


Deep in the Gloomwood, on the spookiest night of the year, lived a little 
trainee banshee named Síle (pronounced Shee-la).



She wanted to be scary, more than anything. She took a deep breath and let 
out her biggest wail... poof!



It was no good. And worse, her special silver comb was gone! A banshee is 
nothing without her comb.



So, with a brave little wobble, she floated into the dark woods to find it.



Suddenly, she saw a giant, hairy monster! Síle summoned all her might. poof!



But the monster wasn't a monster at all. It was Grug, a shy Grogoch, and he 
was more scared of her! He saw she was sad and gently offered to help.



They looked under toadstools and peeked in hollows. Grug was big and 
strong, and Síle could float into tiny spaces.



Then, they spotted a flash of silver... in the mane of a mischievous Púca!



"My comb!" she cried. With a grunt, Grug lifted Síle right onto the Púca’s 
back. "Hold on tight!"



Whoosh! They zipped past sleeping owls and zipped under drooping branches. 
It wasn't scary at all... it was fun!



They tumbled into a soft pile of leaves. The comb was safe! From the bushes, a 
little applause rustled. The woodland animals loved her spooky show!



Síle didn't need a scary wail after all. She had her own kind of magic... and two 
wonderful new friends.


