
CHAPTER ONE

T he grandmother clock chimed midnight in the hallway below my 
bedroom, and I whispered my “rst birthday wish, Nvo sho.eling, 

no sho.eling, no sho.eling”u The odd shadows cast by the yard light made 
it seem as thoLgh the snowfakes spiraled backward into the sky” –eaning 
closer to the Yrosty pane, I was relie.ed to see only a thin layer oY snow on 
the groLnd D not enoLgh to sho.el, bLt, thankYLlly, enoLgh to hide the 
ashes that had once been oLr 2Lle tree”

The tree had been part oY oLr winter solstice celebration on 1ecember 
MO” Twel.e days later ’om always bLrned the tree on top oY the herb 
garden” I was grateYLl she chose to perYorm this little ritLal in the backyard 
instead oY the Yront yard where e.eryone coLld see, and now at least the ash 
pile was co.ered with new snow” WLr neighbors knew we didnxt celebrate 
the same holidays as they did, bLt I didnxt think there was any point in 
drawing attention to that Yact” 

Cith the eAception oY torching oLr tree D and yeah, I knew it was a big 
eAception D I liked to imagine oLr 2Lle celebration was like e.eryone elsexs 
Hhristmas” It was one oY the Yew times dLring the year when I Yelt like I “t 
in” 

Bs my breath slowly Yogged my .iew oY the backyard, ’om popped her 
head into my room” NQappy ?irthday, ?rigit ?laise VLinn” Itxs getting late, 
bLt Ixm glad yoLxre still awake” I ha.e a present I want to gi.e yoL”u

NChatE vowEu ’y birthday was only a minLte old” 
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’om carried a wooden boA into my room” Qer cheeks were pink and 
her eyes sparkled with eAcitement” NIx.e waited years to gi.e this to yoL” 
’y mother ga.e it to me on my “Yteenth birthday, and now itxs my tLrn to 
pass it on to yoL”u -he sat on the edge oY my bed, and I maneL.ered oLt oY 
my comYorter to perch neAt to her”

NWb.ioLsly, yoL know we Yollow a di(erent path than most people,u 
’om continLed”

I nearly snorted at her Lnderstatement that the )agan religion she Yolj
lowed !and I toleratedF was a simple liYejstyle choice” 

-he paLsed and seemed to search Yor the right words” N2oL remember 
the story I told yoL aboLt the TLatha de 1anann, the ancient Irish tribeEu 

N-Lre, I like that story”u The magical tales aboLt the mythological 
YoLnding tribes oY Ireland who bLilt all the stone circles were my Ya.orites”

NPight, bLt the thing is D the TLatha arenxt a myth” They really eAisted”u
NItxs not :Lst a legendEu
Nvo, itxs not” They rLled Ireland YoLr thoLsand years ago, Lntil they 

were deYeated and banished to the moLntains”u
NWkay”u I shrLgged my shoLlders, conYLsed why this was important”
NThere are some people who can still trace their lineage back to the 

TLatha and that inclLdes Ls” Cexre their descendants”u
I didnxt Lnderstand why she was making a big deal aboLt this” NS.eryj

onexs descended Yrom someone, rightEu Bnd then I had a neat thoLght” 
NCait3 1oes this make me royaltyE Bre yoL going to tell me Ixm a princessEu 
vow that woLld be a really great birthday present” 

-he smiled at my sLggestion” Nvo, this doesnxt make yoL a princess, bLt 
being a descendant oY the TLatha is eAciting in a di(erent way”u

-he shiYted the boA onto my lap and said, NCe can learn a lot Yrom oLr 
ancestors”u

HLrioLs, I ran my hand o.er the intricate car.ings on the lid and grasped 
the hea.y metal clasp” It was ob.ioLsly .ery old” Chen I fipped it open, 
the hinges actLally creaked” Inside was a thick book with a stLrdy brown 
leather co.er, worn aroLnd the edges” I took it oLt, bLt, beYore I coLld 
open it to see what was inside, ’om co.ered my hands with hers and said, 
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N2oLxre old enoLgh to know” This is yoLr history, where yoL are Yrom, and 
who yoL coLld be iY yoL choose it”u 

)Lqqled by her strange message and sLdden serioLsness, I waited Yor 
her to pLll her hands away, and when she did, I tLrned to the “rst page” 
BlthoLgh the script was hard to read, I made oLt the name Wnora VLinn 
and the date -eptember OA, O4MB” 

N-omeone really wrote in this book nearly se.en hLndred years agoE 
Therexs no way it coLld ha.e lasted this long”u I sCLinted hard at the old 
page”

NIt has sLr.i.ed against all odds, so treat it gently” Wnora was yoLr 
twentyj“Yth greatjgrandmother and the “rst oY the TLatha to record her 
story in written Yorm” This book has been passed down to each generation, 
and now itxs yoLrs”u -he looked a little sad Yor a moment and then warned” 
N1onxt stay Lp too late reading”u

?Lt, oY coLrse, I did”


