Immortal

Chapter Two

The torches of Rivendell were cool and dry. The pathways were the same. Within the walls of the great city, Legolas wandered in and under sprawling halls and archways and through gardens seeking out the young prince’s bedroom. 

Where has the messenger gone? All sleeps in this town, and I am not so far behind his footsteps.

The luminescence of Legolas’ people, and of his people’s art was the only light. Even with a new moon such as there was that night- there was silver glowing and radiance in every stone.

Here is your place, Dalias. Let’s see how fast you can sleep off that malt I gave you!

LEGOLAS.

Legolas spun around to face Lord Elrond, the king with emotions as unfathomable as the depth of the oceans between Middle Earth and the far places past the horizon. Legolas inclined his head nobly.


Lord Elrond.

YOU CARRY MY SON IN SOFTLY, I THANK YOU FOR HUMORING HIS EVENING FANCY FOR CAMPFIRES. HE THINKS HIGHLY OF YOU, LEGOLAS.  

And I of him, Lord Elrond.

Legolas glided into the cold room and placed his dreamy-eyed parcel on its bed. He stripped the elf of his jacket and walking pants and covered him in the liquid-soft blankets folded at the foot of the bed. He carried the garments back towards the King.


I shall go place these with the wash. They smell of smoke and…

LEGOLAS IS USED TO A LIFE OF TOIL. WASHING AND COOKING AND TRAVELLING. A THING HE MISSES. A THING HE MISSES DEEPER THAN MOST CAN TELL. YOU NEEDN’T MOVE THE CLOTHES, LEGOLAS. YOU ARE ROYALTY YOU KNOW.  

Rushing footfalls came and passed in a swirl of flaxen hair and fruity scents. The clothes were gone from Legolas’ arms. 

A long series of silent moments passed as Legolas and Elrond walked down the hallway, and out to a balcony overlooking a flowering courtyard. Legolas pushed a stray braid from his face and set it behind his ear. With that, he jumped atop the balcony’s railing. He walked away from his Lord. And back to his Lord. In front of his Lord. And at last dropped over the railing and sat on the tiny ledge between safety and freefall. He strung an imaginary arrow and aimed it towards all the things in his life that weren’t exciting. All the things that had disappeared with time.


Lullay, Marain, Lullay…


From door to cradle…


From door to cradle…


Lullay…

The great Elvin Lord kneeled beside Legolas and spoke to him through the stone bars. 

WHO IS THIS ELF THAT SINGS ONE OF OUR OLDEST SONGS, BUT BEARS ONE OF OUR YOUNGEST FACES? YOU HEAR WHISPERS ON THE WIND OF SOMETHING YOU CAN’T UNDERSTAND. BUT YOU HAVE TO. LET THAT ARROW FLY, LEGOLAS- I HAVE SOMETHING TO GIVE YOU, AND SOMETHING TO SHOW YOU.


I come, Lord Elrond.

…

