
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Scottish Knight

        

        
        
          The Young Explorers, Volume 3

        

        
        
          S T Cameron

        

        
          Published by S T Cameron, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      SCOTTISH KNIGHT

    

    
      First edition. July 17, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 S T Cameron.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8886230321

    

    
    
      Written by S T Cameron.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To Chloe, Julian, Mae, and Jarrett

For whom I wrote this story

      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1
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Oorlich, Scotland 1537

The pouring rain and booming thunder of the storm raging outside the small, thatched cottage meant nothing to the old woman. Neither did the screams of the infant inside the cottage as she moved about, gathering the ingredients she would need. The infant’s mother clutched the swaddled girl to her chest, trying to will the baby’s cries to stop, but the screams continued as they had since the night before. Her husband held his wife with one arm and pressed his other hand on the bundled girl’s back. He glanced at the old woman as she brewed the elixir.

“You are sure that it will cure her?” he asked, but the woman just mumbled to herself as she added ingredient after ingredient to the potion warming over the fire.

The husband stole a glance at his wife.

One of their neighbors told them she had cured her young son of a pox that had turned the boy’s tongue black. Everyone whispered among themselves that she was a witch and the mother refused to visit her at first. But when the little girl’s cries became screams, they came calling at the woman’s door.

“Hestor...” the man began.

“Shush!” the woman cut him off. Taking the cup with the elixir off of the flames, she set it on the table to cool. She grabbed a small brown bottle from a shelf crowded with a multitude of other bottles and placed it beside the cup.

She turned to the mother and reached for the baby.

“I’m not sure I...” the man tried to say as he stepped between the witch and his daughter.

“Do you want her to die?” The woman scowled up at him. Another peal of thunder seemed to emphasize her mood. Her eyes, sunk deep in the ruts of her wrinkles, reflected the light from the fire, giving her a more menacing appearance than her small stature normally would.

The man moved his mouth, but the words wouldn’t come.

Hestor pushed him aside and grabbed the screaming infant. The mother’s hold on the child gave way along with her resistance to the witch.

The woman laid the baby gently on the table next to the potion.

She picked up the brown bottle and placed three drops into the cup with the rest of the liquid.

The man recognized a symbol on the bottle’s label.

“That’s a poison!” The man tried to grab the child away from the old woman.

The woman held the child on the table. “Only in large quantities,” she told him. “Now stand back and let me save this child.”

The man shrank back next to his wife. He grasped her hands as she mumbled a prayer.

The woman mixed the potion once again. Using her finger, she dripped the liquid into the screaming child’s open mouth. The screams stopped as the girl began choking on the elixir.

The couple started forward, but the old woman’s hand stopped them in their tracks.

“She’ll be fine,” she said. “Let me do this.” She continued dripping the liquid into the baby’s mouth.

The screams and coughs died down as the girl swallowed the potion as fast as the old woman could drip it into her mouth.

Suddenly, the sound of horses galloping through the wet roads up to the front of the cottage replaced the sound of the girl’s screams.

A sharp knocking startled the couple, but the woman ignored it and continued to feed the potion to the infant.

There was another sharp knock, followed by a shout.

“Open this door by the order of Lord MacGregor!” a man shouted from outside.

The couple looked at each other with fear. The old woman did not respond to the order.

There was a crack. The door broke open and two of the Lord’s guards, dripping with the storm’s deluge, lunged into the cottage.

“You there,” one guard yelled at Hestor. “Stop that!”

The two guards grabbed the arms of the woman, who put down the cup before they overpowered her.

“You are under arrest for murder and practicing witchcraft. You will come with us and stand before the Lord this very night,” the guard told her. Two other guards appeared at the door to help.

“I must give this medicine to that child,” the woman protested. “Else, it will die.”

“You’ve already killed another child!” the guard shouted. “We won’t allow you to kill another.”

The guards at the door backed out of the cottage as the other two dragged the old woman out into the mud of the street.

“Feed her the rest,” Hestor yelled to the couple over the din of the storm. “Finish it if you want her to live.”

The guards bound her by chains to the cart waiting outside and mounted their horses. At once, they started off down the road, pulling the woman stumbling through the mud after them.

The couple shivered in the wind that swept into the broken cottage and looked at each other, both white as sheets.

The mother quickly bundled their daughter up and gathered her into her arms. She went to the door and looked out at the storm pouring rain across the village and countryside. She looked back at her husband, who hadn’t moved.

He looked at his wife with wide eyes. When she nodded out at the storm, he turned, grabbed the cup with the remaining elixir, and joined her in the doorway.

Then they both slipped out into the storm. The man held his hand over the top of the cup to protect the potion until they could get home and give the rest to their little girl.
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The stench in the dungeon cell below Castle MacGregor was a mixture of vomit, excrement, and rotting straw. When they threw a prisoner into the cell, it often made them sick enough to add their own contribution to the smell. But after a few hours, they no longer noticed anything but a massive pain in their head.

They imprisoned Hestor long enough that she no longer noticed it. She sat on the floor next to the gate, whispering with her daughter and young granddaughter. They were not yet immune to the odors.

“What are they going to do with you?” her daughter asked.

“I’m accused of being a witch,” Hestor said. “What do you think they’re going to do?”

Her granddaughter hid her face in her hands and sobbed.

“Now, Eisla,” Hestor said, reaching through the bars and stroking the young girl’s long black hair. “Everything will be fine.”

“Don’t lie to her,” her daughter said. “It will not be fine.”

“Kellina. You and Eisla will be fine.”

“What about you? He won’t let you go this time.”

“Maybe not. But, I’ve done what I can in this life. And it’s been a long one.”

“Are you just giving up?” Kellina asked.

“No,” Hestor said. “I will do what I can to appease...” She paused and looked away into the darkness of the cell. “... or fight back.”

“What are you planning?”

Hestor turned back to Kellina and smiled. “Nothing you need to worry about.”

“Can we ask Lord MacGregor to let Gramma go?” Eisla asked the two.

“I’m going to,” Kellina said.

The door to the dungeon opened with a screech and a clunk, startling the young girl. She moved closer to her mother, and they held each other as the guards came to the cell door.

“The Lord requires your presence,” one guard told Hestor as she rose to her feet and shook the straw from her dress.

“Let’s not disappoint him,” Hestor said. “Lead the way.”

The guards led the woman out of the dungeon, with Kellina and Eisla following behind.

––––––––
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They brought Hestor before Lord MacGregor in the great hall he used for formal meetings and, as on this night, trials. He sat on a heavy wooden throne behind a long table on a dais three steps up from the main floor. A smaller chair flanked the throne on both sides. The one to his right was empty, but his eleven-year-old son, Euan, occupied the one to his left.

They brought Hestor to the bottom of the steps and pushed her down on her knees in front of the table. The guards stopped Kellina and Eisla in the back of the hall.

“Welcome to Castle MacGregor,” the Lord said, laughing.

“Thank you, M’Lord,” Hestor said. She kept her voice low.

“Do you know why you are here?”

“Many reasons, I’m sure.”

“They have accused you of being a witch and a murderer.”

“Is that the real reason?” Hestor asked.

Lord MacGregor narrowed his eyes at the old woman. “What other reason could I have?”

“You may still harbor bitterness that I wasn’t able to save M’Lady after she gave birth to your son.”

The Lord glanced at the boy, who sat staring at the floor. He glared back at Hestor. “Don’t mention my wife again!”

“I am sorry, M’Lord,” Hestor said, bowing forward. “Am I wrong?”

Lord MacGregor didn’t reply. He looked up at the guard at the back of the hall.

“Bring in the witness,” he commanded.

Several guards pushed the two-story doors open and gestured to a red-haired woman waiting outside. She entered and approached the dais, stopping a few feet to the right of the old woman.

“What is your name, child?” the Lord asked her gently.

“Marjary, M’Lord.”

Hestor could see several bruises on Marjary’s face and hands, along with the redness of rope burns around her wrists.

Marjary remained silent for several minutes. She glanced down at Hestor, tears in her eyes.

“Don’t worry, dear. Tell them what you need to.” Hestor told her quietly.

Marjary closed her eyes and looked up at Lord MacGregor.

“The witch... Hestor...” she began. Her body shook, and she swallowed hard. “She made a potion she said would cure my little Brodie.”

“And did it?” the Lord asked.

Marjory held her hands up to her eyes and wiped her tears.

“No,” she said, barely audibly.

“There we have it. Your witchcraft murdered her son.” Lord MacGregor boomed.

“He was too far gone,” Hestor told the woman. “I tried my best, but it wasn’t enough.”

“I know,” the woman whispered.

“You tried your best to kill him,” the Lord said. “And you succeeded.”

“No!” Kellina shouted from the back. “She always tries to help people.”

The Lord stood and shouted, “Quiet!” Then he pointed at her and commanded the guards to bring her forward.

The guards escorted her roughly before the dais. Another guard grabbed Eisla and dragged her to the front as well.

“Who are you?” He demanded.

“I am her daughter, Kellina,” she told him.

“Why should I take your word that she isn’t a witch?”

Hestor shook her head at Kellina.

“Ask anyone. She’s helped many people in the village who were sick or ailing.”

“I did. I asked this woman,” he said, waving his hand toward Marjary.

“Ask other people.” Kellina insisted. “It’s not possible to save everyone.”

“She refused to save my wife,” The Lord asked.

“She didn’t refuse. She couldn’t save her. But there are many others she has helped.” She said.

The Lord sat back in his chair and touched his lip with his finger. After several minutes, he leaned forward again and waved his hand at the guards.

“Stand for the verdict,” one guard said, and pulled Hestor to her feet.

“After some deliberation, I find you... not guilty of murder,” the Lord said with a smile.

Kellina, Eisla, and Marjory breathed audible sighs of relief.

Hestor simply stared at Lord MacGregor, seemingly not breathing at all.

The smile disappeared from the Lord’s face as he stood.

“However, I find you guilty of being a witch,” he said in a low tone. “Your house will be burned to the ground along with all of the the evil things inside."

"No!" Kellina shouted.

MacGregor continued "You will be taken from here to the courtyard of the castle, where I will behead you myself. May God have mercy on your soul.”

After glaring at her a moment longer, the Lord turned and left the hall. Kellina collapsed to the floor.

The guards took hold of the old woman and escorted her out of the hall, a look of determination darkening her face.
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The news of the coming execution spread quickly throughout the village. Despite the receding storm and the darkness, villagers filed through the gates and filled the edges of the courtyard. They talked in excited whispers at first, but the conversations gained in volume as the space filled with other noisy villagers.

Before the guards could place the basket in front of the block on the raised platform in the center of the castle’s courtyard, a crowd filled the surrounding space. Some in the crowd were gawkers who wanted to see the witch die. Others were there to witness the passing of the woman they sympathized with.

Moving among the crowd were people with other motives for being there. Jugglers, minstrels, and other street performers milled through the crowd with their songs and entertainment, looking for appreciative patrons to throw a few coins in their hat.

Merchants set up carts to sell fragrant pies, strong ale, and execution memorabilia to the people massed in the yard, not able to get away. For many of them, it would be their best sales in many days.

The courtyard had a carnival-like atmosphere with an abundance of laughing, feasting, and singing. An atmosphere far from the serious nature of what was about to occur.

The doors to the keep opened to reveal four guards who escorted the old woman out into the courtyard. The doors closed again behind them.

At first, the crowd focused on the party and didn’t notice. Soon, people started falling silent and elbowing others who hadn’t seen the entrance of the witch.

After a few moments of quiet, hecklers started taunting her.

“Oh, my. Look who’s gonna die,” one man shouted.

“You’ll see Satan in hell tonight,” another one said, waving a tattered Bible in the air.

Then the crowd began laughing and cheering all over again.

One man threw an egg at the old woman, but it missed her and splattered against the boots of one guard. He grabbed his sword and pulled it a few inches out of his scabbard, glaring in the direction where the egg came from. There were no more eggs thrown that night.

He let the sword slide back down into the scabbard and turned to help his fellow guards hoist the old woman up onto the platform.

Once at the top, her hands were bound behind her, and they forced her to kneel before the block. They pulled the top of her robe down, exposing her neck and shoulders.

The guards stepped back and stood at attention in a circle around the woman so that she could not attempt to escape her fate.

When all was ready, they stood silent. The crowd hushed in anticipation of the coming spectacle.

The doors to the keep opened once more and Lord MacGregor strode out into the courtyard, followed by his young son, Euan.

Lord MacGregor wore his full plate armor. His long sword was in a scabbard tied around his waist, and he tucked his helmet under one arm. He moved smoothly and easily in the armor up to the platform and looked around the courtyard, waving his arm in greeting. The armor gleamed in the torch light of the courtyard.

Euan wore a smaller set of plate mail. He had no helmet or sword. He tripped as he climbed the steps to the platform.

Coughs and snorts erupted throughout the crowd as they tried to stifle their laughs at the boy. Lord MacGregor scowled at them until the noise died down again.

After he righted himself, the boy stood quietly behind his father. His face was beet red.

“This woman is guilty of witchcraft and is sentenced to die,” the Lord said over the low din of the crowd.

A few ‘Kill the witch!’ shouts came from several places in the courtyard.

Lord MacGregor smiled and continued, “We must root out these witches from wherever they hide in the land. They must not gain a foothold in our village or turn us against one another.”

More people in the crowd shouted in agreement.

“Tonight, we will rid ourselves of this one, but we must be vigilant and root out any others that we can find,” he said and looked at Hestor’s daughter and granddaughter, who stood by the doors to the keep.

“Kill the witch!” The chant began throughout the crowd and grew until most of them joined in. Lord MacGregor smiled and let them go on for several minutes.

Then he motioned for quiet.

“But I am not eager for blood,” he said. “If the witch will renounce Satan and give up her evil ways, it might persuade me to simply banish her from this place.”

He turned to Hestor and smiled down at her.

“Will you give up your witchcraft and lead a more pious life away from here?” He asked her.

He waited for her answer. The crowd grew silent as they too waited to see if she would agree.

“All that I can promise you is...” Hestor began. And then she started to chant.

“Darkness will fall, and light will flee.

Alone, without shield and guard, you’ll be.”

“Silence her,” the Lord shouted to his guards.

“Evil you wrought, and evil you spread,

All bringing a curse down onto your head.”

The guards grabbed her arms, and one covered her mouth with his hand. He screamed and pulled his hand away to find blood gushing from the gash she bit into it.

She spit out a bit of his flesh and continued.

“As now you cut and as you rend,

Thus, will all the Lords here end.”

A flash of lightning lit up the courtyard and a peal of thunder rolled over the village. The crowd gasped and fell back away from the platform where the old woman kneeled, laughing.

“Place her on the block,” Lord MacGregor said.

The guards pulled her forward and laid her head on the bloody block.

The Lord stepped forward and pulled out his sword and raised it over his head.

Kellina pulled Eisla to her and forced her to look away.

The sword was swift and true. Blood splattered against the block, the guards, and the platform. The witch was dead.
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Lord MacGregor stormed into the antechamber of his private quarters. Several maids were waiting for him with rags to wipe the blood from his armor.

“Damn witch,” he snapped.

He noticed the maids sneaking glances behind him. He turned to find his son standing at the door, still in his armor, blood splattered on the armor and on his face.

“What are you doing there?” he yelled at him. “Get cleaned up.” Tears ran down the boy’s face.

“I will assist Master Euan,” one maid said, rushing to help him out the door and to his own quarters.

“Wait!” the man told her.

He turned to his son. “As the master of this castle, I have many responsibilities. And that includes keeping order and punishing those that break our laws. Do you understand?”

The boy nodded and wiped the tears and blood from his face.

“When it is your time to be Lord of this castle, you will have to be brave enough to do the same,” he said, “and you can’t be crying about it all the time.”

Euan sniffed once and stood in silence before his father.

“Go now and get out of that armor,” he told the boy. The boy turned and fled the room with the maid after him.

“I hope he’ll be ready when it is his time,” the Lord said quietly to himself.

The other two maids helped him remove his armor, clean the pieces, and reassemble them on the stand in a tall cabinet. The sword hung from a hook beside it as the cabinet was closed.

Once the Lord cleaned up and dressed for bed, he dismissed the maids.

He sat at a small table where they left a few morsels for him to eat before he retired to the bedroom. He finished the bread, cold venison, and warm ale and leaned back in his chair to review the events of the day.

The muffled sound of metal against metal rang out from behind him. He jumped up and spun around. But there was nothing to see. No one was there.

The cabinet door slowly creaked open. As he approached it, the door suddenly opened wide. The sword tipped out and clattered onto the floor.

He breathed a sigh of relief. “Will they ever learn to put things away securely?” he asked himself. He picked the sword up, threw open the cabinet door, and hung it back on the hook.

“Probably not.” He slammed the cabinet door shut, blew out the candles in the antechamber and went into the bedroom for the night.

The bed took up most of the room, with a towering wooden post at each corner carved like a yew tree, with gnarled branches coming together to form a canopy over the bed.

He turned the key in the bedroom door and listened for any more noises emanating from the antechamber, but it was as silent as the grave.

“Damn witch,” he said again. “She’s got me on edge.”

He extinguished the candles about the room, leaving the bedroom in shadows except for the light of the low fire that burned in the massive stone fireplace.

He crawled under the covers and settled down for the night. After a few additional moments of listening for sounds, he hunkered down under the covers and tried to sleep.

Hours later, he awoke to a banging. He sat up and scanned the room.

Everything was as it had been and as it should be. He listened, but heard nothing more.

Did he hear something, or was it part of a dream? He wasn’t sure.

He lay back on the bed again when suddenly, there was a thunderous bang on the bedroom door. He jumped out of bed and stood before the door, listening.

“Who’s there?” he demanded.

Something thudded against the door again. He could see the door vibrate.

“Guards!” he yelled. “Come at once!”

Another thud. The door buckled.

“Guards!” he screamed louder. “Where are you?”

The next thud caused the door to splinter open toward him. He fell back away from it and grabbed an iron poker from the stand next to the fireplace and held it up in front of him like a sword.

In the doorway was a man in armor wielding an actual sword. But when he looked again, he realized the intruder was wearing not just any armor, but his own armor and he was using his sword.

The intruder closed the distance and swung at the Lord. The weapon clanged against the poker and glanced away.

“Guards!” the Lord called again. “I need you!”

The intruder was relentless and swung the sword at the Lord again and again. The Lord could defend himself with the poker, but he knew it was just a matter of time before it would overpower him.

“Who are you?” the Lord yelled at the intruder.

The intruder raised his sword over his head. As the Lord prepared the poker to meet the attack, he saw it.

He could see into the helmet of the knight because the faceplate was up. There was no face inside, no face and no head.

“What are you?” he screamed.

When the sword came down against the poker again, it knocked the Lord backward on the floor. The poker skidded away under the bed.

The Lord pushed himself back away from the intruder, who strode forward to him.

The sword flashed one more time, and then it was still.

Euan ran to his father’s bedroom when he heard the cry of the guards. The maid who tended to him earlier in the evening tried to prevent him from entering the room, but he got around her and saw the bloody scene.

His father lay on the floor with his suit of armor standing over him. The hands of the knight clamped on the sword hilt, with the blade balanced on the floor at the spot where his father’s head should have been. It did not move.

“Witchcraft,” he said.

He glanced around at the guards and the maids in the room. They were all looking at him. It took him a moment to realize they were waiting for his orders. His father was dead. It was up to him now to take charge.

“We need to get rid of it,” he said. “What can we do with it?”

“Drop it to the bottom of the lake,” one guard suggested.

“It’s just armor. It won’t drown,” the boy replied. He moved up closer to the armor and peered at it.

“Careful there,” another guard said.

“What about rocks?” someone suggested.

“Rocks won’t break it unless they are huge rocks,” another said.

“What about the east garden?” Euan said. “Father was having part of it paved with heavy stone blocks. Maybe we can bury it with stone blocks on top.”

“Can we get it down there?” a guard asked.

“See if it will let you carry it,” the boy said.

The guards tentatively approached the suit of armor. They placed their hands on it and lifted it while another guard attempted to take the sword from it.

The armor did not resist. In a matter of a few hours, they buried it in the east garden with a dozen heavy stone blocks stacked on top of it.

Only then did everyone breathe again.
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Scotland, June 1919

C.J. Kask was on the viewing deck of the Falcon II, a state-of-the-art airship that had been his home for the last week as he flew from Minnesota, over New York City, and across the Atlantic Ocean to Ireland. Now they were approaching Scotland and their destination, MacGregor Castle in Oorlich.

C.J., at only thirteen-years-old, was already a veteran of several archaeological expeditions at places all around the world. But this next one seemed more like it was going to be a vacation.

With him were Sadie and Scotty MacGregor, two of his fellow Young Explorers and relatives of Alastair MacGregor, the current Lord MacGregor.

Lord MacGregor was having part of the castle excavated prior to building a new wing and invited Sadie and Scotty’s father, Walter, his cousin, to come visit and take part in the excavation.

“Are you excited to see your family’s castle?” C.J. asked Sadie.

“It’s their castle, not ours. We’re just related to them,” she told him.

Sadie was the same age as C.J. and was just as excited about archaeology as him.

“I can’t wait to see the castle.” Scotty piped up. “I love the architecture.”

Scotty was two years younger than his sister and seemed to be an expert on everything having to do with architecture and engineering.

“Are we almost there?” a girl’s voice said behind them. Laura Hall, another member of their Young Explorers group, joined them on the viewing deck. She was carrying her Gaelic language textbook. They spoke Gaelic in Scotland and the twelve-year-old was trying to learn as much as she could before they arrived. She loved learning languages as much as Scotty loved building things.

“No sign of Scotland yet,” Sadie told her. “Soon though, I hope.”

Edna MacGregor appeared at the door to the viewing deck.

“Time for lunch,” she said. “Come across to the dining salon.”

The four headed out for the lunch after one last quick look down at the waves below them.

Their parents were already seated at the table when they got to the dining salon.

“What have you kids been up to?” Angus Kask asked.

“Just watching for Scotland.” C.J. told his father.

“We’ll get there soon,” Walter MacGregor said.

“We’re just excited to see the castle,” Scotty said. His mother and father nodded.

“We know,” Edna said, “it’s all you’ve talked about since we left home.”

“An urrainn dhut Gàidhlig a bhruidhinn?” Teresa Hall asked her daughter.

“Tha mi air cuid ionnsachadh,” Laura said.

“What was that?” C.J. asked.

“I asked Laura if she could speak Gaelic.”

“And I told her I’ve learned some.”

Both Jackson and Teresa Hall smiled at their daughter.

A server appeared from the kitchen on the deck below with a platter full of sandwiches. Another server brought cold water and iced tea.

C.J. didn’t realize until that moment how hungry he was. He glanced around and saw the other kids scarfing down their food as well.

When everyone was done, Angus dismissed the kids.

“We’ll reach the castle in an hour. Change into something more appropriate for meeting a Lord.” he said.

The four of them left the dining salon and went to their cabins on the middle deck.

Since there were only eight cabins, C.J. and Scotty shared one.

The cabin was tiny, with just a sink and a small, curtained closet. There was a lower bunk that doubled as a couch during the day. They could lower a second bunk at night. Scotty had claimed the top bunk as soon as they had moved into the cabin.

It wasn’t much different from the sleeping cabins on many trains that they had traveled on.

After changing, C.J. visited the lavatories on the lower deck.

The lower desk was where the kitchen was and where the crew had their cabins. It was also where the bathrooms were.

The hatch that opened into the airship itself was also at the bottom of the steps

He was apprehensive at first when he heard they were going to fly on an airship. He had heard that the hydrogen that was used in airships was dangerous and could start on fire and explode.

But this airship used helium, a less dangerous gas. It also meant that the airship had to be small since helium isn’t as buoyant as hydrogen. But that was fine with him.

When he returned to the viewing deck, the other three kids were already there.

“Do you see land?” he asked them, leaning over to see through the windows.

“Not yet,” Scotty said.

The weather had been good on the Atlantic crossing, but now there was fog ahead of them.

“What do you know about this castle?” Laura asked Sadie.

Sadie lowered her voice. “I’ve heard it’s haunted.”

“Really?” C.J. asked.

“Yes,” she said, “a banshee shrieks almost every night, signaling someone has died.”

“Oh my,” Laura gasped.

Scotty giggled.

C.J. scowled at Sadie. “You’re just joking around.”

Sadie elbowed her brother. “You gave it away.”

“I couldn’t help it,” Scotty said, laughing.

“It’s just an old castle,” Sadie told them. “No ghosts or banshees. Just some crumbling walls.”

“Is it just a ruin?” Laura asked.

“I don’t think so.” Scotty said. “Lord MacGregor and his family still live in it, so there must be some livable parts.”

“Have you ever been there before?” C.J. asked.

“No. We haven’t even seen a picture,” Sadie told them. “It will be as much of a surprise to us as it will be to you.”

“Look!” Laura yelled. The three kids looked in the direction Laura was pointing. Out of the fog ahead of the airship, gray cliffs appeared. They had finally reached the Scottish mainland. They were almost to Scotland and soon after that, Castle MacGregor, the MacGregor Family’s ancestral home.
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As the Falcon II sailed over the scenic landscapes of Scotland, the airship’s engines, while quieter than a train, startled many of the sheep and cattle that they flew over.

They startled a few people as well. They pointed up to the airship, probably thinking the Great War was back on. Once the kids waved at them from the viewing windows, they usually sheepishly waved back and then returned to whatever it was they were doing.

One boy was riding his bicycle and, when he saw them passing overhead, began pedaling as fast as he could to outrace them. But he soon fell far behind as the road wound through the countryside, but the airship sailed straight through.

They even sailed over a golf course at one point. They were worried that one golfer would drive a ball up into the airship, but soon realized that they were still too high for the golf balls to reach them.

Along the way, they passed over several old castles. Some of them were just ruins, with no one able to live in the rubble. Others were in better shape, with plentiful signs of habitation. They even waved at a woman who held a young child near an open window to wave at them.

Each time, they wondered if that castle was Castle MacGregor, but each time C.J.’s father, who was reading some papers in a high-backed chair, would lean over to see.

“Nope,” he would say, and they would go back to watching for it.

The kids felt like they had flown past a hundred castles before Angus’ answer changed.

“That’s the one,” he said finally.

The kids hung over the windows, trying to get a better view of Castle MacGregor. As they got closer, they could see more detail of the castle and the small town surrounding it.

The castle itself was on a hill overlooking the town. They built the keep like a horseshoe wrapped around a central courtyard. Around the keep were massive gardens encircled by walls made of consecutive archways. Over the years, some of those walls broke, scattering stones on the surrounding ground.

On the edge of the hill surrounding the castle was a high wall. At the base of the hill was a moat.

The ditch that was the moat had been wide hundreds of years ago, but now it was just a narrow waterway no bigger than a small stream. They originally designed the wall and the moat to protect the castle from invading armies.

Angus pointed to a wide, flat field just outside the walls.

“The pilot will probably set the ship down there,” he told them.

As if in response to his statement, they heard the engines change as they slowed down and circled around the castle toward that open field.

As they flew over the drawbridge that passed over the moat and led through the castle walls, they saw a red-haired girl about their age sitting on the edge of the drawbridge, apparently fishing in the moat.

When she saw them, she jumped up onto the ledge of the drawbridge and frantically waved at them as they passed.

They waved back. As they passed overhead, she jumped down, ran to the other side of the drawbridge and leaped up on the ledge again.

They passed over the town as they descended to their landing. A few people came out to see what the noise of their engines was.

A priest came out and stood on the steps of his church to watch them glide by. He didn’t wave.

A young couple was walking in the streets. They looked up and tentatively waved when they saw the kids waving down at them.

An elderly woman with wild white hair stood at the door of her small home with her arms folded in front of her. She just scowled at them and ignored their waves.

A bunch of kids ran out of their school, shouting and waving as they went by. Their teacher ran out of the school after them. She tried in vain to corral them and get them to go back inside.

The airship descended more rapidly as they approached the landing field. The sound of the engines changed once again as they slowed for the final approach.

They had viewed the landing procedures several times before on the trip across the United States and Canada, and this time was no different.
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