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      Releasing a long, slow breath, I study the faded, broken building where a stained glass rose had been covered over years ago. Even hidden behind layers of wood, I still feel the power emanating from the rose. Using the ‘Luck o’ the Irish’ the wee folk were supposedly blessed with, my mother’s mother had placed a promise, a blessing she’d said, within the glass as the rose was created. But the promise hasn’t been fulfilled and unless a miracle occurs in the next twelve hours, my fate is sealed.

      In millennia, none of my kind have gone for so long without discovering and fulfilling the blessing or succumbing to the curse created for each member of the clan. I’ve known since I was a wee babe the words woven into the glass design. They’d been sung over my cradle and each year at the celebration of my birth. But whether the song is a blessing or a curse, I just don’t know.

      Many years have passed since I discovered the single rose blossom created of fine glass made from sand collected from the shores of the Celtic Sea. But soon after, the building was deserted and the glass covered by layers of thin wooden boards and plaster.

      The building was revived and filled with boisterous partiers several times, but each new bar or restaurant was shabbier than the one before and now the last failed business is to be torn down on the morrow.

      Grasping the stone pendant my mother gave me when I came of age, I sniff back an unwelcome tear. Months ago a tall wire fence was erected around the property to separate the derelict building from the otherwise well-kept and lively business district. Huge yellow machinery now sit with their wide scoops pointed toward the dilapidated building. The thought of the coming destruction tightens a band around my heart, but the pain is nothing compared to what I fear I might feel once the glass breaks.

      I’ve tried legal ways to stop the destruction needed to make way for a planned car wash. A car wash? That my existence will be altered because of a car wash nearly makes me laugh. But no matter what means I attempted, I haven’t gotten past the company’s stern receptionist, and my calls and messages obviously fell on deaf ears. There hasn’t even been any form of acknowledgement I’d attempted to make contact. No one listened to my pleas.

      Although it’s been years since I’ve chosen to return to my natural size, I will do so this night to sneak onto the property. Unfortunately, my talents don’t allow me to grow beyond this human size. I’m not large enough, or strong enough, to release the glass rose from its prison nor to carry it away to a safe hiding place.

      If only I knew how my end will come. Will I shatter like the glass? Disappear in a puff of smoke? Simply fade away? Or will my spirit leave behind my body for some unsuspecting worker to find?

      The only thing I do know for sure is the constant pressure of the blessing-curse always drawing me closer. The power also keeps me from running from my fate. Not that any distance will soften the end of my existence. When the rose, and the words held within the heavy glass are destroyed, I will die. I wipe my cheeks with my fingertips. My sorrow and the disgrace of not fulfilling my fate will be remembered in songs and cautionary tales for future generations of leprechauns. At least that’s something.

      The dark of early evening surrounds me. The day of Saint Patrick is being celebrated with foolish parties, drinking, and the wearin’ o’ the green. I’ve often heard humans say that on this day, everyone is at least a little bit Irish.

      Shaking my head at the foolishness, I cross the street and trail my fingers against the cold wire as I walk along the fence until I reach the darkest corner of the property. The scent of fried potatoes and the smoky essence of beef from a nearby fast food joint wafts on the cool breeze. I should have considered enjoying a last meal. A bit o’ smooth ale and a fresh loaf of soda bread would be delightful. Or a bowl of colcannon with a bit of crunch still on the cabbage.

      Or best yet, a true Irish breakfast with boxty and black pudding at my granny’s table. A few days ago I discovered a break in the fence line where I slip through.

      But no, I’ll die in this Lug-forsaken place before the morrow’s rising sun. Alone, hungry, and unmourned. No one will hear the Bean Sidhe’s keening because I am the last of my clan and the blessing-curse keeps me captive here.

      The night holds the deep chill of spring and I wrap my arms around myself and shiver. I’ve lived so long in the human world, I’ve become accustomed to being warm. And I will be better hidden if I’m inside the abandoned building. So I close my eyes, waggle my fingers and smile as my magic surrounds me to shrink my body to my true size. Then I slip through a crack in the foundation near the building’s entrance. Without knowing what will happen to me when the sun rises following the day of Patrick the Saint, if my body remains here, it will cause less concern if I appear human.

      I reluctantly return to human size and wander the dark interior looking for a comfortable place to await the coming of my fate.

      Sinking cross-legged beside a thick barrier made of false stone, I can wait unobserved and watch the building’s front entrance. Even hidden behind the fading painted lettering above the door, the power of the stained glass rises in response to my presence. How strongly would I feel the magic if the glass was uncovered? Calling on the power, I welcome the tingle of magic and wrap it and my arms around myself. Touching the cool stone pendant at my neck gives some comfort to my thoughts. I try to ignore any hope for the future and relax into my final hours.

      I’m not very successful.
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      After pulling back the rolling portion of fencing, I drive my pickup into the enclosure then sit for a long moment staring at the dilapidated building before exiting my vehicle to close and relock the gate. My family’s company has owned this property for over three decades. Although the Joseph Building Company’s board has often brought up the negative profitability of the restaurant slash bar slash club, no one has succeeded in coming up with a sales pitch to offload the property.

      But now that both Dad and my grandfather are gone, the oldest board members banded together and have finally brow-beaten the board into what they consider a profitable decision. A new business that fits in with the shiny, consumer forward neighborhood.

      What had started out as The Rose, an Irish Pub, is soon to be destroyed to make way for one of the latest high tech car washes scattered throughout the city.

      I give a soft snort at the idea. Like a city this size needs yet another car wash.

      Now, I can’t deny coddling and detailing expensive vehicles is profitable. This property will be the only facility of its type in this quadrant of the city. Even though the building is beyond repair, it breaks my heart to destroy the old nightclub.

      So here I am in the middle of the night, sneaking onto my own property, hoping to steal a piece of the past.

      Although the original Irish pub was long gone before I was born, I remember the stories my great-granny told me about the food, how Irish musicians had played traditional music from the small stage, and how much the patrons loved the place. With the condition of the building it’s difficult to imagine what the pub would be like today had it been successful and remained open through the years. Tonight, when everyone is out celebrating Saint Patrick’s day, an Irish Pub concept would be perfect for this neighborhood. One profitable enough to satisfy the board.

      But this Rose wouldn’t cater to wild, drunken parties and green beer. The kitchen would serve traditional foods like corned beef and cabbage. Dark, smooth glasses of Guinness, with the perfect topper of foam. Definitely a classier, more traditional celebration.

      Most of all, I remember how great-granny’s smile grew wide and her eyes twinkled when she described a stained glass rose—the sparkling logo for the club—filling the transom space over the front entrance. Over the years I’d begged Dad and Grandpa to show me the rose, but they always denied or ignored my pleas. They couldn’t disrupt the current business, or there was no time. Or, and this hurt the most, told me I was a fool for believing an old woman’s fanciful stories.

      Foolish or not, I believed her tales. I drop my gaze and grin. At that time I’d longed to meet a leprechaun or some other of the fey folks
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