Reflection
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 Rilith sat on the back porch, her legs crossed and her arms stuck in warm soapy water. The inn's hobbit cooks had finally managed to conscript her for chores. Rilith’s duty at that precise moment in time was to clean all the mop and broom heads. So there she was an elf, a warrior, a cleaner; cleaning mops on a bright summer morning. All around her summer was bursting into life, and shining in glorious colours. Bees fat with pollen buzzed through the air, and butterflies flew amongst the kitchen garden herbs. She did not mind, no, Rilith was already plotting her revenge on her small cheery friends. Broom handles made good jumps for her young horse Linta. Rilith grinned and attacked another cobweb wound around the fibres of a brush.  

 It was almost a year since she had first heard of The Inn of the Burping Troll in Northern Ithilien. She had grown accustomed to strange things taking place amid the everyday running of an extremely popular inn. A billowing flap behind her reminded the pondering elf she was not the only one who had been called up to help with chores. She chanced a glance over her shoulder and saw her elven friends Pippin, Aerio and the elven brothers Anbarad, Firnelin and Dimereg, pegging up the laundry, all under the supervision of a hobbit lass Erin carrying toffeed nuts. Rilith winked at Pippin who shook her head, the sunlight making her red hair glisten like polished copper.

 “Rilith!” Rilith cringed as Meri piped from the kitchen door, “No dawdling, we need this finished by tonight. Tomorrow you elves have to check the orchard, make sure the pastures fence is still strong, check the barn for leaks, help clean out the cellar and kitchen, all before making a complete inventory to tell us what we need to buy.” 

 The hobbit's round features were beaming as a broad smile sat crowned upon her cheery face. Her blonde curls were slightly limp from the heat in the kitchen, but they still bounced and shined as she giggled at her reprimand. Rilith reluctantly turned back to her task to the chiming laughter behind her. Meri grinned again, then waving over to Erin she disappeared back through the open door. Drawing a long deep breath, Rilith lifted her gaze to the sky and caught the swift curling flight of a hunting bird, then resolutely concentrated on scrubbing.

 How strange that she could change so much as to enjoy such a simple task like cleaning. Little over a year ago she would never have done such a job, she had been above it, at least in the King Thranduil’s service she had, when at home with her cousin Quellawen she had been made to cook, clean and wash to the tune of ‘Well, I do not know how to do it.’ Despite that, she missed her cousin dearly, and at times she missed the paths that she used to wander under the golden and emerald canopy of the Greenwood. Still, The Burping Troll was her home now, and it did her good to spend time with the mortal folk of these shores.  They were all so merry and very strong, but she still did not understand them.

 She had learnt so much in such a small space of time. Mortals were a puzzle that would take an eternity to solve. They did everything so quickly, but then if they did not their lives were wasted and they were gone as if they had not been. Being in the company of so many truly intrigued Rilith; everyday she discovered something new about them, be it a saying, or an act. 

Pulling her arms from beneath the warm surface she shook her hands dry. She rose from her seat, and walking carefully down the steps to reach the grass, Rilith glanced over to her kindred. It seemed they were learning as well. The clean white sheets billowed in the soft but strong wind that blew; it was not so strong that it could pull a sheet from the line, yet over Rilith’s head flew an escaping pillow case. In the floating laundry’s wake ran Pippin and Aerio, it seemed they had not pegged all the washing correctly. Rilith laughed and watched them give chase for a moment more, then gently she tipped the water onto the grass and turned back to the porch.

***********

 Sitting silently under a leafy tree, Rilith watched as the hobbits scurried about the garden. Lunch was in the making and they needed a few things. The golden orb of the sun still set the sky glimmering in dazzling sapphire, yet now warmed the natural arch ways into the forest. Closing her eyes Rilith felt like falling asleep in that very spot, and forever listening to the merry laughter of the halflings, forever smelling the wild flowers in the woods and the food cooking in the kitchen. 

 Sighing she opened her eyes; everything was so peaceful. She felt a smile form upon her lips, for in her hand lay a rose Meri had gifted her with. Rilith had no want for toffeed nuts, yet Meri still wished to reward her and so the rose. Its soft red petals felt like silk and her porcelain fingers gently traced their curves. Lifting it to her nose she smelt the gentle fragrance that laced its blossom. Again Rilith thanked her friend for her kindness. 

 A light neighing floating upon the breeze met her ears. She recognised the call as Linta’s. Rilith was unused to keeping her horses behind fences but for practical reasons it was better he and Silvermane were kept away from any resident or visiting mares. She rose to her feet.

 “Rilith, are you all right?” asked Erin who watched the elf with a quizzical look.

 “Yes Erin, I’m just going to see Linta and Silvermane. If you like I will come and help you all in the kitchen when I am done,” Rilith offered. 

 Erin smiled and nodded, then continued directing her companions as to what things were needed for lunch. Rilith could still hear the merry chords of the hobbits’ voices as she rounded the barn and headed north across the yard. 

 “Hello Rilith,” Pippin called from the stud pens’ gate. 

 “Did you catch the escapee?” Rilith asked. 
 “Eventually, yes. I have to admit it seems quite funny now. Aerio may be intelligent but when it comes to gracefully recapturing a pillowcase, well let me just say it’s not his strong point,” Pippin giggled.

 Rilith nodded to the two stallions chasing one another around the small corral. The buckskin Linta, noticing the movement strolled over to the fence; tossing his mane he welcomed his companions. Rilith chuckled as he nuzzled Pippin’s pocket.

 “My Linta, what have you found there? Some uneaten toffeed nuts perhaps?” Rilith asked scratching his neck. “I think you should relinquish your horde, Pippin, before he tries jumping the fence again,” Rilith commented.

 “I think perhaps you’re right,” agreed Pippin, as Linta’s search unbalanced her and almost had her sitting on the ground. 

***********

 Tears ran freely from Rilith’s eyes, she could not remember the last time she had laughed so hard. She had arrived in the kitchen moments earlier only to find two hobbit lasses covered head to furry foot in flour, her shocked silence had been soon replaced by the cause of her tears. Meri’s mouth still hung open in shock and Erin looked decidedly embarrassed. Then as suddenly as the silence had ensued, Erin began to laugh, then sticking her tongue out at the still-laughing Rilith, she began to beat the flour out of her clothing
 “Well that’s not going to work,” Erin said, her hands already covered in flour. “Come on Meri only one thing for it, a bath.” 

 Erin grabbed Meri’s hand and began marching to the bathrooms. As the pair reached the doors, Erin paused and turned back to the elf who now managed to gain some control over her laughing.

 “Rilith, you will have to look after the food till Milo and Camellia come back.  Tell them that we have gone to the bathrooms to…uh…wash,” Erin finished determinedly then resumed marching herself and her companion out of the door.

 Rilith’s laughter stopped abruptly as she glanced around the room. In the oven something delicious was cooking, along the counters many vegetables and herbs were chopped and ready and steaming pans were gleaming silently at her. She felt a sinking feeling as she realised she was alone in the kitchen, in charge of lunch. 

 “Right, well, um,” she said aloud. “I’ll just …”

 She picked up a wooden spoon and was about to stir one of the things in the pans when it bubbled angrily in protest. Immediately she placed the spoon back down on the surface, sat down hard on a chair and remained perfectly still. 

 Through the door the common room Rilith could hear the voices of their resident Rangers. Obviously they had been enlisted to clean and prepare the tables for lunch. In all her long life, Rilith had never thought of Rangers for domestic chores, yet there in that very inn was living proof of the opposite. It was funny how the hobbits seemed to glue everything together. The last race was the one that bound the others to peaceful harmony.  What a strange thought.  Only Eru could have made such creatures.

 Laughing through the back door came Rilith’s two saviours. She leapt up as the hobbit lass Camellia and the hobbit lad Milo paused in their merriment to examine the virtually abandoned kitchen. Their usually cheerily-lit faces seemed quite horror-stricken. 
 “Where are Meri and Erin?” Camellia asked, pulling on an apron and taking charge of the room. 

 “They went to the bathrooms to have a wash,” Rilith said. 

 “Oh, well, that’s all right.” Camellia seemed to have turned her full attention to the oven; Rilith was not convinced she had heard what she had said. 

Camellia interrupted Rilith’s thoughts.  “Rilith, do you think you could get me some of the rosemary on the counter please?”

 “Of course,” Rilith agreed readily.  Servitude was something she knew, so back on safe ground she set about helping the hobbits prepare.

***********

 Rilith walked out of the back door; the garden lifted a heavy fragrance from the ground. Each bloom and plant basked in the sun like a lazy cat with a sly smile. Strolling through the woods the sugary scent of leaf and bark warmed by the sun filled her senses. She stopped briefly and breathed in deeply again; it was intoxicating. Reaching the small community of elven buildings she heard the sound of low resonating wood chimes and the silver babbling of the small stream. It reminded her very much of her childhood when she lived in Rivendell, though to mortals one thousand years was not a childhood. She laughed to herself and walked on. 

 The halls were silent and cool. Once again she wondered at the skill of her kin, as she passed a woodcarving depicting the change of spring into summer, the graceful and loving lines carved into the wall itself. Entering her room she sat down upon the floor and collected her books and writing implements. For some time she sat silent and still, waiting for the words to fall from her quill. Sighing, she shook herself and tried once again to form words that remained locked in her heart but to no avail. Finally admitting defeat again she sat on her bed. Outside she heard the calls of bird song, the trill lilting melodies joined with the whisperings of the trees. 

 Summer, her favourite time of the year. Everything was alive and there seemed no end to its enchantments. Even in the thunderstorms that inevitably came, she found beauty and awe. Such a magnificent creation, this ‘Middle-Earth’. Since coming to the Troll Rilith found that things she had seen a thousand times before could be more delightful when shared in the company she now found herself in. Indeed even the orcs, Balrog and Warg were pleasant company that she had for many an age hated.

 Something about the land that Sauron scarred seemed to fight to shame his work and turn everything to peace. This peace was often broken, as her friends had told her. Many trials had found their way to this friendly place and pushed many innocents to the edge, yet they had overcome them and for now peace reigned – or at least what peace could be had when hobbits ruled with laughs and bribery. 

 Rilith chuckled again; truly this place was strange. Deciding that it was far too beautiful a day to be inside she rose and left the elven quietness. Passing the mother elf Azaelia’s cottage she heard the merry giggles of the infant Tigerlily as her mother played with her. Even as their kin left these shores, love for this land and new life was still to be found amongst her people. ‘Amazing’ Rilith mused, as she continued on her way.  

 Reaching the Troll Rilith saw that two of the younger elves, Aerio and Gambesul had been put to work watering the kitchen garden. Aerio it seemed was expounding on new and brilliant ways to water the garden, while Gambesul actually did as the hobbits had asked. 

 “Really I feel it would be far swifter…” Aerio seemed to continue.

  “Aerio, it would go far swifter as you put it, if you actually helped Gambesul, who seems to understand what ‘Please water the garden’ means,” Camellia called from the backdoor.

 “Tell him there will be no toffeed nuts if he doesn’t get on with it!” yelled Meri from within the kitchen, a burst of laughter was heard from inside.  

 Aerio closed his open mouth and turned himself to his task, vowing under his breath to make something that would make such a menial task easier and more efficient. Rilith laughed and winked to Gambesul before continuing on round the side of the Troll to the stud pens. She called Linta with a word then opened the gate for him to stroll out of the small corral. Leaping upon his back she whispered to him and soon they were speeding down the road wind whipping at their hair. 

***********

 The crystalline sky was nothing but a deep blue mantle. No clouds hung low marring the starlight. Through leaf and branch the hazy glow of each tiny celestial point made the night sky seem like a thin sheet of ice. In a clearing in Northern Ithilien the stars watched as an elf and her horse gazed up at them. Rilith sat upon Linta’s unsaddled back, her arms hung loosely beside her swinging as Linta steadily walked on. For that moment nothing filled her mind particularly, she was just a thrall to the starlight. If a mortal had chanced a glimpse at her she would have appeared like a statue carved from the glow of the twilight hours.  

 The bell-like voices of her kin blew past her on a breeze, the song and melody brought her back into the changing and inconstant land of Middle-Earth. She slipped from Linta’s back, sure that he was not going to wander far, she sat leaning on the trunk of a large arching oak tree. The day had been extremely warm, but not uncomfortable; now that night had drawn its shroud, the air was cool and crisp. 

 Rilith’s life had changed greatly; in the past she would have shunned the friendship offered by her companions, preferring the solitary lifestyle she had actively sought out. Yet, the diligence of hobbits was something she had not accounted for, and when she had laid her fears about the people who lived at The Burping Troll to rest she had soon found that spending time amongst them was pleasant and often preferable. 

 Each day that passed seemed filled with something more fascinating than that of the day before. Every time she spoke with one of her friends they had something new to say. The world had changed a lot since she had first walked through it, and though there were many in that world who she could not trust she had found that none at the Inn were those she should fear. 

 Her gaze fell upon Linta as he bent his head to the ground. New companions, new homes and a new way of thinking, all born of one place. In all her life she had not changed so much in such a short space of time, she was growing into wisdom she never thought to attain. Her world was changed but she had grown with it, though nothing was the same forever she still held the memories to keep her grounded and now she lived a life to make her humble. 

 Thanking the tree for its solace, she rose and called Linta to her. She once again looked up to the stars, and in that clear silence she felt at peace. 

“Hanta elyë,” she spoke softly, ‘Yes,’ she thought, ‘Thank you.’
***********

~ finis ~
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