CHAPTER TWO
THE HARP
Now, in Granny's family, there is a very, very old tradition: the Harp. She was its keeper, and her
mother before her. It came through the centuries from the ancient days of magic, and was known as the
Marian Harp, after its maker, the druid Marian of Whitehorse. Marian was an artist, alchemist, healer,
musician, elf counsel, and horsewoman. Grace’s mother Marian was named after her.
It was said that a great king commissioned Marian to make The Harp as a gift for his true love,
Rhiannon. Once a month, people gathered in the light of the full moon, hoping to catch a glimpse of
Rhiannon, riding through the surf on her powerful white mare. They called her the Horse Goddess.
Marian fashioned the Harp to look as if it had come from the watery deep canyons far down in the
ocean. It was carved from whalebone and covered with iridescent abalone, which was inlaid to be foaming
waves crashing up the sound box. A luminous white horse, with black pearl eyes, leaps from the crest.
The strings were made from some unknown alchemical metals, and they never needed to be tuned or
polished. It was also true that the tunings would change of their own accord, to benefit the situation or
gathering at hand.
The Marian Harp passed from one generation to another, and most of that family were either
dedicated to harp music, or white horses, or both! They loved to sing to their horses, and to play the
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harp outdoors, making songs of gratitude to the mother earth, and all of nature. All their homes had a
nice big porch, or music shelters out in the woods, so they could play music in the rain for hours.
Accompanied by birdsong, they played to the morning glories and hummingbirds. In the evening, when
the night creatures gathered around the house, and the whippoorwill was crying, they played the
nocturnes of the Old Ones.
Granny told Grace tales of how, long ago, the Harp had stopped the invaders, who laid down their
weapons and wept to hear its sweet music. Tales of how the melodies from its strings brought happiness,
healing and courage to all who heard them. The knowledge of how to truly play and care for the Harp
had been kept a family secret.
Gradually, insidiously, the people in the world changed. They began to compete with their neighbors,
and coveted each other’s possessions. They signed papers that said that they were the owners of the
land, and everything on it. Those times marked the beginning of suffering for the People, and came to be
known as the Age of Darkness.
Some of the people, who were very greedy, made themselves to be rulers, because they wanted power
over all the others. They plotted against one another with lies and deceits, and made governments to
control as many other people as possible. Large armies were conscripted to fight each other in wars,
which were the most devastating things that had ever been wreaked upon this earth.
Activities such as music, art, dancing, and feasting, were regulated, and all ceremonies to the Goddess
were forbidden. The gentle hearted people who found solace, comfort, and love in all these sweet things
had no choice but to face a world where art was hidden in the homes of the wealthy, and where musicians
were only allowed to perform at state functions and religious events. The old ballads were given new
lyrics of zealous patriotic fervor, and the Goddess was banished.
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Even religions were regulated to suit the greed of the powerful. The people were taught that they
could not communicate with the Creator directly, but must have priests to do their praying for them!
Some of the People retreated into the hills and rapidly shrinking forests, but most of them became
workers and slaves!
So began the days when the many toiled for the few. They built factories, mines and roads, paid taxes,
and grew crops for people in the cities, while their own families went hungry. They built massive
cathedrals and palaces on the land that held the sacred wells.
The Old People cried their tears to the roots of the trees. They became very quiet, made their prayers
to Mother Earth in private, and heard their music only in the streams, birds, and winds. Eventually, the
beautiful People and their ways seemed to disappear altogether. They became fairy tales, myths and
legends, which not many people today believe ever really happened.
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