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Radius of Sarsen-circle in megalithic feet 1080
 
Radius of Earth in miles 
3960 
 
Astronomical constants built into geometric patterns
 
Constants underlying ancient structures 
 
Vedic texts, oldest extant texts on earth, based on numbers: 	1080	 2160  4320  6280.
 
An earth-mound of 1080ft*1080ft is 27 acres in￼[image: Shape Shape] Diameter 
 
1080*2 = 2160
1080*4 = 4320
1080*12 = 12960
1080*24 = 25920
 
Numbers are thoughts of God
 
Mathematics  alphabet  which  God   writes 
 
 
 
 
Prologue:￼[image: Line Line]
 
 
First full-moon of a new year, often called Wolf-moon, sometimes Old-moon, Ice-moon, Moon after yule and Snow-moon.
 
During summer, spring and autumn, wolves communicate most in short signals within own pack. Come winter, wolves begin howling to make enemies aware, warn off other packs. 
 
Wolves howl at the moon, up into air carrying howl farther.
 
A howl from a single wolf lasts between three to seven seconds on average, a chorus from the entire pack can last from thirty to hundred and twenty, even longer during breeding season come beginning of February. 
 
Wolves are thus more vocal in beginning of the second month, come first full Moon after winter-solstice. 
 
We might never know if wolves howl at Moon per sé or its general direction.   
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Growing old is mandatory
 
Kill a man
 
To Be a man
 
 
To Be a man
 
Kill a man
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Growing up is optional
 
6 Chapter 
 
 
———————————
 
Seven years, three months and two days 		enrolled with druid scholae, 2638 days.
 
———————————
 
 
Qualities necessary for a infantry centurion is size, strength and dexterity, skill in the use of sword, shield and throwing his missile; in short for his expertness in all exercises. 
 
He is to be vigilant, temperate, active and readier to execute orders he receives than to talk; Strict in exercising, keeping up proper discipline among soldiers, obliging them to appear clean, well-dressed and have weapons constantly rubbed bright.
 
 
Roman centurion commander Flavian Vegelius grabbed iron-padlock around LLew’s hands dragging him tipi-toe across the clearing, shackling handcuffs to metal-chain fastened to a large pole driven into ground. 
 
Commander Flavian ordered a rough-cut soldier stay behind and guard.
 
«Keep him alive until our return.» 
 
Flav’ looked back and spit phlegm in LLew’s face.
 
«I think he’s one of them, I think we caught ourselves a little druidling.» 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Kill a Man
Llewellyn sensed no real immediate danger as the guarding legionnaire left behind had orders to keep him alive. So, while discreetly trying to get a better hold of pad-lock, metal-pin ready between thumb and index, crouching down against pole, he taunted soldier standing five feet away. 
 
Man stood blade out and alert, visibly growing angrier by the second. 
 
Soldier had told him to shut up three times already. 
 
	«…Stop moving around!» 
 
Which only made LLew increase his tease. Partly for the hell of it, and because, if someone desperately needed a bit of chaotic-prankster in their lives, it sure were Roman soldiers.
Llew kept going, hoping soldier would approach close enough to allow surprise and be overpowered.
 
«…But of course… If you’re unsure who your mother is…»  
	
	Pause for defamatory effect.
	
		  «…Then your father sure gotta…» 
 
 Soldiers eyes gave away the thrust, eye-lobes bulged the way most soldiers did before striking. Hands and feet moved in with sharp gladius after Llewellyn's abdomen. 
 
A trained assassin would never have revealed such blatantly obvious intentions, soldiers however trained for very different circumstances. Rank and file most never considered disadvantages that facial expressions gave away, while Llewellyn had trained for years to learn read most subtle-clues human bodies’ emit. 
 
Llewellyn's arrogant, humorous mood, almost having pad-lock open, quickly flashed surprise, before bone-marrow routine lifted chained hands from under feet. Llew rose half a step moving hands forward intercepting gladius thrust. Knuckles and iron-cuff hit soldiers biceps, short blade stopping an inch from his liver.
 
A killing blow, Romans were crazy. 
 
«Darwit’ Romanskij!» 
 
 Llew swore, thrusting back with a kick to the soldiers hip, creating some distance between them. 
 
One on one combat was not a Roman legionnaires sortie but Llewellyn was still hands feathered, short-chained to the pole. 
 
Soldier overcame surprise at initial failure fast, coming in to finish the job. Llewellyn backed away as far as chain allowed, half-turning to the right around the pole while dodging low-sweeping thrusts. Legionnaires killed most adversaries on the battlefield by cutting main arteries in leg, behind kneecap or piercing lower abdomen. A clean hit to the crotch ended a life in seconds but a deep enough vein cut in the thigh, effectively did same in minutes. 										
 
This particular Roman soldier advanced, as if he had a shield and his thousand comrades surround him, crouching slight forward, eyes burning, constantly sweeping the three main legionary thrusts. 
 
Upper calf, lower thigh, abdomen.
 
Low, mid, high. 
 
	 Low… 
 
Llewellyn jumped forward and up, flying over low-trust gladius, connecting left-leg loosely around surprised soldiers neck. Almost managing to get a lock with his right foot behind ankle but iron cuffs and short chain denied him enough twisting motion. 
 
Failing to get a safe position for their fall, momentum slammed them hard to the ground, soldiers neck snapped loud against LLew’s left calf. 
 
Soldier gave out one loud yelp and dropped gladius with a clank immediate. Breathing wheezed for a few heartbeats then he fell into trauma-hypoxia, hyperventilating coma.
 
Llewellyn heard loud crushing of bone as they fell but felt no more pain than the two of them landing in an awkward position on his leg should make, nothing was broken in him. 
 
 Releasing pressure with hip around soldiers neck, LLew simultaneously bettered his control position. Then felt down mans cranium to the spine, fingers found injury immediate. 
 
Third and fourth vertebrae were just smashed to shit, splinters and crushed bone, man would be a cripple for life if he against all odds survived.
 
 Llewlyn knew very little about soldier they left behind to guard, no name, no homesake but from their short interaction he guessed man was a mean, sadistic, shit-sack of a human being. 
 
But that was not his fault, faith had born him a Roman soldier. 
 
He woke a level of consciousness as Llew squelched around his crushed neck, soldiers legs started jerking, body shaking, throat and lips spasming out guttural sounds. LLewellyn tightened leg-lock, bettered his position still, then turned heel forty-five degrees and soldiers wheeb and breathing stopped. 	    
 
	Everything stopped. 
 
Llew held for thirty beats, thinking calmly about how man deserved a fighting death, sword in hand and all, alleviated from dying a cripple next a whores cot. 
 
Silently counting while wondering which route to take next, longer track along valley or ‘shortcut’ across peak Málen. 
 
At twenty he pondered what to eat for supper, as soon as he put some distance to this campsite of course. He was out of beef, salt and honey but still had beans, from the smell of him, dying soldier perhaps had garlic in his provisions bag. 
 
Reaching thirty Llew remembered rivers he cried when he made his first kill. Tears of shame, fire and hate that flowed endlessly into icy-snow then. Noticing absently, while slowly releasing pressure, how strange he felt nothing like that now, his first kill of man. 
——————————
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 ————————————-
Eleven months, two weeks and one and a half day into druidism, less than a forthnite short of a full year. 
————————————
 
That morning children assembled on the courtyard and found White-wolf and a druid they never met waiting, Wolfman they met once earlier. 
To Be a Man
	LLew remembered vividly the day White-wolf taught them to breathe like wolves, a breathing technique utilised in minutes, life-transforming teaching. Tame-wolf, wild-man was the most fascinating thing on-path to druidism he’d met with so far, and biggest surprise. A man living with wolves, sharing their meals as one of their pack, hunting, not even as pack-leader, just one of them. 
 
LLewellyn called him Wolfman in his head but man claimed wolves called him Whitewolf. Facial expressions with switches, twitches, gnarling, growling-whimperings deep down throat had made Llew titter and blithe last, wolf didn’t seem to mind.
 
Druid they never met stood still. Whitewolf was uncharacteristically quiet, doing none of his usual shivering or stretching. Llew sensed a man looking impatient, deeply sad or angry, looking down their feet as they gathered, not meeting any of them eye to eye. Proudness that impressed LLew so last was something entirely different now. 
 
Breathing heavy, raggedly through nose, man looked nothing the free-soul but more a weak human wanting to cower in a corner. Low, almost inaudible growl rose from his throat. 
Druid waited patiently for final children to arrive and they all stood so as suns first rays cracked open a new dawn. 
 
Then suddenly Whitewolf started talking mid-sentence as if continuing out loud on a conversation going in his head. 
 
«…I have therefore come back to you… To do my sacred share, brothers in human shape…»  
 
Speaking in short staccato, pacing back and forth Llewellyn saw tears in his eyes. Man looked unbalanced, stopping to stand unnaturally still, swallowing a lot between sentences. 
 
«…I was chosen by our Druidic brotherhood, to live with wolves but I choose it myself now. I will return to them, by own free will. They are true sisters and brothers. More alive with them than ever with you.»  
 
He stood again silently panting, steeling himself before looking up firmly first time. Meeting everyone eye to eye, glaring accusingly at children who chide back from his wild eyes. Then towards druid who only smiled reassuringly, nodding for him to continue. 
 
«Society…» 
 
Whitewolf continued with almost a shout before trailing off again. 
 
«Civilization… Is gone for me, now, I love wild brothers and sisters more. I must give you children, final task. Last dispatch in order to become ovate’san, in order to grow up. You will know my pain-hurts.
 
 You… Must kill a wolf!»  
 
Wolfman stopped, not able to continue, after a while druid next to him did. 
 
«You must perform kill with bare hands. Pack whatever you think you need but must kill naked and alone. You may not use wood, air, metal, stone, water or fire for kill. Children are born naked when they kill.»  
 
Whitewolf stood staring at them intense, each in turn, no-one dared look away. Wolfman started panting and pacing, whispering words inaudible, LLew heard honour, betrayal, murder. 
 
Druid kept silent as if waiting for Whitewolf to continue but he was lost so finally druid spoke. 
 
«When you bring back a dead wolf, swear you killed it naked with your bare hands, then and then alone will you be Ovaté-san, no longer children.» 
 
 
 
 
Growing up optional
Llewellyn packed like he would a normal bivouac, kill a wolf they said. 
 
Well, he was not going head to jaw with a bloody wolf. He would use intellect and trap it down secure first. He brought bronze knife and iron-wrought spear to protect himself from animals, humans included, took rope and steel-wire for traps from the armoury. 
 
He set up camp twenty miles out, wolves were numerous in the highlands. After a thirteen days wait, three baits out, patrolling them twice a day, a family of foxes, a mischievous badger and poking bear messing his baits later, eastern snare caught a howling wolf.
 
 He felt no excitement slowly making his way towards howls and barks scalling across valley. 
 
She’s a large beast!
 
 Llew thought observing grey-white wolf sensing him nearby, frantically trying to get away.
 
 She had almost managed to tear down the gutted rabbit, hanging by a string from the branch, before left-back paw got caught by steel-wire.
 She was now trying to run away from his direction but steel tearing into ankle kept her tightly-stuck, pole he'd driven three feet into icy-ground. She howled pantingly, almost breaking leg to get loose, broke teeth chewing steel. 
 
Knot only tightening ever tighter, pole holding steady. 
 
Llewellyn was alert, watchful of surroundings waiting a long time to make certain whether any wolf-brothers or sisters would decide to help, hear her cry. 
 
Tracks in the snow read at least three other wolves had sniffed around bloody rabbit. Fresh tracks, easy to read, showed a sudden dash of flight, straight away from the scene. Llew guessed they fled never to return when lead-matriarch got stuck, perhaps some still lurked close, although he doubted. 
 
One thing wolves knew to fear was man, doing their utmost best to steer clear from him and his devices. With wolves you could never be certain however, so he kept a watchful eye about, while continuing to observe she-wolf. 
 
Wolfmother had now stopped yanking at the chain, given up her futile fight against snare, laying down panic-panting again. 
 
Llewellyn moved forward and by his movement wolf howled, growled, desperately gnawing at steel-wire. Shortly after she lay down panic-panting, watching Llew.
 
 He got up and moved closer, this time she only threw her head back with a whimpering low-growl. When he was close enough she could almost bite she tried, and tried again, he could smell her breath. 
 
She went down on her belly like a puppy, rolling almost to her back before springing up, gaping jaws flashing inches from his face not flinching. Attempt after attempt failed and she went down panting again, turning head away from him.
 
He slowly removed clothes and sat naked on the pile for a good hour watching her. Softly repeating a mantra that came to him. He started saying it out loud for himself and her. 
 
«Fear not Fear nor death Another journey.
 Fear not Fear nor death Not now.»  
 
Sun moved yet another hour in a minute, Llew felt dizzy, wrong. He did not want to move but also not prolong her torture. Surely she had exhausted most powers now, he could reach out and grab mane of her neck to obtain control. He expected her to be more violently-twitching, fearsomely-spasmic than any human counterpart but muscles and liniment worked like any animal.
 
 Her laying down back towards him, meant he could slip her ‘guard’, grip her throat and avoid paws and jaws. Under the fur she was thinner than human, he expected to get a good strangle on quick, with legs around body. Blood-vessels and epiglottis should work similar as on men. 
 
Something held him back, feeling so wrong what he was about what to do. Each yank on her chain had got snare ever tighter by the knot. Leg was bloody, bulging, throbbing, Llewellyn kept thinking about how he could alleviate injury. Mixing salicyl-acid and aloe-zera, ease her pain, stitches for the wound, clean bandages to heal. 
 
It will make you a man. 
 
Was all the answer he got from damned druid when Llew asked why they had to do this, standing gobsmacked on the field’s of Merrilor. They waited for more that never came, only wind smattering lines in the flagpole.
 
Instead Wolfman spoke.
 
«You know my sadness, but my task, place in world. Millennia old human tradition raining down hellfire upon us today boys. I have done my deed, will now go live with true brothers and sisters, you will be children no longer.»
 
 Wolfman sadly left them standing confused on the courtyard.                            
 
 
 
Growing mandatory
Llewellyn sat in tears for hours afterwards, sobbingly shaking. Only coherent thought he remembered long after, was that he would freeze to death being naked in the cold much longer. He never remembered getting dressed nor walking back towards shire. He did remember suddenly stopping to make bonfire. Shaking-bluish fingers gathering logs, barely managing the fire going. As flames grew he removed shoes, belt, rest of his clothes and threw them to the fire, then threw badge too.
 
 He did not remember beginning chanting but remembered hallucinatory states when shewolf chanted along. Most the time she lay with dead-black eyes reflecting flames. He remembered cutting open her stale belly, taking out still lukewarm heart, chewing and strong stench of iron. He kept mumbling apologies to her unfair luck.
 
 Swallowing a few bites and gagging, he threw rest of her heart on sizzling fire, then threw bronze knife, looking for something more of his to throw away except life. He saw staff leaning against tree with mothers amulet tied to it.
 
 He broke amulet from the stick and threw wood to fire. Chantingly he shoved mothers amulet into cut-open belly of shewolf, firmly squeezing it at her heart-cavity.
 
 He did not remember a single step back after but did remember sullen face of same druid who gave them the order weeks ago. Man was waiting for him at grove Merrilor, Wolfman was gone, Llew instinctively knew they would never meet again.
 
 Standing naked in freshly fallen snow with wolf across shoulders, not realising before now how weak he was, how heavy she was. Knees buckled and bloody grey-white wolf bumped over head as they both hit the ground. Druid only watched silent. 
 
Llewellyn rose to one knee, forcing his arm into wolf, pulling out bloody amulet without saying a word, he sat panting a while then stood up.
 
	«I’m going to sleep now.» 
 
Llewellyn said drowsy starting towards the children’s barrack, druid answered with a sad nod. ￼[image: Tetrahedron Tetrahedron]
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