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      Chapter 8:  Stories to be Told by Nila
      Ainure opened her eyes. The sun was already rising in the sky. Quickly, she got out of her bed. She washed up, dressed herself and looked out through the window. All was quiet except for the birds singing. The tall, green trees surrounded the people walking in the forest. Legolas was cleaning his bow. Legolas???? She opened her eyes wide and looked again. Disappointed, she realized her mistake; the sun had made Looke's hair a light blond, and she took him for his brother. Looke turned his head and saw her in her tower. He made her a friendly gesture with his hand. Ainure smiled for the first time since Legolas' leaving. 


Someone knocked at the door. 


"Are you awake, Ainure?" asked Helasse. 


"Yes I am." answered Ainure. 


"The Queen has asked you to come to see her when you were ok." 


"I'm coming. But what would she like with me?" 


"I don't know. Wait and see." 


*** *** ***


"Come, Ainure. I have something to tell you." said the Queen as the little Elf entered her room. "Sit here. Did you have you good sleep?" 


"Yes My Lady," answered Ainure, surprised. "Thank you for your kindness."


"Don't mention it. I would like to tell you some stories. Sit down and listen to me: 


Before she started the Queen raised her hand towards Ainure's face "You remind me of a friend I had," she said more to herself,  "This is her story....In a time before , I was Queen and when Sauron was at the begin of his power. A great Evil was growing in Mordor, but we were not worried. We were just living and enjoying life. At this time, I lived in Lothlorien with friends. I had one very good friend, my best friend." The Queen paused at the memory and then continued. "We were always together, everybody thought that we were sisters. Some years later, I married Thranduil, who became the King of Mirkwood. Sauron was now becoming more and more powerful. However, we, the people of Mirkwood, felt safe here in the Northern 
woods. My friend fell in love with her cousin, Celeborn, but if was obvious that he loved Galadriel. I'm am sure this tormented her. We stayed in contact, sending messages. But when the war of Gil-Ghalad broke out, we lost contact. I was really sad, but I didn't stop hoping." 
 

Aniure looked at the Queen. She had a sad face, as she remembered the awful memories. "Then one day," the queen's face lit up, "She returned to Mirkwood. For one year we spent our days together again. However, she disappeared again. And I have not heard of her since. But for some reason I always feel her presence with me." the queen smiled.


"What does this mean?" asked Anuire to herself. "Is she trying to tell me something? Must I keep hope too?"


The Queen looked at her, cleared her throat and began. "The War was over now, and one day, the sun was rising in the sky, and in the distance I could see Helasse coming, a live bundle in her arms. Can you imagine, Aniure, a little Elf, asleep in her arms. Helasse raised the little Elf, dressed her and carried her on her back. The little baby was a joy to have in the castle. Can you imagine that, Anuire, a little baby??"
     

Aniure imagined. She closed her eyes and saw a place, the walls were an icy blue color and cold. It was a baby's room. All the toys and furniture surrounded her...she could hear steps in the room, and someone taking the baby, dressing her- she could see the clothes, green and brown and then someone gently placing her in a carrying case. 
     

She was now outside and suddenly it began to rain, a loud noise cracked the sky, but in fact it was the Elf, who was hugging the baby, shouting and crying. Then Aniure could imagine the baby galloping off on a horse with the servant. Strange, it was too easy for her to imagine this... it seemed familiar to her. 
  

Then nothing, all was black. She could imagine the baby riding the horse galloping, over and over again, always forever... and the baby opening her eyes on a new and beautiful world. Growing up with beautiful people. All that Ainure could imagine. 
 

"That is a beautiful story isn't is?" asked the Queen. 


"Hmm.. Yes, it is. But what finally happened? Did the baby return to her mother?"


The Queen didn't answered her eyes gazed out the window towards the bright, beautiful day. She finally looked at Ainure. "It's a beautiful story" she whispered. 


"But maybe you already know this story?!" asked the Queen. "It's the childhood of an Elf that you know.." 


"Oh God...please...." said a little voice inside Ainure, "It can't be the story of Legolas!! He's the real son of the King!! He's a prince.. Oh! But... If he isn't a real prince.. we can marry!!!"  The queen watched Ainure run these thoughts through her head.


"The childhood of someone you know very well, inside and out..." the Queen continued.


"Yes it's Legolas!!" said the voice inside Ainure's head 


"Because it is your story." 


"I knew it!! began to scream Ainure's mind, "I'm so glad, I knew..what!?" she said aloud now.


"Yes. Your story." 


"My my... my Lady, you mean.. I'm .. I'm confused! I thought you were talking about Legolas!!"      The 

Queen, surprised, began to laugh when she saw the disappointment on the face of Ainure. "No, child, Legolas is my real son.." she giggled some more. 


Feeling her cheeks becoming red, Ainure quickly ran out the room, saying "Deepest apologies Lady..."
*** *** ***
