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Prologue 
 
 
Let there be light
 
 
—————
 
One degree is one lifetime
 
Wise people know a vesicle is the vessel through which universe opens
 
Circle of order overlapping circle of chaos, never-ending stream of possibility in-between, life take place in ordered chaos.
 
 
———————
 
 
Darkness cannot touch her
 
 

chapter 2
South of equator
“Crocodiles and Lions”
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Truth is ugly 
We possess Art lest we perish from truth
 
Blind-king in a one-eyed world
Sun hot
Running with panthers 
 
Surrounded by lions
Massaií
 
Later on 
Southern slope of MT. KENYA 
He met the Shepard. 
 
 
 
 
the prince
A month before meeting Shepard he met Prince. LLew finally decided to stop sauntering and leave royal courts of Nubaií at Naboratunga, leaving south at great speed, running with Prince Em’kwa’mku’le, who had visited Nubian royal court to deliver an age-old, symbolic gift of peace. 
 
First harvest of kaff, bi-annually brought by a royal prince to the high-court, a gift of peace, trade and prosperity. Important for diplomatic relations between Nubií and great-plain tribes of Nubaií and the Shona south, great opportunity for trade. All sides had accepted the cyclic offer, now peace was upon them, again. Symbolic and actual peace held, as it had for the last four-hundred years. 
 
	Massaií prince on his emblematic, diplomatic mission met Llewellyn at court, during evening of festivities at the archeo-astronomical palace. 
 
Em’kwa’s Demotic-coptic was fine and surprisingly Greek even better so they communicated well. When Llew on second evening banquette to Bantu-Embassy told prince he was planning to travel Mt.Kenya, prince laconically retorted Ewaso his mountain. 
 
All around festivities were firing up, LeBigna drummers from the Watusi tribe set the beat, LLew really admired the drummers very much, a surprising range of rhythms from big tumba, simple percussion pulsing out bongo’s from Congo.
 
Em’ said this his final evening of diplomatic relations, he would run panthers to Ewaso, as soon they had rested somewhat from tonights festivities. 
 
 
«Φεύγουμε αύριο το μεσημέρι.» 
We leave at high noon tomorrow.
 
LLew liked the prince, he smiled with a relaxed face rarely seen in high-borns. Prince sized up Llew’s physical condition, whether he would keep, LLew had all out promised he could, even if they challenged a hundred miles a day for a week.
 
 Smiling he held Llew’s glance after he claimed so, looking for lie or baseless boasting, then slowly nodded, accepting Llew as someone who could run like the wind without ever having shown. Now it was up for Llew to fail prince's perception or prove himself worthy of word.  
 
«I allow you free visit to my mountain, great honour for you, few of my allies access her lush gardens, none of my enemies do. However, I intend to run hard, while I lull here amongst allies my enemies are on the move, converging on my goals.
 
 I aim running my men to the ground, beating my adversaries, perhaps not a functionary party as an honorary escort for you, honoured friend.» 
 
 Prince put hand to Llew’s shoulder, as if sorry they’d say good-bye so early. Llew smiled back nodding answer with confidence. 
 
	«Your’honor is most kind, my thoughtlessness for not asking permission before deciding to visit, but I think you know I would not want you, or anyone harm. Dont hold back your pace for me ’honor, if I keep, it is my honour to run with you, if I don’t, I walk behind confident with your blessing.» 
 
  White mountain was on Em’s original path, prince promised he would personally take Llew to the base, show him best paths up, if he could keep. Llew again thanked prince for the great hospitality and gracious offer. 
—————————————————- ————
 
 Massaií panthers indeed kept a murderous high-pace across savannah, Llewellyn thanked goddess of fortitude he anticipated traveling extra light. He left most belongings in a locked covent at the royal courters. Light-fingered servants promising to look out for his, ten years if necessary, wishing him good luck, keeping fingers crossed.
 

prince 
 
	Keeping was all he could the first day, mile, hour and minute, soldiers around taunted jokingly, making fun of his effort as heat and sudden pace flushed immediate. He ran head-down with the rearguard panting hard. Soldiers carried spears, switching blade between hands, bows in a back-case across shoulder, small oblong skin for personal belongings strapped over other, rope around waist, extra sandals.
 
 A division of panthers on the move, mounted a very low extra total weight, light and mobile body of arms, capable of harrying a more immobile force for weeks without reinforcement, almost light cavalry. Shields waited for them at the capital, moving with those resembled a lightly armoured, very mobile heavy-spearmen division. Total gear weighed less than twenty pounds per soldier, men shared extra weights in carry-ons with straps for hips and shoulder, extra proviantry, personal belongings of prince and generals. 
 
Runners took turns carrying extra after a complicated arrangement, LLew was glad he did not have to share any part first days.
 
 Fourth day, first down-shift of tempo came, every soldier around now panting, some as hard as Llew, others less so but all exhausted.
 
 Fifth day tempo still kept at the slightly slower pace, Llew asked if he could share part in carrying extra, soldiers around him nodded smiling agreement, sergeant of their pack threw him a carry-on.
 
On fifth day eve, during a 3600 beat pause, before crossing river N’gai, prince and his closest kept parlay standing off earshot from the rest. Prince and liege men only ones standing, everyone else slouching, rubbing muscles, stretching or sleeping on hard ground. Silent game of dice and bones started up every time division stopped.
 
 To Llew, prince and his men were apparently arguing, Llew carefully cleaned feet with a wetted cloth, washing out socks putting them to dry on a log beside the small fire of sticks and dung. Sun was dropping below horizon and scorching heat already turning to cool humid eve’. 
 
Llew moved closer the fire, shivering from exhaustion and cold, glancing through dusk towards prince who suddenly pointed at Llew, seeing him looking at them.
 
 Prince said something loud, almost angry to his generals who kept arguing humbly back.
 
Prince and generals silenced, then one elder started talking again, slowly, patiently, apparently droning what others had said already but talk ended when prince raised hand.
 
 Prince Em’ dismissed them nodding once, then started straight down towards Llew, two personal body-guardians shadowing him through camp of two-hundred, bulk of the army crossing higher up, keeping straight for the capital.
 
 Soldiers awake tensed as prince stormed by but quickly continued small-talk and lounging as he passed. 
 
Group sergeant of Llew’s formation saw prince coming and began rising to attention but prince waved a hand at serg’ who returned to rest. Prince came to Llew who’d risen barefoot wondering that young man showed not slightest sign of fatigue. Prince drank water from skinsack and handed it to Llew, Prince squat down heeling, patting ground for Llew to get seated. 
 
«Rest, rest my friend.» 
 
LLew sat down and continued carefully cleaning feet, Prince nodded.
 
«We have long run ahead, you run good for Sis’gai’alwai but long run ahead.» 
 
Prince then pointedly nodded towards his liege-men other end of camp. Llew glanced in direction through the gloom, generals were now tending feet and sandals like everyone else, some already snoring, apparently preparing for long run ahead. 
 
«My… Advisors, I say to them I promise you, I run you to foot of my mountain. But their advice for change of route is good… I am afraid. Too good. Sometimes advice from advisers is worth, then almost always when you wish it not so.» 
 
Prince smiled apologetically and Llew thought he understood the problem. Prince continued in a pickle, pressured, as he had never not fulfilled on a promise in his life and did not intend to start now.
 
«Best route to defend my holdings, defeat my enemies, turns west at river Se’Dwai four-hundred miles after NgGai’.»  
 
LLew nodded, he understood and asked.
 
	«Thats a week from here, your’honor?»
 
It would take a month to walk, two weeks for most armies to run at their best but with tempo they had been at, if they intended to keep, would have them at the river ford in less than a week. 
 
From there LLew would go at it alone, that fit his plans just better, Llew continued, relieving man from breaking any promises. 
 
	«High prince of Kasaií, decendent of God Kaí’sa, I am honoured to have been escorted as far as river-ford Se’Dwai by you and your fierce panthers. I do not think I could persist any further like this anyway. 
	
	I will do my utmost to keep til’ the river, I hope to see you again, after you have defended your holdings, defeated your enemies. 
If I fall behind anytime before, leave me knowing I walk in peace with your blessing.» 
 
«I knew you would understand my friend. Here, I must give you compensation.» 
 
Prince rose from heeling, drawing sharp meteoritic iron-blade. 
 
«Cut as much Ember you want. But remember you carry what you take.» 
 
Most soldiers around lay eyes closed, many snoring. A small circle of soldiers had gathered to soft thuds of polished bones rattling close by. Coins, lumps of gold and gems swapped hands, all quiet routine gambling, no chatter no shouts, gambling stopped now as soldiers turned to their prince draw blade.
 
No-one around seemed to know any Greek, high prince was pleased, it was not often he asked favours but he had promised, a promise from high prince must be kept or death, unless he was released from said promise. 
 
He knew druidoi would understand but did not want to ask the favour right out, a promise was a promise, him boasting it his mountain no matter boasting true.
 
But now obligations kept him from climbing terraces of Ewaso, he had wanted it for himself. Showing a stranger old wonders made world seen anew, he had wanted that very much, felt he needed it but his warlords were right. 
 
They could not afford to lose a weeks detour for leisure, not now. Enemies were gathering north, he had to reach the capital before they did. A precarious situation as un-kept promises had to be solved proper. 
 
Llew thought about coming route, he was not going to keep anywhere near same tempo alone. Taking weeks, perhaps a month depending on terrain, before reaching foot of the mountain. Time was of no essence though, if he missed the southern-hemisphere Swan meteor-stream in Octo, he could wait another year to see next for all he cared. 
 
Llew sheared two thin slices from the hind-leg, forbidden for anyone but high prince and whomever he shared with. Anyone else caught in possession of ember-deer was killed on sight. LLew held out the slightly thicker thin-slice to the prince who took it doubtfully, Llew took the even thinner for himself. 
 
Taste of smokey herbs, volcanic-salt, tender meat tasted divine, Llew mused, perhaps definitely divine. Prince Em’ looked suspicious at his larger slice, almost a direct insult to slice so thin when offered freely but after both ate, LLew sheared another preposterously generous chunk for himself. Handing knife back with a bow to lower neck and small smile. High prince smiled back. 
 
«We intend to be at river Se’Dwai’ by sundown five days from now. Long way to run, rest now friend.»  
 
They left a thousand beats later by a shrill wolfs-whistle. Whole troop roused and sixty beats later were running four hours, half an hour rest, four hours run, one hour rest four hours run, four hours rest then four more run again. Murderous tempo, Llew shared more than half his ten-pounder with fellow runners in his pack. He tried learning bones game but quickly lost everything he intended to wager against experienced gamers, mostly he fell asleep shivering when resting. 
 
They reached river ford five days later, he waved new friends goodbye as they took off immediate same tempo across. He stayed a day before crossing, acclimatising to the new and strange environment. He saw no people following days. 
 
Wandering slowly through a landscape that started rising, first large plateau rose to next, magnificent top stood against deep-horizon up-front. 
 
He knew from geographic knowledge in his head that Ewaso Ng’iro, mountain of whiteness, home of deity N’Gai located almost point on equator. 
 
Like a needle to middle earth
￼[image: Dingbat Diamonds Dingbat Diamonds]
Traversing plateau he rarely saw people, walking slowly round peculiarly pyramid-shaped peak twenty miles east, he kept on further south. 
 
In between plateaus he found a small cavern, perfect camping spot, source of fresh water, shelter from sun during day, winds and rain at night. 
 
Someone had used spot from before as he found a ready stone-hearth with little gathered firewood, he quickly had a fire going and went gathering for next traveller.
 
	Mt. Kenya, Swahili Kirinayaga, immediately south of equator, second highest mountain in Africa after Kilimanjaro some 200 miles south. Base of Kirinayaga at 8000 feet contour has a circumference of 95 miles. Peak at 17.000 feet characterised by steep thorns. All streams from mountain eventually flow into Ewaso Ng’iro, Llew knew it as Tana-river.
 
LLew guessed he located about 0.2 degrees south, plan was to make a small experiment before continuing. He did not know why, what it would give, certainly not what to do after.
 
 In theory, water drains in motion with the movement of earth, meaning water flush one way northern hemisphere, opposite way south-globe. 
 
But experiment had to be done precise, even in best of circumstance, if hole through which water drained was not perfectly symmetric, that upset swirl, water flushing unequally upset swirl. Even in a perfectly symmetric drain-circulation direction would be primarily influenced by any residual currents in body of water left over from when it was filled. It would take a day for such residuals to subside close enough. 
 
He created a funnel of skin, cut a perfectly symmetrical tiny hole at the bottom, corking it up with string attached. Then slowly filled the bag with water, having strapped skin-funnel mid-air, inside cavern by ropes from four directions tied down to the mountain. 
 
	He sat for a whole day and night observing wildlife teeming, deciding to wait on water to reside another day, so close to the equator success was far away even in best of circumstances. Waiting for water to still gave time to reflect. 
 
 
Time on his side. 
 

 shepard
Two days later sitting outside cavern overlooking plains of Ngorongoro, smoking hashis, squinting for suns position, assessing whether nuf' arbitrary time had passed or not. 
 
A hundred miles further south lay famous 15 mile-wide NCA crater, Mac once called Garden of Eden.
 
	Wildebeests bellow, cape buffalo’s snort, zebras neigh, lone hyena howl and in a distance lions roar. Animals either not noticing him in their midst or not caring. Deciding it was gonna be two days after he had some more ember. He ate slowly, leaning comfortably against boulder opposite the skin-sack, glaring at it almost with hostility. He was gonna yank tiny-plug, water would start dripping, thirty-forty thousand beats and final swirls would turn counterclockwise, provided luck and perimeter were set right and theory correct to begin with.
 
 Then what silly, he whispered softly out loud rising to his knees, wading across rocky sand to waterbed hanging mid-air. Carefully reaching for string attached to pebble-cork. Breathe out slow through nose away from sack, deep in and right when he was about to yank someone behind him shouted. 
 
	«Hey!» 
 
Llew’s finger twitched from freight and pebble plopped, LLew swore out-loud startled, turning to see an elderly sheep-herder leaning down crook by the cavern-entrance. 
 
Llew softly put hand across mouth and carefully backed away from sack hoping his heavy breathing and swearing voice-waves did not disrupt waters too much, squinting towards man. 
 
He looked like a normal elderly herdsman, sheated knife by waist, staff and bow, man had a presence to him that instantly made LLew aware. Backing away from experiment, water dripping nicely top undisturbed. Turning to shepard well outside he answered back loud in Keltoi. 
 
«Hey! Hey! To you too! Scared the shit out of me.» 
 
Man smiled disarmingly, looking curious at Llew saying something in a language Llew never heard. Then man spoke Massaií, nodding to sack of water behind.
 
«Your water is running.» 
 
Pointing over LLew’s shoulder, Llew nodded understanding, answering back in poor language. 
 
	«Yes, good, purpose.» 
 
They got seated, blowing light to last glowing embers, fourteen goats scraped around, eating whatever they found. Man caressed one behind ear with stafve to stop her from eating LLew’s bag, goats followed like loyal hounds. 
 
Shepard pointed to dried emperor-hind and said in Demotic-coptic. 
 
«Thats a nice piece of meat you got lad.»  
 
 Llew smiled warmly, answering it sure was, asking if he would care to share, man agreed nodding head once. Soon they were drinking tea, listening to gorillas hoo in a distance, fighting of hyenas. Moon rose as most goats slept, one or two still eating, none venturing far. 
 
The two discussed, joked and laughed, sheepherder was a delight to share time with, telling amazing sagas of what lay further south, east and west, how continent of Africa worked in substance. 
 
LLew became certain as they talked that the man was some sort of druid in his own, who for some reason, or no reason at all decided to become a herder. LLew explained in detail what water-dropping in cave was for, man nodded acknowledgedly to terms and concepts of earth spinning, creating waves of energy and magnetism, pulling water towards specific motion, like hurricanes and cyclones. 
 
	They both crept inside next morning observing process, more than half the water had evaporated or dripped. No disturbance what-so-ever seen on surface. 
 
«It will come later.»  
 
LLew said, nodding enthusiastically as they exited again, he was hoping at the very end, when almost all water was gone, they would see a small concentric clockwise circulation, nothing more.
 
 LLew kept asking more knowledge from the giant continent he knew so little about. MacCoulloch had always talked about the lost continent beyond Atlantis’sea but almost never spoke of the partly lost continent south of equator. 
 
Land-area larger than all of Europe from PortoGaul to the Caucasus from northernmost Scandic's to southern Italy and more. To south-west lay allure of exotic Madagascar, twice the size of all the Isle’s put together. 
 
Maybe that was where he should go next, asking shepard if he had ever been. Man answered that he had indeed but instead of telling another saga, like he had about all and any other destination he instead asked. 
 
«What will it prove, your experiment?» 
 
Nodding towards sack.
 
	«Nothing I guess, if preferred end result do appear, I would have to do tens or hundreds more to prove anything, to ten more locations to actually prove that something more true.
 
 Anyways, many a greater, smarter men than I, have already proven this and more, I know from looking at maps this mountain-cavity we sit is indeed slightly south of equator. We are, I’d guess, between point two and point three degrees south. Suppose my try at something back there…» 
 
 LLew said pointing over shoulder, looking like a chicken with its head cut off.
 
	«…Just a boyhood chase for dreams.» 
 
 Speaking to the man was extremely easy, he listened and cared, Llew felt he could tell him anything, it helped to share the burden. Shepard asked what Llew was running from. Llew told him of the dreadful conditions in his homeland. How he had tried to stop, or alleviate situation but had been shunned by his own for even trying. His leaving them in a desperate situation, anger and frustration. How fate had taken him down paths now leading to a silly water-sack hanging of a cliff-wall south of second highest mountain in Africa, wondering were stream of life might take him next. 
 
Llew pondered if he should reach for Madagascar, were there any places further south of Cap Horn, light, that would be cool. Man slowly shook head looking up over Llew’s shoulder at experiment, then studying his face before answering. 
 
«I have been there, nothing but more same you run from now. Same love, war, betrayal and loyalty. Just more same-same but wrong side for you. Perhaps you should not flee problems south but instead go north-north to solve northern problems.» 
 
 Llew thought about it 
 
	«Perhaps.» 
 
Staring into friendly face of the smiling man.
 
Shepard swore, with no empathy in voice or face. He did not carry Llew’s heavy civil-war, genocide loaded burden but listened and understood. Llew thought about how crazy the world was, perhaps this mans advice was the purpose he came so far seeking. Shepard seemed oddly strange, like a sage from an old sutra come to life, vigorous, childish and wise as he was.
 
	«You mean Nørdkapp, I should go to Ultima-Thule?» 
 
Llew got a goat-herders nodding smile back. 
 
«Go furthest north where sun never sets, then, when it finally does, not rising for many moons I think you will see.» 
 
 Llew left the man for north after experiment was done. Towards end of final drops, in darkening cavern Llew thought he saw a glimmer of circular movement counterclockwise by torch-flame but it was rather hard to tell. Water ran almost straight down without disturbance. He guessed that meant he was close to the equator, which he already knew and so deemed it a successful mission.
 
 Cutting penultimate slice from the once ten pounder he left rest to old sage. Man thanked him and wished him luck and strength, giving an acorn tree-seed as a good-luck token, Llew was taken aback and for some reason in tears as they parted. 
 
 
WONDERFUL savageness
Walking North he thought much on what man had taught him of the African continent in just a diurnal course, lectures like no druid had given. Shepard said Africa was foreigners name for the continent. Original ancient name was Alkebulan. Name translated to Mother of mankind, or Garden of Eden. Alkebulan an extremely old word, its origins indigenous, true.
 
Shepard told Llew he should not be fooled by the seemingly destitute and immature world he saw around, saying it was unconscious, but deliberately upheld to remain so. Speaking in rhythm and beautiful metre.
 
«In wonderful savageness live the continent of Alkebulan, in beastly poverty, destitute of arms, horses, and of homes; our food, the common herbs; our apparel, skins; our bed, the earth; only hope in our arrows, which for rejection of iron we point with bone. Common support from the hunt, women as well as men; for with these the former wander up and down and crave a portion of the prey. Nor other shelter have we even for our babes, against violence of tempests and ravening beasts, than to cover ourselves with branches twisted together; this a reception for our old, and hither resort the young. 
 
Such a condition we judge more happy than the painful occupation of cultivating the ground, than the labour of rearing houses, than agitations of hope and fear attending defence of property or seizing that of others. Secure against the designs of men, secure against the malignity of the Gods, we have accomplished a thing of infinite difficulty; that to us nothing remains even to be wished.» 
 
Alkebulan had an interesting take on civility, one understandable dimension held cities, complicated fortresses, support-nations and god-given rulers as a pinnacle of civilization, the emperors coronation. But in a more humane sense, sophistication of defence-structure was only a measurement of surrounding barbarism. 
 
«We live life free from positions and possession, no maintaining, no tracking, no fight over. Reaching that goal, hardest to attain, hopefully rest of world follow one day, returning to ways of our foremothers. Conservative shamans and wisemen across Alkebulan know what complicated society and writing bring, we never bother.
 
Trade and foreign influence are funnelled through focal points. Kush and Punt hold channeled trades through their lands, bridge of Egypt another. Old and tired riverdom clinging to abode of the ancients, our trade make her rich in your world. 
 
Continents greatest capital and nation, Great-Zimbabwe, not a nation-capital in your traditional sense, nor a military-fortress, only a focal point for entry, place of containment and trade. 
 
Oofiria with her riches is not rich, an administrative centre without heart. A Hannibal Barca or Alexander conquerer might take one, two or even ten hill-forts in the regio, fixed-points in terrain but while holding they soon stumble into problems when logistics betray. Between Sambesi and Limpopo-river, 200 miles inland from Indian ocean, hundreds of these hill-forts stand.
 
Sambesi give namesake to regio inhabitants, language name mean Big-business, central Zimbabwe dealing with continents connections to outside world. Arabia, India, Far-East, Aboriginesia, Chartagenia, Egypt, Phoenicia, Hellenia, Gaullia, Persia, Hyksos, Rome, from there to lands we never hear about. Sofala being that main trading post to the coast, route to centre.
 
A dynasty exist there, five clans poised to war each other, indirectly controlling foreign traders, directly keeping each others in check. Never letting anyone expand influence further. Tribes in regio constantly build more lookout-towers and hill-forts, playing king of the hill amongst themselves when foreigners not available.
 
Sahara guards our north all way to the bridge through Levant to Eurasia, northern Mediterranean powers never maintain more than toehold of control from their capitals.» 
 
When Llewellyn asked if shepard honoured any allegiance like he had to order, man answered he hailed to Queen of the South, only true regent Alkebulan.
 
«She always conquers the throne, never it being given her by hereditary rule, so it is seen as a great curse to be born a queens daughter, since ascendance hardens.
 
Clans fight for the right to choose their queen. Daughters smarten up fast, learning new abilities, new philosophies.»
 
He continued in rhyme.
 
«Queen Ye’Shaba of Kush, her symbol the sitting bird, always high-brush. Cult for power, symbol for loneliness, bird sitting, never in flight, always the crock climbing to her snatch.» 
 
 Llew asked if it was same Sheeba he knew and shepard nodded smilingly. 
 
«Ye’Shaba and Slomo exchanged gifts fifteen long generations ago, yes. Gold, ivory and lions semitic records claim, what they fail to mention is how deep in love they fell. Queen gave birth to a son of kings while Slomo sold her the worlds greatest treasure, their precious artefact.» 
 
LLew wrinkled nose to interrupt but shepard waggled finger to continue.
 
«Remember, exhorting your sources, they exchanged lions, ivory and gold as they met. Those are the three hard currencies of Sembeloek people, we have lots. What did Semitics have to sell for all that gold, what financed Slomo and king Davids magnificent constructions? What is never mentioned in their records since?» 
 
 Shepard laughed. 
 
«Allegedly, we still have it. 
 
Five major clans of Shona know great Sembelemboe be the great capital of our queen, although which kingdom is never certain, that is what the five are constantly positioning for.»
 
Shepard expressed amusement while explaining lay of land, laughing at foreign traders, kings and conquerors coming like bears to dripping honey when they heard rumour, a great rich capital full of gold, a little further inland. So began a fun dance for Shona tribes, playing foreigners on each other in a king of the fools-hill, warring amongst each-other to gain advantage, whilst foreigners were spent always going a little further. 
 
Invaders never understood the maze of hundreds of such forts, what game was actually played, depleting themselves giving over important logistical rule.
 
Llew changed subject asking Shepard if he knew about Younger Dragon, how wisemen of Afric… Alkebulan saw event.
 
Shepard answered that in many ways Africa, made soft deadfall during last great upheaval, society found here emulated closest how people lived before destruction by flood and fire, in the animal-kingdom too. Llew nodded, he knew percentages, 60-80% species drop in Europe and northern-Asia, only 30-40% here. 
 
Perhaps it was never about civilisation and tech, Shepard philosophised, because they had it then, knew it but just lived with no want or fear, only life. LLew nodded, Shepard finished subject by saying that that was a long time ago, him old but not remembering all too well what happened back then, adding that random events on the cosmic scale was a thing of divinity, not men. 
 
«Random or not, least very deity-vehicle is known, terrible brimstone-fire out the netherworld, raining down tempest below.» 
 
Llew shook head many times at strange encounter while walking north, wishing Mac was there so he could tell someone who cared.
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