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           Chapter 2:  Journey to Imaldris by Nila
      *Reminder:  Imaldris is the Elven name for Rivendell 
      
      Ainure's tears were sliding down her cheeks before dropping silently on the cold stone floor and Legolas' tears over his cheeks. The sparks of his eyes were switched off. He acted as if in a dream, following the two lads and galloping on his royal horse, crying silently.
****** 
      "Ainure, where are you?" quickly, the Elf dried her face with her sleeves. Trying to keep control of her voice, she answered: 
      "I'm coming lord!". She looked once again through the window. 
      "What are you looking for?" said a voice behind her. Ainure gave a start and turned over. Prince Looke was near the door. 
      "My father is waiting for you. Can you come right now?" His voice was calm, but Ainure felt that something wasn't right. There was an aura of sadness surrounding him. As she looked away not answering. Looke walked into the room and closed the door. Ainure was watching him, wondering what he wanted to do. At this time of day it was unusual for him to be anywhere but the library, his long slender fingers caressed the pages as he turned them and his blue eyes drank in the story, reading word after word.  When she looked towards him she noticed he was looking at her with a strange statement in his eyes, which were deeper than usual, almost like Legolas' eyes. 
Legolas... Ainure felt tears spring up in her eyes.
      "Can you come right now, please?" repeated Looke. His eyes were plunged in hers.  Blue eyes, with the same spark as Legolas. Legolas!... Ainure turned her gaze away and looked outside. She felt a tear gliding on his face. Without a word, Looke gently took her hand, saying       "Don't worry, girl, he will be back soon."
      One tear again, then two, three, five... her eyes and cheeks drowning into a stream of tears, Ainure collapsed into Looke's arms.  A warm contact, which reminded her the sweet hugs of Legolas.  Still crying more and more, Ainure forced herself to listen to Looke's words.                                                                
                                                             
      "Don't worry. He'll be back soon. Very soon. Two days journey to Imaldris , two maybe three to complete his journey, and one, two at the most to journey back...Do not fear he will be back soon. What a day in the lives of 
elves?"                                                               
      "Yes, what a day? Nothing...but a day without Legolas! One day seems to be a whole Age of Middle Earth! And 6 days! An eternity!!"  said Ainure sadly,  Looke hugged her again.                    

         "I... I don't think I can survive!" she tried to say through her cries, while breaking the hug. The Prince looked at her with a funny face: 
      "Don't be silly child, you will be alright, waiting for Prince Legolas. But now please hurry. I won't say anything to my father, but he's waiting for you." 
      Ainure moved slowly away, opened the door. As she was walking out of the room, she turned over and whispered: 
      "Thank you Lord. I am sorry." 
      Looke was looking through the window and Ainure was just seeing his back, but she saw him nod.
      Quickly, she ran to her room, to clean up a little.
*** *** ***
      For the third time, Helwong asked Legolas if he needed something. And for the third time, he did not get an answer. Looking at his friend, Liegond, Helwong walked to the Prince and put his hand on his shoulder. 
      Legolas was startled.  "What??!" he exclaimed.
      "Excuse me my Lord, but Liegond and I wanted to know if we shall make camp here for the night."  
      Legolas opened his eyes:  "Huh? Yes, but why?".  
      Helwong answered:  
      "Well, we had only one break for the whole afternoon... we galloped so fast that, if we continued as before, we would reach Imaldris before the Sun."                                        
      "Oh..." said Legolas, "Really?"                                                    
         "Yes my Lord." 
      Legolas looked to the sky. The sun was fast disappearing, bringing darkness on her tail.       "Ok," he said, "Let us continue on our way and set up camp in the Mountains."                                                           
         He called his beautiful horse and looked into his eyes. His steed, calling Nuilaro, didn't seem to be tired. His big dark eyes were full of life, and so dark... like Ainure's eyes. Clenching his teeth, the Prince leapt on his 
horse.                                                                
            The sun was falling behind the Mountains. There were rays of light passing through the trees. Legolas, in the lead on Nuilaro, his great horse the color of fire, the Sun lit up his sad face.  Behind him followed Helwong and Liegond, the two lads.  Helwong was 4253 years, with long gray hair and dark eyes. He was one of the most 
respected lads because of his big knowledge for the trees, animals and the weapons. Lierond was younger; 3528 years, with fair short hair and sparkling blue eyes. 
      The spirits of the riders were walking elsewhere.  The Sun disappeared as they entered the Misty Mountains. With a last look back to Mirkwood , Legolas pushed his horse forwards. 
*** *** ***
      At this time, Rivendell was awaiting the members called by Elrond for the Council. Elves, Dwarfs, Wizards, and Humans were waiting for the meeting to start . Everybody was there; Only Legolas of Mirkwood and Boromir of Gondor was still on their way. 
*** *** ***
      Also at this time, a broken heart was still lay weeping. King Thraundil had commanded Ainure to wash up Legolas' room with two other maidens, during his absence.  That made her remembered so much of her missing lover!! Moreover she was feeling so ridiculous since the scene of that morning. Crying in Looke's arms and for being so thoughtless. She smiled through her cries. That seemed so impossible. Maybe she just had a dream.. Maybe, yes...But she was still crying.
*** *** ***                                             
