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The archaeological dig was in Newgrange. 

The five thousand year old Newgrange passage tomb was within sight of  the field of the dig.

Built by the druids before the time of the pyramids, the Newgrange Monument is a world heritage site. The design of the passage tomb includes an alignment to the winter solstice, which enables the sun to light the inner tomb on the days of the solstice. A remarkable achievement for an ancient civilisation.

But this was not the source of the excitement. The discovery of artefacts in the base of a very old gnarled oak tree had started the excitement that had led to the extension of the dig.

The dig was focussed in a farmer's field where a number of mounds of ancient provenance were visible as green undulations in the field.

Professor Darragh Macintyre stood and surveyed the dig. It covered most of the field and his small army of archaeology students were scraping the site with meticulous care.

He was disappointed. What he'd expected to be a fairy fort had turned out to be a very small cavity under what the locals called a fairy mound. 

And the tunnel under the oak tree had led from nowhere to nothing of architectural value. 

But as field experience for his students it was excellent.

He felt a wave of disappointed depression sweep over him. He tried to shrug it off. The high excitement of the early days of the dig had faded. 

At least it wasn't raining. But it looked like it would rain soon. Dark clouds were being pushed in on a cold east wind.

It was past noon on Friday and it felt like a downpour was imminent. Disappointed at the lack of further finds, he'd decided to close down the dig after lunch and let his students get back to Dublin early for the start of their weekend.

He watched as Jenny, his field study manager, instructed his archaeology students on how to make the site secure for the weekend.

He reckoned the budget would allow him to last another week. Then the farmer would want his field back.

It had interested him that the local farmer would only use the field for grass silage and had admitted neither he nor his father before him, had ever put cattle into the field for fear, as he put it, of the stories of the fairy folk.

The patron financing the dig, Lord Dundrum, was a man of great wealth. But Darragh sensed the Lord Dundrum had an imperialist streak and had high expectations. It would be a pity to disappoint him. His support of the Archaeology faculty was highly valued.

He was pulled out of his reverie by a call from Jenny. He could see a group of students were moving in her direction. She sharply told them to stay back and with a wave of her arm she indicated for him to come.

Pauly, one of the students, was standing beside Jenny as he arrived.

"Pauly has uncovered something very interesting," Jenny explained.

Pauly gave an embarrassed grin. He was unkempt with long scraggily hair, mud stained jeans and a woollen polo-neck jumper.

"What is it Paul?" Darragh asked.

"Not sure prof, but it is a circle. It could be the top of a drystone wall but it’s not, because it's solid with carvings in the stone."

Looking at the partial uncovering of the artefact, Darragh surmised that if it was a circle, it would have a diameter of about six feet.

Pauly had dug a small trench around the outside of the circle to expose the artefact 

"Any idea how deep?" Darragh asked.

"Not yet."

"OK, let's continue to dig. We'll suspend the close down in this area."

"The bus for the students will be here to take them back to Dublin shortly. We need to cover the rest of the dig," Jenny pointed out.

"We have our cars, Jenny. We keep going with Paul here and I'll drive him back. Jenny you continue supervise the student's work."

"I can let you have Jimmy and Liam," Jenny offered. They are good diggers. They could go down the sides to see how deep the object is."

"Great," Darragh said. As he spoke he got down into the shallow dig and rolled up his sleeves. "Let’s expose the circle Pauly," he instructed. "You work to the right and I'll go left."

"Ok Prof." Pauly said cheerfully.

"And well done. Great work, great find."

"Thanks prof."

Darragh went to work alongside Pauly. He was surprised with Pauly's positive attitude. To Darragh, Pauly looked like a modern spaced-out son of a privileged family, passing his time at University chasing girls and studying Archaeology rather than doing something more practical like engineering. But it was clear now that he was positive and cheerful and energetic.

"Jimmy and Liam are hoping to go to the rugby tonight. Leinster versus Munster. It will be a great  match and tickets are rare. I suggest Emma. I can do the down digging. The two lads will be in a rush to get away," Pauly offered.

"Emma is good and careful," Jenny agreed, adding, "But let me get Jimmy and Liam to dig the surrounding trench. I can call them away when the bus arrives."

"They'll shift the heavy work, it needs muscle," Darragh agreed.

"And I'll get Emma also." 

"Ok, Pauly, you work with Emma on the circle."

"Ok."

"And Pauly, get yourself a good shovel and go carefully."

"I'll help later when the Students are off in the bus," Jenny added and went to talk to Emma, Jimmy and Liam.
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After the bus departed, the site became silent in the wet downpour. The only noise came from the rainfall and their movements as they continued to evacuate the ground around the Granite Circle. 

Pauly allowed himself a small grin. He fancied Emma, not that she seemed to fancy him. She was one of the serious students, always immaculate, even in digging boots and dungarees.

They went at it and stayed focused as the rain softened but continued to fall.

Darragh was pleased to see that Pauly knew how to go about an archaeology dig. He was strong but had a sensitive touch.

And now he began to dig in the clay off the top of the circle. Emma joined alongside and  helped Pauly.

"I'd say it's about a foot deep," Pauly said.

Emma smiled as Pauly bumped into her and said 'sorry.' He was kneeling alongside her in the centre of the circle, carefully removing the accumulated dirt.

"It's solid all the way across," he remarked.

Darragh smiled and shrugged. Somehow he'd hoped there would be an opening or small circle in the centre such as would be used if the artefact served as a wheel.

"Should we lift it?" Pauly asked.

"Are you joking, Pauly, that's granite and it must weigh a ton."

"Ok, point taken."

"No, no, let's not rush anything, we need to continue to clear the clay surrounding the artefact," Darragh replied.

Darragh gave a smile when Emma and Pauly came together again, working in close quarters to clear the layer of mud off the top of the full circle.

The rain had wet her shorts and top, and she had nice breasts and protruding nipples could be ascertained. 

He looked away, not to be caught staring, but Pauly was leaning on his trowel, admiring the view.

Darragh and Jenny locked eyes and Jenny smiled. She could see that Pauly was besotted with Emma. 

"Emma," she called. 

Emma looked up. 

Somehow she got the message from Jenny's eyes. "I'm soaked," she said with a grin and she stood and loosened her blouse.

"I can lend you a jacket," Pauly offered, eyes smiling, going to pick up his jacket from where he had lain it, despite the rain, when he became too hot from the vigorous digging. He stood back onto the circle of stone and helped her put it on. 

Emma was embarrassed but did not show it. Earlier, at one of the breaks Pauly had asked her out and she had politely refused. He just wasn't her type. Serious in the wrong way. She was serious about her studies but he was serious about politics and religion. His views were, to her, old fashioned and conservative. 

That hadn't stopped him being suggestive. "Imagine," he'd said while it was cold and wet earlier on,  "if we were on a dig in the desert, we could sleep in a tent with nothing on." 

She had cut him dead.

That said, in the downpour the thoughts of a dig in a warm desert seemed attractive. But she was delighted to be involved in the new discovery regardless of the discomfort, but wary that somehow Pauly had contrived to have her there and not others.

"Well done team, but stand back we need to go easy now and not damage the stone," Darragh congratulated. 

He began to delicately brush the remains of dirt from the top of the stone circle, one by one the carvings which resembled hieroglyphics, became visible.

"What next boss?" Jenny asked when they had finished a circular trench to below the depth of the stone circle.

Darragh grinned at her. They were both feeling hot and bothered from the fast digging.

"Solid all round, sitting on clay," Jenny added.

"Have a look at the carvings, are they some sort of ancient writing?" Pauly invited.

Jenny hopped up. She was an expert on Ogham, an ancient form of Celtic writing.

"It's not Ogham," she advised.

Darragh looked up at them approvingly.

The three were standing inside the circle looking muddy and wet but delighted to be working on a new find. 

"We'll cover up things and come back early tomorrow," he decided, adding, "Jenny, Emma and Pauly, thanks for staying on."

"Glad to help," Emma replied, brushing away a loose hair and smiling."

"Jenny, can you give the two here a lift to Dublin?"

"Of course boss."

"Suggest we take a video of the carvings around the circle," Pauly offered.

"Great idea. Stay still, I'll do a photo for the record and then a video. I'll get a full picture of the artefact."

They posed in the circle and Darragh moved about to get a good set of photos. Then he switched his iPhone camera to video and photo’d in a circle making sure to get a sequence of all of the top of the artefact.

"That's it. Let's wrap up," he instructed.

"Give me a minute, I just need to clear some mud out of the carvings on the stone," Jenny said, taking her small trowel from her waist kit holder. "I want to keep it for carbon dating."

"Be quick, the rain is getting heavier again and we need to wrap up," Darragh instructed.

"Bloody rain," Emma said disparagingly. She continued to scrape at a mud encrusted hieroglyph. The rain was helping to clear the mud. "Sometimes I wish I had taken up archaeology in Egypt or the middle east," she added with a wry smile.

"I wish I was in a bed naked in a sheik's tent in a warm Arab land," Pauly joked and grinned at Emma, as the rain sheeted in. 

"Me too," Emma said, and they both laughed at the feeble joke. 

But Emma felt uncomfortable at the remark. When he immediately added, 'with you,' and a smile and a look, she replied, "Yeah, me too," said lightly to stay cool and continue in joke vein.

The stone shifted in the wet mud, slipping a an angle towards the circling trench they had dug. 

Darragh moved to stop Jenny from falling and Shay grabbed Emma by the hand. It was only a small slippage and they laughed as they regained balance.

"Messy wet day," Darragh remarked.

It was then that the centre of the circle opened up under Jenny, Pauly and Emma. 

Almost by reflex, Darragh grabbed Jenny by her pony tail and pulled her away, while Pauly grabbed Emma but they fell backwards, down deep into the darkness. 

At the same instance as Pauly and Emma fell, Darragh and Jenny both fell backwards onto the muddy ground of the trench. Darragh fell partly on top and Jenny with her face in the mud.

"Jasus, what's happened, why did you grab me by the hair" Jenny remarked with panic in her voice.

"The centre of the stone circle opened. I caught you just in time, reflex action really."

"Get up off of me," Jenny said in a temper.

When they stood again there was no sign or sound of Pauly and Emma. 

Carefully, Jenny ran her hand around the top of the stone circle. Once again it appeared solid.

Darragh stared at the round circle of solid stone. He felt that all hell was about to break loose and he didn't know how he'd cope. 

He started his breathing exercises to de-stress.

"You all right?" Jenny asked. Her voice was soft with concern, reflecting her warm regard for her boss.

Then she realised he was staring the stone artefact. Then she realised there was no sign of Pauly or Emma."

"What just happened?" she asked.

"We have to get this stone circle back to my laboratory," he said.

"The two kids!" Jenny said , giving him a shake.

"Disappeared down a hole. We need the fire brigade ambulance and the police. And a truck with a crane to get this artefact out of the way!!" Darragh replied in a frenzied tone.

"What hole?"

But Darragh was already into action on his mobile phone, calling in an emergency.
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Out past Galway City, out beyond the village of Letterfrack, and bordering on the Twelve Bens mountains in the Connemara National Park, there is a land of rolling hills, vacant of human habitation. 

It is very scenic and easy on the eye but consists of poor land, damp and boggy underfoot from the frequent falls of rain and is covered with coarse grass interspersed with heather and bracken. There it stands, untouched, a wide expanse of untilled landscape, where the only inhabitants are sheep and now and then, a shepherd and his sheep dogs.

On a mound, surrounded by dry stone walls of ancient provenance, there is a small field green with grass that seems unusually green as it stands out against the boggy land of the area.

The field would be good for sheep or cattle, but remains enclosed and unused. In the centre of this field stands a circle. 

This circle, the remains of a ringfort or a circular dwelling, has lain untouched for centuries. 

The locals believe the circle is a fairy ring. It is believed that to step into the circle is to invite a curse and the vengeance of fairy folk. So they, even those who don't believe in Fairy, avoid it like the plague.

The shepherd, a boy in his late teens, was proficient at his job. However, he had been sent to this area and was unfamiliar with the landscape. He was tasked to round up any stray sheep that had wandered off the usual grazing areas. 

His dogs were good and responded readily to his whistles as to when to move and when to crouch. Together they had located about twenty sheep and managed to get most of them into a single flock.

The shepherd stood on the dry stone wall of the green field. The wall was about four feet high and he used it to get a better view. 

Surprised to come across a fine green field, he had decided that the field would be ideal to act as a pen to gather and settle the flock. 

He whistled his instructions to his eager sheepdogs, both of whom gathered in the sheep as they ran them down the mountain side towards the shepherd.

He had heard the stories of the fairy ring field, as it was part of the local folklore. He wondered if this was the famed fairy ring. No one had ever said where it was other than 'on the mountain,' and the tales told said that it moved location from time to time. 

He was intrigued but as a teenager, not very respectful of old folklore tales. Regardless, he figured the fairy could hardly object to a few sheep and he had no intention of going inside the centre circle.

He reasoned that by confining the sheep he'd rounded up, he could then pursue the remaining strays with the help of the sheep dogs. 

His plan was to drive the flock down to the boreen, a narrow road a few miles down off the hills. From there he could drive them back to join the main flock in his family fields. 

He figured it was easier to use the green field rather than constructing temporary pens, using heather and bracken, and especially as he had brought no wood poles with him. 

He had made a gap in the dry stone wall surrounding the field, with the intention of restoring it when the sheep were inside.

With the help of the dogs, he steered the bulk of the sheep into the field. 

Then, standing on the wall, he directed the dogs to where he could see some individual sheep who had avoided the main roundup. 

He had started out at dawn and it was getting on to midday when he was satisfied that he had found all the sheep he would find. They pushed and baa'd in the green field and munched away at the lush grass.

He restored the gap in the wall as he planned to take a break and have something to eat without giving the sheep the chance to scatter again. 

When he was satisfied he had them sealed in, he decided he'd earned a lunch break.

It began to rain. This was not unusual as in this part of Ireland, it rained most days at some point.

James, or Shay, as the shepherd was called locally, frowned in annoyance. He'd seen the clouds as the rain came across the distant hills, but he had hoped it might pass him by. But he accepted that rain rained.

He was dressed in his late father's old tweed jacket together with a cotton shirt and old faded jeans. Only his shoes had a chance of being waterproof.

In the event it became a downpour, not the usual soft rain, and he knew he'd be soaked.

He grabbed his backpack and took out his cap to keep his head dry Then he looked to the stone circle. Of the former building, only one stone and granite wall stood as a remnant of whatever had been there before. Legend had it that it was once a fairy palace. 

The wall would be a good windbreak and keep off the worst of the rain. With a shrug of dismissal to old local fairy tales, he got himself settled inside against the wall and opened his backpack.

He was pleased to discover that in addition to his packed lunch, his mother had put in an old worn pair of waterproof pants similar to the sort used on golf courses. 

But it was far from golf courses he'd been reared and the pants had the look of having probably served several generations. He stood and pulled them on and then he sat and opened his packed lunch. 

He smiled, Mammy had included a flask. He started with the flask of hot milked tea.

It was then that the ground suddenly opened under him and he felt himself, tea in one hand and a sandwich in the other, descending in darkness into a great depth.
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"We need to call in the army," James’s mother Maura, declared.

They were in the kitchen of her cottage as she provided tea with a drop of poteen to warm the men up.

They had returned from the search with crestfallen faces. 

"We found the sheep dogs," Paddy said, as he slumped down at the table.

There were ten to be fed including the local Garda Sergeant and Maura began to spread out the plates and cutlery.

"Where?" she asked.

"By the ruined cottage on the east side."

"The fairy ring?" she asked, in shock.

"Maura, it's just an old ruin in a field of grass circled by a dry stone wall and the surrounds are overgrown with bracken. We think he might have sheltered there. His cap was on the ground," the Garda Sergeant Willie, explained.

But the men communicated with glances to each other, in suppressed disagreement, not wanting to disrespect the sergeant, and not wanting to appear foolish, talking of fairies in this day and age.

She put her homemade butter on a dish and emptied out a large pot of boiled potatoes, still in their skins, onto the centre of the table. This was followed by a large dish with two large poached salmon.

They helped themselves and it was all eaten with relish and gone within minutes.

Maura followed up with her apple tarts and more tea and poteen.

The sombre mood melted into conversation of cattle and sheep and farming matters.

Maura read the signs. The sergeant would do a report and the locals believed the fairies had got James, but were too shy to say so. 

Her boy was gone. It felt like a strong hand was squeezing her heart.

"I'll do a report and inform all regions with his description. You'll need to give me a photo Maura."

Maura nodded and went to the sideboard to find a photo of James. The sergeant put it into his pocket.

"I'll talk to the district superintendent ," the sergeant added, "but I doubt he'll call in the army."

"They might find him?" Maura offered.

"Maura, it's four days now and everyone has given their all. But the bitter truth is that anyone out on that mountain for four days in the weather we've had, is likely dead. Sorry but we all know that."

"He might be a runaway," Eileen, a mother of five and nearest neighbour, who was helping out with the food, suggested.

"Aye, best hope," the sergeant added, "I'll get out a missing persons and we'll check the bus and rail. I've already checked the local bus with no result. But he was a good walker."

"Why would he be a runaway?" Maura persisted.

"Maura, he's a teenager in this god forsaken back of nowhere. And it's the best hope for him to be alive."

"Aye, could be gone to England like two of my boys," Con, one of the searchers threw in. "Might call back in in a year or two with a pocket full of cash."

A lot of the searchers nodded in agreement, anxious to comfort Maura and well aware that emigration was normal in their area, where there was little or no employment and the small-holding farms could only be passed on to one of the next generation. Others had to marry into a farm or go seek their fortunes in America or Australia or England, or even stay in Ireland but move to a city like Dublin.

"We've finished with the mountain Maura," the sergeant broke the news as they consumed the apple tarts.

"I'm thanking ye all for your efforts," Maura said, and bursting into tears she ran to her bedroom. Also, giving way to tears, Eileen followed to comfort her.

"Tough on a widow and James her only boy," Paddy said.

"Aye," Con added "she'll need a bit of help with keeping the farm going."

"She'll be alright there, There's a good herd of sheep and she can employ a young fellow from the local school to work the farm," Paddy said, matter of fact.

They all agreed and knew that each neighbour would as always, help out their neighbour in her distress.

The fact that there was no body for a funeral weighed on them but they all accepted that he was no longer alive on the mountain.

With Maura in the bedroom, they took their leave awkwardly, saying, "bless this house," as they departed.

Maura heard them go and began to calm down as Eileen held her. It became quiet when they were all gone and Maura and Eileen managed with embarrassed smiles to put away their tears.

"Eileen, you have to get back to your children, but thank you, I couldn't have managed without you this last few days."

"That's what friends and neighbours are for," Eileen said with a tear marked face.

They both hugged. Eileen lingered but then had to go. She had a husband to feed and children to mind.

Maura busied herself with a clean-up and then fell into bed and tossed in troubled sleep.

Maura awoke at dawn. 

She dressed and put on her coat and hat. It was raining again and an umbrella would be useless in the cold east wind. She wrapped up as best she could and headed out the door.

The conversation of the men had told her where, more or less, she would find the ruined buildings they knew as the fairy fort.

Hours later she found it. 

With trepidation she made her way towards the collapsed building.

She paused at the outer dry stone walls, nervous. The ground underfoot, like the mountain it was on, was boggy and covered in brown straw coloured tufts of grass and interspersed with heather and bracken.

Inside the circle the grass was green but the building just looked old. 

Slowly she took down a part of the surrounding wall. 

She was well schooled in the local folklore. If you left a gap in the outer ring you might not be taken. If you put it back when you left you might not have the bad luck. 

She didn't believe it, but then again, she did not see the need to take the risk.

It was clear that the building had been bigger than a cottage and on approach she could see a moss infested cobbled floor area and green grass. 

She stayed outside the circle of the building and looked in towards the remaining wall.

She gasped when she saw his cap on the ground and his backpack, open but seemingly untouched.

She reasoned that the local men would have been afraid to go into the building and had left his things untouched. Even the sergeant.

Maura looked for a long time and then decided. If they had him, they could take her too. She stepped inside and picked up his backpack.

The flask was there but the top cup was off, and the sandwich wrapping was open and one slice gone.

It had to be foul play, Maura reasoned. He'd hardly run away to England with a sandwich in one hand and a cup of tea in the other!

She fell to her knees. She began to keen and cry and sob and, to her surprise, where her tears fell little blue flowers grew. 

She sobbed and took deep breaths. She knew this was a sign that all was lost. The fairy folk had him.
	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter five


[image: image]


Evan, was an elf who had a fondness for mead was somewhat overweight and not very tidy about his person.

His job as guardian of the gate did not demand much of him and although he was subject to job rotation, he was bored most of the time. 

Nothing much had happened in regard to the gate over the centuries. His job consisted of long years of nothing much to do, interspersed with moments of high excitement whenever the gate was breached.

The possibility of two intrusions in a week was enough to send him into a tizzy. He moved as fast as he could to alert the Superintendent of the Gate. 

Although much given to magic, the fairy community was up to date with developments in the human community. Indeed, part of the job of the Superintendent of the Gate was to monitor world developments and report to the head fairy and her management committee as required.

"Evan?" he reacted in surprise.

"Brion! Another breach!" Evan managed.

Brion raised his hands in a calm down manner and went to the monitors.

"Must be the mother, her tears are real grief," he concluded.

"Yes," Evan confirmed, adding, "blue flowers of grief. They will infect the whole community!"

"Calm down Evan."

"I can't stand it. First the men searching yesterday and now blue flowers."

"Calm!" Brion instructed.

Discretion, Brion thought. His job as supervisor gave him some leeway in relation the rules.

"Do nothing," he instructed.

"She might escape!"

"Relax, we are not taking her. Monitor the situation, I am going to talk to the head fairy. This situation requires an executive decision."

"Ok," Evan agreed, calming down. He liked solutions to problems that involved doing nothing.

Fiona, whose name meant 'fair, white and beautiful,' looked up from her mirror as Brion was stopped at the entrance to her room by the over-zealous guardian elves crossing their spears in front of his face.

"Oh, let him in," she said with a touch of annoyance in her tones.

"Sorry for the intrusion, your Royal Queen of the Fairy Fort."

"Acting," Fiona reminded him.

"The presumed mother of the young man we seized is above and her tears are so sad that blue flowers are springing up," Brion explained.

"You did right to come to me in such an emergency. Have you captured her?"

"No Majesty, I used discretion thinking."

"Good thinking," Fiona interjected. "We don't want a broken hearted mother."

"I need advice on next steps please."

"Brion, let her have Iris flowers. I believe this flower symbolises faith, hope and wisdom."

"Thank you," Brion replied and excused himself to do as he was asked.

Maura watched as her blue flowers were surrounded by bright yellow Iris flowers. She looked and wondered. 

Then she realised she'd had a message. She shook herself and stood. 

Her grieving was done, it would always weight her heart but her tears had been answered. Her son was gone but the Iris flowers said he was alive. She would keep the faith. 

If they had taken him, it had to be for a reason. She would live in hope for his return.

Fiona finished fixing her hair and went to the throne room. She wanted her appearance to be at her best because she felt a bit of a fraud. Yes, she was acting Queen of the fort, but it felt strange, as if she was not really a queen.

Fiona gathered herself and put on her business face, serious but listening, as Wizard Drowe appeared at the entrance to the throne room.

As emissary of the Fairy Queen, Wizard Drowe far out-ranked her as mere queen of a fairy fort. 

But that said, he was respectful of her position as the fairy in charge, remote though it was from the mainstream of Otherworld life.

"Enter Wizard," she instructed with more authority than she felt.

Wizard Drowe smiled as he passed the guards. Fiona indicated to him to join her at her coffee table.

She offered him tea and cucumber sandwiches.

They exchanged pleasantries for the few minutes politeness demanded and then Fiona gave her best attention when Wizard Drowe's body movement and piercing glance conveyed that it was time to do business.

"Well done with setting the trap," Wizard Drowe congratulated.

"I think he was sufficiently naïve," Fiona replied with modesty.
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Shay awoke with a start. He was surprised to find himself naked. The room was warm and he was on a table.

He was being poked by two middle aged women. He was groggy but surprised that they seemed to have gossamer type wings folded at their backs.

"He's awake!" one of them said, sounding startled. The other ran from the room.

"Just lie still," the remaining woman instructed, emphasising this by pressing on his bare chest.

"What? Where?" he began but she shushed him. "The wizard will be here shortly to talk to you," she said.

Shay looked up at the ceiling. Being a teenager, naked and alone with a naked older woman, was causing him an involuntary reaction. 

The ceiling was unusual, seeming to be some type of mother of pearl.

"Why am I here?" he demanded. "Where am I?"

"Lie still darling boy," she instructed softly, while still pressing on his chest to keep him in a prone position. 

She had a nice motherly face and this helped Shay to relax. He knew something had happened. He'd thought he'd be dead as he fell.

But here he was, unharmed, albeit it naked for some strange reason and being mothered by a handsome older woman with gossamer wings, wings she was fluttering in her agitation at trying to keep him in place.

"Wizard?" he asked, suddenly remembering that she had said wizard.

Wizard Drowe arrived in a flurry, followed by the fairy who had gone to fetch him as instructed, as soon as Shay became conscious.

"Good, good," he said approvingly, and seemed to fill the room.

"Out ladies," he instructed and the two fairies left without a word. Shay took the opportunity to sit up.

"Can I have my clothes?" he demanded.

"Relax James, they won't fit you anymore. We'll get you something suitable."

"What's going on?"

"James."

"I usually answer to Shay."

"A yes. Shay, short and familiar, for Seamus, the Gaelic for James. Shay it is."

Wizard Drowe sounded warm, relaxed and friendly and Shay gave him a puzzled frown.

He was uncomfortable now, embarrassed to be naked in front of a mature man. He folded his hands in his lap.

Wizard Drowe made a gesture and said something Shay did not catch. But Shay found himself fully dressed in an elf costume. He straightened in shock and saw that the wizard was grinning at him.

"I included clean underwear," Wizard Drowe said with a happy chuckle.

"The green field was a fairy ring," Shay stated rather than asked.

"Do you know what happens to humans who fall into a fairy ring?" Wizard Drowe asked.

"No, rumour says they are crippled with a spell or the bad luck or eaten."

"Could be, but you are different."

"In what way?"

They were having a polite conversation and Shay was surprised that he was so calm. Wizard Drowe, who had expected a hysterical panicked boy, was pleased. He liked Shay's demeanour. 

"Well Shay, a couple of sheep
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