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path. For once LLew had not cared not knowing what route or how long they were gone. Mac had specifically ordered him to leave compass and pad behind. 
 
«You won’t be needing them for a while but make sure to pack pencils and broadsheet instead.»  
 
 Mac hinted with a twisted smile they would be starting down a new mathematical style of work.
 
Llew did not care, anything but geometry. 
Llew felt free, proud and generally great, calculating in head riding south first night, whether they could reach Giza within the month, depending on detour. 
 
Mac riding next was in a good mood, nice to be around they talked light and made fun together. Llew constantly fantasised about giant pyramids and lure of exotic Egypt. Mac started teaching [image: Image]Llew surreal history of Ai-Gy-Ptha, customs, manners, traditions. 
 
MacCoulloch lectured on modern Egypt, Ptahlemaic dynasties and political reality around current Ptolemy, the seventeenth. Structure and hierarchy in priesthood of Ptah, factual deciders on loyalties taxes and law.
 
 Down through Greco-Roman era of history, Ptolomie’s foreign policies’ during and after Alexandrian conquest, internal strife. 
 
Backwards before Macedonians, when Achamenians conquered and reconquered, before them the 25th Dynasty, Kushite rule over Egypt. 
 
Then mysterious 24th and 23rd. LLew figured them the type to brand their names on perfume bottles. 
 
Mac sounded slightly bored at reciting.
 
«…When Osorkon II died, crown prince Shoshenq had already died, so his younger brother Takelot II, took throne at Tanis. High priest of Amun at that moment was Nimlot…»  
 
It did not matter if LLew not remembered it all after but he should listen attentive and try to make himself an understanding of general history. Down they went and like so many times before, Llew was mightily impressed Mac knew all this by heart, man had lived there ten years but still.
 
Assyrians ruled Egypt at interval, competing with native pharaohs, back through Ozymandeas-Rames the great, his many triumphs, battle of Megiddo, the Armageddon breaking world. Back before BB, to Ahkmose the first, founder of Eighteenth, the one to finally drive out last Hyksos from all of Egypt, ending first successful foreign invasion. Thirteenth and [image: Image]Twelfth apex of Middle Kingdom. Back hundreds of years when Osiris from Theban was considered god above all gods more than 1000 BB. Age of glorious empire back towards oldest. 
 
Mac listed mightiest mythical dynasties to Second and First. Narmer and the unification, or reunification of Egypt, 1950 BB.
 

What came before that?
 
Travels turned out different from anything LLew expected. First camp-stop, Grenchberry ancient ruins, lay only two-hundred miles from Ayr. According to local heresay, ghasts ate anyone innocent or guilty during full-moons around these woods. Llew watched Luna knowing she was two days since full, thought of all the stupid shit he believed as a kid eating his sandwich.
 
They arrived at night using stone ruins as shelter, fire for water cooking fast, starch-tea then slept long and well. Llew woke to Mac having already cooked them kaff, weed-grass around neighing to cold gusts in the gray, Mac prompted they take a walk before breaking fast. Kaff didn’t count, nor did huff nor puff.
 
Camp lay at the foot of an abandoned stone structure, surprisingly sophisticated Llew noted, standing middle of nowhere, deer grazing a nearby meadow stared at them. He did not think much of the weathered old-broken stone, walking around small complex in silence. Mac was not keen on being interrupted by frivolous thoughts early mornings, unless it was important, which basically meant speak when spoken to.
 
 They rode for four days straight, sleeping side of the road for four hours, riding eighteen. Crossed and kept same tempo flying down heartlands. Definitely within the month, Llew [image: Image]thought, as they closed on the coast, if Grench’ had been their detour. 
 
Massalia, one of the last truly independent influential trading-posts in northern-Mediterranean, her relationship with Rome from around 430AUC, 780AB onward, brought prosperity to whole region. A gateway for Roman goods and wine to inland Gaul and vice versa supplier of slaves and produce to the world. From porto Massalia, barges to Alexandria left almost every half-week, during season.
 
 They did not ride for Massalia however but changed course 10 miles before, set up at a second ruin. This was only second time they set camp, otherwise sleeping grove or roadside. 
 
Staying two days as ruin-complex was huge, twenty seven miles Mac told him. LLew’s head milling with questions Mac said nothing except once pointing out a specifically twisted corner to a stone of complexity, instead of allowing questions about stone Mac taught LLew regional fauna. 
 
On their third longer stop, first site overlooking the ocean, again a megalithic ruin. This time partly covered by a modern village looking like a doll-house version of a real construction beneath. Original Behemoth was once Greek, now Roman. Modern village clinged to merely a quarter. After that, Llew started asking.
 
«Who built these? When? How?»  
 
 Mac got crabby and serious, refusing to answer on subject, Llew felt a new test had arrived.—————————
 
[image: Image]Pelaskians, or greek, who supposedly built them, must have been pretty darn good and meticulous at quarrying stone, putting a lot of effort and time in it.
 
——————-
They traversed southern France and western peninsula of Italy, camping exclusively at ancient ruins, surprisingly many homogenous ruins containing all similar type features, ingenious formula for masonry. Some solutions magnificent, marvellous, altho time had eaten a bit of edge, true mastery of long dead masons showed through. He wondered on seeing nothing by surrealists living, coming close to similar sophistication. 
 
They always walked around whole complex when camping. 
 
After visiting Roman stone-quarry Zola in sadness from pure humane misery, keeping wheels of civilisation rolling, they camped at town of Segni, county of Norba. LLew spontaneously burst out in tears around campfire, sitting with Gaw, Doc n’ old-man, for once not ashamed of crying. 
 
 Llew had found a whole new level of respect and admiration for ancients technique and skill after quarry. How could Pelaskians be such good stone-carvers, at more primitive times, without iron. Mastery to create needed skill and workmanship on a level that he… Mastery to manipulate stone he had never seen before, Heartlands didn’t have any of it. 
 
[image: Image]Leaning over a cliff at Segni was an absolute amazing site. The walls Mac called classic italic megalithic cyclopic or cims’ for short. They walked around the two and a half mile wide wall-perimeter, made of 15 to 60 ton stones, covering 38 hectares. Llew found himself softly shaking head a lot, walking silent, looking at stone-features. He started feeling a bit obsessed for seeing them. Mac sometimes pointed out a detail or two but more infrequent now. Sometimes they stopped to look more close, at times taking out pocket magnifying glass to holes for assumed doors, details of carvings.
 
At eleventh ruin-camp with three months gone, LLew had lost all hope for guessing were they were going, what they were doing or when they [image: Image]would reach Egypt, they rested a day after a three day walk. 
 
Kaff puttered away on final embers, horses watered standing asleep, bound to a tree nearby. With a straw in mouth, sombrero to shield glint from the sun, Mac said. 
 
«I dont know what it is about these walls, I just completely love them. Here at Monte Circeo we find many gateways and rounded towers, curved walls.»  
 
Llew felt walls and stone structures had a ominous ancientness to them. When walls incorporated into modern structures, contemporary villages looked like rats-nests cornering a ‘real’ house foundation.
 
MacCoulloch pointed out specifically, sliced walls, cut straight, beautifully done. Llew thought it interesting architecture, started planning how he would design if carving straight angles was no issue.
 
 On the top of Norba, central-Italic countryside, they found a pyramid base, pyramid missing top slope, empty base however impressive in itself. 
 
When LLew more and more perplexed continued asking who built this, Mac finally answered that according to surreal records most was done by Pelaskians and Mykéne-Greek, which Llew very well knew already. Llew asked what real records said then but Mac shook head growling low, not likening impertinent questions at all.
 
Palestrina village down coast, a site looking out the sea again. 
 
«We again see lot’s of polygonal steps and caves, all around this sight.»  
 
Camping for a two days walk, finding a carving of a strange symbol into a steering-wheel looking shape made Mac a tad excited.
 
 Studying striations and patterns under magnification loupe gave methods indicating technology, or magic. 
 
Steep cliffs were rather slippery after recent rains, wind hard, Llew shouted through howling gusts when Mac skidded. 
 
«Careful you dont slip or that might be last polygonal you ever look at.»  
 
Slippery boulders with thick moss slid under foot, lightning illuminated shrub rising high around. Beyond deadly-slippery boulders, pointy-shrub began again, clawing for LLew’s skin and apparel. One more hour, Mac shouted back through the wind, as Llew sent a wishful good luck to the horses, thunderclouds were right above them now. Praying to Diana lightning would not strike their tree. 
 
The two day hike of sweat and pain was worth, top was a conical￼[image: Image] pyramid, assembled entirely by polygonals, below lay a massive beehive-cave made by polygonal cyclopics. Llew only peered in from the edge, holding onto a branch held by Mac but didn’t climb down, not without proper equipment.
 
At Pyrgi, a small settlement grown around an area of massive stonewalls. Small sleepy village was, according to legend, associated to great Ulysses.
 
 Mac told about legendary figures walking the walls, Llew found a different type of high-brush here with yellow flowers instead, equally thorny. 
 
In village, massive polygonal walls were everywhere. Llew stopped in front a leather-garner shop, shop incorporating walls to modern abode. A fat man sat outside glaring at them, uncertain if they were potential paying customers to be lured in for a cup of watered-down wine or annoyance for the day to be waved away. 
 
Mac continued down main-street, following wall, villagers themselves said them created by Italian league. An early Roman ally, turned foe, before Rome annexed them completely. Roman scribes would have these walls erected at circa 700 AB. 
 
Exiting the modern Roman cement and tile constructions, leaning advantage on original stonework in place, walls continued, Llew saw clear temple of Saturnia on the older foundation. They continued out of village to the east, following remnants of the wall, kept looking at polygonals, heavily weathered, more than what centuries could accomplish surely. 
 
 Eating for a good half hour on a block in the shape of an irregular rhomboid, Llew imagined it would be incredibly hard to incorporate such forms into surrounding blocks, the fact his brain now understood angles and surfaces involved, so smooth, so perfect in actual world was remarkable. 
 
The megalithic walls were fifteen to twenty-five feet high. Llew had asked all the questions he could think of long ago, how, when, who, why, getting no answers. Mac stayed intent on not telling more than he intended, LLew had stopped asking, accepting what Mac gave.
 
Rock-walls were made from travertine, a local rock, not quarried far away. They stayed again to look at details, really quite stunning. Mac told Saturnia connected with Cronos, name ancient Greek, king of titans, connection in name.
 
 LLew sensed a strong something apocalyptic in ancient stones and dolmens. Surreal records maintained Pyrgi as very first town built by seafaring Greeks, semi-mythological Pelaskians. 
 
Llew knew of great titans who dwelled earth before time of Gods. Mac told him dolmens in regio, according to legend, held bones of giants buried inside, winking eye hiding irony.
 
At Pygliano just north of Rome they saw polygonal walls going into sea, far out and all the way back. Mac told him a large ‘port’ was charted out by divers from order, walls now underwater. Surreal records put them to have been used by Etruscans, while some claimed them built by Pelaskians again. 
 
Generally most sites were built by the Pelaskians, taken over by Etruscans then eventually Rome. 
 
 At Pygliano they beheld a beautifully abstract, obscurely carved, remnant hand of Orlando, megalith of rock-foundation.
 
[image: Image] Further north, in Roselle, they stopped at cyclopian but not polygonal walls and protrusions. Further north still in Cosa, absolutely amazing site, surreal records maintained them as purely Roman but modern Roman buildings were puny in comparison, explanation made no sense. 
 
 Llew thought there was just something magical about these ruins, especially Cosa, were they [image: Image]traversed an underground construction, as outer walls went into subterranean space. 
 
«Similar to ones in Egypt.»  
 
 Mac said casually. Massive, polygonal, cyclopian walls, they studied a drill-hole found into a doorway. 
 
Ortobello, home of Pelaskians, aka the titans, just down the coast from Cosa. Interesting place, surrounding a modern port by a much grander area stretching into ocean again. 
 
When Llewellyn asked if not rising waters went back further than Greek. Mac confirmed science on dating water-level put walls to at least 6-7.000 years old. That was a really interesting date.
 
 Last sight in the area, Terracina in Italy, then they sailed the strait to Tarraco at Sardinia. By Roman freight to Sicily, Cefalu polygonal, cyclopian blocks.
 
All over Greece they found cyclopian polygonals. At Pynx outside Athens, absolutely huge walls, over hundred-ton blocks, by very hard stone easily available close-by. 
 
Pynx, nowadays called hill of the nymphs, from where laws and wisdom were handed to villages sloping the mountains. Valley below notorious for the best luxury prostitutes world had to offer. 
 
On top of Pynx hill, with view of whole acropolis, massive stone structures up-front, LLew lifted gaze down the valley and thought back to their start. How Grenchberry ghasts didn’t stand a chance to Pynx Nymphs’ at eating souls, no matter Luna’s state. Site carved from solid bedrock, creating foundation for most modern structures. 
 
Delphi’s classical-oracle sat well immersed in massive polygonals, cyclopian, sliced clean, obviously belonging to same earlier constructors, seen so many times now. Her abode built upon already existing structures like Etruscans and Romans. LLew corrected suncap to cover, feeling red-neck burning, bending over, studying keystone cuts with a heavy field-equipment magnifyer, 128x, forty pounder he carried in a specialised backpack from a Shinglet close to Athens. Then carry back.
 
Similar cims’ here as other side Adriatic.  
 
«Again, like those we find in Egypt…»  
 
Mac said making that same face again. 
 
 «…And southeast-Asia, wouldn’t it be interesting if we found them other side the ocean as well?»  
 
Llew wrinkled forehead.
 
At Argos they looked at ruins by Mycenaé, dating back to 450 BB, Argos had some polygonal but mainly cyclopian, as if there was a minor change in style. According to surreal myth, built by Dan-ions, dating back before the Mycenaeans. Neo-, or probably Paleo-lithic, very intriguing underground chambers.
 
Near there was a site called Tiryns, complex was huge, not polygonal but cyclopean. Mac said he considered this the second most important site to Mycenéa. 
 
Mighty stones covering a large area, Larissa castle itself, very, very interesting. All around fortifications, polygonal-cyclopian, again allegedly built by the semi-mythic Dan-ions. A culture believed to have emerged in Greece, maybe originating from Libya. Surreal sources said Dan-ions then taught Pelaskians the trade, who consequently went out spreading knowledge around Europe. 
 
«…At least according to one source.»  
 
 Mac said pausing, lifting eyebrows twice. 
 
«Supposedly giants built them, according to plebs, two origin points by different class-culture. Renowned surreal-scholars such as Paleo-Kastro and Agros-Adrianos amongst others, would have them all built by Hellenistic’s.»
 
 Llew found it an interestingly weird site, multiple levels, beautiful stonework, polygonal, cyclopian. 
 
Hellenicon pyramid was only one with even half a pyramid remaining but they visited four of the 16 known empty bases. 
 
 Lygouiron pyramid, slight east of Oiniadai-Missolonghi in Attilla, mentioned in Illiad’Odyssey, polygonal, cyclopic, remarkable stonework. 
 
[image: Image]Parga at Elea had beautiful doorways, precision stonework all round the site, all around the hill, deep valley, huge site. 
 
«Feels like we’re back in Egypt, really does.»  
 
Mac said while they strolled. 
 
Necromanteum blew Llew away. Oracle of the dead, with her rituals and hallucinogenic mushrooms sat blindfolded on really quite astonishing polygonal, cyclopic walls. Mac’s only comment during camp came as they left, a simple.
 
«To me most important site in Europe.»  
 
Without offering any follow up or why.
 
Cassope had polygonal, cyclopian, every single wall its own design, absolutely beautiful. Then Albania Cuke bordering Pallas, allegedly Rome or Scythia built polygonal cyclopian walls there ‘long ago’. 
 
In Bulgaria, polygonal-cyclopian, megalithic walls in Plovdiv.
 
 Turkiyah, Alaca Hoyuk, surreal sources placed it around 340-450BB, Mycenaean times. Presumably built by Hatti Empire, preceeding [image: Image]the Hettites. Beautiful, beautiful work, quite astonishing cyclopian blocks. 
 
Hattusa, Meydan castle, immense stonework underneath. Lebanon, Baalbek and Hi Rams Tomb. Temple of Rock and its wall at Ierasafalar.
 
Grenai at Sinai.
 
After Sinai, more than seven months since starting out of Ayrshire, they finally boarded a large barge, skipped final stretch in less than a week to Nile-delta, landing at port of Alexandria. Whole sail Llew kept questions accumulated in mind, who, how and when did someone make all this, expecting Egypt to answer.
 
Statue of impossibility, bust of Sneferu finally back on Egyptian soil, Llew disembarked having seen so many strange stones, pyramids would no longer seem as foreign. Probably not as they would, having taken ship direct from Ostia, probably exact reaction Mac intended.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
———————————————-
But first violently opposed.
———————————
NEH T’DE!
 
—————-
“We are natures produce, why you feel at home in a forrest, not a temple. We, and everything in this world is intrinsically generated from earth herself. Constantly fed by cosmic influx making us one with all universe.”
 ——————-
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