I am Bremmus , chief of the Celts, our lands are generous to us, and there is no lack of food from the rich nobles who own cows and sheep to our poor bard who when he is feeding at least keep the peace. Our women are satisfied and their bellies are full with our offspring, it is a time of peace , and their goddess Tailtiu bless our recolts and our newborn are healthy and fat. For us men it is a different matter, we aspire for war and bloodsheet , Teutates our god of war is frowning upon us, swords are forged , arrows are made but for now their ending will not know the sweet feeling of cutting through human flesh. The mind of our diplomats are also getting slippery in those time of peace as they do not train their most deadly skills against foreign tribes. Our young men are restless  and they make up the lack of war with drinking and hunting our wives and daughters, even our sheeps are not safe !! Some are even busying themselves with even more immoral and deprived activities like games, it’s mainly done with dices nowadays who know what kind of new shades this useless and evil activity will take in the future.  
Aye I pray for battle and conquest but for now we will busy ourselves to build new town, fortify to tribe and getting stronger, in the hope that one day Teutates will smile upon us and I may die on a battlefield , meeting my maker with a sword bloodied on both ends. One day but not today…
Bremmus 
