Accolon in thoughtful mood “ my bloodline I know is strong” watching his mothers face, something else mother “ truth against the world”. Lady Lile tried to explain how his father stole from the goddess, all of Accolon’s training justice and honour his own father took from Avalon, stole from the Goddess a treasure of this Mighty isle. I shalt find him mother if he still lives with this taint on his soul.

       First my blessed son, Lady Lile spoke “I need to tell you of your fathers wishes, when you had become of age you were to travel north to the wild lands of the High Peaks, there to train as warrior amongst the northern tribe of your fathers father the High King of Gaul”
      Accolon voices strong “He holds no power over my life, he the thief of Britain’s treasure”. No!! Lady Lile stopped her son; the Goddess shalt decide your father’s fate. I would wish you to stay here safe within these shores of Avalon, however your destinies as you have already foreseen lies outside the mist. In three days my son a guide shalt be appointed to show thee and serve thee till you come to Fortress of the Peaks, there perchance “may it be” that your father shalt meet thee. 

     Lady Lile hugged her beloved son whispering “when this quest of yours is over you will return here to me, or to my memory, then finish a lifetimes study of the ancient faith”, now go to Nimue Lady of the Lake she awaits you.

       Entering into the presence of the Lady, Accolon respectful as taught, greeted her with clasped hands and head bowed, “come sit beside me”Nimue said waving at a priestess to bring a cooling drink, Accolon turned to gaze at the small figure pouring an inviting liquid into two goblets. Accolon recognised the delicate body hidden by a white robe, the raven hair blowing whispery under the slightest breeze.   Morgaine, his blood boiled thinking of her, but for now his attention must be of respect for the Lady Nimue the Lady of the Lake his eyes could not help but smile at Morgaine, her eyes returned the thought.

    The Lady Nimue looked extraordinary this day as if something disturbed her mind; she started to explain to Accolon, “the Lady Lile has told you of your blood?”Accolon appeared unawares of Nimue for a brief moment as Morgaine placed the goblets onto the wooden table. He was unable to stop himself watching the figure of Morgaine as she bent, the robe neck line loose showed a glimpse of the hang of her wondrous shaped breasts, she realised instantly straightening, but to late, eyes meeting both knowing a time shalt come. 

      Nimue watchful as always brought Accolon’s awareness back with a start “The thief of this Mighty Isle in thy blood” Accolon returned to look at Nimue all this happening in the sparkle of an eye blink, “yes Lady my mother has enlightened me”.

 Lady Nimue saw the offended look upon Accolon’s face, “the deeds of your father art not thine” thine is another destiny. 

        Morgaine had come to sit by the Lady Nimue, Accolon could not with respect take his eyes from the Lady Nimue, and he felt the rippling course of his blood with Morgaine watching his every action.

   Nimue said with hurt pride, to Accolon’s astonishment “the Dish of Rydyddch must be returned to Avalon” “I am vowed to search for the dish Lady where ever it may lead me”, Nimue said “the dish of Rhydderch can only be returned by you Accolon” this she foresaw in the pool of dark water, where it lay she did not know, that is an element of Accolon’s destiny. 

     Holding the arm of both Morgaine who has the royal Wledig bloodline coursing through her veins and Accolon whose fate tis to kiss, together with the lady of the Lake who had the telling.    Accolon in three day you shall travel to the northern tribes bound by thy fathers bloodline, hold fast the image of Avalon as you travel this realm, your guide is Morgaine. That fact struck Accolon liken the jolt of an elf arrow, Accolon expressed the danger, “lady it shall be another full moon or perchance two, before we could reach the lands of the High Peaks”.  

  He had thought a warrior would be more appropriate, he saw the face of Morgaine fill with disbelief although she would not speak above the Lady Nimue.     Nimue attempting to quell a note of dissention “do not underestimate the value of a priestess of Avalon”. Nimue spoke of their two destiny’s as one, Morgaine shall guide you by the ancient pathways, hide you with a cloak of invisibility, shift thy form from man to beast lift you into the realms of Nuada and bring you home safely, unless you anger her of course, she laughed then a infrequent smile crossed Morgaine face sparkling her eyes. 

        Now you must prepare for your quest the two of you stand before me while we call the goddess to protect and guide you both, they stood heads bowed before Nimue in respect as she called on the Goddess. To finish the scared calling they each drank of the honeyed mead, and ate of a cast of bread, then walked from the Lady Nimue’s dwelling.

    Standing by the lakes edge Morgaine and Accolon both staring out over the darkened lake lit only by the moon as it hid behind grey Smokey clouds.

        Morgaine turned towards Accolon her raven hair sliding lower down her back as she tilted her head up to look into the tall youths face, “this journey my young warrior druid will test us both” she spoke softly, “even though you have turned the place from boy to man, during this time you must do as I utter whatever questions or thoughts you have put them away, your bright time shall come soon enough, for now I am your spirit guide walking this earthly plane until we aid you towards your destiny”. Three days further to ready themselves taking only what they can carry in their packs. Morgaine told Accolon go to his bower then she shalt come for him on the moro before the sunrise, to search out rare herbs and moulds they shall call for this on journey of discovery. This shall test your training in the arts she laughed, with that she stood on toes to gently kiss Accolon cheek, to her surprise he turned his mouth to place a kiss full on her lips, she backed away instantly trying to look angry but only seeing Accolon’s broad smile. With a severe voiced she said “till the moro” turning away quickly so not to show Accolon her flushed face.

                                          Bors De Ganis, Warrior of Gaul

              The chieftains of the tribes of Gaul gathered at Gergovia for the wedding of prince Bors de Ganis. Efraile the chieftain of the Parisi tribe, along with his woman Asgre had travelled to Gergovia three days before the day of the wedding, they where honoured guest of young Bors who from their first meeting at Efrailes settlement when Bors De Ganis had spent the season collected taxes. Since that time they had become close allies and friends. 

        Prince Bors had given Efraile the use of a hall at a forest clearing away from the Christ worshiping folk at Gergovia. Setting aside this hall to himself it gave young Bors time to spend out of the hill fort away from Lionel his brother, and the constant scowling and interfering Christ worshiping fleas as Bors called them sucking all the wild wondrous life from the folk of Gergovia with there enraging of the land folk. Who to the annoyance of the Christ worshipers, continued to offer gifts at the shrines of stone, water and wood, these sacred places served the tribes. 

         The Christ worshiper knew the only way for them to grow in numbers (how the Christians so love writing numbers) was to persuade the old King Bors to evict the folk from these so called devil worshipping circles and rebuild over them with there own temples. King Bors could nowadays scarcely recall his wits, let alone decide the outcome of this conversion to the nailed God. 

                The outcome now fell on the shoulders of Prince Lionel the edling of Gaul; he had become Christ worshipper and sycophant to the new order, and had given warriors to help with the eviction of the land folk from these sacred places.  This deed had angered the tribes and chieftain, nevertheless they where all foresworn to King Bors, and with gifts conferred on to certain chieftain, this overthrowing of the ancient ways became trouble-free for the Christ worshipping bishops.

     The hall was built of wood and wattle with dwelling for a few folk, who kept cattle and pigs. This hall had become Prince Bors refuge place, where he could visit the shrine in the forest or place offerings at the small ring of stones nearby. At certain times of the year a wandering Bard or Druid would meet with young Bors to celebrate Beltain and later in the year the special time of Samhain when the souls of the dead could wander between the worlds. In those three days of Beltain, folk would leave food at the fires hearth for family member who had passed over, these things frowned upon by the Christ worshippers, this hall he knew would be a suitable place for his friend Efraile and Asgre.

        During the daylight hours young Bors and Efraile would hunt the wild boar in the forest, thus allowing time for Asgre to arrange the evening’s meal, that to which she excels with the meagre supplies young Bors brought to this dwelling in the wildwoods. 

   Efraile was in his middle life, and at a time when would hand over the rule to one of his warrior sons, he was steadfast man given to his passion and his promise to himself to depart this life when he must, yet to die in battle.

         The third and final night they stayed together, young Bors along with Efraile and Asgre spent the long dark time talking by the fire that blazed and burned throughout the night, the coming morn Bors would spend at court dressing in his finest armour and most colourful garments, even taking a bath in warmed water, he could hardly recall the last time he was fully submerge in warm water. 

    His future bride was by no means unattractive and she appeared quite agreeable in body and mind. Lionel showed signs jealousy as she was tall and shaped where lady’s should to be shaped, a beautiful face with a joyous smile, in fact if Lionel had not been party to choosing this bride for young Bors he would have chosen the Lady, Isoud La Beale himself.

  Sitting around the yet burning fire, Efraile throws a log onto the fire causing plumes of sparkling embers to grow in misted smoke. Both Bors and Efraile sharing a horn of the finest mead tasting the sweet liquid, they savoured the moment “to our destiny we drink Efraile, may it be we shalt return this land to the ancient rites and the old ways” Bors spoke with emotion as they drank, draining the sweet liquid from the horn. 

  Bors thoughts turned to the Lady Lile, now out of his reach in Britain on that blessed isle hidden behind swirling mists that is Avalon. Would she have cared for the child? Instantly knowing she would, or shall the time have come when the seed of his blood began the search for his own blood. The memories came to Bors almost immediately as he noticed the faded crescent moon on Asgre’s forehead, the fires glow brightened her face as she bent towards the cooking pot to ladle out the evenings meal into two hefty bowls, one for each of them, Bors and her loved man Efraile.

              Bors had spent these past three days with Efraile, to Bors Efraile seemed closer than his own blood, they talked whilst they hunted, spoke of the dark days of war, and the constant threat of the land hungry folk who came from the east. Asgre also took Bors to her hear, she knew his soul, she saw the way he looked at her the first time they met, his eyes never leaving the crescent moon etched on her forehead. Nowadays the mark faded, and even more with the passage of time. She felt the longing in his heart to ask the question even at their first meeting. Asgre had spoken to her loved man Efraile of young Bors, should she speak of the life’s blood and of the tidings that he begat on the Lady Lile during his time on that wondrous isle of Avalon. Asgre knew the time of the telling would soon come, however out of the respect he had for her loved man, Bors would be reticent to ask. 

 Efraile had said to her, if he asks the question you must speak of it, we are one with the destiny of our young friend and future King, at this Efraile silently fingered his lips to summon secrecy for the rightful warrior must rule this realm, also one who bows before the Goddess, not some roman Christ worshiper from the southern lands. The King must know the rites of passage of his blood, the past deeds he hast wrought, his journey and quest is to rule this realm, he shall atone for the theft, tis not our will but Hers the circle will become complete. 

           Late into the evening the fateful question came from the young prince, stumbling he asked Asgre of Avalon. Asgre spoke softly yes Bors I knew your Lady, now I shall impart all I can recall to you.

       Asgre recalling her life on the isle of Avalon working alongside the priestesses of Avalon growing to maturity and learning the arts of herb lore, meditation, and healing. Searching the body’s lines of healing drawing the forces of nature using the bright knowledge of the ancient ones. Gaining the flowing spirit and knowing the spirits of that blessed place. As child of the Beltain fire rites, Asgre brought to young womanhood as a priestess of Avalon, content to serve the Goddess, happy within her world amongst the apple orchards and Oak groves of the apple isle. 

       Fascinated by the higher order and Asgre wished to learn of their arts and ceremonies she watched by day the fruit orchards and gardens grow strong and mature, whilst she did not notice herself coming to full womanhood. 

    The Lady Lile whom she had seen many times as a younger priestess, yet she could not get close, only by way of ceremonies this did not worry Asgre she knew one day that a higher status perchance even a keeper of the sacred fire. This priestess class lived together in their own small community. Asgre along with all the priestesses on that fateful morning after your departure from Avalon, looking into Bors eyes, she stated hurriedly “I do not wish to know what you did with the treasure of Britain” Bors eager to answer “I could not carry it across the lake lady” that does not concern me, but to the lady Lile, the theft of the dish of Rhydderch left her almost an outcast amongst the other priestesses, until the lady Nimue instructed our community that ones own actions can not be given over to another, never the less the lady Lile sank into herself a while, then wonderfully emerging  after the birth. 

            Summoned to Nimue the Lady of the lake Asgre adjusted her garments brushing them clean of the garden foliage, nervously she entered Nimue’s dwelling.     Unsure as to why she had been called, other than thinking to herself, wishing this could be her time to learn the arts of the sacred fire, also bringing to mind “be careful of what thee wishes”. 

         Bowing with respect Asgre waited on the Lady, Nimue spoke to reassure Asgre “you know of the Lady Lile, her quickening is upon her, i wish you to stay with her in the birthing bower, bring the infant safe into this world, I have seen your talents Asgre, furthermore am assured in leaving this task with you”.

      Asgre slightly disappointed yet it did not show upon her face, she bowed respectfully, thought for a moment should I ask of the sacred fire, but the thought vanished as soon, do this task well, serve the Lady Lile every deed serves the Goddess.   Packing a few special herbs into here bundle along with a piece of Iron to ward away evil at the time of birth, Brook weed to burn, a sickle knife for the cord, folding her bundle shut taking a deep breath she headed towards the Birthing Bower.

           Preparing the birthing bed Asgre placed the iron amulet Nimue had given her under the base of the bed of straw, this would ward away mischievous spirits at the time of delivery. Watching as the Lady Lile paced the dirt floor to ease the pain of the quickening .One the morning of the second day Asgre had brought the two new souls into this realm “Bors his mouth gaping open Two!!” Yes the second child came slowly, Bors now unawares; moving forward to catch every word Asgre spoke, looking to Efraile who knew the tale, he signed to Bors to wait until the telling was over. 

         Bors breathing heavily his mind racing back to that isle, as spear points pricked his soul at the thought of how he stole away from that blessed isle with that heavy burden on his back, “if only” he thought. Asgre started speaking again, her face showing distress, Efraile moved to comfort his loved woman, listen hard Bors she said this I could not stop. I dried and nursed the two infants, whilst the Lady Lile slept after the long birth struggle. I was alone with the two new souls when without warning the tall Druid who had visited our community many times, I now know as Mydryn entered the birthing bower. 

          He smiled at the two souls sleeping in the reed basket as he placed meat on his knife then offered to the mouths of the infants to suck on, instinctively they sucked hard as he uttered  “may thee only be killed in battle” he spoke calmly asking “which is the first born child”, he picked the child up, wrapped his cloak around the tiny body. He was a higher power, I fought with words but to no avail I felt my anger inside, that which I not felt before or since, the tall druid merely said this child has another destiny, with that he walked away from the bower.

       Asgre weeping recalling how her thoughts did retreat into the farthest corners of her mind, no memory of the Lady Lile awakening nothing only darkness.

              Only after countless moons did she recall leaving Avalon unable to raise the mists from the lake she took the dangerous route by way of the land bridge over the marshes. She remembers joining with the fishing folk who eked out an existence on the banks of the Severn sea, her soul only becoming free following her joining with her loved man Efraile who she held tight.

                Retelling this to Bors de Ganis finally lifted a weight from her soul, it seamed to Asgre she was transferring that weight onto Bors “how the great wheel turns”.
                     Bors his thoughts travelling back to the lady Lile, the children of his blood, realising as he recounted the years, “I must return to that Mighty Isle”

“Which child shall be travelling to my fortress of the peaks, if any, would the Lady Lile yet do as I willed her those long years past, my blood shall, he felt sure be waiting”. 

              Looking to Efraile, Bors asks, “How shalt this fare on the moro my friend”Efraile standing holding onto the broad shoulders of Bors “The Tribes Will Be With You My Lord”.

