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			Praise for A Moon in All Things

			“Atmospheric, subtle, and captivating”

			—Foreword Reviews, Clarion

			“Tears, sighs, fabulous!”

			—Geralyn White Dreyfous, Academy Award-winning film producer

			“A writer should be able to ‘dance with a pen’ according to Nietzsche. If we accept this as a test for a writer, then Jennifer Comeau passes with flying colors her first time out of the gate with A Moon in All Things. This work is not formulaic magic realism, but rather reality as magic. This is a generous, warm-hearted, and very well-researched novel and the reader will want more.”

			—Tom Bancroft, former book critic

			“An excellent and thoroughly enjoyable read. I felt fully immersed in Comeau’s story world and loved the details of sea life and old Irish culture that are inherent to the piece … the map of the village was wonderful. …This is fantastic work.”

			—Ink & Insights Competition (Score: 246/250)

			“Comeau delivers a beautifully crafted historical fantasy infused with lyricism and Celtic magic. [The] heroine’s viewpoint is consistently engrossing, allowing readers full access to her internal life, as well as a vicarious connection to the natural world that so informs her character.”

			—Booklife Prize

			“Captivated by lucid prose and an irresistible tale of high stakes and true love, I started reading A Moon in All Things in the morning, continued into the afternoon and evening, and finished it in a weekend with a grateful sigh. This book will enthrall any reader who has wrestled with following her path. As a coming-of-age tale that dives deeply into questions of home, tradition, and calling, it will stay with me for a long, long time.”

			—Jena Schwartz, writing coach and author of, 
Why I was Late for Our Meeting. Don’t Miss This

			“This book brims with life, magic, and a flow back to the forces of nature we have forsaken. Oh my.”

			—Ellen Kleiner, former publishing editor

			“Jennifer E Comeau has crafted a brilliantly written book of magic and healing that I could barely put down. In a time when we sorely need to wake up to the healing properties of plants and spirits of the land, this book will inspire many to open up to the invisible realms around us who are calling us back Home to the wise ways. I am certain that this novel will become a classic along the lines of  The Mists of Avalon”.

			—Mare Cromwell, author of 
The Great Mother Bible and Gaia Mystic

			“In this fantasy novel, Comeau uses the Irish setting ... and tales of the Otherworld and Tuatha dé Danann to craft an ethereal, fablelike narrative. Morrigan, ... friends, family, and fellow villagers, come alive ... fitting perfectly into the picturesque village ... Morrigan’s frustration with the imposed limits on her gender adds a fascinating dimension to the spooky tale..”

			—Kirkus Indie Reviews
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			“The world is full of magic things, 
patiently waiting for our senses to grow sharper.”

			—W. B. Yeats

			“It is a fact strange, but nevertheless true, 
that as the people are forgetting how to talk Irish, 
and have taken to reading Bibles and learning English, 
…so have the animals which used in former days 
to be excessively communicative, given over 
holding any discourse with human beings.”

			—Sir William Wilde
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			MORRIGAN

			Western Ireland, 1820s

			Not that the world had gone from silent to humming, because it had not. Yet it seemed no sounds were of consequence until the bees arrived. Every tree and rock and waterfall noticed their hum as if the land incarnated an ancient melody, the song of the life force. Long ago, nature’s overtones had filled the Irish with joy and purpose. Now, under the colonizing forces of England and a growing Catholic Church, to Irish ears, the song of the life force had become a whisper.

			Morrigan Lane, however, possessed a deep-rooted connection with the subtle realms of the land, though she herself hadn’t fully realized it. Something happened to her when she joined in her people’s ceremonies at the stone circle: Her body hummed like a colony of bees, her freckled cheeks flushed with vitality, and she heard leaves rustle a word on the wind. Believe. Of course, the ceremonies were much frowned upon these days, and that was the source of Morrigan’s unrest.

			One dark April night, a night that seemed like any other, Morrigan walked a thousand-year-old footpath high above the North Atlantic. Despite the blackness, she knew the trail as one would the oddities of an old friend. For most of her sixteen years, Morrigan had walked these cliffs when sleeplessness drove her from her pallet under the eaves to the sea. The almond scent of newly flowering broom drifted to her from hardy clumps that clung to thin sandstone soil. Though she could not see them, her mind mapped the great rocks just below the cliff. No doubt having a conversation about weather and waves, she mused.

			Letting out a loud sigh, Morrigan put all her longings—to escape the dispiriting burdens of life—into a conjuring spell: Come, oh trace of new adventure; I’m a daughter of the moon. Shifting shoreline, bring my future; bring it to me very soon.

			Perhaps from nowhere a vast sailing ship would appear to take her away. But she had no wish to leave the land she loved, really. A crescent moon hung across a ridge south of the rocky shore. She stared at it, longing to witness a different kind of crescent—the great sweeping arc of horizon her da had told her about when fishing, surrounded by nothing but ocean. She’d be free if she became a sea captain, the very thing forbidden to her and to all women.

			When a sound emerged from beneath the waves, Morrigan jerked, unable to shake the notion of the bay as one great in-breath and she, mere air, pulled into its watery lungs. She tightened her wrap and searched the line of boats anchored in the still waters. Nothing but swells.

			Then, a voice thundered, “Come to me. Explore the sea. I shall ferry you to the free.” There appeared before her a man in a seaborne chariot just beyond the boats. His arms stretched outward, beckoning. Morrigan froze from where she stood high above the harbor. Had he seen her? Squinting in the darkness, she confirmed that his penetrating gaze was directed at her.

			“Christ almighty.” Had her spell worked? Morrigan glanced back at the thatch-roofed cottage where her family lay asleep. Run home! her mind urged.

			“Cast away your life’s burdens and join me here upon the waters,” said the man. She noticed more details: His long black hair jutted out from underneath a metal helmet, a thick sword hung at his side, and despite what appeared to be a cloak behind him, his arms were bare.

			

			To follow this stranger was madness. As gusts of wind swirled the grasses around her, she caught the lilting sound of her own words, sung by another woman, who appeared like a mirage at the quay, her twilled woolen skirts and red hair wild in the wind. “Come, oh trace of new adventure; I’m a daughter of the moon. Shifting shoreline bring my future; bring it to me very soon.” Morrigan felt an urgency from the woman, whose ghostly stare seared her.

			Something inside the young woman sprang loose, and before she knew it, her feet were moving, and she was racing down the path toward the quay. When she arrived, the woman had vanished, but the man had not. Heedless of the rules against women on the waters, Morrigan leapt into one of several dories tied to the dock and rowed toward the man shimmering in the moonlight.

			He nodded to her and, turning, moved through the swells without a sail.

			No sail? Is he real or a specter? The night had become untrustworthy. “What am I doing?” she said aloud. She felt as if she were a marionette, moved by invisible strings. Desperate for some undefined thing, she pushed her doubts away. His distance from her widened, so she made a quick decision to pursue the stranger in her Uncle Colm’s púcán fishing vessel, smaller than the other hooker fishing boats and, thus, more manageable. She would try to catch him using only the foresail, for she hadn’t the strength to hoist the boat’s lugsail.

			Morrigan had never skippered a boat before, but her movements were confident because she’d played in the púcán since childhood, mimicking her uncle’s routine. She scrambled forward and began to hoist the anchor line, its weight eliciting a groan of effort until finally it clunked to the deck. Then she raised and cleated the foresail as it caught the gusty wind, and the púcán moved in line with the mysterious stranger out into Galway Bay.

			“Eeeyooow,” Morrigan screamed, for suddenly the vast ocean was an untamed force of wind and waves. Still, deep inside she felt elation at the salt wind in her long curls and the slap of waves against the boat. Gripping the wooden tiller worn smooth by strong hands, Morrigan squared her shoulders and widened her stance. She was captaining a vessel, something she’d only dreamt about.

			Keeping the shoreline in view, she glanced at the night sky to spot the constellation Ursus Major and the North Star, essential for nighttime navigation. This her da had taught her during their nocturnal walks home from McDonaugh’s Pub.

			In the darkness, the moon’s light revealed just enough to see the man standing in his boat with his cape streaming behind him like a wake, turning at once from a dark shade to a light one. Morrigan blinked and looked again. She bit the inside of her cheek. “What in all manner?”

			When the sea began to churn as if it were a life force unto itself, swirling and growing in size and speed, Morrigan’s hand froze on the tiller. She strained her eyes to find the source of the turbulence.

			Foolhardy, following this man, she thought. Worse than that: witless and dunderheaded.

			Once more she heard the command, “Come to me. Explore the sea. I shall ferry you to the free.”  Then, the man and his vessel sank without struggle into a chasm made deep by the churning waters.

			“Dar fia!” screamed Morrigan in her native tongue. Her boat headed straight for the roiling waves. Heart pounding, she acted by instinct, shoving the tiller to the other side. The boat lurched, and she fell onto the deck grunting as pain shot from wrist to elbow. She scrambled back to the tiller. Now the púcán drifted toward cliffs to the south, nearing a mass of rocks scattered in the waters. She jerked the tiller to the other side, and the vessel came around and back out to sea. How will this end? she thought, realizing how little control she had over the boat.

			A voice drifted to her from the shore, “Gadaí!” Thief. A man pointed toward her, running along the strand, bellowing the word over and over.

			

			“No!” shouted Morrigan, waving in protest. Once more she shoved the tiller in a direction that pointed the púcán back toward the quay.

			Seeing the boat now approaching land, the man cried, “Ionsaí!” Attack.

			From the shallow vessel, Morrigan yelled, “It’s me! Morrigan Lane!” She brought a hand to her mouth. The enormity of her transgression sunk in.

			“No girl belongs on a boat,” Uncle Colm had told her repeatedly, even as her father fed her desire for adventure with tales of Gráinne Ní Mháille—Grace O’Malley to the English. Daughter of the Irish Ó Máille chieftain, she had been a warrior-pirate and ship captain during the reign of Queen Elizabeth. Her courage had become legendary as she sought to protect her native Eire against overwhelming English forces. But Gráinne had suffered for having defied a traditional role. “’Twas said Gráinne had more enemies than lovers, and that was a lot,”  Tommy had whispered to his daughter with a wink. She’d thrilled at his coarseness, wondering if she could ever be brave enough, like Gráinne, to claim her own freedom on the seas.

			Three more men came running down to the quay carrying rakes. Morrigan spoke aloud to calm her nerves. “Uncle’s rebuke will be loud and long.”  Too fast, her boat closed the distance to the other hooker boats. Instinctively, she uncleated the foresail and the boat righted as the sail flapped in the breeze. Throw the anchor! She let go of the tiller and scrambled forward, clinging to the mast to keep from slipping on the wet, wooden deck. Now! Now! her mind screamed. The anchor scraped the bow as she heaved it off the starboard side.

			“Thanks be to God!” said Morrigan. As she turned to face the dories bearing down on her, the anchor dug in, the boat hitched, and Morrigan lost her balance, plunging overboard into frigid waters.

			

			The sea stung like a thousand needles. The sea made a lead weight of her shawl. The sea flooded her nostrils, and it burned. Drowning seemed eerily familiar. Morrigan snorted and her arms flailed, but she’d swum in the bay every summer, and thus, she propelled herself toward shore. Her body felt sluggish; it would not obey. Morrigan sputtered just as she glimpsed oars and the prow of a dory.

			Hands grabbed her arms and pulled. She fell in a heap into the dory. In the predawn gloom, a man’s face peered into hers.

			“Who is she?”

			“My niece, Morrigan.”

			
				
					[image: ]
				
			

			Wrapped in her father’s coat, Morrigan stood before the stern-faced fishermen.

			“What did you think you were doing taking my púcán?” shouted Colm Lane. “Have you lost your senses? My boat could have smashed, my livelihood gone!” His dark eyes glittered.

			Morrigan hung her head and said nothing. Her teeth chattered and water dripped from her hair. In her younger years she had learned to say nothing. Thus, while Uncle Colm yelled, Morrigan stared at the horizon, its blue-blackness licked with scarlet, willing herself to escape into a simple song she’d learned from her Grandmother Mamoh: A baby was sleeping, its mother was weeping; for her husband was far on the wild raging sea.

			“…has had an obsession with my boat since she was a girl, Tommy!”

			And the tempest was swelling round the fisherman’s dwelling; and she cried Dermot darling, oh! come back to me. Morrigan continued her mental processing.

			

			“… spoiled her with foolish notions!”

			With his arms around his daughter, Tommy Lane spoke as though Colm were a bull he’d stumbled upon in a field. “Surely there is a reason she did this, Colm. Never done it before.”

			Still, Morrigan remained silent, grinding her teeth. A stream of rash words threatened to escape her lips—about how mean it was to keep the sea only for men. Something halted the words she longed to say. When she’d spoken up at other times, she’d been ridiculed or punished. A memory at the hedge school invaded her awareness. She was twelve. To make sense of confusing religious teachings, she had asked, “Schoolmaster Winnett, if Jesus was Jewish, how can the Catholic faith be the only true religion?”

			The question had landed like an assault on Schoolmaster Winnett. She did not remember his frosty response, only the pain and shame of kneeling on the punishing triangle-shaped wooden billet. Back then, she’d vowed to stifle her impetuous questions.

			Uncle Colm’s command startled Morrigan back to the present. “I want an answer from ya, now!”

			Morrigan sputtered, “There was a foreigner in a strange vessel. He called for me to follow him. He had a huge, gleaming sword at his side, and he moved straight into the waves on a chariot without a sail.”

			“A man moved through the waves without a sail?”

			“Aye, Uncle Colm. He wore a long cape and said he would ferry me to the free. I didn’t know what it meant, but I felt I had no choice in following him.” She dared not mention the woman-ghost she’d seen. Nor that at last she’d had an adventure the size of her dreams.

			Women who’d gathered began to whisper.

			Morrigan added, “And then churning waters swallowed him up, and I was almost sucked into the waves m’self.”

			Among the women’s whispers, she heard the name Manannán mac Lir.

			

			Schoolmaster Winnett, who had been roused by the commotion, waved a dismissive hand. “Preposterous! Manannán mac Lir? ’Tis a pagan notion for simple minds.” He glared at Morrigan, folding his arms, and with a quick glance, backed away from the shoreline. Village women had gone silent at his scolding.

			Cradling her sore wrist, Morrigan’s thoughts spun. She’d heard the women of her village whisper tales at the well, about the immortal souls of the Tuatha dé Danann, once called the gods of the earth and noted for their power to take on the shapes of men or animals when they revealed themselves to human beings. Was Manannán mac Lir one of the Tuatha dé Danann?

			Schoolmaster Winnett’s voice rang out, “Return to your homes now, and Morrigan, a punishment awaits you. I’ll seek out Father Murray to decide a suitable sentence for such blatant disregard for property and position. May God forgive you,” he said. Turning, Winnett stumped off, straight-backed and as regal as his diminutive stature allowed. Villagers lingered, hoping for tantalizing snippets about the scandalous behavior of the wild daughter of Betha and Tommy Lane.

			Silent and shivering, Morrigan stared at the swells breaking over moored boats, her seafarer’s eyes noting the direction of the currents. The stranger’s cape had changed colors and his sword had glinted in the moonlight. Her hands remembered the feel of captaining a vessel as she’d always dreamt of doing. She’d been brave and skillful enough to have saved herself from the swirling waters. I will be a fine sea captain, she thought, and a smile tugged at the corners of her mouth. She hid it.

			The mention of Manannán mac Lir had caused Colm to exchange looks with other fishermen. In the emerging light, Morrigan could not discern whether his expression was fierce or fearful. He muttered, “There’ll be more to say, Tommy,” and he walked away.

			“Home you go, Morrigan,” said Tommy, giving her a push none too gentle. “As a first punishment, you’ll answer to your mum for this.” Again, thought Morrigan. Her mum believed Morrigan possessed an unbridled streak that she ought to have outgrown by now. Hurrying home to the warmth of her cottage, Morrigan tried to talk herself into suppressing the things inside her that made her different. She couldn’t know those things, like a sprung leak in a barrel, would soon be unstoppable.
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			MORRIGAN

			Ferry to Freedom

			Later that day, a silvery mist skipped over stones and meadows, carrying the scent of the sea into sturdy cottages tucked among small hills and boulders. Morrigan crept toward the well, her empty water buckets swinging in the crook of her arm. She hoped she wouldn’t encounter her uncle. She’d avoided making eye contact with anyone during Mass at St. Joseph’s and had slipped out of church before Father Murray could stop her. Earlier her mum had given her a strong reprimand and a list of chores to complete in the coming week, including whitewashing the inside of Uncle Colm’s cottage. Her older sister, Riona, had treated her with chilly silence.

			Morrigan’s stomach growled. She’d eaten only a scant bowl of stirabout, the cooked porridge meal meant to sustain her for most of the day. She’d never gotten used to the constant hunger, the burden of being poor. It’d sunk to the bottom of things, a place too deep for tears.

			Hearing a bleat, Morrigan slowed her pace. Just over a stone wall lay a baby lamb, born yesterday by the looks of it, and another close by, suckling from a mother who stood, legs splayed, patient. Morrigan neared the wall. “Baaaa, little ones. Welcome to the world. A strange one, it seems.” An image arose of the man in his sea chariot. He hadn’t acted menacing. His invitation had carried a welcoming magnetism, and something about him seemed familiar. But that was impossible. She shook off her thoughts and bid the lambs farewell.

			

			The village well had been built centuries ago by local clansmen. A rock wall three feet high surrounded clear artesian water. Here women and girls came to fill their buckets for supper, sometimes pausing to tie a scrap of fabric to a nearby hawthorn—their hopes or worries offered up to the goddess Brigid. Nearing the well, Morrigan overheard her name and snippets of conversation. She crouched alongside bright green rushes, hoping she hadn’t been seen.

			“—a sea chariot,” said Widow O’Rooney, who perched on the rock wall as though overseeing the women. “Morrigan said he had a powerful sword. Could it have been the mythical sword, Fragarach, The Answerer?”

			“Ah, The Answerer,” replied another woman. “’Tis said the very sight of the sword filled men’s hearts with fear. When held against one’s throat, no lie could be told.”

			“Indeed, ’twas certainly Manannán mac Lir, son of Lir, the ancient god of the sea,” said Widow O’Rooney.

			“Manannán mac Lir is only a mythical being,” chided yet another woman, pulling up a full bucket. “The girl said he wanted to ferry her to freedom. Freedom from what?”

			“Manannán mac Lir is Guardian of The Otherworld. He ferries the souls of the dead,” Widow O’Rooney whispered. She crossed herself. “Could he have come to free Morrigan’s soul?”

			Morrigan sucked in a breath.

			“’Tis said Manannán mac Lir was seen by Isla the healer, just before her mysterious death,” said Widow O’Rooney.

			Morrigan nearly tumbled from her crouch. How had Great-Grandmother Isla died?

			“That Morrigan’s an odd girl. Been strange from the moment of her unholy birth. Let’s hope she hasn’t brought ill fortune upon us through her actions,” said the widow. “I’ve heard the fishermen talk. They’re fearful the sea god has put a curse upon their season. Why else would he appear?”

			

			Recoiling, Morrigan looked for a way to melt into the hedges. She’d find water elsewhere, perhaps at a stream on Sir Martin’s estate, forbidden though it was.

			Young Lettie O’Malley, playing in a nearby streamlet, spied her. “Morrie, was it a sea god you saw?” she asked.

			Discovered, Morrigan stood, setting down her buckets. Two bright spots clung to her cheeks. She looked away from the women’s stares. With her toes, she rustled a stone from where it was embedded in the trackway. “I don’t know. He seemed of a different place and time with his strange metal helmet and streaming cape,” she managed.

			“What’s this about?” asked Cathleen, The Crooked Woman, who’d arrived at the well. The sight of her, hunched over due to a spinal disease in her youth, was disquieting. One could not see Cathleen’s face, though she had an uncanny ability to sense moods and situations. Some thought her a fairy woman, capable of applying counter-charms to protect humans from Them, The Good People, the sylvan woodland beings who caused bad weather, illness, and all manner of daily nuisances. To others, she was a wise and capable healer and midwife, steadfast in her belief that sea and forest were bursting with curative medicines.

			“Good day to you, Cathleen,” said the women, respect in their tones.

			“Have your superstitions got the best of you then?” asked Cathleen. “And isn’t it now the season of Lent?” Many a village woman boasted about her piety during Lent, and any conversation about beings not found in the Christian Bible, like Manannán mac Lir, was strongly censured by the Catholic Church, though Cathleen herself cared little about that. She cared about protecting Morrigan from the women’s gossip, seeing something of herself in the unusual girl.

			

			The women mumbled among themselves and then conceded, “Aye, Cathleen, right you are.” They gathered their buckets and made their way back to their cottages.

			“Fill your buckets, Morrigan,” said Cathleen, her voice soft.

			“Thank you, Cathleen.” A smile bloomed on her face. She watched the women retreat, their pleated skirts of crimson, ochre, and blue swaying from side to side with their careful gait. “Who is Manannán mac Lir?” Morrigan whispered.

			“The god that rules the Land-Beneath-the-Waves, a part of The Otherworld. It’s where a surging fountain spills forth into five springs to nourish salmon, sea creatures, and us humans. He is of the noble race, the Tuatha dé Danann, who once peaceably inhabited this land. ’Tis said upon hearing of impending marauders, Manannán mac Lir spread his changeable cloak of mists over the ninth wave, turned sideways into the light, and made his people invisible to their enemies.”

			Turn sideways into the light and disappear. That’s what I want to do, thought Morrigan, moving her body this way and that, pondering the how of it. But she knew not to ask Cathleen. The Irish ways. Many things were left unexplained so as not to violate the secret, delicate essence of the thing. A crow’s squawk seemed to confirm her silence.

			“His cloak, though, Cathleen. It changed colors just as you describe. I think it was Manannán mac Lir I saw,” said Morrigan.

			“If it was,” Cathleen whispered, “’tis quite a distinction.”
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			BETHA

			Isla the Great Healer

			Betha Lane was a fetching, blue-eyed, fair-haired fisherman’s wife, though fatigue had rounded her shoulders. It was said that a countryman from Clare had once taken an interest in her, despite her lower social status. In those days, Betha’s lilting soprano had been sought after by gentle women in their drawing rooms. When it became known that a gentleman of their own class was besotted with Betha, the invitations came to an abrupt halt.

			Decades later, she lived in destitute conditions with her husband, mother, and four children. She told herself she was a proud survivor in a cruel land of gnarled hawthorn and voracious seas but worry betrayed her attempt at inner calm. She wore her worry with the same constancy as the crude wooden cross that graced her neck.

			The typhus epidemic and harvest shortages of past years had decreased potential suitors, and her elder daughter, Riona, had ambitions to become a proper lady. Though her sons, Liam and Riona’s twin, Ruarc, would do fine, her youngest, Morrigan, possessed a distinctive awareness, like Grandmother Isla, although she was blind to it. High-spirited and prone to trouble, Morrigan’s escapade on Colm’s boat was only the latest. Thus, in the somber light of a drizzly morning, Betha poured herself some tea at the cupboard, adding a decadent teaspoon of sugar before guilt could stop her. Mamoh was already stoking the fire for the watery potato-nettle soup that would be their meager supper. Riona sat on a coarse linen atop the hardened mud floor mending Tommy’s favorite pair of wool socks. “Scarlet like sunset at sea,” he’d said. “Lucky socks, lucky weather.”

			At a bench by the fire, Morrigan swirled a spoon in her stir-about, prolonging a soggy walk to the well and more chores to follow. She cast a furtive glance Betha’s way and then leaned into her grandmother. A whisper: “Mamoh, Widow O’Rooney said Manannán mac Lir was the man I followed, and I think she’s right.”

			Alerted by Morrigan’s low tone, Betha said, “Morrigan, don’t pester Mamoh with Widow O’Rooney’s nonsense. Such talk is fable, tales for a seanchaí to spin by a chimney corner.”

			“Mum, Widow O’Rooney said Isla died a mysterious death right after she saw the sea god.” She turned back to Mamoh and asked, “What mysterious death? You’ve never told us how Great-Grandmother Isla died.”

			“Mamoh, you haven’t told us!” added Riona, who moved with grace to join the woman of the house on the bench, her blue eyes expectant.

			Mamoh ignored Betha’s stern expression, and began, “’Twas the year of our Lord seventeen hundred and eighty four. I was only twenty-six, and you, Betha, had just turned six. An unruly child you were.

			“A fearsome thunderstorm struck Inis Mor. That was our home back then. Now, we islanders were well accustomed to the savage gales descending on us from the west—three little islands of Aran like reluctant guardians to Galway Bay. Well as they say, this storm had an intensity we’d never seen before. It came toward us like a claw of black clouds, reaching and gaining. We rushed to bring in our milk cows and sheep and gathered turf. But your great-grandmother had been called out to tend to an illness, though she wouldn’t tell me who it was. She said something worrisome: ‘I have no dead hand in my possession.’ Now the old ones believe a dead hand is a cure for the most harmful of diseases.

			

			“Afterward, none of us reported any illness, though Mrs. O’Flaherty thought she saw a man who looked like young Father Waters heading out into the eerie winds, perhaps to give someone last rites, for he wouldn’t have ventured unless the circumstances were dire.

			“Mum never returned. I searched for her, as did all the islanders, but we found nothing except a jagged scar on the cliff we’d named The Gregory after Pope Gregory the Great. We could only guess the rock had been struck by lightning and shattered into bits, spilling into the sea. Your great-grandmother walked those cliffs, finding sanctuary there. And so it was said, me own mum, Isla the great healer, must have perished as the lightning struck the massive rock.” Mamoh looked away from her granddaughters. They were silent as a steady drumbeat of rain battered the thatch.

			“It doesn’t make any sense,” said Riona. “Why would she have been on the cliffs during a storm? Who would have been ill near those cliffs?” She made a face. Riona seldom ventured to the cliffs; fear kept her away. Morrigan, like Isla, found the verge of stone and sea a haven, sensing ancient conversations there.

			“Was Widow O’Rooney right? Did Great-Grandmother see Manannán mac Lir just before the storm?” asked Morrigan.

			“’Twould seem so,” said Mamoh. “But Isla journeyed to Manannán mac Lir more than once.”

			Morrigan sat upright. “Where did she go?”

			“To the watery vortex known as the Land-Beneath-the-Waves. Isla went only when a person was too ill for her own healing medicines, when she felt it necessary to bargain with Manannán mac Lir on behalf of the soul of the sick. Each time she returned, I’d find her weaker than the last.”

			Betha tsk’d. “Mum, she was spinning tales for you, just like you’re spinning tales for the girls. Manannán mac Lir is a myth.”

			“I saw a man who seemed not from this world, Mum. What if he was the sea god?”

			

			“There is only one God. Our Father in heaven. You’re to dismiss this talk, Morrigan. And you’d best hope Uncle Colm is satisfied with your amends and will forget the incident on his boat.” Betha turned her back to them, a signal the conversation was at an end.
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			Outside they heard the customary Irish greeting, “God bless all in this house!”

			“That’s Father Murray,” said Mamoh. She reached for the cast iron tea kettle, checked the water level, and set it to the coals.

			Betha straightened the cross that hung from her neck and ran her fingers down the front of her blouse. Too early to discuss the Easter pageant, she thought. Must be about Morrigan. She opened the door to two visitors, “Father Murray. Schoolmaster Winnett, do come in.”

			Father Murray made a sign of the cross. “Betha, ’tis a bit of surprise I know. Schoolmaster Winnett seems intent upon discussing Morrigan’s, uh, transgressions. Though, of course, I told him the confessional is best for such a thing.”

			Schoolmaster Winnett waited at the threshold, as though the cottage held a contagion that would infiltrate his body. “Father Murray, we need to know what Morrigan’s intentions were in disgracing the fishermen and threatening their livelihood.”

			The priest cleared his throat and motioned for Morrigan to join him on the narrow bench by the hearth. “Well, I suppose it’s necessary to ask you, Morrigan. What has you stealing your uncle’s boat in the middle of the night?”

			“I’m so sorry, Father Murray. Something in me longs to be on the seas. It’s in my bones like it’s in Da’s.”

			

			Winnett made a snarling sound. “Disrupting the peace among us? The seas are not your place, Morrigan.”

			“I know it’s not possible for me,” said Morrigan. She spat out the word possible. Betha noted her daughter’s clenched fists.

			“Aye, right you are,” said Father Murray. “But why this act now? What really happened?”

			Morrigan looked upward, squinting her eyes. Seconds of silence passed. “I suppose I let my fancies get the better of me,” she said. Her smile looked like a charm. “’Tis sorry I am that you’ve had to venture out on my account.”

			A chuckle arose from the priest. “Venture out. That you did. Schoolmaster, have you ever felt the call to adventure?”

			“Never,” said Winnett.

			Father Murray patted Morrigan’s arm. “Ah well, so long as you hadn’t the devil’s influence to do such a thing.”

			“No, Father,” she said.

			Slapping his thighs for attention, Schoolmaster Winnett interrupted their conversation. “Whether intended or not, you have caused great consternation among the fishermen and our village.” Turning to the priest, he forced a sentence between his teeth. “And there shall be punishment for this misdeed.” To Betha, he added, “Isn’t it so, Betha?”

			Nodding, she said, “I’ve added more chores to Morrigan’s already. I agree, Schoolmaster Winnett. Rules are to be followed.”

			At the hearth, Mamoh coughed, and if anyone were listening closely, they’d have heard, Whose rules? amid the cough.

			“Ah well, I shall think of a suitable punishment,” said Father Murray. “Mamoh, thank you kindly, but we have no need for tea at present.” With a wink in Morrigan’s direction, the priest made for the door.

			Still standing at the threshold, Schoolmaster Winnett moved aside to let the priest through. With a stiff nod at the Lane women, he followed him.
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			MORRIGAN

			Old Mother Oak

			Later that day, Morrigan wandered toward the wildwood. Stupid men and their punishments, when all I want is to sail the seas, she thought. I need to know about Isla and her travels to Manannán mac Lir in the Land-Beneath-the-Waves. She’d find the right moment to ask Mamoh whether she knew more about how Isla did it.

			The forest, with its muted sounds, felt mysterious and inviting. She slowed as she neared a great sessile oak, walking around its vast trunk, her fingers feeling its contours.

			A name came to her, Old Mother Oak, though she couldn’t say whether it was from within herself or from outside of herself. She did not know why this tree should have a name when others didn’t. All her life she’d felt the aliveness of the natural world in the way a selkie—half human, half seal—does her hidden skin. Now that sense had intensified. Was the sea god responsible for her new awareness?

			Lowering herself to a spot where two of the tree’s broad roots formed a natural cradle, she sat with her back against the oak and felt the ground beneath her, solid and unmoving, so unlike the relentlessly shifting seas. She placed her palms on the trunk and, in doing so, startled a song thrush who perched on one of the oak’s branches some arms’ lengths away.

			“Oh! I’m sorry little one. I didn’t see you there,” said Morrigan. Extending her long legs from the base of the oak, her toes reached soft moss. At last she noticed what lay before her: tender cabbage leaves of spring, now deepening to spinach green, a thrush’s mating call, gusts of wind like murmurs from a gentle god, the rich smell of forest growth. The oak and glen were a place of refuge from the hectic pace of quay and village. She closed her eyes and slipped into a dream-filled sleep.

			A teacher in flowing green robes offered a small square of sheep’s cheese and a tin of water, saying, “Sip from the water and eat the cheese, and you will see with new eyes.” When she did so, something bloomed in her heart. Morrigan connected to small creatures—a hare, a frog, and a wren. Suddenly, the earth trembled as wolves bounded toward where she sat. Instinct told her she must let them see her eyes. She turned, just as the pack’s leader upended her, hurling her into the air as high as a King’s Pine. She contorted her body to meet the wolf’s eyes, and as she did so, she yielded into the creature’s welcoming embrace.
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			While Morrigan dreamed, an alpha male wolf lay nearby, hidden in shadowy undergrowth. He stared at the young woman he’d searched for, his yellow eyes locked in concentration, his silver head cocked, and his ears—dark at the base and turning silver toward the tips—canted forward as though listening to a silent oratory. With a low rumble of satisfaction, he lowered his head to his paws.
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			MORRIGAN

			Shifting Sands at the Quay

			Morrigan skipped down the trackway, breathing in the scent of reawakening earth. Rambling blankets of gray-leafed sea purslane crept onto the path. Spring days came quickly, like the running of a hound upon the moor. It was market day, and that meant her advanced charity school was not in session. She made a pained face as she lifted a small, notched stick—a scoreen—hanging by a string around her neck. The notches accounted for one’s language transgressions at the school, where only English was tolerated.

			Tallying the marks on her scoreen, Morrigan winced, remembering the caning Schoolmaster Winnett had recently administered to her knuckles. Of all the attendees, she was the worst offender, slipping into the forbidden Irish Gaelic as easily as a fish slips through wet hands. Even Betha had taken to notching Morrigan’s scoreen when she spoke Irish at home, telling her, “There’s no future for you without the English.”

			The Irish vernacular was a language of valley, lake, and glen, with place names venerating the natural world, not surnames of the powerful. Yet a language without the letters J, K, Q, V, X, Y, or Z, held no use to English-speaking rulers.

			Having the English language forced upon her made Morrigan resist learning it. Her da told her she had stubborn Irish blood in her, too thick to adapt to the new ways. “Become a river when change is afoot. Like the Dunkellin as it flirts its way past boulders and ducklings,” he’d said.

			Morrigan found herself at odds with the interests and actions of most villagers, and thus, they distinguished her as “that strange Morrie.” Perhaps something about her unusual birth in the caul—a rare circumstance in which a filmy veil covered a newborn’s head—was the reason. An en caul birth bode good fortune, but because she had been born feet first, villagers weren’t quite sure whether her en caul birth was lucky, especially because the trauma had left a long, thin scar from Morrigan’s jaw to her neck.

			Pausing by a stand of gorse bushes, Morrigan admired their full gold blooms. “Schoolmaster Winnett called me a poor learner, unfit for master’s school,” she said to a bee whose hind legs were fat with pollen. The bee hovered, almost as if it were listening. Do all beings listen—the trees and stones and sky, too? thought Morrigan. Something deep inside her answered, and surprise brightened her face.

			“Schoolmaster Winnett would be outraged at the very idea of you listening, little bee.” So would the village girls who labored to stitch perfect crewel. Morrigan held no interest in these activities. Instead, she felt at ease with the fishermen.

			“Farewell, little bee,” said Morrigan, turning back to the path. Suddenly a high whine grew loud in her ears. She staggered to the side, throwing her arms out to stop the dizziness. A flash of an image appeared before her eyes: Black and gold creatures curled in on themselves, unmoving. Dead bees, piles of them.

			Finding focus on a large rock, she caught her breath, and balance returned. The image disappeared. “Christ almighty!” Never in her life had Morrigan witnessed such a scene. The little bee she’d spoken to was gone, but she saw no piles of dead bees on the trackway. Whose bees were they? And how had their deaths entered her senses?

			

			Without answers, Morrigan finally convinced herself she was steady enough to descend the craggy slope down to the quay. She remembered her uncle’s anger at her for taking his boat and Schoolmaster Winnett’s promise of punishment. Will Uncle forgive me? I’d better get to whitewashing his walls. What punishment will Father Murray hand down? “Nothing happened to his bloody boat after all,” she swore.

			Morrigan’s job, to transport the fish her da caught in the fierce North Atlantic to the market, was a way to escape the confines of her limited life. Though it was often the oldest girl in a family who was given this chore, Morrigan had been both pleased and proud when five years ago her da asked her to do it. Riona preferred the cleaner and livelier market where she could gossip with friends or perchance meet some of the gentry.

			On many occasions, Morrigan had observed the fishermen at work, noting how they spoke and held themselves differently at the quay than at McDonaugh’s Pub. Here, they referred to the sea as a woman and spoke about her in hushed tones, fearing the anger she could swiftly unleash. Knowing the fate of her own grandfather, Morrigan felt it was a right and true way to behave.

			
				
					[image: ]
				
			

			The docks pulsated with life—screeching curlews and gulls, brisk winds, unrelenting waves, and a tingly bite to the salt air. Here she felt fierce and more alive than anywhere else.

			The men on the docks broke out in a song of the sea, as men who relied upon her for their livelihood had done for centuries:

			She’s the Mamoh who croons a lullaby

			A baby who giggles in sleep

			

			She’s the temptress beyond where the seagulls fly

			And the monster demanding to eat

			She barks her furious orders

			And moans her wanton release

			To her we owe our greatest debt

			So we sing the song of the sea

			Oh! If the fisherman’s life

			Were gone, and were no more

			We’d wander alone like true mad men

			Alongside her white-breaking shore…

			Morrigan reflected on the men’s song. Music, along with the sea, was a necessity to the fishermen. Their Irish Gaelic word for music—ceol—meant lifeblood, and it was as if the blood in these men moved like the tides, their loyalty to the sea evidenced in every aching back and creaking knee. She revered their devotion and walked onto the quay greeting them as kin. They had abruptly stopped singing upon her arrival.

			“Good morning, Mr. O’Malley.” Morrigan made a show of tipping an invisible cap in the way Mr. O’Malley customarily greeted her.

			“Morrigan,” he said and turned from her. No tip of his cap. Eyes narrowing, she scrutinized the men.

			She tried again. “The new babe, Mr. McMahon? Does he fare well?”

			“Won’t fare well if the season’s cursed,” he said.

			“Is Mrs. McMahon all right?”

			“She’s a hearty woman, she is. Knows her place, too.”

			Morrigan froze as Uncle Colm came toward her.

			“This will be your last day at the quay, Morrigan,” he said.

			

			Her mouth formed an O shape. She looked toward her da, but he and her brothers, Liam and Ruarc, were bent low inspecting the boat’s keel. When she looked back at her uncle, his dark eyes bore into hers, and then softened for the briefest of moments.

			“You’re a good girl at heart, Morrie, but you can’t be here,” he said, turning from her and walking toward Tommy.

			She caught a few words he rasped to her father under his breath—“…stealing the púcán was the last straw, Tommy… and her hair’s turned ginger … can’t have that here.” Shoulders sagging, he walked like a sore man toward his púcán bumping against the dock.

			A surge of shame and shock turned Morrigan’s face scarlet. The ground of her life had shifted with Uncle Colm’s utterance. As she filled the fish basket, Morrigan protested inwardly: I am not a ginger! My hair is gold with only a hint of red. Mean, selfish men you are!

			For as long as she could remember, Morrigan had greeted the fishermen as they returned from their harvesting. No other had spent so much time at the docks, and she’d felt exempted somehow from their superstitions about redheads being unlucky. Now, marching the length of the dock, she felt the fishermen’s eyes following her, and she shivered in the cutting wind.
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			Morrigan waded through sandy sludge toward the higher ground where her mum and Riona stood. Cries of “Fish!” filled the air and competed with gulls’ fierce squabbles as an occasional scrap or a morsel dropped to the ground. She passed her friend Finnbharr McDonaugh, the pub owner’s son, who shouted, “Duck’s eggs! Sheep’s cheese!” his voice cracking in puberty from a high tenor to a lower baritone as he advertised what he had for sale.

			

			Finn saw Morrigan and asked, “Morrie, why so sad? Small catch today?”

			Morrigan hesitated lest she burst into tears. When she remained silent, he teased, “Can’t The Crooked Woman give you some cowslip to help you sleep? Christ Almighty, the circles under your eyes are as dark as night.”

			Morrigan kept her face guarded. Her lips trembled.

			Finn’s smile wavered. “Ah, Morrie, I was just funning with ya. You all right?”

			Morrigan nodded and continued to her mother and sister.
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			“Morrigan’s coming, ready the fish salvers,” said Betha.

			“Yes, Mum.” Riona’s knack for arranging fish trays at an angle just so on top of their wooden crates increased their appeal.

			Betha greeted Morrigan. “’Tis a long face you wear, child. What troubles you?”

			Morrigan hoisted the basket onto crates next to the display. “Uncle Colm said I wasn’t to work at the quay anymore, Mum. Am I going somewhere?”

			Betha pursed her lips. “Well surely you aren’t going anywhere I know about.”

			Riona gave her sister an exasperated look and said, “Uncle Colm’s been right cranky ever since Aunt Margaret passed on and the boys got work in Donegal, but you’ve given him cause by stealing his boat, Morrie.” She turned to Betha, “Mum, will I have to carry the fish now?”

			Shrugging, Betha shooed her eldest daughter away. “Off you go, Riona. Strike a good barter.” Riona set out to neighboring stalls to trade fish for milk, eggs, oats, and butter.

			

			Morrigan sorted the fish, a lump in her throat. The docks are all I know, she thought.
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			That night, after supper chores had finished and Tommy’s lyrical harp had gone silent, after they’d said the rosary and the last candle had been snuffed, and with a soft glow of hearth embers shining in the darkness, Morrigan heard her da whisper to her mum. Private conversations were almost impossible in their cottage, sharing as they did the one large space. Despite the hush of his words, they fell like pelting rain upon the girl. “I don’t know what’s to become of her. The men don’t want her around the boats. They think she’s cursed the season, but mostly it’s because her hair has turned ginger. Calling her a redhead. You know how they feel about seeing a redhead at the docks. It’s what jinxed your da, most think…” His words trailed off. No one liked to speak about the demise of Betha’s father at sea.

			“Redheads do not cause the seas to storm, Tommy,” hissed Betha. “Though perhaps she can help Connie McDonaugh in the kitchen at the pub.”

			“She’d be working such late hours, and she’s a wild child. Gets restless indoors. Having to cook or do the washing will sap her spirits.”

			“Work in the pub will help with the rents. And she must learn to become a good wife and mother. She dallies in her chores and is useless at crewel.” Betha sighed. “I should think few will want her for a wife.”

			At her mother’s words, Morrigan cringed and felt for her scar.

			“Maybe she is best learning the herbs and medicines from Cathleen. She seems drawn to The Crooked Woman.”

			

			“Cathleen is not a good influence. She’s too steeped in the old ways, and they’re pagan,” Betha countered, repeating Father Murray’s mantra.

			“It’s our heritage, Betha! Who would we be without our cures and charms, and Morrie’s drawn to them. Spends hours at the stone circle, and she loves our festivals.” He paused, and his voice lowered. “She’s got something of the sight, Betha. The caul was a sign. Your grandmother had it. It’s in the blood. She may not have a life like yours and mine.”

			“Not an easy child. Does nothing she hasn’t the heart for.”

			Tommy didn’t respond, and soon Morrigan heard his deep, even breathing. She lay, hands clutched into fists, willing her breath steady, willing her tears dry.

		

	OEBPS/image/Jennifer_Elwell_Comeau_v6_ebook.jpg
- JENNIFERELWELL.COMEAU






OEBPS/image/CT004.jpg





OEBPS/image/001.jpg
A Moon
in
All Things

A NOVEL

With Original Songs By
Jennifer Elwell Comeau





OEBPS/image/A_Moon_In_All_Things_-_Map.jpg
BAILE GHORT NA DARACH
“Village of the Field of the Oak”

GALWAY BAY

o

S  Estate belonging |

to Sir Martin McDonaugh’s Farm






OEBPS/image/CT003.jpg





OEBPS/image/002.jpg
Copyright © 2025 Jennifer Elwell Comeau
First Edition — 2025

Allrights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced in any form, or by any
means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or any
information browsing, storage, or retrieval system, without permission in
writing from the author and publisher.

Music and Lyrics Copyright © 2025 Jennifer Elwell Comeau and Michael
Farquharson

Interior Formatting and Map Illustration: Mariella Travis | wwwalleiram.com
Parchment Illustration: John Forssen

15BN
978-1-961905-45-0 (Paperback)
978-1-961905-18-4 (Book)

12 Willows Press
Winterport, Maine
www.izwillowspress.com

»)i(«





OEBPS/image/CT002.jpg





OEBPS/image/PT01.jpg
PART ONE
NEW MOON





OEBPS/image/003.jpg
The Ancient Parchment






OEBPS/image/celtic-knot.jpg





OEBPS/image/CT005.jpg





OEBPS/image/CT001.jpg





