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My notes to you: Lochtaer means straight-curly (which refers to wavy hair?)

Cu's name means nothing else than dove. 

Finally Cu met and  wedded the one who had chosen him at the Lothron Festival; and who happened to be exactly the elleth he had in mind. Lochtaer remained unmarried not because he had not had enough opportunities to dance with the ellith. Actually he danced a lot and he courted one or the other, but with none he felt to have enough in common that he would let any of them wrap the blue ribbon around his hand at the May dance.

Year after year passed, while Cu welcomed one elfling after the other, Lochtaer rather explored the forests. Once he wandered so far away that he came to Hithlum and when the king’s men recognized him being a Noldor, he was instantly recruited into Fingolfin’s army.

Not that Lochtaer was totally unwilling, in fact he enjoyed his years as a warrior under the king and became friends with many elves because of his pure and fine character.  In his many years as one of the king’s best warriors, many ellith dreamed of his golden wavy hair and the king himself once said that he had never seen an ellon fairer than Lochtaer.

At a certain point Lochtaer desired to return home to the little village he had grown up in. He wished to see his own kin again and when Cu’s oldest sons joined Fingolfin’s forces, Lochtaer decided that he had, had enough of the endless war against the dark powers and asked to be released to wander free again. The king granted him this wish, though he was not happy to see him leave.

Lochtaer rode many weeks and only rested when his white elven horse needed rest. Shortly before another cold winter came over Beleriand, to cover the lands with deep snow, the ellon came to a small settlement. He was only two more weeks away from home.

A high wooden fence shielded the small wooden cottages from the rough world outside. Lochtaer did not recognize the banner that was flying from the highest pole. The cold wind, which announced a heavy snow fall, pierced his clothes and chilled him terribly. He decided to ask for shelter, at least for the oncoming night.

 Within the last years creatures with a dark heritage had started to roam the realms and Lochtaer felt no desire to stay this cold night under the trees. 

 Unlike the place he called home, not everywhere the peoples of Beleriand and Noldor lived in peace and as a matter of fact, Lochtaer had painfully learned that most of his kind was abhorred by the Teleri elves. 

As he rode closer to the gate, he noted that archers behind the barricades got into position. He stiffened in the saddle, but continued his way to the gate. As courtesy bid him, Lochtaer dismounted his steed and greeted the guard, who was about to leave his position. Standing straight to announce politely who he was and what he wanted, Lochtaer reached his hand out to the guard.

Another guard appeared. His fire red hair was bound to many braids, showing everyone how many enemies he had slain. He was clad in thick jerkins and breeches, made from rough wool and over his shoulders he wore a green mantle. Lochtaer instantly fell in love with the color of the cloak and made a mental note that if he would ever lead his own clan, this kind of green would be the color of his banner, the background of his coat of arms.

“Lochtaer Saeldurion, where the golden flowers grow is my name.  I seek shelter for the night,” he addressed the second guard after having exchanged a warrior’s greeting. 

“What business does one of the Noldor’s high king’s men have at this time of the year in our lands?” The guard asked closely watching the visitor.

“I am not with the king’s men anymore,” Lochtaer answered and locked his deep blue eyes with the guard, showing him that he was fearless and fell if necessary, he continued to speak, “I am returning to the settlement where my kin dwells.”

The guard nodded and holding Lochtaer’s hard look, he motioned him to enter.

He walked him to the center of the small village and asked him to wait until he had informed their voted leader.

With night falling quickly over the lands and the wind becoming stronger, Lochtaer hoped that he would not have to wait too long outside and that the leader would quickly make a decision as to who was to host this winter’s guest.

The cottages were built in a circle around a large open space. In the middle the elves had already built a tall bon fire, which would be burned during the longest night of the year. Shivering Lochtaer hoped to be sitting near the fire in his father’s house by that time, dining with his kin, probably  over eating from the large variety of meats and cakes that would have been served through the evening. His mother, his sister and Cu’s wife as well as all the men of the household would have been cooking and baking for days and would share delicatessen with the neighbors.

From the corner of his eye, he saw movement. A large elf, wrapped in a green mantle just like the guard, had left his house and made his way to Lochtaer, who did not feel his toes anymore because of the biting cold. The elf quickly came to him and greeted him most friendly. His hair was, like he had seen on the guards, put into many braids, but bound with many colorful bands. Lochtaer had learned many customs of the elves of Beleriand and one was the braiding of warrior braids. Different colors of hair bands or leather strings woven into the braids told of the kind of enemy that had been slain. Red was sign for Orcs, blue for werewolves, green for goblins and many more since there were dark creatures beyond count.

“I was told you are from Saeldur’s kind. Now I know many with this name, but looking at your face I know that you are the son of a friend,” the elder elf said.

Lochtaer was more than surprised, rather stunned and simply nodded to hide his confusion, realizing how little he knew about his father.

“A nai! Follow me. It will be a great honor to host you under my roof,” the elf addressed him and took the horse’s reign. He pulled him into the stables that were built just behind the small cottage, called for his son to take care of the stallion, to rub him dry and feed him well.

Lochtaer followed Alagossä into the house and here he was warmly welcomed as well. The wife of the leader hugged him and pinched his cheek while rubbing  the other cheek in a friendly gesture; and spoke in an archaic Sindarin, which was rather difficult to understand.  The elf could at least figure out  that he was welcomed.

Alagossä pulled him to a table and offered to pull  Lochtaer’s boots off. Certainly this was a gesture of honor, but Lochtaer kindly denied. He did not want the leader of this settlement to bow before him just because he was an old friend’s son.

It seemed that the news of his arrival had gone out like wild fire. The small cottage was going to burst with the amount of elves that streamed into it. While answering questions of all kinds, Lochtaer made another mental note. He would have to ask his sire what deep friendship he had built with these elves.

After a while Alagossä started to shoo the visitors away so his guest could at least take the evening meal with him. He shot the bolt and moved quickly back to the table where Lochtaer had been seated. The house was simple and built from solid wood. It featured more or less one large room which was divided by invisible walls into several quarters. Straight beside the entrance was a fire place with a trivet on which a large pot stood. A delicious scent escaped from what was cooked in it.

 Around the fire place rocks were placed in a way that bread could be baked on them while food was cooked. A hole in the roof above this part of the house made most, but not all of the smoke evaporate.

On the other side of the room, where Lochtaer was seated,  were wooden benches and a large wooden table, which was nothing else than two high short benches over which a long and broad wood board had been laid. After eating, it would be taken apart and leaned against the wall, so that more space for all would be available. 

To the back of the big room, Lochtaer recognized several sleeping nooks that were hidden to the open eye through large carpets like woolen blankets. The elf realized that Alagossä had a large family and that many elflings were living here with him and his wife as well, because his eyes found several hidden toys like carved deer. 

Lochtaer felt his stomach reacting to the scent from the large kettle above the fire. Alagossä laid out 10 wooden spoons and several knives, while his wife put bread onto the table, which was not only used for eating, but served as well as the plate on which the dinner would be served.

Exactly that moment a bowl with two steaming hot wet towels was held under Lochtaer’s nose. Taking one to clean his hands he looked up and there he saw her. An elleth with light blonde hair, two braids on the back of her head, reaching down all the way to her back. She had a skin as light as a newborn star, a tiny mouth that reminded Lochtaer of a cherry at the May feasts and very big blue eyes and the ellon could only compare them to the skies on an autumn morning. 

He was such a large elf and when he jumped to his legs to politely greet the elleth he towered nearly two heads over her. She was fragile and Lochtaer worried that just by touching her hands, while saying his words of thanks for the towels, he would break them.  When he touched the cool skin of her hands and looked into her eyes, he knew he was home already.

“Lóte, my daughter. Wherever she steps on bare ground yellow flowers will grow. Therefore her mother has called her Malinalóte.”

