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As it always is when incidents such as that started out, it was a bright day. The sun, welcomed after days of rain, streamed through the tall trees and into the dwellings of the Elves that lived there in that forest--Mirkwood.


In the lower branches of a tall elm tree, on the grounds of the palace of King Thranduil, the young Queen Alea sat, pregnant with the King's youngest son. Though she was young herself, she had given him 9 children already--Ithirien, Neorolas, Amiar, Thiori, Rele, Emiian, Shiva, Rivelle, and Trali. It was starting to get windy. Alea could feel the branches swaying, and knew she ought to get down. She started to descend, but her careful climbing did not last long. A sudden noise startled the young Queen, and she lost her grip and plummeted to the ground


It was two young boys that found the Queen lying unconscious, a pool of blood under her. They ran screaming for the King, or a healer. Alea had been moved to her rooms, but her condition was serious. Complicated by the fact she was in labor.


"Send for a healer" ordered Thranduil. "Send for Elrond! I don't care! Just send for anyone, just don't let her die!"


The sky outside blackened ominously, and it began to rain once again. Queen Alea woke, to the sounds of people talking, and blinding pain in her middle.


"Its too early..." she moaned, holding her midsection, screaming as another contraction lanced though her.


"Lie still" soothed the midwife. "The healer is coming"


"Too late..." she groaned. "He won't be here in time. The baby...it is coming NOW!"


"Just try to hold on" said the midwife, but Alea had retreated back into unconsciousness. The older elf woman was startled as Thranduil himself burst in. He got one look at his wife, unconscious, sweaty, and began to panic.


"Don't let her die" he begged the midwife.


At that moment, Alea opened her eyes. "Thranduil" she breathed. Then her face contorted in pain. "The baby, it is coming NOW!"


Instantly, the midwife moved to the end of the bed, hot water and towels at the ready. Thranduil knelt down at the side of the bed, kissing the forehead of his beloved wife.


The birth was very unlovely. Thranduil, and elf, accustomed to beauty, found it hard to watch Alea scream in writhe on the bed, crying with the pain. It seemed to take years, though it was only hours. Thranduil had 
never feared for his wife more. Even during the births of their other children, it had not seemed this serious. Alea had screamed, yes, but the midwife had never looked so grim. And it had never taken this long. And the others had been born after a full nine months.


"It is coming" gasped Alea between the sobs. "It comes...it comes" she took in a shuddering gasp and fainted. Seconds later, the midwife stood, holding the smallest baby Thranduil had ever seen in his life. It was silent and blue.


"Why isn't it crying?!" he demanded.


The midwife held it upside down and slapped it. It let out a shuddering whimper, as if breathing was hard. She slapped it again, and it gave a weak cry. The midwife shook her head, and Thranduil knew what she meant. The child was not long for this world.


Thranduil nodded. "Slay the child" he sighed. "Do not let it suffer"


As if called by the cry of her child, Alea's eyes fluttered open. 


"My...baby?" she asked weakly. Thranduil knelt by her ear.


"It is sick, Alea. It will not live long, and if it does, it will be cripple. It is better if we kill it now"


"NO!" she shrieked, attempting to rise. "DO NOT KILL MY CHILD!" She continued to cry for the life of it, finally demanding to hold it. 

Slowly the midwife put the doll-like creature into its mother's arms.


"Girl...or boy?" asked Alea.


"Tis a boy, my queen"


Alea held the tiny from in her arms, and kissed its forehead. The tiny baby boy stopped its struggling. Thranduil started, but Alea shook her head. It was asleep. It had not died yet.


"Elrond is coming"


"He will not be here in time. Imladris is a three day ride!"


"Do not speak so, Alea" Thranduil pleaded with her. "Have hope, I beg you!"


But Alea too had fallen into slumber.

Despite the conditions of its birth, to the amazement of all, the youngest prince continued to cling to life in his mother's arms. Alea had refused to rise from bed until her child was healed, an thought the healers tried to warn her that that might never be, she was adamant. When Elrond Half-Elven arrived, he too was surprised at the fighting spirit of the boy, and knew in his heart the child would be a warrior.


If he survived, that is.


Though the Mirkwood healers had done all they could, Elrond could see that the child was near to death. It was hardly breathing, and was as skinny as a rail. Not what a newborn Elf child was supposed to look like. He took the baby from Alea, alarmed at its lack of weight.


"He hasn't been eating" Alea said flatly.


"He's too sick to eat" replied Elrond, laying the child flat on the table. He began to mutter a spell in Elfish, trying to heal it, wondering whether a spell would work on a thing so tiny and frail.


"He lives" said Elrond at last. "But his life will be fraught with sickness. He will not be a normal elf"


"I care not" said Alea. "I love him. He is my son"


"Does your son have a name?" asked Elrond, humoring her. Like the others, he knew that as soon as the child sickened, Alea would grow tired of it and pass it off to the healers...or to be killed.


"He is named for the green leaves from which he was brought. I name him Legolas"


Ai! Ai! A Balrog! A Balrog is come!
