2: Beauty of Silione
An hour later Aryon found himself nearing the tall trees that made up Silione Forest with the smaller elf over his shoulder.  During the long trek he had been debating bringing her here.  After all, if he didn’t get back to WolfGate soon he would not be paid.  Giving up your pay for hard work, Aryon? He asked himself, that isn’t like you.  He stopped to shift the smaller elf off his shoulders and into his arms.  A gentle breeze blew across the field and caressed the girl’s face, making a few wisps of hair dance in the sunlight.  Aryon sighed as he continued towards the forest.  Of course it is.  She’s cute and I’m an idiot.  Besides, what do I really need that money for?  He scowled as his stomach growled in response.  

He stopped again as he neared the forest’s edge.  In his 105 years of life Aryon had never seen a Tenali but he knew better than to enter their woods uninvited.  Knowing that the Tenali kept close watch on every part of their border, Aryon spoke with a loud, even voice, ”Greetings.  I am Aryon Truidir Drathmire.  I am Tymeril, but mean you and your forest no harm.  I rescued this woman from an orc camp.  Is she of your clan?”

A man gracefully fell to the ground at the edge of the forest and approached him.  His yellow hair was unusually short for an elf and he had an almost feral look in his green eyes that conflicted sharply with the natural beauty of his elven features.  His loose clothing was mottled brown, made from the skins of many different animals, adding to his wild presence.  Though he carried to weapons openly, Aryon felt certain this Tenali held many surprises inside his wide sleeves and pant legs.  “This girl is of our clan.  Hand her over to me.”  The man had a menacing air, but Aryon was not intimidated.


“I understand you want me gone, but it is not so simple.  The only thing keeping her alive is the healing ring on her left hand.  I do not wish for her to die and I do not plan on leaving without it.”


The Tenali’s spoke as though Aryon had just told him that dwarves are thin, “You have been exiled from the forests fool Tymeril, you cannot return.”

“Very well, than I shall take my ring and leave your lands in peace.  A pity her life is the cost of your arrogance.”

The wood elf regarded him for a few moments before looking over his shoulder at something deeper in the woods.  He turned back, “Very well.  Follow me.  But know this, no Tymeril have entered a Tenali forest in centuries, and for good reason.  Do not waste your life.”


Aryon followed the man deeper and deeper into the woods.  He chaffed at the arrogant warning of the Tenali, but he knew enough of these elves to know the threat was not made lightly.  His hand always close to the sword sheathed under his cloak, Aryon followed in what he hoped looked like a peaceful fasion.  The shadows of the forest grew deeper and deeper.  Stepping between two mighty trunks, Aryon found himself inside the Tenali village.  The animal hide tents dotted the forest floor, blending in so well as to seem like natural growths.  The underbrush grew tall around them instead of being cut back to make paths between the homes.  Aryon’s escort ran to a nearby tent, where he conferred with those inside before returning.  “You will share a tent with her and her parents.  It is our way.  Your weapons will be taken and returned when you leave.  You will not leave the camp until we say you may leave.  You may not-”  The list went on until Aryon thought it would have been simpler if the man had simply told him would he could do.  It mattered little to Aryon, whose eyes and mind were fully transixed on the beauty and magic of his people’s ancestral home.  He couldn’t decide if he loved the Tenali for so well guarding such wonder or hated them for exiling the Tymeril.


The next two weeks were strenuous, but far from boring.  The grievances between the Tenali and the Tymeril reached back through the Ages, but that did not stop the wood elves from being curious of what lay beyond the border of their forest.  When Lorien woke up Aryon was sitting next to her, letting the feel of the place’s natural magic flow into him.  She did not say anything for a long time.  She just stared at him, looking into the blue eyes that made him unique among elves.  Minutes turned to hours as she contemplated her rescuer.  Finally, as dusk fell on the forest and Aryon knew her parents would return soon Lorien’s lips formed a smile.  “Thank you.”


The next morning Aryon woke to find Lorien gone.  Not wanting to risk the suspicious Tenali finding him wandering around their camp, Aryon stayed in the tent.  He stretched senses beyond his body and felt the forest all around him.  I left my sister for but a while/ Went to fill my empty purse/ And how I missed my sister’s smile/ Among the men both crude and terse/ We found the orcs and war was made/ Both men and orcs died and bled/ Many fell beneath my blade/ For I alone had kept my head/ The two men left had found a cage/ Inside they found a beauteous elf/ The men provoked the woman’s rage/ Each thought to keep her for himself/ Out came my blade and magic force/ One man died, the other fled/ How I wish I’d had a horse/ To carry who I feared was dead  After years of having annoyed his friends with the poetry that popped into his head, Aryon had learned to keep such idle thoughts to himself.  This forest contains the beauty of Ages/ To explore it’s hidden paths I yearn/ Yet it can’t compare to Lorien’s grace/ So here I’ll sit till she returns  

But it was not Lorien who broke Aryon’s reverie.  With none of the grace or politeness associated with elves, the man who had originally confronted Aryon at the forests edge threw back the tent’s flap and jumped in, a wide grin covering his wild face.  With a mischievous glint in his eye, the strange elf leaned down until his nose was almost touching Aryon’s.  “You know, of course,” he whispered, “that any elf not of our clan that comes into our forest must die.”

Aryon jumped to his feet, hands before him in a fighting position.  The feral elf laughed as he put his own hands before him.  He shifted quickly from foot to foot, hopping in tiny circles around Aryon.  Thoroughly confused by his opponent, Aryon warily kept his distance, hoping for a chance to dash through the door and make a break for the forest’s edge.  He wouldn’t have much chance, but it was his only hope.  Suddenly the Tenali pounced.  It was not a quick strike as Aryon expected.  Instead, the thin man leapt at him, arms open.  Taken aback by the strange attack Aryon hesitated until it was too late.  Caught in the other’s bear hug, Aryon expected to be thrown but, to his surprise the man released him, still smiling, “Welcome to the Prydyth clan brother!”
Aryon only stared at him dumbfounded.

The other elf reached into the folds of his loose brown shirt and produced an apple.  “Trapped in this tent for weeks, I can’t imagine the boredom.  You must tell me, how did you survive?  Here,” he said as he tossed Aryon the apple.  Despite his confusion Aryon caught the fruit.  “Eat that.  Now that you’re one us you’re entitled to all the village’s found, same as the rest of us.”
“Pardon me,” Aryon spoke up, “But what are you talking about?”
The Tenali laughed as he put an arm around Aryon’s shoulders, “Right right, you’ve not the slightest clue as to what’s going on.  See, after Lorien woke up-she took her sweet time, didn’t she-she went to the elders.  Nice old elves, but a bit unpleasant when it comes to strangers, if you know what I mean.  Meant to throw you into the Great Rift they did.  But Lorien told them all about you fighting off those dirty humans an’ saving her, even though you probably hate us about as much as we Tenali tend to hate anyone who isn’t us.  So now the elders were trapped.  That’s the problem with being to prickly about traditions, at some point they always end up going against each other.

“See, you know the law about why we had to kill you.  But see, there’s also this other tradition that we can’t harm one whose saved one of our own kind out of the goodness of their harts.  You should have seen those old faces trying to figure out what to do.  One law says kill the Tymeril.  Other says we owe you a debt.  So if if we have to kill all non-Prydyth, but we can’t kill you, then there’s only one option left.”
“Make me one of the clan,” Aryon said, realization dawning on him.  

“Exactly.  So now you’re Prydyth.  Hooray, right?  You might think so, but really, it just means there’s a lot more things people think you should be doing.  See, all clan members have to do all they can to protect the forests.  And you have to listen to the elders.  That’s why your kind got kicked out in the first place, after all.  But you get to keep your life and since you are Tymeril the elders will even let you leave if you want.

He put his face extremely close to Aryon’s again and raised his eyebrows in a serious expression, “But don’t think this is all just formality to let you leave.  You’re one of us now.  If you abandon us we’ll hunt you down and kill you.”
He kept his face there until Aryon, still confused, gave the slightest nod of the head.

“Right then!  Let me introduce myself.  I am Clerathlyon!” he bowed in a ridiculously elegant manor.  “To be quite honest, I’m a bit of an outcast myself.  The others here don’t seem to like how I look.  Or how loud I am.  Or how I talk.  Or how I smile all the time.  They say I’m unnerving, but I think they just need stronger nerves.  To get straight to the point, there isn’t a whole lot about me that most of these sweet and wonderful elves here will admit to liking about me.  But, despite those little problems, they still like me for being me.”
Clerathlyon opened the tent flap and the two of them strode out into the beauty of Silione.  “Wherever you go in the world, brother, this is your home.  You will always be welcomed here in the heart of Mother Forest.”
Aryon took a deep breath of the pure forest air and let his gaze wonder across the trees and the tents and the Tenali smiling at him curiously.  After a long while, Aryon finally turned back to Clerathlyon, who was still smiling.  “I wish to speak to the elders to express my gratitude for there hospitality.”
Without hesitating Clerathlyon began striding towards a know of think branched trees, “Good, they wish to meet you as well.”
Aryon followed after him, “And I wish to see Lorien, to bid her farewell before I leave.”
Clerathlyon looked over his shoulder and winked, “I would imagine you do.  But why must you leave so soon.”
“I appreciate the hospitality, and I will not fail the trust placed on me by the clan.  But I must return to the human city of Cadish.  I have a younger sister and since our parents’ deaths I am responsible for her.”
“You are our brother now, good elf.  As such your sister is our sister.  Bring her here and present her before the elders.  If they approve of her, she will be one of us as well.”
