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From The Editor . . .

Boo!
Ha Ha, gotcha again. Happens every year around this time, when we come
out with our Halloween/Samhain issue, a favorite amongst our readers. It’s all
in fun, as we look at some spooky, some spiritual, some supernatural stories. In
fact, this issue is just packed with cool stuff – some of it historic, and some of it
spun, some of it artistic, and some just for fun.
We’ve got a new Celtic music interview, some poetry, a short story excerpt, some soulful
thoughts, plus witches and the devil ‘imself. We have great artwork, including the image “The
Three Ravens” that appears on our cover, provided by an artist called “C. nick.”
The list goes on of contributions for this issue. This and every issue is made possible by folks
from around the world. This month we add France, our 17th country, to the list of contributing
nations, which include (in alphabetical order) Australia, Austria, Canada, Chile, England, France,
Germany, Ireland, New Zealand, Poland, Portugal, Romania, Scotland, South Africa, Spain, United
States and Wales.
Talk about spooky.
This is stuff you are not going to find anywhere else. At least the vast majority of it is exclusive
to the Celtic Guide, through the good graces of so many folks. Samhain is said to be the time of
year when spirits from the otherworld are closest to us. The pages of Celtic Guide are where the
spirits of so many lovers of Celtic culture draw closest together, to share, to read, to comment, to
contribute. No tricks . . . just treats!
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Witches of 17th Century Scotland
Carmel McMurdo Audsley
Australia

EDITOR’S NOTE: A new Celtic Guide
author, Carmel McMurdo Audsley, joins us
from Australia with an article on how witches
were very real to the people of 17th century
Scotland. Carmel is also the editor of “Scots
News Magazine.” Take it away Carmel . . .
On April 13, 1659, nine women were taken
in chains to The Whitesands in Dumfries
to be burned at the stake. They had been
accused of the heinous crime of witchcraft
and the kirk was keen to be seen to be doing
its duty to rid the parish of devil worshippers.
Often, the ‘confessions’ of the women, many
of whom were old and lived alone, were
extracted under torture. The names of the
executed women - Agnes Comenes, Janet
McGowane, Jean Tomson, Margaret Clerk,
Janet McKendrig, Agnes Clerk, Janet
Corsane, Helen Moorhead, and Janet Callon
- will be remembered throughout history, not
for the witchcraft they supposedly practised,
but as a reminder of how ignorance and fear
can lead normally rational people to do very
irrational things.

On the thirteenth day of April, the sky grew
dark as storm clouds gathered. Thunder cracked
and lightning lit up the stretch of beach known
as Whitesands by the River Nith, in the market
town of Dumfries. A crowd began to gather. The
women pulled their shawls tightly around their
heads and shoulders, the men drank wine and
ale and the children ran about with excitement
as they waited for the spectacle to unfold.
Although witch hunting had been practised
and accepted in Scotland for hundreds of
years, witch burning was an event to equal any
carnival.
An edict had gone out to all the kirks in the
parishes of Dumfries for members of the various
congregations to bear witness to the ridding of
witches in the area. The farmers and townsfolk
were simple God-fearing people and they were
superstitious. Witchcraft was part of their belief
system and very real to them. They would not
dare disobey a direction from the kirk for fear
that the wrath of God would fall upon them.
As they assembled to watch the gruesome
tableau that was about to play out in front of
them, almost to a man they were filled with
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righteous indignation. Witches were instruments
of the Devil and as such were an insult to God.
God had given his power on earth to the minister
and the Kirk Session elders, and the members of
the congregation felt safe in the knowledge that
their mortal beings and immortal souls were
well tended.

The kirk elders who had decreed that the
women should die, planted nine wooden stakes
about six feet long vertically into the ground at
Whitesands as other male parishioners gathered
bundles of sticks known as faggots, and large
clumps of peat and bundles of straw to place at
the feet of the stakes. The accused women had
all been measured and a hole at the neck height
of each of them had been cut into the stakes.
The executioners busied themselves threading
ropes through holes in the stakes and pulling
on the ropes to test the tension. The convicted
women, many of them frail and in ill health, all
of them trembling in fear, were dragged to the
Whitesands with chains around their necks and
torsos. They were facing a cruel death in front
of a jeering mob. As the women were positioned
and each tied to a stake, ministers prayed over
them to save their eternal souls.
Most of the curious onlookers that day
believed that the women - condemned witches
- deserved their punishment and had foregone
their rights to live among Christian people.
There was little sympathy for them and never
a thought of forgiveness. In fact, the women’s
suffering and torture was cause for celebration

among the congregation as the devils were
removed from their midst.
At the back of the crowd stood farmer John
McMurdo and his wife, their two small children
hidden under their mother’s plaid so as not to
witness the horrific acts taking place on the
beach. They were fortunate to have been offered
a ride on a cart with a neighbour instead of having
to walk the fourteen miles to the Whitesands at
Dumfries from Glencairn, a small agricultural
parish in Dumfriesshire. They were not there to
judge and jeer at the women. They had known
one of the accused women and at one time
called her friend, but it was expected that the
whole burgh stand as one when the kirk elders
had spoken, and it was in their best interests to
be seen to be in communion with the decision
that had been made.

After an hour, all the stakes had been threaded
and the combustible material laid. The chains
were removed from the women and replaced
with coarse ropes bound around their waists as
they were tied into position at the stakes. The
mental torture increased as each woman had a
noose placed over her head and the executioner
standing behind each stake pulled the tension on
the rope. Seven of the women struggled against
the ropes, screaming out to the crowd for a
saviour, while the other two stood quietly, each
transfixed on a spot in the heavens as though
in a trance – further evidence to some that they
were indeed witches.
One of the convicted, Janet McKendrig,
briefly lowered her gaze from heaven and
whispered to the other women. “Ye’ve no need to
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be afeared,” she said. “The peats under our feet
are just there to warm us.” Then she returned her
eyes to the sky and stood quietly with a smile on
her face, as the others squirmed. The ministers’
voices became louder, their prayers competing
with the terrified screams of the women.
The magistrate who had ordered that these
women be put to death, addressed the assembled
crowd.
“In accordance with the Witchcraft Act of
1563, the bodies of these slaves to the Devil,
these witches, these enchanters,” he spat, “shall
be burnt in public to prevent re-animation by
demonic forces. Witchcraft is a crime equal to
that of heresy, and burning is the prescribed
punishment for a traitor, a heretic or a witch.”
His words punctuated the air as the strongly
superstitious crowd shouted in agreeance.
After delivering the final condemnation
to death, the magistrate lowered his head and
walked to a chair that had been positioned in
pride of place for him to have a good view as the
penalties he had sanctioned were carried out.
On the cusp of life and death, the women felt
the nooses tighten around their necks. The lead
executioner, with all eyes upon him, nodded his
head and the other executioners in unison pulled
on the ropes, strangling the women. Nine other
men lit the straw and faggots which immediately
caught fire. The last terrified expressions of the
women were frozen on their faces as they were
denied oxygen, and their lives were snuffed out
as the flames roared and the peat smouldered
about their limp bodies.
“Oh, God,” cried John McMurdo to his wife.
“Twa o’ them are still alive.”
Two of the women had not fully succumbed
to strangulation and their bodies twitched as
they gasped for air, but mercifully they were
quickly suffocated by the rising smoke. As the
flames leaped ever higher, the crowd stood in
silence listening to the crackling of the fires and
smelling the burning flesh. Some continued to
drink ale while others wept as they looked on in
horror at the blackened bones where once had

stood nine of their own. When the executioners
began to clear away the remains of nine martyrs
to superstition, the crowd dispersed and many
went about their business the same as any
evening.
John McMurdo put a protective arm around
his wife and steered her and his children away
from the sinister scene, towards the horse and
cart that would take them and some neighbours
back to the safety of their little farmhouse and
the green hills of Glencairn. They had seen it
all before – some poor unfortunate who had
displeased a neighbour, or who had ‘the gift’ as
it was called of being able to predict the future,
condemned for ungodly practices.
Though a pall hung over the town, the
community was now free of witches – that is
until some other poor creature was accused of
this most grievous sin.
This story is an extract from my book Faeries,
Farms and Folk – the information is historically
accurate. Also, feel free to visit:
www.scottishbooks.webs.com
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A Hallowed Eve:
The Spiritual and Cultural
Traditions of Halloween

Avellina Balestri
USA

“Snap-Apple Night” (1833), painted by Daniel Maclise, shows people playing divination games on
October 31st, in Ireland. This is one of the most commonly used images to depict this tradition.
EDITOR’S NOTE: We are pleased to have a
returning author join the ranks of Celtic Guide
for the October issue. Her name is Avellina
Balestri, and she's from the United States.
Avellina is an award winning author and,
here, brings us a comprehensive perspective
on the holiday we call Halloween.
Halloween has always been a complicated
holiday, laced together with many threads of
different spiritual traditions and cultural customs.
It has always stirred up controversy, morphing
into an excuse for mischief and mayhem and a
celebration of ghoulishness which has led some
to boycott it altogether. But perhaps this is a
hasty decision, which fails to take into account
the whole picture of the historical development
of the day and what it tells us about the richly
complex human search for the meaning of life,
death, and eternity.

In the ancient Pagan world, there were a
variety of autumnal festivals dedicated to one
deity or another and celebrating the coming in
of the harvest. Half way between the Autumn
Equinox and the Winter Solstice, the Celts
would celebrate their “new year” at Samhain
(Summer’s End), which marked the third and
final phase of their harvest season with the
gathering of nuts and berries and the slaughtering
of livestock that could not be fed through the
winter. It was a time of plenty and abundance,
merry-making and story-telling. One legend
commonly associated with this time of year was
that of Mongfield, a legendary sorceress-queen
who was said to have married the King of Tara
in ancient Irish mythology.
However, on the other end of the spectrum
of festivity, there was the threat of the coming
winter and the constant struggle for survival it
would bring.
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With this ominous reality hanging over
the people, Samhain became a time of soulsearching and intention-seeking, as Druids
took part in various divination and scrying
rituals and attempted to tell the future and
predict the outcome of the year. Bonfires were
also an important part of the celebration, being
identified with protective and cleansing powers,
as well as the ability to ward off the cold and
darkness of winter. Also, they served as a point
of communal gathering and the sacrifice of a
portion of crops and livestock to the gods, both
in thanksgiving for the harvest and to seek their
favor in the months to come.
No fire was allowed to be lit during Samhain
until the ceremonial bonfire was lit by the Druids
at a designated hill which they held sacred.
As a deeply mystical people who intently
focused on the workings of nature, the Celts
ascribed a spiritual element to the shifting of
the seasons which their calendar was centered
upon. In the waning days of autumn, darkness
lengthened, the leaves fell, and foliage withered.
The world seemed to be dying, and yet the Celts
found comfort in the knowledge that the Wheel
of the Year would continue to turn and spring
would come back again. With all these thoughts
about death and afterlife on their minds, they
believed that in October the veil between the
mortal and spirit worlds grew thin, just as the
air felt crisp and thin.
This concept of an otherworldly portal
nurtured the belief that the spirits of the dead,
gnomes, faeries, and other mythical creatures
might visit the living on Samhain. Hence people
would leave out food for any spirit visitors who
might show up and special bread was baked
on Samhain for the occasion, often using the
symbolically significant ingredients of rye,
caraway, rosemary, and buttermilk.
At the feast, a place would be left empty for
any ancestors who might wish to visit and break
bread with them. Later, the bread would be
given to those less fortunate. Visits would also
be made to the burial mounds of dead relatives

and friends and bring symbolic offerings to
leave there such as apples (symbols of eternity)
and nuts (symbols of wisdom).

In addition to visiting spirits, it was also a
day of departing spirits. Since the Celts believed
that the souls of the dead did not immediately
leave earth, it was thought that those who had
died within that year were finally rounded up by
the Lord of Death on Samhain night, beckoning
them with a horn blast to prepare to make their
journey to the Otherworld.
Tradition held that the “new day” really
began at dusk, so the night time celebrations
had special significance and brought to the fore
a sacred animal: bats.
Because of their ability to fly at night,
and because they were considered to be “in
between” the bird and mammal families, they
were considered to be perfect messengers to
deceased loved ones in the world beyond. Their
presence around ceremonial fires, drawn by the
abundance of tasty flying insects, associated
them with the season as well.
When Christianity spread across Europe and
came to the Celtic peoples through St. Patrick and
others, the traditions associated with Samhain
showed no signs of abating. Celtic Christianity
always had a distinct flare for bringing out the
best in old and new and taking the mysticism
and deep respect for nature found in Druidic
society and applying it to Christ, High King of
the Universe.
Since there were many things perfectly
compatible with Christian teaching within the
celebration of Samhain the Church incorporated
them into the celebration of All Hallow’s Eve,
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or Hallowe’en on October 31st, which served
as a vigil celebration of All Saints Day on
November 1st.
Christians too shared a deep regard for
deceased souls and the honor of those who
had gone ahead into the next world. However,
instead of the Pagan belief that souls wandered
the earth after death, Christians believed in
Purgatory, a “waiting place” where souls were
purged of their imperfections before entering
Heaven. Prayers offered lovingly for the
deceased would go towards the purification
process and enable them to reach Heaven sooner.
Aside from this, meditating on death, in and of
itself, was considered to be healthy for spiritual
development. After all, it assured that human
beings would never forget their mortality or
come to think of themselves as gods, and would
serve to keep their focus on the Divine and the
world to come.
Samhain bread would be turned into “soul
cakes”, made with a variety of ingredients and
in various designs. Both the doughnut and the
pretzel are said to have been forms of soul cake,
the former representing the circle of eternity and
the latter representing praying hands. People
who continue the traditional Pagan custom
as “mummers” going house to house singing
particular verses and requesting the tasty cakes
and alcoholic beverages. While the ceremonies
varied across Christendom, a typical rhyme ran
something like this:
A soul, a soul, a soul for a soul cake
Come save a soul for a soul cake
One for Peter and two for Paul
And Three for the One who made us all
Now this seriously simplified the spiritual
significance of the evening, but the idea was
that before a soul cake could be given out, the
“mummers” had to say prayers for the deceased
family members of the house they were visiting.
Meanwhile, special vigils would be held at
cemeteries and within monasteries to offer
prayers for the deceased.

They would continue on through All Saints'
Day on November 1st, celebrating the triumph
of the saints and martyrs spending eternity in
the presence of God, and All Souls' Day on
November 2nd, again to focus on the souls in
Purgatory.
Old traditions from Paganism remained a
major part of All Hallows, including the concept
of the dead making visits to the living. People
would dress up to scare off or befuddle any
evil spirits who might make appearances, and
also came to consider the veil-thinning time as
something of an excuse to turn the world upside
down. It was a day when darkness was coming
in, and people believed they could show their
dark sides as well. Most of the time, this was
in the form of pranks and mischief-making, but
nothing terribly harmful or serious.
However, during the Protestant Reformation
in the British Isles, Catholics were targeted by
Protestant rabble-rousers for celebrating the
triple feasts of All Hallows, All Saints, and
All Souls, and often were tormented by mobs
and gangs in the streets who accused them of
celebrating “Pagan Practices”.
The close proximity to Guy Fawkes’ Day on
November 5th, which celebrated the failure of a
Catholic plot to blow up King James I and his
parliament, did not help matters.
Bonfires would be lit, Guy Fawkes and the
pope would be burned in effigy, and no Catholic
was safe to venture outside for fear of his life. But
for Protestants in England it was, and remains, a
festive occasion, complete with special potatoes
to eat and fireworks to explode.
In conclusion there are many links with the
modern secular celebration of Halloween and
the traditional spiritual traditions of both Pagans
and Christians. Unfortunately, I’m afraid much
of the meditative reflection on the eternal has
been drained in favor of an excessive display of
plastic pumpkins, glittery witches, and electric
flying bats. But worse is the excessive trend
towards gruesomeness and gore. While I can
certainly understand the gray areas of life, and
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acknowledging our own complex human natures
(which some have called “the dance between
light and dark”), perhaps there is something
unhealthy about allowing oneself too heavy a
dose of the macabre, especially if it is for its
own sake, and not directed towards some higher
good such as soul-searching about the meanings
of existence and the essence of humanity.
As a Catholic, I can enjoy multiple aspects
of the season, from both Pagan and Christian
spiritual and cultural traditions. I can appreciate
the turning Wheel of the Year, and reflect on
the cycle of life, death, and rejuvenation that
gives us hope for an afterlife. I can think upon
the mortality of myself and others, and how
we should focus on both living well and dying
well in light of our eternal destiny. I can munch
on doughnuts and pretzels, and make prayer
vigils for the souls of the departed so that my

love might reach them should they be in the
“waiting place”, and thus be purged and enter
the presence of the Divine. I might follow the
path of the Celtic saints and find a special place
in nature where the veil between the natural
and the supernatural feels thinnest, and time
seems transparent, and one can meditate upon
the things of Heaven with the greatest clarity.
And there, in the crisp stillness of autumn, and
hallowed gathering of darkness, I may recite a
Celtic prayer such as this:
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May God bless all the company
of souls here
May God and Mary bless you
You too were here, as we are now
And we hope to join you soon
May we all be adorned
in the Bright King of Heaven

The Chronicles of Dan Lee O’Brien

David Jordan
Ireland

EDITOR’S NOTE: What if someone
was to take old Celtic legends and
blend them with our modern world?
Someone has! David Jordan, of Co
Cork, Ireland, has published a book
of short stories called The Chronicles
of Dan Lee O’Brien. The book is
available on Amazon.com. Here’s
an excerpt from one tale. We’ll have
another excerpt next month from a
different story.

One day Dan Lee came home to
discover a stranger in his house.
He had parked his bicycle in the hall
way and brought his bag of groceries
into the kitchen when he sensed a presence,
a strong presence. He opened the door to his
living room and found that the curtains had been
drawn. He could make out a vague shape sitting
on the armchair. His armchair. His first instinct
was to tell the stranger to get up but he resisted
it. Instead he said, ‘who’s there?’
There was a silence before the person
answered in a low, intense voice, ‘I am a friend
of Balor. I come here to ask a favour of you, old
man.’
‘That didn’t answer my question,’ said Dan
Lee.
The stranger laughed. ‘I was told you were
cute. To answer your question, I am Elatha, the
Fomorian. Perhaps you have heard of me?’
‘No. Sorry.’
‘That’s quite alright, old man. But you’ve
heard of my friend, Balor?’
‘Balor of the Evil Eye,’ Dan Lee affirmed.
‘Apologies for the darkness. Us Fomorians,
we don’t like daylight too much.’
‘Then how did you get here?’
‘O, a pair of sunglasses helps. We don’t
like daylight but we can tolerate it. We’re not
vampyres.’

As Dan Lee’s eyes became accustomed to
the gloom he could make out a handsome young
man with long, tawny hair and beard.
‘So what does Balor of the Evil Eye want
with me? I have never had dealings with the
Fomorians.’
‘No doubt you’ve heard about our reputation,
though? That we’re barbarians? Uncivilised?
Given to the dark arts? Masters of chaos and
destruction?’
‘Yes, I’ve heard those things,’ said Dan Lee.
‘Well it’s a tad unjustified. We’re not all that
bad. But the perception lingers. My friend, Balor,
needs you to do him a favour. A big favour. The
thing is I can’t tell you what it is while we are
here. Too many ears about. But rest assured you
will be rewarded handsomely.’
‘And if I refuse?’
‘Well let’s just say you won’t be Balor’s
friend and if you’re not his friend you’re his
enemy.’
‘That’s coercion,’ said Dan Lee. ‘But I have
to admit I’m curious. What the big secret is. It
is big, isn’t it?’
‘Huge,’ replied Elatha. ‘And you have a huge
part to play in it, old man. So let’s stop yapping
and get a move on.’
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The Devil Comes To Ireland

James Slaven
USA

they are considered to be fallen angels, just not
as bad as the fallen angels, who had become
demons in hell.
On a mythological side note, cats are a noted
beast in Irish myth. Unlike nearby countries
such as Wales and England who use dragons,
the Irish have great cats that are terrible to have
as adversaries. This use of black cats as the devil
also has a connection with the use of black cats
as witches’ familiars and their association with
the supernatural in Christian tradition.

The Devil Cat

“Luther as the Devil’s Bagpipes”
by Eduard Schoen, 1535

Ach, ‘tis Halloween and that means it’s time
to be on the double look-out for Auld Hornie! Ol’
Scratch himself, the gentleman in black, Auld
Clootie the cloven footed. The Celtic lands have
quite the folklore on the devil and his mischief.
What better time of year than Halloween to
regale you with tales of his cunning and his
pitchforked fury!
Considering how much there is to write, for
now, let’s stick with Ireland. After all, no one can
top the Irish when it comes to spinning yarns. In
Irish folklore, the Devil wasn’t always bad. He
could even be somewhat neutral at times. There
are cases where he is portrayed as a buffoon and
easily taken advantage of, such as in the legend
of Stingy Jack as written further in this article.
Many of these beliefs are perhaps derived from
the “Shining Ones,” also known as fairies, as

In Connemara, an area that distills a
wonderful peated Irish whiskey by the way,
there lived a fisherman and his wife. He was an
excellent fisherman and did so well that the wife
always had plenty of fish to put out at market.
Unfortunately, the best fish would nightly be
eaten by a great black cat. The wife was getting
quite tired of this nightly event and so was
determined to stay up and give the cat a smack
with a very large Hawthorne stick.
As she sat in the evening, spinning with
another lady while a younger serving girl sorted
fish, the door suddenly flew open with a loud
bang and whirl and the house became near pitch
dark. The huge cat stalked in and went straight
to the fire, growling deeply at all three women
as he walked.
The young girl exclaimed “This is surely the
devil!” This upset the cat greatly, who growled
back “I’ll teach you to call me names” and then
leapt up at her, scratching her arm so deeply that
blood poured out. “Perhaps next time you’ll be
friendlier when a gentleman comes to see you.”
The cat hissed.
With this, the cat walked out, the door
shutting loudly and firmly behind him so well
that the young serving girl could not get out,
no matter how hard the frightened bit of a girl
wanted to.

– 11 –

At the same time, by the house a young man
was walking. Upon hearing the girl’s cries, he
attempted to open the door, but the cat was still
on the threshold and would not allow him to get
near enough. The man attacked the cat with a
stick, but was no match for the devilish feline.
The cat leapt up and scratched deeply into his
face, so badly that he quickly fled.
The door flew back open, as if a gale had
whipped through the house, and the cat stalked
back in and jumped up onto the table where a
large fish lay upon a plate.
“I hope the fish is good today,” the cat
grinned, “and do not disturb me, as I can help
myself.”
The wife picked up a set of tongs, having
obviously forgotten about her Hawthorne stick,
and gave the cat a blow upon its back. Had it
been a cat and not the devil, it surely would
have died, but instead it just smirked at her and
continued to claw and bite into the fish.

The other two women then tried to hit it with
sticks, which served only to irritate the devil cat.
It spat fire and tore into their heads and arms,
causing much bloodshed.
The women backed away and huddled in the
corner.
In the meantime, the wife had snuck away
and came back carrying a bottle of holy water
from the nearby church. She snuck up on the
cat while it was preoccupied with devouring the
fish, and threw the holy water on it.
As soon as the holy water touched the cat,
a thick black smoke filled up the room, and all
that could be seen were two red eyes, glowing
as if embers, peering out at the women. As the
smoke cleared away, the cat’s body was seen to
shrivel up until it turned to ash and blew away.
From that time on, the fish and fisherman’s wife
were left in peace, for once the power of the evil
one is broken, it will come back to haunt you no
more.

“Death and the Devil Surprise Two Women” – Daniel Hopfer circa 1520
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The Devil Cat and the Priest

Such is another case of a poor old woman
in County Kerry, whose husband had recently
passed away. An old stray black cat found its
way into the house and settled in as a permanent
guest, of whom the widow pampered. The local
priest stopped by to check upon his parishioner
and sat down to talk over a cup of tea. When
the cat ambled in, the widow got up and went
to feed the cat. She was gone a very long time,
but had no idea just how long when the priest
commented. She insisted that the cat was doing
no harm. After all, what harm can an old cat do?
The priest insisted it wasn’t a cat, but the widow
was incredulous.
“What else is it?” She countered, adding “it’s
there now and it’ll stay there.” The priest advised
against this and stated he would show her what
it was. He put on his stole (that’s the long scarf
looking thing that hangs down in front of priests
– of which various colors indicate the type of
liturgy being celebrated) and started to pray. In
no time at all, the cat growled deeply and turned
into a large man-shaped creature, who ran
through the door and promptly vanished. The
widow thanked the priest profusely and was
forever terrified of black cats.

Saints, Priests, and Seminarians

The devil doesn’t just come as a cat in
Ireland, but can come as a man who is fond of
vices, including the playing of cards. One tale
tells of a group of seminary students, playing
at cards when a strange student comes in and
joins them. During the course of play, the Ace
of Spades (naturally) falls to the floor and one
of the first students bends over to pick it up, at
which point he notices the stranger’s cloven foot.
The stranger laughed evilly and disappeared in
front of their eyes. Both committed suicide soon
after, but not before sharing the story. There is
evidence of the cloven foot being imprinted into
the stone where the stranger sat, and serves as a
warning that the devil himself will come tease
and tempt the boys before they become priests.
Certainly, the devil could tempt more than

just seminarians. He was adept at tricks to
distract fully ordained priests. As the parish
priests would do their rounds across the country,
whether to visit the sick or anoint the dying, the
dark one would lay snares for them: creating
thick fogs to get lost in, attacking them in the
shape of a big black dog (a beast that has strong
connections across the Irish Sea into Wales and
England), placing real and imaginary obstacles
in their path, and creating illusions of money.
In one case, a priest was on his way to give
last rites to a local woman, and was nearly
detained as a traveling companion wanted to
stop and pick up gold coins on the road.
The priest asked him to keep riding and he
could pick up the coins on the way back. They
arrived in time for the priest to anoint the old
woman before she passed, and on the way back
they stopped for the coins, only for the priest’s
companion to discover they were horseshoe nails
be-devilishly ensorcelled to look like gold.
Nor do the priests do not always win. One of
Satan’s best tricks is to use his beautiful singing
voice. That’s right! Ol’ Gnarley can still sing
like the angel he once was, as in the case of
a priest on his way to anoint a widower. Along
the way, he hears a sweet singing voice in the
fields and stops to listen, only to then be late.
The old man had passed away without his Last
Rites before the priest finally arrived.
Ol’ Steamy has also appeared to many saints.
He visited St. Molling while in disguise, but
the saint discerned his visitor’s true self. St.
Molling asked the stranger to pray with him, but
then the devil admitted he could not kneel, as
his knees were in the back of his legs. St. Brigit
encountered the devil in the refractory while she
and her fellow nuns were at dinner. The devil
came in, thinking he could not be seen, but St.
Brigit made him visible. This, of course, was
cause for consternation and horror, as the other
nuns suddenly saw the devil sitting with them,
his head down and feet up on the table, with
great gouts of flame issuing from his mouth and
nose. The Devil tried to beat St. Colmcille in a
trial of poetical skill, as they traveled together,
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the devil thinking he was disguised (do you see
a pattern?). It is helpful to note that the Irish,
especially at the time of the great Colmcille,
had great renown for their poets. St. Colmcille
was able to finish all of the Devil’s passages,
but then in turn stumped the Man in Black by
using devotionals, holy tracts that Satan would
be unfamiliar with.

Stingy Jack

In Ireland, there lived Jack, one of the most
niggardly gentlemen you’d ever have the
misfortune to meet. If you wanted to find him,
though, it would be easy. Look for the nearest
pub and there he’ll be, downing a pint or three.
One night, as he was staggering home, he came
upon a shadowy figure. Being drunkenly brave,
he walked up to the person so he could ask
for some coin to purchase more ale. When the
figure turned around, it was the Devil himself!
Satan had turned up to collect Jack’s soul, it
being so tarnished that even the Lord of Hell
wanted to collect it in person. Jack, though,
having the gift of Irish gab, convinced Lucifer
to have a few pints before they left the mortal
realm. Lucifer thought of no reason to turn down
such a suggestion and so off they go! Jack then
convinced Satan to turn into a silver coin (he
could not do gold, being the color of Heaven),
so they could pay the bartender, after which the
Devil could disappear, leaving the bartender out
the drinks and coin.
Little did the Devil know Jack’s plan! As
soon as Auld Clootie was a coin, Jack slipped
him in his coin purse, where he kept his old
mother’s crucifix. What a cruel plan, a cruel
plan indeed! The Devil was trapped as a coin
and was only released when he promised to give
Jack ten more years of life. The deal was made
and Satan left in a huff.
Ten years goes by quickly, though, and
Lucifer was back before you knew it. This time,
Jack knew better than to ask for a drink, but he
did ask for an apple. He wanted one last taste of
the sweet fruit before leaving forever, although
he complained he was too old to climb the tree.

The Devil, being both kind and stupid for some
reason, agreed and up he went into the apple tree.
Jack was hoping for this. He had a collection
of crucifixes on himself in preparation for this
meeting and laid them around the base of the
apple tree, trapping the Devil up in its branches.
(If you see a connection to fairies and iron,
there are theories that this is a Christianized
story derived from an older pagan tale.) Jack
let Satan down after an even better deal, where
Satan could never come for Jack’s soul.
However, even the most drunken and stingy
man will eventually fall prey to the winds of
time and Jack passed away on his own. His soul
flew up to Heaven, where St. Peter had a good
chuckle at Jack’s request to get in. “You’ve
been a thoughtless sod your entire life, Jack.”
St. Peter scolded him. “Now off with you!”
So Jack’s soul plummeted down to Hell,
where Satan had his own laugh. “Get out! I’m
not allowed to take your soul, and more is the
pity upon you!” And so Jack was left out of the
afterlife, doomed to wander the Earth and never
find rest. His only aid is an ember from Hell itself,
which will always glow with malevolent light,
given to him by the Devil as a warning to others
and what happens when they attempt to trick the
Ruler of Evil himself. Now as Jack carries this
ember in a hollowed out turnip, forever roaming
the countryside, we are annually reminded of
where jack-o-lanterns come from.

Happy Halloween!

Further reading:

Fairy and folk tales of the Irish Peasantry, by WB
Yeats (1888) Archive of the Department of Irish Folklore
journal
The Blessed and the Damned: Sinful Women and
Upbaptised Children in Irish Folklore, by Anne O’Connor
(2005)
Irish Rural Life and Industry: with Suggestions for the
Future, by William Townley Macartney-Filgate (1907)
British Goblins, by Wirt Sykes (1880)
Welsh-folklore, Elias Owen (1887)
Celtic Folklore: Welsh and Manx, Volume 1, by Sir
John Rhys (1901)
The Sutton Companion to the Folklore, Myths, and
Customs of Britain, By Marc Alexander (2002)
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Halloween’s Forgotten Roots
I’m C.nick and I’m a visual artist. I developed
a love of Celtic cultures young. Stories have
perhaps had the most influence on me, but the
music and languages are also influential. Last
year, with the help of a gallery called Art Works,
I shared this love in a show called “Celts’ New
Year: Halloween’s Forgotten Roots in Samhain.”
It ran October–November and consisted of
eleven oil paintings, two hand drawn maps and
one memorial portrait. Each of these depicting a
different story or aspect of Samhain.
Samhain, for those unfamiliar with the
holiday, is the ancestor of our Halloween. Most
likely Samhain marked the New Year like the
ancient Gaulish festival Samonios did. As a
New Year it would be a liminal time, because of
this it was possible for spirits and sí to pass into
our world from the Otherworld.
Some of this supernatural activity gets
attached to the New Year in the later Julian
calendar. For example, in the Arthurian story Sir
Gawain & the Green Knight the otherworldly
Green Knight enters King Arthur’s court to issue
his challenge during the New Year’s feast. The
New Year in this context is clearly in January.
Since eleven paintings make for a lot of
writing and no one wants to read my dronings
(you sort of already have), I’ve chosen five
paintings that highlight the spirit of the series.

C.nick
USA

Caoilte, in The Three Ravens. I’ve depicted this
story multiple times in multiple mediums, once
even in sidewalk chalk done for Halloween.
To simplify a rather involved story, the sí are
plagued by three ills, including three ravens.
Every Samhain the sí boys hold a hurling match,
and every Samhain the ravens steal three boys
midgame. Caoilte is a warrior who has been
wounded by a poisoned spear. He seeks the sí
for a healing and agrees to a bargain. It’s simple,
get rid of our problems and we’ll get rid of
yours. He and his companions must stop these
ills in order to obtain the magical healing.
Gusts rip through the spectators as the black
wings beat the air. Screams take flight and soar
around the plain. In the chaos Caoilte feels for a
fidchell game piece lying abandoned on the grass.
Cascorach and Fermaise, his companions, see
his actions and do the same. Finding it, Caoilte
hurls it with all his strength, hitting a raven and
crushing its heart on impact. His companions
follow suit. The three ravens are slain and the
good people are finally free from their evil.

Jack O’ Lanterns: Turnip and Pumpkin
The image shown above is called “Jack O’
Lanterns: Turnip and Pumpkin” and illustrates
the history of the Jack O’Lantern. Jack
O’Lanterns were originally created from turnips.
Guisers would carry these turnip lanterns during
guising. In the Isle of Man turnips are carved
The Three Ravens
This issue of Celtic Guide features my “The and carried around on Hop-tu-naa, which is
Three Ravens” illustration on its cover. One celebrated on October 31st. When Irish and
of my favourite stories in the series is that of Scottish immigrants came to America they
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discovered the carving power of the pumpkin.
The cold bites fiercely into us. Ripping
It was a match destined to be. More control, less through our clothes and sinking its teeth to the
stink, what else could be asked for?
bone. Young Iain struggles to keep rhythm as
the wind tries its best to knock him and his drum
over. He’s dressed in straw, you see. He’s even
decorated the drum with it. Fearchar holds one
of the lanterns. The one I carved. I wanted to
carry it, but I’m the only one who can play the
whistle passably. Sìm and Griogair carry the
other two lanterns. They stop every few steps
and guard them from the wind. Can’t have them
go out. Not before we even perform. Calum, our
leader, calls out. The first house just came into
sight. Iain pounds the drum, this time paying
particular attention to rhythm. It’s show time.
I watch the glowing eyes and toothy grins
bobbing up the lane. The wind is getting a real
bite to it now. As I stand in my doorway, I wonder
what songs they’ll pick this year. Morag’s boy
is growing into a fine lad. He took everyone’s
breath away with his solo last year. They are
close enough I can hear their song now. They
must be singing at the top of their lungs for they
are competing with the wind. We’ll invite them
in and give them a treat for their efforts, do our
Out Guising
But the series isn’t only about myth and duty of hospitality with pleasure. Then they’ll
legend, it also draws on tradition. “Out Guising,” go on to the next house. What will they do? Or
for example, imagines how guisers might have more importantly, how will they do it?
looked around the late 18th century in Scotland.
Guising is where we get trick-or-treating.
Guisers dressed up and visited neighbours to
sing songs, tell stories, and perform tricks in
exchange for nuts, fruit, or sweets. Around this
time in Scotland, guisers tended to be young men
wearing white with their faces covered by masks,
paint, or veils. The tradition would continue in
Irish and Scottish communities across the U.S.
and Canada till the early twentieth century.
In the 1930s, Halloween became more
popular in America and guising became known
as trick-or-treating. During World War II the
holiday became child focused. Trick-or-treating
got national attention in America a little later in
1947. This delay was likely because of the sugar
shortage, due to the war, that lasted from April
1942 to June 1947.

A Guiding Light
In “A Guiding Light,” the practice of placing
a candle in a west facing window is explored.
This is done to guide the spirits of loved ones
back to the home. The west was associated
with the Otherworld and the dead as far back
as ancient Gaul. Procopius of Caesarea thought
that the Otherworld of the ancient Gauls was
somewhere west of Great Britain. The west’s
association with death and the supernatural
transverse multiple Celtic cultures. The ancient
Irish believed that islands in the western sea
were parts of the Otherworld.
The sun is going down. I place the candle on
the window sill, shielding the flame as I open
the window a crack. I think of all those who’ve
passed on, mother, younger brother not yet from
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the womb, grandmother and grandfather, and
most recently, my only sister. So many dead
these past few years. They say that on this day
all can pass back.
I’m not
sure I believe.
I haven’t seen
a sign of them.
Does it apply
to animals
too, I wonder.
I had a lovely
little dog in
childhood.
No one
could resist a
smile around
her. If ever
there was a
time her mirth was needed. Today is a day of
remembrance, but these shadows crowd this
house every day. Will they ever go? Does one
ever gain peace?
The Morrígna & Meche
Lastly, the series wouldn’t be whole
without the Morrígna, in “The Morrígna &
Meche.” Whilst not exactly about Samhain,
the Morrígna’s affiliation with war, thus death,
fits well with the holiday. In the painting the
Morríghan is seated.
To her right is Badb, the crow goddess. She
is the war aspect in the Morrígna. On their left
is Macha, who is sometimes considered a third
of the Morrígna. She is associated with horses
and fertility. While she was heavily pregnant the
king of Ulster made her race against his horses.
She won the race, but on the finish line gave
birth to twins. She cursed the men of Ulster
for their cruelty causing them to suffer labour
pains at their time of greatest need. Sitting on
the floor is the Morríghan’s son, Méche. He is
mentioned only once in ancient Irish lore. It was
said that he had three serpents in his heart and
that one day those serpents would break loose

and destroy all life in Ireland. The hero, Dian
Cecht, seeking to prevent this kills Méche then
burns the serpents to ashes.
His body fell to the ground, lifeless. The
scream of a raven could be heard in the distance.
Dian Cecht gazed at the man who was once
Méche. The dead man’s chest seemed to be
writhing. As if the unbeating heart was coiling.
Something was trying to make its way out. At
the sound of hissing Dian Cecht raised his spear
and waited.

Sharing stories has always been a big part of
the human experience. Throughout my artistic
journey I’ve sought to be a visual storyteller.
Someone who takes a snippet of the whole and
holds it up to study it, reflect on it, and transmit
it. Samhain is rich in traditions that have been
passed down in modified forms under the guise
of a children’s holiday. Sharing these stories
with you has been a pleasure and my only regret
is that I couldn’t fit in the whole series.
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Oidhche Shamhna sona dhuibh uile!

(Happy Halloween everyone!)

Lighting the Witches
Upon Pendle Hill:

Carolyn Emerick
USA

A Traditional Tale of Halloween Horror

Pendle Hill, in Lancashire, England. Photo by Dr Greg on Wikimedia Commons

with the green furnishings of moss and fern, the
hill brings a sense of the fanciful to onlookers
for miles around. But, most today do not realize
that Pendle Hill was once the meeting place of
witches who met upon its flat summit to perform
their wicked acts of devilry. The antics of some
of these witches were recorded during the
witch trial era and remembered as the famous
Pendle Witches. Their devious trickery was so
disruptive that the area was said to have become
quite unsafe for the local residents.
One such resident was a farmer called Ralph
who lived with his family in a small cottage
not too far from Pendle Hill. With the farmer
and his wife, Molly, lived their faithful servant,
Isaac, who had been with the family for many
years. The household was quite illiterate, which
was common at that time. Living in such a rural
area with up to a mile between each household,
and not having their imaginations crushed by
schooling, such as is the sad case we see today,
the family believed wholeheartedly in the
legends of boggies and hellish specters that were
The massive and majestic structure called told in the area, even though they had not had
Pendle Hill adds a mysterious charm to the any personal experiences with the supernatural
beautiful landscape surrounding it. Covered themselves. But, that was soon to change.
Author’s note: The following folktale was
found in a book called Goblin Tales from
Lancashire by James Bowker under the simple
title “Allhallow’s Night” (sic). The book is
undated but appears to have been published
around the turn of the 19th century.
This is my own re-telling,
though in trying to remain
true to the feel of original I
have kept some of the wording
close to the original, while
altering other areas in order to
flow more fluidly to a modern
reader. And I have taken only
slight artistic liberties, such
as giving the farmer’s wife a name rather than
referring to her as “the wife” throughout.
The original includes a bit of Lancashire
dialect, and those who would like to read it and
other spooky Lancashire folktales can download
the book for free from Project Gutenberg here:
http://www.gutenberg.org/ebooks/39712
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On a dark and gloomy evening the wind
began to howl in a wickedly ominous way.
Before long it seemed that a tempest was
brewing as the windows and doors rattled in
their frames. The wind moaned and shrieked
as huge rain drops smashed against the little
diamond shaped window frames. Upon the
morrow, three of the farmer’s cattle were found
lying dead in the cowshed. Not a few days after,
two of the farmer’s children fell ill. As the edge
of darkness crept up the side of Pendle Hill that
evening, one of the children succumbed to death.
If these misfortunes were not bad enough, the
farmer’s crops also succumbed to a pestilence,
thereby endangering the welfare of the entire
household.
At this point, and with great reluctance, the
Farmer Ralph had no recourse but to believe that
he had somehow offended some wrathful spirit
who was enacting revenge upon his household.
Though, he did take precautions against these
things with the charms and amulets in common
use amongst the peasantry. But, the horseshoe
over his door, the branches of ash placed above
the cowshed entryway, and the hag stones
hanging above his own and his children’s beds
were apparently no match for whatever powerful
magic was afflicting his homestead.
The farmer’s household held a family
council to discuss why they found themselves
so vulnerable to these attacks and what could be
done to remedy the situation. The mood around
the table was morose, for even their rough old
farmhand, Isaac, greatly missed the prattle of
the little one whose sudden passing had cast a
shadow over the home. The farmer and his wife
lamented the loss of their child and held great
trepidation for who in the household might
befall the same fate.
Knocking the ashes from his pipe,
Farmer Ralph spoke up “Well, Isaac. You
may as well take horseshoe and ash branches
down for all the good use they seem to be,” his
sadness had turned to frustration as he banged
his down-turned pipe on the table to knock out

the remaining cinders. “We’ve naught been able
to keep the feeorin away from us, and I expect
only more bad luck clear to November!” the
farmer exclaimed.

“Witches Flying Over The Earth”
Morris Meredith Williams, 1910

“Why do you say November, Ralph?”
asked his wife, Molly, in a terrified voice. She
anxiously gazed out the little cottage window
where she could see Pendle Hill looming dimly
in the distance.
“Because, my lass, on O’Hallow night I
intend to climb Pendle Hill to light the witches,”
Ralph said this with all seriousness, setting his
jaw firmly.
“Heaven save us all!” cried his wife.
The three sat in silence for several moments.
Finally the quiet was broken by old Isaac who
said, “whither the master goes, so Isaac goes
with him. There will be two of us, at any rate.”
The farmer gratefully accepted Isaac’s offer,
though Molly tried in vain to make them both
abandon their plan. For, it was well known that
others in the region had lighted the witches and
thereby secured a twelvemonth’s immunity from
harm. So, why should they not do likewise? If
his fortunes did not turn around, Ralph and his
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entire household were staring ruin in the face.
Therefore his determination to light his unseen
enemies grew stronger with each passing day.
Ralph and his household carried on with
their daily chores until the last day of October
finally arrived. All Hallow’s Eve brought with it
a weird and misty rain which quite obscured the
spooky hill. But, by nightfall the rain had ceased
and the huge silhouette of Pendle Hill was again
visible. All day long Ralph and Isaac tried their
best not to think about what awaited them that
evening. But, finally the hour arrived when they
had to begin their trudge up the haunted hill to
find the dreaded ruins where witches from parts
all around gathered in their their mysterious and
infernal conclave. Now that the sadness from
their recent losses had somewhat abated, the
two men were overcome by terror of what they
were to face when they reached Malkin Tower
at the hill’s summit.
When the old grandfather clock chimed
ten, the men rose and prepared for the lighting.
Each man grasped a branch of mountain ash,
to which they tied several sprigs of bay as a
double protection against both lightning and
any fiendish stray spirits who might be lurking
about. In their other hand, they each carried an
unlit candle. The tearful goodwife, Molly, cried
a blessing upon each one, and the old farm dog
crept over from the corner of the farmyard to
take his place beside the men. Together, the
party headed toward Pendle Hill.
The men marched on bravely, stopping only
to light their candles with flint, steel, and a box
of tinder as they reached the foot of the slope.
Presently, with only a few raindrops fallen,
the wind died completely casting an ominous
ambiance over the place. As though it, too, were
terrified, the old dog uttered a low whine and
crept ever closer to his master. Feeling that a
storm would soon be upon them, the three began
to climb, heading toward the well-known ravine
beside the place the witches would gather.
“We’ll have a storm, I reckon, Isaac,” said
the farmer.

“I’m a’thinkin’ myself we’ll have nothing
less,” the old man replied dryly as he began his
climb candle in hand, with his master and the
farm dog following just behind.
When they had nearly reached the top of the
ravine, a flash of lightning suddenly pierced the
darkness and a peal of thunder seemed to shake
the earth beneath them! A weird and unearthly
shriek of laughter rang in their ears as a figure
shrouded in black flew slowly past them, so close
its garments nearly brushed their faces. This was
too much for the old farm dog who turned his
tail and fled down the hillside, howling in terror
as he went. But the men, undaunted, marched
on. Each one carefully shading his candle with
the hand which held tight to the branch of ash.
At one point, old Isaac stumbled and nearly fell.
Frantically Farmer Ralph hollered “do not let
the candle go out!” Thankfully, both men made
it within sight of the tower without mishap, each
with their lighted candles in hand.
And, they arrived not a moment too soon
for the infernal revelry had already commenced
within. While light streamed from the tower
windows, shrieks of maniacal laughter could be
heard even over the roar of the thunder which
had begun to pick up. Every now and again a
dark figure floated over their heads and whirled
into one of the windows, and the noise became
all the louder by the addition of yet another
shrill voice.
“It must be drawin’ near midnight,” said
Ralph. “If we can but keep our candles lit
for the rest of the hour we’ll be alright for a
twelvemonth. Let’s make for home now.”
Both men eager to get away from the place
as quickly as possible readily turned their backs
to the tower to start back for the homestead. But
no sooner had they turned away when a Satanic
face with gleaming red eyes flashed before
them and then vanished! Instantly both of their
candles went out.
“God’s blessing help us now!” both men
cried in unison. Before they had even finished
their sentence the tower was plunged into
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total darkness. The shrieks of unholy laughter
were suddenly quiet, and the only sound to be
heard was the rapid flight of the hags and their
familiars. The men’s cry had broken up their
gathering.
More frightened than ever by loss of their
lights, the men clung tenaciously to their
branches as they hurried away. They had not
gone far in the direction they guessed the farm
lay when Farmer Ralph, who was just a little
ahead of Isaac, let out a cry. He had slipped and
fell, vanishing from Isaac’s view, falling down
the cliff which Isaac was now standing on the
edge of. Isaac trembled as he peered down into
the blackness looking for Ralph. But not one
sound came up to tell the old man that his master
had escaped with his life, despite the shouts that
Isaac sent down after him.
Desperately Isaac called for his master,
but eventually he turned away thinking the
worst must have happened. His goal now was
to reach the farm and return with assistance.
However, after wandering for some time in the
raging storm which nearly blinded him by the
lightning, the weary old fellow pulled himself
under a large stone for shelter to wait out the
rain. Quite exhausted from the climb in the wet
cold, not to mention the fright, old Isaac quickly
fell asleep.

As soon as the first faint rays of sunlight
kissed the hillside than Isaac was awoken by the
old farm dog licking his face! Isaac opened his
eyes and gazed about in sleepy astonishment as
some men appeared climbing the hill in pursuit
of the dog. Poor Molly had been quite terrified
when the howling dog appeared at the door
alone whilst the “lighters” failed to show. So,
she made her way to the nearest farm house
and woke up the neighbors. No sooner had she
shared the story than a party of sturdy fellows
had assembled to search for the missing men.
Isaac explained where he had last seen Ralph,
and soon after the rescuers found him as well,
down the gorge nursing a broken leg.
Goodwife Molly let out such great rejoicings
when the cavalcade finally returned to the farm.
As bad as matters were, she had expected a
much worse ending. Afterwards, the homestead
experienced great prosperity and the household
was blessed far beyond that which they had ever
dreamed. Every now and again Molly would say
to Ralph, “you might have kept those candles to
light your own home. For it wasn’t even midnight
before the Devil blew them out!” A joke invariably
caused both Farmer Ralph and old Isaac to break
into a smile that bordered on a grimace. But, the
homestead was happy and prosperous evermore,
including the farm dog and his wife.

– 21 –

Samhain Poetry

EDITOR’S NOTE: Here are a couple poems
by long-time Celtic Guide contributor, Carolyn
Emerick. Carolyn administers the Celtic Guide
Facebook page, along with a couple of helpers,
and she handles the “at cost” print copies. She has
been an editorial assistant in other ways, as well,
including suggesting many of our monthly themes,
and bringing on board new writers and artists.

Spirits of Samhain

Carolyn Emerick
USA

Illustration by Richard Doyle, 1884

Silvery Light on Samhain Night
Forswear I saw by the light of the moon
Those I’ve loved had gone too soon
And silvery light betrayed my sight
True beauty, I knew thee not tonight.

Without words the Old Ways call
to their children far and wide
Return home, they beckon us
to the spirits left behind.

Those that know, we cannot teach
Earth’s rhythmic patterns whom to reach
‘Tis a grace innate to some
Whilst others live in aberration

In the dead of night I hear a voice
though there is no sound
A ghostly wind that carries me
to the Sidhe’s own mound

Disconnected from the ebb and flow
They live unconscious, whilst yet we know
Tides like breath heave out and in
Moon phases change, as doth the wind

Embers, embers burning bright
call forth the spirits of this night
Rising from their gloomy graves
chant the spells writ on the staves

Crackling static energy fields
Most are immune, but some do feel
Messages pour through the other side
Try as we might, we cannot hide

Samhain Eve’n conjures up
souls who have departed
And the wicked women know
what witchcraft has just started

Yet, by the silvery light of this moon
In a dream or in a swoon
What I have known, or could so well
That which I know, I cannot tell.
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Toni-Maree Rowe
New Zealand

The Old Corpse Road, Wasdale, Yorkshire. Photo by Nigel Chadwick, Geograph.co.uk

Corpse road, bier road, burial road, coffin
road, lych - way, and procession way are all
names given to a particular type of byway found
occasionally within the British countryside.
Unfortunately very few of these special routes
survive today and those that do are footpaths
whose original purpose has been forgotten.
As the name would suggest there is a
connection with death and burial. These were in
essence a very practical means of transporting
the dead from small communities to their
consecrated burial grounds.
The origins of the corpse road dates back
to the later Medieval Age when the population
of Britain was on the increase. In addition,
an increasing number of smaller churches
were being built to serve these ever growing
communities. The new churches would be
under the control of a mother church who kept
a firm grip on the revenue strings and the tithes
needing to be paid. Therefore only they had the

right to bury the dead while collecting the dues,
and so the corpse road was born. To the modern
mind this may seem a little odd, why have a road
specifically for transporting the dead? Why not
use a regular pathway? The answer lies in the
customs and beliefs of the time.
There are plenty of superstitions attached to
the dead and none more so in connection with
the paths they travel. The corpse roads that do
survive are usually found in remote places,
off the beaten track and this is because it was
believed to carry a corpse over agricultural land
where crops grew would be a curse on the land
with no more crops being able to be grown
there.
There were also certain rituals attached to
carrying the dead. Firstly, they must always be
carried feet first to prevent them from returning
home. The idea that the spirit of the dead could
return dominated much of the attendant beliefs.
Two popular means of preventing this was to
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have the path meander – the idea that spirits
only ever travelled in a straight line was a
firmly entrenched belief, as was the importance
of water for it seems that spirits were unable to
cross water, thus providing a physical barrier in
the world of the deceased.
From an archaeologist’s point of view these
last two points are of great interest because we
could ask ourselves – Are these superstitions or
beliefs a remnant of ancient folklore kept alive
by the corpse road?
Briefly consider the cursus monuments
of the Neolithic Age and stone rows of the
Bronze Age, long straight lines, often ending
near burial monuments. We could also look at
the landscape around Stonehenge and Avebury
bounded on three sides by important rivers. Was
this to contain the spirits of the ancestors?
It is an interesting thought at the very least
and should not necessarily be discounted
because of the vast differences in time. After all
some of us still say “Bless you” when we hear
a sneeze and yet the meaning of it is no longer
truly understood. The time differences may be
vast in terms of years but beliefs and ideas can
last a long time, albeit with some mutations.
Perhaps the ritual recorded in Fyrup,
Yorkshire was one such mutation. Traditionally
on the 24th of April the village seer/wise woman
would hold a vigil on the “Old Hell Road” (the
corpse road) from 11pm until 1pm on St Marks
Day. It was believed the seer would learn who
would die in the following year.
This interesting digression aside, there are
also many stories attached to corpse roads
regarding unhappy spirits and apparitions. In
Wasdale, Cumbria the ghost of woman tied to a
horse is said to haunt the corpse road (shown on
the first page of this article).
The story goes that the woman’s son died
but as his body was being transported along
the road the horse bolted and was lost. When
hearing the news of her son's missing body,
the lady dropped dead. Subsequently, her body
was being transported along the corpse road

when the horse carrying her body bolted and
was also lost. During the hunt for her body, the
searchers found the horse carrying her son and
he was successfully buried. Unfortunately the
woman’s body was never recovered.

A clapper bridge over the Cherry Brook, Dartmoor.
Part of the route of the lych way across the moors
to the mother church at Lydford. Photo by Guy
Wereham, Geograph.co.uk.

In East Sussex, the corpse road from
Ditchling to St Martin’s Church in Westmeaton
is said to be haunted by the ghost of a black
dog who is believed to protect the corpse road,
hence the name Blackdog Hill. At Ivelet in the
Yorkshire Dales the ghost of a headless black
dog is occasionally seen by a bridge used by the
coffin bearers as a rest stop, here it is said the
dog will leap into the water and is regarded as
a bad omen.
In Devon there are tales of the Lych way
southwest of the Devil’s Tor on Dartmoor
of monks in white being seen and a phantom
funeral procession. One particular Devon legend
tells of the funeral procession across Dartmoor
to the church at Widecombe. The deceased held
little regard in the community, an unpopular and
evil man. When his coffin reached the church
and was placed on the coffin stone at a gate
of the churchyard, a beam of light shone down
on the coffin reducing it to ashes, and splitting
the stone.
The local priest and attendants saw this as a
sign that God did not want the man to be buried
in holy ground.
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In Cornwall, wayside crosses occasionally
indicate the path followed by processions to the
church. These are often referred to as church or
coffin paths such as the one between St Ives and
Lelant (the latter was the mother church).
When the funeral procession walked to the
parish church it was usual to stop at each cross
so prayers could be said and the bearers were
able to take a rest.
The importance of this type of byway within
a people's psyche continues for several hundred
The lych gate at St Davids Church, Ashprington, years and their use, traditions and superstitions
Devon. Note the coffin stone at its centre. Photo by were well known. William Shakespeare even
Rith Shorville, Geograph.co.uk
wrote of it in "A Midsummer Night’s Dream" in
Perhaps one of the most lasting of stories a speech by Puck.
associated with many corpse roads is that of
“Now it is time of night,
“corpse candles.”
That the graves all gaping wide,
These blue and white light formations are
Everyone lets forth his sprite,
believed to be the spirits of the dead and to see
In the churchway paths to glide.”
one meant another death was imminent. In some
areas they are seen as evil apparitions who lead
So next time you go wandering the secret
the unwary off the path never to return, whilst paths of the British countryside give a little
for others the lights are the souls of un-baptised thought to those who have passed that way and
children.
whatever you do don’t follow the lights...
Identification of a corpse road can be done by
looking at placenames, fieldnames and through
local traditions – sometimes it can be easy to
identify, after all “The Lych -way” says it all
(lych is an old English word for corpse) and
“The Old Hell Road” doesn’t leave much to the
imagination.
If the road was long and arduous then along
the way coffin stones can sometimes be found,
here the bearers would stop and rest placing
the coffin upon the stone. At the end of the
journey the bearers would come to a stop at the
churchyard gate which would become known as
The coffin stone midway up the steep climb from
a lych gate.
Dartmeet up to Yar Tor on Dartmoor (the lych way
According to the Prayer Book of 1549 it to Widecombe). It is incised with several crosses and
was required for the priest to meet the coffin the intials of the deceased. Photo by Tim Hampson,
at the entrance to the churchyard and begin the Goegraph.co.uk
service.
Lych gates can take several forms, but most EDITOR’S NOTE: Toni-Maree joins us from
commonly there will a slab to rest the coffin on New Zealand and has worked on several
and seats for the bearers.
archeology projects, especially in Cornwall.
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Cass and Deborah Wright
Bellows Falls, VT, USA

Morrison

The stars begin to shine in the murky green
sky of twilight, even before the light has faded
on the western horizon, and a sudden hissing
wind snakes down from the eastern ridge above
Keiran. He pulls his sealskin mantle closer
about his neck, as the autumn night approaches,
for who else guards this remote fank of sheep?
Why, no one else save him, Keiran, the youngest
son of Fermbold of Clan Morrison, who soon
shall be called a boy no longer!
He hears the sound of rocks tumbling down
a scree, from somewhere below, near the beach
path; a fox perhaps, or a feral dog, or, just maybe,
the lurking feet of a sea-raider? Such is not
unknown among these isles, certainly. Keiran’s
belly quivers a bit, but from hunger,
he tells himself, not fear! He’s been at
his post for well over a day now, but
his staff is stout, his knife, sharp, and
he will stand against whatever might
arise to threaten the village’s flock,
until his relief arrives . . .
Shadows lengthen, and Keiran’s
anxiety increases with them; he must
be vigilant, but also calm his nerves;
distract his imagination, then, with
other thoughts, to make an internal
litany that will steady his mind. He
will recite for himself stories from his
family’s heroic past . . .!
But where to begin, Keiran ponders,
recalling the disputes he’d heard for
years between the men of his clan,
even between his own uncles.
His father’s elder brother Quartus
always held to the more conservative
origins of the “Mighty Morrisons," as

he always styled them, that being they had come
from the stony shores of Donegal, in Ireland, as
the O’Muirgheasains, a name meaning “valor
from the sea," and rose to fame as bards, and
as the guardians of St Columeille’s relics in the
priory at Clonmany, and migrating to the region
of Habost, in northeastern Lewis.
But Fermbold’s younger brother, Bors,
always contradicted such, holding forth instead
the more popular version, that their genesis
arose from missionary monks, known as the
Servants of Virgin Mary, or in Gaelic, the ‘Ghille
Muire,' who survived a cataclysmic shipwreck
in the open sea by clinging to lengths of floating
driftwood, eventually stumbling gratefully up
a shingle on the eastern shore of the Isle of
Lewis.
Unbeknownst to young Keiran, that version
was supported in academic circles by the
archives of one of those Servants of Mary, who
claimed to be a natural son of King Olav the
Black of Man, and thereby a half-brother to
Leod, the progenitor of the MacLeods.
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Morrison Tartan and Shield

This particular Ghille Muire went on to wed
an heiress of the Gows, the famed armorers
known then as “Clan Igaa," holders of the keep
at Pabbay in the Sound of Harris. Allegedly,
their descendants were ever after called the
Mhic Mhuire, or “the sons of Mary."
Keiran’s ancient great -granny, bent near
double and half-blind, always croaked to tiny
bairns about the Three Great Hearths o’ Lewis,
those being “Mores, the King o’ Norway’s
grandboy; Iskair MacAulay, the Irishman;
an’ auld MacNicol, father-in-law tae Prince
Claudius, the son o’ King Olave!” Contentiously,
Old Gran’s versions spake not at all of those
thundering MacLeods!
But Keiran had been tutored about one
famous individual from those times, the
celebrated Cedhainn MacIain of Ardnamurchan,
over on the mainland; in 1346, he’d sailed out
to the isles to marry the heiress of the House
of Morrison on Lewis, a woman who reckoned
her own descent from the legendary bards of the
O’Muirgheasains. By that era, these Morrisons
of Habost were honored far and wide for being
“brehons," a Gaelic rendering of the Norse term
“brieve," referring to a powerful civic post of a
‘law judge’ of sorts, enforcing all the common
laws, hearing disputes, and holding the authority
to speak for the Lords of the Isles. So powerful
were these posts, that Cedhainn, though he
was descended from the great Somerled, first
true Lord of the Isles, actually forsook his own
surname to take on that of his in-laws, becoming
a Morrison in all regards, strictly in order to hold
one of those sought-after seats of brehon.
Keiran also remembers when his chieftain had
once hosted a pilgrim friar from the mainland,
who spoke about some Morrisons who dwelt
in a foreign land called Aberdeenshire, having
no connection to the isles whatsoever, tracking
their roots rather from a Norman settler named
Mauricius, called so for his swarthy complexion.
To the towheaded Norse Gaels listening, he
might as well have prattled about strangers from
the far side of the moon.

Looking up at his own moon, newly risen and
struggling through a cloud-scudded sky, Keiran
hunkered down against the drafting chill. What
now to think on? Chose he then a favorite tale,
spun by his hoary old grand-uncle, Finnward
McMhuireagh.
It transpired in a turbulent time in Morrison
history; the MacAulays of Uig had slain the
chieftain Donald Ban, brother of the beloved
Brehon, John Morrison of Habost. Sounding
loud the horn of war, the Brehon and his
clansmen sailed against the MacAulays, dealing
them several resounding defeats, and causing
their beleaguered antagonists to beseech their
relations, the MacLeods of Lewis for aid in
combatting the forces of Clan Morrison. His
adversaries trebled, John’s fleet was shattered at
the Caws of Tarbert, following which the unified
forces of the MacLeod and MacAulay chiefs
surged forth to invade the lands and settlements
of the Morrisons. The Brehon himself was
captured at Rodil, but soon affected an escape.
It was during those very years that Keiran’s
Uncle Finnward, an outlaw, as were many a
Morrison, joined the crew of an Orkney pirate
known as the Raven Laird, who was endeavoring
with great industry to profit by the turmoil
engulfing the Outer Isles.
The Raven Laird, though born a Danish gutter
spawn, comported himself like a Turkish emir,
commanding not only a fast ship, but a bloodthirsty crew of corsairs. His prized possession
was his mistress, a tall and striking Nubian
amazon, who prowled the decks defiantly beside
her captain, never speaking, always shirtless,
her breasts painted with gold leaf which she had
purportedly rendered from looted coins.
This bizarrely daunting woman so captivated
the young Finnward, that after one spectacular
raid on a remote monastery, he offered his
master and commander his entire share of loot
for an hour below deck with his amazon. The
Raven Laird had laughed loud and long at the
proposition, then back-handed Finnward so
hard he reeled nearly overboard.
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Straightening up, Keiran’s uncle smiled, spat
a dislodged tooth over the rail, and declared to
the pirate chief: “Consider that yer tribute to
Niord, mi’Laird, an’ ken that y’ever raise hand
tae me again, ye’ll foller it.”
All the crew laughed heartily at the threat,
but none were laughing a month later, off the
coast of Shetland, when Finnward cut the main
sail hoist ropes during a pursuit by a royal
barque of the King of Sweden’s navy, and then
dropped the ship’s anchor. Escaping amidst the
chaos, the crafty Lewisman swam for the harbor
at Lerwick, as the King’s marines attacked and
destroyed the trapped pirate ship, burning it to
the waterline. Never a good idea to humiliate a
Morrison!
Steering back now to the main archives of
Scottish history, the Brehon John Morrison,
chief of his clan, a fugitive from the clutches
of the vengeful MacAulays, found himself
officially branded an outlaw, so declared by
the court of the King of Scots, thanks to the
influence of the MacLeods in royal and noble
circles, from Edinburgh to Dunvegan.
Weeks stretched into months for John, living
as wildly as would any wolfshead, and feeling
every man’s hand turning against him, he
resorted to a desperate ploy. Fortune smiled for
a change, and he succeeded in kidnapping an
heiress of the tyrannical Clan MacLeod.
Reluctantly, the sons of the Bull’s Head
agreed to exchange the charge against the
Brehon for the safe return of their chieftain’s
daughter, and weary John Morrison headed
home to his household, but old grievances yet
flared. The next chief, one Uisdean, popularly
known as Hugh Morrison, or “Hucheon," called
his clansmen to arms, and marched on the
MacAulay-held northern settlements of Harris.
Roderick MacLeod, then chief of the MacLeods
of Lewis, dispatched his war chief, Iain Mor
MacLeod, who caught up with the invading
Morrison forces at Clachan, on Taransay.
Sadly, the martial might of the MacLeods
again carried the day, and the only Morrison

fighter to survive was Hugh himself, who,
grievously wounded, managed to swim a full
two miles to safety on the mainland - evidently
all Morrison men were epic swimmers!
The Morrisons still held sway on the Isle of
Lewis under the proud chiefship of Hucheon,
but could not endure past his deathbed,
whereon he confessed to being the true father
of Torquil MacLeod, previously thought to be
the heir of Roderick MacLeod, and his wife,
Janet MacKenzie. Disownment, disinheritance,
scandal, exile, annulments and blood feuds
followed the news like hailstorms, finally
erupting into full-blown internecine rebellion,
threatening all the clans and great houses of the
Outer Hebrides. With the seas running red upon
the isles’ beaches, the Regent Morton, on behalf
of the juvenile King James VI, leveraged the
MacLeods to recognize the claim of the ousted
heir, Torquil.
Ascending at last to chiefship, Torquil
immediately chose to betray all his alliances
with the Morrisons, driving them, cattle and
galley, forever from their long-held lands on
Lewis, a full sixty families displaced to the
shores of Sutherland, their ancestral lands left
behind being claimed as a fiefdom for Torquil’s
maternal clan, the MacKenzies. In 1597, those
same MacKenzies beheaded that same fiery
usurper who had corrupted the destiny of three
clans, but the sorrowful strife that Torquil Dubh
MacLeod had wrought was irreversible.
Ever the survivors, the Morrisons rallied
to settle on new lands to the east, along the
shores of Loch Ness, and throughout the hills
of Perthshire, but the power and passion of the
brehons was broken forever, and to this day,
the memory of the Great Betrayal burns like a
brand.
What of Kieran? He nods now on that
hummock by the sheep fank, dozing slightly
as he dreams of turbaned pirates, and naked
Nubians, and ships ablaze in the night, never
hearing the stealthy steps approaching. Awake
he is, though, when that rough wool sack is
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pulled down o’er his head and shoulders, arms
pinned while he’s hoisted roughly from his
recline to burly shoulders unseen! He’s failed,
and is now the captive of dread raiders from the
sea! Looters, outlaws, cannibals, perhaps!
But after being hauled, swung, jostled, and
dragged uphill for most of a mile, he’ll find
himself, heart yet pounding, dumped merrily
into a hidden campfire circle of uncles, and
elder cousins, and even some rough, senior
men he dinna know, all smiling and laughing
at his panic; they will roust him, tease him and
cuff him about, and then Keiran will meet the
seductresses called whisky, and mead, and when
his head’s as big as the sky above him, he’ll
have some ash-scars cut into his forearms, and
before dawn he’ll get a secret brand burnt into
his left shoulderblade, and by sunset tomorrow
he’ll stride home, wearing a man’s tartan plaid
about his shoulders, and a bigger knife in his
belt, for the boy he was is no more.
Of course, that was all centuries ago from us,

what about Morrisons now? Och, they still breed
people larger than life, and even some famous
ones, bards and brehons for our modern times,
in the realms of rock ‘n roll, blue-eyed soul, bigscreen westerns, brilliant bestsellers - whether
they’re only born with the name, or die with
it, too, on many roads, from Winterset, Iowa,
to Dublin, Ireland, to Paris, France, to Atlanta,
Georgia, the Driftwood Saints are making music,
making history, making memories, making a
better world, for in their hearts and hands, it is
always a Celtic New Year!
In our lifetime, I doubt we’ll see that
change.
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by Cass & Deborah Wright

Follow future issues of the Celtic Guide for further
information about 2016 publication. . . and thank you for
joining us at the hearth !
- DW
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James A. McQuiston, FSA Scot
USA

Our French Connection
EDITOR’S NOTE: In this issue we take a
look at a wild band out of France that focuses
on Celtic music with a twist. Even their
clothing says “unconventional.” A couple of
their songs are posted on our free music tab at
celticguide.com. This makes the seventeenth
country to participate in our e-magazine,
and all we can say is, “Vive la France!”

of France. We are five musicians: Jocelyn,
whistles, bagpipes and singing; Sylvain,
accordion; Thomas, guitars, mandolin, banjo
and backing vocals; Maya, bass; Nicolas, drums
and backing vocals. Jocelyn created Oubéret
in 2006 to share his love of Celtic music and
dance. The project was very interesting, so we
decided to join him.

CG: Welcome to the pages of Celtic Guide.
We just love your sound and it has such an old
world, almost mysterious flavor. Can you tell us
a little about your background – where you are
from, your instrumentation, and why you chose
to focus on Celtic music?
Oubéret: Hello Jim! We are Oubéret, a
French Celtic band from around ClermontFerrand, a town in the central mountains

CG: Who are your greatest Celtic musical
influences?
Oubéret: Not so many, for most of us are not
coming from the Celtic scene (this is probably
why our music sounds different). But, to name
a few bands we listen to, I would say Tri Yann,
Yogan, Kan, Flook, Lúnasa, Solas, Mànran,
Carlos Núñez, Dan Ar Braz, Treacherous
Orchestra and Sharon Shannon.
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CG: Is the Celtic culture strong in France?
Oubéret: Yes it is! Especially the Britanic
culture. But you can find Celtic festivals all
around the country almost any time of the year.
The French also love anything that sounds like
Irish music.

CG: Do you have song downloads available,
or performance dates coming up that you’d like
our readers to know about?
Oubéret: You can find all of our albums
on iTunes or any site where you can legally
download music. You can also find stuff on our
YouTube channel. Concerning our next shows
CG: Where are some of the more exciting they are all to take place in France, so probably
places your live performances have taken you? nothing available for your readers.
Oubéret: Any festival with many people. Or
small venues, but crowded...
CG: How can your fans keep in touch with
you online?
CG: What is the craziest thing you’ve done
Oubéret: Facebook. Definitely Facebook!
as a band?
Or our website... https://www.ouberet.fr
Oubéret: Decide to become professional?
CG: What is the one thing you’d like our
CG: We love to ask this next question of Celtic Guide readers to know about Oubéret?
Oubéret: I’d say the unique way we
musicians. Some of the answers are very
surprising. Your instrumentation is very precise create our music. I’ve heard no band playing
and excellent in quality. Do you ever find your traditional music the way we do, turning it
minds drifting off to some other place as you’re into non-traditional music... and our visual
performing, or are you concentrating completely universe as well!
on the performance?
CG: Thank you, so much for participating in
Oubéret: No, we definitely drift off
regularly. Staying concentrated for two hours this issue of the Celtic Guide.
Oubéret: Thank you James, it’s a real
is not possible. We check the audience, think
of what we could improve in the show, listen to pleasure for us to be in your awesome magazine,
the music and try new things, or even think of and it’s fun to answer an interview in English.
We can do it again whenever you want!
things that have nothing to do with the gig!
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New York Irish Community
Honors Roscommon Native
The Aisling Irish Community Center of New
York honored former Boyle Co. Roscommon
native Hilary Beirne as their Guest of Honor at
their annual dinner/dance held on September
30th in Eastchester, New York. Mr. Beirne was
recognized for his years of devoted service to
the New York City Saint Patrick’s Day Parade,
his leadership as Chairman of the NYC St
Patrick’s Day Foundation, his contributions
to the “Fighting 69th Regiment of NY," his
contributions to Irish America, as well as his
contributions to Ireland.
The Aisling Center dinner dance is held
annually and this year marked the 20th
anniversary since the establishment of the
center, in 1996, to help Irish emigrants arriving
in New York City. It has had a remarkable
track record of helping members of the Irish
American community who are in need. Over the
years, the center has helped people to get jobs
and accommodations; their volunteers visit the
elderly Irish in their homes; they organize classes
at the center to educate people in technology,
Irish dancing and Irish language. The center has
a weekly night run where volunteers feed the
homeless on the streets of New York, a truly
remarkable community-based organization.
I currently have four books for sale online –
• Captain Jack: Father of the Yukon
• Ebenezer Denny: First Mayor of Pittsburgh
• Catholic Boys: McCartney, Springsteen and Buffett
• Holy Alliance: The Vatican and The White House

James A. McQuiston, FSA Scot
USA

Pictured in July is Hilary Beirne (right) at the
McCracken Irish Summer School in Belfast
following a presentation by the NYC St Patrick’s
Day Foundation (of which he is the Chairman) in
support of Cooperation Ireland work in Northern
Ireland. Also in the picture are (LtoR) Peter
Sheridan, CEO Cooperation Ireland; Professor Art
Hughes,
“ Chairman McCracken Cultural Society;
Maighread Ni Chonghaile, Secretary McCracken
Cultural Society; Alasdair McDonald MP, Belfast &
former leader of the SDLP and Hilary Beirne.

I am so humbled to have been asked by this
wonderful and hard working community-based
organization to be a “Guest of Honor” this year,
especially given that it is their 20th anniversary,
I am so deeply honoured. I ask everyone in
Ireland and the United States to support the
wonderful work this center does, in any way
they can,” Beirne said.

The books of
James McQuiston, FSA Scot

Captain Jack is a longer in depth study. The remaining three, while still in depth, are quick reads. I invite you to
look them up on Amazon or Create Space and just maybe you’ll want to purchase one or more of them. I hope so.
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Liam O Shea
Ireland
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Obie at the Witch’s Stone, on the grounds of
Blarney Castle, Co Cork. The castle, as viewed
by the visitor today, is the third to have
been erected on this site. In 1446, this third
castle was built by Dermot McCarthy, King
of Munster, of which the keep still remains
F
standing. It takes a little imagination to see
R
who is imprisoned here at the Witch’s Stone.
O
M The Witch of Blarney has been with us
since the dawn of time. Some say it was she
O who first told MacCarthy of the power of
B the Blarney Stone. Fortunately for visitors,
I she only escapes the Witch’s Stone after
E nightfall - and the castle closes at dusk!
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S o , w h a t ’s n e x t ?

There is one remaining theme for 2016:
December - “Gifts,” our free-for-all, anything-goes, Christmas gift issue.

By year’s end we will have published 52 issues with many great articles nearly 100% exclusive
to the Celtic Guide, along with many original photographs and illustrations. We’ve partnered with
people from 17 countries and presented – on our Free Music tab – Celtic music by musicians from
all over the world, including Romania, Austria, Ireland, Wales, Spain, Canada, the U.S. and now
France. We are thinking hard about what next year will bring.

I would ask all readers to email me with your thoughts about the
Celtic Guide, to help me decide what to do for next year. Please don’t
hestitate to drop me a quick line at celticguide@gmail.com. Your
email addresses are safe. I don’t ever pass them on to anyone else.
Please, please, please send me a line to help me decide what’s next
for next year!
I need to hear from you.

– 34 –

