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———————— Prologue
LLew felt certain he was going far from civilisation whence he ascended order. Far, far away from anything he ever learned or knew, longing to travel the roof of the world, reaching other-side. Perhaps in secrecy with Gawin, build themselves a proper seafaring vessel and traverse Atlas. 
———————————— ———————- ——————— - -
 
Raised moral 
LLew leaned in whispering at Gaw’s ear.
 
«There might be a possibility to square black but he’s going for pink, I dunno why? He’s done 26 but that dont seem like its gonna be enough. 47-47 breaks for 9-9.»
 
Gaw was not as skilled with queue but gaming-eye equally honed as he pointed over, whispering back.
 
«Yea but he brought it too far.» 
 
Question was would it hit the wall, he went for the win audience holding breath. Why he did not snooker green they could not understand but sometimes it was hard to see true lines up from the stands.
 
Obviously also considering not leaving it too far behind, after having checked several times deciding for it, attacking pink.
 
Barely bagging red, managing simple yellow-mid gliding easy. Following red hit clear but did not overtake which hardened control of the white.
 
 Llew and Gaw gasped in unison with hundreds of others at following, absolute amazing, screwball sinking pink. Northern Isley’s Open was going to home-boy once again, champion and world ranking complete.
 
Lead now fourteen points and done, ele’monk ref had to shout to remind the audience. 
 
«Would everyone please remain seated, thank you, for final ball.» 
 
One of the greatest ever finished with a gesture of victory, loud shouts as pressure released, he’d kept concentration past final arbitrary drops.
 
Coming back from 5-8 to a 9-9 victory was going to be talked about long after, so many finesses one could not make this up. 
 
Second finisher talked first, short and to the point. 
 
«What can I say, we gave you value for your time today folks. He’s a great bastard for being an Irish nicker so, this is were we all want you to be.» 
 
 Worlds second best gave over stage to number-one under rouse of the cheering crowd.
 
———
Early hectic apprentice years LLew only played nine-ball with warders, Goran and Rudi never found real joy in it, so LLew never got properly introduced to snooker, nor felt like he had time to play. There were obviously no restrictions, or fees of any kind, for him and Gaw to play, or watch. Tickets to Greatest-final and banquette after was lavish, a costly expenditure for most shirelings, Llew being íI-Ovaté, if a table was open they could just play, as long as they left it in order when done. Llewellyn and to a large extent Gawin were extraordinarily privileged, Gaw knew how to take advantage of that for them.
 
On sixteenth year, under mistress Gemma’s wide thumb, with Mac gone, Llew started snookering more, more serious. Gawin and him played evenly at first but after months of hardcore practise from LLew, while Gaw had other duties, Llew began separating. Since Gemma kept a very loose noose, he had lots of spare time to work on details of the game. 
 
Gemma and others Llew talked too, said Mac wasn’t coming back, he should be mourned as dead, never explaining what had actually happened. Most time Llew spent on reds and started differentiating at the hall.
 
 Without trying to he rose in local ranking, and although coming close during final days of recollection, he barely missed making Elo-regio top one-hundred, Greatest began without. Him and Gaw watched every game they could, MacDowell won again. 
 
————-
 
 Next year LLew qualified direct, as multi-regio seventy-ninth, having big hopes of making quarter-finals. He met a Asiatic warder he never heard of first round, ranked seventh, and lost 7-0. Such a heavy loss disqualified from re-entry and he was out immediate. Gawin was still laughing as Llew shook head sadly after. 
 
Gawin shook too, from mirth. 
 
«You shoud’a seen your face…» 
 
Long wheezing deep breaths.
 
«…When he cornered first red… I saw you realise no chance! Immediate! Yo face… Told ya.» 
 
	«You dont have to be so happy about it.» 
 
 
Naivèe
 
On his eighteenth year, Llew finally broke the centuries old record, gliding on front a large storm-system, a whooping 274km. Feeling quite proud but his naive childish love for the sport, it’s soon coming implications, were greatly diminished in presentation and representation. He had started realising of late what Mac’s deep-state conservatism speeches had been all about. 
 
He got some lukewarm congrats to achievement but mostly from those already invested in gliding. Amongst most druids record-breaking feat got little to non-attention. 
 
Nineteenth year he mostly worked on his Master’s-thesis, between workout and snooker. The big test to become a druid, one he had fantasised much about as a youngster was not at all what he would have guessed back then. Instead of proving applied knowledge for a massive tentamina, answering for weeks on end, he instead had to make new-science come to life. Prove understanding of everything tangiental involved. 
 
He had been working at it since spring of sixteen, with only months left til twenty, he got thesis back from Gemma, covered in much ink and red tape, anxiously wondering if he would ever get ready for examination.
 
His thesis was a sammelsurium of love, its historic significance. The more he learned about the impeccable process of creating science, the more he realised impossibilities of his subject. He now understood dire warnings and direct confrontations with Gemma two years ago so much better, through early-states of developing thesis. Now finding himself in a critical, hypothetical dead-end.
 
 Love was undefinable, impossible to make into scientific sense, anthropological thesis now a collection of old love-sagas, mixed with four hundred year old Greek law and postmodern deduction, not adequate as a history major either.
 
Abstract changed all the time but right now said:
—————
A grid of own choosing. An urge to universalize and historize social and historical diversity of culture, transcending them and rendering them transfusive, illusive. Looking in particular at Attic law-reforms of Helleen-era, 780-830 AB. 
 
The liberal “entertainment and encouragement of cultural diversity” as a form of control and “containment”: Cultural diversity and containment of cultural difference.
 
A colonial discourse, hegemonic historiography challenged: From affective experience of social marginality, conceiving a political strategy of empowerment and articulation. 
————- 
 
It was a far cry from his starting point, comparing compassion and love throughout ages, with lot’s of input and compromise from Gemma, to make it work. He did not know what it said, what it stood for anymore, got tired reading through and through.
 
He wanted to write about gods and real things, like how much of an atheist was he, did he like relaxing back into hindu-reincarnation or forcing middleway-buddhist. Every generation made new renditions and expanded a view, a narrativè that must once have started, somewhere. 
 
Gemma had called that cute.
 
He liked contemplating questions outside a scientific world-view and so thought of himself as perhaps more religious than Mac, definitely more so than Gemma. He wished Mac could have seen him break the record, although old’man rarely wasted time on drivel questions as such, gliding he had appreciated. 
 
Mac instead wondered on things like where the centre of universe located. His thesis, a thumbed-through copy stood on Llew’s nightstand, was a mathematical symposium of how there was, never, not a point of centre for an explosion like a bomb, quant-wave-formulas dancing through pages. 
 
Mac’s brilliance covered the universe as a homogenous being, almost exactly same, over very large distances, almost, perfectly smooth. 
 
Big-bang mathematics showed it was neither big nor bang. Never fuse setting of firecracker, talking whole universe, not starting from explosion but always was. 
 
But there was problem, singularity and laws of physics no mix, divine division by zero. In Llew’s mind God entered equation, or Gods like Mac heathenly added to end of symposium. 
 
First scientific men pondered if there was anything outside the Milky-way, indeed a whole myriad of galaxies, in extrapolation of matrix-theories why not a bunch of universes.  
 
But those were not self-evidently similar thesis’s, Gemma pointed out to him. One was merely replicating similar-ness all over, other would have all-reset multiple-times. 
 
In one love multiplied, in other it altered.
 
 
destruction
 On his twentieth year, Llew did almost nothing else, except hour of study and thesis, hour of exercise that Gemma had him ordered a minimum, every other moment he spent at canteen and snookering. 
 
Llew had a few wards set out, did not like the way world outside billiards-hall was moving at all. To refrain from anxiety he focused all his frustration on the mat. No-one in Grivenshire could stand against him any longer, he mostly only practiced on his own.
 
 When he played against someone, he did so fully without mercy, forcing safety shots, grinding enemy down. He made quarter-finals at Greatest but lost on what he deemed bad luck. Many of the pros appreciated him during the week-long tournament, said he could surely become a Greatest if he kept this up. 
 
He was not sure he would, his understanding for the way things were going in the world had ended, he had decided to take measure and try stop, change progress. No longer just waiting for something to happen in a life wasted on snooker.
 
 Change course.
 
 He felt grown-up in doing so, mentioning to no-one except Gaw what he intended. His watchman was mostly silent to his plans, but not hesitant to follow. 
 
 
 
 
Distrust for druids
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