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This is  dedicated to  those struggling with mental health. May you  never feel cursed by your own mind.
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The Truth is not always a good thing to seek.

To those who read these journals.

The quiet is unsettling as the sun dips low on the horizon. I love the view of the islands one has as they take the ferry from the mainland.  This adventure begins on a note of beauty, and I can't help feeling like that is a good omen.

These journals will be my account as my fiance, Geoffrey Byron, and I explore the island chain I have inherited off the coast of Scotland. There are five islands in the chain. They are the Isle of Truth, the Isle of Life, the Isle of Hope, the Isle of Light, and the Isle of Man. The islands have always been privately owned. While that is unusual, it seems right that this place not be a part of Scotland proper. Those who live on the other islands in this chain are mostly fisherman and understand the way of the sea. It’s funny but even though these are large islands, nothing save the castle, exists on the Isle of Truth. Well over a thousand acres, all for a single castle. The majority of the Isle of Truth is overgrown, making it seem so very secretive. Seems very ironic to me.

The castle has stood through twelve hundred years of recorded history. Though it is a drafty place with the feel of the past haunting it, it has been kept with the times. With four floors, and well over five hundred bedrooms, it is a spacious place. It has many secret corridors, I hope to find all of them. Four towers and six oubliettes help hide the mysteries the castle has seen. I had to research what an oubliette was, as this was my first encounter with them.It is a narrow dungeon with only an entry from a trap door at the top. From the definition, I believe that these were larger than usual. Three basic dungeons in the basement speak of darker places in the hearts of the people who built it. It is said that the castle is cursed. I do not believe in curses, though many in my family do. I am the first in my line in four generations to actually decide to spend any time on the island. There is so much mystery and superstition surrounding this bit of our family history...I only hope to be able to clarify what is behind it all.

There have been well over a thousand deaths that are known to have happened in these halls. Most of the stories about the ghosts, as far as I can tell, are merely fantasy. However, there are a few I’m sure who wander the halls, lost to centuries past and stuck in what I can only guess to be a hellish existence. I hope to discover the history and be able to set free the stories of this wonderful place. While the deed was for all five islands, I find the most interest in the Isle of Truth, and the castle there upon. Although I am sure I will tour the others at least once while I am here. After all, my income will be from them. I have my doubts that the history of the other islands will be as colorful as that of the Isle of Truth. I can only hope you find the truth I will write within these journals to be enlightening, or at the very least entertaining. I also hope that I will be able to shine light on my family's elusive history.

Sincerely,

Kiera Dunwillow.

Historian and Archaeologist.
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I find the excitement of inheriting to be largely contagious. Geoffrey is considering my newest adventure of finding out more of this place to be the best life has to offer. In some ways, I believe he is more excited than I am at exploring what the islands have to offer. He and I are looking forward to the time we will be able to spend together in exploration of our new adventure. His job in finance will assist in the bookkeeping and budgeting of the monies received from the inheritance along with my royalties.  It is how we met. He was my accountant. It really was far more romantic than it sounds.

Four of the five islands have busy ports, and while the deed includes the lands there it is fair to say that there are gaps in what I own, homes and such, that are  privately owned. The cities are well run by small Parliament-style councils, so I have not a concern with them. The only isle with any true need of my attention is the one with the most ambiguous history, the Isle of Truth. I plan to record all the stories I found here, because I feel it will help me to understand my castle, and my family history better. My aunt never spoke to me of the islands, though we were close. I am disturbed by the lapse on her part and anxious to discover why. There seems to be quite a lot of stuff remaining in the castle itself.

My inheritance is not a huge influx of cash. It is more a lot of land and a small income from the local taxes. I doubt that it will even afford me the ability to live as I do currently. My royalties from my textbook sales will continue to lend my lifestyle it's freedoms. I  am not truly worried about the money however. The mystery carries more enticement than money ever could.

The island is overgrown now, but at one time it was lush with an orchard. Perhaps I will see it so again. Some of the history I have gathered on the Isle of Man. I spent several hours pouring over records and such there. The library in the main city is a very well-stocked location. I found myself quite pleased with the city and can easily see myself making it my home. The records there go back as far as the foundation of the first port there.

It was originally owned by a lord who fancied himself a king. He had so many delusions that he named the castle Regalty. I was pleased to find a rough map of the island from the early days, and a castle map from the day when it was used as a bed and breakfast.

He had the orchard planted at the south side. Fruit and nut trees of many varieties. Lush gardens for sitting and thinking had been built along the north side. I can still see apple and walnut; healthy pecan and pear. I can not name all the varieties that are growing alongside the castle. Though I also see some more aggressive weeds growing throughout the trees. Poisonous Oak and Sumac,along with a couple of Crab apple trees growing randomly on the grounds.  I would definitely need a landscaper. After all,  who knew what vermin was hiding in that overgrown mess.

The stables were said to be the choicest horses around. According to the records, Regalty bred some of the strongest and fastest war horses to be found.  The horses were removed in the second generation after the death of Shamus the Kind. I am not sure why. I found I wanted to restore the horses to the island, if nothing else so I could ride across it on horseback.

The castle's beginning is actually much like the story of many European castles. It went on this way for the first fifty or so years. The Isle of  Mana chain became a busy trade route.  

Large cities sprang up on three of the surrounding islands. Well, large for the era. I think they are the reason for the business of the islands today. While a king he was not, Lord Alain was good for the local economy. He hired a craftsman to build his every whim. He was a very wealthy lord who had a very unnoblelike interest in trade. He arranged trade to bring things from afar to have luxuries of all measure. The castle is rundown enough, I may have to do the same. He also brought in supplies to send off to sell to his friends on the mainland, at a nice little markup. He created a supply route and made connections that would have likely not been made elsewise.

He wed Princess Brianna from a nearby Celtic tribe. A feisty redhead who was known to be a formidable warrior. She was likely the one who started the breeding of the horses. Seems I am descended from them. Their love was legendary during this time. He doted on her every desire. When his wife died in childbirth, the lord hired local women to care for the babe. He was not known to be an attentive father although it is said that he was a very diligent business man. I think that he was lost without his beloved Brianna at his side. The stories spoke of how the child was said to resemble his mother quite remarkably. The child was named Shamus after his maternal grandsire, and it was believed that he was destined for greatness.

The child grew into a strapping lad with a curious mind, and a soft heart. It is the lad who is the center of many of the early tales of the castle. Little lord Shamus grew to believe he was a prince. He learned languages, and numbers. He learned courtly etiquette. He learned how to have the people do as he asked. He learned how to turn his natural charisma into an income by arranging trade. He learned how to be discreet and cunning. He learned to breed the horses and sell them for a healthy profit. He learned how to fight and ride.

In time he wed a comely young lass named Elspeth whose background was as noble as he believed his own to be. Lord Shamus had a kind heart, and a strong sense of duty. After the wedding he went only by King, and was generally accepted as such. He wed not for love but for the political tie the marriage would bring. It was, I think, regrettable to him in the long run. Elspeth was a virgin when they wed. I know all of this because I have found journals he kept.  

Considering  the amount of time, these journals were in extraordinary condition. To be honest, after reading his journals, I feel a strong sense of connection with him. He was eloquent and well spoken. The journals had much of the day to day minutia of the running of the castle. Yet, he also made very personal and endearing entries as well. He noted details that I would have thought a noble of the time would have overlooked. Details such as births among the staff, Illness among the servants, and small celebrations. From other records of the era I have found that he was well liked and very diplomatic. There seems so much history here. I find myself drawn to the
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