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Chapter 3:  The Ring by Nila
      
      When finally Legolas reached Rivendell, the Sun was slowly rising in the sky. The colors of Rivendell were light, yellow and orange. Legolas was quiet. He has put his sadness in the back of his heart. He was happy to reach Rivendell so soon, in four days, he could be back at home. 
         After having a little rest, The Prince was introduced to a strange space, a big blooming courtyard with, a pedestal of stone at the center surrounding a circle of marble sieges. The place wasn't closed, but there were parts of some lost wall. He saw Elrond, a great Half Elf with long black hair.  
         Though his dark eyes were sad and anxious an ageless wisdom shone from them. Next to him was sitting Gandalf the Grey, an old and wise wizard with a gray beard and gray attire. After him was sitting a little man, a strange little man, who seemed to be absent-minded and a bit afraid. Sitting on his chair, his feet dangled high beyond the ground.  They were odd feet, so big and hairy!! He has a cheerful face but very serious. After the wee man, came the Elven, with their long blond hair and the strong dwarfs.
      "We are the most beautiful spies of the Middle Earth," thought Legolas, "and I am the prettiest.”
          Then came Boromir, son of The Steward Denethor of Gondor, who seemed to be a great warrior, and next to him was Aragorn, son of Arathorn, heir of Isildur. These were The Members of the Council. 
                                                           *** *** ***                                                                   
          Elrond spoke:  "Dear friends, I thank you for being here. I hope your way to Imarldas happened good. Well, we don't have much time. I'm going to begin right now." He stopped for short moment.  "I think you all know the story of The Ring."  He looked around him, then followed catching every individual's eyes, as if trying to make 
them grasp the importance of this gathering. Then he began to murmur the first few lines a poem that would be remembered milleniums from now. 


              "Three Rings for the Elvenkings under the sky,
              Seven for the Dwarflords in their halls of stone,
              Nine for the Mortal Men doomed to die"

      "Yes we know." interrupted Boromir "The same ring Isildur claimed to before being lost for many a year. But I do not understand what importance this has to us now."                     
      Elrond looked at him gravely. "The Ring is not lost anymore, Boromir of Gondor. It is found. It is here." Silence. Not a word was uttered from between any set of lips.                                     
         "Master Hobbit, dear Frodo Baggins, show us the Ring." 
         The short man jumped down of his siege seat. He moved towards the pedestal and put his hand to his chest. Then he left a little Ring on it and came back to his place. All the eyes were on the Ring. Breaking the silence, 

       Gandalf said: "If Sauron finds it, he will recover his power and give us the biggest word we've never seen. He can not lay claim to this ring again, not now not ever."                                           
      Boromir said: "Give me the Ring men. I will use its power against Mordor. I'll can do great thing with 
it!".                                                                 
                                                             
      "No," answered Gandalf, "you could not resist to its dark power. It would destroy you, and we need you, Son of 
Dethenor."                                                            
          A dwarf with a long red curly beard stood up. "Let me destroy it!" he said, taking his axe in his hand. 
      "Go on, Master Dwarf!" answered Gandalf.                                                           
      Looking around him, the dwarf moved towards the pedestal. He lifted his axe, slowly, and suddenly hit the ring with all of his power. The axe exploded into sliver like shards. When the dust had cleared and the splinters settled the council took notice of the dwarf who was sprawled on the ground. Pushing himself up with his 
arms, he shook his head roughly as if trying to make himself understand what had just happened.
      "Learn Son of Gloin, that the one ring can be destroyed with nothing less than the molten fires of Mordor. It must remain here from dangerous hands."                                                               
         Suddenly, Elrond stood up and said: 
      "No, Gandalf, we can't. I see you want us to keep the ring here, but it's impossible. We can't keep the Ring here in Rivendell. We haven't enough power. Sauron will find us soon, destroy us and take his Ring. No, really, it's too dangerous to let the Ring here. Someone must take it and bring it to Mordor, and destroy it.”
         Eyes shifted constantly trying to take in everything and everyone at once. Who would do such a thing? Leaving for Mordor meant heading for Death. Boromir began suddenly to say: 
      "No, no, no, no, the Ring will help us!! We cannot destroy it! Once again, I ask you to let me use it!!"                                                                 
         Everybody stood up, talking and shouting on everybody. All at once there was a roar of voices, everyone trying to be heard, to get their point across. Only Frodo and Legolas were still sitting, both silent and contemplative. Legolas was thinking: 
      "Oh, they are all mad. I think I have to help this quest. I have to help them help all of Middle Earth. That must take precedent over my life. But.. I can't go alone..Oh, Ainure.. I thought I was leaving you for some days, but it could be more!! Oh, What do I have to do?"          
         He heard, through all the discussion, a small trembling voice:                                       
      "I'll go." Then, the voice repeated, louder and with more force. " I'll go! I'm going to try to bring the Ring in 
Mordor."                                                              
         Legolas looked at the Hobbit. Frodo was next to the Ring. He has decided to go. The Elfish Prince felt a desire, a strange desire of glory and power.                                               
      "If I go with him, I'll can take the Ring for me.. I will be powerful, very powerful, and my father will have to accept my relation with Ainure! I'll go with him. Wait Ainure, Wait for me!! I'll be back, love, I'll be back and I'll bring the happiness with me." thought Legolas with passion.                                                              
                                                                  
      Then he stood up, and shouted: "I'm going with you Master Hobbit. I am not afraid. Where the Ring will go. I'll go too. You can stand by me!"                                                    
      "Oh yes, you can stand by me, dear little Ring." repeated Legolas for himself. "I'm coming with you Mister Frodo Baggins." now a little louder. 
*** *** *** 
