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PROLOGUE

Men with time on their hands can
get themselves into all sorts of trouble. Brains, that throughout
life have been used for positive purposes, like work, can sometimes
stagnate when idle and seek other outlets on which to
germinate.

A tall plumpish, ordinary
looking man, with dark hair, going rapidly grey, wearing a white
short sleeved shirt, with a red patterned tie and dark blue
trousers is playing roulette in a busy city centre casino in the
middle of the afternoon. For the past half an hour he's been
winning big money on every roll of the wheel. A dizzy blonde clings
onto his arm and shrieks with delight each time he gathers in
another pile of winning chips. Beads of perspiration are beginning
to form on his brow. News of his winnings has spread around the
room. A sizeable crowd of onlookers is jostling close to him,
increasing the pressure. The last roll of the wheel was his sixth
straight win in a row. The chips in front of him now add up to
thousands of pounds. He's praying he can still remember the system.
The previous evening he'd gone over it in his head a hundred times,
chanting the formula to himself, hoping he could recall it all when
it mattered.

Carefully he places a neatly
stacked pile of chips on a straight ten. The croupier looks at him
disarmingly. 'No more bets,' he says, with a degree of irritation,
and spins the wheel. The onlookers go silent, the blonde moves in
closer, looping her arm through his. He can feel his body shaking.
He closes his eyes and waits.

A huge cheer tells him he has
won again. Relieved, he opens his eyes to smiling, laughing faces.
The blonde shrieks 'that's fantastic.' People slap his back. The
croupier's face is like thunder.


CHAPTER ONE

It's early morning in late summer. An eerie
silence hangs over an empty golf course. The semblance of a heat
haze mingles with a sea mist at the far end of the dunes. When
Ginger gets out of his car a rabbit scurries across the eighteenth
green. The little creature stops, looks at Ginger, pricks his ears,
then continues with his journey, unconcerned.

Ginger is always the first of the group to
arrive. Partly out of necessity, partly out of habit. His name
isn't really Ginger, his name is Talbot Reardon, but nobody locally
calls anybody Talbot. He possesses a tall, thickset body and close
cropped, curly ginger hair. By birth he's from Scotland, but that
was a long time ago. He needs to arrive early to use the toilet.
Two years back, his elderly mother-in-law moved in with him and his
wife, Caroline, and since then from seven in the morning, until he
leaves home for golf, they both commandeer the bathroom, forcing
Ginger to complete his ablutions in the changing room at the
clubhouse.

Jimmy usually
arrives next. That annoys Ginger. In fact, Jimmy often annoys
Ginger. Jimmy is short, with pointy features; a pointy nose, a
pointy face and short dark hair, which comes to a point in the
centre of his forehead. Jimmy is Irish and takes great delight in
riling Ginger. The Irish are like that with the Scots and
visa-versa. Now Ginger is a hefty man. At least sixteen stone and
well over six feet tall. With a driver, he can hit a golf ball the
best part of two hundred and seventy yards, almost twice the
distance Jimmy can manage. And occasionally, Ginger longs to hit
Jimmy. He's big enough to hit Jimmy into next week, but he can't,
and Jimmy knows he can't, because
Ginger's mother-in-law, Mrs
Hetherington, has cancer. Just after she moved in with Ginger and
his wife, Ginger broke his toe. Stubbed it on a slab in the garden,
when walking barefoot. Jimmy lived off that for months. He still
never lets Ginger forget it. At the time, Mrs Hetherington was
visiting hospital three times a week, for radium treatment.
Ginger's wife Caroline can't
drive; Mrs Hetherington was too ill to drive and Ginger's foot was
in plaster, so he couldn't
drive. For five weeks Jimmy drove them all to the hospital, twenty
miles there and twenty miles back and he
wouldn't take a
penny. 'If you
can't help a pal, who can
you help?' he'd say, grinning.
So as much as Ginger sometimes wants to hit Jimmy, he knows he
can't.

More often
than not Ginger is still in the toilet when Jimmy enters the
changing room. Every time, in that situation, Jimmy will call
out, 'Fore. Keep your bowels
open Ging.' Ginger can set
his watch by it. The words annoy him so much, he never bothers to
reply and remains in the cubicle until Stan arrives.

Stan is
Welsh, well sort of Welsh anyway. He's from Cardiff, which
according to Jimmy isn't really Welsh.
'Just like London now, all suits
and bankers,' Jimmy would say. At moments like that Stan and Ginger
would just look at each other and make no reply.

'His nibs is in with the Pope,'
Jimmy said, when Stan came in through the
changing room door that day; another of his regular
phrases.

‘Looks as
though it's going to be fine
for once,' Stan said,
ignoring Jimmy's
remark.

‘It does
that. The barometer's high,' Jimmy replied.

For eighty
years there's been a golf club on that windy peninsular. Over those
years the changing room has acquired a permanent odour of damp
must; a humid concoction of old wood, sand and salt sea air. On the
wooden bench they were both sat upon, there were hundreds of tiny
holes in the timber, caused by decades of studded golf shoe laces
being tied on its surface. 'Part of our heritage here,' Jimmy remarked one day, pointing at the holes.
'Like putting your shoe in somebody
else’s
footprints.'

Stan was
attending to his laces. When he'd finished tying the bows he
said, 'Something strange
turned up in the post today,' and extracted a letter from his
trouser pocket before handed it to Jimmy. It was computer written
and from his building society.

'Good God,' Jimmy said after he'd
read it. 'You're in the money
then.'

'Well, that's what's
strange,' Stan
replied. 'I'm not
actually.' The letter was
from the Provincial Building Society. It was addressed to Mr and
Mrs Stanley Gladstone Richards, his full name and their correct
address and postcode were on the top. The letter said,
'We are in receipt of your
remittance for two hundred and fifty thousand pounds and as
requested we have credited this amount to your Instant Access
Account.'

The toilet
flushed. Hearing Stan's
voice, Ginger felt safe to extract himself from the cubicle. He
walked to the basin and began to wash his hands.

'Well it says here the money's yours,' Jimmy said, still marvelling at the
amount.

'That's the problem
Jim. I don't know anything
about it. I haven't got that
sort of money.'

'What do you think of this Ging?'
Jimmy said. Ginger was drying his hands on a
paper towel. 'You know about
these sort of things,' Jimmy continued.
'Stan's in the money
I'd
say.' Ginger was a retired
bank manager. He'd finished his career quite nicely thank you, as
the local manager at this seaside holiday town. On financial
matters therefore, he tended to laud it over the other lads.
Ginger's family had been wealthy. He was educated at Gordonstoun
and throughout his banking career he had constantly used his old
boy connections to bluff his way through to the best jobs. He
slumped down on the bench, puffed out a catarrhal snortle, snatched
the letter from Jimmy's
hands, pushed his glasses down onto the bridge of his nose, and
read it.

'Obviously a mistake,' he said without hesitation.

'Come on now Ging. Give Stan a bit of respect. He
didn't bank with you. How do
you know how much money he's
got? He might have been left the money.'

'I heard him say it wasn't his,' Ginger
replied impatiently. Stan cut in.

'That's right. I
don't know anything about
it. Came in the post this morning. Picked it up off the mat on my
way here, opened it up and there it was, quarter of a million
smackers. Took the wind out of my sails, I can tell
you.'

By then the
other three, Toby, Scott and Colin began to arrive. Every Monday,
Wednesday and Friday, at eight fifteen, the first tee was always
booked for the six of them. Regular as clockwork, foul weather or
fair, they would play in two groups of three. Before starting, one
of them would throw six golf balls, belonging to each of them, into
the air, to see who'd play
with who. The balls that landed nearest to each other would play
together. 'It's a balls
up,' Jimmy would always
remark while the balls were in the air; another comment, according
to the others, that had also long ago passed its sell-by-date.
Unfortunately, even with this system, Ginger always seemed to end
up playing in the same group as Jimmy and that annoyed him. Now as
I said before, Ginger can hit the ball a long way. Normally on the
longer holes its take Jimmy three shots to
Ginger's two, to get the
ball to the green. But Jimmy isn't normal and he can chip and putt
like a demon. From off the green or on it, when he's chipping or
putting, he tends to stand over his ball and say
'I have a feeling this is going in,
Ging;' a remark that also
annoys Ginger intensely. And Jimmy's chipping stroke is such an awkward little punch of a
movement, Ginger becomes irritated just watching it. It bears no
resemblance to a proper golf shot; a jumpy, jerky twitch is the
best way to describe it. But somehow, like a piece of metal
attracted to a magnet, Jimmy's ball almost always seems to home in on the hole. That
leaves Ginger fuming. Then when
Ginger’s standing over his
ball, just as he is about to hit it, Jimmy always says,
'This is for the hole then Ging.'
Ginger fumes some more and of course his shot misses. And that's
how it is.

Time was pressing; eight fifteen was
approaching. Briefly the letter was handed around. The other three
made similar comments of surprise, before it was given back to
Stan. Then they all marched off, with their metal spikes clicking
on the steeply sloping concrete path, sounding like a troupe of
cavalry horses on parade, towards the first tee. That day Jimmy was
paired with Ginger and Stan. By the time they reached the sixth
tee, Jimmy, much to Ginger's agitation had already parred three of
the first five holes. But more than that Jimmy's brain was in
ferment.

The sixth tee
is a popular resting place. The flat surface there commands a fine
view out across the bay. The difficult early holes have been
completed and the fresh breeze off the sea usually invigorates
those who are flagging. It's
about forty minutes out from the first; enough time for early
morning tea, or other breakfast liquids to have worked through the
system. On one side of the tee there is a good blackthorn hedge,
behind which, those who wish to relieve themselves, can do so, out
of sight of the rest of the course.

'I've been thinking
about that letter of Stan's,' Jimmy said as he unzipped his fly. Ginger sighed. He'd been
waiting for Jimmy to say something about it, his only doubt had
been how long it would take, so he made no reply.
'It would serve those buggers right
to lose that money,' Jimmy
continued.

'Which buggers are we talking about?'
Ginger replied, farting while beginning to
pee.

'The building society,’ Jimmy retorted. ‘They buggered me about for years,'
he added belligerently.
'Charged me about twice as much
interest as everybody else when I had a mortgage, then when I
retired, paid me bugger all on my savings.'

Ginger had
heard all this before many times. The view from the sixth tee was
something he looked forward to each morning. It was one of the
pleasures of playing that course. By then the early mist had
cleared. A faint breeze, like a violin concerto was creeping over
the blackthorn, cooling his perspiring brow. The cliffs at the end
of the bay stood out grand, like a stately monument, dominating the
vista. 'You could have
shopped around for a better rate,' Ginger said, hoping that would shut Jimmy up. They began to
walk back to the tee box where Stan was patiently
waiting.

'That's not the point
though,' Jimmy said, zipping
up his fly as they walked. 'It's all right for
you to say that. You're
educated that way. Bank manager and all that. You know all about
that sort of stuff. Clever bugger you are. The rest of us though,
we have to get by best we can. I just think
it'd be nice to put one over
on those bastards for once.'

'What have you got in mind?' Ginger scoffed and picked the driver out of his golf
bag. 'It's at least five
years nowadays for fraud.'

Stan was
munching on a Mars bar, listening and becoming impatient to get on
with the game. Having won the last hole Jimmy was first to drive.
He picked a three wood out of his golf bag, took a couple of
disjointed practice swings while he continued to talk.
'We were talking about your letter
Stan.'

'You were talking about
Stan's
letter,' Ginger corrected.
Jimmy lined up against his ball, wiggled his arse and the club a
few times and fired the golf ball straight down the middle of the
fairway.

'Good shot,' Stan
said. Ginger remained silent. Jimmy held his follow through,
posing, as he watched the ball skip along the fairway, scattering
two magpies, who'd been
happily grazing on the green-keepers freshly laid grass
seed.

‘Pretty good
eh?' Jimmy said, looking at
Ginger. 'I was only saying
Stan, that it would be nice to get one over on those financial
bastards for a change. How much interest are you getting on your
money?'

'Oh I don't know, the
missus looks after that,' Stan replied. 'About two percent I
think.'

'There you are then, a pittance. Keeping some bugger like
Ginger here in a job, you are,' Jimmy said.
Ginger wasn't going to rise to that bait either.
He'd been hooked too many
times before on that one. That morning he'd wanted to enjoy his
golf.

Stan was tall
and slightly rotund, in a comfortable sort of way. He looked
younger than his sixty four years. An ex British Telecom engineer
by trade. 'Well I
can't steal it Jim,' he
said. 'The missus would kill me.'

'I'm not suggesting
you steal it Stan,' Jimmy said. Ginger was lining up his drive, something he was meticulous
about. He'd pick a spot on
the horizon, point his club at it, then angle the club back down on
the same line to his feet. Usually it took some time to accomplish
this to his satisfaction. Then, standing over the ball
he'd waggle his arse, flick
the club back and fore several times, before settling into his
stance. 'Unnecessary
arrogant nonsense,' Jimmy used to say to the others, out of
Ginger's earshot.

'What are you suggesting he does then?'
Ginger said, unable to resist the temptation to
reply as he hovered over his ball. This was one of his favourite
shots on the course. The sixth was a good driving hole; four
hundred and eighty yards long, with a reasonably wide fairway. It
gave him the opportunity to really let it rip. If he caught the
ball perfectly, he could be more than a hundred yards ahead of
Jimmy on the first shot. He was about to hit when Jimmy spoke
again.

'I think we ought to do what you buggers have been doing for
years, Ging,’ he
said. ‘I think we ought to
borrow it for a while, invest it, then when
we’ve made some money, let
them have it back for a small fee.'

In his anger
Ginger lashed at the golf ball like a demented woodchopper hacking
at a tree trunk. The ball flew off the tee peg at a right angle,
gathering pace in a banana like trajectory over the adjacent fifth
fairway. At the end of its flight it hit a pinnacle of a rock, then
catapulted off again towards the calm, blue sea, where it finally
landed with a spectacular splash, reminiscent of a
gannet's dive into
water.

'Fucking hell!!' Ginger yelled.


CHAPTER TWO

With our
group there were many, many golf days like this. Days when, during
a round, Jimmy would say something that upset Ginger, or got on his
nerves. But that day, after watching his drive off the sixth tee
find a watery grave, Ginger was fuming uncontrollably. He waved his
driver furiously at Jimmy in time to his words.
'I have repeatedly asked you not to
talk when I'm playing a
shot,' Ginger
hollered.

‘Oh, sorry
Ging,' Jimmy replied looking
abashed. Stan stood silent and still, smirking, unable to decide
what stage this particular contretemps had reached.

'It's just that you
asked and so I thought you wanted to know,'
Jimmy said, still looking sheepish.
'I'm sorry about your shot.'

'Of course I don't
want to know,' Ginger
responded. 'I've never heard
such a harebrained idea in my life.
I'm here to play golf. To do
that properly I need quiet to concentrate. If I
don't have quiet, I
can't play. If I
can't play, it ruins my day.
Do you understand? Have I made myself
clear?'

'Perfectly
clear Ging. I'm sorry. You won't hear another word, not out of me
anyway.'

'Good,' Ginger
said. 'You'd better play
your shot Stan and I'll play
three off the tee afterwards.'

And so that's
how it was for the next three hours. Nobody spoke much.
Ginger's game deteriorated
into a sad collection of missed putts and poorly hit shots, all
accompanied by a cacophony of foul and abusive language. Jimmy
played, well, as Jimmy always plays. He holed outrageous putts;
chipped in from off the green and and drove straight down the
middle of the fairway, going about his game as though nothing had
happened. Except this morning he kept quiet, very, very quiet. Poor
Stan was caught in the middle. He realised that it was his letter
that had caused the trouble in the first place. He kept his head
down and concentrated on his own game, uncertain whether to speak
or not.

By the time
they reached the eighteenth green a heavy cloud had darkened the
sky overhead. Misty drizzle was beginning to drift in off the sea.
Jimmy won the three ball by a street. At the finish they all just
about managed a cursory handshake, but nothing else was said. That
morning there were no congratulations, or commiserations. Usually
somebody said, 'Well
played' or
'Hard luck',
or something more cynical, but not on this
day.

'I don't think
I’ll come in for a
drink,' Ginger said gruffly
and stalked off towards his car. Jimmy and Stan looked at each
other, gathered their golf bags and headed for the
clubhouse.

The golfer's bar is a decorative hotch-potch
of contemporary and old. A glass cabinet, profusely stocked with
prize winning silverware dominates one wall. Two other walls are
panelled in heavy austere oak, on which boards, depicting the names
of past prize winners are displayed. The south aspect consists of
sliding patio doors, leading to a verandah, with tables and chairs
overlooking the eighteenth green. With a pint of beer in hand Jimmy
and Stan settle around one of the many glass top tables. While they
are talking the other three enter the bar.

'I've upset his
nibs,' Jimmy said when they
were in earshot.

'No, not
again?' Toby responded sarcastically. Being in his seventies he was
the oldest of the six. For most of his life Toby had been a
fireman. Then, when he retired, he sailed a boat around the world.
He sported a voluminous walrus moustache, shaggy greying hair and
wore clothes that always looked baggy and about half a size too
big. He possessed a resounding laugh and enjoyed his food and
drink, which showed in his generous waistline. Now, mainly to ease
his retirement boredom, he was a church warden, a town councillor
and actively involved in almost every local charity and social
advisory board.

'Yes, but
I've upset him good and proper this time,'
Jimmy replied to Toby's remark.
'Put my big foot in it, right up to
the proverbial. It's Stan's
fault, we were discussing his letter.'

'Don't blame me. You
were the one who upset him. I know better than to talk when
he's about to hit a
shot,' Stan
replied.

'We beat him though didn't we Stan? He's a toffee nosed bugger,' Jimmy retorted.
Stan just smiled. Toby guffawed.

'What did you say to upset him this
time?' Colin cut in. Colin
was quieter, more studious than the others. Tall, with dark hair,
he'd been a lecturer in
mathematics, at Cardiff University, before retiring to West
Wales.

The other three all bought drinks, then they
all squeezed round the same table. Beer was already spilled on the
table top; crisp packets, some opened, some still to be opened,
messily cluttered the space between the glasses. Their usual format
after golf, involved a bar meal, followed by a game of snooker;
doubles when the six of them played.

'I only suggested that we give these banks and building
societies a run for their money,' Jimmy said when they had all settled.

'You should know that's a dicey subject with him,'
Scott said. He was the youngest of them all, a
retired dentist. Retired to a pot of gold by all accounts. He drove
a flash Porsche car, lived in an expensive house, with a trophy
wife. He was tall with jet black hair and twinkling eyes. Women
swooned at him regularly. 'Like bitches on heat when he's around,'
Jimmy commented often.

'I know, I know. I'll
make it up to him. I'll let him win next time.'
Jimmy said, chortled and took a slug of his
beer. 'It's just that while
we were playing an idea came to me about
Stan's
letter.'

'What
idea's that then
Jim?' Toby said. His face
creased into a smile, which made him look like a pet Labrador about
to be presented with a bone. He loved it when Jimmy had one of his
ideas. 'What devious plan
has that crooked little mind of yours cooked up this
time?' Toby added. Jimmy
beckoned them all to move in closer. The other four pulled up their
chairs and angled their heads over the table.

'Well as I see it,' Jimmy began in hushed tones, 'we all
know that the money doesn't
belong to Stan.' Stan nodded in agreement
while he munched crisps. The salty residue of those
he'd already eaten was
coating his lips. 'So, he
can't take the money for
keeps,' Jimmy
continued. 'But at this
moment in time only Stan and us here know about
it.' He paused for his words
to sink in. 'The building
society won't know, until
somebody else, who's money
it is, shouts. Do you all agree on that?'

'The building society may know already,'
Colin cut in. 'There may be a stop on the account
now.' He picked up his beer,
drained the remains of his glass, and smacked his lips as he put it
back on the table.

'That may be the situation,
I'll grant you that Colin.
But let's assume for the moment it
isn't.'
Colin sat back in his chair and folded his arms.
Jimmy continued.

'What I tried to say to Ging, before he blew his top, was
that we should just borrow the money for a while, invest it in
something with a quick turnaround, then put it back before anybody
notices, having taken the profit.' They all sniggered. Toby guffawed louder than anybody else
and got up out of his seat. 'And how do you propose to do that my little Irish genius?
I'm thirsty, anybody else
for a refill?' Colin and
Stan held out their empty glasses. That day it was only the five of
them in the bar, plus John, the steward, who was flitting back and
fore to the kitchen, so Toby could still hear Jimmy from the bar
counter. He pinged the little bell to attract
John's attention.

'Well, what I spotted on
Stan's
letter,' Jimmy continued,
emphasising his words with the index finger of his right
hand, 'was that this account
could be used as a telephone account.
Isn’t that right
Stan?' Stan
didn't know the answer to
that. His wife looked after such matters. He fished in his trouser
pocket for the letter. By then it was crumpled and creased. He
flattened it out with his palm on the table and reread
it.

'You're right Jim. It
does say that, down here at the bottom. I
hadn't spotted
it.'

'You see, there you are, I'm not as stupid as you all think I
am.'

'That's a matter of
opinion,' Scott said. His
eyes were twinkling, just as they did when he was looking at a
voluptuous blonde. Jimmy's
index finger rose again.

'Just you listen Mister Cleverdick,
don't you be too hasty. That
was Ginger's trouble this morning. He was too hasty,
wouldn't listen. Pity, 'cos
we could have done with his expertise on this.
I'll have a pint please
Toby, while you're
there.' Toby looked back at
him with an expression of exasperation and sloped wearily back from
the bar to the table for Jimmy's glass.

'From what I saw in that letter,' Jimmy continued,
'you must already be an account
holder with that lot?' He
pointed at the letter in Stan's hand.

'That's right,' Stan
responded. 'Used to have my mortgage with them. Now what little
savings I have is still there.' Jimmy nodded. By then Toby had returned with the beer. He
spilt a bit on Jimmy's leg
as he put his glass on the table.

'That's what I
thought. It's all right
Tobe, I've got another pair
at home,' he said, brushing
the beer off his trousers with his hand.
'So if
you've got the same type of
account, you'll have a
password or an ID number?' They all fell silent and looked at Stan.

'I don't know. I
expect so. As I said the missus does that sort of thing. I
haven't got a
clue.'

'Well let's just say
you have.' Suddenly they
were all looking again at Jimmy. He had their undivided attention
now. 'Let me have another
look at that letter Stan,' he said. Stan passed it over.

'That's what I
thought. It's an instant
access account. Which means you can draw the money on demand. And
it says here at the bottom that it's a telephone account. So you
don't have to send off the
passbook for a withdrawal. You can do it all over the phone, using
a password.' Stan put down
his beer glass.

'Now hang on a minute Jim. I said I
don't know whether
I've got a password or not.
I'm not looking for any
trouble over this. The missus would kill me if I got into any
trouble.'

'Let him finish Stan,' Scott interrupted. 'Don't worry we
won't let you get into
trouble Stan. But let's hear what the little leprechaun has in
mind.'

'Do you guys want to order any food?'
John called out obstinately from the
bar.

'Just a minute John,' Toby replied. 'We'll be there
now.'

'Well
you'd better be quick.
I'm going to close the
kitchen soon,' the steward
said and stomped back into his cooking lair.

'Go on Jim, finish what you have in
mind,' Toby said. The froth
from his beer was gathered on his moustache like snow on a
mountain.

'Well, as I see it, and it's only an idea mind,' Jimmy began, pointing again with his index finger.
'Seeing how this money is in limbo,
we could draw it out, invest it in something that has a quick
turnaround, take the profit, split it between us, or use it as a
fund for social occasions.' Jimmy took a swig of his new pint. The others remained
silent for quite a few moments before Colin interrupted.

'We'd never get away
with that Jim. That's fraud.
That's a criminal offence.
We'd all end up in
jail.' Jimmy was about to
answer, but Scott cut in again.

'What could we invest it in that would have a quick enough
turnaround to make some real money?'
he said.

'That's where we need
young Ginger,' Jimmy
said. 'He knows about these
sort of things. I wish I hadn't upset him earlier. And he's a gambler,
he'd take a chance.' Ginger
was well known amongst the group as a punter. On the horses mainly,
but he also dabbled a bit in shares. Nothing big, just an odd
flutter here and there when the mood took him. By all accounts he
was quite successful.

Jimmy tidied
up some of the spilt beer on the table with his beer mat, then
said, 'These financial set
ups nowadays are so inefficient. It'll be weeks before they get round to
Stan's nest egg. You
wouldn't believe the trouble
I had with a standing order. Months it took them to sort it out. By
the time they've got around
to this, the money will be all tucked up again in
Stan's
account.'

'Do you lot want any food!!? This is your last
chance!' John shouted out
from the bar.

Their empty
stomachs were grumbling so John's impatience curtailed the discussion.

Afterwards
the dissection of their individual scores that day, involving a
division of money, caused a heated diversion. A pound each was
always paid to the day's
best individual score, on a stableford system; Jimmy, that day. And
another fifty pence was distributed for the best first nine holes,
Jimmy again, and the same amount for the best second nine holes,
Colin. There was also a fifty pence prize for the longest drive on
the eighteenth; Scott that morning. All these financial
transactions had to be accounted for, before they paid John for the
food. This, as you can imagine, took considerable time and involved
not a little argument. By the time the food arrived,
Jimmy's idea had, therefore,
been put on a back burner. Sides also still had to be agreed for
the snooker game. This, was compounded with difficulty, as there
were only five of them, not the usual six, which meant they were
going to have to play snooker as a three against two; which
confused further the allocation of the prize money for that event,
as according to Scott, it would change the odds.
'Whoever the two are, should have a
handicap, otherwise it's unfair,' he suggested. All this resulted in a prolonged
disagreement, which became even more inflamed when Colin admitted
he had forgotten to bring any money with him that day. Matters
therefore, got a little out of hand. Eventually, the snooker game
ended up as two against two when Colin took umbrage at being
called 'a tight fisted
git' by Scott and left in a
huff after his meal.

'I didn't
deliberately not bring any money Scott,'
Colin said. 'I just forgot in the rush this morning. I had to take the
dog out as the wife was going to her sisters.'
So for the time being,
Jimmy's idea lay in
abeyance.


CHAPTER THREE

On his way home from the golf club Toby often
made a detour no-one else knew about. His own house, which he
shared with his wife Margaret, a large detached, villa type
property was at the top end of town, overlooking the sea. But
instead of taking the route from the clubhouse back into town, Toby
would often head down the coast in the opposite direction, towards
the village of Saren. A tin mine had once been its claim to fame.
Defunct now since before the first World War, only the surrounding
agriculture provided any sort of local employment. Most of it was
seasonal, back breaking and poorly paid. The village was really
only a strip of a dozen or so bungalows, alongside the main road.
There was also a farm, a garage repair business, with one petrol
pump and at the end of the village, jammed together in an
unattractive small close, littered with parked cars, were twenty
five scruffy council houses, all occupied by inhabitants of
indeterminate means. Social Security housing in other words.

Toby pulled up in front of number seventeen.
A battered Ford Fiesta was parked outside. In the tiny front
garden, all grass, except for a hydrangea bush under the front
window, was a toddler's play bike, a coloured plastic football and
a red garden slide. The front door was open.

'Are you in?' Toby
called out as he walked inside. In response a little boy with
blonde curly hair ran down the hallway to greet him,
shouting 'Tiad,' as he ran.
Toby crouched expectantly and the toddler charged into his
arms. 'Mark, my little
pumpkin,' Toby said as they
embraced. He ruffled the boys soft hair, then kissed him on his
head.

From the
kitchen, a tall, slim, mousy blonde girl, of medium height, in her
late twenties appeared, wearing a hooped, pale blue and white T
shirt and light blue jeans. 'He's been a little
bugger these last few days,' she said, brushing her hair off her forehead with her hand.
She had a glowing, intelligent, fresh looking face.

'At this age they all are,' Toby replied, lifting the boy up.
'He's putting on weight.' He carried the boy into an untidy lounge. Toys and the
child's clothes were scattered everywhere. Washing was drying on a
clothes-horse by the front window.

'We're going to have to do something with him,'
the girl said. Mark had learning difficulties.
He was bright enough, but just couldn't retain anything. Even
though he was five years old, his vocabulary was limited to words
about his mother and his reading skills were
non-existent.

'Catryn I know that,' Toby said impatiently. 'I've spoken to
the Welfare people. The local place is not suitable. They say he
will have to go to Carmarthen.'

'How can I afford to take him there.
That's forty miles. How much
will that cost in petrol?' the girl said angrily, while picking some of the clothes
off the floor.

'There'll probably be
a bus,' Toby argued back. 'The Council usually put on a special bus
for those who need it.'

'But that goes round all the villages.
It'll take hours to get to
Carmarthen. You know I have to get to work. I
can't wait around half the
day for that. If I lose my job I'm done for. There isn't anything else around here.'

'We'll sort something
out Catryn.'

'You make sure you bloody well do,'
Catryn snapped back. Toby was still holding the
boy. He stared at her, put the boy down and walked towards her and
placed his hands on her shoulders. Then he kissed her on the
forehead.

'I know it's hard for
you. I know you must be tired,' he said. They stood facing each other in silence for a few
moments, while Mark tugged at Toby's trouser leg. The girl picked up the boy. Toby extracted
his wallet from his back pocket and drew out five ten pound notes
and gave them to the girl.

* * * * *

West Wales
weather is as unpredictable as the service provided by the local
plumbers, electricians and builders. When expecting a tradesman to
call, there is an oft used Pembrokeshire remark, referring to
a 'Pembrokeshire
promise'. Most times the
appointment is not kept, hence the tradition of the phrase. The
weather in the area is similarly fickle. Expert forecasters
regularly predict fine, dry days, hoping perhaps to encourage a
migration of tourists to the area's beautiful beaches and rugged
cliffs. Regrettably however, an isobaric low always seems to hover
unseen, somewhere around the Irish Sea, perpetually waiting to
catch everybody out with storms and gales. On those occasions
campsites are flooded, caravans are evacuated and once happy
tourists flee back down the M4, to the drier weather of their homes
and garden barbecues.

That evening
Jimmy was sitting in his lounge. A gale was howling in the chimney,
while rain lashed on the window pane. He was conjecturing on how a
day, which started with such promise, had deteriorated so badly as
the weather closed in. The morning forecast had been good, there
was every hope of a fine, dry round. The early holes were combative
fun, until he'd become
involved in that fracas with Ginger. To quell his melancholia,
he'd resorted to an LP
record of Maria Callas and a large Irish whisky, when the phone
rang.

'Jimmy my old fruit, how are they
hanging?' the voice at the
other end said. It was Scott.

'Oh not so dusty after today,'
Jimmy replied.

'That's why
I’m
phoning,' Scott said. His
voice sounded enthusiastic. 'I've been thinking a
bit more about that idea of yours. Do you really think we could get
our hands on that money?'

'I'm sure it could be
done,' Jimmy replied. 'Persuading Stan would be the problem. He may
be too scared to do anything about it.'

'Never
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