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			Our Journey Begins
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			We’ll set out on our journey across Scotland in the small town of Culross, Fife. My introduction to Culross, which I’ve since learned to pronounce ‘Coo-Russ’, was on a particularly cold, dreich day. I was on the set of Outlander – a TV series mostly unknown in my own country at that time despite its devoted fanbase all over the world – and the wee medieval-era town had been transformed into a Jacobite encampment in 18th-century Derby, England.

			‘You! Come here!’

			I dropped my sandwich and untangled myself from a bunch of supporting actors huddled together for warmth. I was later told that my scene would probably not make the final cut on account of an issue with my wig, but when the episode aired months later my open mouth was front and centre as Caitriona Balfe, Outlander’s leading lady, dug around in it with rudimentary dentistry tools. I was chuffed!

			It’s surreal to think that the same shivering 18th-century Highlander would find his way back to that wee town hundreds of times, and always with a tour van full of excited visitors, all poised to experience the real star of the show – Scotland. I continue to be starstruck by the performance and beauty of the place I see on a daily basis. My role remains as a supporting actor, but over the years I’ve also become a storyteller as I do my bit to share the history and folklore of the land I’m lucky enough to call home.

			When on tour, my guests walk in the footsteps of kings and queens, lairds and ladies, murderers, farmers, poets and invading armies, as well as everyday folk like myself. It’s a joy to share the wee nuggets of information I’ve picked up along the way, and so I’m setting them down here on the page to either be taken with you on your travels, or to cosy up with in your armchair (with a cup of tea or a wee dram, if you so wish).

			So, wherever you are, settle in and get comfortable as we embark on a journey of our own together. I sincerely hope you enjoy it.

		

		
			Chapter 1

			Fife and Beyond
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			Culross

			Steeped in so much history you can feel it all around you, it’s no wonder Culross has been used as a set for so many films over the years. It’s a truly unique place that seems to be standing still in time, with many of the buildings dating back to the 16th century. There’s a statue in the village’s cobbled square of a unicorn atop the Mercat Cross, and if you stand next to it you truly feel as if you’ve travelled through time. From here you can either walk uphill as the narrow street climbs steeply towards Culross Abbey, nestled around the corner at the top of the hill, or you can walk down towards the Town House, Culross Palace and the waterfront.

			The village rises above expansive salt flats to the south, key to Scotland’s once thriving salt industry for the extraction of what was known in days past as ‘white gold’. The flats disappear into the River Forth, which stretches away to the east past Edinburgh and to the North Sea beyond.

			One of the most impressive features of Culross is one that we’ll never see. Coal mining was a huge industry in the 17th century, thanks to the genius of Sir George Bruce, merchant, engineer and descendant of Robert the Bruce. With the help of the so-called Moat Pit shaft on an artificial island, an Egyptian wheel and horses on a conveyor belt, Bruce cleverly designed a series of coal shafts that extended at least a mile out under the estuary. Sometimes I find myself staring out over the water, trying to imagine how difficult the conditions must have been working in those submarine mines. One worker from the period is quoted as saying, ‘There must be more than a hundred ships sailing above our heads!’

			Bruce was ahead of his time in many ways. It’s said that he’d keep a portion of the miners’ wages and hold it until later in the month, thereby ensuring that they had some money left over to put food on the table for their families and didn’t just spend it all on drink. He also wouldn’t allow particularly young children into the mines at a time when it would have been seen as quite normal to do so.

			A short distance from the water is Culross Palace, a complex of houses painted in a beautiful bright yellow or ochre colour known as King’s Gold, a colour used at the time to show off your status and wealth.

			Today, Culross has become a dear friend I know well from one end of its cobbled streets to the other. This charming settlement is alive with colour and light, from the sunny yellow palace, to the orange, yellow and white exteriors of the medieval-era homes, the vast array of blooming flowers in the thriving herb garden, the green ivy-draped mausoleum of the West Kirk and the vast luminescent skies that open up across the River Forth. It’s a real treat for the eyes.

			The village wasn’t always such a bright and cheery place, however. A shadow swirls about Culross, and dark voices from the past whisper superstitions in your ear. In 1597 an infamous book entitled Daemonologie – written by King James VI of Scotland, who possessed a fascination with the occult – appeared and whipped an already palpable level of superstition into a frenzy.

			However, the true evil that spread across the country was not supernatural at all, and Culross still bears the scars of the dreadful events that James VI helped set in motion. Look around and you’ll see signs of the hysteria that swept Scotland in the form of witch hunts.

			In Culross Palace I direct my guests’ attention to the timber above the fireplaces, where multiple curiously shaped markings and scratches can be seen. These are what became known as ‘witch marks’ or ‘protection marks’, as it was believed that inscribing such marks would ward off all manner of evil – from demons and witches to the Evil Eye. People at the time lived in a terrifying world where evil lurked everywhere, waiting for a chance to invade any unprotected home, farm or business. It was hoped that witch marks, as well as artefacts hidden inside the buildings, such as coins, would offer protection for the people and animals within.

			Culross Town House is a short walk from the palace. Just beneath its slate roof, two very small windows can be seen, tiny apertures into the witches’ prison. Here is where all manner of scapegoats, outcasts and free thinkers would await unjust trials, having been accused of witchcraft by their neighbours, then held for absurd and absolutely unprovable reasons.

			[image: Illustration of Culross Town House]

			In the water beyond the village I can’t help but imagine there are chains that remain among the rocks where the accused were once shackled, soon to drown with the rising tide. If they floated, it showed they were a witch; if they sank, then they must have been innocent. Either way, these poor people would be wronged. It’s estimated that in just over a couple of hundred years, starting from the early 16th century, an estimated 4,000 Scots (mostly women) were accused of witchcraft across Scotland, around a third of whom were put to death. It’s important to remember those who suffered, and in 2022 Scotland’s First Minister issued a formal apology on behalf of the Scottish government. There was a bill under consideration to officially pardon all the victims posthumously.

			I travel all over Scotland to countless ancient sites – castles, cemeteries, burial chambers and prisons – and Culross is the one place where I still get goosebumps every single time. At first it was simply an uncomfortable feeling. I’d tell myself that I was just spooked by all the witch stories. But then one day I saw something I’ve never been able to make sense of.

			To set the stage, let’s rewind about ten years. A mum and dad were in Culross Palace and heard their wee girl speaking to someone in the strongroom. (In the days before banks, strongrooms were safe places to keep valuables inside a business.)

			‘Who are you talking to, sweetie?’ the girl’s mother asked.

			‘I’m talking to the man, Mummy.’

			Confused, her parents asked, ‘What man?’

			‘The man with the funny collar,’ she replied.

			The parents looked around but couldn’t see anyone, so they continued their exploration of the palace. But as they proceeded upstairs into the painted chamber, the girl pointed to a portrait on the wall and said, ‘That’s the man there, Mummy!’

			Following her finger, the girl’s parents met the gaze of Sir George Bruce, the man who’d built the palace. His eyes stared back at them from above a large white collar.

			Fast forward about five years to an 18th-century Highlander sharing this ghost story and preparing to introduce his Australian guests to the man with the funny collar. It was the day before Halloween, and the palace was due to close the following day. Bay leaves were stuck to the palace walls to warn witches away, and in the corner of one of the rooms a mannequin doll with a white hat and linen gown sat upright on a chair.

			The very second I walked into the room and said, ‘That’s George Bruce there,’ all the bay leaves fell onto the floor and the wee hat flew across the room, landing in the opposite corner. There were no open windows or doors, and no breeze – nobody else there but us.

			My Australian guest looked first at me, then at her husband, and said, ‘You guys did that!’

			We both assured her we hadn’t. I ran downstairs and outside to the Town House to tell Linda, a palace employee, what had happened.

			‘Don’t worry,’ she said with an affectionate twinkle in her eye. ‘That’s just them saying goodbye for the season.’

			From a paranormal perspective, Culross stands out to me more than any other place in Scotland. Every time I visit and retell the stories to guests, the hairs on the back of my neck stand up. I’ve had several of my own experiences there now and I sense a strange energy to the place that’s difficult to rationalise. You might be able to tell – I’m a definite believer in ghosts, now more so than ever!

			Not far from the palace is a pub called the Red Lion Inn, an institution in the village for over five hundred years. A merchant’s tavern dating back to the 16th century, it’s a fantastic wee place, recently bought out by the community thanks in large part to the financial contributions of both the Scottish diaspora and Outlander fans worldwide. I’m always amazed by the incredible impact our small country has around the world, and by the number of people who are so generous and willing to preserve its history.

			What I love most about travelling around Scotland and visiting its towns and villages is quite simply the people, as the country is full to the brim with interesting characters. I love meeting the folks who live and work locally, and forming bonds with them is incredibly rewarding, humbling and enlightening.

			One such bond was with an amazing photographer in Culross called Graham Harris Graham, who took fabulous shots of our beautiful, dramatic Scottish landscapes. I used to bring guests into the Town House, where Graham had his photography studio. He made his images the old-fashioned way, on silver paper in a darkroom, and when you shine a light on the finished photos, they come alive, as if lit from within.

			Graham wandered out to see me one day.

			‘Andy, can I have a wee word with you?’

			Oh dear, I thought, what have I done?

			But with tears in his eyes, he said to me, ‘I really just want to thank you for bringing people into my shop.’

			He gave me a beautiful Glencairn whisky glass that had the word ‘Culross’ engraved across its front. It was a moment that really moved me. I cherish my memories with Graham, who died tragically in a hillwalking accident and is dearly missed. His wife Lora still works in the Town House, selling his prints as well as running her own lovely clothing shop across the hall. Culross won’t be the same without Graham, but his memory lives on in the thousands of prints that hang in homes around the world, bringing smiles and warm reminders of trips to bonnie Scotland.

			Folks like Graham, ambassadors for their wee corners of Scotland, can be found all over, from village to city, mountaintop to glen, mainland to the isles, and everywhere in between. You just have to slow down and take the time to meet people, as they’re always so generous with sharing their stories and wee nuggets of history that I can pass on to my guests. As long as I remain curious, there will always be new things to learn from these wonderful folk.

			The next best thing to meeting the locals, however, is watching new visitors experience all that Scotland has to offer. Seeing the wonder and amazement in their eyes is a joy, and it never fails to make me feel as though I’m visiting for the first time.

			This job, this unexpected path I’m on, is about forming friendships, not just bringing people to a location on a map for a quick photo opportunity. It’s learning about the customs and the traditions, respecting the locals and ensuring these breathtaking places are preserved for future generations.
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			Blackness Castle

			‘The ship that never sailed’ – this has to be the best castle nickname in all of Scotland, and it’s been given to Blackness Castle, which sits on the Firth of Forth on the opposite bank from Culross.* If you look at the castle from a distance you can see its unmistakable resemblance to a ship, as if it has run aground in the mudflats and never sailed again.

			Built by Sir George Crichton and dating back to the 1440s, Blackness began its life as a noble residence, but it wasn’t long before it became a prison and a military stronghold. Crichton was a powerful man, his titles including Earl of Caithness, Keeper of Stirling Castle, Sheriff of Stirling and Lord High Admiral of Scotland, and his castle here on the Forth was once one of Scotland’s most formidable fortifications.

			The castle served the Royal Burgh of Linlithgow, and it’s one of my favourites in the whole country. In addition to the structure’s brute show of strength to anyone who had designs on attacking, it was also a prison used by the reigning royals to incarcerate the enemies of the state, with the central tower being used to hold those who’d fallen out of favour with the king. These would have been educated individuals who could read and write, and in the central tower they were afforded the luxury of having their family with them. While they had to pay for the privilege, at least they were able to live together. Possibly the most famous ‘guest’ to stay here was Cardinal Beaton from St Andrews, who, it must be said, was not very well behaved for a man of God, having claimed to be among the regents to the newborn Mary, Queen of Scots on the basis of the forged will of the former king, James V.

			In stark contrast to the prison for the nobility and the well-heeled was the pit prison,† where the unfortunate prisoners were very much out of sight, out of mind. This particular prison in the castle was excavated in 1924 and archaeologists found wrist bones with the manacles still attached, as clear a demonstration as you could wish for of the stark differences between the high- and low-status prisoners.

			In 1543 King Henry VIII’s ambassador to Scotland reported back to him that the mighty garrison at Blackness was wholly impregnable and would serve the country well for a hundred years or more. But in 1650 the infamous Oliver Cromwell attacked Scotland with all his might, besieging the castle from land and sea. The man responsible for ruining many of our country’s castles and monuments, Cromwell laid waste to Blackness after a siege that lasted only twenty-four hours, and the castle was abandoned.

			From a military perspective, Blackness is fascinating. One of the castle’s most interesting features is the caponier inside the main entrance, one of only a few castles in Scotland to possess this feature. A caponier – from the French for ‘chicken coop’ – was a defensive feature that funnelled people through a very small passageway. As they entered, they’d have to pass a series of strategically placed ‘murder holes’ that would enable guards to target attackers from every direction by launching all manner of things from these holes – hot oil and boiling water, sharp or heavy objects and, of course, projectiles.

			Standing within the walls of the castle, I can imagine the soldiers sleeping in their hammocks in what would have been incredibly rough conditions. They probably stank from their unbrushed teeth and unbathed bodies, but they’d have all been in it as one – living, sleeping and eating together – with a strong sense of camaraderie.
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			If you follow the Forth westwards, away from the North Sea, it narrows and narrows until it reaches Stirling. In times past, it was widely understood that if you controlled Stirling, you controlled Scotland (and we’ll be making our way across to Stirling in due course …).
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			John Muir Way

			‘The mountains are calling and I must go.’

			If you enjoy a good walk, the John Muir Way, which passes directly behind Blackness Castle, is an unmissable 134-mile footpath that runs from Helensburgh on the west coast of Argyll and Bute, to Dunbar, an East Lothian coastal town and the birthplace of John Muir, the naturalist and conservationist.

			Many Scots don’t realise that the famous quote above was penned by one of our own. John Muir is a familiar name to American guests, as he went on to become known as the father of the national parks system in the United States. It was on a camping trip with John Muir that President Teddy Roosevelt woke up to a snow-dusted Yosemite Valley. Muir convinced the president that this place, and many others, needed to be saved before man – in his greed and lack of care – destroyed them completely. The great impact that Muir had on the US was one of the reasons his name was chosen for this coast-to-coast route across the southernmost reaches of the Highlands. The creators of the path felt his contributions to the natural conservation movement, and the importance he placed on getting into the great outdoors, should be celebrated in his home country.

			One of the many fantastic things about Scotland is our network of footpaths, which we call ‘ways’. They criss-cross the country in all directions and offer wonderful opportunities to experience our natural countryside, whether for a short walk or a multi-week trek. They are often associated with a certain theme or person, such as the Rob Roy Way, the Cape Wrath Way and the West Highland Way, and each offers a unique perspective on Scotland’s varied landscape.
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			Abercorn Church

			Did you know there’s a term for folks who are crazy for all things to do with graveyards? That word is ‘taphophile’, and if it describes you, then there are treats for you in every corner of Scotland.

			One of my favourite spots to take cemetery lovers is Abercorn Church, which dates back to the 12th century and was rebuilt in the 19th. Within the grounds here several gravestones can be found from as far back as the 17th century, the oldest I’ve come across being from 1662. The interesting thing about many of these older graves is the symbols on their headstones. As so many people at the time of these burials were illiterate, the symbols were used to provide a glimpse into the life of the grave’s occupant. Often, tools of the trade were carved on the stone to convey the dead person’s profession: an anvil for a blacksmith, a horseshoe for a hammerman, a crown for royalty, a sextant for a mariner, a rake for a gardener, a saw for a carpenter and so on. The baker’s headstone in Abercorn includes three baps – our word for a bread roll – on a peel (the long-handled shovel used for moving loaves in and out of the oven), and it’s the only stone in Scotland to feature a rolling pin.

			At the entrance of the kirkyard (a churchyard) is a headstone with the inscription ‘Memento Mori’, the Latin term meaning ‘remember that you must die’. It’s a collective term for artistic reminders of the inevitability of death. Various representations of immortality, in the form of angels, cherubs and doves, as well as more traditional symbols of death and the passing of time, such as bones, skulls, angels of death, swords and hourglasses, can also be found. An hourglass stands for the sands of time, and an hourglass with wings is said to mean ‘tempus fugit’, Latin for ‘time flies’. Perhaps most moving of all is the symbol of an hourglass on its side, a nod to all those who died young.

			There is a small museum nearby too, which houses some of the oldest artefacts I’ve ever seen, including a 7th-century Christian cross and a number of 11th-century Viking hogback stones, which might represent the hull of a Viking ship, or perhaps a longhouse. But my favourite thing here is the Bishop’s Stone, which includes carvings of a fish, a wee robin, a snake, a stag and a kneeling figure. The stone dates back to the 6th century, to the time when St Columba travelled to Scotland in his mission to convert people to Christianity.

			One inscription that really sticks with me is a written reminder of how quickly life can change. The stone says:

			All ye that comes my grave to see

			As you read on this do think on me

			repent in time do not delay

			I in my youth was called away.
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			Hopetoun Estate

			Abercorn’s lovely wee churchyard lies within the Hopetoun Estate, whose grounds are a treat to explore. It’s not just people who are laid to rest here. At the back of the house there’s a beautiful big pond with a fountain, set amid an array of forest walks. Scattered throughout the forest is a collection of old gravestones, all of which are resting places for the Hope family’s dogs, dating back to Tourist in the 1890s, and poor wee Hurley who was stung by a bee on the River Spey in 1994.

			Back in the land of the living, there are fluffy Hebridean sheep on the estate, which is not bounded by any fences at all. That’s right, no fences – and the sheep don’t run away! This is all thanks to a fascinating feature in the formal gardens called a ha-ha, which is a ditch system around the entire perimeter of the gardens. Ha-has originated in France in the 17th century and spread throughout Britain, such ‘hidden’ fences being a solution to the problem of inelegant-looking livestock fences spoiling the view from the grand house, while at the same time enabling the four-legged to freely wander the estate without risk of escape. From a distance they blend right into the landscape, and it’s not until you’re right up close that you can see the ditch. It’s very clever, and what a great name, apparently deriving from the surprised response of ‘Ah! Ah!’ provoked by the original ditches in France.

			Hopetoun House is considered one of Scotland’s finest stately homes.‡ It dates back to 1699, originally being built for the sixteen-year-old Charles Hope, and the building is still inhabited by the Hopes to this day. The family hosts events and antique fairs, and the house, as well as its beautiful nature walks and garden spring trails, has been much used for filming.

			In 1822 King George IV famously visited Hopetoun, marking the first time a reigning monarch had visited Scotland since 1641, an indication of how much importance the royals placed on their northern realm following the Union of Crowns in 1603. It is said that George IV dined on turtle soup and white wine at Hopetoun’s grand table.

			Like so many of Scotland’s historic stately homes, the building has been seen in many guises over the years. In the ballroom, injured British soldiers would lie in hospital beds to convalesce, as Hopetoun House was transformed into a British army auxiliary hospital with forty-one beds during the First World War. The ballroom had been converted into a ward, and once the soldiers felt up to it, they could play a game of croquet on the expansive lawns in front of the house.
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			Aberdour Castle

			Aberdour Castle is one of two of the oldest datable castles in Scotland (along with Castle Sween in Argyle). The oldest parts of the structure date back to the 12th century, and the rest of it was largely the creation of the Douglas Earls of Morton, who held it from the 14th century. Some of the oldest walled gardens in Scotland grace the grounds, with terraces dating to the 16th century.

			[image: Illustration of the Dovecot at Aberdour]

			A beautifully preserved beehive-shaped dovecot sits in the grounds. A dovecot – or doocot, as we say in Scotland – is a common feature at castles. These conical-shaped structures once housed pigeons, which would have been used for their meat, droppings (for fertiliser) and eggs. Doocots can be found, seemingly randomly scattered, in fields all over Scotland in a variety of shapes and sizes, despite the castles they once served now being long gone. Many of them were constructed with a series of protruding stones starting half-way up, of which there would have been several courses. These are known as ‘rat rings’, and they were designed to prevent rats from climbing up the doocot and stealing the pigeons’ precious eggs.

			There’s also a stunning little Norman church called St Fillan’s in the grounds. It’s one of the oldest surviving churches in Scotland, and in 2023 the church celebrated its 900th year as a congregation.

			An engraved slab at the east end of the church’s exterior makes reference to the many pilgrims who passed this way, either on their way to Inchcolm Abbey or to visit the holy well on the church grounds, believed to have healing powers particularly related to eyesight. There’s also a ‘leper’s squint’ here, a very small window that could be used by those suffering from leprosy to watch the service while keeping a safe distance from the rest of the congregation. There’s a myth that’s often circulated about Robert the Bruce using this particular squint towards the end of his life, but personally I find it hard to believe that a king wouldn’t have a place to worship inside!

			One of Aberdour Castle’s most famous – or infamous – residents was James Douglas, 4th Earl of Morton, who met a grisly end after being found guilty of helping with the assassination of Lord Darnley, husband of Mary, Queen of Scots. He was executed in Edinburgh in 1581 by the maiden, an early version of the guillotine. A particularly gruesome detail about his demise is that his head remained on the Old Tolbooth at St Giles’ Cathedral for eighteen months, before being reunited with his body in an unmarked grave in the kirkyard at Greyfriars. (We’ll discover more about Greyfriars later.)
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			Forth Bridges

			Rising in the distance to the east of Blackness Castle are three wonders of modern engineering spanning the Firth of Forth between the charming villages of North and South Queensferry.

			Queensferry gets its name from the original ferry service founded by Queen Margaret in the 11th century. The Firth of Forth formed a significant obstacle for pilgrims making the journey to St Andrews, and a free water crossing provided a welcome service. The ferry service ran for an impressive eight hundred years, so the next time you enjoy safe and free passage across the Firth, do remember Queen Margaret.

			Born in exile in Hungary, Margaret lived in England for a time before she found herself on Scotland’s shores seeking refuge with her mother, which the kind King Malcolm III granted them. He was quite taken with Margaret, and the two were wed in around 1070. Twenty-three years and three sons later, King Malcolm and their eldest son were killed at the Battle of Alnwick. Just three days later, the good queen breathed her last in Edinburgh Castle – it’s said that she died of grief after hearing the tragic news. St Margaret’s Chapel on Edinburgh’s Castle Hill still bears her name and is the oldest building in Edinburgh. Nicknamed the ‘Pearl of Scotland’, Queen Margaret was made a saint in 1249, the only member of Scottish royalty to receive that distinction.

			After eight centuries of ferry service, however, the time came to build a bridge across the water. The oldest and westernmost of the bridges is the Forth Bridge, which isn’t just any old railway bridge. Finished in 1890, it was the world’s first major steel structure and is still the longest cantilever bridge in the world. This lovely, rust-hued bridge might be overshadowed by the elegance of its two neighbours, but it has an unmistakably sturdy, industrial beauty of its own.

			The job of painting the bridge was once a daunting, seemingly never-ending task, so much so that ‘like painting the Forth Bridge’ became a way of saying that a job went on forever, because when you’d finished you had to start all over again. With 6.5 million rivets and 53,000 tonnes of steel to paint, that’s a lot of surface area! Thankfully for bridge workers, a new type of paint, applied under climate-controlled conditions, lasts for about twenty-five years before it needs attention again.

			On either side of the bridge there are memorials to the ‘Briggers,’ the term for the people who worked on the bridge. It was highly dangerous work, without the health and safety restrictions we’re accustomed to today, and sadly, over seventy people died during its construction, with hundreds more injured and crippled. The Forth Bridge is so significant to industrial, engineering and transport history that it was awarded the status of UNESCO World Heritage Site in 2015, the sixth Scottish site to be given the accolade, the other sites being the Antonine Wall, New Lanark, the Heart of Neolithic Orkney, the Old and New Towns of Edinburgh, and St Kilda.

			Next up is the Forth Road Bridge, the dedicated route for pedestrians, cyclists and public transportation. In the 1920s automobiles had exploded onto the scene in (relatively) great numbers and there was a need for a non-rail crossing across the Firth of Forth. Opened in 1964, it was the longest long-span suspension bridge in the world outside of the United States. It bears a striking resemblance to the Golden Gate Bridge in San Francisco, only ours is white in colour.

			The newest bridge is the graceful Queensferry Crossing, the largest three-tower cable-stayed bridge in the world. It was officially opened in 2017 and is now the main motorway crossing over the Firth of Forth. I can still remember the first time I drove over it – what a sight! White cables radiate down from three towers to the main platform of the bridge, giving it an ethereal feel, almost as if the rays of the sun itself were anchoring the bridge to the bedrock of the Firth.

			Edinburgh native Robert Louis Stevenson is said to have stayed at the Hawes Inn in South Queensferry in 1886, and the story goes that he began writing his novel Kidnapped here, with the mention of the establishment in the book lending credence to this story. I can just imagine Stevenson looking out his window at the ships coming and going up the Forth, his imagination running wild with the far-off places from which they’d sailed and the stories those journeys might involve.

			On the opposite shore sits the Harbour Light Tower, the world’s smallest working lighthouse. Stevenson would have seen this wee tower, which was built in 1817 by his own grandfather! More about the Stevenson family later …
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			Falkland

			A visit to Falkland, also a royal burgh, isn’t complete without a stop at Falkland Palace. It’s amazing to me how many tour guides zoom into the town square, make a ten-minute stop at Bruce Fountain, then pile their guests quickly back onto the coach and leave. Now, to all my Outlander fans out there, I know this fountain became a sacred site for pilgrimage when the iconic scene of the Highlander’s ghost unfolded on screen here. But after you’ve snapped that photo, I encourage you to stay in Falkland a little longer, and I promise that you’ll be amazed at how much more it has to offer.

			Falkland Palace was a place where Mary, Queen of Scots spent some of her happiest years, far from the
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