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In the tradition of Diana Gabaldon’s Outlander, a woman finds herself
transported to ancient Scotland and to nobleman Fergus, brother of the king.
Fergus desperately wants Maggie to stay and create a life with him, but she’s
torn. Will she choose her future or his past?

A compelling tale of two Scotlands—one modern, one ancient—and the
woman who parts the veil between them.

The medication that treats Maggie’s seizures leaves her in a haze, but it can’t dull
her grief at losing her daughter to the same condition. With her marriage
dissolved and her son away at school, Maggie retreats to a cottage below the
ruins of Dunadd, once the royal seat of Scotland. But is it fantasy or reality when
she awakens in a bustling village within the massive walls of eighth-century
Dunadd? In a time and place so strange yet somehow familiar, Maggie is drawn
to the striking, somber Fergus, brother of the king and father of Illa, who bears a
keen resemblance to Maggie’s late daughter. With each dreamlike journey to the
past, Maggie grows closer to Fergus and embraces the possibility of staying in
this Dunadd. But with present-day demands calling her back, can Maggie leave
behind the Scottish prince who dubs her mo chridhe, my heart?
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In the tradition of Diana Gabaldon’s Outlander, a woman finds herself transported to ancient Scotland and to
nobleman Fergus, brother of the king. Fergus desperately wants Maggie to stay and create a life with him,
but she’s torn. Will she choose her future or his past?

A compelling tale of two Scotlands—one modern, one ancient—and the woman who parts the veil
between them.

The medication that treats Maggie’s seizures leaves her in a haze, but it can’t dull her grief at losing her
daughter to the same condition. With her marriage dissolved and her son away at school, Maggie retreats to a
cottage below the ruins of Dunadd, once the royal seat of Scotland. But is it fantasy or reality when she
awakens in a bustling village within the massive walls of eighth-century Dunadd? In a time and place so
strange yet somehow familiar, Maggie is drawn to the striking, somber Fergus, brother of the king and father
of Illa, who bears a keen resemblance to Maggie’s late daughter. With each dreamlike journey to the past,
Maggie grows closer to Fergus and embraces the possibility of staying in this Dunadd. But with present-day
demands calling her back, can Maggie leave behind the Scottish prince who dubs her mo chridhe, my heart?
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Editorial Review

Review
“From the moment I opened Veil of Time, I was instantly swept up in the lush, haunting and wholly credible
world Claire R. McDougall has created. Fiercely inventive, steeped in history, and emotionally charged, Veil
of Time is the gripping story of a grieving woman who is offered a second chance to rebuild her fractured
family. The twist? She must relinquish her current life and return to 8th century Scotland. A powerful and
thought-provoking novel, reading Veil of Time is like falling into a wild, enchanting dream state from which
you hope never to awaken. “ (Jillian Medoff, bestselling author of I Couldn't Love You More and Hunger
Point)

“Veil of Time will enthrall you. Claire McDougall's fine novel is both a meditative exploration on the nature
of perception and sanity and a saga of the first order, a wholly captivating journey through time and the
variegated yet immutable complexities of love.” (Scott Lasser, author of Say Nice Things About Detroit)

“With echoes of Audrey Niffeneggers’s  The Time Traveller’s Wife…this poetically written novel tells a
magical love story that spans the centuries while at the same time describing in striking detail the subjective
effects of this intriguing neurological state. A brave, powerful, and incredibly moving debut novel from a
very talented writer.” (Anthony Peake, author of The Labyrinth of Time: The Illusion of Past, Present &
Future <)

As richly detailed as a fine tapestry, VEIL OF TIME is entrancing and enthralling from the first page to the
last. Anyone who enjoys the work of Diane Galbadon or Karen Marie Moning will adore this book. A jewel
of a story! VEIL OF TIME is time travel romance at its best. (New York Times bestselling author Karen
Hawkins)

About the Author
Claire R. McDougall, a native of Scotland, graduated from Oxford University and lives now in Aspen,
Colorado, with her family. After an early start as a newspaper columnist, her career in creative writing
moved through the genres of poetry and short stories to settle on Scottish novels.

Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.
Veil Of Time

1

Long before my affliction was given a name, I was having dreams. Not passing dreams, but dreams in deep
sleep that weave themselves into the fabric of your mind and won’t let go. Even in bed beside Oliver Griggs,
it wasn’t Griggs I was dreaming about, but Robert Burns or Robert the Bruce or William Wallace. I was
there, not stretched out like a corpse beside my husband, but in the bracken or in the shelter of a stone house
with thatch and a fire. I watched Burns with his head on his desk after a night of brawling coming round
slowly to lift his pen; it was me in the trees, running from the English with my hand in the hand of the
Wallace.

So, I know how to get away. Don’t think I don’t. I know, but I can’t control it. An affliction buried in my



genes is the gate, and I have no way of choosing when I get to go through. Not very often, is the answer, not
even as often as the seizures, because they don’t always end in sleep.

I got away eventually from Professor Griggs. The dreams were too much for him.

“You always seem a bit removed,” he said once, peering at me over his glasses like the teacher he is. “I’m
not even sure if we inhabit the same world.”

Oliver married me before he really knew what it meant to have to depend on phenobarbital to keep your day
on a smooth path.

I tried to live in his world, tried the “normality” game as far as it would go. On the day of our wedding, I
took twice the number of seizure pills, just to make sure I could glide through the “I do’s,” and so could
Oliver. I suppose he was saving the “I don’ts” for later.

I married Griggs when he was someone else, before he hung up his jeans for a suit and his ideas for a
curriculum. The years sort of flattened out between us, the endless days of child minding, the meetings and
schedules at the university, the children who came and went, each in his or her different way.

Because she was there once, my daughter, my Ellie. She was there, and now I have no way of getting to her,
whether through the fog or dreams; she is gone. My son, Graeme, took himself off to boarding school after
Ellie died. I wasn’t there anymore, and there was no point in his staying. So I left Glasgow, too, sold the
house where we’d all lived under the illusion of being something stable and unchanging. But we weren’t.
The scene exploded or imploded, at least the center did not hold. After Ellie died, Oliver couldn’t speak to
me for weeks, couldn’t actually look at me, open his mouth, and let out a sound. He blamed me, because that
gene didn’t stop with me. Ellie died during a seizure, and though everyone knows better, they can’t help
feeling I’m at fault, as though I had willed that horrid coil of DNA right into her.

Perhaps Graeme cried with his father, but he never did with me. He pulled up his fifteen-year-old self and
said he had to go. We all had to go, so we didn’t argue. His father had already left, perhaps not the house, but
he wasn’t there. So, with everyone already gone, Graeme moved to the east coast and I came with my
suitcases to Dunadd.

What is this place called Dunadd? It is shades of green and all covered with bracken; it smells of moss and
rain pouring for days on end. It is grey stone walls and cloud and bog and black slugs. It is sea and seagull
cry, and the rough call of the pheasant. It is all these things and it is not that far from Glasgow, if you are a
crow. If you are a bird, you fly high over a treeless mountain pass, over waterfalls and fingers of sea lochs
that take a person in a car three hours to drive. Dunadd is a great rock rising out of a wide valley that runs
from the hills that encircle it down to the sea at Crinan. It’s not the place it once was, when Crinan was
Scotland’s main port, and wine and spices, jewelry and slaves were brought to Dunadd to be traded.

Mornings in my little cottage beneath Dunadd are so quiet now; the clouds are low and drizzling. Glasgow,
where I lived another life with a husband and children, has no currency here. My children, who look at me
from their picture frames when I awake, are not known here. Neither is Oliver Griggs of the University of
Glasgow. Not even Margaret Griggs is known here, because I have unearthed the old Maggie Livingstone of
childhood and pasted it over the Margaret I had become.

I wander around Dunadd in a sort of waking dream. There hasn’t been much truck in humans here since the
Dark Ages. In those days, when it was easier to travel by sea, there were no roads over the mountains and



only foot trails around the lochs. These days there is the A83 from Glasgow all the way to this boggy land
populated mostly now by ancient relics: standing stones, burial cairns, middens full of shells and bones.

When everything fell apart in Glasgow, I packaged up my life and drove here with boxes of books and
postgraduate research on the witch burnings I had started once upon a time. Being an afflicted one myself, I
suppose I felt some empathy with the witches, but I dropped all that when I married and for a while wasn’t
feeling like an outcast anymore.

But all things pass, and here I am with my cup of tea in the early morning, in the floral chair by the window
looking out at the River Add that winds around the base of Dunadd. I bring my knees to my chest and pull
my nightie down over my stockinged feet, watching the peaty red water swirl about the deep places. In the
garden at the back of the cottage is a single standing stone to which one end of a washing line has been tied.

Only one other cottage lies alongside the trail up to the top of Dunadd. Except for the older man who lives
there and me, the land here is empty of people. At night, there is nothing but the wind and the dark and the
memory of the many islands that lie offshore. By first light, the tourists start driving in, to scramble up the
path to the summit of this windy seat of the Celts, where the relics of the Pictish, then Celtic, then Viking
fort lie in crumbles of tumble-down walls. Not even the archaeologists really know what was up there,
because it was all too long ago, and not that long ago since the fort was handed over to the Scottish National
Trust by the former feudal lord.

Archaeological digs come in from time to time and take Dunadd’s treasures to the museum at the top end of
the valley in the town of Kilmartin. What’s left for the tourists is a Pictish boar carved in the rock, and a
footprint where kings once placed their feet in the first coronation ceremonies of Scotland. The tourists smile
at the camera with one boot in the stone imprint. They run their fingers along the outline of this early boar,
barely visible now, that would eventually become the emblem of Scotland.

But in the evenings, when the sun swoons at the edge of the sea, there is only me on the edge of the windy
hill. Up there, there is no sense of pace or life as life has evolved. On the edges of this glen, the Scandinavian
firs that were once brought in for profit are slowly turning themselves back to ancient oak forests. Nothing
but lorries carrying the last of the timber move fast here now.

You see, there is only one way out of my phenobarbital fog. I’m here at Dunadd for three months, October to
January, to look at that thesis on witches again and to await my day of reckoning.

“For your type of epilepsy, Margaret, a lobectomy might be the best solution.” My doctor calls me Margaret,
because he comes from my Glasgow life.

I know all this. I know enough about my affliction to understand the dangers to my brain of repeated
seizures. I know, because it killed my daughter. And where would Graeme be without a mother? He’s in his
last refuge, and I owe him this operation. It’s the last thing I have left to give him. If it all comes out right,
perhaps I’ll move to a flat in Edinburgh and become a real mother again. If it doesn’t, then these three
months at Dunadd will be the end of Maggie, of Margaret, of me.

I came to this holiday cottage at Dunadd because I used to come here from Glasgow as a child. In those days
my seizures were mild and undiagnosed. The nuns at my school used to put me out in the corridor if I had
“an episode,” as my mother used to call them. They told her I was just showing off. It took the doctors until I
was in my teens to diagnose my epilepsy and then years more for them to bring the seizures under
control—more or less.



The holiday cottage was different then, with a musty smell and small poky rooms. New owners knocked
down walls, opened up the kitchen into the living room, and turned the windows into sliding glass doors.
This is where I sit now with my crumpet and my cup of tea, hurling headlong towards the Day of
Lobectomy. I came because I am scared of going forward, and time moves more slowly here. Sometimes at
Dunadd time hardly seems to exist at all.

Users Review

From reader reviews:

Rose Villegas:

Information is provisions for those to get better life, information currently can get by anyone in everywhere.
The information can be a expertise or any news even an issue. What people must be consider if those
information which is inside the former life are challenging to be find than now's taking seriously which one
would work to believe or which one the actual resource are convinced. If you obtain the unstable resource
then you get it as your main information we will see huge disadvantage for you. All of those possibilities will
not happen throughout you if you take Veil of Time as your daily resource information.

Angela Hurd:

Reading can called thoughts hangout, why? Because if you find yourself reading a book specially book
entitled Veil of Time your mind will drift away trough every dimension, wandering in each and every aspect
that maybe mysterious for but surely might be your mind friends. Imaging each and every word written in a
reserve then become one type conclusion and explanation this maybe you never get before. The Veil of Time
giving you yet another experience more than blown away your thoughts but also giving you useful details for
your better life within this era. So now let us present to you the relaxing pattern is your body and mind will
be pleased when you are finished looking at it, like winning a casino game. Do you want to try this
extraordinary investing spare time activity?

Cynthia Bryant:

The book untitled Veil of Time contain a lot of information on this. The writer explains your ex idea with
easy technique. The language is very easy to understand all the people, so do definitely not worry, you can
easy to read that. The book was compiled by famous author. The author will bring you in the new era of
literary works. You can actually read this book because you can read more your smart phone, or product, so
you can read the book with anywhere and anytime. If you want to buy the e-book, you can wide open their
official web-site in addition to order it. Have a nice read.

Juana Kitchen:

Many people spending their moment by playing outside having friends, fun activity together with family or
just watching TV the whole day. You can have new activity to enjoy your whole day by looking at a book.
Ugh, do you consider reading a book will surely hard because you have to accept the book everywhere? It ok
you can have the e-book, taking everywhere you want in your Mobile phone. Like Veil of Time which is



obtaining the e-book version. So , why not try out this book? Let's notice.
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