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When twelve years old, Sean
first heard about his great Uncle Jericho, the little red-haired
boy, was just as curious as anyone would be, about an Uncle who had
lived in far off China for most of his life. But when he heard that
his Uncle Jericho was coming to visit after Christmas, he was
looking forward to meeting him.

****

Sean lived with his grandparents
in the tiny village of Tarbert, in the West of Ireland. He had
never been abroad. In fact, the farthest he had ever travelled was
to the next county, in his grandfather's rickety old Volkswagen
beetle.







Great Uncle
Jericho






Sean's adventure began, on a
frosty Saturday morning in January, when he went to answer a knock
at the front door.

The strange looking man who
stood there, studied him for several seconds before speaking.

"You'll be, Sean,” the man said,
in a quiet pleasant voice.

Sean studied the man, who had a
bushy white beard, friendly eyes, and an unusually pink face. He
wore a creamy, white suit, and a white hat with a pink band around
it.

Behind the man, sitting on the
bottom step, was a small leather trunk that was held closed by four
thick leather bands.

"Can...Can I help you, sir?"

"You certainly can, Sean. Is May
in?" asked the old man.

Then, before Sean could ask who
May was, the strange man gently pushed past him into the hall.

"May?" exclaimed Sean, with a
frown on his pale face, as he followed the man inside to the
hall.

"Aye, Sean. May, your
grandmother… May. I'm Jericho. Jericho McCormick. Her brother."

When he heard the man's name
Sean's mouth fell open with astonishment.. "You...You're my great,
Uncle Jericho?" he gasped, his eyes widening with shock and
delight.

The old man smiled down at him.
His bright, lively, blue eyes seemed to twinkle as he studied the
small boy. So, he thought, this is the one. This is Sean. God, I
hope he's up to it. "I am that, Sean," he said.

"Granny! Granny! It’s great
Uncle Jericho!" shouted Sean, running on into the hall and into the
kitchen. "Granny!"

Frowning, May dusted flour from
her faded flowered apron, then turned to her grandson.

"Goodness, Sean, what's all that
racket about? You scared the livin' daylights outta me," she
snapped. It was just then she saw her brother.

Sean's grandmother was a small,
slim woman, with grey-white hair and bright blue eyes.

Sean watched as the old man
walked slowly towards her.

The front door was open. He
turned. He could see the strange trunk still sitting on the step.
He wondered what was in it.

"Jericho," cried May, tears
already bubbling into her eyes. "Oh my, is it really you?"

"And who else would it be, May,"
exclaimed Jericho, smiling as he hugged her. "And where's that oul
scoundrel of a husband of yours?"

"He's out in the greenhouse
sorting bedding plants out," sniffed May, wiping the tears from her
eyes with the bottom of her apron. Then remembering that Sean was
there, she gently turned Jericho around saying, "Sean, this is your
great Uncle Jericho, my brother, Jericho. Jericho, this is Sean, my
grandson."

The old man smiled at Sean,
through perfect white teeth. "Yes," he said. "We've already met.
How do, Sean." He extended his hand.

Smiling, and in a daze, Sean
shook it.

Jericho and May studied Sean for
a few moments, then May said, "Sean, would you go out and tell your
grandfather that Jericho has arrived."

Still a bit dazed by his Uncle's
sudden appearance, Sean dashed out to the garden.

As he did, Jericho reached out
and took his sister's hand. "May," he whispered. "You know why I
had to come home, don't you?"

"Yes, though I'd hoped it
wouldn't be for a while yet."

Jericho sighed as let go of her
hand and looked in Sean’s direction. "So did I, but... I hope he's
up to it?" he whispered.

"Is it really that serious?"
asked May, studying her brother's worried face.

"Yes, May. It's really that
serious," said Jericho. He sighed again. "It's very serious."

"Have you brought it?" asked
May, looking behind him.

"The trunk, I'll get it" said
Jericho. "I..."

He was about to go out to the
front door, when just then Sean and his grandfather came in.

Sean's grandfather was a tall
long-haired man. He had a round ruddy face and a bulbous nose. He
wore a blue checked-shirt and grubby corduroy trousers, held up by
a pair of tattered braces.

The two old men stared at each
other.

Sean's grandfather glanced down
at Sean and back to Jericho.

Just for a moment, Sean felt
something pass between them, something that he felt concerned him.
The feeling was gone and forgotten about almost at once, when he
heard his grandfather say, "Jericho. My God, look at the whiskers
on you. You look like bloody Father Christmas."

And he does too, thought
Sean.

"How long has it been, Jericho?"
asked Sean's grandfather, as he pumped Jericho's hand. "How long
have you been in China?"

Jericho thought for a few
seconds. "Let me see. I went away in the winter... 1973, shortly
after you two got married. That’s over forty years. My God, Joe,
forty years," he repeated, his eyes wide with amazement.

"Ah, look you two," butted in
May. "Are you going to stand reminiscing in the hall all day? Get
away on into the sitting room. I'm just after putting some scones
in the oven, but I've another batch ready. I'm sure you must be
hungry."

"Hungry," exclaimed her brother,
smiling. "I could eat a bull, horns and all. If you're still as
good at baking scones as I remember, then I'll have the bull with
scones." As Jericho laughed loudly at his own joke, his stomach
jiggled up and down. “But I'd better bring in my trunk.”

He was about to go out to the
front door when Joe said, "Let me get it. I'll take it upstairs.
You go on into the sitting room."

Sean's grandfather was about to
push past, when Jericho reached to stop him. He gave Joe a look,
then said quickly, “Take it upstairs, Joe.”

****

When Joe came down again, Sean
was sitting in the corner of the sitting room. He listened,
wide-eyed as the two old men talked of past times.

****

After tea, and though reluctant
to go, because he wanted to ask his Uncle all about his life in
China, Sean hurried over to his best friend, Patrick's house, with
a U2 DVD he had borrowed the day before and had promised to return
that day.

When Sean was gone, the three
old people sat in front of a blazing turf fire discussing him.

"He's very young, Jericho. We
weren't that young, were we? Couldn't it have waited until he was
older?" said May quietly as she stared into the flames licking up
the chimney.

Her brother frowned. "No, May,"
he said quietly. "It couldn't have waited. It has to happen now.
Did you think I came all this way for nothing? The Amulet warned
me."

"The Amulet?" asked Joe,
frowning and turning from the fire to stare at Jericho. "Where is
it?"

"In my trunk."

"Joe, would you go up and get
it," said May.

With a grunt her husband rose
and went upstairs.

****

The trunk lay on the bed where
he had put it. Joe was about to go over and pick it up, when a
sudden humming sound filled the room. The sound disoriented the old
man for a few seconds. Then, all of a sudden, the trunk floated off
the bed and across the room right into his arms. Like a goalkeeper,
grabbing a football, Joe pulled it tight to his chest. As the trunk
glowed brightly, he stared down at it. With sweat bubbling on his
brow, he felt the Amulet the trunk contained, start to vibrate.
With his heart pounding, he turned and carried it downstairs.

****

As he handed the trunk to
Jericho Joe whispered, "It's getting very anxious. I felt it."

"Yes," whispered Jericho,
studying the trunk. "But I daren't open it yet. We'll have to wait
until Sean is sleeping." Turning to May he asked, "What time does
he go to bed?"

"Around ten. He's normally
asleep by eleven."

"Eleven... Good," said Jericho,
feeling the trunk vibrate in his hands. "We’ll wait until
then."

Sean's grandparents nodded.



A strange
wakening

Sean awoke suddenly. Yawning and
rubbing the sleep from his eyes he sat up. His bedside light was
on. He glanced at the time on the small digital alarm clock by his
bed. It was quarter past eleven. As he turned to lie down again,
movement in the dark corner of the room caught his eye.

"Who… who's there?" he
stammered, rubbing his eyes again.

He gasped, suddenly afraid, as
the three dark figures moved into the light to gather at the bottom
of his bed. They all wore black cloaks with hoods covering their
foreheads. Yellow stars, Harps, and other Celtic signs were painted
on their cloaks.

Now Sean realized who they were.
It was his grandmother who spoke first.

"Sean," she whispered. "It’s us,
don't be afraid. We have something to tell you, something that
requires you to be very brave."

Sean gulped, as he wondered what
his grandmother meant. He stared at her as she moved around the bed
to his side.

As she did, Jericho spoke, his
voice strangely low and sombre. He was holding the trunk out in
front of him. "Sean, the reason I have returned from China after
all these years, concerns you."

"Me?" exclaimed Sean, frowning.
"What do you mean?" Suddenly he began to tremble.

His great Uncle Jericho placed
the trunk at the bottom of his bed, then moved to the other side
opposite May.

Sean stared up into his
Jericho's partly covered face.

"Watch," said Jericho
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