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   A short introduction concerning Fruupp, Annie Austere, Mud Flanagan and his search for the end of the rainbow.
 
    
 
   In the early 1970s I was working with Belfast band Fruupp and apart from numerous other tasks including, but not limited to, finding the weekly wages I wrote some of the lyrics for their songs and wrote the spoken word links that connected the songs on stage into a kind of show. It’s probably also important to note that swords, costumes, dry ice (loads of dry ice) and blood capsules were also involved. 
 
    
 
   For the third album I had the idea of reversing the process, that is to say writing the links first, in the form of a short story, and then the band’s song-writers, Vincent McCusker and Steve Houston, writing the songs to bring the story to (stage) life.
 
    
 
   I often wondered how the legend grew about a pot of gold being buried at the end of the rainbow and so I created a legend of my own to explain it and named it The Prince Of Heaven’s Eyes. From childhood I’d always seen a rainbow as being the top eyelid of the almighty. 
 
    
 
   It has to be said that Vince and Mr Houston came up with the musical goods and in trumps.  Fruupp as a band, Vince McCusker, Steve Houston, Peter Farrelly and Martin Foye, wrote their one and only song, The Prince of Heaven, about the show as opposed to being part of it, and so was released as a single and not on the album.
 
    
 
   The album was released (with the first 5000 albums containing a free booklet of my short story) and we took the show on the tour and that as they say was that. The following year Fruupp could be heard to mutter, “Houston we have a problem.” They were of course referring to their keyboard player and a year and an album later it was all over. 
 
    
 
   The Prince of Heaven’s eyes album was re-mastered and re-released a couple of years ago as a CD. I thought it might be a good idea, once that dust settled, or revisiting, tidying up the story and e-publishing it on Kindle so here we are…
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Thanks are due and offered to: The Pye Records team, Fruupp - the band and crew, Paul Fenn, Bob Gold, The Crawley gang, Eddie Levy, Graham Marsh (for the original art) and Walker Prints.  
 
                 


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter One – IT’S ALL UP NOW
 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Not so very far from the place now known as Youghal, Co. Cork, the hero of our tale was born and spent most of his early life.  His life, or should I say his entry into this life, was not greeted with a fanfare of trumpets, or even anything less suitably spectacular.  No, he enjoyed a humble birth on a starry winter night, the first, and last, son of two of the kindest and generous of the little people you could ever wish to meet, Finbar Flanagan and his wife, Mable.  After much debating and mind changing they finally decided to call their son Mud Flanagan.
 
    
 
   Now Mud grew up to be an honest young lad well trained in his father’s trade of shoe making. Indeed, at a very early age Mud’s gift as a shoemaker far surpassed his father’s and soon the business which his father had just managed to keep ticking over grew quite prosperous.
 
    
 
   Beyond the obvious reasons this pleased Mud because, for the first time in his life, he was able to see his mother and father take a well earned rest from the hardships of life.  Thus life was not a chore; it was a pleasure to work at what he did best and see the rewards of his work bring peace to the two people that had given him the gift of life.
 
    
 
   So, it was as a cobbler that he lived the first twenty years of his life.  Day after day, excepting Sunday’s, of course, he would go into his little workshop in the early hours, work diligently away until mid-day when he would take out his wine, bread and cheese and go for a walk into the quiet peaceful countryside and share his lunch with the birds.
 
    
 
   Mud’s first love was the countryside and the secrets of nature.  His lunch breaks were the joy of his day.  He would either walk through the beautiful green grass up and down the country or just still on his favourite chair shaped rock on the mountain side and look for as far as the eye could see and drink in the wondrous visions around and about him. Oh the joys of to see and not to touch; to feel and not to see; to hear and not to listen; to be king for a second from his feet to the horizon.  Sometimes he would lie back in the soft velvet grass allowing his eyes to roam the skies; the kingdom of the birds.
 
    
 
   How sweet it would be to be as free as the birds; to fly; to climb; to glide; to soar; to roam while feasting their eyes on the beauty below.  The pleasure they must enjoy from living their lives as they searched for just enough food to keep them alive and provide them with energy to travel the heavens seeing the earth in its true magnificence.
 
    
 
   On one such day, a week before his twenty-first birthday, Mud was lost travelling the heaven’s with the birds when he was brought quickly back to earth by the cries of his mother shaking him violently from his slumber, “Mud! Mud!” she wept, “Your father’s dead, your father’s dead, dead, dead, dead, dead………”
 
    
 
   Mud could feel himself floating quickly back into reality.   He opened his eyes only to see his mother shaking above him, blacking out the lovely blue sky with her shawls. The news was devastating particularly as it had been delivered in contrast to the peacefulness of the pleasures of nature against the anguish of death; the death of his father.
 
    
 
   A month later Mud and his mother had come to terms that, even though their minds weren’t, they were still physically living.  Time was passing without the one they loved. Mud thought the bitterness they felt in their hearts would not last forever, it couldn’t last forever.                                                                                                                              
 
   He couldn’t bear to see his mother so sad.    Never a smile on her face, never a word to say, day after day just sitting looking out the window, across the hills and dales, over the beautiful landscape.  No longer living, barely existing.
 
    
 
   Seven weeks, to the day, after his father’s death the rain had soaked the land for seven days and in the late afternoon Mud noticed that his mother’s eyes were sparkling, gazing in awe at a rainbow.  “He’s there,” she cried, rising out of her chair for the first time, “Your father’s waiting for me over there at the end of that rainbow.  He’s smiling, he’s happy, he wants me to join him, please don’t stop me.”
 
    
 
   With that she ran out of the door of their small cottage and ran down the field with her arms outstretched.  Mud followed her and then, as if heeding a voice from the skies she suddenly stopped and by the time Mud had caught up with her she fell into his arms.  Mud lowered her gently to the ground. By the time she was resting on mother earth she was dead.
 
    
 
   Mud couldn’t feel grieved.  His mother had died with a smile on her face.  She couldn’t live without the man she had loved all her life. But now she’s in the land of peace.  Perhaps she’s one of the birds of the air, thought Mud, as he carried her back to the cottage. Perhaps she is flying to the end of the rainbow to be with my father.  Then, as if running into a stone wall, something else hit Mud.  He was alone.
 
    
 
   Loneliness Mud wore like a cloak of dark blue.  He greeted it the way a sailor greets a storm, the way explorers greet the unknown.  Time turned his dear parents into a sweet memory.  It sealed his sadness to his past with the dawn of each new day.
 
    
 
   As Mud drew near to the twenty fourth year of his life he grew restless.  Nothing had changed drastically; it was just that … well you know, the only thing that separated the days was darkness.  Life today would be just as life tomorrow, which would be just like the day after.  No sorrows, no joys.
 
    
 
   Mud saw himself mirroring the end of his mother’s existence.   Days turned into weeks and on, and on, and on.  Money was still coming into his business, in fact, he had become quite rich with his dedication to his work.  But what good was it doing him. What, or who, was he actually living for?  Should he die, who would miss him.
 
    
 
   For many a long hour these thoughts ached his head.  Even his beautiful peaceful countryside no longer brought ease to his mind.  And so after many a troubled day and night Mud was walking home from work when his eyes were lit up by the magic of a rainbow. Seeing the seven magical colours paint a picture in the sky, Mud had a flash about what he could do with the rest of his life.
 
    
 
   He would gather together all his money, a few necessary possessions and set off to find the end of the rainbow in order that he may bury his fortune there.   Somewhere over the rainbow he would find happiness and would leave his wealth there to bring joy to others.
 
    
 
   His heart set on a goal Mud found new energy to start the days.  So after settling all his affairs and saying his farewells to a few friends Mud set out one bright sunny morning on the greatest adventure of his life; his search for the end of the rainbow, the home of peace and happiness.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
                                                                                                                                                                                                       
 
   Chapter Two - THE PRINCE OF THE NIGHT.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   It was Monday, not a bad day for travelling, thought Mud, and so, with all his worldly possessions under his arm he merrily trod off down the road. Spring made its presence felt by the fresh sharp air. The earth was soft beneath his feet. Mud took a large deep breath; it felt really good.  He decided that, perhaps after all, life was worth living and maybe this road upon which he now trod would take him through many an exciting adventure and bring him to meet many an interesting person.
 
    
 
   Suddenly the silence was broken by this large horse trotting up behind him.   The horse was glossy black and ridden by a young prince dressed head to toe in black.
 
    
 
   “Good morning young lad,” began the horsed youth, “Mount up with me and I’ll show you pleasures that you never knew existed.”
 
    
 
   Suddenly a sweat crept over Mud because he had heard stories about how the fairy people used to visit the earth in the day time, always dressed in black because the fairies could not stand the sun, and take humans to the underworld; here the fairies would make the humans drunk and keep them till after midnight.  If they could succeed in doing this then the fairies would have complete control over them and make the humans their servants.
 
    
 
   Mud quickened his step and kept his eyes to the road because he was also aware that if the Black Prince caught his stare, Mud would fall under his power.  The Black Prince kept on talking to Mud in a very sweet voice trying to persuade him and soon became impatient at Mud ignoring him.  So the Prince dug his spurs into the horse’s side and just as he was galloping past Mud he bent over to the side and swooped Mud off his feet.
 
    
 
   By the time Mud had recovered his senses he could feel the horse beginning to rise off the ground and, at the same time, he sensed that the trees and fields around him were getting bigger and bigger.   This was not the case. Mud and his unwelcomed partner were, in fact, getting smaller and smaller until they were small enough to pass through a hole in the trunk of an old oak tree. They now travelled down through the tree, out through the roots and into the fairies’ underworld.
 
    
 
   “Come! Don’t be shy,” yelled the host in a bassy devilish voice, just as Mud was recovering his senses and found himself at the fairies’ feast table.  “Eat, drink and be merry, like those around you,” the Prince paused and took a deep breath to bring as much drama as possible to the occasion, “I take offence to those who sit at my table and refuse to partake of my fine food.”
 
    
 
   Mud was in for it now, to be sure he was. He knew that if he wined and dined with the fairy people there was no way he would be able to escape from them before midnight.  On the other hand, if he refused to eat of the feast the Black Prince must surely take offence and banish him into a dog, or a goat, or a worm, or some other of the lesser animals for the rest of his life.
 
    
 
   The latter appeared to Mud to be the eviler of the two and so, slowly at first, Mud took of the meat, drank of the wine and, to his surprise, he found the meat to be the tastiest ever to have had the pleasure of entering his mouth.  The wine, oh the wine, the wine was so sweet that it made his taste buds rule his body.   More food, more wine, and more, and more.
 
   
Seconds turned to minutes and the minutes turned to hours as the hands of the great clock flashed around before Mud’s drowsy eyes. He could feel himself going under but he just couldn’t help it.  Bit by bit he was losing the power of his body and mind to the fairies.
 
    
 
   After the feast had finished, the entertainment began.  Fanfare of trumpets, blown on daffodils, and Mud watched transfixed as three beautiful young ladies danced.  As they danced, all in circles within circles they cast a spell of happiness on all the party. Once again Mud was aware of the change of character overcoming him; he was becoming very merry and was reaching a state of contentment he never believed existed.
 
    
 
   With a snap of the Black Prince’s fingers the dancing stopped. The Black Prince then rose to his feet gathering his cloaks about him and he strode backwards and forwards along the length of his table, the master table, the very same table at which Mud was also sitting.
 
    
 
   “And now, stranger from the land of light,” began the Black Prince again slowly picking his words to draw more effect from them, “In return for our hospitality you must give us of your words and entertain us, this grand company gathered before you, with a story. Pray tell us a tale of life, here or beyond. If your story be too short, or insincere you will remain a servant to us until eternity. If, on the other hand, your tale is of such content that it satisfies the company you will be returned from whence you came.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Three – The Legend that was Finn McCool.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Mud thought hard. Hard? Well, as hard as it was possible for him to think in his present state.  His worry was soon overcome by his high wine content, false confidence, as it were, so he rose out of his chair, clambered up onto the table, feeling giddy at his new altitude, and began to address the company. Mud decided on a story which had been told to him many times in his youth.
 
    
 
   “Come gather round, all that doubt,
 
   I won’t whisper, and I won’t shout.
 
   But with my words I will weave
 
   A picture for you all to believe.
 
   And when I complete this tale, so true.
 
   You can bet your life I’ll be leavin’ you.”
 
    
 
   That got then, thought Mud.  He once again cleared his throat, nearly falling off the table in the process, “Quite a few years ago now, way up in the northland there was this giant. Oh what a giant sure he must’ve been the biggest giant ever.   Anyway his name was Finn McCool and he was so big that he could walk the length of Ireland in four or five steps, depending on whether he was drunk or sober.”
 
    
 
   “One fine day, Finn was out for a walk, over by the coast of Ulster, I believe it was on the Antrim coast, when he spied this fair damsel of a giant called Dorothy Dean.   Dorothy captured the imagination of Finn’s heart and he immediately fell for her, trouble was she was on the next land mass (later to become England) and he was on the Irish coast. In the twixt they nere would meet as neither could swim.
 
    
 
   “So, a very sad Finn went up the Antrim coast and sat down on the northeast shore with his feet in the water and began to cry. Slowly at first then more violently, so violently in fact that he shook the whole of Ireland and his falling tears, being so strong in weight and content, began to cut crazy patterns in the rocks beneath Finn.  These crazy patterns can be witnessed to this day, they are popularly known as ‘The Giant’s Causeway’.
 
    
 
   “Noticing what his tears were doing to the rocks amused Finn somewhat and he cheered up a bit and stopped sitting on the rocks feeling sorry for himself.  He started to scheme as to how he could cross the band of water that kept him from his own true love. By the way I should tell you’re here that Dorothy had been informed of Finn’s love by the seagulls, who’d reported back Dorothy’s equally strong attraction to Finn.
 
    
 
   “And then it dawned on him. Finn had an idea which would solve his problems.  He quickly headed inland to the soft country around Ballyroan.  There he lifted a handful of soil out of the earth and returned once more to the Antrim coast where he flung the handful of earth out over the sea.  The earth sod landed about halfway between the two land masses; Finn now took a few steps back, took a rush up the coast leapt out over the sea one foot landing on the sod he had just thrown out and with his next hop he was standing right next to Dorothy.
 
    
 
   “Finn and Dorthy were soon wed and lived happily ever after.   The piece of earth Finn had thrown out to sea became known as The Isle of the Man called Finn, later to be shortened to ‘The Isle of Man’.  The hole in the earth at Ballyroan soon filled up with water and became known as ‘Lough Neagh’.”
 
    
 
   With that Mud ended his tale and the reverent silence with which everyone had observed while listening to Mud soon broke as the fairies stood up and cheered and clapped and danced.   Mud joined them once again in the merry making and started dancing with one of the three dancers who had previously entertained.
 
    
 
   Suddenly and sharply Mud came to his senses and realised he was dancing in the moonlight around the bushes with an imaginary partner.  So it had all been a dream. Or, had it; in the distance he could hear the church bells chime midnight, so perhaps the Black Prince had kept his promise after all… perhaps…
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Four - THE VALLEY OF THE MUDGEMEN
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Mud, now as the minutes quickly sped past, became less and less related to his life, as he had once lived it.  Cares of today had passed, could it be that he had started to live, could it be that when one became tied to seeking success and fortune, one thought more of tomorrow than of today and then later in life to wish for what was, but will never again be? Could it be, Mud pondered a bit on his thoughts and then decided that it wasn’t even worth thinking about and began to search out some shelter for the night.  Happy as he might be, happiness couldn’t shield him from the cold.
 
    
 
   He had now travelled outside the limits of his geographical knowledge.  True he had heard of other lands, of other kinds of people that did weird and wonderful things. But previous to this adventure, twenty miles either side of his home had been the limit of his travel or expedition into the unknown, as it were.  The sea, he was told, was a large pond where all the waters lay waiting to be called as rain to wet the land and quench the thirst of the men and women therein.   The north of his own country was as far fetched to him as England, or even, or that matter, the moon was.
 
    
 
   Talking about the moon, Mud sure felt happy and safe that there was one at that moment in time and that it was lighting the path he now carefully trod.  About two o’clock the same morning he had just crowned a hill when to his left, and his surprised, he noticed a jaunting car slowly making its way along.  The jaunting car’s driver was quite ‘merry’ and was singing away to himself as he trod along.
 
    
 
   The driver offered Mud a lift, which Mud gratefully accepted and as they made their way along Mud explained his situation and was more than relived when the driver, whose name turned out to be Seamus Sweetly, offered to put Mud up for the night at this village.
 
    
 
   It took them about half an hour to wind their way down into this valley and just on the outside of the village they were stopped by two rather small strange looking characters.  When Seamus dismounted to talk to them Mud noticed that Seamus was of the same small stature.  The village was set out symmetrically with one very large hut in the centre surrounded in concentric circles of smaller huts and then on the outer limit there was a large spiked fence.
 
    
 
   After a few minutes Seamus led the jaunting car and horse into the village and left Mud at a visitors hut.
 
    
 
   Mud woke as the sunlight melted through the holes in the wall and painted crazy patterns on his face.  The air smelt very fresh and Mud’s eyes, when they had become accustomed to the morning light, began to wander around the walls of the hut.  It was all very colourful with blankets dyed with the colours of various roots and flowers, covering the walls excepting the one housing the door.
 
    
 
   Mud was just gathering his senses when a young lady entered the hut.  She was of the same stature of the three men Mud had seen on the previous night.
 
    
 
   “Good morning stranger,” she said. She spoke very quietly and with slow pronounced diction.   She continued, “My name is Annie Austere and I have been asked to look after you while you remain with us.”
 
    
 
   “I’m known as Mud Flanigan.”  Mud felt awkward, he didn’t know whether to bow, or smile, or shake hands, or what.  Annie smiled at his hesitation and extended her hand.  A bond of friendship was sealed by a gentle shaking of the hands.
 
    
 
   “If you would like to wash, by the river,” she began pointing out of the door and over to the north side of the village, “I’ll have some food ready for you when you return.”
 
    
 
   Mud swam about the river for a time, it was cold, but, at the same time, very refreshing and relaxing all his body. He dried himself and, without thinking, reached to his bag to fetch a clean shirt; a very colourful one and one which he usually wore only on Sundays with his best boots and trousers. Mud realised why he had made the gesture and became quite annoyed with himself.
 
    
 
   Over breakfast Mud hoped Miss Austere wouldn’t notice his shirt.  But he was safe, or so he assumed because she just sat there contently watching him eating her food, happy that he was enjoying it so much.  Mud observed she wasn’t eating and so invited her to join in.
 
    
 
   “No thank you,” she replied, “I seldom eat.”
 
    
 
   Mud thought from the slimness of her figure that this was statement was, in fact, not far from the truth.
 
    
 
   They sat, Mud eating, Annie staring. 
 
    
 
   Mud was beginning to become hypnotised by her beauty.  Her face was snow white and looked as though it would feel very soft. Her hair was jet black, very long and parted in the middle so that it hung down each side of her thin and sharp featured faced.
 
    
 
   Mud felt awkward in her company. He had never been in a young girl’s company for so long in his life before.  He had once followed his cousin, Maureen, out into her back garden and sneaked a quick kiss under the apple tree.  He was only thirteen at the time and Maureen had ran into the house screaming. Mud’s efforts in love making was rewarded with a good hiding and put off to bed early without any supper.
 
    
 
   Yes, that was the closest he’d ever been to a young lady before.  But now, here he was with a beautiful young lady who seemed as preoccupied with him as he was with her.
 
    
 
   The couple spent the rest of the day together; the bond becoming stronger and stronger as the day wore one.   Mud told her all about his parents and even showed her his grandfather’s ‘magical’ eye piece with which Mud showed Annie a few tricks. He explained all about his search for the end of the rainbow and his want for to bury his fortune there.
 
    
 
   As they walked through the forest Annie explained to Mud that he stumbled upon a tribe known as Mudgemen and they were true Irish country folk who were very quiet and very friendly and had always lived by the land. That was until recently. In the last few months they had been on the receiving end of a lot of trouble and bother from the lord of a nearby manor. This lord, known as Lord Lightlead, would, with all his men, keep coming over burning down huts and stealing crops and young ladies.  Annie explained that had been the reason why they had pooled all their strength into one village.
 
    
 
   “Why don’t you battle with the lord and settle it once and all,” inquired Mud, breaking a stick from the hedge and going into battle with an army of nettles whipping them all out in three victorious strokes bowing his victory to the princess who in return, for his valour, gave him her lace handkerchief.
 
    
 
   “Well,” began Annie at the close of the drama, “The people of Mudgemen Valley are not men of war; they are men of the earth. Their conquests are not battle fields full of dead bodies.” She paused and her fingers spun an arc over the shred nettles.  “Their conquests are a good harvest, a good litter, rain to wash the land in answer to their prayers, honest children and a loyal wife. Their needs are simple ones and as such they take a lot of pleasure from life.”
 
    
 
   “That may well be so and ’tis a good way to lead ones life. But peace, and easy life, loving, people can’t just stand around and let evil men destroy their land,” replied Mud, slightly taken aback with his own emotional involvement in the affair. 
 
    
 
   Annie had now taken hold of his hand.
 
    
 
   As they walked on dusk fell and they could feel a soft mizzle moisten their faces. The rain became heavier and the couple made their way back to the village, Mud placing his jacket on Ann’s shoulders and as he did so an intimate smile lit up their faces. It was one of those ever so rare moments in life when words are not needed to communicate feelings. The village was haloed with a red sky from the fires on their return and they ate a hearty meal with the rest of the villagers in the larger central hut.                                                                                                                              
 
   Later that night, when the rain had lifted they all sat around the village fire singing songs of their fathers.  It was strange hearing some of the tales told in songs.  Maybe, about a hundred or so years ago, they had started out as being true stories or reflections of life and the only way to record the events was to make them into songs which fathers would sing to their children who would in turn sing them to their children and so on. Every so often a verse would be added or changed to make the songs more interesting or dramatic and it now had reached the point where the songs were just so far removed from the originals that they just weren’t true; just weren’t true at all.
 
    
 
   As the night grew on the Mudgemen gradually made their way back to their various places of abode and Annie walked Mud back to his guest hut.   Both lost completely for words, Mud pecked her on the cheek and they parted for the night.  Before falling asleep Mud reflected on the events of the day. He couldn’t understand exactly what he felt about Annie and he still was trying to when he fell into a deep sleep.
 
    
 
   Mud was sharply awoken by the noise of Lord Lightlead and his men plundering and stealing around the village. By the time Mud had gathered his senses he could see a few huts had been torn down, cows slaughtered where they stood, chickens stolen from their pens and children grasped from their mother’s arms to be taken away and trained as servants in Lightlead’s castle.
 
    
 
   The men of Mudgemen Valley whom offered any resistance to the plundering, and there were a few that did, were either beaten into the ground on the spot or taken away to be whipped as an example to other would-be revolutionaries.  Lord Lightlead was careful to ensure his men committed no actual killings because that would give the King of the land the right to banish Lord Lightlead.
 
    
 
   Lord Lightlead stopped dead in his tracks when he spied Mud Flanigan.   He just didn’t fit in.  He was like a hen at a roosters party. His clothes were ‘funny’ to the Lord, and he was much taller than anyone else around. Lord Lightlead cantered over in front of Mud and dismounted.
 
    
 
   “From whence came you,” snarled Lord Lightlead in a deep English voice.  Mud now realised what Annie had meant when she said that Lightlead spoke with a foreign tongue.  Before Mud had a chance to draw his senses together and make an attempt at answering Annie Austere ran between them and proclaimed,
 
    
 
   “Be careful my Lord, for you stand before not another from Mudgemen Valley, but a magician from the skies. His name is Mud and he is visiting our land in search of the rainbow end so he may leave his magical secrets and fortune there and return to the skies.”
 
    
 
   Mud was as shocked by this statement as the Lord was.  Lightlead, now rather unsure of himself, tried to stress his superiority mainly because he had noticed that all his men had stopped their plundering and fighting and had gathered around this amazing being, gazing in awe at him. At last Lightlead spoke, breaking the silence, “What proof can ye offer to justify these words.”
 
    
 
   Mud was, needless to say, once again lost for words and as he was deciding how to answer the Lord, Annie again came to his rescue, “It is useless for him to speak to you because he speaks with a tongue of the skies and so you couldn’t understand him. But he can give you a sign.   He can command the strength of the sun without flint, stone or fat.” Annie began, her mind racing on as she recalled the feat Mud had performed on the previous day.
 
                                                                                                                                                                                                       
 
   “This I can’t believe,” snarled Lightlead, “Tis impossible to create fire from nothing. Wait till the skies are warmed by the sun and he will show you,” returned Annie.
 
    
 
   Mud thought that it was about time that he got in on the act so he muttered, “Wycan zebro nikeye Iam ba drambie.”
 
    
 
   The Lord and his men stepped back in fear.  Annie, trying very hard to keep a straight face ‘interrupted,’ “Mud wants to return to his hut so that he may prepare for ‘The Feast of the Fire’.
 
    
 
   At midday, when the sun ruled the heaves from the highest point they all assembled outside the central hut. The Mudgemen sat in a semi-circle, with the Lord’s men completing the circle around Annie, Lightlead and Mud who were squatting in the centre.
 
    
 
   Mud, in his retreat to the hut and with Annie’s assistance had dressed the part, wearing all the colourful decorations he could find.  Annie had painted his face to make him look very mystical, complete with crazy patterned cloak and white top hat.
 
    
 
   Mud very slowly and with great deliberation removed his granddad’s reading glass and placed it between his forefinger and thumb and raised it high in the air above his head focusing the rays of heat into a small pile of very dry straw and twigs placed on the ground before them.  After a few minutes smoke began to rise slowly from the pile and as it did Lightlead’s eyes became transfixed to the pile.  Indeed the entire company stood in stare as Mud called up to the heaven, “Las Zairn Getio.”
 
    
 
   “Las Zairn Gatio,” he repeated and just then the pile of tinder broke into flame.  Not before time, thought Mud; he was beginning to think that his granddad’s eye piece was going to fail him for the very first time.
 
    
 
   But there it was, before all their eyes. He had called the Sun and the Sun had produced fire for him. Mud now had another idea. He pointed his free forefinger to the fire. This kept everyone’s eyes magnetized to it. Out of the corner of his eyes Mud looked at Lightlead and now focused the rays of heat onto a frayed end of his jacket and slowly, but surely, smoke began to rise, and then gentle flames grew out of the jacket.  Lightlead’s eyes were still transfixed to the original fire and before had noticed t he flames on his own person they had grown into quite a blaze.
 
    
 
   Up he jumped and ran away screaming in search of the river followed closely by his men all running for the hills for their lives.
 
    
 
   “Mi zal blink wal fay dedoom,” screamed Mud at the top of his voice after them.
 
    
 
   Annie quickly translated, “Harm these poor people again and I’ll burn you all to ash.”
 
    
 
   All the people of Mudgemen Valley burst into laughter when they saw the Lord jump into the river and frantically splash about trying to quench the fire.
 
    
 
   
  
 

Love; but a word seldom to speak, often to show
 
    
 
   When the fuss had died down and everyone started to repair the damage that had been caused earlier that morning Annie and Mud were alone once more.
 
                                                                                                     
 
   They both were aware of the other’s thoughts.  Mud took her hand and they headed off into the fields.   The sun was still high and what better backing for a couple in love than the countryside in the spring time.   They ran and shouted and danced.  They ran in and out of the sheep in one field, made faces, from a distance of course, at a bull in the next and raced on cows in the next. On and on continued their frolics as a direct result of their energy and the happiness. Mud hadn’t known that such elation could exist on this planet, although he’d often dreamed of it.
 
    
 
   Then came THE KISS.
 
    
 
   How can you describe the first kiss of two people in love; a heard of elephants crashing? Perhaps even the heavens falling to the earth? No, this was none such thing. This was simple perfection; true beauty captured forever in a moment; a gentle but passionate touch of lips to seal a feeling for a lifetime. No words could reach such heights of ecstasy.
 
    
 
   Another two had failed prey to the greatest game of mankind: love.
 
    
 
   Two days ago reflected Mud… oh bother to two days ago and the life it bore, forget it, it’s all now, now, now he mustn’t lose one second of it.
 
    
 
   “Annie,” began Mud after they had walked in silence for a few minutes.
 
    
 
   “Yes Mud?”
 
    
 
   “You know that tomorrow morning I must be on my way.”
 
    
 
   “Yes” returned Annie again, this time a lot quieter.
 
    
 
   “And I want you to come with me ‘cause I can’t see life existing without you, soppy that may seem but I’ve never been a great one with words and I can’t find any other way to put it.”
 
    
 
   Mud, now very unsure of his words, spoke very cautiously.
 
    
 
   Annie let silence reign for a few moments before making her reply, “Mud, dear, I can’t leave with you tomorrow. The time is not right for us to be together. We both have things to do before we can commit out lives to each other. You have a want in your mind to find the end of the rainbow. If you settle with me now at this moment in time then that one longing of yours will always come between our happiness.
 
    
 
   “You must complete your search for the end of the rainbow and then, and only then, return to me. Our hearts are now as one so until we can be as one, what will be will be.”
 
    
 
   “But why can’t you come with me in search of the end of the rainbow,” Mud whispered being somewhat taken aback by the mode of the conversation.
 
    
 
   “Because, as I say, I have also got things I have to do. I must stay here and help my parents get back on their feet again. Now enough of this; let us not spoil these last few hours together. Just always remember we are each other’s and neither man nor God can change that.”
 
    
 
   Agreement prevailed and there was much merry making in the village that night with Mud the guest of honour and the people of Mudgemen Valley presented him with a jaunting car and a beautiful white pony to draw it. This was the villagers reward to Mud for bringing Lord Lightlead to a hot end.
 
    
 
   At dawn next morning Mud said his farewells to Annie and rode off down the road in his jaunting car and pony, which Annie had christened Whitey. He could feel tears starting to fill his eyes as he sensed Annie distance.                                                                                                                                                                        
 
   He would return and they would be together, no doubt, no need to cry, no need to shout. No for as Annie had said, “What will be will be.”
 
   
 
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Five - THE LAKE OF THE MIRRORS
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   A couple of miles later Mud managed to temporarily put Annie out of his mind.  He climbed down from the jaunting car and led Whitey for a few miles. Mud slowed way, way down. Now his life pace, reactions and thoughts were all at quarter speed.
 
    
 
   The beauty of the countryside left him breathless. As far as the eyes could see, a million different shades of the national colour, green. On and on there were hills, dales and streams of fresh clear water reflecting the innocence of the clear blue sky. Peace, perfect peace.
 
    
 
   If everyone could witness such beauty, thought Mud, perhaps they would enjoy much fuller lives.   But then again, on reflection he realised, as people differ so they take and require a multitude of different things from life.  Shortly after mid day Mud spied this beautiful little dale just outside Killaloe. He stopped the car and led it off the path over the field.
 
    
 
   To the left was a small hill with a stone wall following the line of the ridge. On around was a cluster of beech trees and then to the right a line of sight to where the eyes could see the green of the fields and the blue of the sky melt together. In the foreground was a small lake which was obviously fed by one of the tributaries of the grand River Shannon.
 
    
 
   Mud unharnessed Whitey, gave her water and tied her to a bush allowing her to graze the afternoon away.   The jaunting car he left about six feet away from the edge of the lake and used it as shelter from the sun.   So he sat down to eat sharing his bread with the hungry birds.
 
    
 
   Having contented himself on food Mud bathed himself and then went down to the beech trees and lay down under one of them for a quick nap.  He woke late afternoon just as dusk fell feeling quite annoyed with himself that he had just wasted the best part of the day in slumber.
 
    
 
   Mud went lazily over to the lake to wash the sleep from his eyes.  With dusk serenity had fallen over the land. Mud bent down to his knees to bathe his eyes in the water.
 
    
 
   As he bent over to cup the water with his hands he could have sworn that his reflection winked at him.  This spooked Mud quite a bit but he put it down to the fact that he was still drowsy from sleep.  He quickly bathed his eyes and then, when the ripples had settled he bent over to gaze at his reflection again.
 
    
 
   Once again, his reflection winked at Mud and this time as he was recovering from the shock a reflection of his hand and arm came up out of the water and pulled Mud into the lake.  Mud could feel himself being drawn down through the water by his reflection. It was unbelievable, the likeness of his ‘double’. It was identical right down to Mud’s granddad’s eyes piece and his eye-catching waistcoat.
 
    
 
   Mud was having trouble catching his breath as he was drawn down to the bottom of the lake. His ‘double’ notice that Mud was having trouble and once again gave him a devilish wink and pointed up ahead. Then Mud saw the gates. They were gigantic and snow white. Large gates under a lake, surely he must still be dreaming? The lake seemed to take up ten times the area it appeared to cover on ground level.  The captor made a sign of seven and the gates opened for him.
 
    
 
   As they opened Mud could see that the inside was waterless and so, naturally enough, when the gates opened the water rushed in to fill the void, but only for a distance of six feet ‘cause then it stopped on a glass wall, or a wall that appeared to be made of glass.
 
    
 
   Just then the gates shut behind them and Mud was pulled up to the top of the gate level and there, much to his relief, I hasten to add, he found an air pocket,. There was even a platform and as Mud crawled on board he saw the water level of the cylinder he had just climbed out of drop as the water was pumped back out into the lake. Mud was led through a hatch and down steps into the closed dome.  Mud passed out from sheer exhaustion on the sheer white base of the dome. The base was made of a substance not in Mud’s range of knowledge.
 
    
 
   When Mud came to he found himself in a strange snow white hut in this ‘village’ beneath the water.  He reflected for a short time.  He was still convinced that he must be dreaming. He pinched himself, kicked himself, threw a bucket of water over himself, pulled his hair, ears, and nose, all in van in an attempt to wake himself up.
 
    
 
   In his attempts to wake himself up he had failed to notice that two people were rolling about in a fit of laughter at his antics. Mud recognised one of them as being his ‘double’, the very same evil little man that had pulled him into the lake.
 
    
 
   The other looked slightly inhuman and was dressed all in white. 
 
    
 
   “What am I doing here?” Mud felt quite pathetic at his predictable opening statement. 
 
    
 
   His ‘double’ answered. “Welcome to ‘The Lake of the Mirrors’ .”
 
    
 
   “The Lake of the Mirrors?” questioned Mud.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” replied his ‘double’, “Come over here, sit down and eat and drink with us and I’ll explain.”
 
    
 
   So Mud meekly followed the two over to the other corner of the room and sat on a cushioned floor situated around a very low table.
 
    
 
   “Perhaps we should introduce ourselves,” began the third in a very low unnatural voice. There was no feeling in his voice and Mud thought he sounded like someone that was speaking in a voice that wasn’t his own. “This,” he continued pointing to Mud’s ‘double’, “Is Dum Naginalf and I am known as Evif; you we know are Mud Flanigan. That’s not all we know about you, in fact being perfectly honest, we probably know more about you than you do about yourself.”
 
    
 
   “That’s neither here nor there,” interrupted Dum, “as you probably have noticed I look exactly like you, or, if you like, you look exactly like me, depending on through whose eyes you are looking.”
 
    
 
   “True,” replied Mud, “But why have you gone to all this trouble to bring me here to the lake to ‘The Lake of the Mirrors’?”
 
    
 
   “Well look, it’s a long tale so I had better start at the beginning. You see, Mud, we are just one of the many sets of ‘doubles’ in the universe. Every person on earth, or my planet, has an exact double. These identical doubles are doing and thinking exactly the same things at the same time, on another planet, or, on what you people on earth call, stars.
 
    
 
   “Take you and me for instance; we have led a mirror life for the last twenty four years, shared the same emotions, feelings, doubts, fears, joys and sadness. Do you remember lying under the trees near your home on cold winter nights gazing up into the stars and wondering was there any life up there? Remember when your mother died and you decided to start out on your fantastic journey to find the end of the rainbow, and thought that you were all alone? I did too, but we weren’t alone, we were together.
 
    
 
   “Now in ‘The Lake of the Mirrors,’ which is the link place between our two planets, time is standing still for the two of us to meet.”
 
    
 
   “It’s so fantastic… all those things you say… I can’t believe them… you mean all those things I was thinking the same… you had the same thoughts? I can’t believe it. I can’t…..believe it,” doubted Mud in such a hesitant way that recognised the fact to be true. “But why should we actually come together and how at this moment are our thoughts different?” enquired Mud.
 
    
 
   “Your thoughts differ because, relevant to your own lifetimes, these moments don’t exist,” replied Evif. “This, ‘Lake of the Mirrors’ is a bridge point between your two planets and your two lives and it is here that special couples, or, as we prefer to call you ‘twins’, special twins who, because of their unusual life styles are destined to meet so that you may share a secret with each other.  That is where I come in.”
 
    
 
   “But why are you here?” enquired Mud.
 
    
 
   “On that point there is not too much that I can say, but suffice to state that a long time ago I met my ‘ twin’ here to learn a secret. Perhaps, sometimes in the future, you two will replace me in the ‘Lake of the Mirrors’ answered Evif.
 
    
 
   He continued, “Before your secret is unfolded to you we will make a short journey around the village in order that we may quench some of your queries.” 
 
    
 
   At this point Evif rose to his feet and, leading the way, they left the room. Mud felt quite strange, it was neither hot nor cold and everything was in a snow white finish. Outside there was egg cup type chairs sitting on the ground. Evif motioned to them to sit one in each and when all three were seated the chairs began to move off in single file. First Evif, then Mud, then Dum.
 
    
 
   “This,” Evif began, pointing to a large white building, “Is the childhood section.” The chairs came to a halt and the party rose from them and entered the building. Mud now felt sure he was dreaming, he just couldn’t believe it or even comprehend it all.  Facing one large wall were a team of Evif’s colleagues and on the wall were scores of moving pictures which the men in white were studying very closely, jotting down notes as time passed.
 
    
 
   The pictures were split in two and in each set Mud and Dum could see other ‘twins’ all doing exactly the same things at the same time. The only difference was the backgrounds.
 
    
 
   Evif led them out of the building and pointed to the other three in the block. “House No. 2 for the “Teenage Stage” and No. 3 for the “Manhood Stage” and No. 4 for “Dying Stages” for reasons I can’t disclose we can’t visit any of those…”
 
    
 
   Once more they sat in the ‘egg seats’ and this time the trio moved to the tallest building in the dome, so tall in fact that it reached right up to the top of the centre of the dome. Evif informed them that they were now going to a room right at the very top of this building. Mud was expecting a long hard climb up a ladder or other such and was rather bewildered when Evif took them into a little room at the foot of the building, closed the door, pressed a button on the wall and then all of a sudden Mud had a weird feeling in his tummy.  A few seconds later, when Evif opened the door, Mud realised that they were actually at the top of the building.
 
    
 
   On leaving the “travelling room” they followed Evif along a narrow corridor and into a room marked “Controller.” Evif made a slight bow, “This is Mud, from earth, and, Dum from Saturn,” Evif said by way of introduction as he pointed to each in turn, “This,” he said addressing Mud and Dum and gesturing to the little man sitting behind the desk in the room, “Is Owt, he will look after you until you leave.” 
 
    
 
   With that Evif bowed once again and disappeared.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Six - THE SEVENTH SECRET
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “Now” began Owt, “You have been prepared mentally for the final stage of your journey.” He rushed through his words a lot more than Evif had done.
 
    
 
   “The secret we give, the lesson you learn, at your own expense, is that ALL LIFE IS PRECIOUS, especially our own.”
 
    
 
   With that he disappeared into the floor. A few seconds later the roof slid open and the water of the lake gushed into the room and Mud and Dum were separated in their fight for survival. Mud swam and swam. His seconds felt like hours, the glass dome of the village appeared as a bubble on the floor of the lake, a little snow white bubble far beneath him.
 
    
 
   His lungs ached for the air he longed to breathe, his strength of mind and body was being sapped from him, he could see in the distance, just about, Whitey his pony. He swam frantically in that direction. His arms and legs becoming like tons of lead trying to pull him back as he pulled and pushed his way through the water. Mud could hold his breath no longer; he gasped and swallowed a pint of water. He then started to panic and splashed and bopped about in no fixed direction.
 
    
 
   He thought, that’s it, he’s lost his cool; he’d no chance of getting out. He swam slower and slower… another mouthful of water… he was going… going… 
 
    
 
   No!
 
    
 
   He wouldn’t give in… he wasn’t going to let it end there. He fought to catch his second breath and aimed once more for the pony. He felt himself catching the reins which were now dangling in the water. Slowly, but surely he pulled himself out of the water. His head and shoulders were clear, a little bit more and he’d be safe. Mud then passed out.
 
    
 
   The pony was licking his face when Mud came round. His legs and feet were freezing, he crawled over to the jaunting car peeled off his clothes, put a blanket around himself and lit a fire to warm himself up and to dry his clothes.
 
    
 
   A few hours later, completely dried out Mud felt a lot better. The sun was going down and made a red halo on the horizon.
 
    
 
   Surely it was a halo to protect the beauty of the land Mud thought.
 
    
 
   Today, even more so than yesterday, it was good to be alive.
 
    
 
   To be sure it was.
 
                 
 
   


 
   
  
 



                                                                                                                                                                                      
 
    
 
   Chapter Seven -              THE BEAUTY OF GALWAY BAY
 
 
    
 
    
 
   Mud woke early next morning to the joyous sound of the dawn chorus. The freshness in the air reminded him of the first morning he’d set off on his fantastic journey. Once again he shared his food with the hungry birds and then he harnessed Whitey and set off once more into the early morning.
 
    
 
   By late afternoon he knew he was nearing the coast because he could see and hear the seagulls above him as he merrily jaunted along in his car with not a care in the world. And then, high upon a hill on the coast near Galway, he saw it, the most beautiful bay in the world. His father had often told him tales of this bay when he was young and they were all sitting around the fire on Sunday afternoons after the dinner. Sunday used to be the BEST family day, Mud reflected. There was nothing better to do on a Sunday than to be together.
 
    
 
   The knowledge Mud had gained from those Sunday afternoons would surely serve him well throughout his lifetime. Perhaps THEY were the laws of living, all the things he needed to know. Yes there were certainly strange things that he didn’t need to know; like how the Eskimos made an igloo curve in at the top so as it met in a circle in the centre of the roof.  Strange people were the Eskimos Mud thought.
 
    
 
   Rain started to fall. It broke Mud’s train of thought. He pulled the hood of the car out and still kept gazing in awe of the bay. He thought of Annie. He hadn’t seen her now for only a matter of days but it seemed like a lifetime. Those hours he had spent with her were now precious memories.
 
    
 
   He thought of Dum, and wondered had he too managed to save himself from drowning? Mud concluded that what was for one was for the other so Dum must have also survived.
 
    
 
   The rain ceased. There, now before his eyes, was a breathless sight of the green of the land, the blue of the bay under one of the most magnificent rainbows he had ever seen in his life. 
 
    
 
   It was truly a magnificent sight.
 
    
 
   “The end of the Rainbow isn’t far away,” Mud sang out to Whitey who seemed to nod his head in agreement.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Eight - THE LEGEND OF THE RAINBOW
 
 
    
 
    
 
   And so the magical little figure of Mud became a common sight as he made his way across Ireland. Stopping briefly in all the villages, telling his generous hosts stories of his travels and once again all about his search for the end of the Rainbow so as he may bury his pot gold there.
 
    
 
   During the time he spent with those who showed him kindness he brought warmth into the lives of many. Of course there were a few that tried to swindle him out of his gold and he had, in fact, many a close shave but, the stars were with him and each morning he would set off one day nearer his destination. Each day would take him a day further into his new exciting and adventure packed life; a life that only a few months ago hadn’t seemed worth living. How wrong he had been and how glad he’s been able to prove himself wrong.
 
    
 
   On one such fine and beautiful morning Mud woke to find the Rainbow end actually shining on his bed. There it was large as life.
 
    
 
   He walked around it, through it and danced around it for hours doing what was later to become known as “The Dance of the Rainbow.” 
 
    
 
   Mud then took out his gold, put it in a pot and there, at the foot of the Rainbow, miles from nowhere, he buried his pot of gold.
 
    
 
   The search for the rainbow end was over. He mounted his jaunting car and set off back down the country road leaving behind him the legend of how there was a pot of gold buried at the end of the rainbow. He was off to find Annie and start his life with her.
 
    
 
   Since then many a man, woman and child have set off to find the end of the Rainbow and Mud’s gold. None have ever found it but at least we’re all glad that Mud left the path for us to start the search on.
 
    
 
    
 
   WISH UPON A RAINBOW AND ALL YOUR DREAMS WILL COME TRUE
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The End of The Beginning.
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