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      Disclaimer

      This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

      
        
        IMPORTANT REWRITE NOTE

      

      

      This book was originally titled Joseph’s Mansions. It featured the character Frankie Houlihan.

      Frankie has now been written out and Eddie written in to make this the 9th book in the Eddie Malloy series. See Steeplechasing.net for more details
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      I’m grateful to the growing number of fans of the Eddie Malloy series

      To get an email about new Eddie Malloy books and plans for the series, please click here and complete the ‘follow blog via email’ box.

      We’ll never spam you or disclose your details

      Thanks

      Joe McNally

      

      Social Media and Website

      You can find us at

      Facebook

      Twitter

      Steeplechasing.net
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      On the outskirts of Lambourn on November 1st, a black Mercedes travelled slowly on a deserted road. The driver was a Dublin man, Biffo Gleeson. There were two rear-seat passengers. One of them called out, ‘Just pull over. We’ve wasted enough time.’

      Gleeson pulled in at a closed field gate, set the handbrake and sat in silence.

      Gleeson’s boss turned to his companion, a young scientist named Nils Fleming, ‘Sorry for dragging you around half of England. I was told there was a suitable place up here somewhere. I hadn’t expected it to be so hard to find and I’ve a flight to catch.’

      Fleming said, ‘I’m perfectly happy to come back in the next couple of days and search for it.’

      ‘You sure you don’t mind?’

      ‘Not at all, Mister McGrath. I’m really excited about the whole project. And it’s been a pleasure meeting you at last after so many telephone conversations.’

      ‘The pleasure’s mine, Mister Fleming. It’s a privilege for an entrepreneur like me to be able to support science and I’ll tell you, you’d not even be ruling out a Nobel Prize if you pull this off.’

      Fleming laughed nervously. ‘I’ll settle for the professional satisfaction Mister McGrath. It could be long and difficult. I don’t want to build your expectations too high.’

      ‘Time is something we have plenty of, and money too. If this property turns out unsuitable, find one to your taste and I’ll get my lawyers onto it.’

      ‘I’m sure the one you have in mind will be fine. My concern is the potential delay in getting the right horses.’

      ‘Don’t be worrying now. I’m an investor that takes the longer view for the bigger return.’

      ‘That’s such a novel thing to hear these days Mister McGrath. You’re a breath of fresh air, indeed!’

      ‘Good man!’ He patted Fleming’s shoulder and said, ‘Biffo, Newbury train station to drop Mister Fleming.’

      ‘No problem, Mister McGrath.’

      

      At Newbury station McGrath stepped out with Fleming and they shook hands. McGrath said, ‘I’m sorry we haven’t time to drive you all the way home. Next visit, I’ll arrange an English driver and put a car at your disposal.’

      ‘That’s very kind, but there should be no need. Diane is using the car this evening, my fiancé. I prefer rail travel anyway.’

      ‘Well, when this is done, you’ll be able to buy Diane a nice new Porsche.’

      ‘Ha! I wouldn’t set her loose on the public in a fast car!’

      ‘You can keep it for yourself then.’

      ‘I might just do that!’

      ‘I’ll let you go and catch your train and Biffo here will get his foot down for Heathrow. Good luck. Safe home.’

      ‘You too, Mister McGrath.’ Fleming bent low, his heavy blonde fringe flopping as he waved to Gleeson, ‘Goodbye Biffo!’

      Gleeson winked and raised a thumb. Fleming straightened and said to McGrath, ‘He won’t mind me calling him Biffo, will he?’

      McGrath slapped his shoulder and smiled, ‘He’s been called much worse, mostly by me!’ He ducked and got in the back.

      ‘Move it,’ he said sternly and Gleeson pulled away as McGrath returned Fleming’s wave.

      Gleeson checked his mirror trying to see his boss’s face under the orange bloom of streetlights. The man had not been pleased at missing seeing the property. McGrath stared out the side window. Gleeson said, ‘Nice young fella.’

      ‘Can’t be as cabbage as he looks. How the fuck do these people become scientists and professors when they can’t see what’s staring them in the face?’

      Gleeson had an answer but said nothing.

      The last racing yard the Mercedes had passed when leaving Lambourn was owned by trainer Miles Henry. In a stall halfway along the east side of the American barn, a dark-haired girl worked on a gleaming chestnut horse and her best friend sat watching.
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      Lily Caraldo had fixed a portable LED light to the bars of the stall, and spun the switch to flood as she worked on the last section of Zuiderzie’s mane.

      The jockey who was to ride Zuiderzie at Chepstow next day, Jessica Wainwright, sat on a pile of fresh straw in the corner, watching Lily. Jessica said, ‘You look like some kind of show act under that light. Feels as though I’m sitting in the dark here in a theatre and you’re up on the stage.’

      Lily didn’t stop working. She said, ‘We will be stars one day, Jess, both of us.’

      Jessica and Lily were 19-years-old. Jessica had been brought up on a smallholding in Cumbria and had ridden since childhood. Lily had been born in the backstreets of Liverpool. Her love of horses had started with a pony ride on Blackpool beach. Since then she’d dreamt of working with horses.

      Lily finished plaiting the mane and stepped back to admire her work. ‘Perfect,’ she said.

      ‘Ahh,’ Jessica said, ‘you’ve missed a teeny bit.’

      ‘Where?’

      Jessica got up and walked over and touched a tiny tuft sprouting from the braids. Lily bent to her kit box and came up with a small pair of scissors which glinted under the lamp. ‘Now hold it carefully,’ she said and Jessica fingered the tuft, prodding it upright as Lily clipped it and said ‘Ta-raaa!’

      Jessica held the red tuft in her palm. ‘Make a wish,’ she said and brought it to her lips ready to blow.

      Lily cried, ‘Don’t! I’ll take it!’

      ‘What for?’

      ‘I’ll show you,’ Lily said, and she took the tiny clump and flicked open the heart shaped locket she wore and tucked it inside. Lily smiled as she closed it. ‘There. It’ll always remind me of my first horse.’

      ‘Awww!’

      ‘Come here,’ Lily said.

      ‘What?’

      ‘No. Stand there a minute.’ She moved close to Jessica.

      Although their colouring was different, they were the same height and build with a lithe strength from hard work and youth.

      Lily raised the scissors and cut a piece from the bottom of Jessica’s collar-length fair hair. This too she tucked into the locket. ‘My first ever horse and my best ever friend.’

      Jessica smiled and reddened and said, ‘Aww…times ten!’

      ‘Same colour,’ Lily said.

      ‘What is?’

      ‘Your hair and Zy’s.’

      ‘I’m blonde! When did you last see a blonde horse?’

      ‘You’re a redhead! A ginger minge!’

      Jessica held out a hank of her hair, ‘I’m a natural bloody blonde…okay? Kind of sandyish maybe, depending how the light hits me. And what’s wrong with redheads anyway?’

      Lily put her arm around Jessica’s shoulders and pushed her head down until it touched Zuiderzie’s mane, ‘Look. Same colour!’

      Jessica giggled and elbowed Lily in the ribs as she straightened, laughing. Jessica looked up at the big clock hanging over the double door of the barn, ‘I’d better get going or I’ll miss my lift.’ She fixed her yellow sweat-top and brushed away strands of straw. She said, ‘I’ll see you tomorrow at Chepstow.’

      Lily bowed deep and swept her hand in a low flourish, grabbing a fistful of straw, ‘You will, Madam!’ And she threw the straw toward her friend who skipped backward. As the dust cloud from the falling straw floated in the light they looked at each other, smiling as the haze dispersed. Lily raised an open hand and said quietly, ‘See you tomorrow, Jess.’

      Jessica raised her hand too, as though making a pledge. She left and closed the stall door.

      Lily unlatched it again, pushed it a few inches and watched through the bars as Jessica ran along the concrete aisle, horses’ heads turning as she passed, her hair and her yellow top fading and glowing between each overhead light until she went out through the main doors.

      Silence now.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            3

          

        

      

    

    
      Next day, in the Chepstow weighing room, Jessica Wainwright donned the colours of Zuiderzie’s owner: lemon with purple crossbelts. Her valet tied the purple cap onto her crash helmet and pinched her cheeks, ‘There, that’ll put some colour into you! You’re hellish pale.’

      She smiled, ‘I’m fine. My natural English Rose look. Alabaster they call it.’

      ‘Alabastard more like!’

      Jessica shoved him away, took a deep breath and headed out to the paddock.

      

      The vet, Trip Healy, watched Zuiderzie as Jessica slipped her feet into the stirrups. This was Healy’s first attempt at doping. He’d learn from it, especially on the timing side, He’d left things as late as possible with the horse who was now beginning to show signs: jig-jogging, throwing his head about. Still, the girl seemed in control as the horses left the paddock.

      Healy walked toward the stables. One final check to make. He called Martha. She answered with the simple one-word greeting they’d agreed, ‘Hello?’

      ‘All on?’

      ‘Just left the last shop.’

      ‘You got it all on, though?’

      ‘Every penny.’

      ‘Good.’

      ‘Goodbye.’

      

      At the start, Jessica was relieved to see the flag raised. This was her sixth ride on Zuiderzie and she’d never known the chestnut so keyed up. She didn’t worry when he went straight to the front. The trainer never gave her riding instructions on Zuiderzie as nobody expected him to win anyway.

      Might as well let him run himself out.

      But he ran himself clear of the others and swung into the long home straight still travelling strongly. Jessica looked behind, across the angle of the bend and saw the other jockeys busily asking their mounts for an effort.

      Zuiderzie barrelled along all the way up that testing straight to fly the last hurdle ten lengths clear. Jessica, smiling in bemusement and joy could hear Lily screaming from the groom’s area where the Liverpudlian girl squealed with delight and jumped up and down, her dark hair bouncing as though alive.

      Coming back in, Jessica laughed out loud as she watched Lily whooping and jumping as she ran to meet her.

      As Jessica dismounted in the winner’s enclosure and Lily hugged her she said, ‘I couldn’t even pull him up! I thought he was never going to stop!’

      Lily stepped back and held Jessica at arm’s length, ‘Tell me it isn’t a dream, Jess! Tell me this is actually happening!’

      ‘It’s happening! it’s happening, but if you don’t let me go and weigh in we’ll get disqualified!’

      Lily pulled her close again, ‘You’re a genius Jessica Wainwright, a genius!’

      ‘Ha! I wish! It was probably all that brushing you were doing last night, filled him with so much static he couldn’t wait to shake it off!’

      Lily held her gaze in silence for a few moments the said, ‘This is just the start for you, Jess…just the start. I know it!’

      Jessica shifted the saddle farther up her arm and touched Lily’s shoulder with her free hand, ‘We’ll see.’

      Lily said, ‘Do you still have to go up north?’

      ‘Afraid so. Promised mum and dad.’

      ‘When are you back?’

      ‘Tomorrow night, late. Dad’s driving me down.’

      ‘Call me tonight.’

      ‘I will. Can I go now before the clerk of the scales comes looking for me?’

      ‘Move your ass!’

      

      In the early dusk, near the Welsh border, Lily Caraldo was singing and swaying on the blue bench seat of the horsebox.

      Jimmy London, the head lad, was driving. He’d been in racing forty years and Lily’s delighted celebrations had sent him tumbling back through the decades to his first year in the sport when all was bright and new and everything seemed possible.

      He was happy for Lily and sad at what passing time would bring her. For the first half hour of the journey home Jimmy watched and listened to her with amusement. But her antics continued at the same high octane level and if she said just once more how ‘utterly amazing!’ the chestnut’s victory had been, Jimmy would throw her out, preferably crossing the Severn Bridge. He smiled as he pictured her long tumbling fall into the Bristol channel.

      By the time they reached the yard in Lambourn, Lily had been long silent, voice hoarse and throat sore, and she got wearily out and climbed down the three worn metal rungs.

      When Jimmy opened the rear doors of the horsebox and lowered the ramp, the big security lamps in the yard lit the inside of the box like a stage. Jimmy stared. Zuiderzie was bathed in sweat and shaking like a tuning fork. ‘Lily, go and get the Guvnor!’

      ‘What’s up?’ she asked, coming sleepily along the side of the vehicle.

      ‘Just go! Now!’
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      On Sunday morning in the northern Lake District, Eddie Malloy left his home at Felltop Farm for the short drive to the yard of Charlie Wainwright, Jessica’s father. Charlie had held a permit for fifteen years. A permit allows the holder to train horses belonging to himself or immediate family only. Charlie was happy with that. He’d never wanted a commercial racing yard.

      Since Eddie had moved north from Lambourn, he’d ridden for Charlie when available and helped with schooling.

      Wainwright’s stable star was a seven-year-old bay gelding called Angel Gabriel. For weeks the trainer had been imploring Eddie to come and sit on the horse, promising that the gelding’s improvement through the summer had been ‘phenomenal’.

      Fifteen minutes after leaving home, Eddie pulled into the Wainwright smallholding.

      Charlie was feeding the pigs as Eddie parked at the side of the old farmhouse. The balding trainer tipped what remained in the black plastic bucket into the corner of the pig pen.

      As he shut the gate behind him, Charlie Wainwright grimaced and closed his eyes for a moment, bracing himself to turn and face Eddie.

      They walked toward each other in the morning sun. Wainwright felt like a reluctant gunslinger about to confront a man with no ammunition. Eddie smiled and held out his hand, ‘Better late than never. Sorry it’s taken so long to come and see this superstar and sorry it had to be a Sunday, Charlie. Things have been hectic.’

      The trainer wiped his hand on his overalls before shaking Eddie’s, ‘Not at all, Eddie. Good to see you, as always. Come in and Liz will make us a cup of tea.’

      ‘The tea can wait, Charlie. I know you’ve been bursting to show me this horse.’

      Charlie Wainwright tried to find an apologetic smile, ‘Well, Eddie, I’m not quite sure how to tell you this.’

      

      An hour later, Eddie was back home. Mave heard the door close and looked up from her desk, ‘That was quick.’

      ‘I left it too long and missed the boat by a day.’

      ‘Which boat?’

      He bent to kiss her lightly and took off his jacket. He said, ‘The Gabby boat. Angel Gabriel.’

      ‘Such a nice name and they call him Gabby?’

      ‘I’ve heard worse.’

      ‘He’s injured?’

      ‘He’s reserved. For Jessica. She had a winner at Chepstow yesterday and apparently Liz got all excited and persuaded Charlie to let her ride Angel Gabriel this season.’ ‘Well, no offence, but that doesn’t seem outrageous. She’s a decent kid, is she not?’

      ‘She’s all right. She was there, in fact, spending the weekend, though I think she was a bit embarrassed. She’s ridden a dozen winners now. Charlie thinks Gabby can win the Hennessy.’

      ‘You said that as though you believe him. A hundred trainers will wake up this morning thinking they can win the Hennessy,’ Mave said, trying to console him.

      Eddie pulled the cord to open the long curtains that hid the picture window. Mave’s eyes narrowed at the flood of light. Eddie said, ‘Except that Charlie wouldn’t be one of the hundred. His favourite saying is that he was born a pessimist and has never been disappointed.’

      ‘Well, I think you can rest easy. He’s a permit trainer. They don’t win Hennessys.’

      Eddie stood looking down toward Ullswater, ‘He might be a permit trainer, but he’s not a bullshitter, Mave. If Charlie Wainwright reckons he has a Hennessy winner, he won’t be far wrong.’

      Mave watched him. She said, ‘You’ve got to admit it would be some story. First permit holder, first female jockey…’

      Eddie said, ‘Liz Wainwright believes she can win the National on him.’

      ‘No chance! Liz is nearly fifty!’

      Eddie turned and smiled at her, ‘Very funny. Jessica, not Liz.’

      Mave rose and went to him. She said, ‘I know. I was trying to cheer you up.’

      ‘Well you can’t. Look,’ and he pulled a long face. Mave laughed and he went to the mirror and looked at himself and said, ‘Mac would call this glum, wouldn’t he?’

      ‘He would.’

      Eddie stared at himself. He said, ‘Glum…Glum…it’s one of those words you only hear from the likes of Mac…and it fits so well…glum.’

      Mave said, ‘You’re mad.’

      

      Sean Gleeson, the teenage son of Biffo the Mercedes driver, hurried through Dublin’s streets, anxious to get to Croke Park.

      Before his mother died, Sean had hated Sunday mornings. She was always chivvying him along to get ready for Mass. This Sunday morning held promise.

      Sean thought of his mother as he jogged along the pavement. Missing Mass was the only good thing that he associated with her death. That and not having to listen to his father beating her when he was mad with the drink.

      With his mother gone, his father had lashed out at him a few times, but Sean was too fast. Too fast and too wise these days. He’d learned young that avoiding Biffo Gleeson entirely was the best way to survive. Duck. Dive. Dodge. Be out when his father came home, or stay hidden in his room. In a couple of years he’d be away to England to be a jockey.

      Today would be another step toward that. Sean was to ride in his biggest race so far, down on the beach at Laytown. Michael Cosgrave, a top trainer of ponies, had brought Sean along steadily since the boy had turned up on his doorstep looking “to help with the ponies”. Sean often recalled that day: it had been his twelfth birthday.

      Two years on, Mister Cosgrave was trusting him with the mount on his fastest pony, Shelley’s Shebeen. As he ran around the corner into Russell Street, Sean saw Mister Cosgrave’s green horsebox waiting outside Croke Park. He smiled and skipped and increased his speed.

      In loose silks of pink and cerise, Sean sat on the back of the strong little bay and circled quietly with the other runners for the third race. The only grass in sight grew in tufts on the dunes. Laytown races took place on the beach.

      Official horseracing at Laytown was a summer sport. Cosgrave had arranged this special racemeeting for ponies only. Sean felt the wind on his face and tasted the salt spray. The ponies tasted it too, chomping away, bridles clinking over searching tongues.

      Looking around, Sean wished for a moment that his father had come to watch. Sean wanted to show him what could be made of a boy’s life. And Biffo Gleeson loved betting horses. Maybe for the first time he could have found something to be proud of.

      Sean brought his mind back to this six-furlong race. The ponies lined up, the sand around their hooves unfamiliar to them. Sean concentrated so hard on the starter’s swirling flag that everything else faded from his vision. Mister Cosgrave had warned him he must not miss the break. He was to jump off in front and try to stay there.

      As the white flag rose an inch higher, Sean gathered himself and was kicking as the flag came down and the roar went up.

      He drove the filly along at a speed he believed she could maintain until the last furlong when, perhaps, she could quicken by ten per cent or so to hold them off. Sean pumped rhythmically with hands and heels, smiling all the while. At the edges of his mind, he was vaguely aware of the commentary from the PA caravan and the blur of changing colours as he raced past the yelling crowds on the dunes, feeling completely at one with his speeding pony.

      As they passed the winning line in front Cosgrave threw his hat in the air, almost hitting a big herring gull. The crowds cheered, for the filly had been well backed. And Sean, laughing with nerves and delight and wonderment rode the filly into the little makeshift winners’ enclosure. He had just galloped closer to his dream.
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      At dusk Charlie Wainwright left his smallholding and set off on the long drive south with Jessica. She strapped on her seatbelt and said, ‘Dad, I really, really appreciate this.’

      ‘Don’t be daft.’

      ‘No. I don’t want you thinking I’m taking you for granted. It means a lot to me.’

      ‘And you mean a lot to me. You’re my daughter. I want to see you safely home. We worry about you enough stuck down there in Oxford.’

      ‘I’ll take my driving test soon.’

      Charlie glanced across as darkness closed in under the long line of trees by the lake, ‘So then we can start worrying about you driving as a novice among all those lunatics in the south.’

      ‘So, stop worrying, Dad! That’s the answer!’

      ‘Oh, right, is it? Wait until you have kids!’

      She laughed, ‘That’s a long way off!’

      ‘You’ll be surprised how quick the years go by.’

      ‘I already am.’

      They travelled in silence for a while and Charlie settled himself for the long drive. After five minutes he glanced at his daughter, ‘Your earphones are usually in by now. What’s up?’

      She turned to look at him, ‘Dad, I want to take a break from my course so I can turn pro.’

      He bit back his instinctive response and stared straight ahead as he steered through the lights and onto the M6 slip road.

      ‘Talk to me,’ Jessica said.

      ‘Was it yesterday that pushed you this way, Zuiderzie?’

      ‘No, Dad, it wasn’t. Honestly. I’ve been thinking about it for a while. I like what I’m doing. I like dentistry. I think that’s probably how I’ll end up earning a living. But I love riding and if I’ve got any chance of making it I want to know sooner rather than later.’

      Charlie thought back to his own riding days as an amateur, to how much he’d have loved to do it full time and to the impossibility of even raising it with his father. He said, ‘Would they let you take an extended break from the course and come back?’

      ‘I’d get a year, maximum. But I’d know by then.’

      He drove a mile on the inside lane at sixty. Traffic flew past. Charlie stared through the windscreen. What would his father have said about his granddaughter being a professional jockey at 19? He glanced at Jessica, ‘Go for it,’ he said quietly.

      She turned quickly, ‘Really?’

      ‘Really.’ He nodded, ‘Really.’

      ‘What about mum?’

      ‘She’ll be fine. She’s your biggest fan. She talked me into jocking Eddie off Gabby.’

      ‘She did?’

      ‘Uhuh.’

      Jessica sat back, crossed her arms then uncrossed them and covered her face with her hands, speaking through her fingers, ‘I didn’t think it would be this easy…’

      Charlie reached to ruffle her hair, ‘Nor did I.’

      They laughed.

      

      It was late as she watched the tail lights of her father’s car fade into the night. Most of her neighbours would be asleep and Jessica thought she’d best phone Lily before she went upstairs. She stood under the overhang at the main door, listening to the ringing of Lily’s phone.

      ‘Jess?’

      ‘Did I wake you? Sorry.’

      ‘It’s okay…hold on…that’s it, just wanted to sit up. I hate talking lying down.’

      ‘Guess what?’

      ‘I can’t guess, Jess, my brain’s still asleep.’

      ‘Dad says it’s okay to take a year off and turn pro!’

      ‘He did? I mean, he has?’

      ‘Didn’t even argue about it! I’m going to try and find a place to rent in Lambourn. Miles said on Saturday he’d give me more rides and I’ll get on the phone and pester every trainer every morning until they give in and put me up.’

      ‘That’s great. That’ll be good.’ Lily sounded subdued.

      Jessica said, ‘Lily, are you all right? I thought you’d go mad with excitement.’

      No answer. Jessica waited then said, ‘Lily?’

      ‘Zy’s dead.’

      Jessica froze, her mouth half open. Lily said, ‘He didn’t make it after the race. He was in an awful state when we got back from Chepstow. The vet tried to save him but he died during the operation.’

      ‘Oh, Lily, I’m so sorry…I’m absolutely gutted for you. Oh, my God…’

      Lily couldn’t reply. Jessica said, ‘Why didn’t you mention it this morning when I phoned?’

      ‘I didn’t want to spoil the weekend for you…your celebrations with your family.’

      ‘But we’re like family, Lily, you and me! Oh, I wish you’d told me so I could have been there for you.’

      ‘I know. Maybe I should have. But you’d have done the same.’

      ‘Oh, Lily, I’m so, so sorry! What was wrong? What happened?’

      ‘Some kind of aggravated colic. It was horrible to see, Jess, when we opened the back and got the ramp down. He was shaking like a leaf, his whole body…’

      ‘God, you must be shattered. So must Miles and Jimmy and everybody.’

      ‘Miles says he’ll find me another good horse but it won’t be the same. Nothing’s ever the same when something like this happens.’

      ‘Want me to take tomorrow off and come over?’ Jessica said.

      ‘No, I’ll be better after a night’s sleep. And I’ll see you on Thursday anyway, won’t I?’

      ‘You will. But call me. Call me anytime if you need to talk. I’ll leave my phone on tonight.’

      ‘Thanks, Jess.’

      ‘Things’ll be better when I’m living in Lambourn. I promise.’

      Jessica’s face creased as she heard Lily’s stifled sobs.
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      Eddie went to the Wainwright place on Monday morning to give Charlie a second opinion on Angel Gabriel. When he got back home Mave was at the window watching him come along the path. He didn’t look up. The door opened. ‘Well?’ she asked.

      ‘Electric. Unbelievable how that horse has come on since last season.’

      ‘You look excited.’

      Eddie smiled, ‘I’m excited for the Wainwrights. They’re looking at a place in the history books.’

      ‘Grand National?’

      Eddie shrugged, ‘Who knows? But they’ll win a Hennessy off ten stone with him if Jessica sits tight.’

      ‘Exciting times.’

      ‘You ain’t seen nothin’ yet. Jess is chucking her dentistry course in Oxford to turn pro.’

      ‘Wow! How did Liz and Charlie take that?’

      ‘Charlie said he almost went off on one when she mentioned it, then he thought back to how much he’d like to have done the same thing.’

      ‘Good for him.’

      ‘And Liz is, as they say, over the moon. I’m going to have a cup of tea to celebrate.’

      ‘Push the boat out, why don’t you?’

      ‘Want one?’

      ‘Coffee for me, please.’

      Mave followed him to the kitchen. Eddie clicked the kettle on and said, ‘Jess needs a place in Lambourn. She reckons Miles Henry will take her on. I was thinking of offering her my old place for as long as she needs it.’

      ‘Good idea.’

      Eddie put a hand on the corner of the table and leant on it. He said, ‘I’m glad you talked me into keeping the bungalow.’

      Mave smiled sadly and lowered her head, ‘I’ve just always found it hard to shut doors on the past.’ He went to her and hugged her.

      

      Sweeney McGrath’s Dublin office was above the snooker hall he owned. At noon that Monday, McGrath was trimming his nose hair with a silver, battery-powered clipper when Biffo Gleeson knocked on his door. McGrath switched off the trimmer and put it on the desk, ‘Come in!’

      Gleeson eased himself through the door which he had only half opened and he turned and closed it silently. He wore an old, baggy, blue suit and a white shirt too tight at the collar where his green tie curled into a small knot.

      Gleeson never knew what mood his boss would be in and had yet to find a ‘holding’ expression he could use until he knew whether he should smile or frown.

      McGrath said, ‘You need to start shaving in the morning, Biffo and not wait until I call you.’

      ‘Yes, boss,’ Gleeson said, fingering a fresh cut on the loose flesh below his jaw. McGrath said, ‘Fleming’s found that place near Lambourn.’

      Gleeson nodded, but looked puzzled. McGrath said ‘The scientist fella. The smart fella. He’s found the place you couldn’t find after two hours driving. I’m going over to see it on Friday. You’re coming with me. We’ll fly to London and rent a car and on Saturday you’ll drive me back to the airport and then you’ll be in Lambourn again on Saturday afternoon to meet a man called Danny Deever.’

      Gleeson frowned, ‘I don’t think I know him, boss.’

      ‘You don’t. He used to be a jockey. He’s a slaughterman now. I’ll tell you on the way over what you need to do with him.’ McGrath reached to the edge of his desk and picked up a sheet of paper. He held it out, ‘Fleming gave me directions. Place is well hidden, which is as it should be, I suppose.’ McGrath held the paper up and Gleeson walked across and took it. McGrath said, ‘Here, give it back a minute.’

      McGrath looked at his PC screen and scribbled on the corner of the paper, ‘Deever’s mobile number.’

      Gleeson said, ‘Thanks,’ and he folded the sheet and put it in his trouser pocket.

      ‘Don’t lose that. And don’t tell anybody where you’re going.’

      ‘Yes boss.’

      ‘Pick me up at two on Friday.’

      ‘I will. I’ll see you then.’ Gleeson turned away. McGrath said, ‘I hear your boy’s riding for Cosgrave now?’

      ‘He is, boss.’

      ‘Encourage him. If he makes the grade, he’d be useful in one of the big English yards. Look after him.’

      ‘I will, boss,’ and he turned again to go out.

      ‘Biffo…’

      He stopped.

      ‘Don’t slink out like you usually do. People will be thinking you don’t want to be seen here. Walk out like a man.’

      Gleeson glanced back at McGrath, confused, ‘Yes, boss,’ he said and he tried to stand straight, with his head up. He managed the last three strides to the door, but once through it, he folded to his natural skulking shape and set off down the winding stairs.
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      On Friday evening McGrath was in the rear seat of a rented Mercedes and his temper was getting shorter. They’d been driving the side roads of Lambourn for half an hour. Biffo Gleeson had been unable to figure out the satnav system and he couldn’t find the house he was supposed to be taking McGrath to and he was sweating with anxiety.

      Gleeson pulled into the side of a dark road near the top of a hill. He had lost count of the times he’d unfolded the paper with the directions. It was grubby and dog-eared and the interior light in the car wasn’t bright. Gleeson screwed his eyes up as he tilted the sheet under the weak beam. ‘About a mile and a half outside Lambourn on the B4001, near the top of the hill. Turn left at the big tree, then-’

      ‘Does it say anything different from the last ten times you looked at it, Biffo?’

      Turning to face his solemn passenger Gleeson said, ‘Mister McGrath, this is the bloody B4001. I’ve been up and down it for the past half-hour and there’s no road! Look!’ He tried to give the sheet to McGrath who kept his hands on his thighs.

      ‘His number’s on it,’ McGrath said. ‘Call him and tell him you’re sorry to drag him out on a cold night, but you’re such a shite driver that you can’t get us there without help.’

      

      Fifteen minutes later, Gleeson was driving behind Nils Fleming’s black Toyota. He felt calmer. Fleming had been decent to him, told him the turnoff was almost impossible to find in the dark. His biggest relief came when McGrath had got out of the car to make the remainder of the journey with Fleming.

      

      Fleming drove fast but skilfully. McGrath said, ‘I don’t suppose you’re looking for a chauffeur’s job?’ Fleming chuckled. ‘You shouldn’t be too harsh on your man, Mister McGrath. You’ll see when we get there exactly why we couldn’t find it last time. I should have remembered you might be travelling in the dark when I gave you the instructions.’

      ‘You could roll a ball of string from here to Dublin and Biffo still wouldn’t be able to follow it back.’

      ‘That bad?’

      McGrath smiled, remembering that he needed Fleming to have trust in Gleeson’s ability to set him up with a decent supplier. ‘Nah, he’s a good man, really. He’s no genius, is Biffo, but he’s smart enough and you can count on him to do what he’s told. He’d walk off a cliff if I asked him to, so he would.’

      ‘You must treat him well, if he shows that sort of respect.’

      McGrath resisted making a clever remark. He realized Fleming believed that he was simply a businessman. Most people in McGrath’s world could interpret that euphemism well enough, but Fleming came from a different background.

      He replied to the scientist’s question, ‘I’d like to think I have the respect of all the people who work for me.’

      ‘I’m sure that I too will find our association a pleasure,’ Fleming said.

      ‘And a profitable pleasure, too. That’s what we all want,’ McGrath said as they approached the high black gates.

      When they parked, an animated Gleeson came quickly from the Merc, leaving its door open. McGrath got out of the Toyota and Gleeson leaned forward, almost blocking his way, and said, ‘Road! That was never a road! Jeez, they talk about Ireland being a backward country! That was a pig-track, Mister McGrath!’ He looked across at Fleming. ‘No offence to your directions there, Mister Fleming, but Christopher bloody Columbus couldn’t have found that turning!’

      Fleming smiled kindly at him. ‘He only found America by mistake, so you’re probably right.’ Gleeson opened his mouth again but McGrath, menacingly quiet, said, ‘Give it a rest.’

      

      Seated in the library, Gleeson declined the offer of a drink. He knew he’d be unable to have just one. ‘Ahh, a glass of lemonade would be fine,’ he said, trying to look enthusiastic about it.

      ‘There might be some in the kitchen,’ Fleming said. ‘Bear with me.’

      When he left the room, McGrath turned to Gleeson, ‘Drink the friggin’ lemonade then tell him you’ve got to go to the car and make a few calls. Wait there until I’m done.’
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      The following afternoon, in the bar of the Chequers Hotel in Newbury, Gleeson spotted the slaughterman sitting in the corner with two untouched half-pints of orange juice on the table. That was the sign they’d agreed so Gleeson would recognize him.

      Raising a thumb to the slaughterman and smiling, Gleeson motioned to the bar and hurried toward it. He carried a pint of Guinness and a large whiskey and lemonade to the table. ‘Mister Deever?’ he said.

      ‘Mister Gleeson.’

      ‘That’s me.’ He put the drinks down and they shook hands. Gleeson sat across from him and drank half of the Guinness then nodded to the orange juice. ‘Want a proper drink?’

      ‘No thanks.’

      Gleeson drank again, watching Deever. ‘You look worried, Mister Deever.’

      ‘Should I be?’

      ‘Not so far as I’m concerned. I just wanted to put a little business proposal your way so you can make a few quid.’

      ‘Doing what?’

      ‘Before we talk about that, you need to understand the importance of keeping this quiet. Whether you decide to do it or not, you can’t talk about it. Not now, not next week, next year, whenever. It’s important for your own, eh, what do they say these days, quality of life?’

      ‘You already said all this on the phone. I told you, I don’t have a problem with keeping my mouth shut.’

      Gleeson smiled and drank. He said, ‘The people who gave me this project are very serious about confidentialism.’

      Deever frowned in puzzlement at the word. Gleeson continued, ‘They are men that secrecy and loyalty mean a lot to. They have a reputation to protect, one that’s well known in Ireland.’

      ‘Is that a threat?’ Deever asked.

      ‘Not at all. I just want to make sure you know what the, eh, whole package is.’

      ‘Well, I told you, I don’t have a problem with it!’ His voice was raised and he leant forward aggressively.

      Gleeson smiled and looked around. ‘Keep the head, son, and I’ll buy you a hat.’

      Deever’s ice-blue eyes glinted with anger. He leant back and folded his arms.

      Gleeson drank some whiskey. ‘Now,’ he said, ‘this is the deal. You know the racehorses you get to take for the slaughter?’

      ‘Yes.’

      ‘Well I want you to make a little detour on the way to the slaughterhouse and let a friend of mine borrow them for a day.’

      ‘Borrow?’

      ‘Before you shoot them.’

      ‘You’re kidding me.’

      ‘Now why would I be flying from Dublin, paying all that money in air fares to sit here kidding with you?’

      Arms still folded, Deever shook his head slowly. ‘Where does your friend live?’ he asked.

      ‘Near Lambourn.’

      ‘Whereabouts?’

      ‘Are you interested?’

      ‘What’s the money like?’

      ‘Two hundred and fifty pounds a horse, minimum.’

      Deever sat forward. ‘How many horses?’

      ‘As many as you can get, but they need to be racehorses and if you can get a good one the money goes up.’

      ‘What does he want to do with them?’

      Gleeson slugged from the whiskey glass then smiled, ‘He’s going to tie his washing between two of them and make them run round the garden until it’s dry.’

      Deever didn’t smile.

      Gleeson said, ‘It doesn’t matter to you what he does with them, does it? You drop them off, then pick them up a few hours later, collect your money then go and do your job.’

      Deever stared at him for a while then said, ‘I’ll do a couple and we’ll see how it goes. Who pays me?’

      ‘My friend does.’

      ‘Where do I take them to?’

      ‘We’ll drive up there and I’ll show you. It’s a hard place to find.’

      ‘When do I start?’

      ‘Yesterday.’

      ‘We’d better move then.’ He got up. Gleeson finished both drinks. Deever jangled his car keys as he watched Gleeson drain the glasses. ‘I think I’ll drive, eh?’

      Gleeson smiled at his sarcasm. ‘Drive away, son, drive away. But you’ll need to bring me back.’ He wiped his mouth and followed the slim, fair-haired slaughter man.

      

      As they turned along the track leading to the house on the hill, Deever said, ‘I know this place. A guy called Kennedy used to train here. Went bust and did a moonlight about three years ago.’

      ‘Is that so?’ Gleeson said as he looked out of the window at the thick woods bordering the narrow track on both sides.

      Deever said, ‘How long’s your man been here?’

      ‘The less you know, the better for you, son. I just want you to meet Fleming so you’re clear on where you’re going and who’s paying you.’

      They trundled toward the big gates in silence, Deever’s jaw set hard and his eyes glinting with anger. If he hadn’t needed the money he would have decked the Irishman in the car park and left him there.
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      In a high ceilinged, musty-smelling room, Deever shook hands with the smiling Fleming, struck by the softness of his fingers. This was no horseman or manual worker. And he’s no older than I am, Deever thought, as he took in the unopened packing cases by the window and what looked like a lab coat over a chair.

      ‘Mister Deever,’ Fleming said, ‘pleased to meet you!’

      Deever smiled, ‘And you.’

      ‘Shall I show you the stables?’

      ‘Sure,’ said Deever.

      

      On the trip back to Newbury, Deever’s frustration had given way to intrigue. Gleeson chattered mindlessly beside him and Deever grunted an occasional response as he tried to figure out what was going on.

      At the hotel Gleeson got out then stooped and looked into the car, ‘Thanks. I’ll say farewell. There’ll not be any need for us to meet again unless you decide you’re going to be a naughty boy.’

      ‘Yeah, if I do you’ll be the first to know, Mister Gleeson.’

      ‘You’re right. I will be,’ he said. Deever shook his head and pulled away, opening the windows, welcoming the cold air that would clear the smell of Gleeson’s boozy breath.

      On the drive home, Deever’s instinct that this could be his big break grew stronger. During his riding days he’d met a few dodgy characters. They’d appealed to him much more than the toffs and he’d learned from them.

      He was still a young man. He didn’t want to be shooting horses all his life though there was a certain satisfaction in it; a touch of revenge.

      Deever had been blessed with all that was needed for a highly successful riding career. Except nerve. He’d discovered this in his first season over jumps and his rage stemmed not from the flaw in himself but from the realization he could not blame it on anyone else. It was born in him and lived in him that fear of broken necks and severed spines…those dreams of death and funerals.

      He’d staged a fall on which to base his early retirement and since then had fraudulently drawn on funds from the Injured Jockeys Association.

      But he was better than this. He possessed unusual talent and just had to find what that talent was. This new thing excited him. It excited him much more than the buzz he’d got last year from helping that bent trainer burn down his yard.

      

      In the small kitchen of his Lambourn flat, Deever filled the kettle then took a pencil and a pad from a shelf and set it on the narrow breakfast bar.

      A mug of strong coffee and he’d put his mind to work properly and try to figure out what was happening up on the hill.

      As the kettle blew steam on the cold window pane, Deever stared out over the winter rooftops. He went to a cupboard in his bedroom and brought out an old photograph album, its spine frail from a thousand openings.

      Deever set it on the kitchen table and sat down, cradling the coffee mug. He turned to the central section of the album, to the old black and white prints of him at his grandparents’ farm in Leitrim…the farm by the lake.

      His happiest days had been there, fishing with his grandfather, haymaking, swimming in the lake. He’d visited from time to time over the years since they had died and he’d stand at the gate and look with frustration and anger and sorrow at the abandoned house and buildings. On every visit this childhood haven seemed to have crumbled more. He’d promised himself he would save it, return it to the way it was when it filled his memory on those awful nights when he could not sleep and his mind sought solace in the old days.

      Gently he touched the picture of his granddad, smiling by the hayrick, a hand on the shoulder of the boy with the golden hair and the sunburned skin.

      He said, ‘I’ll fix everything, Granddad. It’ll all be back the way it used to be.’

      If idiots like Gleeson could rise in a criminal organization, there was nothing Deever couldn’t do given a lucky break. Nothing.
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      Half a mile southwest of where Danny Deever sat, a hired white box van slowed on the approach to its final turn. Inside were Charlie Wainwright and Jessica. In the back were Jessica’s belongings and some furniture her mother had bought for her. Jessica watched the satnav screen as it counted down the last two hundred metres to the T junction. Charlie slowed and took the sharp left onto the unpaved road.

      ‘Oh, look at that!’ Jessica said, pointing to her right. Charlie glanced, ‘Some place.’

      ‘Rooksnest. What a house!’

      The grand Manor house, lit by soft ground-lights, stood at the top of the single-track leading down to the bungalow she’d be living in for the foreseeable future.

      Charlie slowed the van to walking pace as it creaked and juddered over the uneven surface and downward into the tight valley. Jessica put her hands to her mouth and said, ‘This is going to feel so weird! How great is Eddie after what happened?’

      Her father said, ‘He wouldn’t be one for bearing grudges. He’s never been anything but a gentleman.’

      Jessica said, ‘I know. I was dreading you having to tell him about Gabby. I can’t believe he offered me this place when he’d lost the ride.’

      ‘He wouldn’t want you in some dive any more than we would. Still, it looks bigger than I thought…’

      ‘Wow!’ said Jessica as the long, white bungalow came fully into view.

      

      After an hour’s unloading and reorganizing, the few bits of furniture she had brought looked to Jessica to be alien and small in this big house with its picture window and vast garden.

      She went outside with her father to say goodbye. He hugged her and said, ‘I can stay the night, you know. Help you settle in.’

      ‘Don’t be daft, dad, I’ll be fine. You’ve got plenty to do at home. And you need to take the van back.’

      Charlie frowned, ‘It’s much lonelier down here than I imagined it would be.’

      ‘It’ll give me a chance to concentrate on my fitness. Eddie says there are some great running trails in the woods.’

      He squinted through the darkness, ‘It’s all bloody woods. You sure you’ll get a lift okay in the morning?’

      ‘Lily’s picking me up first thing.’

      ‘She’ll need a tank to get up and down that road.’

      ‘Lily’s little Fiat is so banged up it won’t make any difference. Don’t worry. Get yourself back in the van. It’s a long way home.’

      He kissed her forehead and jangled the van keys at her, ‘If you change your mind, call me and I’ll turn around.’

      ‘I’ll be fine! I’ll be asleep in half an hour.’

      ‘Ring me tomorrow, then.’

      ‘I will. Goodbye. Love to mum!’

      Charlie blew her a kiss and stepped up into the driver’s seat.

      Jessica watched the top half of the van over the blackthorn hedges as it climbed the narrow track, still creaking and bumping even though the back was empty.

      The engine noise faded gradually and Jessica found herself clinging to those sounds of her father leaving, holding her breath, straining to hear the last mechanical buzz.

      When all was quiet Jessica’s eyes and her mind shifted to the black bare woods surrounding her on three sides. And the silence. No traffic. No birdsong. No wind sigh.

      Silence in this strange place…this new womb of earth and trees and grass.

      With no real job anymore.

      No father or mother.

      Just Jessica.

      A child.

      Alone.

      She tried to console herself with thoughts of Lily being nearby, but could not hold the image steady in her mind. She buried her face in her hands and wept, helpless, unable to understand the sounds howling from her throat nor where they were coming from.

      

      That night Sean Gleeson returned home from Mister Cosgrave’s stables. Sean lived in a flat in a decrepit housing project called Saint Joseph’s Mansions.

      As Sean went in under the archway, a dappled grey pony named Pegasus turned its head at the sound of familiar footsteps. Most of the metal clothes poles on the drying green had been torn out, but one remained, and the pony’s halter was tied to it.

      All around was broken concrete. When the winter rains came, the blocked drains would steadily build a flood and Sean would have to find higher ground for Pegasus.

      The Mansions stood in a rectangle around the central yard where the pony was tied; five storeys of concrete with interior walkways, like a prison. It held 220 flats. All but six lay empty.

      Sean had been born here and it held some happy memories. The steady dilapidation over the years had gone unnoticed by him. Only when friends moved away had he been affected by the changes. And when his mother had died.

      Sean patted Pegasus and offered a few comforting words about feeding then ran upstairs. In the living room he found his father prone and unmoving on the threadbare rug in front of the gas fire. Biffo Gleeson had lain there since staggering home that afternoon.

      Sean was used to these drunken blackouts. His father had always been a drinker, but since getting in with the gangster McGrath, he drank only at weekends when McGrath was up north in Belfast. On the nights he could not drink, he used to take out his frustrations on his wife.

      At weekends, Gleeson guzzled Guinness and whiskey, trying to make up for the missed weekdays. Seeing his father comatose of the rug brought back a memory that Sean had never worked out how to handle.

      When he’d been five, he’d watched his mother stepping over the prone figure of his father on that same rug one Sunday morning and bend to turn the gas fire on.

      But she had not lit it.

      Sean recalled the smell that quickly built.

      His mother knew that the first thing her husband did on waking from a drunken blackout was to light a cigarette.

      Sean had watched as she laid the cigarette pack and the lighter close by on the rug. Then she had grabbed Sean’s hand and hurried out, closing the door softly but firmly.

      They had gone to chapel then and stayed for what seemed hours. From there she had taken him to Auntie Catherine’s house and left him all afternoon.

      That night she’d come back for him, her face bruised and tear-stained, and had taken him home. A home that was still in one piece.

      Sean watched his sleeping father now and he tried to remember what age he had been when he’d finally realized what his mother had been trying to do that morning. He would never know if his father had decided not to light that cigarette or if the gas meter had cut off the supply when the money ran out.

      Sean hunkered beside his father. Biffo’s jacket lay on the floor and his trousers were open at the waist. Sean scooped up the jacket and searched the pockets. It was the only way to get money out of Biffo Gleeson to buy food for Pegasus.

      He reached in, felt some paper and, as he pulled it out, he heard his father grunt. Shoving the paper in his pocket, he dropped the jacket and ran to his room.

      When Sean felt for the paper he’d just stolen he realized it wasn’t a bank note. He looked at it - some directions and a name and a telephone number.

      The name…Danny Deever…how strange, how strange…an old poem from his younger schooldays came back to him, one he was used to saying aloud. But he feared waking his father, so he ran through the verse in his head as he slowly crumpled the paper into a ball and tossed it on the floor. The poem haunted Sean for the rest of the day.
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      On Wednesday morning, Eddie Malloy’s friend, the journalist Ben Searcey, put down his newspaper and picked up his phone.

      Eddie was on his way to Wetherby when the call came in. He pressed the button on the steering wheel, ‘Ben, long time no see. How goes it?’

      ‘Not bad, Eddie. You?’

      ‘Pretty good. Four rides at Wetherby. Nice bright winter day. There are worse places to be.’

      ‘Dead right. Listen, I just saw an article about this girl who’s riding in the Hennessy. A daft headline about National Velvet and glass ceilings in sport. Who’s this Jessica Wainwright?’

      ‘She’s a good kid, Ben. We’re friendly with the family, though it hasn’t been painless personally. Angel Gabriel was my ride last season. Charlie Wainwright, who trains him says he’s a different horse this year. Jessica’s his daughter. Charlie thinks the horse has a great chance at Newbury. So do I.’

      ‘Nice story if it comes off. Worth me trying to get an angle on it, maybe following her progress exclusively?’

      ‘I think the exclusive side’s spoken for, Ben. BHA have got a new PR guy and he seems on the ball. That’s probably why you were reading that story.’

      ‘That’s a shame. Should’ve called you sooner.’

      Eddie said, ‘My fault. I ought to have thought of you. Having said that, I hear it’s some pain in the arse big owner who’s got a media company and blustered and threatened his way into the rights for Jessica’s story. There’s probably not much I could have done.’

      ‘What’s his name? Do I know him.’

      ‘Cottrill, Bob Cottrill.’

      ‘Rings a bell somewhere back in my old whiskey-soaked memory…never mind. How’s everybody? How’s Kim?’

      ‘Feeling guilty, I think. Hasn’t said much since the break-up. How’s Alice?’

      ‘Oh, still moping. Lovelorn as they used to call it. Sorry to hear Kim’s feeling guilty about it.’

      Eddie said, ‘You know what he’s like. All he’ll say is that he thinks he’s done the right thing.’

      ‘I’m sure he has, but don’t tell him I said that.’

      ‘I won’t. Alice was just too much for him. Like a rider being over-horsed. He couldn’t handle her, much as he wished he could.’

      ‘Er, I wouldn’t use that analogy within earshot of my lovely daughter.’

      Eddie laughed, ‘More than my life’s worth! But he misses her, I’m sure of that.’

      ‘Well, you never know how things’ll end up, Eddie, you never know.’

      ‘True.’

      ‘I’ll let you get on and kick that car back up to your usual hundred miles an hour.’

      ‘Ha! Those days are gone, too.’

      ‘Falling apart, Eddie, falling apart.’

      ‘I am. Let me know if you want a badge for the Hennessy, anyway. Should be a cracking race.’

      ‘I’ll give you a call.’

      

      At home that evening, Eddie and Mave had dinner in the farm house with Eddie’s sister Marie and her son Kim. Most nights they ate together, but Kim had been withdrawn for weeks now. Eddie knew he was getting over his relationship with Alice Searcey, and Eddie had been working on an idea to brighten Kim up. When they settled to eat, Eddie said to him, ‘Ever heard of Phoebe MacBreen?’

      Kim nodded, ‘The Irish trainer?’

      ‘The trainer of jockeys as well as horses. The legendary trainer of jockeys.’

      Kim said, ‘What about her?’

      ‘I spoke to her this morning to see if she had a space for a boy about your size come the next holidays.’

      Kim straightened in his chair, his eyebrows rising at the same time, ‘What did she say?’

      ‘She said she might well do if said boy was willing to buckle down from dawn to dusk and work Christmas Day.’

      Kim turned to his mother. Marie smiled, ‘Eddie spoke to me about it. If it’s all right with you it’s all right with me.’

      Kim beamed, ‘Seriously?’

      ‘Seriously,’ Marie said.

      ‘Yes!’ Kim shouted.

      Mave said, ‘You’ve come alive again! Hallelujah!’

      Kim laughed and turned to Eddie, ‘When do we go?’

      ‘First day of the holidays. I’ll take you over.’

      Mave said, ‘Er, we will take you over. I’m not missing a chance to travel on the ferry.’

      Eddie glanced at her then at Kim and he opened his arms, ‘Bang goes our quick flight.’

      ‘I like boats
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