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Snatched

By Rilith

The Bay of Belfalas usually ran cool, except in the summer months when those who lived and worked near the vast shimmering expanse noticed a slight warming and fishing began to improve. Tai was not working that day. The early morning catch was enough, and more, for his family to trade. Their boats were already heading towards Pelargir, a hard but generally rewarding journey of three days. 

His little wooden boat was warmed by the sun’s glittering rays. A small rod lay with its dipped line flashing intriguingly to prey below the water’s surface. Tai paid attention to nothing and everything all at the same moment. His senses awake to the faint splashes of fin and boat side, and the scent of balmy salt breeze playing above him, both conspiring to send him reeling adrift into sleep.

Tai sighed, ruffling his short brown hair as he leaned back to lie along the cool belly of the vessel. His tunic’s back drank the mischievous sea water that had entered the boat with his rowing. The sky rolling above him flickered sapphire and cream. As he turned over he glimpsed a swift shadow and the cliffs surrounding the bay. 

By his feet a staccato motion caught his wandering attention.  

“A bite!” he exclaimed rising and rocking the small boat.

As he fought with the line and whatever prey at the end of it, he noticed shadows falling across the reeling sea. Silver flashes glittered as the line pulled the fish in. Somewhere behind his head Tai felt a strong downdraft and ducked in time to see an eagle, large and beautiful, dip and take the fish off the line. In disbelief he watched as with two graceful wing beats the eagle’s brown, cream and gold swept away from the surf with wiggling silver fish in its talons.  

“Hey! Come back! That’s mine!” Tai futilely called after the disappearing hunter.   

~~~

Hunted

By Eowyner

I awake. Swiftly I become aware of my environment. There is stone beneath me, stone either side of me, and stone above me. It is cold, but not damp; dark, but not intolerably so. Ahead a weak light attempts to illumine this tiny cave that I have come to call home. With the light I feel the welcome enticement of heat. The day is already well in progress. 

Wary as a result of past experience, I stay still – alert and listening - my skin pressed against the walls of this rocky shelter to sense any vibrations a clumsy foe might make. I am aware of no activity, so tentatively I slowly move forward into the light; muscles tensed in readiness should a retreat into my refuge be expedient. I lie on the rocks, the sun feeling inexpressibly good on my skin, my limbs feeling energy seeping back into them.

Movement. My eyes whip around to focus on what my peripheral vision has caught, but the moment’s panic proves to be unnecessary. Away to my left a blade of grass that has battled to push its way up into the unending vista of grey-white stone bobs in an almost imperceptible breeze. 

A voice calls. It is a language I am wholly unfamiliar with, the sounds and syllables being beyond my ability to pronounce, and yet a feeling of awareness and understanding is aroused in me for as long as the speaker gives voice. My mind is filled with the impression of cool vegetation that reaches upwards to inconceivable heights, of patches of sunlight slanting their way through leaves, and of unparalleled beauty. I have heard this voice before, and each time I have felt an inexplicable urge to run toward its unseen author, as if faced with an irrefutable invitation. It takes most of my will to defy the call, and not abandon the relative safety of the rocks. 

And I am right to resist. Entranced by the voice I have almost hesitated too long, for one of my enemies has nearly gained my position. My reactions are sharp, and I disappear into a nearby fissure, hoping against hope that I remain unseen, or that my pursuer – too large to follow me – will abandon the chase.

Eldarion paused. For a few seconds he rebelled against the implied summons in his mother’s voice, not wanting to give up yet. He was so close to succeeding! He had just seen the lizard’s tail disappear inside a crevice in the rock wall, and was preparing to settle down and await its reappearance.

 ‘Eldarion,’ she called again, ’your sister is awake. Don’t you want to come and help me?’ 

His five-year-old mind pondered the question for a moment, but really there was no contest. In the three weeks his sister had been in the world he had become fascinated with her and did not want to miss a moment of her waking life. The lizards could wait. They would live to be hunted another day.

**********

Of Wrong Turns and Raspberries

By Pippin

Disclaimer:  Any similarities to Real Life events are purely coincidental.

Really!

Well.

Okay, maybe not.
“I suggested we take the left fork, but no.”   The elf gave a dramatic sigh.  “No, you insisted we take the right.  Now look where we are; we’re practically lost.”

Ahead of the elf, Erin the hobbit sniffed primly, though she did not turn around to face Pippin. 

“Well, perhaps if you had insisted we go left instead of amiably going along with my suggestion, we wouldn’t be in this mess, mistress elf.”  To herself, the hobbit fretted, “I was so sure I’d left it right near here!  Oh, of all the times to leave behind a basket of raspberries!  Meri will surely start to worry that something’s gone wrong if we don’t return before tea-time.”   

“I’m sure she would,” Pippin replied.  The trees were growing thicker now as the elf and hobbit walked deeper into areas of the surrounding forest that were less frequented.  

“I was so sure we’d left it underneath that one large bush where the bees had been – you remember the one.”  Placing both hands on her hips, Erin furrowed her brow.  “Yes, we took the trail leading towards the meadow, I remember that, and then we turned off towards the wild raspberry bushes away to – oh, what direction was it?”  The hobbit turned a slow circle while looking at the surrounding trees.

“I suggest,” Pippin ventured, after Erin had turned another full circle while trying to remember which direction they had taken to get to their original destination, “that we follow the trail we took to get here, and leave the raspberries for some rabbits.  I’m sure they’d be delighted with them, and it would save us the trouble of explaining when we’re asked at the Troll why we caused everyone to worry enough to send Wargy out in search of us – as you know quite well they’ll do if we do not return soon.  We do have three other baskets between us…”  Pippin looked down to each basket she held and to the one Erin carried already.

“Oh, but I brought that basket with me from the Shire!” Erin exclaimed, her face revealing how horrified she was at the mere thought of leaving it lost in the woods.  “It would be ruined!  No, we simply must hunt for it until we find it, and if Wargy appears, then she can help look for it too.”

Ss-nap.

A brittle sound met Pippin’s ears, and the realization dawned on her that there was no birdsong in the twiggy branches of the trees. 

“Erin,” she ventured, but the hobbit was already far ahead of her on the narrow trail they had forged through the underbrush.  Around the corner the small figure scurried, and Pippin felt her heart jump to her throat, though she could not put a name to the fear.  

“Erin?” she called, rounding the bend to see yet another curve in the way they had come, but no visible sign of her small friend.  “Er-”, she began before a brown form hurtled its way around the corner at top-speed, all shaggy coat and sharp teeth and coppery eyes.  Before she could leap out of the way, Pippin found herself pinned by a very large Warg, whose tongue lolled happily, dripping onto the elf’s face.  

“Heya!  Found ya at last.  Been hunting for you since luncheon when Meri got worried when you two didn’t show up.”  Behind the warg, Pippin could see Erin turning the bend, now holding two baskets of raspberries.

“And you found the basket, also?”  

“Oh, yeah.  Found that an hour ago.  It was you two who were harder to find!”

“Ah.  Well,”  Pippin said, clearing her throat and wheezing slightly.

Wargy gave a sharp-toothed grin.  “What?” 

“Would you mind letting me breathe?  I believe Meri wanted us back alive.”

“Naw, she just said to hunt you both down.  Didn’t say anything about what to do with you after I found ya.”  Two copper eyes flashed and danced.

“Wargy, do you like raspberries?” Erin asked, reaching into her basket and withdrawing an enticing handful of the juicy berries.  Warg gave a low rumble in her throat that was either disdain or a chortle, or possibly a combination of the two.

“I like elf better.”  She grinned down at Pippin again, who rolled her eyes.

“Very well.  You win.  How does an extra bowl of leftovers sound? I’ll even make sure there are extra good bits saved just for you.”  The elf who helped in the kitchen a good deal of the time tried to give one of her winning smiles.

“It’ll do.  But,” Wargy let Pippin stand as she continued, “if you want to know how to get back to the Troll, it’ll be two bowls.”

Erin and Pippin exchanged looks.  With one voice, they chimed,  “Two bowls it is.”

~~~

The Making of a Feast

By Celebsul

It is told, my tiny, beardless ones, that when our fathers awoke with their spouses in caves beneath the starlit world, they felt such thankfulness that they immediately wished to rejoice. 

"Make a feast to Mahal," said the fathers to their women.

"Of what?" asked the wives, thus discovering that they were practical.

"Of …" The fathers puffed out their ruddy cheeks, stroked their long beards, and wondered.

"Of meat!" one exclaimed, grinning at his cleverness.

"The meat of what?" his helpmate enquired.

"Anything edible, wife." Irritation came early into our relationships, and worked both ways. 

"How about you, husband? You are fat enough to feed a host. But I fear I will be weeks in the plucking."

It is said that Mahal's skilful creation of our race concentrated on the males, adding the females almost as an afterthought: mere amendments of his design. This is why we trace our history only through our esteemed fathers. 

But recall that Ilúvatar granted us the freedom of living beings, male and female alike. While the annals record the deeds of our heros, the tales we tell each other in our own tongue include the secrets of the wives.

"Make a feast to Mahal." It had been said, therefore it must be, for the fathers knew that after the creation of the Lamps and the coming of plants and beasts, Manwë ordained a feast for the Valar to celebrate their labours. Thus the fathers wished to honour He who brought us into existence.

In those times, we owned only what Mahal endowed us with: cloth, a few tools, language, lore, and a powerful desire to survive. Durin, who possessed greater knowledge than the rest of the fathers, explained about fish and rabbits, and speculated on arrows, lures and traps. 

He took the other fathers out into the deep woods where they created many clever devices that snared and hooked, tripped and pierced. They felled trees to build fires, risking the terrible anger of the forest.

The wives, much more reluctant to emerge from their comfy caves, yet determined to play their part, dressed in the manner of the fathers and thus ventured into the starry outdoors. There they came across entwives and, recognising kindred spirits, the two sets of spouses commiserated about the faults of both varieties of husband. It is from the entwives that our females first learnt of fruits and seeds, and they realised that oils and juices could be used to flavour, cook and preserve.

Our fathers came back with their bounty, chuckling about the ire of ents, and boasting of their own cunning. The wives, now dressed again in feminine clothes, listened to the thumpings above their caves and said nothing.

"See this fish, my dearie," said one father to his spouse.

"Aye. It is a fine specimen, but will we eat it un-gutted and raw?"

"Why not?"

"Do you imagine Mahal's wife offers unprepared, uncooked food to her husband?"

The father did not know the answer, and dared not speculate unless he might later be proven wrong. "Do with it what you will, my jewel, and we will surely please our lord with our celebration."

So the wives took the meat and the wood, along with the provisions from the Entwives, and applied to these their own good sense. Soon a banquet emerged from the lower caverns that would have graced the tables of the Valar.

This is how it came to be that enmity existed from the beginning between our fathers and the ents, and also why a secret affinity grew between the wives and entwives. Thus, if you wish to hunt for rabbit or fish, ask a father to teach you which tactics to use. But, oh my beardless ones, if ever there is a need to search out the answers to mysteries, such as where to find the entwives, speak with those whose names are never written.

~~~
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