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To all my wonderful Irish friends, with love.

      

    


Praise for Amanda in Ireland: The Body in the Bog

Another amazing adventure with Amanda that captured me from the very first page with a beautiful setting, great characters, and a mystery to be solved! D.L. Finn
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Another gripping mystery featuring teenage sleuth Amanda set in the vibrant green landscape and key historical sites of Ireland, as she faces a family drama fraught with danger. Sally Cronin
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A truly engaging tale where Amanda’s inquisitive mind not only helps to unravel a murky mystery, but also takes us on an interesting journey through Irish history and mythology. Gloria McBreen
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Another richly layered book full of mystery and intrigue! I’m constantly amazed at how the author blends suspense with history in such an engaging way. Every twist and turn is a delight, and the historical elements always spark my curiosity. As someone who has visited Ireland, I loved the setting even more. Thank you for sharing with your readers, no matter what age, stories that entertain, inspire, and educate all at once. Cyndy Greeno

Praise for the Amanda Travels series
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The Amanda adventure series carries a spirit of connection, bringing curiosity, courage, and kindness to young readers in a way that gently expands their world. Rebecca Budd
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This combination of story and plot elements results in engaging stories which share a lot of information about different places in the world in a subtle and fun way. Robbie Cheadle
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Foster sprinkles in history so subtly that it doesn’t feel like a textbook read. Traveling with Amanda on her adventures is simply fun, and it’s always fascinating to learn about other cultures. Lauren Scott
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If you’re looking for adventure and history, the Amanda series is outstanding. Amanda is the modern-day Nancy Drew. A teacher
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The Amanda Travels Series
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Amanda in Arabia: The Perfume Flask
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Amanda in Spain: The Girl in the Painting
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Amanda in England: The Missing Novel
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. Amanda in Alberta: The Writing on the Stone

––––––––

[image: ]


Amanda on the Danube: The Sounds of Music
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Amanda in New Mexico: Ghosts in the Wind

––––––––

[image: ]


Amanda in Holland: Missing in Action
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Amanda in Malta: The Sleeping Lady
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Amanda in France: Fire in the Cathedral
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Amanda in Scotland: The Standing Stones
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An Irish Blessing
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Whenever I dream, it seems I dream

Of Erin's rolling hills.

Of all its lovely, shimmering lakes

And little babbling rills.

I hear a colleen's lilting laugh

Across a meadow fair,

And in my dreams, it almost seems

To me, that I am there.

O, Ireland! O, Ireland!

We're never far apart,

For you and all your beauty

Fill my mind and touch my heart 
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Wow! Now I know why it’s called the Emerald Isle.

Amanda Jane Ross scanned the blue Irish Sea and the vivid green patchwork of fields through the grey mist as the plane descended into Dublin Airport. She hadn’t planned to visit Ireland, but her cousin, Taylor, was getting married to an Irish girl, and they asked her to be a junior bridesmaid. She couldn’t say no to an opportunity like that. The wedding was going to be held in a castle!

Amanda couldn’t wait to meet Roisin, Taylor’s fiancée. He had explained to her on the phone that her name was pronounced “Row-sheen”. 

After collecting her luggage, she found her cousin waiting for her with a huge grin. “Welcome to Ireland,” said the raven-haired young woman beside him. She gave Amanda a warm hug. “I’m Roisin.”  

“Good to see you, AJ.” Taylor always called her that, short for Amanda Jane. He ruffled her hair.

She punched him on the shoulder. “Good to see you too, Digger.” 

Digger had been his nickname as a kid, because he dug holes everywhere on his dad’s farm in Alberta. Not surprisingly, he studied to become a geologist.

“We’ll all be staying at the castle for the wedding. But for now, you can bunk in with Roisin’s older sister, Shannon, and her family near Kilkenny.”

Spending a few days in a country she had only read about was just the thing Amanda loved to do. It seemed strange travelling without her bestie, Leah Anderson, though. 

After leaving the airport, Amanda enjoyed the drive through the countryside, past rolling green hills, fields dotted with black and white cows, and white-fenced paddocks. 

Taylor pointed to the left. “Over there are the stables where Roisin keeps her horse.”

“Do you own a horse?” Amanda’s eyes widened as she pushed up her glasses.

“Yes. But I don’t get much time to ride her anymore. Would you like to meet Aoife while you’re here?” Roisin opened her phone and showed Amanda a picture of a gorgeous white horse with a dark brown mane. 

“That would be awesome. I love horses. And she’s beautiful. How do you pronounce her name?”

Roisin grinned proudly. “Her name is pronounced Ee-fa. Almost like Eva with an f. And it means ‘beautiful’.”

They turned onto a lane with trees lining both sides. Their branches met in the middle, creating a leafy green canopy. 

“Be prepared to meet the Finnegans!” Taylor laughed as he pulled into a farm driveway.

Shannon and Sean Finnegan stood waiting outside their house with two young children jumping up and down.

“Are you Amanda?” asked a freckle-faced girl with gorgeous curly red hair. When Amanda nodded, the little girl hugged her waist. “I’m Erin and you can be my big sister while you stay here.”

The boy, a little older and shyer, mumbled, “I’m Oren,” and held out his hand for her to shake.

Amanda grinned. As an only child, she looked forward to staying in a house with small children. She already felt welcome.

Sean took Amanda’s suitcase and shouted, “OK, gang. Into the house. We don’t want to miss the game.”

Shannon smiled sweetly. “It’ll be grand having you stay with us, Amanda. Taylor’s told us all about you.”

Amanda blushed. Her cousin, ten years older than her, was like a big brother. They always got along well. She followed everyone into the house.

After cookies a cup of tea, Taylor and Roisin prepared to return to Dublin. “We’ll see you tomorrow, AJ. Have a good sleep and make sure the bog man doesn’t get you.” Taylor winked and got into his car. 

Amanda wanted to ask about the bog man, but Oren called her to come and watch the hurling on TV. 

Now, what is hurling?

She entered the TV room. Oren and his dad were shouting at the TV as two fast-moving teams, carrying long wooden sticks, attempted to hit a ball the size of a baseball. Sometimes a player would catch the ball, balance it on the broad flat end of the stick, and carry it to the H-shaped goal. 

“It looks a bit like lacrosse and a bit like hockey,” commented Amanda. “What is the stick called?”

“It’s called a hurley, and the ball is called a sliotar,” replied Sean without taking his eyes off the television. The ball flew between the goalposts and the room erupted in cheers. Amanda assumed it was their team that had scored. 

When the game was over, Sean took the time to explain the game to Amanda. “Hurling is a traditional Irish sport that is the oldest and fastest field game in the world. It dates back over three thousand years. To score a goal, a hurler must get the sliotar under the crossbar and past the goalkeeper. An extra point is awarded when the sliotar goes over the crossbar.”

“I want to be a professional hurler when I grow up.” Oren beamed.

Erin entered the room and grabbed Amanda’s hand. “Do you want to come and see the lambs?” 

“Of course,” replied Amanda. 

The little girl led her to a field where cream-coloured, woolly sheep grazed. 

“They are adorable.” Amanda reached through the wooden fence and patted the nearest one on its head. “Do you have other animals on your farm?”

“No, just sheep. My dad fixes horses’ feet, so there are always horses coming here, or he goes to see them on their farms.”

“That’s cool. He must be a farrier then.”

Erin nodded.

“How old are you?” asked Amanda.

“I’m six and my brother is nine. How old are you?”

“I’m twelve.”

“Do you go to school?”

“Of course. I’m in grade six.”

“Canada must be far away. We learned about it in class. Maybe you can come to school with me. I could bring you along for show-and-tell.”

“I’m not sure I’ll have time. I’m here for your aunty’s wedding, remember.”

“I know. I’m the flower girl!” Erin beamed.

The next morning Amanda woke up to bright sunshine. It took her a moment to realize where she was. She hurried downstairs and was greeted by Shannon.

“Did you sleep well?” She handed Amanda a cup of steaming tea. “Now, get that down you.” 

“Yes, thank you.” She took a sip.

A cell phone on the counter rang and Shannon answered it. “What? Oh no!” The colour drained from her face. “Don’t worry, she’ll be all right here. Let me know what happens.” She put the phone back on the kitchen counter. 

“That was Taylor. He can’t come to pick you up this morning for the bridesmaid dress fittings. It seems the bride has gone missing.”
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“What do you mean?” Amanda set down her cup.

Shannon swallowed. “Taylor dropped Roisin off at the stables last evening as she wanted to see Aoife once more before the wedding. He did some errands, and when he returned to pick her up, she wasn’t there. Her horse was gone too.”

“Maybe she went for a ride.”

“She didn’t have her gear on.” Shannon looked away and blinked back tears. She straightened up. “Taylor has called the Garda. I’m certain they will sort it out.”

Amanda’s scalp prickled and her stomach quivered. This can’t be good. 

When Sean returned to the house after doing his morning chores, Shannon explained everything to him. 

“What! This is terrible. I told her not to keep her horse there. I’m going over right now.”

“Now Sean, don’t you be giving out and doing something you’ll regret. We don’t have all the facts. Let the guards handle it.” She reached over and squeezed his arm.

“Yes, yes of course.” He nodded and patted her hand. “But I will go over to the stables and see what I can find out.”

“Can I come along?” asked Amanda.

“Sure, if you want.”

Sean was out the door and in the truck so fast, Amanda had to run to catch up. She jumped in and he drove off in a cloud of dust and stones.

[image: green shamrock(1)(1)]

They were greeted by a man and a woman after they pulled into the stable yard. “I’m right sorry about what’s happened, Sean. The guards should be here any minute,” said the short, stocky man. He looked over at Amanda. “And who do we have here?”
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