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CHAPTER ONE

The thirteen treasures

(1)

Upon a winter solstice, upon
Cornwall’s raging, windswept shores, as a world of ice, snow and
sleet, slush around the pilgrim’s feet, a window between worlds
opens up the once hidden doors. Celtic Bards and Druids all, this
is the myth of a myth recall, learning the power of ancient and
sacred lore’s.

Upon a winter solstice, so
strikes the midnight hour, as a world of rain, darkness and shadows
in the mist, taunt an innocent fool that to live is not simply to
exist. So a window between worlds opens up to devour. Celtic
Harpers and warriors all, heed the power of nature’s call, learning
the legend and how in legend the truth will flower.

Then by dawn was a creature
born? Having the gift of second sight, a Merlin there arose to know
the world beyond compare, knowing the spirit of the night. Here is
a trickster, a magician, and a knower of truths arcane. A Merlin
was born to break the hold of the temporal chain, to then reveal
the truth of being in one to then ordain.

Then by day break the sound of
a child fit to wake, born with hair and cowl, how a Merlin sought
through the dream that was taught, communicating with both animal
and fowl. Here is a fool, a joker, and a persona absurd, here is a
Merlin born to know the power of the word, and there in truth to
know the dreaming that has occurred.

Through a primitive and
ingenious address, when thoroughly elucidated and talked about,
which came first, is it darkness, is it light? Or the first human
when he/she/it existed, on what day was he/she/it created? What is
the foundation, of the earth, of the soul, and of the flower, but
know that there is one, namely I who is as they say simply is,
there is no instruction, other than to simply be. The sin is in the
eye of the beholder, the sin is the mind of the ignorant fool, as
sin cannot exist in the power and light of the human heart. In many
things, in many ways, the dark dressed ones will steal the night
and become but naked savages with no taste for the real. In the
morning no one comes if they sing of three spheres, I see the sons
and daughters of the Angles, fighting with the sons and daughters
of the Celtoi. How comes the day and the night, how comes the eagle
soaring gracefully through the twilight skies, how come the verdant
pasture is alive with life, there are three sacred fountains in the
mountain of the crystal roses, the first fountain is the female
energy encased in an eternal cauldron, the second fountain is the
male energy, pulsing with life through the sacred wand, the third
is neutral, neither male nor female but both, this is the stirring
energy from within.

It was so deep within the
mountain of roses, there is a Caer of defense and then under the
ocean’s wave, there is a Caer of wisdom, full of nothing but the
vacant stare of the disembodied fool. I wondered as I pondered on
what is the name of the fool and of course why, who and what are
they confessing, how thick/thin is the veil as it hangs between
worlds. I saw/see the mouth of the eternity opened wide; I see/saw
the size of the menhir on the open plain, I touch the tops of the
sacred trees, I saw/see them swaying gently once but now swaying
fit to break. I see/saw the haze of the once sky scouring cloud,
who had descended and was vainly trying to wrap the exposed roots
and trunks in its silver light, I saw/see the ancient ones perform
their acts of magic, I see/saw a billion books some open, some
closed and yet others are ripped and torn as the flood of emotional
tangibility scrabbled and scribbled its way into the crucible of
the sacred forest that I knew was buried within me. From whence
comes the night, the pristine hoarder of the sacred realms, and
from whence does the flood swamp and overwhelm us all.

In the blinking of an eye A
dream descending It told of glories and power never ending Merlin
saw A plain of death and war As it happened once so it happened all
once more Merlin was like a boat tossed towards a desolate shore To
see things that would come from the future to restore In the dream
was the following concealed The power to his eyes was slowly all
revealed.

Nine hundred warriors will
journey to and fro Three hundred swords brandished as they go Nine
hundred warriors will journey out and in Three hundred shields
shielding the sacred within Nine hundred warriors will journey far
and wide Three hundred spears to pierce humanities side.

Thirteen treasures have been
created the power of them all is here to be fated Known and unknown
by culture generated Thirteen treasures have been concealed the
power of them all is here revealed they are empowered to break the
sanity congealed.

Nine hundred warriors will
guard them Placing them in sacred sites Three hundred swords of the
sacred Empowered eternal knights Nine hundred warriors will
disperse them Keeping them under lock and key Three hundred shields
to protect them From impurities we cannot see Nine hundred warriors
will tend them Keeping the eternal vigil in their knowing Three
hundred spears to guard the truth The treasures have been
sowing.

Thirteen treasures have been
designed To exercise the body and the mind Known to be a truth that
is in you assigned Thirteen treasures in ways and means have been
buried deep To know the question of questions will awaken from the
sleep The truth in the truth we can keep.

I saw a bird, a black bird
sitting on a menhir, and carolling to the enraptured universe. I
saw a flower twisting its way around the same menhir, I saw its
blossoms now budding, now flowering, and I was then caressed by the
flowers sweet perfume. I looked into the earth and divined the
secrets there, I saw it in the runes I had in my hands and then
scattered on the ground. I saw the auguries of a thousand
eternities, and each one was far better than the one before, and
yet all paled in comparison with the dawn and its first rays of
light as it touched the moors, and showed the light and the grace
as it poured out upon the followers of the light and the soul.

I heard the sound of a raging
storm, the thunder cracked over the land, the Lightning streaking
and creating a pool of intense energy, as I listened to and enjoyed
the rain as it fell on the ground, and on my small roof, I could
discern another sound, that of footfalls, the sound of someone
running, almost slipping, sliding in the rain while every now and
again cowering in natural fear over the boom of a thunder clap and
the crack of a lightning bolt. I went to the door of my humble
little cabin and called out to him.

“Where are you
coming from and where are you bound on this rain sodden day, how
far have you travelled, with the wild nature around us on
display.”

As he got closer I could see a
broad muscular body hiding in a large cape and not a small amount
of armour. As he entered my home, he removed the cape and loudly
exclaimed.

“I am just now
come from a battle, and needed a place to retreat, I saw your cabin
from afar, and the lights glow in the window is a welcome
treat.”

I motioned him to get closer to
the little fire, as I bid him remove his water soaked armour until
he was quite naked and in the rawness of his youth and being I saw
pock marks of scars all over his body. We ate in silence and so ad
his clothes and armour had the chance to dry on a small pallet
alongside he soon fell asleep. All I could was admire the body, the
way it moved, the suppleness, the lithe way he tossed and turned.
So it was on the morning as the lark sang on the morning tide, the
storm had long since stopped but debris was all around, I prepared
a small breakfast and as we ate and drank in the silence he asked
to be excused, and although still naked he went outside with his
sword and I saw him practice and maybe even perfect his
training.

I saw the fool, moving with a
grace and a certainty, each one flowing into the next. I heard the
sound of a child, its crying and its mewling, seemed to be the
signal for the whole universe to wake. Upon returning indoors, a
quick breakfast was had by both of us and so for a while we sat in
an awkward silence. I went to his clothes, by now all dry, and
fresh. As he dressed, he said to me.

“Who are
you?”

“I am a
master/mistress of the eternities, I am a humble servant to the old
ways, long lost and long forgotten by the brainless fools who now
wander the verdant lands of this my ancient home.”

“Do you have a
name?”

“I am
Taliesin, I am Merlin, I am Vivian, I am the Morgana, I am all the
old ones who have ever lived and died in the beauty that is the
sacred garden. I am male and female though neither, I am the
colours of the universe on display for all the world of fools to
see.”

In my mind’s eye I saw the
warriors, with their swords and spears, with their shields and
their armour. I could feel the sting of the sword as it cuts
through the flesh, I could also feel the bitterness of the spear as
it pierced a thousand dreams impaling them on the waves of
eternity.

The fool was looking at me and
then after some silent observation he spoke.

“Where did you
just go?”

“I went into
the Awen, into the world of the sacred eternity.”

“Can you show
me?”

“How much time
and space do you have?”

I looked at him a little
closer, I searched his heart and soul, and I crept into his
consciousness and breathed a gentle sigh.







(2)

I wandered around the peaks and
valleys of the sacred eternity; I saw/see the old ones making
enquiries into the temptations of that same long pure eternity. I
see/saw the great draught horses of the honourable and most
gracious protector of the sacred land, they seem to enjoy being
what they are, their big and lumbering bodies used to the toil, and
the burdens they carry, yet in spite of or even because they are as
they are, there is certain lightness about them. I dance with the
Cymry, and their lamenting and wailing will sweep into the oceans
of the Eternia bathing all before it in a never-ending flow. Fools
will lose the sacred way; they will get distracted by the egos and
the ideals of yet another fool, I looked at the fool, and saw an
eternity hiding there, I looked again and I saw the resolve, the
courage to go and achieve what is out there to achieve.

“Come back to
me with the results of the quest I am about to give you? First of
all, find me a sword, not made by man or beast, but forged in the
fires of the sacred garden, return you with this most precious gift
and you shall be amply rewarded. This treasure was by the old ones
created, the treasures you seek are an exercise for the body and
the mind, follow you the path that you yourself have designed, for
what makes one fool see will turn another blind.”

“Then each in
turn you will find”

“I have a
thousand eyes and ears, to see and hear what transpires”

“As you travel
you will grow”

“In ways of
ways you cannot know”.

As I looked into the cauldron
deep; I knew that visions therein do stir as dreams awaken, and
strange fantasies occur. Know that once upon a magical night, when
the veil it is thin to hear the sacred calls of the Faery, as they
draw the unwary in. On this enchanted night, does our story now
begin? How much time do you have my child? How long dare you spend?
While living in the Caer of the Faery, and while therein to have
your senses merge. Dare you wield the double blade? To balance the
sacred night and the daylight shade to then prove to other fools
you are as wise a fool as fools are all created. Look for omens,
look for signs all around for wisdom grants, that wisdom can be
located in the deepening air, the energy imprinted on the great
green and verdant earth. Look into your dreams, divine the answers
at your core impart your dreams, and their sacred realms explore
and experience, till all our dreams are made real? And the imagery
is needed no more.

I saw the fool wandering the
leys of Logres, and I saw him often tossing and turning over many a
night, I heard murmurs coming from him, speaking, I heard him
yelling, screaming out to any and all who would listen. And I saw
this as a chance to experiment so I went into his mind while he was
dreaming and followed the course of his dreams.

Once again I slipped into the
Awen and I pondered on the mysteries of all creation, I ate of the
humble feast prepared by the guides of the thousand muses. I turned
my eyes and ears to the storm outside gathering its momentum and I
felt the wind, the rain, the slush, and the blinding snow almost
rip and tear the fabric of my little abode to its foundations. But
I took courage in the beneficence of the Goddess and so persisted
with my journey into the land of the Awen. I was deep in its sweet
enveloping embrace when I felt a touch upon my shoulder; I gave a
quiet shudder, and was amazed to find standing behind me was the
manifestation of the Goddess herself. I lay myself before her and
was both calm and excited to witness her in my presence. Her robe
was as clear as the sky at noon, sharp dazzling hues of white
tinged with blue. It could be discerned that through the blueness
myriad stars twinkled in the twirling fabric, each one with a life
of its own.

In one hand she held a golden
harp of such delicate and superb tracery it seemed to be made of
the finest crystal lace. In the other was a sheaf of parchments
scrolled she placed the harp on the bench before her, and proceeded
to remove one of the parchments, which she then handed to me,
without uttering a word or doing anything at all. I watched her
through the eyes of a dumbstruck lovesick Romeo, she picked up the
harp and with a short sharp blast on its strings she disappeared
and faded out into the calming storm. The tang of freshness was
delighting the skins and hearts of all. As the notes rang and rang
through the eternity I reached for the parchment and slowly and
with some nervousness, opened it up and was amazed to find an
invitation to a wedding.

So it was that before a horde
of savage ravagers, truth was lost, truth was discarded, as the
blood, the shit, the piss and the mud all mixed together in an
inglorious testament to the brazen arrogance of the soul of the
human being. Feuds and battles reign because of stupidity, because
again of the arrogance. That there came by sea the wood-steeds of
the strand, the trees, those superb and noble giants of the sacred
within with the Angles I am in council and I shall see signs of
exultation over Saxons.

I will sing the praises of the
rulers and by their nature everything will be celebrating and we
will be celebrated, in the halls of the Sidhe, I touch the green
forest, I feel the movement of the crystal sea, I know three
fountains that reside at the edge of eternity, I become/became the
hall in the mountain of roses and the sacred scent filled my aching
nostrils. I will measure the veil of truth, and traverse its open
maw, I will dance on and with the sacred fields with the stones, I
will call and deliver the truth at the very top of the sacred
trees, in the sacred forest.

Is it lleu of the silver hand,
and Gwydion of the sacred magic’s and the majestic poet of the soul
and the musician of the immortal heart? With silence, with gracious
wit and succulent wisdom they perform their arts, they know and
create the books, and then that when they read and are read that
these books become the darkest night and the eternal flood. When
the night disappears, and the flood recedes into the recesses of
the crocked millennium, it knows that deep down it cannot be known
nor can it be seen. I see my father, the sacred night of the
eternal soul and my mother, the sacred day of the world surpassing
beauty and so it is with gentleness and genuine feeling and being I
ask that we go thundering into the heart of the nation, and how in
and through that nation we can ask for the assistance of the
possible impossible all in/on the basis of the reality of
fortune.

These things I Merlin saw and
felt and knew, on the night that I was born. These things I Merlin
sought, and encouraged and ignored, on the night that I was born. I
knew in time Logres would flower and the Giants rest quietly in
their graves, and the Dragons would dance no longer in the eyes of
a fool. I knew the passing of time and in that time saw the passage
of all through the vale of mortality that in every stage, and in
every age would bend. I heard the sound of laughter coming from a
great hall, I heard the sound of celebration coming from a great
gathering and the clamouring of a thousand shields, I heard the
rattling of a thousand swords, I heard and saw the flesh of
innocents cut, ripped, torn and left to rot in the great green
fields, I saw a thousand warriors dying through someone else’s
pain, I heard and saw the death rattle in the throat of bygone
ages, yea, I Merlin saw all these things and I heard all these
things, in but the blinking of an eye, again yea, I knew these
things, with all my heart and soul and lo, it scared me beyond
belief. And you find me dear mortal enclosed in an ageing and
gnarled oak, imprisoned by the Morgana, she of the shifting eye and
the quick wit. Ah, may haps I should have known, and in a way I
guess I did, but I was swayed by the thrill of teaching, and such a
willing student no teacher had. I recall, I recount. I will attempt
the story of my life and the being in the spirit I became and how I
was influenced by the call of the old ones.


(3)

On that dreaded winters night
when I was pushed from my mother’s womb, I saw the world and knew
my place in it, I touched the centre of my being, in so doing
released a power that had not its equal in the whole world.

On that dreaded winters night I
stood as an adult in a baby’s eyes, I saw the truth of being in
another gaze, I was ready for the power of my soul, and in its
flowering I stood on the edge of the abyss of the eternity.

On that dreaded winters night I
stood upon a crystal dragon, and released the power inside of my
heart, on that oh so quite night I rested in the knowing of my age,
and in my wisdom communicated with the universe and the stars.

I woke in my mother’s lap and
asked for the secrets, I asked for the key of being, I spoke of
mysteries unbound, and I spoke of joys profound, I told of a
journey long and strange and then how the gifts of a fool will be
found.

I turned my eyes into the back
of my head as the Awen was upon me, and so I prophesied about the
fools, and the way the fools will behave. I touched the power at
the centre of the midnight land and called on it to raise the level
of the truth.

I yet will dance with the Faery
in all their hidden sacred groves, I yet will touch the hand of the
sweetest Vivian, I yet will dance with the sweetest Vivian, oh,
sweet Lady of the Lake, I will know the truth of the Morgan le Fay,
she will destroy me in her quest for power but such is the lot of
my life.

I can see all the future unfold
as in a dream, and I yet will see dreams of dreams arise in the
heart of a fool, and how the touch of reality will leave its mark,
I yet will see the fools clawing and mewling in the sacred dark, I
yet will relieve them and the contents of the spark.

So it is and was that around
the sacred glen, the skilful ones made their way, and asked and
knew their enquiries into the meaning and origin of the Caer of the
ancient ones as the draught-horses of the war weary ruler have
their time and the placement of the enjoyment of the music of the
heart and the soul.

They will find me expanding,
and all the Cymry will lament as their souls tire before a horde of
ravenous ravagers. And then the Cymry, or rather those wicked ones
lost and losing because of the loss of the wafers of the Christian
darkness, the Christian and religious disease riddled heart and
soul, they will long cry, they will long wail, and the gore of the
corpus will be conspicuous as it emerges from the ancient and
primordial sea.

Why so much confusion do I
suffer a mass delusion? Or is the reality not as it should be, yet
I am so aware of the strangeness there. Lo it taunts the reality I
think I see. In my journeys I will go beyond the soul of souls and
they will respond. As the gifts of eternity granted me by all the
flowers of Logres, and I grand enchanted be. That there in my heart
lies the creature that stirs, it is the power of being in the power
as it occurs.

I see the wooden horses of the
stand and the Strand, delighting in achievements with all the
Angles in council, where with each baited breath we shall touch and
see the signs of eternal raising over the Saxons. I sing the
various praises and praising of the rulers, their rites and rituals
of mediocrity and then how each of them will in the fullness of
time be celebrated and that the chief builders of the fortress of
inner sacredness both guards and protects us against the fierce
Picts, and even the Morini Brython or the children of the sacred
sea.

The fate of all these brazen
fools has been predicted, as has the reaping of the sown crops of
sadness and misery on the east side of the river Severn, and on the
west side the crops of hope and desire have fallen into barren
waste, it is all about truth stolen and then disguised, as wisdom
in sense and key of nonsense. I see the truth, I discern the
trinity of the eternity and I bless them all beyond realm and reach
of age or youth and how from this hallowed sacred juncture I
implore the creator to create, that the Christian moron, the dancer
with the soul and heart of darkness may vanish from the truth and
forever be obliterated from the confines and dictates of
history.

I claimed the Sword of The
Lake; this was the Sword of Nuada. I claimed the Lia Fialle, the
stone of destiny. I claimed the Spear of Lugh, the Spear of
destiny. I claimed the Cauldron of the Dagda, The Cauldron of
Plenty, and The Horn of Cornucopia. I claimed the Horn of Bran,
which provided healing for any affliction. I claimed the Ring of
Gortigern, which endowed its wearer with the gift of tongues. I
claimed the Wand of Math that kept the one true reality alive by
forming a maiden from the powers of three. I claimed the Harp of
Ceraunnos, and so I danced with the poets in the halls of Logres. I
claimed the Gwyddbwll board of Gwenddolau, knowing all the battles
counted over millennia and that as I play I so do join the
immortals. I claimed the Sacred Bowl of Gwyddno, which always
forever and ever never failed to feed an army. I claimed the Staff
of all Seasons, and how this has turned the seasons in the halls of
the Old Ones and they will listen to our cries. I claimed the
Mirror of Atmu, showing that that which is the hidden; it is the
one laying bare the skeleton of reality. Then I claimed the Cloak
of Padaen, which made one invisible so that any being could travel
there, and know the beauty there in any place or time or being. But
here I am getting ahead of myself a little many events happened
before these and these will now be recounted.

I have worked, supped and dined
with many a talented and skilful human being, of all genders
equally, in the ten thousand Caers of the land of Logres have I
done these things. I am old, I am young, I am the Taliesin, I am
the Myrrdin Emrys, and I am Gwion of the sacred land.

I am universal, I am the pan
dimensional bard, I am possessed of the penetrating and
scintillating wit, I created and distilled the universal mead, the
wine of the nectar of the universe, the juice of the succulent
berry of truth, and how it lead to the intoxication of the
drunkards, and it stole their hearts and minds. I am the bard and I
shall never share my secret with the brazen arrogant, or the
stupidly unaware. I am the guide, I surpass all in the contest of
life and love, if I plough the furrowed field, then I plant the
sacred seed, and so at the due appointed hour in silence I will
reap. I see a brother among brothers, and a thousand hungry bards
each one with a swelling breast of both pride and arrogance, we
will once more meet around the mead-vessel and sing the poetry of
the eternal sacred within. I will then seek the reward that is not,
but that freedom, the truth, and that the sacred gifts of the night
will come with me.

I called on eternity to witness
the power of my being, then I called on the Awen and I was eternal
in the now, I was the purity of consciousness, and it called on me
to make use of my magic’s. To tell the waking universe I was ready
to take my place. I danced in the being of the eternal dance, I,
Merlin was to dance in all the Caers of the Sidhe, so that the land
and all the flowers of Logres could be allowed to blossom In the
eternity that is not only the right but the truth as well. As I
looked into the future I looked into the past, and so I told
them.

Two dragons there are buried
here one red one white they battle for possession of Logres and
Logres will blossom in the flower of eternity.

One day I was wakened up by the
sound of knocking on the door to my soul, it was another image of
eternity creeping in and leaving its deposit in the mist that was
clinging to my being. There had to be something more that I was
able to do? Surely I was entitled to be the key of dream. But I
digress, the story cannot wait.

I Merlin felt something stir in
the air, and it played just outside my consciousness. It danced
tantalizingly in the warm breeze of my being I felt awash and
ablaze in its glory. It was the sound of laughter, and it was the
dance of the eternal flowers. It was the gift of a thousand gods; I
was and will be transported on the wings of the song. And it will
be delivered unto all and one will be handed to the soul awaiting
inspiration and it will only blossom in a heart full of love and
light.

So it is that after the truth
has fallen on the deaf and the blind, I will become angry over
their idiocy, and see that there will be commotions and many
turbulent times, peace will not come until the heart and soul are
at rest. The sacred goddess knows and heeds the pleas of the fallen
and desperate humanity; the goddess gives me wisdom and delights in
the expression of what is within. I have seen the Caer of courage,
I have tasted and supped in the halls of the Caer of the perfected,
and nobody sows progeny like the soul/heart of a bleeding fool who
has liberated the screaming and tumultuous multitude from the
self-imposed and sacred bondage, and then given them all the
passage to the Caer of the virtuous. I gathered all those together,
especially those in the throes of slavery, and how I knew that
before I existed the universe perceived me and knew me.

I am ardently and fervently
devoted to the power of the goddess, her beauty, her bounty, and
her supreme sacredness, and so it is that before I see the end of
all existence and before the broken foam of the Awen falls and
comes upon my lips, and even before I make contact with the wooden
boards I will rejoice in the sacred gaze, I will dance with the
celebrators of the festivals of my soul. A thousand books I will
read, have read, and are yet to read, but that I will be touched by
such severe afflictions of the heart/soul that the death bed will
be the eternal welcome release it is and always was meant to be. I
know that it is through this books of Bardic lore that the fools,
the low and the high, will achieve and obtain the key to the doors
of heaven, the palace of the eternal truth, and the best of all
abodes, the sacred heart/soul of the personal truth.


(4)

I was driven to the point of
madness, and intoxicated by the call of the wild ones. Oh yes my
friend I was touched by the old ones and the old ones danced around
and laughed at me for my brazen stupidity. But if truth be told how
I could know it all came from the one source and to discover this
piece of information I was astounded. I lived in the forests of
Logres and wandered in and through them communicating with all the
animals and the birds and the fishes and the trees, Ah the trees,
such divine gifts where rendered for me to know and share. All the
birds of the world gave me a feather, which I wove into a cape and
it became the symbol of my connection to the spirit. I was given
food and shelter by the animals and the trees, the fruits of the
forest nourished me and the forest was my home. So I lived and
roamed attempting to drown out the calling old ones, but as you
know dear reader, old ones cannot be ignored and in the end I could
ignore the call no longer. The thirteen treasures awaited my
arrival and would sing when only in the lap and palm of the Merlin
in the throes of Awen. Look now I am foaming at the mouth, the
inspiration drips like wine and the honey of the words pours forth
like a river over pebbles tearing them apart and rendering them
unknowable.

As Vivian called out to me, I
felt the sword of the lake sang its tune, I could feel it pulling
me, I could feel it lifting me, I drifted along its fine filaments
and it was woven into the tapestry of my being. As I stood at the
edge of the lake of Avalon, I called to Vivian, and although still
a child as was she, we met as if we knew each other from the
beginning of eternity, knowing that we would share each other till
the end of eternity. It was age and youth, mingling in the essence
of eternity, I felt to be both age and youth, and it was past and
future, mingling in an eternity of joy.

In my quiet contemplations I
offer a silent confession to the three swords, as they guard the
sacred way, it is of course not the three that I require but the
forth, I know, I feel, it is both dangerous and exciting at the
same time. So it is that my work, my duty, and my purpose is and
can be destroyed at the single impulse, the single stoke of madness
or touch of mania, but I will awaken the tribe, I will burn the
shackles of the befuddled saints and at the door of the heart/soul
of heaven I will be ever eloquent, ever flowing with the milk of
the Awen and the entire universes will never be the same. So it is
and was that with the sword I will and can separate my body from my
soul, and trust that it is only the goddess in all her varied and
eternal roles that knows the secret sin locked and perpetuated in
the heart/soul. Then with the sword in hand I plea, I entreat, the
paternal, the father of the heart/soul, that with the guidance of
the sacred trinity of the virgin, the mother, and the crone, I
dance with them, I adore each one, I respect each one, the ripened
juices of the sacred eternal, the parent of the sacred child, and
the eternal grandmother of the wizened pudenda, the dried up womb,
the pendulous breasts swinging and hanging to the sides with
gravity defying regularity. Then also with the sword I swear, I
long for the sweet/sour tang of the sacred blood as it flows into
the perpetual river, I call nine times on the mystical troops of
the sacred realms, and then with the tenth I declare the
preparation of the eternal codes. I stand with the number, I stand
with the languages, and I stand upon the shore and receive the
goodly increase from the eternally abundant sea. I stand in heaven,
I stand on the earth, and I stand at the end, I dance between the
straits, I am the wide expanse, I am the bard of the eternal form,
I am the sacred body, I am the sacred soul, and I am the tool of
the habits of the sacred core. Cautious wisdom is often forgotten
in the presence of the kingly fools, but for me it is the being of
the beating heartbeat and breathing soul of the ruler of the land
of peace. I let and allow my soul to bask in the sacred and eternal
condition of life, as I stand forever in the court of the majestic
heart/soul, knowing that I am a servant to the heavens and that in
the quest for truth I will not nor ever be refused.

As I danced with the soul of
love, I was torn by the perception of my being. I was led to the
lake and stood there watching the water and played with the pebbles
and the sand. I drew big hearts in the sand. I love Vivian and
Vivian loves me. I drew our names in the sand and then the tide
came and took it all away but it was locked in the corners of my
soul and etched in the parameters of my heart.

Reality called me back, and so
I returned to the place of the quietude. The sword of the lake was
resting in my hands, and as I held it I felt such a surge of power,
as I had never known up to then. It burnt my hands, and left them
with the scars of the hilt, the diamonds and rubies and the
markings on the blade etched into the very being of my soul. I held
aloft the sword of Nuada and I felt the power of the Tuatha De
Danann breathe into my heart and fill me with their longing and
desire. I drove it hard into a rock, and loudly proclaimed;
whosoever removes this sword from this stone is likewise king of
the land of Logres and has power of the Faery.

Then while I Merlin was in the
land of little death and the songs of the Faery were dancing in my
head. I heard the stone of the Lia Fail, the Stone of Destiny. Then
the stones of Logres called out in a sympathetic air, and the whole
ether was full of tears and the touch of fools was waiting to fly
into the heart of a denied thought.

I call on the stone martyrs of
the sacred stage, I call on the youth as the supplicant to glory,
and how like with the wisdom of Solomon I too serve the sacred
goddesses of the pure speech of the heart, and the pure walk of the
soul, balanced with the quality of being, knowing that the verdant
gift of the universe is unfolding within me. All this unfolding as
long as I can keep my faculties, but then all the numbers of the
universes are clean and holy, I approach the altar and carefully
ascend the sacred steps, I step into and beyond the golden pillars
of the forested church, and then as many writers have so declared,
that the soul and the heart are one, and that the maudlin multitude
may forever be both protected and defended by it.

I felt the stones and the
stones felt me, I set myself in myself, to turn myself free. As I
touched the stones all the stones they cried, I set my heart and
the heart of stones replied. I knew the Lia Fail, I knew it in my
heart and soul, I knew its history, as much as I knew its power and
its control, over little mortals who cannot share the sacred bowl?
I sang the stones and the stones sang with me, such glorious tones
that rang over Logres like a symphony. I caressed the stones and
the being on which they lie, as stone of stones in truth and on
wings of eternity they fly. I know the Lia Fail, I know the truth
that in it does reside, and I know its power, the truth that will
always guide over little mortals who must reveal their power hiding
inside?

I set the number of stones, one
for each of the flowers of Logres, and that each stone has its echo
and counterpart in the heaven of the soul and the heaven of the
heart, and as many have been touched, so the revelation flows for
eternity through me. It is believed that through the will of the
goddess that the circle of the creativity becomes whole, and the
fool will be given no mercy, as will all the kith and kin, it is
meekly that I ask of you how can we usurp the turbulent ruler, the
despotic tyrant and the mindless psychotic moron who have placed
themselves in positions of power because no decent or reliable
human being would even consider the ignobility of it all. May I
then not endure before I am without motion, and grievously complain
over the idiots and the brazen morons denouncing every last one
until there is no needy one, and all are accorded the respect that
they deserve.

Then it is that when I am
angry, although few and far between, the displeased mind will not
run astray from its appointed course, but keep to the narrow mews
of its conscious connections, and ever flow with them. I am the
pathway, the golden mean, the gravel under foot, and it is through
the eternity of the maintenance of the sacred gift. I am not the
martyr, nor am I the teacher but that the reckoning of the sacred
being calls and delivers the sacred word, and so it is in that
silence I release and let go of the most profoundest sigh.
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I Merlin Emrys, being but a
simple man and boy, of an intemperate will. I have danced a
thousand lifetimes in the flowering of truth. And as a child of
mortality I am held by immortality over the abyss of nothing and I
heard the sound of wailing coming from the well of souls and I knew
the Washerwoman at the ford. There has to be something deeper. I
called on each of the thousand Caers in all of Logres, I stood
alone in the hundred woods of Logres and I asked for the
whereabouts of the Spear of Lugh, the Spear of Longinus, and the
Spear that pierced the thigh of the fisher king. I called out to
people, where lies this ever sacred object because I Merlin claim
it in the name of Logres, for the people of Logres, to be honoured
by the people of Logres, to be known by the people of Logres. This
Spear which was alive and needed no man to hold it and how it would
thirst for blood, and so it sleeps in the sleeping draft of pounded
poppy leaves, waiting for the rightful one to claim it, and mortal
that claimant is me Merlin Emrys. For the power within it must be
transformed and the fire that guides through the ranks of the enemy
is turned inside out and outside in utilised to be the power it was
always meant to be. It both harms and cures. I heard it call a
thousand times, I saw glimpses of it every waking dream, then it
came in a flash, there it resides in the halls of Caer Arianrhod,
in the forest of eternal mists. I broke into the halls, and through
the mist of time and space I grabbed the Spear, I held the Spear, I
challenged the Spear to Spear every part of me, and that it did. It
tore through me, like a thousand fires, I was tossed from the highs
to the lows and stretched from one side to the other, all the while
trying in vain to acknowledge the power and transform it, after
what seemed an eternity, but in reality was only split second, I
succeeded. I could feel the energy rushing through my veins, I
could taste the gift of the old ones in the bitter sweetness of my
mouth, I could touch it in the well of my being and oh, such power
it bestowed on me, that never again would I be a mere human, now I
would walk and talk with the old ones.

So it was that while I was
meditating on my stranded and straying thoughts I heard the
vainglorious poetry of the Brythonic bards, I saw and heard each
one besting themselves in the mainstream, the mediocre, and the
banalistic convention, they all sound like the blacksmith’s hammer,
brash, bold and just a tad on the annoying side. I am in want of
stick and stone, from the bent and the twisted, each one
straightened in the singing of the sacred song. As I stand in the
sacred Caer I know the fold, the pressure from the growing bards,
and then I claim, who knows it not, the fool adjusts it, but in my
heart the passion of Logres brings harmony, brings delight to the
singer of the clear and eternal voice. I am steel, like the blade
of the eternal sword, I am the druid dancing around the henge on
the sacred nights, and I am the thinker of the first order, the
maker of the created world, the artisan skilled and adept in the
ways of the eternity. My mind, my scattered wits into the
scientific world descend, using knowledge to spread the power of
the method and the procedure. I am the serpent, twisting through
the sacred world, I am love, brazen and bold, I will on the sacred
nights indulge in the feasting and enjoy every morsel, every scrap,
and be eternally grateful in the moment. I am not the confused and
ignorant bard, drivelling and drooling my poetry when others have
not the ears or eyes to hear and see, I listen to the wailing
songsters singing the songs from memories vast and ancient home, I
know in the silence they will not make the wonderful, or touch the
sublime, they aim for the heights of mediocrity, and that seems to
satisfy their overblown egos. I receive them; I greet them, like
being handed clothes without a hand, they sort of float in mid-air,
caught between the reality and the illusion, they are like sinking
in a lake without swimming, they gurgle away to nothing, and so the
steam from their ignited passion rises and dissipates into the air
around them.

As I dreamt of the fair Vivian,
I dreamt of times of dancing and I called out in a thousand voices
but no one heard. I thought I caught a glimpse of her as I was
passing the glade of golden oaks, and I thought I had touched her,
but it was only the kiss of the wind on my cheek. As I dreamt of an
eternity holding her, oh how I dreamt of caressing her, and I
called out in the heart of my heart, but the silence was denied. I
thought I had loved her and she had gone, I even for a short time
thought I had lost the very reason for my being, but it was just
the emptiness in my soul, I was growing from inside, and how.

I stand on the golden shore of
the sacred sea, and I can feel the blood of the Caers rising and
falling in the shock of the phantom heartbeat, I see the rock, and
the wave in constant battle, each one poised and ready to be as it
was meant to be. It stood on an island, surrounded by rock and
wave; it was and is intended to be a defence, a protection from
both the visible and the invisible enemy, in the centre of the
island is a Caer, and standing proud in its environs is the
warriors hall where the mead flows and the Awen dances upon ten
thousand lips. I am the smallest of the small, I am the cleft in
the sacred menhir, I am the eternal song of both celebration and
restoration, I am the sacred depository of song and in time and
space I will sing the sacred songs of the eternity, and as per the
learned individual, I am the literary man, my home, my cave, my
castle, my Caer has books and papers from all time and space. I
love to sit and even stand and admire the high trees as they
stretch their longing branches to the heavens, I delight in the
simple platitudes of protection that they offer the questing soul,
the laughing heart, and the enquiring intellect. I am a bard of
commensurate skill, each phrase, each verse, and each stanza
created is kissed and caressed by the Awen. Those who roil, those
who temptations vex, and those who cause contention in the
eternity, I care not for, those that speak ill of the creative
creator, those who delight in extolling the virtues of mediocrity,
and those who imagine or know themselves blind, deaf and drunk on
the mead of eternal inspiration. As the mead flows, so does the
Awen, and in the drinking I am connecting to that same eternity, I
stand with the skilled and the power is undeniable, I stand with
the artist and the artisan creating truths and being the self in
full cooperation. I can tie the knots of the country customs and in
their simplistic sacredness reveal them all, I am the shepherd of
all the Caers of the land of Logres, and I support the gates and
portals of the truth as they open and close on the fields of that
eternity.

I had three of the sacred
hallows, and now the fourth danced before my eyes. Aye my friends,
I was called to find the sacred Cauldron, the Cauldron of the
Dagda, the Cauldron of Plenty, the very Christianised Holy Grail,
for they are all one and the same. And I must add, contrary to
common belief it lies not in the hall of the Fisher King, in his
castle of Monsalvat, rather it has been and will continue to be
anywhere one wants to find it. There it is. No it's gone again.
Just when I think I have it within my grasp it moves, but I know I
shall have it, and so look into its depths. May haps I have already
found it but cannot remember where I put it, sometimes my memory
gets ahead of me or is that behind, neither way, it doesn't matter,
it will come in its own time when I am most in need of its magic.
For magic it will provide you, if you are but willing to look.

I found me a Grail, I found me
a Cauldron, and I released the magic locked within, as I did so the
universe started to transform. I fed the hungry multitude, I fed
the hungry hordes, and as I did so I released a thousand dreams and
the humanity began to shift in consciousness. I freed the prisoners
of time, I freed the illusion of reality, and I knew the soul of
Logres and the endless passion of witnessing the eternal love.

To find the reality it is like
the search for an anthill on the heath, it is like an instrument of
the fool spoiled through condescension, and it is like the army,
the warriors of the silent eternity wandering, meandering without a
head.

To find the dream it is like
feeding and dressing the unwashed, the indisposed on the proceeds
of lichen, it is like the furrows of land as they snake through the
wandering countryside, and it is like reaching for and grasping the
sky with a hook, as if to want to pull it down.

To find the truth it is like
dancing with the blood of the unjust and the cruel, it is like
making light so the blind one can see, and it is like the sharing
and giving of clothes to the naked.

To know the sacred it is like
spreading the sweetest milk in the most barren desert, it is like
feeding the fish of the sacred pool the milk of human kindness, and
it is like roofing and protecting the self from the storm and the
hail with a roof and umbrella of leaves, it looks good but has very
little practical implication.

To be the eternal in the now I
have to be like the turtle with rods across the back, it is like
dissolving the riches of the sacred dream before the word, breaks
and disintegrates the voice of the now, deep down within my
evolving consciousness I am a bard of the hail, let it puncture,
pound upon the walls of that now, and that dream, I am a chick of
the chair, delighting in the joy of being.

To be the musician of the soul,
I will cause those loquacious and vociferous bards a hindrance, and
I will call them to let the master through, waking, walking with my
heart, each step cleansing me as I am dragged to my harsh reward,
may I move by and through the now, that will protect me as the son
of the sea.
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From Cornwall to Lands’ End
even upon the misty moors, I travelled the land of Logres and
charted all her shores. Every inch and mile was covered, turning
over every stone and blade of grass, I travelled the land of
Logres, looking for the enchanted pass. Then one midsummer’s night
there it was in the land of the Fae, where a mortal year passes in
but a single day. For twenty days I lived and learnt while dancing
with the Faery light, I thought I was truly alive to be, to know
and heed my sight.

While in the Faery land I
learnt of skills beyond the ken, of mere mortals and the thoughts
of foolish pigheaded men. I returned to the mortal land and I gave
thanks for my return, I became the power of Logres, and Logres in
my body did burn, it is also pleasant, when the Goddess is
delivering me unto the pristine and verdant dancing. Pleasant, is
the carousal, the joy, the pleasure that hinders not my mental
exertion; Also pleasant, it is to drink together about and below
the ancient horns of the sacred stag, standing in the shaded glade,
deep within the sacred Caer. Pleasant is it when Nudd the superior
wolf—lord; frees his way through both the flesh and the spirit of
the body, to run with the pack. Also pleasant, is being in party
with a generous one at Candlemas tide. Pleasant, and sweet to the
taste of the berries in the time of harvest; also pleasant, is the
sight of wheat upon the stalk, waving gently in the midsummer
breeze. Pleasant is the sun moving in the firmament; shining its
love, its light, and its encouraging benevolence on all. Also
pleasant are the outcries of the retaliators and how they parade
their sanctimonious dreams to the piddling, peddling, sweltering,
and suffering humanity. Pleasant, is the noble steed with a thick
mane in a tangle; to have it gently teased out with loving care.
Also pleasant, is in the crackling fuel of the wood as it burns in
the fire. Pleasure is the great desire, and silver fringes in the
darkest tresses, and how pleasant is the conjugal ring that binds
the heart to the soul while connecting with the spirit. Pleasant is
the golden eagle sitting on the shore of the sea as and when it
flows; and how pleasant are the sea-gulls playing and calling.
Pleasant is the horse with gold-enamelled trappings; silver bridle,
and the gossamer thin reins with which to control and maintain the
highest level of aware freedom, also pleasant it is to be honest in
the breach, pleasant are the liquors of the mead-brewer to feed the
sweltering multitude, also pleasant, is the bard as the singer and
the song is generous, amiable.

I went into the heart of Logres
and sat in the quiet forest. I played with the wand and the sword.
I supped from the cauldron and I called on the stars to join me. As
a thousand clouds descended I called on the soul of Logres to
follow me into the wilds of both time and space. A thousand ladders
appeared before me and so I split into a thousand eyes and I took
all of them at once. Some flew rapidly, some appeared to stand
still, and I knew all of them in an instant. All my brothers and
sisters joining me from every time and space, to fill the presence
of eternity with the call of the forest, that only the Old Ones
will remain when the flowers of Logres have blossomed. Because all
the fools will be taken, the idiots will follow in their wake, to
lead the barren ones and to learn from their mistake. Oh such blind
fools caught by the perspiring dweller in the mortal head, to set
yourself free you do not have to be dead, but be yourself in
yourself. From the clouds themselves I was delivered of two little
ladders, one in solid gold and the other in burnished silver, both
with thirteen rungs. I clutched them to my bosom and lo they did
become the very heart of me. I do it not for myself, but for the
flowers of Logres, so that in some distant time of past or future,
they will have the tools to climb out of the mire of self-delusion
and take control of their own reality.

Pleasant, is the open field
when open to cuckoos and the nightingale; Also pleasant it is when
the weather is serene, touching the pleasant, knowing that it is
the right time, and the ideal setting for the perfect wedding; Also
pleasant, is the eternal present that is the love and loved.
Pleasant, is the meal of forgiveness from the denied penance of a
priest; Also it is pleasant to bring love, to touch , and to allow
the truth to come to the altar. Pleasant, is the flow of mead in
the court of the wandering minstrel, pleasant also, is the chance
to know the limits of the limiting of a great crowd. Also pleasant,
is the minstrel in the playing upon the lyre in the hall of the
hail, it is pleasant to us, to remember love in the time of
paradise, as the moon, the luminary of the sacred night dances in
the vault of the heavens.

Please allow me to explore what
lies beyond the door? Let me travel for eternity and more. Please
let the portals open wide, ring the gift of truth from there
inside, to know my truth, my heart is also my guide. Please allow
the entry to be made, whether it is in light or it is in shade, to
follow the pathway that has been laid. And please let the gates all
be revealed, to know in one are others concealed, to trust to
things however sealed.

I found a doorway, I found a
key and so I put the two together as together they were meant to
be. I found a doorway under an ancient stone; I found the key in
the otherworld. I put the key into the lock, I did not rap nor did
I knock but the world within was opened up for me. For it is
through a door that I have choice, do I ignore or shall I follow
the inner voice, I say follow and let the truth be known to me, one
cannot grow until the spirit is as spirit be. Thirteen doors I have
found, some are in sky and some are in the ground, some are under
water and others in fire are bound. But then a fourteenth lies,
blank as blank, to only open for the wise, to know that sight is
only given to those with eyes. As I open one, so another is closed,
I in myself eternally reposed. I will learn more, far more by
having the courage to look beyond the door, these doors of
perception and these doors of knowing, there in the stillness are
always growing, and in the light of spirit I am truly glowing. Here
are doors of insight, and doors of being, as gifts of gifts
eternally decreeing, to know in light it is the truth that I am
seeing.

I dance with the solitary doe
and the fawn; and I dance with the foamy residue on the eve of the
sacred tide. Pleasant, is the camp in the eastern side where the
leek flourishes and grows, also pleasant, is the ears in the
springing corn, dancing as well in the open field. Pleasant, it is
to see, to ride and to become the magnificent steed in a leather
halter; dappled and dripping with lights and crystals, pleasant, is
the alliance with the king, staying always on his side, as is the
hero that destroys but does not give into the yielding; Also
pleasant, is the splendid Cymraec language, that lilts and rolls of
the tongue and energises as it connects. Pleasant, is the heath
when it is green; as well the salty marsh only really suitable for
kine and so the time when calves draw milk. And the pleasant to me
is no worse than the calling of the morning glory and trying to
piss with a raging hard on. I will partake of the paternal horn by
mead-nourished payment, and the payment is in the directing of fish
in the cultured pond, also pleasant, is calling about to play in
the field and in the forest.
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Again do I wander, seeming to
look for something I know not what. Why am I here? Am I me? Is my
soul the bird it is meant to be? And again do I ponder, on things
that seemingly have no relation to me. If all of Logres is my home,
then why sometimes do I feel so alone? Even the sweetest, fairest,
gentleness most kind and precious, Vivian although easing my pain
cannot make it any less. I look at my people. I look at them all. I
look at Logres, and Albion, the Caers of the Sidhe, the Caers of
the Tuatha De Danann, the descendants of Brutus, the Picts, and the
Celts. I look and I ponder long and hard on the mystery and ask
why? And the sadness of it all brings tears to my eyes. I cry for
Logres, that only fools and idiots now protect her verdant lands. I
cry for the sweetest mother, who has nurtured us, all, why so many
of us have neglected you, when if the truth be told, without you we
would never be. My heart is full of sorrow as I look out on the
flowers of the field, and the babbling brook and I sense the
poisons in our sweet mother earth. She is shouting, out to all who
take the time to listen. Enough, enough, you mortals, you
earthlings, why do you persecute me? Cry no longer my precious one,
your cries are not unheeded, for here one of your servants has
decreed, that love must replace the greed. That truth must overcome
the lie, that the gift of life is an eye for an eye. Awake, my
companions, let us gather for another fight, to turn all the wrongs
into the right, and to claim all mortals, ye are part of the light.
These things I Merlin saw while in the throes of Awen. And I call
on all to heed the advice.

Oh goddess of being, and oh
again the Goddess of formation, you are the strengthener of my
blood, in the name that guards, that protects, the voice of the
loud-proclaiming go their course. For and from a decaying
acquisition it will not make me, break me, shake me without tears,
without fears, and with the full consciousness of sharing. The
praising of the mercy, that has not been here; but is still in the
cultural realms. O supreme Ruler, of the universe of the heart and
the soul, I know what has not been; there will not be, there is the
self as revered in The Lord and lady of the sacred garden. There
has not been born in the day of the people any one equal to the
self, and that no one but the self will and can acknowledge any one
equal to the self, as above and so below, in that there is no ruler
other than the self. Since it is the self that creates, and when
the self comes forth, the noise of the eternities will pierce the
sacred heart, and so the self in judgment will proclaim and break
down the messages as they emerge from behind and beyond the
door.

One night or was it day, I
cannot remember which. I travelled to the sun and removed a piece
of that eternal flame, and set into a lantern, which I carry with
me. You think perhaps it is a normal mortal lantern, how quickly
you forget. It is like a normal lantern, but then for me, my
friend, what is normal? It shows of its light without question; it
can illuminate even the darkest hollow, for such is its power. Tis
knowledge and reason, the light to banish the ignorant darkness,
the power of an eternal heart revealed, shown in its ever-eternal
aspect. I am normally abnormal as in the being of myself. Come with
me my friend and I will light the truth within your own heart and
it will be like the greatest beacon ever revealed in the totality
of its being. From an eternal flame, reignite your own, and
remember the quest that you are on. One day or perhaps it was
night, because the sun is so much cooler by night. I travelled to
the sun and removed from the very core a spark of the eternal flame
that by order of the Cosmic Ones I place within the lantern of
truth, located in the heart and soul of every conscious
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