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A Special Note from Mary Ann

This is a series of serialized chapters which will eventually be put together as a novel.

Each chapter was drawn from my paintings which follow the past life of Asa “Magnus” Magnuson. A Wizard/Druid from my Helena Foster Paranormal Mystery Series. 

His past begins in Ireland where The Clan Hewit Series started and flows through the centuries until present time.

I do hope you will read each chapter and enjoy his story.

Arrival

After a few days of rest, followed by a couple of weeks of searching for a vessel that would take them to Holyhead in Wales but would also take passengers, Asa and Mairead had found nothing.

Casually walking around on the muddy dirt roads in the freezing cold wind was very different than the open spaces Asa and Mairead came from on the West side of the island. Asa held onto Mairead’s trembling hand. She wasn’t so much scared as she was chilled from the gusts coming off the Irish sea. 

Mairead cuddled up next to Asa. “I wish there was some place that didn’t smell of fish and wasn’t so frigid.” 

Asa looked down into her eyes. “I’d love to be able to sit next to a fire with you and keep you safe, but I don’t think that possibility will happen soon. Perhaps when we arrive across the sea in Wales, we’ll find it a different place.”

Mairead nodded and shivered. “That would be heavenly, and I agree with you. But I fear life in Wales will be about the same as here. Perhaps in the future we’ll find what you’ve described, but not soon.”
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EVENTUALLY THEY FOUND a cog which would take them across the sea. Captain Briarstone would allow them to travel, but only if Asa was willing to help as one of the crew. 

The cog was a single-masted vessel made from sturdy oak with a huge square sail. It was christened Lucky Lady. Asa thought it was a fitting name for their ship since he and Mairead had been extremely lucky to get away from Eoghan when they did. He didn’t want to imagine what would have happened if they hadn’t left that night. Quickly they returned to their small space in the church, gathered their belongings and returned to the vessel. 

Mairead held onto Asa as they made their way onto the cog. It swayed with the waves. “Is this really strong enough to get us to Wales? I hope this is as sturdy as you think it is.” 

Asa knew it was one of the steadiest ships on the sea. “Yes, it is. I’ve traveled this sea before on one of these cogs and it’s much stronger than it looks.” 

Mairead stared out over the water. “It seems very dangerous. I’m not looking forward to the next few days. I’ve never sailed and I hope I don’t get too sick.”

***
[image: ]


THE SPACE ASA AND MAIREAD were given was small, and not private in the least, but size didn’t make much of a difference. At this point, they just needed to get away from Ireland. Asa knew the cog didn’t move as quickly as some other ships, but once on the water, Asa knew they would do well.

Mairead didn’t quite feel the same. “I’ll most likely stay below deck the entire trip, lying on my sleeping pad in what I heard a crewman say is called the hold, whatever that means. I will try my best to keep from being sick. The tossing of this cog along the waves will make it more difficult, but I suspected as much.” 

Asa gathered all the clothes they brought with them and tried to make her as comfortable as possible but the cold and wet was something he’d not considered. He realized winter was not the best time to make this voyage, but they had little choice. 

Asa pushed the last piece of clothing around Mairead. “The timber that this vessel is carrying may hold off the wind coming in through the openings from above board, but the wet conditions are everywhere. Are you going to be okay? It’s cold and wet, but I feel this is the best I can do. I’ll try to find some more blankets, but the crew are probably used to this weather. I’m sure they don’t bring blankets with them.”

She nodded, but even that made her stomach churn. She gagged and swallowed, and they hadn’t even left port yet. “I’ll be fine, I think. I only hope we can get across the sea in a week or less. I’ll pray for smooth water without too much turmoil. If I’m able to get to sleep, maybe I’ll feel better. I wish I could swim across as a fish, but the distance is too far.”

Asa tried to hold back a laugh, imagining Mairead as a fish, but it was no use. “I can’t even imagine that. It was more than enough seeing you as a horse. A fish would push my thoughts over the edge.”

Mairead laughed with him. They talked for a while, since the cog couldn’t leave port until nightfall. When the cog was released and they started moving, her eyes bulged as she held back the illness, then reclined into the nest Asa had built for her. “You go on and see if there’s anything you can help the crew with. That’s the reason they agreed to let us travel with them.”

Asa smiled. “Fine, but I’ll check on you throughout the night and into the morning to be sure you don’t need anything and confirm that you’re warm enough.” When Asa left their space below deck he shivered in the cold and dampness.
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ASA STEPPED OUT ONTO the deck and could see storm clouds in the distance through the coming darkness. He had to grab hold of the ropes to keep his balance on the icy decking. He remembered the sea was usually rough, but with a storm coming it would get worse. He closed his eyes and mumbled a spell to calm the storm as much as he possibly could.  He hoped it would help, but he could never tell with weather spells.

The clouds began to slip away a short distance. He mumbled a thank you before walking up to Captain Briarstone. He shuddered when he thought about Mairead and how cold and wet the hold was. He tried a warming spell, praying it would be enough to keep her well until they could get to Wales.
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CAPTAIN BRIARSTONE was a burley fellow. He walked with a slight limp, as if he’d been through many rough voyages. Round at the waist, like he’d never missed a meal in his life, though Asa was sure he had. Being at sea, food was often one of the things you did without at times. Asa walked up to him. “Captain Briarstone, where can I help. I have gotten my partner settled as much as possible and am now at your disposal.”

Captain Briarstone looked Asa over. “Well, you look like a fellow who can manage himself. I feel you’ve traveled by sea before.  I’ll need you to help with the rigging and managing the sail. We’re a tad shorthanded but we had to leave before the weather got worse, and my crew couldn’t find another couple of men. I think the storm is building up faster than I’d expected. I’m hoping we can outrun it, but that will depend on how things go when we get farther along.”

Asa moved slowly and carefully toward the sail and looked over the rigging to familiarize himself. He rubbed his hands together to hold off the cold then grasped a shroud to steady himself. It had been years since he’d traveled across the sea with his crew, but memories came back to him quickly. He thought about how difficult moving the sail had been when the wind had its own way, as it usually did. Waves rule was what his old captain used to say, which also means the wind rules too.

He spoke to the other crew members. They didn’t seem to mind having another hand. Even one who wasn’t a full-time sailor. Guess they are used to getting new crew in every port. Sailing isn’t for everyone. The lead crew hand was called Rigger, but Asa learned his name was Ronan.

Things went smoothly and Asa was able to check on Mairead. She seemed to be sleeping. He made sure the blanket of clothing was tucked around her, then returned to the deck. 

The first night was uneventful. His spell must have worked because they made good time. Asa found his memory of the rigging, keeping the shrouds and stays secure and confirming the mast was supported, was helpful. Moving the sail took a bit more effort. The sheets and braces had to be controlled in the icy cold wind to confirm the positioning of the sail, so it caught the wind in the right direction. Waves slapping them in the face was also a nasty business. They needed to stay on course.

Morning found Mairead feeling much better, though not fully well. Asa was glad she was recovering, but to be careful he asked her to stay below deck. “If you feel up to it, you could check in the galley to see if the cook needs help with anything.” She nodded and agreed to think about his suggestion later in the day. 
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ASA CLIMBED THE LADDER to the deck and could sense foreboding at once. The storm was building again, and his spell had run out. Unsure if it would help at all, he re-set the spell and prayed for safety for the ship, crew, and the few other passengers.

Moving across the deck he could see Ronan and the other sailors struggling to keep the sail stable so they would stay on course. He rushed over as much as possible without slipping on the ice from the splashed waves and freezing temperatures. “Here, let me give you a hand. It looks like you could use some help.” Asa relied on his strength and prayed it
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