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PREFACE

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? ― 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 Gwen Bond in
Roscommon gave it a chance. I drove down on the morning
of 21 March 2013, visited four classes in the Abbey
National School and then straight to Castleplunkett National
School in the afternoon. It was a whirlwind tour, but the
kids, teachers and principals were amazing; Gwen Bond
was fantastic in her support. Eventually I started writing in
May of 2013 only finishing the final draft in March 2014. I
hope the kids and everyone at the Festival enjoys our
efforts.
Mario Corrigan, 2014
Our thanks to all at the Roscommon SiarScéal Festival,
particularly, Gwen Bond and Co. Librarian R. Farrell; Mary
Kelly, Teresa Hand-Campbell and the children and staff of
the two inspirational National Schools; David Butler for his
wonderful artwork; the staff of Kildare Library & Arts
Services. Special thanks to Gwen, James Durney, Mary
Kelly and Rachel Flanagan who read the manuscript,
corrected errors etc.
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INTRODUCTION

On behalf of Roscommon County Council Libraries, Arts,
Culture and Heritage, I would like to welcome the
production of this, 'The Battle for Coman’s Wood,' by author
Mario Corrigan and illustrator David Butler. We are
delighted to be in a position to support the publication of
this children’s book, based in County Roscommon, as part
of the SiarScéal Festival. It is a mythological, historical,
fast-paced adventure, inspired by students in both
Castleplunkett and Abbey NS; a must read for pre-teens
and adults alike.
This particular festival was established to create a space
where each community living in and around the region can
celebrate their townland and environs though the mediums
of poetry, art, music, exhibitions, readings, photography,
recitals and social history.
The festival began in 2007 as a means of promoting the
initiative of the “poetry in libraries” scheme. Indeed this
programme was, and still is, an important development for
the Public Library to be involved in, as it goes to the heart of
one of the primary functions.
The Library Service as a social, cultural and community
venue for a variety of activities is not to be underestimated
in terms of its influence and the impact that it can have on
people’s lives. From children finding their voice by engaging
in creative writing, designing bookmarks and storytelling, to
book clubs, author visits and readings, the prize-winner in
the poetry competition reciting their work surrounded by the
literature of the worlds cultures and civilization or the author
utilising facilities for book launches, the public library
provides a key role in providing the environment and
opportunities for such public activities and encouraging,
fostering and promoting reading and personal learning.
In a research project a few years ago by the Library
Council and the Arts Council, a survey of artists indicated
their dependence on libraries, particularly public libraries.
The research found that the public library acts as a source
of information and inspiration, a key agent in developing the
viii

audience and an important venue for arts events and
activities. In the publication The University of the People:
Celebrating Ireland's Public Libraries, broadcast as the
Thomas Davis Lectures in 2002, many well known authors
acknowledged this very real impact and how many a bright
poetic career was launched through the use of libraries, or
as one contributor put it, the visit to the public library was
“the spark that lit their creative ambitions.”
To paraphrase Declan Kiberd, 'I think the ancient Irish
love of the word, which is just as strong as ever, is based
on the conviction that that there is a link between a word
and an action and that there is a link between the vibrancy
of artistic debate and the psychic health of a society.' While
our services have embraced a range of new and necessary
developments and technologies, the written and spoken
word will always be a central part of our concerns. To that
end our calendar of events for each year includes a range
of activities, which reflect the promotion of reading and
literature interests.
I want to congratulate all those involved in this
publication and to all those who have been part of the
SiarScéal programme down through the years to date. It is
important, I feel, to acknowledge the contribution of the
original SiarScéal facilitators during our inaugural festival at
King House Boyle seven years ago. So to poets Mary
Turley McGrath, Mary Melvin Geoghegan, Mary Guckian,
Geraldine Corr, and artist Claire Attenbury in collaboration
with local writers and artists we extend our thanks.
The fact that the festival has grown and prospered over
the years is attributed to the dedication, passion and
organisational ability of founder Gwen McNamara and I
would like to extend a very special note of thanks to her.
We hope that this publication and the 2014 Festival
programme continue to provide inspiration to all.
Richie Farrell
County Librarian
Roscommon County Council
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FOREWORD

I am happy to add to our Literary publications ‘The Battle for
Coman’s Wood’, a rip- roaring tale of mythical proportions
steeped in history and culture, celebrating Roscommon in a
renewed light through the awakening of ancient Kings,
Queen Medbh, and other mystical creatures best left alone,
now evoked, alive and dangerous, where an American
father and his two children home for the ‘Gathering’ in
Castleplunkett, have to fight the demons for their survival.
My thanks to author Mario Corrigan and the students from
Castleplunkett NS and Abbey NS for their inspiration behind
this tale.
I now wish to introduce SiarScéal Festival and
Productions which I founded in 2007 in conjunction with
Roscommon Library Services. This community based
project won the 2010 prestigious Overall Shannonside Arts
& Entertainment Award. SiarScéal Festival and themed
productions collectively networks the talent already
available in the county, turns this into productions and
features annually, creating new themed productions,
gleaning the history and culture of the region.
Our flagship project includes exclusive poetry recitals to
instruments such as the harp, classical guitar and traditional
music, which to date has produced CD’s, and published two
booklets, SiarScéal Festival Collection (2008), Home Place
In Translation (2010), and one collection, Roscommon in
Reflection’ Anthology (2012).
Highlights of the festival: ‘The National Hanna Greally
Literary Awards', the annual themed poetry to art exhibition
and the exclusive choral poetry recital, and The Ger Hanily
Memorial Cup. SiarScéal creates a space where each
community living in and around the region can celebrate
their townland and environs through the medium of poetry,
art, photography and social history, forming a collective for
participating in the SiarScéal festival themed exhibitions
and productions.
This means that a true fusion of all art forms is the final
output for a community who have researched, and, through
x

poetic format and stories, identified historical and cultural
landmarks in their area. They have written also their
personal journeys which, when fused with participating
artists, become a living testimony, celebration and
representation of their lives and history now based in
Roscommon Library.
Our acknowledgement and thanks to our patron, Richie
Farrell, County Librarian, Roscommon County Council
Library Services, and this year’s sponsors: AIB
Roscommon, The Abbey Hotel, & Gleeson’s Town House
and Restaurant, The Manuscript Publisher, Dunnes Stores,
Devine Claims Consultants, Lidl, Pascal Fitzmaurice-Market
Fresh and indeed all the sponsors who have funded
SiarScéal up to this present day.
Our website is: www.siarsceal.com
Gwen McNamara Bond
SiarScéal Founder.
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THE BATTLE FOR COMAN'S WOOD

PROLOGUE
There have been rumblings of late at the Cave and there
can be no doubt, but that the Morrigan is again on the
prowl. Medbh, herself is howling at us all from beneath the
thin crust of earth that separates our world from the
Otherworld.
***
They had not seen the lone figure upon the Hill of
Knocknarea, blood-red eyes burning fiercely in the night
sky. He watched the Queen and her bird beast as they
played hide and seek amongst the landscape with the
spirits from Rathcroghan who came in search of them. He
winced when he noticed the bulls, for he remembered they
brought nothing but pain as men had been laid waste on
the whim of a King and Queen.
'Those damn bulls,' he thought. He would end this.
Indeed he had waited some two thousand years for
revenge and he would have it this night. Neither spirit, nor
man ... nor woman, would get in his way.
Many had tried and he had sent them to their doom. The
woman and the bird hag would die in this world and never
return to their own, or they would return with his mark upon
them, never to trouble this world of men again. He alone
knew they did not belong in this world, none of them did.
Theirs was a time of gods and heroes and there were few
of either to be found in this modern world of mortals.
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CHAPTER ONE
THE TRUTH IS IN THE TELLIN’
The old man lifted his pipe to his dry lips and smacked them
off the end as he puffed and pulled and filled the room with
smoke. The fireplace was massive; the once blazing fire
had died down to the embers and the tall lamp in the far
corner of the room, covered with an enormous shade, cast
soft shadows as the evening closed.
It was that time ... a time for tales of heroes and
adventures. The boy loved how his Grandad could tell a
story; stories and myths of High Kings, sinister Queens and
magical kingdoms, where warriors, beasts and danger
abounded! And, as his Grandad began yet another yarn, he
mouthed the words with him '... now lad … listen close ... for
the truth is in the tellin’.'
Today was a special day, for tomorrow he would be on
his way to that magical place ... the auld sod ... the Emerald
Isle ... Ireland ... Home. It was not his home, but the home
of his ancestors ... and home to all those ancient tales and
legendary figures he had been introduced to by his
Grandad. It was the Year of The Gathering, in Ireland, and
his Dad felt compelled to visit; he had announced this one
night, utterly without warning, to the delight of his children.
The boy's father, Rory O'Conor, had been there before,
though he never talked about it with his family. The
Gathering felt right to him. He was drawn to it and he would
bring his son and daughter, his wife having passed away
the year before. It was time and it felt necessary. They all
needed the break and a holiday might help them heal a little
from the enormous loss they all still felt.
When they departed Boston, it was late in the evening,
but it was early morning when they arrived in Ireland and
the country was still sleeping. As they touched down, the
thud and ever-so-little bump excited Rory's heart in a way
1
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he would never have believed possible ... it truly was as if
they had come home!
The kids were mute with excitement and tiredness, but
stuck close to their Dad as he made his way to the car hire
section. They ran their eyes over everything, taking it all in,
deliciously, as if it would disappear in an instant. Their first
international flight and another country, it was an adventure
no matter what way you looked at it, and right now it looked
great. As the deal for the car was concluded and the
paperwork signed, the computer clicked one last time and
the keys were handed over with a touristy rhyme,
"Have a nice day and enjoy your first trip to Ireland."
"My ancestors came from here, it's our homecoming,"
the boy blurted out before he realised he was speaking.
"Welcome home then and Céad Míle Fáilte, little man,
which means, A Hundred Thousand Welcomes," said the
man behind the desk, smiling and reaching down as adults
did sometimes to ruffle his hair.
They bundled their belongings into the car, which was a
little on the small side, but comfortable. Almost as soon as
they began to move his sister fell asleep, but not he ... Jerry
was way too tired and too wired to sleep. As his Dad
wrestled with the controls, the stick shift, clutch and even
the radio, he soaked up the landscape of this strange new
world. It was indeed familiar, but alien, most unlike their
home in Boston. He had been to Vermont before and out in
the countryside, but this was different, as if the buildings
and built up areas were temporary intruders on the original
landscape. It was beautiful to him, even when they drove
through the countryside, with endless walls that seemed to
be unfinished or falling down ― a desolate and poor
countryside that was blissfully peaceful, calm and beautiful.
The day itself had broken grey, overcast and
threatening rain, yet it was gorgeous. His Dad had muttered
something about the scenic route and breaking the back of
it, but otherwise had been remarkably quiet. And yet he
seemed happier now in this small alien car on tiny unknown
back roads than he had been since ... well, since that day!
2
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The thought of his father being happy, filled the boy with
joy. As they began their road trip, he realised that he was
also happy that they had come. He began to suspect that
their Dad was right. This 'Gathering' thing was, probably,
just what they needed.
They were about one hour on the road, without serious
incident, when their Dad pulled into a small service station
with rather a lot of vehicles parked outside.
"No matter where you go in this world, son, when you
are on the road and hungry, look for the place where the
truckers go," he shared. "Wake your sister."
No doubt, there were lower temperatures recorded in
Boston during winter, but a groggy girl and wide-eyed boy
nearly froze to death as they exited the car outside the
service station. In a flash, they were at their Dad’s side as
he pushed through the door into an almost packed diner.
They found a booth, while their Dad went to the counter and
chatted with the woman behind, returning with cutlery and
napkins.
"A treat," he said, "you are both in for a treat."
Almost immediately the lady arrived with some bread in
a basket, three glasses of orange juice and a coffee for
their Dad. It was delicious, and they understood what their
Dad meant. Everything in Ireland tasted different ...
different, but good.
When the rest of the food came they almost had a
coronary. Their Dad was presented with a plate of food that
looked like it could feed half the diner ― a traditional Irish
breakfast apparently, while they were presented with
smaller plates with three huge sausages and two slices of
what was described as bacon. It looked like it could have
come straight off a large pig. Bacon at home was neatly
served in salty strips, crispy, bright with a red/orange hue.
This looked positively pink, not raw exactly, but suspiciously
undercooked looking. After some pleading and bargaining
they were both attempting to come to terms with the food
before them, slowly working their way through the sausages
towards the ‘bacon’.
3
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His Dad appeared to have recovered his sense of
humour and his appetite of old. He had great fun explaining
what the circular shapes on his plate were and what they
consisted of. ‘Black and white pudding,' well it was not like
any other pudding they had ever seen and they, politely, but
firmly, refused to taste the bloodied offerings shoved in their
direction on the end of their Dad’s fork. He just laughed and
returned to the job in hand.
When the food was finished the kids were quickly run
through the wash rooms and back to the car, Rory leaving
payment and a tip on the table, determined to get back on
the road quickly. They remained strangely quiet for the rest
of their journey northwards, their Dad concentrating on
driving, his sister drifting in and out of sleep and he,
immersed in the marvellous sights of the countryside.
Finally, they arrived at The Abbey Hotel, off the Galway
Road, in Roscommon Town, O’Conor country ... they were
home.

4
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CHAPTER TWO
FAITHFUL DEPARTED
His Grandad had often told him the story of how his
ancestors had come to America, but he delighted in the
one-on-one time and the way the story continually changed,
with details added, or taken away. Despite these small
variations it had all the hallmarks of a number one bestselling thriller. He loved his Grandad for telling him, for
sharing and passing on these tales and traditions and for
the way he told them and the way his eyes glowed and his
heart sang. It was the stuff of legends and it usually started
with the flight from Ireland.
Felim O’Conor scrambled up the makeshift gangplank to
the deck of the Bountiful. He was starving, exhausted and
cold, but he was alive and he gave thanks for it as soon as
he hit the deck. Dropping to his knees, he uttered a short
prayer, finishing just as rough hands drew him up and cast
him to the side.
“No church here, me boy,” growled the huge hulk of a
man that stood before him. “Nor no God here neither, I think
be times,” and he turned to clear the way through the other
passengers that boarded behind Felim.
It was April 1847 and the Bountiful was bound for
America, or 'Ameri-kay' as they whispered it on the
quayside, with all the hope and passion as if it were heaven
itself. The ship was soon crowded, even overcrowded a
little, with men, women and children, desperately seeking a
new life, indeed for many, life itself, as they fled the Famine
and the diseased husk of their homeland.
For Felim, it was not just the hunger that drove him from
his lands, but the price that was on his head. He had been
smuggled out of Roscommon just six days previously to be
hidden amongst the wretches on the back streets of Dublin.
Feilm O’Conor would never forget a moment of that journey
6
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as long as he lived, nor the deed that drove him out of his
own country.
At home in Roscommon, on the land near Donamon
Castle, he had seen the horror of famine up close. Corpses
piled high by the roadside as the gravediggers made a
living from the dead. To begin, they had buried them singly,
but soon they were re-using one coffin; the hinged bottom
flew open and dropped the body, all shrouded in white, on
top of another already deposited below. By the time Felim
had left, they had forgotten about coffins and wrapped the
dead as quickly as they could in anything they could find, or
simply threw them as they were, into the waiting hole
prepared for many rather than for one. Those condemned
to the earth were quickly splattered with quicklime, a small
concession from the Workhouse Guardians and the
landlords towards the prevention and control of disease.
The smell still lingered in his nostrils and on the scraps of
clothes upon his back. Felim had helped bury his friends
and neighbours and finally his own family ― his younger
brothers and sisters from his father’s second marriage ―
little Rory Óg, who was just five years old and Katie, who
was eight, and Molly, who was just two ― God it was
heartbreaking work, to bury your love.
And then it was their mother's turn, his Dad’s second
wife, Mary Anne Connolly, a good woman who had little or
no wealth, or great fortune, but who had a heart as big as
the world and who had treated him well. His own birth
mother had died when his brother, Patrick, had been born
some twelve years before, and yet Felim had come to love
this ‘other’ woman almost as much.
Then Patrick too contracted typhus and died in agony,
passing it to his father. Even though he knew the danger,
he had refused to let his son die unattended; he had
hugged and kissed him till the end, somewhat content to
have comforted the boy. And sure what man could have
watched his young son die and do nothing? He himself
passed a few hours later.
7
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The 'Peelers' (The Royal Irish Constabulary ― the
police) had forced Felim and two of the other boys to help
clear the houses of the diseased as they burned all before
them. These were not the regular constables who, for all
their bluster and love of the King, had by now been reduced
to men of heart and honour as they witnessed the death
and destruction all around them. For though they were not
from the county they had served amongst its people and
had known them and sympathised with them.
No, these new men, who used boys to scavenge for
what little valuables and trinkets they could possibly find
amongst the poorest of the poor, had been drafted in, not to
help out, but to keep order. These unearthly men had no
pride or honour; they were loyal only to themselves and
cared nothing for the dying population of their own
countrymen and women. They had sent the boys to search
among the dead and dying, beating them with their batons
and boots, till they had opened wounds that became
infected and festered. And now they were to be held
responsible. Their greed and brutality had killed the boy,
and the old man, and other families' sons and loved ones.
They were responsible.
When they had come for the bodies, Felim refused them
― he had lifted the bodies of his brother, his sweet,
innocent brother, and his father, both merely shadows, onto
his shoulders and turned his back on order and society. He
walked into the forest of Donamon where none would
follow. Few cared. There were far too many to bury and
more important things to do as human scarecrows
struggled to survive.
But the Peelers who had killed the boy, they cared, and
they came looking, to serve a lesson and to protect
themselves from allegation and harm. They found Felim,
back on his own land, in the dark of night, burying the dead
in their own ground. It was barely a hundred yards from the
road, in sight of the house by the old hawthorn tree and the
standing stones. The Peelers watched and waited, drinking
whiskey to keep out the cold, while Felim clawed the earth
8
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and prepared the grave. It would be his own grave for they
would not bring him before any magistrate or judge, they
were the law and their sentence was death. Silently they
watched him dig. When the grave was deep, although it
seemed a little too deep to them, but all-the-better for their
purposes, they rose as one from the ditch behind the
house.
“It is illegal, to bury the dead, on your own land,” said the
leader of the three, the Sergeant, a large Corkman, who
stood a cut above the rest.
Felim did not answer, but continued with his task and
lifted his brother and father, now shrouded in the remains of
the blankets from the house. He was a little annoyed that
they disturbed him so. They had moved before he had laid
the bodies in the grave, they had moved too soon. For
Felim had been aware of them from the time they had
turned from the main road. He had been expecting them. It
was the reason he had returned to this place instead of
bringing the bodies to the home of his ancestors where
none would have found, or disturbed him.
“I said it is illegal ..,” blurted out the Corkman, angry that
he had been ignored.
“I heard,” said Felim, as he laid the bodies in the grave
and stepped back from the edge, his voice calm and
forceful, delivered quickly, not giving the Sergeant a chance
to finish.
It was enough to stop the constables in their tracks.
Something was not quite right. Then again, they were so
used to getting what they wanted that they had expected
nothing short of tears and a cry for mercy. Instinctively they
spread out and circled their prey.
“You are in contravention of the King’s law, and you …"
“You killed my brother,” interrupted Felim, again.
“But they ... you ... we ...,” this was not going according
to plan and the constables were momentarily rattled, the
drink not helping.
“You killed my brother and you have killed the sons and
brothers and relatives of many good families in
9
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Roscommon; families who are at their lowest, struggling to
survive this scourge that has been visited upon us. You call
yourselves Irishmen? You say you serve the King? No
King, no good and loving King, would instruct such men to
mind his laws and keep justice for his people. You must
pay.”
Felim spoke as if he were king himself. His words were
delivered as if they themselves were commandments from
a higher power.
The two constables and the Sergeant had, unknown to
themselves, actually taken a step back. They now looked at
each other and for a moment it seemed like they might
simply return to the town and the barracks where they had
come from. But the Sergeant was not a man to run from a
fight. Not all bad men were cowards. He drew his baton and
the constables followed suit.
“Enough of this,” he bellowed. "You have broken the law
and it is our duty to arrest you.”
“You have no intention of arresting me or bringing me
before a judge. You are here to kill me and be done with it.
The blood on your hands is not something you would risk
being discovered and you would deny me a chance to set
things straight. You must kill me.”
Felim seemed to grow in stature and in confidence with
each word, if that was possible. He stood and stared at the
three policemen.
“Come, I am ready. It is time.”
The policemen looked again at each other. What mad
man’s words were these? Who was this Felim O’Conor who
stood up to them so? They had learned his name of course
and that he was the eldest son of a family whose bloodline
may have run back to the very dawn of time. But here he
stood a half-starved beggar farmer. How dare he?
“You bid us kill you, then we will oblige,” roared the
sergeant as he stepped forward
“I bid nothing from you, at all,” replied Felim, without
budging an inch. “I speak to my kin, my family, my blood,
and to those who would listen and have lost like me.”
10

The Battle for Coman's Wood

“Oh, you are mad,” the Sergeant shouted at him, spittle
flying from his mouth, “but I have news for you my friend.
Even mad men die. Enough I say. I have had enough of this
Roscommon chatter and this Roscommon cold. I will be
merciful and make it quick. God knows the boy took long
enough to die.”
Felim lunged forward and caught the Sergeant by the
throat, running him through with an ancient Irish sword that
had been hidden from view next to the hawthorn bush in the
dark. He held him now as he fell on top of him, the life
draining from him.
“You dare speak of my brother so. You do not deserve to
live and walk the land which these men toiled over: a curse
on you and yours for all eternity. There is justice this night.”
And so Felim O’Conor joined his ancestors as a
dispenser of justice and leader of men. The two constables
had no time to move, they were frozen in position. They
realised as soon as Felim had moved that they were in fact
surrounded. When Felim had asked them to come, he was
not speaking to the policemen that stood before him, but to
the men who now came from the dark; from the hedges and
the fields, from the land, and from time itself. They came, as
they always would, because they were bound by loyalty and
duty to the O’Conor clan, but, on this occasion, they also
came for simpler reasons, for revenge and for justice.
The Sergeant, a big man, had fallen towards the grave.
Felim carefully, reverently, lifted the bodies of his father and
brother from the earth and he and some of the men who
had come, dragged the body of the sergeant into the grave.
There was no court held that night, no pleas of innocence,
or evidence presented. Everyone there knew the facts and
the consequences. The constables had bags placed over
their heads, hands and legs bound. Each man present
passed the policeman’s baton as they individually
administered a crushing blow and the bodies were thrown
into the open grave below. And so each took responsibility
for the act and each took satisfaction from the justice meted
out to those who had wronged them. Nobody checked for
11
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signs of life. Quicklime was thrown into the grave and the
bodies covered. When the last sod was beaten down, the
men covered the mound with stones, just another cairn of
stones in an already rocky landscape.
Not one word was spoken. The men shook hands and
departed. Felim and two close cousins took the bodies of
his father and brother to Castleplunkett. They buried them
in the old graveyard, at Toberelva, near the old church ruin
and close to the Holy Well. None but their own, would know
of their connection to the place. The landlords, the
Plunketts, whose parish church was St. Paul’s, of
Rathmoyle, buried their own dead there, but they would
respect a local burial during these times without question.
Two young local women and a priest attended.
Later the men shook hands and departed in sight of
Milltown House. Here, years before, during the great
Rebellion of 1798, Mr. Denis O’Conor had supped the
yeomen until they were drunk, to save the United Irishmen
who were hidden at that time in his corn after the Battle of
Ballinamuck; he convinced the yeomen that the rebels had
long since departed the area. One of the rebels was Felim’s
grandfather, also Felim, who had been born in the area in
1777.
The policemen had been mistaken. There were traditions
here. There was a history, which was unknown and
unspoken of by newcomers that ran deep amongst those
still connected to the place by blood and sweat. It was a
place where you ignored those traditions and connections
at your peril. And the O’Conors could claim a connection
more than most.
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CHAPTER THREE
DUBLIN AND AMERICA
A plan had been quickly put together and one of the young
women from the graveyard accompanied Felim to Dublin as
his wife, to cast suspicion from his shoulders. In truth, no
one looked for him amid the constant stream of dying
beggars who lined the fields and roads. The disappearance
of the three policemen had raised questions, and he was
suspected, for they had blabbed how they would make an
example of him. A price was attached to his head and if
caught he would have been in grave danger, but it made
little sense to look for ghosts in the land of the dead. The
Magistrates had more to occupy them than waste time
gathering proof, based on rumours and drunken tales,
against an impoverished wretch who himself had
disappeared and was most likely dead of typhus or
starvation. But there was no question of ever returning.
Death and disease followed them as they sought refuge
in the workhouses along the way for the rest of the
population barred their doors. Felim and his ‘wife’ Bridget,
or 'Biddy', as she liked to be called, made their way as best
they could, for to them at least the threat of the gallows was
real and they lived their days in the shadows.
Bridget Earley had lived at Castleplunkett all her life with
her mother and two older sisters. She chatted and the time
passed. He peeked at her when she was not looking and he
found he liked the look of her, for she was young and pretty.
By the time they had reached the ancient hill of Tara, he
had fallen in love with her spirit and her bravery.
Biddy never mentioned that she had been asked to risk
her life for this stranger; she was an amazing young
woman. When the Peelers, or the troops, were near she put
her arm through his and snuggled into him as if they were
newlyweds and the world was theirs and was full of life and
hope, not death and dying. Nobody cast a second glance.
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Except for one small jaunt on the back of a cart they had
been forced to walk the whole way and by the time they
reached the great city they were exhausted.
In Dublin, they met with ‘friends’ in the church in
Werburgh Street, where the great Irish Patriot, Lord Edward
Fitzgerald, had been laid to rest; a place where rebels and
patriots would gather forever. They provided them with a
place to stay for a couple of days while passage was
arranged to get Felim out of the country.
Strangely, he was now overwhelmed with loss, not for
his dead family or his home, but for this young woman who
had shared her life with him on this journey. He left her
alone at the lodging house on the first day they got there,
for he could not bear to spend more time with her if they
were to part so soon. He returned late, hoping she would be
asleep, but she was waiting. Biddy crossed the room to
where he stood with his eyes to the floor, for he could not
face her. She lifted his chin with her small white hand,
looked deep into his eyes, kissing him gently and said,
“Felim O’Conor, you are never to leave me like that again.”
And so it was that Biddy Earley and Felim O’Conor,
boarded the Bountiful as she set sail for America leaving
famine and Ireland behind them. They were married aboard
ship while many around them died and were disposed of
beneath the waves. Bountiful indeed she was, for like other
coffin ships, many among her cargo struggled to make the
journey to the new land. But the two O'Conor refugees did
arrive and their son, Rory, was born the following year, on
Cross Street, in the Five Points.
The boy loved that story, it was one of honour and pride
and justice. Some years ago their own father had
discovered that Felim and Biddy had not actually set sail
from Dublin, but Liverpool, though it didn’t really matter
about the details, for, the truth was in the tellin'.

14

The Battle for Coman's Wood

CHAPTER FOUR
THE FAMILY TREE: PART ONE
Grandad sort of glossed over the remainder of the family's
history, not because it was not important to him, but
because he loved telling the stories that his Grandad had
told him about His Grandad who had come from Ireland. It
was as if their lives in America was not as memorable and
could not compete. Not so! There were stories of the type
which have fascinated all young boys for eternity.
Felim and Biddy were luckier than most. They were both
literate to a degree, unlike the majority of poor immigrants
who flocked to the new land of opportunity. The couple
found work and created a good home for their children,
moving from ‘the Points' to Boston and a better life.
Though he was then in his forties, Felim enlisted in the
Irish Brigade during the Civil War and won a commission at
the battle of Fredericksburg. He had joined because he
loved his adopted country and because his wife needed him
to keep their son Rory safe. Rory was strong and quiet like
his Dad, but had joined without question at the outbreak of
the war. Though he was never far from his father’s sight, he
proved to be a brave, clever and competent soldier and was
also promoted for his exploits on the battlefield.
When the Civil War ended Felim returned home to a
respectful, peaceful life in Boston, but Rory remained in the
service. He was posted west with other veterans under the
famous General George Armstrong Custer. Though he was
by birth 100% Yankee, he always thought of himself as Irish
and he found favour in the 7th Cavalry under Myles Keogh.
He lived with his young wife on the post and altogether it
was a good existence. On that fateful day, in June 1876, at
the Little Big Horn, he had been part of the baggage train
and, though he had been involved in a hell of a fight for
almost two full days, he escaped, like most of the
detachment, with his life.
15

The Battle for Coman's Wood

When he realised the extent of what had happened to
the rest of the men under Custer he felt sick and lost. There
was no longer a feeling of relief that he had survived, but a
feeling of guilt that he had not fallen. He finished his period
of enlistment, and received an honourable discharge. Felim,
his son, was born the following year, in 1877.
Rory worked as a Sheriff’s deputy, then Sheriff, Texas
Ranger, Pinkerton detective and even circus performer in a
travelling Wild West Show. Many of the men who survived
the 7th Cavalry had drifted like him, but his family could not
cope and his wife and young son moved in with his parents
in Boston. It was here that the stories of Ireland became the
stories of young Felim’s childhood; here, too, that they were
embellished and polished, until they became the ancestral
history of the O’Conor clan in America. Rory eventually
returned to Boston to work among the businesses there in
the personal and corporate security field, and the family
recovered from the wounds caused by separation.
Young Felim grew up in polite Boston society and
married another girl of Irish extraction, Mary, or Molly,
McCarthy. They made a beautiful couple and Molly gave
birth to a baby boy, Rory Patrick, and baby girl, Mary Kate,
on July 4, 1899. It was a family that created quite a stir in
society circles. Felim, in proud family tradition did a term of
military service in Cuba after officer training at West Point,
but he left soon after for private business. They were a
beautiful and happy family until the early death of Molly in
an automobile accident in March 1912, a month before the
Titanic tragically sank beneath the waves. For a time Felim
distanced himself from his children and his parents who
stood in as surrogates.
With the onset of war in Europe and then the outbreak of
rebellion in Ireland, little Rory became interested in more
than stories of war and adventure in Ireland. The O’Conors
supported the cause of Irish freedom, but they were not
about to let sixteen-year-old Rory run to a land he did not
know, to fight the British Empire. They believed that victory
could still be won constitutionally, even in the wake of the
16

The Battle for Coman's Wood

brutal repression of the Easter Rebellion and the execution
of its leaders.
Felim and his father, Rory, now sixty-nine-years-old,
knew they could not hold the boy forever. He was
determined and Rory senior almost regretted telling him the
stories of the old country. They succeeded in convincing
him of the right of the constitutional struggle and the need
to support the men fighting in Europe for Home Rule in
Ireland. When the time came for him to step up to the plate
he did so with gusto. In August 1917, he joined the ranks of
the US Army as part of the 26th 'Yankee' Division, so called
because it was raised in New England, and sailed for
France that September; for country, for duty and for
adventure.
Once again it was a partnership of sorts, for, in proud
family tradition, his Dad, Felim, was drafted also. Although
technically too old for the initial draft, he was called upon
because of his active service record in Cuba. Actual combat
experience was always of benefit and his job was to try and
prepare the troops for what they might face. This he was
unable to do, when they finally saw action in April 1918. He
watched with horror as lines of men were decimated by
machine gun fire; as shells blew holes in No-Man's-Land,
big enough to fit a small village in; as technology changed
the way men could kill and maim, with tanks and airplanes
now thrown into the fray. He watched with horror as men
and animals were blown apart in the mud and yet Felim and
Rory, who was little more than a boy, saw more of the
goodness and self-sacrifice in men in that short time in
France than generations of men had seen in some parts of
the world. They emerged from the war, terribly changed and
yet more connected to those that loved them than they may
have ever been before.
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CHAPTER FIVE
THE FAMILY TREE: PART TWO
Rory drifted for a time from city to city and country to
country until, at last, he returned home in 1923. He seemed
even more distant and tormented, if that were possible, but
he began to heal with time. Eilish Brereton gave him hope
and purpose. They married in Boston in 1939 and
preserved the long family tradition of naming their son after
his Grandad, Felim. Eilish prayed that the presence of a
child might finally offer Rory closure. What she could not
have accounted for were the events unfolding in other parts
of the world. Little Felim was born on the 8 December 1941,
but the world had already changed utterly!
As Felim O’Conor bawled his way into the world,
America awoke stupefied and outraged after the Japanese
raid on Pearl Harbour. The course of ordinary families' lives
took a dramatic turn. Rory was forty-two-years old, but
experience was vital and he was given a commission to
instruct the raw recruits, much as his Dad had done during
the First World War. By the time of the D-Day landings he
was on active service, making it to Germany where he
witnessed the horror of the liberation of the concentration
camp at Dachau. Tragically, he was shot though the
shoulder by a sniper on the last day of the war in Europe,
and was sent back home via hospital ship.
His family and friends were worried. No one believed he
had fully recovered from his first tour of duty, serving in the
muddy trenches in France; those around him feared for his
sanity. Rory surprised them all. He fell into the arms of his
beloved Eilish and his young son and then twin girls, Molly
and Kate, arrived in the spring of 1947. Rory thrived and
came back to health, physically and mentally, never to
venture from Boston again. He had, however, a profound
hatred of war and was disgusted by US involvement in the
Korean and Vietnam wars.
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When Felim was drafted to Vietnam in 1965 Rory almost
lost his mind, for he knew first-hand what it could do to a
young man’s soul. Eilish and the girls tried to keep Rory on
track, but it was only when Felim returned home that the
family could recover. Two tours of duty, a couple of Purple
Hearts and a Bronze Star, did not completely sum up his
military career, but Felim was luckier than most. Spat on by
protestors at the airport, he came home to a Dad who
understood what had happened to the fresh faced young
man who had left the sweet chilled air of Massachusetts
three years previously. They shared their experiences in
silence; they walked together, fished together and re-told
the stories from the old country.
Felim married in New York, in 1978, and a son Rory was
born in 1980. In time-honoured tradition he was part-reared
by his grandparents in Boston; Felim was contracted to the
wilds of Africa and his wife Sophie agreed to accept a
helping hand. By the time Rory was five or six, and back at
home in New York, he had already been tutored in the
stories of Ireland, the myths and legends of the Gaelic race.
Sophie passed away peacefully from cancer when he
was ten and he returned to Boston; Felim needed to be
closer to his family. Rory rebelled during his teenage years
and college, against the ‘oirishness’ of his ancestry and the
terror of the IRA, as it was represented on the world stage.
He married a beautiful girl of Mexican descent and broke
from tradition when naming his son. He was called Gerald
which to Rory at least dignified his wife’s choice of Geraldo.
In time, it simply became Jerry. His twin sister was called
Katelyn, which managed to appease all parties; she
became K-Lynne by the time she was seven.
They were great kids, but for Rory, they were also the
surviving link to his one great love. Jerry looked like his
father, but had his mother's crystal blue eyes, curly blond
hair, which was becoming darker, and dimpled smile.
Square-jawed and ruggedly handsome, he was of average
height and build, somewhat athletic, though not overly
enthusiastic about sports. His real love was literature and
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his Grandad's stories, enjoying t-shirts, jeans and sneakers
any day of the week over his school uniform. Jerry was
engaging; inquisitive, but not annoying, able to reason out
and comprehend problems and puzzles that left Rory
reeling. Mostly he was a loyal and faithful brother and friend
to his twin sister K-Lynne which endeared him to all who
knew him. It was fair to say, even at ten years of age, that
he would lay down his life for her if called upon to do so.
K-Lynne O'Conor was a beauty like her mother; golden
haired, blue-eyed, slender and slightly taller than her
brother, which she constantly reminded him about. She
made friends more easily than Jerry, but always included
him in the things she did, loving him above all others. Their
mother had insisted that they would always be there for
each other and look out for each other, as if she had
sensed that she might not always be able to. K-Lynne had a
big heart, to the point of being almost naïve; she was kind
and trusting, but she was nobody's fool. When she was four
she had fallen at the rear of the house and cut her scalp on
a concrete block. The small scar remained to give her an
aura of mystery and individuality that distinguished her from
her mother. She loved life, her friends at school and music,
but above all she loved her family, which meant these days,
her Grandad, Dad, and Jerry.
It was true to say that Rory had never been much of a
family man until he had a family of his own. Strangely, he
excelled in computing gravitating toward Ancestry.com, the
online genealogy giant. So, while privately he had moved
from the stories of his ancestors he was tied into it
professionally. This journey to Ireland was to look at the
new offices in Dublin, as much as it was for The Gathering.
In reality Rory knew that he and his kids needed the trip
more than anyone could say. It was to be a homecoming,
not just in terms of geography and location, but in terms of
becoming a family again.
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CHAPTER SIX
TIME FOR A SECRET SHARE
The Abbey Hotel, owned and operated by the Grealy family,
was beautiful; an eighteenth century Manor House set
idyllically on its own private lawns and gardens, which took
its name from the ruins of Roscommon Abbey located
beside it. Jerry and K-Lynne loved it. Maybe it was lame to
say aloud, but it really did feel like coming home and the
staff and the other guests were wonderful and friendly.
Because of work and school, they would only be in
Roscommon for a few days. It was October, but while there
was a Halloween mid-term in Ireland there was no such
holiday in the US and it was decided to keep the trip short.
They had arrived on the Red Eye out of Boston, flying
through the night. The time difference took its toll by the
time they reached the hotel and the kids collapsed to sleep
off the jet lag. Rory had immediately been swamped with
calls and emails, but he too managed a short rest. He had
to drive to Dublin the next day for meetings, but the rest of
this day was theirs. They were awake, showered and
dressed by 2 p.m. and raced full-throttle down the stairs for
a much needed late lunch.
At the table Rory was forced to tell his kids something he
had never talked of before ― his first trip to Ireland, ten
years previously.
As they were directed to their table and given menus, the
manager had casually remarked,
"Good to see you again in the home country, young Rory
O’Conor. Truly good to see you, especially in times like
these. Anything you need, you let me know."
Well to say you would hear a pin drop, would be an
understatement. Their jaws quite literally dropped as if
someone had sat the President of the United States down
next to them and he had asked if they were OK and having
a good time.
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"Thank you Adrian, appreciate it," was all Rory said but
when the manager had moved away, Rory knew that he
had to explain the comment ‘... see you again.’
There were so many questions spinning through the kids
minds. They acted and thought alike, deciphering clues and
processing information in exactly the same way; usually at
speed. It had made them both popular and annoying in the
junior detectives club in the library. But here right before
them sat a gigantic mystery, in the shape of their Dad.
‘Wicked Koo-ell’! They believed, before that day, that
nobody in their family had been to Ireland in 166 years.
Rory promised he would tell when they had ordered their
meals and had begun to eat. All three scoured the menus,
ravenous after their flight and morning nap, the children
now hyper as a mystery was set to unfold.
Lunch was coming to a close, but food was served all
day. The O'Conor trio preferred to wait until later for their
evening meal. Rory chose potato and leek soup and an
open ham sandwich; the children, goujons of chicken,
which their father assured them were like chicken dippers
or nuggets, with fries, though these were called chips, as
well as a toasted ham sandwich to share. They loved to
order a range of different things and swap them around.
Dad ordered a water and coffee while Jerry and K-Lynne
had juice.
When the food arrived they quickly got to work. They had
taken a private table, so they could enjoy the moment and
Rory wanted some alone-time with them. Considering what
he now had to discuss, things had worked out perfectly.
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CHAPTER SEVEN
THE FUNERAL OF BIG CHARLIE
(PADDY-WHACK)
"I came over at Easter in 2003, when you both were about
three months old, in your mommy’s tummy. She was none
too happy. Nevertheless, family was important to her and
she loved your Grandad, who had asked me to go; she
would not have denied the old man his request. When I
arrived I knew there was a funeral in Roscommon, for
Charles O’Conor, but little else. It was strange. I would not
have travelled to Arizona without getting more details, but I
did what my Dad asked me to and got on the first plane to
Ireland. I arrived the following morning in Shannon, hired a
car and somehow found Roscommon town. As soon as I
mentioned the O’Conor funeral, I was directed here to The
Abbey Hotel. Adrian Grealy, whom you have just met,
sorted everything else. He arranged a room in this, his
family's hotel, and put me in touch with his friend Garvan,
O'Conor who accompanied me to the funeral. In many ways
it was a gathering of a different sort. I met relations,
O’Conors and others, whom I had never met before, or
indeed, thought I would ever meet again."
"They were wonderful though a little distant, as if I were
some sort of dignitary. I found that we were related. Charles
O'Conor was a descendant of the cousins of Felim O'Conor
who had come out of the dark to help him deal with the
three policemen in 1847. I learned that we had a powerful
family connection to the land and to the people and that our
legacy was not forgotten. There is a connection here, that is
unspoken of, but we are of a special breed of people and
we have obligations."
"What obligations?" asked Jerry. But his Dad would not
be drawn on this. All he said was, "… later, Jerry."
"Charles had been known, it appears, as 'Big Charlie,'
and/or 'Paddy-Whack,' from his sporting days when he had
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played Gaelic Football for Roscommon, town and county.
He had been a farmer by trade. The farm, which was close
to Donamon Castle, was small, just some sixty-six acres,
but he had managed quite well. The funeral was huge and
the family, welcoming, but it was just odd, as if they
expected me to do something, to be someone I was not.”
“What was interesting, however, was that it appeared I
was not the first of our family to have returned to Ireland.
My Grandfather, also Rory, was here during the Anglo-Irish
War in 1920. He fought against the British, but was
saddened by the Civil War, returning to America in 1923."
The kid’s eyes grew bigger as hundreds of thoughts and
questions raced through their minds, but Rory just held up
his hand as if this place was not safe for that conversation.
This only intrigued them more, but for the moment they
remained quiet. They had just finished their lunch, which
was delicious, and their Dad ordered another coffee.
He continued, after a quiet word with one of the waiting
staff, to order two desserts for them, apple crumble and
rhubarb tart, with fresh custard and cream. Once again,
they swopped and shared, giggling at the word tart, which
seemed to be Irish for pie, enjoying the adventure of it all.
They noticed the dining room had become very quiet. In
fact, they were almost the only ones left, but they would not
leave until he had finished his story about the funeral."
"In Ireland, as I am sure Grandad has told you, they
traditionally have a 'wake' after a funeral, which to us would
almost seem like a party of sorts. It begins much like it does
at home when people commiserate with the family on their
loss and they later return to the family home for food and
drink. In Ireland it was a joyous occasion."
"People talked about 'Big Charlie,' and celebrated his life
and football antics, his politics and his peculiar ways. This
led them on to other family memories and in time to long
forgotten stories and family lore. It was like being in a room
full of Grandads, all vying for attention. I learned more that
night and became more interested than I had ever been in
our genealogy and family history. It was then that I found
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out about the other visit to Ireland, about our descent from
the High Kings of Ireland and secrets and promises to be
kept."
“If I had been single, or if your Mom had not been
pregnant with you both, I might have stayed to find out
more, but I had to return to Boston within a couple of days. I
was entertained by long lost relations and I was taken to
see the Easter parade of rally cars, tractors, horse riders,
Irish dancers and the local footballers, the Roscommon
Gaels. Visits to mystical sites like, Rathcroghan, Toberelva
and Oweynagat topped it off. It was a special time and I
loved it, even if it had been a funeral which had brought me
here. When I got home I shared all with my Dad. He was
happy that I had renewed the family connections."
"Then you two came along and Ireland became a
memory. Somehow, it seemed right for us to come here to
try and heal the wounds of your Mom's passing. Let’s enjoy
our time here and maybe we can learn a little more about
our connections with this magical and beautiful place.”
As he finished he looked up and called Adrian to the
table to sign for the meal. He spoke quietly in the manager's
ear and turned back to Jerry and K-Lynne.
"Would you like to see Roscommon Abbey and the
grave of your ancestor Felim O'Conor, King of Connaught?"
The two of them jumped so high the table nearly
overturned. They were still chewing the last mouthfuls of
tart and crumble as they pushed their way past the table
towards the door. There was some kind of muffled,
mumbled response, but Rory did not need to hear the
words ... he understood quite well.
The adventure had begun!
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CHAPTER EIGHT
THE TOMB OF FELIM O’CONOR
Jerry and K-Lynne had noticed the ruin behind the hotel,
but never dreamed it could be connected to their family.
They walked to the rear of the hotel and found the pathway
to the Abbey. Adrian had given them a page from Wikipedia
and a leaflet, ‘Roscommon Abbey a Dominican Priory,' from
the tourist information displayed at Reception, with
wonderful reconstruction drawings and colour photographs.
The twins swopped and shared, delighted to find one of the
authors of the leaflet was Kieran O'Conor!
Roscommon Abbey was founded to the north of the
current site by St. Coman in the eight century A.D. as an
Augustinian monastery; all traces had vanished. The ruins,
now visible, were those of the Dominican Friary, founded by
their ancestor Felim O'Conor, Fedhlim O'Conchobhair, King
of Connaught, in 1253. The church was consecrated in
1257 by Bishop Tomaltach (Timothy) O'Conchobhair. Jerry
liked the name, reminding him of the word Tomahawk; a
cool name for an ancestor.
There would have been additions to the structure over
the centuries, but, originally, it had a central tower, cloister
and large outer complex. The Abbey survived a fire in 1270
and was struck by lightning in 1308. Rory explained, from
the information at hand, that the ruin would have been part
of a bigger development. It would have formed the basis for
the growth of the town and he poured over the
reconstruction drawings with them, surprising them with his
knowledge and understanding. One of the main reasons for
choosing a site was water and the disused St. Coman's
Well stood nearby. The Abbey, or more correctly the Friary,
was taken over during the Reformation and was dissolved
at the end of the sixteenth century during the reign of
Queen Elizabeth I and the roof thrown down.
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On his death, in 1265, Felim O'Conor was buried in the
Abbey and his tomb was covered by an effigy (they recited
the word, eff-i-gee). Jerry, K-Lynne and Rory were drawn to
the north-east corner of the church. Apparently the stone
effigy was carved between 1290 and 1300 and was one of
two Royal Irish effigies which survived from this period.
Later, in the fifteenth century, further additions were made
and the tomb was restored. This was partly accomplished
with material from another carved tomb which included the
figures of eight mail-clad soldiers with swords and an axe.
The two American kids were stunned, it would be true to
say blown away, as they reached out to touch the cold
damp surface of the stone tomb and effigy of their ancestor,
Felim O'Conor, nephew of the last High King of Ireland,
dressed in a long robe, feet resting on a hound, with a royal
sceptre in one hand and crucifix in the other. It was as if
they had stumbled upon a Pyramid of Egypt and found the
sarcophagus of an ancient Pharaoh – their ancestor.
The light was beginning to fade, but their interest and
passions were aroused. They plagued their Dad with
questions and demanded he fire up his laptop once they
had returned to their rooms. They ate up everything they
could on the web with regard to the O'Conors, Kings of
Connaught and High Kings of Ireland, with connections to
Brian Boru etc., etc. Early Irish history was a complicated
business and they could not have understood it without
their Dad's help. Rory was elated as he looked at the two
kids, giggling and laughing on his hotel bed. It was the first
time in (he honestly could not remember) that they had
done something new and cool together. He missed their
mother and fought back the tears; enjoying their company,
their quest to solve the mystery of their ancestry and their
thirst for information. It really was the very best of days.
Before they realised it they were getting ready for dinner.
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CHAPTER NINE
MORE FAMILY CONNECTIONS
This family history business was a great way of developing
an appetite. Rory had convinced his children to order local
produce — duck with plum chutney and lamb with roasted
parsnips; he ordered the hake in a butter sauce and
portions of fresh vegetables for everyone. For starters they
had smoked salmon, scallops and the goat’s cheese salad;
all made pointless almost when the waitress arrived with a
huge basket of delicious homemade breads.
They had made an effort to dress up, just as they would
have on family occasions with their Mom. Jerry and Rory
wore pants, shirts and ties and Rory had a jacket on, while
K-Lynne decided it was one of those extremely rare
occasions when she would wear a dress. She looked
beautiful in the knee length pink dress and shoes, '… so
much like her mother it hurt,' thought Rory.
As soon as the starters were delivered the kids returned
to their investigations. Rory had uncovered a few facts and
produced well-ordered notes from his inside pocket. While
some people hated conversation during meals, the
O'Conor's had made mealtime their family time, a time for
discussion and daily catch ups. Rory explained that,
"Felim O'Conor, who fled Ireland in 1847, was a
descendant of Charles O'Conor, or Cathal Croibhdhearg —
'Charles of the Wine Red Hand,' a former King of
Connaught. Felim O'Conor, King of Connaught, who is
buried in Roscommon Abbey, was the son of Charles of the
Wine Red Hand and he too was King of Connaught.
Charles had a brother, Rory, who was the last High King of
Ireland. Their father was Toirdhealbhach Ua Conchobhair,
or Turlough (TUR-LOCK) Mór O'Conor, High King of
Ireland, who lived from 1088 to 1156 A.D." The kids giggled
at his pronunciations; the names sounded weird.
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The waitress cleared the starter plates and refreshed
their glasses. They passed pleasantries, but by now, all
three of the O'Conor family had more on their minds than
conversation. The main courses came out and for a short
time they concentrated on their food, tasting, sharing, and
experimenting with sauces and vegetables. The flavour of
the food was superb and they delighted in the fact that it
was traditionally Irish. Soon they slipped back to the
mystery that was their family history. Rory continued.
"As I said, Rory, and Charles (or Cathal), were brothers
and Turlough was their Dad, so we are directly descended
from him. What makes it even more intriguing is that Felim
(Turlough's grandson) was descended from Brian Boru on
his mother's side and therefore there are other amazing
connections to be made, to the beautiful Gormlaith of Naas
and even to the Viking invaders themselves. Felim spent
the last years of his life in prayer at Roscommon Abbey,
which he founded. He was buried at Roscommon Abbey
and was succeeded by his warlike son Aodh, or Aedh
(apparently pronounced AAY)." They delighted in the fact
that they had only so recently stood at the grave of their
ancestor, descendant of the High Kings.
"The ancient part of the family tree is something I have
been working on," said Rory, "and I hope to find out more
on this trip, especially when we go to Dublin tomorrow."
Jerry and K-Lynne looked at each other. They had
looked forward to going to Dublin, but now their whole world
had been turned upside down. High Kings of Ireland,
Vikings, ancient abbeys — this all looked so much better
than a day in the car with their Dad!!
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CHAPTER TEN
CHANGE OF PLAN
"Aw gee, Dad, do we have to go, with you?" asked KLynne. "Can't we explore the Abbey and other O'Conor
places?"
She blurted it out without thinking. When she saw the
hurt on her Dad’s face she was sorry for her haste.
Rory, Jerry and K-Lynne had gelled together, in this one
day, more than they had in the last year. He was genuinely
devastated and somewhat stuck for words.
"I, I, I ... em … don't know … I mean I do know, but it's
..." he stammered. He took a breath and collected himself.
"No," he barked, like he was refusing admittance at the
White House to a terrorist. He knew it was too loud and too
harsh, but it was too late. The joyous atmosphere of earlier
vanished and the familiar cloud of doom returned to the
household. Relief came from an unexpected quarter.
"Everything OK?" asked Adrian.
Nobody had seen him approach. He was, beaming down
at them from above. If he sensed the mood between them
had changed, he did not show it, but continued his banter.
"Suppose you will all be in Castleplunkett tomorrow for
The Gathering. God only knows that it will be like entering
Heaven itself to see you and the youngsters back on the
lands of your forefathers."
"I, em, I can't," staggered Rory, "I'm afraid we are to
drive to Dublin, though it seems this pair would rather stay."
"Ah, sure you'll be leaving them here with me so?" said
Adrian in a polished stage 'Oirish' accent, "and sure we'll
have a fine old time meeting all the relations. Did your Dad
tell you that we are related then my young buckos? Couple
of generations back on my mother's side I think, but related
all the same. Tomorrow, at noon in Castleplunkett, they will
celebrate your homecoming; the Clan will meet for the first
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time in almost one hundred years, and all will be well with
the world."
He laughed a great cheery booming laugh that shook the
dining room to its foundations and brought a smile to the
faces of other guests. Adrian was no doubt competent and
could turn on the charm when he wanted to, but the
children realised that this full-faced, fair-haired Irishman had
also previously won their Dad's trust by his loyalty and
ability. His slate grey suit, blue shirt and conservative tie
jarred somewhat with his pleasant demeanour and, though
his shoulders sloped gently, he nonetheless carried himself
with an air of authority which the kids hoped right now might
sway their father's determination.
"Oh, I couldn't possibly, they are only ten years old,"
explained Rory. "We have to go to Dublin, but we will be
back tomorrow night, and can look around on Wednesday."
"Ah, but that would be too late," said Adrian, "we'd better
get it over and done with tomorrow, or it could be another
hundred years before we meet again. We need some of
you there tomorrow for SHE might be coming to claim what
she believes is hers. Garvan can mind them."
"Thank you, Adrian, but that will be enough. The meal
was delicious and the service superb, but if you don't mind I
think we need some family time to choose our desserts."
"Of course," said Adrian sullenly. A single click and a
waitress collected their plates and cutlery and a waiter
arrived with dessert menus. The busyness of the scene
allowed the mood to relax. Rory chose a Black Cherry and
White Chocolate Trifle, Jerry, the Tobelerone Cheesecake
with Toffee Sauce and K-Lynne, the wonderfully named
'Death by Chocolate.' They tucked in, again sharing the
textures and tastes, delighting in the pleasure the food gave
them. Dessert had a way of lifting the mood, but certainly
the atmosphere had changed from earlier that evening.
After dinner, Rory ushered them upstairs. It had been a
long day. He asked them to get ready for bed while he went
back downstairs. Jerry and K-Lynne changed into their pjs,
sorted out their clothes for the morning, brushed their teeth
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and got into the two beds in their room, leaving their Dad's
door open so he could kiss them goodnight; he always did.
"I felt awful," whispered K-Lynne, almost sobbing, "I
didn't mean to say it that way — it sounded as if we didn't
want to be with him, but wanted to stay here instead."
"I know," replied Jerry, "I think it just took him by
surprise, because we were having such a great day."
"It is Wicked Koo-ell though, Jerry," said K-Lynne. "I
mean, Vikings and Kings and stuff. Wait till I tell Stacy
Crosby. It will soften her cough as Grandad always says."
"Yeah," said Jerry, "Wicked Koo-ell, but we have to be
on our best behaviour tomorrow and enjoy ourselves."
"I know" said K-Lynne, "for a while at least, this was one
of the best days ever. Wish Mom could have been here."
Jerry could hear a little soft sob, but he made no
comment on it. His sister was strong and did not like to
think herself weak in any way. Many boys in the
neighbourhood and in school had made the mistake of
treating her like a 'girl.' She had soon put them right on that
account. He loved her for it and was proud of her. In many
ways he was the weaker of the two and though he hated to
see her sad he knew he could not make a big deal out of it.
"Lets see what tomorrow brings," he said. He could 'feel'
her brightening. Nothing like an old phrase of Grandad's to
brighten the mood!
"We will go to Dublin and have the best time of our lives
― for Dad's sake."
"No, you will not," said Rory out of the darkness, startling
them. Neither had heard him return to his room.
"Thank you for wanting to come, but it has been decided.
Tomorrow I’m busy, and while I will miss you both, I have
arranged for you to visit Castleplunkett with Garvan
O'Conor. It seems there are a great many more secrets yet
to be uncovered and, this trip has been eagerly anticipated
by your relations for a very long time."
"No, Daddy, No." they protested in unison.
'God it had been a long time since they had called him
Daddy ― their mom's funeral,' thought Rory.
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"We want to stay with you. We will come to Dublin and it
will be the best day ever; promise.” It was Jerry, but KLynne was kneeling up on her bed, nodding in agreement.
Rory found the light switch just inside the door on his
side and switched it on.
"Thank you," he said softly, "I am so proud of you. I don't
say it often enough. I love you both so much."
He knelt down to K-Lynne and scooped her up in his
arms just as Jerry came across from his bed and ended up
on his other shoulder and they hugged and hugged and
hugged ― fiercely ― as a family will. He was sobbing. They
were all sobbing, overcome with emotion and overcome by
the long day. He recovered a little to tell them how he felt.
"I know we don't talk enough as a family and I don't say
it, but I love you both more than life itself. I am proud of you
every minute of every day and your Mom is too; she loves
you as much today as she did when she was with us."
"Now, no more, ifs or buts, no more protests and no
more talk. Get some sleep. You have an early start in the
morning. Love you. Sleep tight."
He kissed them and dropped each one onto their chosen
bed, then turned back to his own room, turning off the light
as he passed through the door. They could hear some
muffled noises as he undressed and collapsed on the bed.
The kids were also jaded. Jerry turned to K-Lynne in the
dark of the room and yawned; he whispered,
"Night Sis, Love you. Tomorrow will be an adventure."
She was just as tired and managed a feeble counter
stroke, as she was wont to do, "Night Jer, Love you … but
have to tell you, the adventure has already begun."
They were asleep within seconds.
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CHAPTER ELEVEN
HOME TO CASTLEPLUNKETT
The next morning was hectic ― they moved through their
rooms like tornados, as they equipped themselves for their
journeys. Rory had taken Adrian’s advice on another matter
and decided to take the train to Heuston Station, in Dublin.
The train left Roscommon at 8.38 a.m. and he would return
that night at 19.53 p.m. It would give him an opportunity to
work, now that he did not have to drive and look after Jerry
and K-Lynne. There were even power points for his laptop
and free Wi-Fi. The kids were on the road by 8.30 a.m., just
as their Dad was boarding the train for Dublin.
Garvan was not a tour guide and they found it difficult to
get anything from him. They stole glimpses at him,
expecting him to be sort of like Gabriel Byrne or Liam
Neeson, sort of superhero meets dangerous guy, but he
simply looked normal, even boring, sort of sad. He was tall
and rugged, and handsome in a way though his nose was a
little crooked and he had a slight stoop about the shoulders.
He had short, cropped, black hair with a couple of wisps of
grey at the edges, a long face and five o'clock shadow,
slightly droopy walk and he dressed like he might work in a
morgue ― black pants and black belt, black shoes, black
shirt and a short, waist length black jacket. Grey eyes
peered out from beneath thick black eyebrows adding to the
seriousness of his appearance. He was not the kind of guy
you would ask to a party, or pump too much for information.
They had driven northwest along the N61 towards
Tulsk., which apparently came from the Irish, or Gaelic,
meaning wet hill ― Tullaigh Uisce, or Tuilsce. When they
pressed him on it, all Garvan would say was that it was
'HER' home and he appeared to bless himself.
What Garvan did not want to share, Google could throw
light upon and they opened up their tablet in the back seat,
fully setup by their Dad with a dongle and internet access.
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Soon they found a world of history and strange names one
of which was Medbh, an ancient warrior Queen, and they
wondered if it was SHE to whom Garvan had been
referring. One exciting piece of information was that Tulsk
had apparently been home to the O'Conor Roe, or Rua,
family and these were also descended from Turlough
O'Conor. Apparently the clan had split into two main
branches in the fourteenth century, The O'Conor Rua (Red)
and The O'Conor Donn (Brown).
There was little on Castleplunkett; called after a family of
the name of Plunkett who had been granted land by
Cromwell. They recognised Cromwell's name for their
Grandad had regaled them with stories of Cromwell's
butchery, the destruction of Drogheda and Wexford, and
the terrible threat of 'To Hell or to Connaught.' But this area
had suffered at different times, under Irish hands, under
Cromwell, under Queen Elizabeth and Sir Richard
Bingham, the 'Flail of Connaught', through the Famine and
the War of Independence and Civil War.
They drove along some of the narrowest roads
imaginable with absolutely no clue where they were going
apart from the L1623 and the L1622 on Google maps which
they had kept open in a separate tab so they could track
their journey. What had people done before Google?
Talking with Garvan really was like pulling teeth, and
they had come to the conclusion that he didn't like children.
He was not married, but had two brothers and cousins to
beat the band, as he described it, though the kids were
unsure as to why you would do this; or as he also said,
enough men to fill a hurling field. The reference to hurling
saved them all from doom for Garvan opened up when it
came to explaining hurling and Gaelic football, not just the
differences between soccer or rugby and hockey, but the
subtle nuances of playing the games well. According to
Garvan, all the great games in western society appeared to
be descended from these native Irish pastimes,
When they finally arrived in Castleplunkett, some twenty
minutes later, they were disappointed. They were not sure
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that it could even be called a village, but then they were
used to Boston. Apparently it was the birthplace of the
famous painter Roderic O'Conor and they were again proud
of their family connections. Garvan drove them straight to
the local primary school and to their amazement all the
children were outside to greet them, as was the principal
Mrs. Mary Kelly and the other teachers. The pupils were in
their own clothes, a special treat designed to make their
guests feel at ease. They welcomed Jerry and K-Lynne
O'Conor to the land of their ancestors with kind words and a
hand painted banner.
Gerald and Katelyn
Céad Míle Fáilte
They understood that this meant A Hundred Thousand
Welcomes and it was a traditional Irish greeting, but they
could not understand where the original spelling of their
personal names had come from; they had the shortened
spelling on their hotel reservations. It was a bit creepy!
Everyone was silent; not quiet, SILENT.
"Come on, inside," Garvan said, "you'd swear you'd all
seen a couple of ghosts."
He ushered all before him and then Jerry and K-Lynne.
They came in, to a wide open room which was the
Assembly Hall or, as it was in Ireland, the P.E. Hall.
Garvan, Jerry and K-Lynne stood at the top of the hall, in
front of the assembled school. Garvan asked again for quiet
as the whispering had begun in earnest.
"Ciúnas," he said, a little too harshly, meaning quiet, or
silence, in the Irish tongue. "I would like to welcome our
long lost brethren back to their homeland. It may have been
for The Gathering they came, but we know that it is the time
that is in it that drew them back."
Jerry and K-Lynne threw curious glances at each other.
"Respect them and be true." It was a motto, a pledge,
rather than a command.
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With that, the boys and girls knelt in unison and bowed
their heads. Jerry and K-Lynne looked at each other in utter
disbelief. Everyone in the room was on one knee, including
Garvan, as if they were before their king and queen. This
was getting crazier by the minute. Garvan had changed
dramatically from the man in the car. It seemed that the
very air of Castleplunkett had magic in it. He spoke again.
"There have been rumblings of late at the Cave and
there can be no doubt, but that the Morrigan is again on the
prowl. Medbh, herself is howling at us all from beneath the
thin crust of earth that separates our world from the
Otherworld. We are thankful that these descendants of the
O'Conor Kings have come back to us once more. Together
we must close the door to the Otherworld and stop the
Queen from re-emerging to conquer our land. I need two
volunteers, and be quick, to look after them and to show
them the way."
Two hands shot up, immediately. A boy and a girl about
their own age stepped forward.
"Good on ye, Diarmaid and Biddy, I'm proud of you both.
OK, there is a lot of work to do. We will head up to the ruins
at Toberelva. The rest will head home. Stop off at Finnertys
and Earleys and let them know that Diarmaid and Bridget
are coming out with us tonight. They will understand.
Everyone has their work to do and we will assemble at the
Cave when we are ready. I am the proudest man in Ireland,
to be standing next to you, the sons and daughters of
Éireann and we shall prevail this day!"
The heavens tore open with a simultaneous crack of
thunder and terrific flash of lightning. They looked at the
speeding clouds and impending darkness as a tremendous
storm threatened the horizon.
"Time!" roared Garvan. "Come on. Move it!"
Diarmaid Finnerty and Bridget Earley gently pushed
Jerry and K-Lynne into the schoolyard to the car. Both were
kind and gentle with them and, as they threw a couple of
dark woollen hats and waterproof jackets into the car and
bundled Jerry and K-Lynne in on top of them, the two
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American kids knew they were in no danger. In fact they felt
protected and safe, though they could not understand, or
explain, their emotions at that juncture. Jerry, K-Lynne and
Bridget sat in the back and Diarmaid jumped into the
passenger seat as Garvan walked around to the driver's
door. He was on the phone, had been since they had
started to move and was thundering out instructions as they
moved to the rhythm of the wind.
Diarmaid, looked back from the front seat and smiled,
"Buckle up, or Chuck-all up," was all he said, but already
Jerry knew he would be friends with this grinning Irish boy.
He had that kind of face, a smile shining through, which
was completely honest and loyal and made you want to be
his friend. His wiry red hair and chubby freckled face was
as Irish as cabbage and spuds. Diarmaid stood tall for a
boy his age, and though plumpish, he was agile and quick.
Bridget or Biddy, was quiet and solemn looking, black
hair tied back in a ponytail, beautiful green eyes and a fresh
white complexion, she was petite, but in no way frail. They
were both dressed in tracksuit bottoms, his grey, hers navy,
and high top trainers, his black converse, hers pink, and
both wore spectacular shirts. He had a Roscommon Gaelic
football shirt, of primrose and blue, while Biddy wore a
bright pink 'Sweet' top.
They sped away without cheer, or fanfare, the two
Americans somewhat unsure of what had just happened, or
why. At least they knew that the enemy was indeed some
woman called Medbh, though the one they had read about
was dead for some two thousand years. They did not know
where they were headed or the reasons behind it, but truly
now their adventure had taken a dramatic, exciting and
scary, even dangerous turn.
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CHAPTER TWELVE
WRAITH ON A TRAIN
Rory made the train with only minutes to spare, but there
were loads of empty seats. He had paid extra for premier
class to ensure he had power for his laptop, and Wi-fi,
choosing a seat beside the window with an empty seat in
front of him, for he did not want small talk. Once he had his
jacket off and was comfortable, he lay his head towards his
left shoulder and the window and closed his eyes for a
moment, waking one hour later and over halfway to Dublin.
He smiled to himself, guiltily, for he was not a 'snoozer,' and
never had been. Stretching out his legs, he enjoyed the
comfort of the train, delighting in his decision not to drive.
He had always loved his own company. Rory was
handsome, brown haired with a matching goatee, muscular,
lean and almost 6ft. tall, so he could fit in anywhere, or
hang out with any group in school, or college, but he had
spent so much time fighting against his family and his life
that he found it difficult to maintain friendships. Certainly,
the fact that his father was away while he was quite young
and the loss of his mother at ten years of age, had played
heavily on his soul. It had changed his character and his
focus; he played sports to win, took crazy risks, in the air, in
cars, and generally was an ass when it came to being
number one in whatever group he was in at the time.
Moving away from Boston had helped because you quickly
learn that you are not that special outside of your own little
comfort zone. It was his wife that had changed him, indeed
saved him, and by the time Jerry and K-Lynne came along
he had become a stronger, reliable and lovable person.
Losing her had nearly destroyed him, but his children had
needed him and had given him the incentive to cope and
now to rebuild their lives together. He loved them with all
his heart.
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Rory suddenly sat upright. It was as if a cold clammy
hand of something long dead had grabbed him by the back
of his neck and pulled him close, to whisper a terrifying
secret into his ear. He was sweating profusely, looking
round to see who was there, friend or foe, but only a few
people were dotted through the train carriage. On his neck
and right ear he could feel cold icy breath, and there was a
stench of rotten flesh. Rory tried to stand, terrified to the
core. Then he remembered his children, looking frantically
for them, but of course they were with Garvan. Thank the
stars, he had allowed them to remain behind.
"YESSSS the children, think of the children."
Now the icy breath was forming words. The stench was
unbearable, as if the creature was dying right there on top
of him. A cold clammy hand did reach out and a figure
loomed directly from the seat behind him.
"Descendant of the O'Conor Kings, you shall do our
bidding this day or you shall not live to see another and
your children shall be orphans."
"Don't touch my children," growled Rory, even in a state
of fear, "touch my children and I will kill you," he warned.
The figure screeched, laughing at his futile threat.
"Do what we say and no harm will come to them and you
can return to the land of shame where your bloodline hides
from its responsibilities. It is almost Samhain. At midnight,
you must deliver up the Sword and Shield of your ancestors
and give your sacred pledge to serve Medbh, Immortal
Queen of Connaught. The Gate of Oweynagat is opening.
Use your day well and understand your birthright."
With that there was silence and noticeably the stench
was gone. But the fear remained, not the usual fear of
movies and stories, but the real fear of terrible deeds and
death. Rory looked again around the train and slowly turned
behind him, but there was no one, just the door closing on a
figure in a long, hooded, black coat as it disappeared into
the carriage behind. Without another thought he reached
into his pocket to call the kids, to call Garvan, the police,
hell to call the President and the White House. There was
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no service, but there was a new message. He trembled in
fear as he read the words:
Do not waste time, this is not your imagination.
You must find the Sword and Shield and deliver
them up if you are to save your family. Uncover
the secrets of your ancestors and live!
'Dear God this cannot be happening,' he thought. The
signal strength returned to his phone. He thought hard
about it, but knew deep down he could not risk the lives of
his children on a call, which he would find impossible to
explain. He scrolled through his contacts folder. There was
one man in the whole world that could help him now. It was
time to make the call. The dial tone, immediately
recognisable as an international call, calmed him and on
the fourth ring his Dad answered. All he said to him was,
"It is time, Dad. They are awake; tell me again what I
must do."
The call took the best part of thirty minutes. By the time
he finished, the train was on its approach to Heuston
Station, Dublin. Rory was no longer afraid for he was a man
of purpose and knew what had to be done. His mission
allowed him little time to worry about Jerry and K-Lynne.
They were safer where they were, surrounded by friends
and loyal trusted followers of the O'Conor clan.
Rory gathered his belongings, put his jacket on and
jumped from the carriage as the doors opened on the
platform. He spied a taxi sign and ran outside to the line of
waiting cars. Rory shouted instructions and the taxi sped
toward the city centre. Unnoticed, another taxi pulled out
close behind, its driver almost gagging on the stench that
filled his cab, too terrified to try and eject the fearsome
looking customer in the back seat.
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN
ANSWERS
Lios Lachna, or Lislaghna, was the ancient name; the fort of
Lachna, whose life and history had been lost to time. The
area was renamed 'Castle-Plunkett' after the family who
were rewarded with land by Oliver Cromwell. They had built
a mansion near the village between 1655 and 1660 AD, but
it was destroyed by fire in the mid-nineteenth century. The
Plunketts were buried, like the O'Conors, at Toberelva,
where the ruins of the old penal chapel still stood and it was
here that Garvan brought the two American children.
It had been a short journey. The storm had lifted by the
time they arrived at the graveyard. There were bushes,
trees and overgrown mounds in the earth. The few stones
and broken down walls that remained indicated the ruins of
a church. Jerry called a halt to the adventure.
"Stop," he said, "we need to know what is happening. It
makes no sense, but you would have us believe that we are
on some sort of quest."
"We came for The Gathering." It was K-Lynne. “We
came for The Gathering and a holiday. Whoever you think
we are you are mistaken. We cannot help you."
"But you already have." It was Garvan and though he
was in charge he seemed to need their consensus. "We
don't have time for this, forgive me, but we must prepare."
"No," said K-Lynne rather forcefully, "my brother is right.
We need answers now, or you must go on without us."
Diarmaid and Bridget stood silently beside Garvan. He
ran a hand down his face and it seemed to wipe away his
worry and his fear at once. He invited them all to sit.
"OK," he said, "but we have to be quick about it. Near to
here is Oweynagat, Uaimh na gCait in Gaelic ― the Cave
of the Cats; part of the Ráth Cruachan or Rathcroghan
complex, one of the great Royal sites of ancient Ireland."
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“It was from Rathcroghan that Queen Medbh and her
husband, King Ailill ruled Connaught in ancient times and
where the famous Cattle Raid of Cooley, The Táin Bó
Cuailnge, began. To most it is just a story. For us in
Roscommon, particularly those of us loyal to the O'Conor
clan, it is not a story or legend, but the stuff of legends. It
fell to the O'Conors as High Kings, and an O'Conor was the
last High King, to safeguard the entrance to the Oweynagat.
This Cave leads to the Otherworld and from here that
Medbh and her beast the Morrigan will rise this very night.
You two and your father are in mortal danger as the
direct descendants of Turlough O’Conor. Turlough swore
an oath, as High King, that he, and his descendants,
forever, would safeguard the entrance. When you set out
on this journey it was fate that brought you to this spot, but
other forces were gathering in the darkness. Two months
ago, we found a huge fissure had appeared in one of the
rock walls in the inner part of the Cave of the Cats. Over the
last few weeks and days there have been strange
disturbances in the local graveyards, among the ruins here
at Toberelva and near the mound at Rathcroghan itself."
"Toberelva," interrupted Jerry and K-Lynne together,
"this is where our ancestor who fled to America, Felim, this
is where he buried his Dad and his younger brother after
killing those policemen. Wow, we really are part of the story
now. Wait until Grandad hears we made it here."
Garvan nodded but continued with his narrative.
"There are twenty ancient sites attached to Rathcroghan
and other places where disturbances have been noted, as if
the dead were trying to come back to us through the sites
known to them from their time on earth. None more so than
Oweynagat and if the legend is true then it is from here that
Medbh and her followers must come.”
“There has always been a connection with Oweynagat
and the feast of the dead at Samhain. This ancient Gaelic
festival marks the end of harvest and the beginning of
winter. It was celebrated on the night of 31 October to the 1
November. Christians began to celebrate All Hallows on the
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1 November and the day before became important as All
Hallows' Eve or All Hallows' Even ― Halloween.”
“At this time the dead are said to come forth to speak to
us and the Cave is a gateway to the Otherworld where the
dead and the infamous Sidhe reside; a supernatural army
which played a part in the destruction of Rathcroghan.
“But the gateway at Oweynagat has been guarded, since
the time of Medbh and Ailill. The prize offered by Ailill to the
warrior Nera on a Samhain night long ago, Ailill's own
sword, eventually passed down through the High Kings of
Ireland to the O'Conors. This Sword and the O'Conor Shield
became important weapons in the defence of the gateway.”
“They were guarded by the clan for centuries, but
separated for safe-keeping; the sword was kept here at
Castleplunkett, while the shield was hidden in Roscommon
Town, though it has been lost to us. The sword was lost for
a time during 1798, but was found in the thatch of an old
cottage near Milltown House, hidden there from prying
English eyes. Once again it became the responsibility of the
O'Conors to safeguard it, even after your ancestor was
forced to leave at the time of the Great Hunger, for he was
the rightful heir and successor to the royal bloodline.”
“His cousins, my own blood, were given the task by
Felim the night they parted, in 1847, to safeguard the
sword, which we have, until it could be returned to your
family, as the rightful heirs. Felim's companion, Bridget
Earley, was an ancestor of Biddy who stands before you
and young Diarmaid there is an ancestor of the Finnerty
Clan who had their castle at Donamon and who shared a
common ancestor with the O'Conors. It has fallen to us to
defend the Gate at Oweynagat and defend it we must, for
the fate of the world depends on it. This is Samhain or
Halloween; we are out of time … the world is in danger! We
have our part to play; your father must play his!"
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN
DEATH IN THE LIBRARY
Rory O'Conor had spent his life immersed in the stories of
Ireland and had visited the country before, yet he was
unprepared for the sharp friendly bustle of Dublin and the
beauty of its Georgian buildings. He was overawed as he
entered the gateway to the National Library, looking to his
right into the forecourt of Leinster House, where the Irish
Government met, in Dáil Éireann, to discuss the affairs of
state. Some said it had provided the inspiration for The
White House itself. Further to the right stood the Natural
Museum of Ireland, the archaeological division, the national
repository for all archaeological objects; it was a beautiful
collection of buildings and he would have taken time to
appreciate it, had he been able, but time had been taken
from him by the creature on the train. Indeed, the whole
universe had changed for him in that instant.
He ordered the taxi to stop at the top of Kildare Street,
near to Trinity College, and entered the impressive building
on the left-hand side, that was the Heraldic Museum, the
Genealogical Office and the Office of the Chief Herald. The
visit had been quickly arranged by his father, a result of the
hurried phone call from the train, so he knew exactly where
to go and he found himself outside Dr. Flanagan's office at
around 11.15 a.m. He had made good time. Flanagan came
out immediately dismissing the secretary until after lunch.
As one would expect the office was decorated with wall-towall book cases and beautifully bound books. The elderly
academic before him looked the part; grey, distinguished,
tufts of hair on an otherwise black head, glasses, hard
studious face; he was only about five foot five and wore a
three piece suit with a watch chain.
The men had little to say to each other. Flanagan's
ancestors had also come from Roscommon, from
Castlereagh, and there were debts to pay. He presented
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Rory with two scrolls, within solid, black, sealed tubes, one
of which proved the lineage of his family from Felim in
1847, back to Turlough, Cathal and Rory O'Conor, the last
High King of Ireland. This was documentary proof for public
consumption which justified his trip and would be useful for
his job at Ancestry. He placed it inside the laptop case,
which was still hooked around his shoulder. The other scroll
went straight into his inside coat pocket. It recorded the
complete genealogical descent of his family from the
present back to ancient times; written in the blood of his
ancestors by his ancestors. Rory did not look at the scrolls.
He thanked Flanagan and left, picking up the box and small
glass ampoule on a leather cord next to it, from the coffee
table, for he knew what they were and that they were for
him. He paused to slip the ends of the necklace over his
head, slipping the box inside his pocket. As he passed
through the door he detected a sour smell and was glad to
make it outside to the street.
In his wake, the dark figure threw open the door to
Flanagan's office. It did not speak, indeed it did not attempt
to communicate in any way, but simply glided straight to
Flanagan's chair. The poor man was paralysed with fear;
his hair had gone instantly white. He had no voice, no
defence and no hope. The creature reached out one long
arm, grasped his head and held it until he was gone.
Flanagan's thoughts and his memory of the meeting with
Rory O'Conor were recorded by the creature as life left the
body of the academic and, in that same moment was
transferred to another realm entirely where the ancient
Queen was watching through the creature's eyes. Wraiths
were not great communicators, but they were excellent at
collecting the thoughts of others as they departed their
mortal lives. Indeed they could be conduits for messages
from her or the Morrigan and could deliver visuals … as
well as being excellent cold-blooded killers!
There was another job awaiting Rory in the National
Library itself before he had to arrive at the new International
HQ offices for Ancestry.com on Sir John Rogerson's Quay.
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As he gazed at Leinster House, the seat of power in this
beautiful country, he feared for the future and what might
happen and prayed that they would still have such beauty
after the next day or so. He had not looked for this duty, or
this responsibility, and would not have brought his children
had he thought it to be anything more than myth and
legend. They had to be told and they had to be prepared,
as he had, but his talks with Adrian and Garvan and then
his encounter on the train had greatly upset him. Rory
needed to get back to his children and add the names of
Jerry and K-Lynne to the ancient scroll, in their own blood.
He was not superstitious. This was beyond superstition ― it
had to be done to keep them safe … to keep them all safe.
He climbed the few small steps and entered the
wonderful foyer of the Library, saddened to think he was so
near, but would not get to sit in the marvellous reading
room that he had seen pictured on the internet. As he made
his way through the door towards the small cafeteria on the
right, he failed to notice a dark figure watch him from the
shadows.
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN
TOBERELVA: THE GUDEMEN COMETH
Garvan opened a knapsack on the ground and fished out
sandwiches and bottles of water. It was close now to 11
a.m. They had much to do and would need their strength.
All five of them ate as the explanations continued.
"Amongst the superstitious it is whispered that the
Morrigan comes forth every Samhain. The emergence of
creatures from Oweynagat in the wake of the Morrigan,
such as a triple headed monster (shaped like a dog or
vulture), copper-red birds and pigs who breathe death to all
before them formed part of the ancient beliefs and helped
embellish stories to scare mischievous children. These
stories featured the Morrigan as a Goddess carrying two
spears, drawn in a chariot to battle, or as a crow, or raven
that flew over the heads of the warriors in battle. The beast
that was the Morrigan, however, denoted terror and could
also be depicted as a witch, or terrifying monster, so people
steered clear of the Cave around Halloween. Lately, there
have been sightings of a huge crow near the Cave in the
dead of the night, but more worryingly, sightings in the
daytime. The time has come to stand strong.”
“We may easily spot beasts and monsters, but there are
those who walk amongst us, who serve the gods and
goddesses of the Otherworld, that are more difficult to
recognise. Locals call the followers of the Morrigan, the
Morrígna, or The Gude-men, from a word for spectres.
These Gudemen are not so good at all and will trick, and
tempt, and kill; they must be avoided or defeated at all
costs. We must prevent the Morrigan and The Gudemen
from breaking through from the Otherworld, this night.
“We will await the others in the graveyard and strike out
for Oweynagat before it gets dark."
"Who are the others?" asked K-Lynne.
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"The Followers!" exclaimed Garvan, as if he expected
Jerry and K-Lynne to know this already.
"Just as Medbh and the Morrigan have The Gudemen
who are loyal to them, we have those who are loyal to the
O'Conors as the descendants of the Last High King of
Ireland. The O'Conors, as Kings of Connaught, were
inaugurated at Rathcroghan long after Medbh and Ailill had
ruled from there; not simply to commemorate the place, but
in a bid to control it and prevent its misuse.”
“The Invaders never understood the importance of the
native Irish connection to the ancient mounds and other
'sacred' places; they believed they simply worshipped the
older Gods and superstitions. For their part, the native Irish
kept it that way. The true defenders did not rely on strength
of arms, but on belief and brotherhood. The Followers are
descended by blood from the ancient followers of the HighKings; their loyalty and faith keeps the balance in check.
But there have been misgivings, and The Gudemen who
walk abroad have tempted some from their loyalty and their
bond. We wait for the true men of Roscommon, The
Followers of the High King."
At around 11.45, the sky darkened and Garvan leapt
suddenly to his feet, "They have come," he said. The
children stood in anticipation to greet their guests.
"Close, to me," yelled Garvan urgently and they moved
to his side without question, all that is except K-Lynne who
seemed to be caught on something. Diarmaid and Biddy
stood in front of Jerry; Garvan now moved in front of them.
"Come to me child," said Garvan slowly and softly to KLynne, but there was a worried look on his face.
"No, I think not," said a low voice from the undergrowth.
As one, some twenty or more figures appeared, as if
spirited there by some unseen magician. Figures rather
than men, for they had no clear features in this light and
their heads hung towards the ground. Two took up position
on either side of K-Lynne. Jerry moved instinctively towards
her, to protect her, but the others held him back.
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"You," spat Garvan, at the lead figure. "You are a traitor.
I swear you will pay for this Burke, I will hunt you down and
you will pay."
The one called Burke, snapped back his head, laughing
at the meaninglessness of the threat.
"To coin a phrase you might understand ... You and
whose army … or maybe I am missing something here," he
said to Garvan, now just inches from his face, spitting upon
the brave protector as he spoke.
"You will listen, O'Conor dog, listen and obey. You live
because I say you live, you breathe because I grant you
life. Do not annoy me or I will sing you a different tune."
Burke's skin, much like the creatures around him, was
grey, his hair blacker than coal, his eyes seemed to burn
red and his long thin hands had curled claw-like with razor
sharp looking nails at their ends. His teeth were pointed and
his stale breath filled the air with tiny flies and insects as he
spoke. They knew this shadow of a man … they knew that
this was a Gudeman, that these were all Gudemen and that
they had been trapped. One of the things covered the
mouth of the visibly petrified K-Lynne. Jerry tried again to
help her, but his new friends held him fast.
"K-Lynne," he shouted, "K-Lynne. You let her go, Burke
or whatever your name is. Let her go or you will be sorry."
The Gudeman-Burke-creature rasped a terrifying laugh
from a thing long dead.
"Quiet boy! Your time across the sea has made you
inconsequential. You and your father are nothing to us and
we will see ourselves pour forth upon the world this very
night. Should you wish to see your precious sister alive by
morning you will bring us the Sword and Shield before
midnight at the Gate. Fail to do so and she dies."
"No … you …" tried Jerry, but Garvan held him close
with a hand around his mouth to stifle him. He knew it was
futile to argue with such a being and he needed to find out
all he could.
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"The Shield is lost and even if it were not, it is of little use
to you without the Sword and the blood. You ask the
impossible," said Garvan in an effort to buy some time.
The heavens cracked as the creature laughed again at
the interruption. Two Gudemen entered the circle with a
blanket in their arms. They unwrapped their prize and
Garvan fell to his knees in pain. He had only recently seen
this Sword and he knew instantly that if The Gudemen held
it then his two brothers, Oisín and Pádraig, were dead. As if
to confirm his fear, the blood on the blade had not been
completely wiped clean and it was fresh. Even under these
circumstances the beauty of it took his breath away, though
there appeared to be a tiny piece broken from the blade,
just below the hilt. This was strange, for the Sword of Ailill
was presumed indestructible. He knew his part in all of this,
but he knew that if he tried to take it back then he would join
his brothers in the afterlife. Garvan smiled, for he was
immensely proud; his brothers had done what was asked of
them. They had given their lives so that others might live.
"You were about to say," taunted the Burke-thing, "that
the Shield of the O'Conors' is of no use without the 'Sword
of Ailill' isn't that correct? But as you see we have liberated
it and you shall bring us the Shield before midnight. Fail to
do so and she will die; delay and she will die.”
“Run. Tell your Master that we wait with his daughter
beneath the earth. She is scared and he must save her.”
“Begone, you have work to do and little time in which to
do it. The band of Followers upon the hill at Rathcroghan,
lie dead for being loyal to the blade we now hold. Your kin
died hard, but we were too strong for them. We slaughtered
them like rabbits and threw their bodies into the ditch. There
will be no Gathering. Your time is running out. Away with
you to Roscommon and bring us the Shield and the Heir."
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN
THE GRUACACH ― DEAD AND UNDEAD
Inside the National Library Rory had taken a moment to
browse the small shop opposite the cafeteria and he bought
two beautiful books for Jerry and K-Lynne; one on Irish
myths and legends and a fantastically illustrated book on
Roderic O'Conor, artist and kinsman. The artist had grown
up in Milltown, or Milton House, near Castleplunkett and
was indeed 'one of the family.' He went to the cafeteria,
bought an Americano and a muffin and took a seat in the
farthest corner from the till. Not long after, his guest arrived,
took a coffee and joined him. The two embraced as long
lost brothers, then turned to the situation at hand.
"It is good to see you again, Cathal," said Rory with a
warm smile, "it is sad to think that it is only funerals and
desperation that brings us together. When you phoned me
in Boston I thought it would make an ideal distraction for me
and the kids from the sadness of it all, but I would not have
endangered the children for love nor money. How did things
get so bad?"
"I see you have been chatting with Adrian and Garvan,
and that they have filled you in," replied Cathal. He wore his
black wavy hair long and even with the large bulky coat you
could tell he was a fit man with broad shoulders and strong
limbs. There was a rugged handsomeness to him, but his
eyes were fierce; he was a warrior of old. The jeans and
sneakers, were for ease of movement as much as they
were to help him fit in.
"When we asked you to come there was only a sense of
'something amiss' and we wanted to show the people that
you had not forgotten us or your home."
It was clear and to the point, but Rory detected no malice
and he listened as Cathal brought him up to speed.
"There is no doubt about it. Events suggest a terrible
reckoning is coming and we fear that this night will be a
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dangerous one for us all. The signs are there and we fear
the Morrigan herself will create a path for Medbh to return
to Rathcroghan through the Gate at Oweynagat."
"Did Adrian know of this?" asked Rory, "because he
convinced me to come to Dublin on my own while Garvan
took the children to Castleplunkett. He should not have
endangered them this way. Did he know?"
"I would like to think not. Certainly, he had to convince
you to come here on your own. There are those about who
would see us fail and they would have an opportunity on
such a journey." But Cathal seemed uncertain.
"He should have kept them close in Roscommon Town,
Castleplunkett is not safe. Garvan places too much trust in
The Followers there, but I believe one or two may have
been compromised. He was to call me at noon, but I cannot
get through to him. I am anxious. Finish up here, Rory, and
we will travel back together on the evening train."
Rory went silent for a moment and Cathal realised there
was something else grievously wrong.
"What is it he asked?"
"I think there was a wraith on the train, a Gruacach,
Grew-ack-kach," Rory managed slowly, "it threatened the
children and bid me leave straight away and deliver up the
arms and myself at the Gate tonight. I beg you to take care
of them. I cannot worry about them and the fate of us all at
the same time. PROMISE ME. I need to know my kids are
safe. Did you bring what I asked?"
It was Cathal's turn to be quiet.
"You should not utter their true names. It gives them a
strength they crave. I believe they are little more than
glorified Pookas, but dangerous nonetheless and kill
without remorse or feeling. They are meant to scare you."
As he spoke he passed a package to Rory out of sight of
anyone who may have been watching and, shaking his
head so Rory would not acknowledge it, he continued.
"You were supposed to return immediately, but you have
chosen to see this day through and I thank you for that. I
would prefer to wait for you and accompany you home, but
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will do as you ask. I will catch the 14.45 p.m. train to
Roscommon and safeguard them until you arrive. They will
not leave my sight. You have my word on it."
The two men stood again and shook hands. There was
nothing else to be said, for events had been set in motion.
Rory left for Sir John Rogerson's Quay, picking up a taxi
outside on Kildare Street. There was a black taxi illegally
parked on the opposite side of the road, with the windows
completely blacked out; it looked like a hearse. As he raised
his hand another pulled across it and he climbed inside. An
unpleasant smell seemed to come up from the very sewers
beneath him, but it was soon forgotten as he sped off to
Ancestry's new HQ. He was scared, and worried about his
children, but he was getting things done.
Cathal O'Conor recognised the smell, as he left the
Library, for he had encountered these evil things before. He
reached inside his bulky great coat and fastened his hands
on the ancient sword of his forefathers. Spotting the
blackened taxi he moved swiftly across the road, pulled the
rear door open and jumped inside, the door closing behind
him. In an instant the wraith was on him. The stench was
unbearable and the near-dead taxi driver in the front was
proof that the creature was dangerous, but Cathal was
experienced and as the Gruacach came at him across the
back seat he turned to greet him with the point of his sword
pushing upwards though his coat. The fearsome creature
howled in agony as it impaled itself upon the sacred blade.
A sacred blade, forged in the mines of Ulster, blessed upon
the altars of druids and holy men, of priests and saints,
blessed against evil in all its forms. The wraith twisted and
squirmed to free itself, but Cathal pushed harder and drew
it closer until it stopped moving. In its final death throes it
delivered a mortal blow, sinking sharpened decaying teeth
into the soft flesh of his neck.
Cathal jumped from the car and sped away from the
scene on foot. Under normal circumstances, they would
never have dared attack like this in the daylight, it was all
moving too quickly now. The trap had been set for Rory, but
59

The Battle for Coman's Wood

thankfully he had taken another cab. Cathal felt the blood at
the side of his neck where the Gruacach had bitten into his
flesh. He stopped at a small supermarket on Westmoreland
Street and bought plasters, tape and paper tissue in lieu of
surgical dressings for he knew the bite was beyond human
intervention. Then, turning left along the quays of the River
Liffey he boarded a 90 bus which brought him directly to
Heuston Station. He found the restrooms, checked the
wound and dressed it, covering it with his scarf and coat.
Flecks of blood stained his coat, but the dark material hid it
well. Cathal had packed tissue against the wound and
taped it as best he could, but he knew that the blackness,
which had already begun to spread outwards from it, would
kill him in time. He bought paracetamol at the news stand
and a bottle of water, to see him though the journey home.
Cathal thought only of Rory and his kids. Another
Follower had been stationed at Heuston and Cathal filled
him in as best he could. He was to phone Garvan and make
sure the children were OK and to warn them. There would
be someone waiting for Cathal when he reached the
station. Meanwhile, the Follower would remain to shadow
Rory when he arrived for the later train. Events had taken a
sinister turn. Cathal jumped on board the 14.45 p.m. train
and took a seat at the rear of the last carriage, where
nothing could surprise him. He could feel the poison of the
Gruacach working its way through his body and though he
felt tired he knew he could not sleep, for he would not wake.
He gripped the hilt of the sword to give him strength, stared
out at the fast moving landscape and rehearsed the old
stories in his head to keep himself alert. Cathal had grown
up with these stories, never believing for an instant as a boy
that he would one day be living the stories as a man.
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
IN SEARCH OF THE SHIELD
Garvan, Diarmaid and Biddy dragged Jerry back to the car.
Diarmaid had to sit on him as they sped back to
Roscommon Town. Jerry roared for justice and revenge,
but he could not budge the boy on top and quickly
exhausted himself. In the silence Garvan spoke.
"I know young master Gerald, and I am truly sorry, but
we could not remain there. We must get to Roscommon
and find the shield and your father. The events set in
motion today are greater than any of us and we need help."
"But you left her, how could you … how could we leave
her?" wept Jerry, "She's my sister. We must go back."
"No," said Garvan sternly, "we would go to our doom.
They made a fatal error for they should by right have taken
you both and sent me back to get their prize. We have been
given a chance Gerald and we need to exploit it."
"It’s Jerry," sobbed Jerry lightly, "not Gerald, but Jerry,
and I will find a way back to rescue her. I'm no coward."
"Think of me as you wish,” said Garvan sadly, "but it is
my duty to get you back to town, to friends and allies. We
will return, but not as one man and three children before
twenty creatures from the Morrigan's lair. We will return, not
only to rescue your sister, Geral … Jerry, but to defeat them
and send them back to where they came from … for ever."
Jerry just grunted and buried his face in his hands,
pressing his hands to his temples. It had always helped
him, to think and clear his head. When he looked up once
more he had become a determined boy with a plan.
"We have to get back to Roscommon and to my Dad. If
you are right and we are all somehow connected to this
final showdown then we must warn him and tell him about
K-Lynne and The Gudemen."
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"Yes," said Garvan, proud of the boy who had become a
man before his eyes, "we will find him, but I think there is
something we can do while we await your Dad's train."
Within thirty minutes they were back in the Abbey Hotel
car park, unaware of the large black bird that had followed
them from Toberelva, much as she had followed the armies
of old. The Morrigan in this form was a shadow of herself, a
watcher of players and events rather than a participant.
The Hotel was overflowing with a large wedding party,
but this suited their needs. They tried to phone Rory, but
could get no answer. Garvan disappeared and Diarmaid
and Biddy waited while Jerry changed. He showered to
clear his thoughts and prepare himself for what was about
to happen. It brought him back to life with a jolt. Moments
later he was back in the room, changing into jeans and a
well-worn Boston Red Sox shirt.
They joined Adrian and Garvan’s friends in the foyer.
Guests from the wedding were everywhere and the little
group was lost amongst them. They made their way
discreetly to a small room off the main dining room. Adrian
forced them to take advantage of the moment to eat
something. It was quick, light stuff, but they ate as if their
lives depended on it, and indeed maybe they did.
The Followers quickly came up with a number of
locations where they might discover the Shield of the
O'Conors. Adrian explained to Jerry how it had been lost
during the wars of the 1600’s when Roscommon Castle
was reduced to ruins. The Followers would search the
Castle, Donamon Castle, St. Coman's Church, St. Coman's
Well and Mote Park.
Garvan wanted the three children to go to the library and
search through the local history section to see what they
might find. He warned everybody, before they split into their
separate groups, to be careful and watch out for each other.
They would also have to report back by 6 p.m., to the Hotel
lobby. Adrian would remain in the Hotel as the point of
contact should Rory, or any other Followers, show up. They
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needed someone to monitor progress and let them know if
any of the parties were successful in locating the Shield.
Diarmaid, Biddy and Jerry made their way to the library
unaware of the shadow that followed. They were equally
unaware of the black bird who watched from above! The
library was an impressive limestone building of three stories
above a basement with two wings attached. They asked for
material on local history, as if they were researching a
project for school, and they searched for any mention of a
shield, crest, or coat of arms of the O'Conors.
Jerry wandered and found a beautiful book in the adult
section, by Jonathan Benington, on the paintings of Roderic
O'Conor. He had stumbled upon a painting online the
previous night, but all he had found, was an old auction
entry describing it as 'Abstract.' His father and sister had
believed it to be a painting of a ship’s mast, but Jerry
thought it might be a sword. There was nothing about a
shield and too many naked people for his taste. He closed it
and pushed it guiltily to the end of the table where they sat.
The amateur detectives looked for supernatural signs
and clues; at stories about the White Bride, The Flaggers,
the Fairy Rath and the haunted Walk Road. They studied
the history of the buildings; the old Infirmary, which had
been revamped into the present library, and the old jail in
the Market Square. Jerry was intrigued by the story of Lady
Betty, and as the library was closing they agreed to take at
look at Lady Betty's window. She was a convict whose life
was spared in return for her agreement to become the town
executioner.
Sadly they could not find anything really useful with
regard to the Shield. The only Shield they found was the
one at the Abbey and that was made of stone!
'Of course,' thought Jerry, 'where better to hide the
O'Conor Shield than the tomb of Felim O'Conor himself?'
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN
FAMILY HISTORY IN A JAR
Rory arrived at the Ancestry.com offices on Sir John
Rogerson’s Quay, which was located across the Liffey from
the National Convention Centre. He had no knowledge of
what happened to Cathal and no news from Roscommon.
Garvan did not answer, but then Rory knew the problems of
mobile coverage in Roscommon and hoped it was related.
Everything at Ancestry was beautifully designed, with
floor to ceiling graphics depicting scenes from Dublin’s
history. The office had been developed over two floors with
the reception area, meeting rooms, canteen, kitchen and
bar facilities on the ground floor and, a ninety-two seat,
open-plan, work space, boardroom, meeting rooms, cellular
management suites and breakout areas, as well as a
terrace on the second floor. Floor to ceiling glass panels
opened everything up while table football, lounge areas,
etc., exhibited a modern relaxed approach to big business.
It was intended to present itself as a family in the truest
sense of the word, though behind the façade it was all
business. This was not a place where the public could go
for advice and service; it was the International HQ.
Rory met with the senior team in the boardroom and was
brought up to speed, but had little or no interest in anything
that was said. The meeting continued over lunch and 'Irish'
traditional fare, in honour of their American guest, was
wheeled in by the catering staff; smoked salmon, prawns,
peppered smoked mackerel, homemade brown bread and
an assorted range of other breads, rolls and crackers,
traditional Irish ham, cheese, etc., etc. Rory had not
realised how hungry he was and he wolfed down selections
and combinations of almost everything with delicious hot
tea. It was marvellous and helped him focus once again
and recharge his batteries.
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After lunch, he presented the scroll which outlined his
family tree for inclusion on the website. This caused quite a
stir, as it linked him to the ancient High Kings and it had
been confirmed by the Genealogical Office. It certainly was
newsworthy to have a senior member of 'the team' with
such an illustrious ancestry, considering most Irish people
would be lucky to trace ancestors back to 1820.'
He was presented with a 'shillelagh' and a certificate of
Irish Heritage, which they rolled, thank God, for a picture
frame was unrealistic on a plane. It was beautiful; depicting
the image of a ship, which saddened him in an instant, for
such a ship had undoubtedly torn his ancestor from his
beloved country and his family in 1847. Rory was unsure if
he wanted to celebrate, or commemorate this, but he
recognised the thought behind it was harmless and he
expressed his gratitude. They also gave him an unusual
glass jar with shamrock growing in authentic Irish soil, to
remind him of his roots they said; of his family, heritage and
history. He smiled graciously, wondering if somewhere
along the way these movers and shakers, these high-flying
college graduates had lost sight of something important, to
be so excited about presenting him with his family history in
a jar. He felt a little older.
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CHAPTER NINETEEN
LADY BETTY
The centre of the Market Square was dominated by
Harrison Hall, home to the Bank of Ireland which stood next
door to the former Presbyterian Church, the modern County
Museum and Tourist Office. Behind the bank stood the old
gaol, or jail. It had been refurbished into a modern shopping
centre though the façade had been retained. The two Irish
kids pointed high to Lady Betty's window where she had
walked the victims out, 'ready-noosed,' onto a wooden
board hinged outside her own window on the third floor (you
could see the holes in the stone where it had existed). This
was then withdrawn and the unfortunate victim dropped to
their doom. The kids were horrified, but intrigued and
fascinated, especially by the legend that the room was
haunted. No one had been in her room for at least a
hundred years. Jerry was convinced they should take a look
there for the Shield.
The centre had closed at 5 p.m. so they walked to the
rear in the dark to look for the rear entrance, a sort of spiral
staircase, from the car park leading from Apache Pizza.
Without thinking about it, they pushed the door through.
Staff and other occupants were coming and going and they
simply hid in the shadows under the stairs until they heard
the door closed from the outside. They climbed the
staircase, quickly, and ran down the hallway to the
apartments at the rear of the main building, but found it
locked at the top of the third floor. Jerry noticed a gap at the
bottom and because they were small they were able to grab
and pull the old security door, just enough to be able to
slide a hand inside on the right and disable the push bar.
They were soon at the top, high above the main
shopping complex and to the rear of the remaining portions
of the old jail. But there was no door. Whatever had been
there in olden days had been blocked up and the building
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had an abandoned feel to it. Jerry noticed a gap in the
brickwork and instinctively squeezed his hand into the
opening. His fingers found an ancient lever and he pulled
on it. To the left of the entrance an alcove appeared.
The three explorers never even thought about what they
were doing, or where they were going or what they might
find when they got there. They pushed against the far wall
and found themselves falling, sliding down under the wall
and out on their bottoms onto a wooden floor in an empty
room. Frightened, they found themselves trapped as the
entrance closed rapidly behind them. It was pitch black in
the room, but, as their eyes became accustomed to their
surroundings, they realised that there was a sliver of light
coming from yet another doorway in front of them. They
moved quickly, praying it would not be locked or alarmed; a
night of explanations with the police, in a modern jail, would
prove disastrous for them all, and for those now depending
on their safety. They had ploughed ahead and were foolish
indeed not to have had a backup plan.
The old-fashioned knob turned and they spilled out into
another empty room. They were in what they imagined was
Lady Betty's Room for the bottom of the window was almost
at floor level, as they imagined it would be when they
viewed it from the front of the building; to help her victims
move quickly towards their death. A sound disturbed them
from their thoughts. It was the sound of a flame flickering
and they realised that there was a candle flame burning in
the corner of the room. When the door slammed shut
behind them, they nearly jumped out of their skins.
Tiny figures appeared all over the walls, figures of
hanging victims crudely drawn in charcoal by Lady Betty
herself, the mad obsession of a cruel heart. Light from the
candle made these figures dance and twist in grotesque
fashion. All three children were frightened out of their wits
and looked frantically for a means to escape. They tried the
door, but it was now locked. The window displayed the town
square, but was shut tight and a second door, to the left,
was similarly locked against intruders, or maybe to imprison
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those that dared to enter here! An eerie, mad, tormented
laugh cackled through the darkness. Chains rattled and lost
souls cried. Diarmaid, Biddy and Jerry stood with their
backs to each other for protection.
Diarmaid ran again to the sash window and pulled the
centre catch. His mind was quick, for instead of pulling up
the bottom pane, he pulled at the top half and managed to
pull down the top of the window although they were three
stories up, with no rope, or ladder to help them to the
ground. Once the top half was down he leaned out and
looked upwards towards the sky. Above them was a narrow
stone ledge and toward the centre of the façade, two lower
battlement style cutouts. Diarmaid realised this was the way
out onto the roof and told the others. As they prepared to
leave, a screeching female voice halted them in their tracks.
She was on the other side of the door and she scraped
the wood with her nails. The sound was terrifying and they
moved toward the window at speed. Diarmaid went first and
Biddy was to go second, so that Jerry could help from
below. Diarmaid could pull her up from above, once he was
safe himself. Below them, in the darkness, people went
about their business. It was a long drop, which would
certainly kill them, but the alternative was to remain in the
room of dancing dead figures with Lady Betty at the door.
The door knob turned gently at first, and then violently as
she found it locked against her. But locked doors could not
contain her and she pushed it in on its hinges. It fell to the
floor with a mighty crash as Diarmaid pulled himself up to
the ledge. Like any true friend, he stopped to help the
others, but Jerry and Biddy roared at him to move and he
disappeared in the darkness.
"Go," shouted Jerry to Biddy, "I will distract her," and
Biddy likewise disappeared out the window into the night.
Not quite so brave, now that he was alone, Jerry turned
to face the woman of the house. A dark form emerged from
the doorway, a hardened hag, long dead and wasted, cruel,
in manner and demeanour. She hissed at him and he
nearly died right there on the spot when she said his name.
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"You cannot run young O'Conor, you cannot hide. The
Morrigan watches you even now and she will destroy you."
Around her neck hung a length of rope like a calling card
for her trade of old. Things scurried beneath her clothes
and beneath her flesh and the smell of death and decay
filled every inch of the room. Jerry gagged and staggered
backwards towards the window.
"No ancient bloodline will shield you this night, you and
your friends will fall and your family's crown will be ground
to dust. I have no ties to those that seek you, but I would
continue my work from my window and you shall be my
triumph. When you are swinging from my rope I will draw
you and add your soul to the souls of those I have
dispatched before ― forever trapped within these walls,
forever hanging by my hand."
She removed the rope from around her neck and flicked
it toward him. It was around his neck before he had time to
get his fingers beneath it. Lady Betty laughed as she pulled
it tight and Jerry felt the life run from him as quickly as he
felt himself tumble back towards her and the darkness.
As he began to lose consciousness a large black bird
flew through the open window and directly at the
hangwoman. She shrieked and ran as if the very hordes of
hell had appeared before her. The bird followed after, talons
locked toward her as it flew. Jerry fell helpless to the floor
trying to breathe, but even though the hag was gone the
rope grew tighter round his throat. Cold steel pushed
against his skin and grazed his neck as a thin dagger cut
the strands. He collapsed as his lungs fought to breathe in
all the air in the world in one go; like a fish out of water, he
floundered, fighting for the air that slowly restored him.
A man he recognised from the hotel scooped him up and
pushed him, out and up, to Diarmaid's waiting hands. Jerry
was still a little dazed and weak from his near death
experience, but Diarmaid and Biddy pulled, and the
unidentified man pushed, until they had him over the
parapet and onto the roof. All three collapsed onto their
backs as the man climbed over unaided.
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"Come, we must hurry, before The Morrigan returns,"
was all he said. It was all that needed to be said, for the
three of them now knew what, and who, the bird was and
they did not want a face to face encounter with their enemy.
They ran around the roof to the far side and were able to
drop down to the main staircase at the rear and make their
way back toward the exit. The man pushed them one by
one over a wooden gateway and they moved quickly out
into the Square and the streetlights. They ran to Main
Street, Henry Street and back to Circular Road and the
Abbey Hotel, not stopping until they were safely inside the
hotel.
The Morrigan watched with interest. She had dispatched
the Hag with ease and followed high above them. They
would find what she needed and they would return it to her
and she would return it to her mistress. Once they had
triumphed they would wreak death and destruction across
the land for centuries to come. First to fall would be these
meddlesome O'Conors and their Followers. She would
unleash her Gudemen and her remaining Gruacach …
promising to see to this personally.
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CHAPTER TWENTY
HOME!
Throughout the afternoon Rory was conscious of his need
to get home to Roscommon. Funny how it had come to him
so easily ― home to Roscommon. At five o'clock he said
his farewells to the staff at Ancestry and wished them all a
bright and prosperous future. He left in a waiting taxi to the
Railway station they returned to work and the day at hand
while he returned home ... to Roscommon.
He was at Heuston Station by 5.20 p.m. and it only took
a moment to find the correct platform. Rory tried to phone
Garvan, but got no answer. He found plenty of comfortable
seats in the first class carriage and settled himself when he
noticed a man opposite stealing looks at him. Before he
could do anything, the man nodded in his direction and from
the way he did so, with deference, Rory knew he was a
friend. He felt happier and settled back, closing his eyes to
the rhythm of the tracks. When he awoke they were pulling
into Athlone station and his 'minder' was staring at him with
two large cups of coffee set in front of him, steam rising
upwards. Rory smiled and accepted the coffee with thanks
though no words passed between them, other than his
name which served as both fact and introduction, "Brian."
Rory had become even more anxious about his kids and
tried Garvan again, but there was no reply. A cold fear crept
through him. To pass the final portion of the journey he took
the remaining scroll from Dr. Flanagan from his coat,
peeled back the top cover, slid it from the sealed tube and
came face to face with the family tree he had learned in part
from his Dad and Grandad.
A print of a painting, by Roderic O'Conor, fell from within
the scroll to his lap, but he chose to ignore it as a keepsake
from Dr. Flanagan, to remind him of another ancestor from
his genealogy. There were marvellous colours, but it looked
like a ships mast lost in a surreal landscape and made no
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sense to him. He suddenly remembered seeing it online in
the hotel as they searched for clues to the family tree, but
he saw no reason for Flanagan to include this particular
print, which apparently was not a well-known work.
The scroll on the other hand was fascinating. It truly was
an illustrious family tree and he became immensely proud
as he moved from generation to generation back through
history to Felim O'Conor and Roscommon Abbey and
beyond to Turlough O'Conor, prehistory and the arrival of
Christianity in Ireland. He was not prepared for what he
found and now, at last, began to understand the battle of
good and evil that must be fought and the part that his
family had played and had yet to play. The parchment was
inscribed with the blood of his ancestors, quite literally, and,
as he carefully returned it to its tube, he realised the
importance of bringing it up to date. By the time the train
pulled into Roscommon station he was upright and moving,
determined and focused, but first he would find his children
and make sure they were safe.
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CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE
THE SWORD OF AILILL
A little past 8 p.m. Rory and his shadow arrived back at the
Abbey Hotel and were instantly directed to the small room
adjoining the dining room. The fire was blazing.
"Dad," roared Jerry, as he laid eyes on his father and he
ran to him and hugged him fiercely. "They have K-Lynne,
Dad, they took her. I didn't know what to do. They just took
her Dad. I'm sorry, I'm so sorry ..." he sobbed.
It was like hearing of 9-11 for the first time... Rory was
struck dumb with fear, confusion ... with emotion,
"Sit down Rory," Garvan said, "I will try to explain."
He told Rory about Medbh and The Morrigan and of their
fears for Samhain; swearing that they would never have
endangered his kids, or their own brethren, if they thought
things were this critical. He explained that a former Follower
called Burke had betrayed them. They had taken K-Lynne
hostage and Garvan’s brothers were dead on the mound of
Rathcroghan.
“The Gudemen need the O'Conor Shield and the Sword
of Ailill, though only the Sword is in their possession. The
Shield, and you Rory, are to be brought to Oweynagat
before midnight this very night or ... well ... or they ..."
"Spit it out," said Rory in a venomous way Jerry had
never heard before, or believed his Dad could speak so.
"Spit it out," he repeated, but he knew what they would say.
"Or they will kill K-Lynne," said Adrian. There was silence.
Jerry spoke of their exploits that day and their encounter
with the Morrigan. Rory thanked Diarmaid and Biddy for
their bravery and the Follower, Seán, who had saved them;
according to Garvan one of their best warriors.
"I do not believe they will kill her," said Garvan, when
Jerry was finished, "because she is more valuable alive. But
they would take her through the Gate to the Otherworld and
you would not see her again until you found the Shield and
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your only hope of rescue would be at Samhain each year."
Silence hung in the room like death itself.
"There is hope yet,” a faint voice from the shadows said
softly. It was Cathal, though much changed and weakened
from his encounter that day.
"I dispatched the Gruacach that was stalking you in
Dublin, though it appears I may yet follow it, for it bit me as
it died and I am weak. There is something you might need
however, in my overcoat," and he beckoned for Rory to
come closer. As Rory went to his side Cathal reached
inside the coat and drew forth a beautiful sword.
"This is, by right, yours. It is the Sacred Sword of Ailill. It
must never fall into Medbh’s hands."
The men in the room marvelled at the Sword. Light from
the fire danced majestically off the crystal in the bulbous
pommel above the tightly wound leather hand grip and
decorated guard. Exquisite Celtic ornamentation decorated
the top of both sides of the fierce looking, medium length,
double-edged, broad blade, which descended to a perfect
point. The blade too shone beautifully in the firelight; a
magnificent weapon and a symbol of truth and honour.
"Burke had the Sword of Ailill in his hands today,"
Garvan gasped, "I saw it with my own eyes."
"No," said Cathal, "you saw an imitation; there are three,
to trick those who might steal the real Sword. That copy will
buy us a couple of hours if we are lucky. There is another in
the Hotel, which Adrian must give to you.”
“The true Sword is sacred. One of Turlough O'Conor's
finest feats was to redesign the hilt of the Sword, much in
the way he had the Cross of Cong designed to house a
fragment of the one true cross. A sliver of wood from the
shaft of Cú Chulainn's terrible spear, the Gáe Bolg, was
inserted into the grip and a drop of the hero's blood in the
small crystal globe in the pommel of the Sword. This great
hero was the enemy of Medbh and The Morrigan and the
O'Conor's drew strength from his relics. The blade was
blessed by St. Coman himself."
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When Rory gripped the sword, it glowed, for it belonged
in his hands. He realised that was not a ship's mast in the
abstract painting of his kinsman, Roderic O'Conor, it was
the Sword of Ailill. Flanagan had given Rory the print
because the blood of Ireland's fiercest warrior did connect
with his family, not through DNA, but fealty and honour.
Those in the room dropped to their knees as if they were at
the inauguration of their King. Jerry stood awestruck in front
of his Dad and then he ran and hugged him again.
"K-Lynne," he whispered, "we must rescue her. Now we
have the Sword, I think I might know where the Shield is, for
these weapons are not of this world, they are magical
weapons and magic keeps the Shield from us."
Rory wasn't sure he knew what Jerry was talking about,
but he knew that they were running out of time. He was no
longer a Dad who had to protect his children, but a leader of
a clan who needed him, none more so than Cathal who had
brought him Ailill's sword at the risk of his own life.
"Arise," he said to no one and to one and all, "the day is
come and we must stand, or fall, as is our destiny. Garvan
and The Followers will go back to Castleplunkett and
Oweynagat. We must prepare to meet The Gudemen and
the Morrigan and we must bring Cathal with us if he is to
have a chance beyond tomorrow. Bring Diarmaid and Biddy
for there may yet be a part for them to play there. I will take
Seán and Brian with us to search for the Shield and we will
go with my son, for I trust he may be on to something. Go."
According to their instructions those present departed in
different directions. Adrian remained with two others at the
Hotel. Garvan and The Followers went northwards to
prepare for the final battle, while Rory and Jerry prepared to
search for the Shield with Brian and Seán as bodyguards.
They were aware of the large black bird that followed high
above them in the night. This was the eve of All Hallows or
All Saints day, it was Halloween; it was Samhain and The
Morrigan was once more in search of its prey.
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CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO
FELIM’S TOMB
Jerry pulled his Dad down to whisper in his ear, “The
Abbey”. They borrowed a couple of torches and circled the
Hotel toward the field behind, where the bleak ancient ruin
stood silently in the dark. A great storm threatened as
thunder rumbled in the distance. Above them the Morrigan
watched relentlessly. When they were in front of the tomb
Jerry began to touch the panels. It was obvious that he was
looking for something, a key or panel that might give them
hope. All of them joined in, though soon Seán stepped back
to stand guard, one eye on the sky at all times. They
prodded and poked, and pushed and pulled, from the
panels on the front, to the effigy on top. Brian climbed up
and kneeled upon the tomb to press and poke the stone
Shield of the O'Conors, but there was nothing. Rory felt
guilty for trusting in the boy and then guilty for thinking that.
They felt defeated, looking vacantly at the tomb, their
thoughts with K-Lynne rather than the archaeology.
"Apparently, the front panels were from a later period
than the rest of the tomb," Brian blurted out to no one in
particular. "One has an axe."
Rory took a closer look. The panels had depictions of
gallowglass or mercenaries who were first recorded in the
service of Aedh O’Conor, King of Connaught. The panel on
the left had four gallowglass with swords, but the panel on
the right had three gallowglass, in the act of drawing
swords; the fourth which dominated the middle of the front
panels held a gallowglass axe, or sparth. Rory had always
been attracted to that which stood out. He examined the
gallowglass with the axe, exploring the edges, but there
was nothing. He pushed again, but unconsciously grasped
the hilt of the sword under his coat with his other hand. A
sound could be heard from within the tomb.
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He grasped the hilt of Ailill's sword with all his might and
pressed the stone axe inwards. The effigy on top of the
tomb moved slightly. Seán, Brian and Jerry jumped to the
tomb and pushed with all their might against the sides of
the effigy. The heavens rumbled louder and lightning
cracked the sky to the northwest of them … in the direction
of Oweynagat and Rathcroghan. The effigy moved more
easily, revealing not a body or bones, nor dust or treasure,
but steps to a dark passageway below.
Seán remained above ground to fetch help, or to help
them if need be. Rory, Brian and Jerry climbed inside the
tomb. The effigy glowed brightly; the Sword of Ailill held
great power here. There was a crash of thunder, and
lightning struck the ruins behind with a tremendous crack.
All four of them were facing in the other direction, when
they heard the growl. Turning back to the tomb they were
confronted with a huge Irish wolfhound, fierce looking, head
low and saliva dripping from its bared jaws. It was terrifying
and intent on preventing them from entering the tomb. Rory
realised, that the stone hound carved at the foot of Felim
O'Conor had been roused from its centuries of sleep, its
sole purpose in life and death to protect the secrets of the
ancient King's grave. He drew the Sword of Ailill and the
hound settled obediently to the ground, then raised his
head slowly and was up and back into the tomb in a flash.
The two men and the boy followed, no longer afraid of the
hound, but anxious to keep him close. Brian went first, with
one torch, to clear the way and check for danger, while
Seán kept watch at the entrance. Rory went next with the
other torch and Jerry, kept close to his Dad. The passage
swept away underneath the ruin and soon the light from
below was lost to Seán and the rest of the world above.
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CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE
THE SEARCH FOR K-LYNNE
Garvan, Diarmaid, Biddy, and the rest of The Followers,
raced back to get help to rescue, K-Lynne. They met with
some of the elders of the district at Castleplunkett National
School and arranged a two pronged attack on Oweynagat
and Rathcroghan. Garvan tried to keep Diarmaid and Biddy
at the school, but they would not have it.
As they moved towards the enemy, familiar faces joined
their ranks, from Donamon, Bellanagare, Ballintober and all
the old O'Conor strongholds. The supposed true ancestors
of the ancient Irish Chieftains were styled the O'Conor Don.
The bloodline had officially died out with Alexander O'Conor
Don in 1820. The modern O'Conor Don was descended
from the O'Conors of Bellangare, but it was known locally
that Felim, who had left Ireland in 1847, was the unclaimed
son of Alexander O'Conor Don. Raised by a Follower,
named Ruairí, he was the last direct male descendant of
Cathal of the Wine Red Hand, the brother of Rory; sons of
Turlough O'Conor. Famine and the ‘Peelers’ ended his
claim, but people remembered.
The O'Conor Don was safely guarded in his home in
England, but the family was represented. Followers were
dispatched to Clonalis to protect the O'Conor-Nash family,
the house, archives and ancient proclamation stone, for
these would be a target for their enemies.
Leaving Cathal at Castleplunkett, Garvan and his
immediate crew met at Toberelva to devise a strategy. They
had to discover the holding place of K-Lynne, but the
reports revealed that every place of significance, including
Rathcroghan, Oweynagat and Tulsk, were quiet.
Garvan wanted to check Carnfree, or Carn Fraoich,
some 6km from Rathcroghan. The inauguration site of the
O'Conors would be appealing to Burke and fit the designs
of Medbh and the Morrigan. The O'Conors had taken
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Carnfree as theirs. Their proclamation stone had stood
there before it was removed to Clonalis for safety; an
ancient standing stone remained near the site itself. It was
the burial place of Fraoch or Fráech who had wooed
Medbh's daughter, Findabair; he was killed by Cú Chulainn
during the Táin, the Cattle Raid of Cooley, which began at
Samhain. Ancient Ogham writing at Oweynagat read,
VRACCI MAQI MEDVVI, (the Cave of Fráech son of Medb).
Garvan drove them there at speed, all six of them, down
to Lismurtagh, to come at the cairn from the south. Turning
left down a farmer's lane they turned off the lights, for there,
in the distance near the ancient rath, was a flickering light.
'Foolish,' thought Garvan, but he remembered his
grandfather's words, 'Never underestimate them, Garvan,
they have nothing but time. Respect them, and be true.'
He warned his Followers to be vigilant and careful.
"You must not take anything for granted, do not
underestimate them. Look to your own and trust your
hearts. Diarmaid and Biddy, you must guard the car and
keep watch, for it has begun and we cannot be surprised, or
lose this advantage. Respect them, and be true.”
The remaining four picked their way quietly across the
fields to the cairn. As they closed on the mound the light
became brighter, a small flame within an old fashioned
lantern ... a beacon. Once again Garvan, felt uneasy. There
was something very wrong about this, for there in the
flickering shadows of the light, partially slumped against an
ancient standing stone, was the small, gagged and bound,
figure of a girl. Their enemies must have brought the stone
here with great effort for Garvan recognized it as the 'Pillar
Stone' which rightly should lie some 200m away, near
Cloghfadnararn standing stone. No doubt it was meant to
mimic the inauguration stone of old. Tied to the stone was
K-Lynne O'Conor, alone and frightened on top of the grave
of Fraoch, the ancient warrior of their natural enemy, Queen
Medbh, of Connaught. They moved forward with great care.
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CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR
FELIM STIRS!
Seán stood guard as Brian, Rory and Jerry descended into
the tomb of Felim O'Conor in Roscommon Abbey, through
cobwebs, dust and the smell of damp soil and decay. Jerry
shuddered at the thought of dead bodies and wriggling
creatures, but promised himself he would be brave, for KLynne and his Dad. The torches cut through the darkness,
but the passage was long and continued down into the
earth. They could hear the Hound up ahead and finally it
opened up into a chamber with ledges along the walls
stocked with jars and containers of different shapes and
sizes. There was a table, or altar, in the middle and a huge
chair or throne behind it, to the rear. Rather worryingly was
a figure draped in the centre of that seat of power. Ancient
candles or torches were everywhere and Brian lit some with
a lighter he had in his pocket. The wicks crackled and
hissed as the flames took hold and the ancient lights
flickered, eerily lighting the underground room.
Rory instinctively took out the sword and held it in front
of him, tip of the blade to the floor and his hands on the hilt
and pommel. The light danced wonderfully off the ancient
blade and Rory called upon his ancestors. He begged the
flickering darkness for help; a plea rooted in the very blood
that coursed through his veins.
"I am Rory O'Conor, and I am descended from Felim
who was descended from Charles of the Wine Red Hand,
Cathal Croibhdhearg, the King of Connaught. He and his
brother Rory were descended from the great Turlough Mór
O'Conor and Rory was the last High King of Ireland. I call
on all those who would help, to help me now."
"Show me the Shield or lead me to where it might be,
that I might save my daughter and that we may defeat the
Morrigan and Medbh."
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At the mention of the last pair, the flames flickered
furiously and dust rose in waves from the walls and the
earth covering all three of them. They drew closer to each
other, closing their eyes as much as they dared. The figure
in the centre, on the throne moved slightly and the mighty
hound fell to its knees, this time at the foot of its master.
Rory, Brian and Jerry understood that the enthroned
figure must be the ghost, or spirit, of Felim himself. Without
rhyme or reason they had somehow quickly traversed the
path from reality to fantasy. Whatever it was, the figure rose
slowly from the depths of sleep and oblivion until it filled the
throne entirely. An ancient cloak meant little was visible,
though the stench of decay had become almost
unbearable. There was movement beneath the robe; the
hands that appeared from under it were almost bone. Light
appeared out of empty sockets, as if the eyes of the dead
were watching them from within. One hand extended
towards Rory; it opened and closed as if beckoning him to
take a seat alongside his long departed ancestor. Rory took
one step forward and repeated his introduction as to who
he was and why he was here.
Once more, as the words Morrigan and Medbh were
uttered, the creature became denser and more frightening.
"We need the Shield," blurted Jerry.
A huge gush of foul air drove them back, as if the being
were attempting to talk to them, its throat dry for centuries
past, and there was malice in the very texture of it.
"Who you are," ordered Rory, "tell it who you are!"
Jerry looked strangely for a moment at his Dad, but he
understood and in turn introduced himself.
"I am Jerry … Gerald O'Conor, son of Rory, descendant
of Felim of the Abbey; Felim who was descended from
Charles, the King of Connaught, who with his brother, Rory,
the last High King, were descended from Turlough Mór
O'Conor. I call on those who would help, to help me now."
Once more there was nothing.
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"Help us, show us the Shield or lead us to where it might
be," pleaded Jerry, "that we might save my sister and
defeat the Morrigan and Medbh."
The dreadful figure in front of the throne hissed at them
and beckoned once more. Rory realised that it did not call
to them, but to the Sword. He had a terrible choice to make,
but he took a chance, instinctively and without hesitation,
crossing the room, to the throne whereby he placed the hilt
of the Sword of Ailill in the decaying hands of the ghost of
the ancient benefactor of Roscommon Abbey, his ancestor.
A terrible screech filled the room as the large black bird
from the night sky beyond thundered through the
underground passage. The Morrigan flew straight at the
cloaked figure, which was renewing itself at an impossible
rate. It flew straight for the face, talons extended and it was
clear it was no crow, or raven, of this world. Black feathers,
matted and moist as the flesh bled from the wounds of the
myriad of tiny creatures that feasted on it, fiery red eyes,
wild with fury and razor sharp talons three inches long. The
screech was guttural, personal, as the creature changed
from bird to beast, to demon, and strove to voice its hellish
curse upon the long dead Irish King.
Felim, or the thing that was becoming Felim, slowly
raised its head towards the onslaught. A long, narrow,
fearsome face protruded from beneath the cloak, glowering
at this ancient enemy.
"Nooo ..." it hissed, "you shalt not have the precious
Sword. Begone Morrigan, back to your Mistress."
The Felim-thing raised the Sword and slapped it against
the side of the stone table in the centre of the room. A shrill
clanging noise filled the air and the two men and one boy
covered their ears in pain. The Morrigan flew into a rage
and disappeared in a flash with a piercing shriek. It did not
fly back the way it came … it just disappeared.
"It was not the true Morrigan," hissed the Felim thing,
which by now had regained much of its human form. "The
Morrigan has many evil ways and can shapeshift, or cast a
shadow of itself to view what it physically is unable to do. It
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allowed The Morrigan to see you here and to confirm the
Sword of Ailill is in your hands. We must hurry, for if you
have roused me then you look for the Shield and the
Morrigan and Medbh are near the Gate. It is so, is it not?"
The question was asked of all of them as they stood
facing the self-fulfilling figure in front of them. They nodded
their agreement. Rory noticed that Felim, for by now he was
as close to being a man as anyone who had been dead for
almost one thousand years could be, had a slim crown on
his head and a scar that ran the length of his face on the
right-hand side.
"We must distract the bird outside," warned Felim. "Draw
it away from this place or we are all doomed and I fear the
only thing that will draw that fiend away will be the Sword
itself; the Sword in the hands of the child, the last in line."
"No," Rory said firmly. "Not the boy, I will take it and they
will do with me. Take the boy and find the shield for it is late
and my daughter is at risk."
Without waiting for a discussion on the subject, Rory
reached out and swiped the Sword from Felim's deathly
hands and was gone back to the entrance. As they moved
to follow him, long arms reached out and centuries old
fingernails dug lightly into their shoulders. It was Felim, who
towered over them and held them fast.
"Away with him," he whispered, "let him and his young
friend be away from here and let the Morrigan give chase.
We have a job to do away from prying eyes.”
He pulled Brian and Jerry behind him, throwing them
roughly to the rear of the throne. Felim bent a little, then
blew hard towards the entrance; clouds of dust exited at an
enormous speed and the roof collapsed at the bottom of the
stone steps, sealing them in. They were trapped with the
ghost of the long-dead King of Connaught, with no hope of
rescue should the Morrigan dispatch Rory and Seán.
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CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE
MORTAL PERIL
Garvan and The Followers picked their way through the
field until they were in reach of the Cairn. The lantern
burned brightly and the girl was motionless, small, tied to
the standing stone. It was beyond reason to think that
Burke and The Gudemen had abandoned her there, but
Garvan knew they had to rescue her. On his signal they
went to ground at the foot of the cairn, the dew on the grass
wetting their clothes and faces. They came armed with the
weapons of their forefathers; modern weapons were of little
use against The Gudemen, or spirits such as the Morrigan.
Tadhg had a bow and arrows with basalt tips from the
Giants Causeway, in Co. Antrim, blessed in St. Coman's
Well, and a short sword. Aonghus carried a short staffed
pike with a curved blade on one side. Cormac drew his long
sword from within his overcoat and grasped a small dagger
with his other hand. Garvan too unleashed his sword, a
dagger sheathed in the centre of his back, the hilt just within
reach at the back of his neck. In his other hand he held a
small, well-maintained battle-axe. No modern weapons, it
was not how this could be done.
They remained in the grass for almost three minutes, an
interminably long stretch as time ticked slowly by, second
by second; their anxiety growing as each second blurred
into the next. There was nothing more to be done, Garvan
signalled for them to move forward; they moved quickly to
the centre of the cairn where the standing stone held the
girl upright. He prayed that she was unconscious, and had
not been abandoned here because her life had been taken.
His spirits lifted as he noticed the wisp of steam that rose
from beneath her gag ... she breathed!
Garvan reached her first and relieved found a pulse as
his fingers searched for life at her throat. His relief was
shattered as he heard The Gudemen rise behind them.
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They had hidden beneath the turf; crudely dug depressions
in the soil with sods and earth on top of oblong shields.
They surrounded the four rescuers completely.
Garvan, Tadhg, Cormac and Aonghus took up position,
staring down upon them, the girl now not a prize to be
rescued, but to be defended with their lives. A quick count
showed ten shadowy shapes drawn up behind massive
shields, short spears thrust forward, helmets barely visible
above. They stood there, at the ready, not moving. While
they had the shape of men, all the four Followers could see
were outlines of skulls and darkened flesh, cruel red orbs
that shone in otherwise empty sockets. The stench of death
hung round them … but still they did not come!
A dreadful shriek came from the direction of Roscommon
Town and, as if on cue, the being called Burke, broke the
circle of The Gudemen. The evil that reigned over him had
taken its toll and Burke had almost become a Gruacach
himself. It was easy to make this comparison for just to his
left stood such a creature, the hunched form of a long dead
warrior, dead flesh hanging from its bones, fingers wizened
into claws, fangs protruding, sharpened teeth; even in its
hunched-back form, it stood some six feet tall, and death
surrounded it like perfume. Burke was still somewhat
human though his flesh had dried and drawn thin, his veins
and arteries now showed like rivulets upon his skin and
blood blistered all over his face and hands. His eyes were
dead, his gaze maddened by his mistress. He was a
servant of evil and beyond reason, or arbitration.
"O'Conor dog, you tricked me earlier with the Sword,"
Burke hissed. "Now you die and your King will know how
your failure led to his daughter’s death!!"
As one, the short spears of the Gudeman clashed
against their shields, a guttural cry of ten thousand
Banshees rose from their dead lips and they charged,
upwards towards their prey.
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX
THE PROMISE
Rory exited the underground chamber as the roof collapsed
behind him. He turned screaming towards the tomb, as a
plume of dust and debris exited at force, covering him and
the cry that tried to rise from his lips.
“Nooooooo ...,” he choked and gagged, unceremoniously
dragged back by two strong hands upon his shoulders.
"We must go," yelled Seán, a fresh cut, bleeding from his
forehead, now too covered in dust, congealing into a
horrible mess. "Come we must go, they are lost but the
Morrigan is watching and we must rescue the girl."
"My son … my son …," was all that Rory could mutter,
spluttering as the dust invaded his throat and lungs.
"I truly am sorry," cried Seán, "but nothing, no one, could
have survived that collapse and your daughter needs you.
There are greater things than all of us at work here and we
must make for Rathcroghan."
The bird above them shrieked and was gone; the
Morrigan content to know their destination. The deadly
bird's cry roused Rory to anger and determination. He
grabbed the hilt of the sword hard and raised it to the night.
"This is what you want," he cried at the heavens, "this is
the Sword of Ailill and I bring it now to the Cave at
Oweynagat. I bring it, and I will kill you Morrigan, you will
pay for this act this very night. I swear it!"
Again a cry filled the air, more distant now, as the bird, or
shadow of a bird, shrieked out in mockery of his threat. Its
cry settled on the wild night wind and thunder cracked the
heavens in the distance from the direction of Oweynagat. A
tremendous sheet of lightning stretched across the sky to
show them the way. And they could hear a dreadful voice
upon the storm, hissing at them from beyond the mortal
world; from the Otherworld itself.
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"The Sword, O'Conor, bring the Sword, or your
remaining child dies at midnight," a croaking terrifying voice
that hid itself amid the storm, but shook the earth to its
foundations. They were sure that this was not the Morrigan,
but Queen Medbh, who had found her voice after centuries
of imprisonment and Seán and Rory realised that she must
be close to escaping into this world.
Rain poured down and the storm ravaged the heavens.
The two men ran into the night towards the car Adrian had
ready in the Abbey car park. Inside were two other
Followers, equally determined to stop this event from
unfolding. They nodded as Seán and Rory, with the
glistening Sword of Ailill, climbed into the back and they
sped away towards doom, or victory. They did not ask of
Jerry or Brian for they had heard the collapse at the tomb
and Rory's vow of revenge.
There were dry clothes for both of them from Adrian and
they changed awkwardly in the back seat: Rory into a
Boston Celtics tee-shirt, camouflage combat trousers and
hiking boots, Seán into black jeans, boots and a rugby shirt.
Not only had the blade of the Sword been washed clean
by the torrential rain that now drummed upon the roof of
their car, but Rory's vision had been cleansed as well. He
had promised destruction to the Morrigan and he would see
to this, or die. Tomorrow, he would mourn for Jerry, but
right now he focused not solely on anger and revenge, but
on the job in hand. Seán was right, there was more to this
than pride or emotion and he could not allow Medbh, or the
Morrigan, to take possession of the ancient weapon, no
matter what the cost. He shuddered as the thought came to
him and he prayed with all his might that Garvan and the
others may have had some success in locating his one
remaining child, K-Lynne.
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN
THE FALLEN
"Death before Dishonour," they shouted; the war cry of The
Followers. Garvan and the others instinctively took a step
back to brace themselves for the onslaught. He could hear
the stuttered sound of an engine and prayed that his
undefended charges, Diarmaid and Biddy, would have the
sense to get out of there safely. As The Gudemen closed
upon them, Garvan kicked out at the lantern and sent it
flying towards Burke. Remarkably well struck for an
impulsive reaction, it flew straight towards his head. Burke
jammed his arm up, which immediately caught fire as the
canister exploded and he unconsciously diverted it onto the
Gruacach, who was doused in fiery paraffin and flew
upwards, shrieking, as it tried to get free. Within seconds it
fell to the ground, a smouldering heap, as Burke ran
frantically in circles trying to put the fire on his arm out.
Swish, Swish ,Swish … three Gudemen fell before they
had made it to their third stride as Tadhg's arrows flew
through the air and met their targets. A terrible clang
announced the arrival of an unseen spear against the
standing stone inches from K-Lynne's slumped form.
'They are after the girl; they would see her die before our
eyes,' a shrill voice roared inside Garvan's head, and with
that he was down the hill, towards his doom. He had kicked
out against the lantern to give them cover and hide them
from their enemies, but there could be no cover or defence
without a shield … they would bring the fight to them!
All four were on the run downhill as the remainder of The
Gudemen charged upwards. In the moment before the
clash Tadhg dispensed with another with a well-aimed
arrow, but it left him vulnerable and bows are of no
consequence at close quarters. A poisoned spear pierced
his brave heart just as he tried desperately to reach for the
short sword slung beneath his coat. He died valiantly,
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throwing himself at the oncoming figure, distracting it long
enough for Aonghus to run it through with his pike. There
were now five against three, though Burke had gone to
ground. The moon had shone brightly as they mounted the
cairn, but now it hid behind clouds and the eyes of The
Gudemen provided targets for The Followers in the dark.
Cormac took two out; one with the long sword as he
severed the head from the body, always a sure way of
dispensing with a Gudeman, the second with a quick
dagger thrust as he sidestepped the oncoming fiend, up
though the lower jaw, straight through the brain, or
whatever substituted for it.
Aonghus was slammed to the ground by a Gudeman
shield, as he pulled his pike free from the one he slew. He
rolled quickly to his right, but the Gudeman reacted well and
towered above him driving his spear down … he stopped
suddenly as if he had a change of heart, though Gudemen
had no hearts. A small axe-blade suddenly came through
his torso, saving Aonghus from certain doom.
Garvan faced down two of them as they came for him.
He jumped straight for the first one, onto its shield as it
came up the incline, reaching with his long sword over the
top of the shield and burying it deep into the throat of his
attacker. As he prepared to meet the second, he unleashed
his battle-axe with a fierce throw to save Aonghus. The
second Gudeman was on him pinning him to the ground
with his shield. As it raised the spear, Garvan could see
Burke laughing madly like some sort of deranged beast in
search of sport.
A dreadful noise disrupted the battle and blinding lights
distracted his attackers long enough for Garvan to whip out
the dagger from behind his neck and drive it straight into
the Gudeman's chest. Burke tried to turn and flee, but
Garvan and the others were on him in an instant. Strange
lights bathed the scene in an eerie glow, but as the blood
pumping in his veins slowed, Garvan realised that the
sounds and lights were from his car … somehow it had
made it to the cairn and had swayed the balance.
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Diarmaid and Biddy jumped from the vehicle … they had
not fled to safety, but started the car and raced up the hill to
help their friends. For a moment Garvan just lay back his
head to glimpse at the stars and thank the Gods, for
friends, loyal Followers and good company, and for children
who would not listen to their elders! He rose quickly to scold
the children and to thank them for their part in the victory
they had won, but he knew they had to move fast.
He ran to the tall rugged standing stone, once he knew
Cormac and Aonghus had Burke contained. Garvan cut the
bonds and removed the gag to find K-Lynne, unconscious
but still alive.
"You cannot save her, O'Conor. Only the Morrigan can
set her free," screamed Burke as he … it … tried to salvage
some sort of victory from defeat.
"She lives, yet she is dead … she is a pawn in this game
and you do not have the power to see her restored. Bring
the sword and the shield and she can be saved. You are
nothing. You have won nothing, we did what we were
entrusted to do … kill you all or keep you from the Gate …
and I will take one more."
He reached inside his clothing and produced a small
flask, breaking it as he hurled himself against Aonghus.
They exploded into flame ... a flash and they were gone.
The others stared in disbelief, but Garvan collected
himself and commanded them to move.
"We mourn for our brothers tomorrow; we bury the
Fallen when there is time. For now, take the girl and let us
be away from here. We make for the Gate and pray the
others get there on time."
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CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT
UNDERGROUND ― RUSHING TORRENTS!
From beneath the earth, Jerry could hear the storm
breaking furiously upon the world. The sound of the cave-in
had been deafening and dust covered everything, but the
throne had protected them from injury. The ancient King,
now physically restored, raised his hand, palm up to his
lower lip, and blew gently. The dust and dark vanished, the
air in the room cleared and torches flickered back to life.
"A useful trick," he bellowed, then realising the loudness
of his long silent voice, he continued more softly, "a
deception, to buy us time. I hope it does not drag your
father from the path and he can remain true to his quest."
Jerry immediately realised that his Dad must think them
dead. Brian rose, lifting Jerry to his feet.
"Come," was all he said as he stepped warily towards
the collapsed entrance. Felim stopped them.
"Not that way. Move the throne away from its pedestal
and find the other exit. I can perform magic tricks to mystify
and deceive, but cannot yet move physical things in this
world. Though you think me now reborn, I must, like the
Morrigan and Medbh, hold forth the Sword of Ailill and the
Shield of my Clan if I was ever to return to life. Quickly now,
we are forgotten, but it will not be long until the final battle. I
am away, but will meet you later this night. Come Bran."
And without further adieu Feilm O'Conor, long dead, but
now restored, had vanished from the chamber with his
faithful wolfhound, leaving them to their task.
Brian and Jerry moved to the throne and pushed with all
their might. The fate of the world demanded that they do the
impossible and move the centuries old stone throne, which
stood upon a square stone pedestal. Torches flickered and
shadows danced as they worked, until they had exhausted
themselves. Jerry slumped down and, for the first time, saw
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a tiny, fattened cross etched within a crude circle, at the
rear, near the bottom of the throne.
'Idiot,' he thought to himself. Not a cross, but a sword
within a shield. There was scarring, directing them in the
opposite direction to which they had pushed; anti-clockwise,
if that were possible from a time when clocks did not exist.
He showed Brian and they grasped the throne with
renewed vigour, not to push like madmen (and madboys!),
but to pull it round in the direction of the scarring on the
pedestal. For a moment, there was nothing, then a loud
crunch as stone upon stone rubbed together and the throne
moved slightly; round, and outwards, as if they were
unscrewing it away from its base. A few more pushes and
pulls uncovered a series of steps descending into darkness.
Brian pulled two lighting torches for himself and Jerry
from the wall nearby, then took his torch and squeezed
downwards into the dark until he found firm footing below
on the steps. There was no discussion, no vote, just action,
for they knew the consequences of remaining where they
were and Jerry followed into the depths below.
There were about ten or twelve steps to the bottom,
which looked like an abandoned drain. Water moved fast
about their feet and legs from beneath the walls. Without
doubt it was rising, but neither intended to be down there
too long. To their rear was a wall, so they moved forward,
retracing a route towards the ruins. Remains of skeletons
protruded from the walls, a reminder of their own mortality.
Their torches hissed as they destroyed unknown years
of cobweb construction and dampened vegetation, but they
held fast and lit the way. The tunnel lead in an L-shape,
about eight-hundred yards to another set of steps; the water
angry and turbulent, as it collapsed against the final wall.
The escape route was short, but maybe that was why it had
lasted. Any longer, and no doubt, modern development
would have destroyed it long ago. Jerry guessed they would
exit into another part of the graveyard, just far enough away
from any prying eyes that might have been left behind!
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The water was deeper and Jerry had to stretch to keep
his head and arms above it. Brian climbed the steps to find
the exit, but there was no door, no latch, or mechanism of
any kind. From below Jerry scoured every corner of the
area, but likewise without a clue as to escape. By now the
water was swirling beneath his armpits forcing him high on
his toes for long periods. He slipped once, below the water,
which terrified him, as he had never learned to swim, a fact
he now regretted more than at any other time in his life.
Brian saw his distress and pulled the boy's head free of the
water, lifting him to the steps beside him. The water was so
high it was now impossible to make it back to the throne
room. They set about their task with a flourish. Brian began
to dig at the wall with his dagger, but nothing worked.
Jerry nearly collapsed back into the water as he realised
their mistake. In the throne room they had to reach down
some four or five feet to find the first step so, if they had
stood upon that step facing forward they would have looked
at a blank wall, the entrance was not from the front, but
from above. His gaze moved excitedly upwards, as did
Brian's, and they reached their free hands upwards to
examine the roof. Brian handed his torch to Jerry to allow
him to do it more easily, but as he did, he slipped against
the steps and the torch was lost beneath the water. Nothing
needed to be said. Jerry held the remaining torch with both
hands and Brian ran his hands over every inch of the ceiling
above, the water climbing rapidly halfway up the walls
above the final step. Looking back, Jerry could barely make
out any sign of the tunnel they had just exited. They had to
find the exit or perish.
As he slipped again beneath the water, Jerry could see
his sister K-Lynne, tied up and scared somewhere in the
darkness …
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CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE
A PRAYER FOR K-LYNNE
Sweating and exhausted, they pushed on from Carnfree,
towards Rathcroghan and Oweynagat. Cormac drove, with
Diarmaid and Biddy in the front seat. In the back, Garvan
held the lifeless body of K-Lynne O'Conor, daughter of the
one true heir ... lifeless, but still breathing! Garvan would
have sought help, but Burke's words echoed in his ears …
'Only the Morrigan can set her free'; he knew it to be
true. If they were to restore her to life and to save the world,
then they would have to join the others and bring the Sword
and the Shield to the Gate of the damned, to Oweynagat.
He prayed she would survive and that Rory and the boy
had survived. Without them there would be no Sword and
Shield and there could be no K-Lynne nor hope for anyone.
Garvan was a Follower, but he was not a fool. By uniting
Rory and his family with the Sword of Ailill and the O'Conor
Shield, they would expose the world to the dangers of the
Morrigan and Medbh's return, but they needed to face their
demons to defeat them. To hide the Sword and Shield
again would delay the inevitable. The O'Conor chief had
returned with his children for The Gathering. They would
end the threat forever, whatever the cost.
As the storm broke again on the horizon he prayed Rory
had found the Shield and made it to the meeting place.
Tiredness overcame him and he drifted for a time, as KLynne stirred on his chest. On they drove to certain death
and destruction, not because they wanted to, but because
they had to. Their friends and their people, the world as
they knew it, depended on an unconscious innocent, two
adventurous children and two exhausted warriors who
could live only according to their oath … and their honour.
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CHAPTER THIRTY
THE SHIELD OF THE O’CONORS
Jerry had almost lost consciousness when rough hands
grabbed him by the hair and scruff of the neck from the
water. He was pushed upwards through a tight circular
opening into the freezing night air. Having lost the second
torch in the water below, all was darkness, except for the
night sky. Jerry regained awareness by degrees and made
out Brian's shape emerging from the hole beside him. His
ears pounded to his own breathing, gasping for breath as
water poured out of his throat and stomach. Coarse, strong
hands turned him over on his side and a terrible wallop
drove the remaining water from his body, the blow also
forcing the last remaining air from his lungs … he gasped
louder, grasping for breath as if he would burst and die. Big
country hands gathered him to a broad chest and he heard
the soothing ... SHSSSSH ... softly repeated, until he began
to calm down. Eventually, his heart slowed, his anxiety
lessened and his breathing became regular and slow. He
felt pain everywhere; in his lungs, his stomach, his arms
and even his scalp, where he was sure hair had been torn
from his head in handfuls!
"You'll be OK now," said Brian's deep voice. He looked
at his protector, his saviour, and tried to smile, to speak and
say thanks, but all he could do was croak, and water
tumbled out of the corner of his mouth.
"Take your time," Brian said, "you had a near miss. You
slipped once beneath the water and I pulled you back, and
as you came up you drove the torch into the roof, almost
extinguishing it completely. It uncovered the symbol from
the throne room … cross and circle, sword and shield. I
reached up and pushed my fingers against the symbols and
found a lever, or handle barely beneath the surface. Once
again I pulled as we had done in the throne room. It
unscrewed after much persuasion, like a manhole cover,
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from a time with no manholes. As the sky appeared the light
went out below and I realised you had been standing
beneath the water, bravely holding the torch aloft. I reached
below and threw you through the opening as quickly as I
could though I had a bit of a time of it. Not sure it was
intended as an escape tunnel for a grown man."
He tenderly touched Jerry's scalp and neck.
"Sorry," he said, "I had no choice."
"Aarghhh," was the only sound Jerry could make, but he
knew Brian understood. There was hair missing and blood
dripped from the rough scalp wound, but Jerry was glad to
be alive and hugged his bear of a bodyguard.
"... hank ... ou," he managed. He looked deep into the
big Irishman's eyes, and offered his hand; wet to the bone
and fresh from a near death experience, friends forever.
"We must go, but you need clothes from the hotel."
"No … gh," whispered Jerry, conscious that his words
seemed to end in '… gh.' "Da … sheel … gh," which of
course meant Shield.
Brian realised he was right, there was still the problem of
locating the Shield; he wondered aloud if Rory might have
found it. Before he could say, or think another word, the boy
had risen and grabbed him by the arm.
It was dark and stormy, but there was enough light to
see that the ruins were behind them, a short distance away.
Brian and Jerry had survived, but they still had to find the
others and rescue K-Lynne. It seemed Jerry had something
more in mind, for he raced to the ruins with Brian in tow.
He made his way back to the tomb, now covered in
rubble and dust; the entrance partially open. Brian looked
inside, but could see it was hopeless. He realised the boy
was looking at the carving high above it in the wall ― the
Shield of the O'Conors. He jumped excitedly on top of the
tomb, but sadly found it was simply a stone carving and not
an actual shield. Brian did not have the heart to remind him
that he had also kneeled upon the tomb to examine this
crest when they had first arrived that night.
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"May ... ge ... y ... Dag foun ... da ... sheel ... gh," he
managed, then took a deep breath and forced it out. "M ...
May ... be my ... Da ... dd ... found ... d sheel ... ld."
Brian interrupted with a key piece of information.
"You know the early Irish did not paint or decorate their
shields as such, with coats of arms; they used banners and
flags. It was only with the arrival of the Normans that you
saw Irish chiefs and kings mimicking their heraldic ways in
this fashion. To be honest a Gaelic shield of Medbh's time,
would have been smaller and round; it would probably have
been made of hide or wooden and covered in leather.”
" I suppose we are out of luck," said Jerry, but then he
paused, 'Round,' he thought, 'I ... wonder,' and then he was
gone back the way they had just come, back to the tunnel.
Without saying a word, Jerry reached for the cover to the
tunnel and turned it upside down. It was wet and soggy, but
not that heavy. He brushed away the earth and growth and
found a smooth surface with a second handle, on the
opposite side to that used by Brian. He turned it upside
down again and carefully removed the sod and topsoil from
the outer side; the earth turning to mud in his hands.
Fragments of wood, which at one time formed a protective
cover, fell away, rotted through from its time in the earth.
Slowly, a rounded, concave disc began to appear
through the muck as he washed it in the puddles fresh
formed by the storm and their escape. The man-made
surface began to shine through, clearly not made of hide, or
leather-covered wood. Brian watched flabbergasted; only
minutes before he had held this in his hands and had cast it
aside as a worthless cover to a drain. He was proud of the
boy, for he had found the Shield of the O'Conors, when so
many had failed before him. But Brian was uneasy; they
were in the open and he wanted to move to a safer location.
"Remember, our enemies are about. We must join our
friends at Oweynagat, if we are to succeed."
As he spoke he noticed a couple of crows nearby, joined
instantly by another, and another; they were watching!
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Brian took off his short coat and wrapped the shield in it,
giving it back immediately to the boy. Then he clamped an
arm around the boy’s shoulders and they made off towards
the ruin, but this time, they circled back to the Hotel.
Adrian Grealy found them at Reception and ushered
them upstairs. Jerry knew that some of his Dad's clothes
would fit Brian and he, and his bodyguard, changed quickly,
but the shoes were a problem. Adrian, long experienced
with the problems of guests, had brought Brian a pair of
boots from his own walking gear in the back office.
Jerry and Brian placed the Shield under a warm shower
and dried it with white fluffy towels. It was magnificent and
looked to be of solid silver, hammered so thin that it was
light and maybe only ceremonial in function. As a knock
came to the door they decided, with just a look, that it was
on a need to know basis. They wrapped the Shield in a
towel and placed it into one of the family holdalls, dumping
the contents on the floor. Jerry threw the bag around his
neck, holding it close to his chest, strap across his back.
As soon as they were ready, they made their way to
Henry Street, past St. Coman's Parish Church, onto Church
Street, Main Street and the Square, past Harrison Hall and
once again (Jerry shivered) past the Old Jail, and finally
down Castle Street and Castle Lane, to the ghostly remains
of Roscommon Castle. There they found friends, thirty or
more Followers waiting to take them to Oweynagat. But that
was not all they found along the way, for the ghosts of
Roscommon Town were waking as the sacred Shield made
its way through the streets. Long dead victims of war and
repression, of famine, workhouse and rebellion, once again
made their way towards the Gate to the Otherworld and a
final showdown; marching once more behind the O'Conor
standard. All the while, crows and ravens gathered in the
night sky, for their mistress also had her eyes on the boy
and the prize he clutched closely to his chest.
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CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE
THE GATHERING
Rory and Seán brought the Sword of Ailill to Rathcroghan; a
forlorn mound off the main Sligo road. An important historic
site, but for The Followers, and Rory in particular, its
significance lay in the fact, it had been the ceremonial seat
of Medbh, Queen of Connaught. About a kilometre north of
Oweynagat, it was the perfect assembly point for The
Followers to approach the Cave. In olden times they would
have had bonfires on the mound and the men would have
feasted before the impending battle, but there was no time.
Nor did they want to betray their plan, or make targets of
themselves for The Gudemen and their ghoulish friends.
Some fifty men had rallied to Rory as the chieftain of
their clan. The bodies of Garvan’s brothers, Oisín and
Pádraig, and the other Followers slain by Burke and the
Gudemen earlier, had been covered reverently; a stark
reminder to those present of the dangers they faced. They
had brought Cathal with them, though he was unconscious,
his condition worsening every hour; his only hope now in
sorcery not medicine. Most of the men had weapons of old,
swords, bows, crossbows, spears, shields and daggers and
such, though a few had shotguns and one or two, an old
rifle or revolver. The latter guarded the approaches; guns
were of little use against ghosts and spectres.
As they prepared, a set of lights approached from the
direction of Tulsk; the sentries quickly disappeared into the
shadows. The vehicle approached at speed and all on the
mound were instantly on edge. As it hurtled into the carpark, a torch was waved in the night to signal that they were
friends and soon Rory could make out Garvan and Cormac
with two small figures trailing behind. His heart leaped as
he tried to make out their faces, praying madly that it would
be Jerry and K-Lynne, but as they neared the mound he
realised, guiltily, that it was the children he had seen in the
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Abbey Hotel earlier that evening, Diarmaid and Biddy. It
was only then that he saw the lifeless form wrapped in a
coat in Garvan's arms; he almost broke in two as he
recognised the golden hair beneath the homemade shroud.
"She's alive," said Garvan sombrely, "alive, but under the
spell of The Morrigan. We must to Oweynagat to face the
demon and lift the curse. It is the only way."
"Indeed ... it appears all roads lead to that cursed place
this night," said Rory, as he uncovered his daughter's face
beneath the coat, kissing her lovingly on the forehead.”
'God how tiny she looked ... so small and beautiful, just
like her mother,' he thought.
Quickly, Garvan told Rory and the others within earshot,
about Burke and The Gudemen at Carnfree. Some of The
Followers wept, when they heard of Tadhg and Aonghus;
they were their friends. It hardened their resolve and moved
them quickly to action.
“Let us away to Oweynagat and make an end of this for
once and for all. We must bring Cathal, and my daughter,
for I believe she still has a part to play in all this and they
will trade her life for the Sword. But let no man think for a
moment that we, or I, will strike a bargain with these fiends.
Tonight we end it, no matter what the cost."
Rory assumed the title he had been born to. Again, men
marched as one behind their King, through the wild Irish
landscape across the fields and ditches to the ancient
entrance to the Otherworld. Sentries took two cars to
Glenballythomas, to act as a distraction for anyone lying in
wait at Oweynagat and block access to the cul-de-sac.
There were no lights in the windows of the few isolated
farmhouses; either the men were abroad this dark night as
part of the looming battle, or they sheltered inside to protect
their families. It was Halloween ... it was Samhain, and the
Gods themselves, and the Dead were abroad this night.

102

The Battle for Coman's Wood

103

The Battle for Coman's Wood

CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO
REUNITED
Brian and Jerry were driven at high speed through the dark
and desolate countryside, first to Castleplunkett and then to
Oweynagat; they were part of the second phase of the plan,
approaching from the south. The storm had eased and
moved away, a fitting background to the scene that
unfolded. The boy had given the men hope and lifted their
spirits, for they knew they had the Shield in their
possession. They watched for signs of a trap, or ambush,
but there was little they could do except race on into the
dark; time was not on their side. Other men relied on them,
and waited for them and they were as loyal to these men as
they were to the cause that bound them all together. Crows
circled high above their heads, caught now and then in the
high beams of the cars and trucks as the men made their
way northwards. There was no ambush; the forces of
darkness also needed the Shield at Oweynagat.
Men joined them at Castleplunkett and again as they
turned right at Lissalway on the final leg of their journey to
the Cave. Nearing their objective they turned sharply to the
right once more to Carnakit and the ancient site at Kilree.
They exited the vehicles in silence and made their way
swiftly to a small wood south of the Cave. Their mission
was to clear this wood of enemies, but they found it empty.
Out of the wood they took what cover they could from
the field boundaries between the Mucklaghs and
Relignaree, coming up fast on a second densely wooded
area. The Gudemen waiting there had no chance and all
twenty were dispatched with little or no sound, surprised by
the covert attack on their rear, while distracted by the sound
of engines entering the cul-de-sac from the main road. The
first few sentries were dispatched at close quarters with
daggers and short swords, while the body of men in the
centre fell to a volley of arrows. Some fled towards the
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Cave, straight into the arms of The Followers who had
worked their way round the wood as the attack began.
Swords, spears, axes and bows ended the bloody skirmish
in minutes; there were no prisoners.
The timing was impeccable. Followers spread out to
encircle Oweynagat from the south and the west just as
Rory and the bulk of his army came from Rathcroghan
mound. Three huge men with crowbars, axes and a fuel
can were sent to the rear of Oweynagat on a secret
mission. Rory paused for a few moments to hear reports. A
tall man with long dark hair caught his arm. He dragged him
towards the little wood and Garvan fell in with them. Rory
wondered at the Boston Bruins sweatshirt the man wore
and then he recognised him from the tomb. Brian ... this
man had died with his son, no this man had been entombed
with his son … was it possible?
Within moments they had entered the wood and, in the
centre of a group of men in a small clearing, was the
unmistakable figure of his beloved son, Jerry, with a holdall
at his feet. Rory forgot about everything and ran to the boy,
scooping him up in his arms, crushing the life from him,
weeping as he kissed the boy again and again.
"Dad, Dad," mumbled Jerry as he was pulled again to his
Dad's chest. Garvan separated father and son, urging Rory
to …"Let the Boy speak."
Brian had already given the news to Garvan, but he
wanted the boy to tell his Dad.
"Let the boy speak, he has done you a service!"
Rory finally pulled back and, sinking to his knees, looked
straight into the sparkling blue eyes of his son, wiping his
own tears as he held Jerry firmly by the shoulders, afraid to
let him go, even for an moment, in case he might disappear
forever.
"Dad, we found the Shield," was all Jerry could manage
to say of their adventure.
Everything changed in an instant. Jerry reached down
and pulled his prize from the bag, unwrapping it from a
hotel towel, the silver shield glittering in the partial light of
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the clearing. Celtic spirals and other motifs were etched
around the exterior, the centre adorned with a massive oak
tree ― the symbol of the O’Conors. Gently, Jerry handed
the Shield to his Dad. Rory slipped his left arm inside the
two handles at the rear, grasping the second with his hand.
It fit perfectly and once in place, he drew the Sword of Ailill
from beneath his coat. As if they were electrically, or
spiritually, connected, the ancient weapons glowed when
they were reunited. Men fell to their knees, recognising a
moment that they would remember forever, as the King of
the O'Conors, their King, stood proudly with the weapons of
his ancestors. Surely, they had reason to hope for victory.
As they stared at Rory, Cormac came forward with the
lifeless body of K-Lynne, re-uniting the O'Conor children,
quickly explaining the danger she was in to Jerry as he
wept for his sister. Two Followers brought Cathal on a
stretcher. But before they could bring meaning to the world
the scene changed utterly.
"They come, they come."
Alarms were shouted on all sides, as burning arrows
raced through the night sky in search of targets within the
wood and beyond. To the east, hordes of Gudemen rose
from behind the low earthen banks of Relignaree and the
field boundaries beyond. As they rose and charged, a great
cloud of dust was expelled from the entrance of
Oweynagat. Garvan realised their mistake.
"It’s almost midnight of Samhain, Medbh and the
Morrigan are coming, and we have been fooled."
The Followers from all around the Cave now flocked to
their King, some of them cut down by arrows as they fled
across open ground in haste. The battle had begun.
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CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE
ATTACK
As The Gudemen charged, the new King of the O'Conors
rallied his men to face the onslaught. Garvan ordered the
archers to return fire and the sentries with guns to the front
line facing Relignaree. They held the advantage as The
Gudemen broke cover to attack the wood to the west and
south of Oweynagat. Rory, Garvan, Brian and Cormac
made their way to the edge of the wood, to Oweynagat.
As they reached the last of the trees, they could see two
Gudemen with shotguns at the entrance to the Cave; two
more, armed with crossbows, stood guard behind the
hawthorn tree above the Cave. They were oblivious to the
King and his Followers, watching from the wood.
'Not much of a challenge,' thought Garvan. He signalled
some of his men in the trees and The Gudemen fell, cut
down by arrows in the dark. Followers encircled the Cave,
though none entered, having seen the dust and debris
blown free of it shortly before. There was evil at work here
and none of them were anxious to explore the depths.
Rory took one last look at Jerry and K-Lynne and made
ready to move toward the entrance, with the Sword of Ailill
in his right hand and the Shield of the O'Conors on his left
arm, though no longer lit as beacons in the dark. Garvan,
Brian and Cormac moved to follow, but Rory told Brian to
remain with his children, for he had proven himself worthy.
Brian bowed his head and returned to the wood. Rory made
it clear, he was to watch for his signal to bring K-Lynne and
Cathal to the Cave, if there was a chance of saving them.
The three men left the cover of the wood. They hunkered
down and jogged quickly toward Oweynagat. The narrow
entrance meant they would have to enter it one at a time.
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CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR
OWEYNAGAT ― THE CAVE OF THE CATS
The entrance to the Cave stretched back underneath the
road above; a ditch, hawthorn tree and bush above a stone
lintel indicating the opening. The slab-lined Cave had a
stone roof and the air within was cold and stale. Here the
dark spirits reigned, for this was the entrance and exit for
malevolent beings; pigs and copper-red birds, whose
poisonous breath laid waste everything before them and
monsters such as Ellen Trechend, the giant three-headed
dog; ghouls, goblins and creatures of death.
Here stood the Gates of Hell, where the Morrigan was
believed to leave the Otherworld at Halloween, or Samhain,
to walk amongst the living, bringing fear, death and
destruction in her wake. The Queen of Nightmares, the
phantom Queen, a monster in womanly form, she had
names to bring dread and horror; a Queen of battle and
war, a Goddess in olden times. Able to transform herself,
she was depicted as a crow or raven, hunting prey on the
battlefield. She was the crow that landed on Cú Chulainn's
shoulder to show that he was dead, for she had crossed
paths with the great warrior on many occasions.
Rory went first. He slid down inside the slippery
entrance-way on his back, feet first, for he wanted to be
prepared for anything. Garvan handed down a lighted torch.
Rag-wrapped, soaked in tar, and blazing, it cast shadows
over everything. He did not trust in batteries on this
occasion, though he had a couple of small LED torches
inside his jacket for backup. As he took the torch Rory could
view the Ogham stone in the roof of the Cave that read,
'Fráech son of Medb.' He signalled for the others to follow;
space was tight, though he could sit up and move around.
Rory found the passage turned sharply to the left. He
crawled for a short distance, before reaching the point
where they could enter the Cave itself. The rough, uneven
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stone surface was cold to the touch and for a moment he
made out the lettering ― D HYDE, the etched graffiti of the
man who became the first president of Ireland. Maybe it
was a warning. To Rory, it suddenly looked like it spelled
DIED and brought a shiver to his spine. He could hear the
other two men shunting their way towards him, so he
pushed forward dropping down into the Cave.
The Cave was naturally dark, long, but narrower than he
remembered from his first visit all those years ago, when he
had come to Ireland for ‘Big Charlie’s’ funeral. Inside it was
somewhere between six and eight meters high. The rear of
the Cave had a clay bank where the roof had collapsed
when an electricity pole had been inserted decades
previously. It prevented further exploration, or any chance
of exit in that direction, though he knew that you could climb
to the top of the bank and move for some distance along
the top of it, until it finally petered out. Some believed that it
had once led to the Caves of Kesh Corran, another
enchanted place, which lay twenty-three kilometres east of
Knocknarea Mountain and Queen Medbh's Cairn; one of
the supposed final resting places of the Queen.
Earlier, Garvan had told of a huge fissure that had
appeared in one of the rock walls. This crack was now
almost three feet wide. Rory did not believe that the beasts
that would come forth needed a physical doorway. They
would come through the rock and earth, they would ride the
ether of the Otherworld to the world of mortal men.
Once all three men were inside the Cave, Rory signalled
to Garvan and Cormac to remain near the entrance to the
passageway above and for Cormac to crawl back along the
passage a little ways. They would need that exit if they had
any chance at all of surviving what was to come. Then Rory
closed his eyes, focusing all at once on his late wife and his
two beautiful children, K-Lynne and Jerry. It calmed him. He
yelled at the top of his voice.
"It is Samhain, Morrigan. I have come. I have brought
the Shield and the Sword and though I do not expect
goodwill from either you, or your mistress, I ask of you to
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remove the Gruacach's poison from Cathal O'Conor's dying
body, and lift your curse from my daughter. She is innocent
of all of this, let her return to the living and let us end this …
once and for all."
Then he simply crossed his legs and sat down in the
narrow space between the rocks for there was little else he
could do. He did not have long to wait.
"YESSSSSSHHHH,” a voice hissed from nowhere, and
everywhere, from the earth and rock itself, the air, from
within the Cave, within their minds and thoughts!
"YESSSSSSHHHH let it end. She will be free, for she is
of no consequence, though I promise you I will hunt your
children down when I have finished with you, O'Conor. As
for your kinsman, he shall live long enough to die by my
hand this night. The time has come."
The temperature plummeted even lower and Rory could
feel the hairs stand on the back of his neck. She was
coming!
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CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE
THE WOODS ARE SCARY,
DARK AND DEEP
The Gudemen kept on coming, losing men left and right,
but they seemed to have an unlimited supply coming out of
Relignaree and the surrounding fields. The Followers were
pushed back towards the inner wood losing a man or two at
a time, men they could not afford to keep losing. They were
forced away from the Cave and The Gudemen surrounded
it. Ten at least could be seen dropping down inside the
entrance, but there was nothing that could be done about it.
Rory, Garvan and Cormac were on their own!
Brian kept two men close to him, big men named
McDermott and Garry, and they prepared to protect the
children at all costs. Jerry, Diarmaid and Biddy armed
themselves as best they could, taking up positions near KLynne and Cathal. All around them could be heard the
clash of weapons and the pain of men as they were
wounded, or fell dying. By now the modern weapons had
been silenced through lack of ammunition, or the death of
those who held them, but this night would be decided in the
traditions of their forefathers. The Gudemen were like wild
animals possessed, spurred on by evil, unearthly magic. It
drove them to perform superhuman feats and The
Followers knew it was only a matter of time before they
would overpower them … there were just too many.
Suddenly, a group of five Gudemen burst through the
ranks of The Followers charging straight at Brian's little
band, who had taken refuge near a large oak in the centre
of the wood. One fell almost immediately to a well-placed
arrow, but two of them were on top of Garry in a flash and
he was dragged away into the darkness. The remaining two
ran toward them and retreated, ran toward them and
retreated, but Brian and McDermott would not be drawn
from their charges.
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From behind The Gudemen, a slithering voice
commanded they remain there and keep watch so the
children could not escape. Diarmaid and Biddy recognised
the voice of Burke and they could just make out the shape
of a badly burned figure in the trees, the ghost of a man
returned to life by evil incantations. As the children
whispered his name he turned and was gone, no doubt to
his mistress. All five of the remaining little band gathered
close round Cathal and K-Lynne, both of whom remained
unconscious, oblivious to the life and death struggle that
raged around them. There were fewer sounds of battle as
the tide turned in favour of The Gudemen and the
remaining Followers in the woods and the open countryside
nearby were hunted down one by one and dispensed with.
Whatever sliver of hope remained, lay in the outcome of the
events unfolding within the Cave. Brian grasped his sword
even tighter. Though he held no hope for survival he vowed
to protect the children with his last breath.
Diarmaid and Biddy had rocks and a rusted dagger, but
they stood strong, behind Brian and McDermott, in front of
Jerry, who cradled K-Lynne in his arms as she writhed in
agony from some unseen attack. He knew enough to
realise that this assault was brought on by what was
happening in the Cave and by their very proximity to the lair
of the Morrigan and the Queen of the West. For the first
time in days he prayed hard to his mother to watch over his
little sister and to deliver them and their Dad from this evil
place, though he no longer believed in miracles. Jerry made
up his mind that no matter what, they would not fall to the
hands of those that sought them out and he checked inside
his coat to make sure the short sword he had taken from
the O'Conor tomb was still there. He would deliver them
both … one way or the other.
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CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX
THE MORRIGAN AND OTHER BEASTS
Rory had expected a battle, a fight to the death with a
terrible monster, but instead, in the freezing emptiness, he
found a beautiful giggling girl sitting on the floor of the
Cave. He forced the torch between some fallen rocks.
Flickering shadows created an eerie 1920's black and white
movie scene. Rory grasped the Shield tightly and brought
the Sword inside it. He knew that this was not an innocent
girl, but a deadly enemy with immense supernatural
powers. It required thought and planning.
"I have done what you asked, Morrigan, I have
completed my part of the bargain, now let my daughter go."
The voice that came forth was human and yet not; the
sweetly sung, eerie, girlish rhyme chilled him to the bone.
"O'Conor King, with Sword and Shield,
Has come to keep his bargain,
He has come for love of a daughter fair,
To kill a girl called Morrigan."
"I come to kill no one, but to have my daughter returned to
me and to see an end to this. There is no place for sorcery
in this fair land of ours. Those days are past; what is done
is done!” His plea was ignored. The Morrigan sang again.
"My Queen is in her chamber,
A king comes on his knees,
The wars of men for cattle,
Have spread this dread disease.
There will be wars of plenty,
When my Queen is right restored,
To the mighty throne of Crook-an,
Above O'Conor bones."
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And then she said, plainly, "Give me the Sword and Shield,
and your daughter will be restored to you."
Rory knew this would only be part of the bargain.
"I trust none, but those who follow me and my own
blood, so I will leave this Shield and Sword here in front of
me, beneath my reach and you will release my daughter.
Show this to me and I will depart the Cave, leaving it so."
To Garvan’s horror, Rory took the Shield from his arm
and laid it, face down, at his feet and then drove the point of
Ailill's Sword into the earth. They could hear the sound of
the earth cracking open in some distant realm, and the
scream of a million lost souls who saw their chance to
escape. The image of the Sword driven into the earth
seemed familiar, but he could not quite place its meaning.
The Morrigan shook with joy as she realised the true Sword
and Shield were within her grasp.
There was a small flash of light and, for the briefest of
moments, Rory glimpsed his daughter upright, taking water
from Jerry. He knew this vision to be true and took a step
backward, as if to keep his part of the bargain.
The Morrigan did not tell him that Burke and The
Gudemen had been dispatched to kill all who remained in
the wood, including the children of this usurper King. She
groaned with delight at the thought of it. Rory prayed that
whatever happened might yet be determined by men alone
and that there was a chance for him to play a card. He
stepped back from the Shield and the Sword and
hammered the hilt of the Sword with his fist, driving the
point deeper into the floor of the Cave; if an ESB pole had
collapsed the roof to the rear years before, then he believed
this mighty Sword would collapse the entire chamber.
Rory had promised to 'leave it so' and he would leave
this earth and stone, exactly as he had found it. Once
outside he would bring it down upon itself and have it lost to
all but memory. He had not promised to leave the Sword
and Shield, he had promised to leave the Cave.
The Girl-Morrigan annoyed by the delay, realised he too
might be playing tricks and changed into a hag. Perched up
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high on the side walls she hissed and spat at him like a
horrid crone of old, scuttling round the Cave to chastise this
dog of a King. Rory whipped the Sword from the stone floor
and sliced through air and cloth; again she disappeared.
"They come," roared Cormac from above, "The
Gudemen come, we must depart."
Garvan rushed to help his friend and Rory could hear the
clash of steel and labours of men as they fought in the tight
passage above. He turned to see a large black bird, looking
at him with cold, hateful eyes. It flew at him in a rage and
with it came a flock of small copper-red birds; malevolent
spirits determined to lay waste to the land above. He raised
the Shield and smashed the Sword against its outer shell,
as Felim had used the blade at the Abbey. The noise was
deafening, the reverberations threatening to collapse the
Cave entirely. The torch fell over, hissing in the dirt, but the
Sword and Shield illuminated once more and the light
played havoc with the birds, as did the sound. They
thrashed wildly into each other and the walls that held them
fast. Within seconds, the bulk of them lay dead, or dying;
the Morrigan shrieked and was gone once more. Rory killed
what he could of the birds that remained, but was stopped
by the arrival of Garvan and Cormac, holding their ears;
both of whom had received wounds that bled profusely.
"There are too many and the space too tight, we must
meet them here in the Cave. They are not human, but evil
dead things that care little for pain or death. They keep on
coming," said a bewildered Garvan almost to himself.
The three men were lost below the surface in a stonelined, narrow Cave; Gudemen pressing down from above
and the Morrigan and her beasts coming from beyond the
grave. They looked to each other and turned to stand back
to back and deal with whatever foes might come. They
would give them a fight worthy of them and their blood.
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CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN
COMAN'S WOOD ―
DEATH BEFORE DISHONOUR
A small group of battle weary Followers emerged through
the trees and found their way to Brian, McDermott and the
children. Broken, battered and bruised they bore the scars
of battle, heads low, dealing with the possibility of their
eventual defeat and the loss of so many of their comrades.
But still they came. They did not shy away or hide, they
came back to protect the heirs of their chief and their
friends. Death before Dishonour! All anyone could manage
was a nod to acknowledge their return and their great
sacrifice, for everyone knew the reality of the situation.
There was no hope for rest or reprieve.
The Followers took up position in a circle round their
charges, with the great oak in the centre. As one, they fell
to one knee and faced forward from their positions,
watching for The Gudemen and the inevitable final assault.
They prayed … to the God of all men and of everything,
and to the ancient Gods and Goddesses of the heavens
and earth … the earth which would in time receive them …
and to St. Coman … their protector … he who had given his
very name to their portion of the earth ... Roscommon ...
Ros Comáin or 'Coman's Wood.' Here they were born, and
here they would die, defending it and their cause. Death
before Dishonour!
Jerry sat beside Cathal, holding K-Lynne close to him,
but he had watched as the men approached and took up
position, and he had been terribly moved, so much so that
he wept with admiration and joy. He thought again of his
mother, feeling her presence nearer to him now than at any
other time since she had passed; even though his Dad may
have been killed in the Cave of the Cats. His heart nearly
burst with grief and love, with pride and love for these men
and for his family and kin; tears streamed down his face.
117

The Battle for Coman's Wood

Jerry tried desperately to wipe them away, for he did not
wish to show weakness, but some fell gently on K-Lynne’s
face. The power of a sibling's unconditional love and
devotion did not go unrewarded. Gently she stirred. KLynne moved so slightly that he was unsure at first, but her
eyes were visibly scurrying beneath her fastened lids. Her
mouth opened slightly.
"Brian," Jerry yelled, "Brian, water, quick, bring me
water. She moves."
Brian and McDermott jumped up and were back in a
flash with a canteen, a weathered brown leather flask with a
cork stopper, water from Coman's Well in the town.
"Careful now ... a few drops at a time, do not rush her,"
whispered Brian as he handed the flask to Jerry. "Hold out
your hands over her mouth."
With that, Jerry held his interlaced hands over her tiny
mouth and Brian dripped water into them, which dripped
even more slowly into K-Lynne's mouth. There was a
gagging sound and a movement of tongue, and then an
even more pronounced gagging, until she suddenly sat
upright, fighting for air and for life. Her eyes were wild as if
she had seen some dreadful thing and she clung so tightly
to Jerry that her tiny hands and nails dug into the flesh of
his arms, but he did not care … she was back with them …
K-Lynne was alive. They managed to get more water into
her mouth and Jerry soothed her and stroked her hair.
"SSSSHHHH … SSSSHHHH ... take it easy, Sis, it's
Jerry and these men are our friends," her brother
whispered. "You are safe now, you are with me."
For a short time they held each other and Jerry did his
best to fill her in on all that had happened in that soothing
kind of voice parents use with their sick children. The
Followers kept to their posts, somewhat buoyed by the
recovery of the little girl. Over the next thirty minutes or so,
the boys chatter, and the girl's returning strength, did much
to improve their spirits. Cathal too looked to be improving;
though far from making a meaningful recovery, colour
appeared to be returning to his skin.
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There seemed to be a good deal of activity coming from
the direction of the Cave and they could hear sounds like
thunder from beneath the earth, though there was little they
could do to influence any of it.
"There's movement at the mouth of the Cave again; it
seems something is happening below," Brian commented
as much to himself as to his compatriots.
No sooner had he uttered these fateful words than a
shrill cry was heard in the darkness followed by a series of
terrible high-pitched battle cries and taunts. The Gudemen
appeared at the edge of their vision, surrounding them, but
they were utterly transformed. No longer even part human,
they were beasts of men, skin and tissue almost driven
from their bones with bugs and evil things squirming
beneath their long dead flesh and gaping sockets where
deep-set, blood-red eyes, pierced the darkness of the
woods. Behind them, and directly in front of where Jerry
and the others were huddled, was a larger figure, flesh and
bones blackened, but glowing nonetheless ― Burke.
He raised a hand and The Gudemen moved forward for
the final assault, their weapons no longer as fearful a sight
as their very essence. Dark things flew around and between
them, as the evil force descended on the remaining small
cluster of heroes in Coman's Wood.
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CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT
LOST BENEATH THE EARTH
Rory, Garvan and Cormac stood sweating in the darkness,
sacred weapons dimmed, and torches almost burned out;
space was so tight there was little need of light. The
Gudemen came, no longer men of flesh and soul, but husks
of evil, slaves to the warrior Queen. Fleeting round the
passage above they were like rats scurrying in the dark of a
ship’s hold. And then they stopped. Somehow the silence
for those few seconds was almost more terrifying than the
noises previously. The men below heard a loud scraping
sound, as a large stone was dragged across the rock floor
to seal them in their tomb!
Cormac and Garvan made a burst toward the entrance,
but Rory held them back. When they looked at him he
simply put a finger to his lips. There could be no loose talk
here in the Cave of the Morrigan. They needed to trust him.
The Gudemen could be heard as they scurried back out of
the Cave … back from the tomb of the dead O'Conor King,
content, for they believed they had done their duty, the
stone covering the entrance.
As the stone slotted home, a terrible wind worked itself
through, and round, the chamber, stirring up dust and
debris, and extinguishing the homemade torches. Sounds
of drums and marching echoed from the dark, as the
Morrigan, and Medbh, Queen of Connaught, marched their
deathly battalions towards the Gate to the world outside. All
manner of insects came forth to cover the walls, floor and
ceiling of the Cave; the three men were coated from head
to toe in spiders, cockroaches, beetles, worms, leeches and
other squirming things, but Rory understood the spell for
what it was and the sacred weapons remained dim.
As Garvan and Cormac tried desperately to fend off the
bugs, and keep them from their eyes and mouths, Rory
calmly took two steps forward, crunching through a slimy
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wriggling mass of insects and sat down. He closed his eyes
as much for necessity as anything and he thought of
nothing but Rory and K-Lynne, and his dear departed wife
who had brought them into this world. Rory prayed to them
now and loved them with all his heart, clearing his mind of
everything, but love, the kind of selfless love which only
comes with the birth of your children. As he did so he could
feel the bugs retreat and he shouted out the names of those
he loved, K-Lynne, Jerry and Katarina; K-Lynne, Jerry and
Katarina; K-Lynne, Jerry and Katarina ― Garvan and
Cormac joined in, although they had no idea what they
were doing, but they were at this stage like unprotected
men in a field of wasps, arms everywhere, feet stamping
and panic rising, the chanting provided focus. 'K-Lynne,
Jerry and Katarina,' on and on, until they realised that the
scurrying, biting, scratching and squirming had ended and
as quick as they had come, the insects had disappeared.
They were still in the dark at the mercy of whatever else
might come at them. Their deep breaths and the pounding
of their hearts in their chest was a warning that their
breathing had become laboured and it was obvious that
they were quickly using up a finite amount of air.
Garvan reached inside his coat and pulled the two LED
headband torches from his pockets. Cormac strapped one
to his forehead while Garvan strapped one around his
forearm; their power was limited in the dust storm that
continued around them, but there was light and men clung
to light when there was nothing else but darkness.
Thunder cracked below the earth and lightning lit up the
walls as the sounds of approaching battle filled their ears.
Thousands of warriors, chariots and horses, an army of the
dead and undead, rallied behind the warrior Queen's flag,
roused by the promise of the sacred Sword and Shield.
They would lay waste to the world of mortal men.
Garvan and Cormac tied scarves around their faces
while Rory held his arm up to shield him from the blasting
cloud of dust. He had no intention of remaining. Once it was
clear The Gudemen were not coming from above, he
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moved to the rear of the Cave. Before he did, he made
Garvan drive his own sword into the earth, where Rory had
driven the Sword of Ailill. Garvan had brought one of the
replicas from the hotel. It looked exactly like the Sword of
Ailill, but was just a sword; there was no magic to the blade.
Cormac laid his shield, face down, and threw dirt upon it to
disguise it. The ruse would buy them time, though none
believed Morrigan would be fooled for long. They climbed
upon the fallen debris and made their way along the rubble
towards the rear of the Cave, where the roof had collapsed
years before, due to the erection of an electricity pole.
As the space became tighter, Rory barked an order and
the two Roscommon men halted on their backs. They
pushed the earth and rubble around them, backwards, until
they had erected a low wall between them and the Cave,
almost completely blocking it from view and protecting them
somewhat from the dust storm. Rory had begun digging
with his Sword on the left side of the fallen roof. Within
moments he had uncovered a wooden support, hacking at it
with all his might. The wood broke quite freely and a smell
of burnt timber, petrol and creosote filled their nostrils. Rory
pulled the pieces back and fed them down the line to the
other men to push back towards the Cave. There was only
room for one man, but Rory was up to it and the wood
disintegrated before him. Suddenly, fresh air and beams of
light shone through and the men's hearts lifted, for they now
had hope, where there had been none.
Garvan unceremoniously pulled Rory back by the heels
as he began to tire. He now took up the task in earnest,
hacking ferociously at the wooden stump, realising what it
was. After a few more blows he drove the sword upwards,
for it had gone through the other side and hit stone. More
light drifted into their crawlspace and soon he glimpsed the
burnt-out spine of the old electricity pole. They had found
the wooden supports and the central pole which had
caused the roof collapse those years before; it had been
burnt through. With a bit of force, Garvan removed the
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burnt-out core and the sky appeared before him, just as the
Otherworld was closing in on them.
Garvan pushed himself upwards into what appeared to
be a newly created crater in the earth above. Once free he
reached his hand back down as Rory came through from
below, pulling his King by the scruff of the neck, until he too
was free of the Cave and they likewise extricated Cormac
from the depths. Before they could enjoy their freedom Rory
ordered them to fill in the hole as quickly as they could.
They were half-sat in a crater where the original pole had
been crudely chopped to the ground. The stump had been
set alight and surrounding rocks dragged from around the
pole to leave room for a man to squeeze through.
These rocks and other debris were quickly thrown back
into the gaping hole and soil and earth kicked down as best
they could. Though tired and worn from their endeavours
below ground, the three men understood the need for
haste. Something vile was coming from below and they did
not want it coming in their direction. The night air was
refreshingly cool and, as their hearing returned to normal
and the sounds from underground dissipated, they realised
there were sounds of battle coming from the little wood.
They hopped over the fallen pole as sparks hissed and
writhed on the ground from the power lines. A short time
later, they found themselves to the rear of the Cave
entrance and skirted around The Gudemen there, moving
quickly in the direction of the wood. About them lay the
bodies of Followers and Gudemen who had fallen in battle.
Garvan took up a battle-axe from among the dead to
replace the Sword he had left behind in the Cave.
A deafening roar erupted from the mouth of the Cave
and a tremendous cloud of dust and debris flew through the
air. The giant rock, which The Gudemen had used to block
the entrance, was expelled like a cannonball; rocks were no
barrier for an army like this. Copper-red birds, wild pigs and
hosts of beetle-black crows and ravens exited at speed
toward the small wood on the left. Immediately behind,
came beasts from the depths of hell itself, goblins and trolls
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and a giant three-headed wolf/dog, snarling and drooling as
the heads snapped at the terrified Gudemen who, though
they were not human, would make a snack nonetheless.
"The Ellen Trechend," said Garvan, "a dreadful thing of
legend, no doubt another creation of the Morrigan. The
birds and pigs can breathe destruction on the land and
those who walk upon it. We must find the others, if they
could have survi ..." and he stopped, looking at Rory, sorry
for his carelessness.
"I know they may be dead, but I do not feel it," said Rory.
"We must look. Everywhere I see signs that our men were
routed, but it is not over; we must find who we can."
They ran towards the wood, with the monsters and The
Gudemen to their rear. They knew Medbh would not be far
behind and with her came the remainder of her
supernatural army, set on re-claiming this world for their
Queen. Rory had hoped to trick them into thinking they had
left the sacred weapons behind. He knew Medbh could exit
the Cave without the weapons, but that she was vulnerable.
She needed the Sword of Ailill and the Shield of the
O'Conors for her plans to come to pass. As soon as Rory
and the others broke free of the Cave she would have
sensed the loss and no doubt the discovery of the sword
and shield in the Cave had provoked the violent reaction
they had just witnessed, as the Morrigan and her beasts
cleared the way for the Warrior Queen.
For a moment there was hope, as they saw movement in
the distant wood. Suddenly, a terrifying flash exploded from
within, driving the three men to the ground. Their hearts
filled with dread, for they could not believe their loved ones
and friends could survive such a thing.
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CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE
THE GHOSTS OF COMAN’S WOOD
As The Gudemen charged and the demons raged through
the trees, The Followers stood as one, stepping one foot
back behind the other, to make slender targets of
themselves. They tensed for the oncoming horde to break
upon their spears and closed the circle as much as they
could to give Brian and McDermott a chance to boost the
children up into the branches of the gigantic oak. There was
nothing else to do. Cathal was conscious and insisted they
prop him against the trunk, sword in hand. Each man stood
firm, preparing to meet their doom, mouthing in silence, the
immortal words of their ancestors, Death before Dishonour
... Death before Dishonour … They would die well!
Behind The Gudemen they could see the wild pigs
charging from the Cave and the copper-red birds and, as
the beasts breathed upon the landscape, everything
withered and died. Then came the goblins and trolls. The
men clashed their spears against their chests and brought
them forward, there was no fear now, there was nothing to
fear, for death was coming and they could do nothing to
stop it. All that remained was for them to die well, to kill as
many of these dark things and to enjoy it. Under different
circumstances, they might have charged the army that was
thundering down upon them, but now they stood tall, for this
was Coman's Wood and this was their chosen ground.
Where better to die, than your own patch of earth,
protecting friends and family and those you had pledged
yourself to? In olden times, the bards and the seanchaí,
ancient storyteller historians, would have told tales of their
determination and courage, of their loyalty and faith, but
sadly there were none to see, or hear, of their fate this night
and there would be none to tell their story in the morning.
Their enemies threw themselves upon them. For a moment
the charging lines of Gudemen and beasts faltered and
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slowed, as their mistress emerged from the Gate to the
Otherworld, at Oweynagat. But, as Medbh came through in
human form, the whole world changed utterly in an instant.
There was a blinding flash and the forest to the rear, left
and right, of The Followers filled with intense bright light, as
the lost souls of Ros Comáin came late to the fight. These
were the spirits of those long dead who had followed Jerry
and the Shield of the O'Conors through the streets of
Roscommon Town, roused to battle by the ancient Shield of
the clan to which they owed fealty. Victims of famine and
disease, poverty and injustice, rebellion and war, they came
to fulfil their oath, for the love of their native land and to fight
the evil that had risen. At their head was Felim O'Conor,
descended from Turlough O'Conor, High King of Ireland
and from Brian Boru on his mother's side. Replenished, a
Connaught King once more, his slim crown shining brightly,
he led forth his army to quash Medbh and the Morrigan
before they could destroy the world.
Now revealed, Felim flung his right hand forward, a shiny
battle axe gleaming in the light that surrounded him, and
with that motion those who followed threw themselves upon
The Gudemen and the beasts of the damned. The light
enveloped the wood and the pigs and copper-red birds
instantly were transformed as harmless creatures of the
mortal world; beasts no longer but swine and sparrows that
fled the scene in fear. Some of Felim's ghosts held back to
draw ranks with The Followers and protect the children.
Felim threw back his head and roared with delight, the scar
on the right-hand side of his face adding to his
fearsomeness, as he charged through the ranks of men,
half-men and beasts, cutting them down as if they were
wheat in the field, his mighty wolfhound, Bran, at his side.
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CHAPTER FORTY
MEDBH ― QUEEN OF CONNAUGHT
As soon as the Morrigan and the other beasts were clear of
the Cave, Medbh emerged, riding a chariot with the air and
grace of one who held men's lives in the palms of her
hands. Her driver lashed the two huge bulls, that pulled her
through from the Otherworld, one Brown and one Fair, the
heroes of the terrible saga of old, the Táin, the Cattle Raid
of Cooley. These beasts had once fought each other, as
Medbh and her husband Ailill, bloodied two provinces to
prove their personal worth. Now they were yoked to her
chariot to pound all before them into dust.
Medbh was, without question, beautiful. Her blonde hair
flowed around her shoulders, held on her head by a thin
gold band, and an exquisite golden lunula around her ivory
skinned throat. She was dressed in a golden silk gown
covered by a full-length, hooded, red cloak. She held sway
over the beasts and half-men by virtue of her power, not her
beauty, though her beauty had always given her power over
men. Medbh was a force of nature and, once free of the
Otherworld, her need for the Sword and Shield was so
great she risked everything to have them in her grasp. The
Queen had come forth before, but not beyond the Cave, for
she was vulnerable in this weakened mortal form; she was
human and could be captured, or killed, to remain rotting
beneath the unforgiving earth of this mortal land. If she
failed she might never have another chance to rule.
There was no time for blunder or caution. Medbh raised
her arm in the direction of the wood, unleashing the beasts
that had come forth upon the fools that dared oppose her.
She would dispatch them quickly and use the children to
leverage the sacred weapons from the foreigner, for no
matter what his claim was to blood, his family had long
since bid farewell to these lands. She was so focused on
capturing the children and finishing off the small band of
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warriors in the wood, that she did not allow for the
possibility that there might be a foe of equal power abroad
in the night.
Some of the goblins had circled round the Cave and
picked up the scent of the three who had escaped. They
grunted and growled and yelped with joy as they told their
mistress that the trail led towards the wood. Her greed
blinded her and she let loose the Ellen Trechend, the threeheaded-wolf-dog, across the open ground toward the wood,
leaving her even more vulnerable; victory, she believed,
was within her grasp.
Queen Medbh, of Connaught, had survived a long time
on this earth, and had outlasted husbands, lovers,
conquering armies, war and Ulstermen, even The Hound ―
Cú Chulainn, so she knew, the moment she saw the flash
of light from within the wood, that there was an enemy there
to be reckoned with. She had her driver pull back on the
two bulls, rallied those close to her around the chariot and
moved back toward the Cave, leaving those in the wood to
their own devices. Medbh knew that she no longer had to
seek the Sword and Shield, for they would come to her, but
she could not rely on magic and supernatural strength.
There was a battle coming and at her core she relished it.
In her youth she had crushed those who had opposed her
and the adrenalin once again ran through her veins as she
prepared to face the approaching foe.
The Gates to the Otherworld were closed to her in this
form, for she had committed everything to retrieving the
Sword and Shield. Either she would rule this land, or she
would capture at least one of the weapons and force her
way back to the Otherworld to fight another day. As the
chariot turned toward the Cave, Medbh let out a blood
curdling cry, demanding that the Ellen Trechend return to
protect her. But, by now, the three-headed beast had
troubles of its own.
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CHAPTER FORTY-ONE
BATTLE
The world turned upside down as the battle erupted around
them. Jerry, K-Lynne, Diarmaid and Biddy huddled in the
belly of the great oak, as Brian and McDermott stood in
front of them, Cathal prone against the tree. The Followers
had been forced back, all the time cutting down the beasts
that assaulted them from every side. They cut at everything
that moved and protected each other as best they could,
with little or no hope. But help had come and the white
spirits of dead generations swept through the forest in
search of prey. Gudemen technically could not feel fear, but
they sensed that their advantage was gone and that they
were now the ones being hunted.
The Burke-Thing tried to rally them to tackle the ghosts
that threatened their doom, but they were plunged into
confusion as they tried to eradicate The Followers and fight
Felim's army, all the while being hampered by scurrying
dark spirits from Oweynagat, goblins and trolls and other
beasts. The spirits loyal to the ancient O'Conor King poured
through the forest, until it radiated like a beacon upon the
landscape and soon the ranks of The Gudemen and their
monstrous allies broke and fell back toward the Cave of the
Cats. Stupefied goblins and trolls, who were never very
clever to begin with, found themselves quickly cut off. They
were dispatched by spear and scythe and sword without
warning, or pity, as they circled like mongrels that had lost
their master.
Jerry left K-Lynne with Diarmaid and Biddy and, before
The Followers could stop him, charged out into the woods
in search of Burke, whom he spied slinking away from the
battle, towards Relignaree. Through the trees the burned
effigy of a man came into view and Jerry hurled his short
sword in the direction of the ghoulish creature. He was quite
surprised when he heard it sink home and the fiend howl
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out in agony. These creatures that had once been men, but
were corrupted by magic and incantation, could still be
killed, though he had never harmed a living soul in his life,
as short as it was. He feared his Dad, Garvan and Cormac
had perished in the Cave and he sought revenge for them,
for those lost in the wood and those who had fallen at
Carnfree. Most of all, he would prevent the Burke creature
from ever harming his sister K-Lynne again.
An uncontrollable rage built up inside of him as he
approached the motionless badly burned figure on the
ground. When he was close, Burke turned over quickly and
sprang to his feet grabbing a nearby branch from the
ground. He hit Jerry a tremendous blow in the ribs driving
him to the ground with the force of it. Despite the pain Jerry
pushed himself back up to try and escape, but Burke was
too close, the short sword no longer in his back, but in his
hand above his head to strike down and end the life of this
meddling child. Jerry was stuck to the ground where he
stood and could do nothing to save himself, transfixed by
the sudden turnaround of events and the evil that emanated
from the remainder of Burkes face. Strangely, beyond that
ghastly sight, he saw, in a flash, his mother's face, as she
screamed at him to move. But all he could do was watch
this terrible scene play out in slow motion, pinned like a
disused puppet on the stage floor.
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CHAPTER FORTY-TWO
ELLEN TRECHEND
Rory, Garvan and Cormac broke cover in their final
desperate flight towards the woods, just as Felim and his
army arrived to shift the balance in their favour. The scene
was set for a terrible showdown, but Rory charged toward
the wood in search of his children. He could not forsake
them any longer and had sworn an oath to himself while
confronted by the Morrigan in the Cave. He pledged to save
them no matter what the cost, should he be able to extricate
himself from the depths of Oweynagat.
As they charged, a large black raven swooped down
upon them and they knew that the Morrigan had located
them. They ran harder, waiting for The Gudemen to chase
them down, but were quite unprepared for the confrontation
that now beckoned. The Ellen Trechend was thundering
across the open ground toward them at speed, moving fast
for a beast that size. Three heads turned in different
directions, tracking potential targets, allowing the beast an
almost perfect 360 degree arc. The very earth shook at its
approach. Its belly lay close to the ground and though the
four powerful legs were short, it was extremely agile.
They realised there was no point in trying to outrun it and
the three warriors turned as one to face the mighty beast.
"A head each," was all that Rory said with a smile, and
he drew the Sword of Ailill, grasped the Shield of the
O'Conors, firmly in his left hand, and marched calmly
forward, with Garvan to his left and Cormac to his right. The
beast was quickly upon them, but the men stood firm.
"A head each," said Garvan and Cormac in tandem, and
the three heroes jogged out in different directions as if they
intended to encircle and ensnare it, to occupy each head of
the monster in turn.
Without heed, or warning the heads of the Ellen
Trechend snapped at the little figures of men below it, huge
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jaws filled with razor sharp teeth, not pointed, but wide and
ragged, many blackened and broken. The stench of its
breath was sickening and the lithe quickness of each thrust
of the heads surprised the men as they sought an opening
to exploit. Time and time again, when they thought they
could make it inside the reach of the heads of the beast, it
turned and snapped, and they were forced to retreat, until
they could advance once more. Its drool and spittle washed
over them in bucketfuls. There was little they could do to
actually fight it, for swords were no match for the ravenous
jaws of such a monster. They began to tire and each snap
of the jaws seemed to come closer, but their chance came
from an unexpected source.
A blood curdling cry seemed to startle the beast for an
instant and, before it could recover, all three of the men had
slipped inside where the heads found it difficult to operate.
It stamped and bellowed as it tried to find the men beneath
its girth. The dark black hide of the Ellen Trechend was
tough, like that of an armadillo, leathery scales rather than
fur and flesh, but its underbelly was soft and vulnerable.
The warriors struck as one, stabbing it from below, but
the thrust from the Sword of Ailill proved to be particularly
effective. They stabbed and cut and lunged, all the time
trying desperately to stay out of the way of trampling feet
below and ravenous jaws above; the stench of the beast
this close up, almost unbearable. The wolf/beast bled and
howled and, after a time, it seemed to tire, but Rory had
already decided to change tactics.
He sheathed the Sword, threw the Shield to Cormac,
and took out the daggers he had placed in his boots. Arm
over arm, stabbing the daggers into the beast, he pulled
himself up from the inside of one of the front legs, as it
desperately tried to shake him free. The others continued to
strike from below and he managed to swing round to the
front of the beast. Once he was over the belly area the
armour of the upper body made it difficult to drive the
daggers through. It was not simply flesh or hide, but almost
scale-like in design, so when he felt he was high enough,
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he threw down one dagger and reached again with his
right hand for the sacred Sword. The heads of the beast
writhed and snapped in pain and in anxiety, but they could
not bend enough to savage him from its body though they
nearly knocked him to the ground twice.
Once the Sword of Ailill was in his right hand he pointed
it up between two layers of hide and thrust forward with all
his might losing his lower arm inside the beast in the
process as he stretched to find a heart.
Rory moved the Sword, as much as he could, inside the
beast, which drove it crazy, but it was definitely weakening
and then he felt the tip connect with a major organ and he
drove the Sword forward with all his might. The beast let out
a terrific roar, a deathly scream, and the right head instantly
fell over as if executed, for Rory had cut the heart from
within. In a moment of clarity, he understood and stretched
and cut again, finding a second heart and another head fell
quiet. Only the left head remained to snap at them, but by
now it was clearly in distress and could do little to defend
itself. Again and again he drove the sacred Sword into the
beast, until he found the last heart. Rory cut the heart open
from inside the beast and it raised itself up on its hind legs
and fell dead to the ground with one last mighty roar. The
dead weight of the beast and its enormous size made it a
lethal weapon even in its death throes and it almost
pulverised Garvan and Cormac. Rory had to literally jump
for his life as it came crashing down, creating a massive
crater in the soft ground. All around the Cave, The
Gudemen, goblins and other mini-beasts were in turmoil, for
they had witnessed the impossible and, before they could
rally, Rory and the others had lost themselves in the wood.
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CHAPTER FORTY-THREE
BLOOD ON THE SCROLL
Jerry felt, the air move beside his right ear, as a small
battleaxe smashed into the Burke-Thing's skull, knocking it
off its feet. He took a couple of paces forward and saw that
the blow had severed part of the creature's skull, killing it
instantly. Jerry looked behind to see which Follower had
thrown the weapon and saw his Dad bringing himself
upright, for the force of the throw had almost knocked him
to the ground. Rory had wrenched the axe from
McDermott’s waistband, saving his son without ever having
handled such a blade in his life. Jerry's heart jumped for joy
and he forgot about Burke, The Gudemen, and other
beasts, and rushed into the waiting arms of his father,
despite the pain in his ribs.
Rory exploded into tears, of love and fear and
exhaustion and when the others brought K-Lynne to the
spot he pulled her in close too. He could barely believe they
had made it though this far. Garvan nudged him gently,
whispering into his ear,
“It's time. You must complete the scroll.”
Rory knew that Garvan was right and, though it pained
him to let his children go, he pulled away and reached
inside his clothes for the parchment he had received from
Dr. Flanagan. The genealogy had to be completed.
It was held within a small hard, foot long, black tube. He
unscrewed the bottom to allow it fall out, tapping the end
until an ancient pen appeared from within; a beautiful onepiece, silver dip pen elaborately carved, with sprawling oak
branches hiding secrets known only to O'Conor Kings.
Flanagan had presented him with the pen in a beautifully
crafted wooden box, but Rory placed it within the scroll for
safe-keeping. He held the pen and unrolled the bottom of
the scroll looking to Garvan to hold the bottom corners out,
while Cormac held the scroll from the top.
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Rory took the sacred Sword of Ailill, wiped it clean,
washed the blade with water from St. Coman's Well and cut
his left palm with it. There was no ceremony or fuss, he
simply dipped the pure silver nib into his blood and
scrawled his name, Rory O'Conor, on a line below that of
his father: it barely registered that his father at some point
had signed the scroll! Out of love he dipped the pen again
and wrote (Katarina) in brackets beside his name.
Without a word passing between them he found Jerry
had rolled up his sleeve and thrust his arm forward, turning
his head slightly away, in case he might cry when the
Sword cut his palm. Rory was quick and as he cut he
coughed loudly to hide his son's pain, but there was no
sound. Once more, he dipped the silver nib into O'Conor
blood, writing Gerald below his own name. Turning to KLynne, he found Jerry helping her hold her hand out to her
father, while he held her head to his chest. Again there was
no sound and Rory O'Conor completed the task quickly
adding Katelyn to the primeval document. As the names
dried on the ancient parchment, the Sword of Ailill and the
Shield of the O’Conors, shone brightly in the dark of the
wood, beacons to all those who would follow.
Rory had been given a small package by Cathal, in
Dublin, in the National Library café, containing three small
silver vials. He retrieved these and opened them. First he
squeezed his own hand, until blood dripped steadily into
one, then resealing it. Rory repeated the procedure with the
blood of Jerry and K-Lynne. When all three vials had
received their host and were resealed, he gave them to
Brian, along with the parchment, deposited once more in
the small hard tube with the silver pen inside. There was no
need for words, the task which he was bound to do was
complete. In so doing he completed their genealogy upon
the battlefield, binding the heirs of long dead kings to the
blood and soil of Coman's Wood. It was strong magic to all
those present and even the toughest among them looked
away for fear their emotions might betray them.
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Rory too was overwhelmed, but it was not over yet and
there was much to be done. K-Lynne, caught him, weakly
by the arm as he turned to leave. He could see she was
agitated and though their lives depended on the outcome of
this battle, he stooped to hear the words she struggled to
say. All he could make out was,
“... not just our blood ...but the ... dog's blood,'... you
must Dad … the dog's blood … it is the only way. While
they held me captive I could sense the Queen and hear her
thoughts ... I know it sounds strange, but it is the thing she
fears above all else … dog's blood ... don't think me mad!”
Rory didn't think her mad at all, in fact he was smiling,
beaming at his little heroic daughter, who had somehow
fought to play her part in all of this. Again he nearly burst
into tears, not from sadness, but from pride and love. He
ruffled her hair and hugged her fiercely. The little girl, now
recovering in front of him may just have saved them all.
Shortly after, he watched as a lone arrow cut through the
night sky from deep inside the wood, silently seeking out
the Connaught Queen. At the very last moment, the bulls
sensed something wrong and pulled forward. The arrow
missed Medbh and struck the chariot, smashing the small
glass ampoule attached to the shaft, its contents splashing
over the chariot and Medbh's dress. The Queen was
unharmed, but afraid, thinking more of escape than victory.
This was the ampoule which Rory had taken from the
table in Dr. Flanagan’s office, and worn about his neck. It
contained a blood sample to match that in the pommel of
the Sword of Ailill; the blood of the immortal hero, Cú
Chulainn. This was the blood of the Hound of Ulster …
blood of the Hound … dog's blood! Rory had given the
ampoule to Cormac who was given the task of firing the
arrow at Medbh. His aim had been true, but the bulls had
spoiled his attempt and the Queen now made her escape.
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CHAPTER FORTY-FOUR
A HOLLOW VICTORY
Rory kissed Jerry and K-Lynne and delivered them once
more into the hands of Brian, Diarmaid and Biddy, then
without another word he turned on his heels to join the fray.
Even from this distance through the wood he could see a
terrible battle being waged at the mouth of the Cave with
Felim in the midst of it. Taking advantage of the epic victory
being won by the ghosts of Felim O'Conor, The Followers
had routed The Gudemen from the wood. They drove the
remainder, with whatever other beasts survived, back to the
Cave at Oweynagat. There was no sign of the Morrigan, or
Medbh and her charioteer, they had made a lucky escape.
Rory knew they could not return to the Otherworld
without the Sword and Shield and their only hope now was
to escape until the following Samhain and try again to
return to their ‘other’ world. This they could not allow. The
Morrigan and Medbh, for he knew that the two would be
together, had to be tracked down and killed.
By the time Rory and The Followers arrived at the Cave,
it was clear that Felim's army were victorious. It had not
been a battle of equals. The men witnessed the remaining
Gudemen, hollow shells of half-men, trying to fend off the
spirits of Roscommon's dead with weapons useless against
such foes. They desperately sliced the air with swords and
axes but were subsumed by light, enveloped by formless
shapes on all sides, their pitiful cries confirming a rather
excruciating, painful death. Goblins and trolls had been
dispatched, though a small number had been hounded into
the Cave, where bright spirits tracked them and put an end
to their existence. The Cave of the Cats could offer no
refuge, for a physical cave was all it was at this stage. The
supernatural door had closed once Medbh herself had
come through. To the right of the entrance, pockets of
bright lights could be seen scurrying through the
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countryside at Relignaree where fleeing Gudemen and
goblins were hunted down and dispatched. Rory found
Felim near the Cave. He offered the Sword and Shield to
the Connaught King, but Felim shook his head.
"They must remain in the world of mortal men protected
as of old by the O'Conor clan and you are the leader of that
clan on this earth. Soon, I will return to the crypt they made
for me and you, and your heirs, must accept your
responsibility and guard against the evil we have faced
tonight. We go now in search of the Queen. I fear she has
made for Knocknarea, 'The Hill of the Executions', where
her own tomb lies on top of the hill on the Cúil Irra
Peninsula, but first, she will emerge at the Caves of Kesh or
Keshcorran. Your arrow has worked to our favour, for the
Warrior's Blood you spilled on her chariot gives us hope
and helps us track her, unbeknownst to her. We are away."
Felim morphed into one of his spirit army right in front of
their eyes, as flesh and bone became light. He and Bran
and a small retinue of Spirit-Followers flew up into the night
sky and away north-westwards towards the Caves of Kesh.
As the dead king departed, he issued a final command.
"The Sword, open a wound and send them back to
where they belong," and looking at the surrounding scene
Rory understood. It had become, impossibly, the Roderic
O'Conor painting, the colours, the contours of the
landscape and the tempestuous sky. He took the Sacred
Sword and, as he had done inside the Cave, he lifted it high
and drove it into the ground, shouting out to the heavens,
"Begone, return to the Otherworld, from whence you
came. There is no place for you here; this land of Coman's
Wood is reclaimed by us, by our faith and by our blood."
The world shook to its core and men fought to stay
upright. He lifted the Sword from the dirty ground and drove
it back down, one last time with all his might. The heavens
cracked and lightning lit the sky. A deep groan seemed to
come from the bowels of the earth and he lifted the Sword
of Ailill to expose a fissure to the Otherworld, and the fiery
depths below. Once more the Sword and the Shield glowed
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in the night, illuminating all around them. He fell to his
knees, repeating over and over the words of the ancient
battle cry ― Death before Dishonour ... Death before
Dishonour; taken up by all those round him, rising to a
crescendo, until the chant became a force of reckoning.
Cries and sighs filled the air like a thousand banshees as
the remaining beasts of the Morrigan and Medbh were
pulled from the kingdom of mortal men, back to where they
had come; sucked beneath the earth until such time as they
might again pour forth. As the last of the beasts was pulled
below, the fissure closed upon itself, and they were gone.
The bodies of the Ellen Trechend, beasts and Gudemen
slowly dissolved leaving darkened patches upon the
ground, where life would not return to the soil for years to
come. Within minutes the storm above had abated, the
chant ended and the light from the sacred weapons
dimmed once more; the air became pure and clear.
The Battle for Coman's Wood and the Cave of the Cats
had ended. Rory surveyed the carnage, as Brian and the
children emerged from the woods. It made his heart jump to
see Jerry running towards him and even K-Lynne was
walking un-aided. He ran to them and hugged them fiercely.
It was a sight to bring terrible sadness to The Followers that
remained, for those that survived now began to come to
terms with the reality of their efforts that night. Men had
fallen and would have to be buried. Their families would
have to be told and somehow be provided for. Right on
queue, lights appeared on the horizon as cars and trucks
arrived from the directions of Roscommon and Tulsk. As
one man held his children, others prepared for the task of
removing the dead; brothers, sons, cousins and friends … it
was a hollow victory, though none regretted their actions. If
the truth were told, they were glad they were alive to feel
the pain that washed over them. They had survived.
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CHAPTER FORTY-FIVE
CASTLE ISLAND, LOUGH KEY ―
FINAL BATTLE
Medbh made it as far as the Caves of Kesh, but she could
not remain in that place, for the spirit of the She-Wolf, that
had reared Cormac MacAirt, held sway in those caves, and
she had no love for strangers. The wily Queen knew they
would follow her and would expect her to head back to the
tomb at Knocknarea. Instead, she had her charioteer turn
back, to the east across the Bricklieve Mountains and
Carrowkeel and south-east to make for Lough Key. No
roads or bumpy pathways would impede their journey for
they flew through the night to Castle Island, The Rock,
where Thomas Laidir had wooed his one true love Úna
Bhán, but had been denied by her father.
Nowadays, a ruined castle, built hundreds of years later,
provided a spectacular backdrop on the lake for tourist's
photographs, but nothing else stirred and it was a perfect
hideout. The Morrigan flew high above them, to keep a look
out and to search for enemies. Once they reached the
island, they settled deep amongst the ruins to figure out
their next move, for Samhain was almost over and they had
no hope of return to the Otherworld.
They had not seen the lone figure upon the Hill of
Knocknarea, blood-red eyes burning fiercely in the night
sky. He watched the Queen and her bird beast as they
played hide and seek amongst the landscape with the
spirits from Rathcroghan who came in search of them. He
winced when he noticed the bulls, for he remembered they
brought nothing but pain as men had been laid waste on
the whim of a King and Queen.
'Those damn bulls,' he thought.
He would end this. Indeed he had waited some two
thousand years for revenge and he would have it this night.
Neither spirit, nor man ... nor woman, would get in his way.
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Many had tried and he had sent them to their doom. The
woman and the bird hag would die in this world and never
return to their own, or they would return with his mark upon
them, never to trouble this world of men again. He alone
knew they did not belong in this world, none of them did.
Theirs was a time of gods and heroes and there were few
of either to be found in this modern world of mortals.
Cú Chulainn … the Hound of Ulster … stood, up from
where he knelt upon the cairn; tall in the moonlight, a dark
blue cloak pulled round his shoulders. Underneath, he wore
a red tunic with gold knot trim and his feet were hard and
bare. His skin was dark and weather-worn, traces of battle
everywhere the eye could see. A golden torc hung round
his muscular neck, golden bangles on his right arm and
hollow gold balls at the ends of his plaited shoulder length
hair, which some described as being of three different
colours, brown, red and blond. His features were stunning,
dark brow, dimpled face, both, handsome and cruel, fierce
in every respect; his very walk made men tremble. Cú
Chulainn's anger brimmed over, woken from his hero's
slumber by the crossing over of Medbh and her fiendish
companions; released by the spilling of his blood on this
mortal plane.
He watched once more as they perfected their little ruse,
but he would find them. Without word, or warning, he took a
couple of steps, broke into a jog and within seconds a full
run, fuelled by his extraordinary strength and stamina and
the magic of the Gods and Goddesses of the heavens and
earth. The Hound moved not as a man, but as a beast of
the land, a spirit of the air and had barely taken breath
before he crested the Bricklieve Mountains, in time to see
Medbh and the Morrigan take refuge on the Rock.
He felt the other spirits of that night, as they too changed
their direction when they realised their mistake. They now
followed in his wake. Cú Chulainn did not care, if they got in
his way he would kill them as well. There would be no
reprieve; it was time to finish this.
145

The Battle for Coman's Wood

Medbh and the Morrigan relaxed a little within the safety
of the ruins of the castle. The Morrigan scouted the
perimeter. The Queen needed time to figure out a way to
get back to the Otherworld where she could plan once more
to bring terror to this world of men. She shivered in the cold
air, and laughed, for it had been a long time since she had
felt anything, even the cold. As she laughed she saw, from
the corner of her eye, her charioteer fall dead on the ground
to her left. Medbh who knew no fear, who knew no doubt,
was literally struck dumb, stuck to the ground, stunned and
immobile. She recognised the barbed spear that had cut
through the charioteer's armour, a spear crafted from the
bones of a long-dead sea monster, the Coincheinn; it was
the Gáe Bolg, the Spear of Death. Medbh knew also who
cast the spear, for it could only be wielded by one warrior in
all of Ireland. And so Medbh turned to confront her fiercest
enemy and, as she did so, she howled in pain and despair,
for everything she had planned that night was now lost.
"Away with you HOUND, you have no business here.
You are but a bad memory. I saw you fall before and I will
see you fall again."
She threw her arms to the heavens in an uncontrollable
rage and mustered all the magic that she could to cast bolts
of lightning in the direction of her attacker.
But the Hound was not to be trifled with and had
withdrawn to the shadows as quickly as he had come,
flinging the Morrigan into the path of the lightning, for he
had taken her hostage as soon as he had found their camp.
The Morrigan was an evil thing of many shapes and
forms, but in her restful state, she was a servant woman of
the Queen of Connaught. As soon as he had caught her he
had held her upside down by the leg, for he had learned her
ways. Though she could disguise herself in many human
forms, such as a beautiful maiden or an old crone, when
she was threatened she reverted once more to that of a
crow or raven. It was as a crow that the Morrigan had
landed on Cú Chulainn's shoulder in the final battle of his
mortal life, to prove his death to those who feared him. And
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so it was, as a crow, she was destroyed, flapping wildly as
Cú Chulainn hurled her, upside down, into the lightning
invoked by her mistress. If the Hound had a sense of irony,
he might have smiled, but there was a reckoning waiting.
Medbh watched in disbelief as her one true ally, her
instrument of deceit and destruction, her remaining hope for
victory, perished in an instant, victim to the magic she
herself had drawn down upon the earth. Looking up from
the charred remains she saw Cú Chulainn pull the Gáe
Bolg through the body of her charioteer. Behind him the sky
filled with light as the lost souls of Roscommon arrived to
see her fall. The Hound stepped to the bulls, still hitched to
the Queen's chariot. He drew a short sword and reached
behind their heads, pausing for a second … then,
surprisingly, instead of killing them, he cut the reins and
whispered softly into their ears.
"Away Donn Cúailnge, my fine Brown Bull of Ulster,
away Finnbhenach, the White-horned Bull of Connaught,
you are no longer playthings in the affairs of Kings and
Queens. There is no contest, you have done what was
asked of you, the battle was fought and the tale has been
told. Begone, my friends and fight no more."
And with that the bulls were gone in search of newer
pastures, in this world, or another.
As Cú Chulainn approached the Queen, Felim O'Conor
and his band of Followers arrived at The Rock. They had
reached the Caves of Kesh and were on their way to
Knocknarea, when something passed them in the night
going in the opposite direction. Felim did not know what it
was, but he knew that they must follow. Their quarry had
changed direction, for they tracked the blood on the chariot,
but they knew also that this new spirit was in someway
connected.
When the Hound of Ulster retrieved his weapon, Felim
and his Followers knew him for who he was. They wanted
revenge on Medbh and they wanted an end to this night,
but they were out-trumped by the figure below them. If any
man, or spirit, had claim on the life of Medbh, it was he who
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stood before her; even a King of Connaught knew his place
in such company.
Medbh was not so easily led. She fell to her knees, as if
she sought forgiveness, but when Cú Chulainn approached
she flew at him, two shining golden daggers in each hand
reaching for his heart and his throat. Just as the blades
touched the warrior's flesh, she stopped, her face less
fierce, almost calm, she took one step back, then two,
stumbling a little on the second step. Medbh looked down to
see the shaft of the Gáe Bolg sticking out of her chest and,
for a moment, she shrieked and screamed and flopped
upon the weapon like a fish speared in the water and pulled
into the air. Then, suddenly, she stopped and without sound
or sorrow she fell to the ground … dead! As she died, she
changed from a beautiful middle-aged woman to that of a
withered old hag. All at once the sky grew intensely bright
as if it were day for a moment or two, then the spirits of
Roscommon began to fade, their task complete, though
they had no hand in it.
Cú Chulainn stood there for a time, then roughly pulled
the Gáe Bolg from the dead Queen's body, not by the head,
as he had done with the charioteer, but by the shaft,
whereby the barbs were dragged back through her husk of
a body, as if he needed to be completely sure she was
dead. As soon as he had retrieved the spear, the bodies
before him disintegrated to dust, blown in the wind … and
were gone. In that final stroke Cú Chulainn had revenged
himself on the Queen, and on all those who had tried to
manipulate him and kill him, and he had taken revenge for
his fallen brother warriors of the Red Branch.
In a matter of a minute, or two, all that remained on the
island were two lost souls from times gone by, a King of
Connaught, and the greatest warrior that Ireland had ever
known: The Hound of Ulster. Felim knew he could not
expect the warrior to acknowledge him as King, or equal,
and he simply bowed his head with respect to the warrior
before him. There was no friendship to be had, no bonding
of interests, or shared experience; no words were passed
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between them, but likewise this mark of respect
demonstrated there was no enmity either.
Cú Chulainn lifted the Gáe Bolg above his head and
brought it down hard, shaft first, onto the ground upon
which they stood; it trembled and shook, and earthquakes
registered throughout Ireland. Running his finger over a
small indentation which he himself had caused, he recalled
the sliver of wood he had allowed be taken as a relic to
remember him and to protect the country and its people in
times of extreme danger. Also, his blood, sacred for all time
to the men who remembered him as their champion. He
alone was champion of all Ireland once again; he owed
loyalty to no one and could leave this realm as he had
come. There were no more heroes like his friends Làeg and
Ferdiad, and, sadly, he had been instrumental in their
deaths. But, the gates to the Otherworld had opened, not
solely in Oweynagat, they had opened in other places and
he would track and kill the beasts that had dared come
forth.
The Hound of Ulster disappeared in a flash, to continue
with his quest. Felim took a few moments to celebrate what
had come to pass, then, he too, forgot the turmoil which
had raged within, that which had drawn him forth upon this
mortal earth and, just by thinking it, he collapsed back to his
unearthly home within the tomb of Roscommon Abbey.
It was done!
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CHAPTER FORTY-SIX
OLD FRIENDS ― HONOURING THE
FALLEN
Jerry woke the next morning in a comfortable bed with crisp
sheets and soft pillows, as if it were all some terrible dream.
The dream was torn apart when he moved to his right and
the pain roused him to his senses. His ribs were severely
bruised and taped up, but they were not broken. He cried
out in agony and the door flew open. Rory entered the room
carrying K-Lynne in his arms. She rushed to Jerry, knocking
him flat on the bed and the wind out of him. He spluttered
and gasped and roared in pain, then with laughter. Rory
came to the side of the bed and embraced them both,
silently giving thanks they had all survived.
For the rest of that morning Rory was interrogated and
where gaps appeared the children filled them in with their
own recollections, until all three had a fairly complete
picture of what happened. They showered and dressed and
went downstairs to order the biggest 'full-Irish' breakfast on
the menu; both kids remembered not to order ‘pudding’.
Their conversation continued in the dining-room though
much more subdued. Rory listened and tried to get a word
in. He thought again of the vision of his late wife in the
depths of the dark wood, when Jerry's life lay in the
balance. Impossible as it seemed, he knew that Katarina
had returned to protect her children and he thanked her for
her love from beyond the grave. She had guided the axe
that slew the man-beast, of that he was in no doubt.
They finished breakfast and returned to their room to
pack, for they were on their way for a couple of nights to
Kerry and Clare and a night in Shannon before their flight. It
had been decided that they should return to the US as
planned and that everybody should get on with their lives,
for the thing that bound them together was no more.
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Adrian, the hotel manager, knocked on the door, with
Garvan by his side. The children rushed Garvan as he
entered the room and hugged him fiercely. Rory noticed the
big man's sharp intake of breath and the moistening of his
eyes; 'not so tough after all,' he thought to himself. Adrian
explained that work was underway to clean up the
battlefield site and efforts were being made to organise the
funerals of The Followers who had fallen at their side.
Concocted stories of an underground cave disaster and a
bus crash woke the world to tragedies that might explain
the loss of so many local men and distract the authorities
from an investigation. None spoke of it, but most everyone
in the area knew what had transpired at Oweynagat.
Two more knocks and the door opened to reveal Brian
and Cormac who were forced to endure similar treatment to
Garvan, though this time Rory too, stood to embrace the
men who had protected his family from harm. They had
come to bring them all to the Abbey ruins as work there had
been ongoing. The underground passageway and the tomb
itself were to be sealed, but they awaited one last visit of
the King of the O'Conors and his heirs.
Rory and the children entered the tomb without fear or
trepidation; having endured so much the night before in the
darkness of Halloween. They were closely followed by
Garvan, Brian, Cormac and Adrian. There were others
there and the passage and cavern were lit with candles in a
beautiful, respectful way. At the foot of the throne stood the
three silver vials, the parchment tube, the Sacred Shield
and the Sword of Ailill, polished as new and shining like
treasure from Aladdin's cave. Garvan raised the sword in
deference to Rory.
"These are yours now to do with as you please," he said.
Rory took the Sword in his right hand and the Shield
once more in his left. For a moment he felt drawn to these
weapons, but he put the thought from his mind. He turned
and faced those who had joined them in the tomb. His
words echoed round the stone walls.
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"I am Rory O'Conor and here are Gerald and Katelyn
O'Conor, my heirs. We solemnly swear to protect this land
and these relics of our forefathers. We leave these artifacts
in Roscommon; the parchment must go to the archive at
Clonalis, but the vials and the sacred weapons will remain
here in the tomb of Felim to be guarded by Garvan, Brian,
Cormac and Adrian and all true Followers of our cause."
There was an audible gasp in the passage and proud
murmurings of agreement amongst the men. Followers
came and shook their hands and left, until there were just
nine people remaining. Diarmaid and Biddy came to Jerry,
K-Lynne and Rory. There were no goodbyes, just hugs and
then they turned and ran from the tomb in tears. Eventually
there was just the three Americans and Garvan, Brian,
Cormac and Adrian. Rory surprised them all.
"I have decided that we will stay and go straight to our
flight from here. We cannot leave without saying goodbye
properly and we will attend as many funerals as we can.
They gave their lives for their country, their families, and us.
We respect them and we will honour them."
The children hugged their Dad so hard they toppled him
to his knees on the dusty floor of the medieval tomb. When
they arose it was to be embraced in turn by the four
Roscommon men, something they would remember for the
rest of their lives. Jerry and K-Lynne laid their hands on the
ancient throne, now back in its original position, concealing
the passageway below. Their touch brought forth a
shimmering image of a long dead Irish King. Felim nodded
proudly at the children and Rory. He explained what had
transpired at Lough Key. It was a relief to know what
happened to Medbh and the Morrigan. When he finished
his tale, Felim, lifted a hand and was gone. As they left the
tomb, Followers began sealing the entrance forever.
Over the next few days, they attended funerals, meeting
family members and friends, honouring those who had
fallen. They relished the comfort it seemed to bring. It was a
great thing to do and it was the right thing to do!
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CHAPTER FORTY-SEVEN
RETURN FLIGHT AND GOODBYES
Early morning, the call of the curlew could be heard in the
as yet night sky and Jerry was perched at his window sill,
looking at the ruin of Roscommon Abbey. In a few hours
they would be on a plane bound for Boston. He longed to
see his Grandad and home. His sister sat beside him.
"It’s sad Jerry? I hate leaving. Part of me wants to stay,
which is crazy when you really think about it. I know you're
finding it difficult too. We could ask Dad to stay, if you like?"
'Stay …?' he had been thinking the same thing. They
had become attached to the place, and had made loyal
lifelong friends. Boston, however, was their home and he
loved their life there, where he and K-Lynne had grown up.
It was also where their Mom was buried and Jerry could not
bear the thought of being so far away from her.
"No, K-Lynne. We have done what was asked of us and
we can be proud of our role in all that has happened, proud
of our family and our ancestors, but we cannot stay. Our
presence here would serve to remind other people, who
have lost so much, of the events of the past. They need to
recover and so do we. When we get home we need to be a
family again. Our greatest gift from Roscommon will be, not
that we discovered our roots, but re-discovered ourselves."
K-Lynne looked proudly into her brother's eyes, then
delivered a huge bear hug while smothering him in kisses.
Soon they were both wriggling on the floor.
"I love you Gerald sourpuss O'Conor."
"And I love you Katelyn stinky pants O'Conor."
They were laughing uncontrollably when Rory burst into
the room to see what all the commotion was about. He
quickly joined in, but eventually called a halt.
"Right that’s it, lets go, we have a plane to catch."
"Aw Dad," chorused the would-be comedians.
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He reminded them they had to load their luggage or risk
the ancient Irish curse of a missed journey! They fell for it.
"Curse? What curse, what are you talking about? Tell
us," they screamed at him in wonder.
"It is a well known fact in these here parts that if children
fail to make their journey then their Dad can bundle them
into a suitcase and cast them into the nearest bog. Once
the case is opened the children are released into the wild
they become big-footed, hairy, pointy-eared leprechauns,
scavenging in the wet bogs, living off frogs and bugs. So,
it’s up to you: bags or bugs!" They were howling with
laughter and it brought tears to his eyes. They had missed
out on so much. Not so from this time on!
Adrian knocked on the door about ten minutes later to
find them still trying to recover. It was wonderful to see
them in such spirits. Helping them load their luggage into
the car, he warned Rory that there might still be some
danger from supporters of Medbh. He would have men, out
of sight of them all, in the airport just to be sure. It was not
designed to scare Rory, it was simply how it was, and he
promised to be vigilant. Garvan came to see them off. They
hugged him, which seemed to make the giant of a man a
little uneasy, but proud. Without looking back they drove
from the car-park and headed directly to Shannon Airport.
They were in the airport in just over two hours watching
TV in the Sheridan Bar & Restaurant in the departures
lounge. Rory kept a careful eye on the slowly changing
departures board because he needed time to get to the
duty free shopping area. He wanted to treat them and buy
a bottle of twelve-year-old Jameson for his Dad. While he
was genuinely sad to leave he was also anxious to get the
kids home safely. The sign changed again and he could
see their gate was open. He gathered up their hand
luggage and brought the kids to the cashier to pay the bill.
At last, they were on their way home.
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EPILOGUE
THE LUNULA
K-Lynne had noticed the woman in the cafeteria; beautiful,
though the large film star sunglasses hid most of her face.
Her blonde hair stuck out brilliantly from underneath the
black headscarf, indeed she was dressed in black from
head to toe. The short black jacket hung easily round her
shoulders and her wonderful figure gave her a real sense of
a movie icon. K-Lynne felt that she was watching them as
she sipped a rather large coffee some two or three tables to
the right; it was if her eyes bored in their direction from
behind the darkened lenses.
Minutes later when K-Lynne looked for her again she
found the woman was gone and thought no more of it, until
she noticed her in the shopping area that was The Loop. It
was almost as if she were hiding behind one of the middle
stacks of duty free goods, pretending to flick through the
pages of a glamour magazine. This time it was more than a
feeling, she was sure the woman was watching them,
though she tried hard to pretend to be another traveller
looking for a gift. Rory and Jerry did not notice her, nor did
they notice K-Lynne slip away and circle back behind the
glamorous stalker.
K-Lynne was quickly behind her target, watching for a
few moments before she confronted her. She stood out
from her hiding place, feeling a terrible chill run down her
spine and her flesh tightened with fear. She could not
move, but simply stood there as the lady turned in slow
motion toward her. K-Lynne tried to let out a scream as she
noticed the golden lunula around the woman's neck, her silk
designer dress covered in ornate embroidery of fierce black
birds in various stages of agitation and flight. Her executive
looking shoulder bag also carried a large black bird logo on
it. K-Lynne knew there was danger here. Her gaze drifted
upwards to the woman's face, and she began to sweat
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profusely, opening and closing her mouth like a fish out of
water, unable to make a sound.
There was a stench around the woman that was barely
masked by the bottle, or two, of perfume she was wearing
and the pages of the magazine she had been 'reading' had
dried up, powdering at her touch and floating away. The
blonde hair moved as if it were alive, or as if something was
living within it and beneath the flesh of her well-made up
face, were the traces of horrific scars as if she had survived
a horrendous accident or terrible fire. Something scurried
beneath the flesh toward the eyes. A small beetle-like
creature appeared from under the glasses near the right
eye, but in a flash was whipped inside a mouth full of fanglike teeth by a lightning-quick flick of a forked, thin, black
tongue. K-Lynne thought she would be sick when she heard
the crunch as the bug was digested. While this was
happening, the woman had taken two steps in K-Lynne's
direction, leaning down toward her as if she would lick her
also, her mouth opening in a dreadful grimace of sharp,
yellowing incisors which now held traces of skeleton and
mucous membrane after her snack. And still K-Lynne could
not move.
Two arms slipped under her armpits and she was
whisked off the ground with a soft whisper in her ear.
"Go to your Dad and brother," was all the voice said.
It was all she needed to hear, for she was running the
instant she hit the ground, only once looking back to see
the woman in black retreating from the shopping area as
three men converged on her position. Her saviour, she
recognised as Cormac, but he no longer sought her out, his
gaze fixed on the woman in black. Rory and Jerry were
paying for the bottle of whiskey for her Grandad when KLynne almost knocked them over. The look on her face was
all Rory needed. He did not question the girl, but swept her
up into her arms, soothing her as he ran out of the shopping
area and straight toward the US Customs pre-clearance,
which was quick as they were citizens, and then the
departure gate for Boston; Gate 109.
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He rather rudely pushed his way through the small line,
until he got to the gate, announcing that his child was
having a slight panic attack. He told the disgruntled looking
staff at the gate, that all she wanted was to get back home,
and that she would be alright as soon as they had settled
on the plane. After Rory produced tickets and passports
they were hustled through the doors towards the waiting
plane. Rory thanked the Gods that there was an air bridge
and they did not have to make their escape across the
tarmac. Finally they were ushered to their seats on the
plane, all three of them together. It was K-Lynne's turn to
take the window seat, but this time Rory sat between them
so he could keep an eye on her.
As they strapped themselves in, and the plane prepared
for takeoff, K-Lynne looked out her window. There, some
distance away, was the woman in black, watching from the
upstairs departure area. The little girl pointed to the staring
figure and told her Dad that the Morrigan had returned.
Rory shivered, but was glad to think she had not made it
onto the plane. At some stage he and the kids would return
to Ireland, but right now he felt safer to be flying back home
to Boston. He wondered how far crows could fly?
They had started something here, but obviously it was
unfinished, despite what Felim and Garvan had thought;
there was more to be done, and spirits, Good and Bad,
were in the habit of returning!
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