This Mighty Isle, Trilogy, Part one. Shadow of the Tor

The Time of the Goddess         
Fifth century Britain, many say Dark Age Britain, lives born out of darkness. This tale tells it to be a different chronicle. Born of Brightness as of the earliest Druid Way. Listen as the land sings out to you; catch the whispers contained on the wind of a long since time. 

Leave behind your thoughts of the progress of times past and present, go beyond time and space, into the realm where the soul journeys.

Nature recounts these events of a time long past, as we listen to the voices of trees, of our ancestors, and of the stones, that whisper from this pleasant timeless earth.

 TIME OF BRIGHTNESS

 Accolon. Young Druid, The Telling

        Growing tall Accolon spent this first stage of his life on Avalon, now he was on the verge of manhood. During the earlier winters Lady Lile kept him close to herself, her beloved child, the seed of Bors de Ganis prince of Gaul.  

       Special male children of the priestesses would be taught the Druid way until they become of an age to decide a warrior path or the Druid way. Accolon was now at this cross road in his life. One season he was taken to learn of the alchemist Pheryllt in the magical city of Emrys, known as Dinas Affron the city of higher powers, that lay among the wild mountain of western Britain. There he acquired his most precious possessions his druid staff of blackthorn and the curved sickle blade that he kept concealed at his waist, and the white robe of a druid.   Powerful tidings came together at this time, in the Mighty Isle, as his young mind gathered the power towards his destiny.

         Climbing the Tor of Avalon that arose misted from the marshes, looking ever upwards towards the high ridge his favourite place to meditate on this wondrous Isle. 

      Carrying in one hand his blackthorn staff of a Druid, Accolon pushed hard into the hill pulling him upwards, his sight set on the high ridge. Bringing to mind the dream towers wooden edifies, and the broken edges of the stone circle not yet visible as he meander s along the ancient pathways of the ceremonial maze. Taking him ever around the Tor and ever upward, narrow paths to follow turning northwards to rotate upwards to the summit.

    Trekking the pathway Accolon held his eyes fixed, always knowing each sunken footprint of this path leading to the summit. It would have been easier to track the easier route, but searching this ancient pathway brought him closer to the Goddess and her way of bringing power to one’s own self.

         To be alone amongst the standing stones, and the dream tower standing tall and majestic, gazing out over the endless marshes where countless warrior bands searching out treasures to plunder have ended their days, wandering lost between the mists and surging waters of these watery levels.

      Walking the circle with the sun three times afor he could enter through the faerie ground, Accolon stepped onto the sacred ground. Reaching out, his fingers lightly caress the lichen-covered edges of ancient stone as he reverently completed his way to the centre. Concentrating his mind he allowed the flowing spirit to enter and escape him.   Touching long past memories out the stones glimpsing images of ancient times. The roman legions streaming over to the blessed Inis Dowil, white-cloaked figures dying in blood soaked oak groves. Giants treading the water from Tara, the cauldron strapped to their back. Strange beasts with red tipped ears bringing the stag down, now lifted up, Pwyll Lord of Annwn.

 He felt the visions of this Mighty Isle drawing him, pulling him along lines of fulfilment, mists clouding his thoughts as they didst perchance heal the mind from excessive knowledge at his young age.

      Opening his eyes feeling the sun’s rays beat down onto the golden threads of his fair hair, the strong featured cheek bones protruding through the long study face without beard growth as yet, holding tight to the blackthorn staff he carried, the knuckles of his hands strong liken to the sapling branches of the oak.

        Accolon recalling the images to mind, knowing how genuine they came to him. The pillars of this Mighty Isle “HU” The Mighty, “Prydain” the sovereignty of this Mighty Isle, and   “Dyvwall Moelmud” the laws maxims and customs.

“How didst all this lay with myself” sensing the fragrance of the goddess, that lingering presence drawing near, recalling teaching told him “always believe nothing and believe everything supported by reason and proof and nothing without it”.
    This day Lady Lile, Accolon’s mother and priestess of Avalon followed Accolon up to the Tor’s summit. Separated from him as he learned the ways of Druids these past ten or so winters. Yet she was aware of his thoughts, whilst he travelled in the midst of his Druid teachers and became learned of this Mighty Isle. 

   Time on the apple isle that was Avalon was a truly wondrous questing, adventurous life for a special male child. It gave Accolon true respect for the land, and folk who he met, always they seemed drawn to his wide smiling face. Lady Lile knew about that smiling face, she loved taking her memory place back to young Bors de Ganis.

                   Looking east towards the plain of dreams where the giant’s choir dance on special nights, Accolon bringing to mind the countless sacred shrines that abounded these abred shores that lay across the glassy lake of mist. Knowing that a time was coming in this land when the thread of the wheel wouldst turn until the Hallows of this Mighty Isle were safe.

   The Lady Lile had matured into a strikingly beautiful woman. Her garments of a high priestess hung from her shoulders as the creamy whiteness of the meadowsweet flower.    

  She slowly tiptoed up behind her precious child, just as she was about to squeeze his sides, the deep broken voice of Accolon spoke “Grand day Mother” he turned quickly, eyes lighting the heavens, reaching out with long muscled arms bringing his mother into his embrace. He was a full head and shoulders taller than his mother now, (she had not noticed a time when he grew fast) though she had secretly watched him growing. With her head rested on his chest hearing the strong beats of his heart, her mind full of planned thoughts, (one untold truth, she wouldst allow fate to decide) of how she would tell of Accolon’s father, Bors.

      Holding outstretched hands he gripped his mother’s hands and pulled her in wide energetic circles. Smiling broadly, Accolon slowed the turning and reverently embraced his mother. Lile sought to hold onto her son forever and a day, yet knowing he was a blessed child of the Goddess and this time now was her brief moment together, afor he travelled to destiny.

    Thus the Lady Lile led Accolon to the dream tower to where she and young Bors had spent that fateful afternoon so many summers ago “ come eat son” a cast of bread, lased with a strong fluid, Goats cheese and a horn of honeyed mead, a growing youth as Accolon always hungry, Lady Lile watched her son eat through the constant thoughts that invaded her memory, of her love Bors de Ganis.

     Accolon’s increased perception eased his mother’s anguish of reliving past, fateful recollections.

            He spoke first “this time of telling as come mother” “ how is it with my blood”

Lady Lile began; visions and voices came with the Goddess on this sacred mound, while to the west a low sun descended towards the otherworld.

Year 446 ce.

Nimue the lady of the lake arrived at the standing stones just as the sun began its dark journey underneath the world. Standing motionless, she watched the final rays bleed across the horizon to disappear into the otherworld.

Darkness overpowered the great plain, the moon just a sliver of silver veiled by blackening clouds. The stone circle now standing in the cold night air, once complete now broken. Eons of time lifting several of the great stone lintels off their pillars, thrown back into the earth from whence they came. Yet every year folk journey to the standing stones, leaving offerings usually pieces of torn fragments from special clothing of a loved one, attaching them to the surrounding bushes. 

Nimue came searching the Bright knowledge of the ancient ones, she herself born of the ancient blood, the blood now diluted, yet enough of the old blood to give her the insight of the ancient ones. She was small with dark red hair, slim like a fearie folk, her face showing a stern expression to the outside world.

Many times she had entered into the grove of the dark pool on the isle Avalon scrying visions, overseeing this realm. Soon the time will come when two of the guardians of the Hallows shall travel to the isle of Avalon, together they shall join as one.

Nimue had travelled to the circle of stone accompanied by two of the warriors from the tribe that served the priestesses of Avalon. Small sturdy folk, who lived unseen from the outside world, their only task to serve the Lady. Never before had she visited this giant’s dance, drawing solitary visions of the standing stones in the pool of dark water, watching and listening as the stones called to her soul.

 Leaving the tribesmen outside the ditch that surrounded the stone circle; towards the faerie ground she walked barefoot across the ditch. Through the grand circle of stones towards the enormous trilithon portals, reaching with outstretched arms gliding her hands across the frozen stones feeling the line of fracture in the great pillar that held together as the ancient ones slid the huge stone into position. Many before her had come to this giants dance to make offerings and join with the life force of this wondrous place.

Across the heavens the ancient god of the clouds Nuada chased the greying clouds westward leaving the stars to speckle the dark sky. Frost etched across the face of the stones, as Nimue’s breath smoked from her mouth, numbing coldness crept into her bare feet as she circled the inner stones, yet she felt no pain, her mind attuned with nature.

              She glides between the gateway turning circles searching to the sky, feeling this night the spiral tower of glass shall be seen, spinning faster, arms reaching unseen heights. The tribesmen huddle together outside the ditch warmed by a small fire and covered by heavy furs to guard against the freezing night, as they stare into the night watching Nimue.  They view her reaching to the heavens swirling mist beginning to flow over the stone circle forming shapes out of dreams, a lady the flower face Blodeuwedd, the antlered forest God Cernunnos. The tribesmen watch their charge eager to bring her out of the circle, however Nimue had warned them, to watch, but never to enter the circle, these tribesmen obeyed their priestess without question.

             Enfolded in the mist Nimue’s spirit body travelled the firmament lifted on high, whilst she gazed down as the seasons came and went, along with the frosts and sun, she was overseeing this Mighty Isle. Fleeting moments in time as battles raged and the death crone wandered the land. Horrors unfolding tormented souls dying, as a Petrified Forest, birth and death mingling together, this realm in turmoil. The White Peak temple to the northern most edge of this realm, sacrificed devoted one, young eye’s meet, strange wooden barges beached on the eastern shore, golden haired warriors marching as ants across this realm, the sacred Hallows in the four quarters of the realm in danger. Speeding along times pathway, the Tor of Avalon bursting with radiant light, over this realm the bear strides out a shining blade griped with its claw slicing golden warriors.

Rushing ever spiralling Nimue’s spirit body merges into her frozen form. Freezing and fading she lay in the frozen circle, her body’s only heat her small heart trying to pump warmed blood around the frozen limbs. Yet she staggers up onto her frozen feet stumbling to walk to the outer ditch. Disoriented and dizzy Nimue crashed to the earth ripping the nails from her fingers; nevertheless she crawls on all fours to reach the outer ditch. Between the pillars she crawls not seeing, using her training as a priestess on Avalon to focus the mind. Only the strong willpower of a priestess kept her frozen body moving.

     The tribesmen gather Nimue up as she crawled over the ditch, bringing her frozen iced body to the small fire they had kept ready. Still the numbness invades her body. The two warriors of Avalon remove their clothes and throwing the huge furs over them, with Nimue in-between, they stripping the iced clothes from Nimue’s frosted body, wrapping themselves around her small form giving her the heat from their own body’s, slowly their body heat warmed Nimue’s soul.

 YEAR 465. ce.  

  The Tor on this special winters night when the two queens converged to meet with Nimue, the Lady of the lake, all three drawn together by the forces of nature, and coming to meet at the pool of dark water. The Tor loomed high from the marshes clearly open to the stars, no fleeting clouds to mar the pathway to the gods. For this night of special nights when the lady Annowre, Queen of Northgales, and the lady Brisen, Queen of the Waste lands travelled the dark road to this lonely Tor. 

Thick frost began to bite into the land, as they both arrived at the lakes edge. Nimue had known of their approaching and was already waiting within the barge on the abred shore of the lake to guide them over and through the mist to Avalon. There arrival not with pomp and ceremony, each Lady safeguarded only by their single guardian warriors, both clad in heavy hooded cloaks hiding their swords and armour yet ready should they have had need to do battle to protect their charges. Only the faces showing under the hoods, strong dark featured men, the eyes, the only sign that to mar the way of their passing was a quick way to find the other world.

          Lady Brisen along with the warrior Peredur had travelled south from the far northern land; Lady Annowre together with Gareth came from the east in the region of Ondred’s dense forested land.

They had made this journey many winters before when Nimue herself was selected and given the rites to become The Lady of the lake. The Luna cycle of the old ways had passed nineteen winters since Nimue had travelled to the giants dance, to foresee events that now closed in on this realm, and brought these three wise women to meet at the pool of dark water to foresee why the omens had spoke to each of the women. Foreseeing the land in turmoil, warlords and kingdoms battle among themselves, then famine and pestilence would abound. Soon the feast of Imbolc would soon show the sign of winters ending, the fields for springtime shall need tending, else the land will be easy pickings for the Saxon invaders if the realm had no High King. 

.

      The warriors made camp by the lakes edge to awaiting the return of their charges, as Nimue guided the barge across the lake, carrying the two majestic ladies to Avalon. The barge piloted by Barinthus appeared to glide on smooth glass as he waited on the Lady Nimue. Standing arms raised, she called on the goddess with words long forgotten by the outside world, slowly the mists rippled then thinned to nothing as the barge slide through the veil towards Avalon’s shore. The sturdy warrior guardians of Avalon pulled the barge into the shingle bank then helped the ladies from the barge to place their feet on the hallowed ground. 

       Nimue welcomed the women into her dwelling, noticing how time’s age had followed in their footfalls, the tiredness showed on the faces. Nimue quickly supplied their needs of food and warmth, and then showed them their sleeping quarters; the merging on the moro would come soon enough, then time enough to talk of things to come.

  Lady Brisen was first to rise as she called Nimue to her; the queen wore a plain brown dress covering her body to the neckline, with flowing sleeves down and over her hands. As she touched Nimue by the arm, Nimue noticed how thin and bony the hand appeared even though her age did not show on her face, her face had the lines of times passing but nothing compared to the age of her hands. The queen spoke with Nimue some time, telling her of her land in the far north, and how the Lady Annowre had shown herself in visions, and how they should call each to Avalon, to meet with the Lady of the Lake, come she said to Nimue we shall go to awaken the Lady Annowre. There was no need, the lady Annowre was by now walking along the avenue of apples to meet them, her bright hair the colour of falling leaves blowing wild. She was younger than Nimue and the lady Brisen, with dark piercing eyes that emitted beauty and intelligence; with a bouncing step she hurried barefoot through the trees to meet them. 

   Times of wonder new births and deaths bring the three together for this short time, during the merging they shall be as one, save for three days they must now be alone, not seeing or speaking anyone, no food or sleep. There are places on this hallowed isle to be alone; Nimue showed each queen the bower she had made, away from the many dwellings that accommodated the priestesses of Avalon. On the third day they shall gather together by the pool of dark water under the ancient Oaks, there to join with the ancient ones.

   As they where shown each their place to meditate, each embraced the other giving strength through their embrace.

     The appointed time of the joining came in the evening. The grove of Oaks alight with sticks of waxed hazel twigs giving off a strange odour like sweet blossom, filling the senses with powerful energy. Laid out by the pool were three bronze cups filled with a clear liquid, each took the cups and drank none needed telling why, all knew their priestess duties, time had taught them well.

 The pools swirling water once calm, now rippled with energy, each in turn searched the dark pool, hands spreading across the surface as strange shapes appearing then dissolving into nothing, the colours merged into one as the land shone bright. What each lady foresaw became known to all, each vision of this Mighty Isle more vivid than the first as finally Lady Brisen scryed the pool. 

        Gazing into the hollowness of that pool Lady Brisen hovered between light and dark as she melted down the black tunnel of water. Untouched by Nimue or the Lady Annowre the two awaited her soul’s return from Annwn.

Time held still as they waited motionless around the dark pool. Moon and sun arched the sky uncounted, until the fullness of the moon shone onto the lady Brisen bringing her gasping back to consciousness. Relief for Nimue and Annowre as they held the Lady Brisen close, knowing she had gazed on the bright knowledge. Terrible to behold the visions as the three women drained of energy return to their dwelling not speaking to each other, faces drawn into tiredness, needing to rest to sleep.

The morning came soon enough, yet before the sun had cleared the Tor the three women were saying their farewells by the lakes edge, each one knowing the other’s parts to play in these coming dark times. For a time of change was filling the air, brightness now covered stars, the sun’s bright gleam straining through mists, three women looking to the clouds, knowing their actions was about to test everyone in this land from the high to the very lowest being. Into the barge the two queens stepped, no words needed, the oarsmen pulled swiftly away into the bright day. Nimue stood silently in the barge, raising her arms to the heavens, sparkling mist descended, covering the barge, ancient words of the ancient ones spoken with commitment, else the veil would not open, they feared not as Nimue uttered the tone of the ancient ones, silently they glided through the veil across the sacred lake of glass.

As the barge scrapped into the far bank, the two warriors Peredur and Gareth had known to be ready and were awaiting their charges, packed ready for their long journey to the north and east, the moons glow just visible against the new sun’s rise, the journey would take time going the way of old, not wanting villages and settlement spreading rumours through the land.

                                                Shoots-Show

         Bors de Ganis, the second son of King Bors of Gaul, sent by his father on a mission to this Utherpendragon warlord King of Dumnonia. King Bors had heard tales of the ancient land of the mighty being torn asunder, and the small kingdoms vying for power. This Uther a warrior aged by battles that hid his tender age, standing tall with a huge body mass of muscles, with a large bony face covered with a dark beard that carried warrior rings of iron woven into the strands of hair. A truly fearsome looking warrior one that wouldst become the future High King of this Mighty Isle.

Prince Bors, always looking for advancement in his father’s kingdom saw this as an opportunity for favour with his father. Prince Lionel was the edling and heir to the throne therefore King Bors kept him close at hand.

 At twenty five winters Bors was well built, strong muscles, dark hair worn long about his shoulders, wide set eyes looking ever past folk, his mind ever searching.

   Bors de Ganis the Prince of Gaul attending Uthers hill fort at Caer Baddon, where many of Uthers warlords came together at this time of the spring festival of Beltane. Uther had chosen well, most of the warlords descendants from the ancient blood, the time afor the Roman legions invaded the Isle of the Mighty.

      At this special time the fires of Bel would be lit on Beltane eve, when fertility and life forces were celebrated and couples would join together in forest glades, bringing new blood into the tribe. This Uther looked not to the union of man and woman, but of allies.

 The hill fort became a bustling community, warriors from far distant corners of the realm joining together, old feuds held at bay under a truce sworn before Mydryn, Uther’s chief druid and advisor, the tribes would uphold a truce sworn before a druid. The settlements around Caer-Baddon came together at this time of celebration, bringing fresh slaughtered meats, the kitchens overloaded had begun to enlarging and overflow into the outdoors to roast the meats, and prepare all manner of food for the evenings feast. Special brewed clear liquid from the northern tribes in wooden containers, emitting odours making the folk merry at the smell, along with the fermented apples ale from the south, warriors and chieftains would soon be merry. 

Uther knew how to entertain folk well, making sure the fields on Beltain night would be alight with countless fires burning through the night all over his kingdom. Men and women who followed the old ways and even those who had chosen to followed the desert nailed god, yet lived between worlds, burned with passion on this night of nights as they couple together around the fires of Bel. Assuring that before Imbolc new souls would be born out of these passions, and those strong in the blood would survive past the harsh winter to fulfil the tribe’s needs.

      Prince Bors, young and searching adventure, this Isle of the Mighty seemed to fulfil his needs, he loved the life of a prince, but always yearning to rule, however knowing his brother Lionel was the edling of Gaul. Could this be his time join with Uther promising support from Gaul, knowing his father would merely be storing riches for the edling Lionel, this made Prince Bors angry, he had skill as a swordsman, knew all the kingly crafts, nevertheless knowing also he lacked the courage to standing up to his father, no!! he thought my future lies here.

     Realising This Utherpendragon to be a strong leader, young Bors found that he liked this warrior and noticing that Uther also wore the spiralled serpents about his wrist as he himself did; thoughts returned to the old ways of chieftains gaining power by the strongest, this Uther has shown the way.

               The silver had been paid; how to stop his fathers plan, these thoughts rushed into his mind as the mead and new ale flowed. Warriors required sport after festivities, Uther a great horseman and boar hunter, had arranged with young Bors to hunt the hart of grease that is the fat deer. In the cold light of day he knew that was to come, Bors knew he should feel obliged to join the hunt.

    Mornings at this spring season are cold, the warmness of the sun not yet burning the mists away. War lords and chieftains at this hill fort retched and heaved the excesses of the evenings festivities into the soil buckets until one by one they regained a form of awareness for the days hard riding hunting the Hart of grease.

    Bors felt in a state of lacklustre as he and Uther rode ahead of the liegemen at arms who accompanied them on the hunt. Riding towards the summer country where the hart grew fat. Destiny had now become reality for Bors, the new plan he had formed was about to come crashing around his head, he could not change Uther’s mind about this hunt on such a fine spring day, two warriors of the old order both joined with the spiral serpents a grand sign inferred Uther.

                 They rode the long warm morning through forests where the hart grew fat, the liegemen and warrior guards who accompanied Uther and Bors checked their horses, as from the edge of the tree line a war band appeared, similar to how the Saxons wear the war gear.

    Uther never the shrinking violet rallied his men form a shield wall, but with the small numbers of warriors and liegemen it would be a pitifully short wall.

          Counting their numbers Uther realised he was outnumbered and hunting with his liegemen, he knew these would not survive battle against hardened warriors. Shouting to Bors to remount, Uther had chosen, Bors shocked, knowing that Uther now plans to charge headlong at these invading warriors, with him along side. Six Horsemen, against twelve huge brutes of warriors, and a cluster of fur clad followers, Bors decided, spurting his horse away from the battle he rode away without looking back.

 Clashing blades the sound of dying men, Uther’s small but efficient horse warriors took the heart from these warriors on their failed mission to kill Uther.     

Uther rages, “In truth my hands shall choke the life’s blood out of Bors.”

Out of sight Bors gallops headlong into the mists.

                                                Morgaine the early time

    Life at the hill fort of Tintagel could be like living on the very edge of time, far away from the centre of the kingdom, Igraine with her three children, all girls, the eldest Margawse, next Morgaine, then the youngest Anna.

     Gorlois had married Igraine some five winters past, the children came quickly one after the other aiming to fulfil Gorlois’s need to have a son, but year after year girls only girls. For the last two years no child came, yet Gorlois loved Igraine with all his heart, from the first time of seeing her standing on the lake’s edge.

 The barge had carried her from Avalon, she was leaving the sacred isle, the safe time of severing the goddess was over, and she was to be wife to the war Duke Gorlois. Igraine had spent all her memories on the sacred isle she knew no other life, she was conceived at the Beltain fires. Her mother a priestess also and of the Wledig line bloodline, now deceased, but giving Igraine her dark looks, the image of the fairy folk. Igraine was tall and slender, the sun tanned skin gave her a striking beauty, Gorlois stood entranced the first moment he saw her at the age of fifteen standing tall at the lakes edge, as she watching the barge that carried her from Avalon drift silently through the mists returning through the veil betwixed the worlds.

            Since leaving the sacred isle to join Gorlois at Tintagel, the lady Igraine had not seen the outside world, her mind drifting from indifference to awe at the thought of spending her eternity with Gorlois, a man she did not know. Her only thought was to serve him as the priestesses on the isle had taught her.

 Igraine at nearly twenty-one winters blossomed into a striking beautiful woman, she cared for her daughters herself, not wishing to send them away early to be fostered by some wise woman. Gorlois had allowed her this indulgence for a time, even though she knew at five winters Morgaine the middle daughter would soon be called to go to the isle to be taught the ancient ways of the hallowed mother. Morgaine, always eager to learn followed her mother always, watching the way she picked the special herbs that grew in the wildwoods outside Tintagel sea fortress. Learning the names of herbs such as Hawkweed, vervain and orpine, forever curious as to their uses. Igraine talked constantly to Morgaine as they went about the days duty’s in the hill fort, explaining how to crush and heat up the herbs and plants, even how to grind the Ivy flower to add to the barley mash that helped clear the Ale during fermentation. All these things she learned, of the plants that coloured cloth, plants that healed the body and where to store them away from prying eyes of Margawse who knew not the ways of the ancient ones, and Anna the youngest who yet suckled at the wet nurse’s breast

   Morgaine with the similar features as her mother other than Igraines height, the browned skin, flowing raven hair and dark eyes of the ancient ones, delicate limbs small body, ancient lives reborn to perfection, thus the old faith gathered life.

                                                   Bors De Ganis

Bors riding away fast not looking too far ahead, concerned only what is behind, checking to see if any warriors are chasing after him. Through the thickets of the forest, down ditches, splashing over brooks and always galloping away, not seeing not caring about the mist he is riding headlong into. 

Only when his horse sweating the flanks to foam does he finally slow down, it seems the horse is yet smarter than Bors, he looks about him the sweat he is carrying turns cold on his farrowed head, realising this strange mist is not like the rolling fog of the sea of his yonder home he is missing now.  Does he notice the small folk along the shores of the sacred isle, watching to feel him, he slowly dismounts his horse. Looking about him, every noise terrifying him, his mind races, “in truth this place is the very end of any realm I know, am I yet in summer country”. Instantly he brings to mind the old tales told on every Samhain evening, the realm of Annwn, the Hy Brasil,The Other world were the souls of the dead abide.

   The cold sweating turns to ice in his blood, the horse is no use to him now, starting to run hoping against all he holds dear, not even allowing himself to believe he has strayed into the faerie ground, never to live out his high office of prince in his home land of Gaul. Suddenly the mist began thinning out on what seems a low mound, turrets gradually escaping the mist, in his mind he sees the spiral fortress spinning, he turns to run the other way, just running now, away from that dolorous fortress, he cannot stop himself thinking if he enters that place, he is but lost forever.

      The lady Lile, a priestess of Avalon at the pool of dark water, the dark glass like water motionless, never rippling unless the priestess smoothes her hand over the surface. She is searching the realm of what is to be or what can be, visions in the dark pool of warriors on wondrous adventures in the far northern land, a shadow forming over the water, the mists clearing a man running through dense undergrowth, a look of terrible anguish on his face, she gasps and suddenly all knowing, breaking from out of her dream state she know all the ancient ways of this sacred isle’s. 

   Running barefoot, liken to a small hart through the forest she darts. Bors can feel the breath on his neck, not looking back headlong he falls into darkness a fleeting glimpse of the spiral fortress then darkness, total darkness.

         Lady Lile screams that terrible wail, time spinning faster no time to call on the Goddess; she has learned to use all the forest’s power in her years of training to be a priestess. From deep inside her being the primordial forces of nature eluded from this delicate priestess, turning her form into one of all knowing and avenging apparition. Instantly and unwilling to battle this new adversary, the power that held Bors slumped body, quickly dropped him to the floor in a tangled heap. Smiling eyes spin the leaves of over hanging trees, rippling air spirals, only the mist remain. Lying motionless on the forest floor, Bors his head against a moss covered rock dark blood matting his flowing hair; tenderly Lady Lile kneels beside to cradle his bleeding skull.

                He is too big a man to carry away, Lile must stay with him the long night, tending a deep gash on his skull, Lile staunches the blood and uses her sickle knife to close the wound with twine, together they are in darkness. She will guard him through the cold night.

   Early morn the suns rays splinter through the forest canopy, shafts a light glow onto the couple. Lile had stayed awake the entire dark hours guarding him, and finding water to clean the wound on his thick skull. Bor’s horse had not wandered far; Lile could use it to get Bors back to the safety of the dwellings beside the Tor. Two poles broken from the thicket should be good enough with Bors own cloak set between; Lile knows it will bear him safely.

       Back in lady Lile’s own dwelling Bors drifts between dark and light, two days later, his first sight of the Lady Lile, she is small and slender her face delicately framed under loose curls of golden hair. Bors blinking his surprised eyes to keep them open, her beauty stirs in him thoughts of lust, quickly all carnal thoughts swept from his mind as bolts of pain seared through his head. Lile stopping Bors from touching the wound that jolted him back to reality, holding his shaking hand, calming the unbearable pain helping him to sip the cool liquid, then slowly he drifts away to sleep and heal.

   Awakening fully, days later Bors lays daydreaming of the beauty that administers to him daily, does he care that his life so nearly lost, away in the faerie ground. Bors never a man to have a conscience about such matters, his royal life bred him to be totally self-preserved in king like ways; he so wanted to be king. All his life had heard tales of this mystical Isle, and the changes that could be brought about by a high priestess of Avalon.

   Bors as the second son, life was all about the wait, hoping against hope the first-born brother would fail to inherit the kingdom. Lionel the edling of Gaul stayed close to his realm, never the adventurer, always ever willing to envelop his father’s tasks, the kingdom of Gaul looked in safe hands.

                 The days in Avalon for Bors where the kind of days he had only dreamt of, lost in wonder, always thinking how fortune had led him here, knowing the Lady Lile was the one person in all of this Mighty Isle who could help him in his pursuant of the throne of Gaul, yet first he must gain her trust. Spending endless days in the apple isle, one such journey took them to the base of the pyramidical hill that loomed out from the marshlands of summer country.                Bors looking up in amazement to the top of the Tor with it’s covering of mist in the early morning haze. Lile carried food wrapped in a fine cloth, bread, honey and a full wedge of cheese as off they set to journey to the summit of the Tor. 

  From the lake’s edge it looked so easy to ascend, just follow the path, Lile had made this walk often, she would not take Bors by the ceremonial way, taking the easier and less arduous route, only a meandering pathway towards the summit. The Tor in reality was three hills, the first one the easiest to ascend from the land bridge side, they made that walk so enjoyable, playing about in the heath grass, and bushes, he could be so charming when needs be our Bors, he very much needed to gain the trust of the lady Lile.

   Through the thickets and tangled bushes they trekked uphill, onto the mystical Tor, looking up they saw the spiralled troughs around the Tor formed by the ancient ones the lady Lile can not explain them to Bors, only the stories told by the visiting bards of processional mazes that followed ancient track ways. Now only the folk who inhabit the hollow hill know the truth, some day Lile will discover she knows the time will come.

             On this pleasant day they have no thoughts but for each other, the trek is hard for Bors breathing heavy he at last reached the mounds flat summit, whilst the Lady Lile with rosy cheeks smiled effortlessly sprinting the final few stride onto the summit. Amongst the ancient stones atop the Tor quietness invades the ears, whilst the windows to the soul sparkle with bliss at the sight o’er summer country across the glassy lake below. Perfectly placed a    building of wood, hidden from view on their ascent, a dream tower built by Mydryn. 

   They walk around this hill of visions searching every detail. Looking out surveying the area Bors notices save for the lake of glass, the surrounding land is marsh and sea, armies would disappear like fleeting spectres, and Bors tells Lile “we will stay up here forever”.

           Hunger rumbles inside Bors as they unwrap the food they had brought. Seated on the slope beneath the dream tower they eat the bread and honey, food as this never tasted as good to Bors as it did that day. Lile ate only small amounts, the lady has learned to control her life forces, the lady is a priestess of Avalon

Lile has strong feelings for Bors knowing that their souls are revisiting this time and space together again from the clay of their life form, even though Bors may not yet realise. Lile gazes at him with love in her eyes, he catches her gaze they kiss such passion from them both it worries Lile, but she puts the thoughts away only thinking of Bors. No other soul up here on this Tor, all she sees is the sun shining on them, slowly Bors unloosens the ties of her gown. Lile strangely does not worry the passion is overtaking her, his hands explore her body, she feels the hot passion of Bors now, she knows what to do, her upbringing as a priestess covered every aspect of life. Bors covers her with his body blocking out the suns rays , time stands still for the two lovers, was it night or day,  they have no care , she feels his manhood hurting however giving pleasure , they are hot for each other ,she knows the time comes when his life giving blood enters her, she feels it bursting into her, at that instant she knows  that the quickening of the womb has started, a blessed child with deeds of the goddess to perform .

    Do they sleep for an hour a day, it matters not, they have been one for that moment in time and space.

                  Bors awakens slowly; Lile sat and watched him breathing contentment in her soul. Bors standing to gaze out into the marshes as Lile washed herself by the tower, he looks at the lady knowing he has gained love, for the first time in his short life, for this day he as found life for however long it lasts.

The two fated souls amble back to the priestess dwellings beneath the Shadow of the Tor, hand in hand talking of their great love, Lile knowing in a little while she will be enduring the pain of the quickening of the womb, to bring forth a child into this Mighty Isle.

            Over the next few day’s Bor’s time is spent learning all he can of Avalon, he knows the story’s told on long winter night’s by passing bards earning their night’s shelter with songs of old, but he wonders how can all this be true we are on Avalon with the order of priestesses, yet he knows kings were made here. To be King chosen by the old ways, one had to marry the land to demonstrate his devotion to its sovereignty, this way kings are foretold to ensure the blood of the old people remains true. 

   Lile spends most of her time now with Bors showing him all her world of Avalon, including the pool of dark water, where she had searched the waters that fateful day and saw a warrior lost and in danger, smiling she touched the wound to his head. 

   The pool of dark water is yet shadowy even on the brightest day lit only with burning torches. Behind the grove, hewn out of the stone she guides him into the store cave, gently holding his hand, he squeeze it back they are lovers. The passageway hewn out of the rock led them into a natural cavern, worn and shaped by a constant running stream that never in memory had slowed. Strangely to Bors he thought, this place appears is liken to the  cavern in the northern hills of the High Peaks, he remembers that place well, the moors, the wind, he feels sure he will glimpse that wondrous wild land again. Recalling his father King Bors, when he gave him title of Fortress of the Peaks on reaching manhood.   

    Around the cave covered in the most part with aged cobwebs, never moved by time or draft, old on top of old thick webs of time. Bors tried to avoid the webs clinging to his fine shirt, Lile laughing as she lit the waxed tapers, watching him has he stoops and blunders in the dim light getting more covered with the time webs. She explains the pool of dark water and the hewn out cave to him, and how she foresees events and visions. Impatient as ever Bors wishes to be shown the magic of the pool of dark water. No Lile explains only at the waning moon time, and always alone, else with the highest order of priestess to gain the transfixed state of mind, Bors accepts, but would so dearly wish to discern all the future. Lile tries to explain yet knowing, for one not of the sacred isle tis is better not to know the future, because there are many futures, not all full of happiness, some full of sorrow and grief, only for a priestess trained to control her mind else her mind doth become crazed seeing all.

       In one corner of the cave amongst all the strange possessions old cups, wooden shields emblazed with all manner of animal images, armour habergeons, helms, spears, battle-axes, he asks Lile

‘Why are these items of war in the cave?’’ she explains to Bors the names of several of the thirteen treasures of Britain, the sword of Rhydderch named “Dyrnwyn” the sword of Avalon, including the dish of Ryngenydd that possess the ability to make kings, and some that are lost, and those found remain here on the sacred isle, Bors eyes light up, treasure is he so blind his mind only thinks of wealth and ambition, 

   On the dirt floor leaning against a strange altar -like stone, Bors noticed a circular dish an arm’s width across appearing to be of bronze, beaten out and raised at the edge to the shape of dish. The surface of the dish covered with years of grime and dirt the colour of black peat. It had been left to long in the damp air, aging it to a mouldy grey. Yet his hand is drawn towards the dish, touching the flat edge he removed some aged dirt, his finger moves away fast as his eye catches the first glint of the under surface material. Thoughts race franticly through the elements, gold, bronze, no his heart is thumping he realises it is Silver. Looking round to check on Lile, she is across near the pools edge smoothing the surface. Bors thoughts return to his world of greed and power, judging how to remove the dish from this Isle of Avalon, this will give me my kingdom, my kingdom of Gaul all he ever dreamed to help him in his quest for the kingdom.

      It shall be so easy he tells himself, no one guards the dish. Turning away to look at Lile and leaving the dish he walks over to her and puts his arms around her and gently holds her, she falls back into him aware of only him, she has no idea he is calculating his way off the sacred isle.

    The following days are filled with impatience for Bors; he has no cares of how the Lady Lile shall survive when she finds him and the dish of Ryngenydd gone. Each day Bors hides food near the edge of the lake, planning to swim across the lake of glass, not too far he thinks, the cave of treasures a short distance from the lake, and he feels the lake easy enough to cross with the dish of Ryngenydd.

    The day of his slipping away came soon. Spending the morning planning then later talking with Lile. Bors gives details to Lile of his fortress in the wilds hills of the High Peaks, informing her that she will have a sanctuary at the fortress of the Peaks whenever she feels tis time to leave Avalon. Lile wonders why Bors should tell her this, yet only a fleeting thought, Lile thinking, “doth he care for me”, even Bors cannot make up his mind about that, all he knows and cares for is the kingdom of Gaul. 

     The afternoons on Avalon are a time of great peace most of the works of the day done. Time for Bors to spend the last few moments alone with Lile, she knows a place in the woods not very far from her small dwelling. Lile is sure now that in her womb she carries a child a boy child, the sight as served her in good stead up to now, does she tell Bors or wait until after the event. As the bright afternoon sun warms this mystical Isle, Bors seems strangely affectionate and Lile needs the closeness this day, for the first time she is in love. They locate the clearing in the woods; sitting among the leafy forest matting, alone to the outside world these two souls find peace together in each other’s arms.

   Why today Lile must tell Bors of his child, Lile does not know a feeling a feeling of the sight who can say, yet the words do not come easy. How will he react, the true Bors she knows wants so much to be king in his own land of Gaul. Will he stay near, in her heart knowing that this is not possible.  No sight by the pool of dark water to help her, she knows there is no shame for a priestess to bear a child, many more through her time here in Avalon have born children following the beltain fires. This special time when chosen maids from Avalon make their way to the fields of fire, when the fertility rites must abound for the good of the realm.

       In his mind Bors is planning his slipping away, hearing the words of Lile and showing affection, but always planning. There is only one way for Lile to tell him, in a rush the words came; she didn’t really hear her own words, only the word Child.

      Bors, his mind suddenly flooding back from some far away place, similar to the first words of scolding from a father. All the planning now lost in wonder, this child was never in his plan. He sees the look on Lile’s face, the look of anticipation; he holds her tight realising for the first time in his short life he as created something good.

        Lile relieved to see Bors so strangely happy she has told him, now he will give the child a name and a land to call his own. What child of this realm born out of marriage can ever hope for, now her child will be a prince of the priestess Avalon his name shall be Accolon.

   Bors enlightens Lile that soon he must leave this sacred isle and return to his father; not telling her the time is imminent following the suns descent to the otherworld.    Bors asks Lile too keep the child on Avalon until his early manhood, thence to send him to the northern realm to the fortress of the High Peaks. Next if lady Lile cannot travel with the boy, to send one other person with him, there he must remain to be taught the skills of a warrior and prince. Bors knows his son would never reach his adult years if his father ever knew of his birth.

     Bors knowing this will be the last kiss he and the Lady Lile shalt share, for that he is sad, but his kingdom is all to him, he tells Lile ‘my life and my honour I gave to thee dear lady thou hast shown me great cheer my service is forever thine ‘. He leads her back to her dwelling and in the afternoon sun he walks from her. Tears suddenly well in his eyes, quickly wiped away, Lile does not see him wipe them away; she is too busy wiping her own sad tears. As Bors walked away that afternoon, he hoped this child one day he would meet, the child would be Accolon, prince of Gaul.

   It was so easy, at the dark fall, slip into the cave by the grove, find the dish of Ryngenydd and away. The first part of his plan was effortless, yet by the time he had reached the lakes edge events started to change. Covering the distance from the cave to the lake appeared different during the veiled night, and as Bors reached the lake the dish seemed as if it had grown in weight so that his arms ached  “perchance my time of tranquillity on Avalon had softened me” no turning back for Bors now, only thoughts of his future kingdom in his mind.

     With a length of twine Bors managed to strap the dish to his back and place the secreted food and dry cloths into a hide covered basket, hoping he would be able to push through the water as he swam across the lake. Bors envisaged the swim to the far bank easy enough; in his foolishness he had missed the obvious Avalon lay behind and between these abred shores, hidden by mists of time and space.

          Into the water he waded the cold water up to the knees, to the chest his feet dragging in the mud, pulling one foot first out of the mud then trying to push up with the other, still stuck fast. Bors heart pounded inside his chest, thinking why didn’t he try for the barge, but knowing the barge is kept protected with the sturdy warrior folk who row the craft on command of Barinthus and guided by a priestess.

    Trying again pushing against the foot that was stuck, this time it freed, quickly his arms started stroking the water, at last he thought, the dish felt heavy on his back but Bors a strong swimmer, pulls himself through the water as silently as he could, into the blackness of the lake. Silently treading the icy water Bors looks up to gain his direction in the darkness. Overpowering fear gives him the urgency to strain his sight, he spots what he thinks is the lakes edge and a low patch of grass near the edge of the marsh. Stopping whilst he paddles the water to catch his breath, feeling the breath rasp at his throat not wanting to cough. Fearful of making any noise that might awaken folk, surely he was halfway across, he looks around hoping the fullness of the moon would not give him away, thus far only the stars in the clear sky watched him.

        Stroking the water again he sets off, this time his legs and arms do not seem to moving his pace far. He is labouring, struggling; Bors feels his heart banging harder as if inside his throat, his muscles drain of power, the freezing water as he gulps for air flooding into his mouth, the bitter cold biting into his very soul. Everything around is peaceful, there is no sound the quiet is deafening, “is this how it all ends”. Slipping slowly and silently into the otherworld, descending through the icy water, he can see, yet can do nothing to stop himself drifting downwards to the murky depths.

            Time as no start or end to him, now comes the strange the feeling of peace lingering between worlds. Bors can feel that he is held fast, that he is in a kind of limbo between dark and light. Suddenly before him a face of immense beauty, hair of golden strands, hearing a voice so mellow calling his name “Bors the choice is thine, I take the dish of Ryngenydd you return to thy homeland, moreover only your blood shall be able to demand its return”. In his mind he is screaming take the dish the burden is too great to carry, darkness filling is mind nothing only darkness.

      Awakening to the impression of cold slime about him, Bors stares into the bulging eyes of a toad. Realising he is lying in the marsh mud, with the grass of the abed shore above him on the overhanging ledge, “ I made it to the far bank but the crossing was hard still I have the dish” soon realising he had no weight on his back. Scrabbling about in the mud feeling for the dish, the sudden awareness that the dish of Ryngenydd had gone. 

  Soon the thoughts came slipping back into his mind that face, that beautiful face giving a choice, my life for the dish. Was it a dream or was it reality, examining the twine it showed no breaks, trying to recall all that was told him. Only my bloodline can demand its return, Realising that the goddess had spoken to him and saved him, the message will stay with him, his only consideration now was to find a way to return to his homeland of Gaul.
