Lament for a King

By: Elvish Angel

*

I don’t own any of LotR, tho I wish I owned Legolas :P Allaina and Nilfalas are my characters. This is after the war of the ring when Allaina tells her daughter about her husband.

*


The Elven Queen Allaina walked into her room with her green dress flowing behind her. She removed her tiara and set it beside her bed on her wooden end-table. She sat on her bed of elvish fabric and looked out the window into the dark forest. 


‘My kingdom…’ she thought silently. Allaina dressed for bed and sighed as she sunk into her soft bed. Her days were usual. She would eat her meals with the royalty of Mirkwood and look over the people of her realm. She was never lonely, but felt as if a part of her were missing. She felt as if her light was dimming, but she was strong and it would be bright the next day. She aged, but still looked as young as she did when she lived in Rivendell as a princess. Allaina would never die unless she grew weary of her life.


The queen fell asleep after another long day. Soon after, a small blond elf walked into her room. She tiptoed over to the Queen’s bedside and took her arm.


“Mama,” she whispered loudly in her childish voice while shaking Allaina’s arm. “Mama!”


Allaina stirred and turned to the little elf. “What ails you, Nilfalas? You should be in bed.”


“Mama, I had a scary dream,” Nilfalas said to her mother shakily. “You were there, and then you dissapeared and I was all alone!” 


The queen smiled faintly at her daughter. “Do not worry, dear. I am not going anywhere anytime soon.”


“Can I stay with you, Mama,” the princess asked. 


“Oh course, Nilfalas.” Allaina slid over and let the child climb into her bed. Nilfalas clung to Allaina’s body as the Queen fell asleep while running her long fingers through the princess’ straight hair.


“Mama?”


Allaina woke again. “Yes?”


“Will you die?”


“No, not unless I want to. And I am not willing to with you with me.”


Nilfalas was silent then made a small whine. 


“What is it?”


“Did Papa die,” she asked quietly.


Allaina looked down sadly at her daughter. “Yes, not long after you were born.”


“What was he like? What did he look like,” Nilfalas looked at her mother curiosly.


Allaina laughed. “Are all these questions because of your scary dream?”


The princess nodded, then shook her head. “Well, I am seven years old now and I never got to meet Papa so I wanna know about him.”


“Very well,” Allaina sighed. “Your father… Let me see…” Allaina sat up and leaned on her arm. “Legolas had blonde hair, just like yours. He always braided it, like I do for your hair. He had ice blue eyes… No, they were more like the sky during summer. They were never cloudy… but very truthful.”


Nilfalas laid on the queen’s pillow and pointed to her nose. “Do I have his nose?”


“No, you have my nose,” Allaina said smiling.


Nilfalas then pointed to her mouth. “Do I have his mouth?”


Allaina laughed. “You have my mouth and nose. And your father’s eyes and hair. Hmm…”


“When did you and Papa meet?”


“My father- your grandfather – held a council about the One Ring and Legolas was there. At that time he was the Prince of Mirkwood and his father, who you never met, was King. Your grandfather chose many elves to go with your aunt to Mordor to destroy the ring. Legolas wanted to go but he was to stay in Rivendell because he was a Prince and the only royalty to Mirkwood. Before Aunt Arwen left, she asked him to take care of me, because I was very curious when I was younger. One night after they were gone, I had a nightmare about Arwen being captured by Orcs. So I left to track her down and save her. I knew nothing of this at the time, but Legolas was following me. I met him when something attacked me in a forest and he slayed it with his arrow. I did not want to talk to him at the time because of…” she paused, remembering the curse layed upon her so long ago.


“Why? Why did you not talk to him?” Nilfalas asked curiously.


“Because I was fond of him and I did not want him knowing about my voice. For some reason, when Grandfather Elrond came into possession of the Ring, a curse was laid upon my voice. Anyone who heard it would fall deeply into a spell and fall in love with me.”


“But is that a bad thing, Mama?”


“Oh, I despised the thought. I wanted everyone to stay true to their soul and heart. Especially Legolas.”


“But you and Papa fell in love, right,” Nilfalas asked as she sat up.


Allaina looked up at the small girl’s bright eyes. She could tell the princess enjoyed hearing stories, especially about her own family. “Yes, we did fall in love. During our journey to Mordor. Eventually we found your Aunt and came back to Rivendell. I told Grandfather Elrond that I loved Legolas and wanted to go to his home in Northern Mirkwood. My father was very angry. First Arwen wanted to marry Aragorn and even be mortal, and now I wanted to leave Rivendell too. My father finally gave in and let me go.”


“And then you married Papa here!” Nilfalas exclaimed loudly.


Allaina laughed and hushed her child. “You must keep quiet, we don’t want to wake everyone in the castle do we?”


“No, but did you get married,” the princess quietly asked.


“We married soon after we arrived here. A few years later I had you, my dear child.” Allaina brushed Nilfalas’ cheek with her bare hand and looked at her sadly. “You resemble Legolas so much…” She sighed and laid under her sheets on her bed. “Very well. We should sleep now, it is getting very late.” Nilfalas put her small arms around her mother’s neck and hummed quietly.


“Mama?”


“Yes?”


“How did Papa die?”


Allaina bit her lip, unable to say anything.


“Mama, whenever I think about Papa, I feel like he dissapeared. Can I know what happened to him, please Mama?”


“Of course… Soon after you were born, your father decided to travel to Lothlorien and ask Lady Galadriel for help. He had felt troubled ever since he heard about Aragorn’s death. He and Aragorn had been close even before I knew him. Legolas left one day… He said…” Allaina paused, remembering the last words from her husband, “he said… ‘I will be gone shortly, but in your soul I am beside you. I love you.’ He kissed me and he kissed you. I was holding you the whole time. It is a shame you cannot remember.”


“Did he make it to Lothlorien?”


“No…” she said quietly. “When he did not come, a Lorien messenger came here and told me what happened. They only found one trace of him.”


“What?”


“His brooch.” Allaina rolled onto her side and opened her end-table drawer. She handed Nilfalas the small leaf brooch. “Lady Galadriel made this for his cloak while we passed through her realm on the way to destroy the ring. He must have had it on when he went to Lothlorien.”


“Where was he?”


“The messenger told me he was captured by Orcs. They tortured him and after too much he couldn’t take anymore. The orcs grew jealous of him because of his elegance; his beauty… and they…” Allaina’s voice cracked as she fumbled on the words, “they…” her eyes blurred with tears unshed.


“Mama…” Nilfalas hugged her mother tightly, “you need not say it. I understand now.”


Allaina wiped her tears away. “You may have his brooch. Keep it safe.”


“I will Mama.”


“Now, let us go to sleep,” the queen said to her young princess. Nilfalas started to hum again, stirring the Queen.


“What are you humming, child?”


“A lament for Papa.”

