








by Alison MacRae

Their Heart Was in the Highlands,

Graham

Maclver

Tha mo cridhe as na Gaidhealtachd.
Translated from Gaelic, this reads:
Their heart was in the Highlands.

That saying definitely referred to my Great
Uncle Angus Lewis Maclver and his wife
Marion Maclver nee Graham.

On the Maclver side, my Grandpa Daniel
was the oldest, then Angus, Annabella,
Kenneth — all were born at the croft/homestead,
Lochganvich on the Isle of Lewis. This croft
was built sometime in the 1700s or before, not
sure exactly. The Isle of Lewis is the largest and
most populous of the Outer Hebridean Islands.
The total area of Lewis is 683 square miles
and the average temperature for December and
January is 8 °C (46 °F), with a high of 16 °C
(61 °F) in the peak of summer, which typically
happened during July.

Life was not easy in the late 1800s and early
1900s, with lots of work to be done, and all the
children being expected to help with the chores.
The family grew hay and corn for the animals,
and planted potatoes. They also had to cut the
peat to heat the croft daily. They looked after
animals: hens, sheep and cows.

Washing the clothes was no easy task. They
had to be taken to a nearby lake, or boil the water
in a large pot, then lay them on the grass to dry.
The women made socks for the men by using
their bobbins, and everyone had a spinning
wheel to spin their wool.

Old homestead on the Isle of Lewis

Upon reaching a certain age each one of the
Maclver children took a different journey.

Daniel left to go to Glasgow. Angus left
to go to Glasgow first then on to Malaya.
Annabella stayed on the island for a while then
moved to Vatersay. And Kenneth left to go to
Pennsylvania.

Angus and Marion on their wedding day.
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Angus met Marion in Glasgow while she
was engaged to someone else. She broke off her
engagement after she met Angus, as she knew
he was the one for her. Angus felt the same way
about Marion . . . he was smitten.

Marion was born in Stornoway, Isle of Lewis.
Both being from the same island, it was likely
they would eventually meet, especially since, as
islanders moved to a city, they would usually all
stay in the same district, and continue to speak
Gaelic. This would have made things more
comfortable for them.

They would also have reason to both be
attending the Free Church of Scotland, as that
was the church they would have been brought
up with. The church in Partick is likely where
they would have been attending services, as
Angus would have been staying with his brother
Daniel, in that town, and Marion also went to
the Free Church there.

Marion was a Very independent young lady
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working in an office. The family remembers her
telling them about when she got her first pay
packet and changed it into pennies so it would
look like more money to her Mum and Dad.
Pennies back then were large and heavy.

The couple only had a short time together in
Glasgow, as Angus was already committed to
going to Malaya to oversee a rubber plantation.
He left by ship with a promise from Marion that
she would follow him later.

Marion traveled to London and sailed to
Penang, then on to Malaya in 1916. This was
quite a journey to undertake by herself and it
shows what a feisty young lady Marion was
— and with her she brought the wedding dress
that she bought in Scotland, along with a touch
of heather which was a must for good luck as
part of the wedding bouquet. The couple was
married 17 April 1916 in Negri Sembilan with
the blessings of both families who could not

travel out for the wedding.
TR TR A

The day of the wedding being celebrated by those able to attend.
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The life in Malaya was definitely something
they were not used to. They had house servants
and a nanny for the two oldest children.
Christine and Mora were born while they were
living at the rubber plantation. The weather was
also a drastic change for them. The average
temperature on the island in November and
January being the coldest months is 26.1 °C
(around 80 °F). The island was also much larger
at 2,581 square miles.

While living such a different way of life I
am sure they would have sought other Scottish
people also living there. And missing their
homeland so much, they would have written
almost weekly to their parents perhaps asking
for news updates and even Scottish trinkets and
biscuits to be sent to them. For anyone that has
lived abroad it is so important to keep in touch,
as you do not want to miss anything. I believe
you become more Scottish than when you lived
in Scotland. I cannot explain this, but I know it
is true. Your heart yearns for the homeland.

In 1920, it was decided that Marion should
return to Lochganvich instead of going back to
Glasgow where she was raised, as the couple
had decided that they both wanted to live in

the Highlands. Her parents had also decided to
return to the Isle of Lewis. Angus returned, on
leave, for a number of years and then returned
for good. It must have been a turbulent time,
as he never got all his possessions out of the
country. I am still looking into this for my book
that I will be writing.

Upon his return to Lochganvich, Angus
worked at one of the shooting and fishing estates.
The Outer Hebrides have a reputation for being
treeless, not quite accurate, as there are woods
in the Western Isles. Stornoway woodlands offer
wildlife spotting opportunities as well as a great
place to go for nature walks.

Angus died at the age of 65. Marion died at
age 94. In all they had six children —

* Christine wed a married a member of the Polish
Air Force, part of the Polish Armed Forces.

* Mora married and moved to Hertfordshire.

* [an died at a very young age.

* Donald served in the Royal Navy and his ship
HMT Ganilly was sunk by a U-390 torpedo.

* Annabella married and stayed on the island.

* Cecil moved to Glasgow and married.

And thus another generation was born from
the surviving children.

Yes, we are proud.

Yes, we are proud. ..,

Two years ago, when we started the Celtic Guide, we had no idea who would even want to
participate, or how many readers we would get. We were even chided by an obviously (hmmm,
what word should I use here?) ‘person’ who said - “That’s all well and good until you run out
of things to write about.” Boy, were they ever wrong!

Themes seem to come out of nowhere and they are twisted and manipulated by writers all
over the Celtic-loving world to produce tale after interesting tale. And who knew artists and
photographers, scientists and archeologists, musicians and historians would join in?

And read, the readers have! Nearly 44,000 web page hits, over 11,000 Facebook likes, and
a Facebook reach of upwards of 40,000 per week.

http:/ fwwrw. celticguide.com
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Trigtan aud

A Medieval Story of Love and Betrayal
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Our cover image is repeated here in its entirety as it shows Mark, King of Cornwall, peaking around the

corner at the lovers Tristan and Isolde. Mark plays a significant role in this story. The painting is named
‘The End Song’ and was created by Edmund Leighton, in 1902.

Arthurian legend is filled with epic tales of
tragic romance. The ménage a trois of Arthur,
Guinevere, and Lancelot is the story most
focused on in contemporary film and literature.
Merlin and Vivienne have had their fair share of
air time, albeit often as a subplot to the Arthur
and Guinevere saga. But, aside from a poorly
received 2006 film, recent media has largely
ignored the story of Tristan and Isolde. Since
it is a legend that the reader may be unfamiliar

with, we shall begin with a re-telling of the
story, followed by historical analysis. It should
be noted that this tale, like all of the legends in
Arthuriana, has many variations.

The Legend
In the days of the old Celtic kingdoms, King
Anguish of Ireland has attempted to subjugate
Cornwall by demanding the country pay tribute
or risk invasion. Mark, King of Cornwall, who
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possesses as much Celtic pride as any Irishman,
cannot accept this. Mark challenges Aguish to a
duel of champions. If the Irish champion wins,
Cornwall must pay the tribute. But if the Cornish
champion wins, Ireland must withdraw their
demands. Anguish sends his brother-in-law,
Morholt, to do battle with Mark’s champion; his
nephew, Tristan.

When the dust of the duel has settled, Tristan
is the victor, killing Morholt. However, our
hero has sustained an injury that will be fatal if
it doesn’t heal. Ireland is renowned as having
the best healers in the land, so Tristan assumes
a false identity to travel into enemy territory
for treatment. As fate would have it, Tristan is
nursed by the daughter of King Anguish, the
beautiful Isolde. Not realizing his true identity
as the man who slew her kinsman, the two
young people strike up a friendship. During his
convalescence Tristan returns Isolde’s kindness
by teaching her to play the harp.

When Tristan has recovered, he learns that a

by John William Waterhouse, in 1916.

fearsome dragon has been tormenting local
villages. Anguish offers his beautiful daughter’s
hand in marriage to any knight who can slay
this beast. Tristan accepts the challenge. But,
hoping for a treaty through marriage to end the
feuding between the two kingdoms forever,
Tristan secretly accepts the challenge not for
himself, but for King Mark. And this is where
all the trouble begins.

Being the hero that he is, Tristan could naught
but slay the beast. And so the hand of Isolde was
won for Tristan’s much elder uncle. When the
truth is revealed, Isolde is furious and declares
her hatred for Tristan. She begs her father not to
send her to Cornwall. Being a man with a strong
sense of honor, Anguish will not go back on his
word. Isolde must accept her fate and begin
preparations for the voyage immediately.

The marriage of young maidens to much
older men was common during this time.
But, that did not make the situation any more
palatable for women in Isolde’s position. In an
attempt to remedy her fear and the revulsion she
might feel on her wedding night, Isolde asks a
witch to brew a love potion for herself and her
future husband. The witch obliges and mixes
an elixir possessed by a very powerful magic.
Isolde is told that in order for the spell to be
complete, the mixture must be drunk by the
intended lovers together.

It is now time for Isolde’s voyage to meet her
new lord and king. Mark will allow no one but
his trusted nephew, the greatest champion in the
land, to escort his young bride. And so, the two
board the vessel that will transport them over
the sea to Cornwall.

By this time, Isolde’s hatred of Tristan has
become overshadowed by the dread of her new
circumstance. While at sea, Tristan attempts
to comfort her, and Isolde is reminded of why
she and Tristan had once been fast friends. As
girls do, Isolde discussed this with her friend
and servant, Branwen, and the two hatched a
scheme. Isolde would trick Tristan into drinking
the liquid with her. Meanwhile, Branwen, who
bore a striking resemblance to Isolde, didn’t
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Another painting entitled ‘Tristan and Isolde’ and created by Herbert James Draper (1863-1920)

half mind the idea of receiving the treatment of
a queen, so she would assume Isolde’s place in
the marriage bed.

Their plan went off without a hitch, and
the threesome managed to fool King Mark for
some time. But, like any deception, the lovers
were discovered in their trickery. Being a man
of great pride, Mark could not let this treachery
go unpunished. He challenged his nephew to
a duel. This time, Tristan is not victorious. It
may be that he could not bring himself to raise
a hand against his beloved uncle, who had been
like a father to him. Likewise, Mark’s great love
for his nephew trumped his wounded pride.
But treason cannot go unpunished. So, Tristan
is sentenced to banishment, rather than death.
Tristan must depart Cornwall forthwith, and he
travels to the nearest Celtic kingdom, Brittany,
across the sea.

Tristan begins a new life in a new land,
but remains faithful to Isolde for some time.
Traveling through Brittany, Tristan performs

many heroic feats. After a time, he meets a
beautiful woman who also bears the name
Isolde. She is known as Isolde of the White
Hands. Because her beauty reminds him of his
own Isolde, Tristan marries this woman. He is
happy for a time, but never forgets his true love
over the sea.

One day while riding through the Breton
forest, Tristan comes across a fair maiden being
encircled by six brutes about to do her harm.
Tristan charges to her rescue and singlehandedly
defeats the men six to one. However, he is
mortally wounded, and the maiden manages to
help him onto his horse, who knows the way
home.

Upon reaching the castle, Tristan tells his
friend, Sir Kahedin, who is his wife’s brother,
that he can be cured only by Isolde, the former,
if he can get a message to her. Kahedin, loyal
as any knight can be, vows to retrieve Isolde
from Cornwall. Impatient to receive the news
as soon as possible, Tristan asks Kahedin to use
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white sails upon his return if King Mark agrees
to release Isolde for this voyage, and black sails
if he does not. Kahedin agrees and sets sail
immediately.

Despite everything thathad occurred between
them, King Mark’s affection for Tristan is so
great that he allows his wife to journey to the aid
of her former lover to once again nurse him back
to health. Thus, Sir Kahedin returns to Brittany
with white sails raised. However, Isolde of the
White Hands has heard whispers of this other
Isolde and her liaisons with Tristan. Not willing
to risk losing her husband to his long lost love,
Isolde, the latter, lies to Tristan, saying that
black sails bedeck Kahedin’s ship.

Hearing this terrible news, Tristan’s
desperation was overwhelming. Believing that
he will never see his love again, the only one
who can cure him, he has no will to live. Our
brave hero dies of a broken heart just before
Isolde the former is able to reach him. Isolde’s
heart is crushed to have arrived too late. She
collapses in tears over the lifeless body of the
love of her life. Isolde, too, dies of her grief.
And thus ends a tragic tale of two young lovers
who were wrenched apart by family obligations,
and reunited only when it was too late.

‘Tristan and Isolde’ by Rogelio de Egusquiza, 1915

Historical Background
Although the story of Tristan and
Isolde is not often considered as inspiration for
William Shakespeare’s “Romeo and Juliet,”
we can see some obvious similarities. A pair of
young lovers who were never supposed to be

together, dying young while one waits for the
other, falsely thinking all is lost, and the female
character collapsing over the body of her dead
love. We cannot know if Shakespeare had
Tristan and Isolde in mind when he wrote his
masterpiece. But, we can be sure that he would
have been well aware of this story.

TheromanceofTristanandIsoldeisspeculated
to pre-date Shakespeare by approximately one
thousand years,and may be based on an historical
person. In fact, there is more evidence for an
historical Tristan than there is for a real Arthur.
There exists in Cornwall a megalith known as
“the Tristan Stone.” The stone is thought to date
from the 6th century A.D. Inscribed upon it are
the words (in translation) “Here lies Drustan,
son of Cynvawr.” This stone is placed close
to Castle Dore, which is thought to have been
occupied by local chieftains between the 5th and
7th centuries. Cynvawr is strongly considered
to be one of these chieftains. Furthermore, a
monk named Wrmonoc recorded in the 9th
century that Cynvawr was the same person as
King Mark.

Another early source are the Welsh Triads
which discuss “Drystan, son of Tallwch.”
There was a Pictish king known as “Drust, son
of Tallorcan” who is known to have lived in
the late 8th century, giving another plausible
historical origin to the figure of Tristan. Triad 71
mentions “Drystan, son of Tallwch, for Essylt,
the wife of his uncle March.” Though the details
of this early version of the story differ from the
version described above, the names are clearly
variations of eachother.

Like the other Arthurian legends, Tristan and
Isolde’s story is probably an amalgam of many
influences. Very similar plots are found in the
medieval Irish tales, “Diarmaid and Grainne”
and “The Wooing of Emer.” It is said that despite
many differences in the various versions of this
story, the fact that Isolde is always depicted as
an Irish princess may point to an Irish origin, or
at least a strong Irish influence.

Whatever its true origins are, it seems likely
that legends of Tristan began independently

— 35—



of those about Arthur. Perhaps the Irish tales
mentioned above were grafted onto legends
of a true Cornish prince. Eventually, this tale
was merged with Arthurian legend, and Tristan
became a knight of the round table.

By the high middle ages, Tristan and Isolde’s
love story had become extremely popular.
The story first circulated among the Celtic
lands mentioned above, as well as in Celtic
Brittany. From there it traveled outward among
the Anglo-Normans and over to audiences in
France and Germany. As Arthurian legend
evolved over the centuries, tales of Tristan as a
knight of the round table continued to be told, as
well as his and Isolde’s own independent love
story. Their last medieval mention is in Thomas
Malory’s famous fifteenth-century masterpiece,
“Le Morte d’ Arthur.” Afterwards, the story falls
off the radar, apart from two minor exceptions,
until the 19th century.

Scottish poet Sir Walter Scotreignited interest
in our two lovers in a poem about them which
was included in his “Minstrelsy of the Scottish

Border,” published in 1802. Subsequent writers
and poets who found inspiration from Tristan
and Isolde include Alfred, Lord Tennyson,
Thomas Hardy, John Updike, and Diana Paxson.
Perhaps the most famous is Richard Wagner,
who featured them in his German language
opera of the same name.

Most recently, Tristan and Isolde appeared
as the main characters in a 2006 film produced
by Ridley Scott. Starring James Franco and
Sophia Myles, the film sadly received poor
reviews by both critics and movie-goers. It may
be high time to bring this romance into the 21st
century. Perhaps, if he isn’t busy filming another
medieval epic, Peter Jackson would be up for
the challenge. It doesn’t hurt to ask!
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EDITOR’S NOTE: Allen Hartley presents a
two-part tale, partly romantic, for February and
partly magical for our March theme of “Magic”.
This historical fiction is based on real legends of
the Selkie.

The Council of the Gods was in an uproar over the
tide of the new religion spreading across the lands. It
was sweeping aside the old ways in an attempt to
extinguish them. Their followers were being forced
to convert or die. Their legends, history, magick,
and knowledge were being polluted, stolen, and
corrupted. Using a program of torture, intimidation,
and bribery, the weak were embracing the new
religion and the strong were being trampled.

“Albion! Step forward!” commanded the Head of
the Council.

“We’re charging you with the task of finding a
strong follower that can be entrusted with our powers,
knowledge, and treasures. It is our conclusion that
we’re in the nigredo aspect of our existence. As with
all the cycles, we will transition with this one, too. We
need fertile ground to winter the seeds of our ways
until they can emerge in the spring of a new era.”

Albion responded, “It’s my honor to serve the
Council of the Gods!”

The Council Head motioned to his assistant —“We
place in your trust, our two most prized items, the
gold and silver adder stone and the sword, Fragarach.
Bestow these upon a strong and worthy follower as
well as the gifts of our magick and knowledge.”

“I already have a candidate in mind.” Albion
assured them.

“Go with our blessings and fulfill your charge,”
the Head of the Council admonished.

Albion returned to his undersea home and enlisted
the aid of his daughter, Muireann. He had foreseen
the approaching diminishment and elimination of
his people under the new religion. Shortly before
his meeting with the Council of the Gods, he had

by Allen Hartley
USA
Lllustrations by
Vanessa Thiele
USA

watched a young mother place her newborn son in
a basket on the seashore. The incoming tide swept
the infant into the sea. Her lover and the boy’s father,
was a Selkie. He had returned to the sea before the
child was born. It didn’t escape the notice of the
new religious leaders that the mother was without
a husband. Under the old ways, it was acceptable
and an honor to have a Selkie child. Many times, the
call of the sea was so great, the child would join the
Selkie parent.

Selkies sent by Albion guided the basket to
a remote northern island. Albion named the boy
Muirios. The basket came to rest on the rocky beach
of the island. A fisherman and his young daughter,
Keeley were its only inhabitants.

Early each morning, Keeley would stroll the rocky
beach in search of useful items that had washed up
during the night. The storm from the previous night
had washed up large clumps of kelp and wood. As
she returned for her third load, Keeley noticed the
basket. She rushed to it, eager to investigate the
contents. To her surprise, the smiling face of a baby
boy greeted her. Excited, Keeley snatched up the
basket and raced home. She placed the basket next
to the tiny stove to warm the infant. After a while,
she lifted him from the basket to change his damp
clothes. To her surprise, the basket, blankets, and
baby were warm and dry.

The babe started to fuss and squirm. Keeley
guessed the infant was hungry, but she had no milk.
She filled a pot of boiling water with pieces of kelp
and fish. After the mixture had boiled down, she
placed the pot outside to cool. Using a piece of rolled
kelp as a funnel, she fed the warm meal to the infant.
As she held him in her arms, the satiated child drifted
off to sleep.

Later that afternoon, her father returned empty
handed after a day of fishing. When Keeley presented
the baby, her father was furious.
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“Take the basket and baby back to where you
found it! I can’t feed another mouth. I can barely
feed us. Since your mother died, we’ve had a tough
go of it! Look at us! What will we eat tonight? Kelp
and bark I suppose.”

Keeley knew her father was right. Fighting back
the tears, she placed the infant in the basket and slowly
made her way to the flat rocks near the water. She
placed the babe on the rocks and said her goodbyes.
As she turned to leave, she heard a woman’s voice.
Turning quickly in the direction of the voice, she saw
a smiling seal bobbing in the water.

The seal spoke again, “Please take Muirios and
care for him.”

“You can speak!” The excited Keeley squeaked.

The seal disappeared. After a few minutes, she
returned and deposited five large fish on the flat rock
next to the infant.

“Take Muirios and the fish back to your father.
The sea god, Albion has a plan for the young boy.
Care for him and we will protect and provide for
you. Return here each afternoon just before sunset
and collect the fish from the rock.”

“But...how can you speak?” Keeley asked.

“I’'m a Selkie,” the seal replied.

“The seal people!” the excited Keeley replied.

“Yes. Now take the fish and infant back home and
explain to your father what we have discussed.”

Keeley hurried back. The fish and baby filled her
arms.

“Where did you get all those fish? Why do you
still have that baby?” Her father scolded.

Keeley gave him one of her looks that softened
his tone and allowed her to explain.

“You know I've always believed what you’ve
told me, but...a Selkie? I’ve never seen one, but
I’ve never seen a water dragon either,” her father
retorted.

Relenting, her father declared, “I’ll trust you on
this, but it will be your responsibility to raise the
child. I will help all that I can, but you know I'm at
sea most of the time.”

Keeley gave her tough father a kiss on the cheek
and a big hug that melted him in his seat. Afterwards,
she took her new brother into her room and tucked
him in bed.

Years flowed by and the boy grew to be a young
man of 12. One afternoon Keeley went to the rock to
collect the fish and was greeted by a new Selkie with
17 fish. The new Selkie instructed her to take the

young man to the local village. In the village lived a
Druid who would become Muirios’ mentor.

Keeley, her father, and Muirios made the three
day journey to the village and located the Druid.
He agreed to take Muirios as his apprentice. After
a tearful parting, Keeley and her father left the
village. Not far from the village, the soldiers of the
new religion detained the pair and accused them of
conspiring with the Druids. The inquisitors declared
them to be heretics and the soldiers executed them.

The soldiers and inquisitors entered the village,
forcing everyone into the main square. Using his
magick, Muirios’ master made the pair invisible
allowing them to escape. The villagers weren’t so
fortunate.

“We must travel far to the north, beyond the outer
islands if we hope to complete your training. We
have 17 years of work before you’re prepared,” his
master revealed.

“Prepared for what?”” Muirios asked.

“For the rite of Aisling.”

“Rite of Aisling?”

“Your rite of Enlightenment. You will spend 17
years preparing and then it is up to the Gods to decide
if one or more of them will accept you as their vassal.
You’ll speak for them and they’ll speak through you.
They’ll bestow knowledge, powers, and magick IF
you’re worthy and ready,” his master answered.

“And if I'm not ready?”” Muirios questioned.

“You’ll either go mad or will be struck down.”

Over the next seventeen years, Muirios progressed
steadily through his training. He did struggle with
maintaining focus, as visions and fantasies of his
Selkie lover flooded his mind. Finally, he completed
the program to his master’s satisfaction.

After the evening meal, his master revealed,
“Tomorrow we journey to the Eye of the Water
Dragon. There, we’ll prepare you for the rite of
Aisling. Alban Heruin, the Light of the Shore is the
day appointed for your Enlightenment.”

“Midsummer?” Muirios queried.

“Of course. As you know, it is one of the three
days in the cycle that the Otherworld is the closest.
Now rest. We have a long journey ahead,” his master
admonished.

Muirios tossed and turned all night. In the pink
light of the early dawn, his master led him to the
beach and a waiting boat. The small craft glided
swiftly over the glassy waters. Overhead, the gulls
“laughed” at the seafarers. Muirios’ thoughts turned
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to the sea and its mysteries. Much to his master’s
displeasure, he had displayed an intense infatuation
with the stories about Selkies. The apprentice couldn’t
resist. He didn’t understand why he was so drawn
to them. One Selkie in particular filled his dreams
and fantasies. She was tall with auburn hair that fell
below her waist. Her soft, pale skin heightened the
color of her steel blue eyes. Her curvaceous body
filled a tight, form fitting dress made from sealskin,
her sealskin! Often she would speak to him in his
dreams. Her voice sounded like the gentle flowing
waters of an inland stream rushing out to embrace
the sea.

“Your mind should be focused on more serious
matters than the Seal People! ESPECIALLY that one!
There is nothing but sorrow for those who embrace a
Selkie lover,” his master chastised.

Nothing more was said for the remainder of the
journey. Each was left to his own thoughts.

As the tiny vessel maneuvered to a beach in the
deep inlet, Muirios questioned, “What is this place? I
feel very powerful magick here.”

His master replied, “It is a place of power. The
joining of the sea, sky, and land make it a powerful
place between our world and the Otherworld. That
power is magnified by the water dragon that lives
here.”

Muirios became uneasy at the mention of a water
dragon. They were very dangerous and ill tempered.

Seeing his apprentice’s uneasiness, his master
soothed, “The water dragon I speak of was slain eons
ago when the hero,Assipattle rammed the dragon with
his boat and set his liver on fire. As the dragon died,
his teeth fell out and made the islands to the north near
the Danes. His tongue made the sea of the Danes and
we have
entered
his eye.
His head
makes the
land you
see before
you. His
left leg
made the
island we
passed
a  short
while

ER]

ago.

ohe Water (ragon

His master informed him, “This place is called
Eriboll.”

He commanded, “Come. We must prepare you
for your Aisling. Gather wood and make two large
piles in front
of that cave.

We will

make  wild

fire to purify

your  body

Eriboll and soul.
s Afterwards,

I will leave
with the boat
and you can
begin  your
meditation.
Tomorrow is Alban Heruin and will be the day of
your enlightenment.”

After starting the wild fires using only specially
prepared sticks and bark, his master tossed herbs and
prepared powders into them. Giving Muirios a warm
potion, he instructed him to jump over the fires to
purify his body and soul. While he was focused on
jumping over the fires, his master and the sun left
him.

Even though he was alone and hungry, Muirios
continued to jump over the fires through the night
and into the predawn of the morning. The exertion
overwhelmed him. He collapsed on the soft sands of
the beach. The incoming tide washed over his body
waking him from his dreams. Dreams about Selkies.
The purification fires were reduced to smoldering
mounds and the warm morning sun climbed high
into the sky as Muirios tried to meditate. His mind
continued to wander amongst the images and stories
of Selkies. Especially, his fantasy Selkie with long
auburn hair. He could almost hear her whispers and
feel her touch. Her lips pressed lightly on his. Soon
their passions climaxed and they wrestled in love’s
embrace.

A flash of light and the crash of thunder jolted
Muirios from his dreams. It was dark and the rain
pounded the beach with its projectiles. Muirios
sought shelter in the cave. His mind drifted back into
the world of his Selkie lover. Her gentle touch caused
his fires within to ignite. He raced off with her in the
heat of passion.

He awoke to the silence of the new morning,
realizing his failure. He had squandered his time for
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enlightenment with dreams of his Selkie lover. His
master would be furious! Seventeen years of training
had been wasted. He would return disgraced to face
his disappointed master.

At first, his master just sank down in his chair.
After a few minutes, he jumped to his feet and
ordered Muirios out of his home.

“You were the last hope we had against the wave
of the new religion! I can’t believe you’ve wasted the
opportunity with fantasies of Selkies! The old ways
and our Gods will surely perish. Be gone with you!”
his master ordered.

Reluctantly, Muirios left, walking aimlessly
down the street and out of the village. For days he
wandered the countryside until familiar landmarks
began to appear. He was near his home and family!
After visiting with the fishermen at the pier, he
convinced one of them to take him to the island that
was his boyhood home.

“Not many a one goes out here. A crazy witch that
talks to Selkies lives there. Some say she even has a
Selkie lover. Not good to be accused of these things
with the inquisitors running about the countryside. I
heard a boat was hired to take some of the soldiers
of the new religion and inquisitors to pay her a visit.
Half way across, the Selkies attacked the boat and
killed everyone in it,” the old fisherman continued
his ramblings.

Muirios questioned, “Do the Selkies attack your
boat?”

“Naw! I’m just an old fisherman who don’t bother
anybody. Besides, I feed the baby seals and help the
injured ones.”

The old boat bumped against the rocky shore and
Muirios disembarked.

“Thank you again for the ride.”

“No problem. It’s on the way to my favorite
fishing spot.”

Muirios made his way to the weather battered
house of rock and moss. Memories flooded his mind
of his early childhood with his sister and father. He
found the front door ajar. Pushing it open, he saw his
beautiful sister sitting by the fire in an old rocking
chair.

“Welcome home brother. I’ve missed you so,”
she greeted.

“I have missed you and our home, too. Where is
father?” he replied.

“Out fishing.”

Muirios was uneasy when he realized the old

fisherman that had given him passage to his home
was his father. He hadn’t recognized him!

“When will he return?”

His sister hesitated, “After we left you in the
village, we were detained by the soldiers of the new
religion. The inquisitors accused us of conspiring
with the Druids and condemned us as heretics. We
were executed by the soldiers.”

Stunned, he replied, “Then the old fisherman
is...”

“The Otherworld spirit of your father. He wanted
to visit with you one more time when you were a
man and Druid.” She revealed.

“And you?”

“I was reborn again into the cycle of life. As a
young woman I took a Selkie lover. He was torn
between two women, the sea and myself. I chose to
remain with my lover and became a Selkie, a part of
the Otherworld.”

Shocked, her brother sat down.

After a period of silence, he hung his head and
confessed, “I didn’t complete my Aisling...I was to
distracted with fantasies of Selkies. I have failed in
my apprenticeship as a Druid.”

His sister rose and glided to him. Gently stroking
his head with her hand, she comforted, “Albion
has a great path for you. It’s in your Wyrd that you
and a companion will preserve the seeds of the old
ways. The new religion has corrupted, stolen, and
destroyed the traditions of our ancestors and those
who preserve and honor it. A great wave of darkness
is washing across this land and our people. Like the
snows of winter and floodwaters of early spring, this
darkness will recede. The new growth of spring will
emerge and blossom into summer’s bounty. The new
religion will wither and decay as all things do in the
wheel of the year.”

Allowing him to comprehend her words, she
instructed, “Go to the inlet and take the boat to the
Eye of the Water Dragon. Remain there and prepare
yourself for the next Alban Heruin. Albion will
bestow his gifts upon you. This will be your Aisling
and Wyrd.”

“What of yourself?” He asked.

“I return to my lover and children,” she replied.

Muirios watched as she walked to the waters edge
and transformed into a seal. Gracefully, she plunged
into the sea and disappeared beneath the waves.

Looking at the table, Muirios noticed a large plate
of fish. Ravaged with hunger, he consumed the meal.
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Searching through the house, he found supplies for
his journey. In the pantry he found 17 smoked fish
and loaves of bread.

By the soft light of a rising moon he rowed the
small boat into the calm seas. Navigating the currents,
Muirios found a westward flow that would carry him
to the Eye of the Water Dragon.

During the months that followed, Muirios spent
his time preparing for the Alban Heruin in meditation
and reflection. He furnished his cave comfortably
with treasures and resources of the land and sea. As
the time of midsummer approached, he made the
final preparation for the cleansing fires on the beach.
Using his knowledge of astronomy, he had calculated
the position of the high point of the sun. A rock was
positioned to cast its shadow between the fires when
the sun reached its apex.

On the eve of Alban Heruin, he lit the fires and
began his ritual of purification. After spending hours
of jumping over the fires, Muirios collapsed on the
beach to rest. Once again he drifted off into dreams
about his Selkie lover.

An abrupt smack from the flat of a boat oar woke
him from his dreams. Dragon boats covered the beach
and the inlet. His fires had attracted the attention of a
Viking raiding party.

“What are you doing on our sacred ground?”
demanded the leader.

“Your ground? I didn’t know it had been claimed,”
Muirios responded.

The second in command pulled him up and
slapped him with the back of his hand.

“Our ancestors have claimed this land since the
beginning of time!” The leader barked.

“I apologize for trespassing, I came here for my
enlightenment,” Muirios defended.

One of the raiders returned from his search of
Muirios’ boat and cave. After a hushed discussion
with the leader, he nodded and sprinted off.

“It appears that you have no value. We have
journeyed far from our homes in search of wealth,
women, and any other treasures we can find. It is
obvious you’re not a woman and you don’t have any
wealth. What can you provide in exchange for your
life?” the leader challenged.

One of the raiders suggested, “What about
entertainment!”

The others cheered as they drug Muirios to the
stakes that had been driven into the rocks and sand.
They tied him to the stakes and took turns punching

and kicking him until he bled. One of the party
attempted to cut him with a knife, but the firm grasp
of the leader prevented it.

“If you kill him now you won’t get to see him
wiggle about when the sharks come to feast,” the
leader admonished.

Turning to Muirios, the leader informed him,
“Boy! Let this be a lesson to you and any others that
dare enter our sacred cove, they will meet death from
the sea! It’s low tide now, but that will change when
the sun reaches its midpoint on the midsummer’s
day. Notice you’re on an incline. Your shoulders and
lower parts of your body should be in deep enough
water for the sharks to feast on while you watch.”

The raiders’ laughter followed in their wake as
they turned to enjoy their mead on the beach, waiting
for the tide to return.

As the tide crept inward, the leader ordered some
of his men to chum the water with pieces of fish and
blood to attract the sharks. Some of the drunken men
almost fell overboard while chumming. Muirios felt
the first shark brush against his leg. It didn’t bite him,
but its rough, sandpaper hide peeled skin from his
leg, causing it to bleed. The salt water on the wound
burned him like fire. The raiders cheered. Many were
betting when the first bite and limb would be taken.

Just when Muirios had given up hope, the sky
began to darken with clouds and the sea became
absolutely still. The seafaring raiders knew this
was a bad omen. Suddenly the boats exploded and
the men were expelled into the sea. The only thing
marking their watery grave was the turbulent, boiling
waters that contained parts of the sharks and their
companions. The raiders on the beach began to realize
it was not the sharks consuming their companions,
something was consuming both of them.

As they watched, a seal emerged from the waters
beside their captive. Slowly, the seal stood as it
transformed into a beautiful woman. She had long,
flowing auburn hair. Her covering was a sealskin
garment. Releasing their captive, the Selkie escorted
him to the beach. The petrified raiders watched the
final stages of her transformation into human form.
They had heard of the Otherworld people, the seal
people, but they were supposed to be legends! With
one mind, the raiders abandoned their equipment and
provisions and fled in terror.

“You’re a Selkie! The one I've seen in my
dreams!” Muirios exclaimed.

To Be Continued in March
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So, what’s next?

Being our third year of publication, we have already spent two March issues on Ireland’s great
saint, St. Patrick. Though we may still touch a bit on his life, the theme for March is going to be
“Magic.” We are working on future themes as of this writing, but for now the magic of the moment
is, in fact, magic, as it pertained to the Celtic world.

Throughout Celtic literature there are oodles of mentions of magic performed by Druids,
leprechauns, wizards, mermaids, shamans, Celtic heroes, witches, fairies, oak and rowan trees,
special stones, sacred wells . . . the list goes on and on. And so we expect the have a long list of
magical tales for the March issue, some perhaps based on true events, some perhaps conjured up
to explain the unexplainable.

There is no doubt that simply visiting Celtic lands can be magical, with ancient sites, forest
groves, ocean views, castle ruins, and awe-inspiring glens to spark the imagination. Even songs,
ancient tales and Celtic artwork can provide a sense of wonder in us. To some, magic is simply
fakery, to others it is an escape from reality, and to some it is as real as the noses on our faces.
Whatever your opinion, magic was an intregal part of the life of Celts and we would be remiss in
not offering stories on it.

One last thought on magic — the synergy that has come together over nearly two and a half
years, to make the Celtic Guide what it is, has been magical in itself. Who knew so many people
would have so many tricks up their sleeves to make each issue as good if not better than the last?
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