To be out of the mire of the bog lands and relieved of the burden, lifted Accolon and Sandav’s spirit. Finding a slow running stream the two decided that each other stank of bog mire, and that to wash the stench from their cloths would be most fortuitous. The stream flowed at a gentle pace over craggy rocks that formed pools of cooling water. The place they chose lay hidden on one side by a thicket of birch with tangled vines that looked to overwhelm the young saplings, the other an open aspect that looked towards the flat plain of serene pastureland. Lighting a small fire, the two dwelt a time assessing the situation and decided they would risked the smoke, as the sun was about to descend towards the other world then night fall would veil them from the raiders that they assumed were headed back towards the western sea on their return to Tara.

Clouds of greying smoke billowed from the green wood that dried as it hungered after the flame of the small fire. Sandav and Accolon searched the horizon as they wallowed in the bitterly cold water to wash the bog mire from their body and cloths. Both wearing only a smile, as they scrubbed the mire from their skin. Too late they heard the cracking of twigs coming from the Birch thicket.  Scrambling to reach their weapons that lay a pace away on the boulder, slipping on the rocky bed of the pool the two were overwhelmed in the blink of an eye. Liken to a fence of joined beasts, the raiders from Tara surrounded the pool, all eager to throw the first spear to take those two souls. By fate or luck the leader of this band of warriors noticed these were no ordinary captives. This tall Flame haired warrior stood next the Blackthorn staff and cloths of Accolon; he knew the possessions of a Druid. Raising his voice in that liquid tone of the folk from Tara he ordered his warrior to desist.

 Closing ranks as they came ever closer to the pool, until there was only one spot that Accolon and Sandav could exit the pool, and that spot was not near enough to their weapons to help them. Accolon and Sandav stood as naked as they were first born, expecting a thrust of iron into their open flesh. Dripping water from dank hair the two where forced on to their knees by four warriors who shouted in their ancient tongue, and reinforcing with prods from keen sharp spearheads. Sandav looked to the warrior band and noticing objects that hung from the warriors’ belts, objects he knew came from the folk of the settlement next the stone circle in the High Peaks. One warrior held the mallet that Mydryn crushed Sionnach skull, the polished stone head of Blue ore that came from the ancient cave workings of the High Peaks this was unmistakable, a precious token of the folk at Arbor Low that would not have been given away freely.

 Held down Accolon impassive in appearance as if awaiting his fate, whether in pray to his Goddess or unconcern, who can say. Whilst and Sandav searched a way out of this grief, but found nothing. Sandav bold and strong looked into his captors’ eyes as the raiders excitingly ranted in their liquid tongue that had the sound of honey rolling of the tongue. Yet Sandav knew their friendship was far away.

The tall flamed haired warrior leader stood motionless, his heavy leather boot firmly planted on Accolon’s blackthorn staff as if holding down the power of a Druid. With a smirk the warrior leader was tempting Accolon to action, yet the action never came, only the same impassive serenity that this young prince Gaul had learned throughout his training in the ancient faith of Britain. Even the taunts aimed at Sandav’s unblemished beautiful face that inferred some abominable act, in two men bathing together, brought any outward sign in Accolon bearing.

 Both were now dragged to their feet whilst having their arms shackled with branch pushed through the v of the elbow joint and across the their naked back. The warriors that surrounded them laughed and derided the dejected pair; even though they did not understand the tongue of their captors it did not alleviate the understanding of what was about to happen, as the sound of blades scraping from scabbards echoed through the ring of warriors.   

Accolon was kicked with a heavy boot into the back of his right knee sending him collapsing sideways to the sound of cheering warriors intent on spilling blood. Sandav instinctively moved to defend his liege lords son, blackness descended as a veil, a warrior had brought the hilt of his sword thudding onto Sandav’s head, sending him unconscious. Yet before the darkness took him he saw the excited warriors descend onto Accolon defenceless body.

Sickeningly the sound squelched as a spear was driven hard into the back of the blade-wielding warrior who was about to geld the young Druid. Hardened warriors cowered as they saw who threw the spear deep into the blade-wielding raider. Their King Lughaid mac Loeguire had come to this band of warriors who were returning to the coast with plunder from the raids into the White High Peaks of this Mighty Isle. The flame haired war bandleader uttered an incoherent protest, but soon knelt in submission to his King.

Lughaid mac Loeguire had returned to this Might Isle once more, not to treaty or negotiate, this time he came to plunder these northern realms, as was his arrangement at the transaction with King Bors de Ganis. The fateful kiss of fate had begun in Accolon’s life.

Warriors moved quickly aside as Lughaid neared the prone Accolon who lay twisted on the cold earth his arms tied with a branch through his arms at the back. Looking down on Accolon, Lughaid stamped his boot under the chin of Accolon, and holding it hard onto the thorax so that the cool air would not give Accolon breath. Lughaid spoke to Accolon, yet surprisingly he used the British tongue, “What is thy name Druid” “Do I know thee, thy face brings memories, what tricks art thee using”. To this Accolon’s eyes spoke a thousand words, his first reaction during this suffering time.

Removing his boot from his thorax Lughaid swiftly kicked Accolon in the ribs, all about heard the typical cracking sound as the sun slipped peacefully into the otherworld. In the darkness Accolon silently screamed to the Goddess as a huge brute of a warrior who evidently knew how to manipulate the human body. On instruction from Lughaid he grabbed Accolon by one of his feet and placing his boot into Accolon’s groin spread Accolon’s legs to outward arterial dislocate his hips. To Accolon it felt as though he had placed one foot onto a boat and kept the other on land, and neither one could he move until stretched to its limit.

 Sandav recovering from his crack to the head witnessed the event with terror at the thought of the pain Accolon must be suffering in abject silence.

