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With all of its ancient castles,
churches, graveyards, and misty
expanses, Scotland is beautiful and,
at the same time, it can be spooky.

I know this prsthand, having
visited the country three times.

My most mystical experience
took place in the year 2000 as |
spent four days studying at the Clan
Donald Center library, and visiting
our family castles.

My most remarkable memory
was of an evening in Ardvasar, a
small community further out on the
tip of Skye, past the Clan Donald
complex.

| was staying at the top of a hill
that overlooked the Sound of Sleat,
where the ferry “Lord of the Isles”
crosses each day to bring its load of
tourists and visitors to Skye.

The bed and breakfast, where 1
was lodging, also happened to be the
local post ofpce, and the lady of the
house was also the local ambulance
driver. Ardvasar is obviously a small
town in a far-away location.

Just down the cobblestone road
from my B&B stands the Ardvasar
Hotel. It was here that | was to
experience a time warp of sorts, on
of all days, my 50th birthday, which
I had always said | would spend on
the Isle of Skye.




For many years | had vowed to be
on Skye on my 50th and my children
made it possible by purchasing
me a plane ticket for that week, to
Scotland. With little sleep, | drove
a few hours, from the Glasgow
Airport, to an overnight stay in
Crianlarich, about 6 miles above the
head of Loch Lomond.

The next morning the wind was
howling and | was told about a gale
blowing in from the Atlantic, and
about a pshing trawler, missing
off the coast of Skye, which it was
feared had sunk with all hands.

When | reached Skye, | checked
into my B&B and headed for the
Clan Donald Center, where | spent
much of the next few days.

At night | ate at the Ardvasar
Hotel and when the big day came,
my landlords asked if I was going
to the birthday party that night, at
the hotel. | was a little surprised as
I hadn’t told anyone that it was my
birthday. | was even more surprised
to pnd out they werenit talking about
me, but rather about the owner of the
pub, who was also celebrating that
day. The innkeeper was a former
MIA agent and had settled down in
this far off place to pnd some peace
and quiet.

When | arrived at the pub, the
barmaid, dressed in a typical old-
fashioned wench-type outpt, went
to the kitchen door and quietly said,
“The American is here.”

My host came out to greet me
and said he’d return to eat supper
with me and buy me a few rounds
of Guinness.

While | waited for my food,
I overheard about six to eight
psherman, bellied up to the bar,
discuss the lost trawler. | specipcally
heard one of them say that the sailors
out on the Orkneys considered
themselves Vikings, not Scots.
Each man was dressed in ancient

This is the Ardvasar Hotel, on the very tip of the Isle of Skye Sleat Peninsula,
where | ate my dinners for four consecutive nights. | celebrated my 50th birthday
in the pub, here, along with the owner, who was also celebrating his birthday the
very same day. It was very easy to go back in time inside this ancient pub, which
faces out toward the open waters of the Sound of Sleat.

pshermands garb of a pullover
style of jacket, covering a woolen
sweater, and most had navy blue sea
caps on their heads. Their clothing,
their accents, and their demeanor
combined to send me back in time.

The spell I was under was broken
when one young man backed out
of the crowd and pulled something
shiny out of his pocket.

Was itagun...aknife?

No. It was a cell phone!

My little time travel came to an
abrupt halt as he made a call on the
modern contraption.

Eventually, my host joined me
and we shared some stories and
some pints. Later, as | walked along
the rugged sea shore, looking down
at seaweed, and black water, and
remnants of old stone buildings, |
thought, “If 1 could ever be frozen
in time, let it be now!”

It was as if a veil was parted
between yesterday and today.

Scotland has a wide collection
of superstitions, including loch
monsters, fairies, and the belief
in curses. What is known, today,
as Halloween is based on the old
Celtic New Year of Samhuin. This
celebration began on October 31st,
with November 1st being the prst
day of the new year. At this time of
year, spirits from the Otherworld
were said to be closest to those on
earth. It was also at this time that
the gods of the Druids were to be
appeased, and when “old souls”
would meet again on Earth.

During the celebration of
Samhuin the veil between this world
and the next was thought to be so
thin that the dead could even return
to warm themselves at the hearths of
the living, and some of the living -
especially poets - were able to enter
the Otherworld.

Samhuin not withstanding, there
appear to have been some people






