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Tony Harris – The story so far

Tony Harris was exiled to Connecticut following a mysterious episode, instigated by his employer, that he had no knowledge of. Many questions as to the reasons why were asked, but Tony was unable to speak to them as he was sworn to secrecy where his past was concerned.

Tony Harris, the next series of stories, deals with where his story began and developed to where he is now. This is the first Book in the Tony Harris series.
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The affluent suburb of Malahide, perched on the picturesque coast overlooking the Irish Sea in County Dublin, Ireland, is a suburban location where property values are monstrously high and human morals are sometimes questionable. Money is not a problem for the nouveau riche that aspire to live there but, as my late father used to say, “You’re born with taste and class, son. It can’t be bought, borrowed, learned, or stolen. It’s innate.”

I’m Tony Harris, a junior draughtsman with the firm of James Cadden Architecture in Dublin City centre. I’m the general dogsbody of the firm, but I get to spend half of the week out on site, either monitoring progress and standards or performing preliminary survey works and collating data at preconstruction stage on new contracts.

My work for this particular Monday morning, was to get a preliminary survey recorded at a site adjacent to a large house with panoramic sea views in Malahide. I arrived bang on time and pressed the intercom button to announce my arrival. The electric gates swung open, and I drove slowly through them. I parked close to where I would be working, possibly 40 metres from the house, and I thought I’d better introduce myself to the lady of the house as a matter of courtesy. I knocked on the door as I didn’t see a doorbell push, and it was opened by a tall, attractive, well dressed, fair haired, lady.

“Good morning Mrs. James,” I said. “My name is Anthony Harris, James Cadden sent me out to stake out your field for the new building. I won’t disturb you, I just wanted to let you know who it was that was walking around your property.”

“Thank you, Anthony, that’s very nice of you,” she said. “Yes, I was expecting you. Thank you for letting me know you’ve arrived. I won’t pretend to know what you’re doing, but if you give me a knock at about ten o’clock I’ll make you a cup of tea.”

“Thank you, Mrs. James.”

“You can call me Ruth, Anthony.”

“Everyone calls me Tony, Ruth.”

“Tony then,” she smiled, and I left her at the door.

I went over to my van and got my gear out. I was working with a new GPS system that nobody in the office, aside from me, knew how to use. We needed to stake out the footprint of the new building on the site and GPS was better, quicker, and a thousand percent more accurate than a measuring tape, a piece of string and a stick. I set up the site plan on a drawing board in the back of the van and took the coordinates off of it for programming into the device. It was a simple enough process and I had it fully staked and marked at 9:45. I took a multitude of reference photos and put the camera back in the van. As I closed the door, I heard a knocking sound from the kitchen window. It was Ruth pointing at her watch and miming the drinking of a cup of tea. I knocked at the hall door.

“Tony, come in, come in. The tea is ready for you, will you have some breakfast?” she asked.

“No thank you, Ruth,” I said, “just a slice of toast if you have one to spare, please.”

“Of course and would you be a darling and use the boot room door in future please? You can leave your footwear in there until you leave.”

I did as she asked and joined her in the huge kitchen.

“Ah, there you are, Tony. Your toast is almost done, and you can help yourself to tea, sugar, and milk,” she said.

I was stirring my tea when Ruth arrived with the toast. She leaned over the kitchen island to pass it over and her robe fell open, frightening me as she exposed a nice pair of breasts. I found that curious because, when I had met her initially she was fully dressed, now all she appeared to be wearing was a flimsy black satin robe. She quickly dropped the toast before pulling the robe back across her body.

“Oh! I’m so sorry about that, Tony. This robe is extremely difficult to control. You nearly caught sight of the family inheritance there, please excuse me. I am absolutely mortified.”

I just looked downwards and kept my gaze on the shiny marble floor. She sat beside me and sipped her tea.

“So tell me all about Tony,” she said.

“I’m nineteen and I live in Kilmore West,” I said.

“Do you have any romantic attachments at present?”

“Girlfriends?”

She laughed. “Yes ... or boyfriends. I’m a woman of the world.” 

“No, not at the moment, Ruth.”

“I’d say you’re quite popular with the girls though,” she said, “a good looking young lad like you.”

“Sometimes, I suppose.”

“How many in family?” 

“Sorry?” I said, never having heard that expression before.

“How many in your family?” she qualified. “Siblings, mean.”

“Oh, sorry. I have a sister,” I said. “My father passed away a few years ago and my mother is still alive.”

“I’m sorry to hear about your father,” she said and squeezed my hand. “How old is your sister?”

“She’s twelve.”

“Lovely, well I have things to do, Tony,” she said. “I’ll just clear these things away while you finish your tea,” she said, and took her cup and saucer to the sink under the window overlooking the back garden.

“I’ll head back out now, Ruth. I’m almost finished and should be out of your way soon,” I said, “thanks very much for the tea and toast.”

She waved at me and disappeared with a smile as I finished my tea, and I had a look around the large kitchen.

“There’s pots of money here,” I thought, as I placed the tea things in the sink.

I was rinsing out my cup when I heard a loud bang, a scream, and a curse from upstairs. I ran to the hallway and shouted up the stairs.

I shouted up the stairs. “Ruth! Are you ok?” 

“I’ll be fine, Tony,” she said. “I just fell.”

I ran up the stairs and found her sitting on the floor in what looked like an office or study. I helped her to her feet. She looked a bit shaken.

“Are you ok?” I asked her.

“I’ll be fine. There’s nothing broken, thanks, Tony. I was trying to get that damn box of cards down from the top shelf and I slipped off the chair.”

“I’ll get them for you,” I said, and stood on the chair she had slipped from.

“Be careful on that, Tony,” she said as I stood on the chair, “it’s treacherous.”

I reached up and slid the box of cards off the shelf.

“Here you go, Ruth, where do you want me to put them?” I asked.

“I need them on my writing desk next door, if you’d be so kind.”

I followed her as she went into the next room and indicated an antique writing desk in the corner of a large bedroom.

“Will you put it over there for now please? I need to just catch my breath for a moment.”
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I placed the box carefully on the green leather inlaid into the top of the writing desk and ran my finger along the rosewood upstand across the edges and back. It was a beautiful piece of workmanship.

“I see you have an appreciation of fine craftsmanship, Tony,” she said. “What did your father do for a living? Did he work with his hands too?”

“Yes, he was a master joiner,” I said.

“You must have worked with him on occasion, did you?”

“Yes, every weekend and school holidays.”

“That’s very interesting. I love hearing stories like this,” she said, “come sit here beside me and tell me more. Did he let you use his tools?”

“No. I had to bring his saws down to be sharpened every Saturday morning,” I said. “That was the only time I was allowed to touch them.”

“You obviously loved your father,” she said.

I stuttered, slightly uncomfortably. “Well, ehm, I suppose,” 

“I’ll never understand the Irish male,” she said in disgust.

“Sorry?”

She took my hands in hers. “You all find it so difficult to express your feelings, as though it’s a sign of weakness, when, in reality, it’s the complete opposite.”

She kissed me on the cheek. I was stunned. Her eyes bore into mine. She kissed me on the lips then. I couldn’t move and I didn’t know how to react. I was caught like a rabbit in the headlights, but I was nursing a growing
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