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THE SPICE OF FRIENDSHIP

By 

Celebsul, Erin and Sevilodorf 

Being Part Two of the 'A Moment Apart' series set amidst the chaos of Obsidian.
March 20th
North Ithilien

The Inn of the Burping Troll

The light of early spring poured itself among the trees, casting a net of twiggy shadows across the back yard of the Inn of the Burping Troll.  Amongst those warm dapples of sun and shadow two people stood talking.  A tall man bearing the dark-haired stamp of the Dúnedain and an ample woman with a long brown braid, the warmth in their shared gazes bespoke an easy familiarity.

“I need to take this to the stillroom,” Sev said, holding up a basket filled with wild herbs and roots, the products of her labor for the day. Ruefully, she added, “It won’t take me long, there’s not much here.”

“I fear that I distracted you from your tasks,” Anardil replied, smiling as he hefted a now-empty picnic basket in his own hand.

Meeting the glint of amusement in his eyes with one of her own, the Rohirrim healer responded, “Aye, if I am not careful, you will next be convincing me to lie abed past sunrise.”

“I will have to apply myself to the matter,” he laughed. “Though I fear there is little hope of success.”

“You never know. More improbable things have occurred.”

Giving him a smile that suggested the attempts to accomplish the impossible might prove reward enough, Sev turned down the path toward the gardens where the elves had built her a stillroom along the back of Elanna’s pottery shed. 

For a moment, the ex-Ranger simply stood enjoying the stillness of the late afternoon. This land of Ithilien, long known as the “Garden of Gondor”, was awakening from its seasonal sleep; and the day, after a chilly start, had warmed to fulfill the promise of spring. At breakfast, their resident elves and hobbits had outlined their plans to spend the day preparing the garden for planting, one reason he had agreed to accompany Sev on her mission to harvest a small glade to the south. In matters of farming there was little a one-armed man would have been able to do, and he had no desire to stand by and be given make-work jobs created out of sympathy by the hobbits. 

With a sudden snort, Anardil realized that he was not the only devious one in this partnership. Sev would have known how he felt and thus suggested the harvesting expedition as a means to get him away from the Troll for the day. That she would prefer to spend the time tramping the woods to hoeing and tilling had only been an added benefit.  

With a wry half grin and swinging the empty picnic basket, he continued on the path along the rear of the inn. Climbing the stairs to the small porch outside the kitchen door, he was almost knocked over by a hurtling mass of hobbit. 

“Sorry about that, Anardil,” Milo cried as he bounded down the steps. “I’m late for chores in the barn. You didn’t let Sevilodorf start them, did you?”

Amazed, as he always was, at the assumption that he had the ability to prevent Sev from doing anything she was truly determined to do, Anardil shook his head after the rapidly moving hobbit lad.

Raising his voice a notch he replied, “No, she knew the wrath of the hobbit lasses would fall upon her if she so much as picked up a rake. She did insist on brushing her horse.”

“Good, good,” Milo said over his shoulder, then pelted down the path Anardil had just trod.

Grinning broadly, the man watched the hobbit slide around the corner of the building in the direction of the barn.  Although Sev was healing swiftly from head and wrist injuries gotten in a misadventure some weeks ago, Milo's eagerness to help comforted him. It was gratifying to know that Sev had so many friends to look after her when he could not be present; though he was also aware of how she occasionally found their concern overwhelming, even stifling. Perhaps going off harvesting today was not simply a ploy to help him avoid standing on the sidelines as the others worked, but an attempt on Sev’s part to escape the scrutiny and “coddling” she had endured these last few weeks. 

His grin faded into a frown. In only a few days, he would be required to escort a noble guest who was presently visiting, law adjudicator Lord Goldur, back to Minas Tirith, once again leaving Sevilodorf in the company and care of their friends. Perhaps, once the Grand Council and his king released Anardil from his current duties, he could arrange another journey to the Eastern Borders for the middle of next month.  Emissaries representing Gondor had been sent to meet with Suren Chinua, leader of the Sube tribe which he and Sev had traded with in February; but there was sufficient reason to suggest a less obvious observer be sent again. 

Yes, he would certainly recommend it when he returned to Minas Tirith.  Within ten days, by the Gondorian high day of Tuilérë, their business in the capital would be finished.  Then Sev would be free to join him on an expedition for the purpose of making some 'calculated observations'.

Nodding with satisfaction at his plan, Anardil shifted the basket onto his arm to free his hand. Then he reached out for the door handle, only to reverse his step suddenly as the door opened and a smiling and slightly sunburnt Camellia stepped out. 

“Oh, you’re back,” she exclaimed with delight. The hobbit lass turned and called into the kitchen, “Sevi and Anardil are here. Should we try it out on him?”

“Try what out on me?” the man asked warily, and then realized that the pungently spicy aroma wafting through the open door was a familiar one. Though certainly not one he would expect to find filling a hobbit kitchen. 

“A wonderful idea!” said the owner of a mop of golden curls smiling broadly from behind Camellia. While not quite as pink as Camellia, Erin’s small crop of freckles had multiplied since breakfast time. “You go feed the chickens while it finishes simmering.” 

“But you be sure to wait until I get back."  Camellia's smile spread even wider on her rosy cheeks.  "I want to see his face when he tastes it.”

“Hurry then,” suggested the final member of The Burping Troll’s trio of hobbit lasses, appearing in the doorway to hand Camellia a small sack. “And don’t forget to add this. Sevi said it would help the chickens to recover from their fright and start laying again.”

Camellia tucked the bag into a pocket of her apron and grinned at Meri. “Well, they had a right to be scared out of their wits. A great big thing like Lugbac crawling right into their hutch. It’s a wonder they didn’t just fall down in a faint.”

The thought of fainting chickens set the trio of hobbits to laughing with merry abandon, a laughter that came close to dissolving into a helpless fit of giggles when Erin said, “But he only wanted to see the chicks because they were ‘reet cute.’”

As always, hobbit laughter proved infectious and Anardil found himself chuckling at the image of an enormous orc becoming trapped in the chicken coop as he admired the chicks.  One of many oddities the former Ranger had found at The Burping Troll had been the small local band of 'tame' orcs, and yet oafish Lugbac somehow made himself bizarrely endearing with his occasional simple-minded accidents around the inn. 

“I won’t be but a few minutes,” Camellia promised, hurrying down the steps after the laughter had died. 

Erin said, “Let me take that basket, Anardil. I’ll put it back in the pantry. Did you and Sevi have a nice picnic?” 

Before he could respond, a loud “Blast it all!” was heard from inside the kitchen. Meri spun around and exclaimed, “Bob!”

Over the hobbits’ heads, Anardil could see his old friend seated at a table glaring down at a black and white cat. Tac, as usual, gazed serenely in the opposite direction from his accuser. Bob's normally amiable face was screwed into a comically aggrieved expression when he looked towards the doorway.

“That animal attacked me again! As soon as your back was turned, it attacked. Look at my boots. All scratched up. I just put a good polish on them yesterday.” The lanky Ranger pointed down at his feet, and then glared again at the cat that had casually lifted a hind leg and begun to wash itself.

“You’re not getting out of it like that,” insisted Erin, flouncing over to the table to point at the small pile of peppercorns at Bob’s elbow. “It’s your night for kitchen duty, and this is the duty we want done.”

“When you’ve finished those you can start on these.” With a stern finger, Meri pointed to a bowl containing a variety of lightly toasted seeds. Orders given, the hobbit hurried towards the cellar muttering, "And I better help Horus select the other ingredients."

Shoulders slumping, Bob sighed before wetting a finger to dab at scratched leather.  Trying not to grin, Anardil allowed Erin to take the basket then he reached down to pick up the cat, which instantly began to purr loudly.  

"You really are a mischief, Tac," he said fondly, rubbing his thumb under the tiny furry chin.

Bob glared at the cat, now cuddled against Anardil’s chest, but a parting glance from Erin stilled his tongue.  Grimacing wryly, he returned to his assigned task of twisting the pepper grinder without argument. 

“It’s all your fault you know?” he muttered to his friend, as he turned the grinder with rather more vigor than was truly needed. “You had to give Sevilodorf a cat. Why not something less dangerous? Like a crossbow or a dagger or a catapult?”

“She already carries four knives that -,” Anardil began.

“Five,” interrupted Bob with a frown. “Sometimes six.”

“You ought to know as you are the one who has been practicing with her,” Anardil agreed, letting his glance be sober acknowledgement of the time Bob had lent to training Sev in arts of self-defense. Then in a sincere tone he added, “A fact for which we are both in your debt.”

With a wary glance around the kitchen, Bob paused his grinding to lean forward and whisper earnestly, “As you believe this, I would ask a favor.”

“Anything, my friend,” Anardil replied promptly. “You have only to name it."  A one-sided grin warmed his face. "Though do not ask me to dispose of Tac, for the hobbits would object as well as my lady.”

Scowling at the animal now nestled drowsily in the crook of Anardil’s arm, Bob said, “As much as I would wish it, I know the impossibility of that. What I would ask is much more serious.”

The one-armed man's brows drew down in concern.  “Ask then, and if it is within my power, you will have it.”

“Stop Sev from baking that cake she keeps talking about,” Bob pleaded, and near-desperation filled his grey eyes.

Aye, that had been the healer's promised payment for her training, but Anardil laughed heartily and shook his head. “I fear you must accept your fate. She is determined.”

“That’s what I was afraid of. Well, it was worth a try.” Sitting back in his chair, Bob sneezed suddenly. “Erin, do you want this poured in with the others?”

The hobbit lass leaned out from the pantry to say, “Not until you’ve ground them.”

“Then I need another bowl.” Suddenly realizing Anardil still stood over him, Bob stretched out a foot to kick at the nearest chair. “Have a seat. The first course will soon be ready for tasting.”

Lowering himself and the cat onto the now-accessible chair, Anardil peered into the dish on the table. “Cardamom, cumin, cloves, coriander and pepper. Planning on working up a sweat are you?”

“Not me,” Bob said, accepting a bowl from Erin with a nod.

“Horus is teaching us some recipes from Harad."  Erin cast both men a supremely pleased smile.  "Sevi arranged for the spices, and Milo brought them back with him the last time he was in Henneth Annûn. Today’s the first day we’ve had time to try them out.”

Sniffing the bowl, Anardil blinked as tears came to his eyes. “You do realize how…uh, flavorful this will be, don’t you?”

“Nigh on to fiery would be my guess,” said Bob with a smirk, pouring the ground pepper from the mill then carefully refilling it with the toasted seeds. 

Pausing amongst her own preparations, Erin’s brow wrinkled with anxiety. “Horus said as long as you left the red peppers for people to add on as they liked, it should be all right.”

Anardil’s head jerked upward and he looked at the little hobbit with delighted astonishment. “Red peppers?”

“Yes. Horus told us that he didn’t think we could find the peppers; but well, you know Sevi, when she heard that she just had to find them.”

From the cellar doorway came a soft chuckle, recognizable as the voice of the Haradrim who had been found near death on the Pelennor Field, by one of Gondor's captains.  Spared by mercy and directed by chance, he had come among them and become, for all purposes, a friend. Horus appeared, a wry smile wreathing his dark face.

“Mistress Sevilodorf was most insistent that she would find the needed ingredients. When the initial inquiries to Minas Tirith did not produce the desired result, the lady sent word to Pelargir.”

“Yes,” said Erin happily. “She asked Hulda to find them. And she did.”

Anardil nodded and smiled in recollection of an old friend.  As the majestic lady innkeeper, Hulda of Pelargir, had been resourceful enough to survive the onslaught of the Corsairs of Umbar during the War of the Ring, there was little doubt that she could locate Haradrim spices. 

“And all of the highest quality. Ras-el hanout.” The foreign sounds rolled softly from Horus' tongue as he set a few small packages upon a worktop and began unfolding the wrappings.

"Ras-el hanout - the best of the market," Anardil translated easily, for his own covert duties in the King's service since the war sometimes sent him deep into Southern lands.

"Yes." Horus held up a small, dark red pod. Lifting it to his mouth, he bit into it briefly then smiled in satisfaction. "Perfect chhota aag lagana."

Again Anardil knew the words. "Little fire: a much more apt name than 'red pepper,' which fails to give adequate warning."

"You have eaten them?" the Haradrim enquired, eyes lighting in interest.

"Oh yes, sautéed in olive oil, and even pickled."  A widening grin appeared on Anardil's face.  "I developed quite a taste for them, but never expected to see any here."

Bob, sensing suddenly that it was a matter of some importance to be able to eat red peppers, asked, "Can I try one?"

Lifting the open package, Horus held it out for the Ranger to select from. "Take great care. They are very hot."

With a grin, Bob picked up one of the larger pods. If Anardil and Horus could eat them, he would have no problem. He popped it into his mouth and started to chew.

From her place next to a half-chopped heap of carrots, Erin watched in innocent anticipation. If Bob found the pepper palatable, she would try one next. The hobbit witnessed a fast and shocking transformation of the Ranger's face. His eyes widened alarmingly and his skin turned a ruddy red then deepened to almost purple. She feared he was about to explode, and, in a manner, he did. Rising with the speed of a scalded cat, Bob pelted out the back door, almost bowling over Meri as she emerged from the cellar with an armload of vegetables.

"Well! What's the matter with him?"

As he stroked the somnolent cat, Anardil smiled a wicked smile. "I think he had a sudden urge to visit the water trough."

Sitting in the vacated chair, Horus placidly took over the job of seed grinding. "He may be there for quite a while."

The back door opened once more and Sev stepped inside.  Frowning, she asked, "What in heaven's name is Bob doing out there?  He looks like he's trying to drown himself!"

"Oh, he bit a pepper," Erin replied, dimples appearing on rosy cheeks.  "I think it bit him back!"

"He saw Horus and Anardil eating the red peppers," Meri added cheerfully.  "I guess he just doesn't have the taste for them that he thought he did."

To the hobbits' merry giggles Sev could only shake her head, as she passed through towards the common room.  "Now may be a good time for my bath.  I believe I'll just stay out of your way."

"Don't go far!" Meri sang after her retreating back.  "Anardil is our official taster, but we'll want you to sample things, too!"

Then the kitchen fairly bustled with hobbity slicing, dicing, chopping and peeling, all in preparation to make what they hoped would be an unparalleled feast.  Camellia bustled back inside bringing a whirling scent of the outdoors, to resume the final stages of bread-making, whilst Meri and Erin clattered amongst the pots and pans.  Anardil could only sit with the now-sleeping cat and watch, but that was not altogether unpleasant, considering that the hobbits periodically popped slices of vegetables into his mouth.

"A stew you say," he mumbled around a mouthful of carrot.

Horus shone a brief white smile as he carefully shook ground pepper into the bowl of spices.  "It is my grandmother's recipe.  It has no meat, because meat is sometimes difficult to obtain, but it is very good for the blood and digestion."


Erin and Meri both cast suspicious glances over their shoulders, Meri stating, "If Bob's reaction was any indication, I should worry your seasonings might boil the blood right out of a body."

Smiling gently, Horus stood with the bowl of suspect seasonings in hand.  "Have no fear, little mistress.  When eating the red pepper, one only bites as much as he can bear to be bitten back.  But when we are through, I assure you we will please every tongue."

Anardil halted the darker man with a touch to the sleeve, and Horus obligingly lowered the bowl.  With eyes closed Anardil sniffed carefully and then smiled as the seasonings were taken away.

"Ahhh, yes," he sighed contentedly.  "This will be a supper to remember."

They were an odd team to find in any kitchen, little hobbit cooks and a lithe, dark Haradrim warrior.  Though not a large man, as he stood over them Horus resembled a peculiar teacher with three curly-headed children, and Anardil smiled to see a soldier's hands wielding ladles and spoons.  However, the simple love of good food was all the bridge they needed.

With a pinch of this and a dash of that, with a careful sniff and a judicious taste, the marvelous vegetable stew took shape.  Horus also showed Camellia how to make the bread into little round loaves, which they sprinkled on top with tiny pale seeds and honey.  Soon the air fairly steamed with the warm fragrance of baking bread and the brisk, pungent aromas of strange spices.  Some of the seasonings Horus set aside, where he directed the hobbits in stirring them carefully into heated olive oil with green herbs, creating two different kinds of aromatic sauces.

"One may dip the bread in these," he said, "or spoon a little bit into the stew.  It is also very fine with fried goat cheese."

"Fried goat cheese?" Meri and Erin exclaimed in unison.

Dark brows rose.  "Oh yes."  Horus smiled.  "But that is a lesson for another day.  Now, Anardil, if you would be so kind?  Please tell if this is lacking anything."

Anardil beamed in absolute contentment, as the first taste of a whole, wondrous session of tasting came towards him in a large, steaming spoon.

***

Suppertime saw the common room thronged with ravenous residents and guests; all of whom had 'saved' their appetites for the promised treats. Rangers and elves, travelers and neighboring road workers, somehow all had heard of the very special repast brewing in The Burping Troll's already renowned kitchen.

Even Bob had recovered enough to take a seat at one of the tables and relish the prospects of the unusual meal. He was relieved to see that the red peppers were set out in separate dishes and clearly marked with little notes in careful hobbit handwriting, 'Very hot - nibble with extreme caution'. He had no intentions of ever 'nibbling' one again.

All the tables were laden with platters of the exotic bread, bowls of unfamiliar sauces, and jars containing mixed spices. It had been decided that Horus would sit at one table, Anardil at another, and the hobbits, when done with serving the stew, would also allocate themselves between the diners to advise them on how to partake of the food. Bob resolved to listen to whatever wisdom was on offer. He smiled amiably as Celebsul, the ancient elf, and his two young apprentices joined the table, then the Ranger's eyebrows shot up as the gnarled figure of Gubbitch took a seat alongside him.

"You normally avoid supper," Bob remarked after nodding a greeting to the orc.

"Aye, but ah thought ah'd make this one an exception, seein' that it's exceptional." Gubbitch grinned broadly; a snaggle-toothed expression that no longer sent a shiver down the Ranger's spine. 

Soon steaming bowls of strange and tangy scented stew were set in front of everyone, and Bob looked around to see who his table's advisor might be. Out of the corner of his eye, he noticed a slender hand reaching towards the peppers. The moment of hesitation was all it took for swift, elven responses to select a delicacy and promptly bite upon it.

"No, don't!" Too late, Bob looked on with trepidation as the elf continued to chew.

"Very tasty," Celebsul concluded, his pale face not reddened in the slightest as he reached for another.

Bob scowled. Turning to the orc, he said testily, "I suppose you can eat them too? Of course you can. I'm the only one around here that they seem to attack."

Winking, Gubbitch confided, "Ah can't, tha knows. Tried one centuries ago. Ah can still taste it."

As Bob dissolved into laughter, Aerio, the cheekiest and wordiest of Celebsul's apprentices, reached out for one of the small loaves. "As we do not seem to have anyone to explain how we should properly consume this prodigious repast, I suggest that I endeavour to discern which of these items compliment each other."

Celebsul placed a hand on the young elf's arm. "And I would concur with your investigation were it not for two things. One: I could advise on suitable combinations from past experience, however … two: this is Horus' evening, and he alone knows the exact way to sample the feast he has prepared. Sev has spent some time listening to his instructions, and she is to be our teacher. Here she comes now."

With a slight grimace, Aerio set the bread down on his side plate. But just before rising with the rest of the table as the Rohan lady joined them, he snatched up a pepper and popped it into his mouth. Bob cringed, Gubbitch ducked his head, and Aerio's eyes widened alarmingly. His fellow apprentice, Gambesul, heard his friend swallow the offending article, and peered at him with concern even as he maintained his standing pose of courtesy.

Appalled, as usual, by the formal manners of elves, Sevilodorf took the last seat at the table and swatted a hand for the others to sit down.

"Good grief, Aerio," she observed as she stared at the young elf's contorted face. "Is something a-matter?"

"No," Aerio coughed. Gambesul swiped him on the back, fearing that maybe an elf could choke.

Aerio dug an elbow into his friend's ribs and then reached for the unfamiliar bottle of liquid in the centre of the table. Pouring a large measure into his glass, he threw the substance down his throat.

Horus looked across from the adjoining table just in time to raise a cautioning finger, but instead laid it thoughtfully to his own lips, for it was already too late.  Aerio swallowed, blinked, and a most curious expression crept over his fair face.  Gambesul eyed his friend warily, Horus held the appearance of great studiousness … and Aerio smiled.

In a queerly husky voice he breathed, "My.  That is - *ahem* - a draught of superlative properties."

A hush had fallen upon the gathering, with all eyes intent upon the young elf's antics.

"Is that …" Anardil began to ask, and then simply wagged a finger towards the bottle.

"Woo," breathed Aerio.

With a mild little smile, the Haradrim replied, "Yes.  That is the liquor of the Fire Blossom."

A fine rosy flush suffused Aerio's cheeks as he gave a dainty cough into his fist.

To others around his table Horus explained, "Under the sun of Far Harad grows a spiny plant that in the spring bears magnificent crimson flowers, which are followed by a plum-like purple fruit.  We distill its nectar to make this -." He lightly touched the bottle. "And it is very potent."

A stout, ruddy-cheeked workman from the road crews eyed the bottle on his own table with cheerful interest.  "Aye, now that sounds like a proper drink for a man!"

A faint smile touched Horus' dark eyes.  "It holds the serpent's sting, friend.  A little goes a long way, as they say.  Save it to cleanse your palate when supper is through."


The workman's face fell, but brightened again when one of his mates nudged his still-full ale mug closer to hand.

Eyes wide, Meri asked, "However did you get it here?"

Inclining his head in lieu of a bow, Horus replied, "By the aid of your Mistress Sevilodorf, of course, and her friend Hulda of Pelargir.  It is both rare and precious in these northern lands."

Sev nodded in smiling acknowledgement as Meri clapped her hands and said, "How perfectly splendid!  Might ladies taste it?"

"Certainly."  Tiny laugh lines crimped the corners of Horus' eyes.  "But first, Mistress Meri, please aid me in serving our guests."

"Oh, heavens, of course!  They must be simply starving."

So the dishes were set forth in order, from bowls of the meatless stew to platters of crisply steamed vegetables, from ordinary peas set a-swim in a luscious bath of seasonings to the little rounds of flavorful bread.  Sticks of sharp cheese had been rolled in spicy crumbs, which proved another unexpected delight.  The sauces and seasonings were sampled just so, many tastings were tried with this or that and faces grew even brighter with cheer.  This sauce was hot, that sauce was pungent, while yet another filled the mouth with a rich, piquant savory that delighted the senses.

Bob was pleased to find that at least he could partake of the tangier seasonings with impunity - although he scowled as Anardil and Celebsul both happily spooned the hottest sauces of all into their stew.  Even his own captain and friend, Halbarad, dunked his seasoned cheese sticks into one positively flammable pot of sauce and downed the smoldering result with an expression of bliss.  The fact that sweat popped out on his forehead only increased his smile.  Lovely Elanna, Halbarad's lady wife - and Bob's own sister - simply smiled demurely and avoided the more combustible eatables entirely.

"Bob, dear," she called across sweetly, "Why ever would any sensible person wish to subject their digestion to that?"

In the end, however, every palate was pleased and every stomach well-filled, and the hobbit cooks gathered together beaming upon their Haradrim help-mate for such a successful meal.


"We shall have to do this more often," exclaimed Camellia.  "When we can get the spices, of course, but wouldn't it be lovely to have a special once in a while?"

"Oh yes," Erin agreed.  "Perhaps every week!"

"And we could scout up recipes from other folk," added Meri eagerly.  "I'm sure the Dwarves and the elves, and people in Lebennin and even Rohan have specialties of their own.  In fact, that could be a mission we might bestow on our Ranger folk."

All three hobbit heads moved in unison to cast speculative looks upon Anardil, Bob and Halbarad in turn.  Ex-Ranger and Rangers all smiled weakly back at their shining little faces.  One could assume that the idea of including recipe-hunting with the Ranger-ish duties of crushing evil and protecting the kingdom had hitherto never crossed their minds.


But what was to be learned of a simple day of cooking?  More than one might suppose.

Horus called for the smallest glasses the inn possessed in which to decant his Fire Blossom nectar. Sensing a moment in the offing, all present withheld drinking immediately.  There were among them guests who remembered the dark days, who looked askance upon the swarthy features of the man now standing at the table.  Not long ago he had been the Enemy's pawn and Gondor's deadly foe, one of the hordes who had ravened at the White City's gates.


Today, however, he was but a slender, quiet man with a gentle smile, who held his glass in toast once all other glasses were filled.

"Among my people," he said softly, "to sup with guests is an honor and to dine with friends is a dear blessing.  To all of you, I wish peace.  May your days be ever blessed."

Few knew how to respond to that, so they simply mumbled affable replies and drank of the potent distillation.  The hobbits, however, smiled from ear to ear.

"I think," proclaimed Milo, as he hoisted his own glass, "this day is already blessed.  I have a full belly, a good drink, good friends and my lady's heart.  What more could a hobbit ever ask?"


Camellia blushed prettily, as Milo grinned over his glass and as friends around them laughed in warm rejoinder.  Horus the Haradrim, however, merely smiled quietly and sank back in his seat.  Every so often there came one perfect day and here he sat amidst one.  A variety of spices, it seemed, lent well to friendship, as well as cooking.  Indeed, what more could anyone ask?

THE END

