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To celebrate the release of our first anthology, The Enchanted Faerie, we‘ve 

put together this ebook as a little gift for our readers. Inside you‘ll find 

information about each of the Romance Spinners, excerpts from our stories, 

tasty recipes with a Scottish flair, and snippets of interesting faerie lore. 

 

The Enchanted Faerie comes to you from The Wild Rose Press.  

http://www.thewildrosepress.com 

 

 In 1678, six maidens seek happiness, love, and passion in the Highlands of 

Scotland. A land where myth and truth have no borders, where good shares 

a bed with evil, where spells can be made, and even broken. 

 

Gypsy, Alishandra Orona, has the power and the magic to unleash their 

wildest dreams. But the price is high, if not nigh impossible.  

 

Fall in love with the mystique, magic, and the forbidden in the world of The 

Enchanted Faerie. 

 

 

The Romance Spinners and their stories: 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Compiled, May 2008, by Judy Bagshaw   www.judybagshaw.com 

Edited by Skyla Dawn Cameron   www.skyladawncameron.com 

 

All excerpts and related materials herein are copyrighted and must not be 

used in any way without the consent of the individual author. 

 

The Strongest Magic……………..Judy Bagshaw 

The Beltane Faerie of Fate……..Holly Greenfield 

As Good As Gold……….Heidi Wessman Kneale 

Playing To Win…………………….EJ McKenna 

The Securement of Greggie Donald…Zara Penney 

Night of the Gray Sky……………….Lea Schizas 

 

Edited by Cheryl Wright 

 

 
 

http://www.thewildrosepress.com/index.php?main_page=product_info&products_id=1062&zenid=a329609962d51499d286ee901a488a66
www.judybagshaw.com
www.skyladawncameron.com
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The Enchanted Faerie – how it began 
Foreword by Cheryl Wright, Editor 

 

What do you do when your glass statue faerie talks to you?  

 

She had been sitting on my shelf for many months, but I‘d never reached out to flick the 

switch.  This particular day I did, and she immediately began to change color; red, blue, 

pink, purple. 

 

It was in that moment I realised she was destined for better things than gathering dust on 

the shelf in my office.  

 

She told me her destiny was to help women find their one true love, but not just any 

women, the chosen few were living in an entirely different era. 

 

It was then I realised the faerie would have a huge impact on the lives of several creative 

women living in current times. 

 

Okay, so it didn‘t happen quite like that, but it wasn‘t much different.  

 

I‘d been toying with the idea of bringing a number of writers together to write a romance 

anthology, and my beautiful faerie gave me the inspiration to make it happen.   

 

I spent several days researching the era I wanted to use, and to find suitable background 

information. What I came up with was the year 1678, and the setting was Beltane, in the 

Scottish Highlands.  The authors were also given the names of outlaying towns, which 

they could use in the story if they saw fit to do so. 

 

One of the characters in each story had to be Alishandra Orona, the local gypsy who had 

all rights to the Enchanted Faerie.  Each author was allocated a character name, and that 

would be the main character in her story.  She could introduce any others she felt 

necessary. 

 

The Enchanted Faerie was to be the central point to every story – without her, there was 

no story. 

 

The cost to use the Enchanted Faerie was 100 gold coins – an awful lot in that era – and 

every main character had to find a way to get the money, by legal means or otherwise.  

Once the faerie had woven her magic, she had to be returned to the gypsy, or the user 

would face dire consequences. 

 

And finally, every story needed to have elements of fantasy, and had to be predominately 

a romance. 
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Each and every author was hand-picked by me – some I knew personally, some had 

submitted other stories to the publisher so I had seen what they could do.  They each had 

a free hand to do what they liked with the story provided the above information was 

included. 

 

By the time all the authors were invited, and work began, you could feel the excitement 

in the air. This was to be an exciting and totally different book to anything that had come 

before. 

 

After a while we realised there were lots of questions that still needed answering, so we 

got together by way of an egroup.  About two weeks before the book was due to be 

released, the publisher closed its doors.  

 

We were collectively devastated.  

 

However, being the editor of the anthology, I knew the calibre of the stories, and I knew 

we had something extremely special.  So I began to shop it around.  My first port of call 

was The Wild Rose Press, because I‘d heard extremely good things about them, and had 

friends published with them. 

 

They accepted our anthology almost immediately, at the same time asking me to become 

an editor for them.  That meant I could follow this book through to the end, which made 

me extremely happy; I‘d put a lot of time and effort into it, and knew it was very 

worthwhile. 

 

As we began to plan subsequent books, we realised we would be together as a group for 

quite awhile, so came up with what we believe is an appropriate name.  We are now 

known as Romance Spinners, and you‘ll see a lot more of us in the years to come. 

 

I know you‘ll enjoy The Enchanted Faerie anthology, and want to take this opportunity 

to thank you for downloading this book to learn more about us and the wonderful 

Enchanted Faerie anthology. 

 
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

  
   

http://www.thewildrosepress.com/
http://www.romancespinners.com/


 5 

Contents 
 

Authors 

 
Page 3…......Foreword by Cheryl Wright 

Page 6…....…..………… Judy Bagshaw 

Page 10…....…..……… Holly Greenfield 

Page 15……...….Heidi Wessman Kneale 

Page 18…...……..………..E.J. McKenna 

Page 23…....…….………….Zara Penney 

Page 33…....…….…………..Lea Schizas 

Page 37……....…...Editor, Cheryl Wright 

 

 

Recipes 
 

Page 8….…….....................……………..Clootie Dumpling 

Page 9….…….......………...............………..…Butterscotch 

Page 11……...................……...Red and White Gingerbread 

Page 13.…….....................………Jumbles or Knot Biscuits 

Page 14.......................Stoved Howtowdie Wi‘ Drappit Eggs 

Page 16……......…..............…………………Scottish Rock 

Page 17…..….......……...............……………Scottish Broth 

Page 21…...…......……...............……………....…Oatcakes 

Page 22……......……..............……………..Treacle Scones 

Page 25…..……......................…….…..……….Chranachan 

Page 26…...….....…...............………………….Bawd Bree 

Page 27…...…….....................……………….Tweed Kettle 

Page 27........................................................Scottish Herring 

Page 27......................................................Steamed Herring 

Page 28……...................……………………………Haggis 

Page 28................................................................Pan Haggis 

Page 29……......….……..............………………Sassermaet 

Page 29....................Breakfast, Dinner and Supper Tatties 

Page 30…......……...............….………….Rumbledethumps 

Page 30……....................……………………..…Kailkenny 

Page 30..….....................…….……………………Clapshot 

Page 31…………....................……………….Whim Wham 

Page 35……….................…………..Cock a Leekie Soup 

Page 35….…....................………………………Shortbread 

Page 38………...................…………………Forfar Bridies 

 



 6 

Author, Judy Bagshaw 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

www.judybagshaw.com 

 

Publishers: The Wild Rose Press   www.thewildrosepress.com 
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Pearlsong Press  www.pearlsongpress.com 

Fictionwise   www.fictionwise.com  

 

Judy Bagshaw is a retired elementary school teacher and writer in Southern 

Ontario, Canada. As a plus-sized woman, she has long wanted to see the appearance of 

stories featuring full-figured central characters. Much of her work features such 

characters leading rich and active lives, as she does. 

 Romantic suspense is her genre of choice, but she also writes humor, some non-

fiction, and children's stories. Her currently available works include several novels, work 

in multiple anthologies, and a short story collection.. She writes a monthly column for 

Romance Writer2Writer Magazine www.romancewriter2writer.com  

You can find out more about Judy, and read excerpts and reviews of her books at 

www.judybagshaw.com    
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http://www.fictionwise.com/
www.romancewriter2writer.com%20
http://www.judybagshaw.com/
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EXCERPT FROM  

The Strongest Magic 

 
 Jamelia Alegri crept through the shadowy silence of the woods, her heart 

thudding painfully in her chest. The seventeen year old cast quick looks over her 

shoulder, certain that at any moment her father's meaty hand would grab her arm and she 

would be dragged back to their croft. She stopped to lean against a spindly pine to catch 

her breath.  

 Her hair had come loose from its plait and fell like a bronze curtain down her 

back. She gathered it all over her shoulder and formed a rough braid, pulling a ribbon 

from the neck of her nightgown to fasten the end. 

She felt for the heavy cloth bag that hung at her waist, its contents worth her very life.    

If her father ever discovered her theft of so many of his coins he would surely murder her 

where she stood.  

 "Don't be daft, lass!‖ Her father's words spoken with such anger many days earlier 

had hurt and frightened her, as they always did, and spurred her to this desperate action. 

"Ye're to marry who I say, do ye ken?"  

 He was a man of some standing in Halkirkie, a smithy of mythic strength and 

endurance, capable of holding his own in a tug of war with a plough horse. He'd made a 

small fortune from such feats, showing off at fairs and such. He had a large appetite -- for 

food, for ale, for women, which made him much admired by all. All except his daughter, 

who knew the tyrant he truly was. 

  Jamelia pulled her shawl tight around her shoulders and pushed away from the 

tree. The gypsy's hovel was near. 

 She broke through the trees into a small clearing, the full moon bathing the stone 

cottage in a ghostly light. Beside the cottage stood a rickety wooden caravan. A horsy 

snicker drew Jamelia's eyes to a makeshift corral on the other side of the cottage.  She 

could see the flicker of candlelight in the one tiny window and smelled the sharp tang of 

a wood fire.  The gyspy was home.  

 She shivered with a mixture of fear and excitement, then gave one last look back 

the way she'd come, her ears tuned for footfalls and rustling vegetation.  Jamelia detected 

nothing more than the usual woodland sounds, so gave her bare feet wings and flew 

across the open stretch of grass to arrive breathless at the hovel's door. She knocked and 

waited. 

 "Come in, child," said a husky voice.  Jamelia pushed open the door and peered 

into the room lit by candles scattered about the perimeter. A fire crackled in the hearth 

and she could smell a heady mix of herbs, smoke, and something sweet she could not 

identify. "Quick, now!" the voice admonished. "Ye're letting in the night." 

 Jamelia obeyed, closing the door behind her. She could barely stand, so great was 

her excitement. 
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CLOOTIE DUMPLING 

 

This steamed pudding made with beef suet was a must in many families to mark a 

birthday. Apparently, it was traditional to toss three penny pieces wrapped in 

greaseproof paper into the mixture. A dessert, it can be fried up the next morning for 

breakfast. 

 

Ingredients: 
1 1/2 cups fresh breadcrumbs 

¾ cup self-raising flour 

¾ cup shredded suet 

½ cup packed brown sugar 

1 tsp.cinnamon 

¼ tsp. nutmeg 

¾ cup currants (4oz/120g) 

¾ cup thompson raisins (4oz/120g) 

¾ cup sultana raisins (4oz/120g) 

1 egg 

1/3 cup milk 

Granulated sugar 

 

 

Method: 
In a large bowl, combine breadcrumbs, flour, suet, brown sugar, cinnamon and nutmeg. 

Add currants and raisins. In separate bowl, whisk together egg and milk; stir into raisin 

mixture until all ingredients are well moistened. 

 

Pour hot water over clean tea towel and wring it out lightly. Lay on counter and sprinkle 

well with flour. Place tea towel in bowl to line it; spoon in pudding mixture. Bring edges 

of towel together and, leaving room for expansion, tie loosely with string or elastic band. 

Place bowl on small plate or saucer; set into deep saucepan or Dutch oven with about 2 

inches of water in bottom. Bring to boil, lower heat, cover and simmer 21/2 hours 

Remove bowl from pan; carefully turn dumpling out of cloth on to serving plate and 

sprinkle liberally with sugar. Serve with your favorite custard sauce, yogurt or vanilla ice 

cream. 

 

Makes 6 servings. 
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BUTTERSCOTCH 

The ingredients below will make about one pound (450g) of butterscotch. 

 

Ingredients:  
One pound (500g or 2½ cups) granulated sugar  

Quarter pint (150ml or two-thirds of a cup) water  

3 ounces (90g or ¾ stick) unsalted (sweet) butter  

One teaspoon (5ml) lemon juice  

Quarter teaspoon (1.5ml) cream of tartar  

Quarter teaspoon (1.5ml) vanilla essence (extract)  

Oil for greasing a baking tin (pan) 

 

 

Method:  
Well oil an 11" x 7" (28cm x 18cm) shallow baking tin (pan). Put the water and lemon 

juice in a heavy-based saucepan and heat until slightly warm. Stir in the sugar and 

continue to heat gently, stirring with a wooden spoon, until all the sugar has been 

thoroughly dissolved. Don't allow it to boil. 

Stir in the cream of tartar and bring to the boil to 115C/242F on a sugar thermometer (or 

until a teaspoonful of the mixture forms a soft ball when it is dropped into a cup of cold 

water. 

Remove from the heat and beat in the butter. Return to the heat and boil to 138C/280F or 

when a teaspoon of the mixture forms a thin thread when dropped into a cup of cold 

water. (The thread will bend and break when pressed between the fingers) 

Remove from the heat and beat in the vanilla essence (extract). Pour into the oiled tin and 

leave until it is almost set. Then mark into small rectangles with a knife. When it is 

completely set, break into pieces and store in an airtight container. 

 

 

 

Millers were thought by the Scots to be "no canny" due to their ability to control the 

forces of nature, such as fire in the kiln, water in the burn, and for being able to set 

machinery a-whirring. Superstitious communities sometimes believed that the miller must 

be in league with the fairies. In Scotland fairies were often mischievous and to be feared. 

No one dared to set foot in the mill or kiln at night as it was known that the fairies brought 

their corn to be milled after dark. So long as the locals believed this then the miller could 

sleep secure in the knowledge that his stores were not being robbed. John Fraser, the 

miller of Whitehill claimed to have hidden and watched the fairies trying unsuccessfully 

to work the mill. He said he decided to come out of hiding and help them, upon which one 

of the fairy women gave him a gowpen (double handful of meal) and told him to put it in 

his empty girnal (store), saying that the store would remain full for a long time, no matter 

how much he took out. 

Gauldie, E. (1981) The Scottish Miller 1700 ï 1900. Edinburgh, John McDonald. p.187. 
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Publishers:  The Wild Rose Press  www.thewildrosepress.com  

 

Holly Greenfield lives in Upstate New York with her husband and two sons. She 

has always had a weakness for romance of any kind. The harder it tugs at the heartstrings 

the better. Holly lives for writing. Her love of the written word came when she needed an 

escape from the hustle and bustle of everyday life. From there, it became an addiction 

and the characters haven‘t stopped talking since. 

You can visit Holly at her website: www.hollygreenfield.com 

 

 

 
 

EXCERPT FROM 

Beltane Faerie of Fate 
 

 Alishandra held out the basket to her, and Calinda lifted her hand, hesitating. How 

would she learn to love without the fear of loss? What would she do if she found him, 

and then lost him? Worst of all, what if he never found her? 

 ―Go on, take it,‖ he encouraged gently. ―What is the worst that can happen?‖ 

 She blew out a pent up breath. The worst was an eternity without hope. Living 

and knowing that she would die alone. She pulled her hand back, and let it fall into her 

lap. ―The worst would be, if I were tae lose the ability to care for my clan.‖ 

 Shaw abruptly stood, as Alishandra continued to offer the faerie. ―Are ye a 

coward, Calinda Avatar? Are ye afraid of life?‖ he demanded to know. 

 ―How dare ye? I doona see you running off tae claim yer bride!‖ 

 ―I canna run off tae claim her, if she will no‘ commence the chase.‖ 

 ―What?‖ 

 He turned around and took a few steps before he faced her again. ―Just pick it up. 

What are ye so afraid of?‖ 

www.hollygreenfield.com
http://www.thewildrosepress.com/
http://www.hollygreenfield.com/
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 She glared at him and then at the faerie inside the basket. ―What am I so afraid 

of?‖ she spat. ―What do I fear?‖ she yelled, yanking the faerie out of the basket. ―Tae 

love and lose,‖ she said as her hand began to feel warm, the heat increasing as she looked 

down. The faerie glowed ruby red and Alishandra was gone as if she had never been 

there. 

 ―Drop it Calinda!‖ Shaw yelled, seeing a fiery light surround her. 

 But she couldn‘t. The faerie‘s glow held her transfixed, its warmth spreading 

through her veins until it faded from red to the color of heather, darkening as her fears 

seeped from her eyes in fat tear drops. 

 ―Calinda let it go!‖  

 His pleas were off in the distance as the delicate faerie fed on Calinda‘s emotions. 

The loneliness that engulfed her, now ached in every bone of her body, and as she fought 

the reality of what it was making her feel, it turned to the color of a dark, stormy sea and 

she screamed out, ―Shaw, it hurts!‖ 

 She curled forward in pain so great he felt the ground beneath them shake. He 

launched toward her, but was stopped by an unyielding barrier, as if Calinda were 

cocooned in a solid blue shield. He had wanted to give her hope; by praying that she 

would see between them what he had always seen. What he had always known was there. 

The blue glow of the glass faerie illuminated her face, and he could see the anguish she 

felt in her heart, her fears etched in the lines of her face as it contorted in pain. Her coal 

black hair had fallen forward, blanketing her shoulders, and dusting against her skirt, just 

above her thighs.  

 What had Alishandra given him? Was she gypsy or oracle? Was it mystical 

intervention or a deity revealing what a person should seek out on their own? How could 

he have been so wrong? Had he just lost Calinda before he even had her? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

RED AND WHITE GINGERBREAD (Scottish medieval) 

 

Ingredients: 
1lb Honey 

PN Powdered saffron 

1tsp Black pepper 

2 tsp Ground ginger 

2 tsp Ground Cinnamon 

1 lb white bread crumbs 

Box or bay leaves & whole cloves to decorate 
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Method: 

Warm the honey over a gentle heat until quite runny, then stir in the saffron and pepper. 

Pour into a large bowl and add the ginger and cinnamon, then mix in the breadcrumbs. It 

is impossible to say exactly how many breadcrumbs the honey will absorb because it 

varies, but the mixture should be very stiff. If not, add a few more breadcrumbs. Line a 

shallow gingerbread tin with baking parchment and press the mixture into it with your 

fingers. Level the top and leave to firm up in the fridge for several hours, then turn out on 

to another sheet of paper and cut into small squares. Arrange the gingerbread on a large 

plate, then decorate each square with two box or small bay leaves and a whole clove stuck 

in the centre. You can achieve an even prettier effect by gilding a few of the leaves or 

painting the ends of some of the cloves red. 

If you want to achieve a checker board effect, make the mixture up in two lots, adding a 

few drops of red coloring to one quantity of honey before mixing, then continue as before. 

Arrange the red and white squares of gingerbread alternately on the serving plate. Makes 

about 12 servings. 

 

ORIGINAL RECIPE: 

Gyngerbrede (dated from 1430 AD) 

"Take a quart of hony, & sethe it, & skeme it clene; take Safroun, poudir Pepir & throw 

ther-on; take gratyd Brede & make it so chargeaunt (thick) that it wol be y-leched; then 

take pouder Canelle 

ñ(cinnamon) & straw ther-on y-now; then make yt square, lyke as thou wolt leche yt; take 

when thou lechyst hyt, an caste Box (garden box) 

leves a-bouyn, y-stkyd ther-on, on clowys (cloves). And if thou wolt have it Red, coloure it 

with Saunderys (sandalwood) y-now." 

Historical note: Gingerbread, both red and white, was a favourite medieval sweetmeat. 

Home-made gingerbread could be prepared by mixing breadcrumbs to a stiff paste with 

honey, pepper, saffron and cinnamon. Ginger is omitted from the earliest recipe we have, 

but this may be due to an accidental slip on the part of the scribe. Once made, it was 

shaped into a square, sliced and decorated with box leaves impaled on cloves. 

(Recipe from www.fooddownunder.com) ** A Book of Historical Recipes ** by Sara Paston-

Williams The National Trust of Scotland, 1995 ISBN = 0-7078-0240-7 

 

 

The chief of the Clan MacLeod of Dunvegan fell in love with and married a lady 

faerie. After twenty years of marriage she had to return to her own people. Upon their 

painful separation she gifted her husband with a silk banner, a faerie flag. If ever the 

chief felt all was lost, he had only to wave this silk banner to triumph in battle. This 

silk flag may only be used three times. Twice the flag has been waved, once in 1490 

and again in 1520 when the clan was near destruction. Each time their luck turned and 

the clan came out victorious. 
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JUMBLES OR KNOT BISCUITS 

(Scottish/Elizabethan era) 

 

Ingredients: 
1 ½ oz Butter, salted 

4 oz Castor Sugar 

1 tbl Rose-water 

½ oz. Caraway seeds 

1 large egg, beaten 

8 oz plain flour 

Extra rose water & caster 

Sugar for glaze 

 

 

Method: 

Preheat the oven to 350 F / 180 C / gas mark 4. Cream the butter, sugar and rose-water 

together, then mix in the caraway seeds, beaten egg and flour to form a soft dough. Knead 

on a lightly floured board, then take small walnut-sized pieces of dough and with your 

fingers form each into a roll, approximately 3/4-inch in diameter and 6-inch in length. 

Make into simple knots, plaits or rings and arrange on a lightly greased baking sheet. 

Brush with rose-water and sprinkle with caster sugar. Bake near the top of the oven for 

about 20 minutes, or until tinged with brown. (Knots and plaits will take longer to bake 

than simple rings, so don't mix shapes on a baking sheet.) Remove from the oven and cool 

on a wire rack. Store in an airtight tin. 

Makes about 30 biscuits or rolls. 

 

ORIGINAL RECIPE:: 

To make Jumbils a hundred (dated from 1596 AD) 

"Take twenty Egges and put them into a pot both the yolkes and the white, beat them wel, 

then take a pound of beaten sugar and put to them, and stirre them wel together, then put 

to it a quarter of a peck of flower, and make a hard paste thereof, and then with Anniseeds 

moulde it well, ane make it in little rowles beeing long, and tye them in knots, and wet the 

ends in Rosewater; then put them into a pan of seething water, but even in one waum, then 

take them out with a Skimmer and lay them in a cloth to drie, this being don lay them in a 

tart panne, the bottome beeing oyled, then put them into a temperat Oven for one howre, 

turning them often in the Oven. 

(From www.fooddownunder.com) 
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STOVED HOWTOWDIE Wi' DRAPPIT EGGS 

  

Ingredients:  
10 Chicken Joints  

 Seasoned Flour  

8 oz Sliced Onion  

2.5 lb Sliced Potatoes  

2 oz Butter  

1 pint Chicken Stock  

 Chopped Parsley  

10 Poached Eggs  

 

 

Method: 
Flour joints and brown lightly in butter. Place a layer of potatoes and onions in the base 

of a casserole; season and place some chicken joints on top. Continue in layers finishing 

with a layer of potato; add stock. Cover and bake for two to two and a half hours at 350F 

or gas mark 4. Remove lid towards the end of the cooking time; brush potatoes with 

butter and brown on top. Serve with poached eggs. 

 

The Isle of Eynhallow lies between the Orkney mainland and Rousay.  The isle 

has been deserted since the late 19
th

 century, after disease forced the four 

remaining families to evacuate. All that remains is a 12
th

 century monastery that 

lends a second name to isle:  Holy Isle. Legend claims this isle was once the home 

of fairies, or some versions say, finfolk who were run out by an Orkney farmer.  
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Publishers: The Wild Rose Press  www.thewildrosepress.com 

 

Heidi Wessman Kneale (who is of Scottish descent) is an Australian author of 

moderate repute. By day she works computer miracles for the local library. The wrest of 

the time she writes books and wraises babies. For some inexplicable reason, she has a 

passion for British actor Richard Armitage. 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

   

EXCERPT FROM 

As Good As Gold 

 

"You have put me in an awkward spot between several of my relations," Bel 

MacEuros  explained. "When my mother learned you had stolen a hundred gold from me, 

she guessed rightly that you were seeking a faerie. Had she not told me, I would demand 

my hundred back from you, if not in coin, at least in trade--" 

As he spoke these words, Daywen stiffened and she drew herself upright. "I am 

not that sort of woman!" She pulled against his grip like a panicked horse. 

Bel pushed her up against the wall once more, this time her hands pressed between  his 

chest and hers. "And if it had occurred to me--which I will not confess if it did or not--

and I chose to sample your favors, that would not bode well between me and another 

relation of mine: my cousin. After all, isn't he your sweetheart?" 

Confusion wrinkled her brow. "Who's your cousin?" 

He didn't expect that. Surely the lass knew who she loved. "Uhh, Lachlan...?" 

"Oh," she muttered, then realization dawned in her widening eyes. "Oh! Oh no..." 

She sank under his grip.  

http://hkneale.livejournal.com/
http://www.thewildrosepress.com/
http://www.thewildrosepress.com/
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"So no, I won't be taking a hunner'worth from you that way. I can't even steal a 

kiss from you." The words slipped out before he could stop them. She was pretty and 

wasn't going anywhere for the moment. Is that why he wanted to kiss her? That itch in 

the back of his head nagged him. All he had to do was bend down and taste her lips... 

 

 

  

  

 

  

 

 

 
SCOTTISH ROCK 

 

Ingredients: 
2 cups sugar 

2/3 cup water 

1/4 tsp cream of tartar 

red food colouring 

1 tsp peppermint flavouring 

Some oil (preferrably butter) for greasing 

 

 

Method: 
Using a heavy-base saucepan, heat the water and sugar gently until all the sugar has 

dissolved. Bring this almost to the boil and then stir in the cream of tartar. Boil until the 

mixture has reached 120C or 250F (or hardball stage--until a teaspoon of the mixture can 

form a hard ball when it is dropped into cold water). 

  

Remove from heat and stir in a few drops of coloring. Stir until not so hot and it starts  

to thicken slightly. Add peppermint flavoring. Some of this will evaporate, so  

don't stand with your head over the pan. 

  

Oil a shallow baking tin and pour the candy in. Using an oiled knife, turn the edges 

towards the centre as they begin to cool. When the mixture is cool enough to handle, pull 

and fold the mixture by hand. Finally when it reaches an opaque state, pull into a long log 

shape, about ½ inch (1 cm) in diameter. Cut into shorter sticks with scissors. You can 

twist into sticks if you wish. Spread on a sheet of non-stick baking parchment and leave 

for over 24 hours. Store in an airtight container. 
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SCOTTISH BROTH 

  

Ingredients: 
1/2 kilo (one pound) of mutton or one-year-old  

neck of lamb (mutton or hogget works best) 

2 litres (3-4 pints) of water 

1/4 cup barley and 1/2 cup dried peas, soaked overnight 

1 large carrot, sliced 

1 large onion, sliced 

1 small leek, sliced, 

1turnip, diced 

1 cup shredded cabbage 

chopped parsley 

  

 

Method: 
Trim any excess fat from the mutton and put in a large pan with the water, pearl barley, 

peas and seasoning. Bring to the boil and simmer for an hour. Add the carrot, onion, leek 

and turnip, return to the boil and simmer for another 30 minutes or until the vegetables 

are just cooked. Add the cabbage and cook for another 15 minutes. Remove the mutton 

from the pot and trim off the meat (into small pieces if they are to be served with  

the soup) and return it to the pot, discarding the bone. Skim off any fat, season to taste 

and sprinkle parsley on the piping hot bowls of soup before serving. 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

It is suspected that the faeries historically were originally a small 

stature race of human beings, pushed back into mountain fastnesses 

by stronger peoples and whose lingering presence in the folk-mind 

and culture gradually turned them into spectral beings 
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EJ McKenna is a Melbourne writer who loves dabbling in historical facts and 

making things up. She writes short stories and novels, in romance and young adult 

genres. 

A former journalist, EJ now runs a media company with her husband, making 

television programs and website content for Australian commercial networks. One of 

these programs, Talk To The Animals, provided the initial spark for her YA novel, 

Ondine and Shambles, in which a young girl's pet ferret begins talking with a Scottish 

accent. 

EJ is a member of the Romance Writers of Australia and the Melbourne Romance 

Writers Guild. When she took her first chapter of Ondine to one of her MRWG meetings, 

fellow member and editor Cheryl Wright liked what she saw and later invited EJ to write 

for The Enchanted Faerie. 

Since joining the Romance Spinners, EJ has signed with literary agent, Suzy 

Jenvey, at PFD in London. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

EXCERPT FROM 

Playing To Win 
 

 While nobody was looking, Lara cast a glance at the statue tucked into the folds 

of her skirts. She and Miss Jean had added extra pins in her mistress‘s clothes to create a 

makeshift pocket. The faerie‘s heart glowed purple—a new color! It could only mean one 

thing; her true love was near. Perhaps he‘d already arrived?  

ejmckennablog.blogspot.com
http://www.thewildrosepress.com/
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 ―To think we could have done this last winter when we had so much trout we 

were sick of the taste of it,‖ Lara whispered to Miss Jean, ―Look at them  

gobbling it all up. Better send Duncan back to the smoke house before we run out.‖  

―Who would have thought nobs would eat highland suppers?‖ Miss Jean said with 

a grin.  

The games room hummed with guests, all declaring the food delicious, especially 

the soft cheese which went so well with the oatcakes and whisky. The gamblers played 

and laughed and smoked their pipes.  

 A cry rang out in the room, followed by gales of laughter, ―You win again!‖ the 

loser said.  

 A few moments later, Lara heard the words she longed to hear, as the loser issued 

a challenge: ―Care to make it interesting?‖ Oh yes, it was time to make this very 

interesting. Lara wanted to bolt to the table, but she made herself step leisurely towards 

the men,  

 ―Gentlemen, you are all having such fun. May I sit and watch?‖  

 The men had the decency to blush at having a woman at the table, yet one of them 

fetched Lara a chair and she took a seat, sitting bolt upright in her unfamiliar stays. After 

a couple more rounds, she would play a hand herself, and that‘s when she‘d start to make 

some real money. Duncan and Miss Jean had taught her how to play the cards last 

summer, and she‘d won their butter rations for a week. Now she‘d win a lot more than 

that.  

 Heavy footsteps rang in the hall. Miss Jean smothered a cry of shock. Duncan 

swore, his thick brogue cutting through the air. Lara bolted out of her seat to see the 

cause of the commotion.  

 Standing in the doorway, riding crop still in hand, was the Duke‘s youngest of 

five sons. Charles Beaumont. Mud flecked his riding boots and breeches, but it took 

nothing from his commanding figure as Lara looked up at his lean body; his riding  

coat fitting like a second skin and his broad shoulders seeming to fill the doorway. His 

eyes scanned the room with agonizingly slow composure, before coming to rest on Lara. 

How he‘d changed from their younger days, when they used to play together in the 

milking shed. Before class or rank had meant anything to them.  

 One eyebrow rose and she read the silent question in his expression: what are you 

doing with my father‘s estate? 
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EJ McKenna's Quick Guide to Australian Fairy Culture 

 

 Much of Australia's culture is transplanted from other countries, and is a 

blend of European and Asian influences. If there are fairies at the bottom of our 

suburban gardens, they have probably travelled over in someone's luggage. 

 Introduced fey is a serious problem for quarantine services, as Australia is 

the only continent on earth to be completely free of fairy diseases. It is vital to 

protect the local folklore population, because they do not have immunity to common 

ailments such as pixie pox, infairyluenza (types A and B) and mumps. All tourists to 

this country are encouraged to declare all fairies travelling with them, or face fines 

of up to $10,000. 

 Australia is an ancient land with a wealth of  home-grown spooks that are as 

old as time. Along with many well-known creatures that will kill youïvenomous 

spiders, crocodiles, snakes, octopi, jellyfish and dingoesïAustralia is also home to 

the bunyip, min-min lights and the drop bear. 

 Bunyips are untrustworthy fellas who haunt billabongs, rivers and lakes. If 

they're in a playful mood, they'll give you a nasty bite. If they're in a bad mood, 

they'll take a lump out of you. Bunyips are known for their terrible, bellowing cry 

that can strip paint. People have preferred to die of thirst rather than approach a 

water source haunted by a bunyip. Make no mistake, seeing one of these fellas is not 

a sign of good luck. Not that many can agree on what a bunyip actually looks like. 

Some Aboriginal tribes say a bunyip looks like a huge, wooly half-man. Others say 

he's got scaly skin and is a cross between a crocodile and a tree. 

 The min-min lights are freaky balls of light that puzzle and confuse locals in 

the flat western plains of the state of Queensland. Just imagine sitting on your 

balcony, rocking back and forth and enjoying the evening, when out of nowhere a 

light bobs up and down in front of you. When you get up to check out where the light 

is coming from, the light follows you around the room! Some said they must be 

UFOs, others said aliens. When both groups got together they realized they were 

talking about the same thing and sat down for a drink. In 2003, Professor Jack 

Pettigrew of the University of Queensland spoiled everyone's fun by very cleverly 

explaining that the strange apparitions were inverted mirages of light sources, some 

as many as three hundred kilometers away. 

 Drop bears are notorious creatures that can be found in all mainland states 

and Tasmania. They have a voracious appetite for tourists. Victims mostly come from 

Holland, Japan and the USA. Scientists are currently trying to work out if this is 

pure chance, if the bears show a preference for these tourists, or if it's just plain bad 

luck. 

  Little is known about drop bears, which is a serious failing in the 

scientific community. What is known is that they live in trees, minding their own 

business, untilïusually on a Saturday afternoonïthey get the sudden urge to kill. 

Once the urge strikes, they drop silently onto an unsuspecting victim and bite them. 

Their venom is fast acting, so the victim has little time to cry for help. Death is 

horribly painful but blessedly fast. The drop bear then unlocks its jaw and swallows 

the victim whole. At least, that's the current theory. Usually all that is left of the 

hapless tourist is a pair of shoes. These shoes are usually strung over nearby power 

lines as a warning to everyone that  drop bears are about. 
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OATCAKES 

 

Oats: A grain, which in England is generally given to horses, but in Scotland supports the 

people. 

-  Samuel Johnson. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Ingredients: 
1 cup of oats, plus extra for sprinkling. 

1 cup of flour. To be really authentic, you should use wholemeal flour and possibly leave 

the weevils in... 

1/2 teaspoon of baking soda or bicarb. 

1/2 teaspoon of salt 

A big tablespoon of lard (or butter if you can't get any lard, but you really should try). 

5 tablespoons of boiling water. 

 

 
 

 

Method:  
Preheat the oven to 200c or 390f. 

Grease a big flat griddle pan or heavy-bottomed baking tray and set aside. 

In a pot, melt the lard over medium heat until it's all melted. Then pour in the oats, flour 

and bicarb, and the boiling water. 

Mix it all together until it forms a heavy dough. The oats will quickly absorb all the 

moisture. 

Sprinkle your bench with oats as a 'protective layer' and then spoon dollops of the dough 

onto the bench. Press down with the palm of your hand to make the biscuit shape. 

A word or two about lard. Oh lovely, blessed lard. Lard is the remaindered 

fat that you collect at the bottom of the pan after cooking something meaty. 

Bacon, beef, pork, mutton, goose... 

 

Back in those days, you didn't throw anything out. People didn't have high 

cholesterol either, they died from the cold first. 

Say what you will of oats, but they have lasted through the centuries and are 

good for the tummy. My grandfather's surname is Oaten, so you can see why I 

personally have a soft spot for the wee grain. Traditional oatcakes are also 

known as bannocks.  

 

In my story Playing to Win, Kylara and Miss Jean feed oatcakes to their guests 

and they go down a right treat! 
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Some people prefer to roll out the dough and cut into perfect round shapes. Suit yourself. 

Bake in the oven for ten or so minutes, or until smoke begins to rise. Just kidding. They 

are ready when they're starting to turn brown. 

Cool cakes on a rack and eat them with butter and jam, or cheese. 

 

To make oatcakes as larger ―bannocks‖ you divide the dough into two, then grab one big 

lump of dough and roll it and shape it like a big dinner plate. Do the same with the other 

half of dough. Cut them into four and put the pieces on the grill pan. These are known as 

―farls‖. I'd never heard this before and it could be true, or could be some quaint joke 

played on unsuspecting sassanachs. 

 

 

 

 
TREACLE SCONES 

  

Ingredients: 
8oz SR flour  

2oz Butter 

1oz Caster sugar  

1/2ts Ground cinnamon 

2tb Black treacle or golden syrup 

Pinch of Salt  

1/4pt Milk to mix 

 

 

Method:  
Set oven to 425F or Mark 7. Grease a baking sheet. Sift the flour and salt into a bowl and 

rub in the butter. Mix in the sugar and cinnamon. Add the treacle or syrup and sufficient 

milk to make a soft dough. Turn on to a floured surface and knead gently. The dough 

should be fairly moist and elastic. Roll out to about 1/2 inch thick. Cut into rounds with a 

21/2 inch pastry cutter. Place on the baking sheet, brush with a little milk and bake for 

10-15 minutes until golden in color. Cool on a wire rack. Serve split in half and buttered. 
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Zara Penney has been an author all her life.  When she was little she wrote for her 

sister and her dolls.  Tiny miniature books were industrially produced during their games. 

And Teddy, sitting in the corner of Zara‘s studio, on his grandfather chair, is a very, very 

wise old bear indeed. 

Zara never quite grew up.  She went on to produce children‘s books, either 

illustrating and/or writing them.  But then came a day when an adult character started to 

scream for release.  She wrote a story for the character, not knowing that behind that 

character was another one.  Then another one, and so on. Today, as you read this, some of 

those characters will come to you from inside that head so full of people waiting to get 

out it‘s almost standing room only. 

Zara lives in an inner suburb of Sydney, a place with loads of history from the 

early times of the first settlement of that distant colony.  She listens to a variety of sounds 

as she works; birds, including parrots, lorikeets and cockatoos; the harbour sounds of 

large boats and tugboats; and overhead, Qantas, and other exotic names transport tourists 

in and out of Australia.  And ‗Baby,' a dog who also never grows up and insists on 

talking over the top of all these other sounds, to the chagrin of our neighbours. (Oh and 

there‘s a husband who mows the lawn, he‘s the one in the dedication.) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

EXCERPT FROM 

The Securement Of Greggie Donald 

 
Sharra Akasha was carving the year, 1678, on the tree trunk next to where she perched as 

she sang. 

―I must sing, whether I will or no.  

I feel so much pain over him; whose friend I amé‖ 

http://zarapenney.blogspot.com/
http://www.thewildrosepress.com/
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Her sad lilting voice haunted the glen, especially when it strayed above high C. 

ñFor I love him more than anything, that isé 

But Grace and Poetry; avail me not at all, with himéò 

Her eyes filled with tears. 

ñNor my Beauty, nor my Virtues, nor my Wit 

I am brought low and betrayed; as if I had no charms at alléò 

―You must be one of those Highland tree faeries I hear about.‖  

Sharra peered down from her special tree. She sniffed deeply, blinked and wiped 

her eyes with the back of her hand. A man. On a horse. Mmmmmé? An old man. Must be 

at least 30! 

―Nay sire. Not a faerie.‖ 

He was a gentleman. Richly attired in the finest of the fine—from lace collar to 

kidskin jerkin. A sword hid its silvery danger away from prying eyes under a mile of rich 

green velvet cloakage covering the entire rump of the dark beast, dancing and prancing 

beneath him.  

What‘s more… how dare he, but he was grinning most cheekily, handsomely, up 

at her from beneath a black velvet brim, full of the most luscious set of plumes she had 

ever seen. 

―Then if you‘re not a faerie, who might you be?‖ he said. 

―And what might it be tae ye‘self?‖ She was being cheeky, but, 

He took it in his stride. The grin stayed. His beard was black and neatly 

constructed. A dark eyebrow rose in conjunction causing,  

Both her pride and her chin to rise in affronted unison! ―And who are ye, tae be 

askin‘ me?‖ 

The grin stayed and his black eyes twinkled with amusement. ―Bonnie she may 

be,‖ he teased. ―But a bold and cheeky lassie to be sure! And tarradiddle! You must be a 

faerie since you sing like one. My name is Alistaire Craeghe McConnacht, Laird of 

Bealltainne. And could you be tryin‘ to caste a spell over me?‖ 

―Nay sire.‖ 

―So if you‘re no tree faerie, do you often sit in trees?‖ 

―Aye, sire. I do. I think better in me tree.‖ 

―What‘s your name, lassie?‖ 

She thought for a minute. This man. This gentleman. This gentleman who is now 

here under me tree must have a motive, must have a reason. 

 ―Why is it ye be wantin‘ tae know?‖  
Gentlemen, the likes of him, usually didnõt bother with the likes of 

herself, let alone ask for her name.  
―‗Tis a pretty little thing you are with your green eyes, and…,‖ his eyes slid down 

to her legs, well exposed below her muddy skirts. ―The turn of your ankles.‖ 

―I‘m not one o‘them ‗loose women‘ if that‘s what ye be thinkin‘.‖ She was 

conscious of her dirty knees and filthy bare feet. 

―Did I say thus, lassie?‘‖ 

―Nay. But ye be thinkin‘ it nonetheless. All ye Scotties think we Romani‘s are.‖ 

―I assure you, you‘ll have no ken what I‘m athinkin‘, lassie.‖ He grinned and 

scanned her boldly… down, up… and peat bog black eyes showed all the…Oh! 
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Desire. She could feel the blush. Oh dear! Am I flattered? Am I sorry I didnôt take 

more notice of Grannieôs nagginô about me wild ways? He made her feel like a woman 

suddenly. He made her want to cover her feet. If only ‗twere the very man she loved; 

Greggie Donald.  

―Sharra Akasha,‖ she said on impulse. 

―Pardon, lassie?‖ 

―That‘s me name. Sharra Akasha.‖ 

 

 
 

 

Oh the Scots do love their oatmeal.  And hereôs a special recipe using oatmeal. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHRANACHAN 

 

Ingredients: 
1 cup rolled oats (toast in girdle/frying pan be careful not to burn) 

2 and a half cups of whipped heavy cream (whip until peaks form) 

1 tablespoon whisky 

3 tablespoons honey 

1 pound raspberries (Scotland is famous for its raspberries) 

Fresh mint to garnish. 

 

 

Method: 
Fold in the whisky, honey and raspberries to the whipped cream then into the rolled oats.  

Serve in glasses.  Vanilla ice cream can also be used instead of cream. 

 

John Chamberlayne, wrote:  ―The diet of the Scots is agreeable to their estates and 

qualities.  No people eat better, or have greater varieties of flesh, fish, wild and tame 

fowl…they can furnish their tables with ten dishes cheaper than the English can provide 

three of the same kinds…‖ 

When one thinks of Scotland ï the Highlands, one thinks of a wild terrain, harsher 

weather and solitary crofts perched on barren hillsides, victims of the wind and rain. But 

the wild mountains, lochs and streams would yield such goodies as trout, salmon, rabbits.  

Early-ripening crops of oats and barley flourish in the highlands, and thus, a staple of the 

highlander.  Indeed a crofterôs wife often made pots of porridge at the back of their fire to 

cook.  Sheôd poor this into a drawer, and the family would cut off a slice of the mixture 

whenever they were hungry. 
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And of the flesh perhaps we might try a soup: 

 

BAWD BREE 

Bawd means hare. Bree means Soup. 

 

 

Ingredients: 
1 hare 

2 and a half pints of cold water 

Diced Swede 

Diced Carrot 

Peppercorns 

2 Cloves 

2 ounces oatmeal 

pinch of sugar 

pince of salt 

Nutmeg 

2 tablespoons port 

 

 

Method: 
Save the larger joint roast and blood. Put remaining pieces into saucepan with water, 

Salt and vegetables.  Bring to boil and simmer gently three to four hours. Remove the 

joints of hair, cut the meat from the bones.  Add the meat back to the soup. Stir in 

oatmeal, sugar and adjust the seasoning. Add the port and the blood stirring all the time.  

Reheat but do not let it boil.  Serves 6. 

 

Variations on soups: 

COCK-A-LEEKIE – chicken using the broth from above you can add bacon, allspice, 

bouquet garni, soaked prunes (about 6) and 2 tablespoons of rice). 

 

FEATHER FOWLIE – chicken, some ham, celery chopped, thyme, chopped parsley, 

Three egg yolks, 3 tablespoons single cream.  Water or broth, with the vegetables cook 

for 1 and half hours. Strain the stock into new saucepan, chop the white meat from the 

chicken, beat the egg yolks with the cream, and reheat without boiling. 

 

Of course with soup the most important thing is to make it hearty.  So try adding different 

herbs such as dill, coriander, chives, spring onions and other adventurous things.  Hare 

can always be substituted with chicken. 
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The Scots are blessed with a rich variety of seafood.  The isles are scattered with streams 

and seas.   

 

TWEED KETTLE 

 

Ingredients: 
1 pound of fresh Salmon 

Salt and pepper to taste 

Ground nutmeg to taste 

Chopped Chives 

Chopped Parsley 

3 tablespoons wine vinegar 

 

 

Method: 
Place the Salmon into a fish kettle or saucepan cover with cold water. Bring to boil and 

cook gently FIVE MINUTES only.  Drain and save the water.  Remove skin and bones 

from Salmon. Cut into large pieces and return to same pan with the ingredients and 

simmer for approx 30 minutes.  Serve all onto a serving dish and sprinkle with parsley. 

 

 

SCOTTISH HERRING. 

Herring must be very very fresh. It should be sprinkled with pepper and salt and tossed in 

the coarsest oatmeal and browned in a frypan five minutes per side. Drained in on kitchen 

paper and served with thin slices of lemon and sprigs of parsley. 

 

STEAMED HERRING. 

In 1883 a traveller, Reverend Alexander Stewart describes visiting a croft and enjoying 

the following meal: 

―The gude wife poured off the the water from her cauldron of cooked potatoes, shortened 

the chain which kept it suspended over the fire so the potatoes would not burn, and 

arranged some fresh gutted herrings over the potatoes. She laid a clean cloth over the fish 

and then put on a lid. After 15 minutes, judging the fish to be cooded from the sound of 

bubbling inside the pot she removed the lid.  The cauldron was placed in the middle of 

the floor, the family sat around on low stools, and dipped into the pot, pulling out a 

handful of fish or a hot potato, until the feast was consumed.  This was certainly the way 

food was eaten except in the grandest homes. 
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HAGGIS 

We screw up our noses at this notion.  But in Scotland this goes together with bagpipes 

and Burns Night (January 22
nd

).  The dish is piped into the dining room just as royalty 

would expect. As Burns said in his Ode: 

 

TO A HAGGIS 

Fair fa‘  your honest sonsie face, 

Great chieftain o‘ the puddin‘ race! 

Aboon them a‘ ye tak your place, 

Painch, Trip, or thairm; 

Weel are ye wordy of a grace 

As lang‘s my arm. 

 

Of course if using the sheep‘s stomach bag isn‘t your bag try this simple  

 

PAN HAGGIS 

 

Ingredients: 
Lamb‘s liver 

Chopped onions 

Suet or butter 

3 ounces medium oatmeal 

Salt and pepper 

 

 

Method: 
Place liver in saucepan with onion, cover with water and cook gently for 30 minutes. 

Strain off liquid and reserve.  When liver is cold, mince it finely, place in saucepan with 

the onion, suet (butter) and oatmeal. Season and sufficient of the reserved stock to make 

it moist but not runny.  Simmer 1 and half hours stirring occasionally. Add liquid as 

necessary during the cooking time.  You can also turn this mixture into a pie with some 

pastry on top. 
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SASSERMAET 

 

 

Ingredients: 
1 pound of mince meat 

Butter or shredded suet 

Half teaspoon of grated nutmeg 

Half teaspoon of ground cloves 

1 half teaspoons of mixed spice 

1 teaspoon allspice 

1 half teaspoons of ground ginger 

1 teaspoon of sugar 

1 beaten egg 

salt and pepper to taste 

 

 

Method: 
Beef into a basin with butter/suet and sprinkle with spices and sugar. 

Add beaten egg, salt and pepper, work into the meat.  Divide into eight portions and with 

floured hands shape into round patties (Brunie or cake) and fry. 

 

And now we want some veggies.  Of course the potato is both king and queen of the 

Scottish diet.  Turnips or ‗neeps‘ are more golden Swedes. Kail or cabbage also was used 

aplenty. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

BREAKFAST TATTIES 

Boiled potatoes in their skins. Strain, cool, peel and return to pan over low heat. Sprinkle 

with oatmeal and salt to taste.  Mash, and serve with fresh milk or buttermilk. 

 

DINNER TATTIES 

Boil potatoes in their skins.  Serve in the middle of the family table. Diners will carefully 

de-skin and dip into a bowl of melted butter. 

 

SUPPER TATTIES 

These are prepared with other root vegetables or even fish. 
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RUMBLEDETHUMPS 

 

Ingredients: 
1 cabbage shredded 

Sliced potatoes 

Onion sliced 

2 ounces butter 

salt and pepper to taste. 

Grated cheese. 

 

 

Method: 
Cook cabbage and potatoes separately. Onions can be cooked with the potato. 

Drain any of the stock for use in soups.  Layer the cabbage and potato and onion in an 

ovenproof dish with butter, salt and pepper to taste.  Sprinkle cheese and bake in a 

moderate hot over (190 C or 375 F for about 25 minutes. 

 

KAILKENNY 

Mash equal amounts of boiled Kail (cabbage) and potatoes together. Beat in as much 

double cream as possible, season and serve. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CLAPSHOT 

(Traditional accompaniment to HAGGIS). 

 

 

Ingredients: 
1 diced swede 

1 pound potatoes 

Salt and Pepper 

Butter or dripping 

1 tablespoon chopped chives. 
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Method: 
Cook vegetables together in just enough boiling salted water to cover until tender. 

Drain, mash well until smooth, season to taste and add butter and chives. 

Serve piping hot. 

 

Of course Scotland is famous for its rich cakes and biscuits. 

Scotland was hugely affected by Mary Queen of Scots.  And a definite French influence 

does run through recipes. 

 

A meal could be completed with, for example a: 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

WHIM WHAM 

We today know of this as a Trifle and it is perhaps one of the most delicious of deserts, 

easily made and hearty. 

 

 

Ingredients: 
Double cream whisked with sugar 

Sweet wine, or sherry. 

Castor sugar 

Soft fingers of sponge cake 

Fine grated rind of Lemon 

Jellies of different colours 

Candied lemon peel. 

 

 

Method: 
Soak the fingers of sponge in wine/sherry 

Spread out the jellies and fingers cover with the cream and sprinkle the lemon on top. 

 

YUM. 

 

As you make your journey through Scottish cuisine, you realise how much the oatmeal 

crops up in recipes.  Often, even today the Scots cook their meals with peat fires.  Before 

the advent of the bakerôs van, the Highlands housewife had little to vary the monotony of 

her recipes.  However, they ate hearty and hale.    

 

This article was compiled using a number of sources.  However major thanks goes to a 

publication entitled: THE GREAT COUNTRY COOKBOOK by Audrey Ellis.  The book is 
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a Hamlyn publication owned by Zara Penney.  A fantastic book, used well in both her 

writing, it has nearly 300 traditional recipes from the British Isles.  I fully recommend 

this book, which is probably out of print, but perhaps if you ask nicely, Hamlyn might 

reprint it. 

 

Zara also recommends you use your imagination to improve on the above.  We are so 

luck these days to have at our fingertips all the resources of foods grown in foreign parts 

and available to us all year round.   

 

Remember food is fun and full of adventure. 

 

The recipes above were chosen mainly because theyôd have been what you would have 

found on the tables of all our heroes and heroines in 1678.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

Published in "The Tree Leaves' Oracle #3", Fall 95.  

Did you know that the "Wee Folk" or our "Good Neighbors" don't like to be called 

"Faeries"? "Fairy" has been mis-used throughout history by the English speaking human 

folk. It is believed that the word "fairy" is a late term, being that after the middle ages was 

equated with the meaning of mortal women who had magical powers. The French "fai" 

comes the Latin "fatae" meaning "fairy ladies who visited the household at birth and 

pronounced the future of the baby, as the Three Fates do." "Fairy" originally meant "fai-

erie" - as "state of enchantment and that was transferred from the object to the agent." The 

faerie are a "wee people" who carry great power and prestige, particularly in the Celtic and 

Irish lands. Of Irish descent, faeries are the descendants of the original Irish, the Tuatha de 

Danaan.  

They are most properly referred to as the "Daoine Sidhe" or the "Sidhe" (pronounced 

"Shee") in Ireland, the "Sith" in the Highlands, the "pisgies" in Cornwall, and the "elves" 

in Scotland/ England. According to some researchers, the best english term for these 

people we encounter, regardless of ethnicity, is "Elf". Though even the term"Elf" is open 

for controversy, for according to the authors Poortvliet and Huygen, "Elves" are airy 

spirits of nature, who love carefree dancing and playing of stringed instruments. "They 

also can live underground, in/on water, in the air, and most have wings). Even though Elf 

is generic for "all little people", other terms commonly used are "sprite", "pixie", "nixie", 

"fauns", "brownies", "dwarves", "leprechauns", and "fairy"…. 

There is some controversy amongst researchers on who the Good Neighbors really are ... 

or in better terms, what they are. When the question is passed around for discussion, we 

usually get multiple responses, but most human minds conceptualize them as "wee" or 

"little" people. To many of the folklorists who research this phenomenon though, this is 

not the case. Many researchers declare that the descriptions of these tiny people with 

insect wings is simply a modern evolution of the lore, earlier accounts simply do not 

depict them as small nor tiny but actually quite human-sized. As to the question of 

whether or not they exist, all you need to do is ask an Irish person who would simply 

reply, "I don't believe in fairies, but they're there." 
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EXCERPT FROM 

Night Of The Gray Sky 

  
Jenilyn Shiaan stared at the beautiful glass faerie statue placed on top of the crate 

by her bed. Its euphoric glow suffused Jenilyn‘s core. She knew this was a sign…but to 

what?  

From below, her mother‘s frail walking and the stomping patter of her cane 

echoed. Getting up from her bed, Jenilyn slipped her shoes on, removed the candlelit 

lantern from its hook, and made her way down the ladder. 

―Mom?‖ 

―Go back to sleep, lass.‖ 

http://thewriterinjungle.blogspot.com/
http://www.thewildrosepress.com/
http://www.etreasurespublishing.com/
http://www.tigerpublications.com/
http://www.4rvpublishingllc.com/
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―What are you doing up? Are you feeling all right?‖ Jenilyn stared at her mother‘s 

complexion; her once radiant glow and smile were now lost to the disease roasting in her 

body. The sharp and alert eyes still there but quickly dimming as each day passed. The 

name of her sickness eluded the local doctor and his only consultation to Jenilyn, ñMake 

her as comfortable as possible for the Gray Sky will be calling her soon.ò 

The Gray Sky, she had thought it nonsense and never considered it again until that 

very moment, when she spotted the color of her mother‘s skin…a drably gray. Within 

one week, her mother‘s stamina had fallen from a woman barely forty years old to one of 

eighty.  

Legend, or myth as Jenilyn liked to think of it, says people have a positive and 

negative force protecting their soul from demons. Once the negative force powers the 

other, the victim‘s skin begins to turn gray until the skies themselves mirror the same 

color. At that point, the full moon howls up a fierce wind, allowing the demons to enter 

this world and claim the souls who have lost their positive energy. 

Can this be true? 

Knowing her mother‘s pride, Jenilyn did not pursue her any further. She watched 

as her mother dragged a chair with one hand while the other guided her walk with her 

cane. Positioned now by the fireplace, Sadrina Shiaan plopped her weary body on the 

woven chair, never once saying another word to her daughter.  

―Goodnight, mom,‖ Jenilyn said, turning back to the ladder, hiding her tears. 

That night, Jenilyn dreamed of a woman with raven black hair, dancing in a circle 

of purple flames, surrounded by little glowing faeries. By the tips of their wings, colorful 

scarves whirled about as the woman cocked her head left then right while her body 

swayed in a graceful step. As this mysterious woman waved her hands over the purple 

flames, features of a young man began to shape until the transparent outline became solid 

and his eyes, those green eyes twinkled through the black surroundings. 

From somewhere in the shadows, another figure appeared, slowly at first until 

suddenly only his face invaded her dream. ―Ye mum‘s in danger, lass.‖ 

With a jolt, Jenilyn woke, sitting upright. 

―Daddy?‖ 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Fairy-Lore - Tales of 'Na Sìthichean'- the little people, the people of 

peace. One had to always be careful and knowledgeable when dealing 

with them as they could be malicious. Some traditions had it that they 

were fallen angels who were trapped between heaven and hell when the 

gates of both were shut. They are destined to live under the ground. They 

make the sweetest music and allure innocent individuals into their 

'sìthean' or fairy-mound where they can make them slaves. 
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COCK A LEEKIE SOUP 
 
 

Ingredients: 
2-3Lb Boiling Fowl(1 to 1-1/2 kg) 

3 qt Water (3 Liters) 

2 Medium Onions, finely chopped 

Bay Leaf, Sprig of thyme and some  

Parsley Stalks 

Salt and freshly ground black pepper 

1-1/4 lbs Leeks, finely chopped (625 g) 

2 oz long grain rice(50g) 

Garnish: Chopped Parsley 

2 ozs Prunes cut into strips 

 

 

Method: 
Put the fowl into the water, bring to the boil and skim. Add the herbs, tied together, salt, 

pepper, onions and only the white part of the leeks. Simmer for 1-1/2 to 2 hours or until 

the meat is tender. Add the rice half an hour before the end of the cooking time. Remove 

the bird and leave to cool slightly. Add the green part of the leeks and cook for another 

few minutes. When the bird is cool, remove some of the flesh and chop up roughly.   

Return to the soup and heat through. Check seasoning, remove herbs and serve. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

SHORTBREAD 

 

Ingredients: 
1/2 teaspoon shortening 

1/2 pound (2 sticks) salted butter 

1/2 cup sugar 

3 cups flour, divided 

 

http://www.electricscotland.com/food/recipes/shbread.htm
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Method:  
Preheat the oven to 325 degrees. Using shortening, grease a 15 1/2-by-10 1/2-inch jelly 

roll pan. In a large mixing bowl, cream together the butter and sugar. Add 1/2 cup of the 

flour and mix thoroughly. Add remaining flour until thoroughly incorporated. Mixture 

will be somewhat dry and crumbly.  

 

Press mixture into prepared pan; it should be about 3/4-inch thick. Prick with the tines of 

a fork several times for textured look. Bake about 45-50 minutes or until lightly golden. 

Remove from oven and let cool 5 minutes. Cut into 1-by-3-inch bars or squares of a 

desired size. 

 

Makes about 4 dozen 1-by-3-inch bars. 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

If you want to attract fairies to your home you should leave some food offerings. This will 

give the fairies something they want and it leads them to trust you. Try leaving small 

cakes, candies, ginger, barely, icing candies (like for birthday cakes), etc. They also love 

gardens, so you leave some of these offerings there, in a bowl or basket. Planting roses, 

bluebells, thyme, etc. will also help attract them to you.  

Don't look for the offering to disappear because the fairies don't physically eat them. 

Fairies are capable of taking the energy from the offerings, rather than taking the offering 

itself. In a few days, the cake may still be there, but it may look a bit plasticy or unreal. Of 

course, if an animal comes along and eats the offering, this is a good sign. Don't send it 

away. It may be the fairy in animal form coming for its present.  

You can plant a garden for the fairies. This is a wonderful idea. You can think about 

planting bluebells and roses in the garden, since fairies love them. Also, fairies and 

animals alike love water. You can create a wonderful pool in the middle of your garden. 

Just dig a small hole and line it. Place rocks around the edge. You can replenish the water 

each time you water your garden. Fairies also like the wild. Let a small portion of your 

garden overgrow an get tangled, without deweeding it. This will be the place for those 

wild Faeries. 

 

The source for the above fairy lore was: 

 

http://www.angelfire.com/realm2/amethystbt/indexlinks.html 

http://www.electricscotland.com/food/recipes/shbread.htm
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FORFAR BRIDIES 

 

 

Ingredients: 
Shortcrust pastry: 

4 cups flour 

1/4 teaspoon salt 

1/2 pound salted butter (2 sticks), cut into small pieces 

Cold water 

 

Filling: 

1 pound ground beef 

1 small onion, peeled, ends removed, chopped 
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1/4 teaspoon salt 

1/8 teaspoon pepper 

1/4 cup water 

Nonstick cooking spray or 1/2 teaspoon shortening 

1 beaten egg 

 

 

Method: 
To prepare pastry: In a large mixing bowl, sift together the flour and salt. Add the butter 

and cut into flour until the mixture resembles fine bread crumbs. Mix in enough cold 

water to hold mixture together. Form into a ball. Wrap in wax paper or plastic wrap and 

place in the refrigerator for 30-45 minutes. 

 

To prepare the filling: In a large bowl, mix together the uncooked ground beef, onion, 

salt, pepper and water. Set aside. 

 

Assembly: Preheat the oven to 350 degrees. Spray a baking sheet with nonstick cooking 

spray or grease with shortening. 

 

Remove pastry from refrigerator. Lightly sprinkle work surface with flour. Roll out 

pastry to about 1/8-inch thickness. Cut into 6-7 circles approximately 5 to 6 inches in 

diameter. Evenly divide the filling among the 6 circles, placing the meat mixture on one 

half of the circle. Brush the edge lightly with the beaten egg. Fold the pastry over the 

filling and seal by lightly crimping the edge. Brush the top with beaten egg. Repeat with 

remaining filling and dough circles. 

 

Place on prepared baking sheet and bake for 50 minutes or until golden brown on top. 

 

Makes 7 Forfar Bridies. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 40 

 

 
 

 

 

www.romancespinners.com 

 

Visit our blog at http://romancespinners.blogspot.com 
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