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Perfect Year describe return of celestial bodies and a fixed diurnal rotation to their original position 
 
Circle of Same
 
 
 
 
 
 
￼[image: Shape Shape]Prologue: 
 
"Intentions", "Intent", "Purpose", “Purport"
 
Mental state in which agent commits themselves to a course of action.
 
Intentions, like various other mental states, can be understood as consisting of two components: a content and an attitude towards this content
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Circle Of Nature 
 
 
They had been sitting at a pond all day now,
Bullfinch hadn’t said a word, Llewellyn sat silent next. A beautiful little pond with lakes in all direction, no eating, speaking or meditating just sitting. 
 
Llewellyn thought it a strange way to learn about anything, to just sit. Second year as Mac’s apprentice begun with first lesson in naturalis, teacher for natural-sciences druid BullFinch, a quiet man it seemed. 
 
Llew guessed the sun to be about one, after hours of sitting still next a druid who seemed intent to sit for as many hours more, Llewellyn started to inspect ground closer. Sometimes looking back to see if druid objected to his scurrying, he didn't seem to mind. An hour was spent following ant back the hill, laying small birch-twig hinders for a beetle to walk around, Llew sat down quiet next his teacher again. Now bout’ three a sun birds singing, leaves rustling mostly it was quiet.
 
	«Long time ago there was only dense forrest here, crisscrossed by wild river. Then beaver, looking for new place to settle found this spot, liked it, decided to stay. Damming river, taming waters, flooding forrest the way beaver wanted. 
 
Over time beaver turned forrest into these marshes, lakes, ponds and swamps, constantly up-keeping, beaver rearranged. Habitat and fauna so designed offer many mammals, birds and smaller animals a positive environment, shelter and advantageous growing conditions, nesting and a multitude of food. Some inhabitants are only visitors while many live here all year round.»  
 
Bullfinch took a deep breath before powering the dramatic conclusion.
 
 «We are guests, in the wetlands of beaver.» 
 
Llewellyn was taken aback by surprise, first how Bullfinch decided to break a day’s silence, then by what he actually said. He knew beavers built dams, although he had never seen one alive he’d seen many dead as fur. It was actually incredible if it was true, had a beaver really made these wetlands?

He asked as much. 
 
«No…» 
 
 Bullfinch chuckled slight, then face went straight again. 
 
	«Not a beaver but many. Generations upon generations, for time as old as ours. Now don’t ask any more questions. We have a lot to cover and if you are to remember it all you have to clear mind…
 
…In winter, primary source of food for beaver is treebark. Feeding make cuts, eventually timber. Tree always fall in direction beaver want, being master builders equal to our pyramids and what not…»
 
 
Broadcast?
Next day returning from their 36 hour roundtrip with Bullfinch, Mac was talking, Llew listening, following.
 
	«…Yes, where do you broadcast from, gather information, coming from every point. Every step, extra hour lost, copies made, days change so news become old. To truly feel like you know something as it happens, you need to be the node for every information gathered, have them all rushing you constantly. Every second freyday we wait for latest information to come in for sorting by importance. 
 
At Rock in Carnutes, it sometimes happens that last-minute dispatches come in during, interrupting broadcast. With information, mis-information and dis-information flowing, we decided to harmonise into one main-stream long ago. We harness turbulence through Carnutes into a laminar flow, copied, archived then￼[image: Image] parcelled out. Everything rushes to there, that’s how you create an illusion of knowing firsthand, keep on knowing. But you got to choose a spot to broadcast from, we chose Carnutes. 
 
	Exact same information is then distributed amongst other main-stations, such as Ayrshire but counting for time message took to be assembled, decoded, dove-strapped, flown and translated at destination, information already feels, older. 
 
First node, to where latest of what’s known constantly stream, is why many feel special going to Rock Streaming Service Reception at Carnutes plazaā.» 
 
 
 
 
»SkyWatchers Public Notices«
 
 
 
Circle Of Essence
 
They visited Carnutes at end of first month second year, rumoured to be centre of sorts for order, entering shire Llew asked if it was true. MacCoulloch absently answered in a sense it was, Llew would learn more now.
 
 Carnutes was hub-centre for information-processing, Llew was already introduced to ey’ear network second month first year, lead by druid Gallent. That tour made Llew think himself jaded to now seeing more same but processing was not same as gathering. 
 
Carnutes was large as Ayrshire, Mac rode straight for a conspicuous, acerouse structure. Dismounting Gaw and Doc took horses, Mac entered under acute angle, LLew following two steps behind one to the right, plowing through minstrels and officials. Mac nodded to some of the Ele’monks walking through operation-centre, a towering half-sphere came out the wall, map of the known world inverted over.
 
 World map was filled with small pinhead dots. Globe showed every druid and person of interest, their last known whereabouts for letters, addresses and messengers to be sent. Every dot a short numeral code, yellow pinhead with M-211 was Mac, still placed at Ayrshire with 23 similarly coloured yellow dots, Llew was distraught himself not yet a pinhead. 
 
They looked up M-211 in a catalogue found in a filing-cabinet under the globe, quick informational chart, date, place of birth, full name and a reference to vault DB-237d.
 
 Well below, deep in the bedrock stood rows of case-cabinets, Mac turned a wheel and depositories rolled seamless aside. They found a thick dossier on Mac, Llew was not allowed to gloss through. Instead Mac took out an attachment, thin file on LLew, Ovaté to Mac, YD 9674 Ka 12, list of living family, dead brother date, missing mother date, reference to more information at DB-4488. 
 
«Whats DB-4488?» 
	
	«Further archiving like this one but larger, where we keep everything we have on you, from￼[image: Image] answers at entry, analysis thereof, reports on your questioning about order before joining, whatever ey’ear has on you, copy to every report where you have been under surveillance.» 
 
«I have?» 
 
	«For sure, for instance when you killed your wolf, Gaw’ followed, that eventually became a report that got archived.» 
 
Mac’s file gave him three permanent addresses, Ayrshire M-11, Veragrii D-12  and Tarbelli G-2. Llew followed Mac back upstairs, looking in an atlas-book among many, under giant half-globe. One page showed large map of Ayrshire and surroundings with topography, to such scale that surreal dwelling Ayr lay at the corner. Next, a foldable double-page, covered detailed close-up of Ayrshire centre, every small building marked by letter and number. 
 
«Each year Ayrshire’s leading Ele’monk to architectonic-circle sends updates to Carnutes with annual changes, updating catalogue. 
 
 Detailed information of surreal centre’s as well. Rome and Pyongjang hold primitive versions of similar systems but for one city-state only, whereas we operate precise on a global scale. Logistics-room is were it’s at, down there they probably know we’re here already, globe’s more for show, I suppose that’s how we are, full of hubris.»
 
 Mac nodded towards globe smiling, an Ele’monk moving pinheads from a tall ladder attached to a movable turret overheard and smiled similar, nodding back. 
 
Mac and Llew visited Carnutes tavern Sailient, on their third ale after Mac checked pocket-Ruhr the second time he said drink up and rose.
 
 
RSSR Plazaā
 
Druid Aidan Fiery, thin hair parted down the middle sat behind a large desk in-front a fully stacked cupboard, next Aidan sat gnarly old Cian. Aidan and Cian kept up a low-mumbling conversation while clerks brought them final notes and messages. Cian accepted notes with one hand, glancing them over satiated eyes, keeping up whispered conversation with Aidan. MacCoulloch took one of the many empty chairs next to Druid Pàdraig, his ovaté Cormac, a couple years Llew’s elder sat behind. Llewellyn got seated next Cormac behind MacCoulloch. Druids greeted, Pàdraig asked MacCoulloch something about gardening that Llew couldn't overhear, then the two were deep in conversation. 
 
Cormac greeted LLew with sign-language hello, Llew smiled back and hello’ed fist-bumping upheld hand. They sat so in waiting until Aidan cleared notes in accordance with Cian.
 
  Cian took a beater then hit a metal triangle suspended on the desk, three sides each three times in quick order, a rhythmic pattern. Clearing throat while clerks scurried and left. Final attendees got seated, druids and elé stopped small-talk. 
 
Thirteen druids, four of them with proteges and twenty elé-monks gathered, occupying only a third of the seats available. One clerk remained with pen and paper, standing corner of Aidans giant desk. Aidan began, looking scribe to be ready, Mac had told Llew nothing what to prepare for.
 
«Public notices as they are on the 3’rd Ba, 13th Ka, zeroeth Tu, 14th Kankin.»  
 
Aidan looked up at gathered assembly.
 
«Space-weather…
 
	…M-Flares! …
 
		…If I can pull it up here… 
 
…M-flares, from the northeastern lib of the sun, sprawling sunspot-complex AR-3014-15, is crackling with m-class solar flares. The latest, an M2-class explosion on Novem 16th, caused minor shortwave blackout over mid Atlantic-ocean. The region is growing in size and complexity,  stronger flares are possible in the days ahead as it turns towards earth. 
 
Then, the solar inner-orbital Greenman-Schwarz, calculated to perform a solar flyby 1202 recalculated, sadly, now to a near miss on the sun-tangent.   
 
Then, reports coming in that cme hitting earth on Novem 11th, did not, cause a geomagnetic storm, but did, leave a beautiful afterglow. Display occurred six hours after cme struck, as Earth passed through wake-field trailing, storm-clout opened up a crack in our planets troposphere, but now, measured a weak impact.»
 
Voice and tone changed from dramatic to tragicomic.
 
«Also, the total eclipse of the moon last week…
Full moon passed through shadow of earth producing a TotalLE, contest was fierce, many contributed and yesterday jury declared Ele’Larry this months winner.
 
“ It was really dark.” 
 
’Larry sends as greetings, contribution he calls, ‘Here comes the sun’, this is third time ’Larry wins honours.»
 
Aidan softly tapped hands twice and a drape behind him and Cian fell to the side, a postmodern earth-shadow, seen as from standing on the moon revealing green-blue representation of space. A soft murmur, for and against spread in the hall, after ten beats of admiring painting Aidan pinged his triangle again, saying. 
 
«That’s it for me, now over to gardening.»
 
Aidan bowed head slight looking to Cian nodding back, then gnarly-olde reported what his papers said. 
 
————
«Notices Celtica. 
 
Death of the King 
Edward of Peremeter perishes. 
Queen Alexandra in grief but is voted to hold Liege.
 
No significant sightings, 31 fireballs Lu-Gong, mostly Ac-LS. 
 
Message Ravenna. 
 
Storm Ceçille threatens city.
 
No change. 
 
Dispatches Ravenna. 
 
Logistics tie-up as Galician army-command and fleet wheels-up regio final resources. Germans in Bonn, across Røne, 50.000 swords under commander Sergilius, last seen moving north.»
 
Cian held for a while, to let scribe catch up, which did not take many beats.
 
«Notices The Isle’s.
 
Music charms cow, Angus-breed create more milk while orchestra plays classical pietet. Funds granted to widen experiment cover more harmonies, signal hertz on Hereford, Jersey and Croileaux breed as well as, goat, camel and cat, whatever cat’s milk is for.
 
Then, One significant, slow, unspecified, possible Fur-Long, tangent 234^ to 265^ north-northwest. 19 fireballs Lu-Gong, mostly Ac-LS. 
 
Message Ayr. 
 
Treasury robber arrested by sturm-troopers, perpetrator Belmont says he did it for a woman’s whim.
 
No change. 
 
Dispatches Ayr.
 
Acorn-rot-2 disease, now found in southern Silures and northern Numnonii, allegedly, already spread to Regnii. Druid Sig-Gered assigned duty.
 
Notices Aquitania. 
 
No significant. 11 fireballs Lu-Gong, mostly Ac-LS. 
 
Message Tarbelli.
 
Roman Garrison campaigning in Sordonnes, no change. 
 
Dispatches Tarbelli.
 
 Roman legionnaires at Biggeriones, crisscrossing information to movements.
 
Ey’ear’ continue reporting confident about the imminent change of orders for third, sixth and seventh legion if Lucionus Sinatus win upcoming consulship. At his consulship a strike for heartland Boi’i imminent, source first-class. 
 
Notices Ostia.
 
Diplomat Liw Limmers body found in a hayfield. Short distance from where he was stabbed to death at Hotel Royal-Casino opening last Mondday. The motive seems to be robbery. One man under arrest and officers busy tracing other clews’. No significant.
 
Message Rome.
 Pacification of Macedonia under severe pressure, second war imminent. Roman generals aware, senate vote next week Wodensday, on whether to move ninth and twelfth to regio, vote carries favour 70-40. Battle estimate at earliest in 45 days. Legions carry four to one. 
 
Pompey triggered to win consulship. 
 
No change. 
 
Dispatches Rome.
 
Many of course, close to the vote, majority reporting Pompey winning in a landslide. 
 
Alternate news, Pariah Serath’ sighted at Egyptian banquet on Palatine hill, speaking in private with Vizir Eyeth, source adequate. 
 
 
Notices Petra. 
 
Earthquake last week epicentre 20 miles north of Mykonos re-calculated to a 5.7. Landslide in mountainous terrain and subsequent floods in its aftermath now have more than a hundred missing or dead, death toll expected to rise dramatically as more reports come in.
 
No significant…» 
 
—————
Pubic notices continued.
 
In Ilippifonos, place Llew never heard of, record breaking hurricane, estimated at 175 mph, devastating state, civil-war erupting in aftermath. Tens of thousands dead by storm, political factions with impossible sounding names poised to kill many more, millions of refugees. Tribe called Khmeer’khme carried battle favour, war already erupting hot in civil centres.
 
 Cities he knew far away, months of travel.
 
 One town he knew location of was Sang’a, were a newly elected king was coronated recently, remembering location from geography lecture, since Mac said it lay on exact opposite the globe to San Cibrao Galicia. 
 
From literally other-side. 
 
Last place reported on was Œseberg, north, land of wildlings. Unusually strong northern-lights for the season, Tae’Long reported last stream, by sketchy sources, now confirmed by several, more reliable, ones. TL struck Northern skies at tangent 275^ to 299^, about 03.23AM on 19 Pa, 11th Kankin. 
 
Druid Séan stationed at Œseberg poised to lead expedition north, to try localise potential aerial-burst impact-centre. Séan stood ready to leave as soon the new station chief arrived to replace him. 
 
No further changes.
 
 
—————————————-
 
MacCoulloch stayed behind after broadcast, speaking to druids who never once glanced at LLew, while joking bout cat’s milk. As others started walking back towards shire, Mac and Llew took off on their own paths through forest, talking about events taking place, the broadcast. Llewellyn felt like he had been around the world in an hour. When he said as much, Mac smiled and said it still felt like that to him too sometimes.
 
  Llewellyn asked. 
 
«Why were there no Fireballs reported outside heartlands? I can’t believe there were none witnessed?» 
	
	«There are of course sightings and reports coming in but only significant observations are mentioned in public notices , like Œseberg. 
 
Otherwise they, report cards, follow a pretty regular fireball-shower pattern. If I know, 29-31 fireballs are reported over Celtica and 13-19 over the Isle’s, I can sort of guess the rest. You can imagine it as local weather, of the entire planet. If it rains on the village, then it is raining, you don’t have to repeat its raining on smithy, inn, tavern.
 
 Some researchers, like me, do take interest in observed sightings over all regios, every collected data-point we have. I need our most extensive scope for my calculations on theorems but I get statistics from the library, once its catalogued and ordered in a reasonably workable fashion, in a month or so. 
 
In a strong sense we rely more heavily on statistics from heartlands since our network here is strong. Heartlands being only regio of the world were we, theoretically at least, have active watchers to all tangents of sky. Most of the world don’t observe or catalogue sky at all. 
 
Llewellyn asked how MacCoulloch could go get the information.
 
 «Every scrap of information we were told came from report cards, they are catalogued and sorted. With my leave you could go read every juicy gossip from the high courts of Corinth to Petra, some of them might even be true.
 
 The one significant sighting from Œseberg is interesting, substantially now confirmed, it really was a Tae’Long class. What does that mean in size?» 
 
Llewellyn went through sizes and classifications from memory.
 
«100-300 feet with a 30-60 solidity.» 
 
	«Yes, yes spot on, very good, and what sort of impact signature could we expect to find from said TL?» 
 
«That depends on core and angle, softer materials probably leave burst marks five to ten miles wide, Taunguska sized, or smaller, depending on approach and velocity, most often leaving no crater. Destruction and devastation to local immense, say blow away all of Rome but minimal on continental scale.»  
 
Llewellyn rattled off information as he had them stored in his mind files. 
 
	«Devastating to the local!» 
 
MacCoulloch repeated and LLew asked.
 
«Why were there contradicting reports from regios. Dispatches said one thing then messages mostly said no change.» 
 
	«Message is from the hand of directorate’s head himself, seeing far clearer than any dispatches do. Dispatches are anything from heresay in ey’ear network like local cook or slave snatched-up gossip, letters, messages from friendly rulers, messengers and translators from unfriendly ones. Aidan’s work is to sift through the heap of cards and choose what to report on, what’s worth mentioning.
 
 Again, if you really needed to know more, all is there for you to know. Sometimes it is beneficiary before duty or mission, catching up on latest of a regio you are heading for, library archives everything ten years before it is buried.» 
 
	«How is it buried?”
 
 Llewellyn asked but MacCoulloch snorted saying he was not ready to be had that information yet and knew it, LLew immediately changed subject back. 
 
	«I think I understood that Ac-LS meant accompanying the Leonid showers. How does it happen, I mean how is it possible that all dispatches and messages travel so far so fast. There can’t be that many doves flying our postal service.» 
 
 «There are in a sense. We have over two thousand birds moving every day through heartlands alone. We have direct connection from here to anywhere heartland and Isle’s, from Regenses, secondary connections reach Rome and Tripoli, that is two or three birds out, couple days or a short week of travel.
 
 I can get a bird moving message to Rome in fifty or sixty hours. Form here to Serice takes one lunar cycle as it is three stopovers, then one week by caravan, then another stopover after roof of world. 
 
Getting a message from here to other side the world takes time, news we heard from Serice and beyond happened over a month ago, down further into Vietnam were that terrible storm hit, takes another two weeks, our infrastructure weakens down southeast-Asia, as it does sub-Sahara. Some regions use homing pigeons for particularly difficult or dangerous passes to traverse. 
 
What did you think about the prospect of Lucinius winning consulship?»  
 
	«Well that sounds disturbing, Rome would violate our truce and attack heartlands, do you really think he would?» 
 
«I do, and then some. If he ever got the chance but it would not be Rome attacking Heartlands, it would be some of the legions he lead, attacking a fraction of a borderland to heartlands. We would repel him but that will never happen, nor ever come close and why not?» 
 
Llewellyn remembered the other part, Pompey was going to win, had all prospects of winning. 
 
«Because Pompey is going to win.» 
 
He had heard name many times before and knew it a great Roman. 
 
«No, well yes but because we would never let someone like Lucinius win command over the legions.» 
 
MacCoulloch pointed out and Llew continued asking. 
	
	«Why were there so few attending, I know there are at least fifty druids in Carnutes right, hundreds or thousand of Ele’, is it always this empty?» 
 
Llew’s voice was innocent but MacCoulloch looked torn as he answered that no, it had not always been like this but had been for a long time. 
 
 «I wish you could have heard MacCormack, he made reporting come alive, everyone does it different see, and Aidan is just a dope. Cian is too old and should quit.
 
 Circle of gardening hold similar public notices on uneven Freydays. Those are attended by almost everyone, garnering a lively debate, an all-day process and spectacle. Skywatchers public dispatches are seen by most as a thing of old. Something to cherish, worth holding on to as a backup or backchannel but with a strong stench of nostalgia. No real interest or belief that can change worlds.
 
 Truth was, even with only thirteen druids￼[image: Image] attending it was half more than usual. Last month saw twenty, as first reports of the Tae-Long came in.
 
 A lifetime event gathering only temporary interest, fading in weeks. Politics on the other hand a fast paced game, held a thrill that got many excited.»
 
POSTMASTER
 
Llew spent next morning with a postorder monk and a slight headache while Mac did other stuff. Monk had obviously shown ovaté around before. Letters came in from all over by pigeon, messengers and largest bulk by carry, most information was in no hurry, travelling by ox-cart. 
 
Almost every letter within order travelled through Carnutes, unless marked express. Express meant sent directly to recipient within heartlands, another system was in place there, monk colloquially explained but that was not part of todays tour.
 
 Carnutes dealt with big data, not only express communication but information of all sorts. Gather, process and formatted before being distributed accordingly. Some of the data was forwarded to pre-ordained recipients on automation while most information was requested for. A stab of dozens worked busily and routinely at giant logistica room, this the nerve centre. Where global weather, skywatch reports, personal, private and official messages was gathered to then be distributed in a more orderly fashion.
 
 Air-freight by dove could only carry so much information, standard messaging length 140 letters, by choosing templates with ready symbols one could expand information on the stick well beyond a thousand signs. Any information sent between two nodes in the network needed to be formatted. Monk asked if Llew had ever been to an RSSR-feed, when Llew nodded, monk first said lucky him, then that everything he heard there came through here, before being buried.
 
Llew asked where they got archived and monk scoffed, saying he would not know that, Llew would have to ask his master. 
 
Truly great men
Master MacCoulloch came back same eve’ and ‘sat in’ on a SkyWat committee-meeting, Llew sat behind Mac, with explicit instruction to stay quiet, order spoken out loud was a first. There were seven men around the table, Llew the only extra attendee and none taking any notice of his presence. 
 
Most protocol flew above head but it was first time he witnessed druids in argument, or disagreement, he thought it exciting although drama was lacking. From what Llew understood one man made a long-winded point about differentiating under the integral point, whatever that meant. Then Mac explained a different point of view, saying it should be this way. Third druid then said well, maybe, but preferred a possible￼[image: Shape Shape] third option, to consider against. Everybody￼[image: Shape Shape] seemed to be disagreeing around the table. Llew was surprised and disturbed that Mac did not push his￼[image: Shape Shape] agenda harder,￼[image: Shape Shape] repeat and emphasise for Toth’s sake. Finally, at the end,￼[image: Shape Shape] Compton who sat chairman said. 
￼[image: Shape Shape]
«Well, having heard all these arguments, I guess its true that MacCoulloch’s viewpoint is most suited for further development. Now we have to move ahead.» 
 
Llew was fascinated, impressed, that the brilliant men had capacity to take in what others said, while disagreeing, at the end making a decision based on what was best, without anyone having to repeat standpoint three times. 
 
 
These were truly men indeed.￼[image: Octahedron Octahedron]￼[image: Octahedron Octahedron]
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