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The sun had barely come up when a small, lithe figure dashed into the courtyard of King Thranduil's palace.

"Legolas!" it yelled. After a moment, the window to an upstairs room opened, and a pale face with blonde hair looked out.

"Amionweth!" called Legolas. "I'm coming! Just a moment!"

Inside, Legolas turned from the window, and scrambled down the hall, eager for another day away from the healer's watchful eye. As he ran down the corridor, however, he came to an abrupt stop, by running straight into the King's stomach. Legolas rebounded off his father's rather large girth to land on the floor. He smiled sheepishly up at Thranduil, long hair falling over one eye.

Thranduil glared sternly down at him.

"Legolas" he rumbled. "I will not have you running all about the palace like a wild man! Have you forgotten that you are a prince? And above that, an elf?"

Legolas got to his feet and looked down at the floor. "No father" he said solemnly.

"Thranduil, do not be so hard on the boy. He is merely glad to be here"

Legolas tried to hide a grin. It was his mother! She'd get him out of any trouble!

Thranduil sighed. "Oh very well, Alea. But Legolas, please try to remember your dignity."

"Yes father" Legolas beamed up at him, and Thranduil chuckled.

"Go on, enjoy the day. But remember, a delegation from Lorien is arriving tonight! Be back here at sundown!"

But Legolas hardly heard him as he walked quickly down the hall.

"Ai! Legolas! Where were you? I've been waiting forever!"

"Sorry" Legolas apologized to his best friend. "I got held up. By Thranduil. He was blocking the hall again."

Amionweth laughed. Thranduil's abnormally large stomach was an oft-used joke between her and Legolas.

"And there's going to be a feast tonight, with all the people from Lorien." he said. "Of course I'll be expected to go..."

"You say that like it's a bad thing!" said Amionwerth. She was not royalty, though she often longed to be, despite Legolas' rants about the unfairness in the castle.

"It is a bad thing!" Legolas cried. "Its long and boring and I don't want to go! On the other hand, perhaps Haldir will be there"

Haldir was an elf who was their age. Though they didn't see him often, Legolas and Amionweth liked him, and they liked to play together.

"Perhaps" said Amionweth, swinging herself into the nearest tree. Legolas followed.

"What do you want to do today?" she asked.

"I don't know..we could go down and watch the soldiers practicing."

"Legolas" Amionweth rolled her eyes. "We do that almost every day. Relax! You'll get your chance to be a warrior!"

Legolas said nothing, only stared out over the horizon. "Look!" he shouted suddenly, pointing. In the very far off distance, hard to see even for Elven eyes, came the Lorien delegation.

"They're here!" shouted Amionweth. "But they're hour's off yet!"

"Nothing says we can't go meet them"

With that, they took off through the trees to the South of the forest.

They sat in the trees, watching the convoy come closer for most of the afternoon. By the time the sun had fallen, it was near enough for the two young elves to go and meet it. They were ignored mostly by the adults, but some of the children looked on with interest at the prince and his friend.

"Haldir!" cried Legolas, as he saw his friend. But it was a cry of dismay. Haldir was decked out in the warrior garb of Lorien, and he marched with the soldiers.

"Go away, child" sneered the captain of the guard.

Legolas melted away into the background. He wasn't allowed to stay sad for long, though, for Amionweth grabbed his arm.

"Legolas! Lets run to the castle, tell them that Lorien has arrived!"

"You go" said Legolas. He didn't want to worry his friend, but he was beginning to not feel well. Again. He had been sick so many times in his short life that his brothers and sisters were giving him up for dead.

"Are you sure?" asked Amionweth worriedly, looking into her friend's face.

"Of course!" said Legolas, putting on a bright smile. Then, to cover up for his momentary weakness, he relented. "All right, I'll go with you"

"Yes! Come on!"


They ran through the lush green forest, surrounded by the golden light of the fading afternoon. The leaves barely crunched under their feet, and the sun warmed them. Life was perfect.

Dinner, however, was another matter entirely. Legolas had hoped that he could have just strayed off to his rooms to hide, but Thranduil met him as soon as he entered the palace, and made him take his place at the table. Now he struggled to remain upright, though his head ached and he was tired and hot. He forced himself to eat the food laid out before him, and pay attention to the many speeches that were made.

"Father?" he said at last. "May I be excused?"

Thranduil gave him an icy glare, then finally said, "Very well. Good night, Legolas"

"Good night, Father" he said formally, then got up. He hadn't made it very far, however, before he fainted to the stone floor.


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