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There was Eru, the One, who in Arda is called Ilúvatar; and he made first the Ainur, the Holy Ones, that were the offspring of his thought and they were with him before aught else was made. And it came to pass that Ilúvatar called together all the Ainur and declared to them a mighty theme, and said to them, ”I will now that ye make in harmony together a Great Music.” And the music and the echo of the music went out into the Void, and it was not void. 

But into the Music, Melkor wove his own thoughts and discord rose about him, and many that sang nigh him grew despondent, and their music faltered; but some began to attune their music to his rather than to the thought which they had at first.
Ainulindale: The Music of the Ainur, The Silmarillion 

~~~~~~~~~~~~

I sang the Great Music. Filling the void with the themes of Ilúvatar. Weaving harmonies of interchanging melodies with my brothers and sisters.

Long ago that was; so long that not even I can reckon the years.

Then many of my kind were drawn to the false splendor of He Who Is No Longer Named. Oaths we swore; and treacherous gifts we accepted. Binding ourselves to his service. 

It was of our own choice, though we had reason to curse that decision during the long ages of the world. Under his banner, we made war upon the Valar and the Children of Ilúvatar, both the Eldar and the Atani, and upon Arda itself. Rending the very surfaces of the earth and turning all things of beauty hideous and perilous. 

But the Mighty of the Ainur triumphed and cast our master into the Timeless Void, and those few of us who survived fled to the dark roots of the great mountains. 

There we remained. Alone. Apart. Even from one another. Some too proud and others too afraid to bow before the Valar and seek forgiveness from those we had wronged. But always, there remained the longing to rejoin the Music. 

Gorthaur, who had grown to greatness under the tutelage of He Who Is No Longer Named, sought us out and made great promises if we would join with him and make war once again upon the Peoples of Middle Earth. Whether it was fear of the Valar or the lingering hope to one day return to our place in Ilúvatar’s chorus, all but two refused him. 

Instead, we waited and watched from secret places, never doubting that the moment would come that the Valar would come forth and throw Gorthaur down; and still we sought the courage to plead for a hearing and accept their judgement. 

But the world had changed while we had hidden ourselves away from it. The very air and water had changed. It was the time of the Atani. The Eldar were leaving the shores of Middle Earth and passing into the west. It was Men who assailed the Black Gates and defeated Gorthaur, their Enemy. With Men, we had only an evil history. Thus, it seemed that we would continue to dwell in the depths of the mountains until the end of time.

Then, beyond all hope, we began to sense the Music. For so long had it been silent that at first we believed it only the echoes of the past within our spirits. Across the vast spaces of Middle Earth, we spoke of it in the manner of the Maiar. Thoughts flowed from mind to mind and within each of us could be seen the trembling fear that we would be deemed forever unworthy of rejoining our brethren. Yet, the Music grew louder.

Finally, moved by an urge I dared not ignore, I crawled from the depths of the Mountains of Shadow and emerged into the light of Anar for the first time in two ages of the world. And found it glorious. 

In the beginning, our forms were not set, being products of our thoughts. Those of us who are spirits of fire often chose to cast aside the raiment preferred by the others and appear as naked flame. As we sank into the depths of the discord of our master, our shapes had become black and twisted, filled with the heat of hatred, and glowing with the inner fire of malice.  And so they had remained for ages. Yet, as I stood raptly watching the burning orb of Anar rise into the sky, I found to my great amazement that I had regained some small power to alter my appearance. 

With great effort, I caused my form to shrink and cool. Following the path of the sun toward the west, I moved out of the Ephel Dúath and approached the forest. Countless years it had been since I was able to stand within a grove of trees and listen to their voices sing their portion of the Great Music. To watch silently as a flower unfolded its petals and reached its face to the life giving warm of the sun. To touch without destroying the imaginings of Yavanna. For more than a season, I sat unmoving in a meadow. Anar and Isil, whom men have named the Sun and the Moon, shone down upon me while wind and rain swept away the last remnants of discord. 

Finally, I dared to add a single note to the song that surrounded me. Hope soared within me as the note was accepted and taken within the melody of the land. Another season passed as the Music of the stones and the sky and the earth filled me.

As the forest sank into the slumber of winter there appeared before me a vision stained with mournful tears. Great had been the grief of Nienna at the marring of the World and I feared that she had come to berate me for daring to believe that I could be forgiven for my part in its torture. But unlike the tears of my kin, which scald and etch the earth, those falling from the silvery eyes of this Queen of the Valar were meant to heal.

Upon her finger she captured a single tear and to my wonder extended it to me. In a voice as gentle as the night wind, she said, “You have long wandered from us, my brother.”

I could not answer, but hung my head in shame. The droplet fell from her hand onto my own. A sense of coolness, of peacefulness tempered with sorrow, spread upward along my arm, and I dared to lift my head to meet her solemn eyes.

“You have set your feet upon the path to redemption, my brother; but there are tasks you must complete before you may take your place among us once again.”

I nodded dumbly, but within my mind I mourned; for surely there were no tasks that would ever undo the damage I had done. 

Knowing my thoughts, she said gently, “Do not despair. For remember that no theme can be sung that hath not its source in Ilúvatar. I mourn the wounds suffered by Arda; but He has said that all are His instruments and shall be a part of the whole and tributary to its glory.”

There was faint hope to be gleaned from her words, but I clung to it nevertheless. 

My own voice, harsh from disuse, resembled the rumbling of an avalanche of stone and though she had twice named me brother, I did not dare to return the honor. “What are the tasks of which you speak, my lady?” 

“Dwell no more apart from the world. Learn again to sing in harmony. To become one with the chorus of life. Beyond this glade, you will meet those who will help you on your path.” Nienna raised a pale hand and pointed to the west. With a whispered “Until we meet again, my brother,” she vanished.

Long I stood, fearful of taking that first step. The pale rays of Anar appeared and I lifted my face to accept the kiss of her heat. Within me, my spirit leaped in response; and in that instant I lost control over my appearance. My body expanded as the grass beneath my feet began to smolder. The air around me crackled with sudden heat, and I fought to keep from bursting into full flame.  

Though my struggle seemed to last an eternity, it could not have been long for when I could once more focus on the foliage around me, I found it unharmed, save for the blackened grass around my feet. With a start, I became aware that I was not alone. 

On the western edge of the meadow, beneath the heavy branches of a tall pine, a figure now stood. One hand shaded his eyes against the early morning light while his silver hair shimmered with the glow of his spirit. Not only one of the Firstborn, but one whom had once dwelt in the Blessed Realm. From such as he, there was little chance of shielding my true nature.

Then came the second wonder of this new day, for the Eldar did not raise weapon against me, but ducked beneath the branches and stepped into the clearing.

Further dampening my fire, I searched for words of greeting and fought to keep my voice to a low grumble. “Aiya.”

He blinked slowly, then looked down at the hand holding a half filled bottle. I could smell the headiness of wine. 

With the faintest slur, he replied, “Anar kaluva tielyanna.” He peered intently at me and then, again, at the bottle. With a slow smile that asked all who observed it to join in his amusement, the Eldar said, “Forgive me, I fear I have overindulged. For a moment you seemed to be a ….”

Subtly I altered my appearance by shrinking yet again. Blinking twice, the elf lifted the bottle and drained it. Wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, he frowned at me.

“Ah, I see, not the product of wine after all, but a true spirit of flame. It has been long indeed since I met such as you.” 

I bowed my head and saw only the blackened grass at my feet. 

“Though the eyes of your kinswoman blaze more brightly than yours.” The elf’s voice sounded wistful as his attention turned towards the eastern sky.

I also glanced up to where Arien, her spirit gleaming as a naked flame, continued her ancient task of shepherding Anar the Sun. She was never deceived by subtle melodies, but had remained true to Eru and the Valar. 

“Yet,” the elf continued with patient wisdom, “I see that within you still burns the Imperishable Flame.” 

I tilted my head and met his solemn eyes as he asked, “And do you once more hear the Music of Life?”

“Yes.” The word came out as a bare breath of sound, but at that moment the wind stirred the grasses and the song of Yavanna whispered to us both.

As the wind died away, the elf turned and asked, “What is it you desire?”

“I seek to rejoin the Great Music, and have been commanded by the Valar to dwell no more apart. I was told that those who will guide me on my path are beyond this glade.”

The Eldar’s face creased with another slow smile. “We are well met this morning for I may escort you to them. And perhaps, ease your way, if you will allow?” 

“Why? Why would you do this for me? I have…” Words failed, but from my mind came a stream of thoughts that told of my part in the evils of the past. 

Beneath the onslaught, the elf swayed; but then he straightened and repeated, “Within you still burns the Imperishable Flame. Ilúvatar says all are instruments of his wisdom, even those who sought to do harm.” Bowing low, he gestured toward the west. “Will you come with me?”

What other choice had I? Nodding dumbly, I followed as the Eldar retraced his path.

We had not gone far before he glanced over his shoulder. "Can you do something with this?" 

He held out the empty bottle. It indeed served no useful purpose anymore. I took it and let the flame of my hand return it to its original form. Had I done the right thing? Had I harmonized with the music?

An elvish grin answered me. "You and I will get along very well indeed."

***

The sun had not yet reached its zenith when the elf and his new companion reached a wide road and turned to walk northwards along its track.  Ere long a building came within their view, standing beyond a screen of trees.  In time its name would become known afar, but in these days The Inn of the Burping Troll stood newly-risen on the borders of Northern Ithilien. The labor had begun of cleansing Shadow's taint from the Garden of Gondor, and these sturdy walls were among the first works of Man to reclaim the olden borders. 

A brisk thudding of hooves revealed a woman riding towards them, astride a handsome bay mare of Rohan's finest blood.  Yet renowned as Rohirrim horses are for bravery and great hearts, perhaps this one could be forgiven for a violently undignified reaction to a fire demon walking from the greenwood.

The mare's former rider, however, somehow managed to look quite dignified, even as she contemplated her sudden seat upon the ground.

"Celebsul," she said primly, choosing for the moment to ignore the shadowy creature who appeared to be trying to hide behind the silver haired elf, "I presume you have an explanation for this?"

Watching the bay mare speedily exit the vicinity, the now-smoldering fire spirit actually seemed to shrink.  The elf hiccupped gently.

"Forgive us, Sev. I was talking to my companion and neglected to consider your steed."  The woman's eyebrows lowered dangerously and the elf offered his most shining smile.  "He wishes to dwell with us, Mistress Sev.  He is seeking redemption and release from long ages of sorrow, and to find harmony with the Great Music.  Thus it is the Valar have sent him hence to us.  Please, may he stay?"

All of this was rather a lot for a plain-thinking woman of Rohan to absorb, and there was also the matter of her rapidly receding horse.  Perhaps this situation could better be addressed another time.  Preferably when she was sure she had not suffered a blow to the head.

She clasped the long-fingered hand the elf held down and allowed him to draw her to her feet.  "Of course, Celebsul."  Her sweet smile seemed to sheath a layer of steel.

Then as waves of heat rolled off the shadowy figure, - yes, it was beyond doubt smaller now - it actually appeared to hunch like a remorseful child at the elf’s side.  Faced with this obvious hallucination, and the elf's wine-induced serenity, the woman promptly resigned from the business of making sense of the situation.

"You will see to it that he neither singes, incinerates, scorches, emolliates, burns, crisps or otherwise does damage to the inn or the least thing - or person - in it?  Yes?  Good.  Now, if you will excuse me, I must catch my horse."


With great stateliness, and without regard for the dust liberally coating her garb, the woman turned and walked away.  Behind her the once mighty scourge of fire simmered unhappily.

His bass voice rumbled softly as he said, "I fear I have not found the notes for harmony here."

"Fear not, friend."  The elf smiled and swayed slightly as he found his bearings, then led the way along to road towards the inn and the prospects of more wine.  "Every new movement in the Music requires a few bars of … warming up, shall we say.  Come.  You will find welcome here."

Here the lane turned into a wide yard before the inn, and the elf tipped his head to offer his companion a sweet smile. "Do you know we are an inn that utterly lacks a bar tender? Come, friend, I will show you the way."

Thus, with great care for all things flammable and great anxiety lest he miss a single precious note, the spirit of flame once named “Demon of Might” took another step towards home. 

***

Above him, shining with warm satisfaction, Arien looked down from her voyage across the heavens. This once benighted land now glowed beneath Anar's golden splendor, and welcomed all manner of wounded and wandering strays. Here their gathered discordancy was beginning to blend into a wondrous new harmony. Arien listened, delighted, as she saw her brother embraced by the refrain, and she sent out the tidings to all of her kin that one of Ilúvatar's most lost souls had rejoined the Great Music.

THE END

