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Prologue
Word of mouth fleeting an ethereal    Written word static an dead 

chapter 4
The Fennoi
Impregnated by the wind she gave birth to nine sons, the nine diseases. In some poems she also gives birth to a tenth child, a girl mentioned in the 45th rune of Kalevala.
 
Disembarking mouth of Torni-river, jumping into knee-deep water with a splash, silver-fish startled, darting between toes. He took a sip cupping hands, water tasted fresh, wonderful. Distant memory surfaced from long ago, about drifting heel touching Nile-water feeling soiled, here water was pure, new. 
 
	Somewhat contaminated of course, by Sapmi and cattle but they belonged almost to nature, no civilisation. Ice-giants stood tall and unchallenged here for hundreds of thousands, or millions of years. No trace of ancients touching these lands, everything crisp and novel, no politburo, no armies, no taxes. 
 
Winds had been good for weeks, blowing steady south-west and they rarely used oars, other than for steering. Kept on sailing north-east, leaving Kvarq behind, gulf of Bothnian-sea, Väinö called Merenkurkku, Throat of Sea. 
 
Now traversing calm waters by fitting name Perämeri, Tail-, End-, Back- or Rear-Sea. Llew knew it as the Bothnian-bay, but Endtail-Hindmost-Sea felt more appropriate.
 
	Väinö mentioned he sailed these waters only twice before, casually mentioning rapid isostatic uplift in region making every visit a-new, ordering Llew to keep watch from the bow. 
 
	«Shout out if you see, or even think you see shallows ahead.» 
 
 Once again man surprised completely, knowing not only workings behind but actual correct scientific terms, words no man outside order should possibly be aware of. 
 
When Llew asked how he knew, where he had learnt such terms, Väinö only shrugged leaning back to steering-oar, squinting broad-brimmed hat at the sun. Waiting a while, as if for Llew to say something more, before casually answering that in these lands you’d have to be blind not to see, not know. LLew did not press further and man rarely explained more. The unforced, peaceful silence between them was a bliss.
 
 Approaching northernmost shoreline, Väinö told Llew a story of his first trip north, meeting a time-honored man who showed him where seaboard was when he was but knee-high. Old man most certainly gone now but Llew requested Väinö take him on a two day round-trip to the place he spoke of. 
 
As they disembarked, pulling uisko half up behind, Llew tried guessing at how much land might have risen in a hundred years gone. Deciding on a large rock surrounded by heavy hornworts, fifty feet up the shoreline. That, he guessed, was stone were Väinö’s old man fished from as a boy, based on estimated uplift and imprint signature to waterline. Väinö returned from pantry below with dry-roasted apples and peaches in one hand, dried oxtail the other. 
 
Llew eagerly asked if it was ‘that stone up there’ pointing, Väinö snickered with a smile shaking head.
 
«Bring two bottles of your fine ale for the walk.» 
 
 They walked for over a mile through brushy meadows and bustling birch-forrest. Arriving at a bump in terrain, barely visible stone covered by mosses. If story was true, LLew had no reason to [image: Image]doubt the man, regional uplift was truly astonishing, two metres a century at least. Normal birch forrest, sea-bottom only a hundred and something years ago.
 
	«How long ago?» 
 
Llew asked simply and Väinö snickered, nodding back and forth.
 
 «One never knows such things for sure later but let’s say he remembered fishing here as four or five year old boy, as I said he was a very old man 94, probably past a hundred. Me being a young buck on my first trip deep north, him for some reason taking a liking to me, so I respected him back.
 
So he showed me things, told me things, like this rock. I was young but at least knew enough that it be rude to ask a grown man his age, so I never did. Him old me young, at least a hundred and twenty, probably past a hundred and forty between us.» 
 
	It tickled Llew to ask mysterious man sitting next his age, after him just having said it rude to do so but held tongue. The man was a veritable MacCoulloch. 
 
Väinö nodded slight to Llew’s silence before continuing. 
 
 «Now you know too, so his legacy lives on.» 
 
They ate their snack sitting the bump shire-ale, fruit and dried beef. 
 
	«I bet you old man didn’t have dry-roasted peaches on his fishing trips.» 
[image: Image]
LLew said.
 
«I bet you boy had better smoked-beef though.» 
 
Following way of the leaf
 Winds calmed to a doldrum as they rowed last sail into mouth of river Tornio. Leaving Fennoi lands proper behind, crossing threshold of Sapmí true.
 
 Entering slow river-delta a smoke-chimney came visible up ahead, rising straight into skies at a distance. After a couple more strokes up-stream they saw a group of children playing by the shoreline. Children stopped their game of tag as they came aware of uisko. They left standing, pointing, staring for short beats before one larger boy said something to others. Soon all started running north disappearing behind ridge, towards smoke pillar.
 
	For a month Väinö and Llew had sailed north, leaving Väinö’s soft inviting homelands hundreds of miles behind. Reaching an anti-climax of sorts, finally seeing humans, backs of barefoot children.
 
	 LLew and Väinö gliding through much same looking temperate-forrest landscape, without seeing trace of another soul. The untouched nature, complete lack of civilisation made world come into technicolor. Llew saw all striations of light in scales of the fish sprawling ahead bow as a little boy. Excitedly he followed fierce seagulls fighting off a lone majestic-eagle like melodrama, as if it was all here for him and travel-companion alone to behold. 
 
	They navigated through sagas and now a single smoke pillar, first sign of people after a month of solitude, made sense of traversing fantasy feel that much more alive. LLew kept staring at the steady stream of smoke, soon he could discern many smokes, more tents then. They rounded final headland and a gathering of huts and people came into view, Llew looked forward to meeting and greeting. 
 
 Children had obviously informed parents as two Samí elders stood ready for them down the sandy shorelines to greet. A multitude of baby-roach and perch parted jumping into sands beneath transparent waters. Väinö leaned back in boat holding one hand to rope, other by stag balancing weight far back as possible while Llew half pulled uisko way up the bank. 
	
Turning to meet two elderly men standing a few steps up patiently waiting. Both kept arms folded front of chest, neither making a move towards Llew. They gave him nothing as he walked to stand in-front, bowing as he had for shamans, kings and wildlings before. Llew gave yet another meaningful nodding bow but still got nothing in return. He felt it imperative they speak first but unsure how to proceed as men in colourful dresses stood statues, not giving any hints or clues of protocol. 
 
	Väinö had told him, during long sail north, that he did not know Samí language as well as he did Germanic or Slav. When Llew asked languages and customs this far north. But enough to pleasantly make a favourable trade deal go through, Väinö ensured. 
 
Since passing Throat-of-sea they stopped the daily Fennoi-language lessons that Llew had asked for and instead began drilling Samí and culture, also at Llew’s request. 
 
They begun with essentials, everyday words such as fire-, water-, earth-, air-, man-, woman-, child, yes no and so on. Structurally roots were similar to other Uralic languages but obviously they were no close relatives, separated long time ago, not even Väinö, who knew surprisingly much, knew when or how separation took place. 
 
	Llew knew apparel worn in these parts of Sápmi were called Gákti, making this a tribe of Sááŋá. Him practising Mááccuh living further north, dialects varied widely. 
 
	Väinö disembarked, grabbing skin-sack from behind rudder, walking past Llew who now stood still as the elders. A couple-dozen children of all ages scurried around, keeping a certain distance to elders and the two strangers but pointing, whispering, watching close. Elders had not cleared them yet. 
	
	Väinö walked up stopping at a three feet distance and started singing, LLew knew it as a yoik. To Llew short and beautiful melody seemed only a string of vowels but he recognised words for fire twice and maybe water once, guessing lyrics about the welcoming gift held out on outstretched arms. Elder of two men took sack, still not responding any other way than nodding to Väinö who nodded back.
 
Elders looked back at Llew, Väinö turned and said in High-germanic.
 
	«Sing a song druid-dude.» 
 
Llew racked brain but could not recall anything remotely similar to short and beautiful yoik, so he sang Libre-Accer. One of the elder seemed to recognise numerology, lips wording along to syllables. When done, LLew quickly turned back to uisko, rummaged bow and produced a small leather-bag of cats-whit flowers, good as ointment on soar wrists, if you knew to boil blue-yellow flowers in alcohol first. Tasted pleasant and worked miracles on a hard stomach or ulcers as a simple tea. LLew offered gift on outstretched arms as Väinö had.
 
	Elder curiously opened leather pouch, taking out dried flowers between fingers, smelling and tasting slight. Then nodding patronising to Llew, smiling acknowledgedlingly at colleague, holding out for other to study, saying words that made other elder smile similar.
 
	Elder of eldest began singing, Llew understood nothing of meaning as other man took part in the middle, then finished alone on second verse. Then they each bowed to Väinö and Llew in turn, stepped forward and embraced them, welcoming with words not understood but that obviously meant warmly welcome to our world.
 
 Väinö was obviously able to communicate just fine saying something funny making the other two laugh. They started walking towards tents and others eagerly awaiting. 
 
	Now children gushed forth like an avalanche, elders had cleared the strangers to their hearth, welcomed them to share bread and lodging, that now meant them fair game. Children no longer under prohibition pulled on Llew’s clothes, arms, ears, legs, anything they could grab hold of. One of the older boys promptly put a hand in Llew’s pocket pulling out whatever he could grab at.
 
	 Llew laughed, taking back sheathed bronze-knife but already a girl groped another pocket from behind. Two of the gangster-youngsters had ran to the boat and rummaged through Llew’s bag at the bow, grunting fascinated at treasures they found. Llew walked back to boat with two children hanging to each leg, grabbing bag from irritated boys. 
 
«Don’t you have any notion of private property.» 
 
Llew said sharp in Keltoi, frowning at them as if irritated for real. Which did stop them in their tracks, spellbound for a few beats by strange language, then amazed guffaws and laughter. Two of the smallest pried with fingers at his mouth, trying to pull out more strange sounds. 
 
	Few foreign travellers ever entered theirs, rare Fennoi, recluse shaman, occasional daring merchant, generations between slavic wanderer. Children seemed to have more respect towards Väinö but then Llew saw the Fennoi give a bigger boy an eight piece of a copper coin, older lass a sweetmeat.
 
	Llew had things in his bags he did not want children to get hold of, psychedelics could ruin a young child’s mind or kill, he kept badge close. He started handing out trinkets and snacks, shooing away authoritatively like he saw Väinö do, instead of lifting them laughingly squealing off his stuff.
 
 Children soon got the picture and left his things alone but instead vulgarly demanded bribes to comply. He was not done before all sweet-sugar plums and surprisingly many coins were doled out. Older boys settling on a fractured copper from Väinö wanted a full silver dime from LLew, especially after they glanced his pouch.
 
	It took Llew long to reach the gathering of people among tents, some of the youngest still clung to his legs making a funny game of trying to trip him over.
 
 At least for now they seemed to leave uisko in peace. Elders and Väinö were talking to four men next the largest tent, one man with elaborate hair-dress obviously in charge the way others deferred to him. While elder talked, leader glanced at Llew approaching, dragging half a-dozen kids along. Elder boys and girls left him alone and started acting more grown up, closing up on leader.
 
Men and women of all ages went on with their business, camp of perhaps eighty people, all glancing inquisitive in their direction. Flaps to the largest tent snapped open and a woman came out standing hands on hips staring them all down, before disappearing again behind canvas-door.
 
Smallest children clung to LLew even as he stood to bow in front of leader, man did not recognise his bow but said a word for the children who immediately let go, running off to loudly trade, comparing gifts, theft and bribe.
 
Leader-man did not speak, so neither did LLew who continued to follow Väinö's lead and bowed head to the other men as well. 
 
«Waiting for the boss.» 
 
Väinö said simply in Germanic. 
 
Llew did not understand, obvious pack-leader stood right here, then tent-flaps to largest kåta flew open again. Same woman came out with bowl in one hand, flat sour-bread the other. 
 
This time Väinö, who had merely nodded in acknowledgement to the men, flourished a deep and gracious bow, more than what Llew thought possible from the hardheaded-stiff man. Woman nodded rosy cheeks back at him in acquiescence then turned to LLew, he bowed as deep as ever but she only pursed mouth shaking head in disappointment once curtly. 
 
She held out bowl of salt and bread, Väinö dipped left thumb, index and long-finger to salt, touching bread with thumb and index only, bringing fingers to forehead and heart. Woman seemed pleased and again turned to Llew but something went wrong as she snorted at him disappointedly again, no smiles. 
 
 Leader man seemed content however, now nodding to Llew and Väinö, going first into tent, others followed and last came Llew. Tent had a hardwood door behind flaps but that was the only wood you saw from outside, animal hides covered whole, from bottom to capped top-hole. Inside, wooden-structure was laid bare, only around the door did reindeer-hides hung. Wooden walls utilised hanging lamps, shelf-storage, foods and furs. Large tent was cozy for a family to live in but a bit cramped with four men, Llew, Väinö, two elder and the formidable woman around cold firestones. 
 
	Väinö started in Sámi as he and leader exchanged necessary pleasantries. Llew understood only words welcome and fire but those two sounded good enough. As they continued back and forth, Llew studied the other men openly, they studied him back brazen. When he smiled at them they smiled back, seemed friendly, dark skinned raven-black hair, reminding him of Mikshas from Kalaalit Nunas. 
 
After sentences that had to be spoken were said, Väinö turned to Llew to explain. He told them he was a merchant come to do business, if that pleased her holy spirit Juma watching over us all. He also mentioned Llew a magician from far, far south, on pilgrimage to the furthest northern rock, if they would allow for his passage, if it pleased the spirits.
 
Llew nodded, then nodded again towards others around, a bit blunt, a bit honest but also straight to the point and completely true. He had nothing to add and held silent, Väinö however seemed to wait for Llew to say something so finally LLew asked. 
 
«Sure, sounds good, so will we be allowed passage?» 
 
	«Anything is possible if the price is right.» 
 
Väinö answered, apparently satisfied with Llew’s input turning back to others. So began a round of classic haggling known all over the world. Now other men chimed in at turns, taking longer this time but obviously they reached some sort of conclusion as leader finally flashed a broad smile holding palms up. Nodding towards Väinö and LLew, Väinö smiled turning palms up too, taking out sack of dxc, pkjhm-j fire-wine.
 
He gave it to the woman who, while men bantered had mended garment, seemingly paying men no heed. 
 
She drank several large gulps before handing over to oldest elder who also drank gallantly. And so sack went down through leader to the other men and Väinö as penultimate, only taking a small sip. Finally sack was handed to LLew who squeezed out a drop. With droplet swallowed, sack emptied, leader rose taking leather-hide drums leaning against a wall, so hours long drumming-singing session began.
 
 Llew sat mostly silent tapping hands and feet along beat while Väinö chimed in here and there. When they all exited tent as close friends it was darkening, considering the late hour still exceptionally bright. Väinö graciously accepted a flank-steak matron-lady handed him on the way out. Llew and Väinö walked alone back down to the uisko. This time no children harassed them, Llew half expected their stuff to be gone but it seemed nothing had been touched during their long absence. They made a fire boat-side, salted reindeer chunks and last of the dried fruits made a splendid meal. Waiting for embers to be just right Väinö explained what happened in the tent. 
 
The woman, who had last say in her husbands dealings with outlanders, had agreed to trade with them. So tomorrow Väinö would inspect wares, reindeer, arctic fox and ptarmigan mostly. He imported cold-iron and bronze to trade with, they would set sail south come spring warmly-loaded with furs, after returning from Llew’s roundtrip. Furs such as these made good business far south, the further he cared to tow the better. Väinö had suggested a win-win trade, easy to settle by way of introduction.
 
 Llewellyn’s wish to travel across lands had been a harder sell. Väinö promised on Llew’s behalf to buy all provisions and necessary equipment from camp, which brightened mood a little but leader was still reluctant to agree them passage. As Väinö persisted, leader forbade them to go, unless guided by a proper handler. Väinö had agreed to those terms, at which point Llew tried interrupting the story but was shushed by a raised finger, Väinö continued.
 
«From there on argument got easier, making agreements, coming to terms on suitable expenditures. Tomorrow’s gonna cost ya a pretty penny, buying us three gear, for double or thrice the price but we beg, they choose.»  
 
They were allowed travel on condition leaders son accompanied. Llew wrinkled forehead but Väinö still continued before LLew could say anything. 
 
«Leaders son, soon to turn sixteen, will come along whether you like it or not, that was their condition. Clan will stay at this camp-ground for another month or two, then leave snowy lowlands for higher ground, this being their summer camp. They leave guards here over winter so our belongings are safe.»  
 
Llew nodded, not liking the idea but already coming to grips with how it was, he grudgingly said.
 
	«Leader is a smart man, his son in need of adventure, becoming a man and all that.»  
 
Väinö answered lullingly looking into fire. 
 
«Yeah. And since I’m…»  
 
He cut off, clearing throat before continuing. 
 
«…A capable man, and since I told them you’re a great magician from far away south… Yeah, she saw fit to kill two birds with one stone.» 
 
Llew thought about their coming travels, a long way to go yet, air already smelling colder. First snow would come soon Väinö claimed, although apple orchard’s at Ayrshire weren’t even culled yet. Knowing it was fully doable but equally hard to traverse these lands come full-blown winter. 
 
Minus thirty degrees c°, or colder during short daylight, before dropping much colder during endless nights. Arctic circle lay a hundred miles north. Knivskjellsudden N71’71 next Nørdkapp five times that. The prospect of having an adventure seeking youngster tag along for the journey did not amuse but then again he still considered himself one. 
 
«He will be able to care for his own, probably better than you, if that’s what you’re thinking.» 
 
Väinö said suddenly, as if he could read Llew’s mind, Llew answered he had indeed been thinking exactly that, leaning back relaxing into bright night. 
————————
 
He woke next morning to two sandy faces drooling snot, looking upside down from a two-inch distance. 
——————-
 
River winded straight north, banks slowly rose up and down but steadily rising. Sea was quickly left far behind and forested landscape slowly turned into temperate tundra. Llewellyn saw a new type of hind-tracks in soft bog, lifting gaze up-ridge saw his first ever reindeer. They looked cute somehow, half deer half cow. 
 
Llewellyn, leaders son Drake and Väinö, sat their horses staring cross valley at the flock staring back, evaluating threat level. Flock-leader didn't like look of the newcomers and galloped over the hills and far away. 
 
Two days and 95 miles further north, looking at another herd, LLew said to Väinö.
 
«You told me once, on the day that we met, you might not remember but you told me that￼[image: Image] reindeer could fly.»  
 
Llew’s comment broke morning silence since no word had been uttered after breakfast-tea and dried meat.
 
Llew continued.
 
«I mean, you were intoxicated til’ madness later that night, or rather earlier next morning but madness came later, when sun rose. I remember we had the argument about flying reindeer long before, when you were still visibly sober.» 
 
There was a long silence between them and as Väinö said nothing Llew continued.
 
«I remember it well because there I was, thanking my lucky star to having found a capable captain with all his wits and brains about, promising to take me basically all the way, glad we were coming along great. Charging a reasonable price for passage even.
 
Then suddenly out of clear-blue sky you claim 
reindeer fly, like birds in the sky. 
 
….
 
And I remember answering you meaningly, that no mammal without wings fly like that, you asked if I had ever seen one, I answered indeed I hadn't but pointed out￼  the fact that I had seen countless more types of animals than you have. That none of those could fly, or even close, not if they looked anything like cow, horse, zebra or deer they definitely can’t.»  
 
Llew was silent, waiting for Väinö to say something but he didn’t, LLew continued, not letting it rest. 
 
«And, you answered that if I haven't even seen one, how could I know. I revised you from competent captain and general trustee to ignorant fool, thinking travels with you, a complete idiot then, might not go as smoothly as I earlier assessed.» 
 
Llewellyn took a sip of his water-skin, Väinö still said nothing, still waiting for Llew to continue.
 
«I’ve since had to bump you up a few notches on my idiot-to-sage scale…» 
 
Llew flashed a friendly smile. 
 
«…I’ve thought about it many times after but never brought it up again. But now, now I have seen them, twice already. And now that I know you’re not a ignorant idiot, although I erroneously thought so at first, by the way forgive me again for treating you like a fool for weeks. But now I ask you again, my friend… What did you mean by saying reindeer fly?»  
 
Llewellyn sharpened gaze at Väinö looking back, cool still not answering.
 
«What did you mean… They fly like birds? I remember repeating, what do you mean then, you swore on your mothers honour that they really do. Thats when I lost it with you, there was some absolute gibberish coming out your mouth after sun came up, with triple distilled going in but this was before big-sis Bacchus-wine took over. We never got further into argument then, you shushed me, when dancers came out, remember?»  
 
  Llewellyn chuckled to immediacy at which Väinö had stopped passionate loud bickering. Strange images of cute clumsy reindeer dancing through the air. 
 
Väinö changed grip of his saddle and swung down the horse, instead of answering he examined tracks and fresh dung on the ground, looking for something. Picked up spilling smelled close, wrinkling nose shaking head, moving to next a few feet over, smelling, tasting quick, nodding content.
 
	«Yeah, no.» 
 
 He said looking up the sky before continuing.
 
	«I remember. That was a fun night. I have good news and better news…
 
	…Good news is we’re gonna feast on reindeer calf tonight, nothing in this world tastes better. Did you notice one large female was extra bulky around the waist, very close end of her gestation period, based on spilling she will give birth within week. We’re gonna hunt her down, stress her into a state of panic starting contractions today. 
 
This specific poro wont fly away but instead become our strength and honour. Maybe calves taste so good as they are so sinfully easy to catch, highest culinary￼[image: Image] experience my friend.» 
 
	Lewellyn felt a touch of sympathy for soon to be stressed-out reindeer-mother, unborn-soul then stomach growled loud, reminding him a feast in the eve was going to save life, like a bear he could eat anything, except bear. 
 
«And what is this even greater news?…» 
 
Llewellyn asked with a blank face. 
 
«…What does this have to do with reindeers flying?» 
 
	«Greater news is that I know were we are now, by this time tomorrow you will know how they fly, better yet, will have learnt to fly yourself.» 
 
Llewellyn nodded smiling at mysterious man who right then took a sip from that sack. 
 
«You know, you shouldn’t drink so much, you’ll live longer.» 
 
Llew said smug.
 
	«Or does it just seem longer.» 
 
Answer laconic.
 
————
Next day shaven head, soaking up mushroom-juice through the scalp. Drinking piss of reindeers eating fired-dried muscaria. 
 
Pukki.
—————
 
Northern temperate zone became arctic, crossing 66°33°44’1. Northernmost point were centre of noon-sun was visible at December solstice, southernmost point were centre of midnight-sun visible on June solstice, most northern of five major circles of latitude.
 
 Owing to tidal forces, resulting from orbit of the moon, Earth’s axial tilt fluctuates within a margin of 2° over a period of 41.000 years. Position of the arctic-circle is therefor not fixed but currently runs at 68°58’48.8’’. Arctic circle is currently drifting northwards, shrinking at a speed of about 48 feet per year.
 
When LLew observe landscape and open spaces around he felt and look at peace but every evening sitting down the three of them, he looked troubled and sad, rarely saying anything. Finally Väinö asked him what ailed and translated question to Drake.
 
 Llew started answering with Väinö translating, so that slowly, in compressed words, he told of dreadful atrocities playing out at home. 
 
Leaders son asked why he was not there, if family and home was in peril. Llew answered he had tried to stop invasion before it ever began but was hindered by his own, cast out. 
 
	Leaders son and Väinö watched him, Drake asked, asked again, how come, why, Llew was not home defending his people, him being such a capable man.
 
Llew answered and answered, felt Väinö as their translator did not manage to explain adequate but Drake actually knew a bit Germanic and spoke Fennoi better than LLew so they started communicating direct. Llew tried explaining with Väinö helping in translation as needed.
 
	«I was stopped. My colleagues banished me for trying.» 
 
«But they have not maimed you, feathered your hands.» 
 
	«They dont need to.» 
 
«I understand, I think I do. My father told me about your great league, your legacy. You are not allowed to return according to your own kin?» 
 
	«I’m allowed return but prohibited from partaking in what takes place, under penalty of death.» 
 
Drake watched Llew for a long time, Väinö had not participated with a word of his own yet, only helped in translating. Llew felt stupid trying explaining the boy.
 
Drake rubbed a hand across chin as if sporting facial hair. He opened discussion again, as if he first had to swallow an injustice, leaning to fires glow looking Llew stint in the eye. 
 
	«I still don’t understand what you are doing here, what your true purpose is, if home is burning. Could you not be there and do something, without doing that something you are not allowed to do.» 
 
«You mean if I’m on a secret mission to the north, on some purpose, something I can’t define to you?» 
	
	«Yes.» 
 
«No. I have been drifting for years. I don’t have any other true purpose than mine own only. My reasons I don’t know myself.» 
 
A long moment drifted through, lone wolf howled once. Väinö leaned in to add another fag to fire, staying up holding Llew’s gaze, searching for something. Then leaned back for pipe n’ pouch tending to own, as if he would have no more part even as their occasional translator. Llew left sitting close the fire, heat strong to legs and face, he let it burn. Drake watched him while sharpening rod absentmindedly. 
 
«Mixi?» 
 
Drake asked why again.
 
«Sixi!» 
 
Llew answered because never looking boy in eye.
 
	«…When I was left for dead on the sands of Tandooine...» 
 
 Väinö said suddenly, breaking into discussion first time. 
 
	«…Dreading dying unmanly, even being dead for a while. Giving up this futile fight for life, I once knew what you talk about…»
 
Llew and Drake let Fennois offhand comment unanswered, as Väinö stopped there. Instead Drake started up again with a teenagers persistence to get to the real truth, as if it was always there waiting in the end. 
 
«Why are you not fighting for what you believe in?» 
 
	«Because, because I was told not to, by the people I respect the most.»  
 
«By your father?» 
 
 Young Drake asked.
 
	«No, well… By my teacher.» 
 
«Sometimes pupil must become Sensei.» 
 
Drake said with a voice reminding LLew of himself long ago.
 
Väinö then broke in again, continuing simply.
 
		«…But it is nonsense. Sometimes you must fight.» 
 
Silence. Broken only by logs crackling, LLew watched Väinö then looked down his feet, then to the man again and said accusingly.
 
	«But did you not just yesterday tell us about turning the other cheek, starting over, saving the world by not trying to.»  
 
		«That was different and you know it.» 
 
	«Why?» 
 
		«Because that was never my choice, atrocities already over and done with when I got there. Dont you think I would have run into fire, if I had opportunity to save even one of them? 
 
	…
 
		For me it was a question of righteous revenge or transgression. Dont let your situation become mine. Most times real men avoid fighting like cholera shies the plague but sometimes you must fight.» 
 
Drake was nodding slowly to Väinö, Llew found himself nodding too. 
 
	«So, you're saying I should not go Ultima Thule?» 
 
«Not unless your priorities are all messed up lad.» 
 
Minutes like hours went by, Llew turned heel, away from burning fire looking south, cool on face palatable. 
 
	«So, we turn back tomorrow?»
 
He asked softly out loud to himself but Väinö answered for him. 
 
		«No… I think you should see your precious N68°58’ we reach that line of celestial sphere tomorrow. If you have been aimlessly wandering for years, one or two more days won’t matter.» 
 
«Yes, I think you’re right. Thank you.» 
 
Väinö nodded agreement.
 
Next morning north, Llew was easier at heart, enquiring whether Väinö was on his way, way-way south any time soon, or if he should start planning other routes. 
 
«I said I’ll follow you all the way.»  
 
All the man answered. 
 
Drake proclaimed he would come too. He would ask father, no, he would tell him. Väinö snickered it was not father that was in need of convincing, Drake muttered back under breath that perhaps mothers did not always need to know, everything. To which Llew saw Väinö get heated for the first time ever.
 
 «This is not a prank you sneak under her skirts with boy, death is only one peril to prepare soul for. If you are to come along as a man you take proper farewell of those you love before leaving.»  
 
Drake softly shook head but finally said. 
 
«Yeah! Aw, your right.» 
 
Llew nodded, one a tad old other too young but rarely did one have better travel-companions. Last scraps of dreariness and apathy leaked out fingers, down through toes, almost feeling a physical reaction. Smiles and encouragement radiating back from his two caballerõs, Llew had silently decided finding Gaw’ their first priority.
 
«So be it…» 
		          He said.
						«…To be continued.» 
 
 
 
					￼[image: Dingbat Diamonds Dingbat Diamonds]		
Loviatar, alternative names, Loveatar, Lovetar, Lovehetar, Louhetar, Louhiatar, Louhi is a blind daughter of Tuoni, the god of death in Finnish mythology, and Tuonetar, the underworld queen. 
 
Loveatar is regarded goddess of death and disease.
 
Loves’ avatar’
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