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Chapter 5: Lady of the Snowy Caves by Ainurelo 

It has been 40 days since the fellowship left Rivendell. Gandalf the Grey was leading the group towards the mountains, Carahdras. The foothills provided beautiful scenery. The rolling hills were covered in a rainbow of wild flowers: orange, white, pink, and purple. (ohhh pretty) Small twisted trees were scattered about. The breeze was cool, coming from the snow-covered mountains. Large boulders were scattered around. From the top of one hill, a river could be seen. It twisted and turned shimmering silver and gold in the setting sun's glow. 

"Now, let me get this right Strider sir," said Pippin, "we're suppose to cross these foothills to Mordor?"

"Not quite, little hobbit." Aragorn answered. "After these foothills, we must then cross the harsh mountain range and from there," he sighed, "they're are still many more leagues to travel till we get to Mordor."

"Many more leagues?!" Pippin and Merry gasped.

"Come, come Hal flings," said Gandalf, "Enjoy the times now, for I assure you, things will get much worse."

The fellowship walked in silence. Until Boromir spoke:

"The terrain is becoming more rough and the air is slicing through my cloak, we must be close to Carahdras. Gandalf, are you sure we can make it over? The half lings do not seem sturdy enough."

"Not sturdy enough, huh?!" Pippin stood in front of Boromir. He stood with his legs apart and his hands on his hips. A mean scowl was on his face. 

"Master Pippin, I do not mean to offend you. But, please...." Boromir started. 

"I want to tell you now, Mister Boromir Sir. Anything a man can do...a hobbit can do better." With a satisfied grin, Pippin walked ahead of the fellowship. 

"Pippin, you're going the wrong way!" shouted Frodo towards his young kinsman.

*** *** ***

"I cannot open my eyes! They are frozen shut. This blizzard is blinding!" shouted Gimli from behind Sam. The snow fell fiercely down, slicing through the company's clothing and armors. The howl of wind made Gimli's shouts inaudible.

Gandalf stopped trudging through the snow and looked back over his shoulder. What he saw saddened him. The four hobbits were huddled together; their heads were barely visible from beneath the snow. Aragorn and Boromir were behind Gandalf. They had a weary look upon their noble faces. Their hair was white from the snow and their skin, red from the cold biting wind. Legolas stood behind them. He walked upon the snow with quick steps. Snow gathered upon his shoulders and inside his quiver. The weather has taken its toll on all nine men.

"Gandalf, this route is not helping us. We need to turn back." Aragorn was leaning in towards the Wizard.

"Let us take the Mines of Moria! My cousin will accept us with open arms. A warm fire and lively people will greet us." Gimli suggested.

"No, the Mines of Moria are too dangerous. I would not step foot there unless there were no other choice." said Gandalf. "We must go on!" He turned again and continued walking slowly up the ridge.

"What is that?" Legolas asked cocking his head, senses on full alert. "Did you hear that?"

"What is it?" asked Aragorn.

"I heard an evil voice whispering on the wind." Legolas perked his ears once again

"Saruman..." whispered Gandalf. "He knows we are here!" he shouted out loud. With that said, a large lightening bolt cracked from the sky and struck the mountain peek above them.

*** *** ***

The blizzard died down, until only a few flurries fell from the gray sky. The path has disappeared and only a pile of snow is visible. Minutes of complete silence passed, when suddenly a hand burst through the snow. Then another and another and finally all nine were clawing their way free of the snow.

"I think, Gandalf, this is a sign for us to consider the Mines." Gimli told him. The men continued to argue of their next course. 

Legolas tried to reach up from out of the snow, when he fell back down in pain. Turning away from the group, he removed his cloak and slowly drew his hand underneath his green tunic. He pulled out his hand in pain; it was covered in blood.

"One of boulders must have fallen onto me." he thought. Gritting his teeth, he slowly made his way out of the snow and towards the men. He decided not to tell anyone, he would only slow down the journey. And that's the last thing he wanted.

"Wait, look!" shouted Merry, he was still half way deep in the snow. "I see a cave, let's take shelter there!" He was pointing further up the path.

Boromir helped Sam and Frodo from the snow. "Come let us go there. We are all weak and tired."

The group agreed and made their way up the slope.

They entered the small opening in a single file and were amazed to see that the interior of the cave was quite large. The walls were made of ice and gave off a bluish glow and the high ceiling had large glistening icicles. The cave extended far into the mountain. In the distance a faint light was noticeable. The men, without saying a word to each other, followed the light. 

*** *** *** 

The cave walls were now becoming smooth and what appeared to be columns started to appear. Ice lanterns were now becoming noticeable. They let off a soft yellowish glow. A large stone staircase now appeared before them. And at the top, was a beautiful Elf.

Her long black hair trailed behind her as she descended the steps. The light blue gown she wore floated around her and the blue gem on her circlet shimmered. The paleness of her skin reminded the men of soft fallen snow and her dark eyes appeared to be the midnight sky.

"Welcome." she greeted the men, her voice was low. "I am Esgallachiel; Lady of the Snowy Caves. And this is my realm: Alkaranien." She stepped off the last step and approached Gandalf.

"Lady Esgallachiel." Gandalf finally spoke. "It has been many years since I last saw you in Lothlorien visiting your cousin Celeborn."

"Tsk Tsk." she scolded. "You should know clearly not to mention his name to me." Esgallacheil was leaning in closely to Gandalf, her voice just above a whisper.

"My lady," Gimli bowed. "You are quite mysterious in your manner."

"All in good time dear Dwarf." Esgallacheil glided towards Gimli, she ran her fingertips down his cheek. "All in good time." she repeated. 

All eyes were upon her as she made her way in between the men. They watched her every move: the swing of her hair, the glitter of her eyes, and the swish of her dress. She stopped in front of the hobbits. Kneeling down she said in a singsong voice:

"One of you has a secret to tell." A smirk grew on her face as she looked up at Legolas. "But, it seems you're not the only one, little hobbit."

Esgallachiel stood up and faced Legolas. He stared into her eyes and gasped. Her dark eyes were familiar. She cocked her head and let her hair fall to the side. The gold veins in her eyes sparkled with merriment. Grabbing a lock of his hair she began to stroke it.

"You are a Prince, are you not? Of Mirkwood to be exact." she dropped his hair and started to walk in the other direction.

"How did you know that?" he questioned.

"I know many things." she started up the steps again. "But, if you must know, I saw your bow. Only royalties of Mirkwood have such fine weapons." Taking a few more steps she continued speaking, " I know all I need to know from all of you." She stopped and turned around. The men stood at the base of the stairs. "Are you not coming? Galenoreion! Dimadar!" Two servants appeared at the top. "Please ready quarters for our guests." The two men bowed in unison and left. "In your quarters you will find 9 beds and in the center a large hearth to keep you warm, it gets quite chilly here at night. You may stay here as long as you like, it is quite rare that I receive guests. Not too many people are brave enough to travel across the Caradhras." 

The men walked two by two as they followed Esgallachiel down a long and narrow hallway and approached a large door.

"This is your room." She continued walking down the hall leaving the men.

"Lady! Where are you going?!" shouted Pippin after her.

Turning she answered, "To my room, Hobbits do sleep at night, do they not?" Esgallachiel took a few more steps before saying, "Pippin, dear hobbit, food will be brought to her quarters shortly." and continued towards a door adorned in blue crystals and silver.

"She knows your name!" gasped Merry.

"She knows I'm hungry!" gasped Pippin.

*** *** ***

Although no one saw it, the moon was hanging high above the cloudless sky. The stars twinkled down upon the mountains. And the lanterns inside Alkaranien were dimmed. All nine men slept in large beds. The bedposts were made of a cold blue stone and the mattress made of soft material unknown to anyone. 

Frodo & Sam and Merry & Pippin shared a bed. They insisted the bed was much too large for just one hobbit. Gimli not use to the softness of the bed, removed the mattress and slept on the frame itself, but kept the pillows and blanket. The hearth in the middle contained a slowly dying fire and the embers glowed and danced upon the walls.

In the distance, a faint sound was heard. But, no one awoke. The sound became louder and clearer. It was a beautiful song. Suddenly, Legolas sat up. His eyes were open, but he was still sleeping. He began walking down the hallway, towards the crystal door. His slender hand reached out an opened the door as he approached Esagallachiel's room.

Her room was a large dome. In the center laid a circular bed, around it were flowing curtains attached to six posts. The walls were carved with beautiful pictures of the forest, rivers, and ocean. The lanterns flickered and danced across them. 

Legolas, still unaware of what is happening, climbs onto the bed and crawls towards Esgallachiel, seated in the center. She stopped singing as Legolas lay upon the bed next to the Lady.

"Legolas," she whispered into his ear. "Do not be afraid. Do no worry. Everything will be perfect." She began to unbutton his shirt.

*** *** ***

