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This Mighty Isle. Part one. Shadow of the Tor                      By B Harkins        
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 in the wind of a long since time. 

The era of the Goddess

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, our ancestors, and of the stones, 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. This young warrior Bors De Ganis whom she loved even though he brought shame upon her, the shame was not leaving her with child, but becoming the thief of Britain. 

       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. 

Many winters amongst the Druids of Avalon life became exciting to Accolon, his inquisitive mind engulfed all the teachings of the ancient folk, deities of long lost tribes, herb lore, and enchantments all this and more he learned to store away in his memory place. 

       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 two young minds gathered forces towards destiny.

         Climbing the Tor of Avalon that arose misted from the marshes, ever looking 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 pathway’s 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 betwixt the mists.

      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 suns 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 De Ganis.

      Holding outstretched hands he gripped his mothers 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 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 out stretched 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. As 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. Stripping the iced clothes from Nimue’s frosted body,and wrapping themselves around her small form giving her the heat from their own body’s, slowly their body heat warmed Nimue’s soul.

