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Yearning to escape his mind-numbing
desk job, Sean books his first vacation in
years - a dream trip to Ireland to connect
with his roots.
Ireland beckons your imagination, said
the brochure. At the end of his first day
in Ireland, Sean finds that his imagination
isn’t ready for the morgue after all.
But now he’s not sure where the line
between reality and imagination is — or
even if there is one, as he stumbles into
the world across the ridgeline and into
the Kingdom of Ytinu.
Across the Ridgeline is a story of
personal transformation, leadership, and
tolerance, as King Ailill and Queen Aislinn
work with a disparate population of
trolls, elves, dwarfs, shape shifters, and
their unexpected human guest, to come
together as a community.
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Chapter One
The Beginning

The Mad Monk sign creaked and swayed in the
damp wind. Double doors beneath the sign opened wide
enough for access by carts and carriages, indicating that
the building had seen other uses before the placard Only
the Best Irish Whiskey Served had been hung in the round
window to the right. The round window to the left framed
an electric sign that said OPEN. I gently pushed the righthand door and stepped inside. The cobblestone of the street
continued without interruption into the building. As my
eyes adjusted to the dim light, I could see a long wooden
bar just beyond a gathering of round tables. Looking up,
my view was obscured by dust. There was no second story.
The high, vaulted ceiling was open to the rafters.
I was startled by a full sweet voice from behind a pair
of swinging doors. “We’re not open for lunch!” The doors
swung open and to my amazement, there was the auburnhaired woman I had dreamed of on the Aer Lingus flight
from Denver. “I’m sorry,” she said more gently when she
saw my puzzled face.
1
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“We’ve just closed for the lunch hour.” She pointed to
the clock over the bar. It was now two o’clock in the afternoon. The morning had melted away as if it were a dream.
“Oh, I’m not hungry. I’m just looking for a pint.” (I
was lying. I had not eaten since early morning.)
“Are you English?”
“No. American.” I was embarrassed, but also hungry
and frustrated.
“Oh. Sorry. Most Americans don’t use the word pint.
What might you relish?”
“Well, since I’m in Ireland now, what Irish beer do you
have?”
“Good things come to those who wait.”
“Huh?”
She laughed as she walked to the far end of the bar. “It’s
the slogan for Guinness Stout.”
“I’ll take one, please.”
“Extremely polite for an American, aren’t you?” she
teased.
She grabbed a tall glass and tossed it into the air,
catching it with a twist of her hand and placing it under the
spigot in one fluid motion. She pulled the wooden lever,
and I stared at the dark brown stout flowing smoothly from
the tap. As I took my first swig of Irish beer, she looked at
me questioningly. Where was I from, where was I going
2
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next, why was I here. We talked at length as she cleaned up
behind the bar.
“Where’s the best place to overlook the town?” I asked
as I finished my beer.
“The city is only a few blocks long, but if you want the
best view of our forty shades of green and the layout, take
the trail up Enchanted Mountain. Just turn left at the end
of the road by the fence line.” I paid for my pint. She was
engagingly friendly and cheerful. Turning to wave from
the front door, I stopped. How had she disappeared so
quickly? She must have wandered back to the kitchen, I
thought.

“Ireland, a world that beckons your imagination.” I
read the colorful flier aloud. As a young man I had an
imagination that my family classified as “overactive,” and
over the years I had learned to conceal it, to not attach my
imagination to any of my real desires. Now my imagination was clamoring to be fed, and I could not silence it.
Why had I sat in an office combing through endless
sales leads, year after year? While sitting on hold, waiting
for yet another potential customer to pick up the phone,
I dreamed of leaving this job and this life behind. I had
yearned to visit my ancestral land of Ireland for as long as I
could remember. And now I had finally given myself a gift,
a round trip to the Auld Sod.
The flight was long — ten hours — and I was restless.
It was impossible to find a comfortable position with seats
so close that they left no room to stretch. I was certain
that the Emerald Isles would offer me what the rest of the
3
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world had not: a place to stretch my imagination, as well as
my legs. Squirming in my seat to get the kinks out of my
legs, my foot strayed into the aisle, and I nearly tripped the
stewardess. She turned to apologize, and I imagined her as
an Irish lass.
Her long auburn hair seemed to float in the air behind
her, as she swayed in slow motion. I smiled. Her green cat
eyes mesmerized me as she smiled back. “Sorry sir,” she
apologized in a sweet Irish brogue.
I pinched myself and came back to the real world with
a jolt. She’s just a stewardess, and I’m just in an airplane
crossing the Atlantic on a vacation.
“I’m sorry too,” I said, shaking my head as I tried to
hide my embarrassment. Her fresh smile had taken me
into a waking dream.
“It’s okay. These flights are long.” Her words seemed
suspended motionless in the air as she turned and walked
away from them up the aisle. Her hair floated behind her
as I closed my eyes and returned to my dream.
We landed at last, and I went looking for my “land legs.”
Heading to the exit, I wobbled on what felt like two stiff
wooden stilts. From out the cabin door, that same sweet
voice emerged. “Enjoy your journeys in Ireland.”
“Thank you.” I was at a loss for words and rushed to
find the shuttle to the coast.
After studying the maps to the usual tourist sites, I
decided to take the shuttle to the center of a small town,
where I found the nice bed-and-breakfast the driver had
recommended. I spent most of the morning on a local
4
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double-decker bus. Around the city we traveled, stopping at one of the oldest Catholic churches in Ireland. We
walked the ruins of a castle built by one of the English
kings. We visited the spot where the Spanish had come
ashore to escape death at the hands of the English navy.
We learned that the Irish and the Spanish had intermarried over the years, giving rise to the “black Irish.”
The bus driver made the riders laugh with his stories
of the King Edward. “He was a short, unfriendly dwarf
liken to those characters which might be found in our
Irish forests. Edward would have been at home with fairies,
pixies, elves and even leprechauns.” He expanded on his
story as we studied an old thatched cottage.
“The king wouldn’t ride a horse. The English considered the Irish pagans, and he considered riding something
of a pagan activity. That was one reason he always traveled
inside his carriage and not on horseback. The other reason
was that he was short, and no one could tell how short he
was when his height was concealed by his carriage. He
hated the Irish. He hated their wild and fantastic stories
and their crude customs.”
I pondered the driver’s words while unpacking from
the long trip. As sluggish as I felt, I realized I was more
hungry and thirsty than sleepy. The innkeeper directed
me to The Mad Monk across the street. “It’s a fun place,”
he said.
Stepping across the street to the pub, I was impressed
by Ireland’s viridity, even in this small place. There were
more shades and shapes of green than I ever knew existed.

�
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Chapter 2
The Uphill Walk

A nap? Or an adventure? The choice was easy. I tapped
the picture of Oscar Wilde beside the door for good luck
as I left the pub, then crossed the road and climbed the
stairs to my room, where I changed to my walking shoes
and picked up my backpack. I bounced out the door and,
following my instructions, took the cobblestone path to
the Enchanted Mountain trail. After walking but a few
yards, my way was blocked by two pony carts parked in the
middle of the path. This appeared unusual, and I gawked
in disbelief.
“That’s him!”
I heard their discussion from a modest distance.
“Ah,” the other answered, not looking up from the
reins he held in his worn work gloves. I looked him in the
eye and said, “Hello,” trying to engage him.
“Hah!” he barked, keeping his back to me. He sported
a black derby, a brown vest over a long-sleeved white fleece
6
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shirt, and tattered corduroy pants. His knee-high brown
boots were covered in wet mud. He must have been in the
field recently, for his cart carried a load of peat. I’d seen
peat briquettes like these stacked near the fireplace in the
pub. He twisted his head my way with a smile that showed
his crooked teeth.
“Top o’ the morning,” he said in a heavy Irish accent.
The other man greeted me with the same friendly
crooked smile. His attire was similar, but he wore no hat.
His curly hair covered his eyes and flapped wildly in the
breeze.
“Top of the morning,” I waved.
I took a few steps off the path to move past the carts.
One cart was painted a bright yellow and covered with
mud on the outer wheel spokes. The paint on the second
cart had devolved into a nondescript tarnished brown that
I assumed was the result of the salt air and muddy fields.
“Aislinn sent him out here,” the first man snarled,
turning to face his friend again. Knowing no one by the
name of Aislinn, I kept on walking. I concluded that their
discussion must concern someone else.
Halfway up the hill I looked back to a view of the rooftops. There were less than a dozen homes beyond the main
street. I could see the steeple of the Catholic church and
the ruins of a bombed-out castle in the distance. The gray
stone of the houses below was brightened by the flowerpots
that adorned every entrance. And the barmaid was right:
Forty shades of green clothed the landscape.
7
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“It looks empty.” I slapped my hand across my mouth
and turned my head, thinking someone might have
overheard my words. I felt uneasy in such eerily quiet
surroundings. The town below stood silent. I saw no living
creature. It appeared that the people who lived there had
left in a rush. Don’t be silly. They’re only inside having their
afternoon tea. Looking back at the carts, I saw only one
remaining, and it was empty. The horse pawed the ground
with his front hooves nervously, waiting for the driver to
return. I quickened my pace up the steep hill.
In the distance I could see two small black dots that
looked about the size of rabbits moving rapidly in my
direction. Startled at their appearance, I could at first only
make out black outlines against the green backdrop. As
they neared, I had to acknowledge that they might be from
another world. I thought they were speaking Gaelic, but
soon discovered it was simply English with a heavy accent.
“If you knew what you were doing, you wouldn’t have
done it,” one was saying.
They didn’t seem to be aware that I was watching them.
They paid little attention to anyone around them and no
attention at all to where they were going. Their conversation made no sense to me. A yellow veil of cloth covered
their heads. Was that to keep small insects from their gray
beards? Beards so long that they touched their chests.
These little old men with white, wrinkled faces repeatedly rubbed their beards as they chattered. They talked so
fast that I couldn’t see how they could understand each other.
“The words you said make no sense!”
8
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Their dispute stopped abruptly in mid-sentence, long
enough for them to catch their breath. They looked like
twins, with one being slightly shorter. They wore identical
black tuxedos with long tails that flapped in the gentle
breeze, and their hands were hidden by black gloves.
“No, I was right today.”
“Others ask you, because you won’t let me answer!”
As they spoke, one hand rubbed their whiskers, while
the other flailed wildly in the air. The waving appeared to
communicate emotions — or directions for the other to
follow. They had foot-long ears that stood erect, as though
intent on listening.
“Your answers are never right!”
“No! My answers are right, not yours!”
Determined to continue arguing, they kept staring
straight at each other. Their single-minded gaze conveyed
a profound focus. Not seeing me standing just off the path,
they rushed onward. Walking straight ahead, their eyes
never left each other’s face.
As quickly as they appeared, they were gone from sight.
I strolled on, wondering if they were from another world.
What were they? Penguins, rabbits, birds, human, or characters in an old Irish tale? Had I wandered into a strange
world of imagination? If so, wasn’t this what I wanted? I
again quickened my pace, moving closer to a grove of trees
where I rested on a large boulder and pondered upon my
experience. Ireland had offered me the strangest world on
my first day.
9
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Catching my breath, I gazed at the leaves fluttering in
the gentle afternoon breeze. Swaying branches fashioned
a melody, their song hanging in the air and quivering in
the treetops. My eyes feasted on a patchwork of shades of
green, so different from the view from my office in the city.
At last, I changed my focus back to the little town. Far
below I could now see people moving about doing their
daily jobs, in the hustle and bustle of living.
Here it was peaceful and serene. I was deep in reflection
when I unexpectedly found two black eyes staring back at
me from the green forest. Startled, I jumped to my feet,
losing the serene and peaceful moment! I left the strength
of the rock I was sitting on and concentrated on rushing up
the path. I was fearful of something observing my moves.
The trees seemed to move closer to the path with each step
I took, and the sunlight grew dim as the path narrowed.

�
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Chapter 3
Crossing the Ridge

Continuing up the mountain, I came to a sign that read,
Edward’s Pond Lane, and out of curiosity turned into the
lane. “Now that’s a pond,” I thought, laughing at the memory
of the bus driver’s description of the English king. The pond
was covered with white and yellow water lilies. On the far
side cattails rustled and quivered as small creatures made
their way through them. Sunlight reflected off the rippling
water as dragonflies dodged from one lily pad to another.
Engrossed by the splendid view, my admiration ultimately
gave way to fear. Fear of being watched. The sooner I finished
my hike, the better.
The afternoon shadows were growing long. Concerned it
was getting late, I hurried my pace, hesitating in an opening
to inspect the forest near the ridgeline. In the distance I
could see where the path ventured up above the tree line as
it traversed the rocky hillside before reaching the top. Stepping back into the forest, a blanket of pine nettles crunched
beneath my feet. I made out birds chirping in the distance
and small animals dashing for safety. I headed deeper into
the darkening forest. It grew gloomier as tree branches
11
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began to close off the sky overhead. With what little light
remained, I stopped to study the dark clouds swirling overhead. It looked like rain.
In a few steps I stood under an umbrella of tall pines with
a soft bed of duff under my feet. Through the trees, I spotted a
large meadow. As I drew nearer, the bright sunlight bounced
off the tall grasses, blinding me. Searching my pocket for
sunglasses, I remembered leaving them on the bar. I shaded
my eyes with my arm and peered under my sleeve. In the
shadows were two large yellow eyes peering at me. I closed
my eyes to calm my fears. This is just my imagination! Or
was it? The tree limbs shook from the weight of whatever
was inspecting me. Keeping my arm up against the glare, I
hesitated, not stepping forward into the meadow. Something
had stopped my feet. I lowered my head to see what had
stopped me. Before my eyes adjusted, the tree limbs shook,
and I directed my gaze back to the forest’s edge.
Blinded by an even brighter light from above, I froze as a
white cloud encompassed me. It encased me as I lowered my
arms to my side. What is it? What is the source of this cloud?
Not smoke or steam, nor even moister air. I bent forward for
a closer look and discovered that these were not water droplets, but little men. Clad in white, they cascaded downward,
encircling me closer and closer.
Floating down, they moved faster and faster! Each little
man’s long white robe fluttered as he continued his descent.
Not one wore shoes, and their oversized bare feet looked too
large for their body. I choked back my laughter. Light glowed
within this strange assemblage. I sensed a warm feeling
emanating from first one and then another, and finally from
the whole cloud. I felt profound happiness and serenity as
they danced around me. Within a few inches of each figure,
the light changed from a glowing white to a splendor of
12
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radiant gold. I lost all consciousness of the surrounding
world, and I was astonished to hear them emitting a rich
musical tone.
As quickly as it had started, it stopped! As I watched,
the little men disappeared downward, and I could now see
over the top of the cloud of fluttering figures. Looking up,
I saw the dark clouds still swirling on high. Then without
warning, the gold array advanced down the mountain as if
needed somewhere else.
Something was still staring at me. My eyes were drawn
to the forest’s edge. There stood a large stag with a mammoth
set of antlers: twelve or more points. We stared at each other,
as still as two statues. I was surprised at how intensely he
studied me, and shocked that he hadn’t charged! I finally
looked down, expecting to see the gold arrays fluttering past
my feet. Instead, there at my feet lay a small, struggling fawn.
The fawn lifted his head as if emerging from a long sleep.
I considered touching it, but something told me not to. I
looked back towards the stag. The last of the figures from
the golden rays floated by, and then I saw them absorbed into
the fawn.
As I wondered what might happen next, the fawn stood
up, staggering before gaining its balance on four shaky legs.
It sniffed me, but still behaved as if it didn’t quite know what
to do. It looked up at me with soft brown eyes. I felt it, rather
than heard it, say, “Thank you.” It turned abruptly and scampered across the meadow, darting past the large stag and into
the forest. The stag wasted no time and started away, but
before he was out of sight, he stopped and turned his head
in my direction. For some reason I waved. He lowered his
head and tipped his antlers as if to say thank you too, before
darting into the darkness after the fawn.
13
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Half-dazed, I stepped from the trees and blundered my
way into the meadow. The sunlight warmed my skin. From
the sun’s energy I felt a warm compassion comparable to that
of the golden arrays. Understanding what had happened was
far beyond my abilities. Nothing that had occurred made
any sense. Was this the norm here in Ireland? I recalled
a wise man once telling me, “It’s not important to know
the how. You must understand the why. Why is the story
important.” I stood lost in thought for some time. Let it go,
I decided, and hiked out of the forest. From there I surveyed
the rocky ridgeline a few paces ahead. Climbing up and over
the last large boulders, I steadied myself on level ground. A
tremendous boom, followed by the sound of an explosion,
echoed nearby!
Incidents sure happen around here fast! I looked up,
thinking the clouds might have returned. “There are no
clouds!” I groaned in puzzlement.
BOOM! BOOM!
Over and over! The frightening sound grew louder and
louder. A war must have started! I stood stock still in bewilderment.
“Duck, duck! Get down, get down!” A voice from the
forest screamed.
“Get down, stay down!”
Turning to descry who was yelling at me, I felt a cannon
ball whisk by my head. In the next moment, I was flying
through the air, tackled by someone.

14
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Chapter 4
War, What is it Good For?

I found myself lying on the ground, stunned, with my
back throbbing in pain. There beside me was the young
woman from the Mad Monk pub back in Stradbally. I
raised my head…
“Keep down!” she yelled, pushing me back down. She
raised her head, looking in the direction of the last boom.
BOOM, BOOM! Another cannon ball blasted the
ground just a few feet away near the ridgeline. Dirt, rocks,
and sparks soared ten feet into the air. Within seconds,
another ball landed within a few feet of the first. Before the
dirt had settled: BOOM, BOOM.
The next two balls landed just a few feet away. “Keep
down” she commanded, this time more politely. “This may
continue for hours or just a few more minutes. It depends
if Ailill can stop him.”
“And who is he?”
15
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“Diggory,” she yelled. “The only Battling Warrior on
the far side of the Enchanted Mountain," she added, before
another BOOM.
There was only one boom this time. The cannon ball
rebounded ten feet away and then rolled right up to us. She
stopped it with her foot, and we watched the earth below
as we soared across the ridgeline into another world. I was
breathless, and I didn’t know if it were fear or awe.
“Hello, my name is Aislinn,” the young woman said
with a smile as I steadied myself on my feet.
"I'm Sean," I stammered.
I looked up, and across the field strode a man carrying
a much shorter man by the back of his collar.
“That means the end of the war!” Aislinn started to
clap. “The war’s over, the war’s over," she sang.
She stopped as we stared at the two men approaching
us. The tall man had ears as long as those of the two chattering rabbits that I had met on the road. The tops of his
ears poked through his long curly blond hair. He carried
the short man with one arm, and in the other, he carried
a staff. The short man had thick black hair with long ears
poking through. His thick black beard curled up towards
his angry scowl. He kicked the air with his feet just a few
inches off the ground.
“Yes, the war’s over! Who is your friend?" asked the
tall man.
“This is Sean.”
16
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Stepping towards Aislinn, the taller man leaned
forward to kiss her on the cheek. Together they held the
staff as their eyes met. He tossed the short man to the
ground as he put forth his hand.
“I am Ailill. I am pleased to meet you, Sean. This is
Diggory, our local Warrior.”
“You *@#^!”
“Puh-leeze,” Ailill interrupted Diggory, poking him
with the staff. “Yes, he is our angry Warrior who lost again.
Sean, Diggory and I test each other’s shooting skill each
year. The first to hit the ridgeline wins. We are given three
shots. Diggory missed on his first two, and I hit on my first
two shots. The third shot by Diggory was done in anger.”
“WAR IS NOT JUST LINKED TO FIRING CANNONS,”
Diggory shouted from the ground.
“You would have gotten a second chance if you hadn’t
gotten so angry.”
“WAR IS COMPARABLE TO A CHESS GAME!”
“So play it on a chess board, not with guns and cannon
balls against the ridgelines,” spat Aislinn as she grabbed
the staff back.
“Thank you, Your Majesties.” Diggory rose to his feet
and bowed to first Aislinn and then Ailill.
“Your Majesties?” I asked.
“Yes. We are the Queen and King of Ytinu.”
17
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