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A MOMENT APART

By

Sevilodorf and Erin Rua

Being Part One of the 'A Moment Apart' series set amidst the chaos of Obsidian.
March 20, 1422 SR

North Ithilien

The Inn of the Burping Troll

“You are avoiding the question.”

Tossing the core of the apple he had been eating into the underbrush, Anardil rummaged in the basket at his side for another.  Nearly shoulder-length dark hair fell over his eyes as he searched, but both food and inquiry occupied the greater part of his attentions. 

Without turning her head, Sevilodorf replied, “Umm, what question was that?”

Deciding instead to indulge in one of the delectable pastries prepared by The Burping Troll’s resident hobbits, the ex-Ranger carefully lifted the confection from the basket to set it on the white napkin draped across his lap.  Though a simple enough task, he performed it with the precision born of having learned to live with his left arm lost in battle.

He made sure the pastry was carefully placed before saying, “You know very well what question. When is it?”

Drawing a length of string from her pocket to wrap around a bundle of milkweed leaves, she frowned at him impatiently. “When is what?”

Chewing slowly to savor the flaky crust and the hint of vanilla the hobbits had added to the filling, Anardil did not immediately answer. Wrapping the leaves in a damp scrap of cloth, the healer tossed the milkweed into a basket half filled with the assortment of leaves, roots and buds she had been harvesting since finishing her own meal.  Whatever mischief that man was after would just have to wait until he was through munching like a hobbit.

As he licked the last drop of the sweet filling from his fingers, Anardil said, “Your birthday.” 

“Oh, that,” Sev responded dismissively and stepped across the narrow rivulet of water running from a spring, which bubbled up from between two large boulders. 

A few months ago this area had been practically a swampland due to the extended runoff from the unusually precipitous weather the area had experienced during the winter. But in another month or so the stream would have faded to a mere trickle. Thus it was that when the day had dawned clear and bright, the Rohirrim trader had cajoled her friend into taking a basket full of food and accompanying her to harvest the springtime bounty of this small glade.  He found the arrangement quite pleasurable, especially as it involved him sitting in the warm sun beside the basket whilst watching her go about her labors.  

 “Yes, that.” After a final hopeful peek into the nearly depleted basket, Anardil brushed at the crumbs now speckling his chest with a small frown. “No more silliness. Tell me.”

“And if I won’t?” Sev bent down to inspect some lichen growing upon a rock lying between the gnarled roots of an enormous pine. 

“Then I will have to force you.”

“Really now?” Poking gently at the greenish gray growth with her knife, she decided that there were better specimens available for harvesting in other areas of the forest. Looking back at Anardil she said, “Just how do you plan to go about that?”

“There are ways, my dear.” Narrowing his eyes, Anardil aimed a menacing glare at her.  The effect was rather ruined by a smear of pastry on his chin.

“Oh my, I am so frightened.” Sev exclaimed dramatically, clutching her knife to her chest. “See me shaking.”

Anardil chuckled and rose to move quickly to her side, long legs bounding lightly over the streamlet between them.  There he warily eyed the knife she was now flipping from end to end, and said, “Then again, I might have better luck getting the information from the elves.”

Sliding the knife into its sheath with a satisfied smile, she snorted inelegantly. “Our elves? No, I don’t think that would work.”

“Why not?” 

Raising a finger to mark each point, she replied, “One, devious tricks won’t work on them. Two, they are assuredly more frightened of me than of you. And three, they don’t know anyway.”

“How can that be? Aerio is the one who told me you had a birthday coming up and that it was in March.” Taking note of Sev’s narrowing eyes, Anardil spared a brief moment of regret for being the cause of the scolding the talkative elf would soon be receiving.

“Then he’s already told you everything he knows on the subject,” Sev said with finality, and scrambled atop one of the large boulders bordering the spring. There she sat and lifted her face to the spring sunshine. 

Anardil smiled as she plucked a tiny white blossom from the front of her sturdy leather jerkin. Tucked here and there along the dark length of her customary tight braid the flowers proved adornments rather at odds with the more mundane and serviceable nature of the rest of her clothing. A woman of contrasts was his lady.

“And what of the hobbits?” he asked, stepping closer to idly brush away a wandering beetle that crawled across the toe of her boot.

Shaking her head and tsking quietly, she said, “You don’t know much about hobbits, do you?”

“Enough to know they would be delighted to assist me in arranging a suitable celebration.” 

“True,” Sev agreed, and drew her knees up to wrap her arms about them. ”Of course, that would depend upon whether you could keep them on course once you mentioned birthdays. Personally, I am of the opinion that having to listen to a recitation of the intricacies of our four hobbits’ family trees would occupy far too much of my valuable time. But that is your choice.  I will warn you, they won’t be certain of the date either. A fact I am actually very happy about, as I would much prefer to avoid a celebration of any sort.”

A broad smile stretched across his face and he patted her knee in triumph. “Ah, I have you, then. For if you do not tell me, I will simply tell the hobbits a date of my choice.”

“You wouldn’t!” Sev exclaimed anxiously, and then shook her head. “They wouldn’t believe you anyway.”

“Of course they would."  If Anardil had possessed two arms, surely he would have crossed them on his chest to match his smug grin.  "Erin thinks me highly reliable, and I have the support of the Warg as well.”

Sev released her knees and swung her legs around to jump from her perch, only to find her way blocked by Anardil’s solid form.  

“So my lady, what is it to be, a private celebration for the two of us or a hobbit managed festival?”

“Devious man,” she muttered and glared into his teasing grey eyes. “Only on the condition that you do not tell the hobbits or the elves or the balrog or the warg. Or for that matter, anyone within fifty leagues.”

Raising his hand, he solemnly swore to protect her secrets both large and small.

Continuing to regard him with distrust, Sev cautioned, “If you tell, I … I …” She paused for a moment to consider a suitable punishment. A wicked gleam began to grow in her eyes, and she finished, “I’ll start calling you Dilly.”

“You wouldn’t.”  His eyes widened at the ghastly nickname, a relic from younger and far more foolish days, that the young Ranger, Elanna, continued to use.

The faint hint of a plea in his voice was enough to let Sev know that she had found the perfect lever, so she lifted her chin and replied, “Try me. Furthermore, Warg will once again be allowed to call you Lover-boy.”

Anardil winced and sighed.  But then he frowned thoughtfully, considering that the better of the two options still remained. Yes. That would do nicely.

Sliding down from the boulder, she held out her hand. “Do we have a bargain?’

Taking her hand and lifting it to his lips, he kissed it softly; then said, “Most assuredly. It will be our secret.”

Ignoring the sudden tightening of her chest as she met his laughing grey eyes, Sev tugged her hand free and said prosaically, “Very well. If the King of Gondor can trust you, I suppose I can. And remember please that I am not a hobbit, I do not give gifts on my birthday.” As a familiar half grin formed on Anardil’s face, she shook her finger at him. “No, that is not a request to receive them either. I have all that I need, and you have given me far too much already.”

He gave a disdainful sniff.  “Two bracelets and a bridle for your horse. I hardly call that an abundance.”

“And the little wooden box, the baskets you bought in King’s Ferry, the shawl you somehow managed to put into the packs while we where visiting the Sube. How you did that I’ll never figure out.” Sev counted out the items on her fingers. “And of course, there’s the scented soap.”

“I did not buy that soap for you,” he said firmly.

Laughing, she said, “I beg your pardon, my good sir. I’ve been using up your private supplies.”

“I bought it for you to use, but I did not buy it for you,” he insisted.

Her right eyebrow briefly climbed, and then lowered again.  “I have the horrible suspicion that any further explanation would be extremely embarrassing, so I will not ask you to clarify that. Besides, it’s getting late and we need to get back.” 

She attempted to push past him; but catching her hand, he pulled her to a halt. “I bought the soap, meleth nín, for the memory of the first time I heard you laugh.”

A deep warmth shone now in his sea-grey eyes, sunlight kindling them like polished stone beneath water.  Her free hand rose of its own accord to brush unruly strands of hair from his brow, but then she dropped her fingers and her gaze.

"You made me laugh," she said towards the tips of his shoes.

Honeysuckle scented memories of a night in Pelargir, when chance or fate had twined their paths and altered their lives forever, lay richly between them and
flowed unspoken through the clasp of their fingers.

"Then allow me this," he said softly.  "A day to celebrate the birth of the lady who owns my heart."  As her glance came up sharply he chuckled and said, "No hobbits, no mathoms, no grand parties.  Just the two of us."

"And no grand presents, either.  I dislike feeling beholden."

It was his turn to arch an eyebrow, a habit seemingly rubbing off on both of them from their eldest elf friend, Celebsul.  "There are no words of giving or owing between us, my lady.  Saving only that I owe you the same comfort you give me."

An unbidden smirk broke her growing solemnity.  "I'm comfortable, now?"

"Oh, very."  Instant mischief glinted in his gaze as his fingers abandoned their grip on hers and slid warmly up her arm.  "Especially when you let me hug you."

"Insufferable man."  She chuckled in spite of herself and stepped into the encircling warmth of his arm.  Both hands braced on his chest, she looked up at him.  "I'll tell you my birthday, but I'll hold you to your promise.  Not one word to another living soul."


"Not a one, my love."

Then he bent and kissed her and scattered her thoughts quite completely.  This was actually all right, since she was through thinking for the moment, anyhow, especially about the threat of hobbit celebrations.  At some point she even remembered to tell him her birth date.  A party for two would not be a bad thing at all.

THE END
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