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Celtic
Heroes

From the Editor

The response from throughout the Celtic world for this online magazine
has been so tremendous that I am truly humbled. Our formula for allowing
the Guide to be whatever the authors and readers want it to be, as long as it is
Celtic-oriented and within the bounds of good taste, seems to be working.
This month we feature Celtic Heroes. It seems King Arthur is one hero
the world can never get enough of. Last month, in our Celtic Mysteries issue,
we featured a story by our social media coordinator, Carolyn Emerick, on Merlin the Magician,
who figured heavily in Arthurian legend. This month we actually have two separate articles and
perspectives on Arthur, one by returning Canadian author Sharron Gunn, and another by a new
CG author Simon Stirling, who hails from England. Our front cover is a Guide “enhancement” of
Gustave Doré’s illustration of Arthur and Merlin from Alfred, Lord Tennyson’s Idylls of the King.
Speaking of new writers, Hugo da Nóbrega Dias joins us from Portugal with an article on
several statues of ancient Gaelic warriors that grace the hillsides of the Galicia or Gallaecia region
of Portugal and Spain. Meanwhile, I present stories on a couple of Celtic-American heroes, and
returning authors Victoria Roberts (US), Chris Halliday (Scotland), Joshua Mark (US), Cindy
Vallar (US), Ronald Henderson (Scotland), Cass and Deborah Wright (US), and James Blake
Wiener (US) all return with great and unique articles of their own. It is my feeling that this issue
is going to be particularly enjoyable as we read of the valor and courage of so many Celtic heroes,
with some surprising twists and turns along the way.
All current and past contributors are very highly valued, as are our thousands of Celtic Guide
readers both on the main website and on our Facebook and Pinterest websites. The October issue
had over 3800 hits and each month we grow this number. The social media sites have garnered tens
of thousands of hits. Below, you will find a few of our recent emails to the editor.
As you enjoy November’s ‘Celtic Heroes’, remember December and our ‘Celtic Gifts’ issue.
From a simple pipe dream, it seems we’ve stumbled on to a very popular format. Our contributors
and readers are my Celtic heroes . . . and my Celtic gifts! Sincere thanks to all.

Emails To the Editor

I want to express my absolute admiration for the fantastic works you
have published. I had always dreamed that someday someone with
astute knowledge of our incredible heritage would take on this task,
and in my 74th year of life, it has finally come about.
			
~ Eadhmonn Ua Cuinn, West Virginia

I just discovered your online magazine and have enjoyed
perusing through some of the earlier issues as I work my
way towards the current one! Thanks for all of your hard
work putting together such an interesting read.
		
~ Nancy Langfeld, New Hampshire
I just found your Celtic Guide over the weekend. I love
this magazine. I haven’t had time to read all of them yet,
but I will get them read. I look forward to more issues in
the future and I will be passing this website on.
		
~ Tammy Wise, Indiana
http://www.celticguide.com • celticguide@gmail.com

Arthur in Avalon

Simon
Andrew
Stirling

the Isle of Iona in AD 574. On that occasion,
Columba prophesied the fates of King Áedán’s
sons. Arthur would not follow his father onto
the throne, said Columba, but would fall in
battle, slain by enemies.
Adomnán happily declared that St Columba
had been right: Arthur did indeed fall in a battle
fought against the southern Picts. The Irish
Annals of Tigernach provide a date for this
battle, noting that Arthur was one of four sons of
King Áedán who died fighting in Angus in 594.
The Annals of Tigernach were transcribed
in the Middle Ages, using material which
originated in St Columba’s monastery on Iona.
The notion that Arthur died fighting against
the Picts is seemingly confirmed by a later
account. Geoffrey of Monmouth, in his History
of the Kings of Britain (AD 1137), divulged that
Arthur’s opponents at his last battle were ‘Scots,
Picts and Irish’.
The location of that landmark battle can
be identified. It was in the vale of Strathmore,
along the banks of the River Isla.
Arthur fought his way across the
plain of Camno, making his last
stand at a ridge known, to this
day, as Arthurbank.
His errant wife was buried
– according to a longstanding
Scottish tradition – at Meigle,
immediately to the east of
Arthurbank and the Mains of
Camno.
Before we retrace Arthur’s
last journey to his place of burial,
we should pause to consider why
Artuir mac Áedáin – the first Arthur
to appear in the historical records
– is not more widely recognised as
This scrap stills remains of the original Annals of Tigernach
the original King Arthur.

When searching for the original King Arthur,
it makes sense to start with the first Arthur to
appear in the historical records. And when
seeking the place of his burial, one would do
well to consider the sacred isle with which the
earliest known Arthur was associated.
The first literary references to Arthur have
come down to us via two routes. One is the
poetry of the Britons – the poems of Taliesin,
a bard who flourished in the second half of the
sixth century, and Aneirin, whose Y Gododdin
epic was probably first sung in Edinburgh in
about AD 600. These poems survive in versions
written down many years after the events.
The original compositions were probably
contemporary with the historical Arthur, but
their transcriptions are of a much later date.
The earliest dateable references to Arthur
occur in the Life of St Columba, written by
Adomnán, ninth abbot of Iona, in about 697.
Adomnán recalled that St Columba ordained
Áedán mac Gabráin as King of the Scots on
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Firstly, he was not a king. But then, the
earliest literary references to Arthur do not
call him ‘King’. He was the ‘Emperor’ –
ymerawdur, in the language of the Britons.
The title was part of Rome’s legacy in Britain.
Arthur was the imperator or ‘commander’,
which is precisely how he appears in one of the
earliest descriptions of his career.
Writing in about AD 830, a Welsh monk
known as Nennius noted that ‘though there were
many more noble than himself, yet he [Arthur]
was twelve times chosen their commander, and
was as often conqueror.’ Arthur was not, then, a
king: rather, he was the generalissimo or ‘duke
of battles’ – a commander of kings.
Another common objection is that Artuir
mac Áedáin, being the son of a Scottish king,
wasn’t British.
In Arthur’s day, Britain extended as far north
as the River Forth. This helps to explain why
so many of the early poetic references to Arthur
derive from the Old North, or what is now
termed southern Scotland.
Arthur’s role as imperator required him
to defend the bulwark of Stirling and its
neighbouring fords across the River Forth
against Pictish incursions.
At least as far back as AD 1200, Stirling
was identified as the site of the ‘Round Table’.
Just nine miles away to the south, along the
old Roman road, stood a mighty fortress
overlooking the River Carron. The remains of
Simon Andrew Stirling comes to us from
the West Midlands of England County of
Worcestershire and is a book, magazine, and
online author. Simon has a blog which can be
found at http://www.artandwill.blogspot.co.uk
and has authored a book entitled The King
Arthur Conspiracy - How a Scottish Prince
Became a Mythical Hero. He is currently
working on a new book entitled Who Killed
William Shakespeare? Both of these books are
or will be made available through the web at
http://www.thehistorypress.co.uk

these Roman fortifications are to be found in the
Falkirk suburb of Camelon (Camlan in Gaelic).
Writing about this ‘little ancient city’ in 1695,
Edward Gibson, Bishop of London, observed
that the local people ‘call it Camelot’.
Arthur would not have been chosen as the
gwledig or ‘land-holder’ of Manau Gododdin
– the Stirling region – if it were not for his
rich mixture of British and Irish blood. Both
his mother and his paternal grandmother were
Britons. He was, in fact, more British than
Scottish.
Within a year of Arthur’s death in 594, the
Anglian forerunners of the English had invaded
and conquered much of North Britain. Thus,
Artuir mac Áedáin conforms to the Arthurian
archetype: he led the Men of the North in a
valiant campaign against the Germanic settlers
known generically as ‘Saxons’, but with his
death, the Old North fell. Britain vanished for
a thousand years, not to reappear until a new
Britain was forged by another Scot – King
James VI of Scotland, and I of England.
However, those who stubbornly refuse even
to consider Arthur son of Áedán as the historical
blueprint for the Arthur of legend point to a
couple of entries in the Annales Cambriae
or Annals of Wales. These give the dates of
Arthur’s most important battles as roughly 518
and 539 – way before Artuir mac Áedáin led the
Britons to a string of famous victories.
The dates given in the Annals of Wales are
misleading. The real Arthur fought his first
battle in the Scottish Borders in 573 and his
last in Angus in 594. These engagements were
twenty-one years apart – as are the entries for
518 and 539 in the Annales Cambriae.
The difference between the dates of Arthur’s
battles and those given in the Annals of Wales
can best be explained as confusion over the
Anno Domini dating system used by the
Anglian historian Bede. The monkish scholar
who interpolated the dates of Arthur’s battles
into the Annales Cambriae knew that Bede’s
Ecclesiastical History of the English People
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which forms the island’s endoskeleton is so
primordial, it preserves no fossil record. Iona
predates life itself.
The practice of burying kings on Iona can
be traced back as far as Arthur’s great-greatgreat-grandfather, Fergus Mór mac Eirc, and
continued up till, and slightly beyond, the time
of Macbeth.
Traditionally, though, Arthur was buried on
an isle known as Avalon. The Britons referred
to it as the ‘Island of Afallach’, and in the
Trioedd Ynys Prydein or ‘Triads of the Island
of Britain’ we learn that the isle was home to
Siubhal Artair ort! –
‘2,400 religious men’ – that is, it had become
‘The journey of Arthur upon thee!’
the site of a major Christian settlement.
The Welsh Afallach compares with the Gaelic
Practically the entire journey from
Arthurbank to the Isle of Iona could be made by ubhalach, ‘apple-bearing’. Deriving from the
water. This furnished us with the legend of the Welsh afal (‘apple’), the same Celtic root gives
Maimed or Wounded King, who could only find us the Gaelic abhall, an ‘apple-tree’ or ‘orchard’
relief from his dreadful injuries when lying in a (Gaulish avallo), and the Welsh afallen.
The poem attributed to Myrddin Wyllt – the
small boat.
original ‘Merlin’ – which predicted Arthur’s
But why Iona?
In 1549, Donald Munro, Dean of the Isles, last battle is entitled Afallen or ‘Apple-tree’,
referred to the burial of forty-eight Scottish kings and in his Life of Merlin (AD 1150), Geoffrey of
on Iona ‘because it was the most honourable and Monmouth identified Arthur’s last resting place
ancient place that was in Scotland in their days’. as the ‘Island of Apples’.
Afal, in Welsh, also means an ‘oak-apple’
The Isle of Iona is unusually ancient. Most of
its bedrock is Lewisian gneiss – the first solid or gall. The parasitic ‘golden apples’ or galls
rock to form on the Earth’s crust. The rock were of the utmost historical importance, for
they provided the gallotannic acid required for the
production of ink. This
would explain why the
‘Island of Afallach’ had
become home to a thriving
monastic community, in
which sacred texts were
endlessly copied, using the
iron-gall ink of the ‘golden
apples’ of the oak.
The link between the
‘Island of Apples’ and the
Isle of Iona takes the form of
Emhain Abhlach, the ‘YewCeltic Guide drawing of the beautiful chapel at Iona
place of Apples’.
started with Julius Caesar’s short-lived invasion
of Britain in 55 BC. Taking this as his starting
point, the Welsh annalist dated Arthur’s first and
last battles to 518 and 539. By adding the fiftyfive years required to bring those dates into line
with the proper Anno Domini dating system,
we arrive at 573 and 594 – the very dates of
Arthur’s first and last battles.
Arthur was mortally wounded at Arthurbank,
beside the River Isla. His final agonising journey
was remembered in Scottish lore, in the form of
a Gaelic curse, recorded in 1881:
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In Irish tradition, this was
the residence of the Hebridean
sea-god, Manannán mac Lir.
Not only is there a ‘Fort of
Manannán’ on Iona’s west coast,
but the very name of Manannán
signifies a ‘dear one of Manau’ –
which is as much as to say that
the godlike Manannán guarded
the same region of Manau
Gododdin as Arthur himself had
defended from his ‘Round Table’
Cnoc nan Aingeal - supposed burial site of the head of King Arthur
at Stirling.
th
A 13 -century poem in praise of Raghnall and in a curious remark overheard on Iona in
son of Somerled, Norse King of the Isles and the 19th century:
Lord of Argyll, referred to Iona as Emhain
Thiodhlaic mi mo naoi nighnean mar
Abhlach:
sheachdnar an Cill mo Neachdáin ann an Í.
‘I buried my nine daughters as seven in the
‘Emhain Abhlach of the yews,
Bright the colour of the crests of its trees ...’ Chapel of my Nechtán on Iona.’
The same Emhain name can be glimpsed
in the Evonium mentioned by the 16th-century
Scottish historian Hector Boece as the seat of
forty Scottish kings. It also gave Iona some
of its various names. Adomnán referred to the
island as Ioua insula, the Iouan or ‘Yewy isle’,
and in early poetry Iona is frequently designated
Eo or Io, both meaning ‘Yew’.
There is evidence that eo could refer to
any tall, sacred tree. This might suggest that,
in addition to harbouring yews and goldenapple-bearing oaks, Iona once boasted the most
important tree of all: a World-Tree. The WorldTree stood at the omphalos or ‘navel’ of the
world, a place of oracles. Iona was quite possibly
the island described in classical literature as the
‘Navel of the sea’ – the omphalos of the Atlantic
seaboard.
Before the ‘2,400 religious men’ took control
of the Island of Apples, the isle was governed
by nine maidens or ‘sisters’, of whom Arthur’s
half-sister Muirgein was the superior. Gaelic
tradition recalls these beautiful maidens in
connection with Iona, both in the proverb I nam
ban bòidheach (‘Iona of the beautiful women’)

Arthur’s burial on Iona was described by his
contemporary, the Chief Bard Taliesin.
The burial mound in which Arthur’s head was
deposited stands on the west side of the island,
looking out across the Atlantic Ocean. It was
once, reputedly, a Druidic temple, surmounted
by a cairn and a circle of stones. Adomnán
told a story of St Columba communing secretly
with ‘angels’ there, for which reason the mound
became known as Cnoc nan Aingeal or the
‘Angels’ Knoll’.
Properly, Cnoc nan Aingeal means ‘Hill of
the Fires’.
Another name for the mound is an Sìthean
Mór – the ‘Big Spirit-Mound’.
For too long, scholars have battled to keep
Arthur ‘English’. But there is no evidence at all
that an Arthur existed before Artuir mac Áedáin.
It is high time that we restored this Celtic hero
to his proper place and time.
To deny that Artuir was the original Arthur is
to perpetuate his fatal wounding and to collude
with his enemies in the destruction of the true
Britain of warrior-poets, of which Arthur son of
Áedán was the ‘emperor’.
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Scotland: Land of Heroes

written by Victoria Roberts
photo by Cameron Morrison

Since this month’s theme is Celtic Heroes, it
made me think about what actually constitutes
a hero.
There were certainly an abundance of Scottish
heroes throughout that country’s history such
as William Wallace, Robert the Bruce, Bonnie
Prince Charlie, Mary Queen of Scots, etc.
And let’s not forget there were also women
who took to the battlefield such as the Countess
of Ross, the Countess of Buchan, Lady Margaret
Oglivy and Margaret Murray.
These men and women made sacrifices for
their country and beliefs. Are they heroes?
Absolutely.
But what about the father who worked in
the fields from dusk to dawn, barely making
enough money to feed his family? Perhaps you
don’t need to wield a broadsword or die on the
battlefield to be fondly remembered as a hero.
Some Celtic heroes wielded a pen to make
a difference, and I believe Scotland’s Robert
Burns to be such a man.
Robert “Rabbie” Burns (January 25, 1759July 21, 1796) remains today the national poet
of Scotland. His poetry and songs have been

translated into many other languages, making
him truly a household name. Simply, Burns
preserved the Scots tongue in literary form.
His birthday – January 25 – is celebrated as the
annual “Burns Night” and is still commemorated
worldwide.
Burns was born in Alloway, Ayrshire. His
father was a well-educated farmer who taught
his own children and occasionally provided
private tutors. As a result, Burns read many
liberal theological works which obviously
influenced him.
According to Robert Lewis Stevenson,
Burns was an expert at flirtation, witty with
conversation, and had penned many an effective
love letter. In Ayrshire, Burns had a rakish
reputation with the lasses and had many affairs,
even after marriage.
In 1786, his marriage to Jean Armour was
annulled by her father. With his marriage debacle
and his occupation as an unsuccessful farmer,
Burns sought a new life and considered going
to the West Indies to work. In order to raise
funds for his travels, he published a collection
of poems he had composed over the years.
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The man’s literary influence has been seen
in the United States by the published works of
John Steinbeck’s Of Mice and Men, and some
even say Burns influenced J.D. Salinger’s The
Catcher in the Rye. Furthermore, Burns clubs
have formed worldwide to share the joy of
Scotland’s most beloved poet, Robert Burns.
I will share with you my favorite Robert
Burns poem –

Best-known portrait
of Robert Burns, by
Alexander Nasmyth,
(from 1787)

Within months of publication, he received
glowing reviews. Consequently, he changed his
plans and moved to Edinburgh. Author Note:
A dream of all my Celtic CHRW brothers and
sisters, including me!
His luck further prevailed when an Edinburgh
music seller hired him to collect and arrange old
Scottish songs. Burns began collecting on his
many trips to the Borders and the Highlands.
The famous songs he wrote and adapted were
none other than: Auld Lang Syne, My Love is
Like a Red, Red Rose, John Anderson My Jo
and My Heart’s in the Highlands. Just to name
a few!
Burns married a second time to the same
woman he had first married. This time Jean
Armour’s family approved and the couple finally
received the blessing of the Scottish Church.
Throughout his life, Burns believed passions
were a gift of God, and that a religion of love
must include sex. He believed that in the end, it
was the quality of our lives that counted most.

My Heart’s in the Highlands

Farewell to the Highlands, farewell to the North,
The birth-place of Valour, the country of Worth;
Wherever I wander, wherever I rove,
The hills of the Highlands forever I love.
My heart’s in the Highlands, my heart is not here;
My heart’s in the Highlands a-chasing the deer;
A-chasing the wild-deer, and following the roe,
My heart’s in the Highlands wherever I go.
Farewell to the mountains high covered with snow;
Farewell to the straths and green valleys below;
Farewell to the forests and wild-hanging woods;
Farewell to the torrents and loud-pouring floods.
My heart’s in the Highlands, my heart is not here;
My heart’s in the Highlands a-chasing the deer;
A-chasing the wild-deer, and following the roe,
My heart’s in the Highlands wherever I go.
Robert Burns will forever be one of our most
cherished Celtic heroes.

Home of Robert Burns

photographed by Cameron Morrison
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Patrick
Fitzpatrick
by James A. McQuiston

Patrick Fitzpatrick . . . now there’s a Celtic
name for you!
In 1810, after some years of sailing on
Lake Erie, and learning those waters well, this
particular Patrick Fitzpatrick decided to become
a farmer instead.
According to the 1810 census, Patrick and his
brother Hugh were living in an area below Erie,
Pennsylvania, now known as Spartansburg.
Erie had only received its very first American
settler in 1795, and so the place was still very
remote. The brothers moved into a territory
described in an official report by a contemporary
government road surveyor as “one entire and
uninterrupted wilderness.”
The region had managed to stay considerably
unpopulated throughout the early Colonial period
of America. Lake Erie was actually the last of the
Great Lakes to be discovered (1669) and even
when Commodore Perry’s shipbuilders arrived
in 1812, it was said about Erie that – “So remote
from the normal manufacturing centers was the
Erie outpost that a blacksmith had to make the
axes and adzes before woodsman could fell the
first trees to begin building the ships.”
Patrick’s track of land south of Erie became
known as Patrick’s Hollow and the small creek
that runs through it to a nearby lake is still today
known as Patrick Run (formerly Patrick’s Run).
The town that built up nearby is Spartansburg.
Erie itself was known as Presque Isle while
under French control. The bay located there still
carries that name. The French were driven out
after the French and Indian War, and the area
was returned, to some degree, to Indian tribes
who had lived there all along.
Though they ceded the vast Ohio Valley to
the Colonies after the Revolution, the British
still held considerable sway in this area, located
so close to Canada. Their goal was to control

the Great Lakes, which served as a buffer to
keep the American colonies out of Canada, and
allowed for transfer of supplies from the east to
its western outposts.
Though many chiefs of individual tribes sold
their land to the Americans, groups of warriors
from most of these tribes united under the famous
leader Tecumseh, who operated with British
support. The British were hoping to prevent U.S.
expansionism. Also, many Loyalists had escaped
the Revolution by moving into Ontario and there
was a feeling on both sides that they might some
day reorganize to attack the U.S., and so there
was great tension along the border.
For their part, the British often encouraged
Indians to create havoc on the frontier, all the
way from Lake Erie down the Ohio River Valley.
Many attacks and atrocities were carried out
against frontier people through the sponsorship
of the British, including payment for scalps.
For the Americans’ part, they often retaliated
harshly against the tribes, including the killing
of women and children. They also declared war
on British-held Canada in June of 1812. The
attitude of many Americans was that annexing
Canada involved not much more than showing
up. They attempted to take back Detroit the
following month, which had previously been
American-held. However, their invading forces
were eventually defeated by a combination of
British troops and Tecumseh’s followers.
In July 1812, Captain Daniel Dobbins, in his
ship Salina, was delivering salt at Fort Mackinac
in the northwestern part of Lake Huron when
that fort was captured without warning by the
British. (The U.S. officer in charge at the fort
had not been notified that the U.S. was at war.)
With the aid of influential friends Dobbins
negotiated his release and proceeded to Detroit.
Once Detroit fell back to the British, Dobbins
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was again detained by the British. He was able
to escape and proceeded to Cleveland, and
ultimately to his home in Erie. His arrival in Erie
on August 24, 1812, brought the first news of
the recapture of Detroit, and of Fort Mackinac,
to the Erie area. There was great alarm that Erie
would soon share a similar fate, especially with
the British making inroads elsewhere.
With the ensuing War of 1812, England had
her sights on recapturing or at least punishing
her former colonies. Her troops made it all the
way to Washington, DC, where they burned the
White House. With warrior Indians in the mix,
the fighting was brutal and atrocious on all sides
of the conflict.
The future President Andrew Jackson stopped
the British at New Orleans and Commodore
Oliver Hazard Perry, with Daniel Dobbins’s
help, took on the task of defeating the Lake
Erie British naval fleet, which not only blocked
access to Lake Erie, but also supplied western
English outposts, including Detroit.
One problem though . . .
Despite a great fleet of ships being built and/
or collected at Presque Isle Bay, Perry had no
one on his team that knew the waters of Lake
Erie well enough, and thus Patrick Fitzpatrick
was asked to lead the way to Put-In-Bay, located
in the Ohio islands of Lake Erie. It was he who
guided the American fleet along the southern
shore of the lake, past Cleveland, to a group of
small islands where Put-In Bay is located.
Patrick was recommended by Col. Richard
Smith, who apparently knew him well. It is
assumed they served together in the past,
perhaps during the Revolution or while shipping
together on Lake Erie. In whatever manner the
two men were connected, Smith was aware of
Fitzpatrick’s considerable knowledge of Lake
Erie and Put-In-Bay, and recommended him to
Perry as the best man to pilot the fleet.
The ancient paperwork that accompanied
Patrick’s pension application states that “he
entered on board one of the light vessels (the
U.S. Sloop Trippe) on the second of September
and piloted the fleet to the enemy” . . . and to the

battle which took place eight days later.
It was a hot August day when Patrick, at
age 55, was called away from his haying and
harvesting to be asked to take on this task. He
dropped what he was doing and volunteered for
a three year stint. His brother Hugh also served
in the War of 1812. There is a legend that four
Fitzpatrick brothers served in the war, another
one being named John.
It may be that Patrick was part of a group of
this surname who came to America from County
Meath, Ireland, in the early 1770s.
Patrick left behind a son named Andrew to
work the farm. There is no indication his wife
was alive at the time, or that he had any other
children. In fact, it is almost certain he had no
other children as only one heir applied for his
military pension after his death – a story to
follow, soon enough.
In the paperwork for his pension request,
copies of which can be found in the museum at
the visitor’s center of the Perry’s Victory and
International Peace Memorial at Put-In-Bay,
it is stated that he was “an old sailor and well
acquainted with the navigation of Lake Erie.”
However it was that he made his way to Lake
Erie, he must have begun working as a sailor
there, early on, to be considered an “old sailor”
who knew the lake well. Perhaps Patrick worked
on salt or freight hauling ships along the Lake
Erie corridor. Whatever his past experience, he
was chosen as the one man who could safely lead
Perry’s fleet to Sandusky, Ohio and through the
maze of islands located just off the coast, there.
The first American vessel ever to be built
on the Great Lakes was the Washington, built
at Erie (then Presque Isle) in 1797. She was an
80-ton wood schooner built to haul cargo. The
Washington was eventually lowered down the
Niagara escarpment to sail on Lake Ontario.
She was lost in a storm in 1803. If Patrick sailed
on the Washington, it may have been after her
transfer to Lake Ontario, or her subsequent
demise that he moved to the land below Erie.
There were, of course, a few other early ships
on Lake Erie and Patrick must have shipped on
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one that travelled the lake from Erie to Put-InBay enough to know the waterway sufficiently.
Many men were killed during the very close
engagement of the 1813 Lake Erie battle. Many
were buried at sea, unnamed, and unrecorded.
Many others went temporarily or permanently
deaf, or at least partially so. Patrick was one of
them. The pension form states that he lost his
hearing that day.
His commanding officer, the famous U.S.
Navy Master Commandant Thomas Holdup
Stevens, stated that “I have no hesitation in
giving it as my opinion that this individual was
not deaf previous to that action; that his deafness
may have been caused by the heavy cannonading
on that day.”
Patrick applied for his pension in 1828 as he
turned 70 years old. By now he was in Detroit
after having served his full three years at war,
despite his deafness. He became a laborer in
Detroit, which had been burned by the British.
At the time, Detroit was a small wilderness
town of only about 1500 souls, mostly fur
traders, and current or ex military men.
Even though the war officially ended in 1814,
the treaty was not ratified until the following year,
and the British did not move off the last piece of
disputed land – Drummond Island – until 1828,
the same year as the pension request.
The area had been in a state of uproar for
most of the time that Patrick remained in Detroit.
Being deaf and poor and probably in demand as
a soldier/sailor or laborer to rebuild Detroit, it
probably was not possible for Patrick to try to
make his way back to Spartansburg.
Patrick’s son apparently continued at the
farm during his father’s absence, perhaps even
after his own service in the war.
At Patrick’s advanced age he found he could
no longer support himself in Detroit, and at
the urging of friends he decided to file for the
military pension. This was on January 31, 1828.
Little did Patrick know what lay ahead.
Just across the river from Detroit was the
small Canadian town of Sandwich that would
eventually become Windsor. Patrick took up

residency there, sharing a room with another
down-and-outer at an inexpensive inn. Later, in
1828, the young daughter of the innkeeper was
found dead after being assaulted. For whatever
reason, Patrick was accused of the crime. It can
be imaged that being old and deaf and poor there
was little he could do. He protested his innocence
to the end while being ministered to by a local
Catholic priest.
Patrick Fitzpatrick, the unsung hero pilot of
the Battle of Lake Erie, died with a rope around
his neck after what is described as a hasty trial.
His death wasn’t recorded until 1831, though he
is typically said to have been hung in 1828. This
would not be surprising for such a remote area.
In 1835 his former roommate, lying on his
own deathbed, confessed to the murder of the
young girl.
Patrick was innocent, all along!
The people of Detroit were enraged over
the mistaken execution. Perhaps Patrick was a
favorite of theirs because of his war service or
his work in helping rebuild Detroit. Whatever
the case, the whole state of Michigan, for the
most part because of this tragedy, became the
very first English-speaking region in the history
of the world to outlaw the death penalty, and it
remains outlawed in Michigan still today.
In fact, Patrick is cited on many anti-death
penalty websites as almost the poster child for
their cause. Of course Patrick didn’t know any
of this would happen. He only wanted some help
in his old age through the military pension.
In 1837 his son Andrew requested that the
pension be granted and that he receive the
proceeds. He returned Patrick’s body to the
farm at Patrick Run and buried him there, before
leaving the area, not to be heard from again.
Who, at 55 years of age, would ever imagine
their life taking these kinds of turns? From a
lonely harvester to the pilot of a fleet of ships,
from a deaf warrior to a poor laborer, from a
falsely accused criminal to an inspiration for
a world-wide anti-death penalty movement –
Patrick Fitzpatrick, I believe, deserves the title
of Celtic Hero.
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A
LANDSCAPE
OF
CELTIC
HEROES
by Chris Halliday

Once upon a time two giants had an argument.
The Scottish giant Benandonner, taunted his
Irish neighbour Finn McCool. Enraged, Finn
built a causeway across the sea to connect
Ireland and Scotland. However when Finn saw
his larger adversary he realised he would have
to outsmart him with guile. So with his wife’s
assistance when Benandonner came calling at
their house, he was told to await Finn’s return.
Curiosity overcame the Scottish giant who
looked in the family’s crib to find a giant of a
baby. Fearing if that was the size of the offspring,
“imagine how big the father is” and took to
his heals back across the Giant’s Causeway to
Scotland, tearing it up behind him. A euphoric
Finn, throwing clumps of earth and stone after
him, missed his target and thus created the Isle
of Man in the Irish Sea and Lough Neagh where
he had gauged the earth.
Such stories from a common oral tradition
are shared between Scottish and Irish Gaelic
culture and none more so than the mythical Celtic
heroes. But who were these characters and why
have they left their mark in our consciousness
and in place names to the present day?
Finn McCool anglicised from Fion mac
Cumhaill is a familiar Celtic hero of Ireland,
but tales of his exploits were carried perhaps
in the 5th century to Dalriada on the west coast
of Scotland. Now known as Fingal, he and his
band of warriors the Fiann became familiar in
Highland folklore.

This Celtic kingdom of Dal Riata today
would be the geographic area we now know as
Argyll and Lochaber. Here place name evidence
continues the link back to those heroes of Celtic
mythology. Glencoe was long known to be the
haunt of the Fiann and sure enough their names
survive at Sgor nam Fiannaidh (Peak of the
Fiann) at the western end of the Aonach Dubh
(Black ridge), also home to a cave named after
Ossian, the son of Finn McCool. Ossian was a
one eyed blind bard in the Homeric tradition
whose name remains in Strath Ossian, the River
Ossian and Loch Ossian in Lochaber.
It is surely no coincidence the most powerful
Argyllshire clan, the Campbells should claim
descent from a Celtic hero. Known as the Siol
Diarmid – offspring or race of Diarmid, their
alleged progenitor was Diarmid O’Duine,
nephew of Finn McCool. The story relates
how Grainne wife of Finn fell in love with
her nephew and a jealous Finn arranged for
Diarmid to hunt a wild boar, which in the
Scottish version inhabited the wood of Caledon.
Diarmid succeeded killing the boar but Finn was
not satisfied. He instructed Diarmid to measure
the length of the impressive creature. Doing
so Diarmid was fatally wounded by the boar’s
poisonous sharp bristles. For like Achillies of
Greek mythology his only vulnerable spot was
his heel. Finn had the power to save the dying
Diarmid, but surreptitiously allowed the healing
water to flow through his fingers. A boars head
remains to the present day the crest of clan
Campbell.
Several Scottish places lay claim to this epic
encounter. Ben Loyal in Sutherland has a Sgriob
an Toirc (Scree of the Boar) and Ben Gulbain
in Glen Roy, but Scottish Corbett (a hill over
2500ft) Ben Gulabin in Glenshee is perhaps the
best known. Here too are four stones that mark
the final resting place of Diarmid and his lover
Grianne. Its counterpart Ben Ghulbain (Ben
Bulben) in County Sligo is the setting for the
Irish version. Recounted orally for hundreds of
years it was not until the mid18th century that
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the tales of Scottish
Celtic heroes became
known to those outside
the Highlands. The
person responsible was
James MacPherson, a
native Gaelic speaker
from Ruthven near
Kingussie in Badenoch.
MacPherson is well
known for his works
purporting to be
translations from ancient
Celtic ballads.
He published in
1761, Fingal, an Ancient
Epic Poem in Six Books,
together with Several
Other Poems composed
Photograph above was taken by Chris Halliday this October
by Ossian, the Son of
at Dunkeld while visiting Ossian’s Hall on the River Braan.
Fingal, translated from
the Gaelic or Erse Language, followed in 1765 artificial features of the land in honour of the
Celtic bard: Ossian’s Hall, Ossian’s Seat and
by The Works of Ossian.
Subject to much scrutiny and derision by Irish Ossian’s Cave.
In 1772 Sir Joseph Banks at the height of
scholars and Dr Johnson of English literature
fame, MacPherson was unable to provide any MacPherson’s popularity visited the island of
primary sources for his defence. Despite this Staffa in the Inner Hebrides and Uamh Bhinn
the works became a great success, caught the (The Cave of Melody).
A natural feature built from the same
public’s imagination and spread throughout
Europe where even Napoleon possessed a later hexagonal basalt columns as the Giant’s
Causeway in Ireland, Banks renamed it Fingal’s
translation.
MacPherson had surely been familiar with Cave. It became a tourist mecca for the rich and
the tales of Celtic heroes in his native Badenoch famous including Mendelssohn, who following
and perhaps had been creative with other a visit in 1830 composed his famous ‘Hebrides
Overture.’
material he gathered.
Perhaps the deeds of Finn and Diarmid are
However he was at the vanguard of the
Romantic Movement which continued into the less well known today, but their super human
19th century. The noble savage and the natural powers and that good shall prevail over evil
beauty of the landscape became celebrated. continues in a similar vein with many familiar
People wanted to visit the places they had read comic book characters.
A land without names is a hostile
about and tourism en masse began.
Over in Perthshire the Duke of Atholl, environment. Tales and ballads our ancestors
constructed a folly at ‘The Hermitage’ on the told offered security, that familiar aspects of
banks of the River Braan. With an eye to the their landscape had featured in the lives of
growth of visitors, he branded both natural and their Celtic heroes.
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Curious to know your Scottish ancestry but don’t know
where to begin? Starting to trace your family tree but require
some help? Or perhaps there are Scottish records you are
unable to access on the internet.
A graduate in Scottish Cultural Studies and Genealogy,
Chris Halliday MA(Hons) MSc is a professional genealogist
based in Edinburgh. Using the
numerous archives throughout
Scotland and visiting ancestral
locations, Chris will endeavour to
answer your enquiry. Whether a
single event, family tree or social
history, www.scotlandsgenealogy.com
offers a bespoke service.
Contact: scotlandsgenealogy@gmail.com
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Andrew de Moray
A Hero Eclipsed

Among the great heroes of Scotland, the
name of William Wallace looms large but there
is another man, equally deserving of honor, few
have heard of - Andrew de Moray. The Battle of
Stirling Bridge on 11 September 1297 has come
down to us through history as a resounding
Scottish victory over the numerically superior
English army and credit for this feat has been
traditionally attributed to the genius of Wallace.
It should be noted, however, that all of Wallace’s
triumphs up until Stirling Bridge were guerilla
actions, not full-scale field engagements, and
that, after Stirling Bridge, he never won another
battle. At Falkirk, in 1298, his forces were
massacred on the field by the army of Edward I
making expert use of the Welsh longbow and, at
the Battle of Roslyn in 1303, Wallace refused to
command and offered only tactical suggestions
which, interestingly, were in keeping with a
guerilla fighter, not a field commander. Every
successful major siege and field engagement
throughout 1297, including Stirling Bridge, was
planned and executed by Andrew de Moray.
Nothing is known of de Moray’s birth date
and little about his family. He was a Norman
Scot of noble lineage whose family came
from Flanders. He is first mentioned in history
following the Scottish defeat by the English at
The Battle of Dunbar in April 1296. The Scottish
forces were massacred after their commander,
John Balliol, ordered a downhill charge from a
secure, fortified position, into the ranks of the
English. Andrew de Moray’s father, Sir Andrew
de Moray, and uncle, William de Moray, were
taken prisoner and sent to the Tower of London
where they died in 1298. Andrew himself was
taken to Chester Castle in northern England to
be ransomed along with other Scottish nobles.
He remained a prisoner there for almost a year.

by Joshua J. Mark

According to most reports, de Moray escaped
from his prison (some contend he was ransomed
and secretly set free) and made his way back to
the family estate in Avoch, northern Scotland, a
distance of 405 miles (651km) much of which
was hostile territory controlled by the English.
Once there, he drove out the English forces who
had occupied his lands and raised the flag of
insurrection over Castle Ormond. He then set
about gathering arms, equipping a fighting force,
acquiring intelligence of English positions and,
somehow, in the midst of all this, finding time
to get married.
Once he felt his forces were in proper
condition, he launched a series of guerilla attacks
throughout the north of Scotland. So successful
were these engagements that de Moray’s name
reached Edward I of England (the so-called
`Hammer of the Scots’) long before Wallace’s
activities in the south were noticed.
Throughout the summer of 1297, de Moray
planned and executed a number of spectacular
engagements against the English most of
which were later attributed to Wallace. He
besieged Urquart Castle after ambushing a large
contingent of the garrison and, though initially
unsuccessful, did later take the castle.
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Celtic Guide drawing
of Urquart Castle

He burned the English fleet at Aberdeen and
took the stronghold at Balconie and then, in a
surprise attack, avoided a frontal engagement
with the English to take Duffus Castle and then
the strategically important Boharme Castle. He
had now divided the English forces in the north
and, with major fortifications under Scottish
control, was able to effectively take the remaining
castles. By July of 1297, the English chief tax
collector in Scotland, Hugo de Cressingham,
wrote the deputy treasurer in London explaining
that no taxes would be arriving because the
country was in complete turmoil and no tax
collector or official of the king could “raise a
penny of the revenues of their bailiwicks on
account of a multitude of different perils which
daily and continually threaten them” (Crantara.
org). Andrew de Moray was the principle cause
of these perils to the English.
It is unclear exactly when de Moray and
Wallace might have first met but it seems that
Wallace contacted de Moray sometime in August
1297 with a request that they join forces to
repel the large English army invading Scotland.
Wallace had been successfully campaigning
against the English in the south and was already
well known as a charismatic and capable
guerilla commander. They met at Dundee or,
perhaps, Perth, and marched to Stirling. In spite
of Wallace’s popularity, that de Moray would
have been in command of the joint forces at
Stirling seems clear on three points:
1. The strategy employed of dividing the
English forces, as well as the deployment of the
troops, seems in keeping with tactics repeatedly
used by de Moray in his campaigns in the
north.
2. There is no successful military engagement
executed by Wallace prior to Stirling to set
precedent for his success on the field that day.
3. Andrew de Moray’s name and seal always
precedes Wallace’s on all extant correspondence,
indicating that he was commander of the rebel
forces and Wallace the second in command (or,
alternately, that he was a noble and higher in

the social hierarchy which, still, argues that he
would have been in command as the army was
more likely to choose to follow a noble than a
commoner when presented with the choice).
At the Battle of Stirling Bridge it is recorded
that de Moray led from the front, after allowing
part of the English force to cross the bridge, and
split the opposing army in half. He was wounded
either by an arrow or by sword strokes and died
of these wounds, it is thought, sometime in
November of 1297. His name and seal on letters
continue through that month though whether
this is proof he was still alive, or simply that
someone wished it to appear so, is not known.
After his death, Wallace led an unsuccessful
raid into northern England and, as previously
noted, never won a significant engagement after
Stirling. This is not to claim William Wallace
is not deserving of the honors which are richly
due him, as his struggle to free Scotland from
English rule was great, but simply to shed light
on the man who has too long been obscured by
his long shadow.
If de Moray was so integral to the early
successes of the Scots in the First War of
Independence, one might ask, why does he not
share equal glory with William Wallace or, later,
Robert the Bruce? The answer lies in the power
of literature to shape history. In the year 1477 a
minstrel at the court of James IV of Scotland,
known as Blind Harry, composed the epic poem
The Acts and Deeds of the Illustrious and Valiant
Champion Sir William Wallace which credited
Wallace with all manner of heroic feats from
slaying lions in France to cleverly outwitting
the English in multiple engagements. At the
Battle of Stirling Bridge, for example, Harry
claims that Wallace devised an intricate trap
to be sprung on the bridge which plunged the
English army into the water below. No such trap
has ever been mentioned by any contemporary
- or later - chroniclers of the battle. This work
of fiction glorifying Wallace and his exploits,
however, was so well written and so engaging
that it became accepted, if not as actual history,
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at least as the primary lens through which
Wallace and the First War of Independence came
to be viewed. Later writers such as Jane Porter,
in her immensely popular historical romance
The Scottish Chiefs, would cement this view in
the mind of readers for generations until Mel
Gibson would solidify it further with the 1995
film Braveheart. It is past time Andrew de Moray
was recognized for his significant contributions
to the struggle for freedom in Scotland. His son,
also named Andrew, born after his death, would
later continue the fight against Edward III in
the 1330’s and would also die for the cause of
freedom.

For Further Reading:
1. Andrew de Moray - Scottish Patriot: http://
cranntara.org.uk/moray.htm
2. Andrew de Moray - Unsung Hero of
Scotland’s Wars of Independence: http://www.
angelfire.com/sc2/scotsforindependence/
history/demoray.htm
3.The Andrew de Moray Project: http://
www.andrewdemoray.com/#/about-andrew-demoray/4532508801
4. Monument to Andrew de Moray Proposed
for Stirling: http://scottishmilitary.blogspot.
com/2011/03/monument-to-andrew-de-morayproposed.html

– 17 –

s an’s
’M
n
a
m
o
W

Best Friend

Recognizing that dogs have often served as heroes throughout the history of humankind we asked our
readers for pictures of Celtic-related canines, having no idea what we’d discover. The photo to the right, of
a Scottish Border Collie named Abbie surrounded by many bottles of Irish beer, was sent to us by Teodóra
Pócs of Serbia. Off to the left is the mounted remains of Balto, the hero dog of the Nome ‘Serum Run’ that
is commemorated each year by the Iditarod sled-dog race. Though Siberian in origin, Balto’s sled driver was
a Norwegian, Gunnar Kaasen; the doctor who received the serum was Dr. Curtis Welch, of the Scottish and
Irish Welch families; and the Cleveland exhibit builder who takes such good care of Balto, today, is Maria
Burke – the Burke clan being long-time residents of County Galway, Ireland. Even some sled dog enthusiasts
are surprised to learn that Balto was a redhead, since all photos are in black and white from that era.

Celts in the Yukon?

People of Celtic blood played some of the more substantial roles in exploring the
Yukon River Valley and other parts of Alaska and Northwest Canada. The three books
shown here have been written by some pretty darn good Yukon River historians.

• Book one Trailblazers is by Rod Perry, most likely the world’s expert
on the Iditarod race. Rod has been with the race since its beginning.
He also produced a feature movie in Alaska. You can find out more
about Rod’s work at http://www.rodperry.com.
• The second book All That Glitters was written by Ed and Star Jones
and is principally about the Frenchman Joe Ladue. These folks are
two of the premier historians for Alaska and Yukon. Their stories are as
authentic as it gets. Their book is on http://www.amazon.com.
• Finally, Celtic Guide publisher, Jim McQuiston, presents some
great history of the Father of Alaska, Father of the Yukon, along with
substantial information on the 25 years BEFORE the Klondike gold
rush. His book Captain Jack is available on amazon.com and other
book sites, with more info at http://www.fatheroftheyukon.com.
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FroM PAGAN WArlord
to ChrIstIAN KNIGht
Includes entirely original research and
new translations of early British and
Gaelic poetry
Many previously unknown Arthurian
battle-sites identified including the site
of Arthur’s last battle
For the first time ever, the role played
by the early Church in Arthur’s downfall
and the fall of North Britain is revealed
Available from all good bookshops,
www.thehistorypress.co.uk, Amazon.co.uk,
or Marston Book Services on 01235 465577

Wales on the Web
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Looking for information on Wales?
Visit any of these websites created by

Martin, The Druid in Wales
Folklore, herblore, databases, artwork,
ancient downloadable documents,
and more!
http://www.dragonsbreathblessings.com
http://www.martinvaughan-watkin.com
http://www.valley-pagan-tours.webs.com
http://www.welsh-christian-tours.webs.com
http://www.celtic-barefoot-therapy.webs.com
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http://www.library-door.webs.com
http://www.celticsaintsblessings.com
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CALGACUS

Although not recorded on any of the Scottish
or Irish lists of Pictish kings, the first undoubted
chieftain or king of the Picts on whom we have
any reliable documentation was the leader of
the Caledonians at the battle of Mons Graupius
in 83 A.D. His name was Calgacus, which is the
Latin form of a very old Celtic word ‘Calgach’,
probably meaning ‘The Swordsman’, and
derived from ‘Calg’, signifying anything sharp,
like a spear or sword. The modern Gaelic
adjective ‘Calgach’ can mean either passionate
or piercing.
The Romans, under Agricola, had marched
into Northern Britain in order to quell the
‘rebellious’ tribes who lived there. It was just
before the onset of winter. At a place called by
the Romans Mons Graupius, (thought to be
near Bennachie in Aberdeenshire, or possibly
Duncrub in the County of Perth, though there
have been many other feasible suggestions),
they were met by a huge and resolute army of
angry Caledonian patriots, determined to halt
any further Roman incursions into
their homeland.
The battle and its sorry outcome
for the brave but sorely defeated
Pictish host was well documented
by the Roman historian Tacitus. He was, as it
happens, Agricola’s son in law, and writing in
around 97 A.D. about Agricola’s campaigns, i.e.
only 14 years after the battle, Tacitus also gave
us what was supposed to be Calgacus’ rousing
speech before the conflict. It is claimed that
Tacitus could not possibly have known what
Calgacus said to his troops, yet one particular
phrase from the speech has a genuine ‘feel’
about it, as if Tacitus had heard it himself from
the lips of captured Pictish warriors, and was
moved to record it for posterity.

By Ronald Henderson

It may possibly be described as a romantic
view, but we can probably picture Calgacus,
described by Tacitus as ‘A man of outstanding
courage and lofty noble lineage’, standing
on a hillside and looking at the distant smoke
of burning villages recently fallen under the
‘protection’ of the Pax Romana. He shakes his
head, turns to his captains and says, almost under
his breath, that unforgettable phrase, “They
create a wilderness and they call it peace.”
Take a walk through any deserted Highland
glen today and reflect upon those words. When
you see the abandoned croft houses disappearing
under bracken and heather you should feel the
blood boiling in your veins if you are any kind of
Scot at all. Tacitus’ account tells us that 10,000
Caledonians lost their lives fighting for their
country’s independence in that dreadful battle.
It is almost incomprehensible to conceive
that all but two thousand long Highland winters
have passed since that day and that Calgacus’
words are still coming true.

“They create a wilderness
and they call it peace.”

As for Calgacus himself we have no more
information. He seems to have just disappeared
from the pages of history. We can safely say
however, that he wasn’t killed on the battlefield,
for his death would have been reported. Nor
did the Romans capture him, as they would
certainly have taken him back to Rome in chains
and paraded him as a prize trophy in front of
the Senate. This was the Roman way of doing
things and this was exactly what they had done
with Vercingetorix, the leader of the Gauls, after
his defeat at Alesia in 52 B.C.
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It is likely that Calgacus simply went to
ground and became a guerrilla fighter, striking
at the invaders of his country whenever he had
a chance, and was similar in many ways to that
other great Scottish patriot, William Wallace,
who suffered his own ‘Mons Graupius’ over
twelve hundred years later at Falkirk.
Vercingetorix, incidentally, was kept in a
cell for six years before being unceremoniously
throttled to death.
One small extra piece of information has
come down to us regarding this battle. It is
the kind of snippet that makes you realise that
actual mortal men were involved in these wars
and that they were more than mere numbers in a
list of historic conflicts.
From Roman Army records we have the name
of an ‘Auxiliary’ (i.e. foreign soldier, serving as
a professional) who is recorded as having been
wounded at Mons Graupius and had to go to a
field hospital after the battle to have his injuries
treated. He was a ‘Nervian’ (Belgian), serving,
it is believed, with the Ninth Legion, and his
adopted Roman name (for you had to drop
your own name if you wanted to get on in the
Roman Army) was Marcus Aemilius. Recorded
as having also fought in the Dacian campaigns
(Romania), Marcus eventually retired with an
army pension and settled down in a farm in
Hungary where he died some years later and
was laid to rest with his sword. Quite fitting for
an old soldier who had ‘done his bit.’
It feels as if we knew him. We practically
admire him, and it’s almost a pity that he was
our enemy. Yet enemy he was, for Marcus
Aemilius was a soldier in the Roman Army,
and through guilt by association with the bitter
experiences of people in invaded countries
throughout the known world in the first century
A.D. that made him a merciless professional
killer; a contemptible mercenary who spared
neither woman nor child in the relentless and
bloody expansion of the Roman Empire.
This man may actually have cast his eyes
upon Calgacus during the battle of Mons

Calgacus
Calgacus at
at Mons
Mons Graupius,
Graupius,
from
a
book
published
from a book published in
in 1859
1859

Graupius. He would have heard the bellowing
roar of the boar headed Carnyx, (the fearsome
war trumpet of the Picts), and ducked as volleys
of arrows whistled over his head, finding slower
moving targets behind him. He would have
gritted his teeth as the Caledonian war chariots
with their yelling spear-throwing riders charged
remorselessly towards him and would have felt
the ground tremble under his feet as the two
massive armies crashed together in a chaotic
tangle of 60,000 angry and frightened men.
Given those formidable numbers this
suggestion could hardly be considered likely,
but it is just, just, possible that it was Calgacus
himself who inflicted Marcus’ wounds.
Now don’t you think that is
quite an interesting concept?
No one today knows the whereabouts of
Calgacus’ final resting-place. There doesn’t even
appear to be a modern stone raised anywhere to
his memory. Surely this man, one of Scotland’s
most patriotic sons, deserves better than this
opaque oblivion. Even a simple cairn or boulder
with his name inscribed upon it would serve.
No self-respecting nation would do less
would they?
As the Romans themselves would have said
of him:
“Sit tibi terra levis.”
(May the earth be light upon you.)
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The Scottish Thistle
is an historical novel about the
Cameron and MacGregor clans
during Scotland’s Rising of 1745.
Find out more at:

www.cindyvallar.com
Celtic Warrior Pendant
Actual size: 1” x 1/8” diameter. This Shield of protection is a Celtic design based on the
numbers 3 and 4, which enable magical powers to come into play that help provide circles
of protection and other important esoteric forces to enhance well being. The central design
in this work is a Quatrefoil composed of 4 circles interlocked into magical Celtic Knots. They
represent the four corners of the Earth, the 4 winds, the 4 elements: earth, air, water, and fire.
Most importantly these points represent the 4 angelic guardians. The quatrefoil is a symbol
of good luck as in the 4-Leaf clover. One of several world symbols, this design is where the 4
realms of North, South, East, and west are joined and the 4 elemental angelic guardians bring
protection to those who wear this amulet. Comes on an adjustable black cord.
Kristin Olsen is the proprietor of the Celtic Attic web site, where you
xwill find all types of Irish, Scottish and Viking imports. Kristin won’t
xxxxsell anything that she is not absolutely proud of. “I want happy
xxxxcustomers, I want repeat customers, I want my customers to call
xxxxme by my first name and have a smile part their lips when they
xxthink of Celtic Attic and the pride of the Celts & the Vikings!

visit us at
celticattic.com

In 1411, one of the most dramatic and important battles in Scottish history took place at Harlaw,
just outside the City of Aberdeen. Hardly a Scottish family or clan cannot trace someone
with their bloodline back to this battle. Now, you can be part of the effort to
commemorate and preserve the history of this important
day in Scottish history through the
Freens o Reid Harlaw
http://www.freensoreidharlaw.com
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by Cass & Deborah Wright

Armstrong

According to tradition, the original surname
was Fairbairn, and belonged to the armorbearer of an ancient king of Scotland; that king,
having his horse killed under him in battle, was
straight-away aided by the brawny Fairbairn,
who dismounted, pulled the stunned king to
his feet and boosted him into the saddle of his
own horse. For this life-saving rescue, the King
rewarded him with lands on the Borders, and
because Fairbairn had taken His Majesty by the
thigh, and set him safely into his saddle, the
King proclaimed that Henceforth, the armorbearer and all his kin would bear for themselves
the name of Armstrong, and was awarded for
his arms the crest of “an armed hand and arm,
in the hand a leg and foot in armour, coupled at
the thigh, all proper.”
The first recorded chief was
Alexander Armstrang, Laird of
Mangerton in the late 13th century.
Gilbert Armstrong, Steward of the
Household to King David II was
Scotland’s ambassador to England.
Among the families of the Borders,
the Armstrongs became one of the
most industrious; their habitual raids
making them so active and daring, as
well as so cunning, that they seldom
failed to secure their prey.
Even when assailed by greater
forces, they baffled every assault by
hiding with their families in thick
woods and deep morasses, accessible
by paths known but to the Clan. One
of the Armstrongs’ places of refuge
was the Tarrasmoss, a frightful marsh

so deep that two spears tied together could not
reach the bottom. Over time, as the boundaries
of the Marches became better defined, and
fortunes shifted from one clan to another, various
branches of Armstrongs found themselves at
feud with rivals like the Eliotts, the Maxwells
and the Nixons, but managed to hold their own
through careful alliances with large, ambitious
clans like the Scotts and the Douglases.
Several Scottish rulers had striven mightily
to suppress the hostile, turbulent chieftains of
the Border Marches, but their predations were
never seriously checked until the reign of James
V, when accused leaders were dragged to the
scaffold, strongholds razed to the ground, and
estates seized in forfeit.
The most celebrated of those riders brought to
justice was “Johnnie Armstrang of Gilnookie”,
the virtual epitome of a dashing outlaw.
John Armstrong was a native of the parish
of Canonbie, and a chieftain of his clan. His
stronghold was Gilnockie Tower, at a place
called the Hollows, on the river Esk. The terror
of his name spread far, and leading a band of
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Armstrong Tartan and Shield

brave followers, he levied the black mail, or
protection money, for many miles south into
England. All who refused were plundered
unmercifully, while his friends and neighbors
were protected by the traditional “bands of
manrent”, compelling all chieftains to defend
one other against all outside authority.
Resolved to break the hold of these great
reivers, the King raised a considerably strong
following, “to danton the thieves” of Teviotdale,
Annandale, Liddesdale, etc.; in 1529, he led a
force of over a thousand men on an expedition
into the Border country.
To prevent the moss troopers voicing alarm,
he ordered local followers to bring along their
best dogs, as though they only hunting the
deer. Thus thrown off-guard, many renowned
Borders nobles, like Young, Home, Maxwell,
Scott of Buccleuch, Kerr of Ferniehurst,
Turnbull, Polwarth, Little, among other chiefs,
were all seized and jailed in separate keeps in

from http://www.bletherskite.net

different parts of the Marches. Those actions
being done, the King’s party then raced through
Ettrick Forest, and seized Piers Cockburn of
Henderland, and Adam Scott of Tushielaw (who
was commonly called “the king of thieves”),
ordering them both hanged before the gates of
their own castles.
So unexpected were these fates, that when
James reached Cockburn’s castle, the latter
was busy preparing a great entertainment to
welcome him!
Johnnie Armstrong, for his part, met the King
about ten miles from Hawick, at Carlinrigg
chapel, leading nearly 40 attendants, each one
arrayed in all the pomp of Border chivalry.
Gilnockie made so flamboyant a display, in fact,
that James, seeing this bold chief so gallantly
equipped, fiercely ordered the tyrant, as he
styled Armstrong, to be taken from his sight and
hanged, exclaiming, “What wants that knave
that a king should have?”
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Gilnockie saw at once the snare he was
in, and offered, in exchange for a pardon, to
keep, at his own expense, 40 men, ready at a
moment’s notice to serve the King, and a vow
to never injure another Scottish subject. But
James was beyond all entreaty; Johnnie and all
his followers were hanged on the trees of a little
grove at Carlinrigg chapel, their graves still
visible in the churchyard there.
Clansmen remembered the travesty well,
though; thirteen years later, that same king
desperately sought the military support of the
Armstrongs, and their followers and neighbors,
for the decisive Battle of Solway Moss, and was
refused it, on remembrance of his strict denial of
mercy to Gilnockie, Tushielaw and the others.
James suffered dearly for that refusal, having
blindly trusted Oliver Sinclair to lead his troops
instead of the cannier Huntly Earl of Gordon,
leaving them easy prey to the invading forces
of the English Crown . . . and no sympathy
did the monarch ever hear from his embittered
Borderers.
Sixty years after the execution of John o’
Gilnockie, the Clan still reived and looted along
the Borders, as was amply illustrated by the
celebrated rescue of the jailed outlaw Kinmont
Willie Armstrong by a later Scott of Buccleuch,
which involved a commando storming of
Carlisle Castle, giving birth to many cheeky
ballads, and ultimately brought the scandal
of Border reiving before the throne of Queen
Elizabeth herself.
But in 1610, Archibald Armstrong, the Clan’s
last Chief, was captured and hanged for leading
a raid on the hamlet of Penrith. Not long after,
the Armstrongs of Mangerton began emigrating
to Ireland, and settling in County Fermanagh,
where they founded numerous families, whose
heirs still possess estates in Fermanagh and
Wicklow.
In 1969, astronaut Neil Armstrong, an
American descended from this once-mighty
Clan, became the first man to walk on the moon,

carrying proudly on his person, we’re told, a
small, hidden swatch of the Armstrong tartan.
Whereas Fairbairn’s arms once lifted a King
onto a saddle, his descendant’s courage has
lifted us all on a path to the stars.
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This material is just a sampling of one of
the 60 clan names and legends appearing
in the upcoming book -

by Cass & Deborah Wright

Follow future issues of Celtic Guide for
further information about publication
details. . . . and thank you for joining us
at the hearth !
- DW

http://www.yesscotland.net
In 2014 Scotland will have a
referendum to decide whether we go
forward into the future as a mature
independent Nation, or else forgo the
rights to liberty that our ancestors
fought for, and allow ourselves to
continue to be governed by another
country whose culture and views are
often inimical to those of the Scots.
Who will go into the cave, take
the battle horn and give it its third
and final blow, and waken up our
countrymen from their slumber?
Will it be you?

Vote Yes, in 2014.

In Search of Your
Scottish Ancestor?

• If you have Scottish ancestors this
book is just what you have been
looking for.
• Learn where and how to find statutory
and parish records.
• Learn about Scottish marriages and
Scottish naming patterns.

Search your roots;
Discover your heritage

• Learn where to look to “crack the
code” on old occupations, old diseases
and old handwriting.
• Find out what you need to know to
make your search for your Scottish
ancestors more fruitful.
Order your copy now!
Only $7 cdn plus shipping

Christine Woodcock
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Order your copy at

www.genealogytoursofscotland.ca

Arthur mythic god to warlord to king
Of all the stories based
by Sharron Gunn
on Celtic mythology, the
tales of King Arthur are most Christianised;
the Gaelic stories of Fionn MacCumhail or Cú
Chulainn, are far more archaic, but all contain
both a quest and a love triangle. I believe the
stories were originally based on myths, the acts
of gods and goddesses, but in the forms we have
them, they are legends of heroic warriors.
One strand of ancient religious belief
concerned ritual, repeating what the gods did
which led to a successful hunt and food for the
tribe. The other concerned a mother goddess, her
old consort and a young man who would become
her next consort. The old must give way to the
young; the earth goddess must forsake the old
god and go with the new to ensure the continuity
of life. These beliefs, held by neolithic peoples,
represented a personification of the agricultural
year.
The Neolithic Arthur
The book, King Arthur’s Place in Prehistory:
The Great Age of Stonehenge by WA Cummins,
suggests that there are elements of the tales of
King Arthur which not only predate the Roman
Empire, but may be Neolithic in origin. Elements
of these tales are mythical in other words.
From place-names, megaliths, early medieval
manuscripts and oral tradition, Cummins has
delineated Ambrius, a king who possibly lived
in the second millennium BC. The people of his
kingdom were organised and wealthy enough to
build a substantial part of Stonehenge; Merlin
may embody the priesthood whose members
were the architects of the megalith.

in being one of a people who spoke British, a
p-Celtic language, and lived in Prydein (Britain).
He wrote that the British were descended from
Brutus, a Roman consul, whose greatness was
foretold by a magician (druid).
He was also proud of the Roman heritage of
Britain and listed the 33 cities established by
them. The Anglo-Saxons called them Welisc or
Welsh which means ‘foreigners’. In this period
the British people started referring to themselves
as Cymry.
Features in the landscape with Arthurian
associations show where the British language
was once spoken: Arthur’s Seat at Edinburgh,
Glastonbury, Tintagel, Caerlion, London,
Cadbury Castle, and many others.
The Historia was written like a great heroic
tale full of marvels, wonders and, of course,
battles. His description of the marvels in the
landscape are based on a type of mythology
which explains the reason why things are
named as they are; they also convey a sort of
ownership of those lands to the descendants
of those who named the country. King Arthur
fought 12 battles according to Nennius; this
would be ‘proof’ of the right of those who spoke
British to keep their lands. Much of his material
Geoffrey of Monmouth used to show that Britain
belonged to the Britons and the Anglo-Saxons
were interlopers. He lists their battles fought
with the Saxons.

Historia Brittonum - The History of Britain
British people once occupied the south and
north-east of Scotland, the whole of England
and Wales before the Anglo-Saxon invasions.
Historia Brittonum, attributed to Nennius, an
8th century monk, is not a history by modern
standards, but it does show the pride of the writer
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Then it was, that the magnanimous
Arthur, with all the kings and military
force of Britain, fought against the Saxons.
And though there were many more noble
than himself, yet he was twelve times
chosen their commander, and was as often
conqueror. The first battle in which he was
engaged, was at the mouth of the river
Gleni. The second, third, fourth and fifth,
were on another river, by the Britons called
Duglas, in the region Linuis. The sixth, on

the river Basas. The seventh in the wood
Celidon, which the Britons call Cat Coit
Celidon. The eight was near Gurnion castle,
where Arthur wore the image of the Holy
Virgin, mother of God, upon his shoulders,
and throught the power of our Lord Jesus
Christ and the Holy Mary, put the Saxons
to flight, and pursued them the whole day
with great slaughter. The ninth was at the
City of Legion, which is called Cair Lion.
The tenth was on the banks of the river Trat
treuroit. The eleventh was on the mountain
Breguoin, which we call Cat Bregion. The
twelfth was a most severe contest, when
Arthur penetrated to the hill of Badon. In
this engagement, nine hundred and forty
fell by his hand alone, no one but the
Lord affording him assistance. In all these
engagements the Britons were successful.
For no strength can avail against the will of
the Almighty. (Giles 2007: 28)

so he sets Culhwch forty impossible tasks
to prevent his marriage. But his cousin King
Arthur sends men to help Culhwch in his quest:
Cai (later Sir Kay), Bedwyr (Sir Bedivere) and
Gwalchmei (Sir Gawain) and others. Arthur is
first mentioned here as a secondary character in
a prose tale.
The idea for the grail may have originated
in the cauldron in Branwen or in Culhwch; a
cauldron which is never empty is a continuing
motif in Celtic folklore. (Gantz 1976: 31) Of
course, the grail in the latest versions of the Tales
of King Arthur is the chalice used by Christ at
the Last Supper.
Arthur is also mentioned in the tale of Gereint
and Enid, which contains the least number of
mythical motifs and is the most Christian in
content.
When court was held at Caer Llion
thirteen churches were set aside for
Masses: one for Arthur and his rulers and
guests, one for Gwenhwyvar (Guinivere)
and her ladies, one for the steward and the
suppliants, one for Odyar the Frank and
other officers and nine other churches for
the nine captains. (Gantz 1976: 259)

Celidon Wood is likely the Caledonian Forest
in Scotland; Merlin is said to have gone mad
after a battle and lived as a hermit in Celidon
Wood. The battle was fought on the linguistic
frontier of British and Gaelic languages.
A marvel exists in the region which is called
Buelt. There is a mound of stones there and one
The story tells us a lot about the 11th century,
stone placed above the pile with the pawprint but not much about the 5th.
of a dog in it. When Cabal, who was the dog
of Arthur the soldier, was hunting the boar
Troynt, he impressed his print in the stone, and
afterwards Arthur assembled a stone mound
under the stone with the print of his dog, and
it is called the Carn Cabal. And men come and
remove the stone in their hands for the length of
a day and a night; and on the next day it is found
on top of its mound.
The Mabinogi
The Mabinogi is a collection of 11 unrelated
stories, mythical in origin, written in 11th century
Welsh; the title Mabinogion wasn’t used until
the 19th century.
The story of Culhwch ac Olwen, one of the
stories from the Mabinogion, is a repetition of
the quest and love triangle. Olwen’s father has
a destiny; he cannot survive Olwen’s wedding
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A rendition of King Arthur, c. 1895,
Lyceum Theatre, London, England.

Historia Regum Britanniae History of the Kings of Britain
A slightly later version of the tales is Geoffrey
of Monmouth’s The History of the Kings of
Britain written in the 12th century. And this
version contains Vortigern and Ambrosius and
mentions the Romans. It places Arthur in the
5th century after the withdrawal of the Roman
legions--where he likely belongs. Or someone
like him, a warband leader. There is no grail
quest in Geoffrey’s history.
In Geoffrey of Monmouth’s History of
Britain, King Arthur invaded Gaul; the monk
may have borrowed details from the history of
Magnus Maxentius, a Roman general who served
in Britain for many years and then invaded Gaul
(France) in AD 383. The Gaulish army deserted
to him and he ruled Britain, Gaul, Spain. He was
killed in 388 when he tried to conquer Italy. His
story has a lot of the ingredients of the Arthur
story; a war leader who becomes king and rules
during a golden age.
When Arthur first became king he fought
and defeated the Saxons as far north as Caledon
Wood (wood of Caledonia, Latin for Scotland).
The Saxons promised to return home and
pay tribute to Arthur, but did not. According to
Geoffrey, Arthur was angry that they had broken
their word to him. Here are the words he put in
Arthur’s mouth:
Although the Saxons whose very name
is an insult to heaven and detested by all
men, have not kept faith with me, I myself
will keep faith with my God. This very
day I will do my utmost to take vengeance
on them for the blood of my fellowcountrymen. Arm yourselves, men and
attack these traitors with all your strength.
With Christ’s help we shall conquer them...
(Thorpe 1966: 216)
And here is a description of Arthur’s gear:
On his head he placed a golden helmet,
with a crest carved in the shape of a dragon;
and across his shoulders a circular shield
called Pridwen, on which there was painted
a likeness of the Blessed Mary, Mother

of God...He girded on his peerless sword
Caliburn, which was forged in the Isle of
Avalon. A spear called Ron graced his right
hand: long, broad in the blade and thirsty
for slaughter. Arthur drew up his men in
companies and then bravely attacked the
Saxons, who as usual were arrayed in
wedges. (Thorpe 1966: 217)
Notice that Arthur’s sword is called Caliburn,
not Excalibur.
At the battle of Cablam, Arthur’s army fights
and kills Modred, the ‘accursed traitor’ along
with thousands of his men. The Picts and Scots
(Gaels) are also Arthur’s enemies, allies of
Modred. Arthur himself was mortally wounded
and carried off to the Isle of Avalon (Gaelic:
Ubhalainn = land of apples) so that his wounds
might be attended to.
The Arthur of Monmouth’s book fights the
pagan Saxons who have invaded England; he
is British; his language is called Welsh in Old
English.
British refugees from the Saxon invasions
took the Arthur tales to Brittany, and there they
were enlarged and transformed; the Normans
brought them back to Britain after the Norman
Conquest. The Normans liked the idea of
the native Welsh fighting the Saxons; they
popularised the Arthur tales because it was a
justification for the defeat of the English, the
erstwhile Anglo-Saxons.
Geoffrey also wrote the Vita Merlini (Life
of Merlin) whom he describes as a prophet. His
version of Merlin was based on Welsh stories of
Myrddin Wyllt who was a magician who went
crazy and lived in the woods like the Gaelic
Suibhne Geilt.
Merlin, of course, was a druid, the king’s
most important advisor, but nowhere is he called
a druid in Geoffrey’s tales. He is a magus, a
term often used for druids in Latin. The advisors
with occult powers are called magicians from a
Persian word magus meaning ‘learned person’;
in Latin it came to mean magician or wizard,
negatively-toned words. But the word in Celtic
contexts refers to a druid.
Merlin is born of a virgin, a nun; he almost
was killed as a sacrifice when a tower was
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being built in order that it stand firmly. But he
explained that there was a pool of water which
prevented the foundation from being firm. And at
the bottom of the pool were two stones in which
there were two sleeping dragons, one red and
one white. The red dragon stood for the people
of Britain (Welsh) and the white for the Saxons.
‘Alas for the red dragon for its end is near’ was
Merlin’s prophecy. (Thorpe 1966: 171)
The Late Medieval King Arthur
The Tales of King Arthur were favourites at
the courts of the monarchs and kings for most
of the Middle Ages. Many romanz (adventures)
concern Arthur, even briefly: le Roman de
Lancelot, le Roman d’ Alexandre, Le Roman de
Tristan et Iseut, Gawain and the Green Knight,
etc. Le Morte d’ Arthur, which contains the bestknown stories of King Arthur, was written by
Sir Thomas Malory, a knight with experience
of war, in the 15th century. The episodes in the
tales and names of the characters in his version
are the ones we are familiar with: Arthur,
Guinevere, Sir Lancelot, Merlin, Sir Gawain,
etc. Gone are the battles with the Anglo-Saxons;
the quest concerns the Holy Grail, the chalice
which Christ used at the Last Supper. Queen
Guinevere falls in love with Lancelot and is
unfaithful to King Arthur; this story of infidelity

is an echo of the triad of a goddess and the two
gods who vie with each other for her. Malory’s
Arthur remains popular today with stories
of boundless forests, rivers which cannot be
crossed except over a bridge of glass or swords,
and an unending quest for the Grail.
Sources:
Alcock, Leslie, By South Cadbury, is that
Camelot…: Excations at Cadbury Castle
1966-70, 1972
Ashe, Geoffrey, The Landscape of King
Arthur, 1987
Baring, Anne & Jules Cashford, The Myth of
the Goddess, 1993
Cummins, W A, King Arthur’s Place in
Prehistory: The Great Age of Stonehenge, 1992
Gantz, Jeffrey, The Mabinogion, 1976
Morris, John, The Age of Arthur: A History
of the British Isles from 350-650 AD, 1989
--his scholarship has been questioned by his
peers; still a very interesting interpretation of a
period thin in sources
Nennius & J A Giles, History of the Britons:
Historia Brittonum, 2007 © 1847
Thorpe, Lewis, Geoffrey of Monmouth: The
History of the Kings of Britain, 1966
Vinaver, Eugène, ed., Malory: Works, 1983
© 1954

Course: Scottish Highlands
16th - 17th Centuries

30 November - 31 December
Cost $20.00 U.S.

Do you believe the Scottish Highlands are the most romantic place in Europe? A connection
exists between many different peoples and the people and landscape of this country on the
edge of the western world. The Highlander in a kilt and the playing of pipes are instantly
recognised and indicate a society quite different from that of mainstream Europe. In the
16th & 17th centuries, the laws and customs of the Highlands were considered archaic;
they were common in western Europe in the High Middle Ages, but had disappeared by the
Renaissance. Want to know more? If you can’t travel there, consider this course.

Late registration is not a problem.
Lurkers also welcome during the busy Christmas season!
More Info: www.celtichearts.org/workshops

Lecturer: Sharron Gunn, w/a Sheila Currie, lives in British Columbia, and teaches Irish &
Scottish History as non-credit university courses and online for Romance Writers of America.
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Born for the storm

by James A. McQuiston

Andrew Jackson, 7th President of
the United States of America, upon
leaving the White House for the last
time, stated, “After eight years as
president, I have only two regrets –
that I have not shot Henry Clay or
hanged John C. Calhoun.”
Jackson further said “I was born
for the storm, and a calm does not
suit me.”
He was referring particularly to
the fact that his former vice-president
and later his mortal enemy, John C.
Calhoun, was born of a privileged
class and had missed the Revolution,
whereas Jackson’s upbringing was
so dramatically different.
His mother and two brothers were
victims of the war. His father was a
victim of the hardship of settling in
the Carolina wilderness. He had, as
a teenager, served in the war, had
been shot at, wounded by a British
sword about the face and hand, and
saw many of his extended family
lose their wealth, their dignity, and their crops
to foraging British troops . . . and of course, in
many cases, their lives. From the age of 14 he
was an orphan who had survived smallpox. He
spent the small inheritance that his mother left
him (not his grandfather as so many incorrect
biographies state) on trying to find her burial site
in Charlestown (not on gambling and drinking
as so many incorrect biographies also state).
He attended many cockfights as a young man
and learned to “rooster up” or to act the part, or
even more than the part, as a way to gain an early
advantage. He stated that he often feigned anger
just because he knew the power that this had
over his enemies. He rode into Tennessee with a

pack horse and a big dog following behind. He
rode into Manhattan on a white horse (as shown
above) and a cape, very much as a Celtic leader
would have done in days gone by. In fact, he
recommended to those he mentored the reading
of the lives of Scottish chieftains, and also the
study of the life of William Wallace.
I am a great fan of Jackson, in part because
it is thought that his great grandmother was
from my family. But beyond that, he was the
first commoner to become president, he had
fought against the British tyranny of the day
since he was a teenager, he fought against the
American elite who would run the country as
their kingdom, and, when he took office, he was
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without any doubt, the most popular man in
the entire country. Proof of this was that about
20,000 people tried to occupy the White House
after his inauguration, so much so that he had to
sneak out a window and spend his first night as
president in a hotel room.
Jackson takes a beating for the infamous
Trail of Tears. Like many issues in his life this
is a blame taken totally out of context.
Jackson grew up on a frontier where Indian
massacres were extremely common and extreme
in their execution. Some of the tortures cannot
even be mentioned here in regard to my own
standard for good taste in Celtic Guide articles.
Let it be said that the most indescribable
forms of torture one might think of most likely
pale in comparison to what really took place.
Let it also be said that the American Indians
learned many of these methods from their White
teachers, and they quite often lost their lands to
unscrupulous Whites, and to broken treaties.
However, even the great chief Tecumseh was
abhorred by some of the torture techniques
condoned by his own British handlers.
It was a different time. To look at it with today’s
eyes, and truly understand it, is impossible.
What is known is that Jackson took on a
border massacre problem, admittedly carried out
on both sides of the issue, that no other president
before him dared to take on, including even the
father of our country, George Washington.
This is, in part, due to the fact that no other
president lived through what Jackson had lived
through, as a victim of the frontier wars, as a
leader in fighting the Creek and other warring
tribes, in seeing his friends and neighbors
tortured and killed in the most violent of ways
because of the frontier situation.
What was to be done?
Leave the situation alone . . . or for the next
guy to solve? Without his actions thousands if
not tens of thousands more Whites and Indians
would have been killed.
It also has to be said that he successfully
negotiated with many tribes, in fact all of them

except a group of Cherokee. This group took
their cause to the Supreme Court and won.
Jackson’s answer was to challenge the Supreme
Court to enforce their own ruling.
One seldom heard fact about native tribes of
that period is that they were often led by men of
Scottish or Scotch-Irish descent. The principal
chief of the Cherokee was named John Ross,
whose father Daniel, and maternal grandfather
John McDonald were both Scottish. Leaders
of the warring Creek Indians had names like
William Weatherford, Peter McQueen, William
Macintosh and Paddy Walsh . . . all of these men
having Scottish or Scotch-Irish fathers. These
Celts were not alone in leading Indian tribes.
The way in which these men became Indian
leaders varies, but generally a White trapper
would marry into an Indian tribe, often to the
chief’s daughter, and he or his descendants would
work their way into a leadership position.
There is nothing wrong with this, but to view
all Indian tribes along the border as children of
Nature, not involved in the White Man’s ways
or misery, is so totally contrary to the truth.
It also needs to be said that Jackson, who
critics claim was nothing short of illiterate, wrote
extensively on this problem, on the fact that the
Indians would be leaving their homeland and
family gravesites behind, much as had everyone
who then called themselves an American.
The tribes were given the option to peacefully
assimilate into American society and tens of
thousands of them did with no terrible deaths
or problems.
No one else but Jackson had any plan or
idea on how to solve the murders and raids, the
torture and turmoil of the frontier.
And finally, although Jackson initiated the
solution to this very complex and dangerous
situation, he was NO LONGER PRESIDENT
when the Trail of Tears took place. Most people
don’t know this. He had no direct involvement.
It was terrible, no doubt, but Andrew Jackson
did not pull one trigger, or beat down one Indian,
or force one squaw to walk in the snow in bare
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feet. His was an action meant to save lives and
hardship on the part of both races. The Indians
could assimilate into society or take the option
of land on the other side of the Mississippi
and remain as a separate entity. Most – many
thousands – chose this peaceful path. One group
didn’t and suffered horribly for it, BUT NOT
AT THE HANDS OF ANDREW JACKSON.
I know this issue is controversial and I
have members of my own family who are part
Cherokee – many of them – and a few of them
hate Jackson despite the fact that he might have
been at least partially “one of us.”
Jackson was a “love him or hate him” type
of guy. He did what he thought was right. He
fought tyranny on all fronts. He was betrayed
by his own vice-president John C. Calhoun who
put States Rights (meaning slavery in this case)
before the cause of the Union. When Jackson
rode into Manhattan on a white horse it was in
an effort to unify a young country that could
only survive as an undivided house. He knew it
was man’s nature to look to a courageous leader
to follow, one who looked and acted the part.
Republican Abraham Lincoln took many of
his cues from the writings of the Democratic
Andrew Jackson, while “states rights” Calhoun
is considered the grandfather of the cataclysmic
“Civil War,” which devastated our country.
Calhoun, a Scots-blooded aristocrat, college
educated and shielded from the Revolution and
the frontier wars, chose slavery and secession
over the United States of America. Jackson, on
the other hand, laid the foundation for a strong
United States with a record many presidents
have been trying to match ever since.
As with most controversial issues, those
that strongly disagree with my assessment will
continue to do so. Those that agree have more
than likely looked past the surface into the
subtle details of the day, and the challenges that
this man faced, fought, and overcame.
Jackson came from “vague Scotch-Irish
roots” according to many biographers . . . most,
in fact.

This also is not true.
I have personally emailed with both Professor
Rik Borraem, author of Young Hickory – perhaps
the best biography of the youthful Andrew
Jackson ever written – and with Professor
Robert Remini, considered the world’s expert
on Andrew Jackson, author of ten books on the
man, and also the person who served for many
years as the official Historian of the U.S. House
of Representatives.
Borraem stated that he wished he had access
to my research before he wrote Young Hickory.
Remini congratulated me and encouraged me to
write a book on this material.
It is fair to say that no other men alive, today,
have likely spent more time researching Andrew
Jackson than these two authors. Both eagerly
accepted what I had to offer and encouraged me
in my research and writing on Jackson.
I have visited every Andrew Jackson museum
in the world, including North and South Carolina,
Tennessee, and Carrickfergus, Northern Ireland.
I have communicated positively with curators
and/or principal historians in every case.
What I have discovered, in a very small
nutshell, is that the Jackson family may trace
back at least to Richard Jackson, a horse tenderer
for the McDonnells of Keppoch. Richard
married Mary McRanald. The Keppoch chiefs
sometimes took the patronymic of McRanald
and so it is possible that Mary was the daughter of
one of the chiefs of the Keppoch McDonnells.
Regardless, the couple moved to Coleraine,
N.I., near the rich Bann River Valley of Antrim
and Londonderry counties, and the Jackson
family built a small dynasty there. This could
not have happened without the blessings of the
powerful McDonnell Earls of Antrim.
It is our family’s history that one Jean
McQuiston, from an area just below Coleraine,
married Thomas Moody. Their daughter Jean
Moody married the son of John Hutchinson
(who I believe was named Robert) and this
couple’s daughter was Elizabeth Hutchinson,
mother of Andrew Jackson.
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My reason for believing Robert as the name
of Elizabeth’s father is very simple and logical.
Elizabeth had three sons, Hugh, Robert and
Andrew – in that order.
The Scotch-Irish naming convention states
that the first born son be named for the paternal
grandfather, in this case Hugh. Jackson, himself,
said his grandfather Jackson was named Hugh.
The third son was to be named for the father,
and Andrew Jackson’s own father was, in fact,
named Andrew Jackson.
This leaves Robert – the second son.
The Scotch-Irish naming convention stated
that the second son was to be named for the
maternal grandfather and so, if this was the
method of naming (and it was for the first and
third sons) then Elizabeth’s father was Robert.
No other historian has put out this theory and
yet it seems very plausible. Supporting evidence
comes from other contemporary Hutchinsons
in the area below Coleraine also being named
John and Robert – seemingly two of the more
common Hutchinson names of the period.
Andrew Jackson descended, it appears, from
many Scots and Scotch-Irish family names.
Whether those mentioned above are his exact
ancestors or not, he came from Ulster and

would certainly have had Scottish and perhaps
even some Irish roots. This can’t be denied . . .
and never has been by any author.
Though a first generation American, Jackson
was truly a Celtic hero, through and through;
not afraid of battle, not afraid to lead the masses;
recommending the study of the lives of Scottish
warriors; “roostering up” as the Celts had done
for centuries with their clan flags, butched up
hair and mustaches, colorful kilts, the Highland
charge, and their bagpipe-wielding front men.
Like only a Celt could, Jackson once took on
Pirate, Spanish, English and Indian forces all at
the same time, in defense of his new country.
He stood up to poverty and the loss of his
entire family to the British. He stood up to U.S.
presidents, Indian chiefs, banks and politicians,
to those who would kill him in a duel, to
those who literally killed his wife through
their malicious, libelous, false attacks on her
character, and to the ravages of false historians
with political agendas, to finally be considered
by most presidential historians as one of the best
American presidents to have ever served.
Andrew Jackson did his race proud and, at
least in my mind, ranks with any Celtic hero
that has ever fought for personal freedom.

The author speaking with the curator of the Andrew Jackson Museum in Carrickfergus, Northern Ireland.
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The Warrior Heroes
of the Castros

by Hugo da Nóbrega Dias

The statues of Gaelic warriors found in the
surrounding area of the Castros region of Upper
Portugal represent an unsolved mystery and
their meaning remains as yet unrevealed. Studies
have been made but no conclusion or consensus
among experts has been achieved. Some say
they represent nobles or warrior heroes that saw
their bravery rewarded in this way. Others say
that these are funerary stelae (commemorative
stone or wooden slabs), notable representations
of chiefs, or terminal and landmark monuments
within an eminently warrior society.
As in most archaeological findings, opinions
vary and speculation about the true meaning
behind the statues leads us to a path of mystery
and imagination.
And we must admit that pleases us!
Between 25 and 30 examples where found
and the dubiety of these numbers comes from
whether some fragments are from warrior statues
or not. Their distribution is centered mostly in
south Gallaecia, in the region that is now known
as north Portugal, with prevalence in the area
between the rivers Minho and Douro.
These monumental oversized figures - some
are over two meters tall (roughly 6.5 feet)
- represent in every occasions male figures
wearing torcs around their necks, bracelets

(variae) on their arms, belts decorated with
various patterns and with triskels, and they all
have a small rounded shield (caetra). Their
dress consists of a combination of a blouse or
tunic with a short skirt or kilt, or in some cases
simply a long tunic. The tunics are decorated
with squared patterns resembling the tradition
in Celtic Europe, but presented in an oblique
way.
Some figures are bearded, others have
helmets and one wears boots, well depicted in
its feet. They all have a dagger or a small sword,
reinforcing the status of a warrior.
The figures are in all cases standing, looking
forward, with a confident look, in a firm and
hieratic appearance, as if they were protecting
the hillfort from whomever would approach.
Their appearance makes us think that we
are dealing with someone important. Torcs
and bracelets were made in pure gold, like
the Atlantic tradition, rather than silver like in
Mediterranean, or in the rest of the peninsula.
Only someone with a higher status had the
honour of wearing such an amazingly decorative
dressing and artifact – a prince, a noble or a
hero. Someone who deserved to be perpetuated
in the memories of times.
But who, in fact, were these figures?

– 35 –

Archaeologists and experts have different
opinions on who they are, what they represent
and what they mean. Could they represent single
individuals or are they just anthropomorphic
representations to show foreigners the power of
the village they were about to arrive at?
One of these statues was found in situ, in a
prominent place among huge rocks typical of
the ridge of these granite mountains and beside
the main gate of the second enclosure of an
oppidum, or large defended Iron Age fort. Thus
we can presume that other statues probably
were in similar places. This placement could be
a message, a sign of the warlike nature of these
people.
Their positioning was thought to be arranged
so the statues could be seen from far away. The
message was clear: we are not in the mood to
fraternize – which was obvious, as we are talking
about a time when Romans were defeating their
southern neighbors and were on their way north
to conquer what was left of all Hispania.  
If we are dealing with specific individuals,
like the inscriptions seem to tell us, the tomb of
these warriors could have been placed purposely
there, transmitting the message of warning, plus
glorifying the memory of the deceased.
These individuals probably were victims of
war, and positioning their tomb so others could
see them could mean that the inhabitants didn’t
forget what was done and there would be time
for payback.
Having in mind the dressing of these figures,
we are probably talking about a prince, a
nobleman or a famous warrior. Important figures
are honoured more enthusiastically and the loss
of one would certainly generate a feeling of
insurgency, and tribute to the lost comrade.
Hence we are dealing with representations
of idealized warrior heroes that protected the
entrance of the villages in an allegorical way,
while it also showed the power of the ruling
elite.  It is clear that these figures could be
burials with statues placed on top. Examples of
this can be found in Hirschlanden or Hochdorf.

Gaelic warrior statues found in Portugal. Top left
is from Santa Comba. Top right is from Lezenho.
Bottom left is from Meixedo. Middle right is from
São-Julião. Bottom right is from Sanfins and shows
a Celtic triskel on the backside of the statue.
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could be landmarks
that point out where
one territory and
another begins. If so,
it was a continuation
of the old megalithic
menhirs that divided
territories. In fact, the
menhir-statues from
an earlier period, like
those of Boulhosa or
Ermida, could be a
previous form of this
art which developed
into this form of statue
depicting warriors.
Four
of
the
known statues have
inscriptions in Latin
and the statue of Santa
Comba has a carving
saying:
“Artificies/
Calubrigens/es
et
Abianis/ F(aciendum).
This map shows the distribution of the various types of Gaelic
C(uraverunt).”
Some see here a
warrior statutes found, so far, on the northern tip of Portugal.
landmark
between
Moreover, there is a considerable resemblance the Calubrigoi and the Abianoi, but it is
between the style of these statues and the more likely that the word “artificies” reveals
warrior statue of Hirschlanden. Although that that the statue was made by artists of these
statue doesn’t show a shield, the structure, style tribes.  These inscriptions may have influenced
and even height is very similar, though some the interpretation concerning their true age.
differences occur, mainly in the carving of the
The fact that they all are in Latin sustains the
face and the design of the helmet. It is also clear argument of those who believe so, although they
that they represent a warning to enemies or do mention tribes
foreigners and showed the power of the populi. from Gallaecia,
Perhaps a message of “a populi that produces and speak about
heroes like the ones we sculpted here” was Gallaecians, as one
meant to be transmitted and hence discourage can clearly see by
bad intentioned ones to stay away from the the native names
village, through a symbol of superiority and some of them
strength.
show (see example
In a warlike society like this it would be shown to the right)
important to display any sign of superiority to and by the use of
others.  Other interpretations sustain that these patronymic names.
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Photos on this page are of the statue at Sanfins showing the area it commanded.

There is another theory that the inscriptions
where carved in a later period. We know that
the period of clash with Romans was surely a
tense moment that could lead people to seek
protection in various ways, like carving the
name of a deceased comrade in a statue that
once represented a Gallaecian hero – some kind
of divine protection mixed with despair.
It is almost certain that these statues weren’t
carved in this period as it doesn’t make much
sense to start a cult of carving statues to suddenly
be abandoned a century or so later. The dressing
and the daggers depicted are clearly from a preRoman period. And then, we have the Warrior
of Hirschlanden, that is a very similar example
but recognized as being from the 6th century
BC.  About their age, Hübner said in the 19th
century: “If by some reason we hadn’t found
in some of these statues an inscription and
moreover a Latin inscription, there would be

probably many experts saying that these statues
were from a very earlier period”.  
Tombs or developed funerary stelae,
landmarks, symbols or warning to enemies or a
tribute to someone who lost his life in war, what
we know isn’t much, but we are very certain
that these statues represented someone whose
bravery, courage and acts made them admired
by others and remembered in the form of a
monument – someone who was a hero, because
only heroes deserve monuments like this!
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Hugo da Nóbrega Dias lives in Porto, north
Portugal, in a region that was once part of old
Gallaecia. He studied History and Marketing, and
followed the second one as a profession. However,
he follows the first one with deep passion and
is a permanent student of his land’s history,
archaeology, anthropology and ethnography.
We are proud to have him as our newest author
at Celtic Guide and look forward to many more
articles like this one from Hugo.
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By Cindy Vallar

Earlier, Thistle had blessed the
torrential rain. Now, the smuggler cursed
it. A lightning bolt slashed the ink-black
sky. The shadows of the night blurred,
and Thistle shuddered. The premonition
descended with the finality of a coffin lid
being nailed shut.
Thistle stood at the left hand of a darkhaired man. Swirls of mist curled around
their feet and shadowy forms rose up
between them, separating Thistle from
the stranger. A flash of steel pierced the
darkness. The white mist turned bright
red, then faded to nothingness.
The smuggler’s eyes flew open! Thistle
strained to hear, but thunder and wind
obliterated other sounds. Lightning flashed,
but in the instant it illuminated mountain
and glen, Thistle glimpsed the peril.
A lone rider spurred his mount along
the rough Highland track bordered by tall
firs. He stiffened, then toppled from his
horse.

for Christmas one year. While I’m a big fan of
caped crusaders, I struggled to read this tale of
a masked hero who rescued people during the
Covenanting period of Scottish history, because
I hadn’t a clue as to what was happening. I
reread this book after I studied Scottish clans,
culture, and the country itself, and it made a lot
more sense!
After I provided my husband, Tom, with
several alternative time periods to serve as the
backdrop for The Scottish Thistle, he chose the
Rising of 1745. I tend to tell my stories from
two perspectives – the hero and the heroine’s –
so my next step was to determine their clans. I
borrowed Highland Clans by Sir Iain Moncrieffe
of that Ilk from the library. The history of two
particular clans struck me as being perfect for
my story. My heroine would be a MacGregor,
for that clan persevered and survived in spite
of persecution and the banning of their name.
Also, they supported the Jacobite cause even
though a Stuart king outlawed them.
My hero, however, would belong to Clan
Cameron, for one particular chief made a
decision that forever altered the history of the
Highlands.

I wrote the first draft of this opening scene
of The Scottish Thistle nearly twenty years
ago during a boring staff meeting at a private
school. Many people doodle; I write. Little did I
realize at the time that this particular journey to
the Highlands of yore would take me from here
to Scotland and back again twice before my first
novel was published.
Writers are often told to write what they
know, but when I first conceived the idea for this
story, I knew only four things about Scotland.
It had a Highlands and a Lowlands. There
Donald
were clans, many of which seemed to begin
Cameron
with Mac. The Scots spoke with a brogue, and
the men wore kilts. Aside from reading a few
Against his better judgment, Sir Donald
historical romances set in Scotland, the only Cameron of Lochiel brought out the clan for
other book I’d read was The Hammer of God Bonnie Prince Charlie in the summer of 1745.
by James H. Hunter, which my parents gave me Historians agree that had he not done so, the
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rising might never have happened. Thus,
between twelve hundred and two thousand
Jacobite rebels, including some of the five
hundred Camerons who fought on Drummossie
Moor, would never have died at the Battle of
Culloden on 16 April 1746.
During the twelve years it took for me to write
The Scottish Thistle, a small group of Cameron
men became my friends, even though each
one died long before my birth. You see, when
I write of the past, I do not live in the twentyfirst century, as my husband can well attest. To
bring the place, the time, and the people to life,
I immerse myself in the culture and land of their
period. In doing so, I met some outstanding
Camerons, and when I visited Achnacarry, the
Cameron estate, during the clan’s International
Gathering in 2001, an eerie sense of déja vu
crept over me as I walked where Sir Donald, Dr.
Archie, Sandy, and other Camerons had walked
256 years before.
Allan Cameron of Lochiel, the sixteenth
chief, lived more than a century before The
Scottish Thistle takes place, but he plays a
minor role in the novel. Fergus, one of Sir
Donald’s bodyguards, is wounded at Culloden.
He eventually returns to Achnacarry, but feels
That weapon still graces the wall of
he no longer has worth because of his wound.
Achnacarry’s hall. Allan and the sword represent
Rory, the heroine, convinces him otherwise:
the “laberynth of troubles” he experienced
“from his cradle to his grave,” as well as his
“In days of yore, men carried sheathed
spirit, dauntless courage, and sagacity.
swords on their backs and wielded the great
Also long dead was Sir Ewen Dubh Cameron,
weapon with two hands. Ye are a giant
the
“Great Lochiel,” the seventeenth Chief, and
compared to other men and possess the
Sir Donald’s grandfather, but he, too, plays a
strength of ten. Could ye not wield a great
minor role in my story. Long after his death
sword with one hand?”
he remained a well-known figure throughout
“Of course!” A new brightness lit Fergus’
Scotland, as Rory tells Duncan, the hero, when
hazel eyes, then faded. “The swords of old
asked if she’s heard of Ewen Dubh:
are gone.”
“Wait ye.” Rory stepped into the hall. She
“The man who killed the last wolf in
hefted the heavy object from where she had
Scotland? The man who saved himself
propped it against the wall. “Then I bestow
from certain death by sinking his teeth into
on ye what belonged to Allan, the sixteenth
his enemy’s throat and saying ’twas the
chief to lead the Camerons. Though outlawed
sweetest bite he ever tasted? Aye, I have
for protecting clan and lands from powerful
heard of him.”
enemies, he coupled might with cunning to
win pardon and peace. He would want a true
There’s an interesting anecdote that
accompanies the story of Ewen Dubh’s slaying
warrior to wield his sword.”
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of his enemy. Some years after the incident, he
entered a London barber shop. As the barber
drew the razor over his throat, he asked, “You are
from the north, sir?” To which Ewen agreed and
asked if the barber knew anyone from Scotland.
The man replied, “No, nor do I wish to. They
are savages there. Would you believe it, sir, one
of them tore the throat out of my father with his
teeth, and I only wish I had that fellow’s throat
near me as I have yours just now.” Needless to
say, Ewen Dubh never again visited a barber!
During his lifetime, which spanned ninety
years, six monarchs and the Lord Protector ruled
England and Scotland. Charles I was king when
Ewen Dubh was born in 1629, but as a youth
he wasn’t a staunch Royalist. Reared under the
tutelage of the Earl of Argyll, a leading supporter
of the Covenanters, Ewen Dubh followed
those same leanings until he visited three
prisoners who supported the Royalist Cause and
witnessed their executions. Ewen Dubh said of
the youngest to die, the brother of the Earl of
Tullibardine: “He bore his misfortunes with an
heroic spirit and said he was not afraid to die,
since he died in his duty and was assured of a
happy immortality for his reward.”
Thereafter, Ewen Dubh severed his ties with
Argyll and gave his total support to the Stuarts,
the true kings of the Scots. He didn’t make peace
with Cromwell until 1658, and when he did, the
Camerons retained the right to carry arms and
Ewen Dubh never swore an oath of allegiance
to the Lord Protector.
Ewen Dubh
built the original
Achnacarry, a
large house built
of fir planks. All
that exists of
that fine house
today are two
stone gables that
accommodated
the chimney and
fireplaces. After
the ‘Forty-five,
the Duke of
Cumberland’s
men burned the

house. One item that survived the fire was a
portrait of Ewen Dubh.
Rory studied the portrait hanging over
the mantle. The swarthy young warrior clad
in black armor peered down at her with
shrewd, piercing eyes. Thick waves of ebony
hair dusted his shoulders and a thin cusped
mustache crowned his unsmiling lips.

Ewen
Cameron

That picture hangs in Achnacarry to this
day. It is said that Ewen Dubh was one of the
greatest Highland chiefs to ever live. Friend
and foe honored him. He never wavered in his
loyalty to the Stuarts. His people loved, trusted,
and admired him, and he melded them into a
formidable force that made enemies quake. No
matter the odds or the danger, they followed him
without question. He was a master at planning
guerrilla attacks, yet in times of peace he strove
to make the Camerons independent of others
and to improve the conditions in which they
lived.
Ewen Dubh married three times, and of
his sixteen children, two sons appear in The
Scottish Thistle: John, “Old Lochiel,” the
eighteenth chief of Clan Cameron, and Ludovic
of Torcastle. John spent much of his life in exile
for participating in the failed Rising of 1715. He
and his wife had six children, three of whom
are featured in my novel. John was a brave,
capable man, but lacked the leadership skills
and military expertise of his father. Documents
related to the ’Forty-five mention that John was
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in Scotland at the time, but he played a minor
role because of his age, about eighty years. One
account puts him at the siege of Fort William
with his eldest son, Donald, which is why he
appears in The Scottish Thistle.
During the ’Forty-five, Ludovic of Torcastle
served as a lieutenant-colonel in the Cameron
regiment. In spite of his age, he “retained
a Highland warrior’s agility, strength, and
cunning. . . . What he lacked were the grace,
charm, and compassion of” Lochiel. Ludovic
remained in hiding in Lochaber until the end of
1747, at which time he escaped to France.
While Duncan traversed the ten miles
from Achnacarry to Murlaggan, he thought
of little else but Lochiel’s request to join the
gentlemen of the clan at the grove of oaks
at the western end of Loch Arkaig. Some of
these lesser chieftains and leaders concurred
with Ludovic of Torcastle, who preferred to
live life according to the dictates of his father,
Ewen Dubh, rather than heed his nephew’s
attempts to change long-held traditions. He
believed women should not interfere in the
affairs of men. His nephew’s invitation for
Rory to attend would stoke the ire of those
with no tolerance for women who did not
know their place.
Ludovic is Sir Donald’s uncle, and at times
his views conflict with that of his nephew. His
adherence to the old Highland ways, such as
reiving cattle, makes him an enemy from within
in The Scottish Thistle.
The nineteenth Chief, Sir Donald Cameron
of Lochiel, the “Gentle Lochiel,” plays a pivotal
role in The Scottish Thistle. Little is known of
his early life for three reasons: 1) Fire destroyed
family papers; 2) He died from an inflammation
of the brain two years after the Rising; and 3)
After the ’Forty-five many members of the
family lived outside of Scotland. Even before
his grandfather’s death in 1719, however,
Lochiel acted as chief since his father was
attainted and lived in exile. When Bonnie
Prince Charlie first arrived in the Highlands,
Lochiel didn’t want to raise his clan to fight for

the Jacobite cause because the prince had come
without the promised arms, men, and gold. On
hearing this, Charles told Lochiel, whom his
father James considered a stalwart supporter and
friend, that he could learn of his prince’s fate
from reading the newspapers. This shameful
reminder compelled Lochiel to reply, “I will
share the fate of my prince, and so shall every
man over whom nature or fortune has given me
power.” This decision forever altered the course
of history. Had Lochiel not given in to Charles’
entreaties, other chiefs wouldn’t have supported
the Stuart bid to regain the throne either.
Lochiel wished to improve the Camerons’
way of life. He also tried new and innovative
ways to make a profit, but often had to borrow
money from his brother, John of Fassifern.
While he lacked Ewen Dubh’s commanding
persona, he was kind, thoughtful, and just. He
saw himself as the shepherd of his clan, yet he
considered his word law. As his brother Sandy
says to Rory:
“My brother is like King Solomon. He
considers all sides before pronouncing
judgment. He prefers peace, but will use
force to settle a dispute, if he must. Ye have
nocht to fear from him so long as ye speak
the truth.”
Lochiel was perhaps the best-loved of all
Highland chiefs. On the retreat from England, he
intervened to save Glasgow from destruction. To
honor him, the City Council thereafter resolved
that church bells would toll whenever he visited
the city. This tradition continues to this day.
He led the Camerons in their charge against
the Hanoverian Army at Culloden. John
Cameron, the Presbyterian chaplain for the clan,
gave this account of Lochiel’s fall and escape
from Drummossie Moor:
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As the action was near over…Lochiel was
wounded in both his legs. He was carried
out of the field by four of his men who
brought him to a little barn. As they were
taking off his cloaths to disguise him the
barn was surrounded by a party of dragoons,

but as they were entering the barn they were
called off, which prevented his being taken.
The dragoons were no sooner out of sight
but his four men carried him out, put him on
a horse, and brought him to Clunie’s house
in Badenoch, where he continued till next
morning, and then went to Lochaber.
Lochiel’s concern for the plight of his people
caused him great anguish. The victors spared
nothing in their relentless pursuit to stamp
out rebellion and bring the traitors to justice,
burning not only his own home but also those
of his kinsmen. Cattle, sheep, and goats were
driven off or slain, leaving the people with no
means of sustenance. Women and children were
tortured and slain even though they had taken no
part in the Rising. Of those Camerons captured
soon
after
Culloden, three
of them were
executed, four
died in prison,
four of them
were banished,
twenty-three
of them were
transported to
the Colonies as
slave labor and
nineteen were
eventually
released. The
fate of eight
Cameron marker
others remains
at Culloden
unknown.
When Lochiel died in 1748 at the age of 53, he
left behind his wife, Ann, and seven children.
At first, Archibald Cameron thought he
would become a lawyer, but entered medical
school in Edinburgh instead. Later, he studied
in Paris before returning to Lochaber to care
for his kinsmen. He also supported his brother
Donald’s attempts to stop the lifting of cattle
and the feuding between clans. The fourth of
John’s sons, he eventually married and had six
sons and two daughters of his own. His kinsmen
loved and respected him.

Although Dr. Archie wanted no part of the
’Forty-five, he was ever loyal to Donald and
followed him into battle. Although appointed
an aide-de-camp to the prince, he usually stayed
close to his brother. In tending the wounded, Dr.
Archie cared for friend and foe alike. He was
wounded at Falkirk, and the ball remained in his
body for the rest of his life.
He escaped with his brother and the prince
to France, but returned to Scotland twice. On
his second trip, an informer betrayed him to
the Crown, and Dr. Archie was taken first
to Edinburgh Castle and later the Tower of
London. He was charged with treason for his
participation in the uprising and with plotting to
kidnap the king. Found guilty, he was sentenced
to die.
Forbidden pen, ink, and paper during his
imprisonment, he managed to write his dying
testimony on scraps of paper with a blunt pencil
overlooked by his jailer. On the first one he
wrote, “I thank God I die a member, though
unworthy, of that church in whose communion
I have always lived, the Episcopal Church of
Scotland.” On another he raked the Duke of
Cumberland over the coals for his inhumanity.
On the final scrap of paper, Dr. Archie asked
God to protect the Stuarts and restore them to the
throne. He forgave his enemies, his executioners,
and those who had falsely accused him. Finally,
he wrote: “I am now ready to be offered; I have
fought a good fight, all glory be to God.”
On 7 June 1753, he met his death with great
bravery and resolution. Beloved Dr. Archie
was the last man to suffer death in the Jacobite
cause.
I often find in writing my stories that the
historical person I thought would be my favorite
character, the one who speaks to me the best, who
comes to life the most, is not the primary person
in the historical event. In The Scottish Thistle,
that person is Sir Donald. He and Dr. Archie are
certainly favorite characters, but I found myself
drawn far more to their brother, The Reverend
Alexander Cameron, Society of Jesus.
Alexander, or Sandy as he was fondly
called, might be considered the black sheep of
the family. He was something of a rebel in his
youth, a bond he shares with Rory.
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“Your silence surprises me, lass. Rebels
oft speak without forethought.”
“They do, Father? And do ye ken this
because of your wild ways?”
He wagged his finger at her. “A rebel who
kens when to hold her tongue.”
“’Tis a wee lesson I learned long ago.
When I dinna answer, folk tend to dislike
the silence and thus reveal more than they
should.”
“So ye use what they say against them?”
“If need be.”
“Ye are too young to ken such tactics.”
She shrugged. “Circumstance kens no
person’s age, Father Alex. ’Tis the fool who
dinna learn from the experience.”
“How true are those words! Unlike ye,
though, I did not do the learning when I
was your age. I was like a wild beast, ever
restless in my wanderings. I fought with the
French. I worked our Jamaican estate. . . .
I frolicked in Rome at King Jamie’s court.
Yet, peace eluded me until I submitted to
God and joined the Jesuits. ’Tis been fifteen
years since then and I have never kent such
contentment and happiness.”
Donald prohibited Sandy from attempting
to convert any of their kinsmen to Catholicism,
otherwise he was welcome to live at Achnacarry.
He fought beside Donald throughout the ’Fortyfive, but was captured after Culloden. He was
imprisoned on the sloop, Furnace, which
eventually reached the River Thames. Captain
Fergussone kept Sandy “in the hellhole which
he had endured for more than four months.
. . . As a result of the ravages of starvation,
rampant infection, disease, the cold and damp
. . . his condition was weakening all the time.”
Friends pleaded for a doctor to attend him, but
Fergussone refused to transfer Sandy to a prison
on shore.
After Fergussone was promoted to a new
command, Sandy was finally taken aboard one
of the hulks, a decommissioned ship that served
as a prison. A fellow prisoner, Father John
Farquharson, cared for his friend. “[H]e removed
the tattered rags that were Fr. Alexander’s

clothing, bathed him to rid him of the dirt which
was caked on his person and removed whatever
vermin had invaded his body. His frame was
painfully thin, his cheeks hollow and his arms
and legs like sticks. . . . Yet, his eyes were still
bright, though sunken. . . .” Although Sandy
regained some of his health, the conditions he
had endured had so ravaged his body that he
died on 9 October 1746.
These are the Cameron men whom I came
to admire. In spite of the odds against them,
they never shirked their duty. Each in his own
way adhered to the principles all Highlanders
esteemed – family, love, loyalty, and honor.
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The Most Virtuous Lady of the Isles:
The Life & Times of Lady Flora MacDonald

by James Blake Wiener

“Flora MacDonald, a name that will be
mentioned in history, and if courage and
fidelity be virtues, mentioned with honour.”
~Dr. Samuel Johnson, A Journey to the
Western Isles of Scotland (1775).

A legend among the women of Scottish
history, Flora MacDonald encapsulates the
turbulence, excitement, and the high adventure
of 18th century Scotland. Born and raised in the
remote Isles of the Scottish Hebrides, Flora was
educated amidst the Scottish Enlightenment in
cosmopolitan Edinburgh. She played a critical
yet romantic role in the ill-fated Jacobite
Rebellion of 1745 and later immigrated to North
Carolina only to be caught up in the fervor of the
American Revolution (1775-1783). Lauded by
the leading writers, artists, and socialites of her
time for her loyalty, quick wit, and hospitality,
Flora MacDonald is undoubtedly the archetype
of the noble Scottish woman.
Flora MacDonald (1722-1790) was born in
Milton, South Uist, a wild island located in the
Outer Hebrides of Scotland. Her father, Ranald
MacDonald, was a wealthy tenant farmer and
her mother, Marion MacDonald, was a Highland
heiress.
Flora’s father died when she was only six and
soon thereafter, Hugh MacDonald, the Lord of
Armadale on the Isle of Skye, forcibly married
her mother after abducting her from her family.
Flora’s new stepfather was a distant relation and
a prominent member of the Clan Macdonald of
Clanranald—a branch of Clan Donald. Through
her relations and distant cousins, Flora belonged
to one of Scotland’s most powerful families.
At the age of thirteen, Flora moved to the
well-appointed Ormacleit Castle, the chief
residence of the Clan Macdonald of Clanranald.
Flora’s intellect and disposition caught the
attention of not only her kin but also members
of the Highland nobility; fluent in Scots, Scots
Gaelic, and English, Flora was also fond of
philosophy, literature, and music.

A Celtic Guide drawing based on a portrait of Flora
MacDonald held at the Scottish National Portrait
Gallery, located at One Queen Street, Edinburgh.
Flora was self-assured and disciplined—
attributes especially extolled by Highlanders.
Flora’s mother and stepfather, however,
recognized the fact that great socio-economic
changes were reshaping Scottish society,
changes that would affect the fortunes of their
Clan. The ancient, feudal ways of the Isles and
Highlands were dying; in a world guided by
the principles of Enlightenment and driven by
commercial profits from the wider “Atlantic
World,” many Highland families were living on
borrowed time. Marion and Hugh thus wished
for Flora to know the polite and commercial
society of the Lowlands. In 1741, they found
an all girls boarding school in Edinburgh,
which would allow Flora to socialize with the
Lowland elite, while permitting her access to an
exceptional education.
A distant relative, Lady Margaret MacDonald,
the wife of Sir Alexander MacDonald of the
Isles, ensured Flora’s safety and enabled her
transition into a pulsating new world.
When compared to the Isles or Highlands
of Scotland, Edinburgh was sophisticated and
intrinsically connected to a wider world of
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ideas, goods, and peoples. For almost four years, to the Isles, following the disastrous British
Flora eagerly soaked up the rich atmosphere of defeat at the Battle of Fontenoy (part of the War
a progressive Edinburgh.
of the Austrian Succession, 1740–48).
Her stepfather was at
this time a Captain in the
British army and desired
for his stepdaughter to
be closer to his base of
power. The situation in
Scotland had become
particularly
unstable
as rumors had swept
across the British Isles
that Charles Edward
Stuart (1720-1788)—
the grandson of James II
(r. 1685-1688) and son
of the “Old Pretender,”
James Francis Edward
Stuart (1688-1766)—
was
to
commence
a
second
Jacobite
invasion
with
the
Celtic Guide drawing based on a 1582 map of Edinburgh held by the
support of Louis XV of
National Library of Scotland, located at George IV Bridge, Edinburgh.
France (r. 1715-1774).
Although considerably smaller than London The following year, in July 1745, the rumors
or Paris, Edinburgh was nonetheless an proved to be true. Charles Stuart, better known
important center of the Enlightenment in the in history as “Bonnie Prince Charlie,” arrived
eighteenth century. Characterized by an unusual in Scotland to pursue his father’s claim to the
degree of social diversity, Edinburgh facilitated British throne. Despite raising an army and
a vibrant cultural milieu. It was in Edinburgh advancing as far south as Derby, in England,
where Adam Smith (1723-1790) delivered his his cause was doomed. The decisive Battle of
first lectures on economics, where the fêted Culloden, in 1746, witnessed the collapse and
lawyer James Boswell (1740-1795) was born, routing of his remaining supporters.
and where the philosopher, David Hume (1711Contrary to popular belief, the majority of
1776), articulated his theories of meta-ethics, Highland clans refused to support the Jacobite
philosophical empiricism, and skepticism.
cause and many maintained unwavering
Edinburgh represented the “New Scotland,” loyalty to the British crown. Flora’s clan
which was mercantile in orientation and retained little sympathy for the deposed Stuarts
politically tied to the interests of the Hanoverian and Flora supported the Hanoverian cause
dynasty (1715-1901). Flora’s time in Edinburgh without reservation. Humanity and moderation
was perhaps the most formative period in her nevertheless inclined her to take sympathy on
life; for the rest of her days, she remained a the hapless prince, when she learned that he had
steadfast devotee of Whig policies, the principles arrived in Scotland’s Western Isles.
Waiting in vain for assistance from France,
of reason and humanism, and the cause of the
British Empire. These sentiments guided her Charles had crisscrossed the Scottish countryside,
through the travails, which were about to beset hiding from those who would hold him hostage
or sell him to the English for a handsome reward.
her, her family, and her homeland.
In the summer of 1744, Flora returned home At the urging of her brother and several other
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family members, Flora assisted in escorting
Charles, then disguised as an Irish female servant
named “Betty Burke,” to the Isle of Skye.
It was a dangerous and life-threatening
excursion, fraught with difficulties due to
miscommunication and poor weather. Several
times, Flora and Charles were nearly discovered
by bandits and soldiers. When Charles parted
ways from Flora on the Isle of Skye, he
promised to see her again at the Palace of St.
James in London and give her a gilded locket
with his portrait. History does not record Flora’s
reaction to such a promise, but it is likely that
she remained polite and attentive.
They were never to meet again. Charles died
in exile in 1788; banished from France, he ended
his days as an embittered, corpulent drunkard
under Papal protection in Rome.
The Jacobite Rebellion had divided ancient
loyalties, pitting neighbor against neighbor,
father against son, brother against sister.
Rumors spread across the Hebrides that Flora
had been the source of Charles’ escape. Less
than a month after her daring adventure, Flora
was arrested, questioned, and imprisoned in
Dunstaffnage Castle, in Argyll, by members
of Clan Campbell and MacLeod. Offering
no protestation of innocence or guilt, she was
subsequently conveyed to the Tower of London
for further interrogation.
However, as word spread through the British
Isles of her gallantry and compassion, public
opinion swayed firmly in her favor. Writers,
socialites, and philosophers publicly expressed
their support for a lady who had risked her
life to save someone whose cause she did not
espouse.
Commended in the popular London dailies
and already celebrated in song, Flora became the
living embodiment of popular Enlightenment
ideals. Even members of the House of Hanover
were charmed by the her person and mystique;
Frederick Louis, Prince of Wales (1707–1751),
father of the future George III (r. 1760-1820),
was so impressed with her charisma and intellect
that he promised to secure her release after a
single interview.
During this time, Flora made many friends
amongst the English elite and would eventually

count the literary sensation, Dr. Samuel Johnson
(1709-1784), as one of her favorites.
In 1747, Flora was granted general amnesty
and a pardon, and returned to Scotland. Three
years later, she married a distant kinsman, Allan
MacDonald of Kingsburgh, and raised a family
of five sons and two daughters. The ensuing
decades were relatively peaceful but, over time,
marred by social and economic pressures.
By the 1770s, Flora and Allan had fallen upon
hard times like so many others in the Highlands
and Isles. The Highland way of life was no
longer sustainable, politically or economically,
after the Jacobite Rebellion. Countless friends
and relatives had already moved to America,
due to economic difficulties. The couple agreed
that emigration to the colony of North Carolina
would offer them a fresh start and alleviate the
substantial debts they owed their kinsmen. They
never could have anticipated the hardship and
maelstrom of revolutionary discontent that lay
on the other side of the ocean.
Flora and several family members took the
required oath of allegiance to the British Empire
and resettled in what is presently Anson County,
North Carolina, in 1774. Despite its adverse
climate—extreme humidity and heat in addition
to unhealthy marshlands—Flora and Allan
successfully purchased a plantation, which
they renamed “Killiegray.” The plantation was
profitable and the MacDonalds found themselves
in good company; with neighbors like the
Campbells, MacDougalls, and MacKays, Flora
felt close to Scotland along the Cape Fear River
of North Carolina.
Only a year after they arrived in America,
the outbreak of the American Revolution (17751783) cast a dark shadow on Allan and Flora’s
fortunes. Following the Battle of Lexington and
Concord in 1775, Allan offered his services to
North Carolina’s royal governor, Josiah Martin
(1737-1786), who in turn appointed him as
the second-in-command of a sizeable Loyalist
militia—the 84th Regiment of Foot or “Royal
Highland Emigrants Militia.” Before parting
from her sons and husband, history records that
Flora rode to the militia’s camp and gave the
soldiers a rousing speech, reminding them of
their honor and duty to the Crown.
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Flora’s well wishes, though inspiring, were in
vain: against all odds, the forces of the Patriots
soundly defeated the better-equipped Loyalist
militia at the Battle of Moore’s Creek in February
1776. Allan was taken prisoner and with the
instalment of a new revolutionary government
in North Carolina, Patriots confiscated and
looted Killiegray, leaving Flora destitute and
alone in a hostile environment.
For the next year and a half, Flora MacDonald
kept a low profile. Scottish settlers from the
Highlands were overwhelmingly supportive of
the Loyalist cause—in direct contrast to those
of Scotch-Irish descent—and were subject to
frequent harassment and routine acts of cruelty.
She bade her time well, secretly visiting other
loyalist woman who had been less fortunate,
providing them with solace and memories of
their beloved Scotland.
In 1778, good news finally arrived: Allan was
released in a prisoner exchange and transported
to New York, before rejoining his regiment at
Fort Edward, Nova Scotia. Flora travelled at
once to Canada to meet him.

Flora MacDonald’s grave and monument.

Conditions in Nova Scotia shocked Flora and
Allan. Food was scarcer than it had been in North
Carolina and poverty was ubiquitous. Frequent
raids by privateers from New England had dealt
a devastating blow to what coastal settlements
existed, and chaos ensued as thousands of
Loyalists from the Thirteen Colonies made their
way to the Canadian Maritimes.
Resources were limited and many were
fearful of full-scale invasion by the Continental
Army. Fearing for Flora and worried about the
state of his affairs in Scotland, Allan sent Flora
home to the Isle of Skye in 1779.
At home amongst friends and family, the
last decade of Flora’s life was marked by calm.
She spent her days doing charitable works and
managing her husband’s estates until he returned
home after the conclusion of the American
Revolution. In 1790, Flora died at the age of 68
and her funeral was perhaps the most attended
in Scottish history. Four thousand Scots men,
women, and children came to pay their respects
to the lady, the legend, and the lore of Flora
MacDonald. She was laid to rest in the Kilmuir
Graveyard, on the Isle of Skye, in the bed sheets
that Charles Stuart had slept in whilst in her
care.
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TheThree

Glenelg

Guide author Ron Henderson took the
above photo of the inside of a Pictish broch
at the Scottish village of Glenelg, located
on the mainland just across from the Isle
of Skye. The photo to the left was taken on
Mars by the rover “Curiosity.” This area of
Mars is also known as Glenelg. Glenelg is a palindrome, which is a word spelled the same in each
direction. The area on Mars was actually named for a feature in the Yellowknife region of Canada,
where all the names came from for features in the immediate vicinity of the Martian Glenelg.

Ever wonder what the Celtic Cross is all about?

The Celtic Guide is honored and very appreciative to include Crichton Miller as one of its
many contributing authors. There is undoubtably no other person alive, or perhaps who
has ever lived, who has more deeply studied the history and purpose of the Celtic Cross.
In his writings, Crichton reveals how this ancient measuring device, which predates
even the pyramids of Giza, was also used for maritime navigation. Like much of preDark Age knowledge, its symbol was kept alive in the land of the Celt, in Ireland and
Scotland, as grave markers, jewelry, and more.
Available soon
				
The author tells us on Kindle and

as eBook
Christ said “seek and you will find.”
“The truth will set you free” is often used as an ideal to aspire to. But is illusion more
comfortable for the Human condition?
This work shows that most ancient religions were born out of measurement, and therefore
modern science is descended from that same tree of knowledge. Yet the gulf between has become
widened by a lack of understanding of archaic words and symbols.
The Celtic inheritance of ancient practical seafaring skills and the revealing symbols may
unlock a door to a hitherto unseen history.
I am a Scottish sailor with an interest in ancient histories, philosophies and religion who
has written of his discoveries so that others might tread the path behind the door that has remained
firmly shut for a thousand years.

http://www.crichtonmiller.com
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So, what’s next?

Gifts come in many forms, and we expect, based on the past performance of our authors,
to learn of many unique “gifts” from the Celtic world. Already, several articles have arrived
for the December “Celtic Gifts” issue. I suspect it will be another jam packed issue much like
the last four or five have been. So far, we have been able to keep the Celtic Guide free to all
readers, and our authors have donated their time and expertise to present a wide variety of
views and highly researched data from their files, in order to provide a type of publication we
believe is unmatched.
Styles of writing and presenting articles vary, and we love this idea. You just never know
what type of article you’ll be reading in the Celtic Guide. And, since there are more stories out
there than we’ll ever be able to get to, each new issue will provide a new twist on a tale, a story
seemingly from out of nowhere, a detailed explanation or correction of a history, a personal
effort to provide understanding and entertainment, while keeping alive the Celtic spirit.
I could never do this alone and I am so glad there are others like me who enjoy telling
tales, who want to set records straight, who theorize about possibilities, and celebrate what are
sometimes thought to be impossibilities. Together, we are a team, and the reader is the fan in
the stands waiting and watching for each new issue. Touchdown!! Goal!! Homerun!!

Family Tree DNA Celtic Surname Projects
Discover Close Relatives and Your
Ethnic Percentages.

Family Finder provides a breakdown of your
ethnic percentages and connects you with
relatives descended from any of your
ancestral lines within pproximately the last 5
generations.
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Family Finder with Y-DNA

Testing to connect with genetic cousins and
uncover the deep ancestral origin of your
direct paternal line (your father, your father’s
father, etc.)

Combine Family Finder with mtDNA
Testing to connect with genetic cousins and
uncover the deep ancestral origin of your
direct maternal line (your mother, your
mother’s mother, etc.)
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