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  A Little Bit Irish


If you’ve spent any time with Maeve and her friends, you’ll have noticed that the Irish have a particular way with words. We also have a few traditions, sporting obsessions, and everyday expressions that might leave readers from elsewhere scratching their heads. 
Here are a few little bits of Ireland you may have come across in Lace and Lies.

    
  Whisht
A way of telling someone to be quiet or stop talking. Often delivered with a healthy dose of impatience. When Marla tells Maeve, “Whisht with you,” she isn’t really expecting silence. She’s just had enough of Maeve’s teasing.
Feck off
A distinctly Irish version of a much stronger expression. It can be rude, but between friends it’s often affectionate, particularly when someone is taking the mickey.
Gobshite
A fool, an idiot, or someone who’s talking complete nonsense. Not necessarily the worst insult you could receive in Ireland, although tone and circumstances matter!
GAA (Gaelic Athletic Association)
The organisation at the heart of Ireland’s traditional sports, particularly Gaelic football and hurling. Almost every town and village has a local GAA club, and loyalties run deep. It’s more than sport; it’s a huge part of Irish community life.
County Championships
In Gaelic games, local clubs compete to become champions of their county, while county teams compete in separate inter-county championships, including the famous All-Ireland competitions. County rivalries can be fierce, and supporting your county is often a lifelong commitment. Don’t expect someone from Dublin to suddenly start cheering for Kerry!
Yer man / Yer one
A wonderfully useful way of referring to someone without actually using their name. “Yer man down the road” could be practically anybody, and somehow everyone usually knows exactly who you mean.
The press
Not the newspapers! In an Irish kitchen, the press is a cupboard. If someone tells you the biscuits are in the press, there’s no need to contact a journalist.
Runners
What Americans would call sneakers. Essential for walking the dog, playing pickleball, or making a quick getaway when trouble finds you.
Quid
An informal way of referring to money. These days, a quid generally means a euro in Ireland, although you’ll still hear the expression used for pounds elsewhere.
Mammy
More than simply another word for mother. An Irish mammy is practically an institution, often possessing strong opinions, an uncanny ability to know your business, and the conviction that you’re not eating enough.
In my arse
An emphatic and rather colourful way of saying “Absolutely not!” When Marla uses it, you can be fairly certain she has no intention of changing her mind.
Look at the state of me
Something you might say when you’re soaking wet, covered in mud, utterly exhausted, or otherwise looking a complete mess. Particularly appropriate after being dragged around a park by an enormous dog.
In a right mood
Being especially grumpy, cross, or irritable. Usually a warning that someone might be best left alone for a while.
Grand
One of the most versatile words in the Irish vocabulary. It can mean wonderful, perfectly acceptable, just about tolerable, or even the complete opposite of fine. The trick is in the tone. “Ah, sure, it’s grand” doesn’t always mean everything is grand at all.
Sure
Not always an expression of agreement. Irish people use “sure” to begin sentences, soften statements, dismiss concerns, or acknowledge the inevitable. “Sure, what else would I be doing?” is a perfectly reasonable response to almost anything.
Wellington Squares
Also known as caramel slices or millionaire’s shortbread. These delicious treats have a buttery shortbread base, topped with a layer of sweet caramel and finished with thick chocolate. Perfect with a cup of tea or coffee!

    
  And there you have it! A little introduction to the language of everyday Irish life. Of course, the meaning of almost every expression can change depending on who’s saying it, how they’re saying it, and whether they’ve had their morning cup of tea.
But sure, isn’t that half the fun?

Slán go fóill! 
Bye for now!
Kitty
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Chapter 1


The rain was bucketing down. 
Maeve and Karl sat hunched beneath an umbrella designed for blazing sunshine rather than torrential French rain, carefully shifting their glasses every few minutes to avoid the fat droplets gathering along the metal spokes overhead.
The sound of the rain hammering down was hypnotic. It felt like they were the only people in the universe. 
In fact, they were the only people left outside the little wine bar.
A few minutes earlier, the owner had dashed laughing through the rain towards his car, waving vaguely back towards the shutters covering the open front of the bar and calling something cheerful in French that Maeve had interpreted as leave the glasses whenever you’re done and try not to drown.
It was five o’clock on the last evening of their holiday, and Maeve was determined to spend it in their favourite spot in the village.
Even if she was beginning to suspect mildew was forming somewhere beneath her cardigan.
She tucked a damp blonde curl back into her bun and looked across the tiny table at Karl. It had been a whole week away from spreadsheets, from her Tuesday-night knitting class, and from anything that looked remotely like responsibility. After months of long-distance, with Karl on a building site in London and Maeve at home in Dublin, they’d both quietly wondered whether eight days in each other’s pockets might be a step too far.
It hadn’t been. Not even close.
Maeve peered out through the rain at the canal. A narrow boat passed their perch by the water. 
“No people watching this evening. Everyone is staying inside with the weather.”
Karl suddenly reached across the tiny table and slid Maeve’s wine glass sideways just before a huge drip splashed down exactly where it had been sitting.
“Close one,” Maeve said, clutching the rescued glass dramatically to her chest. “Endangered wine tastes sweeter.”
Karl nodded solemnly. “Extreme wine drinking. It’s going to be the next big thing.”
Maeve snorted into her drink.
“Karl!” she yelped a second later, lunging forward.
Too late.
A giant drop landed squarely in the centre of his rosé, sending pink liquid sloshing over the rim of the glass and onto the table.
Karl stared down at it. “A tragedy.”
“A sacrifice to the weather gods.”
“I know we should probably go home and drink the rest in Catherine’s dry living room,” Karl admitted, eyeing the half-full bottle in the ice bucket. “But it just doesn’t feel very French.”
Maeve laughed. Catherine’s little house in the picture-perfect village had turned out to be one of the best surprises of the year. Maeve still couldn’t quite believe Karl’s sister had casually offered them the keys for a week and trusted them not to burn the place down attempting French cooking. 
Between the bakery, the little restaurants and the canal-side wine bar, Maeve had already started mentally rearranging her life around future trips back. 
Maeve glanced down the deserted street. Rain hammered the stone pavement in silver sheets while shutters rattled softly in the wind.
“I have a feeling the actual French people are all indoors right now.”
“Nah.” Karl raised his glass. “We are the true French today.”
He looked down at his damp jeans. “Actually, I think I’m starting to develop mould.”
Maeve looked at her sleeve. “I’m pretty sure I already have it.”
“Will we admit defeat and become indoor people like everyone else then?”
Maeve nodded a little sadly. “I can’t believe this is our last time here.”
“Only for this visit. We will definitely be back. Don’t you worry.”
They finished the wine in their glasses, shoved the cork back in the bottle and stood up carefully from the high wooden stools.
Maeve eyed the narrow cobbled road in front of them. The winding streets of their neighbourhood stretched slightly uphill, lined on both sides by ancient terraced houses, wooden shutters in bright colours the only thing distinguishing one from the other. 
Their part of the village had been built into the town’s original stone walls and was as charming as it was narrow. Driving anything bigger than a Ford Fiesta was nearly impossible, but the narrow streets opened into beautiful little squares filled with old churches, merchants’ houses and converted outbuildings. Maeve and Karl had fallen in love with the place immediately, despite having to abandon their slightly-too-large rental car at the bottom of the hill and drag their suitcases over uneven cobbles for what felt like half of southern France when they first arrived. 
“How exactly are we doing this?”
Karl tucked the bottle securely under his arm. “We get wet.”
“Right, so.”
They stepped out from under the umbrella and were immediately drenched.
Maeve shrieked as icy rain hit the back of her neck.
Then she spotted a huge puddle.
“Puddle!” she shouted, jumping straight into it.
Water splashed halfway up her jeans.
Karl laughed and followed her in.
“This holiday has ruined you.”
“It’s awakened me.”
He linked his arm through hers as they staggered down the rain-soaked road together.
By the time they reached the house, they were soaked through, tipsy and laughing so hard Maeve’s face hurt.
And honestly?
She couldn’t remember the last time she’d felt this happy.

    
  The rain finally stopped later that evening, and they ventured out onto the terrace at the back of the house for the last time before heading to bed.
Maeve put her wine down and turned to Karl. “Do you think French people are born with a more advanced gene for style? Every woman over forty in this village somehow looked elegant in linen and sunglasses.”
“You’re plenty stylish despite not being French.”
“Ah shucks.” Maeve smiled over at Karl.
Karl merely sipped his wine, as if he hadn’t just given her the best compliment in the whole wide world.
Maeve picked her glass up and stared at it for a minute.
“I can’t believe I have to go back to work on Monday.” 
“Any idea what the final structure is going to be yet?”
“Nope. The takeover has gone through, but they’re still ironing out the fine details.”
“Your job should be fine though, right?”
“Yeah, the team I moved on to is solid. Michelle has started working for one of the other execs, so she should be good too.”
Michelle had been Maeve’s best friend since school, and executive assistant to the CEO until the company was bought by a larger European firm. 
“What about Aisling?”
“IT and Systems is still up in the air. Aisling has been putting feelers out to see if there’s anything opening up. She’s worried.”
“Poor Ais. She’s been through the wringer the past few years with work.”
“She’s in good spirits, though. I don’t know how she does it.”
“She’s got a great group of friends around her.” Karl reached out to rub Maeve’s arm. “She’s lucky.”
Maeve put her hand over his and turned with a smile.
“So am I.”

    
  “Best holiday ever,” Maeve stated as they waited to pick up their luggage at baggage claim in Dublin Airport the next evening. “But I’m dying to pick up Nidge. I missed that little guy.”
“I’m sure he missed you, too. Did you ping Caroline to tell her we’re picking him up on our way back?”
“Yep. Apparently he’s ‘all ready’, whatever that means.” 
Caroline’s text had been oddly short for her, but Maeve assumed she was probably busy wrangling dogs. 
“It means he’s sitting at the door with his little knapsack on his back, looking out at the cars driving down her street, waiting for you to arrive.”
“He really is the cleverest. I wonder if he has managed to remember to pack everything.”
Karl stood behind Maeve and wrapped his arms around her. “I’m sure he has, love. I’m sure he’s a great packer.”
Maeve leaned back into the hug and laughed. “He’s the best dog.”
Karl smiled and kissed the top of her head. He wasn’t going to argue with that.
An hour later, Karl pulled up outside Caroline’s house with a flourish. 
“Dramatic much?” Maeve smiled.
“I thought Nidge should know that we have arrived. What better way than a dramatic entrance.”
“I’ll pop in. I’ll only be a second.”
“Sure. Just a second,” Karl said to Maeve’s departing back. If history was anything to go by, he had time to read War and Peace before she’d be back out.
Maeve approached the front of Caroline’s house as the door opened.
“Maeve. You made good time.” Caroline looked a little bedraggled, but she was minding dogs for a living, so Maeve guessed it made sense.
“Traffic was good. How was he?” Nidge had pushed his way out between Caroline’s legs and was jumping up at Maeve. She crouched down and wrapped him in a big hug.
“I missed you big guy.” Nidge tolerated it for a second before wriggling out of her hold and going back to trying to lick her face and jump up on her shoulders.
“He was great. No bother. As usual. Although…” Caroline hesitated.
“What? Did he do something?”
“No. I think he has a new girlfriend though!”
Maeve got close up to Nidge’s face. “Did you meet someone special? Someone you like more than yourself?” 
Nidge refused to comment.
Maeve looked back up at Caroline. “So who’s the lucky lady?”
Caroline seemed momentarily distracted. 
“Caroline?”
“Oh yes. Sorry. It’s Jessica Fletcher, a doodle from Hawthorn Avenue.”
“Ohhh, a posh lady?”
“Yeah. She was here for a few days and they were inseparable. So when she went back home, I brought him along to pick her up for her daily walks.”
“You matchmaker you!”
“That’s me.” Caroline smiled tiredly.
“You okay?” Caroline was usually full of the joys of spring.
“Just some stuff going on.” 
“Anything I can help with?”
“Nah – it’ll be fine. Thanks.”
Caroline handed over Nidge’s bag and Maeve put it over her shoulder. “You’ll send me the bill?” she said as she stood back up.
“Yep – I’ll email it over later. Thanks.” She turned and headed back inside the house.
“Feel better,” Maeve called as Caroline disappeared from sight. “I hope you didn’t upset Caroline,” she said, looking down at Nidge. But he had already spotted Karl’s car at the end of the drive and was now focused on getting there as quickly as possible.
“Okay, okay. Karl isn’t going anywhere. Chill.” 
At least after the last week together in France, it did feel like Karl wasn’t going anywhere anyway. 
Maeve couldn’t help wondering what was going on with Caroline. She hoped she was able to sort it out soon. Finding a new dog minder was going to be impossible for Nidge. She had nearly gone through all available options in the village at this point. Nidge had hated every single one until now. 
“Guess who’s back?” she called as she opened the back door of the car and boosted Nidge up into the seat.
Nidge didn’t stand on ceremony; he jumped straight into Maeve’s seat and proceeded to lean over and lick Karl’s ear.
Karl grabbed him in his arms and gave him a hug. Maeve looked in at them through the window. Nidge was wriggling like mad to get out of Karl’s grip, but his tail was going ninety miles an hour. He never seemed fully sure whether he wanted affection or independence. Ideally, both at once. 
At least he hadn’t changed while they were gone. He was still the crazy, indecisive, adorable Westie she knew and loved.

    
  When they got to Maeve’s cute little bungalow in the older estate she lived in, Nidge supervised to make sure that the suitcases were brought into the house from the car. Suitcases going the other way worried him, but suitcases coming back were good news. 
Karl hesitated after pulling Maeve’s cases from the boot. 
Maeve turned.
“You’re not coming in?”
“I’ve been with you twenty-four hours a day for eight days.”
Maeve stared at him.
“That sounded considerably less romantic than it did in my head.”
“No, you’re right. I suppose the holiday had to end sometime.”
“I’ll see you during the week?”
“Sounds good. Drive safely.”
Karl got into his car. Maeve stepped forward.
“Oh! And thank your sister again for the house. It was perfect.”
“Will do. Let’s do it again sometime. Yeah?”
“Definitely.”
Maeve stood there for a moment while Karl headed off, then dragged her suitcases up the driveway. A less-than-beautiful aroma greeted her when she opened the front door. Even Nidge seemed wary about stepping inside.
“Did we forget to put the bins out before we left, Nidge? You know that was your job.”
Nidge didn’t comment.
“And just like that, the holiday is officially over.”
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Chapter 2


One of Maeve’s closest friends, Aisling, had told her she would be late for Tuesday evening’s knitting class. She had her first meeting with a career coach beforehand, and Maeve was dying to find out how it went. 
Aisling had become caught up in a fraud that had ended in murder a while back, and she and Maeve had been close friends ever since. Along with Michelle, Maeve’s oldest friend from school, the three women had become practically inseparable.
In the end, Aisling was only five minutes late. In fact, she arrived ahead of Marla, who swept through the door a few minutes later, looking as though she had just survived an altercation with a swan.
Maeve’s Tuesday knitting class had been together for years. Marla and her friend Patricia still struggled with some of the more complex stitches, but their friendly banter was guaranteed to have everyone laughing at least once during every class. Barbara was a little more reserved, while Mary, who happened to be Karl’s mother, was never short of an opinion. Together, they made up the heart of the class, and Maeve couldn’t imagine her Tuesday evenings without them 
With Marla’s abrupt arrival, it looked like Maeve would have to put her planned interrogation of Aisling aside for the moment.
“You okay, Marla?” she called from her seat at the table. “Do you need one of us to come over there and guide you to the table? You look a little flustered.”
“Did I mention how much I hate big dogs?” Marla hiked her bag back up on her shoulder as she stormed over to the group. “They are heavy, and strong, and they drool, and they are obstinate.”
“They don’t all drool.” Barbara couldn’t help intervening. “My Rosie is the sweetest; she almost never pulls and only drools when there’s a treat involved.”
“That’s still drooling, Barbara!” 
Barb put her hand up to ward off the bad mood radiating from Marla.  “I’m just saying Rosie is a big dog and you wouldn’t hate her.”
“Yes. Yes. Your Rosie is perfect. Unlike Chester, whom I now despise.”
At this point, the whole table had paused their needles and were turned towards Marla. She was usually the epitome of polished Golf Club composure. But today, she could have been mistaken for Brenda Fricker’s Bird Lady from Home Alone 2.
“Sit down for heaven’s sake and I’ll grab you some water. Then you can tell us what is going on.” Maeve pulled out a chair as she moved around the table to grab some supplies from the office at the back of the knitting shop. “And who or what Chester is,” she added quietly as she walked away.
The cloffice, their tiny storage room turned office, was right off the teaching area, so she was back a moment later. “Here, I got you some HobNobs as well. They’re great for shock and a bad temper.”
Barbara hid a smile at Maeve’s pointed choice of words.
“Have a HobNob, Marla, for God’s sake, and then tell us what happened. None of us are going to be able to get back to our patterns until we know!”
Marla managed to eat two whole HobNobs while taking off her myriad of bags and scarves, and a few minutes later she let out a huge breath and looked up at the table of eyes, all focused directly on her, waiting eagerly and not a little impatiently.
“Wow. I must really look awful,” she muttered as she tried to smooth down her hair.
“I’m just more impressed by how you managed to fit a whole HobNob in your mouth in one go.” Patricia had awe in her voice.
Marla smiled and said nothing.
“Right. Now that you’ve had chocolate and oats, would you like to share why you came in here like a freight train and managed to distract the whole class?” 
“Sorry, Maeve.” Marla squinted over at her. “I’m sure you were just about to move on to Module two of your class agenda, and I’ve ruined the flow of your lesson plan with my hysterics!”
No one could hold back a chuckle at that one. 
“One day, Marla. I’ll have a lesson plan and one day, I’ll actually remember to bring it with me. Then you’ll have to eat those words.”
“Six years, Maeve, and it hasn’t happened yet. I won’t hold my breath.”
“Just get on with your story. Who or what is Chester, and why did he upset your day? Did you get a new dog?”
“Why would I get a new dog? Rupert is a one-dog dog. There’s no way I’d try to bring a new body into the house and upset him.” 
Rupert was Marla’s Cavalier King Charles Spaniel, an adorable snooty-face but very much her pride and joy.
“Get on with it then. Class is over in an hour, and we only have five more sessions left in the term. I’d like to at least know who Chester is before that point.”
“Hear, hear,” Barbara shouted from the back. “Dying of curiosity over here.”
“Chester Beatty the Third is my friend Bethany’s dog. Well, acquaintance, really. We play golf together sometimes. She asked me if I’d take him out today since I didn’t have a tee time and she was playing an afternoon scramble with dinner after at the clubhouse.” She took a breath. “And boy am I sorry I didn’t sign up to play today, even if I can’t raise my arm up further than my shoulder at the moment.”
“Oh no! The steroid shot didn’t work?” Patricia called from beside Barbara.
“Let her finish her story for God’s sake, Pat.” Barbara poked her in the arm. “You can ask all about her owie later.”
“No, unfortunately, Patricia. Thanks for asking,” Marla said softly as she grimaced at Barbara. “It’s nice to know some of my friends care about my health and well-being.”
“So, Chester is this Bethany’s dog?” Maeve asked.
“Calling him a dog is generous. He’s a monster. I think he must be an Irish wolfhound crossed with an actual wolf by the size of him.”
“And you took him out for a walk for her?”
“He took me out for a drag is more like it. I tried to signal SOS to one of the park rangers in Fern Hill, but they thought I was just waving.”
Maeve tried to hold in the laugh that had been building since she’d conjured up a mental image of Fionn Mac Cumhaill’s1 enormous Irish wolfhound being walked by the very proper Marla, who stood around five foot five in heels.
“So not a success then?” she finally managed to ask in an even tone.
“Whisht with you. Of course it wasn’t a success. Look at the state of me. And she wants me to walk him for her again tomorrow.”
“What’s happened that she suddenly needs a dog walker?”
“Her current one, Caroline or something, dropped her recently. Said she was too busy.”
“Caroline dropped a Hawthorn Avenue client?” This was from Barbara. “They’re a gold mine usually. More money than time and the dogs get outsourced because of it.”
“Caroline was her dog walker?” Maeve turned to Marla. “I hope she doesn’t start dropping more clients. She’s the only one Nidge will tolerate. And I have so many plans for weekends in France this year.”
“Yeah, well, I don’t know about anywhere else, but Bethany was not impressed. She said that she offered to double her rate, but she wasn’t interested. She probably just wanted to avoid having to deal with the Hulk any more.”
“My friend Violet isn’t too impressed with her either. She said Caroline was in a right mood when she collected Jessica this morning, and then this afternoon the poor dog turned up at the house by herself,” Mary said.
“By herself?” Maeve turned to her.
“Her harness was still on. Violet reckons Caroline must have dropped her at the gate and not even bothered ringing the bell.”
Maeve frowned. “Was the lead still attached?”
“Apparently.”
That didn’t sound like the Caroline Maeve knew. But she turned back to Marla to get the end of her story.
“So now you’ve stepped in to replace Caroline as your friend Bethany’s, dog walker?”
“In my arse I have. I’m calling her later to cancel tomorrow. My nerves can’t take another afternoon like today.”
“Your nerves are fine, Marla. You just can’t handle the dishevelment!” Patricia called up.
“You’re right. No one should have to completely turn their clothes back around after a stroll in the park. But nerves are the excuse I’m going to use with Bethany.”
“Well, I hope you’re feeling better now after the HobNobs and venting. Do you want to take out a project to work on, or should we all just keep our attention on you and your trauma for the rest of the evening? The choice is totally yours.” 
“Feck off, Maeve. I had a hard day. But I’m good now. Actually, I need help with a tricky pass-slipped-stitch-over on a lace pattern I’m working on, so if you’re done being sarcastic, maybe you’d like to step back into incompetent teacher mode.”
“As you wish.” Maeve laughed. “One incompetent teacher to teach you a complicated stitch coming up.”
The whole table chuckled. It looked like the status quo was restored, and they all got back to their knitting.
For the next twenty minutes, Maeve actually managed to teach. Marla mastered her pass-slipped-stitch-over, Patricia discovered the mistake she’d made six rows earlier, and Barbara had just announced that there wasn’t enough tea in Ireland to make her rip back that far when Mary’s phone began to ring.
“Sorry.” Mary reached into her bag. “That’s Violet. I’d better get it in case she’s still worked up about Jessica.”
She pushed back her chair and walked towards the front of the shop.
Maeve turned back to Patricia’s knitting.
“You know I’m going to make you fix it.”
“You can try.”
“I’m the teacher.”
“In the loosest possible definition of the word.”
Maeve opened her mouth to respond, but something about Mary’s voice stopped her.
She looked across the shop.
Mary had gone very still.
“When?”
The rest of the table quietened.
“Oh God. Is she...?”
Mary listened for another few seconds before lowering herself into the chair nearest the door.
Maeve was already on her feet.
“Mary?”
Mary looked across at them.
“There’s been an accident up near Hawthorn Avenue. A woman was hit by a car on one of the back roads.”
Marla frowned. “What does that have to do with Violet?”
Mary swallowed.
“The Gardaí came to her door. They wanted to know about Jessica.”
Maeve felt something cold settle in her stomach.
Harness and lead still on.
“Caroline,” she said.
Mary nodded.
“They think Jessica was with her.”
For a moment nobody spoke.
“So Caroline didn’t bring Jessica home,” Barbara said quietly.
“No.” Maeve sank back into her chair. “Jessica came home by herself.”


1.
      Fionn Mac Cumhaill (pronounced Finn Mac Cool) is a legendary Irish warrior and leader of the Fianna. His faithful hound, Bran, is traditionally depicted as an enormous Irish wolfhound.
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Chapter 3


Gardaí confirm local woman involved in hit-and-run has died.
Maeve stared at the headline on her phone. 
Caroline was dead.
She leaned against the kitchen counter and put her head down. The tears came before she’d even properly registered that she was crying.
“I can’t believe it.”
Nidge lifted his head from his bed.
“I spoke to her a few days ago, and she’s dead. How can that be true?”
Nidge got slowly to his feet and padded across the kitchen. Maeve crouched as he reached her and buried her face in the fur at the back of his neck.
“You loved her too, didn’t you?”
His tail moved once against the cupboard.
“And she loved you.”
Maeve stayed there for a while, one arm wrapped around him.
She’d hoped Mary was wrong. That Violet had misunderstood. That bad didn’t necessarily mean that bad.
Deep down, she’d known.
Eventually, she stood and wiped her face.
Caroline was so young. It was so bloody senseless.
And whoever had hit her had driven away and left her lying on the side of a road.
That thought brought something sharper than grief.
Anger.
Nidge nudged her leg.
“I know. There’s nothing we can do.”
But as Maeve stood in the quiet kitchen, she thought again about Caroline at the door when they’d collected Nidge.
Distracted.
Worried.
Different.
Everyone was talking about the accident.
Maeve couldn’t stop thinking about Caroline.

    
  Later that week, in an effort to lift her mood, Maeve decided to try something different. She looked in the mirror and adjusted the silk scarf she had pulled from the bottom of her wardrobe, to try and make it sit right in her curls. For some reason, she just couldn’t get it to look like the ladies she had seen at the farmers’ market on holidays. She pulled it out and turned to lay it out on her bed again.
“I must be folding it wrong.” 
Nidge raised his head, then rolled onto his side.
“You’re saying it’s too wide?” Maeve looked down at the scarf for a minute. “You could be onto something. Let me fold it smaller. It would be better if it were thinner, of course.”
A few minutes later, she pulled one more curl out to frame her face and gave a proud smile at her reflection.
“Yep. Completely convincing. One glance and everyone would assume I bought tomatoes at a French market this morning instead of Aldi.”
One more coat of lip stain and she was ready. Now to see what the girls would make of her chic new style.
“Oooh, Nicole!” Michelle called out to her as she walked in the door. “Kerrygold, you ‘ave ‘zis in Ireland too?”
“You’re mixing your ad references, you fool.” Maeve slid into her chair.
“I think you look very stylish.” Aisling smiled. “How long did it take you?”
“Longer than I had.”
“Yay, another Maeve excuse for being late has been added to the repertoire. Will ‘I was folding my scarf’ be added to the usual ‘I tripped over the dog’ and ‘I couldn’t find my keys’ list?”
“Just because you’re always on time, Michelle.” 
“Well, yes. She has her boyfriend Clive to drop her off from the new townhouses up the road,“ Aisling teased.
Michelle and Clive had met through Maeve only a little while ago, but their relationship had developed quickly. Maeve reckoned that if you knew, you knew, and she was delighted that Michelle had found happiness with the owner of the shopping centre’s security company.
Clive was also a very helpful person to know if you ever wanted to plan a heist.
Not that Maeve was considering that, obviously.
“I don’t always come from there. I do have my own place, you know.”
“Do you, though? Can you even remember where it is at this stage? You probably have squatters at this point.”
“I’ll have you know that Olivia is staying there at the moment, so it suits me to be out of there as much as possible.”
“Why is your little sister living at your place and not with your parents?” Aisling was curious.
“Some sort of argument between her and the folks. She’s starting UCD in September, so my place is just as handy and it has allowed peace to reign for the first time in a while.”
“Do your folks know that you spend most of your time at Clive’s?” Maeve sneaked a glance at Michelle, who had reddened slightly.
“What they don’t know won’t kill them,” she stated confidently. 
“Yeah, but it might kill you!” Aisling laughed.
“Enough about me. Let’s get back to Maeve’s hair contraption. Is this part of the Frenchification of Maeve and Karl? What’s next, Bouillabaisse?”
Maeve couldn’t help the squirmy feeling in her stomach. “Actually, I was thinking of doing boeuf bourguignon for dinner tomorrow evening.” She made sure to pronounce the dish with her best French accent.
“Well, I hope your cooking is better than your French.” Michelle laughed.
“That’s a hard dish, Maeve.” Aisling counselled from her other side. “Are you sure you want to take that on?”
“Yeah, it’s a three-day emotional commitment! Maybe you should start with croque monsieur.” 
Maeve looked up at her friends, the people she trusted the most in the world. “You really think it’s too much?”
“Ah, Maeve. We love you. But you’re not known as a gourmet in the kitchen. When’s the last time you cooked anything in anything except your air-fryer?” Michelle’s look was one of fondness, not ridicule.
“You’re trying to re-create the French Holiday vibe, right?” Aisling asked.
“Yeah, we went out for dinner one night and had the most fantastic food. I wanted to remember that.”
She suddenly missed the warm patio lights and the easy feeling of sitting beside Karl with nowhere to be the next morning. 
“Okay. But on the other nights, what did you do for those?” Aisling prompted kindly.
“We usually had a charcuterie board on the patio, or something similar at the wine bar.”
“So, why don’t you try to start with that feeling? You have the patio, the lights and the sun, if it cooperates for tomorrow. That would be a lovely way to remember your holiday. Not you sweating buckets in the kitchen, worried about how everything is going to taste and not enjoying it at all.”
“You’re wise.” Michelle pointed at Aisling. “How come you hide that so well most of the time?”
“I like to save my wisdom for when it will be most useful.” She smirked. “Which is never going to be for you.”
“I would listen to your wisdom.” Michelle pouted.
“Remember when I told you you shouldn’t try to balance all those plates on your arm when you were serving us dinner at your place last month?”
“That wasn’t wisdom. That was you trying to stifle my acrobatic prowess.”
“Where was your acrobatic prowess when all those dinners ended up on the floor?”
“We all really wanted pizza anyway. But back to Maeve’s big dinner plans.” 
“Right, let’s jump right over your lack of ability to take any advice and listen to you try to give sage advice to Maeve.”
“Okay, ladies, that’s enough sniping. Aisling, you’re wise. Michelle, sometimes you’re an idiot, but I still love you. I’ll do a charcuterie board. Now, let’s move on. What’s the story with the Monthly Dinner at The Square?”
The conversation turned to the social calendar in Clive’s new neighbourhood, and they all agreed to check it out that weekend. 
Maeve took her first sip and the evening relaxed around them. 
Maeve looked over at Aisling. “How did your coaching go on Tuesday? With Marla and the news at the end, I never got a chance to ask.”
Aisling looked down at the table for a second with a small smile before speaking.
“It was good, actually. They told me to do a strengths assessment, and then we’re going to talk about potential avenues for me to explore outside of my usual range. I’m excited.”
“That sounds like a good start. It’s been years since I did a strengths assessment. I might look one up soon.”
Michelle waved her hand. “Hang on a second. Ais, I’m glad the coaching is going well, truly, but we need to get back to Marla. The usually well put-together Marla caused a full kerfuffle at knitting class on Tuesday. I need details, ladies.” 
After hearing the story, Michelle sat back. “Well, that’s madness. Why would Caroline have given up one of her most lucrative clients?”
“I thought the same,” Maeve said. “But then I remembered. Don’t her folks own the vet clinic in the
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