
 
Listowel:  

The Writer’s Revenge 
This Book was written to be read! 

Sculpted from the wonderful imaginations of  
the students of Scoil Réalta na Maidine,  Listowel, 
Knockanure and Dromclough National Schools,   

30 May, 2013. 
 

It was written because  
Mario Corrigan and Nuala Stewart 

 believed it could be  
and it was brought to life by David Butler. 

 
May the idea behind it prove to be an inspiration to others in 

the same way the children of Listowel have been an 
inspiration to us. 

M.C. 2014 
 



 

Dedication 
Mario - My wife Colette and our children,  

Eve, Jack and Rachel Corrigan. 
My Mother Kathleen and brother Paschal. 

 
Kids and Library Goers everywhere 

All the children of Listowel, 
who will preserve our past in their future. 

 
David Butler wishes to dedicate his work to his fiancée 
Marcella and his two wonderful children Erin and Ava. 
Thanks for the loving support.  

 
Text © Copyright Mario Corrigan 2014 

All illustration + Artwork 
© Copyright David Butler 2014 

www.anithing.ie 
 

The text and illustrations remain the property of the 
author, and illustrator respectively. 

 
All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be 

reproduced in any form or by any means, electronic or 
mechanical including photocopying or recording, or by 
any information storage or retrieval systems, without 

permission in writing from the publisher. 
 

Printed by  
Naas Printing Ltd., 2014 

 
For Listowel Writer's Week 

The National Children's Literary Festival 
 

Published by Do Fish Wear Pyjamas Publications 
www.dofishwearpyjamas.com 



 

 
 

 

 
 
 

Mario Corrigan 
 

illustrated by  

David Butler 
 
 
 
 
 

Do Fish Wear Pyjamas Publications 2014 
www.dofishwearpyjamas.com 



 

 
CONTENTS 

 

PROLOGUE 8. 

CHAPTER ONE   

THE CIRCUS COMES TO TOWN 9. 

CHAPTER TWO 

REVELATIONS 12. 

CHAPTER THREE 

COMING HOME 13. 

CHAPTER FOUR 

SCOIL RÉALTA NA MAIDINE 15. 

CHAPTER FIVE 

STORIES 18. 

CHAPTER SIX 

THE PAST CAN COME BACK TO HAUNT YOU 21. 

CHAPTER SEVEN 

RUN SCOOBY RUN 23. 

CHAPTER EIGHT 

WHO DO ... VOODOO? 25. 

CHAPTER NINE 

THE GHOST OF THE BABY BEHIND THE STAGE 30. 

CHAPTER TEN 

BENEATH THE EARTH 35. 

CHAPTER ELEVEN 

TREASURED RUINS 37. 

CHAPTER TWELVE 

OTHERMEN 45. 



 

CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

KNOCKANURE AND GORTAGLEANNA 49. 

CHAPTER FOURTEEN 

THE SCRETS IN THE BOX 53. 

CHAPTER FIFTEEN 

LUCIUS – MASTER OF THE OTHERMEN 55. 

CHAPTER SIXTEEN 

CIRCUS ACTS  57. 

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 

A SHOCK AT THE CIRCUS 59. 

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 

1946: PHANTOM AND POET – A RECKONING 61. 

CHAPTER NINETEEN 

AN END TO ALL THINGS 68. 

CHAPTER TWENTY 

A DIABOLICAL SCHEME 75. 

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 

PREPARATIONS 79. 

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 

ALL FOR ONE 82. 

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 

ZIRKUS 85. 

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 

RESCUE 89. 

CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 

FINAL CURTAIN 94. 

EPILOGUE – TIMES PAST 101. 

 



 

Mario Corrigan: - Hails from Kildare Town and is the Executive 
Librarian in charge of Kildare Collections and Research Services 
for Kildare Library & Arts Services. He is married to Colette and has 
three beautiful children, Eve, Jack and Rachel who make it all 
worthwhile. Mario Corrigan has written and edited many books on 
the history and heritage of Co. Kildare and his home town of 
Kildare. He was a joint winner of the Nilsson Award at Listowel 
Writer's Week in 2013. His first children's book, Do Fish Wear 
Pyjamas? was illustrated by his friend and fellow Kildare man, 
David Butler.  
 
David Butler: - David Butler Artist / Illustrator originates from 
Kildare Town and is a graduate of the Dun Laoghaire Film Institute 
of Ireland, Animation Production Course. David worked on Fionn-A 
Story from Ireland for S4C and Channel 4; later on Sir Gawain and 
the Green Knight for Channel 4 which won the "Best TV Animation" 
BAFTA award in 2002. He also worked on two award winning Irish 
Film Board Frameworks project's From an Evil Cradling and 
Rowlandson Rides Again.  
In Film and Music Video David has Directed/Produced The Joys of 
Spring, The Knock, The Gudmen - Why? (an anti-suicide video, 
produced for The Samaritians). His film Just Ask Me has toured the 
Irish Film Festivals circuit. In 2010 David Directed Niall Boyle “Walk 
Together” for the Crashed Music record label. The video has a 
staggering 57,000 hits on YouTube. David has also animated some 
3D Stop motion Animated viral video content for Animatazz – as 
seen on RTÉ s “Dragons Den” and The Late Late Toy Show. As an 
artist David had his first Exhibition of his paintings at Kildare in 
2010. David has also worked on the Graphic Novel styled web 
comic, WartGirl for RTÉ Storyland series. He has appeared as an 
artist on RTÉ Dirty Old Towns series 2 (2012) and TV3 Irish 
Celebrity Apprentice Final (2013). He received a Community & 
Social Responsibility Award for his artwork for Irish Water Safety in 
2013. He was awarded an honouree mention (2nd place) in 
Individual Innovation Award for his artwork from Pfizer 
Pharmaceuticals (a 22,000 person organization). He is currently 
working as a sequential Comic book artist for Innocent Tales for 
Green Monkey Comics Ireland and is working on a Historical 
Graphic Novel.  
For further information visit his portfolio www.anithing.ie 
Or visit his blog www.anithingartist.com 
 



 

FOREWORD 
In 2011 I wrote a book with children from Kildare Town 
National Schools based on four class visits in one day – I 
had a title, Do Fish Wear Pyjamas? and a character’s name, 
– BebobZippityBob – because they were silly, funny and 
allowed the kids the freedom to go anywhere. That was it. 
Seemed easy – turn up with a title and the name of one 
character and ask a few questions, give a few directions and 
write a book. It was a lot tougher than it looked but it was an 
enormous success.  

The idea behind the project was that it might be 
reproduced elsewhere, by other people. There is an 
educational element, but it was fundamentally about making 
kids believe in themselves and their abilities – that they 
could write a book or be involved in writing a book. I 
contacted a couple of festivals and Listowel gave it a 
chance. By coincidence, I was involved in the winning entry 
for the inaugural Nilsson Local Heritage Publishing Award in 
2013 Listowel Writer’s Week. The following day, from 10 
a.m. to 2 p.m., I visited three primary schools, at Listowel, 
Knockanure and Dromclough and collected vocabulary, 
information and ideas. It was a whirlwind tour, but the kids, 
teachers and principals were amazing; the festival was 
fantastic in its support, particularly from Nuala Stewart and 
Marie Logue and my chauffeur Mairéad Costello. Eventually 
I started writing in February 2014. I hope the kids and 
everyone at the Festival enjoys our efforts. 
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LISTOWEL: THE WRITER’S REVENGE 

 
 

PROLOGUE 
 
 

Rain poured down in bucketfuls, but the Ringmaster didn’t 
seem to mind at all. He looked skywards and laughed as 
the heavens cracked open, a storm to end all storms – 
perfect! 
 
His eyes glowed in the darkness, his tongue lashed over 
sharpened teeth and he shouted at the top of his voice ... 
at the heavens ... the earth ... to anybody, or anything that 
would listen. 
 
“Damn writers. Damn you all ... and damn this town, I will 
have my revenge this very night.” 
 
He raised his right hand and cracked his whip, and the 
heavens and earth ripped open as it sliced through the air. 
Buildings shook to their foundations and frightened people 
huddled in their beds. The unavenged ghosts of 
Gortagleanna were no longer a fairy tale to keep sleepless 
children in line; they walked abroad this night in search of 
prey!  

 
 
 



 

 
CHAPTER ONE 

 
THE CIRCUS COMES TO TOWN 

 
There was a buzz in the school, indeed in all the 
schools in Listowel. It was Writer’s Week and that 
meant there was a buzz in the town, but the books and 
the author visits were not the reason that the young 
boys and girls were buzzing, the circus was coming to 
town as part of the festivities. With that came all the 
hopes and aspirations, all the dreams and fantasies 
that inhabit every child’s mind as soon as the news is 
spread.  

These days there were plenty of other pursuits 
to occupy young minds, the internet, computer games, 
DS, playstations and Wii challenging minds to new 
levels of fantasy and speculation. Traditional games 
remained at the core in a town where Gaelic Games 
had a special hold and street leagues, school leagues 
and countywide competition gave focus to the time 
spent training. Alongside Gaelic games, there was 
rugby, basketball and soccer to name but a few though 
the range of other activities available was as diverse as 
Taekwondo to ballet. Spirited and enthusiastic parents 
struggled to meet deadlines for classes and practice at 
opposite ends of the town, as children learned the 
necessity of discipline and rules. Success or failure 
offered the possibility of friendship, comradeship and 
teamwork, where it was hoped the participants would 
learn to play fair, stand tall and be gracious in defeat.  

But all the wizardry of modern technology, or 
the immersion of honourable hallowed hobbies, was 
diverted by simpler pursuits like reading, movies and 



 

toys and most notably by a proposed visit during the 
festival to the circus. The literary festival was that and 
more. Oh, the worthy book was praised and authors 
chaperoned and coddled as they extolled their works. 
There were recitals and drama workshops and creative 
writing seminars and classes; everything that one 
would and could expect. But it was true to say that 
Listowel was not simply a writer’s paradise, a reader’s 
festival of satisfying delight; Listowel Writer’s Week 
was an experience. Because it was now some forty 
years old and recognised as probably the premier 
event of its kind in Ireland, it had forced the inhabitants 
to up their game each season, to rally round and sally 
forth, and prove themselves worthy of the accolade. 
And this they did with fervour ... and in style. In more 
recent times added focus was directed towards 
children’s and peripheral events like concerts, and 
‘diversions’ became mainstream. The acts became 
bigger and better, though sometimes more demanding. 
What Listowel had to offer was not simply cash, or the 
promise of a full house, but of charm, friendliness and 
fantastic organisation. While The Waterboys had been 
booked to satisfy the adults and young people in the 
marquee the highlight for the children this year would 
be a mystical German Circus, that would perform in the 
town over four days before two other Irish dates, in 
Dublin and Belfast. If the truth were known, it was not 
only the children who looked forward to the coming of 
the Big Top, but the adults as well, for deep down the 
spirit of fantasy, belief and escapism lies within us all; 
young and old. The Circus is a bit like Christmas, 
Halloween and St. Patrick’s Day, like the utter joy of 
being lost in a good book or the tingling sensation of 
your favourite dessert resting on your tongue. It is a 
phenomenon, a spectacle ... a wonder. And this year, 
Listowel Writer’s Week had chosen a mysterious 



 

marvel from Europe, which was utterly new to 
everyone in town. Most of the seats had been sold out 
for weeks, as soon as the secret was revealed and the 
dates confirmed. There were special matinée 
performances planned for the kids and those who had 
booked tickets to come to the festival from outside of 
Listowel, the dignitaries, participants and some of the 
innumerable volunteers and supporters of Writer’s 
Week.   
 The posters themselves were magical, the 
rather stern looking ringmaster, shouting commands at 
the beasts of the earth ... elephants, Siberian tigers, 
gorillas, a kangaroo and other exotic creatures ... while 
high flying acrobats, clowns, knights and beautiful 
ladies on brilliant white horses represented the world of 
men. But there was also the promise of unfathomable 
feats of derring-do, mesmerism, hypnotists, knife-
throwers, fire-eaters and a shocking, terrifying finale! 
Who indeed could resist?  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 
CHAPTER TWO 

 
REVELATIONS 

 
It had been a harsh winter but nothing prepared the 
people of Cobh for the flash storm that broke upon its 
docks. There had been no warning; there was no 
explanation. It was as if the very heavens had been 
ripped apart, crying out in pain and desperation. In the 
distance a large ferry wound its way through calmer 
seas from France, unhindered by weather or wave. An 
onlooker might be forgiven to think the storm had risen 
to prevent the ship from coming to berth. As it reached 
the storm, fog and mist enveloped the ship, but did not 
swallow it as if there was a presence onboard, a great 
evil that kept even nature at bay. Green lights wafted 
through the cloud and mist, casting an eerie glow 
around the hull as she drifted towards the dock. The 
whistle sounded loudly ... once, like the hideous shriek 
of a twisted Banshee.  

Something evil drifted towards the shoreline. 
What was even more disturbing was the fact that this 
evil was coming home! 
 
 

 
  

 
 
 
 



 

 
CHAPTER THREE 

 
COMING HOME 

 
They had made good time since they had docked at 
Ringaskiddy, at Cork Port. As usual all the paperwork 
had been in order from the Roscoff end and the 
disembarking went relatively smoothly, the advantage 
of travelling to another state within the European 
Union. There was a tangible buzz in the air as tireless 
workers seamlessly did the impossible and gathered 
up the entire entourage, bag and baggage and poured 
out onto the highways of Ireland. Everyone seemed 
excited. Nobody knew where, or what exactly, Listowel 
was, but their initial surprise and hesitance about a 
Writer’s Week had soon dissipated once they realised 
they were visiting this country and that they were 
promised some time off, already taking advantage of 
the sea crossing.  
 A roll-on, roll-off facility allowed the three large 
articulated lorries edge their way onto the dock, 
followed by the grandest array of vehicles; sleeper 
buses and camper vans, decorated lorries with 
beautifully painted animals and circus performers, 
covers pulled back to allow the caged animals enjoy 
the fresh air of the countryside. Four motorcycles 
carried guides in high-vis vests to help move through 
traffic and towns and bring them all safely to their 
destination. Along the N28 to the Cork City South Ring 
Road, but rather than track through Cork City, the 
caravan train took the road west along the N22 
towards Killarney then north west to circumnavigate 
Tralee and follow the N69 to Listowel. In a car at a 



 

comfortable speed the journey might be expected to 
take just over two hours, but in slow procession, with a 
couple of checks and pit stops along the way, it took 
them almost five hours to reach their destination. It was 
expected and planned and everyone accepted it and 
got on with it.  

The Circus set up camp just outside of town, as 
pre-arranged, ready to visit the Mart Yard, on Market 
Street, first thing the following morning; animals had to 
be watered and fed and bedded down for the night and 
the whole community of workers and performers began 
what preparations were necessary. Some of the 
workers searched the town for take-away food and 
found good choices at Rajs, Mama Mias and Jumbos, 
bringing bags back for those in the camp. All ate 
quietly, turning in for an early night after a long drawn 
out day. It would be a busy few days in Listowel. Their 
first show was scheduled for Thursday night at 7.30 
p.m. with earlier shows at 3 p.m. and 6 p.m. over the 
following three days. 

For some of their members this was a 
homecoming of sorts – not the sort other people look 
forward to, but dread. Their gift to Listowel would not 
be that of fun and fond memory, but of death and 
destruction; they had planned for this and they relished 
it. Some weeks previous, a midnight visit had ensured 
that Fossett’s Circus would not be able to travel and 
had to pullout of Listowel – the sabotage disguised as 
an act of God! Once the news went viral, the 
Ringmaster had stepped in with an offer they could not 
refuse. ‘Achtung’ was well known on the continent and 
had already conveniently booked dates at Dublin and 
Belfast, so their offer to cover the dates at Listowel was 
welcomed without suspicion. The town without 
realising it was now on a path to disaster of epic 
proportions. 



 

 
CHAPTER FOUR 

 
SCOIL RÉALTA NA MAIDINE 

 
JayDogg and RayGunn weren’t really looking forward 
to the morning in school. There were better things to 
do in the town that day, like watching the circus set up. 
Some guy called Gordon would instead, no doubt, bore 
the pants of them, telling them how good his book was 
– a book they had not read or ever heard of.  

As part of the Writer's Week outreach 
programme, Gordon had been invited to do workshops 
in Scoil Réalta na Maidine (Morning Star), Knockanure 
and Dromclough National Schools. The basis for these 
workshops was to introduce the idea of writing a 
children's book to the students, in the same way that 
he had crafted a book in Kildare – quick introduction, 
then elicit a story from the kids themselves, capturing 
their vocabulary as a means to piece together a short 
work of fiction at a later stage. In Kildare he had been 
on home ground and understood the layout and history 
of the town and immediate area, but Listowel was alien 
to him and would require a lot more work. Already he 
had visited Roscommon for the Siarscéal festival and 
pieced together a list of ideas, mainly as singular 
words; he had a title, The Battle for Coman's Wood 
and some character names, etc., but really had no idea 
beyond that where the story would take him. Now he 
had to try and replicate that here in Listowel. Gordon 
had been booked into the Listowel Arms Hotel and had 
attended the Opening Ceremony and Awards Night on 
Wednesday and took advantage of the free day, on 
Thursday, to look around. Now, Friday morning, he 



 

found himself in an empty PE Hall as the teachers 
prepared to bring their kids to the session. There was a 
glass of water on a table nearby and he took the 
opportunity to examine his surroundings. The 
rectangular hall was fairly typical for a National School, 
the hard tiled floor offering enough room for 
gymnastics, concerts and all sorts of activities. Halls 
bugged him as there was always an echo to deal with, 
but it also meant that he could interact with a number 
of classes at once.  
 The kids filed in, under the strict eyes of their 
teachers and took up position on the floor in front of 
him. Always at this stage he wondered how he had 
volunteered himself for these things, but in truth he 
revelled in it; he believed in it, for Ireland had so much 
to offer in terms of its history and heritage and the 
minds of primary school kids were open and 
uncomplicated.  
 In Kildare, he had arrived with a title, Do Fish 
Wear Pyjamas? and a single character's name, 
BebobzippityBob or Bebob for short and that was it; 
from it flowed a thrilling adventure which had enthralled 
himself and the kids and had proven a major success 
in the town. He had no such preplanned approach this 
time and had shuffled through the pages of Wikipedia 
and Listowel websites to try and grasp some nuggets 
of wisdom which might lead, ultimately toward the 
production of an exciting story.  
 The first ten to fifteen minutes were slow and 
painful, embarrassing from the outset as he fumbled 
with the name of the school itself, but then one boy 
(there was always one) blurted out something about a 
ghost and a baby's cry! And in the words of many a 
loyal punter at Listowel Races over the years – he was 
off! 



 

 The problem was that this was only a shadow 
of the real Gordon – this was a Watcher. It could 
function like Gordon and had access to his memories, 
his talents and even some of his personality, but this 
was a spirit, a truly terrible thing that could inhabit the 
body of a human, but was evil to the core. It had 
purpose and part of that purpose had just been fulfilled! 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
CHAPTER FIVE 

 
STORIES 

 
JayDogg and RayGunn had barely listened to a word 
that had been said, whispering instead to each other in 
the third row of boys about what the circus might offer. 
JayDogg recognised that something was off with this 
guy Gordon, though he could not put his finger on it. 
When he had heard him speak for the first time, a cold 
shiver had run down his spine even though the guy 
smiled and laughed. Maybe he laughed just a little too 
much, like he was trying too hard to be someone he 
was not. Then the guy, who seemed to be getting 
frustrated and a bit hot under the collar, had picked on 
them in an effort to shut them up. 
 “OK guys,” he said, “tell me something about 
your school; you seem to have a lot to talk about, tell 
me something about the school or town that is cool.” 
 The two boys looked at each other and burst 
out laughing only to get a stern rebuke form Miss 
Carthy. In an effort to shut the dude up and to divert 
attention away from them RayGunn, spoke up. 
 “There is nothing that cool here, sir,” he offered. 
 “Ah, but that’s the point,” replied Gordon and 
his eyes wandered through the rows of boys at his feet, 
“we read Darren Shan or Harry Potter and we think it’s 
cool.” 
 “Cause it is,” said RayGunn. 

“Will you shut up,” said JayDogg, “just leave it. 
You just can’t help yourself can you?” 

“Of course it is cool,” said Gordon, “but the 
point is that there are many cool things in our history 



 

and heritage, visible to us every day, but we take them 
for granted. I’ll give you an example.”   

“I noticed a graveyard and a tower or castle of 
some sort, right next door to you here. You see it 
everyday, or maybe you don’t because we become 
immune to these sights. They become common and 
everyday and we somehow ignore them. Can anyone 
tell me what it is or was?” 

“It was an old Protestant Church,” JayDogg 
surprised himself by saying it out loud. Indeed he 
surprised the two teachers and the rest of the class 
because JayDogg rarely volunteered information. 
‘Nobody likes informers,’ he had always said, and worn 
it proudly on his sleeve, mimicking the words of his 
grandfather, Joe Mac, who heaped the ills of Ireland at 
the door of centuries of informers and traitors.  

Furthermore he was now drawn in and could 
not help himself and told the travelling bookseller about 
the ghost of the baby which was said to be heard at 
night within this very hall. In return Gordon told them of 
a similar church ruin founded by an Order of Military 
monks at Kildare and the endless stories of mystery 
and secret tunnels, though he assured them that they 
did not exist in the real world. Everyone in the hall was 
soon immersed in the creation of a story as snippets of 
interesting facts and associations flooded forth – about 
the Famine Graveyard, Listowel Races, the Monorail, 
John B. Keane and Bryan MacMahon, the River Feale 
and the Town Park and poor auld Gordon at last 
seemed to be getting somewhere, or at least he 
seemed preoccupied with his creation.  

By the time they were leaving, another class 
was coming in to carry on from where they had left off, 
but the two boys at least had more important things in 
mind than writing books. Gordon, that odd cold fish, 
had already blurred into the distant past. The possibility 



 

of a secret tunnel, on the other hand, excited them 
beyond reason; for they knew something that none of 
the other boys in the school knew.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 



 

 
CHAPTER SIX 

 
THE PAST CAN COME BACK TO HAUNT YOU 

 
At the Opening Ceremony and Awards Night on 
Wednesday night, the Ringmaster had struck up a 
friendship with an unknown, overly enthusiastic, young 
author who was in town to deliver a workshop in local 
schools. He, and his new friend Gordon, had enjoyed a 
couple of drinks and he arranged to collect the young 
man the following day, Thursday, and give him a tour 
of the Circus. That Wednesday night, as he left the 
warmth of the Listowel Arms Hotel and headed toward 
William Street and then Market Street and the Mart 
Yard, he planned how he would watch Gordon die and 
played out a number of different scenarios in his head. 
He always loved the planning part, almost as much as 
the event itself.  

Uncannily red eyes pierced the darkness, 
sending the temporary security man at the circus site 
running for cover as soon as the Ringmaster had 
introduced himself and his credentials had been 
checked. Fossetts had been so upset at letting the 
organisers down that they had insisted that they would 
arrive on the previous Sunday and set up their Big Top 
in the Mart Yard so that the Circus could go ahead as 
planned.   

On the weekend of the literary Festival, 
therefore, provision for the Circus, other concerts, etc., 
would be assured, in case there was a storm, or some 
other reason, the Germans, as they had become 
popularly known (though there were very few actual 
Germans in the troupe), could not make it. The 



 

Ringmaster was perfectly pleased to take advantage of 
the situation and now he took a stroll in the dead of 
night, through the vast empty tent to savour the 
atmosphere and have a quick check of the space and 
facilities; all top notch. He loved the smell of canvas, 
fresh turned earth, ropes and oil and wood shavings – 
he had grown to love this life and was somewhat sorry 
to see it all end. For end it must this weekend. If he 
made it out of here with his life he would go 
underground, for a year or so, until something else 
took his fancy, though part of him wanted an end to it 
all, to perish and die where it had all began. He 
breathed in deeply, lapping up the fragrances of the 
moment, as one would savour a scented flower or 
extravagant meal. In many ways it would have been a 
fitting end to all of this right here on his turf, in the 
circus tent, but he wanted to inflict maximum damage, 
not just in terms of human life but the very fabric of the 
town itself. He smiled in the darkness, a fiendish smile. 
There would be a reckoning! 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
CHAPTER SEVEN 

 
RUN SCOOBY RUN! 

 
JayDogg, RosieRed and RayGunn had broken into the 
school grounds the previous Halloween. It was a 
prank, a dare, to find the ghost of the dead baby that 
supposedly haunted the PE Hall; a really stupid thing 
to do considering the school had CCTV and everybody 
knew you. If they had been caught, they would have 
been skinned alive at home and outcast forever 
amongst their friends and peers. A couple of close 
shaves had nearly destroyed their reputations, but they 
had finally made it into the hall and pulled the curtain 
on the stage to give them some privacy. Small LED 
torches from Aldi had allowed them scour the stage 
and walls behind and finally, the dusty, musty, storage 
area beneath the stage. There was nothing, however, 
and they began to feel foolish, and as time went on, 
increasingly wary of discovery. But that was nothing to 
how scared they were to become. 

It started as a whimper and JayDogg nearly 
drove RayGunn through the stage with a box to the 
arm (dead-arm – his specialty) as a punishment.  

“OW, OW ... what was that for, you ... you ... 
you Muppet?” was all RayGunn could manage. 

“Don’t start that rubbish,” JayDogg said, “they’ll 
hear us.” 

Before RayGunn could reply or protest further, 
the whimper came again, and this time both boys 
heard it plainly, realising, in an instant, that it did not 
come from either of them, as they were now facing 
each other and they were one hundred percent sure 



 

that they were alone. They closed up ranks, shining 
both torches in that moment to the back of the area 
underneath the stage, where the noise seemed to 
come from.  

It came again ... louder this time. 
“Come on,” said RayGunn, “let’s get out of 

here. I don’t want to see any dead baby, or ghosts or 
goblins or the like.” 

“Sure isn’t it why we came,” asked JayDogg, 
“anyway, maybe its RosieRed or the wind or something 
and we'll look like eejits? Come on.” 

As scared as he now was, RayGunn knew 
better than to argue with JayDogg, and anyhow, he 
didn’t fancy going off alone right now either. He 
decided the better part of valour in this case was to 
keep close behind his friend. The sound came again 
and goose pimples rose high on their lily white skin – 
there was no mistaking the sound. It was a baby’s cry 
and it was coming from beneath the floor, directly in 
front of them where the floor met the wall, at the rear of 
the stage and the hall itself. They were frozen with 
fear. Unlike the heroes in their favourite novels or in 
the movies the boys turned like Shaggy and Scooby 
and got the hell out of there as quickly as they could, 
setting the alarm off in the process. They almost ran 
over RosieRed, who stood guard outside, and soon, 
without word or explanation, all three of them were 
running down Church Street as fast as their legs would 
carry them, as lights came on in nearby windows.  
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
CHAPTER EIGHT 

 
WHO DO ... VOODOO? 

 
Gordon, like most adults, was a child when it came to 
the Circus and he genuinely could not believe his luck 
when he had bumped into the Ringmaster of the 
German Circus and was offered a guided tour. Though 
he protested that he only wanted to help children 
create and encourage them to read and improve their 
literacy skills, he secretly hoped for that invisible muse 
to help him write a bestseller. His day job in Kildare Co. 
Library was fine, but he longed for the trappings of 
celebrity and fame, keeping it all bottled up inside in 
case his friends and colleagues might ridicule him. 
Gordon was short, balding, with a spare tyre 
developing around his waist; the years were catching 
up with him. Now, here, in Listowel, on this Thursday 
morning, he felt sure there might be the beginnings of 
an experience, a plot waiting to unfold, and he was 
literally bouncing from foot to foot in the lobby of The 
Listowel Arms as he waited for his tour guide. The day 
itself was glorious and when his new friend arrived he 
really thought it to be one of the best days of his life. 
Little did he know ... it was to be his last! 

The Ringmaster was spectacular, though a little 
cold in the light of day. Dressed from head to toe in 
black, he wore a broad brimmed, cowboy-like hat with 
long, somewhat unwashed, black wavy hair, dangling 
off his shoulders. A silver belt buckle which had a 
snake twisted upon itself, eating itself, was matched by 
silver tips on his boots, silver snake bangles on his 
right wrist and a silver gypsy ring in his right ear. Some 



 

time ago, when he devised the plan, he had created 
this character, Todd Schlange, meaning literally Death 
Snake, and it had served him well. His rough morning 
shadow and square chin added to his mysterious look; 
deep-set eyes and long narrow nose, broad shoulders 
on a tall, lean, strong-looking body, giving him the aura 
of every bad man in every film that had ever been 
produced. In fact he reminded Gordon more of the 
Undertaker, the WWF Wrestling phenomenon, than a 
Circus Ringmaster, but he shrugged off the hint of fear 
that rose in the pit of his stomach and climbed eagerly 
into the black Circus Jeep with dark tinted windows, 
already compiling his best seller in the dark recesses 
of his mind. Lucius, the Ringmaster informed him, was 
his real name, which served to add to the air of 
mystery that captivated Gordon from the moment they 
had first met. ‘This,’ he thought to himself, ‘would be a 
great adventure.’  

With the promise of a guided tour of the Big 
Top as the Circus folk brought the site to life, the two 
men joined the traffic on the Square, crossed Church 
Street to William Street and sped off down Market 
Street. Though there were few words spoken, the 
Ringmaster announced that he had a very special 
surprise in store for his ‘Irish’ friend and promised him 
a one-on-one interview; as soon as they had inspected 
one of the Siberian tigers back at the camp site. 
Gordon drove away with this unknown, fearsome 
looking man, away from Listowel and the few people 
who had met with him ... away from prying eyes! 

They stopped at the Circus campsite and 
Lucius turned the jeep from the road and drove the 
whole way around the site to the rear, where three men 
stood waiting at a fine polished trailer, like the ones 
you saw in the US road movies. Gordon jumped from 
the jeep in anticipation, following close behind the 



 

Ringmaster, eager to see whatever they had come to 
see; he had no intention of being fobbed off and left to 
sit in the jeep. Lucius opened the trailer door with 
barely a nod to the waiting men and Gordon followed 
him like a puppy inside. Immediately, he felt uneasy, 
panicked, scared to the bone. There was no office, no 
trace of comfort, just blackness, freezing cold and a 
horrid fetid stench. It all felt wrong to him, but before he 
could retreat the three men had entered behind him, 
forcing him forward and the door was closed. He heard 
a small click and a low wattage bulb came to light in a 
desk lamp at the far end of the trailer. As that light 
came on the life drained out of Gordon Turner. The 
Ringmaster, Lucius, sat behind a shallow desk at the 
end of the trailer, a large metal table stood in front of 
this desk with what looked like wrist and ankle 
restraints. The windows and the walls were black, but 
every available inch of space was covered in symbols, 
ancient symbols of death and the black arts. Gordon 
had been a fan of horror stories ever since he had 
been a teenager and he knew he was in a world of 
trouble. There were weapons and tools, instruments of 
torture and pain, neatly hanging in racks along the 
walls and at the rear of the trailer a curtain blocking off 
about a third of the space. 

“So what was it you wanted to ask me?” asked 
Lucius with a horrible grin, and he howled loudly like a 
beast in the night. 

Gordon Turner never got his interview. He 
never got the chance to utter a word as the three men 
grabbed him from behind, gagging him quickly to 
silence his terror. They hustled him easily to the table 
and threw him on top of it without care or compassion. 
The only mercy came with a sharp prick from a needle; 
his inner soul screamed as all around him melted into 
blackness and he passed out as the drug entered his 



 

system. Gordon lapsed into unconsciousness and, 
when he was out cold, Lucius stood from behind the 
desk and came to him. The three men retreated like 
regularly beaten pets as Lucius leaned down to speak 
the ancient words into his victim’s ear. On occasion he 
had left those before him conscious, but he had no 
time this day. After all, he chuckled to himself, ‘The 
Show Must Go On!’ 

As the life drained from Gordon Turner’s body, 
the Ringmaster grew more and more agitated and the 
temperature plummeted even further, until you could 
almost see the spirits rise from the unseen world of the 
dead. The silence was deafening, the beating of the 
man’s heart clearly audible as it slowed ... and slowed 
... and stopped! At that moment, Lucius himself fell 
unconscious, in a trancelike state, as he 
communicated with the spirits that had come. With a 
terrifying cry, he erupted, speaking at a furious rate in 
tongues that were alien and complex, the three men 
cowering now on the floor in absolute dread. Three 
times he smashed his hands to the chest of the lifeless 
body before him, a mass of candles springing 
impossibly to life and finally with a roar he called on his 
gods to help him restore this offering to life to serve 
them, through him. On the third thump, the spirits 
entered the now deceased body of Gordon Turner. 

Silence ... 
Ba bump ... 
Silence ... 
Ba Bump ... Ba Bump. 
Slowly the recently deceased heart came back 

to life until the rhythm seemed almost normal. Lucius 
cried out again and once again the heart stopped 
beating. In the silence that followed, the men became 
even more frightened for they dared not be in that 
trailer if their Master failed. 



 

Without warning the body sat upright, ripping 
the wrist restraints from the upper portion of the table. 
The men gasped as the eyelids sprung open, 
emptiness staring at them from the abyss.  

Lucius struggled to the desk behind, sitting 
down, exhausted from his labours.  

“Take the jeep,” he commanded, “Make sure he 
is warm and get him back to the hotel. Bring the 
necromancy candles and get him to his room. Make 
sure nobody disturbs him, tell them at reception that he 
had a little too much to drink. When you get him to his 
room, strip him and put him in a piping hot shower. 
Place him in the bed and light the candles. Jacko, you 
will stay with him and make sure those candles are 
placed around him and that they do not go out until 
they burn to their wicks. I’m afraid Listowel will have 
the pleasure of only two clowns for this evening’s 
performance. You other two, get to the show, once you 
finish at the Hotel. I will be along at 6 p.m.” 

“Now go, I must rest.” 
There was no discussion or further instruction. 

The three men did what they were told and Gordon 
Turner, reborn, though clinically dead, was returned to 
his hotel room. No heart would beat again within his 
chest. His memories would remain largely intact, but 
his purpose had changed. He ... IT ... would serve but 
one Master and had been created to gather 
information. Watchers were always created for that 
purpose, and they could react for the most part as if 
they were playing the part of their host body in a 
drama, but it was also true that they could be vile, 
dangerous beings! 
 
 
 



 

 
CHAPTER NINE 

 
THE GHOST OF THE BABY BEHIND 

THE STAGE 
 

JayDogg and RayGunn, met with RosieRed, at the 
bottom of Courthouse Road, around 23.30 p.m. on 
Friday night. There were still some people around as 
the Writer’s Week festivities were finishing up for the 
night, but, by and large, it was quiet and when they 
were sure the coast was clear they made their way 
hurriedly, across Church Street, and into the 
schoolyard. Just as he had done the previous 
Halloween, JayDogg prised open the window to the 
hall and inserted foil from his chewing gum between 
the alarm contacts, misleading the system into thinking 
it was still active. This time all three of them would go 
inside, for though it was true to say JayDogg was the 
leader of the group and RayGunn was his right-hand 
man, the two boys were in no doubt that RosieRed was 
the smartest of the three. 

RosieRed, was something of a school beauty, 
not in the obvious pretty way that people think of, but in 
the way she carried herself. She was, to coin a phrase, 
not just a pretty face, but intelligent and sharp. There 
was no question of being equal to the boys, everyone 
knew she was way beyond that. Her nickname, or call 
sign, as they liked to call it was sometimes thought to 
refer to her love of colour or her shoulder-length blond-
red hair, but when she thought of red, she thought of 
danger and warning. She had a little bit of a temper on 
her and did not suffer fools gladly, but mostly she was 
simply the coolest kid in the class. Underneath her 



 

hard exterior, she was a sucker for a sad story and 
was often roused to defend her friends and 
classmates; it was what she did! Of medium build, she 
was slight, but hardy, and was very rarely to be found 
in ‘girlish’ clothes, though none dared to call her a 
tomboy. Her beautiful blue eyes and rosy complexion, 
were often played down with caps, hats and sun-
glasses, to make her feel plain, and normal. She hated 
‘peacocks’ as she called them, but above all she hated 
bullies and liars. The guys loved her because she was 
honest and true and never let them down. And ... of 
course ... she was clever! 

RayGunn, was hopelessly in love with 
RosieRed. He appeared to be the weaker of the three, 
but he was a great friend, loyal companion and clever 
when he wanted to be. He was a dreamer and was 
constantly in trouble in school for allowing his mind to 
wander during class. When he was out and about he 
was quite different, though none of his friends were 
completely sure what he was thinking most of the time. 
JayDogg and RosieRed loved him for it because he 
could think outside the box and see solutions to 
problems others could not. Roundish face, freckles, 
spectacles and long scraggly brown hair give him a 
rugged mysterious look that also made him instantly a 
fun guy to be with. He was the smaller of the three, but 
had a quickness of step and broad shoulders that 
made him look ... sharp! Oh, he got things wrong and 
was constantly doing silly, strange things, like pouring 
washing powder into his wellies in the garden in the 
rain to see if they ‘bubbled,’ or wearing his tee-shirt 
over his shirt? He reckoned, that it was sort of 
expected of him! 

JayDogg, was a tall, lean boy with short, 
straight, dark hair, swept across to the right-hand side 
of his face. He was by no means lanky or awkward and 



 

his deep set eyes, thin face and square jaw made him 
quite good-looking; ‘Irish handsome’ as his Granny 
often said to his utter horror. He loved rugby, as well as 
Gaelic Football and Taekwondo, but mostly he reveled 
in his books and music. It was in fact their love of 
books and love of reading ghost stories and mysteries 
that had united the bunch of them to begin with. The 
pre-teen library book club, Silly Socks, had nurtured 
their love of reading and created a band of intrepid 
adventurers.  
 They clambered inside the hall without much 
trouble. No doubt the CCTV was still active but, as 
before, they were dressed in dark clothes with hoodies 
up and small face masks like the Lone Ranger, worn to 
disguise themselves from the security system. 
RayGunn’s orange sneakers were a bit of a 
disappointment, but they were, he claimed, all he had 
and there was no time to change them. It had been 
hard enough getting out of their houses, they could not 
risk going back just yet. As they disappeared inside the 
hall, six eyes watched them from the darkness. 

Without a word they crossed the hall to the 
stage and pulled the curtain to shield their torches from 
the outside world. Once they were hidden from view 
they each pushed up their masks on top of their heads 
and climbed down underneath the stage. Since school 
had broken that day they had gone over every detail 
and had come up with a plan to move fast, before a 
sound could spook them as it had at Halloween. 
However, just like that night, as soon as they were 
underneath the stage their fears were heightened. 
Quickly they moved toward the rear wall and once 
again the eerie sound, like a baby crying, rose from 
beneath the floor. 

“Aahh ... not this time,” muttered JayDogg, 
breaking the silence as he climbed through the 



 

supports, until he was directly over the place where the 
sound seemed to be coming from. Soon all three were 
gathered round and they shone their lights on the floor 
below. It was difficult to spot at first, but they soon 
made out a square shape in the wood and the dirt 
beneath them. Despite the recurring cries that seemed 
to intensify around them in this enclosed space, they 
scraped at the dust and dirt. RosieRed produced a 
small penknife, which she ran around the edges of the 
square. It appeared to be an old trap door. JayDogg 
spotted an old rusted hoop in the wall and guessed 
that it might have something to do with keeping the 
trapdoor open. He took the knife from RosieRed and 
scraped at the opposite side of the trapdoor until he 
found a thin hook buried deep in the wood, which, with 
a bit of coaxing, came up and swiveled toward the wall. 
He pulled at the catch and soon all three of them had 
enough room to get their fingers into the gap and pull 
and push the old trapdoor upwards and hook it to the 
wall. As the door came up a rush of stale air blew 
through the opening, screaming like a lost child and 
then there was silence. At least they had solved that 
mystery and all three sat back for a moment, smiling to 
themselves, relieved to think there were no ghosts or 
lost babies buried beneath the floor ... it had just been 
the wind! 

“Well, what are we waiting for?” said RayGunn. 
He was always so much braver when RosieRed was 
around, for he carried his crush for all to see and was 
constantly trying to impress her. Without warning he 
had pushed them aside and dropped into the darkness 
below, torch between his teeth. He did so without 
properly checking out the space beneath and he 
dropped like a stone some four feet or more, landing 
heavily on the dirt. RayGunn groaned, but was unhurt, 
the wind being knocked out of him and his pride a little 



 

bruised. After a couple of seconds, he recovered his 
light and shone it on his surroundings, as beams of 
light came from the others above. At first, it seemed, 
that all they had discovered was a hole, but as his eyes 
became accustomed to the dark he saw the remains of 
a wooden ladder leading back upwards, enough of the 
rungs intact to help him get out, but then the wall to the 
west of him seemed to move. He was scared out of his 
wits, but he kicked out at it nonetheless and to his 
surprise the wall moved with little or no resistance, until 
he realised that it was only some sort of heavy curtain. 
He reached out and felt for the side and pulled it back 
with his left hand, shining the torch with his right. The 
light pierced the blackness for about three feet only, 
but it was enough to uncover what they were searching 
for. 

“The tunnel,” he shouted up excitedly, then, 
realising his mistake before they got a chance to 
chastise him, quietening his voice he continued, “its 
here, it’s really here. The secret tunnel. Come on.” And 
he was gone.  

“RayGunn,” whispered RosieRed frantically, but 
it was too late; they looked at each other and realised 
they had no choice but to follow him. RosieRed, 
however, was not about to disappear like Alice down a 
hole with no way out, so they spent a few moments 
checking it out. When they were satisfied, they 
dropped down, using the ladder where possible. Of 
course that left the problem of the trapdoor. The logical 
thing was to close it, but they were afraid of being 
trapped down there beneath the earth. So, they 
decided to leave it open, in the hope that the boys 
would find a way to close it on Monday morning. 
JayDogg, RosieRed and RayGunn, had no way of 
knowing that they were inviting others to follow them! 



 

 
CHAPTER TEN 

 
BENEATH THE EARTH 

 
The eyes that watched from the darkness, as the three 
children disappeared into the PE Hall, were the eyes of 
dead men. They had given themselves to HIM years 
before, all bound up with the secrets of the past and 
the terrors of the deeds they had done. Three men 
moved in the blackness, silently, as one, climbing 
through the small window of the hall as if they had 
practiced this for months. The Gordon thing ... the 
Watcher ... had told them of the story of baby and the 
haunted school hall and they had been sent to check it 
out. Now, the children posed a real problem. In other 
places and different times, three children could be 
made to disappear ... children disappeared all the time, 
but they were under orders, not to draw attention to 
themselves or endanger the overall plan. And so they 
waited until they heard the boy shout out that he had 
found the tunnel and eventually the two remaining kids 
had followed beneath the earth. Rational, ordinary men 
would have been overjoyed at the news, that there was 
indeed a tunnel, but these were not rational or ordinary 
men. They were second generation Watchers, they 
were The Othermen, the doers and foot soldiers who 
did what was needed to be done; believers and 
followers who did not question, but could operate on 
their own and adapt to any situation. These kids were 
indeed a problem and it might come down to it, that 
they would have to disappear, but for now the decision 
was made to follow them and to know what they would 
know. No discussion or debate, they operated as one, 



 

in the service of their Master. And so when they were 
sure that all below was quiet and the kids had entered 
the tunnel, they made their way beneath the stage and 
through the open trapdoor, beneath the earth.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 



 

 
CHAPTER ELEVEN 

 
TREASURED RUINS 

 
As soon as RayGunn had entered the tunnel proper, 
he found it changed direction, to the right, and then to 
the left, but when he heard the others come down 
behind him, he pressed on. He refused to think about it 
or look too closely at the damp walls and cobwebs and 
slithering things that moved about in the darkness. At 
one stage the passage narrowed and he had to climb 
over some fallen debris, but by and large the tunnel 
was intact. After about twenty feet, however, he came 
upon another passage moving perpendicular to the 
one he was in, which meant there were now two 
directions to choose from. In the silence, he swore he 
could hear the sound of rushing water come from the 
tunnel which now swept away to his right, but rather 
than getting lost, or permanently separated from his 
friends, he decided at this point to wait where he was 
until they joined him.  

He did not have to wait long. Soon RosieRed 
and JayDogg appeared out of the blackness, lights 
first, then dirty dusty faces, full of surprise and wonder. 
All three of them were in their element; they were 
having a ball; The Infamous Three were on the case.  
 By now JayDogg believed that they were far 
enough underground and away from the outside world 
that they could now talk without fear of discovery. 
 “Amazing,” was all he could say, “simply 
amazing. I knew there had to be a tunnel. Shows what 
your man Gordon knows. Tunnels don’t exist. Well 
sorry ... Doh! ... Sir ... but here in Listowel, they do! 



 

 “You were very brave,” said RosieRed softly, 
and, for a moment in time, it would be safe to say 
RayGunn’s heart stopped beating.  
 “Oh, come off it you guys,” said JayDogg in 
mock disgust, “keep the lovey-dovey stuff for the 
cinema.” They all burst out laughing and RosieRed 
took control before there was anymore slagging! 

“OK, boys, eyes on the prize,” she said. 
RayGunn was standing in the middle of the second 
tunnel, so they realised there was a choice to be made.  

“Sounds like water that way,” he pointed out, 
might be the River Feale. Not too sure which way is 
which, but think we should head away from that. 
Imagine the church is in the opposite way.” 

“Have to say I’m impressed,” said JayDogg, 
and they all agreed to go left.  

In some places the passage narrowed, or there 
had been small cave-ins but eventually, just as 
RayGunn’s torch started to die on him, they noticed the 
light in the tunnel changing ever so slightly and the air 
becoming fresher, and colder; they knew they were 
coming towards an exit. From time to time it sounded 
like there were others in the tunnel behind them, but 
every time they stopped to check, all that greeted them 
was silence. It had to be the echoes of their own 
movements coming back to them. Eventually they 
came to a wider space which appeared to be blocked 
ahead of them. Immediately they checked the walls for 
any sign of a ladder, and the roof for a hint of a 
trapdoor, but there was nothing. There were slight 
fissures in the wall in front which let light through and 
they realised that this must be some sort of doorway 
though there was no handle of any kind, or hinge or 
knob. Their hearts sank as they thought they might be 
blocked here at the end and might have to retrace their 
steps to the PE Hall. This time, however, as they came 



 

to a halt, they all heard a scuffling, and small escape of 
breath, from back down the tunnel. It was no echo, 
there was someone or something down here with 
them. JayDogg had the good sense instantly put his 
finger to his lips to signal to keep quiet, for no security 
man or policeman would be sneaking along the 
passage. They needed to get out of there now – going 
back was not an option! 

“When in doubt, kick it out,” shouted JayDogg 
and he struck out against what they imagined was a 
door. All he succeeded in doing was making noise and 
that may not have been the cleverest thing in the world 
to do, but they knew time was running out. JayDogg 
and RayGunn put their shoulders to it, but apart from a 
lot of grunting and shoving and feet sliding backwards 
in the dirt, nothing came of it. All this time RosieRed 
was running her hands along the walls, digging in 
places with her penknife, high and low, and suddenly 
she let out a little shriek. 

“Wait, I found something,” she said. It was why 
they had brought her. While they tried to muscle their 
way out she had been busy using her head.   

“If there has been an entrance all this time,” 
RosieRed, deduced out loud, “to a secret tunnel and 
nobody knows about it, then there must be an even 
more secret lock or opening mechanism.” There were 
other noises in the tunnel, getting closer now. Whoever 
was coming was not alone! 

The boys had stopped their shenanigans 
immediately and stepped back to give her room. She 
had found a small metal oval shape just below the 
surface, in the dirt and grime of the left-hand wall. 
Carefully, she uncovered it with her knife until it was 
almost completely bare. In the centre of the oval was a 
raised bar which made it all look like an egg-timer her 
Mom had at home. Without fear or consultation, she 



 

reached up to turn the central bar. Her natural instinct 
was to turn it to the left, as if she, RosieRed, would 
simply unwind the device and, in so doing, unwind the 
door. But, she stopped for a second and thought hard 
about it. 

More Noises! 
“Come on Rosie, quick, they’re coming.” It was 

RayGunn and he really was getting anxious. He turned 
off his light and JayDogg followed suit. RosieRed’s 
light was trained on the oval shaped device. They were 
more conscious of the thin beams of light that shone 
through and instinctively they knelt to the ground and 
scooped up the damp dirt to try and block them out.  

“Look guys,” said RosieRed, “I don’t think this 
thing was a tunnel out of the Hall. The school is much 
too modern. Originally this had to have been a tunnel 
from the old church. It’s the only thing that stands to 
reason. If that’s the case then this mechanism would 
not have been used to open the door but to close it 
after people had escaped from the church and it looks 
like it moved to the left. Therefore, I think we should 
move it to the right, but we may only get one shot at 
this. You have to choose.” 

“Do it,” the boys said in unison, for her instincts 
were usually brilliant. As she prepared to lift her hand 
to turn the central bar, she whispered to the boys to 
cover the apparatus once she was finished, if it 
worked. Her fingers slid inside and she gripped the bar, 
hard. Nothing ... and there was only room for one small 
hand. She tried again but nothing moved so she did 
the only thing she could and stepped aside to let 
JayDogg have a go. There were no heirs and graces 
here, no jealousies or envy, they were the closest of 
friends; they shared everything and they were 
extremely practical, for each of them had natural 
talents. JayDogg stood close to the wall, placed his 



 

hand on the mechanism and leaned his shoulder into 
the job. He tried to turn the bar with all his might; 
though he was young, he was extremely strong due to 
his Gaelic games and rugby training, but nothing came 
of it.  

Whispers now drifted up the tunnel and the 
hairs stood up on the back of their necks. JayDogg put 
everything into it ... again nothing! 

“Stupid thing is probably rusted solid,” he 
grunted. 

A thought came to RosieRed.  
“Press it in ... or pull it out, then turn it,” she 

shouted at him. 
He did as he was asked and when he pushed 

on the bar in the middle of the device it sank inwards. 
He turned to the right as she had suggested. There 
was nothing for a second or two, though they could 
hear more whispering from the tunnel behind, then all 
of a sudden a dull grinding, grating noise and the door 
hinged from the left to the outside, and a cold wind 
blew in on top of them. Immediately, they made for the 
opening, but RayGunn spotted something strange 
beneath the mechanism in the wall. There was a 
perfectly rectangular shape jutting slightly out from the 
wall a foot or so below it and as the other two pushed 
the door to get out he examined the protrusion. Once 
he cleaned the surround it was easy to see that it was 
a regular shaped stone like a brick and he suddenly 
realised that these walls would have been made of 
stone, but time, and the conditions that had sealed 
them in, gave the impression that the walls were 
earthen. In fact, the tunnel had survived, not because it 
was dug from the earth, but because it had been made 
of bricks. He looked to his right to see that the others 
were now outside. RayGunn did not want to delay, so 
he pulled with all his might, the stone coming away in 



 

his hand. Behind it was a neat, metal edged, wooden 
box, deteriorating somewhat, but intact nonetheless. 
He grabbed it and put it inside his hoodie, cradling it 
with his left hand. He did not know why it was 
important, but he took the time to replace the stone 
and quickly rubbed dirt on it and the mechanism they 
had used to open the door. Then he was out the door, 
as fast as his legs could carry him.  

He nearly knocked JayDogg and RosieRed 
over and could not believe the relief that surged 
through his veins when he saw his friends had not 
deserted him. They were still underground, but the 
night sky was visible overhead in the corner of the roof 
of the extremely small room they now found 
themselves in. There was a shriek. 

“Ray...Gunn,” it was RosieRed, “for God’s sake 
stay with us. Help. We have to find a way of closing the 
doorway. Push!” 

They were not in a room; they were 
underground in an ancient grave, a stone vault above 
them, and the bones of skeletons visible all around 
them. None of them had any intention of staying down 
here for long, but first things first! 

All three of them pushed against the open door 
until it was resting back against the opening of the 
tunnel, but it was, to everyone’s surprise including his, 
RayGunn, who figured it out. He now knew for certain, 
as Rosie had guessed, that this was indeed an escape 
tunnel from the church (indeed the vault would, at one 
time, have been within the original church, now 
demolished to build the church in the Square) and so it 
would not have made sense to have a key or lock or 
anything next to it, or, those following you would simply 
access it. It had to be something else. While JayDogg 
and RosieRed were running their hands frantically over 
every surface available to them, he looked left and 



 

right. To the left of the entrance, there was a neat 
granite stone, with a tiny hood, close to the 
surrounding wall, about three feet high, but too small to 
be a gravestone or part of the fabric of the grave or 
vault. He jumped to it and pulled, pushed, even 
hammered on it to no avail, and then he searched 
every inch of its surface, finding a small star like shape 
under the hood. He remembered the box he had taken 
from the tunnel, took it from beneath his hoodie and 
pulled it open. There were a couple of different items 
inside, but the thing that grabbed his attention was a 
small silvery star on an ancient leather thong. He 
grabbed that star, closed the lid and pushed the star 
into the stone. Again they heard a loud grinding noise 
and the door began to open once again. As they others 
turned to see what was happening, he pulled the star 
from the stone and pushed it back in again ... it 
worked. As soon as the star reconnected the doorway 
began to close. 

And not a moment too soon! Whoever, or 
whatever, was following them had made it to the 
doorway, the whispers become fiendish voices, and a 
terrible stench almost made them gag. As the door 
closed again, they once more pushed with all their 
might. Four long, bony fingers with incredibly long 
nails, curved like talons, shot out in the darkness, 
narrowly missing JayDogg’s face, and wrapped around 
the opening, but it was too late. Terrible cries pierced 
the air in frustration and pain, as the door found its way 
home, clipping all four fingers in the process. This time 
the three amigos could hear a satisfying loud clunk-like 
sound, like a heavy jail cell door being shut on some 
unfortunate inmate. They could also hear the terrifying 
howls as the things on the other side found themselves 
trapped. Four, withered skeleton-like fingers lay on the 
ground, a strange dark stain forming around them, not 



 

blood, but something hideous that burned slowly into 
the earth.  

JayDogg was already pulling at the opening 
above them. RayGunn boosted him up because he 
was the taller of the three. JayDogg, stretched out until 
he gripped the edges of the tomb and, with a bit of a 
struggle, squeezed through. He collapsed on the 
ground outside the vault, near the old ruined church 
tower in St. Michael's Graveyard, relishing the cool 
night air on his face. Once free he turned back to help 
his friends, reaching down to pull RosieRed up, as 
RayGunn boosted her in turn. Then JayDogg held 
RosieRed upside down as she grabbed RayGunn's 
wrists and they managed to pull him clear also, the box 
tucked neatly into his hood. They collapsed for a 
moment on the damp earth to catch their breath. 

The three friends did not dally. They were not 
about to wait around for the door to open or to see if 
THEY were to make their way back through the school 
hall. The kids ran from the church ruin, though the 
graveyard, to the road, Church Street. Making sure 
they were not followed, they ran for their lives before, 
whoever, or whatever, it was that had followed them 
had time to get back out through the school; they never 
stopped until they arrived at their homes at Gurtinard. 
Before they broke up, they promised to meet first thing 
in the morning and then they made their way, quickly, 
to their respective houses.  

They were simply glad to get out with their lives 
... and all three knew, deep down, that there was 
trouble ahead! 

 
 
 
 



 

 
CHAPTER TWELVE 

 
OTHERMEN 

 
The Othermen howled in defeat. One had lost its 
fingers, but fingers were not important. Disastrously, 
they had lost the children. They had not wanted to get 
too close, their orders were not to be discovered, but 
they had been outwitted and found themselves locked 
in the passage beneath the earth with no means of 
escape.  

Othermen were evil, they were fierce and 
completely without remorse, but they were not clever. 
The followed or were led, but they could not make big 
decisions. They were slaves to The Master and they 
had failed him. 

Once they saw the open tunnel they slid inside, 
understanding that they must follow in the dark, in 
secret and in silence. They could hear the children 
bungling their way through the passage and knew the 
noise of their own movements would be masked as a 
result. Once or twice when the children had stopped for 
some reason they stopped too, a second or two later, 
but they were sure they had not been discovered.  

In the outside world they looked like other men 
did. All three were around the same height and build, 
about 5ft. eleven inches tall and about 16 stone, or 
thereabouts, weight, though their features were 
different enough that you could not mistake them for 
brothers. Brothers though they were, in some manner 
of speaking. They had been created by the Master 
from earthy men who had lost their way in this world. 
Now they followed him and did his bidding. They had 



 

dark hair but one had a rounded face with narrow 
deep-set eyes and a wide mouth, while the second one 
had a narrow face, long thin nose and narrow mouth 
with a sort of triangular chin; the last was the most 
normal looking of the three, average face, sad, with 
cold eyes and dreadful, yellow teeth, but a scar ran the 
length of his right jaw, which gave him a menacing 
appearance. Their breath stank, as did their attitude 
and eating habits and by-and-large they were left alone 
to their own devices; their only positive trait being their 
complete devotion to the Ringmaster. Only his 
acceptance of them made it possible for them to be 
part of the circus troupe, or indeed part of anything. 

As part of their cover they were employed by 
the circus as clowns; not that they were in any way 
funny, it was just their job, and it was amusing to the 
Ringmaster, considering what they really were. Once 
they had their makeup on, they bumped and tripped 
and fell about and since people expected clowns to be 
funny it really was not that hard to carry it off. They 
fought and played pranks on each other and they were 
stubborn and even a little nasty, but parents and 
children laughed as they ran about the arena causing 
mayhem and upset. When they got close parents 
unconsciously held their children closer still. There was 
no logical reason to be afraid of clowns, but some deep 
protective feeling pierced through, as if, in the deep pit 
of their being, the parents knew that these 'things' were 
to be feared. And they were right! None of the other 
performers or workers got close; the animals especially 
were stand-offish and wary, but then again animals 
knew these things, for they were not deceived by 
appearance, they relied on their senses. 

Once they found themselves underground in 
the tunnel their disguises were no longer important and 
they lapsed into their true state; ghoulish imitations of 



 

men that looked like the night-time monsters of dreams 
and storybooks. If it were possible for them to feel 
anything, they would have felt happier beneath the 
earth, for it was where things like they belonged. The 
Othermen's flesh and skin had dried up and clung to 
their skeletons like mummies, tufts of hair sprang from 
their skulls and green fluid dripped from their razor-
sharp teeth, for they were old and in truth, they had 
died a long, long time ago. Their eyes were yellow with 
thin black irises and here beneath the earth, they could 
not only see perfectly, they could sense the life forms 
beneath the soil and feel the body heat of the kids up 
front. As insects and worms scurried for cover they 
thrust long claw-like fingers into the sides of the tunnel 
in search of food, crunching down on beetles, spiders 
and worms like pickers on a farm. It was this in the end 
that had given them away, the small noises of bugs 
being dug from their homes, and scooped up from the 
floor, the soil falling to the floor of the tunnel and 
shifting feet and hands giving chase. 

They had arrived just as the door was closing 
and the boy in the orange sneakers disappeared 
through the gap. For a moment they were unsure of 
what to do next and one of them had lunged at the 
door, but could not prevent it closing on them, losing 
the fingers on his right hand in the process. He … it … 
howled in pain, not for the loss of its fingers, but for 
their failure. There had been no real plan, they had 
been ordered to observe, but they saw that the boy 
had taken something with him and they sensed that it 
was one of the items they had been told to look for. 
The lives of the children were no longer important and 
they would have dispatched them and taken what was 
theirs – after all children went missing all the time! 
While they could retrace the steps the children had 
taken to open the door by the residual heat from the 



 

children's hands, they did not bother to try and open 
the door. Unlocking locking mechanisms was not a 
specialty of the Othermen. There was, at any rate, no 
time and they could not risk taking them outside in the 
night, or in their homes. They would return to the 
Master, at least with the news that the box had been 
located. No doubt HE would let them take their 
revenge and end it the next day. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

 
KNOCKANURE AND GORTAGLEANNA 

 
There were good reasons the Ringmaster had chosen 
the author, Gordon Turner. Firstly, he was from outside 
of Listowel and Kerry and, secondly and quite 
remarkably, he was visiting two of the three areas that 
the Ringmaster was interested in, as part of the 
Festival kids workshops. The first had been Réalta na 
Maidine and the second was, Knockanure National 
School. As part of the workshop in Knockanure Gordon 
unearthed the story of the Black and Tans murder of 
local men in 1921. The author had brought a strange 
friend with him, who to the delight of the children, 
turned out to be the Ringmaster of the German Circus. 
To preserve their cover as it were and perfect the 
surprise, they had parked a bit away, at the quaint little 
Corpus Christi Church, quaint at least as churches go, 
thought Lucius smiling, for it was a church without a 
steeple. A gift of half-price circus tickets for the 
students and their parents had the class erupt at the 
end of the session. Gordon Turner and the Ringmaster 
were hailed as heroes in the packed little classroom. 
Little did they know the Master was inviting them, and 
their friends and family, to their doom.  
 For the past two days people in the area had 
noticed the black jeep with darkened windows come 
out from Listowel along the R523 and park near the 
Celtic Cross memorial to the boys of '21. It had the 
name of the circus emblazoned on the side 'Achtung: 
Zirkus von Chaos,' intriguing words in bad German, 



 

meaning something like, Warning: Circus of Chaos; 
designed to bring the punters in.  
 Most assumed that the jeep was some sort of 
mobile advertisement and since it would not be around 
for long; none thought to confront the driver about 
where it was parked. The Germans were OK, not as 
sensitive sometimes as they might be, but none 
thought the driver meant any disrespect. Tourists often 
stopped there to photograph the monument, blind to 
the pain behind the stone; they might as well be 
photographing Mickey Mouse.  
 In truth, there was much more than disrespect 
in the driver's mind. Lucius felt a hatred not known in 
the area for some ninety-three years, for he 
remembered that day well. Those damn Irish 
Republicans had cost him dear. There was never any 
question that they would die that day, but he had 
intended to shoot them one by one until he got the 
information he needed, when one, later identified as 
Con Dee, took off through the fields and into the bog. 
The bloody idiots shot the remaining three en masse. 
With that went the hope he had for wealth and 
retirement. He himself had fled some weeks later for 
fear of retaliation when he realized that Dee had 
survived and was in hiding. It would only be a matter of 
time before they hunted him down or the 'authorities' 
took it upon themselves to launch an inquiry and judge 
his actions as reprehensible.  
 Damn country, he hated it all … hated the 
people … on both sides of the war … the countryside 
… the weather … everything about it. One hundred 
years ago, he had fought through the muddy blood-
ridden fields of France for four years, for nothing, and 
then Ireland for nothing. The only worthwhile thing 
about Ireland was the talk and the banter. You could 
learn a lot about people's lives and their business for 



 

the price of a few drinks or a few shillings. He had 
learned about the missing Irish Jewels – The Irish 
Crown Jewels – stolen from Dublin Castle in 1907. The 
theft had not been solved and the jewels never 
recovered, but lo and behold, Sir Arthur Vicars, the 
Ulster King of Arms, who had been responsible for 
their safekeeping and afterwards forced to resign, was 
living in Kilmorna, a beautiful period house, not far from 
Listowel. Lucius became infatuated with the story and 
was convinced, from what he gleaned from local 
gossip and his own research, that Vicars had the 
jewels in the specially constructed strong room. As an 
officer in the RIC, he had met with Vicars, supposedly 
checking on his security, he had even been shown the 
strong room, though not its contents. He had dined 
with the confounded man and his Lady wife and 
listened to the protests of his innocence and ill-
treatment by the government as he drank with him into 
the wee small hours. Lucius was more convinced than 
ever that the Jewels were in Kerry. Before he could 
act, the IRA raided and destroyed the house in April of 
1921, and three of the men executed Vicars. It had 
taken a couple of weeks, but he had spent his money 
well and had been given the name of some men in the 
Flying Column. Lucius was convinced that the men had 
killed Vicars, having first learned the secret location of 
the Jewels, promising Vicars his life and that of his 
wife. 4 

Now ninety-three years later, while in the area 
in his Zirkus jeep, he had visited the site of Kilmorna 
House. Although the original gate lodges remained, all 
that was left of the scene from 1921, were some trees 
behind where the house once stood, though not the 
tree where Vicars had been shot. His own victims on 
the other hand, had a large roadside Cross; he was 
incensed. 



 

 Lucius cared nothing for the Great War, or the 
Irish War, for the King, or for anything but himself. He 
had been changed dreadfully by both wars and 
believed that nothing mattered, absolutely nothing, 
other than ones own self-preservation. The information 
he acquired had led him and his men to a lonely 
roadside field at Gortagleanna, near the village of 
Knockanure, where three IRA men had died while one 
escaped. Another member of the column, who was not 
present that day, was hunted down in the bog like 
grouse a couple of weeks later, with no hope of taking 
him alive and so the secret, if they knew it, went with 
them to their grave. 
 Lucius looked one last time at the memorial of 
Walsh, Lyons and Dalton. The Watcher had found 
amongst the children in the school, what the master 
wanted from his trip that morning, a living relative of 
the men who had died in 1921. He felt no remorse 
here, for he did not believe these men to be innocent. It 
was war and they were the enemy. Unfortunately, for 
them, he believed they held a different secret which 
damned them all regardless of the fact that they were 
unarmed, but they took that secret to their graves. 
Even if Dee knew something, which was doubtful, for 
he was little more than a boy, he was beyond his 
reach. Within weeks he was on the run himself, a 
deserter, a murderer with a price on his head. A 
chance meeting onboard the steamer leaving Cobh, 
presented him with a unique opportunity and a man 
overboard meant people believed the Officer had 
perished and none would look for him again. Lucius 
had vowed to return to this place and exact his 
revenge as the ship steamed toward Europe. That time 
had finally come. 
 



 

 
CHAPTER FOURTEEN 

 
THE SECRETS IN THE BOX 

 
JayDogg, RayGunn and RosieRed had ran most of the 
way home, in though their back doors and back 
windows, and were safely in their beds. Although 
scared out of their wits, two of the three at least were 
asleep in no time. RayGunn had the additional problem 
of the box and there was just no way he could go to 
sleep without examining the contents. The silver star, 
which he took from his jacket, turned out to be a small 
Maltese Cross and not a star after all; the leather thong 
had secured it from the centre, tied around the arms of 
the cross which all tapered out slightly. It was not a 
piece of jewellery, but a key, the thong tied above the 
cross so that it could be pushed into the stone by the 
handler. He opened the box.  
 Inside there was a second, broken, cross with 
no thong, some scraps of old paper and an old 
photograph, as well as a black leather-bound pocket 
notebook. The scraps of paper seemed to have 
directions, numbers or code, even some small pieces 
of verse, but he was tired and he could make no sense 
of it. While there were a good many pages in the 
notebook there were few that had been used. A long 
poem was written over the first couple of pages with 
words crossed out and words added in the margins 
such as murderer … killer … devil, etc., but it still made 
no sense unless it was the writer’s own book. On the 
third or fourth page he saw a foreign name written 
constantly ... over and over again … big and small. It 
had been reversed and broken up into smaller words 



 

as is done when decoding an anagram. On one page it 
was written and crossed out to the point you could say 
obliterated, even stabbed on a couple of occasions, the 
pen or pencil piercing through the paper to the sheet 
below it. The writer obviously did not like the name, or 
the person. RayGunn found something else strange, 
the name of one of the best known men to come out of 
Listowel, a former master at his own school, Bryan 
MacMahon, was written on the inside cover.  

In the corner of the box were a couple of dull 
pieces of coloured glass, a small faded photograph 
with curled up ends, of a man, an officer, in uniform 
with 2GaG1 written on the back and a rusted pocket-
knife, but that was it … no money or treasure, but at 
least RayGunn had satisfied his curiosity and he could 
turn to more important matters at hand, like sleep. He 
drifted off fairly quickly, but his sleep was light and 
troubled. Dark creatures with long claw-like fingers 
coming our of the dark, searched the haze for him and 
his friends while the MacMahon statue, outside the 
Seanchaî Literary & Cultural Centre, sprang to life to 
chase him through the town. RayGunn had gone to 
bed with the silver cross in his hand and when he 
awoke the next morning he had an imprint of the cross 
firmly embedded in his hand, small spots of blood upon 
it where his grip being so tight, the cross had dug into 
his soft young flesh. It had saved him once; he would 
not be parting with it any time soon for he believed 
deep down that it had also delivered him through that 
night of unsettling dreams. 

 
 
 
 



 

 
CHAPTER FIFTEEN 

 
LUCIUS –  

MASTER OF THE OTHERMEN 
 

Having left Ireland, Lucius had drifted throughout 
Europe, for he believed that the USA would be still too 
dangerous; there were far too many Irish there or in 
Britain for his peace of mind. By the mid-twenties he 
had recognized a need for talents such as his, 
amongst the extreme right-wing groups that were 
coming to power and for the next twenty or so years he 
hired himself out to the Germans, Romanians, 
Russians and others, later finding gainful employment 
in exotic places like Korea and Vietnam. As the world 
became a hotbed for terror he became an instrument 
of that terror; assassin, torturer … ghost! During World 
War II in the forests of Poland, Hungary and Slovakia 
he led elite extermination teams for a time. On one 
occasion they had laid waste to an entire gypsy 
encampment as the healer and elder, the Chovihano 
(Gypsy Shaman), was forced to look on. Lucius 
delighted in the fact that he could take so much from 
this supposed holy man. Surrounded by corpses, 
assured of his death within moments, this man had 
simply looked Lucius straight in the eye and damned 
him for eternity. Strangely it had unnerved Lucius, 
especially when the Shaman had burst into flames as 
the shots rang out to end his life; startling blue flames 
of fierce intense heat. That night Lucius contracted a 
fever and went to bed early. Terrible dreams tortured 
him as he writhed in agony, burning up from fever, the 
Chovihano chanting ceaselessly in his brain, isolated 



 

foreign words coming periodically to the fore … Trushal 
odji (Hungry Soul) … Mizhak (Wicked) … and others 
lost in the mist of memory.  
 He died that night, to be reborn as a fiend, a 
monster, destined to walk the earth forever, a Spoiler, 
to control other fiends and demons, to never know love 
or comfort. For a time when he awoke he relished it, for 
he believed his life was little changed except for the 
fact that he felt indestructible and powerful. That next 
morning he had found himself alone, his little band of 
prisoners, cut-throats and murderers were all dead in 
the camp, apparently savagely set upon by wild 
animals. It took him a couple of hours in his new state 
to understand that he had been responsible, a rite of 
passage from the old to the new, and so began his 
journey as The Master of The Othermen. But, as the 
years wore on, he realized the curse for what it truly 
was and he had come here, to Ireland and Listowel, to 
end it. This place held a fascination for him it was true, 
but part of him wanted to exit this world in style and 
take revenge on those who had driven him to the dark 
forests of Eastern Europe. He would destroy them all. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
CHAPTER SIXTEEN 

 
CIRCUS ACTS  

 
Listowel Writer's Week offered not just a chance to 
celebrate the book and the art of writing, but a chance 
to celebrate life itself. Planned programmes included 
live theatre, recitals and concerts, but the highlight for 
people of all ages was the circus. This year, no one 
knew what to expect from the German 'Achtung: Zirkus 
von Chaos' though the local characters had great craic, 
with the pronunciation and slagging. “Are you booked 
for Chaos,” became the watchword ... little did they 
know, that chaos was indeed planned for them. 
 The Circus had set up quickly in Fossett's Big 
Top and the excellent shows on Thursday night and 
Friday ensured that the tent was fully booked out for 
the Saturday and Sunday performances. A rumour was 
now circulating that the Ringmaster had promised a 
very special performance outdoors on the Saturday 
night in the Square, free of charge, at 9 p.m., prior to 
the main gig in the Big Top, when The Waterboys 
would deliver the headline concert of the weekend. The 
organizers and the locals, not to forget the visitors from 
all over, were surprised and delighted. A professional 
magic show promised to be the highlight of the festival 
and the Square was guaranteed to be packed and 
consequently, the bars and cafes and the Big Top later 
on.  
 As with any circus the animals and acrobats 
performed amazing feats and were greeted by hearty 
oohs and aahs and thunderous applause; the three 
strange clowns, Larry Odama, Wacko Jacko and Davis 



 

Peckham, though strange and somewhat upsetting, 
had proved an enormous hit with the Irish audience, 
despite the fact that they never uttered a word. Drinks 
were downed and snacks devoured, the guilty 
pleasures of circuses and movie theatres. What 
guaranteed success, however, was the rather unusual 
focus on magic and the downright frightening and 
dangerous … from sword swallowing and knife 
throwing, to escapism and the dark arts. The punters 
could not get enough and while there had been some 
empty seats on the first night, and first matinée, the 
Friday night and the early Saturday show at 3 p.m. had 
resulted in people being turned away in droves. This, 
apparently, had been the reasoning behind the 
generous offer by the Ringmaster … a free show to 
say thanks and to try and accommodate those who 
had been disappointed. 
 The plan was working and it was gathering 
momentum, and what a bonus … the three kids from 
the school the night before had come to the afternoon 
matinée, where all present were invited to the free 
show in the Square that night. This included the 
parents and children of Knockanure who had traveled 
there to take advantage of the tickets he had given out 
at the school; likewise he made a special effort to 
extend an invitation to friends and relatives of Maurice 
Walsh, John B. Keane and Bryan MacMahon. Lucius 
liked to tie up loose ends. It was guaranteed that the 
Square would be packed on Saturday night and it was 
the Ringmaster's intention to see it all destroyed. It 
would be a free performance but they would pay! He 
would make them pay! 
 
 
 



 

 
CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 

 
A SHOCK AT THE CIRCUS 

 
JayDogg, RayGunn and RosieRed, had all met up on 
Saturday morning, but in the light of day the monsters 
and demons of the dark seemed less dangerous and 
maybe even a little less real. They looked at the 
contents of the box, the stones, crosses, scraps of 
paper and the old faded photograph, but all three were 
now preoccupied by the thoughts of the Circus more 
than anything else. It was decided to postpone any 
other night time excursions for the moment and they 
promised to re-examine the contents and what they 
might mean after the matinée performance that 
afternoon. 
 They arrived at the Mart Yard around 2 p.m. in 
the hope of seeing the circus folk in action as they 
prepared for the performance. By 2.30 p.m. they had 
bought their snacks and made their way inside the Big 
Top, their excitement almost uncontainable, as they 
waited now patiently for the show. When the music 
finally sounded and the Ringmaster stepped into the 
Ring they were overjoyed … at least for a moment or 
two, for impossibly all three recognized the man who 
stood before them.  It was the man from the photo in 
the box. They stared at him in disbelief and at each 
other, none of them able to make a sound as finally the 
Circus came to life and the crowd erupted in 
anticipation and joy. As the show progressed they 
became a little afraid as at every turn, the Ringmaster's 
eyes seemed to bore into them. When the weird 
clowns came to them they were still concentrating on 



 

the Ringmaster, but now there was something else that 
set off alarm bells for them. Beneath the sweat and 
makeup, lay a dank dark stench … the stench that they 
had encountered in the vault the night before. One of 
them had old fashioned boxing gloves; no doubt to 
mask the fact that there were fingers missing on one 
hand! Somehow it all fell into place and the Circus no 
longer seemed that appealing to them. They cradled 
their snacks in their arms and left without fuss or 
incident ... determined to get to the bottom of it all. 
They needed to re-examine the contents of the box. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 

 
1946: PHANTOM AND POET –  

A RECKONING! 
 

Lucius had come back to Ireland, to the scene of the 
crime as it were, once before. Despite his change in 
'personality,' he looked and sounded normal to the 
humans. Not long after the war ended in Europe he 
became obsessed with the idea that he might still find 
the Crown Jewels. He also wished to walk amongst the 
people he had so wronged in 1921, but who had 
played their part in his transformation; damned for 
eternity to hell on earth. And so in April 1946 he 
returned to Listowel, secure in the satisfaction that 
since Con Dee had left in the 1920s for America there 
were none that would recognize him from his activities 
during the Anglo-Irish War or War of Independence as 
it became known in the history books in Ireland.  
 He visited Gortagleanna on 12 May, twenty-five 
years to the day since he had ordered the execution of 
the men the locals now commemorated as heroes. It 
was all he could do to contain himself though he 
wanted to tear their hearts out and leave them lying 
dead and bloodied by the side of the road, as he had 
the three men before. They too had gone to Kilmorna 
House to break into the strong room and he had 
exacted a terrible price. When the IRA had killed Arthur 
Vicars they had hung a placard around his neck, 
'Informers Beware, IRA Never Forgets.' As he stood 
amid the crowd of bewailing Paddies he smirked to 
himself, for he had thought them the value of memory. 



 

 For a month he walked the streets of Listowel 
and through the village of Knockanure and the 
surrounding countryside, a harmless Polish tourist, 
Ishmizen Duchronick, which quickly gave rise to the 
nickname 'The Chronic Pole.' The Irish laughed at his 
mumblings and attempts to speak English; his formal 
attire and apparent nervous disposition. They were so 
caught up in their reliance on the brilliance of their own 
wit that they actually invited him, by his nickname, to 
chat or, ‘have a small one to keep out the cold.' His 
eccentric nature was put down by these foolish people 
to his being a 'foreigner.' 
 "Come here now Chronic," they chirped, "have 
a drop to soothe you." 
 He pretended not to understand what they were 
on about, but laughed heartily with them, apparently 
amused by their wit. 
 Lucius instead thought of throwing hand 
grenades back into the bar as he sauntered through 
the door onto the street. He devised many ways for 
them all to die, but something unexpected happened 
which shook him from his course and drove him from 
the town for a second time.  
 As he scoured the bars and bought drinks and 
greased palms with silver in the hope that he might find 
a nugget of information with regard to the Crown 
Jewels, etc., he met with a quiet studious type, who 
taught in the local national school. It was quickly 
obvious that this man was no fool. You could almost 
hear the tumblers turning as he analysed a problem or 
crafted stories for the pub audience or his young 
attentive students. A Kerry native, he had taught for a 
time in Dublin before returning to Listowel, for what 
would be the rest of his life. MacMahon, intrigued him 
and was good company for the poor lost 'Chronic Pole.' 
When they asked him what he did, he had told them he 



 

was a Lion Tamer, which fascinated them no end; it 
would also provide Lucius with an ingenious plan for 
his return some sixty-eight years later. 
 Then one evening, the situation changed 
dramatically. Lucius arrived in the bar which was 
normally heaving at that late hour and immediately 
sensed something was wrong. There was no 
atmosphere, no craic, as they said, just silence and 
men staring at the floor and into the fire. He spied 
MacMahon at the fire and went to him, expecting to 
have to pretend remorse for some sad Irishman who 
had departed this mortal world. If he had his way they 
would all depart the mortal world, but he was curious to 
find out what had happened.  
 "Ishmizen," greeted MacMahon somberly, eyes 
on the fire, "take a seat there will you. It seems you are 
even a little more intriguing than we had given you 
credit for." 
 As he spoke, the other men, and there were 
quite a few, closed in on the two men by the fire. 
Lucius knew straight away that he had somehow been 
found out, but he had no intention of running. Instead 
he wanted to know how these simple men had rumbled 
him. He smiled and opened his right palm, as an 
indication for MacMahon to go on, and said, in the best 
Queen's English, 
 "It seems we may have underestimated each 
other." 
 "Ishmizen Duchronick," MacMahon continued, 
sick to his stomach, for he knew this could not end well 
this night and somehow he felt responsible. As the 
death of the men at Gortagleanna was being 
commemorated there was renewed interest in the story 
of the murders and the events leading up to it. Pádraig 
Ó Ceallacháin (Patrick O'Callaghan), the local 
schoolmaster at Knockanure National School had 



 

asked MacMahon, whom he knew as a storyteller and 
creative mind, a man to write short stories, to write or 
even re-write a ballad to commemorate the event 
accurately. He gave him a few verses of a rather weak 
traditional ballad which he might edit and add to. Along 
with this he had given MacMahon a small wooden, 
metal-edged box, left by Con Dee on his departure to 
America and a copy of Dee's sworn statement which 
had recorded the events of that day only weeks later, 
in June of 1921. Apart from some other odds and ends 
the box contained a photograph of an unknown, fresh-
faced, RIC Officer, with 2GaG1 written on the back. 
GaG … for Gortagleanna … and 2 and 1 for 1921, 
identifying, no doubt, the unidentified officer mentioned 
in Con Dee's statement, present at the murders. The 
Black and Tan Officers were technically RIC or Royal 
Irish Constabulary, but remembered harshly only as 
Black and Tans. The officer mentioned in the 
statement had remained unidentified, until now, twenty-
five years later, this man, misrepresenting himself as 
their friend, had come amongst them as if he could 
feed upon their pain.  
 "Sometimes, we simply choose not to see what 
is there in front of us," the teacher said in a tired, sad 
voice. He had been devastated when he realised that 
this man, the 'Chronic Pole,' was not only part of that 
hateful crime but had played them all.  
 "Ishmizen Duchronick," MacMahon said again, 
raising his head this time to look his counterpart in the 
eye. "What game are you playing here that you would 
wound us so? Ishmizen … Ish-Miz-en … Is Mise an 
…Duchronick … Dúchrónaigh … I am a Black and 
Tan."  
 "We are not children here. I ask you now, for 
we need to know … I … need to know, why have you 



 

done this terrible thing? What manner of man are 
you?" 
 Lucius bellowed at their shame and their 
sadness. His laughter shattered the silence and 
infuriated the men in the bar. The door was locked, the 
blinds drawn, the lights turned down low and they 
pounded on him; all the while, he laughed, until even 
this shadow of a man could no longer utter a sound 
from beyond his lips. MacMahon had indeed finished 
his ballad, “The Valley of Knockanure,” and he nudged 
it to life that very night, gently murmuring a melody. He 
read slowly from his little leather-bound notebook, 
purchased to compose the poem, and in which he had 
worked the letters to uncover the truth behind 
Ishmizen’s name. By the time he finished all eleven 
verses immortalising the murdered young men, the 
visitor was unconscious and broken on the floor. Some 
of the others were for killing him and disposing of the 
body in the very bogs he had hunted their relatives, but 
MacMahon and a number of those present would not 
let this happen. They did not know his true name or 
anything else about him, but they refused to find out 
more as if by letting him tell his story they would give 
him a greater part in it than he deserved. They did not 
want their demons to have a human face. 
 If only they had known, they would have 
obliterated the human husk that lay before them and 
rid themselves of the demon for ever. Instead they had 
given it life! It was taken from the bar, with it’s 
belongings from the B&B, and dumped into the boot of 
a car and driven to Cork where friends hid it onboard a 
lorry carrying beef to the French mainland. The men 
were somewhat happy about the outcome, happy to 
think they would not see him again, that they had taken 
some sort of revenge for the men who had lost their 
lives, but not bringing themselves to commit murder.  



 

 Eventually MacMahon had forced the issue of a 
new school in Listowel and he had hidden the box, 
including his notebook, underground in the passage he 
had uncovered from the graveyard, keeping 
generations of children away with the story of the ghost 
of a crying baby. Alas, he had not reckoned then, on 
retirement and new generations of children like 
JayDogg, RosieRed and RayGunn. The secret had 
come to light once more and miraculously the re-
appearance of the phantom had been re-discovered 
with the opening of the box; a box blessed at the 
missions all those years ago, just days before the men 
had died in the field at Gortagleanna. The photograph, 
taken secretly by a local man just a day after the event, 
had been hidden in the box when it was found out that 
the officer in question had disappeared! 
 And now it had come full circle. MacMahon and 
Con Dee were dead and there were none left who 
might recognise a face of old in that of the Ringmaster. 
It was as if the Roma Shaman had not only delivered 
Lucius from his earthly body, but had developed an 
insane twisted sense of humour. MacMahon was to 
become known affectionately as The Master and now 
Lucius had come back, reinventing himself as the 
Master; Ringmaster and Master of ceremonies for the 
final showdown in Mac Machon’s beloved home town.  
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 



 

 
CHAPTER NINETEEN 

 
AN END TO ALL THINGS 

 
The three kids returned home to RayGunn’s house, 
traipsing heavily up the stairs, for they carried a weight 
upon their shoulders. Something was seriously wrong 
in Listowel, they had witnessed that last night in the 
graveyard and this afternoon at the circus, but they 
could not decide on what to do. JayDogg had been in a 
spot of trouble over Christmas, involving fireworks and 
a neighbour’s shed and he would not risk going to the 
police. 
 “Anyway,” he reasoned, “they will never believe 
us, and they will think it a prank and we will get in 
trouble for breaking into the school. We cannot go to 
them, we need more proof.”  
 “I agree,” said RosieRed, “but those claws 
around the door last night and the way the Ringmaster 
looked at us today ... and those clowns.” She shivered. 
“I’m telling you there is something seriously wrong here 
and we need to tell somebody, our parents ... the 
police ... somebody.” 
 “They’ll be the same,” argued JayDogg. “Would 
you believe us if we started spouting stories about 
demon hands, weird clowns and long dead people in 
photographs suddenly coming back to life again ... in a 
circus? They would have us locked up.” 
 RayGunn stayed quiet for a time. He had 
opened the box to study the photograph and was even 
more convinced that it was a photograph of the 
Ringmaster they had seen that day ... not his son, his 
double or his cousin! It had been him, though by the 



 

very age of the photograph it was impossible. He 
turned it over and over until a thought struck him.  
 “The poem,” he said, “is all about 
Gortagleanna. What if GAG stands for that and the 2 
and 1 are 21 for 1921.” 
 There was silence. Oh, it made sense, but it 
would mean that the man in that photograph was 
around on that fateful day in 1921. They knew the story 
of the murders and the Black and Tans well, and the 
man in the photo was clearly some kind of officer, but 
how on earth could he be the Ringmaster of the 
circus? That officer should by right be dead or over a 
hundred years old, give or take a year or two. 
Considering their own close escape the previous night, 
however, they became convinced there was evil loose 
in Listowel. 
 “It’s him,” said RayGunn again, “no doubt, but 
its him, and if someone went to the trouble of hiding 
this box for that length of time then it means they 
thought they would see him again, or that he would 
return to Listowel. He must have been the officer in 
charge; the one they say took off for America, but 
drowned on board ship; some said a suicide from guilt 
over the part he played.” 
 “But how,” asked RosieRed, shaking her head, 
“how can this be?” 
 “It doesn’t matter how,” replied RayGunn, “it’s 
him and that’s all there is to it. We have to get back 
and see what he is up to. We can hardly convince 
anybody that it is him, but he has come here for a 
reason and we need to find out what it is.” 
 They all nodded in agreement. It was now close 
to seven o’clock and they remembered that the circus 
had offered to put on a special performance in the 
Square that night at 9 p.m.  



 

 “What if they are jewels?” asked RosieRed, 
“what if those three pieces in the box are not just 
coloured glass but jewels? Could they be what he is 
after?” 
 Once again their inquisitiveness took over and 
they checked and rechecked the small fragments 
before them, but they could not be sure. They looked 
again at the other scraps of paper, carefully laying 
them out on the bed. It made up one big piece of 
paper, blank on one side with numbers and letters; two 
small verses, all of it, when pieced together, written 
across the page rather than down.  
 RosieRed took over, scouring each letter and 
phrase. RayGunn gave her a notepad and pen, for she 
was their one true hope.  
 
Bn. Bks 12 Tngt ... 3 H/O Cle. Rs. Rlcn ...  7 Ds Sd 
Lmk Wt Cln ... Lstl Cle. Ud. Tl ... DYE Hdn ... Bw BTS 
Stdy 14 ...  Kl Al BTS ... Cn Klma Jws Hse 
 

Neither bank nor strong room, can hide the 
trinkets / but the moon and stars which pass 
on secrets / of oak and ash to be found / 
three paces west of the squires ground / 
neither Vicars loss nor Shackleton’s gain / 
but a hole unseen in a room once safe 

 
“OK, first things first,” said RoiseRed, concentrating 
like mad, but clearly enjoying it all immensely; “the 
code.”  
 
Bn. Bks 12 Tngt ... 3 H/O Cle. Rs. Rlcn ...  7 Ds Sd 
Lmk Wt Cln ... Lstl Cle. Ud. Tl ... DYE Hdn ... Bw BTS 
Stdy 14 ...  Kl Al BTS ... Cn Klma Jws Hse 
 



 

“I see the makings of a simple code of first and last, or 
first and prominent middle and last letters,  
 “Lstl Cle., might be Listowel Castle and if so 
then Cle. Rs., might read Castle Ruins and maybe 
Rlcn., would be Reliceen as in the tower we were in 
last night – the Castle Tower ruins in the Reliceen or 
graveyard; Bks, would be Barracks and maybe BTS 
could be Black & Tans.”  
 The boys just sat back in amazement. She 
began to write it out, 
 
Bn. Barracks  12 Tngt ... 3 H/O Castle. Ruins. Reliceen 
... 7 Ds Sd Lmk Wt Cln ... Listowel Castle. Ugd. Tnl 
...DYE Hdn ... Bw Black & Tans Stdy 14 ... Kl Al Black 
& Tan ... Cn Klma Jws Hse 

 
Suddenly they were all shouting out possibilities, 

‘Limerick’ 
‘Tonight’ 
‘Said or Send’ 
 ... until they had deciphered a message of 

sorts. 
 

Burn. Barracks 12 Tonight ... 3 H/O Castle. Ruins. 
Reliceen ... 7 Days Send Limerick West Column ... 
Listowel Castle. Underground. Tunnel ... DYE Hdn ... 
Blow Black & TanS Saturday 14 ... Kill All Black & 
TanS ... Cn Klma Jws ... 

 
“It would have been a simple code,” explained 
RosieRed, “but the reason it is in small pieces is due to 
the fact, I believe, that they would have given different 
sections to different people, so the whole message 
only made sense when reassembled and none of the 
messengers would have known the other parts.” 



 

“Brilliant,” said JayDogg. “But what about DYE 
... if it means blow up the Black & Tans does it mean 
with dynamite? And if we think of the tunnel in the 
graveyard , does H/O mean Hideout?” 
 “WOW, now who’s brilliant?” asked RosieRed. 
JayDogg blushed with pride. 
 
Burn. Barracks 12 Tonight ... 3 Hideout Castle. Ruins., 
Reliceen ... 7 Days Send Limerick West Column ... 
Listowel Castle. Underground. Tunnel ... Dynamite 
Hidden ... Blow Black & Tans Saturday 14 ... Kill All 
Black & Tans ... Cn Klma Jws ... 
 
“These must have been instructions for the men 
operating in the area, and we know the Barracks was 
burned, but I never heard of anything to do with 
blowing up the castle. I’m afraid the last piece has me 
stumped. You can see from the tear that there is a 
piece missing.” Now it was RayGunn’s turn to shine. 
He had been looking at the poem below and was 
thinking about what RosieRed had said about the glass 
fragments. 
 “Crown Jewels,” he blurted out, “could it be 
Crown Jewels?” Now, that particular story had come 
and gone in Listowel, but it had been doing the rounds 
ever since Arthur Vicars had come to Kilmorna. The 
poem mentioned him by name ... and trinkets, a strong 
room, a safe and so on, made it seem likely that 
RayGunn was correct.  
 “Then it must be ... Crown Kilmorna Jewels ... 
maybe House?” speculated RosieRed, overjoyed at 
their accomplishment and indeed, with her friend’s 
efforts. It was great not to have to do it all. 
 

Neither bank nor strong room, can hide the 
trinkets / but the moon and stars which pass 



 

on secrets / of oak and ash to be found / 
three paces west of the squires ground / 
neither Vicars loss nor Shackleton’s gain / 
but a hole unseen in a room once safe 

 
At first the verse did not seem that difficult, but they 
quickly realised that it would take more thought, or help 
from another source. They were simply running out of 
time, it was 7.40 p.m. The late show would start soon 
in the Square. 

“That has to have something to do with it,” said 
JayDogg, “I’m sure of it. Let’s get a couple of the 
others and head to the Square. At least we can keep 
an eye on him and those horrible clowns of his. If the 
shows are to finish tomorrow, then we only have a day 
before they make their move.” 

And so the three friends headed back 
downstairs and out into the garden. JayDogg whistled 
three times, like a shrill owl in pain, and after a couple 
of minutes two others joined them. It was SuperFly and 
SlinkySloth. SuperFly, was one of those people you 
would never expect to fly in a million years, or indeed 
look super, which of course is why he chose it as his 
call sign. He was a year older than the rest of them and 
would be going into second year in secondary school 
in September. Already he was drifting into that 
practised aloofness that can be summed up by the 
phrase ‘too cool for school.’ Dressed in black from 
head to toe, he enjoyed the phrase Goth though he 
was not really sure that he wanted to be one. As a full-
back on the Gaelic Football team, Listowel Emmets, he 
was quite tough for his age and useful to have around 
in a pinch. Amazingly, he walked completely ‘pencil’ 
upright and a little on his toes. It made him look a little 
goofy, but the girls seemed to like him and he didn’t get 
too much hassle about it. He was quite handsome 



 

despite the braces on his teeth, but what made him 
stand out was the strange ability amongst only a 
handful of Irish people to darken instantly the sun 
shone. The other kids loved him for his sense of 
humour and his tireless energy. He too, would not let a 
member of the group down.  
 SlinkySloth’s parents had come to Ireland from 
Estonia almost twelve years ago, bringing a tiny baby 
girl with them to a new life. She was fluent in English 
as well as her native tongue and had a grasp of Polish 
and Russian as well. Even after all the years of being 
in Kerry, she spoke with a hint of an accent, but there 
were so many different nationalities within the school 
that nobody noticed. The greatest thing about most 
primary school age kids is their ability to get on with 
things, to enjoy life and see it and people for what they 
really are – life being the fun time before, between and 
after class! All the kids had met up in the library book 
club, but she had been the quietest of them all and it 
had taken the others almost a year to gain her trust. 
SlinkySloth was seen by some as plain, but she was 
pretty in her own way and clever and loyal, a perfect 
companion to the group. Long jet-black hair hung 
behind her back, making her look taller and slimmer 
than she was. Her slightly rounded face had length, 
topped off with a thin nose, dark eyes and small mouth. 
She was a thinker and a doer but most importantly she 
was fun to be around. 

They briefed them as best they could and all 
five headed back into town around 8 p.m. unsure of 
what might happen or even what they might do if 
something were to happen. All five were scared, but 
they were also excited beyond belief, and stronger now 
that they were together. None of them saw the 
watcher, Turner, follow them in the shadows. 



 

 
CHAPTER TWENTY 

 
A DIABOLICAL SCHEME 

 
Lucius had not lost too much sleep over Listowel, then 
again, in his current state he did not require much 
sleep, though he was still at the mercy of the human 
body he inhabited. What had angered him and set him 
once more on the path to revenge and destruction was 
the discovery that they had erected a statue to 
MacMahon in the Town Square. He had eventually 
been in a position to orchestrate the replacement of the 
regular circus and now here he was, on this day of 
days, ready to make them all pay for his mistreatment 
and his exile, on not one, but two separate occasions. 
It was a simple plan really for someone of his talents. 
Whenever he required the maximum number of 
casualties and the greatest devastation he always 
used explosives. While in Listowel in 1921 he had 
tortured victims at his leisure and had, by accident, 
found out about Republicans plans to blow them all up, 
by packing explosives into an underground tunnel 
beneath the Square, leading from Listowel Castle. The 
army and the Black and Tans, or ‘Tans’ as they were 
better known, were set to parade in the Square in front 
of the Divisional Commander, on Saturday 14 May. 
There was a rumour that the Lord Lieutenant was to be 
present, but it was a guarded secret. No doubt, the 
effect of such an attack would have been crippling for 
the security forces. It was, partly, for this reason he 
had been scouring the countryside around 
Knockanure, though he kept the information a secret, 
for he had reasons of his own, hoping for clues to lead 



 

him to the Crown Jewels. He was fairly sure of his 
information and that some of those boys at 
Gortagleanna had been far from innocent, but what did 
it matter. Time was running out and an example was 
made, if the idiots had only allowed him time to get 
information or made sure of them all, instead of 
allowing one to escape.  

Lucius wanted to check the story of the 
explosives out for himself and claim any credit, reward 
or promotion, that was to follow, but it had all gone to 
hell when the boy escaped across the fields. He 
realised that he needed to think of his own safety and 
future.  

There were always those amongst the ranks 
that could keep quiet for a few bob, and they hated the 
Irish so much by this time they would do anything to 
eliminate them. Immediately, on their return that fateful 
evening to Listowel, he had taken two men to the 
castle, leaving a detachment in the Square. After quite 
a bit of searching they found the entrance, to the rear 
of the castle, outside the ruin; at first it looked like an 
old unused storm drain to the River Feale. The bars 
were rusted and filthy, but there was a ‘newish’ lock on 
the right-hand side. A swift blow from the butt of a Lee 
Enfield rifle busted it right open, but he left the two men 
outside to guard the entrance while he unholstered his 
revolver and slipped inside alone. There was a chance 
the Crown Jewels might be hidden there and he was 
not about to share the spoils. The IRA may have left a 
man on guard, but it was doubtful that the Republicans 
would lock one of their own men inside in such a 
manner.  

He had a carbide lamp and it lit the black 
passage quite well, shadows dancing off the walls. 
After about ten or fifteen feet the passage narrowed a 
little and swept a bit to the left, presumably under the 



 

Square; he allowed himself a breath as he recognised 
the importance of this for his information seemed 
correct. Lucius shouted a warning, that he would shoot 
any man he found down there, but there was no reply 
... only silence, as the echo of his voice came back to 
taunt him in the darkness. If there had been cave-ins or 
poor repair then it had all been cleared away and, as 
he felt the ground slope gently downwards, he began 
to notice charges wedged into the walls, linked 
together by fuses and detonators. The whole place 
was rigged to blow like the tunnels in France 
underneath the German trenches, a speciality of his 
during the Great War. He had brought a small black 
cloth and covered most of the front of the lamp to make 
himself more difficult to see, closed his eyes firmly shut 
and let his eyes become accustomed to the darkness. 
But there was no one there and he soon found himself, 
possibly some three hundred yards under the castle 
and out under the Square itself, in a large room, an 
underground cave, packed tight with boxes of 
explosives ... it was staggering. When this mine was 
detonated the Square would be obliterated, maybe 
even the castle as well; anybody and anything in that 
Square would be wiped out in an instant.  

He quickly searched the rest of the cavern, but 
found only a few baubles, which he pocketed, then he 
pulled the main fuse and retreated to the entrance. 
Lucius waited with one man while the other went to find 
a lock of the sort they had broken; on his return they 
refitted the lock and Lucius had the men change to 
civilian dress and share a watch for the following two 
days. As he suspected, no one came to view the cave 
or set the explosives and he realised that either the 
men who had been shot near Knockanure, had been 
charged with the job of setting the mine or the 
Republicans believed their plans had been discovered. 



 

Lucius had insisted the Divisional Commander and the 
other dignitaries change their plans in the light of the 
‘attack’ on their forces at Knockanure; for that was how 
it was represented in the papers. The threat was 
removed and the danger over. And still he did not 
reveal the extent of the secret he had unearthed, his 
plan being to capitalise on the information he had to 
hand. He would sell the explosives, after he had put 
some of it to good use. In the meantime he collapsed 
the entrance with a small controlled hand grenade 
explosion, planning to return when the opportunity 
presented itself, but of course, it never did. 

Now some ninety-three years later, Lucius, was 
once more at the concealed entrance to the cavern, 
convinced the explosives were still there, dry and 
protected. Nothing would be left to chance. He had 
brought some explosives of his own. One of the 
advantages of being a Ringmaster of a Circus, was 
that you could smuggle small quantities of C4 
explosive across almost any border. Sniffer or 
detection dogs were virtually useless when it came to 
wild animals and few, if any, could manage the odours 
of elephant, lion and tiger dung, or dare to enter their 
cages, especially once the animals were left hungry 
and angry at the world. He had no doubt the explosives 
in the cavern would still work, it was just a little extra 
insurance.  

The worst that would happen ... the C4 would 
detonate and cause the streets and the Square above 
to collapse, killing, maiming hundreds and destroying 
the town centre. Best that could happen ... all the 
explosives would detonate and annihilate Listowel 
Square. For Lucius it was a win/win situation.  

It was 6.30 p.m. and everything was on 
schedule. 



 

 
CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 

 
PREPARATIONS 

 
By that afternoon everyone who had booked a place 
for Writer’s Week knew of the special performance 
planned for that night. 'Achtung: Zirkus von Chaos' for 
free, with a themed exhibition of magic and danger, 
was guaranteed to be a huge draw and for many who 
would not make it to the concert, it would be the perfect 
ending to a great day. The organisers were active for 
most of the afternoon, clearing the Square and with the 
help of the Gardaí and the Local Authority and Civil 
Defence; they had been busy with bollards and 
barriers, brushes and bags. Truly, the result was 
impressive. Most of the public of course would stand or 
find comfort wherever they could, but about fifty chairs 
were laid out for special guests and that area was 
railed off. The performers would begin at the stone 
steps to the right of the castle, but they had been 
allowed rare access to the grounds to the front of the 
castle itself and their preparations were all hush hush. 
The Health and Safety Officer had talked with the 
Ringmaster and the organisers and had overseen all 
the arrangements, well at least those she had been 
told about.  
 Lucius had sent ten of his own hands to help 
out, which was greatly appreciated and most of the 
necessary work was completed quickly, including the 
erection of a twenty foot high curtain to act like a 
screen in front of, but not touching, the castle. The 
castle would be lit as usual, providing a fantastic 
backdrop to the eagerly anticipated performance. After 



 

5.45 p.m., when the afternoon matinée was over, he 
sent in the clowns.  

Because everything had already been planned 
and agreed upon they were allowed unrestricted 
access to the staging area. They planted packages in 
the four-foot high black cylinders fronting the stage, 
behind crash barriers and away from the public. At the 
same time they rigged two smoke machines, and 
floodlights with coloured gels, to a mobile generator to 
the rear of the castle. All of this ensured that the 
authorities and public were kept at bay, for the 
emphasis was now on thrill and excitement, the 
mystery of the promised finale. The clowns worked 
relentlessly, away from prying eyes, behind the curtain, 
preparing the Ringmasters plan.  

When everything at the castle was secure and 
in place, Lucius arrived and they made their way 
unseen to the rear of the castle to the storm drain. 
After about ten minutes search they found the 
collapsed entrance to the cavern, and the clowns dug 
at the earth and rock like machines, careful to stack the 
waste near to the entrance. They were standing inside 
the passage within twenty minutes, lamps in hand 
though, seeing in the dark was not a problem for any of 
them. Despite the small explosion in 1921, the 
condition of the passage and the cavern was 
remarkably good. The crated boxes of explosives still 
stood in the centre with the aged fuses running to the 
bundles pressed into the walls. They unpacked the C4 
explosive and set it on the ground in a circle around 
the crates to deliver maximum devastation by setting 
off the old explosives. In a last dramatic twist Lucius 
ran an old fuse the length of the passageway to be 
ignited by the clowns at 10.05 p.m. exactly. 

Lucius, however, held the modern detonator 
switch in his jacket pocket, planning to hit the switch at 



 

9.45 p.m. The blast would kill the clowns in or near the 
entrance and if his plan worked, his own body would 
be presumed to be among the dead and the rubble. 
Lucius would be gone from the town by midnight. 

Pandering to his need for the dramatic and his 
thirst for revenge which had haunted and twisted him 
for ninety-three years, he made one final adjustment to 
the ‘stage’ before he left to collect his things in his 
trailer one last time. As he exited from behind the 
curtain he walked slowly to the nearby statue of Bryan 
MacMahon. He laid a circular floral wreath at the base 
of the statue, a tribute to ‘The Master.’ He would have 
loved to have laid a similar wreath at the statue of John 
B. Keane but that would have been way to risky.  

‘Damn writers,’ he thought, ‘damn them all.’ 
As he was about to walk away, he stopped, 

took a step back and removed the wreath to hang it 
around the neck of the statue. It was a little risky, he 
knew, but when that wreath exploded he wanted to be 
sure it would destroy the image of the man who had 
caused him so much trouble ... the man who had seen 
him for what he was! 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 

 
ALL FOR ONE 

 
Five young friends made their way down Church 
Street, toward the Square. At the entrance to the 
Square they were almost refused by a local Garda 
because she considered them too young for what 
might be planned, but an irate driver demanding the 
barriers on The Bridge Road be lifted diverted her 
attention. Quickly they moved into the Square, to the 
left, behind St. John’s Theatre, working their way round 
to St. Mary’s Church and the Castle, mixing with the 
small crowds of people already gathering by 8.15 p.m. 
At every performance the extra show on the Saturday 
night had been touted as an event that Listowel would 
be talking about forever and the message had been 
relayed like wildfire by the inhabitants and visitors 
alike. On Friday and Saturday the Circus van had 
roamed the streets of Listowel and the surrounding 
hinterland for about twenty or so miles in all directions, 
blasting out the news via mounted loudspeaker. 
People were now gathering to get close to the 
spectacle that was, in the words of the old rock band 
Queen, ‘guaranteed to blow their minds!’ 
 The kids mingled with the growing crowds not 
knowing quite what to do or what they were looking for. 
It proved impossible to get close to the stage from the 
front because of the barriers and by now volunteers 
and security personnel were taking up their positions. 
There was a great buzz of expectancy in the Square 
and already people were two to three rows deep at the 
front. 



 

 Suddenly RayGunn was pulling at JayDogg’s 
sleeve and he disappeared toward the Séanachaí 
Centre. They were just in time to see the Ringmaster 
get into his Jeep and speed away, while three guys, 
undoubtedly the clowns from the circus, disappeared 
behind the tall impressive curtained stage erected 
around twenty yards in front of the castle. There was 
no time, or way, to follow the Ringmaster, but they all 
agreed they had to get behind the curtain. RosieRed 
closed on the statue of Bryan MacMahon, but all she 
could see was a beautiful floral wreath around the 
neck. It seemed strange to her that they would pay 
such a tribute, if their intentions were evil, but it 
seemed ... respectful. That is until she noticed a tiny 
red light, like a pin prick laser light she had at home, 
pulse slowly from within the flowers. She went straight 
up to the statue and pulled the wreath outwards at the 
bottom. From the front, there were flowers, ferns and 
greenery, but at the rear there was no traditional frame 
with sponges to keep it together. Instead it was 
extremely well packaged with silver gaffer tape. About 
six small rectangles protruded a little and when she ran 
her hand over them she found what felt like wires. She 
was stunned, shocked, for though she had never seen 
anything like this in real life, she knew it was a bomb. 
She turned to find her four friends, staring at her. 
RosieRed kept her voice low. 
 “It’s a bomb,” she said, “we need to get 
someone.” 
 Thinking on his feet was always JayDogg’s 
strong point. 
 “Can’t be just this,” he said,” and remember we 
are just kids to them. By the time they take us seriously 
it might be too late. Remember the code – Listowel 
Castle – Underground Tunnel – Dynamite. We have to 
split up. The three of us have to get behind that curtain. 



 

SuperFly and SlinkySloth can provide a distraction – 
pretend to be sick or something. Once we are in, you 
will have to try and get help. Get the Garda that tried to 
stop us – if she won’t come with you, make her. Worse 
case, take the wreath and dump it in the Feale.” 
 Nobody really knew what to say. JayDogg 
made sense. They came together in a circle as they 
always did, arms around each other, heads bowed and 
said, “Lios Tuathail – All For One,” as they broke to 
follow what little plan they had.  
 The five of them nearly jumped out of their 
skins as explosions erupted from in front of the stage. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 

 
ZIRKUS 

 
Throughout the day the weather had been beautiful 
and the forecast was good for the remainder of the 
weekend, but unexpectedly the sky now showed signs 
of a storm brewing. 
It was 8.55 p.m. and the street lights suddenly dimmed 
and an eerie sound began to grow from the speakers 
at the stage – O Fortuna from Carmina Burana by Carl 
Orff – the spookiest score ever written.  
 Theatrical explosions, planted in the cylinders 
by the clowns, ripped the air apart. Huge rafts of 
coloured smoke filled the area near the stone steps 
and around the castle while people stepped back in 
fright, scared and excited to see what would happen on 
the stage. But nothing did. 
 From behind them came a short torchlight 
procession of eleven figures, heads bowed, walking 
slowly, solemnly through the crowd packed across The 
Bridge Road, between St. John’s Theatre and the 
Castle and Séanachaí Centre. All heads turned to see. 
There were five figures with torches on one side of a 
figure in the middle, with five figures with torches on 
the other side. All wore long black satin robes, with 
long, pointed satin hoods. There was a red crest of fire 
with the letters BTS emblazoned on top. They looked 
like a secret sect of the Klu Klux Klan, or the Spanish 
Inquisition, and they stepped it out like a funeral 
procession, the music slowly building towards the well-
known deafening crescendo.  



 

 With everyone facing back to view the 
procession, three figures emerged unnoticed on top of 
the stone steps, in brown corduroy pants, white shirts 
with no collars and grey caps – their faces made up to 
look bloodied and beaten, traces of blood and dirt 
daubed on the shirts. Their hands were apparently tied 
behind their backs and, heads bowed, they knelt, as 
victims were sometimes forced to do. 
 The music got louder and louder and smoke 
bellowed into the Square as the procession neared the 
barriers. These were pulled aside at the last minute to 
allow the hooded figures admittance and suddenly the 
music stopped. Ten figures now lined up in single file, 
in front of the crowd, torches blazing, black eyes 
peering from the slits in the hoods. The figure without a 
torch stood now, a little to the left, erect, taller than the 
others, with an air of authority. You could hear a pin 
drop, as they say, for there was complete and utter 
silence for a moment or two.  
 “Company, Pre – Pare,” the order barked in a 
thunderous polished stage English accent, by the 
torchless one. Without a word the ten figures doused 
their torches in prearranged water buckets and 
disrobed. There was an audible gasp from the huge 
crowd, of shock, horror, utter disbelief. Before them 
now stood, not the Klan, or the Spanish Inquisition, but 
ten fierce looking, monstrous Black and Tans. They 
had black shoes, khaki  trousers, leggings, dark green 
police tunics, broad belts and the hateful Tam O’ 
Shanter caps, which had been the trademark of the 
other infamous British force of that era, the Auxiliaries. 
The ‘Tans’ were armed with Lee-Enfield rifles slung 
around their bodies – these they now brought to bear 
on the crowd, which instinctively stepped back. 
Instantly there were hisses and boos from the crowd, a 
couple of shouts to get off, but now a new sound 



 

echoed forth from the speakers to drown them out. A 
hollow death march rolled out on a lone snare drum 
and, as the smoke cleared, the crowd seemed to 
notice for the first time the three figures on their knees 
behind the Tans. The lone figure had also disrobed to 
present himself as a Black and Tan officer, in the 
uniform of an RIC District Inspector. It was the 
Ringmaster, though few in the Square cared little for 
his circus or his sense of the macabre. To add insult to 
injury, the strains of The Valley of Knockanure could be 
heard just below the drum roll.  

“Company, Ab-Bout, Face,” roared the Officer, 
re-living a time long ago. 

“Company, PreSenn-t Arms.” 
Shouts of, "No," "You Can’t,” "Bad Taste,” even, 

"Stop," went unheeded, barely audible above the pre-
recorded tracks. 

“Company, Aim” 
A lone cry was heard above the racket, “Make 

them disappear why don’t ye,” which brought a few, 
nervous giggles that were instantly stopped with a firm 
rebuke, “Shut it.” 

 “Fire.” The drum roll and music stopped. Ten 
rifles flamed and barked and a thousand hearts were 
shattered. The chests of the three figures exploded, in 
blood and flesh and they were gone.  

God Save the Queen erupted at an incredibly 
loud volume from the PA system.  As the outer curtains 
were pulled back, giant projections of Union Jacks 
illuminated the screen in front of Listowel Castle and 
then a massive Union Jack flag rolled down from the 
very top ledge, above the screen. 

Horrified, the organisers and security personnel 
feared a riot and efforts were made to find a 
megaphone, or to try and take control of the situation, 
but truthfully nobody knew what to do. People were 



 

stunned into silence, sickened and horrified beyond 
belief. Ten Black and Tans turned their rifles on the 
crowd, awaiting orders. The mood was turning angry 
fast. 

More explosions erupted from the cylinders at 
the stage and a blinding flash of light stunned all 
present once more to silence. As the flash receded 
from their eyes and the smoke cleared, the Tans were 
gone, as was the officer. The Valley of Knockanure 
played once more and suddenly there was a shout 
from the back.  

“There’s Con Dee, look, there’s Con Dee.” 
Up on top of the castle, a lone figure, dressed 

in cords, white collarless shirt and cloth cap, stood 
proudly above the Union Jack. He held a bloodied 
hand to his thigh, and kicked at the flag with his good 
leg. The British flag rolled off the castle to reveal a 
massive tri-colour and suddenly the Irish National 
Anthem, Amhrán na bhFiann erupted from the 
speakers. It did not work. There were a few cheers and 
isolated claps, but the crowd were incensed. They had 
come for magic, not drama, and certainly not this. It 
was distasteful and the people were not about to be 
soothed by this offering.  

But, it was not over. Suddenly, beside the figure 
of Con Dee, was the hated figure of the Black and Tan 
Officer. He had come to fulfil the task he had 
orchestrated all those years ago, to show them who he 
was and finish what he had started. Without a word or 
dramatic gesture, he took his Webley revolver from his 
holster, raised it to the forehead of Con Dee and fired. 
Con Dee was finally dead, like Walsh, Lyons and 
Dalton. The music stopped and, as a last insult, he 
kicked the Irish flag into the dirt. Thunder rumbled in 
the distance and lightning lit up the sky, as rain began 
to pour down on Listowel. 



 

 
CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 

 
RESCUE 

 
SuperFly and SlinkySloth did not have to provide a 
distraction, the sound effects at the start of the show 
and the advance of the procession did just that. 
Instead they ran to try and get help. JayDogg, 
RosieRed and RayGunn, slipped unnoticed behind the 
barriers and ran to the rear of the castle. RayGunn fell 
over, pulling what turned out to be camouflage netting 
with him. It had been draped over a pile of earth and 
stones which seemed to have been freshly dug from 
the bank below the castle. There was an opening to 
the left. 
 “Well, what are we waiting for?” it was 
RosieRed.  
The three friends entered the passage. RayGunn and 
JayDogg still had their torches with them and they 
made their way forward without thinking of the 
consequences. They had to see what these men were 
up to. It was no time to be a scaredy-cat. Moving 
quickly they made their way to the cavern underneath 
the Square, feeling, as much as hearing, the 
tremendous crowd above. You did not have to be a 
genius to realise what now stood before them. Every 
crate was marked ‘explosive’ and they could see the 
fuses, or wires as RayGunn called them, leading to 
others embedded in the walls. Without thinking, 
JayDogg pulled one of these out. Nothing happened 
and so they all set about pulling fuses from the charges 
in the walls.  



 

 “It’s no use,” said JayDogg, for he had noticed 
the newer looking packs, with C4 written on them. 
Attached to these were small square boxes, two wires 
coming from each with a red light and what looked like 
a tiny aerial.  

“All the crates in the centre and the stuff in the 
walls must be the old dynamite that was mentioned in 
the code, but they have brought in more,” he said, “and 
if the movies are anything to go by, there must be a 
detonator and, no doubt, the Ringmaster has it. We 
have to find him.” For a moment it actually looked like 
they might save the day, but now their hearts sank 
once more. There was nothing for it, but to leave the 
explosives where they were, retrace their steps to find 
the detonator or try and get people from the Square. 
They had to get back outside.  

It was going to prove more difficult than they 
imagined for at the entrance to the passage, now stood 
the three evil-looking clowns, one clearly missing the 
fingers on his right hand, and they were not at all 
amused. Bloodied white shirts betrayed the part they 
had played in the drama above, the image making 
them even more monstrous and frightening to the three 
intrepid friends. 

Only the middle one spoke, or rather hissed.  
 “You have been meddling where you shouldn’t 
be, once too often, my little sweets. It is time you paid 
the price.”  
 Deep down the three kids knew these were not 
just the clowns from the circus, but the beasts that had 
followed them the previous night. Indeed, as they 
entered the passage, they were changing into their 
natural forms, inhuman fiends, with a thirst for blood. 
But there was something about the way they acted and 
they way they spoke that offered a chance of hope.  



 

 “The Master ordered us to check on everything 
and to see that you were doing your job,” bluffed 
RayGunn in his best School Principal voice, “it seems 
you left the explosives unattended. They could have 
been stolen.” 
 Though their hearts were in their chests, the 
others picked up on what he was trying to do.  
 “Two of you need to stay here, and you 
(pointing to the one on the left) will bring us to yo ... the 
... Master.” This time it was RosieRed.  
 Now, Othermen are dangerous, fierce and 
loyal, but none too clever and they were no good to 
argue. The ploy unhinged them a little. 
 “Lies, you do not work for the Master ... Lies,” 
the middle one said. 
 “Bring us,” commanded RosieRed. 
 “No, no ... you shall die ... like the rest. But you 
shall die here.”  
 “If you do not bring us, The Master will be very 
angry and it will be you who will answer for it,” said 
JayDogg, now taking the lead, for once more a plan 
had come to him. He prayed he was right about the 
different sets of explosives.  
 “There is a problem with the new explosives 
you brought today. Gather them up. Quickly now. The 
Master hit the switch, but we must be too far 
underground. Gather them up, I say, and put them in 
the truck.” JayDogg was on a roll. “You ... bring us to 
the Master ... NOW!” 

RosieRed and RayGunn, had no idea where he 
was going with this and thought it best just to stand 
firm, but to keep silent. The three clowns were 
agitated. By now they were completely transformed 
and no doubt could have happily feasted on the bones 
of three young Kerry children, but they were confused 
... and afraid. The Othermen's strength had proved to 



 

be their fear of the Master, they were the perfect slaves 
... it was also their weakness. Unbelievably, instead of 
dispatching the three young children where they stood, 
they did as they were told. One turned to take them to 
the Ringmaster while the two remaining Othermen 
began to retrieve the C4 and bundle it into the 
haversack they had used to bring it into the cavern in 
the first place.  

JayDogg, RosieRed and RayGunn went quickly 
outside, though RayGunn could not resist a parting 
comment.  

“And be quick about it,” was all he said.  
The Otherman was on him in a flash, pinning 

him to the wall with a large clawed hand underneath 
the chin, raising him effortlessly off the ground. The 
stench of the beast was unbearable, making RayGunn 
gag, as he struggled to stay conscious; the beast 
closing off his air supply as he held him. A horrible 
rasping sound came from the thing’s throat and a long 
blue tongue rolled out beneath blackened yellow fangs, 
some long dead insects mashed between them. It 
licked him. No threats or other violence, just a lick and 
RayGunn wished that it had killed him on the spot. He 
threw up all over the beast and it was this that probably 
saved him for the thing let go. Maybe some long dead 
human revulsion had forced a reflex action, RayGunn 
did not know, nor did he care. He ran from the passage 
to catch his friends, realising that they were not going 
to safety, but maybe something far more frightening. 
For a moment though he felt relieved to be out of the 
grasp of the thing in the tunnel and back out in the 
night air. He felt queasy; no doubt his ears were still 
ringing with the rush of blood once he was released, 
for he would have bet money on a feeling that 
somebody, somewhere, was playing the English 
National Anthem.  



 



 

 
CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 

 
FINAL CURTAIN 

 
Rain poured down in bucketfuls, but the Ringmaster 
didn’t seem to mind at all. He looked skywards and 
laughed as the heavens cracked open, a storm to end 
all storms – perfect! 

His eyes glowed in the darkness, his tongue 
lashed over sharpened teeth and he shouted at the top 
of his voice ... at the heavens ... the earth ... to anybody, 
or anything that would listen. 

“Damn writers. Damn you all ... and damn this 
town, I will have my revenge this very night.” 

He raised his right hand and cracked his whip, 
and the heavens and earth ripped open as it sliced 
through the air. Buildings shook to their foundations and 
frightened people huddled in their beds. The unavenged 
ghosts of Gortagleanna were no longer a fairy tale to 
keep sleepless children in line; they walked abroad this 
night in search of prey! 

Lucius delighted in the spectacle that was 
before him. It had gone perfectly though if he were 
honest with himself he should have had them actually 
shoot the clowns; they were a nuisance and would 
probably be too stupid to get blown up. Oh, but it had 
gone beautifully. All the promises he had made, the 
bowing and scraping, the pleading, bargaining, all 
worth it, so he could wreak havoc on the town. The 
look on their faces, their horror, and their revulsion had 
made it all worthwhile; it was a pity it had to end. But 
end it must and he would see them all die this very 
night. There was one more comic tragedy to enact. As 



 

the crowd stood, stunned to silence once more by the 
deafening sound of God Save the Queen (it would 
have cracked him up, if it were possible) a lone figure 
drew their attention at the top of the Castle. Lucius 
almost salivated. It was a farce, a piece of drama, but 
to him it was an end to an act that had been left 
unfinished for ninety-three years. As the flag of Ireland 
was unfurled and an imitation Con Dee stood forth 
having escaped his destiny, Captain Lucius stepped 
out of the shadows and in front of them all, executed 
him, just as he had ordered the other executions in 
1921. This time they saw him, the Officer in command; 
they witnessed the act rather than remembering and 
reliving it through the scribblings of MacMahon. He had 
no bullets, just blanks, intending to kill him for real 
later, but the fool Turner, the Watcher, who had come 
to him with worried stories about clever children, had 
simply fallen to his doom on the scaffolding below. 
Lucius was ecstatic, his crowd were going wild, and for 
the first time in decades he almost felt alive, relishing 
the horror he had created and the devastation that was 
yet to come.  
 “Master,” it was one of the Othermen, “we 
found them in the cave, they said to bring them here. 
Sorry, Master, we were not long in the tunnel. We are 
gathering the explosives, as you asked.” 
 Lucius could not quite make out what he was 
hearing. Behind the Otherman, having somehow 
managed to climb the stage scaffolding, were two 
children, a boy and a girl. For a moment he could not 
believe what was going on.  
 “Who are you?” he asked of the children.  
 The older looking boy spoke for them, 
“JayDogg, RosieRed and RayGunn, and we know what 
you have been up to. You are finished and these 
monsters with you are finished.”  



 

 The Otherman recoiled as if it had been hit with 
the whip, for it knew they had been betrayed. It tried to 
explain, “So ... rr ... y Mas ... ter, ... we ...” but the 
Master was in no mood.  
 “Shut up, you fool,” roared Lucius, who had just 
then figured there must be a third child below, he 
needed to regain control of the situation. “Away with 
you and tell the other fools they have been tricked.  
Whatever you have done, undo it.  NOW!” 
 With that, the Otherman was gone, back down 
the scaffolding to the cavern beneath the Square. 
Lucius tried to concentrate on the children. He was 
blind to the fact the Square was emptying because of 
the storm and the reaction of the crowd to his 
distasteful drama.  
 “It does not matter what you know, or you think 
you know, for in a moment you will all die,” he said, 
“run while you can. Even MacMahon can’t save you 
now.” 
 The PA system sprang to life. It was RayGunn, 
in the deepest voice he could muster, repeating over 
and over,  though a handkerchief he draped over the 
microphone to help mask his young voice. 
 “Attention, attention, could I please have your 
attention. We need to evacuate the Square. If you 
could make your way home, carefully, we would be 
grateful. Everything here is over for the night.”  
 Lucius was livid, the anger transforming him, 
revealing a beast rather than a man. “You shall pay,” 
he roared down at RayGunn in the darkness, “you will 
all pay and it will be my pleasure to make you suffer. 
First you can watch your friends and families, your 
neighbours ... watch them die. Then you will join them. 
Maybe we will all join them?” 
 With that he reached inside his tunic, pulling out 
a small black box. He pulled up and aerial, flipped up a 



 

switch in the middle revealing a single button. “Say 
goodbye to your beloved Listowel and your sainted 
MacMahon” 
 “Wow, you must have really hated him,” 
remarked JayDogg, “what did MacMahon ever do on 
you? I saw his notebook, where he scribbled out your 
name so hard it was almost obliterated. Did he see 
through your deceit, your disguises? What did he do to 
you?” 
 “He did nothing to me,” rasped Lucius, in a 
temper, “the little school-teacher, was no match for 
me.” 
 “Well obviously he was,” chirped RosieRed, 
“seems like he really got under your skin. Was it 
because he discovered the whereabouts of the Crown 
Jewels?” 
 Lucius nearly fell from the castle; he almost 
dropped the detonator as he steadied himself and 
unconsciously flipped the switch back over the firing 
mechanism. The Jewels, he could not believe his ears. 
Did these children really know where the Crown Jewels 
were hidden? Who were they, did they dare trifle with 
him? 
 In a low, steady voice, he threatened them 
 “I shall not only blow this town sky high, I will 
track down your families and your friends and your 
friends families and I will turn them into the beasts you 
saw with me tonight ... after I have skinned them alive 
and toyed with them for a week or two? Do not play 
games with me.” 
 “By the spirit of Master Bryan MacMahon, 
himself, I swear, I would not do that, Sir,” said the 
newly arrived RayGunn, tired of delivering broadcasts 
from down below.  
 Lucius again reeled as if he had been struck a 
savage physical blow 



 

 “Stop saying that name,” he commanded, but of 
course this was the wrong sort of advice to give to 
RayGunn.  
 “You mean Bryan MacMahon, Sir, or would it 
be the spirit of Bryan MacMahon, Sir. See, Sir I make a 
habit out of swearing by him Sir or maybe John B., but 
more often than not it would be Bryan MacMahon, Sir.” 
 Lucius was cradling his head like a shell-
shocked soldier in a belfry, “Stop, stop, you little fool, 
stop your incessant blabber.” He had almost 
completely transformed and some of the people below 
and the attendants could see a horrific beast now, not 
a man. The remnants of the crowd were already being 
rounded up and if the children could keep it occupied 
there would be a chance of clearing it completely. 
SuperFly and SlinkySloth had finally had to kick the 
Garda to make her follow them, but they had 
convinced her to take a look at the wreath on the 
MacMahon statue and by now the emergency plans 
were being put into operation. Two or three policemen 
were also converging on the castle once it became 
clear there was much more afoot than a diabolical 
taste in drama. 
 There was a huge moon to the rear and as the 
tunic and the trousers split, Lucius became more of a 
classic demon of old than a Ringmaster, something 
they would be debating about for years in Listowel 
were they to survive. He had almost completely lost 
control and was fighting desperately to bring himself 
back from the brink. His eyes were red, his teeth 
jagged and he had grown to almost seven feet tall; his 
hands, curled claw-like, could barely hold the 
detonator. 
 JayDogg saw his chance and jumped at him, 
knocking the detonator out of his grip. It seemed to fall 
endlessly in slow motion to the ground below.  



 

 Lucius howled at the night sky and people 
quickened their pace below.  
 “You little fool,” he spat at JayDogg, grabbing 
him by the scruff of the neck, dangling him over the 
edge. “Follow it down then if you must.” 
 “No,” screamed RosieRed, “drop him and you 
will never get the Jewels. A trade ... give him back to 
us and we will give you the directions. None other 
exist. No copies. Give him back.” 
 Even after all this time, after all he had 
endured, the Jewels still had a hold on him. Lucius 
paused. He threw the boy back upon the ledge. “Give 
them to me and you can all go free.” 
 “The box, RayGunn,” RosieRed said, “give me 
the box.” 
 RayGunn stepped forward, opening the box as 
he did. He pulled out a couple of things but left the 
poem with the clues to the Jewels inside. “Here you go 
then, and be done with it,” he said.  
 Just as the beast closed his claw hand upon 
the box, RayGunn let it drop a little so he had to reach 
down even more, his eyes fixed on the prize offered to 
him. 
 “By the spirit of Bryan MacMahon, I curse you,” 
he roared and he drove the little pocket-knife into the 
leg of the beast, while at the same time thrusting up his 
other arm to shove the broken cross from the box into 
Lucius’ mouth as he screamed out in pain. It had been 
so long since Lucius had experienced any kind of pain 
that he was totally unprepared for it. He staggered 
back on the narrow ledge, wildly grasping for a hold, 
the box held stupidly to his chest with one clawed 
hand. Two policemen appeared behind him at that very 
moment and he half turned to meet them, totally losing 
his balance as he did so. The last thing he saw as he 
fell from the castle was the spirit of his old enemy, 



 

Bryan MacMahon, looking down at him, from his 
beloved Listowel sky. He disappeared into the 
darkness and was gone from their sight. All they heard 
was a sickening thud as the body hit the ground.  
 “No time to explain,” RosieRed said to the 
Gardaí. “There is a detonator down there and some 
more bad men with explosives on the loose to the rear 
of the castle. We will explain everything later.” 

Nonetheless, the Gardaí heaped RosieRed and 
JayDogg on their shoulders as they climbed quickly 
down behind RayGunn who was already scrambling 
down the scaffolding.  

RayGunn was first to him. Lucius had 
transformed once more to become almost human, a 
Ringmaster who had tragically fallen to his doom after 
a dangerous performance. He edged slowly up to him 
and pushed with all his might to turn him over. The 
Ringmaster was dead, broken, battered and bloodied 
on the hard pavement in front of the castle, the paper 
with the short poem, bloody in his hand. RayGunn was 
glad. He reached for the box and the Ringmasters 
eyes flashed open. He grinned, terribly, slowly 
slobbering the words out, “Damn MacMahon ... and the 
idiot pit.”  

The words made no sense. An idiot pit, what 
could that mean? But RayGunn realised he had 
somehow retrieved the detonator and had flipped open 
the switch. With his last breath Lucius pressed the 
firing button.  

A massive explosion rocked the Square.  
 

 
 
 
 



 

 
EPILOGUE 

 
TIMES PAST 

 
In the days that followed the story broke in Listowel 
and people began to realise just how lucky they had 
been. The gigantic explosion that had rocked the 
Square had apparently claimed the lives of the three 
German Circus clowns as their lorry was literally blown 
into the air and into the River Feale. Some of the 
ordnance was discovered in an old tunnel under the 
Square and the locals realised that if this had exploded 
there would have been a terrible loss of life. A second 
detonator for the explosives in the floral wreath had 
been found broken in the Ringmaster's pocket. The 
body of the Ringmaster had been taken to the local 
morgue to await a post mortem, but had strangely 
disappeared two nights later. People put it down to the 
‘queerness’ of circus folk, some of whom now claimed 
amnesia for the night of the drama itself. Apparently, 
the ten Black and Tans had been circus folk, 
hypnotised and forced to act out their parts; their return 
walk of shame to the circus, though the angry streets 
of Listowel, had been frightful and incomprehensible.  

A major investigation was launched and no 
stone left unturned, but those who might have 
answered questions were simply gone. The three kids 
at the centre of the whole affair were hailed as heroes 
for their help with the Gardaí, but few would ever know 
the full extent of their involvement, or indeed the whole 
story. As soon as it became clear the remainder of the 
Circus people were not involved and had in fact 
resented the Ringmaster and his clowns, the circus 



 

was allowed to pack up and leave for the continent. 
Circus folk, by nature, were not trusting of the forces of 
law and order and they had not been completely 
honest or forthcoming. One of the clowns had survived 
the explosion, though horribly disfigured, and made his 
way back to the circus. Now that the Ringmaster was 
gone they had no reason to endure him, for deep down 
they knew him for what he was. However, theirs was a 
society which gave refuge to outcasts and was 
incredibly protective of those within their ranks. They 
grudgingly bandaged him up as best they could, gave 
him an old truck two days later and bid him be on his 
way. He had not recovered, as much as he had 
regenerated, but he was no longer welcome. When the 
news of the disappearance of the Ringmasters body 
circulated, they knew they had made a mistake and 
that the clown was responsible, but that was a problem 
for the authorities. They had a circus to rebuild. 
Nothing was heard of either the clown or his master 
and it was assumed they had crossed to England and 
mainland Europe. Good riddance. 

Writers Week had never been so eventful, but 
in time honoured tradition they had played out the last 
few events (except for the circus shows which had 
been quickly cancelled) and it had wound up on 
schedule. People would be talking about this festival 
for a long time to come. 
 JayDogg, RosieRed and RayGunn, found 
themselves at the roadside monument at Gortagleanna 
the following Sunday. They had gone there with their 
families to lay wreaths at the Celtic Cross. Many from 
Listowel made that journey in the days that followed. 
The children felt it keener than most, having survived 
the events of the weekend.  
 But, there was another reason, one of the 
reasons they had become such firm friends in the first 



 

place, for all three were related in some fashion to the 
men who had died all those years ago. JayDogg and 
RosieRed were related directly to Walsh and Dalton 
and RayGunn, through marriage, to Lyons. It was if the 
men had triumphed once again through the actions of 
their descendants.  
 The children still worried about the Ringmaster 
for they did not believe his body was taken by the 
Circus folk; they did not believe him dead, though they 
prayed for it to be true. They would never shake the 
feeling that he was still out there and their dreams 
remained haunted by Othermen and clowns. 
 Some weeks later they found themselves at the 
site of Kilmorna House, a narrow road leading down to 
an open field above the River Feale, where not even 
the tree against which Vicars had died could be 
identified with any certainty. There were trees nearby, 
but the kids imagined the one they searched for would 
have been closer to the site of the original house and 
was now long gone.  
 The metal box had been returned to them, but it 
was empty. The note had been taken by the 
Ringmaster, but the words were known to them, etched 
into their memory like a prayer of old.  
 

Neither bank nor strong room, can hide the 
trinkets / but the moon and stars which pass 
on secrets / of oak and ash to be found / 
three paces west of the squires ground / 
neither Vicars loss nor Shackleton’s gain / 
but a hole unseen in a room once safe 

 
The poem suggested that the jewels had not been in 
the house on the night of the raid, or, if they were, that 
they had been taken by the IRA, or someone else, and 
may have been buried for recovery at a later date. The 



 

kids had spent hours reading about the case and the 
murder, looking at old maps and newspapers in 
Listowel Library. Eventually they stumbled on a clue 
which may have been overlooked by everyone for over 
one hundred years,  

While the last two lines of the poem suggested 
that neither Arthur Vicars, nor Francis Shackleton 
(brother of the explorer), had in fact anything to do with 
the heist, the ‘hole unseen,’ had them stumped. They 
had even searched the Census of 1911 for the area 
around Kilmorna House, Kilmeany, and found Vicars, 
but nothing else. A Google search had however 
brought them to the EPPI site – Enhanced 
Parliamentary Papers Ireland – which had government 
reports from the time, online. A copy of the 
investigation report into the theft of the jewels included 
Vicars statement, as he had refused to give evidence 
to the investigators. In that statement he named a 
servant of his who had brought one of the two keys to 
the safe to him from the writing desk in his home – the 
servants name was Pitt. A servant by the name of Pitt 
– a hole – not considered at the time – unseen – could 
it be? It also made sense in terms of the Ringmaster’s 
strange last words, “Damn MacMahon ... and that idiot 
pit.” Somehow, he must have made the connection, 
once he had seen the last line of the poem. 

They went back to the local papers and sure 
enough Pitt did come to work at Kilmorna House when 
Vicars took it over, for he had remained in the employ 
of the family, possibly to avert attention from himself. 
That is until a couple of weeks after the shooting. 
Vicars had been buried in England. It was reported that 
Pitt had quit the employment of the family, despite her 
ladyship's wish that he might remain, and was set to 
travel to the USA to begin afresh. It did not raise an 
eyebrow in light of what had happened.  



 

 Pitt had seized a chance opportunity, on 21 
June 1907, when he had called to fix a chair in Vicars 
office at the behest of the housekeeper at Vicars 
home. Vicars had been asleep in his chambers in 
Dublin Castle and Pitt simply used the key he had 
copied from the writing desk to unlock the safe and 
take the jewels. He had seen Vicars deposit the key in 
the desk on a few occasions and he understood it was 
one of two keys for the safe that Vicars had, but this 
one was rarely used. On one occasion in the Castle he 
had been present, though unseen, when Vicars 
showed the jewels to a visiting lady and her daughter 
and the plan consumed him from that time. When he 
arrived that day he had been let in by an unfamiliar 
sentry on temporary duty, who was slightly drunk and 
had not bothered to record his name, once he 
identified himself as the Ulster Herald’s man. Pitt found 
Vicars asleep and set upon fixing the chair, but as time 
wore on he could not resist the temptation and he went 
below to the safe room, unlocked it and removed the 
jewels. Still no one came to check on Vicars or the 
work, He closed the door over, not locking it but 
leaving the handle down to give it the appearance of 
being locked. Pitt quickly went back up stairs and hid 
the jewels in his workbag among his tools, then undid 
some of the work he had done, leaving the chair 
unfinished and he left by the back door, past the same 
sentry, to emerge back in the city centre. Unbelievably, 
they did not come for him that night, or the next day. 
They never came!  

He had remained in the employ of his Master 
and even fixed the chair a week later, for he told the 
housekeeper he had not made it and Vicars had no 
reason to even know he was there that day. It was 
hard at first to keep the jewels and not disappear to 
America or some exotic destination. Pitt worked away, 



 

not drawing attention to himself or what he had done, 
though from time to time he locked his door just to 
stare at the beautiful gemstones. The war in Europe 
had thrown the whole world into chaos and he had 
thought it safer to remain in Kerry than go to the UK or 
mainland Europe. But, by the time the IRA war had 
erupted he had enough. He collaborated with both the 
IRA and the Black and Tans and had suggested to 
both that Vicars held the jewels in the house in the 
strongroom, when all the time they were buried in the 
garden. He never imagined that either side would harm 
the old man, but he was killed by the IRA, at a tree 
which ironically grew just feet from where the jewels, 
that had caused him so much pain, were hidden 
beneath the earth. With Vicars gone and the war and 
reprisals escalating, Pitt feared for his life and decided 
to leave the country. He planned to sell the jewels 
abroad and live the rest of his days in luxury.  

There is a belief in some circles that in every 
great criminal act there is a need, a craving, for 
recognition. Maybe it was for this reason, or through 
feelings of guilt over the death of Vicars, that he had 
composed a poem and nailed it to the tree where 
Vicars had died, hinting at his daring deed. It was as if 
he owed it to the old gentleman he had served for so 
long. A couple of weeks later, Con Dee had found this 
poem and consigned it to his little box of treasures. 
 Pitt had booked a private cabin on board a 
steamer to Europe which he left only to take his meals 
and a night time walk on deck. He never expected to 
be discovered and he was genuinely distraught to be 
confronted by the Black and Tan officer in the dead of 
night as he gazed out into the blackness. As he hit the 
water he cursed his luck and his greed, for he might 
somehow have survived in the water for a time, being a 
strong swimmer in his youth. The very jewels he 



 

believed would set him free, pulled him under. 
Obsessed with keeping them safe he had sewn them 
into the lining of his trouser waistband and the lining of 
the jacket he always wore beneath his overcoat. The 
added weight and awkwardness of the hidden jewels 
made escape impossible and Pitt slipped beneath the 
waves with his secret intact.  
 Without knowing it, Lucius had disposed of the 
jewels which had obsessed him and would continue to 
obsess him for decades to come when he had thrown 
the man servant overboard. He had watched him for 
days, as they sailed for Southampton and a short lay-
over, before heading out to sea to Cherbourg and 
beyond. Lucius had taken his cabin key, papers and 
money at gun point, before heaving him over the rails 
with a cry of man overboard. Being of similar build, he 
assumed the identity of the dead man, leaving his own 
papers, luggage and uniform below decks, for the crew 
to find once they scoured the ship to figure out who 
was missing. Within hours they had telegraphed shore 
to say a Police Officer, Lucius Severin, apparently 
travelling under an assumed name, had been tragically 
lost at sea. It was perfect, or so he thought, never for 
an instant believing he had been instrumental in the 
loss of the Irish Crown Jewels forever.  
 

*  *  * 
 

The children stood at the site of Kilmorna House, 
where an honourable man had died not knowing what 
had happened to the Jewels that had been in his care. 
They said a little prayer, as they had at Gortagleanna, 
for if they had learned anything from the events of 
recent times, it was that life was short and fragile and 
old hatreds served little purpose. It was a time for 
commemoration, not re-visitation. It was all a part of 



 

their history, but history nonetheless, to be 
remembered, never to be forgotten, but not relived; 
commemorated in a country where, for far too long, the 
past had haunted living generations. But now it was a 
country of new generations, who appreciated the 
advantage of understanding the past in the hope of 
building a better future. The weekend’s events made 
this seem even more important, as people came to 
terms with how this fiend had engineered the event, 
through trickery and fear, to re-ignite old hatreds which 
had no place in this beautiful town. If nothing else 
came of it, the events that had unfolded strengthened 
their resolve to make the festival they believed in, even 
stronger; a festival where words moved mountains and 
changed people’s lives. The writer’s it seemed had 
taken their revenge on the evil that had sought to 
destroy them. Within days, plans were being laid for 
the following year, though few people at the meeting 
seemed interested in a circus act. Certainly, JayDogg, 
RosieRed and RayGunn had gone off clowns for good!                                                

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

THE VALLEY OF KNOCKANURE 
(Co. Kerry) 
 
In memory of Jeremiah Lyons, Patrick Dalton and Patrick Walsh, murdered 
by Crown Forces 
at Gortagleanna, Co. Kerry on 12th May, 1921. 

You may sing and speak about Easter Week or the heroes of Ninety-Eight, 
Of the Fenian men who roamed the glen in victory or defeat, 
Their names are placed on history’s page, their memory will endure, 
Not a song is sung for our darling sons in the Valley of Knockanure. 

Our hero boys they were bold and true, no counsel would they take, 
They rambled to a lonely spot where the Black and Tans did wait, 
The Republic bold they did uphold though outlawed on the moor, 
And side by side they bravely died in the Valley of Knockanure. 

There was Walsh and Lyons and Dalton, boys, they were young and in their 
pride, 
In every house in every town they were always side by side, 
The Republic bold they did uphold though outlawed on the moor, 
And side by side they bravely died in the Valley of Knockanure. 

In Gortagleanna’s lovely glen, three gallant men took shade, 
While in young wheat, full, soft and sweet the summer breezes played, 
But ’twas not long till Lyons came on, saying “Time’s not mine nor your”, 
But alas ’twas late and they met their fate in the Valley of Knockanure. 

They took them then beside a fence to where the furze did bloom, 
Like brothers so they faced the foe for to meet their dreadful doom, 
When Dalton spoke his voice it broke with a passion proud and pure, 
“For our land we die as we face the sky in the Valley of Knockanure.” 

‘Twas on a neighbouring hillside we listened in calm dismay, 
In every house in every town a maiden knelt to pray, 
They’re closing in around them now with rifle fire so sure, 
And Dalton’s dead and Lyons is down in the Valley of Knockanure. 

But ere the guns could seal his fate Con Dee had broken through, 
With a prayer to God he spurned the sod and against the hill he flew, 



 

The bullets tore his flesh in two, yet he cried with passion pure, 
“For my comrades’ death, revenge I’ll get, in the Valley of Knockanure.” 

There they lay on the hillside clay for the love of Ireland’s cause, 
Where the cowardly clan of the Black and Tan had showed them England’s 
laws, 
No more they’ll feel the soft winds steal o’er uplands fair and sure, 
For side by side our heroes died in the Valley of Knockanure. 

I met with Dalton’s mother and she to me did say, 
“May God have mercy on his soul who fell in the glen today, 
Could I but kiss his cold, cold lips, my aching heart ‘twould cure, 
And I’d gladly lay him down to rest in the Valley of Knockanure.” 

The golden sun is setting now behind the Feale and Lee, 
The pale, pale moon is rising far out beyond Tralee, 
The dismal stars and clouds afar are darkened o’er the moor, 
And the banshee cried where our heroes died in the Valley of Knockanure. 

Oh, Walsh and Lyons and Dalton brave, although your hearts are clay, 
Yet in your stead we have true men yet to guard the gap today, 
While grass is found on Ireland’s ground your memory will endure, 
So God guard and keep the place you sleep and the Valley of Knockanure. 

Bryan MacMahon 

Thank you to Owen MacMahon and the MacMahon 
family for their permission to use the poem, The Valley 
of Knockanure. 
 
 
This version is taken from an interesting article on the 
provenance of the poem by Gabriel Fitzmaurice on 
www.moyvane.com. Thank you to Gabriel for 
permission to use it and Alan Groarke for his help.  
 
http://www.moyvane.com/people/gabriel-fitzmaurice/where-history-
meets-poetry-the-valley-of-knockanure 
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