A Flowering of the Mind

"Here Spring was already busy about them…" 

From Of Herbs and Stewed Rabbits, The Two Towers
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The Lilies of 

the Gladden Fields

Meri

The soft thumping of the horses on the grassy path was the only sound to disturb the calm and quiet.  It seemed the trees stood at attention as he passed, animals secreted themselves in the wild, even the air he breathed held him in regard as his company journeyed northward along the river.  Only the gentle rustling of the lilies thriving among the reeds on the banks of the Anduin dared shift, unmindful to his passing.  

And it was as it should be. Middle Earth had never seen such great leadership among men, unless one counted his own father.  Was it not he, Isildur, who cut the powerful One Ring from Sauron's finger?  From the first moment he held it, still warmed from the hand of its master, he knew.  It was then, with his father lying motionless nearby, when he, Isildur, son of that great Elendil, made his mark with one swing of a broken blade.  It was he who was destined to guide these people upon the face of the world.  Now that all men lived only upon Middle Earth, far from the beauty of his own homeland of long ago, they needed a leader, one with the lineage of Númenór to give hope to men.  No other bloodline could manage this feat, and now with the Ring in his possession, no other could cause his failure.  

The scent of the lilies became thick and Isildur smiled to himself.  Only his own blessed White Tree had more glory and purity than these late blooms.   As King he had given the powers of leadership to his brother's son in Gondor to rule and keep the family line in the South.  The tree he had planted would watch over them there; a reminder of the guidance he had given to his nephew as he led the people in wisdom.  

But he, Isildur true King of Arnor and Gondor, was headed first to Imladris, and thence to the North, where he would rule as his father had before him and to build up a great future and kingdom unlike any other.  There was not room enough in his soul it seemed to contain the feeling of pride and gratitude for the chance he had laid before him; to lead his people, to guide his sons in wise leadership, to give his people peace.  

Another rustle among the flowers on the bank reminded him of a long ago time, when romance was born amongst the most terrible of circumstances and thrived.  Even as these soft plants of beauty would yet thrive, unkept and unguarded save by the wilds of nature, yet always to bloom and grow here.  How he longed to see her again.  

She was now yet several days ahead in this journey but it had been far too long a time to leave her alone; far too long a time to be without her.   Her sweet smile, a soft caress, her tender counsel and loving nature; these were what he most missed as duties called him elsewhere.  His beloved wife would greet him with a twinkle in her eye, not unlike the winks of sun reflected upon the river.  How joyful a reunion they would have, to be in that safe haven of Imladris, reunited as a family.  His oldest three sons would surely weave great tales for his youngest boy, little Val.  Pride wrinkled the corners of his eyes as he looked up, seeing his sons ahead and beside him in their party.  How had he been so blessed?   

The battle that claimed the life of his father had passed, only a bright future remained.   Defeated, the armies of the Dark Lord had all fled before his rule.  Even now he had no fear of trouble, nor did his kin or those who served him.  

Isildur touched his chest softly, to check once more.  It was still there.  The Ring he had taken from Sauron; already he found it too dear to trust to others, even his sons, though in his heart he knew it would pass to them in turn.  It was special, almost as precious as his family to him.  With it he could feel the desire of others around him, he could see how things should and would be.  The power it possessed was great and he was pleased it was his own noble line that would wield it for good and wisdom.  For any other would not do it justice.  

The quiet was broken by a sudden shout from behind, wrenching him out of his reverie.  Turning quickly he caught sight of only blood and movement; his ears ringing with the screams of his rear guard falling to a band of Orcs.  Sudden panic and a wave of confusion swept over the group along with dozens of Orcs from all sides.  Scraping steel and clashing blades raked through the former calm and blood spilled all about him.  How had he not heard them? How had he not seen the evidence of their stealth?  Where had they come from? Why now?

His mind reeled with questions and chaos reigned in the moments that followed, but only one thought came with any clarity and burned with purpose.  The Ring; he must keep it safe; it must not fall to these foul creatures.   Blinded by a burning resolve, all fighting around him seemed to fade, his sons and men forgotten as the ring slipped upon his finger and he vanished from all eyes.  

Along the banks of the Anduin he ran.  The reeds parted to his unseen hands, the flowers trampled as sniffing Orcs set a pursuit of the unseen King.  "They cannot see you," he heard a voice whisper in his mind, "but they can smell you."  Quickly his thoughts turned to the river.  Only in the water would he be free of them.  Within moments, Isildur splashed in the shallows and moved toward the deep of the center and glanced behind him.  Orcs had paused to listen and sniff along the bank, they could not see him, and they would lose his scent.  He would live to keep the Ring protected from all evil.  

The current began to pull him away from the enemy and Isildur smiled to himself in triumph.  Though lives may be lost, he would remain.  But the soft voice in his head, so reassuring and proud before, suddenly seemed to laugh. The colors of the sky brightened, the rocks on the riverbed scraped at his boots, and the whistle of arrows screamed as loudly as their aim was true.  

He could not breathe; was it fire or ice that sliced through his chest? He was sinking under the water and he choked as he watched the glint of gold slip slowly down into the darkness below.  They had seen him, the Ring was gone.  His hands trembled as he felt at his chest.  Where the Ring had lain only minutes before, arrows now protruded, he would die quickly.  

The Ring, had it laughed, had it tricked him? With all his might he turned to float on his back, gasping for air as a dark pool of crimson surrounded him in the water.  Another arrow pierced his side and his arms refused to work, it was cold, so very cold.  The Ring had betrayed him, and only the lilies along the banks would notice his passing.  

He could bear one more breath and he would fade from this life; never again to embrace his love, far off in an Elven haven.  Would she know of his death, could she still feel his love for her?  As darkness crept over him the answer came in the last scent of a flower, his beloved Lily would know.   And her namesake would remain, guarding the banks for an age until the Ring would be found once more.
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A Gathering of Fennel

Sevilodorf 

The Eastern Borders of Mirkwood

3012 TA

Dulce pressed a hand to the middle of her back and eyed the lowering sun judiciously. Time enough to gather another basket before heading home. If Marsa had been well enough to help harvest, the task would already be complete. 

"Aye, and if pigs had wings, they might fly."

Pursing her lips at the likelihood of either flying pigs or her sister turning a hand to any tiresome chore, Dulce looped her collecting basket over her arm and returned to the stream bank. She had marked this spot at Midsummer's Eve when she and Herbmistress Iolanthe cut sprays of the wispy fennel to hang about the doors of every dwelling in the village. Close enough to do a good day's harvesting and still reach home before dark; yet not within the boundaries of lands assigned to anyone else by the Council of Elders. 

If ever fortunate enough to attract a husband, Dulce would wish to have a place such as this, with the stream bubbling merrily across the clearing. Though the forest loomed closely upon all sides, the space could be expanded by dint of a bit of hard labor. Unlike Marsa, the thought of work did not frighten her, especially when that effort would lead to a place she could name as her own. She began to entertain herself considering the best placement for a house and byre; but it was not long before she set aside her daydreaming.

"Indeed," she muttered, brushing dark hair from her eyes, "not only pigs, but cows and horses must sprout wings before I find a suitor."

Chances for achieving the one goal appropriate for a maiden waned with each passing season. Not that she was unattractive or of an unpleasant disposition, though Marsa had more than once received the sharp edge of her tongue. And while true that having reached the advanced age of twenty-seven Dulce was well past the first blush of youth, the problem was one of supply. 

Seldom did a month go past in which word did not filter through the settlements huddled beneath the eaves of the Mirkwood of another man, or even an entire family, fallen to some evil creature. 'Twas said, the Lords of the Wood had come forth after long years of seclusion to join with the men of lake, wood and dale to combat the spreading shadows, yet the losses continued. Several smaller villages had abandoned their holdings and retreated to the relative safety of Esgaroth or Dale. 

Thanks to Iolanthe, that fate would not to befall Ran-tathren. Not so long as the herbs the woman utilized retained their powers. With a determined nod, Dulce focused her energies upon slicing the dried seed heads from the stout stems. Tomorrow she would ready the seeds for drying. By the end of the month they would be ready to stuff into every keyhole as an additional layer of protection against the evil spirits whose strength would increase as the days grew shorter. Any surplus gathered would be used to create one of several potions and tonics. 

Pulling aside one stand of bright green stems, she froze, then sank to her knees in wonder. A small circle of late bloomers huddled close to the ground, their bright flowers gleamed gold amidst the faded petals of their taller, elder sisters. Shyly, Dulce touched a feathery leaf, inhaled deeply and sank into the warm memory of a long ago summer. The sweet fragrance held her enthralled until a squelching footstep broke the spell. Clutching her short bladed knife, Dulce held her breath and only dared move her eyes in an attempt to see who walked nearby.

"We mean thee no harm, good lady. Wilt thou emerge from thy bower?" 

'Twas a strangely melodic voice reminding Dulce of birds trilling in a summer sky; but she remained upon her knees and pressed her lips tightly together to prevent a reply from bursting free.

"She is frightened, Lithnar, and rightly so. No maid should be a-wandering alone so nigh to evening."

No birdsong accompanied these words, only the sharp edge of disapproval. 

Abandoning her position, Dulce gathered her skirts and, being careful not to spill her basket, rose. Back straight and knuckles white upon her knife, she turned; only to almost fall to her knees again. 

Before her stood one of the Fair Folk. No being possessing such a countenance could be other than a Lord of the Wood. For a long moment, all Dulce could do was to stare in silent awe. 

"Have pity, Lithnar. Wave a hand before her face and snap her out of it, or we'll be here all night. Lord Morgaran wants us back before moonrise." 

Dulce jerked as if slapped and became aware of the man standing alongside the elf. Weariness drew deep lines upon a youthful face, and the tightness about his dark eyes told a tale of worry and dread. 

Squashing an urge to reprimand the young man for his rudeness, she lied blithely, "I am not alone, sir. My father is no further than the edge of the woods."

With a sardonic lift of an eyebrow, the stranger replied, "Would you call to him then, if you please? So that I might beg the pleasure of an introduction." 

Her falsehood put to a test it could not pass, Dulce flushed, but declined to speak.

"Peace, Rince," The elf's gentle words flowed like a honey. "Forgive him, lady, he has not slept for two days; and it makes him a bit irritable."

"Make no excuses for me, Lithnar," the man said stiffly. 

The elf gently said, "Then need none made for you," which brought Dulce a carefully hidden feeling of satisfaction as the man accepted the rebuke with a nod and turned to her with a low bow. 

"Forgive me. As my companion says, I am weary. It is out of fear for your safety that I speak so harshly. Evil lurks within the woods these days; and it is not wise for anyone to wander alone."

"Nothing would attack me here," Dulce replied, pointing to the fennel standing guard about them. "Nothing of evil may come within yards of these plants."

Again the woman felt strangely satisfied for the man did not dispute her words, but asked, "How know you the knowledge of the old times?"

"Iolanthe of the village of Ran-tathren is an herbmistress of much renown. She keeps our men and village safe using the powers that dwell within the plants."

"Iolanthe." The elf repeated softly to himself, and the eyes of the humans turned to him in question. With a smile that spoke of memories long forgotten, he said, "I knew an Iolanthe. Many seasons ago, she roamed the woods as freely as an elf and sought to learn those lessons our ladies would teach."

Dulce responded uncertainly, "She sometimes speaks of walking with the Ladies of the Woods, but she is much too old for you to have known as a maid, sir."

"The years pass swiftly for your race, child. Pray carry my greeting to her. Tell her Lithnar of the Woodland Realm wishes her peace and happiness." 

"Most willingly, sir." Dulce hesitated, then continued anxiously, "If I might be so bold, what errand brought you here? Master Rince spoke of a meeting at moonrise. Are there evil things about that would bring trouble to my village?"

"Calm thyself, lady. No evil sightings have we made. The wards set by Iolanthe hold true. Our errand is much the same as thine." Lithnar nodded toward the basket upon her arm and to the flowers at her feet. "Wilt thou share thy bounty? Rince requires a small supply of golden fennel blossoms."

Without a word, though her curiosity was palpable, Dulce stepped aside to leave the way clear for the elf to pluck several flowers. He offered them to the reticent Rince, who crumpled the petals and held them in the palm of his hand. Eyes closed, he recited three times: 

“Apple, mayweed and waybread

Against the evil hand.

Fiddlewood, nettle and cress

Against the evil eye.

Mugwort, fennel and chervil

Against the evil breath.”

Lifting the crushed blossoms, Rince inhaled deeply, then placed them within a pouch hanging from a leather thong about his neck. Lifting the amulet to his forehead, he repeated the rhyme thrice more and turned in a slow circle staring intently into the trees.

"Well, my friend, what dost thou see?" the elf asked after the man completed a second circle.

"Nothing of evil." Releasing a deep breath, Rince faced the elf and held up a hand to shield his eyes. "Though as I am once again dazzled by the light of thy spirit, I know the spell is replenished."

The elf laughed merrily and much of the tension left Rince's face as he smiled.

"Spell?" Dulce repeated. "Of the old times? One that allows you to see hidden evil? How does one make the charm?"

"Aye. Gifted to me by my mother's mother. I regret I know little of its particulars save that ever and anon I must, as you have witnessed, renew the herbs." Rince tucked the pouch inside his shirt, and replied soberly, "It is my hope the power of the charm will last so long as I have need of it. My thanks, lady. Forgive me if I misspoke before."

"'Tis forgotten, sir," Dulce answered with a shy smile.

"Now, lady, pray excuse us, my Lord Morgaran has need of Rince's keen eyes." Gentle concern filled the elf's voice. "Wilt thou reach thy home before nightfall?"

With a start, Dulce realized how far the sly sun had lowered, but said, "Aye, if I hurry."

"Then we will delay you no longer." Lithnar led the way along the path to where stood Dulce's large gathering basket. "Remember my message to Mistress Iolanthe."

Dulce marveled at how musical the ancient woman's name sounded when spoken by the elf and hastily slipped the straps of the basket over her shoulders. "I will, sir. Good-bye."

With a bob of her head, she hurried away. At the point where the path led beneath the dark branches of ancient forest, she paused and turned to watch the green-garbed figures vanish into the forest. At the final moment, one lifted his hand in a farewell salute. 

Dulce sighed and shrugged the basket to a more comfortable position before continuing on her way. She would save the first telling of her meeting with the strangers for Mistress Iolanthe's ears alone. The herbmistress might  know more of the charm carried by Rince; and maybe upon receiving Lithnar's greeting, the woman could be persuaded to tell again the stories of her youth. This time the tales would have a new meaning. 

*****

Author’s Note: Inspiration for this is owed to Sillimarilli and Brother Cadfael’s Herb Garden by Talbot and Whiteman. 

From: Lacnunga:  Woden's Nine Herbs Charm appears dates from around the 10th- or 11th-c.

It stands against pain, stands against poison, 
has might against three and against thirty, 
Against devil's hand and against deception, 
Against the witchcraft of the wicked ones. 

These nine herbs have power against nine horrors. 
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By Day The Flowers
Pippin

The symbelmynë on the hill has sprung once more, and now the days are becoming longer. But longer still are the nights. I look out of the window across the moors, hoping beyond hope that there will be torches appearing to cut through the inky darkness, that you will appear as the valiant warrior returning from battle, that this has all been nothing more than a fitful dream. Yet I do not wake.

The clear spring sky is full of stars by night, by day the flowers are full of bees and children’s bare hands tugging at stems to bring to me in an attempt to make me smile. 

“Don’t cry,” Ceolwyn pleads to me with her ever-present handfuls of marigolds. “Fæder will be home soon.” 

Cælin stands by her side, drooping flowers held half-heartedly, but does not say anything. He understands. She does not. 

Each morning when the sun rises, the first pale beams touch the petals of the white flowers, and I know there will be no torches lighting your way home to me. And there will be no clattering of hooves towards the house, no anchoring embrace. And soon the marigolds will all have been killed. And to what end? To make me smile, though briefly and for my daughter’s sake alone. 

I miss you. We miss you. Come back to me, sail back to me across the sky, this empty, cold spring sky. The evening primroses glow ghostly white against the night canvas, and I hate them. 
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The Great Year of Plenty

Rilith

April 6, 3020 (3rd Age) 

On the Fenmarch 
Mering Stream and the Great West Road 

The cherry blossoms were out. A year since their last show and yet it seemed like an age. Aleksy had not seen last year’s spring, or at least he could not remember it. In the place of that sweet memory were dark hordes of time, the now collective memory of the Rohirrim. 

Encased behind the fluttering white canopy Aleksy felt safe from the recollections that still haunted him. Sitting on the knotted bough platform of the farthest Gean from his home the young boy watched as the Queen bees flashed from flower to flower, feeding upon the nectar that delicately scented the breeze. Lethargic from the warm spring air his mind wandered, and he slowly drifted into a light slumber.

Terror filled his heart till every fibre of his being felt removed from itself and pulled apart. He stood upon the wall waiting for the order, for the break that would release the tension and bring their wrath upon them. His arm was shaking in revolt, his muscles screamed as they were not used to the bow’s weight. The only thought he possessed now was of how wrong it felt to be standing there, how wrong he had been to play pretend war games with his elder brother. The reality, the truth was terrifying and it was staring up at him in the faces of the dark bands below the walls of Helm’s Deep. 

As his leg slid from the branch Aleksy woke with a start. He felt sick, scared and stupid. He was afraid of something that had passed; he had seen the end of that time and now was a time of new things, better things. He gave a fearful laugh as if to test this new theory. It felt right, deep within himself he knew. With a short pause the boy nimbly slipped from under the delicate umbrella of blossom. 

His family, having only just returned to their land from Edoras were beginning to rebuild the farmstead. They had managed to plant most of the fields but some would have to wait now till next year. He was supposed to be helping mow the western field, one of the fallow ones. Aleksy had crept away unnoticed when they had broken for brief refreshments, affirming as he did that he was still a child, still able to run and play, to hide. He sighed and hefted the sickle his father had handed him at dawn onto his shoulder. As he passed from under the trees sheltering boughs he reached up to take some of the blossoms.

They sat almost weightless in his hand and as he walked he took comfort from them, small and unnoticeable as they were. When he neared the field once again, he heard his father calling to him, he knew he would be warned not to sneak off again. Aleksy smiled as he saw his father moving with a purpose across the large piece of land. Aleksy lifted his free hand to wave and as he did so, he let the blossoms fall. 
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Celandine for Sam

Celandine Haleth

The Two Towers; Book Four; Chapter VII; “The Journey to the Cross-Roads”.

As the third stage of their day’s march drew on and afternoon waned, the forest opened out, and the trees became larger and more scattered. Great ilexes of huge girth stood dark and solemn in wide glades with here and there among them hoary ash-trees, and giant oaks just putting out their brown-green buds. About them lay long lands of green grass dappled with celandine and anemones, white and blue, now folded for sleep;
and there were acres populous with the leaves of woodland hyacinths: already their sleek bell-stems were thrusting through the mould.
 
Shire: Rethe/March 9, 1427 S.R.

Walking toward Michael Delving Sam was lost in thought. Bag End had been merry, but frenzied, this morning with his children; much changed from Mr. Bilbo’s day for sure. Three-year-old Frodo, who was unhappy enough about baby Rosie, had just discovered
another child was on the way. Fortunately, Elanor was able to comfort him with the idea that a new brother might be arriving and promptly explained how nice it would be for young Frodo to be the “big brother.”  While his eldest daughter was not yet six, she was
astonishingly adept at managing her two younger siblings. 

Sam realized he was a lucky Hobbit. When Rose moved into Bag End after the wedding, Sam had worried that she could be uncomfortable living with the two companions. Happily both Rose and Mr. Frodo were immediately comfortable with the arrangement, as Sam should have known from the start. Not until after Mr. Frodo left did Rose begin to put her own touches on the place, even then she mostly fussed with the
kitchen and bedrooms, leaving the study and parlor much as they had been since Sam’s earliest memories.  Bag End was the same place, but new and sweeter with the presence of his family. This went a long way towards filling the void left by the Grey Havens. 

Now, however, he was faced with a new dilemma. Will Whitfoot sent a note asking to see him, and Sam feared the rumors were correct; Will must be stepping down as Mayor. Will Whitfoot would be difficult to replace.  Sam was only now beginning to feel comfortable sanctioning others to tend the restored plants and trees throughout the Shire. The last thing he wanted was to be part of a committee charged with the search
for a replacement for Will. Serving on such a committee would mean a lot of work right through the Free Fair at the Lithe. Will had been Mayor for many years, and his return to office after imprisonment by Sharkey’s men had made him particularly well liked.

The weather, unexpectedly warm for early Rethe in the Shire, certainly made for a pleasant excursion. Sam savored the sweet fragrance of budding herbs and flowers, and hoped the weather would hold; an early spring was most welcome. Watching a nesting bird swoop in and scoop up a bit of down, Sam recognized a familiar bloom. Celandine often grew in the Shire, but it rarely made an appearance this early in the year. Pausing, Sam bent to break off a sprig of the unexpected pleasure.

Bringing the delicate blossom to him, he was staggered by a sudden memory. Unexpectedly he was back in Ithilien, that Rethe day eight years ago. He and Mr. Frodo, more or less refreshed from their sojourn with Faramir, were following Gollum to his “secret entrance” to Mordor. At the time Sam thought things could not get much worse than they were on the slag heaps outside the Black Gates. He would learn shortly that they could be far worse than he ever imagined.

During that comparatively typical day’s travel, he and Mr. Frodo had enjoyed the fair weather of an early southern spring. Always the gardener, Sam eagerly catalogued the assorted new and different flora he found and enjoyed greeting familiar floral friends.
When they paused briefly to eat a bite of Faramir’s provisions, patches of celandine surrounded them.  That had been one of the last times he and Mr. Frodo had really talked, one of the last hours before the Ring’s influence overwhelmed Mr. Frodo. They were able to talk of home and speculate fondly about neighbors they had not seen in months. Sam was even able to voice his distrust of Gollum without rousing Mr. Frodo’s ire. 

Looking back on all that faced them at that time, Sam was touched by the simple pleasure of that opportunity to commune with his cherished friend. It was many weeks and many trials before they would again have anywhere near the same lightness of spirit, or ability to exchange a few jocular words. Sam struggled momentarily, and then gave way to the tears. In light of how dark things ultimately became, it made those treasured moments all the more important. As those trials had so tormented Mr. Frodo that his only solace was to sail into the West for relief made the interchange even more precious. There was nothing Sam would not give to spend an hour in easy, companionable conversation with Mr. Frodo now; but sadly, that could not be.

Quietly, Sam strove to regain his composure. No one was nearby to witness his “weakness”, but he would not have cared if someone had seen. He and Mr. Frodo had
gone through so much, and Mr. Frodo never was able to enjoy the sweet satisfaction his efforts had created.  At that moment Sam heard Mr. Frodo’s words echoing within his heart once more: “It must often be so, Sam, when things are in danger: some one has to give them up, lose them, so that others may keep them. But you are my heir: all that I had and might have had I leave to you.” 

With a new poignancy Sam was struck by the simple certainty of Mr. Frodo’s words. His own wounds, physical and emotional were mostly healed, and he was incontestably the luckiest of Hobbits. Sam also knew, although he still found it difficult to accept, that Mr. Frodo was better off in the company of Bilbo, Gandalf and Galadriel. 

With tears drying on his face, Sam again became aware of the warm sun, the springtime fragrances and the abundant joy of his family and home. For the
remainder of his journey he held Rose and his children in his heart and reflected on ways to ensure their continued happiness. He would always look back on his adventure with some measure of regret, but he could not allow that looking back to fill his future or that of his family, with sorrow.
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Alfirin’s Call

Naerinda

The elf strolled through the garden, bathed in the glory of nature’s masterpiece. A mantle of sunshine rested upon his shoulders, his boots made no sound, and barely a mark was left in the grass to echo his passage. Everywhere his eyes rested there was life anew. Iris’ swayed to the tune of the breeze. Glorious anemone of every colour spread their petals, like dancers eager to show off their gowns. An elegant cedar towered above, wind whispering through her leaves causing patterns of shade to waltz slowly across the ground below. 

With the grace endowed to his kind, the elf wandered among the plants, lingering now and again to caress them as a father lavishing love on his children. As he admired the beauty his people had helped restore, the road behind him came to mind, and a wistful smile tugged at the corner of his mouth. So many places he had been, but always his thoughts came back to one. Lebennin, where along with his companions, they had pursued their enemies through the night. Beneath the hoofs of their steeds, they had trampled grass, flowers, and all else before them in their haste. The memory of gulls crying seared his heart, he had seen the sea, even though they rode in darkness, he knew she was there, waiting for him with arms outstretched. He had heard her voice carried in the wail of the birds and the whispering of the wind.   

He paused before a patch of yellow asphodel, its flower not dissimilar to another, remembered from so long ago. Gently cradling one single bloom in his hand, softly he sang.


Silver flow the streams from Celos to Erui


In the green fields of Lebennin!


Tall grows the grass there. In the wind from the Sea


The white lilies sway,


And the golden bells are shaken of mallos and alfirin


In the green fields of Lebennin,


In the wind from the Sea!

With a sigh he turned westward as the flower dropped through his fingers. It seemed almost that he could hear the gulls’ voices on the morning breeze.

The sound of footsteps on the stone path broke his reverie. With a slow smile he turned and leaned against a birch to await their arrival, elven hearing knowing by sound alone whom it was that approached.

“My Lord, My Lady, I did not expect you until day’s end.” The elf bowed, before a firm hand grasped his shoulder in a gesture of friendship, drawing him to his feet. 

“You have no need of formality my friend. It is I who should bow to you for all that you have done. It is indeed more than even I had dreamed.” His eyes took in with wonder all that the garden offered. 

The woman broke further speech as she wrapped the elf in an embrace. It was many moments before she relinquished her hold; tears glistened on her cheeks as she took the hand of her husband.

“Legolas, you have blessed this land beyond reckoning. What the Dark Lord stole, you have replaced ten fold.”

Indeed, nowhere was visible the signs of evil that had ravaged the hills of Emyn Arnen. Even it’s people returned, rebuilding homes and lives. The sound of children at play filled the streets as birdsong filled the air. Gardens and plants everywhere were bursting into bloom, though none could equal the one in which they stood. 

Éowyn linked arms with man and elf to walk with them along the path, pausing to exclaim over each new discovery, much to the joy of Faramir. Memories of another place came to him unbidden. An age it felt since he had walked in the garden of the Houses of Healing, long had it been since he first saw Éowyn, sorrowful and proud, yet more beautiful than all that now grew in fair Ithilien. So defiant she had been, so unyielding, his heart ached still when he thought of her wanting to die in the glory of battle. Now he watched as she ran excitedly from one delight to the next, white flowers adorned her hair, and the bouquet in her arms steadily growing.

 The tinkling of water cascading down stone fountains filled their ears, and a myriad of tiny droplets caught the sun in the splendour of a rainbow. Surrounded by such beauty, it was hard to remember that the Dark One’s armies had so nearly destroyed this land. 

Faramir laughed out loud for the joy he felt at seeing his wife carefree.

“I promised her a garden surpassed by no other, and you Legolas have given us that. I owe you a great debt.”

“You owe me nothing friend.” The elf paused in thought “I did not do anything, except that which was already on my heart to do.”  

He fixed his eyes earnestly upon Faramir. “This place was once beautiful, before the enemy marred it with evil. I have simply brought back the life that lay dormant. Darkness may have covered this earth, and His minions may have wrought destruction beyond measure, but even the Dark Lord himself could not steal the soul from this land. He could only hide it for a while. Beauty existed before He came, and that cannot be lightly taken away.”

“You talk as though this was some simple thing, as easy as recalling a friend once loved by many. You shall always be remembered for your great deed here, and with you and your kind to tend this garden, it shall stay ever green, a place to warm the heart.”

Legolas dropped his eyes to the ground momentarily before gazing into the west, unable to speak.

“You do not mean to stay do you?” Faramir almost whispered the question as his hand once more found Legolas’ shoulder.

“The river Anduin lies yonder” The elf gestured with one hand in the direction.

“Her waters wind through green Lebennin, where they lead to the sea.” Great sadness filled his face.

“Alas that my ears ever heard the wailing of the gulls. My heart cannot forget that which my ears have heard and my eyes have seen. I have looked upon that land, and ever, fair alfirin that grows on the shores there, is in my mind. Her flowers speak to my heart like the golden bells of Valinor, whose glory I now yearn to look upon.”

Faramir sighed. “I see there is nothing I can do to change you from this course. I wish it were otherwise, for we will sorely miss your friendship, and this land will miss your touch.”

Éowyn had returned unnoticed, and she placed the flowers on a stone-carved seat to wrap her arms around Faramir in comfort. Gently she spoke.

“Legolas must go where he must. He has gifted us with happiness beyond measure, now surely he deserves to find that same joy, no matter what that means.” 

“You are right beloved.” He kissed her forehead before turning back to the elf. “Forgive me Legolas, I spoke selfishly.”

The elf’s laughter rang in the air, melodious, as it was sweet. “There is nothing to forgive, you speak only as one who does not wish to say farewell. There is no crime in that.”

He walked a couple of steps and turned slowly full circle with arms outstretched. “This garden has been blessed by my people, it will always be a place of light and laughter. Here will the flowers linger longest before winters chill, and here will they bloom first when spring comes singing on the wind.”

He took a hand of each of them as he continued. “I do not like goodbyes, so I will say one more thing before I leave, lest sadness dampen our parting. Let this garden be a place of memories, where friends are remembered, and lives lost are rejoiced. Do not mourn for those now gone, lest their deeds be lessened. Instead, be glad that they travelled with you if only for a short time, and think of them with joy. For your lives are too short to be spent in sadness and regret.”

He squeezed Faramir’s hand, and then kissing Éowyn's, he released them both. Stepping backwards, he laughed and with a twinkle of mischief, spoke one last time. 

“Farewell my friends, I must go to find another, for the sea is calling me and I will not be travelling alone.” He was already springing away down the hill, and it could almost have been an echo that drifted back to the couple.

 “I go to find the Dwarf.”

[image: image6.wmf]Long they stood, husband and wife joined in an embrace gazing to where Legolas had vanished from view. Then with tears shining in the fading light, they shared a lingering kiss, and with no need of speech, Éowyn picked up the flowers. Touching the yellow asphodel to her cheek, she left one solitary bloom on the seat. Then slowly, hands entwined, the couple made their way back to the house. 

“… those that bear the yellow blossom …”

By Rilith

April 6th 3020 (1420 S.R.)- The Shire
“Lily, Lily, could you take this lunch to your father for me?” called Iris through the small but cosy halls. 

A slight pause of silence and then a scampering of unshod feet could be heard. Lily, her oldest daughter, approached. 

“Which field is he in?” Lily asked as she took the bundle and placed it in a basket that stood upon the table. 

“Whichever one he put the sheep into last night … I do hope he got some rest; it will be much easier when they’ve had their lambs,” Iris continued. Lily beamed at her before heading for the door. 

“Don’t get in their way, you mind, Lily. Remember what Father told you in the winter, those ewes need rest and quiet, not to be stared and gawked at.” 

“I know mother,” Lily called over her shoulder as she opened the small wooden gate and continued down the path to the field.

The Shire was awash with life. Spring had come again and despite the deep scars still seen from the previous winter’s terrible events, flowers buried long ago, long before the wounds were inflicted, burst through the dark blemishes in protest of all they stood for. The birds were singing once again, sunlight caressed the hobbits’ homes and most of all the memories were fading. 

Lily hummed as she lazily wound her way to the lambing field. Her father would no doubt be busy when she reached him and so she chose to dawdle now. When she passed the party field she could not help but gaze at the place where once stood the huge Party Tree, under which even she herself had danced. Fully expecting to see nothing but bare land, Lily was surprised to behold a small sapling with shocks of golden boughs. 

Her task forgotten in the back of her mind Lily approached the gate of the field and entered. As she neared the small tree she took in the beauty of the blooms. They glinted almost golden and, in places where the blossoms had fallen, gilded jackets waited for the leaves to push them off. The bark was grey and smooth and though the sapling was only just Lily’s height she had a strange sense of ancient awe that sat in her heart. 

She witnessed the Shire’s hope embodied in the future tree. Its delicate boughs grew straight from the thin tether-like trunk. Deep in her memory of stories told to pass the winter months, lines sprang up of the adventures told by those four who had travelled far and come back to release their home from thraldom last November. A name was all that remained with her after those tales had whispered their secrets: the Mallorn. 

“Mallorn? Is that your name?” She gently stroked the blossoms as she spoke. After a moment's pause she spoke again. “You will make a good Party Tree.” 

Then with great resolve she turned, with one last glance at such beauty, before continuing on her way, now much merrier than she had ever been in all her life. She did not know that in years to come the Party Tree that the sapling would become, would be the last Mallorn to grace Middle-Earth and how fitting it was that it stood for the Hobbits’ hope of better days. 

(N.B: The title quote is taken from a passage in ‘Lothlórien’ on page 333. The full sentence reads as follows: “… Mellyrn they are called, and are those that bear the yellow blossom, but I have never climbed one.”)
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Dandelion in the Wind

Azaelia

Not long ago in a meadow not far away grew hundreds of dandelions.  At the very top of the tallest flower grew a fuzzy bunch of seedlings, of which I was one.  The anticipation growing in my siblings and I was palpable.  Spring was here and soon the wind would send us each on a journey to find a place of our own, to take root and begin a family. 

We had just bid farewell to the large bees that used to visit us when a strange creature came scampering on two legs in our direction.  

“Don’t spill the blueberries, sweet one!” called a melodious voice.

A beautiful tinkling sound bubbled from the creature who we now noticed was carrying a basket full of blueberries.  She had purple smudges from top to bottom.  She knelt down and plucked our entire stem up from the ground.  She opened her mouth and a great torrent of air burst from it.  I was plucked from my stem and my brothers and sisters waved goodbye to each other as we blew away, never to see one another again.

We all knew this day would come and ready or not it was upon us.  Exhilaration shot through my veins as I soared faster and higher than I’d ever imagined.  

As a new current sent me closer to the ground, I realized I was floating over a blueberry patch.  It was probably the one that the small creature had just come from since there were other two-legged creatures there.  I narrowly missed a purple-smeared hand swatting me out of the air.

“What do these things eat when they can’t get hobbit?”  cried a short one with curly fur on the top of her head.

The reply of her tall companion was too faint to hear as I drifted away, but it apparently earned him a swat like to the one I avoided.  Leaving the couple behind, I soared toward a clump of trees.  The wind died down and I rested, teetering, on a narrow branch.  At first, the forest seemed a little too quiet, and then I heard a strange noise.

“PHHHT!”

“BOB!  You spoiled my shot!”

A long stick with a pointed end stuck straight into the trunk of my tree.  It brought with it a tuft of wind that sent me spiraling down toward a scurrying rabbit, which I guessed had narrowly escaped skewering.

A fresh breeze caught me up and sent me on my journey once more.  I passed birds, squirrels and creatures of every kind it seemed.  Sometimes they were far below me, sometimes far above me.  I was at the mercy and whim of the fickle wind.  But I didn’t fear.  I knew at the end of my sojourn that I would grow and flourish wherever I was planted.

How far and how long I traveled I cannot begin to guess, but I soon came upon a large dwelling bustling with two-legged creatures.  They were all shapes and sizes.  Two smaller ones with piles of curly fur on the tops of their heads bounded about with baskets collecting eggs from the chickens in the yard.  I strayed past the nose of an enormous dog that produced a powerful spray that sent me reeling.  Curiously, I thought I heard it speak in the tongue of the two-legged creatures.

“Sbring is for de birds!”

I shot like a rocket into the air and past a horse pulling a large wooden contraption with two  medium-sized figures on it.

Lazily making my way back toward the ground, I encountered a tall silver-furred two-legger.  For a moment, it seemed that he knew I was there and knew all about my journey and my purpose.  He waved his arm to hail a companion and the moment was gone.  In the next instant I hurtled straight to the ground with such a force that part of me was already buried in the lovely, nurturing soil.  It usually takes at least a few days to wiggle down into the soil to begin growing.  I couldn’t help but wonder if the kind creature had some part in sending me to this particular spot, especially after I realized that it has the perfect amount of sunlight and rain.  It’s right next to an entrance to the large dwelling, but is in such a spot that protects a plant from being trampled.

Just before I ducked the last centimeter of myself down into my new home, I heard a familiar sound.  Tinkling youthful laughter floated to me on the breeze and to my surprise I gazed upon the fair features of the little creature who’d begun my journey.  I knew then that the great Creator had been with me all along and this was truly where I was meant to be.

“Tell it again, Grandpa!  Tell it again!” the young seedlings from the adjacent stalk begged.

The grandfather chuckled, “I don’t think there’s time.”

There, across the yard, stood the little elf-child who’d sent the grandfather on his journey.

“Look, Ada!  The dandelions are ready!” she squealed delightedly.

But instead of picking the whole stalk as she had on that day long ago, she plopped to her knees, closed her eyes and blew….
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Spring Flower Haiku

Antoinette

~~~

Moors and high hillsides

Fragrant Middle-Earth's garden

Wide open meadows

~~~

Piles of flowers

Heady breezes full of sweetness

Marjoram and thyme

~~~

Heather and myrtle

Asphodel and water lilies

Oak, olive and larch

~~~

Bushes and low shrubs

Tall conifers and evergreens

Thick emerald mantles

~~~

Squirrels and rabbits

Hiding in deep winter snowdrifts

Nibbling under oaks

~~~
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