Immortal

Chapter One

And when all days have dawned and died

the Elvenkind may swiftly fly-

into the peace of Marain,

where immortals are lain.

Every Elf is born within,

and there are taught by kith and kin:

The ways of magic and of lore-

until a calling to the door.

From door to cradle,

From door to cradle,

Lullay Marain, Lullay.

And from the cradle to the world of men

each Elvenkind is made to bend

its back to the toil of the world,

as its destiny unfurls.

And in sweet sleep the tired Elf

prays for Marain’s continued health.

The King, the Queen, the faeries there,

tend the door with loving care.

From door to cradle,

From door to cradle,

Lullay Marain, Lullay.

The fire flicked its tail as an impatient serpent. Ressst..Resssst. It is time for resssst, the fire hissed as its embers blackened and its ashes cooled. Soft laughter rolled across the stone fire circle and rushing leaves caught the updraft of its smoke and rode into the starlight above. 

Two golden-haired heads threw themselves back in laughter. It was the young prince of Mirkwood, Legolas, and the younger still prince of Rivendell, Dalias. 


You are tone-deaf, Dalias. 

Dalias had the beautiful soprano range of a young male elf. All tones were in reach. And reaching was never a strain.

I am not tone-deaf! I am only a bit drunk is all, Legolas… this is good though… what do you call it again?

It’s werg. A dwarvish malt I picked up from a friend of mine. I can’t believe you’re even drinking it. It tastes of sweat and tree bark.


You told me to drink it!

Laughter rolled around the fire circle again. Resssst. Ressst.

Someone needs to drink it. I miss Gimli. I didn’t mind when he smelled of werg. 

The elves sat in silence for a good deal of time. Listening. Feeling light. 

It had been a long time since Legolas had been so light of heart. There was dancing and joy in his youth. And pain and darkness and loss in his coming of age. But what came next? Legolas had all the ages of men left to live, and not words enough to fill the next minute. A stray leaf, colored by the cold with indigo and red, came to rest upon Legolas’ lap. He studied it long. Clearing his mind- Centering himself. Looking suddenly up at remembrance of his young guest, Legolas started a bit. He found two, blue, glassy orbs staring at him with amusement from across the fire. 

I’ve been dreaming of Marain, Dalias. I don’t know why. I long for its peace. I long to feel the eternal warmth of our faerie people. I think sometimes they are our betters. All of the perfection of elf hood, only with wings, with perfection, and with Mahrain. Forever.

You will see the door again, Legolas. But I don’t think you should talk of it so freely. Some would say, even to speak its name outside of verse and song is a death wish. Immortals don’t wish for death, Legolas. They don’t have to.

Perhaps it is only adventure I wish for. It has been many years since the fall of Sauron. And the fellowship is all dead. Gone. Vanished. Some left sons and daughters, but I don’t care to see them. They only remind me of the ones that are lost. Arwen saved herself a lot of pain, choosing a mortal life… although she broke your father’s heart, Dalias. 

So I’ve heard.

The princes continued speaking in low voices, and when at last darkness came to the circle Legolas lifted the tiny body that had fallen asleep at his feet. Dalias’ eyes were open, and unseeing. They were in the stillness of dreams, and his breathing was long between and evenly paced. Legolas whispered.


Come little prince. Back to your castle. Enough camping out for tonight, tiny one.

Legolas hummed.


From door to cradle,


From door to cradle,


Lullay, Mah….

A breath of warm air came up the trail leading away from Rivendell. Legolas perked his ears and felt the comforting weight of his quiver against his back. The air came faster.

A dark-haired figure came rushing around the bend into the clearing. Its pointed ears and lofty brow were white with cold and fatigue. 


Halt! What brings you so fast to Rivendell, friend?

The elf rushed past Legolas without hesitation, but in passing left words on the wind.

I come, Messenger of the King of Mirkwood. I have scrolls for the one’s they call Elrond, and Legolas. I cannot stop. It is urgent. I cannot stop. I cannot stop.

Legolas stood in the clearing, still, and complacent- his eyes closed. He spoke to himself.


Fool of a messenger. 

His eyes opened slowly as Legolas bolted towards Rivendell. As fast and steady as immortal legs could move. Not a dry leaf or twig… or tiny elven prince… were disturbed in his wake. 

….

