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             Of all the many places mentioned in poetry,  the exact location of most is not known for certain.

            
 

            – BASHō, Narrow Road to a Far Province, 1689 

            


         
 

         

         


      


      

    


  

    

      

         

         
 

         

            

               Bona-Fide Travellers


            
 

            

               

                  It meant you had to be from somewhere else
 

                  to get a drink. But that was all right for us;
 

                  we always were, whether travelling west
 

                  or east. The trouble came when, dozing
 

                  on the boat, you half-came round and saw
 

                  the seabirds bathing, the gannet plunging
 

                  towards his bath, and battalions
 

                  of unknown children, speaking in accents
 

                  different from their parents. Your book
 

                  has slipped to the floor, the John Hinde postcard
 

                  has fallen out, and now you’ve lost your place.


               
 

               

                  In the real world, of course, there’s no such person
 

                  as a Bona-Fide traveller. They will pull
 

                  the glass out of your hand and order you
 

                  to go back to the place you came from,
 

                  whatever you might have called that at the start. 


               


            


         


      


      

    


  

    

      

         

         
 

         

            

               History


            
 

            

               Then they talked together until Dunstan spoke about St Edmund, as Edmund’s sword-bearer told the story to King Aethelstan, when Dunstan was a young man and the sword-bearer was a very old man.

               
 

               – AELFRIC’S preface, The Life of King Edmund

               


            


            

               

                  Magie Din Beag, aged four in 1865,
 

                  was lifted on to her father’s shoulders
 

                  at Abraham Lincoln’s funeral.
 

                  Her father said to her: ‘Never forget
 

                  that you were at Abraham Lincoln’s funeral!’
 

                  He said it at the time, she told me, and again
 

                  at intervals throughout the rest of his life.
 

                  She told it to me in 1956
 

                  when I was ten, and said: ‘Never forget
 

                  that you once knew an old woman
 

                  who had been at Abraham Lincoln’s funeral
 

                  when she was four.’ Fifty years ago now;
 

                  so what I say to you is: never forget
 

                  that you once read something by someone
 

                  who said they had known when they were young
 

                  someone who said their father told them
 

                  they had been to Abraham Lincoln’s funeral.


               


            


         


      


      

    


  

    

      

         

         
 

         

            

               Freyfaxi


            
 

            

               

                  No-one could touch her but Jer Mac himself,
 

                  the foxy mare, so the greatest honour
 

                  of my life was the day when he handed
 

                  across the reins and left me to guide her
 

                  to the yard, pulling her straining head up,
 

                  her haunches braced at forty-five degrees
 

                  to hold back the heavy float and haywynd.


               
 

               

                  Gunnar too would have fled Iceland, never
 

                  to return, but that his horse tripped in a hole
 

                  and threw him to the ground from where he gazed
 

                  in all directions at the shining meadows
 

                  and exclaimed aloud ‘How beautiful it is!’
 

                  He could never leave it then; but it also meant
 

                  he’d chosen to remain where death closed in.


               


            


         


      


      

    


  

    

      

         

         
 

         

            

               Vocation


            
 

            

               

                  Each cold October morning he went out
 

                  into the Gate Field and walked up and down,
 

                  like the horse-drawn seed-drill quartering every inch
 

                  to make sure the harvest was kept constant,
 

                  reading his Office, every Latin sentence
 

                  of the forty pages for the day. In the evening,
 

                  as the colder darkness fell with the crows’
 

                  harsh calling, he sat alone in the back
 

                  benches of the unheated chapel, hour
 

                  after hour, staring for inspiration
 

                  at the golden, unresponsive tabernacle.


               


            


         


      


      

    


  

    

      

         

         
 

         

            

               Horses for Courses


            
 

            

               

                  When we went back, a horse was standing there.
 

                  Jer Mac, the greatest breaker of horses,
 

                  examined his teeth, judged his height in hands,
 

                  felt his fetlocks, pronounced himself satisfied:
 

                  ‘All right,’ he said. ‘Bring him in,’ – which was of course
 

                  the start of all the trouble, as everyone knows.
 

                  Not long after, his wife was packed off back to her people,
 

                  and the child given to neighbours to be brought up.


               
 

               

                  Whatever they called it in Greek, our name for it
 

                  was pisheogues: those strange gifts that people,

                  
 

                  neighbourly enemies, or gods, pushed through
 

                  railings and under wires, or hid in ditches
 

                  to confound us. We never discovered
 

                  exactly what gift it was that brought in its train
 

                  our father clutching his chest before he fell
 

                  and our particular wanderings across the seas.


               


            







OEBPS/faber_online.jpg
fi

faber and faber





OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Inhalt





		Cover



		Title Page



		Dedication



		Table of Contents



		Epigraph



		Bona-Fide Travellers



		History



		Freyfaxi



		Vocation



		Horses for Courses



		Father Christmas



		Tea Dolls



		In Bavaria



		Farmers Cross



		Emigration



		The Old Second Division



		Geese Conversations



		Crumpsall



		The People through the Meadow Straying



		Mere Planter and Fior-Ghael



		Dockets



		The Old Graveyard



		Mirror



		Lady’s Smock



		Aisling



		Tinkers



		Exhibitions



		The Wanderer



		Racho



		Amicitia



		Ascent of Ben Bulben



		Virtue



		Educated Flanagan



		The Canon



		Dream



		Rubbish Theory



		Flocks and Companies



		Man of My Time



		Tontine



		City Planning



		Penalty Points



		Hover



		Menagerie



		The Worldwide Web



		The Same Only Different



		Casella



		Dún an Óir



		Dingle



		Clegs at Totleigh Barton



		Magic Lantern



		The Year’s Midnight



		Acknowledgements



		About the Author



		By the Same Author



		Copyright












OEBPS/9780571271665_cover_epub.jpg
Bernard
O’Donoghue
Farmers
Cross





OEBPS/iii_online.jpg





OEBPS/insertSpan.js
function setSpanIGP(){var clsElementList=document.getElementsByClassName('title-num');setSpaninPara(clsElementList);clsElementList=document.getElementsByClassName('title-sub');setSpaninPara(clsElementList);clsElementList=document.getElementsByClassName('title-author');setSpaninPara(clsElementList);clsElementList=document.getElementsByClassName('title-contributor');setSpaninPara(clsElementList);clsElementList=document.getElementsByClassName('title-other');setSpaninPara(clsElementList);clsElementList=document.getElementsByClassName('caption');setSpaninPara(clsElementList);}function setSpaninPara(pClassList){for(i=0;i<=pClassList.length;i++){if(pClassList[i]){var para_html=pClassList[i].innerHTML;para_html='<span>'+para_html+'</span>';pClassList[i].innerHTML=para_html;}}}function init(){setSpanIGP();}window.onload=init;




