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The elves sat quietly until the sun had set and finally Lochtaer motioned Turgon to follow him to the cave. Pelts were carelessly scattered on the ground close to the back wall. A rock, shaped like a flat mushroom served the elf probably as a table. A wooden bowl, one wooden spoon and a small knife were placed on it. 

Lochtaer put some smaller wood logs at the entrance of the cave. He reached out to a small leather pouch and took some dry fir needles. Quickly he managed to create with his flint stones some sparks, which instantly ignited a tiny fire on the needles. He bent down and blew some breathe from the side to the needles and when they all were lit he added some dry twigs to the fast growing fire.

“Hungry?” Lochtaer asked without looking at Turgon. The dark haired elf lord nodded quickly. The other elf crawled deeper into the cave and from the side wall he took two quails that he had caught earlier that day. They had been gutted  and now Lochtaer smeared some of the clay that he kept wet in another pouch over the tiny birds, covering them all over. He watched the fire burning down and then buried them in the embers.

“It is not much, but I have no more that I could offer,” Lochtaer wiped a dirty curl of his hair out of his face and tucked it behind his ears. He then folded his legs underneath him and stared into the slow dying fire. He hummed a quiet melody, slowly he started to rock himself, his eyes locked on the fire.

Turgon watched from his appointed place, but moved a little closer to the fire because he  grew cold. Secretly he gazed over the other elf and wondered why he lived so far away from all civilization in a cave. Watching the elf’s rocking back and forth, Turgon realized there was a shadow over his host’s dark blue eyes. From time to time the elf mumbled some unintelligible words and then continued to hum again. 

Then without taking his eyes from the embers, he used a small branch from the left over firewood and fished the clay baked birds out. The heat that the clay was conserving, obviously did not hurt him as he handed one part of the dinner to Turgon. The Latter one shook his hands and moved the clay covered bird quickly from one hand to the other and felt some quick growing blisters on his skin.

“Royal weakness,” Lochtaer grumbled quietly and from a small bag that he carried on his belt he ferried some marmot grease to Turgon’s hands. 

“Put the bird down and rub this on your hands. It will make the swelling go down and you can eat still, when the food has cooled down,” the elf said and started, staring at his bird, to take the clay peel apart. Amazed, Turgon realized that this way, all the feathers stayed in the clay and the bird now was totally cleaned better than if they had plucked it before. Lochtaer wrote some runes of blessing into the air and then broke silent one of the tiny legs from the prepared quail and started to gnaw off the little meat that the bird provided.

Turgon waited until the pain had nearly disappeared. He saw that his host had finished his meal and how he bit even the bones apart to suck the marrow out of them. Not being used to dining like this, Turgon observed every movement and copied them so as  not to embarrass himself. Lochtaer scratched his cheeks with his greasy fingers and twisted between his fingers the curl that had again come lose. “You leave my valley again, right?” 

“Yes. But I will not lie to you, I will return and build a city here,” Turgon answered after hastily swallowing a bite.

Lochtaer looked up from the ground and his eyes narrowed, he locked them on Turgon’s face. “Why would you do so?”

“Ulmo has shown it to me and told me that no evil power knows of its existence. I want to build a hidden refuge, a place that no one will find. I am tired of war,” he answered slowly to Lochtaer’s question.

“I am tired of war too. Too much blood has been shed, too many tears been cried, too many innocents been slaughtered in the endless war of us elves against the dark powers,” Lochtaer’s voice suddenly sounded coarse and seemed to drown in uncried tears. 

The elf lord reached his hand out and rested it calmingly on Lochtaer’s shoulder. Slowly Turgon tried to connect his mind with  one of his host. But there was a barrier in the heart of the elf, a grief so deep and strong, that it blocked the elf lord out. 

Lochtaer turned around and on his knees and palms he crawled to the back of the cave. “You can rest here where you will stay warm and dry  at the fire.”

Turgon nodded and followed him to the sleeping place. Lochtaer divided his pelts and the better ones, or at least those that were not balding on all ends, he handed it to Turgon. He showed him how to wrap them around the body so he could stay warm through the night, then he laid down and with his eyes wide open the elf fell into reverie.

But the elf lord was suddenly wide  awake again. Different to the wood elves the Noldor could easily see at night. He pulled the pelts closer and his eyes started to wander over the narrow ceiling above him. He turned his head and gazed over the walls of the cave. Thunderstruck he sat up again. Thousands of little pictures covered the walls and the ceiling. Lochtaer must have spent years drawing animals, villages, battle scenes, a most accurate map of the lands of Beleriand and elves. There were elves in all positions painted on the walls: Hunters, warriors, farmers, craftsmen, horsemen, families and children. 

Narrowing his eyes, Turgon tried to get a better image of the young elves that he was seeing. Shocked, he shook his head when it came to his attention that all the wall paintings formed together one large painting. An elleth holding two young elven children in her arms. Turgon crawled to his knees, leaving the pelts back and moved closer to the wall. Now he saw that all the elves that were farmers, craftsmen and families were the same. They all featured the face of the elleth or the children and the warriors, the craftsmen, the horsemen displayed Lochtaer. 

This was art. Nothing that grandiose had come to Turgon’s eyes ever before. He wished instantly that this great piece of work could be taken from the walls and transferred to large linen canvas or to form a mural in Fingolfin’s halls. The colors were vivid and when he moved his head, Turgon thought that the images were moving with him, starting to move in front of him, forming new shapes. 

Turgon gasped. Lochtaer’s strong fingers dug deep into his shoulder when his hand had reached out to touch one of the paintings.

“No one ever touches my family,” Lochtaer hissed, his eyes filling up with tears.

Turgon nodded and apologized. He suddenly felt  like an intruder and tried to sort through his mind. He fought to clear his head to find out if he had fallen into the hands of one total mad elf or if he had stumbled across one terrible unhappy soul. Minutes of silence passed, Lochtaer’s look seemed to nail Turgon to the wall.

 Mayhem screamed out of them, his dirty hair had come undone and was standing suddenly in all directions and the moon that rose over the valley shone into it, his light seeming to form a halo around him. Suddenly his hair was like spun gold.

Lochtaer mumbled words that Turgon could not understand. They were too quiet even for his good hearing. The other elf lowered his eyes to the ground and a single tear escaped from his eye and traveled down his dirty cheek, leaving a clear streak. Bursting into thousands of tiny crystals the tear hit the rocky ground. He lifted his head again and Turgon wanted to reach out to hold the elf, but he dared not, instead Lochtaer started to talk.

