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      Chapter 9:  Return from Moria by Ainurelo

Legolas cringed in pain.  He lay sprawled over several fallen boulders.  No doubt they were pieces from the Bridge.  Careful not to make any sudden movements, he sat up.  Looking around the dark cavern, he saw the remains of an ancient city.  A crumbled temple and gigantic columns were the only things left standing among the countless rubble.  Legolas saw no sign of the Balrog.  Many questions ran through his head:  How long have I been out?  Where am I? And how will I get back?
 

Legolas hopped down, his landing rough from his injuries.  Legolas observed his right arm.  His wrist was swollen.  His side ached him.  And the feeling of dried blood cracked over his left temple.  Legolas began walking, trying to find a way out of the barren cavern.  He kicked something:  


"My bow!" he said outloud.  Running towards the boulders he awoke from, he found his quiver and arrows.  "Where is the White Knife?" Panicking, he searched for it.  "I promised to return it...I promised to return."


"Legolas..." a faint voice called his name.  Legolas quit his search and listened keenly.  "Legolas..."  Suddenly Legolas felt faint.  Grabbing the side of a column, he steadied himself.  His vision began to blur.  A faint ringing of bells filled his ears.  "Legolas..." the voice came from the temple's archway.  
Looking towards it he saw a white light.  "Legolas..." it said, "Come and look into the light."  Losing control of his limbs, he approached the light with unsteady steps.  


A hand reached out from the light.  Legolas grasped it and it pulled him in.


*** *** ***
 

Fallen trees, ruined buildings, Orcs singing and Elves as slaves scattered the environment.  He had stepped into his vision.  Looking at his surroundings, he knew he was in Mirkwood.  The river, the fountain, and the castle...all dirty and in ruin.  

"What has happened here?" he asked. "Who was the hand that pulled me in?"  No one answered him.  No one could see him.

A whip cracked behind him.  Turning, his hair blowing in the foul hair, he saw the girl with the dirty hair, Ainure.  Her once soft hands looked rough.  He bright eyes, dull with pain and hunger.  All the slaves were famished.  Their beautiful elven clothing was reduced to rags.  Not a twinkle in their eyes greeted him.  The whip cracked once again.  The Orcs were pushing the elves to work faster.

"More, more!  Faster, faster!" cried an elf.  This was the beautiful yet evil elf he saw before.  On his finger was a golden ring.  He stood on a fallen tree. Laughing hysterically.

An orc brought Ainure to the evil elf's foot.  She wanted to cry, but instead she told him:

"I have cried all my tears waiting for my Prince." 

Legolas fell back to her answer.

"I will never spend my tear on you again Legolas!" she shouted to him.  

"Was she looking at me?" thought Legolas.  "No, she's staring at the Evil Lord...the Evil Lord is..."

"He is you, Legolas."  The vision seemed to pause.  Ainure, the evil elf, and the orc stood frozen in time.  Even the wind blowing through their hairs seem to stand still.  The voice spoke again. "He is you."  The white light appeared once again.  And out stepped Esgallachiel.  "I knew you would see the truth."  She placed a hand on his shoulder.  "This is you Legolas, and that..." pointing to the ring on the evil elf's hand, "is the one ring.  This is what will become of you and your love ones if you allowed the ring to take 
over your heart."

"I had no desire for the ring."

"You lie to me.  You desired the ring to prove your love of Ainure to your father.  Is that not true?"

Legolas was taken back on words.  His mouth hung open trying to think of a response.

"I told you Legolas, I know you."  Esgallachiel walked over to the frozen Ainure.  "I wanted to save you from your own destruction.  I wanted you to see this...I wanted you to leave the Fellowship…to save you."

"You?  You, caused the Balrog to attack us?"  Legolas was furious.

"Yes.  I knew if I told you to stay, that you would not.  This was the only way."

"But, you could have killed Gandalf!"

"I know."  Esgallachiel frowned "However, Gandalf has many lives...he will always return...I was willing to take that risk."

"Lady Esgallachiel, you are unlike any Elf I have ever met."

"I know."  And all went dark.


*** *** ***

The swallows were flying through the air chasing each other.  The flowers blossomed through out the tree groves.  The light sound of water trickled in the distance.  The air was cool and sweet, the grass wet with the morning dew.  Legolas was lying face down in the wild grass.  A young fawn, spotted with heavenly white spots, nudged his shoulder.  He slowly opened his eyes.

"Ugh." he moaned. "My head." he sat up raising his hand to his forehead, when he noticed a circlet in it.  The blue crystal shone brightly in the morning sun.  "This is...Esgallachiel's."  He closed his eyes and shook his head; leaves fell from his golden hair.  A memory returned to him of Esgallachiel:

Legolas was lying in a bed as Esgallachiel used her hands to heal him.

"It was you who healed me the first time was it not?" asked Legolas drowsy with sleep.

"It was." she answered.

The memory blurred and changed:

"Legolas, it has been months since your encounter of the Balrog."

"Months?  I don't recall being here so long."


"Time in Alkaranien travels quickly...I am returning you to your love, to your home.  Take this circlet as my gift to you."

"Thank you Esgallachiel."
 

The memory faded.  And he smiled.

"I am finally home." he sighed falling back into the wild grass.  Before he could continue his joy, he heard voices.  Ducking quickly behind a log, he waited and listened.


*** *** ***

"I don't understand.  How did I get stuck with this job?  And with you two?" snorted Gimli.  He glanced behind him to see Merry and Pippin tossing a sack back and forth.  "The King of Mirkwood will not accept a dwarf and two children into his mighty castle.  How am I going to tell him about his son?"  Gimli lowered his eyes towards the ground in sadness.

"Master Gimli." started Pippin. "All of Middle Earth knows who we are, the Victorious Members of the Fellowship."  Pippin looked satisfied. "And we are not children" he added in.

"Yes, the King will greet us with a large banquet and honor us with Elven gifts" finished Merry.

"He will not!" replied Pippin.

"He will too!" shot back Merry.

"Stop you fools."  Gimli hushed the quarrelling two.  "Did you hear something?  I think I saw something over there."  Gimli pointed by a fallen tree.

"Perhaps, it's an Elf.," whispered Merry.

"Merry, you whisper so loudly!" said Pippin.

"And so do you!"

"Merry?  Pippin?  Gimli?" the voice behind the tree spoke.      

"He's knows us..." said Gimli.  "The voice sounds...familiar."  Gimli stood from his hiding.

A flash of gold hair shone between some foliage.  

"Legolas? Is that you?" Gimli spoke slowly, uncertain of his choice of words.

"Gimli!"  Legolas leapt from the behind the log into the arms of the dwarf.


*** *** ***

The sun was setting behind the four sitting by the river's bank. The yellow, red, orange and pink sky danced over the river's waves.

"….And that's how the ring was finally destroyed." concluded Gimli.

"And we were the ones left to deliver the terrible news that you were dead to your father." said Merry.

"Well, seeming that I am not dead.  I would still enjoy your company back to my home." Legolas laughed.  

"What's that?" Pippin pointed towards a bundle behind Gimli.  Standing up, he reached over a dragged it over to the group.  "Well, it's your bow and arrows.  And look at this...a very fine white knife."

"I thought I lost this." Legolas said to himself as he fingered the scabbard's gem work.

"Let us go now...it's getting late."  Legolas snapped awake from his daydreaming.  Gimli was gathering his belongings as he spoke.

"Wow, we're going to Mirkwood!" smiled Pippin.


*** *** ***
