Chapter Four

It was not Mirkwood. It could not be his city. Where were his people? The fires, the dancing, the scents had fled at the sight of their prince. Legolas, the young and beautiful prince of his people walked into a dark and dry and empty city. 

The Elves were in fact there. He saw their faces in the trees. The she-Elves walked past Legolas without looking into those glassy eyes they once found so irresistible. Children did not skip. They set lingering glances on their prince and sighed. A sparkle fell from the heavens and laid as death upon a leaf at Legolas’ feet. Sick with fatigue and sorrow, Legolas threw himself aside- burying his face against an old tree at the sight of it. At the sight of the ground. It was littered with gray dust. Like so much ash spread across the forest floor. Was Rivendell the same by now? Were there so many faeries to die? Were they afraid? Should he be afraid?


My Son.


Father!

Legolas moved to embrace his father, King of Mirkwood… but the thought of treading across the ashy ground stopped him. 


I…


I know. Hurry, my Legolas. You have been summoned.

Legolas crossed the ground tenderly and came to follow his father up the soft wooden steps of a lofty tree-top dwelling across from the great cave of his people. 

I know I have been summoned, Father. You summoned me. I don’t have the scroll- Lord Elrond told me. If you could just tell me…


Softly, Legolas. It sleeps through this door.


What sleeps?


Iris.


The daughter of the faerie King and Queen. 

Yes, she was found ravaged outside our city. She called for you, Legolas. It is uncertain how she grew to be so lovely, or how she maintained her form after falling from Marain. It seems the rest of her people have turned to dust… We do not know how the King and Queen fare. If her royalty has given her the strength to survive, surely it gives them the same. Her wings are gone though. 

The prince turned from the closed door, able to see impressions of the princess in his mind. Every elf knew the sight of her. Knew it somewhere deep within them. Knew it in the soft places of their heart, the places that knew where home really was. Startled. Legolas sprung to his father’s side. All the population of Mirkwood stood beneath the wooden stairs. Stood looking up at Father and Son. Dressed in dark colors? Mourning the death of faeries it seemed. But the dread in Legolas heart betrayed his initial reaction. Why did they look at him so strangely? Why would those gay faces he once had delighted with dance and song now cast their perfect faces down from him?

She wishes to speak to you. She believes you can save Marain, Legolas. Your heroics are well documented in eternity, and she says her father chose you. Can you represent your people again, Legolas? As you represented us in the Fellowship in time’s past?

Suddenly all the devious humor and courage of his experience washed over the fair prince’s countenance. Destiny called him again! His string grew taut and his quiver lay heavily against his back. He was ready. He had been ready. His eyes spoke everything to the King of Mirkwood.


Then go, my Son. She sleeps in there. Wake her and meet your new path.

…

