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“In 209... the emperor Septimius Severus, claiming to be provoked by the belligerence of the Maeatae tribe, campaigned against the Caledonian Confederacy. He used the three legions of the British garrison (augmented by the recently formed 2nd Parthica legion), 9,000 imperial guards with cavalry support, and numerous auxiliaries supplied from the sea by the British fleet, the Rhine fleet and two fleets transferred from the Danube for the purpose. According to Dio Cassius, he inflicted genocidal depredations on the natives and incurred the loss of 50,000 of his own men to the attrition of guerilla tactics before having to withdraw to Hadrian's Wall. He repaired and reinforced the wall with a degree of thoroughness that led most subsequent Roman authors to attribute the construction of the wall to him. It was during the negotiations to purchase the truce necessary to secure the Roman retreat to the wall that the first recorded utterance, attributable with any reasonable degree of confidence, to a native of Scotland was made (as recorded by Dio Cassius). When Septimius Severus's wife, Julia Domna, criticized the sexual morals of the Caledonian women, the wife of a Caledonian chief, Argentocoxos, replied: ‘We consort openly with the best of men while you allow yourselves to be debauched in private by the worst.’ The emperor Septimius Severus died at York while planning to renew hostilities, and these plans were abandoned by his son Caracalla.”

“Later excursions into Scotland by the Romans were generally limited to the scouting expeditions of exploratores in the buffer zone that developed between the walls, trading contacts, bribes to purchase truces from the natives, and eventually the spread of Christianity. The degree to which the Romans interacted with the island of Hibernia is still unresolved amongst archaeologists in Ireland. The successes and failures of the Romans in subduing the peoples of Britain are still represented in the political geography of the British Isles today.”

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Roman_conquest_of_Britain
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Wiglaff the Child of Night

“Scotland’s old name, Caledonia, derives from Caldun meaning fort of the hazel. The word cnocach means wisdom and comes from a common word for hazelnut cno. In Gaelic lore Finn bore a hazelnut shield that made him invincible in battle.” 

– Elen Sentier, Trees of the Goddess: A New Way of Working with Ogham, Moon Books, 2014.

Wiglaff was an infant when his father Mordru said that his firstborn son would never become a warrior. The child was frail and had a distracted look about him, and his brain was active but in reserve. His mother Onna defended the boy because she feared Mordru would take him into the forest and abandon him or otherwise do him harm. 

She was glad when their second child arrived because she had all the characteristics Mordru admired: size, strength, agility, an active spirit and fiery eyes. The only problem from Onna’s point of view was that her second child Winna was female. The village never considered a woman worthy of being a warrior, which was a role reserved exclusively for men. 

Mordru, who never thought much of the elder council and their rules, raised his daughter as if she were his eldest son, and he neglected Wiglaff entirely. Neglect was just what Wiglaff needed, for his curiosity and intelligence had an opportunity to grow without the constant petty interruptions of the young warriors, who never lingered to understand what they were seeing and never considered anything for long.

Sometimes Mordru wondered whether Onna had conceived another man’s child, but Wiglaff had all of Mordru’s physical traits. Besides, Onna was the model wife who never would disgrace her husband with adultery. Mordru suspected the influence of the shaman Ugard had transformed the soul of his eldest son into a woman’s soul. 

Ugard was Mordru’s friend, but Mordru believed in the power of magic, and he knew that Ugard once loved Onna to distraction. Could the shaman have stolen the soul of his son? Could he have planted that soul in his daughter? Mordru never asked the shaman these questions because they were an embarrassment. Mordru preferred to favor his daughter and shun his son as a practice. His family grew with the years, and his children numbered eight, four boys and four girls, by the time of the village wars when everything changed.

Wiglaff spent his early years walking alone in the forest by day, stargazing at night and hunting for herbs with medicinal qualities when their potency was greatest, whether by day or night. Onna sheltered him when his father threatened him, and Winna sheltered him when the young warriors taunted him for being different from the norm. Wiglaff wasn’t jealous or greedy, so he would not be lured into the cruel games of children who sought advantage by any means possible. He became known by his contemporaries as a loner who was more than a little crazy.

Wiglaff’s use of language verged on the poetic, and he knew words that no one else knew. One of his defensive strategies against aggressors was asking difficult questions for which not even he had discovered the answers. The warriors felt uncomfortable around him since he valued everything they hated. Things of beauty, they destroyed. Quiet and pensiveness, they abhorred. Solitude was anathema to the warriors because they were reinforced by associating at all times with fellow warriors who never had an independent thought. Because Wiglaff wandered throughout the villages in his peregrinations, he became known generally in the region as a harmless misfit. Women and warriors kept their distance. Wiglaff had no friends.

Wiglaff saw the signs and effects of war while walking around the village. Weapons were being amassed. Warriors were training. Wounded warriors were hobbling around with annealed gashes in their legs and arms. Wiglaff began to think about the war. People dispute how the village wars started. Some say a boundary dispute erupted between two villages and all the other villages chose sides. Others say that two warriors who held a grudge were influenced to dare each other to mortal combat by the shaman of one of the villages, who quietly manufactured a war from their dispute. 

A few recognized that the villages all struggled to remain viable without a large external enemy threatening all of them. Then too, the villages had grown beyond the ability of their surroundings to support their large numbers. Warriors desiring to fight rather than endlessly practice for war had something to do with it. Women who wanted men with spirit, who were too few in number, may also have been a factor. 

When Wiglaff asked Ugard about this many years later, the shaman had shaken his head and mumbled something about the mystery of wars’ beginnings. “In my experience,” he said, “wars begin because people grow tired of peace, and they end when people grow tired of war.”

Wiglaff began his apprenticeship with the shaman Ugard as a family favor. The shaman took the young man under his wing because he showed promise as a seer. Wiglaff responded favorably to Ugard because the elder seemed so wise and so unlike the active men, like his father, who were impulsive and fierce. When Ugard invited Wiglaff to leave his village for the mountains, Wiglaff jumped at the opportunity to leave his oppressive environment. He left just in time before the fighting encompassed every able-bodied individual of the region.

When the fighting spread throughout the villages so that eventually every village fought against every other village, Wiglaff was fortunately far away and training to be a shaman under the tutelage of Ugard in an enormous cavern halfway up the mountain. He didn’t know that his father had sent his mother and the other children far to the north and told them to wait there until the fighting ceased. This was wise because entire families were slaughtered indiscriminately in the melee, including the aged and the infants, the women and the children. 

Warriors who had been trained to fight other warriors honorably became wanton butchers and serial rapists in the village wars. Village elders were lined up and killed when they protested the killings. Warriors cut off their ears and wore them in necklaces to show how many elders they had killed. Warriors fought each other for bragging rights about who was bravest or who killed the most or who had perfected the manner of killing. In short, the villages ran with blood and piles of bodies were burned in the night, the fat providing the fuel for bonfires.

Finally, only warriors were left to fight other warriors. All the rest had either fled from the villages or died. The two greatest leaders among the warriors decided to face off and end the business. Mordru gathered many to fight with him, and his opponent Gilthu gathered approximately the same number of warriors to fight against Mordru’s group. The two groups started fighting each other at daybreak, and by sunset all had died but four. Mordru and Gilthu killed the other two who remained, and then they faced each other. 

Brandishing his knife, Gilthu taunted Mordru. “Have you seen enough blood?”

As his answer, Mordru rushed forward with a roar, his knife clenched in his hand as he slammed into Gilthu with full force. Both warriors were very strong and carried sharp knives, but both were bleeding from many wounds, and neither could seize the opportunity he was looking for right away. The men wrestled and threw each other and dove at each other with their knives. Finally, each man saw his objective simultaneously and made his move. 

The result was that two knives were buried right up to the hilt in two hearts, and the greatest of the warriors fell dead on the ground. That ended the village wars because no warriors remained alive, and all elders had been slain in the general disorder. 

Afterward, Ugard and Wiglaff were told by a messenger what had happened. Wiglaff wept bitter tears and rent his clothes. He was sullen and listless. Though his father had neglected him as a child, Mordru was still the boy’s father. Wiglaff never thought his powerful father would ever be killed in battle. Now the boy would never have the chance to tell his father that he loved him in spite of all that had happened. The shaman tried to console his grieving pupil that the whole affair had been senseless. Indeed, war itself was senseless.

“I’m sorry for your loss, Wiglaff. I truly regret that I could do nothing about the village wars after they started, and I didn’t get word about the prospect of war until the fighting was underway. The efficacy of magic in war is debatable, but we two will study what might be done in the future. Meanwhile, you must descend from the mountain and see that your mother Onna and your siblings come back safely to what is left of the village. Others who fled are coming back, and you don’t want to be squabbling about who owns what. Another village war might occur if that happens.”

So Wiglaff journeyed north to find his family and bring them home. When he found them, he had the sad duty to tell them that Mordru had died in an honorable battle with Gilthu, the strongest and most capable opponent who had also died in that fight. Onna at first was in denial about her loss. Then as she realized her husband was truly gone, she began weeping. She was inconsolable. 

Winna said, “I wish I had been able to fight with the men.” Her voice had a steely hard edge, as though she was upset to have been born a woman.

Onna slapped her and told her, “Then you would have died with all the other fools.” 

Winna was sullen and shamed, but she did not apologize for what she had said. Wiglaff knew that his sister would fight in the next war, and neither he nor his mother would be able to restrain her.

When his family had returned to their village, they had to reconstruct the large hut that had been their home. The whole family worked together day and night until they had rebuilt the roof to withstand rain and the collapsed interior walls so that privacy could be regained. 

Wiglaff was now the leader of his family, but he wisely conferred with Onna and Winna in ways that his father had been too proud to do. He knew that his family had to become self-reliant. He was not a Mordru and never would be. Wiglaff knew the women must now play a different role than they had done before. He exercised a style of leadership that accommodated inputs by others, and he had a selfish motive for this. Though he had some regrets about leaving his family to their own resources, Wiglaff wanted to return to the mountain to continue his training as a shaman. He saw the importance of the shamanistic role for his village. He also knew his sister needed independence to grow as a warrior. Therefore, he cultivated Winna as the key supporter of his family in the home—a role she gladly assumed, and he went to the cavern on the mountainside for five days out of every seven. 

Ugard praised the way Wiglaff had handled his family’s transition home, and he helped his young protégé refocus his studies by three shaman exercises: collection, reflection and envisioning.

Collection was a daily habit for shamans. They learned about their environment in ways their fellow humans couldn’t understand because the shamans took time to observe and remember. Wiglaff was an adept student of nature, and he became skilled at identifying birds by their songs and feathers. Wiglaff collected examples of the four elements, earth, air, fire and water, for use in his exercises.

Reflection was also a daily habit for shamans. Wiglaff studied the ways to make his mind settle so that he could think for long periods without tiring and not interrupt himself for trivial matters. Wiglaff also pondered human motivation and patterns of interaction. He reflected on vulnerabilities and expectations. He remembered his childhood and thought deeply about how he discovered that he was a shaman. He could understand things the others could not countenance even after they had been given evidence. Wiglaff knew that solitude led to insight, where social interaction contributed nothing to understanding. He studied how to enter a mental state he loved, where vivid dreams and visions overtook the commonplace illusion of reality. When he reflected, he would go into a trance and his heartbeat would slow. During these trances he would breathe so softly that Ugard feared that his pupil would die of asphyxiation.

Envisioning allowed shamans to see things that weren’t visible. Wiglaff’s greatest struggle came with this task, yet Ugard thought Wiglaff’s abilities at envisioning were better than his own. He simply needed cultivation and alignment with his mode of meditation. It was true that without resorting to drugs of any kind Wiglaff unconsciously dreamed whether awake or asleep, but envisioning was different because it was consciously willed and managed by the shaman while it happened. Wiglaff at last grew to be adept at envisioning people and events accurately at great distances.

Wiglaff discovered in his studies of himself that he was a child of night. He did his best thinking and envisioning at night. The budding shaman got along better with the spirit world than with humans. He felt he belonged more so with the spirits than with other people, particularly with those called his peers. He felt comfortable only during the time around midnight when the human world slept and the spirit world came to life and presented itself to him. 

Wiglaff communed with the spirits and with the night itself. Wiglaff listened carefully to the howling of wolves and the caterwauling of felines. He learned to identify the meaning of scuffling in vegetation and the sounds of insects and frogs and night flying creatures. Wiglaff was fascinated by the creatures that emerged after nightfall and disappeared before dawn. He felt kindred to those creatures, and this differentiated him from his contemporaries who feared the dark and the creatures of the night.

Of the four elements, Wiglaff felt the greatest power lay in fire, and it was closest to the quintessence, the fifth element. Ugard was insistent that Wiglaff reflect on the meaning of the quintessence that was separate from the other four elements, yet inhered in all of them. 

So Wiglaff meditated on the flames of a fire, and in his mind he felt his spirit enter the flickering flame as part of the white, the blue and the orange and of the ghostly procession of flames across wood and cloth, fat and dry vegetation, minerals that he had collected that favored fire and were changed by the heat of it. With fire Wiglaff associated pain, and he used fire to sensitize himself, applying it to his arm or leg. This made him feel alive. Applying fire gave him a sense of his limits of tolerance. Warriors’ wounds were annealed with a white hot blade. Wiglaff reasoned that his mind could be annealed by raw flames. Ugard showed Wiglaff how to concoct powders that made flames turn color or intensify. He showed Wiglaff the effects of fire on metals and the effects of ashes of various substances that, once burned, contained power for many things.

Only when Wiglaff had mastered the basic knowledge of all things magical did Ugard began pressing him to learn the patterns of shamanic rituals proven to bring the rain to newly planted fields or to keep the clouds away during harvest season. Ugard believed that the most useful shamanic skills were those that helped villagers through their daily lives. 

He taught Wiglaff, “Because the village depends on its crops, the shaman has to be the guarantor of every stage of growth, harvest and storage of vegetables, fruits, grains and nuts. Contrariwise, the shaman has to be a master at identifying what would sicken and kill villagers, not only so that the villagers would avoid them, but also so that the poisons in them can be used as weapons against an enemy.”

Wiglaff practiced being sensitive to all things, using all his senses simultaneously. His olfactory senses were well developed before he entered his shamanistic training, but Ugard taught Wiglaff how to detect things about which he had been unaware, like the smells of various kinds of fire, the reasons for sounds that had no other sensory reference, the tricks that could be played on the eye or the sense of touch, and the tastes of deadly poisons. Ugard told Wiglaff about the hallucinatory drugs that some shamans used to heighten their senses, but he preached that such accentuation was ultimately a fraud. He taught, “The shaman can train himself to be attuned to natural things using only his native faculties, developed by practice and empowered by using the mind to catalog and differentiate.”

Wiglaff, naturally a loner, was gratified to be taught by someone who was a loner also and who understood his need for solitude. The two men would separately perform their studies in the cavern, and they learned to do so as if each was entirely alone. Still, whenever Wiglaff had questions, Ugard was eager to help him arrive at answers, but he never simply gave the answers. Instead, he encouraged Wiglaff to discover his answers for himself. This method of instruction at first frustrated the young pupil, but gradually he began to understand his mentor’s reasoning. Self sufficiency was the key to his maturation. Wiglaff understood this within himself. He had already applied the same strategy on his family. Why else had he insisted on retreating to the cavern in the mountain?

“I know no greater disservice to a student than having him learn by rote,” Ugard would say. 

So when Wiglaff asked, “Why?” Ugard answered, “Why do you think?” and he would then listen carefully while Wiglaff reasoned and reflected. 

If Wiglaff had trouble eliciting his own answer, Ugard would ask his pupil to take time to meditate and to dream. Wiglaff discovered that many answers to difficult questions were answered in his sleep. So he would carefully articulate a question before retiring, and often he’d awaken to find that the answer to his question had come to him in his dreams.

Especially helpful to Wiglaff was his master’s interest in numbers. By calculating in his mind, Wiglaff’s reasoning powers increased, so each day he would do numerical problems to enliven his mental powers. Strange to him, these exercises also helped his memory, both in storage and retrieval of information. 

Ugard told him, “The application of numbers to reality is a form of magic better than all the rest.”

But Wiglaff had trouble comprehending that concept. It was too abstract for him to grasp immediately. He became frustrated as he tried to force understanding.

Ugard advised his pupil, “Apprehend first, and then let the mind work on comprehending.” 

Wiglaff made this part of his daily routine. He used his memory as a gateway for information. His mind naturally digested what he learned. Instead of demanding his brain to perform, he learned to allow it time to form opinions. Comprehension came without his linking every phase of its mysterious evolution. He began to sense the numbers operating subtly behind the things he heard, touched, saw and smelled.

He once asked Ugard, “How many other shamans used numerical computation in their practice?’ 

Ugard smiled knowingly and said, “No others.” 

So repeatedly Wiglaff discovered that as a shaman, Ugard did things that were unique and wholly developed by him. He was impressed by his mentor’s independent thinking. Others might have been put off that his mentor was so different from other shamans. Wiglaff was like his master in many ways. He sought ways to train himself to be independent. That way, he developed patterns of thought that surpassed his teacher’s and made him feel spiritually strong. Still, he asked Ugard about his background and development to gauge whether he was doing everything he could to master his trade.

“Master,” Wiglaff asked, “is there any form of magic that you didn’t discover wholly on your own?”

Ugard frowned and spoke in a stern, warning expression. “Yes, Wiglaff, for I’ve studied both the natural magic that you’re now immersed in and the black magic that involves the dark spirits of the evil in the world. I don’t teach black magic because as much harm is done to the practitioner as he intends to inflict on others. The door of evil, once opened, allows evil to enter your soul, and it becomes trapped there and festers.”

“Yet you have no evil in you that I can detect.” Wiglaff was both intrigued and confused. He observed his mentor closely for any exterior sign of evil he had missed. Suddenly he felt as if he no longer knew his mentor. He felt uncomfortable being intentionally deprived of a whole dimension of his instruction. Ugard seemed to read his mind and smiled.

“When it’s time for you to learn how to detect evil, you’ll see for yourself that your view of me is skewed by your propensity towards white magic. You haven’t exhibited the malice that would normally provide a platform for evil to reside within you. That’s one reason I chose to be your teacher. The other reason is your mother Onna, but that is a story for another day. Have you completed your daily reflections?”

“Yes, I have. I’m exhausted.”

“Good. Now rest, for tomorrow we’ll begin to learn the forms of rituals for growing corn. These must be mastered in every detail and executed perfectly, because any imperfection in the ritual could cost you your life.”

So Ugard taught Wiglaff, and Wiglaff marveled at his master’s patience even when he thought he had performed poorly. Ugard never raised his voice and never punished his student, except by his silence or his look of disapproval. 

How unlike my natural father this mentor is, he thought. 

Wiglaff was conflicted by thoughts about his father, feeling both love and anger in equal measure. He did not look down on his father; rather, he respected him to the point of adulation. Yet he resented his father’s physical intimidation. He felt belittled by his father’s disdain. Mordru had been a violent person whose presence seemed a violation of every tenet of privacy in his surroundings. For Mordru, everyone had to know that he was the dominant person, whether in a room or in a forest clearing. He demanded obedience, and he was quick to resort to the most violent means, including shouting and striking, to make his points. 

Mordru had no gift for languages or listening. He was the quintessential warrior, and he died as he lived—in the struggle for his supremacy. Wiglaff reflected on the irony that his sister Winna was most like her father. On the other hand, Wiglaff was like his mother, but he was like Ugard also. He was intrigued that Ugard had numbered Onna as one of the reasons he agreed to take Wiglaff as his protégé and possible successor.

Wiglaff was surprised the next morning to discover that Winna had come to talk with him alone. He took her outside the cavern, and the two talked as they climbed the mountain to the very summit. 

There Winna told Wiglaff in a demanding and desperate tone he had not heard from her before, “I’m in danger. I haven’t told our mother about it because she could do nothing, and she would only worry. Will you help me? I’ve nowhere else to turn.” 

Showing unaccustomed concern to his sister, Wiglaff asked, “Winna, what’s wrong? Why are you afraid?” 

Winna told him, “A friend of mine overheard three of the new elders plotting to capture me and take me deep into the forest. They’re going to hold me down and dishonor me by force. They feel I should know that I’m like all the other women and shouldn’t put on airs as if I’m a warrior. They said that only men should be warriors, after all.” She felt ashamed and her eyes brimmed with tears, imploring his help.

Wiglaff felt incensed, but he calmly asked her, “Do you know the names of the elders who have plotted against you?” 

She gave him the three names of the men who everyone thought to be respectable villagers with wives and children. 

Wiglaff then asked, “Winna, do you trust that your friend has told you the truth about what these men are planning to do?” 

Winna burst into tears and told Wiglaff, “The three men intend to take me away this very evening. They asked Onna for permission to meet me after dinner to discuss security for the village. Onna saw this as an opportunity and agreed to let me go with them.”   Though she did not answer his question about trust explicitly, by her demeanor Wiglaff knew how she felt about the matter.

Wiglaff knew that this was a family matter and not Ugard’s business. He calmed his sister by telling her, “I’ll work things out to your advantage, and I won’t let the three elders violate you. I have an advantage in that the village elders underestimate me. No one would believe that I could or would do damage to others. So I’ll go armed with you and defend your honor. When you go with them, carry sheathed knives tipped with poison hidden in your clothing. Will you do that?”

“I’ll do exactly as you say.” She dried her eyes with the backs of her hands.

On the way back down the mountain, Wiglaff asked Ugard, “May I have your permission to be away for a while on family business?” 

The old shaman saw that Winna had been crying. He acquiesced and asked, “Can I help you in any way?” 

Wiglaff looked him in the eyes and said, “The matter has to be handled by family because of the implications for the village.”

Ugard nodded, pleased at his protégé’s resolve.

Wiglaff proceeded with Winna to Onna’s hut to prepare and then wait for the three elders to arrive. While they waited, Wiglaff told his mother, “I expect trouble at the meeting, so I intend to go with Winna to protect her.”

Onna, who raised an eyebrow to show her understanding of the real situation with the elders, replied, “You are the man in the family now. Do as you must. I’m glad you’re thinking of your sister. These are dark times.”

The elders arrived at sunset, and they went right into Onna’s hut as if they were entitled to do so. When they saw that Wiglaff was present, they could hardly contain their distaste for the shaman-in-training, and they laughed that he who was surely no warrior wanted to accompany them on this important meeting about village security. 

Wiglaff shrugged and said, “I’m coming along anyway to see whether I can learn something from you wise elders and my warrior sister.” 

Onna told the elders, “I think no harm will come from my son’s presence at the meeting. I beseech you to allow him to accompany his sister.”

So Wiglaff and Winna went with the three men deep into the forest. While they walked, the elders talked among themselves about matters of security, explicitly ignoring the brother and sister until they arrived at a meadow in a clearing. 

There they made a dreadful mistake by trying to assault Winna immediately without regard to Wiglaff, whom they did not deem a threat worth restraining. 

Wiglaff stabbed two of the men fatally in the kidneys, and he watched his sister remove one of her knives and stab the third man, who was then struggling to molest her while holding her by the waist. Because of the way he stabbed the men, they could not scream, run away or struggle further.

Wiglaff and Winna, breathing heavily, sat on the ground for a minute looking at each other. They were both exhausted and sickened by what had happened, but also deeply satisfied. How could things have ended happily with the assailants left alive? When Wiglaff saw that his sister had regained her mental balance, he urged her to stand up to finish their job. They wiped their knives clean of blood. They calmly walked back to Onna’s hut and hid their weapons. 

Winna told Onna, “The three elders had no interest in my advice on security, so we left them in a meadow in a forest clearing. It’s a pity, since clearly this is a dangerous time. 

Onna suspected what had happened by her daughter’s tone. She nodded and turned to her son.

Wiglaff warned his mother, “No mention should be made about my having accompanied the three men and Winna this night. If anyone asks, he should be told that Winna went with the men and returned when she learned they didn’t really need her advice. You must both stick to this story no matter what happens. All our lives depend on this.”

Onna now knew something was dreadfully wrong. In Wiglaff’s voice were echoes she had heard her husband use after a particularly vexing battle. She saw her son’s resolve. She made her choice to do exactly as he prescribed. She and Winna agreed that they would stick to the story Wiglaff advised them to tell.

The next day the village was in an uproar because the three elders had gone missing. No one knew why the men had failed to return to their huts the previous evening or where they might be now. Their wives and children were afraid something grievous had happened to them. Evidently the elders had not told their wives or anyone else what they intended to do the night before. 

The village sent out searchers, who dutifully spent the rest of the day looking through the village for the elders and asking questions about the men’s last appearances, but the questions were directed at the male villagers, not the females, so no one asked Onna or Winna about the elders at all. 

The day afterward, the search for the elders expanded to the regions outside the village right to the boundaries of the next villages on each side. Two searchers found the lifeless bodies of the three elders, where they had fallen slain. From their evaluation of the evidence, two men had been stabbed in the kidney from behind and the third had been stabbed in the abdomen from the front. Since nothing had been taken from any of the bodies, robbery seemed an unlikely motive for the killings. 

Because the three men had been killed by three knife strokes, everyone assumed that three assailants, each male and each with a knife, had killed them. This line of reasoning eliminated any woman and any single man from consideration, so Wiglaff and Winna felt reasonably safe. Onna and Winna kept silent because no one had asked them about the matter. Onna had suspicions of her own, but she kept them to herself. 

The remaining village elders had a meeting to discuss the security problems that the killings represented. No one wanted another village war, but they felt something had to be done to prevent another such incident. 

No one considered asking Winna to join the group that was appointed to design the security structure for the village, because women weren’t supposed to be warriors. No one consulted either the shaman or his pupil. What would’ve been the point of asking magicians about important matters like security? 

So the mystery of the murders went unsolved, and the group that had been formed to do something concrete about the security problem met a few times and then disbanded without any constructive measures being instituted. All these things Winna reported to Wiglaff on her next visit to the mountain cavern. Again the brother and sister walked together to the summit to review what they had done.

“Winna, this time we were lucky. We took care of our problem of the lecherous elders without making an issue of their intentions or ours. Justice was done, and the mystery of their deaths will go unsolved. Only one person knew that the three elders intended to lure you into the forest to violate you. What does she think of all that has happened? Does she suspect that you or I was involved?” Asking these questions, Wiglaff was carefully weighing what to do about his sister’s friend. He was worried enough to consider killing the woman, but he tried to remain calm as he talked the matter through with his sister.

“My friend never asked me what happened that night. She thought the three men must have been assaulted before they came to fetch me. I agreed with her that I was lucky they met their fates before they could do any harm to me. She didn’t know about your being present. I had no reason to tell her that you came to accompany me into the forest, and she wouldn’t have believed that you or I could have killed all three elders without significant help from others.”

Wiglaff nodded and said, “Still, the village has a genuine security problem, but it has no way to address it. The current elders haven’t got a clue how to proceed. No one’s thinking about the lessons of the village wars. And what if a real threat came to destroy the village and kill or enslave the villagers?” He paused and looked into his sister’s eyes for an answer.

Winna’s brow furrowed when she said, “I’ve given the question a lot of thought. Our father was the last person who knew enough about fighting and who had the trust of the village in matters of war. Even he failed to anticipate the village wars, and then he died at the end of them. So it’s likely that we’ll have to face new threats as we are and do our best to combat our enemy.” She looked grimly resolved.

Wiglaff told her, “Being a shaman and being a warrior have some things in common. They’re both necessary for the welfare of our village. They both require commitment and practice. They must be entrusted to people who stand outside the normal village community. Don’t you remember the low opinion our father had for the elders? He would fume and rage and curse about them all the time. What did he do? He found ways to identify and train warriors in spite of the blindness and corruption of the council of elders. I’m afraid we’ll have to think how we might do the same thing, quietly.”

“The secret of our success against the three elders may provide a key. What if we identify our warriors from among the least likely villagers to perform the security role? Imagine what shamans and women warriors might do!” Her pacing back and forth as if deep in thought indicated she was excited about the prospect.
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