This Mighty Isle

                                                        Part two

                                                     Hill of Tara

Over time and space they travel these abred shores, searching the brightest knowledge of the ages. Tales told and futures read. The Goddess who’s kingdom we seek to find; yet this eludes us until she wills our destiny to kiss. Two lives joined to each by the clay of the earth, lives touch others of this Dark Age as we listen to the tale she tells.

                                                         485ce

The dark moon time saved Accolon and Sandav, as the raider of Tara fought and killed those of the settlement that stood proud, not to allow their sacred place of this earth be violated. In vain they died as more raiders screamed up the slope towards the great temple of the Peaks.

     With the corpse of Sionnach draped over Accolon’s shoulder, and with a woollen rag rapped around Sionnach’s crushed head, into the darkness they ran. Out of the southern entrance along the Vallum of the temple that was a rampire of earth running in a serpentine direction to the conical hill on the far horizon.

      Mydryn stole Arthur away in the turmoil, no one noticed where or how; perchance they shifted to hawk or stag, who can tell. Accolon and Sandav reached the conical hill and rested a while, as they listened to the screams of tormented souls of the settlement folk who fought and died to save their temple. Sandav felt uneasy, he wished to go back and help the folk of his land yet knowing they were beyond help. Accolon suggested that they would wait here until the lights before the sunrise then slip away north. “No” Sandav whispered “I must return to this once holy fane, this tribe is my responsibility, also to send their souls to the other world”.

Accolon agreed, and spent the remainder of the night preparing an enchantment of concealment that would guard them through the night until the raiders departed.

The Goddess protects her chosen ones and as the sun glowed bright to the east, wisps of smoke could be seen along the valley below this ridge of the temple, yet no warrior came near this conical burial mound of the ancient ones.

        Sandav asked Accolon if this sacrificed one should be sent to his otherworld along with the settlement folk, no, Accolon explained this chosen one must go under the clay of this Mighty Isle to hallow the land, we must carry the body towards Cair Ligion to the northwest, were the marshes once mixed with the sea, their we shalt lay him down through water and earth, into the clay.

        The raiders not wanting to spend the long night on top of this wild wondrous place, instead chose to take what treasures they found among the dead, and dying, thence debauch themselves in the settlement below.

  Yet, before the raiders streamed down the hillside, they began pushing and hauling the upright limestone to topple them, perchance these raiders, had been harangued by some fervent Christ worshippers, who demanded compliance in order to sanctify their raids in other folk’s realms, however this became an easy task due to shortness of the stones underground.

              Morning light came; Accolon and Sandav listened to the stillness as they made there way towards the temple. On climbing the bank and looking down on this temple to the White Goddess horror struck them as they saw the fallen stones lying each towards the centre, like some huge broken wheel. Bent and broken bodies of the settlement folk were scattered about the circle, this attack on an inland community far from the sea appeared strange to Sandav, who knew this realm. Sandav knew that the raiders from Tara visited the western shore often, a few travelled inland, but not in these numbers either the confidence of these raiders had grown, else they knew that the warriors of this mighty isle would be busy elsewhere to worry over some outlying realm. Sandav voiced these concerns to Accolon, who had already been dwelling on why Mydryn, would be performing this ancient rite of sacrifice on one such as Sionnach, both looked to one another in realisation, the turmoil had began, this realm in torment. Accolon could only assume that the High King Utherpendragon was dead, else these raiders would not dare travel this far inland to enrich themselves whilst the taking was easy.

      These moorland settlements did not give up the wood easy for the funeral pyres, and far searching of trees would be required to send these souls into the otherworld. Sandav would not leave this place until each and every one of the land folk who had died defending this sacred place in the White Peaks had been helped towards the bridge of swords. Huge fires lit this high place for three days, as the settlement folk who survived the slaughter helped Sandav and Accolon send these souls to the other world.

Following directions given by Aoife Sandav’s slave girl, Morgaine along with Peredur her newfound warrior guardian trekked in search of Accolon, yet Morgaine hoped against hope that she would be in time, however in her soul she could feel the tearing of this realm, yet she had to try.

Not stopping at the spinning circle on the edge of the moor, they rode onward towards the northern temple on the High White Peak. Wisps of ashen smoke could be sensed rather than seen as they approached across the level ridge, the fire embers now extinct, merely long bones sticking out from darkened ashes as some petrified forest of stumps.

“I would know”, Morgaine, thought, “always I knew more than Accolon, his Anam Cara of the old ways, He is alive”.

      Squatting atop the high embankment Morgaine looking towards the conical hill in the distance, faint memories rippled then disappeared over the misted hill. Peredur stood besides her, not caring where Morgaine’s vision took her, he was her guardian, his eyes his mind attuned to the dangers, whoever performed this deed could return, this he knew.

Chanting long distant cords from her memory place, Morgaine rocked in her squatting position, visions came and went, if she saw the shadowed images of this torturous event it did not show on her now dirt marbled face.

Satisfied that as night fell they would be safe, Peredur built a small fire to prepare food. Aoife had given them what she could spare yet as they left the High Peak fortress she had asked if she could follow after her love Sandav, but had been rebuked by Morgaine. Peredur as he took the food from his pack thought of her and promising to himself if he returned via the fortress he would give Aoife what information he had, then as quick realised that bad news as this would not help.

Warming by the small fire Morgaine sat with a woollen robe pulled tight around her gaunt body. Like the old bent one of the ancient folk she stared into the iridescent night sky, as crisping frost etched the fallen stones in that mysterious circle. 

  Peredur stocked the fire with the left over tree logs from the pyre, the coldness bit deep into these two souls on the edge of this northern realm. Separated by space but not by thought, her mind called through the vastness of time to this young Druid, “this clay, this earth over time and space joined together again during this chaos, yet chaos rules these abred shores passing ever upward towards bliss, she knew the implication, she searched this way”.

The low sun hardly touched this land, and the morning had brought light, yet no warmth. Brittle frosted hair stuck out from both there heads, as they rubbed the frost away between cold hands, looking at each other a rare smiles passed between priestess and warrior, as they packed and readied the ponies. Morgaine sensed Accolon lived and he travelled where she could not follow, she had decided they would now return south to the awaiting chaos of a leaderless kingdom. 

Sandav knew of several settlements around this wild area of the High Peaks, with the meagre resources he had brought he could trade for a pack animal to carry the corpse of this sacrificial offering until they had sent him to the far gods. Strapping the limp corpse of lord Sionnach to the back of a sway-backed pony, Accolon thanked the shrewd herds man who traded well, it would suffice, only just they thought, yet once it had carried its burden to the wetlands then it could wander off its fated life fulfilled carrying a wondrous offering.

These raiders had left the countryside in turmoil, the horror ran through the settlements and in every small homestead that had been spared, the folk told of a large force roaming these lands in search of treasure and slaves. It seamed that these two questing warriors followed the footfalls of these raiders as they searched out the marshes next the sea. Yet under the clay of this Mighty Isle, Sionnach must be layed to rest to fulfil Mydryn’s offering, this Accolon knew was his task given by a older wiser Druid, “How life meanders through tasks given and by fated one’s who must kiss destiny, my blood is mixed, yet this Mighty Isle of Britain pulls at my soul”.

Together Accolon and Sandav shall fulfil their task, and then in friendship the two shall decide on their return to the High Peaks if Sandav will stay or return with Accolon to summer country to continue his search for the blood of his father Bors De Ganis wherever it may lead.

Travelling northwest the sea in the distance was scented on the wind; under foot the ground became sodden and clamping to the feet as the suction attempts to seize their footfalls.  Along the way they started choosing stones to weight the body down, Knowing that the nearer to the marshes that they travelled, the less chance of finding heavy stones wouldst be low, as the marshes would swallow all things, and the swaybacked pony gave a knowing glance as the weight increased as they travelled.

Both Accolon and Sandav knew it would be dangerous travelling into the kingdom of Elidyr Llydanwyn the king of the southern region of Rheged. He was noted for being the cruellest of kings, yet the image that was told of his stature that he was stout and handsome. An unlikely combination in these wild lands, but with the natural beauty of Sandav, Accolon told Sandav there must be something in the water of these wild lands.

Sandav accepted the merriment of Accolon with good humour, telling him that hopefully they would not come near to the heartland of Elidyr, that place was further north. It was rumoured that the King of Rheged allowed the Irish raiders to pass through his kingdom on payment of slaves or goods and also to leave alone the folk of his realm. This arrangement appeared to bear out the path the Irish raiders took into the High Peaks.

   Dead weight grows ever heavier, after three days and nights carrying this offering to the Gods. During the third day the sway backed packhorse had began to slip and stumble as it made its weary way towards the sea. Making camp for the night Accolon placed the corpse downwind as the stench was becoming unbearable, and this worried him more. The wolves would be hunting in the night and the rotting flesh would attract them to an easy meal. Sleeping in turns Accolon would guard the first watch, awakening Sandav to watch to the twilight of the dawn.

The morning sun broke the horizon into a cold-misted camp that was dampened by the nearness of the salt marshes they made for. Not risking a fire the two ate Oatcakes and drank old ale that was packed by Aoife the Irish slave girl of Sandav.

Stamping frozen feet the two were glad that through the thinning mists they saw in the distance the reed beds and marshes they searched for. For Accolon this would be the end of the promise made to a higher Druid, whether or not he agreed with the task given or how or why the sacrifice was made, mattered not to him, only the duty that was placed on his shoulders was fulfilled.

Into the marshes they tramped, leaving the sway-backed horse to wander at will, Sandav said it would be, perchance caught by wolves during the coming night, a fitting end for this beast whom carried the sacrificed lord. Accolon and Sandav dragged the corpse of Sionnach through water and mire to the place of his final resting. Accolon tested the depth with his blackthorn staff and found it to be sufficiently deep enough to hold Sionnach through the ages. To be certain they added the stones that would hold the body to the depths. As if sleeping with eyes wide open, the white face of Sionnach stared up through the gloomy waters until little by little deeper and deeper he was forced into the reed bed by the weight of stones and the prodding of Accolon’s staff.

 Satisfied that the body of Sionnach would not be floating to these abred shores, Accolon and Sandav stood on the nearest sod of hardened bog that would hold their weight, and 

with arms raised Accolon praised the earth and water, air and fire to the four points, each time he named the deity of those four realms that tarried betwixed our abred shores.

The task given by Mydryn was done. Accolon and Sandav jumped off that lonely hard piece of bog into the murky waters of the marsh and wadded through the stinking mire back towards the green pasture of this Mighty Isle.

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. Contemplating as to lighting a small fire, the two dwelt a time assessing the situation and decided they would risk the smoke. The sun was about to descend towards the other world then nightfall 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 fortune the leader of this band of warriors noticed these were no ordinary captives. The 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 cease.

 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 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 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 branches of fire chared wood used for the fire, 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 Loegaire mac Neill 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.

Loegaire mac Neill 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 Loegaire 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, Loegaire 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 Loegaire 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.

During the dark hours Sandav helped Accolon the best way he could, without causing more suffering to an already pain ridden body. The two were not bound or caged during the night, it was not necessary, as Loegaire knew, Accolon would not be running anywhere for some time. Sandav they knew by his behaviour would not try to leave without his companion, and in Accolon’s condition movement would not be very swift.

 Afor the first light of day the raiders were readying themselves for a quick march to the coast, were boats awaited them to carry the plunder back to Tara. Loegaire mac Neill was no lazy king; he also readied himself for the long march to the waiting boats.

 To Sandav his thought turned to how Accolon would mange, he soon found out, the brute who had done this terrible deed to his friend came to stand over Accolon, and without remorse or care dragged Accolon to his feet, Sandav could see the tortured expression in Accolon’s eyes, yet he doubted no other witnessed. In a mock stance the brute shouted to Accolon pointing to his own feet, motioning Accolon to raise himself onto the balls of his feet, to this Accolon did, and with a swift kick to Accolon’s arse forcing him to move forward. Even to Sandav’s surprise Accolon walked, but with a strange gate of his legs, being unable to place his heels on the ground.

 Loegaire moved to where Sandav was stood tending to Accolon, and without compassion or worry informed Sandav that should his lamed friend be unable to keep up with the war band, both would be killed in an instant.

Towards the western sea they moved.  The ungainly movement of Accolon concerned Sandav but he was unable to avoid the constant harassment by the brutish warriors of Tara who forced them on with the pace. Through all this Accolon’s mind raced ahead as if all the torment was of no mind, he recalled to himself how the sacred kings of the ancient ones would be lamed such,( Jacob heel injury in the womb) and accepting for a time that would be unable to place the heel of his feet to the earth.
