[image: cover-image, Life as a Druid Year 3]
Prologue
 
 
 
 
Dating world now based on one
 
 
World of ancients knowledgeable about many 
 
 
Streams of time 
 
 
Universe once old and young 
 
 
Today static
 

chapter 3
Northwards bound
￼[image: Dingbat Diamonds Dingbat Diamonds]
“Wolves and Bears”￼[image: Image]
 
 
From Macedon up, Llew followed Drina river through Delmatae-, Daesitiates- and Breuci-clans. Riding a fine mare of Epona, he crossed the great Magyar plains keeping to Danube, holding north after Aquincum, entering Germania and Cotini-clan at Esztergom. Riding through Carpathian's living sparse on what wilderness provided. He stopped a few miles north of town Stare-Hradisko￼[image: Image] at farm-steading. Buying ale, goose-eggs and pork chops, asking permission to use their hearthside-lee up the small hill, rest and sleep for the day. Farmer was thrilled at the worthless, exotic Egyptian kopeks.
 
 As dusk settled, two harmonica-playing sheep herders and dozens of sheep arrived. Gut and Gurmund not surprised to find hearth occupied, only thanking Donar fire already crackling. Was that smell of caff? 
 
They sat long into the night shooting shit, laughing, Llew managed to forget most, joking with earthly young men. 
 
Llew promised take first watch. 
 
«Keep counting em’, dont fall asleep, shout out for wolves.»  
 
Little bit older herder said drowsily while smacking backpack into a more comfortable pillow. Late that night, early morning, while herders snored soft, sheep were still, Llew took out the letter and burned it on embers. 
 
Smiling sadly to himself, pondering that Germania would make him feel relaxed. 
 
Next day he sourced the mighty river Oder, planning to traverse down Vistula instead, traveling vast forests in a sort of tranquil peace. He did not mind if it took him half a year to reach what had been only ten days away earlier. 
 
There was something akin to civil-war going on within order. Faction had stepped up unlawful arrests, lots of liberals, even druids locked-up without rights, perhaps five percent of shirelings had disappeared just in the last two years. There were rumours of even larger mass arrests coming soon. 
 
Order in chaos. 
 
Elite circles in charge of the mess, probably thinking all went according to some plan but it was just a complete mess. It looked like Last-Dispatchement, something Mac always talked of as a distant worry, could actually take place. Order was removing last contact between surreal and real. 
 
Letter and stolen report handed over by slave-girl herself, one of his few active remaining wards, Llew noticed her scared features looking around anxious. Making a quick drop with no usual pleasantries and gone. Letter began by explaining how postage was not to be used or trusted, this was her last communication, why she dropped in-persona, burn after reading.
 
LLew snickered, chewing on his marshmallow-roots, bend in exile or die, he said out soft towards fire with sarcastic voice, imitating high-council six years ago. He missed Gawin strong, sitting alone waiting for tea to boil. Wondering for the hundredth time if he should try find the man but shook head, not his problem. He re-read dreadful report she had risked her life for.
 
 Combined Roman-Germanic forces had defeated, completely annihilated tribe of Venetií. Whole clan was destroyed, elderly slaughtered, rest sold into slavery. 
 
This was by far the most distraught news reaching him on atrocious developments of war. He could understand Germanic fools in the citadel cheering but could they not see it was them next. 
 
With Venetií destroyed, Romans soon, or already ruled Atlantic as Mediterranean. What in the name of all that was unholy were First Council thinking. This meant invasion of Isles’ would be next. None of the sacred groves safe any longer, horrific news, this was all his worst nightmares come to life.
 
 How many people had died or was lost to slavery, between lines to overtly exaggerated report still echoed of hundreds of thousands dead, similar numbers sold. 
 
A genocide of culture and tradition, if this would not move druids to take action he did not know what would but all the while remembering this by their design somehow.
 
 Order changing.
 
 Roman ships ruling north-Atlantic, holy hell. He rode on northwards leaving militarised, ragged Böhmen behind, road would take him to Szczecein, from its mouth traders and merchants going north and east. He had decided back at Egypt to go east, through Fennoi.
 
 He felt he had had enough of Goths, land of Kalevala sparked his interest. Again and again contents of reports went through, riding in dark thoughts down a sloping good road. Then he slowly pulled reins on horse, turning around. Road was empty both ways, few travelled the eastern side, those who did often hit by bands of privateering bandits. 
 
For Llew they were no trouble, except once when man stepped out from brush close with a ready cranked roman-crossbow. 
 
Fellow seemed like a trigger-happy finger, probably only reason he had not taken shot yet was to not accidentally damage fine mare. Llew got down other side the horse and when man came around managed disarm and take-out, other two with short-swords went down easier. 
 
Sleeping a couple hundred yards from the road meant safety from surprises at night, while bandits scoured the roadside for easy victims, praying on each other.
 
 LLew looked back up, several thoughts ran through, should he turn back and go fight Romans and Teutones’ knew what else in heartlands, fight the nightmares. Holding route and geography in his head, Oder would lead him straight-down the Baltic. He would sure find a merchant second night to mouth of Wisla. From there finding trading vessel to Aesti, or perhaps straight to Fennoi if lucky. Two weeks to be at Wisla, realistically perhaps longer to find a decent vessel. Few traders left north, he would not board any first-best drunkard with a barely seagoing vessel. 
 
Finding the right captain with good enough boat could take longer, making that proper captain sail where Llew wanted him to might take even longer, two weeks by shortest route. 
 
 
Suddenly sense of urgency and hurry depleted in him. 
 
 
Homeland in full madness, simultaneous war of the likes never seen before, two-front attack and from within. Culture and heritage at stake, way of life threatened.
 
Llew’s assistance was neither appreciated nor accepted, he’d done everything short of treason to help, threatened with death.
 
 So he left them to tend their interests as they saw fit, somehow hoping his father and sister were ok in the mayhem. He started riding south, following Oder upward instead. Back towards Carpathia, taking a arbitrary detour, follow river to her source, then try to source Wisla instead, follow it back down the Baltic. Instead of ten days, the roundtrip would take months, or years, if he had problems sourcing the well. 
 
He mused to his might just do whatever to drown out the noice, kill-time mode.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
——————-
You invite Romans to lay imperial wasteland and call it peace’.
——————-
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