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Chapter 8: Angel’s Savior


Legolas had never been so suffocated. As he trudged through the tunnels following the orcs some distance away, he felt the danger of the ring. It made his vision blurry which was odd for an elf, for they never feel these things. It clouded his mind, but he held strong to his plan to help Allaina. Legolas slowed and let the orcs get farther ahead so he could take off the ring and string it back around his neck. He even felt it grow steadily heavier as he neared the dark land. Soon the orcs were out of his sight around a corner. Legolas heard a loud crash as though a boulder hit a wall. He stopped and listened for the thud of the orcs ahead but it grew quiet. The prince quickly ran ahead in the tunnel and around a corner to where he knew they went.


“Curse those foul creatures,” he snarled. He had reached a dead end where a boulder was blocking the rest of the tunnel. ‘I could wait until another comes and opens it… nay, for that could be days or weeks… there must be..’ he thought. His hopes grew as he remembered a tunnel reaching into the left of the mountain. 

He retraced his steps and turned into the dark tunnel. It sloped up at a large angle, which made it hard for even Legolas to climb. He kept a steady pace and eventually made it to even ground in a large chamber with many more tunnels reaching into darkness. The chamber was lit with a torch in the middle of the room, and the high ceiling had only a small opening, so Legolas could hear the creatures outside. He counted the ways he could go; there were 7. Two leading back to the direction he came from, one which sloped down. Straight across the room from where Legolas stood was another tunnel. He heard the clambering of metal and mail. He cut across to one of the only hopeful passages. One led up, which he thought would be a better way to go. 

‘If they would take her anywhere, it wouldn’t be down to their lairs and where they make their weapons. She is smart and they know that, so they would probably take her to one of their wings in this place…’  He was growing restless and impatient and walked up the sloping passage quickly.

“The other camp is saying there is a bloodied elf wandering these halls,” was what Legolas heard ahead. He stumbled and slipped the ring onto his finger.

“It is not true! The ‘bloodied elf’ was already found. She killed Shelob and got her own taste at the same time,” an orc laughed at his partner. “She being taken up to the west rooms now, if you want to see her.”

“I already saw her,” said the other. “Pretty little thing. I can’t wait for the fun!” They both laughed as Legolas glared from his spot along the wall. “Do you think we’ll get to use the knives?”

“When she wakes, when she awakes,” the second orc smirked.

Legolas crept along the wall and behind the two orcs. He followed the wall up the slope and onto solid even land. The room he entered had another orc standing watch over a  ladder. He stopped and looked around for any other passages. There were none. ‘What is up there?’ he wondered as he looked at the ladder and the orc sitting next to it. As he walked the perimeter of the room, he heard an orc yell above the roof. He heard a crack or a whip and a peircing scream. He covered his mouth and kept in his startled cry. Legolas silently walked up next to the orc and took his bow and steadied an arrow. He aimed at the orc’s head and landed a clear shot before the creature could notice anything strange about the room.

The elf climbed up the ladder and banged on the trap door loudly.

The yelling from above quit for a moment. “What is it?!” yelled the orc inside. Legolas banged again. The orc growled and slapped the whimpering elf above. “Don’t move or I’ll slit your throat, stupid elf.”

Legolas slid down the ladder and waited for the orc to open the hatch. He had another arrow already targeted and ready. The orc opened the trap door, about to yell, but fell out of the door when an arrow went through his forehead. Legolas put his bow on his back and climbed the ladder. He stuck his head over the door and looked around the black room. The elf could barely see anything, for it was darker than any room he had gone through so far. Legolas stood up above the trapdoor and looked in the far corner.

He gasped as he took the ring off which made his vision clearer. Allaina was huddled in the corner, whimpering and bare. Her knees were brought up to her chest covering her body and her arms covered her head and face. Legolas walked up close to her and laid his hand on top of hers. She cringed and cried out.

“It is me, princess,” he whispered. Allaina shakily looked up as Legolas caressed her cheek. “It is alright now, we are going to get out of here.”

“L- Legolas, how did y-you get in h-here?” she stuttered.

“Do not worry about it, I am going to get you out now,” he replied. “Are you hurt?”

“No,” she replied quietly, “but they took everything I had. Everything. My clothes, my weapons… Legolas, they took the ring… I might as well let them kill me. It does not matter anymore, we will not get out of here alive. We are in too deep now, Legolas… I am so sorry I brought you to this… It would have been better if you had stayed in Rivendell.”

“No, no, no,” he hushed her, “look, I have the ring. I took it from your neck and wore it here.” He strung it back around her neck as he kissed her forehead. “I’m terribly sorry for leaving you.” He took his cloak and laid it over her shoulders. 

“Thank you,” she choked out softly. 

Legolas smiled at Allaina. “We cannot have you running around Mordor like that. I am going to get something more than a cloak for you.”

He got up and stepped towards the trapdoor, but Allaina grabbed his wrist. “Wait! Where will you go?” she asked.

Legolas smiled at her softly. “Not far, princess. I will watch the room; I am just going to find you something more… suitable,” he blushed, and was glad it was dark in the room. The blond prince started climbing down the ladder. “I’ll say Elbereth, for you will know it is an elf. No orc would say that,” and with that, he closed the trapdoor.

Allaina stretched her legs and stood up unsteadily. She winced as she felt the pain on her back from bloody wounds from the orc’s whip. The princess walked around the room a bit, trying to ease the pain, but eventually sat back down, drawing her bare legs up to her chest once more and covering herself with the elven cloak. Legolas knocked quietly and whispered “Elbereth,” and Allaina opened the trapdoor.

Legolas came in with a pile of armor in his arms. He laid the clothes in front of Allaina. “It is not what I would like to wear, but it is all we have.” Allaina picked up an orc helmet and looked at the clothes scattered on the floor.

“Ugh,” she recoiled from the smell. “It stinks!”

“It cannot be helped. It is better to be in a disquise in this… cave…” Legolas whispered. He picked out the smaller of the pairs of clothes for Allaina, and turned around so she could get dressed. He put on the orc armor and waited for Allaina to finish.

The princess finished putting the armor on and whispered “okay” to Legolas. Allaina hid Legolas’ cloak under the armor and left the room. Legolas led Allaina through the passages, leading deeper and deeper into Mordor.

