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    J.A. KAY was born in 1960 and was raised on the west coast of Scotland where he completed secondary education at Greenwood Academy in Dreghorn. He was fortunate to have William MacIlvanney, the Scottish Novelist and short story writer and poet, as his English teacher in the 1970s. His success inspired him to put his own stories to paper. Other notable pupils who were educated at this Academy during this time included the actress Julie Graham, the singer and songwriter Eddi Reader and the First Minister of Scotland Nicola Sturgeon.




    The author served as a Police Constable for thirty years in Scotland and he decided to write as a hobby, on his retirement. His interests include Masonry, Rugby, Martial Arts, Real Ale, and spending time with his two adult children and two granddaughters, and not necessarily in that order. With these life experiences providing valuable background information and the Ale acting as a catalyst for his imagination, these stories were developed.




    He has travelled extensively in Scotland and abroad, and he has been aware of the cultural and the mythical stories of the creatures from the Highlands of Scotland since childhood.




    He visited Loch Ness both as a child and as an adult, where the stories of the Monster and the Wild Haggis were implanted in his mind. He became aware of the history of the Druids and the power of the Lay Lines when serving in Kilwinning where the Police Office is adjacent to the ancient Abbey and No. 0, which is debated to be the first Masonic Lodge in Scotland if not the world.




    He learned at this time that all the Lay Lines passed through both Stonehenge and the Kilwinning Abbey, and he witnessed their power seeping out, affecting the local area when a piece of masonry fell from the Abbey through the roof of a colleague’s car after he raised his fist and voiced his disbelief in the magic contained within the building.




    It is from this background of dealing with and experiencing emotional and sometimes traumatic life experiences, balanced by black humour that this story unfolds.
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    In addition, I would like to thank my family for their support and for their encouragement throughout this process, and you the reader, without whom the inspiration to write them would not have been possible.
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    Preface




    Rory Mac Sween had believed that his father was dead and that his Mum Mary would never be happy. She was married now to his Stepdad John Grant, who owned Urquhart Castle on the banks of Loch Ness. He was a drunken, violent and abusive man full of his own self-importance and unnatural urges. He bullied everyone, as he could from his privileged position, and he targeted those who disagreed with him, especially Rory’s Mum.




    Rory had the chance to change this and to protect himself and his Mum when he found the Hagpipe giving him the abilities of the Haggis, which included increasing his strength, speed and intelligence, and it gave him the ability to travel the Lay Lines through time from the connected point, and the Portal hidden below the castle.




    But he had lost the Hagpipe and was just an ordinary boy again with no additional powers and he could not enter the time shift caves or call on his animal friends Hag, his pet wild Haggis, Nessie the Loch Ness Monster, and Ben the Giant Scottish Eagle, to assist him.




    Saint Columba had a book detailing the premonitions of the future of Rory’s life and they had told him that his father was alive and that he would save him. How was this going to be possible, as unknown forces were lining up against him to prevent the fulfilment of this prophesy?




    Before he did anything, he had to remake the Magic Sword he had recovered from the Druids millennia in the past. It contained the opposite tusk of the Hagpipe and possessed great power, to be used for either good or evil!




    Rory’s greatest enemy was time. The Spey-wife had foretold that he could not reclaim the Hagpipe until eight years had passed. Everything was against him, but he had to find a way as the clock was running down, with his Dad struggling to stay alive, a prisoner of the Vikings trapped in the past. Only with the remade Sword and the Hagpipe combined would he be ready to face the Vikings and rescue his Father.




    But would he be eight years too late?




    


  




  

    Plan of Urquhart Castle
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    Chapter 1
Confidences




    Rory was devastated. How could he rescue his Dad now, he felt weak and his skin was soft again, he was just an ordinary boy. He had searched all around the pool cave but the Hagpipe was gone.




    Tears streamed from his eyes as he remembered the warning from Granny Grant to look after the Hagpipe and to never lose it. Eight years of hardship would face him if this happened, she had said. He left the pool cave and stepped onto the beach and he walked with an almost broken heart to Hag’s cave where the mound of ivory tusks of the Haggis Graveyard should be.




    There was no shimmering curtain of time shift power at the entrance. He stepped into the cave which was illuminated by the reflective crystals in the roof and walls, but the cave was empty. No sign of the Haggis Graveyard or the circular rock nest where his pet Haggis Hag was born, or any sign that that she had even been here.




    The only living thing in the cave were rats, loads of them scurrying about the sandy ground and up and down the access tunnels to the mountain and the castle buildings above. They squeezed through cracks in the tunnels into the castle store rooms, in search of food, of which there was a plentiful supply, but not for long, going by the number of them.




    The tunnels used to be connected to the portals, enabling the dying Haggis to make their final journey to the Haggis Graveyard. Now they were only good for vermin to infest the castle. Without his pet Haggis to control them the castle would soon be overrun with rats and disease ridden rather quickly.




    Rory felt distraught. He had lost everything! He kicked out at the rats at his feet who thought that he was a cheap meal. Rory was devastated, and he felt that he had no hope or future, what was he going to do?




    He could hardly see through the tears that flooded from his eyes as he stumbled out of the cave onto the beach and right into the arms of the Abbot who embraced Rory warmly, letting him cry himself out. A large white cotton handkerchief was produced from inside the Abbot’s brown habit which he gave to Rory to wipe away his tears and the snot. Rory babbled about everything that had happened, to the Abbot. he would know what to do, he had the book1.




    

      1 The Book of Saint Columba showing the records of his Premonitions detailing Rory’s life.


    




    Rory thought to himself as he tried to control his emotions, he understood now. He could confide in the Abbot and tell him all he knew about Saint Columba. He had said that he was going to save his Dad and then he had to go and see him at the Abbey in Iona. Saint Columba was fully aware of Rory’s future and Abbot MacCallum had his book. All that Rory knew was that he was helpless without his animal friends and the power of the Hagpipe. He did not understand how he could fulfil these premonitions.




    “I’ve lost the Hagpipe,” he cried out to the Abbot as more tears streamed down his face.




    The Abbot consoled Rory, giving him a cuddle. He spoke quietly telling him that losing the Hagpipe was preordained for a reason, and that time and circumstances would restore it to him. They would work together studying the book of Saint Columba, and he informed Rory that he would now have to work very hard to be ready for the time when he would recover the Hagpipe and his power.




    Rory understood that he had no advantages just now, and that he would have to rely on his own abilities.




    The Abbot said, “I will now start work on a gift to help you, but you have to remake the sword first”2.




    

      2 Broken magical Sword recovered from the Druids in Book 1 Rory Mac Sween and the Secrets of Urquhart Castle.


    




    Rory could not think straight, how could anything but the Hagpipe help him? He racked his now slow brain, questioning himself. How could the Abbot help him? Rory had concealed the sword from him, but the Abbot knew about it!




    The answers to all his questions must be in the book!




    But how could he fix the sword? He was just a wee boy and a trainee blacksmith just now. He only had the strength and the knowledge to make nails.




    The Abbot saw the questioning look on Rory’s face and he told him, “This is going to take time and hard work, but you will get all the help that you need.”




    Rory knew what time meant. Eight years before, that was what Granny Grant the castle Spey-Wife had said. Well he would just have to knuckle down and get on with it!




    The Abbot placed a comforting arm around Rory’s shoulders as they both walked towards the spiral staircases which lead upwards to the temple above in Urquhart Castle. The Abbot explained to Rory that it was going to be a very tough predictable life of hard work, without the uncertainty and the thrill of adventure, and the power brought by the Hagpipe. Rory was painfully aware of this as he felt his soft skin and his sluggish mental ability, which seemed as if he was thinking inside a bowl of thick porridge, and not in super-fast speed like before. He did not like being normal and unable to benefit from the Hagpipe’s enhancements, with only himself and his own abilities to rely on.




    Rory had counted on its power to travel to the past to save his Dad. He was stranded there, a slave of the Vikings for another eight years, due to his carelessness.




    Could his father survive as their prisoner for that long?




    


  




  

    Chapter 2
The Lost Dad




    Ruaidri Mac Sween (Suibhne) grew up in the ancient Sween Castle in Knapdale in Argyll, Scotland. He was the first born of the sixth generation of the Mac Sween Clan to inherit the Hagpipe from his father on his eighth birthday. On this day his father Aodh Ruadh (Red Aidan) relinquished the power of the Haggis which was transferred to Ruaidri, enhancing his natural


    abilities.




    The Clan Mac Sween had grown very powerful thanks to the Hagpipe. They controlled land and power from Lochranza Castle on the Isle of Arran to Loch Awe in the North of the mainland, and Loch Fyne in the south. Their influence stretched all the way to Ayrshire and the estate of the powerful Earl of Montgomerie, where the Monks of Saint Columba were planning a new Abbey at Kilwinning. The Monks had their power base on the Isle of Iona, where all the early Clan chiefs were inaugurated and buried with their blessing.




    The Clan Mac Sween had prospered so much that they had expanded into Ireland, controlling Doe Castle in County Donegal and large parts of Munster and Derry, where the Clan split, becoming Mac Sweeney and used other names like MacQueen. A descendant of this offshoot called Steven was transported generations later, across the Atlantic to the Americas. A later male child of his blood line called Steve would become famous for a Great Escape after a motor cycle stunt in a movie.




    If only Ruaidri could escape!




    All was not rosy in Scotland over this six-generation period which endured the first great War of Independence, followed by a civil war. Clan Mac Sween lost most of their power in Scotland and they had to retire to their lands in Ireland to survive, following major losses in battle to the English controlled armies of Sir John Menteith3.




    

      3 Tradition has it that Menteith betrayed Sir William Wallace to English soldiers in the battle of Independence, which led to Wallace’s capture and torturous execution (see film Braveheart) and his later nickname Fause Menteith (“Menteith the treacherous, false.” Excerpt from Wikipedia.


    




    Ruaidri was a young man when he buried his father Aodh Ruadh (Red Aidan) in Derry, Ireland following his death fighting to hold onto his land from the descendant of Sir John Menteith known as Sir John the junior.




    It was at this time when Ruaidri met and married the beautiful Mary (Maire) O’Neill who was a descended from the Milesian Kings of Ireland, and whose roots were traceable back to the family of Noah and his Ark. They had a son Rory who was the seventh generation of Mac Sween’s. Unknown to Rory, he was the culmination of all the previous generations of Mac Sween’s and he had inherited all their skills and gifts.




    This was the happiest time of Ruaidri’s life and he decided that he would take his new family home to Sween Castle and free it of English rule, and the control of the descendants of the treacherous Menteith’s. He would use the Hagpipe and with its aid secure the castle for his son Rory to inherit his birthright.




    Unfortunately, on arrival in Inverness at the winter equinox, Laird John Grant was at the docks on business. He saw Mary with Ruaidri and young Rory and he was captivated by the beauty of Mary. He was used to getting what he wanted and he wanted her!




    He was filled with an unquenchable craving for her, and he decided there and then that she was going to be his at all costs. The fact that she was taken only made his desire for her stronger.




    John Grant contracted a press gang of thugs loitering at the docks, to ambush Ruaidri and put him on a ship to America. He thought of a devious plan to rescue Mary when she was at her lowest ebb with no hope and in despair at the loss of her husband. He would be her saviour and worm his way into her affections and make her his.




    This almost went fully according to his plan as Ruaidri and his family had left Inverness on route to a traveller’s inn he knew, where he was going to spend the winter months and then travel to Sween Castle. They were passing the extensive standing stones of Clava Cairns4 which were adjacent to the road, when the ambushers pounced!




    

      4 Historic Scotland Site consisting of groups of stone circles and are the remains of a temple between two huge Cairn burial vaults.


    




    Ruaidri told Mary to hide and she quickly grabbed young Rory and concealed themselves in the bracken at the side of the road, telling him to keep quiet. Ruaidri ran from the ambushers with his rucksack and his possessions, which he was sure the bandits were after, not realising their true purpose. He fumbled with his rucksack trying to get to the Hagpipe in its box to give him the strength of the Haggis to fight off his assailants.




    He dodged in and out of the tall standing stones in the circle in an attempt to lose his pursuers. The setting winter sun hung low in the sky, sending a low beam into the entrance of the North East Cairn, illuminating its middle and catching Ruaidri in its spotlight as he was surrounded by the thugs with nowhere to go.




    Unfortunately, or fortunately for Ruaidri, he took hold of the Hagpipe box as the ruffians armed with large cudgels (Wooden Clubs) converged on him. He was forced back into the passageway to the entrance of the Cairn. The portal on the lay line network did not need much coaxing to activate as the trapped sunlight within the Cairn burst out of the chamber drawn to the presence of the Hagpipe.




    Ruaidri was bathed in the blinding bright light at this winter equinox on the twenty first of December. As he touched the Hagpipe the light shimmered around him and Ruaidri fell backwards into it, vanishing falling through a crack in time. The rucksack containing the Hagpipe still in its box fell forward, landing outside the Cairn, leaving it in the present. The superstitious thugs surrounding Ruaidri saw him disappear and they took to their heels, not wanting to face the same fate in the beam of light that shone out the empty Cairn entrance. They ran for their lives from the stone circle and probably are still running.




    John Grant was watching from a short distance away and he could not believe his luck at Ruaidri’s unexplainable disappearance. He was aware of the mystic occult past and history of Scotland, and had sought the services of a witch before, who had predicted his rise to power at Urquhart Castle. He knew of the magical powers at work at the summer and winter equinox, and he still kept the good luck crystal charm that the witch had given him concealed on his person. It was obviously still working as he laughed to himself, but he too was wary of approaching the Cairn to recover Ruaidri’s rucksack. The witch’s crystal was vibrating below his shirt, and he could see the entrance of the Cairn shimmering in front of him.




    He crawled on the ground like the rat that he was reaching for the rucksack, pulling it towards him away from the Cairn. The shimmering stopped as if a switch had been thrown as he crawled away from the cairn. John Grant was oblivious as to why it stopped. It was because the power of the Hagpipe had been removed from its close proximity to the Cairn. He concealed the rucksack behind a standing stone on the outer circle and regained his horse. The Constable of the keep, the giant ex-soldier John Gregg, was waiting at the wagon train of supplies, which had been procured at Inverness when John Grant rode up to him.




    The Constable was unaware of his master’s devious plot and had remained with the convoy of supplies, as his master left, on the pretence of riding ahead to attend to a call of nature. On John Grant’s return he loudly ordered the Constable and his men to search for Mary’s husband in a false show of aid, and concern for her and young Rory. He knew that there was no way that they would find him, and he had to suppress his enjoyment, as he accompanied the Constable in the search, leaving the wagon’s drivers with Mary and Rory to protect them and to guard the cargo. He made sure that part of the search included the area where he had concealed the rucksack which he recovered with much commotion, ordering an extensive search of the surrounding ground.




    They returned after a thorough search and John Grant, with a sad face, instructed the Constable to break the news of the negative result of the search for Ruaidri to his wife Mary. The only thing that had been found was the rucksack which John Grant gave to Mary with fake sorrow in his eyes. She identified it as her husbands, which proved his disappearance if not his demise. Mary was distraught, and John Grant easily convinced her to come into his care and protection, backed by the honest report from John Gregg the Constable, of the genuine search that he and his men had carried out.




    John Grant took Mary to the nearby Travellers’ Inn, where she had been heading with her husband and their son, to celebrate their first Christmas in Scotland together. John Grant put on a great act as the perfect honourable gentleman and he generously paid for the whole party to spend the night at the Inn. The next morning, he left his contact details with the Innkeeper in front of Mary. Should Ruaidri make enquiry there looking for her, he would know where to find her. Mary had no other option now; she was in a strange country without any friends. She very reluctantly agreed to leave with John Grant and Rory to a life without her husband, and a miserable first Christmas at Urquhart Castle.




    Ruaidri fell through time, due to the unpredictable effect of the lay lines aligning with the winter equinox and the random activation of the Hagpipe. He appeared in thirteenth century Norway in 1250 AD, in the reign of the Norse King Haakon IV (Haakon Haakonsson).




    The King, unfortunately for Ruaidri, was camping at the standing stones of Nesje on his way to the town of Molde. Ruaidri had nowhere to hide as he had practically appeared in the middle of their camp in his highland dress. He was quickly taken prisoner as a Scottish spy, and enslaved by the Vikings and put to work rowing their long boats.




    Ruaidri was used to travelling through the standing stones with the Hagpipe when he was younger, but he was trapped in the past without it. He resolved himself to put all his efforts into surviving as he faced a life of hard labour, beatings, poor food and the cold.




    He had to find a way to get back to his wife Mary and wee Rory who needed him. Only his size, strength and determination to get home gave him the will to fight for his life. He also wanted revenge and he had a picture in his head that filled him with anger and inspired him, giving a boost of energy when he needed it.




    It was of a wee (small), dark haired, rat faced man who he saw telling the thugs to get him!


  




  

    Chapter 3
 Doo’s and Horses




    So much had happened in such a short time since Rory’s eighth Birthday. The Scottish summer sun was still shining as he emerged from the temple with the Abbot. The first thing that he had to do was go see Granny Grant the Spey-Wife, and he let her know what was happening. As he walked up to her cabin he heard a voice that he recognised inside the closed door, his Mum!




    He stood outside listening, as he heard Granny say to her, “This medicine will stop you conceiving another child and if he asks, tell him it is for the pain from the beatings that he’s been giving you”.




    Mum was still being hit by his stepdad Rory thought, and he would have to ask Pooie Doo (The nickname for Father Doogan who taught natural science, due to being covered in pigeon poo from his care of them) what conceive meant. If only he still had the Hagpipe he would beat his stepdad and let him know what it was like to suffer!




    Rory heard his Mum push her chair back to get up to leave. He quickly stepped back from the door, pretending that he was just walking up to it as they came out. His Mum and Granny were both very pleased to see him, with his Mum giving him a warm welcome and big kisses and cuddles. After a few minutes his Mum said that she would have to go, and Rory saw her put a small pouch in her pocket.




    Granny went to her fire and warmed up some of her special Haggis for him. Rory ate it, which made him feel a lot better and he told Granny what had happened, and all about the Abbot and the book. Granny nodded, and she told him he would have to come and see her every day from now on, as he would need her special Haggis to stay strong. Rory promised, and then he went to look for Angus, the oldest apprentice at the blacksmiths, to see if he could get a martial arts fighting lesson from him.




    He felt that he would need to know it, now that he could no longer call on the power of the Hagpipe.




    Monday came, and Rory settled into a routine of work at the forge, before school, learning how to beat iron and do minor repairs to farm implements and general goods and then back for more work afterwards.




    He studied very hard and he was determined to learn as much as possible to prepare him for whatever might be ahead. He watched and learned from Hamish and the other blacksmiths. They were impressed with his commitment and enthusiasm, and they were glad to teach such a willing student. Every spare second of the day was given to his education, with very little time given to play and relaxation. As a result, his body and his mind were being toned in ways that he was unaware of.




    As promised he continued with his special lessons with the Abbot and accompanied Pooie Doo (Father Doogan), to the Doocot where he learned how to train the pigeons to return to their own coops, and to carry messages folded in fine soft waterproof lead bands, attached to their legs. The pigeons arrived in wicker baskets periodically by cart and boat from other Abbeys and Monasteries of the Monks of Saint Columba, where they returned when they were released.




    This was a very sophisticated messaging system. The “pigeon post” may have been a little slow but it usually arrived. If the distance was too great for one pigeon to fly, then the message was transferred to another one at the closest Abbey to its final destination and sent on its way, until it arrived at its journey’s end. This way, information and credit note transactions from the issuing Abbeys were updated and the receipts were returned by cart, along with each new batch of pigeons. Only then were the transactions finalised in the accounts of the issuing monastery.




    Information was very valuable, and the Monks were constantly being updated on items of importance from everywhere where they were situated, which was in all the major cities and places of importance. The Monks awareness of current events made them a major influence in the control of the country. This was the first truly workable messaging system and some unscrupulous landowners knew the value of the messages carried by the small birds. They would supply their tenants with nets fixed to long poles, to intercept the birds as they flew past, with a reward for each message retrieved, and a free pigeon pie for supper.




    The tenants called this the inter-doo-net which was very similar to today’s internet, but it was far more secure than the modern version, as they rarely succeeded in intercepting the messages. As anyone who has ever tried to grab a pigeon stealing crumbs from their feet will know, they are very hard to catch!




    Rory was amazed at the complexity of the system with all the cages named with the destination of the pigeons, from the Abbey in Iona to the monastery in Kilwinning and all the places in between. Only the pigeons from Urquhart Castle were allowed to fly free, as they were already home and they wouldn’t fly away. The rest were kept segregated and were only released outside when they were flying home with their message attached.




    During this first instruction from Father Doogan, Rory took the opportunity to ask him what conceive meant. Father Doogan went a bright scarlet colour, and began stammering about this subject being for a later lesson in biology when Rory was older. This confused Rory and he pressed the matter, looking for an answer. Father Doogan eventually relented and asked Rory if he had seen the ram with the sheep in the fields. Rory answered he had and Father Doogan with a sigh of relief explained that was how the lambs in spring were made or conceived. Rory disliked his stepdad even more now for doing that to his Mum, but he understood what Granny Grant was doing with her special medicine, saving his Mum from giving his stepdad another child.




    Johnny, his young stepbrother, was spoiled rotten and he was starting to behave just like his father, treating his Mum like a servant, trying to order her about.




    Not having another Johnny would be a good thing!




    Rory thanked Father Doogan and hurried off to the stables where a riding lesson had been arranged for the boys of the castle of his age, from Murdo Hands the head stableman. All the boys and wee Charlie Campbell were already lined up in the paddock at the side of the stables when he arrived.




    Each one stood next to a horse suited to him, picked by measuring the size of the horse in comparison to the number of Murdo’s hands joined together. This system is still used today with horses measured in HANDS! Rory saw wee Charlie standing next to a small pony of three hands, which was smaller than the paddock fences. Its saddle was on.




    Murdo saw Rory arrive and he shouted to him to go into the stables and pick a horse. He already had a favourite, a young jet-black stallion who he had been visiting giving him crab apples since he was born two years before. He called him Jet and he had responded to the name, so the name stuck. As soon as he saw Rory he started throwing his mane back and neighing, in anticipation of a treat.




    ‘Just as well he had lifted a few carrots from the kitchen earlier,’ thought Rory, as he held one out on his open palm. Jet gobbled it down, greens and all, and began nudging Rory with his nose around his plaid, looking for more.




    He petted Jet and he told him “later,” which he accepted and stood still as Rory put on his saddle, bit and reigns. Jet walked out calmly beside Rory to the paddock where the other boys weren’t having the same success. Murdo Hands was shouting at some of them as they chased loose horses about the paddock, and others were getting into a right pickle, trying to put saddles on.




    He saw Rory with Jet all ready, and standing calmly, and he smiled at him, and asked him to give the other boys a hand. After a short period of time, Rory’s carrot supply was exhausted, but order was restored.




    Wee Charlie looked pleased with himself as he had managed to put the saddle on his pony all by himself, and he climbed up the fence and onto the pony. As a reward, Murdo said that he could go first. Wee Charlie’s big smile soon changed to a squeal, as soon as he started to move. The whole saddle spun round, dangling him upside down below the pony, with Charlie still clinging on, looking through the front legs of the horse, as it walked round the paddock.




    Everyone burst out laughing. Even Murdo had tears running down his face as Charlie screamed for help. Well, so much for that lesson, but everyone else made sure that their saddles were tight!




    


  

OEBPS/Images/AFsw_276928_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/Bild2sw_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/Bild3_fmt.jpeg
.-
Enneural





