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Prologue
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How many planets are visible from terra-Gaia without telescope? 
Usual answer is five, 
Mercury, Venus, Mars, Jupiter and Saturn. 
 
But in reality one can glimpse the sixth planet Uranus sometimes, you have to know exactly where to look.￼[image: Line Line]
 
 
 
 The	   generation 	gods
 
 
Numbers are thoughts
 
 
 
Ouranus is about 1.771.000.000 miles from Earth, taking planet 84,4 years to orbit sun. As an accomplished astronomer, druid Hanover was quick to realise what he found  was not a star, it appeared in telescope as a glowing disc, opposed to a twinkling speck of light. 
 
A new comet then, because of its movement. 
 
A comet following nearly circular orbit beyond Saturn.
 
Then came Neptune seven times dimmer than Ouranus. 
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————————
Bardai stomped her feet along the beat, middle of a cheery chorus, most patrons stomping along, mouthing words. Most everyone in common-room following her dance. Fiery red long hair, held up by bronze-rings clicking along rhythmically to wild dance, similar patterned bronze-scales along arms, down some fingers, eye-shadow bronze-coloured too. 
 
She plucked string instrument at a loud D-dur, one beat room got almost silent, everyone taking deep breath then chorus began again.
 
“Beautiful grasslands of Norne!
Beautiful river of Thorne!
Our home this;
Home’this;
						 The Balder halls!!” 
 
Woman’s high-pitched voice echoed out over patrons jeering applauding, cheering patriotic songs always went down well late eve’. Llew knew melody with different lyrics from half a dozen regions. 
 
Bardai’s red hair framed a pretty maidens kisser, mature streaks going up at the eyes meant more laughter than tears to her, dark-brown face strikingly beautiful in deep-green dress that covered as much as it hinted.
 
 Somebody tapped Llew on left shoulder, startled by how encaptionating Bardai’s spell was, turning into Mac holding finger to cheek. Mac loved childish tricks when Llew dropped attention, usually around beautiful women.
——————
On stage she flourished a bow brazen, hungry like a man, then quick ironic curtsy to the sidelines, short pause to water and ale, patrons shouting for more and ale and wine. 
 
Next song began soft high, sung beautiful, a light fluttering flight, pitch to pitch, word by winged word saga opened up, began. 
 
“”A girl gone missing, come-back stronger from adventure, magic-spells, world at war, great war in her marriage ending in a truce. 
Lived happily ever after, having many babies with husband Tueda Aírgetlam, first king of Tuatha de Danann.””
 
Mac was keeping a long-winded low-murmured conversation with tavern master that Llew could hear nothing of, LLew’s last command was to ‘keep watch.’. Performance on stage continued, Mac had said they were looking for someone, not specifying who. 
 
Strofs’ ran out into eternity, Mac was done turning to Llew who looked forward to getting seated, having ale. 
 
Come! 
 
Mac said soft and they left.
 
Leading three horses out northeastern gate, LLew turned at ridge looking back sullen at glowing soft yellow, high brawl and laughter still carried. They kept on through the night, Mac solemn, clearly not wanting to chatter as Llew tried, so they walked mostly silent. Except when Mac pointed him out fauna in the moonlight, like he had to so often before. 
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They ‘arrived' at a small hamlet an hour before sunrise, Mac told stable-boy on fire-watch to wake stable-master. Soon a scrawny little man came out in a hustle, whispering few words with Mac, then scrawny went to wake chubby hamlet-master. Mac let them all know he was buying scrawny stable-thræll’s contract, Mac offered common housetræls fee to a surprised, very submissive, much bowing hamlet-master still in his nightcap. 
 
LLew, Mac and scrawny then rode to small shire Waledé, close the village Gregovia. Træl they picked up basically hadn’t said a word except answering in short grunts when Mac asked him something. Llew studied træl from the side, looking at shire-buildings with interest but not in a trolls come-to-life kinda-way, not his first time in a shire. 
 
LLew had tried figuring out what the man was, why they to all extent and purposes had ‘kidnapped’ him. Except for keeping silent and been to a shire before, man seemed a very ordinary, probably quite capable stable-træl. 
 
They left mystery man at the grove, LLew nodded him goodbye without getting so much as a glance back. Mac said something in a strange Suebi-family language to which man nodded back hesitant once. 
 
Mac and LLew rode for surreal regio-capital Catavium, Llew asked Mac on the thirty mile ride, why? Who was the man and why? Mac answered he was fluent in šuttraa, a specific kind of Goth, explaining nothing.
 

Great Fylking Horde
Dragon reborn
Barons keep at Catavium.
 
	«Hello Master druid.» 
 
Little child said cute and a bit shy, one hand swinging softly side to side, other clutching teddybear. She seemed to size MacCoulloch up, what sort of person was he, how to address a semi-mythical being.
 
«Well hello there little girl.» 
 
Mac answered leaning down-chair a bit.
 
She continued on, now more certain, old-man was just a man after all like a Baron or King, not a figure from saga come to life.
 
	«Mom told me you want to know if someone sees a shooting star…» 
 
 She wrinkled her nose. 
 
	«…I saw one!» 
 
MacCoulloch leaned in even more, deadpan, saying solemn.
 
«Good, then tell me.» 
 
Girl swallowed nodding, looking up to her left cocking head down right, eyes half closed. 
 
	«It was late last night, I was walking home with pa’ from Hamlet, it was really, really bright and clear and da’ saw it too. It flew across the whole lake.»  
 
MacCoulloch nodded serious leaning back. 
 
«Was it bright in colour, did it leave a white streak across the sky?» 
 
Girl nodded vigorously, it was clear she remembered it bright. 
 
	«Blue-white!» 
 
«That is a beautiful sight.» 
 
MacCoulloch smiled looking up, remembering a vision like that, then looked back to girl. 
 
«That was nice of you to tell me, if you ever see anything more colourful than that, you let me or my brothers know. But shooting stars, which you saw last night we can handle ourselves. Did you remember to make a wish?» 
 
He smiled at her and she smiled back nodding vigorously, Ròbert her stupid brother, who called her stupid to disturb a Druid over shooting-stars, was wrong, it had been right to tell now she knew. 
 
She ran back to the other children sitting a nook to fire-hearth queen-side, they all, even older ones eagerly leaned in listening to her first degree encounter, big eyes glistening to story. 
 
Llewellyn looked over from children to the Kingstable, Jarl was so drunk he constantly kept jamming fist in the table while overvocalizing syllables into shouts. Men around him seemed to fall asleep in-between jams. Highborn women on the right were as drunk and loud as their men, staring each-other down behind pleasantries and high-pitched laughs. 
 
A lot of not watered-down wine had been served. 
 
MacCoulloch sat mostly silent and Fàther Pierto kept silent as well. It was like a storm in the room and Llewellyn, MacCoulloch and Pierto the still centre. Aristocracy in Gergoviana somewhat used to druids attending feast-days, usually druids were as placent and docile as Fàthers. Usually at this hour they made an excuse to go bedside earlier than custom would have it, usually. 
 
MacCoulloch rose and stood watching the room, nobody took notice of him. He grabbed back of the chair and slammed its four feet on the floor with a few loud bangs, cleared throat into stunned silence. 
 
	«We have work to do. I intend to see planning begin tonight, rid of women and children. Go bucket heads in cold-water. Back here in half an hour. I leave before first light, every sworn soldier not with me hangs for treason in the dark, lowborn as high.»  
———————————
Back at Waledé, four hours sleep later, a ranger Llew never met before woke him from deep, he sat up wide-awake, a bit shaken by the strange face. Ranger informed Llew his master was in assembly by the courtyard, requesting Llew’s presence. 
 
Sun was not yet visible on horizon but dawning as Llewellyn harried down the square. Moon hung low-yellow, Llewellyn guessed it half an hour before soft-gong white of dawn. Shire still sleeping, except kitchens were young, white-apron clad men were preparing meals of the day, sweet smell of freshly baked bread spread strong from the upside-down bread-baking beehives. Five rangers sat the courtyard fireplace next a otherwise empty field. 
 
Mac stood close the canteen talking to two druids with their backs towards Llew as he hasted across. Body-language serious tone sober, in faint light he still recognised he never met druids before. He knew from experience that did not mean the opposite. 
 
One young maybe only forty, chiseled jaw, high eyebrows. Other druid old, ancient-looking, like a gnarly old tree-root. Llew guessed him far above a hundred, wrinkly hunchback leaning both hands on double support shillelagh. 
 
Younger druid was talking fast, ancient one and MacCulloch listening silent. Llewellyn joined, stopping two steps behind, one step to the left of Mac who did not turn at Llew’s approach on gravel. Old gnarly Druid sought Llew’s gaze, held it for a while before bowing hunchback deep. Llewellyn bowed back in equal respect, then same with younger druid who barely stopped reciting reconnoissance report, nodding quick head at Llew’s direction between words.
 
	«… Numbers confirmed by our rangers, not only soldiers, indicating…» 
 
MacCoulloch interrupted. 
 
«…So it is true then? The Hord has assembled in our lifetime, that has not…» 
 
 Looking into future or far past, younger druid waited with patience, MacCoulloch exclaimed a touch incredulously. 
 
«… Happened in a thousand circles of sun… Othin has a chosen one?» 
 
	«It is… » 
 
Younger paused, blinking a few times before continuing, as if never interrupted. 
 
«…Them deep in Altra-Ionica woods, moving south across Rubiana…» 
 
Young druid looked a bit anxious to get on with reporting, if a druid could ever be anxious. 
 
«…Rangers have more than 15.000 soldiers in the western column, perhaps another 10.000 east. They’ve spread out and keep sending troops back and forth between columns, making it hard to get a proper count. They pillage to ground villages that come in the way. Not many cats, dogs or old folk survive raiding.
 
 Something of a new strategy this, constant movement behind front columns back and forth, they may be hiding or exaggerating their true strength.» 
 
Young druid stopped, to silently allow for questions with pause, Mac was interested in back and forth movements of troops, why? Constantly keeping thousands of troops on daylong marches between columns but younger had no apparent reason. 
 
Pushing ahead in two thick spears, sharp tip with auxiliary riders, broad-blade of soldiers panning out behind as shield, in-between crushed, even using dogs to find those hiding one days march around. Behind columns wikingrs drank and raccoused marching between. 
 
MacCoulloch asked for specifics and got vague answers. 
 
«Even our best rangers can’t get close enough to get a clear picture. It is actually quite novel…» 
 
	«…Fit enough for a king of gods.» 
 
MacCoulloch breathed out as younger druid frowned before continuing. 
 
«Eh, yes, they crossed Elbe at dawn yesterday. Germanic High-king and Darren are assembling sizeable forces in Grevaria, their recon’ tracking Horde as ours.» 
 
Young Druid paused again, severity of what was being reported hit Llewellyn, younger continued. 
 
«Germanics have well above 100.000 men gathered already, much more coming in soon, camped at Rhesbourg, southside river Rhøne. Intel suggest they will refrain from attacking Horde first. Unless it turns due east, then they eventually have to deal with it.» 
 
	«It?» 
 
 MacCoulloch asked with a smirk. 
 
«…Yes. We also know Aesolios and Darren are planning to invade heartlands, in wake of the horde. Taking advantage of any temporary weakness. All clans in periphery eying equal opportunities, quickly turning into a similar debacle as last…» 
 
Younger druid stopped talking as old one took a deep loud breath, as if about to say something.
 
 MacCoulloch and colleague held silent. They stood so for quite a while, old man seemed to collect thoughts and breath. Then coughed soft, cleared throat and spoke with surprising clarity. 
 
«MacCoulloch, by first circle of gardening, orders are as follow. Establish contact with wildling high-priest, find out Hordes true intention. Declare with statue of certainty we will not tolerate their presence on Gaelic heartlands and quagmire.»  
 
«Yes, Highdruid.» 
 
MacCoulloch answered then quickly recited order back word by word. Ancient man turned to younger and stood silent again. Leaves rustled the courtyard, swirling a dance around Llew’s feet, old man peered at Llew as if he had answers. Llew had none only softly smiling back, gnarly man turned to younger druid. 
 
«Roa’Roald is gathering a force of four regiments at lower Arevium. Orders are to hold the valley, ready to move north with speed, hit enemy from the east or flank support, if advisory force engage as battle entangles main. Scout Seine-Rhein valley, maintain daily reporting with Daeviticus. Gardening orders you Gnevideaea to assume first advisory role to King Gretafix high-command, to co-ordinate Favian strategy with Daeviticus, acting councillor to Roa’. Hord will not be allowed to cross the Seine, furthermore co-ordinate Favian with Beva.»  
 
«Yes Highdruid, I assume advisory to Gretafix. Hold steady, scout Rhein-Seine valley, daily contacts to Daeviticus high command, prepare enemy engagement from east as if needed.» 
 
«Yes.» 
 
Old man said simply then slowly turned towards horizon. 
 
«Do you have any questions or wish to speak?» 
 
Both men stood silent, then shaking heads slow. Old man wished them good luck, looking Llew straight in the eye while he did and left. Ever so slowly turning and walking away supported by Shillelagh. Two rangers rose from fireplace and walked cross field, quickly catching up with oldy, Mac was having last words with younger druid who laid a hand to Mac’s shoulder then left.
 
 One of the rangers, Llew recognised as the one waking him earlier stood rigid attention to gnarly druid speaking few words, both rangers bowed fingers to heart and jogged to MacCoulloch. 
 
Older ranger bowed first, holding right hand, index- and long-finger over heart. 
 
«Druid MacCoulloch, I’m Fealix, this is Dowser. Highdruid Bower relinquished us to your command, my life is yours.»  
 
« .. Life is yours.» 
 
Younger ranger chimed in bowing two fingers to heart. MacCulloch inspected both men, they stood straight staring ahead.
 
«Good.» 
 
 Was all MacCoulloch finally answered, turning to Llew voice seemed distant, eyes in a past.  
 
«Gather m-93 field-equipment, time for questions later, first we move with haste.» 
 
 MacCoulloch then commanded younger ranger, straightening even more if that was possible. 
 
«Ranger Dowser saddle us four and a runner. Ranger Fealix, as oldest and wisest you get most important task, gather five days field provision.» 
 
 He made a circling motion.  
 
«We meet here as soon as ready.»  
 
Snapping fingers 
 
«Move!» 
 
Not many beats later all four sat saddles, before breaking out MacCoulloch held a short speech to the three listeners and five horses, low voice booming. 
 
«We travel north, connecting with main force at Seine, great haste. Our task is to stop Wikingr-horde before they cross the river. Any questions?»   
 
Mac asked last rhetorical and started turning towards gate.
 
Younger warder moved as if to ask something but older compadre made a small sharp head-jerk, younger snapped back straightening, shaking head. MacCoulloch looked to the man, fastening eyes of steel in him. 
 
«Well youngling, you have something or not?» 
 
 He danced horse around to face him proper. 
 
«Something important enough to hinder our speedy departure? Out with it man.»  
 
	«Well… Sounds good and all, with clear orders I mean. Task is to stop fylking horde right, do we get any re-inforcements or is it the three of us and you, sir?» 
 
 Llewellyn couldn’t figure out if the boy, ten years his younger was stupid or making a joke but liked him already. MacCoulloch held rangers gaze and Dowser quickly looked away with a barely noticeable grin, a joke on the first meeting. Llew smiled behind cupped hand as Mac answered.
 
«As I said. Orders are we connect with forces, so yeah full heartland mobilised army, directly lead by circle of gardening. Now, so that we understand each other better, I dont take light to foolish jokes that waste my precious time. Funny jokes I allow but in the future you may ask ranger Fealix if your joke is funny enough, or not. Chance are were dead within the week but don’t force me to let you go earlier.»  
 
 They sat for a while, feeling time gliding. 
 
	«Yes sir, sorry master druid, just that what you said sounded so absurd, scary and amazing. I felt the need to make a joke, si…»  
 
«…I must believe you can hold your own in this, or I will drop you like an anchor without line. Tell me another bad joke after I said haste and off with you.»  
 
	«I will choose better timing for my next joke, sir.» 
 
 Dowser looked down, MacCoulloch turned horse snorting. Four men galloped out the north-gate, Llewellyn leaned forward feeling familiar rolling waves of muscle galloping underneath, whispering to beast, enjoying thrill of a moonlit ride into adventure. Glancing back at the young ranger riding vanguard, seeing him look back, wondering dark-brown eyes. 
 
Coalescing Horde 
Hyksos invaded Egypt, Immoturks the Serice. 
 
Coalescing hordes of barbarians coming together under leadership of one always the greatest threat to a civilised world.
 
Grave
They rode through the morning and at midday got off running along horses four hours, before riding long into next night.
 
Speech during sprint was refrained to decisions about watering horses or when to sleep. Rangers did not comment or complain on tempo, Llew excited to be on adventure. Although Mac’s earlier comment still tinged, it wasn’t like him to throw exaggerated threats around to make a point. He quite clearly said he expected them to be dead within a week. 
 
On fifth days morning, road was camped to either side by tents, they slowed to a canter through an army camp that kept going and going. Llewellyn dropped pace coming next to Dowser. 
 
«You did well back at introductions kid, he..» 
 
Llewellyn nodded to the back of MacCoulloch’s hood, definitely out of ear-shot. 
 
«…Needs to be reminded there’s laughter in life, I thought it nice you tried brighten the mood, bloody-light man. Oŧhin,  gog- megog and hordes from sagas come to life, I’m Llewellyn by the way.»  
 
 He wanted to connect well with this ranger, thing he missed most from a normal life was hanging out with friends. With Gaw gone for another year at ‘management course’, with Llew’s fellow students all flown out the nest, them anyways so thoroughly indoctrinated. If they had a moment to hang out, it was spent discussing derivatives or spirals and always politics. 
 
Never wanting to do mischief or illegal, like they were all about those first rebellious years, he guessed himself well indoctrinated as well. 
 
Ranger looked at him a long time, just as Llewellyn thought he would continue on the bonding theme, nice to meet you, common enemy, riding up front. He spoke back. 
 
	«If you ever call me kid again, I’ll rip off your head and shit down your throat halfling.» 
 
—————-
 
 Tents were spread out, soldiers around fireplace, playing dice, gathering wood, most sleeping under sun, heads resting against outside canvas. Llewellyn had never seen so many soldiers in one place before. Then more tents, taking them almost whole morning to ride through, encampment for 100.000+ soldiers. 
 
MacCoulloch somehow knew were to ride, seemingly at random took off dirt road without asking anyone for advice. Sun had risen to its highest as they rode into High-Command. Rangers dismounted, staying behind to tend horses. 
 
MacCoulloch walked straight for the large open tent-canvas next command-post, Llewellyn followed three steps behind. Druid Roa’Roald sat in the shadows to the right discussing with a knee-standing soldier. King and his generals stood middle-opening, around a large raised sandbox. 
 
King Daeviticu’s gaze followed MacCoulloch and Llewellyn as they entered and MacCoulloch nodded head towards King who tilted head slight back. MacCoulloch went over to Roa’ who quickly ended with the soldier by a dismissing hand-wave. 
 
Druid sought Llewellyn’s gaze and bowed head, Llewellyn bowed back slowly, feeling kings gaze upon him. Roa’ an old man with tired body and lively eyes, Maccoulloch leaned in on one knee, keeping a short whispered dialogue.
 
 Soon druids nodded in agreement, Mac rose and went to stand mid opening, opposite the king surrounded by generals. Murmured discussion quieted, all looking to MacCoulloch, some peering at Llew. 
 
«King Daeviticus, I am MacCoulloch, we have eyes on the enemy, yes?» 
 
He bowed head slight to King bowing equal back. 
 
	«Druid MacCoulloch we do indeed, western column standing valley below, enemy's eastern column camped around Dillingen, a small German village they pillaged this morning, other side the Rhine.»  
 
MacCoulloch squeezed eyes shut but kept voice level. 
 
«In valley below? Have they crossed Seine?» 
 
 King held on the answer, then chuckled. 
 
	«Well, they’re bathing.»   
 
«I see.» 
 
 MacCoulloch answered equally cryptic, standing silent. King stood so holding his gaze, they measured each other on scales. After a long pause king continued in a different tone. 
 
	«We are here…» 
 
 He pointed south-side river valley in the sandbox. 
 
	«… Bulk of army gathered south-side, eighteen regiments now under my command. I keep 40.000 on standby order north side the valley, ready to contest a crossing should the norsemen try. Early this morning our mounted regiment crossed river-wading here… We now have riders ready other-side to follow or harass the pirates, if they decide to move.» 
 
Pointing at sandbox again.
 
	«…According to latest messengers, ours are holding ready and in place behind hills here…»  
 
Thick warrior finger drove into sand behind mountainous pinecones to massive gold signet-ring.
 
	«…To harass enemy north-side should we choose to cross.» 
 
 Touching light where river of thick blue yarn ran between forces.  
 
	«It be shallow enough mostly, soldiers won’t loose their footing much, with mounted regiment already across, with our numbers, I feel confident to cross and take fight to them, end them here… 
 
…Should we choose to do so?» 
 
 He added last bit as an afterthought and looked up from terrain to MacCoulloch who answered.
 
«What else?» 
 
	«Messengers streaming in from Suebi- Ubii- and Treverii-tribes speak of total devastation and destruction. Every villager not evacuating in time dead. Same story from spies on Germanic side. We must deal with them now, before they can do even more damage.» 
 
 Last not asked as question but commanded as law by king. MacCoulloch merely glanced at him, then around at the stony generals, some held his gaze, most looked away. 
 
«Do we have an estimate size of this Hord?» 
 
 MacCoulloch asked, one of the senior generals standing next the king, who'd held gaze without falter answered. 
 
	«Druid MacCoulloch, we have clear visual on a couple-hundred tents only. Their sentries fire poisonous arrows if scouts try approach, so far no-one come back alive has got close enough to count but when they descended Argasso mountain my best scouts reported over 20.000 soldiers here, perhaps 14.000 in eastern.»  
 
MacCoulloch looked to the King then back to the general.
 
«And what is keeping them, from crossing Seine, General?» 
 
	«20.000 of our kings-guard, sir! Reinforcements available within the hour.»  
 
«And you said wildlings are bathing?»  
 
MacCoulloch directed question back at king who grimaced. 
 
	«Yeah… They seem certain we wont strike first, inviting us to do so, leaving shields by tents, going down in droves of thousands to swim. Taunting our side on standby order, our archers on strict orders to hold fire, while they fire at anything within shooting distance.
 
We are ready to roll down like thunder over these fools and shut them up… If you order us to do so.»  
 
MacCoulloch held the room for a while, this was an unusual arrangement, something none of them had experienced before. A king never asked for orders but exceptional privilege had been invoked, making druids not kings commanders of this army. Mac was still waiting or looking for something before answering. 
 
«What else?»
 
 Nobody stirred or said anything, MacCoulloch spoke. 
 
«My orders are to establish contact with High-priest accompanying the Hord. Our forces are not to engage, unless enemy provoke us to do so. For the moment we will only be provoked if they try cross to enter Gaulic heartlands. Your orders for now, is to not let them. As you are probably aware, there is a Germanic 100k+ soldiers shadowing. This is now a three-part battle and as for the moment our adversaries seem to have found us a common enemy…» 
 
Lewellyn shrugged as he had thought exact phrase, common enemy, about MacCoulloch earlier this morning.
 
«…We will hold this side the Rhine by all force necessary but will not engage or try cross first. Recall your mounted regiment and leave a strong-hold both sides the river at that crossing. 
 
Have you understood my orders High-King Daeviticus?»  
 
King nodded slowly at first but knew how druids wanted the answer, even from kings grinding teeth he answered. 
 
	«I am to defend this side the Rhine with all measure but not try to cross or engage. I am to recall the regiment of horse and establish a stronghold by the crossing.» 
 
 MacCoulloch nodded but said. 
 
«No, not try to cross, just don’t cross. Is there anything else?» 
 
 MacCoulloch leaned a bit back from table, raising attention from sandbox, men stood silent then King asked. 
 
	«How will you establish contact with their highpriest? They fire arrows before you come into shouting distance.» 
 
«I will wade across and go find him, anything else?»  
 
A younger general cleared throat and asked if reinforcements were gathering as planned, what their orders were. Mac nodded encouragingly once towards man.
 
«They are moving north to reinforce our position immediate in case of need. Any further questions?
 …
No. Then I leave. I will take four messengers and first translator from Command-post and establish a base inside enemy-encampment.»  
 
MacCoulloch turned walking out, Llewellyn followed, ranger Fealix approached them leaving the tent and MacCoulloch gave short order-barrage. Where to gather, what to bring, warders growled at being ordered to leave all weapons behind. Soon party of MacCoulloch, Lewellyn, Dowser, Fealix, four scared messengers and the tawny stableman they picked up a week ago left north, walking through final tents of encampment across the ridge.
 
 South-side the valley sat largest army-formation Llew had seen in one, forty thousand men spread out on a two-mile wide line. Army was at ease, a few sentries of archers stood guard, constantly watching other side, rest of the soldiers sat in groups playing dice, eating dried meet, sleeping, doing what soldiers do when they wait. Down the river hundreds of long haired, long-bearded blond men swam, splashing water like small boys playing. Shouting taunts, showing bare-butts and genitals to the massive Gaulic army. 
 
Lime-washed blond hair, taller and stronger than normal, ferocious Gauls the Norse.
 
MacCoulloch took a black flag of skin with three triangles overlaid in white paint. Attaching flag to a stick he gave it to Llew to hold high, they started their ascent towards river. As their party detached from the main body of army, wildlings other side started following. Apparently flag in Llewellyn’s hand worked, as none reached for bow, instead norsemen continued invigorated boyish behaviour. 
 
«Stay close.» 
 
 MacCoulloch said unnecessarily but raising voice, so all in the nervous little group could hear. MacCoulloch went into river first, soon all were wading, at deepest they had to swim. Llewellyn holding flag high in one hand against MacCoullochs floating field-equipment box, other pushing water, with sandals it was hard work getting forward in current. Dowser swam to him and together they pushed water resistant chest across deepest part. Landing otherside, midst of Wikingr soldiers, norsemen had gathered in a circle around the wet troop. 
 
Messengers shivered and covered behind MacCoulloch for magic druid protection, the rangers stood to either side of Mac weary, ready, tense. MacCoulloch greeted the naked Norsemen with a cheerful.
 
«Ouŧhin's blessing, soldiers.»  
 
MacCoulloch spoke to one of larger, who answered back breathing down his nose. 
 
	«Doŋder’s blessing to you drüid.» 
 
 He spoke druid exotic and Thor sounded like thunder. 
 
MacCoulloch continued. 
 
«Take me to your see’er soldier, bring my men food and ale.» 
 
 Man looked around at his comrades, then up opposite river at the massive gallic army sitting guard, all of them watching. Then nodded side to side shaking head, some rules were followed, even on campaign of Wotan, especially Woden’s. He turned and led the way, Mac followed. 
 
Wildling encampment looked for most part like any other, cook fires, sleeping, dice with polished chicken-bone.
 
 Almost everyone had long blond or blond-brown hair, braided intricate, cut strange, long beards of every colour, more or less tattooed all over. Walking mid-camp, naked soldier stopped in front a larger, stranger tent with a guard of sorts.
 
 Guard was not a soldier, whole face and scalp tattooed so it was impossible to distinguish one ink from another, resembling scales. Eyelids tattooed, lips and as far into mouth as Llew could see. 
 
«I come to speak to your master, fledgling.» 
 
MacCoulloch said in their tongue and continued walking past, towards strange looking tent. Tattooed man like a lizard stretched out arms making sounds like crow, stood up in their way stopping their tracks, hoarse and hard whisper slithered out his mouth. 
 
«Fjölð veit ek fræða fram sé ek lengra.» 
 
LLewellyn understood it somewhat as, much do I know, the farther I go, the further I see. Man continued less cryptic but with more command in voice.
 
«Master is in trans-session, can not accept visitors before nightfall. He knew you would come and sends his greetings druid.» 
 
 Last word spoken as if he had something disgusting in mouth, hard for Llew to understand everything said, language being so far from classic high-gallic. Same base but hard to differentiate between subject- verb- inversion and adverbials, hard to hear end of sentences in short.
 
Baby dragons were called whelps, born in nests called roosts. When they reached adolescence they grew to fledglings.
 
Mac’s tone hard.
 
«Speak against me again and I will have your mouth sewed shut. Announce my arrival.» 
 
Fledgling flapped arms like wings but said nothing disappearing into tent, soon he came out proclaiming they were allowed to enter, under the gods. 
 
———————
MacCoulloch and LLewlyn ducked inside, others of their retinue waited, hands bound in a tent nearby. 
—————-
Mac then promptly insisted to the imposing high-priest, without further adieu, that horde turn north at once. Dragon insisted it was not their decision to make or take, a son of Othin was born. 
 
«Valfather is something else, I can’t wait for you to meet him.»
 
 
Mac held the room, not looking at anyone or anything, just waiting. Nothing happened and he answered.
 
	«High-drake always had ways to persuade kings of your clan before, perhaps you are just weak.» 
 
«This one has a mind of his own.» 
 
	«Change it!» 
 
«Why would I help you?» 
 
	«We are of the same covenant, we are brothers.» 
 
«If we brothers we are equal but you already try order me around like subject.» 
 
	«I try persuade you brother.» 
 
«I will not have it, if we equal we talk but druids never think anyone their equal, you think you are above all men and gods, hubris will be your downfall.» 
 
	«Listen bro’, I fear us the same fate mate, but that’s neither here nor there now turn your soldiers around.»
 
«Then you hear me brother. We are Gods punishments to your sins, we will fulfil our destiny and release old world from his shackles to roam free. Your time of dominance is over.» 
 
	«It won’t work, you will have wasted a hundred thousands souls for naught, turn back home.» 
 
«Die for naught, how clement are you.»  
 
	«We will stop you, just like that.» 
 
«I could, perhaps, see a way.» 
 
	«Stop wasting my time then and do tell.» 
 
«Show me we are brothers, show me we are equals. Surrender yourself to me, römm sigtíva, I will fulfil your wish.» 
 
	«We will never surrender ourselves to you, you must see that.» 
 
«No, not all of order silly one, only one, you.» 
 
	«If, then what can you do, I do not fear pain nor death you cannot threaten me.» 
 
«I threaten with neither. I can turn horde east.» 
 
	«I don’t want that either, not south, west. Only back north through the same wasteland you created coming down. You must let my subjects leave back through camp unharmed.» 
 
«I must this, I must not. I have all you little birds in my cage already.» 
 
	«If I do not give surrender willingly you know it will never happen, promise them leave or I will end you here and now. Promise on blessed Nidhüggr you will then turn army north, those are my only conditions for surrender.» 
 
«Still making demands, I can have you all killed now if I want.» 
 
	«Then why do I still breathe.» 
 
«Because I need you.» 
 
	«See, let my subjects leave or I will never subjugate.» 
 
High-priest looked LLew stint in eye before answering in old tongue.
 
«Bræðr munu berjask, ok at bönum verðask.» 
 
LLew understood, brothers will fight, each-others bane become. Mac did not answer and High-priest snickered with palm up smilingly nodding. 
 
«I agree, but then you will subjugate so only death will be your passing, boy stays too.» 
 
	«Boy goes. I agree.» 
 
«Naah… I guess you're right, one shan’t be greedy, I promise. Welcome brother.» 
 
Mac turned to Llew 
 
«Take everyone, walk under the flag back to ours, leave over the men to Getavix, tell Roa’ what happened here. Then leave immediate for Ayr, find Gemma, she will be your new Mistress.»
 
«What?» 
	
	«You heard me, now go!» 
 
LLew shook head grimacing not going, not moving but shaking head.
 
«I don’t even know what to tell Roa’, what the heck happened. You can’t be thinking of sacrificing yourself to him, or whatever Floki you guys just talked about. You don’t know they will follow, they might kill you for nil.» 
 
	«Death smiles on us all, all we can do is smile back. 
			Now go!»
 
«No! This is dumb as fu…»
 
	«…I collect.» 
 
«…Yes sir, smile back.»  
 
 
Those who honour the gods best in dancing are also best in fighting
MacCoulloch was gone, norse army wiggled first here, then there, constantly staying close enough the border between Germanica and Keltoi from forcing anyone strong enough advancing on them, slowly pulling back north. Eerily knowing strongpoints to hold, which to avoid for a full-scale war. Horde disappeared north at the Baltic and Llew heard nothing of Othin or Mac again.
 
The Sagas
————-
It was really the inmates running the asylum.
————-
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