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Now this has the form of a
myth, but really signifies a declination of
the bodies moving in the
heavens around earth, and a great
conflagration of things upon
the earth, which recurs after long intervals
Timaeus by Plato 
How thankful I am, Socrates, that I have
arrived at last,
and, like a weary traveller after a long
journey, may be at rest!
And I pray the being who always was of old,
and has now been by me revealed,
to grant that my words may endure in so far
as they have been spoken truly and
acceptably to him;
but if unintentionally I have said anything
wrong, I pray that he will impose upon me a
just retribution,
and the just retribution of him who errs is
that he should
be set right. Wishing, then, to speak truly
in future concerning the generation of the
gods, I pray him to give me knowledge, which
of all medicines is the most perfect and
best.
And now having offered
my prayer I deliver up the argument to
Critias, who is to speak next
according to our agreement.
 
Critias by Plato
Prologue
 
With regard to druids actual course of studies, the main object of all education is, in their opinion, to imbue their scholars with a firm belief in the indestructibility of the human soul, 
which, according to their belief, merely passes at death from one tenement to another; for by such doctrine alone, they say, which robs death of all its terrors, can highest form of human courage be developed.
 
Subsidiary to the teachings of this main principle, they hold various lectures and discussions on astronomy, on the extent and geographical distribution of the globe, on the different branches of natural philosophy, and on many problems connected with religion. 
 
 De Bello Gallico by Julius Caesar 
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 One twinkling starlight shone brighter than ever. Much brighter than all other stars, even Luna's yellowish shine dampened in comparison. The star, that was not a normal star, seemed to twinkle and sparkle and the longer Llewellyn stared at it the brighter and closer it seemed to become. When he looked away or closed eyes for a second, it turned back to normal size and intensity. 
Its normal was much brighter than all other stars though, Llewellyn kept staring at it in amazement wondering how come he never noticed before. Incredible that he watched the night-sky for years never recognising it. Had it always been or was it somehow a new star, a fallen one? 
 
Long-haired end of worlds druids warned about. 
 
Thoughts turned dark, blinking and shrugging off a chill. Shifting head so it rested on father’s other shoulder. Mother looked at him with a secretive smile on her. 
 
«Thats Venus.» 
 
She said nodding towards the brightest star.
LLewellyn turned head to gaze the star again, father slowed pace looking up at Venus. They stood so, in darkness of forest with moonlight bathing the hills, lowlands slanting down towards north and home. A crisp, brilliant display of stars above. 
 
For a while staring in awe at universe together. Llewellyn fastened by belt to fathers back, hoisted up, carried through high snows. He wanted to walk himself, not be carried around like a burden or toddler. When voicing intent to father he got a muttered response, it would take too long. Even older children got carried through high snows when needed, Llew turned to mother and when she chimed in with father discussion was over. Carried home like a little baby, meanwhile lots of fresh powder had fallen during evening and snow was high. Llewellyn quietly to himself a little relieved to be comfortably carried, not having to pulse through last mile from the main throughway. 
 
Fathers back was warm. 
 
Mother was the most beautiful woman in the world, her warm smile made earlier dark thoughts about end of days melt away. 
 
«It is the brightest light in the night-sky, next the Moon herself.»
 
Mother said gently. Llewellyn asked if it was a new star, she answered that she, Venus, was the oldest and wisest of them all. But that she actually was not a star at all. Mothers secretive smile widened. Llewellyn quickly asked what it was, if not a star? 
 
«It, she, is a planet, she is female, second planet. She in her tracks the one who plant seeds, in order for cosmos to appear.»
 
Llewellyn turned to the star again while father curiously watched mother. She rarely spoke of such things yet she knew so much. 
 
«What is a planet?»
 
Llewellyn asked, she mysteriously answered that a planet was a wanderer, a traveller. 
 
She clapped fur-coated hands together and broke spell they were under, soon father ploughed first ahead, mother right behind, homewards bound. Llewellyn kept staring at the mysterious bright light until falling asleep, sleep so deep he did not wake before a long time later, tucked in bed. 
 
When he woke mother and father were sleeping other side the room. Llewellyn got up and went outside without making a sound. He ran barefoot over snow-crust behind the gable, throwing water on pine branches laid on the ground for that purpose. 
 
Looking up he found the star again, it had moved a far distance across sky but continued to shine its golden shimmer, bright as ever. Venus he worded softly, a planet and a she, remembering mother calling her not a star at all. He stood so staring at the planet for a long time wondering what it meant this bright light was a wanderer, a traveller. All stars wandered across the sky, every night. Shivering violently, body suddenly reminded it tree-cracking cold, him barefoot butt-naked. He ran inside quickly tucking himself deep beneath warm-furs and covers, falling back to sleep within seconds. 
 
—————
Mother was wide awake, time to make offerings, time to make cosmos appear. 
—————
 
Llewellyn wakes with a gasp, gripped by nightmare. Dream of a strange, new, ghost coming to take his place, pushing him out the family. He gets up shivering, run across the floor to ma and pa’s bed only to find it empty of mother, father snoring slight, sleeping deep. Llewellyn run outside and see a flickering light up the grove, mothers silhouette performing, she’s making sacrifice. He runs towards her in tears, slips and scrapes knee and elbow on icy-ground.
 
Mother is there in an instant, scooping him up in her warm embrace. She quickly, quietly asks what’s wrong, when he starts stammering out terrifying nightmare her worried eyes scanning surrounding return to him. 
 
A soft warm smile spreads across her face, she kisses his forehead and cheeks, starts schussing him, reassuring everything alright. But a nightmare. He finds some comfort in mothers embrace but darkness and loneliness from dream still linger, the feeling of being pushed out still hurting strong. Stubbornly he continues to tell nightmare over mothers schusses and kisses. Between sobbing and snivelling he gets dream out one word at a time. Mother is listening but also humming a low-tune, cradling him back and forth in her firm embrace. She stops humming towards the end of the dream and when he is done she’s holding him out on outstretched arms. They look each other in the eye.
 
 As Lewellyn starts retelling parts of the nightmare she interrupts. 
 
«This ghost in your dream Lyn, was it boy or girl-ghost?» 
 
	«I never saw her but I knew it was a girl.» 
 
Mother trembles, drawing Llewellyn tighter, she starts breathing heavy, tears rolling down cheeks. Llewellyn has never seen her so and gets scared again but mother reassures him, everything is going to be alright. Actually better than alright, he’s going to have a baby-sister to help take care of soon. She would have a daughter. 
 
Llewellyn swallows perplex, mother laughs a twinkling laughter lifting him higher and they dance in the snow together, him swirling along. Llewellyn giggles with mothers laughter but is still upset and troubled. Mother stops dancing putting him feet back on snow. Wiping own cheeks first she smilingly wipe his tears and explain. The stranger in his dream was his sister, he blinks without understanding.
 
	«But I don't’ have a sister.»
 
«Yes, yet.» 
 
Smiling her most secretive smile. 
 
«I was right done with sacrifice to Venus when you came stumbling out the door little dove. Tonight she is at her brightest on a eight year sky-plain cycle, as it coincided with my lunar cycle, I hoped this right sacrifice would please her majesty Goddess of Love and stop my miscarriages, that I might be blessed with another child.» 
 
Llewellyn knew mother had somehow failed to make more babies because they talked about it. Although he did not understand why she failed, it seemed neither did she. The answer seemed to lie with the gods somehow, sacrificing to them probably right thing to do. 
 
«You did not have a sister before, but you have one now, she visited you tonight and that makes her true and now we know she will come. Oh’ Lyn, you have made me so happy!» 
 
He was not really sure how he felt. Mother was happy and that was great but he could not rid the ominous feeling of being pushed out the family. Mother basically confirmed his dream would come true, she saw worry in his eyes and asked him how he felt, said he could always ask her anything. She would always be there for him. 
 
He asked what her lunar-cycle was, she laughed swooping him up again, carrying him towards cabin. She would tell him about women’s lunar-cycle’s when he got a bit older. But for now she could show him Venus’ cycles’ if liked, he nodded eagerly. Leaning down she drew an encircled pentagram in the snow with her finger. He looked at her confused but felt it futile to ask more questions. Mother hummed a funny song while carrying back inside, song about man in the moon eating and loosing his cheese. 
 
Father woke roused, sitting-up as they entered. Looking worriedly at mother as if he also woke from bad dreams. Her reassuring warm smile melted worries. They all slept rest of night together in the big bed, Llewellyn dreamt only good rest of night, about friends fishing by creek, hunting with father. 
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Epilogue 
 
 
Smarter than the boys.
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