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The sun rose over the valley, the night gone by. Slowly the first sparks reached the cave. Glowing red Arien sent her beams out and the paintings on the walls seemed to come alive, danced in the light of the coming morning. The ellon had stopped to speak.

Turgon recognized clean streaks on the face of the ellon next to him. There were the tears had rolled down through the night, his ivory skin came forward again. Memory had seeped from his heart. The sadness had brought him to his knees long ago and Turgon wondered in silence, if there was any chance to see the dark blue eyes of Lochtaer ever sparkling again.

The emptiness of his heart would never be filled until the one he loved returned to him. But who knew for sure if this was ever going to happen. Turgon had not heard of anyone yet to have come back from the halls of waiting and only old lore promised this would relieve the pain of the elves. 

Lochtaer began to rock himself again and his lips trembled. Closing his eyes, the long sandy eye lashes threw dark shadows down on the hollow cheeks. And Turgon gazed over the elf. Slowly he reached his hand out and hesitated suddenly. But then he proceeded and gently wiped a lose strand of golden hair out of the dirt and tear encrusted face. 

Lochtaer did not more. Time was standing still for him. His heart started to race again. For a moment he worried that the touch of the other ellon would burn like fire on his skin, would leave another scar on his sore heart. But the touch felt as if a butterfly had landed on his cheek and he let him brush the hair away. 

Lochtaer stopped rocking and his whole body stiffened. Turgon shifted himself to get closer to the elf. Carefully he rested his hand on the shoulder. He could feel the bones stinging through the ragged clothes. The warmth of his fingers melted tenderly through the once wonderful fabric and on the seam he could recognize the fading shapes of the golden flowers. 

Turgon pulled gently on the bony shoulder to pull Lochtaer carefully a little closer. And the ellon did not fight, there was no resistance, though Turgon was not sure if this came from the broken spirit or because Lochtaer was like an empty shell. Inch by inch he cut the distance between them until he could feel the chilliness of Lochtaer’s body that crawled through the clothes over to his body. 

The elf lord fought against a shiver that tried to shake his body. And then, in a swift moment, he wrapped both of his arms around him and held Lochtaer tight. Locked him in an embrace, letting his own power flow over, fighting back the cold from the broken’hearted ellon. 

Lochtaer did not struggle as Turgon warmth wormed deep inside. Turgon’s jetblack hair fell over the Lochtaer’s shoulders, hiding him under a dark veil, while the warmth of the other elf’s love slowly traveled over to him. Moments that turned into hours as Turgon held him tight. Singing gently to him and rocking the ellon like an elfling, the ellon soothed the pain in Lochtaer’s heart. He still knew that he would not be able to fight against all the demons that were haunting his new companion. Lochtaer would always give all for one kiss of his wife, all he ever had possessed, his life and his soul. 

The sun rose high into the skies an lowered her face again and still the elves sat at the entrance of the cave. Lochtaer stared down into the valley, eyes dry for all the tears were cried and none left to moisten his eyes anymore and Turgon, holding him, rocking him, singing to him and stroking his hair.

Night came and went again. The pale face of the silver moon slowly sank behind the ring of mountains and another day came over the valley of Tumladen. Turgon released his grip. His fingers cupped Lochtaer’s face and turned him gently around. Lochtaer’s body had softened and the warmth returned to his heart, when he felt Turgon’s lips kissing his forehead.

“I am your friend,” Turgon suddenly said, curling a dirty strand of hair between his fingers, “Come, my friend. There is a house builder living in Hithlum, his name is Cu. He is waiting for you to return so he can build a city for me in the valley of Tumladen.”

Lochtaer’s eyes flung open. He stared at Turgon and suddenly leaped to his feet. Fire returned to his eyes, he straightened his back and rose to his full height. His body started to shake. Dust, encrusted mud started to fall from his clothes, from his skin and his hair. And the first sun beams stroke over his skin and for the first time in so many years he felt the warmth of it. And then those sparks were caught in his hair and Turgon though to look at spun gold and the ground to the Lochtaer's feet was not bare rock anymore, small yellow and golden flowers had started to grow and bloom where he had been sitting.

Breathless Turgon exclaimed “Glorfindel! This I will call you. Hair like gold, purest and fairest of all elves that I have ever met! Glorfindel of the Golden Flower.”

Lochtaer narrowed his head and suddenly a spark came to his eyes. Somewhere deep in his heart he heard a voice say “One will come and promise me to follow him. And he will call you Glorfindel”.

Turgon turned and walked into the sunlight and Glorfindel followed him.

The End... came some 500 years later, when Glorfindel died... and golden flowers grew on his grave.


