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Saint Patrick and the Shamrock (A Teapot Full of Tales, #37)
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Every March, the world is once again awash in shamrocks – three-leaf clovers.  Shamrock cookies, shamrock necklaces, shamrock shirts, even shamrock sunglasses.  Of course, all of this is for St. Patrick’s Day, which, at least in the United States, has largely become an occasion for green milk and frantic searches for your green sweater lest you face a flurry of pinches all day.

But St. Patrick is one of the great saints of the country of Ireland and of Irish people everywhere.  How is it that this missionary who spread the Faith so remarkably has been reduced to leafy ground cover?

The story starts 1,600 years ago...
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“Come along, Eithne!” Fidelma shouted over her shoulder.  Her red hair streamed behind her like so many flames as she disappeared into the fog that hugged the banks of the stream.

Eithne continued her reverent walk.  “’Tis not a race, sister.”

Fidelma reappeared through the gloom, cheeks as ruddy as her hair.  “I said not that it was a race.  Is it not a beautiful day, though?  Who knows what mystery will be around the next bend?”

Eithne shook her head at her sister’s youthful folly.  “Still, we must conduct ourselves well.  It does not do to approach Brigit’s sacred spring with such a disposition.  You will surely anger the goddess of the waters.”

Fidelma nodded obediently and followed meekly in her sister’s wake.  Before long, though, she was flitting off the path to gather some early primroses that were starting to poke up their heads.  She caught a withering glance from her stoic sister.  “What of it?  I am merely preparing an offering for the water spirit.”

“Of course you are,” said Eithne.  She knew her sister meant well, but she never stopped to look before she leapt.  Then again, she thought, I can never bring myself to leap at all, so perhaps she has the better part after all.
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The two of them came at last to the final hill before the sacred spring.  The air hung thick with the weight of the mystical world just beyond the veil.  Even Fidelma calmed herself in the presence of the sacred.

As the pool came into view, however, they were met with a most extraordinary sight.  There seated on the grass were half a dozen men all dressed in simple robes.  They were chanting their prayers in unison.  Fidelma’s breath caught in her throat at the melody’s haunting beauty.

Eithne, on the other hand, was not so easily moved.  Yet, she was loath to go nearer to these strange men.  They seemed so gentle, but one can never be too careful.

When their prayers seemed to cease, she said, “Dear sirs, would you permit us to approach the sacred waters?”  She swallowed hard, trying to keep her voice from faltering.  “We wish to make our offerings to the goddess and bathe our hands in her blessing.”

One of the men looked up at her with smiling eyes.  He seemed




















d2d_images/cover.jpg
SAINT PATRICK
ano the
SHAMROCK

ALICE LOUISE MEREDITH





d2d_images/image005.jpg





d2d_images/image003.jpg





d2d_images/image004.jpg





