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The last words of ‘Return of The Key’ were Tindómë found herself wondering if, with enough concentration, she might be able to ‘find’ Spike…




Almost since the first words of the Prologue of ‘Return’ formed in my head, the whole story line mapped itself out—and I have always planned to return to that last line—it was just sitting and waiting for me to do so.




Finally, with the Elves having been in Valinor for a little while, the story time-line has arrived at that point; and I have begun to write down the tale in which Dawn, aka Tindómë, begins the Search For Spike.
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Prologue



Outside it was dark. A proper black darkness—‘as black as a coal hole’ type darkness, as his mother would have said…if she hadn’t been dead for two hundred years.




Less light pollution. Well, less than the twentieth century, although probably not less than the nineteenth. Strange how every generation over the past couple of centuries, and more, had ideas of what the future would be like—but when you got there it really wasn’t that much different to twenty, thirty, or even fifty years before.




But the twenty-eighties did waste less energy than the nineteen eighties had. If he had been an old fashioned, traditional, bite and suck, vampire the darkness of the small town at 3.a.m. would have been most beneficial. As it was it simply allowed for quiet contemplation in the small public park.




Two hundred years ago, when Spike had been a young man about to meet Drusilla and never be the same again, public parks had been a fairly new idea. A hundred years ago, about when Buffy had been born, it had seemed unlikely that any such thing would exist in the future, and yet here he was, on a seat in a public park, breathing in flower-scented air. Cleaner than the air was one or two centuries back—nobody would have believed that, either.




He was getting used to being alone, he thought. Not in the ‘last man/vampire/whatever left on the planet’ way, which so many authors had thought probable by now, but in the ‘I haven’t spoken to anyone who knows my name for three days’ sort of way.




Another couple of weeks and it would have been Buffy’s one hundredth birthday if she’d still been alive. Still, she had made it to ninety-eight—and being immobile, and in pain if she didn’t take all the meds, wasn’t a way for The Slayer to live. She’d been happy enough to go, in the end.




Another weird thing. A hundred years ago they’d thought that either everyone would live to be at least a hundred and fifty, or everyone would be dead by the year twenty-ten because of some nuclear war or great apocalypse. Then in the early twenty-first century they’d thought everyone might die young from lack of exercise—and yet, really, nothing much had changed.




People still drove around in cars, autos, whatever you wanted to call them, not in little space craft à la The Jetsons. (‘Huh!’ Spike thought. ‘Bet there’s no one else left who remembers The Jetsons.’) O.K.—they were powered a little differently, and computer technology made it safe to not have all the highways floodlit at night—so less light pollution—but still recognisable family autos. People still shopped in malls, and lived in houses that his mother would have recognised, despite twentieth century predictions about people living in glass bubbles or half-mile high tower blocks.




‘The more things change, the more they stay the same…’ he thought.




Except for the being alone thing.




Up until now he’d always had family. Mother, then Drusilla, Darla, and Angelus (strange family, but family none the less), and then the Scoobies—even if they had not wanted him as family!




Buffy had been all the family he had wanted, or needed, for over seventy years. Sure, the others had been there on the fringes; Willow and her daughter; Giles and Althanea; even occasionally, until their deaths, Xander and Faith. But Buffy was the only one who truly counted; Buffy, Joyce, and Dawn. 




He’d never met Hank Summers—never wanted to—and Joyce had died before Buffy had realised that she loved him. Dawn, though, Dawn had stayed in touch with her sister through all the years, across dimensions.




Poor Buffy—she had been so distressed when she had to acknowledge that Dawn, in closing the Hellmouth, had been drawn into a dimension where she felt at home, where she had a husband and a son, where she wanted to stay. She had never, really, been Buffy’s sister; and yet she had used a magical device to contact Buffy, every few years, whenever the dimensions were close enough together to allow a small window to be opened between them.




Spike knew how much this had meant to Buffy. In fact he had felt, through her last year of life, as if she was only waiting to hear from Dawn again before she relinquished her hold on life for the last time. So it had proved; after that last ‘visit’, as she lay in the nursing home bed, Buffy had told him how much she loved him, but that it was time to ‘go to her Mom’, and had died within days.




He missed her. Every day he missed her. Some days he thought it would be easiest to just come out here in the dark and fall asleep, so that the first bright rays of the sun found him, and his dust would become part of the fabric of the earth. But he couldn’t do it.




Sometimes he wondered why he couldn’t do it.




He had come to the conclusion that it was mainly because he didn’t think it would bring him any closer to Buffy. He couldn’t believe that he had atoned for all the things he had done as a vampire; that he could end up in the same afterlife, the same Heaven, as The Slayer.




It didn’t matter that Willow said that, if he believed strongly enough, the Goddess would ensure that he spent eternity with Buffy. It didn’t matter what anyone else told him either. He was, at heart, the product of Victorian Christianity, and he knew, somewhere inside, that he had committed too many sins. He knew, too, that waiting to be dusted was simply suicide—another deadly sin to add to the tally. No—there would be no reunion in the afterlife, and so no point in lying here waiting for the daybreak. All he could do was keep fighting the good fight and hoping.




‘Bloody Hell, Spike,’ he thought, ‘you’re sounding much too much like fuckin’ Angel. Time to go and kick something!’






There wasn’t a lot around to kick, these days.






Things had changed; in the timelessness of the Undying Lands time had made itself known, and death as well.




The two old hobbits were gone. 




One autumn Sam had professed himself too tired to make jams and preserves, and had sat watching Tharhîwon, Haldirin and Ithilienne carry out these tasks. Both Frodo and Sam had been too tired to do more than nod in appreciation when Gandalf had created fireworks for midwinter—something he had not done since the first midwinter after the Ithilrim had arrived in Valinor. And then both had sat in the warming sun of springtime, smiling at the unfurling flowers and leaves, before first Sam and then Frodo had slipped away in their sleep with only a few days between them.




It had been right, Tindómë had thought, that Sam had gone first. He would have been so very upset had he outlived Frodo—whereas Frodo had held his dead friend’s hand and smiled a little.




“This time, my old friend,” he had murmured, “you have gone ahead. But do not stray too far as I will not be much behind.”




And now he had fulfilled that promise and his fëa, too, had flown free.




Legolas was distressed by the deaths, but had first concentrated on comforting Frodo and now comforting Gimli.




The first night after his adar’s death Ithilienne and Haldirin had gathered Tharhîwon up and taken him to their shared room where he had, Tindómë knew, spent it held close between the two.




This continued until the second night after Frodo was buried, beside his Sam, in a sunny spot near their home in Master Elrond’s grounds. Then Naltatamë, the female smith who had escorted Gimli to Lord Aulë’s forge, arrived at the Hobbit house where Gimli, too, lived, and said she would be happy to ensure Lord Gimli was not alone in his mourning; Legolas might go and take comfort elsewhere.




And so, for a few nights, Ithilienne was missing from the room in the family house whilst Tharhîwon walked the dream paths there, guided by Haldirin.




“They are as we were when Haldir died,” Orophin commented to Rumil, “except that Haldirin’s mourning is little beside Tharhîwon’s and so he can give without needing to take—whereas we were both in need. This shared experience will be good for them both and help them be, even more, brothers to each other.”




A few nights more and Tharhîwon felt able to sleep in the rooms that had been ready for him in the home of Master Elrond and Lady Celebrían for many years, awaiting this loss, but all his friends ensured that he did not sleep alone for many nights. Many of them had lost family or friends to death themselves, and with less finality than this loss, and they made sure that he never awoke without the comfort of another body within reach.




Over the next few months it was clear that Tharhîwon sought his comfort more with Nithdur than any other. This pleased Tindómë and her family, for Nithdur had been one of the first party to follow Legolas to Eryn Ithil, and there was almost no possibility that he would be tempted to remain at the coast when, eventually, the Ithilrim’s Lord led them to a new forest home. If there was a relationship between Tharhîwon and the leatherworker at that time, they realised, their erstwhile Winter Elfling would be most likely to come with them, despite the roles Master Elrond and his wife played in Tharhîwon’s life.




Legolas remembered Frodo’s remarks made within months of the Ithilrim arriving on these shores. “Tharhîwon sees Master Elrond and Lady Celebrían as aunt and uncle, or grandparents. But by blood he is a wood elf, and the first mother figure he remembers is Tindómë. When you move from here, to be amongst the trees, he will feel torn between staying here and going with you.”




He hoped there would be no ill-feeling; especially as Tindómë seemed to have such a good relationship with Celebrían herself.






Then came another change. A much smaller one than the deaths of the hobbits to most; but a major one to Tindómë’s family.




Haldir.




Obvious Things



Haldir was finding life frustrating. 




When he had been alive before it had never been like this; he distinctly remembered that he always knew what he wanted, what his role was, and that his orders would be followed.




Death had not been frustrating either. He had heard the voice of Lord Námo and, realising that he was dead, had obeyed the order and followed to The Halls of Waiting…along with too many of his wardens. He had not been sure whether he was happy or sad that his brothers were not with him, but soon gave up worrying about them. He had rested, recovered, considered his previous life and, although there had been little sense of time passing, had been prepared to leave when he was told to; ready to take up his place in his family and the general scheme of things. 




But life was much less smooth the second time around and he was not sure that he liked it. Not at all.




He had been vaguely aware that his parents had been in the Halls of Waiting when he first arrived there, and then that they were no longer there. So it came as no surprise to be reunited with them when he left, and they were much as he remembered them from the first thousand years or more of his life. But to discover that his brothers were now here in the Undying Lands, but not with his parents, not with Lady Galadriel; that was almost inconceivable.




Not only inconceivable, but totally unacceptable. He had expected both his parents and Her Ladyship to agree with him. Then he would go to Alqualondë and order Orophin and Rumil to return with him. But Her Ladyship had told him that he, too, must adapt to the changes the Ring War and its aftermath had brought. Lord Celeborn had given the brothers his permission to join Legolas and she was happy about this, and about their subsequent marriages.




That was another thing, of course—Her Ladyship being here without His Lordship. Even though Haldir understood why she might have needed to sail, for her health, and that His Lordship would not abandon the Galadhrim, even if he seemed to have abandoned Lothlorien, it was still wrong that they were not together.




Haldir’s mother thought he was right, though, to expect his brothers to leave Legolas and return to their rightful place—with or without the females they had married almost as soon as Haldir’s back was turned. ‘Without’, she thought, might be better in the case of the one who was not even a proper elf! Quite what Rumil’s wife was Haldir was still unsure—but anything other than a proper elf surely should not be here in Valinor…




Adar was less forceful about it, even said that they were adults and able to make their own decisions, that both wives were perfectly suited to Orophin and Rumil, and he hoped Haldir was proud that Rumil and Tindómë’s firstborn had been named in memory of him.




But Haldir was certain that, when he brought his brothers back to where they belonged, Adar would be very happy about it.






When they first received word that Haldir was no longer in Mandos’ Halls Orophin and Rumil were overjoyed. They thought to set off almost straight away, with their wives and Rumil’s children, to go to Tirion where he had joined their parents.




But then it seemed more sensible to invite him to come to Alqualondë; it would be easier to accommodate him there than all of them in Tirion, and he could stay as long as he liked. Word was sent to him that they were thrilled at the idea of being reunited with him, but could understand if he needed to take time before visiting them; they just hoped he did not need too much time!




Then he arrived.




Within only a few weeks of Haldir’s arrival amongst the Ithilrim a number of things became obvious.


 

To Haldir it became obvious that his brothers were not simply going to obey his commands. They had always obeyed his commands. When they were elflings he had taught them that immediate compliance was for their safety; if he said ‘run’ they ran, if he said ‘hide’ they hid. As they began to train as warriors they learnt to still obey his commands for this reason, and also because he was their commanding officer. Even as trusted wardens his word was law and, so used were they to doing as he bid them, that he automatically took the lead in all things, whether on or off duty.




Now they listened to him say “You must return to Tirion with me,” and smiled, then said “No.”




It was obvious that it would take him longer than he had expected. He settled himself into the room his niece and nephew had given up for him, saying they could both, easily, stay with friends as long as he liked.




Rather grudgingly Haldir had to admit, at least to himself, that he was honoured that Rumil and Tindómë had named their son in his memory. And that he quite clearly took after his father rather than after his mother…which was certainly a good thing. Haldirin was tall, strong, as fair of hair as Haldir himself; yes, a nephew of whom to be, almost, proud.




He was not a warrior of Galadhrim standards, though. Yes, Haldir knew that Haldirin had grown up without the Shadow of Evil—but his uncle still felt that his training seemed to have been lax compared with what he, himself, would have put the young warrior through before awarding him his braids. It was obvious to Haldir that standards were lower outside the Galadhrim.




Rumil’s daughter, however…although she seemed a pleasant enough young elleth, what sort of name was Ithilienne?




Haldir could see the attraction of Orophin’s wife. Perhaps a little too Silvan in style and accent, when compared to one of the Galadhrim, but if she was Orophin’s soul-mate then so be it. But he missed having his brothers as unattached as he was himself; he missed having them alongside him as he encountered new ellyth. 




Yes, it was obvious to Haldir that things were not as he would have wanted them to be; and it was clearly all Tindómë’s fault.




If she had not arrived from what she, and the others, referred to as a different world in such a way; if she had been less careless in that other place and not fallen down some sort of chasm that ended up at The Black Gate, then Rumil would not have encountered her. A small voice inside him suggested that if he had not managed to get himself killed at Helm’s Deep then his brothers would have marched, safely, back with him to Lothlorien and would not have been at The Black Gate; but he soon quashed that idea.




No—if she had been less clumsy, less careless, the young woman would have remained where she was, and Rumil and Orophin would have returned to Lothlorien and finally arrived here unencumbered by wives and children—and would have returned to his side; to her Ladyship’s side.




Rumil called his wife a Gift of the Valar, and said that Mithrandir had agreed that it was probably their doing that had brought her to Middle Earth, but Haldir could not help thinking that she might be less a gift than a mistake that they had hoped to lose in that other place. She was shorter than an elleth should be—almost stunted—and she seemed to have less acute hearing, poorer sight, she complained that she felt the cold, still seemed to need as much sleep as a half-grown elfling…and she even had deformed ears!




On top of that her Sindarin was oddly accented—odder than that of Legolas and the others from what was, apparently, now known as Eryn Lasgalen—she sometimes shortened words, slurred one into another, or simply used them incorrectly. Haldir really could not understand how she could have a fëa that sang to Rumil so loudly; how his younger brother could bind his soul with hers.




It was obvious to Tindómë that Haldir didn’t approve of her. She had sometimes worried, through her years in Middle Earth and now in Valinor, that the oh-so-important eldest brother would not like her, and it was clear that her worries had not been unfounded.




Had they met back in the early days, she thought, back when she had been snatched back to Sunnydale and then returned to Middle Earth unsure of herself, unsure of whether she really belonged with Rumil or was just a hindrance to him, she would have been totally cowed. As it was she was saddened.




She knew that Rumil loved her. But she knew, too, that he loved his brother. More than he did his parents; for Haldir had been both mother and father to the elfling Rumil before he had been boon companion to the adult ellon. She worried that she and Haldir would pull Rumil’s fëa in two.




To Orophin and Rumil it became obvious that death had changed their brother less than life had changed them. They had not even realised how much they had been changed until Haldir arrived.




He was both their brother and their parent and they loved him dearly. But he was no longer their commanding officer, and they realised that they were able to hold to their own decisions when they disagreed with his.




“He will come round,” Orophin said. “It will take time—but we are not short of that. He will come to love Lithôniel and Tindómë as we do. Well, perhaps not exactly as we do…”




Rumil feared it would take a good deal of time. As Elrohir had once commented, Haldir could look down his nose at people most effectively—and Rumil had seen the slight upward tilt of Haldir’s face when he looked at Tindómë.




“If he says one word out of place about Tindómë he will find just how similar my nature is to his…” Rumil vowed.




“He misses us as partners in seeking the desires of the body,” Orophin commented, “he is doubtless ‘antsy’.”




Coming into the room in time to catch the end of the conversation, Tindómë thought that it was probably as well that Haldir had not heard Orophin. The degeneration of his brothers, indicated by the use of that last word, would have been something else to blame on her. Although it was quite likely that Orophin had a point.





Light Through the Window



Haldir seemed to be settling into life amongst the Ithilrim. Rumil’s feelings on this were mixed. It seemed as if their brother was willing to give way on his wish for Rumil and Orophin to join Lady Galadriel in Tirion, but they knew him better than that—he was biding his time. However, it was good to have him around; to show him the drawings and paintings of life in Middle Earth both at the end of the Ring War and in the years since. It was good to reminisce about times spent together in the past; good to introduce him to new friends, new places and new ideas.




It was clear that Haldir was rather nonplussed at the idea of Haldirin, having vacated the room he and Ithilienne had shared for Haldir’s use, currently living in a hobbit hole along with another young ellon and Gimli. It was probably the first time Haldir had ever thought about where a hobbit might live—and now no hobbits lived there. Gimli, Haldirin and Tharhîwon seemed an unlikely group—but it seemed to work.




Ithilienne had moved in with the family of another young elleth. She had been invited to use a room in Master Elrond’s house but had decided it might give the impression to others that she was ‘chasing’ Legolas, as he already lived there. The two seemed to have already settled into a comfortable understanding that, sometime in the future, they would become betrothed. But in the meantime Legolas was devoting time to Gimli and, as the senior scion in Aman of the House of Oropher, to regularly travelling between the various groups of those who saw themselves as ‘his’ people. Ithilienne was simply learning to be an adult.




Legolas had, however, found time to welcome Haldir, to spend hours reminiscing with him alongside Rumil and Orophin and, perhaps even more useful, to introduce him to some of the Telerin ellyth who found pale blond hair to be a most desirable trait.




But, there was still a sense of too much space between the brothers—or between the eldest and the two younger ones—and it seemed to be more about Tindómë than about any other single thing. Although Haldir was never rude to Tindómë, Rumil was aware of the…puzzled…look on Haldir’s face when he looked at her. Strangely, it seemed, Haldir found it harder to see her fëa and recognise her inner worth than did his brothers, or Legolas, or so many others.




There were, certainly, those who could extol Tindómë’s virtues; Mithrandir knew her full worth, and Lady Celebrían who was, most certainly, someone Haldir held in esteem. But, although she was aware of her husband-brother’s antagonism and was not comfortable with it, Tindómë said that others telling him to like her would most certainly have the opposite effect. This just went to show that she had got the measure of Haldir more quickly than he had of her.




And, of course, Haldir’s attitude to Tindómë coloured the response to him of the rest of his new family members. So Haldirin, brought up on tales of his namesake uncle, made less effort to spend time with him; Ithilienne clearly treated Orophin as the head of the family; and Lithôniel made more remarks about the smugness of the Galadhrim than usual…




Then, just to put the icing on the cake, as Sam used to say, something happened that Rumil knew his wife had both wished for, and dreaded, ever since their arrival here in the West.




He knew that Tindómë had been unsure whether Radagast’s ‘window’ would work in Valinor; the strange construct of twigs and yarn that had enabled her to make contact with Buffy, the ‘sister’ in that other world. Because, on the last occasion the ‘window’ had opened, Buffy had been frail and confined to bed, like Éowyn in her last months of life, he knew that Tindómë almost hoped that it would not work. Rumil hoped so too. Or, if it did work, that it would confirm that Buffy, and anyone else who might try to take Tindómë away again against her will, was dead. 




But, now, she called him to join her in their bedroom and he could see the familiar glow where the small construct sat in her jewellery box.




Rumil sat beside her, holding her hand, whilst she repeated the words that she had used on each of the eight earlier occasions that she had seen that glow.




He knew that she would concentrate, as always, on her ‘sister’; think of Buffy’s face, Buffy’s voice, as she always had. But after long minutes she turned to him and he knew that she had found 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.




“Spike,” she said, “he will be missing her. And he can tell me what happened…. I am going to try to find Spike.”






There wasn’t a lot around to kick, these days.




He found himself drifting in thought back to those days so long ago, before the gathering of the Potentials, before there were Slayers by the score. Not as far back as life with Dru but, for some reason, to that summer when Buffy had been dead and buried and he had been so depressed. Not surprising, he thought, that that time came to mind so often now—now that she was dead; finally, totally, irreconcilably dead.




Dawn had been there, then, of course. He had found himself, almost against his will, being brother and parent to Dawn. Probably why, tonight, her face kept drifting into his mind.




He still thought of Dawn as a teenager—but then she had still looked like one when he had last seen her, even though she had lived in the other dimension for twenty-odd years by then. He wondered if she would be really upset if she tried to contact Buffy and found that she couldn’t, or whether she would sigh with relief that she could finally forget the short time that she was Dawn Summers, and get on with her life as Tindómë.




His eyes felt heavy; he slept.






The air in the room shimmered. Rumil recognised the effect; he had seen it before, on the occasions that Radagast’s ‘window’ had opened for Tindómë when he had been near enough to join her. Then a figure appeared. She had, clearly, been successful in bridging the gap between worlds to the male called Spike.




The man looked no older than when they had last seen him—his hair was not the same, nor his clothes, but his face remained unlined. This was not a surprise to Rumil—Tindómë had explained that he was not a normal mortal but a vampire. Not the same as Thuringwethil but, still, a being usually associated with Shadow and Darkness. Rumil knew enough, though, to be aware that this vampire was…unusual. Not exactly of the Shadow, he had fought against it in his world just as the Elves had in Middle Earth, and had been, in some way, the soul-mate of Tindómë’s ‘sister’.




Spike looked confused. He spoke to Tindómë in the language of the other place, which meant nothing to Rumil. Tindómë nodded her head, spoke back, and the conversation continued for some time. Her grip on Rumil’s hand did not slacken, and through their bond he knew that she was both sad and shocked; but no sadder than she had been when she had last ‘seen’ Buffy, or when she had not been able to make contact less than an hour ago.




The figure began to fade. Tindómë seemed to be speaking to the vampire in that tone of voice that brooked no argument—yes—clearly demanding that he agree to whatever she had said. As he finally disappeared, the male figure shrugged and looked as if he had given in. Rumil knew the feeling.




“Buffy has flown the circles of her world?” he asked Tindómë.




“Yes. Nearly two years ago in their time.”




As usually seemed the way, more time had past here than had passed there, then. More surprising was the tone of Tindómë’s voice—he had thought she would be even more upset to have Buffy’s death confirmed, but she sounded less so, and through the soul-bond he could feel she was gathering herself together and, any minute now, she would look at him wearing her ‘resolve face’…




She did.




“He’s all alone,” she said.




Ah—the vampire.




“There’s no one left he knows, no one that cares. Just like it was getting for us with the mortals of Middle Earth. No one really knows what he is, even—or that he is a white hat and not of the bad…”




She has reverted more than usual to what she herself called ‘Valley Sindarin’—a sign that she was still upset, but also that she was thinking hard.




Rumil considered what it would be like for elves remaining in Middle Earth through the years to come. He could see all the mortals becoming like the Rohirrim used to be—only half believing the elves existed, and fearing them. If His Lordship and the others strayed from their valley, or Legolas’ father’s people strayed far from their woods, they would either be mistaken for the Secondborn, or be treated as strangers in what had once been their own land.




He felt himself becoming as sad, at this thought, as his wife. He tried to block both the thought, and the emotion, from her; he was here to support her, not vice versa.




“He is really depressed,” Tindómë continued.




Ah—the vampire…Rumil brought his mind back to the point at hand.




“He doesn’t want to live, but he doesn’t want to just kill himself—you know, like stay out in the sun and turn to dust.”




Yes, Rumil remembered that that was what happened to Californian vampires…




“Although maybe he’ll just stop feeding, let himself fade…or get careless some other way.”




That would work, Rumil thought, and then they would never have to think about that other place ever again. Except that he knew Spike had been good to Tindómë when she had been kidnapped and taken back to that place; he had helped her resist fading. Rumil felt a distinct twinge of guilt at wishing the vampire turned to dust, blowing in the air. He blocked that emotion from Tindómë too.




Tindómë sat up very straight. Rumil could tell she had come to a decision. Even so, her words caught him completely unawares.




“He should come here, to us.”





Midwinter



“She thinks what?”




“How in Arda does she think he could come here?”




Rumil had just told Legolas and Orophin what Tindómë had suggested. Their reactions were not unexpected.




“But,” he answered them, “at least if he was here rather than in the other place, and all the others are now dead, no one could ever try to take her there again…”




There was silence, as his two companions digested that thought, and then Orophin looked from one to the other and smiled as he spoke.




“Well, she’s your wife…and your sister…and right now I am glad she is simply my brother-wife; for I do not know how she can be either dissuaded from this idea, or helped to achieve it!”




“Brother,” said Rumil, keeping his voice completely solemn, “we do not need to know how to help her achieve it, either. This is my wife of whom we speak—she already has a plan.”




“Oh dear,” said Orophin, but he still smiled.




“She would use The Key?” Legolas asked.




The two brothers looked at each other and then spoke in unison. “Opening a portal requires complex magic. The Key, alone, can only close one.”




The mage, Radagast, had explained this to them when he had helped return Tindómë to Middle Earth after the people in California kidnapped her. Tindómë herself had repeated it on more than one occasion. When the Valar formed The Key its role was to slam shut, and lock, any door that Morgoth should attempt to open between worlds; ‘reversing the magic’ to open such a door (a portal, as Tindómë called it) required a good deal more power than simply spilling Tindómë’s blood.




“Well,” Legolas said, with a slight shrug, “it would have impressed Haldir…”






At much the same time as the three were discussing Tindómë and Haldir those two were, separately, considering the upcoming Midwinter celebrations.




Haldir was trying to decide whether he should hold himself above the ribbon-wearing, the ellyth-chasing, and the making of wagers; or whether he should uphold the honour of the Galadhrim by entering into the spirit of the celebration wholeheartedly and winning a number of wagers. His brothers had certainly done so when they first joined the Ithilrim—although Rumil had too quickly bound himself to Tindómë—but Orophin had spoken fondly of his successes in ‘the hunt’. What a pity that they were now both bound and so ineligible.




Tindómë, on the other hand, was talking to her friend Celebrían.




Celebrían had comforted Tindómë when she had known for sure that Buffy was dead; had held her and let her weep. It was another bond between them; that both had lost loved ones to mortal death. Tindómë recognised that Arwen had ‘set them up’ quite neatly, and was sure Celebrían recognised it as well. Although Tindómë was not Arwen, nor similar enough to make the relationship painful, and Celebrían was neither Arwen herself, nor Joyce Summers or Buffy, there was something of a mother/daughter vibe about their relationship.




“Do you think he will come?” Tindómë asked. “Or is there some way of getting in touch with him?”




“Well he usually does come—even if he misses Midsummer he seems to enjoy your Midwinter festivities. But I have never thought about how we might contact him; he simply arrives, knowing that his room is always prepared,” Celebrían answered.




“I guess he could simply be hanging around right now, just not bothering to ‘put on the cloak of Mithrandir’, Tindómë said. It was not the first time such a thought had occurred to her.




“Surely not!” Celebrían was clearly shocked.




‘I bet,’ thought Tindómë, ‘she’s suddenly thought of Gandalf lurking in a corner of their bedroom watching them enjoying the desires of the body…’




“Well…probably not, I guess…” she said out loud.




“Still—you’re right,” she continued. “He is usually here for Midwinter. Sam used to reckon it was because Gandalf liked his fruitcake. I think it’s because Frodo loved fireworks so much and they work better at Midwinter than any other time. But he has kept coming since they died and so it probably is sensible just to wait a few days.”




Tindómë was glad that neither Celebrían nor she, herself, flinched at the mention of mortal death. And equally happy that Celebrían had not said ‘And there is plenty of time…’ But as long as the Maia did arrive for Midwinter then that would be time enough.






By the day before the Midwinter celebrations both Haldir and Tindómë had answers to their questions.




Haldir had decided he would participate in the Midwinter rituals of these Silvans—he could never resist a challenge, and it might help him understand the elves his brothers had become a little better. He bought himself a suitable number of the ribbons sold by a number of the weavers, including some of the Telerin craftsfolk who had realised that this was a good source of income. The ribbons were plain red silk which he thought would look elegant and not too outrageous—stylish, in fact.




For some reason, when Tindómë saw them, she had looked as if she would laugh, and a look had passed between her and Rumil that was difficult to interpret but seemed full of mischief.fn1 She was very strange, this not-quite-an-elf that was bound to Rumil.




To be honest, Haldir was rather looking forward to the challenge of the wagers he had made with both Legolas and Galanthir; the challenge of getting his brothers to return to Tirion with him was not going well and, after two millennia as a warrior in Lothlorien, life without challenges was quite boring.




The day before Midwinter Tindómë got the answer to her question.




 “Mithrandalf is here,” Haldirin said, using the name he, his sister and their ‘third musketeer’ had coined for the Maia, who found it amusing and happily answered to it.




Gandalf, Haldirin went on, was talking to Gimli at the hobbit hole. Tindómë decided to leave her own questions for him until after the celebrations, just in case he said ‘No’, which would put her off dancing. Or, she amended, it would cause her to spend the whole evening working out how to make him change his mind…






It was odd, Tindómë thought, that in the few short years that the hobbits had survived after the arrival of the Ithilrim they had left their mark on the midwinter celebrations. The regular arrival of Gandalf with a display of pyrotechnics owed much to Frodo; and that Sam’s fruitcakes, and also his spicy pickled pears, were now a traditional part of the food ensured that he had a rather hobbit-y form of immortality.




Master Elrond’s cooks had made the spiced pears but Tindómë had been involved in the cake-making. It had been a festive event in itself as Haldirin and Ithilienne had insisted on helping, as had Tharhîwon, of course. And Nithdur. Tindómë knew Nithdur; the leather worker had been in Eryn Ithil since before her own arrival, but she was getting to know him better, faster, since he had become Tharhîwon’s partner of choice. The more time he spent in her kitchen, on the whole, the more she came to like him, although she was not sure how serious the relationship was.




Just now, the fireworks being over, and the dancing begun, she was being held carefully by him and whirled around to the music. He might prefer ellyn but he was more than happy to kiss ellyth and lose ribbons. As they danced they talked. 




“I will, most certainly, win my wagers with Tharhîwon and Haldirin,” he told her, with a grin. “I may prefer ellyn but I have many, many, more years practice at dancing, and kissing ellyth, than they have. And find it pleasurable enough…!”




He was pretty good at it, too, Tindómë thought, but then very few Elves shared their bodies purely with those of the same sex—just as very few kept only to the opposite one. She thought, fleetingly, of an ellyth or two from Imladris—and Turiél, her first new friend in Eryn Ithil, who had been killed in a Haradrim raid during a summer solstice celebration. She hoped Turiél would return to them soon. On the whole, she thought, she would rather have had Turiél than Haldir…but that was not fair on Rumil and Orophin, who had grieved so deeply for their older brother.




Enough think-y thoughts, she decided, and gave herself up to the pleasures of the evening.




It was probably as well that Haldir was not privy to his brother-wife’s thoughts concerning him. He had enjoyed the food and the giving of presents; more than he probably should, considering how right his mother had been about it being very unlike Galadhrim behaviour. He had been careful to give almost identical presents to niece and both brother-wives, and they had been well received. He had been quietly pleased to receive gifts from them and, even more pleased, to get one from Lady Celebrían.




Now he was enjoying the bonfire, never a common occurrence in Lothlorien, and the ‘hunt’. He had a slight disadvantage, being unfamiliar with some of the dances, but explaining this to some of the ellyth had the fortuitous effect of them offering to teach him…Being perfectly honest with himself, although he would not admit it to even his brothers, he was enjoying this rather wild and undisciplined evening more than the few social events he had attended in Tirion. Her Ladyship, there amongst her Noldor relations, held his fealty and his complete devotion—but perhaps his father’s Silvan blood was stronger in his veins than he had previously thought.




That he was not the victor in either of the wagers he had made did not distress him too much—he was, he would willingly admit, a novice. It was probably as well, though, that he did not realise that his nephew, less than a yén of age, would have easily out-scored him. But then he, too, had now had a number of years of practice.




As the night drew to morning Tindómë found Gandalf where he sat, quietly, contemplating an empty wine glass with a slight smile.




“Penny for them…” she said, then, “uh—I mean what are you thinking about?”




“I was thinking of so many men I knew who would have appreciated this wine…and one or two hobbits as well. And how glad I am to have friends here who knew some of those friends there; not just you and those who came with you, but Galadriel, Elrond, Celebrían…”




She sat beside him before speaking again. “Mmm’huh…I was thinking more of friends who are not here…”




“Éowyn and Arwen?” Gandalf asked.




“No—not those who have died…”




“Ah—the sons of Elrond, Celeborn, Legolas’ family, then?”




“Yes, I guess. But not just them. But it is too complicated for just now, when I’ve been drinking the wine too—and it affects me more than you. Are you staying for a few days? Can I come and talk to you?”




“Certainly, little one,” Gandalf said, “I’ll be free whenever you need me. After all, what are honorary grandfathers for?”







fn1. In Dust, Chapter Four, Tindómë expressed surprise that Rumil thought Haldir would have enjoyed the Solstice Celebrations, had they held them in Lothlorien. She says she cannot imagine him, from what she has been told, with his hair full of multi-coloured ribbons, and Rumil replies “They would have been plain red silk…and every braid would have been exactly the same thickness.” 






Mainly Concerning Gandalf…



“So I thought,” Tindómë finished her explanation to Gandalf, “that you could use my blood, and Radagast’s window, to open a portal so that Spike could come here…”




Gandalf looked at her for long moments, his face as expressionless as that of an ancient elf in a gathering of dwarves, before he replied.




“No,” he said.




“No?” she asked.




“No. Most certainly not. Bringing someone who is not even a normal mortal, but a…construct whose roots may lie in the work of Morgoth, to Valinor is most certainly not something for which I would be responsible. Even though you see him as a force for good not evil.”




“But…but…I can’t just leave him there! He helped to stop me from fading when Willow pulled me back there. Now it’s my turn to help him. And you know I can only close portals on my own, not open them.” She was very close to tears.




“Little one,” Gandalf told her, “you did not listen to what I actually said—you heard only what you thought I said.”




“Huh? You’re being all wizardly, and speaking in riddles, and I am so not in the mood.”




“I did not say that you are not to do anything to help Spike. I said it was not within my sphere of responsibility.” Gandalf’s voice remained calm. 




“I’m not getting it…” Tindómë felt she might very easily lose her temper.




“Tindómë,” he really had that ‘I am only lecturing you for your own good’ vibe perfected, “what you are asking is something which has not been done before, something that could unbalance the very fabric of Arda. For this you would need to seek an audience with the Valar.”




“Oh.” That made sense.




“And,” Gandalf went on, in a more gentle tone, “as your honorary grandfather I am willing to approach them on your behalf and ask that they allow you to bring your request to them.”




“M’kay…It’s not exactly what I wanted to hear, but I guess I’ll deal. Do you think they’ll be okay with it?”




“I really do not know. But I will ask that you may have an audience—and that will have to suffice!”




“I guess…Yeah. Thanks.” She paused, then reached over and hugged the Maia. “Really, thank you. That makes sense, really, and I do appreciate that you’ll ask them to see me. Um—how long, do you think?”






When he awoke Spike could hardly believe that he had spoken to Dawn; that she had contacted him just as she had previously contacted Buffy. But it really couldn’t have just been a dream. Had it been a dream, he was sure, he would have imagined her in the surroundings he had once seen, amongst trees, not in a room overlooking the sea. No, it had definitely been real.




He thought over their conversation. She had expected Buffy to be dead, but was still upset to have this confirmed; she had asked too many questions about what he was doing himself, and how he was coping…and now he had promised her that he would do everything within his power to remain as alive as he had been these last couple of centuries. She had been so upset at the thought of not being able to reach him, though—and he had never been able to disappoint her when she looked at him like that…




He wasn’t sure whether he was annoyed that he had promised not to let himself dust, or pleased that at least Dawn cared whether he dusted or not. Ah well, he thought, time to set off to check out the graveyards and pick up the week’s blood supply. He stretched a couple of times and then, trying to dispel Dawn from his mind for the moment, got up from his bed.






Rumil stretched like a cat where he lay down on his bed. Well, their bed. He folded his hands behind his head and watched his wife. She leant on the windowsill, silhouetted by the moonlight, craned her neck to look out as far to either side as she could through the open, un-shuttered, window, and then sighed and moved to the chair in front of the mirror. She began to undo the braids in her hair, stopped and looked vacantly into space for a few minutes, and then got up and went back to the window.




She was as restive as the sea or the leaves in the rising wind.




“I know there is no point in telling you that Mithrandir will come when he will come, or that no more time need pass in the other place than it does here if that is the will of the Valar—for it did not when Radagast helped us bring you home. But come to me, meleth, and I will help the night pass for you…”




He could feel her smile, even though she did not immediately turn from the window and, as the breeze lifted the hair she had loosened, he got up to his feet and went to stand behind her.




He slowly undid the other braids, and dropped kisses on the top of her head, before sliding her under-dress down from her shoulders and lifting her hair to run his tongue along the sensitive skin behind her ear. It took very little time before she softened back against him and made small, contented, sounds.




“If I had built this house,” he said to her, “I would have made the window a different height…”




He shared with her a mental image of her sitting on the windowsill, her cleft at the right height for him to easily sheath his cristhen; whereas the reality would have required that he stand on a box. He shared that image with her as well.




She giggled. “I’m sure you could easily do that,” she said, “the one I use is under the bed.”




He smiled at the memories they had already made in this bedroom. Tindómë had made sure that they brought a particular one of their storage boxes upstairs when they arrived—it made her just the right height for them to comfortably join whilst standing.




“If I brought it here to the window then you could stand on it,” he said, “and then …”




This time the image was of him joining with her from behind whilst she still leant on the windowsill, gazing out as if she had not noticed. It was followed quickly by one of him sticking his tongue out at her—they each knew the pleasure of both was better for both.




“I think the Teleri must have different priorities,” Rumil said. “I am sure the importance of the height of the window sill for enjoying the desires of the body would have occurred to one of the Galadhrim or the Ithilrim.”




Tindómë did not immediately answer, but smiled as she squirmed around in his arms so that she was now facing him, and brought his mouth down to hers.




Then, through their bond-link, he heard her voice clearly. ‘Different priorities can still be good…’




And this time the image passed from her to him—of Tindómë sitting on the windowsill with legs wide apart, ‘for balance’ said her mental voice, and Rumil positioned with his head level with her cleft, his tongue just touching her…




A few minutes later she clearly decided that hooking her feet around his back was an even better way to keep her balance, and make sure she didn’t tip back and fall, as he kept her just at the point of flight and listened to the small cries of pleasure that drifted out into the rising wind.






It took quite a few more nights of distraction before Gandalf did reappear in Alqualondë.






Gandalf’s news was, at least, not bad; not good, but not bad either.




“M’kay…so the Valar want me to go and ask them personally before they will say yes or no to Spike coming here. That means I’ve got to go to Valimar?”




“Yes. They wish you to appear before them in the Máhanaxar,” Gandalf expounded. 




“That’s, like, the Ring of Doom?”




“I have heard it called that,” the Maia agreed, “but it is simply where they hold court. They have asked you to appear before them at their court. Think of it as being no different to Édoras, or The Hall of the Kings of Gondor…or the Throne Room of Legolas’ father, which I know you have also visited. Although,” he added, and Tindómë thought there might be a hint of grim satisfaction in his voice, “perhaps the name you give is best suited to this particular exploit, as you are called to attend so that they may decide the doom of this vampire…”




All Together Now



Legolas received a message asking him to come to Rumil and Tindómë’s house. On arrival he found himself sitting drinking wine with not only Rumil and Tindómë but also Orophin, Haldir, and Mithrandir who explained to the ellyn the outcome of his visit to the Valar.




“I will come with you, meleth,” Rumil said, as soon as he understood that she was to go to the Máhanaxar.




“As will I, nethig,” Legolas declared, equally firmly.




“I would like to,” Orophin chipped in, “it would be a wonderful experience…I think. But I can see your escort becoming overly large.”




Haldir said nothing.




“I don’t know if Gandalf is meant to whisk me there magically, or use my Key-ness to take us straight there, or…well, anything; except that the Valar are, at least, letting me ask.” Tindómë looked, expectantly, at Mithrandir.




“You will make your way there just as any other Elf would,” he said. “But you are most certainly not expected to travel alone.”




“Good, ’cos I don’t actually know exactly where Valimar is, or when we are supposed to arrive, or how long it takes to get there for that matter…”




Something about that speech wrenched at Legolas’ fëa—he could hear and see Frodo standing in the centre of the gathering in Imladris offering to take The Ring to its destruction, though he did not know the way. He looked at Mithrandir and was sure he saw a spark of similar recognition in the Maia’s eyes.




Surprisingly the voice that broke the moment was that of Haldir.




“There will be maps.”




“Well yes…I’ve seen a few of them,” Tindómë answered in a tone Legolas recognised (as, doubtless, did Rumil and Orophin)—all that was missing was her favourite “duh!” “But the problem is, oh husband-brother, that every single one of the maps that I have seen shows it in a slightly different place. 




“I mean, have you ever really studied them? Do you know which one is likely to be right? You know—the one in Master Elrond’s library that shows Valimar being Northwest of Alqualondë, or the other one he has that shows it due West, but three times further away? Or even the third one he keeps on the same shelf, that seems to have Alqualondë in a different place, and makes it look as if Valimar is to the Southwest of it? About the only thing that’s clear is that it is somewhere inland.”




It was, Legolas thought, about time she’d spoken bluntly to Haldir; who looked as blank-faced as one would expect but was, probably, somewhat taken aback, as he did not vouchsafe an immediate answer.




In fact it was Mithrandir who broke the ensuing silence. “You are quite right, my dear, but those maps are mostly ones brought by Master Elrond from Middle Earth. They were drawn from memory, or from the description of others. And yet there are few other maps, you are quite right. Those who live here usually know how to find the towns or cities they need without them…




“However,” he went on, “maps drawn by elves who have lived here all their lives do exist—and are not that dissimilar.”




“Longish, skinny, continent with the settlements mainly on the East coast more or less sums it up, then?” Tindómë asked.




“That is, indeed, what the maps all show,” Mithrandir confirmed.




It seemed to Legolas that there was something else in the conversation that was only apparent to Mithrandir and Tindómë—but he could not grasp, at all, what it could be. Perhaps, he thought, he was imagining it.




The Maia continued talking, and Legolas gave up trying to discern whether there had been more unsaid in the previous interchange, as the conversation now, very clearly, was relevant to him.




Mithrandir was clear that all the ellyn in the room were to be part of this expedition. All were to accompany Tindómë at her audience with The Valar! 




Well, that was unexpected. Legolas had rather hoped he might be allowed to stand beside her in the Máhanaxar but had not expected to be, more or less, commanded to do so. Orophin seemed pleased, Rumil his usual calm self, and Haldir, if anything, nonplussed.






Truth to tell, as Haldir’s main objective was still to persuade his brothers to return to the service of Her Ladyship—which currently meant moving to Tirion—if they were both accompanying Tindómë there was little point in him staying in Alqualondë. Indeed the journey to Valimar would probably best be accomplished by going first to Tirion. 




But he could not see any reason for him to have been asked to go to the Máhanaxar. He had heard nothing of this project to bring someone from the ‘other world’, that Tindómë was said to have lived in at some time, until this meeting with Mithrandir. Haldir was fairly sure that he did not approve. However he knew that his approval was really not important, which still annoyed him—no, actually it hurt him to realise that his brothers no longer really saw him as the head of the family.




Being honest with himself he knew that they should all see their father as head of the family—but he had expected that to be in a token fashion, with his brothers automatically turning to him. And if his brothers saw him as the family head, then so would their wives…




On the other hand, he could see no chance of the Valar agreeing to the venture and they, clearly, saw him as the head of the family or they would not have commanded him to attend the audience. That thought improved his disposition, and it would almost certainly be an experience to boast about…ah, mention to anyone he wished to impress…and there were already one or two ellyth in that category…




“I, of course, know the road to Tirion,” he said, entering the conversation, “and so the inaccuracy of Master Elrond’s maps is no longer important. Her Ladyship will doubtless know the road from Tirion to Valimar and can advise us.”




“Cool,” said Tindómë. “I’ll tell Erestor that you will be able to help him with the inaccuracy of the maps sometime. Or, hey! You could keep track as we travel and draw your own for him! I don’t know how we would cope without you, really. I mean, Legolas and Gandalf would totally be unable to remember the route…”




Haldir was sure she used language so oddly mainly to annoy him.







There were things to organise before they set off to Tirion. Rumil was not sure that he wouldn’t have preferred the message from the Valar to be that Spike must remain in ‘California’, even though it would have upset Tindómë, but the Valar would do as they willed—and she would need him to support her, whatever happened. So, best to look on it as a reason to travel and see more of this place; he sharpened his sword and knives (still a warrior first and foremost), checked his bow, his arrows…and his pencils and pens. He was ready to travel.




Orophin also readied himself by checking his weapons; no more was necessary. But spending the days before they left Alqualondë swimming, and joining with his wife, was good as he would do neither for some time.




Legolas spoke about this upcoming journey to Saeldauron and Galanthir, then to Master Elrond and Lady Celebrían, as well as to Gimli. 




“I wish you joy in Tirion, if you stay there long,” Gimli said. 




They had spent time there together after Gimli had spent time at Lord Aulë’s forge. Gimli had been treated with a mixture of awe, fascination, contempt and patronisation. Legolas had actually been treated much the same, but in slightly different proportions—and also been pursued by a number of ellyth. Whether for his (uncommon in Tirion) fair hair, or that word ‘Prince’ before his name, it was hard to say.




“But,” the dwarf went on, “Lord Aulë will give the lass a fair hearing; even if I can’t speak for the others.”




He went on to reassure Legolas that he was most unlikely to succumb to old age whilst his friend was away, unless the trip was going to take tens of years not just a week or two. Anyway, he would have Tharhîwon for company, Tharhîwon’s ‘friend’ Nithdur would doubtless also spend time in the hobbit-hole, as would Haldirin unless he was to return to his parents’ house now that it was less full. And Naltatamë had promised to visit him every day as well.




Legolas wondered, not for the first time, exactly what the relationship was between Gimli and the female smith. He was fairly sure that, if he asked her, she would say; but it seemed a betrayal of his friend who kept everything to do with personal relationships more close to his chest than his beard was.




Ithilienne would move back and share the house with her aunt as Haldir was vacating the bedroom she had previously shared with her brother. She helped her mother prepare for the journey by day—but the nights before the party left she spent with Legolas.




Tindómë worried about what one wore to an audience with the Valar.




“I do not think it matters, meleth,” Rumil said. “Surely it is your fëa they are interested in, not what you have used to cover your hroar. They created you. Why would they worry about what you are wearing?”




But she noticed that he, and the other ellyn, all packed their best, dress, robes.




Preparations were completed in a few days, bags packed, and horses chosen: from Master Elrond’s stable, as only Legolas and Haldir had their own mounts. The others had, so far, had no need to replace the horses left behind when they sailed.




Somehow Tindómë had presumed Gandalf would travel with them and so it had come as a surprise, the evening before they left, when he had said no, he was remaining here for a little; he would meet them in Valimar. 






The journey to Tirion took some days. Gandalf had said that there was no need to make haste; time was not so important when they were considering bridging the gap between worlds. If the Valar decreed that it should be done, it could be done to a point in time in the other world that suited them. Tindómë was not sure about this but there was no point in constantly chivvying the others; especially Haldir who, she thought, might well take longer the more she tried to make him hurry. So only Rumil was aware of her ‘champing at the bit’.




The land was beautiful, even now in what was late winter; there were flowers in bloom in places, evergreens in copses here and there, fields that were clearly well cultivated. It occurred to Tindómë that the Elves in Middle Earth were not, on the whole, farmers. But here there were no other races with which to trade, and the farming elves looked content in this role.




They stayed in inns most nights. Well appointed inns with light airy rooms, comfortable beds, and pleasant communal spaces. They attracted attention, but not unpleasantly so. Clearly these inns were used to traffic of Telerin Elves going inland, and Noldor visiting the coast—Sindar and Silvan elves were less common, but welcome.




One afternoon Legolas said that they would leave the well-kept road. Haldir looked at him questioningly and Legolas explained that there was a settlement of Wood Elves within an hour or so. That night they sat around a fire, singing familiar songs, and slept in telain. Tindómë thought it was good to see Legolas so clearly accepted as royalty by these, his people, how comfortable Rumil and Orophin were—and Haldir, for that matter. Although, on the whole, she thought that when they finally moved from Alqualondë she would rather have a more solid dwelling. 




All in all the journey was interesting and enjoyable. But then they reached Tirion.




Welcome to Tirion



They approached the capital city of the Noldor a little after mid-day. It could be seen from some distance, perched as it was on a hill, and built almost entirely from what looked like marble. They were still riding through farmland but, now, there were also what could only be described as mansions dotting the landscape.




Legolas rode at the head of the party with Haldir alongside him and, after a short conversation between the two, Legolas suggested that Tindómë put on her ‘most feminine cloak’.




Before she got a chance to question this, or blame Haldir under her breath, Legolas stopped to look in his own packs, and the three brothers did likewise; all were ‘sprucing up’. Tindómë decided to join in with more enthusiasm as she recognised that they were playing another round of ‘behaving as they expect you to’, to use the phrase she had coined in Middle Earth as the Elves tried to be what the mortals expected them to be, or at least tried to fit in with the proprieties of those around them.




It occurred to her later that it might be more a case of behaving better than they expect you to….




They rode on, the city beginning to fill the skyline.




“It’s very shiny!” Tindómë said. “Sort of like Minas Tirith with added sparkle.”




“As well you don’t let anyone hear you compare their city to a mortal one,” Legolas said, with a slight smile. “They think of the mortal races are very inferior when it comes to craftsmanship.”




“That must have really pleased Gimli,” she said.




“He was not unaware of that attitude,” Legolas admitted. “But, as Lord Aulë did not share it, Gimli simply regarded them as sadly ignorant, and ignored most of those around him, as he admired the stone-craft and pointed out to me places where he felt it could have been better…”




Haldir raised an eyebrow but said nothing. Rumil and Orophin laughed. Tindómë imagined the dwarf considering a possible lack of defences, and flood precautions, and muttering about it being preferable to have what you did not need than to need what you did not have.




‘And’, she thought with a smile, ‘if Gimli can ignore ‘jumped up Noldorin lordlings’, then so can I, should the need arise.’




The need would most certainly arise; although the remarks would be made, not by any ‘lordlings’, but by a couple of ellyth.




Their route skirted the main part of the city, as Haldir led the way to the mansion in which Lady Galadriel now lived, and they were aware of many of the Elves they passed watching them or, at least, casting glances their way and trying not to be obvious. As well, Tindómë decided, to look well turned out and respectable so that, as Galanthir had said on a previous occasion, there would be no doubting that Legolas was a prince and not just some passing ellon.




Lady Galadriel’s home, like the others they had passed, was made from white stone that shone in the afternoon sunshine. It had a number of delicate spires and pinnacles, as if the whole building was reaching skyward, all of them looking as if the architect had wanted them to appear too delicate to hold themselves up.




It reminded Tindómë of Galadriel herself—delicate and feminine with an underlying strength and stability. She wondered if it had been built especially for Her Ladyship. Haldir was able to answer this. No; it was an estate belonging to the Crown which had been little used by any of the royal family since the days of the crossing of the Grinding Ice. Her Ladyship had requested it for her own as it had fine stands of trees in its parkland, where her Galadhrim could feel more at home than in the city itself.




By comparison to the great mellyrn, or even the trees of Eryn Lasgalen, these were quite delicate trees, in small numbers, but all the party agreed that they, too, would feel more at home here than in the city.




There was an awkward moment as they dismounted. Haldir seemed to have assumed that Legolas would be Galadriel’s personal guest whilst his brothers and, by extension, Tindómë would go with him to the nearby home of their parents. The ellon who greeted them in Her Ladyship’s name clearly intended them all to accompany him into the main building where rooms had been readied for them. 




“Erestor? Galion?” Tindómë murmured to Rumil.




He nodded. This was clearly an important household member, not a junior retainer; they had been expected, and were clearly seen as Her Ladyship’s guests rather than her subjects.




They accompanied the ellon.




Her Ladyship awaited them indoors. As did Tindómë’s in-laws. 




Lady Galadriel welcomed Legolas as the prince he was, and then reached out a hand to Tindómë and kissed her on the cheek. Although Rumil stood calmly, with his brothers, Tindómë was aware of his inner smile. As he came forward to be greeted by name himself his fingers brushed Tindómë’s and she heard him inside her head. 




‘That was certainly meant as much for my mother as for you, meleth!’




Her Ladyship solved all problems of who would stay where as if the answers were obvious. Haldir was welcome to stay in the main house, if he wished, or return to his own rooms beside those of his parents in one of the buildings beneath the trees. The others had rooms ready here for them. Galadriel wished to catch up with ‘my ward’ (‘Ha! Nice one!’ the ward in question thought), receive any messages from Celebrían and her household, and find out more about the current quest. And the home of Thorontor and his wife was too small to comfortably accommodate them all anyway.







Mithrandir had spoken to Her Ladyship, before he had travelled to Alqualondë, and left the message that word would be sent here when they were to travel to Valimar. Although Tindómë wanted to stay for as short a time as possible, it was a chance for Orophin and Rumil to meet other Galadhrim who had been lost in battle over the years.




It was not, though, somewhere either would have wanted to remain for any time. 




The bedroom was well appointed and it had large windows that let in the sweet air, scented with flowers, herbs, and trees. The furnishings were new, Rumil thought. The carved wooden kist, the settle, and the bed itself, all were decorated with patterns of leaves and vines, as befitted the Lady of the Galadhrim, but they still smelled of new wood. They had clearly been carved for her by her own people who now lived around her.




He wondered, idly, what the original furnishings must have been like. It was a far cry from the living city of Caras Galadhon as it was—if the Noldor furnishings had been of stone and metal it must have been like living in a Gondorian tomb.






Even though there was nothing she particularly needed to buy, Tindómë wanted to go and visit the shops of Tirion. Rumil and Orophin desired to see this famed city, whilst they had the chance, and Legolas was happy to act as a guide relying on what he had learnt during his stay in the Noldor royal household a few years before.




It really only occurred to Tindómë as they dismounted outside the city, and left their horses with elves whose role it seemed to be to care for visitors’ mounts, that everyone here really did speak Quenya—not Sindarin. Legolas had simply nodded his thanks, and said little, and the two brothers had copied only the nod; they spoke no more than a word or two at most. Whereas Tindómë could, at least, read the language well as Lord Celeborn had been happy to teach her when he discovered her love of, and affinity for, languages.




He had professed his own accent ‘unused these long years’ and he hadn’t sounded quite like these voices around them; presumably he had a different accent to start with, and/or millennia of separation had led to the language changing here whereas it had not changed in Middle Earth, being unused.




Even so she could, if she concentrated, understand quite a bit of what was said. And it was clear that most of the locals did not really expect her to. Presumably when the Galadhrim who lived on Lady Galadriel’s estate came to town they mainly pointed and said only ‘please’ and ‘thank you’. That figured. No member of the Galadhrim would ever acknowledge a lack in their own culture—if the Noldor would not learn Sindarin, the Galadhrim would not bother communicating with them!




So it was that Tindómë understood the conversation between two ellyth who were clearly discussing her companions—and herself.




Whilst one of them considered Tindómë’s own clothes ‘rather dated’ her companion owned that Orophin was very good looking but ‘one really wouldn’t want to consider any sort of relationship with a squirrel-lover, even if they were to learn to speak properly’.




Oh how Tindómë wanted to slap them both…hard! Rumil must have been aware of it—he looked at her questioningly. She shrugged, but glanced at Legolas; presumably he must have learnt more Quenya during that previous stay than he had known when she had first met him? Yes. There was the slight tightening of his mouth and around his eyes—but he shook his head slightly and kept moving.




As they continued their exploration of the city Tindómë got the impression, a couple of times, that merchants were passing over her to serve local shoppers. She felt less like the ‘friend of royalty class’ she had become used to in her years in Middle Earth and more like an unwanted poor relation.




And even though, later, Legolas told her that most of those he had met in the royal palace had been polite, Tindómë got the distinct impression that the term ‘squirrel-lover’ was not new to him—and that he liked it no more than she did.




No. These people were less welcoming of Wood Elves than those of Alqualondë were and Tindómë hoped there would never be any cause for her to make her home in this city. She decided she would be happier once they were on the road again, and she was pretty sure at least three of her four companions agreed.




She did not have long to wait. Next day a tall figure appeared, as if from nowhere, to summon them to Valimar. Tindómë’s first thought was that it was Eönwë himself—the great herald—as the figure stood well over seven feet tall, and glowed. But apparently he was a lesser herald. He was certainly impressive; Eönwë must be positively dazzling, and as for the Valar themselves…




Just what they were like, and how they would consider her request, she was to discover very soon. The herald said that they were to leave next morning, proceed at once to Valimar—which journey should take no more than five days—and they would be met at the gates.




As they followed his instructions, and set out the next morning, Tindómë was not at all sad to leave the environs of Tirion—only sad that the herald of the Valar wasn’t travelling with them looking imposing. ‘Although,’ she thought, ‘the locals would probably think we were going there to work as cleaners, rather than by the invitation of the Valar…’






Tirion had been shown on some of the maps as standing to the seaward of the great mountain range of the Pelori, and by others as being some miles to the far side of them. But when they had arrived in the area of the city it had been clear that the third version, which showed the city sitting as if guarding the main pass, was correct. The high mountain ranges had been clearly visible to the northwest and southwest but a way through could be seen if you looked due west.




This leg of their journey would take them through that pass, between the mountains of the Pelori, into the inner lands. None of the party had travelled this way before.




Legolas’ journeys to visit the groups of Wood Elves living here in the West had taken him both north and south of Alqualondë, and inland to the foothills of the mountains, but not through them. For when Gimli had visited the forge of Lord Aulë he had been accompanied only by the smith Naltatamë, and two more junior smiths of Master Elrond’s household, before meeting up with Legolas in Tirion.




Although Haldir had been in the Halls of Waiting—which those inconclusive maps did all agree was over on the far side of the land-mass—he had ‘emerged’ into the woodlands of Lady Galadriel’s estate. It had been as if he passed through a door, and found himself amongst the unfamiliar trees—but with his parents waiting across the clearing from him. He had since been into Tirion a number of times, and had travelled the road to Alqualondë to find his brothers, but had not ventured through the mountain range either.




It was, though, a well travelled road. Clearly there was regular movement between those who lived near Tirion and the Vanyarin elves who lived to the west of the mountains. Tindómë mentally classed the Vanyarin as the goody-goody ones who had never disobeyed so much as a suggestion from the Valar, let alone rebelled in any way. She half expected them to mainly sit around meditating and praising all the time. When one of the Els had pointed out, many years ago, that Glorfindel got his colouring, and the sort of inner-glow, from his Vanyar heritage, Tindómë had concluded that his fighting instincts and enjoyment of the desires of the body had doubtless been inherited from the Noldorin side of his family!




All of the party had traversed the High Passes in the Misty Mountains. The road through this pass was clear of snow and, despite it being only early spring with the mountain tops still white with snow, they had been told they would not even need to camp; there were inns at suitable intervals.




Inns; other travellers following the same route; no danger of attack by orcs, or trolls, or even wolves; as they rode the party hardly needed to do more than let the horses go at their own pace.




So each could spend time with their own thoughts.




Haldir still wondered why he had been instructed to join the party. If it was not because he was the head of the family which, he admitted, he really was not any longer, then perhaps, despite how safe the route to Valimar appeared, there would be need of his skills as he was, most certainly, the most accomplished warrior of the four ellyn.




Legolas wondered if there might be an opportunity to explore further, to seek an audience with Ingwë, the Elven High King, and find out if there were forests to the north that were not heavily inhabited. It seemed likely, but then there must be more of the Noldor and the Vanyar than there had been Ages ago, so perhaps they now lived in the forest shown on one of those maps. Or, worse, perhaps they had hewn them down…




Orophin thought of his wife. And how she would dislike living in the small woodlands around her Ladyship’s estate. A good thing, he thought, that he had no intention of suggesting they move or married life might become less pleasant than it had been so far.




Tindómë wondered just how the Valar would bring Spike here. If they were to do it there and then, in the middle of the Máhanaxar using her blood, perhaps she had better make sure they had a spare cloak with them. It would be awful if he arrived and then burst into flames! But then she could just make sure that they knew this was a problem; perhaps they could make sure the portal opened indoors…




Rumil absorbed the beauty of his surroundings without even trying. He looked at the way the light caught Haldir as he rode ahead, remembered the details of stone carvings he had seen in the city…and thought of Spike. With any luck, he thought, the Valar would explain to Tindómë why it was impossible to bring the vampire here. A simple ‘No’ would probably make her difficult to live with for months. 




He really did not want to consider how the family would live with such an alien being in their midst should the Valar actually agree to her request.




At Last—the Máhanaxar



It was the last inn before Valimar. Suddenly the meeting with the Valar was looming large and Tindómë was nervous. An extra glass of wine; Rumil’s skills at ‘distraction’ making her fly three or four times; and him carefully guiding her feet onto peaceful dream paths; all combined to settle her nerves, so that she felt calm as they set off in the pale morning light.




They rode for a couple of hours before the clouds thinned enough for the sun to break through.




“Elo!” Tindómë exclaimed, as the city was suddenly clearly visible although still many miles away. If Tirion was built of marble it looked as if Valimar must be built of crystal.




“Shiny!” Orophin confirmed. 




He was riding beside Tindómë and glanced quickly between her and Haldir, who was riding in front, with a swift grin. He knew very well that Haldir would be itching to turn around and frown at him for using Tindómë’s version of Sindarin.




“Totally!” said Rumil at her other side.




She did her best not to giggle.






They rode on. As the city grew a little larger to the eye Legolas turned and asked, “Can you hear them yet, nethig?”




“Hear what?”




“Ah, clearly not yet,” he answered.




 “They call it the city of bells,” Haldir said, also turning. “We can hear them already.”




He wondered how long it would be before Tindómë could hear them. A man would probably need to be almost at the city, he thought, but she had seen the city sooner than most men. A bare half an hour passed before she smiled, and said “Oh, yes…they sound really neat!”




Rumil, Haldir had to admit, was probably right when he said his wife was edhelfaral; her hearing was almost as keen as that of the sons of Elrond. It was just a pity that she did not speak Sindarin as well as they did…







The city seemed to have many tall towers and it sounded as if most of them contained bells; all left loose to ring in the breeze. And, Tindómë thought as they got closer, there was also a good selection of wind-chimes. The result was really cool—but she did wonder how anyone could sleep at night. She guessed that—unless they were whisked straight off to the Ring of Doom, got Spike, and were back on the road before sunset—she’d probably find out later.




The buildings seemed to be mainly of marble but there was a lot of gold, glass, and crystal; the impression was sort of ‘Emerald City without the emeralds’, but with added bells and the wind-chimes.




By the time she had finished musing, and deciding that the Vanyarin elves all looked as if they could be related to Glorfindel, they were in the outskirts of the city. No walls, she realised. Cities without walls looked odd. Then she wanted to laugh; Dawn would have thought cities with walls looked odd. But, hadn’t the herald said they’d be met at the gate? No walls surely meant no…




An elf suddenly stepped out just in front of them and greeted Legolas by title and name. Tindómë realised a slender arch of golden metal spanned the road—there may not be walls, but there was, after all, a gateway!




The ellon led them through the city, into a courtyard, and bid them welcome to their lodgings. They were shown to large airy rooms, invited to bathe and to eat—it was all very civilised and clearly neither an inn, nor a private house, but something between. And it was also clear that they were unlikely to meet the Valar straight away.






Tindómë had been right—three days later they had still not met the Valar. They had, however, learned more about the city and the Vanyarin elves who lived there. Their hosts, Lávarfarnë and his wife Lalisilmë, were friendly, and happy to show them around their city, answering their questions graciously. 




The city had cool courtyards and public gardens where flowers and trees grew as if all were in season. There were tall slender bell towers; some topped with golden domes, and a few with crystal shards that reflected rainbows onto those below. At nightfall the bells were tied back to be silent through the night but still the city was not silent. Tindómë had been right about the wind-chimes; some of gold, some of crystal, they hung in archways and from the branches of trees. The whole city was alive with light and sound.




“If we had to live in a stone-built city,” she said to Rumil, “then I think I could be quite happy in this one! Especially as the Vanyar seem nicer than I had expected.”




“I do not want to think of living for ever between walls of stone, meleth, but for a little time this city is pleasant enough,” her husband answered. “And the elves who live here are happy to simply serve the Valar and lead a calm and gentle life.”




Some people, both mortal and elven, who knew Rumil might think that a calm and gentle life would suit him very well—he spoke little, when compared to many, and seemed always to be unruffled. But Tindómë knew both the cold anger and the dry humour that also formed his character. 




“Maybe too calm and gentle a life?” she asked, adding “but I think I would still choose Valimar over Tirion.”




“Perhaps the Noldor also lead calm and gentle lives…when there are no newcomers to distress them,” he answered.




Tindómë waited.




“We are no threat to these elves,” he went on. “Year on year, yén on yén, Sindar and Silvan arrive from Ennor by sea, or through Mandos’ Halls like Haldir, and we are slowly moving into woodlands and other places. But there are many Noldor, too, who will return, and elflings will be born, and grow…they will need more land.




“The Vanyar have not lost warriors to war and, when you look around this city, it is like Lothlorien was for many years before we left; there are no elflings here, nor signs there have been for many, many years.”




Oh my! She was not surprised that he had thought about the difference in the way they had been welcomed; she had been considering it herself. But she had concluded that it must be because they were here at the invitation of the Valar. Rumil, as often before, had thought more deeply. And, she realised, he was quite right.




“But,” he went on, “there is little we can do about it. Come to bed and let us lie and listen to the gentle music…or whatever.”




‘Whatever’ sounded like a good option.






It is probably a good thing that Tindómë did not overhear the conversation next morning as the others waited for her to join them for breakfast.




“The little one is remaining calmer than I would have expected as we await the summons,” said her ‘brother’.




“I try to fill her mind with other things…” answered her husband.




“Not to mention filling all else you can with your cristhen,” said the younger of his brothers.




“What better means of distraction?” Her husband was clearly unperturbed by the accusation. “And,” he added, “as I do not think providing such comfort is part of Lalisilmë’s role, if you feel the need for similar distraction the three of you must take yourself, or each other, in hand…”




Tindómë wondered why they all looked rather…odd…as she entered the room!




But she had no time to ask, as Lalisilmë entered to announce that they had a visitor, followed close at heel by Gandalf.




It was Gandalf—but a Gandalf who had reverted back, from the colours he had worn much of the time since the Ithildrim had arrived, to whiter than white robes. Robes that glistened as if tiny particles of the city’s crystals had been woven in, but then Gandalf himself glistened; well, more, shone with an inner light. Suddenly it was very easy to believe that he was, indeed, one of the Maia.




“Welcome to our city!” he greeted them.




Our city? But then, if the Valar all had some sort of ‘town residences’ here, it was logical that the Maia also had. It had simply never occurred to her before that Gandalf might have his own home somewhere. Something to ask him more about at some other time.




“An hour before sunset,” he went on, as if answering an unasked question, “I will return to accompany you. Be sure to eat, little one, so that your stomach does not rumble…”




The day passed quickly enough. It took time for all five to bathe, dress their hair, and don their best clothes, so that they were as prepared as possible when Gandalf decreed it was time to leave. 




He led them through the city to another golden gateway beyond which stood the Máhanaxar. Tindómë was not sure what she had expected; something like a Roman Amphitheatre, perhaps. She had not visualised anything quite like the construction before her. 




There was an outer shell of fine scalloped white marble arches. Within could be seen another circle of similar arches, but these were not open; rather they formed the supports for walls of delicately wrought golden metal and crystal, facetted to reflect and refract the light.




Gandalf approached one of these inner arches and, at a wave of his hand, a panel swung open. He led them through the previously un-noticed door and they were in a room; curved gold and glass walls in front and behind them, solid side walls, a scattering of chairs; clearly an ante-room.




The Maia did not stop but waved his hand again and another door opened in front of them. They stepped through and suddenly they were standing within the Ring of Doom.




It was somewhat smaller than Tindómë had expected, and somehow she had not expected the continuation of the marble floor—in her imagination it was always earthen. There was a roof. She had not expected that, either. It was a roof of golden arches filled with glass through which the lowering sun streamed before bouncing off the thrones arranged around the edge. Thrones of more gold, or silver, of polished wood, deep black stone, more crystal—each was clearly the seat of a particular Vala.




All were empty. For a moment or two, at any rate, and then half were filled with figures.




The Valar all seemed to be at least eight feet tall, looked rather Elven in feature and clothing, and were dazzling as if each was a great lamp. Then, very quickly, it seemed as if each turned down that inner light, dimming it so that Tindómë and her companions could look towards them and still see.




She felt an urge to kneel, with her eyes averted, and she was aware of the four ellyn doing likewise.




There was a voice. She wasn’t sure if it was inside her head, or speaking out loud, or even if it was male or female.




“Thank you Olórin, you may stay. Welcome child. Our Key. You have done well to use your power as it was intended, even from another dimension;	we are well pleased.




“Welcome, too, Legolas Thranduilion, of the Fellowship that thwarted he who you call Sauron; we are well pleased with all that you have done.”




Tindómë found herself inordinately pleased that Legolas was getting the recognition that he deserved.




The voice went on. “We are well pleased, also, that you took Tindómë as kin. And, finally, welcome to the sons of Thorontór of Lothlorien. Orophin and Rumil, now of the Ithilrim, we thank you especially for the care you took of Tindómë so that she lived.”




Then there was a hint of…amusement…in the voice. “We congratulate you, child, on your binding with Rumil Thorontórion. Although these congratulations may be a little late, as you experience time, to us it is little longer than the blinking of an eye.”




The Valar clearly had something of a sense of humour—who knew?




“Olórin has told us, briefly, of your request that a being from the other dimension be allowed to cross through to this one. Why would you want this? Why should we comply?”




M’kay, deep breath, Tindómë told herself, then lifted her head to speak. She wasn’t really sure which of the figures had spoken—but aimed at the figure in the centre who was, she was pretty sure, Manwë.




“Spike cared for me, and helped to keep me safe. He really, really, helped to stop me fading when I was pulled back to the old dimension. Um, you did know about that didn’t you?”




“We were…aware. Continue.”




“He’s immortal because he’s, uh, he’s a vampire and yes,” she hurried on, “that means he should be all sorts of evil, and I guess he was, but he went on a quest to get his soul back, his fëa, so that the, uh, demon couldn’t make him do things he didn’t want to, and he has worked so hard for the side of good, and now he is all alone because all the others were mortal, and they’ve died, and I worry that he might just let himself fade, or burn up and die.” She drew a breath.




Now the voice changed—Tindómë decided that the first voice was probably Manwë as he was head Vala, and this voice was more feminine.




“Child, it would be easier to understand what you are trying to tell us if you allow me to read your memories and your fëa.”




Tindómë felt a slight pressure inside her head—she had felt something similar from Lady Galadriel on occasion—but it was clear that the Vala was waiting politely, when she clearly didn’t need to, as there was nothing Tindómë could do to stop her. Tindómë relaxed, consciously, in agreement. She found herself thinking of Spike reading Shakespeare to her when she was too faded to move from the couch, but she was sure the Vala would be doing a quick inventory of everything Spike-related in her memory.




Then came a request to also look into the memories of the Ellyn; particularly the three who had met Spike when they had found Tindómë and brought her home again.




Silence. Then Manwë spoke again. “We need to discuss what we have learnt, and your request. Olórin will show you to a place to wait, and we will call you back once we have made our decision.”




Tindómë was amazed, as she stood up, to find that the sun no longer shone through the glass roof of the Máhanaxar. All the light now came from the figures on the eight thrones that were occupied. They must have been kneeling before the Valar for at least an hour.




They followed Gandalf, passed through a gold and crystal panel, and were in a room, lit by a silvery light, where a table held glasses and a carafe of wine. None of them spoke—but Legolas poured wine for each of them and, as they sipped, they all just looked at each other quietly.




Although none of them spoke aloud Rumil took Tindómë by the hand and she heard him inside her head. ‘Are you well, meleth?’




‘Yes…yes, I think so. Elo! We’ve seen the actual Valar! Well some of them.’




‘That is why we came, meleth…’




She could hear the mild amusement in his inner voice, and felt herself relax. But somehow it was still not the place for normal conversation and they remained silent until Gandalf spoke.




“It is time to return to the Ring.”




This time Manwë told them to remain standing and they obeyed. Then he gave the verdict. “It is clear that the being of whom you spoke has been of service to you and, hence, to us and to Arda. But it is also clear that he is not truly alive—nor yet truly dead. This means that his fate should be in the hands of our brother Námo, who is not present at this time.”




‘M’kay,’ Tindómë thought, ‘I bet he could be, more or less instantly, if Manwë wanted him to be…not looking good.’




“We have made our decision,” Manwë continued. Tindómë made herself concentrate.




“If you wish to ask our brother to make a decision, on the fate of this being, you must go and ask him. You must make your way to his Halls where he will give you an audience. You will not make this journey alone, but we have chosen one companion to aid you should you need it—provided he is willing to accompany you.”




‘Oh boy,’ Tindómë thought, ‘Legolas will be so jealous of Rumil. Or the other way around. No—it has to be Rumil…oh, or Gandalf of course!’




“Haldir Thorontórion, are you willing to accompany Tindómë on this quest?”





Plans



“Haldir Thorontórion, are you willing to accompany Tindómë on this quest?”




Had anyone thought to drop a pin at this point doubtless it would have been heard as it hit the marble floor.




If you were one of the Valar you would have been able to read the thoughts of all the Elves (and The Key) simultaneously. They would have gone something like this…




‘Haldir? They want me to cross all the way to the Outer Sea with Haldir? Oh! Huitho! He’ll say no and we’ll never get Spike here!’




‘He is certainly capable of taking care of her…I wonder if they might find uninhabited forest on the way to Mandos Halls? Perhaps there is some that Lord Oromë hunts in, that he would allow us to share, but I do not think he is one of the Valar present here. It would be good to travel with Tindómë and see if such forest exists. But perhaps it is better that I do not go…I would not be able to return to the coast, to Gimli, quickly should the need arise. And it will be good to return to Ithilienne. Huitho! Would Ithilienne expect me to insist on going with Tindómë? No…’




‘Why not me? She is my wife! I will care for her and keep her safe! Although my brother is a great warrior…There are no yrch, or evil men looking for ellyth to join with, but still better she travels with a great warrior than if they had made her go alone. No! I would not have let her go alone, no matter what the Valar said. Huitho! If he says no, and she has to give up the idea of bringing Spike here, there will never be peace between them. Oh my brother, say yes—but if anything happens to my wife in your care I will never forgive you.’




‘Huitho! I am glad it is not me! I do not think I want to go to Mandos’ Halls…. Rather go home to Lithôniel. But it will be good for Haldir. He needs to be a warrior. He will not be afraid to go into Lord Námo’s presence anyway—he’s been there before!’




‘Me! I am to take Rumil’s wife trailing across all of Aman? Huitho! Why not one of the others? Were she not there, to keep them with Legolas’ people, I am sure that I could persuade Orophin and Rumil to come back to her Ladyship…Then, why would they, in honesty? The coast is a better place to be if we have no forest. I could say no and return to Her Ladyship—or to the coast with them. The man, or whatever he is, would no longer be a problem…Ai, but Haldir—doing as the Valar ask will be less boring than life here has been thus far…’




“Yes. Yes, my Lord. I will accompany my brother-wife to seek audience with Lord Námo.”






The Valar left the Máhanaxar almost immediately; then Gandalf took Tindómë by the arm and began to walk, the ellyn followed, and the party were soon outside.




No one spoke.




Then, just as Gandalf had broken the silence by saying “Well, come along then,” Tindómë heard Rumil’s inner voice.




‘That was…unexpected. Are you well, meleth?’




‘I…I think so. Just…I don’t know. I guess at least they didn’t say “No.” But how far is it, and how are we going to get there?’




‘Or, even, how are you going to resist doing my brother a bodily injury should the journey be long?’




That line was so unexpected, yet so very Rumil, that she felt much of the tension drain away and, as his fingers caressed her wrist for a few moments, she was able to smile.




Still no one spoke until they reached their lodgings. There Lávarfarnë and Lalisilmë had laid out food and wine but then quickly retreated to leave the party alone. Tindómë wondered how often their guests returned from the Ring of Doom happy, having been granted what they asked; how often such a meal would be something of a way to drown disappointment; and how often a party returned having had such an unexpected response to a request.




Orophin poured wine, piled a plate with food, and then passed both to Tindómë with a slow smile. 




“Eat, tithen maethor.” 




Somehow it broke the mood and three or four voices all began to talk at once. Gandalf’s voice cut across the others, silencing them. “Well then—you two will need a plan….”




Haldir spoke for the first time since he had agreed to accompany Tindómë across Aman to the Outer Sea. 




“We will need more than a plan—unless it is a well drawn and accurate plan of the route we need to take.”




“You may wish to return to Lady Galadriel’s estate to prepare yourselves,” Gandalf continued.




Haldir looked briefly at Tindómë and then replied. “I think this would be the best course.”




She was inclined to argue simply because he had made the decision without asking her—but he was, in all honesty, right.




Then Haldir went on, “We will need to have some idea of distance, and terrain—not to mention exactly in which direction we need to travel. But there will, most certainly, be maps of Aman; either in Her Ladyship’s library, or within either the public library or the royal one in Tirion. I am sure Her Ladyship can arrange access for us if we need to study them there.”




“As could I,” said Legolas, joining the conversation for the first time.




‘Go, atheg!’ Tindómë thought.




Rumil had clearly picked that thought up as she heard his inner voice; ‘It will take him a while to fully recognise Legolas as who he is. To Haldir it is as if little time has passed since your brother was part of the Fellowship, under the command of Aragorn, and making no claims to station.’




‘Yeah…I know…and I guess it’s good that he didn’t look as if he didn’t believe Legolas…’




“Yes, well, eat up, sleep well tonight, and then you can begin your journey back to Tirion on the morrow,” Gandalf said, briskly. “I will join you there, before you leave, with any further message from My Lord Manwë.”




‘He really is determined that we do this thing ourselves…’ Tindómë realised.






“Do you remember, meleth, when I rode to war with the army of King Elessar?” 




Lying in the crook of his arm, Tindómë answered sleepily that she did.




“This time you will leave me behind. I think we must join as many times as we can before you leave—to give us both extra pleasant things to recall when we are apart…”




He felt her smile, as he knew she would. 




“Ellyn! You keep your brains well covered by your leggings!” There was a pause. “But maybe you are right.” 




Another pause. Then a hand moved over his bare chest, and pinched a nipple, sending a ripple of pain and pleasure through him. 




“Maybe we should start now?” His wife’s voice rippled with laughter. 




Rumil was more than happy to comply.






The journey back to Tirion was pleasant enough. The nights especially so, as Rumil kept his word to give them both as many pleasant things to recall whilst apart as possible, and Tindómë realised that, just like an elf or one of the Rohirrim, she could make up the sleep as she rode. On occasions she was aware of conversations going on around her, about her forthcoming journey with Haldir, but she did not always listen at all.




As soon as they reached Lady Galadriel’s estate, where they were warmly welcomed (and gently interrogated about their visit to Valimar and their audience with the Valar), Haldir began organising. Her Ladyship seemed totally unsurprised at the outcome of the audience with Lord Manwë; but then she was an ancient elf and well practiced in hiding her emotions, so whether she had expected that Tindómë and Haldir would be travelling together to Mandos Halls all along would have to remain a subject for speculation.




Tindómë was, to be honest, quite happy for Haldir to make decisions about what provisions they might need; she volunteered to look at the maps. Her Ladyship had a well stocked library. In fact not only had she brought books and scrolls from Lothlórien, when she sailed, but His Lordship had sent others on by ship since. Tindómë thought that Galadriel must have been both gladdened and saddened each time such a trunk arrived; it was, surely, a sign that he would want them here himself when he arrived; yet each time she must have wished that her husband had bought them personally.




It did not take long to find the map she remembered as part of a larger one from lessons back in Lothlórien.


 

But she was not really sure how accurate it was. She had to admit that she had not taken bearings as they travelled, but the relationship between Alqualondë, Tirion, and Valimar was very different from that shown in the other map in Lady Galadriel’s library.



 
And when Legolas accompanied her to the library of the Noldor Royal family, they found a map in which the relationship between the three cities was different again.
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It seemed as if the Elves, as they had perfectly good roads between the cities and knew very well how to get from one to the other, had never really thought about accurate maps. As she said to Legolas, this wouldn’t really make a lot of difference to the journey she had to make with Haldir—except that they did not all show Lord Námo’s domain in the same place either…




There was something else niggling at the back of her brain, about that map she remembered from Lothlórien, but it was less important than making a decision about which direction they needed to travel to reach their goal, how far it was likely to be, and what terrain to expect.




She copied the third map carefully and that night all the ellyn joined her to study the three different versions. They were as alike, and as unalike, as those she had mentioned in Master Elrond’s collection, before they left Alqualondë.




Eventually Haldir summed up. “Clearly we need to head in a westerly direction—but it might be due west or more to the south-west. There is no scale, unfortunately, but we know it took five days travel between Tirion and Valimar and so we can make a very rough estimate based on all three. And there seem to be no major rivers to cross, nor any major mountain ranges…But I would prefer to have more accurate information.”




Then Her Ladyship, from where she had been sitting quietly listening, joined the conversation.




“Perhaps it would help to speak to someone who has travelled at least some of the way?”




Before any of them could reply, she went on, “Amongst the members of my father’s household is just such an ellon. I will ask him to come here and speak to you.” 






The ellon who arrived from Tirion the next day answered a question none of the party had ever thought to ask. If the Noldor are great metal-workers where do they mine the metals? He described himself as a ‘seeker’, as he sought out veins of metal for others to work; Tindómë would have called him a prospector. 




There were good veins in the Mountains of the Pelóri, he said, but he had travelled inland to look for other places to mine as well. He looked at the maps and explained that there were actually ranges of hills, which became mountains, in the centre of Valinor, although not as high as the Pelóri, and there the Noldor had mining settlements not shown on the maps. These ranges were, he told them, easily crossed. In fact he had travelled on, noting other places where mining might be undertaken, until he had stood on a peak of the second range he met and glimpsed the ocean in the distance.




In answer to a question from Legolas the ellon said that the forests in which Lord Oromë hunted were between the ranges; although the ellon had skirted them rather than explore them. Tindómë had completely understood the glance that passed between Haldir and Legolas at that point. But, personally, she thought any detour could wait until they were on the return leg of their journey.




Their visitor felt it likely that the map showing Valinor as the narrowest land mass was the most accurate. The journey would take around three weeks from Tirion; perhaps four. He could not tell them for certain where the Halls of Lord Námo were, but from such a height he thought any settlement, be it the domain of Lord Námo or that of his sister Nienna, might well be discerned.




The ‘elf with the thousand-mile stare’ thing, Tindómë thought. But hey! Haldir should be able to see all that was required—probably well past any normal horizon, even, as the elves all seemed to believe that Valinor was outside the normal curve of the planet. And, who knows, they might be right! 




Haldir seemed much happier to have a plan—Tindómë was just happy that they could get on the road. She worried that it might take too long and Spike, despite his promise, might do something careless. But all she could do was make sure that she had Radagast’s Window securely in her pack, and wait.




Then, the night before they were due to leave, she realised what it was about that map of the world that had niggled at the back of her brain. 





So Fair Thee Well, My Own True Love



Rumil had reminded Tindómë, this last night before she set off on her quest, of the last night they spent together before he rode to war with the combined forces of Gondor and Rohan.




“Whoever carved this bed for Her Ladyship’s household did not have the same degree of foresight as whoever carved that bed,” he said, smiling.




This one was beautifully decorated, with a relief of branches and leaves, but solid; there were no curves and curls which would allow, so easily, something that tied someone’s wrists together to be looped over it to hold that person in place. Their own bed-head resembled, more, the one from Ithilien…




She did not answer in words but stretched herself out, like a big cat, with her hands grasped together above her head.




Rumil smiled again, and grasped her two hands in one of his, holding them in place, whilst he began to torment her with his lips and his other hand. Soon she was squirming, trying to bring her nipples within reach of his mouth, and as his finger nails traced patterns on her inner thigh she tried to twist to bring his fingers closer to her huch. He licked his lips but refused to touch the places that she silently offered to him.




This game continued for some time before he slid his cristhen into its sheath, within her, and dropped his lips to kiss her mouth.




The joining was deep, slow, and both were held at the edge of flight for long minutes before Rumil could feel that Tindómë could hold back no longer and, with a final deep thrust and a twist of his hips, he drove them together over the edge and upwards.




He rolled them both over, then, so that Tindómë lay on top of him, still joined together. He could feel her beginning to drift into sleep…




And then; “Oh!” she said, as she suddenly lifted her head from his chest.




“Oh?”




“I’ve just remembered what is strange about the map that shows all of the world before Aman, here, got cut off from the rest of it—you know, the one Erestor showed me.”




He waited.




“The thing is,” she continued, “I’ve seen a map a lot like that one before. You know how I think this world and the one I was caught in before are, like, two versions of the same thing?”




She had explained that years ago and, as there was no clear proof either way, Rumil thought it as likely as not.




“Well Giles had lots of old maps that he used when he wanted to look up demons, and to help him understand ancient languages, and things. And he had a copy of a really old map of the whole world. It was five or six hundred years old…”




Clearly, Rumil thought, Tindómë was very involved in what she was saying or the oddness of that remark, when made to an elf of over fourteen hundred years of age, would have struck her. He listened carefully as she continued.




“…and it showed all of what they called ‘The Old World’, kinda like Middle Earth, pretty clearly, if a bit squashed. And it showed ‘The New World’ to the west. That’s the continent that I lived on—North America. And California was a small piece of that—yes?”




“Yes,” he answered as he felt he was expected to do at this point.




“Well, on the old map of the world the Americas, because there are actually two whole continents, a north one and a south one, were shown just like a long narrow strip down the far side, curved around a bit. Just like that map shows Valinor!”fn1




Rumil could feel Tindómë’s emotions bubbling up; there was excitement, but also a degree of both worry and, increasingly, horror. He remained calm, and waited.




“I mean, what if the map of this world is as wrong? The elves who drew it might only have known what there was within a few miles of the coast. They might have thought it wasn’t far to the other side just because they hadn’t needed to know, and hadn’t been that far!




“The sailors who drew the Old Earth map just made the new lands that they hadn’t really explored the right size and shape to fit the space they thought was there; but they were wrong. It was much, much, bigger. What if Aman is really an enormous continent, thousands of miles wide, and I have to traipse all the way across it, with Haldir, for years?”




Rumil wanted to laugh. He had to close her out of all his emotions to prevent her realising this.




“Don’t laugh!” she said.




Ah—he had not been quick enough. He gave in to the laughter.




“Meleth,” he finally said, “I do not find the idea of you being away from me for years amusing; simply your horror at the possibility of having to spend so much time with my eldest brother.”




“And there’s Spike…” she said, sounding much more serious than Rumil, “he might give up and let himself, uh, fade if we take too long.”




“I do not think you need to fear, meleth,” he answered (although very, very, privately he still thought that would solve a lot of problems…), “for have we not spoken to someone who has stood on a range of mountains, only a week or two’s travel from Tirion, and seen the sea beyond?




“The coincidence of Master Elrond’s map looking like one that…Giles…owned is interesting, but I do not think it is anything other than coincidence. Honestly.”




Before she could say more he slid his hands down her body, and kissed her. As they were both awake it seemed a good idea to return to the pleasures of the hroar. Through their bond he could feel her not quite believing him—but being happy to be distracted.






Gandalf arrived in time to wave them off, as he had promised, saying he would then travel with those returning to Alqualondë. 




Tindómë voiced her worries about no one seeming to be able to clearly pinpoint for them the exact direction they needed to travel, or the distance.




“Little one,” Gandalf said, “has it occurred to you that the exact whereabouts of the entrance to the Halls of Lord Námo or Lady Nienna may not be quite as…fixed…as, say, Valimar or Tirion? Although,” he went on with a slight smile, “I recognise that even their positions are not well mapped.”




Tindómë did not have to ask him what he meant by his remarks about the dwellings of the Valar; she understood all too well. But she did not want it to be true.




“But…but Naltatamë had no problem taking Gimli to Lord Aulë’s forge; she knew where she was going. And lots of other smiths have studied there, too. And Celebrían said she had visited the gardens of Lórien and spent time with Lady Estë and Lord Irmo.”




As he so often did, the Maia simply looked at her, implying she could figure it out for herself.




“Ceryn Manw…I mean Huitho! There are entries to those places that everyone knows because those are the places the elves are welcome, and want to visit? Are the domains of the Valar all, uh, pocket dimensions? So we could just wander around for ever and a day and not find where we are going?”




“Or you may find where you seek with little difficulty,” he answered; which confirmed to Tindómë that she was probably right, but it wasn’t terribly reassuring. 




“So the last minute advice from Lord Manwë would be ‘Go West, young Key,’ and that’s about it?”




“The message from Lord Manwë is to travel without too much care for maps, and his brother will, most certainly, hear your request.”




Haldir, who had listened to the conversation without joining in before now, seemed to have picked out from this a more positive message than Tindómë.




“Well,” he said firmly, “if Lord Námo is certainly going to hear your request, brother-wife, then we are certainly going to find him.”




He was right. Tindómë answered, genuinely, “Thank you, Haldir. Yes, of course.”




“It is obvious,” Haldir continued. “And equally obviously we are not going to arrive if we do not set out. Come, our horses are ready.”




She felt the urge to stick her tongue out and dawdle. 




“He is quite right, you know,” said Gandalf.




She stuck her tongue out at him instead.







As was correct, goodbyes had been said in private; not only had Tindómë been thoroughly farewelled in their bed but she had been hugged by Legolas and Orophin. Rumil helped her, now, into the saddle. Not that she needed assistance, but it was a last chance to hold her.




He had said farewell, also, to Haldir.




“She is very dear to me, brother. She holds part of my fëa, and is dearer to me than breathing. As the Valar have decided that I am not to accompany her on this journey, I could ask no one better. Bring her back safely to me, though, or I cannot vouch for my reaction.”




“Do you wish her mission to be successful, brother?” Haldir asked.




Ah—this was the first time Haldir had actually asked this—and Rumil knew to answer carefully. Should he say that it would be better for Spike to remain in the other world, whether this ended his existence or not, Haldir might have choices to make where this could colour his decision. But, knowing his brother as he did, should there come a point where there was disagreement between the two who travelled together, Haldir might justify his wishes to Tindómë by quoting what Rumil wanted. It would not bode well should Haldir tell her that Rumil thought it better for this strange sister-husband to remain where he was, and lost to her forever.




But Haldir had been parent and brother to Rumil for most of his life; he would know whether Rumil was being honest in his response…




“I wish her to be happy.”




Haldir said nothing but looked at Rumil with an expression the younger brother recognised, all too well, as meaning ‘I am expecting the rest of your answer.’




“Brother,” Rumil picked his words carefully, “I wish that she reaches Lord Námo’s domain safely and quickly, and returns to me as soon as it is possible, no matter what His Lordship’s answer.”




“I, too, wish this quest to be over quickly and efficiently, and your wife returned to your side, my brother,” Haldir replied. “You may have no fear that I will drag the journey out longer than is necessary.”




That, Rumil thought, was as diplomatic a statement as his reply to Haldir’s question had been. Under other circumstances it would have made him smile.




Now he stood with Orophin and Legolas as, firstly, Mithrandir wished the two who were setting out “safe journey”, and then Her Ladyship did likewise. Behind them stood his parents, and a group of friends, each of whom did nothing more than nod solemnly as Haldir raised his arm in a gesture of farewell. Tindómë also nodded and, as the horses began to walk away, neither looked back.






fn1. The maps in question—
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One of the few maps showing all of the planet on which Middle earth can be found. And an early map of Earth;
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The Road Is Long…



Sometimes Tindómë thought that those weird monks, back in the other world, had done too good a job of giving her memories for a childhood she hadn’t had. Movies, songs, and books seemed to have been added almost at random; things they surely couldn’t have simply copied from Buffy, because she had often looked at Dawn as if she was very odd for knowing something that came on the car radio, or a quote from a childhood book.




As she rode side by side with Haldir, saying little, she found herself with just such a song going round and around in her head. Sometimes she wondered if one or two of the younger monks had been used to provide that sort of thing. She was pretty sure that an average young girl born in the late 1980s wouldn’t have been a big fan of old Neil Diamond songs…




“The road is long

With many a winding turn

That leads us to who knows where

Who knows where

But I’m strong

Strong enough to carry him

He ain’t heavy, he’s my brother…”





Although she hoped she wouldn’t have to carry Haldir at any stage—he was a little taller than his brothers, and slightly more heavily muscled—she considered him for a while and eventually reckoned he must weigh around 180 pounds or more.




At least it took her mind off the song for a while.






Haldir found himself wondering why his brother-wife was looking at him with such a calculating expression…






This first day, as they followed a road through cultivated land, passed without incident or excitement. They carried camping gear but when they reached a village with an inn, a little before sunset, they decided to spend the night there. Or, rather, Haldir decided and Tindómë could see no reason to argue, much though she might have wanted to on principle, and they were soon in a room with a large bed in the centre and a bath and large jugs of water in one corner.




Tindómë half expected Haldir to make some comment about either the bed or the bath, but actually his first words were “it is good that you speak Quenya, brother-wife. My own is not good—but between the two of us we should be able to understand and be understood.”




She was so taken aback at what was, more or less, a compliment that she was lost for words for a minute! Then, more amicably than she might have expected, they each bathed by standing in the round bath and pouring water over themselves. Again, Tindómë felt that Haldir was, almost grudgingly, impressed that she had no qualms about stripping in front of him, nor of being around whilst he did so.




She felt like saying something along the lines of ‘you’ve seen one naked elven body, you’ve seen them all,’ or ‘if you haven’t already checked out how like an elf I am, whilst we’ve been bathing or swimming in a group, then you are a lot less curious than every other member of the Galadhrim I’ve ever met’. But she didn’t.






Haldir had seen Tindómë swim naked during his stay in Alqualondë. He had already decided that, although a little shorter than most ellyth and rather too rounded in breast and hip, her hroar was not displeasing and he could understand Rumil finding her acceptable physically.




As she stood in the bath with her back to him, and he caught sight of marks on her buttocks, he smiled. Rumil had always had a taste for using his teeth during bodily pleasure; that Tindómë clearly did not object but, as the sounds of enjoyment heard so regularly in the past few weeks attested, clearly shared his tastes was, of course, a good thing.




Actually, Haldir could see how those slightly fleshier buttocks might be a pleasure to bite…




Later he watched Tindómë sleep. She was, really, so young that it was not surprising that she slept longer than older elves. But the closed eyes, and the way that she, once asleep, turned and curled on her side like a young animal, reminded him, had he needed it, that she was something…other. Although, he silently admitted, perhaps less ‘other’ than he had thought at first.






By the end of the second day their surroundings were more sparsely populated. The land was still green, with rolling hills, but now there was less obvious cultivation, no more cattle, and few houses; rather, there were flocks of sheep and single small buildings here and there.




Tindómë still thought it looked odd, seeing elves tending fields, but it was Haldir who actually voiced the thought as they dismounted in a small copse of trees just off the road.




“I find it hard to see the pleasure in watching sheep, or cutting crops all day,” he said, “but I suppose someone has to do it…”




“I guess tending the vegetable patches out on the fences was a bit different,” she answered.




This led to conversation about the one visit she had made back to Lothlorien after His Lordship had left, what still had survived at that point, and how she had felt she did not want to return again, even though Rumil and Orophin had done. As they talked she had gathered wood for a fire and Haldir began preparing supper without comment; at least, she thought, he hadn’t felt the need to give her instructions. 






There was no real need to watch all night, Haldir thought; there were no orcs, and almost certainly no wolves, as the sheep seemed to be left to roam at night. The horses would certainly raise an alarm, anyway, should anything, or anyone, approach the camp. But it went against the grain. He had never camped without a watch. On the odd occasion when he had travelled alone outside the fences he had not slept, simply drowsed half awake, aware of any movement.




“Should I take first watch, or will you wake me later?” Tindómë asked.




His brothers had trained her well.






Another day went by very like the previous one. They interspersed cantering and walking, and passed the time of day with a few others, including a party heading the other way with loaded wagons of metal pulled by large teams of horses.




They saw only one or two hamlets along the route during the whole day and they camped overnight again.




Haldir, Tindómë decided, was not a big conversationalist.




She woke, on the morning of their fourth day of travel, to heavy grey sky and rain. They were, as they had been the night before, a little off the road where there were a few trees for shelter—and the leaves did keep some of the rain at bay. But even better shelter had been provided by a lean-to of canvas, supported by two cut branches, that had not been over her when she had finished her watch and rolled herself up to sleep.




She wanted to comment on how quietly Haldir must have worked to do this without waking her but, she knew, he would simply point out he was an elf, and Galadhrim…just as either of his brothers would have under the same circumstances. So she simply thanked him.




As they ate, packed, and rode on, the rain continued. Both had their cloaks wrapped tightly, their hoods up, but there was no pleasure in the journey.




They did not bother to stop for lunch but ate some of the lembas Her Ladyship had given them, staying in the saddle whilst the horses, reins loose, cropped the grass. Still the rain showed no sign of abating.




It occurred to Tindómë, mid-afternoon, that the landscape, though grey and gloomy, was changing. There were more trees; trees that looked to be cultivated.




Just as she was about to comment on this to her companion, simply to break the tedium, he turned to her and spoke.




“Have you noticed that there are more trees along the way, now? And spreading in the distance as well?”




“I had, in fact it occurred to me…”




He cut her off as if he had not really noticed her reply.




“What is most interesting is that they have clearly, to me, been cultivated. You will notice how they grow with well matched, straight, branches from a low point. It is a method known as…”




“Coppicing. Yes. I had noticed. I am neither unobservant nor stupid,” Tindómë snapped back. “I am one of the Ithilrim—I lived, for most of my time in Middle Earth, in a carefully nurtured wood. I know about coppicing!”




She glared out from below her hood at him, expecting to be met by a cool look that would probably make her feel slightly guilty for being snippy. Instead she met a glare to match her own.




“One of the Ithilrim—and how should I know of life in Eryn Ithil? I was dead! I know nothing of the life you led there. Nothing of the life my brothers led there. While I was in the Halls of Lord Námo they were, apparently, on a tour of Middle Earth as if all I had taught them of loyalty to His Lordship, to Her Ladyship, was as nothing to them. As if I was as nothing to them.”




Huitho! That was unexpected. Tindómë took a few seconds to gather her thoughts, to decide what to answer. She stopped. What she did say next probably came as as big a surprise to Haldir as his outburst had to her.




“Get off the horse! Just ride over to those trees, stop, and get off the horse. This is much too important for a conversation on horseback.”




Perhaps Haldir agreed with her because he actually did follow her to the nearest group of trees, reined his horse to a stop and, when Tindómë dismounted without looking in his direction to see if he was complying with her, uh, request, she heard him drop lightly to the ground.






“Get off the horse!” she had said. And he was so surprised, and still not completely certain why he had answered her as he had, that he simply complied.




Perhaps, he thought, it was the discomfort and tedium of riding through this grey landscape in unceasing rain. It was much worse than being on the fences on a wet day. That must have been why he had let his thoughts and emotions out before he could stop himself.




Now she was standing right in front of him; he could hardly avoid looking at her.




“As if you were nothing to them? Do you really feel that? Do you really think they just thought ‘Yay! Haldir’s dead! We can go on a big adventure and he can’t stop us!’? Honestly?”




Before he could muster an answer she took a step even closer and went on.




“Let me tell you, Marchwarden, you were mourned. Oh how you were mourned! Your empty hroar was buried, along with your fallen wardens, with as much honour and ceremony as the remaining Galadhrim and the Rohirrim could give; even though the Galadhrim were to set out and carry their wounded back to Lothlorien, even though the men of the Mark were going to ride out again to further battle.”




He wondered how she knew. He found out without needing to ask.




“And I know this because we went back later. And I don’t know why Rumil and Orophin haven’t told you all this—is it in poor taste to discuss your death once you come back? Well if it is no one’s ever told me so I’ve got no problems discussing dead you with second time around you. Or maybe they have told you and you didn’t listen properly, or something. But you can listen now.”




Despite the rain dripping off the leaves above them, he realised that perhaps he did want to listen now. In fact, he realised, it may have been the weather that sparked off his honest answer to her earlier—it had been raining non-stop that night at Helm’s Deep, too.




He had known the bald facts; how many of his warriors had died alongside him, how many were injured. That Orophin and Rumil had not returned to the Golden Wood with the others, as they should have, but had ridden, instead, with the men. 




He learnt, here, from this slip of an elleth who was not even there, that those warriors left alive had agreed that it was right for the Galadhrim to further support Aragorn Arathornion on his quest, and that Orophin and Rumil had gone because they sought vengeance for his, Haldir’s, death. That the Elrondionath had said only that vengeance wish, and then the need to care for Tindómë when Rumil found her, broken and close to death, on the battlefield, had kept them from fading and following him, so great was their sense of loss.




He heard how Rumil sat beside her bed and, as she mourned being lost from her sister, he had wept for his brother so that one of the first Sindarin phrases she had ever learnt was ‘My brother, I miss him’.




“And then His Lordship sent Rumil back to Minas Tirith, to draw and paint pictures of her first grandchild to take to Lady Celebrían. Orophin and I went with, and the twins. We ended up back at Helm’s Deep and, oh, how you were mourned again! Orophin mourned you as an elfling mourns his parents and Rumil could feel his pain from, like, about half a mile away, through the stone! He went and joined Orophin, despite an injury that had slit him from his rib-cage to the opposite thigh less than two days before. 




“They mourned you so much that their fëar were empty. I’d never seen such grief, even though both my mother and my sister died, and a friend’s soul-mate; Rumil and Orophin’s grief was greater. And that was three years after they buried you.




“Do not ever tell me that your death meant nothing to them!”




Haldir wanted to ask about that wound to Rumil. What had his younger brother been doing to get the injury? But Tindómë had not finished. He would leave that question for another time.




“And Her Ladyship honoured you after you’d died. She sent seedlings with us to plant where your hroars were buried. And the Rohirrim joined us, and honoured you all by mourning you as they would their own greatest warriors. The trees still stand over your graves, and the stone is there, still.”




“Stone?” he cut in.




“Gimli’s dwarves carved it. It is all pretty much old history now, for the men,” Tindómë said. “No one who was there is still alive to remember, nor are their children.”




She looked sad at that thought. But she went on, “And yet the last time any of us passed through the Riddermark the stone was kept clear and clean, even though the men don’t even understand the tengwar. Your burial place is marked with a stone that says ‘We fell honouring the alliance between men and elves, to protect all from darkness and evil’.”




Here, in a wet copse of coppiced hornbeam and beech, Haldir realised that he had learnt more about his brothers’ life without him than he had from their own mouths since they had been reunited.




“And,” Tindómë finished, “your brothers were so proud of you—but they would so much rather have had you, than pride in a bloody stone.”




The End of the Road



It would have been quite possible to simply remain where they were, and camp there, as it was late afternoon by the time Tindómë finished giving Haldir both an account of his brothers’ sense of loss on his death and a sizeable piece of her mind.




However it made sense, especially as the rain had not eased all day, to ride on and hope to reach some sort of settlement belonging to those who clearly forested the trees.




“Charcoal burners, I guess,” Tindómë said.




“Why would they be charcoal burners?” Haldir asked.




“Because it looks as if the Noldor smelt the metal out here before they move it back towards Tirion and wherever else they need it,” Tindómë answered. 




Haldir looked as if he did not really see the connection.




Holding back the ‘duh!’ that was on the tip of her tongue she explained further. “Charcoal—they use charcoal to smelt metal because it gets hotter than wood.”




“And how would you know this?”




“Duh!” It slipped out this time. “Gimli—you know? Dwarf? Master metal-smith? And it’s hardly a deep dwarven secret that charcoal is better for smelting. Did you never wonder about the metal for your sword?”




“No,” he answered, stiffly, “I was too busy wielding it in the defence of the Golden Woods to wonder beyond whether it was sharp and fitted my hand well.”




“M’kay. Fair point. I guess it’s what Lord Celeborn called my bright, enquiring, mind…I just ask lots of questions.”




Her husband-brother looked at her with the patented elven raised eyebrow. She almost expected him to say “I had noticed” but, rather to her surprise, he actually said “I had not noticed—you have asked me very few questions since we met.”




She was slightly taken aback. “Uh—you don’t give the impression you’d want to answer them…You seem to be more about the telling than the answering!”




Was that a hint of a smile? Tindómë thought it might almost be the hint of a smirk.




“Well,” Haldir said, “let us find out if you are correct about the profession of those who nurture these trees, for I hear sounds of voices ahead.”






The voices spoke in Sindarin; these elves were, rather to the surprise of both Haldir and Tindómë, not Noldor but Sindar, and were very happy to show the two travellers the way to their village. Or, rather, it was more a small town. A well established small town, with all the amenities you might expect, not dissimilar to the settlement at Eryn Ithil. There had been no need to ask about an inn; recognised as fellow Sindar, the pair found themselves invited to the home of one of the group they had first encountered.




It was a pleasure to be warm and dry.




Tindómë introduced herself as peredhel, and sworn sister of Legolas Thranduilion; Haldir gave his own name, and that he was ‘of Lothlórien’. Their hosts nodded, but none had ever been to The Great Greenwood, or to the Golden Wood. Their only points of recognition with Haldir and Tindómë were memories of Celeborn and Galadriel, and of Oropher, for these elves were almost all reborn former residents of Doriath.




To Tindómë it was like meeting characters from history books and, later, Haldir admitted their hosts had had the same effect on him.




They learnt that these elves did, as Tindómë had predicted, harvest the trees, burn the wood for charcoal, and then supply that to the Noldor, who lived another two days ride away, to fuel their furnaces so that they could smelt the metals they mined. Their hosts also mentioned, almost in passing, that the great Sindar King Elu Thingol had been reborn, reunited with his wife, and lived quietly in a small city amongst the forests that lay between the coast and the mountains of the Pelóri, some distance south of Alqualondë.




But this group, and others they occasionally travelled to visit, felt no need to join him, they were happy here.




Back on the move next day Tindómë asked Haldir if he had known about the city of King Thingol. He admitted he had not. But then, he also admitted, he had taken little notice of anything outside her Ladyship’s estates and the area near Alqualondë since he had travelled there to be reunited with his brothers.




It occurred to Tindómë that this trip was as much about Haldir adjusting to no longer being the Marchwarden of the Golden Wood as it was about Spike.






They continued their journey, not on the main route to the mining town, but using paths through the trees as explained by the Sindar foresters. Haldir seemed a little less forbidding than usual and, when Tindómë spoke to him of Eryn Ithil, he asked questions rather than cutting her off as she had half expected.




She was pleased at her own level of knowledge as she spoke with familiarity about the land, as it had been straight after the Ring War, and the ways in which the elves healed it (not with magic, as some of the mortals had thought, she said, but with the right plants, bees, chickens, composting toilets…and a lot of love).




She spoke of the compromises made by the Galadhrim who had joined the enterprise as the trees could not support talans large enough for family homes, let alone ones that could be used as meeting places, and mentioned how hard winter had felt to the Galadhrim after Her Ladyship could no longer protect her people from the worst of the weather. Even they, she said, had agreed with the elves from Eryn Lasgalen that walls and a proper, shingled, roof made sense both in Eryn Ithil and in East Lórien!




And so another day passed, to be followed by a night spent in the company of another small group of foresters.






Tindómë was not sure what she had expected the mining settlement to look like. Maybe a bit like a Californian Gold Rush town, at the time of the Forty-niners, rather than the steel mills of Pittsburgh, or possibly even something a little like Gimli’s Aglarond where the settlement was within the mountain. She had certainly not expected what she now saw in front of her.




The buildings were graceful, with the pillars and balustrades of Tirion—or Imladris. They were made from the grey stone of the surrounding hills—presumably blocks cut as the mines were excavated—and there was decorative metalwork, statues, and flowers. Smelting clearly took place a little way from the houses, as there was no immediate sign of it, and neither could the entrance to the mine be seen from where they first saw the town.




“Elo!” she said, “this is a bit more civilised than I expected.”




“Well,” Haldir answered, “they have had a long time to build it—and why live in anything less beautiful? Although I still prefer the dwellings we have shared, these past two nights, to those of stone.”




“Yeah, Haldirin said that he felt as if he had been struck deaf when we moved into the house in Alqualondë because the stone didn’t speak to him. Minas Tirith had the same effect on him,” Tindómë said.




Haldir nodded his understanding before speaking again. “Anyway, there is bound to be accommodation available for visitors in this place; let us seek it out.”




The first person they approached seemed to think they were seeking employment, but his companion, who had clearly noted the quality of their horses and possessions, interjected and directed them to what was a guest house not unlike the one in which they had stayed in Valimar.




After a bath, over an excellent meal, Tindómë spoke to Haldir of life in Minas Tirith. Of the time she spent injured, cared for by Orophin and Rumil, of the King’s House within the citadel and, as she spoke to the guest-house keeper in a mixture of Quenya and Sindarin, of the difficulties of communicating with them using a similar mixture of Sindarin and the Common Tongue. She counted it a victory when, as she explained the phrases the twins taught Rumil ending with ‘please take your hand off my knee, I prefer females’, Haldir actually laughed.






They stayed in the guest house for another night, to enable them to have clothing washed and refresh their supplies, because, as Haldir told Tindómë after talking to a couple of the residents, they had reached the end of the road.




She thought, at first, that he meant he had decided to go no further on their journey, but realised he meant it quite literally; there was no more road. From here onwards there were occasional paths further into the hills and mountains—but no road leading to anywhere.




“They really are pretty unadventurous, aren’t they?” Tindómë commented to Haldir, once she realised he was simply stating a fact. “It does look as if all the Noldor with an ounce of curiosity, or wonder about the world around them, either sailed on those infamous stolen ships, or crossed the Helcaraxë, and if any of them headed this way when they returned, one way or the other, they had had all that curiosity satisfied by that venture!”




He didn’t actually say anything but the slight inclination of the head was, she thought, accompanied by the distinct hint of a smile.




Sure enough, where their journey so far had mainly been on a road designed to take large horse-drawn wagons, and deviation from it had been their own choice, once they left the town heading west there was nothing more than a track taken by picnickers. By the time they had ridden into the hills for a whole day there was little sign that anyone had come this way in the past half yén.




As they made camp for the night Tindómë thought that if, so far, this quest had been rather like following the Oregon Trail, then now it would be more like making it.




Did the Earth Move For You?



Two more days of riding and they were definitely picking their way between mountains. Each pass they rode along opened onto the vista of more, and higher, mountains. The horses were sure-footed, even though the terrain was something new to them, but, despite it now being late Ethuil—what Dawn would have thought of as late May—this high up it was cold as soon as they were out of the sun.




Making camp for the night was now a case of spreading out bedrolls and blankets with only their cloaks for protection as there were no trees. Tindómë commented that it reminded her of the High Pass between Lothlorien and Imladris. 




“At least it isn’t raining,” she said, “although, if it was, I guess we could go off-piste—uh, off the obvious route—and look for a cave. I remember Elrohir saying that if it was stormy, and we didn’t find a cave without the smell of orcs or bears, then we would just end up huddled against the rocks with the horses between us and the prevailing wind. On the whole, though, I think I would prefer it to not be wet or stormy until we get through these mountains!”




Although she had mentioned the sons of Elrond before, Haldir had not realised that Tindómë had ever travelled to Imladris. The conversation for the evening, therefore, was about Tindómë’s visits to Imladris, especially her first one, and how her sword had been made for her by the Noldorin smiths to replace one that she had brought from the other world. Haldir realised he had never even looked properly at the shortsword she carried. Part of him did not want to acknowledge any interest but, in the end, his curiosity won out and he admitted he would like to look at it.




“The Els and Glorfindel were determined that I should practice my swordsmanship,” she said, “especially as the balance was better with this sword than my old one, which hadn’t been made just for me. Before I left, that time, Glorfindel said I had, truly, earned my swordsman’s braids and plaited them in for me. 




“Then, not that long after, we moved to Eryn Ithil and when the warriors were away fighting, Eldroth put me through my paces and declared I was good enough to have a swordsman’s braids, and put them in again—’cos I hadn’t liked to boast that Glorfindel had awarded them to me!”




There were so many things to question in that statement, from who was Eldroth to what were the warriors doing away fighting, that it had been dark for some time before Haldir suggested that Tindómë sleep and he would watch.




As he sat, alert, he considered that she must really be well able to wield her sword for, even if he thought the Ithilrim warriors were not as well trained as were the Galadhrim, if Glorfindel thought she had earned those braids then indeed she must be capable with her weapon. He thought of what she had told him of the attack on the Elven settlement, whilst the warriors were away, and the ridiculous belief some Men had that to break an elleth’s gweneth would make them immortal!




There was more to that tale, he knew, for she had said that when Orophin had first heard that he had amused them all by observing that, had he known, he would have made a fortune by selling his own. But the impression had been that that was on an earlier occasion. He would ask her tomorrow…




The tomorrow in question saw them climb higher yet, so that the horses were walking in snow, albeit fairly light snow that seemed to be melting. They rode on towards the setting sun, until it was almost fully dark, so that they were below the snow-line before they stopped for the night. There was scrubby grass and a few small leafless bushes; just enough for a small fire. Valinor might be as all Arda should have been, had evil not marred it, but cold winters still left the grass pale and lifeless.




There was little sign of game, and nowhere to fish, but at least they could make a hot drink and they had lembas. There was little for the horses but hopefully, as they now seemed to be descending, there would be better grass tomorrow. His companion looked tired; perhaps best not to engage in too much conversation tonight. Haldir suggested she settle and sleep and he realised he had been right when she simply agreed.






It was dark when Haldir woke her. She was glad that he had so easily accepted she was capable of taking a turn on watch, even if it was a shorter turn than his own. She felt warmer than she had been before she slept—and she realised his blanket was thrown over the top of her own.




“You are still young,” he said as she handed it back to him with a grateful nod, “even if you are bound and have elflings of your own. You feel the cold more than an older elf would.”




As he lay down and crossed his arms on his chest she found herself amused that he recognised that she felt the cold more than he did—but did not acknowledge that it might be to with her being not-quite-an-elf.




It took longer for the sun to rise this morning; the higher slopes were now between them and the east. A positive point in their journey. Although they had to climb upwards a few more times, to find the passes between mountains, by late afternoon it was clear that, although two or three more ridges of hills were still ahead, and they could not see past them, they were leaving the mountains.




They found a small stream with a few trees and grass growing beside it which the horses fell to cropping. There was little sign of fish big enough to eat, but Tindómë recognised the watercress growing in the shallows, and Haldir took very little time to produce a hare to roast to go with it; a feast.




It was a better evening for conversation and Haldir asked her more about the strange Mannish belief she had mentioned regarding elven virginity. And so Tindómë told him about the second occasion that she spent time in Minas Tirith, the unrest being fomented by someone who turned out to be an Umbari corsair, and how Rumil had worked this out before anyone else—then she told Haldir how Rumil had pointed out to her that Aragorn and Arwen were to Gondor what Lord Celeborn and Lady Galadriel had been to Lothlorien in an earlier age.




“If he hadn’t been a warrior, or an artist, I think Rumil would have been an excellent loremaster, or a diplomat, because he thinks things through so well,” she said. “But he is a warrior first and foremost…and I guess he wouldn’t have really wanted to do either of those things because he is so not big on the standing up and talking in public thing.”




She wondered if Haldir had ever thought of his youngest brother as a deep thinker; he didn’t comment one way or the other but asked her, again, what this corsair had to do with the odd belief? And so she described how she had been kidnapped.




“Totally stupid! I was just so annoyed at managing to get myself kidnapped. ’Course I knew Rumil and the others would come for me, it was just a question of time. But I did the big doe-eyed, frightened, young thing bit and he was just so predictable. You know? Let me tell you all my evil plans to impress you?”




Haldir actually smiled as he agreed that he knew exactly what she meant.




Tindómë had been told about the events on shore that led up to her rescue and, at her description of Éowyn trying not to stare at naked ellyn, Haldir laughed out loud.




The moon was high in the sky before she finished her tale and she wanted to laugh when he, too, asked the question that Orophin had, all those years before.




“But what would have happened if the Man had seen your ears, Tindómë, and realised that you are not quite an elleth? Would that not have caused him to change his plans? Did it worry you?”




And she gave him much the same answer she had given to Orophin back then.




“I reckoned that the only other elleth he might have seen was Arwen. But he only arrived when she was out of the public eye being very pregnant and then with a tiny baby, so he probably hadn’t even seen her. Then I thought that, if he had noticed my ears are round, I would have told him that pointy ears are only a male thing—and to make it seem more likely I was going to tell him that there’s a whole macho thing involved—like the pointier the ears the bigger the grondithen…”




She was rewarded by her husband-brother running his fingers up the points of his ears and, just as Legolas had all those years before, he said “That seems quite likely, really…” before laughing out loud.


 




Some time in the early hours of the morning, Tindómë awoke. At first she thought it was Haldir, shaking her to wake her for her watch, but then realised that he was standing a few yards away, alert, bow in hand. The horses had not moved but they, too, were wide eyed and were swishing their tails.




She realised that the ground itself had shaken.




“Oh—earthquake!” she exclaimed.




“Pardon?” Haldir replied.




“Well, more a tremor, as I don’t think any trees or rocks seem to be falling around us,” she corrected herself.




“I do not understand,” he said. “It felt as if the very world itself was shifting!”




“Yeah…a tremor, maybe a four or so…” answered the ex-Californian, wondering if she could get back to sleep.




“A four?” 




“M’kay, maybe a little bit more, but probably not.”




Then she realised her companion had no idea what she was talking about.




“Sometimes the earth just gives a bit of a shake,” she said, “It used to do it where I lived before and we rated it on a scale of one to ten. It might shiver another once or twice, I guess, but it’s no big deal, honestly.”




He didn’t look fully convinced but the very fact that she then asked if she had time to sleep a little more, or was it her watch yet, seemed to reassure him and he spoke gently to the horses, told her to sleep a little longer, and sat down again.




In the morning he asked her more about the concept of ‘earthquake’ and she tried to explain the idea of the earth moving against itself, fault lines, tectonic plates…




“Ah,” he said, after a little thought, “when the Valar bent the world, and yet left a straight road to Valinor, there is sometimes a dissonance between the straight and the bent?”




That seemed fair enough, so she simply agreed that that was it. But, inside, it confirmed for her that Valinor really did seem to be an alternative North America just as Middle Earth was like another version of Europe.




As the earth seemed to have settled back to sleep they ate breakfast and then followed the stream, as it made its way down through the last of the foothills, until the terrain began to support pines and thicker undergrowth. Finally they rounded a bend in its little valley and found the hill dropping away, their small stream forming a waterfall, and spread in front of them was open land.




In soundless agreement they stopped and simply looked.




There were soft rolling hills; grassland dotted with trees in small woodlands; light glinting off a couple of distant patches of water; and in the distance were snow-capped mountains.




“Elo!” Tindómë broke the silence.


 

Haldir was doing the ‘thousand mile stare’ thing.




“I had expected deep forest,” he said. “I had always assumed that Lord Oromë hunted in a great forest that would make Mirkwood seem little more than a hobbit’s garden.”




“Eryn Lasgalen,” Tindómë corrected him automatically, “and I thought the same. But the ellon at Her Ladyship’s did say he ‘skirted the forest’ so I’m guessing it’s further away…”




Haldir looked around again.




“There seems to be thicker woodland both to north and south. The maps did suggest that Lord Oromë’s forest is to the south…this must be the plain of Yavanna. I would like to see Lord Oromë’s forest. Perhaps we should turn to the south?”




“M’hm. But before we think about that, just look straight west again. How many days do you think it would take us to reach those mountains? Just wondering.”




“If we are to simply continue due west and not detour to look at the forest, then it would take no more than two days, probably less. So I am sure that we can spare a day or two to go south, and then, perhaps back through this spot and further north.”




“But they should be further away,” Tindómë said. “The ellon at Her Ladyship’s said the journey would take us three or four weeks. But we’ve only spent what? Nine or ten days on the road? So unless it’s going to take us an awfully long time to get to a point in that range from which we could glimpse the sea, like he said he did, then they are too close…”




Haldir seemed to consider what she had said for a long time before answering. “I would have expected Lord Oromë’s forests to be bigger, and the plains of Yavanna. But the mountains are where they are…they cannot have moved.”




Tindómë thought of that tremor in the night, and wondered.




Geography 101



Spike was bored. When Dawnie, no…Tindómë, had said for him not to go anywhere or do anything stupid, did she mean she could only contact him if he was in California? Maybe he’d better stay where he was. 




‘But travelling might be good,’ he thought. ‘Give me something to do. Could go over to New York—or up to Washington State—or even down to Mexico. Long time, too, since I’ve been to Europe. Never been to bloody Oz even after all these years.’




But Dawnie had told him to stay where he was—perhaps he better sit tight for a while. Although he wasn’t sure if just hanging around waiting for months, or years, until she contacted him for an hour or two was really long term motivation to keep going from year to year.




But it was a promise to a lady; he would hang on to the ‘window’, maybe go down to the coast, and at least keep going through the motions until the next time their dimensions were close enough. He hoped it would be sooner, though, rather than later. Then, maybe, he could just get careless…




Thoughts turned to her; he wondered what Dawnie was doing right now? Probably, remembering that room overlooking the sea that she had been in when she had spoken to him, she was lazing on a sunlit beach. 






“I would like to explore the forest to the south,” said Haldir.




“No,” Tindómë replied.




“No?”




“No. We don’t have time to go wandering off exploring. We need to get to Lord Námo’s domain and get Spike here before he gets so depressed that he lets himself…uh…fade.”




“We should explore the forests to the south. Both the Galadhrim and Legolas’ people are people of the trees; we need to find somewhere to live amongst trees. And,” Haldir went on before she could interrupt him, “from what I have learnt of this Spike, should Lord Námo agree to your request we will not be able to easily explore on our return; he does not tolerate sunlight, and we do not have an extra mount.”




Although both were, actually, valid points Tindómë was not going to give in that easily.




“He can ride with me. And there will be more shelter from the sunlight under the trees anyway.”




“If we have already ridden through the forest we will know of any dangers…”




“There isn’t time. We need to get there as soon as we can. I’m worried about him. He didn’t stop off on the way to smell the flowers when he thought he was rescuing me from Sauron—nor when he realised what harm it had done me to pull me away from Rumil and Haldirin. Then he did everything he could to get me back to them.”




“I would learn more of that time—Rumil and Orophin have touched on it, but I know little of it.”




Tindómë wanted to snap that it was doubtless because he gave them the impression that he didn’t want to know—or that he might disapprove in some way—but she decided it was better not to. At least he was interested now.




“I’ll tell you about it when we next camp, if you want,” she offered.




“I would like to know more. But one thing I do know of the strange magical device, of which Rumil told me, is that time passes differently between Arda and the other place. And that it passes more slowly there. It is very likely, then, that one or two days here will mean only hours there.”




He had another valid point; this was really too annoying!




“It will make little difference, either, if we approach the far mountains a little to the south of the direct line west from this point. For did Mithrandir not say that the entrance to Mandos Halls will be where it will be? And we will find it when His Lordship decides to let us do so…”




Haldir stopped talking and looked at her with a hint of the eyebrow raise but, at least, no discernable smirk. Tindómë was feeling rather out-manoeuvred. Truth to tell she would also like to veer off the direct line to explore the forests…




“M’kay…I guess. But, Haldir, there seem to be forests to the north too…”






In the end they had, in true Galadhrim fashion, tossed a coin to make the decision. Now they had been in the forest to the south for over a day. It was rather nice forest. There was a mixture of broadleaved trees and conifers; some tall enough, and strong enough, to support telain. There were glades that allowed the sunlight in, where crops would grow, and they had eaten well on rabbit, wild mushrooms, and blueberries. Haldir had not seen blueberries before but had taken his brother-wife’s word for it that they were certainly edible and tasted good.




The evening already spent in the forest had passed in conversation about the attempt by her ‘sister’ to take her back to the other world—and the role Spike had played in encouraging her to hold on and not let herself fade. And just how close to that she had come before Radagast had opened a portal between the dimensions and the ellyn had arrived to bring her home.




Now it was the afternoon of the second day and they were already nearing the mountains they had seen the previous day. They paused at a small stream, tumbling down between fern covered banks to the forest floor, so that both they and the horses could drink.




“Haldir,” Tindómë said thoughtfully, “where do you think this river actually goes?”




“Into the forest, of course,” he replied.




“Well yeah. But after that? I mean is it going to make its way through the other mountain range so that it eventually flows into the sea on the east coast? Surely that would mean that range would have a lot of underground rivers?”




If he was being absolutely honest Haldir had never given it a great deal of thought. Rivers came in one side of the Golden Wood, and out the other, or flowed past it. Now that he did think of it they clearly did flow one into the other and, eventually, to the sea. And they could only flow downwards, not up slopes, and so a river could not climb a mountain; only tumble down it or, possibly, flow under it.




Before he could decide on a suitable answer Tindómë continued, “I guess the rivers coming down the far mountains this way, and ones like this one, could all flow into a very big lake somewhere here in the middle. It would have to be a very big lake, or more than one of them. And there would need to be plenty of heat and sunshine so that the water evaporated and the lake didn’t overflow. Did you see any sign of a big lake when we were still up a height and out in the open?”




He had not.




“Well, either there must be such a lake somewhere, or this little river must, eventually, join with others and get to the sea somewhere. It’s kinda heading south at the minute, isn’t it? And we’ve seen a couple of others heading south too. So either there is a big lake to the south, or, eventually, the sea…”




“The gardens of Lórien, the domain of Lord Irmo and his lady wife, lie in that direction,” Haldir said, “and they must surely have rivers or fountains of some sort to make their garden the fairest place in all Arda.”




“Mmmm—I guess. Perhaps the rivers just disappear when they get there.”




That seemed a reasonable answer to Haldir. But by her tone of voice, Tindómë did not seem convinced by her own conclusion. There was something else that bothered Haldir more than where the rivers went and this seemed the time to see if it had occurred to his companion.




“I have seen no sign that any great hunt has passed through this forest in recent times.” It felt disloyal to all he had learnt of the Valar as an elfling, or of this land they now travelled, to voice this thought.




“Mmmm…. How often did you learn that Lord Oromë and his followers ride out to hunt?”




“I do not think I did learn a frequency. But surely often enough to leave some sign, I would have thought, and there is something else.”




“Lack of bears, big cats, great wolves, or anything else they might hunt?”




Ah—it had occurred to Tindómë as well.




“Somehow,” she went on, “I hadn’t thought of him hunting rabbits…but there isn’t anything much bigger around, is there? Do you really think this is his great forest?”




She had voiced his own thoughts for him.




“No—I do not think it can be,” he replied. Though, if it was not, he did not know where such a hunt might ride, and it saddened him even more to think it might not really happen.




“This continent is not living up to the books and maps right now, is it? Still—I guess we’d better get over it and press on. These would be quite nice trees to live amongst, anyway, wouldn’t they?”




And, so saying, she remounted her horse and began to move further west. One thing he was learning about this not-quite-an-elf was that she had a very practical streak.




After another hour it was clear that they were in the wooded foothills of the mountain range. There would be another four hours of daylight yet, Haldir thought, and he suggested to Tindómë that they might wish to turn north to return to their original path. But she said she could not see any great advantage to it, unless Haldir had seen a nice big gap in this westerly mountain range when they had looked across the plain, which she had not noticed.




He had not and so it seemed reasonable to just climb up out of the forest into the mountains from which, they had been told, they would see the sea to the utmost west. By the time they made camp for the night they might still be amongst trees, but it was clear that the forest was behind them.






To be honest, Tindómë really wasn’t sure what she had expected to find within the forest they were leaving, or what she expected to find as they would climb these mountains they were now approaching. She had decided there were two main things on which to concentrate; they had been told they would find the entrance to Mandos’ Halls and, if the Valar had no objections to sharing this space between the mountain ranges, they might have found a new home.




Tonight, she decided, was not a time to dwell on what might be. So she began the conversation with, “Tell me about Rumil and Orophin when they were young…”




It was clear, as Haldir reminisced, that he genuinely loved these younger siblings. Tales of them misbehaving, of silly things they had done or said, were interspersed with explanations of how he had juggled his wish to avenge the death of their parents, by continuing to patrol the boundary fences, with spending as much time with the two elflings as he could. Of how distant ellyth cousins had helped care for them when he was on the fences, but the responsibility was always his; including having to punish the younglings for playing tricks on those carers whilst trying not to admire their ingenuity and daring.




By the time he reached the point where Orophin was ready to begin his warrior training, and Rumil fretted at being too young to join him, Tindómë was falling asleep. She woke to take her turn on watch in rain. 




Even if any of the rabbits were feeling belligerent, she thought, they’d probably not attack in this weather. Sharing the thought with Haldir brought a smile. Only a few weeks ago, she thought, it would certainly have been met with a stony-faced, disapproving, stare.




Come morning it was still raining, and the ground under foot, or hoof, was slippery, but they continued on. Soon they were above the main forest and could look over it and back towards the earlier mountains, or north to the plain (bereft, as far as Tindómë could see, of buffalo…), but there was too much rain and mist to see to the more northern trees. Neither was there any obvious path or pass to take them into these new mountains.




They rode along the edge of the foothills to the north a little, and found what seemed to be a pass, but after two or three hours of wet, slippery, progress it came to a sheer cliff face that they could not climb and they turned back. Haldir thought it might be better to try to the south, and as far as Tindómë could tell one way was as good as another, so they turned, rode back, and up another, similar, steep gap between steeper crags.




Now the rain was joined by lightning. Clearly, she thought as water dripped off the hood of her cloak, the Valar were not going to make this quest as pleasant as possible. She was glad that her horse was well trained and did not flinch at the flash of lightning or the rumble of thunder. They plodded on.




“I fear this, too, might be an impassable dead end,” Haldir said, over the sound of the rain.




He was right.




By late afternoon the storm had abated a little, and they were on their way up a third ravine. Tindómë was, frankly, glad that Haldir was happy to take the lead, as she was bored to the point of beginning to drift along pleasant dream paths where small Rumil and small Haldirin were almost one and the same.




As if aware of her loss of concentration, the storm threw one last surge in her direction—a flash of lightning, a clap of thunder, and a smallish rock fall all seemed to happen simultaneously. As she was knocked off her stumbling horse, by a large stone in the chest, Tindómë’s last conscious thought before she hit the ground was ‘How embarrassing…’




In the Blood



Haldir concentrated on making sure his horse kept his footing as the flash of lightning was followed quickly by some small rocks and stones falling from one wall of the ravine they were currently exploring. He thought it looked much like the others, to be honest, and held little hope of it providing them with a path onwards and upwards.




It wasn’t until Tindómë’s horse whinnied that he turned back to where she rode a few yards behind. Except that she no longer rode. Her horse stood over her and she lay on the ground amongst some of the fallen stones. She was very still. It was clear that she was not about to stand and shake herself before remounting.




In the seconds it took to dismount and reach her Haldir’s thoughts raced. ‘She cannot be dead! Rumil will never forgive me…Surely this is not the way she is meant to find the entrance to Mandos’ Halls…’




Her cloak had fallen over her face. He pushed it back with one hand whilst his other hand felt her neck for a pulse.




Yes. The pulse was still strong but her face was white and her eyes were closed. He spoke her name, and gently shook her, but there was no response. 




Quickly he checked how she was lying; were there any obvious broken limbs, was there any bleeding?




Neither arms nor legs seemed unnaturally twisted, nor did her neck, although one arm seemed to have caught a sharp stone and was bleeding. As he watched she groaned a little and moved one leg; so probably no major long bone fractures, probably not a broken neck…But there was also blood on the inside of her cloak hood. It took little time to reassure himself that it came from a gash on her head, rather than from inside her ears, which would have been a very bad sign. 




Her breathing sounded reasonable, but he ran his hands over her chest to feel for badly broken ribs—no obvious hollowing, but more blood, and clearly pain as his touch, although light, elicited another groan. Good. Groaning was good.




Probably best, he thought, to get away from the place where the rocks above were unstable. There was the sound of running water; whether a small stream usually ran down this ravine, or whether it was simply run-off from the storm, he did not care. He picked his brother-wife up and went towards the sound.




The horses followed and, once he had lain his burden down again beside the rivulet, he looked in his pack for his medical kit. Her head would need stitches and, quite probably, her arm as well.




The quickest way to clean any dirt out of her wounds, and decide just how much stitching might be needed, was to hold his brother-wife over the running water, scoop it up in his hand, and simply sluice the wounds clean. The cold water may be enough to rouse her but, if not, as well unconscious if he did have to stitch; it would save the numbing salve in case they needed it later.




Holding her hair in its one thick braid out of the way, as much as possible, he began with the cut to her scalp. Blood dripped from it into the stream, followed by blood stained water as he began the sluicing. And then he saw something happen that everything he had ever observed of nature told Haldir was impossible…






Tindómë opened her eyes a crack, and realised there was no rain, the sun was shining, and there was a familiar sound which a few seconds thought told her was a waterfall. Her head hurt. Come to think of it so did her arm and, ouch, her chest felt as if it might have been stamped on by a Mûmakil.




She took a few moments to gather her thoughts, and had just remembered that she was travelling across Valinor with Haldir, when she heard his voice.




“Good morning Tindómë, do not move just yet—you hit your head when you fell and will doubtless have a headache.”




Good call. She did as he suggested. His shadow fell across her face and she decided to open her eyes. 




“I made some willow-bark tea for you—here, drink,” he said, holding the cup to her mouth.




It was quite tolerable—he had clearly added some of their honey supply to it—and it made her want to smile as, she thought, a couple of weeks ago he would probably have left it bitter and waited to see if she complained.




“You fell from your horse,” he said.




“Did not! I was hit in the chest with a big chunk of rock and was knocked off my horse!”




“Ah, good,” Haldir said, almost smugly, “you remember. You hit your head on the rocks and it was cut, as well as it rendering you unconscious. You have three stitches in it and a further three in a cut on your arm. You bled quite a lot.”




His voice, when he mentioned the blood, sounded…strange.




Tindómë ventured to sit up and look around.




“Elo! Looks as if we hit pay-dirt with this ravine, then,” she said. “It didn’t look all that different from the ones that were dead ends but, hey, this is like Imladris!”




“We are not in the same ravine, exactly,” Haldir said, “and this does indeed bear some similarity to Imladris as it is something of a hidden valley, opening from that ravine.”




“Lucky you found it in the mist and the rain,” she commented, “although I should be used to elven eye-sight by now.”




“I…I think it took more than elven eye-sight to open this valley to us,” Haldir said, sounding rather unlike his usual confident self.




“’Splainy please—uh—can you explain?” Tindómë realised ‘valley Sindarin’ was going to be lost on this brother-in-law.




He looked almost embarrassed—well, as embarrassed as she could imagine him looking—as he told his story.




“…and as the blood fell into the small brook it…it began to flow upstream. The water was still flowing as I would expect but the blood was moving in the opposite direction!




“The mist suddenly dropped down to the point where I could hardly even see the horses, and I wondered about there being enough light to stitch your wounds. Then, as quickly, the sun came out; the mist and the storm had cleared and a mere twenty yards from us there was a cleft in the side of the ravine and beyond it was this valley.”




“Oh boy.” She said it quietly and let Haldir continue.




“That was yesterday,” Haldir went on. “It seems to me that there is now a lot more water running down through the valley and out where we entered. Where there had been little more than a trickle there is now a river. I know it rained heavily but…it feels as if the whole valley is coming to life around us.”




It was pretty clear to Tindómë what had happened. “I think the Valar made use of The Key to unlock this valley for us…Huitho! I hope I’m not going to have to bleed at regular intervals all the way to Halls of Mandos.”




Haldir seemed to straighten up, and look less worried; perhaps he hadn’t expected her to believe him, she thought.




“If your head is feeling better…” It was. “I have found berries, peas, mushrooms, there seem to be fish in the river…I will prepare us a meal, and I would have you tell me more about The Key. I know that this is what the Valar greeted you as, I know something of how ‘The Key’ was used by Radagast when you were kidnapped by the people from the other world—including this Spike you wish to have transported here. But, as we would be advised to spend a little time here until you are more comfortable riding again, I would like you to tell me more.”




And so she did. From what Gandalf had told her about the making of The Key, of the first elleth to be formed from The Key, and her death, through what she knew of the way The Key had been formed into Dawn.




As the sun rose to the top of its arc they stopped to eat, and Tindómë got to her feet to walk beside the river, admire the waterfalls a little further up the valley, and listen to the hum of bees amongst the flowers on some of the bushes. It really was very like Imladris; she could easily picture graceful buildings in the style of Imladris fitting in well.




“Tell me more,” Haldir said, as he walked beside her. And she told him of being pursued by the hell-goddess out for her blood to dissolve the walls between dimensions. She didn’t mention cutting herself to see if she bled, to prove that she was real, or how scared she had been when mad people saw her as a ball of light rather than a person. She had shared those fears and horrors with Rumil and with Legolas. Perhaps even more importantly with Lady Galadriel, and Lord Celeborn, but she saw no need to touch on them now.




They bathed whilst the sun was still high enough to dry their hair and, as she watched dragonflies darting above the river, Tindómë spoke of using her blood to close the door Morgoth was trying to open fully between the void and the dimension where she lived. 




As the sun sank lower she told him what she knew of Radagast using Haldirin’s blood to open a portal to bring her back to Middle Earth. “Always,” she finished, “the power of The Key is in the blood.”




“Rumil, and Orophin, had told me some of this, but I had not fully realised just what they meant,” Haldir admitted, “until I witnessed your blood move upstream through the water…and then found the way into this valley where I was sure there had not been a visible cleft in the rock before.”




“I’m guessing,” Tindómë said slowly, “that even though we seem all alone, either the Valar, or one or two of the Maiar, are keeping an eye on us—because opening a portal requires complex magic. The Key, on its own, can only close one. And this feels as if it is something like opening a portal, even if it isn’t quite the same thing.”




“A good thing, then,” said Haldir with the hint of a smile, “that we have done nothing we should not have, on this journey!”




“Anyway,” he said, changing the subject, “do you think we should offer this valley to Master Elrond, when we begin to move across the Pelóri, or should we keep it for Her Ladyship…or even Legolas?”




Tindómë noted that he did not say ‘if we move across the Pelóri,’ but ‘when’, however she made no comment on that. Rather, she said, “Even Legolas?”




“My thoughts turn ever to Her Ladyship,” Haldir answered.




“Actually,” she said, “I think Master Elrond and Celebrían probably would love it. But the twins would love it even more…They really must sail.”




“My Lord is even more missed,” Haldir said.




“Yeah—well, it’s not really a very Lord Celeborn valley, so let’s hope he fancies some of the forest we’ve passed through—or the ones further north.”




“Indeed,” said her husband-brother, getting gracefully to his feet. “Do you think your head is clear enough, now, to take first watch? Or should we rely on the unseen Maiar?”




“My head feels good. And I guess you sat awake with me all last night? You sleep, I’ll watch, and if any of the Maiar show themselves I’ll engage them in conversation and give you a nudge!”




None of them did show up, though.






They stayed in their valley for another two days. There were honey bees, deer and goats, and fruit bushes and trees showing signs of setting fruit. The soil, Haldir said, was rich and fertile. Both began to refer to their surroundings as New Imladris—Imladris Cîw or, as Tindómë preferred, Imladris Eden.




By the third day Tindómë’s wounds were healed enough to take out her stitches and they decided they would have to move on. Haldir knew, now, the story of how Rumil had sustained the wound Tindómë had mentioned when she had berated him for doubting that his brothers had cared when he had died. He had smiled when she told him of her first real sign of Orophin the Patrol Leader, when he had ‘pulled rank’ on Rumil over the subject of poppy juice, and she had thought perhaps it was a glimpse, too, of Haldir in his brother. And, she had added, now she was pretty sure she was right.




In return she had heard Haldir’s version of some of the other times when Rumil’s knife handle had picked up teeth marks—and some when Orophin’s had done likewise. It was interesting, Tindómë thought, that in coming to know this eldest husband-brother, she had also come to know more of both of his brothers.




They left New Imladris in the early morning sunshine and Tindómë was not in the least surprised to find that the ravine they had originally been riding up now seemed to lead on, upwards, into the mountains—as well as a stream tumbling down it, much more forcefully than either remembered from the original journey a few days before, that joined with the one that flowed from the side valley and on, down, to the forest below. Tindómë still wondered where the rivers ended up…




They followed the stream upwards and, when they could follow it no more, there was a level way between mountains, which the horses could walk in comfort, before another pass took them higher. In this way they travelled for three more days—upwards and, mainly, westwards through the range that seemed to be as high as, and deeper than, the Pelóri. 




Up this high the air was chill, despite it now being the season of Laer, although still almost a month from the summer solstice. There was not a lot of grass for the horses but they had eaten well during the three rest days, as had Tindómë and Haldir, and showed no signs of fatigue.




On the fourth day of trekking through the mountains Tindómë noticed a tiny stream that was flowing in their direction of travel. “We must have passed the watershed!” she said. “Surely we must be almost there now as there isn’t meant to be much over these mountains but the Outer sea.”




Still there was no sign of anything suggesting an entrance to the domain of Lord Námo nor, yet, a view of the sea as described by the ellon they had spoken to in Lady Galadriel’s home. 




Another day of downward travel and finally there came a glimpse, between the mountains, of what lay beyond.




Trees.




Many, many trees. 




Most definitely not sea.




Where the Wild Things Are



As the horses picked their way carefully down to the snowline and beyond it, across stony ridges and upland moor, they saw hares, goats, mountain sheep, and then deer and plump grouse. Above them flew falcons and buzzards, ravens and, seen clearly only by Haldir, eagles. The grass was short and coarse, interspersed with heather and gorse, when they first reached it but then came bilberries, and Tindómë spotted plants that looked as if the sheep had shed wool in even tufts—wild cotton, or something very like it!




It took them two days, since that first glimpse of forest from high above, before they came over a ridge and there were trees growing up the valleys towards them. Still high enough up to see for many miles; it was clear that they were, most definitely, nowhere near the sea.




‘M’kay…Why am I not surprised?’ thought Tindómë. ‘Oh yeah—’cos nothing on this road trip is exactly as predicted—that’s why!’




Gazing down on vast woodlands the two simply stood for a time.




“Elo!” Tindómë said, eventually. “I think it would take more than a day or two to cross this forest. Can you see what is beyond it?”




“Perhaps, in the far distance, is another range of mountains—the sun seems to glint off something, and I think it is snow, rather than sea…”




“How about north and south?”




“I really cannot tell. There is doubtless an end to the forest eventually, but there are hills within the forest that make it difficult…although I am sure I can make out a lake or two amongst the trees.” Haldir paused and continued to simply gaze. 




“To the south,” he said after a while, “the sun on the trees is reflected with a golden light. I think there may well be mellyrn. An elf could be very happy here.” 




Thinking of the Great Greenwood, of Lothlorien, and even Eryn Ithil, Tindómë could only agree with him. Almost all the elves she knew well would be very, very, happy here.




They descended until they were below the canopy in a forest that was truly worth of the name. It teemed with signs of life; reptiles and amphibians where there was water, insects and birds in the air, and signs of mammals both large and small.




They began to move more or less westwards past trees of many varieties; glades surrounded by oak and beech; streams edged in willow, ash, and alder; drifts of conifers, both large and small; and tall majestic trees that Haldir did not know but Tindómë identified, with great pleasure, as redwoods. They followed meandering paths made not by elves, but by deer, badgers, wild boar…and frequently they stopped to simply breathe in the forest air and smile.




When they had crossed the smaller area of forest, before Tindómë’s accident, she had been vaguely aware of the song of the trees, but it was not even as clear to her as it had been in Eryn Ithil. But here…here Tindómë could hear the song of the trees as a bass hum that vibrated deep within her very fëa; she could feel, too, higher, lighter notes, and sometimes a sharper, almost metallic sensation, as if there was someone playing the glockenspiel at the very edge of hearing; she realised this came from limes and poplars. If it was like walking accompanied by a choir for her, then for Haldir, she realised, it must be much stronger. No wonder he seemed distracted, almost intoxicated.




She asked him. 




“Although I am not quite an elf,” she began, “I can feel this forest’s heartbeat within me. I hear the song of the trees. It reminds me of Fangorn—almost as old as time. How loudly does it sing for you?”




He looked at her for long moments before answering. “I can hardly concentrate, to be honest. It is as if thousands of voices are calling to me at the same time to notice them, and I hardly know which way to turn. I want to walk amongst them barefoot—nay, naked even. I want to dance…”




“Why not?” she answered. “As you have said to me, there is plenty of time.”




They were in a natural clearing some hundred or more feet across. Grass, clover, thyme and pennyroyal was dotted with daisies and other small scented flowers to form a thick carpet.




Haldir seemed to consider for a minute and then he smiled, and kicked off his boots, before, as she had expected, tending the horses and removing both tack and baggage.




Within minutes he stood in nothing but leggings as he reached to his hair, removed all the fastenings, and shook it free. Tindómë began to strip as well until all she wore was her binding ring and a smile.




She looked pointedly at her companions leggings and was genuinely amused with his answer to the unasked question.




“If I get too absorbed in the rhythm and the songs of the forest my cristhen bouncing freely would look…silly! But should the song cause my own sap to rise, and my cristhen become erect, then you might worry that I could ask of you something you would not wish to give.”




“Haldir,” she answered, trying not to giggle, “just let it all hang out! If your bits bounce I will try not to laugh, and even if you feel the need to ease yourself by rubbing your cristhen against a sweet-singing and accommodating tree I promise I will not be shocked!”




“Well then,” he said, undoing his lacings, “let us dance.”






At first each simply twirled and stepped alone, but then it was obvious that they followed the same rhythm, and slowly they danced closer and closer together. Their movements came naturally until they took each other’s hand, danced side by side, towards, away—and Tindómë realised, after a few minutes of total immersion in the song of the forest, that they were following the steps of an almost stately dance that she had learnt in her early days in Caras Galadhon.




They danced on. She had no idea how long they continued but, eventually, she realised that they were no longer dancing alone. The glade was filled with butterflies, the song enhanced by the voices of small birds and, out of the corner of her eye, Tindómë could have sworn she saw another figure—perhaps an elleth?




She turned her head to see better; there was no one there, but she thought she heard a female voice just for an instant; a tiny snatch of pleasurable laughter. And at that instant she knew that the dance was ending. She turned to curtsey to Haldir and found him beginning to bow to her. They nodded acknowledgment and, as if at a grand ball, he held her hand lightly and walked her to where her clothes lay.




The butterflies slowly dispersed, the songbirds too, and the ensuing calm was finally broken by the happy whinny of Tindómë’s horse as he rolled on his back on the grass.




Tindómë felt almost as if she was waking up; she looked at Haldir and he was shaking his head as if to clear his mind, too.




“Know what?” she said. “I never even noticed whether your cristhen was dangling, swinging, or standing so straight it was bouncing off your belly with every step!”




“And I,” he answered solemnly, “have no intention of enlightening you…”






They kept watch at night, not just from habit but because there were clearly large animals in this forest, but they were not troubled. They ate well, and could have eaten better still were it not wasteful to hunt anything that would have provided for more than the two of them.




Then, on the fourth day since they had entered the forest, they heard sounds that, perhaps, both had thought possible but neither had mentioned.




A horn, the sound of hounds…and in an instant they were surrounded by horses and riders milling around them, circling and weaving.




It was difficult to know how many horses and riders, how large a pack of hounds—at first they seemed as if they were only substantial if you were looking straight at them, and not completely solid at the edges of vision. Then a very clear, very solid, figure riding a magnificent, midnight black, stallion stopped in front of them and addressed them by name.




“Haldir Thorontorion, Tindómë, come, ride with us!”




Haldir spoke first. “I am most honoured, my Lord Oromë, but I do not know that my steed would be able to keep up.”




“Come! Your horse will have no difficulty if he rides in my hunt!”




A grin split Haldir’s face almost in two for an instant and then he and his horse were swallowed into the ranks of what Tindómë could only assume were mounted Maia, or maybe there was an elf or two mixed in; she really couldn’t say.




“And you, Tindómë, come and join us!”




Uh-huh…




“I am most honoured,” she said, echoing Haldir, “but even though you have reassured us that our horses can easily keep up with your hunt, to be honest my own riding skills certainly wouldn’t!”




The great golden-haired figure looked hard at her for a second or two, before giving the slightest of nods, and she found that another figure, with the inner glow that was an integral part of all of the Valar she’d seen, had his horse pressed almost to her own.




“Then ride with me!” he exclaimed. “I am Tulkas and there is, most certainly, room on my horse for two!”




Tindómë had one of those weird flashback moments where a memory that could surely not be hers, nor even copied from Buffy, came to her. For a split second the figure of Tulkas, whose thick black hair was held in a single braid but seemed to have escaped in places and clearly had a tendency to curl, looked to have short curly hair and a beard, and she wished she knew who in all Arda Rolf Harris was. Presumably it was one of those memories of their own that the monks had used to fill odd spaces of her brain when they recreated her from The Key!




Tulkas stretched out an arm and Tindómë found herself being lifted over onto his horse as if she was an elfling. Her own horse disappeared into the throng and she hoped, briefly, that someone would make sure he didn’t lose the panniers thrown across his rump, or she would be very short of clean clothing for the rest of her journey. And then there was no time for further thought.




Tulkas’ horse lunged forward and the Wild Hunt had begun. They sped through the trees, occasionally swerving to avoid obstacles, at other times jumping fallen trunks, and over brooks and small ravines. The wind rushed by, all around her, and the baying of the hounds was carried back to where they rode in the middle of the throng.




On a couple of occasions Tindómë screamed as the horse gathered itself for a jump and, the second time, Tulkas spoke with his mouth close to her ear.




“Are you frightened? There is no need. I would not let you come to harm.”




“No! No,” she answered, “more exhilarated.”




“Good,” said the Vala. “I had not thought you to be other than brave, knowing how you came to return to us here from the other dimension.”




“Uh—thanks.” It seemed a bit of an inadequate answer, but conversation was difficult.




As if he had heard her thought, which he probably had, Tulkas’ voice came into her head.




‘Use ósanwe, little one.’




‘M’kay,’ she answered silently.




For a second she thought how much Tulkas reminded her of the El twins, and remembered speaking this way with Elrohir for the very first time whilst riding in front of him.




‘I hope to meet them, some day,’ said Tulkas’ voice inside her head.




The Valar, she remembered, could oh so easily pick up thoughts you weren’t aiming at them.




‘I so hope you do, too,’ she answered.




And then conversation became a mixture of full sentences, hardly worded thoughts, and vivid images.




‘…my wife saw you in the Máhanaxar and I was pleased to get this chance to spend some time with you. We all wanted to meet you there, but Manwë thought it would be too overwhelming…My brother Aulë made the whole people of the dwarves—but the rest of us had a hand only in making The Key; and I wanted to see who our Key had been remade into!’




Well that was a way of looking at things that Tindómë had never considered.




‘…wife…enjoyed your dance…’




Ah—that fleeting female figure must have been Nessa. And, of course, she was Lord Oromë’s sister—no wonder Tulkas rode with the hunt…




Agreement.




‘Why does there seem to be so much more land than the ellon at Her Ladyship’s told us there was?’




There were suddenly pictures in her mind of mountains, plains, forests, lakes…




‘There is land enough to keep as many who wish exploring for yéni to come. These are the lands that were always intended for those who did not at first accompany us…There is land enough for Sindar, Silvan, and any Noldor who wish to adventure as they return from my brother Namo’s care…they may do well in the first lands you rode through—we shall see.’




‘But why wasn’t it there before? How did that ellon…’




‘The ellon you spoke with did not need to know about these lands and so they were not obvious when he travelled this way. Which was, perhaps, five yéni past…’




‘Not obvious? Why? How?’




A mental image of Tulkas placing a fold in his cloak, then a similar fold much further down, and then holding the two folds together so that the fabric between was no longer visible—the image of a small horse making his way across it; up one side of the first fold, a tiny dip where the folds met, and down the other fold—with yards of fabric not noticed!




‘And we have been…rearranging…a little, to open these lands for you to find them…’




‘You mean with the earth tremor, and the blood/Key thing?’




A mental smile. Actually, if he had been an elf it would have classed as a mental smirk. Maybe it still did…




‘Rearrangement did create a few tremors…’




‘And the blood; a portal?’




‘It was not exactly a portal—the valley was ready to be cleaved open. But it did impress your husband-brother and gave him a better understanding of what his own brothers had tried to tell him about you, little one.’




‘Yeah—but did you really have to throw a rock at me like that?’




Sense of embarrassment.




‘That was a genuine accident. The Maia who was close by was unable to stop it…’




So, yeah, her thoughts of a Maian escort were confirmed. 




‘We simply took advantage of the situation…’




‘Could you not have just opened the whole area up for the latecomers without Haldir and me doing the Valinor Trail? Without the earth tremors and the upstream blood thing and whatever else you have up your sleeves?’




A pause. Then a thought that brought Lord Celeborn to her mind as clearly as if she was riding with him, rather than one of the Valar.




‘But…where would be the fun in that?’






Tindómë did not know for how long they rode, or how far. She wondered what they were even hunting. An image…stags, a great wild boar…




Somewhere along the way she found images in her mind as if she was flying over the land, seeing rivers running northwards across plains, through pine forests, into lakes so great it was hard to see the other sides. Then it was as if they wheeled around, and now they flew over other rivers running south through forests, then through gently rolling hills with swathes of flowers, sheltered bowers amongst trees…Lorién. These rivers flowed on south, further through land that looked almost like jungle, until they finally ran into a green-blue sea…




Another fleeting question from earlier days was also answered…she saw buffalo roaming a northern plain. And then, suddenly, she was back in the here and now, wherever here was, and whenever now was. 




Horns were sounding, hounds were baying—and Tulkas reined their mount in to a halt.




“Come, little one,” he said out loud. “The hunt is over, the kill made…Now we eat!”




Looking around Tindómë saw they were in a large clearing that sloped down to one of those rivers. All around her figures were moving, horses making their way to drink at the river, hounds doing likewise. People (for she had no idea whether they were Elves, Maiar, Valar…) were setting a fire, and Oromë himself was supervising the butchering of a boar bigger than any Tindómë had ever seen.




She did not, immediately, see Haldir until he approached her. For an elf, especially one of the Galadhrim, he was almost dishevelled. Well, slightly tousled, anyway. Some of his hair had escaped its braids, there was a slight sheen of perspiration on his face, and damp patches on his leggings showed his horse had sweated even more.




“We are going to bathe before they start to roast the boar; come!”




“We?”




He waved his arm in a wide sweep encompassing many of the figures in the glade.




“Me, our…companions, you, unless you choose otherwise.”




Tindómë realised her own hair was no longer in its one tight braid but clung in damp tendrils to her face, that she could feel sweat trickling down between her shoulder-blades…yeah, bathing was probably good if she wasn’t going to eventually turn up at the doors to the Halls of Mandos in a very smelly state.




So she followed her husband-brother to the wide river and considered, as she stripped, why Valar and Maiar would bother to bathe as they could simply shuck off the fana they wore and just reconstitute them again all bright and shiny.




“For the pleasure of feeling the water and then the sunshine,” said a feminine voice.




Tindómë turned to see what at first seemed to be an elleth, just a few inches taller than herself, but the inner glow gave her nature away.




She was about to bob a quick curtsy, thinking how silly it probably looked naked, when the Vala introduced herself.




“I am Nessa. I thought you might be glad of female company in such a very male gathering. And,” suddenly she smiled the smile of a fellow-conspirator, “I get to see how you are faring, feel the flowing water, enjoy the meal and get to admire the hröa of your husband-brother again!”




“Elo! You mind if I don’t tell him that? He is pretty proud of himself to start with—knowing one of the Valar is ogling his physique is totally going to make him big-headed.”




Nessa simply smiled and then looked downstream to where Haldir had just walked into the water.




‘Feel free to tell your husband,’ came Nessa’s mental voice, ‘for I can see that you think he would be amused, and that he has an equally beautiful hröa that gives you both much pleasure.’




There was no point in worrying about any of the Valar rummaging around your brain, Tindómë thought, even though Varda had asked permission back in the Máhanaxar. Especially this Vala and her husband. So, instead, she consciously pictured Rumil’s naked body lying on their bed with his hands tied to the bed-head, whilst Tindómë slowly lowered herself onto his grond.




“Mmm,” Nessa said, as she ducked beneath the water, “I like that, too…”




Tindómë’s luggage had clearly survived—clean clothes awaited her when she left the water, and for the next few hours she, and Haldir, sat amongst the other members of the Wild Hunt, listened to stories, ate crisp roast boar, and sang.




She felt her eyes grow heavy, and Tulkas’ voice said “Sleep, little one, you are safe here.”




She knew no more until she woke in the grey light of morning, Haldir just stirring from where he slept a few feet away, in an empty glade.





Thinky Thoughts



Haldir awoke and it took him a second or two to recall exactly where he was. He looked across to see Tindómë also just waking. He found himself wondering when he had begun to think of her as Tindómë rather than as ‘Rumil’s wife’. Sometime in the past couple of weeks, he decided, and it was not a bad thing.




“Elo!” she said. “That was just…elo!”




Instead of being irritated by her somewhat incoherent comment, as he thought he probably would have been not all that long ago, he found himself smiling. 




And agreeing.




The horses were close by and turned to look at them, briefly, before going back to what was clearly breakfast. The packs were even closer and beside those was the non-equine version of breakfast; a loaf, a pat of butter, some thick slices of cold pork, apples, and fresh water.




“Well that kind of proves it was real, and not just a very impressive dream path,” Tindómë said, waving towards the food. “And weirdly, considering we ate so much last night, I’m as hungry as a hobbit that missed both first and second breakfast.” 




She pulled a piece off the loaf and began to butter it.




Haldir decided that there was a lot to be said for her down-to-earth attitude to life. He could imagine others who would still be so awed by the preceding day, and night, that they would simply sit in contemplation for a day, or two, or three.




He joined her and spread butter thickly onto the bread, which was still warm, and topped it with cold meat and slices of apple. 




“Hey!” Tindómë said between mouthfuls, “we can absolutely, and totally, say this is the food of the gods—well of the Valar anyway! How neat is that?”




Somewhere inside his head, Haldir thought he could hear a voice saying ‘Totally!’




Probably, he thought, a memory of Orophin—who copied Tindómë’s bizarre use of words mainly to annoy his elder brother; at least in that brother’s opinion. But, actually, it did sum up the situation rather well.




They continued to eat, quietly, listening to the sounds of the river, the forest, and their horses.




Haldir drifted in thought, as he listened to the song of the trees, but then Tindómë broke into his reverie. 




“There is an awful lot of land; Tulkas showed me as we rode. It stretches north and south for—a thousand miles maybe? More? I think there is still a frozen north, even if the grinding ice no longer forms a bridge to the rest of the world. And down south there is a great sea.”




One of the hunt, Haldir had not learnt his name, had told him, too, that there was land in plenty; forest, plains, mountains, swamps…Haldir had found himself yearning to explore, to see more of this world of The West. But not alone. Not with Tindómë as sole companion either. No, he wanted to go with his brothers and travel at will, seeing what there was to be seen, learning new things, having adventures; more than he ever had whilst they lived in Lothlorien.




Except that his brothers were not free to join him in years of exploration. That thought brought a stab of sadness. But not the resentment, he realised, that he had felt before; that they had lived full lives and wed without him. No, he thought, there will be others who will wish to explore all this great land and I, who have already seen some of it, can lead them! As long as Her Ladyship permits….




Surely, he thought, she would be happy; there will be a place here for the Galadhrim. And, he decided happily, there is no real reason why Rumil and Orophin cannot spend some time exploring too…




Tindómë broke into his thoughts, still speaking of her ride with Tulkas, and touching those very things Haldir had been considering.





“And he showed me how it had not been there for the people who travelled this way before. He said that these lands ‘were always intended for those who did not at first accompany us…’ This is for us; for the Ithilrim, the Galadhrim, the people of Eryn Lasgalen…”




She did not sound as enthusiastic as he might have expected. But as he listened the reason for that became clearer.




“Before we set out I said to Rumil that there might be so much land that you and I’d be wandering all over it for years trying to find Mandos Halls…And now it looks as if I might have been right.” Her voice broke a little as she went on, “and it might be years and years till I see Rumil again, and it might be too late to rescue Spike, and…and…and now I don’t even know where we are, or how far we came in the hunt, or which way to go to look for Lord Námo’s place.”




She sniffed.




Oh no! Haldir hoped she was not going to cry. He was never quite sure what to do with a crying female.




She sniffed again.




He offered her a handkerchief and, suddenly, she was both laughing and crying at the same time; Haldir felt somewhat nonplussed. 






As Haldir passed her a clean white handkerchief, which somehow appeared to have been newly ironed, Tindómë felt the floodgates open. It was such a Rumil-like gesture.




She wasn’t sure whether she was laughing, crying, or both. But Haldir was looking at her with a very worried expression. She tried to explain.




“It’s just, Rumil…handkerchief…he always…and now you…and I miss him. I know it’s not been long but…and we’ve been apart for longer…but…but…and I always wondered why…elves…handkerchiefs…”




It didn’t really seem to be helping. Haldir looked no less worried. If anything he looked quite perplexed.




Then he seemed to make a decision. He stood, with that enviable fluidity of movement that Tindómë still could not quite achieve, so that he looked down at her.




“Come then. You wish to bring this person to Valinor. You wish to be reunited with Rumil. We will achieve neither by sitting here.”




He gathered up their packs and called the horses to him.




Part of Tindómë wanted to just sit and sob more loudly but, she decided, it probably would just give her red eyes, a swollen face, and not much else; so time to ‘put on the big girl panties’, get off her adel-bein, and get moving.




She dried her eyes and blew her nose, rather noisily, in Haldir’s handkerchief; just in time to take the hand he now held out to her, and get to her feet.




“We will cross the river a little further downstream,” he said, “where it becomes wider but more shallow. Or so I was told.”




Told? Well that sounded as if he might have some idea where they were, and where they were going, then…




“Then we will continue through the forest. Perhaps we will have to leave it and climb up more mountains eventually,” he continued, “but did Mithrandir himself not say that the exact whereabouts of the entrance to the Halls of Lord Námo may not be quite fixed…that we might even find it with little difficulty? It seems to me we may not have had very many difficulties—but I…believe…we may not have to travel for much longer.”




“Uh—you believe?”




“I was not told it, exactly, whilst I rode with the hunt but I got the impression that we may be much nearer the end of our journey than we are to the beginning.”




Well that was good to know. They’d been on the road for, what? A month? A bit more? A bit less? So it did sound as if they weren’t going to be wandering around for years…hurrah!




She smiled at him. “It’s not that I don’t enjoy your company,” she began, and almost faltered as she realised that, actually, that was true. “But I am worried about Spike…and I do want to get back to Rumil. And to Legolas, too. He is going to be so happy to know there is all this forest and that we will be welcome here.”


 

Haldir dipped his head slightly, in acknowledgement, but said no more except “Come, then.”




His source of information was clearly correct. They rode for a little over an hour and the river did, indeed, become wider, and more shallow, as it ran over gravel beds between broad meadows. The horses had no problem picking a path across without either rider even getting wet feet.




As they moved back into the dappled light under the trees, at the other side of the water meadow, Tindómë let her horse follow Haldir’s mount and let her mind drift.




She thought about Spike, briefly. She thought of lying under these very trees in Rumil’s arms, of spending a whole night lazily joining; they would, most certainly, do that at some time. But she thought, more, of Legolas. Oh! How he would delight in these woods and forests. If their song made Haldir dizzy, how much more would they affect a woodland prince? Tindómë could just imagine him leading all those who had accompanied him on the Heart of Eryn Ithil, and those of his father’s people who had sailed or been reborn.




Then came one of those moments when thought becomes more a flash of insight.




She had often thought, over the years, that the sea-longing was a terrible way to reward Legolas for his part in ridding Middle Earth of Sauron. She had thought, more than once, that she would tell the Valar so if she ever got the chance. But, even though she now had had the opportunity, somehow she had never mentioned it.




Now she began to wonder if this was one of those times where she had been looking at something the wrong way around. 




Other folk from his father’s people had made the sea-journey, one or two at a time, but they had no focus when they reached the Western Lands. Perhaps they awaited Oropher returning from the Halls of Awaiting, but that had not yet happened. 




Legolas though, as a member of The Fellowship, had come to know the world outside the Great Greenwood. He had spent time with elves from other traditions, and even learnt how to live with people who were not elves. These skills would come in useful when confronted with the inhabitants of Aman. He had developed leadership skills, and diplomatic ones, when he had set up the colony of Eryn Ithil and had earned such loyalty that, when he had finally given in to the sea-longing and sailed, he had brought his own people with him.




And now he was a focal point for those other Silvan elves who owed no loyalty to Lady Galadriel; ready to lead them out into these woodlands that had been waiting for them since somewhere about the beginning of time, or not all that long after. A forest that was even bigger, and (oh, sacrilegious thought!) more beautiful than the Great Greenwood.




He was also a reason why King Thranduil might bring the rest of their people ‘home’ in time. (Tindómë liked to think that The Key, in the shape of Haldirin, had also helped to make this more likely by reassuring Thranduil that his wife’s fëa had not lingered in Arda.)




In fact, she thought, although the Valar were sworn not to interfere in life in Middle Earth it would not surprise her if she ever found that those gulls at Pelargir had been ‘encouraged’ by Ulmo…




The more she turned the idea over in her mind the more sense it made. She so wanted to discuss it with Rumil (‘hey, hervenn, I can have deep thinky thoughts, too!’). And Gimli. Gimli would be a good person to discuss it with. 




But not Haldir, even though he was right here—he was too much her Ladyship’s ellon.




She was so caught up in thought that she didn’t even notice that they had ridden for so long that it was almost dark. Then Haldir brought his horse to a halt and her own mount followed suit.




At first Tindómë thought her companion had decided it was time to make camp, for the night, but Haldir made no move to dismount. Instead he beckoned Tindómë forward.




As she came alongside he pointed ahead, between the trees, and Tindómë realised that, not only were the stars beginning to show above them, but ahead of them small lights were also twinkling amongst the trees as if indicating the path they needed to follow.




“Oh. Oh my.”




She felt as if her pulse was racing with excitement and yet she was afraid. She was sure this was it—as sure as if there had been a signpost saying ‘this way to the Halls of Mandos’—and the phrase ‘it is better to travel hopefully than to arrive’ suddenly made a lot of sense. 




Haldir nudged his horse forward and Tindómë, not wishing to appear as unsettled as she actually was, did likewise.




The path curved gently as they rode between two rows of lights for minutes or, maybe, hours. There was no longer anything but the path; all else was dark, silent, and the hooves of the horses made no sound either. And then they arrived. 




A great arch of light filled Tindómë’s field of vision; surely it could not have been there even ten seconds earlier!




Then a figure came towards them, as if the light had taken the shape of an ellon, and a voice said, “Welcome, Haldir and Tindómë, to the Halls of my Lord Námo.” 




Welcome to Mandos Halls



“Welcome, Haldir and Tindómë, to the Halls of my Lord Námo.”




The Maia did not introduce himself, but at least he looked fairly friendly, as he nodded towards Haldir and said, “Especially as it is rare to receive any fëa into these halls more than once.”




When he then told them to dismount and just leave their horses, who would be well tended, adding that they need not bother with their luggage either, Tindómë swallowed hard. It had not occurred to her until now that, perhaps, they could only enter Mandos Halls as fëar; that they may have to leave their hröar outside. To, in effect, die.




She swallowed, hard, a second time. If she had to, she had to. This was Spike’s life that was at stake (which, she acknowledged to herself, was perhaps not the best phrase to use…).




It appeared that Haldir had similar thoughts about ‘it is rare to receive any fëa into these halls more than once’, and the leaving of their bags, but he was bold enough to voice them. “Are we leaving our hröar here also, then?”




“Why, no. What makes you ask?”




“Well, few elves do get to take their hröar into your Lord’s presence. But if we are to do so then, I think, we may both feel more comfortable if we can bathe and change into clean clothing.”




The Maia smiled. “Certainly. As you say, I am too used to unclothed fëar.”




‘Phew!’ thought Tindómë. ‘Sigh of relief!’




Holding her saddle bags over her shoulder, she walked beside Haldir as they accompanied the Maia through the great arch of light.







Tindómë realised that she had expected Mandos Halls to be dark and gloomy, or possibly like the Silent Street and the Houses of the Dead in Minas Tirith. Instead she was walking down a corridor, lit with warm light, which reminded her of both Imladris and the Stronghold of King Thranduil.




Their Maia guide showed them into a chamber, where a meal was laid out on a table, and suggested that they may wish to eat before they bathed—or after, it was their own choice. He waved towards an archway, where a large bathing pool could be seen, and then towards another on the opposite side where he told them they might sleep; it was night beyond the Halls and Lord Námo would grant them audience on the morrow.




Once alone Tindómë turned to Haldir. “It’s very nice—brighter and more—uh—comfortable than I expected. Is the—uh—dead bit like this too?”




He looked thoughtful. “Yes. And then again, no.”




She gave him a hard stare.




“There was the same sense of light and warmth, of being welcome. And food if I wanted it, bathing if I wanted it, silence, solitude, music, if such was my wish. If I wanted to converse with others I would find myself with them…or not. I think this is because some of those I would have wished to see were not ready to see anyone, or not ready to see me. Who knows?”




“M’kay. It sounds kinda pleasant. I wonder if we could get to speak to anyone who is here because they’re dead?”




“I know not. I did not meet anyone who I thought was more than just fëa. Who would you wish to see?”




“Legolas’ naneth. To be sure she is here and to let her know that he is in the West so that, you know, if she felt up to leaving, if that’s how it works, she’d know there was someone waiting for her.”




“I do not recall thinking that it was time for me to leave. Or, at least, the knowledge came from outwith myself, as if someone told me that this was the case.”




“Do you think she knows? That Legolas is here? Well, in the West, anyway? Did you know Orophin and Rumil were here?”




“I…I am not sure. Memories of this place are less clear than memories of time elsewhere.”




“Yeah—I guess that makes sense.” She paused for a few moments. “So—dinner?”






Spike dreamt of Dawn. Almost every day, for the past couple of weeks, he had dreamt of Dawn. He had almost expected her to begin holding a conversation with him, the way she had in the dream a couple of months ago when she had used what she called ‘Radagast’s window’, but each time the dream had been just that; a dream. 




Sometimes she was dancing, or sitting with him watching ‘Passions’ back in his old crypt, but no matter how the dream started she began to fade away and become nothing but a green shade, lying on the couch in Revello Drive, that finally disappeared. As if the Elves had not arrived to return her to the other dimension. 




But the most recent one had been different. Spike had been dancing with Dawn, then he found himself lying on the couch as she sat reading Shakespeare to him, and he could feel himself becoming less and less solid. Spike had no idea whether dreams were prophetic or not—and he had no idea what it might have meant—but it was bloody weird and he wasn’t sure he’d liked it!




He shut out the sunlight, readied himself for sleep, and hoped he could dream of Buffy for a change.






Bathed, and rested, Tindómë concluded it must be morning by the appearance of fresh fruit, juice, and bread on the table in the outer chamber. It was, she realised, the first day she could remember where she had woken with no way of judging the time by the sky. She wondered whether she would get to see Lord Námo today, or whether he would keep them waiting for ages as, as everyone kept telling her, time passed differently in his halls.




“Today,” said a voice and she realised their own personal Maia was back—and had the same tendency of answering unspoken questions she had met before.




“Whatever you feel most comfortable in, whatever seems right to you,” he went on, answering her passing thought of what she ought to wear. “The fëar who come to us through death are clothed as they see themselves, when they arrive, and his Lordship treats all equally, whether naked or dressed in courtly garb.”




Haldir had clearly got the drift of the one-sided conversation. 




“It would be most polite if we were to wear what we wore in the Máhanaxar,” he said. 




And it was obvious once he said it that he was right.




And so, all too soon, Tindómë and Haldir, dressed in their best, were following their guide along another beautifully decorated corridor. She wondered if she was glad they had finally reached their goal—or petrified.




The Maia stopped at a doorway, waved them through and—they had arrived.




‘M’kay,’ thought Tindómë, ‘so not what I had expected.’




She had expected something like the Máhanaxar, but probably more intimidating and gloomier. Even though the parts of the Halls she had seen so far had not been either intimidating or gloomy at all.




But a rather pleasant room, which was like nothing more than Lord Elrond’s studies in Imladris or Alqualondë, was most certainly unexpected. As, for some reason, was the figure who stood beside a well-filled bookcase.




His slight smile was probably, Tindómë realised, because her first thought had been ‘Elo! If that’s Lord Námo he’s much more handsome than I had expected!’




Which, she realised almost immediately, was a silly thought—he was one of the Valar and they could look how they wanted—but she had expected someone severe and stern, not the tall dark ellon in soft, shimmering, grey who reminded her of Erestor.




“Haldir,” he said, “it is good to see you again.” He paused, and Tindómë realised he was probably ‘rooting around’ in Haldir’s head when he continued, “And it is good that you are beginning to find a new stability and purpose.”




Haldir acknowledged the Vala’s words with a small dip of the head but said only “My Lord…” which definitely confirmed that this really was the Great Doomsman.




“Tindómë,” Lord Námo now turned to her, “my wife told me much about you, after she met you in the Máhanaxar.”




Oh—so one of the Valier that day had been Vairë. Tindómë really wished the Valar would wear badges. ‘Hello, my name is Vairë, I specialise in weaving, and I will be your Valier today.’




A voice in her head said “It is probably not necessary at this point, although we could perhaps consider it for other occasions.’ And, as clearly as if he really was wearing it, she saw in her mind’s eye a badge with ‘Hello, my name is Námo, I specialise in caring for fëa, and I will be your Vala today’.”




‘Huitho!’ Tindómë thought, ‘You’ve really got to be careful what you think around the Valar.’ Followed by ‘And who’d have thought Námo would have a sense of humour? At least…I think he was joking…’




The solid Lord Námo in front of her smiled.




Now he spoke out loud. “It is interesting to see that your fëa is very different from the first Key, and yet you are like her in many ways.”




Elo! Of course he would know more about the elleth who had been The Key than anyone else as her fëa must have spent time right here in his halls! Tindómë wondered if that other elleth was still here, whether she could meet her, or where did she live now if she had been returned to life, and…




“She is not here.” He was inside her head again. “But I am sure it will be possible for you to meet in the future.”




Out loud he said, “I understand from my wife that you wish us to bring someone from that other dimension here, and that he is neither truly alive, nor truly dead, which is why the decision becomes mine. Tell me about this being, and why I should consider it?”




He no longer looked quite so friendly.




And so Tindómë found herself repeating almost word for word what she had said in the Máhanaxar. 


 

“Spike cared for me, and helped to keep me safe, even though there was no spell making him do it like there was on my ‘sister’ there. He did so much to stop me fading when I was pulled back to the old dimension and he understood how important it was for me to come home.”




“And why would that be a reason to bring him to Valinor?”




“He’s immortal, and now he is all alone because all the others were mortal, and they’ve died, and I worry that he might just let himself fade, or burn up and die.”




“What would happen to his fëa if he faded?”




“I don’t know. He doesn’t know. He’s frightened he will go to Hell and suffer for ever ’cos of the being a vampire thing.”




“Do not the fëa of the immortal get re-housed in that place? Or at least remain bound to the Earth for all time?”




Tindómë had to bite back the urge to shout “I don’t know!’ Instead she said it in a more controlled fashion. “I thought you might know. They don’t usually have immortals.”




She paused briefly then went on, “Would it not be easier to just poke around in all the corners of my brain and find out things I might even have forgotten? Or, you know, just ask the Powers of that dimension, or even just do the portal thing and ask Spike?”




“We have no communication with the Valar of that place. My beloved wife has told me all that she saw within your memories, and what your heart-brother, your husband, and your husband-brother knew of this Spike also. But she is not the weigher of fëa, she is not the one who can see all that a fëa is, or was, or can be. She would not have looked in your own fëa for the same things I would wish to see.”




Námo came towards her, and placed his hands on either side of her face. Her gaze was held by his, she felt she was sinking into a deep silver grey pool, as if the pool was closing over her head and yet she was not drowning, just warm, drifting…And then it was over. She did not know how long had passed since that first touch—a second, an hour, yéni…




Haldir was still standing beside her—but then he might have been away for ages and just come back. 




Namo’s voice spoke inside her head. “There is no need to worry about time passing in my halls, Tindómë. To Haldir only seconds passed.”




Out loud he said “I know, now, all that you know of this…vampire. But I know only what you have seen of his fëa. And even the most evil, the most destructive, of beings can appear to be all kindliness, a giver of gifts, so that they are able to deceive those who are wiser than you. But eventually their true colours will out.”




Uh-uh. That didn’t sound too good. Tindómë was pretty sure he was wrong if he thought Spike was like that—but she didn’t know how to persuade Lord Námo to her way of thinking.




“However,” the Valar continued, “I am willing to consider further. I would meet this being and look into his fëa for myself.”




Tindómë made a small sound of relief. At least he hadn’t turned down her request out of hand, and surely if he got to meet Spike he would realise that his soul was stronger than his demon.




“Have you brought the construct Aiwendil made for you?” Lord Námo asked.




“Uh—it’s in my luggage,” she answered. “I could go get…”




Radagast’s Window was in Lord Námo’s hand before she finished her sentence.




“It is not impossible without, of course, but if a point of focus that is already tuned to the right dimension is available it is sensible to use it,” the Vala said. “Now for The Key to unlock the barrier…”




Tindómë held out her arm. “You want a few drops, a finger-full, or an arm-full?”






Spike woke and immediately jerked upright.




The room was full of light. A couple of seconds passed and he was not on fire, so not direct sunlight then. He looked around and realised that all one wall of his room was flooded with green light. A familiar green light. And the next room was now a book-lined study in which stood Dawnie and two Elves he had never seen before.




He groped for suitable words but could think of only one thing to say.




“Bloody hell!”





Interview With the Vampire



The creation of what Haldir recognised, from Tindómë’s earlier descriptions, as a ‘portal’ had taken Lord Námo very little time. It had required less blood than she had lost from the head injury she sustained just before they had found ‘New Imladris’. Haldir really was not at all sure what to make of the room that could now be seen through the portal, or its inhabitant.




The mortal, no…he was not a mortal, Haldir mentally corrected himself, nor was he, really, a man. The…person was asleep in what was clearly some sort of bed, although small and without a proper wooden frame, in a dark room with a window that seemed to be heavily shuttered in some way. There seemed to be little decoration other than a few books, a coloured likeness of a blonde female, and a picture, that looked to have been drawn by Rumil, of Tindómë and a male elfling who must, presumably, be Haldirin.




As the light from their side of the portal, and the green light that edged it, streamed into the room it woke the male. He sat up in the bed, looked in their direction, and exclaimed something that Haldir was fairly sure was impolite.




Tindómë spoke in a language Haldir had never heard before. It seemed to mean something to the other male, who sat up, and slung his legs out over the edge of the narrow bed. He was as pale skinned and pale haired as Haldir himself and his build also looked rather elf-like—slender but efficiently muscled—however, as this ‘Spike’ stood up, it was obvious that he was very short in stature.




Actually, as he stood it was clear that, elf-like again, he slept unclothed. Haldir just had time to notice that, strangely, the hair around his grond was mid-brown rather than the white-blond of his head hair, before the male grabbed a pillow and held it in front of his groin as if it was a shield.




Tindómë spoke and, as Haldir glanced at her, she was rolling her eyes.






“You really don’t need to cover yourself, Spike, bodies are natural and as we regularly bathe together we’ve seen it all before.”




The eye-roll that accompanied her comment suddenly made the whole situation seem more real.




“Yeah, well, you haven’t seen mine before, Niblet, and I’d feel happier if the three of you weren’t staring at it.” Still clutching the pillow Spike reached a hand out for his jeans.




“Hey! You can still buy jeans? Or are they, like, antiques?”




There was a portal to another world taking up the whole wall, two elves were looking into his bedroom impassively, and Dawnie wanted to discuss jeans. This had to be a dream. Except he knew it wasn’t. Not like the one a couple of month ago, in which she had spoken to him about Buffy’s death, and told him he wasn’t to do anything stupid, or go anywhere, until she could speak to him again. And he actually hadn’t done anything silly, or gone anywhere—but he still hadn’t expected her to turn up like this.




Somehow he managed to wriggle into his jeans, without too much disclosure of flesh, whilst the two male figures stood unemotionally and the third person continued rolling her eyes.




“You ready now?” she asked. Without waiting for an answer she continued, “Then I’d better introduce you.”




She waved towards the tall blond elf. “Haldir, my brother-in-law.”




Spike thought back to what Dawnie had told him all those years ago, and all that Andrew had written down later which he had reread since that previous ‘visit’. ‘What the…didn’t he die before she even met Rumil?’ 




“And this,” she nodded politely towards the even taller, black-haired, figure, “is Lord Námo, also known as Mandos.”




That was a familiar name…shit! He was the god of the underworld, the Hades of Middle Earth!




“You all right, Dawnie? You’re not dead, are you? If any bugger has hurt you I’ll come in through that portal and happily kill them for you…”




She looked slightly bemused for a second or two, but then she must have understood, as she smiled.




“No, no, I’m fine. It’s a long story, but I promise I’m not dead, not even been dead and come back, or whatever. No, I’m here because the Valar said Lord Námo needed to meet you before you could come and live with us.”




Spike just managed not to say “Come and live with you? Bloody Hell! Are you serious?” But he wasn’t sure he had kept the surprise off his face.




The idea had, genuinely, never occurred to him.






“I see, from your memories, that Aiwendel enabled those from both worlds to understand each other’s speech,” Lord Námo said to Tindómë. “An elegant solution.”




He looked directly at Spike and spoke again. “Spike. It is clear from your question to Tindómë that you have some knowledge of my role. The Doomsman, I am called by the Elves, and such I am. But I do not exist simply to condemn, or punish, but also to care for fëar.




“I know as much of your origins, and your fëa, your soul, as Tindómë knows. But there is much of any soul that is known to no one else but that soul and, should they be soul-bound, to one other. If I am to consider Tindómë’s request that you be allowed to cross this portal, and enter our world, I must know all of you.“




Even though Tindómë wasn’t even sure what language His Lordship had used, a glance at both Haldir and Spike showed they had both understood. Haldir just looked vaguely interested—of course, he was Galadhrim—but Spike didn’t look all that enthusiastic either.




“And how would you know all of me?” he asked.




“Ósanwe,” said Lord Námo.




Spike looked blankly at him. Clearly that hadn’t translated. Tindómë decided to help.




“Uh—you know how me and Rumil can share our thoughts with each other? Well, the Valar can do that with anyone. They can, sort of, uh, be inside your head and read your thoughts, share your memories, and things. I guess His Lordship is the most skilled of them all at it…” 




She tailed off as she appreciated the truth in that last few words—no wonder they thought it was important that this particular Vala be involved.




“Why would I want to let him?” Spike asked her.




Tindómë realised that she had never doubted that Spike would want to come and join her in Valinor. She had never considered he would be anything other than keen…until now.




“So that you wouldn’t be all alone any more?” she suggested. “So that you could be here with me ’cos you are family? I mean you are as much my brother-in-law as Haldir is, aren’t you?”




“Yeah, well, he’ll get into my brain and then decide I’m not good enough anyway,” Spike said.




Before Tindómë could answer two voices spoke together.




“If that is so,” said Haldir, “then the little one will know that she has done her best, and there are good reasons for her request to be refused.”




“Do you not think,” came the deep voice of Námo, “you should leave that decision to me?”




Spike looked from one male to the other as if he wasn’t sure which one to defy first, but then he seemed to slump a little, his stance became less belligerent, and he said “Oh, what the fuck. How do we do this thing?”




Lord Námo said nothing out loud but Spike’s eyes firstly opened wide and then closed, his whole body seemed to relax, and it was as if time stood still.




Ever after Tindómë could not say whether she stood in Mandos Halls beside Haldir and the Doomsman himself, looking at Spike through the portal, for two minutes or a week. Actually, she was pretty sure it wasn’t a week as she couldn’t, after, remember being hungry or needing to empty her bladder but then, as she was where she was, presumably those things could just be optional extras too! 






“Relax.”




The voice seemed to come from nowhere and yet to be inside Spike’s head. 




At a point in the future Spike would think of Lord Námo as ‘Frankie’ but now he couldn’t really shape coherent thoughts at all. The voice was both strict and soothing; it was the voice of someone from whom you could hide nothing you had done, someone who would soothe you if you hurt, but punish you for any wrongdoing. In Spike’s mind he saw his nanny.




He wanted to impress the voice but didn’t know what would do that anyway. He wanted to show himself in a good light but could think of nothing he had ever done that was truly good—only things he had done that were wrong. He was bad. Evil. He had no right to have Dawn worry about him even for a minute. It would be better if she forgot all about him. He had tainted Buffy’s life by loving her. He couldn’t have loved Buffy; he was evil; he was bad.




He waited for the voice to shout at him, to tell him how worthless he was, that he deserved to burn in hell for all eternity. Nanny would have told him. She would have made his need for punishment abundantly clear.




For a brief moment he would remember Buffy smiling at him, Dawn hugging him just before the portal between Sunnydale and Eryn Ithil had closed, Willow’s daughter asleep on his knee clutching a teddy bear; then he knew again that none of that mattered compared with his own intrinsic worthlessness….




Eventually he heard the voice again. Gently it said, “You are wrong, you know. You are not essentially evil.” Then it changed. “But as for you,” it said, “that is very different.”




There was a flash of pain, then a feeling as if someone was stroking him; the pain departed and Spike felt, suddenly, alone.




He became aware of his closed eyes and, carefully, opened them.






Tindómë realised that Lord Námo must have finished rooting around in Spike’s head, or ‘getting to know all of him’ as His Lordship had put it, when Spike opened his eyes. She tried to make out from his expression how it had gone; she had a feeling that, were it possible, he would have looked paler than usual. He looked slightly bewildered she thought.




“Sit down,” Lord Námo said to Spike. He sounded firm, but not hostile, so that must be of the good…mustn’t it?




She wondered why he didn’t just suggest Spike come through the portal to make conversation and so on easier and, clearly, the Vala picked up the thought as she heard his inner voice telling her that that would not be possible…yet. Well, the ‘yet’ sounded hopeful!




Námo spoke out loud.




“I have made my decision, and I will explain not only what that doom is, but also why I have reached the decision I have done. This I will explain to you all as there are things about yourself, Spike, I do not think you fully understand. Tindómë needs to understand fully, not only because she is the one whose request I have considered, but she needs to understand so that she can share this with her husband and others. 




“Haldir, you need to understand so that you can also explain my decision to others who may feel Tindómë is biased.”




That intro really didn’t help, Tindómë thought; it gave absolutely no clues as to whether his decision would be to let Spike come and live with her and her family, or make him stay in the other dimension. And, by the sound of it, there was going to be a fair bit of explaining before he got to the answer. Better listen very carefully.




Námo went on. “I now understand fully the relationship between the fëa that was, originally, William, the hröa we see in front of us, the ‘soul’, and the evil entity you call the demon.”




He turned slightly towards Haldir; presumably because Tindómë and Spike knew the next bit…




“The young man called William was attacked by another ‘vampire’ who drained his hröa of blood so that it could no longer sustain life. However, in some way, this allowed one of the evil entities to enter the hröa at the point where death occurred, and this prevented the fëa leaving the body and answering whatever call it should have answered.”




Spike looked as if he was going to argue but, Tindómë realised, thought better of it. She understood why; because she’d always been taught that the soul left the body when a person was ‘turned’, and she usually thought of ‘soul’ and ‘fëa’ as more or less interchangeable. But then Lord Námo had included them both in his ‘build-up’, which was weird. 




The Vala continued. “The hröa appeared dead, and the usual death rituals were observed but, once this demon was strong enough, the hröa began to move and function in many ways as if it were alive. In fact the demon gave added strength so that what had been William’s hröa was stronger, and less vulnerable, than it had been. But it was, and is, in almost every way as dead as the hröa you, Haldir, left at Helm’s Deep.”




Haldir looked a little surprised; even though Tindómë was pretty sure she’d explained it to him. Although, she acknowledged to herself, she had probably glossed over the ‘dead for over a yén’ bit.




“The demon did not cause the fëa to leave. In fact it needed the fëa to remain so that it could function within society. It simply subdued much of the fëa. I found within your memories, Spike, the concept of ‘id, ego and superego’. It is an imperfect concept but will do to explain what happened to your fëa. The demonic entity needs the ‘id’, the basic instincts, to function fully. It overcomes the ‘superego’ completely and uses what it needs of the ‘ego’.”




Tindómë thought she vaguely understood but, she reckoned, it must have been about as clear as mud to Haldir. Clearly His Lordship thought the same.




“In other words,” he went on, “all the knowledge of who William was, who his friends were, who his mother was, remained. Language, and knowledge of the world in general, remained. These were needed for the evil entity to be able to use the hröa as it wished. The drive to obtain pleasure remained. But there was no restraint, and what gave pleasure was turned to that which the demon found pleasurable—such as causing pain, killing and maiming.”




Spike winced.




“However,” Námo continued, “eventually, through a series of events I now fully understand but need not repeat, the fëa began to re-assert itself over the demon. Spike, as he now was, recognised that he could not fully control the demon; but his damaged fëa was strong enough to recognise that it was, indeed, damaged. It is clear that this is almost unheard of. The vampire demon is always stronger than the fëa of the body it occupies. That this was not so in your case, Spike, is a sign of a very strong fëa.




“When you think of ‘regaining your soul’, I would say that you were given help to mend some of the damage to your fëa—so that you can now control your body yourself most of the time, and the demon is reduced to a position of less importance. The demon continues to maintain the body at the point just after death, as it needs it to continue to exist within your world. However it is not happy, of course, in this situation and constantly tries to convince you that you are intrinsically evil, that it and the fëa that was William are one and the same—when they are not. 




“The demon tried very hard to force itself back into complete control when it realised that I was able to clearly differentiate between the two different forces trying to live within one body. This is what caused you pain.”




Spike nodded.




“The fact remains, however, that the body we see should have decayed and returned to the earth more than a yén ago. It would, were the demon not an integral part of the whole, turn to dust. Yet I cannot let the evil entity cross the portal into our world.”




‘Huitho!’ thought Tindómë.




Rather too loudly, probably, as Lord Námo looked at her with a slight raise of the eyebrow before he began to speak again.




“I accept Tindómë’s argument that you are part of her family, you are alone in your world, as other vampires will shun you, or regard you as an enemy, whereas the truly living mortals will see you as a vampire if they get too close to you. I am inclined to allow you to cross the portal—but not the demon within you.




“Therefore my doom for you is that, should you wish to cross the portal it can be as nothing but fëa. You must allow the undead body to return to dust. You must, in effect, die.”




A Question of Life and Death



Somehow it hadn’t occurred to Spike, once he had realised why there was a portal in his bedroom wall and unexpected guests, that there was any other possible answer to Dawn’s request than either “No!” or “Do come in.”




And he hadn’t even had time to think about what his response to either of those answers would be.




But “You must, in effect, die” was, well, a real killer.




Dawn was already asking questions and Spike tried to listen to the answers, but he was still trying to get his head around why that might be, in any way, an offer he might feel the need to accept.






Both Tindómë and Spike looked shocked by Lord Námo’s pronouncement of Spike’s doom. Really, Haldir could not understand why; it seemed to him to be the obvious outcome as soon as the words left His Lordship’s mouth.




Also, he thought, it was surely a doom of which Rumil would approve as Tindómë would be happy that her sister-husband would now be here in Aman, without having him living with them, as the fëa would need to spend time in Mandos. And then…actually Haldir wondered what would happen to the fëa, would it be re-embodied as an elf, or fly the circles of the world as a mortal?




Ah—Tindómë had found her tongue…and was asking a whole stream of questions, some of which covered those very points. Perhaps, Haldir thought, both Lord Námo and the vampire might get a word in eventually.




“Certainly,” the Vala began to answer her as she paused for breath, “I would have Spike stay with me here in my halls. There is much with which he needs to come to terms, to understand about himself, before his fëa will be whole.”




“And how long is that going to take?” Tindómë asked. “And what will happen to him then?” 




“It will take as long as is required. How long that is depends, to a great extent, on Spike. He will need to come to terms with how responsible he actually was for evil deeds and how much guilt he may carry that is unwarranted. Then…ah, now that was the point that puzzled me when I first knew of your quest to seek his doom, for should he be numbered amongst Men or the First-born due to his current immortality?”






Get to decide for himself? The Power from Dawn’s—no, Tindómë’s—dimension had said that after consideration, and asking for guidance from The One, that was the only possible answer to the question of whether Spike, the inner person, should be numbered as the mortal man he had once been, or whether he had been immortal, due to the demon, for so long that immortality was part of who he was. Bloody Hell!




But he didn’t fancy this idea of spending time in these ‘Mandos Halls’ as a disembodied spirit. Not one bit. Sounded too much like purgatory to him.




Lord Námo was speaking to him directly. “Of course you have many questions about my domain. Because your presence in my halls would be at the request of The Key, and because those who belong in this world have no fear of my halls, I will grant you a boon before you make your decision. You may learn more by speaking to someone who has been here, and has since resumed his life. Haldir…”


 



Haldir was tempted to tell Spike that time spent in Mandos Halls was horrific, that he would feel every pain he had ever caused to someone else, whether physical or mental, and that he would surely send himself mad. Rumil had said he wanted his wife to be happy, but Haldir knew his brother well enough to believe that Rumil would be very happy if the door between the two worlds was slammed shut and never opened again—with everyone and everything from that other world left there.




 But, if he did tell the vampire that, His Lordship would know he did not speak the truth. Although it would be part of the truth…




He thought carefully before speaking.




“I do not know what you would expect when your fëa leaves your body, what is normal in your world,” he began. “I heard Lord Námo call my name as I lay on a battlefield and I followed. I know not whether this is what your fëa would expect. But you are almost within the halls already—I cannot imagine you could get lost…”




The slight lift of the vampire’s eyebrow, and the way he looked at Haldir, implied he had been all too aware of the hint of sarcasm in that remark, and that it amused him; he appreciated it. Haldir realised that it was just possible that, given time, he might actually like this Spike. Either that or they would annoy each other greatly, but even that staved off boredom.




He thought of what Spike might wish to know. “I was not greatly aware of the passing of time whilst I dwelt here. I was not surprised at how much had passed when I was re-housed in this hröa; but I would not have been surprised, either, had it been only a few weeks or a millennium.




“I did spend time considering the life I had led before my death. There were things I was happy about; memories of friendship and companionship on the fences. Pleasant memories of ellyth I had known, of days and nights spent joining with them. Memories of good times spent with my parents as an elfling, or with my brothers as they grew to adulthood, and the times we had fought side by side—or enjoyed life’s pleasures together.”




Tindómë’s slight smile made it clear that she could imagine some of those pleasant memories.




“But also,” Haldir went on, “I had to consider times when I had made bad decisions, times when I had caused pain to another. I was…helped…to understand what it had been like for that other. Sometimes there were events which I regretted, where I feared I had, for example, lost warriors under my command by bad decisions, or could have done something to prevent the deaths of our parents. Yet when I had to examine those events I realised I had done less harm than I thought. However there were also events I had not thought of as significant but, when encouraged to consider them, I felt the pain I had caused either to fëa or hröa.”




He took a moment to remember what that had been like. “Once considered, though, I knew it was past and gone.”




“You were ‘helped’?” Spike said, “How?”




“There are many other fëa in the halls, and sometimes I would find myself alone with one or another and we both knew what memory we shared—what pain we may, or may not, have caused each other. But on other occasions one of My Lordship’s Maia would join me and I would find they shared my memories, and helped me to examine the incident.”




“And then what?” asked the vampire, suspiciously. “What form did your punishment take?”




Ah—at least in that other world—mortals must fear punishment when they leave the circles of the earth. No wonder, then, that some envied the firstborn their immortality. Haldir paused to consider before answering.




“Feeling the pain you caused to the other is punishment itself.”




Tindómë spoke for the first time since Lord Námo had asked Haldir to describe his time between death and rebirth.




“It’s kinda like restorative justice—you remember that idea?”




Haldir had no idea what she meant, but the vampire clearly did as he nodded slowly.




Haldir decided to go on.




“There is pleasure within the halls, also. If I wanted to eat there was the food I wanted, if I thought of favourite music it was around me, if…”




He realised that something he had just said had made Spike smile. From the other side of the portal, the vampire turned his gaze to Lord Námo.




“You mean the food, or the music, is generated from the memories of the soul?”




“That is, indeed, how it happens.”




The expression on Spike’s face, Haldir thought, could best be described as a smirk.




There was more conversation which no longer required Haldir to answer. 




At one stage Spike asked “Would this basically turn me back into William? Just as I was before I was turned?”




“No,” answered the Vala. “That part of you that is not the demon has lived through all that has happened since; these experiences are your experiences as Spike, and you could not go back to that innocent young man. But you will be your true self, not the demon.”




It seemed a pity, Haldir thought, that he would not become the person he was, before his life had changed so, but clearly Spike was happier with the reply.




Tindómë spoke to her sister-husband for a short time and then Námo spoke again.




“You know now my doom for you. You must give up the body you inhabit, which is neither truly dead nor truly alive, but I will call your fëa and allow it to cross into my halls, for you cared for The Key whilst she was in your world.




“Time in my halls is not punishment, it is time to consider things about which you may feel guilty, and let go of the guilt; to consider other things for which you feel no guilt, and face whether those acts harmed others and, having faced them, to learn from them. My Maia, and I at times, will support you, and help you become at ease with yourself, until I am sure that you can live amongst others again without what I think you would refer to as ‘baggage’.”




It seemed as if the Vala became taller, and sterner, before he finally said, “It is a very serious decision you must make. I will close the portal now and you will have time to consider. One hour before sunrise, in two days time, I will reopen the portal and you must give me your decision. Until then…”




The Vala took Tindómë by the hand; a sharp knife appeared as if from nowhere and he pushed it into the ball of her thumb, blew across the blood that oozed from the small wound, and the portal was gone.






Lord Námo nodded at Tindómë and Haldir and then faded from sight before there was a chance to ask him any more questions.




“Whoa,” said Tindómë, “that was kind of unexpected—and intense.”




Before Haldir could answer another voice spoke and she realised one of the Maia had returned.




“My Lord suggests that you may need sustenance, time to consider what has taken place, and then to leave the halls for a little and spend time amongst the trees.”




‘No shit!’ passed through Tindómë’s mind but she thought better than to say it out loud. Although the Maia here were so used to communicating with fëar that they did have a habit of automatically listening to your thoughts. Either that or they were just plain nosy!




They followed him back to their rooms where, sure enough, a fresh repast was laid out for them.




“Do you think your sister-husband will want to come,” Haldir asked, “or is he likely to decide to remain where he is?”




“I don’t know,” she answered. “I really don’t know. It just didn’t occur to me that Lord Námo would, well, make the decision he made. I thought he’d just say ‘Come on in, Spike,’ and we could just take him home with us.”




Haldir poured wine into two goblets, passed one to Tindómë, and then gazed into his own for two or three minutes as if deciding what to say. He took a sip and then spoke.




“Do you really think that would have been sensible? Had you actually thought about it properly at all?”




Oh—snarky Haldir was back. Tindómë glared at him, but before she could come up with a suitable retort he continued.




“You say, and he says, that he is in control of the evil thing that keeps him alive and makes him immortal. But how can you be sure he would always be in control of it? What if he was to be injured? Perhaps by a falling rock, as you were, or a falling tree branch, and the ‘demon’ could take control again? What harm might he do? It sounded, from what His Lordship said, that there is much for him to consider; many times in which he hurt others, times when the demon was in control. Is it right to possibly set that loose here, in Aman? Mar this place as the rest of Arda is marred?”




Tindómë swallowed hard. Haldir continued.




“Lord Námo spoke of an attack by a ‘vampire’, which drained the hröa of blood so that another one of the evil entities could enter it. Perhaps it could not happen here because there are no other evil spirits to take advantage—but perhaps the evil spirit can reproduce to occupy the second hröa, and then the third, the fourth and so on. What easy prey we would be until the danger became better known. And how loath would all the Firstborn be to ‘kill’ beings who wore the hröa of other elves.”




“But Lord Námo said it was a new demon—and there wouldn’t be one here to take over another body, and anyway Spike wouldn’t ever do that!”




“Perhaps,” said Haldir with a deadly thrust, “Lord Námo said that was what he discovered within Spike’s mind because that is what Spike believes—and it is what the demon wanted His Lordship to find.”




Huitho! Tindómë could suddenly imagine the sort of tongue lashing Haldir might have given his warriors, and he hadn’t actually raised his voice, or sounded anything but perfectly reasonable. The trouble was that what he was saying actually was all too reasonable. Double Huitho!




And where was this going now? Tindómë wondered. She soon found out.




“You have told me, as we travelled, of the good things Spike did for you; how he did much to keep you alive, both when you lived in that other world and when you were taken back there against your will. Somehow the subject of what he lives on has not come up in conversation.”




Uh-uh.




“But my understanding from conversations with Legolas and my brothers, before the possibility of Spike coming to Arda was mentioned, is that some of the greatest foes you faced in that other place were vampires who could only survive by regularly drinking the blood of others. And both you and he have acknowledged that he is one of these vampires.”




“He only drinks animal blood, from animals that are being slaughtered for food. Uh—and blood from hospitals. Houses of Healing. They collect it from healthy people, who volunteer, to put into the bodies of those who have lost too much blood for some reason. But sometimes it isn’t needed and then…See? So, no problem—Elves kill animals for food—Spike takes the blood.”




Haldir was clearly not convinced. And, to be honest, his final line was something of a clincher.




“And do you really think any of the edhel would have wanted to befriend such a being? Who could not tolerate the touch of the sun on his skin and who lived by drinking the blood of fresh kills? Would that not have condemned him to a life with little more companionship and joy than he has in that other place?”




Tindómë so wanted to argue. But if she was to be completely honest, Haldir had a point. Lord Námo’s way really would be better all round. If Spike chose it.






Spike looked at the wall of his bedroom. It was just a wall. He almost might have thought he had dreamt the whole encounter. But he knew that he hadn’t. And now he had forty-eight hours to make what was, literally, a life or death decision.




Or an unlife and death decision.




There was a lot to think about. 




He could just stay here, as he was, but to be honest he was very lonely. As he had thought a number of times, since Buffy died, this was the first time he had ever been without family. Firstly both parents, then Mother, next Drusilla, Darla, and Angelus (strange family, but family none the less), and then, over the last seventy-odd years, Buffy and her family. The Scoobies had been Buffy’s surrogate family, but Buffy had been the one who truly counted; Buffy, Joyce, and Dawn.




And now Buffy had finally gone, to join Joyce, and Dawn had become Tindómë and brought this Lord Námo and his offer to confuse the issue.




Spike had always assumed that, when he dusted, he would go to Hell for all the evil things he had done. But Námo seemed to have said it wasn’t entirely his fault, that he couldn’t be held totally responsible for the deeds that were demon driven. 




Except he knew he would be, because he had enjoyed them. He had enjoyed them because he was a bad person; he had been a bad person before Dru turned him. She had recognised how intrinsically evil he was and…Stop!




That was the demon talking. At least he thought it was. And if that was just the demon talking, to stop him allowing himself to dust, then perhaps there was a chance that he might be able to join Buffy in the Afterlife.




If William was not evil, could Spike really be held responsible for all the things he had done before he regained his soul? Had that belief come from the demon? Or was Námo right that what had happened was that there had just been ‘help to mend some of the damage’ to his soul, so he had never truly been soulless? In which case he could not expect to go to join Buffy and Joyce because he would surely be held accountable for some, or all, of the evil things he did because his soul had still been part of the symbiotic relationship with the demon…




He found his thoughts going around and around in circles. He began to see why time in quiet contemplation might be a good thing. But could he not just do that here? 




Twenty-four hours after he awoke to the portal in his bedroom he thought he had decided what to do. Thirty-six hours after he was equally sure—but had now decided to do the exact opposite to that earlier decision. Forty-two hours after and he was completely undecided.




And now it was an hour before sunrise and the forty-eight hours was up.




Decision Time



As they walked out through the ornate open doors it was raining gently and the air smelled soft and green. The trees were thinner than Tindómë remembered from the evening they had ridden down the path of lanterns, and entered into Mandos Halls, and she could hear a waterfall and see impressive mountains over the tops of the trees. 




Beside her, Haldir paused and breathed in deeply, then nodded in the direction of the sound of the waterfall. “Shall we…?” he asked.




As they walked she asked him if he agreed that it didn’t seem to be the same bit of forest.




“Well, yes,” he answered, “we are higher up, and further north.”




He didn’t seem all that surprised. She said so and was rewarded with one of his superior looks.




“Mithrandir told us that, in effect, we would not so much find Mandos Halls as Lord Námo would find us. And the exit from his halls is always in the place that is right for the newly reborn elf…so why would the door open out to the same place? His Lordship must have thought we would enjoy a little time here.”




Tindómë realised that he had just said something that he had touched on in the past, but the significance had not struck her before—she wondered if she had been a bit slow. He had said that he had walked out of Mandos and found himself in the trees near his parents’ home with Lady Galadriel. And some of the Silvan elves, who now lived in forests and woodlands between Alqualondë and the mountains, spoke of coming from Mandos Halls to the woodlands where they found family, or friends, waiting for them…The doors between the Halls of Waiting and the outside world opened wherever they would!




How very neat. She didn’t like to admit to Haldir that she hadn’t fully understood before and so she just smiled and walked with him until they could not only hear, but also see, the waterfall. It fell about twelve feet into a small pool before the stream rushed onward between a series of rocks. It was clear that this was still the upper reaches of this particular water-course.




The rain had stopped and the sun was beginning to break through the clouds. Tindómë looked around for somewhere to spread her cloak and sit down.




“I would bathe under the fall,” Haldir said, “just for the pleasure of the water on my skin. Will you join me?”




“No. No, I really prefer my water warmer unless it is a very hot day. I just want to sit and think. There is a lot to think about.”




He nodded his understanding. “Then,” he said, “I will leave my clothes with you so they do not get so wet.”




And, so saying, he stripped and soon stood under the water, head thrown back, eyes closed.




He really looked very like Rumil in that pose. She though of the times she had watched Rumil stand like that, under such a cascade, right back to the one in Arwen’s garden where she had watched him so many years before. And she was overcome with such a wave of longing to have him here, to be able to talk to him, to hear his thoughts on all that was happening, that she wanted to cry.




After a few minutes she metaphorically shook herself. Rumil wasn’t here and she’d have to cope; after all it wouldn’t be that long, in the scheme of things, before she was back with him. She wondered what he would have thought of Lord Námo’s doom for Spike. And then she thought of her recent conversation with Haldir about her haste in asking for Spike to come to Arda without really considering the consequences.




They were the sort of thinky thoughts Rumil usually had…It was a wonder he hadn’t thought of the same problems as had Haldir. Huitho! He probably had, but hadn’t wanted to upset her. He would have accepted Spike for her sake—even though Haldir was right and the vampire would have squicked everyone who met him. When she got home she must give her beloved an extra hug for that.




She focused again on Haldir standing under the pouring water. He really was almost as beautiful as his brother. Out of the blue came the thought that Nessa would enjoy this view—and, somewhere close at hand, she thought she heard an amused female chuckle, but she might have imagined it…




She lay back, looking at the sky above the trees, and saw a rainbow.




‘A promise,’ she thought. She remembered Mom telling her the rainbow was a promise. She knew it was a false memory but it was comforting, and she gradually felt calmer, and less anxious. Whatever Spike’s decision, she had done what she could.






In another dimension far away, at the same time, (or perhaps in another dimension merely inches away, in a very different time; only the Valar know…) Spike also was remembering a promise and deciding which was most important to him; the chance of an after-life with Buffy, or the promise he had made her…




Then there was no more time to think it through. The light in his room began to develop a green tinge and the portal reformed.






As they walked back to the Halls Tindómë made a decision; she admitted to Haldir that he was right. She had rushed into the whole idea of bringing Spike here without really thinking it through past ‘he’s lonely and I’m the only person he has left’. She hadn’t thought of what life might be like for Spike amongst the Elves, let alone the whole idea of letting a vampire demon enter Arda.




She sort of expected him to crow, or deliver a lecture. She was rather taken aback when she got neither.




“It is the impetuosity of youth,” he said. “It is hard for me to always remember your youth, knowing that you have a son and daughter both past their majority.




“I did not face such a decision, of course, when little over a yén of age; for I am not The Key. But I was not always well composed and able to make all my decisions based on logic.”




She rather wanted to stick her tongue out at that point—but refrained!




“Rumil and Orophin were also wont to rush into situations when they were as young as you. Only their warrior training and firm leadership restrained them from unsafe actions. Behind my back they were doubtless precipitate at times.”




This time he smiled, and then continued, “I do not think it would have worked had Rumil decided to take the course of firm leadership and discipline, insisting you give up the idea at the outset…”




He probably wondered why the idea of Rumil and discipline made her blush. Or, she thought, perhaps he didn’t wonder at all.




She had expected to be anxious and stressed all through the time until Lord Námo would summons her to reopen the portal. But in the end she found it easy to walk a dream path where she lay on their bed, her wrists tied together with a leather thong looped over the point of the intricately carved bedhead designed for that very purpose, whilst Rumil’s teeth nipped her ‘adel-bein’ just hard enough for the pain to be a pleasure.


 



In Alqualondë Rumil walked a very interesting dream path and awoke smiling with the need to ease himself before breaking his fast.






Lord Námo’s study looked just as it had before but this time there was little conversation before he produced the small knife and, once again, Tindómë’s blood and the power of the Vala opened a way into that other world.




This time it was clear that Spike was waiting for them. If he chose to cross the barrier, Haldir thought, almost randomly, he really should have a proper name in Sindarin, rather than that meaningless word in some strange language. Well, it probably meant something…




“Cebir.”




Clearly Lord Námo could listen to more than one person’s thoughts at a time. But what a strange name by which to be known. Haldir tried to concentrate on the scene in front of him, rather than wondering about someone whose name meant ‘sharp pointed thing’!




“Have you made your decision?” the Doomsman asked.




“I think so,” the vampire replied. “Yes. I…I just had to weigh things up. If you are right…no, of course you must be right. As you said I’m not totally to blame for all the evil things I did, but I’m not totally blameless either, I still don’t know if I stand a chance of joining Buffy in heaven if I dust here.




“But I do know I once promised her I’d always look after Dawn, until the end of the world. And that’s Tindómë. That means you’re giving me the chance to keep my word to the woman I loved so, really, there’s no contest. As long as you promise me I can keep my promise to her, that you’re not going to shut me up in your dungeons forever or anything, then I’ve got to come through, even though it means you killing me.”




“I can, indeed, promise that you may fight at her side at the Dagor Dagorlath,” said Lord Námo.




Haldir noticed there was no absolute guarantee that Spike would be spending any time before that with The Key. But no guarantee that he would not, either.




“And who knows what plans The One has for us after that? Who can tell, when the world is undone, whether you will meet your Buffy again?”




Spike actually smiled slightly at Lord Námo. “Thank you,” he said.




Tindómë looked relieved that her sister-husband had decided to take up Lord Námo’s doom.




“Couple of minor details…” Spike went on. “The new body, when you feel I’m fit to be released into polite society…Do I get pointy ears?”




Haldir almost expected His Lordship to roll his eyes in the rather un-elven fashion that Rumil, Orophin, and others, seemed to have copied from Tindómë.




“The hröa is, to a large extent, created by the memory of the fëa,” came the reply. “But should you prefer to have elven ears, at that time, it should provide no difficulty. Neither,” he added to Haldir’s slight confusion, “should there be any difficulty with the colour of your hair—if the fëa considers the true Spike to be blond, then your new hröa will be blond.”




“Cool!” said Tindómë.




Haldir thought he really must ask her about this conversation later.




Spike gave a slightly lop-sided smile and said “Thanks,” again.




“And, if there is no demon any more, can I go out in the sun?”




“Certainly,” Lord Námo said. He was being very patient. But then, of course, he had all the time in the world.




However now he seemed to have decided the conversation had gone on long enough as his next words were “Have you anything you would wish to bring through the portal? Tindómë may keep such items for you until you are re-united.”




“Yeah. No point in most of it,” he waved towards a series of small, flat, shiny items gathered together on a table, “Even the ones that recharge themselves will give up eventually. I’ve put a few bits into a bag, though.”




“Haldir.”




He was surprised that Lord Námo addressed him; he had thought he was here purely as a witness, to explain things to Rumil and the others.




“My Lord?”




“Go through the portal and retrieve the bag. I do not wish Tindómë to enter the other dimension.”




Ah, of course—keeping the key on your own side of a door you may wish to lock quickly made sense.




And so, for a few moments only, Haldir, like his brothers before him, went beyond the bounds of Arda. The air in the other place smelled dead. He could not say he was impressed. Spike handed him a well worn bag about the size of a small saddle bag. 




“Feel free to look,” he said.




Haldir was very tempted, but it seemed impolite.




“I thought,” the vampire was looking at Lord Námo, rather than Haldir, “Better a leather bag than plastic. And there are just a few books and pictures.”




The Vala nodded as if unsurprised, and told Haldir to return to his own side of the portal, whilst Spike was to remain on his.




“So,” Spike asked, “How do we do this thing? You want me to just open the curtains and wait to go up in flames?”




Haldir, commander of warriors for many, many, years, felt that there was a hint of false bravado there; just a little too much swagger. The vampire was clearly willing to immolate himself but he was not facing the prospect without trepidation. And, Haldir thought, rightly so.




“That would be unnecessarily painful for you,” Lord Námo replied, “and distressing for Tindómë. I think the more traditional method will suffice.”




“You want me to fall on my own bloody stake? You can’t expect Daw…Tindómë to stake me, and she’s the only one with practice.”




“As I understand it,” Lord Námo said, rather dryly, “the stake does not get bloody…However, Tindómë is not the only person with relevant experience.”




And in an instant, Haldir found he was holding his bow, perfectly strung, with an arrow in his hand ready to nock.




Well that was…unexpected.




He kept his face impassive, but glanced at both Spike and Tindómë. Both looked slightly surprised, but the inference was clear to them all.




“Yeah. Right. That should work,” Spike almost succeeded in sounding nonchalant.




Tindómë put a hand onto Haldir’s arm. “There is no one I trust more to hit his heart,” she said.




Spike was taking off the garment he wore with his ‘jeans’. He spoke again.




“If she trusts you to get it right, I do. And,” he nodded towards the Vala, “I just have to listen to your voice and do what you say?”




Before Lord Námo could answer Spike turned towards Tindómë. “You absolutely sure you trust him to call me, Niblet?”




“Yes.” She answered straight away, with no hint of a doubt.




“I’d take the risk, anyway,” he said, suddenly. “This fuckin’ un-life isn’t worth living any more.”




He turned, bare-chested, towards Haldir and said “Go for it, Robin Hood.”




Haldir had no idea what, or possibly who, the vampire was talking about but the inference was obvious. He glanced quickly at Lord Námo, saw the slight nod, nocked the arrow, aimed at the vampire’s chest, drew, and loosed.




Dust



Haldir had shot living beings many, many times. He had shot rabbits and deer for the pot, yrch and wargs, even Men who had been a threat to the Galadhrim. And his current target was not even, really, a living being. As he understood it the heart at which he aimed the arrow did not even beat. But never before had the being he looked at down the shaft of his arrow stood, chest bared, and waited for the arrow to hit.






Spike had experienced someone or something trying to hit him in the heart with a sharp, pointy, wooden object many times in the last couple of centuries. He had broken arms, dodged, even snatched arrows out of the air; never before had he stood still and waited. Inside him a voice was screaming ‘Move! Attack! Twist! Catch!’ 




His last thought, before Haldir loosed the arrow, was ‘No! You are not me. This is my decision.’






The arrow flew straight and true. Over such a short distance there was never any doubt that it would. It hit the unmoving chest just to the left of centre and…Spike disappeared. There was a cloud of dust, drifting in the air, glowing green from the light of the portal. 




Haldir was shocked.




Even though Tindómë, Spike, and Lord Námo had all used the term ‘dust’ when they talked of the vampire dying, Haldir had thought it was simply the euphemism people in this other world used for death. Now he realised it had been a literal description.




‘Huitho!’ he thought, ‘I wish Rumil had seen that. He would have found it strangely beautiful…’






It was done quickly. Tindómë had seen vampires turn to dust before but, even so, it made her gasp; for this was Spike, and she had talked him into it.






‘What the…?’ He didn’t know what had happened. Actually he had no real idea of where he was or even who he was, let alone what might have happened to him in the past moment, or hour, or day.




He was standing in a swirling cloud of fine dust, shot through with green light, and he could hear a voice from somewhere. It kept saying ‘spike’ for some reason. Then, just as he was beginning to realise that ‘spike’ meant something to him, the voice added, “William!”




He was William. No. That wasn’t right. He used to be William but it seemed a very long time ago. How could he once have been William but now not be? He tried to work it out…




“Spike. Spike. Come to me. William, come to me.”




Fuck! Bloody buggering bollocks! He was not William because he was Spike. And, he was fairly certain, the cloud of dust was also Spike…So, he was dead, then. Or, as memory became clearer, he changed that thought to being more dead than previously. And there was something important about the voice calling him. 




He tried to work out where the person was who was calling and how come, if he was dead, he could hear it. Or see the dust, or the light. The light. It was important. He looked to the light and realised the voice was from within the light. The voice sounded both gentle and firm. It reminded him of Nanny. 




“Come to me, follow my voice, it is easy.”




He began to walk towards the light. 






Lord Námo called Spike out loud. Tindómë was pretty sure the call to the recently slain fëa was usually silent; he must be doing it audibly so that both she and Haldir could be sure he was doing as he had promised.




“Come to me, follow my voice, it is easy.”




But she had no way of telling whether or not Spike’s fëa was responding as all she could see was the dust that was slowly settling.




Then she saw, fleetingly, the green light that shone from the edges of the portal being…bent? It was almost as if it was a thin film that someone had just walked into, so that the shape of the body could be seen. It reminded her of some movie she had watched with Spike in her distant past—Predator, maybe?




Before she could continue the thought she realised the figure so outlined was Spike and he was now a full, three dimensional, figure of green light just coming through to her side of the portal. He had answered the call! 




Then, in the instant that the Spike-shaped form remained attached to the portal, as if by a back to front umbilical cord of green light, Lord Námo’s voice suddenly changed.




“You!” he said loudly. “You shall not pass!”




Tindómë felt him take her hand, the sharp pain of the knife, and the portal disappeared just when another shape was outlined as Spike had been. Something very non-human. It must have been, she realised, the vampire demon.




There was a brief tableau-like moment in which the Vala, the Galadhrim warrior, The Key, and the green-light Spike seemed to all look at each other. The light in Lord Námo’s study faded from green to a softer warmer tone and Tindómë expected that the figure of Spike would quickly fade into invisibility.




But, instead, it also lost the green colour and, although obviously not solid, it was recognisably a bare-chested, jeans-wearing, Spike.




Lord Námo spoke. “As the arrival in my halls of a former vampire from another dimension is an…unusual…occurrence, especially when there are also visitors who have intact hröar, I think you may be allowed a few moments together.”




Tindómë reached as if to hug Spike but he was not that solid. Her attempt made all three males, even the disembodied one, smile.




Spike looked at Haldir and spoke. Weirdly his voice was audible, but then the whole thing was kind of weird so, why not?




“Good shot, mate.”




Haldir gave one of those almost imperceptible nods but said nothing.




“I came, pet. I guess Peter Pan was right, and it is an awfully big adventure.”




There was a big lump in Tindómë’s throat. “I’m…I’m really, really glad you came,” she finally managed to say.




Then Lord Námo nodded to some other, unseen figure, Spike cocked his head to one side as if listening and said “Well, I guess I’ll see you later,” before fading away completely.






They were back in their suite of rooms once again. Before he had dismissed them, Lord Námo had taken Tindómë’s bleeding hand, curled her fingers and thumb into the palm, then opened it out. The skin was totally healed, the blood gone.




Reasonable, Haldir thought. If he had the power to build whole, healthy, fëar then a knife cut, or two, to a hand would be no challenge.




“Well that was…intense. And…and…and I really don’t know if I am happy, or sad, or what I feel now.”




Tindómë looked as if she might burst into tears. Haldir would have passed her a handkerchief but, the last time he did that, it had made her cry harder because it reminded her of Rumil.




But then, he thought, what she probably needed most, at this moment, was Rumil. And what she had was Haldir.




He took out a clean handkerchief, silently passed it to her, and then cautiously put his arms around her and held her. He found he was almost unreasonably pleased when Tindómë did not resist, but laid her head against his shoulder.




They stood quietly for a long time before she moved away a little and said “Thank you.”






Their personal Maia, who was actually called Cambasion, told them that His Lordship would like them to remain as his guests for a little longer. Tindómë thought she would really like to head for home, to Rumil and the rest of her family. But it was the sort of invitation you could hardly refuse and, in the end, it would probably not make any difference to when they arrived in Alqualondë.




There were books to read, and the sun shone outdoors; she would enjoy the regular meals, the warm baths, and the beautiful forest and return to a proper, elven, way of looking at time. Haldir clearly felt much the same, although he was more inclined to explore the forest whilst she sat and read; she realised that they could now share companionable silence.




After one of these companionable silences, over a glass of very good wine, Tindómë commented to Haldir that, actually, he and Rumil were very much alike.




“You are both serious, you both think deep and think-y thoughts, and don’t often talk unless you have something to say. Orophin is less like the two of you than you are to each other. He smiles more; I think he worries less. Of course he can be just as serious, but I think, to someone who doesn’t know any of you, he’s maybe more approachable.”




Haldir did not make any comments, just cocked his head a little and looked encouragingly at her. Which sort of proved her point. She went on.




“Actually I think it is that Orophin is more like your adar, and you two are more like your naneth.”




When she had come to this conclusion it had been almost against her will as she really did not get on with her husband-mother. Although she would have happily agreed with anyone who had suggested, before this journey, that Haldir was like his mother, the idea that Rumil’s personality also might owe anything to her had been rather annoying.




Haldir looked thoughtful for a minute or two before answering.




“I think you are right. Orophin is a light-hearted Silvan, and we are overly-serious Sindar….” But there was a hint of a smile as he said it.




Of course, Tindómë thought, this did mean that, if she could get on with Haldir, she probably could get on with his mother. But she didn’t even want to think about that possibility right now.




Instead she asked, “If you two are so alike, and you so are, then are you artistic too? Do you have a talent like Rumil’s? I know Orophin plays a couple of instruments, but he is not all that dedicated to it, or as good at it, as Rumil is to his drawing and painting. But how about you? What is your thing? Your gift?”




He did not answer straight away. He looked to be really thinking seriously about her question; so like Rumil. Then he nodded across the room to where his bow stood beside his quiver and his sword.




“Death,” he said. “Death was my gift.” 




Pause for Thought



“Death was my gift,” Haldir said and, for a moment, Tindómë could hear the echo in her mind of Buffy saying something similar. But she was fairly sure it had not been in the same context; Buffy probably meant it was her gift to vampires, that she killed them, or her gift to other people that she killed vampires and demons. 




Actually, given when Tindómë remembered her saying it, perhaps she meant she had died as a gift to Tindómë, who had lived instead, or even that death had been a gift from the Powers of that world so that she could stop killing things and go to heaven.




Whatever, it hadn’t been as Haldir meant it; even though it would have been just as true…




Haldir was continuing. 




“To deal death in defence of Lothlorien was my talent, the only talent I needed. And I was, most certainly, very gifted; I could deal death with my bow, I could deal death with my sword. If it was needed I could deal death with my bare hands. I knew, also, how to best use my wardens so that they, too, could deal death to anything that threatened. 




“Even at the last, when we fought alongside the Rohirrim, this gift of mine allowed me to kill many, even when I used my wardens as weapons knowing that I may have dealt death to them, too.”




He paused for a moment. “I am at peace about those decisions, made that night, but I am glad that I will not need to send others to their death until the Dagor Dagorath.”




Another pause. “Perhaps, with Spike, death was my gift in another way. I hope I do not need to kill anyone else, personally, before the Dagor Dagorath either. But in killing him I gave him the chance of a new life in the future and so it was a gift. Yes?”




“Yes.” Tindómë had no problem in agreeing.




“But,” said Haldir, his tone lighter, “I will have to search my inner self to see if I have another gift, an unused talent, as I hope not to use the gift of death again for many ages.”




He smiled. “Perhaps I will take up writing poetry. Who knows, I may have a gift for that.”




Tindómë laughed. Haldir looked affronted—but not in a serious way.




“Is the thought of me being a poet so unlikely, then?”




“No,” she answered when she stopped laughing, “it is just that you and Spike may find you have more in common than you could have imagined!”




Then she became suddenly serious again, for that thought had reminded her of something. 




“Where did we put Spike’s bag?” she asked. “There is something I think will be in there.”




Haldir went to the carved chest in the corner of the room and brought the bag to her. She was surprised to find her fingers shaking as she took it from him, and she needed to take a couple of deep breaths before she could open it.






Tindómë wasn’t sure why she had not already looked into the bag Spike had brought with him. Too painful, perhaps. But it felt right, now. 




She didn’t recognise the bag, but then why would she? A lot of time had passed since they had last been in the same world. She hadn’t even been sure what the shiny flat devices had been that Spike had said there was no point in bringing; she assumed they were the many generation descendants of the cell phones and computers of the first years of the twenty-first century.




She took the bag and undid it. Good to see Velcro still existed, she thought. Haldir, however, was fascinated by this fastening material. Tindómë gave him something of a hard stare and told him, firmly, that he could look at the bag once she’d looked at the contents.




Hiding everything else in the bag was something soft and black. She took it out and realised it was a piece of, very worn, soft black leather about the size of a handkerchief. She looked at it blankly for a minute and then realisation dawned—it was a memento of a black leather duster! Perhaps the one she remembered, perhaps not, but she thought it probably was. She held it against her face and felt tears come. So many memories…






Haldir had expected that Tindómë would simply discard the piece of black leather she took from the bag; it was clearly just there to keep the other contents safe and dry. But instead she held it to her face and said nothing for a long time. Then he realised she was crying…again.




He shrugged and produced his handkerchief without saying anything. As he pressed it into her hand she looked to have just recalled where she was. She smiled and wiped her eyes.




“Lots of memories,” she said.




He must have looked sceptical because she went on to explain a little.




“All the time I remember Spike, since I was just a kid—uh a half-grown child—he wore a long black leather coat. I don’t know if this is part of that very coat, or a later one—but I’m sure he’s brought it because it was so much a part of his life.”




Well that made sense. Haldir waited to see what else the vampire had thought important enough to bring.




Tindómë produced the coloured likeness of the blonde female, that Haldir had seen when the first portal into Spike’s room had been opened, followed by the drawing he had seen then, too, of Tindómë and Haldirin.




She held the picture of the female out to him. “Buffy,” she said.




He knew there were pictures, in Alqualondë, that Rumil had drawn of Tindómë’s sister but he had not bothered to look at them. This was a very good image—it seemed to be neither an oil painting nor a water colour. 




“There is not a lot of similarity between you,” he said after a moment or two. “She seems very small.” He considered for a little longer. “I can see that being so small might have been an advantage when she was a warrior of her people. No one would expect such a tiny figure to be a warrior.”




To his surprise, Tindómë grinned and said “Yes! You get it! I don’t think that ever really occurred to Rumil or Orophin; they were just surprised at how tiny she was.”




Haldir found himself strangely pleased at that comment. He nodded in acknowledgement just as Tindómë made a rather sad sound and passed him another of the very impressive pictures. This was clearly Buffy as well, but she could no longer be considered a warrior; she was a little stooped, her face was lined and seemed to have…fallen in some way, and she clearly had less well defined muscles. Haldir recognised the effects of mortal ageing.




“I guess it’s a sign of just how much he did love her,” Tindómë said, her voice wavering slightly, “to want to remember her when she was old as well as when she was at her fittest.”




She put the two pictures to one side, along with the one of herself and the elfling Haldirin. Haldir decided he would ask about the skill and medium of the artist later.




Then came a book. A book with more pictures of the same quality. Tindómë sat heavily in a chair and began to turn the pages murmuring names. “Mom. Willow. Kennedy. Xander…Giles! Althanea. She taught me how to knit, you know.”




He did not know. Actually he did not know that Tindómë was able to knit. He was not totally sure he knew what knitting was.




In the end he asked her about the quality of the art work, as much to stop her descending into tears again as anything else—and then sat through an explanation of something involving metal salts and boxes with holes in them. It sounded like something much more suited to dwarves.




However it had the desired effect. Tindómë put the book of ‘photos’ to one side and took out another book before crying “Yes!” again.




“I had a wager with myself that this would be here,” she said, by way of explanation. “They are poems by a famous writer and when I was stuck there, and fading, Spike used to read them to me. When I came home he gave me his copy, but I knew he’d have got another, and here it is!”




She showed him, but the strange alphabet meant nothing to him. “I translated them for Rumil,” she said, “I can read you a little if you want.”




Having just expressed an interest in poetry Haldir felt it best to agree—although he was not sure that he would be interested in poetry written by strange mortals from another world.




Flicking through the book, Tindómë paused a couple of times before studying one page for a little then saying “Actually, it’s really sad that so many of these are either about growing old, or losing your beloved, or both. They must have become more important to him as time went on. I don’t think I can face some of them right now.”




She turned another page or two then said “I remember translating this one.” She took a breath then began.





“How heavy do I journey on the way,

When what I seek, my weary travel’s end,

Doth teach that ease and that repose to say,

‘Thus far the miles are measured from thy friend!’ fn1








“That one is kind of relevant now, eh?”




More books came out of the bag. “More poetry, mainly,” she said. And then, “Oh Spike! You didn’t! Lords and Ladies fn2 indeed!”




Haldir looked questioningly at her but she began to laugh, shook her head, and said “I promise I will explain it, and read it, some time—but not now. I don’t think you’d get the joke right now…”




And then she put everything back in the bag and insisted they do something different.






Time continued to flow by them. Tindómë seemed happy enough with the chance to relax and did not seem to be fretting over much for Rumil.




Haldir found his thoughts drifting more than once to that conversation about gifts and talents. When he had told Tindómë that his particular gift was to deal death he had been telling the simple truth. But, as he had said, organising and leading the wardens of the Golden Wood had been part of that gift; and whilst he was glad that he had killed his last sentient prey, so to speak, when he had shot that arrow across the portal and into Spike, there were still going to be opportunities to use those other skills.




Yes, he thought, he could adapt his gift; he could lead the elves who would discover all that this great land had to offer. That would be a gift to share.




Although such a possibility had occurred to him during their journey he now had time to form it into more defined plans. By the time they returned to Alqualondë, or indeed just to Tirion, he would be able to put his ideas and suggestions so clearly that no one would doubt for a moment that he should lead the venture to find homes for the different Silvan and Sindarin peoples.




Perhaps, he considered, this time at ease as guests of Lord Námo was to allow him to recognise that this was the new course his life should take. But, if so, there was yet no sign that His Lordship realised that Haldir knew his new course clearly, was already drawing up mental supply lists and plans of action, and they could begin their journey back. Instead, time continued to drift by.







Haldir was right in that Tindómë was content to enjoy their surroundings, which had not changed again since the first time they had ventured out of The Halls of Waiting; not only was the weather fair but she also had the run of a very well stocked library. His Lordship had even recommended some volumes that told of historical events from different perspectives to those she already knew, and had expressed an interest in Spike’s Shakespearean sonnets.




She wondered how life was progressing in Alqualondë. Probably, she thought, with no major traumas. She actually gave more thought to why none of the elves ever seemed to write fiction…






Life in Alqualondë was, indeed, without major traumas. This did not mean, however, that nothing of interest had happened since Legolas, Rumil and Orophin had returned.




There had been a ship.




The second since the Heart of Eryn Ithil, but the previous one had mainly brought more of the Galadhrim and some Teleri from the Grey Havens; of interest to Adar and Orophin, but less so to Haldirin and Ithilienne.




This ship, though, brought immigrants from Eryn Lasgalen, as well as some of the last few who had stayed in Eryn Ithil to ease the transition from elven woodland to one where mortals held sway.




For some the ship had meant joy and celebration such as Galanthir, and his recently restored sister, who were reunited with their parents. But there were no members of Legolas’ family.




There had been a package for Haldirin from Princess Rhîwen, which he had opened in private before putting it into his kist where, his sister knew, there was also one of his own ribbons from each solstice celebration since they arrived. Ithilienne did not pry but, remembering that he had taken one with him to Eryn Lasgalen the last time he had seen ‘his’ princess, she thought that, sometime in the future, there would be a lot of kissing, and more, required. She thought she would keep an eye open, though, to see whether he added to the ribbon collection at mid-summer. It would be a good sign, she decided, if it continued to grow.




There was a small envelope, sealed with blue wax, for Naneth when she got home. The wax bore the device that showed it came from both Lords of Imladris. There had been similar, larger, ones for Master Elrond and Lady Celebrían, and Celebrían had not looked too sad later—and so hopefully Naneth’s wouldn’t make her cry.




For Legolas there had been letters, too. But they had not made him happy. He had welcomed everyone by name, had smiled, ensured that everyone had somewhere to stay; he had done a very good job of what Naneth called ‘Lording’. But the smile did not reach his eyes.




Haldirin’s letter from one of Legolas’ family had made him happy and, she was almost certain, given him cause to ease himself more than once before ‘being swayed by the desires of the body’ with one or two friends. But Legolas’s missives had caused him to retire, as soon as he could, to his favourite tree. 




Ithilienne had eventually climbed up to him, and he had not refused her company but, when she had suggested that they go starlight bathing, or simply join for pleasure, he had refused, saying he had not the heart right now.




And so she had a ‘girls’ night’ with friends, preparing for Midsummer, whilst Legolas had sought out Gimli, saying his friend must be lonely. She did not feel rebuffed so much as sad that she couldn’t help. 




She hoped Naneth would be home soon, she was so much better when Legolas was sad. But then she was still his only family here.






“Is it almost mid-summer?” Tindómë asked Haldir one morning.




He did not immediately answer but looked at the sky, then carefully at the trees and plants around them.




“Yes,” he decided eventually. “I fear you will miss your celebrations.”




‘One day,’ she thought, ‘I will get him to think of them as “our” celebrations!’




“There will be others,” she said, out loud, as she thought ‘And how elven is that answer, dude!’




The same day Cambasion appeared and informed them that His Lordship wished them to attend him in his study. Very formal, Tindómë thought, considering Lord Námo had joined her there once or twice in the past weeks. Something must be afoot.




“It is almost Mid-summer,” His Lordship said, by way of greeting.




‘Ha!’ thought Tindómë. ‘I’m kinda happy we noticed for ourselves first!’




Lord Námo smiled. 




“After Mid-summer it will be time for you to return to your family,” he said. “Lord Oromë had suggested you stay here until then specifically because he wished to invite you to join The Great Midsummer Hunt, Haldir.”




Tindómë glanced at her husband-brother. His face was, most un-Galadhrim-like, split by an enormous grin.




Lord Námo continued. “Tulkas says that you, Tindómë, are welcome to ride in it with him—but understands that you may prefer to simply join them at the feast later…”




Her grin probably matched Haldir’s. That was just right, she reckoned.




His lordship smiled too, probably at her response, and then his face became very serious.




“There was another reason to ask you to stay until now,” he said. “There is someone who was preparing to leave my halls. They will ride with you when you return to your family, to give them time to adjust, and learn from you of much that has happened since they became my guest.”




Before Tindómë had time to digest this news, the door at the back of the study opened and a figure walked slowly into the room.




“Elo!” gasped Tindómë.




This may not be anyone she had ever met before—but she had certainly seen their portrait.






fn1. Shakespeare, sonnet number 50




fn2. Lords and Ladies is a book by Terry Pratchett that Spike mentions in Return of The Key. Those of you who know it will know why he might have brought it!





Now We Are Three



Haldir did not recognise the figure who entered the study. But going by Tindómë’s greeting there was probably only one person it could be.




“Elo! Uh…Your Highness!”




“Highness…yes, I suppose I am. I remember that I used to be.”




Clearly, Haldir decided, Thranduil’s queen. Although, he thought, Oropher must have had a queen—but he didn’t think Tindómë would recognise her as quickly. The elleth had the deep brown hair common in Silvan elves, rather than Legolas’ blond locks, but the same blue eyes as her son.




Lord Námo was speaking to her, in what Haldir recognised as the old Silvan language, but he did not really understand what was said as only remnants of it remained in the Sindarin spoken by the Galadhrim. His Lordship called the elleth by a name and she shook her head before replying in Sindarin.




“That is my true name in the language I spoke before I was queen. But, if I am to go back to the world, I must get used to using the language and the name I took when I wed; the name Thranduil gave me.”




Ah—that certainly confirmed that she was, indeed, the Queen of the Great Greenwood. He knew, too, of this naming tradition of the Silvans—a secret ‘true’ name, and a public one.




“Ferveren, then,” said Lord Námo.




As His Lordship continued to speak Haldir stopped listening as, for the first time ever, he wondered if his father had a ‘true’ name that he had not disclosed to his son. He was so distracted by this thought, and by the question of why he had never considered it before, that he took in nothing of the conversation that continued around him until he realised Lord Námo was dismissing all three elves and Cambasion was waving them towards the door.






Elo! Legolas’ Naneth! And she was to travel back with them. Legolas was going to be so happy to have his mother back! Well…Tindómë hoped he was, thinking of the slightly strained relationship between Rumil and Orophin and their mother.




Back in the familiar, wide, passageway Cambasion waved at another door opposite the one to Tindómë and Haldir’s rooms. Tindómë had not noticed it before; in fact she was inclined to think it hadn’t actually been there before. It led to rooms for the queen, Cambasion said, but perhaps she might like to reacquaint herself with the sunlight and the outdoors first?




It was not until they stood at the great arched entrance (or exit…) that Tindómë addressed the other elleth as ‘Your Highness’ again.




This time the title elicited a smile and a slight shake of the head.




“Just Ferveren, if we are to be travel companions.”




“Uh—thank you,” Tindómë said. “But, um, would you mind if I go with Lady Ferveren for a while? You are just as important as Lady Galadriel, although you are no way as overwhelming as she was when I first met her.”




For the first time the other elleth smiled as she agreed that that would be acceptable.




Tindómë unwittingly forged an instant bond between them as she said, “Oh, elo! You so look like Legolas and Ardoron!”




And then they stepped out into the forest.




It was evening, the sun was no longer above the trees, but its light was filtered through them. Kinder, Tindómë realised, later, for Lady Ferveren’s eyes. 




The queen took a few steps out and stopped. She breathed deeply two or three times…and then the trees began to sing.




Tindómë had recognised the song of the trees when she and Haldir had first entered these forests; she had realised how much stronger their song must seem to Haldir when they had danced together for the sheer joy of it. But, now, it was as if the whole forest, for miles around, was one giant choir and orchestra combined. Even Gimli, Tindómë thought, would have heard the welcome given to this elleth.




The forest of which she was queen might be the other side of the Sundering Sea, half a world away, or perhaps even in a slightly different dimension, but these trees clearly recognised her as someone important.




All three simply stood for many minutes and then, slowly, Lady Ferveren walked between the trees and laid her hands on a trunk, resting her face against it. And still the forest sang. The light faded, darkness fell, and the stars looked, as Haldir said later, as if Elbereth had scattered newly cut diamonds especially to welcome this forest queen back from the Halls of Waiting. Finally Cambasion appeared and gently suggested to Ferveren that it was time to return indoors to eat and rest. 




Once indoors Legolas’ mother was like someone awakening; or possibly sobering up, Tindómë thought, remembering how Haldir had given the impression of being intoxicated by the wild forest at first.




“I…I had forgotten the voices of the trees. Or, at least, I had forgotten how loudly they can sing, how each one can call out. How can you two not be overcome by it?”




“Haldir was,” Tindómë answered. “He had the urge to dance amongst them naked.”




The Queen of Eryn Lasgalen smiled again, as the former Marchwarden of Lothlorien gave his brother-wife something of a hard stare, and then asked Tindómë whether she had not, also, been overcome by the song of the forest.




‘M’kay,’ Tindómë thought, ‘this could take some time…’






Tindómë was right. The explanations of who she was, what she was, why she had travelled to speak to Lord Námo, and her relationship as Legolas’ ‘small sister’ took many, many, hours, and a good deal of wine and food, to tell. Her relationship as Legolas’ possible future wife-mother was something she thought best left alone for now.




Over the next few days the two ellyth talked and talked. Haldir, too, joined the conversation as he was able to talk of meeting Legolas when he had spent time in Lothlorien as part of the Fellowship of The Ring. Tindómë, though, could talk of the times since then; of Legolas’ role as friend and advisor to King Elessar, of the settling of Ithilien, his friendships with men and women, with hobbits and dwarves.




Legolas’ mother soaked up all the stories of her younger son; asking questions, commenting, and never once expressing any disproval. Tindómë thought her own husband-mother could learn a lot from Lady Ferveren.




Before they had even touched on Tindómë’s visits to Eryn Lasgalen Haldir had stopped sitting with them, under the trees, and gone into ‘explorer mode’ again. When, during breakfast on the third day since Lady Ferveren had joined them, Cambasion arrived, dressed very differently than usual, his invitation to Haldir was met with almost unseemly enthusiasm.




The Maia wore leggings, boots, and a short tunic, not unlike those worn by Haldir himself. On his shoulder he carried a bow, in his belt was a knife, and his hair was sensibly braided back from his face.




“My Lord thinks, Haldir, that you might wish to leave Tindómë helping Ferveren to, what was the phrase? ‘Get up to speed’ perhaps?”




Tindómë felt herself blushing. Presumably His Lordship had picked that phrase up from her thoughts!




The Maia continued speaking. “He suggests that, while they spend their day in the near forest as usual, you may find it more interesting to leave The Halls by a different exit. He requested that I join you as a guide and, also, in case you should encounter any large predators.”




Tindómë thought that, were it not for his famed elven dignity, Haldir would have let out a loud whoop and danced on the spot. Instead he had his own bow, quiver, and knife about his person in what seemed to be fractions of a second and was out the door, a slice of bread and jam still in his hand, without even stopping to say “Have a nice day, I’ll see you later.”




She had been somewhat surprised at the Maia so clearly looking comfortable bearing arms. She had seen his role as being a ‘nurturer of fëar’; more a healer than a warrior. But then she remembered her history lessons with Lord Celeborn; the Maiar had fought alongside the Valar in The War of Wrath. They had all, His Lordship had said, worn spectacular armour and fought valiantly. And doubtless the Maiar of The Doomsman would have been as fierce in battle as any…




Today Tindómë and Lady Ferveren bathed under the waterfall and then sat in warm sunshine letting it dry their hair. Legolas’ mother, Tindómë thought, somehow seemed more at home in her body, more anchored in the here and now. It was difficult to put into words in what way the other elleth had been less comfortable in her own body, when they had first met, but her increasing ease was still recognisable. Not surprising, really, as she had probably only become hröa, as well as fëa, minutes or hours before they met in Lord Námo’s study.




Tindómë decided that she must ask Haldir more about the transition back to life in the flesh. But, for today, she was drawn into conversation about Eryn Lasgalen. It seemed that Lady Ferveren felt stable enough, now, to approach the subject of her own home, her husband, and the rest of the family.




Tindómë wished she had either brought some of Rumil’s drawings, or that she had his skill to make new ones. Except that, really, Aran Thranduil probably looked much as his wife remembered him, and Ardoron had also been fully grown before his mother’s death. Lady Ferveren had not known, though, that she had two grandchildren although she had expected to learn that her elder son was bound to Vaniel.




“I am happy to know that I have Legolas here,” she said, eventually, “But I yearn for Thranduil. You are bound and so I know you will understand. I long to see Ardoron, Vaniel, and my grandchildren, but the yearning for my husband is almost painful.”




But Tindómë knew she could offer no reassurance that Lady Ferveren would be reunited quickly with her husband, nor even that she would ever be. Lady Galadriel, Tindómë thought, might have more in common with the Queen of Eryn Lasgalen than either of them had with anyone else. Or than either of them might expect.






“Mellyrn!” Haldir exclaimed on his return. “We emerged from The Halls into a forest of mellyrn!”




“And were they pleased to see you?” Tindómë asked. For some reason her own question brought Spike to mind. She wondered what on earth he would think of such questions when he emerged from The Halls. She could just imagine the eye-roll.




“Yes…yes I think they were,” her husband-brother answered. “It felt almost as if they had been asleep, but when I spoke to them they roused and welcomed me.”




It reminded Tindómë of the only time she had accompanied Rumil and Orophin back into the Golden Wood of Lothlorien. Except that the mellyrn there seemed to be falling asleep, rather than being awoken.




“Did it make you want to dance?” she asked, trying to sound as innocent as possible.




“I had no partner,” Haldir answered. He sounded quite serious, but Tindómë had come to recognise when he was not quite as serious as he appeared, just as she could with his brothers.




“What? You mean you didn’t have the urge to strip naked, shake your hair loose, and dance a gavotte with Cambasion?”




“He may have thought I was…propositioning him.”




“Oh yeah! And which would have been worse? If he’d reacted positively or negatively?”




Haldir tipped his head up in an exaggerated fashion so that he could look down his nose at her.




“Little brother-wife,” he said, “that would have been entirely between him and me!”




 The sense of indignation was somewhat spoilt by him finishing by gently tapping the end of her nose with his finger.




The conversation turned to just where the mellyrn forest was in relationship to the point where Tindómë and Haldir had come through the mountains. He admitted that he really did not know—but he thought that it might be the area, to the south, he had perceived as having a golden glow.




“They will be a perfect home for the Galadhrim,” he said.




Tindómë saw his slight glance towards Lady Ferveren. He was, she thought, almost daring the Forest Queen to disagree with him.




“You are quite right,” Lady Ferveren said. “My husband’s cousin would certainly be happy there and so, assuredly, would his wife. Whereas I think my own people would be happier amongst oak and chestnut—a forest with broad leaved deciduous trees, and some evergreens—my Lord Husband would feel happiest there, when he reaches these shores.”




‘Elo!’ Tindómë thought, ‘that was a totally neat, queenly, diplomatic answer. You are going to be a force to reckon with now that you are getting used to being alive again. You managed to remind him that the elves of Eryn Lasgalen regard the true leader of the Galadhrim as Lord Celeborn, that his Lordship and Aran Thranduil are related, and that you wouldn’t want the mellyrn anyway. And that’s the first time I’ve heard you use my Lord Husband…it’s like when Legolas uses my Lord Adar…’




She was pretty sure Haldir would have got those messages, too. He nodded, and then said that he was sure that there were great tracts of such forest; there was so much land to explore.




He left the two ellyth together as he went to bathe, and Lady Ferveren turned back to the earlier image Tindómë had conjured up, of Haldir dancing naked amongst the mellyrn, with or without Cambasion at his side.




“It is clear to see,” she finished, “that you have a very good relationship with your husband-brother.”




Tindómë was surprised. Then she realised that the queen was absolutely right.




Hunters



Tonight was the shortest night of the year. Midsummer. In Alqualondë the Ithilrim were preparing to celebrate. Food was being prepared and, above the tide-line, driftwood that had been collected for weeks had been skilfully built into a bonfire.




Ithilienne was sitting in the sunshine, sewing. She was not the most skilled of needle-workers, but the task in hand did not require anything more than simple stitches, and it had a pleasing significance. She was putting the finishing touches to her brother’s festive tunic.




The tunics that the ellyn kept for ‘the hunt’ of the solstice celebrations were made of pieces of different fabrics; velvets, satins, and lace, usually of more than one colour, often enhanced with jewels or metallic adornments. Sometimes they might have a whole new tunic made but, more often, the garments would change almost organically as new panels replaced worn ones. And Haldirin had a new panel of fabric to add.




Ithilienne had not, personally, seen this material before—but she had had a fair idea of where it had come from when he had asked her to do this for him. A few minutes ago Lithôniel had confirmed her suspicions when she came to join her. The silk was the colour of a heavy winter sky and, rather unseasonably, embroidered with snowflakes of silver over the shadow shapes of leafless branches. It must surely have been in the package Haldirin had received, when the ship had arrived, as Lithôniel had taken one look and said “Rhîwen.”




The fabric did, clearly, show winter—but Ithilienne knew this was not exactly what her aunt meant. Lithôniel recognised the fabric as a panel from the dress the Princess of Eryn Lasgalen had worn at the last Winter Solstice before the Ithilrim sailed. This was a ‘trophy’ piece; a gift that acknowledged pleasures shared. Ithilienne was sure, now, that another of Haldirin’s ribbons would be joining the collection in his kist. This piece of fabric was almost certainly a promise, rather than a farewell gesture, as he had been smiling when he asked her to sew it in for him.




The thought of trophy pieces brought a smile to Ithilienne. Yesterday she had sat in Lady Celebrían’s garden sewing as well; new pearl buttons to fasten the back of her own celebration dress, because three of the original ones had gone to Legolas to be added to the decoration of his festival tunic.




Legolas was happier, too. Whatever Gimli may have said to him seemed to have worked. He had thrown himself into the preparations for the solstice and was clearly intending to do all he could to live up to his reputation of being as skilled in this form of ‘hunt’ as he was with his bow.




As she thought of the night of enjoyment to come Ithilienne wondered, not for the first time, just how old these traditional celebrations might be and how they began. 






Tonight was the shortest night of the year. Midsummer. Under the shade of a tall aspen Tindómë and Lady Ferveren were discussing the hunt. It was a very different conversation to the ones, on the same subject, with Rumil and Orophin’s mother that first winter here in Aman.




“Is my younger son as successful as his brother was?” her ladyship asked.




“Well,” Tindómë answered, “I don’t know how successful Ardoron was at getting rid of his ribbons—but Legolas is certainly very good at it. Galanthir has to buy Legolas new ribbons more often than the other way around. And Galanthir is certainly very good, too…”




“I am pleased to know that Legolas took the tradition to Gondor with him, and now you have all brought it to the shores of the Sundering Sea. I think I would like to be there for a fire beside the sea, and dancing on the sand, at least once before we move into our own lands.” She paused and looked a little pensive. “I have never seen the sea…”




Elo! Of course she wouldn’t have seen the sea! Somehow this hadn’t occurred to Tindómë before, although it was obvious now she thought of it.




“Oh—you so should spend some time by the sea. Actually, I’m pretty sure it’ll take a while to get everything organised to move inland. Certainly I can see us having the Midwinter fire beside the sea.”




“So,” said Lady Ferveren, “if there are fewer trees, where do you get the wood?”




As Tindómë explained drift-wood and drying it above the tide-line, before going on to talk about the first time she saw Galanthir, in the middle of Minas Tirith, dressed for midsummer as a true Silvan elf, the sun crept past its zenith and into the afternoon.






Tonight was the shortest night of the year. Midsummer. In Lord Námo’s domain, Haldir was checking his bow and the fletching on his arrows. He was preparing for The Hunt. 






Somewhere a good deal deeper inside Lord Námo’s domain it might have been midsummer, perhaps, but there was little sense of time and so no one knew or cared.




“Relax,” a voice was saying. “It is so much easier for you to contemplate both the good and the bad aspects of your life if you are relaxed. Your physical hröa may have been left behind, indeed, but your fëa remembers it and all your senses remain.”




“Yeah, yeah—I know,” Spike said. “As far as my brain knows I got my arms, I got my hands, I got my fingers, got my legs, I got my feet, I got my toes…. I got my liver. Pretty sure I’ve not got my blood…Bloody good song, that. Nina Simone. 




“Hey,” he continued, “Elves should love it. ‘Hair’. The musical. Middle of the Twentieth century…”




“You may let me hear it later.” This time it was Lord Námo, himself, rather than one of the Maiar. “But at the moment you are, I fear, simply trying to change the subject. Now…relax…”




“I don’t do relaxed! In all of my unlife I was either the hunter or the prey. I didn’t dare bloody relax! I have no idea, any longer, how to relax!”




“Then, I think,” Námo said, “we need to spend time helping you to learn how to relax your body even though you do not, exactly, have a body at present.”




There was a pause. Spike already recognised the faint sensation that meant His Lordship was ‘rooting around’ in his memories.




“I would usually suggest, when we have met edhel with similar problems, that we start with music you associate with childhood and your mother. But,” he continued before Spike could begin to object, or possibly panic, “I can see this would not be a good idea in your case. But I think I may have found something to help…”




And, as the day beyond The Halls of Waiting progressed towards late afternoon, Spike actually did begin to relax, barriers broken down by surprise and amusement at the music that echoed all around him…





Relax don’t do it

When you want to go to it

Relax don’t do it

When you want to come

Relax don’t do it

When you want to come

When you want to come…fn1











At Alqualondë the Ithilrim were dressing for the evening. Clothes made of many colours and fabrics, embroidered, and highlighted with jewels, were being donned. Ribbons were worked into braids; leaves of gold, silver, or bronze, feathers both real and crafted, beads and clips, all joined them. 




The ellyth were also getting ready.




Many, many, miles away Tindómë put on her formal dress, packed for the audience in the Máhanaxar, which seemed an age ago. If she didn’t have to ride in the Great Wild Hunt, but only join the celebratory feast, it seemed right.




The Queen of The Great Greenwood had returned to her room to find a dress of pale green silk embroidered with golden oak leaves, the emblem of her husband’s House, laid out for her to put on alongside a circlet of fresh oak leaves. Clearly, she thought, this was the correct wear for the night. It reminded her of dresses she had owned in the past. She hoped it was hers to keep and would not disappear in the morning….




Haldir cleaned his boots, tied back his hair, straightened his tunic, and followed Cambasion out to the horses.






The fire was beginning to burn a little lower, the sky was tinged with the first light of morning, and soon it would be time for the ellyn to start jumping the fire. 




Ithilienne began to extricate herself from her companions. She took ribbons from them both and Tharhîwon helped her tie them into her hair whilst his friend and lover, Nithdur, helped her straighten her dress and shook the sand from his leggings before putting them back on. 




Somewhere fairly close at hand, Ithilienne thought, she had heard her brother indulging in a similar fashion with an elleth. She smiled. Being so distracted meant that neither Tharhîwon, Nithdur, nor Haldirin were likely to have lost all their ribbons before the fire-jumping began. She had been well kissed by Legolas, before she accepted the ribbon that was tied around her wrist, but no more; she would almost certainly win her own wager, with Merilwen, that the Lord of the Ithilrim would have lost all his ribbons before Haldirin or Tharhîwon.




Not only had she managed to keep Thar out of the hunt, for at least an hour, but Ithilienne had also promised to spend the hours after dawn with Legolas, making use of any pent up lust accrued whilst kissing as many ellyth as possible to the point where they both felt ‘a stirring of the loins’…So Merilwen’s attempts to lure him out of the hunt for a while would almost certainly have failed. 




Yes—the drum beats had changed, and the Lord of the Ithilrim was about to jump the fire with all his hair flowing free. Ithilienne felt a tap on her shoulder, and Merilwen silently handed her a handful of silver coins, with a grin. A good night, Ithilienne thought, in many ways; and with a good deal more pleasure to come.






Haldir had no idea how long he had ridden or how far he had ridden. He was not sure exactly what they had brought down during the hunt, although he remember raising his bow to shoot game birds at one point. He had no idea who might have gathered up their kills; but he knew there were hounds running with the horses and expected they might be used for that purpose.




All he was sure of, as the horses slowed and came to a halt, was the sense of exhilaration. He could see a fire, smell food, and hear the insistent sound of drum beats. One of his companions reached up, tucked a couple of feathers into Haldir’s hair, and gestured towards the fire.




Across the clearing he thought he saw Tindómë, with Lady Ferveren and Nessa, but he did no more than note their presence as the rhythm of the music took him over and he joined the dance.






Somewhere, in a large forest clearing beside a clear lake, figures were dancing around a fire to the beat of drums. They were dressed in clothes made from panels of different colours and fabrics. But these clothes were mainly in shades of greens, greys and browns. 




Tucked into their hair were feathers, leaves, and the occasional flower. 




Neither Tindómë nor Lady Ferveren were sure whether all the members of this hunt were Maiar, or whether some were elves; and, if elves, then where they might be from. But they looked at the wildly whirling figures in their ‘camouflage’ and knew that at some time in the very distant past the Silvans had, most certainly, ridden with Lord Oromë’s Hunt.







fn1. Holly Johnson et al.




There’s Always a Morning After



Mid morning. Gimli decided it was time to get up from his bed and stretch his legs, not that he expected to meet anyone at this hour today. He knew enough of these mornings after solstice celebrations to have been unsurprised when Tharhîwon had brought him in a mug of tea an hour or two ago, yawned, and then said he had had a good night and was now going to bed.




Nithdur was probably in it with him but, as long as he wasn’t likely to stumble over them, Gimli was unconcerned. Legolas, too, was unlikely to surface before mid-afternoon. Ithilienne was doubtless wherever Legolas was, but that was the way of Elves; Gimli was pleased that his friend was not fretting too much about still having no family here in Aman except Tindómë, and Gimli himself, of course.




He made his way into the kitchen of the hobbit hole to find, as promised, that Tharhîwon had left bread, meat, cheese and fruit for him. “Second breakfast” as the young ellon had said with a smile.




Perhaps Naltatamë would come down from the big house later to keep Gimli company, he thought; being Noldor she didn’t indulge quite as much as the Ithilrim in what were, mainly, Silvan pursuits…




Actually, the smith in question was unlikely to visit her dwarven friend for a while. Galanthir’s company was keeping her in her bed, but far from sleep.




It would be Celebrían who would arrive, around lunch time, to suggest Gimli joined her and her husband, on their sunny balcony overlooking the sea, for the rest of the day; and who would walk there with him at his pace which was, sadly, a good deal slower than it used to be.




Further down the hill Rumil was missing his wife. But not as badly as he would have if he had not been invited into the bed of his brother and brother-wife. All three were now sprawled, on top of the covers, drowsing in the warm sunlight streaming in through the open window. His son had company for the long day in his room above; his daughter, as everyone expected, was in the wing of Master Elrond’s house currently used by Legolas.




Legolas and Ithilienne were, about the time that Gimli reached the house with Celebrían, making use of the bathing pool in the wing which had been designed as a new home for the twins if—when—they arrived from the shores of Middle Earth. Ithilienne, as she had promised, had helped Legolas make use of the pent-up lust accrued during the hunt. Now they both lay, floating, within touching distance. Ithilienne looked to be drifting off to sleep; but Legolas felt strangely restless.






Mid morning. Tindómë only realised that she had fallen asleep sometime in the grey light of dawn, as the celebrations of Oromë’s hunt continued around her, when she woke. Lady Ferveren, too, seemed to have only just awoken. Looking around a little further Haldir could be seen, stretching, feathers and some wild flowers hanging, rather lopsidedly, from his hair.




Just as last time when they had awoken after a night in the company of The Great Hunt, there was food and drink left for them, but no one else around. Again, just as last time, their horses stood cropping the grass nearby, their packs and saddles also close. 




Wait a minute…




Packs? Saddles? Tindómë and Lady Ferveren had simply walked out of Mandos Halls and found themselves greeted by Nessa in the clearing where the Hunt were beginning their celebrations. They had not brought horses. Or packs.




And…clearing? This was not a clearing surrounded by trees. They had awoken on a gentle, grassy, slope that ran down towards a lake. An enormous lake. Perhaps not a Lake Superior sized lake, she thought, but at least a couple of miles across; perhaps more. Tindómë was pretty sure she would have noticed the stars and moon reflected in it if it had been there last night.




Actually, last night, it had almost certainly been exactly where it was now. But Tindómë was pretty sure that she hadn’t been here last night.




“They’ve done it again, haven’t they?” she said to Haldir.




He was looking around him, his face difficult to read; a mixture of surprise, pleasure, and even a hint of embarrassment. Probably, Tindómë thought, embarrassment at falling asleep and not noticing that they had been moved in their sleep.




“I rather think they have,” he agreed.




Lady Ferveren was now awake and looking slightly puzzled. Before she spoke, however, another voice joined the conversation.




“Perhaps you may wish to bathe in the lake before breaking your fast?”




It was Cambasion, standing at the shoreline.




“Whoa…wait a minute,” Tindómë began, “where did the lake come from?”




“I believe the snow melts on the high mountains,” the Maia waved a hand generally into the distance, “and then runs down, forming streams, that join together to form larger…”




“I know that!” Tindómë cut in. “I mean, uh, why are we beside an enormous lake now, when we weren’t when we went to sleep?”




“Because it is a good place to bathe,” the Maia said.




Then he paused briefly but, presumably, took pity on her and decided to answer the question she was really asking.




“My Lord Námo wishes you, all three, a safe journey back to join your people. Both he and Lord Oromë felt that this would be a good point from which to start your journey. Your horses are ready, including one for Lady Ferveren, your packs prepared, again including one for Her Highness, and you are on the eastern shore of this lake which is a little further north than the point where you crossed the mountain range on your journey to His Lordship’s domain.




“Perhaps I will see you again; I enjoy riding with the hunt on occasions, and it has been a pleasure to get to know you all in one way or another.” 




The Maia waved a hand—and melted into his surroundings as if he had never been there.






‘Well,’ thought Haldir, ‘that was quite a night…’




They had begun the wild ride before sunset. He had no idea how far they rode, or for how long, but he recalled eventually feasting and dancing around a great fire as the first hints of sunrise were little more than pale wisps above the trees. He was sure he could also recall jumping over the flames as the sun rose.




The sound and rhythm of the dance were still in his head and he could feel them, yet, all through his body. In fact, he realised, there were still feathers and leaves tucked into his hair—even a flower or two…He had to admit that the celebrations the Ithilrim had brought with them from Mirkwood, or Eryn Lasgalen as they now called it, really could have had their roots in the celebration he had been part of last night.




It was, then, more than possible that the Silvan part of his heritage, and that of his fellow Galadhrim, was as old or older, and as important, as those parts that had come from the court of Elu Thingol. That would bear thinking about. But not right now. There had been a lot of very powerful wine last night, as well as powerful rhythm and dance.




He looked around this place more clearly, and spoke to the only other two now left here with him.




“I feel the need to bathe. It was a most strenuous night and I fear I will not smell sweet.”




He stripped, removed the additions from his hair, loosened it, and then dived into the water.






The shallower water at the edge of the lake was already warming in the sunshine, although Tindómë was sure that where Haldir was swimming, a matter of yards further out, it was a lot colder. Unexpectedly she remembered, clearly, the first time she ever bathed with elves in a deep stream in Rohan; she had a picture in her mind of Legolas disappearing under the water as Orophin swam beneath him and pulled him by his legs, and oh how she missed them both! 




Rumil had not joined them that day, but she missed him even more. If they had been together last night, she thought, they would be lying, satiated, together right now. Instead she was idly watching his brother swimming. As Lady Ferveren had said about Aran Thranduil, she yearned for her husband. She waded out of the lake and sat at the edge, letting the sun dry her, and thought of other celebrations of mid-summer, or mid-winter.




She was thinking of the first such celebration here in the West when Haldir joined her.




“It is a most impressive lake,” he said. “The only expanse of water I have seen to surpass it is the sea.”




“It would suit Orophin,” Tindómë said. “He quite fancies life as a fisherman.”




“He…what?” Haldir spluttered.




“Well, there is no longer the need for full-time warriors,” she answered, “and so he did once comment that he could become a fisherman!”




Haldir looked almost dumbfounded.




 

They did not ride very far, that first day, as Lady Ferveren had not been astride a horse for a very long time. And, when they paused to let her dismount and walk for a while, the trees they passed through all seemed to claim her attention. 




‘What was it she said would suit?’ Tindómë thought. ‘ “Oak and chestnut—a forest with broad leaved deciduous trees, and some evergreens”? Yep…that sums this area up nicely.’




She wondered if Haldir had the same thoughts. Her answer came later, as they made camp for the night, and the Queen of Eryn Lasgalen was out of ear-shot.




“Do you think,” Haldir asked his brother-wife, “Her Highness sees this area as one to share with Legolas, or do you think that they will choose to live slightly apart so that, should he choose to come, Aran Thranduil and his son will each have their own domain?”




“Good question,” Tindómë answered him. “And I really don’t know. I don’t suppose she’s thought that far ahead yet, either. But it would suit us all well. You wouldn’t mind, would you? I mean we know there are mellyrn, somewhere, for the Galadhrim because you’ve walked under them…”




Haldir developed a slightly far away look and then said, “There is so much land; so much to explore. This is just a small corner of it. I think there is certainly going to be space for us all. And even for any of the Noldor who choose to move…as long as they do not wish to take over, of course.”




Tindómë wrinkled her nose. She could imagine some of the Noldor would most certainly want to come and take over, if those she had encountered in Tirion were anything to go by. But they would have to cross that bridge when they came to it. 




Actually, if some of those ellyth from Tirion were to be standing on it, Tindómë thought with a grin, crossing it and then blowing it up behind them would be even better!




She was still explaining why she was grinning when Lady Ferveren rejoined them.




Lady Ferveren admitted to being a bit out of practice at camping as well as riding; fairly unsurprisingly. But she certainly did not give the impression that she felt she was too good to get her hands dirty and happily collected kindling for their fire. That was a blessing. Tindómë noticed, too, that there was a bow amongst the luggage that had been provided for the Queen.




Haldir had clearly noticed it as well. He asked about it.




“I fear I will need a great deal of practice to regain my skills,” Ferveren replied, “but no one who lived in Mirkwood was unable to use a bow once they were tall enough to draw one.”




“There is little here to defend ourselves against,” Haldir went on, “but there are certainly wild animals. Tindómë and I are well able to provide for the pot for our journey, but perhaps you might wish to spend a little time each day in practice? I recall, myself, that my new hröa came without the calluses I had built up over many years.”




“You know,” Tindómë commented, “that kind of surprises me. I thought Lord Námo, or Cambasion, or someone, said the new hröa is built as the fëa remembers itself. So that poet might well be buried deep inside you somewhere!”




“Well…I had some calluses,” he replied, sounding rather defensive, paused…and then gave one of those so elegant shrugs and changed the subject to watches and food.




That night they discussed the route they should take. Haldir thought that, if they headed directly East towards the mountains, there was a reasonable chance that they could make their way through the un-named great range north of where they had crossed it on their outward journey. They could then travel across the smaller area between that range and the Pelori and, he hoped, find a pass across them further north than the great gap in which Tirion sat. That should bring them onto the coastal side of the Pelori nearer to Alqualondë and would save Queen Ferveren any need to meet a lot of other people (‘read Noldor!’ Tindómë thought) before being reunited with her son.




“I am so glad that you have some idea of our route,” Lady Ferveren said. “For I know nothing at all of this land; I had never thought of leaving the Greenwood, of living in the West. Although, having met one or two who had lived here in the past, such as Galadriel, I did at least believe it existed, unlike some of my kinsmen.”




“May I ask a really personal question?” Tindómë queried.




The Queen tilted her head as if inviting Tindómë to continue, and so she did.




“If you had never thought of Valinor, or of following the call of Lord Námo, if many of your people remain, unhoused, in the Greenwood, why did you go when he called you?”




Haldir looked shocked at her temerity in asking something so personal, but Lady Ferveren did not seem so. She did not answer immediately, though, but seemed to be looking off into the distance. Finally she spoke.




“I think it was because he sounded so much as if he cared that I did not want to disappoint him!”




Homeward Bound



They rode on through the forest for three or four days, heading East towards the mountains, before it was clear that they were now climbing and the trees began to thin out.




On one occasion they heard wolves howling in the night but their fire kept the animals away. Haldir stopped to examine tracks on another day and declared that they belonged to a large bear. When the Elves began to move into these lands to live, Tindómë thought, there would still be a need for the warriors to keep their skills honed; and she was glad.




Eventually they were above the forest, climbing still, riding across moorland with only low scrub-like bushes. The higher they climbed the higher the mountains in front of them looked but looking back they could see swaths of forest, patches of meadow, the great lake they had awoken beside glinting in the distance, and a couple of smaller expanses of water. Far, far in the West, in the haze produced by distance, Haldir and Lady Ferveren said there were distant mountains. This seemed reasonable to Tindómë and so she would just take their word for it.




Although it was the middle of summer Tindómë was glad of her cloak as they rode on, into the mountains, picking their way along paths that only Haldir seemed to be confident would lead them through this range eventually. Their companion had been made dizzy by the trees they had passed through; up here she took deep breaths of cold air and laughed aloud for the sheer joy of the remembered sensation. She looked forward, she said, to feeling snow under her feet.




A good job, Tindómë thought, that her ladyship had been provided with good boots when they left Mandos!






The lad was restless. Actually, Gimli thought, there was now more than one ‘lad’ in his everyday circle. He really should get out of the habit of calling Legolas that but he was an old dwarf and could be excused his eccentricities. Especially within the confines of his own thoughts!




The lad was restless, no matter what name you gave him. Not the aching restlessness he used to get, in the past, when the wind in the branches reminded him of the sea but, had Tindómë been here, she would have said he was ‘antsy’. He seemed to have trouble sitting down for more than five minutes whereas usually he could sit on a rock, or a branch, for so long, when the mood took him, that Gimli wondered at his bladder capacity.




The little lass didn’t seem all that worried about him, but even the distractions she could offer (of which Gimli wanted no details…) didn’t stop him pacing around and fidgeting. Not that Legolas would ever admit to fidgeting, it being a most un-elf-like pursuit, but Gimli knew fidgeting when he saw it. Perhaps, he decided, it would be a good idea to ask Master Elrond if he was worried about the lad.




No sooner had he come to that conclusion that Tharhîwon positively bounced into the Hobbit Hole; also rather un-elf-like behaviour.




“Mithrandalf!” he said.




The threesome of Haldirin, Tharhîwon, and Ithilienne had come up with this variant on Gandalf/Mithrandir’s name, and the Maia not only seemed amused by it but happily answered to it.




“Where?” Gimli asked.




“Coming up the path,” Tharhîwon answered. “I will go and make tea and find something for you both to eat.”




“Ah, you’re a good lad, and truly your father’s son,” Gimli said, with a contented sigh.




No need now to ask Master Elrond’s opinion. Gandalf would know what to do about a Wood Elf Prince who couldn’t sit still.






“He worries about you,” Mithrandir (or possibly Mithrandalf; it was a rather contagious name…) said.




“I do not know why,” Legolas said. “It seems much more logical that I should worry about him.”




“Perhaps. But he seems content, whereas he thinks you are not. You are, he said, ‘antsy’.” Mithrandir smiled as he said that last word.




Legolas did not answer immediately. He felt he needed to get up and move around; but that would only confirm what Gimli had said.




“You need to travel,” Mithrandir said.




“It is not so long since we returned from Valimar. But you are right; I feel I need to be…somewhere. But I am not sure where, and I do not like to leave Gimli for long.” 




He did not say ‘in case he dies whilst I am not here’, but Mithrandir ‘heard’ it anyway.




“I think our redoubtable dwarf is good for a few years yet, Legolas, and he is well cared for by those around him. In fact, I fancy some time here myself. I think we could cope without you for a week or two…Where do you feel you need to be?”




“Just…somewhere.”




“Concentrate. You have been too busy trying to ignore the need to focus on it properly.” This was Mithrandir’s commanding voice.




Legolas did as he was told. He allowed his eyes to gaze at nothing, let his thoughts both reach out and in…and waited.




“North…I want to go north,” he realised after some time.




“Yes.” Mithrandir said.




This was obviously the answer he had expected. Perhaps there was another group of Wood Elves further North than Legolas had previously ventured. But why in all Arda Mithrandir had not, then, just told him to travel Northwards, he did not know.




“Take Rumil,” the Maia continued. “He will be missing his wife.”




Legolas thought about that suggestion silently. Rumil would, surely, be better waiting here for Tindómë to return. If he was off travelling with Legolas she might return here and find her husband missing. Unless…Did he feel the need to travel North to meet Tindómë as she returned? Were they coming back to the coastal regions by a different route?




But why would he feel the need to go to meet her? Why not her husband? He had never felt the sense of awareness of this ‘sister of the heart’ that he had for his physical brother. Perhaps Rumil felt the need to travel northwards even more strongly but had not mentioned it.




He looked questioningly at Mithrandir who did not make that sort of suggestion, in that tone of voice, without reason.




“Legolas,” his friend said, “something calls you North. Accept from me that Rumil will see his wife sooner, not later, if he travels with you; and go.”




‘Yes!’ Legolas thought, ‘Why not?’ And he immediately felt as if a weight had been lifted from his fëa of which he had not even been fully aware.




“I will go and ask Rumil to accompany me, pack, and leave,” he said aloud. It would be good to be out of the stone houses and he looked forward to finding what must, surely, be more of his father’s people in the land to the North.






They took time, whilst still on the moorland, to hunt for the pot. Haldir brought down a brace of grouse that lifted from the ground near the horses; his two arrows leaving his bow within a second of each other. Tindómë was drawn back, for a moment or two, to the first time she had seen his brothers do the same thing to a couple of pheasants, but they had brought down one each.




“How did you make sure you didn’t both aim at the same bird?” she remembered asking, and they had told her of being taught to fight as a pair; Orophin took ‘leaders and left’ and Rumil took ‘rearguard and right’. After over a thousand years, they said, it was second nature.




“What,” she had then asked, “did Haldir take?” And not only Orophin and Rumil, but the twins as well, had answered simultaneously “Command!”




“You are lost in thought,” said that very ellon. “Were you thinking back to that other place, or forward to when we will come here to live?”




“Neither,” Tindómë answered, and recounted her tale of that earlier journey, right up to, and including, that punch line.




Lady Ferveren laughed out loud, Haldir simply nodded and said “Of course…” and Tindómë thought, again, how unlikely she would have thought this moment even a couple of months ago.




Later that day, as all three gutted and cleaned not only grouse, but hares and a couple of rabbits they had caught between them, she thought, again, of her younger self. Teenaged Dawn might have had no problems with her sister killing demons but she would have been seriously squicked at the idea of gutting birds and animals, or even catching her own fish, which they had also done today. But that girl was only a distant memory now; much further away than the Tindómë who had ridden out of Lothlorien with the twins and the brothers.




That thought reminded her of something she wanted to ask. “Lady Ferveren,” she began, only to be interrupted.




“Tindómë, do you not think, as we have eaten together, bathed together, and slept with our bed-rolls side by side, apart from sharing this current task, that you and Haldir might feel able to omit the ‘Lady’ now? At least whilst we are not in public?” 




The other elleth sounded positively plaintive as she made the request and Tindómë thought that, really, it must be odd for no one to ever just call you by your name. Lady Galadriel’s face came to her mind. She found herself side-tracked by the thought that even Celebrían wouldn’t call Lady Galadriel by her name, as she would call her Naneth…which kind of brought her back to her original question.




“M’kay…Ferveren, then.” 




She noticed Haldir simply dip his head in acknowledgement while continuing with his task.




“Ferveren,” Tindómë began again, “How old was Legolas when you…uh…”




“Died?” asked Ferveren. This was, of course, exactly what Tindómë meant.




“I mean, he’s never said. He just says ‘when I was an elfling’ if the subject ever comes up. Which it rarely does. Although I guess that he might have spoken more about it to Haldirin than to me, when Haldirin confirmed that you weren’t a houseless fëa hanging around the Stronghold.”




“He was a little past his eighth begetting day,” Ferveren said, her voice sad.




Tindómë’s thoughts flew to Haldirin at the time she was forced back into her old dimension leaving him with his father. It was Haldir, however, who spoke.




“That would be about the age that Rumil was when our parents were killed. It will be strange to you to encounter your elfling as an ellon fully grown.”




‘Ai,’ thought Tindómë, ‘let’s hope you adapt better than Rumil’s mother did!’




She thought, too, of how very little Rumil remembered of his parents; all he really knew was what others had told him. She wondered whether Legolas would even recognise his mother. Then realised that was a pretty silly idea; she’d recognised Ferveren from portraits of her, after all. But that really wasn’t how you might want your son to recognise you.




It could well, she thought, be an interesting meeting.






They picked their way through the mountain range more easily than the two of them had on the outward journey, encountering snow a couple of times, but never having to sleep above the snow-line. It was easier, Haldir commented, to see passes from this side. Which sort of made sense, if these lands had been hidden from anyone on the other side of the mountains since time immemorial. As they rode they saw signs of big cats, as well as another bear, but of more interest were actually mountain goats and wild sheep both on the moorland and, further up, some that Tindómë recognised as a type of Bighorn and Ferveren called ‘snow sheep’.




“We should be able to domesticate both goats and sheep,” Ferveren said, “and so we would have milk, and wool for weaving. It might be possible to bring cattle through the ranges of mountains as well. But perhaps we do not need to even consider that. We should be able to use goat hide for boot leather.”




“I think there might be buffalo,” Tindómë contributed.




“Buffalo?” Ferveren had not met such an animal. 




Tindómë described them along with the image she had seen, when she rode with Tulkas, of plains where buffalo might roam. If some of the elves wanted to live outside the forests, or near the fringes, they might be able to hunt the occasional buffalo for meat or hide, but better again, perhaps, to try to domesticate some to provide milk.




All in all, they decided as they rode, these lands would provide most of what they might require for a good lifestyle. The days passed pleasantly in noticing new things, and making broad plans to bring other elves here; the nights passed with easy conversation, until they were out of the great range and facing the much narrower band of land before they reached the next range.




Further north than when they had made the journey previously, this time their route took them into the forested area, north of the central plain, that they had noted last time before travelling through trees further to the south. Here there were tall spruce, firs, and cedars. All the trees hummed gently with pleasure as they passed, as if they had been waiting for elves to come, but Haldir confirmed to Tindómë, when she asked him whilst out of their companion’s earshot, that the trees here did not differentiate between Ferveren and himself or Tindómë, unlike the trees they had left on the other side of the mountains. These trees did not recognise her as ‘royalty’ in the way those others did.




“Once across this forest,” Haldir said that night, “we cross the range from which the Noldor mine metals, then we should find ourselves only days from the coast…but with the Pelori between us and our goal.”




“Ceryn Manwë! I’d almost forgotten about the Pelori,” Tindómë replied. “Does that mean we need to travel down towards Valimar and Tirion so that we can cross?”




“So we have been led to believe, from the maps. But then, as you said from the start of this venture, the maps are not a lot of help. Let us look for a means to cross the Pelori without the need to use the accepted route.”




Haldir paused for a moment and then went on, “Whilst I am sure Valimar might be a pleasant respite for us it would delay us and I am sure,” he looked towards Ferveren, “that you would wish to be reunited with Legolas as soon as possible. I am sure, too, that My Lady would welcome you to her estate. But there would doubtless, then, be a number of polite and political meetings before we could move on. Although a messenger could be sent to Alqualondë so that Legolas could come to you there…”




“I would prefer to see my son, and spend time with him, before doing so with anyone else,” Ferveren said firmly. “Although I will be pleased to become reacquainted with the Lady of the Galadhrim after that. We will need to discuss the new lands with her; and make use of her connections in Noldorin high society.”




‘Oh yes!’ Tindómë thought, ‘you are certainly not the sort of queen who simply stayed in the background looking decorative. I rather think Lord Námo knew just how useful to your son, and your people, you are going to be now we know there are lands for us!’






Some days later Tindómë recalled that conversation—especially her expletive when Haldir had pointed out that they had still to cross the Pelori.




The intervening mountain range had been fairly easily traversed. They found a way across that went no higher than the pass they had used on their journey from the Noldorin mining town and, from a high point, the two elves had been able to see the gold and crystal city of Valimar glinting to the South, confirming where they were. 




They had also seen the ruins of Finwë’s stronghold of Formenos, long abandoned, to their North, making it possible to pinpoint their position on the map that Haldir was adding to all the time. They had ridden across the land that lay between them and the back of the great Pelori ‘defensive wall’, and had seen little sign that other elves came that way very often, and had slept in a pleasant clearing beside a small stream.




Tindómë was woken not by Ferveren, who had taken the last watch, but by a loud squawk. Opening her eyes and sitting up quickly she realised that a very, very, large eagle was about six feet away from her; more or less eye-ball to eye-ball with Haldir.




And as it squawked a few more times she realised it was ‘talking’. Whether the sounds really were words, or whether it was using a form of ósanwe, she wasn’t sure. Probably the latter, she thought, as if it really did speak one of the Elven languages the chances are it would be Quenya…But, either way, it was pretty clear that it was no ordinary eagle. Whilst she had been taking the head Valar’s name (or possibly genitals) in vain, the chances were that he had been keeping an eye on them. Hopefully, Tindómë thought, not in person…for this was one of Manwë’s eagles, and it had been sent to show them a route over the Pelori.





Reunion



A giant eagle made a good guide through what was reputed to be an impenetrable mountain range. In fact the Pelori seemed to be much less impenetrable than they had been led to believe. There shouldn’t really be any passes through it and yet the eagle would fly on a little way, perch on a rock until they caught up with it, and so on, and the going was remarkably easy.




Tindómë found herself thinking back to that earth tremor they had felt on the outward trip, and wondering if this route was new. There was, now she thought about it, surprisingly little surrounding vegetation. She asked Haldir’s opinion, when they stopped for a break, and he took her question seriously, considered it for a while, and then said she had a point; the rock around them really did not look as if it had been weathered much.




It really did look as if the whole continent was being changed. 




Late in the afternoon they came to a dip with a small lake in it; a cwm, Haldir said. The eagle suggested that they stop and camp here, for the night, and flew off. In very little time it reappeared, clutching a goat in its talons, and perched a little way away before ripping into the goat carcase.




The eagle tore off a leg from the goat and, blood still dripping from its great beak, suggested that they take it to roast for dinner.




‘Gross!’ thought Tindómë, almost as a reflex, but it was a bird of prey, after all, and an enormous one at that, and so she should be grateful it was willing to share dinner. And she decided she was certainly not so squicked that she wasn’t going to have any. Consequently it was a well fed threesome that slept for the night; their guide had told them it would keep watch, and they certainly weren’t going to imply that they didn’t believe it, so sleep they all did.




They woke as the sunlight spilled over the Eastern edge of the cwm and, after a quick wash in the icy cold water and a breakfast of cold goat meat, the eagle was anxious for them to mount up and continue their journey.




Out of the sheltered hollow they climbed; a path in front of them led around another outcrop and then…they were looking out to the East where the last wisps of morning mist had faded and the sunlight glinted on the distant sea.




“Lioar Elbereth!”




Ferveren had pulled up her horse and was gazing at the view wide-eyed. Time with the Ithilrim meant Tindómë recognised the slip from Sindarin into the older language of the Wood Elves, and she remembered that Ferveren had never seen the sea.




As their eagle guide stood on a rock, with a rather smug expression (difficult for a bird, but it had achieved it), Tindómë wondered if it had stage-managed this moment on its own, or whether it was Lord Manwë’s doing. 








The sun on the sea this morning was almost dazzling, even for Elven eyes. Rumil sat on the edge of a flet, very like those amongst which he had spent so much of his life in The Golden Wood, and decided he rather liked the area where this particular group of Silvan elves had made their home.




He and Legolas had moved slowly North, since leaving Alqualondë, staying in villages belonging to the Teleri and also those built in more recent yéni by Sindar and Silvan elves. They had been here, amongst elves who had mostly once lived in Eryn Lasgalen, for a couple of nights as Legolas had been in no great hurry once they began their journey; the restlessness, he said, seemed only to be to get started.




This settlement, Rumil decided, was actually the best so far. The trees grew above the sea; below them was a broad area of grass that ran down to a shingle beach. A mile or two further away there were small islands that stood darkly against the morning light.




If Haldir returned to say there was no place for them in Oromë’s Great Forest, or anywhere else to the West, then it might be good to move up here and build a village not unlike this one.




His reverie was broken by Legolas joining him.




“Have you eaten? Are you ready to move on?”




So much, Rumil thought, for Legolas no longer being restless and in a hurry to travel; the Lord of the Ithilrim was looking decidedly ‘antsy’ again.




Rumil watched his companion bounce up and down on the balls of his feet, and wondered how long a pause it would take before Legolas began to either pace around the flet or grab Rumil’s belongings and throw them down to the ground to encourage him to follow them. Probably as well not to find out, he decided, and rose to his feet, picking up his pack as he did so.




The sun had risen very little further before they had mounted and were heading North again.






Even Haldir, and possibly the self-satisfied looking giant eagle, had smiled at Ferveren’s amazement at the sheer size of the expanse of water that seemed to spread to infinity. But eventually their avian guide had taken to the wing and began to point out the path down the Eastern side of the Pelóri until, as the sun began to pass over their heads and morning was over, it took its leave of them as their way was now easy to find.




They could still glimpse the ocean occasionally but it was clear that there was a good width of fairly flat land between the foot of the mountain ‘wall’ and the sea strand.




“Oh how I want to see the ocean properly, now,” Ferveren said, “but I can see that we do not need to go so far to make our way South, and I long, too, to see my son.”




“If we go down to the edge of the water we might well be able to make a good pace riding there, as it will be flat,” Tindómë suggested, “so we wouldn’t lose time.”




“There may be cliffs,” Haldir said.




“Pessimist!” Tindómë retorted. “And even if there are we should still make pretty good progress.”




“I did not say it was a bad idea, pendithen…”




Ferveren smiled, Tindómë stuck her tongue out at her husband-brother, and all three rode on towards the sea.






Hair streaming out behind him in the breeze, Rumil let out a whoop of sheer pleasure, as he followed Legolas’ lead, and allowed his horse to gallop along the firm sand where the tide had recently gone out. They had ridden sensibly, through the grassland and stands of trees, for much of the day; but as the afternoon had begun to turn to evening Legolas had suggested descending to the sands, and giving their mounts their heads, before they found somewhere to make camp for the night.







As they made their way down towards the shoreline Tindómë felt content. Soon they would be back in the houses at Alqualondë with so much to share with the others. Soon she would be reunited with Rumil…




Rumil!




She was suddenly aware of a stab of pure happiness that she knew was not her own emotion. Rumil was nearby and he was happy.




Before she could think more about this, Haldir spoke.




“There are two people riding along the beach towards us, although they are still a long way off.”




“One of them is Rumil,” Tindómë said.




“How can you tell?” Haldir asked. “They are too far away for me to tell who they are, let alone you, for you must allow that I have much better eyesight.”




“Yeah, yeah…much better eyesight. But,” she touched her hand to her chest, “you aren’t bound to him.”




Haldir did that head-tilt thing and looked at her in a slightly questioning manner, before nodding in understanding. Tindómë glanced at Ferveren; she looked wistful. Oh, how Tindómë hoped Aran Thranduil would get his regal butt onto a ship soon.




“If one is Rumil, the other will certainly be Orophin,” Haldir stated. “I wonder what they are doing? I hope there is nothing wrong.”




“No,” Tindómë said with certainty, “he is simply happy.”




“Well that’s a relief,” Haldir said. “If we follow our current course we will meet up quite quickly—let us continue.”






They had galloped for at least a mile, maybe more, before Rumil realised that he was aware of Tindómë in a way that he had not been since the day when she had ridden away from him outside Her Ladyship’s home. He asked his horse to slow a little and scanned the surroundings until he saw three riders to the North.




Three. Lord Námo must have allowed the vampire to come here to Valinor.




Legolas was still galloping at full pace over the sand. He had his head low over his horse’s neck and had clearly noticed neither Rumil slowing a little, nor the figures ahead. Rumil wondered how happy the Lord of the Ithilrim would, really, be to find that Spike would be joining their number.




‘Ah well’, he thought, ‘we have adjusted to many changes already; we will also adapt to having him in our midst, no doubt.’




But then he looked more carefully at the three riders. Although it was now early evening the sun was still shining and surely Spike would need to shelter from it—but none of the three were heavily cloaked and hooded…




Haldir was easily identified as the light caught his hair. Tindómë was, at least to her husband, just as easily identified.




“Meleth!” he called out mentally even though, at this distance, clear words would not be transmitted through their bond. At least she would become aware that he was near, if she was not already. He could feel that frisson of emotion that was not his own suddenly bubble up—but there was no sense of surprise; she must have already realised he was close.




He turned his attention to the third rider. Dressed in a tunic, leggings and boots just like the other two, the hair was long and dark. No, certainly not what he would expect if this was Spike. But who else could it be? But if Spike had not been allowed into Aman surely Tindómë would not have been quite so happy and…he concentrated…excited?




The distance between the two parties was decreasing quite rapidly, as the other three seemed to have increased their pace and Rumil and Legolas were still proceeding at a gallop; although slightly more controlled in Rumil’s case. He was quite sure that Legolas was still unaware of the others, so involved was he with the pure joy of the moment.




Then, in an instant, Rumil realised the third figure was an elleth and an elleth whose likeness he knew. He was about to call out to Legolas when the other ellon’s head suddenly jerked up and his headlong dash immediately slowed. 






As the two galloping riders came closer, Haldir realised he was wrong about who accompanied Rumil. He glanced first at Ferveren, and then at Tindómë. Ferveren did not look any more excited than she had when they had first noticed the others approaching. Tindómë, though, suddenly looked towards Haldir, her eyes opening wider in recognition.




Should they tell Ferveren, Haldir wondered. Tindómë looked as if she was as unsure as he was himself. The gap was narrowing. Legolas still had his head down over the neck of his horse and did not seem to be aware of them at all. Now the two groups were rapidly closing on each other. The decision would have to be made quickly.




Haldir made it. “That is not Orophin,” he said out loud, just as Legolas noticed them and slowed down. “It is…”




“Legolas!” said Ferveren, and urged her own horse on.






Rumil wanted to push his own horse on to reach Tindómë. But their reunion was following a separation of little more than a season; it could wait a few moments more. It was clear that his wife agreed, for now only Legolas and his mother were still closing on each other; the other three riders were stationary.




Then, as if by mutual agreement, mother and son brought their mounts to a standstill, about ten yards apart, and simply looked at each other.




Simultaneously they dismounted and slowly walked towards each other until they were less than an arm’s length apart. Then the Queen reached a hand out and touched Legolas’ cheek. Time seemed to pause before, overhead, a gull cried, breaking the moment, and none of the three observers could say, afterwards, whether Legolas had taken his mother into his arms, or Ferveren had taken her son into hers.




Only then did Rumil nudge his horse forward, until he was alongside his wife, and alighted. As she slid off the back of her steed, and into his arms, he brought his head down to hers and they touched, forehead to forehead. Emotions and images whirled between them, and he could see mountains, forests, rivers, lakes…a wild night ride on horseback surrounded by other riders…a dark haired figure, then the vampire, now Haldir with a bow, a swirling cloud of shimmering dust…Little of it made sense, but he knew that Tindómë was back with him and happy at the outcome of her quest, whatever it must have been; details could follow later. 






Where the grass merged with the shingle that edged the shore of the Great Sundering Sea the two parties, now one, made camp. Practically Haldir, Rumil, and Tindómë made camp as Legolas and his mother seemed not to be able to bear to be apart. It reminded Tindómë of the days after she and Rumil had bound, and needed to remain in physical contact with each other or they felt an almost physical pain. The bond between parent and child would never be that close, especially between adults, but it was as if each could only believe the other was actually here if they were touching them. Although Tindómë notice that Ferveren was still almost as fascinated by the sea as she was by her son; her gaze moved almost equally between Legolas and the lapping waves.




Sitting around a fire on the smooth stones at the top of the beach, eating, conversation came easily; there was so much to share. But Tindómë longed to have her husband to herself and where they sat, hand in hand, she could tell that he felt the same.




“Come,” he said finally, pulling her to her feet, and she expected him to walk away from the shingle and back to the softer grass.




But, instead he turned to the others.




“Would you care to join us, Legolas? My lady? You too, my brother, unless what we are about to do is beneath your dignity?”




Tindómë did her best to keep a straight face at Haldir’s rather perplexed expression for she now had the benefit of knowing what her husband planned. Legolas, too, had looked mystified at first, but she had mouthed a single word at him and been answered by the fleeting upward flick of his eyes that was the elven equivalent of winking.




He stood and offered his hand to Ferveren. “Come, Naneth.”




Ferveren clearly trusted her son as she, too, stood. 




Only as the foursome began to walk down towards the sea did Haldir, too, stand and follow.




Soon boots were left at the border of shingle and sand and, as Ithil rising painted a silver path on the surface of the sea, the Lord of the Ithilrim, his mother, the sister of his heart, her husband, and even the former March-warden of the Golden Wood could be seen paddling in the shallows.




And if Tindómë and Rumil chose to leave the other three deep in conversation when they returned to their campsite, and lay their bedrolls on the grass a little way away, then it was only to be expected. And if sounds of their mutual delight, as they renewed their bond, drifted towards the others, they simply smiled and talked on into the night.




Into the Valley…or the Mountains…



The soft sound of waves caressing the shore before retreating back to the heart of the Sundering Sea was a good counterpoint to lovemaking, although not a rhythm to follow. Well, not for the first hour or two anyway. By now, though, they were content to lie joined together and move only gently; it was a pleasure to be back in their own bed.




It had been a pleasure to renew their bond those weeks ago, on bedrolls laid over the spiky shoreline grass, and a pleasure to join together in other places on their journey back to Alqualondë; especially on a flet in the last village he and Legolas had visited before their reunion with Tindómë, Haldir, and Lady Ferveren.




That had been a particularly good night. They had shared memories of their first night together in Lothlorien although, Rumil thought as his hand slid down Tindómë’s back to the valley between her buttocks, their love making on the flet near the sea had been more adventurous than on that other flet. He purposefully shared the memories with his wife and smiled as her movements became more focused, above him, and the rhythm quickened again.






Their arrival as a party of five, at that village whose inhabitants were in large part originally from The Great Greenwood, had been very telling. Lady Feveren had been recognised and welcomed with both great joy and reverence; it was clear that she was as important to these elves as Lady Galadriel or Lord Celeborn to the Galadhrim.




A feast was arranged at short notice at which the Queen of Eryn Lasgalen and her son had sat in positions of honour as equals. Someone had made Legolas’ mother a circlet of leaves; her son, similarly crowned, had gone into what Tindómë called ‘Lording mode’ and there was no doubt in Rumil’s mind that here were royalty of no lesser status that King Olwë and his queen.




They had left that village after a few days, and moved on to the next one, but word of the reborn Queen had gone ahead of them. At each stop they were feasted and feted, even at the villages inhabited mainly by Telerin Elves; it reminded Rumil of the Royal Progresses of Aragorn and Arwen.




Actually Rumil thought that he rather liked this Woodland Queen. An interesting idea in itself; one neither liked nor disliked Lady Galadriel—she simply was, like day and night, land and sea…






The Woodland Queen and her son were sitting outdoors with Celebrían, sipping wine, and watching the play of the sunlight on the sea. Legolas looked down the hill to the houses inhabited by the Ithilrim, on the outskirts of Alqualondë, and the memory came to him of a thought from that first year here. It had been the morning after the first time he had joined with Ithilienne and he had lain awake, listening to her breathing, and considering the idea of home.




He had thought, then, ‘This place is not home—but, for now, it will suffice.’




Alqualondë would not have to suffice for much longer. There was a new home waiting for the Ithilrim; for all the Silvan and Sindar elves who wanted it; with plenty of room for all.




Haldir had, of course, stayed in Alqualondë only long enough to greet Orophin before going to report to Lady Galadriel, as was only right. But in the days spent together on the journey here he had described forests almost beyond imagining, and further descriptions from Tindómë and Naneth confirmed that those lands would provide all they could need—and they were theirs. Lord Tulkas had told Tindómë so.




And, almost as if his thought had conjured her, Tindómë appeared walking towards them from the Hobbit Hole. (Ithilienne had recently pointed out, jokingly, that it was now more a Dwarf Dwelling—but no one, really, thought of it as anything other than ‘the Hobbit Hole’ or ‘Frodo’s Smial’.)




As it was likely that the subject of increasing his mother’s wardrobe would soon become the main topic of conversation Legolas felt he could excuse himself, and head down the path his ‘small sister’ had just taken, to visit Gimli.




He had been apprehensive about introducing his mother to Gimli. Ferveren, however, had taken the unexpected friendship in her stride and had enamoured herself to the dwarf by thanking him for having watched her son’s back so well during the time of the Fellowship and the Ring War. He had, she said, doubtless saved her husband much sorrow and herself a meeting with Legolas before she left Mandos’ Halls rather than afterwards, and for this she was most grateful.




As he expected the dwarf was sitting on the bench that overlooked Sam’s garden; still kept more or less as it had been left by Tharhîwon.




“So,” said Gimli, “the lass has told me all about her journey, and the new lands that they found there, waiting. How long do you think it’ll take you to get organised and mount an expedition to go and see them for yourself, eh?”




A difficult question. For Legolas wanted to throw a few bits and pieces into a bag, pick up his bow, and set off right away to see these new forests for himself. But his friend was old now, even for a dwarf. What if Gimli should leave the circles of the world whilst Legolas was off exploring? He would never forgive himself should that happen.




“It might take some time…” he answered, purposefully vague, “I will need to wait until Lady Galadriel has had her full report from Haldir, as the lands belong as much to the Galadhrim, and then she is likely to want to discuss the implications with her parents as, of course, the Noldor King has her allegiance. There will be questions as to whether he is also King of the new lands. And then there will be preparations to make here before any expedition can leave…” he tailed off.




“Hrmph!” said his companion. “Well don’t take too long about it or I might not be able to travel!”




Legolas was taken aback. Gimli accompanying them had not crossed his mind. Surely he was too old for such a journey?




Before Legolas could think of the best way to phrase his reply Gimli continued.




“I hope you don’t think you are going to go gadding off without me? There are mountains, lad! Not only mountains that the Noldor mine but whole ranges, it seems, of which they know nothing! Don’t let me die, Legolas, knowing there are so many mountains that I have never seen…”




That shed a whole new light on things! Gimli should surely see his mountains before he died, if that was his wish. 




“Then,” said the Lord of the Ithilrim, “we must either set off very soon, so that we are not held up by ice and snow, or wait only a few months until the thaw in Echuir…”




Once Lady Galadriel knew why they were setting off for the new lands in such haste, Legolas was sure she would not object to being left to sort out the political implications…he breathed a sigh of relief and began to consider the practicalities.






In his halls, high on Taniquetil, Manwë smiled and raised his glass to his visitor. 




“It looks as if your new companions will be joining you even sooner than we thought,” he said.




“I am looking forward to it,” Oromë said. “And I’m sure you will calm any ruffled feathers of the King of the Noldor as easily as you do those of your eagles.”




Manwë smiled again. “The King will not be a great problem,” he said, “and coping with any complaints from his people will keep him from boredom!”




 He turned to the third figure. “And how is your unusual guest, cousin?”




“Interesting,” Námo answered. “I have to say that his choice of music certainly enlivens parts of my halls. We are still working on just what the balance is between evil deeds done on a one-to-one basis and fighting against evil as a force.




“I think it may be good for both him, and others, to consider this balance together. There are those in my Halls who cannot come to terms with the balance of good deeds and evil ones because there is no one who does not know their name and even the Maiar have their own preconceptions about them.




“I do wonder if the introduction of a true outsider may benefit at least one of the fëa I have had with me for many yéni…” 







Cambasion, Maia in the Halls of Waiting, had discovered a distinct taste for the music preferred by this fëa from another dimension. He rather thought the fëa currently accompanying him might do so as well—he certainly looked more interested than Cambasion had seen him previously.





Into the valley, betrothed and divine

Realisations no virtue but who can define

Why soldiers go marching, those masses a line

This disease is catching from victory to stone…fn1







“What a riff, eh, Cambasion?” said the fëa who had brought the music into being by his thoughts. 




“Could it be…Stuart Adamson?” Cambasion ventured.




“Bloody Hell! We’ll make a fan of you yet!” Spike answered. “Who’s your mate?”




“Ah. Let me introduce you. This is William, also known as Spike, and this is Nelyafinwë Maitimo, also known as Maedhros…”




The End …for now.



 


fn1. Into The Valley, The Skids. Richard Jobson, Stuart Adamson.




If you don’t already know it, here it is—https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9udxbvHiqGw#t=11




Elvish Words and Phrases

(Sindarin, unless otherwise noted)



adar: father




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




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




a’ngell-nín: for my pleasure, please




avo nír: don’t cry




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




Cambasion: from comforting hand




ceryn: balls




cristhen: shortsword—Galadhrim slang for penis




cumb: mound, mons




daer-naneth: grand-mother.




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




daro: stop




Echuir: the season of early spring—February and March




echuio: wake up




eden: new, begun again




edhelfaral: almost elven




elleth, (pl. ellyth): female elf




ellon, (pl. ellyn): male elf




edhel: elves




elo: wow




epessë: nickname, sobriquet




eredh: seed, semen




ernil nín: my prince.




Eryn Lasgalen: the Greenwood—previously known as Mirkwood




estel: hope




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




fëa, (pl. fëar): spirit/soul




Ferveren: Joyous Spirit (fer+meren)




Firith: late autumn




flet: wooden platform high in the trees




grond: club, slang for penis




grondithen: little club




gwador, gwethil: sworn brother, sister




gweneth: virginity, maidenhead




gwinig: baby




hannon le: thank you




hervenn: husband




hervess: wife




hîr: lord




hîr nín: my lord




hîril nín: my lady




hithlain: famously strong elven rope




hröa, (pl. hröar): body




huch: vulva




huithant: fucked




huitho: fuck




im si: I’m here




irm im?: where am I?




ithil: moon




lanc: cliff




Iavas: an elven season basically August and September




Laer: Summer




lioar Elbereth: great Elbereth




lirimaer: beautiful one




mae govannen: well met




man carnen?: what happened?




Medifindel: Braid-eater




meleth: love




melethril (f), melethron (m): lover




mellon, (pl. mellyn): friend




muindor-nín: my brother




nadithen: little one




naith: head of an arrow, spear, or penis




nana, naneth: mom, mother




nethig: little sister




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




nín: my, mine




ósanwe: speech between minds




pendithen: little one




peredhel: half-elf




Rhîw: Winter




talan: building on a flet




tengwar: elvish alphabet




Tindómë: (Quenya) Dawn, first light of day




tinu: little star




tiro i cherch: mind the teeth




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




tuiw: bud, clitoris




Undómiel: evening star girl




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




vië: penis




yén (pl. yéni): 144 years


		

yrch: orcs
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