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This is the time for the thank yous—a bit like the Oscar Speech!—so, in order of appearance, thanks go to the following:




Sammywol for telling me to get on and write this.




Speakr2customrs for beta-reading and his knowledge of both Middle Earth and the Buffyverse.




Stormwreath for help with the Sindarin.




Ningloreth for the wonderful expletive “Ceryn Manwe!”




Jael_beruthiel and Darth Fingon for the affirmative command of the verb Huith…





Common Elvish Words and Phrases



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




Cambasion: from comforting hand




ceryn: balls




cristhen: shortsword—Galadhrim slang for penis




cumb: mound, mons




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




daro: stop




Echuir: the season of early spring—February and March




echuio: wake up




edhelfaral: almost elven




elleth, (pl. ellyth): female elf




ellon, (pl. ellyn): male elf




edhel: elves




elo: wow




epessë: nickname, sobriquet




eredh: seed, semen




ernil nín: my prince.




Eryn Lasgalen: the Greenwood—previously known as Mirkwood




estel: hope




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




fëa, (pl. fëar): spirit/soul




Ferveren:  Joyous Spirit (fer+meren)




Firith: late autumn




flet: wooden platform high in the trees




grond: club, Sindarin slang for penis




grondithen: little club




gwador, gwethil: sworn brother, sister




gweneth: virginity, maidenhead




gwinig: baby




hannon le: thank you




hervenn: husband




hîr: lord




hîr nín: my lord




hîril nín: my lady




hröa, (pl. hröar): body




huch: vulva




huithant: fucked




huitho: fuck




im si: I’m here




irm im?: where am I?




ithil: moon




lanc: cliff




Iavas: an elven season basically August and September




Laer: Summer




lioar Elbereth: great Elbereth




lirimaer: beautiful one




mae govannen: well met




man carnen?: what happened?




Medifindel: Braid-eater




meleth: love




melethril (f), melethron (m): lover




mellon, (pl. mellyn): friend




muindor-nín: my brother




nadithen: little one




naith: head of an arrow, spear, or penis




nana, naneth: mom, mother




nethig: little sister




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




nín: my, mine




ósanwe: speech between minds




pendithen: little one




peredhel: half-elf




Rhîw: Winter




talan: building on a flet




tengwar: elvish alphabet




Tindómë: (Quenya) Dawn, first light of day




tinu: little star




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




tuiw: bud, clitoris




Undómiel: evening star girl




vië: penis




yén (pl. yéni): 144 years


		

yrch: orcs






Prologue



In the early hours of a late spring morning, in a house on Revello Drive, Sunnydale, California, a teenaged girl suddenly sat up in bed, eyes wide open; the last words of her dream still vivid in her mind. Here, in a house full of Slayers and potential Slayers, dreams could sometimes be portentous and she was pretty sure that this one was.




She wondered what to do about it; who to tell? The other girls sleeping around her began to awaken before she reached her decision.






Chapter One



In the battleground beneath Sunnydale High School it was becoming increasingly obvious that, despite all bar one of the teenaged girls in the building now being full strength Slayers, the good guys were not winning.




Despite possessing the Ancient Weapon of The Slayer, despite including a witch of enormous power, despite the presence of one of the only two souled vampires, the good guys were not winning.




In fact they seemed to be losing.




At this point in events that ‘bar one’ teenaged girl decided that it was time to put Plan B into operation; Plan B that she had not mentioned to any of the Slayers, new or original formula, or to the witch, or the vampire, not even to the Watcher. No, the only person that Dawn Summers had spoken to about this was a former Vengeance Demon who just happened to be also the one-time proprietor of The Magic Box, Sunnydale’s leading supplier of magical items and spell components.




Now Dawn had to hope that the spell she had concocted, with Anya’s help, was going to work and enable her to get to where she needed to be.




Anya had been very helpful; she had fully understood the need for Plan B, the sense in Plan B as outlined by Dawn, and the need to ensure that no one else knew of its existence. None of the others was as sensible about these things as Anya, and she and Dawn agreed that it was easier to avoid the inevitable objections to ‘Little Dawn’ doing anything that could be construed as in any way dangerous.




“A spell to make you invisible would be difficult,” Anya had mused, “but to make you seem unimportant, not worth bothering about, now that is fairly simple. Almost as simple in real life as in that stupid game that Andrew goes on about.”




‘So far, so good,’ thought Dawn, clutching a short sword and dodging between Slayers and Demons, crawling over bodies (trying not to look too closely at any that might have been young girls), and ducking under weapons. She kept as far away from Buffy as possible, just in case the spell didn’t work on the sister who was so used to always trying to keep Dawn safe. After what seemed like hours, but was probably only five or six minutes, she found herself close to the great portal that was the Hellmouth, from which spewed forth a seemingly endless stream of the nightmare vampiric warriors that Buffy’s Watcher, Giles, called Turok-Han.




Getting as close to the edge as possible, Dawn thought again of the words from her dream; “Opening a portal requires complex magic. The Key, alone, is required to close one.”




Remembering the picture that accompanied the words, Dawn quickly drew the blade of the sword across her left fore-arm, and her blood began to flow. 




‘How do I get it to the right place?’ Dawn wondered, as the blood simply dripped onto the floor. Letting it run in vaguely the right direction might take too long, or need more blood than she could spare.




She transferred the weapon to her left hand, scooped some of the blood into her right hand, and then threw it as if it was a small ball. An arc of green light followed the progress of the droplets and, as she repeated the process, she felt some of the Turok-Han start to turn towards her. ‘Presumably,’ she thought, ‘this is now an aggressive action!’




The green light was spreading; the blood seemed suspended above the Hellmouth. Dawn scooped and threw again and then took a couple of steps forward to shake the blood directly from the gash in her arm.




Suddenly there was a change in the essence of the sounds around her, as if the sounds of battle themselves were being drawn into the increasing pool of green light, and then it felt as if all the air was being sucked that way too.




Turok-Han seemed to be moving backwards towards the Hellmouth as if drawn by a magnet. Without warning one of them grabbed hold of Dawn, perhaps to stop his inexorable passage back to the Hellmouth, and she felt herself joining the stream. She tried to scream; maybe she succeeded, she thought, but then there was no more air in her lungs and she was falling, tumbling, down, down into blackness.







The battle was raging. Buffy was hitting out at the First’s army with cold efficiency; beside her Spike whirled, attacked, whirled again; around her fought all her sister Slayers. It was not enough; girls were falling and more and more of the Turok-Han kept coming.




This might be her last battle, Buffy thought, striking out again with The Scythe. This might finally be the one that they couldn’t win. But she would go down fighting; she would take as many of these Two Rock Hand things with her as she could.




Slowly Buffy became aware of a change in the atmosphere; the light was taking on a greenish tinge, and the sounds of battle were somehow muffled. She felt something like an electric current run through the battle ground. The Turok-Han nearest her began to look worried and she felt as if it had nothing to do with her.




Buffy glanced towards the Hellmouth where the green glow was getting brighter. “Dawn!” she screamed, recognizing the source of the light, and she began to run; twisting, diving, cutting through the demons in her way as she tried to reach her sister.




Spike ran with her, then Faith, both fending off opponents. Then, all around them, the forces of The First began to move in the same direction; seemingly against their will the Turok-Han were being drawn backwards towards the Hellmouth.




There was a blinding green flash. For a moment Buffy could see nothing and then, as her sight cleared, she could see that the Hellmouth was no more. No more gaping hole, no more troops swarming up, just bare ground.




Slayers all around her were attacking the remaining Turok-Han with renewed fervour, their morale soaring, and she was aware of Faith taking the Scythe from her limp hands and thrusting it left, then right, yelling obscenities, but Spike stood as motionless as a statue.




Buffy could hear two voices screaming “Dawn! Dawn! Dawn!” and “Niblet! Fucking Buggering Hell! Niblet!” over and over again. She slowly realised that the voices belonged to Spike and herself, but she couldn’t move, and she couldn’t stop screaming until the screams became sobs and she felt Spike’s arms around her.







Black. Everything was black. Dawn wasn’t sure if her eyes were open or closed—whichever it was, they were stuck that way. Breathing was almost impossible, her chest wouldn’t move properly, and any air that she did draw in smelled and tasted of blood, smoke and ash.




Most of all, Dawn hurt. The pain was terrible. It wasn’t in any one or two parts of her; all of Dawn Summers was pain. Soon she stopped trying to open or close her eyes, stopped fighting to breathe, and the pain disappeared.







‘I’m dead,’ Dawn thought. She didn’t know how long it had been since she had been unable to breath, but she must surely be dead now. Everything was still black. She tried to move but she couldn’t. She felt as if she was being held tightly—almost as if she was in a cocoon. 




She could breathe fairly well—did you need to breathe when you were dead?




The air still smelt slightly of smoke. Maybe she was in Hell?




Actually the smoke wasn’t an unpleasant smell, and there was something else; a smell of greenness, of plants?




‘Hmm—dark, warm, smoky, cocooned—not really sure—Heaven or Hell?’ she wondered.




She tried to listen. What would Heaven or Hell sound like? There seemed to be a low murmur of sound, and distant music; singing perhaps? There was a beautiful sound close by—it might be singing—but it was very unearthly and she couldn’t really make out any words. It wasn’t quite as you would expect Hell to sound, no damned souls screaming or Death Metal, and so perhaps it was Heaven.




She tried again to open her eyes but her eyelids felt heavy and the cocoon seemed to cover them too.




‘Thirsty!’ she suddenly thought, and tried to lick her lips. She felt her tongue move, at least, although it seemed to stick to her lips.




The musical sound in the foreground stopped and she felt movement over her eyes. There was no longer any feeling of them being covered. This time, when she tried to open her eyes, they slowly responded and the colour of the darkness altered—still dark, but now with stars. She could see stars—another point in favour of Heaven then, she thought to herself.




She wanted to move her head, but it wouldn’t turn. Then slowly a face came into view. Pale, ethereal, framed in long pale blond hair.




‘Aha!’ thought Dawn. ‘An angel’.




She felt liquid dripping into her mouth and swallowed gratefully. The angel looked as if it was speaking, but she couldn’t make out any words and, as cool fingers brushed her forehead, her last thought before drifting back into total blackness again was ‘Not exactly like Buffy’s description of Heaven—I don’t remember her mentioning the angels…’







Time probably passed, Dawn had no real way of telling, but now the feeling of being wrapped in a cocoon was different. She felt as if she was being rolled from side to side, there were hands holding her firmly, hands touching her gently, air moving, dampness… pain! She gasped.




Again there was the touch of a cool hand to her forehead; something cool and damp brushed across her eyes and she could open them with a little effort. The face of an angel drifted into sight—she wasn’t sure if it was the same angel, but still beautiful with flowing blond hair.




There was sound, gentle soft sound, but she couldn’t make out any words. Then, as before, fluid was being dribbled into her mouth. She swallowed thankfully and then drifted back into the warm dark.




The pattern repeated a couple of more times and then on one occasion, as she opened her eyes, the figure beside her was surrounded by light. The light hurt; she tried to screw her eyes up to look again and the figure stretched a hand out, as if to shield her from the brightness, enabling her to focus properly.




White, all white—long white hair, long white beard, piercing blue eyes—‘Fuck!’ thought Dawn, ‘It’s God!’ Followed quickly by ‘Oh no! He’ll throw me out for swearing!’




God smiled at her and seemed to be talking but Dawn couldn’t make out any words. ‘Looks like they were wrong about God talking English, then,’ was her last coherent thought for a while.







There was a lot of movement—Dawn thought that, still wrapped up, she was being carried somewhere and it was not comfortable. There was a lot of noise, voices, footsteps, someone trying to “shush” other people. She hurt too much to bother opening her eyes until she seemed to be being unwrapped, like something from The Mummy, and she thought she might be lying on a rather hard bed. She still couldn’t move her arms, or one leg, but the other leg moved. 




‘Let’s go for the eye-open thing again’, she thought, and managed to lift her lids enough to make out her surroundings. Two angels came into view—except that she would have expected them to wear long white robes and they seemed to be in greys and browns. They were standing right beside her, and they seemed to be arguing with, with… a nun? One of the old fashioned ones who wore long grey robes and had her head covered by a scarf thing. ‘Who’d have thought?’ Dawn marvelled. ‘Nuns in Heaven look like nuns on Earth! But they argue with the angels. Heaven is weird.’




One of ‘her’ angels looked at her, and must have noticed she was awake, because he smiled, and then called out for someone—it sounded as if he was asking if Elroy was here, maybe. There was an angel called Elroy? Except that the figure who came into Dawn’s field of vision confused her understanding of how things in Heaven worked—he looked like one of the angels but his hair was black. 




The angel called Elroy was talking to her, and waving fingers in front of her face, but she couldn’t understand. She tried to shake her head, and winced. Elroy smiled slightly, then produced a glass and a spoon and gave her something nasty tasting to drink. 




Dawn’s last thought, as she drifted back into unconsciousness was ‘I don’t think he’s lame or stupid, and his hair certainly doesn’t stick up, but making me drink that stuff was more Angel than angelic.’







Dawn seemed to drift between waking and sleeping for another day or two. She was slowly beginning to conclude that perhaps she wasn’t in Heaven. Although, if it wasn’t Heaven, she couldn’t really work out where it was and she still seemed to have a couple of guardian angels hovering nearby. They still seemed to argue with the nuns about who should go near Dawn to give her drinks or clean her face. 




The need to be helped was clearly related to the inability to move bits of herself, Dawn realised, and she began to wonder if this was some sort of hospital. There seemed to be other people in beds nearby and sometimes someone moaned, or cried out, or was sick. But if it was a hospital she was pretty sure that it wasn’t anywhere in California. 




Apart from anything else, she couldn’t understand what people were saying, and even if she tried to ask where she was no one seemed to understand the question.




Just as she had decided, for sure, that this was not Heaven, God walked in.







Chapter Two


…in which our heroine meets God again…



Dawn had become more aware of her surroundings over the past few days. She felt as if her brain was less fogged up than it had been since, well, since she could remember. She was now fairly sure that she wasn’t dead, and in Heaven, but in some sort of weird, archaic, hospital and she had concluded that seeing God had just been a dream or a hallucination. 




Except that she had just woken to see him approaching her bed, striding rather than moving in mysterious ways, long white robes and long white hair flowing behind him. ‘He moves very well for someone who looks hundreds of years old,’ Dawn thought, inconsequentially.




One of her angels was sat beside her bed, as usual, but, as God came closer, two of the nuns and a man in a long grey nun’s habit intercepted him before the angel could say anything.




God looked her way and, noticing that she was awake, winked at her and smiled. He ignored the others for a moment, and asked Dawn a question, but she couldn’t understand him.




Her angel brushed the hair from her eyes, and began to hold her head up to give her a drink, but this time Dawn was more interested in the people at the end of the bed. Especially the tall figure in white. ‘I wonder who it is, if it isn’t God?’ she thought. ‘The people in the grey gowns are all talking to him at once but they are treating him as someone important. He really is whiter than white, not a speck of dirt anywhere, like a laundry commercial. He is so snowy white that I wouldn’t be at all surprised to find he has seven dwarfs around the corner somewhere’.




She was concentrating as hard as she could on the conversation at the end of the bed, and wondering if she might begin to find some of the words understandable—after all Giles had always agreed that she was very good at languages—when suddenly something very, very strange happened.




Within a matter of seconds she could suddenly understand everything they were saying! She was pretty sure that they hadn’t suddenly started speaking in English; it was more as if her own ‘default language’ had been reset.




“She is obviously either deaf or her brain has been very badly damaged—she seems not to understand anything we say,” the man in the grey robe was saying, whilst one of the ‘nuns’ was saying “It isn’t seemly for them to tend to her, she is a young woman.”




Her ‘angel’ was still looking at the others with a blank look on his face; he didn’t really seem to understand the conversation as well as Dawn herself did now. The snowy white guy, who probably wasn’t God, was just about to reply to them when Dawn decided to see if she could now speak the local language as well as understand it.




“I do understand!” she said, rather croakily, and suddenly they were all looking at her. 




Snow White Guy seemed to take it in his stride. “Wonderful!” he said. “Welcome, young lady.”




“Leave me with her,” he said to the other people and, nodding in acknowledgment, all but the ‘angel’ walked away.




“Well,” Snow White Guy said, “That is a great help. We will consider how it happened later, but your sudden grasp of the Common Tongue will make everything much easier.




“Now, I wonder…” and then he said something that made the ‘angel’ look at her hopefully, but it was just a series of soft syllables to Dawn.




“Never mind,” said Snow White Guy. “But I think the time has come to get you out of here.”




He swept out of Dawn’s sight as quickly as he had swept into it.




She looked around at her ‘angel’, standing just to one side, and smiled and said “Hi, um, I’m Dawn.” 




He smiled, but still looked puzzled. It was the first time Dawn had seen one of her blond ‘angels’ smiling. It lit up his face and she felt her heart go bump.




She tried to lift her hand to point at herself, but her arm was very stiff and heavy, and she realised that it actually seemed to have some sort of cast on it, rather like the one she had worn when Willow had broken her arm. In fact both arms were in heavy casts. “Oh no! That so sucks!” she said.




The ‘angel’ smiled with a glimmer of understanding—“Broke,” he said. Then “Wait.” And he went out of sight.




Dawn would have tried to sit up properly, so that she could see around herself better, but with two broken arms, and a lot of pain when she tried to move, she was stranded flat on her back. ‘I’m like an upside-down turtle’, she thought. ‘I can’t do much except wait, really.’ But, as her mind felt so much clearer now, she slowly did an inventory of her whole body. 




‘Arms, two, broken; legs, one sore but moving, one immobile.’ She managed to lift the bedclothes with her unbending arms just enough to see that the leg was heavily bandaged and in a metal frame of some sort. 




‘Probably broken too,’ she decided and continued the inventory. ‘Neck, stiff but functional; eyes, probably swollen, but working; chest tight, hmm, heavily bandaged—probably broken ribs. Good job the locals seem pretty friendly because I’m not likely to be running out of here anytime soon.’




She tried to think where ‘here’ could be, and how she had got here, but the effort was tiring her out. ‘Wherever it is, Buffy will probably come for me soon’, she thought as she drifted off to sleep again.







“You have got to get her back!” Buffy’s voice was somewhere between a scream and a sob as she sat bolt upright on the couch in the house on Revello Drive glaring at Willow through red-rimmed eyes.




“I… I really don’t think we should try it,” Willow said falteringly, “I mean after what I did to you; she might, you know… be with your Mom. And it was bad magic, there was sacrificing of an innocent, I don’t want to go down that road again, Buffy, I just, I can’t.” Willow was twisting the hem of her shirt in her hands and her eyes were as red as Buffy’s.




“It’s not the same! This is Dawnie and she’s gone and you have just got to bring her home, please Will, please.” Buffy was begging now.




Beside Buffy on the couch Spike had been staying out of the conversation, but he now added his bit. “ ’S not exactly the same, anyway. When Buffy died you had her dead body to bury. ’S more like when Angel took his trip courtesy of Acathla.” He turned to the other side of the room and continued “Don’t you agree, Watcher?”




Giles looked slowly at Spike, and then at the rest of the small group in the room—they should have been celebrating; they had, after all, won a great victory—but instead Spike and Buffy were staring somewhat menacingly at Willow, who looked as if she needed a stiff drink, and Xander was gazing unseeingly out of the window, seemingly unable to take in that Anya was dead. 




Giles felt that he should really be sorting out the new Slayers, but he couldn’t leave the young woman he still thought of as ‘The Slayer’, or even ‘My Slayer’, when she was so distraught over the death of the teenager that her every memory told her was her sister. But sorting out the new Slayers was currently being left to Faith, Andrew, and, Giles pursed his mouth slightly, Kennedy. Even though Faith would probably rather have been at the hospital some miles away where Robin Wood, as well as a number of the new Slayers, was being cared for.




Spike had made a fair point, but Giles had been almost hoping that no one would bring it up. Dawn was not, really, Buffy’s younger sister after all. She was The Key, and yesterday she had done exactly what he now believed The Key had been designed to do; she had closed a dangerous portal. He had rather hoped that, as soon as The Key was no longer in the same dimension, Buffy might have found the false memories beginning to fade. 




Giles was almost certain that Dawn was dead; wherever she had gone it was in the midst of hundreds of Turok-Han, who would surely have killed her anyway if she had survived the inter-dimensional shift. In his heart of hearts he thought it would be best to leave things as they were. 




As Giles tried to form his reply there was a sudden harsh voice from the seat by the window and Xander said “Well, if it is easier with a body, bring me Anya back.”




Giles paused, mid-thought, to answer the younger man as gently as he could. “I don’t think you quite understand, Xander. It is not that it would be ‘easier’ to bring Dawn back if we had her body, quite the opposite. If we had her body we could be sure that she had died and was safely at rest. Buffy thinks Dawn may still be alive in a different dimension and suffering in some way.”




“Exactly!” said Spike, triumphantly. “I knew you would see it our way, Rupert!”




‘Oh, Good Grief,’ thought Giles, ‘what have I just done?’







Dawn realised that she had fallen asleep again because someone was waking her up. She really wished that she could stay awake for more than a few minutes at a time. She wondered if she was still thinking and speaking in the same language as the people around her or if it had been a dream.




“Hello,” said a rather nice male voice as she opened her eyes. 




‘Well, that answers that question, then,’ Dawn thought.




“Rumil tells me that you are properly awake, except that I see you are asleep,” the voice continued, with a hint of amusement.




Dawn opened her eyes and saw a face that she recognised. “Elroy,” she said.




The tall dark haired ‘angel’ smiled. “Well no, actually I’m Elladan,” he said, “but it is an easy mistake to make.”




“Aladdin?” Dawn queried. ‘How could I have got Elroy from Aladdin?’ she wondered.




“Elladan,” he corrected, “now, as your healer, I think you might well sit up.”




‘Healer?’ Dawn thought. ‘He doesn’t look old enough. Well, maybe an intern…’




Elladan was speaking to—‘Rumil’, did he call her personal angel?—in the language she still didn’t understand, and they both leaned forward to carefully lift her and put more pillows behind her. As they moved, Dawn realised that she could see their ears through their hair—and in the case of each of them she could see that they had decided points!




‘Fuck! They’re either demons or aliens!’ she thought. ‘Try not to look as if you’ve noticed.’




But Rumil must have seen her surprise, as he suddenly grinned, said something to Elladan in the weird language, and then swept his own hair right back with one hand whilst he swept Dawn’s own hair behind her ear with his other hand. “Edhel,” he said.




“Edhel?” Dawn said.




“Elves,” Elladan supplied, as if it was the most natural thing in the world for them to be.




“M’kay,” said Dawn, slowly. “Uh, do you have shrimp around here?”







Eventually Dawn had managed to convince Elladan that her question had not been a sign that she was brain damaged.




He had called one of the women over and asked her to bring Dawn something to eat, confirmed that the woman was not an elf, and explained that they were in ‘The Houses of Healing in Minas Tirith’. Further discussion could wait, Elladan had said, until they had sorted out a different room for Dawn and, to ensure no more conversation, he had left her to be fed by Rumil, who spoke very little of what Snowy White Guy had called the Common Tongue.




Rumil might not really be an angel, Dawn thought, but he was absolutely beautiful with his high cheek bones, blue eyes, and shiny hair. He looked to be in his early twenties and he had a body to die for—well over six feet tall, not an ounce of fat as far as she could see—he made all the jocks at school look like wusses. He had a nice smile too but his eyes were sad. 




He carefully spooned some rather tasty soup into Dawn, and then produced a comb and began to do her hair. It slid through much more easily than she had expected—it occurred to Dawn that either Rumil, or the other blond elf she remembered, had probably been combing it regularly—their own hair, and Elladan’s, was impeccable, hanging loosely down to almost waist level but held back from their faces by braids. 




Dawn found she was very conscious of wherever Rumil’s skin touched her own. She didn’t think Elladan had had the same effect.







Just as Rumil had finished combing and braiding Dawn’s hair, and she was beginning to feel sleepy again, there was a sudden flurry of action and Snow White Guy swept back into the room accompanied by… ‘Oh My God! Not seven dwarfs—but that is so one dwarf!’ Dawn thought. 




As well as the small, incredibly solid, and hairy figure, Snow White Guy was also being followed by three more male figures. Two blonds. One of them was her alternate ‘angel’ and the second was equally tall and good looking, with the flowing hair and the braids, so he must be an elf too. The third person had somewhat shorter dark hair, and a beard, and as far as she’d seen elves didn’t have beards. Come to think of it, they didn’t look as if they could grow beards even if they had wanted too, so dark haired guy wasn’t an elf. Probably human, Dawn decided. And actually the people in the long grey robes all seemed to be even more in awe of Dark and Beardy dude than they were of Snow White Guy. He must certainly be someone important.




Ten minutes later Dawn had worked out that her ‘other angel’ was Rumil’s brother, and was called something like Orphan, third blond elf was called Legolas, the dwarf’s name was Gimli, Snow White Guy was being called Mithrandir and Gandalf and answering to both, and Dark and Beardy dude was called Aragorn or… ‘King Elessar’ and ‘Your Majesty’! 




‘Your Majesty’? He was a king? What the…?




Whilst Dawn was still trying to get her head around having a king at her bedside telling her how happy he was to see her awake, not to mention a genuine Disney-type dwarf, the decision seemed to have been made that she was fit to be moved.




She found herself being wrapped in her bedding and then very gently picked up by Rumil as if she was as light as a baby. The king person and Gimli led the way, Snow White Guy brought up the rear, and the two other elves seemed intent on making sure that Dawn made it easily through doors and past people without being bumped.




The impromptu procession made its way outdoors, into bright sunshine, and across a garden, then out into a paved area, and through a large gateway to what looked very much like a palace. ‘Impressive much?’ thought Dawn. 




Soon she found herself being carried up a rather grand staircase, held even closer to Rumil’s chest than she had been. She wondered if she was blushing, and catching sight of a large mirror at the head of the stairs she tried to see herself in it. Then wished that she hadn’t. No wonder she had been having trouble opening her eyes, she thought, they were so badly bruised that she looked as if she was wearing Halloween makeup. 




She was glad to realise, when she was put, very carefully, into a big, ornately carved bed, in a large and airy room, that there were no mirrors in her line of sight.







Chapter Three.


…in which our heroine discovers how she ended up in Minas Tirith, and Rumil is learning the Common Tongue…


“I don’t think I can do it, Buffy,” Willow said, rather apprehensively.




“Don’t be stupid, Will, of course you can do it—you just need to go with the stare-y eyes and the white hair,” Buffy assured her. “C’mon! You are the witch that turned all these girls into Slayers.” 




‘And a good many more than these,’ Giles thought, wearily.




“Kennedy said you were a goddess! Getting Dawn back should be a walk in the park. I don’t understand why you won’t do it.” Buffy was beginning to sound cross.




“I was drawing on the power of the Scythe then, Buffy, that wasn’t just me. You don’t understand—I daren’t use any spell or artefact that might be evil…” Willow was trying to explain.




“I do understand!” Buffy snapped. “I totally understand. You don’t care about Dawn. You never cared about Dawn apart from that time with Rack, and you won’t lift a finger to rescue her from some terrible Hell dimension!”




“Leave her alone!” Kennedy came to Willow’s defence, “Dawn is dead anyway—she was a brave kid. Get over it, Buffy!”




Spike had to hold Buffy back to stop her attacking Kennedy.




‘It’s going to be another long night,’ Giles thought, ‘and, loath though I am to agree with Kennedy in that mood, she is doubtless correct in her assumption of Dawn’s demise. Poor Dawn. Poor Buffy.’ Then, as Buffy turned to him for support in the argument, ‘Poor me!’







It was now nearly a fortnight since Dawn’s transfer to what she now knew was a guest room in ‘The King’s House’, part of ‘The Citadel of Minas Tirith’; she was still trying to come to grips with anything further afield than that. Her room had become something of a meeting place; in fact she was currently sitting happily in her large soft bed, broken arms propped on pillows at both sides and her splinted leg on a further pile of pillows, in the middle of what she could only describe as a ‘hobbit tea party’.




Merry and Pippin had arrived with her breakfast on her first morning in the palace and Andrew’s games of ‘D and D’ enabled her to identify them as halflings. They had corrected her, explaining their own word for their race was ‘hobbit’, and had returned regularly ever since to “stop her getting bored and make sure she got enough to eat—elves don’t really understand how much food a growing young person needs!”




Today’s tea party was because Frodo had been declared well enough to come to visit her. He had also been confined to his bed recovering from injuries and illness caused by his role in the recent war. Dawn now knew quite a lot about the war, and about the part Frodo had played, although not the whole story. 




Celebrating this meeting seemed to require enough to feed all the Potential Slayers for a week and, while Sam hovered over the rather wan figure of Frodo, Merry and Pippin seemed to be vying with each other to see who could put the most interesting morsels into Dawn’s mouth every time she opened it to say anything. She felt rather like a baby bird.




“We’ll probably have to go down to the kitchen for more food later,” Sam was saying “yon elves probably won’t have eaten anything all day.”




Her ‘two elf escort’, as Gandalf had referred to Rumil and Orophin in his first ‘serious talk’ with Dawn, still spent most of their time in her room, but today they had decide that she would be well enough cared for by the hobbits, and had gone to do what Merry had dismissed as “elf-things—probably practising with their bows, or swords, or having nice hot baths or something!” 




A hot bath sounded nice to Dawn too, and she longed for the day when she could get in a hot tub herself, but she doubted if that was what the two elves were doing at the moment. Since they’d first seen, and enthused over, the small room off Dawn’s bedroom they’d been making use of it for regular baths. The thought of naked elf, particularly Rumil, just one door away tended to make her feel hot and bothered.




The hobbits expected Gandalf, Gimli, the five elves, and possibly even King “just call me Aragorn” Elessar, to join them later. By now Dawn had got used to thinking of Snow White Guy as Gandalf, even though the five elves occasionally called him Mithrandir, but, as Legolas had told her that this meant Grey Wanderer in their Sindarin language and this was the whitest person she had ever seen, she had decided to stick with Gandalf.




Five elves—that had thrown Dawn a bit. It had taken a couple of strange conversations before Orophin, who spoke somewhat more of the Common Tongue than his brother, had explained that there were two dark haired elves around—Elladan had an identical twin called Elrohir (‘Well, Elroy was pretty close, considering,’ Dawn had thought) but “They like to see how long before people see it, some men never do.”




Eventually the twins visited Dawn together and introduced themselves properly as “Elladan and Elrohir, sons of Elrond”. 




“Hmm, seeing a theme here,” Dawn had said. “You don’t have a sister called Eleanor, do you?”




“No,” one of the twins had said, “she’s called Arwen…” He looked as if he had been going to say more but the other twin had given him a hard stare and he had stopped.




Later Sam had asked her what she had thought their sister’s name was and then written ‘Elanor’ down in a little note book. 







Dawn had decided that she liked this place, even if it was like living in a Renaissance Fayre; she liked these people, elves, hobbits, dwarves (not dwarfs!), whatever. She felt safer than she had felt in Sunnydale and, despite still being almost unable to do anything for herself, she was happier than she had been for a long time. Being acknowledged as herself, rather than as ‘Buffy’s sister’, was good and not having to worry in case anyone found out about her Keyness was one of the best things.




Gandalf arrived for that first serious talk as soon as he thought that she was alert enough. He settled himself down in a large armchair, waved Aragorn and Legolas to other seats, and told Gimli to “take the Galadhrim out and cheer them up.” There was some discussion at this point, with Gimli, Orophin, and Rumil all objecting to the plan, but Gandalf explained that, if ‘the two elf escort’ remained, the whole conversation would need to be in two languages, whereas if Legolas stayed he could pass everything on to all three of them. Aragorn drew too much of a crowd if he went out and so Gimli was clearly best suited to introducing the brothers to the nightlife of Minas Tirith.




Dawn thought that it couldn’t be her sort of nightlife, if Gimli was a connoisseur, as it probably would involve much ‘quaffing’ and possibly bar-room brawls with battle-axes. She filed away ‘What are Galadhrim?’ for later.




Gandalf went on to tell Dawn that he knew she had come from ‘a different world’, and that she was The Key, and he presumed that she knew this herself—didn’t she? 




No point in denying it, Dawn thought, and so she nodded and asked him how he knew.




“I was there at the very creation of The Key,” he answered. “To my eyes it glows in your very being.”




Dawn looked at Aragorn and Legolas and asked “Uh—do I look glow-y to you guys too?” She was pleased to find that she didn’t.




She asked Gandalf to tell her ‘everything’ about The Key, and Aragorn and Legolas also urged him on. And so, even before she had pieced together how she had arrived here, she learned of ‘The Making of The Key’.




Gandalf settled himself with a glass of wine, lit up a pipe (‘Eww!’ thought Dawn, although she was too polite to say anything), and began his tale.




“The Key was created from light by the Valar and the Maiar.”




Dawn was afraid that even this opening sentence would freak out Aragorn and Legolas—the idea of a ‘person’ created from light had certainly freaked most of the people who heard it at home. But Legolas looked positively awed at the idea—in a good sort of way—and Aragorn didn’t seem to find that to be the important part of the sentence at all. In fact he was trying to catch Legolas’ eye, as if something had just ‘clicked’ for him.




As Dawn queried ‘Valar’ and ‘Maiar’ she began to see what it was. She figured, from Gandalf’s explanation, that the Valar were like The Powers That Be, or Archangels or similar, and the Maiar seemed to be one level down. If Gandalf had been there then he must be one of the Valar or one of the Maiar! And presumably he hadn’t been totally up front about this to Aragorn or Legolas up until now… but he couldn’t mind them knowing, or he wouldn’t have mentioned having been there… weird.




Gandalf picked his tale up again and explained that The Key had been created to thwart the aspirations of Morgoth, one of the Valar, who had gone bad and become the first evil being in Middle Earth. 




“First Evil?” Dawn almost yelled, and, after some comparisons, Gandalf agreed that Morgoth and The First Evil were one and the same. ‘That was just… that was just… Wow!’ Dawn thought. She looked so stunned that Aragorn came over and gave her some wine—which didn’t quite have the desired effect, as she coughed and choked on it.




Eventually Gandalf resumed his narrative. The Key had been created, with the blessing of Iluvatar (‘The One’—so, God, Dawn realised), as one of the Firstborn, an elf, immortal, so that it would be available until the end of time. (‘Elves are immortal? OMG!’ Dawn found herself thinking, and again ‘filed’ that to consider later.)




Gandalf explained that The Key had been an elleth (“Female elf”, Legolas supplied), as capable as other ellyth of protecting herself, and certain of the protection of other elves. Dawn’s fascination with languages distracted her with the thought ‘So that’s how to form the plural, then,’ but she made herself concentrate on what Gandalf was saying.




The role of The Key had been to detect any attempt by Morgoth to move into any other world, and to close any such portal. At the end of The First Age (‘I so must figure out the history here if I end up stopping’, Dawn thought), the elleth had done exactly that when Morgoth had attempted to escape banishment to the Void. But she had ‘been lost’ in the attempt. Gandalf said that “her fëa went to the Halls of Mandos”.




A slight side-track while Legolas explained ‘fëa’ (‘soul’, more or less, Dawn decided) and ‘Halls of Mandos’ (‘waiting rooms for elves who need a new body—cool!’ Dawn thought).




Now the missing Key had turned up in the shape of Dawn. ‘Probably lost down the back of some great cosmic couch for eons,’ Dawn thought, but she didn’t think Gandalf would appreciate humour at this point.




Conversation carried on late that night as Gandalf drew from Dawn a picture of what had been happening in her home and pieced it together with what he already knew.




He concluded that Morgoth’s failed attempt to move into another dimension all those years before must have been to “your Earth” (‘I wonder if everyone calls their home dimension Earth?’ Dawn pondered later). That was where The Key had gone, its essence unchanged, and its power recognised and guarded by those Dawn called ‘monks’. It would not have been difficult for them to turn The Key into a young girl, when the time was right, because that was more or less the form it had taken originally. Perhaps, Gandalf suggested, the idea to resume a form as close to its original as possible, within the constraints of its current dimension, came from The Key rather than the monks. Dawn liked that idea.




It seemed to Gandalf that The First/Morgoth had been attempting again to take over Dawn’s Earth at the same time as he was using Sauron to take over this one. He probably thought all the action in Middle Earth would distract the Valar so that they wouldn’t notice his ‘second front’. Sauron was known as the Master of Vampires, Gandalf commented, and so was doubtless providing troops for both assaults.




In the end Dawn’s closing of the Hellmouth had coincided with ‘Frodo destroying the One Ring’. There were many more questions that everyone wanted answered, including Dawn asking about the Ring’s destruction, but Gandalf decided that she had had enough for the time being. He asked Aragorn and Legolas to keep what they had learned to themselves except for sharing it with Aragorn’s brothers (‘Wonder when I’ll meet them?’ Dawn thought, rather sleepily), and with Gimli and the Galadhrim.




Later that night Dawn awoke to soft sounds of Sindarin conversation on the balcony of her room. ‘Legolas must be telling Rumil and Orophin about Gandalf’s talk’, she thought. She drifted off back to sleep with something niggling at the back of her mind.




She realised, next morning, that she had been worried about Rumil and Orophin’s reactions to her ‘other worldliness’ and ‘Keyness’. She felt utter relief as Orophin, in what Dawn thought of as his Pidgin Common, said ‘Legolas told us how you get here, and how the Valar make you from light—you are very precious to us.’ And Rumil smiled and said carefully ‘Very precious’.




Later, after Dawn had learned more about the War of the Ring, it occurred to her that it was probably a good thing that neither Frodo nor Sam had been around to hear her described that way!







It had taken days for Dawn to piece together the story of the Great War against Evil, so recently finished and already being called the War of the Ring, and to discover the roles that had been played by all these people she was already thinking of as friends. Different people had explained different parts, with most people being happier to tell of the bravery of others than of themselves, but eventually she’d worked out the big picture and discovered how she had come to be in the Healers’ Hall at Minis Tirith in the personal care of two elves.




It seemed that Dawn had arrived in Middle Earth at the end of The Battle of the Black Gate. A too small army of men (and a dwarf, a hobbit and five elves) had been facing off against the irresistible forces of Sauron, acting as a diversion, hoping to keep him from noticing Frodo and Sam creeping ever closer to Mount Doom to destroy an incredibly powerful magic ring.




As the Turok-Han had tumbled back through the portal known as the Hellmouth, Dawn amongst them, they had been seen by those in Middle Earth as “tumbling from high in the sky, as if spewed forth by Mount Doom itself as it erupted” and they had ended up amongst the bodies of the Uruk-Hai and orcs. A quick clarification request, as Legolas and Gimli had told this part of the story, led Dawn to think of orcs as ‘nasty but stupid demons’, Uruk-Hai as upgraded orcs, and Turok-Han as vamped Uruk-Hai.




The eruption of Mount Doom triggered by the destruction of The Ring, the simultaneous downfall of thousands of Turok-Han, and probable annihilation of Sauron (‘major league baddy, Glory-strength’, Dawn reckoned) had resulted in a battlefield covered with many, many bodies of ‘the Forces of Evil’. 




As the clear-up got under way these bodies were piled up and burned (‘If the Turok-Han weren’t dead already, that would finish them off,’ Dawn thought). Rumil and Orophin had worked alongside every other able bodied person (and dwarf, and hobbit!), “rejoicing in the destruction”, as Legolas had translated Rumil’s words.




This was when Dawn found out why there were five elves there. She had already been told briefly of the Fellowship of the Ring (‘These guys can Talk In Capital Letters just as well as Andrew,’ Dawn thought) and so she understood why Legolas was around, even though the hobbits had explained that elves rarely came into contact with others ‘in this age’. 




The El twins were at the battle because they were Aragorn’s foster brothers; they had travelled with the Dunedain (some sort of Northern fighter guys that had something to do with Aragorn) to bring him a message from Elrond, followed Aragorn on a journey through the scary-sounding Paths of the Dead, and stayed with him throughout the rest of the war. They were, Gimli had said, skilled fighters, but had also learnt the elven arts of healing from their father (apparently a famously wise elven lord).




But Rumil and Orophin were there for a very different reason. They were elves from Lothlorien; Galadhrim (‘Aha!’ thought Dawn).




“Ask Gimli about the Lady of Lorien,” Legolas suggested, with a smirk—half an hour of listening to the love-struck dwarf later Dawn decided never to trust a smirking elf again.




The Lord and Lady of Lothlorien had sent a troop of Galadhrim warriors to aid people called the Rohirrim in a battle where they were seriously outnumbered. They had sent some of their very best warriors, the border guards of their realm, and Rumil and Orophin had been amongst those warriors—led by their elder brother, the March Warden, Haldir.




“Many of the brave elves from Lothlorien went that day to the Halls of Mandos,” Legolas explained, “including Haldir.”




The brothers had, apparently, been very close—their parents had been killed when these two were not fully adult, and the older Haldir had been both brother and parent.




“Oh, poor Rumil, poor Orophin!” Dawn said.




They had wanted revenge—“they hungered for it,” Legolas said—and, when the rest of the surviving Galadhrim went back to Lothlorien, the senior remaining Galadhrim warrior had let them stay, to fight alongside Legolas among the Armies of the West, because he feared otherwise that “they might have faded.” 




When she realised what “fading” meant Dawn cried.




Going back to the post-battle clean-up at the Black Gate, Orophin and Legolas explained to Dawn that Rumil had “felt the presence” of Dawn under a pile of Uruk-Hai bodies. ‘Probably really Turok-Han,’ Dawn thought.




“Your fëa had called to him,” Orophin said. 




Legolas looked first at Rumil and then at Dawn with an odd expression for a fleeting moment—‘File that look,’ Dawn thought.




Orophin had helped Rumil uncover Dawn. Her clothing, and her presence amongst the bodies of the enemy, made it clear that she was not from the ranks of the Armies of the West but Rumil had insisted that her fëa was good and he had carried her himself to where the healers were working. When the human healers had declared Dawn ‘beyond help’ Rumil had searched through the battlefield, still carrying her, until he had found Elladan and Elrohir, and insisted that they help him to keep this broken and unconscious young woman alive.




They had stitched her wounded arm, set her broken limbs, strapped her broken ribs and made sure that Rumil had plenty of pain-relieving and sleeping potions to pour into her whenever she regained consciousness. She had lain unconscious in some sort of field hospital/camp for a time and then been tightly bound in a bedroll which was supported by Rohirric spears and carried between Rumil and Orophin’s horses. The ride back to Minas Tirith had taken six days.




‘No wonder I felt like I was in a cocoon!’ Dawn thought. ‘And I owe my life to Rumil, no wonder he has kept such a vigil.’ When she mentioned this to Elladan one day as he checked her leg splint he said that this was certainly true, but Dawn had also given Rumil, and Orophin, a purpose and they, quite possibly, owed their lives to her too.







Back at the hobbit tea party all five elves and Gimli arrived together, just in time to catch the end of Merry explaining why hobbits would never have invented ‘lembas’; apparently this was because they had discovered the frying pan, bacon, and eggs. 




Legolas began a serious reply involving carrying a frying pan, eating without stopping, and the need to avoid fire on some occasions when Elrohir (probably!) interrupted and Dawn suddenly found herself in the middle of a communications tangle. 




Dawn had already asked Gandalf “How come I can suddenly talk the right language? I know it’s not English, my first language in my own world, but now I feel as if this is my first language.” 




He had answered that he thought it was simply The Key ‘resetting’ to be a human in Middle Earth, and that he, personally, was not at all surprised. He had said this in an ‘end of subject’ tone.




It was fairly clear, however, that Dawn’s version of the Common Tongue occasionally owed more than a little to Twentieth Century Californian English. This was about to be one of those occasions.




“We have been furthering Rumil’s education by teaching him to speak the common tongue,” Elrohir began.




“He is doing really well with many important words and phrases,” Elladan continued, “such as ‘Yes’ and ‘No’, ‘sword’, ‘bow’, ‘arrows’, ‘wine’…”




“And ‘ale’!” Gimli added. Behind his back Rumil pulled a face.




“He has mastered ‘Mistress Barmaid’, ‘Master Landlord’, ‘please’ and ‘thank you’,” Elladan continued.




“But,” the conversation had swung back to Elrohir, “He still cannot quite manage ‘Please take your hand off my knee, I prefer females!’ ”




Frodo and Sam both looked shocked; Merry and Pippin looked slightly wide eyed and Dawn thought that they were, for once, speechless; Gimli was nodding sagely, but there was a twinkle in his eyes, however the elves were all grinning.




Dawn looked at them—buff bodies, smooth skinned, not looking as if they’d ever have a bad-hair day, and she spluttered “Oh my God! Yes! If Aragorn is a tidy version of the average male around here, you guys are so going to come over as gay!”




“Well, Legolas’ people do have something of a reputation for singing and dancing, but we were thinking more of…” Elladan said, slowly.




“No, no, I mean you would so get hit on by men!”




“Oh no!” Legolas said, “Almost all the men recognise that we are experienced warriors, they very rarely try to start a fight with us. No, Elrohir meant, well, he meant that…” He suddenly looked as if he was worried that Dawn might not understand at all.




“Gah!” said Dawn, rolling her eyes. “I do know about men who fancy, uh, desire, other men, you know! And I can so see why they might try it on with elves, uh, might think you guys are into that sort of thing!” 




Puzzled expressions all round indicated that maybe she hadn’t made herself clear. She gave up for the moment and instead asked “You haven’t punched anyone, have you?”




“Well, the first time it happened, once he understood, we did have to hold the lad back,” Gimli said, sounding as if he was trying not to laugh.




“He was one of the Rohirrim!” Legolas said indignantly. “A great big bearded man, smelling of horse—it just didn’t occur to me what he meant to start with—I was taken aback!”




Dawn started laughing. “That was probably his intention,” she tried to say, but she couldn’t control her laughter enough to get out any intelligible words. She kept laughing until she had hiccups. Eventually even Frodo slowly began to smile.




Afterwards Dawn suggested that perhaps, if someone could find some useful books with pictures, she could teach Rumil some Common—and he could teach her Sindarin at the same time. 




‘And that,’ she thought, ‘will definitely be fun.’ 







Chapter Four.


…in which our heroine starts to learn the Elvish language, and is given some food for thought regarding families…



“Toloth.” Dawn counted Rumil’s fingers in Sindarin.




“Eight.” Rumil counted them himself in Common.




“Canad.”




“Four.” 




“Uh—odog!” Dawn said triumphantly, as Rumil held up seven fingers, and then waited for him.




“Seven?” he asked, and Dawn nodded.




“Apple, anyone?” asked Pippin, coming into Dawn’s room.




“Cordof,” said two voices simultaneously.




“I hope that’s not rude!” Pippin said.




It was a week since Dawn and Rumil had begun their mutual language lessons, and apart from being useful, and giving her quality time with the elf she personally thought was the hottest, they were helping Dawn stave off cabin fever, although she had found herself channelling her inner Muppet one afternoon and singing





I got cabin fever it’s burning in my brain

I’ve got cabin fever it’s driving me insane

We got cabin fever, we’re flipping our bandanas

Been stuck at sea so long we have simply gone bananas







When she had only been in the King’s House for a few days she had asked how long she was likely to be stuck in bed. One of the El twins had told her that her broken leg would have to remain in the odd splint for about twelve weeks, and it would be best for her to stay on her bed until then, but the ‘casts’ on her arms could come off after six weeks or so. 




Orophin had queried the length of time, as if he might have misunderstood, and, while one of the Els had explained again in their own language, the other had told Dawn that Orophin was surprised by the length of time as elves themselves would have expected everything to be totally healed in four weeks at most. 




But the day after Frodo’s first visit to Dawn’s room they had decided that one of her arms needed a new cast. She had been given stuff to drink to make sure it didn’t hurt, and pulled faces about it until Rumil had laughed (he didn’t laugh enough, Dawn thought, but at least now she knew why). 




The twins had cut off the old cast, checked out the arm carefully by running long cool fingers along it, and then one of them had held the arm in place while the other had wrapped fleece around it with an outer layer soaked in some sort of sweet smelling resin that set it all hard in a matter of minutes. 




She had recognised the smell—it had been there mixed with smoke when she could remember first seeing Rumil. The Els agreed that they had, indeed, set her arms on the first night after Rumil had found her. 




They had also expressed some surprise that her arm was healing faster than they had expected from their previous care of ‘men’. Gandalf had nodded at this, when he heard and seemed unsurprised, but had asked them not to mention it to the local, human, healers.




Gandalf was busy helping to organise King Elessar’s coronation but still called in to see her most days; they sat and talked about Sunnydale and Middle Earth and, apart from the pipe, he was rather like she had always imagined a grandfather would be. He did seem to be trying to keep her away from what the elves, hobbits and dwarf called ‘men’ but Dawn thought of as ‘humans’, because hey, sexual equality and all that.




Actually the only ‘human’ Dawn saw regularly was the young woman who came into her room every day to clean, light the fire, and see to Dawn ‘using the bathroom’. That had been a bit of a problem—Dawn knew that Rumil and Orophin had been seeing to all that sort of thing for her to start with, but once she was properly aware of her surroundings she was so embarrassed by the idea that she thought she would die of constipation, until eventually one of the El twins had asked her outright. The maid arrived with a sort of bedpan the next morning!




Dawn could tell the El twins apart now if they were both together; they had slightly different voices—Elladan’s perhaps a half tone deeper, slightly more serious sounding—but she couldn’t tell if only one of them came into the room which one it was. It annoyed her that the other elves could and so could Aragorn and Gandalf (Okay, Aragorn had been brought up with them and Gandalf was some sort of supernatural being, but even so!).




Eventually she asked one of them, who turned out to be Elladan, how anyone could tell them apart. He pointed to the tiny clips that held the ends of the braids in his hair—they were plain black metal—and suggested that she look at the braids of the other elves, his brother in particular. 




“Splainy, please?” Dawn asked. 




His grasp of Californian Common was improving; he didn’t pause before answering. 




“Legolas usually wears green clips or thread; he is a wood-elf, or pale gold to match his hair. Your Galadhrim usually have their braids bound in silver thread, it matches their hair and also their grey, wardens’, clothing. They probably have fancy clips for more formal occasions, but didn’t need to bring them to war! 




“But Elrohir and I each have our own colour—our mother started it as soon as we were old enough to have our hair braided and we have kept the same colours ever since. It helps the Dunedain know which of us they are talking to and is also a reminder of our mother. I always have black clips; my brother’s are enamelled in blue—the colour of Imladris. Even if we add gold or mithril for formal occasions, I will always have black and no blue in my hair, Elrohir will have blue and no black.”




“M’kay. And you mean to tell me that you never, ever swap?” Dawn asked, sceptically.




“Well…” he grinned, “not when it’s important! Not really much at all in the past years, life has been too serious, and not when our father is around, unless he is likely to appreciate the joke, as he always knows in his heart which son stands before him.”




“So—mostly you are Elladan and that’s as close as I’ll get, eh?” Dawn said with a wry smile.




Elladan shrugged, rather elegantly as the elves were wont to do, and gave her a smirk which was almost as good as Legolas’.







“She’s all alone, she’ll be so scared, we have just got to rescue her. I don’t care about all the new Slayers, Giles; Dawnie is the most important thing!” Buffy was berating the Watcher. She looked tired and her eyes were swollen and red.




Giles did sympathise, he really did, but he was still trying to contact the families of the other girls who had died in the battle. He was also trying to find anyone who could help with identifying those young girls who might have been activated as Slayers by Willow’s spell elsewhere in the world. He automatically polished his glasses and then wearily ran his hand through his hair. 




“Buffy, now that Willow is somewhat rested, she has agreed to research the problem. I really cannot do anything more than that. Xander is both in shock and in mourning, Robin is in hospital, as are seven of the Slayers, and Andrew, Heaven help us, is my entire staff.




“I know Dawn’s fate is important to you, but please don’t build your hopes too high, I fear that Kennedy’s comment yesterday, thoughtless though it was, may not have been too wide of the mark,” he finished sadly.




“Even if she is dead, which I don’t believe, I need to know,” Buffy insisted. “She is not even seventeen—and she’s not a Slayer, I can’t bear to even think about what awful things might be happening to her, she might be being tortured. Oh God, Giles! My poor, poor Dawnie!”







“Oh no! Stop! Stop! Daro! Daro!” Dawn was gasping.




Rumil was trying to wash what could be seen of the foot of her broken leg, and was practicing counting in Common on her toes. If he didn’t stop tickling soon she was going to laugh so much she would wet herself—so not a way to impress the most gorgeous male ever. She hoped that she wasn’t imagining the less than innocent look in those blue eyes, glancing at her through eyelashes to die for, before he made a dive for the other foot…







The city was very busy, and the Citadel was even busier, as the final preparations for the crowning of King Elessar drew near to completion. Dawn’s maid, “My name is Nessiel, my lady, but Nessy is fine,” had explained that it would be the first coronation for over 900 years, and King Elessar, “may the Valar bless him”, wanted it to be a day to remember for everyone. Nessy (‘I wonder if she goes home to the Loch at night?’ Dawn thought) was quite upset on Dawn’s behalf that she would miss it all.




Dawn was pretty upset herself. OK, republican here, well probably Democrat if she ever got to vote, but still non-subject type person from a country which prided itself on having no royalty, but hey, a real coronation! How often does one of those come along? Well, every 960 years or so on current form, way less often than a Presidential inauguration and totally more spectacular, and she was going to miss it!




She asked Elrohir whether there was any chance of her attending, “Please? It would be so cool! I bet you’re going.”




Elrohir said there was no way that she could go out of the King’s House, but actually the balcony of her room overlooked the Courtyard, and if a couch was put out there for her she would be able to see at least some of the people going to and fro, although not the actual crowning. 




“Estel has grown fond of you,” he went on, using Aragorn’s ‘family name’, “I am sure he will come and show you his crown!”




Than he looked at her slightly critically, sitting in her bed in what she was fairly sure was a man’s nightshirt with the sleeves cut to accommodate the stiff hard clunky arms, and said “We should buy you a dress for the celebrations. It is a month since Rumil found you on the battlefield, and your arms are healing so quickly that perhaps we can remove the casts to make it easier for you to dress.”




“Yes! Oh yes! I never realised before how much fun it is to feed myself. Elbows! I could have elbows! Yay for elbows!” Dawn almost squealed. “You are my hero and I want to hug you!”




“I thought that was Rumil,” Elrohir said straight faced.




‘Meep! Am I that obvious?’ Dawn thought as Elrohir continued “…but I will not object if you still feel that way when the casts are off. It might be less than comfortable right now!”




“But,” quickly changing the subject, Dawn went on “how can I get a dress? I mean I can’t exactly go down to the mall to look for a boutique or try to find a bargain at TJ Maxx or whatever.”




Puzzled look from Elrohir. 




“Shops. You do have shops?” Dawn asked, slightly sarcastically.




“Of course there are shops in Minas Tirith,” he answered.




“Well I can’t get to them, and I’ve got no money, but otherwise it would be a plan,” she said, beginning, the more she thought about it, to feel as if someone had just taken away her toys.




“We have money and we can go to a seamstress and buy you a dress. We would ask one to come to you, but Mithrandir prefers that we do not remind men that you are here at all, otherwise we might have asked the Lady Éowyn or some other lady. It will be a beautiful dress,” Elrohir went on, “by mannish standards at least, as elves have very good taste.”




This was said so firmly that Dawn decided not to argue and changed the subject slightly.




“So, yeah, will you be doing anything special at the coronation, El? You got new clothes?”




“Elladan and I will be representing our father, in his role as Lord of Imladris, and he has sent our formal robes to us by messenger. He has sent Legolas’ formal robes too, as he left them at Imladris after he attended the council meeting. He will represent his father, of course.”




“Run that last bit past me again, you two will represent your father because he is a Lord, and Legolas is representing his father? So who is Legolas’ father?” Dawn asked.




“You do not know?”




“Well, duh, no, or I wouldn’t have asked, would I?” Dawn rolled her eyes at him.




“Legolas is the Prince of Mirkwood, Eryn Lasgalen as it was known. His father is King Thranduil.” 




“And he didn’t tell me? He is so dead when I get my hands on him! I’ve been laughing at an actual prince getting chatted up for looking pretty?” Dawn wasn’t sure whether to be angry or laugh.




“Chatted up? Ah, yes I understand,” Elrohir answered. He continued with a deadpan straight face “But just wait until you see him in his circlet and robes—then you will be surprised that more men do not ‘chat him up’.”







“Good evening, hîr nín,” Dawn greeted Legolas as he entered her room that evening.




He looked slightly askance at her, the first time he had called her ‘my lady’ was the only time he’d done so—she had insisted that she was not a lady, just Dawn, and the only time he had heard her address anyone else as ‘my lord’ it had been Aragorn, who had then told her to just call him by his name as his friends did.




“Or is it ernil nín?” Dawn continued.




Legolas said something rather forcefully, which Dawn decided must be a naughty word in Sindarin—she so must learn some swear words—and then said calmly “It is neither ‘my lord’ or ‘my prince’—it is, as it has been, Legolas.”




“Why didn’t you tell me you were royalty?” Dawn asked accusingly.




“Because I dislike all the ‘hîr nín’-ing and ‘ernil nín’-ing, perhaps?” he answered, with an upraised eyebrow that reminded her, for a fleeting moment, of Spike. 




Before Dawn could think of a suitable retort he continued “I am here in Gondor because I am Legolas; archer, warrior; friend of Gandalf, Aragorn, Gimli and the hobbits. Even at home I am Legolas, captain of a patrol of warriors, and Prince Legolas very rarely. 




“You said, a few nights ago when you spoke of your sister, that you love her dearly but sometimes it feels as if no one sees you. When I was younger I sometimes felt that about being the King’s son—but I have learned to be ‘the King’s son’ when it is right for me to be so, and to be my own elf the rest of the time. 




“You are learning that in Middle Earth you are primarily Dawn and then The Key. Interesting though your sister sounds, that you are ‘Buffy’s sister’ is only important because it has made you who you are, just as being ‘Thranduil’s son’ has made me the Legolas that I am—but it does not define me.”




“M’kay…” Dawn said slowly. She had been expecting to amuse herself at Legolas’ expense, but instead he had given her something to think about.




The elf disappeared out onto the balcony for a few minutes then returned, poured out two glasses of fruit juice from the jug on the table and placed a straw into one of them, and held it for Dawn to drink with no further comment.




She could hear the sounds of Gimli and at least a couple of hobbits approaching the door, and giving Legolas a slightly lopsided smile she asked “Are you going to tell me that Gimli is a dwarven prince and Merry and Pippin hobbit knights, too?”




“Not quite,” he answered, and then paused for what Dawn just knew was dramatic effect, before he continued, “although Gimli’s father is cousin to a dwarven king. 




“That Merry is a Knight of the Mark, and Pippin a member of the Citadel Guard, I am sure they have told you,” he finished, as the door opened.







Next day Elrohir did, indeed, remove the heavy casts from Dawn’s arms, much to her joy. Her arms felt a bit odd, but useable, and Elrohir said again, after the promised hug, that she was in better shape than he would have expected. 




Gandalf, who had arrived for ‘the unveiling’ as he termed it, nodded sagely. 




‘He’s totally the definition of sage-ness, really,’ Dawn thought, and then asked him what he knew, that neither she nor the twins knew, for him to be so unsurprised. 




“I will wait to discuss it with Elrond,” he had answered calmly.




“The twins’ dad is coming here?” Dawn asked.




“We are leaving to join him after the coronation and will return with his cavalcade,” Elrohir said. “The elves of both Imladris and Lorien intend to pay their respects to King Elessar by mid-summer, it is a particularly auspicious time for…” he seemed to skip a beat, “many things.”




Dawn’s room was the centre of a major league hobbit tea party that afternoon, as she celebrated being able to feed herself and scratch her own nose.




Aragorn asked Orophin and Rumil, not for the first time Dawn guessed, to walk in the coronation procession to represent Lothlorien. They refused, saying that it would not be right for The Lady and His Lordship to be represented by ordinary border guards—better that the twins be seen as representing their grandparents as well as their father. Had Haldir been here, Orophin said sadly, he would have been a fitting representative, but they would prefer to stay with Dawn.




It occurred to Dawn that being in the shadow of a much loved, protective, but more important older sibling was something that she had in common with Rumil and Orophin. Perhaps they, too, needed to realise that this had made them who they were but it did not define them.




Much later that night Dawn woke to pale moonlight and a soft, unidentifiable noise. She looked to the chair by her bed where, as usual, an elf sat ‘in case she needed anything’. The moonlight glinted on tears slowly running down Rumil’s cheeks and Dawn realised the sound had been him, almost silently, crying. 




She reached a hand out and touched his hair. “Avo nír, Rumil,” she said, hoping she was right and it meant ‘don’t cry’, “Im si,” which she knew was ‘I’m here’ because he had used it to comfort her a few times in the last month.




“Haldir,” he sniffed, “Muindor nín, my brother, I miss him.”




She reached down towards his hand, and he reached back and held hers tightly, “I know,” she said gently, “I know. I miss my big sister, too.”







Chapter Five.


…In which our heroine considers Gondorian underwear, the amount of knowledge male elves seem to have about dresses, and gets some sort of answer from Gandalf to the “Why elf?” question…



Elrohir had been right, Dawn thought, the dress was very beautiful; elves obviously did have good taste. A pretty good eye for size too; she wondered whether that was just an innate ability, or if they’d all had years of practice. She really wanted to find out how old they all were but she still hadn’t quite worked out how to broach the immortality question without, somehow, seeming rude.




The dress was the sort of thing that made every prom dress Dawn had ever seen look trashy, even Buffy’s; which Dawn remembered being so jealous of, and which she had sneakily tried on behind Buffy’s back.




The five elves, four hobbits, a dwarf, a wizard, and even a king, had arrived in Dawn’s room a couple of days before the coronation with a package of pink fabric tied with ribbon. It wasn’t a very big bundle, and Dawn wasn’t sure about the pink—until she realised that it was only the wrapping. 




She opened it and out tumbled yards of incredibly fine silk and tulle in silvery grey and shimmering greens. There seemed to be two separate, rather sexy, garments and she looked at them with some bafflement. 




“Elven style. Very suitable,” Gandalf said.




‘I so must ask him why!’ Dawn thought.




“Did you not say the lass was wearing strange clothes when you found her?” asked Gimli, spotting Dawn’s confused expression. “She’s probably not used to elven dresses.”




Legolas quickly came to Dawn’s aid—he took the grey silk garment she was holding out of her hands and held it up. It was like a shift or a full slip, with a very low neck, thin straps and lacings up the back of the bodice made of silver ribbon. “This is the outer dress. An elven seamstress would have embroidered this, but there was not a lot of time—the workmanship is perfectly good.”




‘Hmm—I can see what Elrohir meant about elves and taste—no male I’ve ever met at home would be into details like embroidery!’ Dawn thought, as Legolas continued.




“It is quite nice silk, although not as good as we produce in Mirkwood, of course. I had hoped that they might have some of the silk that we trade with the men of Lake-town, but it is reasonably fine…”




He faltered to a halt as the other elves and the hobbits looked him with strange expressions. “What? Of course we export some of the silk—we trade it for metal or wine.”




Dawn looked around at them all, “Why the odd looks, guys?” 




“Mirkwood is infested with giant spiders.” Frodo said, looking a little shaky and pale at the idea.




“Spider silk? You can make fabric from spider silk? But it must take you for ever to collect enough for even a handkerchief,” Dawn said. Then, looking again at the faces around her, ‘Uh—how big are the spiders?”




“The body would fit on your bed, just about,” Legolas said, “but the legs would all hang over the sides onto the floor.”




“Fuck!” said Dawn, and then put her hand over her mouth apologetically.




“It is very good silk!” Legolas said, and suddenly stripped his tunic off so that he was standing bare-armed in a grey undershirt, which was, indeed, silk. “It reduces the damage we take from arrows”, he went on. “It is pushed into the wound on many occasions, rather than the arrow piercing it, and then if you pull and twist on the silk the arrow will often come out cleanly without contact with the flesh. The barbs slide free without tearing.”




“Well, we knew that!” said Elladan, “but we had never questioned where our weavers got the silk from…”




Dawn was trying to appear as if she wasn’t ogling Legolas muscles, which were pretty impressive considering how slender he looked at first sight, and wondering if she could get all the elves to strip down to their underwear.




Gandalf looked at her and there was the hint of a wink; she didn’t think she’d fooled him into thinking her whole attention was on the dress and the bedspread.




Orophin took over from Legolas in showing Dawn the dress. He held up the shimmering green tulle layer. It had four or five shades of green in it, with a wide scooped neckline, and really wide long sleeves. There were long ribbons of the same thin silver, attached to the shoulders, which she couldn’t quite work out.




“This is the under-dress. It will fit well now your arms are free, but you could have worn it if they had not healed. Rumil drew the woman a picture and then Rumil, Legolas, and I, we choose green. They,” he nodded at the twins, “would choose blue, but we are three!”




“We will bring you a blue dress for midsummer,” said Elladan, looking sideways at first Elrohir and then Gandalf. “You will let her out for midsummer, Mithrandir?”




“Certainly,” he replied amicably, “especially if she looks like an elf.”




“It is probably the most beautiful garment I have ever seen,” Dawn said, “and thank you, uh—hannon le,” with a nod to all the elves, “all of you, but before we go any further, Gandalf, just why are you happiest if people think that I am an elf?”




All eleven other sets of eyes in the room swivelled to see if he would answer.




Dawn gave him a very hard stare.




“It is a fair question,” said Aragorn, in a tone that suggested that he would be pretty interested in the answer himself.




“Well,” the wizard began, drawing deeply on his pipe, (‘I wish he’d go out on the balcony to smoke that thing!’ Dawn thought) “to begin with it is clear that there is an affinity between our young friend here and Rumil.”




No one seemed to find that a surprising start, Dawn realised, just as she was beginning to panic that her crushing on Rumil was public knowledge. Legolas was quickly translating into Sindarin for Rumil, and to a lesser extent Orophin, and all three of them seemed to regard it as a statement of fact like ‘Frodo is a hobbit’ ( ‘and how weird would I have thought that statement was a few weeks ago?’ Dawn thought).




“But also there is the fact of your odd arrival into Middle Earth, my dear, which I would prefer to keep away from anyone who might want to misuse that knowledge. And even though I would trust you, Aragorn, with my life, indeed have done so in the past, it has to be said that there are many more evil men in the world than evil elves.”




Aragorn dipped his head slightly in acknowledgment.




“Of course, there are almost no evil dwarves or hobbits,” Gandalf continued before anyone else could point this out, “But you would literally stand out clearly amongst dwarves or hobbits, young lady!”




Gimli nodded in agreement. Pippin looked as if he was about to pass a comment but thought better of it.




“The person who recalls a strange young woman found amongst the bodies of the enemy, or one who survived injuries that she probably should not have, will not be the person who wants to misuse the power that brought you here. But perhaps someone to whom that person tells his tale will pass the tale on to a Haradrim Warlord, or Corsair captain, or similar. 




“Better that people do not remember what happened to the young woman; perhaps she died. Better still if they remember that there was an elleth carried back from the battlefield by the elven warriors. It is known that ellyth will fight alongside ellyn should the need arise; the men of Gondor or Rohan may find this shocking, but elves are strange beings to them, they will eventually convince each other that they even saw the female elf fighting—heroically or badly, depending on their own preconceptions.




“There are other reasons, which I will discuss with Elrond and Galadriel when they come to Minas Tirith, but I think it safer for Dawn that she stays among the elves.”




‘Hmm,’ thought Dawn, ‘and I wonder if anyone else noticed that the words ‘The Key’ were not mentioned there at all? I will point that out to him when there are less people about, maybe.’




Rapidly changing the subject, Gandalf continued “As for the dress being made in an Elven style, well, although this is a wonderful country, King Elessar, even you must admit that, beautiful though Gondorian women are, and doubtless there will be wonderful garments on show at your coronation, Elven women are even fairer, and usually better dressed.”




Aragorn definitely blushed. ‘Now I wonder what that was all about?’ Dawn thought. 







“We need more computers, Giles,” Willow said, rather apologetically, “and hey, really another phone line or two? I’m trying to research what can have happened to Dawnie, but Andrew is trying to find your retired Watchers, and lots of the potential, uh, lots of the new Slayers want to call or e-mail home and, uh, things.”




“Well, obviously, you get priority,” Buffy said sharply, before Giles could answer. “The girls can just wait until we have Dawn back, and we don’t need any interfering old Watchers anyway, we have Giles!”




“Buffy,” Giles began in his own ‘Watcher-y voice’, “I most certainly do need some help to reorganise a Watchers’ Council of some sort to give support to all these young Slayers.” 




He continued, just as Buffy rolled her eyes and drew a breath ready to interrupt, “And they all have families who love them, as much as you love Dawn, and worry about what may have happened to them here in the past few days just as you are worrying about Dawn. The news reports in the outside world may not be accurate, but they will certainly be of riots, or an earthquake, or both, in Sunnydale; they will certainly mention deaths, and casualties in hospital.”




Before anyone could say anything in reply to this, Andrew came into the room; “Mr. Giles, I managed to get on the phone to the Mr Bow-champ on your list, but the man who answered said his name is Beecham, so I didn’t tell him anything. I was going to try the next person, but Vi grabbed the phone off me…”




Two voices entered the conversation together.




“You see?” Willow was saying.




“Stupid little twerp,” came the louder voice of Spike, “B.E.A.U.C.H.A.M.P. is pronounced ‘Beecham’, for crying out loud! Watcher—you want me to do the ringing round as I actually speak English, or you want me to sort out the phone problem?




“Not that I can go rig an extra couple of lines right now, it being mid-afternoon, but I reckon, before the forces of law ’n order get their act together, I can acquire a few cell phones with plenty of credit, a couple of laptop computers, and the stuff I need to put the extra lines in later tonight.”




Giles really didn’t want to be beholden to the vampire, and to be honest he would much rather it had been Spike that went down fighting, rather than Anya or Dawn, but both Spike’s suggestions seemed to offer the chance of reducing the pressure. Even if ‘acquiring’ was not a habit he could really condone.




“Yes, well, thank you, Spike,” he answered. “Extra lines of communication would be extremely useful, but I really think I should give you the money to pay for, em, anything.” 




“Don’t be bloody stupid, you pillock,” the vampire retorted, “there’s no one in the shops to pay. Just leave it to me, I’ll do a couple of your phone calls, then grab my blanket and your car keys and hit the town.”




He looked at Buffy, his eyes softening. “That’ll make it easier for Willow to get the Little Bit back, pet.”







Later Dawn tackled Gandalf about the lack of the word ‘Key’ in his explanation of why he was happier for her to be thought an elf. He replied, with a wry smile, that although he valued the heart and valour of the hobbits above that of all other races, he did not, similarly, value their discretion. 




None of the hobbits had been present when the discussion about The Key had taken place. He had given them only an edited version of those discussions because, although there was no current threat, he did not want someone to remember hearing of ‘The Key’ at some point in the future, in the wrong company, and thus put Dawn into danger.




“Yeah—I get that, actually,” she said. “They do sometimes open their mouths before their brains are in gear, but they are still great little guys. As long as there’s no other, scary, reason for you not mentioning it.”




“Well, not at the moment,” said Gandalf, “certainly not at the moment.”







The day of the coronation dawned bright and sunny. Nessy arrived early and chased Orophin and Rumil out while ‘my lady does personal things’. The brothers had both bathed even earlier, re-braided their hair and put on new tunics—not quite their usual style, Dawn thought, and she wondered if they were the local style, or just a local seamstress trying to make something that looked elvish.




Nessy was fascinated by all the thin fabric in Dawn’s beautiful gown and offered to help her to dress—except that neither of them could really work out just how to get it all together. Nessy admitted that she was not usually called upon to be a lady’s maid and, not only were her own dresses much, much plainer, but all the ‘ladies’ dresses’ that she had seen were in heavier fabrics, and only one layer deep. She thought that the shift should go under the other bit, for decency, but Dawn was sure the elves had said it went on top. 




In the end Dawn sat on her bed in the baggy panties that Gondorian women apparently wore (which Elladan had once said was a blessing—elven females’ panties would, apparently, not have gone over the splint, Dawn hoped she could get elven ones when the splint came off) and the grey silky shift, and waited for Rumil and Orophin to return and help her get the rest right. 




Nessy was somewhat shocked at this idea, which made Dawn laugh. Her two personal elven ‘nurses’ had washed her, changed her, re-strapped her ribs and probably coped with her peeing herself if her vague memories were anything to go by, from the battlefield at The Black Gate to Minas Tirith, and had continued to do so in the House of Healing, shocking some of the healers. 




They had continued to do so since she moved into the King’s House too. Nessy had taken over the ‘bodily function’ stuff in the mornings, but any help she needed during the rest of the day she got from the two Galadhrim warriors. She had been totally embarrassed to start with, once she was fully conscious, but all five elves reassured her that their race just did not get embarrassed by those things. Bodies were simply the outer shell of their fëa and to keep them clean, and working properly, was a sign of respect for the Valar who created them.




Mind you, if the comments about ‘preferring females,’ and how to order wine were anything to go by, they had nothing against getting enjoyment from their bodies, Dawn reckoned. Well, actually, she more hoped!




The ‘two elf escort’ returned and were rather surprised to find her only half dressed—and after only a few minutes she found herself with the tulle dress on first, then the shift over it, the silver ribbons at the back of the shift pulled in so that it fitted snugly under her bust line, the silver ribbons on the shoulders of the under-dress crisscrossed down her arms and tied in bows just above her recently rediscovered elbows to give the effect of a tight sleeve that flared out over her lower arm, and the soft scoop of the neck of the inner dress showing under the low neck of the outer dress. They did it so skilfully that Dawn wondered how many similar dresses they had helped ellyth into or out of… 




“Mirror! Bring me a mirror!” she demanded, but the brothers refused, and instead brushed her hair and twisted a number of braids into it, working in tiny green glass beads and fastening them with silver threads. Only then did they bring her a big mirror.




“Oh My God! Oh I cannot believe that is me! Thank you, thank you!” She tried to hug both of them at once, but finally settled for one at a time and Orophin didn’t seem to mind that she hugged Rumil for just a minute longer.




The elves brought a chaise in from the corridor outside her room. It seemed to be heavy wood, with velvet, but they carried it as if it weighed very little—confirming again the amount of muscle on those slim frames.




They took it out onto the balcony, piled cushions onto it, and then Rumil gathered Dawn up, complete with her splint, and carried her through. It was wonderful to be in the fresh air, she thought, and the chaise was high enough for her to see over the balustrade into a large courtyard below, where people were already hurrying to and fro.




She had just finished arranging her dress to cover the splint when there was a knock on her door and the four hobbits tumbled in. They wore smart trousers, clean white shirts, and wonderfully embroidered waistcoats. Dawn was a bit sad that Pippin wasn’t dressed as a member of the Citadel Guard, nor Merry as a Knight of the Mark, but then, she thought, Frodo was probably the most important, and he didn’t have any such ceremonial garb, and so it was just as well that they all matched.




They paused as they reached the open balcony doors and it seemed like ages before any of them said anything. Then Pippin said “Dawn, you look beautiful, like a proper lady!” and she admired their waistcoats and said that she would look out for them in the courtyard.




Sam told her that he would personally make sure that she got a good share of the feast sent up to her, because he didn’t trust the elves to think about making sure she got a taste of everything—“Eat like birds, they do, I don’t know how they have the strength to stand up, so I don’t.” 




Just as the hobbits left, the twins, Legolas, and Gimli arrived. Gimli wore a dark blue tunic trimmed with gold with a thick velvet cloak over his shoulders, and had engraved metal clasps in his hair and beard. He looked extremely smart, in a short and hairy sort of way, Dawn thought; but the three elves were stunning.




Elrohir had certainly been right when he said men might be even more inclined to hit on Legolas when he wore his formal robes. His blond hair was braided to allow more of it to fall around his face than usual, and he wore a sort of tiara around his forehead—Dawn had never seen anything like it, it was made out of three or four strands of silvery metal twisted into a delicate pattern. He was wearing a long tunic, almost floor length, in silver and green embroidered silk. ‘‘Pretty’ really is the word,’ Dawn thought, ‘but totally impressive.’




“Today,” he said to Dawn solemnly, “I am Legolas Thranduilion, the King’s son. And you are most certainly a lady. You look beautiful.”




“So do you!” said Dawn, honestly, and then thought it might not be quite the right description, but he broke into a grin and shrugged his shoulders. Dawn thought he was well aware of just how he looked.




The twins were equally impressive, although they weren’t wearing ‘circlets’, but there were silver beads braided into their hair, and they wore robes of shimmering blue and silver. Both of them bowed low to Dawn.




“Hîril nín, my lady, surely we can call you such today?” Elladan asked.




“I guess, hîr nín,” she answered.




“There again,” said Elrohir, “tithen maethor might suit better!”




“Little warrior?” Dawn wondered if she had the translation right. 




“And a Galadhrim warrior at that!” Elladan added.




Orophin smiled. “She bears a sword,” he said.




“We see,” said Elrohir.




Dawn was seriously puzzled.




“Your hair,” Legolas explained. “You have warrior braids.” He touched the small braids running from the front of her hair, with the tiny green beads worked in. “Four strand braids—a swordsman like Elladan and Elrohir.” He touched the similar small ones worked into his own hair, “Three strand braids—I am an archer, as are Rumil and Orophin.”




His hand touched the slightly thicker braid worked part way down her back, holding the hair away from her face. The tiny braids were caught up with it where it was fastened, she had seen in the mirror. “And this is worked in the style of the Galadhrim, so—Orophin and Rumil tell anyone who can read it, that you are a skilled swordswoman from Lothlorien. And, as your ears are hidden, no one could doubt it.”




“Oh, my gosh! Is it some sort of faux pas? Social slip-up or something?” Dawn asked, worried that she might be insulting the three impressive elves standing over her.




“Her sword,” said Rumil’s voice, and sure enough, he was carrying the short-sword she had used to cut her own arm all those weeks ago! It seemed like another life.




“Beautiful one,” said Elrohir to Dawn, “no one can doubt that you are a warrior, we are simply amused that these two have decided to declare it today, when you look so unlike one! Mithrandir will be most pleased to see that you make a stunning elleth. And I must get a close look at that sword after the ceremony.”




“As must I,” said his twin.




Then all three robed elves leant down, one at a time, and kissed Dawn on the forehead. ‘Wonder how he stops that tiara thing from coming off when he bends forward?’ Dawn found herself thinking, as Legolas stood straight again.




As they turned to go she realised that the braids down their backs were indeed different styles, according to which elven community they belonged to, rather than simply a random personal choice. ‘Useful to remember,’ she thought.




Then there was a “harrumph!” sound, and Gimli, whom Dawn had almost forgotten, stepped forward and left a bristly kiss on her cheek, then followed the three elves from the room.







People were already moving around down in the courtyard, men in armour, flowing robes or cloaks, many bearded; their hair, where it showed, cut to their shoulders in the same fashion as was Aragorn’s. The women were in medieval style dresses, all, as Nessy had said, in heavier fabrics than Dawn’s and they all wore their hair up, many with headdresses. 




‘Giles would love to see this,’ Dawn thought with a sudden wave of homesickness, ‘and Andrew—it is like one of his D&D games come to life.’




“Sad?” asked Rumil.




“My friends, uh, mellyn, would like this,” she answered.




“Buffy?” he asked.




Dawn thought about it for a minute. “No, she’d be bored,” she answered.




“Bored?” Rumil asked, puzzled.




Dawn didn’t know the Sindarin for bored, so she pulled a face, and mimed a yawn.




Rumil lifted both head and eyebrows in acknowledgement of what she meant; looking rather surprised.




“Haldir, he like,” he said. “Wine! Women!” he added, with one of those elven smirks.




Dawn found herself smiling and realised that they were actually communicating. Also she now knew more about Haldir than that he was brave and his brothers loved him.




The room that Dawn, unofficially, shared with Rumil and Orophin was on the third floor, she realised, as she looked down. So, when both elves sat themselves casually on the balustrade, she panicked that they would fall off. Two sets of blue eyes looked at her out of suddenly rather haughty faces.




“We are Galadhrim,” Orophin stated, as if that was the only explanation needed, and pulled both feet up to hug his knees on the six inch wide strip of stone like a gymnast on the beam.




‘OK—perfect balance along with perfect bodies and perfect hair. You gotta love these guys, or die of jealousy,’ Dawn thought.







The actual coronation took place beyond the gates of the courtyard but, even so, Dawn saw many of the important people passing through to attend. There was one man who looked a bit like a fairer, younger, version of Aragorn, in blue with a silver breast plate. He was accompanying the only woman Dawn saw with loose hair—a woman in a cream and gold dress, with a gold circlet around her head of long blonde hair.




“Lady Éowyn and Lord Faramir,” Orophin explained. Dawn had heard about them both from the hobbits—she wished Gandalf would let her meet Éowyn who, although six or seven years older than herself, looked nice.




“Éomer King,” Rumil said, pointing.




A tall man with longer fair hair than most of the others, but still bearded, and wearing a dark green cloak over beautifully tooled leather armour, strode across the courtyard, accompanied by two even hairier guys in armour, carrying helmets with horse tail plumes (‘No wonder the elves stand out and get hit on by the Rohirrim!’ Dawn thought).




The two elves were exclaiming in Sindarin and Orophin explained “It is his battle armour, made shiny.”




“Cool!” said Dawn.




“Cool!” said Rumil.




The hobbits had waved up towards the balcony, and made their way out to the outer yard, when the three formally dressed elves appeared. Orophin, to Dawn’s surprise, suddenly tossed an apple towards them. Seemingly without looking, one of the twins snatched it out of the air and tucked it into a hidden pocket, and all three continued across the courtyard, with the expressionless faces Dawn had realised were the ‘elven public image’, as if nothing had happened.




“Elrohir,” said Orophin.




Rumil silently handed him a gold coin, his expression as dead-pan as the three now passing out of the gates.




Dawn looked from one to the other, rolled her eyes, and then got the giggles so badly that she almost missed the star attraction.




Five members of the Citadel guard walked slowly across the courtyard, the centre one carrying a large blue cushion, with something on it covered by blue satin. Behind them, side by side, came Gandalf, almost shining in his whiteness, and Aragorn; no, King Elessar. The King, like his fellow monarch Éomer, wore, not fancy armour but battle armour; covered by a cloak of blue so dark it was almost black. He walked slowly with a very serious expression—but Dawn thought under the circumstances she’d be pretty solemn too.




But Gandalf looked upwards, raised a hand, and smiled before proceeding out through the great gates, which were shut behind him.







Chapter Six.


…in which our heroine misses Passions and pizza, and discovers that you can have too much of a good thing… 



On their balcony Dawn, Rumil, and Orophin could see nothing of the ceremony but they could hear great waves of cheers. The return of a king was obviously welcome to the people of Gondor.




Rumil had produced a bundle of paper and a pencil and was drawing, concentrating intently, glancing up now and again.




Orophin said something to him in rapid Sindarin. Rumil shook his head as he gave an answer; Orophin smiled and stood upright on the narrow balustrade, seemingly considering the distance to the courtyard below, to Dawn’s horror. He turned, elegantly, and jumped onto the balcony beside her to her utmost relief.




“You couldn’t have!” Dawn gasped.




“I could,” he answered, “but it is quite far, and no danger, so I will use stairs.”




“Rumil says he stay here,” he continued, “he will not see well in crowd enough to draw, I go to see the people in the city. I will bring food, later.”




He bowed his head, hand on chest. “Hîril nín,” he said, solemnly, and then smiled and left.




Rumil was still concentrating hard on his drawing; Dawn decided not to disturb him. It suddenly occurred to her that there would be no cameras, no pictures of the coronation to look back on in the years to come; there was no live-feed TV coverage so that she could see what was going on outside that gate. 




In that minute she suddenly wanted television, she wanted to watch NBC News, Passions, even Malcolm in the Middle. She wanted her CD player, Linkin Park, even her old Britney Spears stuff. She wanted nail color, eyeliner, and Clearasil for her zits. Although actually the mirror showed a distinct lack of zits; the food here must suit her, she thought, sidetracking herself. 




Food. She wanted pizza, ice-cream, and burgers—even from the Double Meat Palace. She wanted chocolate cake, and caramel latté from Starbucks, and then she wanted Clearasil for her zits.




She wanted Janice to discuss the hotness of elves with. She wanted Buffy, even if she was too busy to bother with Dawn, Willow even though she could be scary, Xander and Anya even though they either argued or embarrassed her. She wanted Spike, with his soul or without it, and Giles because he was impressed with her research skills and acknowledged that she was useful. She could even cope with all the potential slayers and Andrew—although it would be better if they all just went away.




Dawn Summers was horribly, horribly home-sick.




She wasn’t sure how long she sat, looking at the servants and guards criss-crossing the courtyard, seeing nothing. 




Two things brought her out of her reverie; she realised that the ceremony must be over, as the great gates had swung open and a procession was making its way across the courtyard, and she also realised that a gentle finger was tracing the track of a tear back up her cheek. 




“Avo nír, nadithen,” Rumil’s voice broke into Dawn’s misery, and a clean handkerchief replaced the finger. Much later Dawn wondered why an elf carried a handkerchief when they never got colds.




Any of those proceeding below, if they looked up to the third floor balcony, would had seen two heads very close together; the darker one pressed under the chin of the paler one.







Watching, with her head tucked against Rumil’s shoulder, as the grand procession of heralds, guards, the King, Gandalf, the hobbits, Gimli and Legolas, Éomer King, Prince Faramir and the Lady Éowyn, the twins, and assorted lords and ladies proceeded across the courtyard to the banqueting hall, did not cure Dawn’s homesickness but it did take the edge off it.




‘I must remember all this,’ she thought, ‘because Buffy is bound to come for me soon, and I want to be able to tell everyone at home all about it.’




Below, the hobbits were waving up at her and Rumil; Dawn lifted a hand and waved back, glad that they wouldn’t be able to see that she had been crying.




Rumil reached behind himself for his paper and pencil and, still with Dawn in the crook of one arm, began to sketch rapidly. Dawn watched with interest—he was getting down the layout of the procession, the odd face here and there, and a few letters in the elven writing, known as tengwar, which probably denoted people’s places, or so she surmised.




Actually, the odd faces, even just those of only a few lines, were easily recognisable—Rumil was good, Dawn thought. Now that she thought of it she could remember seeing him with a pencil and paper sometimes, when she woke in the night, but had never really been alert enough to think about it.




When the procession had passed, and the courtyard was empty of all but an occasional servant or two, Dawn held her hand towards the sheaf of paper which Rumil had tucked under one of her pillows when he had moved to sit on the chaise with her. He looked at her with that elven-copyrighted blank face, although she was sure he had understood.




“Please?” she asked, smiling like a brave little toaster, “A’ngell nín?” 




Rumil stood up, moved away a bit, and then shuffled the sheaf of papers, drew about half of the sheets out to pass to Dawn, rolled the others up, and put them back into a leather bag out of her reach.




‘Uh-huh’, Dawn thought, ‘not good enough, maybe?’




The pictures he had passed her were mostly of the procession, or of what he had seen from the balcony. Here was Legolas in his formal robes, looking both pretty and princely—in exactly the right amounts. Here Gimli, just his bright eyes twinkling out of the mass of braided wiry hair that covered the rest of his head; a twin—she couldn’t say which one; Orophin perched on the balustrade with an apple in his hand.




Then Aragorn and Gandalf, side by side, striding across the courtyard together, and… “Me!” she said in a surprised voice.




The picture showed her looking into the courtyard, a far away look on her face, her fabulous dress hiding her splinted leg, even the tiny beads in her hair were there; and it made her look beautiful. 




She’d always thought Buffy was much prettier than she was; perfectly proportioned body, perfectly proportioned features, blonde hair, whereas she thought her own body was a bit too like Bambi, her eyes were too far apart, and her hair was boring. OK—she wasn’t too bad, but she wasn’t exactly ever going to be Homecoming Queen; yet in this picture she was beautiful.




There were tengwar symbols on the picture—she wondered what they said. “Man… man… uh,” she was sure ‘man’ meant ‘what’, and fairly sure that Rumil probably understood, but he didn’t answer, just looked at her expectantly. 




“Man… pedo!” 




‘What and say—that should do the trick,’ she thought.




Rumil smiled slightly. “Lirimaer,” he answered.




“Uh?” Dawn said.




Rumil shrugged nonchalantly; “I not speak Common,” he said with a slight grin.




“Bugger!” Dawn said out loud. ‘File that word,’ she thought.




Rumil reached out to take the pictures back with exactly the same expression that Orophin had worn when he had won the earlier bet about the apple. 







“You should be OK to do all your stuff now, Red,” Spike said, waving at a phone extension and a new laptop computer in the corner of the bedroom. “Something high speed would have been good, right, but I couldn’t jury-rig that. Laptop’s got a 56k modem, though.”




“Uh, thanks, Spike,” Willow said, slowly, “uh, I’m still not convinced that what Buffy wants me to do is of the good. Like when I, when I, uh, brought her back. You said not to, and you were right. I mean, not that I wish she wasn’t here now, but, well, you know.”




“ ’S different though, innit?” Spike answered. “Little Bit might still be alive, and if she’s wherever The First hangs out it can’t be good. Nah—I really think we got to try and get her home. If we find she’s dead, well, then she’ll be with her Mom and we should leave things be. It’s the worry that she’ll be hurting that’s killing Buffy.” He paused briefly. “How long do you think it’ll take you to find her?”




“It’s not that easy, Spike, I, we, don’t know which dimension she’s in. I’m not even sure how to find out which dimension she’s in. I never thought I’d say it, but I kinda wish Anya was here, she’d know where to start, maybe…” Willow finished, her voice uncertain.




“I’ll go and tell Buffy you’re on the case,” Spike said, “and get some more of those bloody calls made for the Watcher. Sooner we can get some of these damned Slayers out of the house and shipped somewhere else the better. Five days of it’s got me all twitchy. ’S like being a mouse in a bloody cattery!”







‘Sam so didn’t need to worry about food!’ Dawn thought.




First Rumil had produced a jug of wine, and a couple of glasses, so that they could toast the new king. She’d choked on the wine Aragorn had given her weeks ago, when Gandalf had said that The First Evil was Morgoth, and so Dawn took a tiny sip of this stuff, wishing that she’d been brought up in one of those European families where you got wine from childhood, but it still caught in her throat.




Rumil looked slightly worried and brought out a pitcher of water, adding some to Dawn’s glass. 




That was a lot better, and probably a good thing—she so didn’t want to get drunk so early in the day, Dawn thought. Especially on an empty stomach, well, fairly empty.




Just as that thought came into her mind there was a knock at the bedroom door and some sort of footman entered the room with a large tray. “Sir Elf, my lady”, he said, bowing slightly, “His Majesty asked that you be sent a share of the feast.”




Rumil took the tray and, placing it on a small end table that he had already brought out, he uncovered the contents. There were silver plates, silver cutlery, and white linen napkins, bowls of salad, a bowl of chicken in some sort of sauce, bread rolls, a plate of sausages, little bowls of sauces, and a plate of tiny cakes, all different.




“Wow! Some picnic!” Dawn said.




Rumil obviously didn’t understand the words but understood the sentiment. He made sure Dawn could reach everything, put more on his own plate than Sam would have believed possible, and settled himself on the end of the chaise with Dawn’s legs on his knee.




“Oh, mmm, hannon le.” It changed the angle she was sitting at and eased the slight numbness in her butt. She shuffled a little, easing the hard ring at the top of her splint out of her groin, then realised her other foot was getting rather too near Rumil’s groin and quickly moved it. He was staring at his plate with a look of deep concentration.




The salad was so pretty; there were flowers in it, and the chicken in sauce was peppery. Rumil reached out, unselfconsciously, and dunked a bread roll into the bowl on the table to soak up more of the sauce, and so Dawn did too. One of the little bowls of sauce was mustard—mustard, sausage, bread roll—it was almost a hot-dog. But not quite enough of one; Dawn was torn between how good what was in front of her (and under her feet…) was, and how much she wanted the food and people of home.




The tiny cakes were all different flavours—some with rose petals or lavender in them, some with cinnamon or ginger, some with a strawberry or some apple in the middle. They were good with wine—but, oh, they would have been good with a cappuccino. 




The fresh air, food and wine made Dawn drowsy. Rumil reached for his pencil and paper and was sketching as she fell asleep.




It was probably over an hour later that Sam arrived, in person, carrying a tray. On more silver platters he had brought thick slices of roast meat—venison, he said (‘Uh—wonder if I can face eating Bambi’s Pop?’ Dawn wondered), roast vegetables, more bread, thick hunks of two or three different types of cheese, and an apple pie which looked big enough to feed a family of six, accompanied by a big bowl of thick cream. He had added, somewhat incongruously, a large brown pot of tea and a sugar basin and milk jug. 




He looked at the remains of their earlier feast, said ‘Hmmph, salad and fairy cakes, oh, er, begging your pardon Rumil. You see? I said they wouldn’t feed you properly.”




Fortunately the mention of ‘fairy cakes’ went over Rumil’s head. ‘I wonder if elves call them ‘hobbit cakes’?’ Dawn thought, drowsily. 




Sam stayed to tell them how Master Frodo had carried the great crown to Gandalf, and Gandalf had placed it onto the head of Strider, ‘or King Elessar as we ought to call him now,’ and then the king had told them that even though Lord Faramir and Éomer King had bowed to him the hobbits didn’t need to, and fancy that, and why aren’t you eating this good food? 




Rumil picked at some venison and vegetables confirming, no doubt, Sam’s belief that the elves didn’t eat enough. Dawn sneaked some bread and cheese into the drawer of the end table, Rumil smirked, and then she ate a piece of apple pie with cream and a cup of tea. She wished there had been ice-cream. Then she discovered that there had been—‘cold frozen stuff—fancy enough, but not as good as proper cream,’ Sam said. 




‘Aaargh!’ Dawn thought, ‘there’s ice-cream and no one brought me any?’ But there was no point in upsetting Sam by complaining, and she didn’t know the Sindarin for ice-cream so she couldn’t actually send Rumil out for some. 




Hardly had Sam left, to go and make sure Master Frodo wasn’t overdoing things, than Nessy arrived ‘in case my lady needed anything’. She didn’t bring ice-cream either—she hadn’t been to the royal feast—but there had been free food provided outside the citadel for the public, and there were also stalls selling extra fancy things, and she brought Dawn a toffee-apple. She was very happy to be given a glass of wine in return, although Dawn got the feeling it probably wasn’t the first alcoholic drink Nessy had consumed. The three of them drank another toast to the King; ‘May the Valar bless him’.




Dawn thought Nessy was most interested in exactly how Dawn’s dress actually went on—and she looked totally impressed by both the dress and the beaded and braided hair. ‘Go me! I win the prize for best dressed female in a leg splint!’ Dawn thought.




Orophin returned before Nessy left. He had been to the kitchens, or the banqueting hall, or somewhere—he brought grapes, and tiny fruits made of marzipan, thinly cut ham, more salad, and gingerbread cut into trees with tiny stars iced on them. He brought more wine, too, and all four of them drank another toast to the King. Dawn was very glad her wine was carefully watered by Rumil each time; she didn’t think she would get drunk on watered wine.




Orophin reported that many people were out dancing and singing in the street, and suggested that Rumil might like to go and see for himself, but before Rumil did so the door opened again and in swept King Elessar himself in his crown. It was very different to any crown Dawn had seen in pictures at home—it sat down onto his forehead like Legolas’ circlet, but was much, much more solid, and it had wings at the sides—he looked every inch a king, and Dawn suddenly felt that she should curtsy or something. 




The king came out to the balcony, bowed down toward Dawn, and kissed her on the forehead. “Your ladyship,’ he said, with a grin. 




“My Lord, uh, your Majesty, uh, congratulations!” she answered.




She was wondering what else to say to a just-crowned monarch when she realised that behind him stood Gandalf, Legolas and Gimli. Legolas seemed to be carrying more food. He came forward with another tray, uncovered the serving dish on it and… was grabbed around the neck and kissed firmly.




“Ice-cream! I so wanted ice-cream, you cannot believe how much I wanted ice-cream!” Dawn almost squealed in glee.




Legolas simply smiled and passed a spoon each to Dawn, Rumil, and Orophin. Peace reigned for some minutes apart from the odd ‘Mmm’ as Dawn discovered there were vanilla, strawberry and ginger flavours. Once again she wished Sam could witness how much ice-cream two elves could eat—as all three fought to see who got the most.




“I thought you might be homesick,” Legolas said, “I am sometimes, and you are much further from home. You mentioned that you ate ice-cream when you needed comfort and so, when I saw it, I knew you should have some. We have it in Mirkwood sometimes—we have more ice, but to get ice to Gondor to make ice-cream must have been most difficult. It is a real luxury for such an important occasion.”




The thought of people having to preserve ice to make ice-cream because there were no freezers suddenly made Dawn more homesick than ever.




They drank a toast to the long reign of King Elessar before he returned to the banqueting hall.




Eventually Rumil left to go and see the crowds in the city, the others left to go outside for the final entertainment of the night as it got dusk, and Orophin stayed with her, insisting that she remain on the balcony a little longer, and bringing her a cover from her bed to keep her warm.




He brought them both some wine out—Rumil must have told him Dawn needed it watered because he did it without asking. He perched himself back on the balustrade just in time for… fireworks! Then Dawn remembered the hobbits talking about Gandalf and fireworks. She wasn’t sure how much they owed to gunpowder, and how much to magic, but they were totally spectacular. They reminded Dawn of July 4th; she wanted to go home.




Later still, when Orophin had carried her in and put her onto her bed, Gandalf came back alone. The rest of The Fellowship and the twins were dancing and celebrating still, he said, but he was an old man and he needed his rest.




Orophin passed him a glass of wine, and refilled Dawn’s glass, which was empty again. ‘It’s really nice,’ she thought, ‘like spicy fruit juice…’ 




Gandalf told Dawn how pretty she looked, how glad he was that she had enjoyed the day, and then Dawn found herself crying onto his beautifully white shoulder, and into his snowy white beard, and gulping out how homesick she was, and how she loved them all dearly but she missed Sunnydale and Buffy and everyone else. Only she wished she could go home and take them all with her, and she didn’t want to be ungrateful…




Gandalf patted her back, and passed her a snowy white handkerchief (of course), but said, as far as Dawn could make out amongst her hiccups, that he was afraid that she was home. The Key had only been in the same dimension as California by accident, now it was home, and so was she.




Orophin passed her glass to her and told her to drink to help with the hiccups.




It was dark, and Gandalf must have left, Dawn thought. An elf was helping her out of her beautiful dress; “ ’S a lovely dress, thank you, thank you, pretty dress. Pretty elf…” she told him carefully.




It was still dark. An elf was holding Dawn’s hair away from her face as she barfed. “ ’M sorry, ’m sorry,” she was saying. “Lovely day, ’s been a lovely day, so sorry, pretty dress, pretty elf, so sorry, would kiss you but I’d taste bad, so sorry, water, drink water, sorry…”







Chapter Seven.


…in which our heroine discusses weaponry with elves, and worries about someone’s behaviour…



It was now ten days since the closing of the Hellmouth and things in Sunnydale were starting to get back to a semblance of normality. Some families were moving back to their houses, there were some police on the streets, and the electricity supply was now almost constant.




Robin Wood was still recovering in a hospital nearly twenty miles away, but almost all the injured slayers were now back at Revello Drive—although, in theory, they should have only been transferring back to the re-opened Sunnydale hospital.




Giles had managed, with help from both Spike and Andrew, to contact four retired Watchers who were not in their dotage. Those Watchers, in turn, knew the whereabouts of a number of the younger men and women who had been in training before the attack on Council Headquarters. 




After some firm ‘Do Not…’ speeches from Faith, now happy to leave the bedside of Robin Wood, and from Buffy, following a few stern words from her own Watcher, a number of those girls with understanding families were being sent to cope with their new-found powers at home for a few months until training, and Watchers of some sort, were available.




Decisions needed to be made about how to keep the other girls in somewhat less cramped conditions than the Summers’ house, and whether this should be in Sunnydale or somewhere else.




Giles needed to be able to access the Council bank accounts and it really seemed as if a little magically enhanced computer hacking, giving power to withdraw money to Giles and a couple of the other older Watchers straight away, would be much simpler than going through the proper channels. The amount of legal work required otherwise, to reconstitute the relevant committees and officers, could well take months or even years.




Willow, therefore, had been busying herself for the last few days on doing the financial stuff. Whenever Buffy came near her she went on and on about finding Dawn. Xander wanted her to be his best friend and help him over the loss of Anya. No one seemed to care that Willow had performed probably the greatest piece of magic since the creation of the First Slayer only ten days before; no one seemed to have said much more than a brief ‘Thanks’ and then found more for her to do. She was tired, she wanted to sleep for twenty-four hours, and then to spend some quality time with Kennedy. 




Finally Kennedy approached Giles and put this to him. Kennedy was not Giles favourite person but he had to admit, when she pointed it out to him in very firm terms, that Willow should, indeed, have some down time and a chance to rest. He suggested that, now that there was so much less risk to being in small numbers and Kennedy was a fully-fledged Slayer, Willow and Kennedy could move into Willow’s parents’ empty house and Willow should only do things for pleasure (most of which he preferred not to think about); at least for a day or two.




Buffy was now bending his ear about this decision. “You don’t care about Dawn. Nobody cares about Dawn. You are just glad that the stupid Hellmouth is closed, and you can’t even be bothered to bring my sister back to say ‘thank you’ to her!”




Giles felt himself longing to say ‘Spike appears to care about Dawn, and from what I hear, you haven’t been all that bothered about her yourself in the last year or two. She is one very brave young lady, but she is probably one very dead young lady, and I have possibly hundreds of other people to care about.’ But he knew it would make matters worse. 




“Buffy,” he said instead, “Willow has been under a great deal of pressure and if she does not get a break I am afraid that she will collapse or break down. Allowing, or even causing, this to happen would be a very poor way to show our thanks for what she has already done. However, I will contact my friends in the coven in England and ask if they can give us any advice on finding out where Dawn is.”




“Good idea, Rupert,” came Spike’s voice from the doorway. “Come on pet, let’s get you something to eat, or else you’ll crack up even if Willow doesn’t.”




The vampire steered the Slayer out of the room and Giles found himself thinking that Spike really was turning out to be an asset after all.







The twins did indeed arrive the day after the coronation to look at Dawn’s sword. After taking one look at her Elrohir disappeared for a while and then returned with a potion for her to drink. 




“Even elflings suffer when they have too much wine,” he commented, with a sympathetic smile.




The twins, she thought, were rather like slightly older male cousins; if Buffy turned up to take her home she would really miss them.




Elrohir’s potion was remarkably effective; it took only about fifteen minutes for her to feel able to drink some tea and eat the bread and cheese that Rumil, his face deadpan, removed from the drawer of the end table.




From somewhere Orophin produced not only Dawn’s sword but also her stake. 




Elladan picked up the stake. “I know you said that you fought vampires in men’s bodies, and killed them with a wooden stake, but the simplicity of the weapon, and the proximity to the enemy required, had not fully come home to me,” he said. 




“If your sister is magically enhanced to enable her to slay these beasts, and yet you also carry such a basic weapon for the same task, then you are indeed a little warrior. It would take bravery to wield such a close-combat weapon in the face of an enemy with great strength and murderous teeth. I fear we do not have a warrior braid to signify such a brave combat style!”




Dawn was almost struck speechless as Orophin and Elrohir nodded in agreement, obviously impressed, and then translated for Rumil, who also looked impressed. She had been used to Buffy making her stay back, keep out of the way, be protected, because she wasn’t a Slayer, but here were warriors calling her brave for being able to use a stake if she had to. 




Despite the terrible homesickness of the previous day she once more thought, as she had in the past, that this was not a bad place to be. Given time she could probably teach someone how to make pizza.




When Legolas, Gandalf, and Gimli arrived, and pondered attacking ‘such a fell being’ (‘they don’t seem to use the word ‘demon’ here,’ Dawn thought) with a ‘crudely carved piece of wood’, they also looked impressed.




Then they all three entered the conversation together.




“Some sort of delivery system for the wooded stakes would be practical,” said Gimli.




“Why do you not use a longbow from a distance? A wooden shaft through the heart would surely be successful and less dangerous to you?” queried Legolas.




“The dimension you have come from is most certainly a more dangerous place than Middle Earth is now,” Gandalf said slowly, “and, with one young woman and her companions against beings such as Sauron or Morgoth himself, it is no less dangerous than Middle Earth was when it relied on one young hobbit and his companions. I am glad to have you here.”




Eventually the workmanship of Dawn’s sword was discussed. They agreed that it was high quality metal, and high quality workmanship, forged in a different way to elven, or dwarven, weapons. 




“Not beautiful, but effective,” concluded Elladan.




“Should a weapon be beautiful?” Dawn asked.




In reply Elladan produced his own sword, which Dawn had not seen him carry before; he had obviously brought it for comparison purposes. It was, indeed, a work of art; the handle was black wood, inset with silver, and the blade was slightly curved and engraved with swirling patterns and inscriptions.




“The weaponsmith takes pride in his work, and makes it a thing of beauty in honour of the Valar, whose work it then does. An elf’s sword is only ever used against the forces of evil; no elf would use his sword against another elf, or against anyone who honours the Valar,” Elrohir said from beside his brother.




“Uh—doesn’t the gore get into the engraving and make cleaning it hard, guys?” Dawn asked.




Whilst the elves all looked slightly shocked at the question, Gimli nodded his head sagely. “Aye, you certainly are a wee warrior,” he said with a chuckle. “None of these Gondorian women would have asked such a question; they would just have made eyes at the swordsman.”




The elves all made noises of agreement, before Elladan answered the original question in the negative, and Dawn considered the snippet that they were being hit on by the women of Minas Tirith as well as by the men. ‘I wonder,’ she thought, ‘if they take those offers up?’ 







The twins left a few days later, in the company of the Rohirrim, to meet up with their father and his people coming to Minas Tirith for midsummer celebrations. 




“Will your sister be coming too?” Dawn asked, when they came to say goodbye.




“Most certainly,” Elrohir answered, “but we have not yet told Estel how certain this is. We are leaving him to wonder, as he does not ask for fear of the answer, although he should know in his heart that she will come.”




Dawn had learnt from Gandalf of the long-standing betrothal between Aragorn and Arwen, and now she remembered a comment of Elrohir’s, the day she had her casts removed, that midsummer was ‘an auspicious time for…things,’ and began to wonder if she would be invited to the wedding.




The family were meeting in Lothlorien, and travelling back to Minas Tirith together; not only Lord Elrond and Arwen but also her grandparents, the Lord and Lady of the Galadhrim. Dawn wondered what an elven grandma would look like. Gimli had said she was the most beautiful being he had ever seen but that didn’t sound like any grandmother Dawn had ever met.




The twins, before leaving, had examined Dawn’s broken leg very carefully and concluded that, like her arms, it was healing more slowly than an elf’s would, but faster than they would have expected for a young woman. Another two weeks in the splint should be sufficient, they thought, and then she should be able to exercise the muscles for a few days before attempting to walk; probably with a stick. They would leave Aragorn to make such decisions.







Things were quieter once the twins had left. 




Aragorn called to see her only on rare occasions. He had an awful lot of ruling to do, Dawn reckoned, as well as being her new consulting physician. She had read about ‘The Royal Physician’ in an historical romance once, she remembered, but she thought that having actual royalty as your personal physician was about as cool as it could get!




The hobbits still visited frequently and gave Dawn news of the city outside; they had witnessed the impressive sight of the Rohirrim éoreds all departing together—some 3,000 warriors and horses now fit to travel. She had tried to interest Sam in the concept of pizza but decided that it was unlikely to appeal to him unless she suggested adding bacon and eggs and frying it. The burger might be more to his taste, she had decided, and his first attempt had been pretty good. Perhaps, she thought, he could set up a chain of ‘Gamgee’s Burgers’—or, hey, ‘Samburgers’—when he got home to the Shire.




Gandalf called in most days, frequently bringing her books ‘to entertain and educate’, often talking of Sunnydale, other times to simply sit and describe something he had seen that day or some day in the distant past. 




Gimli was working with the masons of Minas Tirith to better rebuild the city walls whilst Legolas was involved in planning the replacement of trees, and other green spaces, as well as acting as an unofficial councillor to the new King, having been involved in ‘princely things’ in his father’s realm. 




Legolas had also received long letters from home. They told of major battles fought by the elves of Mirkwood and Lorien against hordes of orcs from Dol Guldur. His father and brother were well but he had lost friends in the fighting and was somewhat subdued for a while.




But most noticeably Orophin and Rumil were not themselves. 




Orophin was quiet; he spent more time sitting out on the balcony gazing into the distance, or out exercising the horses he and Rumil had kept at the Rohirrim’s insistence, than he had done before.




It occurred to Dawn that the brothers must also have lost friends in the battles with the Dol Guldur orcs; perhaps they even felt guilty that they hadn’t been there themselves. She was sure that they would have returned to Lorien with the twins if it wasn’t for her and, when she had asked Orophin why he and Rumil had stayed in Minas Tirith, he had taken a moment to answer, and then had, indeed, said “We stay for you.”




But, where Orophin was quieter, Rumil was almost invisible. 




He still sat with Dawn for an hour each day, learning Common and teaching Sindarin, but otherwise he seemed to be completely avoiding her. 




When she thought back she realised that it had started the day after the coronation. Dawn remembered being sick all over one of them, and talking rubbish, and she wondered what she could have said to him to have this effect. She hadn’t blurted out how sexy he was, or declared undying love, had she? How could she ask; how could she make it like it had been before?




Then she remembered Gimli’s comment about the women of Minas Tirith making eyes at the elves and she began to think that maybe some Gondorian woman was taking up his time. The very thought made her feel sick in the pit of her stomach.







“Yes, I think I can say, Althanea, that Willow did very well channelling the power of the Slayers’ Scythe, and it seems to have had no ill-effects, apart from some weariness. I must admit it did take her current, um, girlfriend to point this out to me. Things have been very busy. But I would greatly appreciate any help you or the other ladies can give in determining if Dawn is still alive somewhere and, if she has survived, if there is any way of returning her safely home.”




Giles listened to the clear, firm, voice on the other end of the line for a few more minutes.




“Yes, I quite appreciate the possible problems that could cause, and I will try to explain it clearly.” 




“Yes, I think that is a reasonable analogy, although there is no need to consider those possibilities unless either yourselves, or those of us on this side of the Atlantic, are unable to find some trace of her.”




“Thank you again, I will simply wait until I next hear from you, and I shall reassure her sister that we are doing all we can. Goodbye.” He put the phone down, slowly, and removed his glasses to polish them thoughtfully. He felt a degree of relief. The decisions on the problem of Dawn were now, to a large extent, off-loaded for a while and he could concentrate on other things with a clear conscience.







Chapter Eight.


…in which our heroine gets to see the bathroom, and finally finds out what ‘Lirimaer’ means…



“Well that seems to be healed enough to come out of the splint,” Aragorn told Dawn, after feeling carefully around the place mid-thigh where the bone had been broken.




Fully removing the metal splint and thick bandages took a few minutes and then Dawn had two matching legs again. ‘Yep—definitely both the same length—cool!’ she thought. The assorted elves, hobbits, dwarf and wizard gathered around the room all looked as if they were checking out the same thing.




Aragorn then instructed both Dawn and the onlookers in a series of exercises for her leg, to be done regularly for the next five days or so, before she would be allowed to take any weight on it at all. She noticed Aragorn muttering to Gandalf, again, how quickly she was healing for a human. Gandalf, as before, just nodded sagely and commented on how fortunate she was.




The hobbits, of course, organised a tea party to celebrate and there was telling of tales, singing of songs, and smoking of pipes well into the evening. 




It wasn’t until it grew dark outside and Gandalf shepherded out the hobbits, still talking and singing, followed by Gimli, and then by Legolas and Rumil in conversation, that it occurred to Dawn that, yet again, Rumil had avoided touching her. 




Orophin had stood rubbing oil into her leg, where the skin itched, checking with Aragorn that he was moving it correctly to exercise it. Legolas had, almost absentmindedly, taken over the task from him as Merry and Pippin demonstrated a favourite hobbit dance which they promised Dawn they would teach her ‘within the week, Strider permitting’. Rumil had merely smiled and nodded, disappeared out onto the balcony until the others were leaving, and then left with them.




She almost asked Orophin why Rumil was avoiding her, but couldn’t quite work out how to phrase it without admitting how much it upset her, and she wasn’t sure she could stay cool if he answered that Rumil had found himself a girlfriend. Instead she said it had been a tiring day, and she wanted to sleep, and turned her face to the pillow. 







“I don’t care about any possible problems in bringing Dawn back, Giles,” Buffy said. “They just have to get the mojo together and bring her home.”




“The ladies are meeting tomorrow evening and will consider what possible spell could be used to find the dimension Dawn is in, and if it is possible to form a suitable portal between that dimension and this one,” Giles continued the explanation Buffy had interrupted. “It could well take them some time.”




“We don’t have time,” Buffy said, sounding exasperated. “They have to get her back now before she comes to any more harm than she might have done already.”




“Don’t worry, pet,” Spike said from his constant position at Buffy’s side, “the basket of wool thing that bint in Devon goes on about works both ways. We might be on the long strand and get her back almost before she left.”




Giles thought Buffy looked somewhat reassured by the idea. The timeline problem with any possible attempt to return Dawn to Sunnydale, pointed out by Althanea, had been a cause for worry and he wondered why it hadn’t occurred to him to put that particular spin on it. Although he could wish that his Slayer wasn’t treating the damned vampire, tolerable as he was as vampires went, as her mainstay and confidante. 







“Oh, hi Rumil, going out again?” Pippin greeted the elf, as he passed him in the door to Dawn’s room in the King’s House. 




‘Okay, it is that obvious. Even Pippin has noticed he’s out all the time,’ Dawn thought, annoyed.




Rumil smiled at Pippin, answered him with “Riding. Hirilmith like run,” and then continued on his way.




“I thought Rumil had a horse from the Rohirrim,” Pippin said. “Has he got an elven one now?”




“No, it is still Grey Lady,” Dawn explained, slightly sidetracked, “but we translated her name into Sindarin when they said he could keep her.”




“She seems to need more exercise since her name was changed,” Pippin observed, and then changed the subject to how well Dawn’s leg was doing. Neither the subject of Rumil, nor Rumil himself, cropped up again for the rest of the afternoon.




Left alone, when Pippin returned to the house he shared with the rest of the Fellowship, Dawn contemplated the need for proper clothes and how soon it would be before she could get into the tub. The five days Aragorn had insisted she remain on her bed would be up tomorrow. She had been doing the stretching exercises, of course, and Gimli had brought her a small canvas bag, filled with sand and fitted with a leather strap to hold it onto her foot, so that she could do ‘weight training’ on her bed; she was sure she could start standing soon.




Most of the past eight or nine weeks had seen Dawn wearing baggy, mainly white, cotton garments, apart from on Coronation day. The assorted baggy garments seemed to be a mixture of men’s shirts, which came down almost to her knees, and ladies nightgowns which reached down to her feet and had high necks and long sleeves. She got the impression that they had been acquired from various drawers and cupboards around the King’s House and were the property of people who didn’t need them any more—quite possibly because they were dead.




The hobbits and the elves had all expanded their wardrobes in the same way—there were a number of rooms that had not been used for some time, as well as rooms belonging to those who had died in the very recent battles. The hobbits had found clothing meant for children, or had things altered to fit, and the elves had added garments meant for tall noblemen to their own wardrobes, tucking the often-not-long-enough legs into their boots, and rolling up the often-not-long-enough sleeves. 




Aragorn had found a good number of suitable garments for himself with no problem and, of course, he now had a full wardrobe of suitably kingly clothing.




Gandalf just seemed to have built-in whiteness aura that repelled dirt and odours as if he had been coated in Scotchgard™. Or else he had an infinite supply of matching white outfits which, what with him being a Wizard even if he wasn’t actually God, seemed quite plausible to Dawn. A sort of anti-Spike; contrasting with the vampire’s endless wardrobe of identical black jeans and tees.




Gimli had had more of a problem—he needed clothes which had belonged to rather broad Gondorian gentlemen, taken up a lot. Except that Gondorian noblemen who had been rather ‘ample’ in size tended to wear rather florid clothing—totally not suitable for Gimli even if his father was, as Legolas had said, cousin to a dwarven king. 




Now Dawn would need clothing to wear out of bed and her green and grey dress, although it was wonderful, was not really the sort of thing she was used to wearing every day. She had the distinct feeling, though, that jeans were not going to be easy to get in Minas Tirith. In fact she had the distinct feeling that females in Minas Tirith wore long, heavy dresses for all occasions, not just to attend coronations, so asking Nessy to find her something suitable could well be working with different definitions of ‘suitable’.




She wondered if elven females always wore dresses or if they also wore leggings and tunics like the males did. Their dresses looked easier to move in, if her own was a good example, but if they wore leggings sometimes maybe she could get away with those. Not exactly jeans; but at least not going to make her feel like an extra in Witness. She would ask Orophin.




Rumil was with Orophin when he returned that evening. If she had been able to do snarky in Sindarin, or thought that Rumil would have understood snark in Common, she would have probably have said more to him than the ‘Hello, did you have a good day?’ she managed in Sindarin; even that made him look a little guilty before he answered in the affirmative.




She tried to ignore him ignoring her and to discuss more important things with his brother.




Orophin agreed that all Gondorian women did, indeed, wear dresses at all times. “They are modest in their clothes, at least,” he said, and Dawn was caught between noticing how much better his Common was getting, as he was forced to use it most of the time, and wondering about the ‘at least’.




Orophin explained, when she asked, that ellyth wore dresses much of the time but often wore leggings for weapon practice and travelling. 




‘So—another plus to Granddad Gandalf for deciding to keep this Key amongst the elves, then,’ Dawn thought. Only, if the plan was for her to travel back to Lorien with Orophin and Rumil, would Rumil still want that?







Aragorn did say Dawn could get up, and stand, but he brought her a walking stick and insisted that she use it and not put all her weight on the newly healed bone yet. 




Putting off another hobbit tea party for a few hours Dawn rejoiced in the fact that she could, at last, have a bath. The bathroom was surprisingly civilised; there was an enormous tub with proper faucets and, screened in a corner, a proper flushing toilet. She remembered Gimli explaining to her at some time that the water supply was gravity fed from springs in the mountains and the King’s House had a system to heat it that was fairly efficient but which, given time, he could improve on. ‘Works well enough,’ Dawn thought, deep in bubbles.




Orophin offered to help her into the tub and wash her hair. Dawn remembered that only a couple of weeks ago Rumil would have been the first to offer; now he tried to avoid her eye when she mentioned bathing. She turned Orophin down, though—no matter that the elves regarded such an offer of help as purely functional, she would enjoy doing it all for herself.




The hobbits arrived bearing trays of food, accompanied by Gandalf, and the tea party was held on the balcony in the sunshine as Dawn enjoyed just being able to watch life outside of her room. She wore her dress, and felt quite glamorous, but explained her lack of ordinary clothing to them. Gandalf admitted that it had slipped his mind but said that he would organise something for her before she was able to walk any further than her room or the corridor outside it. 




Frodo, however, suggested that some of the hobbits’ shirts would fit Dawn well, as would a few pairs of the trousers they still had which had not been taken up, if she was sure she wouldn’t prefer dresses. He blushed right up to his ears when Dawn kissed him.







The room was quiet; everyone had left Dawn to a rest that she hated to admit she needed.




It occurred to her that it might be easier to walk if she had her shoes on. She had been wearing her Converse Hi-tops when she fell into the Hellmouth—they were the best ones she’d ever had—please let them not have been destroyed! OK, they’d look pretty silly with the dress, but what the fuck—the only male she wanted to impress had seen her looking a lot worse, and hey, he didn’t want to look at her anyway.




She walked carefully over to the large armoire from which Orophin had taken her sword and stake and opened the doors. There were, indeed, the remains of her clothes (Bra! Panties! Yay!) and her shoes. The Hi-tops even looked as if someone had washed them.




She reached in for her shoes but found she had somehow reached past them to the leather satchel in which she knew Rumil kept his drawings…




She sat on her bed and carefully unrolled a bundle of paper to find herself looking at a formation of elves in armour, and then at a battle scene. ‘Ah, so that’s what orcs look like!’ she thought.




Then there were a series of studies on one piece of paper of one elf—he looked like Orophin and Rumil, but slightly broader in both the face and body—it had to be Haldir, Dawn realised. She turned to the next picture and gasped. It showed Haldir again but there was a sense of total stillness and emptiness. Dawn knew he was dead.




She realised that she was prying into something she shouldn’t, if Rumil had wanted her to see these pictures he would have showed them to her, but she could no more put them all back into the satchel unseen than she could fly.




There were more battle pictures; here the Rohirrim who looked just as they had been described to her, here Aragorn carrying a large banner with Legolas and Gimli together on a horse beside him, here Gandalf with a hobbit in armour sitting in front of him on a great white horse. Now Legolas—his face full of cold anger, rather than his usually calm expression—with a bow in his hand, now Orophin caught in a similar moment, and then a twin decapitating a huge orc with his sword.




Turning to the next roll of drawings Dawn found that the first picture was of her—a rag doll of bruises and broken bones—she wondered how on earth Rumil had known that she was alive, and how she had survived. There was a picture of a bundle being carried between two horses—she realised that, too, was her. Here she was in the House of Healing—she looked as if she was still unconscious, her face so badly bruised that not even Buffy would have recognised her, but her hair looking clean and shiny in two braids.




There were pictures of her drawn here in the King’s House—still somewhat bruised, arms in plaster, broken leg covered by the bedspread, surrounded by hobbits; listening to Gandalf; laughing at one of the twins; having her hair washed by Orophin; sleeping. Then showing off her newly uncovered arms, and the picture he had shown her when he had drawn it out on the balcony, the one with ‘Lirimaer’ written on it. She looked far away in that one; she had been. But, despite the homesickness, she had enjoyed sitting outdoors with Rumil for company. It had been one of the best days of her whole life—and the last day that Rumil had laughed with her and even gently flirted. It would be the last picture—he hadn’t really looked at her since.




Except that it wasn’t the last picture. There were two more, and in each one she was asleep. They would have reminded her of Angel, with his spooky habit of creeping in and drawing people in their sleep, except that these pictures looked so much as if they were drawn with love.




Dawn realised that there were tears streaming down her face and she glanced briefly through the remaining bundles, relieved to find quite a few of Hirilmith; sketches of crowds, probably on Coronation Night; and some of Orophin, Legolas, Gimli, and the hobbits all drinking in a tavern, or taverns; but no pictures of beautiful Gondorian women. 




She put everything carefully back as she had found it, and was about to go and wash her face, when there was a quiet knock on her door and she heard Legolas’s voice asking if he could come in.




“Yes,” Dawn called back but added, as the door opened, “I won’t be a minute,” and made it into the bathroom before he could see her face.




“I have brought you some clothing,” the elf began, as Dawn reappeared after splashing her face with cold water. “Frodo asked me to deliver some shirts and trousers to you. As soon as he asked me I remembered you saying that, where you were before, you wore trousers or skirts that left your legs free. I can understand that normal Gondorian dresses may make it difficult for you to begin walking properly. I would have brought you my spare leggings, as they are softer fabric than these, but they would be a little too big, I think.”




Dawn was going to say that her jeans weren’t exactly soft, but Legolas went on “I will take your measurements to a seamstress and have you something similar made. And possibly they could make you a garment such as the Rohirrim women wear to ride—a ‘divided skirt’, I think Éowyn called it. Although even that might be a little awkward for you—it would be for me, and it sounds as if you are used to the same freedom of movement that we males enjoy!”




“Legolas, you’re a star!” Dawn said, as she took the pile of clothing from him and began to examine each garment, holding them up towards the window to catch the early evening light.




That early evening light, however, also illuminated her face. Legolas came over, put a finger under her chin, and tilted it upwards. “What is wrong, nethig?”




“Nethig?” Dawn asked.




“It is what an elf might call his young sister,” Legolas explained, “So—what is wrong, nethig?” 




Dawn was suddenly taken back to her thought that the twins were like slightly older male cousins, and realised that Legolas was probably the nearest thing she had ever had to a brother, more so than Xander had ever been, or even Spike in the summer-without-Buffy. Apart from anything else, she couldn’t imagine ever crushing on Legolas, even though he was stunningly good looking.




Gandalf, of course was a granddad, the hobbits were mainly like boys you knew in school, Gimli was an uncle, Aragorn a slightly younger uncle, Orophin was… not quite a brother, he was more a really good friend. 




Rumil was… Rumil was… Rumil was the first person she had ever really thought she could fall in love with, and the first person who might really break her heart.




But Legolas was turning into the very best big brother you could have—and he thought of himself that way too. Perhaps Legolas was the person she could talk to about Rumil.




“It’s Rumil,” she said, in answer to Legolas’ question.




“Ah,” he said gently, “I thought it might be.”




Dawn found herself picked up then set carefully on one of the sofas with her head, totally unromantically this time, tucked into an elven shoulder.




Her opening question was probably not quite what Legolas expected, “What does ‘lirimaer’ mean?”




“It is a ‘term of endearment’, like ‘nethig’, but somewhat less brotherly,” he answered slowly, “I think it would easiest translated as ‘beautiful one’. I have heard a man describe a young woman as looking ‘good enough to eat’—‘lirimaer’ would be a bit like that—an elleth beautiful enough that an elf would want to sing songs about her.”




Dawn liked the way Legolas did not immediately ask why she wanted to know, but waited for her to go on.




“Rumil drew a picture of me the day Aragorn was crowned and it had writing under it. I asked him what it said and he said ‘Lirimaer’,” she started, slowly, and continued, “So, he thought I was beautiful, but now he doesn’t even look at me and he tries to stay away from me. 




“And, I don’t know what I did to him, but I think I drank too much and barfed all over him and it must’ve been so ugly that he doesn’t want to think about me any more. Or I said something stupid or something and now he doesn’t like me and I don’t know what to do to put it right…” 




Dawn’s voice had become faster and higher and more and more upset as she poured all her worries out, and once again an elf offered her a clean white handkerchief, reminding her even more of how easy things had been between her and Rumil, and causing a further flood of tears.




Then a voice above her head asked “Barfed?”




Eventually, after a brief explanation and a glass of water, the conversation resumed.




This time it was Legolas who started with an unexpected question. “Nethig, in your own society, are you an adult, or have you not yet reached your majority?”




“Uh, sort of…” she answered.




“Sort of?”




“I am almost seventeen, no, take that back! How long have I been here, Legolas? More than two months? I am seventeen. I was a month short of my birthday when I fell into Middle Earth.” 




Sidetracked for a moment from thoughts of Rumil, she continued “Not that I mind missing it, I mean we’ve had enough celebrations, and I got my beautiful dress as a present, and it was a different time of year where I left and things.”




“We will have to pick a date for you to celebrate in future, little one,” Legolas said, “but that still didn’t really answer my question. Human age means little to an elf, but I do realise that some human societies seem to regard their daughters as old enough to marry before they are full height, whereas others do not see their younglings as old enough to make decisions for themselves until they are more than a quarter way through their lifespan. In your society, now that you are seventeen, are you an adult?”




“Not really,” Dawn answered. “For most things in California you need to be eighteen, and for some things you have to be twenty-one, but I am almost an adult. Why?”




“It occurred to me, when you choked on the wine that Aragorn gave you when we first heard your story, that you were probably not seen as old enough in your own society to drink wine. For an elfling wine is allowed, as we grow from childhood to youth, but is watered until we are almost at our majority. It has made me think of you as ‘almost adult’ since then,” Legolas said.




“But what has that got to do with Rumil?” Dawn asked him.




“I think that I know one reason why Rumil is avoiding you. I am not sure but I will ask him if I am right. I promise I will not tell him that we have talked about him—I am an observant elf, and I have noticed what is happening between the two of you,” Legolas reassured her, before she could even start to worry about him telling Rumil that she was in floods of tears about him.




“Rumil said your fëa called to him and that is how he found you amongst the bodies of the armies of Sauron,” Legolas continued.




“And you gave us both a very odd look when Orophin said that’s what happened,” Dawn remembered.




“It is hard to explain in only a few words but, when elves marry, their fëar are bound together; before we marry we often know quite quickly that this is the person we will bind to, because our fëar are already in tune. So Rumil knew that by saying ‘your fëa called to him’, not simply that he ‘found’ you, we elves, and Aragorn and Mithrandir, understood something particular by it. Rumil’s fëa was drawn to your fëa; he recognised that you might be his ‘true love’, to use a more mannish expression.”




“M’kay… that’s … a bit … scary,” Dawn said slowly. “Except I kinda know what you mean. Either Orophin or Rumil sit beside me every night in case I need anything, although they can probably stop now that I can walk, and I always know which one it is—at least I always know, as soon as I wake, whether Rumil is near me and if he isn’t then it must be Orophin. Is that the same thing?”




“I think it is the same thing using different words,” Legolas answered.




“So that’s good then? But why would me barfing all over him make a difference? You think he doesn’t want me to be important to him any more?”




Legolas didn’t exactly answer the question; instead he said “Rumil is not an elfling.”




Dawn looked rather blankly at him and asked “¿Qué?” 




Legolas obviously understood what she meant, as he went on “I think, perhaps, that he realised that not only his fëa is attracted but also his body. And that you are not quite an adult.




“I also think perhaps we are coming to a place in this conversation where we talk about sex, and it might come better from an elleth—but we do not have one, and so I will continue as a slightly embarrassed brother; if you feel that you can never look me in the eye again you can ban me from your presence—Gandalf plans for you to go to Lorien, certainly not to Mirkwood!” He pulled a slightly silly face at her. 




“I know all about sex, I so could pass Sex Ed 101!” Dawn exclaimed.




“Sex Ed One Oh One?”




“I mean I know all about the differences between boys and girls, how to have intercourse in more than one position, orgasms, all that stuff—you don’t have to do the birds and bees talk, I’m not that young!”




“I realised that your society must discuss sex with their younglings more than Gondorians seem to, when you understood when the twins were talking about men making advances towards us,” Legolas reminded her.




“Uh, yeah, when I tried to tell Nessy she didn’t get it, so I totally see what you mean about the Gondorians. So why do you need to discuss sex, gwador?” Dawn asked.




“You are good at picking up languages, aren’t you?” Legolas commented, referring to her use of the word ‘gwador’ (it usually means ‘sworn brother’ as opposed to birth brother). 




“But what I do not know is your original society’s attitude to, well, to joining,” he continued, “whether it is only within marriage, or between betrothed, or an everyday pleasure. I would guess it is usual to refrain until you reach majority?”




“M’kay. I see where you are coming from. Some people would want us to only do anything to do with sex after we are married even kissing, but mainly we see making out or boinking, uh joining, as okay with a boyfriend, although not on a first date, because that would be slutty,” Dawn tried to enlighten the elf.




“I think I understood most of that,” he answered slowly. “Sexual contact and joining is acceptable outside a marriage bond, with someone you are at least familiar with, yes?”




“More or less,” Dawn agreed.




“And do you always wait until you have reached your majority?” 




“We’re supposed to, but hey, sometimes we don’t,” Dawn answered, thinking of Buffy.




“I am not going to ask you if you have stuck to the rules,” Legolas commented with a grin, “but it sounds as if where you have been brought up is much like elven society, rather than Gondorian, and so you should fit in well!




“However, going back to what I think is worrying Rumil—it is not unusual for an elf to find that the other elf whose fëa sings to theirs is born many, many years before or after them. 




“It is not a problem, once we are adult we are adult, but we have a very strict ‘taboo’ about any attempt to seduce an elleth, or ellon, who has not reached majority, and so being drawn to someone who is still technically an elfling requires a degree of physical control… I think Rumil might be putting himself as far from temptation as possible, beautiful one.”




“Oh!” Dawn answered, suddenly enlightened. “You think?”




“I will ask him,” Legolas said, in a reassuring voice. “Remember that I am a captain in my father’s border patrols. I am very good at asking questions in such a way that another warrior answers without second thought!




“There is something else which I think might well be worrying Rumil, that would certainly worry me in the same circumstances, but I think it is something to discuss with Gandalf.” He looked at Dawn slightly expectantly, as if he wondered if she would know what he meant, but she didn’t really have an idea just at the moment. She was still busy turning over what he had already told her and feeling somewhat better.




“Tell me more about Sunnydale,” Legolas said, obviously changing the subject, but Dawn was happy to stay with his arm around her and comply.




“…So Anya hits him with the frying pan, and she says ‘Not a piano, but hey!’ and then Buffy had kicked the knight off the roof of the Winnebago—the big vehicle that moves without horses, remember—and we thought it was safe, except that one suddenly charged from in front and hit Giles with his spear, except I think it was probably more of a lance, and we swerved off the road and crashed…”




Legolas was listening open-mouthed, as Dawn told him about trying to escape from Glory and the Knights of Byzantium at the same time, but Dawn realised that it seemed as if she was telling a story of something that had happened to someone else a long, long, time ago.







Giles had been busy over the past couple of days. He had negotiated a one year lease on a house further down Revello Drive than the Summers’ house—presumably the owner had decided that they were happier wherever they had gone to when Sunnydale had been declared ‘unstable’. Soon he would take some of the new Slayers there and alleviate the congestion here, at 1630, where girls were still sleeping on the floor. Then there would be time to make a decision about whether there was still a need for major Slayer presence here in Sunnydale, if there was no Hellmouth, or whether the majority of the girls should move to Cleveland, or wherever, after some further basic training.




So many decisions, so much to do, but he had been reminded again of Buffy’s number one priority by a call from England and was currently looking for her. He found her in the kitchen where Spike, of all people, appeared to be making a pile of pancakes.




“Althanea has just called,” Giles began. “They do not think that they can identify the dimension that Dawn is in, operating from England, even if we were to send them some of her possessions. They have, however, made a couple of suggestions regarding spells Willow may be able to use over the remains of the Hellmouth. 




“Using the remains of one of the Turok-han would have simplified the task greatly, Althanea said, as it is their home dimension. Of course they were all reduced to dust and so we shall just have to hope that one of these spells will prove successful. I have already checked with Willow. She is feeling stronger, and more rested, and is happy to do the first casting this evening.”




“About time,” Buffy said. Her lips formed into a grim smile. “I’ll just go grab some weapons.”







Chapter Nine.


…in which our heroine realises what ‘the other problem’ is and also that some of the natives are not entirely friendly; and Xander discovers what balls of yarn have to do with inter-dimensional travel…



“I’m sorry Buffy, I really am, but there’s just nothing.” Willow wasn’t quite wringing her hands but only because Kennedy was holding one of them. “It’s like the spell is going ‘Alternate dimension? What is this alternate dimension of which you speak? There has never been any other dimension around here!’”




“But that’s just stupid, Will, we know the Hellmouth was linked to at least one other dimension,” Buffy said, with more than a hint of disbelief in her voice.




“Uh, yeah, but it’s like The Key has well and truly locked the door,” Willow answered, “and bricked up the hole in the wall so neatly that you can’t see there’s ever been a door there.”




Buffy glared at her. “It is not ‘The Key’, it is Dawn. I mean she is Dawn. We’re talking about my sister here.”




‘It is like a conditioned response,’ Giles thought, ‘any mention of The Key gets the immediate ‘my sister’ reaction, followed almost immediately by ‘we must do something’. My poor Buffy; it is almost certainly an even stronger and more painful response than would be the case if Dawn really was Joyce and that man’s natural daughter.’




“I will report back to Althanea,” he said out loud, hoping to calm both Buffy and Willow and, for that matter, Kennedy, who was glaring at Buffy. Perhaps a guardian of her own was what Willow needed, he mused, then shook himself and continued the conversation. “She did say that, should this prove unsuccessful, the ‘basket of wool’ spells were there as a last resort.”




From the back of the small group Xander spoke. He looked pale and was unshaven, but he stood holding a bunch of weapons, willing to follow Buffy to rescue Dawn if nothing could be done about his own loss. In fact Giles thought it might be one of the few things keeping him from simply collapsing into a drunken stupor.




“I heard you mention this ‘basket of wool’ thing before but I totally don’t get what you mean. ’Splain, please.”




“Did your mother or your granny ever knit things for you when you were a kid?” Spike asked him.




“My grandma did, once or twice,” Xander answered.




“Oh Xander, I remember that jumper with all the stripes and the too long sleeves,” Willow entered the conversation.




“Yeah, well,” Spike continued, “I bet she put all the odd balls of wool, yarn or whatever you want to call it, into one big bag or basket, yeah?”




“Well, yes, she did,” Xander answered, still sounding slightly puzzled.




“An’ they got all tangled up?” Spike asked.




“Yup.” Xander was going to continue but Spike cut back in.




“Well, different dimensions are like a whole big pile of coloured wools, and where two strands touch there is a spot where you might be able to get from one to the other. Only trouble is that from the last time those two strands touched to the next time might only be four inches along one strand, but the other one might have been three times around the basket, and wound out a couple of foot or more.




“So we might have only had a month in this dimension, but the other one might have had a year or two, or there again it might only have had ten minutes. So, if we have to rely on that type of magic to pull her between dimensions, there’s no knowing how long Dawn will have spent in The First’s home dimension. Got it?”




“Yeah, I think so,” Xander said slowly. “Dawnie might have been there for longer than she hasn’t been here.”




“Or we might have been longer trying to find the right spell than she has had to spend away from home,” Buffy said firmly.




Giles hoped, if it came to using that sort of spell, that they didn’t get back the remains of a Dawn who had been dead for months, or even years, ever since she had fallen down the Hellmouth.







Dawn had been on foot for almost two weeks now. She had acquired a wardrobe of assorted trousers, leggings like those worn by the elves, a mixture of shirts and elf-style tunics, a couple of reasonably light weight dresses she had found in a trunk in one of the deserted bedrooms when she had gone adventuring with Orophin and Nessy, and her beautiful ‘coronation day’ dress.




She sometimes went down to the King’s private apartments and ate with Aragorn, as well as one or more of the Fellowship members, and sometimes Rumil and Orophin. One night she had put on her elven-style dress and sat with Rumil, Orophin, and Legolas at a formal meal, in a state dining room, attended by a number of Gondorian aristocrats and official-looking people.




She thought her dress was prettier than those of the other females in the room, and it did earn her a few envious glances—although that might well have been more envy at the way she was surrounded by buff elves. This formal appearance, coupled with the way that she mainly wore the trousers or leggings with her hair braided in elven style, seemed to have convinced most people who noticed her existence that she was either an elleth or, at least, a half-elf.




Gandalf nodded and smiled, as they sat in Aragorn’s private rooms later, and said that it was much more believable that she was an elf than that she came from another dimension—and so much safer for her.




She had been to visit the house shared by the members of the Fellowship before she could even cope with the stairs down from her room to the ground floor. Legolas had picked her up and carried her and, if Rumil had given him a slightly odd look, it didn’t appear to have bothered Legolas!




Actually, whatever conversation had passed between Legolas and Rumil after that evening in Dawn’s room, Rumil was at least smiling at her some of the time now. A few nights after that evening he had sat with Orophin and nodded in agreement as Orophin had explained that they were both ‘missing their home and the trees, which had made them sad and bad tempered.’ They were looking forward to their Lord and Lady and some of their fellow Galadhrim arriving soon, and then to going home with them… and showing Dawn the beauty of Caras Galadhon, which would make Minas Tirith look ugly by comparison.




That last line had made Dawn feel a lot better.




She had also been considering ‘the other problem’ that Legolas had referred to, and it struck her that perhaps Rumil might be worried that she would not be staying in Middle Earth; that Buffy would arrive and take her back to Sunnydale. If he thought that she might be gone in no time it would make a lot of sense to not get involved. Surely there would be someone else whosefëa would be in tune with his, sometime, at least as long as he and Dawn never got to the duet stage!




Dawn was, however, coming to the conclusion that Buffy was not going to turn up in a flash of light and try to take her back. She had decided that, as the memories of her between birth and age fourteen had been ‘planted’ in Buffy and her friends, the likelihood was that, once Dawn had done her Key bit and disappeared, the memories would disappear too. They might wonder why they vaguely recalled someone else at some of the Scooby meetings but, with all those new slayers to organise, the chances were that even those thoughts would soon be forgotten.




Even if Buffy did appear now Dawn wasn’t sure that she would go with her; and with the elves, a dwarf, a wizard, and all the guards of the Citadel of Minas Tirith on her side, not to mention four hobbits, she should be able to just say her goodbyes and wave Buffy off back to Sunnydale. 




She must try to explain this to Rumil and Orophin, she thought. But it was early evening and, having taken quite a lot of exercise, Dawn was lying on her bed daydreaming. Thoughts of explaining to Orophin and Rumil and the others that, even if Buffy did come for her, she would want to stay in Middle Earth had brought the thought that, if this was a story in a book, someone would find an easy way between Middle Earth and Sunnydale and everyone would come and live in Middle Earth with Dawn. So much better than going back to Sunnydale. If it was a story everyone would find true love and be happy. She tried to match up her family and friends from Sunnydale with the people here. 




Actually, she told herself, a moment of reality creeping in, they are my sister and her friends—the only one who is my friend is Janice, and the others would probably find some way of stopping her coming, they usually did. Although Janice would probably be pretty keen on Orophin…




Buffy? Well, it would depend on whether she was currently in love or hate with Spike but, vampires aside, she could so see Buffy with Legolas—blond, good looking, well muscled and, according to the others, the best bowman of his generation. Although they’d have to live here in Minas Tirith—she couldn’t see Buffy living in the middle of an enormous forest in a well decorated cave, which is what Legolas’ home sounded like. Come to think of it, Buffy would undoubtedly try to haul Legolas back to Sunnydale, where he would so not fit in. ‘Probably a good job it isn’t a story’, she thought.




Even so she tried to work out who else a writer of slushy stories might try to match up. Willow. Well, she could have Orophin if Janice wasn’t coming. Okay, there is the ‘gay now!’ thing, but he is a very pretty elf… or maybe, on that reckoning, Legolas, who is even prettier, and it would save him from being dragged back to Sunnydale ’cos Willow would totally love all the long dresses and the trees—she’d be happy here. And she would get on really well with Gandalf, although hey, probably not in a sexy and romantic way. Yuck! 




If there were gay men amongst the Rohirrim, or at least men who didn’t mind what sex their bed-mate was, there would probably be gay women if Willow wanted them, anyway.




Dawn hadn’t really met enough females to be able to match Giles up—but there was a very big library here in Minas Tirith, and apparently both the twins’ father and grandfather had big libraries too. Giles must be way over forty, so, too old to think about women anyway—he’d be happy with all those books and scrolls.




Xander—he would so get on well with what Dawn had learned about Gondorian women—they would be modest, at least in public, and not talk about their sex life in a room full of people. And hey, if they weren’t too clever it would probably be even better, she thought, ruefully. He would be far better with someone who looked up to him and thought he was wonderful than he would be with Anya. She didn’t know how Anya had even considered taking him back after he dumped her at the altar like that.




As for Anya—she deserved fun and cosseting, and someone who would not be embarrassed if she said they were a stallion between the sheets… Got it! The twins; both of them. She had overheard one of them, one day, saying to Merry that they were not married because they ‘had not yet met an elleth who can cope with us’! An elleth, singular! He probably didn’t really mean that they would have one wife between them—but he might have—and Anya would love them both so much! Yes—Anya would be the person who would come out of all this the best, really, if it was a slushy story and they all arrived here!




Actually, if Buffy was having a ‘hate Spike’ week then she probably wouldn’t let him come, but if she did, and wasn’t keeping him for herself, he would really be well suited to an elleth, not that Dawn had met any yet, but they were supposed to be good looking, and apparently more up front about sex than the human women. And there wouldn’t be the ‘mortal—immortal’ problem, an elleth would be immortal just like him, no ‘is that your grandson?’ moments.




An elleth… would… be… immortal…




‘Oh fuck!’ Dawn thought, suddenly hit by a cold blast of reality. “Oh sweet Baby Jesus on a unicycle!” she said out loud. “How could I have been so stupid? No wonder Legolas said that there was something else that would worry him if he was in Rumil’s shoes. If Rumil does fall for me, it’s not just ‘she might be gone in no time if her sister turns up and tries to take her back,’ but ‘she will be gone in no time because she is mortal’. Oh no! No wonder he is frightened that I might be the person meant for him!




“But surely an elf isn’t meant to fall for a human? But The Key used to be an elleth, right, even if I’m not. I wonder if that has anything to do with it? I will have to ask Gandalf. Now.”




Tidying her carefully braided hair, and slipping her feet into the soft leather boots Orophin and Rumil had had made for her, Dawn went down stairs and headed towards Aragorn’s private rooms to see if Gandalf was there. The guard told her that the wizard was not in the King’s House this evening so, thanking him, Dawn left him to his door duty.




 She quickly set off to go to the house that Gandalf and the rest of The Fellowship of the Ring shared. ‘That would totally be a good name for a metal band, Fellowship of the Ring,’ she thought, as she smiled at the guards on the main gate and headed into town.




It should have been easy to find the house; she could remember walking most of the way on her own two feet only ten days ago, and it hadn’t seemed to be that far, except that Minas Tirith was not laid out neatly like a Californian town; it was built in concentric circles at different heights around a huge hill. There were lanes disappearing between buildings, and flights of steps going up and down from the roadway, some of them ending in dead ends, and it didn’t take long for Dawn to get lost.




Perhaps, she thought, she had gone down a level too far and also, probably, too far around away from the big spur of rock that divided the city into two halves. She was pretty sure that she was on the right side of the city, or at least she had been sure, but now she was beginning to doubt even that. She wondered about asking someone the way, but then she didn’t know the address, and she was sure that that house on the corner over there looked familiar…




After wandering pretty aimlessly for quite a while without finding the right house Dawn found herself climbing up a narrow stairway, between two windowless walls, and being approached by two men coming down. She was considering whether to ask them if they knew the house where Gandalf lived when, as they drew level with her, one of them spoke.




“Well, what have we here? It’s one of the pretty elf boys, Tam!”




Dawn could smell the alcohol on his breath.




“He’s all on his own. Maybe we should see if we can take back some of the money they’ve stolen off us at cards, eh, Gil?” the other man said, moving to block Dawn’s path.




Dawn felt her pulse rate quicken and her heart begin to thump—she didn’t like to show any fear by looking around and anyway, she reckoned, if there had been anyone else around these two wouldn’t be trying it on. It hadn’t occurred to her to carry her sword—the city was meant to be a safe place now—a pity, too, she had decided that she could do this trip without her walking stick now. As she considered her best means of escape Dawn’s internal filing system was also logging away the thought ‘Ah! Orophin and Rumil have been playing cards at night—they so have perfect poker faces!’




If the men got any closer or tried to grab her, she decided, a knee to the balls would probably give her room to run—down would be better than up, because she knew there was a street below, but she didn’t know what was at the top of these steps. She would have to take care not to trip, and she couldn’t turn as easily as usual yet on her recently broken leg, but she should be able to cope with two drunken men. All these thoughts were almost instantaneous—years of life in Sunnydale certainly gave you a head start in certain situations.




The man called Tam suddenly made a grab for Dawn and, as she tried to twist her body away, he suddenly said “Manwë’s balls, Gil! ‘Tis no pretty elf boy—it’s an elf maid we’ve got ourselves.”




Gil leered right in Dawn’s face, his breath almost enough to knock out a pit-bull, and said “Well I think we should show her what she’s been missing. No decent maid would walk around dressed like that, anyway—she’s as good as askin’ us to give her a proper seeing-to. We’ll show her what it’s like to be with a proper man, not some nancy-boy who can’t even grow a beard.” 




Dawn felt herself go very cold. ‘Stupid, ugly, drunken men,’ she thought. ‘Which of you am I going to damage first?’ She stopped struggling as Tam groped her breast from behind, and Gil began fumbling with the fastenings of his own pants, and said, very calmly, “There is no way that I would consider letting either of you within a mile of me even if you were the last two males in Middle Earth.”




The men actually seemed slightly taken aback at her calm attitude, which was what she had wanted, and then she swung her left elbow back, towards the solar plexus of the man behind her, whilst bringing the knee of her weaker leg up towards the groin of the one in front of her.




It was not exactly one hundred percent successful. Although she heard an “Ooof!” behind her, and Gil in front of her was now holding his groin with both hands, she was still firmly pressed between the two bodies half-way down a narrow stairway. 




“You little bitch!” the guy with his balls in his hands cursed. “You’ll pay for that!”




He hung on to his painful genitals with one hand but, with the other, pulled a knife out of his belt and started to bring it up towards her face. Dawn did not try to move her face away from him—instead she ducked slightly, brought her head up under his chin hard enough to knock him backwards, and then she made a grab for the knife.




Being sober, and angry, certainly gave her the edge. Had it only been one on one she would have been in complete control by this stage—she had the knife, and Gil had a sore head and bruised balls. But the guy behind her had got his breath back and she suddenly found an arm around her neck. She tried to turn towards him with the knife and realised that he had one that he was pressing into her back.




‘Shit!’ thought Dawn, ‘I am so out of practice!’ She wondered if she could grab the arm that was around her neck and drop low enough to throw the Tam guy over her shoulder and on top of Gil. She’d need both hands though, it would mean dropping the knife, and she’d have to take a lot of the weight on her weak leg and then make a dash upwards into the unknown. But it was the best plan she had.




Just as she began to shift her body weight, conscious of the knife behind her, and prepared to drop the knife in her own hand, there was… something. It was firstly a surge of anger, that somehow wasn’t her own, followed by movement from the top of the stairs and a flash of grey and flying white blond hair and Rumil was holding a very large knife to the throat of the man she had been about to try to throw.




Dawn had a sudden flash of herself sitting in a chair in Spike’s crypt, eating pizza and watching what Spike had called ‘a real classic’, and the phrase ‘Call that a knife? This is a knife’ flitted across her mind and made her want to laugh.




The arm around her neck slowly let go and there was the sound of the man’s knife clattering to the stairs. Rumil said something in Sindarin that Dawn didn’t understand, and neither would the man—but the tone said it all. Dawn had never heard a voice so cold and threatening. She still had the other man’s knife in her hand, and she stepped towards him with it held firmly—but one look at the elf with the knife to the throat of his companion and he suddenly seemed to be trying to disappear down the stairway as inconspicuously as possible.




Then a second blond jumped silently from the top of the stair and said “Stop.” The man called Gil stopped so quickly it was almost comical; an elf with a throwing knife in his hand could easily have that effect on someone, Dawn thought. 




There was a quick conversation between the brothers in Sindarin, most of which passed over Dawn’s head, and then Orophin disappeared again. Rumil kept both men backed up against the wall, now at sword point, and Dawn held onto her knife and stood just behind him.




Orophin returned, only a minute or two later, bringing two of the guards. It took only a few sentences of explanation from Dawn before the guards left with the two men.




Suddenly Dawn was again aware of a rush of emotion that somehow wasn’t hers; fear, pride, anger, love, all mixed up. Then she was being very firmly held by an elf who was saying all kinds of things to her in Sindarin that she didn’t understand, with the odd phrase or word she did such as ‘little warrior’, ‘brave’, beautiful’, and ‘fear’ all in there.







They really weren’t that far from the Fellowship’s house once you knew where you were going. Dawn found herself fussed over by everyone, and plied with tea by Sam, whilst the brothers tried to explain what had happened; even though they only knew half of it.




When things quietened down she tried to find out how they had found her—had they been following her, or just passing coincidentally? There was a three-way conversation in Sindarin, with Gandalf looking on and nodding occasionally, and then Gandalf said something to Gimli and quite quickly there were only Dawn, Gandalf, and elves in the room. 




Legolas then turned to Dawn and began “Rumil felt your anger and your fear and ran to where you were. An elf can run very quickly when he needs to.”




“It was… impressive,” Dawn said, “the way he dropped down from the very top of those steps.” She suddenly remembered Orophin commenting that he could have just jumped off the balcony from her room if he had wanted to—now she believed him!




“But… ‘felt’? We are talking the fëa thing here again, aren’t we?” she asked Legolas.




“If elves are bound to each other they feel each other in here,” he answered, pointing to his chest. “But, even without the bond, then strong emotion can be felt between elves whose fëar is in tune.” He looked at her as if he was almost willing her to understand.




Dawn realised that the rush of emotions that she had felt were Rumil’s—he had been very angry when he first came to her rescue and then, once the men had been taken away and he was holding her, there had been that rush of mixed emotion. It occurred to her that this was ‘an elf thing’ that they didn’t talk about much to other races—hence the exit of Gimli and the hobbits.




“I understand. Rumil felt my feelings because I was in danger—and I felt his because he was very angry at the men, and then very relieved,” she answered.




“You felt it too?” Legolas asked sounding slightly surprised.




“I felt it too,” she confirmed. “It doesn’t really matter whether he tries to stay away from me or not, our fëar seem to want to sing duets!”




There was another stream of Sindarin and Rumil looked both pleased and shocked at the news that the emotion thing was working both ways.




Dawn moved over to sit right beside Gandalf and said “I think this kind of makes the questions that I was coming here to ask you even more important…”







It was the third week in which Willow had cast the spell that, in theory, would pull Dawn home if the relevant dimensions were close enough.




Buffy had wanted it to be cast daily, but Althanea had said that was not necessary and Giles had said that Althanea’s word was good enough for him. It was not one of the spells that totally drained the caster for days, but it did leave Willow tired and in need of rest for some hours—weekly was quite frequent enough for her.




Giles watched as Willow prepared the magic symbols. Buffy, Spike, Xander, Kennedy, and Andrew also all stood watching—Buffy and Spike with swords, just to be on the safe side, and Andrew with his camcorder, as usual.




“So,” Willow said, in determinedly cheerful tones, “give me the cup with the drops of your blood in it, Buffy.”




Buffy’s blood, as it was identical to Dawn’s, was being used as the focus.




Willow set the small container in the centre of the circle, sat herself on the floor facing it, and said “Well, let’s hope the third time’s the charm.”







Chapter Ten.


…in which two worlds finally collide…



Willow uttered the final words of the incantation and, as on each of the previous occasions that she had cast the spell to try and return Dawn to Sunnydale, the blood glowed.




Nothing else happened.




‘So,’ Giles thought, ‘the third time is not ‘the charm’ after all,’ but then he realised that there was a slight shimmering in the air above the cup.




He found himself holding his breath as the shimmer began to take the form of a figure. It reminded him of the transporter room in the original series of Star Trek; ‘and my knowing about that would greatly surprise Andrew’, Giles mused briefly.




As the figure coalesced it was evident that it was Dawn, dressed all in white, and for a second she was smiling happily. Then, before anyone could move, she looked around with growing confusion and an expression of total horror replaced the smile. She began to hug herself and to scream words that Giles could not understand; although, oddly, she seemed to be worried about ironing.




As Willow collapsed onto the floor Buffy rushed towards her sister, with Spike at her shoulder cautioning her to take care, and the figure in white scrambled away from them still screaming. “Rumil, herven-nîn! Haldirin, ion-nín, gwinig-nín! Ir im? Man carnen?”







Tindómë had been standing at the window of her bedroom, as she had done so often over the years, watching Rumil striding towards her, bow over his shoulder, his hair catching the early morning light. An excited child’s voice called out “Ada, my ada!” and the little figure tottering towards him was caught up and perched onto Rumil’s shoulder.




Then everything around her began to shimmer, and to change, and she found herself in a room that was lit by a harsh light and surrounded by faces she did not, immediately, recognise.




‘Sweet Elbereth, what was happening? Where was she? Where was Rumil? Where was…’ 




“No! No!” she screamed, “Rumil! Rumil! Haldirin, my son! My son!”




The tiny blonde girl and the short-haired blond man were moving towards her and she tried to get away from them. 




She could hear her own voice getting more and more panicked. “Rumil, my husband! Haldirin, my son! My baby! Where am I? What happened?”




Then she recognised the diminutive blonde.







‘Oh my goodness!’ thought Giles. ‘What have we done? She looks like Dawn, certainly, but perhaps it is an alternate Dawn from an alternate dimension. If this is Dawn, then what on Earth can have happened to make her so distressed to see Buffy?’




Buffy was reaching out to hug her sister, saying “Dawnie, thank God, oh Dawn, I knew you were alive! I said we had to rescue you!”




But Dawn didn’t look as if she wanted to be hugged, she was still backing off, and then she started to cry; moving rapidly from soft weeping to sobs bordering on hysteria. 




Buffy threw her arms around the other girl but Dawn pushed her away; a surprising event in itself, as she would normally be much weaker than her Slayer sister.




Buffy looked shocked, and sounded hurt, as she said “Dawn, Dawn, it’s me.”




Dawn, if indeed it was Dawn, continued to cry and everyone in the room watched her in varying degrees of shock.




Finally Spike approached her, speaking softly as if to a frightened animal, “Dawn, niblet, it’s all right now. You are safely home. Whatever has happened, it’s all right now.”




The figure in white pulled herself up to her full height (‘and surely’, Giles thought, ‘she wasn’t that tall last month,’) and replied, in slightly oddly accented English, “No, it is not all right! It is so not all right that you would not believe it. What have you done? I must go home. Now.”




“But you are home, Dawn.” Buffy’s voice was plaintive.




“No, no, no, I’m not,” Dawn insisted, sounding as if she was going to start crying again, “and I haven’t been called ‘Dawn’ for a long time. My name is Tindómë.”







“You know,” Legolas had said to her one night, “Dawn is really not a very pretty word, and it is not really a name. It is like being called ‘dinner-time’ or ‘mid-day’.”




“I can’t see much wrong with being called ‘dinner-time’,” Pippin had said, with a grin.




“Before you set off for Caras Galadhon perhaps you might want an elvish name,” Legolas had continued. 




Dawn had seen the sense in what he was saying and had decided that, actually, she didn’t like ‘Dawn’ all that much anyway. There had been some discussion about what her new name should be. The Sindarin for the first light of day was ‘minuial’, and it was sometimes used as a name, but it hadn’t seemed quite right. 




Eventually Aragorn, who had—much to Dawn’s amusement—a more classical elven education than Legolas, had suggested the word for the morning twilight in Quenya (the elvish equivalent to Latin or Greek); ‘Tindómë’. 




Dawn had nodded slowly and then looked to Rumil to see what he thought. He had repeated it two or three times and then smiled; Tindómë was a good name for her, and Tindómë she had been ever since. 







Slowly Tindómë recognised the language being spoken. She had not ‘lost’ English, when she was ‘reset’ to Common, but she had been speaking Sindarin or Common for a long time and it took a little while to adjust. 




By the time she managed to control her own mounting hysteria she had been able to put names to the faces and she began to think straight. Whatever had happened she was obviously back in Sunnydale at a time not that long after she had left. She didn’t understand how that could have happened, at least not immediately, but deep in her memory was something about Angel being in a hell dimension for a hundred years while only months passed for those in Sunnydale. So, presumably, time just passed really slowly in this dimension where she had once lived for a short time.




The older gentleman, Giles, came towards her, looking worried, and said “I think perhaps you had better come and sit down, and we will try to make some sense out of what is happening, ah, Tindómë, did you say?”




“I have to go home. I have to go home, now. You must send me back,” Tindómë said. “My husband will be so worried about me.”







Giles looked around him. He saw Kennedy trying to get Willow to drink something, Spike’s expression turning into one of worry, Xander looking puzzled, and Andrew, his expression positively gleeful, busily trying to record everything. Buffy was saying “Oh no! Poor Dawn, my poor little Dawnie!”




Giles thought, again, ‘But she isn’t little. Dawn was already taller than Buffy but she is quite clearly a lot taller now. Good grief! Just how long has the child been away, and where has she been?’




“Kennedy,” he said out loud, “Could you get a drink for Dawn… Tindómë as well, please. Obviously, whatever has happened, she is somewhat shocked.”




“Ceryn Manwë, Giles!” burst out the girl who claimed that her name was Tindómë, “Shocked doesn’t even begin to describe it. I have got to go home. Please, please.” 




‘She really must be Dawn,’ Giles decided, ‘as she obviously knows my name.’ “Perhaps you could bring something for Buffy, too, Kennedy,” he added.




“I am not in shock!” Buffy said, sharply. “But hey, maybe you didn’t hear what Dawn said. Husband. Hello? I am upset because some demon or something has forced my little sister to have sex with them. She’s been forced into some sort of marriage with someone. Or with something. And she’s only just seventeen. That’s rape, Giles, you hear me?”




“I really am here, aren’t I?” Dawn, or rather Tindómë, said in a resigned tone. “This is not a nightmare. I am not going to wake up in my own home in a few minutes. You really have brought me back to this hellish dimension.”




She looked Buffy straight in the eye and began to talk, in slow tones, as if to a child. “No, Buffy, I have not been forced to have sex with anyone, or raped, or turned into a child bride, or the bride of Frankenstein, or even the bride of Sweet. 




“Rumil didn’t even kiss me properly until Galadriel decided that I had come of age—and that was a pretty frustrating three years, I can tell you!”







Galadriel had been something of a shock when the newly renamed Tindómë had first met her. Somehow the twins having a grandmother who looked no more than five or six years older than them had really brought home to her the whole immortality thing. Gimli had been right—Galadriel really was very beautiful, and also extremely impressive. Tindómë had never seen anyone, not even Gandalf or King Elessar, who had such an inherent air of authority. 




When the question of Tindómë’s ‘coming of age’ had been discussed, Galadriel had declared “We should celebrate your begetting day on the anniversary of your arrival in Middle Earth and the destruction of The Ring. Three years should suffice to bring you to the border of adulthood and give you time to acclimatise.”




No one had argued. Tindómë might have wanted to be declared an adult at the time when Dawn would have been eighteen but what Galadriel had said made sense, undeniably, and she was not an elleth to argue with without good cause.




Coming of Age celebrations had been rare in Lorien for some years; few elflings had been born as the world had become a more dangerous place to live. Galadriel and her husband Celeborn had decided to organise the parentless Tindómë’s celebration themselves and the end result had been a party that she could only have dreamed of when she had been Dawn in Sunnydale. 




Gandalf, accompanied by the twins, had arrived for the celebration. They had been followed, within days, by Legolas and Gimli who were taking a break from organising their respective new communities of elves and dwarves.




The central area of Caras Galadhon had been decorated with hundreds of lights, garlands of spring flowers, and swathes of fabric; all the inhabitants of the great elven city had been invited.




The food had been wonderful; tiny savouries, cakes, fruits, and little sweetmeats from Near Harad that were very like Turkish delight. There had been ice-cream, made and kept cool on ice brought down the river from the still snowy mountains—and pizza! One of the elven bakers had perfected pizza, after it had been described to him, and it had quickly become a favourite of many.




Galadriel and Celeborn had given Tindómë a dress with lavish silver embroidery and hair ornaments to match. There had been gifts of books, clothing, jewellery, a hand-carved jewellery box, a larger box for her clothes, and a set of throwing daggers from Orophin. 




Rumil’s gift had been given before the party so that she could wear it. A necklace and bracelet, with elven swirls and knots, set with green amber and moonstones. He had asked her if she understood the symbolism. Only after she had nodded, ‘Yes’, had he carefully fastened the necklace around her neck and stood behind her as she admired it in her mirror. Green amber for a Sylvan elf, moonstones for the last pale light of the moon in the early morning—Rumil and Tindómë entwined.




His hands had rested on her shoulders and she had shivered, waiting for him to turn her around and finally kiss her, but he had smiled, and said “Later”.




Even when the dancing began Lord Celeborn had claimed the first dance with the guest of honour; then Legolas had taken her hand and swept her into the middle of the floor. 




“Legolas, I love you dearly, but I want to dance with Rumil!” she had said, only to receive the reply “Later.” This had been Elrohir’s response to the same complaint, and also Orophin’s, until Tindómë had wondered if there was something going on that she didn’t know about. 




It had not been until half-way through the night that Rumil had requested the honour of a dance. Then, almost without Tindómë noticing, the music had become slower, the other couples had left the floor, and she had found herself standing in the middle of the great glade in Caras Galadhon being thoroughly and gloriously kissed.




As Dawn, in Sunnydale, she had made out with two or three guys but nothing had compared to this kiss. It could have gone on forever, as far as Tindómë had been concerned, or Rumil could have stripped her of her dress and made wild and passionate love to her right where they stood. But he hadn’t—he had gently broken the contact and Tindómë had become aware of wild applause. Only then had she truly understood what Legolas, Galadriel, and her newer elleth friends had told her; an elleth usually receives her first kiss at her coming of age. 




It wasn’t until a few days later that her friend Boroniel had said, with a smile, that it wasn’t usually quite that passionate. 







 Tindómë felt sick; she had to believe this was really happening, but she just couldn’t accept it. How could she possible be sitting, in her nightdress, in 1630 Revello Drive surrounded by these people she used to know? 




Willow must have done some sort of spell to bring her here. Willow looked rather pale and tired, however, so she probably couldn’t send Tindómë straight home anyway. Kennedy—yes, that was the girl’s name, Kennedy—passed Tindómë a cup. She took a big mouthful, without thinking about it, and then almost spat it out again. 




“What in Arda is that?” she spluttered, as the bitter fluid made her mouth pucker up.




“Coffee. Cream, no sugar. Isn’t that right?” Kennedy asked.




“Yeah, that’s right,” Spike said slowly, sounding somewhat puzzled, and a crease appeared between his eyebrows.




“I’m sorry,” Tindómë said to Kennedy, “but have you any honey I can put into it?”




“Honey?” came a chorus of voices together.




“We use honey to sweeten things at home,” Tindómë explained, “but sugar would do, I guess.”




“M’kay,” Kennedy said, slowly, and she headed back to the kitchen.




At the same time Buffy said “Dawn, everyone; Willow has brought you home. You’re safe now, you can forget all about whatever has happened to you, forget all about this Roomy, whoever or whatever he is, no one will force you to… to… whatever, ever again.”




Tindómë had forgotten how difficult it could be to get Buffy to accept the truth if it didn’t fit into the picture she had already drawn for herself. After twenty minutes or so in Buffy’s company she was beginning to remember.




“Buffy, I know this must be a shock to you,” she began.




“It is not a shock! Not shocked, look—hand totally steady,” Buffy cut in, holding a hand out in front of her. “I’ve spent over a month trying to convince Willow, and Giles, and a whole coven of English witches that you are alive and they need to get you home. So, hey, now you are home, from wherever you have been, and I am so not shocked. Well, apart from being shocked that you seem to think that you are married to someone!”




“Well, if you aren’t shocked, will you be quiet and sit down and listen!” Tindómë found herself losing her temper with her erstwhile sister. 




“I am married to Rumil because I want to be. If it wasn’t for Rumil the fall through the Hellmouth would have killed me. He saved my life because my fëa called to him, and, even so, he courted me properly, and gave me time to think about it, and I married him because I love him more than you can ever imagine.” She stopped briefly to draw breath.




“Oh no!” Buffy sounded really distressed, “She’s got that Swedish syndrome thing!”




“Stockholm syndrome,” Giles said, in what Tindómë remembered as his ‘automatic Buffy-correcting voice’, “although that would be falling in love with your captor rather than your rescuer.”




“Huh!” Buffy said, in her end-of-argument voice. “She only thinks he’s her rescuer because he’s brainwashed her, and whatever a ‘fair’ is she didn’t even take one with her, and so that proves I’m right.”




Tindómë found herself torn between laughing and screaming. She settled on a major league eye-roll instead.







Giles was certain that, whatever had happened to the young lady in front of him, it would help everyone if they could at least find out some of the basic facts. 




“Tindómë, dear, it is clear that explanations are going to take some time,” he began, keeping his voice calm and steady. “It is equally clear that we cannot do anything about the fact that you are here, at least not for the moment, and so I suggest that we try to make some sense of what has happened to you since you remember being here and being Dawn.”




“M’kay, as long as everyone stays calm,” the girl answered, looking pointedly at Buffy. She paused, looked around the room properly for the first time, and then continued, “Uh, and hi, Spike, Xander, and, uh… Andrew. It’s good to see you, well, at least it would be under different circumstances. Is Willow okay? I don’t want to try and explain everything all over again later. Where’s Anya?”




Xander swallowed hard. “Hi, Dawn, uh, can we talk about Anya later?”




Giles thought that would be a good idea and so he tried to bring Dawn, because it certainly was Dawn, no matter what she called herself, back to giving some sort of explanation of what had been happening to her and where she had been.




“I am sure that Willow is strong enough to listen.” Giles looked across at Willow.




“Uh—hi, Dawnie. It’s uh, good to see you too, uh, I mean…” Willow ground to a halt.




Giles started again. “Perhaps you could explain a little about Rumil to us,” he prompted. “You say you owe him your life?”




For the first time since she had appeared in their midst, the girl smiled. “I don’t owe him anything!” she said, with a hint of a laugh. “He and Orophin both owe me—I can so beat them at poker!”




Spike laughed. “That’s my girl!” he said, looking slightly happier than he had done since witnessing Dawn’s distress as she realised where she was.




“Ah, yes, well, that’s as may be.” Giles suspected that he might be losing control of the conversation, all of a sudden, and felt the need to polish his glasses. “Rumil, he is, ah, human, isn’t he?”




“Sweet Elbereth, no!” The girl who used to be Dawn seemed quite surprised at the idea that her husband might be human. Buffy’s mouth hung open in a most unbecoming way and everyone else looked equally surprised. “He’s Edhel, of course!”




Several people spoke at once. Buffy’s voice rose over the others. “He’s a demon! I told you it was that Copenhagen thing!”




“Stockholm!” said Kennedy, in an exasperated tone.




“Tindómë, my dear, what exactly is, or are, Edhel?” Giles asked, trying once more to restore some degree of order.




“Elves. Rumil is an elf. Otherwise he wouldn’t have felt my fëa calling to him, and he wouldn’t have rescued me.” 




She made it sound so matter-of-fact that Giles might almost have been persuaded that being married to an elf was completely normal, if it hadn’t been for Andrew’s excited cry of “An elf? You are married to an elf? Wow! That is just so cool! You totally have to tell me everything about them. Wow!” 







Chapter Eleven.


…in which we finally understand exactly why Gandalf wanted Dawn to live amongst the elves… 



Giles, being a Watcher, was really almost as eager as Andrew to find out more about what Dawn had called ‘Edhel’. His gaze, however, was fixed on Willow’s face as Dawn (he really couldn’t get used to thinking of her as Tindómë) answered Andrew.




“I’ll tell you as much as I have time for, until Willow is up to sending me home, but mainly the elves are beautiful, tall, strong, and agile, really do have pointy ears, and they have a major hair complex.”




Willow was looking more and more distressed. Giles could guess why; the magic used to bring Dawn back was fairly crude and inaccurate, and the return trip might not be as easy to organise as Dawn thought. Also, if Willow was to agree immediately to the request to send Dawn back to the dimension she had been in, Buffy was likely to object. Willow was in something of a no-win situation.




Andrew seemed slightly puzzled by Dawn’s answer and, as she seemed willing to talk a little more about these mysterious beings, Giles decided he would not interrupt.




“Tall?” Andrew asked. “I thought elves were shorter than normal people.”




“Well, I come up to Rumil’s shoulder and he is quite a bit taller than Xander, maybe six three or six four? He’s about average,” Dawn answered.




That reminded Giles of something which had been puzzling him and so he cut Andrew off before he could ask any further questions.




“Tindómë,” Giles began (even though he thought of her as Dawn, addressing her as Tindómë seemed to be polite—and more effective), “Do you have any idea how long you have been away from us? You seem to have grown another couple of inches since I last saw you, unlikely though that would seem.”




“But, she can’t have grown,” Buffy said, sounding puzzled. “She stopped growing at fifteen. Mom used to measure her against the wall in the kitchen, and then… then … well I remember us checking her against the marks once when she was about fifteen, and then, for fun, only a few months ago.”




“Buffy, pet,” Spike said gently, “Dawn was certainly a good bit taller then you but, before she closed the Hellmouth, she wasn’t as tall as me.”




He reached out to Dawn and drew her to her feet, (rather more gracefully, Giles thought, than her previous coltish movements), and they stood in the classic back to back pose. Spike was wearing his Doc Martins, Dawn was barefooted, and yet they were perfectly matched.




“Quite,” Giles said. “Which, apart from the interesting question of what has happened to cause you to start growing again, brings me back to my original query regarding how long you have been away from us?”




It took the young girl a few seconds to answer, as if she had to work it out, and then she said “A few months over twenty-two years.”







Tindómë watched every jaw in the room drop. Buffy looked as if she was about to faint and Spike moved to put an arm around her shoulder; even Giles seemed to be speechless. 




Xander was actually the first to speak. “M’kay, so Dawnie’s strand of yarn has been out of the basket, rolled across the floor, and been played with by the cat?”




Tindómë didn’t understand the analogy but it seemed to make some sense to the others. Giles was nodding slowly, and Andrew’s voice could be heard going “Like, wow! Twenty-two years! That’s a lot of yarn. Hey, Tindómë—you still look kinda like you did before, uh, apart from the dress anyway. Totally not like you’re nearly as old as Giles—did you turn into an elf yourself?”




It amused Tindómë, remembering these people as she did, that Andrew, of all people, had come closer to the mark than anyone else so far. She sat down again, tucking her bare feet underneath herself, and smiled right at him. “No, not an elf,” she answered his question, “or not exactly.”




“Ah, you can tell, I’m sure, that we have all been rather stupefied by your answer,” Giles finally managed to say. “Little more than a month has passed here since you so bravely closed the Hellmouth.”




‘’Bout time someone thought to say thanks for that!’ Tindómë thought wryly. “Uh—yes, about that,” she said, “how did it go? Did most of the girls survive? Is it totally closed? I’ve sometimes wondered.”




“It is, indeed, completely closed, and most of the girls survived, but I think it best if we come back to that later,” Giles answered.




Tindómë wondered why he glanced at Xander as he said this, but it was the rather ashen Buffy who cut in with “Dawn, please, please explain.”




“I think it might be best if I start with the making of The Key,” Tindómë said slowly, “as it was explained to me by someone who was there…”







“Remarkable,” Giles said as the figure in the long white garment finished her explanation of the making of The Key in Middle Earth countless centuries before. “Quite, quite, remarkable. And you say that this Gandalf who told you this, who recognised you as The Key straight away, was actually there?”




“Yes. He is a sort of minor Power, or an angel, or whatever, although when I first saw him I thought he was Iluvatar, sorry, God. Although I wasn’t exactly fully conscious at the time. I still thought Rumil was an angel—I think it was the hair,” Dawn answered.




Three voices spoke at once, in answer to that comment, all trying to make themselves heard.




Andrew queried “What do you mean about the hair? You said something else about elves’ hair…”




Buffy said “But what has it got to do with you thinking that you’ve been away for over twenty years, not looking any older, and being taller?”




The third voice was that of Giles himself. “I really don’t know whether to ask you to explain ‘not exactly an elf’ in relationship to yourself first, or to ask you to try to tell us in chronological order what happened after you fell through the Hellmouth. I can see that there is so much to learn about the dimension you have been in.”




“Uh,” said Dawn, “how about I give you the Cliff Notes version of the ‘landing in Middle Earth’ bit first, as I guess I might be stuck here for an hour or two.” She looked at Willow, who smiled weakly back. 




“Or even a day or two,” Dawn continued, looking worried. “I guess I can stay a day or two as long as you can drop me back more or less when I left. But if I’m away for more than a few minutes Rumil is going to start worrying about me ’cos I was just standing at the window waiting for him to come in.” 




She paused, briefly, and then added “Could we have something to eat? I missed breakfast, and hey, maybe I could put some clothes on? I mean my nightdress is practical, what with elves not feeling the cold and all that, but not exactly my best look.”




Xander suggested “I could ring for pizza! The pizza places are open again now.”




Andrew’s voice could be heard asking “What was that about elves not feeling the cold?”




Buffy said “Your nightdress? It looks like some sort of Amish wedding dress or, uh, something!”







Buffy said that Dawn’s clothes were still in her bedroom, of course, and for the first time in twenty-two years or more Tindómë found herself climbing the stairs of 1630 Revello Drive. A couple of vaguely familiar faces peeped out of one of the bedrooms, and someone called out “Dawn!” in excited tones, but they were gestured away by Buffy. Tindómë stood and looked rather blankly at the remaining doors, and she could hear Buffy’s sharp intake of breath, before she pushed a door open and looked at the room which she could just about remember.




‘How odd it looks,’ she thought. ‘No natural wood, no curves, just flat walls and that little bed. Sweet Elbereth, how did I ever sleep in this airless space and that little bed?’




She randomly opened the drawers and stripped off the nightdress without any thought for modesty—and then realised that Buffy looked a little surprised. “Bodies are natural, they are the gift of Iluvatar, and there is no need to hide them from one another,” Tindómë found herself saying, as if repeating a lecture, whilst wondering what Buffy would make of the bathing pools in Caras Galadhon.




Buffy said nothing as Tindómë found panties and then grimaced slightly as she tried to put on a pair of jeans—they felt rather harsh on her skin, and then she realised that they were simply too small. She looked in another drawer and put on a slightly too short pair of sweat pants instead. Buffy held out a bra but Tindómë shrugged and said “Really no need, they aren’t going to drop, not now, not ever,” and pulled a soft tee over her head. 




She looked around for shoes, saw a pair of loafers, and went to put them on, then realised that they were too small. Buffy pursed her lips slightly, almost as if she thought Tindómë might be doing it on purpose, but said nothing, and the sisters headed back down the stairs. 




Soon everyone was sitting around, eating pizza, and Tindómë started her story.




“When I went through the Hellmouth I fell hundreds of feet and was buried under a pile of dead Turok-Han. I was unconscious and would have been burned with the bodies if Rumil had not saved me.” She looked around—everyone in the room was sitting quietly, listening carefully, with expressions varying from fascinated to stunned.




“I broke five or six ribs, both arms, one leg, and Elladan said that I had head injuries, but no broken skull, which was good.”




“Elladan?” Giles asked.




“Elven healer, I’ll tell you more if I have time before I go home. Actually he’s one of a pair of identical twins—took me ages to realise there were two of them…!” Tindómë continued, but was again interrupted by Giles.




“You sustained multiple fractures and the healers were able to restore you to good health with no deformity? It is an advanced society, then?”




“It is a… different society. At first I felt it was like living in a Renaissance Fayre; there are no cars, no planes, no guns, but it’s beautiful, and it’s my home. I’m so sorry, but this never really felt like home in the same way.” 




She looked at Buffy. ‘It must be so hard for Buffy,’ Tindómë thought, ‘working so hard to get me back, and now I’m not staying.’




“So, yeah,” she continued out loud, “they put casts on my arms, a splint on my leg, strapped up my ribs, immobilised me by wrapping me tight in a bedroll, and carried me between Rumil and Orophin’s horses for six days until we got to the House of Healing in Minas Tirith—that’s the hospital and the capital city of the people of Gondor. Then I moved into the King’s House, because the new king was a friend of Gandalf. I saw bits of his coronation, so cool, and the boys looked after me for ages, end result—I recovered.




“Then I had a few questions for Gandalf…”







That night, in the house of the Fellowship, Dawn had moved over to sit right beside Gandalf and had said “I think this kind of makes the questions that I was coming here to ask you even more important…”




“And what questions would those be, young lady?” the wizard had asked with a slight smile.




“I want to know why you are so unsurprised that I healed so quickly, and why would the Valar be so cruel to Rumil—making his fëa’s match a human so that I will be gone in no time? 




“Should he really have been paired with the elleth who used to be The Key? And, while we’re doing twenty questions, why are my shoes too small for me, and the jeans I was wearing look too short when I hold them up against myself?” 




She had stopped to draw breath and heard the, by now totally familiar, sound of Legolas translating into Sindarin for Rumil. ‘He’d be a wow at the UN,’ she had found herself thinking.




“Well now,” Gandalf had begun, “I think these questions require a good pipe of weed and some decent wine…”




Once these things had been sorted out, the wizard had started to answer the questions. “I am never wrong,” he had begun slowly, and had been met by the matched raised eyebrows of Legolas and Dawn. “I am rarely wrong,” he had corrected himself with a quirk of the mouth.




“But, had you not begun to realise what the important questions are, I would have awaited Elrond and Galadriel’s arrival to make sure that they concurred with me before giving you the answers. However I do not think they will disagree with me.




“The Key to lock portals has an infinite lifespan; it was created by the Valar to exist until the end of days, just as the Firstborn. In that other dimension, from which you have now returned to Middle Earth, there are no natural races with such a lifespan and The Key existed purely as energy; until the time came for you to resume living as the Valar had decreed in the beginning.




“So, you took the form of a human girl—although a somewhat elven-looking girl, if I may say so!” He had stopped to tamp down the weed in his pipe, and then had taken a long draw on it, before he had continued.




“I do not think it was purely accidental that you followed what you call the Turok-Han back to Middle Earth. This is your home dimension, my dear. But you are now the immortal Key in the guise of a mortal body. Just as elves see things differently to men, so do I see things differently to both elves and men, and, just as I recognised that you are The Key as soon as I saw you beside that campfire on the journey back to Minas Tirith, so I also saw your body trying to adjust to being home.




“Although I do not expect you to become an elf your hroar is repairing itself in a similar way to an elven one, albeit with slightly different materials, and it even seems to be trying to achieve normal elven height!




“I have to admit that the growth in height was unexpected, but I assume it is because you are not yet fully adult as a human. It will certainly help you to fit into elven society better. Your body is reverting to type, my dear, although I expect it will retain its more human curves and rounded ears—there is no sign of change there.”




The wizard had paused at that point. Legolas had translated his last sentence and had then grinned at Dawn, saying “Pity about the ears…”




“Uh, Gandalf, can we just go back a bit? Well, back to somewhere near the beginning, maybe?” Dawn had asked, slowly. “You said that ‘The Key has an infinite lifespan’ and then that I am ‘now the immortal Key in the guise of a mortal body’—guise of, not actual?”




“Oh, did I not make that clear?” Gandalf had said, in an innocent voice. “You, my dear young lady, are as immortal as one of The Firstborn, but with a more mannish, or womanish, body.”







“So that’s why he was so determined for me to live amongst the elves, not the men, because I have an elvish lifespan, and I would have stood out a mile if I’d stayed in Minas Tirith.” The girl who used to be Dawn finished her tale. Then everyone spoke at once.




The clamour of voices was just like the response that had met Gandalf’s pronouncement all those years before, Tindómë remembered. In fact Orophin had been the first to respond. Having understood without also having to translate, he had picked her up by the waist, swung her around and around until she was dizzy, and then he had put her down and firmly kissed her on both cheeks.




Legolas had sat back and watched with a grin that stretched from ear to ear. Then he had moved to her side to hold her gently as an immense tidal wave of emotion swept through her and, for the third time in one evening, Dawn had known exactly how Rumil felt. 




She could remember so clearly the look on Rumil’s face—his eyes had blazed at her, showing some of that flood of relief and happiness that had just hit Dawn, but outwardly he had worn the patented elven dead-pan expression, and he had said something in an equally dead-pan voice, which Dawn had thought she understood, and Legolas, equally straight faced by now, had translated, “Rumil says, actually, he rather likes your ears…”




Tindómë tried to concentrate now, finding that her hand had strayed automatically to her ear as she remembered. 




Giles was saying “Oh, my goodness, that is really quite amazing, so much information about The Key, and yourself, of course. Well, well. Oh dear…”




An excited voice was saying “That is just so cool, an Immortal. Wow, I know an Immortal who isn’t a Vampyre! You totally have to stay long enough to tell me all the low-down on elves though. Do you think I could learn the language? You haven’t met any, like, dwarven fighters as well, have you?”




“Niblet,” Spike’s voice was about an octave lower than Andrew’s excited babble, “You are sure this is all real? Your elves aren’t just like the ones in Lords and Ladies, are they?”




‘File that query and come back to it,’ Tindómë thought, recognising Spike’s allusion to the elves of Terry Pratchett’s Discworld.




“Way to go, Dawnie, uh… Domie,” Xander’s voice sounded genuinely happy for her, “I’m really pleased that you have found a place to belong and a man, uh, elf, who cares for you. Everyone deserves a chance of happiness with the right person, and hey, if it means you having to be sent back to another dimension, then, go you! It sounds better than this one anyway.”




‘I wonder how he can sound so happy and so sad at the same time? And so much more grown up than I mostly remember him?’ Tindómë thought. Followed by ‘All that fantasy fiction and D&D playing seems to have made it easiest for Andrew and Xander, of all people, to get to grips with what I’m saying—who’d have thought?’




Buffy looked stunned and seemed to be having trouble getting past “But… but…” Tindómë noticed, again, that it was Spike that Buffy turned to for support.




Kennedy and Willow were also talking, but to each other; Tindómë’s hearing was now better than the average person’s but it was not in the class of her elven friends and family, and so she couldn’t make out their conversation amidst the general babble. Willow, however, was actually wringing her hands and looking as if she was going to cry.




“If you need time to get ready to send me home, Willow, I understand,” Tindómë said to the witch. “I’m sure Giles would be happy for me to stay for a few days to record stuff about Middle Earth, and even if I was away from home for a day or so I guess Rumil’s relief when I get back might almost be worth it…”




“Uh, I’m afraid it might not be that easy, uh, the news here might not be of the good.” Willow was trying to avoid Tindómë’s eyes. “The thing is, uh, we, uh, pulled you out. But, uh, I don’t think I know how to push you back.”







Chapter Twelve.


…in which Giles considers revolving doors, Buffy considers brambles, and we find out what happened to Rumil’s drawings, well most of them…



It was over a week since Willow had cast the spell that returned Dawn to Sunnydale. The twenty-five percent of Giles that was purely academic Watcher was fascinated by all that she could tell him about this whole dimension, of which he had previously never heard, but seventy-five percent of Giles wished that he had managed to hold up against Buffy’s entreaties to return her sister to Sunnydale; or that the spell had proved totally ineffective.




When Willow had said that it would not be easy to return her to Middle Earth, Dawn had looked, fleetingly, as if she was going to get very angry or very upset. Then she had taken a deep breath and said, unemotionally, that she trusted Willow and Giles to do everything possible to get her there as quickly as they could. Giles was doing his utmost to comply; along with all his other responsibilities.




He had arranged travel to Britain for some of the new Slayers, where they would be met by two of the recently contacted Watchers. He had moved the remaining new Slayers to the house he had rented on Revello Drive, brought in a female retired Watcher to keep an eye on them, and detailed Faith to get them training and keep them occupied. 




He had turned all the remaining research facilities of the Magic Box over to Willow and entrusted Kennedy with keeping Willow fed and watered and ensuring that she got adequate rest. He had even found time to pull a few strings to guarantee that Willow’s parents would be away from Sunnydale, for at least the next six months, thus giving Willow a quiet and comfortable place to keep away from Buffy and Dawn—no, Tindómë—as much as she needed.




He had actually moved into 1630 himself to facilitate learning as much as possible from the young woman he still thought of as Dawn. Spike, Xander, and Andrew also spent their time there. Giles had taken over the small sitting room as a study; so many members of the household kept coming in to talk to him that he felt as if it should have a revolving door—or even two.




There had been enjoyable visits from Tindómë when she had sat and described the social structure of Middle Earth; fascinating visits when she had told him all she knew of the history of Morgoth who was known to the Watchers as The First Evil. 




But there were also visits from her in floods of tears, wanting to know how the research into sending her ‘home’ was going, desperate to return to her young son. How could Giles blame her? Surely any young mother would feel the same and yet it was so hard to think of Dawn, who had been a pupil at Sunnydale High only a couple of months ago, being the mother of a toddler.




It had been a major shock to everyone, that first evening, when she said that she needed to get back to her husband and her child. The thought of a child appalled Buffy to start with—it appeared that she still needed to believe that she had persuaded everyone to rescue Dawn from a hellish dimension because, if Dawn had really been happier there than in Sunnydale, then Buffy had done to Dawn something equivalent to what Willow had done to Buffy less than two years earlier. To Giles it seemed as if part of Buffy wanted to believe that Dawn must have given birth to some sort of demon spawn, whereas part of her wanted to go ‘Nephew? I have a nephew? Yay! Let’s hit the mall!’




As day followed day, and more of the details of Tindómë’s everyday life came out, it became harder and harder to doubt what she said; yet Buffy was still clearly torn between agreeing that the girl should return to Middle Earth, if such a thing was possible, and wanting to keep her in Sunnydale at all costs.




So Giles found Buffy’s regular visits to his ‘study’ to be as unpredictable, and occasionally upsetting, as her sister’s.




Andrew kept coming in with snippets of things that he had learnt from Tindómë; or Domie, as he had begun calling her, following Xander’s lead. Actually Giles was almost beginning to think that this hybrid version of the young woman’s two given names solved a lot of problems, even though he had never called anyone, other than Xander, by such a shortened version of their given name. 




In the end Giles had suggested that Andrew make a study of the day to day life of Middle Earth, by spending time with ‘Domie’, and record it as he saw fit so that Giles, and future Watchers, could study his report at their leisure. This was, at least, keeping Andrew occupied much of the time. 




Although, when Andrew told him that elves do not show emotion to anyone but their family and friends, the significance of Dawn’s rapidly blanked face and emotionless voice when Willow had admitted that she could not send her straight back to Middle Earth struck Giles; this young woman had not really thought of the people around her as her family and friends.




Xander kept wandering in offering food, tea (usually refused—he didn’t seem able to make a decent cup of tea…), ideas for practical changes to either this house or the other one, and asking each time how things were going towards getting ‘Domie home to Rumil and Haldirin’—he seemed to have made it a personal crusade.




Then there were the regular visits from Spike.




The vampire, if it was possible, was even more emotionally torn than the two Summers sisters.




Giles had the odd feeling that, if it was Spike’s original soul that he now had, he must have been quite a soft-hearted young man all those years ago.




Spike was worried about Buffy’s emotional state— “ ’S breaking her up, Rupert, she wants to keep the Little Bit safely here, and the Little Bit is determined to leave her, probably for ever.” He was worried about Buffy’s mental state—“Now she’s not the only Slayer she might finally let it all get to her—she doesn’t have to desperately keep it all together any more. What with losing her mother, dying, being pulled out of Heaven, having to claw her own sodding way out of her bloody grave, and all the hassle since, this business with the Niblet might just be the last straw.”




However the vampire was equally worried about Dawn. (‘Actually,’ Giles had found himself thinking during more than one of these visits, ‘referring to her as Little Bit or Niblet probably saves a lot of thought about what to call her!’) Spike was as relieved as Buffy to see that his ‘Little Bit’ was whole and healthy; he had clearly been almost as distressed as Buffy at the thought of the child falling into the hands of The First. But Spike now seemed to be equally distressed on Tindómë’s behalf as she fretted for her husband and child and the home that she had, it was quite clear, lived in for longer than she had been Dawn here in Sunnydale.




Spike stomped in and out of the impromptu study, or appeared noiselessly in a cloud of whisky tinged smoke, at random intervals; beginning sentences with “Have you thought of…” or “Have you tried…?” He really was as difficult to cope with as the two emotionally labile young women. The only advantage his visits had over theirs was that he occasionally poured out the whisky and he did know how to make a decent cup of tea. 







Tindómë could not sleep. Rumil would have found that idea funny; she still needed more sleep than an elf, which is why she had been in her nightdress as he came home from his warden’s duty a fortnight ago. She knew that it really was only two weeks but the empty space inside, where she could usually feel both his presence and their son’s, felt as if it had been there for ever. Willow and Giles just had to find a way for her to go home, without Rumil and Haldirin suffering this loss for as long as she already had, they just had to.




This bed was too small, and too lonely, and the air was too stuffy. She tried to think of trees and home. When they had first entered the woods of Lothlorien she had been amazed by the size of the trees—like Giant Redwoods, but taller and more impressive. Then, as the cavalcade continued through the woods, she had been speechless when they actually entered Caras Galadhon; “The heart of Elvendom on earth,” to quote what Rumil had said, as she rode in front of him on Hirilmith. (Tindómë had thought at the time that it would be a great tagline for a website. Later, when she learned that Orophin had won a bet with the twins as to what Rumil would say, she realised it was almost the elven equivalent—if they’d been running package tours this would have been the slogan!)




Of course by now she could ride on her own but back then she had travelled from Minas Tirith sitting in front of Rumil, Orophin, one of the twins, or occasionally Gandalf while his path and theirs had remained the same. Although Rumil had been very careful to observe all the elven rules of propriety in his relationship with Tindómë, up until her coming of age, once he had realised that the only obstacle to him ‘courting’ her was her youth their relationship had, again, become comfortable and it had been, well… very pleasant… sitting in such close proximity for hours on end.




She tried to recall that first sight of the elven city; the whole effect was as graceful and elegant as Lord Celeborn and Lady Galadriel themselves. The long, long, winding stairways up between the trees, into the canopy where so many of the buildings were, and those ‘talans’ themselves, like the world’s most fantastic tree-houses and then some.




In those early days she had been very glad that her leg had recovered as she learnt her way around the walkways that rose and fell, by hundreds of feet, between the highest tops of the mallorn trees and the ground. She had thought, then, that it was no wonder she had never seen an overweight elf.




For her first few weeks she had slept in a room in a guest talan, near the home of the Lord and Lady themselves, and she had got used to the mixture of carved and living wood, the simple but elegant furnishings, and the wide glassless windows with their blinds and shutters.




After that she had found herself, at Galadriel’s instigation, sharing a talan with two other quite young ellyth, Boroniel and Eriathwen, to help her learn more about everyday elven life. It had been rather like having room-mates at college, and Galadriel had been quite right—some things were more easily discussed with other young females!




She had regularly walked the pathways between their shared talan and that of Rumil and Orophin. Now she closed her eyes and tried to remember the scent of trees, and flowers, and the susurration of elven voices in conversation and song, but this room was too stuffy; Buffy complained if she left the window wide open. 




Tindómë tried to visualise home. Home was no longer Caras Galadhon, but the cottage that she shared with Rumil and Haldirin in Ithilien; they had been there now for nearly sixteen years. 




When Galadriel had left Lorien, to sail West, Rumil, Orophin and Tindómë had at first remained with Celeborn. However Celeborn knew that, without the powerful magic of the ring Galadriel had worn, the city and the forest would begin to fade. He had already begun planning to relocate himself and those who would come with him. The brothers, and Tindómë, had asked and been granted permission to move to the new elven settlement that Legolas had established to help the forest of Ithilien recover from the darkness of Sauron.




To Tindómë Ithilien was ‘home’. It was in Ithilien that she and Rumil had formally bound together, it was in Ithilien that they had decided to have a child, and in Ithilien that their son was conceived, born, and named in memory of Haldir (literally—Haldirin means ‘memory of Haldir’). Home was the cottage that they had helped build themselves with its open, talan-like, rooms furnished with carved wood and soft green and pink fabrics—with occasional flashes of brilliant Imladris blue denoting gifts from the twins, as part of the long-standing ‘feud’ about which colour was best.




Home was where she had stood in the open window watching her husband cross the grass and lift their son onto his shoulder. Home was too far away.




She pulled on a pair of new sweat pants and a cami top, two of a number of new items of clothing courtesy of the Watchers’ Council money, and headed out to the yard—at least there were trees out there, although there would be too much light pollution to see the stars. The stars were all wrong anyway.




“ ’Lo, Niblet,” the voice from the shadows told her that she wasn’t alone. “Can’t sleep?”




“Too stuffy, and the person who said ‘the bed’s too big without you’ was wrong—it’s too small. I miss them so much, Spike, I want to go home.” Tindómë started to sniffle as she answered.




“Come and sit down, pet,” the vampire said, gesturing to the step beside him, “and tell me about them. Not the history, or the culture, but who Rumil is and why you love him.”




Tindómë sank down onto the step and sat close to Spike, glad to talk about one of her two favourite subjects—Buffy was kind of interested in Haldirin, but got a sort of distant and frowny look still when Tindómë wanted to talk about how wonderful her husband was. Xander was interested, yes, but whenever Tindómë spoke of missing Rumil it made Xander start to tear up because he missed Anya, and had no chance of getting her back. 




Anya’s death was sad—she had been the one who had helped Tindómë close the Hellmouth, and would have fully understood why Tindómë wanted to go home—even if the great orgasms were only a small part of the reason.




Tindómë looked out at the yard, and its bushes and trees, and began to describe her husband. “He isn’t anyone special; he isn’t a prince like Legolas, or the head of hundreds of warriors like his eldest brother was, not even second in command of the patrols in Ithilien like Orophin is. He’s just an ordinary elf. 




“He’s quiet, and sometimes we can sit for hours and not say anything to each other because we don’t need to, but he has a wicked sense of humour under a slightly solemn exterior. They have this dead-pan expression—it’s a patented elf thing—centuries of practice, Rumil says. They all tend to look quite blank and expressionless when they are amongst men, and the Galadhrim—the elves that lived in Lothlorien—are better at it than most. 




“Legolas says he has never seen such a haughty looking elf as Haldir; and Rumil can look like that, too, if he wants. But at home he smiles, and he laughs, and he loves Haldirin. He is an artist—he draws beautifully, and the records of lots of the Ring War in Lord Celeborn’s library are illustrated with the pictures Rumil drew. And if I’d known you people were going to snatch me away from him I would have brought you some pictures to show you, and he’s my husband and we are bound together only I can’t feel him any more…”




What had started out as an attempt to describe Rumil to the first person who really wanted to know about him, not just about ‘elves’, had dwindled into a tearful lament, and Spike passed her a clean cotton handkerchief which caused a further flood of tears. 




“And are you really sure that your elves are fine and noble, and it’s not a case of Lords and Ladies?” Spike asked, once Tindómë’s crying had reduced to a sniffle again. She knew what he meant—the Pratchett elves were cold and cruel, but managed to make everyone who saw them believe that they were the most wondrous creatures. 




“Really, really, Spike.” She thought for a minute and then went on “The elves are not perfect, just different. They can be quite vain…”




Spike lifted an eyebrow; Pratchett’s elves were vain too.




“Not like those elves! Honestly. No, my elves are vain about their hair, they never have bad hair days, and they hate being dirty or sweaty, they take more baths by the power of ten than the men do, and they like their clothes to be clean and fit nicely. ‘Course the end result is that, when we venture amongst men, they get hit on as gay!”




Suddenly she was laughing. She told Spike about the attempts to teach Rumil how to say ‘Please take your hand off my knee, I prefer females,’ and the whole misunderstanding about ‘gay’ when translated into Common. About Legolas ‘being taken aback’, when he was hit on by one of the Rohirrim, the beginning of the ‘feud’ between the brothers and the twins about whether she would look best in green or blue; until she found herself, half asleep, leaning on Spike’s shoulder with his duster around her, still saying drowsily “and if I want pink I have to get my own…”







Another week passed. Giles thought that he had probably aged by at least ten years in the last couple of months since the Hellmouth had been closed and he had found himself with a growing number of Slayers. Not to mention a Key, who wanted to go to a dimension nobody could find, and a Slayer who vacillated between wanting to send her there or keep her here; sometimes within the same sentence. 




He glanced at his watch. He would have to start off for the airport in about half an hour’s time to meet Althanea. The head of the English coven had agreed to fly to California in person to meet Dawn, and try to find some way of finding ‘Middle Earth’ from this dimension, as it was clear that returning the young woman there was in her best interest. 




Almost as if the thought had summoned her Dawn walked into the room.




“Tindómë, dear, how are you? I am going to collect Althanea in a little while. I am sure she will be able to achieve what Willow and I have failed to do so far,” Giles said, trying to sound encouragingly positive.




“I’ve been thinking about her coming. I really do believe that she can work it out. But I’ve been thinking about something else which is almost as important. A spell maybe you and Willow can do while Althanea gets her stuff together to send me home,” the young woman said, somewhat unexpectedly.




“Another spell? What sort of spell?” Giles asked, with interest.




“To free Buffy,” was the short answer.




“Free Buffy? From what? I’m afraid I really don’t understand.” Giles was puzzled.




“From the spell the monks used to make Buffy my protector. When they stuffed memories of me from infancy to fourteen into her brain, and everyone else’s including mine, I’m sure they did something more to Buffy. She is so much more protective than an ordinary sister, at least it seems that way, and the more I think about it the more I think all her drive to slay was somehow channelled into ‘keep Dawn safe’. 




“I mean, if you have to, you could just ‘un-sister’ us so she can’t remember me as a sister at all. Or you could take away all the false memories so that she thinks of me as a foster-sister or something that was around for two or three years. But the way that she seems to be forced to put me totally first, and always try to keep me safe, isn’t fair to her. And if I go home she would be left with a magic imperative to protect something that isn’t here any more. What’s that going to do to her?” Dawn looked at him expectantly.




“Ah, yes, hmm, well,” Giles began slowly, reaching for his glasses, “I do believe that you may be right. I could see it quite clearly after you were lost. She does, indeed, behave as if she is conditioned to respond to any mention of yourself and danger by immediately trying to ensure that you are in a place of safety; even when it would be better, in the grand scheme of things, to leave you to fend for yourself or let someone else look after you.




“Perhaps it might be possible, whilst we have Althanea’s wisdom and power combined with Willow’s pure magical ability, to break any such spell that exists. We must, however, discuss it with Buffy. Nothing that could tamper with people’s memories should be done without their knowledge; and removal of any such spell might affect those memories that she would want to keep.”




“Point, yeah, but she has to have the chance to just be Buffy the Vampire Slayer and not Buffy Slavish Protector of The Key. Make her life her own,” Tindómë said. 




Giles found himself thinking of her as Tindómë without hesitation, for the very first time, because this was not a teenager; even if she only looked and sounded about seventeen or eighteen, the eyes that levelled with his showed, not even the wisdom of a woman in her late thirties, but the wisdom of almost infinite time.




“I think you are right, and, if you can spare us the time from the search for your path home,” Giles continued, “I will discuss it with Willow and Althanea, and then with Buffy.” 




“Cool,” said the figure in front of him, suddenly a teenager again, and she left him to ponder her suggestion.




Not that he had the time to ponder it for long as the Slayer in question walked in, only a few minutes later, and firmly shut the door behind herself.




“I’ve been thinking,” Buffy began, in unconscious echo of her sister, “If it’s too difficult to send Dawn back to that other dimension, and I’m still not sure it is really a good thing to do, I mean, how will we know that she is happy and safe?




“Anyway, if it’s too difficult even when your top witch lady gets here, or she agrees with me that it might not be totally safe, well, then we could just ask Willow to do that spell with the lethal bramble thing, you know? Just on Dawn, I mean, so that she can’t remember all the things she says have happened since she went away.”




Buffy waited, expectantly, looking quite pleased with her solution.




Giles realised that there was a certain logic to it; if there was really no way of sending Tindómë back to Middle Earth, then wiping out Tindómë’s memories with the spell involving Lethe’s Bramble, and letting Dawn think that the missing time was because she had simply been in a coma for a few weeks, might, at first sight, be kinder than keeping her in a state of constant distress. However, not only would any thought of casting it probably reduce Willow to a quivering wreck but the ethical, and practical, considerations were quite horrific. 




He found himself thinking that, even though Buffy was putting some thought into a solution, her suggestion would, again, bring Dawn back into her protection with no memory of being independent. 




“I will need to think about your suggestion,” he began, choosing his words carefully. He went on to remind Buffy, just as he had done with her sister a few minutes before, that no one should have their memory tampered with without their own permission.




As he drove to the airport Giles was deep in thought.







Chapter Thirteen.


…in which your author takes a poke at Laws and Customs of the Eldar, our heroine discusses gambolling, and Buffy becomes disenchanted with her sister… 



Giles gave Althanea time to settle in, and to recover from jet-lag, before telling her about the conversations that he had had with the two Summers sisters before her arrival.




Giles was relieved to find that Althanea, the head of one of the world’s most powerful and respected covens, agreed with his own assessment of Buffy’s plan to ‘help’ her sister by obliterating all her memories of life in Middle Earth.




“It would be totally immoral to use Lethe’s Bramble to remove all memory of her husband and son,” Althanea gave her opinion of Buffy’s suggestion, “and, even if it were not immoral, the practical difficulties are almost insurmountable,” she pointed out.




“If one was to miscalculate slightly, concerning the period of twenty-two years that she has lived elsewhere, she might have memories of a week or two in Middle Earth and no idea how she was returned here,” she expanded. “Conversely, if we were to miscalculate in the other direction, we might remove the memories that the monks implanted in her originally and leave her with no memories at all. It is simply not an option we should consider, under any circumstances, even if it is not possible to return her to Middle Earth.”




“That is almost exactly how I feel about it myself,” Giles agreed, “and yet there was a certain logic behind Buffy’s suggestion—a logic, alas, which would ensure that Dawn would be back in Buffy’s protection with no memory of being independent. A logic which really is more about keeping The Key within her circle of protection than about the best interests of Dawn as a young woman.




“Especially as the suggestion comes from someone with personal experience of being the unwilling victim of a ‘Tabula Rasa’ spell, at Willow’s hands, and with results that should have been a dire warning of the inherent pitfalls,” he went on. “It tends to fit in with her sister’s belief that the monks did more than simply place Dawn into Buffy’s family—they may, indeed, have also done something to ensure that she always puts ‘keeping The Key safe’ as her number one priority.”




Next day Althanea and Giles discussed with Willow the possibility of such an enchantment having been placed on Buffy; and how to break it if it existed. Althanea suggested that, whilst she spent time with Tindómë and tried to find some way of sending the young woman back to her husband and child, Willow should concentrate on Buffy’s situation.




Giles was pleased to see that Willow saw the visit of her mentor, who praised her for all her work over the past couple of months, as a pleasure and a treat. In times not long past, Giles thought, Willow would have seen it as casting aspersions on her abilities. It was good to see her happier and more adult.







“Well, Andrew,” Tindómë said, “by the time I do go home you will have a better understanding of the life of the Edhel than the men of Gondor have. It’s a pity that the idea of ‘gambol’ and ‘gamble’ as homophones is lost in Sindarin, or Common, ‘cos it would so amuse the guys!”




Andrew smiled but looked somewhat embarrassed. His knowledge of elves came from playing Dungeons and Dragons, and reading fantasy novels, and trying to compare those elves with the people of Middle Earth known as elves had been a source of amusement for Tindómë, especially when she was feeling depressed.




There was a serious, Watcher, side to carrying out the comparisons—the greater the correlation the more likely that there had been some contact between the dimensions in the past—but they could still be fun. 




One day Andrew had asked if it was true that elves gambolled. 




Tindómë had heard the ‘boll’ in the word, but chose to hear it as ‘gambled’, and she had told him the story of Orophin and Rumil betting on which elf would catch the apple Orophin threw on the day of the coronation. She had gone on to tell him about the brothers making ‘living money’ in Minas Tirith by playing cards and dice in the taverns, the trouble that had got her into, and how King Elessar had put them on the Citadel payroll from then until they returned to Lorien!




Even though she had known perfectly well that this wasn’t at all what Andrew had meant she had been so amused at the memories, and by Andrew’s expression, that she had continued to describe the various bets between the elves; on such things as who Éomer King would marry, and what Rumil would say to her as they approached Caras Galadhon, right up to her teaching them to play poker.




“Lord Celeborn said that such things brought interest to a very long life which might, otherwise, have been quite dull at times,” she had told Andrew, with a slightly far-away expression on her face as she remembered the conversation.




“Although they still kept it up in the middle of what the Chinese would call ‘interesting times’. Legolas had an ongoing wager with Gimli on who would kill the most orcs throughout the entire War of The Ring, and the number of times the Rohirrim lose drinking contests to either dwarves or elves, because they can’t believe that little guys or beardless guys can drink them under the table, is just ridiculous!”




Tindómë had grinned at Andrew then, and said “and as for ‘gambolling’—well the elves of Eryn Lasgalen, Legolas’ father’s people, are renowned for their love of dancing, so maybe that’s where the idea came from!”




Having embarrassed Andrew by reminding him of that conversation, Tindómë returned to the subject of the knowledge of the men of Gondor.




“When all the elves arrived in Minas Tirith, for Aragorn and Arwen’s wedding, Legolas had the twins and Rumil and Orophin really laughing out loud over a book he found in the library in The King’s House. He’d thought it might come in useful for me, to help me settle into elven society where I would be the only non-elf, but when he started reading it he decided he really couldn’t just hand it to me, or I might end up very confused!”







That evening Legolas and the twins had arrived in her room, ‘escaping’ from an official dinner as quickly as possible, still in their formal robes. All three had undone some of the ornate hooks and had sprawled, elegantly, around the room. Legolas had then produced the small, bound, volume from one of the large pockets hidden inside those formal robes—the twins had produced wine and fruit from theirs, and soon it had become something of an elven party.




“Tindómë,” Elladan had said, “if Adar notices we have escaped…”




“Which he will,” Elrohir had assured her, from the other end of the couch, with a grin.




“Then you must tell him,” Elladan had continued, as if his brother hadn’t interrupted, “that we are here to further your education. Help you adjust to your new name, learn to drink wine without choking…”




“Or, how was it you so elegantly put it? Barfing?” had come from the other end of the couch.




“And make sure that this wild wood elf…” Elladan had waved an apple in Legolas direction, “is not misleading you with the ‘educational’ book he found in our brother’s library!”




There had been a quick burst of amused sounding Sindarin from the brothers on the other side of the room, too fast for Tindómë to have made out clearly, followed by Legolas snorting in a most un-elf-like fashion, the twins both pulling mock-horrified faces, and answers in Sindarin from all three at the same time which had seemed to include the words ‘not quite that… of… book’, ‘no pictures’ and ‘Rumil did what?’




Legolas had finally promised he would tell her what that had all been about; “When you are at least a year past your coming of age, nethig!”




Actually he hadn’t needed to tell her—Rumil had, and only a few months after she reached her majority. Rumil had, apparently, spent his free time while ‘on the fences’, for a couple of years, illustrating a ‘pillow book’ which would have made a good text book for ‘Sex Ed 101’ for elves!




The book Legolas had proceeded to read out loud, at the impromptu party, did have entries on a somewhat similar subject, however. “This,” he had said, with a flourish, “is called The Laws and Customs of the Eldar, but I fear it was written by a man. And a man who either had never lived amongst elves or, if he had, then a man who tried to interpret what he saw and heard to fit Gondorian standards!”




He had begun to quote from the book. “The Eldar grew in bodily form slower than Men, but in mind more swiftly. They learned to speak before they were one year old; and in the same time they learned to walk and to dance, for their wills came soon to the mastery of their bodies.”




Tindómë had had a mental picture of a very tiny figure singing and dancing—the elves obviously had too—all of them had been grinning.




“We do, most certainly, grow more slowly as infants than do men—but I fear that this means elflings do not begin to support themselves on their legs until at least two years after their birth,” Elladan had said to Tindómë, “and I have no memory of Arwen dancing until some time after that. Did Rumil master dancing before his first begetting day celebration, Orophin?”




 “Rumil did not master dancing until at least a century after his first begetting day,” Orophin had answered, straight-faced.




Tindómë had never been sure, before that question, which brother was the older—she had always assumed it was Orophin, but that had confirmed it. And that they must both be over 100 years old.




“Orophin still not master of his body!” had been Rumil’s retort. ‘His Common is definitely improving,’ Tindómë had thought.




Legolas had grinned, and had continued, “Ah, but despite our skill at dancing from just after birth, it goes on to say Not until the fiftieth year did the Eldar attain the stature and shape in which their lives would afterwards endure, and for some a hundred years would pass before they were full-grown. 




“Which is not too far from reality,” he had continued, looking at Tindómë, “if he means that we continue to become stronger and our muscles improve up to nearly our first century—but we almost always reach full height by about fifty.”




Elrohir had nodded his agreement, but before anyone could say more Legolas had continued “But, nethig, you remember that I said some men seem to marry off their daughters before they had reached full height?”




Tindómë had nodded, and Elrohir had cut in with “It is so stupid, they value a girl’s gweneth so highly, yet take it and cause her to be with child before her body is capable of the task!”




‘M’kay—gweneth—probably not anything like Gwyneth as in Paltrow,’ Tindómë had thought. ‘Sindarin for virginity I guess!’




“Well, this man thinks we would do the same,” Legolas had continued, sounding somewhat annoyed. “Listen. The Eldar wedded for the most part in their youth and soon after their fiftieth year. So he thinks we wed before he thinks we finish growing!”




“And there is clearly no hope of matrimony for any of us here except Tindómë,” Elladan had said, shaking his head sadly, and had managed to maintain his mournful expression for at least a second longer than his brother.




“It is a very good thing that no one explained this to our parents, or our grandparents,” Elrohir had finally said with a laugh, “or indeed your parents, Legolas!” 




“Probably as well, for at least some of us here,” Legolas had said, “that our parents didn’t read the part which says all the children of a married couple will be born in a short space of time after their wedding, either!”




“Uh—can I ask what the truth is, guys?” Tindómë had finally asked, somewhat diffidently.




It had been Elladan who answered. “Our father was many thousands of years old when he married our mother—her parents were many thousands of years old when she was born and she was many, many years younger than Adar when they married. We were adults when Arwen was born—although only young adults, certainly, and Arwen waited over two thousand years for her husband to be born.”




He had glanced at Legolas, and then continued, “Legolas has a brother who is almost a thousand years older than he is, and their father, King Thranduil was most certainly not a youngling when he fought in the War of the Last Alliance beside his own father, many years before either his marriage or the begetting of either of those sons.”




Tindómë had felt her jaw dropping.




Orophin and Rumil had still not said anything and it was Legolas who had taken up the conversation again. “Now you can understand why we rarely talk about our ages to men. And yet, Tindómë,” he had continued gently, “you have existed as The Key much longer than anyone else in this room…”




“Uh-huh…” Tindómë had answered slowly, “I guess when I thought about immortality I only thought about going forward, not about how far back…




“When you said an elf might have to wait many years for the other elf whose fëa sang to theirs, I guess I thought maybe a few hundreds of years, but not thousands like the Els’ father…” She had tried not to look at Rumil.




“Elladan and Elrohir are the oldest in this room—if we consider you to be the youngest, not the oldest yourself,” Legolas had said, “and I must admit to being the youngest, I think, of the elves here… I am not yet six yéni.” He had looked at the Galadhrim for confirmation.




Tindómë had understood yéni—one yén was a hundred and forty four years—so Legolas was something over seven hundred years old—a lot younger than the twins, and yet they all treated each other as equals.




“I remember Haldir as an elfling,” Elrohir had said suddenly. “He could look down his nose at me when he was only about chest height, somehow, even though I was already three or four yéni and a young warrior.”




“Ah, but we were only the Imladris bred grandsons of the Lord and Lady, not Galadhrim…” Elladan had said, grinning.




Orophin and Rumil had both laughed and then Orophin had said “Haldir was a warden before my begetting, he was older than me like Legolas’ brother. Rumil is only twenty years younger than me.” He had looked as if he was trying to calculate and then said something in Sindarin. 




“Orophin was one thousand three hundred and ten years old at his last begetting day,” Legolas had translated, “and so Rumil is one thousand two hundred and ninety—only a little older than I am.”




Tindómë had known that her reaction would be important. “Cool!” she had said, “Do we have a big party for his one thousand three hundred celebration, or is his nine yéni one the important one?”




“Neder yéni! Big party!” Rumil had said with a grin.







“You can see,” Tindómë said to Andrew, “why I’ve never mentioned Rumil’s age to Buffy—I mean, I know she was dating Angel, and there is this whole… ‘thing’ with Spike, but I think over thirteen hundred might kinda freak her out.”




Andrew nodded in what Tindómë had mentally christened his ‘Watcher mode’, “And so an elf may actually live for thousands of years before marrying?” he asked. “But they would still marry if they meet the right other elf?”




“Seems so—the Els say that Glorfindel, you know, the one I said is known as ‘The Balrog Slayer’, is about seven thousand years or more old, and he still says ‘when I bind and have my own son…’ They think maybe his future mate is waiting for him in Valinor.” 




Tindómë laughed suddenly and said “It’s a good job elves don’t all hang on to their gweneth until they bind, or poor Glorfindel would be pretty frustrated by now!”







“This says that we are seldom swayed by the desires of the body only, but are by nature continent and steadfast.” Legolas had continued with his reading, “but it is hard to tell whether the man means before or after we are bound.”




“It must be after,” Elrohir had said with some assurance. “At least,” he had continued, “then it would be true. If he thinks we aren’t ‘swayed by the desires of the body’ in the meantime, he is seriously mistaken. 




“Perhaps,” he had continued brightly, “that is why he thinks we all bind when we are barely out of elflinghood. He saw elleth and ellyn enjoying the pleasures that Eru intended our hroar to give us, and presumed all were bound couples! Perhaps he could not easily tell one elf from another…”







“I was kinda glad, really,” Tindómë said to Andrew, “I mean imagine the suspense if you were about to boink a guy who was a thousand-year-old virgin!”







It hadn’t taken Willow long to find a way of removing any enchantment the monks might have placed onto Buffy, to alter the Slayer’s priorities, although explaining the possible need for such a spell to Buffy was not going to be easy. Giles decided that it would be best if he spoke to her with only Althanea and Willow present.




Buffy argued strongly that there was absolutely no need; she felt only absolutely normal sisterly love and concern for Dawn, and there was no way that anyone was going to cast any spell on her that would in any way play around with her feelings, especially if there was any possibility of it affecting her memories.




Was she really happy, Althanea asked, that all the false memories of Dawn that had been magically inserted meant that she had no genuine memories of her childhood? Not that they wanted to change Buffy’s memories at all, she continued, but it was an example of the way that her mind had definitely already been tampered with.




Buffy looked slightly confused by this question; not as if she had failed to understand it, but as if she had two different thought processes trying to over-ride each other. 




Then Giles went in for the kill, so to speak, and pointed out that although she was totally against any spell that she feared might tamper with her own memories, even though those covering most of her life were false, she was suggesting that they simply wipe out twenty-two years of her sister’s memories.




“But, but, it isn’t the same…” Buffy protested. “It’s really, totally not the same… at all!”




“Why not, Buffy?” Willow asked, gently.




“Because I want you to do it to protect her! Protecting my sister is normal! She’s all I’ve got and it is just normal to want to stop her being hurt!” Buffy’s voice was somewhere between distressed and angry, and she finally threw at them “You wouldn’t know about it—you don’t have any younger brothers or sisters, none of you do!”




Giles wondered if it really could be normal to be so extremely protective of a sibling but Buffy was quite right, in one thing at least, he had no personal experience.




“Buffy,” Willow said, “I promise you that what I want to do is only to remove any enchantment—if what you feel about Dawnie is all normal sisterly kind of stuff then it will make no difference to it at all. I’ll do the spell to remove enchantments, but there won’t be any enchantments, and so you’ll feel exactly the same, uh, or something like that.”




In the end this argument began to win Buffy around but she insisted that she should talk it over with Spike, and Dawn, first.




Giles found himself, again, wishing that his Vampire Slayer was not so close to a bloody vampire. Except that the vampire in question, Giles realised, must have been talking to Dawn about this very possibility as he was not surprised at the idea of Buffy being under some sort of enchantment. 




“Pet, I know you love the Little Bit, well, she’s a big Bit these days, but still,” Spike said, with an arm around Buffy, “An’ her and I know that you only got Willow to bring her home here because you love her. So, even if Willow removes any enchantment on you, you will still love the Niblet, but everyone will know that it is only because she’s your sister, and not ‘cos some brown-robe monk has forced you to feel that way.




“Let Red do the ‘disenchantment’ ritual and it’ll prove to everyone, including yourself, that any decisions you take about Domie are your own choice.”




Tindómë followed straight in before Buffy could answer Spike. “Buffy, I want Willow to make sure there is no magic forcing you to worry about me—I don’t want you to be left with a bigger hole in yourself than you need to have when I go back to Rumil and Haldirin. I know what it feels like to be cut off from the person you love the most,” she went on, pleading, “and I don’t want anything magical making that worse for you when I go home.




“If you really love me,” she continued, “you must want me to be happy, and to go home, and you’ll let Willow do this so that I’ll know you aren’t suffering any more than you need to when I leave you again.”




‘Nicely done!’ Giles thought. ‘I wonder if Dawn always had so much low cunning, and blackmail capability, or whether it has developed over the time she has been away?’




In the end it was Tindómë’s entreaties, coupled with the chance to prove to them that there was nothing odd about her attitude to her baby sister, that persuaded Buffy to allow Willow to ‘disenchant’ her.




Giles found himself watching Althanea, as she watched Buffy, while Willow carried out what was a fairly simple ritual. As Willow said the last words, and paused, Althanea slowly nodded at Giles. She had seen the enchantment leaving Buffy.




“See—no change!” Buffy said brightly, “Me Buffy, you Dawn, you are my baby sister and I love you.”




“Good!” her sister answered. “I love you too. I only wanted Willow to make sure that you can act of your own free will when it comes to me.”




She paused, and then went on “Buffy, which would be the best thing, do you think? For me to be somewhere else, but happy, or for me to stay here in Sunnydale with you, but always feeling lost because my link to Rumil and Haldirin is cut?”




Buffy looked slightly surprised by the question but thought about it, for a little while, before slowly answering, “I guess I want to keep you here because I don’t like to think of never being able to see you again. 




“But if you really do love this elf guy, and he can’t just come here to live and bring the baby, although, hey, what’s so wrong about that idea? I know, yeah, he wouldn’t like it, not enough trees, yada yada! Anyway, I guess it would be best to let you go back. See? I want what’s best for you, like always.”




Buffy smiled. Everyone else smiled back, with varying degrees of relief, and Giles wondered when, or if, he should ever tell Buffy that Tindómë had been right about an enchantment.







“No! No! You can’t mean that, you can’t,” the girl shouted, just as distressed as Giles and Althanea had thought she would be. They had wondered whether it was best to break the news to her on her own, or with some or all of the others present, and in the end Althanea had decided that the best support would be Buffy and Spike. 




Although only a month or two previously he would have objected to the vampire’s involvement in what was clearly a ‘family matter’ Giles had to admit, reluctantly, that he was glad Spike was there to support both women.




“Sssh, Niblet, hush, Little Bit, there’ll be a way, somehow we’ll find a way, there’ll be someone, somewhere that will find a way, sssh,” Spike said, as Buffy put her arms around her so much bigger sister and rocked her as if she was a baby.




Giles knew that Althanea’s admission that they had tried everything, but that she could not find a link to Middle Earth, meant that Spike’s reassurances might turn out to be hollow words, and he feared that Tindómë would realise that too.




Goodness knows the woman had tried. Althanea had said that some artefact might help, and Tindómë had produced the nightdress she had been wearing when she arrived back in Sunnydale, but it did not have a clear enough identity—linen flax in Middle Earth seemed to be much the same as linen flax in this dimension. Not really so surprising, as Tindómë had said that she thought it might be an alternative Earth—the lands she knew, or knew of, equated to Europe and Asia; and Valinor, now accessible only to the elves, was North America or possibly both Americas. So a piece of fabric simply was not an adequate link.




Now, after weeks of trying, Althanea had said that it was only fair that they tell Tindómë that there was no clear way to send her back to her husband and son. 




Previously, Giles believed, Buffy would have paid only lip service to being sad at her sister’s predicament. Now, she was genuinely upset on Dawn’s behalf. Removing the subtle enchantment, which Althanea and Willow said had been ‘to Protect The Key with her own life at all times’, had in fact now given him two distressed Summers sisters instead of one. Life as a Watcher was never simple.




Just as that thought had crossed his mind things became even less simple. Spike put his head back around the door. “By the way, Rupert,” the vampire said, “if she can’t get back soon to her husband and the baby, has anyone thought to check whether this is the immortal Tindómë, or is she back to being the mortal Dawn?”







Chapter Fourteen.


…in which our heroine discusses her wedding, considers a better match for Giles than the library at Minas Tirith…and a portal opens…



‘It never rains but it pours.’ Giles remembered his grandmother repeating the old adage on many occasions and now he knew exactly what she had meant. He thought longingly of the days when all he had to worry about was one teenaged Slayer with a slightly rebellious streak, her very dubious souled vampire boyfriend, and the need to stave off an apocalypse more or less annually.




Looking across the room, to where Buffy sat with her head on Spike’s shoulder, he thought ‘Well, some things don’t change a great deal. Although, and it would have amazed me in the past that I could ever think this, Spike is a more acceptable boyfriend than Angel ever was.’




Buffy being rather too close to a vampire for Giles’ comfort was about the only constant between his life as a Watcher, up until a few months ago, and his life now. He now had enough Slayers to start up a girls’ school; other Watchers looking to him as de facto Council Head; one distraught Slayer; a depressed, possibly immortal, Key; and a guilt-ridden young witch to cope with, along with a few assorted others.




He was grateful that he had the support, at least currently, of a rather pleasant, calm, and more mature witch. He wondered how long she could stay.







One of the ‘assorted others’ was currently doing his best to cheer up The Key.




“Don’t worry, Domie,” Xander said, “even if your elves really can’t do any big-time mojo themselves, well, I’m betting Rumil will have hot-footed it off to get your major league white wizard guy to do a spell to get you back. They’ll turn up any day now!”




“They can’t get Gandalf to help,” Tindómë said, for probably the third or fourth time. “He sailed West, with Galadriel, years ago and it’s one way only. No one left in Middle Earth can contact those in Valinor; they are lost to those of us who stay behind. They can’t come back to Middle Earth, and we’ll only see Gandalf again when we choose to sail West ourselves.” 




“Can’t they just send him a message with someone who is sailing that way—like, Domie is lost, please look for her?” Xander asked. “Or couldn’t Rumil sail off to Valinor himself to find the wizard guy?” 




That thought hadn’t occurred to Tindómë before. She didn’t reply but turned the idea over in her mind. Rumil sailing to Valinor to get Gandalf to bring her back… she burst out crying.




“What did I do? What did I say?” Xander looked perplexed.




“If Rumil sails, even though he isn’t ready to yet, and then someone here finds a way to send me home we’d end up on different continents! And… and I might not be able to get there alone ’cos I’m not a proper elf…” She was sobbing hard by now; Buffy moved over to try to hug her, while giving Xander a dirty look.




“I’ll go make us some chocolate and then, hey, maybe you could tell me about your wedding?” Buffy suggested. “I am so mad that I didn’t get to dress up for it,” she continued, as she headed off to the kitchen. “Did you have bridesmaids in big puffy dresses?”




Buffy returned with the chocolate, and cookies, and Tindómë found herself trying to describe her wedding to Buffy, Willow and Kennedy. The males all seemed to think this was a bit too girly, and wandered off with slightly glazed expressions in their eyes, and Althanea had also left with Giles.




“I wish I could have been there to hear you take your vows,” Buffy said, and Tindómë smiled.




“I don’t think you would have, really,” she said, “that bit is, well, private.”







It had not been very long after the kiss at her coming of age celebration that Tindómë and Rumil were, to quote the book Legolas had found in the library in Minas Tirith, ‘swayed by the desires of the body’. They had not, however, immediately become betrothed or married. Rumil had told her that as he had had many years to play the field it would have been very wrong of him to give Tindómë no chance to do the same thing.




But once they, and a number of other Galadhrim, had moved to Ithilien it had seemed to be the right time to be betrothed. Their binding, which almost everyone who knew them had thought inevitable since before they had even left Minas Tirith, took place over mid-summer a year after their betrothal.




Different elven societies had different binding ceremonies. The people of Ithilien tended towards the simplest format—a brief announcement, a welcome by both families in front of the guests, and a big, big, party. The important part was common to all; and it was definitely not part of the public ceremony. That private binding could be before the party, or afterwards, whichever the couple chose. Rumil and Tindómë had chosen to celebrate first, on mid-summer’s eve, so that the private part of the ceremony could take place as the sky began to lighten on mid-summer morning.




For the public celebration Tindómë had worn the dress that Celeborn and Galadriel had given her for her coming of age and her jewellery from Rumil—no meringue-shaped wedding dresses amongst the elves of Ithilien!







“It is a very beautiful dress, though,” Tindómë told Buffy and the other girls “It is layers of tulle and silk in greys, pale blues and pale pinks—the colours of dawn; and the entire outer layer of the bodice, and all around the bottom of the skirts, is embroidered with silver flowers and trees and stars. I wish you could see it.” Her face began to crumple. “I want to see it again…”




“Your headdress?” Kennedy cut in quickly. “Did you have a veil?”




Tindómë shook herself slightly and tried to concentrate and answer the question. “No, just the silver headdress from Celeborn and Galadriel; it’s like the most delicate wedding tiara you can imagine, and then better. When they gave it to me Galadriel said it was for my binding feast, and it made me feel as if they were a part of it.”




“Vows?” asked Buffy. “Did Legolas hear your vows, if he’s the head of your town or whatever it is, or was it the king?”




“Neither—I hope!” Tindómë answered.




Before any further questions could be asked she decided that she would have to explain properly.




“We stood up at the feast, and said that we would bind that night, and everyone cheered; Orophin welcomed me to their family; Legolas, as the nearest I have to family, said that he welcomed Rumil, and then there was lots of food and wine, singing and dancing. Then, as it neared dawn, we went back to our own cottage and were soulbound.”







They had been cheered and clapped all the way to their own doorway but, once inside, only faint sounds of singing had been heard in the distance.




They had gone hand in hand into their bedroom, slowly undressed each other, and began to make love. It had been somehow more serious and more sensuous than ever before and, while their two bodies had been joined together, they made the vows taught to all elves before they come of age. The final words of the vows had coincided with the climax of their love-making just as they had for all those who had made those vows before them. That was the moment that had begun the soul binding. 




For three days they had stayed in their cottage, concentrating solely on each, remaining always in skin to skin contact. Apart from the physical discomfort if they weren’t in contact with each other, and not leaving their own home, it probably hadn’t been that different to the honeymoon poor Anya had had planned for herself and Xander!




From the first moment of the soul binding Tindómë had felt Rumil’s presence as if he was part of her—she had known whether he was awake or asleep, happy or sad, just as surely as she knew those things about herself. If she had concentrated when they were in skin contact she could share ideas with him without the need for words. When Haldirin was born his fëa had also joined the link—she could feel if he was happy, or hurting, although she had known that this link would become fainter as he grew.




Now she was cut off from them both.







No matter how hard she tried Tindómë found she was becoming less and less interested in what was going on around her. She felt as if she didn’t have the energy to even shower or dress, unless Buffy came and persuaded her, even running the shower and offering to shampoo her hair for her.




Only that reminded her of Rumil lathering her hair and washing it for her; of Rumil gently running his hands through her hair in the sunshine as it dried; combing it; braiding it; and of doing the same for him. As Buffy reached up, and gently shampooed and rinsed, Tindómë felt the tears course down her cheeks.




She didn’t really want to eat; even when Xander brought donuts and gave her first choice. Willow came and brought her some Phish Food ice-cream; she ate it like a small bird, opening her mouth for Willow to spoon it in. It reminded her of being fed when her arms were broken in Minas Tirith and she swallowed the tears with the ice-cream. It reminded her, too, of spoon feeding Haldirin; she could no longer swallow the tears and howled just like he did when he was hurting.




She didn’t want to leave the house even to go to the mall or a movie. Spike and Buffy persuaded her to get into the car one evening and drove miles to take her to the nearest patch of forest. It helped. She walked between the trees and leaned against their strong trunks; quietly talking to them and listening, as Legolas, Orophin and Rumil had taught her, hearing at least faint murmurs that they were happy to see her.




But then she lay on her back and looked up through the leaves to the stars and remembered the flet where Rumil had first made love to her. She remembered him telling her that her first time should be under the leaves and the stars; not under a roof even if it was the roof of a talan in the high canopy. They had walked together to a clearing outside the main part of Caras Galadhon, and then Rumil had climbed a tree and lowered a ladder. They had climbed up to the flet, pulled up the ladder, and stayed until well past dawn. 




Lying amongst the trees of California Tindómë had wept, and held herself, and felt as if her heart would break.







There was a knock on the door and Giles heard Spike’s voice. “Rupert? Can I disturb you, mate?”




Giles glanced towards Althanea and saw that her head was buried in a book. She raised her head long enough to nod her assent and so Giles answered in the affirmative. “Yes, come in, Spike.”




The vampire entered, shut the door behind him, and then nodded towards Althanea before speaking. “You two are trying to decide whether we have a mortal Dawn or an immortal Tindómë here, right?” Spike paused, waiting until both the other occupants of the impromptu study had replied in the affirmative, and then he continued, “Well, I think it might be going to become a moot point.”




“Pardon?” Giles frowned and wondered what Spike could mean.




“I mean” Spike said, sounding upset, “that you might have to start deciding, not whether she is going to age or not, but what you are going to do with a big ball of green energy in the not too distant future!”




“Could you explain a little for me?” Althanea’s voice was calm but there was an underlying edge of authority.




“Come out here,” Spike replied, and waved the other two into the dark living room. Dark, that is, apart from the faint green glow emanating from the figure who lay asleep on the sofa.




“I thought I could see it last night, but it is clearer tonight,” Spike said, quietly. “She’s not just depressed, she’s becoming almost translucent. Tindómë is ‘fading’.”




Giles felt as if another heavy downpour had just begun. “Oh my goodness. I, well… it is something outside my experience, I really don’t know what we should do…”




He found himself looking hopefully at Althanea but she looked almost as perplexed as he felt.







Tindómë was scared. She was pretty sure that she was fading; proof of how elf-like she had become, but not proof that she wanted. She didn’t want to fade, she wanted to stay alive for as long as it took to get her home, but her fëa was obviously so damaged that her hroar was fading. The loss of her bonds with Rumil and Haldirin was killing her and it was not something that she could do anything about. 




She held her hand up between her face and the bright electric light and was pretty sure that the light was shining faintly through it with a slight green tinge.




In the end she decided to confide in Spike, only for him to say sadly “I know, pet. Try to fight it, for me, for Buffy, for Rumil and Haldirin.”




“I am trying to fight it; I so do not want to die here. If I do I’ll never see Rumil or Haldirin again, my fëa will be stuck here, I won’t go to Mandos’ Hall or ever see them again and…” she couldn’t say any more.




Spike agreed that he would explain to Buffy and the others and he told her that Giles and Althanea already knew and were trying to find some way to help. He held her close to his chest and said “Try to hang in there, Niblet, think of the words of that drunken Welshman and do not go gentle into that good night; rage, rage against the dying of the light.”




“I’m raging all I can,” she told him sadly, “but I don’t have the strength.”







Days passed. Tindómë spent her time lying on the sofa; she no longer had the strength to climb the stairs. The household began to revolve around her and there was always someone sitting with her. Everyone tried, in their own ways, to help her stay focussed and hang on to life—from Xander and Buffy telling her stories of her childhood to Andrew encouraging her to talk about her life with the elves and to teach him Sindarin.




She asked Buffy, one evening, whether she minded having all those memories of a childhood full of Dawn when both of them knew those things had not really happened. Buffy had said that sometimes she had ‘the ghosts’ of the memories without Dawn, but she preferred the ones with Dawn in, she was so happy to have a sister and not have been an only child. Dawn had cried with Buffy and felt that they were, at last, truly sisters. She wanted to stay alive for this sister so much, even though she wanted to leave her.




Andrew really did help—talking of things as diverse as spider silk underwear and pipe-weed smoking hobbits helped her to ‘rage, rage’, as Spike had urged her.




She hoped that Rumil was also raging, in the same way, and trying to stay whole for Haldirin’s sake. Sometimes she prayed for that to the Valar, who had made her, but she didn’t think they could hear her in this dimension. She prayed to Eru and hoped she wasn’t too little for him to bother with.




Althanea came and sat with her, and sometimes chanted and meditated and laid her hands on Tindómë’s head, and afterwards she felt a little stronger, a little more solid. She liked Althanea. She observed Giles watching Althanea and hoped they might find love together. Althanea would be a better match for Giles than the library of Minas Tirith, she thought, smiling slightly.




Willow sat with her sometimes, too, but she obviously felt guilty about causing Tindómë’s suffering. Eventually Tindómë asked both Willow and Buffy to sit with her for a little and said that she understood why Buffy had wanted to bring her back. It had been logical that the Turok-han’s home dimension would be a terrible place, they were not to know that for her it was wonderful, and she understood why Willow had done what Buffy had asked. They were to stop blaming themselves because it wouldn’t make any difference; and if they smiled, and made her less sad, she thought it would help her hang on a bit longer.




Even Faith dropped in a couple of times, and persuaded Tindómë to talk about ‘the hotness of elves’ and ‘how good is a guy going to be who’s been practicing for fucking centuries, or hey, even been practicing fucking for centuries!’




Spike took the night-shift. He sat and talked, and combed her hair, and got her to tell him how to braid it as befitted a ‘little warrior’ to help her fight. He read poetry to her and held her hand when she slept.




He never told her that, when she slept, she was now so translucent that he could almost see through her and he could read his book by the green light that filled the room.




Those observations he shared with Giles. 







Giles had no real idea what could be done to contain the energy that was The Key if the entity that was Dawn, or Tindómë, was to simply cease to be. It seemed cold and heartless to be considering the subject whilst the young woman in question struggled to hold onto life, still desperately hoping that Giles, or someone, could find her path home to her husband and son. 




Cold and heartless it might be but for the sake of everyone else in the house, and possibly in the State or the world, some sort of containment vessel must be found. He had some of the British Watchers researching the problem; he spent much of his own waking time researching it, and Althanea and Willow were working together to produce some suitable spell to at least contain that power in the short term. 




Giles felt deeply sorry for Willow—she had been persuaded to cast the original spell against her better judgement, she was trying to keep Tindómë’s spirits up because she cared for the girl, and then, behind the young woman’s back, so to speak, Willow was working on how to prevent a possible catastrophe when Tindómë finally faded and the energy would be released.




Suddenly Giles train of thought was shattered by a scream. Tindómë’s voice, which had been growing quieter and weaker day by day, suddenly filled the house. “Rumil! Rumil! My Rumil! Herven- nín!”




‘Oh my goodness!’ Giles thought. ‘It must be the end; they say people see their loved ones at the end. Where is Althanea? Where is Willow?’




He rushed into the main sitting room and found that everyone else had done the same thing.




The pale, slightly glowing, figure on the couch was sitting upright, her hand pressed to her chest, and she was smiling. She seemed to be looking into nothing and Giles was suddenly, horribly, sure that he was right—this was the end.




Buffy had dashed to her sister’s side and was holding her closely as the girl babbled in a mixture of English and Sindarin. The only clear words Giles could make out were ‘Rumil’ and ‘coming’.




The green light in the room was growing; Giles looked quickly at Althanea to see if she and Willow were ready to cast the containment spell. Then he realised that Althanea was not looking at Tindómë, but at a point in the corner of the room, and the green light was emanating, not just from the figure on the couch, but also from the spot Althanea was focussed on.




Suddenly the green glow in the corner of the room rippled, the air seemed to part, and Giles found himself looking up the shafts of a forest of arrows pointed into the room. Behind the arrows he could see the coldest, hardest, faces he could ever imagine—looking out of a portal was a party of cold-blooded killers.






Chapter Fifteen.


…in which two worlds collide once more, and we look at things from a new point of view—so learning exactly what Andrew thinks of elves…


Extract from the Diary of Andrew Wells, (Trainee) Watcher.



I knew from the moment that I heard screaming from the young woman previously known as Dawn Summers, but now known as Tindómë, that at long last her fabulous warrior husband, one of the famed Eldar, must be coming to her rescue. I dashed from the kitchen into the living room where I found The Immortal Key pressing her hand to her chest exactly where she had told me that she felt the Bond with her Soul Mate.




I immediately reached for my camcorder, which I kept close at hand under a convenient cushion, ready to Chronicle whatever Portentous events may follow. However my first glimpse through the developing portal decided me that discretion was the better part of valor, and I lowered my camera, although keeping it close at hand. I realized that it might be mistaken for a weapon by the incredibly beautiful guys Ancient, but less technologically advanced, Edhel and I felt it best not to antagonize them.




The Immortal Key, who I shall refer to as Tindómë as this is her own preferred name, was calling out in the fair language of the Eldar, which I am the only Watcher who understands. She called her husband by his name—Rumil—and called ‘Herven-nín’ which means ‘my husband’ and, as she had explained to me, this is actually a Term of Endearment.




There were many stern-faced and steely-eyed Elven Warriors facing us through the Portal, which soon occupied much of one wall of the room, with arrows readied in their Great Bows. Had we been their Enemy we would, indeed, have Quaked.




I pulled myself straight and looked Bravely at them, as did The Slayer and my fellow Watcher Mr. Rupert Giles (Although he did seem to have a problem refraining from Removing his Spectacles and Polishing them). I knew that, if the need would arise, The Slayer and Spike, the Vampyre with a Soul, would defend us, along with Kennedy who is also a Slayer, and Willow and Althanea who are Powerful Witches. 




I could plainly see at least thirty Ancient Warriors facing us. One, who was Fairest of Face and I later found to be the Great Elven Lord Legolas, was in command and was Issuing Orders to the others. His voice was calm and carried the Wisdom of many Ages.




Then Tindómë suddenly looked straight at His Lordship and with no sign of fear, nor any smile, she said to him ‘Le abdollen.’




As I have learnt much of the History of the War of The Ring from Tindómë, as she chose me to be her confidante, I recognized the meaning of the beautiful Sindarin words, and also that she was, indeed, quoting something that Lord Legolas had said to his Fellow Companion King Ellesar when he had Bravely and Miraculously returned to The Fellowship at Helm’s Deep.




What Tindómë said translates, for those of us who have studied this Fair language, as ‘You’re Late’.




Lord Legolas did not immediately lower his Great Bow, but his Fair Visage relaxed a little, and he answered her so that I knew that he had recognized her Allusion. His answer translated as ‘And you look terrible.’







It was dusk outside. Buffy had just brought her in a bowl of chicken soup and Tindómë was trying to sip it off a spoon when suddenly she felt… something! A slight ripple of emotion, not the depression, fear, and sadness that were her own dominant emotions, but also… anger… hope… different fear…




“Rumil!” Tindómë’s voice was weak, but when she tried again it came out as a real shout; “Rumil! Rumil! My Rumil! Herven- nín!”




“Rumil is coming!” she said to Buffy, sitting herself up away from the cushions, and putting her hand to her chest where the bond was suddenly flickering into life, “I can feel him! Rumil nín!” 




She looked towards the corner of the room—there was a green glow—a familiar green glow. It was the glow of The Key! But how could it be? There was no time to ponder that now, as a portal formed, and even before it was fully open she could see the best sight in the world—elves! 




As the portal cleared Tindómë could see twelve, maybe a few more, elves. They were all armed with bows; arrows nocked and pointing, just as she would expect, through the portal straight into the room. Legolas was at the front, quietly giving commands, and Orophin beside him. Rumil must be slightly further back, Tindómë thought, and sure enough she could feel great waves of relief, love, anger again, and Legolas was saying “Rumil, do not move, not yet.”




Tindómë sent a great wave of love and reassurance out towards Rumil, and then she looked Legolas in the eyes, and knew exactly what to say to defuse the tension. “You’re late.”




Legolas kept a totally straight face but Tindómë could see the recognition and amusement in his eyes. He looked back at her, considering for a few moments, and then answered “And you look terrible.”




Then he lowered his bow, a signal to the other elves to do likewise, but Tindómë knew that they could still shoot in a split second. “Help me up, Buffy,” she said, reverting to English. 




Buffy was giving the elves wary looks, but as she helped her sister to stand she whispered into her ear, “You’re right—they are totally buff!”




Legolas looked at Buffy helping Tindómë to her feet, then turned and asked someone “There seems little danger from the people. Is it safe now for Rumil to pass through?”




A voice that Tindómë did not recognise answered; “Yes, Rumil may pass through, but not the little one yet, nor The Key herself if she has any wounds.”




“She does not seem to be injured, but she is weak, she needs her husband,” Legolas said, with a hint of urgency in his voice. “Rumil…”




‘Little one?’ Tindómë wondered but, before she could think any more about it, first Orophin and then Rumil stepped through the portal followed by three others that Tindómë recognised as Ithilien warriors. 




There was so much emotion washing over her from her husband that Tindómë had to lean heavily on Buffy. But, looking at Rumil, she thought that no one would ever have realised that he had any emotions; along with the others he was in full Elven Intimidation Mode. He glanced coolly at the others in the room, as he strode towards her. 




Just before he reached out his hands towards her she smiled at him and said “Whoa! Rumil! Galadhrim warrior, much?” Not a muscle flickered in his totally impassive face, but she felt his smile of relief that she was still able to tease him.



Further extract from the Diary of Andrew Wells, (Trainee) Watcher.



There was conversation in Sindarin that I was unable to fully understand, but Lord Legolas spoke the name of Tindómë’s husband and Soul Mate, and a Tall and Greatly Impressive figure stepped forward and Passed Through the Portal along with four other Warriors. He looked as Severe as the others, but Tindómë had told me that Elven warriors cultivated this look to Intimidate, and I was therefore not worried that he did not greet his wife with a smile.




Tindómë said her husband’s name and mentioned that he was Galadhrim. I do not know why she said this, as surely he knew—perhaps it was a way to show that she Still Remembered him.




Elves do not use a great deal of bodily contact but, even so, I was surprised that Rumil made no attempt to embrace his Wife from whom he had been parted for we knew not how long. Instead he took both her hands in his, and then leant forward until his forehead touched hers. 




As they stood this way another Warrior of The Edhel stood nearby and Glared at us all, as if to ensure that we did not approach the couple. I later learned that this was Orophin, of whom I had heard much. Brother to Rumil, he is also a Great Warrior and is Second in Command of the Border Patrol of the Woods of Ithilien. I am surprised that Tindómë did not marry him, or the Lord Legolas, both are more Important and even more handsome than her husband…




However, Orophin stood with his hand on his sword and even The Slayer seemed to think it best to remain still, especially as there were three other Elven Warriors in the room with us and still many Bowmen standing on the grass on the other side of the Portal. 







As soon as he glimpsed the figures through the swirling of the portal Giles assumed that it was being formed by someone from Middle Earth seeking Tindómë. That the portal glowed with almost the exact shade of green as The Key herself was extremely interesting but all questions about how the portal was formed, or how whoever had formed it had managed to identify this dimension, were soon forgotten as Giles looked at the faces of the figures on its other side.




He didn’t think he had ever seen such cold, hard, faces—looking at him from the portal was a party of cold-blooded killers. He actually thought it might be some sort of attack unrelated to the Key problem, because he could not believe that these were the ‘beautiful, strong, good,’ beings that Dawn had described —and yet Dawn herself looked so happy. Spike’s query, about the elves in Terry Pratchett’s books, crossed Giles mind. Perhaps the poor child had been deluded about where she had been and who she had been with.




Then Dawn spoke two words in what Giles assumed was Sindarin, the commander of the armed killers gave her a reply, and the arrows were no longer aimed at everyone in the room. Almost as if a challenge and password had been used, Giles thought.




The commander engaged in terse conversation with someone out of sight and then five of what had to be elves stepped through the portal and into 1630 Revello Drive. Giles glanced at Buffy. She showed no sign of being ready to attack; her slayer senses presumably did not identify the intruders as being evil, although she was watching the figure who was striding towards Dawn and her very closely.




Giles assumed that this must be Dawn’s husband. The tall blond figure glanced towards Giles who thought that he could not have felt any more unimportant and worthless had he been a piece of shit on the sole of someone’s shoe. If this was purely the effect of what Dawn had described as ‘the elven death stare, guaranteed to intimidate’ then it was no wonder that, as she said, even enemies who greatly outnumbered the Edhel often simply backed down.




As the figure approached Dawn she said something which sounded remarkably like one of the snarky remarks often bandied between the members of the ‘Scooby Gang’ and again, although there was no answering smile, there was a sense of something more passing between them than appeared on the surface. Rumil, for it could only be him, did not reach to embrace Dawn; instead he reached out and took her two hands gently in his, and leant down until his forehead just touched hers. 




Another of the blond figures, with his bow slung onto his back but his hand on the pommel of a sword, stood guarding the couple who were looking into each other’s eyes as if nothing else existed. Suddenly Giles realised that this was the tenderest moment he had ever witnessed between two people.




Buffy, and indeed Spike, did not seem overly concerned about the four elves with swords in hand; it occurred to Giles that had they staged a rescue operation into Middle Earth to find Dawn, as they had originally planned, they would have behaved towards those she was with in exactly the same way. Coupled with the obvious love in the body language of Dawn and her husband Giles began to feel happier with the turn of events.




Then he realised that Dawn was losing the greenish tinge and looking, somehow, more solid whilst her husband looked in some way ‘less’ than he had when he crossed the portal. For the first time it occurred to Giles that, when Dawn had spoken of elves being ‘soul-bonded’ and the shareable strength this gave to both, she had been speaking much more literally than he had understood.







Tindómë could feel the strength flowing into her from Rumil along with reassurance that he, himself, was not fading. She could feel him questioning who these people were; were these her sister and her friends or someone else who was trying to obtain the power of the Key? Had she been hurt? 




She tried to let reassurance flow back—they hadn’t hurt her, they hadn’t realised that she was happy and safe with him, she had begun to fade when she realised that they couldn’t help her get home, she had fought the fading for him and Haldirin…




Haldirin was near! She could feel him. ‘He’s fine’, Rumil’s voice was clear in her head, ‘Relax, meleth, take what strength you need.’




After a few minutes Rumil gently broke the contact, but kept hold of her hand. He turned towards the portal, and Legolas, and said “She is stronger now. They will not try to stop us taking Tindómë home. These are the people she lived with before and they sought to bring her back to this place because they thought she had landed in a realm full of orcs and Uruk-Hai.”




He turned back to Tindómë, “Tell them we mean no harm, meleth-nín. But if they do anything to prevent you coming home we are not bound to refrain from slaying your kin…” He finished with a slight smile but Tindómë knew he was quite, quite, serious.




“Buffy,” she said in English, taking her sister’s hand and placing it in Rumil’s, “this is Rumil, who has come to take me home.” She changed back to Sindarin, “Rumil, this is my sister Buffy, who is sorry for the hurt she caused, but she did it because she thought she was saving me.”




The two very different warriors looked at each other, and then Rumil changed the grip to the clasp of one warrior for another, and finally smiled at the small blonde. 




“She is a very tiny warrior,” he said to Tindómë, “but she is certainly strong.”




“You sure these guys don’t speak English?” Buffy asked.




“Certain,” her sister answered, “Why?”




“Cos, I just got to say, he is kinda cute when he smiles!” Buffy answered, smiling at her brother-in-law.




“So’m I!” said a voice from a few feet away, and Tindómë found herself thinking ‘Jealous, much, Spike?’




It took a few minutes of conversation in English and Sindarin to ascertain that the portal was secure and could remain open for some hours at least, that the ‘men’ could come through into Middle Earth if they, or Tindómë, wanted them to, and that no one was going to attack anyone else.




Then there was a sudden flurry of movement and two very familiar dark haired figures had detached Tindómë from Rumil, and enveloped her in rather un-elven hugs.




“Elrohir, Elladan! I didn’t realise you were here too!” she finally gasped when she could draw breath.




“Of course we would be here,” said Elladan, “who better to be ready to heal you if you were injured or harmed in any way other than your fëa?”




“And do you really think we would have let these wild wood elves and Radagast embark on such an adventure without us?” added Elrohir.




“Radagast?” Tindómë asked.




“So much to explain, nethig,” said another voice almost in her ear, and she was swept into another un-elflike hug. 




“You are uninjured?” Elladan asked, seriously when Legolas stood back.




“I’m fine now that Rumil is here,” Tindómë answered, “and all you guys, too, of course.”




Elladan looked at her carefully, touched her forehead with the tips of his fingers, and then took two small bottles from his bag. “Drink, little one, it will make you feel stronger,” he said, passing her one. “And you also, Rumil, you will need to regain the strength that you have given Tindómë,” he added, passing over the second bottle.




“As we are not needed further for either our healing skills or our swords, perhaps we can explore this strange place a little,” Elrohir said. “Are you sure they speak no Common or Sindarin?”




“Certain,” Tindómë answered, with a sense of déjà vu. “Why?”




“Well, it allows us to talk about them,” said Elladan, straight-faced.




“But might make it more difficult to persuade the female with the flame coloured hair to be ‘swayed by the desires of the body’,” Elrohir added.




Orophin, who up until this point had maintained an air of inscrutability, laughed and executed a perfect eye-roll. Probably, Tindómë thought, at the phrase which had become an ‘in-joke’ amongst those who had been together in Minas Tirith—or maybe just at the twins’ idea of the best way to ‘explore this strange place’.




“You might have trouble, guys,” she answered them with a slight smirk, “The dark haired girl standing guard over her is her lover…”




“Ah! One each!” Elladan grinned.




“A challenge!” his brother added. “Do you have large enough beds for four, little one?”



Further extract from the Diary of Andrew Wells, (Trainee) Watcher.



Tindómë must have been Drawing Strength from her husband, as she had told me a Bonded Couple could. She soon looked a better color—she had been tinged with green before.




Tindómë introduced her sister, The Slayer, to her husband. There was more conversation in the tongue of The Eldar, and more Edhel filled our humble abode. Lord Legolas himself passed into our world through The Portal, as did two wondrously handsome warriors with lustrous black hair. 




Knowing as much as I do of the History of the Eldar, I recognized these as the Great Lord Elrond’s twin sons, known as the Half-Elven. (This is a misnomer—as Tindómë recounted the History to me it is clear that they are three-quarters elven.) They both clasped Tindómë to themselves, as I would have expected her husband to do, but Rumil did not seem to mind. 




One of these twin Warrior/Healers produced two small bottles which he gave Tindómë and Rumil—I surmise that these were Potions of Healing to restore their Hit Points strength.




There was laughter and jesting between The Twins and Tindómë as they spoke in rapid Sindarin. I got the impression that they spoke about Willow, as I understood ‘flame-haired’, but there was also some question about the size of beds in California. Unfortunately I did not understand the rest of the conversation.




Lord Legolas also clasped Tindómë to his Chest and I noticed that Rumil left these elves with Tindómë and made his way back to the portal where an imposing figure in Brown Robes (just like Alec Guinness as Obi-Wan Kenobi) could be seen holding a small blond child. The child looked to be about two, or maybe three, and I Knew that this must surely be the Infant Son of Tindómë and Rumil. It was clear to me that less time had passed in Middle Earth than I had Feared.







The people around Tindómë had all relaxed and were asking questions to which she didn’t immediately have the answers—she began to realise how hard it must have sometimes been for Legolas to cope back in Minas Tirith when she spoke no Sindarin and Rumil spoke no Common. There were questions she desperately needed answers to herself, like how had the elves opened the portal, and how much time had passed on their side of it? 




A rough answer to the second question was clear as she felt another bubble of excitement and happiness which were not her own—less complex than Rumil’s emotional signature; she knew at once that their son was very close. She looked up and saw Rumil, crossing the portal, holding Haldirin on his shoulder just as he had been when she had been transported back to Sunnydale. Haldirin was smiling and waving and saying “Nana, Nana-nín!”—he was clearly not a great deal older than he had been, and he still knew her.




“Oh Dawn, he’s beautiful!” Buffy said. “Uh, but why is he calling you Nana?”




“Short for Naneth—Mother,” Tindómë shot back over her shoulder as she threw herself into a ‘group hug’ with her husband and son. Suddenly she felt something catching in her hair, looked sideways, and realised that there was a small squirrel on Haldirin’s shoulder, just as Haldirin was on Rumil’s. “Medifindel!” said Haldirin.




“Good name,” Tindómë said, smiling. “Where did he come from? And did he eat your finger?” she asked, noticing a bandage on one of her son’s hands.




Haldirin gave her a radiant smile. “Radagast asked him to be my friend because I am a brave elfling!”




“Who is Radagast?” Tindómë asked Rumil.




Before he could answer Tindómë realised that Buffy and most of the others were gathered around them trying to get a closer look at the child.




Rumil set Haldirin down, and said “This is Nana’s sister Buffy and her friends. Greet them properly, show them what a good elfling you are.”




Haldirin put his little un-bandaged hand to his chest, bowed his head, and said “Mae govannen, gwanur Buffy.” 




“He is so cute—look at those little ears! What did he say?” Buffy said.




“Kinda ‘How do you do, Aunt Buffy?’ ” Tindómë answered, “and the squirrel is called Medifindel—hey, maybe you could take them both into the kitchen and feed them cookies? Or ice-cream—Haldirin has hardly ever had ice-cream.”




Buffy looked really happy at the idea and Slayer, elfling, and squirrel headed for the kitchen with Xander, Spike, and Orophin trailing behind.




“M’kay. Radagast—tell me about Radagast before I have to tickle you,” Tindómë threatened, “then you’d have trouble maintaining your Galadhrim cool, herven-nín.” 




“I am Radagast, young woman,” said a deep voice at the edge of the portal, the speaker a tall, heavily built, man in long flowing brown robes. “I opened the portal; with the help of your husband and son.” 







The room had suddenly become very overcrowded; all the usual residents and visitors were there along with a growing number of elves. The Edhel took up quite a lot of room—not one of them seemed to be less than six foot four and, although all seemed quite slender, the assorted bows and swords, along with their air of untouchability, meant that each one seemed to require quite lot of personal space.




Dawn had explained that, not surprisingly when one thought about it, the elves had not known whether she was amongst friends or been kidnapped by enemies of some sort. Giles was exceedingly glad that Dawn had convinced them that she was amongst well intentioned friends. 




Even with two Slayers, two witches, Spike, Xander, himself, oh, and Andrew, Giles did not think that they would have survived an out and out attack by the elves unscathed. Spike would certainly not have survived all those wooden shafted arrows. Giles found himself thinking, rather to his surprise, that such an outcome would have been a shame.




Dawn was trying to greet elves, introduce people, and answer questions, as she was the only person in the room who could communicate with all the others. Giles felt for her; thank goodness that she looked so much stronger. 




Whatever had happened between her and her husband had been nothing short of miraculous. Then one of the identical black-haired elves, obviously the ‘healers’ she had mentioned, had, seemingly, ‘examined’ her by the gentlest of touches and a look into her eyes. The potions the healer had given both Dawn and her husband had continued her improvement and restored Rumil to the same rude health as all the other elves. Giles wished he could talk to these healers.




Although it did look as if the two in question were more interested in Willow and Kennedy. Kennedy did not look amused. 




The child was rather sweet, as small children go, and seemed happy to accompany his ‘Aunty Buffy’ to look for ice-cream and cookies; although one of the elves went too as a sort of body guard. Spike and Xander seemed to take it upon themselves to act as bodyguards for Buffy—this could possibly be related to the presence of the elf coupled with that comment she had made earlier about Dawn’s husband being ‘cute’…




It was a great relief to see that the child still appeared quite small; although apparently ‘elflings’ grew much more slowly than normal children, it seemed impossible that there had been another twenty-odd year time-slip. Giles, and Althanea, wanted very much to know what magic had been used to open the portal so accurately, when they had not been able even to find the other dimension.




A large male in flowing brown robes stood at the edge of the portal and Giles thought he looked as if he might be some sort of mage. 




“Is this the gentleman who opened the portal?” Giles asked Dawn, but she was in conversation with the man, or possibly elf but he looked more human, and she didn’t immediately answer.




“Oh, I do wish that we could talk to them,” Althanea said, echoing Giles’ thoughts, “and find out more about how they opened the portal.” 




Giles was about to agree when a booming voice said “It would be convenient if we could communicate. This should work for a few hours at least.”




A strangled squawk could be heard from Kennedy about five seconds later. Giles wished, briefly, that he knew what the dark haired elf had been saying at the moment when understanding dawned… 







Conversation flowed as soon as Radagast had waved his staff and muttered a few words; suddenly, although everyone was talking in their own tongue, they could understand the others around them. Tindómë wished she knew what the Els had been saying to each other, or to Willow or Kennedy, as the spell was cast…




Sure that the portal was safe it seemed sensible for the explanations to take place in Middle Earth—Tindómë realised that it opened into a clearing close to the main Ithilien settlement. Willow wanted to hear what the mage had to say; the twins looked slightly disappointed—they really did want to see more of Sunnydale. 




So, before she stepped through the portal and ‘home’, Tindómë grabbed the phone and rang Faith. 




“Just you, not Robin, or any of the other Slayers. Show the guys around maybe, take Giles car, he won’t mind, well, he won’t notice. Ask them to show you their sword work, you could spar—or whatever. These guys have over five thousand years of practice between them…”




It took Faith less than five minutes to arrive, wearing the tightest leather pants Tindómë had ever seen, and offer her services to the twins. 







Chapter Sixteen


…in which we learn how the elves found Sunnydale, and the twin sons of Elrond discover modern plumbing…


Further extract from the Diary of Andrew Wells, (Trainee) Watcher.



The Great Mage Radagast had cast a Wondrous Spell and suddenly all those present Understood each other. Kennedy seemed totally shocked to learn that she was the subject of a wager between the Sons of Elrond.




Lord Legolas graciously invited us all to cross the portal and enter his Woodland Realm—what a wonderful opportunity for a Watcher! I was exceedingly thrilled, but sad that I would not then be able to witness the reactions of the Edhel to Modern Life in Sunnydale. 




However, as Willow and Kennedy had expressed a desire to see Ithilien, Tindómë had summoned the Second Most Senior Slayer to show Elladan and Elrohir around and I was sure that she would make a Full Report later. It was a shame that it was evening, although the mall was still open, and there are fewer problems with vampires these days.




Tindómë said that it would be acceptable for me to take my trusty camcorder. She explained its function briefly to Lord Legolas and the Mage but they seemed less interested than I would have expected.




The trees of Ithilien are not as impressive as I had expected, although I knew that they were recovering from the damage caused by The First Evil and Sauron. They seemed little bigger than trees I have seen in California. It is a pity we did not have time to travel to Caras Galadhon. 




Lord Legolas seemed torn between the wish to Explore, and his role as our Host. Eventually Tindómë and Buffy said that they would make sure he saw at least a little piece of Sunnydale before the Portal was closed. Spike did not look happy at this suggestion—I am of the opinion that he found the beautiful and well proportioned Elven Lord intimidating, although I, personally, do not think he needed to.







The mage, Radagast, was obviously powerful. His spell that allowed everyone to communicate apparently had needed neither a physical component nor a long verbal component. He did seem to carry a classical ‘wizard’s staff’ (although without the knob on the end that Nanny Ogg would have regarded as essential, Giles found himself thinking,) which appeared, mysteriously, to be made from living wood. 




The elven commander, Legolas, invited everyone to cross the portal into Ithilien so that they could talk in less crowded conditions. Giles and Althanea exchanged glances and then stepped forward; followed by Andrew, clutching his camcorder, and Willow accompanied by a suspicious looking Kennedy.




Giles was amused to see that the twin elven healers seemed rather disappointed that Willow wanted to cross the portal. Dawn noticed and told them she was sure that she knew the very person to help them learn everything they had wanted to know—and, to Giles’ surprise, she rang Faith. He heard Dawn mention ‘sparring’ and ‘centuries of practice’ during the conversation; it would be interesting, Giles thought, to find out from Faith later exactly how good the two elves were.




Almost as soon as Faith arrived, and met the elven twins, everyone else left the confines of the house in Revello Drive and crossed into Ithilien. Four elven warriors stood guard over the portal and the rest of the party proceeded along a path between large trees. 




The child was once more sitting on his father’s shoulder; his mother walked alongside, hand in hand with her husband; Giles felt a great wave of relief that the little family were back together and, as he glanced at Althanea beside him, he saw that she was smiling in the same direction. Buffy walked close to her sister and beside her walked Spike, Xander, and the elven warrior who had accompanied the elfling to the kitchen earlier. The Sunnydale males kept giving the elf odd looks, rather disapproving looks in Giles’ opinion, but he seemed oblivious.




It seemed to be early morning; the sunlight through the trees was bothering Spike, although he wasn’t exposed to it enough for there to be a significant risk that he would burst into flames. One of the elves produced a long, grey, hooded cloak and once Spike donned it he seemed much more comfortable.




Giles suddenly realised that there were four elves behind him that had not been there a minute ago, and nor had they been amongst those at the portal. Then two more appeared in front of the party, almost as if by magic, and he realised that they had dropped silently from the trees. Legolas nodded to them. Dawn smiled and spoke to the two in front, “Well met, Galanthir, Saeldauron.” 




They put hands over their hearts and one said “Tindómë, we are so very glad to see you again, welcome home.”




Giles wondered, despite Dawn’s reassurances that Middle Earth was now at peace, if such security measures were normal, or if they were in place to guard against any mishap at the portal. It was certainly a well organised defence—he looked at Buffy and saw that she was also nodding gently in appreciation. 




Then buildings came into sight with other elves moving between them. Although the majority of the buildings were all, or for the most part, wood Giles thought they were unlike any examples he had seen of pioneer log cabins. These were graceful buildings, mostly single storey, some with an upper floor; some built at ground level, and some set up higher amongst the trees with stairs leading to them. The trees seemed to make room for the buildings, or the buildings embraced the trees. It was quite beautiful.




Beside him he could hear Althanea gasp in appreciation, and Willow could also be heard saying “Like, wow! This is what real fairy stories should look like, not the Disney version. Uh, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to insult anyone by suggesting that you are from fairy stories, or, hey, that you are like, like, something from Disneyworld. Uh—babbling now, just, wow! Oh Dawnie, no wonder you wanted to get home, well, apart from the husband and the baby, uh, they are most important, I know, but, hey, stopping now!”




The elf walking near Buffy turned and smiled at Willow, a genuinely warm smile, and she blushed, made a few incoherent sounds, and then fell silent.







Tindómë stepped through the portal and took a deep, deep breath. It was wonderful to be able to breathe tree-scented air with no gas fumes and to see the sky through leaves with no haze or artificial light. Radagast was walking ahead with Legolas; questions would have to wait until they got to the main settlement.




She kept her hand in Rumil’s, revelling in the flow of emotion back and forwards between them, and the little bubbles of happiness that were Haldirin—mostly caused, to his mother’s amusement, by the squirrel. She was so glad that he seemed to have simply accepted that she was home and everything was normal.




Buffy stayed close to her sister and Orophin walked close by; Tindómë was amused by the suspicious looks Spike and Xander were giving him. For a minute she thought it a pity that Radagast’s spell meant that she couldn’t comment about it to Orophin without them understanding. Because she was still holding Rumil’s hand he could understand when she ‘thought it’ at him, she felt his amusement, then she ‘saw’ a face and ‘knew’ the name to go with it—a green-eyed elleth, with tawny hair, called Lithôniel. 




She looked at Rumil and raised her eyebrows. “Orophin accompanied Legolas to Eryn Lasgalen…” Rumil answered quietly. “Lithôniel decided, very quickly, to come back to Ithilien with them…”




He grinned. “Your sister is much too tiny to appeal to an elf anyway,” he continued, “although she might appeal to Gimli… or a hobbit…”




Orophin clearly heard the last part of the exchange—he moved to walk right beside his brother and Tindómë and asked how much would she wager that he could kiss The Slayer before either the man or the vampire tried to hit him?




“Uh, Rumil, Orophin,” Tindómë answered, smiling sweetly at them, “did I ever tell you that vampires can hear as well as elves?” 




All three looked at Spike—it was hard to tell whether he was trying not to laugh or trying not to scowl.




Galanthir and Saeldauron appeared from the trees in front of the party before the conversation went any further and, before Tindómë had a chance to ask what Legolas and Orophin had been doing in Eryn Lasgalen, the township appeared through the trees and she desperately wanted to stand in her own home and just look at everything. 







“Go, both of you,” Legolas said to Dawn and her husband, “you need time together. Haldirin and his small friend will come with his uncle Orophin; we will find Merilwen and her mother and he can visit them for a little. We will be in the small hall when you are ready to join us.”




He led the way between the buildings. Dawn, and her husband, peeled off from the party and headed along a different path. Buffy looked as if she wanted to follow but, after a glance at Spike, stayed with the main party.




That main party proceeded into what was clearly an important building in the centre of the settlement. Although it had a large open door at ground level it also seemed to have two or three other levels which were built back not only into, but also around, the trees.




They walked through a large and imposing room, which was certainly a public space, and then they climbed a short flight of stairs and entered a smaller, slightly less imposing, room. This was about thirty foot square, Giles estimated, with the trunks of two trees growing through the rear of it. The lower branches of the trees made part of the frame. In the fork of one of them, to judge by a couple of cushions, was someone’s favourite seat.




There were large glassless windows in two of the walls, with green drapes patterned with golden leaves hanging at them, and shutters ready to be closed against inclement weather. There was a carved table at one end, with chairs around—possibly for dining, possibly for meetings—and also a number of comfortable looking chairs and couches. Legolas gestured for the mage to sit in the largest chair and then spoke rapidly to an elven woman, who had followed the party up to this ‘small hall’, seemingly to arrange refreshments.




“Welcome to Ithilien,” he said, and then “Please make yourselves comfortable and we can discuss how, and why, you kidnapped my sworn kinswoman after she had lived for more than twenty years amongst us.”




Giles remembered his first impression of the elves, as cold-blooded killers, and suddenly wondered exactly why Dawn and her son were no longer with the party…







Tindómë and Rumil walked slowly to their own cottage—there was no hurry; they had, literally, all the time in the world. 




Still the only contact between them was of fingertips as they climbed the winding stairway to the door. Tindómë stopped, on the balcony, and gazed around her at the trees and other dwellings. There was a chill in the air and the leaves were turning red and gold; it was approaching autumn. 




“How long have I been gone?” she asked.




“Nearly four months,” Rumil answered, “no time, but a life time.”




“Oh, thank Eru!” his wife said, letting out a long breath. “When I was pulled back to Sunnydale only a couple of months had passed there despite all those years here; I’ve been so scared that it might’ve happened again and you’d been trying to find me for years. You cannot believe how happy I was when I saw Haldirin hadn’t grown as tall as me!”




Rumil led her into the living room, still with its greens, soft pinks, and flashes of blue, still with Haldirin’s toys on the floor and, for the first time since the night before Tindómë had found herself in Sunnydale, they kissed.




Emotion swirled around between them, less gently than when he had strengthened her through their bond in Revello Drive; love, relief, desire. They opened their minds, as they often did, to allow thoughts to pass between them whilst in such close contact; 




‘You are too thin. You have not been eating, my wife!’




‘I had no appetite; I had a hole in me that nothing would fill.’




‘I could fill it now…’ That thought was accompanied by a mental smirk.




‘You could… Do you think they would notice if we were gone for a long time?’




‘An hour or two would be reasonable to renew our bond, beloved wife. I would take you out of these clothes anyway—they are very ugly…’




The kiss continued, but somehow they were in their bedroom and Rumil, as good as his word, managed to remove all traces of ‘Dawn’ as he unclothed Tindómë. 




Almost the last coherent thought to pass between them, before all became desire, was ‘and then you have got to tell me who Radagast is and how you were able to rescue me!’



Further extract from the Diary of Andrew Wells, (Trainee) Watcher.



As the trees were not as big as I had expected the buildings of the Elven Colony of Ithilien were not set high above ground as Tindómë had described those of Lorien. However they were still very interesting. 




Lord Legolas led us into a building in the center of the small city. We walked through a large Hall which was graciously decorated with tapestries and paintings on the walls. I wondered if some of the paintings had been done by Tindómë’s husband Rumil—he is a Renowned Artist. We did not have time to examine these tapestries and paintings as we passed through—I decided that I would return and record them before we returned to Our Own World.




We found ourselves in what Lord Legolas called the Small Hall. I think it might normally be used for meetings, as there was a large table, and also some more comfortable chairs. The building is supported by the trees; they grow through it without taking any damage. The windows have no glass—it must be cold in winter, but Tindómë told me that elves do not really feel the cold.




The Great Mage Radagast was given the largest, most important looking, chair. It was Legolas, Lord of Ithilien, who opened the conversation, however. He fixed us all with a steely stare and asked us why we Kidnapped his Sworn Kinswoman after more than Twenty years amongst the elves. He looked most intimidating despite being so fair of face.




It was Buffy who answered him. She told him that Tindómë might be his Sworn Kinswoman, but she is Her Sister. Just like he didn’t know what had happened to Tindómë when she was returned to Sunnydale, so Buffy did not know what had happened to her sister—all she knew was that she had gone to the Home Dimension of The First Evil and the Turok-Han.




The Elven Lord and the Mage looked puzzled by ‘The First Evil’ and ‘Turok-Han’. I realized that they did not use the name ‘The First’, and that Buffy’s description of ‘Two Rock Hand Guys’ must have not translated properly. And so I, Andrew Wells, trainee Watcher, was able to interpret for these powerful beings from Middle Earth that Buffy meant Morgoth, and what they would think of as Uruk-Hai. 




Legolas admitted that Buffy had a Good Point, but why did she not create a portal, as the elves had done, so that they could find out if Tindómë was happier in Middle Earth? If Tindómë had asked the elves to leave her in Sunnydale when they arrived today, they would have. 




Willow answered. She said that she had tried very hard to open such a portal, but had not been able to find the right dimension—where the portal that Tindómë had closed used to be there was nothing.




“Well, of course!” said the Great Mage. “If The Key closed it no common magic could re-open it. But the measure you took was crude and, as it turned out, cruel. Surely you could have done something more Refined?”




“Sadly not,” Althanea had joined the conversation. “We could only use her sister’s blood to pull her back to our dimension at a point where the two dimensions came close to each other.”




She went on to describe, for Lord Legolas, what she called the ‘Basket of Wool’ theory. I would call it more a Basket of Yarn.




Althanea asked The Great Mage if he could explain to her how he had been able to open the Portal so Accurately. His answer was Absolutely Wonderful.







Tindómë lay with her head in the crook of Rumil’s arm, her arm across his torso, their need for physical contact now sated on every level. She listened as he told her what had happened since he saw her shimmer and disappear from the window of the room they now lay in together.




“At first I could not believe what I had seen, and then for a few minutes I could not really understand,” he began, “but you had surely gone, and it could only be because you are The Key.




“I first sought Eldroth,” he continued (mentioning the Marchwarden of Ithilien), “but, of course, no one had seen anything; no amount of patrols could guard against magic. Then I went to Legolas.”




Legolas had told Rumil that, even before she had been told of her immortality, Tindómë had been sure that she wanted to stay in Middle Earth. But she had also been homesick, as Rumil knew, so during that time in Minas Tirith she had both wanted and dreaded her sister and friends arriving through a portal expecting to take her back to California. She had certainly believed that such a thing was possible.




But that had been a long time ago, at least in the lives of men, and so it wasn’t at all certain that this abduction was carried out by her former family. It was hard to believe that they would simply pull her away without checking whether she wanted to go; but neither Rumil nor Legolas could believe that Tindómë would go willingly without a word.




Tindómë explained to Rumil that Willow and Althanea had used the spell that they did as a last resort—they would have preferred a portal but couldn’t open one. She could feel that he still wasn’t really willing to totally forgive them.




Rumil continued his story. Gandalf had worried, when he had still been with them, about someone or something trying to use The Key; he had spoken of this to Rumil, Legolas, and Lord Celeborn.




“He could have spoken of it to me!” Tindómë interrupted. “The old misogynist!”




“He did not want to worry you,” Rumil defended the wizard. “You were hardly out of your childhood.” 




“You could have spoken of it to me!” she went on, knowing that he would feel that she was genuinely upset and angry. 




“I did not want to think about it,” Rumil answered, simply, and Tindómë knew that this was true.




He kissed her gently before continuing. Gandalf had told them that, if they ever needed help with anything Key related, they should seek out his fellow Istari; Radagast.




“He’s one of the Istari?” Tindómë asked, in surprise. “The order of wizards like Gandalf? One of the Maia?” 




“The last known one here in Middle Earth,” Rumil confirmed.




The problem had been in finding Radagast. He had lived for many years at the edge of Legolas’ father’s kingdom, but had left during the latter days before The Ring War, and Legolas didn’t know whether or not he had returned. The only way to find out was to go to Eryn Lasgalen and consult with King Thranduil.




Legolas had decided that he would, of course, go himself—but with a full party of warriors. Travel was usually safe but there was no knowing if this abduction of The Key was a sign of Evil rising again.




Tindómë shook her head sadly. It hadn’t even occurred to her that there would be such worry about where she had gone as well as about how to get her back.




Legolas had forbidden Rumil from travelling with him. Haldirin needed his father at all times if he was not to suffer great trauma at the breaking of the bond with his mother. Also there was every possibility that, if Tindómë had been taken by her previous friends and family, they would send her back home quickly once they realised that she belonged in Middle Earth. 




Tindómë explained to Rumil the efforts the others had made to do just that and how, as she had conveyed to him in those first moments in Sunnydale, she had begun to fade when she realised that it might not be possible.




Despite losing his bond with his wife Rumil had not begun to fade because, he explained, not only did he still have Haldirin but his anger at what had happened drove him in much the same way as the urge for vengeance had driven him when Haldir had died.




King Thranduil had been more than willing to help when his son explained why they were seeking Radagast. The wizard had been back to Eryn Lasgalen but was not there when Legolas arrived. However King Thranduil had sent patrols out to find the wizard, and had also sent word to Lord Celeborn in East Lorien, and the twins at Imladris, so that almost every elf in Middle Earth was looking for Radagast, as were the men of Gondor and the dwarves of The Glittering Caves.




Eventually he had been found and Legolas had explained to him what had happened. Radagast had been very willing to help—he had also been at the Making of The Key and understood what power was at stake. He had thought it might take him some time to scry and ascertain just where The Key had been taken. However, once Legolas had explained that Tindómë was married with a child, he had said that with the help of her husband and child it would be simple—and so he had accompanied Legolas and the others back to Ithilien and to Rumil and Haldirin.







“The power of The Key is in the blood,” Radagast explained. Giles was glad that no one said ‘Well yes, we knew that,’ because the Mage did not seem to be the sort of person who would take kindly to interruptions. 




“The blood of the mother is in the child. Therefore the child’s blood contains the essence of The Key. I am surprised that you were not able to use the full power of The Key that you had available to you to create a portal to return Tindómë to her family,” he went on, looking from Althanea to Willow.




“We probably could have done,” Althanea said, “if we had known how to find the dimension in which to open it.”




“Well that was simple,” the mage said loudly and very firmly, reminding Giles distinctly of Brian Blessed. “She is soul-bonded! Rumil’s soul and hers are as one—she holds part of his, and he holds part of hers. One simply has to find the missing part of the soul of whichever one you have.”




Giles thought it sounded so simple; he wondered if, had he really understood when Dawn had said she and her husband were soul-bonded, he could have saved so much anguish. 




“Anyway,” Radagast was continuing, “I am one of The Istari. Tracing the soul-bond was as simple as following the path of the moon on the water and I needed only a little of the child’s blood to obtain that which I needed to form the portal. A fine elfling he is, too. I must tell his mother so. Reminds me of Legolas when he was an elfling; bright and curious but willing to do what he was told.”




Giles noticed that the elven lord in question looked slightly abashed at this compliment to himself as a child!







When Tindómë and her husband rejoined the party in the Small Hall everyone was eating, and seemed to be getting on pretty well. Legolas and the other elves in the room all simply smiled or nodded acknowledgement of them rejoining the party—they would doubtless have expected the couple to have spent the time renewing their bond in exactly the fashion they had.




What amused Tindómë, and Rumil when she pointed it out quietly, was that some of those from Sunnydale still thought of her as a child and gave the impression that they were studiously trying to ignore any possibility that she had spent much of the last couple of hours joining with her husband.




“Should we, perhaps, simply join right here to convince them?” Rumil asked, straight-faced, “the other elves wouldn’t be particularly embarrassed…” 




He reached towards her and touched foreheads as they had done earlier, but this time she was on the receiving end of a rather graphic mental picture of exactly what they could do to convince her sister that Tindómë was an adult… When her snort of laughter caused most of those in the room to turn their way she broke the contact, leaving him with the image of her sticking her tongue out at him, and went to speak to Radagast. She thanked him for finding her and bringing her home, and was complimented on her fine son—the sort of thing every mother loves to hear. 




She did not ask what had occurred whilst she had been with Rumil; whatever had been said or done she would worm out of Legolas or Orophin later. Legolas had clearly still been ‘Lording,’ when Rumil and Tindómë had entered the room, but he obviously no longer felt it necessary as he was sat in his usual perch in the branch, waving a chicken leg in one hand to illustrate a point, as he spoke to Buffy. It was good to see her ‘sister’ and ‘brother’ get on well, Tindómë thought; how sad that they would only meet for this brief time.




She asked Radagast if there was any chance of being able to open a portal occasionally to allow both sides of her ‘family’ to meet. His answer boomed out across the room, leaving no one in any doubt as to what the question had been, or what the answer was.




“My dear young lady,” he said, “opening a portal is a very serious business, and not one to be undertaken lightly. It can attract a great deal of attention; none of it desirable. I have set up protection for this portal, which will last for a full day if needs be, so that no one in either dimension will be aware of this concentration of magical energy.




“But it has taken a good deal of my own power to do this and every time such an opening is made between the same two worlds the risk of attracting attention grows greatly. I am sorry, but I will not create another portal between these places.”




Althanea nodded her head, and spoke clearly in agreement, and both Giles and Willow concurred.




“Then we must make the most of the time we have,” Legolas said, getting to his feet gracefully. “Come, we will show you the rest of the community. Tindómë must show you their cottage, Buffy you must spend a little time with your nephew, and then I want to see at least a little of the world that produces such strong, brave women,” he finished, waving his hand to encompass all the females from Kennedy to Althanea.



Further extract from the Diary of Andrew Wells, (Trainee) Watcher.



Giles, Althanea and Willow spent much time talking with the Great Mage Radagast. Kennedy did not leave Willow, and so she missed seeing the warriors practising, but instead listened to conversations she probably didn’t understand.




Spike and Xander both accompanied Buffy when she visited Tindómë’s home and played with Haldirin. Spike was Protected From Sunlight by the Cloak of Elvenkind, which was of the good, and he seemed to enjoy playing with the elfling. I think he will miss Tindómë. 




I, however, took the opportunity to see and Record as much as possible. After I watched the warriors at practice Lord Legolas himself graciously told me about the paintings and tapestries and I recorded it all on my camcorder. They show Legendary Figures and Battles, including the Wondrously Fair Lady Galadriel, and the Exceedingly Handsome King Thranduil of Eryn Lasgalen—his son looks like him, but the King looks even more Regal.




Eventually we all made our way back to The Portal, and Buffy and Tindómë reminded Lord Legolas of his wish to see something of California. The sun had risen when we entered our house; we had spent almost a day in Ithilien whilst Night had Passed in Sunnydale. There was no sign of Faith and the Sons of Elrond, at first, but then they came downstairs and Faith explained that she had been showing them how modern plumbing worked. 




One of these Famous Ancient warriors told Lord Legolas they had seen and done some things he would not be able to imagine, and other things that he would. I do not know exactly what he meant but I am sure that I saw His Lordship roll his eyes!




By this time I was totally beat, as were many of the others, but the elves needed little sleep, and Faith, Tindómë, Buffy and Spike were also still Bright and Alert. Faith said it was a Slayer thing—and persuaded The Twins to show her something of Ithilien, while Lord Legolas saw a little of Sunnydale, and everyone prepared to say Farewell.







Tindómë showed Rumil the bedroom she had slept in as Dawn—he was interested in the photographs, and the electric lights, but otherwise thought, as she did herself, that it was small and dead.




She reached into the wardrobe and took out a bag. It contained the things she had bought, with Buffy, when she had expected to be going home to Middle Earth quickly. Now it was finally time to take these gifts to those for whom they were meant.




Spike discovered that the elven cloak protected him as well from Californian sunshine as that of Middle Earth, and agreed to drive Buffy, Legolas, Tindómë and Rumil around town for a quick tour. Legolas told him to keep the cloak as a gift. The elves were very interested in the car, but thought it was much less responsive than a horse would be, and saw no need for such speed. Especially at the cost of the ‘poisoned air’. They told Tindómë, later, that they thought the buildings looked ‘dead’ as well but were too polite to say anything at the time. 




All too soon it was time to return to the portal and say final farewells. Rumil reached into the satchel he carried and gave Buffy a roll of paper. When she unrolled it and realised that it was a series of drawings of Tindómë and Haldirin she bit her lip, as if to stop herself crying, and then hugged her elven brother-in-law very tightly. Tindómë could feel that her husband was not sure whether to be shocked or amused by such intense physical contact.




Soon it seemed as if all the females in the room, except Kennedy and Althanea, were in floods of tears, and even Giles, Xander and Spike seemed misty eyed. Faith returned to the portal, blew kisses at the twins, and stepped back into Sunnydale. Tindómë noticed Faith’s hair was now beautifully braided in the style of a swordsman of Imladris—with beads of gold, black and blue worked into it. Even Faith hugged Tindómë to say goodbye, whispering “Hey, those guys are quite something! Thanks for dealing me in, Domie.” 




Then, as Orophin arrived with Haldirin, everyone stood back on their own side, except for Buffy who clung to an equally tearful Tindómë, while they waited for Radagast to close the portal. 




Before he did so, however, the mage spoke to the sisters. “As I said, opening another door such as this would be much too dangerous, and would attract unwanted attention, probably in both worlds. 




“However, I am not a cold man, and with this,” he held up a small contraption that looked like a square made of four twigs held together with silk threads, “you may, very occasionally, open a window.”




Tindómë started to ask him what he meant, but he waved away her question, “I will explain later, but,” he spoke to Buffy, “you will ‘see’ your sister again, be assured.”




“I do love you, Buffy,” Tindómë said, with a last hug. “Just think of this as like when people emigrated from Europe to America, or when folk went to Colorado for their health, I will be safe and well, just a long way away…” 




She stepped through from Sunnydale to Ithilien for the last time. Radagast stuck a small knife into her thumb, the blood began to run, and the portal began to shimmer. With perfect timing, as Radagast’s translation spell also stopped working, Elrohir called to Faith ‘The word is…’ and Elladan’s final word must have been heard as Sindarin by Faith, as she gave a grin and repeated it, “Huitho!”




The result of this final exchange, amongst those now in the clearing in Ithilien, was general laughter—it took the edge off Tindómë’s sense of loss. 




“Well, she wanted to know,” Elladan said, sounding serious, “but of course the spell meant that she only heard the translation, every time we tried!”




“What is the word in her  language, Tindómë? We had the same problem,” Elrohir asked. 




Putting her hands over the ears of the elfling she now held, Tindómë mouthed “Fuck!”







The house in Sunnydale was quiet. It was a few days since the portal had been opened, and then closed, and Giles was beginning to think further ahead than today or tomorrow. 




Buffy deserved a good break, he thought, and Spike did seem to be helping her cope with the permanent loss of her sister, so perhaps Giles should suggest that they take a trip somewhere together. As long as they went nowhere near Angel.




Xander needed purpose—perhaps he too might like to travel for a little, helping to find as yet undiscovered slayers.




Willow had an invitation to return to England for a while and doubtless Kennedy would accompany her.




Andrew had done a fine job of chronicling much about the Edhel. It was a good thing that he had learnt some Sindarin from Dawn as he had been shocked to realise that all the recordings of the elven Lord were, of course, in that language! Perhaps Andrew, too, would like a trip to England to meet some of the old Watchers who were rebuilding the library.




Faith was proving to be an excellent trainer of the younger slayers. Giles was not sure whether her relationship with Robin Wood was likely to continue.




‘I wonder,’ he thought, ‘if it would be best to ask her whether she would like to be involved with training alongside Robin, or with a different group? One or two of the younger Watchers might be able to work well with her, if she will continue in a training role.’




He found himself thinking that he must ask her the meaning of the word which was now her expletive of choice…




Finally he wondered whether Althanea might enjoy a leisurely tour of some of the USA before she returned to England—with a middle-aged Watcher as her guide, of course. 







“Brave Nana,” Haldirin said, looking at the cut on his mother’s thumb. “Would you like Medifindel to help you feel better?”




“No, my elfling,” Tindómë answered as she tucked her son up in his bed, “He is your friend, and I already feel better now that I am home.”




Haldirin watched his Nana and Ada walk out onto the balcony, hand in hand, and he smiled sleepily. All was now well with his world.





Epilogue.


…in which we find out what Radagast meant when he said that Buffy woud see Dawn again, and find out one of the things that Faith did with The Twins…



Tindómë opened her jewellery box and took out the strange device that Radagast, the wizard, had given her when he had worked with the elves to return her to Middle Earth. It looked like something a small child might make, four twigs bound into a square with silken threads, no one would ever think of it as a magic item.




She had seen it almost every day since he had given it to her almost a year ago and now, for the first time, the centre of the square started to glow.




“Rumil, Rumil, the window is glowing! Look! I can do it; I can try to contact Buffy!” She went through into the large airy room where Rumil was sitting with their son Haldirin, both with paper and pencils, both with identical expressions of concentration. 




“Ice-cream?” asked Haldirin, interestedly.




“No, small one, I can send her a message but she can’t send ice-cream,” his mother replied.




“M’kay,” the elfling lost interest. His mother found herself amused, as she often was, by the way in which he had picked up her own ‘Valley Sindarin’.




“Do you want to talk to her on your own or should I stay with you?” Rumil asked.




“I think I’d better do the chanting and concentrating bit on my own but then, when I know she is there, I’ll come in here and try to get it so that she can see all three of us,” Tindómë decided and went back to the bedroom.







 It was good to be back in Sunnydale, Buffy thought, unpacking her bag and putting the framed picture of Dawn and Haldirin beside the bed where it had been in each place she and Spike had stayed. She looked again at the letter in Faith’s handwriting that she usually kept with the picture; she had read it often enough to almost know it by heart.





To Buffy, sister of our dear Tindómë,
From Elladan and Elrohir, Lords of Imladris.




We, who have not seen our mother in many centuries, nor will see her or our father again unless we leave this land; we who will not see our sister again even in death if we sail West to be reunited with our parents; we know what you must feel.




Be assured that Tindómë has not only a husband and husband-brother who love her, and Legolas Lord of Ithilien, Prince of Eryn Lasgalen, as a sworn kinsman, but that we, known as the half-elven and having human blood just as she does, see her also as kin.




In this way is she part of two of the most powerful families in Elvendom, and will never be without family who love her, until the end of the world.






It was signed in the elegant letters that the elves used. Faith had given it to her the day after the portal between Sunnydale and Ithilien had been closed for ever and even held Buffy, rather awkwardly, when it had caused her to burst into tears.




“Okay, pet?” Spike had come into the bedroom behind her.




“Tired,” Buffy answered, “jet-lagged I guess. Think I’ll have an early night.”







Buffy sat bolt upright in bed, eyes open, and poked the vampire who lay beside her.




“Spike, Spike! Wake up! I’ve just seen Dawn. Honestly!”




“Pet?”




“Remember the big brown guy said I’d see her again? Well I just did! Although I was asleep it so wasn’t an ordinary dream—it was like watching her on TV, only I could even talk back.” Buffy smiled at the memory.




“She looks well, and little Hal waved and said… something. That May Government thing he said when they were here. He’s still got the little squirrel too. 




“Dawnie said that they had a big feast to welcome her back there, and they are going soon to visit Legolas’ Dad for Christmas… well Winter Festival thing anyway, because he wants to see Dawnie as she’s almost part of his family. Imagine having a king for a foster father!




“And Rumil’s brother Orphan is going too, ’cos he’s going to meet his girlfriend’s family. And Rumil said things that I couldn’t understand, but Dawnie said he was sending me his love, and telling me that he was taking good care of her, making sure she ate properly and things.




“Hey! The guy elves do a lot of the cooking! I can so totally see Legolas making pancakes…not! I guess it’s all barbeques and macho stuff.”




“I make pancakes!” Spike interrupted. “You saying it’s girlie to make pancakes?”




“Uh no,” Buffy answered, thinking quickly, “but you’re macho enough to get away with it—Legolas would look like a big girl!”




‘Whoa, Spike, jealous much?’ she thought, amused. It was so funny when he knew she was never going to meet the elves again.




“I told Dawn about our trip and she said it sounded cool, then it was a bit like losing the signal, things went hazy, and then they’d gone and I woke up.”







“It worked! It so totally worked!” Tindómë was explaining to Legolas.




“Did you ever doubt it, nethig?” he asked “After all Radagast is one of the Istari, as he pointed out to us, oh, twenty or thirty times…”




Actually Tindómë hadn’t been sure how the device would work, or if it would work at all. Radagast had explained that it used the same effect that Willow had used to pull her from Middle Earth to California—that there were occasional times when the two dimensions were closer together than others, although the same amount of time might not have passed in them since the last time. 




This was simpler magic than that which he had used to form a portal between the two, when only the same amount of time had passed on each side, and it would cause such a tiny ripple of magic that it would not draw attention. However it might not work again for a year or two, or ten or twenty, or five years in one dimension, fifty in the other. But at least it had worked this time, and Buffy knew that her sister was well.




“Do you miss her, nethig?” Legolas interrupted Tindómë’s train of thought.




“Not really,” she answered. “Does that sound horrible? But I had twenty-two years without her; and I have Rumil and Haldirin here. And Orophin, you, the twins, Aragorn, Gimli… you’ve been my family for a lot longer. But she misses me, and I do love her, so it’s good to be able to send her a message now and again.”







Buffy looked around the training room at the young women, Slayers who had been toddlers when Willow had cast the activation spell, and part of her envied them. She was the first Slayer ever to see her fortieth birthday. But last night, for the first time in almost ten years, she had had ‘a visit’ from her sister and begun to really understand that Dawn was immortal.




Dawn still looked the same age as these teenaged Slayers, twenty at the most, whereas Buffy had the odd line and wrinkle. She had looked at herself in the mirror this morning and remembered what Dawn had said about her own breasts the day she had arrived back in Sunnydale; “they aren’t going to drop, not now, not ever.” Well Buffy’s, small as they were, were beginning to drop.




Rumil also looked exactly as he always did, perfect blond hair, despite being goodness knows how old. Buffy was aware that her roots now had the odd grey if she let them show.




But it was very clear that a good few years had past in Ithilien since that ‘visit’ almost ten years ago; ‘Little Hal’ was now as tall as his father and had celebrated his coming of age, which Buffy knew meant he was about fifty. He had the same cool good looks as his father, with his mother’s eyes, and his proud mother explained that he was now an accomplished bowman who had ‘earned his braids’.




The ‘real news’ however was that Dawn was pregnant again, with a decided ‘bump’, and would be giving birth to a daughter ‘in three months’. A daughter that she and Rumil could already ‘feel’ through those weird elven bonds. Buffy had congratulated Dawn; told her about Willow’s, now three year old, daughter; and hidden the sudden pang of envy. 




Yes, she could have a child still, she wasn’t too old and a sperm donor wouldn’t be that hard to find, but mainly she thought she and Spike weren’t really cut out for parenthood. She would have loved being able to buy pretty things for this, never to be met, niece though.







“Getting older sucks,” Buffy told her sister in her dream. It was forty years since they had last been in the same dimension, seven or eight years since the last ‘visit’, and some of the news to pass on was not happy.




Giles’ funeral was more than a year ago; Faith’s more than two. Althanea had aged since Giles’ death; Faith had left a hole in the lives of more people than she would have believed—killed by one of those diseases that modern medicine should have been able to cure.




Until a year or two ago people always thought Spike was her ‘toy-boy’; now he was being mistaken more often for her son. Getting older sucked.




Dawnie and Rumil looked unaltered; only the son who now looked almost as old as them and the daughter who looked about ten or eleven showed that time was passing for them at all. 




Buffy was still amused by the way that Dawn had used the early twenty-first century fashion of naming when it came to her daughter—Ithilienne, named after her place of conception. Even though Dawn had explained that it was also to remind Ithilienne that she was born in Middle Earth, because the time was coming when they would be leaving and emigrating—‘sailing West’ as Dawn called it. 




Dawn and Rumil understood something of the pain of ageing. The hobbits, Gimli, Aragorn, people Buffy had heard of although she hadn’t met them, all were greying now, Dawn said, and it saddened all the elves who knew them as it meant that soon they would not see them again. 




The twins dreaded the death of the foster brother who was also their brother-in-law, as it would signal the death of their sister, a final parting with no hope of meeting in the after life. They would be sad to hear of Faith’s death, Dawn told Buffy, they still high-fived each other sometimes.




“Legolas and Orophin send love”, “Willow and Xander send love”…the dream dissolved and Buffy woke.







It had been a quiet shift, the young nurse thought; all her patients were pain-free and comfortable, most of the visitors had left, soon be time to hand over. Then the doors opened and Ms Summers’ evening visitor arrived. Probably her grandson, maybe a great grandson, the nurse thought, and not only handsome but also a good young man; he came every evening to visit the old lady, held her hand, spoke gently to her. 




“Quiet day?” he asked the nurse.




“She’s much the same,” she answered, “she’s been asleep most of the day, no one else has been in.”




The young man entered the room and sat down by the old lady’s bed, leaving the door open. The nurse watched as her patient opened her eyes, focussed on him, and smiled.




“Spike!” she said, her voice frail but clear, “Dawnie has just visited. I am so glad she got here, I thought I might go without saying ‘goodbye’.”




“How is she, pet?” the young man asked, and the nurse wondered how he could sound so normal about something that was clearly a figment of his grandmother’s imagination. After all she had told him, just before he went into the room, that no one had visited all day.




“She’s fine, Rumil and Hal were out working in the forest, but her daughter was with her. So pretty, Spike, so like Dawnie.” 




Ms Summers looked towards the framed picture beside her bed, it showed a young woman and a small boy dressed in some sort of odd costumes, and the nurse often wondered how such a good artist could give the little boy such odd looking ears.




“They are getting ready to sail West,” the old lady said, “all of them, and Legolas is taking Gimpy with them.”




“ ‘Gimli’, pet,” the young man said, sounding amused, “Although, if everything Andrew wrote down is right, they might not let Gimli in.”




The nurse thought again what a lovely way the young man had with Ms Summers, treating her confused ramblings as if they were normal conversation.




“Dawnie was so glad to get to visit, she had been worried about me,” the old lady continued. “She asked me to give Mom her love.”




The young man looked as if he was brushing away tears; the nurse thought it best to close the door and leave him with his grandmother.







Tindómë had wondered whether Radagast’s ‘window’ would work in Valinor; she almost hoped that it wouldn’t, but a few years after their arrival she woke to see the familiar glow where the small construct sat in her jewellery box.




She waited until Rumil was sitting beside her, holding her hand, and then repeated the words that she had used on each of the eight earlier occasions that she had seen that glow.




She concentrated, as always, on her sister. Thought of Buffy’s face, Buffy’s voice, as she always had. And there was nothing. Buffy was beyond reach.




“I knew she was dying, I knew I probably wouldn’t be able to ‘touch’ her again, but now it’s real and it hurts more than I thought it would,” tears ran down her cheeks as she spoke.




Rumil held her very tightly, poured love and concern through their bond, and rocked her as if she was an elfling, until she finally took the handkerchief he held at the ready and sat up straight again.




The window was still glowing.




Tindómë found herself wondering whether, if she concentrated hard enough, she might be able to ‘find’ Spike…
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