Letters Sent on the Occasion of Celebsul’s Birthday

By ErinRua

	Dear Master Celebsul ~

I received word this morning by a flock of thrush that today is your natal day.  While my lady is feeding the thrush in the garden I must pen my reply in haste, as I regret I will be unable to attend celebrations in person.  Perhaps you may not remember me, but I do clearly recall a winter day on the eaves of Mirkwood when a certain young ranger found himself rather overwhelmed by spiders.  As chance would have it a patrol of Thranduil's soldiers, led by you, appeared from the treetops most fortuitously.  I still carry a certain dread of spiders of any size.  At any rate, I have remained grateful all these years and wish to take this moment to wish you many happy returns of the day.  May your blessings be many and your spiders no larger than can be dispatched with a broom.

Sincerely,

Strider

The White Tower

Minas Tirith

Gondor




	Master Celebsul ~

While my husband is chuckling to himself and scratching away at his desk, I will take pen in hand to add my greetings to his.  My grandmother the Lady Galadriel often spoke of you with great respect and fondness, and I would hope that one day you might pay us a visit.  Guests here are few who remember times long past and it would be my delight to welcome you to the White City.  Now my husband is muttering about spiders with a certain look in the eye but I know he, too, would enjoy the pleasure of your company, should your path bend this way.  As chance and choice guide you, may the stars shine ever upon you and may sorrows flee before the light of joy and friendship, this day and all days.

Arwen Undómiel




	Dear Master Celebsul ~

This morning my lady and I were quite surprised by the arrival of a flock of thrush at the window during breakfast, but imagine our further surprise when we realized the feathered rascals came as messengers.  You are having a birthday!  I dare say the matter of how many birthdays precede this one would be impolitic, so please simply accept the well-wishes of the Lady Éowyn and myself on this auspicious day.  It has been my honor to make your acquaintance and should our paths cross again under quieter circumstances than has been our wont, I would very much treasure a chance for a peaceful social visit.  There are many questions I would like to ask you and even a couple old books in my library which have puzzled my understanding for years.  My grasp of Sindarin is undoubtedly imperfect, however, which likely is the reason for these intellectual quandaries.

Meanwhile and until then, peace be to you and many joys attend you.
Faramir of Ithilien

Steward




	My Dear Celebsul ~

Bashful fellow - you should have told me sooner that such a joyous day was at hand.  The world is after all a better place for having your august self in it, and I regret that I am not able to present you with some of my father's good wine to help the celebrations along.  Alas for my tardiness, I cannot take wing like the messenger thrush currently hopping about my table.  Thus I shall have to come another time and we'll celebrate whatever seems appropriate at the moment.

Meanwhile I wish you a wonderful day, and remember to be merry like an elf and eat like a hobbit - and if you feel up to dancing like a hobbit, by all means have at that, too.

Fondly yours,

Legolas




