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IN ORDER TO BE REMEMBERED LEAVE NOTHING BUT LOVE
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A woman sees with eyes that are not hers 
Hears with ears of another
Feels with senses not belonging
Darkness cannot touch her
Let there be light
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«Three hundred and sixty years according to human calculations, constitute one divine-year…
	
	…Wise people know that there are four Yugas in Bharata Varsa. First one is Krta, then follow Treta, Dvapara and Kali.» 
 

Chapter 1
Leaving order behind
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“When everything in power done to change destiny, faith altered.”
With sharp iron firmly pressed against his throat, he finally surrendered to will of order. He had done everything to stop foreign invasion of heartlands. As political attempts failed hard, surprisingly early, he came close to succeeding with plan b. Cutting invading forces supply-line, that’s when order had him hunted down, put to the blade. 
 
He had no more words to spare his own. 
 
Will of order would be done, no matter how hard he fought. 
 
Thy Will Be Done. 
 
Ten Roman legions invaded heartlands, he saw back-end of logistics depot slowly plowing through Brenner passage southern-Alps. 
 
Will Of Order.
 
	As a newly examined druid into active duty, LLew set out as first task to hinder posing invasion but soon found himself up against adversaries of similar skill-class. Brought in chains before high-council, they conveyed his actions were interfering with order.
 
 He chose life, between bending to their will, or die. Forced to a voluntary exile, leaving home swearing oath never to return into active duty, not without high-councils explicit permission, never again willingly interfere with their intent.
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our people
Nothing but badge and clothes on his skin, he ‘borrowed’ a horse leaving heavyhearted, Gawin was sent ‘north’ on ‘patrol duty’.
 
Heavy heart soon brightened as solemn mood lightened, let them deal with their mess then. He said it out loud, to himself and the horse, leaning over in stirrups stealing an orange on a ride-by. Wondering how strange it felt, it no longer his fight to protect and serve. He wrote letter to Ilsé and Father to move far north, or the Isle’s if they could, heavy wartimes were coming. 
 
	He rode down eastern-Alps, for once not stopping at d’ Eigle, first with no clear direction in mind. 
 
After a month of aimless trotting, orders hold on him diminished in soul. Feeling as an oddly free man, like being exiled a blessing in disguise. Always that distant feeling of something missing, something in need of correction lingering back of his mind. But even that subsided further as he laughed with honest people up the mountain-ranges, drank with rich valley-deep. 
 
	He rode to Aenas, soon realising he was moving south, a way out. During trader-barge across Mediterranean, he long thought Egypt was his goal but disembarking docks of Alexandria, immediately sensed this was not one of those times he was gonna stay for long.
 
Heart said he needed to go south, sun above already at a scorching heat, warmer latitudes. Knowing it would get a lot hotter still, a fix-idea rooted, he needed to go south-globe to find a solution to the feeling of not being whole. Or perhaps rid himself of that feeling, gliding by Memphis without stopping, barely glancing the monstrous, switching trade-barge and kept going upriver Egypt.
 
 At Assuan, 900 miles south of Alexandria, domain of Egypt definitely ended, black, brown and yellow Africa began. 
	
	Venturing further upstream was dangerous, harder. No licensed traders went without Nubians express acceptance, hard to come by, currently accepting none but own rank and file. 
 
On a darkstreet behind harbor-offices, Llew soon found smugglers that dared venture further. Against a handsome upfront, with promise of much, much more later, once Llew reached the Bakwundian prince. LLew promised the moon and was allowed participation next voyage. They travelled mostly at darkness, moon-less nights, slaves staving silent oars, staying deep-reed shallow during day. 
 
Wicked wicked 
 
   Jungle massive, big oars kept on turning, Llewellyn sat at ease, watching the current of nightly Blue-nile. Llew felt the barge an apt analogy for his own being, somehow constantly, slavishly rowing against. Diligent, purposeful and rigid but constantly up-stream, never in life down flow, ever easy going. On western bank a large hog with crested horns, like a boar from back home but black, kneeled to drink black-green river. Alligator reached out of waters snapping leg, slowly pulling desperate squealing boar towards abyss. 
 
LLewellyn knew, without needing to look across table at guys he negotiated with, that charades were over. There would be no turning them with words, no matter how strong. 
 
They are going to kill me now. 
 
He thought calmly. 
 
It will take them less than a minute to figure out between themselves. 
 
Llew drew a breath and held, then another and held and release.
 
«The jungle is monumental and towering…» 
 
	 He said turning focus back to river-barge bow table. Three crooks stared at him opposite table, eyeballing him like either they had gone crazy or he was. Either way, him dead and gone soon.
 
Table was nailed to the floorboard on a small raised bow, from up-there a great view of what lay behind, around, up-ahead. Moon was out of cloud-coverage and rain-forested jungle he’d heard so much about but never seen all around. Or rather still wasn’t seen, because the jungle was so massive, you couldn't see anything but vegetation, everywhere. Every inch covered and up, up the highest treetops, even there life teeming with activity.

 No new leader had yet been decided amongst the three remaining caballéro-misfits, no clear replacement for former leader-crook now gone. Only crew greedy and desperate enough to accept such a dangerous undertaking, deep into enemy territory.
 
 A lot had been promised in reward, former leader had believed it gold and gems, Llew had meant it more, ‘I owe u one’s’, but had not been in a hurry to clear any misunderstandings. Former leader a big, Egyptian, heavy, sneaky-dude with two gold-teeth. Now three remaining wondered whatever deal their former captain had struck with the young foreigner, they did not know.
 
 But that did not matter no more, since lions were probably chewing on his greedy Egyptian-ass still. Now Llew had proclaimed no more coin but what was already paid. Nah’zhaar would be paid, zero ounces of gold, none, nit, nil. Olive-coloured crook on the left slammed fist to table, drawing long knife rising.
 
«You die now!» 
 
 He tried shoving table aside but nailed so failed, then started running around. Slaves stopped staving, watching commotion, other two crooks rose drawing knives as well, like soldiers draw glade. All weary eyes on Llew, still sitting calm with a grin. Like river-rafting a jungle he thought, heaving himself backwards out the chair somersaulting. 
 
	Crooks passed table closing in quick, Llew jumped over the bow-railing, landing in a somewhat soft-roll belowdeck, midst the slave-rowers chained to their row-stations. Crooks ran down both railings closing in fast. Llew slowly backed towards stern, keeping hands up, crooks making way central-barge. Slaves had risen, no one rowing or staving. Three-on-one crooks suddenly realised they were surrounded by twenty potentially hostile men standing. Too close to what chains should allow but every slave was un-chained, hands and feet. 
 
Llew stopped backing, crooks shouted for slaves to get seated, get chained, take place or they would get seriously… 
 
Slaves edged closer as empty chains razzled, taking the pointed daggers from three without resistance.
 
Llew thanked the slave-eldest, whom he’d given keys that same afternoon, glad that old impressive man had seen too, that all rowers had agreed to stay the eve’ for charades, following the plan. Boat was now theirs as agreed, now what would they do?
 
Old distinguished highborn, unluckily captured on a pilgrimage, enslaved for two years, stood tall and proud before turning to Llew. Bowing head slight, thanking first the one rightful god for what had taken place, then LLew. He said most men would follow his lead, they would hide boat in the brush, big water-ways were too dangerous, expensive. 
 
«We leave by mountain-range to my coast, most of us will, some have homes close by and will try survival alone or in pairs.» 
 
Llew nodded, first in understanding, then towards the three crooks silently praying for life. 
 
Man fastened eyes into Llew’s, trying once more to figure out what kind of man this was, foreigner bringing deliverance.
 
«We are in understanding about the rest?» 
 
Elder asked, Llew nodded silent in answer again, he did not think wise old Ibrahim would prolong their suffering, more a cut-throat kind of guy. 
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