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      To all the dreamers, never be afraid to claim your own magic.
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        Present Day

      

      

       “Well Fergus, it’s the close of another season. I think it is time to move on,” Bridget said as she watched people stroll by.

      She could tell by the cheering that the joust had just ended which meant it was about 1:30. Fair goers leaving the jousting grounds were passing her small tent headed to one of the many concession tents to fill their mug and buy a giant turkey leg. People love meat-on-a-stick, now and always, and turkey legs are the original meat-on-a-stick. Tomorrow this all would go back to being the county fairgrounds, but for a few magical days had served as the temporary home to the Olde English Renaissance Fair.

      The leaves were just starting to turn, and the air was crisp with the coming autumn. Bridget had found a home traveling with the ren fair circuit, and it was something she enjoyed. Her booth was a quaint purple tent with a small table with two chairs in the middle where she would read tarot cards. The table was surrounded by shelves of jars full of various herbs and displays of crystal trinkets and candles. She sold potions, read tarot and entertained the patrons. She had a very popular booth. It was a good gig for someone like her. She could use her magic and she had something to fill her time.

      “Hey Bridget! Been a good last day for ya?” asked a knight clad in armor.

      “Oh, ye know me, telling fortunes and making mischief,” she answered with a wink.

      “That’s why we love you. Are you coming back next year? I think someone’s making the rounds to vendors to see who is returning.”

      “Oh, I imagine I will be back. This has been one of my best fairs this year.” 

      “Oh, yeah? I heard we were down on attendance this year.”

      “Well, sometimes the most money doesn’t make it the best fair. There are good people here,” she said.

      “There sure are. Where are ya headed now?”

      “I think it is about time I go home for a while.”

      “Back to Scotland?” he asked.

      “Aye, I haven’t been back for quite some time. It will be nice to see home again.”

      “I bet it’ll be nice to be home, you could go to an actual castle, My Lady,” he said as he flourished a noisy bow.

      “I suppose I could,” she said and gave him a smile and a nod. He offered her another clanky bow, then turned on his way calling “Good Morrow, fair maiden,” to a passerby as he made his way down the main thoroughfare. 

       

      If she went back to Scotland for the winter, she could go to a castle she supposed, but why on earth would she? She’d had her fill with castles having grown up in one. 

       

      You see, Bridget wasn’t just a woman who fancied herself a witch, practiced magic and honed her intuition, she was actually magic. And to be fair, although Bridget did look like your average middle-aged woman, a little wide in the hips and a belly before her, she was in fact over 400 years old. You read that right, Bridget was over 400 years old. She had lost track of just how old she was because when one gets to be that old, time just passes differently. Now you may be wondering, how did an immortal magical being come to tell fortunes, and sell potions and trinkets at a random renaissance fair in upstate New York? Well, that, my lovely reader, is a very interesting story.
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        Scotland 1603

      

      

       

      Bridget was the daughter of the castle cook. Growing up here the castle provided endless hours of fun. There were secret passages to explore, pranks to play on the laird’s son, all kinds of mischief she could get up to as a child. She knew the castle and all its hidey holes better than any.

      But now she was getting older, closer to marrying age, what was expected of her was changing. She was helpful to her mother, beloved by the other servants, she was even doted upon by the laird himself.  More than once, she had even caught the laird’s son watching her when he thought she didn’t notice, she remembered him from her childhood years and that is still how she viewed him. His views of her seemed to be changing in ways that made her uncomfortable. Her path seemed to be laid before her. The only problem being she wasn’t sure it was a path she wanted for herself.

      Bridget was a striking girl. And she was at the age where she should be thinking about marriage. Much to the disappointment of her mother, though, Bridget never really showed interest in any of the suitors, for Bridget’s heart had already been claimed by the forest.

      Her favorite time of the day was when she was sent to forage for fresh herbs and mushrooms. The forest offered respite from the damp of the castle and refuge from the oppressive stares of its men. Venturing deep into its sanctuary, until it was just her and the forest, until the green leaves formed a canopy above, and she heard nothing but the bird’s song and the gentle rustle of the wind through the leaves. She would climb trees and cool herself in the stream. Slipping off her shoes, letting the mud squelch between her toes, she wandered the forest with her bare feet on the moss-covered ground.

      She knew the forest well. It felt more like home than the castle ever did. It nurtured the wild child that lived inside of her. There was a connection with the forest she could never explain. So, she would remain here, on her own, for as long as she could. 

      “Bridget!” She heard her mother’s voice in the wind. The sun was sinking in the western sky and the shadows growing long. Quickly, she rinsed her feet in the stream, dried them in her apron, and slipped her shoes back on. Gathering the mushrooms into her apron, she took off for the castle. She had been gone longer than she should have, and her mother would certainly have something to say about it. 

      She was so preoccupied with the verbal lashing she was likely to receive on her return, that as she ran around a bend in her well-worn path, she ran right into a man, or at least the chest of a man. It was almost as if she had run into a wall of stone. She bounced off him while he remained unmoved, strong, and steady. 

      Mushrooms tumbled to the ground at her feet. She looked up at him. He was the most handsome man she had ever seen, and he was smiling down at her. He was tall and slender where Bridget was short and round. Looking at the pair, they could not have been more opposite.

      “Ock, Goodness me, I do apologize,” she said, as she bent down to pick up her mushrooms.

      The stranger bent down, helping her. “No need to apologize, I should’ve been paying better attention. Do you come here often?”

      “Here? You mean the forest? Aye, I do, I gather herbs and mushrooms for my mother. She’s the cook for the castle. I need to get back,” she said as she continued gathering up the remaining mushrooms.

      “Of course, I will not keep you. May I have your name?” he asked.

      Bridget straightened and looked at him, brows pinched. She had grown up listening to stories of the faeries in the forest; she knew she should never tell them her name. This stranger didn’t look particularly fairylike; still, what business did he have asking the name of a girl in the forest?

      “BRIDGET!” her mother bellowed.

      “Bridget? Is that your name?” He asked.

      “My apologies again, but I must go. My mother calls for me,” she called behind her as she set off down the path.

      “Aye, Bridget, get home safely! Hopefully our paths will cross again.” She heard him say.

      She ran all the way home before the sun set. Her mother would be furious, but she couldn’t stop thinking about the handsome stranger in the woods. He didn’t seem like any of the other men in the castle, but there was something about this man that intrigued her. There was almost something familiar about him, but she just couldn’t quite put her finger on it.
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