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O Flower of Scotland
When will we see your like again?
That fought and died for
Your wee bit hill and glen
And stood against him
Proud Edward’s army
And sent him homeward
To think again.
 
The hills are bare now
The autumn leaves lie thick and still
Over land that is lost now
Which those so dearly held
And stood against him
Proud Edward’s army
And sent him homeward
To think again.
 
Those days are passed now
And in the past they must remain
But we can still rise now
And become the nation again
That stood against him
Proud Edward’s army
And sent him homeward
To think again.
 
“Flower of Scotland,” Scottish (unofficial) national anthem, composed by Roy Williamson and the Corries
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To all Jacobites: past, present, and future.
 
 
Acknowledgements
Thank you to all who helped me create my book.
 
DANIEL SCHWABAUER for his amazing “One Year Adventure Novel” curriculum
 
EVELYN ELLIOTT, social media aid
 
HARPER, my cousin, for the idea of Cinerea. 
 
ELLA SILVER, and BRADEN OATES: my readers
 
KYLIE OATES: my editor
 
MY BROTHER for being a fellow Jacobite
 
MY MOM for reading the whole thing
 
￼[image: Chapter 1.jpeg]
 

1.
I Become the Center of an Audacious Plot
As usual, I was having The Nightmare.
	I was there: the place I hated most in the world. Physically, I had only been there once, but I saw it every night in my mind. With me was James, who had been my cousin and best friend. In fact, he was the only friend I’d ever had.
	Just as on that horrible day two years ago, I stood with James on the cliff edge, gazing out towards the sea. It was a perfect sunny day, rare for this part of the country, with the cool sea breeze rising from the Atlantic Ocean. 
Until our peace was shattered.
Looking behind me, something seemed strange about the rolling hills of the little port city of Oldshore, far in the north of Scotland. Something was there—an animal, maybe, walking along the side of one of the hills. I moved towards it. 
“Where are you going?” asked James.
“Thought I saw something on that hill over there,” I replied.
“I’m very glad our families decided to vacation here,” James continued. “It’s a beautiful place.”
Those were the last words he ever said.
As I took another step towards the hill in my dream, I was thrown off my feet and a great boom shook the ground. Rolling into a rocky ditch, I covered my ears, but it was useless. They were already hurting. I scrambled to my feet, screaming out my cousin’s name. 
My head hurt so much I couldn’t think straight, much less walk correctly. I stopped just in time. Right before me was the cliff-edge! Over ten feet of solid rock had been blown up by explosives—probably dynamite. And James was gone. I would never see him again.
⚔︎
My alarm went off, early as usual. I got up and dressed, and proceeded to gather my books and laptop to go to university. I packed everything in my briefcase and headed downstairs to find something to eat before I went. I was surprised to be confronted by three men at the bar drinking coffee.
I knew the two that were seated on the stools—my father and my cousin Jacob. The one whom I didn’t know was standing and leaning on the counter. I had seen him once or twice, in conferences with my father, but never found out who he was. They were all staring at somebody’s laptop, nodding and stroking their chins, until my father looked up and saw me. The other two also turned to stare at me. I shifted my weight awkwardly. 
“We were just waiting for you, son,” said my father. “Come take a look at this.” He turned the laptop to face me. On the screen was a news video playing of a middle-aged man standing outside Edinburgh Castle in Scotland, reciting some kind of poem. The poem went like this:
 
In ancient, far off days of old
The Kings would sit upon a Stone
That Stone which was the Scottish throne
Far back in time, forgotten, cold.
 
The greatest Kings of Scotland seen
Living in a land of green
Prosperity did fill the land
Till Edward came with heavy hand.
 
Edward then the Stone did take
And people trembled as he spake
“Now I shall rule all your land
And all shall feel my iron hand.”
 
Now Edward went to England
Did not withdraw his iron hand
He put the Stone on his own throne
That lay beneath his silver dome.
 
Many centuries now have passed
The Stone now lies in case of glass
To Scotland then it did return
That land of leaf and hill and fern.
 
Someday a new threat shall arise
Its head, a man consumed by lies
A boy will have a choice to make
And he must choose for Scotland’s sake. 
 
The boy has lost his only friend
The Stone to Cinerea he must send
The lost one will no more be lost
The boy will pay a heavy cost.
 
The boy must find a mighty sword
Worn by a mighty Scottish lord
The son of traitors shall be slain
By one who holds the traitor’s bane.
 
The traitor was Sir John Mentieth
The owner of a mighty fief
Gave up Wallace to his death
He ever breathed the traitor’s breath.
 
Scotland sometime shall rebel
If they will win now none can tell
If they do their King will be
The greatest King from sea to sea.
 
And on the Stone he must be crowned
Or this all cannot come around
Our King, O hasten to this land
And free us all from Edward’s hand!
 
“Well?” All three men said, turning to me. 
“Quite an interesting piece of historical lore,” I said, and headed to the refrigerator to take out some eggs. 
“Well, not all of it is history,” said my cousin. “The first five stanzas are. I suppose you’ve heard of the Stone of Destiny?”
“Of course I have,” I responded as I cracked eggs into a pan. “Don’t you remember? I’m a history major.”
“Mmm,” hummed Jacob. “University. People seem to think it’s the best thing on the planet.”
	Says the champion rugby player, I thought. Jacob had played rugby since he was a kid, but a devastating injury had prevented him from going professional. Since then, he had done absolutely nothing besides waste the family’s money.
“Just to ensure you remember,” said my father, “please remind us what the Stone of Destiny is?”
“Yes, it’s an old relic that the Scottish people thought was magical,” I replied, as I toasted some bread.
	“That’s some of it. However, you don’t grasp the full meaning. The Scottish people believe that whoever is crowned on the Stone will rule Scotland. That is why Edward I, in the late 1200’s, took it. But recently this madman—I forget his name—has been spouting this prophecy everywhere that claims Scotland is going to rebel.”
“Rebel!” I exclaimed, turning from my fried eggs. 
	“Yes, rebel.” This was the first time the strange man had spoken. His voice was subtle and low, and sent chills down my spine. “We must stop the rebellion. Do you not know that if the Scottish were to take back the lands they once possessed, the estates your mother brought into the family, your inheritance, would vanish? To stop the rebellion, we need to stop the prophecy. To do that, we need to destroy the Stone of Destiny.”
“Oh, don’t do that!” I exclaimed. “Do you know how old that stone is? It’s a piece of history! It’s—” 
“A chunk of rock?” prompted Jacob.
“Well, yes,” I conceded, “but that doesn’t make its historical value less. Let them keep it, I say. The exiled Stuart kings never had any heirs. It’s just a nice story, and I think it’d be awfully cruel to destroy something that to them is so valuable.”
“So you don’t believe the old stories?” Asked my father.
“No, of course not. There’s history and then there’s myth. The stuff about the Stone of Destiny is just myth. Sure, their kings have been crowned on it for hundreds of years, but it doesn’t give them supernatural power or anything. It’s a royal symbol, just like the Crown Jewels are for us English.”
“Did you ever take it into consideration that the Scottish people might not care whether the stories are true or not? Perhaps the Stone has supernatural power. Perhaps not. That doesn’t matter. What matters is what the Scots think. If they think it has supernatural powers and are willing to fight to re-instate their nonexistent king, it doesn’t matter whether the myths are true or if the man they put on the throne is really a Stuart. All that matters is whether they believe it enough.”
I didn’t know what to say, but I remembered my eggs, and flipped them onto the piece of toast.
“I repeat”, said the strange man, “we need to destroy the Stone.”
“Scots won’t like that,” I said.
	“It doesn’t matter what the Scotch like. They’ve been unhappy for centuries since we exiled their precious Stuarts, and we told them their Bonnie Prince Charlie died an alcoholic.”
“Thought they voted to stay in the UK some years ago,” I said, taking a bite of my egg sandwich.
The strange man gave a strange smile. “Between you and me, that was a brilliant piece of political manipulation. I’m sure you’ve read about that type of thing in your studies?”
“You mean…” I trailed off, “you rigged it? How dishonest!”
“It was best for them. They need protection from themselves. They don’t know what’s good for them. And, well, as for the honesty, when you get older, you’ll learn that things that are wrong for ordinary people are not wrong for highly placed politicians like us. We control the world. Nobody will know about the—er—measures we had to take to secure their safety.”
“Everybody’s going to know when you steal the Stone and destroy it,” I said.
“There are ways to explain it off. There can always be a fire, or maybe the Italian Mafia, or a convenient terrorist attack.”
Disgusted, I finished my sandwich in a big bite and picked up my briefcase.
“I’ve got to go,” I said, my mouth full of sandwich. “Or I’ll be late to class.”
“One moment,” replied my father. “When you were little you used to like the fairy stories about heroes and all. There is a Quest, and where there is a Quest, there must be a Hero. The Quest is to destroy the Stone of Destiny. The Hero is you.”
	“No, no, no,” I said, “I don’t want to be a hero anymore. I’m a university student. I haven’t got time to spare. I really must be going. Exams are next week. And anyway, that quest doesn’t sound heroic. Usually heroes help people. This would hurt thousands and only help myself.” I took a step to leave.
	“I never gave you a choice,” said my father. “The Quest can wait ‘till your holiday. It won’t take long. We need somebody who’s not currently known to do this Quest. This patriotic expedition. This—”
“I need to go to class,” I said.
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