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Chapter 6: Namarie, Esgallachiel by Ainurelo

A faint knock sounded on the door. Boromir opened it and in came a servant girl. She carried a large tray with 9 steaming mugs.

"These are for you and your companions sir, to keep you warm. After you are finished the Lady will be waiting for you in the main entrance." The maiden curtsied quickly and left the room.

It was morning already and everyone was slowly waking. Pippin and Merry quickly jumped out of bed the instant their nostrils smelled the delicious drink. Sam also began to salivate; it seems like days since the meal they had the night before.

"Mister Frodo Sir." He shook his master. "It's time to wake up." Frodo opened his left eye, then his right. He greeted everyone warmly.

"Wow, it seems like ages since I slept in such a comfortable bed!" he yawned.

"Comfortable?" grumble Gimli. "Too soft if you ask me. I thought the bed was going to swallow me whole!" 

"Oh Legolas!" sang Merry, as he jumped onto Legolas' bed. "It's time to wake up, we need to see the Lady soon!"

Legolas pulled the blanket from his chest and felt a slight chill. He looked down and discovered his shirt unbuttoned. A concern look spread across his face, and Merry noticed.

"What's wrong Legolas?" Merry asked handing him a cup.

"Oh, nothing..." Legolas took the cup and drank. He sat the cup down and quickly buttoned up his shirt. The wound still pained him. He grabbed his tunic and pulled it on as he followed his companions out the door.

*** *** ***

It was noon already (or so they were told). Esgallachiel led the men through a winding cave tunnel till they reached the outside. The sun was shone brilliantly, casting a blinding sheen on the white snow. Large trees where heavy with snow and in the distance a jagged mountain peek could be seen. The fellowship was told to enjoy themselves in the sun, for the sun was rarely seen in these parts of the mountains.

Boromir, Aragorn, and the Hobbits kept busy by wrestling in the snow. Gandalf and Gimli sat on a jutting rock smoking through their pipe. And Legolas was carefully restringing his bow. Esgallachiel approached him.

"Mirkwood has the finest bows of Middle Earth, or so I heard." She ran her hand down the bow's arch. "But, only one person has the finest arrows." she smiled. "Do you know who that is?"

"My Lady, I have heard through tales that the Snow Queen posses the quickest, the sharpest, and the most accurate arrow of all of Middle Earth...The Aducam."

"Yes." the others now started to gather around her. From her sleeve she pulled out a glittering arrow. "This is Aducam. Made of Eternal Ice...never to be used except once, under extreme circumstances. For it is the life force of its owner." She held the arrow by its tip. It was a frosted white color and the arrow was shaped into a particular design...like a blazing flame. The end of the arrow was a carved feather. In it's center was a red jewel.

As the sun began to set and the air became colder. They quickly returned into the cave. And before long night was upon them again.

*** *** ***

The song was heard again that night. And like the night before, Legolas rose and followed it. But this time, something was different. Merry and Pippin were awake in their beds, arguing over who kick who first.

"Look, Legolas is awake." whispered Merry blocking Pippin's kick.

"No, he's sleepwalking you fool."

"Who are you calling a fool, you fool!" Merry kicked again.

"Stop that!" They were silent for a minute. "Let's follow him."

"Okay!" 

The two young hobbits quickly jumped from their beds and followed quietly behind Legolas. Legolas opened the door and before he closed it, the hobbits slipped in and hid behind a chest. Legolas, climbed onto the bed towards Esgallachiel. She then began to remove his shirt.

"Merry!" whispered Pippin. "What is she doing?" his eyes were wide opened. Both of their mouths were hanging. "She's....she's..." he stuttered.

Esgallachiel gentle kissed Legolas abdomen and then began caressing his side. She lifted her head up and started towards the chest. Her eyes squeezed into anger. She finally relaxed and began to caress him again.

"Dear hobbits, you do not need to hide." she finally spoke. "I know you are there." Merry and Pippin stood from their hiding spot. "You are curious at what I am doing? Are you not?" She kissed Legolas chest now. She looked up from her position at the confused hobbits.

"I am healing him." she finally told them. Esgallachiel fully removed Legolas' shirt to reveal a large wound.

"Where did he get that from?" Pippin started closely at it. "Is he hurt badly?"

"He was but now he is doing much better." Esgallachiel ran her hand over the wound. A colorful aura glowed from her hands and slowly the wound began to heal. "After today, he should be fully mended. Merry, could you please hand me that chalice?" she pointed towards a silver cup on a small table. Merry, handed the chalice to her and watched her take a drink from it. But, she did not swallow. Instead she leaned in towards Legolas' fair face and kissed him on his mouth...giving him the warm drink. A faint glow surrounded his body and disappeared. 

"What was that?" asked Merry.

"This is Amamun. It is good for the body and soul." Esgallachiel was holding the cup in front of the hobbits. "Would you like some?"

The hobbits looked at each other then at her...and nodded their heads smiling. She handed them the chalice. Merry took it but there was a disappointed look on his face.

"Silly hobbits come here." she laughed. She took a drink from the cup and, like she did to Legolas, kissed Merry and Pippin. The two hobbits automatically felt a warm sensation over their bodies. They felt their muscles become weak and they couldn't move...they didn't want to move. They have fallen asleep.

*** *** ***

It was morning again. The actions of last night were unclear to the two hobbits. They couldn't remember if it was dream or not...so they decided to keep it to themselves. Legolas found his shirt unbutton once again...but his wound healed.

The men saw Gandalf walk into their room, they did not remember him leaving however. Gandalf spoke:

"It is time for us to move on now. We still have many more places to see and many more problems to face. The Lady has kindly allowed us to take a forbidden pass. It will take us to the Caves of Moria."

Gimli was the only who was excited about the news. 

"Come, it is a few days journeys to the mouth of Moria, we must hurry." Gandalf held the door open for the men. They followed the servant, Dimadar, down a hallway they did not notice before. A silver gate blocked the end of it and there was Esgallachiel waiting for them.

"It saddens me to hear that you are leaving so soon, but I understand your journey. Now, follow my directions carefully. Continue pass this gate, you will come to a fork, take the right tunnel sloping downwards...and there you will find the caves of Moria..." Esgallachiel opened the gates with a large white key. "Namarie <Farewell>." she whispered to each one as she looked into their eyes. 

"Namarie<Farewell>!" they called back to her as the magnificent gate closed behind them.

*** *** ****

