
  



 

 

 

 

Four children wake up one morning to find 

themselves back in time and in another country:  

Ireland.  In order for the magic to transport them 

home, they must embark on an epic journey.  With 

the help of the Wolfhound and Irish faeries, the four 

friends discover the magic of Ireland and within 

themselves. 
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Day Zero  - Winter Vacation Blues  
 

Jane and Susan were at the park in their neighborhood.  This 

was their last day to hang out before school started again.   

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀ ōƻǊƛƴƎ ǿƛƴǘŜǊ ǾŀŎŀǘƛƻƴΗέ 

The two girls looked up to see who had spoken.  Their friend 

Robert walked up to them and sat down.  Jane and Susan 

agreed.  Nothing fun had happened over winter break.   

ά²ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ WŀƳŜǎΚέ {ǳǎŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ wƻōŜǊǘΦ   

άIŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴȅ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦέ 

The four fifth graders had been friends since kindergarten.  

Their families had moved into the neighborhood around the 

same time.   They were all so different, but somehow had 

become fast friends.  Robert was all about sports and 

adventure.  He was always the first to try something and 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜm afraid of getting hurt.  James was quiet and liked 

to read.  He noticed much more than people realized and filed 

it away for later use.  Susan was interested in flowers and 

pretty things.  She kept herself very clean and liked everything 

to be neat and orderly.  Jane seemed to be everything.  She 

liked bugs and frogs like Robert.  She also liked to read liked 

James.  She played dress up with Susan when they were little.  

But most of all, Jane cared about her friends which included 

animals.  Maybe she was the glue that kept them all together.   

Shortly, James arrived.  άL ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ƛǎ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ 

ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΦέ 
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άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜŘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΣέ ǎŀƛŘ {ǳǎŀƴΦ 

άL ŘƻΣέ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ WŀƳŜǎΣ άL Ƨǳǎǘ ǿƛǎƘ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ 

ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ ǾŀŎŀǘƛƻƴ ōȅΦέ 

άLook! I found a four-leaf clover!έ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ WŀƴŜΦ άLǘΩǎ 

ƳŀƎƛŎŀƭΗ  [ŜǘΩǎ ǿƛǎƘΗ  What would it be?  What if we had one 

ƭŀǎǘ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ƻŦ ŀƴ ŀŘǾŜƴǘǳǊŜΚ  ²Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǿŜ ǿŀƴǘ ƛǘ ǘƻ ōŜΚέ 

wƻōŜǊǘ ƧǳƳǇŜŘ ƛƴΣ άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ on an epic adventure!  

One that movies are made out of.έ 

ά.ǳǘ ǎŀŦŜΣέ ŀŘŘŜŘ {ǳǎŀƴΣ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎŎŀǊŜŘΦέ 

ά¢ǿƻ ǿŜŜƪǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ WŀƳŜǎΣ άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ǿŀƴǘ ƻǳǊ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǿƛƴǘŜǊ 

ǾŀŎŀǘƛƻƴ ōŀŎƪΣ ǘƻ Řƻ ƻǾŜǊΦέ 

άIƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΣ WŀƴŜΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ wƻōŜǊǘΦ 
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άaŀƎƛŎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘŜŘΣ άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ǿŀƴǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ƳŀƎƛŎ ǘƻ 

ǘǊŀƴǎǇƻǊǘ ǳǎΦέ 

άIƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ ǎŎŀǾŜƴƎŜǊ ƘǳƴǘΚέ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ James. 

άhƻƘΣ ŦƻǊ ŦƭƻǿŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΗέ {ǳǎŀƴ ŀŘŘŜŘΣ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ 

bright. 

άbŀƘΣέ wƻōŜǊǘ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΣ άwiƭŘ ōƛƎ ŀƴƛƳŀƭǎΗΗέ 

άaŀȅōŜΣ ǿŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǊ ǿƛǎƘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ WŀƴŜ with a mischievous 

smile. 

The friends looked at Jane.  

ά̧ ŜŀƘ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ŘǊŜŀƳǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ Robert.  

ά[ŜǘΩǎ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ǇŀŎǘΣ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΗέ  ǎŀƛŘ WŀƴŜΣ holding up the four-

leaf clover. ά{ƻƳŜŘŀȅΣ ǿŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŀŘǾŜƴǘǳǊŜΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ 

ŦƻǳǊ ƻŦ ǳǎΗέ  {ƘŜ Ǉǳǘ her arm out, palm down.  All the children 

put their hands on top of hers.   

ά¢ƻ ŀŘǾŜƴǘǳǊŜΗέ 

ά¢ƻ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎƘƛǇΗέ 

ά¢ƻΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƭŀǘŜ ŀƴŘ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƘƻƳŜΣέ {ǳǎŀƴ chuckled.   

The kids walked back to their street, talking about how cool it 

would be to go on an adventure!  They waived at each other 

as they walked into their own homes.  No adventure there, 

just time to get ready for school and bed.   
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Day One  ð Beltany Stone Circle  
 

The next morning the friends woke up inside a large stone 

circle with sheep everywhere.   

άbƻ ǿŀȅΗέ  whispered Robert.   

ά¢Ƙƛǎ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ŀ ŘǊŜŀƳΗέ ǎaid James. 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǇƛƴŎƘ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΣέ ǎŀƛŘ WŀƴŜΦ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ be ǇƛƴŎƘŜŘΣέ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ {ǳǎŀƴ, frowning. 

ά¸ŜǎΗ LŦ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ŘǊŜŀƳΣ ƛǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƘǳǊǘΦέ  wƻōŜǊǘ ǇƛƴŎƘŜŘ WŀƳŜǎΦ  

άhǳŎƘΗέ  WŀƳŜǎ ǇƛƴŎƘŜŘ wƻōŜǊǘ ōŀŎƪΦ 
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άhǳŎƘΗέ   

Susan and Jane looked at each other.  After pinching each 

other lightly, all agreed it must be real.  But how? 

άaŀƛŘƛƴ ƳƘŀƛǘƘΣ ƭŜŀƴŀƝi,έ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƛƴ ŀ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ   

They looked where the sound was coming from.  An old gray-

haired man dressed in robes was roasting a salmon over a fire 

in the middle of the stone circle.   

ά¢ł ǘǵ ŀƴǎŜƻ ƭŜ ŘǊŀƝƻŎƘǘΣά he continued.  ά¢ŀǊ ŀƎǳǎ ƛǘƘŜΦ   

Déanfaidh sé ciall níos móiiΦέ 

All four kids 

shook their 

heads.  They 

could not 

understand 

anything he 

was saying. 

The man 

smiled and 

motioned 

them over for 

breakfast.  

They each had 

some salmon 

while a 

Wolfhound 

watched 

nearby.  Once they had eaten, they looked around them 

wondering where they were. 
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άWe will help you get home,έ said the Wolfhound, startling 

the kids and making their eyes wide!  άYou are in Ireland by 

magic and with magic we will help you return.ά 

Somehow, the children could now understand not only the 

Wolfhound but also the man.  The druid, for that is what the 

old man was, gave them each a pack full of supplies, a 

sleeping bag, and travel clothes.  He explained that magic was 

needed to bring them home.  They must go on a quest to find 

specific items the magic required to work.  The druid pulled 

out a scrap of old paper with the list:  

1. The location of hexagon basalt rock where giants once 

roamed 

2. Three ragged robins 
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3. Wood for a blackthorn shillelagh 

4. An acorn from an oak tree in each province 

5. The friendship of red deer 

The children had no idea where to start, or even what the list 

meant.  The Wolfhound said he would help them along their 

quest.  He told them they were in Beltany Stone Circle in the 

province of Ulster.   With that, he trotted off.  

 

ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀŘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ƘƛƳΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊǳƛŘ ƪƛƴŘƭȅΦ  άHe will 

guide you, guard you, and be your friend.  He will help you on 

your journey and bring you back here when you are readyΦέ 

After a quick discussion among themselves, the kids ran after 

the dog.  They wondered how they would know what they 

were looking for.  

άSǘŀǊǘ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΣέ ǘƘŜ ²ƻƭŦƘƻǳƴŘ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜƳΣ 

άaƻǾŜƳŜƴǘ ŎǊŜŀǘŜǎ ŀŎǘƛƻƴΦ  !Ŏǘƛƻƴ ŎǊŜŀǘŜǎ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴΦέ 
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As they travelled throughout the day, they collected leaves of 

different trees.  Most of trees were so big, they had to get on 

ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ shoulders to reach the leaves.   

James rummaged through his pack and found what looked to 

be an old journal.  In the very center was an outline of Ireland.  

As they travelled, the Wolfhound helped him fill in the details.    
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They climbed up a mountain looking for hexagon basalt rocks.   

άYou will not find them hereΦέ said the Wolfhound.  άThis is Mt 

Errigaliii, the most ancient of rocks on the Island.  It was 

formed millions of years ago when sandstone and igneous 

rock merged.  It is called metamorphic.  This rock is ancient.έ 

That night they camped under the stars and showed the 

Wolfhound what they found.    

άAre any of these leaves from the oak?έ ŀǎƪŜŘ WŀƳŜǎΦ   

The Wolfhound sniffed each leaf they had collected.   James 

was ready with his journal.   

άNot this oneΣέ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ²ƻƭŦƘƻǳƴŘ.  άIt is a Hazel tree.  The 

hazel is the tree of knowledge and wisdom.  It is good to sit 

under and think. 

http://www.askaboutireland.ie/reading-room/environment-geography/physical-landscape/Irelands-physical-landsca/the-formation-of-the-phys/the-distribution-of-irish/
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άThat leaf is from the Ash tree.  It is a sacred tree and prized 

for its strength and healing.  Sit under the ash and take it in if 

you feel weak or sick.  

άAh, the alder.  It shows the balance between the male and 

female aspects of life.  It is also a favorite of faeries.  Ooooh,έ 

the Wolfhound paused.   

http://www.askaboutireland.ie/learning-zone/primary-students/5th-+-6th-class/5th-+-6th-class-environme/leafy-lovelies/trees/native-trees/ash/
http://www.askaboutireland.ie/learning-zone/primary-students/5th-+-6th-class/5th-+-6th-class-environme/leafy-lovelies/trees/native-trees/black-alder/
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άIs this one from the oak tree?έ ŀsked Susan in the silence.  

άNo,έ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ²ƻƭŦƘƻǳƴŘΦ  He grew very still and quiet. 

ά²e passed through a sacred grove.  This leaf is from the yew 

tree, the most ancient of trees.  They seem to live forever, at 

least to us mortals.  Yews are constantly renewing themselves, 

something humans could learnΣέ the Wolfhound added. 

 

άWell, only one left,έ sighed Jane.  

άAhh yes! This one is from the oak tree!έ exclaimed the 

²ƻƭŦƘƻǳƴŘΦ  άSee how the leaves go in and out?  Now, you 

know what you are looking for.  Acorns are the seeds of the 

mighty sessile oak tree.έ   

 

  

http://www.askaboutireland.ie/learning-zone/primary-students/5th-+-6th-class/5th-+-6th-class-environme/leafy-lovelies/trees/native-trees/yew/
http://www.askaboutireland.ie/learning-zone/primary-students/5th-+-6th-class/5th-+-6th-class-environme/leafy-lovelies/trees/native-trees/yew/
http://www.askaboutireland.ie/learning-zone/primary-students/5th-+-6th-class/5th-+-6th-class-environme/leafy-lovelies/trees/native-trees/oaks/
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άWhy does the druid want these acorns anywayΚέ asked 

James.  The children waited for a response.  Finally, the 

Wolfhound cocked his head then shook it until his ears 

flopped. 

άThe oak tree,έ the Wolfhound said at last, άis a symbol of 

strength, honor, endurance, and liberty.  You will need these 

traits in the days ahead.έ 
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Day Two  ð The Burren  
 

When they woke up the next day, it was in a new spot.  The 

Wolfhound appeared to shrug.   

άThe faeries must be helping you,έ he said.  άIreland is too big 

to walk across in just a few days.  171 miles across and 302 

miles long it is about the size of the state of Indiana.έ 

The kids exchanged glances.  How did he know that? 

άWhere are we?έ asked Robert. 

άWe are in the Province of MunsterΣέ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ²ƻƭŦƘƻǳƴŘ.   

άGreat,έ said Susan, άwe can get our next acorn!  [ŜǘΩǎ look 

around.έ  

After breakfast the children headed off.    Before long they 

came across lots of rock and few trees.   

άWhere are we?έ asked Jane.  
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άAhh, we are in the Burren,έ said the Wolfhound.   

άIs this the basalt rock we are looking 

forΚέ asked James.   

άNo,έ said the Wolfhound.  άThis is 

limestone.  There is very little on top 

of the limestone.έ 

άLǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ can grow 

here,έ said James.   

άActually,έ replied the Wolfhound, 

άalthough it looks barren, seventy 

percent of all the native plants of 

Ireland are found here.έ 

άLook at this plant,έ Robert motioned.  

άIts ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ŎƻƻƭΦέ 

άThat is an Autumn Ladies-tresses,έ 

said the Wolfhound.  άIt 

is a type of orchid.έ 

άHow about these?έ 

asked Jane.   

άThose little flowers are 

Irish EyebrightΣέ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ 

the Wolfhound. ά¢ƘŜȅ 

treat inflammation from 

colds to coughs and 

ǎƛƴǳǎ ƛƴŦŜŎǘƛƻƴǎΦέ 

https://www.burrengeopark.ie/learn-engage/geology-of-the-burren/
http://www.wildflowersofireland.net/plant_detail.php?id_flower=150&wildflower=Lady%27s-tresses,%20Autumn
http://www.wildflowersofireland.net/plant_detail.php?id_flower=90#glos
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ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦƭƻǿŜǊ Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ {ǳǎŀƴΦ  

ά¸ŜǎΣέ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ²ƻƭŦƘƻǳƴŘΣ άōŜŦƻǊŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻŘŜǊƴ ƳŜŘƛŎƛƴŜΣ 

plants supplied healing.  They still do so today.  In many parts 

ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƴŀǘǳǊŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŘƛŎƛƴŜΦέ 

Susan was intrigued and began to write in her journal. 

άThose are little plants thoughέ, said Robert shaking his head.  

άWe need wood, not flowers.έ  

άYeah,έ agreed JaƴŜΣ άƭŜǘΩǎ keep going.έ 

After travelling and exploring much of the day, Robert was in 

the front.   

ά²owΧlook at these cliffs!έ ƘŜ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΦ  άLǘ looks like layers 

of rock.έ 

άYou are right,έ said the Wolfhound as he put himself 

between the kids and the 700 foot cliff.   
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άThe Cliffs of Moher are made up of layer upon layer of 

hardened sand, silt and mud. This is sedimentary rock. And 

underneath is limestone.έ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƴŀƳŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǾƛŜǿ ƛǎ ŀƳŀȊƛƴƎΗέ 

said James.  

ά²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ǾŜǊȅ ƭǳŎƪȅΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ Wolfhound.  άMany days the 

ŎƭƻǳŘǎ ŀƴŘ Ƴƛǎǘ ŎƻǾŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ ǾƛŜǿΦέ 

ά/ŀƴ ǿŜ ǎǘŀȅ ƘŜǊŜ ŀ ōƛǘ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ WŀƴŜΦ 

ά{ǳǊŜΦέ 

After some time gazing at the cliffs and watching the surf 

crash against the rocks, James asked a question that had been 

bothering him. 

ά!ǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴȅ ōƛƎ ŀƴƛƳŀƭǎ ƘŜǊŜΚέ 

¢ƘŜ ²ƻƭŦƘƻǳƴŘ ŎƻŎƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ  ά¸ƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ōŜǎƛŘŜǎ 

ƳŜΚέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣ ƭƛƪŜ ōŜŀǊǎΣ ƻǊ 

lions, or wolves.  I 

ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ōǳǘ 

think we are all 

alone out here.  

What if something 

comes and attacks 

ǳǎΚέ 

https://www.burrengeopark.ie/discover-and-experience/geosites-discovery-points/cliffs-of-moher/
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All the kids looked at the Wolfhound with scared eyes.  

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ƴƻ ǇǊŜŘŀǘƻǊǎ ƛƴ LǊŜƭŀƴŘ ōƛƎƎŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ƳŜΣέ said the 

WolfhouƴŘ ǎƻƻǘƘƛƴƎƭȅΦ  ά¢ƘƻǳǎŀƴŘǎ ƻŦ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻ ice still 

covered Ireland.  Large meat-eating animals roamed other 

parts of the world.  The ice bridge connecting Ireland to the 

mainland melted before the large animals could get to the 

island.  You are quite safe.έ 

The kids were relieved. 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ŦƻǊ ǿƻƭǾŜǎΣέ ŀŘŘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ²ƻƭŦƘƻǳƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǘƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 

ƪƛŘǎΦ  ά.ǳǘ ƴƻ ǿƻǊǊƛŜǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ  L ŀƳ ŀ wƻƭŦƘƻǳƴŘΦέ 

It was time to go and they continued exploring until the sun 

began to set. It was quiet at the campfire that night.   They 

ǎǇŜƴǘ ŀƴ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ Řŀȅ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

list.  

άYes,έ the Wolfhound said, 

άthe west of Ireland has less 

resources then the east. It is 

much harder to survive here.έ 

άWhat was the that bird we 

saw earlier today with the 

yellowhead and black tipped 

wings?έ ŀǎƪŜŘ {ǳǎŀƴΦ  ά¢hey 

kept diving in the water after 

fishΦέ   

άThat is a Gannet,έ answered 

the Wolfhound.    

https://birdwatchireland.ie/birds/gannet/
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άWhat about the black 

and white bird?έ ŀǎƪŜŘ 

James.   

άThat is a Common 

Guillemot.  Both are sea 

birds.  They spend the 

winters on the ocean.έ 

άYou mean, they live on 

the water?  How do 

they sleep?έ ŀǎƪŜŘ 

Jane. 

άHow do they stay 

ǿŀǊƳΚέ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ 

Robert. 

The WolŦƘƻǳƴŘ ŎƻŎƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ  ά¢ƘŜȅ ǎƭŜŜǇ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ 

and they have down on their ǎƪƛƴǎ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜƳ ǿŀǊƳΦέ 

Susan frowned but remained silent.  The kids pulled out their 

sleeping bags and settled in for the night. 

  

https://birdwatchireland.ie/birds/guillemot/
https://birdwatchireland.ie/birds/guillemot/
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Day Three  ð The Southwest  
 

The morning found the children in a valley between large 

rocky ridges.  During breakfast Jane asked why they had not 

seen any animals yet.  

άWell, you are all are noisy and scare them away,έ said the 

Wolfhound.   

άHow come you talkΚέ asked James.  

άThe correct question,έ replied the Wolfhound in a superior 

toneΣ άƛǎ ǿƘȅ Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ƳŜΦ  Of course, I can talk, 

silly human.  The salmon you ate on your first morning gave 
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you the knowledge of animal speech not me.  I already have it.  

Speaking of that, look over there, red fur. 

άaŀȅōŜ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŘ ŘŜŜǊΗέ ǎaid Jane.  ά[ŜǘΩǎ be really quiet.έ 

The Wolfhound laid down and was very still.  A few moments 

later, a curious red fox poked his nose out of the grasses.  

 

άHello,έ said Susan.  άWe are friendly.έ 

άYou might be,έ said the fox, άbut I am not so sure about your 

ōƛƎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ  ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ƛŦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎǘƛŎƪ around.έ  

And the fox slipped away.  

ά²ŜΩǊŜ scaring the other animals away, huh?έ  said Susan 

looking pointedly at the Wolfhound who was suddenly very 

busy looking at a bug.  After they finished breakfast, it was 

time to look around.   

https://www.vincentwildlife.ie/species/fox
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άWhere are we?έ asked James.  

άCounty Munster,έ replied the Wolfhound. 

ά²ŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǿŜ ƛƴ /ƻǳƴǘȅ aǳƴǎǘŜǊ ȅŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ wƻbert?  

άYes, but much further north.  Bring out your map.  Now we 

are in the 

southwest 

section.έ   

James shook 

his head and 

filled in the 

map.  He so 

hoped he 

could get the 

mud off his 

map from 

where the 

Wolfhound 

had 

άǇƻƛƴǘŜŘΦέ  

As the 

children 

explored the 

top of the 

ridge, they could see valleys and ridges in the distance.   

άWhat kind of rock is thisΚέ asked James.  άL ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ 

hexagon shaped, but is it basalt?έ 
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άNo, this is red sandstone.  When the earth was under a lot of 

pressure, it folded creating the valleys and ridges.έ   

άWhat kind of bird is thatΚέ asked Susan pointing.  

The children looked and saw a bird about a foot tall running 

through the high grass. 

 άchut!chut!chut!έ he said as he ran.   

άAhh, that is a red grouse, see the bit of red on his head?  

There are few places the red grouse can still be found. You are 

all very lucky.  They used to be everywhere in IrelandΦέ  ¢ƘŜ 

Wolfhound looked sad.   ά¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǘŀǎǘȅΦέ 

They continued to explore, crossing little streams and valleys.  

άLook at that flower!έ said JaneΣ Ψƭƻƻƪǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōŜƭƭǎΦέ   

https://www.gsi.ie/en-ie/geoscience-topics/geology/Pages/Geology-of-Ireland.aspx
https://birdwatchireland.ie/birds/red-grouse/
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ivάAww, thatΩǎ nothing,έ said James, άwe have those at home.  

They are foxgloves.έ 

άYes, those are.  They can 

reach about five feet tall 

and have up to 75 thimbles 

on one stalkΦ  .ǳǘΣέ 

continued the Wolfhound, 

άǘhe flowers Jane is looking 

at are faery thimblesΦέ 

     άYou mean flowers, they 

are not actually thimbles,έ 

said James with a snort. 

ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŦƻȄŜǎ wear 

those ŀǎ ƎƭƻǾŜǎΚέ The 

Wolfhound cocked his head 

and walked away. 

Susan hurried to catch up 

ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΦ  ά5ƻ either of these flowers have any medicinal 

ǾŀƭǳŜΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

άNot so much the 

faery thimble, but 

the foxglove is the 

basis for a very 

powerful heart 

drug.έ  

{ǳǎŀƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƭƛǘ ǳǇΦ  

http://www.wildflowersofireland.net/plant_detail.php?id_flower=101#glos
https://www.rhs.org.uk/Plants/48346/Campanula-cochlearifolia/Details
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ά.ǳǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳǎŜ ƛǘΗΗ 9ǾŜǊȅ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ǉƭŀƴǘ ƛǎ ǇƻƛǎƻƴƻǳǎΗέ 

ŎŀǳǘƛƻƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ²ƻƭŦƘƻǳƴŘΦ  ά!ǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŜǊies, 

ƛǘ ƛǎ ōŜǎǘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƛǘ ŀƭƻƴŜΦέ  

During dinner the children asked the Wolfhound his name.  He 

cocked his head. 

άay scent is my name, of course,έ said the Wolfhound.  

ά.ǳǘ Ƙƻǿ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅ ƛǘΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ wƻōŜǊǘΦ  

ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘΣέ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ²ƻƭŦƘƻǳƴŘ.  άYƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘΦέ 

After a few minutes of quiet Jane sniffed Robert.  άIf your 

name was your scent it would be ΨI need a bathΦΩέ 

Susan giggled and James laughed outright.   

άActually,έ the Wolfhound sniffed, άyou all need a bath.  [ŜǘΩǎ 

look for water in the morning.έ  
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Day Four  ð The River  Shannon 
 

The next day they woke up next to a river.  After a big stretch 

and a good sniff in the air, the Wolfhound answered what 

they all were wondering. 

άAhh, the faeries were again kind to us.  This is the River 

Shannon and the sun is shining.έ 

 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ǊƛǾŜǊΚέ asked RobertΦ  άIt seems pretty flat, more like 

a lake, or pond.έ 

The Wolfhound seemed affronted.  άThe Shannon is the 

longest river in Ireland, stretching 161 miles before it flows 

into the Atlantic Ocean. It divides the east and west of Ireland, 

Connaught Province to the East and Leinster to the West.έ  

¢ƘŜ ²ƻƭŦƘƻǳƴŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ WŀƳŜǎΣ άHere, lets draw it on your 

map.έ 

James pulled out the map and drew the Shannon with the 

²ƻƭŦƘƻǳƴŘΩǎ ƎǳƛŘŀƴŎŜΦ 

http://www.askaboutireland.ie/enfo/irelands-environment/county-focus/galway/lakes-rivers/river-shannon/
http://www.askaboutireland.ie/enfo/irelands-environment/county-focus/galway/lakes-rivers/river-shannon/
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άLook, there is a little cove you four can get clean inΣέ ǘƘŜ 

Wolfhound pointed with his nose.  

 After playing in the water until they were clean, the 

Wolfhound brought them over to a raft.   

άWe should be able to cover a lot of ground travelling by 

river,έ said James.  They passed the time looking for rocks 

along the shore and different types of flowers.  Sometimes 

they pretended to push each other in.  
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Stopping for lunch by an oak tree, Susan collected their third 

acorn while James journaled.  Jane looked for flowers and 

Robert decided to explore.  He came back with something in 

his hands.  He set it gently on a log.  A frog!    

Susan screamed and jumped away as soon as the frog moved.  

James watched with interest.  Jane and Robert spent the next 

ten minutes releasing and capturing the frog, until the 

Wolfhound put a stop to it.   

ά¢ƘŜ ŎƻƳƳƻƴ ŦǊƻƎ ƛǎ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘŜŘ ƛƴ LǊŜƭŀƴŘΣ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ 

ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΣέ ǘƘŜ ²ƻƭŦƘƻǳƴŘ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ.  It seemed he wanted to 

play with it too.  Instead he continued, ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ 

only type of frog in all IrelandΦέ 

άReally?έ replied Susan, hope in her eyes.  

ά¸ŜǎΦ  In fact,έ the Wolfhound continued, άthere are only six 

reptiles on the entire island.έ  You have over a thousand in 

Central & North America.  Here we only have the common 

frog, which you just found.  We also have the Natterjack toad, 

Smooth Newt, Viviparious lizard and the Leatherback Turtle.  

http://www.biodiversityireland.ie/projects/biodiversity-inventory/taxonomic-groups/amphibians-reptiles/
http://www.biodiversityireland.ie/projects/biodiversity-inventory/taxonomic-groups/amphibians-reptiles/
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There is a new species called the Slow-worm, but it is not 

native.έ 

ά±ŜǊǎŜǎ ŀ Ŧŀǎǘ ǿƻǊƳΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ WŀƳŜǎΣ ŎƘǳŎƪƭƛƴƎΦ  Robert 

laughed while the girls giggled.  The Wolfhound just cocked his 

head. 

At the next rest 

stop the children 

grabbed their 

packs and Robert 

again went 

exploring.  He 

found a strange 

cropping of rock 

and trees which 

seemed to be in 

a circle 

formation.  He 

wondered if the 

rock under the 

grass might be 

the basalt 

hexagon rock 

they were 

looking for.  He began digging into the mound when a little red 

squirrelv chittered at him and then ran behind a tree to peer 

back at him.   

 

https://www.vincentwildlife.ie/species/red-squirrel
https://www.vincentwildlife.ie/species/red-squirrel
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Robert kept 

digging.  A 

badger 

came at 

him, 

attacked his 

hand with 

the rock in it 

and 

scampered 

away as 

quickly as he 

came.  

άhǳŎƘΣέ cried Robert.  άNot an animal in sight and suddenly 

you all come at me while I am trying to work.  ArenΩt badgers 

supposed to be nocturnal?έ  He shook his head.  

https://www.vincentwildlife.ie/species/badger
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Robert was getting a bit grumpy but continued to dig.  Next a 

crested grebe swooped down and attacked his head before 

returning to the reeds of the river.  Robert had had enough 

and started yelling at them all to leave him alone.  The noise 

brought the Wolfhound and the other children running.  

άWhat are you doing?!?Ηέ Ŝxclaimed the Wolfhound.   

άI am digging out these rocks to see if they are what we 

need!έ ŎǊƛŜŘ wƻōŜǊǘ ƛƴ frustration.  

άPut the rocks back exactly as you found them, then step 

away,έ commanded the Wolfhound.  Robert just looked at 

him.  The 

Wolfhound 

began to 

growl, then 

he snarled.  

The kids 

were frozen 

where they 

stood, too 

scared to 

move.  The 

Wolfhound 

opened his 

mouth all the 

way.  

άOkay, okay!έ said Robert, άLΩƳ ǇǳǘǘƛƴƎ them back!έ 

https://birdwatchireland.ie/birds/great-crested-grebe/
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άWe are all leaving as fast as we can,έ stated the Wolfhound, 

άafter you apologize to the faeries.έ 

άL ǘǊǳƭȅ ŀƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣέ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ wƻōŜǊǘΣ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ 

sure what he was sorry for. 

 

They scampered back to the raft and hopped on.   Robert was 

very quiet.   Everyone was quiet.  The Wolfhound had been 

very scary.   

As they meandered along the river, they stopped in several 

places.  James and Jane picked leaves from plants and Susan 

kept an eye out for a ragged robin, whatever that was.  Jane 

pointed to a bird in the water.   

ά[ƻƻk, its babies are ƻƴ ƛǘǎ ōŀŎƪΗέ  
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ά¸ŜǎΣέ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ²ƻƭŦƘƻǳƴŘΣ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΣ άŀ ŎǊŜǎǘŜŘ 

grebe.  It is like the one warning Robert ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊΦέ 

Robert ƴƻŘŘŜŘΣ άL ǿƛƭƭ Ǉŀȅ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴΦέ  

ά¢ƘŜȅ ŎŀǊǊȅ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƴŘ ǘŜŀŎƘ ǘƘŜƳ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ǎǿƛƳΣ ŘƛǾŜΣ ŀƴŘ 

catch fish.  Both parents share in the raising and teaching of 

ŎǊŜǎǘŜŘ ƎǊŜōŜ ŎƘƛŎƪǎΦέ 

As they continued down the river, Jane arranged a pretty 

bouquet of bright yellow-orange flowers she had picked at the 

last stop.  It seemed to help lighten the spirits of everyone.  

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ǘƘƻǎŜΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ {ǳǎŀƴΦ  

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣέ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ WŀƴŜΣ άōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŜŜƳ ƘŀǇǇȅΦέ 
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ά¢ƘƻǎŜ ŀǊŜ ŎŀƭŜƴŘǳƭŀ ŦƭƻǿŜǊǎΣέ ǎǳǇǇƭied the Wolfhound after 

sniffing themΦ  ά¢ƘŜȅ ƭƛŦǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƻƭƻǊ, or so I am 

toldΣέ ǎƛƎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ²ƻƭŦƘƻǳƴŘΦ ά[ƛŦting the spirits can do 

wonders for healing of all kinds.  The flowers are also good for 

skin injuries.έ 

 

Susan wasted no time writing in her journal.  

As they continued to float down the river, the sky turned gray 

and a soft rain began to fall.  The rain followed them as they 

set up camp.  

Dinner at the campfire was awkward.  Not only was it cold and 

wet, the children tip-toed around the Wolfhound.  All they 

could think about was him snarling earlier that day.  It was a 

very sobering thought and they were glad he was on their 

side. 
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Finally, the Wolfhound broke the silence. 

 άNever disturb a faery fort, or a tree, or mound.  It is 

destroying their home and they do not take kindly to those 

responsible. 

άL ƪƴƻǿ L ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ȅƻǳ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊ ǘƻŘŀȅΦ  Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƴŜŎŜǎǎŀǊȅΦ  Faeries 

are neither good nor evil.  Just like people, they are capable of 

both.  Destroying their home is an attack and they may have 

ŘƻƴŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪΦ  L ǿŀǎ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΦέ 
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άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ {ǳǎŀƴΦ  άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŦŀŜǊƛŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ 

ƎƻƻŘΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ǿƘȅ ŘƛŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŀƴƛƳŀƭǎ ŀǘǘŀŎƪ ƳŜ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊ ǘƻŘŀȅΚέ 

asked Robert. 

ά{ŜǘǘƭŜ ƛƴ ŦƻǊ ōŜŘ ŀƴŘ L ǿƛƭƭ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴΣέ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ²ƻƭŦƘƻǳƴŘΦ  

The children cleaned up and snuggled in their sleeping bags.   

The Wolfhound closed his eyes and began to speak.  It 

sounded like something he had memorized and was making 

sure to get it just right.   

ά[ƻƴƎ ŀƎƻΣ ǿƘŜƴ ƎƻŘǎ ŀƴŘ 

goddesses roamed the 

earth, the Goddess Danu 

ǿŀǎ LǊŜƭŀƴŘΩǎ ŜŀǊǘƘ 

Goddess.  It is said that 

the Tuatha de Danan were 

human descendants of the 

Goddess.  They ruled in 

Ireland for hundreds of 

years before the Milesians 

came from Spain and 

defeated them.   

The Milesians gave the Tuatha de Danan a choice:  leave 

Ireland forever or stay, but live underground.  They decided to 

stay.  Using their magic, they became invisible and are the 

ŦŀŜǊȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿŜ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƻŘŀȅΦέ 

!ŦǘŜǊ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ƻŦ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΣ wƻōŜǊǘ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǳǇΦ  ά{ƻ L ǿŀǎ 

destroying their homeΦέ 
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ά¸ŜǎΣέ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ²ƻƭŦƘƻǳƴŘ ƎŜƴǘƭȅΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŀƴƛƳŀƭǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ 

tried to warn you, to stop you.  Faeries are protective of their 

homes just like you are.  They will put curses on or deal harm 

to humans that disturb themΦέ 

¢ƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎƭŜŜǇ ǿŜƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ Řŀȅ ǘƘŜȅ 

woke to the sounds of howls.   
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Day Five  ð Back in Time 
 

 άWhat is that?έ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀ ǎƭŜŜǇȅ wƻōŜǊǘΦ   

άHmmm,έ replied a not-quite-awake ²ƻƭŦƘƻǳƴŘΣ άthat sounds 

ƭƛƪŜ ǿƻƭǾŜǎΦ  Lǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜΧέ  He suddenly became very alert 

and jumped up from his slumber. 

άIt appears the faeries have their revenge after all.  They have 

moved us back in time!  Wolves have been extinct in Ireland 

for over 200 years.  My ancestors were bred to hunt and kill 

wolves to protect the humans and cattle.  Looks like we 

arrived in a time when wolves still roamed the land. ά 

άOh my goodness!έ Ǝasped Susan turning.  άWhat is that?έ 

An extremely large animal was looking at them from the edge 

of the forest.  His head stood at twice the height of the 

children.  His antlers were huge!  
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ά²ƻŀƘΗέ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜŘ wƻōŜǊǘΦ  !ƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ eyes were big!!   

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜ ǘƻƻ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΣέ said the Wolfhound ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΣ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ 

ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎǇƻƻƪ ƘƛƳΦέ   

As they moved away from the giant, they could hear the wolf 

howls and bark coming closer.   

άvǳƛŎƪƭȅΗέ ōŀǊƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ²ƻƭŦƘƻǳƴŘΣ άCƻƭƭƻǿ ƳŜΗ  ²Ŝ Ƴǳǎǘ ƎŜǘ 

ŀǿŀȅΗέ  

 

The kids scrambled after the Wolfhound up the side of a steep 

hillvi.  Looking back, they watched a wolf pack chase the 

gigantic animal.   

άWhat was that?έ asked Robert.   
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άThat was an Irish elk,έ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ²ƻƭŦƘƻǳƴŘΣ άwhich is 

actually the largest deer ever!  They have been extinct for over 

6,000 years!  Its antlers reach up to 12 feet wide and could 

weigh as much as 1500 pounds!έ  Even the Wolfhound 

sounded impressed and a little unsettled.  

He led them higher up the hill face into a large cave.  By the 

time they arrived, the wolves and huge deer were gone.   

άThis is so high up!!!έ squealed Susan, άand cold!έ 

άBut it is safe,έ replied a very relieved Jane.  

άAnd look at the viewΗέ exclaimed James.   

 άLǘ ƛǎ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭΣέ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ²ƻƭŦƘƻǳƴŘ, once he made sure 

the children were in the back of the cave.  The Wolfhound 

watched the front of the cave while the children made a fire 

and readied breakfast.   Once he was sure they were safe, he 

joined the children.  

https://www.britannica.com/animal/Irish-elk
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 άWe are in Gleniff Cave.  Glaciers formed this valley and cave 

millions of years ago.  Legends states the Irish hero Fionn mac 

Cumhaill1 hunted red deer in the valley.  He used this very 

cave as a resting and lookout spot.έ  ¢ƘŜ ²ƻlfhound cocked 

Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΣ άAŎǘǳŀƭƭȅΣ ƘŜ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ŘƻƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅŜǘ.  I guess he will in 

about 4000 years.έ  

James frowned, άHow can frozen water form a valley?έ 

άDlaciers move and as they do, soil and rocks move with it.  

That is one way whole valleys are carved out.έ  !ŦǘŜǊ WŀƴŜ ŀƴŘ 

WŀƳŜǎ ƘŀŘ ŀ ƴƛŎŜ ǿŀǊƳ ŦƛǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎΣ ǘƘŜ ²ƻƭŦƘƻǳƴŘ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΣ άWe 

have a long wait for today.  It is not safe for us to venture out 

of this cave.έ 

άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŀƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎƎŜǎǘ ŀƴƛƳŀƭ ƘŜǊŜΗέ Robert 

stated accusingly.  He was still scared.  All of them were. 

άL ŀƳΣ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǘƛƳŜΦ  Or, forward in my time.  But we are 

thousands of years in the past.  There are no bigger predators 

than the wolves and we are safe up here.  I will guard the 

entrance but we need to stay in the cave today.  I smell rain 

and it looks like it will last all day.  It is a good thing we have 

shelter.έ 

The children agreed and pulled out the plants they had 

collected the previous day.  

άDo any of these belong to the blackthorn bush?έ ŀǎƪŜŘ 

James. 

 
1 Finn McCool in English 

http://www.carrowkeel.com/sites/sligo/dartry1.html
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άLets see,έ the Wolfhound cocked 

his head then sniffed the flowers.  

άThat pretty yellow one is a 

Loosestrife.  I know it looks bit like 

a bush, but it is not the 

blackthorn.έ   

άYeah,έ said Robert, άƛt probably 

needs to be black.έ 

άIŀ ƘŀΣέ Jane mouthed at him.   

Looking at Susan, the Wolfhound 

ŀŘŘŜŘΣ ά¢ƘŜ [ƻƻǎŜǎǘǊƛŦŜ ŦƭƻǿŜǊ ƛǎ 

used to treat digestive issues and 

ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ōƭŜŜŘƛƴƎΦέ   

 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƻƴŜΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ 

Jane.  

 The wolfhound paused to 

sniff it.  άThis one is a 

Meadowsweet.  One day it 

will be processed and used as 

aspirin.έ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ōȅ ΨƻƴŜ 

ŘŀȅΩΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ {ǳǎŀƴΦ  

http://www.wildflowersofireland.net/plant_detail.php?id_flower=404&wildflower=Loosestrife,%20Yellow
http://www.wildflowersofireland.net/plant_detail.php?id_flower=166&wildflower=Meadowsweet
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ά²ŜƭƭΣέ replied the Wolfhound, άit has not yet been 

discovered.  We are too far bacƪ ƛƴ ǘƛƳŜΦέ 

That was a hard concept to understand.   

άLast flower,έ said Jane.  άLǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ōǳǎƘΣ ǎƻ 

probably not the blackthorn.έ   

The Wolfhound seemed to smile, άthis is a Cuckooflower.έ 

Robert twirled his finger on the side of his head like someone 

was crazy.   

άFaeries deem these sacred, so best keep outside the caveΣέ 

continued the Wolfhound.   

Robert quickly put his hand down and volunteered to set the 

flowers to the front of the cave.  He had learned to respect 

the faeries.  

http://www.wildflowersofireland.net/plant_detail.php?id_flower=81&Wildflower=Cuckooflower
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άbƻǘ ƳǳŎƘ ǳǎŜŘ ƛƴ ƳŜŘƛŎƛƴŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ²ƻƭŦƘƻǳƴŘΣ ŀƴǎǿŜǊƛƴƎ 

{ǳǎŀƴΩǎ ǳƴǎǇƻƪŜƴ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΦ  When they had finished looking 

at the plants, Jane asked where they were.   

άThe Province of 

Connaughtέ, 

answered the 

Wolfhound.  άGet 

out your map 

and I will show 

you exactly.έ   

Before James 

could ask the 

Wolfhound not 

to touch, his 

grass stained 

paw was already 

on the map.  

James shook his 

head.  He was 

still trying to get 

the last muddy 

pawprint clean.   

Time went slowly, sitting in the cave all day.  Everyone was 

ready for bed that night, crossing their fingers they would 

awake in a new place.  Hopefully on a clear day.   
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Day Six  - Wicklow 

 

¢ƻ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΩǎ ǊŜƭƛŜŦΣ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻƪŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

soundǎ ƻŦΧΦ  Chanting? 

άWhat is that?έ ŀǎƪŜŘ WŀƴŜΦ  

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǎounds like monks at their morning devotionsΦέ 

answered the Wolfhound.  άLooks like we are forward in time.  
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I am thinking around the eight century.  The four of you would 

be very hard to explain so letΩs steer clear.έ 

άClear of what?έ ŀsked Robert. 

άGlendalough,έ replied the Wolfhound.  άIn the sixth century, 

Saint Kevin found this idyllic peaceful valley with two pristine 

lakes.  He came for the retreat away from everyone else.  But 

soon others followed, and Glendalough became a monastic 

city.  People from all over Europe come for the education.  It is 

like a college.  !ƭǘƘƻǳƎƘΣέ ǘƘŜ ²ƻƭŦƘƻǳƴŘ ŀŘŘŜŘΣ άƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƛƳŜ 

it is an ancient site.έ 

They made their way around the stone buildings and through 

a forest.  Soon they came upon one of the lakes the 

Wolfhound mentioned.   

ά²ƻǿ,έ ǎƛƎƘŜŘ {ǳǎŀƴ.  άSuch beauty and peace.έ   

άaŀƪŜǎ ǎŜƴǎŜ ǿƘȅ {ǘΦ YŜǾƛƴ ŎƘƻǎŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŀǊŜŀΣέ ŀƎǊŜŜŘ wƻōŜǊǘΦ  

http://www.glendalough.ie/heritage/monastic-city/
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As they moved on, the ²ƻƭŦƘƻǳƴŘ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ άWe are in the 

beautiful Wicklow Mountains.  People still visit here to get 

away.  Well, they will in our future.έ  

άMaybe our Hexagon rocks are here!έ ǎaid James. 

άMaybe our red deer is here!έ Jane and Susan chorused.  

άL Ƨǳǎǘ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘΣέ WŀƴŜ ŀŘŘŜŘΣ άŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎƪƛŜǎ ŀǊŜ 

ŎƭƻǳŘȅΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƴƻ ǊŀƛƴΗ  Iƻǿ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭΗέ 

They trekked up the hills looking for rocks and animals.   

άLook at this!έ ǎaid Robert, άƛǘΩǎ not a hexagon shape, but it 

sure is different!έ 

άIt kind of looks like a rock waterfall or stream,έ ƻōǎŜǊǾŜŘ 

Jane. 

άYes, that is granite beneath that water,έ said the Wolfhound, 

άŀnd right over there is schists.  Millions of years ago mud and 

sandstone became extremely hot.  They baked into new rocks 

http://www.askaboutireland.ie/enfo/irelands-environment/county-focus/wicklow/wicklow-mountains-nationa/













































































































