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  Praise for Like The Wind


Like The Wind has it all: drama, heartache, pathos and fulfilment. I finished the previous book, Holding The Horse, eager to know what the future would hold for Sid, and here it is – a compelling sequel that weaves the threads of Sid’s ongoing adventures to reach an incredible conclusion.
Patricia Fenton, author of ‘Beyond the Rimu Grove’ and ‘War Bride’.
This was a very enjoyable read. It is well written and holds your attention and interest. From a (generalist) medical perspective I am happy that it represents the trauma issues sensitively and appropriately.
Dr A Walpole, Rural GP and RDA Volunteer

Like The Wind deals with themes of trauma, especially as related to war, and the power of horses as healers.

Charitable Donation – $1 from every sale of Like The Wind goes to RDA (Riding For The Disabled) New Zealand
Riding for the Disabled (RDA) caters to a diverse group of riders who benefit from sensory therapy riding lessons, run by dedicated volunteers and staff members. When the group first started there was a focus on physical disability, but with advancements in the medical field around identifying and treating other disabilities, many attendees are neurodiverse, or struggling with social anxiety. The author has pledged to donate one dollar from the sale of every copy of this book to RDA New Zealand. To learn more about the RDA please visit their website: https://rda.org.nz
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  Chapter one
A change in the Weather  


Sid lay on his back in the shade of the Thorndon house, two precious envelopes clutched in his hand. Skylarks sang in the sky high above, and fine spring grass tickled the back of his neck. Just above his nose, a ladybird walked along the edge of a glossy, green hydrangea leaf.
Today was his sixteenth birthday; his first birthday since his family had moved to far away Christchurch. He was pretty sure nobody here knew it. And would they care, even if they knew? 
He looked around. The garden was quiet apart from the soft stirring of the poplars. He was grateful for the broad-leaved hydrangea bushes hiding him from curious eyes. It was his favourite spot, hidden around the side of the house. A nice private spot where he could stop in a shady area and read his mail before trekking through the open paddock back to the stable.
It had been a day like any other at Thorndon Stables. Even now, the sound of men’s voices and the whinny of a horse reached his ears from over at the track. The fragrance of turf roughened by racing hooves drifted on the wind. But the letters he held in his hand told him that at least two people in the world had remembered what day it was. He studied the envelopes. One was plain white, with his mother’s clear, cursive handwriting looping across its surface. His throat tightened at the sight of it. He missed his mum and dad and his brothers and sisters. Rangiora was a long way from here.
The other letter, in a large pink envelope, was from Sarah Thorndon. Sarah, at boarding school in Wellington. He read his name and address, inscribed in her dainty, curling script, and imagined her hand, writing his name. Holding this envelope made his heart thump.
He held it up to the light. It seemed to contain a card. He sniffed it. Did it smell faintly of perfume? Actually, no, it didn’t. That must be only in books, he thought, smiling at his own foolishness.
So, which to open first? He wanted to save Sarah’s letter for later, but he found his fingers slipping under the top of the rosebud-pink envelope and tearing it open along the fold.
Suddenly, above him, voices sounded, floating out from an open window. He froze as the voices became louder, and he heard his own name.
“Sid? Yes, he just came and got his letters.” It was Mrs Thorndon’s voice. “He had one from his family, and another one from Sarah. He looked very happy when I handed them to him.”
Sid could hear the smile in Mrs Thorndon’s voice. She had mothered him in her formal, English sort of way, since he’d been staying with them. He didn’t live in the house, he slept in the bunk room with the other jockeys, but Sid always felt that she had a soft spot for him.
Mr Thorndon’s voice was gruff. “Does she still write to him?”
“Not as often,” said Mrs Thorndon. “I think it’s a card. It’s his birthday today.”
“Is it?” asked Mr Thorndon.
“Yes. His mother told me the date before they left.” She laughed indulgently. “When Sarah first went away, she wrote to Sid every week. And drew hearts on the envelope! These days, the envelopes aren’t decorated.” She hesitated. “But this latest envelope is pale pink.”
Mr Thorndon snorted. “We didn’t bring her up to get involved with a stable boy.”
“They’re only writing letters, dear.”
“Hearts! Pink envelopes! That girl needs to grow up. And she needs to raise her sights.”
“I think it’s sweet,” said Mrs Thorndon.
Mr Thorndon’s rumbling voice became louder. “Sid’s a good boy, from a decent family, but he’s no match for our Sarah. She’s a cut above him, and he ought to know it and back off.”
“Come on, Gerald, that’s not fair. And he’s not a stable boy, he’s your most promising jockey.” Mrs Thorndon’s voice was sharp. “You said so yourself, he’s very gifted. And of course they’re friends. They were next-door neighbours for years.”
“Friends!” spluttered Mr Thorndon. “When she draws hearts on the envelopes?”
Sid found that he’d been holding his breath, and let it out carefully. He felt his face burning. He sat up and glanced around, looking for a way of escape. Tight bunches of green and white hydrangea blossoms bobbed against his head, smelling like school erasers. In summer, they would swell into huge frilly balloons of blue and lilac. He didn’t dare move, or the Thorndons might see him from the window. See him and think he was eavesdropping. Which he was, technically. But not intentionally. He’d have to sit tight now and wait until they went away. A sudden tickle in his throat created a strong urge to cough, and he swallowed hard to suppress it. He most certainly didn’t want to be seen.
He inched further in under the cover of the hydrangeas as the voices fell silent. Over the fence, he could see several horses peacefully grazing. Should he try and sneak away to the paddock? But there was no chance the Thorndons wouldn’t see him if he did.
The clink of glasses from the room above him made him feel thirsty, and he hoped they’d hurry up and go away so he could leave. Although, to be honest, it was a very interesting conversation they were having.
Mrs Thorndon spoke again. “You’re proud of that boy, Gerald. He’s got a special way with horses. You’re always saying that.”
“He’s a good jockey,” said Mr Thorndon grudgingly. “He’s been winning his races.”
“Lara Wilson asked if he could help with their filly,” said Mrs Thorndon.
“All the horse owners are asking for his help,” admitted Mr Thorndon. “He knows how to get the best out of a horse. He can calm them down like a charm."
“It’s like magic,” said Mrs Thorndon. “It’s wonderful to see.”
“He understands horses,” said Mr Thorndon. “He’s almost as good as my father.” He paused. “Where’s our letter from Sarah? Has she written to her own family?”
“Of course she has,” said Mrs Thorndon. “Just a short letter. And she’ll be home in a couple of months, for the holidays.”
“Yes.” Mr Thorndon’s voice sounded grim.
Sid could imagine his frown; the broad, usually kindly English face, with its dark brows drawn together. A good man, but Sid was always a bit afraid of him. Not without reason. His night-riding escapade on the beach last year had ended in disaster. Only Sid’s bravery when Sarah’s grandfather was looking down the barrel of a gun had changed Mr Thorndon from a furious neighbour to a supportive employer.
Mr Thorndon’s voice became louder, sounding like he was right above where Sid was hiding. “When is Sarah due back, exactly?” he asked.
He must be at the window, Sid thought. He ducked his head down, making sure the bushes hid him.
“A week before Christmas,” Mrs Thorndon answered.
“Two months,” said Mr Thorndon softly.
“I suppose that’s not so long,” said Mrs Thorndon, “but I’m counting the days. I can’t wait to see her. The days sometimes seem so long and empty without our Sarah.”
“I’ll be in my office, Jane. I need to make a phone call.”
“Who are you telephoning? You haven’t finished your drink.”
“I’ll take it with me,” Mr Thorndon replied. “I’m phoning a chap I know. Name of Ridgeway. Act now, that’s the ticket.”
“Ridgeway,” said Mrs Thorndon. “That name’s familiar.”
“You’ve met him.  John Ridgeway. He owns Ridgeway Racing Stables, near Riccarton Racetrack in Christchurch. He owes me a favour. I heard his top jockey had an accident and can’t ride. I think he needs a new jockey. And I need one less.”
“Oh, Gerald!” protested Mrs Thorndon. “You’re doing a marvellous job training Sid. He’s going to make you very proud. Don’t you want to see that? The boy’s achieving his dream.”
“He can do that at Ridgeways,” said Mr Thorndon.
“Shifting him to somewhere else could set him back,” Mrs Thorndon said.
“Set him back? Not him,” said Mr Thorndon. “He’s like a ferret after a rabbit, that boy. Nothing will stop him, short of another war. Ridgeway’s will be good for him. It’ll help his career along. Biggest track he could race on, down there. It’s the place to be if you want to make a name for yourself, which he does.”
Sid was stunned.
A ferret after a rabbit. That’s offensive.
He tuned his ears back in to the conversation.
Mrs Thorndon was saying, “Honestly, He’ll make you proud, Gerald. He’ll make Thorndon stables proud.”
“He’s a fine jockey,” said Mr Thorndon, “but he’s not suitable for our Sarah. She’s got her future to think of. She needs to keep her mind on her studies. I’m not risking it, Jane. I’m packing him off so he won’t be around when she comes home. I don’t want her to be distracted at this very important time in her life.”
“You’re interfering,” said Mrs Thorndon. “Interfering in young people’s lives. And what will Sarah say?"
“Two months,” said Mr Thorndon. “Plenty of time. I’m off to make that phone call. I’ll be in my office, Jane.”
Sid heard his heavy footsteps leaving the room.
Mrs Thorndon called after him, “At least he’ll be near his family. But I don’t know if you’re doing the right thing.”
Sid almost gasped aloud.
Did that mean what he thought it meant? Mr Thorndon was shipping him out. Getting rid of him. For something he hadn’t even done.
His heart thumping, he watched the ladybird reach the very tip of the leaf. A ladybird; living its brief life, unaware of the humans and their dramas. The warm smell of damp earth and growing things filled his nostrils, but it didn’t calm him. Before his eyes, the ladybird spread its wings and flew away.
Sarah, thought Sid. They’re getting rid of me because of Sarah. Before she comes home.
He remembered his mother’s words: “Eavesdroppers never hear anything good about themselves.” It was true.






  
  Chapter two
Letters


When he was sure that the Thorndons were no longer in their living room, Sid scrambled to his feet. His breathing was loud in his ears as he stumbled out of their garden and across to the stables. He glanced back over his shoulder as he went, but no faces peered from the windows, and no one followed him.
The jockeys slept in a small building attached to the stallion yard. Sid slowed as he approached, listening for voices before opening the door. All was quiet, so he stepped inside. The overheard conversation still rang in his ears.
They were getting rid of him. His head spun. He blinked at the letters, and the desire to read them sprang up afresh.
Worry later, he told himself.
He climbed up to the top bunk where he slept and opened the window to let in some air. Dust motes danced in the breeze that drifted into the room, bringing with it the distant tang of the sea. It was one of those hot, peaceful days when it feels like summer is just around the corner.
The beach would be nice, he thought, then changed his mind. It wasn’t a place he liked to go to any more. He never rode along the lane to the sea without a shiver of guilt, even though he’d sort of managed to get over his midnight beach disaster. The memory of that dark night with Mr Thorndon’s injured horse hadn’t stopped haunting him.
Silver still trusts me, though, Sid thought. Horses never ceased to amaze him, the way they trusted.
“They don’t trust just anybody,” his dad had said. “Horses know. They trust you because you’re you. And that means a lot.”
Those words meant a lot to Sid, too. He set aside the half-opened envelope from Sarah, tore open the envelope from his mother, and started reading.
Dear Sid
This is a quick note to wish you a very happy birthday and to let you know we are all well. We are all missing you, but we know you are in good hands with the Thorndons. Ruby is making great progress at Sumner School. Beryl visits her whenever she can take time off from her teacher training studies.
The twins are settling in at their new school and are turning into South Island kids just like I used to be. There’s a craze for marbles at their school in Rangiora, just like there was in Foxton when you were at school. Can I let them have your old marbles? I told them they can’t take them. They have to wait and see what you say, because you might want to hang on to them.
Dad sends his love and says hurry up and win another race so he can put the newspaper cutting up on the wall.
I’d better go now. I’m making ice cream today. Our neighbour along the road has an icebox in her fridge, and she lets me put the ice cream in there. I send the twins along with it. She even takes it out halfway through and beats it so it comes out nice and fluffy. She’s a good neighbour.
Must run. Many happy returns.
Write soon
Mum xxxx
Sid set down the letter. He could picture his mother; busy in her kitchen, brushing her hair back from her forehead. She had flyaway hair that always escaped, no matter what she did. He smiled. Then, with a quickening heartbeat, he opened the letter from Sarah. It contained a card, with a picture of two horses grazing in an unnaturally green field with a rainbow above them in the sky. He opened it and a letter slipped out.
First, he read the card, smiling at the sight of her handwriting.
To Sid, wishing you a very happy birthday, love from Sarah.
Okay. Short and sweet. He unfolded the letter.
Dear Sid
Happy birthday! I hope this reaches you in time. How are you? School is good, and my friend Bridie and I had permission to go to her house last weekend. They have a swimming pool, but it’s still too cold to swim. She lives in Kelburn, which is in Wellington. We have a new art teacher. She trained in Paris, so we are very lucky. Exams are coming up soon, so I must study hard and I don’t have much time for writing letters.
I hope your training with Dad is going well.
Love from Sarah
Sid blinked.
What? Such a short letter. And it didn’t say much.
He read it a second time, glanced back at the card, then perused the letter again. He frowned. He could tell she had written it in a hurry. It was almost a duty letter. He read it again, longing for more.
Don’t be stupid. She’s busy. Sid slid down from his bunk and paced the floor. She’s got exams coming up. Of course, she doesn’t have much time to write.
The bunk room darkened as a bulky figure filled the doorway, blocking out the brilliance of the sunlit yard outside. Mr Thorndon stood there, seeming even larger than usual.
“Sidney? I’ve got something to tell you. Come over to the house, can you? I’ll be in my study.”
“Yes, sir,” said Sid.
“Had some letters?” Mr Thorndon asked.
Sid couldn’t see Mr Thorndon’s face because the light was behind him, but he knew his eyes would be taking in the pink envelope.
“Um, yes,” he said. “From Mum. And, um, one from Sarah.”
“So I hear.” Mr Thorndon’s voice sounded grumpy.
“I’ll be over in a minute,” said Sid.
“Thank you, Sidney.” Mr Thorndon turned on his heel and marched away, the bright afternoon sun filling the doorway where he’d stood.






  
  Chapter three
An Ultimatum


Outside the bunk room, the golden light of the late afternoon sun slanted through the trees. In the east, gigantic towers of cumulus cloud had formed, glowing brilliant white in the sun, but followed by ominous columns of black. Birds swooped to the shelter of the garden, their clear calls signalling the end of the day. Sid could smell rain on the cool breeze that had sprung up.
Rain meant wet horses. The smell of a wet horse wasn’t nearly as nice as the smell of a dry horse. Sid felt a sudden longing to visit his old horse Hugh, grazing in a nearby paddock, to throw his arms around his neck and soak up his horsey comfort. But he had to go and see Mr Thorndon.
He trudged over to the house, raised his fist, and knocked on the door.
“Hello, Sidney.” Mr Thorndon opened the door.
He must have been standing right there, Sid realised. Waiting.
Mr Thorndon’s gaze went directly to Sid’s empty hands. “All right?” he asked.
“Yes,” said Sid.
“Come in, come in.” Mr Thorndon sounded falsely cheery.
Was he nervous? Sid wondered. Surely not. He held all the cards in this game, after all. But he didn’t seem quite his usual self.
“Very nice that you had a letter from your family. We don’t want our boys getting homesick, do we?” Mr Thorndon hesitated. “Come into the lounge, Sidney. I’ve got a proposition for you.”
Sid followed reluctantly into the wide hallway of the villa. He had seldom been inside the Thorndons’ home. The first time was that night Silver was injured on the beach. Since then, he’d been inside the house just a few times; to drink lemonade with Sarah, or to pick up his letters. But the terror of that midnight horse riding accident had stuck with him. The shame and fear of waking them in the middle of the night coloured his every visit to the Thorndon homestead. That night was seared into his memory for life.
“In here.” Mr Thorndon led the way.

      ***The lounge was golden in the evening light. The net curtains at the open windows stirred gently in the breeze, and Sid could smell the warm, cut-grass-and-flower fragrance of the garden. He could hear the faint rustle of the hydrangea bushes outside, where he’d recently hidden, eavesdropping. A clock ticked solemnly on the mantelpiece. A fat, plush sofa and two armchairs dominated the room, their curved arms bulging. In the centre of the room there was a small oak table, the carved patterns on its polished legs gleaming. An upright piano stood against the wall.
Mr Thorndon stopped by the small table. Sid stopped too and stood waiting.
Mr Thorndon said, “I’ll come straight to the point. An opportunity has come up for you to move to Christchurch. I’ve just been talking to a friend of mine in the South Island, Mr John Ridgeway. He has a big racing stable near Riccarton Racetrack. They have a place for another jockey, and you have a chance to take that place.”
Sid tried to look surprised. “Oh,” he said.
“It’s a top stable,” said Mr Thorndon. “Ridgeways will give you all the opportunities you could ever want. They can do far more for you than I could.” Mr Thorndon waved a hand towards the sofa. “Have a seat.”
Sid sat carefully on the sofa. The fabric felt prickly to his touch. Not as soft as it appeared.
“Christchurch,” he muttered. Conflicting emotions churned inside him. Indignation fought with a longing to see his family. He held himself in check. “I’m quite happy here, Mr Thorndon.”
“That’s good to hear, Sidney. But you’re ambitious, aren’t you?”
“Yes,” Sid admitted.
“You want to be riding winners, winning big races?”
“Yes,” said Sid again. This was true. It was what he’d always wanted, ever since he was a little boy.
“The thing is, Sidney, although you’re doing well here, very well, you could do better. Foxton is tiny. Ridgeway’s is a big racing stable in a major city. And John Ridgeway needs another jockey. I’ll tell you what the situation is – his best rider just broke a leg.”
Sid scowled.
Getting rid of me. Trying to make it sound like a great opportunity, he thought.
Mr Thorndon continued. “It wasn’t a riding accident. The man broke his leg rock climbing. He’s an older jockey, an exceptional rider. His name’s Wade Daker. He has a great rapport with the stable’s top horse, Manawa, and that’s a horse very few people can even get close to. Daker was supposed to be riding him in the New Zealand Cup race, which, as you know, isn’t far off. So now they’ve got a problem.”
Sid said nothing.
“Anyhow,” Mr Thorndon continued, “Daker's out of the running now, for the rest of the season at the very least. And Ridgeways is short of options. They need an expert rider who can get a good rapport with a difficult horse, and they need one now. I’ve been telling John about your unique talents.”
Yeah, but he didn’t ring you. You rang him. Sid didn’t dare speak the words aloud.
“It’s nothing,” muttered Sid.
“It’s not nothing,” said Mr Thorndon. “You’ve got something very special. Everyone around here knows it.” He gave Sid a hard look. “I thought you’d want to be close to your family.”
That’s a low blow, Sid thought. At one time, he would have leaped at the chance, if only he hadn’t overheard that recent conversation.
“So you’re sending me to Christchurch?” he asked, his heart rate increasing as his sense of outrage grew.
“As long as you’re in agreement,” said Mr Thorndon. “It’s all arranged. All you need to do is grab the opportunity. Think about it, Sidney. It’s the best possible thing for you. You’ll be near your family. You’ll be keeping up with your apprenticeship, and you’ll be working with a horse tipped to win the Cup. What do you think about that?”
“What do I think?” Sid’s heart was thumping so fast he could hardly breathe. “Why do they want me?” he blurted out.
Mr Thorndon raised an eyebrow. “I just told you,” he said.
Sid tried again. “I mean, why do they want me, and not one of the local blokes? They’re probably all more experienced than I am.”
“John needs someone pretty special to ride Manawa. As I said, I’ve told him what an excellent rider you are,” said Mr Thorndon. “And that you’ve got a unique way with horses. Quite remarkable.” Mr Thorndon cleared his throat. His tone of voice hardened. “You might never get another chance like this.”
Did those words hide a veiled threat? Mr Thorndon’s face looked so fierce Sid turned his eyes away. He looked out of the window at the fading daylight.
“You’d be near your family. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” said Mr Thorndon, sounding suddenly falsely jolly.
“Yes,” said Sid.
“And you want to be a top jockey, don’t you?” 
“Yes,” said Sid miserably. He allowed his gaze to wander around the room, examining the ornaments and photographs. There was a framed picture of Sarah on top of the piano.
“You’d miss Sarah, of course,” acknowledged Mr Thorndon, following his gaze.
Sid felt his cheeks burn. Mr Thorndon had never actually said anything to him before about Sarah. “Yes,” he said. “And she’ll be home soon, for the holidays, and I wouldn’t be here.”
“No, you wouldn’t,” agreed Mr Thorndon.
Did Sid imagine it, or was there a ring of satisfaction to those words?
Mr Thorndon cleared his throat. “I’m going down to Christchurch myself in November, for the Cup race.” He eyed Sid. “Sarah will accompany me. I’ve arranged with her school for her to have a couple of days away.”
“Oh.” Sid’s heart lifted. Maybe Mr Thorndon wasn’t so totally against him, after all. “Really?”
“Yes. I arranged our trip some time ago and I won’t be changing anything. The train and ferry tickets are all booked. She’d be disappointed if she didn’t go. The Ridgeways are old friends.”
Not for my sake then, Sid thought. “Oh, I see,” he said. He hesitated, remembering something. “What about my wages? Do I get my wages if I’m leaving?”
“I’ll have your wages transferred to Ridgeway’s. He’ll continue the apprenticeship for you and you’ll get paid out at the end of your five years, just like you would have if you’d stayed here,” said Mr Thorndon.
“Oh,” said Sid, the sudden vision of lots of money vanishing away. He remembered something else. “I was going to write to my mum. What shall I tell her?”
“You want to go?” Mr Ridgeway asked.
“I don’t have much choice,” said Sid, failing to keep the bitterness out of his voice.
“Of course you have a choice, boy,” Mr Thorndon growled. His already loud voice grew louder. “You can stay here if you want to.”
Sid knew instantly how impossible that would be. How awkward. How every day would be miserable, knowing he wasn’t wanted.
Mr Thorndon continued, “But you’d regret it. It’s a golden opportunity. You’d be a fool to turn it down. Chances like this don’t come along every day.”
“No,” said Sid. He knew he was doomed. He couldn’t fight it. But he’d be fighting inside, all the way to Christchurch.
Mr Thorndon stared at him, unblinking.
Sid felt himself shrink under that gaze. “You could be right,” he muttered.
Mr Thorndon smiled. “You won’t regret it,” he said.
Sid wasn’t so sure about that, but he couldn’t argue. “Can I have the address of the stables? So I can tell Mum?”
“Of course. Here, let me get you a piece of paper and you can write it down.”
Mr Thorndon laid a sheet of paper on the small oak table that stood between them and handed Sid a fountain pen. It was heavy. A quality pen. Everything here was quality. Mr Thorndon dictated the new address.
Ridgeway Stables
Racecourse Road
Riccarton
Christchurch
Sid wrote carefully, aware of Mr Thorndon’s eyes watching him. He tried to make the letters even, but his hand shook and the words juddered across the surface of the paper.
How things can change in a moment. Just like that.
He replaced the cap on the pen and handed it back. “Thanks, Mr Thorndon.”
“Not at all, Sidney. I know you’re itching for a big race. Now’s your chance. I’ll telephone Ridgeway to confirm it, and it’s a done deal.”
Sudden anxiety clutched at Sid’s heart. “What about Hugh?” he burst out.
Mr Thorndon’s face softened. “Don’t you worry about Hugh,” he said. “He’ll be happy here, enjoying his retirement years. I’m looking after Sarah’s horse; I can look after yours as well. They'll keep each other company. Don’t you worry about Hugh, Sidney. He’ll always have a home here.”
“Thanks, Mr Thorndon.”
“Not at all, Sidney,” said Mr Thorndon. “So, it’s all settled. I’m booking you a ticket on the train to Wellington, and on the ferry to Lyttelton. Then you’ll be met by a friend of mine and put on a train to Christchurch. I’ll write to your father, and he can meet you off the train when you get there.”
Sid stared at Mr Thorndon. He had it all planned. Every detail.
His head spun with crazy thoughts.
I won’t go. I’ll run away. But even as he thought it, he knew it was a dumb idea.
But they couldn’t stop him from writing to Sarah. And they wouldn’t be able to stop her writing back to him. Mr Thorndon believed his daughter was too good for him. He’d prove him wrong. And he’d see her again. November was only a month away.
“Off you go, then,” said Mr Thorndon. “Better get your belongings sorted out. You’ll be off before you know it.”
As Sid reached the door of the living room, Mr Thorndon called him back.
“Sidney, I’ve just remembered; I’ve got something for you.” He fished in his pocket. “It’s not brand new, but it’s rather nice.” He held out a pocket knife with a polished wooden handle. “My wife told me it’s your birthday today. I’ve had this since I was a boy. Very attached to it, I was, all my life. I brought it out here from England when we came over, but I haven’t used it for quite a long time.” He looked down at the knife, a wry smile on his face. “I always intended to give it to Sarah, but she’s not the sort of girl who likes knives. She never was a tomboy, our Sarah. Too much of a lady.” He held out the knife. “I’d like you to have it, Sidney.”
Sid took the knife. It felt good in his hand. Just the
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