Waiting

By Pippin

Note:  This was written in response to the Real Life Aerio disappearing during Hurricane Katrina.  Thankfully he checked in five days after the storm hit his town, and is now safe and has a place to stay.  However, there was a lot of worrying within the Burping Troll group as we waited for him.  Our hearts go out to those who were not as blessed.

Outside of The Burping Troll inn, a storm raged, with fierce gusts of wind ripping through slender trees and rain pouring down so hard that small rivers were forming out of what once had been the main road.  Yet worse of all, Pippin concluded as she let her gaze drift across the land before the inn, her friend Aerio was somewhere out there in the midst of it.

For one of the Burping Troll elves to leave for several days was not uncommon.  Indeed, it was quite rare for all of the elves to be at the Troll or Erynlond simultaneously.  So it came as no surprise to anyone when Aerio decided to take a few days to explore and hunt in a further-away region than was normal.  Firnelin had offered to go with the apprentice as well, but the elf politely insisted that he go alone, wanting some time to himself to contemplate.  Since it was well-known that this meant he might be ruminating over a particularly difficult mathematical puzzle, Firnelin contented himself to stay behind.  Now, Pippin wished that the elder of the two had gone along as he had desired, if only because she would feel better about her friend if he at least had someone else there to call on if the storm brought danger with it.  And from the look of the trees bending and straining under the wind, danger was knocking at the door.

‘Stop it,’ Pippin thought to herself.  ‘He’s perfectly capable of taking care of himself.’

Yet this did not calm her fears, any more than telling a hobbit that you weren’t hungry would solve the problem of them serving you ten plates piled high with food.  Sighing, Pippin let the curtain fall back into place.  Behind her, she felt the calmer presence of the Eldar, Celebsul, and turning, she met him.  

“And so even the great fall,” he commented as the sharp crack of a tree sounded from the woods close to the inn.

“Must you talk so?” Pippin asked, frustrated.  Another look over her shoulder through the window, another disappointment when her friend did not appear walking with his confident stride.  

A calculated silence followed.  However, if Celebsul had been preparing to offer some wise advise, Pippin never heard it, for by their feet came a third voice adding a canine rumble to the discussion.

“For pity’s sake, Cel, don’t go acting so calm about it, you haven’t eaten anything since luncheon yesterday and haven’t worked on a single stick in that workshop of yours either.  You’re only talking so to mask it.  Pity you elves can’t lie too well, eh?”

Warg sniffed, shot Pippin a half-hearted grin, then started to retreat before Celebsul said with a quiet air, “And what of you, Mistress Warg?  Pacing the front porch all morning and looking towards the road?”  He paused.  “Yes.  We are all worried, and with good reason.”

Sniffing, Warg slouched beneath the nearest table to rest her massive head on her paws.  “Well, what’s left to do besides pacing and the like, when you get right down to it?”

“Not very much,” Pippin commented, her voice low.  Beside her, Carcharien appeared to take her hand, he too looking outside.

“Still no sign of our friend, I take it,” he said.  He was met with a silent answer from the three.  Outside, the sky was a dark slate color, though it was only midday, and trees swayed and cracked, the sound of limbs falling through the branches the forest floor all the more alarming as the road to the troll remained bleakly empty.  In silent unity, all four at the window wished to pull away and busy themselves with chores, but none could bear to leave the window.

“May I inquire as to the forlorn multitude at the window, or should I retreat and leave you all in ponderous silence?” a familiar voice asked behind them, and as one, the four turned with swift eagerness towards him.

“Aerio!” they cried, causing him to take a step backwards as Warg in particular bounded towards him. “Oh, we were worried!  You look positively drenched.  You didn’t get hurt too badly, did you?”  The questions came in torrents, and the apprentice barely managed to field them.  That is, until Meri and Erin and Camellia bustled in to stare in shock at the elf who was as bedraggled as an elf could be.  Promptly they ushered him into the kitchen to warm up and be stuffed (“like a Yule goose”, Celebsul described under his breath with pity so that the hobbits could not hear) with as much hot food as the trio could conjure up.

“Well,” Pippin said, a smile returning to her face.  “That ended happily, thankfully.”

“Yeah,” Warg chuffed.  “Happy endings don’t happen enough around here.  ‘Bout time we had another one.”  
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