A Day in the Life of Gilraen

By Gilraen

As winking twilight gave way to a more impenetrable darkness, Gilraen sat at her desk, tapping her quill on yet another piece of blank parchment, paying no heed to the spatters of black ink that appeared. Since things had settled down at the Burping Troll, at least for the time being, she had attempted many times to fill the day with song writing, though as yet she hadn’t written even one line.

Her brother was distraction enough – especially when he would sit next to her and whistle tuneless melodies to sidetrack her thoughts. Such innocent playfulness usually resulted in a jab of a very sharp quill in the side, at which he would usually go into a sulk.

She sighed as she dropped the quill on the desk. No more. If she stared at a blank sheet any more evenings, she would go quite positively mad. Leaning back she clasped her fingers around the back of her neck. From next door she could hear her brother moving furniture, as was his habit. He still hadn’t found the perfect placement for each chair, each item of beauty that he kept from their home in Mirkwood.

Gilraen preferred to not bother with such trinkets, save one. She opened the top drawer of her desk and smiled at the necklace that lay within, given to her by her mother. She picked it up and gently traced the line of the silver hawk’s outstretched wings with a faint smile. Kissing it briefly, she placed it back into the drawer, and closed it with a sigh. A minute or so later she got in between the covers of her bed, and let sleep take her over.

******

Dawn

“Gil? Yoo-hoo?” A prod in Gilraen’s side told her that Nellas was at her most playful. She turned over in bed.

“Go away! I want to sleep!”

Nellas stood up straight, placing her hands on her hips. “I don’t care! I’m here on orders from Meri – you’ve still got chores left over from yesterday to do!”

Moaning and grunting, Gilraen rolled out of bed onto the floor with a low thud. She rubbed the spot on her hip where she had landed, looking up pitifully at her friend. She held out her hand, and Nellas took it with a grin, hoisting her up.

“I swear you’re as bad as your brother!”

Gilraen gave her friend a mock scowl and gripped her pillow, lifting it upon high. “Come back here and say that!” She declared, giggling as Nellas scurried from the room in a fit of laughter.

Alone once more, the young elf made her bed and readied herself for the day ahead.


******

Running her hand along Undomiath’s sleek coat, Gilraen moved behind him. She picked up each leg, inspecting the shoes underneath. All were well, save one. She sighed and led him slowly over to the Troll, to see the Rangers about a new shoe.

The morning was bright, wisps of cotton gracing the ice-blue sky, dreamily dancing with the rays of the sun. Gilraen stepped carefully along the ground, listening intently to the still morning. Something was strange about this morn, nothing happened – no bird sang its joy of the day, no hobbit was out collecting food for breakfast, even Rilith was unseen – her usual morning walk crossed Gilraen’s path every day. But not today.

Looking up to the Sun, the elf reckoned that she was up at her usual time, perhaps a little earlier. That would explain Rilith’s absence at least – but what of the silence? Continuing along her journey, all Gilraen heard was the occasional snort from her equine companion.

A rustle behind her made a slight smile play across her lips. She was not alone. She carried on walking, not even pausing to turn about, but quickening her pace slightly. Still watching that her steps were silent, she cocked her head slightly to get a better listen. It was an elf, tall, and clumsy in the grip of morning listlessness. It could only be Eldonir.

When he had just gained upon her, she stopped abruptly, standing straight. A split second later she felt a large form bump into her from behind with some force, and fall down to the cold ground.

“OW! Why do you always do that?”

Gilraen smiled as she helped her brother up. “Because you always for it – what are you up to now?”

Eldonir brushed his clothes down, and gave his sister a cheeky grin. “The hobbits are on the rampage yet again – Erin said she hasn’t seen you yet, and they’re worried that you might try to give your chores the slip.”

Loosening her grip on the rope around Undomiath’s neck, the young elf gave a wry smile. “And just how would I be able to do that? With two elves like you and Nellas after me?”

Eldonir blushed, allowing his sister to continue. “Tell them I wont be long – I have to see the rangers about a new shoe for Undomiath if they’re about, and then I’ll go to the kitchen – hopefully I’ll get something to eat before I start work.”

“Hopefully is the right word – I doubt you’ll get much at all out of them before you clean out Woodhaven’s stables – it’s your job today remember?”

The young elf gave a dramatic sigh, and turned on her heel to see the rangers. Her brother ran off to the kitchen – no doubt to claim his reward for finding her.

******

“How old is this horse anyway?” Bob clucked his tongue as he inspected the damaged shoe on Undomiath’s hind leg.

“Very old – I doubt that he should serve me much longer – he deserves some rest.”

The ranger nodded in agreement. “Yes he does. Well, I’ll see what I can do – I’m not sure if we have any shoes of the right size yet, but I know Sev will be going off on trade again soon – perhaps the dwarves can send some more back with her. Until then this horse is going to have to stay put.”

Gilraen nodded and smiled. “Thank you Bob – this is very much appreciated.”

Just as Gilraen was about to leave the stable, she heard Bob shout after her. “Have you seen Erin or Meri yet?”

The elf shrugged. “I don’t suppose I could go much longer without bumping into them.”

Bob’s soft snort of laughter followed her out into the crisp morning air.

******

“There you are!”

Gilraen froze, her hand resting on the handle of the kitchen door. After walking into the kitchen and seeing all the hobbits gathered round, she had spun about, but not without being noticed.

Meri put her hands on her hips. “And just where do you think you’re going?”

Gilraen shrugged, still facing the door. “Oh I just thought I’d make a quick escape.” She turned around and gave each hobbit a cheeky grin. Meri was not impressed.

“You don’t come in here and leave without something to do – Now, let me see…”

Gilraen sighed and slumped against the edge of the door as Meri rattled off a list of chores that needed to be done. When the hobbit was finally silent, she raised her hands in submission. “All right, I’ll see to get them done before sundown – But I do hope I’ll get a few toffeed nuts to keep me going?”

She gave her most innocent, hopeful look to Meri, who still hadn’t taken her hands from her hips. Erin laughed softly, motioning to Camellia. “Cammy, get some toffeed nuts for our slave. I’m sure she’ll need them before the day is through.”

Camellia grinned and nodded, gathering a few sweet treats into a scrap of cloth, and bunching it into a small bag with a short length of yarn. She scurried across to the door and handed them up to the elf. “There you go Gil, don’t eat them all at once – there’s not too many left.”

Gilraen smiled as she took the small bag from Camellia. “Thanks Cammy. Well, I guess I’ll see you all later on.”

As soon as the door to the kitchen closed behind her, Gilraen smiled to hear the bustling and ordering resume. She shook the thought of the toffeed nuts in her hand off as she walked out into the crisp air yet again.

The birds were finally singing – their silence earlier that morning now fully broken. Gilraen hummed a tune to herself as she walked, a slight spring in her step, brought on by the sweetness of the air.

“You look rather jubilant, is there a particular explanation?”

Gilraen turned about slowly, wondering where whoever had spoken had gone. There was nothing, only the horses in their corral and the flowers basking in the sunlight. She shrugged and continued, before the voice came again.

“Will you not give any response?”

The young elf grinned. It was Aerio – in one of his more eloquent moods, as if such things were not seen every day. She turned to the direction of his voice, and smiled at the mound of grass, forming a small hump in the otherwise level ground. “Aerio – come out of hiding, sir, or I may be forced to tempt you with a certain drink.”

Aerio’s head popped up from the ground. He stood and pressed his hand against his heart. “Forgive me, my lady, I could not help but try. But you have not yet answered my question?”

She shrugged in her response. “I don’t know, it’s just a beautiful morning – who could help but smile?”

Aerio nodded slowly as he walked on with her. “Ah indeed, ‘tis a fine morning – in fact it reminds me of many other mornings such as this, spent hiding from Sevilodorf and the army of hobbits more than any other pastime.”

Gilraen giggled. “And what, good sir, would you be doing on this fine day?”

“Need you ask? I am working with Master Celebsul today – we still have some work left for Woodhaven, though it is at completion, there are a few minor improvements still to be made.”

Gilraen nodded, not fully agreeing with him. Woodhaven was perfect to her, as much a reminder of her home in Mirkwood as it was of the lands of Rivendell, which she had visited but twice in her short life. Almost no home would ever prove to be more comfortable for her.

She sighed as they reached the elven homes, where Gilraen had her own chores to attend to, before obeying the hobbit’s orders. “Well, my friend, I shall leave you here. Have a lovely day, and thank you for your company.”

Aerio gave an extravagant bow, his hand sweeping along the dewy grass. Gilraen chuckled as he walked off, back in the direction of his master’s workshop, his morning break no doubt at its end. Alone once again, she looked to the stables provided for the elves’ horses, and walked towards them, ready to get on with business.

******

Eldonir rested his chin on his fist as he watched his sister eat with intense interest. She paid no heed, slowly enjoying the hobbit feast laid before all patrons of the Burping Troll. However, after a short time, she couldn’t help but notice that he was staring at her, albeit with the trace of a smile on his lips.

Looking up, she cocked her head to one side. “What?”

He smiled broadly and shook his head. “Nothing, I was just thinking.”

“About?”

A shrug. “Nothing important.”

Gilraen sighed and let her fork fall to the plate before her, resulting in a loud clatter, which distracted the other people in the common room only for a short moment. “Nothing is nothing, so it must be something.”

He frowned. “I… what?”

Smiling she waited patiently for his more complete answer, and soon her brother complied. “How long has it been since you spoke to Thinloth?”

She frowned, suddenly deep in thought, and Eldonir almost expected her to look at her hands and count the months on her fingers, but she did no such thing. “At least six months now, but that is a short time compared to how long we have been apart in the past.”

He nodded, “Indeed. But…” 

“But what?”

“Have you even considered writing to him?”

Gilraen stood, placing her hands on her hips, a mirror image of Meri or Erin. “Now, you know that whenever I try to write anything you are almost always there, trying to put me off.”

He became defensive, still smiling however. “I have done no such thing!”

His younger sister sat back down, folding her arms on the table and resting her chin on top. “I would much prefer to see him again, rather than have to write to him.”

“Then why don’t you go home? If only for a visit?”

“I am home, brother. But yes, one day I shall go to visit, in complete secrecy mind you, the last thing I want is to have my presence known, only to be whisked away to battle like last time!”

Eldonir’s smile faded as he placed his hand on Gilraen’s fair hair. “Whether you wished to go or no, you did well. I was very proud of you, as was Thinloth.”

The mention of her love’s name made her sigh once again. “I feel sorry that I never saw him when we returned. All I have to go on is what you spoke with him about. In fact…” she raised her head, with a queer look upon her brow, “…why didn’t I see him?”

Her brother shrugged. “I don’t know; you had a lot on your mind. But it brings me back to my point – write to him,” he took her hands in his, “I’m sure he’d love to hear from you.”

******

Dusk

Gilraen sat at her desk, yet again, tapping her quill on a blank piece of parchment, yet again. But this time it was not to write a song. Her brother sat next to her, practically breathing down her neck. Out of the corner of her eye she could see the eager look on his face. She almost expected him to start writing the letter for her. At length, she touched the nib of the quill to the parchment, and began to write in elvish, in her familiar, flowing script.

Dearest Thinloth,


I trust that all this time you have kept well, and that life in the forest is as it always has been. So much has happened to me over the last few months that I am unsure in my callow sense of verse of where I could begin…


My journey to find Rose turned into a journey to find her daughter Erin. I learned in the Shire that Rose, her husband Reginard, even her son Tom, had all departed Middle Earth for whatever realm they may go to. I felt a great need to see Erin again, and so my path led here, the Burping Troll, a rather eccentric Inn near Ithilien.


This is my new home, a place where Elves, Hobbits, Rangers, a Warg (affectionately named Wargy), orcs, a Balrog, even a Beorning reside. Don’t worry – they’re all more friendly than the majority of their kin, and I have now found happiness once again after my time on the road. I have made many friends, and I still have my brother by my side, literally in fact, as he is watching me even as I write this…

“Oh come on now!” Her brother exclaimed, “I am doing no such thing!”

She gave him an amused look, and smiled as she saw the look of realisation that dawned upon his face. “Aha, yes… well I think I’ll be off now…”

“See you in the morning!”

Eldonir turned to leave, stopping at the door. “Good night, sister.”

“Good night!”


But whether he is by my side or no, I know this – I still love you very much, and I miss you dearly. Hardly a day has passed when I haven’t spared a thought for you, and as I have promised, I have not, nor will I ever forget about you.


I hope to see you someday soon, and tell you this in person. Until then, be well.

Gilraen

Sitting back, Gilraen folded the parchment into an envelope, and sealed it with hot wax. For a short while, she stared at the shining splash of red upon the edges of the letter. The candlelight cast a warm glow upon her face as she smiled, and placed the envelope into her pack.  Perhaps another would not deliver the letter, but she herself…

A knock on the window interrupted her thoughts, and she smiled as she leaned forward to open the latch. Erin grinned as she leaned in as far as her short stature allowed, standing on tiptoe as she was. She carried a small basket in her hands, a welcoming fragrance coming from under its covering.

“Hello Gil! I came to give you something.”

She handed the basket over, pulling her cloak tighter about her with a slight shiver. Gilraen opened the bundle, her smile widening. Inside lay a few warm cookies, and fresh toffeed nuts, along with a carefully placed jug of ale. “What’s this for?”

“Well, you did very well with your chores today, and I do believe it’s the first time in a while since you have had an evening without anything left over. So… I thought I’d reward you.” She paused before adding her afterthought. “But don’t get used to it!”

Gilraen chuckled and thanked her hobbit friend, who immediately wished her a good night and ran back to the Troll. Placing the basket upon her bedside table, the elf sat on the edge of the soft bed, taking a cookie and nibbling at it. The thought of delivering her letter in person came to her again. I wonder…

Either way, she would not decide until the morning.

~FINIS~
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