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The Tony Harris Story

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

Tony Harris, the next series of stories, deals with where his story began and developed to where he is now. This is the next Book in the Tony Harris series.
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I left Cadden’s office to be met on the landing below by Peter Smith.

“That seemed to work well. You got Raffles out of there like a hot snot,” he said with a grin.

“It was a good plan,” I said. “It took them by surprise, Cadden has a few things to think about now.”

“He’s just worried that it’s going to cost him money,” Peter said, “but it’s going to cost either way.”

“So what’s our next step?” I asked.

“We keep our heads down until they counterattack. We’ll be ready for them then. Remember, Tony, confusion, obfuscation, contradiction, and prevarication are our friends.”

“How so?”

“Whatever they hit us with we withdraw and consider it first,” he said, “this has to go our way or no way at all. We’ll formulate something that’s in our favour and hold out until the last to get it.”

“What’s acceptable?” I asked.

“Everything we want or nothing at all. That includes location.”

“Location? How do you mean, Peter?”

“These towns down the country are fine for tourists, Tony, you can check them out for yourself to see. If it were me, I’d be in Galway. It’s good for socialising, it’s a tourist magnet and there’s a never ending supply of tail, both foreign and domestic.”

“What about the training facilities and courses?”

“What about them?”

“Are they any fucking use?” I said. “In comparison to the other towns, I mean.”

“It’s run by the government, Tony. None of them are any fucking use.”

“I don’t want to waste six months by failing.”

“You’ve already eliminated that prospect with the credits,” he said, “they all count as a pass with a distinction. You’ll only be judged on the syllabus used for the module you’re attending. It’s a government training program, Tony, it’s a scam to make us all think that they’re doing something for people in deprived areas. It’s all about votes at the end of the day. They won’t allow you to fail. Just turn up for classes, sign in, look a bit interested in it for ten minutes, and fuck off back out again.”

“That’s very cynical, Peter,” I said.

“Maybe, but the lodgings in Galway are pretty good. It’s mixed gender, hot and cold running women guaranteed. Just make sure you don’t get yourself pregnant.”

“Great. I’m in.”

We retreated to our respective lairs to await an edict from above. Nothing came by four o’clock so I felt myself relax a little. I was contemplating going home when Raffles came in.

“Hi, Tony,” he said quickly, “I didn’t want the day to pass without apologising to you. I didn’t think your birthday was such a big secret.”

He was a little bastard. I said nothing and just looked at him until he got the message and fucked off. My phone rang.

“Hello stranger, you missed my party, it was fab.”

“Chloe, how the hell are you? How did it go?” I said.

“It was great. It would have been better with you there.”

“I’ll take you out this week as a belated celebration,” I said.

“You mean on a date?”

“If you like.”

“What’ll we do afterwards?”

“What would you like to do?”

“You,” she said.

“Chloe ...”

“You asked, but I miss you, Tony.”

“It’s only been a few days, Chloe,” I said, “in any case, we don’t have anywhere that we can go afterwards.”

“That’s why I called,” she said, “I have the house to myself next week for the whole week.”

“Why?”

“My parents are going to their house in Spain to schmooze someone.”

“Why don’t you go with them?” I said.

“You know why.”

“Ok, text me the details. We’ll set it up.”

“Kewl!”

My phone dinged a text from Lillian:

Good morning, Tony. I had an enlightening talk with Lindsay last night. She is still very raw but she's a strong woman. I sent her to our business advisor who will be seeing her today. She has a lot of ideas, so whatever you said to her has kickstarted something in her brain that set her to thinking in a more business-like fashion. If I need to, may I call you on the phone at some stage? Nothing is solidified as yet but we may need your assistance in something. Talk soon, Lillian x.

I just texted her a thank you and an agreement for her to call, in reply. I grabbed my jacket and left for home. I had just sat down with a cup of tea when Cadden called me on the phone.

"Hi, Mr. Cadden, how are you?" I said.

"Ah, Tony, I'm very well thanks. My sincerest apologies for not getting back to you sooner."

"Not to worry, I'm sure you're very busy."

"Yes, that's why I'm calling you. I need your help with an intervention for a rival firm on a job that's going south in your neck of the woods. It’s at a house in Santry."

"Sure, what's the issue?"

"I've only heard one side of the story so I can't comment. Would you go over there this evening and get the client’s side, please?” he said. “We can compare and contrast then and make a determination based on that."

"Will you text me the client’s name and address, please? I’ll head over there straight away, while it’s still light."

"Ah, my life on you, Tony. You are a star."

"Yes, but not enough of a star for you to get me some proper training, you cunt," I thought to myself.

I headed out to Shanliss Avenue. The job was a rear extension and complete refurb of a semi-detached house built in the mid-fifties. I watched the owner, Elaine, as she remonstrated with some construction staff outside on the driveway of the house. She was crying and I got the impression that she was being bullied slightly by the guy who was either the contractor or his foreman.

I sidled up behind them and eavesdropped on the conversation. They were arguing about the workmanship and alleged breaches of the National Building Regulations. There was a lot of waffle spewing from the contractor / foreman so I asked what the problem was. They all looked at me as if I had three heads.

"What's it to you, pal?" he asked.

"Who are you in this operation please?" I asked him politely.

"I'm the General Foreman, Pat Malley," he said importantly, and stuck out his hand.

"Tony Harris," I said, "Cadden Architectural, and I'm not your pal."

The guy shut down immediately. Elaine nearly jumped for joy, she came and stood beside me and started to talk very quickly. I shut her down just as fast.

"Pat, I've been sent out here by my boss to get some information. Who do I ask, you or Elaine?” I said. “Better still, let's have a little walk around the site, are you ok with that?"

He agreed and we went inside. We strolled through the main entrance and into a room off to the right of the hallway. I stopped, looked around and scratched my head.

"Is something wrong, Tony?" Pat asked.

"Possibly. Where's all of the Health and Safety notifications and PPE?" I asked.

"Ah, we don't bother with that stuff, Tony. It's only a small site."

I took out my phone and took some pictures, starting with him and his big, ugly, unprotected head. I got Elaine to stand beside him and took one of them also.

"Ok, Pat. I've seen enough for now. I'm shutting this site down until it's properly secured and posted. I'll visit again next Monday morning at eight to see if it's compliant. If it is, I'll allow you back in on Tuesday. Meanwhile, you'll have to lock this place up and have the HSA team carry out the required work. If I think that you got your own men to do it, I'll have your registration. Understood?"

"But ..."

"I didn't ask for questions, Pat. Just do it."

I went out to my van and got two safety helmets and high-visibility jackets, one set for me and one for Elaine. We put them on and walked inside the site. She was still upset so I put my arms around her and gave her a hug. I took a tissue from my pocket and wiped the tears away.

"Don't worry, Elaine, this'll get sorted out for you,” I said. “He's just a bully. Bullies don't phase me because I'm a bigger bully."

She smiled appreciatively.

"Ok," I said to her, "tell me your story."

She spoke for a long time and appeared to be gaining a certain strength as she spoke. The starting point for the aggravation was that she had been getting advice from a
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