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Prologue
 
 
The elder tree is ruler of thirteenth lunar month, tree for prosperity and blessings. 
 
25th November to 22nd December. 
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——————————————-
 
We’re leaving for continent, pack accordingly.
They rode hard, Mac had given Llew a surprisingly lenient homework schedule, only thirty words Carpatian and twenty words Slavic daily, nothing more, LLew felt it almost a waste for long ride to have nothing else to learn. He focused on those words and nothing else as they galloped through Isle’s then across Belgica and High-Germania.
 
Longer stop at Mac’s southwestern Bulgar, cabin-Iacygez. A day’s ride north of cabin warders set up camp with horses, Llew and Mac hiked two days on steep slopes to a highpoint in terrain. Overlooking glacier below, up-top view showed grand-scale of formations below, icebergs making clear imprints on landscape, Gaias children Ice-goddesses stroking their brush. 
 
Suddenly not that hard to envision a whole world, almost all of heartlands, once covered in never-ending ice. 
 
He saw clear signs of great recent recession, something he had only witnessed on maps and paintings before but here it was evident in the real. The ice was receding, they, we, the world was temporarily coming out the little ice-age. 
 
Returning to base-camp, Mac and Llew for once found both Gaw and Doc asleep at the same time. Warders woke without embarrassment and got ready quick, they all arrived back at Mac’s Iacygez at eve’. They slept in comfortable beds for three nights. 
 
Lots of naff in mornings, cardgames, pipe and relaxing, lots of good sleep before riding north-east. Gaw and Doc left straight north for something that didn’t become LLew, instead a new strange ranger joined them, similar race as step-people around. Man didn’t say much, Mac rarely spoke so Llew was silent for the ride. They crossed Paarcul mountain-range with glaciers filling whole view. Called ‘Never-ending’ glaciers, but Llew knew they were not never-ending, even less so now than a century ago. Last tongues to south-west licked Vocontii. 
 
Carpatians behind and kept riding further north, MacCoulloch pointing out markations in landscape around, rock moraines. Ice-bergs once withdrew here, like in valley they witnessed from above, today temperate green-leaved forrest thrived. They scarcely met with people north of Odessa regio, sometimes small hamlet or holding.
 
 
[image: Image] Mac lectured at campfire, there were cyclical tempos to climate, as the world had recently been coming out little ice age, quicksilver dipping possibly to coldest since cold-spike 6.2kk. 
 
But for certain, since end of last great ice age and YD. A simple graph Mac handed him claimed global average temperatures going thousands of years back into past, measured against a mean average of the last hundred-twenty years.
 
«…For, some mechanism, most probable extraterrestrial, methane and carbon-dioxide are pumping up heat to unseen levels during last ten millennia, levels perhaps not seen in millions of years. Rapid melting of glaciers, massive ecological change, killing half the planets species, killing probably more than 90% of its land living population. Since then, Earth has been an overheated oven. 
 
Right about eight thousand years ago, violent forces of the YD gas-pump climaxed, has since been slowly running out of steam.»  
 
Mac took a deep breath continuing word.
 
	«Although on micro scale we still see alterations and momentary rising tendencies, like last century cold spike, 6.2KK is such a great divide, all important macro event, as it shows great heating party once and for all over, earth slowly cooling again, will continue to do so for what we must assume the next hundred-thousand years.»  
 
	They rode at a slower pace day to day, no longer as if harried by an unseen whip, like it had felt riding north-east. Waking up in heartlands surrounded by forrest again felt cosy after never ending steppes, so damned large you never seemed to get anywhere, no matter how fast you traveled, jurta after jurta after jurta. 
 
Placing any heartland clan-land over geography paled in comparison, whole of heartlands could fit twice over in what they just traversed, that being just a small part of the western sea of it.
 
LLew and Gaw rode in frolicsome confab. Gaw’ didn’t believe earth was round like a sphere, that was dumb. Then things down under would fall… Somehwere. 
 
Llew tried explaining gravity but realised it futile quick, having no clue himself.
￼[image: Line Shape]
 
«It’s flat dumdum, surrounded by an impenetrable wall of ice.»  
 
Gaw spent a moment ‘proving’ to LLew by cantering horse in exactly the same direction, same bearing on compass, still ending up where he started, without ever having had to walk upside-down. Compasses still worked as they should, LLew just didn’t understand true purpose of north and south re-emerging without ever ‘falling down’. 
 
Mac frowned at them both and went deeper into Climat-o-logy. Next day they visited Balwasar, a Horologic, Dendrochrono-logic workshop. 
 
One of two main centres for research done in Arbori-o-logy. For being a centre anything order, Llew found the few underwhelming huts, old disgruntled warder, two age-old druids with four maids to be a slight surprise. He had seen lifeboats to tankers larger than the holding. 
 
There were large barracks close, rigid constructions with steel frame, tightly controlled atmosphere inside, treasures kept behind locked doors. Storage stacked high with meteorological data, informational logs. 
 
Everything that was needed to make exact incisions, carefully study and archive findings fit neatly in the main workshop. Called ‘the puzzle’ next a smaller workshop called ‘saw and gnaw’, other few buildings were residentials and smallest canteen he ever saw. 
 
Magnifier glass in the puzzle was a Denton 64X, same core model as Llew had used in Savei-rere, Llew immediately saw how the grotesquely enlarged mechanism benefitted when one wished to observe small details to large samples. In Savei-rere every sample fit, came in specific sizes and standards, trees did not.
 
Dendro itself was simple, straightforward work. 
 
Mindnumbingly simple, LLew felt he learned everything there was to know in first half hour. Marking, dating, giving probability factor to thickness of ring, remembering to double check, correct date, location. 
 
	On first day he was belated, on second mightily bored. They then traversed four hundred miles and came upon a similar workshop. 
 
«…So, we basically do the exact same here, reach same conclusions. Druids like to double check see, double safekeep, scientifically beneficial to feed research.»
 
Second centre Llew realised was exactly like the first, with similar type people running it. Dreading they’d stay the whole day and almost struck by a panic attack of boredom as Mac informed he’d stay the whole week. Mac had￼[image: Line Shape] business in regio to attend to.
 
LLew pleaded Mac not to leave him but handed a bunch of homework, told to follow druid Altar and Cucchellon’s command, disappearing with Doc and a smirking Gaw. 
 
Llew mainly spent time in druid Altar’s company, who seemed way-too excited to have anyone’s company, as if he too was bored by his own existence, with finally someone to pour loneliness on. 
 
Or perhaps he was a happy man, doing his life’s work, with a dream job-opportunity to teach next-gen his greatest pleasure, either way it was excruciating. 
 
Slowly they went over a thousand little details on how to proceed with best angle, remember take a good look, as good holz-sample as possible, looking at sample, after sample, one type of tree, then next species whole afternoon, as if time was of no essence, since it was not. 
 
Altar told Llew that although order conducted no archeological digs, as Llew was surely aware of.
 
	«…One type of excavations we do conduct however is digging for trees…»  
 
Llew quickly interrupted that he knew, since Druid Them and Seban’ had been kind enough to tell him everything already, digging for trees was the exception. 
 
Altar did not seem to hear, as he continued.
 
 «…Since nature, not civilisation leave the trail. We feel it our sour duty to gather and record as much as we can from logs before time eats them away, altho evasive, Terra-Matrial archaeological contracts…»  
 
«…Yes, druid Altar, thank you, I know. Druid Seban’ explained to me extensively at Balwazar. It is fascinating that, digging for trees. Does it present any challenges, not withholding, keeping digging from surreal.»  
 
«Well for one it is not as obvious where we might find one, bogs dry up becoming something else. Digging samples up in one piece is a different headache, interesting subject that, but lets talk more on that after supper, now look proper at this second ash sample again, do you recognise it’s cousin from earlier…»
 
	Llew remembered rumours he heard before joining, druids not only buried dying trees, which he now knew was perfectly true and for a good reason, but also digging up dead ones. He thought then here-say must be nonsensical gibberish, who would be silly enough to dig up thousands of dead old trees, why Bel’aal would anyone do that.
 
Now he knew, agonisingly well, rumour completely true again, in a very specific way. Order dug up parts of an always incomplete maze, reading our story, laying a reliable scientific, thousand times thousand puzzle. Grindingly creating a better and more complete database, unfaltering for regional and global patterns of climate. 
 
Scientifically sound ability to track weather-patterns back, not only centuries or millennia but deca-millenia. Reaching at least eleven but in some regions between fifteen to twenty kk back.
 
Mac finally returned to save Llew from manic-depression.
 
Riding next Mac again LLew pictured a commoner asking a druid.
 
«Hey Druid, what was weather in Salzburg like in Maius, four thousand three hundred years ago?»  
 
	«Sure wait a sec, I’ll have a check.»  
 
Coming back with correct answer, Llew giggled and Mac riding next to him searched saddle bags for something, found it and handed Llew a chart that absolutely blew his mind. 
 
Time scale suddenly stretched back more than 450.000 years. How was this possible?
 
And right at that moment, when thinking about how far back druids could tell weather-patterns he was handed this.
 
Graphs looked amazingly precise, collaborating data following a rhythm, an absolute resolute. This had to be more based on modelling and projection than precise prediction like dendro. Witnessing a realised cardiac pulse to Mother-earth. 
 
Younger Dryas was the innermost part of the first splash-ring. He asked stunned, as he had so many times before, how could this be, trees couldn’t last that long, how could data be had from so incredibly￼[image: Line Shape] far back, it wasn’t as exact as dendro right? 
 
	«The specific optical-technique used to process ice-cores are still mostly restricted and confidential, related to analogue nomograms but methods behind, overall philosophy, I can describe in detail. 
 
What simple detail it is. 
 
Each year, a new layer of snow falls in autumn on never melting icecaps of the world. Deep-freezes during winter, creating a thin distinct layer come thaw and spring. During summer it￼[image: Image] melts to a degree, refreezing next autumn it creates a very hard surface, trapping bubbles of atmosphere in ice. When fresh snow falls, it does so on the hard crust that rarely melts, becoming next annual layer, like a tree ring freezing itself outward. 
 
With a certainty surpassing dendro, of over ninety-nine point eight, down to a plus-minus of only five to ten years, we have active results of hundreds of thousands of years back. These results have been revolutionising the game of changing climate to say it mildly. Analysing atmospheric contents frozen in permafrost, correlate successfully with existing dendro-data. 
 
First, when computational models were devised through quantifiable data, we believed the sun to be a natural given, not a varying factor but as we have been monitoring we know variety in intensity. Solarflares, sunspots, geomagnetic outbursts and the like, we realised sun has a life, weather and patterns, its poles seems to be on the verge of shifting, perhaps shifting ours with it…»  
 
	«…Solar poles shifting?… Whats the secret technology you can’t tell me about?»  
 
Llew interrupted curious, those came rare, usually when research had gone additionally beyond the ten-fold magnitude.  
 
«Well you know I can’t tell you that yet, but I can tell you that part of the process in analysing pockets of atmosphere trapped in the ice requires mechanics that surpass a certain signals threshold.»  
 
 If charts and statistics really were that correct, a new ice-age was slowly coming on again. Receding masses of ice would stop receding in a century or less, the warmest period in mans memory fading and turn. As it had during little-ice age, giants would grow down mountains to rule all once again. 
 
With colder climate floods and storms grew more frequent, more devastating, failed crops and sickness, pestilence, sick and weak people as a consequence. One time in space the whole of central and northern-Europe, all of the Isley’s, covered by ten thousand feet of ice. It was absolutely impossible to imagine, but then again, having just seen masses that began to the north, perhaps very imaginable.
 
 Grinding forces of massive glaciers sketching clean, destroying-creating gorges, hips and boulder-parks, moraines told their extent.
 
This obvious conclusion took a surprisingly long time to dawn on Llew.
 
During ride-in from the north, Mac kept pointing them out in the landscape, Llew had now learned to separate them from boulders, some were harder to separate from the others. Mac explained at length how they in effect were made from similar forces of opposite spectra, therefor were expected to be found in pairs, morphed. But which was prevailing in the countryside, definitely moraines, most hills, distinct granite whaleback formations. 
 
	Moraines were also prevalent and easy to spot on topography maps. Travelling south they stopped at shires regularly, every library had a local topography 9x9 foot chart hanging over the entrance. Penultimate map had a large patch completely free of moraines, Llew asked Mac what that was all about? Mac answered that was for him to find out. 
 
	 Llew recognised less and less moraine-formations in landscape around, Hariíshire-library, 3-D topography showed almost none, only at the most north-eastern corner were there some faint ones. Rest of the landscape was moraine free. 
 
Mac looked at him questioningly and Llew stood perplex for a while then woke to the realisation his silly idea harboured earlier was correct. As he said it out loud it fell into place. 
 
	«This is where the ice stopped. I mean even back then, this was the furthest it reached, ever.»  
 
 Mac nodded back.
 
«I wouldn’t say ever but certainly during last five-million Pleistocene years yeah, except for mountain glaciers yes, that’s correct.»  
 
 
 
————-
Epilogue-Prologue
 ￼[image: Rectangle Rectangle]￼[image: Rectangle Rectangle]￼[image: Rectangle Rectangle]￼[image: Rectangle Rectangle]Druids started studying glacial-geology in a scientific manner when they witnessed glaciers in hasty retreat, one and a half to two centuries ago. Patterns were recognised,￼[image: Rectangle Rectangle] climate coming better known, tracking￼[image: Rectangle Rectangle] seasonal as well as ￼[image: Rectangle Rectangle]multi-annual￼[image: Rectangle Rectangle] weather-formations. Changes to patterns￼[image: Rectangle Rectangle] mother-nature cause all on her own, without any need of bombardment whatsoever. 
 
«…Tremendous geologic change take form geodetically. We read rising mountains out dried seabeds, as water inflow dwindle deserts of lakes. Roof of the world, Blind-peak herself is an ancient seabed, tops of Himalāya covered in marine fossils. 
 
All that change taking place without any added force needed. The power of geodetics even make some druids question established astro-spaceic related reasoning, giving geodetic solutions for hitherto unexplained cataclysmic traces. 
 
Such as Ina’rolic-rims, proclaiming them not cosmically created but formed by geodetic forces alone. Specific hypothesis in question called, Artesian-solution, lacustrine-eolian, absolute drivel￼[image: Rectangle Rectangle] if you ask me. The author invoke every known nature force known to order and still fails to explain actual shape, form and mechanism behind. We’ll read all about it later but it shows you the force of the geodetic movement looking down.￼[image: Image]
 
 Some druids try to adhere other cataclysmic events to geodetic origins, such as, and most preposterous, the Decca traps. Anyways… A new awakening took place during Victoryan-era, one and a half to two centuries ago. Earth-sciences were uplifted. Our understanding about glacial and geologic changes, earth-bound formations made us feel like we had forgone Gaia in favour of illusive sky. 
 
Most sane druids today still, however, believe these geo-powers, impactful as they may be, at times get supercharged by astral events. Why SkyWat remained revered throughout century, many adhere to prolific sky-sciences, some few like me even as first priority but most do not. Demographics of our dwindling numbers look rather grim, two in last one hundred examined chose SkyWat as first circle. 
 
Strongest, first choice of course as you already know is PolScie. SkyWat seen as more rudimentary nostalgica of an impractical reality, today treated as part of history, no longer an avenue of true search for knowledge. Gone are the days when movements in the sky made us wonder…»
 
Llew had heard similar nostalgic musings many times before from Mac but lectures concerning history of order always fascinated. Mac continued looking forward.
 
«…But as always, pendulum swings and corrects, masters master a dedicated skywatcher, leader of the circle, on his watch it all fell apart so to speak, a millennium movement losing momentum. 
 
His ovaté in turn, turned to the ground in search for answers while I gazed back up to our romantic old ways. I always loved watching the sky, knowing more about cosmos gives everything else in life a boost. 
 
I suppose you will turn into a champion of politics, if there is any sort of grim rhyme or rhythm to it, or worse yet economus.»
 
 
 
 
 
 
———
Four Days Later
——-
Llew gaped divide, they spoke of mythology giving credence to cataclysm, he raised hand slight, showing he had question but not high enough that it was about a different subject, so Mac nodded once, allowing.
 
«Is there a time in here somewhere, is there a reference to the nine-thousand years?»  
 
	«Well my guess is, what will happen is, you got these great events, like going to the big floods, ok.»
 
 Both hands held out like a large bowl bouncing outward. 
 
«What happens is, big flood at end of last ice age, gets embedded into collective memory. Becomes part of the cumulative consorted consciousness, part of a great oral tradition getting passed down. 
 
Ok, now subsequent to that, another event comes along, magnitude and severity not as great.»
 
Smaller bowl.
 
«However people still interpret it within that same framework, just as we see when we read Lacoccochl. 
 
How many people experienced, and began interpreting it in their reference of doomsday, understanding of judgement day.»  
 
Hands out wide, coming in arms in-front. 
 
«Over and over and over again.»  
 
Right hand chopping down forward. 
 
«We see in accounts, people saying, they were thinking end of world had come. This was it. Ok now, they are interpreting it within their reference-frame, mmm, so I think that what we got here is that, mhmm… Is that you have a great event.»  
 
Scratching head, which usually meant topic was railing a sidetrack. 
 
«Just like, aah, Edward Wulley excavating Sumeria, finding flood-layer, thought it initially evidence for Noahs great, but subsequent investigations gave us far older Gilgamesh, white doves, the ark, animals, devastating flood. But only regional, certainly nothing that could be interpreted as a real global event. 
 
However in mind of Sumerians, Akkadians, now Neo-Babylonians living, it was so real it got unreal. A wave of water, tens or hundreds feet high, coming in a wall, many times the speed of sound, eating clear everything. In myths elements juxtapose, becoming a matter of trying to differentiate. 
 
I think we actually see many layers of myth. Ultimately behind, there was, you know a world destroying flood ok, but then, thousands of years later there’s a lesser, that gets remembered, passed down as well. After who knows how many generations those two event-points sort of interwove»  
 
 Palms gliding into each other, fingers intermingling.
 
«Read carefully your homework, a good exercise for following day as well, read and contemplate.»  
 
Two days later he was to report contemplative conclusions after 9 gong. 
 
[image: Image]Homework a classic case of intermingling accounts. Llew read Torah, book of Genesis, taking due time since he translated from Aramaic, a dependent of the Phoenician alphabet. He ran to ovaté Siegfader for help a dozen each day. Translating with double event layer in mind and went, aw yes! Several times. 
 
Clearly there was described two intermingled events. In one case God was Elohim, other case Jahve. One case animals being conducted into ark two by two, other case by sevens. Noah entering ark and flood coming same day, later on same page stating Noah entered and flood came a week later, two stories one book. 
 
Mac explained they were generally interpreted, by priests and learned men, as two surreal versions of one account but order laid prevalence at layering as much more credible, befuddling truth even more. Mac scratched beard and finished days lecture.
 
«…Aauuughm. Good! Half-next week we go through Taunguska-Sunstream, his double-debris field and look at were Bull-Mithras, Apsis-Taurus, all symbology of stabbing bull in the shoulder originate. What form and tradition it takes in different societies, deep history, finally mine and orders view on the matter. 
 
Four days later we will continue with Geometrics. 
 
Now off to BullFinch and Pavlov’s pigs with you before running late again.» 
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