 Excerpts from “She Wept Black Tears”.
I have included three chapters one from the start the middle and close to the end (I did not wish to give away the ending)

(from the start)

I had left the sanctuary of my house behind, my bookshelves and television, my flushing toilet and running water to head into the wilds of Scotland. The excitement overwhelmed me as I prepared everything, made sure that I was ready and packed all that was needed. I realised as I was doing this that I was replacing one form of protection with another. I left my brick and plaster house to enter my metal and glass car. That was hardly roughing it and so I decided to park my car many miles from where I was going so I had no easy reliance upon it. Rather I took my small rucksack with my small tent and replaced one sanctuary with a smaller, trivial, one made of Nylon and plastic. 

I had faced the wild with none of the tools I carried with me now but not in the winter. I had spent sometime in the depths of the ancient Caledonian forest that once covered most of Northern Europe with nothing other than a knife and a lighter. 



The winter carries greater challenges, food is scarce and hard to find, the cold and rain can kill when hypothermia kicks in and trying to light as fire is almost impossible.

The spring is almost the same thing, blossoms appear, berries form, plants flower but all these things take time to grow. 

Young rabbits appear and deer but there is no meat upon them and so killing them for sustenance is a waste of your hunting abilities. Until I am starving I will not do it, the spring is a time of growth, nothing is there yet.

A reasonable, small tent, a box of matches and a tin of beans in case I am stuck does not strike me as extravagant though to true survivalist’s it may seem so. I also take with me a bottle of rum. On the cold nights, nothing heats you more than a nip of “Captain Morgan’s” This is a real challenge for me, feeding myself and still enjoying my holiday.





I have a small brook rod to fly fish the many hilltop rivers that stream from the mountains of this northern land searching for the faraway sea strapped to my rucksack and a catapult for rabbits and squirrels in my pocket. I have not brought an air rifle, after all I am only here for a week or two.
I should even, in a time of little, still be able to provide for myself. We shall see.

The tent was murder last night. Spring in Scotland, early spring too and it is warm, the tent felt like a sauna, the sun shining gloriously from a crystal blue sky. I had pushed my sleeping bag down to my upper thighs without knowing I had done so, the heat tremendous.  I need to find a cold stream and wash. Pick up some water as well. I enjoyed the rum too much sitting by the fire last night.   










He had seen it. Yesterday. Before he camped. A strange formation near the cliff top that commanded the view over the sea loch, something that looked like a ruined and ancient hill fort upon one of the hill crags over Castle Sween. 

Rob had been a history student since his early days even though he had never studied history in school. Flitting the curriculum, he had studied history for the first two years at secondary school but even then, he was not very good at it, simply because the teachers did not make it interesting. Many years later he was to discover his love of the nature and the history of his native Scotland and when it first entered his thoughtful head it played around in there like a child in a jungle gym. 


It played and pirouetted, and all that he knew of history and all that he imagined had been or was true became his passion. Rob had never been good at sleeping, He was hyperactive or focused or anxious or nervous, he had no idea but he knew that he did not sleep as others do and that had been true all his life. 


He started reading in earnest around the age of ten and did not stop he read fiction, fact and fantasy with an equal favour but he just did not sleep and so devoured books in the way a bulimic may devour cakes or a nymphomaniac may devour men. A satyr, women. He did not even know that he was different he just read, he could not sleep he just wished to know everything.  Even if it did not matter to him he had to know.



He had to find out, had to know.



The remains of the hillfort had not drawn his eye but rather an eagle soaring, riding the thermals between the two mountains. One tree covered, with Norwegian pines, planted due to their fast growth and the quality of the wood produced but shadowed with slower growing hardwoods like birch and lime, with deeper roots to stabilise the land and with so many more uses.  



The other mountain as bare of trees as the other was covered in them. Volcanic rock had created it many millions of years ago and it probably looked around the same now as when it had pushed itself skywards from the bedrock. He would call it a mountain but he would consider it a crag, a living piece of Earth rock risen from the land that he loved and so would love it’s bare, sere, rocky majesty in return.


There was a crack in the black basalt bluff, no vegetation grew upon this majestic volcanic monster except in the crack. This break in the solid rock wall ran at a forty-five-degree angle from just above sea level and with time had been filled with windblown sand and earth a normal product of the Scottish winter. 

Dust and snow particulates and windblown sea wrack filled it up until a verdant slash appeared on the mountain. Looking almost like a hostess wearing a sash.



I suspect that Alpines first grew, clinging tenaciously to the rocks, subsisting in little soil and with only a little sunshine but over the years as more deposits of earth, wind and rain accumulated, hardier and stronger plants were able to take root and make their presence known.


This green and verdant slash, a knife wound in the grey and black of the mountain stood out beautifully and gave me hope that I could climb the mountain.

…………..













Later;

Above the long dormant volcano, an eagle, riding the thermals and circling in the brilliant blue sky had drawn my eye to a circular indentation on the landscape. Mountains and rocks had their own peculiar formations and I was no geologist but I felt that shape could only have been man made. 

I took my binoculars from my backpack, throwing the rest to the ground. Have you ever tried to scan the sky with a heavy backpack? If you have well you know the sore shoulders and pains in the neck already.



Rob watched the eagle through the binoculars for a while; he watched as it described slow lazy circles, the wings never flapping, soaring on the thermals, lording it over the mountains of Scotland. Mountains, glacial cold and forbidding a few months ago, but now verdant with the onrushing spring. 




Eagles are rare in Scotland now, even in such remote locations, and seeing one so clearly is at best an occasional sight.

Watching its progress drew his eyes to the hill that it soared above. There were stones upon it. A wall, obviously, man-made but they had fallen into ruin many years ago, brought down by age, weather and perhaps, earlier, clan wars.

Rob guessed it was a hill fort, for this land is covered in the remains of duns and broch’s. Hillforts and cysts. He was not far from Kilmartin Glen and knew the area’s history well. The mysteries of Neolithic Scotland were not unfamiliar to him but they were greater than even he could imagine.

This part of Scotland was covered with antiquities. Mid Argyll is a treasure trove for the historian and viewer of the ancients.






He knew that the indentation seemed like something but could just be some dyke that had fallen into ruin but guessed not, why build a dry-stone dyke on top of a hill. It was a fort of some sort. At worst, a “dun”. 

“Dun” was an old Scot’s word for a walled farming community, built to withstand raids by stronger communities, that may wish to steal livestock, sheep or cattle in times of hardship or just for the sake of it. 

Duns are common all over Scotland, a ragged warlike community of souls all fighting for survival and protecting what they owned. Raids upon neighbouring clan lands were commonplace and so a wall and solid defensive position was vitally important for small communities.

Hill forts are a different beast altogether. They were owned or founded by the local laird, chieftain or tax gatherer. They were considered positions of power and often built upon holy or auspicious sites. 




Unlike the Brooch’s of earlier years and the Castles and keeps of later years these Hill Forts still served the same purpose. They were created as warning to raiders and invaders that there was a local power in the area and that it was not to be meddled with.

I could imagine the promontory, above an almost enclosed sea loch, a position of power. Able to protect boats of all sorts, the coastline itself and the inhabitants of the area. After all, if you could not protect the farmers, fishermen and townsfolk then why would they pay your taxes. 

Also, this was an easily defensible position with a safe harbour in the “West of Scotland”. Something so rare that It would be worth defending. The west coast of Scotland is beautiful but rugged and forbidding, rock filled bays and rambling sea lochs are common. 





It is much like the coast of Norway with fjords and narrow passes, prominent mountains beyond the coastal plane.
Life for the villagers, farmers and fisherman would be hard but the sea was huge and plentiful, the lands near the coast fertile and the weather clement. Not the worst of lives.
Nor certainly the best.  


Excerpt two.


Morrigan


Often have I perched here, crumbling stone beneath my talons.  Sandstone seems to be sand fossilized and hardened and so returns to dust and I like that thought. With time. 

I have always had time, I will always have time and though times have changed I can still reap the souls of battle. Battle these days seems meek to me, a husband, drunk, batters his wife to death, a knife drawn in a pub late at night, No longer can I sit upon one of many corpses littering a large field as I once did. I did one hundred years ago in the flat fields of Belgium, then I fed and filled, gorged on human flesh. My Ravens followed suit and striped corpses to the bones. 

I was then the mother again. the seed of death. For Thorfinn was my son, brother to MacBeth, Lord of Orkney and the Isles. The feeder of ravens. His axe laid many low and so they tell Tales of him now as they do of me.


I love my many sons but wish I had been allowed to bear a daughter, strong and tall. Alas that was not to be my fate and my line will die after my many sons have gone. I the raven, the feeder of death, 






Often, I have perched here, often I have fed here, often the corpses have piled high at the gates and walls of this place, often the fields here have been drenched in blood. Often, I have fed here. I imagined it like the Somme when my daughters and I fed upon Flanders fields, gorged ourselves upon flesh and foolish mankind again. years later at Dunkirk we were glutted upon human flesh but here we felt most at home, worshiped and fed. I remember the days when the Celts stormed the walls, fools racing uphill to their doom, later trying to take the citadel by stealth, given away by their cries of pain as they stepped on the thistles that covered the landscape around the site, 


I remember the blood, sinew and eyes that I drew from each of the dead on that day.  I can taste each death upon my tongue. I remember their names. 



This has been the site of many battles, many deaths, many wars and so I am drawn to this place as I have always been. 


I can feed here, mightily. I can smell it now, even after such a long time, where I sat upon the walls and waited, I can smell it again, coming, another war.
I can see the old warriors donning their Armour, wraiths now, thralls to the void and the Magician, Melchior

The lord of the Celt's before they vanished. I disliked their demise as I enjoyed their music and art, much as I can enjoy anything, being a creature of death and chaos. So, this place was my place. Time after time the fort was stormed, first by men, with ladders and siege engines, then by wraiths who once were men then by the ghosts of wraiths who had forgotten their human forms.  Here I could feast with my children of battle the crows the gulls, the magpies and here we were heartily fed.







Maeve, was made from magic, all those of the Fae were, she was a River Sprite and knew that Calcalion’s love for her, was to be his downfall and shame. 

She had loved him from the very first time she had saw him sitting upon the river bank pretending to fish. He was beautiful, manly, but inept and as she watched from her depths, hair streaming like river weed in the current; knew that he was thoughtful, concerned and that he was a good person.

Maeve rose from the river bed and stood among the reeds and bull rushes that framed the sides of her river. She watched Calcalion, though she did not know his name at this time, long and closely. He was strong, muscular for one just reaching manhood. 









His face was heavy, wide lipped and sensual, his nose small but his eyes were emeralds shining in the twilight. Green and true. 

Maeve had seen their future but was born of magic and so, powerful in her own way and in that way, she thought to change their destiny. She walked from the reeds naked and into his view, watching his emerald eyes and she knew that he would love her. 

He loved her, this magical beauty, he loved her with all his heart and soul and soon Maeve conceived a child. Creatures of Faerie rarely conceive with a human partner but so deep and close was their love that she bore him not only one child but soon after another. They named the two boys, Calis and Sacalis. The boys did not grow like their father, being half of the realm of faerie, but quickly and faster than any human would and within three years they were rivalling their father in strength and physical ability.





Calcalion, loved his strange and wonderful willowy wife as much as he loved his children now grown to be his equals in strength dexterity and ability and even capable of more original thought than he.   


Calcalion thought of his wife, his children and his land and people and they were all that he thought of, making a good ruler. One of note, of munificence, of greatness. He had become a king amongst kings, one worthy of note and notice. And the other kings became jealous, of his might and power, his beautiful wife and magical children.
 
They envied his wondrous, magical, wife, his athletic children, his good voice and sensible thought and grew jealous of his position, life, and place. 






Yet none felt strong enough to challenge him and so looked to magic to even the scales.

Lanre, the lord of Lensiter, approached the witch, Bathberria seeking a solution to his problem. It was difficult to find a witch, it was ten times more difficult to find a true witch but Lanre had found one true to her cause and better still one that had no love for Calcalion.


                           Bathberria


“I come seeking a glamour. I wish a death upon my enemy” he said quietly taking care to shield his face and wealth.
“I need, a player taken from the game, something that I believe you capable of doing” he said quietly. 



“I am willing to pay handsomely for your talents. Are you willing to consider my proposal? 



He sat silently, respectful of my gifts, too many these days think that we are simply carnival acts when we are followers of the one true art. I appreciated the respect and the manners, often lacking in the young these days.
“I beg you to hear my request, Magician”, The bow that followed was deep, showing respect, and knowledge of my abilities.

I ask a boon of you, mistress of the dark and unknown, I ask this boon as one relayed from the mouth of a king. 
I wish you to ally yourself to me and for us to create a union between strength and mystery.

I am sent to tell you of the rise of a new king, Calcalion and his queen who is of the faerie, a River Sprite that he fell in love with while young. She seems the focus of his attention.  whilst he still seeks to unite the many lordships earldoms and lands and create a greater kingdom.   

“I can feel your fear and your loathing, I can feel you drawing away from me, your fear palpable.” I said looking at the rich robed figure kneeling before me covering his eyes. 

I do fear you, my lady, He said, still covering his eyes and posture supplicant. Only a fool would not fear you and I hope that I am not a fool. Yet I ask for this boon from you, one of the old ones, one of the Tuatha de Dannan. I ask for A death.

I was proud in my majesty. A giver of life and death, one that communes with the gods and was flattered that the robed one feared and respected me. I drew myself up my cloak of Crow feathers and the smoke from the censers I know made me look different and regal.

“Tell me of your princeling I asked of the richly robed servant. Tell me all of him. I pushed upon the wood reinforced flap of the tent throwing it back against the outside wall, letting the smoke and miasma disappear from the place as I stood, doffed my Cloak and sat as a human, no longer a witch, to converse.







“Tell me of your Lord Calcallion” I asked as I sat before the now glowing fire. “remove your arm from your face, you have nothing to fear, I am intrigued by your proposition” The young man raised himself slightly and removing his gracious arm looked into my eyes. I had him already, his deference told me of his belief, meeting my eyes cemented the bargain. He was mine until I had no use for him anymore.


Tell me of your wish for your master? Tell me all of his wishes and wants and I will make a bargain with him. 

“My master is good and wholesome, careful and thoughtful and wishes only the best for the whole realm, you must understand that he is not as ordinary men. It is why I serve him happily, He is worth serving.







“Tell me of this king in the making, tell me all about him and what he requires of me as I will accept his will and provide you with all you require. More, I will provide you with me”.

I stood tall, dark haired with emerald eyes, a sharp nose, wide lips and a ruddy complexion. I dropped my robe to let the boy gaze upon me. All he saw was beauty, perfection, and unharnessed sexuality but that is all that I wished him to see. 
Do you believe that I cannot tempt him from his river sprite?
I assure you that I can, the poor fool whimpered gazing up at me with adoration. I know the magic of nature, I know the magic of the river and the sea but we live upon the land and as long as this is so then I will hold sway. 

In a river, the sprite, would best me, In the sea, with help from friends she may humble me but upon the land I hold true magic and blood magic and even a river sprite will not do me harm. I will humble your king.




I beckoned the boy forward until he was inches from my naked body. Kissed his lips and said this is not for you but for your lord.

[bookmark: _GoBack]I took straw, I took the blood brought by the boy and the hair, and started weaving them together into a nest I drew upon his soul, his own personal being and I drew upon his thoughts and memories and created a glamour that would ensnare this young and wonderful king to me.   
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