Chapter Five

She glowed. Radiant beauty danced around the shadows of the room. Her hair lay in long silver plaits, wisps of it clinging to her cheeks and neck. Pale arms and feminine hands were folded across her body with great stillness. The golden prince watched her breathing. Watched her pink lily mouth breathing. The faerie princess Iris had come to Middle Earth seeking him. Seeking a hero. He would not let her down; He could never refuse that face… but he couldn’t think how to wake it either. It looked so peaceful, after so much recent pain.

He pulled a footstool from the corner of the room and sat it next to the bed. He strung another imaginary arrow. Pointed it at the shadows around the room. He could hear voices below them- some crying? Moaning? Sighing? He leaped to the top of his stool. Stood upon it perched, like a hawk, like a dragon. He focused his arrow on everything that made his people cry. Everything that made him do the same. 

He pointed the invisible arrow at that little shining face. Its eyes flashed open! It moved with a slow and inevitable sadness of purpose, and yet with the planned speed of lightning, without hesitation. 

Legolas fell to the ground, doubled over. The stool crashed to its side. He felt a sick, warm swimming in his side. In his chest. He moaned and tried to focus on the glistening silver head that sat up, there, in so much beauty. At the crashes voices from below had wailed. He heard his father descending the stairs. The faerie creature held a bloody dagger and as the light of the world- flitted and flickered its last across Legolas’ vision, the Prince saw it stab itself and fall in to the floor in a silver and ivory heap.

He was going to Marain, with the princess Iris as his guide. 

…
