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  Dedication




  To Russ who makes the journey fun even when I want to quit. And to Kris and Dean who are always positive mentors.




  



  Blarney




  



  Sheila paused in front of the old house and looked at it with a critical eye. She really loved the old beat-up place.




  In the morning mist, it had a charming, quaint cottage look to it. A person could hardly see the holes in the roof, the crumbling chimney, and the disrepair around the property.




  It was the poor excuse of a legacy her father had left to her and her mother. But this was what they had to survive on so they would have to make the best of it.




  She had decided they needed to make a plan. They needed the Blarney Stone B & B for their livelihood. Running it was the only thing she and her mother really knew how to do. She might be able to get another job doing something else, but she couldn’t and wouldn’t leave her mother alone.




  If the Blarney had been in Cork, Ireland, in the shadow of Blarney Castle where her parents came from, it would be doing fine.




  But they’d moved to Canada and were set up on the outskirts of Surrey, B.C.




  amidst withered, wild grass meadows and in the shade of the mountains covered in dead pine trees. True, they had a huge chunk of property but it had nothing on it and there was no reason for tourists to come. The area was definitely not a tourist destination, but that was exactly what they needed.




  It was her dream to build this into a beautiful place, with cozy little cottages, beautiful lakes and meadows and magical fairy woods - a place that people would want to visit again and again.




  Sheila gazed at the cottage reminding her to call it that, the tourists liked it. She pulled out her brand new digital camera and took some pictures.




  It was a perfect day for photographs with the sun shining and the soft breeze playing with the clumps of shamrocks in pots along the doorway and red, blue and yellow wildflowers in the front of the cottage scenting the air. You could almost imagine fairy’s playing amongst the flowers as you waited to hear the sound of a leprechaun’s hammer so you could catch him and demand his pot of gold.




  




  




  




  Angus their large, black cat wandered along the path that led to the front door, painted a shiny bright red. He flopped down in front of the door and looked back at her as if to say ‘okay, take my picture.’ It was a lovely picture, so she quickly took a couple of shots with her brand new, top of the line camera and continued around the property trying to get some good pictures for their web site.




  She took some picture of the back yard too and the little porch she had just finished setting up with a little table and chairs under the large hawthorn tree next to the creek.




  There were a few out buildings on the property that had slowly fallen in disrepair.




  She stopped at the old, red barn.




  It was a cow barn at one time. It still had a hayloft on top, with a wide breezy center walkway and stalls on each side. The barn was one of her favorite places. It was at the back of the property next to a large weeping willow, and the stream passed by here too. She stopped as she heard the light tap, tap of a small hammer.




  “Sheila, what’re you doing?” asked Patrick the old man who had rented their barn.




  “Ma and I have to get more clients for the B & B so I thought I’d update the pictures on our web site.” She replied. “What are you up to?”




  “Oh, you know just working,” he said as he lifted up his shoemakers’ hammer and continued hammering away. He was a very small man with long hair that curled around his collar. He was in his usual attire: a worn old cap and dirty work pants covered by a leather apron.




  The smell of hay and leather enveloped her. These were comforting scents to her that she’d known since she was a little girl Sheila lifted her camera to her eye and took a couple of quick shots of Patrick at work.




  “Whoa, Sheila girl, what do you think you’re doing? I did’na say you could take me picture,” Patrick said as he stomped toward her holding out his hand. For a little man he really had a strong presence, especially when he had something to say.




  




  




  




  “Please, Patrick. Mom and I need all the help we can get. We need more customers into the place and you looked so good in the barn swinging your hammer, so Irish. Please?”




  Patrick glared at Sheila. He knew what she said was the truth but he couldn’t agree with her. If he did his secret would be out and people would be coming, not to visit the B & B, but to capture him.




  “No, Sheila girl, I would, but I can’t. I need you to delete the pictures,” he said as he waited for her to do that. She gave in and deleted the pictures, “Fine, they’re all gone.”




  “Harrumph,” he mumbled then he turned away and went back to his work. She could here the tip, tip, tip of his hammer as he continued working.




  Sheila had to get back to the cottage to give her mother a hand.




  They were fortunate last night and had a guest, but only for one night. That meant that the room would have to be cleaned and linens stripped. Then she would gather and place fresh flowers in the six bedrooms and the living room. That was the part she liked best.
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