Infirmary





	You enter a warm and inviting room, the infirmary of the Eryn Galen. The floor is covered in thick animal furs, and the aroma of drying herbs fills the room with a comforting fresh scent. Light occasionally glints off the glass doors of several large cabinets and the rows and rows of jars that they hold. There are several large beds in the room, each with a fluffy mattress of goosedown and spread with a light woollen blanket and beautiful quilt to guard patients against the crisp autumn air. 


	Candles glow brightly from their wall sconces, their flickering light casting restless shadows on the walls. In the center of the room, a low fire burns cheerfully in its stone fireplace, a few kettles of water ever hanging ready over its flames.





<+inspect is in effect here>





Contents:


Qinefer


The healers apprentice, Estelloth


Obvious exits:


Out





Qinefer is lying upon the bed, a pained expression on her face. With her eyes open their violet pupils can be noticed as filled with sadness and slight fear, making the pain seem less physical and more of mental anguish.





Quietly entering the room, the young Egwador known as Matrim glances at the figure on the bed. A slightly sad smile on his face, he move forward to stand beside the bed before saying quietly, "Mae govannen mellon...how do you feel?"





Qinefer is trembling slightly and then when you speak she seems to wake from a daze, saying softly, "I am better, mellon.. How fare ye?" She pulls the covers up around her body protectively even though the temperature is rather warm.





Matrim frowns slightly at his friend's discomfort. He tries to smile though, and says, "I am well enough, though knowing a friend is in pain makes me a bit worrisome, to tell truth. Were you injured badly?" He asks the last a bit hestantly.





Qinefer tilts her head slightly, thinking about your question for a moment before replying in a quietly weak voice, "Nay truly, mellon.. though I must admit my arm hurts.. most of the poison was worked away, though.."





Qinefer continues to ramble, almost more to herself than to you, "I wondered what was happening when they wrapped me and had nay bitten me.. I suppose they wished to taunt me before adding the poison to my system. I merely remember being bitten..vaugely."





Matrim nods a bit grimly, before glancing around a bit for a place to sit, and then sitting. Listening to Qinefer's words, his frown returns. Speaking once more, he says, "Have you heard of the rescue yet? It is a story to be told, for Feredir Celwe showed much bravery in it."


The warmth of the sun reminds you of the grace of Yavanna in this precious grove.





Qinefer's eyes furrow in curiosity and whispers, "Nay.. he refused to speak of it.. and preferred not to hear the details of my capture." She lowers her face slightly as if ashamed to have caused so much danger upon he rmellyn.





Kyriana has connected.





Matrim's smile returns, and his voice takes on a friendly tone, "He is probably only worried Qinefer. Who could blame him for not wishing to dwell on the memory? He put himself in grave danger, all the time worried for you." Noticing Qinefer lowering her face he says, "And do not be ashamed, for all of us get into trouble one time or another. I myself have caused trouble through the years."





Qinefer shakes her head and whispers, "Ye are new to the details of my life, mellon. I trust ye know not of my encounter with the trolls, or with the orch? Again and again I foolishly fall into mischief and Celwe is left to risk himself to pull me from it."





Matrim smiles, shaking his head a bit, "Maybe so, maybe so, but it is not right to place the blame on yourself. I have done much of what you have mentioned myself, though I had others with me. I caused much trouble," he pauses here a bit,"for my sister Lothiril in the Laketown. Other incidents. But I do not blame myself. Never do that."





Loose strands of hair hanging idly about her eyes, and a concerned look in her face, Kyriana enters the infirmary. Seeing Matrim, she lowers her hood and calls out softly, "Mae Govannen, Matrim." Her steps light, she makes her way over to the resting Qinefer, and kneels down beside the bed. Taking the injured healer's hand, she asks softly, "Are you alright, mellon?"





Qinefer manages a weak smile and merely shrugs to Matrim's comment, looking now to Kyriana, "Aye, mellon. I shall survive, as Estelloth is getting to be a wonderful Coithonial." She glances to the apprentice, then back to her mellyn.





Matrim smiles as Kyriana enters, and the love in his eyes is plainly visible. Leaning back a bit, he allows her to greet Qinefer, smiling as the two talk for a moment. Glancing at the apprentice as Qinefer does, he smiles, stating, "I know nothing of the Coithonial, in truth, except that they can heal many things, but I myself believe she shall be one of the best. She has treated me more times than I would like to remember."





Qinefer nods in agreement to Matrim, casting another approving smile toward the apprentice. Her eyes flash between Matrim and Kyriana, easily picking up the union between the two. In a quiet voice she requests of Matrim, "Please do tell me of the rescue though.." "How did ye even know of my plight?"





Kyriana chuckles slightly at Matrim's comments, and brushes a bit of hair out of her face. "Indeed, she has, Matrim. But I would not know, and I do not intend to find out any time soon." Listening quietly to 





Qinefer for a moment, she nods her head in reply. "Yes, do tell us of the rescue. I am sure it is and interesting story."





Qinefer speaks up as if the thought just occured to her, "Should I perhaps speak firs tof how the situation came to be?"





Matrim nods his head at Qinefer's request, his face becoming serious. "It was during the festival hosted by Aran Thranduil that we learned of your plight. Near the end, as many were preparing to leave, a house galloped into the area. It was Celwe who identified it as your horse." Looking to Kyriana as if hoping he will not go through what Celwe had, he continues, "We quickly gathered a few guards, and followed the horses tracks into the forest. The group that went ahead to scout included Celwe, myself, the edain know as Rauwulf, and a pengwador." He pauses, to see if there are any questions.





Qinefer shakes her head slightly, "So she who got me into the mess was the one who saved my life.. how odd. What I have to say is brief.. let me catch you up on the events that happened before Silky reached the feast.. I was riding Silky around a bit outside of Laketown, searching for Celwe as we were to journey home together. It was dusk, and something spooked her.. she darted into the forest before I could control her...





Kyriana nods slowly, a frown on her voice. "Do go ahead, Qinefer. I am anxious to know how this all occured."





"By the time I calmed her we were in the center of the Mirkwood, and night was falling. I knew that I must hurry homeward, and attempted to find my way. I instead found my way into a clearing surrounded by webs.." She pauses to take a breath.





Qinefer speaks quickly, obviously somewhat upset to relive this experience by telling the tale, but at the same time needing to speak of it. "Silky began to act up again, and while trying to soothe her I heard a voice taunting from above.. hissing.. "





Her nose wrinkles and she whispers, "It was then that I smelled the foul creatures.. I released Silky's rein and tried to run.. but they dropped from the trees, surrounding me. I attempted to convince them that I was not alone, but it failed.."





Matrim frowns, remembering the foul things, "Creatures such as those...spiders...should be destroyed. Their evil polutes the forest."


Qinefer cringes and closes her eyes as she finishes, "The next thing I knew I was being wrapped, and then hung upside down from a tree. 





They.." Tears well up in her eyes, "They did not bite me at that moment but instead swung me about like a plaything."





Qinefer nods to Matrim, whispering, "Their scent made me nearly as ill as the motion did.. I could not breath for their stench.. and they had wrapped over me mouth and nose, so I could nay make but hardly a sound.."





The Arphedor finishes, whispering, "I passed out.. then woke up to more of their taunting. Finially one of the viscious creatures plunged it's teeth into my arm... and the next I knew I was here."


<OOC> Qinefer says, "I would have made that one long pose but I can only type 3 1/4 lines at once.. crappy server:/"





Matrim nods, his smile not yet returning, "And now I will tell you how you got here. The four I mentioned before came upon the beasts, as most were sleeping. One was near you at that time. I had almost ordered the Pengwador with me to kill it, except that Celwe warned me of the dangers of hitting you. Instead, he put himself in direct danger." He pauses, before continuing, "Leaving his spear behind, he crawled forward acting as if injured, to draw the spider off so that the Pengwador could fire her bow safely. Luckily, the spider had gone to sleep before noticing him. Seeing that it was so, he moved forward and cut you down himself with his dagger." Taking a breath, he says, "We returned quickly after that, and soon I believe we march again to kill the beasts."





Qinefer listens intently to Matrim, her eyes widening as she hears of Celwe's dangerous sacrifice. She blinks several times, then gazes down to her blankets, twirling them in her hands, asking quietly, "Was I awake when the spider was near?"





He nods, "Aye. We saw the foul thing bite."





Qinefer winces at the memory of being bitten, and then her thoughts 


stray to how that must have made her mellyn, and even worse, her melinde feel. She says softly, "Before that moment I had only bruises.. if only they had waited a few moments to bite.."


She adds, "Though if they were to bite one I prefer it was me rather than one of ye."





Matrim shakes his head, "I know what you are thinking. It may have been worse though. I do not like that you were bitten, but if you were not, the thing may not have went to sleep, and we would have been forced to fight. I do not believe we would have come out without a few wounded, and even the death of one of our mellyn."





A sad look on her face, Kyriana lets go of Qinefer's soft hand, and stans behind Matrim's chair. Smoothing his ruffled hair idly, she smiles at Qinefer, "Indeed, Celwe was very brave, from what I can tell from hearing just now." Cocking her head, she looks down at her melinde, and sighs. "Aye, that would have been a sad happening, especially were it one of our finest, such as you or Celwe."





Qinefer looks up to Matrim and says sharply before catching herself, "Ye know not what I am thinking. None do." She pauses and sighs wearily, "Forgive me mellon... I.." She just shakes her head and lies down upon the bed, evidently having trouble express herself.





Qinefer was disconnected at this time and did not return in time to finish.





