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Journey Far 
CELTIC WISDOM & TREASURES FOR YOUR JOURNEY 

 
   

   
   

E X P L OR E  E S T E S  P A R K  

DOORS TO THE PAST 
Duir, or Oak, is perhaps the 

most sacred tree of ancient 

Celts. Duir translates to door in 

our modern English. It is no 

surprise then, that the antique 

oaken door in our building 

inspires us. Open the Door 

C E L T I C  M Y T H &  M AG I C K  

CERIDWEN & TALIESIN 
Cerridwen was a Welsh white 

witch or goddess of poetry, 

inspiration, and the cauldron of 

transformation. She gave birth 

to the most powerful Welsh 

Bard in the 6th Century.  

C E L T I C  C E L E B R A T I O N S  

SAMHAIM 
It’s October and the Celtic New 

Year fast approaches. Most 

folks think October 31 is just 

for dressing up and giving 

treats. But the meaning of this 

very Celtic holiday is far more 

complex. Read More 
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CELTIC VOCABULARY 

IMRAMA 

Imrama is a Irish word that means sacred journey. It is a 
“rowing”, a soul journey. There are times when you feel a 
calling towards something, a pull to a special place – this is 
the spiritual self – that piece of your soul desiring to 
express itself.   

There are many Irish tales about people who set sail or 
journey into the unknown, seeking to discover who they 
really are. This is Imrama. We chose Journey Far as our 
business slogan for a reason. It expresses our desire to 
always enrich our lives through experience & travel. 

New Flavors Just Roasted 
 

      

NEW TREASURES JUST ARRIVED 

We are excited to be the exclusive United 

States retailer for Rhiannon Jewelry. Hand 

crafted creations based on myths and ancient 

history. Established in 1971, They are family 

owned company located in Tregaron, Wales.  

Welsh Handmade Jewelry 

Roasting at 8000 feet is quite different than roasting at 

sea level.  

We roast all of our beans at lower temperatures and for 

longer periods of time. This produces a smooth, not 

bitter cup of coffee. 

We also let our roasted beans rest and degas for just 

the perfect amount of time. This allows the flavor 

profiles of the beans to shine. Most other folks just 

throw fresh roasted beans into a bag and hope that 

little valve lets the gasses out. Not us. With ours, you 

are assured the best flavor from the bean. 

https://www.morgynbard.com/product-page/mountain-mocha
https://www.morgynbard.com/welsh-jewelry
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C E L T I C  M Y T H &  M AG I C K  

CERIDWEN & TALIESIN: THE MAGIC CAULDRON 
Long ago, in the time of King Arthur, there was a Lady of 

great magic called Ceridwen, who lived by the shores of 

Bala Lake. Ceridwen had two children, a girl and a boy. The 

girl was called Creirwy, Dear One, and she was as fair as 

the moon upon water. But her other son, Avagddu, whose 

name means Darkness, was ugly, crooked, and stupid as a 

block. But Ceridwen loved her misshapen son, and longed to 

bring brightness into his life, so she studied the books of the 

Druid alchemists known as the Pheryllt, and mastered the 

secret art of brewing a Cauldron of Inspiration, three drops of 

which would bestow the knowledge of all things past, 

present and future upon her hapless son. She learned under 

which moon to gather the herbs, under which stars to steep 

them, and when at last she had all the ingredients together, 

she set them to cook in her great iron cauldron for a year 

and a day. 

To watch over it she hired a local peasant boy, a young lad called Little Gwion. For all that year little 

Gwion stirred and stirred the simmering brew with a great wooden spoon, spending his days feeding 

the fire with twigs and dead leaves, and his nights keeping warm by its flickering flames, until the time 

had almost come when the magical brew was ready. But on that last day, as Gwion stirred the potion 

sunwise for good luck, three drops sprang out of the cauldron and landed on his hand – and without 

thinking about it, the lad sucked the burn and swallowed the three drops of Inspiration. In that moment 

he was filled with a great light that burst open the horizons of his young mind. It was as if everything 

that had ever happened and was going to happen in the world rolled out before him, and infinity made 

a home in his head. 

But with his outer eye, he saw Ceridwen coming towards him, her face exploding with anger! So little 

Gwion dropped the wooden spoon and he ran, but she came close behind, and he heard her 

footsteps like thunder upon the path. The boy ran and ran, and in his thoughts he was Hare leaping to 

safety – and he turned into a hare and leaped away. But she turned into a greyhound, and Hare was 

swift but Greyhound was swifter, and soon the little animal could feel her breath on his neck. He 

bounded to the edge of the lake and leapt into the water, and in his thoughts he became a fish, and 

Salmon he became and swam away through the dark reedy waters of the lake. 

But Ceridwen leapt into the water and she became an otter, and though Salmon was swift, Otter was 

swifter, and her paws flexed for the kill. But the fish leapt out of the water, and in his thoughts, he 

became a bird. He was Crow, beating at the air with his wings, and he turned into Crow and away he 

flew. But she leapt out of the water, and she turned into a hawk. And Crow was swift, but Hawk was 

swifter, and swooped down and dug its talons into the neck of the smaller bird. But at the last minute, 

he turned into a grain of wheat and dropped down between the cruel talons onto the threshing-floor of 

a nearby mill. And there he hid with thousands of other grains of wheat. 

But Hawk turned into a Black Hen, and she fluttered and flew down from the sky onto the threshing-

floor, and scratched and pecked until she found the one grain among the many and swallowed it up. 

And no sooner had Black Hen swallowed the grain of wheat than the great cauldron over the fire 

rocked one way and rocked another and with a great crack, it split in two. A black liquid oozed out, 



The Highland Bard October 1, 2023 Vol. 1 Issue 1 
 

The Highland Bard 4 
 

dowsing the fire, and trickling away in a black stream that poisoned all the land and all the horses that 

grazed there. 

In the belly of Ceridwen, the little grain of wheat 

began to grow. It grew and it grew and three 

months passed and six months passed, and she 

was getting bigger, and when nine months were 

over, she lay on her back and gave birth to a 

baby boy. As soon as the child was born, she 

took a dagger—for she knew well who he was—

and went to slit his throat. But she made the 

mistake of looking into the child’s face—and he 

was so beautiful and he was her own son, and 

she couldn’t bring herself to kill him. She threw 

the dagger down with a clatter and she made a 

coracle out of withies, hide and pitch, wrapped 

the baby up in layers of animal skins and placed 

him gently in the coracle. Then she tucked it 

under her arm, and strode over mountain and 

moorland until she came to the ocean and cast 

the coracle upon the salt-cold waters. The little 

boat was sent spinning and tossing by the 

waves and currents and winds of the sea for many hundreds of years, but in all that time the child 

wrapped in skins did not age by a single day. 

Now, many years later, a Welsh prince called Elphin lived at the mouth of the river Conway. He was a 

wastrel and a gambler and heavily in debt. One May Eve, he heard that the salmon were running, so 

he said to himself: "Now if I stretch some nets across the river banks, I can catch some salmon, and 

make some money." 

So he stretched his nets across the estuary and all night long he waited there under the bright stars, 

and in the morning he waded into the water to see what he caught. There he found not one single 

fish—but, caught in the nets was a little coracle, all encrusted with limpets and barnacles. 

And inside the coracle something lay wrapped in animal skins. 

Elphin folded back the skins one by one, and when the last one slipped off, there lay a little baby boy 

smiling up at him. Around his head shone a bright light. Elphin could not believe his eyes. All he could 

say was: "Look at that shining brow!" And in Welsh that is Taliesin, and so the baby boy was called 

from that time forth. And Taliesin grew up to be the greatest poet and prophet that Wales had ever 

known, and some say he was none other than Merlin himself. 
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In early Celtic tradition, the poet had the powers of the shaman, being able to transcend time and 

space, and experience life in a variety of forms. A real poet called Taliesin lived in the sixth century, 

and many of the poems attributed to him describe the unbounded consciousness that he experienced 

when he died to his old limited self and was reborn as a poet: 

I was in many shapes before I was released: 

I was a slender, enchanted sword… 

I was rain-drops in the air, I was stars’ beam; 

I was a word in letters, I was a book in origin;  

I was lanterns of light for a year and a half; 

I was a bridge that stretched over sixty estuaries; 

I was a path, I was an eagle, I was a coracle in seas. 

The story of little Gwion’s rebirth as a poet-shaman is reminiscent of the initiation rites within the 

mystery schools of late antiquity. In ancient Egypt for example, initiates had to pass through the 

twelve hours of the night, corresponding to the sun’s sea-journey below the horizon. Their emergence 

was like the dawn’s rebirth each morning. This underworld journey took the candidate into the realm 

of the Great Goddess as receiver of the souls of the dead and giver of new life. On his return, he was 

said to be "twice-born," that is, first born of a human mother, then reborn of the goddess. But in the 

Welsh story, Gwion is actually "thrice-born", for after Ceridwen has given birth to him, she casts him 

into the ocean, another feminine symbol of primordial Being. There is something peculiarly Celtic 

about this, the number three being particularly sacred to the Celts, just as the power of the brew was 

contained in three drops. 

That Ceridwen is a Welsh aspect of the Great Goddess is suggested by her two children, who in their 

polarized qualities of darkness and light, personify the opposites: the Two that emerge from the One 

to form the world of creation as we experience it. Her cauldron is a powerful symbol of transformation. 

A vessel containing magical ingredients accompanies goddesses throughout Indo-European tradition, 

and in pagan British iconography it often takes the form of a large cauldron or vat. Celticist Miranda 

Green writes: 

"It may be that the symbolism of the vat on the Celtic goddess images represents not only the 

presence of wine but specifically of red wine and therefore blood, death and resurrection." 

A cauldron of rebirth plays a central role in another Welsh story, Branwen, Daughter of Llyr, where 

warriors newly killed in battle are thrown into a huge magical cauldron from which they emerge 

reborn: an image that is also clearly depicted on the 6th century Celtic silver cauldron found 

preserved in a peat bog in Gundestrup, Denmark. And the curious Welsh poem, The Spoils of Annwn, 

tells an early story of King Arthur who undergoes a perilous journey by ship to Annwn, the Welsh 

Underworld to retrieve a magic cauldron that was warmed by the breath of nine maidens. This story is 

often considered to be an early version of the Quest for the Holy Grail. The vessel of the Goddess 

containing wine or blood later became the chalice that bore the blood of Christ. 

So Ceridwen’s cauldron is both the womb that gives birth to Taliesin, and also, as a symbol of the 

goddess who metes out death as well as life, an instrument of destruction whose spilled contents 

poisoned the streams and the animals that drank from them. And Ceridwen herself is also the 

powerful agent of transformation within the cauldron, for one version of the tale tells us she lives 
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under a lake—topographically a vessel containing liquid. Ceridwen within the lake is herself the 

embodiment of the elixir of wisdom. 

Little Gwion does not intentionally ingest the magical drops. His experience is paralleled by his Irish 

counterpart, Fionn mac Cumhaill, who tasted the Salmon of Wisdom by accident: the young Fionn 

was cooking the Salmon which had been caught by an old druid who had labored many years to catch 

the marvelous fish. The boy touched the fish with his thumb to burst a blister on its side, sucked his 

burnt skin, and so became filled with divine inspiration, much to the druid’s chagrin. 

Gwion’s initiation begins in earnest when he undergoes the shapeshifting battle with Ceridwen. A 

sequence of events unfolds that describe a process of "uncreation," or reverse evolution. In Western 

esoteric lore, the act of creation is seen as a process of descent through the four elements, beginning 

with fire, primal energy; through air, the mental plane; water, the imaginal plane; and finally earth, the 

physical plane. Gwion first becomes a creature of the earth as the hare, then of water as the fish, of 

air as the bird, and lastly as a fiery spark of potential life, symbolized by the grain of wheat. Now he is 

literally swallowed up by Ceridwen, the goddess who deals death to create new life, as the seed falls 

into the darkness of earth to be transformed in the spring. 

When she sets him afloat on the ocean, Gwion undergoes a variation of the "night-sea journey," 

ending up at an estuary, a liminal place where land and water meet, a suitable place to re-enter the 

physical world. He emerges from the sea just as the "shining brow" of the sun arises on the first day of 

summer—in Celtic tradition, the first morning of May. The fisherman who rescues him does indeed 

land a fish: Little Gwion has been reborn as the all-knowing creature of the Celtic Otherworld—the 

Salmon of Wisdom! His transformation from ignorant peasant boy to enlightened master is complete. 

Gwion’s later identity is prefigured in his first name: Gwion—and Fionn—both derive from a root word 

meaning "white" or "shining." In essence, he represents the soul, which is often portrayed as a shining 

light: as the Earth orbits the Sun, so is the soul the great light at the center of our egoic self. His 

initiation through the Great Goddess can be viewed as an allegory of the death of the ego and 

awakening of the soul to higher consciousness. 

Today, few of us attend mystery schools, but Ceridwen, keeper of the cauldron of changes, is at work 

in our own lives when the soul demands to be attended to. She hunts us down, forcing us to be fluid, 

to adapt, to shape-shift into new roles that challenge our ideas of who we are. As it was for Gwion, 

such changes generally come unsought while we are going about our daily business. A divorce, a 

death, the loss of a job—whatever hook we have hung our identity on is suddenly snatched away—and 

we are plunged into the dark womb of the Mother of Changes to be remade. 
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RECOMMENDED READING 
 

Blood & Mistletoe: The History of the Druids in Britain 

Author: Dr. Ronald Hutton 

Dr. Hutton is one of my favorite writers of ancient history. His writing is accessible, easy 

to follow and always is presented with authority. If you are wanting a starting point to 

research and learn about ancient history of the British Isles, Dr. Hutton is a good place 

to start.  

About the book: Crushed by the Romans in the first century A.D., the ancient Druids of Britain left 

almost no reliable evidence behind. Historian Ronald Hutton shows how this lack of definite 

information has allowed succeeding British generations to reimagine, reinterpret, and reinvent the 

Druids. Hutton’s captivating book is the first to encompass two thousand years of Druid history and to 

explore the evolution of English, Scottish, and Welsh attitudes toward the forever ambiguous figures 

of the ancient Celtic world. 

 

Druids have been remembered at different times as patriots, scientists, philosophers, or priests. 

Sometimes portrayed as corrupt, bloodthirsty, or ignorant, they were also seen as fomenters of 

rebellion. Hutton charts how the Druids have been written in and out of history, archaeology, and the 

public consciousness for some 500 years, with particular focus on the romantic period, when Druids 

completely dominated notions of British prehistory. Sparkling with legends and images, filled with new 

perspectives on ancient and modern times, this fascinating cultural study reveals Druids as catalysts 

in British history. 

Ronald Hutton is professor of history, University of Bristol, and the author of many books including 

Witches, Druids, and King Arthur: Studies in Paganism, Myth, and Magic, and Debates in Stuart 

History. He lives in Bristol, UK. 

About the link to the book: I will always link to 

the book I am recommending. I will always try 

and find a place to purchase the book other 

than Amazon. I always recommend you try 

Thriftbooks for second hand purchases or 

any independent book dealer in your area. 

Whenever possible I will refer to an 

independent seller. And if you cannot find a 

copy of the recommended book, or another 

book you simply cannot locate, drop me a 

line. I’d be happy help you find what you’re 

looking for.   -David 

  

https://www.barnesandnoble.com/w/blood-and-mistletoe-ronald-hutton/1101718610
http://www.thriftbooks.com/
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Celtic Celebrations 

SAMHAIN: THE CELTIC ROOTS OF HALLOWEEN 
An excerpt from Tlachtga: Celtic Fire Festival by John Gilroy. 

Samhain (pronounced: sow-in) 

 

The Festival of Samhain marked the end of the Celtic year and the beginning of the new one and as 

such can be seen to the equivalent of New Year's Eve. We have seen how the Celts believed that 

night preceded day and so the festivities took place on the Eve of Samhain. There is no doubt that 

that this festival was the most important of the four Celtic Festivals. Samhain was a crucial time of 

year, loaded with symbolic significance for the pre-Christian Irish. The celebrations at Tlachtga may 

have had their origins in a fertility rite on the hill but it gathered to itself a corpus of other beliefs which 

crystallised at the great Fire Festival. 

The perceptible, and apparent, decline in the strength of the sun at this time of year was a source of 

anxiety for early man and the lighting of the Winter Fires here symbolised mans attempt to assist the 

sun on its journey across the skies. Fire is the earthly counterpart of the sun and is a powerful and 

appropriate symbol to express mans helplessness in the face of the overwhelming sense of the decay 

of nature as the winter sets in. 

Now the sun has descended into the realm of the underworld, the forces of the underworld were in the 

ascendency. The lord of the underworld, unfettered from the control of the sun, now walked the earth 

and with him travelled all those other creatures from the abode of the dead. Ghosts, fairies and a host 

of other non-descript creatures went with him. The Lord of the Dead in Celtic mythology can be 

identified as Donn. 

Mythology tells us that when the invaders of Ireland known as the Miliseans landed at the Boyne, they 

made their way to Tara. Once there, they were advised by the Druids that they should return to their 
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ships and sail off the shore to the length of nine waves. When they were on the sea a great storm 

arose which scattered their fleet. The commander of one of the ships was Donn. His ship was broken 

to pieces in the storm and he himself drowned along with twenty-four of his comrades. He was buried 

on the Skellig Islands off the coast of Kerry. 

He is the first of the new wave of invaders to meet 

his death in Ireland and, as such, he became 

elevated to the status of god of the dead. The place 

of his burial became known as Tech Donn - The 

house of Donn, and soon became identified with 

the otherworld. The Celts were fascinated with 

tracing their ancestry back as far as they could and 

often they identified their earliest ancestors with the 

gods of their peoples. Hence, a belief arose that 

when they died, they went to the house of their 

ancestor, the god of the otherworld. 

It is interesting to note that the abode of Donn, on 

the Skellig Islands, is just a few miles from the 

traditional home of Mog Ruith at Valentia Island. As 

well as being geographical neighbours, both are 

closely associated with Samhain, when it can be 

said that Mog Ruith as sungod sojourns at the 

realm of the underworld, the abode of Donn. 

Donn is seen as a retiring god who prefers the 

isolation of the bleak Skelligs and remains aloof 

from the other gods. His name means "brown" and 

he is associated with the shadowy realm of the 

dead. O'hOgain tells us that a ninth century text 

attributes a highly significant quotation to him "To 

me, to my house, you shall come after your death" 

Many other sources say that the dead assemble at 

his house and describe deceased people travelling to and from here. Fishermen in the area were 

wont to hear strange boats passing to the island at night and the names of those who disembarked 

were called out. Later Christian writers claimed that the souls of the damned lingered at his house 

before departing for hell. Not surprisingly, aspects of his personage have been adapted by Christian 

writers in their portrayal of the devil. 

 

Samhain being the feast of the dead can now be clearly seen as incorporating the cult of Donn into its 

celebrations but how they did so remains uncertain. The Fires were in all likelihood lit in honour of the 

sungod - here manifesting as Mog Ruith, but certain other of the trappings are clearly associated with 

the Lord of the Dead. The idea that Samhain is a juncture between the two halves of the year saw it 

acquiring the unique status of being suspended in time - it did not belong to the old year not the new. 

It could be said that time stood still on this night and the implications of this were immense. During this 

night the natural order of life was thrown into chaos and the earthly world of the living became 

hopelessly entangled with the world of the dead. But the world of the dead was itself a complicated 
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place, peopled not only by the spirits of the departed, but also with a host of gods, fairies and other 

creatures of uncertain nature. 

The unwary traveller, caught away from home on this night, could expect to encounter any one or 

many of these creatures and it was always advisable to stay indoors. Ghosts were everywhere and 

may or may not have been harmful to the living. It is interesting to note that the manuscripts tells us 

that all fires in the country must be extinguished on this night and could only be relit from the great 

flames from Tlachtga. This, of course, is not to taken literally but symbolised the brief and temporary 

ascendency of the powers of darkness at this time of year. 

 

During this period all the world was in darkness and the dead were abroad. When the fire at Tlachtga 

was lit, it gave the signal that all was well and all other fires could now be relit. The fires at Talchtga 

were the public celebration of the victory of light, while the relighting of the household fire marked the 

domestic celebration of the feast. Now the spirits of dead ancestors could be welcomed back into the 

home with safety and posed no threat to the household. This theme is repeated constantly in Irish 

literature. MacCollugh tells us that the cult of the dead culminated at the family hearth. Very often the 

spirits of ancestors sought warmth around the fireside on this night. Fires were left lighting in the grate 

to warm the spirits and food was left out for them. Even though the ancestral ghosts were benign, it 

was still a good idea to avoid them by going to bed early. 
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However, the ghosts may not have been entirely benign. They needed some sort of appeasement in 

the form of ritual offerings on this night. So long as the offering was forthcoming the ghosts were 

happy and benevolent, but if the offering was withheld another side of the ghosts’ features were 

presented. Bad luck would descend on the household, and all would not be well the coming year. 

Some vestiges of this tradition may survive in the modern Halloween custom of "trick or treat". 

Children, dressed as ghosts and witches, invite the household to donate or face the consequences. 

The 'treat' may represent the ritual offering while the 'trick', nowadays a harmless prank, may have in 

antiquity, represented the malevolent consequences of inadequately appeasing the ancestral ghost 

on this night. 

But it was not just time that was dislocated at Samhain. Just as the festival stands on the boundary 

between Summer and Winter, all other boundaries were in danger also. The boundaries between a 

man’s land and his neighbours were a dangerous place to be on this night. Ghosts were to be found 

along these points and a style between adjacent land was a place of particular dread and best 

avoided. Bridges and crossroads were also likely places to encounter ghosts. Naturally enough, burial 

places were avoided on all nights but particularly on this night. Every sort of a ghost was to be seen 

here and the dead mingled freely with the living. 

The practice of divination - telling the future, was an important part of everyday life for the Celts and it 

is certain that this art formed a central part of the festivities occurred at Tlachtga at Samhain. Vestiges 

of this can be seen today at Halloween are familiar with the practice of going to the church at midnight 

on Halloween and standing in the porch. The courageous observer will see the spirits of those who 

will die in the coming year if he watches closely but runs the risk of meeting himself. Similarity, girls 

watching in a mirror on this night will see the image of the man they will marry but also run the risk of 

seeing the devil. 

Those brave enough to go to a grave yard at midnight and walk three times around the graves will be 

offered a glimpse the future but again run the risk of meeting the devil. This latter example is 

interesting as it preserves the three-time sunwise turn so important to the Celts in the ritual. The 

possibility of meeting the devil may represent the well known Christian attempt to associate the pagan 

god of the dead with the devil of Christian belief. This being the case, Donn the Lord of the Dead, left 

his island home on this night and travelled freely throughout the country. Whether he carried off souls 

is unclear, but it is likely that he did. The ritual offerings on the Winter Fires may have been an attempt 

to appease him until, such time in history, he was replaced on the arrival of Christianity by the devil. 

The early Irish manuscripts are littered with references to the magical significance of Samhain. It 

marked the end of the fighting and hunting season for the warrior troop known as the Fianna. At 
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Samhain they retreated into winter camp, quartering themselves on the general population until the 

return of Summer at Beltainne. Fionn MacCumhail chose Samhain as the time to present himself 

before the court at Tara for the first time, while it was also at Samhain that the god Lugh made his 

dramatic entrance to the same court. The Connaught queen, Meave, waited until Samhain before 

setting out on the great Cattle Raid of Cooley. 

 

Fionn MacCumhail, Lugh and Cuchulainn - Meave's opponent, are the three great figures of Irish 

mythology and it is interesting to note how Samhain is the time chosen by the writers to introduce their 

arrival on the scene. The Battle of Mag Tuired (supposedly in County Mayo) was fought at Samhain. It 

seems that when the early writers wish to impart a magical quality to the events they are depicting, 

they choose the Festival of Samhain for the occasion. There remains little doubt that Samhain held a 

central place in the imagination of the Celts, where the festivities associated with several local gods 

became entangled, over the course of perhaps a thousand years, with the feast of the god of the dead. 

Remnants of these celebrations have come down to us in our own celebrations of Halloween. 
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EXPLORE ESTES PARK  
DOOR TO THE PAST 

Duir, or Oak, is perhaps the most sacred tree of 

ancient Celts. Duir translates to door in our modern 

English. It is no surprise then, that the antique 

oaken door in our building inspires us. 

Our door is over 100 years old and the wood and 

hand-wrought iron fixtures are stunning. The door 

was an original fixture around 1890-1900 when the 

current site of the Highland Bard was a surrey 

station. We’ve come a long way from the horse 

and buggy era, and this door has seen much. In 

the 1920s, the as horse and buggy gave way to the 

automobile, the iron-hinged door saw surrey 

maintenance give way to Model A and T 

maintenance before finally coming to rest inside 

our current structure. Built into the side of the 

mountain in the 1950s, the current structure was 

built using pine slabs and columns milled from 

Colorado’s western slope. Being built into the side 

of the mountain has its benefits. During summer 

months we are usually cooler, and during winter 

the temperature usually mitigates a bit warmer – so 

much like a cave we benefit from natural insulation. 

And then there’s the water. After heavy snows and 

rains we get much cascading water over our 

mountain wall. It trickles and flows and creates a 

wonderful, peaceful sound that often mesmerizes 

us and our visitors. The natural rock drain carries 

the water back to the river that flows behind us. As 

an added benefit, we are the only building left in 

downtown that still relies on the original well for 

water. What we drink here and brew our coffee 

with is pure, healthy and part of the mountain itself.  
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GET TO KNOW THE MAKERS 
Connemara Marble 

JC Walsh & Sons 

Connemara Marble is an extremely rare marble. It can be dated to over 

900-million-years and is commonly known as the “Irish Gemstone.” The 

marble has been mined and used for 1000s of years. Ancient axes and 

other items dating back 4000 years can be found in the National 

Museum of Ireland. Later, Connemara marble was used as a traditional 

gift of friendship between families. Fishermen would carry it with them 

while out at sea to ensure success in their undertakings and a safe 

return home. This gem is often carried as a worry stone, to bring inner 

peace, serenity and self-control and to ensure good luck in undertakings. 

Connemara Marble was also given as a gift to remind people of their 

Celtic origins and of their homeland. It was a way to always carry the 

magic of Ireland with you no matter where you roamed. Over the 

centuries it has taken on even more meaning.  

It is a healing gem, soothing the 

heart and bring emotions into 

balance. The green stone 

encourages good relationships 

and brings light-heartedness. 

Nervous about an exam, or a business meeting? It is a 

wonderful stone for nerves, for self-control, stability, and 

common sense in all emotional and domestic matters. Worn 

as a pendant, it is said to protect one from lethargy, to 

enhance intuition and guard against danger. In the 

metaphysical world, it can also be used to help in the 

treatment of headaches, unstable blood pressure, colds, and 

inflammation, to benefit kidneys and strengthen the nervous 

system. Many of these “remedies” can be traced back 

thousands of years to the shamans of the neolithic world up 

to the druids and healers of the middle ages. The Walsh 

family has truly made their mark on the Irish and International 

market for 75 years. Thomas Walsh created a rosary bead 

company with a workshop in Dublin for the Irish and overseas market. When his son, John, joined the 

company in 1954, he built a larger production facility in Rathfarnham Village, and grew the company 

via the American market. Grandson Stephen joined the family business in 1975, and with a growing 

demand in overseas markets, needed to secure a steady supply of marble. In 1983, the Walsh family 

purchased their own quarry located in Lissoughter, County Galway. The quarry was originally opened 

in the 1820’s and is the oldest working marble quarry – marble from this historic site has been used in 

some of the world’s finest buildings. 

The Highland Bard proudly features the Walsh family creations in our store. With new jewelry arriving 

throughout the year, please drop in or visit our website to explore these small pieces of the Olde 

World exquisitely incorporated into wearable art. Sláinte.       Visit Connemara Jewelry here 

https://www.morgynbard.com/connemara-marble
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RANGER’S PICK OF THE MONTH 
Ranger is our white shepherd and is a great source of energy around 

the home and shop. We’ve convinced him that not everyone wants 

tennis balls and a frisbee. This month he recommends handmade 

leather.   

The Highland Bard produces handmade leather bags, journals and 

cuffs using old world techniques. Everything is hand-sewn and cut from 

top quality leathers. We create bespoke bags and journals and create 

images from your ideas. Some examples of our work are below. If 

you’re looking for a special gift for someone, or yourself, please reach 

out and let us know how we can help bring your vision to life. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


