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“It’s going to be alright once the pain has gone away.”

-Translated Scottish Proverb

It was Griffin’s first day of fourth grade. Well, actually it was every fourth grader’s first day of fourth grade. But to Griffin, it was his first day of fourth grade. This is an important concept because this story largely depends on him, specifically his bravery. He would soon be needing it to break the curse. But today he wouldn’t need bravery. After all it was only his first day, and nothing strange or bad is supposed to happen on the first day of school, not even homework.

Something strange did happen on Griffin’s first day of fourth grade, though, something very strange indeed. His teacher walked in wearing a dress. This wouldn’t be strange at all if his teacher were Mrs. Collier or Mrs. Calhoun. Griffin had seen them wearing dresses before. But he had never seen Mr. McAlister wearing a dress. Yet there he was, hairy legs and all, wearing a plaid skirt. 

“Good morning, class,” he said as if nothing strange was going on. “For those of you who don’t know me, My names Mr. McAlister. Welcome to the fourth grade. You may be wondering why I’m wearing a dress. I’ll be happy to tell you after we’ve gone over the class schedule, class rules, and my expectations for this school year.”

And so it began. Griffin listened to the usual speech about raising your hand to speak in class, using the pass to go to the bathroom, and all the other first day of school things. It was business as usual, except it came from a man with a red beard in a red plaid dress.

“Okay,” thought Griffin, “This is one for the books.”

He looked around the room to see if the other kids were as confused as he was. Most were. His friend, Garrett, had taken his glasses off. He obviously didn’t believe what he was seeing. Everyone sat there nonplussed, except for Sara. She just sat there smiling. That made Griffin feel better. Whenever there was something he needed to know, she was the go-to-girl. Maybe it was all that time she spent reading. But if Sara was okay, maybe there was something he didn’t know. He was willing to forego running out of the classroom, for now.

“Now,” said Mr. McAlister, “About this dress of mine. It actually isn’t a dress at all. Do any of you know what it actually is?”

“It’s a skirt. I’ve got three sisters, so I know the difference,” shouted Garrett. Some of the kids giggled. Mr. McAlister didn’t notice.

“Well, you are partly right, Garrett,” said Mr. McAlister as he looked at Garrett’s desktop, obviously reading his name. “But this is a special skirt I’m wearing for a special reason. Does anyone have a guess? Yes, you young lady, Sara is it? Thanks for raising your hand.”

Sara put her hand down and said, “It’s a Scottish Kilt. Men wear them there, especially on special occasions.” Mr McAlister looked thrilled.

“Very good, Sara! Someone’s been doing some reading. Yes, this is a kilt. My family is Scottish, and this red, plaid thing is the McAlister Clan’s design. And yes, the men used to wear these all the time. Nowadays it’s usually during special occasions, like weddings or funerals. For me, this is a special occasion. Don’t worry, I’ll be wearing pants the rest of the year. “

Garrett let out an audible sigh of relief. Everyone laughed, including Mr. McAlister.

“I decided to wear this today for two reasons. The first one is that , over the summer, I had an exciting adventure. I visited my family’s ancestral home, McAlister Castle. The second reason I’ll tell you about in a few minutes.”

With that said, Mr. McAlister activated the overhead projector and cut off the lights. Then he sauntered over to his laptop computer at his desk. (One does not simply walk while wearing a kilt.) After a few seconds of random typing, a grand picture of an old, Scottish Abby appeared on the screen.

“This is the official home of Clan McAlister.”

The picture dissolved away and a portrait of an old lady took its place.

“This is the Lady McAlister. She lives in the castle and gives tours of her home.”

The next picture was a selfie with Mr. McAlister and the Lady McAlister inside the castle. This continued for the next half hour, but Griffin didn’t mind. It actually was quite interesting. It made him wonder where his family came from. He might have to ask his mom about it later. She had always said that he came from a soup can and that the kids on the soup commercials were his long lost brothers and sisters. They were all cute and freckle faced like him. He was also short, skinny, and brown headed. But that’s beside the point. He was even a little disappointed when the slide show was over and Mr. McAlister turned the lights back on.

“And that brings me to the second reason,” said the enthusiastic teacher as he picked up a box from behind his desk. “This is a Viking Chest. Obviously it’s not Scottish. But it did come from McAlister Castle. Lady McAlister sent it to me last week with a lovely letter. She wished me luck this school year too. You can all come up and look at it if you want.”

The kids had been sitting still for quite a while. They didn’t need a second invitation. All the children stood and stretched and then stumbled up to  Viking chest. It was definitely very old, but the wood was smooth to the touch. Griffin noticed a picture of a hand holding a sword. He looked up to Mr. McAlister inquisitively.

“Ah, that’s the coat of arms. There are actually two of them linked to the McAlister Clan. The other is a red eagle on a golden field. But I like this one better I think. Don’t exactly know why. Okay kids, let’s have a seat.”

The students went back to their desks, some more reluctant than others. As they settled in, Mr. McAlister passed out some papers. Griffin perused it as his teacher once again began to speak.

“This is our first newsletter of the year. As you can see, we’re having pizza for lunch today. Also, there’s a list of the new 4th and 5th grade clubs for this year. Im proud to say that I’ll be sponsoring the new Wood Working Club, by the way. It’s my way of sharing my excitement for my heritage with the students. There’s a limit of 10 kids. I hope some of you will consider it.”

Griffin locked eyes with Garret. In that moment, without a sound, the decision was made. They were going to be two of those ten kids. 

“Okay, it’s getting close to lunchtime. Put your papers away and line up at the door. Sara, will you pass out the hand sanitizer and cut off the lights?”

“Yes sir,” she said as she picked up the container and walked up to the front of the line. It only took a moment until she made it to Garrett and Griffin, who had decided to drop to the back of the line. Griffin decided to be a gentleman and held the door for her. As she walked out, he began to close the door. He could have sworn he heard a noise. Did that old  Viking chest just move?
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Chapter Two
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“A good beginning makes a good ending.”

-Translated Scottish Proverb

A couple of weeks later, it was the first day of 4th and 5th grade clubs. Just as planned, Griffin and Garrett joined the Wood Working club. Griffin was quite excited to begin and he could tell that Garrett was too. Most of the fourth graders felt that way. There were many clubs to choose from. Most of the girls joined the painting or pet care clubs, with a couple of boys sprinkled here or there. The book club was about half and half. That made sense. Griffin had considered signing up for that one himself. He knew Sara would probably join it, bookworm that she was. But when Mr.M, as he came to be called by the class, announced the Wood Working club, he knew that was the one for him. Roughly half the fourth graders had joined a club, and this was the day! 

Not that important things didn’t happen in the days between. Indeed they did. The most important one being Griffin’s dream. It happened several times, but he only remembered it once. That happens to most people. People dream every night, but they forget every day. But sometimes, just sometimes, the dream is vivid enough. This is usually a nightmare of some sort or a night terror, which wakes you up in a fright. This dream was neither. It was more subtle, which required a degree of lucidity. That’s a tall order
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