Immortal

Chapter Three

Before the Sun breaks over the horizon, there is a lightness, followed by a darkness, followed by the lightness that will become day. It is called false-dawn. When the sky is struck by sunlight, but the land is not. And in this illusion of morning Legolas stood. Tall. Proud. Distant. The rich and booming voice of Lord Elrond narrated.

THIS IS THE INNERMOST SANCTUM OF RIVENDELL, LEGOLAS. TREAD LIGHTLY. 


An elf always treads as such.

OF COURSE, LEGOLAS… I HAVE KNOWLEDGE FOR YOU THAT FEW POSESS. IT IS THE UNDERSTANDING OF DEATH.

I can hardly think of an elf that doesn’t understand death. We came to be in Marain. We travel to this world with birth. We live here until we are injured beyond repair, or until time ends. Then we return to Marain, eternally.

Lord Elrond’s eyes grew thin, as if tired, as if burdened. For once, Legolas felt hasty in his speech. A knot came to his chest. 

That is… My lord… if you don’t mind me speaking the name of our eternity so freely. I only meant to …

ITS FINE. IT IS ONLY THAT…THERE IS FAR MORE THAN THAT.  FIRST, COME HERE A MOMENT. 

The old King drew himself near to a large, granite spire in the center of the yard. He indicated a small black hole in the side, eye-level to a vertically blessed Elf. Pangs of curiosity clawed Legolas from within. The wind whipped around the top of the spire like children dressed in cloth as spirits. Like laughter from old Elfish holidays no longer celebrated. Like crying from those who remembered such holidays. 

Legolas stood beside Lord Elrond and peered into the spire. 

His vision shot left, right, down, sideways. A million mirrors filled the rock tower. Amplifying. Increasing. Until Legolas felt as if he was staring into the entire universe, with eyes wider than the great deserts. With eyes more knowing, more seeing, than even the flame-wreathed eye of the Dark Lord himself. It was a telescope. A telescope the size of the high towers of Gondor. 


It… It is beautiful, and dark. What am I looking at, Lord Elrond? 


IT IS MARAIN.

I can not accuse you of lying, youth that I am. But Marain surely does not run in these colors. This is the darkness of a million sunsets. It… it chills my blood.

IT IS NOT THE ETERNITY  WE ONCE KNEW. CHANGE HAS COME UPON IT. THE QUEEN THEY CALL GALADRIEL HAS ENCHANTED HER PEOPLE, THAT THEY MAY NOT KNOW OF THE CHANGE. I HAVE HAD MY EYE ON THIS AENOMOLIE AND HAVE ADJUSTED ACCORDINGLY. BUT… I CAN NOT KNOW OF YOUR PEOPLE, LEGOLAS. THEY MAY BE PANICKED. THEY MAY BE FEELING THE SAME DREAD THAT IS IN ME.

His people. Legolas, prince of his people. It is always young elf, young elf, young elf. Until danger comes. Then they are His people. 


My people.


TAKE THIS, LEGOLAS. IT IS A SUMMONS FROM YOUR FATHER.


And yours? Surely not a summons as well.


YOU HAVE KEEN EYES.


No, only lucky ones.

MINE TELLS OF THINGS YOU WILL LEARN WHEN YOU RETURN HOME. WHICH YOU MUST DO, AND SOON.

Something ancient rolled through the eves of the courtyard. Something ancient winked, at the golden prince. Something from the sky winked that it did not know. Something in the trees winked that it was lost. Something on the grass. Something on his hand.


Fireflies? In this season?


NO… NOT FIREFLIES. FAERIES. THEY HAVE BEEN MADE TO LEAVE MARAIN. THEY COME POURING DOWN FROM THE SKY. 


They will die here.

YOU MUST HURRY HOME, LEGOLAS. THE KEY IS WITH YOUR FATHER. THE KEY WAITS FOR YOU. IT ASKS FOR YOU BY NAME.

Legolas lifted his hand on an updraft of air, but the sparkle on it did not fly. He turned to face the Lord Elrond, the tight spot in his chest returning. His eyes grew wider than all of the celestial telescope. They grew with understanding. The sparkle grayed, like mist. The sparkle fell to the earth, silent and still. It winked no more. Legolas turned the color of his brilliant tear-filled eyes away from the old Elf. On his hand, he could still feel where the sparkle had been, resting, dying. Then, a hand heavy with the weight of the world hit his shoulder. 


GO HOME, LEGOLAS. QUICKLY NOW.

He turned to face the perfect and wise King of all Rivendell. A tear fell from those most noble, most structured of faces as well. Elrond looked, for once, old. Looked very old.

Legolas ran from the Inner-Sanctum. He ran from Rivendell. He ran until he couldn’t breathe. Then he ran further. Dalias would not understand, and he was sorry. But he ran.

…

