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About A Gathering Of Stories: St. Patrick’s Day

Is there a pot of gold at the end of the rainbow?

 

How do you celebrate St. Patrick’s Day? Going to a parade? Cashing in your four-leaf clovers? A glass of green beer?

 

How about a romantic dinner? A pulse pounding adventure? 

 

We're thrilled to bring you this anthology:  A Gathering of Stories: St. Patrick's Day.  Five St. Patrick's Day-themed stories by five gifted storytellers.  Tales that will warm the cockles of your heart...and get it pounding.

 

Get your copy today!

 

Featuring stories by:

 

Bonnie Elizabeth

C.A. Rowland

Johanna Rothman

Mark Posey

Tami Veldura


St. Patrick’s Short Story Anthology





 

Praise for other Stories Rule Press anthologies

Imaginative and just a delightful read"

I absolutely LOVE this collection!!!


 

Other Stories Rule Press anthologies

Christmas Romance Digest 2024: Love In Other Worlds

Thriller Digest 2022: Hunted
Space Opera Digest 2022: Have Ship, Will Travel
Christmas Romance Digest 2021: Home for the Holidays
Space Opera Digest 2021: Fight or Flight
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Green Beer on the Cheap

By Bonnie Elizabeth


 

THERE WASN’T A LOT HAPPENING in Cannondale on the edge of Lake Superior. The main street was composed of a small library that mostly got books from larger towns like Marquette, an old pharmacy cum general store that still had a lunch counter and made the best tuna fish sandwiches, a town council building that included a driver’s licensing office and the offices to pay the water bill, if someone was there to take it. 

The police station was behind the council building in a little alcove-like area, as if it were hiding. A church anchored the end of the road. Naturally there were bars. Two of them. Danny O’s had been in the town since it had been named. It had always been something people laughed about because the population was mostly Scandinavian peppered with a few people of German and Eastern European descent. The idea that the main bar was Irish was something of a joke. 

But the family that owned Danny O’s took the ribbing good naturedly and probably marked up the prices on the alcohol for those who were the worst and continued on making money, because there wasn’t much else to do in Cannondale besides drink. 

As the population left for larger city centers, some homebodies heading for Marquette or Duluth, the braver to Milwaukee or Minneapolis, and the bravest of all to Chicago, a handful of others moved in, hoping for a quieter pace of life in places like Cannondale. There were also those who were looking to disappear because maybe they weren’t exactly welcome in the places they came from. 

The Clark family was one such family fleeing notoriety. Andy and Teri had been involved in a somewhat less than ethical money scheme back in Boston and had come to the Upper Peninsula to avoid the authorities. Given their common names, they didn’t bother to change them. After all, their scheme was relatively low level and hadn’t exactly fleeced the high and mighty. More like the lowly and poor. 

About a decade ago they opened the second bar on the main street in Cannondale, naming it the Shamrock. They even put a large four-leaf clover over the name to make their point. The shutters of the old building were painted a bright green as was the door. The windows had green printing that talked about their great prices. Not a lot of people visited. 

Some of the newcomers went there, feeling a bit more welcome there than at Danny O’s, given the general way in which small towns treated newcomers. Most of the population, however, went to Danny O’s up until about eight years ago on St. Patrick’s Day. 

The Shamrock colored their beer green and gave a huge discount to the normal amount paid for a pint of green beer. They also prepared a special meal of corned beef and cabbage, something most of the town hadn’t ever had, at least not the younger folks. As a special, it went over well and Danny O’s lost a significant portion of their customers that night. 

And after, some people found that they liked the brightness of the Shamrock better than the dark and dreary Danny O’s which hadn’t been updated in twenty years. At Danny O’s the slanted hardwood floors that creaked and groaned when anyone moved were quite a feature as was the old hand-carved wooden bar along the left wall. The tables that all seemed to rock one way or another and the mismatched chairs had a certain charm but the stink of cigarette smoke from days gone by wasn’t exactly a crowd pleaser to people who weren’t allowed to smoke in bars any longer. 

Danny O’s might have an awning for standing under to have that smoke but there was only so much that could be done to mitigate the occasionally bitterly cold winter weather of the Upper Peninsula. 

The Shamrock had polished tile floors, open ceilings showing off the HVAC pipes and the pipes that held up the electric lights had a modern utilitarian look. The green touches everywhere and comfortable chairs with a bit of padding helped, considering the people who sat at Danny O’s had worn the wood down to nothing and butts tended to ache after too much sitting. 

All in all, the Shamrock was the new thing in town for people who rarely got something new. It had just taken a bit to win them over. 

While the Clarks might have had some big city knowledge about marketing, the Sullivans had been the Irish family in Cannondale since before anyone thought to incorporate the city and it had just been a port a few fishermen liked to work out of. They’d started Danny O’s back then, although it was just called Danny’s after an ancestor who had run his own bar. The O had come later when they were being fancy. Or maybe it had been a joke. Such information was lost to time.

The Sullivan family might not have marketing experience but they weren’t fools. The next year they, too, had cheap green beer but instead of corned beef and cabbage they had Guinness stew, which was likely to appeal more to their crowd than the other choice. They also brought in a group that played fiddle for live music to go with it. 

The year after, the Clarks added a sexy leprechaun contest. 

The Sullivans petitioned to have a parade. 

Which brought everyone up to the date wondering what the two would do next. The parade had become filled with leprechauns ready for the contest at The Shamrock. The drinks were all ready at Danny O’s, as was their Guinness stew, which was a hearty thing and not for the under 21 crowd any more than the green beer was for them, though it had become a high school ritual to attempt to get into one of the bars on St. Patrick’s Day. 

Like many older towns, Cannondale had large homes just a few blocks from the main street. The ones in Cannondale sat up a hill so that they could see over the public buildings and watch the lake from their porches. Getting to the garages that were built after the fact, in winter, was challenging and cars were often parked on the narrow street, but people put up with it because they had for decades. 

Neither the Clarks nor the Sullivans lived there. The people in those homes were Harstads, Wagners, Olsons, Schmidts, Hansens, and Pedersens. The mayors of the town also carried one of those last names, usually. Once a Sullivan had become mayor but he was tossed out quickly. 

While the big houses were owned by families who had started in fishing, many had branched out. Some rested on their laurels, keeping the house, investing wisely and living frugally, not that there was much to spend on in Cannondale. 

Millicent Hansen was one of those. She came from a long line of frugal Norwegians. She kept the house temperature at 65 degrees in the winter and always wore a sweater, often a sweater over a sweater. Her thick slippers kept her feet warm along with a pair of socks and sometimes two, depending upon the month. Old houses were drafty. 

Her parents had died twenty-some-odd years ago, leaving Millicent the house. She’d studied teaching
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