Taurost, Gwaithor city of the north

“When will I feel it, mother ?

When will feel Corellion’s touch ?

Will it be in the warmth of the sun ?

Or in the deep blue starlight ?

Will it come when the air is still ?

Or when gales blow through the glades ?”

“All of these times and none, my child;

When he awakens you, you will know.”
Sympathetic translation of a traditional Sindalië nursery rhyme.

Thranduil remained in vigil at Corellion’s
 temple in Taurost
.  Hours passed.  Used to such things, acolytes brought him fruits and water.  For two days and nights he stayed there.  He brooded.  He unconsciously scowled as he prayed.  He chafed against the way things appeared to be unfolding around him. Forgileill eschewed the temples.  Sometimes, her actions seemed to be a deliberate scheme to antagonise him.  And whilst he would never let it show, it did bother him.  She seemed to live a charmed life where things just fell into place.  And here was he still waiting for his epi…

“Your search for meaning draws closer to its next unfolding.”  The sudden voice made him jump.  He must have been miles away.  An elderly woman stood at his shoulder, brandishing a wooden platter of bread, olives and oils.  When he did not move, she placed the platter down on the limestone bench next to him.  She saw the question on Thranduil’s face and smiled.  

“It must do. He does not leave the faithful to wander forever.  Your life to that point will be preparation.”  The Gwaithor woman bowed her head slightly and noiselessly turned away.

There was something about the time and the place that meant something to him.  For her to have said what she did, at this time and for him to have heard it in this place suddenly made sense.  It was not the communion with his God that he had hoped for, but that no longer mattered now.  He cheered up.  And ate the meal provided.  

Forgileill found him still sat in the jasmine garden of the temple.  “You’re grinning like an idiot.”

“And you look like a recalcitrant child forced into church when she’d rather be playing amongst the rushes.”

“Don’t push your luck. Not only am I a real Princess but I’m related to Corellion’s instrument on Oerth.”  Thranduil saw her surreptitious nod of acknowledgement towards the high altar but chose to not let on that he had witnessed her minute act of piety. 

“Well then, least scion of the tool of my God, let me restore the smile to your face as well by accompanying you to wherever it is you’ve come to fetch me to.”

They joined the others in the city’s famed armouries.  During the PWOC
, these had covered eight times the area that they did today.  All had been dismantled and returned to the forest when they were no longer needed.  Those that remained were famed throughout the civilised world for the quality of their armour and weaponry.  A great proportion of the city’s wealth came from the passing trade, through the pass in the Klatspuralpen between Perrenland and the Flanaess.  But still a significant amount came from specially commissioned yicduroh and taiken for ilin from Alvorn to Eagle’s Reach.  The recovered yicduroh had been refurbished – pieces cleaned and re-lacquered, new backing/lining, new lacings.  The taiken had been remade.  The Gwaithor mage smiths had finished their work.  

Klogoh and Gwedhion, who had been riding with clear and urgent purpose for three days, reached Taurost and found their way to the Primarch.  Yes, Forgileill was still within the city. They delivered their sad news to the cities ruling clerical tribunal and then they were directed to the armouries.

Tûd brandished his new sword in the afternoon sunshine.  All their re-worked equipment had been laid out on a long table in a sun trapping courtyard.  There is always something exciting about new swords and armour that reduces one to the level of a small child.  The ilin were very restrained, they hadn’t yet put it all on, content for now to run their fingers across the lacquered scales.  The newly re-forged and oiled smell would be enjoyed for a few days yet.  

They were distracted by the sound of hooves approaching from the street outside.  Not many persons rode within the city.  Most of the rocca
 belonging to residents and guests were pastured outside whilst their owners enjoyed the comforts of the city.  So now they were turned expectantly to see who was approaching.

Whoever it was, was coming with urgency.  Which implied that it was they who were sought, rather than the smiths.  An ilin and grey clad Sindalië
 ducked along side their rocca’s necks to enter the courtyard.  The grey figure jumped down and walked purposefully up to Forgiliell.  She watched him approach – he looked to be about the same age as Jadhrim.  And he wasn’t smiling.  She was in trouble again, what was it this time, she wondered ?

“Cousin.”  He bowed his head to her, altogether too formally, she thought.  She racked her brains.  He was surely one of her cousins from Veluna or Udas, but which one ?  “Cousin,” She replied, bobbing her head in return.  The ilin approached.  His black and orange yicduroh lacing marking him as Adfel Nhi.  He bowed his head solemnly to Forgileill and offered over two handfuls of yellow silken laces.  The others fell silent and sombre as they watched an ashen faced Forgileill gingerly take the offered laces, as if they might somehow come alive and bite her.

Suddenly concerned she turned to her cousin “Who ?”

“Celegorm.”

“Oh.”  She felt sort of vacant.  No pain – she hadn’t known the Prince of Hisra at all, really.  He was just another ageing face from the family gatherings of her childhood.  Celegorm had never married and had no children that she knew of.  This had meant that he had festooned the younger members of the clan with small kindness’.  She remembered her consciousness being shepherded along with the others to connect with the flows and ride the currents of essence from the polar ice caps to the boiling centre of the planet.  Now she was a more accomplished spell weaver herself, she knew what power he’d expended to keep his juvenile charges entertained and educated.  Thinking on that, she was impressed by the extent of his care. 

He was the third of the Gwathlo Lords to pass in the last three years.  The last of the Gwathlo to ride with Laru in the PWOC.  They were the last of the lords of the Empire to have truly been members of the Celebrinoth.  Instantly she regretted not having known him a little better.  

Being a part of the ilin classes, the nobility of the Empire, there are set protocols and so forth which tell individuals what to do in such times.  It provides structure and meaning to a time that might otherwise descend into a malignant lassitude.  Thranduil took the yellow laces and handed them to Kamilata, nodding his head to Forgileill's new armour.  With slow nod and pursed lips, he took the laces and began to slowly disassemble the new yicduroh.  

It took two days to re-thread all the yicduroh with yellow thread.  Gwedhion returned from the temple district with a stiff collared yellow silken coat.  It was skilfully embroidered with Seldaranic panels and lined with royal blue silk.  They had heard that the Emperor was already on his way, as were many other of the Lords of the Empire, all converging on Westil.

The Southern Vesve

The valley up which our way led us became less and less inhabited as we progressed.






Heinrich Harrer, Seven Years in Tibet
The horses stamped and chafed at the bit.  Always rocca were impatient.  Impatient to begin a journey, impatient to jump, impatient to be un-harnessed and impatient to get back to pasture.  They were a force of nature that the ilin had to learn to reign in and channel in order to avoid having the steed rule the rider.  Rain fell in a lacklustre fashion as they left the city ahead of the various priesthood’s who would also be making the journey to Westil.  

Their plan as they set off was to intercept the imperial causeway that follows the Westilakken shoreline.  To do this they would take an old road Nor Nor East through the Vesve.  

“Klogoh has been ilin in Sharifika for a year now and knows the main routes through the forest.” Gwedhion told Forgileill.  He gestured to the road they travelled. “It was one of the pathways of the ancient time of the elven high kings.  Much older than the empire.”  At times the pathway faded under the forest and in others broadened out with wide limestone flags making a path where a few of them could ride abreast under the boughs of the Vesve.  But mostly it was enough for one to ride over cracked worn stones, slowly disappearing under the detritus of the forest.  They began to pass through pillars, small and broken at first but soon larger and seemingly less worn.  They stood either side of the path like oversized door posts with no lintel.  

Four days they continued to ride uphill into the forest.  Eventually they came to a place where the ground rose and the path widened.  The stone guardians stood regular and less green until they stopped where the ground fell away.

Before them was a sheltered bowl in the bosom of the forest.  The sides rose sharply away until behind stood a cliff, the like of which ran for hundreds of miles like a giant sword cut along Hisra.  Over the back of this a stream ran, it’s foss
 coming to lie in a plunge pool before snaking off down hill once more.  Between them and the waterfall stood an ancient building.  It appeared to be three long-houses, in a ‘u’ shape, rendered in stone.  In the central courtyard, which faced them, stood a gurgling fountain that fed troughs either side.  The long-houses wore cloisters on the ground and first floors.  Above this, windows with dark wooden shutters looked out.  Ivy grew upon the walls and leaves blew into the courtyard.  But the place was not deserted.  Several of the tiles on each roof were obviously new and the faint smell of wood smoke hung on the air, small trails of smoke could be observed rising form the chimneys.

Sunlight caught the limewashed walls and the place sparkled in the last rays of the afternoon sun.  The grass about the place grew thick and was still green.  A feeling of peace was upon the whole area.  Geese from the far north flew southwards high above them.  “This is Imladínen, the House of Labellas in Hisra, a cathedral of knowledge.” Said Gwedhion in triumph, his breath hanging in the cold air.  
As if seized by sudden impulse, Forgiliell dismounted and marched towards the buildings.  She paused and glanced over her shoulder at her cousin and the others, squinting in the unaccustomed sunlight after so long under the boughs of the forest.  “If this is truly a place of lore, then mayhap I might find answers here.”  

Thranduil caught up with her and seized her elbow, hissing at her “Bear in mind that it was someone from here who both reattached your leg and saved your life when that Vani axe-man killed you in Enchley.”  Angrily, she shot him a frown and shook him off as she kicked her way through the drifting leaves and continued into the buildings, perhaps a little less sure of herself than before.  As if she had forgotten that !  As if a princess of the Gwathlo didn’t know the meaning of gratitude. As if.

The halls of blossoming enlightenment, Imladínen

I have found the essence of Bushido…





Tsunetomo Yamamoto, The Hagakure

I have been the whole day without eating, and the whole night without sleeping — occupied with thinking. It was of no use. The better plan is to learn. 

Confucius Analects XV. 30.
Forgileill had found Fienthin, the leader of the small community.  However, her own search for answers to questions that she herself was only just beginning to frame had quickly given way to Fienthin’s quest to find the inner Forgileill.  The questions kept going into areas which she did not want to revisit, already Fienthin knew more about Forgileill’s triumphs and ignominies than anyone else in Oerick.  Knelt in front of the unnaturally calm priestess, Forgileill was squirming and could feel her pulse and breath quicken.  Doubtless Fienthin could see her beginning to gather essence to herself (involuntarily, as part of her adrenal reaction to the situation).  Abruptly the questioning stopped.  There was a pause during which Fienthin allowed Forgileill to regain her composure. 

“Do you believe in freedom ?”  Forgileill paused and thought.  This was not a question about chains and doors.  This was about accepting responsibility for ones actions.  She could have shouldered more fully the burdens of her birthright at any time, she’d just chosen not to, just to spite Thranduil the pompous.  She could though; if she needed to, she could be just as ilin as he could; did he really think that she lacked the ability (the bottle) to die for a cause ?

“Yes, I believe in freedom.”

“Do you believe in beauty ?”  Again, she decided that this was not about fine arts or gorgeous people, it was about appreciating the innate quality of something.  There was a beauty in nature that art could not match, no matter how talented the artist.  There was a sort of beauty in the common persons of the empire, toiling away at their daily lives, a sort of nobility in the way they trusted the empire to keep them safe.  And then there were the flows… 

“Yes, I believe in beauty.”

“Do you believe in the truth ?” Forgileill had lived a lie for a while, as Evie.  That hadn’t been too hard, at times it had been fun.  But then she remembered with a shudder that she had also been Sythyss, denied her own volition and identity, her very thoughts bent to suit the whims of an evil master.  That had been a vile lie.

“Yes, I believe in the truth.”

“Do you believe in love ?”

“I’ve never been in love.”  She knew that this was not what was meant.  Forgileill instantly regretted the childish evasion. The question was not repeated.  The representatives of her gods just stood there looking at her, showing neither pleasure nor annoyance.  In a small voice she said “Above all things I believe in love.”

“Then you are ready to be confirmed as a true child of Corellion and become a part of the Seldarine ?”

Forgileill fought down a momentary surge of panic.  This meant an oath, surely.  Weren’t oaths for the Frunze and the Dwarves ?  What need of oaths had the children of the Celebrinoth ?  The feeling subsided.  This was her religion, not someone else’s.  The Seldarine would not require of her something that she was unable to give.  She nodded dumbly.  This was normal for Nostir royalty and warriors when they achieved adulthood.  She had witnessed her brothers and sisters take the very same oath.  

Fienthin stood in front of her, and placed both hands on Forgileill’s head, as the priestess began to speak, Forgileill could feel the flows tingling as they flowed from Fienthin to her.  It was a quite pleasant experience.

“Be without fear in the face of his enemies.  Be honest and upright that he might know thee.  Always speak the truth, even if it leads to your death.  Safeguard those weaker than you and ensure that no wrong is done to them.  This is your oath to Corellion.”

“I will be ever thus.”

There was then a surge in the flows from the priestess to Forgileill.  A hundred thousand fire ants danced under her skin – an unbearable itching burning sensation.  “And that is so you won’t forget it.” She heard as she lost consciousness. 

“That doesn’t normally happen to oath takers.  Most report that its like being bitten by midges or brushing through stinging nettles.  A moment’s discomfort certainly not enough pain to cause unconsciousness.  Obviously Corellion Larethain believes that you need more reminding than most.”  Fienthin stood over her.  She’d been moved and now lay on a bench in the cool dark of the main hall.  

Slowly and with wan smile, Forgileill sat up, eyes watering with pain that had now passed.  “How now, daughter ?”

Stifling a sob, she grimaced by way of reply.  Fienthin sat down next to her and took both her hands.  “As well as reminding you of the Seldarine’s intentions, we are also here to help you achieve whatever it is you want to achieve.  As an institution dedicated to Labellas, our prime asset could be said to be information.  I prefer to think of it as the interpretation of that information, so that it is useful to those who would know those secrets.  As well as providing emotional intelligence for the interpretation of that information, I am as you see, Sindalië like you are.  I have served the Seldarine for nearly a century now and I am the mother of two children about your age.  Require of me what you will, if it is within my gift you shall receive it.”

Hesitantly, Forgileill outlined her concerns.  “I don’t know if I can do it.  I sometimes just do things without thought of the consequences.  I enjoy…  Sometimes winning seems more important than playing by the rules.  All my life I’ve lived under the shadow of my greater and better relatives.  They’ve all done so much and all I’ve done has been to lurch from one life or death crisis to another.”

“So you’re worried that you’re not good enough ?  Let me tell you a story.  It is an old story that you have heard before and will doubtless tell to your ilin and children.  

‘An elderly Cşango woman had two large pots, each hung on the ends of a pole which she carried across her neck.

One of the pots had a crack in it while the other pot was perfect and always delivered a full portion of water. At the end of the long walk from the stream to the house, the cracked pot arrived only half full. For a full two years this went on daily, with the woman bringing home only one and a half pots of water. Of course, the perfect pot was proud of its accomplishments.

But the poor cracked pot was ashamed of its own imperfection, and miserable that it could only do half of what it had been made to do.

After two years of what it perceived to be bitter failure, it spoke to the woman one day by the stream. "I am ashamed of myself, because this crack in my side causes water to leak out all the way back to your house."

The old woman smiled, "Did you notice that there are flowers on your side of the path, but not on the other pot's side?" "That's because I have always known about your flaw, so I planted flower seeds on your side of the path, and every day while we walk back, you water them." "For two years I have been able to pick these beautiful flowers to decorate the table. Without you being just the way you are, there would not be this beauty to grace the house."’ 

That’s the story.  Now, what would be your interpretation of that ?”

Forgileill replied “Each of us has our own unique flaw. But it's the cracks and flaws we each have that make our lives together so very interesting and rewarding. You've just got to take each person for what they are and look for the good in them.”  She thought that she’d well hidden her disappointment in such an obvious morality tale.

“I know that at the minute that this answer is not what you are hoping for, that your young heart yearns for a starling revelation of a hitherto hidden clear and unequivocal truth.  But the truths that there are in the world really are the simple and easy ones.  Truth is almost never hard to understand.”  Fienthin released Forgileill’s hands and smoothed down the front of her robe.  “It’s just very hard to accept, a lot of the time.”

“Your forefathers would also have felt that they were lurching from crisis to crisis and wondering about their place in the world and their worthiness to attempt and competence to complete the tasks set before them.  They must have wondered at the Nostir gathering behind them, it must have seemed an over awing responsibility.”

Forgileill nodded, knowing that most of the individuals the empire thought of as lords of the Celebrinoth were the age she was now around the time of the unicorn jihad.  Laru himself must have only been the age of Thranduil.  

“You must know that because of those forefathers, many will be looking to you in the coming months for some direction.  Both those of the empire and also the Nostir as well, for not only are your family lords of the empire but also leaders of the Nostir.  You must prepare yourself for this.”

“Corellion, Labellas and Hannali are not the only gods of our people.  Irevan was the patron of our Bathamîr ancestors.  From him the Celebrinoth took view that a lie told to an enemy is not a lie, it is a weapon.  And that a certain stretching of the truth could be viewed as a tool, rather than a falsehood.”  Fienthin could see Forgileill cheer up as she said this.  “Just remember not to bear false witness and that ultimately, any lie you tell will catch you up.” 

Back on the road

Now far ahead the road has gone

And I must follow if I can






Bilbo Baggins, the road goes ever on and on






JRR Tolkein, LotR
Thranduil did not begrudge Forgileill the three-day delay at Imladínen.  He well understood the need of any Nostir to seek out spiritual guidance as they moved into adulthood.  He even attended her rocca of his own volition.  It should have been one of her ilin who did this for her, if ever she was indisposed thus.  Thranduil took on this task and the others left him to it. 

He felt the Galadhrim
 mourners moving parallel to them, through the forest, before they showed themselves to plain sight.  They stood tall and dignified, garlanded in yellow, motes playing in the sunlight as attendant small folk flitted about.  Gwedhion hailed them and they answered him in song.  For all that day as they rode at walking place along the road the lament followed them, performed by shifts of Galadhrim (and possibly more than just sub-tribes of the Asrai
, thought Thranduil).  

That last night under the boughs of the Vesve, their camp was made and meal readied for them as they arrived.  All through the night, different Galadhrim elders and holymen, peasants and poachers, came to Gwedhion and Forgileill and expressed their regard for and love of Celegorm.  All night the barely familiar cousins sat and graciously accepted the condolences of the citizens of the greatest forest in the empire. 

Thranduil had expected the prince and princess to abrogate themselves from their duties and take it in turns to represent their house.  It would have been perfectly in keeping with their performances to date.  He decided that it was probably fear of what Kçasamenzay would do if she found out that kept them both where they were expected to be.  Or maybe they were just facing up to their responsibilities.

Tûd and Kamilata rode at the back of the short train.  There was perhaps no real need to maintain their eagle eyed watch with their escort of lamenting Galadhrim mourners, however, this tactical discipline had been drilled into Tûd since the age of nine.  Most of the time with the patrols he was on in Amburn, his brother led and he would be honoured with the very responsible position of rear guard.  A light dusting of snow continued to descend upon the bare branches of the oaks and chestnuts through which they rode, their horses carving deep, dark scars through the leaf litter and its icy highlights.

Not being relied upon to guard the rear the two ilin sought glimpses of the Galadhrim who accompanied them.  They were there and quite often in plain sight.  However their normal mode of dress was so well camouflaged that if they stood unmoving, then they were easy to miss.  Of course the yellow garlands helped identify the chief mourners amongst them from the forest background.  Kamilata’s enquiry about the origin of such generous garlanding this close to yearsend, in the first throes of winter, went unanswered by any of their small party. 

The trees began to thin and none of them was surprised to find another party waiting for them on the causeway.  Thranduil rode forward to go through Lyio, Clan and bow with an outrider from the other party.  Just a formality, as all could see the banner of Sharifika.  Jadhrim, Forgileill’s elder ‘cousin’ was with the Carnc of what had been until two years ago, her Wilya.  They all bowed their heads in first obedience to Mankh Adfel Nhi as they joined his party.  This he returned to all of them, greeting Gwedhion and Forgileill by name.  They repeated the bow to Jadhrim, who smiled at seeing her kin, but did look a little sadder, after all, she had been the Carnc of Celegorm’s greatest province for over a century, as well as a favoured niece. 

Tûd noted that Mankh had not acknowledged Klogoh as he had the Gwathlo cousins.  Kamilata thought that this would be entirely normal.  Klogoh was one of his ilin anyway and had received the return of the bow offered; the appropriate level of recognition on the road like this.  Anything more would be favouritism of his youngest son and therefore a disservice to all his other ilin.  As the newcomers and ilin of the least of the Lords in this train, they rode at the rear with Thranduil.  A position of honour, indeed
.

Klogoh rode with his father’s ilin for a short while before rejoining them.  The Gwathlo cousins still rode with Jadhrim and the Carnc.  However, the news was that the emperor rode only a day behind.  Normally, anyone wanting to visit Westil would sail up the Westilakken.  However, to ride there was obviously more penitent and therefore the mode of transport everyone used to reach the Jukpūdhar of a Lord of the Celebrinoth.  This was the longest leg of their journey, but one of the fastest. 

The imperial road was, across much of the flanaess a causeway topped with a wide paved road.  It was the reason that ilin shoed their rocca.  In Hisra, reflecting its history as the cradle of the Celebrinoth
, there were wide regular grassy campsites a mile or more square.  These occurred every ten miles or so, they were flat, watered and sheltered from the worst of the weather.  Ancient dry stone walls divided the space up into regular useable areas.  Setting up a camp was a routine that was swiftly accomplished along the shores of the Westilakken. 

The skies were grey and the Westilakken was more or less an inland sea.  Following the geese in the weeks before, flocks of swans now bobbed at the Lakeside, where they would over winter.  Most days were just cold and damp. Occasionally there was rain, sleet or snow.  The trees were loosing their leaves much faster now, winter was racing across the land.  Wolves left tracks in the morning frost, but didn’t bother any of the ilin caravans.

Gradually, their train caught up with someone else’s.  Even at the back the four end-markers had word passed back to them they had caught up with the Gefothan Lord of Bissel and the Gûl Lord of Furyondy.   Tûd looked west at the skeletons of the trees silhouetted against the afternoon sky.  He smiled to himself at the familiar sight of the gigantic rookery.  They couldn’t see the next train behind them, but it was mid afternoon and the outriders from that train would be selecting camping sites by now.  But estimating their position by the rookeries that extended all the way up past the city; he judged that they would rest indoors tonight.  

Being very large, the city of Westil was soon in sight.  They could see fisherman, still plying their trade.  With this many people flocking into the city, fresh food would sell for a premium.  Canny merchants who saw an opportunity had over paid boat owners to brave the wintry weather on the lake to ferry goods and empty coin chests from Crockport to the city.  They too stood to make a handsome profit, if the Funduq had enough space for them and their goods. The weather was dull and overcast, more snow fell.  It was still falling as they eventually entered the city, feeling quite small as they rode in between the two vast limestone griffins who stood before the gates.  Gongs sounded, loud at the gate and then repeated, along the wall, in decreasing volume until the those in the Citadel could be heard, muted as if by the twilight. 

Aranost, the Royal Citadel of Westil, capital of Hisra

We turned a corner and saw, gleaming in the distance, the golden roofs of the Potala… We felt inclined to go down on our knees like pilgrims and touch our foreheads to the ground.







Heinrich Harrer, Seven Years in Tibet

Then Pippin cried aloud, for the Tower of Ecthelion, standing high within the topmost wall, shone out against the sky, glimmering like a spike of pearl and silver, tall and fair and shapely, and its pinnacle glittered as if it were wrought of crystals; and white banners broke and fluttered from the battlements in the morning breeze, and high and far he heard a clear ringing as of silver trumpets.







JRR Tolkien, The Return of the King
Their arrival having been proclaimed by gong, they made their way to Aranost.  The place teemed with ilin.   Lords from all over the empire were arriving for this important state event.  It wasn’t often that a people got to bury the nephew of their God and the ilin of the Empire had recently missed the opportunity to bury his last remaining son.  Their embassies to Westil had been renewed in anticipation of this time.  Where Cam-Gil and his shield man from the PWOC, Tinulé had slipped quietly away, Celegorm would receive the full pomp and circumstance of an imperial state Jukpūdhar.

A thousand years ago Aranost and indeed the city of Westil about it had been designed and built to encamp and then supply the Celebrinoth.  The prefects who worked for the Lauver and Kanzler had been toiling for a number of years to provision the caverns under the citadel with preserved foodstuff for this time.  Old wells had been uncapped and the plumbers of Westil had three years of un-interrupted work as the saan of the citadel was replaced and augmented.   

The Lords of the Empire were billeted above their ilin in the quarters that for centuries had been used by the patrol leaders and hedgelords of Hisra.  Their horses were pastured in the sheltered gentle valleys to the North and West of the city as they had been a thousand years ago.  There were too many farms to the south now to allow the empires finest to loose their rocca on next year’s spring crops.  The Gwathlo themselves are crammed into the royal apartments. 

The ilin of the Gwathlo are billeted with the ilin of Hisra itself.  That is to say, they are crammed in where ever there is space for them.  Many are sent north to Fairyford Carey to wait out the state occasion at the agadir there.  Lodd’s border wardens, to those aware of their existence, were conspicuous by their absence – doubtless all long the Howling Marches, as were most of the Brandenheer.  There appeared to be only one Battle left in residence.  That is one company on duty as door openers at any one time whilst one sleeps and the other readies itself for its next shift under the watchful gaze of all the empire.  Fortunately the Brandenheer are the same warband who guard the Golden Hill and are used to the standard of turnout required when the emperor is at large.  

Discussing this disposition later, Tûd and Kamilata persuaded Thranduil that the warders were most likely on the east bank of the Bruinenwassë, with the other two Battles encamped at crossing points between here and Eru Travar.  They all noted that the Seregon, the emperor’s ilin, were not getting too much spare time.  They had become the de facto police and organisers of the constant stream of ilin in and out of the fortress to tend their rocca.  So much for guarding the emperor.  That duty appeared to fall to his nieces, “the emperor’s pets”, Tûd named them. Not part of his Sairon’s staff, they were Blackrobe Isenwarian princesses who hardly ever left their cousin alone.  Thranduil thought them attractive as a trio and was working out how to arrange an introduction for himself (for the purpose of courting one of “the emperor’s pets” not meeting the emperor) but something in Tûd’s manner dissuaded him from pursuing the idea. 

Later, when Thranduil had become sudden busy (honoured, by the nature of the task and inconvenienced by the need to polish everything to a high shine at short notice). Tûd again noted to Kamilata (champion armour shiner amongst the ilin, having once been jalee) that “the emperor’s pets” had a reputation for obsessive single-mindedness.  He was of the impression that they took their (self appointed ?) task very seriously and might not take too kindly to the suggestion of a quick dalliance from a disgraced Falliarochben. 

Along with the ilin who accompanied Jadhrim (mostly Nostir of each of the kindreds) and Asion (who is Carnc of Amburn in Northern Hisra), they were billeted in vacated space in the dwarf-built jalee barracks.  Having Kamilata with them made this process a little swifter and less of an exploration than it had been for some of the ilin billeted there (from Ard Rhassë, Ket and Uleck).  The place was soon warm and lit, the winter shut outside for the night. 

Bosen Koubba

“Until you have learnt to serve men, how can you serve ghosts? Zilu then ventured upon a question about the dead. The Master said, "Until you know about the living, how are you to know about the dead?"  

Confucius Analects XI.

A thunderstorm caused by the very last southerly trade winds blowing up from Woolly Bay gathered itself over the plains of Ard Rhassë, mounted into a huge pall over the Westilakken and broke over the city at nightfall.

Celegorm was laying in state in Iaun i Hisra, the main temple of the land, called Bosen Koubba by the empire’s Baklunish peoples. A vigil was to be kept. This would comprise of four guards at cardinal points around the bier.  The Falliarochben stood to the north, facing outwards, one of the ilin of Hisra stood to the east, a blackrobe to the south and member of the Gwathlo (or one of their ilin) to the west.  Despite his entry from the door to the north, the Falliarochben in situ made a point of not noticing Thranduil as he entered to do Forgileill’s shift on the vigil. The man in question, an experienced Flanne ilin named Bethor had spent many hours training alongside Thranduil.  Thranduil thought his action petty and a little childish.  He thought no more of it and assumed his place to wait out the night in cold silence.

During the night Queen of Furyondy and her son, the Emperor’s chief court magi, visit. They were accompanied by priests, Thranduil recognised Fienthin in the garb of the priestess of Labellas.  He also recognised by their costumes the priests and priestess’ of Hannali.  Wan candlelight cast deep shadows and gave the entire scene an elusive, transient quality as the candles flickered in the winter airs. 

They stood in silence over Celegorm’s tomb for nearly an hour.  Elacae turned to his mother and said “It was him then ?”  It wasn’t really a question so much as a statement.

Without stepping any closer she raised her hand, as if to caress a lover’s face, and let it fall again.  “Yes,” she breathed, “Celegorm.”

“I would have known sooner.”

The priests all had the decency to look a little uncomfortable.  The stability of the empire, it seemed, had been more important the life of one of its citizens.  Thranduil maintained the same silent stance as the other guards on the vigil.

Forgileill’s damp yicduroh and clothing was lying on the floor where she’d left it.  Her bags were still packed and the amount of space she had seemed ridiculously small.  She and the other younger members of the Gwathlo seemed to be actually in what had once been bodyguards or hand servants quarters for the apartments above and below where the more senior members of the clan were. 

The long hot soak had been welcome. However, the several hours waiting had done nothing for the long, horse-induced aches in her legs.  Wrapped in a thick towel she sighed as she prepared herself to unpack and get her affairs in order for the morning.

There was a quiet, discreet little cough from behind her.  There was a young Gwen, kneeling at the doorway to her small chamber.  The girl bowed her head and kept her eyes on the floor.  For a moment Forgileill quite forgot what to do next, having been mostly in that position herself.  “Yes ?”

On cue, the girl looked up.  She was Kea, with reddish hair and slightly sticking out ears.  

“Highness, I have been sent by the Lady of the Adfel Nhi, at the request of the Princess Jadhrim, to serve you whilst you are in Aranost.”

Hurrah ! Thought Forgileill, my prayers are answered.

“The guest of the hospitable learns hospitality.” Mused Forgileill.

The girl dropped her gaze again. If her waiting on Forgileill was supposed to be some kind of lesson or educational point, then it was perhaps a little cruel of her mistress to use her thus, as the object of a lesson, without asking first. 

“What is your name ?”

“Invaswen, your highness.”

“Well then, Invaswen i Aranost, the first service I require of you is to help me dry and braid my hair whilst you tell me about the Lord and Lady of the Adfel Nhi.”

Invasewn looked like a frightened rabbit.  Obviously tales of the wild princess of the Gwathlo and her rebellious lifestyle had preceded her.  Thinking about what the power of her reputation had achieved for her at Flicher’s Crossing, she kept Invaswen working hard, cleaning, picking up and arranging drying, laying the fire (which she lit with a firebolt)
, making tea and arranging all the things Forgilell would need the following day.  And all the while Forgileill harried her with questions.

Invaswen scurried and worked hard for her Lyio’s honoured guest.  Although they probably looked about the same age, the Sindalië princess had a harsh edge to everything she said or did.  Invaswen had not only to work quite a bit harder than was strictly proper, but also answer a barrage of questions on all manner of topics, not all of which were perhaps not appropriate for a gwen of her station to speak of with an ilin of her station.  When she was eventually dismissed, Invaswen made her weary way back to her chambers and threw herself down.

It had been for Invaswen, physically, her hardest period of service since arriving in Aranost.  But casting her mind back, it was still preferable to most of the alternatives. 

The next morning had been a similar whirlwind experience.  Of course Forgileill had risen before the sun and gone to shoot the hare with the other ilin.  Which apparently, due to the sheer numbers involved had been a somewhat vexing way to pass the time.  The Seregon did their best to keep order and the Emperor’s Authîr had overseen the practice field himself.  However, getting all the ilin out to practice and then back in again caused chaos in the citadel and the saan
 groaned as rocca were watered and ilin bathed.  

Along with others of her rank and station, Forgileill would attend upon the Lord of the Nhi and the Emperor as they held joint court in the Lyrond.  The others would of course simply wait upon their masters elsewhere.  The other Lords of the Empire would attend the joint court after lunch.  Everywhere one went one fell over ilin who were in the wrong place.  ‘Who comes uncalled, sits un-served.’ Invaswen thought to herself as she directed yet another lost ilin back to his quarters. Sentries spent their entire time answering “Where is….” Questions.  And, with all their lacings replaced for Jukpūdhar, it was much harder to tell any of the ilin apart.  

Forgieleill rode out with the other princes of her Clan.  The younger of them (of which she was the youngest) were encouraged to appraise the ilin as they practised.  As they moved amongst the other lords of the empire, lessons were given on their alliances and disposition.  Individuals were singled out; the youngsters were then assigned to one of those individuals and expected to deliver some intelligence on that person the next day.  It was all very conspiratorial, but for her family, felt entirely normal.  Forgileill was sure that the other Clans, wily and politicised as they were, didn’t quite embrace espionage to the same degree.  They would quite likely be horrified at her entire Clan if they knew.

Eventually Invaswen found Forgileill’s ilin and issued their instructions.  She then made her way back to her own quarters for a few hours rest, before the evening mayhem began as the members of the joint court dined in state.  

Forgileill’s Future

Being a faithful knight might mean that you just on being faithful without being told things







AA Milne, The House at Pooh Corner
Jadhrim dined privately with Fienthin.  The former Carnc was quite interested to learn of the young princess’s lesson in the four precepts upon which the Nostir lived their lives.  She was a little disappointed to hear that the Seldarine had chosen to deliver such a shock to Forgileill when she made her oath.  “Forgiving the unrepentant is like drawing pictures on water.”  Fienthin smiled.  

“Where there is shame, there is hope of virtue.” She replied.  

They both sipped their quith.

“Will she ever be ready, do you suppose ?” asked Jadhrim

“There is a cherry on the northern edge of the valley of Imladínen.  It suffers longest the winter and blossoms last of all the trees in that valley.  But being on the rim and in the sun for longer, it usually bears some of the best fruit.”

Jadhrim sat back and nodded, smiling slowly as she raised her cup to Fienthin in salute.   

“A tree oft transplanted rarely bears a good harvest.”

Fienthin didn’t let her gentle smile waver for a moment.

“Change is the nature of things.  Stasis is not the way of the flows, the way of Ghia or the way of the Nostir.  Some things may endure for a very long time, Jadhrim, but none last forever, not even the universe itself.”

They waited for the others to arrive.  The Chapel of Labellas was very plainly furnished.  Some might say spartan.  However, at this time, the temples and religious precincts were one of the few places in the citadel that were not given over to housing visitors.

They were joined by Kcasamenzay, who bowed to Fienthin and sat down.  Moments later by Alu Canath Nhi.  Mankh Adfel Nhi knew that he was involved as his Lyio’s Authîr, but was unused to informal meetings of quite this level.  Arthua was present as the head of the house of Glordin.  Jadhrim gestured casually and the quith jug poured out six measures.  She let everyone reach for their own cup.

Alu Canath opened, “It has been suggested that I make Forgileill my ilin, that her somewhat irregular arrangements are formalised.”  There was a pause.  Arutha asked “What would the alternative be ?”

“She would be sent to Saironost early and her ilin released to find service elsewhere.”

Arthua considered before he spoke.   “Mayhap that would be the best for the Clan and our allies.  Should any rival Clan examine her arrangements, they would see her duplicity as ours and rightly consider us complicit.  Because of who she is, the Empire would expect more of her, it would be her fault that the Clan would loose face on the Golden Hill.  Those who are currently her ilin are equally at fault; they know the requirements and yet pin their fortunes to a renegade.  As she leaves the life of ilin, so their stars will fall from the firmament, no other Lyio would have them.”

Mankh spoke up for her “To be intestate is not unusual in all the empire.  She has done no worse than any other might in her shoes.  She has even been denied aid by those within whose gift it was to aid her, and thereby has perhaps deserved some further opportunity.”  He paused.  “And despite their apparent complicity, her ilin would easily find a new bond, although it might be far away from Hisra.”

Alu Canath asked, “What of her then, is she ready ?”

Kcasamenzay gave a slight sigh, “Lord, she is young, but her impetuousness is beginning to give way to caution.  She does learn well and learn from her mistakes as well as displaying the increasingly rare ability to learn from the mistakes of others.  With the right guidance, she will make a good leader.”

Alu Canath noted “She is the scion of our benefactor and greatest ally, she brings a number of bows and steeds with her.  This makes her an asset now and Hisra is short of ilin."  Mankh nodded.

Arutha interjected.  “She is rash, she cares little for things that do not concern her directly.  Were she appointed, I would fear for the stability of the area in which she was deployed; troubles radiate from her as ripples on a smooth pond from a dropped stone.”  It was his turn to pause.  “Her presence is likely to be disruptive to the ilin who are her neighbours.  I seriously doubt that she would take adequate care not to offend those who should not be offended, nor take sufficient interest in the concerns of those whom ilin exist to protect.”

Jadhrim shot her cousin a black look, he sat unmoved.  She spoke.  “Lord, I believe that it is because Forgileill is aware of her past failures that she will be an asset.  Knowing that she has made mistakes in the past will make her work all the harder to perform in an exemplary manner in the future.”

“But what mistakes ?”  Snapped Arutha.  “What ever it is was that she did, it is so bad that you would not even tell me ! This indicates that it is something that should bar her from being ilin.  Ever.”

Kcasamenzay’s voice was quiet and crystal clear.  “I know her.  Where she has been, the travails that she has suffered, the unpleasant thing that she was, against her will.  It might have been her own fault, but it was also her own problem and she prevailed.  Where you might not have, Arutha.”  She paused.  “Think on that before you question my judgement.”

“A caring brother would have some sympathy and concern for his youngest sibling, not just the possible impact on his Clan.” Added Feinthin.  “Remember that the empire and its institutions will one day pass; the nostir will still live in families, as they did before times.”

“Jadhrim, we served Celegorm together for over a century.  Make sure that she is ready.”  Said Alu Canath.

“Your will, Lord.”  She replied, bowing low.

They all stood and left, Alu Canath first, then Feinthin, Kcasamenzay and Mankh.  Arutha waited for Jadhrim, as the next senior, to leave before him.  They were the last two in the room.  Having waited until the others were out of earshot, she squared up to him and whispered. “I don’t know what game you’re playing, but you would do well to remember who you are.” And she turned on her heel and stalked out.

Arutha stood for a moment.  He hadn’t just been playing devil’s advocate, he really believed that they were making a mistake, that his little sister, who had started out Brynn Fin as bumbling spoilt prima donna, had grown into something altogether more sinister.  He knew who he was, but he didn’t know Forgileill any more and Kcasamenzay and Jadhrim were just too close to see the danger she presented. 

Jukpūdhar
“Ilin oath is more than blood” Said Roh
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The main events began before dawn.  High in the Tirandamunda (Elephant Tower), the first of the mourners took in deep lung full of chilled Westilakken air.  Splitting the pre dawn gloaming there was one ululating dolorous cry that seemed to go on forever.  The sea gulls along the lakeshore road took to the sky, adding their raucous chorus to the opening of the mourning, setting off the population of the rookeries around the city.  As if on cue, other voices within the city joined in with a great wailing and gnashing of teeth.  

Celegorm had been Prince of Hisra for many centuries.  He was directly related to Laru the Red, Dragon God of the Empire.  He was a lord of the Celebrinoth.  Following the hurried way in which Glordin’s Jukpūdhar had happened, the Gwathlo would make up for it now.  The other scions of the Gwathlo and their Sindalië relatives followed the bier, carried by his closest lieutenants, as it left Aranost (the Citadel).  Born on shoulders of Gothon Yla, Alu Canath Nhi and four more of his Carnc, Celegorm made a last tour of his city.

Next in line was the King of Perrenland.  As the Lyio of the deceased, he was the chief of the unrelated mourners.  Then came the body of the ilin of Hisra and the owners, sponsors and officers of the Brandenheer, all shedding the tears that long tradition of Jukpūdhar requires.  And of course, where the Emperor goes, the game of houses follows.  All of the great houses of the Empire had sent representatives to convey their grief at Celegorm’s passing.

Citizens of Hisra from both the city of Westil and far away fell in behind the good and great of the Empire, their wailing, mock self flagellation and tooth grinding filling the air with jarring and frankly disturbing cacophony.  Within the Empire it is viewed as necessary and healthy to weep in such a manner at such times. 

By the time that the sun was half way to noon, the procession had covered almost all of the city, the mourners, official and unofficial, genuinely moved and those moved by duty, had fallen in behind. Priests from many faiths bore fetishes on arks, adding their songs, hymns and chants.  Most of those within sight of the bier were silent and solemn.  Nearly two miles away, towards the back, the crowds were riotous with a carnival atmosphere, entertainers tumbled and mimed as bards and choirs ran through a recognisable Jukpūdhar related repertoire.  Generally, people take their cue from the chief mourners.  In accordance with tradition, most of the ilin classes discussed in reverend tones the life and great works of Celegorm, assessing his place in the pantheon of Celebrinoth who had gone before him. 

The procession marched out of the city and straight towards the Vesve along the Ulriaweg.  There is a Beacon Hill to the north of the road, it takes two hours to reach at slow walk.  The bier and the mourners mounted the hill, with Celegorm taking pride of place at the summit.  Forgileill was stood within arms reach of the pall bearers, pressed up by the weight of ilin behind.  The crowds opened and various denominations of priests came through.  

The highest ranking clerics of the Seldarine prayed and chanted.  Slowly all the other Nostir (and the Pernostir who leant that way) joined in with the lament.  It was a cry impeaching the Seldarine to welcome one of their own. The crowds hushed as their voices stretched the limit of human hearing.  As silence descended once more, Abyzaran, a Kalkhur Shaman performed his noisy, smoky rite to ensure that Celegorm left the fields we know and wouldn’t return to disturb his successors. He was followed by hierophants and then other Flanne Priests of the Circle delivering benedictions for the security that Celegorm and his kin had provided not just to the people of Hisra but to all the Flanaess.   The trees of the Vesve were suddenly colonised by crows.  The air went black with rooks, ravens and their ilk, all to a deafening cawing crescendo. Thousands of birds temporarily turned bright afternoon to shaded twilight, the noise blotted out thought and memory.  Inexplicably the eyes of the mourners on the hill were drawn to the open avenue by which all the priests had ascended.  At the foot of the hill were a large group of between twenty and thirty Blackrobes.  They said nothing and did not move to gain the hill via the open path through the crowd.  They just stood there. Afterwards the mourners at the foot of the hill could not remember their arriving and had no clear recollection of their departure.  But they were there and they paid their respects in silence as the corvids had paid theirs with rasping voices. 

Ascarnil Gwathlo then led the congregation in commemorating the life, reputation and great deeds of the Prince of Hisra. This was done in rhyme and song
.  Many others took their turn to add more to what has already been said by the chief mourner, beginning with the forlorn looking King of Perrenland.  By the time those who felt the need to had added their piece it was dusk.  Slowly and without drama the crowds dispersed as Celegorm’s blood relations watched the sun go down on his face for the last time.  Alu Canath placed a thick yellow velvet cloth over the body of the one who had been his Lyio since the Dagor Tarsil. 

As the human element of the Jukpūdhar retreated for the night, their cries and tears spent.  As the Pernostir of the empire retired, their duty to a Lyio of the Celebrinoth done, His family shouldered Celegorm for one last journey into the Vesve.  

Each day of Jukpūdhar begins in sorrow (even despair) and proceeds in no particular order through expressions of pride, gratitude, thanks, wistful remembrance, solemn and joyous commemoration, veneration and faith.  These are displayed in uncontrolled outpourings of grief, solemn and joyous procession, music, prayer, songs, hymns, chants, liturgy, collective acts of religious worship and both private and public retrospection.  It is a religious ritual, common to the belief systems prevalent in the Empire. The ritual is not prescriptive in any way – people can drift in and out of the ritual at any point and although it does have formulaic prayers and litanies, these are not set in stone.  The whole process is rather organic.

The Gwathlo returned to the Citadel at dusk the following day, saying little.  The third day was given over to feasting.  The mood of all those who were gathered was re-set from mournful introspection to forward looking.  Forgileill was able to take time to find her friends for a short while.  Of course, as one of the Gwathlo, when she went to feast, it would be in the same hall as the Emperor.  All of them would technically be at the same feast, of course.  However there was always a subtle difference.

There was then a lull for a week or so.  Forgileill and the others mustered daily with other ilin of Clan Gwathlo and of Hisra.  Horses were turned out and space was found for the ilin of all the other Lords who had come.  The fields around Westil hadn’t seen such a body of ilin since the Celebrinoth began to muster for the Dagor Tarsil. 

The Lords rode out and often met, conducting the business of running the empire and dynastic manoeuvring whilst all about their ilin restrained themselves from churning the entirety of the Wilya to hoof pocked mud. 

Also during that week, yicduroh were re-laced.  All the yellow silken braid was gathered up, it would be dyed and used again for something else by the cloth merchants of Westil.  New braids laced lamellae together in proper colours for their home regions – either colours of house or state, depending on their own traditions and their Lyio’s wishes.  

And all the while the Lyrond of the Citadel was closed.  It reopened, not under the dancing wolf of the Gwathlo, but under the very similar wolf’s head of the Nhi.  Alu Canath, before the Emperor and other Lords of the Empire, claimed the Carnc of Hisra as ilin.  Those ilin who served directly were already forsworn to him as Authîr, but there were others who were included. 

The next day, borrowing his ilin’s Lyrond, the emperor claimed Alu Canath as his ilin.  Forgileill was in the forefront of the seated ilin (Carncs, Lords and favoured scions of the great houses) for both events.  Thranduil was also in attendance, towards the back, with the other Lominlindi, but still a guest.  

Over the last two years, the shape of the empire had changed greatly.  Three elder statesmen of the Empire had passed, three mighty and reverend Princes of the Sindalië.  The Gwathlo had shed three quarters of their land within the empire; The Yla, the Irien and Nhi had all been elevated to the Imperial Council.

Despite the Emperor departing within a week, following Alu Canath’s promise to attend upon him at mid winter, it was a month or more before the last of the visitors left.   All the Carnc of Hisra had returned to their Wilya.  

Normality in Hisra

Back to life,

Back to reality







Soul II Soul, Back to life
The rhythm of days in the Citadel was restored.  The ilin would arise before dawn, put on their practice armour and take one or two of their rocca and shoot the hare.  They would return and attend upon all their rocca and then bathe before taking brunch in their quarters.  They would then put on their field armour and make their way to the Lyrond.  There the Prince would sit on his low dais and his ilin would sit in serried ranks upon the floor.  The political business of the day would be done.  Then the afternoon would be disposed according to the Prince’s earlier instruction.  In the evening, best and parade armours would be worn and all the ilin, indis and gwenn would dine together in the lyrond.  Thus was the natural flow of days in any great citadel of the empire.  

Now that the guests had departed the new Lord of Hisra could assemble all of his ilin in his Lyrond.  Forgileill of course, sat with others of her station near the dais.  Her ilin sat very nearly at the back.  Kamilata was sat between his comrades; he was to copy Tûd in front of him whilst accepting corrections to his deportment from Thranduil, who entered behind him. 

As they were sat on their cushions, Tûd whispered to Kamilata “One of the frustrating things in being at one of these courts is the lack of exchange of ideas. It's quite typical for it just to be a place to report information, so it's not the kind of aggressive throwing around of ideas that one experiences at a briefing in the field.  It’s as if this, the sitting of the formal court, is purely to set out things that are already fact.”

“Is that why most of these periods of negotiation that we’ve attended have been almost all posture and long silences ?”PRIVATE "TYPE=PICT;ALT="
Thranduil answered “You don't negotiate in public. What you do in formal situations like this is find out the position of the other side. You compare positions and then you negotiate outside the meetings, so don't expect too much from court sittings like this. You've got to make private appointments and meet in the evenings or on the practice field and then they find out what people really think.

There are many people that have to be consulted and there is often this process they go through of pre-consultation. And then you have a meeting to actually take the decision but the decision has in fact already been taken, but you can't act on it.  Only after it’s final endorsement in court can it be acted upon.”

Kamilata mused for a moment, careful to keep his voice down, he noted “I have not seen the Lords move about much after they were dismissed from the Emperor’s dinner. However, I have noted that for a Princess of the Gwathlo, a former Carnc, one of the blood of the High King of the Ancient Realm, Jadhrim did an almost unseemly amount of rushing about.”

“She’s the chief negotiator for the Gwathlo at this time. It’s normal for a house to appear to hold back one of its rising stars so that they aren’t promoted too high to negotiate. Using someone of her rank is the usual method of negotiation on the Golden Hill. It happens when the Clan Chiefs or Lords have met and there's a difference of opinion, which they wouldn't show in public.”

There was silence as one Carnc or other entered and they all bowed their heads in his direction as he passed on his way to the front.  His ilin sat behind Forgileill’s whispering ilin.

 
“They'll
 inform their immediate subordinates what the situation is and they instruct those subordinates to go out with their senior ilin and thrash out the sticky points with their equivalents within the other camp. And this is where they'll talk in a much more friendly way and be much more frank about their position. Then they come back to their Lyio and report what's happened. And the Lyio will say, "Right, when you go out with them, suggest this and this," and gradually you can see points resolved in an informal way and if there's a refusal it’s not in court and the Lyio of either camp don't lose face. Most of this happens either whilst shooting the hare or in the evening, after dinner has formally ended.”

“How do we fit in ?  Why are we kept here for this ?” asked Kamilata.

Tûd answered again “So that all of the ‘official’ proclamations of the courts are known and understood by all of that Lyio’s ilin.  By your sheer presence, you bear witness to the dispensing of justice, declaration of war, setting of taxes and so on.  Plus of course these are lessons for your future, as your Lyio rises in stature, so do her ilin.  These are your lessons.”

“How now ?” asked Thranduil of Tûd, a gentle test of his ilin lore.

Tûd had to think to answer “Never negotiate in public. Use court or a formal meeting only for the exchange of positions. The ilin classes like to take their time during meetings. Silence is used to create a space for thinking. After they've finished their thinking process they'll speak. Don't put pressure on people. Use the relative informality of the practice field and evening hours to socialise and gently negotiate. The decision making process involves the consultation of the whole team, but the decision will be made by consensus, therefore no ilin will display any individuality.  Harmony is everything. Don't express doubt or criticism publicly, find subtle ways of asking questions.”

On the third day, Alu Canath had worked through his tasks as Prince, in order of urgency and had come to Forgileill.  She was called from amongst the ilin (she sat in the second row from the dais, on the Prince’s left).  With quiet efficiency she unfolded from the sitting position, the velvet lining and soft almost black silken braiding of her yicduroh making little sound as she moved to the supplicant’s position before the Prince.

She sank gracefully to her knees before him, fists on her knees and bowed her head for the appropriate pause of a princess to a prince.   She looked him in the eye.  He smiled.  “You have no Lyio here, princess of my father’s house.  Your aunt tells me that your family wish you to attend upon the Grand Assembly of Arch Magi, pending certain preparations.”

“The Gwathlo have asked that I find you a place until such time as you are called to Siaronost.”  Uncertainty gripped her innards like an icy claw.  There was no knowing what this might mean.

Frogileill nodded.  Yes, she knew that Kcasamenzay would deliver her to the Assembly whether she wanted it or not.  No-one behind her or even to the side could see her biting her bottom lip.  She hoped that Alu Canath hadn’t seen it either.  If he did he showed no sign but continued.  “I will not allow brigands to run loose in Hisra. [Gentle laughter from the ilin at their Lyio’s jest]  Therefore you will go to Ulria.  You will become ilin to the Carnc there
 and discharge your duties as best you can.”

Well, that told her.  The Prince reached behind himself and picked up some sort of banner.  “This was left to you by your cousin Jadhrim.  It was her banner in Teddin and also when she rode abroad in Sharifika.  It is yours now.”  He passed the banner to his son, the only other sat on the dais, who took it with both hands and stepped down, towards Forgileill.  He sank to his knees and, holding the banner horizontally with both hands, bowed his head and wordlessly offered it to Forgileill.

Bowing her head to the banner, with two hands she accepted it.  She could now see that it was a back banner, the kind that fix to an ilin’s lumber arrow block.  If it had been Jadhrim’s and Forgileill wore it, then she would of course be the inheritor of Jadhrim’s standing in Hisra, people would assume that she was as calm, experienced, and powerful as her older, calmer, more experienced, blackrobe cousin.  Fienthin’s words returned to her.  It would also mean that some of the more dutiful souls and sprits of the Vesve would follow her to their deaths on the assumption that she was doing ‘the right thing’.  As opposed to the reality of them following her to their deaths because she didn’t actually know anything.  All of a sudden, that one lightweight piece of cloth weighed an awful lot. 

“Thank you, uncle, for your confidence.  I will strive to be worthy of this gift.”  He nodded once in reply and prepared to move on to the next item on his agenda.  “The truth has a good face but bad clothes, Forgileill.”  He said as she bowed her head to the floor.  He stopped and looked at her for a long moment.  He was Glordin’s brother.  He reminded her so much of her father.  There was even that same  surreptitious smile when he told her: “Do not chafe against your bridle, lest your muzzle become sore.”  She nodded.  She rose and resumed her place in his body of ilin, if anywhere was home now, it was Hisra.      

The Temple of Hannali

The greatest thing you’ll ever learn

Is just to love

And be loved

In return






Baz Luhrmann, Moulin Rouge
They had ridden for several days into the Vesve along the Tîrgu Road.  This was the forerunner of the imperial causeways, a dwarf built road driven through the forest on a compass bearing to speed the passage of men and material from Perranland to Westil.  Of course, that was over a thousand years ago.  This far into the forest, the modern Tîrgu Road was a single cart track winding its way along the parts of the dwarf road that were still in the best condition.  Much of the rest of it was beginning to disappear under the encroaching forest as it slowly took back what it had once given up.  The large mile square encamping stations along its length were now usually just a few hundred yards across and hemmed in with young trees.  

Previous travellers, taking this route in high summer and through the autumn had stacked dead wood at each location.  It was understood that people who could, would do this, so that people who travelled in bad weather or the dead of winter would not freeze to death or starve for want of a hot meal during their journey. 

They were well provisioned and of course had the letter of introduction from Alu Canath Nhi himself to the Carnc of Ulria.  It was on the strength of this eight folded piece of paper that ilin travelled the empire from one appointment to the next without fear of being hung as bandits.  Most of their treasures were in storage in the catacombs under Aranost, destined to follow in the summer.  After all, there have to be some advantages to almost any situation.  

The culverts that guided the streams and small rivers under the road remained largely unfrozen.  Thranduil had followed one of these streams to fill up their waterskins
.  As he walked on he felt a strange inner calm.  Frost clung to the declavities in the bark of the oaks he passed.  Thin winter sun illuminated the odd leaf still on the tree, highlighting its amazing capillary structure.  Flowers of rime blossomed on the rocks of the stream.  

It was very quiet and very peaceful.  He found that he’d entered a particularly tranquil glade (he’d felt the sense of the place wash over him as he’d entered) at about the same time as a Galadhrim entered from the other side.  The other elf held out his arms and Thranduil tentatively crossed over.  The trust emanating from the Galadhrim made Thranduil suspicious to start with, but he was lost in the wonder of this place, pale and beautiful in its gown of winter white. 

Releasing Thranduil from his embrace, but keeping hold of hands, the other welcomed him.  “This glade is a place sacred to Hannali Celanil.”

Thranduil nodded.  That made sense.

“Your search is nearly done.  But it does not end here.  Hannali will never forsake you, Thranduil, but your path is that of the Sword, not of the heart.  Love your art, for it is the reason the Seldarine shaped you the way they have.  It is an ancient purpose, a religious duty.”

Again Thranduil could only nod.  It seemed that at each turn, each priest of the Sledarine was gradually telling him more and more of what he wanted to hear.  

“Remember that the best way to travel is towards heaven.”

He pressed a carved billet into Thranduil’s hand.

The stranger kissed him on the forehead and slowly walked back into the forest, leaving Thranduil stood in the glade, revelling in his unaccustomed wonderment. After what could have an hour, but was most likely only a few minutes, he shouldered the now miraculously full waterskins and made his way back to the camp.  

Back on the road

It is tempting to suppose that one is walking on identical ground to that trodden by the ancients….People walked, rode their horses or drove their sheep and cattle along the driest or most convenient track







Neil Curits, The Ridgeway
Thranduil kept the billet in his hand from then on, examining its meaningless abstract carvings and obviously pre-occupied with something.  The road began to climb and very soon they beheld The Edge of Dawn, the fault line that bisected Hisra from North to South.  The seasons above this escarpment marched a few weeks ahead of those at the lower altitude where they stood.  It ran for almost a thousand miles, broken here and there by waterfall or some other feature.  At almost all of these points that were not a foss, there was some path, pass or road that allowed one to pass from one season into another.

Where the Ulriaweg went up in three huge switchbacks was a major point in their journey.  At this point, as they climbed the road up the several hundred meters to the top, that they passed from the Central Vesve, the Wilya of Leggen Alu Travalan into Ulria, their new home.   There was no change in the wintery weather. 

After another day of swift paced travel they crossed the Ulria Bridge.  This was a truly substantial bridge over the deep gorge of a major tributary river that would eventually find its way into the Westilakken. 

They paused for a while before crossing.  The bridge was old, built by Dwarves and Perranic engineers for the King of Perranland’s army to cross the Vesve and confront the Demon Iuz.  It’s immense stones had come down from the mountains, pulled and slowed by tens of thousands of horses from the Young Kingdoms.  For a thousand years it had stood here.  Kamilata had patrolled this road before, when he was jalee.  He pointed out the keystones, with their immense bronze rings stapled to the outside.  They were designed to allow the bridge to be collapsed by someone with enough rope and horses, pulling sideways, thus denying this passage to some army.  He pointed out where, in times past, there had been large cleared strips to the side, stables and so on.  All that remained of these emplacements were ruinous blocks that Kamilata supposed had been anchors for gargantuan pulley blocks, long since lost to time.

Soon after this, the billet began to tug, as if on a string, to Thranduil’s right.  He stopped and explained to his companions what had happened in the sacred glade.  With a philosophical shrug, they turned and followed Thranduil’s magic stick into the forest. 

Village of Corwyl and The Ancestral Speaker of the Asrai. 

He went like one that hath been stunned

And is of sense forlorn

A sadder and a wiser man

He rose the following morn




Samuel Taylor Coleridge, The Rime of the Ancient Mariner
Following the stick took them many days.  Tûd and Kamilata eventually gave up worrying privately and made clear to Forgileill their concerns about the level of supplies remaining to them.  At first, she was thinking “Why are they telling me ?!” but then remembered that as their Lyio, feeding both them and their rocca was actually her responsibility.  But that did not exclude delegation.  She was about to order a camp from which they would hunt to re-stock their provender, when they came upon Corwyl.

The Asrai are a nomadic people within the Vesve.  They move around depending on the season and the availability of the resources upon which they subsist.  They have, in all that land, only one permanently occupied settlement.  Corwyl was created for the simple purpose of tending the memory tree of Erolvin Cor, the last king of the Asrai before Corellion himself appointed the first of the High Kings.  If it is the same tree it is over twelve millennia old. 

Somewhat predictably (Corwyl had been very close to lands governed from Iuz during the PEP) the dwellings were flets or talans amongst the branches of the trees themselves.  There were also trees that apparently had deliberately grown hollow in order to provide accommodation for the Galadhrim who lived there.  

They were met by the council of three
, who bade them all welcome and then extended their sympathies to Forgileill and went on to speak with her at some length about the connection between the scions of Feanor and the Asrai.  Evidently there was some wriggling on Forgileill’s part going on.  Tûd caught the words of a severe looking woman telling her that “She who spurns all criticism is forsaking an opportunity to better herself.”  Tûd could see that this went down well.  He felt a sudden shock of pity for Forgileill.  She was experienced and skilled beyond her years.  She kept the appearance of a teenaged girl (now in armour, with ilin at her back) and yet many people still spoke to her as if she were a mere child.  

Decided then, he walked his horse forward and apologised to the council for interrupting their conversation.  He bowed his head to Forgileill  “Lyio, your ilin hunger and their rocca are getting cold.”

She excused herself from the council and returned to the others to see to their camp, something of which they were more than capable of doing themselves.  Tûd gave her a sly wink and she tried not to smile.  

Provisioning ceased to be a worry.  Waybread was provided for their onward journey and stores were made available to supplement their rations that evening.  They had obviously been long expected.  Quith
 was produced and all of the ilin spent a pleasant evening meal chatting with the residents of Corwyl, who had come out in numbers to be with them.  Initially, the Galadhrim sat around watching the ilin, conferring amongst them selves.  Eventually the spoke with their guests, although only through Forgileill, Thranduil and one or two of their own who spoke Flanne. Yes, they confirmed, the village rarely entertained visitors.  Music began and with it, the occasional dance.  

Forgileill learned that the Asrai had an Ancestral Speaker.  As the merry making commenced, she tried to explain the significance of this to her ilin.

“Many people claim that elves walk ways unknown to mortals, they say that elven paths veer far from the fields we know, onto other planes.  Some even say that elves do not really live in mortal lands at all, but that all their forest homes, isles and cities exist as an expression of some deeper truth.  Certainly many things are different therein, for example cold winter besets Hisra and yet here we feast amongst the trees without discomfort.

Like all elves, the Ancestral Speaker is as much spirit as mortal, unlike their brethren, they are able to turn their face away from this world and to perceive the far reaches of space and time.  They learn the paths between the stars, those trodden by our ancestors.  Thus they are able to find sacred places where these ancestors may be contacted.

This is a very rare talent.  The last one I know of lived here over a thousand years ago.  This is an omen in itself.  It is both fortuitous and disquieting.” 

They returned to their feasting.

One young elf came to Thranduil and beckoned him to follow.  Forgileill saw him led away.  The Gwathlo claim to fame is that they, of all the nostir, were the only people ever to out-sneak the Galadhrim in their own forest.  Of course that was just legend and was obviously not a thing for a guest to try at a meal held in her own honour.  Especially as these people had seemed forewarned of their arrival, numbers and even taste in food and drink. 

Thranduil was introduced to Glorianna Deloryl.  Initially the meeting the albino pernostir adolescent in this place had been a surprise.  That she was the Ancestral Speaker even more so.  Thranduil, knowing what was expected of him [his account of his religious travails], instead chose to speak of what he liked.  He elaborated on the theme that he had been an apt pupil of the white order and was disappointed that their path was now closed to him. 

With a seriousness and understanding disconcerting coming from one so young, she asked him what it was he missed.  He thought and then delivered his answer.  Purpose.  The honing of his skill towards some higher goal, some benefit which whilst it might well be intangible to him, was nonetheless real to those on whose behalf he used those talents.

She leant over and kissed him.  For a moment his mind went back to Cylena.  He returned the kiss. There was a roaring within him and the forest seemed to rush past.  Forgileill [who had indeed stolen away to spy on Thranduil] saw the white witch kiss Thranduil and then he collapsed backwards and lay on the floor unmoving for many minutes whilst she watched him.  She felt a movement behind her.

Maerin Deloryl had wisely stood out of reach of the dagger that would have taken her throat.  She was obviously the mother of the Ancestral Speaker. “Right now, he is at one with Corellion.”  Forgileill understood then.  Thranduil’s epiphany.  The thing that he had, quite literally, been waiting all his life for (so far).  For an instant she was a little put out.  He was her ilin.  She was related to the ancestor god of an entire empire.  And his epiphany was triggered by a kiss from another (a different) spellweaving elf maiden ?  Wasn’t she good enough ?  She dismissed that question from her mind.  The possibility of an unpleasant answer was almost more than she could bear.  She bit her lip and looked up.  A raven sat in the tree branches high above her.  It cawed and winked at her, as if to say ‘no matter what the others think, I still like you’ before flapping off.  Glorianna was linked to the Seldarine through the spirit world.  Forgileill was an arcanist.  It was that simple.  Of course his epiphany would come through the Ancestral Speaker and not through herself. 

If the Ancestral Speaker could speak with the other world then there was a good chance that her mother may well already know what this performance was all about.  Maerin bowed to Forgileill and backed away.  That the Asrai had an Ancestral Speaker at all was news indeed.  And if she became a friend, then this was yet another potential source of information.  Forgileill turned back to watch.  Thranduil, apparently with great effort, struggled to his elbows.  

Forgileill stepped into the clearing as Glorianna stood up.  Thranduil slowly got to his feet. She and Glorianna exchanged mutual bows.  Glorianna waved her arm in a slow arc towards a nearby furry oak.  “Come, I have vacated my home tree for this night to grant you privacy.”  

She was obviously addressing both of them.

There was a long moment as Thranduil and Forgileill looked at each other.  She kept a perfectly neutral expression, neither moving nor reacting.  He half raised his hand, as if to reach out and touch her, but stopped and let his hand fall once more.  Turning back to Glorianna, he said “Thank you, but our bonds are not those, er, those of, um.”

His voice faltered as he groped for words.  None came and he looked somewhat embarrassed.  Forgileill grinned as he squirmed.  He looked anywhere but at either of the girls before him.  This appeared to be somewhat a surprise for the Ancestral Speaker of Corwyl. The look she wore, the inflection in her voice and the manner of her carriage all indicated that she had presumed that they were lovers.

“Then there is only the talan above,” Glorianna said, “where I would rest tonight.  But if you do not lie together, then I fear I may have caused offence…?”

Thranduil’s eyes met hers, that kiss had certainly contained a little of a kisses normal magic as well as Thranduil’s connection to a higher purpose.  Certainly a night in her company would help clarify things for him and put him on the proper spiritual path.

There was a moment’s hesitation from all of them, Forgileill’s hand darted out into Glorianna’s.  With her other hand, she grasped Thranduil’s wrist and placed Glorianna’s hand in his. The Ancestral Speaker and Falliarochben hesitantly turned and began to make their way into the depths of the tree.  Thranduil glanced over his shoulder and was rewarded with his Lyio poking her tongue out at him.  The slightly sadder princess stared at the opening for a few moments before shaking her head and climbing up to the talan. 

The next morning the village and its guests broke their collective fast together.  All eyes were towards Thranduil.  Evidently in this place, there were no secrets.  All eyes were waiting for him to say something about his life’s purpose.  His epiphany.  

“Fate is always dark.”  Seemed to be a popular thing to say.  Obvious, perhaps even banal, but incontrovertibly true, noted Kamilata to the others.

The council appeared.  Quiet descended on those congregated.  Halsekka presented Thranduil with a blue jacket, edged with silver.  It was fantastically embroidered with metallic threads, with a spread hand-sized design of two swords over the two moons.  Thranduil bowed to the Spirit of the Three as he accepted the gift.  He showed it to Tûd and Kamilata.  

“This is a religious vestment.  It is a garment of the apostle of Tethrin Veraladé, the shining one, the master of blades.  It is mine now.”  He carefully folded the jacket and set it down on the log next to him, he reached for his Ilya, untied it and stood up.

Forgileill also stood up as he stepped towards her.  He knelt and bowed his head, offering up the Ilya with both hands.  Blinking away any sign of a tear, she slowly reached out and took the travel worn white strip from him.

“How now, ilin ?”

“I must follow the path set before me.”

“Whither ?”

Thranduil shrugged.  With her hands limp by her sides Forgileill suddenly seemed small and downhearted.  She reached out and tipped his face up to hers.  Bending down, she kissed him on the nose.

“You are released, bandit.”

“Be happy,” he said “for my purpose is now a little clearer to me.”

She smiled sadly and turned away to sit back down between Tûd and Kamilata.

Kamilata nudged Forgileill, trying to lighten her mood by saying “Looks like you be needing to find another protector, then.”

There was a laughter annoyingly similar to the pealing of silver bells.  It was of course the young Ancestral Speaker, again all in white.

“Thranduil was never her protector.  His connection to the Princess is altogether more subtle.  The princess has been watched over by the Raven Spirit, both here and in the other world.  But for what purpose, the Raven has so far kept to himself.”

Slowly, all the elves in the gathering followed the gaze of the others until Tûd felt that everyone was looking at him.  They were.

“You must have known.” Glorianna said.  She glanced at the others, who all looked either blank or bemused.  “Surely it has been obvious all this time that you had picked out by destiny as the young raven’s protector.” Tûd looked at the strange girl before him (who he had not seen before) and was distracted by the fact that her eyes were almost devoid of pigment.  Glorianna hesitated.  “You have been guided by the Raven Spirit, haven’t you ?” He nodded, vigorously.  Oh yes, he’d been guided by the Raven Spirit alright.  Almost every night, it was something he worried about constantly.  And now it appeared that there was a reason for it.  He glanced at Forgileill, who like everyone else was still regarding him as one might a performing monkey or other curiosity.  He shifted uncomfortably, they were all still looking at him.   

“Destiny leads the willing and drives the reluctant.” He quoted.  It was all he could think of.  The Ancestral Speaker and the Council of Three all smiled and there was a general murmur of approval around the place.  Tûd felt waves of relief wash over him.  

The Council of Three then presented gifts to the descendant of Feanor.  They were two puppies, a Cooshee
 and Kannershee
, named Ruom and Ranor, saying, “If you pick up a starving dog and make him prosperous, he will not bite you.  This is the principal difference between a dog and man.”
  Despite the fact that these hounds had a fearsome and noble reputation, the two tiny puppies just looked helpless and very, very small.  

Forgileill looked around.  All the Asria were looking very pleased with themselves.  Evidently this bequest of magical dogs meant a lot to them.  She glanced over at the Ancestral Speaker, who appeared to be in some sort of shallow trance.  Glorianna spoke out “They are your friends, your partners, your defenders, your dogs. You are their lives, their love, their leader. They will be yours, faithful and true. To the last beat of their hearts. You owe it to them to be worthy of such devotion.”  There was a rushing surge then, Kamilata thought he picked up a faint note on the air and a subtle scent of strawberries.  Several of the wood elf elders (and Thranduil) blinked and swayed a little.  Forgileill buckled at the knees and only just caught herself.  That’d be wood elf magic then.  He watched her kneel as the two tiny puppies ran over to her as fast as their poorly co-ordinated legs could manage. 

The two puppies, one fat and one gangrel, looked up at their new mistress.  Hesitantly, she reached down and scooped them up, scowling as they both tried to lick her face.  

Thranduil would go with them to Ulria. He was now a mendicant and therefore no bandit.  And besides, he had a Princess of the Gwathlo to vouchsafe for him.  And perhaps she could make use of a spiritual guide, one of the Asrai had suggested.  As target practice, suggested Kamilata.  Tūd laughed, but no-one else did.  Perhaps Galadhrim humour didn’t extend to ridiculing their holy men. 

Their camp was struck and one of the Asrai guided them back to the road.  Which only took one day.  When questioned as to why it had taken four and half days to get there and only one to get back, their guide could only shrug, she had no explanation.  The wood was at once Seelie and Unseelie, and all should make of it as they would. 

Back on the Tîrgu Road, they were back in the real winter, their guide waved farewell and faded back into the forest, disappearing far too quickly for rational explanation.  Kamilata regarded the two young dogs, gazing up at their new mistress in the way that dogs do.  

“Riddle me this,” He began, “I’d expect such attachment from hounds who have been hand fed.  These two,”

“Ruom and Ranor.” Interjected Forgileill

“Ruom and Ranor, have known our Lyio only a day and a night.”

“’tis the power of the Council of Three.” Said Thranduil.  “There are things in their world which are natural there, but do not follow such rules as govern the fields we know.  There are many things which are ordinary there but are strange across the face of the world.”

Thranduil saw the blank faces of his travelling companions staring back at him.  “It’s mmmmaaaggiicc.” He added, pulling a wide eyed face and waving his hands in a charade of mysticism, “It’s all to do with the Ancestral Speaker tying those elements of the flow that reflect these dogs to those parts of the flow that reflect Forgileill.  It’s very hard to manage
 – it’s why Gloriana Deloyrl is the Ancestral Speaker for her people.  She’s innately connected with not only the flows but also the worlds which lie beyond them.”

“What about all that apostle stuff ?” asked Tûd.

“That is his purpose. To follow the tenants of Tethrin Veraladé, the shining one, the master of blades who is one of the Seldarine.”  Replied Forgieliell, her voice dropped then.  Anyone who did not know her better might have described her tone as reverential.  “and Thranduil is his agent, a prophesied hero of the Nostir.”

“So who is this Tethrin ?” asked Kamilata.

Thranduil sat tall in the saddle, “Perhaps he was once an elf, a king or war chief.  Perhaps he is a splinter or aspect of Corellion.  Or both of these things, or neither.” They set their horses to walking westwards.  “What he is, is the spirit of swordsmanship amongst the elves.  The mighty cleaving blow, the beauty of the described arc, the precision thrust and of the sword as an object of veneration in and of itself.”

Kamilata, following on, looked at Thranduil and raised an eyebrow.

“Sword for me is a fairly catch all term.  There were weapon masters during the time of the High Kings, when that ancient realm broke up, the various disciplines splintered alongside.  The Fallia way, Taurante, the Terellion knights and many others are all still out there.  Perhaps I can bring all of these disciplines together again.”

“Sounds like a bit of a tall order.”  Warned Kamilata

“He who aims at the lady
 may hit the top of a tree, he who aims at the top of a tree might not get his arrow off the ground.” Quoted Tûd, coming to Thranduil’s rescue.

“But about all the other guff ?”

“Tethrin Veraladé, the shining one, the master of blades is supposed to be the lover of Kirith Sotheril.  She occupies a position in the Seldarine analogous to Tethrin Veraladé, the shining one, the master of blades, but dealing specifically with what is perhaps best described as the act of casting spells; as opposed to ‘magic’ in a more general sense, which can mean many things.”  Said Forgileill.  

Thranduil took up the explanation.  “There appears to have been an assumption in Corwyl that as Forgileill is a spell caster and I am a swordsman and that we have been journeying together for a couple of years, that we are lovers.”

“Not an unnatural assumption.” teased Forgileill, “Given that many will always assume that any male with sword and female with a wand are assumed to be theramin by the superstitious.”   Thranduil ignored her and carried on. “There are other myths that suggest that Tethrin Veraladé, the shining one, the master of blades and Kirith are not lovers at all, but merely live in close proximity to each other.”  

Frogileill broke in again.  “And now that he is the apostle of a power, he should be addressed as ‘Heralar’ which is an ancient title for the chosen of Tethrin Veraladé, the shining one, the master of blades.”

“Heralar ?” asked Kamilata, rolling the word of his tongue.

“Legends tell of the Ohtar
 who lifted their blades against the primal darkness.  They are spoken of as if they were separate beings, perhaps with some spark of divinity left over from the birth of our race.  These individuals were fierce in war and unafraid to stand toe to toe with the mightiest of enemies.  They fought with grace, skill and spell against foes whose very appearance would freeze the blood of mortal man.”

Forgileill was grinning wildly as she spoke, whilst Thranduil slowly drained of colour.

“They stalked the ancient world, wielding bright blades against dark things. They lifted their voices up to the heavens and cried defiance into the night.  But they are not alien to the Nostir, in truth they came from those of our people who refused to leave others to their fate.  They took up arms where others were afraid, standing with the forlorn and desperate, never forsaking any.”

Forgileill had ceased grinning.  “They represented hope where they was none, walking into darkness for others, trusting to fate that their deaths were not in vain.” 

The companions looked then at Thranduil, Heralar.  He shifted uncomfortably in the saddle.  

“ And we might call you ‘Zivorn’ then, princess ?” quipped Thranduil. 

She said nothing and turned back to face her direction of travel, blushing slightly at his suggestion that she might be in some way connected with Kirith Sotheril.   

Tûd and Kamilata politely refused to acknowledge their Lyio’s embarrassment. “Very well,” asked Tûd, “But what does it mean ?”.

“I don’t really know.” Replied Thranduil. “As far as I am aware, not only am I the only living apostle of Tethrin Veraladé, the shining one, the master of blades, but the only one since the Dagor Tarsil.”
� Corellion Larethain is the main god of the elven pantheon.  This collection of divine beings is known as the Seldarine.  Corellion is the father of a lot of them and the creator of all the elven races. 


� Known commonly as “Highfolk”, this a self governing Gwaithor (high elf) city state within the Wiyla of Sharifika in Southern Hisra. 


� The Perranic wars of conquest.  A period of time from the final conflict between the Young kingdoms and the Perranlanders to the Dagor Tarsil; about six hundred years.  The catalyst for the formation of the empire. 


� The breed and type of horse used by ilin.  


� Grey elf


� Foss is the Perranic term for waterfall. 


� Wood Elves


� The Asrai are the main Galadhrim nation in this part of the world. 


� Most honours granted to ilin tend to be a two edged gift.  On one hand they add to one’s repute and on the other they impose onerous duties, which quite often are out of all proportion to the small amount of face gained.  Nonetheless, no self respecting ilin would ever turn down such an honour as the loss of face incurred would be exponentially more than the inconvenience suffered by putting up with the duty. 


� Before the Nyrondal campaigns there were over 100,000 ilin encamped (mustered for the intial deployment) along the western shores of the Westilakken.  Again, before the Dagor Tarsil, over 50,000 set out from those same locations. 


� Forgileill did not know that a very similar thing had happened the first time Invaswen met Jadhrim.  


� Plumbing (from the Perranic)


� The better the style of the cant, the more honour there is for all involved.


� The Lords and/or heads Clans


� Alu Canath is telling Forgileill that she will become one of Ulria’s Hedgelords.  It is extremely unusual for any ilin to be promoted into a different nation-state.  Therefore this move is almost certainly in honour of the fact that she bears the same name as the newly buried Prince, expressing confidence in the alliance between their houses and in the Gwathlo in general, rather than any confidence in Forgileill herself.  Nonetheless, it is a source of both pride and honour that she should be so favoured. 


� Hannali is the elven goddess of beauty and love.  Thus she is responsible for half of the elven moral code, a very important deity for the elves. 


� These would tend to be goat skins, usually fairly complete, able to hold about 20 litres of fluid and fitted with a brass neck and stopper-ed with cork imported from Udas.  Ilin are supposed to carry one to water themselves and their rocca and to use as a floatation aid during a river crossing. 


� Sylari, ‘the Mind of the Three’, Delon ‘the Body of the Three’ and Halsekka ‘the Spirit of the Three’.  A council, unique amongst the galadhrim, set up to both reflect normal galadhrim leadership ideas and also to provide a point of focus for the unusual permanent village in which they live. 


� A beverage made from juices of forest fruits.  By the dead of winter, stored in warm living quarters, it is quite likely to have begun to ferment. 


� A cooshee is a heavy set dog with a husky like tail.  They grow to 80kg and are normally used as guard dogs by the Nostir.  They generally only bark as a warning or on command.  It is a very loud bark and can be up to a mile away in open country.


� A kannershee is a wire haired, long legged hunting dog.  They grow to perhaps 50kg and are descended from domesticated Blink Dogs.  They can (and do) blink.  As well as hunting they are very good at and often trained to seek out were-creatures.  


� Mark Twain.


� The relationship between a BR and his familiar is a personal one.  What TL is referring to is Gloriana’s ability to tie the two hounds to FG, without becoming part of the equation herself or requiring some concession from FG, as having a familiar would necessitate.  For an arcanist a ritual like this would be way beyond absurdity to attempt.


� The Larger, white moon, Celene. 


� Ohta is a Sindelie word (Othron in Gwaithor) with a meaning more akin to knight than ilin.  It implies nobility of sprit and a certain purity of purpose, divine sanction.  The Ohtar were the Ancient High King’s “knights of Arthurian legend.”
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