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Chapter 11:  Beyond the Sea by Ainurelo and Cally 

Ainure saw nothing but darkness, why hasn't she died?  Why didn't the river engulf her spirit?  Why is it still so dark?

"Open your eyes child." A gentle voice commanded her.  Ainure slowly opened her eyes.  A white light blinded her sight as memories of the river returned to her.  The black flowing hair, the gentle white hand reaching for her own.  Who has saved her?

The light dimmed to reveal Ainure on the riverbank.  Her vision was unfocused, her head ached and her wrists were sore from the ropes.  Ainure finally gained full control of her senses, she gasped at the site she saw.  A beautiful Elf, her black hair slick from the water and her skin unusually pale.  A weak smile spread 
across her face.

"Who…are you?" stammered Ainure.

"I am Esgallachiel child."  Come we me."  Esgallachiel stood up and lead Ainure over the bridge.


*** *** *** 

The arrow in the back of the dead Dieder stood glittering in the morning light.  He laid face down on the bridge.  Dirt and blood covered his body.

"That arrow...looks familiar."  Pippin stared at it closely and loosened his grip on Legolas' leg.


"That arrow is," he paused not believing what he was seeing. "The Aducam.  That must mean that Esgallachiel is here." he searched the distance for her.


"But, if The Aducam was used then...." Gimli trailed off as a memory returned to him.

"This is The Aducam.  Made of Eternal Ice... never to be used except once, under extreme circumstances.  For it is the life force of its owner."  

"Then she is dead?" Merry bowed his head in grief.        


*** *** ***      


Looke watched his brother and the other's faces.  Sadness has covered all their hearts. Merry and Pippin huddled together crying loudly as Gimli rested his hand on Legolas' shoulder. Light footsteps were heard on the bridge.  Only Looke noticed through the loud sobs of the hobbits.  "Who goes there?"  he cried drawing 
out his sword.


"Esgallachiel!" cried Merry and Pippin., their voices suddenly excited.


"No, Ainure."  Legolas stepped away from Gimli and reached his hand towards hers.  Tears were streaming down her face.  "Are you hurt?" he asked her.


"No, I was rescued." Ainure looked back onto the bridge where Esgallachiel now stood. "By the Lady."      "Esgallachiel…" Looke mouthed. "Lady of the Snowy Cave.  I have heard legends of you my Lady."  Looke helped her from the bridge.


She was pale and her steps unstable.  Her eyes lacked the twinkling spark they once knew.  Wrapped around her shoulder was a Silver bow.  The string made of Minthril was hardly noticeable.  She walked over to the dead Dieder and pulled out The Aducam.  Only holding it for a moment it disintegrated into a fine white dust and blew away in the wind.      


She finally spoke:      


"My friends, as you know I am dying." A moan escaped her throat.  
      
"My Lady, why did you use The Aducam to save a peasant?  The Aducam was supposed to be used under the most crucial moment."  Ainure ventured.      


"My child, you are no peasant maiden.  You are much more." looking at Looke she told him, "Let me sit." Her words were becoming slow.  "I will tell you why I used The Aducam.  It starts long ago.  Even before Islidur took the One Ring from Sauron."


*** *** ***


"I was living in Lothlorien, along with Celeborn, Galadriel and my friend, your mother."  she glanced over to Legolas and then back to Looke.  "I was a young elf then and I remember one day…Celeborn was in his room.  It was night and the moon was high.  The only sounds heard were soft voices of the watch guards.  He was standing by the window, over looking the garden and fountains.  The hazy cool light gave a calm atmosphere.        


Esgallachiel took quick yet silent steps towards his room.  Slipping through the opened door she hid behind the dancing curtains.  Celeborn unaware of her, walked towards her direction.  A smile crept over her face a she pounced on him, covering his eyes with the light fabric of the curtain.  A stream of giggles escaped her mouth.  Celeborn, use to her tricks, threw the curtain off his face and tossed Esgallachiel onto the array of large pillows covering a corner of the room.  Pinning her down he smiled and said:


"Esgallachiel, what have I told you about sneaking up on me?" he scolded her lightly.      


"Celeborn…" her voice was sweet and childish.  "I'm going to marry you one day.  I love you." she said between giggles. 


"We've been through this before Esgallachiel.  I'm in love with Galadriel.  I'm going to marry her.  You are far too young."


"You lie.  You don't love her."  Esgallachiel was beginning to whine now. "Please say you'll marry me."      Celeborn released his grip on her and sighed. "No.  Galadriel and I getting married tomorrow. And that is final.”   Celeborn left his room while Esgallachiel sat on his bed weeping, like countless times before.


*** *** ***


The wedding day arrived.  Everyone was there to celebrate the momentous occasion;  Elves from Mirkwood, Rivendell, and countless other places.  The wedding went without a problem…until the exchanging of vows.


"Stop!"  Esgallachiel rushed into the ceremony yard.  She refused to attend the wedding and spent the days weeping in the woods by the River Nimrondel.  Her hair was a mess, covered in dead grass and leaves, her dress stained with mud. And her dirty face ran with tears. "Please, Celeborn reconsider…I love you!"


"Esgallachiel," his voice was stern "No."  he turned towards Galadriel and gave his vow to her, ignoring Esgallachiel.


Torn apart, Esgallachiel fled the ceremony…fled Lothlorien.  Everyone knew Esgallachiel would return she always has and always will, so no one went after her.  They all laughed at her saying comments as "That 
child."  "Wild Elf"  "Having no respect for anyone…especially the Lord and Lady of Lorien."


Only Maxell knew that this was more serious than it appeared.  Maxell was a High Lord from Mirkwood.  He was the son of the Army's top General.  He had light brown hair and hazel green eyes.  Not wanting to cause commotion, he waited till the end of the ceremony to search for her.  However, he was too late.  Esgallachiel had already covered many miles.  But he would not give up.  Following footprints and hints of passage she left, he tracked her to the cold mountains of Carahadras.  It has been three days since the wedding ceremony when he finally saw her, huddled in a cave.  


"Esgallachiel?" he approached her.  "My name is Maxell." reaching out with his hand he continued, "I saw you at the wedding ceremony of the Lord and the Lady…my heart mourns for you." She looked up him, and a secret bond formed between the two.


"I promised myself that I will protect you.  Say you will come to Mirkwood with me?"


For the first time in days, a smiled appeared on her face…and then she nodded her head.


*** *** ***

"For a year I stayed in Mirkwood.  In that time, Maxell cared for me deeply and I eventually forgot about Celeborn and fell in love with Maxell." Esgallachiel was becoming weaker.  "It was exactly one year when we met that everything went for the worse…"


*** *** ***

Maxell burst into Esgallachiel's room, in his hand was a parchment.  She was sitting on the bed reading.


"What is it, Maxell?" she questioned.


"In my hand, I have a letter, asking me to lead a group of Elves across the sea." his voice was flat.


"How exciting!" Esgallachiel rose to her feet.


"Dear Lady, one who goes on this journey cannot return to Middle Earth." Esgallachiel's face dropped.  "Are you saying you are leaving me?"  


Maxell couldn't bear to look into her eyes.  "Yes." He finally said.  "I leave at dawn."


Esgallachiel held his hand and pulled him close.  "Then, let tonight be the night we shall never forget.


*** *** ***


Dawn was approaching now.  Maxell readied his baggage and made his way towards the stables.  From there he would ride several days till he reached the sea.  Esgallachiel accompanied him to the horses.


"This will be the last time I will see you." She said more to herself than to him.


"Esgallachiel." Her attention was brought back to his face. "I want you to have this."  He held out a white knife.  "It was a made by a great Elven blacksmiths from a dragon bone.  "These jewels," he pointed to the one's on the scabbard "Are from the rare mines as that of the famous Aducam Arrow.  Take this as a remembrance of me."  He kissed her good bye and mounted his horse.


Esgallachiel stood holding the white knife, her eyes swollen with tears.  "Good bye." 


Maxell leaned down for one more kiss, a long passionate kiss…then galloped off into the dawn. 


*** *** ***


"I was once again alone and heart broken.  I could not stop thinking of anything except of him…so I did the only thing I could think of that reminded me of him.  I left Mirkwood to live in the caves I met him at.  Taking only a few servants, Helasse being one of them, I headed towards the mountains…and became Lady of the Snowy Caves. My servants and I busied ourselves to carve out the caves and to bring life to the icy walls.  It seemed impossible, until one day…when I found the Aducam.  It was in a golden box in the farthest cave that I ventured into.  The Aducam gave me extra ordinary strength…I knew the risk involved with it.  I told myself that day, I would only use it once.  Only when my unborn child was in terrible risk."


All eyes were drawn to Ainure, who stood with no statement on her face though a single tear slid down her face.


"Growing up I never knew anything about my past, all I had was Helasse. Why did you leave me?"  Ainure turned towards Esgallachiel.


"When you were born, I could not bear to raise you in Alkaranien. It is such a lonely, barren place.  I had not the  heart to keep you there, to ban you from your Elven life.  So, I sent Helasse to Mirkwood with you, to raise you under the King's roof.  And now dear Ainure, my precious Angel, I have finally seen you."  Esgallachiel reached her hands towards Ainure.  Ainure dropped to her knees and embraced her mother.  


The sun was setting in the distance.  Long shadows were being cast over Mirkwood.  The group remained huddled around Esgallachiel who was lying in the arms of Looke.  Her eyes were closed and her hands 
limp.  Her chest rose slowly in rhythm of her breathing...when it stopped.  A gasp arose from the group.

"Esgallachiel?"  Looke shook her shoulders.  No answer came from her lips.  Her skin began to shimmer and then become transparent.  "Esgallachiel!" With a gust of the wind her body disappeared in a cloud of shimmering dust.  All that was left of her was the blue circlet that Legolas still hand.  

 He pulled it out of his sack hanging on his waist and held it up in the setting sun's rays.  "Ainure, this belongs to you."  He placed it onto her head.  "Now, you are Lady Ainure."


*** *** ***

