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For every child who hears the whispers of old storiesand believes that magic still lives in the land.
Do gach páiste a chloiseann cogarnaí na seanscéaltaagus a chreideann go maireann an draíocht fós sa talamh.

      

    



  	
        
            
             
 
The hill remembers, soft and deep,Where ancient stones still wake from sleep.The wind may whisper, low and far,Of hidden kings and who you are.
An cnoc cuimhin leis, ciúin is domhain,Áit a ndúisíonn clocha ón suan.Cogarnaíonn an ghaoth go mall i gcéin,Faoi ríthe ceilte agus cé tú féin.
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CHAPTER 1 — The Journey Begins
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There is a place in Ireland where the wind does not simply blow—it listens. A place where the ground holds stories older than memory, and the hills rise like sleeping giants beneath a sky that never quite forgets.

Aisling pressed her forehead gently against the cool glass of the car window, watching the green fields roll by in soft waves. They seemed endless, stretching into misty distance where stone walls curved like ancient lines drawn across the land.

“Are we nearly there?” she asked, her voice quiet but restless.

“An bhfuil muid ann go fóill?” she added, trying the Irish words she had been practicing.

From the driver’s seat, Grandad Seamus chuckled softly. “Not yet, a stór,” he said. “But we’re close. Very close.”

Cian sat beside her, arms folded, his eyes scanning the landscape with less wonder and more suspicion. “It just looks like... hills,” he said. “And grass. A lot of grass.”

“Is cuma,” he muttered. “It’s the same everywhere.”

Aisling frowned slightly. “It doesn’t feel the same,” she said.

“Ní mothaíonn sé mar an gcéanna.”

Grandad glanced at her in the mirror, his eyes thoughtful. “Ah,” he said quietly. “You feel it already.”

Cian rolled his eyes. “Feel what?”

Grandad didn’t answer right away. Instead, he slowed the car as they turned onto a narrow road lined with hedges that seemed almost too tall, as if they were trying to hide something beyond.

“This place,” Grandad said at last, “isn’t just history.”

He paused, letting the words settle.

“It’s memory.”

“Is cuimhne é,” he added softly.

Cian shifted in his seat. “That doesn’t make any sense,” he said. “History is memory.”

Grandad smiled faintly. “Not the kind I mean.”

The car crept forward, tires crunching over gravel now. The air outside seemed different—thicker somehow, like it carried something unseen.

Aisling sat up straighter.

She could feel it.

A strange stillness pressed gently against her, like the moment before a whisper.

“Do you feel that?” she asked.

“An mbraitheann tú é?”

Cian shook his head immediately. “No.”

But Aisling wasn’t listening anymore.

The wind outside had changed.

It moved across the fields in long, slow waves—but as it reached the car, it seemed to curl, circling gently around her window. Not strong. Not loud. Just... deliberate.

She placed her hand against the glass.

The wind followed.

Her breath caught.

“Grandad...” she whispered.

Grandad didn’t turn, but his voice softened. “Yes, Aisling?”

“It’s... it’s like it knows I’m here.”

“Tá a fhios aige go bhfuil mé anseo.”

Cian leaned closer to the window, squinting. “It’s just wind,” he said. “That’s what wind does.”

But even he hesitated for a second.

Because it didn’t look like normal wind.

It wasn’t moving the grass the same way everywhere. Only certain patches bent and swayed, like invisible footsteps moving across the field.

And then—just for a moment—the wind stopped completely.

Everything went still.

Too still.

No rustling.

No birds.

No sound at all.

Aisling’s heart thudded.

“Did you hear that?” she whispered.

“Chuala tú é?”

Cian blinked. “Hear what? There’s nothing.”

“That’s the point,” she said.

Grandad slowed the car to a stop.

“We’re here,” he said quietly.

Ahead of them, the land rose gently into a broad hill, crowned with ancient earthworks and scattered stones that seemed far older than anything they had passed before.

The Hill of Tara.

Cnoc Teamhrach.

Even from a distance, it didn’t feel like just a hill.

It felt... aware.

Cian opened the car door and stepped out, stretching. “So this is it?” he said. “This is the big famous place?”

Aisling followed more slowly, her feet touching the ground as if she expected it to move beneath her.

The air felt different here.

Alive.

“Fáilte go Teamhair,” Grandad said softly as he stepped out beside them.

“Welcome to Tara.”

Aisling turned slowly, taking it all in—the wide open sky, the soft green slopes, the silence that wasn’t really silence at all.

And then she heard it.

A whisper.

Soft.

Close.

Right beside her ear.

“Fáilte...”

Welcome.

Aisling froze.

Her eyes widened.

“Did you—” she began, turning quickly to Cian.

But he was already walking ahead, completely unaware.

“Come on,” he called. “Let’s just get this over with.”

Aisling looked back toward the hill.

The wind stirred again, just slightly.

As if it were waiting.

“Grandad...” she said quietly.

But Grandad was already watching her.

And this time, his smile wasn’t playful.

It was knowing.

“Did it speak to you?” he asked gently.

Aisling swallowed.

“Yes.”

“Sea.”

Grandad nodded slowly, as though something long expected had finally begun.

“Good,” he said.

And for the first time, Aisling wasn’t sure if that was comforting... or not.

The hill seemed to breathe.

And somewhere beneath it—

Something had awakened.

[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 2 — The Hill of Kings
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There is a place in Ireland where kings were once chosen, not by crowns or armies, but by something far older—something hidden beneath the earth.

Tá áit in Éirinn ina roghnaíodh ríthe tráth, ní le coróin ná le hairm, ach le rud i bhfad níos sine—rud atá i bhfolach faoin talamh.

Aisling walked slowly up the slope of the Hill of Tara, her feet careful on the soft grass. The air felt different here, like it was listening to every step she took.

Shiúil Aisling suas an cnoc go mall, a cosa cúramach ar an bhféar bog. Mhothaigh an t-aer difriúil anseo, amhail is go raibh sé ag éisteacht le gach céim a thóg sí.

Cian followed beside her, kicking lightly at a small stone. “So this is where the kings stood?” he asked. “It doesn’t look like much.”

Lean Cian í, ag ciceáil cloiche beag. “Mar sin, seo é an áit ar sheas na ríthe?” a d’fhiafraigh sé. “Ní cosúil go bhfuil mórán ann.”

Grandad Seamus smiled, resting his hand on one of the low earth ridges. “Ah, but that’s the trick of it,” he said. “The most important places don’t always look important.”

Rinne Daideo Séamus gáire beag agus chuir sé a lámh ar cheann de na claíocha ísle. “Sin é an cleas,” ar seisean. “Ní bhíonn na háiteanna is tábhachtaí ag
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