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CHAPTER THIRTY

Jimmy Finn quickly and carefully led the way, just as he had when he 
caught King Brian and King Cormac. He knew the safe and hidden 
route to take. He was followed by a still scared and tired Nanny and 
Ned. Th ey had hoped this long night would be well over by now and 
they were safely snuggled up in their warm and comfortable beds to 
awaken on Christmas Eve morning with the Banshee’s Cradle behind 
them. Th ey could still hear the Banshee’s angry yells in the distance as 
they got further and further away from her. Th ey were followed by Santa 
with Princess Tara sitting on his right shoulder. Th e little princess was 
still tired and feeling the eff ects of the Banshee’s grip on her. So Santa 
put her on his shoulder to rest. King Rory took advantage of Santa’s 
left shoulder, while King Brendan and King Cormac under Santa’s kind 
persuasion fi t nicely into his red jacket pockets. Paddy Mac took Henry 
Daly’s position at the rear of the line and kept a close watch on their 
surroundings, after all, if a skeleguard was going to surprise them, he 
knew the most likely areas this would happen.

Nanny didn’t like being separated from Henry Daly. She kept 
looking behind her hoping to see him gallop up behind them with King 
Brian on his back. She knew they weren’t out of the woods yet, and it 
was always a comforting feeling to have her loyal companion on guard 
at her side. She feared for him and King Brian. She also knew it was 
only a matter of time before the skeleguards would discover the loose 
skeledogs and hear the cries of the Banshee coming from their cage.

Th e morning sun had risen and daylight spread throughout the 
Banshee’s Cradle. Th e darkness no longer hid them. Just as they were 
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coming close to King Brendan’s ladder, Jimmy Finn made a sudden stop 
and lay fl at out on the ground. Without saying a word, he gestured to 
everybody to get down and keep perfectly still. He could hear twigs 
snapping close by. Were they been followed? Paddy Mac signaled to 
Jimmy Finn that he was going to circle around the blackened pines 
and come up behind the unsuspecting culprit. He crept away on his 
haunches and disappeared out of sight. Not a word was said among the 
waiting comrades. Several minutes went by and not a sound was heard 
anywhere. Where was Paddy Mac? Why wasn’t he back by now?

Nanny could feel something move underneath her elbow. She lifted her 
arm and saw a small sprig of a pine tree with green pine needles on it. Th at’s 
the fi rst piece of green I’ve seen in the Banshee’s Cradle, she thought. Th e fl oor 
of the Cradle began to shimmer. A lot of things were moving underneath 
them and beneath the soil as they lay in wait for Paddy Mac to return.

“I’m scared Nanny,” whispered Ned, trembling.
“I’m scared too, Ned,” replied Nanny. “I’m not sure if we should 

run for it or not.”
Jimmy Finn was scared too. His bones began to rattle. He gestured 

to everyone to come toward him. Santa, with Princess Tara and King 
Rory now sitting on his back, elbowed his way up beside Nanny and 
Ned. King Brendan and King Cormac crawled behind him.

“Gather round, everybody,” said Jimmy Finn. “Th ere’s something 
very strange happening. I’ve never witnessed brightness and the earth 
moving like this in the Cradle before, and Paddy Mac should be back 
by now. I think you should all get out of here now while you can.”

“But what about Henry Daly?” said Nanny. “I can’t leave Henry 
Daly behind.”

“And Uncle Brian,” said Princess Tara, “we have to wait here for them.”
“I’ll wait here,” said Jimmy Finn, but all of you should go now as 

fast as your two legs will carry you.”
Th e earth began to move like ripples in the ocean. Small sprigs of 

pine trees and fern broke through the soil.
“Look at this,” said Santa, “a sign of life.” He was staring at a tiny 

purple wildfl ower growing right under his nose as he lay on the ground.
“And look at this,” said King Rory as he lay face down. “A shamrock 

growing before my very eyes.”
“And a bluebell growing before my very eyes,” added King Cormac.
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“Hey, look at me,” laughed Princess Tara, a beautiful lush green 
fern leaf lifted Princess Tara from Santa’s back and carefully placed her 
on the ground.

“Ha, ha,” laughed King Rory as a lush green fern leaf lifted him 
from Santa’s back and stood him beside Princess Tara

Nanny and Ned were also laughing hard. A pine tree had grown 
from the ground and two of the branches gently wrapped themselves 
around Nanny and Ned and carefully stood them beside Princess Tara 
and King Rory. Another pine tree grew in the same fashion and off ered 
a limb to Santa to help him up, and then brushed the loose twigs and 
forest debris from Santa’s red cloak with several of its branches.

“Ho, ho, ho,” laughed Santa as he looked up to the sky with the 
palms of his hands turned up. “It’s snowing twinkle dust.”

Two toadstools grew under King Cormac and King Brendan giving 
them two seats to sit on. Th ey too laughed hard.

Th e earth slowly tore itself open and new fresh ferns and pine trees 
grew to maturity in minutes. Th e forest fl oor covered itself in bluebells, 
purple, yellow and white wildfl owers. Lush green grass, shamrocks and 
clover leaves. Birds could be heard singing and seen fl ying overhead.

“Look at me everybody, look at me,” Jimmy Finn cried. “I have meat on 
my bones, I have a face.” Jimmy Finn was touching his face. He had a nose 
and eyebrows, cheeks and lips. He didn’t look like a skeleguard anymore, 
he looked like a normal human being wearing a nice shirt and trousers.

“Jimmy Finn,” said everybody, they were fl abbergasted. What a 
shocking surprise.

“He’s not the only one with meat on his bones,” Paddy Mac’s voice 
made its way into the laughter and exhilaration of Santa the Rescueteers 
and Jimmy Finn. Paddy Mac strolled into the crowd, he was wearing a nice 
shirt and corduroy trousers with a beautiful Sadie Grady at his side.

“We’re all normal human beings just like we wanted to be,” said 
a tearful Sadie Grady. “I don’t know how to thank you all. She wore 
a pretty red jacket, she had long thick black wavy hair, very fi ne facial 
features and a beautiful smile.

Th e ground began to tremble again and the sound of a loud engine 
could be heard coming toward them, what could this possibly be?

“Hide everybody,” yelled Santa. “Th is could be trouble coming 
toward us,”
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Without wasting a moment everybody hid behind the magnifi cent 
pine trees and waited for the engine intruder.

“It sounds like the SkelOrientation Express said Jimmy Finn. “I’ve 
heard that sound often enough.”

“Th e skelegineers are probably out looking for us,” added Paddy 
Mac, his anger showing on his round face. “Th ere’s no way I’m going 
back to the way I was, they aren’t going to catch me.”

“Or me either,” said Sadie Grady, still tearful. “We’re getting out of 
here and we are going to live like human beings,”

“It’s the SkelOrientation Express,” said Ned. “But it looks diff erent, 
like new.”

“It’s red and yellow,” said Nanny, “and it has Th e Liberty Express 
written on it.”

“And it’s full of people,” said Santa. “What’s going on?”
“All aboard,” yelled a familiar scratchy voice from Th e Liberty 

Express as the smokestack puff ed out perfect circles of white smoke.
“It’s Henry Daly, it’s Henry Daly,” cried Nanny jumping and waving 

for joy.
“Henry Daly, we’re over here.” Henry had his head out the engineer’s 

window with a big bright smile on his face and his tongue hanging out.
“And Uncle Brian,” cried Princess Tara, “Uncle Brian.” She was 

waving as hard as she could and jumping up and down.
“Next stop, Coolrainy,” yelled King Brian as he stuck his head out 

the engineer’s window beside Henry Daly.
“Hurrah for King Brian and Henry Daly,” cried Ned. “We can go home.”
“Hallelujah,” said Santa with tears in his eyes, “what a wonderful 

Christmas this is going to be.”
Th e Liberty Express came to a slow halt. It was a beautiful sight. 

Th e engine and the carriages were a shiny fi re engine red with bright 
yellow trim. Th e words Th e Liberty Express on the sides of the engine 
and every carriage door were also a bright yellow. People were looking 
out gold framed windows and waving with delight.

“It’s all the skeletees,” said Sadie Grady. “We’re all human beings 
again,” she continued to cry tears of joy.

Henry Daly jumped off  the train and ran toward Nanny. Nanny 
locked her arms around him. “You did it, Henry Daly,” she said. “You 
did it, you turned off  the wish-blocking device and made a wish.”
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Henry was so excited to see Nanny he wiggled out of her locked 
arms and began licking her all over her face. Nanny was laughing hard. 
Ned knelt beside Nanny and hugged Henry Daly, Henry was thrilled to 
see Ned too and licked him all over his face. Nanny, Ned, and Henry 
Daly were exhilarated. Th ey rolled around the forest fl oor laughing.

King Brian jumped off  the train. “Th ree cheers for the Rescueteers,” 
he yelled.“Hip hip, hurrah. Hip hip, hurrah. Everybody cheered, even 
the x-skeletees.

King Brendan, King Cormac, King Rory and Princess Tara ran 
toward King Brian. Princess Tara jumped up in his arms. “You’re the 
most clever leprechaun Ireland has ever known Uncle Brian,” she said 
as she hugged him tight.

“You’re absolutely right, lass,” answered King Brian with his cock of 
the walk smile. “Sure, haven’t I been telling you that for years?”

All four leprechaun kings laughed. Th at was an absolute fact. King 
Brian possessed an extra twinkle in his eye and grit in his heart whenever 
a daunting task lay ahead of him.

When he and Henry Daly returned down the tunnel to turn off  the 
wish-blocking device, he knew this had to be their last hurrah. He knew 
there was no more coming back to the Banshee’s Cradle. Th erefore, not 
only did they have to get the Rescueteers and Santa out, they also had to 
get all the skeletees and skeledogs out too. After all, isn’t that what the 
Rescueteers are all about, for the good of mankind and animal kind.

Henry Daly stood on his hind legs and leaned against the red brick 
wall where the wish-blocking device switch was. King Brian stood on 
Henry Daly’s head and pulled down on the switch. As he did so, he took 
a deep breath, closed his eyes tight and said the words,

“May all that is right happen tonight.
May all that is wrong go away.

May the Banshee and her Cradle no longer exist.
May a new forest be born today.

May the skeletees transform back to their norm.
May the skeledogs do the same.

As they came in, may they go out
On the new Liberty Express Train.”
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King Brian opened his eyes and twinkle dust glittered in the air. It was 
then both he and Henry Daly knew everything was going to be just 
fi ne. Henry Daly with King Brian on his back left the tunnel to join 
their comrades in style on the SkelOrientation Express.
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CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE

After all the jubilation, the transformation of the Banshee’s Cradle and 
skeletees, the arrival of Th e Liberty Express, the hugs, the laughter, the 
cheers and the tears, everybody boarded the train. Th e old skelengineers, 
who were now human engineers took over the engine, blew the whistle 
and slowly the train began rolling its way out of the Cradle. Th e 
passengers cheered and applauded. Former skeledogs of all colors, shapes 
and sizes, some with their heads out the carriage windows, let out happy 
barks galore. Th ey were free of the Banshee and her dark world. Th e 
Rescueteers, Santa, Paddy Mac, Jimmy Finn and Sadie Grady sat in the 
end carriage and looked back at what was once a dark and scary desolate 
place. Th ey were now in awe at its vibrant beauty. A peaceful silence 
surrounded them as they refl ected on the night of fear and horror they 
just went through.

Th e Liberty Express stopped at, what was once the main entrance 
to the Cradle. Th e gates were now gone and the whole forest came 
together. Bertie and Frosty were still tethered to the lowly branches of 
the pine trees. So too were King Brian’s white horse, King Rory’s grey 
horse, King Cormac’s black horse and King Brendan’s spirited chestnut 
mare. Th ey were calmly grazing on lush green grass. It was a peaceful 
and uneventful night for them.

“I want to ride Frosty home,” said Nanny, she was so happy to see 
her lovely white pony. Frosty looked at Nanny and whinnied, she was 
happy to see Nanny too.
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“Well then, I’m going to ride Bertie home,” said Ned. Ned too was 
thrilled to see Bertie and Bertie was happy to see Ned. He tossed his 
head up and down as if to say to Ned, “Let’s go for a ride.”

“I think we should all ride back to Magandy’s Pond,” said Santa. 
“After all, morning has broken and it’s now Christmas Eve. I have a 
special gift for you all and I would like to give it to you at the offi  cial 
headquarters of the Rescueteers.”

Nanny and Ned nudged each other. A special gift from Santa. What 
could it be? Th is is why Christmas was always Nanny’s most favorite 
time of the year, apart from having no school, Santa was always going 
to surprise her no matter what.

“I’m going to ride Rudolph to Magandy’s Pond,” said Santa.
“But Rudolph is not here,” said Ned.
“Well, we’ll soon remedy that,” smiled Santa, “especially now that 

leprechaun wishes and Christmas wishes are back in full swing.” He 
winked at his captive audience and he too had the same twinkle in his 
eye that King Brian had. Santa stepped off  Th e Liberty Express and 
took three giant steps away from the train. He twitched his nose and 
his red Santa hat with white furry trim appeared on his head. “Th at 
feels much better,” he smiled.

Th e Rescueteers got off  the train to be closer to Santa and see him 
bring Rudolph to the forest. Santa’s feeling of Christmas Magic had 
come back to him and all he had to do was think of his reindeer before 
him, and in an instant, there he was. Rudolph with his magnifi cent 
buff ed out antlers and his shiny red nose, his gold bells and his slick 
shined leather reins, saddle bags and a shiny leather headset. Rudolph 
was a beautiful sight.

“Ho, ho, ho,” said Santa in his burly voice. He patted Rudolph on 
the neck and then gave him a big Santa hug. “It’s so good to see you, 
Rudolph. You look magnifi cent.”

“He’s so big,” said Ned, noticing how wide and tall Rudolph was 
compared to Bertie and Frosty, not to mention the Kings miniature 
horses.

His nose is really red,” said Princess Tara as she stood under 
Rudolph’s nose and stared at it.

Th is was a habit Rudolph was well used to by now, his nose for his 
entire life was a real eye catcher.
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“I wish it was a night sky,” said Nanny. “Th en we would really see 
how bright Rudolph’s nose shines.”

No sooner were the words out of Nanny’s mouth, when the sky 
darkened and fi lled with stars. Rudolph’s nose got brighter and brighter 
and the surrounding area had a red glow to it.

“Jeepers,” said Nanny, “I forgot I could wish again.”
Everybody laughed and well understood Nanny’s words. Th ey all 

forgot they could wish again.
Sadie Grady stepped off  the Liberty Express into the red glow of the 

now night sky. Paddy Mac and Jimmy Finn followed her. Th is for them was 
goodbye. Th eir eyes fi lled with tears as they thanked and hugged Santa and 
the Rescueteers. Th ey now had a name and a brain and were ready to celebrate 
Christmas as ordinary people. Th ey had a life to go back to and promised 
to keep in touch. What a great Christmas gift for them and all the other 
Liberty Express passengers. As the Liberty Express chugged away from the 
Rescueteers and Santa, Sadie Grady, Paddy Mac and Jimmy Finn from the 
last carriage continued to wave goodbye until they got out of sight.

Nanny was sad to see them disappear. Santa noticed Nanny’s 
sadness.

“Don’t worry Nanny Reilly,” said Santa. “I’ll be paying them a visit 
tonight, and I have a special gift for them too. Th ey, just like the rest of 
us are going to have a wonderful Christmas.”

Nanny smiled and realized she would see them again in Coolrainy. 
Th at made her feel better.

“Let’s go home,” said King Rory as he put his arm around Princess Tara.
“What wonderful words,” smiled King Brian. “Let’s go home.”
Everybody agreed, and with a smile and a sigh repeated the words 

to themselves, “Let’s go home.”
Nanny and Ned ran to Bertie and Frosty. Princess Tara jumped on Henry 

Daly’s back and the four leprechaun Kings mounted their trusty steeds.
Santa was not so agile. He turned to Rudolph and said, “I’m going 

to need a little help from you my friend.”
Rudolph understood the help Santa needed, so he knelt on the forest 

fl oor and made it easy for Santa to get on his back.
“I’m ready whenever you are,” he said in his deep calm voice. He 

picked up his leather reins and cried, “Onward Rudolph, Up Up and away.” 
Rudolph in a single bound was air born. “Ho, ho, ho,” laughed Santa.
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Nanny tightened the stampede cord on her cowboy hat. “Up Up 
and away Frosty,” she cried with delight.

Ned too tightened his stampede cord. “Up Up and Away Bertie,” 
he yelled out at the top of his voice.

“Up Up and away Henry Daly,” cried Princess Tara as she held on 
to Henry’s scruff  for dear life.

King Brian quickly gathered his brothers together. “Th ere’s one 
thing missing before we take off ,” he said smiling.

“What’s that, Brother Brian?” asked King Brendan.
“A little Christmas music,” answered King Brian. With that, he 

snapped his fi ngers in the air and the infamous tin whistle in the key 
of ‘d’ appeared hovering above their heads.

“Oh lilting whistle,
Up, up and away,

Pick a tune,
And let’s hear you play.”

Rudolph’s bells were jingling as he and Santa took off . Th e tin whistle 
tuned into the bells, and as it did before, inhaled and in an instant 
began its jingle bell notes of yuletide joy.

“Mi Mi Mi,
Mi Mi Mi,

Mi So Do Re Mi.
Fa Fa Fa,

Fa Fa Mi Mi,
Mi Mi Mi Re,

Re Mi Re.
So, Mi Mi Mi,

Mi Mi Mi,
Mi So Do Re Mi,

Fa Fa Fa,
Fa Fa Mi, Mi,

Mi Mi So So Fa Re Do.”

Th e Rescueteers and Santa all sang along at the top of their voices,
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“Jingle bells
Jingle bells

Jingle all the way.
Oh what fun
It is to ride

On a one horse
Open sleigh.

Oh, Jingle bells
Jingle bells

Jingle all the way,
Oh what fun
It is to ride

On an open sleigh tonight.

As the Rescueteers fl ew over Katie’s fi eld, they could see the sparkle of 
Bull Cullen’s four-foot-tall Christmas tree. Twinkle dust was falling 
on it like shining snowfl akes. Nanny and Ned could see their prized 
possessions still under the little tree with Bull Cullen’s. It was a wonderful 
welcome home for all. Th ey landed at Magandy’s Pond out of breath 
and overwhelmed with joy. Th e Rescueteers dismounted and once again 
Rudolph accommodated Santa with his dismount. Santa’s legs were 
a little stiff  and wobbly, it had been quite a few years since he rode a 
reindeer. He looked around at Magandy’s Pond. What a lovely sight in 
the red glow of Rudolph’s nose.

“Magandy’s Pond always looks so peaceful,” he said.
“Do you fi sh here too?” asked Nanny wondering why she never saw 

Santa here, “this is where the biggest rocheens are.”
“I caught a huge one yesterday,” added Ned, then his red freckled 

face frowned. “I threw it back in over there, but I should have kept it, 
because nobody believed me when I told them how big it was.”

“For some strange reason when you catch a big fi sh,” said King 
Brendan, “it’s best to keep it so people can see it with their own eyes. 
Otherwise, you didn’t catch it.”

“But Ned did catch it,” said Nanny. “I saw it—it was huge.”
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“I’m sure the fi sh was huge, Nanny Reilly,” smiled Santa, “but there 
are certain things in life, and a big fi sh happens to be one of them, adults 
especially have to see it before they believe it.”

“Sure aren’t we a fi ne example of that,” said Princess Tara with 
her hand on her hip. “Th ere are some people who don’t believe in 
leprechauns and here we’re as real as can be.”

“And what about me?” said Santa. “Don’t you think I’m as real as 
can be as I stand here with Rudolph before your very eyes? But yet, I’m 
sorry to say I have quite a few nonbelievers.”

“I didn’t see the big fi sh Ned caught,” added Henry Daly in support 
of Ned with his notorious smile. “I was busy scouting through the reeds, 
but I believe Ned.”

“I know what we should do,” said Nanny excitedly. “Let’s make a 
Christmas wish that people believe in what they don’t see.”

“Ho, ho, ho Nanny Reilly,” laughed Santa as he looked at Nanny 
over the rim of his gold framed glasses. “Th at’s an interesting idea. How 
about we keep a little mystery about us, and leave them all guessing?”

“I like that idea,” said King Brian. “A little mystery is a good 
thing.” His eye twinkled. “Now you see me—” King Brian suddenly 
disappeared but his voice and laughter could still be heard. “And now 
you don’t, ha ha.

Everybody joined in on King Brian’s laughter and agreed a little 
mystery really was a good thing. Magandy’s Pond was aglow not only 
with Rudolph’s shiny nose, but with the laughter from the Rescueteers 
and Santa.
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CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO

After the laughter settled down and King Brian reappeared, Santa 
paused and looked at each of the Rescueteers. “Nanny Reilly, Ned 
Franey, Henry Daly, Princess Tara, King Brian, King Rory, King 
Brendan and King Cormac. My dear good friends,” he said, in his 
deep soft voice, “I’ll be indebted to you for life. You risked yourselves 
for me. He leaned over and looked Nanny, Ned and Princess Tara in 
the eye. “Without doubt,” he continued, “you’re the bravest children in 
Ireland and are a credit to the human race. Th erefore, I have a special 
keepsake for you all. He stood tall and retrieved a small red and gold 
box from Rudolph’s saddle bags. He then removed a small gold key from 
the leather pouch on his belt. He opened the red and gold box with the 
golden key and handed a gold medallion hanging from a fi nely spun 
gold thread to Nanny. “Every Christmas, when you hang this on your 
tree, you will remember this Christmas and how special it was.”

Nanny stared at it. “Th at looks like my head engraved into the 
medallion,” said Nanny.

“It is you,” replied Santa with a smile all across his rosy red cheeks
“I look so nice,” she said. “Even my hair looks nice.” Nanny touched 

her hair around her ears, of course it had long dried and was now 
sticking out under her hat as it was on the gold medallion. “I never saw 
me engraved into anything before. I only see other people’s heads on 
coins.”

Santa laughed at Nanny. “Th at’s because they’re special people and 
now you are too Nanny Reilly, all of you are. And a special dog.” Santa 
acknowledged Henry Daly.
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“Look at the other side,” he said.
Nanny turned it over, and an inscription engraved into the back 

of the medallion in beautiful italics read, ‘Nanny Reilly, Christmas 
prevails because of you, Forever in your debt, Your friend always, Santa.’ 
Nanny held on tight to her gold medallion, this really was a keepsake 
for life. Santa gave one to Ned with him engraved into it and the same 
inscription on the back.

“Now my head is famous too,” said Ned as he admired his profi le 
and rubbed his thumb over his engraved image.

Henry Daly got one too and he held it between his two front paws. 
“I look like a Derby winner,” smiled Henry. “If my grandfather saw my 
head on this he would be so proud of me.”

“Th is is such a special gift,” said King Brian, overwhelmed and 
tearful as he admired his own profi le on the medallion and read the 
heartwarming words engraved on the back from Santa. “I don’t know 
what to say.”

Princess Tara handed her Uncle Brian her tiny handkerchief. He 
wiped his eyes and thanked Santa from the bottom of his heart.

“I often wondered why the head of a leprechaun kings wasn’t on any 
Irish coin,” said King Brendan. “Now I know why.”

“And why would that be, Brother Brendan?” asked King Cormac.
“Sure there’s no room on them for such a fi ne head, all the coins 

are too small,” answered King Brendan. “A head as fi ne as that needs 
room to be shown off .” He held up his medallion to show everybody 
his fi ne profi le.

“You’re absolutely right, Brendan,” said King Rory, who couldn’t take 
his eyes off  his own profi le. “I never realized we were so regal-looking.”

“I think we should put our heads on all the gold coins from the 
crock of gold,” said King Cormac. He too was in awe at the gold 
medallion with his image engraved into it. He was around many gold 
pieces all his life, but never before had he been so impressed with a piece 
of gold like this one.

“You’re all serious about your heads aren’t you?” said Princess Tara. 
“What about my head? She held up her gold medallion for all to see. 
“Isn’t that gorgeous?”Doesn’t that deserve to be heads up on all the gold 
coins everywhere?”
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“Saints preserve us,” said King Brian. “I know why there are no 
leprechaun Kings heads on any Irish coins? And no leprechaun Princess’s 
heads on coins.” He looked directly into Princess Tara’s eyes.

“Why?” asked King Brendan, still staring at his head on the medallion.
“Because,” said King Brian, “your heads would grow so big they would 

disappear off  the coin and leave nothing but a freckle on them.”
“I apologize for us getting carried away, Brian,” smiled King Cormac. 

“We’re just mesmerized with our own beauty on these medallions.
“Th ank you so much Santa,” said King Rory. “Th ey truly are 

keepsakes, and we will treasure them forever.”
Th e Rescueteers held their gold medallions close to their hearts and 

thanked Santa. Christmas prevails because of them. All were humbled 
and honored to receive this special gift with such powerful words from 
such a special person, Santa Claus.

“I must leave you all now,” smiled Santa. “It’s going to be a big night 
tonight.” Santa turned to Rudolph and once again Rudolph did him the 
honors of kneeling on the ground for Santa to get on his back. Santa 
picked up his reins again and yelled the words, “Onward Rudolph, Up, 
Up, and away, ho, ho, ho.”

In a moment, Santa and Rudolph were airborne and the red glow 
left Magandy’s Pond. Rudolph cantered on back to the North Pole. Th e 
sound of his Christmas bells faded in the distance and the light from 
his nose disappeared into the night sky.

“Jeepers, said Nanny, “I forgot about the daylight.”
“Let me wish it back, Nanny,” said Ned. “I haven’t wished for ages.”
“Okay Ned,” said Nanny as she stood back and gave Ned room to 

wish back the daylight.
Ned took a deep breath, he stood up straight and tall and said,

“Last night is gone,
I’m happy to say.

Christmas Eve morning
Is here today.

May the sun rise
Above our head,
And may we all

Go back to bed.”
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“Good job Ned Franey,” said King Brian. “And what a good idea to go 
back to bed.” He stretched his arms above his head and yawned. Th en 
everybody yawned and stretched. Suddenly the night of high drama 
caught up with them and they felt exhausted. Th e sun peeped over the 
green hills of Coolrainy. Th e Rescueteers stood silhouetted side by side 
and in silence watched the sun rise. Th ey quietly refl ected on the night 
that was now behind them and they were thankful for the day ahead 
of them.

As the sun got brighter and rose higher they began to fade away. 
Nanny could feel the comfort of her bed and the warmth of her blankets. 
Henry Daly was snuggled in beside her with his head on her shoulder. 
In her sleepy daze, Nanny opened her hand and saw her gold medallion 
with her cowgirl profi le engraved into it. She closed her hand and 
smiled. It really did happen.

“Shucks, Henry Daly,” whispered Nanny, “we saved Santa Claus 
last night, now ain’t that somethin’?”

“It sure is, Nanny Reilly,” answered Henry in a scratchy whisper, 
“it sure is.”

THE END
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GLOSSARY

Aran sweater: An Irish knit sweater with various patterns.
Banshee: A witch of Irish folklore.
Boudoir: A lady’s bedroom.
Departures: Where the victims of the Banshee are taken to become 
skeletees.
Leprechaun: A mischievous little person of Irish folklore.
Long in the tooth: An Irish expression for being wise.
Satchel: A small bag.
Shenanigans: Mischievous doings.
Skelechef: A skeleton chef in the Banshee’s Cradle.
Skelecook: A skeleton cook in the Banshee’s Cradle.
Skelechair: A chair made from bones.
Skelechaun: A skeleton leprechaun in the Banshee’s Cradle.
Skeliform: A skeletee’s uniform.
Skelengineer: A skeleton engineer in the Banshee’s Cradle.
Skeleguard: A skeleton security guard in the Banshee’s Cradle.
Skelelist: Th e Banshee’s list of skeletees.
SkelOrientation Express: Victims of the Banshee arrive in the Banshee’s 
Cradle on this train and go through orientation at skeleresources.
Skelassistant: A personal skeleton assistant to the Banshee.
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Skelesource: A skeleton who works in the skeleresources department.
Skeleresources: Where all the victims of the Banshee are processed, 
given uniforms and sent to the necessary department.
Skeletee: An skeleton employee of the Banshee.
Skelattendants: A skeleton attendant.
Skeletrustee: A victim of the Banshee used to do temporary work 
before going through departures
Shillelagh: A blackthorn stick from the blackthorn tree of various sizes. 
Normally used as a walking stick. Th e Rescueteers use them as magic 
wands.
Tin whistle: An Irish fl ute.
Walls of Limerick: A traditional Irish dance, normally danced two 
opposite two.




