Chapter 6

And Lochtaer was more flying to the small village than riding home.  He made haste to the mountains and only rested when the horse could not walk any step further.  He was singing to him and he even tried to cast spells on him, so that his strength would not fail his stallion.  But at a certain point, when he climbed high up into the mountains for Ered Lomin, the horse refused and he had to rest.  He nourished himself only with roots and water from the clear springs that came from the echoing mountains. 

Lochtaer inhaled deep when he finally smelt the salty air of Lammoth.  Only a few clans of the Noldor had stayed here after the landing and the burning of the White ships.   Lochtaer’s kin had chosen not to travel any further because the land was fertile, even though it was rough and wild.   Some lived closer to the sea and Lochtaer had always dreamed of settling there, where he could fish and live from what Ulmo would share with him. 

Now he was facing a life on the other side of the mountain range.  It would take his family two long weeks of hard riding with short breaks only to reach the Alagossä’s house. 

One night short to the Yule celebrations, Lochtaer arrived to his father’s house and declared that he was going to marry.  Many questions were asked, and great happiness came over his parents when they learned who had chosen their son. 

During the harsh winter that he stayed at home, Cu, Lochtaer’s brother, drew a plan for the long house.  They planned how to build the small shed where the young family would shelter their animals.  Saeldur was carving bowls and spoons and Lochtaer’s mother and his sister were weaving lots of fabrics. 

When spring came, Lochtaer could barely be held back.  He traded some gems that he had gotten at Fingolfin’s house for a pair of oxen and a tumbrel.  He loaded on it all of his own property and all that he had received: blankets and fabrics, plates and pots, earthen and wooden bowls and a cage with three red hens.  A small flock of sheep and two goats stood ready.  As was custom in the little village, everyone had given the ellon something for his start into his family life.  And they knew that across the mountains another village was heavily preparing to help Lóte with all she would later need too. 

There, in her father’s house, a cradle was carved, and her brothers were hammering in the smith’s forge to make a big kettle.  Lóte would later use it to cook the meat that she would then can for the harsh winters.  She would also make preserves and during the warmer months, when the goats found fresh herbs, she would slowly stir warming milk to separate whey from what later would become cheese. 

Lochtaer was about to mount his steed again, looking back at his parents on the tumbrel, watching from the corner of his eye how Cu, his wife and his younger children tried to keep the goats and sheep together.  Suddenly an elder elleth pulled on his cloak.  In her hands she held a basket with a lid and beside her were her husband and some elflings, each holding something.  One had a jar with soil, so Lochtaer would never forget the lands he grew up in.  Another one had a small barrel with grains that he would plant so one day he could eat bread made from the flour of rye from home, and the last one held a small basket filled with tiny pouches that contained seeds. 

“You would lose a lot of your harvest without my gift to you, and your bride would be lonely when you are hunting or gone to war, Lochtaer,” the elleth said smiling.  Her moss green eyes sparkled and she handed the heavy basket she was holding to him.  A deep grumbling sound escaped through the willow twigs.  Lochtaer curiously lifted the lid only a little and instantly the head of a big black and white checkered tomcat emerged, crying bitterly first and, when realizing that he could not squeeze himself out, the cat tried to purr himself to freedom.  But without luck, because Lochtaer closed the basket securely, thanked the elleth for the cat and hugged her farewell. 

And then they left. 

****

“More to the right!  More to the right, Lochtaer!” Cu hollered up to the roof.  Lochtaer was keeling over the roof ridge and tried to fix a young tree that Lóte had cut before the sun had risen.  Decorated with red bands, it was being put up there as a sign of blessing.  The priestess had sprinkled blessed waters on the grounds of the two rooms that the long house featured.  Alagossä was very proud that his daughter would live in such a great building.  Saeldur had carved supportive columns that carried the porch.  The beams ended in carved ram heads to keep bad spirits away. 

Finally the tree was up and Lochtaer would be able to show the house he had built for his wife to be.  Saeldur several times pointed out, when looking at the plans Cu had drawn, that any Noldor prince would be proud to have an architect like him. 

Two days after the ridge tree had been put up, the shelves been fixed to the walls and benches and a table been brought in, a friend of Lochtaer arrived from Hithlum.  What he built inside of the house stunned all elves.  Tauremardo had come with the high king from Valinor and had befriended Lochtaer long ago.  He was a stove builder.

Lóte listened carefully when he explained her how to heat the room with it and how to cook on it and how to bake bread in it.  Her mouth dropped open when he lit the fire and there was no smoke burning in her eyes because it went out through a chimney. 

That night, they put their betrothal rings on while the witnesses watched.  The gifts were exchanged between families and Lóte brought a basket with a rooster, and her sire brought a ram for the sheep.  The elleth held a basket similar to the one Lochtaer had gotten when he left home.  She opened it and pulled a young hound, maybe three months old, out of it. 

“This shall be your companion when you hunt and our guard at night,” Lóte whispered, not able to speak loud.  Her heart was beating probably louder than she spoke.  Lochtaer gratefully took the gift and looking at the big paws of the puppy he recognized that the blood of the valinorian hounds was flowing in the dog’s veins.

“And he shall keep your house free from any pests and warm your feet and heart at night, when I am not around,” Lochtaer carefully lifted the lid of his basket, holding the cat down on his neck, so he would not jump away and flee. 

Once all gifts were given out and Lóte had instantly put them all into the new house, the feast began.  Pigs were roasted and in kettles over the fire roots were cooked.  And the air was filled with the scent of meat and wine, fresh breads and with the songs and laughter of the happy elves.

