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To Evie, Riley, and Zoey

I hope you’ll always believe in things like brownies and fairies, dragons and unicorns, 

and keep a love of fantasy no matter how old you get. 

May the best and happiest magic always find you.

I love you!

GLOSSARY OF SCOTTISH WORDS

Since this story is set in Scotland there are a few Scottish (Gaelic) words and phrases you might not know. Here is a list of some of them.

Bampot: total jerk or idiot

Barmy: crazy, nutty, nuts

Blether: to talk a lot of nonsense.

Bogart: an innocuous spirit who can change shapes. It is mostly friendly.

Braw: great, wonderful

Brownie: a spirit of Scottish legend. A brownie usually lives unseen in a home or barn and, if he’s treated well, helps the owners with simple household tasks.

Buachaille Etive Mor: a famous mountain in the Highlands of Scotland whose name means “Great Herdsman of Etive.” Pronounced: “bwooch’ala etiv mor.”

Crag: a steep, rugged cliff or rock face.

Croft: a small house or farm house.

Da’: Short for Dad—many people in Scotland (and the United Kingdom) shorten the word this way.

Dreich: gloomy, cloudy, rainy weather – pronounced “drek”

Eejit: a stupid person; an idiot.

Fae: small magical creatures – also called faeries or fairies. Fae are neither good nor bad—they have no conscience as we know it; they simply act—sometimes with harmful tricks sometimes with helpful or kind actions.

Faodail: means “a lucky find.” Pronounced “fay-a-dell.”

Kelpie: a mythical water horse that looks like half horse, half fish when it is in the water, but turns into a beautiful steed on land. They are usually mean and lure young children, especially girls, into riding them to their doom.

Macintosh: a long raincoat

Mo cridhe: a loving term. It means “my heart.”

Mum or Mam: British word for Mom

Numpty: dope or dummy

Posh: fancy, high class

Red Ribbon: in Scotland, England, and a lot of Europe, a red ribbon is a first-place ribbon and a blue ribbon is for second place.

Seelie Court: The high court of fairies who prefer to perform kindnesses and harmless deeds rather than evil one. They may even return human kindness with favors.

Telly: television, TV

Unseelie Court: The high court of fairies who prefer to perform evil tricks and inflict harm and unhappiness.

Uruisg: the Gaelic word for Brownie 

Wellies: short for “Wellington boots” - tall rubber boots for rain or mud

PROLOGUE – THE LEGEND
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From the book Rare and Unheard Legends of Scotland for Girls and Boys

The Legend of the Brownie’s Treasure

Deep in the Highlands of Scotland, where Buachaille Etive Mor—the Great Herdsman—watches over Glen Etive and Glencoe, and where the memories of old sorrows never fade (for that’s what “Glen Coe” means, the valley of sorrows) there live humans - men, women, boys, and girls. More importantly, however, there are also many beings humans cannot see, and only a few—almost all children, by the way—know they’re there. Even fewer have been lucky enough to see them. 

These beings are the creatures, spirits, and fae-folk woven into the tales of Scotland’s history. They’ve shown themselves enough times over the last thousands of years that people have written stories about all of them at one time or another. One of these stories, however, is not well-known. This story is about a beautiful glass cup—or maybe it’s a bowl or a jar. Whatever it is, it’s a treasure prized beyond measure by the sprite-like creatures known as Brownies.

This treasured glass is not large, only about five inches high with a flared rim, a round middle, and a heavy crystal disc base. Though the shape is plain, the colors are not. Purple, aqua, and blue swirl across the surface like the wavy scales on a kelpie in the water, and it’s said if you ever have a chance to look into it, you’ll see colors you’ve never seen in your life—magic colors containing the luckiest enchantments of the Brownie Realm.

The story of how it came to be is simple, but the story of how it was filled with magic is not. In the very beginning it belonged to the brownies, and before you hear the rest of the story you should know a bit about brownie folk. 

Brownies are small and fairly ugly—usually brown in color with large noses and lots of hair, and they dress in poor, raggedy clothing. They’re very shy and wary of human beings, but even so they like to live in human houses, cellars, sheds, and barns. They can turn invisible when they wish and they’re extremely good at darting away and keeping hidden. There are rules to having a brownie live with you. They’ll choose a home that offers simple food each night—things like cream, bread, and honey. You must never try to spy on them, and you must never ever try to give them clothing or very nice gifts. If you do, they will take huge offense and leave forever. If you treat them properly, however, they’ll reward your household by doing chores and simple tasks during the night. They’ve even been known to warn their humans of danger.

It was one such brownie, who lived with the kindest man in the county many hundreds of years ago, who received the glass cup first. He did so many helpful things for his human that the man, a glass artisan, created the beautiful cup and left it one night in his brownie’s favorite spot—the fireplace hearth—filled with the richest cream. There was also a note, explaining that although he knew he wasn’t supposed to give gifts, he couldn’t help it. He was humbled by the gifts the brownie had given him. He was sorry if it angered the brownie, but it was only meant to show respect and love. The little sprite was not angry. He loved his gift and was so moved he cared for the glass as if it were the most precious thing ever created. 

When his old human passed away the brownie was very sad, but he shared the story of his amazing human and the gift with all his brownie kith and kin. The strangest thing happened after that—anyone who looked into the glass had the best luck. Soon, brownies began coming to visit the beautiful glass in hopes of finding their own good luck. Word spread, and the original brownie had to keep finding safe places where nobody could see it unless they had his permission.

But, as with all good things there was a bad side as well. This special glass that brought luck and happiness also stirred up greed. There began to be rumblings about how unfair it was that one old brownie should own such a powerful treasure. Others should have the chance to live with the glass. Finally, one dark morning, the brownie awoke to find someone had discovered his most recent hiding place. The glass cup was gone. 

For almost one hundred years the brownie folk searched for the glass. They would hear rumors about where it was, but they could never find it. They even tried learning if any other group was having extraordinarily good luck, but they heard nothing about unusual magic powers anywhere in the mystical realms. The legend of the glass nearly passed into myth until one very bright young brownie named Diarmid (which is, by the way, a common name for brownies) decided to follow a whisper of a rumor he heard when he was searching a village for an empty attic or back kitchen that needed a house brownie. An elderly brownie, who lived in the house of an old woman and her husband, warned Diarmid that the town was lovely, but the loch beside it was home to a very active kelpie, who had extraordinary luck fooling young children, especially girls, into riding him and disappearing into the water. 

Extraordinary luck?

The story sounded suspicious to Diarmid, and he spent many days learning all he could about this kelpie and where he lived. He didn’t have a lot of luck until one night, exhausted, he wandered in the deep woods outside the town and stumbled onto a meeting of a fairy Seelie Court. At first the fairies were unhappy with his intrusion, but soon they learned what he wanted—to find the old magic glass and, perhaps, stop the kelpie. The fairies wanted that more than anything, so they made an agreement to help the brownies find their treasure

When he had all the information the fae could give him, he set out the next night along the rocky shore of the loch where the fairies said the cave lay hidden. Lo and behold, he found it. He sneaked inside and found the kelpie sleeping soundly in the middle of the floor. Using a little brownie magic to make himself invisible, he crept around the half-horse. It took him nearly an hour and more than a few close calls when the dreaming kelpie snorted and pawed in his sleep or slapped his long, iridescent fish tail in the water at the cave’s edge, but at last, in a tiny cave inside the wall of the main cave, he found it. Blue, aqua, and purple. The treasure glass! 

There are many stories about how Diarmid managed to escape with the glass. Some say the kelpie awoke and nearly killed him. Others say Diarmid used magic to charm the kelpie into a deeper sleep. However it happened, Diarmid succeeded and got the glass back. He took it straight to the High Circle of Uruisg, the name for Brownies in Scotland. He was well rewarded with a room in a very fine croft, that of a prosperous farmer and his family, with his own tin cup, a fine feather bed and woolen blanket, and a new pair of shoes—ones that would last him his lifetime. 

Then, the High Circle put a charm on the glass. It would bring luck to anyone who treated it with reverence and kindness, but it would bring only sorrow to any who took it for their own greedy desires. Then the fairies, grateful for Diarmid’s help, filled the cup with enchantment to ward off evil, and hid it where no creature or human could find it. And, there was one final piece of magic. Since the glass originally came from a human and not a magical being, any brownie who found a human of extraordinary kindness or virtue, could petition to grant that person a treasure beyond price by allowing them to find and look into the glass. It would have to be a very special human indeed.

The tale of the Brownie’s Treasure grew very slowly in the human world. It wasn’t ever a well-known story, and most who heard it thought it was ridiculous. Some of those who did believe in myth and magic, spent their lives trying to find the extraordinary glass with no luck. You see, brownies know very well how to spot greediness. After many centuries, even the brownies don’t remember if any human ever found it. They are content to let it be so, for to this day they are happy to be shy, quiet, mostly solitary, and very, very lucky.
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CHAPTER ONE
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Ella MacDonald Portman tucked the book of Scottish myths underneath her pillow when she heard her father’s footsteps coming toward her bedroom door. They would be followed by her mother’s footsteps, and when the two of them arrived Ella didn’t want to be caught with her “fantasy” book. Da’ would understand. He’d even tease her and ask what her favorite story was tonight. Her mother, though, thought at age eleven Ella should be done believing in fairy tales. Her mum was a school teacher, and she was all about biographies of real people and classic books like Wind in the Willows. Even Harry Potter was better in her mum’s mind than stories of brownies and bogarts and the Seelie courts or, Ella’s favorite, kelpies. Ella didn’t admit it often anymore, but she refused to stop believing in things she knew were as real as her own arms and legs. 

“Hey, Elsworth!” Her father had an endless string of goofy nicknames for her. He was the only person in the world she allowed to use them, and he did it all the time. 

Noah wasn’t her birth father, but he was the only dad Ella ever wanted. She’d never been happier in her whole life as when Noah had married her mum, Mairi, three years before. And when the father who’d left her and her mum to become some kind of a traveling film maker had agreed to let Noah adopt Ella, she’d known her life would be heaven. Her dad and mum were her biggest heroes, and she wanted everyone to be as happy and perfect as they were and as she was. 

“Hi, love!” Her mother added her own greeting then gave her father a warning look, almost like she was telling him not to give away a secret, and sat on the edge of Ella’s bed. “Are you almost ready to sleep or are you reading?”

Ella ignored the tiny worry that she didn’t see the normal spark of pure love for her father in her mother’s eyes, or that she didn’t tousle his long, thick brown hair as she always did. Ella pretended to yawn. 

“I’m ready.” 

She wasn’t ready at all. Her mind swam and her pulse jumped over the newest tale she’d read, but she wasn’t going to say that. “We have the school Highland games day tomorrow. I have to beat Keir McGinty in the run, so I should sleep.”

“Such a wise child,” her dad said with a wink, and she knew he saw right through her. She wasn’t sleepy at all.

“Are you riding with me tomorrow or will you take the bus?” her mother asked. 

“Could I ride with you?”

Ella always liked the days she could ride with her mum. They left earlier than the bus and Ella got to roam around her mother’s fourth-class classroom for forty-five minutes before she had to go to her own room. She remembered when she’d been in her mother’s class four years earlier. At small Westmuir Primary School there was only one class at each grade level. It had been a little weird to have her mum as her teacher, but now she missed it. Mrs. MacDonald was a fun teacher. Now she was Mrs. Portman and everyone still loved her. She was a favorite and it made Ella proud. 

But tonight she had a different reason for wanting to skip the bus ride in the morning. She hoped it would put her mother in a happier mood than she’d been in the past few days, and she hoped she wouldn’t ask anything about what book Ella was reading. No book was ever not allowed in their house, but stories about gnomes, kelpies, brownies, bogarts, or Ghilli Dhu always got long sighs and sometimes even rolled eyeballs. Always Mum gave the admonition to “maybe choose a few other kinds of stories...just once in a while?”

Ella did read lots of kinds of books. She couldn’t help it if folk tales were here very favorites and that the more she read, the more she loved them. The one she’d discovered tonight was her new favorite of all time. It was all about a magic glass bowl the brownies kept hidden—and it was somewhere in the care of a brownie named Diarmid. Without any doubt, Ella knew it was their Diarmid—the brownie that lived in the barn here at their home, Craigwarren. There couldn’t possibly be that many brownies named Diarmid, and she couldn’t wait to leave a note with her Diarmid’s nightly cup of cream and tell him she’d learned about his secret and promise she would keep that secret always. 

“I would love it if you rode with me,” her mother said. A smile curved the corners of her mouth up, sending warm waves of happy relief through Ella’s stomach and making the bed feel suddenly softer. “I get to help set up the field for our Highland games day with the other teachers. You can get an early look at which fun activities have been planned.”

Ella had to admit, that was a braw bonus. The primary school’s “Highland Games” were hardly like real Highland games where the grown-ups tossed cabers and stone hammers. These games were simpler, and Ella loved the day. They got to be outside, which was always better than sitting at their desks and tables. Getting there early meant she could plan her strategies for winning all the games. Well, the ones she was good at, anyway—running or jumping or climbing. She wasn’t that good at throwing things like balls or stones, but that was fine. All she cared about was beating Keir McGinty at the foot race and the obstacle course. 

Keir was new at Westmuir, and he was in Ella’s class but she, along with everyone else, didn’t like him. He was weird because he liked science more than anything except purely boasting about how great he was compared to everyone else. And even though he talked like some eejit posh boy, he didn’t only boast about being smart. He claimed he was the best athlete and could beat anyone at any game, and he was going to win all the red ribbons at the games.

The boy was pure dead annoying, and he had a pure dead annoying smile, too. Ella intended to prove he was not as perfect as he claimed to be. 

“Right, then,” her mother said. “You sleep tight, and I’ll see you bright the morrow.”

“Cool,” Ella replied, using the word and the accent she’d learned from her American dad.

Her mother bent and kissed her on the forehead, letting her lips linger for several long seconds. 

“Love you, Ella my wee fairy-lover.” She laughed. “Aye, I saw the book you think you’ve hidden under that pillow.”

“Mum!” Ella scowled at her. “You can’t see anything.”

“Haven’t you learned in your eleven long years that I’m a mother, and mothers have far more powers than brownies or fairies?”

Ella looked to her dad, but he only shrugged. “Can’t help you, Eloise. She’s more than right.”

Ella sighed. “But this one is soooo good. Stories I’ve never read or even heard before.”

Her mother sighed. “Fine, fine. This isn’t a battle that needs to be fought now or ever for that matter. Get it out yer system, girl and dream of your fearsome creatures. I give up.”

“You say that all the time.” Ella laughed. “You’ll be on me all over again to read the dictionary tomorrow.”

“I’m certain you could add words to the dictionary, but go to sleep now and save the reading for tomorrow. You’re right, you need to be well-rested for the big day.”

It wasn’t truly that big a day. For most it was simply a fun time to skive off school with permission. Her mother didn’t need to know it was a day of battle for Ella.

“And not well-rested simply so you can show up the new boy.” Ella’s mouth opened in shock. She swore her mum could read her mind. “Far more powers,” her mother repeated, and kissed her again. “Good night.”

Once her father took her mother’s place on the side of the mattress, Ella stared at him in frustration.

“How does she know everything?” she whispered. “She’s proper scary.”

“Your mom is the smartest person I know,” he replied. “I don’t ask how she knows things. It would ruin the magic.”

“You don’t believe in magic,” Ella scoffed.

When her mother had first met her father, he’d just been Noah, Uncle Ewan and Aunt Bridget’s brother. She’d called him Noah then, but that felt all wrong now. She’d wanted him to be with her mother not because he was handsome, which he definitely was—for a father anyway—but because even though he’d been a lot quieter than he was now, and he’d been mad to be in Scotland instead of America, he’d always been super kind to Ella and understood her. And he’d carved the wooden statue of her kelpie that still stood in a special spot on her bedroom shelf and was her greatest treasure to this day. Now he was her dad, and he was funny and smart and still always understood.

“I’ve never said that. Now,” he lowered his voice to a whisper that matched Ella’s, “I’ll cover for you if you need to finish the story. But remember, you’re the one who has to pretend to be cheerful in the morning if you stay up too late. And I know how hard that is. You and I are not morning people.”

“Mum is. Are you sure I’m not really yours?”

“Oh, you’re really mine.” He kissed her forehead, too. “Pretty soon even our DNA will match—by osmosis.”

“Osmosis.” She giggled. “I learned about that in science. You can’t share DNA that way.”

“Oh? You tell me you talk to Diarmid. I say I can transfer my DNA.”

“Whatever.”

“Ah...see? There’s my Americanized pre-teen. Proves my point. Now. Sleep tight, Elvira.”

“Daddy?”

“Hmmm?”

“Is everything all right? I mean with you and mum?”

His face went so still it scared her a little but then he chortled in confusion. “Of course, Ella. Why would you ask that?”

He called her by her real name and that meant he wasn’t being funny. She relaxed. 

“No reason. I love you.”

“Love you, too. I want to hear about this new story tomorrow, right?”

Her dad really was the coolest. 
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