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“There is some good in
this world, and it's worth fighting for.”

― J.R.R. Tolkien, The Two Towers
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Prologue

 


 


A little bit from end of
Book Two, to remind us where we got up to ...



‘Mum, you have to take me
to Murray’s!’ Kaylee said as she burst in the front door of their
house in Feilding and saw her mother jump with fright. Trish had
been vacuuming the hall. She clutched her thumping heart and used
her toe to turn off the vacuum cleaner.

‘Murray’s? What, you mean
that new Irish Pub in town? Really? I get no, “Hello Mum. I missed
you. Sorry I ran away, AGAIN!” Just a, “Can you take me to the
pub?” That’s bloody nice, isn’t it?’ Trish waved her hands about as
she ranted. ‘Have you lost your mind child?’

‘Yes. No. I’ve found Dad
in the Five Realms and we need to go back there to help them!’
Kaylee rattled it all off so quickly Trish struggled to keep up.
‘And the only way to get there is through that pub. Trust me.’ She
grinned, then dived forward to clutch her mother’s waist in a firm
bear-hug. She scrunched her eyes shut waiting to be reprimanded
again. But her mother clung on tight to her wayward child, far too
relieved for harsh words.

‘Argh! What possessed me
to have children?’ Trish grinned and stared down at Kaylee’s face,
drinking in the familiar features like water from a
mirage.

‘So you’ll take me?’
Kaylee risked a half-hearted smile.

‘I don’t want to, no! But
I know if I don’t you’ll disappear on me again.’ She grabbed her
jacket and house keys, locked the door and followed Kaylee down the
driveway. ‘Come on then squirt.’ She hugged her close and ruffled
Kaylee’s hair. Giving her a mock frown they set off at a brisk walk
towards their little town of Feilding.
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The Stow-Away




Sunday, 16 November ...
again

Feilding

 


As they strode along the footpath
towards town and across the railway lines, Kaylee couldn’t contain
her grin. Her mother looked over and smiled.

‘And just what are you
grinning about, young Miss Kaylee?’ Trish asked.

‘Who, me?’ she said
insincerely. ‘That went a lot better than it did in my head, that’s
all.’

‘What went better? Coming
home after another disappearing act yesterday?’

Kaylee took a deep breath,
and shook her head. ‘Yesterday? That ruddy Chameleon Shop. I’ll
never get used to this time change thing. Look, I wasn’t telling
lies Mum. Dad is alive. You’ll see when we get to the Five Realms. And boy is
Paul going to be in trouble when Dad gets back. Speaking of Paul,
where is the annoying git these days? Not that I really
care.’

‘I told him we were
through. He’s gone,’ Trish waved her hands randomly in the air,
‘... somewhere.’

‘Ah, so you
did believe
me.’

‘Not really,’ she said
quietly and noticed the crestfallen look on her daughter’s face,
‘but I really wanted to believe you.’

The main street through
town was lined with old carriage street-lamps and pretty cherry
blossom trees. They turned left off the main street and Kaylee led
her mother down a narrow side street; one of those which framed the
Feilding town square. About half way down the street was where
the Chameleon Irish Public House
now stood.

The walls were
white-washed cob-cladding with deeply set lead-light windows. The
door was a heavy dark wooden thing with leadlight glass and a
rustic wrought iron latch. A green sign swung from a wrought iron
bracket above her head. It read Chameleon
Irish Public House and had a green
four-leaf clover painted next to the words.

The homeless man, who had handed her a
note when she had been rudely evicted from the pub, had
gone.

Doubts began to surface in Kaylee’s
mind. She wondered if she had imagined it all, but she had no idea
what else to try. She followed Trish through the heavy wooden door
and into the warmth and bright lights of a bar-room full of merry
people chattering and laughing. The Bar Manager, Murray, spied them
and raised his eyebrows in surprise. He raised his thumb signalling
to Kaylee that she was safe this time from being politely removed
to the sidewalk.

‘Ok squirt. How about we
get something to eat first? Always think it best to take on a new
adventure on a full stomach,’ Trish said.

‘Mum, you’re stalling
aren’t you?’

‘Abso-freaking-lutely!’
Trish replied, smiling at the barmaid. ‘Two plates of hot chips
with aioli, a juice for my daughter and a pint of anything strong
for me, thanks.’

Kaylee folded her arms and tapped the
toe of her red chucks impatiently. Smelling the wonderful aromas
drifting about, her stomach growled. She supposed it was a good
idea to have something to eat first.

They sat in a private little booth
where they could talk as they ate.

Trish raised her palms in question,
‘So, you got me here. Now what do we do?’

‘Well,’ Kaylee turned her
head towards the back of the bar, then back to her mother, ‘I’m not
one hundred percent sure, but when I came back this time, I turned
up in the restroom. So after we finish our meal, I think we should
take a look around in there and see what we can come up
with.’

‘Oh, delightful,’ Trish
said, dripping sarcasm.

As Kaylee ate the satisfying hot chips
her eyes drifted around the inside of the Irish Bar. There were
flags of different colours, green and white, most likely Irish she
supposed as it was of course an Irish Bar. There was a green banner
which had the words ‘Erin go Bragh’ on it. She called a waitress
over to ask what it meant and was told ‘Ireland
Forever’.

The solid wooden tables and polished
wooden floors added to the warmth of the room and she felt a little
homesick for Rollo and the Boar’s Head Inn. A soft circle of light
spilled on the wall down the hall, where Kaylee could see a funny
looking little leprechaun. He had a shaggy red beard and was
wearing an emerald green hat, coat and pants.

‘What makes you so sure
we will find a
way back to this strange land, from inside this pub?’ Trish asked
waving a long chip at her daughter. She still didn’t really believe
Kaylee, but thought the best way to call her bluff was to go along
with it until her daughter was forced to admit that the whole
unbelievable tale was all a figment of her imagination.

Kaylee reached into the
pocket of her jeans and plonked the crumpled note which the
homeless man had given her, on the table. Trish unfolded it and
read ‘To find your heart’s desire, trust
in the key of fire.’

Trish shook her head, puzzled. ‘What
does it mean?’

‘It’s the words I had to
use with the key,’ she held up an ancient iron key with a lovely
Celtic knot pattern at the top, ‘to return home to you. An old
beggar man out the front handed that note to me. This is
The Chameleon
Shop Mum, in some form. I’m sure of it.
First it was a book shop, the next time I came through it had
become a chocolate shop and now, don’t ask me why, it’s an Irish
pub!’

‘Maybe it knows how often
you drive your mother to drink,’ Trish muttered irritably under her
breath.

‘Excuse me?’ Kaylee
squeaked a little offended.

‘Never mind, alright then,
I’ve avoided it long enough. Let’s get this over with.’ Trish
stood, slipped her jacket on and put her hand out for Kaylee to
lead the way.

Kaylee’s blood raced with excitement.
She led her mother past the little green leprechaun hanging on the
wall in the hallway opposites the toilets. ‘In here Mum,’ Kaylee
spoke softly.

The ladies restroom had white walls
and a black and white chequered vinyl floor. There were three
toilet cubicles against the far wall. Picking the middle cubicle at
random, Trish and Kaylee squeezed into the tiny space and stared
down at the toilet bowl. It was, thankfully, clean.

Trish recalled reading
Harry Potter with her daughter and how they travelled about the
place by way of everyday things such as fireplaces, using magical
Floo powder. She looked at Kaylee and frowned. ‘If you think I’m
climbing into that toilet to find your father, you’ve got another thing coming,
young lady.’

‘Well, I don’t think we do
it that way ... umm.’ Kaylee stood tapping her chin with her
finger, frustrated and confused. They had to get back and help Greg
defend the Realms. Lord knew what mischief Wilfrey was boiling up
since she and her father had thwarted his evil plans, yet again.
Her adventures thus far had unfortunately made rather an enemy of
the powerful Guardian of the Five Realms, Wilfrey Hobbs.

‘How did you manage to do
it the last two times?’ her mother suggested helpfully. She had to
raise her voice slightly to be heard over the loud music which had
begun playing next-door in the bar.

‘I just held the key, and
thought of Dad. Oh and usually there was a fire somewhere nearby,
and ... poof! I was just ... there,’ she finished
lamely.

‘Well then,’ Trish
decided, growing weary of standing in the not so pleasant
surroundings of a fairly public toilet. It would be difficult to
explain should someone enter the restroom while they were deciding
on a plan. ‘I think you should grab that old key out of your pocket
and we should both think of your father — we can’t do much about
the lack of fire this time, hopefully it won’t make too much of a
difference — and hopefully we go poof! in a non-fatal way,’ she
said, uncertain but determined.

Holding her mother’s hand with her
right hand and the ancient iron key with her left, Kaylee thought
of her father and said, ‘Ready?’

Trish nodded with her eyes squeezed
shut. ‘Ready!’

They could hear a soft humming sound
coming from the key and Kaylee felt it growing warmer in her hand.
They felt a very unnerving dizzying sensation, the kind you get
inside an amusement park ride, and the sound of Irish music in the
next room faded. It was replaced by the loud roar of rushing water
nearby. A fine spray of cool water droplets spattered their cheeks
and they opened their eyes to see that instead of standing squashed
together in a tiny toilet cubicle, they were now standing on a
sandy beach near the base of a magnificent waterfall.

Trish stared around her in
wide-eyed wonder. ‘Oh ... my ... God,’ she said softly. She smiled
and Kaylee was overjoyed to see that her mother had to believe her story
now.

‘Is this it? Is this the
place?’ Trish asked her.

‘I think so,’ Kaylee said
slipping the magic key into the back pocket of her jeans. ‘Usually
I land at the volcano on the other side of the Realms,’ she looked
in that direction shading her eyes from the sunlight, then turned
back towards the sea, ‘but I can see the Pirate’s ship and the
islands out in the Byagal Sea. And this way,’ she turned and
pointed behind them, ‘when you get past Mount Beaton, is the Spirit
Realm where my friend, Jett the giant Messenger Cat,
lives.’

A splash at their feet and loud
coughing sound drew their gaze. A tiny, wee man, no bigger than
around a metre high, crawled out of the water at the base of the
waterfall. He was wearing a green jacket over the Elizabethan
ruffles of his white shirt and holding a sopping wet green tricorne
hat. ‘Oh fiddle de dee, potatoes!’ he cried and tipped his hat
upside down to drain the water out. He coughed some more, and
slapped the soggy hat on his head. He noticed a tiny fragment of
seaweed hanging from one corner and snatched it away,
irritably.

Now that he was standing up they could
also see his grey stockings which led down to shiny black shoes
with large silver buckles on them. He smiled at them, through his
shaggy red beard, and a gold tooth sparkled in the sunlight. ‘That
was some wild ride, lassies.’ He looked down in the direction they
were staring and noticed something amiss. ‘Oh, would ya look at
that now? I’ve gone and torn a hole in me brand new stockings.’
Shaking off his frown he looked back at the stunned females, who
were still silently staring at him, utterly bewildered.

‘Who ...?’ Kaylee
asked.

‘What ...?’ Trish added at
the same time.

‘Where? Would that be your
next question?’ the little leprechaun asked cheekily. ‘Sean’s me
name, Sean the Leprechaun.’ He put out his little hand for them to
shake it. ‘Kind’a catchy, ain’t it?’

‘Where did you come from?’
Kaylee finally asked. She had never known of him living anywhere
around these parts, or any other part of the Five Realms for that
matter, unless someone had simply neglected to mention his
existence.

‘Well you see now, it’s a
funny story.’ He waddled over to a large piece of driftwood on the
sand and sat to tip the water out of his shiny black shoes. ‘I had
been up on that wall for quite some time you see and bein’ such a
convivial sort of chap, to be honest, it was just plain boring up
there. So, seeing as you two appeared to be heading someplace
exciting, I decided to ... jump on the lovely lady’s jacket, and
hitch a ride!’ He put his shoe back on and beamed a charming smile
at them.

‘Wall?’ Trish asked,
eyebrows raised. ‘You mean at that Irish pub we were in? You don’t
mean to tell me that you were that —?’

‘Oh yes! I remember seeing
you now,’ Kaylee piped up, ‘from the wall opposite the
toilets.’

‘Precisely. Not much fun
to be had stuck fast up there on a wall. Oh don’t get me wrong,
I’ve seen many a drunken person actin’ the fool in that place, but
I don’t believe life should be a spectator sport. I got tired of
just watchin’ the fun and not bein’ able to join in, ya
see?’

‘Indeed,’ Trish added,
wondering how this might complicate their mission. Although he
seemed to be a friendly, rather harmless little chap.

Just then they heard a deep male’s
voice call out from the docked galleon ship that had just pulled
into the bay. ‘Trish! Kaylee!’

Kaylee knew that voice in an instant.
‘Dad!’ she hollered back between cupped hands and waved frantically
at him.

Trish stared wide-eyed, and lost her
ability to breathe.
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Captain Greg and the Pirates




 


Monday, 24
November

The Five Realms

 


‘Told ya,’ Kaylee said
smugly. It appeared that the Pirate/Ferrymen were back in business.
They had a different large galleon ship, but were still flying the
black pirate flag with white skull and crossbones on it. The ship
was bobbing gently not far away. One of the crew was busy tying a
thick rope to the dock.

Trish’s eyes blurred with tears. The
husband she hadn’t seen in the last seven months, who she believed
to have perished in a mining accident, had leapt over the side of
the ship, onto the dock and was now striding towards her. His brown
hair was a lot longer than she remembered; it hung wild and free
below his shoulders. He had grown a bit of a beard, was well
sun-tanned, and wearing very piratical looking clothing. Thoroughly
disreputable!

To Trish he had never looked better,
or happier. She ran to his open arms and he picked her up and swung
her around in a big circle before giving her a very long
kiss.

In fact it was so long,
Kaylee felt the need to interrupt. It wasn’t that she begrudged her
parents their happy reunion. Just, well, no kid wants to see their
parents doing that.

‘Mum, Mum, Dad, guys, Dad
...’ she tried repeatedly to get their attention but they were
blissfully oblivious to the world. ‘Oh come on already! Get a room,
would ya?’ Kaylee finally said in frustration and the spell was
broken.

‘Kaylee!’ Greg ran and
picked her up, with a quick peck on the cheek. ‘Good girl, I knew
you could do it. When did you get here?’ He put his arm around
Kaylee’s mother, who could not seem to wipe the smile off her
face.

‘Just a short while ago,’
Kaylee said. ‘The key brought us to that waterfall.’ She noticed
Sean the leprechaun, hands in his pockets, kicking pebbles round
the bank, forgotten in all the fuss.

Greg noticed him, and turned to Kaylee
raising an eyebrow, ‘Is he with you?’

‘I think so. It’s a long
story,’ she said. ‘I missed you Dad.’

‘Missed you too, pumpkin,’
he kissed her nose. ‘We were just about to go back to the islands
for another load of Crystal Clear Water. Come, meet the
crew.’

‘You found another ship?
That was quick.’

‘We’ve been working hard
these last two days. We found a ship which had been beached in a
wee cove off the bay there. It was pretty good, just a little
storm-damaged. With help from some of the villagers from the Fire
Realm, we got it fixed up and sea-worthy in next to no time. Good
thing too. Rollo’s just run out of water.’

Kaylee looked up at her mother to see
if she was keen to go sailing. Trish eyed the bobbing motion of the
ship and the rolling white-crested waves with a dubious frown, but
she had longed to see her husband for so many months, she would
have walked over a pit of hot coals to be with him now. They had
been slowly walking towards the docks as they talked. Before them
was the ramp which the crew used to load goods onto the
ship.

‘Of course we’ll come with
you,’ Trish said looping her arm through Greg’s.

Sean perked up, then and moved swiftly
next to Kaylee to highlight the fact that he fully intended to be
included in these plans.

Trish continued, ‘I don’t plan on
letting you out of my sight for one minute, now that I have you
back.’ Greg smiled and kissed his wife on the forehead, before
yelling orders at the crew to prepare to set sail with the outgoing
tide.

Sean skipped along behind them,
running every few steps to keep up with the much taller people. He
breathed in the salty-sea air and smiled at the excitement of a new
adventure.

‘Ah, now this is just the thing to
blow the cob-webs away,’ he said to himself.
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Islands of the Water Realm


Monday, 24
November

Water Realm

 


Sean was walking quietly
behind the others as the wooden deck beneath him dipped and rose
without warning. It was a sensation he had never experienced before
and was taking a bit of getting used to. He found himself dancing
and swerving like a drunken sailor. Ironic
really he thought, chuckling to himself.
He was about to tap Kaylee on her back and ask when lunch might be
served when he found himself lifted off the ground by something
hooked into the back of his emerald coat. ‘Hey, what the —?’ he
cried out in alarm.

Hearing his cry, Kaylee swung round to
find Pearl, the huge black and brown Messenger Cat of the Water
Realm, examining the terrified little leprechaun with her
turquoise-blue eyes. Sean was currently dangling from one of her
huge claws, at cabin roof height above the deck.

‘Pearl!’ Kaylee called
out. She was pleased to see her sassy feline friend
again.

Trish, however, had taken refuge
behind her daughter, eyes round saucers of fear.

‘What in the Five Realms
is this?’ Pearl asked without taking her eyes off Sean.

‘That cat talks?’ Trish
whispered over Kaylee’s shoulder, ‘really actually
talks?’

‘Please Mam, don’t be
eatin’ me now,’ Sean begged the giant Messenger Cat. ‘I’m really
just a bite-sized morsel, and old and tough at that. Really ... you
wouldn’t find me tasty at all.’ He looked to Kaylee in desperation.
‘You aren’t going
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