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WHAT PEOPLE ARE SAYING ABOUT


Don’t Doubt the Magic!


When I first interviewed Cathie Devitt I was intrigued by the story line of her first book Don’t Drink and Fly, her characters feel so real that you know you know them from somewhere. Add a little magic gone wrong, a dash of some lies and whole lot of confusion and now you have a story that you want to read to the end.


With this second book Don’t Doubt the Magic!, we see lies desperately trying to be covered up and a need to know the truth at all cost. Cathie has done it again and once more we are drawn into the mystery of the past and a desire to know what the future holds for the character Bernice, who has now turned to the Tarot to find her truth.


I love Cathie’s story of why she became an author and being true to her own passion, so much so I will be interviewing her for the 3rd time very soon.


Sara Troy, www.selfdiscoveryradio.com


Cathie Devitt deftly brings two of Scotland’s distinct and traditional cultures together; the claustrophobia of tight knit island life and the alienation of urban life. The characters are so sharply defined they feel like your own friends and relatives and she hasn’t sugar coated the Gaelic culture either, choosing to present it in all its glorious darkness.


Imagine a Dan Brown novel but with the plot twists and turns being absolutely believable.


What a brilliant TV series this trilogy would make.


Des Dillon, www.desdillon.com
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This book is dedicated to: My beautiful, talented nieces: Kathryn Devitt, Anna Devitt, Melissa Jarvis and Olivia Jarvis. I am so proud to have watched you grow from babies into intelligent young women.


Take charge of your lives and make every second count. Love you.








Other Titles by Cathie Devitt


The story of Bernice O’Hanlon Part One: “Don’t Drink and Fly!”:ISBN-13: 978-1782790167, 1782790160.


“This is the first novella of a trilogy, so even when we reach the end of the first stage of Bernice’s journey, we know there’ll be more drama waiting to unfold, and this reader, for one, is looking forward to enjoying more of the potent new voice on Scotland’s literary scene that is Cathie Devitt.”


Brian Whittingham – poet, playwright, editor, and teacher of Creative Writing in Glasgow. He has also taught at Seattle University as a visiting professor.


“Don’t Drink & Fly!” centring on a free spirited Wiccan witch, Bernice O’Hanlon, deftly brings two of Scotland’s distinct and traditional cultures together; the claustrophobia of tight knit island life and the alienation of urban life. The characters are so sharply defined they feel like your own friends and relatives and Cathie Devitt hasn’t sugar coated the Gaelic culture either, choosing to present it in all its glorious darkness.”


Des Dillon, internationally acclaimed award-winning writer, broadcaster, playwright and teacher of Creative Writing.


“Moving between an unpolished Glasgow and a complex island community, Devitt’s magical mayhem conceals shadowy family secrets. Bernice and Maggie, amidst spells and betrayals uncover a multitude of duplicities which tests and ultimately cements the bonds of their friendship. Sad and funny in equal measure Cathie Devitt’s “Don’t Drink And Fly” is the first of what I hope will be many adventures for Bernice, the Wiccan witch.”


Laura Marney, is a novelist and teaches the MLitt Creative Writing programme at Glasgow University.


“Don’t Drink & Fly!” Is a story of struggles, dark family secrets, and people haunted by the past. It is a confusing, messy sort of setup which is a good deal more like life than fiction, and as a consequence makes a nice change in a novel. I could not work out where it was going, and it kept surprising me. This is something I like in a story, rather than neatly explained, everything clear and reasonably predictable writing. The Paganism in this story is recognisable to me, this is the kind of witchcraft that fits into my world, these are characters I could imagine meeting down the pub. It’s grounded and fantastical in equal measure, and I really like how the magical elements are handled”.


Nimue Brown Writer.





Preface


This is Part Two of my trilogy of novellas about the life of fictional character, Bernice O’Hanlon. Each of the three parts can easily be devoured on their own. Think of them as literary tapas. I hope you are hungry!


I created the character of Bernice after I discovered the world of Wicca. I love to explore different cultures and living in an area that has a history of the persecution of witches, I was keen to find out just what the term “witch” means in today’s modern world. Part of my research was speaking to a range of people who practice Wicca, also reading books by professionals in the field such as; Raymond Buckley and Gerald Gardiner, taking part in Sabbat celebrations and other events such as the annual International Festival “Witchfest”, held previously in London and organised by “The Children of Artemis”. There are proposals to re-locate to Brighton. (See Doreen Valiente Museum, Brighton).


I have created a network of people who are happy for me to discuss the path they have chosen and why. We talk about how Wicca fits into their lives and the reaction of others when they tell them that they are a witch. I found that many of my own beliefs and practices were similar to those practiced in the Wiccan community. I have for a long time enjoyed the benefits of natural herbs and remedies, which are part of Wiccan culture. I have a collection of crystals because I love the look and feel of them. I am now more educated in their properties, use and benefits. There are many aspects of Wicca which seem to me to be common sense and all about being a decent human being who respects others and appreciates the wonders of nature.


The story of Bernice is one of intrigue and mystery, with a dash of humour, and explores the delicate intricacies of relationships.


Many readers who enjoyed “Don’t Drink & Fly!” contacted me for more information about Wicca. With this in mind I have include some explanations and a glossary of terminology.
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Introduction


For Bernice, going back to the island where she was raised by her grandparents was a difficult but necessary journey. On the news of her granny’s death, Bernice found new strength to confront the man she saw as being the primary cause of her estrangement from the woman who raised her and introduced her to the spiritual world that she embraced.


The confrontations that follow with others raise more questions and revelations than anyone should have to deal with, but deal with them she must.


There was a crowd back at the farm speculating about her fractured life. The noise was unbearable. Though the gathering was her idea, Bernice felt the need to escape.


Drawn to the beach, despite the darkness and chill in the air, she knew that the waters would soothe her.





Chapter 1


Nick grabbed at his chest as he ran the last few yards towards the shore calling her name. ‘Bernice! Be-r-nice!’ His calls went unanswered.


‘It’s not a good time for skinny dipping in Scotland,’ he mumbled as he glanced from left to right and left again before spotting her in the water. Scrunching the fabric of his shirt tighter he sprinted towards her.


Bernice turned at the sound of his voice. She rose with the sea at waist level and began walking towards him with slow, deliberate strides.


‘Bernice!’ Nick stumbled, falling to his knees with the effort of his mad dash. She flopped down beside him, her hair tumbling like seaweed across her face.


‘Sleep jogging?’ She laughed.


Nick pulled at his tie and spluttered. ‘Looking,’ he coughed, ‘for you.’


She pressed a finger to his lips and pulled his head onto her lap. Pushing her hair behind her ears, she let the heavy mane drip down her back.


‘For me, you came looking for me?’


Nick cleared his throat and nodded.


‘How did you know I was here?’


‘Bernice! I thought you were at the last stop before the terminus.’


‘Eh, you’ve got it all wrong, Nick. I wanted away from the bedlam, that’s all. I needed a bit of space.’


‘Bedlam? They’re all there for you. You asked them to be.’


‘So? Now I want to be here.’ Bernice pulled an atheme from her bag and began to draw a circle on the sand. ‘Sit with me, Nick.’


Nick shuffled closer. He blew on his hands. ‘You must be freezing.’ He slipped off his jacket and draped it around her shoulders. Bernice continued to carve the circle.


‘What’s with the knife?’


‘Atheme, Nick.’ She paused. ‘A-tha-may.’


‘What are you like with your weird language?’


‘It’s Wiccan not weird.’


Nick watched closely as Bernice placed four candles on the sand. She trod softly around the circle, setting a candle at each of the four quarters. ‘North, South, East, West.’


Nick admired the colours as she lit each one. ‘Traffic Lights?’ he asked.


‘Green for earth, red for fire, yellow for air and blue for water,’ Bernice explained.


‘Bernice? Don’t you think we should be getting back to your guests?’


‘I have guests?’ Her throaty laugh was almost melodic. ‘I want to connect with the deities not the dafties. Will you join me?’


‘No. I’ll sit here and make sure you don’t get arrested or measured for a nice white coat with lots of buckles.’


‘It’s your loss. You know, the universe has a pretty good sense of humour and we mortals are fallible. You need to open up to new ideas, embrace challenge.’


Nick lay back on the sand and stared at the dark sky, barely aware of Bernice as she moved within the circle, her voice soft and low. He closed his eyes and thought back over the previous few weeks. No wonder Bernice was losing control. Nick could see why she might want to end it all, but no, she leaves her own granny’s wake to prance about the beach in a circle of candles.


Bernice poked him in the side with her toe. ‘Come on Rumpelstiltskin, suppose we should head back. I’m done here for now.’


Nick helped Bernice pack away her tools. Her hand brushed his and he looked into her eyes a bit longer than he probably should have.


‘I know it’s been difficult and exhausting but those folk back at the farm are on your side.’


‘You think?’ Bernice asked.


He let his gaze drop, confused by the effect that Bernice was having on him. ‘Okay. I’ve a bar to run. We need to make plans to get back to Glasgow. Life goes on.’


‘Life goes on for some,’ Bernice whispered. ‘This island is where my life began.’


Nick sighed. ‘Look, this has all been very stressful. I get that. But surely you feel better knowing that you still have family. Liam?’


‘I don’t believe that nonsense about Liam. He can’t be my brother, and I can feel he’s not my son.’


‘It was 20 years ago, Bernice. You were young and afraid, your head wasn’t in the right place. Dermott wouldn’t lie. Why would he? If he says Liam is your brother, just accept that. Your son, Humiel, you need to let the past go. You lost him, Bernice. Hanging onto false hope is driving you crazy.’


‘I’m not saying Dermott’s lied knowingly, but Granddad worked him and Robbie like puppets. They’re not the sharpest lemons in the gin. Think about it. If Liam is Granny’s son, he’s my uncle, not my brother. They say he’s my brother?’


Nick scratched his head. ‘Unless? Unless McShane and your granny had a relationship?’


‘This isn’t a Hollywood film script. This is my life. Someone is lying. It just doesn’t add up. None of it does.’


Look, we really need to get back. That note you left at the farm tonight? A bit cryptic don’t you think? Or was that your plan? Looking for attention? You made it pretty difficult for Maggie and Stacey. We thought you were off to top yourself.’


‘Like mother like daughter?’


‘Your mother’s death was an accident.’


‘Was it? You know, until tonight, I was terrified of the sea. Those waves can drag you down. All that space below. Ever heard of the term “Ordeal by water,” Nick?’


‘Something about witches being thrown into water to prove they were in cahoots with the devil?’


‘That’s about right. Suspected of being a witch you were thrown into deep water. If you drowned you were innocent, floating meant you were guilty, and sentenced to death, probably by fire. Bit of a raw deal, eh?’


‘We’re in a different century, Bernice. Things have moved on.’


‘No they haven’t. Society just made up new words for persecution: apartheid/homophobia/anti-semitism/sectarianism/racism, and don’t start me on bullying. Do you realise how many folk suffer in silence because schoolmates, workmates, even family and friends tease them to the point that they just can’t face another day?’


‘Oh, Bernice, please, it’s not the same.’


They walked back to the car park without speaking, a bedraggled couple with an invisible, widening gap between them.


Neither noticed the car that followed a few lengths behind as they pulled out of the parking bay.





Chapter 2


Back at the farmhouse, the wake was well and truly over. Granny had been mourned and praised and most of the buffet was gone. Maggie was busy clearing away the debris. Stacey and Liam lay snuggled under a duvet on the sofa.


‘Honey, I’m Home!’ Bernice called out as she came through the front door. ‘Just off for a quick shower.’ She took the stairs two at a time, leaving Nick to find Maggie in the kitchen.


‘Is that it? She’s just going upstairs? She gives no explanation, nothing?’ Maggie wiped down a worktop.


‘Have you been crying, Maggie?’ He touched her shoulder and she pulled away.


Stacey hobbled into the kitchen still draped in the duvet. She rubbed her eyes. ‘Is Bernice okay?’ she asked Nick.


‘Of course she is.’ Maggie poured dregs down the sink. ‘Bernice is always okay. Goes off like a firecracker and leaves us to clear up the mess.’


‘I said Liam and I would help in the morning, Mum.’ Stacey pulled the duvet tighter.


Maggie banged a tumbler down so hard that it splintered. She gasped.


‘You’ve cut yourself.’ Nick grabbed Maggie’s hand and pushed it under running water. They both watched her blood swirl like raspberry ripple down the plughole. Maggie pulled her hand away and grabbing a tea towel pressed down hard on the cut.


‘This is all so crazy,’ she sobbed. ‘I want to go back to Glasgow. I don’t want any more to do with this spooky island. It’s full of psychopaths and half breeds.’


Liam stood beside Stacey. ‘You’re mum isn’t talking about the mess from the party, Stacey. Are you?’


Maggie sucked her bleeding finger and turned away.


‘Why don’t you and Liam head upstairs? Things always look better after a night’s sleep.’ Nick scooped coffee granules into two mugs.


Maggie wiped her nose and leaned against the sink.


‘Come on, let’s go through and have a cuppa. It’s been a long night.’ Nick led the way.


The ceilings in the farmhouse were low. The walls white-washed but stained with nicotine. An old hearth warmed the small room. Years before, the situation could have been quite romantic.


With the two youngsters out of the way, Maggie began to speak. ‘How strange is all of this?’


Nick shook his head.


Maggie continued. ‘It’s like a nightmare, but real. I thought Bernice was coming to terms with it all. I thought she’d found closure.’


Nick glanced around the cramped room. He felt like he’d travelled back in time with the heavy furnishings and brassware. He noticed a small tapestry on a side wall and leaned closer to admire it. The delicate needlework made the image look three-dimensional: a cluster of bluebells, tied with the palest ribbon.


Bernice walked into the room. She wore a dark purple kaftan trimmed with gemstones and a towel wrapped around her head like a turban.


‘This is cosy. You two want to be alone?’ Bernice smiled.


‘Grab a coffee, Bernice. We need to talk,’ Nick suggested.


Bernice sat beside Nick. ‘I’m tired. I’ll skip the caffeine. What do you want to talk about?’


‘You invite the village idiots and their cronies here and then go wandering off for a midnight swim. Have you any idea how that went?’ Maggie snapped.


‘No idea, tell me.’


‘They already have you down as a screwball. This just added fuel …’


‘To the fire?’ Bernice glanced at Nick. ‘They were getting a fire ready for me?’


Nick rested his hand on Maggie’s knee. ‘The fact is, we’ve all tried to support you through this, but Maggie’s right, we need to get back to our own lives in Glasgow, with or without you, Bernice.’


Silence hung like cobwebs from the beamed ceiling. Bernice settled back on the sofa. ‘You know how much it meant for me to come back to the island. I really thought I could find the answers but I’m no further forward. I need to know what happened to Humiel.’


‘Humiel? You lost your son in childbirth. Just accept that. He’s buried with your mother in the church cemetery.’


Maggie gasped. ‘No. He isn’t. I can feel him close to me at times. Grandad was a liar through and through, and as for McShane, he’s so pickled in Poitin he’d sell his soul to the devil, although, I doubt if even he of the cloven hooves would want a soul as dark as McShane’s in his collection.’


Nick pressed his finger to his lips. ‘Shush.’ He spoke slowly. ‘Bernice. What happened to you was horrific. You don’t want to bring charges against McShane and that’s your call. The old guy’s on his way out anyway. He has The Grimm Reaper stalking him. He’s told you where Humiel is buried. Unless you want to go to court and get the grave exhumed, you need to accept what he says. Accept and move on. Look, I know you don’t want your grandad buried anywhere near, but what about Granny? Why do you think Grandad wanted her cremated?’


‘Because he had something to hide. You can’t do an autopsy on a pile of ash.’


Maggie stood up sharply. ‘So now you think your grandad murdered your granny? Are you serious? You couldn’t make this up.’


Bernice turned to her friend. ‘Has no one ever told you fact can be stranger than fiction?’


‘The only fact here, Bernice is that you have lost the plot, totally lost it.’ Maggie’s face flushed as she clenched her fists by her side. ‘I love you. I support you.’ She paused.


‘Now for the Abbott theory,’ said Bernice, ‘ah, but …’


Nick interrupted. ‘You have to admit this is way too creepy to make sense.’


‘I don’t think Grandad murdered Granny. I never said that. Maybe it’s you two who are jumping to conclusions.’


Maggie drank her coffee and stared into the mug.


‘You’re right. I don’t want Grandad anywhere near my true family. But then I don’t think the church cemetery is where they are. ‘
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