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Rising early, Johnny pushed his long red hair
back from his green eyes, reached for his jeans and pulled them on.
He could hear Lady his collie barking in the back yard. Going to
his wardrobe, he selected a sweatshirt with the words, "Derry, City
of Culture" emblazoned on the chest and pulling it over his head he
hurried into the bathroom. After brushing his teeth and washing the
sleep from his eyes, he paused, wondering why he was in such a
hurry. Then he remembered. It was Midsummer Day. Today, he, Sinead
and Joe were going to climb Mount Errigal, the highest mountain in
Donegal.

Downstairs he found his sister Sinead already
in the kitchen.

"Lady's fed," she said crossly, her green
eyes flashing.

"I thought it was my turn?" Johnny responded,
putting two slices of bread into the toaster.

"It was, but we were supposed to head off
early. It's nearly nine. I fed Lady. You can do it tomorrow."

"Why didn't you call me?" he asked.

"I did loads of times."

"I never heard you."

The discussion was interrupted by the arrival
of their friend Joe at the back door. He was fourteen, the same age
as Sinead and a year younger than Johnny.

"Are you ready?" he asked.

"Lazy bones here is only up," Sinead told
him.

"Ach, sure we've plenty of time," said
Johnny. "Do you want a slice of toast, Joe?"

"No, I'm OK My aunt made me a good
breakfast."

"I've the flask of tea all ready," said
Sinead. "I'll start on the sandwiches now."

Joe gave her a hand as Johnny ate his
breakfast.

Joe Gorman was an orphan. He lived with Miss
Gorman, a retired school teacher. Her brother Patrick and his wife
had adopted Joe, then they had died in a terrible car crash and she
had taken her adopted nephew in. Miss Gorman and Joe found each
other tolerable.

"It's a brilliant day outside. A great day
for the climb. How long do you think it will take us, Johnny?" Joe
asked.

"Best part of two hours, maybe more," Johnny
mumbled through a mouthful of toast.

"Lady knows we're going," Sinead said,
looking through the kitchen window at the barking dog.

"Ach, how does she?" Johnny said, winking at
Joe who grinned.

"She knows, that's all," Sinead said, her
lips tightening the way they always did when she knew she was
right. "It's a pity she can't come with us."

"How about another cup of tea?" said her
brother, holding out his cup to her.

"Get it yourself. I'm busy," Sinead told him
indignantly but good humouredly. She was really looking forward to
the climb. They had spent their holidays in the old farmhouse ever
since their early childhood. They had never yet climbed the
mountain.

"When's mummy and daddy due back?" Johnny
asked, rising and going to the cooker.

"They're away up to Derry for the groceries.
They'll be back around four."

"We've stacks of time then, eh?" Johnny said,
pouring another cup of tea.

"Right," exclaimed Sinead, "that's the
sandwiches made. Come on, Johnny. It's well after nine. We're
missing the best part of the day."

"OK, OK, I'm coming. I'll just get my boots,
and then I'll be ready," Johnny said, swallowing his tea quickly.
Rinsing out his cup he left it on the draining board.

"I'll go out to Lady for a while until you're
ready," Joe said rising. He was impatient to go.

As Johnny ran upstairs to get his boots,
Sinead washed her hands at the sink. Looking through the window she
saw Joe, his curly black hair falling over his eyes as he petted
the frisky excited Lady.

After drying her hands Sinead packed the
flask and sandwiches into Johnny's rucksack, and then went out to
Joe and Lady.

The sun was already hot and she wondered
should she leave her brown leather jacket. She wore a white
tee-shirt and blue jeans, tight on her slim hips. Around her waist
was a plain black belt. On her feet were faded blue runners.

Joe wore a light blue denim jacket with a
battered C.N.D. badge pinned to the lapel. His black jeans were
threadbare and tattered, and he too wore runners.

As Sinead came over to Joe she stopped. He
was staring up at the mountain. He had a strange look on his
face.

"What is it, Joe?" Sinead asked as Lady
barked and jumped all around her.

"Eh?" Joe said, shaking his head. He stared
at her. "Oh... oh nothing. It's nothing." Then he smiled. "It's a
great day for the climb, isn't it?"

Sinead smiled back at him. Then, pushing back
her shoulder length auburn hair and shading her eyes, she gazed up
at the mountain.

"Right then, are we ready?" Johnny asked as
he came banging through the back door.

"We're ready, but you're not," Sinead said.
"Your rucksack's on the kitchen table."

As Johnny, with a loud, "Whoops!" ran back
inside, Sinead tied Lady to a peg. The long rope allowed her dog
the freedom of the yard.

Two minutes later the three of them were
heading up the road to the lower hills.
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The purple-heathered hills rang with summer
sounds. Bees, spoiled for choice droned past them and there were
rabbits everywhere. Soon they reached the bottom of Mount Errigal.
The path they had chosen to climb was a steep shingle strewn path
and was the easiest way up.

"Right, let's get started," Johnny said,
hiking his rucksack up tighter on his broad shoulders. Sinead
turned to Joe. His face was pale. Beads of sweat stood out like
dewdrops on his brow. His dark eyes stared up at the peak of
Errigal. He's afraid, thought Sinead, her eyes widening. Why?

"Joe, are you OK?" she asked.

Joe turned and looked blankly at her.

"OK? Yes, I'm OK. It's just... It's just...
you know the feeling you get when you think you've been someplace
before?"

"Deja vu. That's what you call it. I learned
about it last winter at school."

"Well that's the way I feel... felt, just
now," Joe said, wiping the sweat from his brow.

"Are you two coming or what?" shouted Johnny,
quickly moving up the path.

"Come on," Joe said smiling, and with a
relieved sigh, Sinead followed him.

Johnny pushed quickly on. Joe and Sinead did
their best to keep up with him.

****

An hour later they were more than half-way
up. Ahead of them lay the steeper part of the climb.

Another around fifteen minutes later, the
three of them were on all fours, climbing slower now. The backs of
their legs were beginning to ache.

****

After almost another fifteen minutes Johnny
stopped and sat down. Seconds later Joe and Sinead flopped down
beside him.

"Whew," Sinead exclaimed. "It's a lot harder
than I thought... but look! Look at the view."

They all gazed down at the valley below. Away
to their left they saw the rambling glen. A trickling stream
splashed its way through the turf fields towards Letterkenny. Tiny
lochs sparkled in the warm sunlight. A few white-washed cottages
were dotted around the quilts of green to their right. The only
sound that could be heard was the light warm breeze that blew
across the mountain.

"It's nearly half past eleven," Johnny said
looking at his watch. "Come on, let's get started again."

Quickly Joe got to his feet. Then suddenly he
let out a gasp. Doubling over he sank to his knees, holding onto
his stomach.

"What's wrong, Joe?" Sinead asked in
alarm.

"Cramps," groaned Joe, his face screwed up
with pain.

Sinead placed a hand on his back. She looked
at her brother. "Maybe we should go back down."

"Go back!" shouted Johnny. "But we're almost
at the top. We can't go back now."

"Johnny," protested his sister, her eyes
flashing angrily at him.

"No... no, I'm OK now. I'll be OK, Johnny's
right. We can't go back down now."

Johnny studied Joe's pale face. He doesn't
look too well, he thought. Still... "Look," he said. "We'll rest
here for a while. Then we'll see how you feel. OK Joe?"

"No need to rest," Joe said straightening up.
"I'm OK now. Come on, let's climb."

With that he scrambled on up the path. Sinead
glared at Johnny.

"Sometimes, Johnny, you're a real pain," she
snapped. Then took off after Joe.

"What? What did I Do?" Johnny shouted,
pulling the rucksack onto his shoulder and climbing after her.

****

Almost thirty minutes later, they stopped
again to rest. It was cooler here. Sinead noticed that a new
vibrancy showed on Joe's face.

"Let's have something to eat here, before we
go on up," Johnny said. "A cup of tea and a sandwich would go down
well."

Soon they were sitting eating.

Higher up the mountain a mist was forming,
and in the mist two strange creatures watched them.

"So the Calleneach has finally come."

"How could he prevent it?"

"Yes."

The taller of the two turned to his
companion, his huge eyes dark and clear, saying, "How will we
contact him? We can't allow the others to see us."

"No, no, we cannot allow that. We will just
have to separate them somehow."
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With a sudden choke Joe scrambled to his
feet. His face had gone pale again. He stared up into the mist.
Then...

"Come on, let's go up now!" he shouted, and
scrambled away.

Sinead Jumped to her feet and, shouting,
"Wait for me!" she ran up after him.

Quickly Johnny began shoving the plastic cups
into his rucksack.

"Wait, what's the hurry? Wait!" he shouted,
swinging the rucksack onto his shoulder and scrambling up after
them.

****

Sinead caught up with Joe at the edge of the
mist and reached out her hand and took his in case they would get
lost. The mist was so thick she could just about make out Joe's
face. He seemed to be in a trance as he gently pulled her on.

Joe's head buzzed with strange sounds.
Strangely familiar sounds.

"Where are you?"

Behind them Sinead could hear her brother
calling them.

"Where are we going, Joe?" Sinead whispered,
shivering slightly. He didn't answer and she looked at him again,
but he still seemed to be in a trance. He's leading me somewhere,
she thought, slightly afraid as they moved on up. We must be near
the top, she thought looking around, but she could see nothing.

Suddenly, with a loud cry, Joe pulled his
hand from hers and dashed away.

"Joe! Wait, Joe," Sinead shouted, very afraid
now. "Joe, where are you?"

Running as fast as she could through the
clinging mist she tried to see where he had gone. She ran on a bit
further. Then she saw him, or someone. Three someone’s. Three misty
figures just ahead of her. She reached them in seconds.

"Joe!" Two of the figures turned and she let
out a terrified scream.

The two creatures had the heads of antlered
deers—white deers. They were almost three metres tall from their
human feet to the tips of their fearsome antlers. From their waists
up they had white hairy bodies; and from their waists down they
were human, with two legs which were covered by brown canvas
trousers. On their feet they wore sandal-type shoes with leather
thongs crisscrossing around their ankles. On their muscled arms
each creature wore a gold armlet. They stood on each side of Joe,
holding his arms.

As Sinead stared at them hardly daring to
breathe, Joe turned.

"Joe," she whispered.

Joe stared at her as if she wasn't there. He
said in a voice that sounded oddly adult, "I have to go with them.
I belong with them. I have to go."

Then he turned away. The creatures released
his arms and he walked away. One of the deer creatures went with
him, its hand resting on his shoulder.

"Joe!" Sinead called after him. Then she
looked at the creature who barred her way.

"Go back. Do not follow him," the creature
said in a soft voice. "he will be safe with us. Go on back
now."

Although still scared, Sinead glared up at
the creature.

"No!" she shouted. "I won't go back. You
can't make me. I won't go without Joe."

"Sinead! Joe! Where the heck are you?"

The creature gave a start when it heard
Johnny.

"Johnny!" Sinead called, backing away from
the creature. "Help! Help!"

The last thing she saw before she passed out,
was a pair of huge deer's eyes.

****

When she came round, her brother was kneeling
beside her. The mist had lifted and a warm breeze fanned her
face.

"What...?" she sat up quickly.

"What happened? Where's Joe?" Johnny asked.
"Sinead, are you OK? What happened?"

"Joe," Sinead exclaimed, jumping to her feet.
"They took him."

"They?" Johnny said staring at her. "Who?" He
grabbed her arm. "Sinead, who took Joe?"

"Things... Oh, I don't know what they were.
Johnny, they were horrible, and they've got Joe."

Johnny stared at her in alarm. Sinead did not
get upset for nothing. Something serious must have happened. Where
was Joe?

"Here, Sinead. Sit down and tell me what
happened," he said softly.

"But we have to get Joe back. They took him,"
Sinead shouted. She began to cry and Johnny put his arm around
her.

"Who are they? What did they do?" he
asked.

Sinead told her brother everything that had
happened. Johnny stared at her.

"You say they had heads of deer and bodies of
humans?"

"Yes, but it was their eyes that were the
most frightening and strange thing about them. They were awful. No,
not awful... wise, you know, as if they knew




cover.jpg





