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			Dedication

			Everlasting gratitude to the elementals and 
their human partners who are restoring health 
and harmony to each other and to the Earth

		


		
			Preamble 

			I’m sunken into a comfy chair in the sunroom of a wonderful old hotel overlooking the sea on the west coast of Ireland. I arrived in Keel on Achill Island a day ago for a short, much-needed holiday following two months working in Europe, and I was looking forward to country walks and meditation. In fact, I was getting ready for a full Irish breakfast when I heard a familiar voice.

			“Tanis, I’d like you to write me life story now.”

			Perhaps I’d best give some background. Over thirty years ago, I lived in this same village of Keel in a cottage haunted by a leprechaun family. At that time, the male leprechaun, Himself, asked me to write a book about the experience, which I did, calling it Summer with the Leprechauns. The book is loved by many people and, since then, we have written four more books together and he is a regular visitor at my home for tea and porridge. Lloyd (that’s the name Himself goes by with humans) now stands in front of me, looking as cocky as ever, talking to me about writing ‘his’ story on ‘my’ holiday. 

			Lloyd is about four feet tall, a little stocky with a sizeable paunch. He is dressed in traditional Irish leprechaun fashion, which includes a tight-fitting short, green jacket, brown woolen trousers cut off at the knee and coarse wool socks tucked into clog-like shoes, the size indicating that his feet are bigger than you’d likely see on a human. Completing his attire is his ever-present top hat. 

			Can other people see him? Not unless they, like me, have got second sight. This is the gift—to be able to see beings, such as my leprechaun friend, in other realms. 

			“What about my holiday?” I replied, not keen, as you can imagine, to sacrifice that.

			“Not a problem at all. You can write for three (pronounced tree) hours a day (he has a vague sense of time) and have a holiday for the rest.”

			“I have a lot of other books lined up calling my name,” I answered, “so I don’t need to add another to the list. How come you’ve never mentioned it before?” 

			“There’d be no point mentioning something whose time hadn’t come, now would there?” Lloyd retorted. “You humans. Always living in the future rather than the present. Anyway, it will be easy,” he added, opting for his most winning smile.

			“How easy?” I’d heard this argument many times in the past, only to discover that his idea of easy and mine were worlds apart. “Anyway,” I said, “I don’t even have a computer here.”

			“Not a problem. I’ll see to it.” Lloyd replied, and immediately disappeared.

			During breakfast, I mulled over my friend’s idea. We’ve come a long way together and I’ve realized that whenever he requests that I write a book, I never know at the outset what the book will be about. Yet I’ve learned to trust the unfolding process and now appreciate, although with some trepidation, the expanded void of unknowing where something is born from the ethers. Which is why, as I popped the last morsel of soda bread into my mouth, I had already decided to accept his proposal.

			With the precious time left for my shrinking holiday, I decided to enjoy the beautiful June day and to wander up Crumpaun Lane to see the leprechauns’ cottage where I had lived so many years ago. Since then, the cottage had been sold to a Dublin family who was seldom there, which suited the leprechaun’s family just fine. The owners were absent and, sure that they wouldn’t mind, I let myself in the gate. I was wandering into the wild-flowered yard to greet my former home, when I heard you-know-whose voice echoing in the ethers: “I’m working on getting the computer.” 

			Relieved that I was free to enjoy the day, I sank into the meadow, breathing in the fresh sea breeze that always blows in Keel, and I felt my heart fall into the deep, happy rhythm of rightness and sense of home that I always felt there. By late afternoon, having taken the long meandering path home down country lanes, I was once again nearing my guest house when I stopped to chat with a local woman walking her dog. Locals are curious about strangers and are keen to ask if they have any Irish connections, so I was asked my name. When I told her my first name, her ears perked up. “You wouldn’t by chance have written a book about leprechauns?” she inquired.

			“Yes, that’s me,” I answered, pleased that a local knew the book, and I surprised myself by adding, “and now the leprechaun wants me to write his story but I have no computer.”

			Beaming, the woman responded, “Well, I have the perfect solution for you. Tom, the next neighbor over, used to have a computer repair shop and he’d probably be able to fix you up with something.” 

			This was surely the leprechaun’s doing. After saying goodbye to her, I walked next door to Tom’s place and found a middle-aged man of average height in an open workshop surrounded by computers in all states of repair.

			“Hello, Tom,” I said, introducing myself as I got closer, “I’m a writer staying next door and I need to write a book but I’m without a computer. Have you any I could rent?”

			“What kind of book would that be?” he asked, curious. 

			“Promise you won’t laugh,” I replied. I’m always nervous introducing the topic of leprechauns when initially meeting someone, especially in Ireland, as I’ve found many Irish folks are sensitive about being associated with leprechauns for fear you’re mocking them. 

			“I’ll not laugh,” he answered, smiling broadly.

			“It’s a book about my leprechaun friend who lives up Crumpaun Lane,” I said, taking a chance. 

			“Oh, I believe that,” said Tom. “Let me tell you a story… A few years back, a young woman brought in her computer to be fixed and I found a file deep down in the computer by someone called Mary, which was not the lady’s name. When the young woman, a teacher she was, came to pick up her computer, I asked her, ‘Who is Mary?’ Well, she went weak at the knees, turned pale and told me she lived in a house that was haunted by an old woman who called herself Mary. So, you see, I believe you, and my wife could tell you lots of tales about these kinds of things around here. I’ll see what I can do about your computer. Why don’t you come back a little later?”

			By now, it was clear that Lloyd had, once again, pulled off his bit of magic to find Tom, the absolutely perfect person, to be involved in his writing project. I walked back to the guest house to enjoy my last free evening, knowing that the leprechaun’s story was a done deal. Sure enough, by the next morning, Tom had pieced together parts from two separate computers that he said were ‘banjaxed’—an Irish term for totally broken. So here I am ready for Himself to tell his story. 

			Before I start, I’d like to say that there was a certain rightness about Lloyd choosing to recount his story at that time. I was back in Keel, the tiny village where I’d originally met him so long ago. In his cottage, his home, he had told me about elementals—nature spirits, if you like—and asked me to write about the importance of elementals and how he was part of a group that wanted to be partners with humans to heal the Earth. Writing that book changed my life and now it was time to find out more about his life. And I was happy to do so. So, on that beautiful late-spring morning, I took myself back to his cottage, got comfortable on the grass, and was all set when Lloyd sat down in front of me and said, “Ready for dictation? I’m glad you’re keen to do this.”

			Then and there, without a word of introduction, the leprechaun launched in!

		


		
			Leprechaun Childhood
and the Old Way

			Me story is important to record because the Old Ones are dying out and I’m part of a new generation that is starting to do things differently from our ancestors. To begin, then. I wasn’t born in Crumpaun Cottage. I was actually born in a turf cottage. It had sods of turf on the sides and thatch for the roof. It wasn’t really a cottage—more of a shed out the back of the human house, where me family and I were living. ‘Twas a shed where the turf was stored and we also had the coos in there, and there were chickens comin’ and goin’ and layin’ eggs in places they shouldn’t be. And weren’t the children of the house always comin’ to look for them. 

			Now, it wasn’t a rich family that had the house, nor was it poor. You’d say it was middle class and this was before all the troubles started in Ireland. I was born around the early 1840s. If you know your history, you’d know this was the time of the An Drochshaol, which means the hard times, as this was the time of the potato famine and the Great Hunger.

			The reason I’ve not wanted to give me age before is that humans would have a hard time believing it. You see, leprechauns and most elementals are extremely long-lived. Also, time in your world and ours runs differently. This is why when humans used to come to our world and stay awhile, when they returned to their human world they’d find that a few hundred years had passed. Anyway, back to me story.

			Ma and Da grew up in the old Ireland when humans believed in faeries and when the farmers put aside a section of their farm for the faeries to have their homes. I don’t only mean leprechauns, which is the kind of elementals to which I belong. There have been elementals for all time, but that’s what we prefer to call our race, just as you call yourselves humans. Anyway, there are all kinds of ‘little people’, which is another name you humans love to use for us, living all over the world. 

			Some elementals—field faeries or pixies, you might say—would live in faerie rings located in unplowed areas where humans never went. In these rings, there might be some old trees, such as the sacred hawthorn, blackthorn or gorse. The field faeries would stay on their ground and make merry and, when the full moon was up, some farmers coming home from the pub might hear them singing or see them dancing and sometimes they’d be meeting them. 

			There would be others of our folk living on the farm as well and some of them would be helping the farmers with the milking and getting the chicks to lay their eggs and generally lending a hand. Blessing the farm. Blessing the potatoes. And every morning in gratitude the farmer would leave out milk and bread and honey for them. We all got on great and Ma and Da grew up in that kind of environment. Very traditional, like. Da was a cobbler and prided himself on the shoes he could make. Other leprechauns would come and ask him his secret as they could not make them half as well. But Da would keep his secrets close ‘cos leprechauns don’t tell other leprechauns their secrets. 

			I was the eldest of four children and there were two boys and two girls in the family. Usually with elementals, the boys would be trained to keep up the Da’s trade and the girls would be kept by the mother and trained in the kitchen to make food and mend clothes and darn socks. They’d also be the ones that would be gathering in the milk and washing the clothes. 

			I’d as soon move on in me story to the interesting part when I took to the road but I suppose you, being humans, want more detail about what it’s like to be an elemental child. First of all, there’s no such thing as one kind of elemental childhood. There are all kinds of elementals but, being a leprechaun, I can only speak with authority about us. 

			What all elementals have in common is the way they are as infants. From what I understand from studying humans, your infants are still connected to spiritual realms and see angels and great beings and even get a sense of what their purpose is in this life. Elemental infants, on the other hand, live in a world full of sensations, colored lights and sounds and feelings. Elementals have a strong emotional—you’d say astral—body, whereas humans have a strong mental body and ego, so this is why our experiences differ as infants. Gradually, elementals start to perceive the world around them more and grow consciously into knowing their physical body. This takes longer than it does for humans but, then again, our lives are much longer.

			The next stage for humans and elementals is also different. Human children gradually lose touch with the spirit world and the beings in other dimensions that guide them. Elementals, on the other hand, become more conscious of the spirit realms and beings that guide them. Whereas you become locked in present time, elementals flow between past, present and future by only using thought, but in childhood, you’d say almost by instinct. Both humans and elementals incarnate more fully into their respective worlds as they grow up. For your folks, this means becoming more physical in the third-dimensional reality and, for elementals, it means becoming more physical in the astral world. 

			I’ll explain what I mean. Childhood for both our races involves play. Before the age of about seven, human leanbh (I’ll use yer word ‘kiddies’ or you might miss me meanin’), can see elementals and have us as play friends. Little human girls make tea parties with young elves and human parents go along with the ‘fantasy’. The veil comes down for humans when they go off to school to learn about the ‘real’ world in which adults believe. By contrast, elemental children of the same developmental age actively play in many different astral worlds. Some with human ghosts and others with unicorns, dragons, satyrs and many other beings. When human kiddies are out playing and don’t come home, their parents check with the neighbors; but when elemental kiddies don’t come home, their parents search in the various astral realms.

			When kiddies turn into young ‘uns in the elemental world, they start hanging around elementals of their own clan and each clan specializes in a certain gift and no clan is more important than another. In the traditional elemental world, leprechauns, pixies, trolls, goblins, elves and others belong to a specific clan and perform a role in our society depending on their clan. For instance, a leprechaun would not think of taking up heavy metal work like the trolls. This is the way I was raised. It’s changing now, and I’ll get to that later, but I want you to understand how I was raised. 

			I started to be different from most leprechauns at a relatively early age. As a child, I often sat back and watched other children and adults rather than participating in what they were doing.
I liked to observe, not only leprechauns, but also goblins, trolls and different kinds of elementals. Why was I different? Well, in human evolution, you might say that an individual is formed in his or her present life by certain gifts and interests that are developed in past lives. In the elemental world, on the other hand, we’d say that there are energies that enter our world at certain times in history and that these energies, which you’d call universal consciousness, form a person. When I was born, there were new energies entering that were shaping me and other elementals to welcome a new way of interacting between us and humans. 

			When, using human measuring, I was about age nine up to teenage years, I was content to observe my local community in Keel. There was more than enough to learn here. When other young ‘uns were playing, I’d often wander off to watch adults doing what adults do—leprechauns making shoes and being tailors and even doing some other crafts. 

			After a while, I thought I’d seen all that leprechauns did. You know how young ‘uns are. Then I began to hang back to observe trolls when they were talking to each other or doing something. I even tried studying goblins but they were always on to me and thought I might be a spy for leprechauns, so they’d shoo me off. I gave it me best with field faeries but I couldn’t keep up with their dancin’ and singin’ and they’d laugh at me. I was a bit sensitive to that. I didn’t really fit in with other leprechaun children and they sensed that, of course, and so mostly ignored me, at least when I was young, when I tried to join them in games. 

			I even liked to observe female doings, and others would have thought that very strange. When Ma was teaching me sisters, I’d linger in the sitting room to overhear their conversation. Ma would be teaching them how to make bread and would be saying, “Ye need to add a pinch of salt or ‘twill be useless and make sure to always give the man a fatter piece.” 

			Moira, one of me sisters, would query Ma’s instruction. “But what if he’s done nothing and I’ve done the washing and cleaning, shouldn’t I receive the larger share?”

			“That’s not to happen,” says Ma, firmly. “The man’s always got to feel special and it’s our duty to make sure he does. That way, he’ll be pleased to do favors when ye ask. He’s honor-bound to agree.”

			I remember the day Moira got that lesson. When supper time arrived and I sat down for a piece of bread, didn’t she turn to me and, extending the honey pot, say in her sweetest voice, “Dear brother, wouldn’t ye like some honey for your bread?” 

			“That I would,” I answered in me sweetest voice too, all the time thinkin’, What’s this going to cost me?

			Sisters and brothers rarely talk to each other in their sweet voices, at least in me experience. However, glancing at Ma out of the corner of me eye, I could see she was mighty pleased with us both. As you can see, I learned a lot about females from listening to their conversations and how they thought. This stood me in good stead in later years with me own mate. Now, back to the story of teenage years.

			I’d became an authority on females and other elemental clans and could tell good stories about them. Hence, as I got older, I carved meself a place with me peers. Around about that same time, I noticed that there were a few elementals in different clans, such as goblins and trolls, who seemed to be more like me and who didn’t belong with their peers. We were suspicious of each other initially but, over time, we started to meet up a bit. This was not at all the elemental way, so we were considered strange in our community. 

			You must be wondering how our parents were taking this. Well, it depended. Some were trying to get a grip on us and drag us back into being ‘normal’ and others were letting us go our own way. It was the same with the Old Ones. Some were threatened by our unelemental-like behavior and saw us as a threat to their traditional way of life that had worked for thousands of years. Others, on the other hand, were feeling the new energies and were speaking up for us. Mind, I still saw meself as a leprechaun and wanted to be part of the community. So I didn’t push too far and tried to be accommodating. But gradually it became clear that I’d need to find me own path.

		


		
			Wandering the Road

			Ordinarily, the Da in a leprechaun family would train the boys and teach his secrets. Me brother was happy to go that way but I never could get adjusted to it. You see, already I felt the wind changing in the human realm and conflicts coming between the Protestants and the Irish, or maybe it’d be more true to say the British and the Irish, or even more true to say the rich and the poor. 

			Our Old Ones had foretold that this would signal the end to our traditional way of life and that we elementals would have to go through a big change; a diaspora is what they called it. It would be a time of great chaos when the old way would end and the new way would not have begun and we’d be losing a lot of our people and our traditions. Over the last hundred years, we’d already seen that there were fewer farmers who respected the old ways and the areas where the elementals lived. In Ireland, forests were being cut down and elves were having trouble finding places to live, although in the west we’d been lucky that we’d not had to deal with this. Still, the bards were telling us that, across the sea in Britain, it was even worse, except to the west and the north of that isle. Therefore, we knew times were changing. 

			I wanted to be part of the new and felt that to stay with the old would help neither elementals nor humans. I knew inside meself that elementals had to work with humans in a new way and that keeping to ourselves was not the answer. In the west where I lived, humans and elementals had a kind of mutual understanding and even respect but we rarely had any real interaction. Oh, sure, we’d met humans who had second sight and would talk to us, but humans were starting to lose their second sight. This happened because they were more interested in new-fangled things, like machines, than in talking to elementals and in loving the Earth. Both humans and elementals started to keep to their own and there was not as much food being left out for us, and our homes and land were being taken away. 

			The long and the short is that I was looking for a change. The Old Ones couldn’t help me as they were guardians of the old and Da was alright about me finding me own way. Not that happy about it, really, but he was alright. I was lucky to be born into the family I was and he had another son who would carry on his traditional trade. Elementals don’t go to school the way humans do. We learn from our parents and take an apprenticeship from an early age—at least in those days we did. Our traditions are passed down this way. 

			We elementals inherit the memory of all the generations and, in the olden days, your human bards had a long memory like us and could read what humans call the Akashic Records or Book of Life. All elementals can read it, if they want to, but most elementals don’t want to; they only want to keep the lineage of their own family alive and the trade that they do and pass along those secrets. This is the way we learn on the knees of our Ma and Da.

			Me, now, I was born on Achill but, when I didn’t pick up Da’s trade, I started wandering. I went to the south of Ireland, around the lakes, to find out what other elementals had to say about their land and what was happening to them. Gathering their stories, I heard that elves were under siege as their forests were being cut, forcing them into smaller areas. This led to elven kings having more wars between themselves where they were killing off their own. Humans were also killing off their own to make space for each of their own traditions. Learning this, I was not happy.

			I used to meet quite a few of the Old Ones when I traveled about and I especially liked to hear the elemental and human bards tellin’ their stories. Many a night I’d take a seat in a pub so I could listen to human bards tell tales about wars and famous people, like the kings and queens. Truth be told, I was also trying to gain a little warmth off the peat fire and even a bit of Guinness. When some local fella was drinking his pint, I’d down a little swig at the end. Elementals can take the essence—the goodness—out of food, and I was taking the goodness of the Guinness. However, I’ve got me ethics. So, if I had a nip o’ that fella’s beer, I’d be sure to knock over his glass so he wouldn’t be drinking what I’d just had the best of. 

			I became fond of sitting in pubs listening to yarns and got quite an education. I highly recommend it. By doing this, I started to get more interested in humans and realized that most of you are like us—people who are only striving to stay alive and do the best ye can for yer families. There’d be farmers talking about the failure of their crops, or too many children to feed and not enough food, and about the troubles. I mean the famines and problems with the potatoes.

			Now, if you are doing your numbers, you’ll know that I was born at the beginning of these hard times so you might be wondering how I’d be travelling around seeing all this as a young ‘un. I’m going to make it clear. Elementals can travel in space and time and are not glued to a time and place like humans. Hence I could travel back and be part of that time that was affecting so many folks. Also, the potato blight happened again in the 1870s—not as bad that time, mind you, but enough that I wanted to see it in the earlier 1840s. So back I went. Anyway, getting on with me story.

			You’d see field after field with the potato blight and whole families on the road with their cart and horse or just carrying their belongings on their backs. They were looking for work so they wouldn’t starve and this was a very sad time. Some of the rich people did help and gave work and food, especially at the beginning when they didn’t know how bad it was going to get. But as the blight passed to their fields, they became nervous about seeing strangers and sick folks, fearing they’d bring the problem with them. 

			This was a devastating time in Irish history and I wasn’t getting much food either. I was getting quite thin but we elementals can go a long time without eating. We’re not as dainty as humans. We can always get some nourishment from the sun, plants and even the air. So we weren’t in the same terrible shape as some of your people.

			Gradually, I met more elementals traveling. I discovered that I was not the only elemental on the road trying to figure out what the coming way would be. This was a little strange, as elementals, generally speaking, aren’t like that. We tend to be born in one place and stay in that place. Meanwhile, I noticed that many of the elementals I met were quite knowledgeable and we started to have conversations. This wasn’t normal either. Usually, leprechauns stick with leprechauns and elves stick with elves. But here I was having a conversation with an elf or a goblin or some field faerie and I started to make new friends.

			When I was still new to being alone, I remember one evening, as dusk was turning to dark, coming upon a campfire just off the road. Moving closer, but nonetheless keeping me wits about me and going silently, I saw a mixed group of elementals all sharing the warmth. The goblin saw me; they have the sharpest eyes and he motioned me over. “So, friend, come and join us.”
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