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One Ring

By Deby
Beautiful.

With the utmost care, he pried the mold apart and set one half down on the black volcanic ledge that served as his worktable. He turned the remaining half over, tapping the top gently with one hand to dislodge its content, allowing the object to fall into his open palm.

The gold circlet in his hand still glowed with heat, reflecting the copper light of molten rock that bubbled below him. The metal was still hot enough to burn the flesh of any foolish enough to touch it, even that of the Firstborn, but he was of the Maiar of Aule; he feared it not.

Annatar, the Lord of Gifts, he named himself to the Noldor of Eregion. He lived amongst them, taking on a form as fair as that of the elves. With honeyed words he played upon their ambivalence, their desire to remain in Middle-earth at odds with their desire to partake of the peace and bliss that could only be found in the West. Simpletons. The eagerness with which they took his counsel pleased him in the black crypt that was his heart. His guidance would be their undoing and they knew it not. Soon. Soon he would rip aside the veils that obscured their vision and reveal the truth, but not yet.

He walked to the end of the tongue of stone that jutted out over the lake of fire. Kneeling, he raised his hands, one set upon the other with the ring lying on the upturned palm. His eyes closed as he centered his thoughts, for now came the most difficult and delicate part of the making.

Softly he began to chant, his words unintelligible. All of his concentration, his whole being, he focused on the gold in his hands. With time and great effort, his voice grew louder, stronger, while all his other senses were tuned to the ring. Scattered images whirled and danced in his mind but they were not a distraction. He let his loathing of the Firstborn and his fear of the Men of Númenor stoke the fire of his hatred and his lust for the power to dominate them all. 

He could see it now, the power of the elves subject to his will alone, and the might of Númenor broken and bent to his purpose. The dark flames in his heart leapt and roared at the image of the proud Noldor prostrate before him, worshipping Annatar above all the Valar, above Illuvatar himself. And he would not stop with the elves.

He raised the volume of his voice until the cavern rang with the words of command. Dizzy with the power that was building within him, he felt as though he would explode into a blazing conflagration. 

NOW!

Annatar gasped as the power and strength flowed from him into the ring. He swayed as the ring greedily drank from him, draining him. It was too much.  He had pushed himself to the brink of safety and sanity. Yet still he chanted. The Ring grew while he shrank and faded. Grimly he kept on. His breathing became labored, his vision blurred, he was almost there.

Ash nazg durbatuluk, ash nazg gimbatul, ash nazg thrakatuluk, ash burzum-ishi krimpatul.

He chanted the words, over and over, as a fiery script snaked its way over the outer surface of the smooth band. 

Done. His hand closed automatically over the ring as he collapsed to the rough cavern floor. It had been a difficult task and had cost him much, but it was finished. 

One Ring to rule them all.

Once set on his finger, none of the other rings would be hidden from him, not the Three, the Seven or the Nine. It mattered naught that he had no physical hand in their making. By availing themselves of his lore to help create them, those who wore the rings were made vulnerable to the power and influence of the One. 

Annatar struggled to his feet. Oh, how he was weary. Much of his power and a large portion of his life force had been invested in the Ring. He and it, they were one now. His power, the power of the other rings were now bound to the One. If perchance, his treasure was ever taken and, as if that were possible, destroyed, he would be reduced to an impotent shade and the other rings, along with all their works, would slowly wither.

A short bark of laughter burst from his throat. Even if the One ended up on another’s hand, it would have to be brought to where it had been forged ere it could be unmade. Impossible, of course, there was not a single mortal or immortal that was immune to the lure of the Ring. Any who tried to claim it would be corrupted, broken, or enslaved.

A wave of dizziness passed over him as his knees threatened to buckle again. He forced himself to remain erect and overworked muscles screamed in protest. He had to regain his strength first, and then he could place the One on his finger and bring the bearers of the other rings under his sway. Then they and their people would fall to his will and dominance. Finally, he would shed the insipid guise of Annatar, the wise counselor so generous with his lore. He would return to his true form and name, Sauron, Ruler over All. No. Sauron, the Dark Lord of all Middle-earth. Much better. 

At the entrance to the cavern he grasped the wall quickly as his vision faded and an insistent buzz droned in his ears. It took longer this time to regain his senses. Rest, he needed rest. He gazed at the razor sharp teeth of the Ephel Duath that separated him from his prey. 

“Rest easy this one last night,“ he snorted contemptuously. “Fools.”

Tomorrow, he promised himself.

Tomorrow.
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Foresight Unknown, Beauty Unrivaled
By Merithehobbit

The evening was cool and quiet.  The breeze blew softly through the trees and the animals quietly moved about, aware of the rustling grasses and other scurrying creatures in the valley below.  But within the mountain, well within the long deep corridors and great open halls brimming with laughter and music, one of many armory rooms was filled with activity.    

The master smith, and the smiths under his direction, had forged great lengths of Mithril, which had been refined further into thin strands and then into polished small rings.  Buckets of the shining rings sat in rows along a stone hewn shelf, sorted by size, and each glimmering with the reflection from the torch-light.

Young apprentices sat at long tables working quietly, linking rings with special tools, and the ever-present eye of their master verifying their quality.  Leaning over a young Dwarf maiden, the master nodded approvingly.  Her fingers worked deftly and carefully, and the rows of tiny rings were even and tight.  Here was the one he was looking for.  Tapping her shoulder he motioned her over to a corner of the hall, away from the others working away with fervor.  

"You have a sharp eye for fine detail, I am pleased," the old Dwarf said.

"Thank you sir, I find joy in this work, for is there nothing finer than the Mithril that we forge and ply to our will?" she replied.

"Ah, no lass.  There is nothing finer, nothing I have seen in my long years."  He paused and a smile broke out under his long beard as he reflected on his own joy of working with the silvery metal that so wooed his heart.  "For you, I have a special chore."  

Tugging at one of her thick braids absentmindedly, her own bushy eyebrows raised in question, she wondered what kind of special duty would be required, for the master rarely used his apprentices for important work.  

"I have an order," he said, pausing long as he chewed at his lip.  It was a habit the young workers knew indicated a long explanation would follow.  The Dwarf maid focused silently upon his words. 

"It is a gift, a mail coat for the young son of the King of the Woodland Realm.  He is very young by Elvish standards, a slight fellow, and not yet tall enough for the regular armor.  I have here his measurements."  The master handed a small bit of parchment with dark markings upon it, scrawled by his own hand.  

She looked at them with a learned eye, and gasped despite herself. "Why, he is no more than a child.  Smaller indeed than even a young Dwarf soldier."

The old Dwarf nodded, noting her quick understanding of his measurements.  "He will be heading to battle with his father, mostly ceremonial you understand, for such a child of an Elf King would not wage front line battle, but observe and learn the role of leadership from the father.  Even Elves with their skilled ways do not begin battle that young."  

She nodded, understanding the concept, but wondered at the ways of Elves.  'But then, who understood Elves except Elves?' she thought to herself.   

The master continued, "However, he will be near to danger, and above all, must put on a good show.  Thus, this mail shirt must be both stunningly beautiful, and hard as dragon's scales.  For a wayward arrow to strike the son of a King would be disastrous, but for it to pierce the work of our hands it would be shameful."

His lecture finished, the master turned to his other duties, and the apprentice looked down at the small paper in her hand, and sat and began work once more.

The tiny rings shimmered under her stocky fingers, but her mastery with the tools was told by the speed and uniform appearance of a metal fabric created under her care.  Instead of a regular pattern, she chose a decorative one.  Beside the bowls of small rings awaiting assembly, sat piles of passed over rings, discarded for some later chore in favor of the brightest and most perfect selections.  

While other workers finished and retired, she alone remained late each night, and arrived early each day.  They noticed her labors, and all were filled with pleasure as the coat was near to completion.  Her companions discussed and helped choose a fine belt of pearls and crystals to match the fine corselet, and a helm of leather; studded about the brim with white gems.  Standing before the glittering costume, the apprentices beamed with pride.  The new owner could not help but be pleased with the fine work.

Presenting it to the master smith, the Dwarf maiden was rewarded with his kind words and praise.  She left the small office satisfied with her work, and thrilled that a young prince would wear the mail that bore a small mark indicating her hand.  

But the smile dropped from the old Dwarf's lips as his skilled young apprentice left the room.  Touching the mail shirt gingerly, a tear pricked his eye.  It was beautiful, truly fit for a prince.  He set it carefully in a box and gazed at it sadly.  Twas such a shame.  It would never be used, and the work never appreciated.  It would rest in this box, untouched.  Perhaps if he were lucky, it would adorn only the walls of the great halls under the mountain, a memorial to the fine craftsmanship of Dwarves, but useless for it's true purpose. For who else would need such a choice in armor?  Who so small would again require such finery?  The word had come today.  The young elf would not be participating in the battle after all.  And the next opportunity would require a larger size, of that he was sure.   

He sighed and shook his head.  Carefully snapping the lid to the box in place the old Dwarf grumbled one word before turning to his other duties.  "Mothers!"

~~~
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The Meeting of the Words

By Marrim

Before the Moon ever waxed or waned, the soft glow of the stars of Varda illuminated a small clearing in a wood. The wood had no name, for it was unexplored by speaking people. But there were people there nonetheless, three of those called the Quendi, deep in discussion beside a fire. The very trees seemed to listen to the alien sounds of their fair voices, and not a leaf stirred as soft words left their tongues, hardly seeming to have been spoken at all.

"So we are in agreement?" asked the tallest of the three, a golden-haired elf with bright eyes of the most piercing blue. One companion responded with a single, serene nod, while the other smiled and spoke.

"We are. If our people consent, we shall journey to Aman together." He wore a cloak of grey, and his dark hair made his fair face all the more striking. The fire cast a warm light on the part of his visage that was exposed to it. The orange and red glow illuminated one fair cheek, but he was turned partially away, and his eyes reflected the stars of Elbereth in the dark sky. He laughed merrily, and commented, "of course, you will discuss this with our kindred in our own language!"

Finwe laughed as well, the sound reverberating through the quiet forest like the clearest of bells. As his dark-haired companion had suggested, he had been speaking the Valarin tongue almost without realising it - since his first meeting with the Vala who had introduced himself as "Aromez", it seemed almost a second mother-tongue to him. Almost.

"Of course," he agreed, reverting back to the language of his people. "But will it be `our own language' much longer? If we go to live among the Valar and Maiar, will we not turn to their language before long?"

Elwe raised and lowered one shoulder and returned his gaze to his two companions. 

"Perhaps. But although we may move our people to leave their first home, I think they will not as easily abandon their language."

Finwe nodded. It was a good point, he knew, and the idea of the retention of his native language was not unappealing to a part of him. 

"And there are some things about the Valarin tongue that are strange to me. It is a rather harsh language. Some of the sounds would suit us better, perhaps, if they were softened a bit."

"True." Elwe preferred the tongue he had grown up with to the new one, but he could not help but also see the truth in Finwe's words. Each time the history of a people was altered, as the Quendi would probably soon see, their language could not help but reflect that change. It was one of the things that the elves loved most about words and tongues - each was a representation of the society that used it, and to understand one was to understand the other.

As if reading Elwe's thoughts, the third elf in their party spoke. He was the fairest of the group, with silver hair that fell to his shoulders and shone like the stars above his head.

"I think that this is the way it must be. It is foolish to forget the past in its entirety, even if you are moving on to something as fair as the Blessed Realm. When we tell our children's children that when the first elves awoke, they looked up at the stars in the sky and cried 'ele', it would be a sad day indeed if it was thought to be a mere interjection, and not known to be a way of saying behold. Ele! The word carries with it so much more than a few sounds...it is an expression of wonder and of awe and even of love, and our people will not forget it quickly."

"Nor should they," Elwe put in. "You are right, Ingwe my friend, but so too are you, Finwe. Though our fates may force change upon us, it cannot be so drastic as to obliterate our knowledge and respect for our past."

"So what language do you think our people will speak centuries from now, when the Hither Lands are but a memory of the ancient?" Finwe queried. "Will they retain the familiar sounds of our elven-tongue, or will they embrace the bright words of the language of the Valar?"

"I should think they would do both," Ingwe said, and although his voice was quiet, his companions listened to it eagerly. "I think perhaps we shall gradually make a new language...one that blends elements from each tongue of the past in a way which keeps the best features of both, softening the sounds of the Valar, but enriching the elvish words we know."

"A wise prediction," commented a new voice. A figure had appeared at the edge of the clearing where the three held counsel, elf-like in appearance, but somehow grander and more radiant even than the fair Ingwe.

"Aromez," Finwe said happily. "Well met, lord."

"Eldar," Aromez addressed them with his own term, "you are still awake? You will need rest for the last part of our journey back to the Waters of Awakening."

"You are right, Aromez," Finwe said. "I think this is where our council should end for the night." 

Ingwe nodded to show his assent. Finwe extinguished their fire, for elven eyes did not require its light to see in the dark - the faint glimmer of the stars was enough for them. He made his way to the small corner of the clearing which housed his belongings and lay down under a finely embroidered blanket, cushioning his head with his rolled-up cloak.

"Good night to you, Finwe and Elwe," came Ingwe's soft voice from a few feet away. "And you...Orome."

And thus the future High King of the Elves dropped off to sleep, and the first word in the language that would later be called Quenya was spoken.

~~~
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The Sword That Was Broken

By Sevilodorf
“Seek for the Sword that was broken;

In Imladris it dwells;

There shall be counsels taken

Stronger than Morgul spells.

There shall be shown a token,

That Doom is near at hand,

For Isildur’s Bane shall waken,

And the Halflings forth shall stand.”

The words of Boromir, man of Gondor, spoken during the great council signaled an end to the waiting for my fellow craftsmen and myself. A waiting that has lasted an age. 

Long had the methods and procedures to be used in the reforging of the sword of Elendil been debated among those of us who held to the waning belief that the Men of the West would arise once more. 

For many lifetimes among men, the heirs of Elendil have been succored in Imladris.  And time had seen their dwindling. There were many that said their star had set. That it was futile to hold to the hope that they would rise again. 

For elves, time flows differently and there are those among us still who know the circumstances of the shattering of that great sword as more than mere legend. Never again will such a host of men and elves be assembled. Both our races suffered grievous losses to win the day, but without the might of men the besieging of Mordor would not have been possible. And it was a man who cut the Ring from the Dark Lord’s hand and vanquished him. Thus my fellow craftsmen and I have lingered upon these shores when so many of our kindred have departed for the West. Waiting for the time when we would give one last payment to the memories of our valiant comrades in arms. 

Now, the time has arrived. The shards have been carried to the forge. The blade will shine once more with the light of the sun and the moon and go to battle upon the marches of Mordor. The heir of Isildur shall wield it and as the little hobbit has written,

“A light from the shadows shall spring; 

Renewed shall be blade that was broken;

 the crownless again shall be King.”
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The Bow

By Rilith
The bow had been crafted primarily as a weapon. All tapering, tillering and finishing had been done perfectly; it would be as alive as the hunter who would use it, it would breathe each breath the hunter took, sing when the hunter let fly the arrow and obey the hunter as any servant would a master. Its creator had no need for food, nor for time-consuming sleep, the glimmer of fire that shone in elven eyes had ignited at the prospect of this piece. 

The long bow was graceful even in such a plain state; its gently recurved tips and smooth even tapering spoke of a love that transcended anything mortal folk aspired to. Yet the bow was not complete, the craftsman had purposely left the bow wood thicker than any of the bows of the Galadhrim (though the appearance was the same), this done he took a knife and lovingly caressed the wood into the form of entwined leaf and stem. 

Two long days passed under the mallorn trees of Lothlórien, the knife never still for more than the moment it took to glance over the design. Finally, the creamy surface of the weapon was complete and though most bows would be weaker from such carvings the craftsman had been careful, like catching a snowflake and leaving it unmarred. His hand strayed up the wood tracing the patterns left there.

He rose and broke his fast with a small morsel of bread. The bowyer turned and looked upon his creation with a lovers eyes, sighing he realised that his greatest challenge would be to give up the bow for its intended purpose. This thought sobered his features and flooded his mind with grave determination. He took up the bow and began to smooth a varnish over the finished wood. 

His part was near at an end, the bow would receive its purposed string from another’s hands and the arrows it would loose would not be seen by his eyes. The day turned to night and he perceived the songs of his brethren whose clear notes fell like crystal rain from the treetops above. Steadily and without faltering, though his thoughts pierced his heart with sadness, he continued in his work.  

 When morning came the bow was ready. The bowyer took a string and arrow from his room, then as if in a lament he walked to a lawn where there was placed a single target. He strung the bow, nocked the arrow and drew the weight.

His breath caught for the merest moment, after this singular drop of time the bow was no longer his. Yet, if he held his stance and never let the arrow fly his creation would remain just that. His. 

The bow sang, the arrow flew and he released his breath.

“To Legolas she gave a bow such as the Galadhrim used, long and stouter than the bows of Mirkwood, and strung with a string of elf-hair. With it went a quiver of arrows.” – The Lord of the Rings: The Fellowship of the Ring, Farewell to Lórien.   
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Strong Threads
By Pippin the Elf


What I’ve got here in my hand’s a fine thing, by any reckoning. The Elf by the shores of Lorien told me he wished I could have been taught the art of making it, and I dearly wish the same. Strong threads twisted together to form a silver rope that’s nigh unbreakable, aye, what an art that would be to create! What was it that the Elf called it again?

Hithlain. 

That was it. Hithlain.

Must have been a gifted hand that wrought it, and I can’t begin to think on the time it must have taken to weave all these fine threads betwixt each other. My old Gaffer would have a think or two to say about it, being that it’s so lovely and all to look at. He always used to say a thing was better useful than pretty, but after seeing this rope, I don’t think he’ll be able to argue that it isn’t the strongest and most lovely rope ever.

My old Gaffer, now, he knew about making things, don’t get me wrong. He used to sit in his chair by the fire, whittling away, and the next morning it’d be a right good pipe ready for smoking with! And the wood was always the finest, smooth and easy to carve but strong as anything and hard to break. He’d sit, almost chatting with it as though it were a regular being, he did! He said that’s how you have to work with that sort of thing. You had to feel it, know its patterns like your own fingerprints, he always told me.

My Gaffer would say this is a fine bit of craftsmanship. The thread’s good and isn’t fraying. I remember old Mrs. Stoor and the rope she used to weave together in her hole with deft fingers, day in and day out. ‘Twas the only talent she possessed excepting talking, and her rope wasn’t half as strong as this misty-colored thread. This sort didn’t even bend into the river when we crossed to the trees of the Lady Galadriel. Aye, Mrs. Stoor wove a good rope, but not nearly as strong as Elven-kind.

How they knew I didn’t have it and needed it, I’ll never know rightly. Must be some sort of Elven intuition of sorts. I shouldn’t wonder how long it took them to make it, being that they’re a folk of vast amounts of time. But for all I know, they might have made it in the night before we left just for us!  Elves are strange creatures, and I wouldn’t be surprised to learn that perhaps they magiced this rope out of thin air!

Mr. Frodo, we had best be getting on. We’ve rested long enough, and I fear there’s a heavy mist rolling in. I can’t see past my toes, Mr. Frodo, and if you don’t mind my saying so, you look paler in this light.

We must keep moving. 

Sam’s here, I won’t be breaking away from you. 

Be strong, Mr. Frodo. Be strong.


~~~
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The Unspoken Wonders of an Orc

By Aerio
All I ever think about is this: for the last time, I won’t trust myself with thee: for the battles thou hast fought are those that cannot be retold.  Ever and anon we are pulled away from those images: of three strikes from the left, and seven from the right.  But in the beginning, the wrongdoer, he who owned thee in a different form, he won and smashed the ground below his foe, was slashed sevenfold and bled into the holes black ichor from the absence of his foot, choked his enemy, finally, completely, with the same stumped limb and crushed his Noldorean flesh.  But with thou, an abominable mace in his grasp, that King’s body was bruised and broken three times.  Thou art strong always, and a magic encompasses thy shape, which is now a ram; a wolf’s unceremonious depiction is thine head: thou art a hateful weapon. 

Chains long and black fall from the sky, glimmering not, for they are as unpolished as thy face, sneering and leering, running first as representative of us all.  The chains clasp thy sides, and long arms hug thine immense flanks: wood of an unknown forest, from when the world was young and hale, when I had not been but as beautiful as those I am a mockery of, and when that original Grond had lived.

But I reach out to thee, O Grond, machinery I wonder at.  Yet never shall I erase from my consciousness the next three blows thy body strikes upon the enemy.  As the drums roll, trolls bear thou thither upon the proud, gruesome hill whereon the Gate holds opposition.  And thou dost take precedence, and thy bodyguards and thy life-giving supports, cords that dangle from thy sides and hold thee to thy great, wooden carriage, which is alighted in the fires of our battlements and stands over the death-riddled fields.  Hands doth roll thee over the mountains of dead, trample the orcs which are like me and add to the tolls thou dost collect on thy way.  And it is thy magic will that steers thy chair forward; thy contemptible anger which bowls over thine allies.  Wouldst thou not be still?  Nay, for even thou hast a master.

Then the drums roll and the fiery ammunition blows every which way: bolts are cast and swords vainly try to stop thee.  Five trolls link their strength to ferry thee to thy destination: One minute thou art on top.  But a troll falls, yet thou dost not, flying ever onward.  Yet the eyes of bystanders glare for thee, as thou dost revile our lack of effort to bear thee, thou dost scorn us because thou hast slowed down.  Thou dost see the scenery fly past, though thou dost never look back nor away from thy destiny.  Thine eyes are red with wrath, and the folk around stare panicked at one another, searching for the one to step up and lug thee across the dead, the dying, and to further destruction.

Suddenly the worst part of thee is me.  A Captain glared down upon us all, and without his touch, I and my fellows let fall our hammers and axes and lifted up thy belly.  Oh the speed thou demandest!  My feet grow feeble, though I have run all my life and endured days and miles alone, thy power draws mine own.

One complaint could not be spoken.  No spear be thrown, no dart be let loose, no cry be uttered, but the rush of thy wings.  We are tramping against the drum-beat, breathing without getting air; for your wings have absorbed all the wind.  Yet the Black Captain stands and loves his silence, only listening to the thrum of thy wings.  Thy master is come.

I tried to lie to bend the truth: I fueled thy hate, yet I am the employment of it.  I say I am a war-hero in my dying breath.  Three times thou wast thrust against the Gate of the City.  But thy master intended three knocks; thou didst not understand and growled like thunder through thy vast throat, the underground, and let thy bass voice resound inside the White City.  Thy master cried aloud in a harsh, strained voice no worse than mine own–how couldst thou heed that and not my pardon from thine abominable service?

I saw thee set aside, strung helpless in thy carriage amongst dark chains when the Gate was shattered.  Then the poison wiped my eyes, thou knowest.  It was the Black Captain, triumphant, thy master, who battered his enemies with thee, Grond, then cast thee aside, a mace, a ram.  Might thou change again once . . . once this master has bled into the pits he has carved out of the earth by thy mastery?  Who will now reach up and strike his dastard limb?  Thou art much like the One: for thou art not owned by the master: thou dost determine the fate of thine own.  

What e’er shape shall befit thee hence, I cannot fathom; for it must be the service of a King thou conformest to next.

And all I ever think about is this.  Still I will not trust myself with thee, and rather die first than help thee out of thy chains.  The poison of the Captain as he passed by has wounded me mortally.  Yet all I ever think about is thee, O Grond, immortal!

~~~
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Memories

By Naerinda

I sit at my desk writing, as Uncle Bilbo did so many years ago. Dark visions haunt my waking hours of late even as they have been in my dreams for many a long night. More and more I find myself alone these days while others enjoy the spring sunshine, the young hobbits frolicking and laughing among the flowers. 

My mind oft recalls events I do not wish to dwell upon. Even now, I am reminded of the terrible day that Sam rescued me from the tower of Cirith Ungol and the clothes, if they can be so named, that he bid me wear. The orcs had taken all of my belongings down to the last thread upon my back. So my beloved Sam brought me such garments as he could find. I shall never forget the look and stench of those clothes. There was a dirty leather tunic, scarred and marked from much wear. Also there was a pair of breeches made from the hide of an animal I cannot name. It resembled that perhaps of a warg. They were encrusted with stains and remnants of the foul beast's coarse hair still clung in many places to the hide, like so many fine needles protruding at odd angles.

I wonder at their making. Did some fell orc sit lovingly with needle stitching them together with strands of hair even as the elves do? Nay, all I know of orcs speaks against this. Indeed the stitches looked to be made in haste, so uneven and unskilled were they. More likely to my mind is the vision of a slave labouring under the cruel bite of a tormentor's whip. Fumbling with a needle, trying vainly to thread it even as the whip stings naked flesh, causing raised weals across his upper arms and shoulders making the task ever harder. Chained he would be, most likely hand and foot. He would have to work without food or rest for many hours under threat of death. Such workmanship could only be produced by the deepest fear and despair. No light or love was stitched into those clothes. By no fair hand were they brought into existence.

Did that slave live to finish his task, or did his master find him too tardy in his labours causing his life to be forfeit and replacing him with another poor soul?

I have hidden in solitude for long enough this day, so now I will step out into the afternoon light and let the gentle breeze caress my soul. My face I will turn to the west, where I know the Grey Havens lie. For there it is that my heart yearns more and more to be.

~~~
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The Jeweller

By Celebsul
Many fought, some forged weapons, a few fashioned jewellery. The latter craft was not highly valued amongst races other than elves, especially at times of trouble. But the jeweller did not mind. His work engrossed him, and this current commission was for someone of importance.  

The gold ring, clamped in a small vice, shone in the wavering light as the jeweller painstakingly added a few final touches. He worked late into the night, hunched over a bench lit by two lanterns. From time-to-time, he would lift one of these closer to the vice to check that the depth of his engraving remained constant. The conditions were less than ideal, but he was used to that and his eyesight remained as sharp as it had been when he was young. 

The jeweller wrought an ornate pattern into the polished gold, a repeating emblem representing the one who would wear it. After he completed each miniature image, he loosened the vice and turned the ring another fraction. Then he selected a delicate, diamond-tipped tool and started on the next.  

Once the engraving was complete, the jeweller realised that his back ached; he straightened up to stretch his cramped muscles and fingers. While he could just detect the sounds of feasting and drinking elsewhere, he had sworn to finish the ring in time for morning. Ignoring his rumbling stomach, he bent once again towards the vice.

Turning the ring to display the gap in the otherwise perfect circle, the jeweller started the final and trickiest stage of his work. He picked up the small clasp he had made earlier and carefully positioned it, fixing it in place with a temporary spot of glue. Using tweezers, he gently manipulated the two tiny bolts into the holes drilled in clasp and ring. The fit needed to be very snug, so when they were part way in, the jeweller employed a piece of soft steel to tap the bolts home.

Almost done, he wiped beads of sweat from his brow, pulled the glue off the ring and polished the gold yet again with a clean cloth. He tested the clasp and then held his creation up before one of the lanterns. It was surely one of his finest pieces. He wished he could work with gold more often, but most of his custom came from those of lower rank. Baser metals were all they could aspire to.

The thud of approaching boots told the jeweller that he had finished just in time. He turned around to greet his visitor. "Hola, captain.'

"Hola. Is this it?" The captain leaned over the bench and peered at the ring, then his stern expression brightened into a wide grin. "Good job you've done there."

"Thanks, captain."

"Well, let's get on with it then. I hope you've sharpened the awl better this time."

"Yes, it's very sharp. Are you sure about the nose?" the jeweller asked tentatively.

"Well both ears are done. Where else would you suggest - my bellybutton?" Captain Shagrat burst into gales of laughter.

~ The End ~
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