
King Legolas of Mirkwood stood alone on the ornate veranda, which surrounded his forest palace, his long fingers idly caressing the vines wrapped around the railing. He stared out at the waterfalls that occurred throughout his forest, crashing into their cool clear pools, and tried to calm the storm in his heart. He closed his ocean eyes slowly, and let out a pained breath. His mind was plagued by thoughts of the girl lying inside his palace, still unconscious from a mysterious illness. It seemed to grow worse with each passing hour, and a desperation he did not understand was building inside him. The way she had looked at him…he had seen adoring looks before, and felt nothing in response, but the awe in her eyes had surprised him – he had felt like a sunset or a rainbow after days of cold rain. He felt no more beautiful than the rest of his people, yet she seemed unaffected by them, and fascinated with him.  But then she had cried out at him with such strange accusation – and then fainted. He did not like that effect he had on her.


Legolas had demanded that the Elf doctor examine the girl, and felt his heart plummet when the doctor informed him she was mortal, most likely a girl who had escaped from Gondor. Mortal. He was tired of caring for mortals, his body was wearing with losing them to time. 


“You feel much for this mortal.” A soft voice sighed from his right, and he turned with surprise.


“Lady Galadriel! Welcome to Mirkwood!” He smiled graciously, kissing her hand softly. He had pointed ignored her comment, so she decided to put forth another. 


“You worry me, King of Mirkwood. I have known no elf like you before. You allow your heart to love individuals, as the mortals do. It is painful for you people to watch you in such agony over the death of these mortals.” Her beauty shook him, but her criticisms were tiring. He looked at her with world-weary eyes, filled with an infinite sadness. It shocked her. 


“I do not believe I could survive another broken heart, my lady. Losing the Fellowship almost destroyed me, but this girl – I feel my spirit calling to her. I fear if she dies, my heart shall die with her.” He shook his head and turned away. 


“What of your people, King Legolas? Would you leave them behind without a king while you waste away for this girl? She is but a flicker in all years you shall live.” Galadriel spoke angrily, her sapphire eyes widening. 


His blue eyes suddenly blazed back at her, and his chest heaved with anger, “Lady, I will not leave my people without a King. But I cannot deny my heart either.” He stormed back into his palace, casting squinted eyes at all those who looked upon him. 


He stopped abruptly in front of her door, hearing a strange voice from inside.  He listened carefully and realized it was a man’s voice he had never heard before. Rage filled him and he threw open the door, an arrow already drawn to destroy the intruder. His mouth dropped in shock at what he saw.


There was no man in the room, though the voice was still clear. It was gruff and direct, and seemed to come from the very walls. 

As if the mysterious voice was not strange enough, horror swept over him when he saw the girl. She was arching up from the bed as if two hands were pulling her up, and she was screaming wordlessly, over and over again. 


“One…Two…Three…NOW!” The male voice shouted from the walls, and her chest flew up again. Legolas rushed towards her, jumped on to the bed, and pinned her arms down. 


“Wake up! Please, wake up!” He cried desperately, unable to control the sporadic jerking of her body. He felt her pulse spike and fall, and then begin to fade. 


“We’ve got a pulse!” A woman’s voice cried from the walls, and Legolas looked down at the girl in disbelief and she took one last gasp and then collapsed on the bed, her heart still. 


“NO! NO! Oh no, please, please come back. Don’t leave me! Please! Stay with me! Stay!” He yelled at her cupping her face and pressing desperate kisses all over her face, “It isn’t fair! I only just found you! Please!” His cries turned to painful whispers, and tears ran freely from his eyes onto her face. He leaned down, suddenly filled with an emptiness in his chest he had never felt before, and kissed her soft lips. 


The girl was still when he lifted his face, but then she was suddenly coughing violently and gasping for air. Her hands clutched onto his brown vest and her eyes looked up at him with fear. He soothed her with strange words, and began laughing delightedly, pushing her hair from her face and kissing her hands.


She looked at him with curiosity and confusion, and he looked back at her with a so much joy and relief he thought his heart would burst from it. 

“Legolas? What’s happened?” She whispered. Instead of him answering, a woman’s soft voice came from the walls.


“We’ve lost her, Doctor.”

