

    
        
          The Long Road to Caherciveen

        

        
        
          The Irish Tales, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Stephen F Myler

        

        
          Published by Stephen Myler, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE LONG ROAD TO CAHERCIVEEN

    

    
      First edition. May 24, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Stephen F Myler.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8235593893

    

    
    
      Written by Stephen F Myler.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Long Road to Caherciveen (The Irish Tales, #2)

PART ONE: THE RECRUITMENT

Chapter One: The Man Who Came Back

Chapter Two: The Old Rooster

Chapter Three: Shiona and the Blue Coat

Chapter Four: Father Murphy's Village

Chapter Five: Dean on the Road

Chapter Six: Shamus Reads the Letter

Chapter Seven: The Killorglin Detour

Chapter Eight: What Emily Saw

Chapter Nine: Caherciveen

Chapter Ten: The Meeting

PART TWO: THE PURSUIT

Chapter Eleven: Rory Finds Out

Chapter Twelve: Shiona and Sally Follow

Chapter Thirteen: Connelly Sees Something

Chapter Fourteen: The Churchyard

Chapter Fifteen: Rory in Caherciveen

Chapter Sixteen: Shiona at the Estuary

Chapter Seventeen: The Dublin Letter

Chapter Eighteen: Connelly and Eugene

Chapter Nineteen: Jonas and the Truth

Chapter Twenty: Jenny

Chapter Twenty-One: Dean and Shiona

Chapter Twenty-Two: Connelly's Case

Part Four – Extended Story.


THE LONG ROAD TO CAHERCIVEEN

The Irish Tales

Book Two

By

Stephen F Myler

—-
[image: ]


FOR ALL THOSE WHO WALKED a long road to find themselves,

and all those who followed them home.
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A NOTE ON THE TIME AND PLACE

THE YEAR IS 1932. THE Irish Free State is ten years old and already showing the cracks that come with any young nation trying to find itself. Éamon de Valera has swept Fianna Fáil to power, the Oath of Allegiance is being dismantled, and the IRA — illegal, underground, and still breathing — is watching the new government with a cautious, hungry eye.

In Kerry, as always, the politics of Dublin feel distant. The mountains are the same. The rain is the same. The mud on the lane is the same. But men are moving through the countryside again, men with quiet voices and serious faces, carrying nothing visible but everything implied. The republic they fought for is not the republic that arrived. Some of them cannot let that go.

In the village of Tralee, the O'Flanagan family has settled into the second year of a business that Rory built from secrecy and stubbornness. The grass is green. The donkeys are fat. The jaunting cars wait by the gate each morning. And yet the world beyond the gate is pulling at the seams of everything Rory has made.

This is the story of a long road — the road to Caherciveen — and of all the things a young man must lose before he can know what he truly wants to keep.

—-
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PART ONE: THE RECRUITMENT
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Chapter One: The Man Who Came Back
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The morning Colm Reilly walked back into Tralee, the rain was coming in sideways off the bay and the mountains had vanished behind a wall of grey. He came on the early bus from Killarney, a battered canvas bag over one shoulder and a new coat that was too good for the weather and too good for the village. He was twenty-six years old and he moved through the village like a man who had been somewhere and wanted people to know it.

Rory O'Flanagan was standing at his gate when the bus passed, watching a ginger donkey named Brigadier investigate the latch with his nose. He noticed the man on the bus because he noticed everything — it was a habit formed by years of being a constable, and one that never left him even when he was simply standing in his yard in his work shirt with hay on his boots.

He did not know Colm Reilly. But he noted the coat, the bag, and the direction the young man walked after he stepped off, which was not toward the main street but toward the back lanes. Toward the Old Rooster Inn.

Someone, Rory thought. Someone or something.

He put it aside. Brigadier had got the latch open and was beginning to push the gate with his forehead.

"Stop that," Rory said.

The donkey looked at him with complete indifference.

Inside the cottage, Rosey was heating water on the range and Tempest was in her chair by the fire, deep in a conversation with a man who had not been alive since 1918.

"He'll come round," Tempest was saying, with great certainty. "Patrick always comes round in the end. He just needs time to see sense."

"He's been given fourteen years," Rosey said, not unkindly, filling the kettle.

"Fourteen years is nothing," Tempest said. "My father took twenty years to admit he was wrong about the horse, and that was only a horse."

Rosey set the kettle on the hob and looked out the small window toward the field. The grass was coming up beautifully again this year, the spring growth thick and even across the four acres. Beyond the gate she could see Rory steering Brigadier back in by the ear. Beyond Rory, across the dirt road, the Coleman cottage was dark and quiet. Eugene's curtains were still drawn at half past eight in the morning.

She thought about that, and said nothing.

Dean came downstairs at ten past nine, which was late by the standards of a household that ran on Rory's schedule. He was seventeen now, broad across the shoulders in a way that had appeared suddenly, as if he had been built in his sleep, and he moved through the cottage with the contained energy of someone who had not yet decided where to put it.

"You're late," Rosey said.

"Da hasn't shouted yet."

"Your father is at the gate persuading Brigadier to respect the boundary of private property. He'll be in shortly."

Dean poured himself tea and stood at the window. He watched the lane. He watched it in the way that Rosey had learned to recognise over the past year — not looking for anything in particular, but waiting for something to happen. Something outside the gate. Something beyond the grass and the donkeys and the jaunting cars lined up like patient soldiers.

Shamus came down five minutes later with the newspaper under his arm, sat at the table, and opened it immediately, as if there had been no interruption between sleeping and reading.

"De Valera's making another speech," he said.

"When is he not," Dean said.

"This one's about the land annuities. He's going to stop paying Britain."

"Good," Dean said, with a vehemence that was slightly too large for a kitchen.

Shamus looked at him over the newspaper. "You understand what land annuities are?"

"I understand the principle."

"The principle and the substance are different things."

"You sound like Father Murphy."

"Father Murphy is an eejit. I sound like someone who read the article."

Rory came in, stomping mud from his boots at the threshold. He looked at Dean standing at the window, at Shamus behind the newspaper, at Rosey with her back to them all at the range, and he assessed the room the way he always assessed rooms — quickly, completely, and without appearing to.

"Brigadier got the gate again," he said.

"I saw," Rosey said.

"That donkey has a calling as a locksmith."

"He has a calling as a nuisance, is what he has."

Rory sat down, accepted tea, and looked at the table. Then he looked at Dean. "O'Sullivan wants the cart on Thursday. Two visitors from Galway want to do the Ring of Kerry circuit, as far as we'll take them."

Dean turned from the window. "How far?"

"Halfway round. We drop them at Killorglin and they take a motorcar from there. We bring the cart back Friday." He paused. "I want you to drive it."

Something in Dean shifted — a slight straightening of the shoulders, a fraction more alertness in the eyes. He had driven the Caherciveen route twice before, but always with Rory or a hand from the village. Alone meant something different.

"Right," Dean said.

"Shamus'll go with you. Second cart for the bags."

The straightening deflated slightly. "I don't need—"

"Two carts. Two passengers, eight bags, and a portmanteau the size of a currach. You need two carts." Rory looked at his tea. "And I want you back by Friday evening. Not Friday night. Evening."

Dean said nothing.

He was thinking about the road to Killorglin. He was thinking about the road that continued beyond Killorglin, south and west along the ring, all the way to Caherciveen at the foot of Valentia Island. He did not know why he was thinking about it. He had not been to Caherciveen in his life.

He was not thinking about Colm Reilly, who was at that moment sitting in the back room of the Old Rooster Inn, drinking Jonas Clarke's good whiskey and explaining to three old men with serious faces what Dublin was saying about the south Kerry brigades, and why the time was coming, and why the right young men needed to be found.

But the road to Caherciveen was already in his mind, like a note played on a string that no one had plucked.
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Chapter Two: The Old Rooster
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The Old Rooster Inn stood at the end of the village's longest lane, occupying a building that had been a coaching house, a grain store, a Fenian meeting hall, and briefly, during the Black and Tan years, a place where a man could disappear if he needed to. Jonas Clarke had bought it in 1924 with money from an uncle in Cork and had run it ever since with a quiet competence that disguised a sharp intelligence.

Jonas was one of the few Protestants in the village, a fact that made him an oddity without making him an outcast. He served good porter, kept a clean establishment, charged fair prices, and had the particular gift of knowing when to be invisible. He had learned early that in a Catholic village with long republican memories, a Protestant publican survived by being useful and unobtrusive. He was both. He was also, when occasion required it, a man who could keep a secret with the permanence of stone.

The back room of the Old Rooster had a door that opened to an alleyway behind the building. It had no window. It had a table, four chairs, and a small turf fire that Jonas kept lit in all weathers, because cold men were uncomfortable men and uncomfortable men talked too much. He had offered this room for certain purposes since 1926, not out of ideology but out of a pragmatism that he would have struggled to fully explain to a court of law.

Mary Clarke was Jonas's wife, and she was everything the back room was not: warm, visible, and abundantly present. She was thirty-four, round-faced and bright-eyed, with a laugh that arrived without warning and a warmth that made the bar feel like someone's kitchen. She refilled glasses without being asked, remembered names, and had the gift of making even the most taciturn Kerry farmer feel that the night had been better for his being in it.

She was also, as it happened, meeting Eugene Coleman twice a week behind the grain shed at the back of the old Broderick yard, a fact known to no one in the village except Emily Carter, who had seen them there on a Tuesday evening in February and had been turning the knowledge over in her mind ever since, examining it from different angles the way a crow examines a shiny object.

Emily Carter was Father Murphy's housekeeper. She had come to this position by a process of elimination rather than vocation — she had been dismissed from the draper's for rudeness to customers, from the post office for reading other people's letters, and from the school for reasons that were never fully stated but that had something to do with the contents of a teacher's desk drawer. Father Murphy had taken her on because he believed, in the determined way that new priests believe such things before experience corrects them, that charity toward the fallen was a Christian obligation.

He was beginning to regret this.

Emily kept the house well enough. She swept, she cooked, she kept the vestments aired and the altar linens clean. But she had a way of being present in rooms where she had no business being present, and a way of appearing at doors just at the moment when a visitor was saying something private, and Father Murphy had begun to understand that his housekeeper had an appetite for information that was not entirely compatible with a quiet pastoral life.

On the morning that Colm Reilly arrived on the Killarney bus, Emily was buying bread at the bakery on the main street and watching the bus pull away from its stop. She watched the young man with the new coat climb down, collect his bag, and walk toward the back lanes.

She watched him the way she watched everything: carefully, silently, storing.

She did not know who he was. But she noted that he walked with the particular directness of someone who knew exactly where he was going and had been there before in his mind, if not in his feet. She noted the coat again — better than a village man's coat — and the way he did not look around at the village as newcomers did, but kept his eyes on the lane ahead.

She filed it away with the other things she was filing, and went back to the priest's house with her bread, and said nothing.
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