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     The word “Celt” is believed to come from the Greek word “Keltoi,” meaning “secret people,” and 
has been used to denote various tribes of central European origin who migrated west, mainly across the 
spectrum of the British Isles. The binding factor used to identify these groups and their descendants has 
been the similarities within their ancestral languages and dialects, found in such guttural yet lyrical 
tongues as Welsh, Cornish, and Gaelic. But there are other defining features of what is now considered 
to be “Celtic,” both in a cultural and spiritual sense, and which is steeped in tradition which  
encompasses elements within Paganism and Christianity alike.  

     The Ancient Celts were a highly mystical people, with great emphasis placed upon fate and the  
fitness of things. They believed that life, death, and rebirth were endless cycles across the spectrum of 
multiple worlds and that wisdom was gradually revealed to the Spirit through a long string of lifetimes 
and manifestations, working inward, like a labyrinth, to the center-point of all Being in which all things 
are connected by the same energy, from human beings to animals to trees to rocks and all other forms 
within the broad-sweep of existence. 

     In Celtic mythology, we find examples of these alternate realities outside of time and space as we 
understand it, such as Tir na Og and Avalon, as well as a plethora of legends involving beings from  
other planes of existence that cross the borders and blur the edges of our worlds in order to move into 
our own universe as the sometimes trouble-making, sometimes aid-giving fae folk. We also see various 
examples of shape-shifting as symbols of spiritual growth, such as in the famous story of the goddess 
Ceridwen chasing Gwion Bach after he accidently ingests some of the magical brew intended for her 
son. Both of them transform into various animals until she becomes a hen and he a grain, which she 
promptly devours, preparing for him to be reborn from within her as Taliesin, the greatest bard of the 
land had ever seen. 

     The spirits of ancestors were also said to have the ability to return to locations which had been “thin 
places” for them, a custom which is seen in the very popular Scottish ballad Loch Lomond, in which the 
ghost of a Scottish soldier hanged by the British government during the Jacobite Rebellion of 1745 takes 
the “low road” back home, symbolic of a liminal pathway traversing life and death, while his surviving 
comrade takes the “high road” over the mountains to reach Scotland once again. On the festival of  
Samhain, considered by some to be the Celtic New Year, the mysterious figure of Herne the Hunter is 
believed to blow his horn, unleash his hounds, and inaugurate the “Wylde Hunt” to gather together the 
souls of the dead, making that night the “thinnest” of the year, and setting the groundwork for the  
present celebration of Halloween. 

     The kings of Celtic society were supposed to symbolically “marry” the spirit of the land, the goddess 
whose body was the earth and whose blood were the rivers, and she would be the one to declare whether 
or not a man was fitting to rule. There are many legends mirroring this tradition, from the stone that 
screams at Tara when the rightful king stands upon it to the sword in the stone that can only be drawn 
out by a worthy hand. There is also the deep-running tradition of recognizing the sovereignty of the  
lady before being able to summon one’s own power, such as the story of Prince Pwyll being unable to 
catch up with the horse goddess Rhiannon in a chase until he courteously requested that she stopped.  

      The Druids served as priests, wise-men, and judges, performing religious rituals, counseling the 
kings, and meeting out justice to law-breakers. Today, modern-day Druids are mainly connected to this 
tradition via their belief in certain connective tenets such as a belief that Nature is conscious and  
containing within it the spark of a deep magic, the belief that the Soul interconnects all things as spokes 
on the same wheel, and the belief that the Prophetic Spirit lives on through the practice of various 
forms of artistry given birth to through “Awen”, the mystical inspiration that in mythology emanates  
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from the cauldron of the universe, mixing the various substances of our interior and exterior reality and 
giving rise to our identities as from out of a womb. 

    The bards in Celtic society were the guardians of legend and lore, the mouthpieces of the chieftains, 
and collective historians of their clans. According to Erse oral tradition, they memorized such things as 
treaties and land transactions, and were said to be able to tell a new story for each night of year. They 
also acted as heralds in battle, walking with immunity between warring clans, for they were greatly 
feared for ability to make or break one’s reputation with their witty rhymes and ballads. But even worse 
than being taunted by the bard was to go unmentioned by him altogether, which was symbolically seen 
as robbing a person of their very existence. One the cruelest Celtic curses ran: “May your name be  
forgotten forever.”   

     When Christianity came to Celtic lands, it took on distinct features within those regions, mixing 
past wisdoms with new theological concepts brought over first from the Middle East and then the 
Greco-Roman world. In part, this was an intentional effort to make the introduction of Christianity 
more palatable for the conversion of the pagan masses, but on the other hand, it was also a natural 
meshing that came into being via the practice of the people who found that on various levels the two 
traditions had certain areas of common ground that could be comfortably held together in unison and 
enrich each other, like the sight given by two eyes instead of one.  

     While there were certainly still notable differences and hostilities between the Pagan and Christian 
wings of Celtic spirituality in an historical as well present-day context, the unique blend that birthed 
Celtic Christianity should never be underestimated, especially as it has been made quite the come-back 
in recent years and inspired a rich outpouring of Christian spiritual literature with a decidedly Celtic 
flavor. Many of the Celtic saints personified much that was best in this through their lives, teachings, 
and examples, as well as the storytelling tradition that sprung up around them, carrying on the bardic 
prerogative and bringing a fresh sense of mystical awareness to doctrines rendered relatively dry by the 
Greco-Roman philosophical style of disputation and analysis.  

      This was especially true of the defining Christian tenets of the Trinity and the Incarnation as well 
as an emphasis on the sacramental principle, the contemplative tradition, the intersecting nature of time 
and eternity, the affirmation of creativity, the hospitality to outcasts, the scholastic imperative, and the 
beautiful concept of “Anam Cara”, or “Soul Friendship”, which not only involves the binding of  
persons as spiritual help-mates but also a deeper notion of reconciling oneself to all things. First and 
foremost, we must reconcile ourselves to God, then to our own souls, then to our fellow men, then to 
the natural world, and ultimately even to Sister Death herself, who, according to Celtic tradition and 
mythology, is like a fierce old crone who turns into a beautiful maiden if welcomed with a kiss.  

     In this issue, we have striven to assemble the best of both worlds under the Celtic banner, honoring 
the spiritual and storytelling traditions brought to the fore by our contributors of various faith traditions 
and cultural backgrounds who have in some way been touched by the Celtic spirit which proves as  
timeless as the tales woven by her bards. 

 

In the Name of the Three Hands, Creator, Redeemer, and Guide,  

And with the Blessing of the Four Elements, Fire, Water, Earth and Air, 

Avellina Balestri, Editor-in-Chief of F&F Publications 

Editor’s  Note 
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IRELAND 
By Sarah Levesque 

 

I’ve never seen the Emerald Isle 

Nor walked where Patrick trod, 

But I’ve heard tell of it’s great beauty 

Formed special by the hand of God. 

 

Their dances are so merry, 

So wild and so free. 

To dance as if my feet were drums 

Has been a dream for me. 

 

Their music, Oh! So haunting, 

Yearning, soft and fierce, 

The drums, the pipes, the violins 

My own strong heart have pierced. 

 

I won’t try to define 

The lovely Irish brogue, 

But I will be content to say 

It never will grow old. 

 

I wish to see the Emerald Isle 

(Among many other things) 

Whence music, dance, and poetry 

Have given people wings. 
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Hill of Tara, Teamhair na Rí 

By Timothy Mather 

I started as the seat of the Tuatha DeDannan. Nuada gave me to Lugh of the long arm, master of all tasks,  
slayer of Balor, Lord of Light. Teamhair na Rí is my name, Tea daughter of Lugh is namesake.  
I am known as the Hill of the Kings, I have seen 142 Kings ascend and rule from my high seat. 
Come drink the ale of Medb, marry the Maid before you can be king. 
I am home to the Lia Fail, the Stone of Destiny. It is I who chooses those worthy to rule. 

 
The Lia Fail sang only once more, after a rage filled blow from the sword of the Hound of Ulster, when the 
stone rejected his master, Conchobar mac Nessa. 

 
Conn of the Hundred Battles, was the last king chosen by the voice of Lia Fail. 

 
I was outcast from my family, but later returned; only I passionately kissed the hag who was sovereignty of 
Erie. It was she who declared me High King and my descendants for 600 years. During my rein, I held hostages 
from all of Ireland and Britain too, I am Nial, of the nine hostages. 

I was born of a king and a blacksmiths daughter. I was raised by a she-wolf and her cubs were my companions. 
My judgment was deemed impeccable. My Brehon laws are the basis for all civilized rule. It is I who rebuilt 
Tara, to its former glory. I am Cormaic Mac Airt. 

 
Here at Tara, I, Fionn MacChmhal, in order to gain entry to the Fianna, the greatest fighting force in Eire, was 
tasked with defending Tara from the fire breathing beast Ailill on Samhain night. I defeated the beast sent from 
the Tuatha De Danann and became one of the greatest heroes of the Irish sagas. It is I who was responsible for 
the lighting of the Samhain fires commemorating my feat. 

 
I am the daughter of Cormaic Mac Airt. There is a large barrow at Tara erected in my honor called Rath 
Grainne. I was betrothed to the great hero Fionn MacChmhal but fled with my true love Diarmuid. Fionn gave 
chase and our saga lasted over sixteen years, until Fionn's temper cooled and his wisdom restored his friendship 
with Diarmuid. 

 
I am a place that is not a place. I am a time that is not a time. I am the sacred dwelling of the Tuatha dé 
Danann. Through me you may gain entrance to the otherworld. I am the dwelling place of the history of the 
people of Hibernia. Come to me and learn the mystical and historical wisdom of the three queens of Ireland, 
Banba, Fodla, and Eiru. 
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Beware the Fairy Folk 
By Carolina Hobot (alias Lila Tulip) 

“Disturbing the Fairy Folk is always a dangerous business and leaves a person changed. A little girl 
soon finds this out when wandering into her father’s forbidden field one day, and years later as an 

adult she learns that the Tylwyth Teg keep their word.” 

Our tale begins in the Land of the Dragon, otherwise known as Wales, on a small 

farm some years ago. Across the rolling valleys and green fields dotted with sheep,  

sprinkled with flowers and crossed by bubbling streams, there was a girl playing on her 

father’s farm. 

The summer was hot and the grass tickled her knees as she rolled about playing 

with the farm cats. One, a big fluffy lad – a house pet and not a mouser – swiped playfully 

at her nose. Giggling and shrieking in pretend fright the girl gave up the game knowing her 

kitty had had enough. Sure enough, Dafydd rose, stretched and swaggered off, his tail 

flicking in the contented manner of a cat who knew he was in charge and well-loved. 

Unwilling to return quite yet, the girl decided to explore a nearby field. It would be empty 

as her father had taken the sheep further out today. He always left this particular field 

empty at this time of the year, warning his children away from the pasture for three days 

and nights. The girl did not understand why and, when questioned, her father simply  

muttered something about a…tithe? 

However, the curiosity of children is great and in the bloom of youth their courage is 

high and unchecked by the concerns of adults. Perhaps, if her father had not guarded the 

old tales so carefully, leery of being mocked for foolish fancies, his daughter would never 

have wandered off? And so, the girl scampered off to discover the reason for her father’s 

actions. Off she ran, down a lane of tall trees, their lofty boughs leaning over the path and 

offering shade against the bright sun. 

The smell of earth, of growing grass and the wonderful scent of flowers filled her  

being as she neared her destination. Panting softly, the girl slowed and stopped at the end 

of the lane. Turning to her right she approached the stile in the hedge when she suddenly  

became aware of a most enchanting music accompanied by many voices singing. 

Wondering who could be in the field playing such beautiful music and singing in 

such jolly voices, the girl climbed onto the stile and froze. There, in the field, was a flat-

tened circle of grass and frolicking nearby were fair folk dancing. Their bright clothing, gay 

shining eyes and merry voices were a splendour to behold. The odd-looking people were 

smaller than the adults in her life, yet even as a child, she understood that these dancers 

were adults and not children. Fascinated, the girl climbed over the stile and stood a few 

paces into the field, peering at them.  

Once in the field, she monetarily luxuriated in the green grass tickling her ankles 

while enjoying being surrounded by her favourite flowers: yellow buttercups and white  

daisies. Yet these were brief distractions and the scene in front of her seized her attention 

once more. As the unearthly chords wound about her the girl stood as still as a statue, 
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desperately listening in an attempt to understand what the music and words meant 

and who these people were. Gradually the girl fell into the song, her soul swept along by 

the tale these people were weaving. Before her eyes, danced images of an unknown land: 

water that gushed along a twisting riverbed and glistened in a bright sun. A deep blue sky 

stretched above, while the grass was greener and more vibrant than in her father’s fields. 

She glimpsed stern mountains capped with snow which raced by as the music and signing 

swelled then plummeted, becoming deep and solemn. Down she tumbled into dark caves, 

dragged by the powerful currents of the song. 

“Aggh!” The deep night of the caves exploded as she entered a cavern full of crystal 

formations that caught on unseen light sources and sparkled, dazzling her. The girl 

blinked, but otherwise her body was silent and unmoving in her father’s field, even as she 

somehow travelled further in this distant land, with the bewitching music and singing of 

the dancers. 

Then, as voices buoyed her up a long shaft and into a meadow the singing and mu-

sic abruptly stopped. The girl staggered, as if released from an enchantment. Blinking 

once more to clear her vision she saw that the strange, fair folk had paused in their danc-

ing and now one of the dancers was gazing at her. 

In that awful moment she realised these dancers were not human, for the face star-

ing curiously at her was too beautiful and too alien for any human face. 
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The…person…offered her a wide smile and spoke in beguiling voice.  

“Come join us little girl! You have seen our land in a waking dream, surely you would like 

to see it in the flesh?” The girl trembled for while the voice was pleasant and, indeed, 

charming beyond compare, her senses were alert to danger. There was a spark in those 

gleaming eyes and a twist to those red lips that encouraged mistrust. 

“My parents will be expecting me,” she whispered, surprised to be able to speak. 

The fair man smiled. “This is your father’s field then? You are the farmer’s  

daughter?” The girl nodded meekly. The fair man scrutinised her closely then laughed. His 

laughter was fairer than anything in the world! Indeed, the girl nearly came closer, but 

with a last shred of strength and preservation, instead pressed her feet more firmly into 

the grass. 

The fair man tossed his head, hair flowing in a rippling wave. 

“Go then child, for your father has always been kind to us. We, therefore, shall be 

generous today! Yet do not forget us, for next time – if we meet again – we shall take you 

with us.” 

Terrified by the promise, the girl gasped a thank you and fled. She did not stop until 

she reached her mother’s kitchen and could cradle Dafydd. The big cat meowed, licked her 

face and for once remained still, as if sensing her deep fright. 

The girl never spoke of her experience and it wasn’t until she had thumbed through 

a book of Welsh fairy tales that she came across the Tylwyth Teg – The fairy folk. 

She understood her danger then and how close she had come to never seeing her 

home again. She swore never to walk in her father’s field again and to heed her path in the 

dells and valleys, and to be careful where the other world may touch ours: in the openings 

of streams, in the deep places: hidden cervices and caves and the crossroads or fairy rings 

and at high midsummer. The girl held the book close and knew also that care must be  

taken to never inadvertently invite or anger them. 

As soon as possible after reading about the fairy folk, the farmer’s daughter  

pocketed an old horse shoe and kept this piece of cold iron on her at all times. 

And so the years passed… 

Years tumbled by and the girl grew into a young woman, who moved away from her 

father’s farm. She travelled far, until at last the father’s daughter returned to her home-

land and chose to dwell in a coastal town. Our tale picks up once more in this coastal 

town, where the farmer’s daughter has chosen to live.  

At one time Barry, was the largest coal exporting port in the world. Now quieter, the 

docks remain busy, not as frantic naturally, but busy all the same. The neighbouring  

island attracts many to it for various reasons. Whether for the beach and busting shops 

fronting it, full of the smell of fish and chips, the sharp cries of children and their parents, 

or the brightly coloured spinning fans and swimming boards, with the fun fair taking its 

share of busy town life. Others come for solitude and peace when the children and parents  
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are gone, walking their pets or simply strolling and admiring the natural beauties of 

the shore and the green pathways nearby. Now, not quite the place you might expect to 

see the Tylwyth Teg, perhaps? Too industrious and now still too full of people and  

modernisation? Ah, well, how wrong one would be! For the ways of the fairy folk are  

beyond human understanding and we should not constrain them to our narrow ideas. 

Where were we? Ah yes… 

Into this town, autumn had crept slowly upon the land, transforming from a blazing 

hot summer to cool breezes and fresh rain falling. Upon this fateful day the sea was grey 

and placid under a slate coloured sky. 

Standing on the edge of the beach, shoes sinking slightly in the sand and observing 

the little ripples as the waves met the shore, is Delyth Thomas, the young girl of our tale 

fully grown. She had come to the beach for peace after a restless night. Strange dreams 

had plagued her, of a midsummer day and the singing dancing fair folk. Delyth shivered 

as she gazed at the impassive sea. Ever since childhood she had been so cautious, heeding 

every advice in the old fairy tales and now it was all for naught! She had seen the Tylwyth 

Teg twice in her life and the third time was close at hand. Once she had stumbled upon 

them as a child and a second time two days ago… 

Believing herself safe in a town full of steel and iron, Delyth had agreed to take a 

walk with her friend on the Island, strolling up the slope next to the beach, over the grass 

and amid the trees, (risky but surely safe so close to a busy tourist destination?). 

They had walked some distance and were returning when her friend needed to rest. 

Pausing, the duo sat until, oddly restless, Delyth had risen and walked further on. She 

had desired to go to the edge to overlook the sea, but as she walked by a huddle of trees, 

she heard music and a voice singing.  

Seldom had any human heard this type of 

music or heard such a voice. Frozen in 

fright, Delyth groped for the cold iron in her 

pocket. Seizing it, she glanced about, the 

breeze cold on her face. There! A few yards 

away, in-between the trees was a figure 

perched on a stone and playing what  

appeared to be a violin.  

He seemed tall and fair and he 

glanced up as she foolishly continued to 

watch instead of fleeing. It was not the 

same man as from her childhood but  

another. He shone with an inner light and 

his eyes were as bright as that fair folk in 

her childhood. He put down his violin and 

spoke. His voice was beautiful and serious. 
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“A child of ours is hurt and we cannot free him. You have the sight and can see us. 

Will you not help us?” Delyth remembered the promise of the fair man in her youth. The 

Tylwyth Teg do not forget yet…how could she leave a child in danger? Revulsion at the 

mere thought of leaving a child to suffer rose within her breast and Delyth pushed aside 

her fear of her own fate. What would be would be. The misstep of youth must be paid at 

some point. 

Inhaling deeply Delyth pulled the horse shoe out of her pocket and dropped it on the 

ground. “Yes, I will. Where is the child?” The fairy man grinned and there was wonder in 

his eyes. “This way, most courageous of humans!” 

“Decent I hope. Courageous I think not.” 

“As you wish.” He darted over and seemed to grow in size until he was taller than 

her. His warm hand clutched her arm and as he did the world opened around them.  

Delyth gasped as she saw through the trees into another place: the Brecon Beacons! 

The fair man drew her forth and, in a moment, they were standing on the steep side 

of one of the mountains. Delyth breathed in fresh frosty air and gazed about in awe. 

“There are many pathways if only one would look,” remarked her companion as he 

began walking. Delyth nodded and followed.  

He led her to a tangled bush and crying out in distress Delyth ran forward to the 

child lying still and quiet. Two fair women were kneeling beside him, eyes wet with anguish 

and anger. 

The man waved them back as they reached for her. Delyth ignored them and smiled 

comfortingly at the child. 

“Do not move, love, I will have this cruel wire off you!”  

Someone – and Delyth suspected someone who knew of the fair folk and meant to 

entrap one – had callously left a pile of colourful objects: brightly wrapped sweets, building 

bricks and fake precious stones. Under them Delyth could see was iron that had been 

carefully concealed until the objects above had been disturbed. Iron nails, iron horse shoes 

and worse, wire which threaded through the fake precious stones. The child had been 

lured close and when picking up the stones had become panicked, and in its panic  

entangled itself in the wire. 

The fair folk could not help their child and so had sought help. How they had found 

her Delyth did not know or care. Terrified for the child whose features were drawn in pain 

and washed a deathly white pallor, Delyth hoped the perpetrator was caught by the  

Tylwyth Teg. 

Carefully she began to unwind the iron from the child’s hands. The child whimpered 

and blinked grey-blue eyes full of torment at her. Delyth smiled in reassurance and began 

to whisper all sorts of things about her childhood, especially about her beloved cat Dafydd. 

The child actually relaxed a little at her tales, allowing her to more easily pluck the cord 

away. 
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The damage was bad, deep red welts criss-crossing the delicate tiny hands. Finally, 

however, the horrid thing was undone and Delyth put it to one side. On impulse she 

hugged the whimpering child before gently passing the little one to the two quiet women. 

One fair lady looked at her with a searching gaze then nodded in gratitude.  

Delyth just bowed her head in return and gathered all the rubbish, filling her pock-

ets so they could be destroyed safely. The fair lady observed her actions as a ring appeared 

beside them. The child she had saved was now in the arms of the other fair lady. He waved 

at her happily even though the deathly pallor lingered. Then the child and mother (was it 

his mother?) stepped into the circle and vanished. The remaining fair lady exchanged one 

final glance with Delyth, which indicated that Delyth had impressed her and been deemed 

acceptable. Then she too, was gone. 

The tall fair man laughed merrily and silently led her away back down the steep in-

cline. Once they had reached their arrival point, the fair man opened the pathway again 

and before long they were stepping amid the trees in Barry.  

Dazed, Delyth sat down on the ground, uncaring of how cold it was until the man 

spoke. 

“Thank you for your help. You must go now however, as humans catch ill so easily. 

We shall meet again.” Delyth recalled her childhood and said nothing beyond, “You’re wel-

come, safe journey home.” The man grinned and then he vanished. 

Delyth returned to her friend and discovered only a few minutes had passed. She 

did not answer her friend’s questions on where she had been and instead suggested they 

go home. So they had, where Delyth had disposed of her stolen treasures. 

Now, two days later she stood waiting by the sea. Her dreams had led her here and 

Delyth knew her time was up. The Tylwyth Teg do not forget and it was past time for them 

to fulfil their promise.  

So, she waited, observing the quiet lapping of the waves at her feet and the grey sky 

overhead. The salt air was refreshing. It was a peaceful picture, but Delyth couldn’t enjoy 

the peace. 

“You did not forget us, nor did you stay away when we needed help,” said her com-

panion who had just appeared beside her. Delyth turned to meet his gaze, which was full 

of the joy and solemn nature of the fairy folk.  

He continued, “I have come to take you away. Are you ready?”  

Delyth picked up her bag. “Yes, I am. My parents and brothers have a letter and will 

not mourn me. I am ready.” The fair man did not smile, appreciating her truthful and seri-

ous reply, but simply took her hand.  

“Then follow me.” Delyth did as bid and walked into the circle, reappearing into their 

world of unspoilt beauty. In the distance she espied distant mountains and she gripped 

her companion’s hand tighter and laughed merrily, for there were buttercups and daisies 

here in this strange land. 
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Something of Time: A  

Personal Look at 

‘Nightnoise’ 

By Kevin Derby 
 

 

 The crooked road that leads from the historic First Coast of Northeast Florida to the ivied walls of a 
prestigious liberal arts college in Connecticut is broken enough, without Celtic music in the background. But 
one that detours to the midlands of South Carolina, the concrete towers of Manhattan, the majestic mountains 
and endless deserts of Nevada, the windy streets of Chicago, the hushed grasslands of Kansas, and then back to 
Florida to wrap around the gentle Red Hills of Tallahassee is “touched by that dark miracle of chance which 
makes new magic in a dusty world,” even as that music continues to play.  
 
 A strange introduction to my favorite Celtic band, but I find I cannot separate its tunes from other  
aspects of my life. If I call upon the ghost of the favorite writer of my childhood – "O lost, and by the wind 
grieved, ghost, come back again" – let it be said, while I am far closer to King Saul than to the Witch of Endor, 
I must now summon the spirits of the past in my effort to weigh in on the music of ‘Nightnoise.’   
 
Twilight comes early when the late autumn and winter hit Connecticut, at least it did when I attended college 
in Bill Clinton’s first term. While my college was more than 1,050 miles away from my family home in North 
Florida, those late afternoons and early evenings had a knack for making that distance seem even longer.  
New England, in those seasons, was unfamiliar territory. The shadows of bare trees would entangle themselves 
on the icy sidewalk and muddy ground. Deep breaths would take substance and ascend into the gray sky. The 
city, which had seen far better days, seemed deserted. With empty streets, vacant offices and a hockey team 
playing to a dwindling number of fans. Across the river, on our eastern horizon, stood the “hills beyond,” a 
phrase I lovingly stole from Thomas Wolfe, perhaps a slight nod to his description of his alma mater Chapel 
Hill as “that magical campus.”  
 
 Normally our campus was magical, but not in the howling days of winter. Even the hills beyond, so 
green in April, so golden in October, were barren.  
 
 Connecticut contrasted with Florida. While Saint Augustine might be decades older than Jamestown or 
Plymouth – not that haughty Virginians, or  or Baystaters from the people’s republic of Massachusetts, were 
aware of this – Florida seems endlessly new, a fountain of youth for the seniors who head south for the winter 
on I-75 and I-95. The sun dominates the Sunshine State, with its endless beaches and long summers. The mag-
ic kingdom of Florida extends far beyond Walt Disney World.  
However, Connecticut in general and my campus in particular, seemed old, especially in winter. Walking past 
rows of imposing Victorian Gothic buildings and the majestic chapel, reinforced my decision to be a history 
major. Fueling my desire to write about everything and to consume all the books in the library, in the same 
way I went through an endless array of pizza, Doritos, Dr. Pepper, coffee, cheeseburgers and Yoo-hoo. I  
wanted to shove as many words as possible onto the page and cram as much knowledge into my brain and as 
much junk food into my stomach as I could.  
 
 “New” music simply didn’t seem to be the appropriate soundtrack to such a setting. I put away the U2, 
Sting, Iron Maiden, Queensrÿche and Rush CDs that had gotten me through high school. While most of my 
classmates flocked to hear Dave Matthews, when he played on campus, I simply shrugged it off. Instead, I 
turned to classical music – Vaughn Williams and Holst, Mozart and Bach – to get me through. Imbibing too 
much coffee, I would wander through the malls and colossal bookstores, strapping on the headphones to listen  
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to the free music samples the stores offered, taking in as much as I could. 
 
 In those days – were they really a quarter of a century ago? – you couldn’t miss the seemingly endless 
collection of Windham Hill albums in the stores. Windham Hill, which was its own record label at the time, 
usually offered CDs with striking album covers, quite often with memorable nature photographs. My college 
roommate had “Windham Hill: The First Ten Years” and I would listen to that double CD set. Trying to pin 
the music down to a specific genre was near impossible. There were some pieces that contained hints of jazz, 
while others showed more classical influence. Still other tracks could only be classified as “New Age,” a  
nebulous term applied to too many artists in the 1990s.  
 
 Craving something different in a somber collegiate setting, I grasped on to Windham Hill as the likes 
of guitarist Will Ackerman, one of the founders of the record label, and pianist George Winston drove my 
mind towards new horizons, much like Wolfe’s writings did when I was in high school. Listening to Windham 
Hill music, my roommate and I ventured away from the campus, spending weekends pursuing the unknown, 
enjoying quaint towns, taking in old churches, trampling over mountains and hills, fields and forests. The  
music helped propel me to explore a setting that should have been familiar – I was born not too far from the 
college and spent my first five years in the area where I still had family – but wasn’t.  
 
 Instead of keeping me in the dorm, the music spurred me into motion as I made tyrannical demands to 
my friend, urging him to drive us into the hills, to explore dots on the map and make them real to me.  
Nightnoise was my favorite Windham Hill artist and, like so many acts signed to that record label, it was an 
impossible task for a would-be musical cataloger to pin them to a certain genre. Partly jazz, with classical and 
Celtic thrown in along traces of chamber music and American folk, Nightnoise was impossible to peg, but just 
as impossible for me to resist. Years later, I found that, like me, the band had one foot in America and the  
other in Ireland and things made a little more sense. Even so, “Nollaig,” a stirring, even uplifting piece, about 
Christmas of all things, by Nightnoise may have been the most played track of my college years.  
 
 After college, I listened less and less to Nightnoise and Windham Hill in general. They simply didn’t 
seem to gel during the long Lent when I was in grad school in South Carolina. Or when I was chasing every 
horizon, not realizing they were hemmed in by the towering juggernauts that overshadowed Manhattan. There 
were moments when I yearned to hear Nightnoise, namely in Kansas, of all places. But hearing the music 
would only upset me, make me yearn for distant memories Finally, well nestled in my 40s, comfortable and 
content for the first time in decades, I could return to Nightnoise’s music and at last find it as magical as I did 
in college.  
 
 Back in 1984, American violinist Billy Oskay and Irish guitarist Michael O'Domhnaill teamed up on an 
album entitled “Nightnoise” and would later expand their efforts to form a group under that name. After three 
and a half decades, this remains a gem of an album as the two musicians blend Celtic music with jazz and even 
traces of classical and chamber music. The title track, “19 A” and “Menucha” all stand out, but there is not a 
single misstep on the first album. It holds up remarkably well after three and a half decades. 
 
 By 1987, Tríona Ní Dhomhnaill, a talented pianist and singer, joined her brother and Oskay. As did 
flutist Brian Dunning and the four musicians formed Nightnoise. Their first album “Something of Time,” 
showed that the band had some growing pains and this album simply is not as strong as some of their later 
work. However, there are some fine pieces here, including “Toys Not Ties” and “One for the Lad,” a rollicking 
piece to close the album. Still Nightnoise’s distinct sound – a fusion of influences including Celtic folk and 
New Age – can be found on this album. 
 
 Now three decades old, “At the End of the Evening," which Nightnoise released in 1988, remains a 
fresh and engaging album. “Hugh” is the best-known piece on this album, followed by “Of a Summer Morn." 
But there are plenty of other great tracks including the upbeat “At the Races,” the gentle “Bring Me Back a 
Song,” and the haunting “Snow on High Ground.” A personal favorite of mine from this album is “Her Kansas 
Sun,” which is one of the band’s hidden gems. Listening to it brings me back to the fall of 2005 when I met a 
young woman during my short time in the Sunflower State. She’s never so alive in my memory as when I hear 
that song. Tríona Ní Dhomhnaill shines when she sings on the lovely title track. While a few pieces are f 
orgettable – particularly “Forgotten Carnival" – there are no bad tracks on the album even as the band was 
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continuing to gel. 
 
 Released in 1990, “Parting Tide,” marks the end of an era for Nightnoise. This marks the last album for 
Oskay, who shines on violin here. Dunning is great as always on flute. Mícheál Ó Domhnaill is in his usual 
excellent form on guitar in most of the pieces on the album. Tríona Ní Dhomhnaill is on keyboard and sings 
three of the pieces, including the haunting – if somewhat long – “An Irish Carol,” “Snow is Lightly Falling,” 
and the charming and inspiring “Island of Hopes and Tears.” There are some fine pieces –  “A Jig of Sorts” 
and “The Abbot” in particular stand out on this charming album.  
 
 The “Shadow of Time” album, which came out in 1993, captures Nightnoise during a major transition. 
Fans of the earlier albums might be a little put off as Oskay was replaced by Johnny Cunningham on violin. 
There are some differences to be sure, but Cunningham generally fills in admirably, though it does lead to a far 
more Celtic/Irish sound for Nightnoise than past albums especially in pieces like “Silky Flanks.”  
 
 Dunning simply excels in pieces like “The March Air” and “Night in that Land.” Tríona Ní Dhomhnaill 
takes considerably more of the limelight on this album, showing her fine soprano voice in songs like “Shadow 
of Time" and skill on the keyboards on songs like the title track and “Water Falls.” There seems to be  
something of a consensus among Nightnoise fans that, after Oskay left, the band took on a more Irish sound. 
That certainly seems to be the case here. However, even with all the transitions, this remains a strong album 
with “Sauvie Island,” “Night in that Land,” and the chants of “Mouth Music" ranking as some of the band’s 
more popular outings. This is a great album of relaxing, pleasant and sometimes haunting music.  
 
 Released in 1995, “A Different Shore” ranks as one of the best albums Nightnoise ever crafted. The 
album starts with the stirring “Call of the Child” and the hypnotic “For Eamonn,” two of the strongest pieces 
Nightnoise ever assembled. There are also some gentle pieces here like “Another Wee Niece" and the title 
track. Rollicking tunes like “Morning in Madrid," “Clouds Go By" and “Mind the Dresser" provide some ener-
gy. And Tríona Ní Dhomhnaill excels in vocals on “Falling Apples.” The haunting “Shuan” closes the album. 
This is Nightnoise at its peak, a mature sound of musicians who simply gell and know how to work together. 
Originally recorded in 1995 and 1996, before being released in 1997, “The White Horse Sessions” seemed to 
hint at a new direction for Nightnoise. There’s an energy and passion on this live album that doesn’t often 
come through in the studio sessions. This can be seen right from the start as the band sprints out with “Silky 
Flanks” and “Jig of Sorts.” Even “Shadow of Time” follows suit. As Tríona Ní Dhomhnaill excels on vocals 
though, things slow down with a reflective take on “Shaun.” 
 
 Nightnoise offered some new material in the middle of this album, including the engaging “Do We” 
and “Murdo of the Moon” where their Irish folk influences have never been stronger. They also offer a differ-
ent, slower take on Van Morrison’s classic “Moondance” – which listeners might have a hard time recognizing 
with its change of tempos – while offering a fascinating version of “Hugh” which will engage longtime fans 
familiar with that song. 
 
 The last third of the album opens with Tríona Ní Dhomhnaill singing on the beautiful and evocative 
“Heartwood.” The album ends some of the band’s most popular songs including a solid take on “The Cricket's 
Wicket.” The melancholy and lovely “Night In That Land” follows and the band has never sounded better than 
they do here as they revisit that classic. The album ends with an energetic “At the Races.” 
 
 As their contract with Windham Hill ended with this album, Nightnoise seemed poised to focus more 
on traditional Irish music, instead of their trademark blending of other genres. However, this was the last al-
bum the band made. It’s unfortunate to say the least, but Nightnoise offered seven albums most of which, in-
cluding this one, are excellent. Unlike too many bands, Nightnoise went out on top as this album clearly indi-
cates.  
 
 Still, it took the band more than a half decade to officially call it quits. Cunningham left in 1997 after 
the “The White Horse Sessions” and was replaced by John Fitzpatrick. While the band didn’t produce any new 
albums, they produced a wealth of Christmas songs, often in connection with Windham Hill’s popular “A 
Winter's Solstice” and “Celtic Christmas” series. Their original pieces like "Nollaig," "'Bring Me Back a 
Song," and “No Room at the Inn" as well as their takes on traditional tunes like "The Wexford Carol," "The  
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Sussex Carol," "The Flight Into Egypt," and "The Holly and the Ivy" ensured Nightnoise was a part of many 
people’s holidays.  

 

 The band officially called it quits in 2003. Right after that, Johnny Cunningham died of a heart attack 
in December 2003 at the age of 46. Two and a half years later, Mícheál Ó Domhnaill died from a fall at his 
home in Dublin. He was 54.  

 

 While Nightnoise has been off the stage for a decade and it’s been more than two decades since their 
last album, their music remains as fresh and inspiring as it was when it was first released. The term “Celtic 
music” has grown almost as nebulous as the phrase “New Age music.” But if you are looking for some of the 

best Celtic inspired music out there, Nightnoise is sure to deliver. 
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The Discussion 

By Donna Ferguson Dudley 

 

A Fairy maid and Leprechaun were sitting, and discussing, 

What gave the greatest joy, to life, and soon, they got to fussing.  

For Leprechauns, to gold, acquire, their main reason, to be. 

For Fairy maids, to live their lives, in beauty, fancy-free. 

The Leprechaun said, "Oh, my gold, I love to see it gleam!" 

The Fairy Maid rebutted, "Oh, how boring, that does seem!" 

The Leprechaun insisted, that a rainbow, bright and bold, 

Should prove, it was a wondrous thing, his kettle full, of gold! 

The Fairy laughed, and said, "Poor you, to ever miss the point!" 

At this, the silly Leprechaun felt his nose out of joint!. 

The Fairy Maid said, "Listen well, true beauty's to be found, 

In flowers and in rainbows, too, and every lovely sound! 

But slave, to some old pot, of gold, to ever worried, be, 

That someone just might come, along, and take it all, from me, 

No, that is not the way I'd choose, to spend a single day!" 

The Leprechaun, though unconvinced, went trudging, on his way. 

Back, to his hidden pot, of gold, to count his clinking hoard. 

The Fairy Maid decided, they could not come, to accord. 

And so, she went her merry way, enjoying each delight, 

While Leprechaun sat, with his gold, just counting, through the night. 
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Edinburgh and the Stately Palace 

of Holyroodhouse  
By Wesley Hutchins 

 
 Of all of Britain’s cities, perhaps Edinburgh has the most picturesque views – from Calton Hill to Edin-
burgh Castle and Arthur’s Seat. Any of those places presents an opportunity to take in panoramic vistas, so as 
to include the two other high points and the city below with much history visibly contained within it. 
 
 That history begins with early human settlements in the area through the Bronze and Iron ages which 
eventually became home to a Brittonic Celtic tribe known as the Gododdin. The Gododdin, by the 7th Century 
AD, had built the hill fort of Din Eidyn or Etin and, therefore, provided the basis for what would become the 
name of the city. Upon being attacked by King Oswald of Northumbria in 638, the fortress and much of the 
Lothian region around it along the Firth of Forth was absorbed into the Anglian kingdom for the next three 
centuries. In 950, it was captured by the Kingdom of Alba in the reign of King Indulf. About two-hundred 
years later in 1125, David I of Scotland, granted Edinburgh its royal burgh charter; it gradually gained status as 
Scotland’s capital city and James III described it, in the 15th Century, as “the principal burgh of our kingdom.”  
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 The city became the center for the Scottish Reformation and the religious conflicts of the 17th Century, 
which helped to lead to the Wars of the Three Kingdoms. And also, to the downfall of the House of Stuart with 
the execution of Charles I, whose father James VI had succeeded to the English throne in 1603, as James I. He, 
therefore, became the first man to rule all Britain in a personal union known as the Union of the Crowns, in 
which England and Scotland remained separate kingdoms. Scottish support for restoring Charles II (the son of 
Charles I) resulted in the occupation of Edinburgh by the New Model Army of Oliver Cromwell. 
 
 Following the restoration of the monarchy in 1660, Edinburgh continued to be the capital of an 
 independent Scotland, until the Acts of Union was passed by the English and Scottish parliaments in 1707. 
This act united England and Scotland into the Kingdom of Great Britain and triggered the merging of the two 
parliaments into the British Parliament in London.  
 
 Throughout the 18th Century, it continued to prosper and became an increasingly important banking 
center, though it remained densely populated and crowded, due to staying largely within its medieval  
boundaries.  
 
 Following the defeat of the Jacobite armies of Bonnie Prince Charlie, which had occupied it during the 
Rising of 1745, the city embarked to stimulate economic activity and affirm its loyalty to the Union, and to the 
Hanoverian monarch George III. This resulted in the development of the New Town to the north – which  
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included elegant Georgian and neoclassical architecture and extensive planning (and was put on display for 
George IV during his historic visit in 1822).  
 
 This change, along with the city being at the heart of the Scottish Enlightenment and home to  
intellectuals, such as Adam Smith and David Hume, gained Edinburgh the nickname, “Athens of the North.” 
Among the lasting impacts of the Enlightenment, was the Encyclopædia Britannica, designed in Edinburgh by 
Colin Macfarquhar and Andrew Bell. 
 
 Through the 19th and early 20th centuries, Edinburgh continued to grow within the county of  
Midlothian (also known as Edinburghshire for its county town) and it was granted city status by Queen  
Victoria in 1889. Compared to other urban areas of the United Kingdom, it industrialized little and was  
overtaken by Glasgow as Scotland’s largest city, and the second city of the British Empire. Nonetheless, it still 
had some industry in the form of printing, brewing, distilling, engineering, and rubber works. The central area 
in the New Town developed into a significant center for business activity and shopping, while the Old Town 
was given a Victorian make-over and further improvements.  
 
 In the latter half of the 20th Century, the city went through a decline with the loss of some traditional 
industry. But it has undergone several regeneration projects, as well as taken other steps into the present, to 
solidify its position as the UK’s second-largest financial and administrative center, after London. 
 
 Today, the city is also the seat of the devolved Scottish Parliament, which was established in 1999 with 

some exclusive areas of responsibility for domestic policies affecting the people of Scotland within the United 

Kingdom.  

 

 With a population of 492,000, Edinburgh is Scotland’s second-largest city and the seventh-largest city 

in the UK. It is home several internationally-recognized landmarks and institutions, many of which are located  
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in the Old Town and New Town sections, which together have been designated as a UNESCO World Heritage 

site.  

 It is also a center for education, law, arts and sciences, medicine, and engineering, as well as cultural 

attractions, such as the Edinburgh International Festival and Edinburgh Military Tattoo. Still further, it’s  

various historic sites also help to make the city the UK’s second-biggest tourist destination, after London. 

Among these historic sites, is the Palace of Holyroodhouse (or Holyrood Palace), which has its origins in the 

12th Century, when David I of Scotland established Holyrood Abbey on the present site. The abbey  

guesthouse became the foundation for the royal residence which, from the 16th Century forward, had become 

the principal residence for Scottish monarchs, and subsequently British monarchs, when carrying out official 

duties and activities in Scotland. This includes Queen Elizabeth II, who moves her court there for one week in 

the summer, known as Holyrood Week. 

 Located opposite of Edinburgh Castle at the foot of the Royal Mile in Edinburgh’s Old Town, the 

building is set in a quadrangle arrangement. The exterior of the palace, as it is known today, was largely built 

in the Baroque style of Sir William Bruce between 1671 and 1678, following the restoration of Charles II. The 

northwest tower was built over a hundred years earlier by James V. But Bruce provided for a matching tower 

to the southwest and the two were linked together within the overall plans, which blended the palace into an 

overall coherent design, especially with regard to its front façade. 

 Inside, the palace presents some of the most stately and well-appointed rooms in Britain. They reflect 

the tastes of successive monarchs over the centuries, with a rich variety of interior styles, artwork, and other 

furnishings. In terms of rooms still in use today by the Queen and other members of the Royal Family, there 

are the State Apartments, which include the Throne Room – used for receptions and ceremonies such as the 

installation of new Knights and Ladies of the Order of the Thistle, the highest order of chivalry in Scotland and 

second-highest in the UK. There’s also the Royal Dining Room and the Morning Drawing Room, where the 

Queen receives the First Minister of Scotland and other dignitaries, including foreign ones, for private  

audiences.  

 On the other side of the building, to the north, is the Great Galley. This is the largest room in the palace 

and is most notable as the place where the Queen carries out investitures for Scots bestowed with knighthoods 

and other honours, as well as other banquets and ceremonies. Within this room are portraits of Scottish  

monarchs, including both legendary and real ones. Indeed, there are many more portraits of monarchs and  

other royals up to the present day, throughout the building. Of particular interest are the portraits of both the 

deposed and defeated Stuarts, such as Bonnie Prince Charlie, along with those of their Hanoverian cousins, 

who emerged triumphant in the struggle for power during the 18th Century. Emblematic of the complicated 

and extraordinary history of the UK. 

 That history is seen in the form of the chambers and apartments of kings and queens from long ago. 

Among them, is the suite of rooms designed for Charles II, including the King’s Bedchamber, which – per the 

tastes of the Merry Monarch – is the most lavishly decorated room of the palace. It boasts richly carved  

woodwork and plastering, along with tapestries and the luxurious State Bed. In addition, there is the King’s 

Ante-Chamber, Wardrobe, and Closest. From here, the rooms are connected, via the Great Gallery, to the 

northwest tower. This is where the apartments of Mary, Queen of Scots and her husband Henry Stuart, Lord 

Darnley are located. These historic areas are among the least changed since Queen Mary’s time. Because of 

that, they give a sense of the tumultuous events which enveloped her short reign.  

 

 The first floor features the Darnley rooms, which are linked, via a spiral stair, to the identical set of 

rooms occupied by Mary, including her Outer Chamber, where she received visitors, and which now features a 

collection of Stuart and Jacobite artifacts. 
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 This leads to her Inner Chamber, said to be the most famous bedroom in Scotland. Many of the  

paintings and other features date from Mary’s time and earlier, including the oak ceiling which bear the  

monograms MR and IR for her parents, Mary of Guise (Maria Regina) and James V (Jacobus Rex). Other 

items, such as the Flemish tapestries, are more recent, but still add to the mystique of this room and the  

infamous woman who occupied it. 

 Elsewhere in the palace complex is Holyrood Abbey, which is attached to the palace, but has been a 

ruin since 1768 when its roof collapsed. It still stands as a beautiful piece of Medieval architecture. The  

forecourt features a fountain, installed by Queen Victoria (which emulates a similar one at Linlithgow Palace), 

as well as a nearby statue of her son, Edward VII. This statue was unveiled by his son, George V, who brought 

the palace into the 20th Century by overseeing extensive improvements during his reign. Improvements such 

as the installation of central heating and electric lighting.  

 In addition, the Queen’s Gallery is located to the west of the palace and exhibits works from the Royal 
Collection. Next door to it, in the Mews Courtyard, is the Café at the Palace,which serves mostly light meals 
and – so quintessentially British – tea in the afternoons. The palace gift shop is also nearby to collect  
mementos. Furthermore, there are the overall grounds and gardens of the palace – where the Queen hosts  
garden parties – which expand into the vaster Holyrood Park (aka Queen’s Park) This includes Arthur’s Seat 
and Salisbury Crags, whose peaks contain some of the best views of the area. 
 
 Back at the palace, audio tours are available via a device which allows visitors to listen to commentary 
on Holyroodhouse, and on the people who have lived there, as they make their way through the building.  
Admission is available for different levels of access to the palace and its surrounding areas, and in this year 
until October 16th, it includes access to a special exhibit in honor of the Queen’s 90th birthday. The exhibit is  

A portrait of Queen  

Victoria atop the fireplace 

presiding over the Dining 

Room, which also contains 

a portrait of Bonnie Prince 

Charlie (between the  

second and third windows).  
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Above: Ruins of the Augustinian Holyrood Abbey. 

 

Below: Holyrood Palace and grounds viewed from Arthur's Seat.  
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entitled ‘Fashioning a Reign: 90 Years of Style from The Queen's Wardrobe.’ For larger groups, bookings are 
available for both private and personally guided tours by Scottish Blue Badge Guides. And there are special 
accommodations and features for school groups, children, and those with disabilities (except for Queen Mary’s 
apartments, which unfortunately cannot be accessed by wheelchairs). 

 Holyroodhouse is open year-round, save for Christmas and Boxing Day. However, it is still a working 
palace, so one ought to be mindful of any comings and goings by the Queen, other members of the Royal  
Family, and still others who are allowed use of the building – such as the Lord High Commissioner to the  
General Assembly of the Church of Scotland. Such visits may affect the palace’s availability to visitors. Even 
in such circumstances, however, it would be fascinating to witness the palace being used for its stated purpose 
in the service of its Queen. 

 Indeed, Holyroodhouse is royal treasure of Scotland and of the whole United Kingdom, easily on par 
with Buckingham Palace and Windsor Castle. It is a must see for anyone visiting the country and, in particular, 
it can serve as a foundation for touring and getting to know the great city of Edinburgh. 

 

 

 

Spectacular panoramic image of Edinburgh and the Firth of Forth from Salisbury Crags. At left in the distance 

is Edinburgh Castle and the spire of the Hub, while the Nelson Monument stands tall atop Calton Hill just off 

the Center. Below it to the right are the Scottish Parliament and Holyrood Palace.  
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 Before offering any remarks about the specific 

task of translating ‘Robert Falconer,’ or indeed about 

the reasons for undertaking such a task, I cannot 

forego the opportunity of commenting upon the  

merits of the book itself, and the special place it has 

in my own affections.  

 About a decade has passed since I bought a 

copy of the novel in Aberdeen, the city where George 

MacDonald studied for his first degree, and in which 

certain key portions of the story are set. It was my 

first taste of MacDonald, beyond the frequent  

quotations offered in the works of C.S. Lewis, who 

famously called the Huntly author his "master."  

 Much like Lewis' own initial experience of 

reading MacDonald, I felt that, in embarking upon 

this fictional journey with Robert, the story's hero, I 

was crossing "a great frontier," though I did not have 

to journey into fairy-land, nor even leave  

Scotland to do so. 

 Ever since that first reading, I have always 

considered ‘Robert Falconer’ to be as much a "double 

story" as MacDonald's classic fairy-tale ‘The Wise 

Woman.’ It revolves around a twin-search by the hero: 

one after his prodigal earthly father, whom he barely 

remembers having seen, the other, in pursuit of a 

Heavenly Father through the densest of theological 

fogs, engendered by the well-meaning religious  

instruction of his Calvinist grannie.  

 All this, of course, is to anticipate, and I will 

add nothing more, except to say that the odyssey left 

me spellbound, and that here I found the essence of 

MacDonald's spiritual vision encapsulated in a  

soaring work of fiction (soaring like the notes of  

Robert's cherished violin): namely that "Fatherhood is 

at the great world's core." 

 The translation itself has been a labour of 

love, not least because of the strong personal  

connection I feel to the story. If, as I hope, ‘Robert 

Falconer’ becomes the first of many MacDonald  

novels I have the privilege of translating, then, for me, 

there is no better starting place. 

 The parallel Scots-English text offered here 

was not the original idea for this edition: we had at 

first envisioned a conventional rendering from the 

former tongue to the latter, which would have nearly 

dispensed with the Scots altogether. The retention of 

the odd Scots turn of phrase, and a very occasional 

word from the "mother-tongue" were to have been the 

sole concessions, since accessibility was to be the 

prime focus: however, the total exclusion of the  

language employed by MacDonald himself, the North 

East Doric of his homeland, always seemed too great 

a sacrifice to be contentedly borne, and the two-

column side-by-side Scots/English format of this  

edition has been the happy result. Such an approach 

has enabled me to make the translated portions of 

the dialogue (the right-hand column) more  

unambiguously English. Though a keen observer may 

still note a certain quaintness in the syntactical  

arrangement, common to Scots and older English, 

which I believe will not interfere with ease of reading, 

even for those completely unacquainted with Broad 

Scots. The reader will notice that whilst the Scots and 

English dialogue has been split into left-hand/right-

hand columns, the portions of dialogue which were 

written originally in English have sometimes been 

Robert Falconer: Translator's Preface 

By David Jack 
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added to both columns (if they occur in the midst of 

dialogue in Scots). 

 I have taken advantage of the parallel text by 

selecting English words or phrases which at least bear 

some resemblance to their Scots counterparts  

whenever this approach has been consistent with the 

flow of the dialogue. In this way, I have afforded any 

reader who wishes to follow the translation process 

the opportunity to do so in something approximating 

a step-by-step manner, by comparing the left and 

right columns. This being understood, I have not  

carried the point too far, and certain Scots words, 

which have no direct English equivalent, I have taken 

the liberty of translating variously throughout the 

novel, depending on context. This an exclamation like 

"Hoots!" I have rendered several times as "Heavens!" 

in English, while on at least one occasion I have  

chosen "My!" and once or twice have omitted any 

translation at all, none seeming to fit the English as 

"Hoots!" fits the Scots. Likewise, with the suggestive 

"Och Hone!" (and "ohone") favoured by Mrs. Falconer: 

the more literal translation, "Alas!", I have reserved 

for occasions of true pathos, but have again settled 

upon "My!" when the occasion suggested a milder 

English word. Another oft-repeated phrase from the 

lips of Robert's grannie is "Noo, be douce": literally, 

"Now, be sober." Unlike the former examples, the 

word "douce" lends itself to relatively unproblematic 

translation, and although, like most words, its  

meaning can be subject to nuances ('sensible" might 

work as well as 'sober" in a given sentence), I have 

chosen uniformity in my approach here (at least when 

Mrs. Falconer is addressing the boys), since sobriety is 

such a hallmark of her life and religious outlook. 

When another character is speaking, or when Mrs.  

Falconer is instructing Betty rather than her young 

charges, I have selected alternative English words, 

such as the aforementioned "sensible" to reflect the 

Scots "douce" or "dooce." 

 Now I come to the reasons for offering this 

new edition in the first place, and I believe I may 

speak on behalf of my partners in the project in  

identifying at least three: the first, as mentioned  

already, is simply ease of understanding, since the 

majority of readers will not be native Scots, or Scots-

speakers (the character of Eric Ericson will show that 

the distinction is a necessary one.) Second-and of 

course this objective overlaps with and may be  

facilitated by the first – there is the hope of brining 

MacDonald to a wider audience.  

 C.S. Lewis lamented the fact that insufficient 

attention had been paid, even by those who enjoyed 

his own books, to the man he credited with so much 

of their inspiration, and even went so far as to  

compile an anthology of MacDonald quotes to redress 

the oversight. Third, there is the book's message. 

While there are a host of reasons to recommend both 

‘Robert Falconer’ and its author, the latter saw his 

place in the world principally as a communicator of 

truth, and whether from the pulpit, or in the pages of 

any of his various novels, poems, or sermons, that is 

what he remained.  

 If spiritual realities be communicable through 

creative gifts, then MacDonald, unique talented story-

teller and mythmaker as he was, was ideally fitted to 

convey them. The content of his message I leave the 

reader to discover for himself, but that he will find a 

great deal of entertainment, as well as instruction, 

along the way I have little doubt; and, indeed, if he is 

able to refrain from both laughter and tears in their 

proper places, it will not be for want of occasion. 

The artwork of Leighton Isaacs, illustrator of this  

edition, would enrich any novel, but I have come to 

associate it closely with the words of MacDonald, and 

am delighted that such is the case here. It is therefore 

with an enthusiasm to match the most expectant 

reader that I look forward to sampling ‘Robert  

Falconer’ afresh and, fancifully imagining that the 

whole story might assume musical form, I take the 

advice of the fiddling cobbler Dooble Sanny to "pit my 

sowl in my lugs an' hearken!" ("put my soul in my ears 

and hearken!") 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Robert Falconer has also been published under the 

title The Musician’s Quest 
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Finding the True King 

Amanda Pizzolatto 

 Merida glanced around the corner before glancing back at the two men, the dragon, and other woman 

with her.  

 “We’re clear for now, but we need to make this quick,” she whispered.  

 Hiccup nodded as he glanced at Toothless. “You know what to do, bud?”  

 Toothless gave a little garble as he nodded.  

 “Are you sure about this, Hiccup?” asked Taran.  

 “We have to get you to the sword. There is no way 

Viggo is the rightful heir to the throne.”  

 “But what makes you think I could be king?” Taran 

whispered back as they stealthily walked through the mostly 

quiet city. Merida raised her hand as she neared another corner. 

The group stopped and waited with baited breath as she glanced 

around the corner before motioning them to follow.  

 “Well, for one thing, you were the only person of eligi-

ble age who hasn’t tried pulling the sword out of the stone,”  

began Hiccup.  

 “Fair point,” mumbled Taran.  

 “And for another,” said Eilonwy, “Dallben was pretty 

insistent on you trying to pull the sword.”  

 “But he always got that funny look on his face whenever 

we asked him why,” muttered Merida as she led them to another 

corner She quickly checked her surroundings before motioning 

them forward. “I’m beginning to think he knows Taran is the 

rightful heir, but swore not to say anything.”  

 “At least not until Taran has proved that he is the rightful 

heir,” said Hiccup. “I think Dallben hasn’t wanted to say a word 

because he’s afraid Viggo would send his army after Taran and 

kill him before he’s able to rally his allies.”  

 “I don’t even know who my allies are,” blurted Taran. 

He glanced at Merida, Hiccup, and Toothless as they came to 

another corner. “Except for you, of course.”  

 “Prince Gwydion also pledges his allegiance,” said a 

gruff voice from behind them. The group turned and yelped. 

Merida and Eilonwy strung their bows, Toothless took a  

defensive position in the front, while Hiccup unsheathed his 

Character Origins:  

Disney/Pixar's Brave: 

 Merida (a princess of Scots) 

 Fergus (Merida’s father) 

 Elinor (Merida’s mother) 

 Scots 

How to Train Your Dragon Franchise: 

 Hiccup (a Viking chief) 

 Toothless (Hiccup’s dragon) 

 Eret (an ally) 

 Viggo (an enemy) 

 Drago (an enemy) 

 dragons (allies) 

 dragon riders (allies) 

 Vikings 

 Viggo's army 

Prydain Chronicles: 

 Taran (an assistant pig herder) 

 Eilonwy (a princess) 

 Coll (a farmer) 

 Gwydion (prince & son of Don) 

 Dallben (an aged enchanter) 

 Fflewddur Flam (wanderer and 

 ruler of a small area) 

 Sons of Don (the ruling house 

 of Prydain) 

 Horned King (an enemy) 

 Black Cauldron (an magical 
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 dead). 
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sword. Taran just stared in shock at the figure before a smile of relief spread across his face as another figure 

entered the pale moonlight.  

 “Coll!”  

 “Keep it down, Taran. Yes, I am here. Dallben sent me with Prince Gwydion to let you know he can be 

trusted. He is a dear friend of ours.”  

 “And I will only ever serve the rightful king of Prydain,” said Gwydion with a bow. “Dallben and Coll 

have suspected it was you for some time now.”  

 “But, Dallben wasn’t sure?” Hiccup asked hesitantly. They had begun to relax and lowered their  

weapons just a bit, there was still the matter of Viggo’s men roaming the city looking for them, primarily for 

Toothless and Taran.  

 Coll shook his head. “Not quite. He had a strong suspicion and many clues to point to that, but Dallben 

doesn’t like jumping to conclusions without all the evidence. Pulling the sword would prove once and for all 

that you are the true king of Prydain.”  

 “B-but, I don’t know how to be king.”  

 Coll chuckled softly. “You have a prince, two princesses, and a chief here who can teach you, if there’s 

anything wanting.”  

 Merida let out a little giggle. “And I’m sure my mother would be more than happy to teach you the  

fineries of court life.”  

 Eilonwy rolled her eyes. “Oh please, count me out of that one.”  

 “Oh don’t worry, I think you and I have learned everything. It’s the guys’ turn now,” said Merida with 

a grin.  

 Taran shot a glance at Hiccup. “That doesn’t sound good.”  

 “Yes, but, in order to do that, we must get you to the sword. Come on,” whispered Coll as he and 

Gwydion took the lead. The group continued to weave around the buildings to get closer to the churchyard, 

where the sword of the king was imbedded in a stone. They barely saw any of Viggo’s men until they got  

closer to the churchyard. Even then there were only three men visible. 

 “Something’s not right,” muttered Hiccup. “Viggo wouldn’t leave this small of a guard by the sword.”  

 Merida glanced at him. “Trap?”  

 “Most likely.”  

 “Now what?” whispered Eilonwy as the group huddled. 

 Merida cocked her head and gave a soft grin. “Spring the trap?” She glanced at Coll and Gwydion. 

“They probably don’t know you’re here.”  

 Hiccup nodded thoughtfully. “Right, Viggo probably figured that we would come for the sword, but he, 

I hope, doesn’t know about you being here.”  

 “But if he has figured out that we’re here?” asked Gwydion as he raised his eyebrow.  

 Hiccup bit his lip before replying with, “Then we’re done for. Unless . . .” They watched Hiccup intent-

ly as he thought really hard on the problem. Hiccup knew Viggo was smart, very smart. He had figured out 

Hiccup’s plan long before it could come to fruition and had changed his own plan to counter and win. It un-

nerved Hiccup every time. “We should proceed as if Coll and Gwydion aren’t here.”  
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 “Wait, what?” whispered Taran harshly.  

 “We have to, it’s our only chance. If Viggo can figure out my plans before the plan’s complete, then 

he’ll know we have back-up and will send his men after them.”  

“But, though we know that we have back-up,” said Merida, “we just won’t know what they’re going to 

do.”   

Hiccup let out a sigh. “Doesn’t matter. Viggo will still outsmart us, and outnumber us.”  

“Then if there’s a chance any of us can take, we should take it. We have to keep him guessing,” said 

Merida. Toothless nodded in agreement.  

Hiccup pursed his lips before replying with, “I don’t know, he’s much better organized than we are, 

much better at planning.” He let out a sigh as he ran his hand through his auburn locks. “Viggo is just . . .  

better at this.”  

“Well, he’s certainly not better at being king,” mumbled Eilonwy.  

“If only he didn’t put that genius mind of his to evil, I could really use someone like him as an advi-

sor,” remarked Taran.   

“Speaking of advice,” said Gwydion, “if you don’t mind, I have a bit.” Everyone went silent as they 

glanced at Gwydion expectantly. “Perhaps we should focus less on Viggo’s brilliant mind and come up with an 

even more brilliant plan.”  

Hiccup nodded, though his face was still grim. He couldn’t help but worry about Viggo getting the best 

of them. “Yes, you’re right.”  

“Except I can’t think of anything besides us going in there, springing the trap, and you guys coming 

around to bust us out,” whispered Merida.  

“That sounds like the best one so far,” muttered Eilonwy.  

Hiccup sighed. “That’s the only one so far. I can’t think of anything. Anyone else have any brilliant 

ideas?”  

“Sorry, my mind’s a blank,” remarked Taran. Gwydion and Coll shook their heads. They had nothing 

too.  

“What is going on?” asked Merida. “You two are the ones who usually have the ideas,” she told Hiccup 

and Taran.  

Taran shrugged. “I have no clue.”  

Hiccup’s eyes widened. “Unless . . . unless Viggo has some spell.”  

Taran’s eyes widened in turn. “The Black Cauldron!” he blurted.  

Eilonwy gasped. “That’s right. He has it!”  

Gwydion gritted his teeth. “This will be harder than I thought. But now I know.” 

“Know what?” asked Taran.   

“Why the Horned King is moving, and where he is going.”  

“Wh-what?” the young adults asked, nearly choking on the word.  

Coll nodded sadly. “Which means time is of the essence. Taran, we must get you crowned as soon as  

possible.”  
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“Why didn’t you tell us this earlier?” asked Hiccup, furious at  

being withheld some pretty important information. He was also rather  

upset that Viggo clearly had the upper hand, again.  

“We did not know the Black Cauldron was here,” stated Gwydion 

matter-of-factly.”But now that we do, or, at least, I do, we must act  

quickly. The five of you must get out there now. Take down as many 

guards as you can, give Taran a clear path to the sword.”  

“But what about you?” asked Eilonwy.  

“We will try to some up with a better plan. Hopefully there will be 

enough time to do so.”  

“I wouldn’t count on it though,” muttered Hiccup.  

Coll patted his shoulder reassuringly. “We will make do with what 

we get. Just concentrate on getting Taran to that sword.” 

Hiccup grumbled. “Fine. Come on. Taran, Toothless, stay close.”  

Taran eyed him. “I can fight, you know.”  

Coll shook his head. “We know you can, Taran, but we can’t risk 

you getting killed.”  

“But you can risk their lives?”  

“Listen . . .”  

“No, you listen, they’re my friends. I’m going to have their backs.”  

Hiccup settled it. “Fine, but you have to be extremely careful,  

understand? You do need to get that sword.”  

“I know.”  

“Alright, let’s do this . . . barely-thought out plan.”  

Merida shrugged. “Maybe it’s what will take Viggo off guard.”  

Hiccup sighed. “I hope.”  

The group made their way quietly towards the guard, Coll and Gwydion watching them from the  

shadows. Merida and Eilonwy drew their bows, each aiming at a guard. Hiccup tapped Toothless and indicated 

that he was to aim for the third guard. Toothless nodded and set his sights on the third guard.  

“Hiccup, Hiccup, Hiccup,” came a voice to their right.  

The group’s heads swiveled, there stood Viggo and several more men. Hiccup counted them and his 

spirits sank. It was practically an army. What could Coll and Gwydion come up with to defeat them?  

“Viggo,” muttered Hiccup.  

“Rather out of character for you to try and kill anyone,” remarked Viggo nonchalantly as he pulled out 

a dagger from his belt and fiddled a bit with it.  

“Rather out of character for you to be wrong about what I was thinking,” remarked Hiccup cooly,  

relaxing quite a bit. Maybe things could work out. He hadn’t wanted Toothless to kill the guy, and he knew 

both Merida and Eilonwy were aiming for arms. 
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“Really?” asked Viggo, his eyebrow arching. “But I was right that you would try to get that scrawny 

little brat to lay claim to a sword that is so imbedded in that stupid stone that no one can get it out.”  

“Just no one you would like to be king of Prydain,” remarked Hiccup. “Like you, for instance. Why do 

you want to be king of Prydain?”  

Viggo burst out laughing. “Has that question been burning you up this whole time?”  

“No, seriously, why do you want to be king?” Hiccup asked again. “I didn’t think you were the type 

who wanted this.”  

“Oh, that’s rich coming from the boy who didn’t want to take his rightful place before his father died,” 

quipped Viggo. He grinned when Hiccup grimaced, he hit a very sensitive spot.  

But Hiccup quickly composed himself. Now wasn’t the time to think about his father, that could wait. 

Right now, Taran was of greater importance. A sudden thought sprang into his head, maybe he can stall Viggo 

long enough for Taran to sneak to the sword! Create a distraction, something! He knew, continue with the line 

of questioning, another idea would come in time. Or Viggo could provide an opening. Either way, Hiccup 

needed to be ready. And he hoped Taran could see the opportunity, and take it.  

“You still haven’t answered my question, Viggo. Why do you want to be king? Or are you just stalling 

to come up with a valid reason?”  

Viggo’s eyes flashed. Hiccup had to control the urge to smirk, he was getting somewhere.  

“I don’t have to answer to you, Hiccup, but since we’re both pursuers of knowledge . . .”  

Merida scoffed. “That’s debatable,” she muttered under her breath. Both Hiccup and Viggo shot her 

looks, Viggo was becoming more infuriated, but Hiccup signaled to her to let him handle this. She turned up 

her nose at Viggo, but she nodded at Hiccup.  

“Sorry about that Viggo. As you were saying, we’re both pursuers of knowledge . . .”  

Hiccup noticed Viggo let out a breath to calm himself down. What was it about Merida that could get 

on the Viking’s nerves so easily? Was it because she was Scottish? Was it because she could easily defeat 

Viggo . . . in a fair fight? Was it because she had such a queenly presence that it dwarfed Viggo’s own 
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presence? It could in fact be all of the above, but whatever the reason, Hiccup tucked that information 

away for later use. If he needed to, he’d ask Merida to rile up Viggo. It might be what they end up needing.  

“Anyway, as I was saying, Prydain has a doorway to the realm of magic.”  

That’s when it clicked in Hiccup’s mind what Viggo was really after and his eyes widened. “And the 

dragons.”  

Viggo flashed a malicious grin. “You got it, Hiccup.”  

“Merida was right, that was debatable . . .”  

“Wait, what?” asked Viggo. The grin was still on his face, but his eyebrow arched. 

Hiccup glared at him. “You’re not pursuing knowledge like I am. You’re just too focused on capturing, 

enslaving, and controlling your own dragons.”  

“Just like Drago?”  

“Just like . . . wait, how do you know Drago?”  

Viggo’s grin got larger. “Because we’re working together, my dear fellow. Since you, a chief’s son, 

now a chief, has defeated us with your army of dragons, it really only made sense that one of us became king 

and started our own army.”  

Hiccup’s eyes widened. “You’re not the one trying to become king, Drago is!”  

“That’s right, I’m just his loyal general and head dragon catcher, since you stole his best one.”  

“Eret joined our side because he realized how wrong Drago is,” blurted Hiccup, defending his friend. 

Not only that, Eret now had Stoick’s dragon, he had double reason to protect his good name.  

“Or was it the pretty face of one named Astrid?” taunted Viggo.  

Hiccup gulped, that still hurt, but the instant Merida placed a reassuring hand on his shoulder, he 

calmed down. Yes, he and Astrid had broken up, and it hurt, but it was for the best. Now he had Merida, and 

he was just as worried about her as he had been about Astrid. Which was very little since both women were 

very capable fighters. Merida was just feistier. And a bit of a surprise at times. No, concentrate Hiccup, need to 

stall Viggo long enough. If only he could tell Taran to get the sword or give him a hint! 

“It, it may have helped,” muttered Hiccup. “But he really did come to realize that Drago is wrong. But 

it’s no use telling you that. You’re practically cut from the same cloth as Drago.”  

“I’ll take that as a compliment,” stated Viggo with a mock bow.  

“Keep it, it’s the most you’ll get from me,” quipped Hiccup. “Or any one of us.”  

Merida gave a quick nod, followed by Toothless. But those two were the only two in his line of vision, 

both Eilonwy and Taran were behind them. They probably also agreed, but he didn’t want to draw any more 

attention to them than he had to. Viggo and his men hadn’t advanced, and Taran and Eilonwy together could 

take out the three guards fairly easily. Taran could sneak past them if their attention was so focused on the  

argument between Hiccup and Drago. At least Hiccup was buying time for Coll and Gwydion to do something.  

“Whatever, I don’t need compliments from you.”  

“Sure about that?” said Hiccup, becoming amused. “But you like compliments.”  

Viggo opened his mouth to reply, but closed it and looked hard at Hiccup. “You’re stalling for time, 

aren’t you.”  
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“To keep from meeting Drago again, yes,” Hiccup quickly replied. He couldn’t panic, not now, Taran 

needed him the most now.  

Viggo’s eyes scanned Hiccup’s face. “That might be part of it, but I don’t think that’s it.” He glanced 

around, and gave out a yelp. “Stop him!” Everyone glanced to where he was pointing, Taran’s hands were on 

the sword. Hiccup cheered internally, Taran took the opportunity!  

“Pull it!” screamed Eilonwy. “Quick!”  

Taran’s fingers tightened around the hilt, and with one quick pull, the sword came out of the stone.  

“Yes!” whooped Hiccup. He glanced at Viggo and saw the archers. “Taran, get down! Merida!  

Toothless! Eilonwy!”  

Merida and Toothless quickly turned their attention to the archers and began firing. Toothless’s  

fireballs scorched half a dozen bows, the men were running away. Merida and Eilonwy stopped three arms 

each. Taran took the opportunity to get down from the stone and began battling the three guards. 

“Charge!” shouted Viggo.  

Hiccup ignited his sword and met the onslaught with Toothless at his side. Merida let loose some more 

arrows before switching to her sword and fighting off several more men. She blocked an attack on Hiccup and 

Toothless. Toothless returned the favor quickly. Eilonwy kept up with the support from her arrows.  

Viggo made his way towards Hiccup, and the two got locked in battle.  

“You would have been great at our 

sides, Hiccup!” said Viggo. “Too bad 

you had to join their side.”  

“I joined their side because it’s the 

right thing to do!” replied Hiccup as 

blocked Viggo’s sword.  

“And you care far too deeply for 

them,” muttered Viggo menacingly as 

he jabbed at Hiccup. Hiccup gulped as 

he blocked the blow, he knew where 

this was going. There were just too 

many. “How weak,” continued Viggo. 

“You could have been stronger.”  

“That’s what allies and friends are 

for!” came a shout. The battle paused 

as  

everyone tried to figure out where the 

person was as several dragons 

swooped in and their riders plunged 

into battle.  

“Shouldn’t have left without us,  

Hiccup!” shouted Eret.  

Hiccup’s mouth dropped. “But, 

how...”  

63 



“Long live King Taran!” Coll and Gwydion came around the corner with a squad of men.  

“Fflewddur?” exclaimed Taran as the bard came around the corner, followed by King Fergus. 

The bard shrugged. “Hey, if your friend Hiccup can accept the kingship he’s been dreading, so can I.” 

He nodded at Hiccup before shooting a quick glance at the harp he was carrying.  

Hiccup grinned. “Let’s do this!” With the extra forces, they were able to subdue Viggo’s men, but 

Viggo had long since vanished. Hiccup figured it had been at the arrival of the dragon riders, for he hadn’t seen 

him since.  

A couple of weeks later, the group had scoured the kingdom of Prydain, ridding the country of Viggo’s 

men. But neither Viggo, nor Drago could be found, and Hiccup began to wonder if Viggo was telling the truth 

about Drago. But all thought of that was pushed aside as the coronation of Taran as rightful king of Prydain 

was just around the corner. With Merida and Hiccup speaking for their respective country and island, Berk and 

Scotland became formal allies with Prydain, along with Fflewddur’s country, which had been renamed Fflam 

in his absence, and the Sons of Don. Their first project was to elect a guard for the portal to the magical realm, 

and it was decided that it would comprise of Scots, Prydish, Berkians, Fflams, and dragons, and their base of 

operations would be at Dallben’s farm.  

After everything had finally calmed down, Merida, Hiccup, Taran, and Eilonwy met in Taran’s palace 

garden.  

“I can’t ever thank you enough for all that you’ve done for me, and all of Prydain.”  

“You’d do the same for us, right?” asked Merida with an arched eyebrow.  

Taran chuckled. “Without a doubt. I am glad we are friends.”  

“And we are too,” remarked Dallben as he, Coll, and Prince Gwydion walked into the garden.  

“Well, I’m glad you approve,” quipped Taran with a mischievous glint in his eyes. Dallben chuckled. 

Hiccup glanced at Coll and Gwydion. “You know, I keep meaning to ask, but everything that’s been 

going on, I haven’t had a chance. How did you two gather everyone?”  

Coll and Gwydion glanced at each other before turning back to Hiccup with a grin. Gwydion replied, 

“The Sons of Don were already on their way, as for the others . . .”  

Coll chuckled. “You can thank Eret and Fflewddur for them.”  

“Fflewddur?” the four exclaimed.  

Fflewddur’s head popped around the corner. “Yes? Did you call?”  

“You gathered everyone to help us?” asked Taran.  

Fflewddur grinned sheepishly. “Yes, I did. You four are my friends, I didn’t want anything bad to hap-

pen to any of you.”  

“Aw, Fflewddur, that’s so sweet of you,” said Eilonwy as she gave him a big hug.  

Taran nodded. “I understand the feeling.”  

“Good. If you’ll excuse us, your majesties, we shall be on our way,” said Dallben with a bow. They 

waved to the four as they continued on their walk through the garden.  

Taran glanced at Merida and Hiccup as Eilonwy rejoined him. “I know your people need you back 

home, but, we were wondering if you could stay till the end of the week?”  
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“Mmm, I think they can manage without us for a few more days,” replied Merida as she tucked her arm 

around Hiccup’s. “What do you think?”  

Hiccup shrugged. “I guess so. Why?”  

Taran glanced at Eilonwy with a smile as they clasped hands. “We’re going to announce our engage-

ment.”  

“Oh, that’s wonderful!” exclaimed Merida as she hugged them.  

“Congratulations,” said Hiccup as he shook Taran’s hand.  

“Thank you. We’d like to go over some wedding details with you as well, we’d like you to be there as 

witnesses.”  

Hiccup chuckled. “If you don’t mind half of Scotland and all of Berk coming with us.”  

“Oh, um, there might be room?” 

Eilonwy chuckled. “I’m sure we can manage, don’t worry.” She kissed Taran’s cheek before turning to 

Merida. “And I could really use your mother’s opinion on a few things.”  

Merida scoffed. “You can keep her.”  

“Merida!” blurted Hiccup as he nudged her.  

Merida snickered. “I’m kidding, you silly fish, don’t worry. We need my mom back in Scotland, you 

know.” She turned to Eilonwy. “Let me talk it over with my parents first, but I’m sure it’ll be a yes.”  

“Wonderful! Now all we need to do is plan your wedding!” blurted Eilonwy.  

Merida and Hiccup looked at her in shock before glancing at each other with blushes.  

“Eilonwy! Give them some time! My goodness,” blurted Taran.  

Merida chuckled. “Don’t worry, you’ll be the first to know when it happens.”  

“We’d better,” said Eilonwy 

as she placed her hands on her hips, “ 

or I’ll plan it for you.”  

Taran groaned before glancing 

at Hiccup. Hiccup shrugged. “Hey, 

we like strong women, we shouldn’t 

exactly be surprised.”  

Taran rolled his eyes, but he 

agreed. “True.”  

The four continued their walk 

in the garden, Eilonwy and Taran  

holding hands and Merida and  

Hiccup holding hands, while  

conversation continued on the topic 

of marriage. It was a greatly  

appreciated moment of peace after 

such a storm, but they knew deep 

down that the next one wasn’t far off.  
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Tribute to An Irish Gentleman 

By Joseph Richard Ravitts  

 

In the nineteenth century, just before the scope of conflicts grew horrid, 

An Irishman who did not want war, chose to be helpful, not morbid. 

This Irish gentleman, Charles Parnell, decided the word “politician” 

Did not have to mean “a demon from Hell” - for Mister Parnell was a Christian. 

 

In those days, British authority meant the bayonet and the truncheon; 

Parnell, however, worked patiently, for freedom without destruction. 

His real-world career, heroic yet sane, was as worthy as mythical swordsmen; 

More people should read about his campaign for Parnell was one of the Lord’s men. 
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About This Magazine 

Fellowship and Fairydust Magazine is a publication of Fellowship & 

Fairydust Publications. F&F is an online literary blog and magazine 

that aims to inspire faith and creativity and explore the arts through a 

spiritual lens. F&F came into being when the blog and online  

magazine The Fellowship of the King merged with the online  

magazine Ink and Fairydust in January 2017. To learn more, visit  

fellowshipandfairydust.com. 

Copyrights

All articles and artwork belong to their respective creators and may 

not be copied without permission. Any copyright infringements are 

purely accidental. The works mentioned within this magazine are 

owned and  copyrighted by their respective publishers and studios 

and are used here for entertainment purposes. 

There’s More Where This Came From! 

Did you like what you saw here? There’s more where that came 

from! Plus, these are only a fraction of the many fandoms we cover! 

To learn more, visit fellowshipandfairydust.com and follow us on 

Facebook at Fellowship & Fairydust Publications and on Twitter 

@FandFMagazine. 

Graphic Designers 

Avellina Balestri, Sarah Levesque, Amanda Pizzolatto, 

Ian Wilson, T.K. Wilson 
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Join us for our next issue… 

Passage of Light: 
Tales & Traditions from the 

Middle East 

From scriptures to folklore to current perspectives 

and beyond, we want it all! 

We’re looking for 

Facts  & fanfiction,  

original fiction & poetry, 

movie  & book reviews,  

artwork  &  more! 

ALL  SUBMISSIONS  ARE DUE  BY 

 DECEMBER  4TH  2018 

Please email final submissions to CampionsBrag@aol.com
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