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PROLOGUE

Notes on the Racecard

Tell me a story, and tell it strong and quick.

Tell it so I go to sleep at bedtime. No bloody
corpses, no horrors, no hung, drawn and quartered
heroes.

Can’t promise that there won’t be any deaths. Still,
bodies were not my brief.

Amuse, enthuse, raise the protest, sink the fearsome
terror. Pull wide a window, watch the play within.
Close the curtains. Try the next house, look into the
fridge there, tumble its ice cubes down sleepy necks.

Thirteen assorted flavours. Recipes second to size.
Never mind the contents, feel the length. Three thou-
sand best words, here please, and eight thousand or so
there. Newspapers and magazines like to cut the tale
to fit the space. (Don’t get me wrong, I enjoy the
game.) So some of the excursions are longer and some
are short. Some have tight belts, others float.

Some date from way back, some are recent. Meet a
few old friends here. See if new acquaintances shake
hands.
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If one has to be plain, eight of these thirteen stories
were originally commissioned by various publications
who kindly dictated only length, not content. The other
five stories are new, their length — and content — my
choice.

*
When the field of thirteen runners were assembled and
ready to parade to the start, there arose as in all of life
the question, ‘Who Goes First?’ Should the book lead
off with the first story written? Did primogeniture rule?

Leave it to chance, we said in the end, so we held
an impromptu draw.

‘We’, in this instance, meant four of us gathered
contentedly for a before-lunch drink. ‘We’ are my wife
Mary, my son Felix, my literary agent Andrew Hewson
and myself.

We wrote the titles of the thirteen stories on thirteen
sticky-back labels and folded them up carefully, and
put them into a splendid glass champagne cooler that
had been given to my wife and me by Phyllis and
Victor Grann as a house-warming present for our
apartment beside the Caribbean Sea. (Mrs Phyllis
Grann is the President of PenguinPutnam Inc., who
publish D. Francis in the USA.)

The four of us took turns to stir the folded labels in
the cooler and pick one out.

Each choice was unfolded, read, and sticky-backed
in order onto a board. Thirteen labels . .. three picks
each, with the thirteenth and last left to me.
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We drew light-heartedly. To be honest, we thought
we’d want to fiddle around with the result. But to our
amazement it came out pretty well as we would have
chosen, so we left it unchanged.

The stories appear in Field of 13 exactly in the order
that their titles came out of the champagne cooler . . .
and yes, after that, we put champagne into the cooler
... and drank to the Draw ... what else would one
expect?
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To the Hilt
£5.99

‘Another one for the winner’s enclosure’
The Times

Alexander Kinloch found solitude and a steady income
painting in a bothy on a remote Scottish mountain. Until
the morning the strangers arrived to rough him up, and
Alexander was dragged reluctantly back into the real and
violent world he thought he had left behind.

Millions of pounds are missing from his stepfather’s
business. A valuable racehorse is under threat. Then
comes the first ugly death and the end of all Alexander’s
doubts. For the honour of the Kinlochs he will face the
strangers . . . committed up to the hilt . . .

‘The book is a cracker . . . the former champion jockey is
still taking the jumps with consumate grace’
Sunday Telegraph

‘Fast-moving, readable and beautifully constructed . . . a
cracking yarn’
Country Life
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Rat Race
£5.99

‘Impossible to stop reading’
Daily Telegraph

Matt Shore was an experienced pilot. He’d done it all.
From big jets to flying in supplies to war zones. So when
he gets a job ferrying high class punters around England’s
racecourses he might be forgiven for expecting the quiet
life. But then his plane explodes in a massive fireball. He
could have been in it. Some quiet life.

Instead he’s landed in the middle of a nightmare world
where there is big money at stake. Very big money.

From then on he finds himself hurtling down a tortuous
trail where people are not all they appear, and all around
him is sudden bloody death. . .

‘A thriller that really thrills’
Daily Mail




DICK FRANCIS
Bonecrack
£5.99

‘Excitement and sheer readability’
Daily Telegraph

It started with mistaken identity and a threat to life. And
rapidly became a day-to-day nightmare with little glimmer
of escape.

For Neil Griffon, temporarily in charge of his father’s
racing stables, blackmail is now a terrible reality. A reality
threatening not only valuable horses but testing his nerves
to the limit.

And proving how brittle bones can be. . .

‘A classic entry with a fine turn of speed’
Evening Standard
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In the Frame
£5.99

‘A writer of champion class’
The Times

Charles Todd makes a living as a painter of horses.
Someone else is making a lot more, forging paintings by
masters such as Stubbs and Munnings. And selling them
to people like Charles’ cousin and his wife. People who
usually end up dead.

When Charles arrives in Australia, he’s not there for
the surf at Bondi Beach. He’s right on the trail of the
ruthless fraudsters, to whom violence and corruption are
part of normal business practice. And he’s right in the
frame for murder. . .

‘When the gloves are off it’s very gritty indeed’
Daily Telegraph
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RAID AT KINGDOM HILL

Time has an uncanny way of laughing at fiction. The
goings-on of a bomb-scare at Kingdom Hill — an
imaginary racecourse — were invented for the summer
entertainment of readers of The Times newspaper in
1975. Years later the major fantasy was put into fact:
a bomb hoax halted the running of the 1997 Grand
National Steeplechase at Aintree.

There has been a great change in security and the
value of money since Tricksy Wilcox had his brain-
wave. At Kingdom Hill and throughout Field of 13,
money and usages have been millenniumized.

..o

Thursday afternoon, Tricksy Wilcox scratched his arm-
pit absent-mindedly and decided Claypits wasn’t worth
backing in the 2.30. Tricksy Wilcox sprawled in the
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sagging armchair with a half-drunk can of beer within
comforting reach and a huge colour television bringing
him the blow-by-blow from the opening race of the
three-day meeting at Kingdom Hill. Only mugs, he
reflected complacently, would be putting in a nine to
five stint in the sort of July heatwave that would have
done justice to the Sahara. Sensible guys like himself
sat around at home with the windows open and their
shirts off, letting their beards grow while the sticky
afternoon waned towards evening.

In winter Tricksy was of the opinion that only mugs
struggled to travel to work through snow and sleet,
while sensible guys stayed warm in front of the TV,
betting on the jumpers; and in spring there was rain,
and in the autumn, fog. Tricksy at thirty-four had
brought unemployment to a fine art and considered
the idea of a full honest day’s work to be a joke. It was
Tricksy’s wife who went out in all weathers to her job
in the supermarket, Tricksy’s wife who paid the rent
on the council flat and left the exact money for the
milkman. Eleven years of Tricksy had left her cheerful,
unresentful, and practical. She had waited without
emotion through his two nine-month spells in prison
and accepted that one day would find him back there.
Her dad had been in and out all her childhood. She
felt at home with the minor criminal mind.

Tricksy watched Claypits win the 2.30 with insulting
ease and drank down his dented self-esteem with the
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last of the beer. Nothing he bloody touched, he thought
gloomily, was any bloody good these days. He was
distinctly short of the readies and had once or twice
had to cut down on necessities like drink and fags.
What he wanted, now, was a nice little wheeze, a nice
little tickle, to con a lot of unsuspecting mugs into
opening their wallets. The scarce ticket racket, now
that had done him proud for years, until the coppers
nicked him with a stack of forged duplicates in his
pocket at Wimbledon. And tourists were too fly by half
these days, you couldn’t sell them subscriptions to non-
existent porn magazines, let alone London Bridge.

He could never afterwards work out exactly what
gave him the great Bandwagon idea. One minute he
was peacefully watching the 3 o’clock at Kingdom Hill,
and the next he was flooded with a breathtaking, wild
and unholy glee.

He laughed aloud. He slapped his thigh. He stood
up and jigged about, unable to bear the audacity of his
thoughts sitting down. ‘Oh Moses,” he said, gulping for
air. ‘Money for old rope. Kingdom Hill, here I come.’

Tricksy Wilcox was not the most intelligent of men.

Friday morning, Major Kevin Cawdor- J ones, Manager
of Kingdom Hill Racecourse, took his briefcase to the
routine meeting of the Executive Committee, most of
whom detested each other. Owned and run by a small
private company constantly engaged in boardroom
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wars, the racecourse suffered from the results of spite-
ful internecine decisions and never made the profit it
could have done.

The appointment of Cawdor-Jones was typical of
the mismanagement. Third on the list of possibles, and
far less able than one and two, he had been chosen
solely to side-step the bitter deadlock between the pro
one line-up and the pro two. Kingdom Hill in conse-
quence had acquired a mediocre administrator; and the
squabbling executives usually managed to thwart his
more sensible suggestions.

As a soldier Cawdor-Jones had been impulsive,
rashly courageous, and easygoing, qualities which had
ensured that he had not been given the essential pro-
motion to Colonel. As a man he was lazy and likeable,
and as a manager, soft.

The Friday meeting as usual wasted little time in
coming to blows.

‘Massive step-up of security,” repeated Bellamy, posi-
tively. ‘Number one priority. Starting at once. Today.’

Thin and sharp featured, Bellamy glared aggres-
sively round the table, and Roskin as usual with drawl-
ing voice opposed him.

‘Security costs money, my dear Bellamy.’

Roskin spoke patronizingly, knowing that nothing
infuriated Bellamy more. Bellamy’s face darkened with
fury, and the security of the racecourse, like so much
else, was left to the outcome of a personal quarrel.
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Bellamy insisted, ‘We need bigger barriers, special-
ized extra locks on all internal doors and double the
number of police. Work must start at once.’

‘Race crowds are not hooligans, my dear Bellamy.’

Cawdor-Jones inwardly groaned. He found it tedi-
ous enough already, on non-race days, to make his
tours of inspection, and he was inclined anyway not
to stick punctiliously to the safeguards that already
existed. Bigger barriers between enclosures would
mean he could no longer climb over or through, but
would have to walk the long way round. More locks
meant more keys, more time-wasting, more nuisance.
And all presumably for the sake of frustrating the very
few scroungers who tried to cross from a cheaper to a
dearer enclosure without paying. He thought he would
very much prefer the status quo.

The tempers rose around him, and the voices also.
He waited resignedly for a gap. ‘Er ...’ he said, clear-
ing his throat.

The heated pro-Bellamy faction and the sneering
pro-Roskin clique both turned towards him hopefully.
Cawdor-Jones was their mutual let-out; except, that
was, when his solution was genuinely constructive,
when they both vetoed it because they wished they had
thought of it themselves.

‘A lot of extra security would mean more work for
our staff,’ he said diffidently. ‘We might have to take
on an extra man or two to cope with it ... and after



