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Prologue
 
Dimensions pure 
 
Facts random
 
Nature 
Sacred					
				 Number 
 
Ancient Greek name for God ThEOS 
 
Letters numerical value 
 
 Gematria word for Geometry
 
 “Th”=9, “E”=5, “O”=70 “S”=60 
 
Give Divine Sum 9+5+70+60 = 144
 
 
Babylonian, Semite name for God ABRAM 
 
Connect
 
India God of Creation BRAHMA
 
Gematria 
 
“A”=1,“B”=2, “R”=100, “A”=1, “M”=40 
 
Sum of 144
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Human 				World
Un-natural				World 
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Green Moon    
 
 
 

6th Year 
 
 
———————
Green moon is second moon of spring
———————
 
 
 
———————
 
If she liked you, she’d throw you to the wolves. 
—— ——
Crossing the river was least of his problems now. He needed to cross it without being seen. Saving the world had never been this hard before. 
 
——————-
 
 
 
Arriving back at Ayrshire, after visiting IIrie down at Slchrba, a most wonderful grove.
 
Llew cocking head like a bird while questioning, Mac longwinded in answers tapping belly often.
 
«…In a sense it can never be said since that would define it. It can’t be questioned whether defined as existing, since it cannot be spoken, therefor trying to disprove stumbles upon similar infinity of impossibility. At it’s deepest, universe obtains a great sense of humour, or at least paradoxes to such degree that opposites comes through as explanation. 
 
Life gives death meaning as darkness feeds the light. Everything always existing in every dimension as love feeds fear. To get going one must first stop moving completely. What exists outside universe, what happens after death are questions we per definition cannot define, never grasp a now of fleeting sensations, emotions and thoughts pulling forward. 
 
You know real truth is close when paradox arrive. 
 
Speaking deep about truly great questions sounds like child's gibberish at truth. Factual speech, like there are 100+ billion stars in our milky way alone, or an apple a day keeps Asclepius away, are truths spoken but not the truth. The truth can never be spoken and I seriously doubt it exists.» 
 
Mac had come to a point, or a finish, Llew waited a couple more beats, before asking, stating.
 
«So Buddha, Sharmi and Gekuckeliuu are kind of frauds then? In a sense, talking about something that does not exist.» 
 
	«It can never be spoken to not exist!» 
 
«No, but you know what I mean.» 
 
	 «Yes, yes I do, and no. Some people speak that which cannot be spoken better than others, or perhaps they play at politics better, their message carries. One must remember that great-age lends credence to a message more than if it was spoken today. A romantic humane notion that, braver, stronger or more pious people before. Notion is false, people were people like yesterday or a thousand years ago. Garage Sharmi’s life takes on a separate meaning as we know he died heroically more than two-thousand years ago. Even Siddhartha have a couple of centuries on his neck by now, giving adventures credence. 
 
You do not claim Druid Schreder or Ele’monk Garmin as frauds, both alive and well today. I’d say they are two of the most clairvoyant in ten-thousand years.» 
 
«Yeah, but they talk of different things, not soul and consciousness, more like equations and math.» 
 
	«But they are one and the same, radioactive mouse’s soul is both dead and alive, consciousness affects formulations in quantica.» 
 
«But we don’t even know if quantica exist, we only have predictions and models!» 
 
	«Prove the soul then.» 
 
«Hmm… Ok… Yeah sure, I could say I am right here, and that should prove it but then u throw me at being an avatar in someones dream-matrix and we’re back where we started, with being is believing and existence through experience bullshit.» 
 
They both stood silent, Llew tapping fingers against lower lip while Mac with usual patience waited him out.
 
«So… So, then there really is no truth to be held.» 
 
	«Well, I keep to an apple a day keeps the Greek guy away.» 
 
«I see. I agree. Have you had one today?» 
 
	«I haven’t.» 	  
 
«Should I fetch one?»    	
 
		«Sure, one for yourself as-well.» 
 
Great horde coming down at last
While riding in, LLew was confused and asked to clarify. 
 
	«But how can it be, that a force that size, kinda tiny relatively speaking, only twenty-thirty thousand could do continent-scale harm. There must have been millions, or hundreds of thousands of warriors back then surely, why couldn’t they handle the horde.» 
 
«There were, surely they could have but instead of joining and dealing with a deadly foreign threat of existence as one, they divided and schemed, plotting Varangian’s against each other for advantage. 
 
Bronze-age battle-deployment was a very well-honed playing field, everyone knew each others straights and positions since long, a sort of status quo perfected upon for millenia, a very civilised barbarism late bronze-age was, then this force of unbridled energy set loose on saturated board. Aligning with first one before betrayal, then the other. Breaking generations-old loyalties and bonds carefully deployed, if Varangians ended up killing perhaps twice or thrice their numbers on the field, as the ferocious warriors they are, wars they inflicted caused millions bereft of homes and life.» 
 
	«Could it have been a cause for the breaking.» 
 
«Höpö höpö, surely not, as it happened three-hundred years earlier, in the end Great wildling hord was just another campaign, as there was thousands before, will be thousands again.»
 
 
 
PRISONER
￼[image: Octahedron Octahedron]￼[image: Shape Shape]At high festivity of Beltane, a day that celebrated life, with storks returning to nest on rooftops in lower-lands, last snows usually melting in the high. Known as halfway mark between spring-equinox and summer-solstice by learned men, spring as truly come with summer standing around corner. 
 
Celebration was high amongst all, a day of light, singing, dancing and joy. Llew thought about a former life were he would have practised with slinger and bow, intensifying training with friends for weeks before. Preparation for prestigious competitions held in Crotaux at Bel’eve high-noon. 
 
While preparing arrows, spinning slingers they’d constantly joke, taunt each-other bout who would ask which girl to dance, whom amongst boys would get flowers braided in hair. 
 
Now he knew turning clothes on inside-out at Samhain, walking backwards outside were just referencing finding Pleiades at midnight, seeing witches on overdrive flying to Blockula. Back when he was a boy he did not known what to believe seeing shooting stars, perhaps not women on brooms but not sure. Now ominous Comet-[image: Image]Enke threatening existence made him feel as unsure, twice as anxious as proper witches had. 
 
Beltane was what he loved most in life from before, as did most youngsters, elder folk liked solemn Hallow’s eve’ better, another supposed circle of life.
 
LLew contemplated the fact he would not dance with any girl tonight, nor in the foreseeable future, wondered again about druids and women. Did druids ever have intimate relationships with women, how did women become druids? 
 
He had yet to dare ask Mac, subject had not come up. Nothing more than Mac telling him a druid could never father a child, that was part of what he should know he was giving up. LLew figured that did not specifically mean could not sire one.
 
OF WAR
 
As usual they were traveling somewhere him not knowing where, much less why. Carrying constant travel companion along, stack of homework and MAOL-script or mathematic arithmetic operations for learning. 
 
Doing so much homework during endless travels that he’d started calling it away-work instead. Mac required him to somehow find time to solve mathematical riddles while moving about like a scout on duty, Llew did most solving from horseback. Homework this time, more rehearsal than inventing wheels, since tasks were simple numerology, addition, subtraction, multiplication, division, exponentiation and extraction of roots.
 
Llew constantly tried to get Mac tell him of wars, famous generals, Mac had such extensive knowledge but a whole-sale different view on warfare than anything Llew heard before. Keeping Phobos from electrifying your battle-line. Logistics, logistics, logistics, first three rules of Mac’s war.
 
«…Talking of hero generals, Baracko Hammilkar, it is so rare to have someone come along that not only controls the narrative, as well as logistics of warfare, when those two meet in one, who is lucky enough to set out on two or three great battles in a lifetime, those numbers make heroes. 
 
Few great come up against impossible odds, those are usually one-off lucky field-marshals, fighting for a desperate cause. A great never puts himself in that situation, not unless he absolutely has to, then he brings fuck-all. 
 
Greats’ who win those dire straits are already legend.»
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