



[image: Image]






Counting


My


Blessings


Francis


Brennan’s


Guide to


HAPPINESS


GILL & MACMILLAN




INTRODUCTION


As you might know, in 2014 I wrote a book about etiquette called It’s The Little Things. I enjoyed it so much, and getting out and about all over the country to talk to people, that I decided to write another! I thought long and hard about what to write about. I’d wanted to tell my story for a long time, but wasn’t sure how – I didn’t want to drone on with ‘Then I did this and then I did that’ like a bore at a party. And besides, no one can ever be truly accurate about his or her own life. As Herbert Samuel said: ‘An autobiography is the story of how a man thinks he lived.’


And then I met a man in Pittsburgh and it all fell into place.


I do an annual tour of the US for Tourism Ireland and off I went in February 2015, ending up in Pittsburgh during the big freeze when it snowed for weeks and temperatures plummeted. On this particular day it was minus 23 degrees Fahrenheit. That’s minus 30 degrees Celsius, just so you know! Now, I had to do some printing and so I walked the few blocks to where the nice lady in the hotel had told me I could find a copy store. Of course, there was hardly a soul about; the only people out on the street were ‘street bums’, as they call them, who all let a roar at me as I walked by, God help them.


I needed 200 copies of a brochure and so I left it in and said I’d be back later to collect it. I was half-distracted on the walk there and back, as I was thinking about the rehearsal for a Tourism Ireland show we were doing that night, so when I went out later to pick the printing up, I got lost. I wandered up and down a bit, but all of the buildings looked the same and I couldn’t get my bearings. Then I saw a gentleman coming towards me and I said, ‘Excuse me, sir. Is there a print shop here?’


He looked perfectly normal, wrapped up against the cold, and he was very pleasant. ‘Oh, yes,’ he said. ‘But you’re at the back door. The front door is one block back. But wait here; I’m just going in.’


I waited, and he let me in the back door to a little lobby which led into the shop. The copy shop woman obviously knew him because she said, ‘Hello, Thomas. I’ll just get your stuff now.’


We started to chat and he said, ‘I’m a retired army veteran and I do some fundraising. What about you?’ I told him that I was in the hotel and tourism business. We chatted about how you wouldn’t be thinking about a holiday now because it’s so cold – chitchat really – and then he happened to mention that he had a son in Afghanistan and he worried about him all the time. He talked more about the fundraising he did for the veterans because they needed so much money. He explained that he sold tickets to basketball and football games and so on, and made a little bit of a profit for veterans’ charities.


I said, ‘Sure you’re very good and you do marvellous work, so let me give you something to put into the kitty,’ and I gave him a $10 bill. He thanked me and we chatted a bit more until my brochures were ready. I was about to leave when the gentleman came over to me and gave me the biggest hug I’ve ever had from anybody – and then he whispered in my ear: ‘I have to tell you the truth. I’m a street bum and I don’t do any fundraising at all. I just keep the money, but do you know what? You are the first person in five years who has treated me as an equal, so my conscience wouldn’t let me not tell you the truth.’


He then proceeded to tell me his story: a divorce had lost him everything and he became homeless; five years later, he was still living on the street. He just needed to get a step up, he explained. Then he tried to give me back the $10. I said, ‘No, no. Take the $10 and from today on you’ll think of the strength you had to tell me the truth because that wasn’t easy for you. Just go forward from here. Today’s the day it’s all going to change.’ And then I got my printing and he got his, and we went our separate ways. Who knows where this man is now or what he’s doing, but I hope he has been able to get that step up in life that he needed.


I’m not telling you this story to show you all what a great man I am, but simply to say that life can deal us any kind of a hand, good or bad. Often it’s a bit of both, and the only difference is what we make of it. And that’s the subject of this book – how we handle what life throws at us and learn to make the most of it. In short, it’s a book about happiness.


Nowadays, we are inundated with advice about happiness. You only have to open a book or a magazine to see an article about how to be happy – ‘Ten tips to a happier life’, all that kind of thing. It seems that happiness can be hard to find these days! And yet I often wonder if it’s because we expect too much; we expect to be jumping for joy all the time and life to be one big load of fun. But we all know that life isn’t like that – that it has its ups and downs and its challenges and somehow we just have to get through them. Maybe this isn’t a very glamorous notion, but it’s the truth.


Needless to say, I don’t think I’m an expert on the subject of happiness, but I am a happy person. Maybe it’s because I’m fortunate enough to have been born that way, but maybe it’s also because of my philosophy on life. I am someone who has always gotten on with whatever life has given me, good and bad. I’ve always felt that happiness is something you choose, rather than it choosing you. Now, I can almost hear you say, ‘That’s all very well for you, Francis, with your TV show and your hotel and all the travel. Sure, you have a great life altogether.’ Well, nobody’s life is perfect, and mine is no more perfect than anybody else’s. I’ve had great opportunities in life and I look on them as a blessing, but I’ve also worked hard every single day and I’ve earned every penny I have. Like many others, the recession wasn’t kind to me, but it’s all relative and I’ve taken responsibility for my own mistakes. Meeting my challenges has helped me to keep going and come out the other side. I’m still happy, because I believe in that quote I found while I was thinking about this book: ‘Being happy doesn’t mean that everything is perfect. It just means that you’ve decided to look beyond the imperfections.’


I’ve been lucky enough to have wonderful parents who were role models and to have grown up in a happy family. Without that, and my parents’ positive attitude, maybe I wouldn’t look at life in the way I do. I was born with a deformity in my right foot and had eleven major operations when I was a child. My parents did everything for me and ensured I had the best of care, but it was their attitude that made all the difference. They encouraged me to just get on with life and not to let it hold me back. And so it hasn’t. My work ethic I inherited from my dad, who worked long hours at our family shop in Stepaside, Co. Dublin. I also get a lot from the things that make me happy in life – work, travel, my faith, my family – and I’m going to share these with you in this book. Most important, I’ve never underestimated the power of making other people happy.


But what about me, I hear you say. How can I be happy? Well, when writing this book, I started thinking about all the things that contribute to happiness in my life. Take a look – I hope that they can help to make your life a little happier too.


– Gratitude –


I know it may be difficult when things are tough, but simply counting your blessings and appreciating what’s around you can make you feel a lot happier. I’ve certainly found this to be the case in recent times. I try to appreciate my nieces and nephews, my brothers and sisters, my work, my faith, my garden in Kenmare – all the things that matter to me; I even try to appreciate and enjoy my travels around the country for At Your Service! So, if you can, just stop for a moment every day and take in your surroundings; maybe there’s a tree that’s coming into leaf, or water rushing over stones, or a warm breeze. Try it – just spend some time ‘noticing’, rather than rushing and worrying, and see what happens. And if you start to notice then you’ll gradually come to appreciate the simple things in life.


– Positivity –


Do you remember that book The Power of Positive Thinking? It was written a by a man called Norman Vincent Peale and it was actually published during the 1950s, when the world was a very different place. He thought that there was only one way to look at life – by focusing on positivity – but this doesn’t mean pretending that the world is a fantastic place altogether and, sure, we don’t have a problem in the world. It’s about accepting the realities of our lives, but trying, if we possibly can, to focus on the good bits, even if they are only little things. Now you might say, Well, Francis, I’ve lost my job or my cat’s just died – I’m not feeling too cheerful right now. Of course you’re not, but maybe your son or daughter has done well in school or your best friend’s coming home from Australia for a visit – there’s always something to enjoy and appreciate, even if it’s just something small.


– Resilience –


I think the recession has shown us how resilient we can all be. We’ve been able to find our way through the tough times and are ready to ‘bounce back’ when things improve. I’ve certainly found that to be the case and have made no secret of my ups and downs in recent years. We all know that life isn’t perfect, but the good news is that with some practice we can all learn to be more resilient. We all know about ‘glass half full’ and ‘glass half empty’ people. Well, apparently, research has shown that realism is best. I suppose you could say that realistic people are those who accept that their glass is at the half-way point, but feel optimistic that it’ll be re-filled before long. I’ll be honest with you that I’ve come to find that in my own life, but I’ve tried to accept my responsibility to myself, and responsibility for myself, and to face up to my difficulties.


– Connecting –


‘No man is an island’; we need to connect with other human beings, even in small ways. I’m lucky enough to have a great family, but even so I find that, as a single person with no children, making that connection with others is particularly important in my life; be it getting into conversation while I’m waiting in line or saying hello to my neighbour – it makes me feel part of the world.


– Giving –


It may seem funny to say that giving makes us feel happier. What about receiving, I hear you say, that’s nice too! But, believe me, giving will make you feel ten times happier. I try to give every day, and I don’t mean a big contribution to charity or anything like that; I mean just a tip to a waiter or my best thank you to the girl in the shop. The little things really add up, I find.


– Setting goals –


It can be really worthwhile to set a goal or two in life, and to work to achieve that. A few years ago, a friend asked me to write my retirement plans on a piece of paper. I’ll tell you what these were later in the book (you’ll have to wait!), but I can honestly say that it did me the world of good to ask myself what I really wanted out of life. The key is to make your goals realistic for you. Say you’ve always wanted to write. Start by writing a short story or by joining a creative writing group, rather than leaping straight into your own War and Peace!


– Continually learning –


As we get older, it can be tempting to put on the slippers and sit in front of Fair City every night. After all, we have nothing left to learn, have we? Well, statistics show that people who continue to learn through life are much happier than those who don’t. I have to say, I found my first few outings on television pretty nerve-wracking, but I’m so pleased that I dug in and got on with it. ‘Feel the fear and do it anyway’ is my motto! And, as far as I’m concerned, learning needn’t mean taking on a PhD or skydiving; it can simply mean trying out that Spanish class you’ve been meaning to look into, or learning to cook Chinese food, or joining a book club. Anything that keeps your outlook on life fresh can’t be bad!


– Working within our limitations –


When we’re young, we all think we’re going to be brain surgeons or rocket scientists, but as we grow we are faced with our own limitations as human beings. It can be an awful disappointment to realise that we’ll never don a Munster jersey or fill Carnegie Hall, but part of being happy is accepting ourselves and working with what we have. In school, I wasn’t a high achiever academically and my wonky foot meant that I’d never be captain of the rugby team, but instead of being sorry that I couldn’t take Leinster to the Heineken Cup finals I focused on my other skills and talents, such as my business brain, and developed those.


– Believing –


I find meaning in life through my faith and through meetings with other people, like my friend in Pittsburgh, which really do make me happy. What gives your life meaning? Make a note of it and try to remember it every day.


So there we have it – my ideas on what makes us happy. I’m not perfect, of course – who is? But I’m grateful to have the attitude to life that I do, because I think this can make all the difference. I’m happy to be happy!
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‘Folks are usually about as happy as they
make up their minds to be.’


Abraham Lincoln


When I was in the US on my tourism trip in 2015, I went to mass, as I do regularly, in a church in New York. The priest gave a forty-minute sermon. I have to say I’d never sat through a forty-minute sermon before, but this priest, who was from Jamaica, was fascinating on the subject of father-hood and it chimed with me because I’d been giving a lot of thought to fathers for this book. He explained that he was one of nine children and he never had a father. His father had simply left the family, leaving his mother to raise all nine children single-handed.


When he joined the priesthood, he had a psychiatric evaluation and of course the psychiatrist insisted, ‘You must have a feeling of absence because you don’t have a father.’


He was adamant that he didn’t. ‘My mother looked after us – she worked three jobs to provide for us – but we also had a community around us. And if Mum wasn’t around Granny looked after us, and if Granny wasn’t around Aunty Joan would look after us and her husband would play ball with us. Don’t put me into the box of being odd because I have no father.’ For this priest, what made up for the absence of his father was a strong mother, an involved extended family and a good community.


Now, unlike this priest, I was lucky enough to have a great dad in Tom Brennan, a shopkeeper from Milltown in Dublin. According to George Eliot in Middlemarch, ‘It’s a father’s duty to give his sons a fine chance.’ I suppose that was a father’s role in those days – to set up his sons (and daughters) in life, and to provide them with an education. I was fortunate enough that my father did give me ‘a fine chance’ in so many ways, and that he was very much a part of my life growing up since I worked with him from the age of eight or nine. I credit my dad with so much and I can see how much of myself I get from him; I have many of my father’s genes, I can see that.


When I think of Dad, I often think of that song by Mike and the Mechanics, ‘The Living Years’, which is about a father seeing his own father in his new-born son’s features. It’s a beautiful song and I think the sentiment is so apt. The song also stresses the importance of communication between the generations. Today, fathers have such an important role to play in their children’s lives. I see my brother John with his children and they are always talking and doing things together. But in my day it was different. For a start, we rarely saw Dad at home. My dad worked every single day from 7.00 a.m. to 7.00 p.m., and since he was caught up with the business any chat we did have was business chat: the VAT man was driving him mad, that kind of thing. He’d come in after the nine o’clock news, have a cup of tea and a biscuit, watch the telly and then go to bed. Then he was gone when we woke up in the morning. Because of the business, we never really holidayed together; we never had conversations about sport or anything else (mind you, none of us was sporty!); and we never ‘talked’ in the way I see families talking nowadays, when anything goes.


I have to say, when people go on and on about the ‘good old days’, when life was simpler and so much nicer, they seem to forget that it was a lot harder too! Sure, why wouldn’t we be happy nowadays when we have Mum and Dad to talk to, and when we can be so much more open than previous generations? Maybe that’s why a recent survey I came across in a US magazine stated that parents rated their happiness as 17 per cent higher than when they were children. Communication is the key to happiness, I think!


I do have one particular memory of my father, when he ‘rescued’ my older brother Damien and me from The Big Fog, as we always called it, in 1963 or so. We’d gotten the number 44 bus home from school as usual, but we’d hardly left the city when we had to get off because the fog was so thick. En masse, we walked up Harcourt Street, and Damien and I glued ourselves to the group for fear we’d get lost. Now, I wasn’t a bit happy about walking up Harcourt Street because I’d read all about a notorious murder that had happened on this street that year. It was called the Green Tureen murder because the murderer, a student in the Royal College of Surgeons, had disposed of his girlfriend’s remains in the ovens of the restaurant where he worked, the Green Tureen. The story had gripped the city because it was so grisly and because, at the time, that kind of thing was unheard of in Ireland. Our little band of Dubliners walked and walked until, as we were crossing the Dodder at Milltown, Dad appeared out of the mist. I can still remember him grabbing us both and hugging us as if he’d thought we were lost for ever. He’d been out looking for us all afternoon.


As I said, I would have seen more of my father than most because, by the time I was eight or nine years old, I was working with him in the family business. My father gave me the best work ethic anyone could have, in the same way as his father had instilled a work ethic in him, even though my dad had had to pull himself up by the bootstraps, as the saying goes. I know that, at one stage, my father’s family were prosperous. Dad’s father, Paul, was on the Board of Works and had bought a row of houses in Milltown called The Colonnade. The family business was, and still is, Christmas trees, although Dad’s father would have had a number of other businesses as well. Dad’s father was a very cultured man and a great friend of Count John McCormack. Apparently he used to accompany the Count on tour in Ireland, and I can imagine that that would have been something else, as they say! Of course, we never really do appreciate our family history, do we? Which reminds me of a funny story. Dad’s father had all of Count John McCormack’s records at home, old 78s, signed of course. When he died very suddenly of some kind of pulmonary disease at forty-two years of age, my father was only fourteen. One day, he and his brother decided to amuse themselves by playing Frisbee with the records, throwing them out of the window at the garden wall so they could hear that distinctive ‘crack’ they made, because, of course, they were all made out of shellac. Can you imagine? Needless to say, my dad was mortified when he realised not only their value, but their importance.


Following Granddad’s death, the family was in an absolute state, both emotionally and financially, with death duties and everything else. My father was taken out of school in CUS (Catholic University School), where I would later go to school, and set to work in the family business. The houses in The Colonnade had to be sold off. (The family gradually bought the houses in The Colonnade back. In a nice little aside, when they were listed the Christmas lights that were up on them at the time were included – so the family now has to keep the lighted-up Santa and Happy Christmas on the houses all year round! They’re a bit of a Milltown landmark.)


My father gradually built up a business, starting with a grocers in Milltown known as The Bridge Stores, and then he expanded and built a store in Stepaside. At the time, Stepaside was in the countryside and he saw an opening there, supplying groceries to people who were too far away from shops and the new supermarkets that were opening up all over the place. My father’s Stepaside shop was, in fact, one of Ireland’s first supermarkets. My father should have started something like Superquinn because he had the foresight and the knowledge to see that that’s where shopping was going. He had lots of facilities in his shop that were unheard of at the time, such as toilets and sinks, and was up to speed on hygiene before anyone. He also had a slicing machine with a blade that detached so you could wash it. And if you left a crumb on it, he’d eat you. My father had very high standards.


It was never really discussed, but I found that I naturally gravitated towards the Stepaside shop. I learned a lot about Dad, working with him. He could be a perfectionist and the shop was always immaculate, with a place for everything and everything in its place. I was reminded of Dad when I was in San Francisco recently and I went to the Apple store because I had a problem with my iPhone. I was highly entertained when I was directed to the ‘genius bar’ to fix my iPhone! But what reminded me of Dad was that there was a girl by the elevator fixing boxes so that they lined up nicely and I said to her, ‘Now, do it right, because my father used to make me do that, and if there was a tin of beans off centre, he’d eat you.’ Now, needless to say, my father never once hit me or used corporal punishment in any way, but I learned from his example how important it was to get things right. Like him, I’m a man for detail – I’ll even admit that I’m a bit over the top about it – but detail matters in my business.


Dad was also totally reliable. At that time, if you lived outside the city you’d order your groceries once a week to be delivered and Tom Brennan would never let you down. We used to do deliveries in our Opel Caravan up to Ticknock, Glencullen, Glencree and all those areas in the Dublin and Wicklow mountains, in all weathers. In the time before supermarkets people often had groceries delivered like this. I remember one lady used to order the usual things – pound of butter, tea, sliced pan and so on – but at the end of every list she always had ‘instant whiff’. It took me a while to work out that she meant ‘instant whip’ or Angel Delight!


Working in the shop and listening to Dad, I also learned a lot about the psychology of people. I learned that rich people didn’t always buy the best and that poorer people would buy expensive things, maybe because they wanted to feel that they could live well even if they didn’t have the money. Dad, being generous to a fault, extended credit to a lot of people. In fact, when he died, a lot of people came out of the woodwork, turning up at our door with brown envelopes addressed by hand to ‘Mr Brennan’. We didn’t realise it, but he’d lent money all over the place, and clearly it was on their conscience. You can imagine if that many people came forward, many more didn’t. They say, ‘Neither a borrower nor a lender be,’ but my dad ignored the advice and, quite honestly, so did I when I had money to help other people out. I’m not saying this so you’ll think, ‘What a great man altogether,’ but I can freely admit that I’ve never given money a lot of thought in that way. I don’t resent it – I’m like my father in that way. Yes, I have lent money, quite a lot of it, and, no, I probably won’t get it all back, but like my dad I don’t harbour any resentment. What is it that they say? Giving is its own reward!


I also know that I have my dad’s entrepreneurial spirit. Even from an early age, I had some kind of little business going. My first enterprise was selling lemonade from our house in Balally, near Dundrum, Co. Dublin. My brother Damien was always theatrical and we’d put on shows, arguing about when to open and close the curtains, which never worked properly. I’d sell lemonade for a penny a glass during the interval. And then, of course, there were the Christmas logs that I wrote about in It’s The Little Things, which I got from Scout Headquarters up in Larch Hill when we’d do deliveries. I’d bring them home, split them and decorate them with Hector Grey fake snow, and Bob’s your uncle – Christmas logs! Then I had my babysitting service, which went down a bomb since our little cul-de-sac of 37 houses was expanded by a full 600 during the 1960s. I coordinated the local teenagers, taking a 10 per cent cut of their earnings – I clearly remember that one night I had forty-two working for me!


I don’t know whether there was a tiny bit of the ghost of Granddad hanging over us, so that I felt that somehow I had to compensate for the losses after his death by never being without money. Whatever it was, I know that having money was important to me, not because I was greedy or wanted to be rich, but because it gave me a sense of security, and I found that I had the knack for making it and enjoyed the whole business of it. I was always doing tons of things and I was always making money, right from an early age, and, honestly, I got used to it. I remember a friend saying to me once that I didn’t really understand what people were going through during the crash because, ‘You’ve always had money.’ She was right, I suppose – it can be a dangerous thing. Quite honestly, when I go to buy a suit, it doesn’t matter to me if it’s €650 or €250 – I just buy it. Of course that’s not the real world and I know that – in the real world, people have to save money for things like that – but I also know that I understand the value of money. When times were good, I never bought a helicopter or spent in that kind of way. I cannot abide waste in life. When I was in San Francisco on my latest Tourism Ireland trip, they were all hopping into taxis from the airport and paying $156 to get into town, but I thought that was daft – I hopped on the train, which got there before them! I always go a comfortable way, but I won’t waste money.


I’m proud of my work ethic, which I got from my parents. In the shop, I just got on with helping Dad and I didn’t get paid either. I still work ridiculously hard, not just because I have to these days – of which more later – but because I enjoy it. Work gives me such energy, and it makes me happy in the same way as a hobby or exercise would make someone else happy. This is probably fortunate, because a typical day for me at Park Hotel Kenmare is long, beginning at 8.30 a.m. every morning and going on until 11.00 p.m. or so at night. It involves checking out guests, talking to the chef about the menu, doing the post and hovering during service, as well as organising my schedule for filming At Your Service, along with a number of other commitments – and I love it all.


My mother, Maura, was very different from Dad. Like so many women of her generation, she gave up work when she married, having moved to Dublin from her native Sligo to join the civil service in 1947. She met Dad at a dance and married him in the Church of the Holy Name in Ranelagh in 1951. The rest of her life would be devoted to bringing up the Brennans – Damien, who was born in 1952, me (1953), another little boy called Thomas who, sadly, was stillborn, then Kate (1956), Susan (1957) and John, ‘the baby’, who was born in 1965, an event which I clearly remember. I recall going in to the National Maternity Hospital in Holles Street to visit the new arrival and being unable to believe that he was so small. I was terrified that Mum would break his little arms putting them into his babygro.


I remember my mother telling me a nice story about when Damien was born in 1952. My mother’s father came up from Sligo to see the new arrival. As my father was bringing him back to the station to get the train, they passed the National Maternity Hospital. My father said casually, ‘That’s where Damien was born’ and Granddad thought that Dad was a very rich man and that was his house. He was delighted his daughter had married so well!


It wouldn’t be the way nowadays, I know, but I can say that my mother was the centre of our home. She was naturally a warm and sociable woman, who provided a welcome for numerous visitors from Sligo. Ours was very much an ‘open house’, and we’d often come home from school to find we’d been turfed out of our bedroom for a night to accommodate some visitor from home. My mother would also regularly entertain distant cousins, such as Eithne Pugh and Marie Jennings, at Sunday lunch. I think I owe my sociable nature to Mum! It’s a role that my sister Kate has taken up in the family now, and I always stay with her when I’m up in Dublin.


Mum and Dad only rowed once that I know of – amazing, isn’t it? It was a Sunday night and I have no idea what the row was even about, but all I know is that Mum stayed in the kitchen doing Monday’s washing instead of sitting in the living room, as she did every Sunday night, eating the chocolate macaroons that Dad would buy her every week. That said a lot, because in those days the washing was a huge job that you wouldn’t do before you absolutely had to. The five of us were devastated – that was the greatest catastrophe of my childhood, as far as I was concerned, which shows how stable my parents were! I count myself very lucky because I know that this gave me a firm foundation in life. Mind you, I think Mum was probably a silent worrier: Dad used to say he could have been like Fergal Quinn with a whole range of stores only for Mum because she was a cautious woman, but on the other hand she may well have prevented him from taking unnecessary risks. As we later discovered, Dad’s generosity sometimes got the better of him, so maybe it was a good thing that Mum was there to apply the brakes!


My parents were a great mix of city and country and we spent many summers on my mother’s family farm in Sligo. I can still remember the house: it was a thatched cottage with two rooms on the bottom and a single room on top. There was no running water. You used to wash yourself on the ‘street’, the yard in front of the house. I remember my grandfather shaving on that wall, bringing a kettle out of the house from the open fire. We used to go to Sligo every summer, from the first day of the school holidays to the last. My brother Damien, who is just a year older than me, loved the business of farming and haymaking, all that kind of thing, but I was more the domestic man – I’d bring the sandwiches and the tea out to the fields in a 7-pound stainless steel can, or in a Lucozade bottle because they had great sealing tops. You’d wrap the can in newspapers and pop it on the bike and off you’d go, out into the fields. My mother’s brother and sister, Anna and Jim, were very good to us. When you’re children you don’t notice how good people are to you, but I understand now and I thank them for it. Things have now come full circle in that my brother Damien bought the farm from my aunt and lives there now, and, after many years in the tourism and restaurant business, currently runs a tour called the Yeats Experience, using his theatrical flair, which is fantastic.
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