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Chapter 4: River of Tears written by SJ (Ascacu)

      The nine, now known as the Fellowship of the Ring volunteered to accompany Frodo on his quest to Mordor. Each having his own agenda to fulfil.  The council was dismissed and each went to their own quarters. As soon as Legolas had entered his quarters he moved over to the desk and pulled out some writing materials. He wrote a quick letter to his father outlining the task that he had taken on. When he had finished that he wrote to Ainure, telling her also of the task. He sealed each letter and sent them by owls who took the Elven messages.
      The owl had just left when there was a knock at the door.
      “Prince Legolas. I was sent to tell you that Elrond and Gandalf have decided that the Fellowship shall leave early tomorrow morning.”
      “Thank you. Let Elrond and Gandalf know that I acknowledge that message and shall see them in the morning.” 

                                                                              *** *** *** 

      The next morning the Fellowship gathered in the hall. Legolas looked at each of the men going over what he knew about each. He did not know much of the hobbits for elves did not mix much with the halflings. Legolas held a great deal of respect for both Gandalf and Aragorn. He was not sure about Boromir and the dwarf, Gimli. 
      He thought of Ainure and hoped that completing this task would get him a great deal of respect from his father and so would accept Ainure as his loved one. He sighed; thinking of Ainure made him miss her a whole lot more.
      The group set out, walking through the forest. They were all quiet, thinking of the quest ahead and of the ones they had left behind.

                                                                               *** *** ***

      The letters had reached Mirkwood. Ainure read hers quickly hoping that it would say that Legolas was coming back earlier than expected.



Dearest Ainure,
I have missed you much these past two days. I have been thinking of you every free moment and have been counting down until I am able to return to you. However I have accepted a quest and will be travelling 
to Mount Doom. I do not know when I will return but I do know that your face will be in my dreams every night and that I love you very much. It will not be long until we are together again.
Yours for eternity,
Legolas


      Helasse heard her cries and rushed into the servants’s quarters to see what was wrong. Ainure was kneeling next to her bed with her head buried in the sheets. Her hand extended holding the letter, she crumpled it as if destroying it would take away the pain. 
      “Child, what is wrong?” ventured Helasse.
      Ainure looked up into the face of the elderly elf. She opened her mouth to say something but instead all that came out was a sob and so showed the letter to Helasse. 
      Helasse read the letter and felt sorry for Ainure. She knelt down next to Ainure and put her arm around the sobbing girl. 
      “There, there Ainure. Prince Legolas will come back as soon as he is able to. He loves you and cannot bear to be away from you.”
      “But,” sobbed Ainure, her voice a whisper, “but what if he is killed or injured and cannot come back. Mordor is a dangerous place.” 
      “Prince Legolas is a smart, brave elf. He is skilled with archery and knows just what he can and cannot do. He will not be injured. Now dry those tears we need to help prepare the dinner for the King and Queen and Prince Looke.” 
      Ainure dried her tears with her apron and got up. She looked at the letter on her bed where Helasse had placed it and quickly put it under her pillow and walked out of her quarters to the dining area.
      King Thranduil was feeling very proud of Legolas for taking on a quest such as this. He announced at the dining table to the servants and his family what Legolas had taken on. He did not notice 
the tears running down Ainure’ s face as he read the letter Legolas had written.  However Looke and the Queen did.
      After the night meal Ainure went back to her room, tears still streaming down her face. Footsteps echoed down the hallway as the Queen made a visit to Ainure’s room. She knocked once and then entered. Ainure was lying face down on her bed; her shoulders were shaking with sobs. The Queen sat down on the bed and placed a hand on Ainure’s shoulder. Ainure looked up in shock; she had not heard anyone enter her room. She saw the gentle, caring face of the Queen and sat up quickly, wiping her face. 
      “M-my lady, I did not hear you enter,” she stuttered as she tried to smooth out the wrinkled bed spread and quickly wiped her eyes with the back of her hand.
      “What has made you so sad child?” asked the Queen softly and kindly.
      Ainure was scared now. What could she tell the Queen? Could she tell her the truth or should she lie? However something told Ainure that she should not lie to the Queen. So she did the only thing she could. Tell the truth.
      “Prince Legolas,” Ainure replied softly.
      “How?” 
      Ainure hesitated.
      “His departure has broken my heart. I am afraid of his safety, I am afraid,” she hesitated again, “that I am not in his destiny.” 
      The Queen looked at the maiden in front of her. It did not surprise her. She knew that her son had been talking and visiting the young maiden in front of her. She knew what it was like to be in love and so did not mention it to her husband.
      “Legolas is a smart lad. He will not be in any danger I am sure of it.” 

                                                                      *** *** ***

      At that very moment, the Fellowship was fighting against an army of orcs who had suddenly attacked the group before the foothills. The Fellowship finally defeated the orcs but were left with bruises and cuts and were all breathing heavily. Their breath all but stolen from their chests.

                                                                     *** *** ***

      The Queen took Ainure’s hands in her own.
      “He will be fine,” said the Queen again, “do not worry, soon Legolas will be back.” 
      She got up to leave.
      “My lady,” said Ainure, “Are you angry?” 
      “For what? For my son falling in love? I cannot control his heart and do not wish to. It is his own choice as to who he gives his heart to. I am glad that it is someone who cares as much for him as he does for her,” the Queen smiled at Ainure. Ainure gave a smile back. The Queen accepted her.
      “What about the King? Will he be mad?” 
      “My child do not worry yourself. Thranduril loves Legolas and will accept whatever decision Legolas makes about the one he loves. Thranduril, however,  does not wish to have Legolas sneaking around.” 
      “Thank you my lady,” said Ainure.
      The Queen smiled and left Ainure’s room.

                                                                  *** *** ***
