[image: cover-image, Chapter 7.3 Taunguska One]
Prologue
 
On diverse motions of planets, mathematicians have based what they call the Great Year, which is completed when sun, moon and all five planets having finished their courses return to same positions relative to one another. Length of this period is hotly debated, but it must necessarily be a fixed and definite time.
 
Numbers are God
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Fire breathing dragons in the sky
Great conflagration on earth below￼[image: Image]
 
 
 
 
 
Taunguska Event    

Learning to￼[image: Image] feed			 fire￼[image: Octahedron Octahedron] 
 
—————-
Yew
 
Ogham Letter: I
 
Ogham Name: Idad
 
Ogham Tree Meaning: Transference, Passage, Illusion
 
This is a tree marking passage of time, good to call on when going through a rite of passage in life. Perhaps becoming a parent, or maybe celebrating a milestone birthday. Yew blesses these events. 
 
———————
«Let’s bring you in, let’s see what you remember about Taunguska and the Taurids» 
—————
 
 
«Have you ever heard about Miamachi and Gocachi fires?» 
 
Mac asked.
 
	«Yes of course, everyone has, Miamachi the most devastating forest-fire and Gocachi most deadly urban-fire in mans’memory.» 
 
«Yes exactly, what about Dreyfus, Taara or Hinckley? Ever heard of them?» 
 
Llew thought for a moment, name Hinckley he’d heard before, thinking it perhaps another village perishing to fire, someone saying it being almost as devastating as great Miamachi. Names Taara and Dreyfus on the other hand he never heard before. 
 
«Isn’t Hinkley another great forest fire?» 
LLew guessed finally.
 
«￼[image: Image]Yes, very good, they all are. Follow me to the study, let’s look at some maps.» 
 
Mac pulled down a large wall-tablet and winced it up a rack, map displayed overall region of separate fires. Fires were highlighted in yellow, red and orange according to severity of areas destroyed. Overall landscape lay far to the east, in to LLewellyn unfamiliar lands, a region of many great lakes. 
 
«I didn’t know they were so close to each other…»  
 
Llew said tracing finger over map.
 
«…The fires I mean.» 
 
	«Did you know they all started the same day?» 
 
Mac asked with a plane face, leaning back also watching map.
 
«What did you say?» 
 
Llew fiercely coughed in his hand turning to look at Mac.
 
	«They started the same day, Thorsday fifth of Aprilia 1022 AB, all of them roughly nine a’ clock in the morning.» 
 
Llew scratched his head, that was over a hundred and fifty years ago.
 
«You saying all five fires started on the same day, unrelated to each other.» 
 
	«Yes.» 
 
«That must have been one dry helluva-hot day.» 
 
	«Hellish indeed!» 
 
Llew turned to face map again, amongst largest in Mac’s study, a twelve-times-nine feet magna-charter, hanging stretched from the wooden keeper.
 
LLew studied fires in astonishment, greatest two Miamachi and Gocachi, did not nudge, they came close but never quite touching. Other three were further apart still, how could that be.
 
	 «But how is that even possible?» 
 
Llew exclaimed out loud, silence stretching, Mac took his time.
 
 «Yesch, that’s an excellent question but before I tell you how it’s all possible, you will retire to your study, or anywhere you find peace and [image: Image]concentration to read accounts I have gathered for you here.» 
 
Mac put pointer down a stack of files on the desk. 
 
«It won’t take you more than an hour or so, I should say, I’m not expecting you to memorise anything, only to read and contemplate.» 
 
Mac and Llew stood watching map for a moment more, Mac pointing out distances and severity, then Llew took packet of folders preparing to leave, Mac stopped him at the door. 
 
«You do have evening to yourself after you’re done and since its’ still early afternoon, remember if u’ sneak down to village for ale, remember we meet here at break of dawn tomorrow. 
 
By morrow you will have read accounts, and will have formulated a theory of your own. A theory called ‘what exactly happened’ on this horrendous day in history. If you guess correct enough, I’ll tell you the rest of what we know be true.» 
 
Stack of papers initially seemed they would take much more than ‘an hour’ to get through. Mac always downsized amount of work required for Llew to reach goalposts.
—————-
 
 
 
 
 
GeoMythology
Llew got comfortable in the dorm with a cup of hot java, munching on three cinnamon-buns he ran off with after quickly downing creamy, stocky zucchini-basil soup with goat-cheese. Canteen was out of fresh bread, gliding into pre-supper lamb-shanks on roasted garlic, he scooped final-batch, didn’t have time to wait for shanks although nose argued he should. 
 
Complaisantly seated he quickly glanced through all documents brief. Realising folders contained mostly paper wasting report-pages in bureaucratic language.
 
 In-between tables of content, publisher-pages and references there were eyewitness reports to the fires. Actual reports were short easy tongue, spoken by honest simple people. 
 
Four separate folders to four separate fires, maps and markers to each given location, detailed description to each witness. Four to six report-cards to every folder, each card a witness in question, in one case a small family of three.
 
Three of the four folders were gathered by a druid named Lacoccochl, fourth folder by ele’monk calling himself Lady-Fire. Honest, simple people gave some incredibly remarkable accounts. 
 
Early on, Llew sat up from his slouching position as interest rose and he started to concentrate. There were amazing similarities between ludicrous witnesses, smoke, ashes, an ominous sky of tornado-ferocity.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Dept of Natural Resources - History
 
Witness 1.A
 
William Coney - Eyewitness to portions of fires along Miramachi.
 
Witness states:
 
 “On the 5th a sickly mist tinged with purple, emerged from the forrest and settled over everything. Then around nine o’clock a succession of loud roars thundered through the forest. Peal after peal, crash after crash announced the sentence of destruction. The river itself tortured into violence by the hurricane foaming with rage and flung its boiling spray upon the land. Presently there came a stillness when all nature seemed hushed and then a long and sullen roar came booming through the forest. 
 
Withtin a few dozen heartbeats settlements of Newhouse and Douglas-hamlet were destroyed.”
 
 
 
Witness.1.B
 
Newey Brownswick from Cinada - Miramachi Fire.
 
Witness states: 
 
“About eight o’clock in the afternoon a loud roaring was heard in the woods, and the burnt substances still continued to thicken the atmosphere, it was so dark that the flames could not be distinguished though they were less than a mile from town. Immediately after, the wind blew a hurricane, a roaring noice became more and more tremendous and it seemed to astonished people as if the earth had loosened from its ancient foundation.”
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Witness 3.C
 
Will R. Bird - Taara Fire
 
Witness states:
 
“It was a terrifying night. All it required to complete a picture of the General Judgement was the blast of a Trumpet, the voice of the Archangel and the Resurrection of the dead” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Witness 3.D
 
Ezekiel “Zeke” at Hinckley
 
Witness states:
 
“It was supposed that an extensive forest fire was raging and there had been a long period of dry heat, but strangely, not a person seemed to be alarmed. In the evening the breeze smartened and all at once ashes and cinders showered down almost suffocating those outside their homes. An hour later a loud roaring was heard and falling ashes darkened the area, nothing could be seen. Then the wind blew a hurricane and the roaring noise became tremendous. Flames burst in masses from darkness and then the whole sky was illuminated by an immense sheet of fire that in a moment enveloped Newhouse and Marnal-hamlet. Within a hundred-fifty heartbeats from first appearance of flames most houses in that area were on fire.” 
 
 
 
Witness 4B
 
Darius Ruckersson at Dreyfus
 
Witness states:
 
“Panic seized the unhappy people of Fredericton, as the hurricane began wrenching up burning trees and boughs and hurling them through the air. The livestock of farmers and horses of the army, driven mad with fear and galloped crazily through the streets or along the banks of the river. Many people, being fairly convinced that the end of the world had come, threw themselves on their knees and began to pray for deliverance on the Day of Judgement. A lot of people died in the fires simply because they took no measures to save themselves since they truly believed the end of the world had come.”
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
One thing LLew read again and again was how it, everything, got quiet. Then a sudden roar booming in a distance getting closer, then everything quiet again. Followed by the wind blowing in like a hurricane. 
 
Consistent across the board, with others again saying the whole sky was illuminated by a sheet of flame that in mere heartbeats consumed entire villages
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 —————-
Witness  4C
 
Redcoat Sailor by R.S.Lambert 
 
Witness states:
 
“As he looked around the outskirts of the devastated city, the governor could see that the conflagration, far from dying down, was growing much worse. From the forests south of Fredericton a continuous roar like thunder could be heard. This was shortly followed by the rise of a thick column of smoke and the outbursts of a series of extraordinary explosions, like those caused by a thunderous lightning-barrage. Giant tongues of flame shot up to heaven, as if volcanic eruption was in progress. Spouts of fire rained down on tree-tops, ran up and down the trunks, and kindled the branches. All along the banks of the St.Aengus River, rows of huge trees, centuries old caught fire, and made the water beside them crimson with their reflection”
——————————
 Through flame
Witness 4E
Tempest New Brunswick Louis Bubier 
 
Witness states:
 
“Now the air had a smoky smell, all the world seemed darker for that amazing and yet dull light in the west. Then as sudden as a flash of lightning a great sheet of fire rose over the top of the hill! Immediately o’her sheets of flame streamed up into the sky, around to the west and northwest. In an instant all was bright as day. It was the most terrifying sight which I ever witnessed…Everyone who saw it shouted or screamed - it seemed as if the whole town cried out at once. Dogs barked and howled, horses snorted and galloped, cattle lowed and bawled in as great a terror as the people. Some shouted, It’s the Judgement Day' The wolds on fire! The judgment Day has come! Many cried and some fell on their knees, praying aloud. So frightened that I knew not what to do. I stood staring at the flames that darted far up into the sky behind the hill. Now when this was noised abroad, the multitude came together and were confounded” 
 
The accounts were unbelievable if true, LLew left strange accounts to the side and sat for a moment pondering what sort of tales he just read. He tapped a finger to the folder, took a deep breath and read next. 
 
Accounts constantly referenced end of days, everyone speaking of ill omens in sky, strange sightings before fires started, which perhaps was to be expected to such dramatic events but not all accounts lining up so well. Not unless druid and ele’-monk skewed material, choosing who’s witness to take into account, or lied or made shit up but that seemed far fetched.
 
 Accounts described absolute impossible fires, sometimes bouncing up from the underground, at times raining down from above. 
 
Veteran woodsman Drumlel, questioned by druid Lacoccoclh, had a summary to his description to the stencilled report calling him: Veteran forest-fire fighter - Generally known as best fire-wall builder far and wide. 
 
Llew took mental note that everyone was certainly long since dead, events took place well over a hundred years ago. And so, whenever event was beyond any living, LLew's fantasy made the world come into tint-coloration, people and events were cooler, more mysterious. He saw veteran woodsman in his minds eye as a tall, animated, proud and flawless man. 
 
Woodsman Drumlel reported, from his watchtower located at Scerry, overlooking Northlands towards Brunnel, fires burning five miles high. Flames covering the whole sky.
 
 The man, who couldn’t be sane to Llew’s opinion, was backed up by others of his trade, experienced witnesses all, saying treetops started burning first. 
 
Druids hand was strong between lines of reporting, explaining, highlighting, recollecting from farmers, warriors, merchants, children, women and old folk. Constantly concluding the witnesses as backing each other up, never hinting at a solution or underlying explanation.
 
Lacoccoclh and Lady-fire constantly deemed witnesses trustworthy and stable, or at least reliable, except in cases when shock and PTSD compromised memory. But then those elements where explained for, relevant information cared for, so in all, every witness was to be considered clear or at least reliable, which was utterly strange considering their testimony. 
 
For it to be some kind of conspiracy or lie, or faulty remembrance, especially with so many ‘obviously’ fabricated details to remember, for that many people no less, was completely improbable. Fires were real, at least portions of them were. 
 
Whole stack of folders could be some weird trick by MacCoulloch but that again seemed far fetched, old man did not lead quests like that. Multiple witnesses to a same time event meant there was no lying, or making up stories kinda horsing around.
 
LLew read repetitive accounts quickly towards the end, made mental note of markations in sidenotes and was soon done. In the end taking him no more than six thousand forty beats to finish.
 
Thoughtfully closing the folders, he laced them up, stacking them neat on the desk. He sat for two hundred beats tapping fingers on the stack for a sequence, then got up jumping out of his clothes and went down corridor in slippers and towel around waist. He stood in the scūr for a long time, letting lukewarm water run over, trying to clear head.
 
 He came back dripping wet and threw frothe on the bed-frame from across the room and performed five sun greetings and ten chiachavasa’s over the five feet distance to the dresser. 
 
Since Rudi was away with Druid Darnai, LLew dressed worldly and indeed snuck down to village as Mac guessed he would. Leaving main-road at threes-crossing he followed the slightly shorter warders’-trail.
 
 At Thule river he stopped, it was dusk but still light enough, sensing no-one close but before he could start figuring out were the warder was hiding a man stepped out from leaning against a tree trunk in shadows nearby. 
 
Llew talked to warder Dawg leisurely for a good forty minutes, the man always had too much to say.
 
 Then he trotted the eight miles to village in an hour not to break a serious sweat. Pretty Pony was packed for Saturn’s Day dance, drinking and singing. LLew drank ale and ate two sausages with mustard, only speaking occasionally, then mostly to the barkeep. Most time he sat pondering strange fire-accounts.
 
LLew drank last half of his fourth pint in-one, walked back home through star-spangled night feeling slightly intoxicated. He decided finally, almost on the doorstep, that this one time only, the most unlikely scenario must for once be the simplest explanation possible, once only. 
 
He did not wake to the nine hundred beats to break-gong but had smartly asked warder on duty to wake him, which he did by an ungentle slap in the face. 
 
Llew sat up rubbing cheek while warder excused himself brusque, Llew had not woken when pushed or spoken to like normal people. 
 
LLew grabbed head with both hands and mumbled an inaudible curse looking up, smiling mouth-only at warder.
 
«Yeah, yeah sure, sure, sure… Its’ fine… Its’ fine… Thank you. And good morning to you too by the way.» 
 
Warder grinned ear to ear before slamming shut door behind.
 
	«Hangover is a biatch’ now ain’it.» 
On The Fly
Llew entered Mac’s study a few beats late, carrying a pitiful headache on his shoulders. Mac was already waiting, occupied with studying a small but highly detailed map, multicoloured topography curves of Miramachi-region. Before Llew could even say good morning Mac turned fastening eyes brutally into LLew’s. 
 
«Now dont’ tell me, you’ve arrived at the silly conclusion again…»  
 
Mac started, never letting eyes slip, never blinking. 
 
«… That ghosts or evils broke through the portal into our dimension at Gocachi.» 
 
 Eyes thinned out into questionmarks. LLew was still stuck in yesterday eve’s bar-table wonderings and conclusion walking home, when he had decided that that was exactly what had have to have happened, one time only. 
 
He stopped mid-stride for a beat, then continued confidently entering room, answering with a great good-morning and a smile. He walked past Mac meaningfully, playfully pointing and nodding behind to the topography-map.
 
«What’s ya’ got there? That’s a beautiful map.» 
[image: Image]
Pointing more strongly, with whole hand asking again, trying to win more time to think. Mac didn’t answer didn’t react. 
 
Llew knew lecture-series starting yesterday was supposed be an in-depth Taunguska-event study, at least that was what he thought it should be but so far they had not mentioned the fabled airburst once. Fire accounts he read yesterday took place fifty-plus years before AB1079, so they could hardly be considered related. 
 
Fumbling for anything and with Mac pulling the only straw from under him, staring at him.
 
«Well…?» 
 
LLew only answered. 
 
	«Taunguska…» 
 
Mac shone up at first, then clouded, looking suspicious at LLew. But instead of asking the How do you mean? Or something similar that would have revealed Llew’s fruitless guess, Mac instead said.
 
«Exactly! Something in the air, ill omens in the sky, fire raining down from above.» 
LECTIONIS MODE
	«…Through measurements of particular spectral dimensions we have measured not only the supposed size, trajectory and velocity of some meteorites and comets but also managed to get a reading, outlines of their possible geothermic composition. Through examining light impression they leave against the sun.
 
 This means we have, with a relatively high credibility and certainty the knowledge to tell composition of what some inner orbitals are made of. 
 
Some meteorites light-spectrum indicate they contain an iron-core imprint but most specimens we’ve had the opportunity to examine are more or less dusty-snowballs or snowy-dustballs, as was to be expected. Recently, only three decades ago, we found that…»  
 
As Mac continued talking, Llew pondered that Mac used the word recent so easily, about events taking place before Llew was born. Would he also one day talk about events taking place today as recent three decades from now. He focused back in on listening. 
 
«…and that’s how we managed to get readings on a new type of comet, made almost purely of incandescent gasses such as methane, ethane propane and hydrogen.
 
 Some time in a distant past a force collided with a body ejecting material violently into air by impact. A planet in our solar system, or a system far, far away, sending out scorching embers becoming meteoroids to other bodies, onto other star-systems…» 
 
Llew had a vision of snooker collisions, a bouncing-chaos on mat between walls. There were no walls here, no one-dimensional plane either. 
 
	«…Let’s say by an impact 1 mile/g2, sending certain debris flying tens of miles high in the air…» 
 
Suddenly lectionis stopped for practical experimentation before lunch. Llew spent ￼[image: Image]next two hours filling a large modified pighoe with mud. 
 
After lunch they experimented by dropping pebbles from different heights into the mudhoe. 
 
Giving pebble time to increase impact velocity, measuring effects in mud splash-rings. He first dropped smallest 10g, from ten feet, hanging from a ladder leaning against the shed. Together they then measured splash-rings, calculating speed and force tiny pebble accumulated, then Llew dropped 100g from top of the roof sitting out on a ledge, a twenty-seven foot drop. 
 
Aiming carefully, pebble made nice rings, metrics fit to scale against ten feet 10g.
 
 When Llew climbed down and approached mudhoe, Mac warned him from stepping in any impact-debris on the ground, close to the barrel Llew had to tiptoe careful not to step in ‘evidence’. 
 
They performed measurements, Llew taking careful notes, putting down small pins on the ground as markers to splash-circles, Mac helping with the measuring tape. Then Mac ordered Llew to drop heaviest stone from highest ledger. Llew gasped as he had looked forward to perhaps dropping largest in the end, from lowest rung but certainly not heaving a two hundred plus pound stone up on the roof. 
 
Modified pighoe was barely large enough that stone would fit. Wondering out loud how he would even get it up there. 
 
«You’ll figure it out hot-shot, call me when ya’ ready to drop, I’ll be down the apple-orchard drinking cidré.» 
 
Llew used two ropes and a counter-balance as weight, by walking a far distance around the barn he got stone to the third ledger quite easy. From there he winched stone, step by step higher. Getting a bit swindled hugging heavy load high-up badly balanced. Carefully put down counterbalance and let heavy stone rest on the double-wood top ledge, right above the hoe.
 
He hollered down the orchard and sat resting, soon Mac came trotting, left standing taking shelter from the barn-wall showing both thumbs up.
 
Aiming as best he could, thanking his lucky-star more than skill as almost round rolling boulder fell through twenty-seven feet of atmosphere 68°F. 
 
There wasn’t much mud left in the broken hoe after, stone hit the shit spot on. MacCoulloch was appreciatively joyful and applauding cheeringly, laughing out loud. Llew smiled back at first but soon started laughing as well, so hard he had to stop climbing and rest balance, holding stomach before continuing.
 
Well on the ground it was impossible to approach hoe without stepping in mud, while Llew zigzagged forward Mac walked straight over. Perhaps four-fifths of the mud had sprayed out, only strings of splashes were left at the corners. Llew realised after a moment that he was looking at the inner-end of the beginning to the innermost crater-ring, compared to pebble-splashes. 
 
After supper they calculated with numbers they got from their crude experiment, counting up-scale on splash-rings.
 
 Dao-Long impact-scale calculations showed debris flowing upwards, outwards, of a hundred miles before dropping back to earth. Explosion spread shellshocked debris around a significant percentage of the globe. Mac looked Llew’s calculations over the shoulder and said.
 
 «Imagine if much of what is thrown out are ice-shards the size of trees, what sort of impact would such a bombardment cause? For instance here at epicentre of the third splash-droplet, forty miles out.» 
 
	 «Well, total destruction I suppose, even if debris is mostly ice or water nothing living can survive that pressure.» 
 
 «For sure, I agree. And here at Dao’s fifth splashing out at D5?» 
 
	«I suppose someone, or something, might survive, if they got behind the cover of rocks or something.» 
 
«I suppose. Now calculate for me Cho-Long vector-field debris matrix to the sixth splash-droplet dimension. We meet again tomorrow at break-gong in my study, don’t forget my rolls.» 
 
A CL impactor sent debris so high above the atmosphere, calculated velocity-formulas ￼[image: Image]escaped planet-gravita forcefield. 
 
Next morning after Mac had corrected last eve’s homework, they then calculated Sao-Long together, an impact so fully violent on the mathematical scale that debris left even solar-graviton, becoming interstellar travellers.
 
 «…Some debris predictably even become interstellar.» 
 
Mac finished second day lectionis on subject and held Llews’ glance for a while. 
 
 «Is there anything you wish for me to clarify or something you wanna ask before I￼[image: Image] continue? Anything.» 
 
LLew scratched his head.
 
	«Are you saying impact from a meteor throw pieces of earth itself into orbit or pieces of the meteor?» 
 
 «Well… Yes well… I was, saying that planetary topography layers leave but practically both… Actually yeah.» 
 
 Mac interrupted suddenly, realising his disastrous reasoning fault. With an invigorated smile he lifted glass of bourbon to LLew’s honor, it had been a while since he last got drunk during daytime. 
 
 Mac was pleased at having accepted taking on the father-role of fostering an apprentice. A step considered by some in brotherhood necessary to reach adulthood, through heightened responsibility it brought. Boy had some hiccups and faults, who didn’t but there was spunk in the young whippersnapper. Mac continued adding Llews’ contribution, fighting an urge to shuffle the boys tuft.
 
 «Both, most of the meteorite solids will disintegrate from energy vibrations to the impact but perhaps… Perhaps, some of the softer gasses, bloom and dust would indeed be pumped back up. Yes… Pushed up by the debris field itself… 
 
No, not perhaps. Yes definitely, first impactor bouncing back up will to a large part be meteoroid. So interstellar complex organic molecules gather momentum, sharing. Not just a pig hit in the stomach hiccuping out an apple by mouth but more a bouncy-ball, gathering, ricocheting, multiplying impactors complexity… Yes of course, impactor itself leaves a large trace, of course, good… Good observation there.» 
 
Mac rocked a bit back and forth nodding and smiling, stimulated by implications.
 
«I must take this up with Wavyyayagra when I see him next.» 
 
 Then Mac continued, no longer in lectionis but lecturing.
 
«Ok then… Now, imagine an asteroid six and a half miles wide, coming in at velocity of, oh I don’t know, lets’ say 15 miles per second, made of carbonaceous chondrite. Blasting surface of earth at a 55° angle…
 
Ricochet 
“Zing!” 
 
Blasting 
”Splush” 
 
Spreading by circumference, throwing up ejecta. 
“Paum” 
 
Blasting out shards, super-charging them into interstellar comets. Maintained for eons, deep-frozen in time, at 455 degrees minus Fahrenheit, close to absolute zero, colliding with another solar system, say 65 million years from now, or 65 million years ago. 
 
They in turn explode into ours, or ours into theirs. Partly burning up in the atmosphere, large parts evaporating on impact. But supercooling troposphere, schussing gasses down, pumping ground level liquids up, perma-frosting beneath.
 
 Maintained lift-motion for gasses create cushioned drift down, or, depending on angle of approach, relative speed of impactor, soft-push into hemisphere without exploding, gaseous, less firm could survive without disintegration by atmospheric elevation-pressure coming sharp against.
 
 Pressed down into living space, to superficial levels of the apple skin, supercooling…» 
 
	«…Apple skin?» 
 
 «Yes, we have an analogy, a quite correct assessment, depending on what type of apple you choose, what season you pick of course, that if the earth is an apple it’s skin is akin to the atmosphere.» 
 
	«All those hundreds of miles?» 
 
 «Yes. Anyways… There are many types of combustible substances flying around deep frozen in space. Now imagine a Cho-Long impact striking the massive natural oil and gas field of Arabian desert. What do you think would happen if a CL impacted epicentre of an oil and gas-field that size?» 
 
	«There… There would be a large explosion!» 
 
 «Well that’s for sure, what else?» 
 
Llew put one arm beneath the other and rested chin in palm when pondering something hard.
 
 	«Based on what you just said, some of the ground itself would be thrown up. Which in this case would mean hundreds or thousands of square miles of raw-oil, natural-gases, thrown into air so violent they would likely combust, burn everything away into energy.» 
 
«All of it would burn?» 
 
	 «Well no, perhaps not all… But yeah, impact signature would be very different from say into limestone-rock or the mud we dropped pebble into. Perhaps liquids and gasses move more slow through the atmosphere than solids?» 
 
 Llew tried to look confident when he did not really know for sure what he was talking about.
 
	«Perhaps…» 
 
Mac contemplated what Llew said, shaking his head.
 
	«… Perhaps nonsense. What else?» 
 
«Well…» 
 
Llew stumbled, trying to figure out what Mac intended for him to figure out. Then realised that clusters of fluid-gases ejecta into deep-cold outer-space, leaving planetary, even solar-graviton, reaching another earth one day. 
 
Really thought about it.
 
«Some of those tonnes of methane and ethane-gases, traveling at deep freeze well contained….» 
 
He continued to think hard. 
 
«…In early phases of a solar system even a million cubic mile sized bodies fly about, moons colliding with planets.»
 
Llew saw a vision of water and gasses falling down on deserts, raining down early-earth. 
 
Jurassic Park
The Megasaurs killing meteor caused ricochets that have now has been traveling 65 to 66 million years, well within time-confines of reaching another star-system, unless already hitting something, for sure projected to hit somewhere, anywhere.
 
Liquid methane, ethane and megasaur-dna now pouring down fractiously on another. 
 
Pockets of timber-matches for fires un-imaginable. Skies above not only raining down explosion, death and destruction but constantly raining life-giving complex organic-molecules, 50 to 100 tonnes of manna raining down to our sequences every day. 
 
Paradiso of Ask and Embla in form of frozen-solid gasses adding greater blessings to planets overall state and chemistry. 
 
Suddenly creation of life without god blowing mana to the process made more sense, whole universe was in on the operation multiplying complexity.
 
Mac told LLew this was the foremost theory about how oceans of the planet were once created, violently raining down from above, destructive, creative destruction.
 
«…65 million years ago, 45.000 miles/hour, six miles wide, the Mysterireøq killing Megasaurs…»  
 
	«…Wait a minute you saying earth was hit by an oilfield traveling at 45.000miles/h?» 
 
 Mac gave LLew a moment to gather himself.
 
 Llew did, got it looked up and smiled.
 
«You saying all these fires…» 
 
Pointing to the map it all fell into place.
 
 
Prologue to the epilogue
The subject of lacking crater for either Dragon was a matter for many nights discussion in the future but for now suffice it to say most druids either believed YD crater would still be found, in uncharted territories, most probably in the almost completely uncharted ocean-beds or polar regions, Mac bet his favours somewhere on the un-discovered continent.
 
 Mac went on a tangent, which often happened when he mentioned the missing continent, which he often did. A true misery for a order calling itself mighty to not yet have chartered the globe. 
 
 «…I can’t believe we haven’t even seen everything yet, nor the fact that we scientifically once and for all would have proven a globe, not just theorise and allow silly flat-land notions to persist. Sometimes I believe we, you and I little pal, perhaps most of my colleagues are kept locked out from some big secret, that of course order went already, conspiracies within you see. 
 
We clearly have the capacity, expedition would cost a fraction of our annual budget. Whole mystery solved in a couple months for Avalon’s-sake. I know I would risk my life, and yours in a heartbeat for the chance to be on a first expedition sailing West. I know a few warders and bards that would eagerly join as well, we’d be fine. 
 
Either data is wrong and there is no continent stretching from north to south and we hit absolutely nothing, then we arrive within four to five months on the Asasian coastline, we even know exactly where we are gonna hit, it’s ridiculous, conservative values my ass. Sometimes I’m inclined to believe that I’m just one of the suckers left out on a secret, that of course we did it, centuries or millennia ago. 
 
However, back to subject at hand, paleontological strata, layering in bedrock, meteorological evidence is all clear, as we already have covered somewhat extensively, similarities to what happened 9.600 years ago suggest it surely must have been a similar force but smaller than OD. The big one, Mysterireøq, OD-meteor-crater will one day be found, that is certain, a CL class must leave a mark. No matter what angle, velocity or core it is made of.
 
 But YD, that we know to have been at least a magnitude less violent, if that impactor was made of more flammable liquids and gases, like Kobayashi, perhaps with a soft or even no rock-core, then perhaps, impact-strata could be befuddled, so that we never might find an actual crater, no matter how certain we are of the science. 
 
 Especially, as I have said before, if those gasses hit three miles of ice before flowing down grassy greens, setting continents on fire. But it still leaves the question then, why a YD-Kobayashi would leave nano-diamonds, high-temperature melt-glass and microspherules in strata, unexplained mysteries to account for, what originated them if there was no heavy impact.
 
What poor people at Miamach and Gocachi lived through might have been a tiny illustration of what YD looked like on a global scale, date and point of origin fit Taurids.
 
Perhaps we will one day be able to read imprints better, how to read meteoroid leavings on a glacier impact for instance. Thats why the Œseberg impactor potentially is so terribly interesting, if it left a crater, if we manage to find it, if we are in a lot of luck and it hit shallow glacier, we might learn a lot.» 
 
Llew didn’t think that was very likely, or terribly interesting. 
 
They came back inside, wet from their walk in the rain, shook the nasty weather from windbreakers and left overcoats in the hallway. After making themselves comfortable, Llew bringing them boiling water for tea and Mac a glass of cognac, himself a blueberry slush, Mac continued last discussion, threshing through missing crater mystery.
 
«Since both craters are still absent, other possibilities, however improbable, must be allowed to come forth into existence and potentially prevail. Perhaps something that happened here…» 
 
Pointing to rolled-up topography map of Hinckley and Gocachi with shillelagh. 
	 
	 «…Happened at impact of both Young D and perhaps to a larger degree at Old D. Somehow leaving no craters, at least any impact signia we could easily read today, none we have mastered to transcript yet.» 
 
 
Angels Help
Could Woden please use less valkyrie’s to help pour rain tonight Llew watched ominous rainclouds gather, while preparing whole afternoon and half eve’. Assembling field-equipment, star-charts, telescope-256x with movable turret, report cards and necessary provisions for their planned evening walk to eagles-nest. 
 
But late eve’ was disastrously cloudy, now came first drizzle. 
 
MacCoulloch somehow already knew it would be overcast after midnight, he wanted to cancel the trip, just as LLew had gotten everything ready. LLew looked up at cloudy sky admitting it looked bad but really wanted to see the the Leonids. 
 
«You dont know the clouds will hold, not even druids can predict weather right?» 
 
	«Right.» 
 
«So can we please not undo my scurrying around like a scolded beaver, let’s take a chance and have a go?» 
 
Llew kept pleading and to his surprise got his way.
 
«I sense clouds will clear well before 2AM, sky will open up to a splendid gallery of Leonid-falls.» 
 
LLew said with a confident smile and his most prophetic tone.
 
 Llew had bet against old’man that skies would clear, a favour rode as bet. Llew now really, really wanted skied to clear for the night, Mac brought an umbrella. 
 
On the two hour walk to the nest, through steady drizzle they discussed high and low pressure, barometric readings and climate forecasting, LLew listened, fascinated but with a sinking feeling. 
 
[image: Image]On their way back through pouring rain they didn’t talk much.
 
One full moon later Llew gathered field equipment again, this time for Perseids. Moon was down, conditions perfect but latest official weather-forecast from eve’ before, read at a 73% chance for cloudy. Llew asked in the morning if they shouldn’t cancel while Mac thought it might be worth a shot. They wagered quits or double, Llew predicting cloudy.
 
 Complicated mathematical Gauss-curves were essential to finding the correct statistic probability, mixed with earlier data made forecast. Llew’s own calculations, with much help from Maccoulloch, showed a 74,3% chance for complete cloud-coverage and 51% chance for rain between 3AM and 5AM.
 
Mac admitted Llew’s odds had been much worse last time, Llew carried telescope and almost everything else, Mac brought along supper, drinks and shillelagh. 
 
Exceptional Perseid display, several fireballs at 23,3 shoots per hour. 
 
«Swift-Tuttle’s quite busy this year.» 
 
Mac said a touch exalted. 
 
Llew saw two red-class dragonfly-4 and was happy, mostly for Mac’s sake. But now he owed the man two favours, sky had been mostly clear, especially in direction of constellation Perseus. When Llew asked Mac what favours he wanted done he answered laughing light.
 
«No, no, no, I’m not gonna use them lightly. Probably have to wait twenty years until you can actually do something I want collected.» 
 
 Llew understood then how serious Mac took being on the side, druids did in general. They discussed fireballs on the way home, calculating sizes and speeds, Llew’s homework for next day was to follow process from their report card all the way til’ archiving. Mac handed over card while telling him his tasks, told LLew to bring the card to regional office’s at Ayrshire. 
 
But instead of handing it in, as he had done before, he would bring it to SK Monk 1. 
 
The ordeal would take a couple of hours but he could sleep long after. They would not meet before tomorrow afternoon-gong at canteen. 
 
Llew had no other homework or pressing issues to deal with and had been looking forward to going fishing or somehow relaxing after sleeping as long as he wanted. 
 
«We travel far again.» 
 
Mac said looking over horizon.
 
——————-
Temperature is different from weather 		
«Climate changes all the time, sometimes drastically. Pumps that drive global temperature are being studied but although we have found many correlations and predictability, the driver is still unknown. What we do know for a fact is that climate is amongst the most complicated and multihued questions we have ever dared to try answer. We recently went, as you can see here, through a cold-age, that lasted around 350-400 years, today we have given it the grand name little ice-age. Quicksilver dipped further south than it has in perhaps ten-thousand years. We must remember, as we witness receding glaciers on mountains today, they are shrinking back from the largest they have been since last true Ice-age.» 
 
LLew was tired and wanted to sleep, had been looking forward to go to bed for hours.
 
 Now Mac had suddenly thrown him another ‘task’ that would take hours, probably include eyeopening ‘amazing’ discoveries or something similarly exhausting, before he finally ￼[image: Image]￼[image: Rectangle Rectangle]got to throw face on bolstered mattress. At least Mac had said he could sleep late, he wondered where ‘far’ they were going.
 
	«Where are we going?» 
 
He asked. 
 
«Far.» 
 
	«Yeah ok, cold-far or warm-far, it would help me pack smarter…» 
 
Impertinent. He was tired.
 
Mac stopped and turned to hold LLew’s attention. Llew had once before pressed Mac on asking where they were going, to get a straight answer for once. That time Mac had moments before kept a long-winded speech about there being no secrets between them, LLew could always ask about everything, tell him anything.
 
LLew then asked several times why Mac couldn’t give him a straight answer to the simple question where they were going. That way, Llew could perhaps prepare better, were they gonna stay for days, or months, only fair to say. Mac kept being evasive, then Llew started talking back some talking points to Mac’s honour speech given so eloquent moments earlier. 
 
Mac interrupted, answering at length about being impertinent.
 
 Llew interrupted back heated, asking if Mac felt he was being fair and consistent, speaking truth in both matters, it was their first real argument.
 
«…You can always ask but I won’t tell you, let’s be honest.» 
 
LLew finished flustered, to which Mac answered.
 
	«Gwindenstadt.» 
 
«Were going to Gwindenstadt now?» 
 
Llew asked perplexed, they had just talked about the little village as it located next a hole in the ground. A map-reference of hell, constantly burning for over seventy years, village lay four-thousand miles away.  
 
	«Yes.» 
 
Then they indeed rode out of Ayrshire in the general direction of Gwindenstadt laying far, far south-east, making several ‘detours’. 
 
Travelling through civil-war in Kharzam Dur, living for weeks among beduins at steps of Zaalam. Never riding a straight path, visiting many old friends, learning to know new strangers, Llew learned a myriad of new things.
 
 He saw groves and shires of all sorts while they rode through adventure, sleeping through a five day desert-storm hugging camels under tent-canva. Then a months stopover close to snow-lines of mountain range in Caraptia, were a non-penetrating archeological research was recently opened at Arrchienbāa mountai-range. Measurements of a ruin-complex were conducted there, a bronze-age castle on Kazdüün-hill. General region extremely sparsely inhabited, Llew reflected it could be a hundred miles to next fellow human.
 
Leading operation was druid Snouârish with his Ovaté and two ele’monks and twenty local slaves hired to help conduct exact measurements. 
 
Druid Uâri was a funny chap, an old friend of Mac’s, explaining to LLew while walking around site about bronze-age, about Mac, about life in general.
 
 Extent of the area they had cartographed so far, main-hall, structure next the kings-mess, then Uâri showed what lay beneath, something else entirely. 
 
Llew gawked in awe at the shrewd and beautiful architecture that lay as foundation, making something that must have been a outer wall once. Llew wondered out loud how come it was so much ‘better’ than the rest.
 
«What is that for a wall? What purpose did that serve?» 
 
Uâri scraped chin as a quick glance passed between him and Mac, slight shake of head from Mac that Llew barely missed, Uâri only answered.
 
	«That, young man, is a very good question, that’s actually what we’re here trying to find out.» 
 
Llew nodded understanding, archeology was hard detective work. 
 
Much later on, they approached the now fabled Gwinde’. Little village on the steppe, now eagerly awaited for more than seven months, nothing extraordinary happened.
 
 Looking back at it, riding out the other gate two days later, just another place they visited before riding back through Ural and the Khazak-step. They never even visited the ‘hell-hole’, arriving back home at Ayrshire little less than a year after leaving. Llew felt the foolishness, or perhaps meaninglessness, of his question now. Mac could have said any village or place, then at some point in the future cross it to be right.
 
 Llew pondered he should be insulted or feel duped but instead realised it impertinent to inquire further what their business was, beyond what Mac decided he needed to know. That was enough for him from now on, Llew had never asked again, not until now.
 
 Tiredness brought out bad humour and impertinence, Mac didn’t give Llew an answer to his question but instead said.
 
«I can help prepare, bring Maol, notes and everything else you see fit to carry. When we meet tomorrow I expect you to have added the two significant sightings to your personal calendar as well. In the future you dont have to record them old-fashionably as I do, choose or not to gather a personal fall-chart but this one and only obligatory first time you will record them proper, if only to learn how.» 
 
Also, Llew would equate five correct calculations to impact of different density, gaseous, water, air, ironhide-metal and an indicative proxy of a combination, Mac wanted calculations on-desk before leaving at gong sixteen, Llew would have a chance to ask task-related questions between seven and eight. 
 
LLew moaned as impertinence ate his free noon, imprudence was never worth. 
 
 
Fimbulyetr
Two days later riding south-west, Mac explaining to Gawin and Llew about volcanic eruptions, causing crop-failures and famine, explaining relationship between the Mystery cloud of 536 AB and the transition from dark ages into antiquity. That cloud was an issue of great popular interest among order but also in surreal, amongst prophets, godly men, even some scholars knew. Mac then told them of Santorini exploding 400BB
 
Gaw and Llew fantasised out loud what it must have looked like when whole Island of Santorini just exploded in a volcanic eruption. 
 
«We have written eye-witness records what it looked like.» 
 
Mac said before continuing former lecture, Gaw and Llew listening.
 
«Volcanic eruptions in a more recent past have impacted human societies in similar ways, for example AB1006, Tambora Indonesian volcano hurled so much ash and sulfur into the atmosphere that year 1007 became known as, the year without summer, in Europe and North Africa. Unusually low temperatures led to crop failures and famines, the wine from that year was allegedly splendid though.
 
For eruptions of a more distance past, connection between event and societal impact become less clear. Event from 536AB find support sung in Suecione sagas by Fimbul-Winter or winters-winter. When for three years no summer was. Sociological studies indicate an entanglement from the sea years…» 
 
According to the Fimbulvinter saga, end of the world follow, Fimbul project Ragnarök, destruction of gods. 
 
End of all sagas told. 
 
During Fimbul, not only did it get cold and dark but good and evil rose to arms against each other. From gigantic chaos only two people survive and from them a new race of man is born. 
 
Sagas collected, several generations after events took place usually make it impossible to pin-point exact year on themselves but together with dendrochronology it promisingly look like many myths are diagnosable.
 
Phenomenon 536AB was global in reach, seen in tree-ring years through-out northern hemisphere. 
 
Similarities in sagas and science gave an interestingly high probability to know what we are looking at historically, even Millennia ago.￼[image: Line Line]
[image: Image]
«…One could add what Druid Havien said about Burjatiasisa and them talking of a three year long winter and darkness.»
 
 Burjatiasisa was located at south-eastern Siberia, far from described sagas of heartlands. 
 
Mac gave Llew texts of poetry to read from the folklore researcher on cultures of the northern step, Havian was a romantic type.
 
 
 
 
 
 
Bull-Mithras sword to the shoulder, Taurids.
End of the World 
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