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            Further praise for Memoir:

         

          ‘This is a story about a lost country, for McGahern’s Ireland is not found on a map; and a story about innocence and grace, power and the abuse of power … Simply, McGahern is the best writer; this is his best book.’ Hilary Mantel, Sunday Telegraph 

         
               

         

         ‘Nothing prepares one for the impact of this powerful memoir … Extraordinary … Spell-binding, spiritual.’ John Spain, Irish Independent

         
               

         

         ‘Profoundly beautiful… Sustains comparison with the very best descriptions of childhood, from Wordsworth to Proust.’ Robert Douglas-Fairhurst, Daily Telegraph

         
               

         

         ‘As searingly moving as any of [McGahern’s] novels.’ Christina Patterson, Independentii

         ‘John McGahern has always been a mesmerising writer of fiction. His ravishing Memoir discloses the source of his genius … The old Irish ways live on in his prose and he relishes the language of his people.’ Carmen Callil, New Statesman

         
               

         

         ‘He has now written this luminous plume of autobiography which even those unfamiliar with his fiction should read.’ Tom Rosenthal, Daily Mail

         
               

         

         ‘McGahern’s complex and beautiful book.’ John Carey, Sunday Times

         
               

         

         ‘[Memoir] forms a continuum with McGahern’s novels, which masterfully assemble easily overlooked details to create a proper density of scene and character. At the same time, it breaks new ground – not just because everything it contains has a manifestly personal value, but because McGahern has such success in exploiting the unrivalled clarity of a child’s-eye view … In a tremendously distinguished career, he has never written more movingly, or with a sharper eye.’ Andrew Motion, Guardian

         
               

         

         ‘A story of cruelty, bereavement and childhood torment told in McGahern’s peculiarly luminous, calm, and humorous voice, intensely and vividly local.’ Hermione Lee, Guardian (Books of the Year)
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            I want to thank my editors, Sonny Mehta for his support over many years, and Neil Belton for his painstaking reading of the manuscript. Ian Jack first read the manuscript in a very rough draft, and his suggestions were invaluable.

            I want especially to thank my sisters, Rosaleen, Margaret, Monica, Dympna, for their careful readings, corrections, their help with letters, and for bringing back into the light two important scenes that had slipped my memory.

            I owe Madeline McGahern debts of advice and help stretching back over many books.
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         The soil in leitrim is poor, in places no more than an inch deep. Underneath is daub, a blue-grey modelling clay, or channel, a compacted gravel. Neither can absorb the heavy rainfall. Rich crops of rushes and wiry grasses keep the thin clay from being washed away.

         The fields between the lakes are small, separated by thick hedges of whitethorn, ash, blackthorn, alder, sally, rowan, wild cherry, green oak, sycamore, and the lanes that link them under the Iron Mountains are narrow, often with high banks. The hedges are the glory of these small fields, especially when the hawthorn foams into streams of blossom each May and June. The sally is the first tree to green and the first to wither, and the rowan berries are an astonishing orange in the light from the lakes every September. These hedges are full of mice and insects and small birds, and sparrowhawks can be seen hunting all through the day. In their branches the wild woodbine and dog rose give off a deep fragrance in summer evenings, and on their banks grow the foxglove, the wild strawberry, primrose and fern and vetch among the crawling briars. The beaten pass the otter takes between the lakes can be traced along these banks and hedges, and in quiet places on the edge of the lakes are the little lawns speckled with fish bones and blue crayfish shells where the otter feeds and trains her young. Here and there surprising islands of rich green limestone are to be found. Among the rushes and wiry grasses also grow the wild orchid and the windflower. The very poorness of the soil saved these fields when old hedges and great trees were being levelled throughout Europe for factory farming, and, amazingly, amid unrelenting change, these fields have hardly changed at all since I ran and played and worked in them as a boy. 2

         A maze of lanes link the houses that are scattered sparsely about these fields, and the lanes wander into one another like streams until they reach some main road. These narrow lanes are still in use. In places, the hedges that grow on the high banks along the lanes are so wild that the trees join and tangle above them to form a roof, and in the full leaf of summer it is like walking through a green tunnel pierced by vivid pinpoints of light.

         I came back to live among these lanes thirty years ago. My wife and I were beginning our life together, and we thought we could make a bare living on these small fields and I would write. It was a time when we could have settled almost anywhere, and if she had not liked the place and the people we would have moved elsewhere. I, too, liked the place, but I was from these fields and my preference was less important.

         A different view of these lanes and fields is stated by my father: ‘My eldest son has bought a snipe run in behind the Ivy Leaf Ballroom,’ he wrote. In some ways, his description is accurate. The farm is small, a low hill between two lakes, and the soil is poor. My father would have seen it as a step down from the world of civil servants, teachers, doctors, nurses, policemen, tillage inspectors to which he belonged. Also, it was too close to where my mother’s relatives lived and where I had grown up with my mother. The very name of the Ivy Leaf Ballroom would have earned his disapproval.

         A local man, Patsy Conboy, built it with money he made in America. He first called it Fenaghville – it was the forerunner of the Cloudlands and the Roselands – and later it became, more appropriately, the Ivy Leaf. All through the 1950s and into the 1960s he hired famous dance bands. In spite of being denounced from several pulpits, the ballroom prospered and Patsy Conboy became a local hero, dispensing much employment. People came by bus, by lorry, hackney car, horse trap, on bicycle and on foot to dance the night away. Couples met amid the spangled lights on the dusty dance floor and invited one another out to view the moon and take the beneficial air: ‘There 3wasn’t a haycock safe for a mile around in the month of July.’ All the money Patsy Conboy made on the dancehall was lost in two less rooted ventures: a motorcycle track that turned into a quagmire as soon as it was used and an outdoor, unheated swimming pool amid the hundreds of small lakes and the uncertain weather. They were not rooted in the permanent need that made the ballroom such a success.

         Patsy was more than able to hold his ground against the pulpits. When he was losing money digging the unheated swimming pool out of daub and channel, men turned up for work with letters from their priests stating that they had large families to support and should be employed. Patsy was unmoved: ‘My advice to you, Buster, is to dump the priest and put a cap on that oil well of yours. They have been capping such oil wells for years in America. Families are smaller and everybody is better off.’

         He was living close by when we bought the snipe run. The Ivy Leaf was then a ruin, its curved iron roof rusted, its walls unpainted, and Patsy had gone blind. Nothing about Patsy or his ballroom or the snipe zigzagging above the rushes would have commended themselves to my father. We settled there and were happy. My relationship with these lanes and fields extended back to the very beginning of my life.

         
               

         

         When I was three years old I used to walk a lane like these lanes to Lisacarn School with my mother. We lived with her and our grandmother, our father’s mother, in a small bungalow a mile outside the town of Ballinamore. Our father lived in the barracks twenty miles away in Cootehall, where he was sergeant. We spent the long school holidays with him in the barracks, and he came and went to the bungalow in his blue Baby Ford on annual holidays and the two days he had off in every month. Behind the bungalow was a steep rushy hill, and beside it a blacksmith’s forge. The bungalow which we rented must have been built for the blacksmith and was a little way up from the main road that ran to Swanlinbar and Enniskillen and the 4North. The short pass from the road was covered with clinkers from the forge. They crunched like grated teeth beneath the traffic of hoofs and wheels that came and went throughout the day. Hidden in trees and bushes on the other side of the main road was the lane that led to Lisacarn where my mother taught with Master Foran. Lisacarn had only a single room and the teachers faced one another when they taught their classes, the long benches arranged so that their pupils sat back to back, a clear space between the two sets of benches on the boarded floor. On the windowsill glowed the blue Mercator globe, and wild flowers were scattered in jamjars on the sills and all about the room. Unusual for the time, Master Foran, whose wife was also a teacher, owned a car, a big Model-T Ford, and in wet weather my mother and I waited under trees on the corner of the lane to be carried to the school. In good weather we always walked. There was a drinking pool for horses along the way, gates to houses, and the banks were covered with all kinds of wild flowers and vetches and wild strawberries. My mother named these flowers for me as we walked, and sometimes we stopped and picked them for the jamjars. I must have been extraordinarily happy walking that lane to school. There are many such lanes all around where I live, and in certain rare moments over the years while walking in these lanes I have come into an extraordinary sense of security, a deep peace, in which I feel that I can live for ever. I suspect it is no more than the actual lane and the lost lane becoming one for a moment in an intensity of feeling, but without the usual attendants of pain and loss. These moments disappear as suddenly and as inexplicably as they come, and long before they can be recognized and placed.

         I don’t think I learned anything at school in Lisacarn, though I had a copybook I was proud of. I was too young and spoiled, and spoiled further by the older girls who competed in mothering me during the school breaks. I remember the shame and rage when they carried me, kicking and crying, into the empty schoolroom to my mother. Everybody was laughing: I had sat 5on a nest of pismires on the bank until most of the nest was crawling inside my short trousers.

         I am sure my mother took me with her because she loved me and because I had become a nuisance in the house. I had three sisters already, the twins Breedge and Rosaleen and the infant Margaret, not much more than three years spanning all four of us. Our grandmother had been a dressmaker and stood arrow- straight in her black dresses. My handsome father, who stood arrow-straight as well until he was old, was her only child. She had been a local beauty and was vain and boastful. She was forever running down the poor land of Leitrim and its poor- looking inhabitants, which must have done nothing for her popularity. It was true that my father’s relatives were tall and many were handsome: ‘When we went to your mother’s wedding and saw all those whoosins from Cavan – Smiths and Leddys and Bradys and McGaherns – we felt like scrunties off the mountain,’ my Aunt Maggie told me once laughingly. The McGaherns set great store on looks and maleness and position. There was a threat of violence in them all, and some were not a little mad and none had tact. There was a wonderful-looking first cousin of my father’s, Tom Leddy, a guard like my father, who had also married a teacher. He was stationed at Glenfarne on the shores of Lough Melvin. Years later, out of the blue, he called soon after my father had remarried to find my stepmother alone in the house, a clever, plain-looking woman who adored my father and was both his slave and master. Having introduced himself forthrightly, he demanded, ‘Who are you? Are you the new housekeeper?’ ‘I’m Frank’s wife,’ she responded. ‘Frank’s wife,’ he looked at her in amazement and broke into such uncontrollable laughter that he had to sit down. ‘Frank’s wife. That’s the best one I’ve heard in years. The whole country must be going bananas.’ When he rose, he repeated, ‘Frank’s wife. You have made my day. Well, whoever you are, tell Frank that his cousin Tom Leddy called and that I’ll call soon again one of these years’, and left as abruptly as he came.

         Whether my grandmother was a little mad as well, I was too 6young to know. She either had a great influence on my father or their temperaments were similar. Who can tell whether certain temperaments are ever influenced by nurture? They were both violent and wilful. Once, when she caught me burning bits of paper in the open grate of the small range to watch them blaze in the fascination children have with flame, she caught and thrust my finger between the glowing bars. She disregarded both my cries and my mother’s horrified protestations. ‘You have the child half ruined already. There’s only one way he’ll learn.’ Neither she nor my father had any sense of humour, and they hardly ever smiled or laughed, and they looked on any manifestation of enjoyment in others as a symptom of irresponsibility. They also saw it as diverting attention from themselves. The difference between them was great as well. My father was intelligent and could be charming, even gallant, when he wanted. Though he was as vain and proud as she, he was never boastful: ‘Nobody blows themselves up other than fools. If you need praise, get others to do it for you.’

         I was a single star until the twins arrived, and I became insanely jealous of the natural transfer of attention. On dry days, when my mother was at school, my grandmother often left the twins out in the sun between the house and the forge, high on the sloping pass of clinkers that ran to the open gate on the road. I was forever around the forge, and she would warn me to mind them before going back into the house, having locked the brake on their big pram. I must have been planning how to get them out of my life for some time. I learned to unlock the brake, and one day, after careful checking that nobody was watching either from the forge or the house or the road, I pushed the pram down the slope. The pass wasn’t steep and the wheels would have bumped and slowed on the clinkers, but before it came to a stop the pram wheeled off the pass and overturned. The twins weren’t hurt, but all this time my grandmother had been observing me from behind a curtain, and made not the slightest attempt – she had only to tap the window – to protect the twins, though she was out of the house and able to 7seize me as I was watching the pram overturn in terrified dismay.

         I saw this same calculating coldness in my father many times. When he retired and was living on a small farm in Grevisk, he saw two boys on their way from school leave their bicycles on the side of the road to cross the fields into his orchard. Instead of confronting them there or giving them a few apples, as many would have done, he walked out to the road and wheeled their bicycles into the house. When they returned from the orchard, they found their bicycles gone. That night he telephoned the parents.

         As well as becoming troublesome in the house, I was also beginning to cause trouble around the forge, haunting the place, persecuting the men with questions, wanting to swing from the bellows. I was fascinated by all that went on in that dark cave, the huge horses arriving, the carts, the traps, the mules, the jennets, the donkeys. At the very back of the shed glowed the coal fire on the raised hearth, regularly doused with more coal and blown into a white heat. The red smouldering iron was taken with tongs from the fire. The hard, metal sparks flew in an arc as the iron was battered into shape on the anvil. An acrid smell of burning rose as the hot shoe sizzled on the lifted hoof. Outside the forge was a large stone circle on which the iron shoeing for cartwheels was beaten into shape. Watching all this battering and hammering, I was driven to furious imitation. I had a little red car with a steering wheel and pedals and a seat that was already too small. The big toy could be propelled slowly along with pedalling, more speedily and dangerously on a steep hill. From somewhere I borrowed a hammer – possibly from the forge – and spent the whole morning working on the car. The result was a wreck. Instead of having an enlarged car that travelled at speed, it now would not move. In tears, I took it to the forge. They must have been amused and beat it gently back into something close to its original shape, but I never felt that the car was the same again. Soon afterwards I was found in the forge underneath a horse, gravely looking up at the blacksmith 8burning the track of the new shoe on the pared hoof, and was carried into my grandmother. I was scolded and beaten and wasn’t allowed outside the house for days, and when I eventually was, the forge was forbidden. The men often talked to me and answered my questions and were kind, but I did not enter the forge. I had learned that you crossed my father’s mother at your peril. Though I was not yet school-going age, my mother decided to take me out of harm’s way and my grandmother’s rule.

         Along the high hedges, the banks of flowers that we walked, there was a meadow that was to acquire a darker history. John Gilchrist killed Bernie McManus with a hedge knife because of what went on in this meadow. Gilchrist, Giolla Iosa, the Servant of Christ, was a homeless labourer who lived with the Galligans. One of John Gilchrist’s tasks was to draw water from a spring well in a corner of Bernie McManus’s meadow. There was a right of way through the meadow to the spring. Bernie McManus used to tie the gates and stand in the middle of the right of way after rain to force Gilchrist off the path into the long wet grass of the meadow. This had apparently gone on to everybody’s amusement for a long time, and there were other petty persecutions, until one evening Gilchrist went to Bernie McManus’s house with a hedge knife and killed him in the cowhouse with a number of blows to the head and neck. The guards said that Gilchrist was very quiet when they came to arrest him: ‘He was trying to drive me from the place. He made my life not worth living,’ was all he would say. At his trial he was found to be insane. Vincie McManus, a big, quiet, gentle boy, who lived to see his father’s murder, often walked that lane with us to Lisacarn.

         My mother was unusual in that she disliked using any form of physical punishment when it was routine and widespread and savage beatings were a commonplace in schools, but she had trouble with the inspectors over the lack of strict discipline in her classes. In those remote schools the teachers were expected to serve the inspector lunch, and I remember her anxiety as she prepared the lunch the night before, having bought rare delicacies 9such as ham and tomatoes. The demand that all the children of the State should be able to speak and write in Irish had been raised to a punitive level. If the classes were found to be less than proficient in Irish, the teacher could lose salary increments. This brought an added tension to the inspections and insured that a great many school hours were wasted on the teaching of Irish, to the neglect of other subjects, at a time when most of the children would have to emigrate to Britain or America to find work in factories or on building sites or as domestics. Such was her nature that she tried to put a good face on everything and to keep us from her own anxiety.

         
               

         

          I haven’t a single memory of my father staying in the bungalow, though he must have come many times in the blue Baby Ford he owned. On the dashboard of the small car was a glass jar filled with long sugarsticks wrapped in cellophane. Most were yellow but some were green and red and black. I thought they were beautiful as well as desirable, but they were never unwrapped or given around and seemed to serve the same function as permanent flowers.

         That I have not a single memory of my father in the house and that the lane to Lisacarn was walked alone with my mother conforms to a certain primal pattern of the father and the son. The first memory I have of him in all that time seems to reinforce this further. The memory is of a summer in the barracks in Cootehall. My grandmother, my mother, the twins and I must have gone there during the long school holidays.

         I had a head of curls like a girl. My father decided to remove them in spite of my frightened protests, made worse by my mother’s and grandmother’s obvious distress, which served only to strengthen his resolve. In his uniform with the three silver stripes of his rank on the blue sleeve, he took me out into the long hallway that ran along the stairs to the door of the dayroom. He took a chair and newspaper and the small silver shears from the green box and locked the two women into the living room.10

         This hallway was always dark, but there must have been light enough from the small window beneath the stairs. The chair was set down on the newspaper and it did not take long to remove the curls. Exultant, he brought me back into the living room, where my outraged cries must have added to the distress of the two women. He carried the curls in the folds of the newspaper. ‘Weep not for me, O women of Jerusalem, but for yourselves and for your children,’ he quoted triumphantly.

         In trying to explain that open or latent sense of conflict that always lay between us at even the best of times, my sisters, who remained close to my father, used to say that after my birth he felt displaced in my mother’s affections and was never able to forgive or come to terms with that hurt; but I am certain if that hadn’t been present, something else would have been found. In turn, those brown curls in the folds of the newspaper came to resemble for me John the Baptist’s severed head borne into the room on a silver plate. Religion and religious imagery were part of the air we breathed.

         Prayers were said each morning. Work and talk stopped in fields and houses and school and shop and the busy street at the first sound of the Angelus bell each day at noon. Every day was closed with the Rosary at night. The worlds to come, hell and heaven and purgatory and limbo, were closer and far more real than America or Australia and talked about almost daily as our future reality.

         Heaven was in the sky. My mother spoke to me of heaven as concretely and with as much love as she named the wild flowers. Above us the sun of heaven shone. Beyond the sun was the gate of heaven. Within the gates were the thrones and mansions, the Three Persons in the One God, the Blessed Virgin, the angels and saints, and beyond those mansions were the gardens of paradise where time ceased and everything entered an instant of joy that lasted for all eternity at one with the mind of God. It was her prayer and fervent hope that we would all live there together in happiness with God for all eternity.

         Heaven was in the sky. Hell was in the bowels of the earth. 11There, eternal fire raged. The souls of the damned had to dwell in hell through all eternity, deprived for ever of the sight of the face of God. At its entrance was a great river. Across a wide plain, naked and weeping, came the souls of the damned from the Judgment Seat, bearing only a single coin to give to the boatman to take them across the river into eternal fire.

         Between this hell and heaven, purgatory was placed. Descriptions of it were vague, probably because all of us expected to spend time there. The saints alone went straight to heaven. In purgatory, we would have to be purified in flame to a whiteness like that of snow before we could join the saints in the blessedness of heaven.

         Away in a silent corner was limbo, where grave-faced children who hadn’t received baptism slept, without consciousness or pain, throughout all eternity. Limbo was closed to us because of our baptism. In those young years, contemplating a future hell, or at best the long purifications of purgatory, it did not seem a bad place at all, and there were times when I hoped that some essential rite had been overlooked during my baptism; but I could not communicate this to my mother.

         At Easter my mother always showed us the sun. ‘Look how the molten globe and all the glittering rays are dancing! The whole of heaven is dancing in its joy that Christ has risen.’ When Easter arrived with overcast skies and we asked for the sun, she assured us it was dancing behind the clouds. Blessed are those who have not seen but have believed.

         At times in the evening the sun appeared within reach, when it stood in the whitethorns high on the hill behind the house before disappearing. I began to watch it as I had earlier eyed the bright battering at the forge. If I could climb the hill while it rested in the whitethorns, I could walk through the sun to the gate of heaven. Once I started to climb, it was like climbing a terrible stairs, having to claw and drag my way up through the rushes; but with every step the sun grew closer, and it was still there when I got to the whitethorns. I pushed through a hole in the hedge and rolled down into a dry drain. I intended to walk 12into the sun when I rose from the drain, but what confronted me was a mocking mirage: the sun was miles away, on the top of another hill. A long, flat plain of wheaten sedge lay between the two hills that would take days and hours to cross. I must have crawled or fallen back into the drain in a sleep of pure exhaustion.

         It was dark when I woke to hear voices calling my name and saw stars bright in the sky. I was scolded and carried down to the house. Their anxiety changed to amusement and laughter and some wonder when they learned my story. I had tried to climb to the sun to get to the gate of heaven. I had not understood that you have to pass through death to reach that gate.

         My grandmother had grown very possessive, and this must have been one of the reasons my mother took me with her on that lane to Lisacarn before I was of school-going age. When I went down with whooping cough my grandmother had her revenge. She shut me up in her own room and locked the door when she left the room. My mother did not see me for weeks. She had to go to school, my grandmother argued, and she and the twins and the infant Margaret couldn’t be let run the risk of infection. As soon as the first wave of the illness passed, I became very distressed that I couldn’t get to my mother nor she to me. I shouted and called out to her through the locked door. Even the Rosary was said with the door locked. My mother counselled me to be patient and to pray that soon I’d be better and able to walk the lane to school again. In those weeks only once was I taken from the room.

         There was a cure for the whooping cough that involved a mule or jennet or a donkey. A neighbour of ours, Tommy Quinn, who spent any money he got on drink and was thought to be a little simple, lived with his brother Jim in a black house across the road in a rookery of trees. He came with the animal very late one night to the back door. I am sure the idea of the cure came from my grandmother and that Tommy came late at night so that the ritual could not be observed. The night was very cold. In a bundle of blankets I was taken out and passed 13beneath the jennet or mule or donkey three times in the name of the Father and the Son and the Holy Ghost. I remember the frost glistening on the hard ground and the sky was full of stars as I was handed back and forth. My happiness was intense when I was restored to my mother and we were walking the lane to Lisacarn together again.

         Troubles with my grandmother did not cease; I was now her undisputed favourite, albeit a wary and unwilling one. She took to boasting about me in the same way she did about Cavan and the whoosins from there who were her relatives, the McGaherns and the Bradys and the Smiths and the Leddys. Though I was never to be handsome or tall, she would say, ‘Sean has the brains of the world and can do anything.’ My mother would have disliked this boasting and done everything she could to temper it.

         One Saturday my grandmother decided to send me all the way into town to Aunt Maggie’s shop for a packet of cornflakes. My mother protested that I was too young for such a long journey and offered to accompany me. My grandmother would have none of it: ‘He’s well able. He’s far too mollycoddled. It’s time he learned to strike out on his own.’

         The town was a little less than a mile from the bungalow, and my aunt’s shop was beside the railway station. Her brother, my Uncle Pat, who owned a hackney car, lived with her and met the trains with his car. She also kept lodgers, men who worked on the railway, firemen, drivers, repair linesmen, nearly all of them from Dublin. The shop sold sweets, chocolate, fruit, cigarettes, toys, groceries, schoolbooks and stationery. I was delighted at the prospect of getting away into the town on my own.

         There was no rain, and I arrived at the shop with the coins and a note from my mother. The errand was probably greeted with derision as soon as its source was discovered. I was fussed over, given biscuits and tea in the delicious heat and comfort of the kitchen, before being sent on my way home with the packet of cornflakes. At Lisacarn I had watched enviously from the bank as the older boys played football, and my dream was to 14learn to play. Once I was clear of the town, I had a free road. There was no traffic, no carts, no bicycles, only a few people walking. As soon as they passed, I put the packet down and kicked it the whole way home – free kicks, kicks from the hand, kicks at goal. By the time I reached the bungalow, the packet wasn’t recognizable. As soon as my grandmother saw it, she was beside herself. The beating would have been much worse but for my mother’s intervention.

         Suddenly, my grandmother disappeared. She was there one day and gone the next. I must have accepted whatever explanation was given. She was there and then she was gone, and the days continued without her disappearance making any difference to our lives.

         I was to see her a last time. One Sunday my father came for us in the Ford, the jar of wrapped sugarsticks on the dashboard like permanent flowers. He was in the brown suit that had been tailored for his wedding day, which he wore for years afterwards. My mother was dressed in a long pleated woollen dress. Not only was this Sunday outing unusual but even more so was the shining care with which they were both dressed. We were told that the twins and I were going to Carrick-on-Shannon to visit our grandmother. Rosaleen and Breedge were dressed identically in cotton dresses of the same flowery material; even their hair was parted and combed in the same fashion and tied with the same colour of ribbon. When the twins were dressed like this, hardly anybody outside the family was able to tell them apart. I was in my summer Mass clothes – white shirt, short blue trousers, white ankle socks, polished black shoes. The car stopped at Aunt Maggie’s shop, and Mother got out to buy grapes and sweets. My father must have felt she was spending too much time with her sister in the shop because soon he was muttering and complaining aloud to us, and then he blew the horn. She was full of apologies when she came out, but he continued muttering to himself, driving away in an angry silence. There were many times, then and later, when Aunt Maggie and my father weren’t speaking, and this must have been one of 15those times, for otherwise she would have come out to the car to greet us.

         We drove through the town in silence, passing the big stone barracks by the bridge to which our father had come as a young sergeant when the Civil War was ending. By the canal on the outskirts of the town was the convent with the blue-and-white grotto of the Blessed Virgin that had been our mother’s first school. The punishing silence was broken only when the spires of the churches came into view above the low roofs of Carrick. On a higher isolated hill stood a water tower, like a huge concrete mushroom, beside a grey stone building that was once the poorhouse and was now the hospital we were going to visit.

         We walked down a long corridor before pausing outside a numbered door. My mother and father whispered together. They must have been afraid to face my grandmother. My father put the grapes into my hands. ‘Sean, you go and see Granny first.’

         The door opened. I saw her head on pillows and went towards her with the black grapes. She was glad to see me, and we kissed. The twins came next with the chocolates, and, a long time afterwards, my father and mother. All I remember of the rest of the visit was my grandmother’s bitter complaints that they had put her in the poorhouse and left her to die. She wouldn’t concede that it was a hospital or that she needed care. As we were leaving, she wanted to give back the grapes and chocolates, but my father insisted that they had been bought specially for her. He scolded her that she should make more of an effort to like the place, as she was being given great care. This was the only time I ever saw her cry. My mother took us out into the corridor and my father remained behind with her a long time.

         Some time afterwards, a Hail Mary for the repose of her soul was added to the prayers we said each night at the end of the Rosary. We said the prayer mechanically, as we said all prayers, without the words having any import or meaning.

         For all her boasting, my grandmother never once mentioned 16her husband. Neither did I ever hear her son make any reference to his father, though later he was always pontificating on the filial respect and duty sons owed their fathers. There were rumours that my father was illegitimate, that his father was a bar owner in New York who had come home to marry the local beauty and returned to New York with the intention of selling the bar. The more probable history is that he was a small farmer or labourer who died soon after marrying my grandmother. Except for my father’s physical presence in the world, by this time it was as if he had never lived.

         A greater change now happened. The number of pupils fell in Lisacarn. At a time of harsh government cutbacks no new teachers were being employed. My mother was placed on the ‘Panel’. All vacancies had to be filled from these panels, and the teachers had no choice but to move. The school was Beaghmore, close to Carrigallen, ten or eleven miles away. Unusual for the time, it had a woman principal, a large, pleasant woman who had married into a prosperous farm beside the school. We left the bungalow and moved into a stark two- storeyed house overlooking a bog near Cloone.

         There was no running water then, other than in streams or rivers, no electricity, no TV, very few radios, and when newspapers were bought they were shared between houses. Each locality lived within its own small world, and moving to the house overlooking the bog was like moving to a different country. The war that was now all over Europe was a distant rumour. I remember vividly an excited man coming into the house and waving his arms around as he declared, ‘German planes are manuring bombs down on England!’

         My mother walked the two miles from the house to Beaghmore in all weathers with the twins. Margaret and our baby sister Monica were minded by the new maid. I walked in the opposite direction to Augharan School, no more than a half- mile away on the road to Newtowngore. There were mornings I wished it was a hundred miles away. 17

         For long, my father had been complaining that my mother spoiled me – that she spoiled us all – and he saw the closeness of Augharan as an opportunity for correction: I would be torn from my mother’s petticoats and be made into a man in the natural harshness of the world. At Augharan he got his wish.

         Mrs McCann was the junior teacher in Augharan. She was married to a tailor in Carrigallen and cycled to and from the town each day. She kept a supply of bright yellow bamboo canes in the press, and when they splintered she used ash and sally and hazel from the hedges and plied them with zeal all through the day, for errors and mistakes, oral or written, for any straying of attention or the slightest indiscipline. The worst punishments were administered out in the corridor, away from the classroom.

         I probably wasn’t beaten any more than the other children, but I wasn’t used to being beaten, and after my mother’s gentleness it was a descent into hell. I tried fiercely to leave Augharan and go with her and the twins to Beaghmore, but to no avail.

         My father stood behind the decision. Whether it was because we were older and more aware, he seemed to be coming more often to the house. Talk of the war in Britain and Europe was now constant, and I made a silent, fervent prayer of my own each night after the Rosary that God in His mercy would send one of the German planes over England astray in the night to manure a bomb down on Augharan School while we slept.

         I doubt if Mrs McCann was unusually violent for that time. I have seen men my own age grow strange with anger when recalling their schooling: ‘Often we wouldn’t be able to hold tools in the evenings, our hands would be that black and swollen. They’d often pull across the legs or the arms and shoulders. How we learned anything was a mystery. Heading out to school each day was pure misery.’

         I am sure there were exceptions, but once anything is licensed it can grow monstrous and be scarcely noticed. The only recourse for parents then was to come to the school to complain or go to the priest, or threaten law, but that was rare. 18Authority’s writ ran from God the Father down and could not be questioned. Violence reigned as often as not in the homes as well. One of the compounds at its base was sexual sickness and frustration, as sex was seen, officially, as unclean and sinful, allowable only when it too was licensed. Doctrine separated body and soul. The soul was eternal and belonged to God. The body that carried it was unclean, prone to sin and disease, and would die, though I doubt if Mrs McCann was concerned with this duality as she plied her canes and hazels.

         Since all my attempts to get away had come to nothing, I turned now to see if I could chance on anything that might woo her to my side. On the way to school was a little garden by an abandoned cottage. Someone had enriched and cultivated it once, but it was neglected now and wild, rank with thistle and nettle and briar and dock. I developed the habit of looking at the wild flowers along the way on my own, as we had once named them together on the lane to Lisacarn. It might also have been a way of delaying my arrival at Augharan, but I thought the purple thistle blossoms were especially beautiful, lovely as roses. A small wooden gate opened into the garden, and I thought that if I could beat my way into the tall growth I would be able to gather a big bunch of the purple blossoms to take to Mrs McCann. By the time I had a small bunch picked, I was stung with nettles and my hands and legs were bloodied from the crawling briars. Perhaps not recognizing the thistles immediately, Mrs McCann took the bunch of purple blossoms in amazement, but as soon as she felt the thorns and recognized the despised weed, she grew enraged. What did I think I was doing bringing thistles to the school? Who did I think she was? Was I making fun of her and the school? She had never seen the like. She ordered me to throw the thistles out before she lost control of herself. I returned to the classroom humiliated, knowing that my attempt at ingratiation had only worsened my position. If I wasn’t able to find knowledge of this shameful abasement within myself, I had only to look around at the sly, knowing smiles of my classmates. 19

         My humiliation was further deepened when I told my mother what had happened. I showed her my torn legs and wrists, the nettle stings, but when I finished she was unable to stop laughing and was joined by my sisters. I was about to run from the house when she drew me to her. I had only another month to go till my first communion, she told me. If I learned my catechism well and received my First Confession and communion, I could then leave Augharan and go with her and the twins to Beaghmore. I was barely able to believe my good fortune.

         Mrs McCann’s husband made the blue suit for my first communion. The evening before, my mother had taken me to the dark church of Aughavas where my first confession was heard. That night Mr McCann came on a motorbike to our house above the bog with the tailored blue suit. I wore it the next morning with a white shirt and white ankle socks in new shoes. The farm next to the house where we bought milk had a big sidecar. There wasn’t place for my mother, but I was given a seat in front with the driver. My mother cycled to the church. I had never felt so high up before and was too terrified to look down at the road or the horses’ hoofs as the hedges flew past. Mrs McCann was in the church, and she shepherded the class to our seats and then to the altar rail, where, with closed eyes, we received from the priest the white wafer that was the Body of Christ. I was made much of afterwards. People gave me coins that were heavy and jingled when I shook the pockets of my new blue suit. As we came home on the sidecar, I was less afraid and began to enjoy the height and wide view in my newfound grace. If I fell now and died, I would go straight to heaven. I had been fasting from the night before and was starving. A royal feast waited in the house: a mug of steaming tea, a plate of buttered toast, a fried egg, pork sausage, two slices of grilled bacon and a piece of black pudding. ‘Daddy wrote that he’d love to be here but wasn’t able to get off,’ our mother said.

         The next morning I did not have to turn away and face for Augharan when we got to the road. In pure relief and happiness, 20I reached out and took my mother’s hand as she and I and the twins set out for Beaghmore.

         All these roads were dirt roads that ran between wild hedges studded with mature trees – ash or oak or sycamore – and high grass margins. The road from the house reached the wider road to Carrigallen. We crossed a stone bridge and then turned up the short lane to the school.

         Beaghmore had two classrooms but no porch and was on the lane; it had no playground, just space for the two dry lavatories beneath the tall boundary hedge at the back. The playground was a field on the other side of the lane where we played ball and ran and jumped amid the grazing, incurious cattle.

         The woman principal became very friendly with my mother. I remember her comfortable pleasantness but not her name, while I can never forget Mrs McCann. Her house was close to the school and we were often invited there, and on many Friday evenings we stayed for tea. When we left, we were often given pots of jam or preserves or eggs and fresh vegetables or material that could be made into children’s clothes. The two women would sit and chat while we listened without understanding or wandered out into the farmyard. There were many sheds full of pigs and cattle, a house for fowl, a stable with three horses, ploughs and harrows, mowing machines, mangles, tedders, rakers. What I came away with was a sense of plenty, warmth and ease and comfort, even luxury set against the bareness of our rented rooms. I took this same sense away from most of the houses we visited, together with a vague troubled feeling of shame and diminishment.

         ‘Why can’t we have a house like those houses, Mammy?’

         ‘Maybe one day we will – but money and comfort isn’t everything. When people are rich it is often harder for them to leave the world.’

         ‘Does it mean it is harder for them to get to heaven?’

         ‘If they come to love the world too much it is harder. God is more important than the world and He sees all.’

         On occasional Sundays we also visited the Cooneys, who had 21a roadside shop on the main road to Carrigallen and a travelling shop. This was a horse-drawn van Mr Cooney took round different roads on set days each week, selling goods and groceries, buying fowl and rabbits, eggs and butter. The Cooneys had a boy and a girl in my mother’s classes in Beaghmore. I remember a Sunday when the air was full of swallows, swooping and darting low around the windowsills. Mr Cooney told us that if we could place a grain of salt on a swallow’s tail the bird would freeze in the air and we could take it in our hand. We spent frustrating hours while a full packet of salt was wasted and Mr Cooney grew sore with laughter. As recompense, he gave us pocketfuls of sweets. Like many people, Mrs Cooney was very drawn to my mother, but the Cooneys never visited our house. I have no idea what excuses were made, what inadequacies were pleaded, if any. The explanation may have been simply that Mrs Cooney, like many women of the time, never liked leaving her own house.

         On rare Saturdays Mr and Mrs King cycled to us across the bog. They were both teachers and talked with Mother. To us they were kindly but distant, and belonged much more to their class and profession than our mother did. Years afterwards their daughter told me that Mrs King and my mother had spent five years together in the Marist Convent in Carrick-on-Shannon and were the outstanding students in their year, both of them winning scholarships to Trinity College. Because of the ban on Trinity, they couldn’t be employed in the National Schools when they graduated, but as the nuns had educated them and found a way round the ban to allow them to avail of the scholarships, they now disregarded the Church edict further by employing them in their own convent schools. Once established in the system, they were then able to move out to the schools the priests managed.

         
               

         

         Our close neighbours were our most constant visitors, dropping in at all sorts of times throughout the day, as was usual then – to be passing the house was reason enough – and they sometimes 22came at night to sit around the fire. In good weather Aunt Maggie cycled out to us on Wednesdays, which was the half-day closing in the town. We looked towards Wednesdays with excitement, as she always brought sweets and biscuits from the shop, and were disappointed when it rained, and Uncle Pat sometimes came unexpectedly in his big car when he had a hackney run near Carrigallen.

         The other visitors we had were all relatives of my father’s. His home place near Gowna was not far from Carrigallen, and he encouraged them to visit us, though he’d be far from happy if they took to visiting him. I suspect that he viewed them as a counterweight to my mother’s relatives, whom he resented. They were, for the most part, young women who would cycle over to us from Gowna in the evening, stay the night and leave with us when we set out for school in the morning. Secretly, my mother did not welcome these visits, but neither did she stand in their way, and when they came she put them at their ease and made them welcome. After a succession of maids, we now had Bridgie McGovern, a handsome, temperamental girl, who was to stay with us for some time.

         Of the young girls and women who cycled over to us from Gowna, I remember a close cousin of my father’s, perhaps because of her beauty – she had very pale skin and black hair – but it is more likely that the memory is fixed by an incident on the way to school. As we walked to school in the morning, the girl wheeling her bicycle on her way home after staying the night, my mother quietly excused herself and turned aside. A grey stream poured from her mouth into the long grass and nettles growing on the margins of the road.

         ‘It’s only early morning sickness,’ she explained to the girl when she had composed herself and resumed the walk. The girl nodded and asked some further question, and the walk and conversation continued normally as if nothing had happened. In spite of this, I was touched by a strange foreboding, but was too fearful to ask anything.

         I felt the same fear when my father was in the house. I knew 23he resented that I had been given my way over Augharan and Mrs McCann. There was always tension when he was in the house, scolding about how money was being wasted, or the poor way the house was being run, or my mother’s relatives. In certain moods he did not need a reason to fall into a passion of complaint, which then fed off its own anger. A child can become infected with unhappiness. This was further worsened by a scene that reached back to the shearing of my head of curls beneath the stairs in the barrack hallway. Late at night the small blue car arrived with my father in one of his black moods. This focused instantly on my face, which was covered with scabs from a childhood disease, probably impetigo. In the morning he kept me from school and drove me to the doctor in Carrigallen. He had a love/hate relationship with doctors, and though we spent a long time in the surgery and there was much argument, I was too afraid and confused to know what was happening. From the surgery we went straight to the chemist’s, probably for an antiseptic lotion or ointment. When he got home he ordered Bridgie McGovern to boil water, got a basin and mirror and towel and sharp knife, and disinfected the water and knife. Then he proceeded to remove all the scabs with the knife. I was terrified of him – the knife, the ceremony that was as fixed as an execution.

         The treatment worked, the sores healed, and the knife left no scars, but the next time I saw the blue Baby Ford arrive I ran to a big chestnut tree we were used to climbing near the house, and I hid there. I was able to observe the house and the car, and though I heard my name called out, I remained in the tree. Towards evening the car left, and the calling became more anxious and constant, and I went into the house.

         The next time he came to the house he was at his most charming. He had a physical attractiveness that practically glowed when he was in this humour, but seldom was he able to sustain it: he demanded that the whole outside world should reflect it perfectly back. Once this mirror dimmed or failed, his mood would turn. On this day in the stark house above the bog, we 24must have responded perfectly because the house was filled with contentment and peace all through the day and into the night and morning, until we gathered outside the house to wave to the car as he drove away.

         While he was with us I was given the special task of introducing him to the house of two children who attended Beaghmore, a boy and a girl, a few years older than I was, whose parents were both dumb. One of the wonders of the school was that, while neither the father nor the mother could utter a word, both children could speak perfectly and were bright. The father was a skilled watchmaker, repairing clocks and watches and various sorts of light machinery; it was said he could fix anything that ran. They lived in an iron-roofed cottage behind tall hedges, and they had a little land. They kept one cow, and gardened, growing flowers and many varieties of vegetables, and the place was beautifully tended. Their industry was such that it was often remarked how much time so-called normal people wasted on talk. Close to the houses the father had built and erected a tall wind-charger that he used to light the house, and this is what attracted my father.

         After we went through the gate in the tall hedge, the daughter met us at the door. Over her shoulder we could see her father with his eyeglass in place working at his watchmaker’s bench. Proudly, I introduced my father and explained the reason for our visit. She went back into the house and brought the father out. With rapid hand signals they communicated, she rotating her arm in imitation of the movement of the blades and pointing to my father. Her father then nodded his understanding and agreement, and gestured to my father to follow him to the windmill and the small house at its foot where the wet batteries were stored. They spent a long time together. The boy now joined his sister and they both showed me the gardens, the white-washed cowhouse and their brindled cow, the ducks and geese and hens they kept. I thought I glimpsed the mother within the house, but she didn’t appear. My father remained in the same good humour as we drove away. He talked of erecting a similar wind-charger 25alongside the sycamore tree at the barracks that would not only light the rooms but work the big Cossor radio he kept on the shelf beside the curtained medicine press.

         
               

         

         A few weeks later the world of Beaghmore was ended. Mother suddenly had to go away. For what or why we were not told. ‘You all have to be good now and cause no trouble and pray for Mammy.’ Faces were grave and anxious and closed against questioning. The house above the bog was closed. All five of us and Bridgie McGovern were moved to the barracks in Cootehall. The rooms in the living quarters had been uninhabited for so long, other than by my single father and a maid, that they gave back our voices when we shouted out. This shouting soon got on his nerves down in the dayroom: he opened the dayroom door and roared up at us to have manners, to be quiet and remember that we were no longer living in a field.

         The village of Cootehall was scattered randomly about a big triangular field, Henry’s field. No two shops or houses adjoined one another, and they were set down as haphazardly as if they had been carried there on various breezes. There was a church, a post office, the barracks, a presbytery, two shops, three bars, a few houses. A row of buildings, all owned by Michael Henry – stables, cowhouses, a granary, a bar, a dwelling house, a grocery store – stood across a narrow lane from the church wall.

         Michael Henry had bought the grocery and farm with money he made in America, and added a low building to the two- storeyed row of buildings already there to serve as a grocery store. It stood directly across from the church gates and was designed to attract worshippers who would not want to be seen entering a bar. A few yards further down the road at McDermott’s Cross was Cassidy’s shop. The Cassidys were said to have old money from the time

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
            
         

         
         
            
         

         
         
         
            
            
            
               
            

            
            
            
            
            
            
            
               
            

            
         

         
         
            
            
            
            
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
         

         
         
            
            
            
            
            
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
            
            
         

         
         
         
            
            
            
            
            
            
         

         
         
            
         

         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
            
            
            
            
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
            
            
            
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
            
            
            
         

         
         
            
            
            
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
            
            
            
         

         
         I was out home one evening and they are all very well and happy thank God. It does me good to look at them, there are 3 very good little children there, and they are very cute, but poor Mother she is happy despite all but heartbroken, only keeping her good side out.
         

         
         
            
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
            
            
            
            
         

         
         
            
            
            
            
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         You are probably correct about the land at Knockvicar. Surely you are correct when you are not enthusiastic. The price asked was not too high, £2000, and while I might be only able to give a guarantee to a bank for half this amount I have a shrewd idea a bank would accept a deed or mortgage on the place for the other half. It might well be bought for £1000. If you intend to stay all your life in Dublin etc etc you may be sure I know nothing except that individually we might accomplish little but as a team nothing might daunt us. I am not as young as I used to be and etc etc. But I have written too much.
         
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
            
            
            
            
            
               
            

            
            
               
            

            
            
               
            

            
         

         
         
         
            
            
            
            
            
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         Now for Brigid. I am very glad to have your assurance that she is happy. Do you think she should risk it by showing a preference [for returning to London]? I think she should carry out Con’s wishes in the matter and, apart altogether from the bad job I am continually being reminded of doing 232for my family. I think it is Con should make the decisions and I further think that Brigid’s place is helping him.
         
         

         
         
         
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
            
            
            
            
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
            
            
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
            
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
            
            
            
         

         
         
         
         
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
            
            
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         I went to see Katie McManus. I thought they had gone to the USA. The son won a scholarship £84 & is in St Patrick’s. He does his Leaving this year. She is worried about him. Do you remember her? The school isn’t, never was, much good. She is now a little wizened white-haired woman. She has two girls & a boy as well from 8 or 9 to 16 years. The husband is a road ganger & they have a nice cottage if not too much worldly goods. I did not see her since the boy was a baby 20 years or more.
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
      
   

OPS/images/new_logo_online.png
faber





OPS/images/faber_colophon_black_rgb_online.png





OPS/TOC.xhtml

    Contents


  

		Landing Page


   		Praise


   		Title Page


   		Dedication


   		Contents


   		Memoir


   		Author Biography


   		By the Same Author


   		Copyright





    Page Navigation





		i


   		ii


   		iii


   		iv


   		v


   		1


   		2


   		3


   		4


   		5


   		6


   		7


   		8


   		9


   		10


   		11


   		12


   		13


   		14


   		15


   		16


   		17


   		18


   		19


   		20


   		21


   		22


   		23


   		24


   		25


   		26


   		27


   		28


   		29


   		30


   		31


   		32


   		33


   		34


   		35


   		36


   		37


   		38


   		39


   		40


   		41


   		42


   		43


   		44


   		45


   		46


   		47


   		48


   		49


   		50


   		51


   		52


   		53


   		54


   		55


   		56


   		57


   		58


   		59


   		60


   		61


   		62


   		63


   		64


   		65


   		66


   		67


   		68


   		69


   		70


   		71


   		72


   		73


   		74


   		75


   		76


   		77


   		78


   		79


   		80


   		81


   		82


   		83


   		84


   		85


   		86


   		87


   		88


   		89


   		90


   		91


   		92


   		93


   		94


   		95


   		96


   		97


   		98


   		99


   		100


   		101


   		102


   		103


   		104


   		105


   		106


   		107


   		108


   		109


   		110


   		111


   		112


   		113


   		114


   		115


   		116


   		117


   		118


   		119


   		120


   		121


   		122


   		123


   		124


   		125


   		126


   		127


   		128


   		129


   		130


   		131


   		132


   		133


   		134


   		135


   		136


   		137


   		138


   		139


   		140


   		141


   		142


   		143


   		144


   		145


   		146


   		147


   		148


   		149


   		150


   		151


   		152


   		153


   		154


   		155


   		156


   		157


   		158


   		159


   		160


   		161


   		162


   		163


   		164


   		165


   		166


   		167


   		168


   		169


   		170


   		171


   		172


   		173


   		174


   		175


   		176


   		177


   		178


   		179


   		180


   		181


   		182


   		183


   		184


   		185


   		186


   		187


   		188


   		189


   		190


   		191


   		192


   		193


   		194


   		195


   		196


   		197


   		198


   		199


   		200


   		201


   		202


   		203


   		204


   		205


   		206


   		207


   		208


   		209


   		210


   		211


   		212


   		213


   		214


   		215


   		216


   		217


   		218


   		219


   		220


   		221


   		222


   		223


   		224


   		225


   		226


   		227


   		228


   		229


   		230


   		231


   		232


   		233


   		234


   		235


   		236


   		237


   		238


   		239


   		240


   		241


   		242


   		243


   		244


   		245


   		246


   		247


   		248


   		249


   		250


   		251


   		252


   		253


   		254


   		255


   		256


   		257


   		258


   		259


   		260


   		261


   		262


   		263


   		264


   		265


   		266


   		267


   		268


   		269


   		270


   		271


   		272


   		273


   		274


   		275





  

OPS/images/9780571250165_cover_epub.jpg
Memoir

< . L2 >
A glowing masterpiece.’ HILARY MANTEI

JOHN
McGAHERN

‘Magnificent ... Stand([s] supreme in the Irish canon.

DECLAN KIBERD, Irish Times





