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 From the Editor
While we know magic is attempted for both good and evil purposes, and we 

realize our cover seems to look a bit ominous, we just couldn’t resist the great piece 
of artwork provided by Christy Nicholas, the “Green Dragon” artist. The image 

exemplifies the Celts (with its Celtic Cross and causeway stones); presents the realm  
of the mysterious and unknown (with its raven and impending sky); and finally, has 

the ability to draw the viewer into a scene not having any idea where they are, or where 
they are headed. We thought it quite magical and so we used it. We also have a new Celtic Guide 
interview, this issue, with another successful commercial artist, Xephyr Inkpen. The Guide has 
been blessed with so many great pieces of Celtic art, all donated free of charge, to help promote 
Celtic culture. Thanks to both Christy and Xephyr, this issue, for some wonderful art.

In more modern days we think of magic as tending towards sleight of hand, escape artists, card 
tricks, and the like. However, in ancient times magic was much more a part of everyday life and 
often involved life or death situations. Other times it was a wish for good health or good fortune – 
the proverbial pot o’ gold at the end of the rainbow. 

Magic, in olden times, was actually a belief system, slowly dominated by religion, which is 
now making way, at least to some degree, for science. We may find, someday, that all three are just 
different ways of looking at the same immense and often indecipherable data through human eyes. 
And fooling people has, right along, been a part of all three belief systems, to some degree. Even 
in a court of law, the truth rarely stands a chance, as we all see things from unique perspectives, we 
remember events incorrectly, and it is easy to hide something from someone, or surprise them with 
something new, when they have no knowledge of it, or at least its secret aspects.

We can enjoy magic for what it is or what it was in old cultures, our we can simply scoff . . . or 
we can write wonderful, informative stories about it, as our Celtic Guide authors have done for this 
month’s issue. Abracadabra and alakazam! 

celticguide@gmail.com
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Everyone believes in something. Whether it 
is the love of one’s mother, the law of gravity, 
or the power of the gods, we all have some sort 
of capacity to have trust in something we cannot 
see. One of my beliefs is that these thoughts, 
these beliefs, these faiths, have power in 
themselves. I believe that faith creates reality.

There are a lot of religions and a lot of modern 
philosophies that subscribe to this belief. 

Ancient religions called it magic or prayer. 
Modern people sometimes prefer to call it 
affirmation, or the power of positive thinking. 

We pray, think, or tell ourselves something 
is true and it eventually comes true. It could be 
a daily affirmation that the day will be a good 
one, or the desperate prayer that the cancer 
will go away and never return. I think it works 
the other way as well – the power of negative 
thinking. If you worry about something long 
enough, strongly enough, chances are you can 
make it happen, even though you dread it. 

Another modern equivalent is the practice 
of hypnotism, and the ability of someone to put 
a belief into your mind so strong that it comes 
true, despite your own logic and determination.

In ancient times, societies such as the Celts 
certainly held this philosophy. They revered 
holy wells for their healing power, and the very 
belief in their efficacy would have naturally 
resulted in many cures, whether it held any true 
mystical powers or not. The magic of a ruler to 
lead his people was primarily the belief of the 
people in his right and might to do so. 

An ancient custom that continues to this day 
can be seen in the Clootie trees present at sacred 
sites in both Ireland and the United Kingdom. 
The thought is that you make a wish, and tie a 
piece of rag on one of the branches. This piece 
of rag slowly disintegrates, due to weather and 
time. As it rots away, your wish, your magic, 
your belief, gets sent into the ether, to the land 
of the gods, who can then grant your wish. 
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The Magic of Belief

by Christy Nicholas 
USA
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While I have seen some inappropriate 
substitutions for rags on these trees, such as 
candy wrappers or plastic baggies, I have also 
seen rosary beads, or a toddler’s shoes, poignant 

r e m i n d e r s 
that people do 
have true faith 
and belief in 
magic.

The Druids 
would teach 
this magic with 
s to r i e s  and 
histories. They 
wou ld  g ive 
examples of 
how believing 
in the magic 
would help it 

become true. Some stories dealt with ancient 
battles lost due to insulting a jealous goddess, 
or magical weapons discovered by a hero with 
the heart of a true warrior. Think about this; if a 
Druid told you that the Morrigan was upset with 
you on the eve of a battle, would you be at your 
best for the big day, or would you worry about 
it all night, and perhaps lose due to this worry? 
Beliefs have true power.

Beliefs are one of the things that separate us 
from other species. They help define the way we 
think and the way we interact with the world. 
They are, at heart, the most basic form of magic 
in the world.

EDITOR’S NOTE: Christy Nicholas joins 
us from the beautiful state of West Virginia. 
Visit her website at:

GreenDragonArtist.com

Our cover illustration as well as those that accompany
this story were all provided by Christy Nicholas – 

the Green Dragon. Below is shown an actual
Clootie tree from Drogheda, Ireland.



– 5 –

Two more magical images 
from the Isle of Lewis. 
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What do you think of when someone 
mentions “magic”? Rabbit in a hat? Smoke and 
mirrors? Disappearing act? Perhaps you think 
of something more mystical like fire-breathing 
dragons. 

Contrary to what one might think, magic has 
been practiced as far back as 50,000 B.C. From 
pre-historic man who drew on cave walls, to 
the ancient Egyptians who used amulets, magic 
figures and crystal balls, the “unknown” has 
always been a fascination to many. 

The ancient Celts were devoted to magical 
practices, but most rituals were often performed 
by the higher status Druids. The Druids were 
considered a priestly class among the Celts. 
Similar magical rites were also attributed 
to the gods, and, more than likely, that was 
another reason why the Tuatha Dé Danann were 
sometimes described as magicians. 

Some of the earliest primitive cults can be 
traced back to a certain class of magic-wielding 

women whose craft was feared throughout the 
land, casting spells believed to include such 
things as power over the weather, incantations, 
etc. Even as the Druids started to disappear, 
spell-casting women were still located in many 
Celtic regions.    

Amulets among the Celts were symbolic in 
the fact that they were intended to bring the 
people who wore them the protection of the god 
they symbolized. 

A Celtic god was often reflected as a symbol 
of a wheel, which probably represented the 
sun. The use of protective amulets has been 
around for centuries. For instance, in the 
Scottish Highlands, adder stones were said 
to hold magical powers against the bite of a 
serpent. Other stones were worn for protection 
against the evil eye and other things that went 
bump in the night. Some amulets were made of 
white marble balls, pieces of amber or quartz 
pebbles. 

It’s Magic!
by Victoria Roberts

USAOh, Oh,  Oh 

Once a major stronghold, this Fife tower sits high on a ridge overlooking the Ochil Hills and was 
thought to have been built by Andrew Murray in the 15th century. Photo by Cameron Morrison.

(Name of a song by the Scottish band Pilot)
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There were also magical observances of 
certain rocks and boulders. Although these rituals 
were pre-Celtic in origin, they were commonly 
practiced by the Celts. 

Some believed that if a woman slid down one 
of these enchanted rocks, she could find a lover. 
Others believed contact with the stone made 
barren women fertile. The Celts placed a great 
deal of faith in stones and 
plants and in their ability to 
heal.  

Celtic magic was 
strongly rooted with the four 
natural elements: earth, air, 
fire and water. Many spells 
and rituals used one or more 
of these basic elements. The 
belief in spells among Celtic 
people was convincing 
evidence that magic was 
used in pagan times. Like 
tradition, knowledge was 
passed down from family to 
family. In the Highlands of 
Scotland, charms were often 
handed down from male to 
female and female to male. 
During the 1500-1700s, 
the times were no different. 
The belief in magic and 
witchcraft spread throughout 

the world like wildfire. Even well-educated men 
and women believed in an extraordinary power. 
For example, Sir Isaac Newton dedicated much of 
his life to the study of alchemy. 

Throughout the ages, history has shown us 
that when the purpose of these rituals is forgotten, 
sometimes the custom adapts itself and legends 
are born. 

I asked a friend to draw a “magical” picture exclusively for the Guide. The 
picture depicts Ceara and the mystical dragon, Paiste.  Paiste was the last dragon 
in Ireland (Irish legend) and was entrapped in a prison under Lough Foyle by 
St Murrough. K. R. Flanagan is the author of the ‘Fæ Prince of Fir Manach’ 
series – a young adult, historical fantasy trilogy. Her characters inhabit a world 
that is a seamless blend of medieval historical fiction and fantasy built from her 
affection for and extensive knowledge of Irish, English, and Scottish history, 
myths, and legends. K. R. Flanagan can be found at KRFlanagan.com.
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by Liam O Shea
Ireland

Our Celtic Guide mascot, Obie, enjoys the sunset at 
Carrigaphooca Castle, Macroom, Co Cork. 

In Irish, Caisleán Carraig a’ Phúca means Castle on 
the Rock of the Fairy. The word Púca  translates as 
ghost or fairy. We stopped here on our way home from 
Co Kerry (known as “the Kingdom”) after a day touring – 
perfect end to the day! 

Carrigaphooca is a ruined five-story rectangular tower 
house situated on a steep-sided rock just outside the 
town of Macroom on farmland, so be sure to call to the 
farmer, en route, out of courtesy, as you will be going 
through a working farm. The castle was built by Donal 
McCarthy of Drishane in 1436. 

This area is rich in neolithic monuments. There is a 
stone circle two fields east of the castle. Also just 15 
minutes up the road, back towards Cork, you will find 
Kilcrea Abbey and Kilcrea Castle which are both free 
entry. The abbey and castle are both stunning at sunset, 
plus the abbey is beautifully lit up at night.  
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On the south shore of Lake Erie is a beach 
known as Freeport Beach, famous for some of 
the best sunsets in the entire world. Although it 
received its name of Freeport long before the 
Abolitionist movement of 19th century America, 
it became a principal location where one of the 
largest vanishing acts in history took place, as 
“fugitive” slaves magically disappeared from 
sight, and from the grip of bounty hunters, with 
the help of at least three Scots families.

Freeport Beach is located in Erie County, 
Pennsylvania, and just across the water, in the 
direction of those sunsets, is Canada. 

Further south, in Mercer County, PA, a 
haven for escapees existed near the current 

town of Sandy Lake, in an area the freedom 
lovers named “Liberia.” This colony of former 
slaves was set up when Richard Travis, a black 
“freeman”, paid a white man named Baldwin 
two dollars for 150 acres along the shore of 
Sandy Lake, back in 1818.

 Over many years both former slaves and 
American Indian families lived at this oasis of 
freedom, until the Fugitive Slave Act was passed 
in 1850. During this same time, a colony known 
as “Little Africa” was similarly setup in Warren 
County, which adjoins Erie County, to the east. 
Hidden in the dense and rugged foothills of the 
Allegheny Mountains, this spot is still difficult 
to traverse. Once the 1850 slave act was passed, 
these freedom lovers had no choice but to 
magically disappear, by escaping to Canada. 

Where ’d they go?  A  S c o t s - l e d  v a n i s h i n g  a c t
by Jim McQuiston

USA

An 1837 illustration of a runaway slave.
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Enter the Scots!
My own family members were early settlers of 

Sandy Lake, still home to McQuiston Insurance 
and the McQuiston Community Center. 

A short distance away lived J.B. McQuiston, 
whose mansion was restored over the last decade 
by a non-family member. Under the back porch 
was found a hidden basement, and in the dirt 
of that basement were found a dozen or more 
padlocks, most so old and not stamped by a 
manufacturer that it is impossible to tell their 
date, or origination. That branch of the family 
has always had the tradition that J.B.’s family 
members were Abolitionists and it is believed 
that this hidden basement and these locks harken 
back to escaped slaves. 

J.B. was a horse trader who made frequent 
trips to the Carolinas and it is thought that he 
may have brought escaping slaves back with 
him, who then moved on to Liberia or Little 
Africa. Members of J.B.’s family ended up 
living near Freeport.

By 1850, all would change as these former 
slaves needed to disappear fast. Instead of going 
to Buffalo, NY, where passage across the raging 
Niagara River (which eventually forms Niagara 
Falls), and on into Canada, was dangerous at 
best – and where authorities would certainly be 
watching the border – the much better solution 
was to cross Lake Erie at its closest mid-lake 
distance, which just happens to be at Freeport 
Beach. 

At the time, the fishing community located 
here was known simply as Freeport. Here, the 
water was much calmer, the population much 
more sparse, and the distance only about 30 
miles over to Long Point, Canada . . . and 
freedom!

The area of Freeport was first purchased by 
Thomas Crawford, whose father had served as 
an officer under George Washington. 

Thomas’s grandfather was quite possibly 
the William Crawford, surveyor, to whom 
Washington wrote a letter, in 1767, a copy of 
which still exists and is shown here. 

Thomas named his own son William, most 
likely in honor of his grandfather William, as 
was often the case within the Scottish-Irish 
naming convention. 

The McQuiston and Crawford families 
have always had a close connection from the 
old world even until today. Three branches 
of the McQuiston family still live just a short 
distance from Freeport. In fact, the platform 
of a stagecoach stop still stands a mile or less 
from Freeport Beach, directly in front of an old 
McQuiston homestead, and a mile or less from 
the old Crawford homestead. 

For the most part, the Crawford name began 
in Scotland, traveled to Ireland, and then to 
America, via Pennsylvania. The Crawfords set 
up a lumber mill using the water from Sixteen 
Mile Creek, which empties into the lake right 
at Freeport. They also began raising grapes, for 
which this area is now very, very famous.

    Washington’s 1767 letter to William Crawford.



Along came another Scots family led by John 
Glass. Glass is often said to be an anglicization 
of the Gaelic word glas meaning gray. I have 
found a much more likely source.

The area of Northeastern Scotland known as 
Caithness (Kate-ness) was also known by the 
name Gallach, or similar forms, referring to the 
Viking background of many of its residents and 
clans. There are several records of people with 
the last name of Gallach, Glas, or Glass coming 
from this area, and it is almost certain that, at 
least in some cases, Glass is simply a contraction 
or anglicization of the named Gallach, just as 
Harris is a form of the Gaelic name Hearrach. 

And just as Gallach referred to the Viking 
background of Caithness, the ending “glas” 
or “glass” in the term “Gallowglass Warriors” 
refers to the Viking origin of many 
of the families who participated in 
this famous mercenary force.

John Glass set up the first iron 
works in Erie County at Freeport. 
He, no doubt, provided horse shoes, 
wagon wheels, and other metal parts 
that travelers and the few settlers in 
the area would need. He probably 
also supplied metal parts for the 
ships that plied Lake Erie.

As the escape to Canada began 
in earnest, James Crawford, a 
descendant of Thomas Crawford, 
and John Glass, a descendant of the 
original John Glass, both took on the 
role of “station masters” for this final 
station of the Underground Railroad, 
before departure to Canada. It was 
their job to ferry freedom-seekers 
across Lake Erie from Freeport to 
Long Point, Canada, in small boats.

While awaiting the trip, the 
escapees hid out in underground 
rooms and tunnels that still exist in 
an old brick hotel near the beach 
– built in 1835, and still standing. 
They also hid in bunkers that also 

still exist, which were carved into the lake shore 
bluffs near Freeport. Some awaited their trip 
in a home located on the edge of the city of 
Erie, PA, very near the current General Electric 
locomotive plant.

These Scots – McQuiston, Crawford, and 
Glass – (along with many other people) were 
risking their own freedom and even their lives to 
help thousands of former slaves taste freedom. 
It is estimated that a half million slaves escaped 
their bondage in the American South. How 
many found their final liberty at Freeport is 
unknown, but the number was, no doubt, very 
large. As with most vanishing acts, there was 
much effort and sleight of hand behind this one, 
most of which, because of its innate secrecy, has 
still not been totally uncovered or credited.

Bluffs near Freeport photographed by the author this winter.
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The last Sunday in July was known in ancient 
Ireland as Domhnach Crom Dubh (meaning 
the ‘dark, stooped one’). According to Michael 
J. O’Kelly, Crom Dubh was the main Celtic 
deity of Ireland. His chief shrine was located 
on Magh Slécht (The Plain of Prostrations) in 
County Cavan. The word Domhnach (“Sunday” 
in Irish) illustrates the practice of syncretism: 
elements of old beliefs simply blended in with 
the new Christian religion.

The pagan god Crom Dubh lived in the 
underworld throughout winter, emerging on 
August 1st to claim the “first fruits” in the 
form of Eithne the corn maiden. He lifted her 
on his back (hence his stoop) and brought her 
down to the underworld. This story brings to 
mind the Greek myth about Hades abducting 
Persephone.

Crom Dubh is associated with Dún Briste 

(“Broken Fort”) in County Mayo – a spectacular 
sea-stack, approximately 50 metres in height, 
located just off Downpatrick Head, in the 
townland of Knockaun. The stack is crowned 
by an old ruined fort, and several archaeological 
monuments can be seen on the Downpatrick 
headland itself. These 
include Bronze-Age 
ring-barrows, early 
ecclesiastical sites 
and the remains of a 
promontory fort.

According to 
a local legend, 
Crom Dubh was an 
extortionate chief 
who lived at the 
present Downpatrick 
Head; he had two 

Domhnach Crom Dubh
and the Magic of St. Patrick by Piotr Kronenberger 

Poland

Separated by a two and a half hour drive, the areas of Kilcummin and Killycluggin, in western Ireland, 
are both associated with early pre-Christian civilizations. Kilcummin, mentioned in the story above, 
means “Church of St. Coimin.” Killycluggin, located at Magh Slécht, an area also mentioned in this 
story, translates as “Church of the Little Bell.” Above left is the original Killycluggin Stone, one of the 
most important monuments in Magh Slecht. Above and to the right is a reproduction. The stone is one of 
five aniconic stones in Ireland. These stones are often covered in La Tene styled carvings and are thought 
to have been a central part of pre-Christian shrines. The stone circle at Killycluggin is probably the most 
significant monument of its type in the area of Magh Slecht. It is at this stone circle that the Killycluggin 
Stone was found in the 1920s. A total of 18 stones made up this stone circle, 13 of which have fallen. It 
has a diameter of 22m, and it is thought that the stones in the circle at Killycluggin may be those that are 
referred to as Crom’s idols.
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sons, Téideach and Clonnach. 
Among his followers Crom enjoyed god-

like status, though born of fear. His sons far 
surpassed their father in cruelty.

St. Patrick once preached in the neighboring 
lands and upon hearing of the chief’s behaviour, 
set out to visit him. On the Saint’s approach, Crom 
Dubh set two fierce hounds at him but Patrick 
deprived them of their fierceness, and likewise 
extinguished a fire into which Crom Dubh 
intended to throw him. The Saint’s endeavours 
to convert Crom Dubh being ineffectual, he 
struck the ground before the chief’s house with 
his crosier and caused that portion of the cliff 
to separate from the mainland. Crom Dubh and 
his son Téideach both perished, imprisoned on 
it. Clonnach, the other son, was ravaging the 
country and was burnt in a conflagration of his 

own making. 

In rememberance of this event, people in 
Kilcummin and Downpatrick hold a yearly 
pattern honouring St. Patrick on the last Sunday 
of July, called “Domhnach Chruim Duibh.” 

Above: This is said to be the burial 
place of St. Patrick at Downpatrick.
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Perhaps one of the greatest influences on modern 
anthropological thought is the work of a Scotsman 
by the name of James Frazer, or more formally, Sir 
James George Frazer. Born in Glasgow, the 1st of 
January, 1854, Frazer lived a long life into the 20th 
century, passing away in 1941.

Frazer’s principal work, referred to and relied 
on by many students of the mind, is a book entitled 
The Golden Bough, from 1890. Frazer took it upon 
himself to consider both mythological magic and 
religion in a detached, scientific way. In fact, he 
divides human historical progression into three 
stages – primitive magic, religion, and science. 

Frazer investigates the parallels between ancient 
magical beliefs and religious beliefs. It is well-known 
that in the early Celtic countries where Paganism 
reigned supreme, folks like Columba and St. Patrick 
and many other missionaries were instructed to 
mold ancient beliefs into Christian beliefs so as 
not to alienate the masses. Columba is said to have 
communed with insects, animals and the natural 
world in a very earthly form of spiritual harmony.  
St. Patrick’s use of the shamrock is legendary.

Thus we have many holidays that were once 
Pagan celebrations but which became Christian 
celebrations, Easter and Halloween being two 
examples. Symbology was also adopted or absorbed, 
in many cases. 

The resulting, somewhat unique brand of 
Christianity is called Culdee Christianity. “Culdee” 
is an anglicisation of Céli Dé (the plural of Céile Dé), 
and translates as “client or companion of God”.

At least in the Celtic countries, it was likely this 
adoption or absorption of Pagan beliefs that allowed 
Christianity to take root. I have long believed, though 
this is a story for another day, that it was remnants 
of the Culdee form of Christianity that allowed 
Presbyterianism to overpower the Catholic faith in 
Scotland, for both shunned control from Rome to 
some extent. I have other reasons for holding this 
belief but, as I said, this is a story for another day.

In order to demonstrate the segue of ancient 
mysticism into religion, during the writing of The 
Golden Bough, Frazer spends a great deal of his time 
giving his view of the nature and the development of 
magical beliefs. 

In an attempt to not paraphrase Frazer’s words 
incorrectly, I am repeating various passages of them 
as he wrote them. They may seem a bit dry, at times, 
but there was obviously a lot of thought behind them. 
Below are some examples. The bold face emphasis 
and the additions in parentheses are mine –

Along with the view of the world as 
pervaded by spiritual forces (the earliest of 
religions), savage man has a different, and 
probably still older, conception in which we 
may detect a germ of the modern notion of 
natural law or the view of nature as a series 
of events occurring in an invariable order 
without the intervention of personal agency. 

The germ of which I speak is involved in 
that sympathetic magic, as it may be called, 
which plays a large part in most systems 
of superstition. In early society the king is 
frequently a magician as well as a priest; 
indeed he appears to have often attained to 
power by virtue of his supposed proficiency 
in the black or white art. Hence in order to 

Magic vs. Religion vs. Science
The Golden Bough by James McQuiston

USA

Sir James Frazer
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understand the evolution of the kingship and 
the sacred character with which the office 
has commonly been invested in the eyes of 
savage or barbarous peoples, it is essential to 
have some acquaintance with the principles 
of magic and to form some conception of the 
extraordinary hold which that ancient system 
of superstition has had on the human mind 
in all ages and all countries. Accordingly 
I propose to consider the subject in some 
detail. 

1. The Principles of Magic
If we analyse the principles of thought on 

which magic is based, they will probably be 
found to resolve themselves into two: first, that 
like produces like, or that an effect resembles 
its cause; and, second, that things which have 
once been in contact with each other continue 
to act on each other at a distance after the 
physical contact has been severed. The former 
principle may be called the Law of Similarity, 
the latter the Law of Contact or Contagion. 

From the first of these principles, namely 
the Law of Similarity, the magician infers that 
he can produce any effect he desires merely 
by imitating it: from the second he infers 
that whatever he does to a material object 
will affect equally the person with whom the 
object was once in contact, whether it formed 
part of his body or not. 

Charms based on the Law of Similarity 
may be called Homoeopathic or Imitative 
Magic. Charms based on the Law of Contact 
or Contagion may be called Contagious 
Magic. 

Frazer goes on to give examples of each:

Perhaps the most familiar application of the 
principle that like produces like is the attempt 
which has been made by many peoples in 
many ages to injure or destroy an enemy 
by injuring or destroying an image of him, 
in the belief that, just as the image suffers, so 
does the man, and that when it perishes he 
must die. A few instances out of many may be 
given to prove at once the wide diffusion of 
the practice over the world and its remarkable 
persistence through the ages. For thousands 

of years ago it was known to the sorcerers of 
ancient India, Babylon, and Egypt, as well as 
of Greece and Rome, and at this day it is still 
resorted to by cunning and malignant savages 
in Australia, Africa, and Scotland.

Frazer describes many cultures that use items 
like voodoo dolls, corn dolls, and the like. We know 
from articles published earlier in the Celtic Guide 
that many times Scots women were declared to be 
witches because they used this method to inflict 
harm or even to gain the love of a man. Scotsmen no 
doubt also used this form of magic. 

Frazer relates, in great detail, customs used 
around the world, and also mentions the habit of 
performing or not performing certain functions as 
a way to bring good luck, whether it be in hunting, 
or warfare, or love. Even today, may folks use good 
luck charms or have rituals they perform – from 
Superbowl teammates to starstruck teenagers. This 
holds true even in various forms of alternative 
spirituality or healing practices. He tells us: 

For it is to be observed that the system of 
sympathetic magic is not merely composed 
of positive precepts; it comprises a very 
large number of negative precepts, that is, 
prohibitions. It tells you not merely what 
to do, but also what to leave undone. The 
positive precepts are charms: the negative 
precepts are taboos. 

In fact the whole doctrine of taboo, or at 
all events, a large part of it, would seem to 
be only a special application of sympathetic 
magic, with its two great laws of similarity 
and contact.

and:

On the principle of homoeopathic magic, 
inanimate things, as well as plants and 
animals, may diffuse blessing or bane around 
them, according to their own intrinsic nature 
and the skill of the wizard to tap or dam, as 
the case may be, the stream of weal or woe.

This passage explains how a well or spring might 
become a place of magic or healing, or how a four-
leaf clover might become a sign of good luck, along 
with many other examples along these lines.
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As for the Magic of Contact, Frazer continues:

The other great branch of sympathetic 
magic, which I have called Contagious Magic, 
proceeds upon the notion that things which 
have once been conjoined must remain ever 
afterwards, even when quite dissevered from 
each other, in such a sympathetic relation that 
whatever is done to the one must similarly 
affect the other. The most familiar example 
of Contagious Magic is the magical sympathy 
which is supposed to exist between a man and 
any severed portion of his person, as his hair 
or nails; so that whoever gets possession of 
human hair or nails may work his will, at any 
distance, upon the person from whom they 
were cut.

Other parts which are commonly believed 
to remain in a sympathetic union with the 
body, after the physical connexion has been 
severed, are the navel-string and the afterbirth, 
including the placenta. So intimate, indeed, is 
the union conceived to be, that the fortunes of 

the individual for good or evil throughout life 
are often supposed to be bound up with one or 
other of these portions of his person, so that 
if his navel-string or afterbirth is preserved 
and properly treated, he will be prosperous; 
whereas if it be injured or lost, he will suffer 
accordingly.

The Baganda (currently the largest ethnic 
group in Uganda) believe that every person 
is born with a double, and this double they 
identify with the afterbirth, which they 
regard as a second child. The mother buries 
the afterbirth at the root of a plantain tree, 
which then becomes sacred until the fruit has 
ripened, when it is plucked to furnish a sacred 
feast for the family.  Among the Cherokees the 
navel-string of a girl is buried under a corn-
mortar, in order that the girl may grow up to 
be a good baker; but the navel-string of a boy 
is hung up on a tree in the woods, in order 
that he may be a hunter. The Incas of Peru 
preserved the navel-string with the greatest 
care, and gave it to the child to suck whenever 

James Frazer’s inspiration for the name of his book was this painting by Joseph Mallord William Turner,
entitled “The Golden Bough”, and exhibited in 1834. It is said to be a view into the Underworld.
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it fell ill. In ancient Mexico they used to give 
a boy’s navel-string to soldiers, to be buried 
by them on a field of battle, in order that the 
boy might thus acquire a passion for war. But 
the navel-string of a girl was buried beside the 
domestic hearth, because this was believed to 
inspire her with a love of home and taste for 
cooking and baking. Even in Europe many 
people still believe that a person’s destiny is 
more or less bound up with that of his navel-
string or afterbirth.

Frazer later speaks of wounds and their 
relationship to the instrument which caused them:

A curious application of the doctrine of 
contagious magic is the relation commonly 
believed to exist between a wounded man 
and the agent of the wound, so that whatever 
is subsequently done by or to the agent must 
correspondingly affect the patient either for 
good or evil. Thus Pliny (a Roman author, 
naturalist, and natural philosopher, as well 
as naval and army commander of the early 
Roman Empire) tells us that if you have 
wounded a man and are sorry for it, you have 
only to spit on the hand that gave the wound, 
and the pain of the sufferer will be instantly 
alleviated.

Remedies of the sort which (Sir Roger) 
Bacon (an early English scientist) deemed 
worthy of his attention are still in vogue in 
the eastern counties of England. Thus in 
Suffolk if a man cuts himself with a bill-
hook or a scythe he always takes care to keep 
the weapon bright, and oils it to prevent the 
wound from festering. If he runs a thorn or, 
as he calls it, a bush into his hand, he oils or 
greases the extracted thorn. If a horse wounds 
its foot by treading on a nail, a Suffolk groom 
will invariably preserve the nail, clean it, and 
grease it every day, to prevent the foot from 
festering. Similarly Cambridgeshire labourers 
think that if a horse has run a nail into its foot, 
it is necessary to grease the nail with lard or 
oil and put it away in some safe place, or the 
horse will not recover. 

Similarly Essex rustics opine that, if a man 
has been stabbed with a knife, it is essential to 
his recovery that the knife should be greased 

and laid across the bed on which the sufferer 
is lying. 

The sympathetic connexion supposed to 
exist between a man and the weapon which 
has wounded him is probably founded on the 
notion that the blood on the weapon continues 
to feel with the blood in his body.

Finally, Frazer relates magic to religion, and 
compares it more favorably to science:

In some cases of magic which have come 
before us we have seen that the operation 
of spirits is assumed, and that an attempt 
is made to win their favour by prayer and 
sacrifice. But these cases are on the whole 
exceptional; they exhibit magic tinged and 
alloyed with religion. Wherever sympathetic 
magic occurs in its pure unadulterated form, 
it assumes that, in nature, one event follows 
another necessarily and invariably without 
the intervention of any spiritual or personal 
agency. Thus its fundamental conception 
is identical with that of modern science; 
underlying the whole system is a faith, implicit 
but real and firm, in the order and uniformity 
of nature. The magician  . . . supplicates no 
higher power: he sues the favour of no fickle 
and wayward being: he abases himself before 
no awful deity. 

Thus the analogy between the magical 
and the scientific conceptions of the world 
is close. Both of them open up a seemingly 
boundless vista of possibilities to him who 
knows the causes of things and can touch the 
secret springs that set in motion the vast and 
intricate mechanism of the world. Hence the 
strong attraction which magic and science 
alike have exercised on the human mind; 
hence the powerful stimulus that both have 
given to the pursuit of knowledge. They lure 
the weary enquirer, the footsore seeker, on 
through the wilderness of disappointment 
in the present by their endless promises of 
the future: they take him up to the top of 
an exceeding high mountain and show him, 
beyond the dark clouds and rolling mists at 
his feet, a vision of the celestial city, far off, it 
may be, but radiant with unearthly splendour, 
bathed in the light of dreams.



– 18 –

Ever wonder what it would have been like 
to swagger around Boston or Baltimore or 
New York City, back in the late Gilded Age, a 
young person of means, looking for high times 
in those gay old towns? Well, had you done 
so, in between the champagne and burlesque, 
you might have witnessed a performance by 
the Amazing Bosco, a highly acclaimed stage 
magician garnering rave reviews up and down 
the Atlantic Seaboard. Chances are you would 
not know that he was also successful as a 
professional gambler and cardsharp known 
as the Boston Kid, or that those razor-edged 
careers had been launched when he was only 
James William Elliot, a medical student from 
Rumford, Maine, who began chumming around 
with one Harry Houdini. 

But as with many ambitious 
men produced over the centuries by 
those controversial latecomers to 
the Scottish Borders, Dr. JW Elliott 
(for he would return to medicine 
over time) had divined the following 
secret tactics: discover a niche to fill, 
promote relationships with powerful 
associates, build ruthlessly on all 
opportunities, and always keep a trick 
or two up one’s sleeve. 

Turning our lens back up the 
bygone centuries, we can see how 
such patterns were always put to use 
by the Eliotts of all eras.                                                                                                                                      

Now, some clans may debate over 
such issues as date or place of origin, 
or name pronunciation, or translation, 
or which branch is eldest, but for 
this famed family of the Borders, the 

only point of contention seems to be spelling 
– as immortalized in this rhyming mnemonic 
that the bairns of their kith and kin have spent 
generations chanting:

Double T and Single L . . . 
   those Eliotts in Stobs do dwell; 
Double L and Single T . . . 
   are Elliots of Minto and Wolfelee;
If there be no I within the name . . . 
   those Ellots from Angus came;
Single L and Single T . . . 
   the Eliots of St. Germain be; 
But double L and double T . . .  
   the Devil  kens who they may be  .  . !

The Eliotts were a notorious Border riding 
clan, originally hailing from the village of 
Eliot, in Forfarshire, in the district of Upper 
Liddesdale. 

The principal family then was the Elliots of 
Redhaugh, but the branch that came to represent 
the senior line was that of Stobs. According 
to tradition, the Ellots, as the name was then 
spelt, came from Angus at the foot of Glenshie, 

  by Cass and Deborah Wright
  Bellows Falls, VT, USA
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before trekking southwest to Teviotdale – a 
move historically attributed to the following 
circumstance.                                                         

In 1320, William de Soulis, whose family had 
for 200 years held the Lordship of Liddesdale, 
was convicted of treason against Robert the 
Bruce, and all his lands were declared forfeit. 
Two years later, Liddesdale, together with the 
great fortress of Hermitage, was made over to the 
Bruce’s natural son, Robert, who by tactically 
granting lands to the Ellots, encouraged their 
settlement there. In this manner, the Elliots held 
lands in Liddesdale from the mid 1320s.                                                      

Therewith, the Clan began forming a 
major part of the militia of the great House 
of Douglas, who held Hermitage Castle and 
the Lordship of Liddesdale for 150 years. 
A Berwickshire pedigree shows an Ellot of 
Redhaugh dating from the early 1400’s; Robert 
Ellot of Redhaugh appears as chief in 1476, and 
from that time the “formal” history of the Clan 
is said to begin, drawing much strength from 
their jealously guarded apprenticeships to the 
lordly Douglases.                                 

In the late 15th century, when reiving 
was rapidly growing, nearly one sixth of the 
entire Borders’ military force was stationed at 
Hermitage, showing the important role that it 
played in the Scotland of Auld. Robert Elliot, the 
13th Chief (often recorded in English sources as 
“Robert Elwold”), died in the Battle of Flodden 
in 1513, with three of his many sons, closely 
in command behind his king, James IV; it was 
from his 3rd son (not at Flodden) that the Eliots 
of Arkleton stem.                         

By the mid-16th century, the Eliotts became 
more powerful and independent, reclaiming the 
leadership of Liddesdale from the Armstrongs 
after the execution of Johnnie Armstrong of 
Gilnockie by James V. 

In the Borders of that era, pillage and feud 
reigned over the daily lives of all, and the war-
like families each ruled themselves, every chief 
holding final authority. Though allies and foes 
could shift as rapidly as smoke on the wind, 

Clan Eliot usually found themselves riding 
with the Youngs and the Kerrs, most commonly 
against the Scotts and the Armstrongs.                               

In 1565, Scott of Buccleuch beheaded four 
Eliotts for robbing and killing his nephew 
during a livestock dispute (obviously not 
involving thefts from the English, a forthright 
practice for both clans), starting the famed 
feud between the Eliotts and the Scotts. Nearly 
300 Eliotts rode out to avenge their kinsmen, 
and both clans suffered heavy losses. Queen 
Elizabeth of England was persuaded to pay the 
Eliot nobles large sums for damages done by 
the Scotts, having to do with old covenants, and 
likely toward keeping the area in turmoil, as 
well; there were also some remaining close ties 
between Eliotts and the Black Douglases, but 
those were barely adequate against the newer 
Red Douglas alliances with Clan Scott. 

In time, as the ranks of the slain grew, 
reports and charges reached Edinburgh and 
London; curiously, the English Queen and her 
Tudor courts abruptly declined to further aid the 
Eliotts against their rivals, despite the Eliotts’ 
offer to declare themselves Englishmen, swear 
fealty to Elizabeth, even deliver the stronghold 
of Hermitage to Her Royal Majesty’s army!  
Rallying support from all their branches, Clan 
Scott demanded, and finally received, terms 
from the Eliotts. 

In the same decade when that feud had begun, 
James Hepburn, the Earl of Bothwell, future 
husband of Mary, Queen of Scots, and then-
commander of Hermitage and its forces, pledged 
himself to the destruction or apprehension of all 
reivers at large. This climaxed in 1569, when 
Little Jock Elliot, a famed leader of local raiders 
and cattle thieves, was dropped from his saddle 
by an arrow from Bothwell himself, who then 
approached his quarry afoot to confirm the 
mortality of his bowmanship. 

Though dying rapidly, ‘Wee Jock’ was still 
spry enough to surge up and grapple his foe, a 
clever stunt witnessed by all of Bothwell’s party, 
and savagely stab the Earl three times before 
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breathing his last. But the day only worsened 
for the wounded Bothwell; after having been 
bandaged and littered back to Hermitage by his 
men, he discovered that a band of Eliotts whom 
he had jailed therein had broken free from their 
cells, and taken control of his fortress!                                                             

It was another full day before the forces of the 
direly recovering Earl rousted the rogue Eliotts 
from controlling the Hermitage, managing to 
slay only half of the clansmen as the rest melted 
away into the hills. So great was his wrath from 
it all that he summoned another thousand men 
at arms from Edinburgh Castle, and began a 
campaign of fire and steel throughout the Eliott 
lands. These proved tough times for the Clan, yet 
great solace was taken by the widespread news 
of Bothwell having been so severely humiliated 
by “ this traitrous bande of Marches kith enured 
to thefft, trickerie and the Black Mail.”

In 1603, James VI of Scotland became James 
I of England, and set forth new laws to pacify 
the Borders. The most blatant offenders faced 
‘Jeddart Justice’ –  a brutally swift and partisan 
execution without benefit of trial. Scott of 
Buccleuch, as well as the Kerr and Armstrong 
chiefs, manipulated the enforcement of those 
laws in order to hang many of their longtime 
rivals. Defying the new laws, the Eliotts of 
Stobs led a massive raid on Redesdale, daring 
to thumb their collective nose at James’ new 
“iron fist”. 

Continuing during the reigns of James VI 
& I, and Charles I, many Border reivers were 
arrested and executed, among them Douglases, 
Eliotts, Charltons, and Youngs, to name just a 
few. Dozens of Eliott families were forcibly 
removed to Ulster, during the Plantation Acts, 
as were their rivals, the Armstrongs, and their 

A portion of Ainslie’s map of the southern part of Scotland, 1821, with Liddesdale to the right, located only 
about 25 miles from where ‘Jeddart Justice’ was established at the town of Jedburgh. To the very right, 
about halfway up the map, is New Castleton, the location of Bothwell’s Hermitage. The Eliots of Arkleton 
got their start in the area shown in the upper left hand corner of this map.
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frequent allies, the Turnbulls, Youngs, and 
Bells. Some Eliotts moved to Northumberland, 
where the name is still common, while many 
others departed for North American ports like 
Halifax, Boston and Norfolk. 

Back in Scotland, Gilbert Elliot, popularly 
known as “Gibbie o’ the Golden Garters”, 
was convicted of High Treason in 1685, but 
maneuvered through continual delays in the 
royal court until he was pardoned by the 
incoming monarch, William of Orange. After 
the Union of Crowns, the Elliots were scattered, 
their lands mostly confiscated. 

Robert Elliot of Redheugh went into exile in 
Fife, leaving his broad lands in Liddesdale.  But 
the Eliotts would refuse to stay long away from 
their beloved Borders, acquiring unheld lands 
and properties in the old region of Minto. Over 
time, as the 18th century arrived,they were 
awarded a baronetcy, producing one Sir Gilbert 
Eliott, a wealthy diplomat who would go on to 
achieve the post of Governor General of Bengal, 
and Jane Elliot, sister of the 3rd Baronet of 
Minto, famed for her composition “The Flowers 
of the Forest”, which so poignantly tells the 

story of all the great men lost at Flodden, living 
through to our modern times as a song, a poem 
and a piper’s tune.

Down through the centuries, wherever their 
scimitar crest, or handsome blue tartan, was 
in evidence, the wiser folk dealing with any 
kinsman of the foxlike Eliotts, learned the hard 
way to carefully consider all of their motivations, 
listen very closely to their words, and always 
watch both their hands at all times!

This material is just a sampling of one of 
the 60 Clan names and legends appearing 
in the Spring 2014 upcoming book;  - 

 
by Cass and Deborah Wright

Follow future issues of Celtic Guide 
for further information about 2014 
publication. . . . and thank you for 

joining us at the hearth !  - DW
 

James “The Amazing Bosco” Elliot was not the only magician from this Scots family.
 
As far back as the 1930s, one Robert Henry Elliot was Chairman of the Occult 
Committee of the London Magic Circle. He wrote the book The Myth of Mystic East, in 
1934, part of which debunked some Eastern tricks like the rope trick. Still, he supported 
magic, in general, and among recognizable American magicians who have also been 
members of the Magic Circle are Siegfried and Roy, and David Copperfield.

Bruce Elliot, back in 1956, wrote a famous handbook for magicians entitled Classic 
Secrets of Magic. He was a  famous magician, himself, and his 
book is still referred to by others in the trade.

Bob Elliott was another famous magician on the California coast. 
He passed away a few years ago and his final appearance was 
on July, 2010, at the International Brotherhood of Magicians 
convention in San Diego.

Finally, Frank Elliott is a Pittsburgh, PA, magician, carrying on a long family tradition.
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Until recently, there have been two prevailing 
theories regarding Celtic blood and Celtic 
migration, what I like to call the “scientific” and 
the traditional. 

The scientific view over the last several 
decades has been that being Celtic did not 
necessarily mean sharing the same bloodline, 
but was more a matter of customs, artwork and 
particularly language bonding often unrelated 
families together under the banner of the Celts. 
This theory flew in the face of the legends and 
traditions of the Celtic people.

For centuries there has been the traditional 
view of travel, over many centuries, from the 
Middle East by way of the Alps, the Balkan 
states, and the Iberian Peninsula, where Spain 
and Portugal are located, and ending up at the 
Six Celtic Nations of Ireland, Scotland, Wales, 
The Isle of Man, Cornwall (in England) and 
Brittany (in France). 

This sometimes includes a tradition of 
descent from the tribes of Israel. Circumstantial 
evidence for this theory includes the bagpipes, 
an obvious symbol of Scotland, which are 
actually of Middle Eastern origin, most likely 
invented in Pakistan, and the harp, the symbol 
of Ireland, thought to harken back to the harp of 
David, of Biblical fame.

Another thread in the weave of this tradition 
is the “Stone of Destiny,” over which many an 
Irish, Scottish and English king or queen has 
been crowned. This stone is said to be the actual 
stone used as a pillow by Jacob in the Biblical 
story of his dream. It was brought to Ireland by 
Scota, daughter of the Pharaoh Cingrus. Scota’s 
name is one source given for the naming of 
Scotland. The other, typically given, is Scotti, 
the Celtic word for ancient Irish raiders or 
voyagers. These Irish Celts made their way into 
the western islands and coastal areas of Scotland 
where their Scotti land became Scotland.

The first so-called scientific theory couldn’t 
be disproven, nor could the traditional legends 
be proven beyond a reasonable doubt . . . that is 
until the advent of DNA!

In DNA talk, a haplotype is a combination 
of DNA sequences indicating a common 
ancestor. Haplotypes which have a close DNA 
match to other haplotypes then create an overall 
haplogroup. Haplogroup R1b, only one of 
several identified haplogoups, happens to be the 
dominant paternal lineage of Western Europe. 
Due to European emigration it also reaches high 
frequencies in the Americas and Australia.

To further isolate a specific Celtic bloodline, 
European R1b is dominated by a DNA marker 
named R-M269. The frequency of this marker 
found in various populations is about 71% in 
Scotland and 60% in France (where Celtic 
Brittany is located).  In western England (where 
Celtic Cornwall is located), in Spain and 
Portugal, (where Celtic Galicia is located), and 
in Wales and Ireland, it is as high as 90%. In 
parts of north-western Ireland it reaches 98%, 
meaning these folks have the purest Celtic 
bloodline group in the world. This stands to 
reason as many of the native Irish clans moved 
to the west to escape the English invasion.

DNA testing through the male Y chromosome 
has shown that Irish males have the highest 
incidence of the haplogroup R1b in Europe, and 
western Irish Celts, the highest concentration 
of the R-M269 marker. While other parts of 
Europe have integrated continuous waves of 
new settlers from Asia and Africa, Ireland’s 
remote geographical position has meant that 
the Irish gene-pool has been less susceptible to 
change. The same genes have been passed down 
from parents to children for thousands of years. 
This holds true for the most remote of Scottish 
settlements, too. Wow! Then there is such a 
thing as pure Celtic blood!

The Magic of DNA
by Jim McQuiston

USA
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EDITOR’S NOTE: This month we feature an 
interview with a Celtic-inspired artist who has 
had designs featured in both the Gaelsong and 
Pyramid Collection catalogs. Our guest goes by 
the name of Xephyr Inkpen, which, itself, has a 
rather magical, mystical aspect to it. It is, in fact, 
her real name! In this Guide interview we explore 
the magic of Celtic art, by a master of it.

1) Hello and welcome to the pages of Celtic 
Guide. 

Thank you very much! It’s a delight to be featured 
in the Celtic Guide. 

2) Our theme, this issue, is magic, and I wanted 
to touch on your special attraction to the Celtic 
knot. It is often thought of as a very magical 
symbol and I wondered what first attracted you 
to the use of it in your artwork.

I have always had a fascination with interwoven 
knotwork as long as I can remember. My mother 
would tell us bedtime stories of dragons and 
Arthurian legends, often reading from fantasy 
books, so a love of medieval and magical culture 
began early. Growing up in Colorado I spent a lot of 
time traveling to Native American historical places 
and the pictographs of the Southwest are such lovely 
rock carvings and very similar to the Pictish and 
Celtic artwork. 

3) How did you get your start as an artist, and 
how did your unique ‘pen’ name come about?

My mother gave me the name Xephyr - it’s 
an unusual spelling of zephyr and means ‘a light 
summer breeze’ and in Greek mythology is the god 
of the West wind. Since I was born in June and am 
from Colorado I tend to think it’s pretty appropriate. 
My last name I took on after marrying my husband. 
His family has roots in the historic town of Inkpen 
which was first cited in 935 and is near Stonehenge. 
Ironically, I also studied illustration at the Rhode 
Island School of Design, so it seemed very fitting to 
take his last name. 

4) You hail from New England but mention 
you have one branch that extends back to the 
McCain family. Was the Scottish-Irish culture 
and its traditions strong in your household during 
your younger years, and did this have an effect 
on your artwork?

My mother’s family still goes by the last name of 
Cain (originally McCain) and have been in America 
for over six generations. Pikes Peak in Colorado and 
the town of Meeker are named after my ancestors. 
My grandfather was foreman on the Alaskan pipeline 
when it was a still a territory! 

Even though I’m very much an American mutt by 
heritage, we’ve always been proud of our roots. We 
always mention the Irish, Scottish and Cherokee at 
the top of the list along with some German, English 
and Swedish. 

Xephyr Inkpen by Jim McQuiston
USA

a Celtic Guide Interview

At right, Xephyr Inkpen, and above, 
Xephyr’s best selling piece.
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I actually like all the countries we hailed from 
long ago, but it seems our branch was born under the 
wandering star – always traveling to the wilderness 
or frontiers. 

Childhood was a mishmash of cultures and 
traditions, but mostly those of natural lore and 
superstition with a good dollop of science thrown in. 
We were not raised religious, but enjoyed a healthy 
imagination filled with fables and fairy tales and 
plenty of time outdoors. Folklore such as iron or 
running water keeping evil away, fairy changelings, 
and elves of the forest were as much a part of my 
childhood  as stargazing and chemistry. I’ve always 
kept an eye out for four leaf clovers and I had an 
old horseshoe I found hiking nailed to my front door 
for many a year. I’ve built many a fairy house with 
dandelions, acorns and other flowers and twigs, and 
was (and still am) completely obsessed with druids 
and forest folk. I think it is entirely possible to be 
an educated person with a dose of skepticism and 
still take joy in the wonder of the natural world. 
Imagination and creativity keep us young at heart. 
I try to keep this wonder in my artwork - and my 
greatest hope is that it will some day inspire others. 

5) One of your more popular pieces of art 
involves a wolf. Does this harken back to the old 
country or would it be fair to say it marries that 
tradition with the American wilderness?

The wolf? I think this animal is one of the most 
iconic in human mythos. On one hand it’s the loyal 
companion at our side, on the other it’s the growling 
fanged killer in the dark. Rarely has an animal 
captured our imagination, love and hatred as has the 
wolf. The original idea for the Celtic wolf blanket 
was to make a Pictish weaving – something that a 
druid would use to adorn a home woven into a tree. 

The wolf is a warrior in my mind so I added the 
chainmail motif to the edges. On the corners are the 
mystery of the moon, with darkened paws. At the 
edges of our love with the wild wolf is the savage. 
But the wolf itself is flat and almost lovable, like 
an Egyptian carving of the loyal dog. I also chose 
green and gold specifically to counterpoint the harsh 
nature that they are usually represented with in 
winter: blue, white, starvation and death. This is a 
spring wolf. One full of life, one who is calm with 
the world, a guide and guardian. 

This is a concept I think spans all the influences 
of wolf that I have seen in human culture: from an 
iron wolfhound collar with 6” long spikes in a castle 
in France, to the wars between conservationists and 
ranchers in the West, to hearing wolves howl in the 
wilderness where I was camping - all our meetings 
with wolves spark from a love of animals. I wanted 
to celebrate the natural warmth of the wolf. 

6) I am always fascinated by the answers I 
receive to this next question. When you are “in 
the moment” of creating artwork, do you lose 
track of what most of us would call “reality”?

I think of it as a dance. When I am in the moment, 
I am entirely captured by the movement of ideas 
flowing from mind to hand to work. So yes, I do get 
very much into my own world. Sometimes I’ll listen 
to a great book or CD, other times to my favorite 
podcasts or often to Celtic music such as Altan, Enya, 
Dropkick Murphy, Thistle & Shamrock, etc. But at 
times, too, I’ll just sit there and design away, taking 
all the creative ideas that have been percolating in 
my head and connecting them into one cohesive 
piece. And hours can go by without my noticing! 



7) Can you explain the magical and/or spiritual 
connection you have to your artwork?

Any artist has to feel a sense of pride when a 
piece is finished in their mind. That’s the hardest 
part about creating art. It was much easier for me 
when I was in science and math as there was a finite 
answer and logical steps to check it for accuracy. In 
art, you just intuitively know if it’s wrong or right, 
even if you don’t know how to fix it. So yes, there is 
a moment when a piece comes alive. It seems to hum 
with its own inner workings and you are but tracing 
the reality that is already there. That is the most 
magical moment – when I know how it will look 
because I’ve already seen it finished. And then the 
sense of “Done”. – when the final detail is finished 
and I know, deep down, the design has a life of its 
own now. That is one of my proudest moments. 

8) I imagine it is difficult to wear both hats 
- that of creative artist and that of merchandise 
promoter. Do you use an agent or do you do all 
the mundane footwork yourself?

It is so much work. I have found that a successful 
design business is 30% artwork and 60% office work: 

filing taxes, filling out paperwork, documentation, 
networking, finding new markets, working the 
supply chain, and even the small stuff like designing 
business cards and making signs and displays for 
markets. The other 10% is luck! 

I do all the work myself, from publicizing new 
works on online media, from Pinterest to Facebook. 
I photograph, edit and upload all the products on 
Etsy. It took three years to source the right fabric 
manufacturers to reproduce my designs, and 
international imports were certainly an interesting 
learning process. I even delivered the cloaks and 
tunics for the catalog order to Pyramid Collections 
myself, though in the end I did have to source local 
contract sewing to finish it on time. I once had a 
semi-truck deliver two pallets and about 43 boxes of 
tapestries to my house. He knocked down the street 
sign. 

9) What advice would you have for a struggling 
artist?

Never give up. Success is a product of your hard 
work and determination. If it’s not working out 
making a living as an artist (which is very hard), 
then keep plugging away at the day job for 10-15 
years till you have the resources to throw yourself 
full time into art. And in that time always keep the 
wonder alive. Photograph neat flowers you see on 
your commute, read magazines and blogs about 
architecture or travel, go to gallery openings and 
talk to artists. Keep a sketchbook and read old “do-
it-yourself” books. 

And make a space just for your art. One desk free 
to be cluttered while you work on a project, then 
clean it all up when you are done. Just having a 
space constantly available when you have a moment 
in a hectic life will encourage you to keep designing. 
Art made for yourself usually is the best kind. 

10) Thank you for the interview. Before you 
go, what is the one most interesting thing you’d 
like our readers to know about Xepher Inkpen? 

Scotch is my muse. Islay Mist is my favorite, 
though I do like Johnnie Walker, too. I feel as though 
the smoky, peaty flavors, the crisp water, and the 
local scotch grains are like a breath of heather when 
I’m designing. Thank you, too.

– 25 –
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There is more than one type of magic as well 
as one way of spelling it – magic and magick.

We have the magician who pulls the rabbit 
out of the top hat, but we’re speaking, here, of a 
totally different type of magic..

The Celtic people often seem more lyrical 
than a lot of other cultures. The linkage between 
music and language is very strong and when 
people start singing they listen to the lyrics and 
understand more of the magic ways.

My story of magic is all about St. Mungo.
St. Mungo, born in the late 6th century, 

was an Apostle of the Britonnic Kingdom of 
Strathclyde (now known as Scotland), and he 
became the patron saint and founder of the City 
of Glasgow.

Having been born in Glasgow, I was brought 
up with the stories of St. Mungo. His real name 
was actually St. Kentigern, and he is said to 
have performed four magic miracles:

Here is the Bird that never flew.
Here is the Tree that never grew
Here is the Bell that never rang
Here is the Fish that never swam.

The Bird: St. Mungo has been credited with 
bringing back to life the wild robin that St. Serf 
had tamed and kept as a pet. It was disciples who 
blamed St. Mungo for the killing of the robin, in 
order to get him in trouble. Mungo found the 
dead bird and took it in his hands and prayed 
over it, which brought it back to life. 

by Alison MacRae
Canada

St. Mungo, Patron Saint of Glasgow

The Glasgow Cathedral holds the St.Mungo Crypt. This inset photo is the actual crypt and is 
provided by Wikidedia user Maltesedog.  The larger photo is provided by Wikipedia user Quaoar10.
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The robin then flew to his master. Later in life 
St. Serf went on to Rome. He had a reputation 
for sanctity that helped him to get elected as 
Pope.

The Tree: St. Mungo had been left in charge 
of a fire in St. Serf’s monastery. Mungo fell 
asleep and it was said that some of the disciples 
were envious of him and came in and put out 
the fire to, once again, get him in trouble. When 
Mungo awoke and found the fire was out, he ran 
outside and gathered up some frozen branches 
(in some stories it is said to be from a hazel 
tree, and others it was from an oak tree; on the 
Glasgow coat of arms, it is an oak tree). Mungo 
threw the branches into the fire and prayed over 
the fire until it burst into flames.

The Bell: St. Mungo it is believed to have 
brought this particular bell from Rome. Hand-
bells were common in the Celtic church and were 
used by holy men to call the flock to worship. It 

is also to be known to have been used in services 
to mourn the deceased and living prayers. In his 
worship he would  preach a sermon containing 
the words “Lord, Let Glasgow Flourish.” 

Today the motto is “Let Glasgow Flourish” 
by the preaching of His word and the praising 
of His name. The original hand-bell no longer 
exists and a replacement, created in the 1640s, 
is now on display in Glasgow at the People’s 
Palace Museum.

The Fish: This story refers to Queen 
Languoureth of Strathclyde who was suspected 
of infidelity by her husband King Riderch . It 
is said that the queen had given her ring, which 
her husband had given her, to a knight The king  
demanded to see her ring and, if she could not 
produce it, she was to be executed. 

The king, in reality, had taken this ring from 
the knight who he had seen wearing it while the 
knight was asleep, and threw it into the River 
Clyde. 

The queen was desperate and turned to St. 
Mungo for help. St. Mungo sent a messenger 
to go to the River Clyde to catch the first fish. 
Of course it was a salmon and the messenger 
was to bring it back to him. Upon receiving this 
fish, he opened it up while he was praying over 
it, and brought out the ring. This allowed the 
queen to go to the king to show him the ring, 

The king was amazed to see the ring, and 
the queen cleared her name and avoided being 
executed.

St. Mungo founded a number of churches 
during his period as Archbishop of Strathclyde. 
Where St. Mungo is buried now stands the 
Glasgow Cathedral. Each year a festival is 
celebrated in Glasgow to mark his life and 
work. It always starts on the 13th of January. 
In the Eastern Orthodox Church it is the 14th of 
January. St. Mungo died 13 January, 613. A.D. 

I am also of the belief that St. Mungo, being 
the patron saint of Glasgow, alomg with his 
motto, “Let Glasgow Flourish,” are the reasons 
that Glasgow has been able to flourish so 
successfully throughout the years.

The Let Glasgow Flourish coat of arms photo
is provided by Wikipedia user Alex Spade.
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Ireland is a land of legend and old customs. 
Much of these are seen to be magical. Certain 
places are said to have power, and superstitions 
were so strong, that there is still now a strong 
tradition of passing down lore of magical beings 
and places from generation to generation.

“White foxgloves belong to the fairies. If you 
take one of the flowers and place it on your little 
finger, like so... then make a wish, and place the 
flower beneath the leaves, they’ll hear you.”

My grandfather is a colourful character, from 
the southwest of Ireland. He emigrated and left 
for England in his twenties, where he met and 
married my grandmother. He always cherished 
his Irish identity, and never lost his accent. We 
visited Ireland many times with him in years 
past, and I always loved to hear the lore and 
tales that he would share with us as children. In 
this article, I will share some of them with you.

In older times, belief in fairies, spirits, and 
the Little People was commonplace in Ireland. 
It was believed that the fairies lived in mounds 

beneath the earth. My grandfather explained 
that they were banished when St Patrick brought 
the Church to Ireland. Of course, we know that 
there are many different theories around this. 
The fairies evolved from the Sídhe, who evolved 
from the Tuatha Dé Danann. The name, Sídhe, 
is derived from “aos sí” meaning “people of the 
mounds”. These enchanted folk are described 
by some as beautiful and human sized, similar 
to the Elves in Tolkien’s Middle Earth. Others 
would describe them as small creatures, fond 
of snatching human babies or playing tricks on 
mortals.

It was very important to keep them happy.
“Mind your language, else you’ll upset them. 

They’ll turn the milk sour.”
Arguments and bad language were thought to 

anger fairies living in or around a house. When 
the milk curdled, items disappeared, or bread 
went mouldy, it was common to blame the fair 
folk. A cure for this would be to appease them 
with bread and honey, or leave something shiny 

Little People
by Pollyanna Jones

England

All illustrations are from “Fairy Legends and Traditions of the 
South of Ireland,” by Thomas Crofton Croker, published in 1834.



– 29 –

for them. In centuries past, it was believed that 
they had the power over livestock, and if cows 
developed infections or stopped producing 
milk, it was thought that they had been cursed 
by the fairies. There are many customs to avoid 
trouble with this race.

“Never pick elderflowers on Midsummer’s 
Eve. You’ll fall asleep and they’ll take you away 
with them.” 

Elderflowers were often gathered to make 
wine and a type of “lemonade”, and in my 
grandfather’s day, children would gather them 
up by the bundle. It was forbidden to harvest 
any on Midsummer’s Eve.

Some trees were left well alone and were 
described as Fairy Trees. Usually hawthorn or 
rowan, these were thought to be places where the 
fair folk lived or gathered. They are identifiable 
as old trees growing in isolation, usually in 
the middle of a field, or near a mound. It was 
considered terrible bad luck to cut one down or 
damage one.

“These are fairy caps.”
Holding up a stem of bog cotton, grandfather 

plucked the soft down from the plant and 
showed it to us. He explained how when he 
was little, he and his friends used to pretend the 
stalks were cigarettes, and even try to light and 
smoke them! The tufts of white fluff waving in 
the air as the wind caught them were described 
by some as flags or the feathered caps of the 
Little People. The soft down from bog cotton 
was traditionally gathered and used to stuff 
furnishings where feathers could not be found. 
It was more abundant in the past. 

“If you get lost in a bog and it gets dark, 
don’t follow the lights. They’ll get you lost and 
you’ll never get out.”

We would refer to these as Will-o’-the-wisps.  
Phantom lights that appear over marshy land, they 
were thought to be spirits that are lost. Whether 
intentionally or not, they would beckon to lost 
travellers, and if followed, would lead them to 
trouble. The biggest fear would be that the traveller 
would be pulled down into the peat bog by them.

“I heard a Banshee once. I was out fishing 
near Abbeyfeale with me rod, and heard a wail 
coming over. She flew over the trees and across 
the mountain.”

Banshees are believed to be portents of death. 
They are said to fly to a house and howl around 
the roof when a death is about to occur. To us, 
they are frightening and demonised characters. 
But it is in fact a great honour to have a Banshee 
visit a home. Their queen is Cleena, or Clíodhna, 
of the Tuatha Dé Danann, and she rules over 
all the Banshees. The word Banshee is derived 
from “bean sí” which means “woman of the 
Sídhe”. Banished to the mounds, they mourn 
the loss of each of their descendents, and it is 
their wails of grief that can be heard whenever a 
son or daughter of the ancient clans of Desmond 
is due to die.

The Sídhe were not the only hidden folk that 
my grandfather used to talk about. Leprechauns 
were often a favourite topic of conversation, 
and he would tell us tales of these small people, 
of which there was a whole family. Clurichauns 
seemed to be the nocturnal version of leprechauns 
and had the reputation of drinking a cellar empty 
of drink. Much of it is Blarney, I am sure, yet we 
were enchanted by his stories. As most of you 
will know, Leprechauns are small folk, standing 
about one foot tall. They are usually portrayed 
as wearing tall hats with buckles in them, long 
green jackets with waistcoats, smart trousers, 
and shiny shoes. Their faces are mischievous, 
and most of these fellows are bearded. It is rare 
for female Leprechauns to make an appearance 
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in tales, and it seems that only the males travel 
out into the world from beneath the hills. More 
akin to the earthy gnomes than airy fairies, 
Leprechauns take great pleasure in playing 
games and tricks with the Big Folk. There are 
countless stories of them shape-shifting or 
tricking humans with crocks of gold.

I was told a story from grandfather’s 
childhood. As a boy on his way back from 
school, grandfather was walking past a field 
when from behind the stone wall, up popped a 
goats head with a shout of “Hello there!” The 
animal started talking to him. It asked him 
who he was, where he was going, and what did 
he think of a talking goat? This was a classic 
example of Leprechaun tricks, and grandfather 
explained to us how the wee fellow must have 
been hiding low at the bottom of the wall having 
a great laugh at the astonished little boy.

“If you see a swirl of leaves or dust blow up 
in the road, tip your hat.”

Seeing one of these was thought to be the 
small folk travelling past, unseen to most 
humans. Leprechauns could make themselves 
invisible when it suited them, and would do so 
as they roamed about in the daytime. 

“If you ever see a Leprechaun, he cannot 
escape, so long as you hold his gaze. Don’t look 
away!”

I have a distinct memory from a trip to County 
Kerry in southwest Ireland. I would have been 
about two or three, and we had gone for a walk 
on the Muckross Estate in the Killarney National 
Park. I was dawdling, as usual, whilst my 
mother, father, and grandfather seemed strides 
ahead. Playing with sticks, grass, and pebbles, 
I happened to glance into a nearby field. There, 
in the dry stone wall was a Leprechaun. His hat 
and trousers were black, his jacket green, and 
his waistcoat was mustard yellow. The fellow 
had an earthy tone to his face, and rosy cheeks. 
His eyes glinted like emeralds as he grinned at 
me. I stared for a while at the little man, but 
forgetting all that grandfather had told me, 
turned in excitement to call to my family to 

come and see. By the time I turned back, he had 
vanished. 

This is one of my earliest memories, and as 
an adult I am not sure if it really happened, or 
if it is but a memory of a dream. I will though 
always remember the tales told to me, and the 
lore of the spirits and Little Folk of Ireland. 
If you are lucky enough to visit, or live there, 
you cannot escape the magic of this beautiful 
country.

N A M E :  P o l l y a n n a  J o n e s
TA L E N T :  A u t h o r / I l l u s t r a t o r
R E S I D E N C E :  E n g l a n d
INTERESTS:  Northern Tradit ions
Celt ic ,  Nordic,  Germanic and Anglo Saxon
http://www.pollyanna-jones.co.uk/
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 “You’re a Selkie! The one I’ve seen in my 
dreams!” Muirios exclaimed.

EDITOR’S NOTE: The above sentence is where 
we left off with part one of Allen’s story, in our 
February issue. Here is the final installment: 

“Yes. I’m the daughter of Albion, a sea God. He 
has sent me to you as a gift. I have other gifts to give 
you from Albion and myself. We have been chosen to 
be keepers of the knowledge, powers, and treasures 
of our people and the ways of the Gods. At a future 
time these things will spring forth just as the seeds of 
spring wake from their slumber.”

Reading his many thoughts, she replied, “My 
name is Muireann.”

“Mine is Muirios,” he excitedly replied.
“Yes, I know. My father and I have watched over 

you for many years.”
She moved closer to him and caressed his face.
“At first it was my duty to assist my father, but as 

I came to know you, something deeper grew. I have 
visited you many times in your dreams and have 
waited for this moment.”

Muirios could feel her intoxicating energies flow 
through his soul.

“I feel I have known you all my life,” he replied.
“Not just this life, but other lifetimes,” she 

corrected.
Removing her sealskin clothing, she folded it and 

placed it at his feet. She placed the gold and silver 
adder stone and the sword, Fragarach inside her 
sealskin.

Muireann spoke, “I offer my sealskin and myself 
to you. As long as you possess the sealskin I won’t 
return to the sea. Hide it from my sight, the sea calls 
me through it. As much as I desire to be with you, 
the sea’s call is unstoppable. Only as a Selkie can 
you follow me.”

As he lifted her up, he promised, “If I have to 
forsake my life for that of a Selkie to be with you, 
then so be it!”

“It is not as easy as it might seem,” she warned.
As Muirios knelt to pick up the sealskin, he felt a 

heavy object within it. Opening the sealskin he found 
the sword, Fragarach and a gold and silver adder 
stone. He looked at her inquisitively.

 

by Allen Hartley
USA

Illustrations by 
Vanessa Thiele
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PART TWO
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“Those are gifts from the Gods. Nothing can 
resist the cutting of the sword, Fragarach and nothing 
is hidden from the gold and silver adder stone. I have 
other gifts and knowledge to bestow upon you from 
the gods.”

He wrapped the sword and adder stone in her 
sealskin and placed them in his sea bag.

After a pause, she offered, “Would you enter into 
a Teltown Marriage with me on this Midsummer’s 
day?”

“You mean for a year and a day?”
“Yes.”
“And after that?”
“We’ll consider that at a future time. For now, 

let’s focus on the present,” she responded.
Muirios questioned, “Who will give their consent, 

blessing and be our witnesses?”
Bending down, she scooped water from a pool into 

her hand. Dipping her hand in the water, she wiped it 
across his brow removing his veil and allowing him 
to see the Otherworld.

Sweeping her hands all around she replied, “The 
gods and inhabitants of the Otherworld give their 
blessing, consent, and will be our witnesses.”

Joined in a Teltown Marriage, the couple spent 
the remaining night consummating their union on the 
beach in the soft light of the moon and warm glow 
of the fire.

As they prepared to leave, Muireann announced, 
“I am pregnant, with twins. A boy and a girl.”

Muirios stammered, “What? How can this be?”
“It is part of our Wyrd,” she soothed.
She revealed, “Search your soul and find the other 

gifts that I have bestowed upon you.”
Muirios reflected inward. He could detect strong, 

new energies in his soul.
“What are these energies?”
“They’re the knowledge and powers of the Gods 

and our collective ancestors that will be passed to 
future generations. You can unlock them through 
your meditations and journeys to the Otherworld. I 
will be your guide.”

After a pause, Muirios proclaimed, “I need to visit 
my old master and share all these wonderful things 
with him.”

Muireann warned, “It is not safe to journey to that 
part of the country. You’ll find nothing but heartache 
there.”

He replied, “That may be true, but I still need to 
visit with him and make things right. We didn’t part 

on good terms. He devoted 17 years of his life to 
prepare me for my Aisling and I failed him the first 
time. I have succeeded the second time.”

She warned again, “Many in the old ways have 
succumbed to the new religion by force and bribery. 
Our traditions have been polluted and corrupted. 
Even though your master is strong, he may have 
been turned too.”

“I REFUSE to believe that! He was devoted to 
preserving our gods and the old ways of the people,” 
Muirios defended.

After a moment of silence, she conceded, “It will 
be as you say. We will go and visit with your old 
master. Let’s spend the night at your old home. I 
visited you many times in my other form. I wanted so 
many times to transform and feel your embrace, but 
it was forbidden. Would you grant me this request 
before we visit your old master?”

Walking over to her, he took her hands and gazed 
into her eyes.

“I’ve always had dreams about you…now you 
are here and I’m powerless to deny your request.”

Sweeping her up, she giggled as he carried her 
to the boat. As he lowered into the boat, she pulled 
him on top. Their journey was delayed for another 
two hours.

They arrived at his old home in the early evening. 
After securing the boat and gathering their bags, the 
couple proceeded down the shore to the rock and 
moss house. Faint candlelight seeped through the 
cracks in the door and the opaque windows.

Muireann observed, “There must be someone 
inside!”

“I don’t know who it would be. My sister, Keeley, 
returned to the sea and her Selkie lover.”

Cautiously, the couple opened the door and 
ventured inside. Flowers decorated the room as the 
warm firelight washed over it. The table was covered 
with a fine cloth and illuminated by golden candles. 
A feast with drink waited for them on the table. 
Muireann peered into the bedroom and tugged on 
Muirios’ arm.

“Someone must have been expecting us!”
Muirios was puzzled, “Yes, but who knew we 

were coming?”
The bed had been made with clean, satin sheets. A 

large velvet comforter rested on top of the sheets. Four 
large pillows were at the top of the bed. Rosemary, lilac, 
and lavender had been spread around the room. Their 
fragrance mingled with the incense and candles.
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Muirios opened the envelope lying on top of the 
comforter.

Dearest Brother and Sister,
We wish you well in your path together. 
Enjoy this night, it is your night.
Your loving Sister

Muirios spoke first, “Shall we eat first?”
Muireann pushed him down on the bed.
Later that evening, the couple sat next to each 

other as they shared their meal.
Muireann teased, “I think we were supposed to 

sit across from each other.”
He replied, “I like this better. For decades I’ve 

had dreams about you. Even when it displeased my 
Druid master. I tried to drive the thoughts from my 
mind, but I couldn’t.”

She confessed, “Many times those weren’t 
dreams. I did come to you in your mind even though 
father forbade it. I couldn’t resist.”

“Oh.”
“That’s all you can say is oh? I risked my father’s 

wrath and that’s all you can say?” she teased.
“Somehow I don’t think your father could stay 

mad at you very long.”
Smiling, she leaned over and kissed him. They 

awoke the next morning in love’s embrace.
Muirios revealed, “My master lives in a remote 

village that is a 5-day journey into the interior. We 
will leave within the hour.”

Muireann warned, “I wish you would reconsider 
this journey. I feel that it will end in calamity.”

He pleaded, “Please, I must do this.”
Without any further discussion, the couple left.
Locating his former master wasn’t difficult. The 

welcome was lukewarm. After dinner, Muireann 
excused herself to rest after the rigors of their 
journey.

His former master spoke first, “She seems like a 
fine wife, but…”

“But what?”
Hesitating, his former master revealed, “She’s 

a…Selkie! And she’s pregnant with twins! How 
long have you been in this Teltown Marriage?”

Muirios confessed, “About a week. I know she’s 
a Selkie and she’s pregnant. How did you know?”

Wagging his finger back and forth in a scolding 
motion he replied, “My dear apprentice, did you 
already forget that I am a master? It is my place to 
know and I have my ways.”

Holding up his adder stone he peered into 
Muirios’ bag, “You have her seal skin! What is that 
sword and other object?”

He replied, “The sword is a gift from her father as 
well as the gold and silver adder stone. The sealskin 
is Muireann’s gift.”

His former master scolded, “There is danger and 
heartbreak in the love of a Selkie. To make matters 
worse, you’re bringing half Selkie children into the 
world. What happens when the call of their mother 
and the sea causes them to abandon you? My advice 
is to give her sealskin back and let her return to the 
sea with your unborn children. I can arrange for a 
new wife that would be better suited for someone 
like yourself. One that looks to the future and all 
that it holds.”

“I can’t believe what I’m hearing! I love 
Muireann and will not leave her or send her away! 
Even if I loose it all in the future, I WILL enjoy the 
present. We thank you for the meal and lodging. We 
will leave in the early light so we can still part as 
friends,” Muirios retorted.

Before his former master could say any more, 
Muirios left the room to join his wife and lover. She 
held and comforted him through the night.

In the stillness of the early morning, his former 
master opened the couple’s bags in search of the 
sealskin. He had to save his former apprentice from 
the horrible fate that awaited him. Startled by a noise 
from behind, he turned just in time to see the blade 
of Fragarach cleave him in half. Muireann wiped the 
blood from the blade using his clothing.

She declared to the corpse, “It is the WILL of the 
Gods that we are together! NO man will separate 
us!”

Muirios awoke to the sickening sound of his 
master’s death. Muireann had just returned to their 
room after replacing the sword in his bag.

“What was that sound! What have you done!”
She defended, “Protecting us and the future 

generations. Your former master sold himself to the 
new religion. He wanted to separate us. I can’t allow 
that. I have waited too long to be with you.”

“What did you do?”
“Nothing can resist the blade of Fragarach,” she 

replied.
Muirios ran past her and into the hallway almost 

tripping over the corpse of his former master.
“NO! It wasn’t supposed to be this way!”
Frantically, he rushed around gathering their 

belongings.
“We have to leave right now! If they find him, 

we will die!”
Trying to calm him, she replied, “You should be 

a little quieter or they will find him and us.”
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Banging on the front door interrupted their 
exchange. His former master’s neighbors had heard 
the early morning commotion and were concerned.

“Are you all right? Are you hurt? Open the door 
so we can see!”

Muirios and Muireann left through the bedroom 
window in the predawn light.

Not long afterwards, the neighbors burst through 
the front door and found the corpse of his former 
master.

“Summon the soldiers and the inquisitors,” one of 
the men barked.

Examining the grisly scene, the head inquisitor 
proclaimed, “This is disturbing indeed.”

After a pause, he questioned, “Who were his 
guests?”

One of the neighbors offered, “His former 
apprentice and his new bride.”

“Where are they now?”
Another answered, “We don’t know, but they 

came here on foot.”
The head inquisitor nodded to the captain. The 

cavalrymen mounted their horses and raced out of 
town in search of the criminals.

The inquisitor continued to question the neighbors, 
“Where does this apprentice live?”

“The northernmost islands. His father and sister 
raised him. Some say his sister entertained Selkies 
and even became one. Others say they were killed 
years ago. In truth, little is known about him and 
even less about his new bride.”

Three horsemen closed on the couple. This would 
be an easy take down. Muirios retrieved Fragarach 
from his bag and stood to face the horsemen as he 
pushed Muireann behind some rocks. The first 
horseman rushed in with his lance aimed at Muirios. 
Sidestepping the lance, Muirios cleaved the rider and 
horse in half. The remaining horsemen charged him 
at the same time. Muirios cut down a standing dead 
tree knocking both riders from their mounts. The 
men drew their swords and closed on him. When the 
duo was close enough, Muirios circled around with 
Fragarach extended, cutting through his aggressors’ 
amour and cleaving them in half.

Grabbing her hand, he helped Muireann upon a 
horse. Mounting the other horse, they raced off for 
his former home. By the time they reached his home, 
the inquisitors had posted a large reward for the 
capture of the couple and the soldiers were scouring 
the land for the outlaws.

As the couple was preparing to leave, a large 
group approached the house.

Muirios started to draw Fragarach, but his wife 
stayed him.

He challenged, “What is this about?”
One of the group responded, “We’ve heard you’ve 

taken a stand against the new religion and the church 
has a bounty on your heads. We also heard you’re 
one of the last Druids in the region.”

He admitted, “Yes. This is true. What are your 
intentions?”

Another of the group answered, “We have been 
branded outlaws too because we won’t forsake the 
old ways and embrace the new religion. We would 
like to journey with you and establish a new home 
for those that embrace the old ways.”

Muirios replied, “I only know that I’m heading 
north. I’ve heard of a large island to the far north that 
might be a suitable for such a venture.”

Muireann revealed, “I know of this island and can 
guide us there. The Danes and their kind frequent it, 
but I’m sure a business agreement can be established. 
They are resisting the wave of the new religion in 
their lands too.”

Muirios instructed, “We sail with the tide this 
evening.”

The sea god, Albion sent his Selkie army into 
the rivers and lakes to hamper the soldier’s advance. 
When the navy tried to leave their port in pursuit 
of the rag tag fleet, he sent great waves, lightening, 
and winds to batter the fleet. Many ships and men 
were lost and the commander was turned back in 
disgrace.

Muirios and his men reached their new home and 
established a business agreement with the Danes 
and their kindred. In just a season, the entire region 
prospered. Muirios and his queen, Muireann were 
highly favored. She delivered their twins and all was 
well between them.

One day, visitors from Muirios’ old homeland 
came to propose a treaty. They had just returned from 
a mission to the Danes and had heard of the emerging 
kingdom to the north. The church had sent them to 
open relations with the new kingdom. While they 
had lived among the Danes, they had participated in 
the sport of seal hunting and acquired the taste for 
smoked seal meat.

Unaware of the prohibition in the new kingdom, 
they presented Muirios and his queen with fine 
sealskins and barrels of smoked seal meat. Muireann 
immediately recognized the skins and meat from 
her Selkie children. In a rage she grabbed the king’s 
sword, Fragarach and cut off all seven of the heads 
from the emissaries.
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Gathering the heads, she held them high and 
declared, “View the faces of evil, our ENEMIES! I 
declare that from this day forth, NO seal hunting ship 
or hunter will be safe from attack!”

Throwing the heads into the crowd, she rushed 
out of the room crying hysterically. Muirios rushed 
after her. Finally, he caught her in the courtyard.

“What are you doing! This will be seen as an act 
of war!”

She protested, “Those were my Selkie children!”
The weight of the revelation and of Muirios’ 

position was unbearable. He fell to his knees 
sobbing, holding his distressed wife. He was a 
Druid King. As such, he had to pass judgment and 
ensure compliance. His wife’s actions dictated she 
be executed and financial compensation be offered 
to the offended parties.

He couldn’t kill the love of his life and his 
children’s mother! Muireann could read his thoughts 
and was even more distressed over the dilemma.

An angry mob burst from the great hall demanding 
swift action. Muirios tried to explain, but was shouted 
down by the group. They started forward to seize 
Muireann, but Muirios produced Fragarach. Most 
of the group had seen Fragarach in action and knew 
there was no victory against it.

They accused, “You wrongfully defend a criminal! 
This is hypocrisy!”

He retorted, “I defend my wife, lover, and the 
mother of my children!”

“Things are not as they appear,” Muirios added.
The group didn’t understand, “Yes, the emissaries 

violated the law against the seal, but our law doesn’t 
provided for execution except in cases where the guilty 
are caught in the act within our own country!”

“You will have to trust me on this. I will resolve 
the situation!”

Knowing they couldn’t prevail against Fragarach 
and Muirios had always dealt fairly in all cases, the 
group dispersed.

Helping Muireann up, he held her for an hour.
After she calmed, she requested, “Please return 

my sealskin.”
“No! I can’t! You’ll leave!”
“It’s the only way to resolve this issue. I’ll leave 

and you can tell them I was banished.”
He knew she was right, but he didn’t want her to 

leave.
“What about the children?”
“They will stay with their father. Each year at the 

Alban Heruin, bring them to the Eye of the Water 
Dragon where we can be together. You and I can 

spend the eve and night of Alban Heruin together.” 
When the children are older, they can decide their 
path.”

“I couldn’t last a week without you. How will I 
endure a year?” Muirios lamented.

“I feel the same, but I see no other way,” she 
comforted.

“We could all become Selkies.”
“No. The path between this world and the 

Otherworld is at the convergence of the land, sea, 
and sky. As keeper of the old ways, you must occupy 
the land, I must occupy the sea, and our children will 
occupy the sky.”

“What of our Teltown Marriage?”
“Just because our time is up in three days doesn’t 

mean it has to end,” she answered.
“Has it almost been a year and a day already?”
“Yes,” she replied.
The couple made preparations to honor the Alban 

Heruin at the Eye of the Water Dragon. After spending 
their final two nights together, in the early glow of the 
predawn, Muirios handed his wife her sealskin. After 
kissing her two newborns goodbye and holding her 
husband in an embrace to last a year, she draped her 
sealskin over her shoulder and walked into the sea. 
Transforming into a seal, she disappeared beneath 
the waves.

With a heavy heart, her husband returned with 
the infants. He was inconsolable for many days. His 
wife had a tearful reunion with her father.

In the early evening hours, she came to her lover 
in his dreams. He could feel the fire of her touch and 
her soft lips. In love’s embrace, he wrestled with his 
Selkie lover until the dawn of a new day chased away 
the shadows of the night.

 
Notes:

 • Names –

Albion - A giant fathered by a forgotten Celtic 
Sea God who may have been part of a lost creation 
myth. He once was said to rule the Celtic world, and 
his name became the poetic name for Britain.

Assipattle – In Orkney and Scottish folklore, 
Assipattle is the youngest son held in contempt by 
his family, especially his brothers for his laziness, 
daydreaming, and tales of greatness fighting in great 
battles. He becomes the unlikely hero who defeats the 
terrible Stoor Worm (Water Dragon) and preserves 
the land and its people.
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Eriboll - Erisol (Scottish Gaelic: Earabol) is a 
village in Sutherland, Scotland on the southeastern 
shore of Loch Erisol. It lies in the northern part of the 
former county of Sutherland. Its Norse name means 
sex on a gravel beach.

Fragarach - In Irish mythology, Fragarach, 
known as “The Answerer’” or “The Retaliator”, 
was the sword of Manannan mac Lir and later, Lugh 
Lamfada. Forged by the Gods, Manannan wielded 
it as his weapon before passing it on to Lugh (his 
foster son). It was given to Cúchulainn by Lugh, and 
later to Conn of the Hundred Battles. It was said that 
no one could tell a lie with Fragarach at his or her 
throat, thus the name “Answerer”. It was also said 
to place the wind at the user’s command, and could 
cut through any shield or wall, and gave a piercing 
wound from which no man could recover.

Keeley – Celtic for beautiful princesses or 
beautiful and graceful.

Muireann - MEER-an or MOHR-in - “of the 
long hair”; from Old Irish muir “sea”, may also mean 
“sea-white” or “sea-fair”; and an ancient feminine 
version of Murphy. Wife of Finn mac Cumhaill’s son 
Oisin. A legendary Queen Muireann was ancestress 
of the kings of Connacht. Four abbesses of Kildare 
also had this name.

Muirios - MEER-ees - from Old Irish Muirgius: 
muir “sea” + gus “strength, vigor”. Muirios was the 
name of several kings of Connacht.

 • Legends and Magick –

Adder Stone - Adder stones were believed to 
have magical powers such as protection against eye 
diseases or evil charms, preventing nightmares, curing 
whooping cough, giving the ability to see through 
fairy or witch disguises and traps if looked at through 
the middle of the stone, and of course recovery from 
snakebite. According to popular conception, a true 
adder stone will float in water. Adder stone was held 
in high esteem amongst the Druids. It was one of 
their distinguishing badges, and was accounted to 
possess the most extraordinary virtues.

Alban Heruin – Midsummer or Solstice -The light 
of the Shore – The shoreline represents the magickal 
boundary, constantly shifting like the tide, between this 
world and the Otherworld. For the Druids and Celts the 
sea is one of the ways of approach to the Otherworld. 
From it certain seals known as Selkies or Selchies 
emerge at special times to become human. Three times 
in particular, Alban Heruin, Lughnasadh, and Alban 
Aurthan are identified as the times of transformation.

Aisling – Vision seeking/enlightenment rituals 
involving dreams or journeys into the realm of the 
sky.

Otherworld - The realm of the dead and the 
home of the deities and other powerful spirits. 
Tales and folklore refer to the Otherworld as “The 
Fortunate Isles” in the western sea, or at other times 
underground (such as in the Sídhe) or right alongside 
the world of the living, but invisible to most humans. 
The intrusion of the Otherworld into this one is 
signaled by the appearance of divine beings or 
unusual animals, or other phenomena such as sudden 
changes in the weather. Sometimes an otherworldly 
woman will present an apple or an apple branch, or a 
ball of thread to follow as it unwinds.

Selkie/Seal People - Selkies (also known as 
Silkies or Selchies) are mythological creatures found 
in Scottish, Irish, and Faroese folklore. Similar 
creatures are described in the Icelandic traditions. 
The word derives from earlier Scots Selich, (from 
Old English seolh meaning seal). Selkies are said to 
live as seals in the sea but shed their skin to become 
human on land. The legend is apparently most 
common in Orkney and Shetland, and is very similar 
to those of swan maidens.

Male Selkies are described as being very 
handsome in their human form, and having great 
seductive powers over human women. They typically 
seek those who are dissatisfied with their life, such as 
married women waiting for their fishermen husbands. 
If a woman wishes to make contact with a Selkie 
male, she must shed seven tears into the sea. If a man 
steals a female Selkie’s skin she is in his power and 
is forced to become his wife. Female Selkies are said 
to make excellent wives, but because their true home 
is the sea, they will often be seen gazing longingly at 
the ocean. If she finds her skin she will immediately 
return to her true home, and sometimes to her Selkie 
husband, in the sea. Sometimes, a human man 
takes a Selkie maiden as a wife and she has several 
children by him. In these stories, it is one of her 
children who discover her sealskin (often unwitting 
of its significance) and she soon returns to the sea. 
The Selkie woman usually avoids seeing her human 
husband again but is sometimes shown visiting her 
children and playing with them in the waves.

Teltown Marriage - Young women would put 
their hand through a hole in a wooden door. The men, 
in turn, would choose one of the women based solely 
on the look of their hand. The couple would then live 
together for a year and a day and after that they could 
separate if they wished.



The number 17 - The sacred numbers in Irish 
and Celtic mythology are: 3 (and its multiples), 5, 
13 and 17. Many of the images of Gods that have 
been found are shown to have three heads. Five is 
also very significant. There were five great roads in 
Ireland, five celebrated hostels, five paths of law, 
five provinces in ancient Ireland, Finn McCumhall 
counts in fives, Cuchulainn has five wheels painted 
on his shield. Seventeen is mystic. Events in ancient 
Irish legends are said to take place after seventeen 
days or seventeen years.

Water Dragon - The dragon began its life as a 
Worm – a large snake or eel-like creature, sometimes 
with horns, that lived in the wells, lochs, or the sea. 
During its mythological development, the Worm grew 
small wings and two feet and became known as the 
Wyvern. In its final development into a mythological 
creature, the Worm became a Dragon with four feet, 
larger ribbed wings, and a barbed tail. 

These dragons were said to sometimes leave the 
water and terrorize the hills and country in which 

they settled. The ones that remained in the water were 
depicted as sea monsters, the most famous living in 
Loch Ness.

In most all dragon stories, the dragon originates 
from a body of water whether it be river, well, pool, 
lake, marsh, bog, and/or sea. Water sources were 
considered sacred to the Druids who believed it a 
gateway to the Underworld or Otherworld.

Wyrd - Wyrd is the unfolding of our personal 
destiny. It has sometimes been translated into modern 
English as ‘fate’. But it is much deeper than that. It 
does not see our lives as ‘pre-determined’. Rather, it 
is an all-encompassing view, which connects us to all 
things, thoughts, emotions, and events in the cosmos 
as if through the threads of an enormous, invisible 
but dynamic web. Brian Bates’ Introduction to his 
book, The Way of Wyrd.
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So, what’s next?
Presto chango! . . . and we’re off to prepare another issue of Celtic Guide. We have 

chosen three themes ahead this time to allow our authors plenty of thinking time. The 
upcoming themes are:

April - Warriors
May - Womanhood
June - Sacred Places

We chose Warriors for April in honor of National Tartan Day, April 6th, when Scottish 
warriors issued a declaration of their freedom way back in 1320. Later this year Scots will 
have the opportunity to once again vote for their freedom. It will be interesting to see if 
they choose to live under the rule of England or fend for themselves.

Motherhood in May is, quite naturally, in honor of all of our mothers for Mothers’ Day.

June is when we start to venture to foreign lands and not-so-foreign lands, but somewhere 
off our backporch, at least. We’ve chosen Sacred Places for those looking for a unique 
place to visit.

I will never be able to thank those who work behind the scenes enough for all their 
persistence, patience, creativity and contributions. This is a group effort by folks from all 
over the world. And what a great little e-magazine it has turned out to be. Through all the 
changes to come, we hope to remain an anchor of Celtic culture and story-telling for quite 
awhile to come, yet.


