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Ninth  Tenth 
 
Temporarily freed, a year of freedom.
 
…For benefit of individual development and deepened experience…
 
 
Freedom 
Gliding
Go big air or go home
   s￼liding￼[image: Decahedron Decahedron][image: Image] 
 
Druidschool￼[image: Image]
 
 Eleventh year began with Llewellyn taking farewell same day he reunited with MacCoulloch,￼[image: Image] after what felt like a very short year away. Wondering much about how this day would go down, eventually returning just to say goodbye.
 
 A non-emotional first meeting with Mac, them walking down the lake talking, wondering about Llew’s trip, about cool shit Mac had done while LLew was away. 
 
Llew later took farewell by the dogs going on a last rabbit hunt, embraced cook with genuine hug, blacksmiths apprentice Dublin left a month ago for Bix’to so Llew had no one else to say goodbye. 
 
Realisation gave him both a sad and enthralling feeling, curiously feeling both same time. LLew rode back towards friends at Alps and Nid d’Aigle same eve. 
 
One year apprenticeship to surreal was over, a new life begun, he appreciated how greatly it had. Him reuniting with MacCoulloch had gone even better than he could have dreamt.
 
Returning to Mac
 «Your year has been good to you.» 
 
First thing MacCoulloch said when they met and Mac appreciatively looked Llew up and down. Mac said it shone how Llew had grown with his year away. Keeping Llew on his toes first, behaving as if everything was back to normal. As if surreal again was shut closed but under masters strict thumb. Choosing only what to do at someone else’s whim. 
 
MacCoulloch welcomed him like Llew had not grown from ovaté to vaté a bit, as if their relationship had not changed. LLew did not comment about same old routines and rites first hours, gritting teeth pushing through. 
 
During afternoon roll, Llew became aware old’man had not let his guard slip in the least, Mac’s way was sharp as ever. 
 
Though they mostly rolled at a moderate tempo, compared to intensity Llew trained last year at Chamonix with the boys, LLew still never managed to outsmart his master once. After routine switching of position back and forth, six-seven hundred beats in, no-one getting clear advantage. Llew suddenly geared to max-power. Immediately feeling MacCoulloch react instant full-gear back. Both times Llew tried this, sudden full-force approach, Mac tapped him seconds later.
 
After roll lecture began, as they had for last nine years. First time ever however, Mac began by complementing LLew’s way, said he developed greatly since they last rolled. Llew had a hard time accepting fine praise, since he knew he had not come close to tapping 70+ man once, instead getting tapped twice. No one in Chamonix tapped him twice in one session all year. He nodded head back slight in thanks to hollow praise. 
 
Then without mercy, Mac went into full lectionis. Twenty-five minutes in, with already two extensive homework series doled-out taking him more than a week to finish, Llew couldn’t hold back revolting. They were stretching while learning memory strands for a new differential equation, describing wave-behaviour, Mac sounded enthusiastic, Llew could not hold in on opening up.
 
He saw only gliders and air resistance, only thought about wind-patterns, airflows, improved kevlar-aluminium landing sledges. While supposed to be listening about differential functions, mind wandered to his notebook filled to the￼[image: Image] brim. 
 
«I am sorry for interrupting master… But I have a hard time concentrating on equations right now. I feel I must clear the air between us. I have just returned. What we have done in Chamonix, just in the last couple months, development and research, what we are about to do next…» 
 
LLew knew this was not the best time to bring up subject, especially not this way middle of lectionis but he could wait no longer. He had to know if he would be free to glide Fafnir 2.0 come spring.￼[image: Image] 
 
Mac didn’t look angry for being interrupted or really anything, LLew tried convincing, admitting first how he had done exactly as Mac had guessed he would, as long year of freedom began. Llew had flown as fast as four legs could carry to Nid d’Aigle. 
 
Their new Fafnir, he and the others had developed basically from scratch. Fafnir 2.0 was going to break old records come spring, come proper upwinds. 
 
LLew never got further into plead to be allowed to be there, never got to convince he was needed, as one of the better pilots on scene. Nor case historicity, able to witness his own creation, his and his team’s, glide further than any manmade object ever had before. 
 
LLew never needed weeping, which he had planned as a last resort, how he and the others had sworn on blood that someone would be there to try come spring. If Llewellyn could make it, he would have first priority to pilot, since he won that right fair and square but if he was not there for any reason, someone else would. 
 
Fafnir 2.0 was ready to break old world-record, that much was certain. 
 
MacCoulloch simply told LLew he was free to do as he wanted from now on, with his own time, but Llew’s physical presence was still needed for lectionis at times. For instance between mid-Aprilia to Juno this year.
 
 They would meet on at least a couple occasions annually, but that would give LLew plenty of time to get back from the Alps after jumping Føhn, would it not. 
 
…Best gliding conditions at latest mid-Mars.
 
Llew just stood there taking it in, slowly a smile spread across face realising what this meant. 
 
I’m going to glide further than anyone ever has before. 
 
«It’s time for you to join your first circle, 20th Aprilia we meet at Carnutes, the Wandering-Lady tavern, I’ll be seated on the ail to the right, 8PM, write this down…» 
 
Mac continued understanding smile. 
 
«…I knew you would scurry back to your gliding buddies. I deliberately set dates for our meetings close together, during calm summer months and then next winter. Next year we have to meet on more occasions than two but this first you now have almost to yourself. I have of course got reports about what you have been up to, thanks for greeting by the way. You did not waste a day did you?» 
 
 Llewellyn nodded a bit embarrased, true, he had wondered several times how MacCoulloch would react finding out, that LLew rode and glided as fast to Möllerkirchen as possible. 
 
Mac remembered back to his year of freedom, long ago sailing the seas in a similar rouse, romantic ideas of a life at sea, putting foot anew shore.  
 
«I am proud of you, to have found such a passion in life. Soaring, gliding, one day perhaps flying, if right person with proper mechanistic Smithaz-skills takes on the task, finally heavier than air flight. It takes you down an honourable path of discovery.
 
 I duly hope your mind would find similar interest in logic one day as well, perhaps your enthusiasm and wicked cleverness could help me solve some equations I struggle with. Perhaps I should force you stay close and help me now, rather than late before mind goes slow but so far your lack of enthusiasm and low-key input has not overwhelmed me in the least.» 
 
 Llewellyn looked at him wondering what would come next, Mac stood carefully observing apprentice, Llew was dumbstruck by silent happiness and bliss. MacCoulloch chuckled at his practical joke on Llew’s expense, keeping him in the dark about being free to return to interests immediate, return to beloved gliding.
 
 «This new-won freedom does not mean we are no longer bound to each other. I expect quarterly reports from you unless we meet, sent to my address. There is still much I must tell you in person, so I will decide when and where we meet but I will not be unreasonable, as you can see I listen to suggestions. 
 
When we do meet, we will now have intensified lectionis, you will prepare for them in advance, I will however address studies mostly by long-distance hence forth. 
 
Whenever I instruct you to learn a specific knowledge before-hand we meet, you will. If you don’t, I will have to require you stay closer, so I can surveil progress better, understood?» 
 
	«Very much so, thank you. I will write you come spring, when I break the record.» 
 
Llew said proud, happy to the bone, there would be no quarrel nor unpleasant dispute. No nine years long wait to get to do what he wanted most in life, Mac continued.
 
«Either or, you write me on spring-equinox and we meet on Aprilia twentieth.» 
 
Mac hugged back a widely smiling LLew, who then left to gather belongings. 
 
An hour later at the stables preparing wagon, saddling two mares, he realised he had been so used to having Gaw tag along he’d automatically thought he would. Perhaps Gaw had other duties though. 
 
Done with saddling and strapping when Gaw poked head through stable-doors. They both stopped, staring at each other.
 
«Goin’ somewhere?» 
 
Gawin asked nodding up to equipage behind.
 
	«Doin’ something?» 
 
Llew answered. 
 
 
Release and let go
Llew rode alone through the night, strong moonlight leading the way. Heading for Chamonix on easy roads, 100 miles to go.
 
 He could if he pushed, be there day after tomorrow but would at best case arrive day after that. Gaw perhaps 10-20 miles ahead, more likely less than 10, or behind?
 
 They were racing, Gawin with two-mares and fully loaded heavy blacksmith cargo-cart, LLew light by stallion alone, Gaw’s cart a slow double-axed wagon, a miracle if he was ahead still. 
 
Llew had decided, when catching up he would saunter final stretch with Gaw, although warder had played childish with his games. Traveling to wagons-speed would take a night more but that was what friends were for. Even if it meant Llew missed one last great day for gliding of season, then so be it. 
 
They were racing at Gawin’s insistent suggestion, Llew had tried to ignore warders foolish, gauging attempts at the forking road, ridiculous childishness. Llew travelled bareback on a 300 mile route, against 200 mile by heavy loaded wagon. Such juvenile bs only lead to mistakes or mishaps, in turn leading to real delays. Either by Gawin wrecking driveshaft, or LLew breaking horses foot or neck, or worse some part of his own. 
 
«If I can’t Jump before winter storms come…» 
 
 Llew sent a prayer to the gods. 
 
«… Rather then snap neck than arm, so that I not have to live through seeing myself miss that.» 
 
 Gawin had not chuckled at sarcastic irony, challenging gods was not his sortie, nor did he give any sign he understood logic or agreed. 
 
«Race!» 
 
He exclaimed again, all he answered nodding encouragingly, shooing horses to a gallop.
 
 They separated at crossroad were high-road to Kair turned north-west, LLew’s detour started. 
 
Llewellyn gnarled silent at warders back but  followed, repeating himself in a calm voice louder. Gawin didn’t heed or turn, only gave horses more speed, leaving Llew muttering curses, shouting at Gaw’s back that he did not admit any game or ‘race’, shouting full lung to make sure warder heard.
 
«… Hold steady cart and tempo, keep to the road you fool. Don't break bloody-cart man!» 
 
Gawin answered by again whipping horses more speed. He was already running them hard, just for show. Llew sent angry thoughts towards quickly disappearing back of watchman, who supposedly should follow his every command. Horses would last five minutes at that, Llew sighed turning stallion, riding back three hundred yards he’d followed down, turning north at high-road. 
 
Riding for Kair he calculated speeds, out loud at times, feeling like a dummy. Hearing Mac’s voice, only lazy people calculated easy things out loud, showcasing they didn’t have mental capability to do even simplest of mind-work. Adding later that some of the most brilliant minds added everything out loud for clarity.
 
 Again and again LLew tried coming to grips with distance, time and velocity it would take him to win the race. First calculations, first evening rest, he came to the somewhat certain conclusion, finally, that Gaw would have to keep an average speed of 17.989… Or was it 17.898… Km/h. Whatever the digits 17-18 was twice the average speed possible with such a load.
 
 It did not matter what second decimal was, or why Llew was having trouble calculating it out proper for some reason. Llew was going to win by at least half if he pushed. Even 8km/h would be hard to maintain for, even if he ran beside horses and helped push cart.
 
 Llew woke from his slouching thoughts, as if from a nightmare but wide awake, not a bad dream. Now he saw again for minds eye, not a sly Gawin drained, worn-out, in agony or damaged cart, instead jogging behind, helping push uphill. Keeping tongue in-check in his stupid running-face, good sturdy druid-cart, loaded heavy but durable, well-strapped. Weight distributed ever better during first rest. 
 
Llew swore softly out loud and started calculating again. Drawing with reed in sand for help but for some reason brain was clouded, he kept getting godforsaken calculations mixed up. 
 
He rose kicking sandy scatterbrain-skittles into fire sending sparks flying. Horse sleeping deep after hard days work roused at sudden awakening.
 
 Llew talked soothing to him and he immediately calmed, gathering belongings a few beats, both were awake and ready. Llew sensed stallion knew something had changed, they were no longer out for dull transport but something was up, on mission. Amazing runner ready for a heroe-task in daily lives of druids. 
 
LLew ran horse confidently first diurnal and arrived a little before schedule to retrieve the package, which he had thought would be a letter, like last “package”, but to his surprise contained several heavy books and a specially designed bronze tube for homework assignments. MacCoulloch didn’t joke when he said Llew was going to study while gone. Tied to each book were series of homework and letters with in-depth commentaries, what was required by Llew, to what standard of knowledge til Aprilia. Attachments with comments on certain passages, mentions of other authors and works that could further widen the view.
 
 …If time could be found for work, in-between recreational adventures.
 
 Llew could read harumph between lines, stack of books weighed them down a fair bit. First day riding out of Kair, Llew tried solving some easier, more time-consuming homeworks from horseback, to free up time for essentials once he got to Nid’. 
 
Integrating a function like, 1/(1+x^4); or reaching binomial coefficient of, x^10 in (1+x)^20; should not create too much difficulty, more shoddy labour than real study circumstances but he surprisingly got nowhere. Shaking head clear he flipped through homework tasks and decided to tackle a simple sounding one. Tangent of 10 to the 100th; but quickly realised he had to divide by pi to 100 decimal places, utterly hopeless from horseback.
 
 Llew gave up after an hour of skimming, instead ran with heavy sack on his back to spare horse and maximise combined speed. Increasingly tired, emotionally raw with sweaty eyes, he tried calculating distance covered and average speeds required again. Feeling like he was ill, or in a dream since he could not reach, with certainty, their averages to win. Distraught by failing he stopped, only to straighten out simple arithmetics certain on paper but after twenty minutes of not going anywhere, continued running instead. 
 
Roads converged with over 130 miles left, Llew was now on the hunt. Best guess on his three-day calculus-marathon was they would meet with 36,9 miles left. He knew he kept a better pace than that but using normally calculated max speeds for military logistics as nominator, time needed to water horses, pulling heavy need lots of rest.
 
 37 mile margin was not that much though. Llew liked marginal less and less as miles flew by. Image of Gawin gnawed at him, pushing uphill like Ajax from behind, rolling with wagon down. With 70 miles left Llew decided to rest for a couple of hours extra, he needed it and horse certainly did. 
 
Gaw was probably a mile or two ahead resting horses as well. It would be only Llew’s third longer since first eve’, poor runner carrying extra weight and Llew a lot. Deciding no fire this time, no dawdling as he ate dried meat, dried fruit, cared for the horse. Kept rest short and effective, like Gaw probably did. Led stallion to waters and jumped in, horse heehawed and joined for a swim, lukewarm lake water late autumn air. He would rest, not sleep, no more than four hours, let horse sleep. 
 
 ‘Tomorrow’ he would sprint last double marathon, be in Chamonix before high-noon if need be, more important before Gaw. There was just no way, he had not taken at least three longer breaks. Maybe fool had only gone around first corner and relaxed tempo to normal, now sat somewhere far behind grilling meatsticks laughing at Llew harrying like a madman. That was fine, he would reach Chamonix faster. 
 
Or was there way, LLew just got head resting comfortably when he saw image clear again. Gawin heroic pushing, remembering Mac telling him Aesop fable. Remembering his own first day of racing, three and a half days ago.
 
 First hours he’d kept a decent tempo but more leisurely than trying to eat miles. Stopping several short rests for horse to drink, even picking herbs. Keeping steady tempo but not deadlock race-pace he had been at for last two days. 
 
Still no sight of Gawin. 
 
He remembered first eve, when horse got tired, him feeling same, still so sure of victory then, not even thinking of it as real competition. 
 
He had wasted an afternoon fishing, how many hours spent there. How in hel had he not calculated them in earlier, he even calculated three hundred yards at the crossroads. He woke up with a hitch, same as first eve. Horse was a bit better prepared for the unexpected, already awake when Llew started gathering, strapping sack with books to horses saddle they ran. 
 
Horse fatigued and hard pressed but a fine specimen, one of the best of the best, bred especially for druids and their heroic escapades.
 
  LLew guessed he had spent about four hours first evening, before falling asleep. If Gaw had been competing whole way, Llew tried to recalculate, now guessing he would catch up with perhaps less than eighteen miles to go. 
 
Now no longer confused by not being able to calculate easy mathematics, as weariness hang to him like a heavy filter, stallion looked the same. 
 
Twenty miles left to Chamonix, at hamlet of Saint Marie still no sign of Gaw.
 
 At sixteen miles Llew saw him, crossing top of a ridge some distance ahead, running to the right of the horses with a small backpack, one hand on wagon, other holding a branch-switch. LLew laughed out loud in delight for winning, thrill of the race. As he topped that ridge Gaw had disappeared behind next. Llew was no longer far behind and began calculating how long it would take to catch up on a mile but shook head clear of tired equations. 
 
He laughed again and leaned down, whispering comforting words about soon being there, soon being rewarded, water, rest, apples soon. 
 
One more time. 
 
He felt horse understand his intention. 
 
One more push friend. 
 
 Llew leaned down as stallion charged forth, easily recollecting all power for one final charge, thunderous sprint into enemy. Gawin heard galloping, or perhaps glanced back often at 200 yards he turned, upon seeing Llew he started laughing. Holding stomach and stopping the run, prrrooing to a halt, horses legs sweaty shaking.
 
Llew did not slow and flew by, kept going for a few dozen yards more as if he was going to sprint ten miles left, stopped horse to a canter and walk. Dismounted, unsaddled, smacking horse on the thigh, free to go down river, eat, drink, be. Gaw had somewhat recovered from his laughing but still chuckling to himself, breathing heavy while unsaddling mares, gave them lee to join stallion by water. Gaw was sore in feet, legs, back aching from carrying. Tired to the bones, towards the end he had actually started believing he could win. 
 
Mid of bragging in his minds eye about beating a bareback rider with a wagon cart, a mental exercise pushing himself forward, ignoring pain jolting up from the heel. Telling story at tavern, in front of many and Llew of course, to mess with his indignation. 
 
That’s what good friends did.
 
 Gawin had decided not to look back over shoulder after fifty, for glimpse of fast approaching rider. Just focus everything on going forward, aiding cart as fast and safe as possible. After Saint-Marie less than 20 miles left, glimmer of hope lit, until bad omen by hawk made him turn first time in almost forty miles, there of course stallion came thundering. 
 
LLewellyn and Gawin shuddered from exhaustion, swam of dust in the river, horses eating grain from boxes attached to wagon, then went to sleep under tree next the road. Llew and Gaw’ massaged horses down, scraping hooves, covering them in blankets, telling each other of their race. 
 
«…MacCoulloch would have never let me go if he realised I can’t even calculate simple multiplication.»
 
  Llew finished and Gaw chuckled, Llew told him about his newfound freedom, he was free to do as he wanted, at least until mid-Aprilia. 
 
LLew asked Gaw what he had agreed with Dowser, how free was Gaw so to speak? 
 
Gaw sat silent a time before answering, staring into glowing embers. They had pints and pipes out, leaning back after eating first proper meal in four days, sleep coming soon, both covered up in more blankets shivering in the warm air. 
 
Gaw answered.
 
«Tomorrow morning we reach Chamonix, to soar free like eagles but first a good nights sleep, we’re worth it.»
 
 It was not answering the question but Llew let it be, Gaw would answer when he felt like it. When they closed eyes but before falling, Gaw told of his last encounter with Dowser. Story began so mystified and with sorrow Llew was afraid something bad had happened. But it seemed Gaw had a somewhat similar experience to Llew but with more of an interception. 
——-
Dowser summoned, then curtly told Llew was leaving, said Gaw now his watchman, no other obligations. 
 
«I asked Dowser when I would see him next. He just shrugged shoulders said he dint know, dint care, I not his responsibility anymore.» 
 
 Gawin felt sorrow at goodbye, Dowser had not risen, not doing farewells well.
 
«He nodded towards grove and said ‘make sure you keep the kid alive.’» 
 
 Gawin had found no words back, only saluted and came to find Llew. 
 
	«Cool.» 
 
 Llew answered then fell asleep, he had a watchman, was free like an eagle, at least for several months. Still bound to MacCoulloch, to brotherhood, to the legacy. Gawin tied to him, he felt a responsibility over middle-aged man snoring next, that tied him down, very heavy sack of literature under head strapped him down even harder. A lot to be learnt but still, this time everything would be so much easier, he could stay at the grove for one. He’d have a bed and own rooms in shire instead of forrest tenting in hiding.
 
Cantina food, access to any materials he wanted, this time he could work forges himself, not having to try instructing a blacksmith’s apprentices through warder.
 
 Everything would be different, he would be able to make several planned improvements before strong upwinds came late Februaria, early Mars. He intended to have time to learn all literature Mac supposed of him as well.
 
He would make MacCoulloch proud, LLew missed the old man. Missing MacCoulloch was another positive surprise brought on by being far away from him. 
Three Months Earlier
Kevin said he had not seen his master in three years, a new bag of homework waited for him at regular intervals and he sent curriculum to addresses attached, so Kev’ would be here for sure. Mitch was only in Nig’ for a week but master had reason to return soon, he was allowed a pretty light leash, fortunately master appreciated gliding. 
 
Mitch could not promise he would be able to be here come spring but would do everything in power to be during Føhn. When they asked Llew how his freedom stood he reminded them this was his ninth-tenth, he had kind of never been allowed to go free like them, he wished but didn’t know. Now he at least had something to argue with, Kev and Mitch were allowed, so why could he not?
 
Warder Mike was mostly silent but said with a grim grin his garrison lay close, shifts mostly low-key, he could be here four weeks of spring and whole summer. Unless horde of wildlings or Romans attacked the Alps. 
 
Gaw said he went with Llew.
 
Llew was going to do everything in power to at least be here for Føhn, but he had no idea what would happen when he got back home. Kev and Mitch nodded with sympathy remembering, Llew still lived in strict reality of ovaté. Not allowed time for himself inside the system, feeling distressed and anxious going back to old routines.
  —————
 
Llew started from scratch, soon getting support from others likeminded. All gliders originated from a similar A-shaped type wing but he wanted to try something different. After trial and error they found that a double T-wing gave more airlift, compromising with more resistance, it would fly worse, or not at all, in bad winds but potentially glide far further on good. Slowly they built the thing up from scratch, after his initial wing-design became a project of all five. 
 
Llew waited in the forest at shire borders, rule said he could not set foot inside shire or grove-parameter while others went to smithy having changes and corrections made, fingers itching to be there himself. When guys came back, solutions were almost always compromised upon, between what was wanted and what was possible. 
 
Gliders work-name was first the thing, then grandly named Ikaros but right as they were ready to name her with paint, they changed back to Mitch’s original idea.
 
Fafnir 2.0
 
Playing the prankster
2.0 was now lighter, sturdier than ever, take-off from terassè-Tête Rousse (3 167 m) last season, got him forty-seven miles. LLew felt more than confident they would break the 136 mile record soon, with stronger upwinds coming. 
 
LLew planned next take-off from terasse-Goûter (3 835m). Goüter was snow-covered and much harder to reach but 688 meter height-advantage was reason enough. Fafnir 2.0 now had upgraded steering mechanism connected to￼[image: Image] ‘cockpit’, giving Llew more confidence to start further from safer landing fields. Steering was much easier, secure about landing even in somewhat unfavourable terrain. Landing in and of itself was much softer and safer with aerodynamic, retractable aluminium-kevlar sledge bottom.
 
 Adding roughness to surface of wings, to induce turbulence in air-flow was brilliant. Idea came while they ate sharktail soup others smuggled out to hiss hideout. Wind-smoke tunnel experiments showed it a great way to delay flow-separation and stall, causing turbulence, air mixing faster, flowing up-air down the surface, they named small fins vortex generators.
 
 He felt certain they were ready to break the three hundred year old gliding record, they were going to smash it in fact. He was not excited about the glory for him, or them as individuals, it had truly been a team effort, perhaps initially ignited by him but everyone pitched in. 
 
They had created something more than its parts. Soon he would break the record, and then someone else would break it again, fly even further. Another shattered with always a much improved glider. It was not personal recognition he wanted, so much as recognition for profession at large, what it had the potential of becoming. Gliding was going to be a large part of the future, that much he was sure of. 
 
Gliding would open eyes for all to see, not a dying trend, nor fad amongst more sporty druids, as Mac called those invested in gliding.
 
 A leisure for pleasure.
 
 Soon Llew would be amongst those few who glided a hundred miles, then more. One￼[image: Image] day someone would glide two-, three-, four-, five-hundred miles, then a thousand. A thousand miles traversed in mere hours. Thinking about future implications blew his mind on a daily basis.
 
MacCoulloch was wrong in his resisting this. Llew was sure ancient civilisations had not, mapped out world, and traveled anywhere with ease, in their magic ships, using ocean-goers travelling waves. 
 
They rode winds, steering by airship. Llew was fairly certain this was a somewhat novel idea, after he broke glide-record he would record down mentions of ancient flying-machines in a thesis proper. Perhaps make it his life-long studies, tracing sources for ancients and their flying or gliding. Becoming part of his agendas propaganda, helping him usher in a new, better age.
 
Ancients flew across the globe, gliding on favourable upwinds at specific geothermic hotspots. Perhaps aided by lifting-motion of hot-air or some hitherto unknown-force. Llew was sure of this, most old records of ancients, checked up on so far, supported airship theory better than any mysterious oceanic wave-surfing. Only thing supporting ocean-goers was the words ships and ocean, that evidence was circular. Words translated and re-translated before reaching him with no idea what words ancients used, why not airships.
 
If titans ever even existed at all, LLew reminded.
 
Gliding was only a first step however, future versions, Fafnir 3.0 with overextended wingsize and Fafnir4.0 with hot-air assisted lift would come next. 
 
5.0 would incorporate them both.
 
 Llew envisioned a future where geographical features in the landscape became nods in a transport-network. In his not too far fetched future, people messages and precious cargo could fly from a node in the southwestern-Alps, to Sicily for instance, in a day. Gliding on upwinds to high altitudes aided by warm-air, then release and glide.
 
 With such vehicles one could perhaps traverse a thousand, perhaps many thousands of miles, especially in favourable winds. In slightly unfavourable winds, several hundred miles a day not unfathomable, not at all. 
 
From seven kilometres-height one could still traverse against strong headwinds, significantly faster than by horse. This fact, Llew and his team had proven already. He wanted to reach even higher altitude, find out wind and weather condition, the cold he could isolate but lack of oxygen was a perplexing problem.
 
 Distance and speed decreased dramatically with unfavourable weather condition however, there was still a lot to figure out. Nothing was perfect from the get-go, why he projected everything far into the future, a hundred years or more.
 
In the meanwhile planning a flight-map over Europe and Mediterranean. Geographical highpoints in this future being strongpoints. Most large mountain ranges could transport you wherever you wanted to go. Across the globe in a week or two not unfathomable, not with proper infrastructure. 
 
The world would no longer revolve around important waterways and large harbours but instead favourable mountain-ranges. 
 
Reaching southern-Alps, wanting to travel north, upwinds south-side could push a sturdy vehicle high enough to cross highest peak. Transport vehicle for such tasks would have to be heavy, bulky, against strong fimbulations of turbulence always existing above great mountains. 
 
Winds crossing always push against, creating barriers, therefor one could only wish to barely manage traversing top. But, barely clearing top, sitting in a comfortable chair having drink with your travel companions, in a warm insulated transporter was an incredible thought. Once airships got safer you could do this in basically any weather or season except winter. Un-comparable to troubles of crossing Alps, even under best conditions by land.
 
 Once vehicle safely crossed, sturdy-transporter would land at an air-harbour northern slopes, passengers would transfer to a different type of voyager. Long-distance, slick n slim, catching beneficial upwinds, across and launched a thousand miles northwards same night, perhaps more. As new techniques of propellation and materials developed, advanced studies of wind pattern and weather behaviour improved.
 
Finding a proper spot with favourable upwinds for crossing Celtic-channel was something he had decided to study first, for his, A gliders guide to Europe. He had an idea by scouting maps where to look for first best candidate, Dartmoor hills southwest of Exeter. Deciding of course after he got there in person. A grand idea to be first to cross the channel, felt in a hurry, since Dalin had spoken at length about doing so as well. Llew was going to start Dover-side, not sure that was a great idea, had to get a personal touch for local patterns before knowing better. 
 
[image: Image][image: Image]Gaw would sail a boat after, keeping straight position to pick-up, in worst case hours later if something went wrong, LLew would have cork for floating, strong whistle, flares for back-up, maybe remember to pack some sandwiches, comfort over weight reduction.
 
————————-
Then, there was his and Elé-monk Graver’s slingshot idea. A concept so extreme that possibilities spurned were revolutionising, to such degree he got scared at times. Simple to concede and comprehend, a slingshot was a glider, somehow accelerated vertically on metal rail-tracks. Held down by slight downforce to wings, kept in place by sledges on rails. Glider would accelerate to hundreds of miles per hour then be released at a favourable angle after a mile or two of tracks, almost making node-mapping obsolete, at least of inferior stature. 
 
Empires would have slingers in larger cities and capitals would house several, pointing in every direction of compass. Mining and farm produce slingshot straight from remote locations to markets. Cog-wheels with latches would somehow make all this possible but source for massive amounts of energy required was still a mystery. Even so, energy source missing, he was working on design for accelerator and release-mechanism. One factor he concentrated on was glider releasing downforce, somehow, automatically removed safely every-time. Eradicating human error at such margins was crucial, some type of rapid-fire catapult-system connect cog-wheels sped up vehicle. Or most likely fire, there was so much he did not know about orders drywads-secrets yet.
 
Sling-shot gliders could be flung in any direction, carrying a hundred stones a thousand miles, in hours. 
 
There was no stopping this idea, soldiers slingshot into crisis hotspots from far away capitals, reinforcing a spread out battlefield, backup coming in at hundred miles an hour. Slingshot's would require a whole new thinking of warfare in general, logistics of warfare in particular. LLew was amazed, that a sensible man as Mac, did not see coming implications. LLew did however, reconcile old’mans point, it was far away from being true yet.
 
Warfare and logistics rewritten in very near future for sure, simplest example by implication of gliders dropping greek-fire on enemies from above, catapults throwing shot-gliders that precisely pour burning-napalm over legionnaire army-camp, burn a legion to cinders with only three synchronised gliders sprouting fire. 
 
Large-scale troop movement across empires lasting days instead of months. Airdropping elite-guerrilla warriors behind enemy lines wreaking havoc on support. Perhaps worlds empires would grow in size from four to two. Then where would order be, probably a third wheel outsider like now, the fifth column.
 
Truly astonishing ideas. Warfare re-written, so skywatching for sure. What felt like a thousand times, Llew had prepared for night of skywatching only to be thwarted as moisture at a miles height created mist. Such petty excuses should not hinder mightiest order to follow their most important task. Clouds would not matter if sky-watchers glided above. 
 
He first saw vision of warders on duty, gliding through night skies on measured tangents, keeping correct recorded eye of sky, much increased visibility with less disturbing atmosphere. Then realised possibilities were endless as pilots of future transporters would certainly be ordered to report sightings automatically.
 
A brave new world. 

OPS/toc.xhtml
		Prologue

		Ninth

		Tenth

		Ninth  Tenth






OPS/images/Screenshot_2020-12-25_at_18_41_25.png
2000— |
1800-//<

16004—" |
14004—" |

1000"

500 75 500

Yaxis(m) 200 0 X axis(m)






OPS/images/image-5.png





OPS/images/image-1.png





OPS/images/image-6.png
B






OPS/images/Screenshot_2020-12-25_at_4_50_55.png





OPS/images/Screenshot_2022-10-24_at_21_07_36-filtered.png





OPS/images/image-3.png





OPS/images/image.png





OPS/images/Screenshot_2020-12-25_at_18_41_35.png
100

50

(syw)Aoojap

Time(s)





OPS/js/book.js
function Body_onLoad() {
}





OPS/images/cover-image.png
PLATONIC
INSTINCT

SKY-WATCHERS





OPS/images/Screenshot_2020-12-07_at_1_42_22.png





OPS/images/image-2.png





OPS/images/Screenshot_2022-10-24_at_21_07_21-filtered.png





OPS/images/image-4.png





