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Nanny Reilly and her dog Henry Daly are tricked
by a mean leprechaun king into kidnapping his

niece, Princess Tara.

Nanny's kindness and innocence brings out the best
in King Brian and they are invited to the leprechaun

dance on midsummer's eve.

Nanny, Henry Daly and their new friend Ned dress

up in their Sunday best and go to the dance.

On their way to the dance, Princess Tara and her
father King Rory are caught by a mean man named
Bull Cullen.

Bull is looking for the crock of gold and is ready to
surrender Princess Tara and King Rory to the
Banshee, a mean old witch who takes all her victims

into her Banshee's Cradle in the heart of the forest.

Nanny, Ned and Henry Daly rescue them.

For their bravery, they are presented with a gold
whistle each and two magic ponies. The gold
whistles give them the same magic powers as a

leprechaun.

One day, while out beachcombing on their ponies,
they come across footprints in the sand. They

follow the prints and find a distraught fisherman,

Cuireann meanri leipreachan feall ar Nanny Reilly
agus a madra Henry Daly chun a neacht, an
Banphrionsa Tara, a fhuadach.

Tugann cinealtas agus neamhchiontacht Nanny an
chuid is fearr den Ri Brian amach agus tugtar
cuireadh doibh go dti an rince leipreachain oiche lar
an tsamhraidh.

Gléasann Nanny, Henry Daly agus a gcara nua Ned
suas ina gceann is fearr ar an Domhnach agus téann
siad chuig an rince.

Ar a mbealach go dti an rince, bionn an banphrionsa
Tara agus a hathair Ri Ruairi gafa ag fear darbh ainm
Bull Cullen.

Ta Tarbh ar thoir an chrainn 0ir agus ta sé réidh leis
an Bhanphrionsa Tara agus an Ri Ruairi a thabhairt
suas don Bhanshee, cailleach meanach a thugann a
cuid iospartach ar fad isteach i gCliabhan Banshee i
gcroilar na foraoise.

Tarrthail Nanny, Ned agus Henry Daly iad.

Mar gheall ar a gcrogacht, bronntar feaddg oir an
ceann agus dhéa chapaillini draiochta orthu. Tugann
na feaddga 6ir na cumhachtai draiochta céanna déibh
agus ata ag leipreachan.

La amhain, agus iad amuigh ag cois tra ar a gcuid
capaillini, tagann siad trasna ar lorga sa ghaineamh.
Leanann siad na priontai agus aimsionn siad iascaire
Suaite,



named Fran O'Toole whose friend Mike Donovan
has been captured by the Banshee.

These footprints are the beginning of a magical

adventure.

They land deep within the Banshee's Cradle where
they discover an underworld of unusual characters

and activities.

How in the world will they pull off this rescue
mission and escape the wicked Banshee of Raven’s

Point?

darb ainm Fran O’Toole a bhfuil a chara Mike
Donovan gafa ag an mBanshee.

Tus le heachtra draiochta is ea na lorg coise seo

Tuirlingionn siad go domhain i gCliabhan na
Banshee &it a aimsionn siad domhan thios de
charachtair agus de ghniomhaiochtai neamhghnéacha.

Conas ar domhan a bhainfidh siad an misean tarrthéala
seo amach agus an éal6ionn siad 6 Bhanshee ghranna
Raven’s Point?



One evening, while out picking mushrooms, Nanny

and her dog Henry Daly came to Magandy’s Pond.

Henry liked to sniff his way through the reeds around
the pond. It was one of his favorite places, especially

when the ducks swam close to the bank.

Nanny and her older brother would sometimes spend

the summer evenings fishing there.

“One day, Henry Daly,” said Nanny, “I’'m going to
find out what’s at the bottom of Magandy’s Pond.

My brother said it has no bottom, and if | fell in there,

| would go all the way to Australia.

If I wanted to come back home, I would have to find
some magic beans and plant them like Jack did to get

the beanstalk to grow.

Then | could climb the beanstalk all the way back to

Ireland.”

“Ah, will ya go away outta that. Ya surely
don’t believe that, do you?” said a voice from
nowhere.

“Who said that?” asked Nanny looking around for Andy
Magandy, he’s the farmer who owned the field she was
in.

Trathnona amhain, agus iad amuigh ag piocadh
beacain, thainig Nanny agus a madra Henry Daly go
Lochan Magandy.

Thaitin Henry a sniff a bhealach trid an giolcacha
timpeall an lochain. Bhi sé ar cheann de na

haiteanna ab ansa leis, go hairithe nuair a shnamh
na lachain gar don bhruach. Uaireanta chaithfeadh

Nanny agus a dearthdir nios sine oicheanta an
tsamhraidh ag iascaireacht ann.

"La amhain, Henry Daly," arsa Nanai, "t4 mé chun a
fhail amach cad ata ag bun Lochan na Maighdine.

Duirt mo dhearthair nach bhfuil bun ar bith aige,
agus da dtitfinn isteach ann, rachainn an bealach ar
fad go dti an Astrail.

D4 dteastddh uaim teacht ar ais abhaile, bheadh orm
roinnt ponairi draiochta a aimsit agus iad a
phlandail mar a rinne Jack chun an gas poénairi a
fhés.

Ansin d'fhéadfainn an gas pdnairi a dhreapadh an
bealach ar fad ar ais go hEirinn."

"Ah, an rachaidh tu as sin. Is cinnte nach gcreideann
th é sin, an ea?" arsa guth ¢ ait ar bith.

"Cé a duirt é sin?" d'thiafraigh Nanny ag breathnu
thart ar Andy Magandy, is é an feirmeoir é a raibh
an réimse ina raibh si.



“Who’s there? Where are you?”

“Australia is the land down under, but it’s surely

not under Magandy’s Pond,” laughed the voice.

“Come out and show yourself,” Nanny said in an
agitated voice. “Is it a coward you are? If so, be off

with ya, and leave me alone!”

“I’m no coward. Sure, I’'m one of the bravest men in
Ireland, and if you’ll open your eyes and look down
instead of looking up in the sky you’ll see me,”

replied the unidentified voice.

Nanny looked to the ground. Sitting relaxed on top
of amushroom with his arms folded as though he was
expecting Nanny was the smallest man she had ever

seen.

He stood about ten inches tall, wore black boots with
extra large gold buckles, green trousers, a yellow and
green-checkered waistcoat, and a green cape with

gold trim that hung to his waist.
On his head sat a gold crown sparkling with
emeralds. He had sullen green eyes, and a red beard

about three inches long all around his jaw line.

“Jeepers,” said Nanny in astonishment. “Are you a

leprechaun?”

“Aye, Lass, you just hit the nail on the head,

"Cé ata ann? Ca bhfuil ta?"

"Is i an Astrail an talamh thios, ach is cinnte nach
bhfuil sé faoi Lochan Magandy," a dairt an guth.

"Tar amach agus taispeain duit féin," a ddirt Nanny
le glor corraithe. "An bord tha? Mas ea, bi amuigh
leat, agus fag mé i m'aonar!"

"Ni borgaire ar bith mé. Cinnte, t& mé ar dhuine de
na fir is créga in Eirinn, agus ma oscloidh td do shuile
agus ma fhéachann tG anuas in ait breathnu suas sa
speir feicfidh t0 mé,"” a d'fhreagair an glér
neamhaitheanta.

D'fhéach Nanny go talamh. Ina shui go suaimhneach
ar bharr muisiriun agus a lamha fillte mar go raibh
suil aige gurbh i Nanny an fear is 10 d& bhfaca si
riamh.

Sheas sé tuairim is deich n orlach ar airde, chaith sé
buataisi dubha le buclai moéra breise oir, briste
glasa, waistcoat bui agus glas seicedilte, agus Rinn
glas le Baile Atha Troim 6ir a bhi ar crochadh ar a
choim.

Ar a cheann shuigh coroin oir suilineach le emeralds.
Bhi suile glasa sullen aige, agus féasog dearg thart ar
thri orlach ar fad timpeall ar a line jaw.

"Jeepers," a duirt Nanny le hiontas. "An leipreachan
tha?

"Aye, a Lass, ni bhuaileann tu ach an tairne ar do
cheann,



I’m a leprechaun all right, but I'm no ordinary
leprechaun. I am King Brian,” said the little man,
reaching for the lapels of his waistcoat and sticking

his chest out with pride.

Henry Daly stood at Nanny’s side and growled at
King Brian.

He sensed the little man was up to no good and it was

his job to protect Nanny.

He pushed his snout into Nanny’s hand and whined

several times.

“I’'m King of all the leprechauns in Coolrainy, and
you’ve been stealing the roofs off our houses,” said

King Brian, his voice taking on a serious tone.

“I didn’t know you lived under the mushrooms,” said
Nanny. “Nobody told me. I can put them all back,

and I’ll never do it again.”

“It’s too late for that,” King Brian said with a hint of
mischief in his voice. “You owe me a favor, or else

I’ll have to put you under leprechaun’s arrest.”

“Leprechaun’s arrest? What’s that?”” Nanny asked,
starting to wish she’d never come out to play that
day.

“Leprechaun’s arrest means that all my leprechauns
will surround you and your dog, Henry Daly, right

here at Magandy’s Pond,

Is leipreachan mé ceart go leor, ach ni gnéath
leipreachan mé. Mise an Ri Brian," ars' an fear
beag, ag sineadh amach a chliabhain agus ag
stracadh a chliabhrach le brod.

Sheas Anrai Daly ar thaobh Nanny agus rinne sé
caoineadh ar an Ri Brian.

Mhothaigh sé nach raibh aon mhaitheas ag an
bhfear beag agus gurbh é an obair a bhi aige Nanny
a chosaint.

Bhraigh sé a smuit isteach i lamh Nanny agus
whined aris agus aris eile.

"Mise Ri na leipreachan go Iéir i gCuil Raithin,
agus ta tu ag goid dionta ar dtithe," arsa an Ri Brian,
a ghuth ag glacadh le téin thromchuiseach.

"Ni raibh a fhios agam go raibh conai ort faoi na
beacain," arsa Nanai. "Nior duirt aon duine liom. Is
féidir liom iad go léir a chur ar ais, agus ni
dhéanfaidh mé go deo aris e."

"Ta sé r6 dhéanach chuige sin," ars' an Ri Brian le
leid aimhleasa 'na ghlér. "Téa fabhar i gcomaoin agat
orm, no eile beidh orm ta a chur faoi ghabhail
leipreachan.”

"Gabhail leipreachan? Cad ¢ sin?" D'fhiafraigh
Nanny, ag tosu ag iarraidh nach dtiocfadh si amach
ag sugradh an la sin.

"Ciallaionn gabhail na leipreachan go mbeidh mo
leipreachain go Iéir mérthimpeall ort féin agus ar do
mhadra, Henry Daly, anseo ag Lochan na Magandy,



and no matter how hard you try, you won’t be able to
break through the circle of leprechauns, until every
mushroom you picked all summer grows back and all
my people have the roofs back on their houses,”

King Brian said, folding his arms over his round

belly.

Henry Daly heard King Brian mention his name. He

barked one time at him and whimpered at Nanny.

“But that will take weeks,” Nanny said. “I have to go
home tonight to get my supper, and my big brother is

taking me to the fair tomorrow.”

“Well, unless you promise to do me a favor, you’re
going to be under leprechaun’s arrest from this very
moment, and you’ll get no mushroom soup for your

supper.

Nor will you be able to go to any fair.” The
leprechaun paced around the top of the toadstool

looking small but important.

“Not tomorrow, or the day after that, or any day in
the near future. Not until all those mushrooms have
grown back,” King Brian said with a glint of

achievement in his eyes.

He reached behind his head and tipped his crown
down slightly on his brow.

King Brian was a crafty old soul. He knew he had left
Nanny no way out. He was feeling like cock of the

walk and proud of himself for being so clever.

agus is cuma cé chomh deacair a dhéanfaidh td
iarracht, ni bheidh td in ann briseadh trid an gciorcal
de leipreachain, go dti go mbeidh gach beacéan agat.
piocadh fasann an samhradh go léir ar ais agus ta
dionta ar a dtithe ag mo mhuintir go I€éir,"

arsa an Ri Brian, agus é ag filleadh a lamha thar a
bhroinn chruinn.

Chuala Henry Daly an Ri Brian ag lua a ainm.
Choirt sé uair amhain air agus whimpered ag
Nanny.

"Ach tégfaidh sé sin seachtaini," a ddirt Nanny.
"Caithfidh mé dul abhaile anocht chun mo shuipéar
a fhéil, agus t& mo dhearthair mér ag tabhairt go dti
an aonach amarach mé."

"Bhuel, mura ngeallann ti fabhar a dhéanamh dom,
beidh td faoi ghabhail leipreachan 6n ndimead seo,
agus ni bhfaighidh ta anraith beacan le haghaidh do
shuipéir.

Ni bheidh td in ann dul chuig aon aonach ach
oiread." Chuaigh an leipreachan ar sidl thart ar
bharr an stol buafa ag breathnu beag ach
tabhachtach.

"Ni améarach, no an 14 ina dhiaidh sin, no 14 ar bith
go luath amach anseo. Ni go dti go mbeidh na
muisiridin sin go léir tar éis fas ar ais," a dairt an Ri
Brian le gliondar éachta ina shuile.

Shroich sé taobh thiar a chinn agus thit a chordin
sios beagan ar a mhala.

Sean anam crdga ab ea Ri Brian. Bhi a fhios aige
nar fhag sé Nanny aon bhealach amach. Bhi sé ag
moth cosuil le coileach na sitldide agus bréduil as
féin as a bheith chomh cliste.



Nanny didn’t like what she heard. Henry Daly took a
step towards King Brian and growled again. He knew

Nanny was bothered by what she heard.

“I’ll set my dog after you,” said Nanny. “My brother
told me that Henry’s grandfather won the greyhound
derby in record time, and he left the whole pack at

the starting gate.

He can catch any rabbit around here, and he surely

will be able to catch you.”

“Catch me? He would have to be able to run faster
than the speed of light to catch me,” chortled King
Brian. “Watch this. Now you see me, now you

don’t.”

King Brian snapped his tiny fingers and disappeared.

All Nanny could hear was laughter. Then King Brian
snapped again, and appeared on the mushroom cap,

fine as you please.

Nanny knew Henry Daly was fast, but he wasn’t

magical. He was just a good old dog.

“What kind of favor do I have to do?” she asked,
wishing she too could snap her fingers and disappear,

right back home.

“All you have to do is carry a small sack for one mile to
Ballineskar, the next village, and back to me here in
Coolrainy on Saturday night after everyone has gone to
bed.

Nior thaitin an méid a chuala si le Nanny. Thég
Henry Daly céim i dtreo an Ri Brian agus d'fhas sé
aris. Bhi a fhios aige go raibh Nanny buartha faoin
méid a chuala si.

"Cuirfidh mé mo mhadra i do dhiaidh,"” arsa Nanai.
"Duirt mo dhearthair liom gur bhuaigh seanathair
Henry an derby con san am is mo6 riamh, agus
d'fhag sé an paca ar fad ag an ngeata tosaigh.

Is féidir leis coinin ar bith a ghabhail thart anseo,
agus is cinnte go mbeidh sé in ann td a ghabhail."

"Beir orm? Chaithfeadh sé a bheith in ann rith nios
tapula né luas an tsolais chun mé a ghabhail,” a
chrot an Ri Brian. "Féach ar seo. Anois feiceann tu
mé, anois ni fheiceann ta."

Ghearr an Ri Brian a mhéara beaga agus d'imigh sé
as.

Bhi gaire ar fad a d'fhéadfadh Nanny a chloisteail.
Ansin rug an Ri Brian aris, agus thainig sé ar an
gcaipin muisiriin, go brea mar is toil leat.

Bhi a fhios ag Nanny go raibh Henry Daly go tapa,
ach ni raibh sé draiochttil. Ni raibh ann ach sean
mhadra maith.

"Cen sort fabhar ata le déanamh agam?" a
d'fhiafraigh si, ar mian |éi go bhféadfadh si a méar a
Iéim agus imeacht, ar ais abhaile.

"Nil le déanamh agat ach méala beag mile a iompar
go Béal Atha na gCearr, an chéad sraidbhaile eile,
agus ar ais chugam anseo i gCuil Raithin oiche
Shathairn tar éis do gach duine dul a chodladh.



And if you do that, and meet me right by this
mushroom, your debt will be paid and I’ll grant you

one wish.”

King Brian’s face tightened and turned very serious,
his green eyes clouding. He pointed his finger and

looked Nanny right in the eye.

“But you have to promise me this,” the King said,
“under no circumstances are you to look inside the
sack.

If you do, you’ll get no wish from me, or any other
leprechaun. Not now or ever, and the biggest
mushroom you have ever seen will grow out of the

top of your head.

You’ll never be able to getrid of'it, and everyone will

tease you until you cry all the time.”

Henry nudged Nanny with his nose and whimpered.

She knew he was warning her about King Brian.

“I don’t like the sound of that,” said Nanny. “If Ned
Franey sees a mushroom growing out of the top of
my head, he’ll be calling me names all day, and so

will everyone else.”

Nanny had visions of her archenemy, Ned Franey,
gathering a posse of the village children and
following her everywhere, calling her all kinds of
mushroom names like ‘mold head’, ‘fungus brain’,

and ‘toadstool girl.’

Agus ma dhéanann tu sin, agus go mbuaileann td
liom ar an bpointe boise seo, iocfar d'fhiacha agus
deondidh mé aon mhian amhain duit.”

Thainig teannadh ar aghaidh Ri Brian agus
d'iompaigh sé an tromchuiseach, a shuile glasa ag
scamall. Léirigh sé a mhéar agus d'fhéach sé ar
Nanny sa tsuil.

"Ach caithfidh tu € seo a ghealladh dom," adeir an
Ri, "nil td in aon chor féachaint istigh sa phoca.

Ma dhéanann td, ni bhfaighidh tG aon mhian
uaimse, né aon leipreachan eile. Ni anois né riamh,
agus fasfaidh an muisiriin is mé da bhfaca ta riamh
as barr do chinn.

Ni bheidh tu in ann fail réidh leis go deo, agus beidh
gach duine ag spochadh as tu go dti go gcloionn ta
an tam ar fad.”

Anrai nudged Nanny lena sron agus whimpered.
Bhi a fhios aici go raibh sé ag rabhadh di faoin Ri
Brian.

"Ni maith liom an fhuaim sin," arsa Nanai. "M
fheiceann Ned Franey muisiritn ag fas as barr mo
chinn, beidh sé ag glaoch orm ainmneacha an 14 ar
fad, agus beidh gach duine eile mar sin."

Bhi fis ag Nanny ar a seandéanamh, Ned Franey, ag
bailit scata de phaisti an tsraidbhaile agus & leanuint
i ngach ait, ag glaoch uirthi gach cineal ainmneacha
muisiriun mar cheann manla’, fungus brain’, agus

toadstool girl'.



“I’ll do it,” said Nanny, giving a confident nod. Her
auburn curls emphasized her nod. She looked King

Brian in the eye and stood tall.

Nanny also knew no matter what, she didn’t want to

be called names of any kind.

“Do you promise me you won’t look in the sack?”

King Brian asked.

“I promise I won’t look into the sack,” answered
Nanny, picturing a puffy brown and white mushroom

growing out of her head and shuddering.

“Good lass, Nanny Reilly,” said King Brian. “Meet
me here on Saturday at midnight, and don’t tell

anyone.”

The King held his finger to his lips, looking sinister

for all his smallness.

With that, Nanny and Henry Daly ran off home.

Nanny’s thoughts were on King Brian’s warning.

What would happen to her auburn curls if a
mushroom grew out of her head? She never thought

of her one wish.

"Déanfaidh mé é," arsa Nanai, ag tabhairt nod
muinineach. Chuir a gcuacha auburn béim ar a nod.

D'fhéach si ar an Ri Brian sa tsuil agus sheas sé ard.

Bhi a fhios ag Nanny freisin is cuma cad €, ni raibh
si ag iarraidh go dtabharfai ainmneacha de chineal
ar bith uirthi.

"An ngeallann ti dom nach mbreathnoidh tu sa
phoca?" D'iarr an Ri Brian.

"Geallaim nach mbreathndidh mé isteach sa phoca,"
a d'fhreagair Nanny, agus i ag léirii beacan puffy

donn is ban ag fas as a ceann agus ag screadail.

"Dea chailin, a Nanny Reilly," arsa an Ri Brian.
"Buail liom anseo ar an Satharn ag mean oiche,

agus na hinnis d'einne."”

Choinnigh an Ri a mhéar ar a bheola, ag breathnu

go doiléir mar gheall ar a chuid beag.

Leis sin, rith Nanny agus Henry Daly as baile. Bhi

smaointe Nanny ar rabhadh Ri Brian.

Cad a tharlédh da gcuacha auburn da bhfasfadh
beacéan as a ceann? Nior smaoinigh si ar aon mhian

amhain a bhi aici.



On Saturday morning Nanny took Henry Daly to the
village to mail a letter. The village store also acted as

a post office and gas station.

Henry stayed outside lying in the sun. He liked to lay
with his front paws crossed while he observed the
activities of the villagers. Nanny went in to mail the

letter.

Just as Nanny was paying for the stamp, Ned Franey

and his mother walked in.

Ned stood behind his mother, looked at Nanny, and
stuck his fat tongue out. Nanny frowned at him and

looked away.

“How are you today, Nanny?” asked Mrs. Donohue,
the owner of the establishment. She was placing a

tray of freshly made toffee apples on the counter.

“I have a headache,” replied Nanny. Nanny was very
worried about the task she and Henry had ahead of

them at midnight.

“A headache!” Mrs. Donohue said. “What could
possibly give a nine-year-old like yourself a

headache?”

Nanny looked at Ned’s mother, wishing she could
tell her the truth. Ned opened his mouth as if he
wanted to say something mean to Nanny, but he
couldn’t because his mother and Mrs. Donohue

would hear him.

Ar maidin Dé Sathairn thug Nanny Henry Daly go
dti an sraidbhaile chun litir a phostail. D'fheidhmigh
siopa an tsraidbhaile freisin mar oifig phoist agus
staisiun gais.

D'fhan Henry taobh amuigh ina lui sa ghrian. Thaitin
sé a leagan lena lapai tosaigh crosailte agus é ag

breathnd ar ghniomhaiochtai mhuintir an bhaile.
Chuaigh Nanny isteach chun an litir a phostail.

Direach mar a bhi Nanny ag ioc as an stampa, shiuil
Ned Franey agus a mhathair isteach.

Sheas Ned taobh thiar a mhéthair, d'fhéach se ar
Nanny, agus chuir sé a theanga ramhar amach.
Nanny frowned air agus d'fhéach sé ar shidul.

"Conas ata td inniu, a Mhamai?" a d'fthiafraigh Mrs
Donohue, Ginéir na bunaiochta. Bhi si ag cur traidire
ulla taifi Urnua ar an gcuntar.

"Ta tinneas cinn orm," a d'fhreagair Nanny. Bhi
Nanny an bhuartha faoin tasc a bhi si féin agus Henry
rompu ag mean oiche.

"A tinneas cinn!" A duirt Mrs Donohue. "Cad a
d'fhéadfadh tinneas cinn a chur ar leanbh naoi
mbliana cosuil leat féin?"

Bhreathnaigh Nanny ar mhathair Ned, ag iarraidh go
bhféadfadh si an fhirinne a insint di. D'oscail Ned a
bhéal amhail is go raibh sé ag iarraidh rud €igin a ra
le Nanny, ach ni raibh sé in ann mar go gcloisfeadh
a mhathair agus Bean Ui Donohue é.



Nanny sighed with relief, she surely didn’t need to
hear a smart comment come out of Ned Franey’s
mouth. Nanny had enough going on with her

headache.

Nanny knew she couldn’t tell anyone about meeting
King Brian at Magandy’s Pond. If Ned Franey heard,

he wouldn’t believe her.

He’d be laughing at her and chanting, “Liar, liar,
your pants is on fire, your tongue is as long as a

telephone wire.”

“I think it’s the change of weather giving me the
headache,” Nanny answered as she handed the

stamped envelope to Mrs. Donohue.

“Would you like a toffee apple for your headache,
Nanny?” asked Mrs. Donohue, her round face
turning into a smile.

',’

“A toffee apple!” said Nanny. “Yes, please!” Nanny
quickly glanced over her right shoulder and saw Ned

Franey crinkle up his freckled nose.

“Here you are, Nanny.” Mrs. Donohue handed
Nanny a homemade toffee apple, “I hope you’re

feeling better soon.”

“Thank you very much, Mrs. Donohue,” replied
Nanny. Her frown turned into a smile. It was a rare
thing to get a free toffee apple from Mrs. Donohue.

“I have to go now. My mother wants me to go straight

home and no dilly-dallying.”

Nanny sighed le faoiseambh, Is cinnte nar gha di tracht
cliste a chloisteail ag teacht amach as béal Ned
Franey. Bhi go leor ag dul ar aghaidh ag Nanny lena
tinneas cinn.

Bhi a fhios ag Nanny nach bhféadfadh si insint do
dhuine ar bith faoi casadh le Brian ag Lochan
Magandy. Da gcloisfeadh Ned Franey, ni
chreidfeadh sé i.

Bheadh sé ag gaire 1éi agus ag canadh, “Liar, a liar,
td do pants tri thine, ta do theanga chomh fada le
sreang guthain."

"Silim gurb é an t athrd aimsire a chuir an tinneas
cinn orm,” d'fhreagair Nanny agus i ag tabhairt an
cladach litreach stampailte do Bhean Uasal
Donohue.

"Ar mhaith leat ull taifi le haghaidh do thinneas cinn,
a Nanny?" a d'fhiafraigh Mrs Donohue, a héadan
cruinn ag casadh ina gaire.

"Ull taifi!" arsa Nanny. "Le do thoil!" spléach Nanny
thar a gualainn dheis go tapa agus chonaic Ned
Franey ag cromadh suas a shréon bréige.

"Seo thd, a Nanny." Thug Bean Donohue ull taifi
baile do Nanny, "T& suil agam go mbeidh tu ag
mothu nios fearr go luath.”

"Go raibh mile maith agat, a Bhean Uasal Donohue,"
d'fhreagair Nanny. Bhi a frown iompu isteach i aoibh
ghaire. Ba rud annamh a bhi ann ull taifi in aisce a
fhail 6 Bhean Ui Donohue. "Caithfidh mé imeacht
anois. Teastaionn 6 mo mhathair go rachainn direach
abhaile agus gan stro ar bith orm."



Nanny looked at Ned. She smiled and raised her nose
in the air. She suddenly forgot all her woes and
walked out of the store licking her toffee apple and

leaving Ned Franey frowning.

His red freckled face blended with his fiery red hair.
Nanny thought about sticking her tongue out at him,
but she didn’t.

That night Nanny went to bed in her jeans, sweater,
and sneakers, which felt lumpy and weird, but what

could she do?

Henry lay stretched out at the end of her bed. His
long tail would occasionally wag and hit the bedpost

as Nanny spoke softly to him.

“What if we don’t wake up in time, Henry Daly?”
wondered Nanny. “Will 1 wake up tomorrow

morning with a mushroom growing from my head?”

Nanny shuddered thinking about the events that may

occur on Sunday morning.

“Jeepers!” she said, if I wear a scarf on my head, the
mushroom will be sticking up underneath it. The
whole village will see me at Mass. We’ll have to

pack our belongings and leave Coolrainy!”

Near midnight, everyone was in bed asleep except
Nanny. She put a soccer ball and a pillow under the
blankets. That way, if her mother looked in on her,
she would think Nanny was there. Nanny and Henry
were very careful not to make any noise as they crept

out the back door.

D'fhéach Nanny ar Ned. Rinne si aoibh agus
d'ardaigh si a sron san aer. Rinne si dearmad go
tobann ar a léanta go léir agus shiuil si amach as an
siopa ag licking a ull taifi agus ag fagail Ned Franey
frowning.

A aghaidh bréige dearg chumasc lena ghruaig dearg
lasrach. Shil Nanny ar a teanga a ghreamt amach
air, ach nior dhein si.

An oiche sin chuaigh Nanny a chodladh ina jeans,
geansai, agus sneakers, rud a bhraith lumpy agus
aisteach, ach cad a d'fhéadfadh si a dhéanamh?

Henry leagan sinte amach ag deireadh a leaba. © am
go chéile bheadh a eireaball fada ag spochadh agus
bhuailfeadh sé cuaille na leapa agus Nanny ag
labhairt go bog leis.

"Cad é mura duisionn muid in am, Henry Daly?"
wondered Nanny. "An duiseoidh mé maidin
amarach le muisiritn ag fas as mo cheann?"

Shuddered Nanny ag smaoineamh ar na himeachtai
a d'fhéadfadh tarli ar maidin Dé Domhnaigh.

"Jeepers!" a duirt si, ma chaithim scairf ar mo
cheann, beidh an muisiritn ag gobadh anios faoina
bhun. Feicfidh an sraidbhaile ar fad mé ag an
Aifreann. Beidh orainn ar gcuid earrai a phacail
agus Cuil Raithin a fhagail!"

Near mean oiche, bhi gach duine ina chodladh ach
amhain Nanny. Chuir si liathroid sacair agus pillow
faoi na blaincéid. Ar an mbealach sin, da
mbreathnodh a mathair isteach uirthi, shilfea go raibh
Nanny ann. Bhi Nanny agus Henry an churamach
gan aon torann a dhéanamh agus iad ag titim amach
an doras cuil.



It was a full moon so Nanny didn’t need her dad’s
flashlight. Henry Daly struck out first and the two
made their way to Magandy’s Pond to meet King

Brian.

Nanny and Henry left the back yard through the gate
and jumped over a ditch behind the house. They

headed off down Katie’s lane.

“You go first, Henry Daly,” whispered Nanny, “dogs

can see in the dark.”

Henry trotted through the gate with his ears pricked

and his tail straight up in the air.

Nanny walked briskly down the moonlit lane and
kept to the center. She was afraid something might

jump out at her from either side.

About a quarter of a mile down the lane, Nanny
climbed over a wooden fence and Henry crawled
underneath.

An owl hooted from the tall elm tree down the lane.
The hair stood up on the back of Nanny’s neck and

shivers ran down her spine.

“Let’s run, Henry Daly,” she said. “We’ll get there
faster.” The two ran across the moonlit field all the

way to Magandy’s Pond.

When they got there, King Brian was waiting on the
same mushroom that glowed in the moonlight, he

was holding a sack.

Gealach lan a bhi ann agus mar sin ni raibh ga le
splancsholas a hathar. Bhuail Henry Daly amach ar
dtus agus rinne an bheirt a mbealach go Lochan
Magandy chun bualadh leis an Ri Brian.

D'fhag Nanny agus Henry an clos cuil trid an geata
agus léim thar diog taobh thiar den teach. Chuaigh
siad sios lana Katie.

"Teann ta ar dtds, Henry Daly," a dairt Nanny, "is
féidir le madrai a fheiceail sa dorchadas."

Trotted Henry trid an geata agus a chluasa pricked
agus a eireaball direach suas san aer.

Shitil Nanny go briskly sios lana na gealai agus
choinnigh si go dti an t ionad. Bhi eagla uirthi go
Iéimfeadh rud éigin amach uirthi 6 gach taobh.

Thart ar ceathrd mile sios an lana, dhreap Nanny
thar chlai adhmaid agus shreap Anrai thios.

An owl hooted as an crann ard leamhain sios an
lana. Sheas an ghruaig suas ar chal muineal Nanny
agus chroith si sios a spine.

"Rithimis, Henry Daly," ar sise. "Beidh muid ann
nios tapula.” Rith an bheirt trasna na pairce faoi
sholas na gealai an bealach ar fad go Lochan na
Maighdine.

Nuair a thainig siad ann, bhi an Ri Brian ag fanacht
ar an muisiritn céanna a bhi ag lasadh faoi sholas
na gealai, agus é ag coinneail saic.



Henry growled at King Brian and stood close to

Nanny.

King Brian was beaming from ear to ear when he saw
Nanny. He scowled at Henry, and for a minute,
Nanny thought there might be a dog-leprechaun

tussle.

But Henry Daly stuck close to her legs, though he

growled softly every few seconds.

“There ya go, Lass,” King Brian said. “Take this sack
with this rabbit in it to the middle of Katie’s Field in
Ballineskar. When you get there, you’ll see a rabbit’s

burrow.

Open this sack over the entrance of the burrow and
let the rabbit run lickety-split into the burrow. Wait
there for a minute with the sack still open and another

rabbit will run into the sack.

Close up the sack as quickly as you can, and bring it
back here to me.” The King rubbed his hands
together and hunched up his shoulders in delight.

“You must be back here before dawn breaks,” he
warned. “If you’re not, a mushroom will start

appearing on your head.”

King Brian reached into his cloak and pulled out a
small shillelagh. He waved it at Nanny as though it
were a magic wand. “And whatever you do, don’t

look in the sack.”

Anrai griosaithe ag an Ri Brian agus sheas gar do
Nanny.

Bhi an Ri Brian ag éirghe ¢ chluas go cluas nuair a
chonaic sé Nanai. Scowled sé ag Henry, agus ar
feadh noiméid, Nanny shil b'théidir go mbeadh
tussle madra leipreachan.

Ach d'fhan Henry Daly gar da cosa, cé go n éireodh
leis go bog gach cupla soicind.

"Seo leat, a Mhuire," arsa an Ri Brian. "Tdg an
maéla seo leis an coinin seo isteach ann go lar Katie's
Field i mBéal Atha na gCearr. Nuair a thagann t(
ann, feicfidh ta poll coinin.

Oscail an sac seo thar bhealach isteach an poll agus
lig don choinin rith go leasc scoilte isteach sa pholl.
Fan ansin ar feadh n6iméid agus an mala fos ar
oscailt agus rithfidh coinin eile isteach sa mhala.

Dun suas an méala chombh tapa agus is féidir leat
agus tabhair ar ais anseo chugam é." Chuimil an Ri
a lamha le chéile agus chrom sé suas a ghualainn le
hathas.

"Caithfidh t0 a bheith ar ais anseo roimh breacadh
an lae," a duirt sé. "Mura bhfuil td, toséidh
muisiridn le feicedil ar do cheann."

Shin an Ri Brian isteach ina chloca agus tharraing
sé scilling beag amach. Chroith sé ar Nanny é
ambhail is gur slat draiochta a bhi ann. "Agus pé rud
a dhéanann tu, na féach sa phoca.”



The rabbit was making brave attempts to jump from

the sack.

Henry was moving his head sideways with his ears
pricked forward staring at the busy sack. He yelped

several times.

“This rabbit is not for chasing Henry Daly,” said
Nanny, “we have to make sure this rabbit stays right

where it is until we get to that burrow.”

Nanny felt the top of her head to make sure there was

no sign of early mushroom sprouts.

She threw the sack over her shoulder and took off

across the fields with Henry Daly at her side.

Bhi an coinin ag déanamh iarrachtai créga léim as

an mala.

Bhi Henry ag bogadh a chloigeann ar an leataobh
agus a chluasa pricked chun tosaigh ag stanadh ar

an mala gnothach. Yelped sé aris agus aris eile.

"Ni hé an coinin seo dul sa tdir ar Henry Daly," arsa
Nanai, "caithfidh muid a chinntitl go bhfanfaidh an
coinin seo san ait a bhfuil sé go dti go sroichfimid

an poll sin."

Mhothaigh Nanny barr a cinn lena chinntit nach

raibh aon chomhartha ar sprouts beacéan luath.

Chaith si an mala thar a gualainn agus d'imigh si

trasna na pairce le Henry Daly ar a taobh.



Nanny was relieved that Henry seemed to know
where they were going by the way he trotted along

with his nose to the ground.

He had the same sense of urgency about him that
Nanny had. He led the way across the field and down
the bog road to Clancy’s footbridge.

Even though this was familiar territory and Nanny

often fished there, she stayed close to Henry.

Everything looked different at night. Everything
looked spooky and strange. Large leafy limbs of a big
oak tree hung over the footbridge and blocked the

moonlight.

Henry stopped and sniffed the air several times.

“What is it, Henry Daly?” asked Nanny, her teeth
beginning to chatter. “Is there something there?”

Nanny felt cold and started to tremble.

She saw the outline of something large at the other
side of the footbridge. Now she wished she had
brought her dad’s flashlight.

Henry growled and took two steps towards the
predator. Then they heard a snort and the large

outline took off at the gallop.

Nanny sighed a sigh of relief. “It’s only Tom, the
plough horse,” she said.

Bhi faoiseamh ar Nanny go raibh an chuma ar an
scéal go raibh a fhios ag Anrai cé raibh siad ag dul
ar an mbealach a throid sé lena shron go talamh.

Bhi an phrainn chéanna aige agus a bhi ag Nanny.
Threoraigh sé an bealach trasna na pairce agus sios
bothar an phortaigh go droichead coisithe Clancy.

Cé gur chrioch aithnididil i seo agus gur minic a
bhiodh Nanai ag iascaireacht ann, d’than si gar do
Anrai.

Bhi cuma difridil ar gach rud san oiche. Bhi cuma
spooky agus aisteach ar gach rud. Bhi géaga mora
duilleacha de chrann mér darach ar crochadh thar an
droichead coise agus chuir siad bac ar sholas na
gealai.

Stop Anrai agus sniffed an t-aer aris agus aris eile.

"Cad ¢, Henry Daly?" D'iarr Nanny, a fiacla ag tosu
ar chatter. “An bhfuil rud éigin ann?” Mhothaigh
Nanny fuar agus thosaigh si ag crith.

Chonaic si imline rud éigin mor ar an taobh eile den
droichead coise. Anois theastaigh uaithi go mbeadh
splancshoilse a hathar tugtha Iéi.

Anrai griosaithe agus ghlac dha chéim i dtreo an
creachadéir. Ansin chuala siad snort agus bhain an
imline m6r amach ag an gallop.

Chlaon Nanny osna faoisimh. “Nil ann ach Tom, an
capall céachta,” ar sise.



“We scared him as much as he scared us.”

Tom ran about twenty yards, then stopped suddenly,
quickly turned, and stood to attention with his

nostrils flaring.

“Don’t worry, Tom,” said Nanny in a soothing voice.
“It’s only me, Nanny Reilly, and Henry Daly is with
me. [’m sorry we woke you and scared you, but you

scared us too.

We can’t stop and talk to you now, we’re in a hurry.
And shhh,” Nanny put her finger to her lips, “don’t

tell anyone you saw us.”

Tom nickered into the night, sounding comforting
and friendly. Nanny let out a sigh and continued
across the footbridge in a brisk march. Her curls

bounced in rhythm to her every step.

The rabbit continued to jump around a little. Henry
didn’t mind the rabbit so much now. He trotted

beside Nanny wagging his tail.

“I’1l see you tomorrow Tom,” Nanny called out. Tom
snorted again and continued to stand to attention until

Nanny Reilly and Henry were out of sight.

They marched up the ferny trail on Sarah’s
hill and down into O’Brien’s half-acre. Just ahead of
them, Nanny could clearly see Ballinesker and Katie
Murphy’s whitewashed cottage, tucked into the far

corner of her field.

“Chuireamar an oiread faitios air agus a chuir s¢
eagla orainn.”

Rith Tom timpeall fiche slat, ansin stad sé go
tobann, d'iompaigh sé go tapa, agus sheas sé ar aird
agus a shrian ag bladhmadh.

“Né bi buartha, a Thomais,” arsa Nanai le guth
suaimhneach. “Nil ann ach mise, Nanny Reilly,
agus ta Henry Daly liom. T4 brén orm gur dhuisigh
muid tha agus chuir muid eagla ort, ach chuir td
eagla orainn freisin.

Ni féidir linn stopadh agus labhairt leat anois, ta
deifir orainn. Agus shh,” chuir Nanny a méar ar a
liopai, "né& inis do dhuine ar bith a chonaic tu sinn."”

Tom nickered isteach an oiche, sounding
comforting agus cairdiuil. Lig Nanny osha amach
agus lean si trasna an droichid choise i mairseail
brisk. Phreab a gcuacha ina rithim chuici gach céim.

Lean an coinin ag Iéim timpeall beagén. Ni raibh
moran suime ag Henry don choinin anois. Throt sé
in aice le Nanny ag caitheamh a eireaball.

“Feicfidh mé Tom amarach thu,” a ghlaoigh Nanny
amach. Chuaigh Tom ar snort aris agus lean sé air
ag seasamh in airde go dti go raibh Nanny Reilly
agus Henry as radharc.

Mhairsedil siad suas an rian baid ar chnoc Sarah
agus sios go leath-acra Ui Bhriain. Direach chun
tosaigh orthu, d’fheiceadh Nanny teachin ban-nite
Ballinesker agus Katie Murphy go soiléir, saite
isteach sa chuinne thall da pairc.



“We’re almost there Henry Daly,” said Nanny. She
lengthened her strides and picked up her pace. Henry

did the same.

Finally, they reached Katie’s field.

“Find that rabbit’s burrow, Henry Daly,” said Nanny,
pointing across the moonlit grass. “We’ll have to be
quick. The sun will start rising in a few hours and |

don’t want a mushroom growing out of my head.”

Henry sniffed his way along, his nose combing the
grass and his tail in the air as he zigzagged through
Katie’s Field.

Then he stopped, stood perfectly still, and sniffed the
air all around him. He stood tall over the burrow
wagging his tail and barked once for Nanny’s

attention.

“Good boy, Henry Daly,” said Nanny. “Now all I
have to do is let the rabbit into the burrow and wait

for another rabbit to run out into the sack.”

Nanny was feeling more excited than afraid now.
She carefully did all she was told to do. She knelt
down by the rabbit burrow and opened the

drawstring at the neck of the burlap sack.

She could smell sweat from the scared rabbit in the
cool night air. The sack was barely large enough to

cover the mouth of the burrow and Nanny lost her

grip.

“Ta muid beagnach ann Henry Daly,” a dairt
Nanny. Chuir si a dul chun cinn nios faide agus
phioc si suas a luas. Rinne Henry mar an gcéanna.

Ar deireadh shroich siad pairc Katie.

“Faigh poll an choinin sin, Henry Daly,” arsa
Nanai, agus i ag diriu trasna an fhéir ar lasadh na
gealai. “Caithfidh muid a bheith sciobtha. Tos6idh
an ghrian ag éiri i gceann cupla uair an chloig agus
nil mé ag iarraidh muisiriin ag fas as mo cheann.”

Sniff Henry a bhealach ar aghaidh, a shrén ag
cioradh an fhéir agus a eireaball san aer agus é ag
dul i zigzag tri Phairc Katie.

Ansin stop sé, sheas brea fos, agus sniffed an aer
timpeall air. Sheas sé in airde ar an bpoll ag
caitheamh a eireaball agus chuaigh sé ag tafann uair
amhain ar aird Nanny.

“Buachaill maith, Henry Daly,” arsa Nanai. “Nil le
déanamh agam anois ach an coinin a ligean isteach
sa pholl agus fanacht go rithfeadh coinin eile amach
sa phoca.”

Mhothaigh Nanny nios mo sceitimini né eagla
anois. Rinne si go ciramach gach a duradh 1éi a
dhéanamh. Chuaigh si ar a glan ag poll an choinin
agus d’oscail si an sreangan tarraingthe ag muineal
an tsaic burlap.

D'fhéadfadh si boladh allais 6n coinin scanraithe in
aer fionnuar na hoiche. Is ar éigean a bhi an mala
mor go leor chun béal an poll a chludach agus chaill
Nanai a greim.



The frightened rabbit almost slipped away, except
Henry Daly was hovering over the whole situation

and scared the rabbit into the hole.

Nanny regained her hold on the sack and held it as
best she could over the burrow. Then in an instant,

the sack began to bounce around vigorously.

The other rabbit had scampered into it and was
fighting very hard to get out. Nanny struggled to tie

the drawstring.

After several attempts she managed to tie up the sack
and she quickly threw it over her shoulder, then she

and Henry Daly headed back to Magandy’s Pond.

The rabbit in the sack was kicking like crazy. Henry

whimpered and whined at the overactive sack.

If Nanny had allowed it Henry Daly would take that
sack and shake it up and down and around and

around.

“Stay quiet in there,” Nanny said in a loud whisper;
concerned she might awaken the farmers sleeping in
the cottages nearby. “You’re hurting me,” she
complained, “My back will be full of bruises. The

other rabbit was much quieter than you.”

“I’m no rabbit,” a high-pitched voice yelled from the

sack.

Beagnach shleamhnaigh an coinin scanraithe ar
shidl, ach amhain go raibh Henry Daly ag hovering
thar an staid ar fad agus scanraithe an coinin isteach

sa pholl.

Fuair Nanny a greim ar an méla aris agus choinnigh
si ¢ mar ab fhearr a d’théadfadh si thar an poll. Ansin
ar an toirt, thosaigh an mala ag preabadh timpeall go

briomhar.

Bhi an coinin eile tar €is titim isteach ann agus bhi sé
an-deacair a fhail amach. Rinne Nanny iarracht an

sreang tarraingthe a cheangal.

Tar ¢is roinnt iarrachtai d’¢irigh 1¢i an mala a
cheangal suas agus chaith si go tapa thar a gualainn
é, ansin chuaigh si féin agus Henry Daly ar ais go
Lochan Magandy.

Bhi an coinin sa mhala ag ciceail mar a bheadh
craicedilte. Rinne Henry whimpered agus whined ag
an mala réghniomhach.

Déa gceadddh Nanny é thogfadh Henry Daly an mala
sin agus chroith sé suas agus sios é agus timpeall
agus timpeall.

“Fan citiin ansin,” a duirt Nanny le cogar ard;
imnioch go bhféadfadh si na feirmeoiri a mhascailt
ina gcodladh sna tithe in aice laimhe. “Ta tu ag
gortu orm,” adeir si, “Beidh mo dhroim lan de
bhrénai. Bhi an coinin eile i bhfad nios cidine na
tusa.”

“Ni coinin mé,” adeir guth ard as an mala.



“And if you don’t let me go, I’ll turn your ears into
rabbit’s ears, then you’ll have no doubt in your mind

what a rabbit looks like.”

“I already know what a rabbit looks like,” Nanny
said, “so stay quiet in there. I’'m taking you back to
King Brian, king of the leprechauns of all

Coolrainy.”

“Don’t you dare take me to King Brian of Coolrainy.
| am Princess Tara, daughter of King Rory, king of

all the leprechauns of Ballineskar.

If you take me to King Brian, I will turn your ears

into rabbit’s ears and your nose into a pig’s nose.”

Nanny couldn’t believe her ears.

“Now what will I do, Henry Daly?” she said. “If I
look in the sack to make sure | have a rabbit in there,
a big mushroom will grow on my head, and if I don’t
look in the sack I'll grow rabbit ears and a pig’s

nose.”

Nanny sat down on a dew-covered rock and started
to cry. Henry Daly sat beside her, licking the tears

from her face. Sadness filled his big brown eyes.

Princess Tara made comforting comments,
she spoke softly like Nanny’s grandma. The Princess
said, “If you let me out of this sack, I can help you,
and I promise I won’t turn your ears into rabbit’s ears

and your nose into a pig’s nose.”

“Agus mura ligeann tu dom imeacht, casfaidh mé
do chluasa isteach i gcluasa coinin, ansin ni bheidh
aon amhras ort i d’intinn cad is cosuil le coinin.”

“Ta a thios agam cheana féin cén chuma ata ar
choinin,” a duirt Nanny, “mar sin fan citin ansin.
Gabhaim ar ais go Ri Brian tha, ri leipreachain
Chuil Raithin go 1éir.”

“Nach miste leat mise do ghabhail go Ri Brian 6
Chuil Raithin. Is mise an Bhanphrionsa Tara, inion
an Ri Ruairi, ri na leipreachain go Iéir i mBéal Atha
na gCearr.

Ma thugann tu chun Ri Brian mé, casfaidh mé do
chluasa go cluasa coinin agus do shrén go sron
muice.”

Ni fhéadfadh Nanny a cluasa a chreidiuint.

"Anois, cad a dhéanfaidh mé, Henry Daly?" ddirt si.
“Ma fhéachaim sa mhala le deimhin a dhéanamh de
go bhfuil coinin agam ann, fasfaidh beacan mor ar
mo cheann, agus mura n-amharcaim sa phoca
fasfaidh mé cluasa coinin agus sron muice.”

Shuigh Nanny sios ar charraig clidaithe le dracht
agus thosaigh si ag caoineadh. Shuigh Henry Daly
in aice I€éi, ag li na ndeor 6na aghaidh. Lion an bréon
a shuile mora donn.

Rinne an Banphrionsa Tara tuairimi compordacha,
labhair si go bog cosuil le ssanmhathair Nanny.
Duirt an Bhanphrionsa, "Ma ligeann ti amach as an
mala seo mé, is féidir liom cabhrd leat, agus
geallaim nach gcuirfidh meé do chluasa i gcluasa
coinin agus do shron go sron muice.”



Nanny sat down on a dew-covered rock and started
to cry. Henry Daly sat beside her, licking the tears

from her face. Sadness filled his big brown eyes.

Princess Tara made comforting comments, she spoke

softly like Nanny’s grandma.

The Princess said, “If you let me out of this sack, I
can help you, and I promise I won’t turn your ears

into rabbit’s ears and your nose into a pig’s nose.”

“But if I look in the sack, a mushroom will grow on
my head and all the village children will be laughing
at me, especially Ned Franey. He always laughs at

me and calls me names.”

“Well then,” said Princess Tara, “don’t look in the

sack. You can let me out without looking.”

“But if I go back to King Brian with an empty sack,
he’ll make a mushroom grow out of my head,”
whined Nanny “Why did you have to run into the
sack anyway? Why didn’t you just let another rabbit

run into your burrow and you stay put?”

“Because that burrow is my house,” Princess Tara

replied, as she kept pushing the walls of the sack.

“When that rabbit came charging in, I got a fright and
came charging out. You had the sack open, it’s dark
in there, and I couldn’t see. I didn’t realize I was
running into a sack. As soon as | realized, it was too
late, you had already tied up the sack, and I couldn’t

get out.”

Shuigh Nanny sios ar charraig cludaithe le dricht
agus thosaigh si ag caoineadh. Shuigh Henry Daly in
aice léi, ag li na ndeor 6na aghaidh. Lion an brén a
shudile méra donn.

Rinne an Banphrionsa Tara tuairimi compordacha,
labhair si go bog cosuil le ssanmhathair Nanny.

Duirt an Bhanphrionsa, "Ma ligeann tu amach as an
mala seo mé, is féidir liom cabhru leat, agus geallaim
nach gcuirfidh mé do chluasa i gcluasa coinin agus
do shrén go srén muice."”

“Ach ma théachaim sa mhala, fasfaidh muisirian ar
mo cheann agus beidh na paisti sa sraidbhaile go 1éir
ag géire fum, go héirithe Ned Franey. Bionn sé i
gconai ag gaire fum agus cuireann sé ainmneacha
orm.”

“Bhuel mar sin,” a duirt an Bhanphrionsa
Teamhrach, “na féach sa mhala. Is féidir leat mé a
ligean amach gan breathn(."

“Ach mé théim ar ais go dti an Ri Brian le sac folamh,
cuirfidh sé an muisiriun ag fas as mo cheann,” a duairt
Nanai “Cad chuige a raibh ort rith isteach sa mhala
ar aon nés? Cen fath nér lig ta direach do choinin eile

rith isteach i do tholl agus go bhfanann tu curtha?”

“Toisc gurb ¢ an poll sin mo theach,” a d’threagair
an Bhanphrionsa Tara, agus i ag bra ar bhallai an
mhala.

“Nuair a thainig an coinin sin ag luchti isteach,
thainig faitios orm agus thainig mé ar mhuireard. Bhi
an méla oscailte agat, ta sé dorcha ann, agus ni raibh
mé in ann a fheicedil. Nior thuig mé go raibh mé ag
rith isteach i mala. Chomh luath agus a thuig me go
raibh sé ro-dhéanach, bhi an méla ceangailte agat
cheana féin, agus ni raibh mé in ann dul amach.”



“But why does King Brian want you? Why does he
want to take you away from your father, King Rory

of Ballineskar?”” asked Nanny Reilly.

“Because he wants the crock of gold,” Princess Tara
said. “King Brian is my uncle, my father’s brother,

and is banished forever from Ballineskar.

That’s why he tricked you into coming here. If he

steps foot into Ballineskar, he’ll turn into a rabbit.”

“He’ll turn into a rabbit? Is that a curse like a
mushroom growing out of the top my head?”” Nanny

asked.

“Yes it is,” answered the Princess, “and he’ll stay a

rabbit as long as he stays mean.”

Nanny wondered whether Ned Franey could be

turned into a rabbit.

“Why was he banished forever? And why does he
want the crock of gold?” Asked Nanny.

“He was banished forever from Ballineskar because
he played too many mean tricks on people. He wants
the crock of gold because whoever has the crock of
gold shall have all he or she desires, and King Brian

wants all of Ballineskar and Coolrainy.”

“But what does that have to do with you? Why does
he want you?” asked Nanny, sitting up a little
straighter and pushing her sneakers in circles on the

cool grass.

“Ach cad chuige a bhfuil an Ri Brian uait? Cén fath
a bhfuil s¢ ag iarraidh tu a chur ar shiul 6 d’athair,
Ri Ruairi Bhéal Atha na gCearr?” a d'fhiafraigh
Nanny Reilly.

“Toisc go dteastaionn an crogall 6ir uaidh,” a duirt
an Banphrionsa Tara. “Is ¢ an Ri Brian m’uncail,
dearthair m’athar, agus dibritear go deo as Béal
Atha na gCearr é.

Sin an fath a ndearna sé feall ort teacht anseo. Ma
théann sé cos isteach i mBéal Atha na gCearr,
casfaidh sé ina choinin.”

“An iompoidh sé ina choinin? An mallacht ¢ sin
cosuil le muisirian ag fas as mo cheann?” D'iarr
Nanny.

“Is ea,” d'threagair an banphrionsa, “agus fanfaidh
sé ina choinin chomh fada agus a fhanann sé gan
chiall.”

D'fhiafraigh Nanny an bhféadfai coinin a dhéanamh
de Ned Franey.

“Cén fath a dibriodh go deo ¢? Agus cén fath a
bhfuil an crogall 6ir uaidh?” D'iarr Nanny.

“Cuireadh dibirt go deo 6 Bhéal Atha na gCearr é
mar gur imir sé barraiocht cleasanna ar dhaoine. Ta
an crogall oir ag teastail uaidh mar an té a bhfuil an
crogall Gir aige, beidh gach is mian leis né |éi, agus
ta an Ri Brian ag iarraidh Béal Atha na gCearc agus
Cuil Raithin go 1éir.”

“Ach cad a bhaineann leis sin leat? Cén fath a bhfuil
sé uait?" a d'iarr Nanny, ina sui di suas straighter
beagan agus ag bru a sneakers i ciorcail ar an féar
fionnuar.



“He wants me because he knows my father, King
Rory, will give him anything he asks for to get me

back,” replied Princess Tara.

“Can King Brian really make a mushroom grow on
top of my head?” asked Nanny in a sad inquisitive

voice.

Henry sat beside Nanny and put his paw in her lap.
He looked up at her, blinked his soft brown eyes

several times and whimpered.

“He can,” replied Princess Tara, sounding
determined. “And I can turn your ears into rabbit’s
: .,
ears, and your nose into a pig’s nose, so you better

let me out.”

“Can you help me? I don’t know what I should do,”
said Nanny. “I would like to let you go, but I’'m afraid
King Brian will make a mushroom grow out of my
head.”

“Of course I can help you, just don’t look in the sack.
Turn away while I climb out of here. Then when I’'m
out, we’ll make a plan to trick King Brian, and maybe
then he’ll never trick anybody again,” said Princess

Tara.

“I’ve learned a trick or two myself.” The little
Princess punched the side of the sack to punctuate

her words.

“OK,” said Nanny, “here goes.” Keeping her eyes shut,

Nanny opened the sack with one hand.

“Ta sé ag teastail uaim mar ta a thios aige go
dtabharfaidh m’athair, an Ri Ruairi, do rud ar bith a
iarrann sé air chun mé a fhail ar ais,” a d’threagair
an Banphrionsa Tara.

“An bhféadann an Ri Brian muisiriun fas ar bharr
mo chinn i nddirire?” d'iarr Nanny i nguth fiosrach
brénach.

Shuigh Anrai in aice le Nanny agus chuir sé a lapa
ina lap. D'fhéach sé suas uirthi, blinked a shuile bog
donn aris agus aris eile agus whimpered.

“Is féidir leis,” a d’fhreagair an Bhanphrionsa Tara
agus i diongbhailte. "Agus is féidir liom do chluasa
a iompd isteach i gcluasa coinin, agus do shrén go
sron muice, ionas gur fearr leat mé a ligean amach.”

"An féidir leat cabhrt liom? Nil a fhios agam cad ba
cheart dom a dhéanamh,” arsa Nanai. “Ba mhaith
liom t0 a scaoileadh saor, ach ta eagla orm go
ndéanfaidh an Ri Brian muisiriin fas as mo
cheann.”

“Ar ndoigh is féidir liom cabhru leat, ach na
breathnaigh sa phoca. Cas ar shiul agus mé ag
dreapadh as seo. Nuair a bheidh mé amuigh ansin,
déanfaidh muid plean chun an Ri Brian a bhualadh,
agus b’fhéidir nach ndéanfaidh sé feall ar dhuine ar
bith aris,” a ddirt an Banphrionsa Tara.

“Ta cleas n6 dho foghlamtha agam féin.” Bhuail an
banphrionsa beag taobh an mhala chun a focail a
phoncaiocht.

“Ceart go leor,” arsa Nanai, “ta anseo.” Agus a stile
dunta, d'oscail Nanny an mala le lamh amhain.



She placed her other hand on top of her head. She
thought if a mushroom started to grow, she could

push it back down.

“Free at last,” sighed Princess Tara; sounding much

clearer now that she was out of the sack.

“May I open my eyes now?” asked Nanny Reilly.

“You may,” answered Princess Tara.

Nanny opened her eyes. Before her, on the grass,
stood a girl no more than eight inches tall with long

wavy red hair.

She wore pink pajamas with tiny green shamrocks all
over them, and a gold crown with diamonds all

around it on her head.

“You surely are tiny,” said Nanny. “You’re smaller

than King Brian.”

“Of course I am,” replied the Princess as she wiped

her forehead with a tiny pink lace handkerchief.

“I still have a lot of growing to do. My mother told
me [’m going to grow as tall as my Aunt Betsy, and

she’s nine and a half inches tall.”

The little Princess sneezed. “It was very stuffy in
there. Have you ever been tied up in a sack before?”

she asked.

“No, I haven’t,” Nanny said, “but Ned Franey locked me
in the coal shed once.

Chuir si a lamh eile ar bharr a cinn. Shil si da
dtos6dh seomra muisiritin ag fas go bhféadfadh si é
a bhru ar ais sios.

“Saor ar deireadh,” a ghlaoigh an Banphrionsa Tara;
fuaim i bhfad nios soiléire anois go raibh si amach
as an mala.

"An féidir liom mo shuile a oscailt anois?" a
d'fhiafraigh Nanny Reilly.

“Is féidir leat,” a d'threagair an Banphrionsa
Teamhrach.

D'oscail Nanny a suile. Sular sheas si, ar an bhféar,
cailin nach raibh nios mé na ocht n-orlach ar airde
agus gruaig fhada dhearg air.

Chaith si pitsedAmai bandearga agus seamrdga beaga
bideacha glasa os a gcionn, agus coroin air le
diamaint timpeall uirthi ar a ceann.

“Is cinnte gur beag bideach th,” arsa Nanai. "T4 td
nios 10 nd an Ri Brian."

“Is mise gan dabht,” a d’threagair an Bhanphrionsa
agus i ag glanadh a héadan le ciarsur lasa bideach
bandearg.

“Ta go leor fas le déanamh agam f6s. Duirt mo
mhathair liom go bhfasfaidh mé chomh hard le
m’aintin Betsy, agus go bhfuil si naoi n-orlach go
leith ar airde.”

An Banphrionsa beag sraothartach. “Bhi sé an-
stuifitil ansin. An raibh t4 ceangailte i mala riamh
cheana?” d'iarr si

“Ni dhearna mé,” a duirt Nanai, “ach chuir Ned
Franey faoi ghlas mé sa tseid guail uair amhain.



He told me Henry Daly was trapped in there and
couldn’t get out. I ran in to rescue Henry Daly, and
sure, he wasn’t in there at all. Then Ned Franey

slammed the door behind me and locked it.”

Nanny shuddered, remembering the metallic smell

and the darkness of the coal shed.

“I was in there all day until my mother opened the

door that night. She came to get coal to light the fire.”

“Why didn’t you shout and kick to get out like I did

to get out of the sack?” asked Princess Tara.

“I did, and then I fell asleep, and when my mother
opened the coal shed door she got the fright of her
life.

Coal dust had made my hair, face, hands and clothes
as black as the pots, and she thought | was a hairy

monster,” Nanny said.

Princess Tara laughed, which Nanny thought was a

little rude since she had just let the Princess escape.

“I like you,” Princess Tara said smiling at Nanny,
“even though you tried to kidnap me. What’s your

name?”

“Nanny Reilly, and this is my dog Henry Daly,”
answered Nanny. “Henry Daly comes everywhere
with me now since Ned Franey locked me in the coal
shed.”

Duirt sé liom go raibh Henry Daly gafa ann agus
nach raibh sé in ann dul amach. Rith mé isteach
chun Henry Daly a tharrthail, agus cinnte, ni raibh
sé ann ar chor ar bith. Ansin bhuail Ned Franey an
doras i mo dhiaidh agus ghlas sé ¢.”

Shudded Nanny, ag cuimhneamh ar an boladh
miotalach agus an dorchadas an chaillfidh guail.

“Bhi mé ann ar feadh an lae go dti gur oscail mo
mhathair an doras an oiche sin. Thainig si chun gual
a thail chun an tine a lasadh.”

“Cén fath nach ndearna ta scairt agus ciceail le dul
amach mar a rinne mé chun éiri as an mala?” a
d'fhiafraigh Banphrionsa Tara.

“Rinne mé, agus ansin thit mé 1 mo chodladh, agus
nuair a d'oscail mo mhathair doras an tseid guail
fuair si eagla a saoil.

Rinne deannach guail mo chuid gruaige, aghaidh,
lamha agus éadai chomh dubh leis na potai, agus
cheap si gur ollphéist gruagach m¢,” a duirt Nanny.

Rinne an Bhanphrionsa Tara gaire, rud a cheap
Nanny a bhi rud beag drochbhéasach 6s rud é go
raibh si direach tar €is ligean don Bhanphrionsa
éalu.

“Is maith liom th1,” a dairt an Bhanphrionsa Tara

agus 1 ag gaire le Nanny, “cé go ndearna ta iarracht
mé a fhuadach. Cad is ainm duit?"
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“Nanny Reilly, agus seo ¢ mo mhadra Henry Daly,
d’threagair Nanny. “Tagann Henry Daly liom 1
ngach ait anois 6 chuir Ned Franey faoi ghlas mé sa
tseid guail.”



“It sounds to me like Ned Franey is a little bit like
King Brian,” said the Princess. “He likes to play

mean tricks on people.”

Princess Tara scratched her head and her crown
tipped a little. Then she righted her crown and stood
tall and straight.

Nanny felt herself sit up a little taller and put her

shoulders back.

The Princess removed her diamond studded crown
and placed it carefully on the grass. She tilted her
head to the right, gathered her long red hair over her

shoulder, and braided it.

She snapped her fingers and a tiny green velvet

ribbon appeared in the palm of her hand.

She tied a neat bow at the end of her braid, threw her
hair back over her shoulder, and then placed her

crown back on her head.

Nanny had seen this finger snapping magic before by
King Brian at Magandy’s Pond, but it still amazed
her.

“It’s time for us to stop King Brian once and for all.
We have to make a plan so he won’t play any more

mean tricks on anyone.”

She paused and then said, “I have an idea. Here’s

what we should do.”

“Is cuma liomsa go bhfuil Ned Franey rud beag
cosuil le Ri Brian,” a duirt an banphrionsa. “Is
maith leis cleasanna meanacha a imirt ar dhaoine.”

Scriob an Bhanphrionsa Tara a ceann agus thit a
cordin beagan. Ansin cheartaigh si a coroin agus
sheas ard agus direach.

Mhothaigh Nanny i féin ina sui suas beagan nios
airde agus chuir si a guailli ar ais.

Bhain an Bhanphrionsa a coroin leéite diamaint
agus chuir si go caramach ar an bhféar €. Chlaon si
a ceann ar dheis, bhailigh si a gruaig fhada rua thar
a gualainn, agus braid si é.

Ghearr si a méar agus bhi ribin beag veilbhit glas le
feicedil i dtearmann a laimhe.

Cheangail si bogha néata ag deireadh a braid, chaith
si a cuid gruaige ar ais thar a gualainn, agus ansin
chuir si a coroin ar ais ar a ceann.

Bhi an mhéar seo feicthe ag Nanny ag baint
draiochta roimhe seo ag an Ri Brian ag Lochan
Magandy, ach fés chuir sé iontas uirthi.

“Ta sé in am againn stop a chur leis an Ri Brian uair
amhain agus go deo. Caithfimid plean a dhéanamh
ionas nach n-imreoidh sé cleasanna meanacha ar
aon duine.”

Stad si agus duirt si ansin, “Ta smaoineamh agam.
Seo cad ba cheart diiinn a dhéanamh.”



“Let’s hurry, Henry Daly,” said Nanny, “it’s almost
dawn. We need to get back to Magandy’s Pond.

Nanny made it back to King Brian in time. She had

the sack over her shoulder.

“Well now,” said King Brian, “you made it. I hope

for your sake you didn’t look in the sack.”

“I surely didn’t,” answered Nanny

“Here’s your rabbit, may I go home now? My mother
will be calling me for breakfast in a couple of hours,
and [ won’t be in my bed. She’ll be terribly worried
and wondering if Ned Franey locked me in the coal

shed again.”

“Not so fast there, Nanny Reilly,” said King Brian,
“I have to make sure you brought me the right
rabbit. If you didn’t, then with a click of my fingers,
I’ll make the biggest mushroom you ever saw grow

on top of that head of yours.”

King Brian slowly opened the sack. He peeped
inside, and a broad smile came across his face. He
saw Princess Tara curled up asleep in her pink

pajamas.

“You did well, Lass. This is the right rabbit all
right, and a beautiful rabbit she is too. Be off with
you now, and never touch another mushroom in

Coolrainy,” said King Brian.

“Déanaimis deifir, Henry Daly,” arsa Nanai, “ta s¢
beagnach breacadh an lae. Caithfimid dul ar ais go
Lochan Magandy.

Thug Nanny ar ais don Ri Brian é in am. Bhi an sac
thar a gualainn aici.

“Bhuel anois,” arsa an Ri Brian, “is tusa a rinne €.
T4 stil agam ar do shon nar fhéach ta sa phoca.”

Is cinnte nach ndearna mé,” d’threagair Nanai

“Seo do choinin, an bhféadfainn dul abhaile anois?
Beidh mo mhathair ag glaoch orm don bhricfeasta i
gceann cupla uair an chloig, agus ni bheidh mé i mo
leaba. Beidh si an-bhuartha agus ag smaoineamh ar
chuir Ned Franey mé faoi ghlas sa tseid guail aris."

“Nilim chomh gasta ann sin, a Nanny Reilly,” arsa
an Ri Brian, “caithfidh m¢é a chinntiu gur thug ti an
coinin ceart chugam. Mura ndearna td, ansin le
cliceail ar mo mhéara, déanfaidh mé an beacén is
mo a chonaic ti riamh ag fas ar do cheann féin.”

D’oscail an Ri Brian an sac go mall. Peeped sé
taobh istigh, agus aoibh ghaire leathan thainig
trasna ar a aghaidh. Chonaic sé an Bhanphrionsa
Tara cuachta suas ina codladh ina pitseamai
bandearga.

“Rinne ti go maith, a Mhuire. Is ¢ seo an coinin
ceart ceart go leor, agus coinin alainn ta si freisin.
Imigh leat anois, agus na bainigi i n aon chor eile i
gCuil Raithin," arsa an Ri Brian.



He carefully tucked the sack under his arm as he
ushered Nanny away with the back of his hand while

taking several steps towards her.

“Off, home with you now before I change my mind.”
He pointed in the direction of Nanny’s house and
then turned away from her. King Brian kicked up his

heels.

He was so elated his body wriggled with delight.

“I’m not going home until you grant me my wish,”
demanded Nanny, standing with her hands on her

hips.

“You told me if I brought you back that sack, you

would give me one wish. I want my wish.”

“Sure, you’re a smarter lass than I thought you
were,” smiled King Brian as he turned back to face

Nanny.

“What kind of a wish would a young lady like your-

self be wanting?”

“My big brother told me that leprechauns can dance
jigs all day and night and never get tired. Is that

true?” asked Nanny.

“It surely is true,” answered King Brian.

“Leprechauns are the greatest dancers Ireland has
ever known, and sure I'm the greatest dancer

leprechauns have ever known.”

“Are you able to do the Darby O’Gill two-step?” asked
Nanny.

Chas sé an mala go ciramach faoina lamh agus é ag
tabhairt na hAini siar le cul a laimhe agus é ag togail
roinnt céimeanna i dtreo.

"Amach, abhaile leat anois sula n athraim m'intinn."
Léirigh sé i dtreo teach Nanny agus chuaidh sé uaithi.
Phic an Ri Brian suas a shéla.

Bhi sé chomh elated a chorp wriggled le gliondar.

"Nil mé ag dul abhaile go dti go ndeon6idh ta mo
mhian," a d'fhiafraigh Nanny agus i ina seasamh lena
lamha ar a cromain.

"Duirt ta liom da dtabharfainn ar ais an mala sin duit,
go dtabharfa aon mhian amhain dom. Ba mhaith liom
mo mhian."

"Cinnte, is cailin nios cliste thi nd mar a cheap mé
go raibh td," a duirt an Ri Brian agus é ag tabhairt
aghaidh ar Nanny.

"Cén sort mian a bheadh ar bhean 6g cosuil leat
féin?"

"Duairt mo dhearthdir mér liom gur féidir le
leipreachain poirt rince a dhéanamh ar feadh an lae
agus na hoiche agus nach n éirionn siad tuirseach
riamh. An bhfuil sé sin fior?" a d'fhiafraigh Nanny.

"Is cinnte go bhfuil sé fior," d'fhreagair an Ri Brian.

"Is iad na leipreachain na damhséiri is mé a bhfuil
aithne acu ar Eirinn riamh, agus cinnte go bhfuil mé
ar na leipreachain rinceoiri is mé a d'aithin na
leipreachain riamh."

"An bhfuil ti in ann dha chéim an Darby O'Gill a
dhéanamh?" a d'fhiafraigh Nanny.



“Indeed I am Lass. Sure, that’s the finest step in the
whole of Ireland, didn’t I create it myself? I danced
it for the first time when I was a young lad in my new
hornpipe shoes, at the Leprechaun’s dance and music

festival in Ballyconniger.

| out stepped the whole lot of them. Sure, | was the

pride of Coolrainy.” answered King Brian proudly.

“My wish then,” said Nanny, “is for you to teach me

the Darby O’Gill two step.”

“That’s a fine choice of a dance, Lass. Stand back
there now and give me some room.” King Brian gave

Nanny a demonstration.

“Stand up tall with your shoulders back and your

chin up. Look straight ahead of yourself.

Right foot, left foot. One, two ... one, two, three.

One, two ... one, two, three. Are you following me?”

He glanced at Nanny. “This is a serious matter Nanny
Reilly. After all, 1 have my dancing reputation to
think of.”

He straightened out his cloak and gently placed his
hands on both sides of his crown making sure it sat
perfectly on his head. He inhaled and looked straight

ahead.

“One, two ... one, two, three. Get your feet well up
off the ground and move forward. Dance, dance ...

one, two, three. Dance, dance ... one, two, three.”

"Go deimhin is Muire mise. Cinnte, sin i an chéim is
fearr in Eirinn ar fad, nar chruthaigh mé féin é? Rinne
mé rince air don chéad uair nuair a bhi mé i mo
ghasur 6g i mo bhréga cornphiopa nua, ag féile rince
agus ceoil na Leipreachan i mBaile an Chonnaidh.

Sheas mé amach a lan acu. Cinnte, bhi mé broduil as
Cuil Raithin." d'fhreagair an Ri Brian go broduil.

"Is € mo mhian, mar sin," arsa Nanali, ""go dteagascfa
an Darby O'Gill dha chéim dom."

"Sin rogha bred damhsa, a Chaoin. Seas siar ansin
anois agus tabhair spas dom." Thug an Ri Brian leiriu
do Nanny.

"Seas suas ard le do ghuailli ar ais agus do smig in
airde. Féach direach romhat féin.

An chos dheas, an chos chlé. A haon, a do a haon, a
do, a tri. A haon, a dé a haon, a dg, a tri. An leanann
ti mé?"

Spléach sé ar Nanny. "Is abhar tromchuiseach é seo
do Nanny Reilly. Tar éis an tsaoil, ta mo chail rince
le smaoineambh air."

Dhirigh sé amach a chldca agus chuir sé a lamha go
réidh ar an da thaobh da chordin ag cinntit go shuigh
sé go foirfe ar a cheann. ionanald sé agus d'fheach sé
direach ar aghaidh.

"A haon, a dé a haon, a do, a tri. Faigh do chosa suas
go maith as an talamh agus bogadh ar aghaidh.
Rince, rince a haon, a d6, a tri. Rince, rince a haon, a
do, atri."



King Brian laid the sack on the ground. He pulled a

tin whistle out from under his cloak.

He started playing the tin whistle and tapping his
foot. Then he took off dancing a jig all around

Magandy’s Pond.

“I think I know how to do it now,” said Nanny.

“Follow me and see if I’'m doing it right.”

Nanny started lifting her knees up “One, two ... one,
two, three. One, two ... one, two, three, Dance, dance

... one, two, three. Dance, dance ... one, two, three.”

Nanny imitated the King, as she danced around the

Magandy’s Pond.

King Brian followed her, playing his tin whistle and

doing the Darby O’Gill two-step.

Henry Daly was trotting close behind keeping both
Nanny and King Brian in his sights.

While Nanny and King Brian were dancing around
Magandy’s Pond, Princess Tara slipped out of the
sack. She was just pretending to be asleep. She hid

behind a mushroom and watched the dancing.

“Hold it there, Lass,” said King Brian. “Sure, you’re

not doing it right.

Never let it be said that King Brian, king of all the
leprechauns in Coolrainy, couldn’t teach a young

lady the Darby O’Gill two-step.

Leag an Ri Brian an sac ar an talamh. Tharraing sé
feadog stain amach 6na chléca.

Thosaigh sé ag seinm an fheaddg stain agus ag
cnagadh a chos. Ansin thosaigh sé ag damhsa port
timpeall Lochan Magandy.

"Silim go bhfuil a fhios agam conas é a dhéanamh
anois," a dairt Nanny. "Lean mé agus féach an
bhfuil mé ag déanamh i gceart."”

Thosaigh Nanny ar a gltin a ardd "A haon, a dé a
haon, a dg, a tri. A haon, a dé a haon, a do, a tri,
Rince, rince a haon, a do, a tri. Rince, rince a haon,
ado,atri.”

Rinne Nanny aithris ar an Ri, agus i ag damhsa thart
ar Lochan na Magandy.

Lean an Ri Brian i, ag seinm a fheaddg stain agus
ag déanamh dha chois Darby O'Gill.

Bhi Henry Daly ag trot gar taobh thiar ag coinneail
Nanny agus an Ri Brian ina radharc.

Agus Nanny agus an Ri Brian ag damhsa thart ar
Lochan Magandy, shleamhnaigh an Bhanphrionsa
Tara amach as an méala. Ni raibh si ach ag ligean
uirthi go raibh si ina codladh. Chuaigh si i bhfolach
taobh thiar de muisiriun agus d'fhéach sé ar an
damhsa.

"Coinnigh ann sin €, a Mhuire," arsa an Ri Brian.
"Cinnte, nil ti ag déanamh i gceart.

Ni abradh go brath nach bhféadfadh an Ri Brian, ri
na leipreachan uile i gCuil Raithin, Darbaidh Ui
Ghill a mhuineadh do mhnaoi 0ig.



We leprechauns take pride in our dancing.” King
Brian put his tin whistle back in his cloak pocket and

took out his small shillelagh.

“Take a hold of the other end of this shillelagh and
stay close to me,” he said. “Now on the count of
three, start off with your right foot and then do what
Ido.”

“All right,” said Nanny, holding the other end of the
shillelagh, “but can we dance around the field instead

of the pond?

I don’t want to slip and fall into Magandy’s Pond.
My brother told me it could take weeks to get back

from Australia, it’s that far down.”

King Brian laughed. “It’s a strange lass you are,
Nanny Reilly, but it’s your wish. C’mon over here,
and I’ll turn you into the second best dancer in the

whole of Ireland,” he said.

Nanny and King Brian took off dancing around the
field. The King was laughing and thoroughly

enjoying himself.

Now his sullen green eyes sparkled and he began

singing in his lovely tenor voice.

“Dance, dance, wherever you may be.
I am the Lord of the dance said he.
And | lead you all wherever you may be,

And 1 lead you all to the dance said he.”

Ta na leipreachain brdduil as ar gcuid damhsa.”
Chuir an Ri Brian a fheadog stain ar ais ina phdca
cléca agus thug sé amach a scilling bheag.

"Gabh greim ar an taobh eile den scilling seo agus
fan gar dom," ar seisean. "Anois, tar éis tridr,
tosaigh le do chos dheas agus ansin déan mar a
dhéanaim."”

"Ceart go leor," a duirt Nanai agus i ag coinneail
taobh eile an tsileil, "ach an féidir linn rince
timpeall an raoin in ionad an lochain?

Nil mé ag iarraidh sleamhnu agus titim isteach i
Lochan Magandy. Duirt mo dhearthair liom go
bhféadfadh sé seachtaini a thdgail chun teacht ar ais
on Astréil, td sé chomh fada sin sios."”

Rinne an Ri Brian gaire. "Is aisteach an cailin thu,
Nanny Reilly, ach sin é do mhian. Tar anseo, agus
casfaidh mé thi ar an dara rinceoir is fearr in Eirinn
ar fad," a ddirt sé.

D'éirigh Nanny agus an Ri Brian amach ag damhsa
thart ar an phairc. Bhi an Ri ag gaire agus ag baint
an taitneamh as.

Anois las a shuile glasa sullen agus thosaigh sé ag
canadh ina ghlor tenor alainn.

"Damhsa, damhsa, pé ait a bhfuil ta.

Is mise Tiarna an rince a duirt sé.

Agus treoraim tha go léir cibé ait a bhfuil tua,
Agus treoraim sibh go léir go dti an rince ar
seisean.”



“Now, follow me again and see if 'm doing it right,”
laughed Nanny. She was having fun dancing the

Darby O’Gill two-step in the cool almost dawn.

King Brian followed Nanny Reilly around the field

and down the bog road.

Nanny knew he would be so involved in the intricate
steps, he wouldn’t be paying attention to where they

were headed.

Princess Tara jumped up on Henry Daly’s back, and
they followed Nanny and King Brian.

"Anois, lean mé aris agus féach an bhfuil mé ag
déanamh i gceart," a ddirt Nanai. Bhi an spraoi aici
ag damhsa dhéa chéim an Darby O'Gill faoin
bhfionnuar beagnach.

Lean an Ri Brian Nanny Reilly timpeall an
mhachaire agus sios béthar an phortaigh.

Bhi a fhios ag Nanny go mbeadh baint aige chomh
mor sin leis na céimeanna casta, nach mbeadh sé ag
tabhairt aird ar an ait a raibh siad i gceannas.

Léim an Bhanphrionsa Tara suas ar dhroim Henry
Daly, agus lean siad Nanai agus an Ri Brian.




They danced across Clancy’s footbridge. Tom the
plough horse was back at his resting spot behind the

leafy oak tree.

He raised his head and pricked his ears. This time he

didn’t run in fright.

King Brian and Nanny came dancing through in high
gear. Nanny looked at Tom and again put her finger
to her lips reminding him not to tell anyone. Tom

twitched his ears back and forth and nickered.

They danced their way up the ferny trail on Sarah’s
hill. Nanny was beginning to get tired as the made

their way down to O’Brien’s Half-acre.

After all, she’d already had a hike that very night.
She glanced behind her. Henry Daly was panting a
little but still going strong.

Princess Tara gave Nanny a thumbs up sign. She was

as fresh as a daisy and well rested.

Small beads of sweat began trickling down King

Brian’s forehead. His crown had tilted on his head.

Nanny’s headache came back. This was not a good
time for King Brian to get tired and to stop dancing.

Nanny had to think quickly.

King Brian was down to his last note.

Rinne siad rince trasna droichead coise Clancy. Bhi
Tom an capall céachta ar ais ag a ait scithe taobh thiar
den chrann darach duilleach.

D'ardaigh sé a cheann agus pricked a chluasa. An uair
seo ni raibh eagla air.

Thainig an Ri Brian agus Nanai ag damhsa trid i
bhfearas ard. D'fhéach Nanny ar Tom agus chuir si a
méar ar a liopai aris ag meabhrd dé gan insint do
dhuine ar bith. Tom twitched a chluasa ar ais agus
amach agus nickered.

Dhamhsa siad a mbealach suas an chonair raithneach
ar chnoc Sarah. Bhi Nanny ag €iri tuirseach agus iad
ag déanamh a mbealach sios go dti leath-acra

Ui Bhriain. Tar éis an tsaoil, bhi fanaiocht déanta aici
an oiche sin cheana féin. spléach si taobh thiar di. Bhi
Henry Daly ag brachtadh beagan ach fos ag dul go
laidir.

Thug an Banphrionsa Tara comhartha ordég do
Nanny. Bhi si chomh ar le ndinin agus i go maith ar
a suaimhneas.

Thosaigh coirnini beaga allais ag tuirlingt anuas ar

mhullach Ri Brian. Bhi tilted a chordin ar a cheann.

Thainig tinneas cinn Nanny ar ais. Ni raibh sé seo
tamall maith ag an Ri Brian a bheith tuirseach agus
stop a rince. Bhi ar Nanny smaoineamh go tapa.

Bhi an Ri Brian sios go dti an néta deiridh aige.



She began singing her own song hoping it would last

long enough. If not, she would repeat the chorus.

They always do that in school, every time the class
sang songs for the Christmas Holidays and nobody

could remember the words.

“Toor a looh, one-two-three

Toor a lay, one-two-three.

Singing toor a lie, toor a lie, toor a lie eh.
We’ll dance through the streams,
We’ll dance through the meadows.
We’ll dance o’er the mountains
We re good dancing fellows

We’ll dance through the evening,
We’ll dance all night long.

We’ll dance ’til tomorrow,

If nothing goes wrong.

Toor a loo, one-two-three,

Toor a lay, one-two-three,

Singing toor a lie, toor a lie, toor a lie eh.”

And there they were, at Katie’s Field in Ballineskar.
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“You’re a grand singer, Nanny Reilly,” said King
Brian as he huffed and puffed and mopped his

forehead with a green handkerchief.

“And I’d never think that to look at you. Sure, you’re

full of surprises.”

Nanny thought how right he was.

Thosaigh si ag canadh a hamhran féin le suil go
mairfeadh sé fada go leor. Mura bhfuil, dhéanfadh
si an curfa aris.

Déanann siad é sin i gconai ar scoil, gach uair a
chanadh an rang amhrain do laethanta saoire na
Nollag agus ni raibh aon duine in ann cuimhneamh
ar na focail.

“Toor a looh, aon a do a tri

Toor a tuata, a haon a dé a tri.

Canadh bréag, bréag, bréag a chanadh eh.
Beidh muid ag rince trid na sruthanna,
Beimid ag rince trid na mainéir.

Beimid ag rince ar na sléibhte

Is daoine maith sinn ag damhsa

Beidh muid ag damhsa trid an trathndna,
Beimid ag damhsa ar feadh na hoiche.
Beidh muid ag rince go dti amarach,
Mura dtéann aon rud micheart.

Toor a loo, a haon a do a tri,

Toor a tuata, a haon a dé a tri,

Ag canadh bréag, bréag, n6 bréag eh."

Agus bhi siad, ag Katie’s Field i mBéal Atha na
gCearr.

“Is amhranai mor tht, a Nanny Reilly,” a dairt an Ri
Brian agus é ag magadh agus ag crupai agus ag
mapail a chliabhain le ciarsur glas.

“Agus ni cheapfainn ¢ sin chun breathnt ort.
Cinnte, ta ta lan d’iontas.”

Shil Nanny cé chomh ceart agus a bhi sé.



“This is the most dancing I’ve done since St.
Patrick’s Day,” laughed King Brian. “You’ve got it
now, Lass. I’ll give you credit for being a good

dancer.

Sure you’re as good as any leprechaun I know. Now
you’ll be able to teach anyone the Darby O’Gill two-
step and be ready for St. Patrick’s Day next year.

Remember to tell everybody that King Brian, king of
all the leprechauns of Coolrainy, gave you the

dancing lessons.”

He brushed the lapel of his checkered waistcoat with
the tips of his fingers, then held his waistcoat at the

waist and tugged on it.

He bowed low and when he stood up straight, Nanny

laughed out loud.

“I’ll be sure to tell them all about you, King Brian,”

said Nanny Reilly, still giggling.

“You’re the leprechaun with ears like a rabbit.”
Nanny moved her hands up above her head as if she

had tall, slim rabbit ears.

“Ears like a rabbit?” said King Brian. He grabbed his

ears.

“Saints preserve me, my ears are long and furry.
Look at my hands! They look like rabbit paws, and |

can feel whiskers on my face.

“Seo ¢ an rince is mo6 ata déanta agam 6 La Fhéile
Padraig,” adeir an Ri Brian. “T4a sé agat anois, a
Mhuire. Tabharfaidh mé creiditint duit as a bheith i
do dhamhsair maith.

Cinnte go bhfuil ti chomh maith le leipreachan ar
bith ata ar eolas agam. Anois beidh td in ann an
Darby O’Gill dha chéim a mhuineadh do dhuine ar
bith agus a bheith réidh do La Fhéile Padraig an
bhliain seo chugainn.

Cuimhnigh a ra le cach gur thug an Ri Brian, ri uile
leipreachain Chuil Raithin, na ceachtanna rince
duit.”

Scuab sé cliathbhoscai a bhrat seiceala le leideanna
a mhéar, ansin choinnigh sé a choim ag a choim
agus thug sé air.

Chrom sé go hiseal agus nuair a sheas sé suas
direach, rinne Nanny gaire os ard.

“Beidh mé cinnte go n-inseoidh mé dadibh go léir
fat, a Ri Brian,” arsa Nanny Reilly agus i fos ag
gaire.

"Is tu an leipreachan le cluasa cosuil le coinin."

Bhog Nanny a ldmha suas os cionn a cinn amhail is
da mbeadh cluasa coinin arda caol aici.

"Cluasa mar choinin?" arsa an Ri Brian. Rug sé ar a
chluasa.

“Caomhnaionn na naoimh mé, ta mo chluasa fada
agus fionn. Féach ar mo lamha! Breathnaionn siad
cosuil le lapai coinin, agus is féidir liom guairi a



What’s after happening to me? You tricked me.”

“Yes I did,” said Nanny with her hands on her hips,

“because you tricked me.”

“How did you know I love to dance, and how did you
know | would turn into a rabbit if | stepped foot in

Ballineskar?” cried King Brian.

With that, Henry Daly walked up with Princess Tara
on his back, stood beside Nanny, and sniffed in a

patronizing way.

“I told her,” Princess Tara said, sitting up straight on

Henry Daly’s back.

“You tricked Nanny Reilly into kidnapping me so
you could ransom me for the crock of gold. Then you
would be King of Ballineskar and play mean tricks

on the people and leprechauns of Ballineskar again.

You’re a mean leprechaun, Uncle Brian,” the
Princess said, shaking her finger at her rabbit-eared

uncle.

“You’re supposed to be nice to people and grant
them three wishes.” She held up three fingers and

shook her hand for emphasis

“Three wishes?” Nanny said, crossing her arms over
her chest. “I only got one wish.” She took a step

toward King Brian. “’You owe me two more wishes.”

“Indeed I do,” answered King Brian, “but [ have no

power now.

Cad ata tar éis tarla dom? Rinne ta feall orm.”

“Sea rinne mé,” arsa Nanai lena lamha ar a cromain,
“mar rinne ta feall orm.”

“Cén chaoi a raibh a fhios agat gur brea liom a
bheith ag damhsa, agus conas a bhi a fhios agat go
n-iompdodh mé icoinin da geuirfinn cos i mBéal
Atha na gCearr?” adeir an Ri Brian.

Leis sin, shiuil Henry Daly suas agus an
Bhanphrionsa Tara ar a dhroim, sheas sé in aice le
Nanny, agus sniffed ar bhealach patronizing.

“Duirt mé 1é1,” a duairt an Banphrionsa Tara, agus i
ina sui direach ar dhroim Henry Daly.

“Thug ta feall ar Nanny Reilly mé a thuadach ionas
go bhféadfa mé a fhuadach as an crogall 6ir. Ansin
bheadh t( i do Ri ar Bhéal Atha na gCearr agus
imreofa cleasa mora ar mhuintir agus ar
leipreachain Bhéal Atha na gCearr aris.

Is leipreachan meanach thu, a Uncail Brian,” a duirt
an Banphrionsa, agus i ag croitheadh a méar ar a
uncail cluas choinin.

“Ta th ceaptha a bheith go deas le daoine agus tri
mhianta a dheonu doibh.” Sheas si tri mhéar agus
chroith si a lamh le haghaidh béime

“Tri mhianta?” A duirt Nanny, ag trasnu a airm thar
a cofra. “Ni bhfuair mé ach mian amhdin.” Thug si
céim i dtreo an Ri Brian. “Té4 dha mhian eile i
gcomaoin agat orm.”

“Déanaim go deimhin,” d'fhreagair an Ri Brian,
“ach nil aon chumhacht agam anois.



I’m a rabbit. You could try wishing me back to
Magandy’s Pond, then I might be able to come up

with another wish for you.”

“Don’t listen to a word he says, Nanny Reilly,” the
little Princess said. “He’s only trying to trick you

again.

If you wish him back to Magandy’s Pond, he’ll find
another way to kidnap me, and he might make a

mushroom grow out of your head.”

Princess Tara swung her leg over Henry’s back and
dismounted. She tossed her long red braid over her
shoulder and marched towards King Brian swinging

her arms with each stride.

She stopped inches away from him placed her hands

on her hips, glared at him and said,

“The only way anyone is safe from Uncle Brian is to
leave him as a rabbit until he swears by all the saints
and scholars of Ireland that he’ll never play a mean

trick on anybody ever again.”

Then she about turned and marched back to Henry
Daly. Henry gave a quick bark and a growl at King
Brian telling him to stay right there.

“Why don’t you swear on all the saints and scholars
of Ireland?” asked Nanny. “Then you won’t be a

rabbit anymore.”

“Because I have a lot of fun playing tricks on

everybody,” King Brian said.

Is coinin mé. D’théadfa iarracht a dhéanamh mé a
ghui ar ais go Loch Magandy, b’fhéidir go mbeinn
in ann teacht ar mhian eile duit.”

“Na ¢éist le focal a deir sé, a Nanny Reilly,” a duairt
an banphrionsa beag. “Nil sé ag iarraidh ach feall a
chur ort aris.

Mas mian leat é a thabhairt ar ais go Lochan
Magandy, gheobhaidh sé bealach eile chun mé a
thuadach, agus b’théidir go gcuirfeadh sé air
muisirian fas as do cheann.”

Chas an Bhanphrionsa Tara a cos thar dhroim Anrai
agus thainig sé as a chéile. Chaith si a braid fhada
dhearg thar a gualainn agus mhairseail i dtreo an Ri
Brian ag luascadh a ldmha le gach achar.

Stad si orlach uaidh agus chuir si a ldamha ar a
chromain, glortha air agus duirt,

“Is ¢ an t-aon bhealach amhain ata slan 6 Uncail
Brian é a fhagail mar choinin go dti go dtugann sé
mionn ar naoimh agus ar scolairi na hEireann go
[éir. ni imreoidh sé cleas ar aon duine go deo aris.”

Ansin chas si thart agus mhairsedil ar ais go Henry
Daly. Thug Anrai coirt gasta agus cronan don Ri
Brian a ra leis fanacht ceart ansin.

“Cén fath nach bhfuil ti ag mionna ar naoimh agus
scolairi na hEireann go 1¢ir?” a d'fhiafraigh Nanny.
"Ansin ni bheidh td i do choinin nios mo."

“Toisc go mbionn an-spraoi agam ag imirt cleasa ar
chach,” a duirt an Ri Brian.



“I don’t think they’re mean. They’re fun.” He
blushed slightly and Nanny didn’t know if it was

embarrassment or just all that dancing.

The King continued, “if I break my promise to all the
saints and scholars of Ireland, I’ll never be able to
dance again, and I’ll have to live on my own down at
Ravens Point. I’ll never see another leprechaun or

human being for ever, and ever.”

“That’s a long time,” agreed Nanny. “Well, then you
should make a promise and keep it. You don’t have

to play mean tricks on anybody.

You can play fun tricks on them instead. And | know
you know the difference between mean tricks and fun

tricks, King Brian.”

Nanny smiled remembering her brother Frank’s

trick.

“My brother played a fun trick on me on Christmas
Day. He pretended he was Santa Claus and gave me
a cowboy hat like Annie Oakley’s and new collar for

Henry Daly.”

“I think you have me there, Lass,” answered King
Brian. “I never thought of playing fun tricks on
anyone.” King Brian’s face softened and he bowed

his head.

He sighed, realizing perhaps his sense of humor

could use a little adjusting.

“Ni doigh liom go bhfuil siad medite. Ta siad
spraoi.” Bhi blushed sé beagan agus ni raibh a fhios
Nanny an raibh sé naire n6 direach go Iéir go
damhsa.

Lean an Ri air, “Ma bhrisim mo ghealladh do
naoimh is scolairi na hEireann go léir, ni bheidh mé
in ann rince go deo aris, is beidh orm cdnai liom
fein sios i Rinn na bhFiach. Ni fheicfidh me
leipreachan n6 duine daonna eile go deo, agus go
brach.”

“Is fada ¢ sin,” a d’aontaigh Nanny. “Bhuel, ba
cheart duit gealltanas a thabhairt agus é a
choinnedil. Ni ga duit cleasanna meanacha a imirt ar
aon duine.

Is féidir leat cleasanna spraoi a imirt orthu ina ionad
sin. Agus ta a fhios agam go bhfuil a fhios agat an
difriocht idir cleasanna meanacha agus cleasanna
spraiula, a Ri Brian.”

Bhi aoibh ar Nanny ag cuimhneamh ar chleas a
dearthar Frank.

“D’imir mo dhearthair cleas spraiuil orm L& Nollag.
Chlaon sé air gurbh é Daidi na Nollag é agus thug
sé hata bé mar a bheadh hata Annie Oakley orm
agus coiléar nua Henry Daly.”

“Is doigh liom go bhfuil mise ann, a Mhuire,”
d'threagair an Ri Brian. “Nior smaoinigh mé riamh
ar chleasanna spraitla a imirt ar éinne.” Bogadh

aghaidh Ri Brian agus chrom sé a cheann.

Chlaon sé, ag tuiscint b'fhéidir go bhféadfadh a

chiall greann Usaid a bhaint as coigeartu beag.



“I’m going to make a promise, this very moment, on
all the saints and scholars of Ireland that | will never

play a mean trick on anyone ever again.”

He put his left hand on his heart and raised his right

hand in the air.

At that very moment, there was a gust of wind, and
the rabbit ears and whiskers disappeared. King Brian

looked just like himself again.

Except this time his face was not sinister, it was a
kind face. His green eyes were not sullen or cloudy,
they were smiling and bright. His body was not cock-

of-the-walk, it was relaxed and friendly.

Princess Tara was very happy, and so was Nanny.
Now she knew for sure King Brian wasn’t going to

make a mushroom grow out of her head.

King Brian lifted Princess Tara up in the air and said
“I know you’re only eight inches tall, and it’s a bit of
a stretch for me to bend down and pick you up, but

you’re worth the stretch.

You may be small on the outside but you’re as big as
a mountain on the inside. You are grand lass. Your

parents will be very proud of you.”

Then King Brian turned to Nanny and said, “I think
you have two more wishes, Nanny Reilly. What is

your second wish?”

Nanny thought hard for a moment.

“Taim chun gealltanas a thabhairt, an trath seo, ar
naoimh agus scolairi na hEireann go léir nach
ndéanfaidh mé cleas meabhrach ar éinne go deo
aris.”

Chuir sé a lamh chlé ar a chroi agus d'ardaigh sé a
ldamh dheas san aer.

Ag an ndiméad sin, bhi séideén gaoithe ann, agus na
cluasa coinin agus na guairi imithe. Bhreathnaigh an
Ri Brian direach cosuil leis féin aris.

Ach amhdin an uair seo ni raibh a aghaidh sinister,
bhi sé ina aghaidh cinealta. Ni raibh a shuile glasa
sullen n6 scamallach, bhi siad mionghaire agus
geal. Ni raibh a chorp coileach-ar-an-siuléid, bhi sé
suaimhneach agus cairdiuil.

Bhi an Banphrionsa Tara an-sasta, agus bhi Nanny
an-sasta. Anois bhi a fhios aici go cinnte nach raibh
an Ri Brian chun beacén féas as a ceann.

Thog an Ri Brian an Bhanphrionsa Teamhrach suas
san aer agus duirt “T4 a thios agam nach bhfuil ta
ach ocht n-orlach ar airde, agus is piosa straice dom
é a chromadbh sios agus td a phiocadh suas, ach is
fiu an sineadh thu.

Seans go bhfuil tu beag ar an taobh amuigh ach ta td
chomh mor le sliabh ar an taobh istigh. Is mor-
chaile thu. Beidh do thuismitheoiri an-bhroduil
asaibh."”

Ansin chas an Ri Brian chuig Nanny agus duirt,
“Silim go bhfuil dhd mhian eile agat, Nanny Reilly.
Cad é do dhara mian?"

Shil Nanny go crua ar feadh néiméad.



She didn’t know what else to wish for once Ned
Franey was going to leave her alone. She looked at

Henry Daly.

She loved her dog. He was her very best friend in the

whole, wide world.

“I know what to wish for,” said Nanny. She knelt
beside Henry Daly, patted him on the head, hugged
him and said, “I wish Henry Daly could talk”

“Done,” said King Brian.

“Can Henry Daly really talk, King Brian?” asked
Nanny.

“Of course he can!” replied King Brian. “Ask him

anything you like.”

Nanny looked her best friend squarely in the eye.
“How old are you, Henry Daly?” Nanny held her

breath and waited.
Henry Daly looked right back at her with his ears
pricked forward. “I’'m six and a half years old,”

answered Henry Daly in a barky-sounding voice.

“Holy, moley!” said Henry, his doggy mouth curled

into a smile. “I can talk!”

“You surely can!” said Nanny in astonishment. “Say

something else!”

“What will I say?” asked Henry Daly. He turned

Ni raibh a fhios aici cad eile ba mhian Iéi nuair a bhi
Ned Franey chun i a fhagail ina aonar. Bhreathnaigh
si ar Henry Daly.

Bhi gréa aici dd madra. Ba é a cara is fearr ar fud an
domhain ar fad.

“Ta a thios agam cad ba mhaith liom a bheith ag
iarraidh,” arsa Nanai. Chuaigh si ar a glun in aice le
Henry Daly, chuir si ar a cheann é, barrog léi agus
duirt, “Ba mhaith liom go mbeadh Henry Daly in
ann labhairt”

“Déanta,” arsa an Ri Brian.

“An féidir le Henry Daly labhairt i ndairire, a Ri
Brian?” a d'thiafraigh Nanny.

“Ar ndoigh is féidir leis!” d'fhreagair an Ri Brian.
"Fiafraigh de rud ar bith is mian leat.”

D'fhéach Nanny a cara is fearr sa tsuil. "Cén aois
thu, Henry Daly?" Choinnigh Nanny a andil agus
d'fhan si.

Bhreathnaigh Henry Daly ar ais uirthi agus a
chluasa pricked chun tosaigh. “Ta mé sé bliana go
leith d’aois,” a d’fhreagair Henry Daly le glor binn.

"Naofa, moley!" arsa Anrai, a bhéal doggy cuachta
isteach aoibh ghaire. "Is féidir liom labhairt!"

“Is féidir leat go cinnte!” arsa Nanny le hiontas.
"Abair rud eile!"

"Cad a déarfaidh mé?" a d’thiafraigh Henry Daly.



He turned around in a circle, like he was chasing his
tail. Then he stopped and said, “I do that when I’'m
happy, Nanny Reilly.”

“I thought you turned in a circle when you’re happy,

Henry Daly, but now I know for sure.”

Nanny Reilly laughed into the cool morning air. She
wrapped her arms around Henry Daly and hugged
him tightly. “Jeepers, I never heard a dog talk

before.”

“Well, you better get used to it Lass,” laughed King

Brian.

“But you don’t want him talking to everybody. Keep
it to yourself or the whole village will follow you
everywhere you go, and they won’t leave Henry Daly

alone.

Off home with you now, Nanny Reilly, it’s almost
dawn. And don’t forget,” King Brian put his finger

to his lips, “it’s a secret about Henry Daly.”

Chas sé timpeall i gciorcal, mar a bhi sé ar thoir a
eireaball. Ansin stop sé agus duirt, "Déanaim € sin
nuair a bhionn athas orm, Nanny Reilly."

“Shil mé gur iompaigh tu i gciorcal agus ta sasta,
Henry Daly, ach anois t4 a thios agam go cinnte.”

Rinne Nanny Reilly géire isteach in aer fionnuar na
maidine. Fillte si a lamha thart ar Henry Daly agus
barrdg go docht air. “Jeepers, nior chuala mé caint
madra riamh roimhe seo.”

“Bhuel, is fearr duit dul 1 dtaithi air, a Mhuire,” a
ddirt an Ri Brian.

“Ach ni theastaionn uait go labhrodh sé le gach
éinne. Coinnigh leat féin é nd leanfaidh an
sraidbhaile ar fad tu i ngach ait a théann ta, agus ni
fhagfaidh siad Henry Daly ina n-aonar.

As baile leat anois, a Nanny Reilly, t& sé beagnach
breacadh an lae. Agus né déan dearmad," a chuir an
Ri Brian a mhéar ar a bheola, "is rdn € faoi Henry
Daly."



King Brian and Princess Tara invited Nanny and
Henry Daly back on midsummer’s eve. It was going
to be the biggest leprechaun dance in the whole

country.

All the leprechauns from two provinces would be

there, and they would all be dancing until dawn.

Nanny said goodbye to King Brian and Princess
Tara. She told them herself and Henry Daly would

love to come back on midsummer’s eve.

She and Henry Daly ran off home with their new

secret chatting all the way.

“Get yourself cleaned up Nanny,” said her mother,
“we’re going into town. We need to do some
shopping. | promised Mrs. Franey we would take her
and Ned with us today because Ned needs to get new

shoes.

Henry will have to stay at home, there’s no room in

the car for him today.”

“But Henry Daly always comes to town with us. Why

can’t Ned Franey stay at home?” cried Nanny.

“Saints preserve you, Nanny Reilly. I’ll have to wash
your mouth out with soap,” said Nanny’s mother.
“It’s only right to give people a helping hand when
they need it.”

Thug an Ri Brian agus an Bhanphrionsa Tara
cuireadh do Nanny agus Henry Daly ar ais ar oiche
lar an tsamhraidh. Bhi sé chun a bheith ar an rince
leipreachan is mo sa tir ar fad.

Bheadh na leipreachain go léir 6n da chuige ann,
agus bheadh siad go léir ag damhsa go breacadh an
lae.

Duirt Nanny slan le Ri Brian agus le Banphrionsa
na Teamhrach. Duirt si leo féin agus gur bhreé le
Henry Daly teacht ar ais ar oiche lar an tsamhraidh.

Rith si féin agus Henry Daly abhaile lena run nua ag
comhra an bealach ar fad.

“Bigi glan suas a Mhanai,” arsa a mathair, “t4 muid
ag dul isteach sa bhaile mér. Caithfimid roinnt
siopaddireachta a dhéanamh. Gheall mé do Bhean
Ui Fhraoich go dtabharfaimis i agus Ned linn inniu
mar ni mor do Ned bréga nua a fhail.

Beidh ar Henry fanacht sa bhaile, nil aon spas sa
charr do inniu."”

“Ach tagann Henry Daly go dti an baile linn i
gconai. Cén fath nach féidir le Ned Franey fanacht
sa bhaile?” adeir Nanny.

“Caomhnaionn Naofa ti, a Nanny Reilly. Beidh
orm do bhéal a ni le gallinach,” a duirt mathair
Nanny. “Nil sé ceart ach lamh chunta a thabhairt do
dhaoine nuair a bhionn sé de dhith orthu.”



Nanny felt a little ashamed and didn’t say another

word.

She remembered her brother telling her that one time,
Tommy Riordan’s mother washed his mouth out
with soap and Tommy was blowing bubbles from his

ears for two weeks.

“Ned Franey is coming to town with us today, Henry
Daly,” said Nanny sadly. “There’s no room for you

so you’ll have to stay at home.”

“But what about me?” whimpered Henry Daly. “I
always go to town with you to get my bone from

Kelly’s butcher shop.”

Now Nanny Reilly felt twice as unhappy. She had to
sacrifice a day with her devoted pal for a day with her

archenemy Ned Franey.

“I’ll get your bone from Mr. Kelly for you,” Nanny
told Henry Daly.

“But that doesn’t make me feel any better,” answered
Henry. He dropped his head and tail and walked
away from Nanny.

“Please don’t be sad, Henry Daly,” said Nanny. “You

know if I could bring you, I would.”

“But you can take me with you!” answered Henry.
“You can hide me in the back seat of the car and

cover me with a blanket. No one will see me.”

Mhothaigh Nanai rud beag naire agus ni dairt si
focal eile.

Chuimhnigh si ar a dearthair ag ra 1éi gur nigh
mathair Tommy Riordan a bhéal amach le
gallunach agus go raibh Tommy ag séideadh
boilgeoga 6na chluasa ar feadh coicise.

“Ta Ned Franey ag teacht go dti an baile linn inniu,
Henry Daly,” a dlirt Nanny go bronach. “Nil ait ar
bith agat mar sin beidh ort fanacht sa bhaile.”

“Ach cad mar gheall ormsa?” whimpered Henry
Daly. “Téim go dti an baile leat 1 gconai chun mo
chnamh a thail 6 Shiopa an Bhuistéara Kelly.”

Anois bhraith Nanny Reilly dha uair chomh
mishésta. B’¢igean di 14 a iobairt lena cara dilis ar
feadh lae lena seanduine, Ned Franey.

“Gheobhaidh mé do chnamh 6n Uasal Kelly duit,” a
duirt Nanny le Henry Daly.

“Ach ni bhraitheann sé sin nios fearr dom,”
d'fhreagair Henry. Thit sé a cheann agus eireaball
agus shidil amach 6 Nanny.

“Néa bron ort, Henry Daly,” arsa Nanny. “T4 a thios
agat da bhféadfainn ta a thabhairt leat, a
thabharfainn.”

"Ach is féidir leat mé a thabhairt duit!" d'fhreagair
Henry. “Is féidir leat a chur i suile i suiochén cuil an
chairr agus mo scathanna le brat. Ni fheicfidh éinne

L

me.



Nanny Reilly thought for a moment.

“OK, but you have to be as quiet as a mouse,” Nanny
said. “If Ned Franey hears you, he will surely tell on

me.

He told the teacher on Joey Howlin when he hid the
chalk, and Joey had to write out, I will never hide

teacher’s chalk again, in his best handwriting.”

Nanny took the top blanket from her bed, then went
to her bedroom door and peeked out. First one way,
then the other.

Her curls tossed themselves from side to side, as she
looked both ways. Nanny’s mother was double-
checking her shopping list and going through her

kitchen cabinets, she didn’t want to forget anything.

Town was a long way away and she only did this trip
once a week. Nanny was watching her mother to

make sure she couldn’t see her.

Then Nanny went out to the car with the blanket in
her arms, followed closely by Henry Daly. She
opened the back door of their ten-year-old gray ford,

and Henry Daly jumped in.

“Keep your head down Henry Daly,” said Nanny as
she covered him up with her blanket, “and whatever

you do don’t let Ned Franey find you.”

“Don’t worry Nanny,” said Henry, I’'ll keep quiet, no

one will ever know I’m here.”

Shil Nanny Reilly ar feadh ndéiméad.

"Ceart go leor, ach caithfidh tu a bheith chomh
ciuin le luch," a duirt Nanny. “Ma chloiseann Ned
Franey tu, ta cinnte go ndéarfaidh sé liom.

Duirt sé leis an mainteoir ar Joey Howlin nuair a
chuir sé an cailc i fola, agus bhi ar Joey scriobh
amach, ni cheilteoidh mé cailc an mhainteora go
deo aris, ina pheannaireacht is fearr.”

Thog Nanny an brat barr as a leaba, ansin chuaigh
go dti an doras sa seomra leapa agus peeked amach.
Ar dtus bealach amhain, ansin ar an taobh eile.

Chaith a gcuacha iad féin 6'n taobh go taobh, agus i
ag breathnd ar an da bhealach. Bhi méathair Nanny
ag reachtail a liosta siopaddireachta faoi dh6 agus
ag dul trina caibinéid cistin, nior theastaigh uaithi
dearmad a dhéanambh ar rud ar bith.

Bhi an baile i bhfad ar shill agus ni dhearna si an
turas seo ach uair sa tseachtain. Bhi Nanny ag faire
ar a mathair féachaint chuige nach bhfeicfeadh si i.

Ansin chuaigh Nanny amach go dti an carr agus an
brat ina lamh, agus Henry Daly go dluth ina dhiaidh
sin. D’oscail si an doras cuil da ath liath deich
mbliana d’aois, agus 1¢im Henry Daly isteach.

“Coinnigh do cheann sios Henry Daly,” arsa Nanai
agus 1 ag cludach a bhrat, “agus pé rud a dhéanann
ta na lig do Ned Franey tu a aimsit.”

“Na bi buartha a Mhamai,” arsa Anrai, fanfaidh m¢é
cidin, ni bheidh a fhios ag aon duine go bhfuil mé
anseo.”



Nanny’s mother drove up outside the Franey’s house

and honked the horn.

Ned came running out. His red hair was damp with a
sharp crease and neatly combed. He wore a nice blue
sweater and blue jeans. He looked tidier and happier

than Nanny had ever seen him.

“Hello, Nanny Reilly,” he said with the brightest

smile on his face. “Where’s Henry Daly?”

Nanny was stunned. “Ned Franey has a smile on his
face, and he’s being nice to me,” thought Nanny.

“My second wish came true, too!”

“Eh, Henry Daly had to stay at home. There wasn’t
enough room,” answered Nanny. “But I promised
him | would get him a bone from Mr. Kelly, the

butcher.”

“Is he waiting at home for his bone? asked Ned.

“Yes he is waiting at home, he’s guarding the house
while we shop,” answered Nanny. She looked down
at the blanket. Henry was as quiet as he had promised

to be. He never moved a muscle.

“May I play with you and Henry Daly tomorrow?”
asked Ned as he climbed into the back of the car
beside Nanny. Henry Daly was well hidden to

Nanny’s left, and Ned sat to her right.

Thiomain mathair Nanny suas taobh amuigh de
theach Franey agus thug si ondir don adharc.

Thainig Ned ag rith amach. Bhi a chuid gruaige rua
tais le faobhar géar agus ciortha go néata. Chaith sé
geansai deas gorm agus jeans gorm. Bhi cuma nios
slachtmhara agus nios sona air na mar a chonaic
Nanny riamh é.

“Dia duit, a Nanny Reilly,” a duirt sé leis an aoibh
ghaire is gile ar a aghaidh. “Ca bhfuil Henry Daly?”

Bhi stunned Nanny. “T4 aoibh ghéire ar a aghaidh
ag Ned Franey, agus ta sé go deas liom,” a cheap
Nanny. “Thainig mo dhara mian fior freisin!”

“Eh, bhi ar Henry Daly fanacht sa bhaile. Ni raibh
go leor spais ann,” a d’threagair Nanny. “Ach
gheall mé dé go bhfaighfinn cnamh d6 6n Uasal
Kelly, an buistéir.”

“An bhfuil sé ag fanacht sa bhaile lena chnamh? a
d'fhiafraigh Ned.

“Ta, ta sé¢ ag fanacht sa bhaile, ta sé ag cosaint an ti
agus muid ag siopadoéireacht,” d’fhreagair Nanny.
Bhreathnaigh si sios ar an brat. Bhi Anrai chomh
citin agus a gheall sé a bheith. Nior bhog sé muscle
riamh.

“An bhféadfainn imirt leatsa agus le Henry Daly
amarach?” a d'fhiafraigh Ned agus ¢ ag dreapadh
isteach i gcul an chairr in aice le Nanny. Bhi Henry
Daly i bhfolach go maith ar chlé Nanny, agus
shuigh Ned ar dheis.



“If you like,” said Nanny. “We’ll be picking
blackberries tomorrow. I know where the biggest

blackberries in Coolrainy are.

My brother told me you need buckets as big as
elephant’s feet to fit all the blackberries in, there so
big.”

Nanny and Ned chatted the whole way into town.
Though she’d have never believed it, Ned became

her friend.

When they got to town, their mothers told them to
wait in the car while they went to the bank. Nanny
Reilly was a little on edge. She wanted to let Henry

Daly out of the car.

Nanny looked at the blanket and patted it, and then
she looked back at Ned. “Can you keep a secret?” she
asked Ned.

“Sure I can,” answered Ned. “What is it?”

“Henry Daly is hiding under this blanket. My mother
told me to leave him at home because there was no

room, but Henry Daly wanted to come with us.

It was his idea to hide under a blanket.” Nanny

wished she hadn’t said that.

“It was his idea? quizzed Ned, “What do you mean?”

“Eh, I mean he ran to the car with a blanket when I

told him he had to stay at home,” answered Nanny.

“Mas maith leat,” arsa Nanai. “Beidh sméara dubha
a piocadh againn améarach. Ta a fhios agam ca
bhfuil na sméara dubha is mé i gCuil Raithin.

Duirt mo dhearthair liom go dteastaionn buicéid
chomh mor le cosa an eilifint uait chun na sméara
dubha go 1¢ir a chur isteach, chomh mor sin.”

Chas Nanny agus Ned an bealach ar fad isteach sa
bhaile mor. Cé nar chreid si riamh &, rinneadh cara
de Ned di.

Nuair a shroich siad an baile, ddirt a maithreacha
leo fanacht sa charr agus iad ag dul go dti an banc.
Bhi Nanny Reilly beagan ar an imeall. Bhi si ag
iarraidh Henry Daly a ligean amach as an gcarr.

D'fhéach Nanny ar an brat agus patted sé, agus
ansin d'théach si ar ais ar Ned. “An féidir leat rin a
choinneail?”” d'iarr si Ned.

“Is féidir liom go cinnte,” a d’fhreagair Ned. "Cad é
sin?"

“Ta Henry Daly i bhfolach faoin brat seo. Duirt mo
mhathair liom é a fhagail sa bhaile mar ni raibh aon
seomra ann, ach bhi Henry Daly ag iarraidh teacht
linn.

Ba é an smaoineamh a bhi aige dul i bhfolach faoi
bhratéad.” Ba mhian le Nanny nach nduirt si € sin.

“An smaoineamh a bhi aige? chuir s¢ ceist ar Ned,
"Cad ata i gceist agat?"

“Eh, is éard até i gceist agam gur rith sé go dti an
carr le blaincéad nuair a duirt mé leis go raibh air
fanacht sa bhaile,” d'threagair Nanny.



“I didn’t know Henry Daly was so clever,” said Ned,

“how did he know to hide under a blanket?”

“Jeepers,” said Nanny Reilly. “Can you keep another

secret?”

“I surely can. What secret do you have? I love
secrets!” answered Ned excitedly. Ned looked over
both his shoulders and rolled up the car window. His
blue eyes widened and a broad smile crossed his

freckled face.

“First | have to let Henry Daly out of the car. Then
he’ll show you,” replied Nanny.

She opened the car door. Henry tossed off the
blanket, jumped out, and shook himself off. Nanny
could tell by Henry Daly’s doggie smile that he was
happy to get out and stretch his legs.

“Henry Daly, tell Ned how old you are.” Nanny

asked.

“I’m six and a half years old,” answered Henry.

“Wow!” Said Ned. “How did Henry Daly learn to
talk?”

Nanny told Ned all about her three wishes from King
Brian at Magandy’s Pond. She told him how she was
tricked into kidnapping Princess Tara. Now King
Brian and Princess Tara were her friends, and she had
been invited to the leprechauns’ dance at midnight on

midsummer’s eve.

“Ni raibh a thios agam go raibh Henry Daly chomh
cliste sin,” arsa Ned, “conas a bhi a thios aige dul i
bhfolach faoi phluid?”

“Jeepers,” a duirt Nanny Reilly. "An féidir leat ran
eile a choinneail?"

“Is cinnte gur féidir liom. Cén rln ata agat? Is brea
liom rain!" d'fhreagair Ned go spreaguil. D'fhéach
Ned thar a dha ghualainn agus rolladh suas fuinneog
an chairr. Leathnaigh a shuile gorma agus aoibh
ghaire leathan thrasnaigh a aghaidh bréige.

“Ar dtas caithfidh mé Henry Daly a ligean amach as
an gcarr. Taispeanfaidh sé duit ansin,” a d’fhreagair
Nanny.

D’oscail si doras an chairr. Henry tossed as an
blaincéad, 1éim amach, agus chroith é féin as.
D’théadfadh Nanny a ra le meangadh madra Henry
Daly go raibh sé sasta dul amach agus a chosa a
shineadh.

"Henry Daly, inis do Ned cén aois thi." D'iarr
Nanny.

“Ta mé sé bliana go leith d’aois,” d’threagair Anrai.

"Wow!" arsa Ned. "Conas a d'fhoghlaim Henry
Daly conas labhairt?"

D’inis Nanny do Ned faoi na tri mhianta a bhi aici
on Ri Brian ag Lochan Magandy. D'inis si d6 mar a
bhi i truicear chun an Banphrionsa Tara a fhuadach.
Anois b’iad an Ri Brian agus an Bhanphrionsa
Teamhrach a cairde, agus tugadh cuireadh chun
rince na leipreachan i ar mhean oiche oiche mhean
lae.



“May I go to the dance with you?” asked Ned, “I’ve
never seen a leprechaun before. | promise to keep

your secret. [ won’t tell anybody.”

“Sure you can,” Nanny replied, “I can teach you the

Darby O’Gill two-step.”

“Thank you, Nanny Reilly,” said Ned. “I was so
mean to you many times, but I promise you I will
never be mean to you or anyone else again. | will be

your friend from now on.”

Nanny was so pleased to hear Ned say that. She was
happy to have Ned as her friend.

Before Nanny and Ned’s mothers came back, Henry
Daly jumped into the car under the blanket to hide

out again.

Ned went shopping with his mother to pick out his
new shoes, and Nanny Reilly and her mother did
their weekly grocery shopping, not forgetting Henry
Daly’s bone from Mr. Kelly’s butcher shop.

"An féidir liom dul go dti an rince leat?" a
d’thiafraigh Ned, “Ni thaca mé leipreachan riamh
roimhe seo. Geallaim do ran a choinneail. ni
inseoidh m¢é d’éinne.”

“Cinnte is féidir leat,” d'threagair Nanai, “is féidir
liom dhé chéim an Darby O'Gill a mhuineadh duit.”

“Go raibh maith agat, a Nanny Reilly,” a duirt Ned.
“Bhi mé chombh craite libh go minic, ach geallaim
daoibh nach mbeidh mé meabhrach duitse nd d’aon
duine eile go deo. Beidh mé i do chara as seo
amach."

Bhi Nanny an-sasta Ned a chloistedil a ra sin. Bhi si
sasta Ned a bheith mar chara aici.

Sular thainig maithreacha Nanny agus Ned ar ais,
Iéim Henry Daly isteach sa charr faoin brat le dul i
bhfolach aris.

Chuaigh Ned ag siopaddireacht lena mhathair chun
a bhroéga nua a phiocadh amach, agus rinne Nanny
Reilly agus a méathair a gcuid siopadoireachta
grosaeireachta seachtainitil, gan dearmad a
dhéanamh ar chnamh Henry Daly 6 shiopa buistéara
an Uasail Kelly.



On midsummer’s eve, Nanny and Ned went to bed at
their regular bedtime. Once everybody was asleep,
they got out of bed and dressed up in their Sunday

best for the dance.

Nanny Reilly wore her cowgirl hat, Henry Daly wore

his nice collar, and Ned wore his new shoes.

Nanny arranged to meet Ned at the cross at ten
minutes to midnight. Then they would make their
way to Magandy’s Pond with Henry Daly on guard

at their side.

“This is where I met King Brian the last time,”
Nanny told Ned as they approached the mushroom

King Brian had sat on to trick Nanny.

Before Nanny could say another word, she heard that

familiar voice.

“Well Nanny Reilly, it is a pleasure to have a fine
dancer like yourself attend our midsummer’s eve
dance. We welcome you and your new friend, Ned,

to our shindig.

This is a night of celebration for leprechauns all over
Ireland. We’re celebrating all our good fortune.
Yourself, Henry Daly and Ned are our guests of

honor.”

King Brian’s regalia, was the insignia of kingship.

His cloak was a dark rich and royal green.

Oiche lar an tsamhraidh, chuaigh Nanny agus Ned a
chodladh ag a ngnath-am codlata. Nuair a bhi gach
éinne ina chodladh, d’¢éirigh siad as an leaba agus
ghléas siad suas ina gcuid is fearr Dé Domhnaigh don
rince.

Chaith Nanny Reilly a hata b6, chaith Henry Daly a
bhona deas, agus chaith Ned a bhroga nua.

Shocraigh Nanny bualadh le Ned ag an chros ag
deich ndiméad go mean oiche. Ansin dhéanfaidis a
mbealach go Lochan Magandy agus Henry Daly ar a
thaobh.

“Seo an ait ar bhuail mé leis an Ri Brian an uair
dheireanach,” a dairt Nanny le Ned agus iad ag
druidim leis an muisiriun a raibh an Ri Brian ina shui
ag feall ar Nanny.

Sula bhféadfadh Nanny focal eile a ra, chuala si an
guth coitianta sin.

“Bhuel, Nanny Reilly, is mor an pléisitir € damhsoir
breé cosuil leat féin a bheith i lathair ag ar rince oiche
lar an tsamhraidh. Cuirimid failte romhat agus do
chara nua, Ned, chuig ar shindig.

Oiche cheiliartha i seo do leipreachain ar fud na
hEireann. Taimid ag ceiliuradh ar ndea-adh ar fad. Is
jiad ta féin, Henry Daly agus Ned ar n-aionna
ondrach.”

Ri Brian, suaitheantas na rioghachta. Glas dorcha
saibhir agus rioga a bhi ar a chléca.



The borders were lined with emeralds and solid gold

studs.

He clapped his hands three times. Music filled the air,
and out of a rabbit’s burrow beside Magandy’s Pond
came one thousand leprechauns wearing splendid
green and gold clothing, dancing the Darby O’Gill

two-step.

King Brian clapped his hands three more times, and
fifty leprechauns wearing aprons over their splendid
attire came dancing out of the burrow with all kinds

of food on big silver platters.

They even had a platter full of big, juicy bones for
Henry Daly.

Then one more time King Brian clapped his hands
three times, and fifty more leprechauns came dancing

out with jugs full of all kinds of drinks.

What a feast it was. Nanny and Ned looked at each
other in awe. They were mesmerized by the thousand
tiny leprechauns dancing, and never before had they

seen so much food.

“Wow!” said Ned excitedly. “This is better than the
Coolrainy fair. Thank you, Nanny Reilly, for

allowing me come to the dance with you.”

“You and Henry Daly are my very best friends,”
replied Nanny. “Come on Ned, let me teach you the

Darby O’Gill two-step. This is the best dance in the

whole of Ireland.”

Liniodh na teorainneacha le emeralds agus studs
soladach air.

Bhuail sé a lamha tri huaire. Do lion an ceol an t-aer,
agus amach as poll coinin in aice le Lochan Magandy
thainig mile leipreachain ag caitheamh éadaigh
iontacha glasa agus 0Oir, ag damhsa dha chois an
Darby Ui Ghill.

Bhuail an Ri Brian a lamha tri huaire eile, agus
thainig caoga leipreachain ag caitheamh napriin ar a
n-fheisteas iontach ag damhsa as an poll le gach
cinedl bia ar phlatai moéra airgid.

Bhi platter acu fiu lan de chndmha mora simhara do
Henry Daly.

Uair amhdin eile bhuail an Ri Brian a lamha tri
huaire, agus thainig caoga leipreachain eile ag
damhsa le craiscini lan de gach cineal deochanna.

Cén féasta a bhi ann. D’fhéach Nanny agus Ned ar a
chéile le hiontas. Bhi na mile leipreachain bideach ag
damhsa leo, agus ni fhaca siad an oiread sin bia riamh
roimhe seo.

"Wow!" a duirt Ned excitedly. “Is fearr é seo na
aonach Chdil Raithin. Go raibh maith agat, Nanny
Reilly, as cead a thabhairt dom teacht chuig an rince
leat.”

“Is ta féin agus Henry Daly na cairde is fearr ata
agam,” a d’fhreagair Nanny. “Imigh leat a Ned, lig
dom Darby O’Gill dha chéim a mhuineadh duit. Seo

an rince is fearr in Eirinn ar fad.”



Nanny and Ned went two-stepping among the
leprechauns, and Henry Daly feasted on his silver

platter of juicy bones.

What a great time they were having. After a half hour
of dancing, Nanny and Ned felt hungry and thirsty,
so they decided to join Henry Daly feasting.

King Brian was not dancing. Nanny noticed him
standing on top of a large mushroom, looking out

over the fields.

“Where’s Princess Tara?” asked Nanny “I thought

she was going to be here.”

“I’m wondering that myself, Lass.” answered King
Brian. “Never before has a leprechaun been late for
the midsummer’s eve dance, especially a leprechaun

King from one of the provinces.
I’ve sent one of my best leprechaun scouts over to
Ballineskar to find out what the delay is and if there

is anything I can do? I’m a little bit concerned.”

“What’s that noise I hear in the distance?” asked

Ned.

“Stop the music” yelled King Brian. “Stop the

music.” The music suddenly stopped. The only
sound that could be heard was the faraway sound of

a horn.

“That noise you hear in the distance,” said King
Brian, “is the leprechaun’s distress horn. Something

is terribly wrong.”

Chuaigh Nanny agus Ned dha chéim i measc na
leipreachan, agus Henry Daly féasta ar a platter
airgid de chndmha juicy.

Am iontach a bhi acu. Tar €is leath uair an chloig de
rince, bhraith Nanny agus Ned ocras agus tart, agus
mar sin shocraigh siad a bheith pairteach féasta
Henry Daly.

Ni raibh an Ri Brian ag damhsa. Thug Nanny faoi
deara € ina sheasamh ar bharr muisiridn mor, ag
breathn amach thar na pairceanna.

"Cé bhfuil an Bhanphrionsa Tara?" a d’fhiafraigh
Nanny “Shil mé go raibh si le bheith anseo.”

“Ta mé ag déanamh iontais sin dom féin, a Mhuire.”
d'threagair an Ri Brian. “Ni raibh leipreachan
déanach riamh roimhe seo do dhamhsa oiche lar an
tsamhraidh, go hairithe Ri leipreachan 6 cheann de
na cuigi.

Ta ceann de na gaséga leipreachain is fearr seolta
agam go Béal Atha na gCearr le fail amach cad é an
mhoill atd ann agus an bhfuil aon rud is féidir liom a
dhéanamh? T4 beagan imni orm.”

"Cad é an torann sin a chloisim i gcéin?" a
d'fhiafraigh Ned.

“Stop an ceol” adeir an Ri Brian. “Stop an ceol.”
Stopadh an ceol go tobann. An t-aon fhuaim a bhi le
cloisteail na fuaim adharca i bhfad uainn.

“An torann sin a chluinfed i gcéin,” arsa an Ri Brian,
“is ¢ adharc anacair an leipreachdin. T4 rud ¢igin thar
a bheith micheart.”



King Brian reached into his cloak and pulled out a
bugle. He blew the bugle once and yelled out, “All

leprechaun soldiers report for duty”

More than six hundred leprechauns ran back into the
burrow they had come dancing out of. Two minutes

later they came charging out on miniature horses.

The lead leprechaun soldier was leading a white

horse for King Brian. The King mounted his horse.

He then turned to Nanny and Ned and said, “You two
should go home and stay there. We don’t know what
trouble is out there, and you need to be safe. Stay
close to Nanny Reilly and Ned on their way home

Henry Daly. Guard them well.”

“But maybe we can help,” said Nanny.

“Yeah,” said Ned. “We’re strong.”

“I know you are both strong, and I thank you for your
offer of help, but you must be off home now. Henry
Daly will take good care of you both,” replied King

Brian.

With that, King Brian blew his bugle one more time

and shouted, “Onward leprechaun soldiers.”

King Brian and his leprechaun army charged off into
the night on their miniature horses. They were ready

to answer the call of distress.

Shin an Ri Brian isteach ina chléca agus tharraing
sé bugle amach. Shéid sé an fabht uair amhain agus
d'éiligh sé, "Tuairiscionn na saighditir leipreachain
go léir ar dualgas"

Rith breis agus sé chéad leipreachan ar ais isteach
sa pholl a raibh siad tagtha ag damhsa as. Dha
noiméad ina dhiaidh sin thainig siad ag luchtu
amach ar chapaill bheaga.

Bhi an saighdiuir leipreachan luaidhe i gceannas ar
chapall ban don Ri Brian. Chuir an Ri suas a
chapall.

Thiontaigh sé ansin chuig Nanai agus Ned agus
duirt, “Ba cheart duit beirt dul abhaile agus fanacht
ann. Nil a fhios againn cen triobloid ata ann, agus ni
mor duit a bheith sdbhailte. Fan in aice le Nanny
Reilly agus Ned ar a mbealach abhaile Henry Daly.
Coiméad go maith iad.”

“Ach b'théidir gur féidir linn cabhru leat,” a duirt
Nanny.

“Ta,” arsa Ned. “Taimid laidir.”

“Ta a thios agam go bhfuil an bheirt agaibh laidir,
agus gabhaim buiochas libh as ucht do thairiscint
cabhrach, ach caithfidh tu a bheith as baile anois.
Tabharfaidh Henry Daly aire mhaith duit araon,” a
d’threagair an Ri Brian.

Leis sin, shéid an Ri Brian a fhabht aris eile agus
scairt sé, "Ar aghaidh saighdiuiri leipreachain."

Chuir an Ri Brian agus a arm leipreachan anios
isteach san oiche ar a gcuid capaill bheaga. Bhi siad
réidh chun glaoch an anacair a threagairt.






“What will we do, Nanny Reilly?”” asked Ned, as he
watched the army of leprechauns gallop away on

their horses.

He scratched his head vigorously and in frustration,
making a mess of his red hair “Do you think we

should follow them or go home?”

Nanny tightened the stampede cord on her cowboy

hat. The leprechaun army was almost out of sight.

“If Annie Oakley and the Lone Ranger were here,
they would follow them. They always save people. |
think we should follow them,” answered Nanny.

“Princess Tara is in trouble, and she’s my friend!”

“She’s my friend too,” said Henry Daly tilting his
head to one side with his ears pricked, and blinking
his big brown eyes as he looked up at Nanny. “Let’s

follow them. I can sniff them out.”

“When King Brian sees us he’ll be mad at us for not

going home,” said Ned.

“We can stay out of sight hiding behind blackberry
bushes, ditches and trees,” replied Nanny Reilly.

“Yeah you’re right Nanny, let’s follow them,” agreed
Ned.

"Cad a dhéanfaimid, a Nanny Reilly?" a d'fhiafraigh
Ned, agus é ag faire ar arm na leipreachan ag imeacht
ar a gcuid capall.

Scriob sé a cheann go briomhar agus go frustrachas,
ag déanamh praiseach déa ghruaig rua “An doigh leat

gur cheart duinn iad a leantiint n6 dul abhaile?”

Rinne Nanny an corda stampede nios doichte ar a
hata bd. Bhi arm na leipreachan beagnach imithe as
radharc.

“Da mbeadh Annie Oakley agus an Aonair Ranger
anseo, leanfaidis iad. Sdbhalann siad daoine i gcénai.
Silim gur cheart duinn iad a leantiint,” d’threagair
Nanny. "Ta an Bhanphrionsa Tara i dtriobloid, agus
is cara liom i!"

“Is imo chara i freisin,” a dirt Henry Daly agus ¢ ag
claonadh a chinn go dti taobh amhéain agus a chluasa
pioctha, agus ag caochadh a shuile mora donn agus é
ag breathnu suas ar Nanny. “Leanaimid iad. Is féidir
liom iad a sniff amach."

“Nuair a theiceann an Ri Brian sinn beidh sé ar buile
fainn gan dul abhaile,” arsa Ned.

“Is féidir linn fanacht as radharc agus muid i
bhfolach taobh thiar de toir sméar dubh, dioga agus
crainn,” a d’threagair Nanny Reilly.

“Sea ta an ceart agat Nanny, leanfaimid iad,” a
d’aontaigh Ned.



“Alright then, let’s go,” said Henry Daly, sniffing the
ground and picking up the scent of the leprechaun

soldiers.

Nanny and Ned bravely marched behind Henry,
swinging their arms and looking straight ahead. Left,
left, left right left.

They marched over Clancy’s footbridge. Tom the
plough horse was standing under the oak tree at the

other side.

“It’s only me Tom, Nanny Reilly,” said Nanny,
“Henry Daly and Ned Franey are with me, don’t be

afraid.”

Tom nickered back at Nanny. He wasn’t afraid. He
was well used to Nanny Reilly and her entourage
going back and forth during the night. It wasn’t long
before they caught up with King Brian and his army.

“Stay down as low as you can,” whispered Henry
Daly, “and stay as quiet as a mouse. Listen to what
King Brian is saying.” Nanny, Ned and Henry Daly

skulked behind a sycamore tree.

The leprechaun soldiers were gathered around the
trunk of an oak tree in the middle of Katie’s field.

Beside the rabbit burrow, where Nanny had captured
Princess Tara, King Brian was sitting on his white

horse, facing his soldiers.

“Ceart go leor, mar sin, déanaimis dul,” a duirt
Henry Daly, ag sniffing an talaimh agus ag togail
boladh na saighdidiri leipreachain.

Mhairseail Nanny agus Ned go crdga taobh thiar de
Henry, ag luascadh a n-arm agus ag féachaint
direach ar aghaidh. Ar chlé, ar chlé, ar chlé ar dheis
ar chlé.

Mhairseail siad thar droichead coise Clancy. Bhi
Tom an capall céachta ina sheasamh faoin gcrann
darach ar an taobh eile.

“Nil ann ach mise Tom, Nanny Reilly,” arsa Nanai,
“ta Henry Daly agus Ned Franey liom, nd biodh
eagla ort.”

Tom nickered ar ais ag Nanny. Ni raibh eagla air.
Bhi an-chleachtadh aige ar Nanny Reilly agus a
comhluadar ag dul siar agus amach i rith na hoiche.
Niorbh fhada gur ghabhadar suas le Ri Brian agus a
arm.

“Fan sios chombh hiseal agus is féidir leat,” a dairt
Henry Daly, “agus fan chomh citin le luch. Eist
lena bhfuil 4 rd ag an Ri Brian.” Shitil Nanny, Ned

agus Henry Daly taobh thiar de chrann seiceamar.

Bailiodh na saighdiuri leipreachain thart ar stoc

crann darach i lar phairc Chait.

In aice leis an bpoll coinin, ait a raibh Nanny tar éis
an Bhanphrionsa Teamhrach a ghabhail, bhi an Ri
Brian ina shui ar a chapall ban, os comhair a

shaighdidiri.



“Leprechaun soldiers of Coolrainy,” he shouted.
“We don’t have much time. We have just found out
by our scout that King Rory and Princess Tara were

kidnapped by a big burly man.

He carried them off in a burlap sack, and we don’t
know where they are. The identity of the captor is at
this time is unknown. | believe he will use Princess

Tara to demand the crock of gold from King Rory.

They must be found before dawn, or they will be
traded to the wicked Banshee of Raven’s Point, and

disappear forever.

My poor brother and lovely niece will join all the
other poor leprechaun souls in the Banshee’s Cradle.
We will never lay eyes on them again. Spread out the

whole lot of you.”

King Brian cantered his white horse in a small circle

holding his shillelagh high in the air.

“We’ll have to search every nook and cranny in all
the surrounding villages, and we’ve only five hours
to do it. We need to spread out as far as we can and

track them down.”

His imperial cloak flowed behind him showing the
gold satin lining. Miscellaneous pockets had various
items, such as, his tin whistle, his bugle, a green
notebook with a gold ribbon marking his most recent

entry, and his favorite hornpipe shoes.

He wondered if he would get to dance in them

tonight, or for that matter, ever again.

“Saighdiuiri leipreachain Chuil Raithin,” adeir sé.
“Nil moéran ama againn. T4 sé direach tar ¢is a fhail
amach ag ar scout go raibh an Ri Ruairi agus an
Bhanphrionsa Tara fuadach ag fear mér burly.

D'iompair sé amach i saspan iad, agus ni'l fhios
againn cé bhfuil siad. Ni fios ce hé an captor ag an
am seo. Creidim go n-usaidfidh sé an Bhanphrionsa
Tara chun an crogall dir a éileamh 6n Ri Ruairi.

Ni mor iad a fhail roimh breacadh an lae, n6 déanfar
iad a thradail go Banshee olc Rinn na bhFiach, agus
imionn siad go deo.

Rachaidh mo dhearthair bocht agus mo neacht
alainn in eineacht leis na hanamacha bochta
leipreachain eile go leir i gCradal na Banshee. Ni
leagfaimid suile orthu go deo aris. Scaipigi sibh go
léir."

Chuir an Ri Brian a chapall ban ar lar i gciorcal
beag agus é ag coinnedil a scille go hard san aer.

“Beidh orainn cuardach a dhéanamh ar gach cuil
agus crann sna sraidbhailte maguaird ar fad, agus
nil againn ach cuig huaire chun é a dhéanamh.
Caithfimid leathni amach chomh fada agus is féidir
linn agus iad a rianu.”

Bhi a chléca impiritil ag sreabhadh ar a chul ag
taispeaint an linedil satin dir. Bhi rudai éagsula i
bpdcai ilghnéitheacha, mar shampla, a fheaddg
stain, a bhugle, leabhar notai glas le ribin 6ir mar
chomhartha ar an iontrdil is déanai a bhi aige, agus
na bréga cornphiopa is fearr leis.

D’thiafraigh sé an dtiocfadh sé chun rince iontu
anocht, no ar an abhar sin, go deo aris.



The leprechaun soldiers rode away in all directions
at a gallop. King Brian held his horse back. He put
his shillelagh back in his cloak.

He removed his crown, held it against his heart and

looked up to the heavens.

“I have to find my brother and my niece before dawn

or that’s surely the end of them,” he said softly.

He knew the Banshee was a mean old witch, and she
was out every night until dawn searching for victims
to work in her Dreary Castle, in the Banshee’s

Cradle.

If a soul didn’t escape her grasp by dawn, they were
never seen again. He bowed his head. His white
horse stood perfectly still and shined in the full

moonlight of midsummer’s eve.

“I would sacrifice myself and all I possess to save
them from the Banshee’s Cradle.” His tears fell to the

loamy earth, and they too shined in the moonlight.

Nanny, Ned and Henry Daly were still hiding behind
the sycamore tree. They heard every word King
Brian said. They stood quietly just watching him
until he rode away. They now knew what a scared

King Brian looked like.

“The Banshee’s Cradle,” said Ned, breaking the

silence.

“Now what do we do?” said Nanny. “I’m afraid of

the Banshee.”

D'imigh na saighdiuiri leipreachan ar shiul i ngach
treo ag gallop. Choinnigh an Ri Brian a chapall ar
ais. Chuir sé a shillelagh ar ais ina chléca.

Bhain sé a choroin de, choinnigh sé i gcoinne a
chroi i agus d'fhéach sé suas chun na bhflaitheas.

“Caithfidh mé mo dhearthdir agus mo neacht a
aimsiu roimh breacadh an lae né is cinnte go bhfuil
deireadh leo,” a duirt s¢ go bog.

Bhi a fhios aige gur cailleach meé&nach a bhi sa
Bhanshee, agus bhi si amuigh gach oiche go
breacadh an lae ar thoir iospartaigh le dul ag obair
ina Chaislean Drary, i gCradal na Banshee.

Mura n-éaldédh anam o6na greim le breacadh an lae,
ni fhacathas aris iad. Chrom sé a cheann. Sheas a
chapall ban go breéa socair agus é ag lonri faoi
sholas gealai lan oiche shamhraidh.

“Dhéanfainn mé féin a iobairt agus gach a bhfuil
agam chun iad a shabhail 6 chliabhan na Banshee.’
Thit a deora ar an talamh loamy, agus iad ag lonra
freisin i solas na gealai.

b

Bhi Nanny, Ned agus Henry Daly fés i bhfolach
taobh thiar den chrann seiceamar. Chuala siad gach
focal a duirt an Ri Brian. Sheas siad go cidin ag
faire air go dti go marcaigh sé ar shiul. Bhi a fhios
acu anois cén chuma a bhi ar Ri scanraithe Brian.

“Cliabhan na Banshee,” arsa Ned, ag briseadh an
tost.

"Anois, cad a dhéanaimid?" arsa Nanny. "Ta eagla
orm roimh an mBénshee."



“I have an idea,” exclaimed Henry Daly. “I can go
down into Princess Tara’s burrow, take something
that belongs to her and get her scent. Once I have her
scent, I can track her down and find her and King

Rory before dawn.”

Nanny and Ned were excited about Henry’s idea.

Henry Daly crawled down into the burrow.

Less than a minute later, he crawled back out
carrying Princess Tara’s pink pajamas with the tiny
shamrocks on them in his mouth. He zigzagged

around Katie’s field sniffing out the scent.

“I got it,” yelled Henry Daly. “The scent is over

here.”

“Find them, Henry Daly, find them.” Nanny Reilly

cried.

“Good boy, Henry Daly. You’re a great dog. Lead us
to them,” Ned shouted.

Henry took off running to the end of the field. The
scent took him through a gate and into a lane. He

followed the lane to the end. He came to another gate.

On the other side of the gate was a small cottage with
a couple of old sheds surrounded by large sycamore
trees. There was a light on in the house, and they

could see a figure passing the window.

“They’re in there,” whispered Henry Daly. “We’ll

have to find a way to get them out.”

“Ta smaoineamh agam,” a dairt Henry Daly. “Is
feidir liom dul sios i bpoll an Bhanphrionsa Tara,
rud a bhaineann Iéi a ghlacadh agus a boladh a fhail.
Nuair a bheidh a boladh agam, is féidir liom i a
aimsiu agus i féin agus an Ri Ruairi a aimsiu roimh
breacadh an lae.”

Bhi Nanny agus Ned ar bis faoi smaoineamh Henry.
Chuaigh Henry Daly isteach sa pholl.

Nios It nd n6iméad ina dhiaidh sin, chuaigh sé ar
ais ag iompar pitsedamai bandearga an Bhanphrionsa
Tara agus na seamréga beaga bideacha orthu ina
bhéal. Chuaigh sé ag dul timpeall ar phairc Katie ag
sni amach an boladh.

“Fuair mé ¢,” adeir Henry Daly. “T4 an boladh thart
anseo.”

“Faigh iad, Henry Daly, faigh iad.” Adeir Nanny
Reilly.

“Buachaill maith, Henry Daly. Is madra iontach tht.
Treoraigh chucu sinn,” a scairt Ned.

Thosaigh Henry ag rith go dti deireadh an raoin.
Thug an boladh trid geata agus isteach i lana é.
Lean sé an lana go dti an deireadh. Thainig sé go dti
geata eile.

Ar an taobh eile den gheata bhi teachin beag le
clpla sean sheid agus crainn seiceamara mora
timpeall air. Bhi solas ar siul sa teach, agus chonaic
siad figiuir ag dul thar an bhfuinneog.

“Ta siad ann,” a duirt Henry Daly. “Beidh orainn
bealach a aimsit chun iad a fhail amach.”



“That’s Bull Cullen’s house,” said Nanny.

“Everybody calls him Bull because he’s mean. He’s
always chasing us out of Katie’s Field. My brother
told me to be careful of that fellah. He said Bull
Cullen waits for children to go into Katie’s Field and

throws a fishing net over them to catch them.”

“We have to be very quiet,” Nanny whispered. “You
go first, Henry Daly.”

With careful steps on the soft ground, Henry Daly led
Nanny and Ned to the window of the cottage. They
were careful not to make a sound. All three of them

peeked in the window.

They could see Bull Cullen opening a sack. They
were sure King Rory and Princess Tara were in it, but

there was no movement from the sack at all.

Nanny remembered how Princess Tara had kicked

with all her might when she had her in the sack.

Bull Cullen just looked into the sack, smiled, and
closed it up again. He left the sack sitting on the table
while he stoked the fire and poured himself a cup of

steaming hot tea.

He kicked his big old heavy shoes off and sat in a
rocking chair beside the fire, keeping a watchful eye

on his burlap sack.

“Sin teach Bull Cullen,” arsa Nanai.

“Tugann gach duine Tarbh air mar t4 sé meabhrach.
Bionn sé 1 gconai sa toir orainn amach as Katie’s
Field. Duirt mo dhearthair liom a bheith ciramach
leis an fellah sin. Dairt sé go bhfuil Bull Cullen ag
fanacht ar phaisti dul isteach i bPairc Katie agus go
gcaitheann sé liontan iascaigh anuas orthu chun iad
a ghabhail.”

“Caithfidh muid a bheith an-chitin,” a dairt Nanny.
"Téann tu ar dtds, Henry Daly."

Le céimeanna ciramacha ar an talamh bog,
threoraigh Henry Daly Nanny agus Ned go dti
fuinneog an ti. Bhi siad ciramach gan fuaim a

dhéanamh. Phéic an tridr acu san fhuinneog.

Chonaic siad Bull Cullen ag oscailt saic. Bhi siad
cinnte go raibh an Ri Ruairi agus an Bhanphrionsa
Tara istigh ann, ach nior thainig aon aistri 6n mala

ar chor ar bith.

Chuimhnigh Nanny ar an gcaoi ar chiceail an
Bhanphrionsa Tara lena neart nuair a bhi si sa

mhala.

D'fhéach Bull Cullen isteach sa phoca, rinne sé
aoibh, agus dhun sé suas aris. D'fhag sé an sac ina
shui ar an mbord agus é ag sméideadh an tine agus

ag stealladh cupan tae te gaile do féin.

Chiceaéil sé a sheanbhrdga méra troma agus shuigh
sé i gcathaoir roctha in aice leis an tine, ag faire go

faireach ar a mhéla burlap.



“Why isn’t Princess Tara kicking the sack?”
whispered Nanny. “Henry Daly, do you remember
when | captured her, she kicked so hard she bruised

my back?”

“I do,” said Henry, “and she was doing a lot of

shouting at you, too.”

“Do you think they are already gone to the Banshee’s
Cradle?” asked Ned.

“I hope not,” replied Nanny. “We need to get that

sack.”

Nanny turned from the window and scanned Bull
Cullen’s yard. She glanced up at the mighty
sycamore tree shading his cottage. She tightened the

stampede cord on her cowboy hat.

“I have an idea, follow me,” she said.

Henry Daly and Ned followed Nanny Reilly to one
of the old sheds.

Nanny whispered, “Look around for Bull Cullen’s
fishing nets and some rope. He must keep them
somewhere around here. We’ll climb the tree and get
him to come out of the house. Then we’ll throw the

net over him and tie him up.”

“But he’s too big for us, Nanny Reilly,” said Ned
“We need to knock him to the ground first, and we
have to be quick about it or he’ll catch us and we’ll

end up as his Sunday dinner.”

“Cén fath nach bhfuil an Bhanphrionsa Tara ag
ciceail an mhala?” whispered Nanny. “Henry Daly,
an cuimhin leat nuair a ghabh mé i, gur chiceail si
chomh crua is gur bhruigh si mo dhroim?”

“Déanaim,” arsa Anrai, “agus bhi si ag béicil
oraibhse freisin.”

“An doigh leat go bhfuil siad imithe go Cliabhén na
Banshee cheana féin?” a d'thiafraigh Ned.

“Ta suil agam nach bhfuil,” a d’threagair Nanny.
“Caithfidh muid an sac sin a thail.”

Chas Nanny 6n bhfuinneog agus scanraigh si clos
Bull Cullen. Bhreathnaigh si ar an gcrann
seiceamair a bhi ag scathu a theachin. Cheangail si
an corda stampailte ar a hata buachaill bo.

“Té4 smaoineamh agam, lean mé,” a duirt si.

Lean Henry Daly agus Ned Nanny Reilly chuig
ceann de na sean-seideanna.

Duirt Nanny, “Féach thart fa choinne lionta
iascaireachta Bull Cullen agus ropa €igin. Caithfidh
sé iad a choinneadil ait éigin anseo. Dreapfaimid an
crann agus cuirfimid air teacht amach as an teach.
Ansin caithfimid an lion anuas air agus
ceangailfimid suas ¢é.”

“Ach ta sé r6-mhor diinn, a Nanny Reilly,” a dairt
Ned “Caithfidh muid ¢ a bhualadh go talamh ar
dtus, agus caithfimid a bheith sciobtha faoi sin n6
glacfaidh sé sinn agus criochnéimid mar dhinnéar
an Domhnaigh.”



“You’re right,” said Nanny. “We need to think of

something fast.”

“I know,” said Henry Daly. “We need a trip rope,

too!”

“A trip rope! Why?” asked Ned.

“We can tie it across his footpath to trip him up,” said

Henry. “Then you’ll be able to get the net over him.”

“I’ll knock the door and run,” said Nanny. “Bull

Cullen will run after me and trip over the rope!

You’re so clever, Henry Daly!” continued Nanny

Reilly as she put her arms around her pal.

“You’re smarter than any other dog I know,” added

Ned, “and you can talk too!”

Nanny could feel her tummy fill with butterflies. This
was scary. But the image of her little leprechaun

princess friend gave her courage.

Nanny and Ned quietly arranged the trip rope about
ten yards from the front door while Henry Daly kept

a watchful eye on Bull Cullen through the window.

Then they both climbed the big sycamore tree that

leaned over the footpath.

They placed the fishing net on two large limbs a
couple of feet apart, directly above where Bull

Cullen was going to fall.

“Ta an ceart agat,” arsa Nanai. “Ni mor duinn
smaoineamh ar rud éigin go tapa.”

“Ta a thios agam,” arsa Henry Daly. “Ta ropa turais
ag teastdil vainn freisin!”

“Téad turas! Cén fath?" a d'thiafraigh Ned.

“Is féidir linn ¢ a cheangal trasna a chosain chun ¢ a
thurais,” a duirt Henry. "Ansin beidh ta in ann an
lion a fhail thar é."

“Cnagfaidh mé an doras agus rithim,” arsa Nanali.
“Rithfidh Bull Cullen i mo dhiaidh agus turas thar
an ropa!

Ta ta chombh cliste, Henry Daly!" ar lean Nanny
Reilly agus i ag cur a lamha thart ar a cara.

“T4 t nios cliste na aon mhadra eile ata ar eolas
agam,” a duirt Ned, “agus is féidir leat labhairt
freisin!”

D'fhéadfadh Nanny a bolg a mhothu ag lionadh
feileacain. Bhi sé seo scanruil. Ach thug iomha a
cara banphrionsa leipreachan beag misneach di.

D’eagraigh Nanny agus Ned an ropa turais go citiin
tuairim is deich slat 6n doras tosaigh agus choinnigh
Henry Daly suil ghéar ar Bull Cullen trid an
bhfuinneog.

Ansin dhreap siad beirt an crann seiceamar mor a
lean thar an gcosan.

Chuir siad an lion iascaigh ar dha ghéag mhora
cupla troigh 6na chéile, direach os cionn an ait a
raibh Bull Cullen le titim.



After the net was placed in position, Nanny jumped

down from the tree and Ned remained in the tree.

Nanny signaled to Henry Daly that they were ready

to carry out their plan.

“OK, Henry Daly,” whispered Nanny. “We’re
ready.”

Tar éis an lion a chur ina ait, Iéim Nanny anuas 6n

gcrann agus d'fhan Ned sa chrann.

Thug Nanny le fios do Henry Daly go raibh siad

réidh lena bplean a chur i gcrich.

“Ceart go leor, Henry Daly,” a duirt Nanny.

"Taimid réidh."



Nanny slipped up to the front door of Bull Cullen’s
house. She turned and looked up in the tree at Ned

and gave him a thumbs up.

Knock! Knock! Knock! Nanny pounded on the door.
She dashed to the other side of the trip rope. Nothing
happened. The door didn’t open. “He’s not coming

out,” Nanny whispered, her voice concerned.

Ned was squatting in the tree waiting to drop the net

on Bull Cullen.

“Maybe he didn’t hear you. Knock again,” Ned
whispered. “Can you see him, Henry Daly? What'’s

he doing?”

Henry was still watching Bull Cullen through the
window. “He’s hiding the sack behind his rocking
chair. Here he comes,” whispered Henry Daly. “Get
Ready!”

Nanny and Ned were scared. This was worse than
any scary movie, and it was too late to change their
minds. The cottage door swung open wide. Bull

Cullen filled the whole doorway.

“Who’s out there at this unholy hour?” he shouted,
his voice rumbling into the night. He took a step

forward and saw Nanny.

I’ll catch you Nanny Reilly!” he roared. “Then I’1l

eat you for supper!” He took off running after Nanny.

Shleamhnaigh Nanny suas go doras tosaigh teach
Bull Cullen. Chuaidh si agus d'fhéach si suas sa
chrann ag Ned agus thug orddg suas do.

Cnag! Cnag! Cnag! Phunt Nanny ar an doras.
Chrom si go dti an taobh eile den ropa turais. Nior
tharla tada. Nior oscail an doras. "Nil sé ag teacht
amach,” a duirt Nanny, lena glor buartha.

Bhi Ned ag scata sa chrann ag fanacht leis an lion a
scaoileadh ar Bull Cullen.

"B'fhéidir nar chuala sé thi. Cnag aris," a duirt Ned.
"An bhfeiceann tu é, Henry Daly? Cad atd a
dhéanamh aige?"

Bhi Henry f6s ag breathnd ar Bull Cullen trid an
bhfuinneog. "Ta an mala i bhfolach aige taobh thiar
da chathaoir rocaireachta. Anseo a thagann sé," a
duirt Henry Daly. "Ullmhaigh!"

Bhi eagla ar Nanny agus ar Ned. Bhi sé seo nios
measa na aon scannan scanruil, agus bhi sé ré
dhéanach a n intinn a athrd. D'oscail doras an
teachin go leathan. Lion Bull Cullen an doras ar fad.

"Cé ta amuigh ansin ag an uair ana naomha seo?" a
scairt sé, a ghuth rumbling isteach san oiche. Thog
sé céim ar aghaidh agus chonaic Nanny.

Rugfaidh mé Nanny Reilly ort!" roar sé. "Ansin
iosfaidh mé don suipéar tha!" Thog sé amach ag rith
i ndiaidh Nanny.



Nanny bolted toward the gate. Bull Cullen took long
strides and covered a lot of ground. Ned was ready
with the net. Henry Daly darted into the house to grab

the sack.

“Come back here!” Bull shouted at Nanny. He didn’t
see the trip rope. His right foot got caught and pulled
Bull Cullen’s big bulky body to a screeching halt.

Both his arms stretched out in front of him. His
mouth and eyes were wide open as he crashed to the

concrete footpath face down.

“Ouch what happened?”” He yelled.

Ned let the net go and it landed perfectly over Bull

Cullen.

“Come on, quickly, Nanny,” shouted Ned as he
jumped out of the tree and landed on Bull. “Grab the

rope!”

Nanny snatched the rope and tried with all her might
to tie up Bull Cullen. But the big man twisted and
turned, and he was very strong. He was making brave

attempts to stand and remove the fishing net.

“I’ll tear the hides off the two of you!” roared Bull.

He put his big hands on one rope and pulled hard.

“He’s getting loose!” Nanny cried out to Ned, as the
angry man’s grimace changed to an evil grin. He
grabbed Nanny Reilly by the ankle and pulled her

down.

Bhuail Nanny i dtreo an gheata. Rinne Bull Cullen
dul chun cinn fada agus chludaigh sé go leor taltn.
Bhi Ned réidh leis an liontan. Chuaigh Henry Daly
isteach sa teach chun greim a fhail ar an mala.

"Tar ar ais anseo!" Scairt Tarbh ar Nanny. Ni fhaca
Sé ropa an turais. Rug a chos dheas agus stop sé
corp mar toirtitil Bull Cullen.

Shin a dha lamh amach os a chomhair. Bhi a bhéal
agus a shuile oscailte go leathan agus é ag tuairteail
go dti an cosan coincréite aghaidh sios.

"Ach cad a tharla?" yelled sé.

Scaoil Ned an liontan agus thuirling sé go foirfe
thar Bull Cullen.

"Imigh leat, go gasta, a Nanny," a scairt Ned agus é
ag léim amach as an gcrann agus ag tuirlingt ar
Tarbh. "Bain an ropa!"

Sciob Nanny an ropa agus rinne si iarracht Bull
Cullen a cheangal lena neart. Ach casadh an fear
mor agus casadh, agus bhi sé an laidir. Bhi
larrachtai créga a ndéanamh aige seasamh agus an
lion iascaireachta a bhaint de.

"Stréicfidh mé na seithi den bheirt agaibh!" roared
Bull. Chuir sé a lamha mora ar répa amhain agus
tharraing go crua.

"Ta sé ag dul scaoilte!"” Ghlaoigh Nanny ar Ned,
mar a d'athraigh bron an fhir fhearg go drochghra.
Rug sé ar Nanny Reilly ag an ruitin agus tharraing
anuas i.



“I’11 tear the hide off you!” growled an angry voice.

“Let them go or I’ll have you for supper!” Nanny and
Ned looked up in shock. That was the angriest voice
they had ever heard. Who could it be?

Henry Daly was standing nose-to-nose with Bull
Cullen snarling, his sharp, wolf-like teeth gleamed in

the moonlight.

His eyes were fierce; saliva dripped from his mouth,
and the hackles on his neck and back stood up like

spikes.

“Stay where you are and let them go!” growled

Henry Daly.

With a flick of his wrist, Bull let Nanny and Ned go.
“I’m not going to hurt them,” he told Henry Daly in
a soft, shaky voice. “Look, I’'m letting them go. Sure,

there’s no harm done.”

Bull turned his head and lay face down on the foot-
path with the fishing net over his head, neck, and
shoulders. He didn’t want to see Henry Daly’s

dripping saliva.

He was praying that fierce mad dog would go away.
Henry’s face was one inch from Bull’s face. Nanny
and Ned quickly stood and backed toward the gate,

keeping their attention on the defeated Bull Cullen.

"Stréicfidh mé an ceilt diot!" chrom guth feargach.

"Lig doibh dul n6 beidh mé agat don suipéar!"
D'fhéach Nanny agus Ned suas i turraing. Ba é sin
an guth feargach a chuala siad riamh. Cé a
d'fhéadfadh a bheith?

Bhi Henry Daly ina sheasamh srén le srén le Bull
Cullen snarling a fhiacla géara, mac tire cosuil le

spléach i solas na gealai.

Bhi a shuile go fiochmhar seile dripped as a bhéal,
agus an hackles ar a mhuineél agus ar ais sheas suas

mar spici.

"Fan ait a bhfuil ta agus lig déibh dul!" Henry Daly

ag caoineadh.

Le spléachadh a laimhe, lig Bull do Nanny agus
Ned imeacht. "Nil mé chun iad a ghortd," a duirt sé
le Henry Daly i nguth bog crosta. "Féach, td mé ag
ligean d6ibh imeacht. Cinnte, nil aon dochar

déanta."

Chas Tarbh a cheann agus luigh aghaidh sios ar an
gcosan agus an lion iascaireachta thar a cheann, a
mhuineal agus a ghuailli. Ni raibh sé ag iarraidh

seile sileadh Henry Daly a fheiceail.

Bhi sé ag gui go n imeodh madra fiochmhar buile.
Bhi aghaidh Henry orlach 6 aghaidh Tarbh. Sheas
Nanny agus Ned go tapa agus chulaigh siad i dtreo
an gheata, ag coinnedil a n aird ar an Bull Cullen a
bhi buailte.



When they got to the gate, they turned and high tailed
it back down the lane as fast as their legs would carry

them.

Nanny’s stampede cord was down on her neck, her
cowboy hat blew in the wind, and her auburn curls

bounced off her head every stride she took.

Ned’s red hair was straight up off his forehead and
blowing back in the wind. His new shoes took him

down the lane ten strides ahead of Nanny.

“Did you hear Henry Daly?” said Nanny gasping for
breath, when they had secured a safe distance

between themselves and Bull Cullen.

“I surely did!” exclaimed Ned huffing and puffing as
he rested bent over with both hands on his knees “Did
you see Henry’s teeth? I was afraid of him myself.

Just the look of him scared me.”

“I never knew he could look so angry,” replied
Nanny placing her hat back on her head and
tightening her stampede cord. “He sure scared Bull

Cullen. I thought we were doomed.”

“Yeah, me too!” answered Ned. “I was sure we were

going to be Bull Cullen’s Sunday supper.”

“Look!” cried Nanny, pointing up the lane. “Here
comes Henry Daly, and he has the sack.” Henry

bounded toward them.

“What a dog!” said Ned. “He’s the greatest.”

Nuair a shroich siad an geata, chas siad agus
eireaball ard ar ais sios an lana chomh tapa agus a
bheadh a chosa iad a iompar.

Bhi corda stampala Nanny sios ar a muinil, a hata
bo ag seideadh sa ghaoth, agus a gcuacha auburn ag
preabadh as a ceann gach céim a thog si.

Bhi gruaig rua Ned direach suas as a mhullach agus
séideadh ar ais sa ghaoth. Thog a bhrdga nua sios an
lana é deich gcéim chun tosaigh ar Nanny.

"Ar chuala tu Henry Daly?" arsa Nanny agus i ag
iarraidh anail, nuair a bhi achar sébhailte faighte acu
idir iad fein agus Bull Cullen.

"Is cinnte go ndearna mé!" a duirt Ned ag magadh
agus ag puffing agus € ag lui siar agus a dha lamh ar
a ghldine "An bhfaca tu fiacla Henry? Bhi eagla
orm roimhe féin. Chuir an cuma air go raibh faitios
orm."

"Ni raibh a fhios agam go raibh cuma chomh
feargach air," a d'fhreagair Nanny ag cur a hata ar
ais ar a ceann agus ag teannadh a corda stampailte.
"Is cinnte go raibh eagla air roimh Bull Cullen. Shil
mé go raibh muid doomed."

"Sea, mise freisin!" d'threagair Ned. "Bhi mé cinnte
go mbeimis ag suipéar Domhnaigh Bull Cullen.”

"Féach!" adeir Nanny, ag cur in iul suas an lana.
"Seo chugainn Henry Daly, agus ta an sac aige."
Theorainn Henry i dtreo iad.

"Cad madral" arsa Ned. "Is é an duine is mo é."



Henry laid the sack at Nanny Reilly’s feet.

“There’s still no sign of life,” said Henry quietly.

Nanny pulled opened the drawstring of the sack and

looked inside.

King Rory and Princess Tara appeared to be

sleeping.

Princess Tara had both her hands joined together
under her left cheek and she had her knees curled up

to her chest.

Her head was tucked in to one corner of the sack and

the little Princess was breathing softly.
King Rory was sitting in the other corner of the sack
with his head tilted to one side and his crown down

on his nose.

He was snoring quietly.

Leag Anrai an mala ag cosa Nanny Reilly.

"Nil comhartha ar bith den saol go féill," a duirt
Anrai go ciuin.

Tharraing Nanny oscail an sreang tharraingt ar an
mala agus d'fhéach sé taobh istigh.

Bhi an chuma ar an scéal go raibh an Ri Ruairi agus
an Bhanphrionsa Tara ina gcodladh.

Bhi a dha ldamh ceangailte le Banphrionsa Tara
faoina leic chlé agus bhi a gluine cuachta suas go dti
a cofra.

Bhi a ceann greamaithe isteach i gctinne amhain
den mhala agus bhi an Banphrionsa beag ag analu
go bog.

Bhi an Ri Ruairi ina shuf sa chdinne eile den mhala

agus a cheann claonta go taobh amhain agus a
choroin sios ar a shron.

Bhi sé ag snoring go ciuin.



The tiny Princess looked so peaceful. Nanny put her
finger in the sack and touched the Princess Tara’s

small cheek.

“Wake up, Princess Tara. It’s me, Nanny Reilly.”
Nanny said quietly.

Princess Tara opened her eyes and looked up at
Nanny Reilly. She stretched her arms wide just as if

she were wakening up from a good night’s sleep.

King Rory then opened his eyes. “Saints preserve the

lot of us,” he said. “Are we safe?”

“Yes, Father, we’re safe,” answered Princess Tara.

“My friend Nanny Reilly saved us.”

“I didn’t do it alone,” said Nanny. “Henry Daly and
my best friend Ned Franey helped me.

“Sure you are the two bravest young children in the

whole of Ireland,” said King Rory.

“When that mean man knocked us unconscious, I
thought that was the end of everything for us. | was

dreaming of the Banshee’s Cradle.”

“We heard King Brian talking about the Banshee’s
Cradle.” Ned said. “He said you both had to be found
before dawn. He and all his leprechaun soldiers are
searching the whole of Ballineskar and Coolrainy for

You.

Bhi cuma chomh suaimhneach ar an mBanphrionsa
beag bideach. Chuir Nanny a méar sa mhala agus
bhain si le leiceann beag an Bhanphrionsa Tara.

“Duisigh, a Bhanphrionsa Tara. Sin mise, Nanny
Reilly." A duirt Nanny go cidin.

D’oscail an Banphrionsa Tara a suile agus d’fhéach
si suas ar Nanny Reilly. Shin si a lamha ar leithead
direach mar a bheadh si ag éiri as codladh na
hoiche.

Ansin d’oscail an Ri Ruairi a shuile. “Caomhnaionn
na naoimh an méid againn,” a duirt s€. "An bhfuil
muid sabhailte?"

“T4, a Athair, td muid slan,” d’threagair an
Bhanphrionsa Tara. “Shabhdil mo chara Nanny
Reilly sinn.”

“Niim’aonar a rinne mé é,” arsa Nanai.
“Chabhraigh Henry Daly agus mo chara is fearr
Ned Franey liom.

“Cinnte is tusa an bheirt phaisti 6ga is croga in
Eirinn ar fad,” arsa an Ri Ruairi.

“Nuair a bhuail an fear meanach sin gan aithne
orainn, shil mé gurbh é sin deireadh gach rud duinn.
Bhi mé ag briongléid ar Chliabh&n na Banshee.”

“Chuala muid an Ri Brian ag caint ar Chliabhan na
Banshee.” A duirt Ned. “Duirt sé go gcaithfi an
bheirt agaibh a fhail roimh breacadh an lae. Ta sé
féin agus a shaighdiuiri leipreachain go Iéir ag
cuardach Bhéal Atha na gCearr agus Cuil Raithin ar
do shon.



I thought you were goners!”

“Goners is a good word for it,” said King Rory.

“Let’s find King Brian and let him know we’re safe.

Your bravery was a blessing for us. I thank you all
from the bottom of my heart. You will be rewarded

for what you have done for us.”

Princess Tara jumped on Henry Daly’s back and
hugged him tightly, “you too Henry Daly, you’re so

brave.”

Nanny and Ned blushed and got a little bashful. They
looked to the ground and twisted their bodies a little.

Then they looked at each other smiling. At the time,

they didn’t realize they were being brave.

But when they got over their bashful moment, they

realized how brave they were.

King Rory took a horn from his cloak pocket and
blew it. It was like the horn King Brian used to blow

the distress signal.

Except this time the sound was a joyous one. Another
horn rang out in the distance, answering the call for

celebration.

“Let’s go to Coolrainy and continue the
midsummer’s eve dance. We surely must celebrate

our good fortune now,” said King Rory.

Shil mé go raibh tu goners!"

“Is maith an focal é goners,” arsa an Ri Ruairi.

“Téimid ar an Ri Brian agus cuirimis in il d6é go
bhfuil muid slan.

Ba bheannacht duinn é do chrogacht. Gabhaim
buiochas libh go Iéir 6 bhun mo chroi. Gheobhaidh
td luach saothair as a bhfuil déanta agat duinn.”

Léim an Bhanphrionsa Tara ar dhroim Henry Daly

agus barrog go docht air, “ta tusa chomh croga Henry
Daly.”

Blushed Nanny agus Ned agus fuair beagan bashful.
D'fhéach siad go talamh agus casadh a gcorp beagan.

Ansin d'fhéach siad ar a chéile mionghéire. Ag an
am, nior thuig siad go raibh siad croga.

Ach nuair a fuair siad an Iamh in uachtar orthu, thuig
siad cé chomh croga agus a bhi siad.

Thog an Ri Ruairi adharc as a phoca cloca agus shéid
sé é. Bhi sé mar an adharc a bhiodh ag an Ri Brian
chun comhartha anacair a shéideadh.

Ach amhain an uair seo bhi an fhuaim athasach.
Ghlaodh adharc eile amach i gcéin, ag freagairt an
ghlao ceilidrtha.

“Rachaimid go Cuil Raithin agus leanfaimid ar
aghaidh le damhsa oiche lar an tsamhraidh. Is cinnte
go gcaithfidh muid ar ndea-adh a cheilitradh anois,”
a dairt an Ri Ruairi.



King Rory joined Princess Tara on Henry Daly’s
back and the five of them headed back to Magandy’s

Pond to join all the other leprechauns.

When they got there, King Brian and all the
leprechauns were waiting for them. They heard all
about the bravery of Nanny Reilly, Ned Franey, and
Henry Daly.

King Brian stood on a toadstool and then called for

silence.

“May I please have everyone’s attention? I have a
very proud presentation to make to our newfound

friends here.

He took three tiny gold whistles from his cloak.
“Take these whistles and keep them with you at all

times.

Wherever you go in Ireland you can blow on these
whistles, and the leprechaun king of that province
will appear and help you with your wishes. From this
very moment, you are all as magic as any leprechaun

in Ireland.”

Nanny’s face lit up. “We’re magic like leprechauns!”

she said looking at Ned.

“That’s like being your own genie!” replied Ned

“It sure is!” answered Nanny. “Sure, I don’t know

what to wish for. May I think for a minute?”

Chuaigh an Ri Ruairi isteach sa Bhanphrionsa
Teamhrach ar dhroim Henry Daly agus chuaigh an
cligear acu ar ais go Loch Magandy le dul i dteannta
leis na leipreachain eile.

Nuair a fuair siad ann bhi an Ri Brian agus na
leipreachain go léir ag fanacht leo. Chuala siad go
Iéir faoi chrogacht Nanny Reilly, Ned Franey, agus
Henry Daly.

Sheas an Ri Brian ar stol buaf agus ghlaoigh sé ina

thost ansin.

“An féidir liom aird gach duine a tharraingt le do
thoil? Ta cur i lathair an-bhréduail agam le tabhairt

dar gcairde nua anseo.

Thog sé tri feadail oir as a chldca. “Tog na feadoga

seo agus coinnigh leat i gconai iad.

Cibé ait a dtéann ta i nEirinn is féidir leat na
feadOga seo a shéideadh, agus beidh leprechaun ri
na cuige sin le feiceail agus cabhri leat le do
mhianta. On ndiméad seo, ta tl ar fad chomh

draiochtuil le haon leipreachén in Eirinn.”

Aghaidh Nanny lasadh suas. "Ta muid draiochtuil
cosuil le leipreachain!" a duirt si ag féachaint ar Ned.

"Sin cosuil le bheith i do genius féin!" d'fhreagair
Ned

"Is cinnte!" d'threagair Nanny. “Cinnte, nil a fhios
agam cad ba mhaith liom. An féidir liom
smaoineamh ar feadh n6iméid?"



“Take as long as you like,” said King Brian. “Your

wishes will always be there.”

“I wish for another platter of those juicy bones,” said

Henry Daly, licking his lips.

“Done,” said King Brian laughing. A big silver
platter of juicy bones appeared in front of Henry

Daly.

“Holy moley!” said Henry Daly. “I like this wishing
stuff.”

“I wish for a cowboy hat like Nanny Reilly’s!”
wished Ned.

“Done,” said King Brian. A cowboy hat exactly like
Nanny’s appeared on Ned’s head.

“I'like this wishing stuff, too, Henry Daly.” Ned said,

removing his new hat to admire it.

“What about yourself, Lass?” King Brian asked
Nanny Reilly.

“There’s only one wish I want tonight,” said Nanny.

“What is the one wish you would like tonight, Nanny
Reilly?” asked King Brian.

“I wish Bull Cullen would forget what happened and
not be mean anymore,” said Nanny. She surely didn’t
want to run into Bull Cullen again after the events of

tonight.

“Tog chomh fada agus is mian leat,” arsa an Ri Brian.
“Beidh do mhianta ann i gconai.”

“Is mian liom platter eile de na cnamha suiteacha
sin,” a duirt Henry Daly, ag li a bheola.

“Déanta,” arsa an Ri Brian ag gaire. Thainig platter
mor airgid de chnamha simhara os comhair Henry
Daly.

"Moley naofa!" arsa Henry Daly. “Is maith liom an
stuif mianta seo.”

“Is mian liom hata b6 mar hata Nanny Reilly!” mhian
Ned.

“Déanta,” arsa an Ri Brian. Bhi hata b6 b6 direach
cosuil le hata Nanny le feiceail ar cheann Ned.

“Is maith liom an stuif mianta seo freisin, Henry
Daly.” A duirt Ned, ag baint a hata nua a admire é.

“Cad fut féin, a Mhuire?” D'iarr an Ri Brian ar Nanny
Reilly.

“Nil ach mian amhain uaim anocht,” arsa Nanai.

"Cad é an ceann ba mhaith leat anocht, Nanny
Reilly?" d'fhiafraigh an Ri Brian.

“Ba mhian liom go ndéanfadh Bull Cullen dearmad
ar a tharla agus nach mbeadh sé i gceist a thuilleadh,”
a dairt Nanny. Is cinnte nach raibh si ag iarraidh dul
i ngleic le Bull Cullen aris tar éis imeachtai na hoiche
anocht.



“Done,” said King Brian, “and a wise wish it is too.”

“Let’s dance and celebrate!” said Princess Tara.

“Before we dance, there is one more thing I would

like to do,” said King Brian

“What’s that?” asked Princess Tara.

“A fine young cowgirl and a fine young cowboy, with
two fine hats like that, deserve something to go with

them,” answered King Brian.

He clapped his hands three times, and before Nanny

and Ned’s eyes appeared two ponies.

One black, and one white. Nanny chose the white
pony, whose name was Frosty. The black pony,

Bertie, was Ned’s.

“Déanta,” arsa an Ri Brian, “agus toil chrionna é
freisin.”

"Déanaimis rince agus ceilidradh!" arsa an
Bhanphrionsa Teamhrach.

“Sula ndéanaimid rince, ta rud amhain eile ba
mhaith liom a dhéanamh,” arsa an Ri Brian

"Cad é sin?" a d'fhiafraigh Banphrionsa Tara.

“Téa rud éigin tuillte ag cailin bé bred 6g agus
buachaill bo 6g bred, le dhé hata mar sin,” a
d’threagair an Ri Brian.

Bhuail sé a lamha tri huaire, agus roimh shuile
Nanny agus Ned bhi dha chapaillini le feiceail.

Ceann dubh, agus ceann ban. Roghnaigh Nanny an
chapaillini ban, arbh ainm Frosty di. Ba le Ned an
capall dubh, Bertie.






It had rained all day and night the day before, and in
a seaside village, that was the best time to go

beachcombing.

And that was just what Nanny and Ned wanted to do

on this particular day.

Now they had their new ponies to ride, and their
cowboy hats to wear, they could finally go to Raven’s
Point, where all the treasures from all the shipwrecks

Were.

“My brother told me that Long John Silver is buried
at Raven’s Point, and his wooden leg is still floating
in the Atlantic Ocean with his parrot sitting on it,”
said Nanny Reilly as she and Ned rode Bertie and
Frosty down the Bog Road to the beach. Henry Daly
trotted along behind them.

“Maybe the treasure is buried with him,” said Ned.

“My mother said old Mrs. Boyle asked that all her

treasures get buried with her.”

“We can dig up the buried treasure!” said Nanny

excitedly.

“Yeah,” said Ned “Then we can bury it again in a
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different place

“We can bury it behind the coal shed!” said Nanny.
“Nobody but Henry Daly ever goes there.”

Bhi sé ag cur baisti ar feadh an lae agus na hoiche
an 14 roimh r¢é, agus i sraidbhaile cois farraige, b’in
¢ an t-am ab fhearr le dul ag cioradh na tra.

Agus sin direach a bhi Nanny agus Ned ag iarraidh
a dhéanamh ar an 14 airithe seo.

Anois bhi a gcuid capaillini nua le marcaiocht acu,
agus a hatai b6 le caitheamh, d’théadfaidis dul faoi
dheireadh go Pointe na bhFiach, &it a raibh seoda na
longbhriste go Iéir.

“Duirt mo dhearthdir liom go bhfuil Long John
Silver curtha ag Raven’s Point, agus go bhfuil a
chos adhmaid fos ar sndmh san Aigéan Atlantach
agus a parrot ina sui air,” a dairt Nanny Reilly agus
i féin agus Ned ag marcaiocht Bertie agus Frosty
sios Bothar an Phortaigh go dti an tra. Throt Henry
Daly taobh thiar diobh.

“B’fhéidir go bhfuil an taisce curtha leis,” arsa Ned.

"Dairt mo mhathair d'iarr sean-Bhean Uasal Boyle
go gcuirfi a seoda go leir 1éi."

“Is féidir linn an taisce adhlactha a thochailt!” a
duirt Nanny ar bis.

“Sea,” a duirt Ned “Ansin is féidir linn é a
adhlacadh aris in ait eile!”

“Is féidir linn ¢ a adhlacadh taobh thiar den tseid
guail!” arsa Nanny. “Ni théann aon duine ach Henry
Daly ann go deo.”



“Then Henry Daly will be able to guard it for us so
no one will steal it from us!” added Ned as Bertie

moved from a walk to a trot.

Nanny squeezed Frosty to catch up. Both ponies
were trotting side by side at the water’s edge. Henry
Daly picked up the pace too and bounded his way

into the ocean.

He wanted to swim a little. Nanny directed Frosty
into the ocean behind Henry. The water came up to
Frosty’s knees as she raised her legs higher with her

tail in the air.

“Wait for me Nanny Reilly,” said Ned, he asked
Bertie to follow. “This is so much fun. I’'m really

happy to have my pony.”

Ned looked at Nanny with a broad grin on his face.
“I’ll race you to the sand dunes. You can go first

because you and Frosty are girls.”

Nanny didn’t answer Ned, she just grinned back at
him. In an instant she tightened the stampede cord on
her hat, leaned forward, held on to Frosty’s mane and

the reins at the same time.

“Yeah! yelled Nanny. Frosty was on her toes and
ready to oblige. She sprang forward, leaping her

way out of the ocean with her tail still in the air.

This was a lot of fun for Frosty. She sprayed Ned

and Bertie with the ocean water on her way.

“Ansin beidh Henry Daly in ann ¢ a chosaint dainn
mar sin ni ghoidfidh aon duine uainn ¢!” Chuir Ned
leis agus Bertie ag bogadh 6 shiuléid go trot.

Chuir Nanny bru ar Frosty chun teacht suas. Bhi an
da chapaillini ag breacadh taobh le taobh ar imeall
an uisce. Phioc Henry Daly an luas freisin agus
theorainn a bhealach isteach san aigéan.

Bhi sé ag iarraidh sndmh beag. Threoraigh Nanny
Frosty isteach san aigéan taobh thiar de Anrai.
Thainig an t-uisce suas go dti gltiine Frosty agus i
ag ardl a cosa nios airde lena heireaball san aer.

“Fan liom Nanny Reilly,” a dairt Ned, d’iarr sé€ ar
Bertie ¢ a leantiint. “Is moér an spraoi € seo. T4 an-
athas orm mo chapaillini a bheith agam.”

D'fhéach Ned ar Nanny le gréin leathan ar a
aghaidh. “Rachaidh mé go dti na dumhcha thu. Is
féidir leat dul ar dtds mar is cailini ta féin agus
Frosty.”

Nior fhreagair Nanny Ned, rinne si gaire ar ais air.
Ar an toirt theann si an corda stampede ar a hata,
chlaon si ar aghaidh, greim ar mane Frosty agus an
t-aisrian ag an am céanna.

“Sea! yelled Nanny. Frosty a bhi ar a bharraicini
agus réeidh chun iallach. Sprang si ar aghaidh, ag
Iéim a bealach amach as an aigéan agus a heireaball
fés san aer. Bhi sé seo go leor spraoi do Frosty Bhi
Sé seo go leor spraoi do Frosty.

Spraeail si Ned agus Bertie le huisce na farraige ar a
bealach.



Ned wasn’t quite as ready as Bertie for Nanny’s

quick departure.

He lost his seat a little and found himself grabbing
the mane and pulling himself forward to avoid

slipping from Bertie’s back.

He didn’t have any time to tighten the stampede cord
on his hat, so he had to hold his hat down with one

hand and hold the reins with the other.

That’s the last time he suggests that girls go first he
thought to himself.

Nanny and Frosty reached the sand dunes seconds
before Ned and Bertie. Nanny was still wearing her

grin.

“OK,” said Ned, as he dismounted to give his pony a
breather, “you win, but next time we start together.”
Nanny agreed nodding, as she loosened her stampede

cord.

She leaned forward and hugged Frosty’s neck. Then
she slid off her pony’s back, took the reins over her

head and let her rest a while.

Henry quickly swam his way back to the water’s
edge. He shook himself off and rolled in the dry

sand. He loved the beach.

He could see Nanny and Ned sitting in the sand at
the foot of the dunes. Bertie and Frosty stood close

by grazing on tall reeds.

Ni raibh Ned chomh réidh céanna le Bertie
d’imeacht sciobtha Nanny.

Chaill sé beagan a shuiochan agus fuair sé é féin ag
breith ar an mane agus ag tarraingt air féin chun
sleamhnu 6 chal Bhertie a sheachaint.

Ni raibh am ar bith aige an corda stam-pede a bhi ar
a hata a dhéanambh nios doichte, agus mar sin
b’¢éigean do a hata a choinnedil sios le lamh amhain,
agus an t-aisrian a choinneail leis an lamh eile.

Sin an uair dheireanach a mholann sé do chailini dul
ar dtus dar leis féin.

Shroich Nanny agus Frosty na dumhcha soicind
roimh Ned agus Bertie. Bhi Nanny fés ag caitheamh
agrin.

“Ceart go leor,” arsa Ned, agus ¢ ag teacht anuas
chun anal6ir a thabhairt da chapaillini, “buann tua,
ach an chéad uair eile tosndimid le chéile.”
D’aontaigh Nanny go raibh si ag déanamh srén,
agus i ag scaoileadh a corda stampede.

Chlaon si ar aghaidh agus barrdg ar mhuineal
Frosty. Ansin shleamhnaigh si de dhroim a
chapaillini, thdg si an t-aiseanna thar a ceann agus
lig si a scith a ligean tamall.

Shnamh Anrai a bhealach ar ais go dti imeall an
uisce go tapa. Chroith sé é féin agus rolladh sa
ghaineambh tirim. Ba bhred leis an tra.

Chonaic sé Nanai agus Ned ina sui sa ghaineamh ag
bun na ndumhcha.



Henry sniffed his way to Nanny and Ned. “Not too
many rabbits on the beach,” he said, as he shook the

sand from his damp body.

He dug himself an area in the sand where he could

curl up and relax after his swim.

For several minutes, the friends sat and talked about
the buried treasure they were going to find. The

excitement of it all was almost too much to bear.

“Let’s go Nanny Reilly,” said Ned, before somebody
gets there before us.” They both mounted their
ponies and headed off trotting towards Ravens Point.

Henry Daly led the way.

“Look at the footprints in the sand,” said Ned. “Are

they coming out of the water?”

“I think they are!” said Nanny. “Maybe it’s

somebody from a shipwreck.”

“Maybe it’s a pirate!” said Ned “Let’s follow them

and see where they go.”

“I’11 go first,” said Henry Daly.

Nanny Reilly, Ned Franey, and their ponies followed
Henry up the beach to the dunes. The prints went
over the dunes and into the forest. Henry followed

the scent.

Nanny, Ned and their ponies were close behind and

feeling a little nervous.

Sniffed Henry a bhealach chuig Nanny agus Ned.
“Nil an iomarca coinini ar an tra,” a duirt sé, agus ¢
ag crith an gaineamh 6na chorp tais.

Thochail sé ait sa ghaineamh do féin ait a
bhféadfadh sé curl suas agus a scith a ligean tar éis
do a bheith ag snamh.

Ar feadh roinnt néiméad, shuigh na cairde agus
labhair siad faoin taisce adhlactha a bhi siad chun a
fhail. Bhi an sceitimini ar fad beagnach i bhfad r6-
mhor le tabhairt faoi.

"Rachaimid Nanny Reilly," a ddirt Ned, sula
dtagann duine €igin os ar gcomhair." Ghluais siad
beirt ar a gcuid capaillini agus chuaigh siad ag triall
i dtreo Rinn na bhFiach. Henry Daly a bhi i
gceannas ar an mbealach.

“Féach ar na lorga sa ghaineamh,” a duirt Ned. "An
bhfuil siad ag teacht amach as an uisce?"

"Silim go bhfuil siad!" arsa Nanny. “B’fhéidir gur
duine ¢igin as longbhriseadh é.”

"B'fhéidir gur bradach é!" arsa Ned "Leanaimis iad
agus feicimis ca dtéann siad."

“Rachaidh mé i dtosach,” arsa Henry Daly.

Lean Nanny Reilly, Ned Franey, agus a gcuid
capaillini Anrai suas an tra go dti na dumhcha.
Chuaigh na priontai thar na dumhcha agus isteach
sa fhoraois. Lean Henry an boladh.

Bhi Nanny, Ned agus a gcuid capaillini gar taobh
thiar agus ag mothd beagén neirbhiseach.



The rolling sand dunes leveled out, and small pine

trees lined a wide sandy trail.

As they rode further down the sandy trail it narrowed

and became a grass trail. The trees got taller.

Bertie and Frosty snorted. They noticed the change
of scenery and felt tension in Nanny and Ned. Soon

they made their way a little deeper into the forest.

Tall pines surrounded them. Dried twigs littered the
trail, and when the ponies trod on them, they snapped

loudly and the sound carried.

“Do you hear the echo?” asked Ned.

“I do,” Nanny said. “It sounds empty in here. I can’t

hear anything but the twigs breaking.

My brother says that when you can hear an echo, it’s
really the Banshee. Her footsteps make no sound as
she floats around and she repeats whatever you say

into your ear.”

“The Banshee! I heard she only comes out at night,”

Ned said.

“If she comes after us, Bertie and Frosty will carry
us away as fast as lightning, and she’ll never catch

us!”

Henry Daly came running back. “I found a man
behind the trees over there,” he said. “I think he’s

asleep.”

Leathnaigh na dumhcha rollacha amach, agus bhi
rian leathan gainimh ar na crainn ghilise beaga.

Agus iad ag marcaiocht nios faide sios an rian
ghainmheach caolaigh sé agus rinneadh cosan féir.
D'éirigh na crainn nios airde.

Rinne Bertie agus Frosty snort. Thug siad faoi deara
an t-athrd radharcra agus bhraith siad teannas i
Nanny agus Ned. Go gairid rinne siad a mbealach
beagan nios doimhne isteach san fhoraois.

Bhi péine arda timpeallaithe orthu. Chuir craobhdga
triomaithe bruscar ar an rian, agus nuair a bhi na
capaillini ag siul orthu léim siad go glérach agus
d'iompair an fhuaim.

“An gcloiseann ti an macalla?” a d'thiafraigh Ned.

“Déanaim,” a duirt Nanai. “Fuaimeann sé folamh
anseo. Ni féidir liom aon rud a chloisteail ach na
craobhdga ag briseadh.

Deir mo dhearthair nuair is féidir leat macalla a
chloisteail, is é an Banshee i ndairire. Nil aon
fhuaim ag a coiscéimeanna agus i ag sndmh thart
agus cuireann si an méid a déarfa isteach i do chluas
aris.”

“An Bhanshi! Chuala mé nach dtagann si amach
ach san oiche,” a duirt Ned.

“Ma thagann si indr ndiaidh, tabharfaidh Bertie agus
Frosty ar shial muid chombh tapa leis an tintreach,
agus ni ghlacfaidh si go deo sinn!”

Théinig Henry Daly ag rith ar ais. “Fuair mé fear
taobh thiar de na crainn thall ansin,” a duirt sé.
"Silim go bhfuil sé ina chodladh."



“Show us where he is, Henry Daly!” Nanny said.
Nanny and Ned rode behind Henry Daly.

When they got near to where the man lay, they
dismounted, tied Bertie and Frosty to a branch of a

fallen tree and slowly crept to him.

The stranger was sleeping soundly with his head
resting against the trunk of a pine tree. He wore a
brown cap, a thick white woolen sweater, gray

trousers and rubber boots.

“Do you think he’s a pirate?” whispered Ned.

“No I don’t think so.” answered Ned. “Sure pirates
wear a patch over one eye. Maybe he’s a robber and
he came this far into the forest to bury the money he
robbed.”

“Should we wake him up and ask who he is?”” Ned

asked.

“No,” said Nanny, “what if he wakes up and grabs us

and we can’t get away.”

“I’ll growl at him,” said Henry Daly. “If he grabs me

he’ll be a sorry man.”

Henry took a step toward the sleeping man; he
lowered his head and growled. The strange man

didn’t move.

“Growl again, Henry Daly, he didn’t hear you,”

Nanny said.

“Taispeain dainn ca bhfuil s¢, Henry Daly!” A duirt
Nanny. Chuaigh Nanny agus Ned ar chul Henry
Daly.

Nuair a thainig siad i ngar don ait ina raibh an fear
ina lui, thainig siad as a chéile, cheangail siad Bertie
agus Frosty le brainse de chrann tite agus chuaigh
siad go mall chuige.

Bhi an strainséir ina chodladh go suaimhneach agus
a cheann ina lui i gcoinne stoc crann gitise. Chaith
sé caipin donn, geansai tiubh olla ban, briste liath
agus buataisi rubair.

"An ddigh leat gur bradach é?" dairt Ned.

“Ni doigh liom.” d'fhreagair Ned. “Cinnte caitheann
foghlaithe mara paiste thar aon tsuil amhain.
B’théidir gur robalai ¢ agus gur thainig sé chomh
fada seo isteach san fhoraois chun an t-airgead a
ghoid sé a adhlacadh.”

“Ar cheart dlinn ¢ a dhuiseacht agus a thiafrai cé hé
féin?” D'iarr Ned.

“Ni hea,” arsa Nanai, “cad ma dhtisionn sé agus go
mbuaileann sé sinn agus nach dtig linn imeacht.”

“Beidh mé ag gol leis,” arsa Henry Daly. "Ma rug
sé orm beidh sé ina fhear bron."

Henry ghlac céim 1 dtreo an fear codlata; d’isligh sé
a cheann agus chrom sé. Nior bhog an fear aisteach.

“Fas aris, Henry Daly, nior chuala sé thu,” a duirt
Nanny.



Henry took another step forward. His nose was now
six inches from the stranger’s nose. He growled

again. This time his growls were deeper and longer.

The stranger opened his eyes. He saw Henry’s stern
eyes, long nose and sharp teeth, “I knew it,” he

mumbled, and then he passed out again.

“I think you scared the life out of him Henry Daly,”
said Ned.

Henry realized his growling was too severe. He took
a few steps back and began barking at the stranger

and wagging his tail.

Once again, the stranger opened his eyes. Nanny,
Ned and Henry Daly stood rigid and stared at him in

silence.
The stranger stared back. His eyes shifted from
Henry, to Ned, and then to Nanny. “Who are you?”

he asked.

“My name is Nanny Reilly,” replied Nanny, as she
and Ned took a single step back.

“Thank God,” the man said relieved. “My name is

Fran O’Toole. If I'm here talking to Nanny Reilly,

that means I’m still alive, and she didn’t get me.”

“Who didn’t get you?” asked Nanny.

“The Banshee!” said Fran.

Thog Henry céim eile chun tosaigh. Bhi a shron sé
orlach anois ¢ shron an strainséir. D'fhas se aris. An
uair seo bhi a fhasann nios doimhne agus nios faide.

D'oscail an strainséir a shuile. Chonaic sé suile
géara Henry, sron fada agus fiacla géara, "Bhi a
fhios agam é," ar s¢ mumbled, agus ansin rith sé
amach aris.

“Silim go raibh eagla ort ar an saol uaidh Henry
Daly,” a duirt Ned.

Thuig Anrai go raibh a ghortt r6-dhian. Thog sé
cupla céim ar ais agus thosaigh sé ag tafann ar an
strainséir agus wagging a eireaball.

Aris eile, d'oscail an strainséir a shuile. Sheas
Nanny, Ned agus Henry Daly docht agus d’théach
siad air ina dtost.

Stan an strainséir siar. Daistrigh a shuile 6 Henry,
go Ned, agus ansin go Nanny. "Cé hé tusa?" d'iarr
Sé.

“Nanny Reilly is ainm dom,” a d’threagair Nanny,
mar ghlac si féin agus Ned céim amhain siar.

“Buiochas le Dia,” a duirt an fear le faoiseambh.
“Fran O’Toole is ainm dom. M4 td mé anseo ag
caint le Nanny Reilly, ciallaionn sé sin go bhfuil mé
fos beo, agus ni bhfuair si me."

“Cé¢ nach bhfuair t0?” a d'fhiafraigh Nanny.

"An Bhansi!" arsa Fran.



“The Banshee!” exclaimed Ned. “Is the Banshee here

in the forest? If she is, I want to go home.”

“I don’t know if she’s here. All I know is we were
out fishing when a storm came up, and a mighty wave

turned our fishing boat over.

Mike and I were trying to keep our heads above water
when I heard a howl like I’d never heard before.”

b

“Let’s get out of here,” said Nanny tightening her

stampede cord on her cowboy hat.

She quickly turned and made her way towards Frosty
who was gorging on the fresh green grass around the

fallen pine tree she and Bertie were tethered to.

Ned tightened the stampede cord on his hat too. This

meant they were planning to ride like the wind.

“You can ride my pony, and I’ll ride with Ned,” A
frightened Nanny told Fran O’Toole.

“We can’t go yet,” said Fran. “We have to look for
my friend Mike Donovan. | saw the Banshee lift him
up out of the water, and she was laughing like mad at

me.

She said, “don’t go anywhere, I’ll be back for you!”

Then, she took him off in this direction.”

“I’m scared,” said Ned. “Can we go?”

“If you two want to go, don’t let me stop you.” Fran
said.

"An Bhansi!" exclaimed Ned. “An bhfuil an
Banshee anseo san fhoraois? Ma t4, ba mhaith liom
dul abhaile.”

“Nil a thios agam an bhfuil si anseo. Nil a thios
agam go raibh muid amuigh ag iascach nuair a
thainig stoirm anios, agus gur iompaigh tonn
iontach ar mbad iascaigh.

Bhi Mike agus meé féin ag iarraidh ar gcinn a
choinneail os cionn an uisce nuair a chuala mé
caoineadh mar nar chuala mé riamh cheana.”

“Rachaimid amach as seo,” arsa Nanai agus i ag
teannadh a corda stampailte ar a hata buachaill bo.

Chas si go tapa agus rinne si a bealach i dtreo
Frosty a bhi ag gorging ar an bhféar glas dr thart ar
an gcrann giuise tite a raibh si féin agus Bertie
ceangailte leis.

Theann Ned an corda stampede ar a hata freisin.
Chiallaigh sé seo go raibh siad ag beart marcaiocht
ar nés na gaoithe.

“Is féidir leat mo chapaillini a mharcaiocht, agus
marcoidh mé le Ned,” a duirt Nanny scanraithe le
Fran O’Toole.

“Ni féidir linn dul go f6ill,” arsa Fran. “Caithfidh
muid mo chara Mike Donovan a chuardach.
Chonaic mé an Banshee ag togail anios as an uisce
¢, agus bhi si ag gaire ar mire orm.

Duirt si. ‘Na téigh ait ar bith, beidh m¢ ar ais
chugat!” Ansin thog si amach sa treo seo €.”
“Ta faitios orm,” arsa Ned. "An féidir linn dul?"

“Mas mian leat beirt dul, na bac liom th(.” arsa
Fran.



“I have to find Mike before I go anywhere. There’s
no time to go looking for help. It could take hours for

anyone to get here.”

“I know who can help!” exclaimed Nanny. “King

Brian!”

“Yeah!” cried Ned. “King Brian can help!”

“King Brian, who’s that?” Fran asked.

“He’s the king of all the leprechauns of all
Coolrainy,” said Nanny. “If [ blow my whistle, he’ll
show up and give me a wish.” Nanny pulled her new

gold whistle from the pocket of her blue jeans.

“I don’t have time for your jokes right now,” Fran
said angrily. “Go home, the pair of you, and leave me

alone. I’ll find Mike without you.”

Fran got to his feet and dusted the pine needles off
his trousers. “Whoever heard of such a ridiculous

thing? King Brian my eye,” he added.

“It’s true!” Ned said in Nanny’s defense. “He gave
me this cowboy hat, and he gave Henry Daly some

juicy bones.”

“He gave us our ponies, and then he made Henry
Daly talk,” added Nanny, hoping she sounded

convincing to poor Fran.

She could imagine how her story sounded to anyone,
and especially to someone who’d been attacked by

the Banshee.

“Caithfidh mé Mike a aimsit sula rachainn ait ar
bith. Nil aon am le dul ag lorg cabhrach.
D’fhéadfadh go dtogfadh s¢ uaireanta ar aon duine
teacht anseo.”

“Ta a thios agam cé at4 in ann cabhru!” exclaimed
Nanny. “Ri Brian!”

"Seal" adeir Ned. “Is féidir leis an Ri Brian cabhru

"’

leat

“A Ri Brian, cé hé sin?” D'iarr Fran.
b

“Ta sé ina ri ar na leipreachain go 1éir 1 gCuil
Raithin,” arsa Nanai. “M4 shéidim mo fheadég,
taispednfaidh sé suas agus tabharfaidh sé mian
dom.” Tharraing Nanny a fheadog nua oOir as poca a
jeans gorm.

“Nil am agam do chuid scéalta grinn faoi lathair,” a
duirt Fran go feargach. “Imigh leat abhaile, a bheirt,
agus fag mé i m’aonar. Gheobhaidh mé Mike gan
tl]."

Thainig Fran ar a chosa agus dhirigh sé na snathaidi
péine as a briste. “Cé hé a chuala tracht ar rud
chombh ridicitil? A Ri Brian mo shuil,” ar sé.

"Ta sé fior!" Duirt Ned i gcosaint Nanny. “Thug sé
an hata b6 seo dom, agus thug sé cnamha suiteacha
do Henry Daly.”

“Thug sé ar gcapaillini dainn, agus ansin thug sé ar
Henry Daly labhairt,” a dairt Nanny, agus ¢ ag suil
go raibh si diongbhailte do Fran bocht.

D’fthéadfadh si a shamhli conas a d’thuascail a
scéal do dhuine ar bith, agus go héirithe do dhuine
ar d’ionsaigh an Banshee.



“Who’s Henry Daly?” Fran asked.

“My dog,” said Nanny.

“That’s it. ’'ve heard enough!” Fran said angrily as
he straightened his hat. “The two of you get up on
your magic ponies and take your talking dog with

2

you.

He shook his fist at them and said, “Get out of here,
the pair of you, and don’t say another word.” Fran
O’Toole marched off, leaving Nanny and Ned

speechless.

“He doesn’t believe us!” Ned said, his freckles were
standing out on his pale face, so Nanny knew he was

as shocked as she was. “Why doesn’t he believe us?”

“I'don’tknow,” answered Nanny. “I’m going to blow

my whistle for King Brian.”

With that, Nanny blew hard on her whistle, but no
noise came from it. “What’s wrong with this thing?”

asked Nanny “It didn’t make any noise.”

“I’ll blow my whistle,” said Ned “Maybe yours is
broken.” Ned pulled his from his pocket and blew it
as hard as he could. No noise came from it. “What’s

wrong with mine?”” pouted Ned. “It doesn’t work!”

“I’ll blow mine,” said Henry Daly. He lowered his
head to grab the whistle hanging from his collar and
blew as hard as he could. Not a sound came from his

whistle either.

"Cé hé Henry Daly?" D'iarr Fran.

“Mo mhadra,” arsa Nanai.

“Sin é. Ta mo dhoéthain cloiste agam!" Duirt Fran
go feargach agus é ag diriu a hata. “Eirionn an
bheirt agaibh ar do chapaillini draiochta agus
togann siad do mhadra cainte leat.”

Chroith sé a dhorn orthu agus duirt, "Imigh amach
as seo, a bheirt, agus na habair focal eile." D’¢éirigh
Fran O’Toole amach, ag fagail Nanny agus Ned gan
chaint.

"Ni chreideann sé sinn!" A duirt Ned, bhi a freckles
seasamh amach ar a aghaidh pale, mar sin bhi a
fhios Nanny go raibh sé chomh ionadh mar a bhi si.
“Cén fath nach gcreideann sé sinn?”

“Nil a thios agam,” a d’fhreagair Nanai. "Ta mé
chun mo fheaddg a shéideadh ar son Ri Brian."

Leis sin, shéid Nanny go dian ar a fheaddg, ach nior
thainig aon torann uaidh. “Cad até cearr leis an rud
se0?” a d’thiafraigh Nanny “Ni dhearna sé aon
torann.”

"Séidfidh mé mo fheaddg," arsa Ned, "b'fhéidir go
bhfuil do cheann-sa briste." Tharraing Ned a phéca
as a phdca agus shéid sé chomh crua agus a
d'théadfadh sé. Nior thdinig aon torann uaidh. “Cad
ata cearr liomsa?” pouted Ned. “Ni oibrionn s¢!”

“Séidfidh mé mo cheann,” arsa Henry Daly.
D’isligh sé a cheann chun greim a thail ar an
bhfeaddg a bhi ar crochadh 6na choiléar agus shéid
s¢ chomh crua agus a d’théadfadh sé. Nior théinig
fuaim ona fheadog ach an oiread.



“What’s wrong with our whistles?” asked Nanny
with her hand on her hip, “I hope King Brian didn’t

trick us again.”

“Indeed I didn’t trick you,” a voice said. “My ears
are still ringing out of my skull you blew those

whistles so hard.”

It was King Brian. He was sitting on the branch of
the tree above their heads with his hands over his
ears. “Your pipes are working loud and clear,” he

said.

“King Brian!” yelled Nanny, Ned and Henry Daly
together. They were delighted to see him.

Bertie and Frosty neighed in unison, they tossed their
heads and pawed the ground. They too were happy

to see King Brian.

“Sure we thought the whistles were broken because

we couldn’t hear the sound of them,” said Ned.

“The Leprechaun Kings are the only ones who can
hear them,” answered King Brian, “and I wouldn’t
be a bit surprised if every leprechaun King in Ireland

showed up.

I’'m sure their ears are in the same state as
mine, but I’ll forgive you this time,” he laughed.
“What can I do for Nanny Reilly, Ned Franey and
Henry Daly today?”

"Cad até cearr lenar bhfeaddga?" a d'fhiafraigh
Nanny agus a lamh ar a croméan, "Ta suil agam nach

ndearna an Ri Brian feall orainn aris."

“Go deimhin ni dhearna mé feall ort,” adeir guth.
"Ta mo chluasa fés ag bualadh as mo cloigeann a
shéid ta na feadoga sin chomh crua.”

Ri Brian a bhi ann. Bhi sé ina shui ar bhrainse an
chrainn os cionn a gceann agus a ldmha thar a
chluasa. “Ta do phiopai ag obair go hard agus go
soiléir,” a duirt sé.

“Ri Brian!” yelled Nanny, Ned agus Henry Daly le
chéile. Bhi athas an domhain orthu é a fheiceail.

Chuaigh Bertie agus Frosty i gcomharbacht ar a
chéile, chaith siad a gcinn agus phaigh siad an
talamh. Bhi &thas orthu freisin an Ri Brian a
fheiceéil.

“Cinnte cheapamar go raibh na feadoga briste mar
ni raibh muid in ann an fhuaim a chloisteail,” a duirt
Ned.

“Is iad Rithe na Leipreachan amhain a chloisfidh
siad,” d'threagair an Ri Brian, “agus ni chuirfeadh
sé aon iongnadh orm da dtaispeanfadh gach Ri
leipreachain i nEirinn iad.

Ta meé cinnte go bhfuil a gcluasa sa riocht céanna
liomsa, ach maithfidh mé duit an uair seo,” a duirt
s¢ ag gaire. “Cad is féidir liom a dhéanamh do
Nanny Reilly, Ned Franey agus Henry Daly inniu?”



“King Brian,” said Nanny, “We told Fran O’Toole
you gave us Bertie and Frosty and he told us to go
home because he had no time for jokes, he had to

save Mike Donovan from the Banshee.

“The Banshee?” replied King Brian. “Save Mike

Donovan?”

King Brian jumped from the branch to the ground,

looking as if he were flying.

“It sounds to me like someone is in trouble,” he said
as he landed. Maybe even on the way to the
Banshee’s Cradle. Tell me what happened from the

very beginning.”

Nanny, Ned and Henry Daly told King Brian all
about the footprints in the sand. How they and
followed them deep into the forest and found an

exhausted Fran O’Toole.

“We told Fran O’Toole you could help him find his
friend Mike Donovan,” said Ned removing his

cowboy hat and scratching his head in confusion.

“Then he asked us who King Brian was,” interrupted
Nanny, “and we said you were king of the

leprechauns of Coolrainy.”

Nanny was so disappointed. She was finding it hard
to believe that Fran O’Toole was mad at them and
had rejected their offer of King Brian’s help when he

really needed it.

“A Ri Brian,” arsa Nanai, “Duirt muid le Fran
O’Toole gur thug ti Bertie agus Frosty duinn agus
duirt sé linn dul abhaile mar nach raibh am aige le
haghaidh magadh, bhi air Mike Donovan a shabhail
6n mBanshee.

"An Bhansi?" d'fhreagair an Ri Brian. "Sabhail
Mike Donovan?"

Léim an Ri Brian 6n gcraobh go talamh, ag
féachaint amhail is d& mbeadh sé ag eitilt.

“Is cosuil go bhfuil duine éigin i dtriobléid,” a duirt
s¢ agus ¢ ag teacht 1 dtir. B’fhéidir fia ar an
mbealach go Cradle na Banshee. Inis dom cad a
tharla on tds.”

D'inis Nanny, Ned agus Henry Daly gach rud don
Ri Brian faoi na lorga sa ghaineamh. Mar a lean
siad go domhain isteach san fhoraois iad agus fuair
siad Fran O’Toole traochta.

“Dirt muid le Fran O’Toole go bhfé¢adfa cabhra
leis a chara Mike Donovan a aimsia,” a duirt Ned
ag baint a hata b6 agus ag scriobadh a chinn le
mearbhall.

“Ansan d’thiafraigh sé dinn cérbh ¢ an Ri Brian,”
arsa Nanai, “agus duirt muid go raibh t i do ri ar
leipreachain Chuil Raithin.”

Bhi dioma ar Nanny. Ba dheacair di a chreididint go
raibh Fran O’Toole ar buile leo, agus dhiultaigh si
da dtairiscint canamh Ri Brian nuair a bhi sé ag
teastail go geéar.



“Well now lass,” said King Brian shrugging his

soldiers in the same disbelief as Nanny and Ned.

“Not everybody believes in leprechauns.”

“What will we do about Fran O’Toole?” asked Ned.

“We may forget about Fran O’Toole for now,” said
King Brian. “We need to find the Banshee’s Cradle
and save Mike Donovan, and we don’t have much

time.”

“We need to find the Banshee’s Cradle!” said Nanny,

her voice beginning to tremble.

Ned’s face turned white, even his freckles paled, he

tried to speak but he couldn’t.

“Aye lass, I'm sorry to say this,” answered King
Brian, “but we’re the only ones who can save Mike

Donovan now.”

Nanny and Ned reluctantly agreed. Henry Daly was

anxious to get started.

“I’'m ready to go,” said Henry Daly.

“I suppose we are too then,” answered Nanny. She
acknowledged a simple Nod from Ned as he took a
deep breath.

“I suppose we are,” he said.

“King Brian, Fran O’Toole told us to get up on our

magic ponies. Are our pony’s magic?” Nanny asked.

“Bhuel anois, a chailin,” arsa an Ri Brian agus ¢ ag
sileadh a shaighditiri sa mhichreideamh céanna le
hAini agus Ned.

"Ni chreideann gach duine i leipreachain."

“Cad a dhéanfaimid faoi Fran O’Toole?” a
d'fhiafraigh Ned.

“B’fhéidir go ndéanfaimid dearmad ar Fhran
O’Toole faoi lathair,” arsa an Ri Brian. “Ni mor
duinn Cradle na Banshee a aimsit agus Mike
Donovan a shabhail, agus nil mérdn ama againn.”

“Caithfidh muid Cliabhan na Banshee a aimsia!”
arsa Nanny, a guth ag tosu ar chrith.

D’iompaigh aghaidh Ned ban, fiu a chuid freckles
pail, rinne sé iarracht labhairt ach ni raibh sé in ann.

“A Shéamais, a Chailin, is oth liom é seo ara,”
d’threagair an Ri Brian, “ach is sinne amhain ata in
ann Mike Donovan a shabhail anois.”

D’aontaigh Nanny agus Ned go drogallach. Bhi
fonn ar Henry Daly tosd.

“Ta mé réidh le dul,” a duairt Henry Daly.

“Is docha go bhfuilimidne freisin,” d'threagair
Nanny. D'admhaigh si Nod simpli 6 Ned mar thog
sé anail dhombhain.

“Is docha go bhfuilimid,” ar seisean.

“D’inis an Ri Brian, Fran O’Toole duinn éiri ar ar
gcapaillini draiochta. An bhfuil ar gcapaillini
draiochta?" D'iarr Nanny.



“Only if you want them to be magic ponies,” replied

King Brian with a twinkle in his eye.

He reached into his cloak and took out a little green
notebook. He flicked through the pages and stopped

at one.

“Let me see now, in my book, Nanny Reilly, Ned
Franey and Henry Daly each have a gold whistle, and
anyone who has a leprechaun’s gold whistle is as

magic as a leprechaun himself.”

He looked up from the notebook. “Or herself, as the

case may be.”

“May I wish for Frosty to be a magic pony then?”
Nanny asked.

“And may I wish for Bertie to be a magic pony too?
added Ned.

“You may,” King Brian said, he knew both Nanny
and Ned were not aware of the magic power they
really had. It was going to take a little getting used

to.

He put his little green notebook back in his cloak
pocket, folded his arms giving them the opportunity

to realize their newfound powers.

“You may wish for whatever you like, and you don’t
need me to grant your wishes. You can grant them to

yourselves with a snap of your fingers.”

“Déa mba mhaith leat gur capaillini draiochta iad,” a
d'fhreagair an Ri Brian agus é ina shuil.

Shin sé isteach ina chldca agus thog amach leabhar
notai beag glas. Chas sé tri na leathanaigh agus stad
sé ag ceann amhain.

“Lig dom a fheiceail anois, i mo leabhar, ta feadog
6ir ag Nanny Reilly, Ned Franey agus Henry Daly
an duine, agus ta feaddg 6ir aon duine a bhfuil

feadog o6ir leipreachan aige chomh draiochtuil leis

an leipreachan féin.”

D'fhéach sé suas as an leabhar nétai. "No i féin, de

réir mar a bheidh."

“An bhfuil fonn orm go mbeadh Frosty ina

chapaillini draiochta mar sin?” D'iarr Nanny.

“Agus an bhfuil fonn orm go mbeadh Bertie ina

chapaillini draiochta freisin? chuir Ned.

“Is féidir leat,” a duirt an Ri Brian, bhi a fhios aige
nach raibh Nanny agus Ned ar an eolas faoin
chumhacht draiochta a bhi acu i ndairire. Bhi sé ag
dul a ghlacadh beagan dul i dtaithi ar.

Chuir sé a leabhar notai beag glas ar ais ina phoca
cléca, fillte a lamha a thabhairt deis déibh a
chumhachtai nua a bhaint amach.

“B’fhéidir gur mhaith leat pé rud is mian leat, agus
ni ga duit mise chun do mhianta a thabhairt. Is féidir
leat iad a dheonu duit féin le 1¢éim de do mhéara”



Nanny and Ned glanced at each other. Nanny made
sure her stampede cord was tight. Ned put his

cowboy hat back on and tightened his stampede cord.

“Wish with me Ned,” Nanny said as she reached for
Ned’s hand. “Let’s say our wish together.”

Nanny Reilly and Ned Franey shut their eyes as tight
as they could and said in unison, “I wish Bertie and

Frosty were magic ponies.”

Fora moment after their wish, they continued to keep
their eyes closed. They both had a firm grip on each
other’s hand.

“It’s alright,” chuckled King Brian, you can open

your eyes now.
They opened their eyes and looked over at Bertie and
Frosty. Both ponies had returned to grazing the long

grass again.

“They don’t look any different,” said Nanny
doubting both her and Ned’s magic powers.

“Is Bertie a magic pony now?” asked Ned when he

opened his eyes.

“He surely is,” answered King Brian smiling.

“And is Frosty a magic pony too?”” asked Nanny.

“Indeed she is Lass,” said King Brian. “Now Bertie

and Frosty are magic ponies just like the leprechaun

ponies.

Bhreathnaigh Nanny agus Ned ar a chéile. Chinn
Nanny go raibh a corda stampailte daingean. Chuir
Ned a hata b6 ar ais air agus theann sé a chorda
stampailte.

“Is mian liom Ned,” a dtirt Nanny agus i ag gabhail
do Iamh Ned. “Deirimis ar mian le chéile.”

Dhdn Nanny Reilly agus Ned Franey a stile chomh
teann agus a d’théadfaidis agus duirt in Unison, “Is
mian liom gur capaillini draiochta iad Bertie agus
Frosty.”

Ar feadh n6iméad tar éis a mian, lean siad ar a suile
a choinnedil dunta. Bhi greim daingean ag an mbeirt
ar laimh a cheile.

“Ta go leor,” arsa an Ri Brian, is féidir leat do
shuile a oscailt anois.

D'oscail siad a suile agus d'fhéach siad anonn ar
Bertie agus Frosty. Bhi an da chapaillini tar éis
filleadh ar féarach fada aris.

“Ni cuma difritil ar bith orthu,” a dairt Nanny agus
i in amhras faoi chumhachtai draiochta Ned agus i
fein.

“An capall draiochta ¢ Bertie anois?” a d'thiafraigh
Ned nuair a d'oscail sé a shuile.

“Is cinnte,” a d’threagair an Ri Brian ag gaire.

“Agus an capall draiochta ¢ Frosty freisin?” a
d'fhiafraigh Nanny.

“Go deimhin is Lass 1,” arsa an Ri Brian. “Anois is
capaillini draiochta iad Bertie agus Frosty direach
cosuil leis na capaillini leipreachan.



They can jump over anything and run faster than the

wind.”

“Can Bertie and Frosty fly?” asked Ned.

“They surely can,” answered King Brian. “They can

fly over the moon if you ask them to.”

“I want to be magic, too!” said Henry Daly. “I wish

I was a magic dog who can fly.”

“And indeed you shall fly Henry Daly,” answered
King Brian.

Even though Henry had just given himself flying
powers by his words, King Brian wanted to show off
and demonstrate the grandiose way of granting

wishes.

He reached into his cloak one more time and took out
his shillelagh. He placed it in front of Henry Daly’s
nose and waved it like a magic wand. Henry stood to

attention as King Brian said the words,

“May Henry Daly’s wish come true,
May he fly o’er the ocean blue.
May his good nose be keen and able,

To fly us to the Banshee’s Cradle.”

Henry felt magical. He stood himself taller and stuck
his chest out. At that very moment he knew he could
fly.

Is féidir leo 1éim thar rud ar bith agus rith nios tapula na
an ghaoth.”

“An féidir le Bertie agus Frosty eitilt?”” a d'thiafraigh
Ned.

“Is cinnte go bhféadfaidis,” d’threagair an Ri Brian. “Is
féidir leo eitilt os cionn na gealai ma iarrann ta orthu.”

"Ba mhaith liom a bheith draiochta freisin!" arsa Henry
Daly. “Ba mhaith liom a bheith i mo mhadra draiochta
atd in ann eitilt.”

“Agus go deimhin eitleoidh t Henry Daly,” d'fhreagair
an Ri Brian.

Cé go raibh Anrai direach tar éis cumhachtai eitilte a
thabhairt do féin trina chuid focal, bhi an Ri Brian ag
iarraidh an bealach iontach le mianta a dheont a

thaispedint agus a léiriu.

Shin sé isteach ina chléca aris eile agus thog amach a

scilling. Chuir sé os comhair shron Henry Daly é agus
chrom sé mar shlat draiochta. Sheas Anrai faoi mar a

duirt an Ri Brian na focail,

“Go bhfiorofar mian Henry Daly,
Go n-eitilt sé thar an aigéan gorm.
Go mbeadh a shron maith fonnmhar cumasach,

Chun sinn a eitilt go Cliabhan na Banshee.”

Bhraith Henry draiochta. Sheas sé é féin nios airde agus
bhfostl a cofra amach. Ag an néiméad sin bhi a fhios

aige go bhféadfadh sé eitilt.



“Are we all magic now King Brian?” asked Nanny

Reilly.

“Every last one of us Lass,” answered King Brian,

“but we must hurry, we haven’t a moment to loose.

“Up on your ponies now, Nanny Reilly and Ned
Franey, and hold on tight,”

King Brian put his shillelagh back in his cloak. He
bent his legs at the knees and sprang himself up on

Henry’ back.“This is where the real magic begins.”

Nanny and Ned quickly untied Bertie and Frosty and

jumped on their backs.

“Are you scared Nanny?” asked Ned.

“Yes,  am Ned,” replied Nanny, “but who’s going to
save Mike Donovan if we don’t.” They both checked

their stampede cords and took a deep breath.

King Brian yelled out, “Up up, and away, Henry
Daly! Take me to the Banshee’s Cradle!”

Nanny shouted, “Up up, and away, Frosty! Take me

to the Banshee’s Cradle!”

“Up up, and away, Bertie!” Yelled Ned. “Take me to
the Banshee’s Cradle!”

“An bhfuil draiocht againn go I€ir anois a Ri
Brian?” a d'thiafraigh Nanny Reilly.

“QGach fear deiridh againn, a Mhuire,” d'threagair an
Ri Brian, “ach caithfimid deifir a dhéanamh, nil
noiméad le scaoileadh againn.

“Suas ar do chapaillini anois, a Nanny Reilly agus
Ned Franey, agus fan go docht,”

Chuir an Ri Brian a scilling ar ais ina bhrat. Chrom
sé a chosa ar a ghldine agus chrom sé é féin suas ar
dhroim Anrai. "Is é seo an it a dtosaionn an
draiocht fior."

Cheangail Nanny agus Ned Bertie agus Frosty go
tapa agus léim siad ar a ndroim.

"An bhfuil eagla ort Nanny?" a d'fhiafraigh Ned.

“Sea, is mise Ned,” a d’fhreagair Nanny, “ach c¢ ata
chun Mike Donovan a shabhail mura ndéanaimid
¢.” Sheiceail an bheirt acu a gcuid cordai stampede
agus ghlac siad anail dhomhain.

Arsa an Ri Brian amach, “Suas suas, agus as, Henry

Daly! Tog go Cliabhan na Banshee mé!"

Scairt Nanny, "Suas suas, agus ar shiul, Frosty! Tég
go Cliabhan na Banshee mé!"

"Suas suas, agus ar shiul, Bertie!" Yelled Ned. "Tog
go Cliabhan na Banshee mé!"



Henry Daly with King Brian on his back led the way
to the Banshee’s Cradle. Nanny and Ned held on to
Bertie and Frosty for dear life as they left the forest
behind them.

Their ponies leaped forward and cantered up in the

air. The tall pines below got smaller and smaller.

They soared high in the sky and they could see the
entire coastline, the forestry, and their village,

Coolrainy.

Nanny and Ned’s eyes and mouth were wide open
with delight. This was more exhilarating than the

chair-o-plane ride at the carnival.

Bertie and Frosty’s manes and tails blew in the wind,
as did King Brian’s cloak. Henry Daly’s mouth was
slightly open with a big bright smile on his face.

Soon the coastline and their village faded in the back-
ground as they made their descent into the heart of

the forest.

Henry and the ponies landed near the entrance of
the Banshee’s Cradle. They took in the scene before

them.

Nanny trembled her eyes widening and her knees

weakening. Heavy gray clouds darkened the sky.

Threoraigh Henry Daly agus an Ri Brian ar a
dhroim an bealach go Cradle na Banshee. Lean
Nanny agus Ned ar Bertie agus Frosty ar feadh a
saoil daor agus iad ag fagail na foraoise ina ndiaidh.

Léim a gcuid capaillini ar aghaidh agus chuaigh
siad suas san aer. D'éirigh na péine arda thios nios
10 agus nios 0.

D’¢irigh siad go hard sa spéir agus chonaic siad an
césta ar fad, an fhoraoiseacht, agus a sraidbhaile,
Cuil Raithin.

Bhi stile agus béal Nanny agus Ned oscailte go
leathan le hathas. Bhi sé seo nios exhilarating na an
turas cathaoir-o-eitlean ag an charnabhail.

Shéid manai agus eireabaill Bertie is Frosty sa
ghaoth, mar a rinne cl6ca Ri Brian. Bhi béal Henry
Daly beagainin oscailte le meangadh mor geal ar a
aghaidh.

Go gairid thainig laghdu ar an gcdsta agus ar a
sraidbhaile sa chdlra agus iad ag teacht isteach i
gcroilar na foraoise.

Thuirling Anrai agus na capaillini in aice leis an
mbealach isteach go Cradle na Banshee. Thug siad

isteach an radharc os a gcomhair.

Chrith Nanny a stile ag leathnt agus a gluine ag

lagu. Dorchaigh scamaill liatha an spéir.



A tall wall made of skulls draped in cobwebs stared
back at them. The main gates were made of

thighbones.

Through the gates, they could see a path that wound
its way through dead trees. Cobwebs were

everywhere.

At the gate sat two skeletons playing cards. They
were dressed in old torn uniforms and referring to
each other as ‘skeleguard.” They argued about who
had won the pot, which was a jumble of old teeth.

At the skeleguards’ feet, two angry looking black
dogs wearing spiked collars gnawed on large, blood-

covered bones.

Nanny was frightened, and she bet Ned was, too. She
and Ned had a daunting task ahead of them, rescuing

Mike Donovan from the Banshee’s Cradle.

She wasn’t sure that even they, the bravest children
in Ireland, were equal to it. They needed to get past
the skeleguards at the gate and Nanny Reilly knew

just how to do that.

She didn’t have a shillelagh, but she could snap her

fingers.

“May the attention be on the bones and cards,
and may we walk past these skeleguards.
May the gates swing open and let us through,

and may we find our very next clue.”

Stan balla arda déanta de skulls agus iad in
eangacha na ndreacha siar orthu. Rinneadh na
priomh-gheata de chnamha ceathar.

Trid na geatai, d'fhéadfaidis cosan a fheiceail a
chuaigh tri chrainn marbha. Bhi cobwebs i ngach
ait.

Ag an ngeata shuigh beirt chnamharlach ag imirt
cartai. Bhi siad gléasta i sean-éide stroicthe agus ag
tagairt d4 chéile mar ‘skeleguard.” Bhi siad ag
argoint faoi cé a bhuaigh an pota, a bhi ina smutan
de sheanfhiacla.

Ag cosa na gcnamharlach, bhi dha mhadra dhubha
feargacha agus iad ag caitheamh coiléar spiked
gnawed ar chnamha mora fola-cludaithe.

Bhi eagla ar Nanny, agus chuir si geall go raibh
Ned, freisin. Bhi tasc scanruil aici féin agus ag Ned,
ag tarrthail Mike Donovan 6 Chliabhan na Banshee.

Ni raibh si cinnte go raibh siad féin, na leanai is
croga in Eirinn, ar chomhchéim leis. B’éigean doibh
dul thar na cnamharlaigh ag an ngeata agus bhi a
fhios ag Nanny Reilly conas € sin a dhéanamh.

Ni raibh scilling aici, ach thiocfadh 1éi a méar a
bhualadh.

“Biodh an aird ar na cnamha agus ar na cartai,
agus go sidilfimid thar na cnamharlaigh seo.
Go n-osclédh na geatai agus go ligigi isteach sinn,

agus go bhfaighidh muid ar gcéad leid eile.”



Nanny snapped her fingers, and sure enough the bony

gates slowly squeaked their way open.

“Good Lass Nanny Reilly,” smiled King Brian, “you

have it now.

Nanny and Ned looked at each other. They didn’t say
anything. But their facial expressions said it all. They

really were magic.

“Let’s go, my friends,” chuckled King Brian, The

Banshee’s Cradle awaits.”

They walked through the main gates without the

skeleguards even looking in their direction.

The skeleguards continued to play their card game
and argue. The dogs never took their eyes or their

teeth off their bones.

The winding pathway took them to a crossroads

where a signpost made of bones stood.

The sign pointing to the east said, “New Arrivals,”
the sign to the west said, “Departures,” and the sign

to the north said, “Dreary Castle.”

“Which way will we go?” Nanny asked. At that, the
New Arrivals sign fell off the signpost and pointed to

the east.

“It seems to me,” said King Brian laughing, “that
sign is our very next clue and surely telling us which
direction Mike Donovan is. This is the way, my

friends. We’re getting closer.”

Ghearr Nanny a méar, agus cinnte go leor d'oscail na
geatai cndmhacha go mall a mbealach oscailte.

“Maith A Mhuire Mhic Reilly,” adeir an Ri Brian,
“ta sé agat anois.

D’fthéach Nanny agus Ned ar a chéile. Ni duirt siad
faic. Ach duirt a gcuid gothai gnuise go léir. Bhi
draiocht acu i ndairire.

“Rachaigi, a chairde,” arsa an Ri Brian, t4 Cliabhan
na Banshee ag fanacht.”

Shiuil siad tri na priomh-gheata gan na cndmharlaigh
fiu breathnd ina dtreo.

Lean na cnamharlaigh ar aghaidh ag imirt a gcluiche
cartai agus ag argdint. Nior bhain na madrai a suile
né a bhfiacla as a gcnamha riamh.

Thug an cosan foirceannadh go dti crosaire iad, ait a
raibh comhartha déanta de chnambha.

Dubhairt an comhartha soir, “Teacht Nua,” adeir an
combhartha soir, “Imigh,” agus dubhairt an comhartha
lastuaidh, “Caislean Dhreary.”

“Cén bealach a rachaimid?” D'iarr Nanny. Ag sin,
thit an comhartha Teacht Nua den chomhartha agus
dhirigh sé ar an taobh thoir.

“Feictear domsa,” arsa an Ri Brian ag gaire, “is € an
comhartha sin an chead leid eile ata againn agus is
cinnte go n-insionn sé ddinn cen treo ina bhfuil Mike
Donovan. Seo an bealach, a chairde. Taimid ag
druidim nios gaire.”



“Look!” Ned said, pointing at the sky. Overhead, the
biggest crows any of them had ever seen held ropes

made from braided hair in their beaks.

Dangling at the end of the ropes, was a big wooden

cage with someone inside it.

“That’s Fran O’Toole in the cage!” cried Nanny.

“The Banshee caught him too.”

“Saints preserve us,” said King Brian. “We’ll have to
follow that crow before he gets out of sight. If not, it
could be too late for Fran O’Toole as well as Mike

Donovan.

Hold on tight everybody, we’re going up again. “Up
up, and away Henry Daly,” cried King Brian.

“Up up, and away Frosty,” yelled Nanny.
“Up up, and away Bertie,” Ned shouted.

They flew into the dark cloudy sky and followed the
crows that were taking Fran O’Toole to New
Arrivals. As they flew, they saw more crows carrying

wooden cages by braided hair ropes.

“There’s people in those cages!” cried Ned.

“What are we going to do, King Brian?” asked
Nanny.

“Saints preserve the lot of us,” King Brian said.
“What have we let ourselves in for? Hold on now the

pair of you, the crows are about to land.”

“Féach!” A duirt Ned, dirithe ar an spéir. Os a
gcionn, bhi ropai déanta as gruaig braidithe ina
ngob ar na préachain is mo a chonaic aon duine acu
riamh.

Ag druidim le deireadh na ropai, bhi caighean mor
adhmaid le duine éigin istigh ann.

“Sin ¢ Fran O’Toole sa chliabhan!” adeir Nanny.
“Rug an Banshee air freisin.”

“Caomhnaionn na naoimh sinn,” arsa an Ri Brian.
“Caithfidh muid an préachan sin a leanuint sula n-
¢éireoidh sé as radharc. Mura bhfuil, d’théadfadh sé
a bheith r6-dhéanach do Fran O’Toole agus Mike
Donovan.

Coinnigi oraibh uilig, tdimid ag dul suas aris. “Suas
suas, agus uaidh Henry Daly,” adeir an Ri Brian

“Suas suas, agus ar shitl Frosty,” adeir Nanny.

“Suas suas, agus shiul Bertie,” a scairt Ned.

D’eitil siad isteach sa spéir dorcha scamallach, agus
lean siad na préachain a bhi ag tabhairt Fran
O’Toole go Teacht Nua. Agus iad ag eitilt, chonaic
siad nios mé préachain ag iompar cages adhmaid le
ropai braid gruaige.

“Ta daoine sna cacai sin!” adeir Ned.

"Cad a dhéanfaimid, a Ri Brian?" a d'fhiafraigh
Nanny.

“Caomhnuigheann na naoimh sinne,” arsa an Ri
Brian. “Cad chuige ataimid ligthe isteach? Coinnigh
ort anois a bheirt, ta na préachain ar ti tuirlingt.”



The crows hovered over an aged steam train with
weathered wooden carriages. Each flock of crows

dropped their cage into one of the carriages.

Henry Daly and the posse landed behind an old
wooden shed. Large letters on the front of the train

spelled out SkelOrientation Express.

It had a skeleton at the controls dressed in an old torn

engineer’s uniform.

“All aboard,” shouted the skelegineer, as he blew a
whistle that was attached to a chain made of teeth

which hung from his neck.

“Next stop, Skele Resources.”

He blew the whistle one more time and the old train
slowly started to move. Black smoke puffed its way

out of the smokestack.

The engines wheels grinded their way along the
tracks. Thick clouds of steam emerged from the belly

of the train.

The whistle blows screeched their way from the

trains pipe as the skelegineer pulled down on a cord.

“Hurry, hurry!” said King Brian. “We’ll have to
catch that train. Get ready to jump on board as it rolls
by.” The train reached the shed they were hiding
behind.

“Now,” shouted King Brian. “Jump”.

Ghluais na préachain thar traein ghaile d'aois le
carraisti adhmaid sionchaite. Thit gach tréad
préachan a gcliabhan isteach i gceann de na
carraisti.

Thuirling Henry Daly agus an posse taobh thiar de
sheansheid adhmaid. Scriobhadh litreacha mora ar
aghaidh na traenach SkelOrientation Express.

Bhi cnamharlach air ag na rialtain agus é coirithe i
seanéide innealtora stroicthe.

“Gach ar bord,” a scairt an creatlach, agus ¢ ag
séideadh fheaddg a bhi ceangailte de shlabhra fiacla
a bhi ar crochadh 6na mhuinil.

“An chéad stad cile, Skele Resources.”

Shéid sé an fheaddg uair amhain eile agus thosaigh
an sean-traein ag bogadh go mall. Shroich deatach
dubh a bhealach amach as an stoc deataigh.

Rinne rothai an innill a mbealach a mheilt feadh na
rianta. Thainig scamaill tiubh gaile as bolg na
traenach.

Sheéid an fheaddg a mbealach 6 phioban na traenach
agus an creatlach ag tarraingt anuas ar chorda.

“Déan deifir, déan deifir!” arsa an Ri Brian. “Beidh
orainn an traein sin a ghabhail. Bi réidh le Iéim ar
bord agus ¢ ag dul ar aghaidh.” Shroich an traein an
seid a raibh siad i bhfolach taobh thiar de.

“Anois,” adeir an Ri Brian. “Léim”.



Nanny and Ned held on to their ponies as tight as
they could and asked Bertie and Frosty to jump into
the empty stock carriage at the end of the old steam

train.

The ponies in their best flying pose, lifted themselves
from the ground, glided through the open doors and

gracefully landed inside the carriage.

Henry Daly liked what he saw, so he imitated the
efforts of Bertie and Frosty, and made a graceful

entrance.

They were all on their way to Skele Resources on the

SkelOrientation Express.

Choinnigh Nanny agus Ned ar a gcuid capaillini
chomh teann agus a d’fhéadfaidis agus d’iarr siad ar
Bertie agus Frosty léim isteach sa charraiste stoic
fholamh ag deireadh na sean-traein ghaile.

Na capaillini ina suaiti eitilte ab fhearr, d’ardaigh
siad iad féin on talamh, shleamhnaigh siad tri na
doirse oscailte agus thuirling siad go galanta laistigh
den charréiste.

Thaitin an méid a chonaic sé le Henry Daly, mar sin
rinne sé aithris ar iarrachtai Bertie agus Frosty, agus
rinne sé bealach isteach galanta.

Bhi siad ar fad ar a mbealach go Skele Resources ar
an SkelOrientation Express.






“Fran O’Toole is going to get a big shock when they
see us on our magic ponies with our talking dog and

King of the leprechauns of Coolrainy,” said Ned.

“Indeed he 1is,” chuckled King Brian, “and Mike

Donovan t00.”

“Next time I won’t scare the living daylights out of

him,” said Henry Daly, remembering his first
encounter with Fran O’Toole. “I won’t growl at him

again, I’ll just smile and wag my tail.

“He’ll surely be happy to see us this time,” said
Nanny Reilly. “Hold on Fran O’Toole, hold on Mike
Donovan. The bravest children in Ireland are on their

way to help you.”

“And the bravest dog in Ireland,” added Henry Daly,

with his newfound smile.

“This is the first time I’ve been on a train,” said Ned.
Then he paused for a moment. He thought this was a
good opportunity for him to practice a little with his
magic powers. “Watch what I can do,” he said with

agrin.

“May the wind be behind us,
May our hearts be filled with laughter,
May the hand of the skelegineer,
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Make this train go faster

“Cuirfidh Fran O’Toole turraing mhor nuair a
fheiceann siad sinn ar ar gcapaillini draiochta lenar
madra cainte agus Ri leipreachain Chuil Raithin,” a

dudirt Ned.

“Té4 go deimhin,” arsa an Ri Brian, “agus Mike
Donovan freisin.”

“An chéad uair eile ni bheidh faitios orm faoi na
soilse beo an lae uvaidh,” a dairt Henry Daly, agus ¢
ag cuimhneamh ar a chéad teagmhail le Fran
O’Toole. “Ni bheidh mé ag gol air aris, ni
dhéanfaidh mé ach aoibh ghéire agus mo eireaball a
shniomh.

“Is cinnte go mbeidh sé sasta sinn a fheiceail an uvair
seo,” a duirt Nanny Reilly. “Coinnigh siar ar Fran
O’Toole, fan ar Mike Donovan. Ta na leanai is
créga in Eirinn ar an mbealach chun cabhru leat.”

“Agus an madra is créga in Eirinn,” a duirt Henry
Daly agus a aoibh ghaire nua.

“Seo ¢ an chéad uair a bhi mé ar thraein,” a duirt
Ned. Ansin sos sé ar feadh ndimeéad. Cheap sé gur
deis mhaith a bhi anseo dé cleachtadh beag a
dhéanamh lena chumhachtai draiochta. “Féach cad
is féidir liom a dhéanamh,” a duirt s¢ le gaire.

“Go mbéadh an ghaoth taobh thiar dinn,
Go mbeidh ar gcroithe lionta le gaire,
Go dtuga lamh an scailpéir,

Déan an traein seo dul nios tapala!"



Ned snapped his fingers and the train suddenly
picked up speed.

“Let’s see if we can stand like statues and not fall

over when the train goes around a bend,” said Nanny.

“Yeah!” replied Ned, “that’ll be fun.”

The two jumped down from their ponies and stood
firmly on the floor of the carriage with their feet

together and their arms tightly tucked into their sides.

As the train picked up speed, Nanny and Ned began

to loose their footing and bump off each other.

The train got faster and faster and they both found it
harder to even stand. They finally sat on the floor of

the carriage laughing at each other’s silly attempts to

get up.

Bertie and Frosty were a little wide eyed. They both

moved their legs a little wider apart to find balance.

Henry Daly wanted to play the game and fall over,
but it wasn’t so easy for him to fall while he was

standing on four legs like Bertie and Frosty.

King Brian had a solemn look on his face. His lips
were pressed tightly together and the lines on his

forehead showed.

He sat quietly on Henry’s back and watched the
antics of Nanny and Ned.
The skelegineer tried everything he could to slow

the train down.

Ghearr Ned a mhéara agus d'éirigh an traein go
tobann.

“Féachfaimid an féidir linn seasamh mar dhealbha
agus gan titim anuas nuair a théann an traein thart ar
lub,” a duirt Nanny.

"Seal" a d'fhreagair Ned, "beidh sin spraoi."

Léim an bheirt anuas éna gcapaillini agus sheas siad
go daingean ar urlar an charbaid agus a gcosa le
chéile agus a lamha go docht ceangailte lena
thaobh.

Agus an traein ag luasghéard, thosaigh Nanny agus
Ned ag scaoileadh a gcuid bonn agus ag bualadh ar
a cheile.

D'éirigh an traein nios tapula agus nios tapula agus
bhi sé nios deacra ddibh araon seasamh fil. Ar
deireadh shuigh siad ar urlar an charbaid ag gaire
faoi iarrachtai amaideach a chéile éiri.

Bhi Bertie agus Frosty beagan sul leathan. Bhog an
bheirt acu a gcos beagan nios leithne éna chéile
chun cothromaiocht a fhail.

Theastaigh 6 Henry Daly an cluiche a imirt agus
titim amach, ach ni raibh sé chomh héasca do titim
agus € ina sheasamh ar cheithre chos mar Bertie
agus Frosty.

Bhi cuma sollinta ar a aghaidh ag an Ri Brian. Bhi
a liopai bruite go docht le chéile agus léirigh na
linte ar a forehead.

Shuigh sé go citin ar dhroim Anrai agus d’amharc
sé ar sheanchas Nanny agus Ned.

Rinne an creatlach iarracht gach a raibh sé in ann
chun an traein a mhoillid.



He pulled on the emergency brake cord over and over
again. He tried his best to put the steam train’s
furnace out by throwing bucket after bucket of water

onto the fire.

But the train wouldn’t slow down. The carriages

were almost coming off the tracks.

The skelegineer shouted, “Help! Help! Runaway
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train! Runaway train! Stay out of the way

The train entered a tunnel dimly lit by torches, which
were held by bats that hung from the ceiling of the

tunnel.

The wind produced by the speeding train blew out
the torches, and the bats dug their claws into the
tunnel walls to avoid being swept along with the

train.

When the train finally emerged from the tunnel
Nanny, Ned and King Brian heard a clanging sound.
It was a railway crossing. The skelegineer had his

skelehands over his eyes.

“I don’t think the train is going to stop!” said Nanny.

“There’s a carriage on the tracks!” added Ned

nervously. “We might crash into it.”

King Brian had a feeling it would come to this. He
raised himself from Henry Daly’s back and hovered
in mid air. He once again reached into his cloak and
retrieved his shillelagh. He held it high in the air and

said the words.

Tharraing sé ar an gcorda coscain €igeandala aris
agus aris eile. Rinne sé a dhicheall foirnéis na
traenach gaile a chur amach tri bhuicéad i ndiaidh
buicéad uisce a chaitheamh ar an tine.

Ach ni mhoilligh an traein. Bhi na carraisti
beagnach ag teacht as na rianta.

Scairt an creatlach, “Cabhair! Cabhri! traein
runaway! traein runaway! Fan amach as an
mbealach!"

Chuaigh an traein isteach i dtollan a raibh tirsi air
nach raibh maéréan soilsithe air, a bhi i seilbh ialtdga
a bhi ar crochadh 0 uasteorainn an tollain.

Shéid an ghaoth a thainig 6n traein luais na toirsi
amach, agus thochail na sciathain leathair a gcuid
cruba isteach i mballai an tollain ionas nach gcuirfi
isteach ar an traein iad.

Nuair a thainig an traein amach as an tollan faoi
dheireadh Nanny, chuala Ned agus an Ri Brian
fuaim clinging. Crosaire iarnrdid a bhi ann. Bhi a
chnamharlach ar a shuile ag an gcndmbharlach.

“Ni doigh liom go stopfaidh an traein!” arsa Nanny.

“Ta carraiste ar na rianta!” chuir Ned go
neirbhiseach. “Féadfaimid tuairteail isteach ann.”

Bhi tuairim ag an Ri Brian go dtiocfadh sé chuige
sin. D’ardaigh sé ¢ féin 6 chul Henry Daly agus
d’fthostaigh sé faoin aer. Shin sé isteach ina chldca
aris agus fuair sé a scilling. Thiondil sé go hard san
aer é agus duirt sé na focail.



“May the wheels stop rolling,

And may the brakes find their lock,
May the SkelOrientation Express
Come to a mighty stop”

The train suddenly came to a stop. The skelegineer’s

bones rattled in fright.

“That was fun going fast!” said Nanny excitedly.

“I’ve never gone that fast before.”

“Me neither!” said Ned, secretly hoping not to go as

fast as that again.

King Brian landed gently on the floor of the carriage
still wearing his frown. Nanny Reilly sensed he
wasn’t too happy with herself and Ned for some

reason.

“Is everything alright King Brian? Quizzed Nanny,

“wasn’t that fun?” she added.

“Indeed it wasn’t fun,” replied King Brian. “Ned
used his magic powers in the wrong way and put us

all in danger.

Answer me this, the pair of you. If I didn’t stop the
train at the very last moment like | did, when did

either one of you plan to stop it?”

Nanny looked at Ned for the answer, and Ned

returned Nanny’s look.

“Go stopfadh na rothai ag rolladh,
Agus go bhfaighidh na coscéin a nglas,
Bealtaine an SkelOrientation Express

Tar chuig stad iontach™

Thainig stad tobann ar an traein. Thainig eagla ar
chnamha an chnamharlaigh.

"Bhi sé sin spraoi ag dul go tapa!" a duirt Nanny ar
bis. “Nior imigh mé chomh tapaidh sin roimhe seo.”

"Mise ach an oiread!" arsa Ned, agus é ag suil go
rinda gan dul chomh gasta leis sin aris.

Thuirling an Ri Brian go réidh ar urlar an charbaid
agus é fos ag caitheamh a ghreim. Mhothaigh
Nanny Reilly nach raibh sé ré-shasta léi féin agus
Ned ar chdis éigin.

“An bhfuil gach rud ceart go leor, a Ri Brian? Chuir
sé ceist ar Nanny, “nach raibh sé sin spraoi?” ar si.

“Ni raibh sé spraitil go deimhin,” d’fthreagair an Ri
Brian. “D’usaid Ned a chumhachtai draiochta ar an
mbealach micheart agus chuir sé go léir muid i
mbaol.

Freagair seo dom, an péire agat. Murar stop mé an
traein ag an noiméad deiridh mar a rinne mé,
cathain a bhi sé ar intinn ag ceachtar agaibh i a
stopadh?”

D’fthéach Nanny ar Ned le haghaidh an fhreagra,
agus thug Ned cuma Nanny ar ais.



“If you continue using your magic like that you’ll
both end up at Ravens Point for playing mean tricks

on people with not a friend in the world.”

“I’'m sorry King Brian,” said Ned as he and Nanny
bowed their heads in shame. “I just forgot myself. I

don’t ever want to be mean again.”

“Or me either King Brian,” added Nanny, “will you

help us to be good and use our wishes well?”

“It’s all my fault,” sighed King Brian. I didn’t
prepare any of you for the magic powers that you

have.

We don’t have time for a lesson in wishes right now.
All | can say is this. Every wish you make has to be

for the good of human kind and animal kind.

We are not here for fun and games, there will be
plenty of time for that. Our mission here is to rescue
Fran O’Toole and Mike Donovan from the

Banshee’s Cradle.

If any of us become a victim of the Banshee we will
become powerless. So it is vital that we don’t get

caught,” continued King Brian.

“Now tighten up your stampede cords and let me see
the two bravest children in Ireland put their best foot

forward.”

Nanny and Ned liked the fact that they were on a
mission. They straightened up their shoulders, stood

tall and tightened their stampede cords.

“Ma leanann tu ar aghaidh ag baint isaide as do
chuid draiocht mar sin beidh ti ag an deireadh ag
Ravens Point chun cleasanna meanacha a imirt ar
dhaoine nach bhfuil cara ar domhan acu.”

“Ta bron orm a Ri Brian,” arsa Ned agus ¢ féin agus
Nanai ag cromadh a gcinn le naire. “Rinne mé
dearmad orm féin. Ni theastaionn uaim a bheith
craite aris.”

“No6 mise ceachtar den Ri Brian,” arsa Nanai, “an
gcuideoidh ta linn bheith go maith agus ar mianta a
usaid go maith?”

“Is € mo choir go 1éir é,” adeir an Ri Brian. Nior
ullmhaigh mé aon duine agaibh do na cumhachtai
draiochta at4 agat.

Nil am againn le haghaidh ceacht mianta faoi
lathair. Ni féidir liom a r& ach é seo. Caithfidh gach
mian a dhéanann tu a bheith chun leasa an chine
dhaonna agus na hainmhi.

Nil muid anseo le haghaidh spraoi agus cluichi,
beidh go leor ama ann chuige sin. Is é an misean ata
againn anseo Fran O’Toole agus Mike Donovan a
tharrthail 6 Chliabhan na Banshee.

Ma éirionn aon duine againn mar iospartach de
chuid na Banshee beidh muid gan chumhacht. Mar
sin t4 sé rithabhachtach nach mbeimid gafa,” a lean
an Ri Brian.

“Déan do chorda stampala nios doichte anois agus
lig dom an bheirt leanai is créga in Eirinn a
theicedil ag cur a gcos is fearr chun cinn.”

Thaitin Nanny agus Ned go raibh siad ar mhisean.
Dhirigh siad suas a ngualainn, sheas siad ard agus
theann siad a gcordai stampailte.



Nanny, Ned, King Brian, and Henry Daly all peeked
over the side of the carriage and saw two skeleguards

on horses riding over the tracks.

Long black capes covered the horses from head to
hoof. Behind them, two more horses in the same

black capes pulled a black carriage.

Each carriage door bore a skull with the words

‘Dreary Castle Guest Shuttle.’

Nanny, Ned, King Brian and Henry Daly, could see
the train station surrounded by old, broken-down

wooden buildings.

It looked like a ghost town. Two horses dressed in
the same long black attire were tied to a hitching

post.

The skelegineer was still shook up after his out of
control train ride. His bones clattered and his teeth

rattled together.

Shaking, he blew his whistle again and shouted, “We
are now approaching Skele Resources, and all

passengers prepare for pick up.”

He then noisily chattered his way off the train
scratching his head with one hand and holding his

box of tools with the other.

“Prepare for pick up. What does that mean?” asked
Ned.

Bhreathnaigh Nanny, Ned, an Ri Brian, agus Henry
Daly ar thaobh an ghluaisteain agus chonaic siad
dha chnambharlach ar chapaill ag marcaiocht thar na
rianta.

Chludaigh cabai fada dubha na capaill 6 cheann go
cruba. Taobh thiar diobh, tharraing dha chapall eile
sna caiple dubha céanna carréiste dubh.

Bhi cloigeann ar gach doras carraiste leis na focail
‘Dreary Castle Guest Shuttle’.

D’théadfadh Nanny, Ned, an Ri Brian agus Henry
Daly an staisiun traenach a fheiceail timpeallaithe
ag seanfhoirgnimh adhmaid briste.

Bhi cuma baile taibhse air. Bhi dha chapall gléasta
leis an bhfeisteas fada dubh céanna ceangailte le
cuaille buailte.

Bhi an skelegineer fos ar crith tar éis a thiomana
traenach as riald. Chlaon a chnamha agus chrom a
fhiacla le chéile.

Ag crith, shéid sé a fheadog aris agus scairt sé,
"Taimid ag druidim le hAcmbhainni Skele anois,
agus ullmhaionn na paisinéiri go léir le haghaidh
piocadh suas."

Ansin labhair sé go fonnmhar as an traein ag
scriobadh a chinn le lamh amhain agus ag coinneail
a bhosca uirlisi leis an Iamh eile.

“A ullmhu le haghaidh piocadh suas. Cad is bri le
sin?" a d'fhiafraigh Ned.



“We’re going to find out right now,” King Brian said,
as he looked up and saw an oversized crow with a

six-foot wingspan hovering above their heads.

“What happened to your cage?” cawed the crow.

King Brian stood up on Henry Daly’s head.

He looked up at the enormous crow, placed both
hands on his hips and said, “I think we got on the

wrong train.”

“Do you have your tickets?” cawed the crow again.

“We were in such a hurry to catch the train, we were
too late to get tickets,” King Brian said. “Do you

think we could get tickets now?”

“Only guests of the Banshee get tickets. Are you

guests of the Banshee?”” asked the crow.

“We surely are,” said King Brian. “On midsummer’s

eve the Banshee invited us here, so here we are.”

King Brian casually turned to Nanny and Ned and
winked at them. Nanny and Ned didn’t speak. They
nodded profusely.

“What are your names?’ cawed the crow

suspiciously. “I need to check the guest list.”

“We’re called The Rescueteers,” answered King
Brian as he stuck his chest out and held the lapels of

his waistcoat. “I’m sure we’re on the guest list.”

“Taimid chun a fhail amach faoi lathair,” a dairt an
Ri Brian, agus é ag breathn( suas agus chonaic sé
préachan r6-mhér agus réise sciathain sé throigh ar
foluain os cionn a gceann.

"Cad a tharla do do chliabhan?" cawed an préachan.

Sheas an Ri Brian suas ar chloigeann Henry Daly.

D'fhéach sé suas ar an préachan ollmhor, chuir sé a
dha ldamh ar a chromain agus duirt, "Silim go
bhfuair muid ar an traein micheart.”

“An bhfuil do thicéid agat?” cawed an préachan
aris.

“Bhi an oiread sin deifir orainn an traein a ghabhail,
bhi muid r6-dhéanach chun ticéid a thail,” a duirt an
Ri Brian.

“Ni fhaigheann ach aionna na Banshee ticéid. An
ajonna na Banshee sibh?” a d'thiafraigh an
préachan.

“Is cinnte go bhfuil,” arsa an Ri Brian. “Oiche lar an
tsamhraidh thug an Banshee cuireadh duinn anseo,
mar sin tdimid anseo.”

D'iompaigh an Ri Brian go casaideach ar Nanai
agus ar Ned agus d'fhéach sé orthu. Nior labhair
Nanny agus Ned. Chlaon siad profusely.

“Cad iad na hainmneacha ata ort?” cawed an
préachan go amhrasach. “Caithfidh mé an liosta
aionna a sheiceail.”

“Na Tarrthoiri a thugtar orainn,” a d’fhreagair an Ri
Brian agus é ag baint a bhrollach amach agus ag
coinnedil lapels a chéta. “Té mé cinnte go bhfuil
muid ar an liosta aionna.”



“Wait here and don’t move until I come back,” said

the crow pointing at The Rescueteers with one wing.

He then flew away.

“Let’s get out of here as quickly as we can,” said

King Brian. ‘We only have minute or two.”

Nanny and Ned made sure their stampede cords were

tight and they jumped up on their ponies.

Frosty began pawing the floor of the carriage. She
felt the anxiety and was just as anxious to get off the

train as Nanny and Ned were.

Bertie was also getting restless. Henry Daly knew he

had to step up to the plate and get everyone to safety.

“Fan anseo agus na bog go dti go dtiocfaidh mé ar
ais,” a duirt an beanna agus i ag dirit ar The
Rescueteers le sciathdn amhain.

D’eitil sé uvaidh ansin.

“Téimid amach as seo chomh tapaidh agus is féidir
linn,” arsa an Ri Brian. ‘Nil ach néiméad n6 dhé
againn.”

Chinntigh Nanny agus Ned go raibh a gcordai
stampailte daingean agus Iéim siad suas ar a gcuid
capaillini.

Thosaigh Frosty ag sdbhadh urlar an charbaid.
Mhothaigh si an imni, agus bhi si chomh himnioch
céanna éiri den traein agus a bhi Nanny agus Ned.

Bhi Bertie ag éiri gan staonadh freisin. Bhi a fhios
ag Henry Daly go gcaithfeadh sé céim suas go dti
an plata agus gach duine a thabhairt slan.



Henry peered out the carriage door and quickly

scanned the old buildings before him.

One old building in particular had a lower profile
than the others. It sat further back and at a glance was

hard to notice.

“Follow me!” said Henry Daly. “There’s an old

wooden building over here.”

Nanny, Ned and King Brian were quietly relieved as
Henry quickly and confidently leaped from the train

with King Brian still on board.

Bertie and Frosty were only too happy to follow
Henry wherever he may lead them. They sprang from

the carriage.

Nanny and Ned held on tight. They were
remembering King Brian’s words just after the

scolding he gave them.

“If any of us become a victim of the Banshee we will
become powerless,” he said. “so it is vital we don’t

get caught.”

Nanny could feel her heart pound. This was the most
afraid she had ever felt, but it was too late to turn

back now.

Ned’s thoughts and feelings were exactly like

Nanny’s.

Bhreathnaigh Anrai ar dhoras an charraiste agus
rinne sé scanadh tapa ar na seanfhoirgnimh a bhi
roimhe.

Bhi proifil ni b'isle ag seanfhoirgneamh amhain go
hairithe na na cinn eile. Shuigh sé nios faide siar
agus ba dheacair a thabhairt faoi deara le
sracfhéachaint.

"Tar liom!" arsa Henry Daly. “Té seanfhoirgneamh
adhmaid thall anseo.”

Bhi faoiseamh citin ar Nanny, Ned agus an Ri
Brian nuair a 1éim Anrai go tapa agus go
muinineach on traein agus an Ri Brian fds ar bord.

Bhi Bertie agus Frosty ré-shasta Anrai a leandint
cibé &it a bhféadfadh sé iad a threoru.
D'imthigheadar as an gcarbad.

Lean Nanny agus Ned go daingean. Bhi siad ag
cuimhneamh ar bhriathra Ri Brian direach tar éis an
scold a thug sé dhoibh.

“Ma iospartaigh an Banshee aon duine againn beidh
muid gan chumhacht,” dairt sé. “mar sin ta sé
rithabhachtach nach mbeimid gafa.”

D'fhéadfadh Nanny a bhraitheann punt a croi. Ba é
seo an eagla is mé a bhraith si riamh, ach bhi sé rg-
dhéanach chun dul ar ais anois.

Bhi smaointe agus mothuchain Ned direach cosuil
le smaointe Nanny.



But they had to put their fears to one side and
remember why they were there. They were the two
bravest children in Ireland, on a mission to save Fran
O’Toole and Mike Donovan.

The old building covered in cobwebs had two doors.
Above one door was written: “Skeletees Only,” and

above the other door: “Skeledeliveries Only.”

The Rescueteers scurried through the Skeletees Only
door and shut it behind them.

“That was a close one,” said Nanny. “That big old
crow sure was scary. What are we going to do now,

King Brian?”

“We’ll have to stay out of sight,” answered King
Brian. “As soon as the Banshee hears about The
Rescueteers, she’s going to be looking for us. We’ll

have to be very careful.”

No sooner had those words come out of King Brian’s

mouth, when they heard horns going off.

“What’s that noise?” asked Ned.

“It sounds like an alarm signal,” answered King
Brian. “They’ve discovered we’re missing. Now

they are going to search everywhere for us.”

Inside the old building a corridor led to two doors.
“Skeliforms” was printed on the door on the right,

and the door on the left said “Skelekitchen.”

Ach b’¢éigean doibh a n-eagla a chur ar aon taobh
agus cuimhneamh cén fath a raibh siad ann. Ba iad
an bheirt phaisti ba chréga in Eirinn, ar mhisean
Fran O’Toole agus Mike Donovan a shabhail.

Bhi dha dhoras ag an seanfhoirgneamh a bhi
clidaithe le gréasai cuaille. Os cionn doras amhain
a scriobhadh: “Cnamharlaigh Amhain,” agus os
cionn an dorais eile: “Skeledeliveries Only.”

Scurried na Rescueteers trid an doras Snamharlaigh
Amhain, agus dhun siad taobh thiar déibh.

“Ceann gar a bhi ann,” arsa Nanai. “Is cinnte go
raibh an tseanphréachan sin scanruil. Cad ata le
déanamh againn anois, a Ri Brian?”

“Caithfidh muid fanacht as radharc,” d’threagair an
Ri Brian. “Chomh luath agus a chloiseann an
Banshee faoi The Rescueteers, beidh si sa tdir
orainn. Caithfimid a bheith an-charamach.”

Ni taisge thainig na briathra sin amach as béal Ri
Brian, nuair a chualadar adharca ag imeacht.

"Cad ¢ an torann sin?" a d'fhiafraigh Ned.

“Is comhartha alaraim ¢,” d’threagair an Ri Brian.
“Ta siad tar éis a thail amach go bhfuil muid ar
iarraidh. Anois ta siad chun cuardach a dhéanamh i
ngach ait dainn.”

Laistigh den seanfhoirgneamh bhi conair mar
thoradh ar dha dhoras. Bhi “Skeliforms” clébhuailte
ar an doras ar dheis, agus duirt an doras ar chlé
“Skelekitchen.”



They heard the clatter of marching skeleguards
outside the Skeletee’s Only door. King Brian reached
for his shillelagh and waved in small precise circles.
He focused on the Skeliforms door and said the

words,

“May the Skeliform door open wide,
May we be on the other side.
The Rescueteers have been called to rise,

So may we find a fine disguise.”

The Skeliform door opened wide.

“Quickly, in here,” said King Brian. Henry Daly
briskly trotted through the open door with King Brian

on his back.

Bertie and Frosty were still close at Henry’s heels

with Nanny and Ned still clinging tight.

Inside they found uniforms of all different types, and
all were old and torn. There were hundreds of them
in rows, hanging as they would in a dry cleaner’s

store.

They wandered among the rows of skeliforms.

“Look!” said Henry Daly. “Here are some of those

spiked dog collars.”

“And those look like the skeliform the train driver

was wearing,” added Nanny Reilly.

Henry Daly sniffed his way through the rows of
skeliforms.

Chuala siad gliondar na gcndmharlach ag mairseail
taobh amuigh de dhoras an Skeletee’s Only. Shroich
an Ri Brian a scilling agus chrom sé i gciorcail
bheaga chruinne. Dhirigh sé ar dhoras na
Skeliforms agus duirt na focail,

“Go bhfosgladh doras na Sceilg go fairsing,
Go mbeimid ar an taobh eile.
Glaodh ar na Tarrthoiri éirt,

Mar sin go bhféadfaimis folus brea a aimsia.”

D'oscail an doras Sceilg leathan.

“Go mear, isteach anseo,” arsa an Ri Brian.
Chuaigh Henry Daly trid an doras oscailte agus an
Ri Brian ar a dhroim.

Bhi Bertie agus Frosty fés gar do shala Henry agus
Nanny agus Ned fds ag cloi go teann.

Taobh istigh fuair siad éidi de gach cinedl, agus iad
go léir sean agus stroicthe. Bhi na céadta acu i
sraitheanna, ar crochadh mar a bheadh i stor
tirimghlantairi.

Shidil siad i measc na sraitheanna de skeliforms.

“Féach!” arsa Henry Daly. “Seo cuid de na coiléar
madra spionta sin.”

“Agus cuma orthu sitid an creatlach a bhi &
chaitheamh ag an tiomanai traenach,” a dtirt Nanny
Reilly.

Sniff Henry Daly a bhealach trid na sraitheanna de
skeliforms.



“They all smell like the old bones I have buried in the
back yard,” he thought to himself. “No wonder they

are all torn to shreds.

| bet those two guard dogs got their teeth stuck into

them and tore them up.”

King Brian scanned the rows of old torn clothes
looking for the perfect disguise. “Hold it right there
Henry Daly,” he said. I believe we have found the

answer.

He pointed his shillelagh at the hanging skeliforms.
He removed two from the rack and floated them

towards Nanny and Ned.

“I want the pair of you to put these on,” he said.

“From here on you need to be skelecooks.”

Nanny and Ned dismounted from their ponies and
put on the old torn cook’s uniform, but they were

much too big.

The sleeves hung down to the ground. The pants
were so big that Nanny Reilly’s whole body fit in one
leg.

If Ned got into the other leg, there would still be
plenty of room left for Henry Daly.

“These skeliforms are too big, King Brian,” said Ned
disappointedly

“King Brian,” said Nanny, “If | said the magic
words to make them fit us, would that be for the

good of human kind?”

“Boladh siad go I€ir costil leis na seanchnamha ata
curtha agam sa chulchlos,” a cheap sé leis féin. “Ni
haon ionadh go bhfuil siad go léir stroicthe ina
shreds.

Geall liom go bhfuair an d& mhadra garda sin a
gcuid fiacla greamaithe isteach iontu agus stréic
siad suas iad.”

Scanadh an Ri Brian na sraitheanna de shean-éadai
stroicthe ag lorg an thoilsedin fhoirfe. “Coinnigh
ansin ¢ Henry Daly,” a duirt sé. Creidim go bhfuil
an freagra faighte againn.

Chuir sé a shillelagh in idl do na creatlacha crochta.
Bhain sé beirt den raca agus shnamh sé i dtreo
Nanny agus Ned iad.

“Ba mhaith liom go gcuirfeadh an bheirt agaibh iad
seo orm,” a duirt sé. “As seo amach ni moér duit a
bheith ina chndmharlaigh.”

Thainig Nanai agus Ned as a gcapaillini agus chuir
siad orthu éide an tseanchdcaire stréicthe, ach bhi
siad i bhfad r6-mhor.

Crochadh na sleeves sios go talamh. Bhi na pants
chomh mor sin gur luigh corp iomlan Nanny Reilly
in aon chos amhain.

Da gcuirfi Ned isteach sa chos eile, bheadh go leor
spais fagtha fos ag Henry Daly.

“Téa na creatlacha seo r6-mhor, a Ri Brian,” arsa
Ned go diomach

“A Ri Brian,” arsa Nanai, “D4 ndéarfainn na focail
draiochta chun iad a chur in oiritint ddinne, an
mbeadh sin chun leasa an chine daonna?”



Nanny wanted to be sure she was using her magic
powers for all the right reasons. Another scolding

from King Brian was not what she wanted to hear.

What if she ended up in Ravens Point with not a
friend in the world? Not only that, what if she ended

up with rabbit’s ears and a pig’s nose?

Topped off with a mushroom! Nanny shuddered at
the thought.

“It surely would be for the good of human kind
Nanny Reilly,” answered King Brian. “It would be
for the good of Fran O’Toole, Mike Donovan, and

ourselves.”

The King put his shillelagh back in his cloak pocket.
He leaned back and folded his arms giving Nanny the

floor.

Nanny glared at the skeliforms and said the words,

“May these skeliforms shrink,
And fit just right,
And may they be

"’

Our disguise tonight

Then she snapped her fingers. Suddenly Nanny and
Ned’s skeliforms began shrinking until they fit
perfectly.

“Now we’re cooks!” said Nanny with excitement.

Bhi Nanny ag iarraidh a bheith cinnte go raibh si ag
baint Gsaide as a cumhachtai draiochta ar na
cliseanna cearta go léir. Sgéal eile ¢'n Ri Brian ni
raibh uaithi a chloisint.

Cad a tharldidh mé chriochnaigh si i Ravens Point
gan cara ar domhan? Ni hamhain sin, cad a
tharl6idh ma chriochnaigh si le cluasa coinin agus
sron muice?

Ar a bharr le muisirian! Nanny shuddered ag an
smaoinimh,

“Is cinnte gur ar mhaithe leis an gcineal daonna
Nanny Reilly a bheadh sé,” d’threagair an Ri Brian.
“Bheadh sé ar mhaithe le Fran O’Toole, Mike
Donovan, agus sinn féin.”

Chuir an Ri a scilling ar ais ina phdca cléca. Chlaon
sé ar ais agus fillte a lamha ag tabhairt an urlair do
Nanny.

Ghlaoigh Nanny ar na creatlacha agus duirt na
focail,

“Go gerapadh na creatlacha seo,
Agus ceart go leor,
Agus b'fhéidir go bhfuil siad

Ar geulaith anocht!"

Ansin ghearr si a méar. Go tobann thosaigh
creatlacha Nanny agus Ned ag crapadh go dti go n-
oireann siad go foirfe. “Is cOcairi sinn anois!” arsa
Nanny le sceitimini.

“Is cocairi sinn anois!” arsa Nanny le sceitimini.



“Do cooks wear cowboy hats?” asked Ned not

wanting to remove his hat.

“They do indeed,” replied King Brian, “but they wear
tall cowboy hats with no lid, so a leprechaun King
like myself can stand on top of a Rescueteer’s head

and look out over the top.”

“Well then, King Brian,” said Ned understanding his
role as a Rescueteer, “may I say the magic words for
the good of human kind and make our cowboy hats

tall cook’s cowboy hats.”

“Yes you may,” said King Brian.

He knew at that very moment that Nanny and Ned
would carry the torch and represent leprechaun

magic well at all times, wherever they go.

Ned took a deep breath and said the magic words,

“May our hats grow tall,
And look just fine,

May there be plenty of room
To hide King Brian.”

Then Ned snapped his fingers, and sure enough the

crown of their cowboy hats grew to ten inches tall.

Now King Brian could stand on his toes and peep out

whenever necessary.

Nanny and Ned smiled at each other as they admired

their unusually tall cowboy hats.

“An gcaitheann cécairi hatai b6?” a d'thiafraigh
Ned nach raibh fonn air a hata a bhaint de.

“Déanann siad go deimhin,” d’threagair an Ri
Brian, “ach caitheann siad hatai bo-buachailli arda
gan aon cltdach orthu, mar sin is féidir le Ri
leipreachain cosuil liom féin seasamh ar bharr
ceann an Fhirire agus breathn1 amach thar barr.”

“Bhuel mar sin, a Ri Brian,” a dairt Ned agus ¢ ag
tuiscint a r61 mar Tarrthalai, “an bhféadfainn na
focail draiochta a ra ar mhaithe leis an gcine daonna
agus ar hatai b6 b6 a dhéanamh ar hatai bé an
choganaigh.”

“Is féidir leat,” arsa an Ri Brian.

Bhi a fhios aige an trath sin go n-iomprodh Nanny
agus Ned an toirse agus go seasfadh siad draiocht
na leipreachan go maith i gconai, cibé ait a dtéann
siad.

Ghlac Ned anail dhomhain agus duirt sé na focail
draiochta,

“Go bhfasfadh ar hatai ard,
Agus féach go brea,
B’fhéidir go mbeadh go leor spais ann

Ri Brian a cheilt."

Ansin ghearr Ned a mhéara, agus cinnte go leor
d'fhas coroin a hatai bo go deich n-orlach ar airde.

Anois d’théadfadh an Ri Brian seasamh ar a
bharraicini agus spléachadh amach nuair ba gha.

Bhi aoibh ar Nanny agus Ned ar a cheéile agus iad ag
meas a gcuid hatai b6 neamhghnéch ard.



“What about me?”” asked Henry Daly. “What will I

be?”

“You could disguise yourself as a guard dog Henry
Daly,” said King Brian. “Wear one of those spiked

collars.”

“I’ll put it on you, Henry Daly,” Nanny said reaching

for one of the collars.

“What will Bertie and Frosty disguise themselves
as?” asked Ned. “None of these skeliforms will fit

them.”

“Look around for black capes like the ones the

skeleguards horses were wearing,” said King Brian.

“There must be some here somewhere.”

“I found them!” Ned said. “Here they are.” Ned stood
beside a large wooden crate with “Skelecarriage

Horses” written on it.

He lifted the lid. Inside he found black capes like the
Banshee’s horses wore. They put the capes on Bertie

and Frosty, but they too were much too big.

Bertie and Frosty looked like clothes hangers for the

capes.

“King Brian, what about leprechaun magic for the
good of animal kind,” asked Henry Daly as he

studied Bertie and Frosty’s oversized garments.

"Céard fumsa?" a d'fhiafraigh Henry Daly. "Cad a
bheidh mé?"

“D’fhéadfa tu féin a cheilt mar mhadra cosanta
Henry Daly,” arsa an Ri Brian. “Caith ceann de na
coiléar spiked sin.”

“Cuirfidh mé ort ¢, Henry Daly,” a dairt Nanny
agus i ag lorg ceann de na coiléar.

“Cad ¢ a dhéanfaidh Bertie agus Frosty iad féin a
cheilt?” a d'thiafraigh Ned. “Ni bheidh aon cheann
de na creatlai seo oiriinach doéibh.”

“Féach thart fa choinne na gcapaill dubha mar na
cinn a bhi ar na capaill chnamharlaigh,” arsa an Ri
Brian.

“Caithfidh go bhfuil roinnt anseo ait éigin.”

"Fuair mé iad!" A duirt Ned. “Seo iad.” Sheas Ned
in aice le cliathbhosca mér adhmaid a raibh
“Skelecarriage Horses” scriofa air.

Thog sé an cludach. Istigh fuair sé caipini dubha ar
nos capaill na Banshee. Chuir siad na caipini ar
Bertie agus Frosty, ach bhi siad i bhfad r6-mhér
freisin.

Bhi Bertie agus Frosty cosuil le crochairi éadai do
na Rinn.

“A Ri Brian, cad faoin draiocht leipreachan ar
mhaithe leis an gcinedl ainmhi,” a d’fhiafraigh
Henry Daly agus é ag déanamh staidéir ar bhaill
éadaigh rdmhdra Bertie agus Frosty.



“Leprechaun magic for the good of animal kind is a
good thing Henry Daly,” answered King Brian. “Are
you going to help Bertie and Frosty out with alter-

ations to their attire.”

“I certainly am,” replied Henry Daly. Henry took a
step back and sized up Bertie and Frosty. He raised
his right paw and pointed it at the ponies. He spoke

the magic words,

“May Bertie and Frosty’s
Capes size down.
May they be the best dressed

Ponies in town.”

And sure enough, the capes started to shrink until

they fit Bertie and Frosty perfectly.

“Now they look like real carriage horses,” said Ned.

“The skeleguards will never recognize them.”

“I'm the wrong color dog,” said Henry Daly,
realizing he needed to change his own appearance
before they made their way amongst the Banshee’s

skeletees.

“I’m a brindle dog. The skeleguard’s dogs are black.
They might recognize me and catch me. | wonder

what will they do to me if they catch me?”

“They might take you over to Departures,” said Ned.

“I won’t let them catch you, Henry Daly,” said
Nanny Reilly. “Don’t worry. I’ll say the magic

words for your disguise.

“Is maith an rud ¢ draiocht na leipreachan ar
mhaithe leis an gcineal ainmhithe Henry Daly,”
d’threagair an Ri Brian. “An bhfuil ti chun cabhra
le Bertie agus Frosty a gcuid feisteas a athra.”

“Is mise gan dabht,” a d’threagair Henry Daly.
Ghlac Henry céim siar agus chuir sé Bertie agus
Frosty suas go mor. D'ardaigh sé a lapa dheis agus
chuir sé faoi na capaillini €. Labhair sé na focail
draiochta,

“May Bertie agus Frosty’s
Capes méid sios.
Go maire siad an gléas is fearr

capaillini sa bhaile mor."

Agus cinnte go leor, thosaigh na capes ag crapadh
go dti go n-oireann siad go foirfe do Bertie agus
Frosty.

“Anois t4 cuma fior-chapaill orthu,” arsa Ned. “Ni
aithneoidh na skeleguards iad choiche.”

“Is mise an madra ar an dath micheart,” a dairt
Henry Daly, agus € ag tuiscint go raibh air a chuma
féin a athrd sula n-éireodh leo i measc cnamharlaigh
na Banshee.

“Is madra bréige mé. T4 madrai an chnamharlaigh
dubh. Seans go n-aithneoidis mé agus go
ngabhfaidh siad mé. N’theadar cad a dhéanfaidh
siad dom ma ghabhfaidh siad mé?”

“B’fhéidir go dtabharfaidh siad anonn go Imeachta
th(,” arsa Ned.

“Ni ligfidh mé doibh do ghabhail, Henry Daly,” a
duirt Nanny Reilly. “Na bi buartha. Déarfaidh mé
na focail draiochta do do cheilt.



Nanny focused her eyes on Henry Daly, and said the

magic words,.”

“May Henry Daly
Be no longer brindle,
May he turn black

So he can mingle.”

Another click of Nanny’s fingers and Henry Daly,
the last of The Rescueteers, was now in disguise and
ready to aid in the rescue mission of Fran O’Toole

and Mike Donovan.

Now all The Rescueteers had their disguises.

King Brian elevated himself from Henry Daly’s back
and landed on top of Nanny’s head. Her tall chef’s

cowboy hat hid him well.

“It’s time we made ourselves worthy of our name,”
said King Brian. “Is everybody ready. He held his
shillelagh high in the air.

“Onward leprechaun soldiers, duty calls. Help is on

the way Fran O’Toole and Mike Donovan.

Nanny and Ned tightened their stampede cords. The
Rescueteers left the old wooden building. Henry

Daly led the way.

All around them, skeleguards were combing the area,
searching for the intruders.
The skeleguards horses stood at a weathered hitching

post, guarded by a large black crow.

Dhirigh Nanny a suile ar Henry Daly, agus ddirt si
na focail draiochta,.”

“May Henry Daly
Na bi ag sileadh a thuilleadh,
Go n-iompddh sé dubh

Mar sin is féidir leis meascadh."

Cliceail eile de mhéara Nanny agus Henry Daly, an
ceann deireanach de The Rescueteers, faoi cheilt
anois agus réidh le cabhru le misean tarrthala Fran
O’Toole agus Mike Donovan.

Anois, bhi a gcuid disguises ag na Rescueteers.

D’ardaigh an Ri Brian ¢ féin 6 dhroim Henry Daly
agus thuirling sé ar bharr Nanny. Chuir hata b6 a
chocaire arda i bhfolach go maith é.

“Ta sé in am againn sinn féin a dhéanamh fiantach
dar n-ainm,” arsa an Ri Brian. “An bhfuil gach
éinne réidh. Choinnigh sé a shillelagh go hard san
aer.

“Ar aghaidh saighdiuiri leipreachan, glaonna
dleachta. T4 cainamh ar an mbealach Fran O’Toole
agus Mike Donovan.

Rinne Nanny agus Ned a gcuid cordai stampede
nios doichte. D'fhag na Rescueteers an
seanfhoirgneamh adhmaid. Henry Daly a bhi i
gceannas ar an mbealach.

Timpeall orthu, bhi cnamharlaigh ag cioradh an
cheantair, ag cuardach na n-ionrairi.

Sheas capaill na gcnamharlach ag cuaille buaille
sionchaite, faoi chumhdach préachan mor dubh.



“We can tie Bertie and Frosty up over there,” said

Nanny pointing to the hitching post.

“What about that crow?”” asked Ned.

“Don’t worry about the crow,” said King Brian,
looking out over the top of Nanny’s cowgirl chef’s

hat.

“You’re in disguise now. That crow has no idea who

you are.”

“That’s true,” said Ned, suddenly realizing that he
was now a skelecook. “We can just walk over there
and tie up Bertie and Frosty, and that crow won’t

know who we are.”

Nanny and Ned nervously walked the ponies to the
hitching post with Henry Daly between them. They

began to tie up Bertie and Frosty.

“Hold it right there,” cawed the crow, his wings

spread wide.

Nanny and Ned started to shake. The hair on Henry
Daly’s back stood upright. King Brian kept himself

out of sight as he crouched down in Nanny’s hat.

“There’s no free parking here,” cawed the crow. “If
you’re going to tie those ponies up to my hitching
post, it’s going to cost you two pairs of teeth. One

pair for each pony.”

“Is féidir linn Bertie agus Frosty a cheangal suas
ansin,” a duirt Nanny agus i ag tagairt don chuaille
buailte.

“Cad mar gheall ar an bpréachan sin?”’ a d'thiafraigh
Ned.

“Né bi buartha faoin bpréachan,” arsa an Ri Brian,
agus é ag amharc amach ar bharr hata cocaire bo-
nainn.

“Ta th faoi cheilt anois. Nil tuairim ar bith ag an
bpréachan sin c¢é ta féin.”

“T4 sé sin fior,” a duirt Ned, agus € ag tabhairt faoi
deara go tobann go raibh sé ina chndmharlach anois.
“Is féidir linn siul ansin agus Bertie agus Frosty a
cheangal, agus ni bheidh a fhios ag an bpréachan sin
cé¢ muid.”

Shidil Nanny agus Ned na capaillini go dti an cuaille
buailte le Henry Daly eatarthu. Thosaigh siad a
cheangal suas Bertie agus Frosty.

“Coinnigh ansin ¢,” a duairt an préachan agus a
sciathain scaipthe ar fud an domhain.

Thosaigh Nanny agus Ned ag crith. Sheas an ghruaig
ar dhroim Henry Daly ina seasamh. Choinnigh an Ri
Brian ¢é féin as radharc agus € ag cruca sios i hata
Nanai.

“Nil paircedil in aisce anseo,” a duirt an préachan.
“Ma ta ta chun na capaillini sin a cheangal le mo
chuaille buailte, cosnoidh sé dha phéire fiacla duit.
Péire amhain do gach capaillin.”



“I don’t have two pairs of teeth,” said Nanny Reilly
disappointedly.

Nanny was afraid to use her magic powers in front of
the crow. She didn’t want him to hear her use any

magic words.

He would start cawing and screeching for the skel-
eguards. Then they’d be brought to the Banshee and

loose all their powers.

“How could you not have two pairs of teeth?”
snapped the crow. “Today is payday. We just got
paid twenty minutes ago. You should have at least

two pairs of teeth in your pocket.”

Ned came to Nanny’s rescue. “They fell out through
the holes in our skelichef pants. May we owe you two

pairs of teeth?” he asked politely.

“Owe me two pairs of teeth!” yelled the crow, as he
stood taller on the hitching post and spread his wings
as high and wide as he could. This is the Banshee’s

"’

Cradle we’re in, nobody gets any favors here

The crow squinted. His black beady eyes peered into
Ned’s eyes. He side stepped along the hitching post,

leaned forward and squinted at Nanny.

“What are your names?” he asked, “I’'m going to
report the two of you to the skeleguards for vagrancy.
You don’t even have two pairs of teeth between the

pair of you.”

“Nil dha phéire fiacla agam,” a dairt Nanny Reilly le
dioma.

Bhi eagla ar Nanny a cumhachtai draiochta a Usaid
0s comhair na beanna. Ni raibh si ag iarraidh go
gcloisfeadh sé i ag usaid aon fhocail draiochta.

Thosodh sé ag screadail agus ag screadail do na
maoir. Ansin thabharfai chun na Banshee iad agus
scaoilfi a gcumhachtai go léir.

"Conas nach mbeadh dhé phéire fiacla agat?" ghearr
an préachan. “Is 1a pa ¢ inniu. Fuaireamar pa fiche
noiméad 6 shin. Ba cheart go mbeadh ar a laghad dha
phéire fiacla agat i do phoca.”

Thainig Ned chun tarrthala Nanny. “Thit siad amach
tri na poill inar pants sceidil. An féidir linn dha phéire
fiacla a chur ort?” d'iarr sé go béasach.

“Comaoin dom dha phéire fiacla!” yelled an beanna,
mar a bhi sé nios airde ar an cuaille hitching agus
leathnaigh sé a sciathain chomh ard agus chomh
leathan agus a d'fhéadfadh sé. Seo é Cradle na
Banshee ina bhfuilimid, ni fhaigheann €inne fabhair
anseo!”

An préachan spionta. Bhreathnaigh a shuile dubha
dubha isteach i stile Ned. Sheas sé taobh ar feadh an
chuaille hitching, chlaon sé ar aghaidh agus squinted
ag Nanny.

“Cad iad na hainmneacha ata ort?” d'thiafraigh sé¢,
“Ta mé chun an bheirt agaibh a thuairiscia do na
cndmharlaigh mar gheall ar fhollasacht. Nil fid dha
phéire fiacla idir an bheirt agaibh.”



Nanny trembled,” she was close to tears. “I wish I

did,” she replied with a quiver in her voice.

“Done,” whispered King Brian. Two pairs of teeth

appeared in Nanny’s hands.

“This is no place for comedians,” cawed the crow
grabbing the teeth from Nanny. “You’re lucky to get
parking. The Banshee’s banquet is tonight. Every

hitching post will soon be full.

And don’t think I’'m going to let you have free
parking when your time is up. You have one

skelihour, then I want more teeth. Remember that!”

“He’s a mean crow, King Brian” Nanny whispered
as she, Ned, and Henry Daly walked away. “I wish

he wasn’t so mean.”

As soon as Nanny Reilly said those words, the crow

called them back.

“I’m feeling so happy today,” he said, “I want to give
you your teeth back. Park here as long as you like.”
Then he cawed as loudly as he could, “Free parking

all day and night for everyone!”

Skeleguards who had their horses hitched at another
hitching post, untied them and hustled to the free
parking spot.

They tied their horses and walked away; laughing
and putting the teeth they saved back in their

skeliform pockets.

Bhi crith ar Nanny,’ bhi si gar do dheora. “Ba
mhaith liom go ndéanfainn ¢,” a d’fthreagair si le
crith ina glor.

“Déanta,” adeir an Ri Brian. Bhi dha phéire fiacla le
feiceéil i lamha Nanny.

“Ni ait ar bith ¢ seo le haghaidh fuirseoiri,” a duirt
an préachan agus i ag breith ar na fiacla 6 Nanai.
“Té an t-&dh leat pairceail a fhail. Ta féasta na
Banshee anocht. Beidh gach post hitching lan go
luath.

Agus na bi ag smaoineamh go ligfidh mé duit
pairceail saor in aisce a bheith agat nuair a bheidh
do chuid ama istigh. Ta skelihour amhain agat,
ansin ba mhaith liom nios mo fiacla. Cuimhnigh air
sin!"

“Is préachan meanach ¢, a Ri Brian” a duirt Nanny
agus i féin, Ned, agus Henry Daly ag siul uaidh.
“Ba mhaith liom nach raibh sé chomh meantach

2

Sin.

Chombh luath agus a duirt Nanny Reilly na focail
sin, ghlaoigh an beanna ar ais orthu.

“Taim chomh sasta inniu,” ar seisean, “is mian liom
do chuid fiacla a thabhairt ar ais duit. Pairceail
anseo chomh fada agus is mian leat." Ansin dairt sé
chomh hard agus a d’théadfadh s¢, “Pairceail in
aisce ar feadh an lae agus na hoiche do chach!”

Bhuail cnamharlaigh a raibh a gcapall acu ag cuaille
buaille eile, scaoil siad iad agus chuaigh siad chuig
an lathair phaircedla in aisce.

Cheangail siad a gcapall agus shiuil siad ar shiul; ag
gaire agus ag cur na fiacla a shabhail siad ar ais ina
bpdcai cndmharlaigh.



“I’1l stay out here with Bertie and Frosty and keep
watch,” said Henry Daly.

“Good idea, Henry Daly,” whispered a voice from
inside Nanny’s hat. “We don’t want those two fine

magic ponies falling into the wrong hands.”

“Be careful, Henry Daly,” Nanny Reilly said quietly.
“Shout as loud as you can if you need our help. We’ll

be back as soon as we find Fran O’Toole.”

Ned and Nanny Reilly headed off toward Skele

Resources at the other side of the train station.

King Brian balanced himself on Nanny’s head as she

walked.

Skeleguards were combing the buildings, looking for
two children, one black pony, one white pony, a tiny

man wearing a crown and a black and brown dog.

“Fanfaidh mé amuigh anseo le Bertie agus Frosty
agus coimeadfaidh mé faire,” a duirt Henry Daly.

“Smaoineamh maith, Henry Daly,” a duairt guth 6n
taobh istigh de hata Nanny. “Ni theastaionn uainn go
dtitfidh an da chapaillini breatha sin isteach sna
lamha michearta.”

“Bi caramach, Henry Daly,” a dtirt Nanny Reilly go
citin. “Eirigh chomh hard agus is féidir leat ma ta ar
gcabhair uait. Beimid ar ais chomh luath agus a
aimseoidh muid Fran O’Toole.”

Chuaigh Ned agus Nanny Reilly ar aghaidh i dtreo
Skele Resources ag an taobh eile den staisiun
traenach.

Chothromaigh an Ri Brian € féin ar cheann Nanai
agus i ag sial.

Bhi cndmharlaigh ag cioradh na bhfoirgneamh, ag
lorg beirt phaisti, capall dubh amhain, capall ban
amhain, fear beag bideach ag caitheamh cordéin agus
madra dubh agus donn.



At Skele Resources, Fran O’Toole was waiting in a
long line for his turn. The Rescueteers joined the end

of the line.

A skeleguard with a guard dog kept watch over the
line of new arrivals. There was a skeleton wearing an
old torn two-piece gray suit and was sitting at an old
coffin.

She was called a skelesource. In her skelehand she
had a finger bone with a long fingernail. It was her
pen. She was dipping the fingernail into black ink and

writing on dried rabbit hides.

She had a stack of hides on her coffin desk. On her
desk, were two trays. One was labeled: “Awaiting
Possibilities,” and the other read: “Future

Possibilities.”

“Next,” said the skelesource in a loud, scratchy
voice. The skeleguard pushed Fran O’Toole forward.

“Move along,” he told Fran angrily.

Fran turned to the skeleguard and yelled, “I’'m tired
being pushed around by you. Why don’t you just take

me to Departures and get it over with?”

“You’ll get there soon enough,” snarled the
skeleguard angrily. “Now move it. You’re holding
everything up. All new arrivals have to be checked

in. Get going.” He pushed Fran O’Toole again.

Ag Skele Resources, bhi Fran O’Toole ag fanacht i
line fhada lena sheal. Chuaigh na Rescueteers isteach
ag deireadh na line.

Bhi creatlach le madra cosanta ag faire ar an line a
bhi ag teacht isteach nua. Bhi creatlach ag caitheamh
culaith liath dha phiosa strdicthe agus bhi sé ina shui
ag sean-chiste.

Tugadh cnamharlach uirthi. Ina cnamharlach bhi
cnamh méar aici agus méar fhada uirthi. Ba é a peann
é. Bhi si ag tumadh an mhéir i ndich dubh agus ag
scriobh ar sheithi coinini triomaithe.

Bhi cruach seithi aici ar a deasc conra. Ar a deasc,
bhi dha thraidire. Cuireadh lipéad ar cheann amhain:
“Awaiting Posibilities,” agus léigh an ceann eile:
“Féidearthachtai sa Todhchai.”

“Ar aghaidh,” a duirt an chndmharlach le guth ard,
scriobach. Bhruigh an chnamharlach Fran O’Toole
ar aghaidh.“Bog leat,” a duirt sé le Fran go feargach.

Chas Fran chuig an gcndmbharlach agus d’éiligh sé,
“Ta mé tuirseach traochta ag bra ort. Cén fath nach
dtdgann tu direach chuig Imeachtai mé agus go n-
éireoidh leat €?”

“Rachaidh ti ann gan mhoill,” arsa an creatlach go
feargach. “Bog anois é. T4 ti ag coinnedil gach rud
suas. Ni mor gach iontrail nua a sheiceail isteach.
Imigh leat.” Bhruigh sé Fran O’Toole aris.



“Name?” asked the skelesource. She didn’t even look

up.
“Fran O’Toole,” answered Fran. The skelesource
dipped her finger pen into the black ink and wrote
Fran’s name on a dried out rabbit hide.

“Address?” asked the Skelesource.

“Culleton’s Gap, Ireland,” Fran answered

reluctantly.

“Do you have any living relatives?” she asked, still

not looking up.

“Yes,” Fran answered.

“Are any of them sick, dying, or in the hospital?”

asked the skelesource.

“I’ve a brother in the hospital,” said Fran.

“What’s his name?”

“Why do you want to know?” shouted Fran.

“What’s his name?” snarled the skelesource again.

The skeleguard pushed Fran one more time.

“Sean O’Toole,” replied Fran sadly.

“What hospital is he in?” asked the Skelesource.

“That’s none of your business,” Fran yelled.

“Ainm?” a d'fhiafraigh an skelesource. Nior fhéach
si suas fiu.

“Fran O’Toole,” d’fhreagair Fran. Thum an
chnamharlach a peann méar isteach sa duch dubh
agus scriobh si ainm Fran ar sheiche coinin
triomaithe.

“Seoladh?” a d'fhiafraigh an Skelesource.

“Bearna Culleton, Eire,” d’fhreagair Fran go
drogallach.

“An bhfuil aon ghaolta beo agat?” d'iarr si, fos gan
breathnu suas.

“Ta,” a d'fhreagair Fran.

“An bhfuil aon duine acu tinn, ag fail bhais, n6 san
ospidéal?” a d'fhiafraigh an skelesource.
“Ta dearthair agam san ospidéal,” a duirt Fran.

“Cad is ainm do6?”

"Cén fath ar mhaith leat a fhail amach?" a scairt Fran.

“Cad is ainm d6?” snarled an creatlach aris. Bhruigh
an cnamharlach Fran aris eile.
“Sean O’Toole,” d’threagair Fran go brénach.

“Cén ospidéal ina bhfuil sé?” a d'fhiafraigh an
Skelesource.

“Ni hé sin do ghnd,” adeir Fran.



“Answer her,” the skeleguard growled as he pushed
Fran again. “Everybody sick, dying, or in the hospital

is our business.”

“What hospital is he in?” the skelesource asked again

as though nothing had happened.

“He’s in the County Hospital,” said Fran, “but he’s

not dying. He just has a concussion.”

“If he’s in hospital, he’s still a possibility,” the

skelesource said. “What ward is he in?”

Fran held his head low. “Ward 101,” he said sadly.

The skelesource wrote the information on another
dried out hide. She rolled it up like a scroll. Tied it
with a piece of braided hair and put it in the

“Awaiting Possibilities” tray.

“How many other living relatives do you have?” she

asked.

“Nine,” Fran answered with his head still held low.

“Do they reside at the same address?” asked the

skelesource.

“Yes,” answered Fran softly.

The skelesource wrote Frans’ relatives information
on another hide and rolled it up into a scroll. She tied
it with another piece of braided hair and put it in the

“Future Possibilities” tray.

“Freagair 1,” d’thas an chnamharlach agus ¢ ag bra
ar Fran aris. “Is ¢ ar ngnd gach duine ata tinn, ag
fail bhais, n6 san ospidéal.”

“Cén ospidéal ina bhfuil sé?” d'thiafraigh an
chnamharlach aris an amhlaidh nar tharla aon rud.

“Ta sé in Ospidéal an Chontae,” arsa Fran, “ach nil
s¢ ag fail bhais. Nil aige ach concussion.”

“Ma ta sé san ospidéal, ta seans ann go foill,” a
dairt an chnamharlach. “Cén barda ina bhfuil sé¢?”

Choinnigh Fran a cheann iseal. “Ward 101,” a duirt
sé go brénach.

Scriobh an chnamharlach an t-eolas ar sheithi
triomaithe eile. rolladh si suas mar scrollbharra.
Cheangail sé le piosa gruaige braidailte, agus € a
chur sa traidire "Awaiting Possibilities".

“Cé mhéad gaolta beo eile ata agat?” d'iarr si.

“Naoi,” a d’fhreagair Fran agus a chloigeann fos
iseal.

“An bhfuil conai orthu ag an seoladh céanna?” a
d'fhiafraigh an skelesource.

“Ta,” d'fhreagair Fran go bog.

Scriobh an chnamharlach faisnéis faoi ghaolta Frans
ar cheilt eile, agus rolladh suas i scrolla é.
Cheangail si le piosa eile gruaige braidithe é agus
chuir sa traidire “Future Possibilities” tray.



Then she rolled up the hide with Fran’s information

on it and handed it to him.

“Take this with you through that door and wait to be
called,” she said pointing to a large wooden door

with a skull painted on it. She then shouted, “Next!”

Hanging from the top of the skull painted door
holding a box made of big toe bones, was a large bat.

He resembled a rat with leather wings.

“Empty your pockets into this,” said the bat in a
hoarse high-pitched voice. Fran O’Toole emptied his
pockets into the big toe bone box and disappeared
behind the door.

Nanny, Ned and King Brian had caught up with Fran
O’Toole, and were a few ‘New Arrivals’ behind him
in line. They heard every question the Skelesource

asked him.

“Did you hear all that?” said Nanny Reilly.

“Indeed I did,” answered King Brian.

“Is that skelesource going to ask us the same

questions?” asked Ned.

“I wish this line of people would go home,” said
Nanny Reilly. “Then it would be our turn, and we’d
be right behind Fran O’Toole.”

Suddenly the line of people disappeared, and The

Rescueteers were next in line.

Ansin rolladh si suas an seithi le faisnéis Fran air
agus thug do é.

“Tabhair leat trid an doras sin agus fan go nglaofai
ort,” a duirt si agus 1 ag cur in il go doras moér
adhmaid agus cloigeann péintedilte air. Ghlaoigh si
ansin, "Ar Aghaidh!"

Crochadh 6 bharr an doras péinteéilte cloigeann a
bhfuil bosca déanta as cnamha ladhar mhora, bhi
ialtog mhor. Bhi sé cosuil le francach le sciathain
leathair.

“Folmhaigh do phdcai isteach anseo,” a duairt an
ialtog le guth ard-chlaonta. D’fholmhaigh Fran
O’Toole a phocai isteach 1 mbosca mér cndmh na
ladhar agus imithe taobh thiar den doras.

Bhi Nanny, Ned agus an Ri Brian tar éis teacht i
dteagmbhail le Fran O’Toole, agus cupla ‘Teacht
Nua’ taobh thiar de. Chuala siad gach ceist a chuir
an Skelesource air.

“Ar chuala tu € sin go 1€ir?” arsa Nanny Reilly.

“Go deimhin rinne mé,” d'fhreagair an Ri Brian.

“An bhfuil an chnamharlach sin chun na ceisteanna
céanna a chur orainn?” a d'thiafraigh Ned.

“Ba mhaith liom go rachfadh an lion daoine seo
abhaile,” a duirt Nanny Reilly. “Is ¢ ar seal a
bheadh ann ansin, agus bheimis direach taobh thiar
de Fran O’Toole.”

Go tobann imithe an line daoine, agus The
Rescueteers a bhi sa line eile.



The skeleguard was running up and down, pulling his
dog in every direction. He ran in circles, scratching
his head.

The guard dog, dizzy from all the running around,
fell over. Nanny and Ned stood in front of the skele-
source shaking. King Brian kept out of sight.

“Name,” she said not even looking up.

Before anyone could answer, a loud deep voice from

nowhere yelled, “What are you two doing here?”

Nanny Reilly and Ned turned around; they saw a tall

wide skelechef. He was the head skelechef.

“Do you know this is one of the busiest nights of the
year, and we are already short-handed. Don’t give me
any excuses.

I don’t want to hear them. Get yourselves into the
skelekitchen and start preparing those lizard livers.”
The two new skelecooks high-tailed it to the
skelekitchen without saying a word.

“That was a close one,” said Ned.

“I thought we were goners,” Nanny Reilly said. “He

was one angry skelechef.”

“King Brian, do you know how to prepare lizard

livers?”” Ned asked.

Bhi an chnamharlach ag rith suas agus sios, ag
tarraingt a mhadra i ngach treo. Rith sé i gciorecail,
scratching a cheann.

Thit an madra garda, dizzy as an rith timpeall,
thairis. Sheas Nanny agus Ned os comhair an
fhoinse cnamharlaigh ar crith. Choimead an Ri
Brian as radharc.

“Ainm,” a duirt si gan breathnt suas fiu.

Sula bhféadfadh aon duine freagra a thabhairt,
d'éiligh guth ard domhain 6 ait ar bith, "Cad ¢ ata tu
a dhéanamh anseo?"

Nanny Reilly agus Ned iompu thart; chonaic siad
creatlach ard leathan. Bhi sé an skelechef ceann.

“An bhfuil a thios agat gurb ¢ seo ceann de na
hoicheanta is gnéthai sa bhliain, agus taimid gan
mhoill cheana féin.

Na tabhair leithscéal dom. Nil mé ag iarraidh iad a
chloisteail. Gabhaigi féin isteach sa chnamharlach
agus tosaigh ag ullmhu na n-aenna laghairt sin."

Chuir an dé skelecook nua ard-earrdil chuig an
gcnambharlach é gan focal a ra.

“Ceann gar a bhi ann,” arsa Ned.

"Shil mé go raibh muid goners," a duirt Nanny
Reilly. “Scéire feargach amhdin a bhi ann.”

“A Ri Brian, an bhfuil a fhios agat conas aenna
laghairt a ullmht?” D'iarr Ned.



“I surely don’t. My specialty is corned beef and
cabbage with plenty of new spuds, a good dose of

farmers butter and a big mug of buttermilk,”

King Brian said proudly as he patted his well-

rounded tummy and smacked his lips together.

The head skelechef marched over to Nanny and Ned

with a large tub of lizard livers.

“You’ve one skelihour to get these ready for the
Banshee’s Banquet tonight. Get cracking. I’ve other
things to do,” the skelechef shouted at Nanny and
Ned.

The two looked around and saw the other skelecooks
were rushing around the skelekitchen and preparing

other things.

One skelecook was tucked into a corner plucking
chickens. Feathers were floating all around him but

he didn’t seem to notice.

He threw the plucked birds into roasting pans with
the heads and feet still attached.

Another skelecook was shaking seasonings over
trays of fish heads and yelling at his helper to get

them in the oven before the chicken.

Several baskets of seaweed were stacked on top of
each other on a butcher’s block. Two skelecooks
were chopping the seaweed to smithereens with meat

cleavers and then throwing it into a large pot.

“Is cinnte nach bhfuil. Is € mo shainfheidhm na
mairteoil agus cabaiste corned le neart spudanna
nua, daileog maith d’im feirmeoiri agus muga mor
blathach,”

a dairt an Ri Brian go brdaduil agus é ag patail a bolg
cruinn agus ag sméideadh a bheola le chéile.

Mhairseail an creatlach ceann anonn go dti Nanny
agus Ned le tub mor aenai laghairt.

“Ta uvair an chloig agat chun iad seo a ullmhu
d’Fhéile na Banshee anocht. Faigh scoilteadh. Ta
rudai eile le déanamh agam,” a scairt an creatlach ar
Nanny agus Ned.

Bhreathnaigh an bheirt thart agus chonaic siad na
cnamharlaigh eile ag réabadh thart ar an
gcnamharlach agus ag ullmhu rudai eile.

Cuireadh creatlach amhain isteach i gcuinne ag
spionadh sicini. Bhi cleiti ag snamh timpeall air ach
nior thug sé faoi deara.

Chaith sé na héin spionta isteach i bpanna résta
agus na cinn agus na cosa fds ceangailte.

Bhi creatlach eile ag croitheadh blastan thar
thraidiri de chinn éisc agus ag béicil ar a chantair
chun iad a thabhairt san oigheann roimh an sicin.

Cuireadh roinnt ciseain feamainne ar bharr a cheile
ar bhloc buistéara. Bhi dha chnamharlach ag
gearradh na feamainne go smior go smior le
cleavers feola agus ansin & chaitheambh isteach i
bpota mor.



In the heart of the skelekitchen, the head skelechef
and three other skelechefs fussed over a four tier,

what seemed to be, cake.

It was all black with snails all around the base of it
and a figurine of a Banshee on the top tier proudly

holding a skull.

Other skelecooks were moving quickly around the
kitchen carrying trays of food from the ovens to the
worktops, from the worktops to the stoves. Nobody

even noticed Nanny and Ned.

“We’ve no one to show us how to make these lizard

livers.” Ned said, “Everyone is busy.

“Don’t worry, Ned,” Nanny Reilly said as she rolled

her sleeves up. “I think I know how to make them.”

Nanny and Ned were two short to reach the stove, so
they placed two pots upside down on the floor in

front of the stove and stood on them.

“I think we should boil the lizard livers,” said Nanny.
My mother boils everything, except on Sundays

when she roasts a chicken. What do you think Ned?”

“I think you’re right Nanny,” answered Ned. He

wasn’t sure how his mother prepared anything.

With Ned’s help, Nanny poured the lizard livers into
a pot on the stove. She studied the containers of
various spices on the shelf in front of her.

“I never heard of any of these,” said Nanny as she

held the jar in front of her.

I gcroilar an chndmbharlaigh, bhi an creatlach cinn
agus tri chndmharlach eile comhleaite thar chiseal
ceithre shraith, rud a bhi cosuil le caca.

Bhi sé ar fad dubh le seilidi timpeall ar a bhun agus
figiGr Banshee ar an tsraith uachtarach agus
cloigeann go bréduil as.

Bhi creatlacha eile ag gluaiseacht go tapa timpeall
na cistine ag iompar tréidiri bia 6 na hoighinn go dti
na boird oibre, 6 na boird oibre go dti na soirn. Nior
thug aon duine faoi deara fii Nanny agus Ned.

“Nil aon duine againn chun a thaispedint diinn
conas na haenacha dearc seo a dhéanamh.” Duirt
Ned, “Ta gach duine gnothach.

“Na bi buartha, Ned,” a duirt Nanny Reilly agus i ag
rolladh a muinchille suas. "Silim go bhfuil a fhios
agam conas iad a dhéanamh."

Bhi Nanny agus Ned dh& ghearr chun an sorn a
bhaint amach, agus mar sin chuir siad dha phota bun
0s cionn ar an urlar os comhair an sorn, agus sheas
siad orthu.

“Silim gur cheart diinn na haenacha dearcga a
thiuchadh,” arsa Nanai. Goilionn mo mhathair gach
rud, ach amhain ar an Domhnach nuair a réstaionn
si sicin. Cad a cheapann ti a Ned?”

“Silim go bhfuil an ceart agat Nanny,” d’fhreagair
Ned. Ni raibh sé cinnte conas a d’ullmhaigh a
mhathair faic.

Le cabhair Ned, dhoirt Nanny na haenacha dearcdg
isteach i bpota ar an sorn. Rinne si staidéar ar na
coimeadain de spiosrai éagsula ar an seilf os a
combhair. “Nior chuala mé tracht ar aon cheann
diobh seo,” arsa Nanai agus i ag coinnedil an phroca
0s a comhair.



“Ground cartilage. What’s that?”

“I don’t know,” said Ned, “sure can’t we put it in

anyway?”

Nanny smelled the powder. “Oh yuck,” she said as
she curled up her nose and held it as far away from

herself as she could.

“The Banshee is not going to like this.” Nanny shook
what she thought was an appropriate amount into the

lizard livers.

She put the lid back on it and placed it back on the
shelf.

“I wonder what this smells like,” said Ned.

He opened a jar of dried crushed veins. Ned didn’t
have to put the jar to his nose; the odor drifted its way
into his nasal cavity causing Ned’s eyes to water and

his nose to crinkle.

Ned couldn’t talk. He held his nose with one hand
and handed Nanny the jar with the other.

Nanny reached for the jar and kept it as far away from
herself as she could. Once again, she shook what she
thought was an appropriate amount into the lizard

livers.

Nanny noticed one container larger than all the rest.
“What’s written on that big one in the corner,” she

asked Ned. “Can you reach it?”

“Mata cartilage. Cad € sin?"

"Nil a fhios agam," arsa Ned, "cinnte nach féidir
linn € a chur isteach ar aon n6s?"

boladh Nanny an pudar. “O yuck,” a duirt si agus i
ag cur suas a srén agus é a choinnedil chomh fada
uaidh féin agus a d’théadfadh si.

“Ni thaitin sé seo leis an mBanshee.” Chroith
Nanny méid cui a cheap si isteach sna haenacha
dearc.

Chuir si an cludach ar ais air agus chuir si ar ais ar
an tseilf é.

“N’ftheadar cén boladh ata air seo,” arsa Ned.

D'oscail sé proca de veins braite triomaithe. nior
gha do Ned an prdca a chur ar a shrén; chuaigh an
boladh isteach ina chuas srdine ag cur uisce ar
shuile Ned agus a shron ag sileadh.

Niorbh fhéidir le Ned labhairt. Choinnigh sé a shrén
le lamh amhain agus thug do Nanny an proca leis an
lamh eile.

Shroich Nanny an prdca agus choinnigh si é chomh
fada uaidh féin agus a d'fhéadfadh si. Aris eile
chroith si an méid a cheap si a bhi ina mhéid cui
isteach sna haenacha lizard.

Thug Nanny faoi deara coimeadan amhain nios mé
né an chuid eile go léir. Cad ata scriofa ar an gceann
mor sin sa chuiinne,” a d’thiafraigh si de Ned. "An
feidir leat € a bhaint amach?"



Ned leaned forward and reached for the container.
He held in front of him and read what was written in
large bold letters: “Warning! Dizzy Dust. For
Departures Only!”

King Brian peeped over the top of Nanny’s hat. “I
think that’s one ingredient you should put into your

concoction,” he said.

Ned passed Nanny the container. She opened it and

shook several ounces in.

“Ah sure, put a little bit more in,” smiled King Brian,

“don’t be shy.”

“How much more?” Nanny asked.

“Every ounce of'it,” answered King Brian. He rubbed
his hands together grinning to himself. He felt so
triumphant he wanted to kick up his heels, but instead

he slapped his leg and wriggled his body.

Nanny emptied the entire container of dizzy dust into
the pot. Using a wooden stick with a skeleton’s hand
attached to the end of it, she stirred all the ingredients

together.

“This is all stuck together,” said Nanny. “I need
something to make it stir. Pass me that water over

there.”

Ned passed two gallons of water to Nanny Reilly. He
poured one in and Nanny poured the other. The
ingredients loosened up and the lizard livers began to
bubble and cook.

Chlaon Ned ar aghaidh agus shroich sé don
choimeadan. Thionaoil sé os a chomhair agus l€igh
sé an méid a bhi scriofa i litreacha mora troma:
“Rabhadh! Dust dizzy. Chun Imeachta Amhain!"

Phéic an Ri Brian thar bharr hata Nanny. “Silim
gurb é sin comhabhar amhain ba cheart duit a chur
isteach i do chogaslann,” a duirt sé.

Ned rith Nanny an coimeadan. D’oscail si € agus
chroith si roinnt unsa isteach.

“Ah cinnte, cuir rud beag eile isteach,” adeir an Ri
Brian, “na bi cuthail.”

“Cé mhéad nios m6?” D'iarr Nanny.

“Gach unsa de,” d'fhreagair an Ri Brian. Chuimil sé
a lamha le chéile ag gaire leis féin. Mhothaigh sé
chomh buacach go raibh sé ag iarraidh a shala a
chiceadil, ach ina ionad sin bhuail sé a chos agus
chuimil sé a chorp.

D'fholmhaigh Nanny an coimeadan iomlan de
dheannach dizzy isteach sa phota. Ag baint Gsaide
as maide adhmaid a raibh lamh chnamharlaigh
ceangailte da deireadh, chorraigh si na comhabhair
go léir le chéile.

“Ta sé seo go léir saite le chéile,” arsa Nanai. “Ta
rud éigin ag teastail uaim chun € a chorrai. Tabhair
dom an t-uisce sin thall.”

Chuir Ned dhé& ghalin uisce ar aghaidh chuig Nanny
Reilly. Doirt sé ceann isteach agus doirt Nanny an
ceann eile. Scaoil na comhabhair suas agus thosaigh
na haenacha laghairt ag boilgeoga agus ag
cOcaireacht.



“You’re a grand cook Nanny Reilly,” said King
Brian, as he pinched his nostrils shut after inhaling

the terrible aroma.

“My mother said the way to a man’s heart is through

his stomach,” said Ned.

“If a woman wants a husband, all she has to do is
cook a good dinner with plenty of meat and potatoes
in it. Then she’ll be walking down the aisle in no

time.”

“Not if she cooks him something like this,” said
Nanny, “My dad’s greyhounds wouldn’t even eat

this.”

“Nor would O’Brien’s pigs,” added Ned as he
thought about what other animal wouldn’t eat it, “and

they eat whatever you put in front of them,”

The background noises in the skelekitchen got

louder.

Skelestewards brought in crockery in preparation for
dishing up the various dishes. The Banshee’s Ban-

quet was close to getting underway.

“King Brian, how are we going to save Fran

O’Toole?” Nanny Reilly asked.

“We’ll have to go through the same door he went
through and find him,” answered King Brian. “When
the head skelechef has his back turned, we’ll sneak

out. Keep stirring those lizard livers Nanny Reilly.”

“Is moér an cocaire thu, Nanny Reilly,” a duirt an Ri
Brian, agus € ag bru a shrén dunta tar éis do an t-
uafas uafasach a ionanald.

“Dairt mo mhéthair gur trina bholg an bealach go
croi fir,” a duirt Ned.

“Ma ta fear céile ag teastail 6 bhean, nil le déanamh
aici ach dinnéar maith a chocarail le neart feola
agus pratai ann. Ansin beidh si ag siul sios an aisle
in am ar bith."

“Ni ma choécaralann si rud mar seo do,” arsa Nanali,
“ni fill go n-iosfadh cunna m’athar ¢ seo.”

“Ni bheadh muca Ui Bhriain,” a duirt Ned agus ¢ ag
smaoineamh ar an ainmhi eile nach n-josfadh é,
“agus itheann siad pé rud a chuirfed rompu,”

D'éirigh na fuaimeanna culra sa skelekitchen nios
airde.

Thug na cnamharlaigh gréithe isteach mar
ullmhdchén do na miasa éagsula a rinsiu. Bhi féasta
na Banshee gar do dhul ar aghaidh.

“A Ri Brian, conas ataimid chun Fran O’Toole a
shabhail?” D'iarr Nanny Reilly.

“Beidh orainn dul trid an doras céadna a chuaigh sé
agus ¢ a thail,” d’threagair an Ri Brian. “Nuair a
bheidh a dhroim iompaithe ag an gcndmharlach
cinn, sciobfaimid amach. Lean ort ag corraigh na n-
ae laghairt sin Nanny Reilly.”



The head skelechef was peering at Nanny and Ned.
They took turns stirring the lizard livers until the he

turned his back again.

“He’s not looking now,” said Ned.

“Now is the time then,” King Brian said. “Let’s get
out of here as quick as we can, before he turns around

again.”

Nanny and Ned left the lizard livers cooking on the

stove and crept out of the skelekitchen.

They made their way back to Henry Daly and their

two magic ponies.

“It’s about time,” said Henry Daly. “The Dreary
Castle guest shuttle has been busy all evening, going
back and forth from the train station. The skeleguards

are all over the place, and I just saw Fran O’Toole.”

“Where is he?” asked Ned.

“He’s over there in that wooden cage,” said Henry

Daly, pointing toward the train station.

“It looks like they are getting ready to take him to

Departures,” said King Brian.

“Why is he wearing one of those skeliforms?” asked
Nanny Reilly. Fran O’Toole was wearing one of the
old, torn skeliforms they had seen in the skeliform
room.

“Look,” said Ned, “there’s something written on the

cage.”

Bhi an creatlach cinn ag breathnt ar Nanny agus
Ned. Thog siad sealanna ag corraigh na n-aenna
laghairt go dti gur chas sé a dhroim aris.

“Nil s¢ ag féachaint anois,” arsa Ned.

“Seo € an t-am, mar sin,” arsa an Ri Brian. “Téimid
amach as seo chombh tapa agus is féidir linn, sula n-
iompaionn sé timpeall aris.”

D'fhag Nanny agus Ned na haenacha laghairt ag
cOcaireacht ar an sorn agus chuaigh siad amach as
an gcnamharlach.

Rinne siad a mbealach ar ais go Henry Daly agus a
dha chapaillini draiochta.

“T4 sé in am,” arsa Henry Daly. “Bhi an t-eitlean
aoi Chaislean Dreary gnéthach an trathnéna ar fad,
ag dul siar agus amach 06n staisitn traenach. Ta na
cnamharlaigh ar fud na haite, agus ni fhaca mé ach
Fran O’Toole.”

"Ca bhfuil sé?" a d'fhiafraigh Ned.

“Ta sé thall ansin sa chliabhan adhmaid sin,” a duirt
Henry Daly, ag dirit i dtreo an staisitin traenach.

“Ta an chuma ar an scéal go bhfuil siad ag déanamh
réidh chun ¢ a thabhairt go Imeacht,” arsa an Ri
Brian.

“Cén fath a bhfuil s¢ ag caitheamh ceann de na
cnambharlaigh sin?” a d'fhiafraigh Nanny Reilly. Bhi
Fran O’Toole ag caitheamh ceann de na
seanchnamharlaigh stréicthe a chonaic siad sa
seomra creatlach.

“Féach,” arsa Ned, “ta rud €igin scriofa ar an
gcliabhan.”



An old piece of wood was haphazardly nailed to the
cage. It had a skull painted on it, and the words:

“Skeletrustee’s Only.”

A flock of crows swooped down, took the cage’s
braided hair ropes in their beaks and hoisted Fran up

and over their heads.

The crow headed off in the direction of Dreary
Castle.

“Quickly everyone,” King Brian said as he jumped
out from under Nanny Reilly’s chef’s hat onto Henry
Daly’s back.

“We can’t let Fran O’Toole out of our sight. Jump on
your magic ponies and hold on tight. Let’s get

going.”

Nanny and Ned jumped up on Bertie and Frosty and
prepared for takeoff.

“Up up, and away, Henry Daly!” King Brian

shouted.

“Up up, and away, Frosty!” Nanny Reilly yelled.

“Up up, and away, Bertie!” Ned yelled.

Still safe in their disguises, The Rescueteers took off

after Fran O’Toole.

Cuireadh seanphiosa adhmaid nana go fanach leis
an gcaighean. Bhi cloigeann péintedilte air, agus na
focail: “Skelettrustee’s Only.”

Chuaidh tréad préachan anuas, thogadar ropai
gruaige braidte an chliabhain ina ngoba agus chrom
Fran suas agus thar a gceann.

D’imigh an préachan i dtreo Chaislean an Dreary.

“Go tapa gach duine,” a dairt an Ri Brian agus € ag
Iéim amach faoi hata cocaire Nanny Reilly ar chal
Henry Daly.

“Ni féidir linn Fran O’Toole a ligean amach as ar
radharc. Léim ar do chapaillini draiochta agus a
shealbhu ar daingean. Go néiri libh."

Léim Nanny agus Ned suas ar Bertie agus Frosty,
agus d'ullmhaigh siad le haghaidh éiri de thalamh.

"Suas suas, agus ar shiul, Henry Daly!" a scairt an
Ri Brian.

"Suas suas, agus ar shiul, Frosty!" Nanny Reilly
yelled.

"Suas suas, agus ar shiul, Bertie!" yelled Ned.

Fos slan ina gcuid folaithe, d’¢éirigh na Tarrthoiri
amach i ndiaidh Fran O’Toole.



The Rescueteers followed the crows carrying Fran
O’Toole to Dreary Castle. The crows dropped Fran’s
cage at the skeleguards’ hut.

The Rescueteers landed behind the hut. They could
see Dreary Castle. The castle walls were made of

skulls and covered in cobwebs.

They were just like the walls that surrounded the
Banshee’s Cradle. Outside the castle’s main
entrance, awaiting their turn, was a line of horse

drawn carriages.

Every carriage had two horses covered from head to
toe in black capes. About one hundred skeleguards

were lined up and standing to attention.

The chief skeleguard walked up and down in front of

them, tapping his leg with an old spine bone.

“Skeleguards,” he said, “as you all know, tonight, we
have the Banshee’s Banquet. Every Banshee in

Ireland is here. We must be at our very best.

We have to maintain the high standards we are

known for throughout the Banshees’ industry.

“Tonight, due to a breach in security, every Banshee
will have her own personal skeleguard. A group
called ‘The Rescuteers’ was spotted in the Banshee’s
Cradle earlier. We are not sure if they are still here

because we have had not seen them since.

Lean na Tarrthoiri na préachain ag iompar Fran
O’Toole go Caislean Dreary. Thit na préachain cage
Fran ag bothan na skeleguards.

Thuirling na Rescueteers taobh thiar den bhothan.
D’fhéadfaidis Caislean Dreary a fheiceail. Bhi
ballai an chaisleain déanta de skulls agus folaithe le
gréasan.

Bhi siad direach cosuil leis na ballai a bhi timpeall
ar Chliabhan na Banshee. Lasmuigh de
phriomhbhealach isteach an chaisleain, ag fanacht
ar a seal, bhi line de charranna capaill.

Bhi dha chapall cludaithe ag gach carraiste 6 cheann
go ladhar le caipini dubha. Bhi thart ar céad
skeleguard lineéilte suas agus seasamh ar aird.

Shitil an priomhchnamharlach suas agus sios os a
gcombhair, ag cnagadh a chos le sean-chnamh
droma.

“Ceambhain,” ar seisean, “mar is eol daoibh go I¢ir
anocht, ta féasta na Banshee againn. Ta gach
Banshee in Eirinn anseo. Ni mor ddinn a bheith ar
ar ndicheall.

Ni mor duinn na caighdedin arda ar a bhfuil cail
orainn ar fud thionscal na Banshees a choinneail.

“Anocht, mar gheall ar shart slandala, beidh a
creatlach pearsanta féin ag gach Banshee.
Chonacthas grupa darb ainm ‘The Rescuteers’ 1
gcluaisin na Banshee’s Cradle. Nilimid cinnte an
bhfuil siad fos anseo mar ni fhaca muid iad 6 shin.



We must assume that they are still here. Therefore, it
is our duty to protect every Banshee who is here in

the Cradle attending the Banshees’ Banquet tonight.”

“Did you hear all that, King Brian?”” Nanny Reilly

asked. “They were talking about us!

“Indeed I did hear it,” King Brian answered.

“If they catch us, we’re surely goners!” Ned said.

One of the skeleguards escorted Fran O’Toole to the
side of the castle and took him through an old

wooden door marked: “Skeletees Only.”

King Brian said, “We need to follow Fran O’Toole
through that door and get him out of there as quickly

as possible.”

“I’ll stay here on guard with Bertie and Frosty,” said
Henry Daly. “We’ll be ready to take off when you

come out.”

“That’s a very good idea, Henry Daly,” said King
Brian. “All right then, Nanny Reilly and Ned Franey,
are you ready?”

“We’re ready,” they answered together,
straightening their chef’s hats. King Brian returned

to his hiding place in Nanny’s hat, and they followed
Fran O’Toole through the ‘Skeletees Only’ door.

Inside skelewaiters were running about in different
directions. Dishes made from skulls were piled up in

stacks near an old bathtub.

Ni mor duinn glacadh leis go bhfuil siad fés anseo.
Mar sin, t& sé de dhualgas orainn gach Banshee ata
anseo sa Chradle a bheidh ag freastal ar Fhéasta na
Banshee anocht a chosaint.”

“Ar chuala tu € sin go I¢ir, a Ri Brian?”” D'iarr
Nanny Reilly. “Bhi siad ag caint fiinn!

“Go deimhin chuala mise ¢,” d’threagair an Ri
Brian.

“Ma ghlacann siad sinn, is cinnte go bhfuil muid
imithe!” A duirt Ned. —

Thug duine de na cnamharlaigh Fran O’Toole go
taobh an chaisleain agus thug sé tri shean-doras
adhmaid ¢ a raibh an comhartha “Skeletees Only”.

Duirt an Ri Brian, "Ni mor ddinn Fran O'Toole a
leandint trid an doras sin agus € a thabhairt amach
chomh tapa agus is féidir."

“Fanfaidh mé ar garda anseo le Bertie agus Frosty,”
a dairt Henry Daly. "Beidh muid réidh le éiri de
thalamh nuair a thagann td amach."

“Is smaoineamh an-mhaith ¢ sin, Henry Daly,” a
duirt an Ri Brian. "Ceart mar sin, Nanny Reilly agus
Ned Franey, an bhfuil td réidh?"

“Taimid réidh,” d’fhreagair siad le chéile, ag diri
hatai a gcdcaire. D’fhill an Ri Brian ar a fholach i
hata Nanny, agus leanadar Fran O’Toole trid an
doras ‘Skeletees Only’.

Bhi skelewaiters istigh ag rith timpeall i dtreonna
difridla. Cuireadh miasa déanta as cloigeann i
gcruacha in aice le sean-tuban folctha.



“There’s Fran O’Toole!” Ned said. “He’s washing
those skull dishes in that old tub.”

“The luck of the Irish is with us tonight,” King Brian

said with a big smile. “Let’s grab him and go.”

“There you are!” shouted a familiar voice. “T’ve been

looking everywhere for you two!”

Nanny and Ned froze. The head skelechef walked up
behind the two of them and ushered them through the
skelewaiters, and into the Grand Skeletal Ballroom.

He led them to a platform at the front of the ballroom.

Nanny and Ned looked around the room.

Before them stood coffins mounted on skeletal feet,
and every coffin was draped with a fine layer of

cobwebs.

At the middle of each coffin, sat a bat on a skull
holding a flaming torch. Around these coffins, sat one

hundred Banshees.

Fifty on each side of the room. They were all dressed

in similar black attire.

From what Nanny and Ned could see, all the
Banshees had wart infested noses, and none of them
had any teeth. Behind each Banshee stood a

skeleguard.

“Banshees of Ireland,” said the head skelechef, as he

walked out on center stage. “Tonight, [ have received

great compliments for the lizard livers.

“Ta Fran O’Toole ann!” A duirt Ned. “T4 na miasa
cloigeann sin a niochan aige sa sean-tuban sin.”

“T4 an t-adh ar na hEireannaigh linn anocht,” a
duirt an Ri Brian le gaire mor. “Tugaimid greim air
agus rachaimid.”

"T& tu ann!" a scairt guth eolach. “Ta mé ag lorg
gach ait duit beirt!”

Reoite Nanny agus Ned. Shiuil an creatlach cinn
suas taobh thiar den bheirt acu agus thug trid na
scéileanna, agus isteach i Seomra Balseomra an
Chnamharlaigh Mhair.

Thug sé chuig ardan iad ag tosach an tseomra bal.
D'fhéach Nanny agus Ned timpeall an tseomra.

Sular sheas siad conrai gléasta ar chosa
cnamharlaigh, agus gach cénra cltdaithe le sraith
mhin d'uigi cdinne.

I lar gach conra, shuigh ialtdg ar cloigeann agus
toirse lasrach air. Timcheall na gconra sin do shuidh
cead Banshee.

Caoga ar gach taobh den seomra. Bhi siad go léir
gléasta i bhfeisteas dubh comhchosuil.

On méid a d’fheiceadh Nanny agus Ned, bhi sron
feitheacha ionfhabhtaithe ag na Banshees go Iéir,
agus ni raibh fiacla ar bith ag aon duine acu. Taobh
thiar de gach Banshee sheas creatlach.

“Banshees of Ireland,” a duirt an creatlach ceann,
agus ¢ ag siul amach ar an staitse. “Anocht, ta
moladh mér faighte agam as na haenna laghairt.



The compliments do not go to the head skelechef this
time, they go to the best skelecooks the Banshee’s
Cradle has ever known. It gives me great pleasure to

introduce them to you.”

The skelechef took four paces back and left Nanny
Reilly and Ned at center stage. The Banshees nodded

and howled in approval.

The skelechef stepped down from the platform and
walked over to the Banshee sitting in the first skel-

echair to the right.

As he pulled out her skelechair, the Banshee rose

wobbling a little.

Then she staggered toward Nanny Reilly and Ned

Franey on the platform.

“What will we do, King Brian?”” Nanny whispered

nervously.

Under her hat, King Brian was on his knees clutching
rosary beads, his eyes shut tight. “Pray,” he

whispered, “As hard as you can.”

“It gives me great pleasure,” the Banshee weaved
back and forth, “to have skelecooks like the two of
you on the Banshee’s Cradle team.”

She balanced herself against the trophy table.

“I have been the General Manager here for one
hundred years, and in all those years | have never had

lizard livers as good as those | had tonight.

Ni théann an moladh go dti an creatlach cinn an uair
seo, téann siad go dti na cndmharlaigh is fearr a
d'aithin an Banshee's Cradle riamh. Cuireann sé an-
athas orm iad a chur in aithne duit.”

Thog an creatlach ceithre luas ar ais agus d’fhag
Nanny Reilly agus Ned i lar an aonaigh. Chlaon na
Banshees agus chrom siad ar fhaomhadh.

Chuaigh an creatlach sios 6n ardan agus shidil sé
anonn go dti an Bhanshee ina shui sa chéad
chathaoir sceabhach ar dheis.

Mar a tharraing sé amach a creatlach, d'ardaigh an
Banshee wobbling beagan.

Ansin chuaigh si i dtreo Nanny Reilly agus Ned
Franey ar an ardan.

"Cad a dhéanfaimid, a Ri Brian?" Nanny whispered
nervously.

Faoina hata, bhi an Ri Brian ar a ghltine ag
bearradh coirnini rosary, a shuile dinta go docht.
“Guigh,” adeir s¢, “Chombh cruaidh agus is féidir
leat.”

“Cuireann sé an-athas orm,” a d’fhaisceadh an
Banshee anonn is anall, “scealdga mar an bheirt
agaibh ar thoireann Banshee’s Cradle.”

Chothromaigh si i féin i gcoinne an tabla trofai.

“Ta mé 1 mo Bhainisteoir Ginearalta anseo le céad
bliain, agus sna blianta sin ar fad ni raibh aenna
aghairt agam chomh maith leo siud a bhi agam
anocht.



She took a deep breath and paused for a moment. The
other Banshees howled again. Nanny Reilly and Ned

stood like statues.

The Banshee continued. “I have here,” she paused
again and turned to the right. Reaching out to pick up
the skull trophy, she fell backwards towards the

skelechef.

He caught her, handed her the skull trophy and
steadied her. “I have here,” she said again. “The

highest award any skelecook has ever been given.”

Slumped in their skelechairs, the other Banshees

howled again.

“It is an honor to award this trophy to you both for a

job well done,”

The Banshee was working hard on trying to balance
herself as she extended the skull to both Nanny and
Ned.

The head skelechef gestured to his award winning

skelecooks to take the skull trophy.

Nervously, Nanny and Ned took short steps toward
the Banshee. Nanny Reilly reached out and took the
skull.

“Would you like to say a few words,” asked the
Banshee swaying to and fro. Nanny and Ned shook
their heads. The head skelechef took a step toward

them.

Rinne na Banshees eile caoineadh aris. Sheas
Nanny Reilly agus Ned cosuil le dealbha.

Lean an Banshee. “T4 anseo agam,” shos si aris
agus chas ar dheis. Ag sineadh amach chun an trofai
cloigeann a phiocadh suas, thit si ar gcul i dtreo an
chraicne.

Rug sé uirthi, thug sé an trofai cloigeann di agus
sheas sé 1. “T4 anseo agam,” adeir si aris. “An
damhachtain is airde a bronnadh creatlach ar bith
riamh.”

Thit siad ina gcndmbharlach, rinne na Banshees eile
caoineadh aris.

“Is mor an ondir an corn seo a bhronnadh ar an
mbeirt as jab a rinneadh go maith,”

Bhi an Banshee ag obair go dian ag iarraidh i féin a
chothroma agus i ag sineadh an cloigeann chuig
Nanny agus Ned araon.

Thug an chnamharlach cloigeann go mor da
chnamharlaigh a bhuaigh duaiseanna chun corn an
cloigeann a ghlacadh.

Go neirbhiseach, ghlac Nanny agus Ned céimeanna
gearra i dtreo na Banshee. Shin Nanny Reilly amach
agus thog si an cloigeann.

“Ar mhaith leat cupla focal a r4,” a d’fhiafraigh an
Banshee ag luascadh anonn is anall. Chroith Nanny
agus Ned a gceann. Ghlac an creatlach ceann céim i
dtreo iad.



“Are you sure you wouldn’t like to say something?”
he asked. “It is a great honor to be awarded the skull

trophy.”

Nanny and Ned shook their heads again.

“All right,” said the skelechef. “I understand your
nervousness. It is not easy to speak in front of so
many honored guests. You may go back to the

skelekitchen now and help the other skelechefs clean
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up.

Nanny and Ned backed toward the Grand Skeletal
Ballroom door, holding the skull trophy. Weaving in

their skekechairs, the Banshees howled again.

Ned closed the ballroom doors behind them.

“I tried to say thank you, but the words wouldn’t
come out,” said Nanny Reilly, “were you scared,
King Brian?” Nanny asked.

No answer came from King Brian.

“King Brian are you all right?”” asked Ned.

“Look into my hat and see if he’s still there,” said

Nanny as she bowed her head low, so Ned could look

down into her hat.

“He’s still there,” said Ned. “He’s on his knees with
his eyes shut, holding rosary beads. Are you all right,

King Brian?”

“Is that you Ned?” King Brian asked.

“An bhfuil ti cinnte nar mhaith leat rud éigin a ra?”
d'arr sé. “Is mor an onoir € an trofai cloigeann a
bhronnadh orm.”

Chroith Nanny agus Ned a gceann aris.

“Ceart go leor,” a duirt an creatlach. “Tuigim do
néarog. Nil sé éasca labhairt os comhair an oiread
sin aionna onorach. Is féidir leat dul ar ais go dti an
creatlach anois agus cabhru leis na creatlai eile a
ghlanadh suas.”

Thacaigh Nanny agus Ned i dtreo doras an Grand
Skeletal Ballroom, agus shealbhaigh siad an trofai
cloigeann. Ag fioddireacht ina gcathaoireacha, rinne
na Banshees caoineadh aris.

Dhin Ned na doirse balseomra taobh thiar diobh.

“Rinne mé¢ iarracht buiochas a ghabhail leat, ach ni
thiocfadh na focail amach,” arsa Nanai Reilly, “an
raibh faitios ort, a Ri Brian?” D'iarr Nanny.

Nior thainig aon fhreagra ¢ Ri Brian.

“A Ri Brian, an bhfuil an ceart agat?” a d'thiafraigh
Ned.

“Féach isteach i mo hata agus féach an bhfuil s¢ fos
ann,” arsa Nanai agus 1 ag cromadh a ceann go
hiseal, ionas go bhféadfadh Ned breathna sios
isteach ina hata.

“Ta sé f6s ann,” arsa Ned. “Té sé ar a ghluine agus
a shuile danta, coirnini rosary air. An bhfuil an ceart
agat, a Ri Brian?”

"An é sin ti Ned?" D'iarr an Ri Brian.



“Saints preserve us tonight,” King Brian said
relieved. “I’'m proud of the two of you. You stood

your ground well.”

“That’s because we weren’t able to talk, King Brian,”

replied Nanny.

“That Banshee wasn’t able to talk or stand to well

either,” said Ned.

“I think that had something to do with your lizard

livers,” laughed King Brian.

“Where did Fran O’Toole go?” Nanny asked,

looking around.

“All the skull dishes are gone!” said Ned.

“There he is,” said King Brian.

Fran O’Toole was being led by a skeleguard.

“Come on. We’ve got to keep him in our sights,” said

Nanny Reilly.

The Rescueteers followed closely. The skeleguard
marched Fran up a rickety, narrow spiral staircase

illuminated by bat torches.

The stairs led all the way to the roof of Dreary Castle.
On the roof of the castle, there was a skeleguard hut

with several wooden cages lined up beside it.

Nailed to each cage was an old wooden sign with

“Departures” poorly painted on it in black.

“Caomhnaionn na naoimh sinn anocht,” a duirt an
Ri Brian le faoiseamh. “Ta mé broduil as an mbeirt
agaibh. Sheas ti do thalamh go maith.”

“Is é an fath nach raibh muid in ann labhairt, a Ri
Brian,” a d'fhreagair Nanny.

“Ni raibh Banshee in ann labhairt nd seasamh go
maith ach an oiread,” a duirt Ned.

“Silim go raibh baint aige sin le d’aenna laghairt,” a
dairt an Ri Brian.

“Ca ndeachaigh Fran O’Toole?” D'iarr Nanny, ag
breathnu thart.

"Ta na miasa cloigeann go léir imithe!" arsa Ned.

“T4,” arsa an Ri Brian.

Bhi Fran O’Toole 4 stitradh ag cnambharlach.

“Come on. Ni mor duinn € a choinneail inar
radharc,” a duirt Nanny Reilly.

Lean na Rescueteers go dluth. Mhairsedil an
chnamharlach Fran suas staighre caol biseach
rickety agus € soilsithe ag toirsi ialtdg.

Thug an staighre an bealach ar fad go dti dion
Chaislean Dhroichid. Ar dhion an chaisleain, bhi
bothan chndmbharlaigh agus roinnt cliabhain
adhmaid lineailte in aice leis.

Nail le gach cage bhi sean-chomhartha adhmaid le
“Imeachta” péintedilte go dona air i dubh.



Nanny, Ned, and King Brian hid behind the
skeleguard hut. Fran was pushed into a cage.

“Your taxi awaits,” snarled the laughing skeleguard.

“Fran! Fran!” came a voice from nowhere. Fran
turned. There in the wooden cage beside him was his

best friend, Mike Donovan!

“Mike!” Fran yelled. “Are you alright?”

“I’ve been better,” answered Mike. “What are we
going to do, Fran? We’re goners. We need a miracle!
Once the Banshee gets hold of you, that’s it. There is

no tomorrow.”

“We’ll have to find a way out of here, Mike,” said

Fran. “Do you have any ideas?”

“No, I don’t, Fran,” Mike said sadly. “But I’d love to

have a last wish right now.”

“Maybe I should have listened to those two
youngsters I met in the forest,” said Fran. “They were

talking about getting a wish from a leprechaun.”

“What two youngsters? And a wish from what

leprechaun?”” Mike asked.

“After the Banshee took you away,” Fran said, “I
followed you all the way into the forest, and then I

and fell asleep with exhaustion for a few minutes.”

Chuaigh Nanny, Ned, agus an Ri Brian i bhfolach
taobh thiar de bhoth an chnamharlaigh. Cuireadh
Fran isteach i gcliabhan.

“Ta do tacsai ag fanacht leat,” a duirt an creatlach
gaire.
“Fran! Fran!" thainig guth 6 ait ar bith. Chas Fran.

Sa chliabhan adhmaid in aice leis bhi a chara is
fearr, Mike Donovan!

"Mike!" adeir Fran. "An bhfuil tu ceart go leor?"

"Ta mé nios fearr," d'fhreagair Mike. “Cad ata le
déanamh againn, a Fhran? Taimid gortdiri. Ta
mioruilt de dhith orainn! A luaithe a gheobhaidh an
Banshee greim ort, sin é. Nil amarach ann.”

“Beidh orainn bealach a fhail amach as seo, a
Mhaidhc,” a duirt Fran. “An bhfuil aon smaointe
agat?”

“Ni hea, a Fhran,” a dairt Mike go bronach. “Ach
ba bhrea liom mian dheireanach a bheith agam faoi
lathair.”

“B'théidir gur cheart dom a bheith ag éisteacht leis
an mbeirt 6génach sin ar bhuail mé leo san
thoraois,” a duirt Fran. “Bhi siad ag caint faoi
mhian a thail 6 leipreachan.”

“Cén bheirt 6ganach? Agus mian leipreachan?"
D'iarr Mike.

“Tar éis don Bhanshee ta a thabhairt leat,” a duirt
Fran, “lean mé an bealach ar fad isteach san
fhoraois tha, agus ansin mé agus thit mé i mo
chodladh le traochta ar feadh ctipla n6iméad.”



Fran told Mike about meeting Nanny Reilly and Ned
and how he stormed off on them when they were
telling him about some leprechaun king and their

talking dog.

“Did they have gold whistles?”” asked Mike.

They did,” answered Fran. “Even the dog, who they
said could talk had a gold whistle. One of the
youngsters was about to blow the whistle when |

stormed off.”

Mike started to nod his head in sudden realization.

He slowly spoke the words,

“Whoever has a leprechaun’s gold whistle is as
magic as a leprechaun himself.” He continued

nodding his head.

“How do you know that?”” asked Fran.

“They were the very words out of my grandfather’s

mouth to me when I was a young lad,” Mike said.

“He had a gold whistle. He told his father, my great
grandfather, he had gotten it from a leprechaun who
called himself, King Brian of Coolrainy because he

saved the Kings life.

My great grandfather didn’t believe him and took the

whistle from him for telling lies”.

“King Brian of Coolrainy?” said Fran in
astonishment. “That’s the leprechaun those two

youngsters were talking about.”

D'inis Fran do Mike faoi casadh le Nanny Reilly
agus Ned agus mar a chuaigh sé i gcion orthu nuair
a bhi siad ag insint do faoi ri leipreachan éigin agus
an madra cainte a bhi acu.

“An raibh feadoga oir acu?” a d'thiafraigh Mike.

Rinne siad,” d'threagair Fran. “Bhi feadog oir fiu ag
an madra, a duirt siad go bhféadfadh sé labhairt. Bhi
duine de na daoine 0ga ar ti an fheaddg a shéideadh

nuair a d’éirigh mé as.”

Thosaigh Mike ag sméideadh a chloigeann agus é
réadaithe go tobann. Duirt sé go mall na focail,

"An té a bhfuil feaddg Gir leipreachan ta sé chomh
draiochtdil leis an leipreachan féin." Lean sé ag
nodding a cheann.

“Conas ata a thios sin agat?” a d'thiafraigh Fran.

“Ba iad na focail a thdinig as béal mo sheanathar
dom nuair a bhi mé 1 mo ghasur 6g,” a duirt Mike.

“Bhi feadog oir aige. Duirt sé lena athair, mo shin-
seanathair, go bhfuair sé é ¢ leipreachan darbh ainm
do féin, Ri Brian Cuil Raithin, mar gur shabhail sé
beatha na Rithe.

Nior chreid mo shin-seanathair €, agus thog sé an
theaddg uvaidh chun bréaga a insint”.

“Ri Brian Ctil Raithin?” arsa Fran le hiontas. “Sin é
an leipreachan a raibh an bheirt 6ganach sin ag caint
faoi.”



“You’re joking me!” said Mike.

“I'm surely not joking you,” replied Fran. “They
were closer to me than you are now. | heard them as
plain as day say King Brian of Coolrainy, and they

were from Coolrainy too!”

“I remember my grandfather telling me not to tell a
grownup if I ever met a leprechaun, because not too
many of them believe in anything magic. Never were

truer words spoken,” said Mike.

“If those two youngsters tried to tell me about a
leprechaun called King Brian and a talking dog, |

wouldn’t have believed them either.”

“Do you think those kids were telling the truth?”

Fran asked.

“I would bet my very life, and everything I own on
it,” answered Mike. “All we can do now is wish for

a miracle.”

"Ta ti ag magadh orm!" arsa Mike.

“Is cinnte nach bhfuil mé ag magadh thu,” a
d’threagair Fran. “Bhi siad nios gaire domsa na tusa
anois. Chuala mé iad chombh soiléir leis an la adeir
Brian Ri Cuil Raithin, is 6 Chuil Raithin iad
freisin!”

“Is cuimhin liom mo sheanathair ag ra liom gan
insint do dhuine fasta da mbuailfinn le leipreachan
riamh, mar ni chreideann an iomarca acu in aon rud
draiochta. Nior labhraiodh focail nios fire riamh,” a
dairt Mike.

“Da ndéanfadh an bheirt 6ganach iarracht insint
dom faoi leipreachan darbh ainm an Ri Brian agus
madra cainte, ni chreidfinn iad ach an oiread.”

“An doigh leat go raibh na paisti sin ag insint na
firinne?”” D'iarr Fran.

“Gheallfinn mo shaol féin, agus gach rud atd agam
air,” d’threagair Mike. “Is ¢ an rud is féidir linn a
dhéanamh anois n4 mian miracle.”






Fran O’Toole sat in the cage holding his knees into
his chest and his head resting on his knees. He felt

hopeless.

He could do nothing, he could go nowhere, and the
worst thing of all was, how sad he felt for not

believing Nanny and Ned.

“Mike,” he said, “I wish I had believed those
youngsters. [ know it’s too late now, but I wish I
could turn back the clock to that very moment in the

forest.

If | believed in magic | would be home right now, as
warm as toast by the fire. Enjoying a good dinner

with a bottle of stout and no worries.

Instead, here we are, in the Banshee’s Cradle of all
places. We’re locked in wooden cages on the roof of
Dreary Castle and about to depart to the place of no

return.”

“But sure you can’t blame yourself Fran,” replied
Mike, he was trying to console his friend in his final
hour. Who’s to say I would have done anything
differently if the shoe were on the other foot.”

A miracle was exactly what they needed.

“What will we do now, King Brian?” asked Nanny.

Shuigh Fran O’Toole sa chliabhan agus a ghluine
ina chliabhrach agus a cheann ina lui ar a ghluine.

Mhothaigh sé gan déchas. Ni fhéadfadh sé aon rud a
dhéanamh, ni fhéadfadh sé dul ait ar bith, agus an
rud is measa ar fad nd, cé chomh brénach a bhraith
sé as gan a chreiditint Nanny agus Ned.

“Maidhc,” ar seisean, “b'thearr liom go gcreidfinn
na daoine éga sin. Ta a thios agam go bhfuil sé ré-
dhéanach anois, ach ba mhaith liom go bhféadfainn
an clog a chasadh ar ais go dti an néiméad sin san
fhoraois.

Da gcreidfinn sa draiocht bheinn abhaile faoi
lathair, chomh te le tosta cois na tine. Bain sult as
dinnéar maith le buidéal Stout agus gan aon imni.

Ina it sin, tdimid anseo, i gCradle Banshee i ngach
ait. Taimid faoi ghlas i gcliabhain adhmaid ar dhion
Chaislean Dreary agus ar ti imeacht go dti an it
nach bhfilleann muid.”

“Ach cinnte nach féidir leat an milledn a chur ort
féin ar Fran,” a d’threagair Mike, bhi sé ag iarraidh
dul i muinin a chara ina uair dheireanach. Cé a
déarfadh go ndéanfainn aon rud difritil da mbeadh
an bhrég ar an gcos eile.”

Bhi mioruilt go direach cad a bhi de dhith orthu.

"Cad a dhéanfaimid anois, a Ri Brian?" a
d'fhiafraigh Nanny.



“We’ll have to distract the guard and let Mike
Donovan and Fran O’Toole out of those cages,”

answered King Brian. “Then we’ll make a run for it.”

“How are we going to distract the guard?” asked
Ned.

“We’ll tell him, if he hurries, he can get lizard livers
in the skelekitchen! Then we’ll open the cages and

let Fran and Mike out,” replied Nanny.

“Are you ready, Rescueteers?” said King Brian. He

knelt down out of sight in Nanny’s hat.

He pressed the palms of his hands together under his

chin and looked up to the heavens.
“We’re ready, King Brian,” answered Nanny and
Ned together as they tightened the stampede cords on

their hats.

Nanny and Ned walked up to the skeleguard. Nanny

had her skull trophy under her arm.

“Eh, excuse me, Sir!” Nanny said nervously.

“What are you two doing up here?” snarled the

skeleguard.

“We came up to tell you there are lizard livers in the

slelekitchen for the skeleguards,” answered Ned.

“Lizard livers?” the skeleguard said with surprise.

“For the skeleguards? “But I can’t leave my post.

“Beidh orainn aird a tharraingt ar an ngarda agus
Mike Donovan agus Fran O’Toole a ligean amach
as na casanna sin,” d’threagair an Ri Brian.
“Déanfaimid rith ar a shon ansin.”

“Conas ataimid chun aird a tharraingt ar an
ngarda?” a d'thiafraigh Ned.

“Déarfaimid leis, ma dhéanann sé deifir, is féidir
leis aenna laghairt a fhail sa chnamharlach!
Oscléidh muid na cages ansin agus scaoilfimid Fran
agus Mike amach,” a d’threagair Nanny.

"An bhfuil td réidh, a Tharrth6iri?" arsa an Ri
Brian. Ghluais sé sios as radharc i hata Nanny.

Bhrligh sé bosa a lamha le chéile faoina smig agus
d’fhéach sé suas chun na bhflaitheas.

“Taimid réidh, a Ri Brian,” a d’threagair Nanai
agus Ned le chéile agus iad ag teannadh na gcrann
stampaéla ar a gcuid hatai.

Shitil Nanny agus Ned suas go dti an creatlach. Bhi
tréfai cloigeann ag Nanny faoina lamh.

"Eh, gabh mo leithscéal, a dhuine uasail!" A duirt
Nanny nervously.

“Cad ¢ ata sibh beirt ag déanamh suas anseo?”
snarled an skeleguard.

“Théinig muid anios a insint duit go bhfuil aenna
laghairt sa chnamhcharr do na gardai,” d’threagair
Ned.

"Aenna Lizard?" a duirt an skeleguard le iontas.
“Do na skeleguards? “Ach ni féidir liom mo phost a
fhagail.



These skeletrustees will be taking off in fifteen

minutes I’ll go then.”

“But there won’t be any lizard livers left if you wait,”
said Nanny. “We can watch the skeletrustees for
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you.

“No, that’s out of the question,” said the skeleguard.

“I have a job to do here.”

Nanny and Ned nodded and turned to walk away.
“Wait a minute,” said the skeleguard.

“It will take only a few minutes to run down to the
skelekitchen. I’d love to taste those lizard livers. All
right then, I’ll take you up on your offer.

I’ll be right back,” said the skeleguard and he took

off in a hurry, clattering his way along as he hurried

down the dusty rickety stairway.

“Now’s our chance,” said King Brian as he looked

over the top of Nanny’s hat.

“Open those cages, hurry, we don’t have a moment

to spare.”

Nanny and Ned ran to the cages.

“Fran O’Toole and Mike Donovan,” Ned said, as

they approached the cages. “We’re getting you out of

here.”

Beidh na cnamharlaigh seo ag éiri as i gceann cuig
noiméad déag, rachaidh mé ansin.”

“Ach ni bheidh aon aenna dearc fagtha ma thanann
t4,” arsa Nanai. “Is féidir linn féachaint ar na
chnambharlaigh duit.”

“Ni hea, ta sé sin as an gceist,” a duirt an creatlach.
“Té4 jab le déanamh agam anseo.”

Chlaon Nanny agus Ned agus chas siad chun sidl
amach.

“Fan n6éiméad,” a duirt an creatlach.

“Ni thogfaidh sé ach cupla néiméad rith sios go dti
an skelekitchen. Ba bhreé liom na haenna lizard sin
a bhlaiseadh. Ceart go leor, mar sin, glacfaidh mé
suas le do thairiscint duit.

Beidh mé ar ais ceart,” a dairt an chnamharlach
agus d’imigh sé faoi dheifir, ag cromadh a
bhealaigh agus € ag deifir sios an staighre dusty
rickety.

“Seo ar seans,” arsa an Ri Brian agus ¢ ag amharc

thar barr hata Nanai.

“Oscail na cages sin, déan deifir, nil néiméad le
sparail againn.”

Rith Nanny agus Ned go dti na cages.

“Fran O’Toole agus Mike Donovan,” a duirt Ned,
agus iad ag druidim leis na cages. “Taimid ag cur as
duit anseo.”



Fran and Mike froze. They were looking at two
skelecefs with tall cowboy chefs hats, and one of

them had his skull under its arm.

“This is it, Fran!” said Mike. “Our moment has

come.”

“You were a great friend to me all these years, Mike.
I’ll never forget you,” Fran said, as he extended his

hand out to Mike through the rails of his cage.

“We had some rare times didn’t we Fran?” Mike said

sadly while shaking Fran’s hand.

“We sure did, Mike, we had the very best of times,”

Fran replied.

“Fran, it’s me!” said Nanny. “Nanny Reilly!

“And me!” said Ned. “Ned Franey!”

“Don’t forget me,” said King Brian laughing as he
jumped up and over Nanny Reilly’s chef’s hat and
landed on Fran’s cage. Both Nanny and Ned took
their hats off.

Fran O’Toole and Mike Donovan fainted, falling like

dead people in a place that welcomed the likes.

“Wake up, wake up!” shouted Nanny. “The

skeleguard will be back in a minute”

Nanny patted Mike’s cheeks. Mike was out for the
count. “This is for human kind,” said Nanny as she

closed her eyes tight,

Reoite Fran agus Mike. Bhi siad ag féachaint ar dha
chnamharlach le hatai arda priomhchdcaire bo, agus
bhi cloigeann duine acu faoina lamh.

"Seo ¢, Fran!" arsa Mike. “Ta ar ndiméad tagtha.”

“Bhi tu 1 do chara mor liom ar feadh na mblianta
seo caite, Mike. Ni dhéanfaidh mé dearmad go deo
ort,” a duirt Fran, agus ¢ ag sineadh a lamh amach
chuig Mike tri railli a chliabhain.

“Bhi roinnt uaireanta annamh againn nach raibh
Fran againn?” Duirt Mike go bronach agus ¢ ag
croitheadh laimhe Fran.

“Is cinnte go ndearnamar, a Mhaidhc, go raibh an
ceann is fearr orainn,” a d’threagair Fran

“Fran, mise atd ann!” arsa Nanny. “Nanny Reilly!

"Agus mise!" arsa Ned. "Ned Franey!"

“Né déan dearmad orm,” a duirt an Ri Brian agus ¢
ag gaire agus € ag léim suas thar hata cocaire Nanny
Reilly agus ag tuirlingt ar chliabhan Fran. Bhain
Nanny agus Ned a gcuid hatai amach.

Thainig lagh ar Fran O’Toole agus Mike Donovan,
ag titim cosuil le daoine marbh in ait a chuir failte
roimh a leithéidi.

"Disigh, duisigh!" a scairt Nanny. “Beidh an
creatlach ar ais i gceann n6iméid”

A duirt Nanny leicne Mike. Bhi Mike amuigh don
chomhaireamh. “T4 sé seo ar son an chine daonna,”
arsa Nanai agus i ag druidim lena suile go teann,



“May Fran agus Mike
Muscail go tapa,
Roimh an skeleguard
Tagann ar ais."

She snapped her fingers and Fran and Mike woke up.

“What are you two doing here?” asked Fran in shock.

“How did you get here? Looking at King Brian he

asked, “Are you a leprechaun?”

“Never mind all that now,” interrupted Mike
Donovan. “We asked for a miracle, and we got one.

Let’s get out of here as fast as we can.”

Nanny and Ned opened the cage doors and let Fran
and Mike out. Then they heard skeleguards coming

up the spiral stairway in a hurry.

“It’s the skeleguards!” said Ned.

“I knew it was too good to be true,” said Fran

O’Toole. “We’re doomed!”

Four skeleguards came through the door. “Leftover
lizard livers,” snarled one of them. “You’re about to
be leftover bones!” The skeleguards started to run

towards the group.

At that very moment, Henry Daly landed on the
rooftop with Bertie and Frosty and their reins in his

mouth.

“May Fran agus Mike
Muscail go tapa,

Roimh an skeleguard

Tagann ar ais."”

Ghearr si a méar agus dhuisigh Fran agus Mike.

"Cad é ata tu dha dhéanamh anseo?" a d'fhiafraigh
Fran le turraing.

“Conas a thainig tu anseo? Ag féachaint ar an Ri
Brian d'thiafraigh sé, “An leipreachan thu?”

“Ni miste liom sin go léir anois,” a chuir isteach ar
Mike Donovan. “D’iarramar mioruilt, agus
fuaireamar ceann. Rachaimid amach as seo chomh
tapa agus is féidir linn."

D'oscail Nanny agus Ned doirse an chliabhain agus
lig Fran agus Mike amach. Ansin chuala siad
cnamharlaigh ag teacht suas an staighre biseach faoi
dheifir.

“Is iad na skeleguards ¢!” arsa Ned.

“Bhi a fthios agam go raibh sé r6-mhaith le bheith
fior,” a duirt Fran O’Toole. “T4 muid doomed!”

Thainig ceathrar skeleguards trid an doras. “Aenna
lizard ata fagtha,” arsa duine acu. "Ta ta ar ti a
bheith cndmha fagtha!" Thosaigh na skeleguards ag
rith i dtreo an ghrupa.

Ag an bpointe sin, thuirling Henry Daly ar an dion
le Bertie agus Frosty agus a n-aiseanna ina bheal.



Nanny and Ned quickly put their hats back on and
tied their stampede cords tight.

Nanny and Fran O’Toole jumped on Frosty’s back,
Ned and Mike Donovan jumped on Bertie’s back and

King Brian jumped on Henry Daly’s back.

The skeleguards ran towards them. Henry Daly
growled at the skeleguards. The hair stood up on his

back and drool spilled from his mouth.

“You’re about to be left over bones!” he growled as
he took a step toward the skeleguards with King

Brian on his back.

The skeleguards stopped dead in their tracks! They
weren’t going to challenge that ferocious dog before

them. None of them wanted to be left over bones!

“Fly away now, lads!” yelled King Brian

“Up up, and away, Frosty!” yelled Nanny.
“Up up, and away, Bertie!” yelled Ned.
“Up up, and away, Henry Daly!” yelled King Brian.

Bertie, Frosty, and Henry Daly jumped off the castle

roof and flew away.

They flew over Dreary Castle and the skelestation.
Then they flew over the grounds of The Banshee’s
Cradle and the gates.

They flew over the forest and landed back at Raven’s

Point.

Chuir Nanny agus Ned a hatai ar ais go tapa agus
cheangail siad a gcordai stampailte go docht.

Léim Nanny agus Fran O’Toole ar chul Frosty, 1éim
Ned agus Mike Dono-van ar dhroim Bertie agus
[éim an Ri Brian ar chal Henry Daly.

Rith na skeleguards i dtreo iad. Bhi Henry Daly ag
caoineadh faoi na cndmharlaigh. Sheas an ghruaig
suas ar a dhroim agus doirteadh drool as a bhéal.

“Ta ta ar ti bheith fagtha thar chnamha!” d'¢irigh sé
agus é ag gabhail céime i dtreo na gcnamharlach agus
an Ri Brian ar a dhroim.

Stop na skeleguards marbh ina rianta! Ni raibh siad
chun dushlan a thabhairt don madra borb sin a bhi
rompu. Nior theastaigh 0 aon duine acu a bheith
fagtha thar chnamhal!

“Eitilt anois, a bhuachailli!” adeir an Ri Brian

"Suas suas, agus ar shiul, Frosty!" yelled Nanny.
"Suas suas, agus ar shiul, Bertie!" yelled Ned.

"Suas suas, agus ar shiul, Henry Daly!" adeir an Ri
Brian.

Léim Bertie, Frosty, agus Henry Daly de dhion an
chaisleain agus d’eitil siad.

D'eitil siad thar ChaisleAn an Dreary agus an
creatlach. Ansin d’eitil siad thar thailte Cliabhan na
Banshee agus na geatai.

D’eitil siad thar an bhforaois agus thuirling siad ar
ais ag Raven’s Point.



Fran O’Toole and Mike Donovan were so happy.

They jumped off the backs of Bertie and Frosty knelt

on the ground and kissed it.

They picked up several fistfuls of sand and tossed it
in the air. They began laughing and hugging each

other.

Fran O’Toole did a cartwheel and Mike Donovan
made a brave attempt at one. The Rescueteers

laughed with them.

Fran and Mike grabbed Nanny and Ned and hoisted
them up on their shoulders and danced several steps

of a jig. Then they all fell in the sand laughing.

“Sweet Mother,” said Fran O’Toole. “We’re alive

and kicking.”

“Thanks to King Brian’s leprechaun magic, Nanny
Reilly, Ned Franey and their talking dog, Henry
Daly,” said Mike Donovan patting Nanny and Ned
on the back and Henry Daly on the head.

“It’s time for us to go,” said Fran. “I can’t thank you
all enough. How in the world did two children like

yourselves become so brave?

“We were brave because we were on a mission for

the good of humankind,” answered Nanny.

“And animal kind,” added Ned. Ned looked at
Henry, and Henry Daly smiled back at Ned.

Bhi Fran O’Toole agus Mike Donovan an-sasta.

Léim siad de dhroim Bertie agus chuaigh Frosty ar a
ghldine ar an talamh agus phdg siad é.

Phioc siad roinnt dornacha gainimh agus chaith siad
san aer é. Thosaigh siad ag gaire agus ag barrdg ar a
chéile.

Rinne Fran O’Toole roth cart agus rinne Mike
Donovan iarracht chréga ar cheann. Rinne na
Rescueteers gaire leo.

Rug Fran agus Mike ar Nanny agus Ned agus chroch
siad suas ar a ngualainn iad agus rinne siad roinnt
céimeanna portaigh. Ansin thit siad go léir sa
ghaineamh ag gaire.

“Mathair milis,” a duairt Fran O’Toole. "Taimid beo
agus ag ciceail "

“Buiochas le draiocht leipreachan an Ri Brian,
Nanny Reilly, Ned Franey agus a madra cainte,
Henry Daly,” a duirt Mike Donovan ag bualadh
Nanny agus Ned ar a chul agus Henry Daly ar an
ceann.

“Ta sé in am againn imeacht,” arsa Fran. “Ni féidir
liom buiochas a ghabhdil libh go leir. Conas ar
domhan a d’¢éirigh beirt phaisti cosuil leat féin chomh
croga sin?

“Bhi muid créga mar bhi muid ar mhisean ar mhaithe
leis an gcinedl daonna,” d’fhreagair Nanny.

“Agus cinedl ainmhithe,” a dairt Ned. D'fhéach Ned
ar Henry, agus aoibh Henry Daly ar ais ar Ned.



“That’s two of the finest reasons to be brave,” said
Mike Donovan, “we’ll never forget what you have
done for us. If ever any of you need our help for any

reason, our doors are always open to you.

“King Brian,” said Fran, “If I ran into you under
normal circumstances on any other day, | would ask

you for three wishes.

But today, | have a million wishes in one. Just
standing here on the golden sand at Ravens Point.

Thank you so much.”

King Brian smiled at Fran and held the lapels of his
waistcoat and said, “On a normal day, under normal
circumstances Fran O’Toole, you wouldn’t run into
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me.

Fran and Mike laughed and said their farewells; they
knew this was very true what King Brian had just

said.

The only way someone would come across King
Brian, was if he wanted them to. He’s way to crafty

to let just anyone run into him.

“I think it’s time for me to say good day to you all,”
said King Brian, but before 1 go I think the two
bravest children in Ireland ought to have a couple of

nice blackthorn sticks.”

He snapped his fingers and two fine shillelaghs
appeared in Nanny and Ned’s hand. King Brian then
reached for his own shillelagh and waved it at Nanny,

Ned and Henry Daly and said the words,

“Sin dha cheann de na cuiseanna is fearr le bheith
croga,” a duirt Mike Donovan, “ni dhéanfaidh muid
dearmad go deo ar a bhfuil déanta agat dainn. Ma
bhionn ar gcabhair ag teastail 6 aon duine agaibh ar
chuis ar bith, bionn ar ndoirse oscailte duit i gconai.

“A Ri Brian,” arsa Fran, “Da4 rithfinn isteach chugat
faoi ghnathchuinsi 14 ar bith eile, d’iarrfainn tri
mhian ort.

Ach inniu, ta millidn mianta agam i gceann amhain.
Seasamh anseo ar an ngaineamh o6rga ag Ravens
Point. Go raibh mile maith agat."”

Rinne an Ri Brian mionghaire ar Fhran agus ghlac sé
lapels a choim agus duirt, “Ar ghnathla, faoi
ghnaththosca Fran O’Toole, ni rithfeadh leat isteach
orm.”

Rinne Fran agus Mike géire agus duirt siad slan; bhi
a fhios acu go raibh sé seo fior-mhaith cad a duirt an
Ri Brian direach.

An t-aon tslighe a thiocfadh duine trasna ar Ri Brian,
nd da mba mhian leis iad. Ta sé de nds aige ligean
d’aon duine rith isteach ann.

“Silim go bhfuil an t-am agam l& maith a radh libh
go léir,” arsa an Ri Brian, ach sula n-imeoidh mé
silim gur cheart go mbeadh cupla maide draighean
deas ag an da leanbh is créga in Eirinn.”

Ghearr sé a mhéar agus thainig dhé scilling mhine i
laimh Nanny agus Ned. Shroich an Ri Brian a scilling
féin ansin agus chrom sé ar Nanny, Ned agus Henry
Daly agus duirt sé na focail,



“May the leprechauns be near you,
To spread luck along your way,
And may all the Irish angels

Smile on you today.”

Nanny, Ned and Henry Daly said goodbye to King

Brian, and then he disappeared.

“Holy moley,” said Henry Daly, looking down at

himself.

“I’'m still a black skeleguards dog! And you’re still

skelecooks. I wish we were our old selves again.”

“Done,” laughed King Brian’s voice from afar, and

sure enough, Henry Daly was a brindle dog again.

Nanny and Ned’s skeliforms disappeared and they
too were back to their old selves wearing their

cowboy hats and sitting on their ponies.

Nanny and Ned rode Bertie and Frosty back home
along the beach with Henry Daly by their side.

It was almost dawn. They were both very tired and

very quiet.

The sudden realization of their rescue mission hit
them like a ton of bricks. What would have happened

to them if the Banshee knew who they were?

“I don’t want to go back into the Banshee’s Cradle

ever again Nanny,” said Ned.

“Go mbeadh na leipreachain in aice leat,
Go n-éiri an t-adh leat ar do bhealach,
Agus go raibh aingil na hEireann go léir

Aoibh ghaire ort inniu."

Slan a fhagéail ag Nanny, Ned agus Henry Daly leis

an Ri Brian, agus ansin chuaigh sé as a chéile.

“Naofa Moley,” a duirt Henry Daly, ag féachaint sios

air féin.

“Is madra skeleguards dubh mé fos! Agus is
cnédmharlaigh sibh fos. Ba mhaith liom go raibh muid

ar sean féin aris."

“Déanta,” adeir glor an Ri Brian i gcéin, agus cinnte

go leor, bhi Henry Daly ina mhadra sréine aris.

D’imigh cndmharlaigh Nanny agus Ned agus iad féin
ar ais chucu féin ag caitheamh a hatai b6 agus ina sui

ar a gcapaillini.

Chuaigh Nanny agus Ned ag marcaiocht ar Bertie
agus Frosty ar ais abhaile feadh na trd agus Henry
Daly taobh leo.

Bhi sé beagnach breacadh an lae. Bhi siad araon an-
tuirseach agus an-chiuin.

Bhuail réadu tobann a misean tarrthala iad cosuil le
tonna brici. Cad a tharlédh déibh da mbeadh a fhios
ag na Banshee cé hiad féin?

“Ni theastaionn uaim dul ar ais isteach i gCliabhan
na Banshee aris Nanny,” arsa Ned.



“Me either Ned,” replied Nanny. “I’'m glad it’s all
behind us, we won’t ever have to worry about the

Banshee staring us in the face again.”

Little did Nanny, Ned and Henry Daly know what
the future had in store for them. They now have,
magical powers and ponies at their disposal for the
good of humankind and animal kind. They have been

called to rise. They are now, The Rescueteers!

THE END

“Mise ceachtar Ned,” a d'threagair Nanny. “Ta athas
orm go bhfuil sé ar ar gcul, ni bheidh orainn a bheith
buartha go deo go mbeidh an Banshee ag stanadh

orainn inar n-aghaidh aris.”

Is beag a bhi a fhios ag Nanny, Ned agus Henry Daly
cad a bhi i ndan doibh. T4 cumhachtai draiochta agus
capaillini acu anois ar mhaithe le cine daonna agus
ainmhi. Glaodh orthu ardd. Sin iad anois, Na

Tarrthéiri!

AN DEIREADH




