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Chapter 1:  Prince of Mirkwood written by Ainurelo

      West of the Hobbit-filled Shire and North of the black depths of Mordor, lays a great Kingdom.  The magnificent castle of King Thrandiul was carved from the face of a large cliff.  The cool gray stones lay glimmering  with silver specks.  Adorned in wispy willow trees and a large garden stood at the entrance, its centerpiece an immense fountain.  The water, swirled, splashing slightly over the fountain's lip, giving off a luminous glow.  The castle was covered with staircases.  On each side were two majestic spiral staircases, leading up to it's two peak towers.  Inside the castle, multiple flickering lanterns illuminated it.  Each 
lantern contained not a flame, but a glowing piece of the sun herself.  Lavish furniture adorned each room. Not having the heart to cut down a living tree, each was made of a fallen oak or redwood and carved with intricate detail of elven folklore.
      The sunlight shone throught the pockets of thick trees creating prisms of light on dewdrops.  tall redwoods make up the majority of the landscape except for the sprinkling of oak and willow trees.  A river runs through the trees and parallel to the castle and its quiet village.  This is Mirkwood, the Elven realm of King Thranduil.   The morning sun, wove her fingers through the curtains of a servant maiden's chamber and caressed her cheek.  The elf maiden opened her eyes.  The sunlight brightens her dark eyes and made the golden veins in her irises sparkled.  She sat up and pulled the flowing curtain from around her canopy bed.  The headboard made of a fallen oak tree was carved with the tale of Nimrondel.  The maiden made her way over to her wardrobe and pulled out a dress and a pair of knee high boots.  She slipped then on getting ready to face the day.  The light goldenrod dress reminded her of the fall leaves as she caresses the material in appreciation.  Selecting a sash to match her hair , she tied it round her waist.
      A light  knock sounded before an older appeared in the doorway.
      "Hurry child, the King and his family are already making way to the dining hall."  The two women quickly descended down the grand staircase towards the dining hall. 
      As she arrived, the elder maiden proceeded towards the kitchen and saw two other maidens and one male servant, already standing at three of the four corners of the table.  She quickly took  her place by the King' chair.  Before she could even straighten her skirt, the King, Queen, and Princes entered.  The servants all bowed as the family took their seats.  Two cooks entered with their meal.  The maiden looked up finally and watched the King from over his shoulder.  
      The King was a wise and strong man.  His white blonde hair was long and kept in place by a half braid.  A circlet fell gently onto his forehead.  His cold blue eyes danced with merriment as he beheld his family.        
      The Queen was also very beautiful.  Her hair reaching to her knees was as bright as the sun. Her pale blue eyes reminded the maiden of a flowing river, perhaps like the River Nimrondel.  The two princes sat across from her.  Legolas the eldest was a splitting image of his father.  Legolas had a very charming personality, he was quiet yet ambitious, he enjoyed adventures and excelled in archery.  His deep blue eyes accentuated his high cheekbones and strong jaw line.  
      "Perhaps, that is what the sea looks like." She thought wistfully to herself.
      His brother, Looke was the opposite of Legolas.  Looke was more like his mother.  His eyes were a lighter blue green and his hair a bit darker.  Looke had a more round softer face and long dark eyelashes.  He excelled with a rapier and enjoyed keeping himself amused by reading in the Caslte Library.  However, even with his vast knowledge he was still loud and playful, always causing some type of mischief.
      "Do not worry," their mother would say, "Looke will grow out of his childish ways soon."
      By the time the maiden snapped out of thoughts, breakfast was over.
*** *** ***
      It was late now and the Elf maiden stood outside the King's door waiting for any orders he may have for her.  She looked down the west side of hall and saw Prince Looke walking out of the library.  
      "Maiden!" the king called for her from his chambers.  She entered the chamber and curtsied low before the king. Glancing out the window she saw the dark sky, and from what little light the moon gave off, she could see the treetops blowing in the wind.
      "Summon Prince Legolas for me.  I need to speak with him."
      She curtsied and knowing that Legolas would be there, headed towards the fountain garden.  Out of the corner of her eye she briefly noticed three lads before bowing and speaking.
      "My Lord, the King requests your presence, he is awaiting your arrival in his chambers."

      Legolas smiled out of humor and followed her to his father.  He entered the room and left the door crack ajar, just enough for her to hear what was said.
      "Legolas, I'm worried about you," the King started, "I've been hearing from some of the servants and from other Lords that they have seen you sneaking out at night or talking to someone in your chambers," King Thranduil paused slightly.  Glancing quickly at his son he completed his sentence. "a female actually."
      The maiden leaned in closer to the door.  She couldn't see anything going on but knew something was not right.      "So, Legolas, I will not be asking you what you are doing beneath my very nose.  But, I am telling you that it will stop.  A person of your stature should not be fooling around."  He sat down in a large chair next to a table covered in scrolls, papers, and books.  "Now, to help you take your mind of these troubles I have an errand for you to do.  I was sent this letter," he held up a beautifully engraved parchment with the crest of Elrond stamped on it, "It's from Elrond himself, from Rivendell.  He is asking me to send a messenger to attend a secret council meeting he will be hosting in regards to the great peril that is arising in the South, in the depths of Mordor.  I have instead chosen you to go to represent Mirkwood.  I do not know how long you will be gone but dear boy, understand that this is a great task.  You will set off in the morning along with two lads."  The king placed the envelope back onto the table and waved his hand to dismiss Legolas.
      "Aye, My Lord." Legolas muttered as he bowed and headed towards the door.
      The maiden hearing everything quickly ran down the hall toward her chamber.  The night was at his peak and all Elves were now heading for bed.  With his head hanging low, Legolas made for his room.
      As he approached his door, he sighed heavily.  He turned around and quickly ran towards the servant’s chambers.  
*** *** ***
      All was quiet when he reached her door.  
      "Ainure." He called "Ainure."  He opened her door and slipped in.
      "My Lord.  You did not knock." She was sitting on her bed.  The canopy curtains concealed her.  Only her silhouette could be seen through the green curtains.
      "Ainure?  When did I ever knock?  And do not call me Lord."  He sighed as he kneeled before her bed, not disturbing the curtains.
      "Yes Legolas I know.  But.." her voice trailed off.
      "You heard my father speaking to me, did you not?" he sighed again.  "I cannot disobey him.  And he knows of our secret meetings.  I.." Legolas reached his hand between the curtains.  He felt Ainure grasp his hand.  Now he pulled the curtain aside and sat next to her.  He looked into her dark eyes and noticed her face stained with tears.
      "Ainure, trust me I will be back soon.  All I am to do is make my presence known in Rivendell and perhaps tell them about our mishaps with Gollum, and I will be home soon with you."  He leaned in closer to her shaking body.
      "Legolas, but what will happen after that?  Your father will not approve of us."
      "Ainure, you do not know my father.  He is a very giving man.  When the time is right, I will tell him of us and.."
      A sudden knock interrupted him.  Legolas quickly rolled onto the floor on the other side of the bed.        
      The door opened and the elderly elf maiden entered.
      "Ainure, I heard voices in here.  Who is here with you?  Is it Prince Legolas again?" she said in a harsh whisper.
      "Yes, Helasse, it is I."  Legolas peered his head over the side of the bed his face poking between the curtains.
      "My Lord.  You know you are not allowed down in this area. Please, returned to your chambers before any more rumors are aroused."  Helasse held the door open for him and escorted him back to his chamber.
      Ainure watched with sad eyes as the door was closed behind them.  She threw herself down onto the pillow and began to weep again.
*** *** ***
      Morning came and like the days before, Ainure rose and dressed herself.  The door opened and in came Helasse.
      "Come child, this morning is a bit different.  We must help the Prince Legolas to get ready for his journey.  Ainure entered the hallway and saw other maidens and lads.  
      "Now, I want you five to ready the horses and packs.  You three to prepare for their meals," Helasse was giving each of them a task to do.  At last she came to Ainure and three other maidens.  "You four come with me, we are to tend to Prince Legolas himself."
      The five maidens entered Legolas' room.  They quickly clothed him in green and brown and readied his weapon, a royal Mirkwood bow and quiver filled with yellow tipped arrows.  Helasse was pulling out a comb when Legolas finally spoke:
      "Please Ladies, I would like to be alone right now."
      The maidens all said, "Aye Lord." And began to walk out the door. 
      "Ainure, could you please stay and braid my hair."  Legolas turned to look at her with his dark blue eyes.
      "Aye Lord." mumbled Ainure.  The four other maidens left, but without letting them know of their concern and jealousy.  In the background Helasse was heard saying,  "Come girls, we must now tend to young Prince Looke."
      Ainure took the comb from Legolas' hand.  Once he was seated she began to brush.  He closed his eyes and hummed a tune to the song of Nimrondel as she began to braid the two small braids at his ears.  She finally concluded her task by tying a thin band to secure his delicate braid. 
      "Legolas," the silence was finally broken, "I have a feeling that you will be gone for a long time." Her voice was sad.
      Legolas pulled her in front of him and she kneeled before him, still seated in his chair.
      "Ainure, no matter how long I am gone, I will always come back for you."  She began to cry.  Legolas, also overcome with emotions, held her tightly.  Each shake of her body, due to her sobbing, pained him.  He pulled her away and looked closely into her eyes.        
      "Ainure, I promise.  No matter how far we will be apart, I will return."  He leaned in a wiped her tears from her face.  She forced a weak smiled and nodded.  Unable to let her go, he kissed her on the forehead, on her cheek, and on her lips.  And in every place  his lips met, he could taste her tears.
      "Legolas, I will wait for you for all eternity." She managed to say. "I have something for you." She held out a long knife in her hands. "This was my father's knife, I want you to use it to protect yourself."  
      Legolas unsheathed the knife from the scabbard.  The blade was a pure white color.  The scabbard and handle was embedded with small jewels and delicate carvings.
      "I cannot accept something so precious.  This is the only heirloom you posses from your lost family." he tried to hand back the knife.
      "No, please take it Legolas, you are a part of me, we are one.  And perhaps this will encourage you to come back more quickly." Ainure smiled

      "This and one other thing will quicken my journey."
      "And what is that?" she asked.
      "Your kiss." 
*** *** ***
      From the tower window, Ainure watch Legolas mount onto his brown steed.  Legolas looked up towards the tower window and frowned.  He kicked his horse, and with two other lads, galloped off into the distance.  She looked below and saw the royal family and Helasse bid them farewell.  She held her face in the palm of her hands and gazed out the window again.  With tears dripping onto the widow ledge she whisper:
      "Namarie <Farewell> My Prince Legolas, Namarie <Farewell>." 
*** *** ***
