The heavy door slammed shut when Guard Eamon Foley let it go, and he blew out a long sigh of frustration as he edged his way through the knots of people outside the entrance to the Tralee courthouse.  Many of them were sitting on the steps taking advantage of the beautiful sunshine. Others slinked in the shadows behind the thick pillars waiting to be called to account for their crimes.
Foley tried to calm his exasperation by turning his face up towards the clear blue sky and allowing the warmth of the sun to massage it. It almost worked. His desperate need to yell abuse at the judge was beginning to fade. But it still piqued. What was wrong with the old fart? The jury had given their verdict. The young farmer was guilty of hitting two pedestrians whilst driving home after a night drinking in town. Both women had to spend a week in hospital and their husbands were forced to take time off work to look after their children.
But the judge’s attitude seemed to be that, since both young mothers had recovered now, everything was grand. He give the impression the farmer’s only crime was getting caught. Bad luck, auld stock, he implied. He actually smirked when the farmer’s lawyer asked what the young mothers were doing out and about so late at night in the first place. Bingo finished at ten o’clock. So why hadn’t they gone straight home? If they had gone straight home, none of this would have happened.
Of course he didn’t dwell on the fact that the farmer had driven away from the accident, and it took the guards two weeks to find him. And that was only because he took his car into the garage for repair to his headlight, and the mechanic found blood and a strip of fabric trapped behind the damaged wing.
The farmer pleaded ignorance and denied being in town on the night of the incident. But Guard Foley found several witnesses who had been drinking with the farmer, and who admitted seeing him get into his car and drive home around the time neighbours said they heard the crash. But the witnesses had more sympathy for the farmer than for his victims. He was a well-liked character, they said. Full of life, fun to be around. So they were reluctant to give evidence in court. It was only the threat to their own liberty that forced them to appear.
The guilty verdict caused a wave of noise in the public gallery, sighs of relief from the families of the victims, groans of disappointment from the farmer’s supporters. Then the reaction changed dramatically when the sentence was announced. The farmer was to reimburse the husbands of the victims for the wages they lost. He was also liable for the court fees. Then before the stunned families could register their shock, the judge declared the case closed and shuffled away through the door to his chambers.
The cheers from the farmer’s supporters were still ringing in Foley’s ears as he bounced down the courthouse steps, crossed the road and turned into Church Street. And not for the first time in his career as a guard Foley wondered if any of this was actually worth the effort. Were the hours spent gathering the evidence to make a case, often under enormous pressure and the threat of physical violence, worth the stress and the anguish?
He took a deep breath. He needed to cut away from such negativity. Let it go. Which was easier said than done. Maybe a strong cup of tea would help, so instead of going straight back to work he decided to cut through the market to his house in Rock Street. 
He heard the commotion before he reached Milk Market Lane and he quickened his step. In the middle of the street a tall scruffy man with thick black hair was yelling and slapping an older man.
Foley instinctively ran at the younger man, grabbed him by the jacket and slammed him against the wall.
‘Get off me,’ the man howled. ‘Tis him you should be grabbing.’
‘Are you alright?’ Foley addressed the older man who was visibly shaking and holding himself in a huddle. ‘What’s going on?’
But before he could respond the younger man tried to pull away and grab him again. ‘The feckin eejit locked us out of the house,’ he wailed.
‘I did not,’ the older man pleaded, putting out his hands to Foley. ‘It wasn’t me.’
 ‘Liar,’ the young man yelled, and Foley shoved him against the wall again.
‘Stop it,’ Foley yelled louder. ‘Calm down. Take a breath and calm down.’
The younger man’s face was contorted in an ugly mask of contempt for both Foley and the older man, and his eyes bulged like a wild animal.
‘You’re name is Daly, isn’t it?’ Foley held him tighter by the jacket. The younger man bared his teeth and snarled, and the older man said, ‘Yes. He’s Martin. Martin Daly. He’s my son.’
When Foley looked at the older man he added, ‘I’m Ken Daly. I’m his Da.’
‘So,’ Foley relaxed his hold on Martin’s jacket. ‘What’s all this roaring and screaming about?’
Martin pulled away and tugged at his jacket, and he snarled at his father again. ‘I need to get in the house. I have to get … something. Tis urgent but that old fool has locked us out. He’s as stupid as a dead parrot.  I have to get my stuff. Now.’
Ken Daly ran his fingers through his hair in frustration. ‘I didn’t lock us out. If I locked us out I would have the key in my hand. Wouldn’t I? But the key is still in the lock. I keep telling you. The door is locked from the inside.’
Martin yelped and gave the door a kick. ‘How can that be, you maggot? How can the door be locked from the inside?’
‘Well, your Uncle Kevin must have locked it.’ Ken Daly moved closer to Foley. Martin stepped back and blinked several times, and slowly his face changed shape.
‘Uncle Kevin?’ he mumbled. Then he threw back his head and gave a cackle of a laugh. ‘For feck sake. That holy pain in the arse, Uncle Kevin? Why is he still here? I thought he was just on a break. I thought he was supposed to be out of here by now.’
He lunged at the door and started hammering at it with the flat of his hand. ‘Open the feckin door, Uncle Priest. Get off your fat arse and let us in. C’mon. Open the door now.’
Foley raised his eyebrows at Ken Daly. ‘Uncle Kevin?’
‘He’s my brother. He’s a priest. He’s here for a break till he gets his own parish.’
‘Oh, right,’ Foley said.
Martin had stepped back from the door and was looking up at the bedroom window. ‘Is he drunk again? Why else would he be still in bed at this time of the day?’ Then he ran at the door again. ‘Open the feckin door, mad priest. I have to get my stuff. C’mon, you feckin dope. Just open the door.’
Ken Daly grabbed Foley’s sleeve. ‘There must be something wrong with him. Why won’t he answer the door? No one could sleep through all this noise. There has to be something wrong with him.’
Foley went to the window and tried to see inside but the grime and the shabby net curtain blocked his vision. ‘Can you get in around the back? What about your neighbours? Could you go through their house and climb over the wall?’
‘No,’ Ken Daly flapped his arms. ‘The walls are …’ he held his arm above his head.  ‘… over ten feet high. And Mrs Sheehy on the left has her whole back yard covered in. And tis full of her stuff. She keeps all sorts of stuff in there. She has a second-hand shop in the market.’
‘What about …’ Foley looked at the door on the right.
‘No. Mrs Roddy is … well, she’s a nervous old crow. She won’t answer the door.’ He gave Martin a furtive glance. ‘Especially if she thinks it’s us.’
Foley looked closer at the window. It obviously hadn’t been opened in a long time but it looked rickety and draughty. When he gave it a push it rattled.
‘This is a sash window,’ he said. He took out his penknife, slipped it in the gap between the top and bottom sections and jiggled the catch. There was a screech and a groan until it eventually moved. Then he rattled the bottom section until it was loose enough to slide it up.
‘Martin,’ he called. ‘Since you’re so desperate to get into the house, you can climb in and open the door.’
Martin was still muttering under his breath and doing an angry shuffle, and he stopped dead when he realised what Foley was saying. ‘You want me to climb in there?’
‘Are you saying you’re not able to climb in there? Are you afraid?’
‘No.’ Another angry shuffle. ‘I’m not afraid. Why would I be afraid?’ He moved to the window and wiped some loose paint and dirt from the sill before leaning in. Then he shoved the net curtain out of the way, glanced back at Foley with a defiant sneer and slid his long skinny leg in through the gap.
Foley and Ken Daly stood silently looking up and down the street for longer than it should have taken someone to walk across a room and open the front door. A small group of interested people were watching from across the street, and Foley was about to look in the window to see what was happening when there was an almighty howl. The door flew open and Martin threw himself out into the middle of the street. His eyes were wild with shock and his Adam’s apple bounced up and down as if he was choking on what he was desperate to say. Then he gave another howl of anguish and ran off down the street.

