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Praise for My Father’s Wake

‘A profound book on the culture of grief and death, placing the personal alongside the political in a vivid exploration of our ancient ways of coming together around the dead. This is a moving family story, a memoir of loss and exile, a deep understanding of what makes us alive, casting a cold eye on what is precious and so often denied’

Hugo Hamilton

‘A lyrical description of how community and tradition help us deal with our mortality’

Seamus O’Mahony, author of The Way We Die Now

‘A broadside against collective [death] denial. In its alternating shifts of focus, from the intimately personal to the more journalistically detached, it lays bare the desperate numbness that accompanies that denial’

Sean O’Hagan, Observer

‘Powerful and immensely moving’

Ian Critchley, Sunday Times Culture

‘Toolis’s book is both memoir and anthropology, and serves as a refreshing counterpoint to the industrialized, for-profit death industry we’ve come to wrongly believe is our only option’

Caitlin Doughty, author of Smoke Gets in Your Eyes and From Here to Eternity

‘An enlightening and unflinching dispatch from the frontline, an embedded report by an eyewitness who tries to face death squarely without recourse to mysticism, sentimentality or delusion’

Liam Fay, Sunday Times Ireland

‘A heart-warming and very personal account of a life well-lived’

Mary Russell, Irish Times

‘Toolis writes superbly . . . it’s as a memoir that this engrossing book works best’

Anthony Gardner, Mail on Sunday

‘A fascinating view of what most of us try not to consider: the end of life . . . This book is not for the faint of heart, as the experiences [Toolis] shares will leave readers emotionally raw. It is unquestionably rewarding, however, a thought-provoking argument against a sterile and industrial view of death . . . Intimate, eyeopening’

Kirkus Reviews

‘Visceral and profound’

New York Times





[image: title page]




For Sonny, and other keepers of an ancient faith, and Dea, who never stopped believing.
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‘The generations of men are like generations of leaves. The wind scatters one year’s leaves down on to the earth, but when spring comes the luxuriant forest produces other leaves; so it is with the generations of men, one grows as the other comes to end.’

Iliad, 6–145





MORTALITIES

In the narrow room the old man lay close to death.

Two days before he had ceased to speak, lapsed into unconsciousness, and the final vigil had begun. The ravages of cancer had eaten into the muscle, leaving a starved skeletal husk. In the bed the body lay awkwardly propped; the skull and limbs crucified at jarring angles. The open eyes were cloudy, their tissues dried; the seized mouth a scabby parched red hole. The heart beat on and the lungs drew breath but it was impossible to tell if he remained aware. Above the man’s head, to the right on the whitewashed wall, a cheap print of a ruddy-faced Jesus Christ, his heart exposed and arms outstretched, offered eternal salvation to his followers.

Just after dawn on the longest day, the breathing grew hectic. The skeletal ribcage heaved with irregular breath, the wheezing lungs gasping for oxygen, failing into silence and then, against expectation, rising again. The death rattle had commenced. The bean chaointe pronounced; the moment of death was close. A nineyear-old boy was hurriedly despatched to gather in the last of the man’s sons. Boy and son returned to find ten watchers crammed shoulder tight within the spartan room, all staring at the tangle of limbs. A rasping breathing filled the air.

Huh, huh, huh.

In the silence of the watchers . . . huh, huh, huh . . . that panicked drowning sound . . . huh, huh, huh, huh, huh, huh, HUH, HUH, HUH . . . rose to a crescendo then plummeted, free-falling, into an agonising void.

And then began again.

Huh, huh, huh . . .

This death was not veiled but a rite within an Irish clan.

I stared around the room at these watchers: at my nine-year-old nephew Séan who had come for me; at my heavily pregnant cousin Bernadette; at the seer, my matronly Aunt Tilda who now led us in the wake, the woman of wounds, our midwife of death; at Nora, the elderly neighbour who sold eggs; and at other witnesses to whom I had never spoken. I wondered what they sought to gain from the moment of death of this man. Of Sonny. My father.

The seer broke out in prayer and began to recite the Five Sorrowful Mysteries of the Rosary.

Hail Mary, full of grace, the Lord is with thee, blessed art thou amongst women, and blessed is the fruit of thy womb, Jesus.

As one, the watchers returned her chant. The tight single-bedded room, no bigger than a prison cell, filled up; the song of voices overwhelming the stuttering rhythm of Sonny’s lungs.

Holy Mary, Mother of God, pray for us sinners now and at the hour of our death.

The sound boomed off the ceiling, off the whitewashed walls, the concrete floor, the glass cover of Jesus Our Saviour, reverberating, louder and louder, filling every orifice.

Hail Mary, full of grace, the Lord is with thee, blessed art thou, amongst women and blessed is the fruit of thy womb Jesus. Holy Mary, Mother of God, pray for us sinners now and at the hour of our death.

Verse, after verse, prayer after prayer. Keening.

For years as a child, in one gloomy Catholic church after another, I recited that prayer, running the words together like a hollowed verbal conjuring trick until I could say HolyMaryMotherofGodprayforus . . . sinners now . . . andatthehour . . . ofourdeath in four seconds flat.

Words breathed but emptied of meaning.

Now, I was home on the island off the coast of Ireland’s poorest county, Mayo, in the furthest western reaches of Europe, for the hour of this death.

Home on an island of elemental fury, a rock citadel in the great ocean, where huge Atlantic storms break onshore, scouring the landscape and destroying everything not anchored down. The wind howling, wailing, car-door-wrenching. At night as you lie in bed awake, the storm surging in assault, striking at the rattling roof, the shaking windows, to suck you out, every living soul within, up into the maelstrom. The great ocean, a hundred yards away, was alive and malevolent, the surf a cascading white fury. The waves lashing every headland, surging, turning, daring you just close enough to capture you for the depths. My godfather, a shepherd, and two of his companions were swept to their deaths rescuing sheep on what had started as a clear winter’s day.

And with the wind comes the rain. Bucketing, drenching rain, for months on end. Swallowing the ocean, the earth, the hills, the horizon, in a bleary, grey stinging assault. Pouring, pouring, from the sky in deluge. Black mile-high sheets of falling water sweeping in from the western horizon, bursting on the sodden earth before roaring back down heather hillsides into the ocean. The sky too another vast ocean; often grey or darkening black with rain-laden clouds, but sometimes pink, scarlet red or blue. Or shimmering with light as sun-lanced pillars of gold burst through an overcast sky onto grey waters. Or the air filling up with mist showers and the whole world, sea, sky, earth, glimmering back in a mirror of silver light.

And then there are days when the sun blazes as a God chariot rising from behind Minaun mountain over the ocean in a great arc before descending in a blood red orb into the ocean behind Croaghaun mountain. Yellow lilacs rocket skywards from the bog, and meadows sway with golden buttercups and white daisies. The sea turns green glass, the wind stills, and dolphins leap in the surf so close to shore you could easily swim out to them. Like a smoky perfume, the smell of peat turf lazily drifts over the village and the blue-eyed sheepdogs of Dookinella deliciously spread themselves on the tar and gravel road to cool their molten bodies.

As Sonny lay dying we had another kind of weather: humid, hazy days, the entire village consumed in sea mist. We were unable to see further than the garden gate: all land, sea and sky shrouded in a still blanket that made night and day one. We were becalmed. Waiting for his heart to stop, the wake, his funeral, the church, the grave. Waiting for the death of this very ordinary man. Waiting, I thought, to start again. Resume Life. As it turned out, nothing else I have ever done or will do was more important than those precious days.

I had come home to the island, and our village, Dookinella, Dumha Cionn Aille in Irish, the sandy bank at the head of the cliff, nestled on the foreshore of the great Atlantic Ocean. An island furthest to the west, closer to the sunset. Home to an arcadia of small farms and wild mountains, where the roar of ocean surf never ceases and flocks of sheep wander freely on the roads; migrating nightly along the ocean’s edge to pasture on the hills, before returning in a dawn pilgrimage to the sweet grasses of the lake shore. Passing tractor drivers on the road, their narrow cabs crammed either with small children or dogs, sometimes both, wave a friendly salute to oncoming cars for no real reason other than to say hello.

Returning to a village where the last roads of Europe ran out into the ocean and the same dogs lie in wait in the long grass by the side of road guarding passage. Barking and chasing after strange cars as if driving out a foreign enemy. Home to the stone ruins of the past, the old clachans of drystone houses broken open to the elements, their descendants scattered across the face of the Earth. I was back in a patchwork of tiny green fields, divided and further subdivided for the last 200 years. Home to a house built by Sonny and my grandfather Patrick in the 1930s. I was standing in the same whitewashed room where my mother, Mary Gallagher, had given birth to my brother, standing too amongst the watchers, and where Sonny now lay dying. Home to a village where the bloodlines crossed and mixed generation after generation, and where our own small sept, clan, was part of the very naming of the land, Dookinelly Thulis, in the first nineteenth-century maps.

And the line of my fathers and mothers, and their forefathers and foremothers, ran back three centuries.

I was related in blood to all of these watchers, though many of them I barely knew and could never recall their names. Some I had met as a teenager at the local dances, at Mass, walking back the shore, at weddings and in the local bars. I stumbled before their profuse ‘Welcome home’s, their easy grace of kinship, their uncontrived acceptance of my life beyond the island – failure or success. And their uncanny ability to name me and chart the genealogical web – cousin, second cousin, second cousin to your grandfather – that we shared.

Holy Mary . . .

Yet I was a stranger here, a traitor in my Irish skin. As a child and teenager I had spent every summer ‘home’ on the island, roaming the beaches, working on the bog or making hay, drinking in the bars or riding pillion on Padraig Mac’s Honda to distant dance halls – the Wavecrest, the Valley or the shed-like Bunacurry Ballroom – in search of teenage romance. I even had a few island girlfriends. But amidst these watchers, my Irish clan, I stood apart and together, just as I stood apart and together with my father all my life, a treacherous child of his exile.

I also grew up in the stone streets of a city of half a million strangers, a world away from this ancient land. Another creature. In the city I studied philosophy at an old university; my teachers rightly taught me to question the appearances of all things. I lived and worked in a land of words, urban strangers, tall buildings and blocked-out horizons. The tools in my hands were notebooks, pens and keyboards, not the hammers, chisels and shovels the islanders used to gouge at the soil. I was far from the sight of the earth, the burl of the wind on your face, the snatch of a car door in a gale and the sound of a shore. I lived in the surrounding of foreign lives, meshed in the gyre of descending plane engines, the fractious meld of traffic, the recoil of sirens somewhere in the night and the star blinding wall of street lamps. The noise of the world, the pavement echo of stranger’s words, was as different as it could possibly be from Dookinella.

In Dookinella, I was struggling to understand what the watchers saw or wanted in Sonny’s death. How could these relative strangers relieve the burden of these agonies? What need for this public stage? I wanted the watchers to go away and leave Sonny’s dying alone. But it was all too late. Sonny’s wake, long before his death, had already begun. And we – my dying father, brothers and sisters, and the watchers – were being swept forward within these ancient rituals. The days that followed would forever change my understanding of the meaning of life, and my own death.

How do we become the people we are? The mystery of our lives. Born within the slipstream of our father’s and mother’s lives, we follow involuntarily in their wake. We never fully grasp the unseen currents that shift and shape; the imprint of their fathers and mothers before; the rites and cultural rituals of the preordained path; marriage, position, children; the flaws and inevitable failures of the mortal road. The onrush of our own lives, the glare of present novelty, blinds us. How much do we just re-enact variants of our forebears’ script? Mumble out the words of the same life song. By the time we believe we have seized command of our destiny we are already forged, unconsciously repeating determined patterns. Or torn by the rupture, as I was, between the city and an older, more tribal identity. In the becoming of our selves, in the confusion of the city, the mass of others around us, we think we escape the chain of lives behind us. But we never do. The baggage is invisibly passed on, transmuted into other forms, reappearing in other guises down the line; the trail of a wave, our own inexplicable response erupting somewhere within our futures. The wake of the past, our past, is always with us.

Hail Mary, full of grace . . .

I stayed silent in the song of voices. But, as we slipped into the final decade of the rosary, the grip of my past overtook me; I began to pray too. Doctors say hearing is the last sense of a dying animal so perhaps even in Sonny’s coma the sound of the rosary was a comfort – familiar voices, familiar prayers. We were singing out to Sonny, soothing him as though he were a child. A lullaby as he was falling, falling. Cradling him into death. Perhaps Sonny was beyond caring. But for us, the watchers, this keen was a sustaining ritual to control our fear, affirm our beating hearts and contain our sadness at his passage out.

. . . the Lord is with thee . . .

Involuntarily I prayed for Sonny, my father. I prayed hard for death to overtake him, this agony to end. And selfishly I prayed for myself.

Holy Mary, Mother of God, pray for me now and at the hour of my death.

The final verses ended. The voices of the chorus of watchers tapered into silence, and confusion.

Huh, Huh . . .

Sonny was still breathing. We listened on in the fractured stillness.

Huh, huh, huh.

The emaciated body would not stop. By the bedside Aunt Tilda, whose grandmother Mariah had been a bean chaointe for decades, seemed thrown by the failure of her prediction. Tilda reached out for a pulse on the paper skin of Sonny’s withered left arm. It was faint; Sonny was alive. The frenetic breathing . . . huh . . . huh . . . dipped then slowed to an even rhythm. We would have to wait for death a little longer.

The gathering broke apart. We came back into our separate selves, awkwardly embarrassed now by our present intimacy. The room was far too crowded, too close. I struggled to find a language, the words, for what had just passed between the watchers. And what I felt. Outside, dawn had come unnoticed and it was already as light as midday, though it was still five in the morning. My younger sister, Teresa, exhausted by the long vigil and the recent birth of her second child, went straight back to bed. A few watchers joined Aunt Tilda in the kitchen for tea and talk of other dyings. Cousin Bernadette volunteered to sit vigil with Sonny for the next hour. Sonny in his death coma, even more so than his newest born grandchild, was never now to be left alone.

I slipped away out the front door and down the road to the ocean. The beach at Dookinella runs for three miles in a long crescent from the base of Minaun to the local town with its two bars, a butcher, a post office and a shop. The beach has no real name. The islanders call it ‘the strand’ or ‘back the shore’. The eastern end of the strand begins in the wild sea coves of Minaun, cut off at high tide, untouched and unaltered by man, where jagged cliffs fall hundreds of feet sheer into the surging tide. Beyond the coves lies the beach, shaped by eternal waning and waxing tides and ever shifting sands and stones.

The island is old, older than human time, dating long before the fossil era, the bedrock 590 million years old. The ocean, ice ages, the wind, the earth and time have created this place rather than any living thing. The cliffs of Minaun have been falling, piece by piece, into the ocean for hundreds of millions of years. And for the same number of years the ocean has been smashing, churning and breaking each rock fall, pulverising vast angular slabs into mere grains of sand. Ice ages, too, have carried their glacial till, a random debris of red and green sandstones, quartz and granites, out to sea, down the coast for hundreds of miles, and then back onto land to be pounded and polished in a million tides. Together the tide, waves and wind have swept their harvest onto shore creating a huge natural embankment of rounded beach stone – most no bigger than your fist – seven metres high and three miles long; a measureless shingle rampart. There are hundreds of millions and millions of beach rocks, even billions; without them half the island would be under the water.

The ocean never ceases the assault of creation and destruction. At every high tide, Atlantic breakers smash down on these mounds of stone. The retreating waters then shush back to sea through now vibrating rocks just before the next incoming wave renews the onslaught. Even on a still dawn you hear the clap, boom and roar of the thudding waters break on the shoreline. If there was no one left on the planet, the indifferent surge would go on waxing and waning. Twice a day, ever since the Moon was captured by Earth’s gravity, and the oceans rose, every tide carves out a new line of struggle, a different wave pattern in the rocks; but the vastness of the rampart, the countless individual stones together, absorbs the wild ocean’s energy.

Fresh waters, too, flow down from the hills into the ocean, dribbling out through the embankment of stones forming mini canyons in the sands of the strand before every snaking channel is obliterated again by the incoming tide.

The sands themselves flow west, then east. Out and in. Draining away into the ocean to expose the violent tilted bedrock of the earth. And then surging back, covering over nature’s tumult, replenishing the strand again in no discernible pattern. Erosional tides suck sand and stone out to sea. Depositional tides recycle sands and stone back to shore. The shoreline never breaks.

Down on the beach you are most often alone; just you, the far horizon and the twin oceans of sky and sea. The wind sings in the air. Whipping sand strings flare out across the flat expanse and the solitary track of your feet runs back as if into infinity. It is hard not to feel small in the force of this place. Or even remember the worries of the city life you left behind.

Dookinella is a dangerous edge of the world. The power of the scourging tide is rewritten in ever-changing stone patterns on the rampart embankment twice daily. Offshore, there is a strong rip current that deters most swimmers and surfers. Beyond the rip there is America, 3,000 miles away. The water is cold and the green Atlantic breakers, unimpeded from the deep ocean, can easily knock you off your feet. Wave after wave engulfs you as the rip tide sucks hard at the sand beneath your feet. At first everything in the water is uncertain, scary: the dangers too wild. But if you hold your place, steel yourself in the moment, the fear lessens; the glistening waters lose their threat, and you can plunge headlong, surfing into the waves, whooping in delight, embracing the elements.

Sonny never lost his wonder for the ocean, going shoring and hunting the high-water mark for the flotsam and jetsam of the tide. Along its mark, strange treasures are scattered, bleached out in the light like relics: fluorescent orange fisherman’s gloves, unscathed glass bottles, lost quill pen seagull feathers, skeins of fishing nets, lone running shoes, battered fishing crates, floats, clear plastic water bottles, suntan lotion sprays bearing Cyrillic script dumped overboard by distant ships, the odd eye-pecked body of a dead sheep, a porpoise or a seal, cast-off rope and driftwood timber.

Different seasons bring different harvests. In high summer, blooms of purple moon jellyfish and their stinging compass jellyfish cousins are carried to shore. Thousands of translucent floating blue sailors, small hydrozoans that drift on the ocean surface, lie marooned at low tide. Turbulent spring tides deposit forests of ocean-ripped brown kelp. Autumnal mysteries, colonies of percebes – gooseneck barnacles, a rare delicacy that sells for hundreds of pounds a kilo in the city – arrive on encrusted wooden logs. With every high tide the ocean adds or subtracts from its jetsam until a big storm hits; the waves swallow everything, and the beach is stripped back to stone.

The tide’s driftwood – storm-tossed, wind-wracked, salt-scorched – is fantastically shaped; burnished mahogany, dark pine, silvery bark-stripped logs and dismembered wooden chests. Often, the tidal haul is part of some former thing; embedded with nails and bolts that drove the wreckage’s original purpose. The ocean delivers nature’s cast-offs too; tree trunks, clumps of dried cliff heather and limbs of ancient bog wood somehow washed to sea. If the driftwood has been in the water for any length of time it will be hollowed out, eaten through by the fearsome Teredo navalis, the naval worm that burrows its way into wooden hull sailing ships.

When the wind blows onshore there is often enough wood for a whole day’s fire. Sonny would gather the wood, wrapping bundles in scraps of fishing nets and dragging it home to let it dry out on the grate. Some pieces, set up on either side of the fire, seemed too beautiful to burn. But wood, sea and time are a destructive combination; the ocean’s salt leaches out the wood’s natural protective oils. As the timber dries, it loses the ocean’s sheening lustre and turns dull grey. In the fire, the driftwood burns with a crackling, spurting fury until everything is consumed; the ash in the morning is fine. All that remains are twisted iron nails – the last link to a lost purpose.

A few days before this final gathering, Sonny had risen from his deathbed for his last sight of the great ocean. Teresa drove him down to the end of the road, to the base of Minaun and the perpetual stream of Abhainn Mór, where in dry summers he had gathered water as a child and carried it in buckets back three quarters of a mile to the village. Someone took a picture of them there. Sonny, gaunt and frail, can barely stand and is leaning against the side of the car for support. He is smiling. My sister is smiling, too, triumphant that this journey proved possible.

Down on shore on that milky morning, I knew Sonny would never return. His next journey would be in a coffin to the graveyard on a nearby mountain, hidden in the mist, where all our ancestors lay buried. On the beach the tide was out and I slowly descended down the rampart of stones into the enclosing mist. On the strand, within a few steps, I was fogged in, directionless. Blinded. I felt as if I was submerged; the only sound the whispers of far off waves. At the ocean’s edge, thin skeins of water lapped the sand, leaving a trail of bubbles behind that floated and then burst. The tide was waning, draining away into the limitless ocean, mixing salt and fresh with the waters of the mountain running out on the beach. The flowing mountain waters had carved out their own small seas in the deep sand, some of which had become cut off from the receding tide. In the mist it was easy to lose your footing and plunge knee-deep, sinking into quicksand, a chilly incoming wave surging around your legs. Unsure of the danger, my trousers sodden to the thigh, I turned back from the water’s edge to rejoin the living, the dying and my father’s wake.





WHISPERS

Death is a whisper in the Anglo-Saxon world.

Instinctively we feel we should dim the lights, lower our voices and draw the screens. We want to give the dead, the dying, the grieving, room. We say we do so because we don’t want to intrude. And that is true.

What could we say anyway?

Hi, how do you feel about soon being dead?

Supposing no one has told them they are dying? Or they don’t want to know?

Whatever you do don’t even mention the word ‘cancer’.

Or ‘dying’.

You would only upset them. Who wants to talk about their own death? Who wants to talk about death at all?

But what else could you possibly talk about?

The weather?

Their holidays? Football? What?

It would all be too awkward. What can you even say to the bereaved?

Did she say anything at the end?

What was it like in the hospital room when he . . . passed?

Did you see her?

Was there a smell?

Morbid.

Uncomfortable.

For everyone.

Embarrassing. People would think you were weird.

Of course, it is not just the pain and anguish of others that deters us. We don’t want to see the sick, smell the decay of wizened flesh, feel the coldness of the corpse, or hear the cry of keening women. We don’t want to intrude on the dying because we don’t want to look at the mirror of our own death.

Why have we lost our way with death?

How can it be possible to never talk out loud about death in a world where everyone dies?

There is no great secret that must continue to be closely held for fear of its disclosure. No revelation to be unveiled. No accident nor tragedy, no futile contest nor wrong, not played out a hundred thousand times before; at sea, in foreign fields, a hospital ward, in a street, in war, on a toilet, by cancer, at the gates of Troy, in victory or defeat, in madness or massacre, with or without purpose, amidst your tomatoes, by heart attack, after a long and painful illness, suddenly by your own hand, in the company of strangers, or at home alone in your own bed. Lovers lost, husbands gone, comrades killed, beloved children untimely ripped or aged parent laid to rest.

Death is terrifyingly ordinary. It happens to everyone, everywhere, sometime. Worse of all there are no medical deferments out of it, no credit default swaps, no underhand bargains to be struck. There are no ‘disruptive’ mortality apps. If you breathe, you die.

And there’s nothing new to say or write about death – not since the ancient Greeks and Homer’s Iliad – except that, for the last two centuries, Western society has slowly striven and largely succeeded in removing the dead and dying from public sight. We have pulled the curtains across, privatised our mortality and turned death into a whisper.

Officially, the deceased have become obscene. In the United Kingdom it is a criminal offence to outrage public decency by exposing a corpse near a public highway. In the United States, embalming the dead is deemed a public health necessity. The path to the grave is therefore determined by a professional ‘death industry’ who hold Las Vegas conventions and date their ‘mortality co-workers’ on subterranean internet sites. Death in the West is a closed door on a closed room in a closed world.

If we are asked, most of us say we would like to die at home surrounded by those we love. Statistics show the reverse; the majority of us will end our lives on a general hospital ward strapped into various machines, sedated down to delirium, being industrially shuffled off by what has become our Western Death Machine. Corralling the sick away from public view and discreetly disposing of their bodies is the unvoiced mission of every Western hospital. Whether in a private room or on a crowded ward behind hastily drawn bed curtains, death is sequestered, redefined as medical failure and a shameful public embarrassment.

We have come to believe that this medical undertaking is our natural order. That the old and the sick will die happier amidst the babbling noise and alien light of a hospital ward. That the indignities inflicted upon them are necessary because a ‘home death’ – all those fluids, faeces, corruption – is too overwhelming. And that being packed off in the ambulance to die amongst strangers – whoever happens to be on that











































































































ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Kevin Toolis is a writer and filmmaker. He is the author of an acclaimed chronicle of Ireland’s Troubles, Rebel Hearts: Journeys Within the IRA’s Soul. He has written for the New York Times Magazine and the Guardian and reported on conflicts across the world. As a filmmaker Toolis has won a BAFTA for Best Single Drama and was nominated for an Emmy for his documentaries on the Middle East. His family have lived in the same oceanside village on an island off the coast of County Mayo for the last 200 years.





COPYRIGHT

First published in Great Britain in 2017
This paperback edition first published in 2018
by Weidenfeld & Nicolson
an imprint of The Orion Publishing Group Ltd
Carmelite House, 50 Victoria Embankment
London EC4Y 0DZ

An Hachette UK Company

Copyright © Kevin Toolis 2017

The moral right of Kevin Toolis to be identified as the author of this work has been asserted in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act of 1988.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the prior permission of both the copyright owner and the above publisher of this book.

A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library.

ISBN (paperback) 978 1 4746 0524 3
ISBN (ebook) 978 1 4746 0525 0

Typeset by Input Data Services Ltd, Somerset

www.orionbooks.co.uk



OEBPS/images/title.jpg
MY
FATHER’S
WAKE
HOW THE IRISH
TEACH US TO LIVE,

LOVE AND DIE

KEVIN TOOLIS

WEIDENFELD &NICOLSON





OEBPS/images/Frontcover.jpg
‘Powerful and immensely moving’ THE SUNDAY TIMES

‘Heart-warming’ IRISH TIMES

KEVIN TOOLIS

MY FATHER’S
WAKE

HOW THE IRISH TEACH US
TO LIVE, LOVE AND DIE





