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As usual the winds were harsh and the weather as bad as it could be. Lochtaer’s horse climbed slowly the stiff rising way up to Himring. Ever since his children had been born the ellon tried to avoid leaving the village. Rather he sent the elves he employed as traders to the different Noldor realms. 

He dismounted his horse and walked beside him. Three mules loaded with the finest rolls of fabric trotted bored behind them. The call from Himring that had come was not unexpected for Lochtaer. Actually he had been waiting, wondering how long it would take until the Maedhros and his brothers learned about the butterfly silk. 

Elves did not suffer in the cold weather too much, but those silk tunics and breeches were to be worn only indoors and Fingolfin preferred silken robes over his regular attire when he held his court. The message had been carried by one of his pigeons. The herald of Maedhros himself, Gilgaron the kin slayer, had sent it and ordered Lochtaer personally to the fortress of Himring. 

Sitting behind the table in his house, Lochtaer had been smiling when he had read the little roll of parchment that had been put into a capsule which then had been fixed to the bird’s leg. He knew that his late friend Gilgwaloth had been the twin brother to Maedhros’ herald. And that this was the reason how the sons of Fëanor had learned about butterfly silk.

He could see the first rings of the protective walls already. There were seven as Lochtaer had learned. The fortress was masterpiece and would be hard to take, if ever Morgoth would get out of his monstrous housing again. Lochtaer nodded to the first guards that he saw standing next to the giant gates that let him enter to the first ring. 

Gilgwaloth, who long had been slain now, had shown Lochtaer several maps of Himring on one of his visits to Hithlum. The fortress stood on a hill and a village had grown around it. The main building was protected by high stone wall which were castellated. The walls were so broad that even catapults could be rolled around on them and horse riders were patrolling constantly. 

Lochtaer looked up at the great castle in awe. Hithlum was a large royal building, but archaic compared to what the oldest son of Fëanor had built. He wished his brother Cu was with him and saw this masterpiece of architecture. While the high king of the Noldor himself lived in a large castle himself, it seemed rather playful and sweet compared to this bombastic and hectoring fortress. 

Several times he had to explain himself until he reached the last ring of walls and the drawbridge that led to the fortress. Each time he pulled a tiny gem out of his pocket and showed it to the guards. 

Gilgaron, the kin slayer, had sent this gem with the birds and whoever possessed one of those dark green stones could enter the fortress without being further questioned. 

He pulled the horse and the mules on the reins over the bridge and led them into a courtyard. Obviously his arrival was not a surprise and ellith of all sizes and ages sprung from all possible directions at him, instantly loading many questions over him. And one or the other admired him instantly because of his beauty and his wavy golden hair. But one look at his eyes told every unwed elleth that his heart long had been given away. Fingers stroke over his green mantle - exact that green that he had seen on the guards in his village so many years ago.

An ellon addressed him and Lochtaer was helped to unload his pack animals. Then he followed the other elf into one of the buildings, while the horse and the mules were taken care off. A swarm of elliths followed them into the halls.

****

He took another big bite from piece of roasted oxen meat. It was delicious. Lochtaer had not often eaten beef in his life, because his kinsmen did not raise cattle. Deep inside of his head an idea was forming already again, but he wanted to wait until he was back home in Beleriand. Then he would take council with Lóte about raising cattle for meat. He would not make big decisions without her. She was not only the love of his life, his bonded mate, the mother of his children, and the one he could not imagine to live without. Lóte was also his business partner, his first adviser, his scribe and often his boss. 

The elves were feasting and Lochtaer knew he would leave the next day very early in the morning. He had spent more than a month in Himring and it would take him several more months until he would finally step through the door to his house. And Lóte would be standing there, holding the hands of their two little children and she would grab them around their waists and run to him. And he, Lochtaer, would leap through the room and embrace the three ellith. 

An elleth, whose fragile frame reminded Lochtaer on his wife, even she her hair was black like the shiny feathers of a raven and Lóte’s was light like the starlight, filled his drink horn again. He smiled at her thanking and poured the wine down his throat. He dipped some more bread into the gravy and was about to push it into his mouth.

The doors broke open. Screaming and crying was heard. Elves flooded the hall. Maedhros, the one handed elf lord, jumped from his seat, recognizing his brother Maglor as one of the blood encrusted, dirty intruders. 

“War is upon us. Angband has broken lose. They are marching up to you. I lost all my horsemen they were burnt to death in front of my eyes. Maedhros do not linger any longer! To arms!” Maglor screamed his voice coarse and raw already, probably from the fighting and screaming orders in the last hours.

And without thinking, every elf, male or female grabbed what ever could be used as a weapon. Lochtaer ran to the chambers that had been appointed to him to get his sword. He had left it there because within the halls it was not appropriate to walk fully armed. 

Terror clenched like a fist his heart, when he raced over the courtyard, injured and dead were already being carried in and smoke filled the air. The skies had turned red and black and in the distance he could see that even the mountains were burning. Or were they releasing fire and ash into the skies?

He grabbed the next horse and rode behind Gilgaron out to fight against the dark powers once again. The air was filled with the stench of blood, sweat and the contents of bowels that had emptied in the moment of death. Inevitability was written all over the faces of the elves that tried to flee into the fortress. Elf women dragging their children by their clothes behind the walls. An elleth carried a bundle in her hands, blood dripping down from it, and the look on her eyes only spoke of mayhem. Lochtaer had no time to speak a prayer to Eru to help him.

****

His green mantle was torn, his golden hair soaked with blood of friend and foe was glued to his dirty face. His throat sore from the battle cries. Lochtaer lowered himself to the dirty ground in front of the fire he shared with some other warriors. 

“I never have seen such wrath, so much hate,” he quietly said, more to himself than to others around him and his dark red veined eyes stared into the flames. Maedhros handed him a goat skin with fresh water and gratefully Lochtaer took it and tried to rinse the iron taste of blood in his mouth away. 

Himring still stood but Maglor’s realm was lost and so were some of the brothers. Deep grief was lying over the fortress.

“If you do not mind, I wish to leave tomorrow morning early,” Lochtaer whispered, still staring straight into the flames. Maedhros nodded. 

“Leave as soon as you want. I am not holding you back Lochtaer. You fought brave as if you were under my banner. My troupes…” The elf lord answered but was interrupted. An ellon broke the silence, falling off his horse.

The elves jumped to his side to help him and pulled him closer to the fire.

“Lochtaer? Lochtaer, is he still here? Is he alive?” the ellon screamed madness in the one eye he had left. Where the other one must have been just days ago, only a deep dark, bloody hole stared at the elves.

“Aye I am here,” Lochtaer said, kneeling down in front of the exhausted young elf. A craw was screeching somewhere, breaking the awkward silence that grew around the fire. 

“I bring message…” the young elf could barely speak, blood dripped from the side of his mouth and the elves around him cut open his torn tunic to make breathing easier for him. “…I bring message from Cu… I shall find you… the village…”

Lochtaer leaped to his feet and panic widened his eyes, his face paled and he was bright awake again. He grabbed the ellon and screamed “What is with the village. Speak!”

“The orcs… came at night… burnt…” he coughed and a hissing sound escaped his chest, “…they slew all… all… all.”

Lochtaer tried really heard to keep himself calm to find out what had happened, but everything inside of him screamed at the young ellon “What means all?” He insisted terribly calm.

“The lady fought, tried to get the children to safety… they said it was terrible…”

Lochtaer sank down in his knees to the ground as the young ellon fought for breathe and made hard efforts to report all that had happened. 

“They held her, the lady. And the orcs took little Alcarcalimä and smashed her against the wall… again… and… again. And then they grabbed Glorfiniel and hew her to pieces and the lady had to watch… and then they dragged the lady Lóte into the house and they all… several times,” the ellon’s voice broke, he could not speak anymore.

Lochtaer quietly asked his eyes big and round “What is with Lóte. Say, where is she?” He had turned white as the snow on the mountains in winter. 

“Master, they… have… afterwards… they rammed one of their swords between her thighs… and…” What ever the young ellon had wanted to say was lost in a terrible bloody cough and the young elf died in front of Lochtaer’s.

Maedhros and the elves that had been around the fire gazed shocked from the dead elf to their guest. Incapable to say anything Lochtaer sank down more, slowly began to rock his body as if an unheard melody was sang in his head. His eyes were closed, his lips trembled. 

Clenching his fists he crossed them over his chest. Suddenly he stopped moving and stared at Maedhros awkwardly. He took the dagger the young elf had held in his hand and tore his tunic from his body. Slowly without speaking a word, he took his own golden braid and cut it off just behind his ear. And then without showing any sign of pain, he held the blade over his own chest cutting deep into his skin. His smeared the blood all over his face. 

And inside his head, pictures had manifested themselves about the terrible moment the young elf had described. And he saw his children, how they played, he saw the spark in his wife’s eyes. He felt the little arms of Alcarcalimä how they wrapped themselves around his neck at night when she had crawled into his bed. And he smelled the sweet scent of Glorfiniel’s golden hair.  Now all was gone, extinguished like a fire. And Lochtaer smiled in madness.

Slowly he stood up and turned away from the fire. He walked out of the hall and into the darkness of the night. And he did not stop, he strode through plains and forests.  He climbed up mountains and he tumbled down on the other side. His light footwear fell off. He only stopped when he was thirsty and drank from a spring or to grab a few grains and chewed them, just to keep him going.

Lochtaer walked and fell, he crawled and kneeled and he hummed a melody the whole time or spoke to himself. Wind and weather ignoring he marched on and under a rock he found a river that led into the mountain and he stomped through the water and entered a valley and climbed up a mountain and crawled into a cave and started to cry. He cried until no more tears would fall down his cheeks to travel down to his scarred chest. And he started to paint the walls of the cave and spoke no more. But in his dreams all was good and he was with the ones he loved.
