We’re all here in cool, calm, comfortable  pastel shaded  Fortnums because it was Desmond Elliotts’s  home from home - a few of the long standing staff here were family to him. I was lucky enough to be part of  his family too. We had lunch in the St James’s restaurant once a month and the lovely waitresses tucked us in to the banquette seat with pale lemon napkins as big as sheets. The ultimate comfort zone … safe and away from the world. Desmond was my mentor, inspiration and close friend. 
He mapped my working life with an extraordinary lightness of touch. 
I miss him most days. His straight clear view of things. His certainty. 
He knew a good book instantly and he would surely know that these three short listed novels are all winners - Their colours fly high. I am happy that the prize keeps Desmond’s spirit so alive and that he can continue to weave his magic from on high. (Perhaps his catholic orphanage upbringing paid off after all.)
Thank you Suzy Feay and Rodney Troubridge, (My erudite co judges) for all the alarmingly grown up literary discussions and arguments we had….. (as well as the laughs) high above the Totttenham Court Road.

We are all three deeply indebted to Dallas and the trustees of the Desmond Elliott prize for bringing  this event about ……and perhaps most of all to the wonderful Emma Manderson who read  the long list of nearly a hundred novels. 
She chose such an exciting ten for us to choose from and it’s been pure pleasure reading every single one of them. No drudge at all. In fact we recommend all ten as a summer reading list – each radically different from the next - all compelling. They should all should be recognized.  
It’s brave and commendable too that so many publishers continue to back new writing in the current climate and we and are grateful to them for submitting so many first novels.
Now to the short list of three, 
We’ve  reread them all and liked them better still. That in itself says a lot.  All three books serve to haunt the reader because their imagery is strong. 
Bold, magnificent war torn Liverpool is at the heart of  Anthony Quinn’s The Rescue Man with its deftly woven past and present threads of hope, reticence, quiet passion, and love of architecture – it’s an assured and beautifully constructed book .  ……
Edward Hogan’s  Blackmoor the doomed, depressing, tight laced  pit village in the Derbyshire coal fields where the innards of a small community as well as the innards of the old workings beneath its condemned, mean, streets are gently revealed with a rare sensitivity. 
And Nathalie Abbi Ezzi’s The Girl Made of dust which transports you instantly to the vibrant, passionate, richly coloured and headily scented country on the edge of Beirut where the ten year old innocence of the narrator is overshadowed by the chaotic and bewildering results of civil war and internal conflict. It’s beautifully written. Not a spare word in there.
Please remember, Anthony, Edward and Nathalie that you are all you three brilliant writers but one of you has come out a hair’s breadth in front. 
We’ve chosen Blackmoor to win the prize. 

The rich and elongated intimacy of its detail and the lyricism and complete originality of its prose, (maybe over the top in one or two instances, but it’s a first novel remember) and Hogan’s confident ability to get inside each of the main characters heads and to deal so breathtakingly well with the delicate edge of madness, tipped the balance. We look forward to his second novel.  

