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            Dedication

         

         For all the young readers and sports stars.

         Keep reading, keep dreaming, keep playing!
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            Chapter 1

         

         Aidan leaned casually against the fence surrounding his favourite place in the world, the pitch at Droichead Beag GAA club. It was a pleasant April evening. He was tired, but nicely so. He had just finished a tough but fun training session with his team, the Droichead Beag under-12 Gaelic football team. Now he was waiting for his dad, who was a coach with the team.

         Aidan was by himself, which was unusual for him. His twin sister Aoife or his best friend Billy were usually by his side. Tonight, however, Aoife had a match with her girls’ under-12 football team with the newly formed ladies’ football club, Droichead/Gorman. Aoife still trained and played matches with 8Droichead GAA, but tonight a match for the ladies’ club and training for Droichead had clashed and the match took precedence. Aidan wondered how they had got on and wished his dad would hurry up so that he could find out if their mam had texted the result.

         Aidan’s dad and the other under-12 coaches, Donie and Kathleen, were talking to Billy over at the other side of the pitch. What’s taking so long? Aidan wondered. He hoped Billy wasn’t in trouble. Billy could be a bit intense and hot-headed sometimes on the field of play. Aidan couldn’t remember anything of note happening in the practice match this evening. Maybe they were just talking tactics about their match on Sunday. It was a winner-takes-all clash against their arch-rivals, Gorman, in the Division 1 under-12 county league final. But Aidan didn’t think they would talk tactics to Billy without the rest of the team present.

         Aidan kicked a bit of dirt next to him and readjusted his gear bag on his shoulder. The sun was warm, and it reminded Aidan of the beautiful day a year ago when his school football team had defeated their rival school, Gorman, in the final of the Star 9Schools Cup. It was a lovely memory and always brought a smile to Aidan’s face when he thought about it. The rest of the year had been good, too. Aoife had come back training with Droichead Beag GAA and the team had gone on to have a great season. Aoife, Aidan and Billy had become a well-oiled machine in the midfield/centre forward area, grounding the team and pushing them on to lots of victories, including the Division 2 under-12 county league. It had all gone so well. Everyone was really enjoying themselves and enjoying their football. Also, because they had won Division 2, they had been promoted to Division 1 for this year, which was a great achievement.

         Aidan considered his group of friends on the team: John had gone from strength to strength in goals and his reflexes and shot stopping were improving all the time. Tina was relishing her role in the backs and Sara was turning into a really nippy forward who just seemed to know where to be to win the ball. All was good with the six of them in the gang. But that was then, and this was now. Things were a bit different now.10

         ‘OK, Aidan, let’s head for home.’

         Aidan looked up to see his dad walking quickly towards him.

         ‘Where’s Billy?’ Aidan asked.

         They usually all walked home together. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw the red and black of Billy’s jersey disappear around the corner of the clubhouse. Billy had gone home ahead of them. That’s weird, Aidan thought.

         ‘Is Billy OK, Dad?’ Aidan asked.

         ‘Oh, I’d say he’s fine,’ his dad replied quickly.

         ‘It’s just strange that he didn’t wait for me,’ Aidan persisted.

         ‘Maybe he had to get home in a hurry for something,’ his dad replied.

         Aidan wasn’t convinced.

         ‘What were you, Donie and Kathleen talking to him about?’ he asked. ‘Is he in trouble?’

         ‘No, he’s not in trouble,’ his dad sighed. ‘Look, Aidan, I’m sure Billy will tell you himself when he’s ready. Come on, race you home.’

         Dad took off sprinting. Aidan was caught off guard, but quickly righted himself and tore off after 11his father. His heart wasn’t in it, though.

         
            * * *

         

         Despite his reluctance, Aidan, with his powerful running stride, had almost caught up with his father as they reached the entrance to Amber Fields, the small estate where the Powers lived. Amber Fields contained just four houses in a horseshoe shape and was only two hundred metres from the entrance to the Droichead Beag GAA pitch. Next to the pitch, was the Droichead Beag primary school. Aoife and Aidan loved living in such close proximity to the pitch, but not to the school, as they had no excuse for being late!

         Aidan and his dad slowed down and walked up to the front door of number 2. They turned their heads to the sound of a car rumbling in the entrance of Amber Fields. It was Aoife, Mam and Clare – the youngest Power sibling – coming home from Aoife’s match.

         ‘Did you win?’ Aidan greeted his twin sister with a question.12

         ‘Not even a “Hi, Mam, how are you?”’ their mam laughed.

         Aidan’s bluntness didn’t bother Aoife; she’d have asked the exact same question if the roles had been reversed.

         ‘Yup,’ she grinned, ‘close match, we just won by two points in the end. Bally had some talented players.’

         ‘Did you score?’ Aidan continued.

         ‘Yeah, a goal and two points,’ Aoife replied. ‘We won by 2-10 to 2-8. Sara scored a lot of the points. She was playing corner forward, she’s flying it. Maeve scored two points as well I think.’

         ‘Was Tina there?’ Aidan asked.

         ‘No,’ Aoife replied sadly.

         ‘Aoife, Aidan, give me a hand with the shopping please,’ said their mam, interrupting their catch-up.

         ‘How was training?’ Aoife asked Aidan as she hauled a bag of potatoes out of the boot.

         ‘Oh, grand,’ Aidan replied. ‘It was weird though,’ he continued. ‘Dad, Donie and Kathleen were talking to Billy for ages at the end of training, and then he took off home without saying anything to me.’13

         ‘That is weird,’ Aoife agreed. ‘Did he get in trouble at training?’

         ‘No,’ Aidan replied. ‘Sure, he hasn’t gotten in trouble in ages, he’s playing really well too.’

         Billy could be a bit moody and didn’t always cope well with what he thought of as unfair decisions in matches. He tended to lose his temper when he got frustrated on the pitch. But Aidan was correct, Aoife thought. He’d been in great form recently.

         ‘Maybe he felt sick or something?’ she speculated. ‘Why don’t we call over to him in a while?’

         ‘Yeah, maybe,’ Aidan was noncommittal.

         Billy was a good friend of both Aoife and Aidan, and he lived right next door to them in number 1 Amber Fields.

          ‘Aoife, Aidan, come on, let’s get that shopping in!’

         Mam’s voice sounded from inside the house and Aoife and Aidan moved quickly to get the rest of the bags out of the boot.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter 2

         

         The following morning Aoife and Aidan, late as usual, hurried along the path towards Droichead Beag school. They – along with their friends, John, Billy, Tina and Sara – were in sixth class and were looking forward to the Easter holidays, which were only a week away.

         ‘Strange that Billy didn’t walk to school with us this morning,’ Aidan noted.

         Aoife turned to her brother.

         ‘This carry-on with Billy is bothering you, Aidan, isn’t it?’ she asked carefully.

         ‘I just hope I didn’t do anything to annoy him,’ Aidan replied. ‘It was really weird that he left training last night without talking to me, and he wasn’t 15 playing FIFA online last night either.’

         ‘Hmm,’ Aoife said. ‘He can be moody, Aidan. Maybe he had a fight with his brother? I don’t think you did anything; sure, you are great friends.’

         ‘Did he say anything to you?’ Aidan asked. He knew that Aoife and Billy were close.

         ‘No,’ Aoife replied. ‘I’d have told you anyway, you know that.’

         The twins were fiercely loyal to each other. As they arrived at the school gates, Aidan noticed Billy ahead of them walking quickly towards the door of the school. Again, Aidan thought how odd it was that he hadn’t walked to school with them.

         ‘What’s up, Twin Power?’ John shouted loudly, interrupting Aidan’s thoughts.

          John slammed the door of his mother’s car closed with a flourish, adding, ‘See you, Mam,’ almost as an afterthought.

         Mrs Tracey waved at the twins and gave them a big smile as she drove away.

         ‘Hi, John,’ Aoife laughed. ‘Twin Power are in flying form, aren’t we, Aidan?’

         ‘Yup, we are,’ Aidan gave a small smile.16

         He’s still worried about Billy, Aoife thought.

         ‘All set for the big match against Gorman on Sunday?’ John continued. ‘I’m going to keep a clean sheet,’ he grinned, rubbing his hands together. ‘These magic hands are going to save all the goals.

         ‘I believe you, John,’ Aoife laughed.

         Aidan just smiled. He couldn’t shake the small niggle of worry in the pit of his stomach about this match. It just felt like it had come on them very quickly and that they weren’t ready. Maybe I’m being silly, he thought, shaking his head.

         ‘Hi, gang,’ Tina waved at them as they walked in the school gates, Sara by her side.

         ‘You just about made it before the bell,’ Sara grinned.

         ‘That was your fault, wasn’t it, Aidan?’ Aoife said with a wink, trying to cheer up her brother.

         Aidan gave a half-hearted smile. Everyone in the Amber Fields gang knew that when the twins were late, it was nearly always Aoife’s fault.

         ‘So, what exciting topic will Ms Casey be teaching us about today in history?’ John asked, making a bored face.17

         Ms Casey was the sixth-class teacher in Droichead Beag and was not a favourite of the Amber Fields gang.

         ‘Probably something boring from the Stone Age,’ Sara groaned.

         ‘Yeah, I am getting a bit sick of learning about really old stones and stuff,’ Tina said. ‘But I suppose she has to follow the syllabus.’ Tina was calm and rational about everything.

         ‘I wish we still had Ms Kelly teaching us,’ Aoife added wistfully.

         Ms Kelly had taught the gang the previous year. She was teaching the current fifth class now. She was a great footballer and a former county All-Star player. She was also the school’s football coach and did a lot of P.E. with the class.

         ‘Me too,’ Sara said. ‘Ms Casey only takes us out to do P.E. when she absolutely has to.’

         Sara was really enjoying playing football with Droichead Beag GAA club and Droichead/Gorman ladies’ football club and was turning into a great corner forward, a natural point-scorer. She had unbelievable accuracy in her kicks. She would have loved 18 to play more football, or any other sport, in school.

         ‘Some hope of that,’ John groaned. ‘Why doesn’t she follow the curriculum with P.E. eh, Tina?’ he added.

         ‘Why are you asking me?’ Tina replied, suddenly defensive.

         ‘Well, you usually want everything to be done right,’ John retorted. ‘Also, you aren’t playing a lot of sport at the moment, so I suppose I was just wondering what’s going on?’

         Oh no! Aidan thought. The gang had all noticed that Tina wasn’t playing as much football as she used to, but no one had really made a big deal of it, not wanting to upset her. But John, with his typical bluntness, had brought the issue out in the open.

         Maybe it’s no harm, Aidan thought, get her to talk about it, sort things out. That really helped Aoife last year. 

         ‘C’mon guys, we’re going to get in trouble with Ms Casey for being late,’ Aoife said quickly, seeing the look of dismay on Tina’s face and hoping to defuse the situation.

         At that same moment, Ms Casey popped her head out the door of the school and beckoned furiously 19 for the children to hurry up and come into the classroom. Tina’s reluctance to play football was forgotten, for now anyway.

         The children filed into the classroom. ‘Hi, Aidan, hi, Aoife,’ Billy grinned, as the twins took their places next to him in the classroom. The desks in sixth class were set up in long parallel rows. Aidan sat just to the left of Billy and Aoife to the right.

         All seems good here, Aoife thought happily.

         ‘Hi, Billy,’ Aidan replied with a smile. Maybe I was imagining things, he thought.

         ‘Quiet,’ Ms Casey called out loudly. ‘Time to get some work done. Before we start today, I have some good news for you about your school tour.’

         A murmur of excitement ran through the room.

         ‘This year,’ Ms Casey continued, ‘fifth and sixth class are going on a very exciting school trip to Dublin next month.’

         ‘Are we going to the zoo?’ John shouted out excitedly.

         ‘No, John,’ Ms Casey replied sternly. ‘Lámha suas, hands up, John, if you want to ask a question. We are going somewhere that I’m sure you will all really 20 enjoy. Ms Kelly has organised a great tour for us: we are going on a trip to Croke Park and the GAA Museum which is–’

         Ms Casey wasn’t even able to finish her sentence as the classroom became a cauldron of noise, the children whooping and hollering with delight! Billy turned to Aidan, a huge smile on his face.

         ‘This is going to be class, Aidan.’

          ‘I know, I can’t believe it,’ Aidan replied with a grin, equally happy with the announcement about the school tour, and the fact that Billy was chatting to him normally. He must have definitely imagined any weirdness between them. Maybe Dad and the other coaches were just giving him some tips about football in general yesterday evening when they were talking to him.

         ‘Ciúnas,’ Ms Casey raised her voice. ‘Let me finish what I was going to say. We are going to visit Croke Park, we will be getting a tour of the stadium and then we will also visit the GAA Museum, which is part of the stadium.

          ‘So, in advance of our trip, I think that we are going to focus on some modern history and in particular, 21 the history of the GAA, building on what your learned with Ms Kelly last year. We will focus on the history of the GAA around the time of the War of Independence, since the centenary of that was so recent. This will help us to get the full benefit of our trip to the GAA Museum. Sound like a plan?’

         ‘I like this plan, a mhúinteoir,’ Tina said brightly.

         No more history about old stones, Aoife thought happily.

         ‘Maybe we could find out about the Lost Cup of Droichead Beag?’ Aidan said quietly.

         ‘The lost what?’ Billy and Aoife asked together.

         ‘What did you say Aidan? What’s the Lost Cup?’ Ms Casey asked (she had supersonic hearing). ‘This sounds interesting.’

         ‘Well, I’m not really sure,’ Aidan continued, shy now in talking about it. ‘Apparently, it’s some county GAA cup that was won by Coyle Gaels back in the 1920s or something. I heard Nana and Grandad Power mention it once. They didn’t tell me very much about it, though.’

         ‘Remind me again, Aidan, what is Coyle Gaels?’ Ms Casey asked.22

         Ms Casey was from a different county and wasn’t always familiar with local GAA teams.

         ‘Coyle Gaels is a divisional team, a mhúinteoir,’ Aidan answered. ‘It’s made up of Droichead Beag, Gorman and Carrick. The best players from the three clubs play together in some of the county GAA competitions, the divisional ones.’

         ‘It’s named after the River Coyle, which runs through Carrick and all the way to Droichead, is that right?’ Ms Casey asked.

         ‘Yes, a mhúinteor,’ Aidan confirmed.

         ‘So, this Lost Cup, it’s never been found, I imagine, is that the story?’

         ‘Yes,’ Aidan said, warming to his subject matter now. ‘But I’m not sure if it’s a sort of local legend or if it’s actually true. I mean, I’d like to think it is true. They say that it was a really big cup, not as big as the Sam Maguire, but not far off, and it just vanished!’

         ‘I mean, it must be hidden somewhere nearby if it’s called the Lost Cup of Droichead Beag,’ John said suddenly. ‘This is so cool, a treasure buried in Droichead!’

         ‘It certainly is, John,’ Ms Casey replied beaming. 23 ‘Well, Aidan,’ she continued. ‘That’s very interesting. Who knows, you might be able to find out more about the Lost Cup at the Croke Park museum. You might even solve the mystery for us.’

         Aidan grinned happily. Football, history and a mystery to solve – things were looking up.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter 3

         

         The gang tumbled out of the classroom at 3pm on the dot. They didn’t want to waste any more time indoors when the sun was shining. Aidan had been staring out at the blue sky all day and thinking how he could be kicking a ball or cycling his bike along the new greenway. Anything except sitting in a hot classroom, trying to understand how to work out the profit in a maths problem. Aidan didn’t enjoy maths at all.
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