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CHAPTER 31:  DUBLIN 

 The Faerie Elder Fergus Lockwood had owned the small Norman castle overlooking 

Dublin Bay since the Normans were still building castles in Ireland in the early fourteenth 

century.  Most Faeries didn’t own a lot of property or stay in one place for very long so as to 

avoid suspicion regarding their exceptionally long lifespans.  But Lockwood had managed to 

keep the castle by selling or bequeathing it to himself under a new name every eighty years or so.  

It was now one of the oldest privately-owned castles on the Emerald Isle. 

The fortress was not only surrounded by thick stone walls and a moat, but Lockwood, 

always having been extremely protective of his vast collection of valuable art and jewelry, also 

had a complex modern alarm system and half-a-dozen security guards patrolling the grounds 

with dogs at any given time.  This was ironic, as it was widely believed that Lockwood himself 

had acquired most of his collection through methods that were, if not entirely illegal, at least 

highly questionable.  But as the saying goes, no one is more cautious of thieves than a thief. 

Motion sensors lined the tops of the outer walls and the castle rooftops to prevent 

infiltration from the air, while vibration detectors deep underground would pick up anyone trying 

to burrow in.  The moat, though not very deep or wide, was filled with Giant Amazon Leeches 

that were infected with a variety of nasty viruses, and the landscaping was ripe with toxic 

foliage, some of which even blocked Faerie healing powers.  None of this bothered the Ard Rí, 

however.  He planned to stroll unimpeded right through the front gate. 

The distance from the island to Dublin was shorter than the distance the King and the 

warriors had flown the previous day, so they took their time and landed on Ireland’s eastern 

coast an hour before sunrise on Sunday morning, still feeling quite energized.  They stopped for 

breakfast at a Faerie-run pub a few miles from Lockwood’s castle, and they were led upstairs to a 
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private room by a Faerie disguised as an elderly woman with a limp.  Moonseed and the Brothers 

Timm arrived right on schedule, just as the sun was beginning to emerge beyond the harbor.  

Fennel and Leek were tense and jumpy, no doubt nervous to be surrounded by the entire 

Kingsguard and again face-to-face with the Ard Rí. 

“Do you know what you are supposed to do?” the King asked the brothers after draining 

the last of his coffee. 

Leek’s wide eyes darted around the room, trying to avoid settling on any one stern 

warrior face in particular.  Fennel cleared his throat.  “We’s to do nuffink, m’Lord,” he said.  

“We’s to keep our mouths shut tight.” 

The King nodded, dabbed at this thin lips with a napkin, and spoke to Moonseed.  “And 

the supplies?” 

“Right here, Your Highness,” Moonseed replied in her usually cheerful tone.  She tossed 

her long braid behind her shoulder and reached into a leather bag beside her chair.  She placed a 

spool of silvery wire on the edge of the table, and a few of the other warriors instinctively leaned 

away from it. 

But the King simply picked it up and inspected it.  “Nothing to fear, my friends,” he said.  

“It is only aluminum.”  Aluminum was harmless to Fae magic, but it would still set off the metal 

detectors at Lockwood’s castle, which was exactly what the King wanted.  Moonseed then pulled 

another item from her bag – a black plastic case about the size of a laptop computer.  From the 

sound it made when she set it on the table, it was very heavy. 

“These, however,” said the King, “require caution.”  He opened the latches on the case 

and lifted the lid to reveal twenty fat glass syringes with long, thick needles, each nestled in its 

own individual foam-padded cavity.  The syringes contained a shiny metallic substance, and 
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when the nearest of the warriors realized what it was, they hurriedly backed their chairs away 

from the table. 

The Ard Rí picked up one of the syringes and held it high in the morning sunlight from 

the window.  He tilted it back and forth, and the viscous silver-white liquid sloshed from one end 

to the other.  “Excellent,” said the King.  “Remind me to give Herr Norberg a bonus when we 

return home.”  He carefully placed the syringe back in the case and closed the lid.  When he 

looked around at his warriors, all of whom were staring at the case and looking pale, he let out a 

sharp little laugh.  “They’re perfectly safe,” he said.  “As long as you remain on the correct side 

of the needle.” 

 

*                    *                    * 

 

Once everyone had finished their breakfast, they disguised themselves as humans by 

taking a few inches from their height and shifting away their wings.  Fennel and Leek were 

allowed to spend ten minutes in the sunlight from the window and, Dublin being so close to Tara 

and the Liá Fail, it was enough time to restore about half their magic.  They shifted into a two-

headed rat, and Moonseed carried them in her bag. 

The motley crew of Faeries then took a public bus toward Lockwood’s castle, looking 

rather like a very serious tour group.  They exited the bus near the castle and slipped into an 

alleyway.  Fennel and Leek shifted into trueform, and Moonseed strapped the plastic case full of 

syringes to their back and covered it with their wings.  She then began wrapping them in the 

aluminum wire until they were completely cocooned from thigh to shoulder. 
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The King nodded his approval and changed his appearance slightly to return to his weary 

and sickly pre-island state.  Then Foxglove said, “Alright troops, tuck in.”  And all the warriors 

except for Foxglove and Moonseed seemed to vanish into thin air, their clothing floating on the 

breeze for a half-second then landing in crumpled piles where they had been standing.  But they 

hadn’t disappeared completely; they had only become very, very small.  As tiny houseflies, the 

warriors zoomed around Fennel and Leek, landed one by one on the conjoined brothers’ 

shoulders, and hid in various places on their body, a few in their hair and others under the wire or 

the edges of their clothes.  Lastly, Moonseed covered the brothers with a dark cloak and urged 

them forward by one of their shoulders. 

Now, as they stepped from the alley and approached the gate in the castle’s high wall, 

they appeared only as the ailing King and a small prisoner along with two bodyguards.  Nothing 

threatening about that at all. 

“Your Highness,” said the surprised guard at the gate, recognizing him instantly.  “I, er, 

we weren’t expecting you at this meeting.” 

The King again somehow managed to look down his nose at a Faerie who was several 

inches taller than he.  “As the Ard Rí, I believe I am permitted to call on the Elder Council 

anytime I wish,” said the King, making sure his voice sounded sufficiently ragged. 

“Of course, of course,” said the guard nervously.  He opened the gate, and looked quickly 

at the ground as Foxglove glared at him in passing.  “I’ll radio up to the castle, Your Highness,” 

he added still not looking up.  “They’ll have the portcullis raised by the time you get to the 

bridge.” 

Foxglove led the way up the gravel pathway, followed closely by the King.  Fennel and 

Leek stumbled along under the long cloak, Moonseed poking them in the back once a second or 
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so.  A frosty wind gusted around them, which gave the King the excuse to wrap his velvet cloak 

even more tightly around himself and tuck his face below the collar, making him look even less 

intimidating than he had already.  When they stepped onto the short moat bridge, the portcullis 

began to move upward before them, and two more male Faerie guards appeared in the shaded 

courtyard behind it. 

“The Elders are in session, Your Highness, but we have informed them of your arrival,” 

said one of the guards.  Then he looked curiously at the small, cloaked figure in the middle of the 

group.  “May we get the names of everyone traveling with you?” 

The King nodded toward Moonseed who lifted the cloak from the brothers and stuffed it 

in her bag.  The guards stepped quickly backward, more likely taken aback from the metal wire 

restraints than by the fact that two heads were attached to a single body.  “It’s aluminum, ya 

dolts,” said Foxglove. 

“Oh, yes, of course,” said the guard who hadn’t spoken yet.  “And, uh, their names?” 

“The conjoined brothers, Fennel and Leek Timm,” Moonseed replied formally.  “Traitors 

to the crown and prisoners of the Ard Rí.” 

“And you’ve met the Warrior Moonseed and the Chief of my Kingsguard, Foxglove,” 

added the King.  He pulled his collar ever tighter around his neck as another gust of wind circled 

around them.  “Might we go inside now, or shall I be presented as an icicle?” 

The two guards glanced nervously at each other, then bowed respectfully and waved the 

King’s company toward the main entry doors across the courtyard.  On the other side of those 

doors, in a vast entry hall with a dazzling crystal chandelier hanging from the forty-foot ceiling, 

they met yet another pair of guards sitting behind a desk, one a squat female with a sour 
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expression on her toad-like face and the other a skinny, pimple-faced male wearing headphones 

and completely engrossed in some activity on his mobile phone. 

The squat Faerie elbowed her partner as the visitors approached, and the other Faerie 

quickly whipped off his headphones and dropped the phone below the edge of the desk.  His eyes 

became wide when he recognized the King, and he spurted, “You’re the Ard Rí!” as if the King 

himself needed reminding. 

The squat Faerie elbowed him again and said in exactly the croaky sort of voice one 

would have expected, “Your Highness.”  Then she stood and waddled around the desk holding a 

long, gray wand.  “I’ll just need to check you over before you go upstairs.” 

“Of course,” said the King, now loosening his cloak and even displaying a weak smile.  

“We know the procedure.” 

The toad-like guard, who seemed completely unfazed by the strange, two-headed creature 

wrapped like a burrito in aluminum wire, moved around the group scanning each of them from 

head-to-toe with the metal-detecting wand.  As expected, the wand beeped angrily when she 

reached Fennel and Leek.  She leaned forward and closely inspected the wire, bending it between 

her stubby fingers and even sniffing at it with her flat nose.  “Just aluminum, then,” she said, 

more statement than question.  Then, just as she was about to step back toward the desk, she 

hesitated and cocked her head to one side as if listening for something.  “Are you fellas in 

trueform?” she asked the brothers directly. 

Leek and Fennel both looked upward at their captors, remembering the King’s orders to 

remain silent.  The King spoke for them.  “Curious, isn’t it?  The hum is a symptom of their 

affliction.  They were merged together a hundred years ago by a lightning strike.  Even in 

trueform and drained of Light, their molecules remain unstable.” 
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The female guard eyed the brothers skeptically for a moment, but then she laughed and 

said, “Well paint me green and call me a leprechaun.  I’ve never heard o’ such a thing.”  The 

guard who had stayed behind the desk was back to focusing on his phone, and hadn’t noticed 

anything out of the ordinary at all. 

The squat guard pointed them toward a wide staircase to their left, telling them the 

Council meeting could be found in the third room on the right from the top of the stairs.  She 

then returned to the desk, never noticing ten tiny flies silently slip one-by-one away from the 

conjoined brothers as they walked up the stone steps. 

The flies spread out and flew a few feet above the heads of the King and the other 

warriors.  When the group reached the top landing, they made sure no one was in sight, and 

Moonseed unwound enough of the wire from Fennel and Leek to reach the plastic box strapped 

to their back.  She removed the box, opened it, and handed two syringes to the King, who hid 

one in each hand just inside the long sleeves of his cloak.  She then dropped the box into her bag 

and replaced the wire around the brothers. 

When they reached the third room on the right, the King opened the heavy wooden door 

with a loud creak, and all discussion from inside the room ceased immediately.  The King 

stepped inside, flanked by Foxglove and Moonseed.  Fennel and Leek followed, staying hidden 

behind the three larger Faeries.  They found themselves in a brightly-lit chamber with walls 

covered in paintings dating from the early Renaissance to the Impressionist Period, not a single 

counterfeit among them.  A long conference table sat in the center of the room.  Five Faerie 

Elders in high-backed office chairs lined each side of the table, while Lockwood had placed 

himself at the head of the table on the far side of the room facing the door. 
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The room was silent for several seconds until the King said airily, “You’re in my seat, 

Lockwood.”  Most of the Elders just stared at the miscellaneous papers scattered across the table 

or picked at their fingernails or became suddenly interested in whatever painting was hanging on 

the wall across from them; none of them noticed the few houseflies now hovering noiselessly 

near the ceiling. 

Elder Fergus Lockwood stared directly into the black eyes of the Ard Rí.  He stood 

slowly.  He was tall and muscular under his tailored pinstripe suite, and his four shimmery wings 

opened behind him like a magnificent field of stars at the same time that a shrewd smile unfurled 

across his clean-shaven face.  The effect would have been intimidating to most adversaries, but 

Lockwood’s obvious posturing did nothing to discompose the King of the Fae. 

 “What a pleasant surprise, Your Highness,” replied Lockwood, his smile unwavering.  

“But of course, you needn’t have troubled yourself to come all this way.  Didn’t you receive my 

letter?” 

The King’s thin eyebrows flickered upward.  “Your letter?  You mean the letter 

disinviting the Ard Rí to a meeting of his own Council?” 

Lockwood broke eye contact for a moment and cleared his throat.  When he looked back 

at the King, his smile took up slightly less space on his face.  “Of course you’re welcome here, 

Your Highness.  I only…” he paused and waved a hand over the heads of the other Elders at the 

table.  “We only wanted to spare you the difficulty of travel for what is sure to be a very 

uneventful Council session.” 

The other Elders squirmed restlessly in their chairs, no doubt concerned about having just 

been lumped together on the side of Lockwood.  Lockwood noticed the uneasiness around the 

table, and his smile faltered for so small a moment, it was hardly perceptible.  But the King saw 
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it and knew that Lockwood had just realized he didn’t have as much support from his fellow 

Elders as he’d assumed a few minutes before. 

When the King didn’t respond, Lockwood continued, “There is nothing of relevance on 

the agenda, you see.  And we know you’ve been… out of sorts recently.  We thought you would 

appreciate the extra rest.” 

“Nothing of relevance on the agenda,” the King repeated flatly.  Then, much more 

emphatically, he rephrased it in the form of a question.  “There is nothing at all relevant to the 

Ard Rí on this meeting’s agenda?”  He paused for effect then stepped to the side, and the Council 

saw the conjoined brothers for the first time.  Fennel and Leek were now trembling so violently 

in the presence of so many important Faeries, the knocking together of their knobby knees could 

almost be heard in the silence.   

“I have here the Brothers Timm,” said the King loudly.  Every one of the Elders now 

looked up from the table, and as the King expected, a look of recognition appeared on each of 

their faces.  Then their expressions changed quickly to ones of horror as each of them began to 

realize how much incriminating information the King must now have.  Lockwood swayed a little 

and dropped back into his chair. 

The King walked slowly around the table, his hands still clasped around the syringes, a 

thumb on each plunger.  “Need I even waste my breath describing all the interesting information 

I’ve received this week?” he asked.  “After all, I am in such poor health.”  But as he said it, as he 

approached Lockwood at the head of the table, his face began to change.  The scars were still 

there, of course, but a little color now filled in the skin between them.  The hollows under his 

cheekbones rounded out a bit, and the shadows around his eyes disappeared. 
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“Y-y-your Highness,” stuttered Lockwood.  “Your Light is restored!”  But before 

Lockwood could fully appreciate what this meant for everyone at the table, before he had a 

chance to think of any way out the precarious situation at hand, the King stepped behind him, 

placed a syringe to either side of his neck, jammed the needles through his skin, and quickly 

squeezed the plungers. 

Then a lot of things happened all at the same time.  Lockwood struggled against the King 

but only for a moment before the silvery-white mercury mixed with the blood in his veins.  The 

King released his grip, and Lockwood slid from his chair and landed in a convulsing heap under 

the table, the needles still embedded in his neck.  Moonseed removed the plastic case from her 

bag and opened it, and she and Foxglove armed themselves with a syringe in each hand and 

stood on either side of the doorframe.  The houseflies near the ceiling changed form in mid-air so 

that it appeared to the terrified Elders below that ten long snakes had simply materialized from 

nothing.  The snakes then flopped noisily onto the table.  They ranged in color from gray to light 

brown to olive green, but all the snakes had one thing in common: the insides of their now open 

mouths were inky black.  They were highly-venomous Black Mambas, and suddenly everyone in 

the room realized the King’s deadly intentions. 

A few of the Elders were frozen in fear; others shrieked dramatically and knocked their 

chairs to the floor in the scramble to back away from the snakes, who were beginning to strike 

violently at whatever body parts were closest to them.  Only two, a small, curly-haired female 

with dark red wings like Pinyang’s and a stout male wearing suspenders and a matching bowtie, 

were of sound enough mind to shapeshift. 

The male, whose name was Dennis Wilford, shrank into his clothes then scurried out 

from under them as a fat squirrel.  He made for the door, but Moonseed was waiting for him.  
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She stepped on the squirrel’s bushy tail, and though his tiny claws scratched frantically at the 

stone floor, he made no more progress toward the exit.  Moonseed then stabbed him in his furry 

rump with one of the syringes and released his tail.  Wilford only scampered a few more steps 

before the mercury drained his magic.  He returned to trueform and collapsed under his wings in 

a naked heap against the wall. 

The curly-haired female flew out of her clothes in the form of a small bird and beat her 

wings furiously toward the rafters.  But before she’d even made it halfway, the King leapt into 

the air and seemed to explode out of his clothes.  He landed as a gigantic lion in the center of the 

table among his snake-warriors, then batted at the bird with his huge paws much in the same way 

a housecat plays with a feather-toy.  The bird’s desperate flapping and chirping only seemed to 

make her more appealing to the great cat.  With a final swipe of his heavy paw, the King 

slammed the bird to the table.  Her final chirpy scream was abruptly cut off as the air was 

squashed from her tiny lungs.  Then the Ard Rí shook his wild mane and thundered a roar so 

mighty, it rattled the glass in all the picture frames on the walls. 

Everything had happened so quickly that the downstairs guards barely had time to react 

to the noise before the attack was over.  The horrific scene that met them after they climbed the 

stairs, sprinted down the corridor, and burst out-of-breath into the chamber caused them both to 

skid to a halt, their mouths gaping in shock.  The lion was still on the table, silhouetted against 

the light from the chandelier.  He towered over the guards, casting them in shadow.  The Black 

Mambas were now spread out across the entire room, and the Elders were slumped over their 

chairs or sprawled on the floor, moaning and writhing in pain from the bulbous welts forming all 

over their faces and arms from the snakebites.  A fair amount of blood spattered the gray stone 

floors and had even reached as high up on the walls as some of Lockwood’s precious paintings.  
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In all the kerfuffle, Fennel and Leek had fallen over and rolled in their aluminum cocoon to a far 

corner of the room, and they were now wildly kicking their legs in an effort to right themselves, 

which was accomplishing nothing except to spin them in circles. 

“What the bloody hell?” croaked the squat female guard.  Her hand jerked toward the 

radio at her side, but it didn’t get very far.  Moonseed grabbed the guard’s arm and quickly 

injected her with mercury.  The skinny guard, who still had his headphones over his ears, said 

nothing, but backed a few steps toward the door.  He collided with Foxglove behind him, who 

also injected a needle directly into his neck.  Both guards convulsed as the Light left their bodies 

and then landed unconscious on the floor. 

The King surveyed the carnage below him and gave another mighty roar.  And as the 

echoes faded, a satisfied smile settled on his great lion mouth. 

 


