


Matrim walks at of the cave leading to Amon Thranduil. He glances up at the sky, trying to catch sight of the moon as it hides behinds clouds. He glances about the clearing, noticing a figure leaning against the tree. As he sees who it is, he relaxes, and says, "Mae Govannen Kyriana. What bring you out here this night?"





Kyriana turns her head towards the figure by the entrance to the cave, and smiles. "Mellon," she explains, "I am thinking. But that should not surprise you."





Matrim looks up into the sky, searching for stars that can be seen every now and then between the leaves of the trees. He looks back down at 


Kyriana, "You do think a lot. Surely you can tell me what you think about? I do a great deal of thinking myself."





Kyriana look towards the river and sigh as it passes by. She watches the subtle moonlight glimmer off of the water's surface then turns back to Matrim. "Yes, mellon, I do think a lot. And I would be surprised if one could not tell that I do. But what do I think about? That is a hard question to answer, for I think about many things. Lately I have been thinking about my real parents. Who they were, what they did-" She pauses for a moment. "Why they had to die." She then sighs and turns her head back towards the river.





Matrim frowns as he listens, frowning slightly more as other memories come to his mind, though he pushs them away. He asks with concern, "Your real parents? How did they die?"





Kyriana thinks for a moment, and her eyes become dull and sad. She then answers quietly, still facing the river, "Well, as far as I can remember from what my step parents told me, they were killed on their way back from Lorien. A trading trip, if I do remember correctly. I am lucky to be alive right now." She sighs, gets up, and walks over the edge of the river bank, her feet dragging slightly behind. After a moment, she kneels down and picks up a stone, casting it into the river.





Matrim watchs the ripples in the water fade to nothing, then he moves over to stand near Kyriana. He stands there quietly for amoment, in thought, watching the water rush by on it's way to the Long Lake. He finally says, "I am sorry. It was not my place to ask." He frowns for a moment, more memories coming to mind, before he says, "Though I knew my parents, they left before I was twenty-five. I can understand some of the pain that your parent's death may cause you."





Kyriana nods her head slowly, eyes still dull. She wraps her arms around her knees and lays her head upon them. "Well, Matrim, you at least had true parents. You are lucky when it comes to that matter. But then you are unlucky in a way, because it must have hurt you more when they left than it hurt me when I found out about my parents' deaths." She looks up at him. "Is it not so?"





Matrim closes his eyes for a moment, then opens them, staring into the water. He stares for a moment, lost in past memories. He looks up at Kyriana, and finally saying, "Maybe so...but I had two sisters to share the pain with." He pauses, searching for something more to say, but finding nothing.





Kyriana yawns and dangles her legs over the bank of the river in an obvious attempt to cheer herself up. She then looks back towards Matrim, eyeing him slowly. "You said you think as well, mellon. So tell me, what do you think about?"





Matrim takes a deep breath. Looking back toward the watch, a thoughtful expression appears on his ace. He looks back to Kyriana, saying, "Many things. The future, the past, the present. People I have known and lost, many things." He picks a stick up from the ground, drawing shapes in the ground with it. "Mostly, though, I believe I think about one person...forever lost."





Kyriana raises an eyebrow at Matrim, her eyes growing a bit duller. "Who might that be, mellon?"





Matrim frowns, looking at the shape-less drawings he has made in the ground with the stick. He is quiet for a while, staring. A flash of moonlight makes a glint off of a silver ring on his ringer, though it is slightly dull. He speaks but one word, with neither disgust nor regretfulness. "Gaesan."





Kyriana sighs and nods her head slowly. She picks up another rock and casts it into the water, then gets up and waks over to a tree, leaning against it. Her hair is covered with rain, as she does not have the hood of her cloak over it.


