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            ABOUT THIS BOOK

          

        

      

    

    
      The Great Guinness Heist: A Hilarious Holiday Caper

      When a truck carrying 35,000 pints of Guinness disappears just before Christmas, chaos erupts in the Midlands. Barry, a beleaguered pub landlord, faces the festive season with taps running dry and a rowdy crowd demanding their beloved "black stuff." But when rumors of balaclava-clad thieves rolling kegs onto a canal barge surface, the locals band together to track the culprits in a merry misadventure filled with pints, pratfalls, and plenty of laughs.

      From Jim, the cantankerous conspiracy theorist who blames The Travellers for everything from missing dentures to stolen stout, to Sheila, the voice of reason who’s had enough of his nonsense, this mismatched group of pub regulars stumbles into a Christmas caper they’ll never forget.

      Will they uncover the truth behind the Guinness shortage? Or will their quest for justice turn into another pint-sized disaster?

      Perfect for fans of small-town humor, festive shenanigans, and a good pint of Guinness, this laugh-out-loud comedy is the holiday escape you didn’t know you needed.

      Pour yourself a pint, settle in by the fire, and join the Midlands’ most unlikely heroes for a Christmas story as rich as the stout they’re hunting. Cheers!

    

  


  
    
      
        
        A pint of plain is your only man.

      

        

      
        ~ Flann O’Brien, At Swim-Two-Birds

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE: THE BLACK GOLD CAPER

          

        

      

    

    
      The Midlands depot was still, bathed in the pale glow of a December moon. Snowflakes danced in the frosty air, settling on the rows of lorries lined up like soldiers ready for battle. Somewhere in the distance, a church bell chimed midnight, marking the hour when respectable folk were tucked up in bed, dreaming of Christmas.

      But not everyone.

      From the shadows emerged a figure in a black balaclava, followed by two more. They moved with purpose, their breath visible in the icy air as they exchanged hurried whispers. The tallest among them tapped the side of the lorry, and with a creak that seemed to echo into eternity, the back door rolled open. Inside, stacked like treasure in a pirate’s chest, were the kegs—gleaming, pristine, and brimming with Guinness.

      "Black gold," one of them muttered almost reverently.

      Another clapped him on the back. "Less gawking, more shifting. We’ve got a barge to catch."

      With an efficiency that suggested planning—if not brilliance—they began rolling the kegs out, their boots crunching in the snow. One misstep sent a keg wobbling, and it let out a low hiss, spraying a frothy jet of stout into the cold night.

      "Careful!" hissed the leader. "Do you know how much this stuff’s worth right now? It’s liquid Christmas!"

      Behind them, the truck’s hazard lights blinked faintly, almost as if in protest, but the thieves pressed on. By the time the church bell struck one, the truck was empty, its once-precious cargo now trundling down the towpath on hand trolleys.

      As the last keg disappeared into the darkness, a lone security guard finally stirred in his cabin, roused by the faintest whiff of stout on the breeze. He opened the door, sniffed, and scratched his head. "Blimey, smells like a bloody pub out here."

      He scanned the silent yard, shrugged, and shut the door behind him, leaving only the faint sound of a barge engine fading into the distance. By morning, the truck would be reported missing, and the nation’s Guinness drinkers would be plunged into crisis.
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            THE LAST PINT

          

        

      

    

    
      The pub was unusually quiet for a Tuesday night. Normally, Barry’s Bar & Grill was a cacophony of laughter, clinking glasses, and the occasional holler when someone sunk the winning dart. Tonight, the only sounds were the soft hum of the radio and the faint hiss of the beer taps. Barry wiped down the counter, shooting a wary glance at the half-empty keg of Guinness—the last keg of Guinness in the entire Midlands, if the supplier was to be believed.

      At Table Four, Jim took a long, mournful sip of his pint, making it last as though rationing for a world war. Across from him sat Sheila, her arms crossed and her expression skeptical.

      “You’re drinking that like it’s holy water,” Sheila quipped, raising her cider to her lips.

      “It might as well be,” Jim replied, smacking his lips with a satisfied sigh. “Once this is gone, that’s it. No more Guinness till New Year’s, Barry says.”

      At the bar, Barry grunted. “If we’re lucky. Supplier reckons some truckload went missing. Stolen, they think.”

      The room stilled. Even Dave, who was busy losing at the pub quiz machine, turned to stare.

      “Stolen?” Sheila echoed. “Who the hell steals a truckload of Guinness?”

      “Desperate men,” Jim declared solemnly. “Or worse—organized criminals. It’s the sort of thing The Travellers would do.”

      Sheila groaned and rolled her eyes. “Oh, for God’s sake, Jim. Why do you always blame the Travellers? You thought they stole your ladder last summer, and it turned out to be in your shed.”

      Jim jabbed a finger in her direction. “That’s what they want you to think! Misdirection, Sheila. Classic Traveler tactic.”

      Barry slapped the counter. “Oi, enough! I don’t care if it was The Travellers, Santa Claus, or the bloody tooth fairy. All I know is we’re out of Guinness, and I’ve got a bar full of regulars who are about to riot.”

      “Wouldn’t be the first time,” Dave muttered, earning a round of chuckles.

      But the mood quickly sobered as Barry poured what was possibly the final pint. The last drops of the black stuff trickled out with an ominous sputter, and a collective gasp filled the room.

      “That’s it, then,” Barry said, holding up the pint like a priest presenting communion. “The end of an era.”

      Jim stood, raising his nearly empty glass. “A toast! To Guinness—the backbone of civilization!”

      “To Guinness!” the pub chorused, lifting their drinks.

      As the pint made its way to its rightful owner—Mrs. O’Reilly, the oldest and most fearsome regular—Barry leaned against the bar, staring at the empty keg. Outside, snow began to fall, coating the village in a pristine white blanket. Somewhere in the distance, a truck rumbled faintly, its engine fading into the night.

      Unbeknownst to them, the Great Guinness Heist was already the talk of warehouses and police scanners across the Midlands. But for Barry and his regulars, all that mattered was finding a way to refill their glasses—and their spirits—before Christmas.
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            A TRAIL OF STOUT

          

        

      

    

    
      The next morning, the pub was abuzz with speculation. Word of the stolen Guinness had spread faster than Barry could pour a pint, and the regulars were already spinning theories over lukewarm cups of tea and hastily made toast.

      “Organized crime, that’s what it is,” Jim declared, slapping the local paper down on the bar. The headline read: “35,000 Pints of Guinness Missing: Police Baffled.” He leaned back in his chair, arms crossed smugly. “Bet it’s being smuggled to Ireland as we speak. Probably halfway to Dublin by now.”

      “Smuggled on what, Jim? A magical Guinness submarine?” Sheila retorted, shaking her head. “More likely some daft lads thought they’d make a quick buck flogging kegs on the black market and got in over their heads.”

      “Or,” Dave chimed in, “maybe it’s a Robin Hood situation. Steal from the breweries, give to the thirsty.”

      Barry snorted as he wiped down the counter. “Right, because what the world needs is a Guinness vigilante.”

      Before anyone could argue further, the door burst open, and a gust of cold air swept through the pub. In marched Dave, looking like he’d run all the way there. His scarf was askew, and his breath came out in misty puffs as he waved his hands dramatically.

      “You’ll never believe it!” he panted, collapsing onto a barstool. “Tommy from the yard—he’s seen something!”

      The room went silent. Even Barry paused mid-wipe.

      “Spit it out, Dave,” Sheila said impatiently. “What’s Tommy seen?”

      “A trail!” Dave exclaimed, his eyes wide. “He was walking by the canal last night and said he smelled Guinness. Thought it was his imagination, but then he saw it—a keg. Just sittin’ there on the towpath. And not far from it, another one.”

      “A trail of kegs?” Barry asked, his brow furrowing.

      Dave nodded eagerly. “Not just kegs. He followed the smell and saw some lads loading ’em onto a barge. Balaclavas and everything.”

      “Balaclavas?” Jim leaned forward, eyes gleaming. “I told you—organized crime.”

      “Or just idiots trying to stay warm,” Sheila muttered, but even she looked intrigued.

      Barry set down his cloth, his face a mix of determination and curiosity. “Right, then. Looks like we’ve got ourselves a lead. Who’s coming with me?”

      Jim was already on his feet. “You’ll need a sharp eye and a steady hand. Count me in.”

      Sheila sighed but grabbed her coat. “If this turns into one of your wild goose chases, Jim, I’m never letting you hear the end of it.”

      Dave, never one to miss out on excitement, chimed in. “I’ll grab my thermos. Might get thirsty on the way.”

      Within minutes, the unlikely search party was assembled. Barry, Jim, Sheila, and Dave trudged out into the snow, armed with flashlights, a flask of tea, and a questionable sense of direction. The crisp air was filled with the scent of pine and the faintest hint of something else—a malty, familiar aroma that
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