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      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Chapter 1
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Chapter 2
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Chapter 3
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Chapter 4
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Chapter 5
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Chapter 6
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Chapter 7
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Chapter 8
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Chapter 9
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Chapter 10
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        Chapter 11
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        Chapter 12
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        Chapter 13
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14.
        
        Chapter 14
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        15.
        
        Chapter 15
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        16.
        
        Chapter 16
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        17.
        
        Chapter 17
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        18.
        
        Chapter 18
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        19.
        
        Chapter 19
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        20.
        
        Chapter 20
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        21.
        
        Chapter 21
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        22.
        
        Chapter 22
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        23.
        
        Chapter 23
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        24.
        
        Chapter 24
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        25.
        
        Chapter 25
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        26.
        
        Chapter 26
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        27.
        
        Chapter 27
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        A Note on Irish Sayings
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Festival Knitting Pattern - Tulip Scarf
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Acknowledgements
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    

  


  
  
Chapter 1





As she tugged on her favourite bright pink top and tried to tame her curls, Maeve realised she was going to be late to meet Michelle. She swiped on her signature bright lipstick, her one real nod to makeup, and dashed for the door, muttering about the universe conspiring against her. 

They’d been friends for years, and for the past couple had even managed to snag jobs at the same company. You’d think seeing each other all day, pinging on the internal chat, coffees, and lunches, would use up their conversation quota. Somehow it never did. Thursdays at the Goat Grill were sacred, and Maeve was already pushing her luck.

Michelle would already be there, looking maddeningly glamorous for someone who’d just finished a full day at the office. Her outfit would be perfectly put together, smart and trendy, and finished off with those towering heels she somehow managed to wear every single day. How she did it, Maeve would never know, but she was never without them.

She’d wave her drink and toss her dark wavy hair, which always looked freshly blow-dried. Michelle swore it was down to good genes, but Maeve suspected witchcraft. And she’d give Maeve that look, the one that said really? before she even opened her mouth.

“And what’s your excuse this time?” she’d ask in that faux-haughty tone of hers, only it was never entirely faux. She’d be a little peeved, and Maeve wouldn’t blame her.

By the time Maeve flung herself into a chair at their usual table, she’d already prepared for the worst: full friendship decimation, accusations of chronic flakiness, and a miserable evening all around.

But instead her friend gave her an approving once-over. “That pink top again? You know it does all the work for you.”

Maeve grinned. Bright colours were her armour. They flattered her middle-of-the-road figure and gave her a little extra bravery for the day ahead.

“Got you a gin and tonic. How was your day?” Michelle continued cheerfully, sliding a glass across the table.

Maeve blinked. “Emmm… thanks?” She looked up, tentative, waiting for the other shoe to drop.

“Are you okay?” Michelle tilted her head.  “You look weird.”

“I’m late. You’re usually pissed.”

“Nah, had a great day. Didn’t expect you to be on time anyway. And the weather’s brilliant.”

Maeve wasn’t sure how to process this. Her day had been a disaster. At her day job, in a local software firm, she had too many projects and not enough time. In her other role, as a part-time teacher at the local knitting shop things were not much better.

That afternoon, she had another ‘discussion’ with the owner Siobhán, about the best way to lay out their tent for a craft festival coming up in only eight days. The annual Fáilte Fiber Festival, as it was officially known, was taking place the following weekend in the Iveagh Gardens, a beautiful green square of land in the middle of Dublin City Center. In previous years, they had planned and ran the shop tent together in harmony. But recently, it had felt like they were pulling in completely different directions.

But this year, something had shifted. Maeve couldn’t quite name it, but it felt like Siobhán had started making decisions behind her back. And that stung.

Sure Grá ‘gus Snáth1 was Siobhán’s shop, but Maeve had worked there since it opened. She felt like part of the furniture.

Only lately, it seemed like the furniture wasn’t up to snuff anymore.

The shop sat in a busy shopping centre in Dundrum, a leafy suburb of Dublin. Maeve often wondered what exactly made a place “leafy.” Maybe it was more trees than average, or houses with actual gardens, or simply being close to the woods. She supposed she would never know. But its location, in the foothills of the Dublin Mountains where your gaze was always drawn to the tree-lined peaks and the charming houses tucked along their slopes, was unparalleled in Maeve’s view.

Dundrum Village itself had the kind of bustle Maeve secretly loved. The shopping centre drew half of South Dublin, but step a few streets away and you were back among quiet cafés and winding roads that smelled of scones and strong coffee. The Luas hummed past heading up the hill, and on fine days you could almost feel the closeness of the sea. It was suburban comfort with just enough chaos to keep things interesting.

The location was beautiful, and the shop had once been cosy and colourful, filled with skeins of yarn, sample knits, and needlepoint canvases. It hosted regular knitting classes and a lively open-knit night every Friday. Maeve loved it.

Lately, though, the shop was changing. Siobhán called it modernizing. Neutrals, minimalism, clean lines. To Maeve, it felt like the place was losing its heart. She didn’t understand why Siobhán was pushing so hard for change, but it left a knot in her chest she couldn’t quite untangle.

The shift in tone along with the work stress, had left her in a foul mood. Michelle’s unexpected cheeriness was almost too much. She felt the sting of tears threaten.

“Hey, hey, what’s going on with you?” Michelle asked, sympathy in her voice. “Did you have another disagreement with Siobhán about the festival?”

“Yes. She’s insisting on this minimalist nonsense, neutral colours only. It’s madness. That’s not what the shop is about. I just don’t understand what’s gotten into her.”

“Do you think you should pull back a bit from the organizing?” Michelle asked, her voice careful. “You’ve got those two massive software-implementations at work, and you still need to finish your entry for the pattern competition. Something’s going to have to give.”

Maeve sighed. “I was actually thinking of skipping the pattern competition this year. I never win. Claire Prendergast always takes first place, and Ciara Kelly and Siobhán fight it out for second. I’m not sure it’s worth it.”

“No.” Michelle’s tone turned sharp. “You are not pulling that card. You’ve got a great idea for a pattern this year, and it deserves to shine just as much as theirs. Step back from organizing if you have to, but don’t give up on the competition.”

Maeve slumped back in her chair and let out a long breath. She picked up the chilled glass and took a sip of her drink.

“Aaaah. That’s refreshing. Thank you.” She saluted Michelle with the glass. “Okay, enough about me. What’s got you so shiny and happy all of a sudden? Spill.”

Michelle mirrored her, leaning back and taking a sip of her own drink. A mischievous grin crept onto her face.

“Wait until I tell you what happened at the office today,” she began.

And Maeve knew, no matter how rubbish her day had been, she’d leave the pub with a smile on her face and a pain in her stomach from laughing. Michelle had the best stories, and tonight’s was already shaping up to be a classic.



Maeve was crying by the time Michelle finished telling her story, she could barely breathe from laughing. In hindsight, it wasn’t even a particularly funny story, but the way Michelle mimicked the voices and mannerisms of the characters, while weaving in running commentary about unrelated office dramas, had Maeve in bits.

Apparently, it all started when some bigwigs from one of their biggest clients arrived to visit Tom, the CEO of their software development company, Mapline. Being comfortable with both the company and the office layout, they headed to the kitchen to make themselves coffee before the meeting. Unbeknownst to them, the coffee maker had been on the fritz and everyone knew to stay away from it. No signage had been put up yet, Michelle acknowledged that part of the story was 100% her fault.

Anyway, they got busy making their own coffee thinking that they were being helpful only to cause the most God-awful chaos!

The coffee machine, obviously sick to death of being abused by overwrought tech workers, decided to give up the ghost entirely at that particular moment. Rather than producing coffee into the cup placed carefully where it was designed, it sprayed the entire contents of not only its water well, but also its milk well in a horizontal direction towards the visiting dignitaries.

That was when all hell broke loose. A passing colleague ran in, a cardigan stretched out like a riot shield to deflect the spray. The visitors themselves had slipped behind the island, crouched down like trench soldiers as the floor grew slicker by the second. Screams from the kitchen mobilised the entire office, who descended on the scene like it was the Great Flood, armed with whatever drying implements they could find.

At one point, Bob from Finance was trying to corral the stream with a ruler, convinced containment was the key. Others disagreed, loudly, pointing out that rulers weren’t, in fact, absorbent. The shouts of “Stop being useless!” and “Get back to your numbers!” only added to the pandemonium.

Eventually, someone from HR managed to pull the plug on the machine, making everyone else feel silly about missing that key step. People started slowly rising from their defensive positions to evaluate the damage.

Of course Tom, the CEO and the person who had the meeting scheduled with the now bedraggled guests, decided this was the ideal moment to emerge from his office and was dumbstruck by the sheer carnage that had occurred while he was calmly on the phone to one of the shareholders.

One look at his biggest revenue stream representatives, covered in what looked like full on flat whites was enough for him to offer them lunch, laundry and libations to calm their nerves.

The best part, according to Michelle, was when they actually apologised to the rest of the office for causing such a mess and offered to pay for a replacement coffee machine. They had clearly been traumatised into a realm of politeness that had never been seen before.

Maeve was still laughing, thinking about it. And she was looking forward to using the new coffee machine when she was next in the office.



The next afternoon, the sun was still shining, which was weird for June in Ireland, but Maeve wasn’t going to look a gift horse in the mouth.

Except… what even was a gift horse? And why were you not supposed to look it in the mouth? Was it dangerous? Bad luck? And was a gift horse, a horse that had been given as a gift, or a horse with a gift, like dancing. Or maths. To be honest, English idioms made no sense at all.

She decided to take Nidge, her trusty West Highland terrier, for a walk up Killiney Hill at lunchtime instead of staying in her humid house staring into the fridge and pretending something edible would magically appear.

Nidge was very down for this plan and was practically digging his way out the back window by the time they pulled into the surprisingly full car park.

“Everyone’s had the same idea,” Maeve muttered. Good weather was a rare enough gift that the Irish tended to embrace it like a long-lost cousin.

June had been unseasonably warm and dry. The sun had shone nearly every day, people were starting to tan (or at least freckle), and everyone was talking about how often they had to water their plants.

The weather, Maeve thought, was the glue that held the nation together.

If the Irish didn’t talk about the weather, she wasn’t sure how anyone would form relationships. Half the marriages in the country probably started with someone saying:

“Jaysus, it’s bucketing down out there,” as they came in the door of a pub.

Or the eternal maternal refrain:

“Looks like it’ll rain later. Bring your jacket.”

Umbrellas, jumpers, and sunscreen shoved into schoolbags year-round.

And Maeve’s personal favourite, offered with a smile and a shrug in the face of any weather whatsoever:

“It’s a grand day for ducks.”

It was the one constant in Ireland. The ducks were always having a grand day.

The walk on Killiney Hill was beautiful, even with the weekend crowd.

Nidge adored the route, trotting ahead along the path that curved up beneath the trees, leaping over the rocky steps like a dog on a mission. When they reached the top, Maeve paused to take it in. The sea glittered below, shining like jewel-toned yarn in the sun. A few gulls hung in the breeze, probably waiting for someone to drop a chip. The gorse was starting to bloom again, bright yellow and lovely from a distance, smelling faintly of coconut up close.

She leaned against a low stone wall and let the quiet work on her. The sound of the waves and the whisper of leaves settled into a rhythm, not unlike knitting itself. She could almost see the stitches forming, loops of yarn catching the light like the shimmer on the water.

For the descent, she took the gentler paved path, mostly because it led past Mister Magpie, a pretty coffee shop halfway down that served excellent pastries and strong coffee.

As she queued for her flat white, she thought again of her conversation with Detective Garda Liam O’Shea last year when she couldn’t remember the name of the coffee shop. They had a fun back and forth proposing more and more absurd avian-themed names it could have such as The Blue-Tit Tea House or The Eagle Crêperie. She smiled at the memory.

She hadn’t seen the dashing Detective in weeks. He popped into the shop now and then when she was working, and they’d met for coffee once after the spectacular disaster that had been their one and only date the previous winter. A date which had ended up with her being threatened and them somehow solving a murder. She wasn’t quite sure where things were going. But wherever it was, it wasn’t going anywhere fast.

As she stepped out of the café and walked back to the car, she felt settled. On the walk down, her mind had turned to her pattern for the Fáilte Fiber Festival.

She pictured the stitches forming under her fingers, the soft halo of mohair blending with fine fingering yarn to catch the light. The lace motif would open like rows of tulip petals, elegant and hopeful—her favourite flower, though her garden never produced more than stubborn green leaves and dashed expectations.

She decided she would finish it and enter the competition. She already had some stunning yarn waiting at home, bright and joyful.

Take that, neutrals-only Siobhán.

She smiled as she loaded Nidge into the back seat. A walk, a plan, and not a speck of mud on the dog. It was a summer miracle.



She got on the road and headed towards the grocery store. She needed to stop on her way home and grab some essentials for tonight and the weekend.

She was using essentials very loosely.

There would almost certainly be wine, pizza, and chocolate Hobnobs in her basket, but she’d make an effort to pick up some healthy things too, just enough to sit in the fridge for a week before being thrown out with a sigh and a vague sense of guilt.

Spinach sounded good. Tomatoes. Feta. Maybe she’d finally make that Greek-ish salad she kept promising herself.

Chicken thighs too, marinated overnight with Mediterranean herbs. Yum. That all sounded delicious.

Oven fries might be wise, just in case the salad needed something more. A little je ne sais quoi to bring it together.

And if she was doing a proper main course, she’d need dessert. Tesco had those individual chocolate mousses, four in a pack, but you could have just one. Or two. Depending on the evening.

French bread for the weekend was essential. Maybe a croissant or two for the morning. Starting a busy knitting Saturday with French carbs added ambiance. Helped with creativity. Obviously.

Right. That was the shopping list sorted. Though anything else that caught her eye might find its way into the basket.

Actually, she’d better get a small trolley. Nothing worse than ice cream tumbling out of a basket in front of Sarah-from-school, who now worked as a personal trainer at the gym Maeve joined but never went to.

That had happened once. She wasn’t repeating it.

So: trolley, essentials, then back for a few hours of work before getting started on her pattern.

She smiled at the thought. Not a bad day at all. Maybe, just maybe, things might work out fine after all. Of course, Maeve should have known better. Trouble was already closer than she thought.






1.
       Love and Yarn
    










  
  
Chapter 2





Friday evening at home, went exactly according to plan for Maeve. 

Her cosy bungalow sat tucked behind a hedge of climbing roses and jasmine, their scent strongest in the evenings. It was small, one floor and open plan, but full of light from the wide windows that looked out onto the garden. The front was neat enough for the neighbours, the back a tangle of herbs and flowerbeds that Nidge treated as his personal kingdom. Inside, a jumble of books and yarn baskets softened every corner. A few thriving houseplants battled for space on the kitchen counter. The couch, deep and squashy and draped in knitted blankets, was her favourite place in the world.

After a dinner of pizza and wine (not too much, she had goals to achieve), she sat dutifully at the dining table to map out her pattern. The perfect yarn was ready; all it needed was winding into a ball.

When she was younger, wool always came in a ball, ready to knit from. These days, though, it arrived in long, elegant skeins, twisted into neat figures of eight to protect the fibres. Better for the yarn, maybe, but useless until wound. Another clever way for crafters to spend their money, she thought, or an excuse to visit the shop for a quick wind and a chat.

Once the yarn was ready and set aside with a pair of needles for the morning, she curled up on the couch with Nidge.

“Alexa, turn on TV.”

She queued up The Big Bang Theory, her favourite bunch of science nerds, half a world away in Pasadena, California.

She didn’t stay up long and headed to bed with a firm plan ready for the next day.



Saturday morning, however, dawned with disaster written all over it.

She had completely forgotten there was a family brunch at her parents’ house, and that she’d volunteered to bring a dish. The memory hit her mid–sandy beach dream, and she leapt out of bed in full panic mode.

It always amazed her that despite spending the equivalent of a small mortgage on groceries every month, she never actually had anything to eat. Yesterday’s “essentials” haul had turned up spinach, but no tomatoes or feta, not that a Greek-ish salad would have worked for brunch anyway.

She had eggs, but aside from spinach, nothing to put in an omelette. And if she was going to bring cold eggs to brunch, they really ought to be in the form of a Spanish tortilla, and she was entirely out of potatoes. Or onions. Or, well, everything.

There were boxes of cereal in the cupboard and some milk in the fridge, but even in her desperate state, Maeve knew that showing up with Cornflakes would make her the family punchline for the next decade.

Resigned to not bringing a home-cooked dish, an outcome that would surprise no one, Maeve rerouted her morning to pick up something presentable.

She popped into her favourite coffee shop, Tóg Cupán1, and grabbed an assortment of pastries and cakes that the owner, Sinéad, kindly boxed up and tied with a beautiful ribbon.

She may not have made anything by hand, but she was going to have the prettiest dish in the house. Of that, she was certain.

Brunch ended up being just one surprise after another.

Maeve really shouldn’t have been caught off guard by this anymore. She suspected her subconscious had purposefully made her forget the event altogether, as a form of self-preservation.

First, her mother had invited Mary, one of Maeve’s knitting students from the Tuesday Night class, and her son Karl, a reformed lothario who seemed to take twisted pleasure in making his mother believe that he and Maeve were star-crossed lovers. According to his carefully managed narrative, only the combined efforts of Mary and Maeve’s mum, Nuala, could help them overcome the many obstacles to their perfect, fated relationship.

As usual, Karl had made himself perfectly at home on the couch, his broad shoulders taking up far too much space. When he turned to see who had walked in, his too-long hair fell briefly into his eyes. He gave his head a quick shake and it was back to looking messy but somehow stylish again. He rested one arm along the back of the sofa, and Maeve couldn’t deny that he was attractive, with skin that tanned easily and looked annoyingly healthy after a summer spent outdoors. His T-shirt stretched across his upper arms as he moved, showing off the rugby-player build she liked more than she cared to admit. Maeve looked down to avoid meeting his eyes, but as usual his jeans were tight in all the right places and his worn work boots were spotless. She hated that he always looked so good.

He had been chatting away to Maeve’s brother, who was now so used to seeing him at family events that he didn’t even question it anymore. He still had no clue who Karl actually was or why he kept showing up, but he took most things in stride, so he just rolled with it.

Then, to top it off, when Maeve proudly handed over her beautifully ribboned box of (yes, shop-bought, but still impressive) baked goods, her mother looked positively disappointed. Maeve was floored.

Apparently, Karl had brought the exact same selection of pastries and cakes. Only his were artfully arranged on a large, handmade pottery platter.

“He’s giving me the platter as a gift!” Nuala beamed. “He made it himself. Isn’t it gorgeous? He’s so crafty. You two have that in common.”

She nodded sagely, as if sharing a single tangentially linked hobby was all a couple needed these days, and Maeve was a complete eejit for not snapping Karl up before his pottery skills were discovered by the rest of Dublin’s slightly mature single women.

She caught Karl’s eye just before heading into the kitchen and shot him a glower that could have removed tarnish from the most stubborn silverware.

Karl merely smiled beatifically. He had nothing to lose here, he was clearly enjoying making Maeve squirm and getting a delicious brunch out of it into the bargain.

“No, no, you head back into the living room and chat to our guests,” her mum insisted when Maeve tried to help set the table.

Technically, the only guest was Karl, Mary was already in the kitchen helping Nuala, and Karl was happily chatting with her brother Paul.

Maeve trudged back into the living room.

Karl stood to greet her. “How’s the knitting shop these days?” he asked. “Mum says the vibe’s been changing, she’s not sure she likes it anymore.”

Interesting, Maeve thought. That had been the major sticking point between her and Siobhán lately.

Maeve was convinced their customers loved the cosy, colourful, texture-filled aesthetic. Siobhán, on the other hand, was on a mission for modern minimalism. Scandinavian inspiration.

“Clean Lines, Clear Minds,” she repeated like a mantra every time she ran out of arguments. It was weird.

“Yes,” Maeve said aloud, turning to Karl. “There’s a bit of a transition happening, but Siobhán always knows what she’s doing. Your mum will love how it turns out in the end.”

The words tasted bitter in her mouth, Maeve didn’t believe a bit of it. But loyalty to Siobhán came first.

“You believe that as much as you love seeing me at family brunches,” Karl replied, smiling. “You hate the changes as much as Mum does. But I’ll give you this, you’re loyal to a fault.”

Maeve didn’t confirm or deny it. She decided this was a great time to check in with her dad, an escape route with plausible deniability.

Unfortunately, her dad was mid-conversation with one of her sisters about the global economy and politics, and Maeve wasn’t going near that topic with a bargepole. Thirty seconds later, she was right back where she started, next to Karl.

“So, what’s the story with the hand-made pottery you just gave Mum?” she asked the question that had been bugging her since she first arrived. “Are you taking up pottery for real or was it to impress some girl?”

“We had a team building day at work and we all made some pottery at that new place in town.”

“But, how did it turn out so well?” Maeve was still mystified.

“Ahhh, so I may have been very friendly towards the instructor and she may…” Karl paused to raise his fingers in exaggerated air quotes, “…have helped me out more than a little bit,” he said, giving a cheeky grin. “She may…” He did the quotes again. “…have thought I was going to ask her for dinner or drinks in return.”

He at least had the grace to look a little sheepish.

“You should come with a health warning.” Maeve retorted.

“Ah now!” Karl pretended to be offended. “By the way, are you involved in this Fiber Festival Mum keeps talking about?” he asked, still genuinely curious. “She’s going on about how she’s going to be a Brioche Master after taking a class at the… what was it… Stitch School Pavilion?”

He tilted his head at the end like a game show contestant taking a stab at a final answer, and Maeve couldn’t help laughing.

“Yep. The Stitch School Pavilion. You got it in one. It’s what they’re calling the tent where all the classes and workshops are taking place.”

“Up until last week, I thought brioche was just some kind of delicious squishy baked good,” he said. “So this has been a week of firsts for me.”

“I wish it was just a baked good,” Maeve sighed. “Brioche is a particular type of knitting trial. On the knit side, you knit every second stitch and slip the ones in between with a yarn-over. On the purl side, you work the stitches you slipped the row before, and slip the others. That’s what gives it that thick, squishy, two-sided look. Gorgeous when it works, but if you drop even one stitch? Then you’re completely snookered."

"Unless you use lifelines constantly, it’ll drive you mad.” She was warming up now. “I tried desperately to talk them out of it, and I’ve made it very clear that I will not be fixing any booboos from class. If they want help, they’ll have to book a private session with one of the masochists who enjoy doing brioche.”

Karl grinned. “Okay. Hatred of brioche knitting noted. How do you feel about the buns?”

Maeve laughed despite herself. Karl could be good company. He did give her that ooey-gooey feeling in her stomach from time to time…

But he was Karl Reilly. He’d been a pain in the arse for two decades, and a smug one even before that in school, so she stomped those feelings down every time they stirred.

Way down.

But sometimes, they still bubbled up anyway.

“Another thing I’ve learned this week,” Karl said, “is how seriously people are taking this pattern competition. Are you entering?”

“Yeah,” Maeve said, trying to sound upbeat. “I think I’m going to go for it again this year. I never win, though. That honour always goes to Claire Prendergast.”

She tried not to sound bitter. Just yesterday, she’d reignited her passion for the project. She couldn’t afford to let her enthusiasm die already. Her pattern was sitting in her bag, along with her yarn prepped and ready. She wanted to do this.

“That’s what I’m hearing,” Karl said, sounding both surprised and intrigued. “This Claire woman—Mum says she wins every year. But she didn’t think her design was that good last year.”

He looked slightly guilty. “To be honest, since Mum only started knitting a year ago, I figured she didn’t know her arse from her elbow when it came to pattern design, so I tuned her out. But she’s been harping on about it. Apparently it’s all anyone in her class talks about.”

He held up his hands, quoting dramatically: “Will Claire win again this year?” “Her designs aren’t even that good.”

Karl smirked. “Just quoting. Not my words, not my feelings. But… she does sound like a bit of a pain in the arse.”

He shook his head. “Honestly, I’m intrigued by the whole event,” Karl said. “So I got tickets. I presume you’ll be there all three days, so maybe we can hang out. You can explain some of the more technical knitting terms to me—like how to keep the tension, how to tangle, and what to do when someone drops a stitch.”

He delivered each term with such exaggerated innuendo and eyebrow-waggling that Maeve found herself, against her better judgment, almost looking forward to seeing him at the festival.

“You’re something else, you know that, Karl Reilly.” She swatted his arm with mock disgust.

“You bet I am! You’re the one missing out.”

Just then, the announcement of “Brunch is served!” rang out from the kitchen.

Such notions, Maeve thought, amused, as she joined the crowd heading toward the table, for what turned out to be an amazing spread of brunchables and surprisingly good conversation.



She was grabbing her handbag later, getting ready to leave, when Karl said something that caught her ear.

“I think they’ve brought in an outside company to handle security,” he told her dad, who had just been voicing concerns about the Iveagh Gardens’ history of being “the kind of place where people used to sneak off for a kiss, not knit shawls.”

Maeve smiled, thinking of the location they’d chosen for this year. Tucked in behind the National Concert Hall, just off Harcourt Street and not far from St. Stephen’s Green, the Iveagh Gardens always felt like stepping through a doorway into another time. Wide lawns sloped toward a sunken fountain, framed by old stone walls and tangled roses that climbed as if they still remembered the days when it had been a private pleasure ground. Even on busy days, the air held a hush beneath the trees, the city’s hum softened to birdsong and distant laughter. It was easy to see why the organisers had chosen it; the place already had its own kind of magic.

“Maeve’s friend”, Karl added, with heavy emphasis, “Detective Liam O’Shea consulted with the team. Siobhán asked him for advice. He’ll be too busy detecting to attend, I’m sure."

“Although…” Karl grinned, “he may make an exception to see our Maeve!”

As if. Maeve doubted he’d give up his stakeouts for skeins, but the thought of him showing up just for her left a little warmth in her cheeks.

“Ah yes" her dad nodded his head. "Young O’Shea from Carlow. One of the good ones. That’s great news. Thanks, Karl.”

Karl shot Maeve a final smirk as she headed for the door.

She shook her head as she got into her car.

He was annoying as all hell.

And still, somehow, infuriatingly attractive.

Both Liam and Karl would be at the festival. One she wanted to see, the other she told herself to avoid. But Maeve had a habit of tangling her threads, and this week promised plenty of knots.
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Chapter 3




Maeve had planned to pop into the knitting shop on her way home from brunch. In previous years, she always ran her designs by Siobhán before starting, and she’d decided to keep up the tradition. She didn’t want her friendship, and part-time working relationship, with Siobhán to falter over something as subjective as aesthetics. 

The shop was quiet when she arrived. Classes had wrapped for the summer, and the good weather had lured most people outdoors. Maeve glanced toward the mountains in the distance; Three Rock would be jammed with mountain bikers and families soaking up the sunshine.

She hadn’t been back since the episode last year, when Nidge had found a body in the woods. It was one of her favourite hiking spots, and she still hadn’t returned. Soon, she thought. It’s been long enough.

In the corner near the electric ball winder stood a familiar face: Genevieve Nolan, a relatively new customer who seemed to have set up camp  in the shop. She looked sharp and severe, all angles and no cosy corners. She was friendly with Siobhán, yes, but Maeve hadn’t spent enough time with her to form a full opinion. Still, the daytime staff weren’t fans. She nitpicked, constantly. Why weren’t certain colours restocked? Why hadn’t newly delivered yarn been entered into the system instantly? Maeve knew how hard the team worked. The shop was buzzing most days; they barely had time for lunch, never mind precision-stocking the shelves. It irked Maeve that a customer was constantly finding fault with their work. Siobhán had told them to ignore it, said she’d handle it, but still, no one had warmed to Genevieve.

Nidge had been exceptionally well-behaved at brunch, and Maeve was confident he’d be just as good here, even in a busy shop. But when she walked in and saw only a few people milling about, she let go of his lead with a quiet sigh of relief.

Nidge trotted off to do his usual sniffing circuit. He’d eventually find his way to the counter to beg a treat from his favourite yarn-shop owner. She waved to Siobhán behind the counter and made her way to the class table.

As she moved through the store, Maeve noticed more of Siobhán’s “updates.” The jumble of baskets had vanished, replaced by neat rows of clear boxes. It was easier to find things, sure, but it felt cold, more showroom than shop. Even the baby yarns had been shifted to the back corner, away from where customers naturally gathered. Another “streamlining,” apparently.

Maeve sighed. These changes were coming faster every week, and she hated that the cosy little shop she’d helped build was starting to feel like someone else’s space. Still, this was her place, hers and Nidge’s, and for a moment, standing at the class table, she let that familiar comfort sink back in.

Barbara, one of her Tuesday night knitting class students, was sitting at the table, working on her current project.

“Maeve, you’re not working today.” She looked delighted to see her, if a little surprised.

“Yep, just popped in to see Siobhán. What are you up to?”

Barbara had that look again, the one that meant information was about to drop faster than a stitch on a cable row. “I’m trying to finish this one so I can start a new lace project I picked up the other day.”

Maeve leaned in and whispered. “Why so secret?”

Barbara pretended to scan the room. “I bought it at The Lost Sheep.”

“You dirty dog!” Maeve laughed. “I’ve never been. What’s it like?”

“The shop is lovely. Smaller than here, but pretty. They have a big lace-work display. I popped in with my sister, it’s her local shop.”

“That’s so cool. I didn’t know your sister was a knitter too. You should bring her along."

“I will. She’s a regular there, but not in with the main crowd yet. We met some of their lot. One of the women, Ciara I think, was talking about the pattern competition. She’s some serious mama,” Barbara said with a low whistle.

“What do you mean?”

“She said this was going to be her year. She’s fierce determined to win, like there’s something riding on it.”

Maeve frowned. “She’s a good designer. I’m surprised she hasn’t won yet.” She genuinely liked Ciara’s patterns and had often wondered how she kept missing first place.

Barbara nodded. “She said it again, that it was her year at last, and she meant it. You’d swear she took it personally. I think I prefer our own cosy crew here.”

Maeve smiled as she unpacked her bag and began laying out her design notes to show Siobhán. Suddenly she heard an unfamiliar sound:

A high-pitched yip split the air. It sounded like Nidge.

But Nidge wasn't a yipper.

He barked if someone got too close to the bungalow, but otherwise he was quiet. No whining, no yapping, definitely no yipping. It sounded like he’d hurt himself.

Maeve turned sharply.

A scream followed.

“Get that mutt away from Bijou! He’s trying to eat her!”

Maeve almost laughed. The claim was so absurd it had to be a joke.

Then came another shriek.

“He’s trying to bite me now! Who owns this dirty dog?”

She ran toward the noise, weaving past mannequins and yarn displays. The shop wasn’t huge, but it suddenly felt like a maze.

Genevieve stood behind a chair, clutching a trembling poodle to her chest. Her eyes were wide, fixed on Nidge, whose tail was tucked low, his whole body crouched in fear, not aggression.

“Is this your dog?” Genevieve shouted. “He attacked my Bijou!”

Maeve froze.

Nidge? Attacked? Never. He was the gentlest creature in Dublin. The worst he’d ever done was lick someone’s face too enthusiastically.

She bent down and scooped him up, checking his leg. A smear of blood glistened on his fur. A small cut. Her stomach dropped.

“I think you’ll find my dog is the one who was bitten,” she said sharply. “His leg’s bleeding.”

“Your dog attacked mine,” Genevieve insisted. “Bijou was just defending herself. Weren’t you, sweetie?” She whispered into her dog’s ear as if the animal could confirm it.

Maeve’s patience snapped. “Everyone here knows Nidge. No one is going to believe he attacked anyone.”

Siobhán appeared from behind the counter, her sleek bob immaculate as always. She moved slowly, her expression tight. “Is everything all right?”

“It is not,” Genevieve declared. “That woman’s dog attacked mine. I want him banned from the shop.”

Maeve stared. “That’s ridiculous. Nidge did nothing of the sort.”

“I’m sure that’s not true, Genevieve,” Siobhán said, trying to keep her voice even. “Nidge has been coming here for years.”

“Well, he did!”

“Were you here when it happened?” Siobhán asked Maeve.

“No, but I heard—” Maeve stopped. She hadn’t seen it. But she knew. She knew.

Genevieve seized the pause. “I saw everything. Her mangy mutt ran up and started sniffing my baby. When Bijou ignored him, he snapped. She had to defend herself.”

“With her teeth?” Maeve snapped. “That’s not defence, that’s an attack.”

Genevieve’s tone turned icy. “Regardless, your dog started it. I want him gone.”

Maeve’s heart thudded. She looked to Siobhán. “You know him. You know this isn’t true.”

Siobhán glanced at Genevieve. “I’m sure we can work this out without anyone having to leave.”

Siobhán hesitated, and that was all the space Genevieve needed.

“No. I want him gone immediately.” Genevieve was not budging.

“I’m sorry, Maeve. But you weren’t there, and Genevieve says he was the aggressor. I think it would be best if you took Nidge home. Maybe… maybe it’s time he didn’t come in anymore.”

For a moment, Maeve couldn’t speak. The words didn’t make sense.

This wasn’t just about Nidge. It was about trust. About choosing who to believe.
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