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Pythagoras’ tuning system is ratio based, not absolute but rather relation from a arbitrary reference pitch. Multiplication of ratio between C and A, where C is 1 and A is 27/16, same as 432/256, applies to any base-frequency having nothing to do with specific Hz.
 
	Now form of myth
 
Most people prefer higher frequency, like Athena 442, or lower like Classical 422 or even Baroque-Pallas 415. Factors like temperature, altitude and humidity affect a temple's Helmholtz resonance, so archaeo-acoustics is never about static tuning anyways but instead musicians tuning to whatever main performer wants. Chakras won’t align to Mercury retrograde after all, if you aren’t playing human arbitrary A=432.00 Hz.￼[image: Image]
 
Who speak next
 
	According to agreement
 
 
 
 
 
Hazel￼[image: Image]
 
Ogham Tree Meaning: Creativity, Purity, Honesty. 
 
Hazel is a great tree to activate when you set upon a new creative journey. It enhances dreamwork, artistic impulses and intuition. Hazel is good when you seek answers and knowledge about a choice you must make.
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A Heroes Journey￼[image: Image]
 
 
Master Lluhhan accepted and quickly embraced fancy idea Llew suddenly plucked at breakfast.
Transit of Mercury as seen from Mars   
Becoming a druid, however lofty and unattainable a goal in real life, was a fair life’s purpose. Far better than chasing the very real hardship of warrior. Lluhan was uncertain what failing to become a druid really entailed but felt sure it be a better fate than death and disability a soldiers life brought.
 
Lluhan was careful not to show any outwardly signs of doubt his son could fail in his quest, instead only happy to see boy enthusiastic about something not fuelled by angry fire alone. 
In his own quiet mind however, master Lluhan wholly dismissed possibility lad would ever make it. Lluhan did not know much more about druids than the next fellow but figured they could choose proteges among all lands, all worlds, cherrypicking most talented and truly gifted. His son was slightly above average at best, a sharp kid for sure but with odds stacked heavily against if nothing else. 
 
LLuhan saw a shining glimmer of hope in boys pursuit however, a possibility son returned an adventure later, with a more reasonable willingness to settle down into reality. The more Lluhan thought about whole ordeal that more certain of this brighter future he became. 
 
Figuring boy would explore world with a mission, Lluhan would make sure son had plenty of coin in his pocket when he did. Leaving home with good shoes, proper pony, to tumble through one frontier and then, when he ran out of coin, crawl through the muck of next. 
 
In end, when harsh reality showed itself less rosy and grand than a young boys head inevitably made, LLewellyn would return home a man, head bowed properly to fate, more than years.
—
 
 LLewellyn started by asking people in hamlet what they knew. As first week went by, instead of waning, boy’s determination only grew, so LLuhan started thinking the boy as possessed. No sign of giving up nor slowing down, Lluhan realised standing in the way now would do either of them no favours. Llewellyn had a clearly bent-mind, knowing the boy nothing if not stubborn from before. 
 
Lluhan followed from a distance as LLew systematically asked everyone in Dur’hamlet county, anyone happening to be travelling through, what they knew. Most people had something to say, most stories spoken were new renditions to the same ol’ rumours. 
 
If someone LLew talked to claimed to have met a druid in person, or to have more specific knowledge, he listened patiently and asked more. Always making sure to inquire if people knew what one could, or should do to become druid.
 
During those first days, while LLew went through asking everyone, he repeatedly returned to Lluhan, questioning father what he knew. Master Lluhan answered honestly at first but soon grew flustered and more unwilling to answer the repeated barrage of questions he had no answers to. Lluhan honestly did not know more than same rumours anyone could find at any tavern, saying so time and again.
 
	Ten days after he announced his grandiose plans, LLew promptly walked up to Lluhan, asking if he ever saw a druid vanish into thin air, Llew just heard they could. Lluhan glanced at the men standing around, none seemingly taking heed of son interrupting inappropriate, middle of discussing orders with subjects. 
 
Drawing a deep breath Lluhan decided he was done with boys futile asking.
 
 «Never you mind that I’ve met with druids more than most boy, rumours are practically worthless, show respect before interrupting again, or else. And never again interrupt with this subject, get it?»   
 
Lluhan started out flustered and aggravated perhaps more so then intended, LLew shied back from tone, Lluhan continued, trying to smooth over.  
 
«Oh’ some of them, most perhaps, contain a grain of truth, maybe they all do. That’s the essence giving rise to a rumour in the first but everything gets twisted, turned inside out, so opposite comes true as well.
 
 True knowledge, certainties about order, that's what they call themselves by the way, is unattainable for an outsider. Whether interloper be little Llewellyn from Baldurlinge or ol’ King Gaelic. I think it do be intentionally designed like that.»  
 
That was the simple truth of it. 
 
 Three days later Llew had asked every husthræl, critter and freeman in Baldurlinge county what they knew. He asked Lluhan's permission to participate with weekly wagon-wares’ to merch. Lluhan was pleased boy never lied about true intention, obviously wanting to go along for opportunity to learn more. 
 
Perhaps it was right time for kid to start seeing more than home-turf on own terms anyway. El’ had been his age when he left for Pergamum but that one was always old, even as a youngster El’ was.
 
LLuhan ok’d Llew’s request to leave next morning-tide and eve before handed Llew his first clan-blade. LLew was still too young to have sworn on the sword but it was neither unlawful, nor frowned upon, that first-born youngsters to leaders wore blade before swearing. Father told Llew to wear it proud on his hip tomorrow, so people in village knew what he was.      
 
   Lluhan laid both hands on Llew’s shoulders, looking him stint in eye.
 
	«Remember son, if you find yourself in trouble, you can always run for Bruch.»  
 
«Yeah I know pa', him and his brutes can handle situations, I know.»  
 
Llew hesitated, obviously having something to add or ask, removing hands from shoulders, pa’ waited him out. Llew swallowed taking deep breath before plunging, hard with father so intense on him.
 
 «A fine blade can come in handy at many situations but sometimes coin is also needed. 
…
Some folk I intend to talk to dont converse with youngsters, clan-blade or no, not unless they get something for the trouble. I know enough not to give coin to strangers da’ but ale loosens the tongue, you’ve said so yourself.  
 
	And… I know El’ got his savings to dispose over, when he left for Greece, and… 
 
		I…I dont have many coppers on me, so I was wondering…	I mean, I know I can’t fit a blade as well as Margrech or Brenach yet but I must have brought some value to house … 
 
So… I’m wondering, if I’ve earned any silver for… For…» 
 
Lluhan finally broke in when son not managed to gather himself asking obvious question in a short manly manner.
 
 «Yes son, three years as upper craftsman and five as trainee has earned you much silver already. As you well know, I told El’ I’d rather see him spend that coin to buy house and dirt than waste it on travel and drivel. But I will give you yours to dispose over, as I gave him his. You’ve earned that coin for doing proper work son, never lifting a penny back, you now possess a gold-mark and plenty silvers.»   
 
 That was a lot, small fortune in fact. More than most freemen in Baldurlinge had. A gold-mark could buy half a dozen critters and two wholesome thræls, a small farm outside hamlet or a proper apartment in village. Without ever really reflecting on it before, he was kinda rich. 
 
Land that he would inherit one day he automatically discounted, with El’ gone he would inherit all from father and be truly rich. Without El’, thought of all that land gave him ever more anxiety. Fathers land was never for sale, land as riches a distant thought, more now so than ever. Own coin in his pocket was different, coin he earned by himself, for himself. Never one day having to think about how to spend it, how much he earned for that matter. Everything he ever needed had been provided for by hamlet and father. 
 
	Pondering what advantage he had coming up in a wealthy, well-off family. Wondering how life would have been, who he would have been, if born a træl, what or who chose peoples fates.
 
 Lluhan continued.
 
 «But I will keep that marker for you here until you come ask for it again, the silver you can have tonight. Spend it wisely, coin dont go as far as it once did.»  
 
 	Lluhan then took Llew to the repository, pulled down slide-ruler, swan-feather and ink, helping Llew calculate his own wage. 
 
As ‘younger apprentice’ LLew earned less than a copper a week, so first three years only yielded a tiny sum of silver, following years as ‘younger artisan’ paid one and a half ørtug a day. Last three, working as one of Baldurling’s smithers’ earned him a shilling and two ørtug’s a day. 
 
 Sum added together equalled a lot of silver but not the gold father had mentioned. Llew felt disappointment grow, looking additions over until father corrected. Pay as smither, as his fathers son, was four shillings and half a ørtug a day, same as El’ earned his age. New additions turned sum into one marker, forty-eight silver-pennies and a shilling.
 
Llew took forty silvers from romanesque-safe and left the rest to grow by his toil and sweat.
 
 	«Thank you father.» 
 
What rumours are made of
 
 There were those who believed in one extreme spectrum, druids existed only in this world as half-beings, like fairies or ghosts, non-human, outer-dimensional. Other extreme had druids not existing at all. Whole concept of, a order but a mirage, maintained by monks and bards, set up by lords and kings a long, long time ago. 
 
An old grunting woman Llew talked to outside Tremill’ village minced at the whole druidic order as a red herring, something shiny to spellbound men while women ruled the world. 
Toothless lady croaked a laugh at her own sentiment but admitted as Llew asked more thoroughly on the subject.
 
 «Something like an order you ask for certainly existed once, long ago. Now boy only illusion remain of precious order, illusion maintained by barons to create stability and structure amongst feebleminded.»   
 
She snorted and spit on sawdust covered wooden-floor, head maid with blue ribbon-headband looked disapproving in their direction but obviously old lady’s respect earned her enough leeway to spit indoors, she continued. 
 
«All while kings steal our land, haul all wealth and freedom’s from under our noses. Most commoners don’t have wits to believe or even fear Tuatha’daNann any longer.»  
 
 LLew thanked old lady walking her home, helping her move a bench on the porch as he promised, bowed and left.
 
As Llew continued seeking out people to talk to, he over and over kept hearing the two things he already knew from beforehand. 
 
One, there was always a druid in Ayrshire and two, to become a druid one simply had to ask. When Llew asked people to specify, no-one ever was really able to clarify what to ask, or to whom, supposedly a druid somehow.
 
DruidLoire
 
It soon became obviously clear that knowledge about druids was consistently met by a vague mirage, an invisible-solid wall of here-say. 
 
Weeks turned to months as Llew kept chasing one scuttlebutt after the other. He realised that getting to the bottom of one, never amounted to anything real or certain, since at their deepest contradicting rumours played each-other out. 
 
He learned that druids could read your mind by looking you in eye, hear your thoughts across a table and eavesdrop in on a whispered conversation over a hundred feet in a crowded-hall.
 
 One consistently recurring rumour was that no mortal ever could defeat a druid in hand-to-hand combat, not even once or by luck was this done. 
 
Llew knew enough about warfare that chance played a great deal, even the crummiest soldier could score at a 100-1 odds against a blade-master. That very uncertainty was the whole basis for warfare, sometimes masters slipped in blood or attention faded.
 
 Everyone knew a well-trained army could be defeated by a band of ragtags, if conditions and fortuna were set right. But this universal truth apparently did not extend to druids. Against druid, either sword or dagger was folly, unless absolute surprise was involved. 
 
An almost toothless old-beggar told Llew slowly, over several mugs of ale in a shabby roadhouse, that in his childhood, he knew of a man who killed a druid. Old man admitted up-front kill had been more accident than by design. 
 
 «…Most surprised man in the room, as blade glided in between ribs, after poor druid perhaps, was killer himself.» 
 
Old man managed to laugh hoarsely at himself, although he must have told story hundreds of times before.
 
	 «What happened to the killer?»  
 
«Well… Killer, killer… Poor bastard sat at home waiting in panic of course, waiting for third sun to set and imminent death or worse, before next sunrise.
 
 He slept not and was surprised as the rest of us to watch fourth sun rising still alive.
 Then nothing happened for two more weeks, two druids walked into village at Bel-Tine. They had ale at the tavern with locals flocking, making themselves clear as to who they were, singing and cheering the gods, old-vines like they do. 
 
After about an hour passed, someone in the crowd could take suspension no longer and shouted.
 
“Are ya’ here to kill Baerly.”
 
 Druids never answered, nor said anything after, just stopped midst rime, left tavern walking straight across street to poor Baerly’s house. He anticipated them coming, opening door before they ever knocked, they stayed there for a good many hours, what they spoke nobody knows. 
 
 When the pair exited, Baerly saw them of at the doorstep. Whole village now stood gathered only to watch the undramatic duo leave up road without speaking word to anyone. Baerly waved them off, closed door and no one ever saw a druid near him again.»  
 
	 «So they did not kill him, or punish him in any way?»  
 
	«Nah boy, they must have realised as much as anyone I guess that it was but an accident. No one knows for sure as ol’Baerly never spoke publicly of the matter, didn’t much like he gained nickname Druids’bane either. I was a young pup when it all happened, only remember him an oldloner.»  
 
Beggar plushed around his empty tankard, LLew rose to get another, returning with re-fills man started right up again, after taking gallant gulps.
 
	«Baerly’s wife later told village martha’s druids saw matter as an accident, allegedly they gave him a painting and a flower, saying those belonged to the man he killed. Events were now forgiven according to them. 
 
Baerly hoped in vain, til’ his deathbed, people would rather soon forget but no-one ever did, long after he’s dead, here I am still telling you boy.»  
 
Then beggar in trashy clothes went on a tangent. 
 
	New ale, new story.
 
 LLew liked the old man, he told stories with great ingestion but morally as grey as he was himself. LLew had learned to appreciate that, there were so many who knew so much.
 
 Old man sensed Llew’s change of mood and changed tune.
 
	«Fact is, if you even think about harming a druid he’ll sniff you out like a bloodhound. They sniff out intention in a room like brown-bears recon human-trail.…»   
 
Llew bought old man still another refill and loaf with butter. Once nearly toothless mouth, with aid of much ale finally had chewed and swallowed he continued, druids noses were magical, much like bear’s nerves.
 
 Old man’s eyes kept falling shut for longer periods, he started mumbling more.
 
 «Mhmm.. hrhfrhmm… Druids always expose hidden assassins in the room, hmm.. By nose you see, sniff poison in food and drink…»  
 
LLew had to ask louder as the man kept falling asleep. 
 
	 «Have you ever heard of anyone becoming a druid? Do you know how to become one?»   
 
Old man’s eyes stayed shut, shaking head slowly back and forth yawningly echoing what everyone said.
 
«You simply have to ask boy.»   
 
Man fell sound asleep with bread in belly, alcohol in bloodstream but Llew shook him for one final answer. He had bought man refill, after refill after all. 
 
Gamling woke perplexed at what was happening, then Llew asked him again, whom he should ask? Where? 
 
 «Boy I wish you just left me alone… Walking down ol’dirt roads…»  
 
Absently he came back to his somewhat senses, shooing Llew’s hands away he half turned, drawing jacket over tighter as a blanket and defence. Mumbling that there was always a druid in Ayrshire falling sound asleep again. 
 
LLew tipped headwaiter two Greek coppers to let man rest under his roof and an Anatolian drachma for bread with ham and cheese waiting when he woke. 
 
Listening to a lie
  Llew scuttled down-street to ox-market where he bought himself a stilton-cheese for two shillings, a chamber-pot for Ilsé for another two and a topper. Brana’ch and Marla’ch waited for him at the gate. On the skimping ox-ford back home he pondered that so many stories were told by old men, great story tellers in the first place.
 
Many believed druids were never born in this world, most believed that while perhaps born here they later ascended into something more.
 
 Druids were generally believed to be either in league with, or a large part of Tuatha’De Danann. 
 
 It was well known that druids did not like discussing the Tua’da in any way, nor cared for hearing commoners tell stories about their natural experiences. 
 
If, for instance, someone asked a druid how to protect against a Nixie, evil spirit of fresh waters, answer usually went something like such lore being ghosts of the mind, living or existing in psyche of fools. 
 
Everyone seemed to know druids officially did not believe in Tuatha’ but everyone also knew that was just something they said. Solid relationship to the good folk probably the very reason they never wanted to talk about them in first place.
 
 Countless stories existed on what happened to people who kept bullying druids on subject of Tuath’ata, often to the obvious enervation of druid. Llew suspected people liked telling these stories as they contained both druid and fairy, almost. 
 
 Such stories ended with person prodding turned a fool, he or she encountering an unlucky mishap, with never a fun outcome for the fool. 
 
 Usually prodders survived unscathed, since the something that happened almost always was un-violent. Something never directly related to, but always happening in druids favour.
 
  Like one fool prodding druid about fairies stealing his cattle, falling into a huge pile of bullcrap in front of whole village. Or woman blaming druid for helping water-monster Knucker drown her child, soon thereafter having unlucky wagon-hitch, skidding whole equipage into pond.
 
 Bruises and humiliation were mostly the end-result to victims of druid-prank’s. But in one story a prodding woman got permanently blinded, then there were oh’ so many stories about people gone missing. 
 
 Some people blamed everyone gone missing on Tuathatda’ alone, others laid blame on druids and their order, most felt truth lay somewhere in-between. Llew personally thought most missing people were runaways, people getting lost in the woods, eaten by predator or all the above.
 
Trolls, gnomes even faeries druids took no interest in, he found two exceptions to the rule. Firstly druids accepted glimpses of Sasquatch as interesting. 
 
 Llew heard a few sources mention that if you brought word to a druid about seeing a Yeti, druid retorted with a secretive smile it a greeting by distant relative. 
 
Llew did not understand what separated monkey-bears from other monsters, such as Kelps or Ice-giants but for some reason, some folk seemed to know, druids believed in Rakshasa. 
 
 Other thing everyone knew, even children, was that druids always wanted to know about occurrences in the sky. If you brought druid a sighting of shooting-star, fireball or strange lights, if you remembered the day, time and orientation when this happened, druid would thank you and be pleased.
 
——————-
 
 As months went by Llew started figuring out who to speak to and who not. Which source would sing like a bard and who’d hold bar. 
 He separated between those who spoke about the good of order and those speaking about wicked, dreadful things druids once did, evils they allegedly still kept at doing today. 
 
 A farmer Llew talked to knew many darker-shades of druids, he told LLew how to find a man called Grime, in village of Cerbillonum. Farmer promised Llew, Grime sure knew all them wicked things the druids.
 
 LLew found Grime after the farmers instructions, in a cheap tavern at midday. Approaching the man, LLew asked if he could buy an ale for a talk, greetings from the farmer by the way. 
 
 Man was suspicious towards Llew at first but accepted the ale. They got seated at a secluded table for a more private discussion, after a bit of small talk around weather and travel Grime, a sickly looking man with hollow eyes, obviously deemed LLew ok to talk to and so he began.
 
 And then he went on and on, with Llew not being able to intervene, ask, or make him stop. Afterwards Llew felt like he’d been spewed on. 
 
Grime spat out legend after legend that druids did long ago, even before the breaking, their wickedness being the very cause for world shattering.
 
Thousands of innocent good’ol’ heartland commoners, used in twisted games and machinations so dark, LLew had nightmares for weeks after. Still a month after, most of what man told lingered like a stench, LLew was a changed man, not all for the better. 
 
 Twisted experiments with people in cages and rooms, druids twisting natural space to conceive what man was before. Such trials were something Llew could mentally deal with but that they opened skulls of innocents and messed up, changed, the very being of you, inside the head. Such things made Llew shiver just thinking about.
 
 Grime saw Llew's fear grow palatably, his disgust welling up. Llew’s reaction made Grime talk faster, harder. Grime enjoyed this, he liked telling stories at Capside-tavern to anyone willing to listen anyways and innocent silly-boy paid for ale. With growing pleasure Grime watched Llew freak out, boy was getting scared all over his face. 
 
 After Grime listed his full dozen best-sellers with rising voice, over ever more eager, sincere, pleadings from Llew to stop, there was a short pause. Grime wondered where to go next and chose to delve deeper into mantra-psychology.
 
People living in one experimental cage allowed to learn a language, fighting people from another that hadn’t. 
 
    Llew finally slammed fists on tabletop shouting.
 
	 «Shut Up!»  
 
 Patrons at Capside turned to glance at them. Grime blinked several times before slowly pulling back from his half-leaning across table, snarl face twisted into slowly relaxing. 
 
	«Anything else?»  
 
LLew asked after a silence between them. Grime sat breathing heavy still excited, LLew left. 
 
After that he was careful not to be sucked into those who obviously took pleasure from telling the most vicious of stories, about druids or anything disgusting really, he met surprisingly many who did.
 
 Instead Llew chose to believe the good guys, at first he did. 
 
 Much as there were those speaking of druids only as murderous shaitan's in the flesh, marioneteering poor world to their ends, there were those who spoke of their good, only. 
 
 Druids heal, technology and high-powered magic protect from greatest of disasters, hard wrought iron plow fields, navigators sail seas, bringing commerce and trade from far away lands, all thanks to druids. 
 
 Order healed harvest, cattle and people from illness and disease, the only ones tending to mother nature and caring for our true relationship to the good folk. 
 
People speaking only good, spoke as assuredly in riddles and rimes as the vicious. Druids wielded all magic, of all nine worlds, to protect everyone against Jörmundgmundir, Fafnir and Ice-giants. 
 
There were those singing praises of order so hard, fetishes remotely started sounding like the opposite spectrum.
 
 
Green Fields
 
«Druids track-manage stars and planets, keeping all heavenly bodies in harmonious order. Pleasing Green-Elyseéan fields of Mother-earth below. Venerating Blue-Pleiadeés of Father-sky above, all condoned in vertical eight-hole of time.»  
 
Rumours about the Green fields or Elyseé were hard to grapple with, much like every other rumour. Stories Llew tracked down varied so wide the whole thing made no sense. Still, fact that something tangential lay at the bottom seemed certain, since general knowledge was so prevalent. Surprisingly many knew about Elyseé, a considerable amount of sources claimed to have seen it firsthand.
 
	 One dimension to rumour had legend as something abstract, concerning stars or galaxies, containing concepts of plain-surfaces so large to make any head spin. Others, often from people who claimed to have actually seen, or even touched Elyseé, spoke of a simple table.
 
 Common wooden table, apparently found at every other shire, with a smooth green mat stretched tightly over, mat sometimes red other times blue. 
 
 According to here-say, these simple but intricate tables, there was definitely more than one, had beautifully carved details and holes of chaos at the corners. Rocks bounced around going into holes, making a game. Rocks were often magical but sometimes completely non-magic, always painted, game of galaxy many called it.
 
 
Soussa
 Bard Sousse’ laughed hard at Llews’ flustered attempt at getting out everything he knew about’ Elysée. Everything he had been able to puzzle together, Llew agreed it made a clumsy impression but bard had ordered him to tell everything he knew first, while bard ate.
 
Sousse’ had started regretting accepting the talk with kid. Youngster offered lunch and ale, which seemed a decent deal showing money up front but now took too much time. 
 
Sousse's break was soon over and lady group of five were leaving in a minute or two, he simply repeated himself, again.
 
	 «Its just a game kid.»  
 
Then he rose to leave, tapping Llew on shoulder sympathetically walking by. Llew blinked, stunned in surprise rising as well, grabbing armlet of the bard stammering out. 
 
 «Wait… Wait, just a second I… I paid you lunch and three ale. You just sat there silently eating and drinking, I want more than a one-liner for m…» 
 
	«…Yeah I know little dude, I swear, thats why I’m telling you straight up now, because I like you kiddo, no games.   Its’ just a game.»  
 
Llew did not let go of the sleeve and Sousse’ gently removed hand from his arm before continuing.
 
	  «With wooden sticks you putt the balls into holes, usually one who putts last ball in wins. There are different games and different rules to each game. Druids are usually really good at all of them and win when they play.»
 
Llew stood with a wrinkled forehead, finally lowering arm, bard glanced towards the ladies now gathering their belongings. Deciding he had maybe one more minute to spare.
 
	  «Its’ not just druids playing though, some warders and bards…»   
 
Pointing to himself with both thumbs.
 
	  «…Get good enough to challenge the best, even at bigger tournaments. Well, at blue mats at least…»  
 
«…Tournaments… Blue mats! What is the red mat then?”
 
 	«Ok listen kid, I really gotta go’, see ladies over there they’re leaving, thanx’ for th’ lunch, just a game, remember that. Redmat, bluemat, cosmos, chance deciding futures, those are all just stories, legends.»  
 
«Ok, thanks… I believe you, just a game… One quick last question if you would please, what’s the red mat?»  
 
	 «Just another game sport, bluemats…»  
 
Bard sighed looking over Llew’s shoulder, ladies  had now paid and were leaving tips. Sousse’ lowered focus back down, kid deserved an answer. 
 
	 «…For some reason green-mats are called blue but there are actually no blue mats, only red and green. There are hundreds, probably thousands of greens around, you find em’ at cantina to every shire, even most groves hold one, several tables to halls of larger dwellings.
 
 Blue’s are called game of galaxy or billiards, where chance sometimes does decides the outcome. But reds man… Reds are a different matter.»   
 
Sousse' looked up ceiling, eyes closed remembering. 
 
	 «First of all, only those worthy get to play on reds, you find em’ only in holier sanctums of druidic county-seats. I dont’ know for sure, of course but I doubt there are more than a dozen reds in all the heartlands, I’ve played seven of them.»
 
	 «But what is it?»  
 
«What game it is?»  
 
	«Yeah.»  
	
«It’s the game of druids, called snooker.»  
 
	«But how does it work?»  
 
«You gotta find that out for yourself boy.»
 
Sousse’ swooped past barely reaching the ladies by the door, Llew heard him wish them, a very good night indeed. Following up with him being pleased to see them back later. He’d be performing a new set then, ‘real set’, he would save them their good table. 
 
They giggled, nodded and left. Llew left sitting a long time after thinking. Sousse’ was one of the grey guys, neither good nor bad, clearly favourable towards druids but not lost in them. Sousse’ was not the type to sing on repeat old tracks. No praise nor preach, just a good wholesome man with no fetishes to him. 
 
Obviously he had played the game, LLew believed him, must be one hell of a game with so much fuzz.
 
—————-
 
Llewellyn sorted legends into natural and supernatural. Super was for instance that every druid knew you and your neighbourhood better than you did yourself, that was hard-core ridiculous. Natural that they could heal, bring back wounded, even from brink of death. He did not know how but it was not inconceivable. ¨
 
Most midwives swore that druids as accoucheuse almost guaranteed a safe delivery. 
 
Druids could never bring back the dead, not unless believing down a dark path and a black-order. Believing such stories led to there being such a thing as a black-order to begin with. Llew chose not to believe that for the moment, as he felt it was easier to strive forward, towards an order that he liked. 
 
Wisely deciding to leave questions of murderous torture aside and rather believe in a benign or slightly good order. When he joined he’d find out for real anyways, if he didn’t like that reality then, then that was a problem for then. So, according to rumours he chose to listen to, no-one could bring back the dead, not even druids. 
 
 Druids were mercurial in temperament, calm and serene, always ready quick minded, suddenly switching to lightning-storming anger. Nothing stood in the way of a raging druid. 
 
There is always a druid in Ayrshire was a truth that kept coming back every time, of course he knew that before ever even starting his quest.
 
During those first months of questioning, he learned in flabbergasted surprise there was not only the one small grove at Bluegill, that many in the region knew about but two large shires close. 
 
 A hunter knew of the one closest to Baldurlinge, knew to tell it was one of the largest shires in all heartlands, hunter said herders could tell him more.
 
Two brothers, Llew’s cousins cousins, sheparding sheep knew to tell him exactly where both lay, said they visited there from time to time. Llew asked why they had never told him before. Younger brother said it was understood not to be talked about, that those who spilled the beans were no welcome any longer. 
 
 «…And you never asked before, we can tell Llew can’t we Hamlet?»  
 
 Younger brother told freely at first, laughing and sharing in a meadow over herb-tea and sandwiches. But when it started to sound by Llew’s questions as if he was attempting a break-in, older brother Hamlet told them to stop. 
	
 «But you’ll never get by the warders.»  
 
Younger said after a moments pondering.
 
	«So I’ve heard.»  
 
«What if we tell on you.»  
 
	«To whom? Why would you do that?»  
 
«Because I want to be let in when rain and hail drives me, they are generous with ale, their firewine runs thicker than our blood. Food in canteen so much better than our friendship.»  
 
 Hamlet glared sour at younger brother who’d begun the telling and at Llew for sticking his nose were it did not belong in the first place.
 
«If they find out we told you, we're not welcome no more, like Cenn.»  
 
	«Why what happened to Cenn?»  
 
«Well…»  
 
Hamlet did not want them to continue subject at all but since it could do no harm to tell a statutory example, now that they already said a.
 
Hamlet made Llew swear not to tell anyone, LLew did so easily, solemnly. Hamlet later led Llew close to the known wide-parameter warders kept. 
 
«Perhaps it is wider but then again, perhaps they use magic to listen to our talk right now. Over there.» 
 
He whispered softly, pointing discreet to a ragged cliff in terrain.
 
	«Thanks mate. I will never betray you.»  
 
«It’s fine, lots of people know.»  
 
—————————-
	 LLew visited one after the other, both times he was found out quicker than expected, driven away before ever coming close. Second time, crouching low in brush, by a barking dog, he got ruffed up bad by ugly soldier menace, giving no milder treatment for a youngster.
 
 Lot’s was known about abodes of druids, since commoners on occasion visited both shire and grove. Shire was something akin to a village, with strange buildings, whereas groves were more natural, sometimes containing no buildings at all like Bluegill. Every shire apparently had a grove as well. Most visited and well known was Ayrshire, located far to the North on the Isle’s. A place apparently filled with magic and amazing architecture. 
 
LLew got tidbits of information from bards, warders and matrons, partly living out life working shires, although most of them refrained from talking on point. Llew saw no reason to try sneaking into one again, it was anyway uncertain whether he would actually find a druid there.
 
Everyone knew that anyone trying to sneak up on a grove unannounced was going to be found by warders, if not during then after. 
 
Anyone attacking a druid or the order never lived to see fourth sunrise after. Some said druids never visited groves, others that a druid always oversaw and witnessed everything going on.
 
 Anything and everything Llew learned about magic and spells, he paid no special heed since it was impossible to discern what magic they really possessed, if any. That druids could fly like eagles was a surprisingly solid rumour, not completely magic perhaps, birds fly after all. He wanted so to believe druids soaring but sadly sorted rumour as super. 
 
Many elderly Llew spoke too claimed to have personally met with druids, LLew did not believe half of them, father being the only one he believed for sure. Lluhan said most stories were exaggerations at best, druids had ears, noses and mouths like everyone else, flesh and blood. LLuhan did not subscribe to fairytale-beings some made them out to be but real people, as a matter of fact goodhearted and down to earth. 
 
  Lluhan agreed that there was something to them, their speech and expressions in some way differed, without being able to put a finger at what exactly made them so. 
 
————-
 
Druidic order apparently knew what kings and queens wanted in empires all over the world before rulers themselves knew intent.  
 
   Llew heard legends about ships larger than anything at sea, standing anchored on dry land hundreds of miles from ocean. Vessels going under water, soaring the sky. 
 
Druids knew when you last changed your loincloth by simple glance in your direction, knew if you ever concealed weapon on you, would know for certain if you ever tried use it in his presence.
 
 A druid could allow things to happen, not even hindering unjust murder at times, or they could intervene by tremendous force in seeming trifles.
If a druid did not allow violence done in his presence, he could spell-bind the gathered assembly with overpowering fire-magic. 
 
Discerning true and not was impossible, although every proper clan throughout heartlands kept a library Llew already knew there would be no information about them there. El’ told him years ago, after a disappointing visit to Crotàux-clan Libriotheka at Gergoviana, there were no sources, no order to anything. Comparing to Pergamum a complete disaster. According to legend, clan-libraries throughout heartlands kept all gathered knowledge of druids but not a single mention of druids themselves, or order.
 
Sergeant Salt
 A soldier Llew talked to said amongst his camaraderie it was generally known to take ten men with sharp swords performing at their very best to overpower a lone, un-armed druid in melee combat. Soldiers however knew that a druid was never alone, if druid was near, there were at least two warders close. 
 
 Soldier smiled while talking, as if telling fairytales to a child but when Llew interrupted, asking a little rude, whether that rumour was not exaggerated. 
 
 «…Really… I heard that before, ten swords against one unarmed man, perhaps five good men would do?» 
 
 Soldier sobered sitting up, shaking head and sneering before answering. 
 
	«Naaah boy, I know lot’s of stories bout druids defeating five, seven or even eight soldiers. Thats where the rumour comes from see, that’s how we know. There are no stories of druid taking on ten or more soldiers unarmed, alone, unscathed.»  
 
He nodded at Llew’s naiveté.
 
«I would not take those odds, not if a thousand markers hung the line, not only because victory would be far from reach already, at druid against only five soldiers but also of course, because if we succeed we're dead, or worse, before fourth sunset anyways. There are dark rumours about em’ too you know.» 
 
	Llew learned a lot about warders, best of the best soldiers in all lands. Snapped up before prime for further training to become bodyguard of force for order. One source told him warders were bred as pigs deep up north somewhere, another said they were created out of thin air by spell.
 
Sergeant said he’d seen warders on more occasion than one but only once seen them in any real action, during final skirmishes to Cimbrian campaign. 
 
«…Wherever they come from, however they’re trained, they are a different breed, I’ll tell you that.» 
 
Old sergeant continued that if druid had any sort of back-up or support, which should always be expected, those auxiliaries would outperform themselves every time. Cowardly drunkards turned into defiant heroes at a druids beck and call, fat farmers suddenly outpacing sturdy soldiers on marching order. 
 
«…Anyways, a sole druid in a sticky situation can just vanish into thin air, turning himself into smoke. My captain says he saw it happen with his own eyes. I think that man never told a lie in his life» 
 
Sergeant finished pensive.
 
 That specific testimony made LLew contemplate what was real and not anew, serg’ was a very reasonable man, conviction what his captain had seen set in stone. One heartbeat druid stood in a crowded room turning on him. 
 
«…When suddenly a flash of lightning erupted in the hall, leaving a thin veil of smoke where before druid stood.» 
 
 Sergeant said captain swore on his mothers grave, Llew asked what Druid did to have mob turn on him in first place. Sergeant knew to tell about a farmer attempting to marry daughter to rich-fat merchant, daughter instead taking her own life than enduring such fate.
 
 Druid had shown up unannounced, un-invited, day after her earth-bearing as no grave-ale was kept for those taking their own. Druid never presented himself but started talking harsh words to master of house, in front of subjects, in his own hall. 
 
Words were said that required honour draw sword, farmers hird hesitantly rose drawing after, rose-red, raving husband shouting kill orders. Captain, then a young corporal, sat far down the table mid-supper, watching in astonishment as druid insulted his master with mouth gaping open, wondering if today was the day he’d see a dead druid.
 
 Then in a flash and bang druid disappeared. Master of house was later bereft of his fortunes ending up as his neighbours træl. 
 
Llew kept buying ale and cheese-steaks for the sergeant, an excellent source, man claimed to have met with druids personally, LLew didn’t know if he believed that but man had the full storage of army stories.
 
«…You dont understand kiddo, when they are fully charged, that is dressed in their Warner-wargear and mounted, armour-plated then against two druids, called Teutonic-knights on horse and two warders called sergeants, you need a god-damn army to take them down, to finish them off. 
 
But then again, no army is able to pin them down to an effective charge, they constantly retreat out of reach, firing point-dead arrows all the while, for ever if need be… 
						…Anyways, same as with killing one, know that right before dealing a killing blow, you’ll find your allies has joined your enemies you getting stabbed in back n’ heart before done.» 
 
 Soldier finally knew that all you had to do if you wanted to become one was ask, that there was always a druid in Ayrshire. 
 
A monk told Llew that if you looked for a druid, if search was earnest, they would instead find you. Llew had a hard time believing that could be true, else one could always go to Ayrshire. 
 
Another monk told Llew that there were those who sought druids attendance for all the wrong reasons, those usually found the sharp end of warder instead. 
 
Another rumour, most likely true, since everyone knew it so, was that those judged guilty by a panel of druids, or circle of nine, were never seen again. If someone sent away returned from wherever, it was never the same you that left.
 
The only useful thing Llew learned during his six months chase came from træl Durnell in his own hamlet’s kitchen first week. 
 
«There are thousands of tales about druids, only a druid can tell you the truth.» 
 
 
 
Echoing Father
 
 LLew decided after half a year to stop chasing rumours about druids and instead find one. He continued travelling with every merchant-, grain-, and band-wagon to other hamlets and villages meeting people, peppering them with questions, learning about all and nothing. He lived more on the road than at home, bringing Ilsé a souvenir from every trip.
 
	Luhhan let him go, happy that when lad was home he still worked the forges, actually labouring harder and with more enthusiasm than before, acting more a man than ever. 
 
Luhan’s sense of pride for the boy grew, pushing down a false self-deprecation for liking his son more so. At work, boy definitely showed more, growing lot’s of sprouts in a short time, deep sorrow can do that to young boys. 
 
Where Llew had always been eager to skip a step in the process before, trying to cheat his way to a faster result he now took a manly care. He really tried to make the whole piece shiny, not only parts he thought father would examine after. Bertach was full of praise for the boy of late, joking that soon son would surpass father, as time would always have it.
 
 Bertach forced tired jokes to cheer Lluha up, since mourning was on for another four months. 
 
Dreadful first time was gone now, wounds were still dangerous to touch but at least had a bit of fresh scarring over. Neither father nor son wallowed in bitterness all day, sometimes a whole day went by without either succumbing to loss. 
 
Marna 
Marna was a fine woman, young enough to bless Lluhan with child if gods willed. When he spent time with her, missing Sherí seemed further away. She had lost her husband in the same war that took El’. Marnas son was Ilsé’s age, lad still young enough to become a blacksmith.
 
Lluhan walked into common room looking to his two children, lass was telling lad something she heard from a friend, talking to someone that actually met with a druid, boy listened patiently. LLew looked up at seeing father enter.
 
«What about you da’, know anyway I can get in contact with a druid?» 
 
	«Well… » 
 
Luhhan did not like being asked on subject, especially now that his son had become so obsessed. Lluhan did not know much more than he let on, could only guess what was true and false like everyone else.
 
	«…They say there’s always a druid in Ayrshire.» 
 
He tried carefully into stretching silence, Llew nodded and lips smiled.
 
«Yeah I know that much, everybody knows that da’ but I dont want to travel across a continent, traverse an ocean, travel across another just to find out that specific rumour ain't so, or that its all twisted and convoluted to no longer mean what is said. I’ve heard there’s no way to apply for druidism from there, at least thats what some people say.» 
 
Llew’s eyes flashed as he coldly added. 
 
«You told me once I shouldn’t listen to rumours, since they might not be true.» 
 
Their relationship had improved somewhat, LLew’s behaviour had improved a lot, compared to the early days. Luhhan recognised they were somehow connected through little Ilsé, her being the glue holding them together. 
 
Although there were still flashes of lightning and thundering sadness from the boy, Ilsé soothed him like nothing else could. 
 
LLuhan remembered first morning, half a year ago, when boy revealed his great plan. Ilsé on verge of crying but after boy promised her not to leave before Samhàin, at earliest, she quickly came around. She had been his biggest sponsor since, always mentioning to all and everyone they met that her brother was going to be a druid one day. So much so that LLew constantly had to tell her to stop. 
 
Lluhan appreciated that the women Sherí had used to meet helped Ilsé in her grief forward. Lluhan was happy he did not have to get involved in whatever they did or said, as long as his daughter was happy. The women, mostly old bags, were good translators for his wordless empathy.
Talking to her about life and obligations was much easier than talking to the boy though.
 
	«Sometimes rumours are true.» 
 
Lluhan answered soft, a dark-cloud slowly entered, Ilsé felt it’s presence and took Llew’s hand in hers. Luhhan sat down the table and decided to try blow darkness away. 
 
	«You know, I dont’ know more about becoming one than you do by now lad, or I would have told you. But if you like, you can join me for Lanc’hill next week. There might be a druid there, if, I’ll see what I can do. But I make no promises.» 
 
This was exactly what Llew had wanted to ask for a long time but right moment had never appeared. Now da’ offered it thank god. 
 
Luhhan continued. 
 
«I know Elgòn told you of the sanctum, although he shouldn’t have, I remember hearing the two of you talking. But you know I can’t bring you in there yet, still many years too young. But if there is a druid in attendance, and I do mean big if, I will ask if he would agree to meet with you.» 
 
 LLew nodded pleased, simply saying thank you. Ilsé breathed out continuing to pat Llew’s hand while dark clouds shattered.
 
 
 
Finding Red Yarn 
There was no druid at sanctum when they visited Lanc’ but trip was not in vain. While father was in attendance, Llew walked about the large village talking to people, hearing more versions of same he already heard a hundred-times before. 
 
Druids chose who entered at whim, the younger you were, the greater the chance of getting in. But you had to be old enough to know you wanted it. LLew knew age-restriction as a sort of true rumour, that there was a time-limit gave him anxiety, feeling time slip away, day by day getting older. 
 
While strolling he finally found what he was looking for, talking to a bard called Base. 
 
Bards rarely talked but the ones who did were usually quite lenient with word, not like warders and matrons who almost never said anything.
 
A clue, a thread to start unwinding, Base said he knew there was at least one place he could think of, where one would certainly find a druid, except Ayrshire of course. Place was not a village, nor grove but rather a gathering, called burningman. 
 
«Where is this gathering?» 
 
Llewellyn asked enthusiastically. 
 
	«Not where but when.» 
 
Base lifted eyebrows in a way that reminded Llew of El’. 
 
«When then?» 
 
Llew asked perplexed. 
 
	«At transit of Mercury, as seen from Mars.»
 
«Transit of Merc…»
 
  Base scoffed a laugh at his dumbstruck face.
 
«…I don’t understand.»
 
Llew moaned.
 
	«I can understand that…»
 
Bard guffawed continuing over Llew’s protests. 
 
	«…It’s not for everyone but I’m certainly gonna be there.»
 
«Be where?»
 
Bard rose to leave, ale Llew bought for talk was gone. 
 
Llew rose in panic, first time something concrete came out of questioning that did not always dead-end in Ayrshire. 
 
«I dont have many coppers on me right now, to buy you more ale but you have to tell me where this gathering is.»
 
Bard barely glanced back. 
 
	«I don’ have to do anything boy.»
 
They came out on the bustling street.
 
«You can have this dagger if you tell me where.»
 
 LLew threw out desperate, bard hesitated, glancing back at knife held out as a bribe, then took a good look at it again. A fine piece, inlaid iron, silver gilding, worth a lot of dough on the dice table, or a good nights rumbling after. Bard wet lips asking Llew if it was stolen or inherited, hands moving towards blade. 
 
«Never you mind how I got it…»
 
Llew snatched back. 
 
«…Tell me what I need to know and it’s yours.»
 
	«Listen kid, I can’t tell you where or when, that’s kind of the arrangement see, only those who get it, find it. Aaaand as I said before, it’s not for everyone…»
 
Bard licked lips again. 
 
	«…But… What I can do is, I can tell you what everyone is allowed to know.
							 If you go the radius of the Sun, north of Equator, at Prime-meridian, during transit of Mercury, as seen from Mars, you’ll find me then and there. And dozens of druids for sure.»
 
«What!!?»
 
	«Say after me… Radius of sun… North of Equator… Prime-meridian… Transit of Mercury… From Mars.» 
 
Llew repeated riddle over and over and asked if Base could wait for him to get calamus and write it down. 
 
	«You can never write this down boy!»
 
Bard suddenly heated, gripping Llew’s collar. He made Llew swear on light of his salvation never to write it down. 
 
Llew swore and held out dagger. This time bard viper-snatched it gliding into coat faster than eye could follow. Llew was both pleased and worried at the same time, bard looked around, turning back to Llew in sympathy. 
 
	«Mercury is the quickest of planets, his alchemical components associate with druids…»
 
He tapped Llew on the shoulder for a second goodbye.
 
«…Well, kiddo, hope I see you there, can’t tell you more but I can give you this warning. If you wanna participate at this specific gathering, you should have it all figured out before winter or you’ll gonna have to wait a long time. 
 
Go ask the monks for help if you want to try solve riddle but don’t mention me and never mention this discussion to anyone ever again.»
 
Bard walked down busy street and was gone in a beat, Llew stood perplexed at what happened but encouraged, he now had something to go on. Riddle was a clue, a mission, confused but with something to unravel.
 
 
Something to Follow
	Llew had no hope of solving riddle at home and visited Gergoviana clan-library, father let him. 
 
 Ilsé stood nodding her firm support, leaving no room for Lluhan to argue, no matter how many orders waited in the forge. Llew left by pony for Gergoviana on mid-summer morning, feeling sands of time running low.
 
————-
 
  Easiest part of the riddle seemed to be figuring out transits of Mercury, chaplain at library knew he had seen something like that somewhere and rummaged around.
 
 A parchment in latin contained clear transit dates for gods Venus, Mercury and Mars. Not understanding where dates came from, what they represented, Llew now understood urgency. 
 
Following transit took place 11th of Novem this year, following thereafter 13th of Novem thirteen years from now. 
 
	LLew added up transits for the future, twelve coming the following hundred years, he had a definite when, 11th Nov this year, now he only needed the where. 
 
Prime-meridian chaplain knew he heard before but did not remember right now what it intrinsically meant, what it symbolised so to speak, or where to find more clues.
 
 An old scroll about geometry dashed to pieces in chaplains hand but at a crumbled corner they found a reference to the diameter of the sun being 864.000 miles. A strange sounding number, too large to comprehend, chaplain knew a radius was half the diameter so now they knew to look for a spot 432.000 miles north of equator.
 
	Llew remembered father once saying a druid told him core of Earth being 3.960 miles deep, that made ridiculously large Sun-number take far off into, into something else. 
 
	Chaplain’s name was Delvan, he told Llew during first day of research that all gathered druid knowledge was allegedly found in Cathedral-plain clan libraries like this one. Most scrolls were copies, others novel, spread across every clan, all over heartland. It would take a man hundreds of lifetimes, if not a thousand to read it all and make time to travel between.
 
 Delvan told Llew during their days together he could communicate with a druid if he wanted to.	
 
«…So, if I wanna know more specifically about an answer, I can go for a scavenger hunt through this, which as you can imagine would take eons, or I can simply ask a druid direct.»
 
	«Problem is you can’t find one.»
 
Llew said friendly but challenging, he liked Delvan, wished he lived closer to Dur’ so they could hang regularly. 
 
«I can communicate with a druid.»
 
Delvan said certain.
 
	 «Yeah, but only by letter. Apparently there are some higher monks answering, or so I’ve heard. Allegedly they in turn can ask a druid if need be, since druids somehow have all of this crammed into their heads. Which must just be an outright lie looking at this mess, with you saying this being one of the better-kept.
 
 But whatever, you can’t really meet with a druid at will. Still, that’s what I’m trying, to find a way.»
 
Delvan answered in a serious tone he knew for a fact there was always a druid in Ayrshire.
 
 LLew thank him for the information saying he knew that much already but wanted to try it another way, if possible. 
 
Delvan nodded understanding, smiling encouragement, they already found out first two parts to the puzzle, now only needed to figure out the rest. 
 
 It took them six days of scanning before Llew almost found it, at the corner of a strange druidic map. He was about to toss it on the map-pile, since they were looking for numbers not maps, but something icky stuck to his hand and looking down scraping free he saw 432300.
 
So close, had to be more than just chance, he hollered and Delvan came curious.
 
«Look here! Almost!»
 
	«Yeah, actually, I am not that surprised it’s on a map, I should’ve thought about it earlier.»
 
	They tracked all numbers they could but came no closer than the one seen first. Realising it a descending number-series, after another day of rummaging around, focusing solely on those specific type of drywad maps, one over Deux-Sévre had the exact number. By now they understood enough that numbers represented spots in actual landscape, LLew was physically trembling from excitement.
 
_D_C_C_C_L_XM_V
 
He looked at the number of the Sun again. Chaplain suddenly remembered where he heard term prime-meridian, also called rose-line and longitude zero. A grid-map covering Pyrenean alps, following with fingers along numbers at the side Llew found spot first.
 
 The zeroe'th line, crossing N43.20.00.
 A destination southern slopes great Pyrenées, small mountain range Sierra de Guarra, bordering Dordogne and Coronde. 
 
Delvan and LLew celebrated cheeringly Llew thanked sincere, Delvan took farewell patting Llew on the back.
 
«Good luck friend, hope your adventure gets you there.» 
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