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Disclaimer:

No horses,
musicians or other animals were hurt in the process of creating
this short-story.
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Some say it was
the Lady’s fault. Then others ask, which lady, because in fact
there were two. Then the first reply, och don’t go splitting hairs
now, yer big droonk galoots, yer nothing but a bampot! In any case
it was an event that lingered in bar-side discussion long after the
autumn leaves started blowing through the two streets of Kilkee,
and was revived like a poor captive zombie year after year whenever
it was that time again. It was the race during which the
commentator’s voice broke.

Kilkee, though it
was so small it was nearly off the landscape, never mind the map,
nevertheless sported two significant things: Seasonal horse racing,
and Lady Millennia Adenoidia Mont Nifty. It was a tradition that
Lady Millen, as everyone knew her, and her horse “Lady”, won this
event; not only because it was proper, with her being genuine
nobility; but even more because the Lady was the finest mare in all
of County Clare. The other horses simply stood no chance.
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Now on that
particular morning in April, Finnegan o’ Flanagan had been
lamenting the loss of his latest lady love over some ale. And then
some more ale, and then some pure Irish whiskey. He wouldn’t have
been able to afford all this if it weren’t for the steady gig he
had at the same place, The Lucky Shamrock, every Friday night, that
came with the benefit of free drinks.

Finn was so drunk
that the barkeep, Mr Tim o’ Hagan, saw double whenever he looked at
him. O’ Hagan knew the whole sorry mess about how Amanda, the
all-too-recent love of Finn’s life, had deserted him for a rich
American who stayed at the local inn. And as O’ Hagan also owned
the inn, he felt a bit guilty. (What remains odd in this tale is
how he didn’t feel guilty about helping poor Finn into his
alcoholic stupor with free booze.) So when the police had checked
in last night for curfew and questioned the presence of Finn, O’
Hagan had taken the young officer aside and explained to him. And
as officer Sandy o’ Neill had a heart too, he’d left Finn in peace.
It might have been kinder to chase him home.
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