Above the summits of the Misty Mountains

Ri eespits de eedodhi condené

It was the twilight of the day, but the sun did not yet appear. And it was cold
between the peaks, cold like in winter. Only the wind stirred snow and made
ever-new shapes. Fields of ice glittered white and silent. The valleys appeared
like chasms of darkness. At last something was heard in the silence; two
humans who laboured to climb the mountain, a man and a young woman.
Ve'sa cres de viadi, ach anari oaperav ni anca. | ve'sa necvare int aespits,
necvare el en vintron. Nur cheeli ogenav adh vleci | otirav adh seform nove.

A cord de ais oslitach blancu i silentu. A£vali oaperach el secrat de nechelon.
Finu adh varo ve rodavle en silentoni; dee aesapien ash otrusach grima dodhi,
l2eno i leenind neclune.

Stopping, the woman said to the man: 'Stop, | must rest, Edryn.'

'Well, Gwendolyn. But the highest summit is not far away.'

'‘Look, the tree-woven valleys beneath the shadow of the night. And the silvery
mist of the morning. Beautiful.'

'Yes. But | can see smoke and fires in our homeland. The orcs torch the houses
of our people.'

‘Ever will the battles trouble the peace of the world. When will the end of these
battles come?'

'If we find the things we desire on this summit, the end might come. Do we
climb on?

'We came to this place to find the secret lore of the mountains, but | have
doubt now.'

'Have hope, Gwendolyn! He will find it.", said Edryn and began to walk again.
Haltantu, laenini ovithav na laeni: “Haltaca, devas siesta, Edryn.”

“/Edu , Gwendolyn. Ach spitsi per alte & ni neccase.”

“Rosaca, avali maché de seroned nu nechelon de claeni. | condeni argenté de
piri. Vele.”

“ll. Ach povas saena adh fumon | adh aefaer en hémon ralé. ZElorci brilach
oecasadi de a&bach rale.”

“/Ebaton imu itruba adh chrini de mondi. Cim ilana chaltoni de aebaton dor tie?”
“Se findar adh aevimi ash anironar sur dor tie spits, ach niras adh dubon nun.”
“Niraca spiron, Gwendolyn! Ifindav adh sa.” Edryn ovithav i osetav proma
anate.

While going on, Gwendolyn remembered the dreadful battle at the pass nine
days ago. At first, tidings from villages not far away had come to Ordd, her
home, then came wounded men who survived the war of the approaching orcs.
At the end came a number of elves to bring help to the men.

Tiam furtantu, Gwendolyn omemara adh batoni terure be montpasi ant nai
aeviad. Firtu, anovon re olanach da adorv ni neccase na Ordd, hemon cive, tim
2eleen memavle olanach, re osurvivach adh taliti de alorc lanante. Be chaltoni
canto de aleledh olanach, ve'plach tin omdat helpa adh aelaeni.

Gwendolyn remembered the immortal faces of the elves, bright like the sun.
They had spoken to the eldest of Ordd, they spoke of war and of a power of
shadow from the East, of dark magic and of battles of the elves against this



power. And the people of Ordd had seized clubs, spears and hammers to fight
against the approaching enemy. At the end, the orc-host came from the plain.
Having seen the orcs, the men of Ordd waited hidden.

Gwendolyn omemarav adh aesimeti senmorte de zeleledhi, calé el anari. Re
onianach na bachi per luné de Ordd, onianach pri talit i pri machto de nechelon
da orint, pri sorchad nechele i pri zebaton de aleledh contras dor tie macht. |
aebachi de Ordd re oportach adh aemilos omdat bata contras necamidhi
lanante. Be chaltoni, aelorci olanach da cordi. Seenantu eelorci, seleeni de Ordd
ostarach noravle.

And Gwendolyn remembered the waiting. It had rained. In fear she had waited,
in her hands an old sword, not konwing how to fight. Auriel, an elven-maiden
came and spoke words of hope, but Gwendolyn did not hear her.

| Gwendolyn omemarav stara. R& opluvav. Snacanté, ré ostarav, en apalm civé
ve macilo lune, ach osciav ni com bata. Auriel, calind eledhe olanav | onianav
adh zevort de spiron na civ, ach Gwendolyn ordodav ni adh civ.

At the end the orcs had come. Arrows flew and she heard din and the crying of
the wounded. Suddenly Auriel fought, and Gwednolyn did not have time to
think. She raised her sword and the world appeared like a sea of blood.

Be chaltoni, aelorci re olanach. ZAtel otadhach i orodav adh peloni i adh
tirsantisi de @memavlon. Subitu Auriel obatav, | Gwendolyn onira ni adh teevari
omdat pensa. Olevav adh macil cive i mondi oaperav el marono de vandac.

Gwendolyn did not remember the battle, but she remembered Auriel slain, her
beautiful immortal face stained with blood. And many friends had died. They
had defended Ordd now, but she knew more orcs would come.

Gwendolyn omemarav ni adh batoni, ach omemarav adh Auriel mortigavle,
simet cive velé senmorte ve maculavle medh vandac. | alamidh paese re
omortach. Re odefendach adh Ordd nun, ach osciav ce alorc plie ulanach.

On the next day, all people of ordd met in the house of the eldest for a debate.
But having spoken of many things, they did still not find an answer. At last,
Gwendolyn, Edryn and a small number of people went to Morvyn, a wise
woman who lived alone in the forest. At night they approached the small
house.

Be viadi venonte, aebachi alé de Ordd otrevach en casadi de bachi per lune ser
resono. Ach durch nianavle pri avim paese, anca ofindach ni adh rubiono.
Lastu, Gwendolyn, Edryn | cantd necvase de abach ofirach na Morbyn, laenino
gande ash ovonav Ionu en valdi. Claeenu obecomach adh casadi necvase.

'You are close enough.' they heard Morvyn from the house. 'Only three can
enter.'

And only Gwendolyn and two women dared to enter. Inside the house they
smelled herbs and holy smoke. 'Why did you come?',, asked Morvyn. 'We came
to hear what we can do if the orcs come again.', answered Gwendolyn. Morvyn
waited thoughtful. 'The powers of the mountains might know the answer.', she
said whispering. She fetched a water-vessel and looked into the dark water.
Gwendolyn waited. At last Morvyn said with a changed voice:

“U'nelae case nish.” orodach adh Morvyn da casadi. “Nur aebach tur pova
enfira.”

I nur Gwendolyn i aeleenini dee ocuragach enfira. Inal casadi oricsach adh



aerosmar | adh fumon sancte. “Cil olanan?” Morvyn ocestav. “Olanar omdat
roda cio povar tira se aelorci lana anatu.” Gwendolyn orepla. Morvyn ostara
pensonu. “Emachti de sedodhi ebla scia adh rubioni.” ovithav flustrantu.
Oportav adh taso ser vech i orosav ene vechi nechele. Gwendolyn ostarav.
Lastu Morvyn ovitha medh voc meravle:

'‘Long ago the powers of the mountains protected our people. But today we do
not understand the mountains, we do not climb the summits and we do not
hear the language of the stones. We must forge the old bond anew. It is
necessary to go to the highest summit.'

“Ant teevar fade aemachti de aedodhi shirta adh aebach ralé. Ach viador
comprenach ni adh aedodhi, grimach ni adh aespits i rodach ni adh tali de
aesardi. Devar tira adh ligi anatu. E'sa clare fira na spitsi per alte.”

'Who will dare to go?', asked Rhianna. It is late spring, the ways are horrible
and if we go up now, maybe someone dies.' - 'But you must go now.', said
Morvyn.

'‘And when we come to the summit, what must we do?', asked Rhianna. 'l do
not know.', said Morvyn. No-one knows. You will find it there."'

“Adh ciu icuragav fira?” ocestav Rhianna. “E'sa temp spate, seveni U necfere i
se firar na tin nun, eble varu imortav.” - “Ach devan fira nun.” Morvyn ovithav.
“l cim lanar na spitsi, adh cio devar tira?” Rhianna ocestav. “Scias ni.” Morvyn
ovithav. “Niman scia. Ifindan adh sa tin.”

A cry of Edryn was the end of Gwendolyns daydream of past things. From the
summit a lot of snow came falling down. Swiftly, Gwendolyn attached her rope
to the rock. She felt cold snow and a strong wind pushed her towards the
chasm. Suddenly the rope was ripped apart. To her luck she caught a stone
and endured the falling snow. Shuddering she saw towards the deep.'Are you
injured?', asked Edryn above her. 'Not injured' she gave answer. '‘But I'm
frightened. If you had not called, | would have fallen. Like Olwen fell.'

Pelono de Edryn ve chaltoni de viadtrimoni de Gwendolyn pri limeni. Da spitsi
canto vase de vlec olanav morelantu. Snelu, Gwendolyn olametav adh teen cive
na sardi. Ofulav adh vlec necvare i chaelo teve olasovav adh civ na crati. Subitu
teeni ve rompavle. Bonshansu, ofrisav adh sardo i ofurtav tra vlieci morelante.
Tremantu, orosav be crati. “Ar e'deer mémavle?” Edryn ocestav da ri. “Ni
memavle.” ocestav. “Ach e'las snacavle. Se re ocuiad ni, re umorelas. El Olwen
omorelav.”

Gwendolyn remembered the fall of Olwen. It was the middle of-the night. She
had cried out for a moment, then she vanished from the border of the chasm.
Only silent snow fell untroubled. Two climbed on.

Gwendolyn omemarav adh moreloni de Olwen. Ve'sa miti de claeni. Re opelav
ser paro, tim onecaperav da borti de crati. Nur vlec silente omorelav nectrubu.
Dae ogrimach mal.

Having cold snow in their fingers they came at last to the highest summit. The
sun did not yet rise, but the day approached swiftly. Edryn looked to the top of
ice and of snow. 'Here is no-one!', he cried. '‘What must we do here? We came
to this place, Olwen died but we find only snow! Where is the voice of the
stones?"

Nirantu vlec necvare en zfiner plache, olanach lastu na spitsi per alte. Anari re



olevav ni anca, ach viadi obecoma snelu. Edryn orosav na spitsi de ais i de
vlec. “Niman e aci!” opelav. “Adh cio devar tira aci? Olanar na dor tie loc, Olwen
omortav ach findar nur adh vlec! Cin e voci de aesardi?”

Gwendolyn waited, her arms shaking. She desired to sleep forever and the
crying of Edryn appeared without sense. She felt the cold snow beneath her
feet. The sun kissed the border of the world and far peaks glittered in the new
daylight. And suddenly she felt a great calm and peace.

Gwendolyn ostarav, aeranc cive tremante. Oanironav dorma perimu i tirsantisi
de Edryn oaperav sen coms. Ofulav adh vleci necvare nu aepad cive. Anari
ocisav adh borti de mondi i aespits neccase osilach en heloni de viadi nove. |
subitu ofulav adh ruichono vase i chrin.

‘Do you not understand, Edryn?', she said. 'The mountains are eternal, orcs
and foes from the East do not trouble them. The light of the sun, the fall of the
snow - the darkness cannot conquer them - they will endure.'

'‘But our people will not endure, Gwendolyn. Our people will die when the orcs
come.'

'It is necessary to learn the lore of the mountains for our people.

When the orcs approach, we must to go to hidden valleys. There the mountains
will protect us. It is neccesary that or people are like mountains - the snow falls
in winter, the snow melts in summer, but it does not trouble the mountains. The
orcs are for our people like the snow is for the mountans. The orcs will not
trouble us if we do these things.'

'This is without sense. Orcs will conquer Ordd and burn a great fire.'

'Yes. But they will not conquer the people of Ordd'

'‘Are these the words of the mountains which we came to hear?'

'Yes, Edryn. Now | understand the language if the mountains.'

“Ar comprenad ni, Edryn?” ovithav. “Edodhi U eterne, aelorc i e&enecamidh da
orinti trubach ni adh plach. Heloni de anari, moreloni de vleci - necheloni povav
ni venca adh plach - ifurtach.”

“Ach ralé aebach ifurta ni, Gwendolyn. Rale aebach imorta cim aelorc lana.”
“E'sa claré lerna adh lincosi de sedoddhi sér sebach rale. Cim aelorci becoma
devar fira na aeval noravle. Tin aedodh ishirta adh ral. E'sa clare ce aebach rale
u el adodh - vleci morelav en vintroni, vleci fandav en someri, ach trubav ni
adh aadodh. Zlorci u ser aebach rale el vleci e ser aedodhi. Zlorc itruba ni adh
ral se tirar aedor tie aevim.”

“Dor tie e sen coms. £lorc ivencach adh Ordd i ibrilach adh fzaero vase.”

“1l. Ach ivencach ni adh aebach de Ordd.”

“Ar aedor tie U aevort de sedodh adh ash olanar omdat rosa?”

“Il, Edryn. Nun comprenas adh tali de sedodhi.”

And then they went downhill, two of mankind, changed, but only Gwendolyn
with hope.
| tim ofirach sub, dee de aesapien, meravle, ach nur Gwendolyn medh spiron.

The End.
Chaltoni.

The shadow does not hold sway yet. Not over you... not over me. Do you
remember when we first met?



Necheloni ré venca ni anca. Ni adh deer... ni adh las. Ar memarad cim otrevar
unu?

| thought | had strayed into a dream.
Opensas ce re opromas ene trimono.

Long years have passed. You did not have the cares you carry now. Do you

remember what | told you?
ftranas fade re pasach. Onirad ni adh adonol adh ash nirad nun. Ar memarad

adh cio ovithas na daer?



