithilrim might decide to take up the art of turning blown glass into panes, he thought with a smile, as he joined Tindómë on the dream path of their future. 







Epilogue



Some years later…






“Dear ‘cousin’,” the letter began. 




“Greetings, not from our own home but from the great mellyrn of the new Caras Galadhon, where Rumil and I are staying with Lord Celeborn and Her Ladyship for a few weeks, before we move on to Imrathgalad to spend some time with Elladan, Elrohir and their wives. 




“We plan to then move, briefly, on to Her Ladyship’s estate outside Tirion after midsummer, before going to Alqualondë for a year, or maybe more, to spend time with our friends there. Rumil is looking forward to surfing; I am looking forward to watching him. When I am not watching him, I intend to spend some of my time in Master Elrond’s library, making copies of more works to carry home with me to our library here. 




“We wondered if you might like to also travel to Alqualondë whilst we are there; it is so long since we saw you both.”






Mírimien looked towards her husband, with a slightly rueful expression, but kept on reading the letter out to him. 




“Lithôniel and Orophin’s first born is now almost half a year old. She is called Lalaith as both her parents say that even before her birth they could tell she would be a happy, laughing, elfling. I am tempted to have another elfling, now that we are settled into our own lands, and  Rumil and I have agreed to think on it whilst we travel and make a decision when we return home. So perhaps there will be more ‘blood kin’ for both you and I.”




She paused. Glorfindel said nothing, simply smiled a little. 




“Rumil has added his own ‘news’,” she said, coming to sit beside her husband. 




The first picture showed an elleth nursing a tiny elfling. ‘Our new niece’ was written on the back. Then Tindómë sitting deep in concentration, pen in hand. ‘Our archivist’, said the caption. Mírimien could almost hear the smile in Rumil’s voice as she looked at the words. 




Next a scene of horses and riders, dressed very like the wood elves would be for Solstice; a great, golden-haired figure on a black stallion in the midst of them. ‘Lord Oromë’s Great Hunt’, was all that was written on the back. In the midst of the throng Glorfindel could make out Haldir and Legolas. Oh, how he wanted to join that hunt — but he knew he would have to wait a little longer. 




Then an even more unexpected scene. ‘Midwinter at the court of King Thranduil and his beloved Queen’, said the caption. But the picture did not show dancing — simply Thranduil wearing a wreath of winter greens and berries, his arm around Ferveren who wore a similar crown. But his hand rested, with both of hers, on her very rounded stomach. Legolas would no longer be their youngest child!




“It would be good to see Rumil and Tindómë…” Mírimien said. “I am sure we will be able to travel to Alqualondë before they return home…”




“I am sure you are right, beloved,” Glorfindel said, as he pulled her closer, and rested his own hand, just like Thranduil in the picture, on her stomach, where their own daughter grew. Tindómë would have new blood kin sooner than she expected. 




The End. 
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