A Parting Gift


By Pippin





There is but one star shining in the sky tonight, and it glimmers only faintly from behind the clouds that threaten to hide it.  I cross my long legs and tilt my head back to let the cool wind blow my dark hair over my eyes.  It feels soothing, and although my mother will scold me for being out so late, I cannot leave yet.  Rather, I will not leave yet.


                              


They left this evening, and from my position in the trees lining the shore, I could make out their fey and fearful forms gliding onto their silver-masted vessel.  The pile of wood that I had been gathering lay forgotten at my feet as I watched them speak with another taller man cloaked all in white.  His beard hung down from his wizened face in sharp contrast to the fair-faced elves who stood near him.  I caught a glimpse of a crimson flash on his finger; a ring of some sort catching the then-dwindling light, I surmised without much more thought to the matter. My mind was still captivated in the wonder of seeing the dangerously beautiful creatures that were so very near me and yet too far away to ever touch.  I felt myself shrink into the background, hoping that my presence would go unnoticed, though I knew the tales as well as any young boy, of elves seeing things in the dark that passed by men in broad daylight without a trace.


                              


They had not been there for long, instead speaking swiftly with the old man before together they boarded their vessel.  From behind where they had stood, I had been able to make out five smaller figures with several fat ponies munching peacefully on tall grass by the shore.  The smaller ones appeared to be saying goodbyes of some sort to each other, and then two moved onto the sleek boat instead of the shore to my surprise.  Surely, I thought to myself, they were not leaving as well?  For they were hobbits, not the sort of creature to set foot on a boat, much less one with elves bound for distant shores.


                             


I had watched the in somber fascination as their vessel glided away from its moorings, never making the slightest creak of weary oars or decks straining under loads of fish.  No, in contrast this boat pulled away as silently as the beings that stood at her regal bow.


                              


The three hobbits that were left on the shore turned away, mounting their ponies and heading up the winding path that led back eventually to the world of everyday life.  I caught their voices singing, and for a time it gladdened my heart.  But when they faded away, my heart once again felt empty, as if something inside of me had shifted leaving a hole that I could never refill.


                              


'Where are they going?' I muse now.  My mother had often told me that their time was ‘passing’, but was this what she meant?  Surely she could not have meant that they would leave forever, instead implying that their race was dying out ... but then I realize my foolishness.  Elves do not die out.  How could I have thought any differently before now?


                              


The slivered moon is dipping out of the sea, rising up to shine her face on the pale water like a beacon to all who see her.  I tell my feet that I should go home, through the darkening trees to the house that I know is nestled within.  Yet my mind not let me leave this place yet.  I find myself wisping towards the edge of the water where before the boat had been docked.


                              


Only a few footprints remain, those of heavier beings whose feet would leave a mark.  Several pairs of smaller ones, and the marks of the old man, combined many hoof-prints.  They are all I can make out in the dim light though I suspect that if it were midday the prints of the elves would still not be clear to me.  A splatter of rain falls on my nose and soon all of the imprints are washed away, leaving me to watch the sandy ground for dry places to set my feet.


                              


A glint of something catches my eye.  There by my feet, I spot a leaf.  'How could a leaf glitter so?' I ask myself as I pick it up gingerly.  Surprised by its slippery surface, I drop it and then stoop to pick it up again.  Admonishing myself for my clumsiness, I then draw in a breath.  There in the palm of my hand lays a brooch in the shape of a delicate green leaf.  Its silver edges catch the moonlight and glimmer like the star overhead.  I stare at it in wonder, hardly daring to breathe.  Surely this could not have fallen by mistake.  The leaves of Lorien do not fall idly, I remember being told.  Yet why would they have- I stop as I realize.


                              


They knew.  They knew that I was there watching them all along.  Yet why would one leave behind such a priceless gift to a mere mortal boy, when it is such a thing of beauty?  Would they not have rather taken more pleasure in keeping it to look upon and to remember this Middle Earth?  As I turn to leave once more, inside my head I hear the answer to my own question.


                              


No, they would not.  By giving this to me, they will not be forgotten.  I urge my legs onward towards the trees. As I reach shelter from the rain, I look back once more to the grey shoreline.  I will not let them be forgotten, I tell myself firmly.  I can’t.


                              


                             ************************************************************************                             





Epilogue:


                              


 “Hey, take a look at this,” Marie said from one corner of the attic to her brother who stood on the other side of the room. Smoothing her dark hair away from her eyes, she peered down at what she held.


                              


 “What is it now?” he asked as he placed his cleaning rag down on the banister of the stairs to look over her shoulder.  In her hands she held a small box, delicately carved with winding edges and smooth sides the color of cedar, though its smell was different.  His dark eyes flicked over it and then he turned away.  “It’s just an old box,” he complained.


                              


Marie shook it and heard the rattle of something inside.  “No it’s not, I think it’s pretty.  Besides, there’s something in it,” she added with a gleam in her eyes.


                              





 “If it’s worth anything, I claim dibs on it,” he called from his place by the large window that he was cleaning.


                              


 “I found it,” she argued and then lifted the lid.  Inside there lay a small bundle carefully wrapped in woven cloth.  “Here now, what’s this?” she asked almost to herself as she unwound the fabric to reveal what seemed to be a pin of some sort.


                              


“Peter, you’ve got to see this,” she breathed.  Peter groaned and came once again to stand beside her, this time peering into the carved box.  A dark green leaf lined with silver sat inside, catching the light from the rays of filtered sunlight that streamed in through the still-dirty window.  Peter gazed at it for a moment before concealing his awe.


                              


 “Aw, it’s just an old pin,” he muttered and turned away.


                              


 “No, it’s too big for that.  I think it was to hold a cloak together at the neck,” Marie observed as she turned it in the light and ran one finger along its edge.


                             


 “Whatever.  You could sell it on ebay and get a few bucks for it probably,” Peter laughed.  “Fake jewelry doesn’t go for that much, but if we want to get those concert tickets we’ve got to scrape together whatever we can find.”


                              


Marie tilted the brooch in her hand for another minute before gently placing it back in the box.  “You’re right,” she murmured.  “Still...” she trailed off for a moment.  Peter placed his hands on his sides and faced her sternly.


                              


 “Do you want the tickets or not?”


                              


Looking once more at the pin, she glanced back at her brother.  “Yeah.”


                              


 “Right then,” he said. “So quit fooling around with the pin and go through some more boxes for junk we can sell.”


                              


Marie closed the lid to the box, noting that the hidden hinges made no sound.


                              


 “It’s just a stupid pin already!” Peter huffed.  Marie let out a small sigh that came from a place deep within herself, though she wasn’t sure quite where.


                              


 “Right...just a stupid pin.”
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