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Devin Patrick O'Donnell had been leaning
against the splintered door frame but stood up straight, hairs
prickling on the back of his neck. "You're what?"

Megan's smile faltered and her lower lip
quivered ever so slightly. "I'm pregnant."

The next words slipped out before he
realized it. "How'd that happen?"

Megan, a petite redhead who was the
prettiest girl in Southie as far as Devin was concerned,
flinched.

"I didn't mean it that way," Devin said.
"What I meant—"

"I know what you meant, Devin Patrick."

The door to her parent's second-floor
apartment slammed, leaving him alone on the musty, dimly lit
landing. Creaky wooden stairs curled up to the third floor and
descended to the ground.

Devin knocked on the door. "Megan, open
up."

"Go away!"

"Let me explain."

"Go away!"

Devin felt a tap on his knee.

"In some trouble, me lad?" The leprechaun
sported a wide brimmed hat, a brass buckle belt, and clothes of
emerald green. He stood less than thigh-high to Devin and smelled
faintly of corned beef and cabbage. "May I be of service to
ye?"

Devin Patrick O'Donnell gaped.

The leprechaun bowed. "Cat got ye
tongue?"

"Who're you?"

"Not very friendly, are you there? Not to
someone who can solve all your problems."

Devin looked at him askance. "What do you
think you can do for me?"

"Pot 'o gold, laddie." The dandy smiled. "I
can point you to a pot 'o gold."

"What would that solve?"

"Why, buy her a diamond ring, of course.
Make her an honest woman," the leprechaun said.

"How'd you know about that?"

The leprechaun smiled. "Laddie, I know about
a lot of t'ings."

Devin cocked his head. "What do I have to
do, sell you my soul?"

The little green man looked indignant. He
tucked his thumbs inside his belt. "Ye owe me an apology. I'm not
the devil."

"What are you? Who are you?"

"The name be Thomas. And if ye don't know
what I am, then ye best be on your way."

Devin eyed the leprechaun warily. "So this
pot of gold..." he said. "Not that I believe it, but... what do you
expect me to do?"

"Aye, that's more like it, me boy." Thomas
patted Devin on the back of his knee. "What day be tomorrow?"

"Thursday."

"No, what day be it?"

Devin blinked. "Oh. St. Paddy's Day."

"Right ye are, me boy. Right ye are. And a
strange St. Paddy's Day it will be for you." The leprechaun clapped
Devin's knee. "To earn that pot 'o gold, all ye must do is one
thing. Ye must spend the day with me, from morning till midnight,
and not touch a drop of the spirits."

***

Devin had heard about leprechauns. How they
were mischievous. Schemers. You had to keep an eye on them at all
times.

But St. Paddy's Day without a beer? The last
time he'd spent St. Patrick's Day sober, he'd been thirteen. Nine
years ago.

Devin bellied up to the bar, slid onto a
stool and feeling painfully conspicuous, lifted Thomas onto
another.

Clancy, the white-haired bartender, stopped
polishing the mug in his hand. "That be one hell of a costume,
little man."

"Thank ye, kind sir." Still standing on the
stool, Thomas tipped the brim of his emerald hat. "I'll have me a
Guinness."

Devin averted his eyes. "Diet Coke."

Clancy looked as if someone had just taken a
dump on his corned beef and cabbage. "Say that again, lad."

"Diet Coke."

"Ah, bejesus," Clancy said, shaking his
head. "What's this world coming to?"

The leprechaun winked. "I'm enjoying meself
already." When his Guinness arrived, he slurped it down, slammed
the mug down onto the bar, and smacked his lips. "Another one, kind
sir, to wet me whistle!"

Devin wasn't sure this was worth all the
pots of gold in the world combined. Everyone's eyes were on the two
spectacles: Thomas pounding down his Guinness and Devin trying to
hide his Diet Coke.

"What a fine St. Paddy's Day this be."
Thomas clapped Devin on the shoulder. "Ye ready for another Diet
Coke, laddie?" He laughed. "This be worth the price of
admission."

Soon other patrons surrounded the two. While
looking askance at their native son suddenly turned effete, they
bought the little man drinks he guzzled with gusto.

When the furor died down, the two moved on
for repeat performances at McFadden's, Paddy O's, The Dubliner,
Hurricane O'Reilly's, The Green Dragon, and J.J. Foley's.

Barely more than half over, the day already
felt like the longest of Devin's life.

***

By nine, Devin figured he was the only sober
Irishman in town. And on St. Paddy's Day, every man was Irish.

He and Thomas were about to enter another
pub when a familiar voice cut through the air.

"I should've known!" Megan rushed toward
them, her flaming red hair matching her flushed cheeks.

Thomas blocked himself from Megan's view and
tapped on Devin's knee. "We needs be going."

"Gimme just a minute."

Megan stopped in her tracks. "Who are you
talking to?"

"I was..." Devin pointed to the spot next to
his foot where—

Thomas was gone.

Devin looked about. "Where'd he go?"

"Who?"

"The, ah... did you see a little green man
beside me?" Seeing the look on her face, he winced. "The... ah,
leprechaun?"

Megan put her hands on her hips. "Devin
Patrick, don't try that little green man stuff with me. I don't
care how drunk you are."

"I haven't touched a drop. Honest."

She blinked.

"That's the point," Devin said. "He and I
had a deal and now he's—"

"Who had a deal?"

"Me and the..." Devin looked away. "... the
leprechaun."

"Come on, Dev. What are you trying to—"

He grabbed her by the elbow. "Help me look
inside."

Devin opened the door.

Megan drew in a deep breath. "What am I
looking for?"

"A leprechaun."

She rolled her eyes. "Oookaaay."

Devin scanned the pub. "He and I had a
deal."

"You sure you're not drunk?"

"That was the deal. I couldn't drink a drop
the whole day. You know, St. Paddy's and all."

"But you're at a pub."

"That was the other part of the deal. I had
to stay with him, watch him pound down one Guinness after
another."

"The leprechaun."

"Yeah."

"He drank Guinness all day and you
drank..."

"Diet Coke."

"I'm not sure which part is harder to
believe."

They scoured the room, but Thomas was
nowhere to be found.

"This isn't just a cock-and-bull story?"

"He promised me..." Devin rubbed his
forehead. "... a pot of gold. I know it sounds ridiculous, but...
you should've seen him. He was standing right there." Devin felt
like such a fool. "I wanted to do right by you. So I fell for
it."

"And he had his fun until you looked away.
Then he gave you the dodge."

Devin nodded glumly.

"That's your story?"

"Yeah."

Megan took his hand and led him to the bar.
"Devin, my love, you need a drink."

~~~

 





 


 


One-Track Mind

​


Olivia heard a distant, annoying voice but
tried to ignore it. Like a mosquito's drone, it persisted.

"Olivia!"

It was Charlie, hands on hips and steaming.
Olivia held up her index finger. "Two paragraphs," she said.
Distantly, she added, "Maybe three."

Twenty-nine-years-old, thin, and with short
black hair, Olivia sat cross-legged on the bedroom floor near the
bookcase that held titles alphabetically organized by author, from
Le Guin to Lovecraft. Similar bookcases, some finished with an
attractive walnut-colored stain and others merely the plainest
plywood, encircled the entire bedroom and living room of the
modest-sized apartment she and Charlie shared. In front of all the
bookcases, Olivia had piled waist-high stacks of books five- and
six-deep that always threatened avalanche.

Olivia finished the three paragraphs,
luxuriating in the adventures of Robb Stark as he led the men of
Winterfell. Robb Stark. Now there was a man. Olivia longed to
continue past the scene break and would have if she thought Charlie
would just go away, but he wasn't one to take a hint.

Holding her finger in place, Olivia said,
"Yes?"

"Look at you!" Charlie said, his beefy face
red with rage. "You always have your head in a book. I can't talk
to you anymore."

Olivia thought of saying that if he were
even one-one-hundredth as interesting as Robb Stark or the dwarf
Tyrion Lannister or the mother of dragons, Daenerys Targaryen, or
just about any of the characters that populated her novel then
she'd be happy to talk to him. She'd talk to him for hours. But
Olivia chose diplomacy over honesty.

"What do you want to talk about?"

"I can't move without bumping into a stack
of books. Every time I look, you're building a new mountain. It's
like the walls are closing in. I'm starting to feel claustrophobic.
You want me show you?"

Olivia shook her head. "I'm not blind."

"Your latest pile around the TV makes it so
I can't see the screen unless I'm seated directly in front of it.
I'm surprised you don't have stacks in the bathroom for crying out
loud.

Olivia felt the tug back to Robb Stark and
Winterfell but granted Charlie another sixty seconds. "The moisture
would ruin them."

"What?"

Olivia took a sneak peak at the first
sentence in the next scene and then replied on autopilot, "You
can't keep books in a bathroom. The moisture from the shower would
ruin them."

"You're out of control!" Charlie ran a hand
through his hair, exposing his receding hairline. "It's either me
or the books. Pick one."

Olivia considered the stacks H through K.
Carl Hiaasen's Lucky You had made her laugh far more than
Charlie ever had. Stephen King's Lisey's Story had sent a
chill down her spine in a way that Charlie hadn't done since, well,
she couldn't even remember. William Kotzwinkle's The Game of
Thirty had captured her heart and torn her emotions apart;
Charlie, by way of comparison, bored the living stuffing out of
her.

Talk about a no-brainer.

Olivia wanted to make this quick. The world
of Winterfell beckoned. She also wanted to make this as painless as
possible. Charlie wasn't an evil man. He just wasn't the right man.
He was no Robb Stark, that was for sure. Robb Stark was a limited
first edition, signed copy, mint condition. Charlie was a
remainder.

The sooner they went their separate ways,
the better. For both of them. So she opted for a clean cut without
a trace of sentimentality. She said, "You're a nice guy, Charlie,
but this isn't working. I'm sorry, but you should leave."

Charlie put his hands out, palms up, in a
gesture that asked, what am I supposed to do? "I just feel as
though you're a million miles away from me."

He droned on, but Olivia's gaze fell to the
opening paragraph of the next scene. Was a double-cross awaiting
Robb Stark? What was Tyrion Lannister up to? And how would Daenerys
Targaryen survive without her Khal Drogo, much less overthrow the
Usurper? The unbearable suspense was why Olivia didn't start long
series until the final volumes were imminent. She drank in every
word.

"Olivia!"

She looked up but only in time to see
Charlie storm out the door. He slammed it in much the same way as
his predecessors, toppling the nearby stack of paperbacks, Adams
through Asimov.

Olivia felt badly but only for a short
while. This really was for the best. Charlie would be happier with
someone
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