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For Christopher




Chapter One


I stretched my arms above my head, stood up, and taking my coffee with me walked from my desk to the window, if you could call floor-to-ceiling glass a window. It was still early, pink and grey streaks the only traces of a sunrise that had been spectacular earlier on. I gazed out over the city, my eyes moving from downtown on the left, with its mix of high- and low-rise buildings: Morgan Stanley Chase, Bank of America and the Art Ovation Hotel, to the right where I caught a glimpse of the marina with its perfect white yachts moored in gentle rows. The seafront was the pink and blue palette from Miami Vice, below, it was white and green, the green contributed by the ubiquitous Sarasota palm trees, lining the roads, nestling around buildings, lush in car parks.


Palm trees as ubiquitous as Starbucks. I took a sip from my coffee, a huge cardboard cup of the stuff from the café on the ground floor. I was getting a worrying taste for it. Tony from the Oak would be appalled.


I rested my forehead briefly on the glass. Eight o’clock and I’d been here an hour already. My ninth-floor office was in a prime spot. Blown away at first by the view, I couldn’t stop staring at the city and the water when I’d first arrived, but I’d soon become accustomed to it. Accustomed, also, to the early mornings.


Traffic was heavy, the morning rush hour kicking in properly now, although the triple glazing blocked out all sounds: the huge saloon cars and SUVs, the open-backed trucks with their monster wheels. Everything was super-size in America, not just the coffee. The temperature would be rising too, now that the sun was up – I could see traces of blue in the distance – although the air conditioning created enough of a chill for a suit jacket, blocking out the humidity.


Was that what I’d been doing for the past six months: blocking everything out? Running away to Florida? I’d worked hard, giving me little time to brood. If there was one thing this grudging Irishwoman admired about the Americans, it was that they put the hours in. Ten days holidays a year; the Irish would never stand for it! Nor would any of the other Europeans for that matter. But they got things done, the Americans, and they made money. This trip had been lucrative for me and I’d go home with a nice little nest egg.


When I’d been here ten years ago, I’d taken the Bar Exams, making it easy enough to return, and this time around I’d found the work absorbing. I’d been practising Elder Law, something that had always interested me but I’d never been able to specialise in. It was quiet work, meetings with clients were rare and regulated – unlike in Glendara where people called into the office ‘on spec’ – and many of the clients had Irish roots, happy to hear an Irish accent to remind them of ‘home’. Plus, I had three support staff, unlike in Glendara, although Leah had often seemed like three people in one.


I rubbed the window with my sleeve, force of habit from Glendara where the central heating was usually on full blast, cold from outside fogging up the inside. Although we’d had an exceptional summer last year in more ways than one, with a heatwave bringing the highest temperatures for many years, two murders and a wedding. And a proposal.


I forced myself not to think about the last one. I wondered instead what the weather was like at home now, tried to remember how cold it usually was in April. But I dismissed the thought. I’d find out soon enough. I returned to my desk, threw the empty coffee cup in the bin and started to look through some papers. No time for daydreaming, I had work to finish.


I heard a knock and looked up. ‘Come in.’


A face appeared around the door. ‘Got a minute?’


I put down the Power of Attorney I’d been reading. ‘Of course.’


Mitch Stevens, tall, greying and handsome with a tanned face from sailing every weekend, strode into the room with a mock sad expression on his face. ‘Are you sure you need to go back? Can’t you just advertise your job, so you can stay here with us?’


I laughed. ‘It’s not a job, Mitch. It’s my practice. I own it and I’m responsible for it. I’m not an employee like I am here.’


He perched on the edge of my desk and crossed his arms. ‘Don’t you like being an employee?’


I couldn’t deny it had been nice for a while to not have to shoulder all the responsibility as I did in Glendara. The firm here had a mentoring system. You met with your mentor every couple of weeks: Mitch was mine. The same three questions were asked each time, cleverly formulated to weed out worries and ensure that employees weren’t carrying too much stress: Tell me something good, something bad and something really bad? It had certainly made a nice change to be able to share my work worries, but …


‘It’s not me.’ I smiled. ‘I like to control things too much.’


Over the past few months, I’d realised that might be my problem, needing to be in control. I’d always had difficulty sharing worries, until the day when I found someone I could do that


with, a person I trusted completely: Molloy. Then he’d left. He’d had his reasons and eventually he had come back, but the vacuum he’d left behind had left me feeling vulnerable, as if I’d been leaning on a gate that collapsed under my weight. It made me unsure about leaning on that gate again when he’d asked me to marry him, out of the blue, with no warning whatsoever. Six months later that proposal still seemed like a crazy thing for him to have done. We hadn’t even been together at the time.


Mitch looked across at me and sighed theatrically. ‘Okay then. If you have to.’


‘I have to.’ I thought how amusing a city lawyer like Mitch Stevens would find my gate imagery. I may have grown up in Dublin, but it seemed I was a country girl at heart.


‘What time is your flight in the morning?’ he asked.


‘It’s not till the evening but it’s from Orlando so …’


‘You want to leave in the morning?’


I nodded.


He raised his eyebrows. ‘Lunch? A last supper so to speak?’


‘Sure. That would be lovely.’


‘The Greek place?’


Mitch was already at the table when I arrived even though I was early, and he wasn’t alone. Ten other people from the office were seated at a big round table in the middle of the restaurant, and they all cheered when I walked in. Mortified, I mouthed an apology to one of the waitresses who just smiled in amusement. It was no skin off her nose.


If I’d given it any thought, I should have anticipated some type of a send-off, but Mitch had such an ability to dissemble I hadn’t noticed anything other than a casual invitation to lunch. I suppose that was what made him such a good trial lawyer. You’d be forgiven for thinking that lawyers were incapable of subtlety in a place where billboards along highways and on taxis bellowed Get Aggressive Attorneys – Timberlake and Yonkers or Auto Accident dial 1800 – ask Gary!, but that would be a mistake. I’d grown hugely fond of Mitch, but he had the capacity to be as sneaky and manipulative as hell when required.


And he’d gone all out for my send-off. There were balloons and streamers, even a bottle of champagne in the centre of the table, which I eyed as I took the seat beside him.


‘I hope you don’t expect me to do any work this afternoon!’


‘It’s only a glass. One bottle isn’t going to go too far with this lot.’


He was right. In fact, during the lunch, the one bottle remained in its ice bucket, and I suspected it wouldn’t be opened, its presence only for show. Instead I sipped my iced tea, another beverage I’d acquired a taste for, and tucked into a very good veggie moussaka.


While the conversation was busy elsewhere, Mitch leaned in, fork raised. ‘There was something I wanted to ask you.’


I narrowed my eyes, my own fork halfway to my mouth. ‘Yes?’


‘I don’t want us to cut our ties entirely.’


Thankfully there had never been anything romantic between myself and Mitch, not even a hint of it, so I had no fear that he meant anything like that.


He grinned as if he knew what I’d been thinking. ‘I’m talking about professionally. Sometimes we need a contact on the other side of the Atlantic. Any interest in being that contact?’


I frowned. ‘For what kind of work?’


He took a bite of his food, chewed and swallowed, taking his time to respond. ‘Outstanding warrants, that kind of thing, I guess.’


‘Do you get many of those in Ireland?’ I was surprised. I hadn’t come across a single outstanding warrant for Ireland in the six months I’d been in the US. But then I hadn’t been working in crime.


‘A few.’ He took a sip of his Diet Coke. ‘Maybe the odd tax issue?’


I shook my head. ‘I’m no tax expert, Mitch. And you know my practice is a small operation – nothing like here. There’s only me and my legal assistant.’


He shrugged, not quite meeting my eye. ‘Well, whatever comes up that you might be able to help us with? What do you think?’


I smiled, taking a sip of my iced tea. ‘Can I decide on a case-by-case basis?’


‘Sure,’ he clinked his glass against mine. ‘I’m glad it’s not goodbye, completely.’


We walked back to the office together, just the two of us, down Main St with its pretty shops and restaurants, then across Pineapple, and towards the water. My attention was taken by a wooden windmill in the window of a café, and a blue ghost bike leaning against a telephone pole with a bird on its handlebars. I liked Sarasota. It was arty and creative, with a significant retirement community of readers and painters. Bookstore1, a bright independent bookshop with regular events, had been my refuge since I’d arrived. It was a place Phyllis Kettle would have appreciated.


We reached the traffic lights at the seafront and crossed the road, walking out towards the sea and back along the marina, returning to the office the long way around.


The sea glistened in the sunshine beyond the boats. When I’d decided to come back to Florida for a while, I’d asked to be put in the Sarasota office because I wanted to be close to the sea. I’d thought it would remind me of Inishowen, but I couldn’t have imagined how different it would be, a marina full of yachts instead of fishing trawlers. The sea today was mirror-still like a lake; it looked as if you could walk across it without any divine power. I’d never seen the sea in Inishowen look like that.


I put my hands in the pockets of my trousers as we walked. I’d lost weight while I’d been here. I wasn’t sure why. Maybe it was the heat. We tried to stick to the shade as we walked, from palm tree to palm tree, but my shirt still felt damp; a trickle of sweat worked its way down my back. I’d never mastered the art of looking cool in this weather and I suspected I never would. In the air conditioning I wanted a jumper and each time I left a building I was shocked anew by the heat. I ran my fingers through my damp hair.


Mitch looked at me curiously. ‘You all right?’


I smiled at him. ‘Just hot.’


Mitch had been there for me when I’d worked for the firm more than a decade ago, just after my sister had died. I’d told him everything then and he’d been a huge support. This time around, things had remained strictly professional between us, but I was sure he suspected I had my reasons for coming back even for a short while, that there was something I hadn’t shared with him.


We walked past the statue at the marina, a rather kitsch sculpture of a sailor kissing a nurse based on the famous photograph taken in New York at the announcement of the Japanese surrender at the end of the Second World War. The picture was called V-J Day in Times Square, the statue Unconditional Surrender. Every time I passed it, I thought of Molloy.


I’d been in Florida for six months. It had been just what I needed but the respite was about to come to an end. Reality was about to seep in.




Chapter Two


A sweaty fug enveloped the cabin, and a loud snore came my way when I pulled the earplugs from my ears. I rubbed my neck and slid the window shade all the way up allowing light to flood in, into my little section of the plane at least. Morning had broken without my being aware of it, curled up under the tiny blue blanket which hadn’t quite reached my feet. I’d had almost two hours’ sleep, not bad for the red eye from Orlando. I’d been lucky – the flight was only 70 per cent full (according to the man with the startlingly white teeth who’d checked me in), which meant I’d had an entire row of three seats to myself. But now I was awake, headachy and dry-eyed.


I gazed out the window. No land yet. I had a seat over the wing and the sky below was nothing but white cloud. I tapped the screen on the back of the seat in front of me and brought up the map with the little aeroplane and the arrows – an hour and thirty-five minutes to go.


I tried to remember where I’d put my plastic bag of toiletries and wondered if I could be bothered to go to the bathroom and brush my teeth, when the squeak of a trolley brought a smiling air steward with a beard, a bun and a broad Scottish accent. He handed me a bottle of water and a warm cardboard box. The water went down in one, but I struggled to swallow the gloopy cheese croissant even with the later addition of coffee and orange juice. Still, it took up some time and once I’d finished there was only an hour and twenty-one minutes to go. So I drank the last of my juice and turned on a film.


I wasn’t yet ready to think about what lay ahead, to re-programme my brain to my Irish life.


By the time we got to Dublin my head was pounding and there was a red hue around everything I could see. Two hours sleep in twenty-four hours will do that to you. The sky outside was grey and rain blistered down the windows of the plane when we landed. Irish spring weather.


As I trotted down the marathon corridors of Dublin Airport with the rest of the herd, it was hard not to recall my return from the States nearly ten years earlier and how different things had been then. How raw I’d felt after the death of my sister Fay, who had been killed by my ex-boyfriend. How I’d dreaded facing my parents and their grief. In retrospect, how selfish I’d been.


But then, I’d found a home in Donegal on the Inishowen peninsula, which was where my life was now, a life I’d made for myself. I’d realised in America how much I valued that life, how much an anchor Inishowen was for me. I wouldn’t be leaving again in a hurry.


At the carousel I collected my bags, stumbled through passport control and grabbed a taxi. Thankfully, given the sleepless fog I was in, I didn’t have to drive back to Glendara till the morning. I’d left the Mini with my parents in Dublin and I was spending the night with them. I had some concerns as to whether the engine would turn over; she was an old car, but I suspected my dad would have started the engine periodically while I’d been away. It was the kind of thing he would do. It would be good to see them both; we’d all come a long way in the past couple of years.


The journey took longer than I expected; I’d hit Dublin at rush hour and rain bucketed down the whole way into town. But eventually we pulled into my parents’ road and rounded the corner to their house, a 1940s semi-detached in a row of identical terraces with neat front gardens, although my parents’ house was easy to spot today because there was my old Mini parked out front. I smiled when I saw her.


They’d told me they might not be here when I arrived, but I’d had a text from my mother saying that they wouldn’t be long and to use my key and let myself in. So, I hauled my case out of the taxi and stood on the steps trying to balance it while I turned the key in the lock.


Once inside, I left my luggage in the hall and made my way towards the kitchen, thinking suddenly of tea, something I realised I’d missed. Americans don’t understand tea, not in the way the Irish do anyway.


I pushed open the door, then stopped dead. There was a man poking about in the fridge, a man who certainly wasn’t my father, a man I didn’t recognise. I must have yelped in surprise because he turned around quickly, a carton of milk in his hand. Then his face broke into a smile and he put down the milk and came over to me hand outstretched, welcoming me as if he were the host.


‘Hello, you must be Benedicta.’


His hand was clammy and his handshake limp. It didn’t help to warm me up. I saw now that he was conservatively dressed in chinos and a shirt and tie, not the attire of your average house breaker, but who the hell was he?


‘It’s Ben,’ I said. ‘And you are?’


He studied my face. ‘Stuart. Stuart Chambers. I’m a good friend of your parents. ‘


‘Right.’


He went back to the fridge and closed the door. ‘You must be tired. I’m making some tea – would you like some?’


The fridge was the same one my sister and I used to make a beeline for when we came home from school and college. My parents had never changed it and I could still see traces of cartoon stickers we’d stuck across it over the years. Ridiculously it made me resent this man’s hand on it, even more, and his apparent familiarity with what was inside. Who was this Stuart Chambers and why was he treating my parents’ kitchen as if it were his own?


Begrudgingly I accepted his offer of tea and sat redundantly at the table while he made it, answering his questions about Florida without enthusiasm. I was aware I was being rude, but as time passed, I became more and more uneasy as I wondered where exactly my parents were. When I asked, all I managed to extract was what my mother had put in the text – that they’d be back soon.


Then I heard the front door and seconds later the two of them walked into the kitchen laden down with grocery bags. Relieved, I stood up to take one from each of them, giving them both hugs.


My mother lifted her remaining bag onto the counter by the sink with a groan. ‘So, you’ve met Stuart then?’


‘I have.’


It seemed rude to ask who the hell he was while he was sitting there. So, I helped my mother unpack the groceries and put them away while Stuart made another pot of tea, which the four of us sat down to drink with a ginger cake my mother produced from a tin in the cupboard. It was like some weird double date.


‘Would you like me to take your bags up to your room?’ Stuart asked while pouring the tea.


This was the final straw. There was something about the ease with which he offered to go upstairs that made me realise he knew his way around up there too. Was he staying here?


So I asked the question directly.


‘Yes,’ my mother replied, taking a piece of cake. ‘Stuart’s been helping us around the house. He needed somewhere to stay, and we needed someone to help with certain things. So, it seemed to make sense.’ She smiled over at him.


‘What kind of things?’ I asked, trying and failing to keep my tone light.


‘Oh, just some house maintenance, that sort of thing. Nothing you could have done,’ my father added hurriedly as if to assuage my guilt, making me feel even worse. ‘Guttering, some electrical stuff, things I can’t do since I had my fall.’


‘Right,’ I said, still baffled as to how a handyman doing odd jobs had managed to get his feet under the table. Literally. His shoe brushed off mine and he looked up at me with a rather creepy smile.


‘And how did you meet?’ I asked, taking a sip of tea.


There was a pause during which all three of them looked at each other, leaving me feeling even more excluded than I did already.


‘We met through the group,’ my dad said finally. ‘Remember the counselling group I mentioned – the one we went to Iceland with the Christmas before last?’


I nodded.


‘Well, Stuart is part of that. Stuart lost his wife and daughter in an accident a few years ago. She was twenty-seven and his daughter was only a baby.’


I looked at Stuart. His eyes were moist, and I felt guilty as hell. ‘I’m sorry. That must have been awful.’


Stuart didn’t reply. He just closed his eyes as if the mention of it was still too painful.


‘Anyway,’ my father added brightly. ‘We’ve been a good support to each other, I think.’


Stuart placed his hand on my father’s shoulder and then reached out and took my mother’s hand in a gesture that reminded me of a séance. I shivered. God, what was wrong with me? Maybe I just needed some sleep. I could feel myself getting light-headed.


I stood up. ‘I think I need a nap.’


I shook my head in response to Stuart’s renewed offer to take my bags upstairs. The idea of him walking into my childhood bedroom was one step too far, although something told me that it was a bit late for that, that he’d already explored every inch of this house.


I woke up three hours later, feeling marginally more clear-headed than I had earlier, deciding I needed to get up or I wouldn’t sleep tonight. Also, I was hungry. I pulled on jeans and a shirt and made my way downstairs to find my parents watching a wild-life documentary in the sitting room while Stuart cooked in the kitchen. Uncomfortable as I was to see another example of his installation, I had to admit it smelled great.


Dinner was a repeat of the earlier tea party with different food, this time a lasagne and salad. Stuart didn’t drink ‘any more’ so there was no wine. I was happy enough with that since I’d had gin and red wine on the plane, but it was unusual for my parents who liked their Shiraz. But I kept my opinions to myself.


After dinner, I tried my best to stay up, but it became increasingly clear that Stuart was a night owl and I wasn’t going to out-sit him, especially with my repeated yawning. So eventually I turned in and left them all watching a crime drama, determined to get a chance to talk to my parents on their own before I left for Donegal the next day.


Which thankfully I did. The morning was bright, allowing us to go for a walk in the park. I half-expected Stuart to join us, but I was relieved when my dad asked him to clip the hedges, I suspected to get him out of the way. I was pleased they wanted a chat, with just the three of us, as much as I did.


It was only when we walked through the turnstile into the Phoenix Park that I realised why. One question followed another until it became clear that they’d been worried I would decide to stay permanently in Florida. The relief on their faces when I explained my time there had been temporary pricked again at my conscience.


My mother looked up at a particularly majestic tree with green leafy shoots. ‘We’ll have a good summer. The Oak is coming out before the Ash.’


I remembered the rhyme from school. If the Ash comes out before the Oak, then the summer will be a soak, if the Oak comes out before the Ash then the summer will be a splash. When we were kids, we’d joked it meant the summer would be wet no matter what happened with the trees.


We walked towards the papal cross and watched a small herd of red deer jaunt past. The ground was wet underfoot but the park felt fresh and cool, with sweet spring scents. We stood for a while to watch the deer and on our way back to the house, I asked some questions of my own.


‘So, this Stuart. How long has he been here?’ I gazed at my feet as I kicked away some dried beech nuts. Why did I feel so odd about asking them what was going on?


My mum glanced at my dad to check. ‘A few weeks?’


He nodded, striding along, hands clasped behind his back, cap shading his eyes.


‘Yes,’ she said. ‘A few weeks.’


I was amazed. My parents usually disliked house guests. My uncle had always said that house guests were like fish, nice for the first day and not too bad the next, but after a few days they start to smell, and they’d always agreed with that.


‘Does he work?’ I asked. ‘Have a job?’ Surely doing odd jobs for my parents couldn’t take up all his time, I thought.


‘Oh yes,’ my mother said. ‘He works for the civil service – he has a good job.’


My father looked at my expression and smiled. ‘It’s only temporary. There’s no need to worry. He’ll move out as soon as he finds somewhere to live. He sold his house after his wife and baby died. He couldn’t bear to live there any more.’


‘Understandably,’ my mother added, and I felt another twinge of guilt.


Until my dad said, ‘But he is looking to buy somewhere new.’


This revelation made me feel worse instead of better. If Stuart Chambers was intending to buy somewhere new rather than renting, then he’d be living with my parents for months rather than weeks. I told them this as gently as I could, but it didn’t seem to faze them. They insisted they were happy to have him.


Dad looked up at the sky as we left the park. ‘You’d better get on the road soon if you want to get there in daylight.’


‘I know. I’ll go shortly.’ I grinned. ‘I hope the Mini starts.’


‘Oh. I’m sure it will,’ he said, pushing his cap back. ‘Stuart’s been driving it and he says it’s been going fine.’


I stopped. ‘What?’


My father shrugged. ‘It seemed to make sense when you weren’t here. It’s good for it to be driven. And it was simple enough to insure – he’s on ours anyway and we just transferred it over.’




Chapter Three


The drive back to Inishowen was a bit of a struggle, not helped by an ache behind my eyes from too little sleep. Despite my yawning in the sitting room the night before, when I’d gone to bed, I’d fallen asleep for only half an hour before waking again, then lying there, mind racing, staring at the ceiling until nearly half three. I realised in retrospect that sleeping for a few hours in the afternoon hadn’t been the wisest move.


Not only had I had a lousy night’s sleep, but I wasn’t as comfortable driving the Mini as I used to be. It felt strange. Maybe it was the stiff steering, or the gears (I’d been driving an automatic in the States) or how low it felt to the ground, but there was also a strange smell in it; eucalyptus or something else medicinal. It was possible, of course, that I was imagining the smell since I knew the Usurper had been driving it, which was how I’d come to think of Stuart.


I’d been reluctant to leave Dublin. It felt weird seeing Stuart and my parents waving me off from the doorstep like a family of three. I was aware I was being a dog-in-the-manger about this; I wasn’t around for my mother and father and couldn’t be for the foreseeable future since my life was a four-hour drive away in Inishowen. They were perfectly entitled to have some company if they wanted it. But I kept asking myself what his game was? Why would a man like that want to spend so much time with a couple who were so much older than he was and whom he’d only just met? Yes, there was their common grief, but did that explain it entirely?


I felt uncomfortable even thinking this, but I wondered if he was paying them rent? It seemed intrusive to ask; it was none of my business and it wasn’t really the reason I was concerned. So, what was it then? My parents had told me they were fine, and they’d seemed happy enough, but it was just so bloody odd. That was it: it was odd. He was odd. I resolved to visit them more often, if only to check in.


When I reached the journey’s halfway point at Monaghan my concern about what I was leaving behind began to fade and what lay ahead seeped in. I started to think about all I had left behind in Donegal.


My practice, I hoped, had been left in relatively capable hands. Mitch had suggested a solicitor from Castleblaney to take over while I was gone but I’d found my own locum surprisingly easily, someone who’d had kids, taken ten years out of work and was now anxious to return: a solicitor named Marina Connor from Sligo, a town a good 170 kilometres from Glendara. From what I could gather, Marina had been through a rough time; her parents had recently died, her kids were in their teens and her marriage had broken up, which was, I suspected, the real trigger for her return to work. I was happy to give her a chance. She’d done a few stints covering maternity leave before stepping into my shoes for six months, so she hadn’t been starting afresh and, in any event, Leah was there as a rudder. Also, I’d said that I’d be on the other end of the phone if either of them wished to talk to me at any stage.


Which neither of them had, strangely. I hoped that was a good sign. When I’d rung every week just to check, I always got the same response from Leah. Everything’s fine. Everyone misses you, looking forward to getting you back. When I tried to press her for detail, she found some reason to get off the phone, as if she was afraid that she’d let something slip if she stayed on too long. Which left me wondering if there was something she wasn’t telling me. But that was probably just my usual paranoia. Today was Thursday which meant that Marina would work a full day, and then hand the reins over to me tomorrow so I could start back properly on Monday. At the weekend she could leave and go back to her life in Sligo. I wondered if she would heave a sigh of relief or of sadness.


As I turned left onto the wide main street of Aughnacloy, I recalled the manned border which had been there when I first visited Inishowen, the barriers, the soldiers with their guns. There was no trace of it now, although I’d just crossed into Northern Ireland, a separate jurisdiction, and I hoped it would never return. I would cross another seamless border after Derry to enter Donegal, that odd contradiction of driving north but leaving the North behind jurisdictionally. I’d had some interesting chats in the States trying to explain it, usually resorting to a map on my phone to dispel the confusion.


I left Aughnacloy and drove on towards Omagh.


After work, my next concern was my home, not just my cottage in Malin but Glendara, the town where my practice was, where my friends lived and where I spent most of my time. I hoped people would be glad to see me back. I’d missed them. As I’d missed my cat Guinness who Marina was supposed to be keeping an eye on, since she was staying in my house. Cats are independent creatures, and Guinness was a particularly cantankerous feline, so he’d probably barely noticed my absence once there was someone to feed him.


But then, and I felt a pinch at finally letting him in, there was Molloy, who might not be quite so straightforward. After a stint in Cork and overseas, Tom Molloy had returned as Glendara’s sergeant once the Garda Station had reopened, though he wasn’t expected to be there long – rumours abounded about an inspectorship. And though I’d missed him more than I’d thought possible these past six months, Molloy was the dilemma I still hadn’t figured out, the smudge on the glass I wasn’t quite tall enough to reach.


The sun shone low in the sky most of the way up the road, making me regret packing my sunglasses away with my Florida clothes, but by the time I reached Derry the weather had changed. The day darkened, clouds were purple and full over the Foyle and the light was a strange grey and yellow, casting an eerie hue over the houses on the Waterside. The rainclouds stayed above and ahead of me as I drove through the city, past the restaurants on the quay, through the Strand roundabout and out past Sainsbury’s and the big DIY shops. At Pennyburn the sky looked like a Turner painting, turbulent and angry.


At the big roundabout at Culmore I passed the signpost for the airport at Eglinton. There was a time when I’d used the Derry– Dublin flight regularly and I was sad to hear that the service was no longer operating. I hoped it would be reinstated. It had been an important communication link – the drive to Dublin took nearly four hours, the flight was about forty minutes.


Once I’d passed through Culmore and was on my way to Muff, where the second border checkpoint used to be, I turned on the radio, just managing to catch the weather forecast on Highland Radio.


Heavy rain is expected all over Ireland tonight and tomorrow, particularly in the north-west where there may also be heavy winds. Possibly storm to gale force. Met Éireann have issued a red weather warning for counties Donegal, Sligo, Leitrim, Cavan and Monaghan. A yellow weather warning is in place for the rest of the country. People are advised not to undertake any unnecessary travel.


The second I crossed into Inishowen at Muff it began to rain, as if to corroborate the forecaster’s words. Heavy drops splattered against the windscreen and the lightweight Mini struggled on the Muff strait; it was an effort to keep her on the right side of the road. The water in the Foyle was grey-green and rough, although oddly I was glad to see it like that. Constant sunshine and blue skies were all very well, but this felt more like home.


I turned left at Quigley’s Point and headed up and inland, past the old Riverside Bar, across the bridge and along the winding mountain roads of Glentogher, lined now with dandelions. Blazing yellow gorse covered the hills on both sides and the river flowed through the glen below, first on my right and then on my left. Eventually the rain began to ease off and I could see the purple mound of Sliabh Sneacht in the distance, and by the time I’d passed the small housing estates and the Beacon Hall on the outskirts of Glendara at about five o’clock, it had stopped completely. Although glancing at the sky, it was clear the hiatus was only temporary.


An undertow of anxiety tugged at my thoughts. What was ahead of me? I wondered.


In contrast to the grey rain, the town, at first glance, looked to be a blaze of colour, yellows and reds, blues and pinks, like an aviary full of exotic birds. My first thought was the carnival. But no, the carnival was at Halloween. This was only April.


It was only when I drove fully onto the square that I realised that it was full of bikes and the colour was Lycra. The town was packed with cyclists: checking gears, adding oil, checking tyre pressure, changing wheels, wheeling their bikes around the square and cycling out the sideroads. They didn’t appear to be locals, at least none I recognised, though some were wearing helmets, so it was hard to tell. There were bikes upended in the square, being lifted from bike racks, being assembled and disassembled.


Searching for somewhere to park, I noticed that there were extra cars taking up the usual parking spaces, along with two minibuses and a large truck. Negotiating my way around the square for a second time I spotted a car pulling out and nabbed a space in front of the bank, alongside a huge motorbike. The bank’s doors were shut, and I reminded myself to call in to change my dollars in the morning.


I climbed out of the car and crossed the road to the square, my shoulders stiff from the drive. I intended to call briefly into the office to let Leah and Marina know I was back, then buy some food and wine and head back to my cottage in Malin. But once in the square, I found myself in a bit of a daze, mesmerised as I watched the bikes and cyclists in my orbit, calling out to each other and chatting as they worked. There must have been about fifty of them.


‘Anyone got a spare spider?’ a young blonde woman called; her bike upended.


I stepped back suddenly as the item was flung in her direction, right across my path. I didn’t know what a spider was, but it had the look of a lethal weapon, an elastic boomerang with hooks.


‘Oh shit, sorry. Are you okay?’ another voice said. I looked over to see an older man in full length cycling trousers and a red top smiling at me sheepishly.


Before I could respond properly another figure entered my eyeline and gave me more of a jolt than the spider had done, a man in a navy Garda uniform asking some cyclists to move a van that was blocking the square. My stomach flipped. Molloy.


But the shape was wrong, and a closer look revealed ginger hair beneath the hat. It was Garda Andy McFadden, Molloy’s second when Glendara station had last been open. He was red-faced and hassled, trying to explain something to the cyclists while waving his hands about in an attempt to create some kind of order out of the traffic chaos that had erupted in our usually quiet town.


I made my way over to him and tapped him on the shoulder. ‘You’re back.’


He spun around, allowing the cyclists to escape. But he beamed when he saw me, which was gratifying at least. ‘Aye. And so are you by the looks of things.’


‘Just this second as a matter of fact. When did you come back?’


He lifted his hat and scratched his forehead, which was looking a little pink. ‘They moved me back from Letterkenny about a month after they reopened the station.’


‘That’s great. It’s good to see you.’ It was genuinely good to see McFadden’s smiling face about town. I hadn’t seen him in Glendara since he’d left to go to rehab for a gambling addiction over a year ago, although I had run into him in court in Letterkenny once when he’d been re-stationed there. ‘I’m sure you’re glad to be back.’


‘Aye, I am.’ He narrowed his eyes curiously. ‘I heard you went off to America.’


‘I did. Just a six-month stint. Back now though.’ I looked at the ground. ‘So, the old team are back together then?’ I hadn’t told anyone about Molloy’s proposal, not even my friend Maeve, so I didn’t know why I felt so uncomfortable mentioning him. Only a few people had even known that we’d been together.


McFadden frowned before he realised what I meant, confirming that my embarrassment was all in my head. ‘Oh, you mean Molloy.’ He smiled. ‘Aye, I suppose you could say that.’


Before I could ask anything else, I was forced to hop to one side as a cyclist wheeled her bike past. McFadden’s eyes followed her with ill-disguised irritation.


‘What’s going on with all the bikes?’ I asked.


‘Ach, it’s one of them Malin to Mizen charity cycles,’ he said. ‘In aid of Alzheimer’s or dementia or some such. Some class of a nursing home down the country, I think.’


Malin Head to Mizen Head was a popular route for charity drives and cycles, being the most northerly and southerly points in Ireland. McFadden pointed to a large banner which I’d somehow missed, attached to two telephone poles and stretched across the main street.


The Amazing Grace Malin to Mizen Charity Cycle. 23rd–27th April. 5 days – 120 km per day! In aid of the Jameson Grace Homes and the Jameson Grace Charity for Alzheimer’s and Dementia.


He followed my gaze. ‘“Amazing Grace” is a bit of a stretch. They’re not even going by Lough Swilly. They’re going down to Quigley’s Point, Muff and Derry.’ He shook his head mournfully. ‘Decided not to point that out to them.’


I grinned. The story was well known locally. It was said that John Newton, a sailor in the slave trade, had a Road-to-Damascus moment when his ship was tossed about on rocks during a violent storm on the shores of Lough Swilly about ten miles from Glendara. He’d pleaded for God’s help and when he came ashore safely, believed his prayers had been answered, after which he resolved to live a better life. The ship was repaired, and they were able to continue their journey. Newton had become a clergyman and written the hymn ‘Amazing Grace’.


McFadden grimaced. ‘I’m sure it’s a good cause but you wouldn’t catch me doing it. I hired a bike on the Aran Islands for a day and I couldn’t sit down for a week.’


I laughed. McFadden had put on a fair bit of weight since I’d seen him last – a stint on a bike would do him no harm. Maybe he’d replaced his gambling addiction with something more calorific.


‘They’re supposed to be leaving from Malin Head in the morning, so they’re taking the bikes up there tonight.’ He nodded towards a couple of men wheeling bikes up a ramp onto a large truck. One stood out rather oddly, a large man with a beard dressed in motorcycle leathers who must have been about six foot four. ‘Thank God that thing will be gone from the square anyway.’


I saw what he meant. The truck was taking up three full spaces in front of the courthouse. I frowned suddenly. Despite the regularity of these cycles, I’d never seen such a gathering of cyclists in the town before, and I’d just realised why – because Glendara was about ten miles from Malin Head.


‘Why are they here?’ I asked. ‘Why aren’t they in Malin Head?’


‘A group of them are staying in Glendara tonight. I think they decided to do a last check on the bikes here, together, so they’re all set for the morning.’


I was still confused. ‘But why aren’t they all staying in Malin Head? Wouldn’t they be better off there? Or Malin Town even?’


McFadden gave a small shrug. ‘Most are, I think. But Mary from the guesthouse knows someone involved apparently, so she got in on the act.’ He grinned. ‘Her place is full to the rafters.’


‘Ah,’ I said. Now it made sense. Mary McCauley ran a large B & B guesthouse with about ten bedrooms just on the outskirts of the town and a cannier businesswoman you wouldn’t find, except for Phyllis the bookseller, who coincidentally was a buddy of hers.


McFadden spoke out of the corner of his mouth. ‘To be honest, I think they must have thought Glendara was closer to Malin Head than it is. Typical Dubliners – didn’t bother to check the map. Anyway, there’s a minibus taking the Glendara contingent up to join their bikes in the morning.’


I looked at the crowd and frowned. ‘How many are there?’


‘About seventy cyclists altogether. Seventy-five? Plus hangers-on. Twenty of them staying in the town.’


‘Bloody hell.’


He nodded. ‘I know – there’s a right number of them. It’s good for the town but I’ll be glad to see them sail on through tomorrow.’ He checked his watch. ‘Anyway, the fish factory’s about to let out so it’ll be complete chaos if I don’t get this lot shifted before then.’


‘Fair enough.’ I checked my watch too. It was a quarter past five. ‘I’d better get going too. I need to try and catch the office before it closes.’


McFadden waved me off as a loudspeaker made an announcement that the truck with the bikes was about to leave. I walked across the square, stretching my arms. My back was aching after the long flight and drive, and I was looking forward to lighting the fire in my cottage and curling up with a glass of wine, but I knew I should call into the office first – we opened till half past five, so I should just about catch them.


I reached the bottom of the square, turned the corner and suddenly I was there, standing in front of the small terraced house that accommodated O’Keeffe & Co. Solicitors. My practice. I was back. I took a breath, pressed down the handle and pushed open the door, expecting it to give way since we kept it unlatched, but it didn’t move. I tried again, wondering if it was stuck – it did that sometimes but no, it was locked.


I checked my watch again. It was still only twenty past five and the sign in the window gave the same opening hours, but the office was closed. I stood for a few seconds wondering what to do. I looked in the windows but could see no sign of life. I had no key since I’d left mine at the cottage; there had been no point in bringing one to the States. I could ring Leah on her mobile, I thought, but I decided against it; they probably hadn’t been expecting me till the morning. Maybe it was just as well; I’d have a good night’s sleep tonight and call in first thing tomorrow.


Although it was a bloody strange sensation being locked out of your own office.




Chapter Four


I turned to make my way back up the street. In the short time since I’d left, the square had cleared considerably. I assumed most of the visitors had decamped to Malin Head. The bikes were gone, along with many of the cars, and there were three free spaces in front of the courthouse where the large truck had been. McFadden would be happy, I thought, although there was no sign of him now either.


There was a brisk wind as I walked along the lower end of the square. Ahead of me, one of the remaining cyclists was on the footpath looking into a shop window. As I watched, he pulled off his cycling gloves and squatted down on his hunkers to get a closer look at whatever it was he was examining. When I got closer, I realised he was outside Phyllis Kettle’s bookshop and when I reached him, I stopped and followed his gaze.


Phyllis’s window was entirely taken up with cycling books: David Walsh’s Seven Deadly Sins, The Secret Race: Inside the Hidden World of the Tour de France by Daniel Coyle and Tyler Hamilton, and Bradley Wiggins’s autobiography among others. She’d even added a cycling helmet and gloves, although both looked as though they’d seen better days. And a vintage bicycle horn with a rubber bulb! I suppressed a smile, wondering where she had come across all that paraphernalia. It was hard to imagine the bookseller on a bike. Maybe her grandfather (who’d sold pots and pans in the square and was the source of her nickname) had used a High Nelly to get around? However she’d done it, I was impressed. She’d anticipated things well.


The man noticed my presence and twisted around, hand on one knee. It was the man who’d thrown the spider tie earlier on. ‘Quite a selection, for a small-town bookshop,’ he remarked.


He’d pulled on a blue waterproof jacket since I’d seen him earlier, with the words Trans-Pyrenees Challenge 2015 across the back and front. He was tanned and lean, a grey goatee giving him a rather distinguished look, and his eyebrows were bushy, threaded with silver and black.


I grinned. ‘It’s quite a bookshop.’


‘So, I see.’ He stood up using the wall to steady himself and stretched his legs.


‘You should have a look inside,’ I said. ‘Phyllis can get you any book you want – new or second-hand. People buy books from her and when they’ve finished reading them, she buys them back and sells them some more.’


He flashed a smile and creases formed around his eyes. ‘What a great idea. A bit like a library, but if you like the books you can keep them. Someone in Galway should catch on to that.’


I shrugged with a half-smile. ‘Maybe it only works in a small town.’


The man was very thin; an indent appeared in his cheeks when he smiled, showing the outline of his skull. He was in his fifties, I guessed, but I could see from his legs, muscles bulging at the thighs, that he was strong. He put his hands into the pockets of his jacket. ‘Sorry for almost braining you earlier, by the way. I should be more careful. I could take someone’s eye out.’


I laughed. ‘You sound like my mother. Is Galway where you’re from?’ I remembered McFadden’s assumption that all the newcomers were from Dublin.


He nodded.


‘And you’re doing the race, I assume?’


‘I am. Although it’s not supposed to be a race – it’s a charity cycle.’ He gave me a wry look. ‘Not that you can tell some people that.’


‘I can imagine. Seems like a good thing to do though.’ I looked up at the banner, which was directly above where we stood.


His gaze followed mine and then he lowered it. ‘My wife has early onset dementia. She’s fifty-seven. She was diagnosed five years ago.’


My face fell. ‘Oh, I’m sorry.’


He bowed his head. ‘Thanks. Although oddly it gets easier. It was hard at the beginning when she was very depressed and anxious.’ He closed his eyes briefly. ‘It’s harder for the people who love her now, but I hope it’s easier for her.’


The man’s phone beeped, and he took it from his pocket. He read what I assumed was a text, then looked up, squinting. ‘Do you know where the bank is?’ His eyes flickered to somewhere over my shoulder.


I nodded. ‘I’m parked there myself. I’ll show you.’


We walked together up the street. He had an odd gait, his left leg seeming a little stiff, but it didn’t inhibit his progress. I had to work to keep up with him.


‘Your wife,’ I said tentatively. ‘It must be hard.’


‘Ah sure, we all have our burdens to bear, don’t we?’ he said brightly, although his eyes showed a pain he wasn’t expressing. ‘Meg has profound memory loss now, so little awareness of her surroundings, I think. We have no kids and she hasn’t recognised me for some time.’ He took a deep breath. ‘But she’s in a great residential place now and she’s not distressed, which is the important thing as far as I’m concerned.’


We’d reached the corner. ‘The bank is just over there,’ I said, pointing.


‘Thank you.’
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