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Mathematics is alphabet with which God has written universe. 
 
He set his compass upon the face of deep
 
Imparted the angular momentum
 
Primordial force behind whole of creation
 
Everything is spinning throughout creation 
 
Rotating revolving
 
Rotation is location of orbital centre within 
 
Revolution is circular motion of axis outside
 
Precessional cycle - Earths third motion
 
—-
 
 
You can barely witness Earth rotating with your senses 
 
If you know what to look for
 
 
 
 
	Now this has the form of a myth
 
 
Who is to speak next 
			  according to our agreement.  
 
 
I used to think
		   		
				in form of a myth! 
 
 
 
 
>>>Like endless boiling water, the flood is pouring forth destruction. Boundless overwhelming it overtops hills and mountains. Rising ever rising, threatens the very heavens. How the people must be groaning and suffering!<<<
 
 Emperor Yao - Quoted in Book of History, describing the flood. 
 
 
 
 
 
Our agreement wears form of a myth.
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Cold severing Hades.￼[image: Image]  
Tuahta
———————-
—————————————————
Twelve and a half years of age LLew is no man, yet no longer boy.
 ———————————————————
 
Log-cracking cold for three moons, trees dry, ready to be cut.
 
«Mom! Mom!!! 	Where are you!?!		Ilsé!»   
 
Llew shouts out, supposed to watch lil’ sis he had not only lost her but whole gathering, all of his family.
 
 Llewellyn cold to the bones, sticky-sweat drying on his back after tracking rabbits with a serious face in freshly fallen snow. Tracking under ever-ongoing echoing thuds of whacking axes, vibrating forrest all around. He’d found a rabbits den, based on prints guessed two or three families covered in lair under tree roots, none dared put a paw outside while he waited, slinger ready. ￼[image: Image]Far from home in unfamiliar forrest but he did not need to worry about getting lost, since the sound of men working trees with iron led him back whenever he wanted. Mug of warm apple-cider with bread, dried-beef and thick matured-cheese tasted better, stronger out here. He had stayed around doing as father told him all morning, observing men without getting in the way, helping with twigs. When sun passed midday he got impatient, short grunts deciding which tree was next, where to start how to finish.
 
 Monotonous beating of the axe, mesmerising thuds, rhythmically melodious whacks. 
 
Mother mending shirts and workwear by thread and needle next the fire, overseeing ox-stew and apple-cider. Llew asked her if he could scout area for pray or enemies, she answered similar to his serious tone ‘that sounded a good idea’ but added he shouldn't go further than that he could hear them. 
 
That was hours ago, quiet now, no birds singing, no rustling wind, no axes thudding. 
 
 «Mom!»   
 
Llewellyn shouted again, then said quiet in desperation.
 
«Where did you all go?»  
 
Feeling empty forrest weigh down on him. They were all gone, father and his men, mother and pots and bags, Ilsé missing. Even fire was gone, burned charcoal covered by snow, slush still giving of a little smoke. Llewellyn could see imprints where her double-bearskin blanket had lay in the snow but except sandalled footprints all around, he saw no sign of anyone.
 
 Llewellyn felt a chill that wasn't the cold creep up his spine and inhaled to shout for mom again, getting mighty startled when a hand covered his mouth from behind. 
 
Mom! 
 
Finger across her mouth urging him to be quiet. 
 
 «Brutií-Romanus!»   
 
She whispered pulling him back to where the others were hiding.
 
 
———————————————
 Half a year later
———————————————
 
«Ok little falcon, you wanted to know about druids?»   
 
El’ said and LLew looked up. 
 
	«Yup.»  
 
They walked in silence no hurry, El’ said fish wouldn’t bite again anyways, not before earliest late eve’, since it rained all morning, he always knew such things. Walking together high up the ridge-trail, sun shining a rainbow to the west, heavy rainclouds rolling further north. 
 
Ridge was an easier walk than cutting straight through marshes and mosquitos but took them on a longer trail before eventually winding back to the twisting little river slowly connecting the two largest lakes in the region. 
 
Llew had been anxious in the morning, staring deep into marmalade toast, troubled by depressing thoughts. Yesterday he got cornered again, beaten by Drull, tome-makers big bully son. LLew pondered how to avoid getting stuck in the same situation again when El’ suddenly popped his head through the kitchen-hatch, asking LLew to join him for a fishing expedition in the afternoon.
 
 «We’ll be back before morrows-eve’, mother already ok’d.»  
 
 LLew’s anxiety to manage the Drull-situation, without involving brother, father or god forbid mother, got a temporary solution. El’ hinted he had something juicy to tell by the way he winked eyebrows.
 
El’ didn’t start talking like pouring water as they left last of hamlet behind like usual but instead walked in silence. After a while Llew started commenting on the weather, whether the fish would bite so brother told him again. 
 
 «It drizzled steady all morning, catch is now full and slow on the big insect-buffet breakfast. Only smaller ones bite again today, only then to last light of day. Big ones ate so many small they wont go hungry before tomorrow morn’ but by then will have that much greater of an appetite.»  
 
So tonight, El’ and Llew would have to make do with a couple small roasted perch by evening campfire, El’ brought cheese and a string of sausages in his backpack to relieve them from any immediate hunger. Tomorrow they would catch more than they boasted to mother they would. They’d be done before midday, back home before eve’. 
 
El’ promised without doubt, Llew accepted without hesitation. Walking in silence again, Llew waited eagerly for what El’ had to tell. 
 
Elgòn and father had been gone a full fortnight, traveling to Lan’hill far up-north, Llew knew their travel had something to do with El’s smithaz guild-initiation rites.
 
 Before leaving El’ told Llew he did not know much what to expect, could only hint at it being connected to druids somehow. Something larger than clan father said. Family, tribe, clan, what was larger than clan?
 
 El’, who usually told Llew everything, said father had been surprisingly tightlipped on the matter. To Llew, father was surprisingly tightlipped on everything, always, but he knew El' and father had a different, more grown up relationship. Because there was so little to speak on the subject, little had been said, then they were gone.  
 
 When they took leave, father farewelled mother who stood with Ilsé on one arm and a large wooden cudgel the other. Father then bowed down eye-level with Llew, master Luhhan put a bulky hand to boys shoulder, telling him he now left hamlet in Llew's care. 
 
 «You’re in charge until our return. I expect the Frechaloch order of twenty-two wagon wheels done, gate-hinges to farmer Murtach’s completed.»  
 
Father straightened but continued speaking as if addressing Llew, now talking over boys head to Berlach standing behind. 
 
«Don’t burn my house down while I’m gone. Remember to ask Berlach, or mother, if you wonder on something, anything.»  
 
Berlach nodded back once, also putting hand to LLew’s other shoulder, Llew turned head up and back between them, feeling contradictingly small and unimportant, while simultaneously stressed out from responsibility and expectation. 
 
 El’ gave mom and Llew big hugs, let Ilsé squeeze his finger then they left. Llew stood for a long time following cart skip and skittle up the bumpy northern road and got startled when Berlach suddenly spoke behind, not realising man was still standing there. 
 
 «I suggest we get fires going. We have lots to do from what Luha’ expects of you.»  
 
 Berlach only suggested but turned walking towards forges without looking back, LLew followed heel. 
 
Following two-weeks Berlach’s suggestions were Llew’s command, working long hours in the forge, sunrise to sundown. Only once during the thirteen days that LLuhan and El’ was away, did something unexpected happen, something that broke hard monotonous days. 
 
On ninth day Marla’ch hamlets chief thræl, came to the forges seeking Berlach. Reporting that a wheel on trader-cart to village broke on its way back. 
 
 «Nag got stung, screeched into ditch. Tuatha’»
 
Spitting out last word down right, driver now waited by the wreckage, sending for assistance to heave cart out, repair broken wheel. 
 
 Thræl completely ignored leaders boyish son on entering, never glancing at LLew like ever before. Marla’ch asked permission to take a few handy men, appropriate tools and see to the situation. Berlach listened thræl to finish but before answering turned to LLew, asking what he suggest they do. 
 
 LLew tried thinking what father would, Marla’ glanced at him then, looking back to Berlach with surprise and a hint of contempt. Freeman Berlach ignored the thræl, instead waited patiently for Llew to find answer. Llew figured father never shied away from problems, always took reins head on when something unexpected came, sorting out proper himself, brother was the same so Llew would too. 
 
 «I’ll come along Marla’ch and we’ll see it done right, bring the men and tools you think we need.»   
 
 Berlach nodded a small proud smile satisfied, thræl still stood facing Berlach as if Llew had not spoken, still waiting for command. Berlach stroke moustache looking back at Llew, noddingly adding.
 
	  «I suggest you saddle ox-team to the heavy-cart, if that broken wheel is unsalvageable to shit, you have extra ox-power, needn’t carry load bare-back home.»  
 
Llew nodded and told Marla’ch to wait for him at the southern gate with men and tools, while Llew saddled wagon. This time thrall actually turned to Llew, as if seeing mischievous boy for the first time. Thræl nodded head slight towards boy, bowed proper to Berlach and left. 
 
 Broken wagon was indeed shattered beyond repair and they ended up throwing the broken carry over the one Llew lorried behind double ox-team. Llew did almost nothing whilst men with grunts, oxen and ropes, heaved carriage from the ditch but he was the one driving package home. Feeling proud and important while carefully steering heavy-ladened wagon round roots, puddles and stones. 
 
Days went by fast, father and El’ returned a day before expected, Lluha nodded approving at the twenty well done wagon-wheels stacked at the back, and shining new gate-hinges shipping ready. 
 
After a first evening reunited and late family-gathering, Lluhan jumped back into work next morning. El’ left early eve’ as he had lot’s to see too, things accumulating on the ridge with him gone. Llewellyn felt brother ‘acted’ like normal on their return but keenly observed that what he saw was an act of sorts. Big-brother had gone through something, a changed man somehow. Mother hinted at the fact with words of double-conundrum during dinner, El’ slightly flustered did his best to ignore her comments. 
 
————————-
 
Now a week later they were walking alone￼[image: Image] together like they had so many times before. Broad-brimmed hats, fishing-rods tied to rug-sacks but El’ stayed uncharacteristically silent. 
 
«Ok little falcon, you wanted to know about druids?»
 
El’ broke silence.
 
 	«Yup…»
 
		     More silence, Llew asked.
 
	«…Did you see one up in Lan’chasterhill?»
 
«I did.»   
 
El’ answered but did not continue, kept up unusual silence, Llew chewed on. 
 
	 «So… What happened?»  
 
«We arrived at Lan’hill…»  
 
	 «…And then?»  

	 «I didn’t know much what to expect, as you know, first there was a welcoming ceremony, much like Elands-day here but kept in a tavern cabinet. There’s not much to say about the ceremony itself, except it was executed by a druid…»  
 
 	«…By a druid!»
 
Llew interrupted with a sigh and left standing. 
 
After a while he shouted at El’s back. 
 
	«You met one in person?»

LLew started running after El’ who chucklingly answered.
 
«I met two actually»
 
	«You met two?»

 Llew stopped again cheek dropped, El’ laughed out loud.
 
——————
 
They arrived at the lake and set up, spreading sleeping bags El’ kept talking while Llew listened dumbstruck by what he heard. 
 
El’ had not been that impressed by their snobbish elitism, walking around high totalitarian horses. Conceding one had said interesting things about dragons though.
 
El’ kept remembering, Llew kept listening but soon El’ heard rhythmic deep breathing next, little one had fallen asleep. El’ lay hands under head watching stars, wondering at the absolute strangeness of the world we inhabit. Spreading a blanket over his ever curious little brother, covering last glowing embers with sand, soon both snoozed under open skies.
 
 
—————————————————————————-
Crumble		Thor		 Thunder
One lunar cycle after fishing expedition Dur’ hamlet received messenger. All available clansmen were to register by sword at village before sundown two days from now. A subsidiary tribe had refused to pay tribute, war was imminent. A late season gamble tributary would soon regret dearly. 
 
As men prepared to leave, father and El’ naturally leading them out, El’ told Llew not to worry. This was a mere trifle, war would surely end in plentiful bandying of words, after a few eager warriors died to their beloved dance. Pleads of never ending fealty in all direction would follow lots of wine and ale, like almost always.
 
 Father, El’, Berlach and a dozen freemen left by shield and sword for the supposed quick skirmish. 
 
Elgòn came back in a casket with shield on top. 
 
He and four others perished, five rough wooden coffins garnished with shields, carried home on horse-carriage, a sorry sight of wounded and living returning with the dead.
 
 Following tradition old as time, dead heroes were carried final steps to their graves on shields with which they had fallen.
 
Llew slept little first night, waking after unruly dreams, he went to the grove early morning. He stood for a while, then sat down for hours looking at a small mound of sand, marking where brother lay six feet under. Heap of sand was covered in flowers planted by weeping women yesterday, brother’s final rest lay beneath a large beautiful birch. 
 
Burial had been executed the same day in a hurry, dog-day corpses decaying for days already. Wallowing kept short, in a bustle to get them underground. 
 
Llew had not cried yet, not realised, nor internalised that El’s death was actually real. His brother would be waiting for him in the main hall, eating steaming hot fish-stew, spiced with exotic peppers acquired in town. He would tell Llew stories about why he disliked druids, or how all girls learned to scowl in a very specific way from their mothers at a very early age. 
 
He could not just be gone, Llew walked aimlessly round the grove now and again, coming to stand at the grave. Remembering father trying to ease mother’s anxiousness before leaving, for war. Telling her not to worry, this wasn’t going to be a real war, promise, merely trifle with a smaller band, if it ever came to that, over the first day. Mom had not looked convinced, instead she worried, which she never did. 
 
Last words El’ told Llew rung again and again in steel-grey morning, El’ gone forever.
 
 «Cheer up kiddo’, I’ll never be far away.»   
 
Said on the cobblestones down there, Llew could see spot were they had stood, from his grave. He thought about the geography of it then, now realising the more ominous message behind words. Llew stood alone, only gods and birds as company, brother here too he reminded. 
 
Flowery mound of sand became unfocused, tears finally welling eyes. Llew wondered if he believed in many gods like father or one true god like mother. El’ did not seem to believe in any particular gods, Llew felt neither did he. El’ had not seemed to believe he corrected in his mind, eyes welling up more, flowers blurring to a colourful prism. 
 
He saw at the corner of tears uncle Bertach walk up-path towards grove. Wiping face with his sleeve he glanced at the man who stood slight behind in silence. Bertach waited for him, Llew turned, asking what happened on the day his brother fell.
 
Uncle told him that revolting Chàar-tribe had secretly roused families with the Garnieri, even as far as Carabinieri, out came enemies from every Donder-damned foxhole. 
 
 «…There were far more locals than expected as well, whole region joined them. Supposed punisher expedition turned into an ambushed killing frenzy, fight for survival. Death counts not seen for generations…»  
 
Bertach paused, eyeing LLewellyn simply looking back, Bertach nodded solemn then continued.
 
 «…Rebel subsidiary put down promptly turned into a foolishly unprepared relentless brawl, close call for all of us, three days of savage fighting. Those mental Garnieri, their ill-famed night-fighting, growing worse every night. In the end our larger numbers carried the day, especially after reinforcements arrived.
 
 Chàar-region won’t rise again, not for many generations. But it came at a high price, this war bled clan-blood thin…»  
  
LLew’s uncle kept talking, as if to an equal, Llew listening, wiping tears away as they poured forth.
 
Although five of fifteen from Baldurlinge returned on their shields, their flank had been spared most flak, many hamlets and steadings fighting the western front, where initial ambush sprung saw larger losses.
 
   «…Our clan is weakened now…»   
 
Bertach said absentmindedly, worry creasing his forehead. Then kept going on about changing politics in a larger scheme of things, kings of neighbouring clans, their subjects in turn, even Romans would know and react to such apparent glaring weakness.
 
«… Next season is gonna be tough.»  
 
Bertach rubbed hand down beard, deep in troublesome thought, then coughed in hand looking down the little kid standing rigid in tears. 
 
 «But let that be a discussion for later days lad. Now is time for sorrow, come follow me. Honour their memory with your presence at grave-ale. Your father expects you in the common room. Know this LLewellyn, your brother died protecting his fellow comrades, he died honourably, he died well. Be proud of his memory and strength his contribution brought our clan.»  

                      Green     Fields￼[image: Image] 

   									          Dead Fields
 
Bertach laid a callous hand to boys shoulder, tears now rolling down cheeks unchecked. LLew simply nodded back to uncle, knowing voice would not carry, twitching mans hand of his shoulder he walked away from grove, away from hamlet, away from uncle and all others. To the woods looking for comfort among trees. Bertach watched little back disappear into brush, standing in sorrow for now, worry for the future, he let the boy go. 
 
He was supposed to bring Llew to second day of grave-ale but Bertach knew everyone’s grief was different, some needed company of others, others needed solitude. Walking alone back down to hamlet common-room were brother and others waited. 
——————
Llew could not accept nor believe new reality as truth but deep down he knew. Now he was firstborn, brother dead in an unnecessary ambush about fools rights to who’s sheep could pasture which light-forsaken hillside. No-one would remember El’, nor his sacrifice centuries from now, El’s wife without husband, children without father.
 
 With dowry paid from the hamlet, Naomi would find a new husband but since father was still alive, it was now Llew who inherited, not their fatherless newborn son. Llew’s sister Ilsé, was only six, in most accounts still considered a baby. But one day soon she too would be married away, against bridal price set by him, not by brother, or father if he was still alive then. 
 
Hamlet was now Llew’s whole life and future. Returning late eve from directionless wanderings he did not want to join the common room. Realising he had not seen mother since the funeral, where she stood statue-like holding fingers to lost sons forehead, whispering prayers in a strange language to help deliver his soul to the next. As El’s open-coffin was lowered onto his shield she fell to the ground holding her stomach, wincing in pain. 
 
As first shovel of dirt hit his pale face she screamed. LLew had not felt much as of yet, hadn’t been either particularly sad or scared, not really alone but more numb, he could not really believe it true yet. But mothers screech terrified him. Moms chambermaid helped her up and led her away inside her room. She had remained locked away since.
 
 Llew knocked on the door for a long time but she never opened, he could hear nothing from otherside and finally gave up. 
 
 Father slept, then lay in bed until it was time for next grave-ale, saying nothing except first evening forcing out a short poem in first-borns name. Seat El’ usually sat was kept empty, four other chairs down the table stood empty as well, ale was poured out for all of them. Some men sang solemn songs, keeping grim-faced speeches but mostly everyone sat in silence, drinking ale. 
 
LLew cried whole third day, at eve feeling he had no more tears he ran to mothers rooms to again banging on her door. Still met only by an eery silence, chambermaid stuck her head out the corridor but left him sitting alone when recognising it him. 
 
It was quiet but LLew did not move, finally he heard soft steps coming towards the door. Mother opened, face covered in ashes running down cheeks, hair and clothes all covered in soot, ghastly, she looked like death. Sorrow hard, heavy, gut-wrenching, head-spinning churning in Llew looking at mother.
 
 	«Can he really be gone?» 
 
He asked, she watched him for a long time before answering. When she did, it was unclear to whom or what she spoke.
 
 «Oh lord, I ain’t coming home with you.»  
 
She swept him up in a embrace, like she used to when he was a child, but hadn’t since he first started prying and jerking away. He did not move a muscle this time but instead relaxed into her embrace. She smelled good, her warmth felt good but nothing could silence the numb hole throbbing inside. Brother was gone, not even mothers embrace could change that, perhaps she would be too one day. 
 
El’ was supposed to always be there, that was a given, Llew had barely ever considered anything else, now reality had ripped open a hard one. He gently pushed away so he could look her in the eye.
 
	 «What did you mean?»  
 
He asked, she softly shook her head keeping silent. 
 
Llew could not know, in that moment of grief, hugged by mothers warm embrace, soon he would be in an abysmal grief. Infinitely larger. A sorrow so deep making the present moment one to envy, falling asleep in moms embosom.
 
Next morning mother was gone, she returned two days later, face washed, wearing fresh cloth, brown sark, black apron and collar, heavy band of black on her left arm. Her usually dark-brown hair was coloured completely black, held back by a knot, half her head shaven in peculiar pattern.
 
Life continued slow, father told LLew that with El’ gone all responsibilities fell on him again, soon on Llew. 
 
Llew felt more forced into long hours by the furnace than ever before, pulled down hard by mounting responsibilities. Father had him whip a thræl second week. Llew started dreading talks with father as they always ended in him being berated not responsible enough, not adequate, nor sufficiently grown up. 
 
A life of freedom and adventure waiting tomorrow had turned into dreadful responsibilities and adulthood today.
 
 El’s words of wisdom often rung strong. 
 
Mother announced on a family-gathering, terribly empty without El’, she would leave with a annual merchants interchange to the Haedui tribe northeast, leaving a week from now. 
 
Llew pleaded with her to stay, she was needed here now but she simply shushed him quiet. LLew would always remember it as if he had a forewarning about what was to come but in the moment she calmed his squeamishness and worry. Saying she needed a change of scenery, would only be gone for a month. 
 
She reminded him, pushing lips to his forehead that he remember to eat a proper breakfast every morning, take care of father and Ilsé until her return. 
 
Day after she left he breakfasted proper.
 
——————  
Morning of mother leaving, Llewellyn hid in a corner of his parents room, eavesdropping on ma and pa arguing. One and a half moon since El’s honorary burial, less than half-way into the regular four lunar-cycles of sorrow.
 
 «Are you packing already? You’re not leaving til tonight right?»   
 
Luhhan asked Sherí’iam.
 
	«Yeah.»  
 
«We did not get a chance to talk again last night.»  
 
	«I don’t think we should.»  
 
«What, talk? Ever?»  
 
	«I don’t think it’s a good idea to talk about this now.»  
 
«Why? I want to talk about it now.»  
 
	«And Im saying it’s a longer conversation than that, I don't want you all split now, we can talk about it later, you have to focus.»  
 
«What are you, my zen master? Can I be in charge of my own mind?»  
 
LLew peaked the crack in the door as mother  answered getting heated, as father called it.
 
	«Let me tell you something jackass, you can get as chippy as you want if that makes you feel any better, I am your wife, I love you, I have a crisis, I have to deal with it. When it’s done, we’ll talk.»  
 
	«I’d feel better if we hugged.»  
 
LLew left. 
 
 
 
Tuatha and the Thracian 
Then mother was gone.
 
Thirteen days after Sherí and her chambermaid left, three weeks and one day before they were expected to return, a messenger came at noon. Message was simple, everyone in merchants train was either dead or taken hostage by Romans. Message easy to understand but hard to comprehend.
 
To be taken hostage by Roman meant becoming a slave, considered as good as dead. Mother was gone. 
 
Dead, or as good as dead.￼[image: Shape Shape]￼[image: Shape Shape]￼[image: Shape Shape]￼[image: Shape Shape]￼[image: Image]
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Sometimes reality is unreal
 Earlier that dreadful same morning, rumours flew on wings faster than truth. Whereas rumours generally held little to none to them, this time horrid rumour was completely accurate. LLew heard it that morning, then asked and asked again until amongst evasive, submissive thræl’s he found the one who sourced it. 
 
Old man, one of the lowest rung critters, said he heard it from ‘someone’ in a steading east of here yesterday, only that, merchants-train mistress Sherí'iam and Patty participated with was attacked, lost, no survivors, he knew nothing more. 
 
As Llew kept asking for more than poor critter knew, pleading how anyone could know anything if there were no survivors, father appeared out of nowhere pulling LLew to his feet. Dragging him away, when Llew protested loudly, struggling to get free, father told him brusque that one should not listen to ill-speaking rumours from thræl’s or worse. Instead they would wait for a messenger or else leave in eve for village to find out for themselves what news there really was, if any.
 
 «…Never react on rumours.»   
 
Lluhan finished on LLew.
 
Messenger arrived at noon, Llew had seen the young man carry before, brow set in a deep ominous frown, recognising Luhhan standing mid-square. Llew sensed father steel himself for what was to come. Messenger went to stand in attention before Lluhan and waited for Lluhan’s nod before beginning to convey. Messenger still hesitated until Luhhan sharply said.
 
«Well…»   
 
Young man cleared throat again. 
 
«…Sir, heard from mouth of Brennus, son of Olafir himself, partaking as swordsman to merchants train to Haedui…»
 
He got into the rhythm of it looking slight up concentrating on remembering correctly, just a messenger.
 
  «…Brennus reports Roman patrol-force of the seventh, attacking camp, Brennus was on scouting duty opposite bearing during, when returning fight already all but over, Romans had overrun camp. 
 
Brennus says he saw last events of battle with own eyes.»
 
Coughing slight into back of his hand messenger glimpsed quick eye-contact with Lluhan then continued looking up.
 
«Brennus says Sherí’iam stood atop a cart shooting arrows, like Diana herself…»   
 
Luhhan coughed at the wording and messenger excused himself.
 
 «Sire’, but those were the words Brennus used, like Diana herself, dozens of romans fell to her, and her maids arrows before being knocked down. No-one but Brennus survived raid.
 
 Your wife not found amongst dead gathered after, everyone not found assumed MIA.»   
 
Luhhan cleared throat. 
 
	«When?»  
 
«Five and a half days ago now, sire.»  
 
Messenger stood a long time waiting for Luhhan who looked down right before looking up, surprised at finding young man still standing there. 
 
	 «Anything else?»  
 
Luhhan asked, messenger slowly shook head.           
 
«No, not unless you want me to take message to the village?»  
 
	«Then go!»  
 
Luhhan said, knees wobbling but stiffened right back when messenger turned. 
 
	«No, wait!»  
 
Young man turned back, Lluhhan’s fist shook, Llew felt like he himself was not there, this could not be happening. Head light as air, hands numbing, fingers tingling in a horrible way. Father spoke in a voice of winter-iron. 
 
	«Bring message to everyone you meet.
 
 Baldurlinge goes into one full year of mourning. Morning shall not dawn on hamlet before next Samhaín.»  
 
Messenger nodded slow waiting for more. 
 
	 «Go now, bring forth my sorrow, I will repay you tenfold when next you bring good news.»  
 
Messenger straightened at the formal tone, answering by salute, sergeant paying tribute to captain and left running. 
 
Llew and father stood alone on the small cobblestone square. Faces hovered all around but none dared step onto cobbles, faces glancing in their direction, muted whispers hissing loud. Luhhan turned swallowing sad tears looking down at LLew. 
 
«This is too much…»  
 
Lluhan said softly, LLew could barely hear as he continued even softer.
 
«…Pain will be hard now, real. For both of us, unbearable.»  
 
Father tapped son softly on the chin with a big palm, like he used to when Llew was a little boy but had not for many years. 
 
Llew blinked looking up at hand and arm to father, tried smiling back reassuringly but face grimaced instead. He broke down in tears hunkering, squatting, unable to control himself. Father’s eyes leaked as well, as he pulled Llew to his feet by the armlet.
 
 A twitching started in Llew's left side, he watched in horror all the people sneaking around square, watching centre-stage from periphery. He wanted nothing more than to get away, asking father, who was still holding him up by the sleeve, in a snivelling, hulking voice, if he could please go. Father held on to him answering hard. 
 
 «Soon son, first pull yourself together, stand by me.»   
 
Father took a deep breath then almost shouted. 
 
 «Sherí’iam’s merchant train was struck not a week ago, there are no survivors. Twice the sorrow now make ours triple. Baldurlinge goes in black a full year until next Samhaín.»  
 
Lluhan looked like he wanted to say something more but instead started towards common-room, first pulling then pushing Llew along. Maidens and karls waited for them inside but LLuhan brusquely shouted everyone out.
 
More servants than usual eagerly hung around the service-doors trying to look like they were not eavesdropping. Lluhan shouted everyone out again and elder-maids finally shooed the nosy audience out. Llew wished he was among those allowed to leave. 
 
If father started berating him now, beating down with responsibilities of some sort, he would take off, maybe never to return. He could not handle any such right now and knew it. He was faster than father on foot, would get lost in the forrest before anyone got on horseback to follow. 
 
He felt blank and dizzy, having a hard time standing, laying hand to bench not to fall over. Lluhan sat down pulling Llew to sit beside, Llew leaned elbows to knees crying. Father held a hand to Llew’s shoulder, patting back softly, father shook from crying as well.
 
 This was plain unbelievable, now they were both gone, Llew couldn’t stop thinking, wishing, grim-reaper would have left either mom or El’ and rather taken father instead, he knew it was wrong but true.
 
 He loved father in a way but so distant and proper, Llew felt he didn’t know the man. El’ was the closest he had in life and with mother he could always be himself. With father there were always layers of responsibilities, honour, acting of sorts. LLew knew acting was necessary, how the world worked but life would have been so much easier if mom or El’ sat next to him now. 
 
 Then he remembered ma’ hugging pa’ for comfort just weeks ago. Head started spinning again, this was insane, he would not be part of it. He looked up at father, ready to run away, getting no comfort from the man, not even now while doing exactly what a good da’ should. 
 
 But then he saw fathers eyes, sorrow stricken face, he knew how she loved him and he her. Mom was gone forever, for both of them. They sat for a time before Llew spoke first, asking what happens next.
 
«We will not speak about what happens next, not for a long time, first we mourn the dead.»  
 
Father answered solemn, Llew looked up. 
 
	«Until Samhaín yeah, then what happens?»  
 
Father was taken aback, by Llew’s tone and attitude, recognising a shift between them. 
Llew instinctively knew this was the first time his father looked at him as a man. How he hated the irony that when day had finally come, it was the saddest of his life. 
 
 «Then, then…»  
 
Father struggled for words, another first. 
 
 «…Then life must continue…»  
 
Father began but cut-off when Llew grimaced in pain. 
 
 «We still have each other…»  
 
Father tried again more assertively, but as he started talking about their future, the hamlet, their heritage, Llew slowly shook head and Luhhan stopped talking again. 
 
 «Well, we don’t have to decide that for a long time yet.»  
 
Father said after another stretched moment between them. Llew let him hold the thread first but then felt a rush of certainty come over. Softly taking fathers hand from his shoulder he held it with both of his in the lap. Shaking head looking into fathers sad eyes he said.
 
	 «It was meant to be El’ da, I was forced into it, I never wanted it then, now I know for sure I don’t want it. I won’t be the next master blacksmith of Baldurlinge. I am sorry to disappoint you.»   
 
Lluhan looked at his son, half started saying something, then stopped, started again and stopped. Llew rose as if to leave and father rose too. 
 
 «You don’t disappoint me, son.»  
 
Lluhan said first, then lips smiled as he laid on a fake cheerful tone. 
 
 «We better make sure little Ílse falls in love with a capable blacksmith then.»  
 
Llew tapped father softly on the shoulder then gave him a big hug, big like all blacksmiths but it seemed some of the air had gone out. Llew nodded towards door in a wordless plea to leave, father nodded back pulling hand down his face, sitting back down the bench staring blank.
 
 Llew walked out the doors to bright sunshine and lovely birds-chitter hitting him like a heated hammer to the chest.
 
——————————- ————————  ———-
Two months later and Llew was spiralling ever downwards into a dangerously more reckless life. Drinking til stupor often, pranks, gags and fights getting more violent. Often coming home from village next morning in bruises and soars, boys he hanged with father called bad company. 
 
LLew was certain now he wanted to be a soldier, not for looting to get rich, nor pillaging to know ecstasy or raping to find wife. He wanted it for the promise of death, keep killing until death.
 
Father worried with him behaving so out of order but let off without berating, not really knowing what to do to rein him in. More time went by and Llew kept talking of choosing a soldier’s life whenever father wanted to speak about the hamlet’s future. Llew said he now knew for certain, he would swear the oath same day he turned sixteen, earliest possible day. Luhhan listened patiently but warned it was an unredeemable option. 
 
 «Squad-corps tattoo you first day you join, then you’re theirs til’ you die.»   
 
Father said warningly.
 
	«Yes.»   
 
All Llew answered. 
 
Lluhan shook head in desperation.
 
Grief Reckless
In Aringill, next village up Elaver river, lived a seer called the Sac-spider, he was famous in the whole region for his abilities, Lluhan took Llew to see the man. 
 
«You need closure boy.»  
 
Father said, looking awkward as he did when talking emotions and difficult things. 
 
	 «I need what?»  
 
Llew looked up, father continued insecure, their relationship was strained as it was. Not wanting, not accepting another tantrum from the boy, still walking on eggshells. 
 
«You need to deal with your loss… Difficult things… Move on.»   
 
Llew and pa followed the winding river in silence, approaching small tent-hut were spider resided, right before entering father said simply. 
 
«He will help us.»  
 
Father entered low abode first, ducking under tent-flap leaving a fat silver drachma by shrine in small alcove, they were allowed to enter the lair. 
 
Llewellyn got no comfort nor solace from the oily, brown-nosed man they paid for solace and comfort. Old fool indicated he could ‘feel’ their mothers presence with them in the tent. She was telling him, urging them. 
 
Move on with lives… To cope… To live life to the fullest, and remember her fondly. 
 
Spider then claimed her frequency got fainter, insisting last thing he could ‘read’ from her. 
 
…Because you were created from love.
 
The dirty, near-naked man continued in a different, less trance-like voice. 
 
 «I thank you Sherí’iam, true privilege and honour to meet with you today.» 
 
He looked at Llew then to Luhhan. 
 
«You have a lot of loss.»  
 
Said leaning in, Llewellyn saw oracle’s eyes properly first time now, coming out of the shadows, eyes no longer constantly flickering in a trans-state. Man was clearly on drugs as his eyes kept sliding off Llewellyn's steady stare. 
 
LLew told the fool he strongly felt his mother was still very much alive but somehow hindered from reaching them. Llew hated glance passing between fool and his father, made a fool by the fool. 
 
 «You’re mother is dead Llewelyn, she’s gone.»  
 
 Oily snail-man said, dripping fake-sympathy thick on, leaning in to wipe an imaginary tear from Llew's face, Llew shied back like he would a viper. 
 
After a moment of surprised silence from oracle, disgusted Llew said in contempt.
 
	 «You say she’s gone but she was just here right, talking with you now, right?»  
 
Llew rose angry to leave, not taking another second of incense scented hut. He heard father excuse his behaviour behind while rising to follow. 
 
Llew needed to be alone, father would have to make a couple of days without. He ran, ducking under poppel-trees, then kept running, no hurry in his step until reaching the forest.
 
 Father came out to see him duck out of sight under trees, thinking it best to let him run for now. But soon boy had to be brought back to life, he could not be allowed to wallow life away.
 
 
 
 ——————————————————-
 Glimmer Of Hope
Cessair - Alone in the woods.
 
Llewellyn ran along winding river homewards, problem was, it didn’t feel like home, feeling rootless, alone, helpless. A mile before hamlet he almost bumped into little sis. She was all alone in the forest picking flowers, carrying a small basket full of herbs carefully arranged. 
 
 «Ilsé, what are you doing so far from home?»  
 
	«Hey Lyn, I’m picking flowers.»  
 
 «Are you alone out here?…»  
 
Llew looked around to see if anyone was nearby. 
 
 «…You shouldn’t be.»  
 
	«Mother says I’m old enough to be out alone, as long as I always know where home is.»  
 
Llew felt a twisting punch to the spleen, little Il’ perhaps not understanding yet what it meant that mom and El’ were actually gone. 
 
  «Do you know that mother is gone?»  
 
Llew asked carefully but Ilsé kept picking flowers, seemingly ignoring him. 
 
  «Ilsé, do you know what that means?»  
 
It felt strange to force harsh reality of sadness on her but he wanted her to know, mother was not coming back. He felt a strong urgency for her to know, although a voice inside told him not to force away her blissful ignorance. 
 
 «Ilsé, mother is gone, do you know what that means?»  
 
Little girl stopped searching for flowers then, looking at him but not looking sad, nor lost, nothing like he felt. 
 
	«She is not gone Lyn, she’s dead.»  
 
Ilsé spoke with sympathy as if she was the one to wake him. 
 
 «Well, we don’t know that she’s actually…»  
 
He started but little sis’ interrupted. 
 
	«She’s dead, you know it as well as I.»  
 
He breathed out heavy and lower lip shivered. Sitting down a tree trunk, Ilsé came over to sit at his feet. She looked so peaceful, he asked her. 
 
 «Aren’t you sad that she’s gone, don’t you miss El’?			
 
…Dead.»   
 
He corrected. 
 
	 «I am.»  
 
She answered simply. 
 
	«I cried like you did for many weeks. I still do sometimes when I think of them.»  
 
Ilsé sounded much older than her six and a half. 
 
	«I still have you and father, so I am not alone. I’m only almost seven, so I can’t think I’ll be this sad all my life.»  
 
He looked at her and felt a thin stream of hope, she continued. 
 
 
 
 
 Anu-Danu-Danad
 Women of the wheel
 
 «Women of the wheel help me a lot, they say they will care for me, help take me in later, but I’m not supposed to speak of them…»   
 
She had started absentmindedly but finished off in a hurried voice.
 
	«The wheel of what?»  
 
«They said I shouldn’t tell anyone, they made me promise.»   
 
Ilsé looked worried for the first time in their discussion. 
 
 	«I am your brother Ilsé, it’s ok, you can tell me. I promise not to tell anyone, I promise on my life.»  
 
Ilsé hesitated but then told an astonished Llew that the hamlet’s women’s circle, usually gathering while the men met for Kin’s, had a similar rising hierarchy. Llew thought their circle a sort of joke, amongst men often called hens’-circle, men considered them headless chickens. Spreading gossip all they really good for, although that was never said were a woman could overhear. 
 
From what Ilsé now told LLew, women had circles within circles, Ilsé called them wheels and halos. She told him of a structure resembling conferences or conventions. Mother had been of a high rank according to Ilsé’s understanding. 
 
LLew never imagined something like that existing, El’ had never told him, nor father, not even mother. He thought she told him everything. As Ilsé kept talking she made it sound like mother had been part of something resembling a pan-heartland druidic-sisterhood.
 
 Ilsé said women in the wheel had told her many nice things about mother, helping her with the sadness. Llew was absolutely stunned, feeling jealous, although having a hard time justifying the emotion. Sister had gotten assistance from the outside, seemingly coping with loss much better than him. Expecting no such help from his brothers, almost chuckling in sadness at the thought of square-men like father soothing with words. 
 
Smithaz was not the brotherhood he thought of now though. There was another order, dedicated to something more than simple death and lifespan of human years. 
 
Llew felt a god-given inspiration seep into his bones, looking down at his sister rubbing a hand up and down his calf looking worriedly at him, worrying for him. 
 
	«I’m gonna be a druid!» 
 
He said to himself, to her, to the world. At first her face shone up but then she frowned.
 
 «Doesn’t that mean you have to leave Baldurlinge, leave me and father alone?»  
 
	«It probably does.»  
 
He answered looking over the horizon, for the first time in their discussion she looked as sad as he felt until moments ago. He swept a lock of hair from her face.
 
	 «You will get over it sis, you don’t even want me around most the time. Anyways, you seem to cope with all this better than I am, so know that if you miss me, I will miss you even more.»   
 
«Don’t go yet!»  
 
 She said heatedly. 
 
He reached down and hugged her, pulling her up, vowing to her. 
 
	«I won’t go yet, I promise»  
 
He whispered into her ear that this was their secret now, he leaned back taking a good look at her, feeling water well his eyes but this time not only from sadness and grief. 
 
 «I will write you every birthday, come visit whenever I can.»  
 
He started walking towards hamlet, carrying her basket, pulling her along. She took his hand and they walked back home hand in hand. Next morning at breakfast, with Ilsé and father, he told them he had decided to become a druid. Winking eye at Ilsé, hurriedly promising her sad-eyes not to leave before next Samhàin. 
 
Soon she laughed and made him laugh with her, first laughter at their table in a long time.
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