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FULL CIRCLE

By 

Sevilodorf, Celebsul and Erin

Being Part Four of the 'A Moment Apart' series set amidst the chaos of Obsidian. 
March 22, 1422 SR

North Ithilien

The Inn of the Burping Troll

The shattered peaks of the Ephel Dúath were stained with the first blush of dawn when Anardil stepped around the corner of the elves’ workshop.  The former Ranger had made the Inn of the Burping Troll his home only since Yule, but home is what it had truly come to be.  Even the elves that lived nearby in Ithilien's greenwood had become familiar faces, foremost being Celebsul, the master woodworker who made this shop his haunt.  Anardil paused, musing briefly.

Within the hour, he would be departing the Troll to escort the visiting law lord, Goldur, to the village of Henneth Annûn. Loath was he to part with his friends and his lady, yet duty called. The loss of his left arm during the battle at the Black Gates had not deterred him from his obligations to his liege, albeit his service now took far different paths than those he had followed when first accepting the star of a Ranger over two decades ago.  Thus he would not begin shirking his duties now.

For one, his lady would not allow it. Her people, the Rohirrim, followed strict codes of duty and obligation. Anardil could well imagine Sevilodorf’s reaction if he had even suggested passing his escort duty to one of the other Rangers at The Burping Troll to give them more time together. Undoubtedly, he would be on a horse and bound for Henneth Annûn before he had sufficient time to slide his feet into the stirrups.  

“Morning, Handsome.” 

Copper eyes gleamed from beneath the bench near the workroom door.  The soft sound of laughter was heard as Anardil returned his knife to the sheath at his belt. 

“One day, Warg, you will startle the wrong person.”

“Heh, heh, heh. Probably.”  The warg oozed from beneath the bench and shook herself.  Standing, her massive head and shoulders were on a level with his waist.  “But until then, at least I’ll have some fun. You need to laugh more. Getting too serious for your own good.”

“I’ll take it under advisement,” Anardil replied with a wry half-grin. 

One could not reside at the Troll for very long without receiving reams of advice. Whether it was the hobbits insisting one eat no less than six times a day; the elves dispensing wisdom and counseling patience; or a warg urging one to laugh and be merry. Worse yet, at least to his lady’s mind, was the resident group of overprotective Rangers issuing orders concerning the need for escorts on the road. 

“Off again so soon?” inquired Warg, settling down to scratch behind her left ear. “Taking the tubby one back, are you?”

Anardil grinned widely at this description of the plump law lord. “Yes, His Lordship will be returning to Minas Tirith after a brief stop in Henneth Annûn.”

“Good, good, his kind don’t leave enough crumbs on the floor for me.” Warg nodded with satisfaction. “Will you see the cub?”

“The cub?” Anardil repeated carefully. Warg was without a doubt female, for any conversation with her tended to jump from one topic to another.

“You know the one.” Warg tilted her head and stared at the man. “Maybe I ought to call him a brightly feathered bird?”

Recalling yellow stockings and a bright green cap, Anardil exclaimed, “Ah, young Jasimir!”

Over the winter, Warg had tentatively befriended the lad, an innkeeper's son, down in the village of Henneth Annûn.  The youth had since helped Warg and two local orcs foil an ambush that might have slain several friends of The Burping Troll - not the least being Anardil's own lady, Sevilodorf.

“Jasimir. That’s the one."  Warg snapped her jaws much as a human might snap their fingers.  "Never can understand how you folks remember all those names. Easier to remember the smell.”

Smothering a chuckle, the man replied, “For one possessed of your amazing olfactory abilities, that is certainly the most accurate way to identify someone; however, we poor humans must find alternate means.”

“Almost got a laugh out of you that time, Handsome.” Warg grinned toothily. “Do you think you will see the cub, then?”

“Master Goldur plans to spend the evening at The Whistling Dog; so yes, I will see the lad. Do you have a message for him?”

“I asked Cel to make him something.” Warg eyed the workshop door with a faint look of exasperation. “I was wondering if you would take it to him.” 

“Certainly.” Grey eyes twinkling, Anardil sketched a bow. “Does the lady have any other requests? I am ever at your service.”

Warg chuffed with pleasure. The man certainly knew how to treat a female. It was really too bad he only had two legs. 

“Well, now that you mention it…” 

Anardil controlled the urge to grimace. Would he never learn? How many times in the past few months had Warg managed to get the upper hand…paw? 

“Now, now. Don’t look so scared. It’s just a slight modification of our little agreement.”

Hooking his thumb in his belt, Anardil eyed the big animal warily.  The agreement in question had been that Warg would accompany his lady when she traveled on her trading ventures, in exchange for occasional favors arranged by the former Ranger.  But what had originally seemed expedient now seemed fraught with unexpected pitfalls.

“The last change in terms earned me two lectures on the finer points of trading and several evenings of hobbit-imposed kitchen duty. I believe I would be wiser to call Sevilodorf and allow her to bargain with you.”

“Chicken,” Warg stated.

“Not in the slightest.” Anardil shook his head. ”Just acquiring some of that wisdom the elves are always ready to dispense.”

Warg blinked slowly. “No, Handsome. Chicken is what I want.”

Pinching the bridge of his nose, the ex-Ranger considered just turning about and going back to bed. If this conversation was any indication of how the day would be, he would be wiser to give up now.

Then curiosity got the better of him, and he asked, “Chicken?”

“Yes. Meri’s chickens are off limits.”

“I would imagine so,” Anardil responded dryly.

The hobbit lass had become extremely protective of her feathered friends after the recent incident involving Lugbac, a hulking, harmless, if not so intelligent, orc and a nest full of baby chicks. As the hobbit tended to reinforce her viewpoints by waving kitchen cutlery, one was wise to tread lightly when Meri felt strongly about a subject. 

“The smell of those little feather dusters is driving me crazy," Warg continued breezily.  "So I was thinking you could stop paying me in pony biscuits and just give me chickens.”

“And where do you suggest I get chickens from?”  Eyes narrowed, the man waved his arm toward the Ithilien forest. “I don’t believe they grow on trees.”

Warg gave a puffy sigh. “We could always go back to haggis.”

“No, no."  The arm dropped in a quick wave of dismissal.  "It’s too difficult to arrange while I am away, and it is while I am away that you are needed most to provide Sev with an escort.’

“Think Sevi would cook it for me?”

Anardil began to deny the possibility of Sev cooking haggis, or anything else, in payment for the escort that irritated her so much, then he stopped. Their debt to Warg was even greater than the one Sev had recently paid his fellow Ranger, Bob, in the form of seven golden loaves of apple bread.  Bob had tutored Sev in self-defense, but Warg had saved Sev's very life. 

Slowly he replied, “She might. But I beg you to let me mention it to her in my own time. Will you be content with pony biscuits for the present?”

“To be honest, haven’t had much of a taste for them since Dream died.” Warg gave a shrug of her massive shoulders. “That horsy fellow in town offered me a whole cartload, but … well…”

Anardil placed his hand gently on the Warg’s head. The death of Sev’s horse in that ambush had been mourned by many at the Troll.

“We will find a way, my friend.” 

The wolfish creature eyed the closed workshop door again. “What I would like to find right now is a way inside. Celebsul is in there, saw him go in myself, but he doesn’t answer the door.”

In response to Anardil’s inquiring look, Warg went on, “He’s got the present for the cub in there. But,” she gave the door another impatient look, “Aerio fixed the handle a few days ago, and I can’t get the door open.”

Politely refraining from commenting on the elvish apprentice’s penchant for making even the most mundane of situations more complicated, Anardil said, “By all means, allow me.”

Reaching out, the ex-Ranger twisted the knob firmly with no result. Adjusting his grip, he turned it the opposite direction - only to have the knob fall off in his hand. Speculating once again on the possibility of returning to bed and pretending this day was not happening, he watched as the door swung open slowly to the accompanying clang of the inside knob hitting the floor. 

“My, my,” murmured Warg, “wonder why I didn’t think of trying that.”

When the man fixed her with a stern gaze, she chortled quietly and sauntered past him. 

Curiosity again reared its head, and Anardil followed her into the workroom. He had only been inside once, upon the occasion of the bachelor party the evening before the wedding of Ranger Captain Halbarad and Bob's sister, Elanna. If truth be told, little memory remained of that event, much less the room in which it occurred. 

Warm fragrances of sawdust and paint embraced the newcomers.  An assortment of projects, in various stages of completion, lay on the workbenches lining the walls of the room and upon the larger table in its middle. Anardil ducked to avoid the fragile wooden framework of a butterfly dangling from the ceiling near the door. If set upon the floor, the graceful creation would be nearly the height of one of the hobbits. What it was for he had no idea, but somehow it reminded him of Master Celebsul’s other apprentice, Gambesul. Every line and curve was elegant yet somehow imbued with a gentle sense of whimsy.

As if his thoughts could be heard, which he supposed they could be, a placid voice said, “Gambesul’s work. He is making a kite for the hobbits.”

“Kite?”   The former ranger cocked his head to eye the delicate contraption more closely.

“Once the frame is covered with cloth and a cord is attached it will fly. Of course, one must wait for the wind to help.” 

As Anardil turned to face the master craftsman, his foot struck the mate to the doorknob he still held, sending it spinning in a clattering circle. Slightly chagrined, he held up the first.

“Where would you like this?”

Celebsul, the morning light shining on his silver hair, turned on his stool and waved toward a worktop against the opposite wall. “If you would, set them both on Aerio’s bench. His first task this morning will be to develop a handle that Warg can operate by herself.”

Even without being told, Anardil would have known the middle table was the working space of Aerio.  Countless sheets of paper bearing multitudes of sketched designs were stacked at the sides of the bench, with others tacked thickly to the wall behind it.  The clever young elf had more ideas burgeoning in his head than even his long life would ever allow him to build into being. Placing the knob carefully so that it did not roll and disturb the other projects spread across the working space, Anardil then reached down to pick up the other from the floor.

Giving it a slight toss, he said, “A handle for Warg?”

“Yes.” Celebsul tilted his head and met the eyes of the man directly. “It is wearisome to always be waiting for others to help you do the simple things you are faced with daily.”

Not for the first time, Anardil's heart warmed to the instinctive empathy of the ancient elf and he nodded in agreement. It had been the mundane tasks which had proven the most difficult to relearn after the loss of his arm. But more frustrating than his own ineptitude had been the ‘helpfulness’ of others, or worse yet, the absolute necessity, in some instances, to rely upon someone else. More than once he had abandoned some task or minor difficulty, rather than accept assistance that always seemed to be accompanied by a pitying look. He had never thought of an animal possessing the same ‘pride’; but then Warg was a most unusual animal. 

Warg grumbled, “I was doing quite well until Aerio decided to ‘fix’ it.”

“True,” replied the elf easily. “But we will now attempt to devise a method that will not leave scratches on the doors or teethmarks on the knobs.”

“I would think the handles crashing to the floor…” Warg’s mutterings broke off as Celebsul gave her a look of mild rebuke.

Ever willing to aid a damsel in distress, Anardil said quickly, “Warg mentioned that she had commissioned a gift for young Jasimir of Henneth Annûn. It would be no trouble for me to deliver it to the lad.”

With an amused twinkle in his eyes, Celebsul allowed the change in topic and rose from his tall stool to open an ornately carved cupboard. He searched the shelves, then turned and looked about the room thoughtfully before exclaiming, “Ah, there it is.”

Stepping carefully around several large window shutters resting upon sawhorses, he waved for the man to follow him. “Here is something you might be interested in.” 

His interest piqued, Anardil stepped to the long table near the far wall. Sixteen painted cubes were arranged to form a square not much larger than his hand. At first glance there seemed to be nothing unusual, but as the elf merely gave a small smile in answer to Anardil’s look of inquiry, the man studied the blocks carefully. Reaching out a finger, he flipped one cube over to find that it was painted on each side. He turned several of the others over and discovered the same, and then he realized that two adjacent blocks formed an image.

“It’s a puzzle?” he asked.

“Six of them,” responded the elf, reaching out to align two other blocks and bring the image of a ship into sharper focus. “Once they are placed in their correct location, the cubes may be flipped over by rows to create other pictures.”

Under the agile fingers of the ex-Ranger, the pieces soon revealed the complete image of a ship under full sail. Selecting a vertical row, he then turned each cube over, but the newly revealed sides did not appear to form an image.

“That is of course the trick, my friend.  Even when one has all of the pieces and can see one picture clearly, the rest remain out of focus and confused unless you look at them properly.” The elf reached out and reset the cubes to display the ship, then selected a horizontal row to rotate. “With patience, the others will become plain.”

“A lesson applicable to so much of life,” Anardil replied as a snow-covered mountain began to appear. One had to admire the elf’s ability to slip in bits of wisdom. With a glance at the increasing light shining through the window, he added, “I fear I must be on my way. Sevilodorf will be waiting in the common room; and after breakfast, Lord Goldur and I will leave for Minas Tirith.”

“We will watch out for her.” Celebsul handed the man a narrow cloth wrapped bundle, nodding in response to Anardil’s silent inquiry about opening it.

“Ah, magnificent work!” the man exclaimed as a leather sheath suitable for a long knife was revealed.

A warg’s head had been carefully tooled in the russet leather, so cleanly done that the keen eyes almost appeared to glisten. Even the thick fur of the creature's ruff seemed to stand forth, and Anardil found himself running a finger over it.

“Needs a knife to put in it.” The warg pushed between them and lifted her nose to sniff the leather. “But that will come. You tell the cub that Sevi said she’d arrange it as soon as she can.”

Rolling the sheath back into its cloth, Anardil nodded. “Yes, she has mentioned that. And also that something must be done for the orcs who helped her in Henneth Annûn.” 

“Catch those boys a brace of rabbits, and they’ll be happy enough,” said Warg, and gave a chuff of laughter. “Through the stomach is the best way to thank them.”

“Then why this?” The man patted the package.

“To show that he is ours. Of the pack,” Warg said stubbornly. “You Men can’t smell it, so there must be some other way to show it.”

“Pack?” repeated Anardil, appealing to Celebsul for clarification.

“Sev would say all those people to whom you are tied through blood, marriage or obligation." Pale elven eyes gleamed warmly.  "Though I would expand that to include friendship, wouldn’t you?”

Anardil looked from the warg to the elf, then out the window towards the inn. Truly there were few words to describe the beings who made this their home. Perhaps the warg’s use of pack was not so far afield. The pack was family, those who are yours, through whatever ties. 

As Celebsul turned away to offer Warg some small treat - doubtless leftovers from his breakfast, though Anardil would never tell - the former Ranger gazed around the workshop in contemplation.  It was chance that had brought him and Sevilodorf together, and Sev who had restored him to the Ranger comrades he had turned away from, after he lost his arm: his brothers, who had only waited for his return, even when he deemed himself too miserable a creature to ever stand tall again.

Now he stood amongst the ever-encircling, ever-strengthening ties of friendship, which were here visible even in the creation of a doorknob for a warg and a kite for a hobbit.  A smile touched his face as he also noted a cabinet door with a half-carved Ranger star.  When finished, it would replace a much plainer door that Bob had tripped over and broken one night.  Neither door latch nor kite nor fancy cabinetry was strictly necessary, of course.  Each was kindness, simply enough.  Once, Anardil had shoved aside those who cared for him most, mistaking their kindness for weak pity.  But chance or fate turned him about, and both kindness and friends had found him again.

"Thank you, Master Celebsul," he said, and the elf's gentle smile told him that the many layers of thanks were understood.


Then he slipped the sheath through his belt, held the door for the warg, just as he would a two-legged lady, and together they returned outside to budding trees and sunshine.  On a soft breeze drifted the welcoming aroma of sausage frying, and Anardil lengthened his stride.

As she ambled beside him, Warg looked up.  “Uh, Handsome, you do know that you don’t actually have to pay me to follow Sev around?”

“I know.”

“Just making certain.”  A short silence fell. “But if you can think of anyway to get me some chickens …”

Anardil laughed aloud. "Have I ever mentioned that I have three sisters?"

"You do?"


"Yes, and they are all older than me.  When I was a boy, they were always trying to wheedle me into some silly thing or another."

"Ah."  A long pink tongue lolled from white fangs.  "Then you're used to it."

He laughed again, the sound bouncing cheerfully from walls and woods.  Beside him walked a warg, at his waist he carried a warg's gift to a human boy, behind him labored an elvish craftsman, and before him waited his Rohirrim lady.  He had come a wondrous long way, indeed, from pain and despair before the Black Gates.

"Mistress Warg," Anardil said with a lopsided grin, "I find I am becoming used to many unexpected things."

"Better watch out," Warg remarked, and her golden eyes narrowed to highly-pleased slits.  "That's two laughs in one day.  You might end up with a sense of humor, yet."

THE END

