Real time is: Sun Feb 22 17:06:26 1998


Game time is: Before Dawn <about 4 AM> on Highday of Autumn - 


   October 6, 3013





Mal Taurduin at the Rock





The path takes a precarious detour here around a massive boulder


   that blocks both the path and the river that it is jutting into. 


   Several fallen treelimbs form makeshift steps under the leaf litter 


   on the trail as it climbs up behind the granite face of the rock to 


   a trecherously high perch brefore dropping right back down the other


   side. The path takes a detour here around a large rock that juts out


   into the river. The footing is wet and slippery, and you must duck


   under a fallen tree trunk that leans against the rock. The tall 


   trees cut off even the starlight, making it very hard to see your 


   way, and the roar of the water as it sweeps around and over the end 


   of the rock is very loud. The sky is clear.








-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------





Kyriana lays at the edge of the large rock, staring up towards the sky. She appears almost as if in a trance, but her face is contorted with thought. While looking upwards, she picks up a rock and tosses it into the river below. And she sighs, her body limp and her face dull.





Matrim walks along the path coming from the east, quietly stepping over fallen branches and sharp rocks. As he attempts to keep his balance on the slippery ground, he steps upon a large stick, creating a loud *SNAP*. Despite his efforts, he slips and lands in the mud with a thud.





Kyriana starts, sitting up quickly, and looking towards where the loud sound came from. She relaxes as she sees who it is, stands up, and picks up her cloak off the ground. Slipping her cloak about her body, she walks over slowly to Matrim, trying herself not to slip and fall. "Mae Govannen, Matrim," she says, offering him a hand. "How are you today?"





Matrim looks up startled, before he grins, "Good, if not muddy. I hope I did not disturb you." He reaches up to accept the offered hand, trying not to slip again. "Seems I picked the wrong place to go for a walk at night," he says with a slight laugh.





Kyriana smiles a bit, helping him up. "Yes, it does appear that way, doesn't it. And, as I said not too long ago, you could not disturb me." She runs quickly up to the edge of the rock, then yells back, "But you are mistaken, mellon. It is a beautiful night for a walk!" She turns towards the river, and mutters to herself incoherently, then turns and walks back down to Matrim. "I wish I had thought of going for a stroll on a night like this."





Matrim looks up, searching for the night sky through the crowded leaves of the trees above, "Aye, though not much of it can be seen. The stars are too rarely seen." He glances back down, walking forward to the large boulder.





Kyriana pauses for a moment, cocking her head. She then strolls up towards the rock and stops in front of him, blocking his path. "But are there trees everywhere, mellon? There must be some place in Amon Thranduil or Celebannon where you can see the night sky."





Matrim thinks for a moment, before answering, "Aye, there are. But Celebannon is many miles to the east. I know of one other place, but I rarely go there." He glances towards the mountain that is Amon Thranduil, where the first rays of light have colored its tip gold.





Kyriana looks at Matrim, raising an eyebrow, then smiles. "And where might that be?" she asks, her voice sweet and innocent, then turns her head to where Matrim is looking. "Do you mean on top of the mountain? If so, it must be very beautiful during the day."





Matrim nods, looking over to Kyriana, "Aye, quite so, though it is beyond beauty at night, for there are no trees to block your view. You can see for miles and miles by starlight, and the night sky is full of stars."





Kyriana yawns and stretches her legs, "Really, mellon? I assume it must be very beautiful. But what do you do when you are there, might I ask?"





Matrim sighs, and looks out over the river. "I think. It is the perfect place for thinking. I do not go there often though." He pauses for a moment before continuing, "Painful memories are called to mind there."





Kyriana cocks her head to the side, circling Matrim, then stops in front of him. "Memories from your childhood? Or.. memories about Gaesan?" She leans down, picks up a stick, and starts twisting it around in her hands.





A pained expression crosses his face for a moment, disappearing as quickly as it appeared, though when Matrim speaks, his voice is less cheerful, "Both, I would have to say. Too many things." He looks up at her, "But I try not to dwell in the past."





Kyriana smiles, nodding her head. "It is about time, I must say. I remember not so far back when all you did was reminisce. I am happy for you, then, since you have moved on. But what will you do now?"


