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      Chapter One

      
      Lizzie, the handy woman who delivered babies, washed and laid out the dead, bent over the woman on the bed, the heel of her
         hand on the woman’s belly. ‘One more push and it’ll be all over,’ she said. Wrapped in a towel and a piece of blanket, tightly
         swaddled, its head turning searching for the breast, the baby lay on the sofa. ‘Push now,’ Lizzie commanded, and pressed down
         with her hand. The afterbirth was expelled on to a doubled sheet of newspaper. Looking closely at the substance, which resembled
         a couple of pounds of liver, Lizzie smiled. ‘Grand, every bit of it there, thank God. That’s the boy that could finish you
         off. Leave a bit inside you and you’d be poisoned, not get it out and you’d be a goner. Bleed to death like a stuck pig before
         hand or help could come to your aid.’
      

      
      She wrapped the placenta in the paper and then in several more sheets that were by the bed. She would take it away later for
         burning. On the hob a big iron kettle sang. Lizzie poured some of the hot water into a basin then added cold from a jug. She
         tested the heat until it was tepid, then put the bowl on a bedside table and began to tidy Aggie. She sponged her face and
         hands and in between her legs. ‘There, now, don’t you feel a new woman?’
      

      
      ‘I do. I’m grand. Wasn’t as bad as I expected. When can I have a hold of her?’

      
      
      ‘In a minute, after I’ve fixed the bed. Lift up your bum and I’ll give you a clean drawsheet. That’s the girl. And now the
         pins.’ She undid the rows of safety-pins from the back and front of Aggie’s nightdress which had kept it from being soiled
         during her labour and delivery.
      

      
      ‘There y’are, all clean and tidy,’ she said, arranging the bedclothes. ‘You can have her now. Put her to the breast, but only
         for a couple of minutes.’
      

      
      Aggie gazed in delighted wonderment at the little face, kissed the soft downy scalp and stroked the little one’s cheeks. The
         baby clamped her lips greedily around the nipple and suckled.
      

      
      ‘That’s long enough. Put her down now.’

      
      Aggie laid the child beside her, and Lizzie opened two bottles of stout then poured them with a practised hand until a creamy
         top collared each glass. Handing one to Aggie, she said, ‘Get that down you. Better for your milk than all the cups of tea,’
         sat by the bed and drank from hers. Froth coated her top lip which she wiped away with the back of her hand before she spoke.
         ‘God bless and spare her, she’s the loveliest child I’ve ever brought into the world. Not a crease or crumple. Neither red
         nor purple in the face. As fair as a primrose.’
      

      
      Aggie glowed with pleasure, and again touched the velvet-textured skin of her little daughter. Between mouthfuls of stout
         Lizzie continued to talk. ‘D’ye know what she reminds me of? An angel. She’s the spitten image of an angel.’
      

      
      ‘I thought,’ replied Aggie, ‘that angels were boys, little fellas or men – ye know, like Michael and Gabriel.’

      
      ‘Well, aren’t you the terrible serious woman? How would I know what’s under their robes? It’s their faces I’m on about. You
         know the ones I mean, the little ones you see flying round in holy pictures. She’s the spitten image of one of them. What are you going to christen her?’
      

      
      ‘Katherine, after my mother, Lord have mercy on her.’

      
      ‘Well, to me that saw her first, she’ll always be Angel. Mark my words, she’ll grow into a raving beauty.’

      
      Father Clancy, the parish priest, a distant cousin of Aggie’s, used the pet name, as did everyone in the village, except the
         nuns in school and Miss Heffernan, the infant school headmistress.
      

      
      Angel grew into the beauty Lizzie had foreseen: her hair was like golden floss, her eyes blue and, in a certain light, with
         a hint of violet. Few praised her to her face: it wasn’t lucky to do so – you didn’t want to tempt the ill-wishers, them with
         the evil eye or fairies, jealous of a mortal child, who in a fit of spite could mar a lovely face or maim a limb. Not everyone
         was aware of their reasons for withholding compliments – they were too deeply buried in the pagan past. Instead they found
         other ways to praise her, telling her what a good girl she was, how kind and obedient, never cheeky or answering back. They
         laid hands on her silky hair, touched her cheek, asked her to say a prayer for them before giving her pennies for sweets.
      

      
      As she grew older she asked questions about her father. ‘Why haven’t I got a daddy?’

      
      Time and time again her mother told her, ‘Before you were born, before I even knew God was sending you to me, your daddy went
         to the potato-picking in Scotland and never came back.’
      

      
      ‘Did he go to heaven?’

      
      ‘That I couldn’t tell you. The same thing happened with my own father. He went to America and was never seen again. I think it was with us not having the “wiles and ways”! Your
         granny was a beauty, and in my young days I wasn’t bad to look at. But neither of us had them. And beauty on its own won’t
         get you far.’
      

      
      ‘What are they, them things?’

      
      Aggie promised to tell Angel when she was older.

      
      The village was three miles from Dublin. The local men worked in the quarry on the outskirts, and in the tram depot, where
         preference was given to men who came from rural Ireland. For the women there was only domestic service.
      

      
      There were two streets, and in the longest lived the working men and their families in small houses, some of which were owned
         by the tram company. These had four small rooms, two up and two down. Cold water was laid on to the kitchen, where meals were
         prepared and eaten. Children did their homework on the kitchen table, women cut out dresses and caring fathers mounted their
         lasts to mend the shoes and boots. The ironing was done on it, too, and in enamel basins the delph washed.
      

      
      More industrious men, or those with forceful wives, had built lean-to sheds against the kitchen walls – outhouses where women
         had clothes-boilers, mangles and stored odds and ends. In the street there were a few one-storey cottages; some had half-doors,
         one a thatched roof, cold-water pipes in the minuscule back yards, and there were two communal lavatories to share by the
         cottagers. The cottages predated the tram company. They were believed to be two hundred years old. Some were whitewashed regularly,
         others neglected. In one of the neglected ones Angel lived with Aggie, who intended every summer to get a bucket of lime and give inside and out a lick of white.
      

      
      Across the street, down a fairly steep slope, ran the river, hardly more than a stream, not deep enough to be feared when
         the children played there but with enough water for pinkeens to swim and be caught in ha’penny gauze nets fixed to the ends
         of canes. They were carried home triumphantly in jam jars, well stuffed with water weed, which was supposed to keep the fish
         alive. It didn’t and they died. Cats ate them, or sometimes the children gave them a fine funeral.
      

      
      Aggie often wished she hadn’t been an only child. It would be grand to have a brother who would do a turn for you – whitewash
         the cottage, mend a leak in the roof – or a sister to confide in. But she could tell Lizzie her troubles. Lizzie was the only
         one she had been close to since her mother died. But Lizzie was getting on, and worn out with bringing babies into the world
         at all hours of the day and night. Sometimes you’d be talking to her and in the middle of it Lizzie’s chin would drop on to
         her chest and she’d fall fast asleep. It’s a friend of my own age I’d like, Aggie would think, but Mammy put paid to that.
         Never letting me bring anyone to the house, never letting me go into anyone else’s home. Lord have mercy on her, I thought
         she was being hard on me then. I could play with the children in the street, walk to school and home again with them but never
         set foot inside their homes nor they in mine. And everyone else did that, were given cuts of bread and jam, pieces of blackberry
         tart or apple. I used to be so jealous and hated my mother for what she deprived me of. And she’d go on and on about their
         mothers. I can still hear her voice …
      

      
      
      My poor mother, I didn’t understand her then, didn’t know what it was to be a deserted wife. And she so proud and having to
         go on parish relief, live in a house that was falling asunder, never able to buy a new bit of oilcloth for the floor or a
         bit of stuff to run up a pair of curtains, dressing me in the off-falls of clothes belonging to the children of women she
         cleaned for. Not that I minded the second-hand clothes. Sure most of them in school were dressed like that. But they had fathers
         who if they were off the drink sometimes handed over money, and when they did there’d be a big splash. Especially at Christmas
         or Easter.
      

      
      By the time I was ready to leave school the girls no longer invited me home and seldom knocked on our door. They’d found their
         bosom pals, walked arm in arm together and told each other their secrets. They’d talk to me in the street, pass the time of
         day outside the chapel, as was the custom in the village. And if we met in the shops or outside Mass they’d nod and smile
         and comment on the weather.
      

      
      But Mammy knew what was said behind her back: ‘Couldn’t hold on to her man … It takes two to make a marriage. How does anyone
         know what goes on between man and wife?’ So whenever possible she shunned them, knowing their feelings for her were pity and
         derision. And once Aggie was old enough to understand, her mother drummed the same suspicions into her.
      

      
      Being young, Aggie ignored most of what her mother said, but she was not bold enough to ignore the ban on going to people’s
         homes or inviting them to theirs. ‘Nosing that’s all they’d be. And as for coming here, wouldn’t that satisfy them? Seeing
         the dilapidated state of the cottage. “The price of her,” they’d say. “Well, pride goes before a fall, and she the one who thought herself a beauty.”’ And they’d feel smug that their men, drunkards though
         they might be, whose blows they often felt, were still by their sides.
      

      
      Gradually, as Aggie grew older, she came to appreciate her mother’s position: the real or imagined scorn, pity and backbiting
         must have crucified her. She experienced it herself, a dig here and there, a reference to women who couldn’t hold their men.
         Eventually she had less and less to do with the others she worked with in the laundry and, without being vain, understood
         that had she been ugly or plain her lot might have been easier.
      

      
      Then she met Larry and fell madly in love with him. They married and she was in heaven until he, too, deserted her. Then,
         at last, she could fully sympathise with her mother. Not only that, but she determined when Angel was born to instill in her
         what her mother had imprinted on her mind. And so that Angel, too, grew up with few close friends – except for Mona. Mona
         was like a leech. Aggie didn’t like her: for all her family was generous, they were a sneering, jeering crowd, self-satisfied
         in the midst of their big family. Lucky too, there was always someone earning.
      

      
      Aggie didn’t envy them. She didn’t envy anyone. While her mother was alive she had her for company and her mother’s friend,
         Lizzie, the midwife, and there was her cousin and confessor too, Father Clancy, a second cousin once removed, but a blood
         relation all the same.
      

      
      Behind the street, on a low rise, were other houses where the few professionals, the managers of the quarry and the tram company,
         lived, and a quarter of a mile from the village, in a large detached house, the doctor and his family. To support herself
         and Angel, Aggie cleaned some of their homes and drew parish relief. It scalded her heart that Angel couldn’t have many things other than the
         bare necessities so she scrimped and saved to buy her a pretty frock occasionally or take her into Dublin for a treat.
      

      
      If she was aware of being deprived, Angel never complained, never made comparisons between herself and other girls, never
         showed envy of her best friend, Mona. Every night Aggie prayed that something wonderful would happen to change their circumstances.
         Maybe one day her long-lost husband would turn up, loaded with money, and they’d live happily ever after. They could open
         a shop. Lots of women had shops in their front rooms. But she didn’t have a front room, except the one used for everything,
         and a little scullery. In any case, she consoled herself, those who had shops didn’t seem to make much.
      

      
      To make money from a shop you’d want one like Danny Connolly’s. That was a shop and a half, ‘Connolly and Son, Provision Merchant’
         painted in gold letters over it. His father had added ‘and Son’ when Danny was born.
      

      
      Aggie wondered if Danny would ever marry, ever have a son? He wasn’t bad-looking. Quite takish, if you didn’t mind his gammy
         leg and the high boot. And many a woman wouldn’t. But he seemed in no hurry to get married. And sure why would he? Didn’t
         he have all the comfort in the world? Even with his parents gone to their long rest, wasn’t he waited on hand and foot by
         his housekeeper? And, unlike a woman, he had years before him. A man in his forties was in his prime whereas a woman of that
         age was ‘an oul wan’.
      

      
      When Danny was forty, Angel’d be old enough for marrying, Aggie thought. Wouldn’t it be the grand thing if there was a match there? Mrs Connolly, no less, on a par with the
         doctor’s and solicitor’s wives, living in the lap of luxury. And, the best thing of all, she’d have a good man who’d cherish
         and respect her. Always, after indulging in these fantasies, she’d smile in the darkness of the room – dark except for the
         dying fire and the little red lamp burning below the picture of the Sacred Heart – and remind herself that Angel, sleeping
         beside her, was still only a child with years in front of her. Then she’d kiss her daughter’s forehead or cheek and settle
         down for the night.
      

      
      When Angel was twelve years old, she had the flowerlike face of a child and the body of a woman. The changes that had come
         upon her frightened her, not so much the breasts for all grown-up girls and women had those, but the hair that grew under
         her arms and between her legs. Sometimes she imagined it might grow to cover all of her body. She brooded about it, remembering
         a story her mother had told her of a woman in the city whose face was covered with hair. She had turned a beggarwoman away
         from the door, telling her to take herself and her monkey-like children off out of that. The beggarwoman had cursed her and
         said, ‘For all you know it’s a monkey you might be carrying.’
      

      
      One day, when she could bear her fears no longer, Angel told Mona about the hair and how she was sure she was getting like
         the hairy woman in Dublin. ‘You’re the greatest eejit I ever met in my life. Everyone gets that – even fellas,’ Mona said
         scornfully.
      

      
      ‘Honest to God?’

      
      ‘As true as I’m standing here.’

      
      Angel was relieved, until she remembered how in the summer she and Mona had gone into the river where a pool formed deep enough to swim. Angel had kept on her vest and knickers
         but Mona had stripped to her skin and there was hair only on her head. Angel reminded her friend of this and said, ‘You’re
         an awful liar, Mona, so you are.’
      

      
      ‘I am not. It wasn’t there in the summer but now it’s growing. And in any case haven’t I seen my sister’s? And she says when
         the hair grows it means you’re turning into a woman. And another thing that happens is you get the others!’
      

      
      ‘The others? What’s them?’

      
      ‘Angel,’ Mona’s voice sounded exasperated, ‘I told you before, millions of times. You’re in gores of blood from down there.
         That’s when you get babies.’
      

      
      ‘But how d’ye get babies?’ asked Angel, her face screwed up with worry.

      
      Mona shrugged her thin shoulders. ‘How would I know? My sister won’t tell me. Not till I’m grown up. But the blood’s got something to do with it.’
      

      
      Angel felt sick and frightened. Gores of blood. She wanted to know all the secrets Mona got from her sister but at the same
         time hated her for the telling. When she talked about them she reminded Angel of a monkey. She’d seen a monkey in the zoo,
         with black hair like Mona’s and little brown eyes, grinning the way Mona did too.
      

      
      She’d seen a black panther in the zoo, too, but that was beautiful. Black, smooth hair, big green eyes and muscles that rippled.
         It reminded her of Johnny Quinn. She’d love to have put her hand through the cage and touched the beast. She imagined its
         hair would be soft and silky. But she was afraid. She’d love to touch Johnny, stroke his black hair, get the smell of him. Sometimes, if you were close enough, you got a whiff. It wasn’t hair oil, nothing
         like that, just a smell that no one else had. But you wouldn’t touch him any more than the panther. Johnny could take the
         head off you with just a look.
      

      
      Boys got queer when they grew up. Johnny hadn’t always been horrible. When they were small, he used to play with her in a
         gang of boys and girls, fishing for pinkeens, chasing each other in the woods, building dens and, in the dark evenings, knocking
         on doors and running away, hiding to watch people open up and wave their fists. But that all changed when they were ten or
         eleven. Just about the time when Angel began to notice Johnny’s lovely smell.
      

      
      Since he turned fourteen and went to work in the bike shop, he had been worse. When he had a bike upside down on the path
         to mend a puncture and you had to squeeze by him, he’d let on not to see you. She wondered if he’d change back, would be nice
         to her again one day.
      

      
      She confided in Mona, who had no time for Johnny. ‘All the Quinns are piggish in their manner. Me ma says it’s after their
         oul fella they take. She’d kill me sister if she ever went out with one of them. Me ma says they’ll finish up drunkards like
         their da and knock their wives about. Did ye never see the shiners he gives her? She does be black and blue all over, never
         mind her eyes. And in any case Johnny has his heart set on being a boxer and getting outta here.’
      

      
      Angel was flabbergasted. ‘Where do you get all your information?’ she asked, in a sarcastic tone to conceal her shock.

      
      
      ‘From my brothers,’ replied Mona, ‘so you’re wasting your time fancying him.’

      
      After leaving Mona, while Angel was walking home she remembered ‘the wiles and ways’. Her mother had never explained properly
         what they were, something about helping you to get a fella. She’d ask Aggie when she got in.
      

      
      Aggie had been soaking her feet and was now paring a corn on her little toe with a cut-throat razor – the only thing her husband
         had left behind when he went, apart from the newly conceived Angel. Angel kissed her mother’s cheek and asked if she’d like
         a cup of tea. ‘I’m that thirsty I’d drink one off a sore leg. Were you with Mona?’
      

      
      ‘I was. We were talking.’

      
      ‘Sometimes I think that young wan’s too knowing. I hope she doesn’t be telling you things, filling your head with notions.
         They’re a flighty lot, Mona and her sisters. Thanks, love.’ Aggie poured some of her tea into the saucer to cool it.
      

      
      ‘D’ye know, Ma, I was just thinking about them wiles and ways. Is it true if you’ve got them you could marry anyone you fancied?’

      
      ‘Oh, indeed it is. Them that’s got them has been known to marry kings and lords. And one was an orange-seller in the street.’

      
      ‘In our street, Ma?’ Angel was all agog.

      
      ‘Ah, no, it was in London in the olden days.’

      
      ‘But she became a queen?’

      
      ‘Well, no, because the King was already married. Maybe if he’d lived longer he might have married her. But her name was the
         last word on his lips before he died. And many’s the one that did marry lords and gentlemen and lived happily ever after.’
      

      
      ‘What are they, these wiles and ways? You never said.’

      
      ‘To tell you the truth, I’m not sure. Like, it’s ways of doing things. The way you walk. Making eyes. All sorts of things.’
         Aggie put down her cup and saucer on the fender and spread out her hands in a helpless gesture. ‘I don’t know for sure, except
         that I haven’t and never did have them.’
      

      
      ‘Have I got them?’

      
      ‘Ah, sure, darlin’, you’re only a child still. Maybe when you grow up. And if you’re lucky to be blessed with them you can
         have any man you choose. Anyone in the whole world. Certainly anyone in the village.’
      

      
      Angel thought about Johnny Quinn and hoped he was the one she’d get.

      
      ‘Take, for instance, Danny. Now there’d be a grand husband. A little gentleman.’

      
      Angel said nothing. As far as she was concerned, Danny was an old man. A nice old man, but old all the same.

      
      Poor foolish Aggie went back to paring her corns and relating the news she’d heard in the village. There was talk of a strike.
         ‘Everyone in the city will be idle. If it comes off I could lose my bit of work.’ Angel, her thoughts still centred on Johnny,
         wasn’t interested in strikes or whether her mother was in or out of work. In her mind’s eye, she was walking past the bike
         shop having learned the wiles and ways. Johnny had noticed her, stopped her, and was pleading with her to go for a walk with
         him. Her mother’s voice cut in on her dreams. ‘Would you ever empty the basin and then brush my hair? I’ve one of my headaches and the brushing always does the trick.’
      

      
      Angel carried the basin to the half-door, looked to make sure no one was in the way, and threw the soapy water on to the pavement.

      
      Aggie took down her hair. Thin and wispy it had once been the colour of Angel’s, but now little of the gold remained among
         the ashy grey strands.
      

      
      While Angel brushed it gently, Aggie talked. ‘Father Clancy says he’ll put in a word for you with Mrs Gorman. She’s looking
         for a general and you’re nearly thirteen.’
      

      
      ‘Ah, but, Ma, I wanted to stay in school. Mother Imelda said I could be a monitor.’

      
      ‘I know that, love, and wouldn’t I have been the proud woman? But if this strike comes to a head and I lose the bit of work,
         how would we manage? But I’ll tell you what, as a treat before you start work, we’ll go to Dublin for the day. A special treat.
         We’ll have our tea out and I’ll take you to see the waxworks. That’ll cheer you up.’
      

   



      
      Chapter Two

      
      ‘Thank God, isn’t it a lovely day? It was like this the day you were born, thirteen years ago. The time does go that quick.
         Lizzie, God be good to her, said you were as fair as a primrose. It was her that put the nickname on you. She said you were
         like an angel.’ Aggie continued talking as she and Angel made their way to catch the tram into Dublin. She wanted to distract her daughter from brooding over starting work the following week. She was not aware that Angel’s
         mind was occupied with Johnny Quinn, the fair that would come in September, and the boxing booth where he’d try his luck.
         She was imagining him being beaten to a pulp or, worse still, winning and going out of her life for ever.
      

      
      On the day that Aggie and Angel went to see the waxworks, Danny Connolly whistled as he went about the shop. His friend, Brian
         Nolan, was coming to visit later in the evening.
      

      
      They’d been in Gormanstown and had seen little of each other since their schooldays but for an occasional meeting in town
         where they talked about old times, or whether the Home Rule Bill would ever see the light of day. Brian was a Redmond man
         and believed the Bill would settle the Irish question. Danny was a nationalist and didn’t agree. Their arguments were lively
         but never left any bad feelings.
      

      
      Tonight, Danny thought, they’d have one of the liveliest with the strike brewing. If it came off, he’d be in for supplying
         his customers with credit: they were decent, honest people and he wouldn’t see them short. He doubted that the strike would
         last long – between most of the clergy who, in the name of religion, would side with the employers, and William Martin Murphy,
         the biggest blood-sucking employer of them all, the strikers would get nowhere.
      

      
      He blessed the day his father had opened the shop. He had left the tram company and, with a little money inherited from his
         parents and some land in the country left to his wife, they’d taken the plunge and opened the shop. Many a time he’d heard his father talk of the struggle it had been to begin with, the never knowing from week to week
         if you could make ends meet. ‘But we did. It was hard work, but with God’s help and a bit of luck we made it. I’m beholden
         to no one and I’m my own master. That’s the great thing, Danny, always remember that.’
      

      
      Aggie and Angel took the tram as far as Leonard’s Corner. ‘It’ll be a nice walk from here. Plenty to see,’ said Aggie, when
         they’d dismounted. ‘Down there there’s lots of Jews living, over from a foreign country. Some of them don’t speak a word of
         English. And another thing, a lot of the women wear wigs.’
      

      
      ‘Wigs,’ repeated Angel, her attention captured for the moment. ‘Are they baldy?’

      
      ‘Not really. After they get married their heads are shaved, so I believe. I knew a woman who used to work for them. She told
         me. They’ve quare ways – don’t lift a hand of a Saturday because Saturday to them is like our Sunday.’
      

      
      ‘But we do plenty of a Sunday.’

      
      ‘We don’t sew or iron or anything that can wait till through the week.’

      
      They turned on to the South Circular Road, and Aggie pointed out the Cock Church. ‘I suppose it’s got a real name,’ she said,
         ‘but that’s what it goes by.’
      

      
      Angel’s thoughts had returned again to Johnny. She was wishing it was with him she was walking instead of her mother, holding
         his hand, looking at the big redbrick houses, picking out the one they’d live in when they got married.
      

      
      ‘Are you tired, love? Maybe we should have gone on to the Green, only this way we saved twopence on the fare. You can have it for the penny bazaar. And Harcourt Street’s nice.’
      

      
      They turned into it. The houses here were bigger than the ones on the South Circular Road – and Angel decided this was where
         they’d live.
      

      
      ‘Over there’s the railway station. You can go from there to Bray. It’s a seaside place. I knew a woman who went there for
         a day and never stopped talking about it. The most beautiful place, she said it was.’
      

      
      ‘When I grow up and am rich I’ll take you,’ Angel said, catching hold of her mother’s hand.

      
      They began their walk down Grafton Street. From previous walks there, Angel identified shops and smells. ‘That’s the coffee
         being ground in Bewley’s,’ she said. ‘And there’s the smell of the flowers from the dealer’s baskets and the perfume and powder
         that the rich women passing by are wearing. This must be the most wonderful street in the whole world. A magic street.’
      

      
      Sauntering on, Aggie drew Angel’s attention to Trinity College – ‘That’s where all the rich Protestants go, and over there’s
         the Bank of Ireland.’
      

      
      They walked down Westmoreland Street, crossed the road and stood on the bridge. The tide was in, and for a few minutes they
         watched Guinness’s barges going down the Liffey. Angel asked what was in the barrels. ‘Porter going over to England,’ Aggie
         replied. ‘It’s the best in the world. Ireland’s famous for a lot of things. Sackville Street’s the widest street in the world
         and the Phoenix Park the biggest. Maybe for our next treat we’ll go there again, and to the zoo. You loved the zoo. I couldn’t
         get you away from that cage with the black beast in it. What was its name?’
      

      
      
      ‘A panther.’

      
      ‘So it was. A queer name, that, for an animal. Still, I suppose it’s because it’s foreign. The penny bazaar’s not far now.
         And we’ll go to the waxworks too, of course.’
      

      
      A military band crossed Carlisle Bridge, the music, loud, rousing. A crowd of young boys followed it. ‘Some of them’ll join
         up. That’s how Tommy Maguire took the King’s shilling. His poor mother was broken-hearted. You never know where you’ll finish
         up when you join the Army. But sure maybe he did the right thing. He’d never had a day’s work in his life. You have to be
         landed into a job – someone belonging to you in the know. Thank God you’ve got the bit of work with Mrs Gorman. They’re a
         good family and the doctor’s a gentleman. It’s not far now. You must be jaded. I know a little place off Henry Street – we’ll
         stop there first and have a cup of tea.’
      

      
      Angel had listened to barely a quarter of what her mother had been saying, her thoughts still focused on Johnny. She was wishing
         she lived in Dublin, had lovely dresses and big hats decked with flowers, ribbons and feathers. Then Johnny might notice her.
         Arm in arm they’d walk down Grafton Street. She’d be looking up into his face and he smiling at her so the whole world would
         know they were sweethearts.
      

      
      On the way to the eating-house, they passed through narrow alleys and streets of enormous tenement houses. Aggie said that
         once the gentry had lived in them. Then most of them had gone back to England because of a thing called the Union and the
         poor people had moved in.
      

      
      Women were sitting on the tenement steps, laughing and joking, jeering some of the passers-by. They had babies at the breast and small children playing round their feet. Older children swung from ropes slung round the lamp-posts
         while others climbed over the tall railings around the basement area. Their mothers screamed, ‘Mikey or Paddy, Bridie or Mary
         get down before you fall and break your shaggin’ neck.’ On corners their fathers leant, smoking, coughing, hawking, spitting
         and laughing.
      

      
      From out of the open tenement doors, foul smells drifted on to the summer air. Angel covered her nose with the piece of rag
         she used as a handkerchief, and pretended not to hear the remarks called after her by the boys: ‘Are ye looking for a ride?
         You’ve got the makin’s of a fine pair of diddies.’
      

      
      After their meal of vinegar-soaked cold peas, tea and bread and butter, Angel and Aggie went to the penny bazaar. Angel was
         mesmerised by the sights inside: never in her life had she seen so many beautiful things, so many brilliant colours: gold
         and silver rings, bangles and beads, hanging from hooks on the wall; bunches of feathers, purple, pink, silver, blue, black,
         emerald and lavender; bunches of balloons, as many-coloured as the feathers; papier-mâché birds, trays, vases; celluloid windmills;
         spangled snoods, imitation tortoiseshell combs, ribbons and hair-slides; cameo brooches. All sorts of everything, and everything
         sparkling with fake jewels or glittery paint. ‘Are they all only a penny, Ma?’
      

      
      ‘Some’s a bit more but not much.’

      
      Angel bought three rings for a penny each, set with a ruby, an emerald and a sapphire stone. Aggie treated herself to a silver-coloured
         mesh snood, then counted the money left in her purse, took out twopence and gave it to Angel. ‘Take this,’ she said, ‘I’ve still got enough for the waxworks and our tram fare.’
      

      
      She bought a tiny box with butterflies on the lid and sides. ‘D’ye like it, Ma?’

      
      ‘It’s lovely. It’ll be great for keeping your rings in.’

      
      They left the bazaar and crossed Henry Street to where the waxworks was. Aggie wasn’t interested in kings or queens: she had
         come to see the murderers. ‘Look at that fella! You wouldn’t think butter’d melt in his mouth. Oul Crippen. Not the size of
         a naggin’ bottle. Oul Specksy Four Eyes. Poisoned his poor wife, poor Belle Elmore. She used to sing in the music halls. I
         read every word about it in the News of the World. And he buried her in the coal cellar. Being a doctor he knew how to do her in. Mind you, I felt sorry for Miss Le Neve.’
      

      
      ‘Who was she?’ asked Angel, who’d been studying the figure of the little man with pop eyes and a straggly moustache.

      
      ‘His fancy woman. I was glad she wasn’t hanged. I don’t think she had hand or part in it. And, to give him his due, he never
         said she did. He was mad about her. She was his secretary. Nothing to look at. When he knew the police were on to him he dressed
         Miss La Neve up as a boy and they set sail for Canada on a big ship, the Melrose – no the Montrose. Crippen let on she was his son but they got caught. Word was sent out from England by telegraph and that settled his hash.’
      

      
      Interrupting her mother Angel asked, ‘What’s a telegraph?’

      
      ‘I’m not sure, love, only that it was the first time it was used from land to a ship. I read every word about the trial. Sir
         Bernard Spilsbury nailed him to the floor.’
      

      
      Angel shifted from one foot to the other, wanting to pee, wanting to get out of this horrible place full of murderers who looked so real she could imagine one of them pouncing
         on her. But Aggie took her time seeking out men and women who’d murdered then been hanged, all the while giving Angel a detailed
         account of the gruesome methods used by the killers. It wasn’t until her bunions hurt, pressured by cast-off shoes too tight
         for her, that she said, ‘My feet are killing me, love. I know you’re enjoying it but we’ll have to make a move.’
      

      
      As Aggie made her pronouncement, Angel’s fear overcame her and she fainted. When she came to, an attendant was holding a glass
         of water to her lips and assuring her mother she’d be all right in a minute. ‘Right as rain. Happens all the time to some
         young girls. It’s their age.’ And in a few minutes, although with wobbly legs, she did feel better. Once out of the place
         in the fresh air, she recovered completely.
      

      
      ‘Only across to the Pillar for the tram,’ said Aggie, ‘and no saving on the fare. We’ll go all the way home on it.’

      
      Danny’s housekeeper had left supper for him. She had boiled a tongue for hours, peeled away the rough skin and pressed it
         overnight. She had packed it into a bowl that barely fitted it, placed a tea-plate inside the rim and weighted it with two
         heavy stones. When she had turned it out, it had taken the shape of the bowl and jelly had filled in any empty spaces. There
         was another dish of pink, succulent Roscrea ham, its fat toasted with golden breadcrumbs, some beetroot and scallions. The
         cut-glass celery vase was packed with the whitest of stalks.
      

      
      Brian and Danny ate, drank cups of strong sweet tea and talked, mainly about the threatened strike. ‘Bad for business,’ Brian said, buttering a slice of home-made brown bread.
      

      
      ‘Aye,’ agreed Danny, ‘but I’ll survive. There’ll be plenty of scabs and the Protestant gentry. They buy most of their provisions
         from Findlater’s but still give me a fair bit of custom. It’s the other poor unfortunates I worry about, the ones who’ll strike,
         who believe this time they’ll get justice.’
      

      
      ‘Nothing short of a revolution will bring that. D’ye know I was over the north side today – I wanted a few things from Eason’s.
         Then I had time to kill and rambled up as far as Gardiner Street. You wouldn’t believe the poverty. I was reading somewhere
         that Dublin has worse slums than Calcutta and the highest infant mortality rate in Europe. I can well believe it, too.’
      

      
      ‘It’s a place I seldom if ever go – the north side.’

      
      ‘It’s the same with me. Only, as I said, there were a few things I wanted from Eason’s, books and a new pen. They sell grand
         pens.’
      

      
      Danny brought a bottle of Jameson’s from the sideboard and a jug of water. Then he and Brian reminisced about their schooldays.

      
      ‘D’ye remember when you thought you had a vocation?’ asked Danny.

      
      Brian laughed. ‘Indeed I do. I was terrified I might have. Though now and then I think being a priest would have been a better
         life than that of a school inspector.’
      

      
      ‘What about Moira? Aren’t you doing a strong line there?’

      
      ‘I was, or thought I was, until she met the farmer from West Meath. She broke it off.’

      
      ‘God, I’m sorry to hear that. I thought that was almost a certainty.’

      
      
      ‘So did I. What about yourself? Anything doing?’

      
      ‘I’m a confirmed bachelor. Forsook women as well as drink the day the Bishop confirmed me.’

      
      ‘So what’s that you’re knocking back there?’

      
      Danny held up his whiskey tumbler. ‘For medicinal purposes, Brian.’

      
      ‘You’ll be forgiven for that, so.’ Brian yawned. ‘I’m jaded,’ he said, getting up from the chair. ‘I think I’ll go up. The
         usual room?’
      

      
      ‘The usual. I’ll see you in the morning.’

      
      They bade each other goodnight. Brian was almost at the door when he turned and said, ‘There was something I was going to
         ask you the minute I arrived, and then it went straight out of my head.’
      

      
      ‘What was that?’

      
      ‘There was a woman and a little girl on the tram coming out. A mother and daughter, I’d say, the woman thirtyish, maybe. You
         wouldn’t give her a second glance but I’ve never seen such a beautiful child. They got off the tram two stops down the road.
         I was wondering who they were.’
      

      
      ‘Angel and Aggie. Poor unfortunate creature, her husband skipped it a few months after they got married. Never saw the face
         of his child.’
      

      
      ‘And what a face. Not one you’d forget in a hurry,’ said Brian, before bidding Danny goodnight again.

      
      Before he fell asleep, Brian wondered what Danny would say if he knew the truth of why he’d gone over to the north side, how
         any time he came up to Dublin he always went there to the streets known as Monto of which Gardiner Street wasn’t one.
      

      
      There was a street called Montgomery Street from which the area took its name, so he’d heard tell. He’d also heard tell that Monto was the largest brothel area in the world. In the dark he smiled and thought of the girl he’d had
         that afternoon. He usually asked for the same one. A lovely girl, for all she was a whore. He was a new man after leaving
         her. Confession at the weekend, and he’d be back in God’s grace. After all, he wasn’t an adulterer – not that he’d enquired
         if his partner was married, but he truly believed she wasn’t so he didn’t consider intercourse with her a grievous sin. And
         his confessor was lenient and not curious, never went into details as some priests did, so he’d been told.
      

      
      He wondered about Danny. Was he still a virgin? More than likely. A few trips to Monto would make a new man of him. Now, to
         another fella you could broach such a subject but not to Danny. He never talked smut, not even at the age when almost every
         boy in the class did. Maybe he should have been a priest. While pondering the question, Brian fell asleep.
      

      
      Out of consideration for his housekeeper, Danny piled dishes and glasses on to a tray, took it to the kitchen then came back
         and sat for a while before going to bed. He’d enjoyed Brian’s company. Evenings could be a lonely oul time. His mother used
         to irritate him with her constant talking even when he was reading a book but nowadays he sometimes longed for the sound of
         her voice.
      

      
      He wondered would the strike come off, and if it did how would the men fare? Then he wondered what sort of a day it would
         be tomorrow. When the evenings were fine, he’d sometimes go for a ramble, walk until he came to where the river widened and
         deepened, where the serious fishermen were. He knew them all. He’d stop and chat. It was a grand way to kill time. He should get a dog. Then he’d have to go out every night, not only when the fancy
         took him. It would be grand company. You could talk to a dog and no one would think you were mad.
      

      
      And now Brian was in the same position as himself, a bachelor living on his own, coming into an empty house, not a soul to
         throw you the time of day. In fact, Brian was worse off: he had no shop to go down into where he could fiddle with shelves,
         arranging and rearranging them, thinking up new ways to display the goods. He supposed there were reports to write up on the
         schools he visited and the teachers he observed.
      

      
      Until tonight he’d envied his friend, thinking of him and Moira settling down, having a family. Brian might have asked him
         to be his best man and godfather to his first child. He’d have liked that. He must try and get him to visit more regularly.
      

      
      He had deliberately kept Angel from his mind, and might have succeeded if Brian hadn’t remarked on how beautiful she was.
         These days, Angel had a disturbing effect on him. Among the many children who came to the shop, she had always shone like
         a bright star, a quiet dreamy little girl, unaware of the radiance she shed about her, a good child, who never pushed her
         way to the counter. She was never cheeky or answered back.
      

      
      Then one day, it must have been a year, maybe eighteen months ago, he had seen the change in her: Angel was no longer a child.
         When he handed her the paper cone of toffee, their hands touched, as they had many times before but until that day he had
         never been aware of the contact. Now he was conscious of a frisson of pleasure, excitement; his heart beat faster and he felt blood rush to his face. Angel had grown into a woman. She had breasts,
         their shape discernible through her thin, washed-out summer frock. She was a woman with a child’s face. And her eyes were
         different, with a sleepy look in them. Sleepy was the only word he could think of to describe it. Sleepy … but something else.
         Then he realised what it was: for the first time since she’d been coming into the shop, Angel wasn’t seeing him only as Danny
         the shopkeeper but as a man – though he felt certain it wasn’t a conscious recognition. She wasn’t being forward. Nothing
         like that. It was like a bud flowering. A happening in nature. It was definitely beyond her control. For, apart from her innocence,
         what girl or woman would ever regard him as a man in that sense? Only the fly, loose ones. A few of that kind bought in the
         shop, sometimes on score, and now and then gave him the eye when they were short of funds. He’d heard tell they wouldn’t be
         slow in granting favours in return for a clean slate.
      

      
      From that day he had tried to avoid serving her. He felt it was sinful to feel such attraction to the sleepy, dreamy eyes,
         budding breasts and rounding hips. For, when all was said and done, Angel was still a child. And unchaste thoughts were a sin, at any age. Night and morning when he said his prayers, he prayed for them
         to be banished and consoled himself that there was more to his feelings than lust. He wanted to cherish Angel, protect her,
         guard her.
      

      
      He got up from the fire and went to bed, where he lay praying, still wishing that Brian hadn’t mentioned Angel. For now she’d
         be in his mind until he fell asleep.
      

   



      
      
      Chapter Three

      
      The following week Angel started working for Mrs Gorman. There were four children and the doctor. Tim, the eldest boy, boarded
         at school during the week. Angel thought he was very handsome, but not as handsome as Johnny, nor as well built. He was pleasant
         and friendly, too, and had a chat with her when he came home on Friday evening before she finished for the weekend.
      

      
      His sisters, Esther and Teresa, were twins, big girls for nine years, and the baby, Rory, was nearly two. Angel loved Rory
         and could have played with him all day, hugging, kissing and making him laugh when she tickled him. But, although Mrs Gorman
         wasn’t a slave-driver, there wasn’t much time for playing with the baby. The steps had to be scrubbed, the brass on the door
         polished – the doctor’s plate was the hardest: the Brasso went in round the letters on it until Mrs Gorman bought a little
         brush and told her to use that. The vegetables had to be washed and peeled, the clothes laundered, the whites boiled and blued,
         and the shirts starched. After inspecting Angel’s first attempts to iron shirts Mrs Gorman said, ‘Angel, one of these days
         when I’ve time I’ll show you how to do it. There’s a knack to ironing shirts. For the time being I’ll do them myself.’
      

      
      Angel liked her. She was kind and good-humoured, told Angel she was a pretty girl and gave her clothes for her mother that
         still had plenty of wear in them. In cold weather, when the creases in her fingers and palms of her hands cracked, Mrs Gorman
         blamed it on the washing-soda and told her to dry her hands thoroughly before hanging out the lines and bought her Zambuk to rub into the sore places.
      

      
      At Mass on Sundays Angel would look admiringly at the Gorman family, walking up the aisle to the sixpenny place where the
         solicitors, managers, Danny Connolly and the likes heard Mass. She thought Mrs Gorman looked gorgeous, wearing her musquash
         coat and velvet tam. The fur was in big panels, soft and glossy, and Mrs Gorman’s face was soft too, and powdered. She told
         herself that when she was old and married to Johnny, she’d have a musquash coat and sit in the sixpenny place.
      

      
      Now and then Mrs Gorman would tidy her jewellery box. She let Angel help her, telling her what was valuable and what wasn’t.
         ‘The girls bought me those earrings as a keepsake after our holiday in Tramore. I’ve so many bits and pieces, rubbish mostly,
         but I wouldn’t hurt their feelings by throwing them out. Tim bought me that pendant. It’s glass but he saved his pocket money
         to get it.’ Then there was the valuable stuff: cameos that had belonged to her mother and aunts; the gold watch, cross and
         chain the doctor had given her, her engagement ring and bracelets; memorial brooches framed in gold, glass-fronted and lying
         on red velvet, locks of hair cut from her mother’s and little children she had buried. ‘One of these days I’ll buy another
         box; one for the good stuff and another for the children’s presents.’
      

      
      Angel told her about the penny bazaar and the grand boxes you could buy there for next to nothing. ‘If I go there again I’ll
         get you one,’ she promised.
      

      
      One day Mrs Gorman gave her a string of blue glass beads. ‘Oh,’ Angel exclaimed, ‘they’re beautiful – but sure I couldn’t
         take them,’ she said, holding them up to her face.
      

      
      
      ‘You can, so,’ Mrs Gorman replied. ‘They’re the colour of your eyes.’ She slipped them over Angel’s head. ‘My first sweetheart
         gave them to me.’ A sad, dreamy look came into her eyes. ‘We were sixteen. I loved him. We said we’d get married when we were
         eighteen, but my parents put between us. They were making a match for me with the doctor. He was more suitable, they said.
         They are for you. Well may you wear them. But in the house slip them inside your frock. The doctor’s a jealous man.’ Angel
         cherished them and wore them on special occasions.
      

      
      When the doctor finished seeing patients in one of the front rooms, which was his surgery, or came home after his calls, he
         always had a smile for Angel. He told her she was ‘a fine girl’, always to eat her porridge and wear a scarf in cold weather.
         ‘A scarf is as good as a heavy coat any day. It keeps the chest warm.’ When he talked about chests, Angel noticed that his
         eyes would fix on hers. He was a fleshy man and had a big belly. Once, when he and Angel were passing in a narrow passage,
         close to each other – so close that their bodies touched – he slipped an arm round her waist and gave it a little squeeze.
         For an instant his fingers tickled her and she laughed, for she was very ticklish. But for all that she laughed and couldn’t
         say she disliked the doctor, she often felt uneasy when they were alone.
      

      
      ‘Sure you’re asking for something to happen to you,’ Mona said, when she heard what Angel had to say. ‘You’ve changed since
         you went to work there.’
      

      
      ‘How d’ye mean I’ve changed?’

      
      ‘You’re full of yourself. Lowering your eyes, fluttering your eyelashes and sticking out your diddies.’

      
      ‘I am not. You’re a terrible liar so you are, Mona.’

      
      
      ‘If you don’t believe me ask anyone. I think you have a yen for that Tim. That’s why you’re making calf’s eyes. What a hope
         you’ve got! They wouldn’t let Tim walk you home – not if Jack the Ripper was outside the door – never mind start walking you
         out.’
      

      
      ‘I’m never going to tell you anything again, so I’m not.’ Angel started to cry. ‘You know it’s not true. You know it’s Johnny
         I love.’
      

      
      ‘Another lost cause,’ retorted Mona. ‘Ah, look, I’m sorry.’ She linked her arm through Angel’s. ‘You’re my best friend in
         the whole world. Maybe you can’t help it. Maybe it’s being in a house with men for the first time in your life. Not like me,
         always in a houseful of fellas. Anyway, let’s forget about it. Come on, I’ll buy you a single.’ Arm in arm, they walked to
         the chip shop.
      

      
      After they’d parted and Angel was walking home, she thought about what Mona had said and into her mind came her mother’s tales
         of ‘wiles and ways’. Maybe she was getting them. Maybe you got them without knowing you were, for as true as she was walking
         home, she had never knowingly fluttered her eyelashes or made eyes at anyone. But wouldn’t it be wonderful if she was getting
         them? Her mother had told her that if you had them any man was yours for the taking. That meant Johnny would be hers.
      

      
      On her next Saturday off she walked past the bike shop. As usual Johnny was bent over a bike. Above the smell of grease, glue
         and rubber, she caught his scent and, emboldened by the belief that now she could charm him, she cleared her throat and said,
         ‘Isn’t it a grand day? I bet you’d rather be off for a spin on the bike than fixing an oul puncture.’ He grunted something
         she couldn’t understand, left the bike upended on the path and went into the shop.
      

      
      She walked away thinking, That Mona’s a terrible liar, so she is. Letting me make an eejit of myself. Wiles and Ways, how
         are you? There was no wrapping him round my finger. All I want him to do is say hello, smile, anything so long as he recognises
         me.
      

      
      Johnny sat in the lavatory, not that he needed to go but it was the only place where Smullen, his boss, left him alone for
         five minutes. He shook one of his last two Woodbines from the green paper packet, lit it, drew the smoke far down into his
         lungs and thought about Angel. She was the most beautiful creature he had ever seen. From the time he had first noticed her
         running in the playground next to the boys’ school he had thought that, and had fallen in love with her.
      

      
      He chose her to play on his side in games, caught pinkeens for her, fixed the twine round the neck of her jam jar so she could
         carry it, reached for the fattest, juiciest blackberries and loved catching her in chasing games, holding her tight, feeling
         her hair against his face. Then everything had changed. Earlier for him than a lot of the fellas, he became one of the big
         boys, and too big to play with girls any more. No one had laid down this law. It just was. At a certain time, boys stuck to
         boys and girls to girls.
      

      
      Now he was sixteen and the time had come when fellas and girls could begin trickin’. He could walk out with a girl, could
         get married, but he wanted nothing to do with girls – and certainly not Angel. He wouldn’t trust himself with her. He didn’t
         want to finish up like his oul fella, married at sixteen, ten children before he was twenty-five, the talk of the village for all the Quinns were ‘raggedy-arsed’. The oul fella beat Johnny’s mother black and
         blue and they were looked down on by everyone. Well, he’d show them. He’d make something of himself. One day he’d win the
         Lonsdale Belt. One day he’d be the heavyweight champion of the world.
      

      
      ‘Have you got the scutters?’ The bike-shop owner had run out of patience. ‘Cramps,’ Johnny shouted back. ‘I’ll be out in a
         minute. You wouldn’t want me shiting all over the path.’
      

      
      ‘Oh, isn’t that lovely language? But sure what more could you expect from one of the Quinns? I must have been outta my mind
         ever takin’ on the likes of you. Hurry up and get back to that bike. I won’t tell you again.’
      

      
      For two pins I’d go out there and smather you, paste you on the wall, Johnny thought, and lit his last Woodbine. But I won’t
         because I need the job – a few bob for my mother and a few for myself, for the magazines that keep me up to date with the
         boxing world.
      

      
      One day I’ll come back here and show them and if Angel hasn’t already been snatched up I’ll deck her in diamonds, throw the
         oul fella out and give me ma a bit of comfort and peace in her old age.
      

      
      Early in the following week Mrs Gorman came to the kitchen where Angel was peeling vegetables for the Irish stew the family
         including herself would have for dinner. ‘I was wondering, Angel, if you’d do me a favour. I know it’s short notice and I
         won’t be offended if you say no.’
      

      
      Angel dropped the carrot she’d been scraping back into the basin, wiped her hands down the sides of her pinny and looked at the woman she had come to love almost as much as Aggie. Her gingery hair was never tidy, her face always
         had a flushed look, but no matter how harassed she was – and she was that, Angel thought, doing the doctor’s books, kept talking
         by arriving and departing patients – she was always kind and thoughtful. Mrs Gorman was always at her husband’s beck and call,
         or helping Teresa and Esther with their exercise books, sitting beside them as they wrote in them whatever homework the nuns
         had set. And then there was Rory, still cutting his back teeth: sometimes she’d be up half the night walking the floor with
         him – Angel often wondered why the doctor couldn’t give him medicine to make him sleep. But there she’d be in the morning
         with a smile for everyone.
      

      
      ‘Of course I’ll do you a favour,’ she assured Mrs Gorman.

      
      ‘Well, you know Friday is my whist night and how much I look forward to it? It’s great getting out of the house for a few
         hours – the cards and the chat and no rush on me, for whether the doctor’s in or out Tim’s home for the weekend and minds
         the children. Only tonight his father wants him to go to a smoker in the Antient Rooms. A concert and a bit of a social. He
         says it’s time Tim got out a bit more into adult company. So that’s cheerio to my night out, my one and only I might add.’
      

      
      ‘And you’re wondering if I’d stay on to mind the children. Well, of course I will.’

      
      ‘You’d have to sleep in. Sometimes I’m late getting back.’

      
      ‘That’s no bother. I’ll let me ma know not to expect me until Saturday morning.’

      
      
      ‘The twins will be no trouble. They’ll go to bed when you tell them. I’ll get Rory off before I go and leave a bottle for
         him.’
      

      
      ‘He’ll be grand. Sure if he wakes I’ll nurse him, sing to him – he likes that.’

      
      ‘Are you sure you won’t mind?’

      
      ‘Of course I am.’

      
      ‘I’ll make it up to you.’

      
      Angel knew Mrs Gorman was promising her money and wouldn’t take no for an answer, so she didn’t argue. ‘I’d do anything for
         you. You’re that good to me. I love coming here.’
      

      
      ‘And I love having you. I don’t know how I’d ever manage without you.’ She gave Angel a hug before leaving the kitchen and
         said, ‘Maybe you’ll stay until you get married. Wouldn’t that be grand?’ They both laughed.
      

      
      At seven o’clock the next morning, Angel left the house, not closing the door completely for fear someone upstairs would hear
         and come down. She ran all the way home, her eyes red and puffy from crying and lack of sleep, her mind in a turmoil. Who
         could she tell? Not Mona, that was for sure. She’d say she brought it on herself, then put it round the parish. Nor could
         she tell her mother, who’d be up to the house and cause a scene. Either way poor Mrs Gorman would be made a show of. And it
         wasn’t Angel’s fault. But maybe it was, she thought as she neared home. Maybe it’s true what Mona says about me. Maybe I ask
         for trouble. In case I’ve committed a sin I’ll go to confession. You can trust a priest. No one except him knows what you
         tell in confession.
      

      
      
      ‘What in the name of God brings you home at this hour of the morning?’ Aggie cried when Angel got home. ‘You dragged me out
         of my sleep. Don’t stand there, come in, child, come in. You look queer. Your eyes are like burnt holes in a blanket.’
      

      
      ‘I was up and down during the night, running to the lav. It must have been the rhubarb,’ Angel lied.

      
      Aggie, getting the fire going, said over her shoulder, ‘Rhubarb never agrees with you. Get into bed, you look jaded. I’ll
         wet a sup of tea and make a bit of cornflour to bind you.’
      

      
      ‘Don’t let me sleep too long. Call me before eleven – I’m going to confession.’

      
      ‘I suppose the baby wanted nursing. God bless him, he’s a dote but a ton weight.’

      
      ‘He had the back dragged out of me,’ Angel lied again, as she waited for the tea and cornflour, which reminded her of wall-paper
         paste, but to keep up the pretence she forced herself to swallow it.
      

      
      ‘Lie down now,’ said Aggie. ‘I’ll slip a hot jar in at your feet and call you at eleven. You’ll be in plenty of time for confession.’

      
      ‘Bless me, Father, for I have sinned. It’s two weeks since my last confession.’ Angel began to cry.

      
      Father Clancy recognised her voice. ‘Stop the crying or I won’t be able to hear you. Take a deep breath, now, like a good
         girl.’
      

      
      Angel controlled herself and began to speak, lowering her voice so that those kneeling outside in the pew couldn’t hear what
         she said. ‘Something terrible nearly happened to me last night.’
      

      
      ‘And what was that?’

      
      
      ‘Well, you know, Father, that I work for the Gormans.’

      
      ‘Didn’t I get you the job? Go on, then, tell me what this terrible thing was. Take your time now.’

      
      ‘I go home every Friday night, only last night they were all going out. Mrs Gorman asked me if I’d do her an obligement and
         stop over. D’ye see, Friday’s her night for the whist. The doctor does be out of a Friday night but Tim’s home from school
         and he minds the children only last night his father was taking him to a concert. So that’s how I stayed.’ She paused and
         the priest heard a shuddering sigh. ‘Take your time, child, and go on when you’re ready.’
      

      
      ‘I’d just finished saying my prayers and got into bed. Then the door opened and the doctor came into the room. I thought maybe
         he was looking for something or going to ask if the children had been all right. Ask, like, while he was still standing by
         the door. But he shut the door and came right up to the bed. I could smell the whiskey on him. And then he touched my hair.
         Well, I didn’t mind that only then his hand was on my face and I got frightened. I wanted to say something but couldn’t think
         of anything. I was trying to get down under the bedclothes, like, bury myself. Only he kept pulling at them. He kissed my
         neck and was saying awful things and trying to pull down the quilt.’
      

      
      ‘What sort of things?’

      
      ‘I couldn’t repeat them, Father. They were dirty things.’

      
      ‘You’re in the confessional. In here you can say anything. So tell me.’

      
      Angel coughed and cleared her throat. ‘“Diddies, let’s see your diddies,” that’s what he kept saying, and trying to strip off the clothes. I was praying to Our Lady all the time. Asking her to protect me. He’d got the clothes down a bit.
         Then I said if he didn’t stop I’d scream. He left me alone then. And he said he was sorry, that he didn’t know what had come
         over him. He took money from his pocket, a handful of silver, and wanted me to take it. I wouldn’t. He tried coaxing me. “Go
         on take it. Buy something nice for yourself.” I wouldn’t. Then he got angry and told me if I mentioned it to Mrs Gorman I’d
         be sacked, I’d never get work anywhere in the village. “Who’d believe you in any case?” he said. Then he went. I was shaking
         with fright and thinking how if I fell asleep he might come back.
      

      
      ‘So I stayed awake until I heard Mrs Gorman come home. I was safe then. I wanted to get up and run all the way home. Only
         she’d have heard me and I might have blurted it all out, and I’d have put the heart crossways in my mother coming in at that
         hour of the night.’
      

      
      ‘You would indeed. What ails you now? Don’t start crying again. Is there something you haven’t told me?’

      
      ‘I think, Father, it may have been my fault – you know, what happened.’

      
      ‘How is that so?’

      
      Angel sniffed a few times. ‘It might have been my “wiles and ways”. Mona says I’m full of myself these days. But I don’t know
         that I am.’
      

      
      ‘What in the name of God are “wiles and ways”?’

      
      ‘Things my mother told me about. I’m not really sure. I think you have to make eyes, give certain looks, I don’t really know.
         But Mona says I’m full of affectation so maybe I was to blame.’
      

      
      ‘Now, you listen to me. Listen carefully and remember it always. You did nothing wrong. Forget about the wiles and ways. That was just your mother talking nonsense. You’re just a little girl that a scoundrel tried to take advantage of.
         And there’s nothing I can do about it for you told me under the seal of the confessional. But you’ll work there no more. Let
         on to your mother your back is bad. The work’s too heavy. Any excuse. Your mother’s a kind, loving soul, who won’t force you
         to go back. Tell no one about it for very few would believe you. The doctor’s word would be taken every time, although your
         poor mother wouldn’t doubt you. You’re a credit to her. God knows what Aggie might do. I wouldn’t put it past her to attack
         that man and I can’t say I’d blame her. But she’d be the loser, maybe get herself arrested. Promise me now you’ll breathe
         a word to no one.’
      

      
      Angel gave her promise. Then Father Clancy told her to make an act of contrition, gave her absolution and three Hail Marys
         for her penance.
      

      
      On Sunday morning Angel complained that her back was killing her. Aggie sympathised and said she’d give her a rub of Sloane’s
         liniment. ‘Don’t stir out of the bed. God’ll forgive you for missing Mass. That job’s too heavy for you. All that scrubbing
         and pulling and hauling and lifting that child. You’re not going back to it. I’ll have a word with Mrs Gorman. She’s very
         understanding.’
      

      
      She arranged the pillows behind Angel’s head. ‘We won’t starve for the loss of half a crown. I’ll ask Father Clancy to keep
         an eye out for something more suitable.’ The chapel bells pealed. ‘If I don’t go now I’ll be late. You’ve got everything to
         hand. Don’t let the tea get cold.’ Aggie kissed the top of her daughter’s golden head, took her rosary beads from the table
         and left.
      

      
      Though the room was dark because the two windows were deep set and small, when her mother opened the door Angel saw that it was a fine day. The lads would be playing football
         after dinner. If she wasn’t letting on to be sick she’d have gone to watch the match Johnny’d be playing. He was the best
         in the team, scored all the goals. He was taller than the others, broader. His muscles stood out on his legs – there were
         whorls of black hair on them that she dreamed about stroking. He’d have put a stop to Gorman’s gallop. When they were married
         she’d tell him. She lay day-dreaming about Johnny and marriage, how she’d coax him not to go in for the boxing. He’d get a
         job on the trams and the company would give them a house. She’d have a lovely wedding-dress and go to Bray for the day. Bray,
         her mother had said, was beautiful. The sea was there. She’d never seen the sea. They’d be happy for the rest of their lives.
      

      
      Her mother came home from Mass, and while she was making the breakfast told Angel all the news. Mrs Gorman had been very understanding.
         ‘She’s sorry to lose you but, as she said, your health comes first and any time you’re passing you’re to drop in. And Father
         Clancy thinks he’ll be able to find you an opening. He’ll let you know through the week.’ She basted the eggs with bacon fat.
         Angel’s mouth was watering with the smell.
      

      
      ‘I was talking to Mrs Maguire for a minute. Remember, I told you about Tommy joining the Army. Well, next year he’ll be off
         to India. The poor unfortunate woman and him her only child. She was telling me he may be gone for ten years.’
      

      
      ‘I don’t know him.’

      
      ‘You’d have seen him about. A nice fella, good to his mother. You probably wouldn’t have noticed him – he’s years older than
         you. But, as his mother said, maybe he’s better off in the Army. I don’t think he’s the full shilling. A gobshite, anyone could fool him up to the two eyes. But his
         mother’s right, if this strike comes off there’ll be no work. September, that’s when it’s supposed to start. Miss Heffernan
         was outside the chapel with her cronies. She never bids me the time of day. Always a miserable oul puss on her.’ She wet the
         tea, laid an old tin tray and gave Angel her breakfast, then sat on the side of the bed with her own plate on her lap. ‘She’s
         terrible plain-looking – she always was, and age doesn’t improve any woman.’
      

      
      ‘I don’t like her either,’ said Angel. ‘She was never nice, not a day in her life. I tried to be good but she was always picking
         on me. She used to pull my hair, blame me for everything when I’d done nothing.’
      

      
      Aggie wiped a piece of bread round her plate, mopping up the bacon fat and spilled egg yolk before saying any more. Then,
         ‘You know why that was?’ she said. ‘Because you resemble your father. She was mad about him. From the first night I walked
         out with him she stopped recognising me. As if he’d have looked twice at her! Apart from her ugly puss she was years older
         than him.’
      

      
      ‘I thought I was the image of you and me granny.’

      
      ‘So you are but there’s a resemblance to him all the same. It’s the way you smile sometimes. It must have crucified her every
         time she looked at you. Though, when all’s said and done, oul Heffernan didn’t miss much when he passed her over.’ She took
         Angel’s plate from her and laid it further down the bed. ‘You enjoyed that. Will I pour you another cup of tea?’
      

      
      ‘It was gorgeous, thanks, and I’d love another sup of tea.’

      
      
      Aggie sucked the fat from her bacon rind, carried the two plates to the kitchen table and said over her shoulder, ‘The other
         thing I heard was that the fair’s coming in September. Mrs Maguire mentioned it.’
      

      
      Angel’s stomach turned over. Johnny was having a go at the boxing booth, she knew. He could be killed, disfigured, left like
         the men you saw with noses splattered all over their faces and cauliflower ears or, worse still, simple in the head. Every
         day, from now until the fair came, she’d say an extra decade of the rosary that he wouldn’t enter the contest, and that if
         he did God and His Holy Mother would protect him.
      

   



      
      Chapter Four

      
      One morning the following week Father Clancy went to see Danny in the shop, beckoned him to one side and said he had a favour
         to ask him.
      

      
      ‘We’ll go into the room,’ Danny said, lifting a section of the counter to admit the priest. ‘You’ll have a cup of tea.’

      
      ‘I will,’ replied Father Clancy, and sat down. The elderly housekeeper said the tea wouldn’t take a minute, and after she’d
         brought it in told Danny she had to slip to the post office.
      

      
      ‘That,’ said Danny, ‘is to let us know she won’t be earwiggin’. So what’s the favour you want, Father?’

      
      ‘A job for Angel.’

      
      ‘I thought she was above in the Gormans.’

      
      ‘She was. But sure it was slavery.’

      
      
      ‘The poor child, she was never meant to be a skivvy. The unfortunate thing is that just before you dropped in I’d promised
         to give Mona a start. But I’ll take Angel from now until Christmas. See then how things go. I’m sure Martin Murphy will break
         the back of the strikers and that there’ll be scabs in droves, but you never know. Larkin’s a powerful man. Has great sway.
         And I’ve heard tell he can count on the support of workers over the other side.’
      

      
      ‘I’ve heard the same thing. And wouldn’t it be the great thing if the working man got a fair crack of the whip? But I have
         my doubts. I feel sorry for the men, but it’s their poor wives my heart goes out to, struggling to make ends meet, with children,
         God bless them, like steps of stairs. How they’ll manage on strike pay God alone knows.’
      

      
      ‘Will you have a glass, Father?’

      
      ‘I’d love to but I won’t. It’d be just my luck to run into Miss Heffernan with her bloodhound nose and she’d have me on the
         Market Cross as an alcoholic. I’ll drop in one evening and we’ll have a few jars and at the same time put the world to rights.’
      

      
      That night Danny couldn’t sleep. Angel in the shop all day! His adored Angel. He said a few prayers hoping they’d lull him
         to sleep. They didn’t. The pillow became lumpy, the bed too hot. His body itched and his bad leg ached. He got up and in the
         dark, went down to the kitchen and made tea. Sitting by the dying fire he drank it and thought about her and his love for
         her, remembering her as a little girl coming in with her ha’penny for taffy or sweets. The noisy children shoved each other,
         pushing, jostling, taking longer to decide on their choice than a woman buying a hat, but never her: she behaved as an angel would, smiling, friendly, saying please and thank you. A
         well-behaved, beautiful child, who he welcomed in the shop. Until the day he had seen the woman in the child. Now she’d be
         in the shop from nine till six, in the confined space behind the counter, where you couldn’t pass without touching each other.
         It would be torture for him. He’d have to pray all the more fervently.
      

      
      ‘I love the job, Ma,’ she told her mother, ‘I can’t believe I’m being paid for it. Honest to God, it’s like being in heaven
         after the way I slaved in the Gormans’. And it’s great Mona being there. The gas we have. Some of the oul wans would drive
         you mad – ‘Cut my rashers thick’, ‘Cut mine thin’, changing their minds every five minutes, feeling the loaves and turnovers,
         taking ages to choose their biscuits. If you could see the faces me and Mona make behind their backs you’d die laughing.’
      

      
      ‘I hope Danny doesn’t catch the pair of you at it. Don’t forget every customer means a lot to him. How’s he treating you?’

      
      ‘You know him. He wouldn’t say boo to a goose. He’s grand, really. And I’ll get five bob a week. Of course, it might only
         be till Christmas.’
      

      
      ‘Twice as much as the Gormans. We’re quids in. I’ll get you a new skirt for Christmas. God’s good, and Danny may find an opening
         for you in the New Year.’
      

      
      Workers belonging to the union were locked out by the hundreds, dockers, biscuit-makers, foundry-workers, tram drivers and
         conductors, men and women. Jim Larkin called meetings of strikers and those locked out. Small employers feared their businesses
         would be ruined. The majority of the clergy sided with the employers. Martin Murphy, the biggest employer with interests in newspapers, in
         almost all places of employment, wouldn’t budge an inch. Workers had no right in a say as to what they earned. He was a good,
         practising Catholic.
      

      
      Many of the other big bosses were good-living Protestants and Quakers. And although they followed in different religions they
         were united in their belief that the working class deserved not a penny more than they earned already. There were mass meetings,
         angry scenes, baton charges by the police, who were reputedly fuelled and refuelled with drink to keep up the strength of
         their baton-wielding arms. Innocent bystanders were injured and two of the protestors, James Byrne and James Nolan, were killed,
         Nolan clubbed to death and Byrne dying of head injuries.
      

      
      Because of the riots it had been decided that the fair would miss Dublin that year. Mona brought the news in to work.

      
      ‘God answered my prayers. Now Johnny’ll be safe,’ Angel said.

      
      ‘Feck you and Johnny Quinn. I was really looking forward to the fair.’

      
      ‘Angel, come here for a minute,’ Danny called, from where he was cleaning the bacon-slicer.

      
      ‘Listen,’ he said, when she was close to him. ‘It’s about your hair. Would you ever tie it back? Only Miss Heffernan complained
         that she found hairs on her butter. I like it as it is, but you know what she’s like. Before you know it, every one of the
         women’s Sodality will be finding your hair in their butter and rashers. You don’t mind me mentioning it?’
      

      
      ‘Of course I don’t.’ She was so happy that Johnny wouldn’t be trying the boxing she wouldn’t have cared if Danny had sacked her on the spot. She was thinking all the while
         about Johnny’s lucky escape and how by the following year he might have given up the idea of boxing altogether.
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