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Chapter One
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Glenna stood under the weeping willow tree to keep her best friend hidden under its draping branches. If anyone discovered Padraig was a leprechaun, he could be doomed to the life of a lab rat. That’s what he said, anyway. The river island was a place for the two of them to hang out together a while longer, before he left. Forever. 

Padraig’s stubby legs dangled from Glenna’s shoulder. He wore a doll-sized baseball uniform, not the expected leprechaun costume. His boyish face had no beard or old-man wrinkles, like in the pictures in fairy tale books. 

Padraig’s island was smaller than her nana’s farmhouse. Three willow trees guarded the perimeter while a boulder anchored one end. Orange butterfly weed, purple cone flowers, and towering goldenrod hosted a variety of butterflies. The island served as a roof for Padraig’s home, which was hidden beneath the river. 

Padraig slid down from her shoulder and plucked his tin whistle from his pocket. The whistle was about the size of a crayon and custom-made by Irish fairies, he claimed. “Why so gloomy now, Glenna? More trouble on the home front?”

His accent made every word sound like he was singing. Nana’s voice sounded similar when she read fairytales in her Irish brogue. 

Glenna touched the wings on Mom’s Air Force cap as she straightened it. “Yeah, the new fam, again. Shanta’s destroying my room and nobody cares.” Her fingers moved nervously in the air, as if she were playing her flute. 

“Your da could move them all back to California and your troubles would be over.” He winked and she knew he was teasing.

She laughed, but her stomach tightened. Dad and Ammi could make her go with them if they went back. Sixth grade was going to be hard enough without having to change schools, friends, everything. Padraig would never find her in California.

She felt bad for her half-sister, Shanta, who was probably worried about starting first grade at a new school in Ohio. Glenna would help her meet the kids on the school bus, but their classes would be in different buildings. It was no fun sharing her room with Shanta, but sometimes she liked having a little sister.

“By the Short Cut to the Rosses!” Padraig shouted the name of the ballad before his words turned to song. 

Only music had the power to quiet the battles raging in her head. Glenna pulled her flute case from her backpack and fitted the silver pieces together. She loved playing tunes with Padraig. Since Shanta had moved into her room, the island was the only place she could play her flute in peace. 

They took turns playing tunes and singing their favorite Irish songs. They played and danced three jigs and a reel before collapsing under the weeping willow. Every part of her smiled. Padraig had taught her the old Irish tunes, but no one else could know about him. Not even her new family. 

The three of them—Dad, her stepmother, Ammi, and her half-sister, Shanta—had moved into the farmhouse a few months after Mom died. Glenna was glad to have Dad back in Ohio again. But when his new family moved into Nana’s two-bedroom farmhouse, Nana had moved out. It wasn’t because she didn’t like her former son-in-law—the house was just too small for all of them.

Glenna missed her grandmother. Nana, Mom and Glenna had lived there together since Mom and Dad’s divorce eight years before, and they’d all become a family. Now, Glenna couldn’t see Nana without getting a ride to Great-Aunt Kate’s house which was twenty miles down the highway. Glenna didn’t know where she belonged anymore.

Padraig was quiet, so she wondered what game he was planning. He’d left the cover of the tree branches and climbed the rock to reach her height. She stood up in time to catch his baseball barehanded, her fingers stinging. It was a signal he wanted to talk. She hoped that he’d help solve her problem with Shanta. 

“There’ll be rain tomorrow.” He studied the sky instead of looking at her, but she knew her face was turning pale as moonlight. 

“The TV weather guy said it’s supposed to be partly cloudy—no rain.” Glenna responded. Her voice couldn’t hide the panic surging through her. She’d checked the weather every day since Padraig told her he needed a rainbow to get to Bemora. 

“I hate to say this, now . . .” He kicked at the rock. “The butterflies say there’ll be a rainbow.” He put his hand up to catch the golf-sized ball, but she dropped it beside her. Padraig was never wrong about the weather.

She slumped to the ground, feeling like she’d been hit in the head with a fastball. 

“I’d better go,” she said after a minute, and was on her feet with her arms in her backpack straps before he could see the tension drawing lines across her forehead. She wanted to say more, but the words jumbled and clogged her throat. 

“Don’t be angry now, Glenna. I was hoping we could play a little more. Maybe sing another song?” He positioned his tin whistle and began an Irish tune. 

“I’ll be late for dinner.” Glenna kept her head down as she shimmied across the log bridging to the wooded side of the river. She stumbled up the tangle of paths in a daze, wondering how she could tell her best friend good-bye. Especially when it seemed so easy for him. 

Why didn’t he just tell her he was moving somewhere far away instead of making up a tale about going to Bemora—-a place that couldn’t really exist? Was he trying to trick her into going somewhere else with him? 

The aroma of Dad’s gourmet pizza escaped from the kitchen as she opened the back door, but she barely noticed it. 

“You’re just in time, Glenna.” Dad slid a slice onto her plate as she joined his family at the kitchen table. 

She bit off a tiny morsel. On a normal day, she’d be asking for more before she’d started eating, but her best friend was going to leave her in the morning—and she couldn’t tell anyone. She couldn’t smell the spicy sauce nor taste the blend of cheeses. 

Shanta dominated the dinner conversation, like she always did. “I was faster than anyone in my swim class today.” She took a huge bite of pizza but didn’t stop talking. “And I’m going to try out for the swim team”—she swallowed a big bite—"and my swim teacher said I’ll get on, easy.”

Glenna needed somewhere quiet to think. “I’m not hungry. Can I go to my room?” 

Dad glanced at Ammi and nodded his OK.  

“Glenna, I made chocolate chip cookies for you.” Ammi picked up a tray adorned with twelve perfect cookies. “Would you like to take a couple to your room for later?”  

Glenna hesitated but couldn’t resist her favorite dessert. “Thanks.” She grabbed two and slipped into the hallway.

Finally, she could have a few minutes alone. She opened her bedroom door, gasped, and rushed back to the kitchen in a rage. “Dad and Ammi, you have to do something. Shanta ruined my room!” 

Glenna had covered her walls with posters Mom had collected for her, photographs of the amazing places she’d visited around the world. Shanta must have taken them all down, then replaced them with pictures of mermaids. Glenna had grown out of her mermaid phase years ago. It’d be too embarrassing to have friends see her room that way.

“Glenna, you know it’s your room to share with Shanta now”—he put his arm around the small girl, who sat next to him. “You have to learn to share with your little sister.”

“I am sharing! Her stuff is everywhere. This morning, I found my flute under a pile of her dirty clothes.” Glenna’s upper lip twitched and she slid her hand across it. “The mermaids are too much! I need my own space with my own stuff!”  

Shanta held tight to Dad. “Tell Glenna to stop yelling at me. I already told her I’d share my toys with her.” She buried her face in his shirt.

Glenna tried to choke down the words in her mouth, but they popped out. “I don’t want your baby stuff! Get it out of my room.”

“Shanta’s only six,” Ammi said, folding her arms across her chest. “She was feeling homesick for California, so I helped her put some of her pictures from back home on the wall.” 

Ammi looked at Dad and said, “We’ll have to move if we can’t work this out. This house may be too small for all of us.”  


“Dad, you said we could stay on the farm.” Glenna’s voice quavered. 



“Maybe if you’d try to get along with Shanta, they’d be willing to stay here.” His voice was slightly louder than usual. “We moved halfway across the country for you, Glenna. Now you need to do your part for this family.”  

Glenna’s words wouldn’t stop. “Shanta leaves her clothes and toys all over my room—our room. And she bangs on those drums— I can’t practice my flute, or even think, with that noise.” She brushed her hand across her eyes, regretting her words. It was more than she wanted Shanta to hear. Glenna didn’t want to hurt her.

“I’ve never had to share my room before, and it’s hard.”  Her voice cracked. “I like you, Shanta, and I’m sorry I yelled.” Her breathing finally slowed. “I need to be able to play my flute, alone, in my room. I need that little bit of peace in my life.”

“Ammi and I agree that we need to set some family rules,” Dad said. “To help us all get along.”

“I’m not part of your family.” She turned away from him. Her fingers moved up and down in the air. She needed to play her flute.

“Of course, you are. You’re my daughter.”  

“But Ammi isn’t my mother!” 

Glenna rushed into the hallway and to her room. She didn’t mean to say that, even if she did think it. She tugged down her blue cap when Dad came in, looking like he wanted to console her. 

She waved him away. “You don’t understand.” She hugged her pillow and refused to look at him.

He reached for her shoulder. “I know it was hard for you when your mom and I split up. It’s different now. I’m different.”  

“You left Mom. And me. And we learned to live without you. Now it’s just so—complicated.” She turned to face him. “Can we talk about this later?”  

He held his hands over his face, as if he were playing hide and seek with a small child. “We have to get this resolved,” he said from behind his hands. “School starts next week.” 

“There’s no place for me in your perfect family. You have a new wife and a new daughter. I’m just in the way.”

“Oh, Glenna.” He reached out, then suddenly turned towards the window. “What was that? I saw something on the windowsill.”

She rushed to the window to block him from getting any closer. “It was probably a bird.” Glenna suspected something else.

Shanta stood in the doorway. “I saw it, too.” She scurried toward the window. 

Glenna shut the curtains as she watched Padraig scramble away. Had he come to say goodbye? “It’s gone now—I see critters out there all the time—nothing to worry about.”

“We’ll all talk about our living situation tomorrow, after dinner,” Dad said. “Some big decisions need to be made.” He ushered Shanta out and closed the door as he left.

*****
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THE NEXT MORNING, GLENNA woke to the sound of rain frantically tapping on her window. The damp note tacked to the windowsill was written in scribbery, the language she and Padraig invented. Most of his notes were good news, the beginning of great adventures. But this one said he was leaving for Bemora this morning, as soon as a rainbow appeared. 

Glenna’s best friend was about to begin the greatest adventure of all. Without her.

She dressed quickly in leggings and her Dragons baseball shirt before stuffing her flute in her backpack. Padraig might want to play one last duet to remember her by. 

Glenna tried not to wake Shanta, but the little one’s eyes popped open when the bedroom door hinges creaked. “Where are you going?” she called out.

Glenna let go of the doorknob as her mind raced. “Th-this is the day I volunteer at the animal shelter. Go back to sleep.” Shanta knew the shelter was close enough that she could ride her bike there, so she shouldn’t question it. Glenna went to her sister’s bed and gently pulled Shanta’s blanket over her shoulder. She couldn’t tell her about Padraig. She couldn’t tell anyone.

“Can I come?” Shanta’s voice was as small as her doll.

“Not until you’re bigger. Anyway, you’re going swimming today.”

Shanta smiled and closed her eyes.

Glenna tiptoed past her dad and stepmom’s room. She’d waited so long for Dad to come home—for years—and now she might be leaving him. But Padraig was probably only teasing when he invited her to go to Bemora with him. How could Bemora be real? It was probably just another one of Padraig’s tales. 

Glenna grabbed a banana and her Air Force cap as she slipped out the kitchen door of the farmhouse. Rain bounced off the bill of her cap as she slid down the muddy paths through the woods to the river, where Glenna stopped short at the sight of a rainbow bridging across the sky. As much as she loved rainbows, she wished this one had never come. 

She spotted Padraig pacing around the big rock on their little island, waiting for the last time. The Mad River ran wild and loud with the morning rain, and Glenna almost lost her balance crossing the rotting log to join him. She wished she’d let Dad teach her to swim, but she was embarrassed about it, because Shanta could already swim like a mermaid. 

When Glenna finally reached the island, Padraig was staring at the rainbow, ignoring her. She wanted him to see he was breaking her heart. She wanted him to stay.

“I don't want to leave,” he said, still not looking at her. “You know that, Glenna.” Padraig finally gave her his eyes. “This is my last chance to go to Bemora. I’ve been summoned by the great Annam Crann, so I have to go—come with me.”  

Glenna’s heart pounded. The ancient Bemoran tree, Annam Crann, was like a god, he’d told her. The magical creatures like leprechauns, gnomes and fairies were getting sick because humans polluted the air and water, so Annam Crann had called them all to Bemora to live. 

Padraig had picked up a cough—maybe he was getting sick. She did believe he was leaving, but not to a magic land where trees were gods. He’d probably go down the river somewhere and never come back. Did he need to find medicine or a healer?

The mist on her lips tasted salty as she turned away. She couldn’t leave her family—even if they didn’t seem like her family. They were all she had now that Nana had gone to live with her sister. Glenna was only eleven, too young to live on her own and Padraig couldn’t take care of her. 

“Will you do me a favor, then?” he asked. “For your best friend in the world?” Rain sprinkled his eyes as he lifted his plastic baseball cap.

Glenna nodded. He should already know she’d do anything for him. 

Padraig covered his heart with his hat. “Promise me now—you won't let me leave without my treasure.”

“You really have one?” She didn't believe he had a treasure any more than she believed there was a Bemora. He once told a story about a mermaid who’d rescued him and his treasure on his way to America. He told Glenna lots of stories, though, and she didn’t believe most of them. She might have believed them when she was Shanta’s age, but not now. 

“Promise me now.” Padraig stared at her until she answered.

“I promise. Where is it?” Was he telling the truth for a change?

“It’s at the end of the rainbow, of course.” He jumped off the boulder and scurried across the stepping stones to the meadow on the other side of the river. “We have to hurry now—before the rainbow disappears.”

Glenna adjusted her backpack, teetered across the shallow part of the river, and chased after him. What kind of game was he playing? She struggled to keep up, but she didn’t dare lose sight of him as he skipped over stones and dodged tree roots on the strange path. 

At last, she found Padraig standing at the end of the rainbow, in front of his treasure. 

She blinked repeatedly and rubbed her eyes. Could it really be a leprechaun treasure? It wasn’t a pot of gold like in Nana’s Irish fairy stories, but it seemed more believable and maybe more valuable than an old pot with a little gold inside. 

He hoisted an ancient metal box, about the size of a square tissue container, onto his shoulder. She wanted to ask him about the odd designs engraved all over it and the rusted lock holding the lid shut. And what was inside? 

“Will you carry it for me?” He stood perfectly still as he asked. Glenna noticed, because he was usually in constant motion.

“Are you sure?” Glenna sensed that Padraig wasn't teasing her, like he sometimes did, but he was really holding a leprechaun treasure. She felt honored that he trusted her with it. 

Padraig smiled his answer. Glenna grasped the box with both hands and discovered it was lighter than she’d imagined. “Is it gold or jewels?” She had to know. It didn’t rattle when she lifted it. Maybe the gold or gems were tightly packed in bags—or it was filled with paper money!

“Come on now, there’s no time for chittering.”  

They jogged together along a path she didn't remember seeing before, and they soon stood under the center of the rainbow. Glenna had never experienced anything like it. Their skin changed colors each time they moved, as if they were standing under a giant prism. The peacefulness amazed her, especially since she was losing the best friend she’d ever had. The instant calm seemed magical.

“Any minute,” he said, “I'll be swept down the path to Bemora. Don't follow me—walk away in the opposite direction.” Padraig stepped closer. “Unless you changed your mind.”  

She avoided his emerald eyes. “I don’t want to go with you.” Glenna wondered if he knew she was the one lying this time. 

Padraig wanted her to travel to another world that seemed like make-believe. He’d described lush forests and fields of exotic flowers inhabited by fairies, and he spoke in a way that made her wonder if they could be real. He promised it was peaceful there—everyone got along. Padraig had a way of arranging his words like the notes in a song, so she couldn’t help but listen, even when he was lying. He didn’t seem to know there was a difference between truth and lies so he mixed facts and make-believe together as easily as music and lyrics. He claimed it was a normal leprechaun trait.  

She told herself she had to stay for her family’s sake, but she hardly even knew them. They’d only been living with her for the summer, but it seemed like the arguing had been going on forever. Last night after dinner was the worst yet. She was either going to let Shanta control their room—and Glenna lose her one peaceful place—or be forced to move to California. She couldn’t imagine doing either.

Glenna put down the treasure box and squatted so Padraig could reach her shoulders for a last hug. He offered his cap to her, and she held it against her heart. 

Glenna had gotten the cap for him the first time he’d seen a baseball game. They’d shared ice cream dots as they’d sat at the top of the bleachers and watched her favorite team, the Dragons, play, with Padraig hidden under a stadium blanket. The plastic ice cream dish, shaped like a cap and decorated with the Dragons team logo, fit him perfectly. It was her first gift to him. 

Glenna touched her Air Force cap, wanting to give him something now, too. But she couldn’t part with one of the few things she had of Mom’s. It was way too big for him, anyway. 

Something pressed against Glenna’s throat as she held back the words she wanted to say. She was tempted to hate him for leaving her forever, like Mom had when she died. But Glenna couldn’t hate either of them.

“I can see the road now. It's time.” He blew her a kiss, brushed his hand across his watery eyes, and turned away. As he crossed over, he sang an Irish song he’d taught her—about the Shannon River. 

“There’s a pretty spot in Ireland

I always claim for my land

Where the fairies and the blarney

Will never, never die . . .”

“That’s not fair, Padraig. You know how much I love that song.” She wanted to go with him more than she wanted to stay. How could she bear life without her best friend? But it was too late to change her mind, even if there really was a Bemora.

She took a step towards home but almost tripped over the treasure box. She lifted her foot to kick it away. But no, she'd promised to remind him about it.

“Padraig, come back! Your treasure!” 

Glenna picked up the box and peered down the misty road. She glimpsed his tiny body bobbing away from her. She couldn’t let him go. 

“Padraig, wait!” She took a step in his direction as she called, and she stumbled along the road after him.
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Chapter Two
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Padraig didn’t know who’d told him the Bemoran tales, but he was almost certain it was his mam. That was before the pirates kidnapped her—or was it trolls who did it? He was so young when he’d left Ireland. He couldn’t remember what had happened to her, or to him, and he knew nothing about his family. His heart had ached for all the years and generations they’d been separated. 

He had so many questions for them. Who were his parents and other family members? Should he have magical powers like the leprechauns in the stories Glenna read to him? Because he didn’t know what they were. Yet, he’d been living in Ohio for at least 100 years and hadn’t aged a bit.

Padraig didn’t know how to get back to Ireland on his own, but he and Glenna had planned to tour there as a duet once she grew up and learned about those things. That was before Annam Crann called all the leprechauns and other magical people to Bemora. Maybe this was where he’d find his fam—his leprechaun clan.

He’d been searching his memories for clues in the faded Bemoran stories, and now that he was in Bemora, it all suddenly came to life around him. The butterflies told him Bemora was a kind of heaven for trees. The trees had invited plants, animals, and magical peoples to live in Bemora with them. The trees offered a place to escape—a new home for creatures dying too soon from the humans’ pollution. 

He turned in a slow circle, breathing in the magic that smelled like a flower shop. Two gibbous moons rose in unison from the east and west, and peace spread across the sky with green twitter-light forming from the mix of blue and yellow moonbeams. The trees lit up with sparkles that looked like fireflies but were probably the fairy wings he’d heard about. Rainbow prisms sparkled on the ground like sunshine on crusted snow. When he picked up the tiny rainbows, they felt like sand. 

Padraig waited in the woods for Glenna. She’d be frightened without him to guide her—though she didn’t know how little he knew about the place. She might be angry with him for tricking her into coming to Bemora. But he was sure she’d thank him . . . eventually. 
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