Chapter Six

It was an idea well know to Saruman the White; Saruman the Black of Heart. The idea of breeding an army. All of the malice, the hatred, the suffering required- Saruman possessed. And the knowledge of the consequences only made his wicked deeds sweeter. With everything then understood- the Uruk-Hai were bred. 

But the land at last was made safe by the toil of many men. With an open wound in the center of its back, the creature browned, stank, and waited to fester. Painful, and unreachable. Uruk-Hai were born of suffering, and now died from it. The only solution could be to ignore the pain. To live as long as possible before coming to terms with the consequences of such a wound. Put your orc-mail on over it. Quick. Before the enemy sees. But in its last gasps of filthy air, the creature saw light. A power beyond their lives had come to them without judgment. There is no trial. There is no alternative. 

The words of his master rang in his burning ears…

‘Do you know where the Uruk-Hai came from? They were once Elves. Taken by the Dark Lord and spoiled… a  ruined and fierce race…’

And into the peace of Marain the soiled creature was taken- through a door his rotted mind had long forgotten. They were once Elves. All of his brethren followed close behind. Bred. Slain. An army of malevolence. A cancer for Marain.. There would be no returning to the souls they had been before the Dark Lord’s work. Just as the ring, the evil done in Mordor could only be unmade with fire and pain equivalent to its making. There would be no peace for the Uruk-Hai. There would be no salvation. There would be no hope. The language of the Uruk-Hai did not even have a word for it. 

…

