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I lost almost everything in the financial crash. I had to close my chain of furniture shops; suppliers were knocking at my door; I couldn’t pay the staff; debts were piling up. My pride had taken a huge knock and my coping mechanism was to wander down to the local, The Yacht in Clontarf, order a pint and just sit. I’d pour my worry into that glass and sit in deep thought. I needed an idea. Something, anything. One day, sitting there, I saw a documentary on the telly about a car salesman who’d turned himself into a celebrity. He sold cars and he sold himself. He was loud, ridiculous and very successful. That stuck with me.


So, I started digging around. Researching American retailers who became personalities. There was this fella called Mattress Mack from Houston, Texas. He started out with very little but made himself a millionaire by creating a persona called Mattress Mack.


That’s when it started to click. Mattresses – that was my niche, and pretty much the only stock I had left. I knew the product inside out and still had a few solid contacts in the supply chain. Maybe I could recreate something similar here in Ireland. In a small country, drawing attention to yourself can either backfire completely or turn out to be a stroke of genius. I held on to the idea but didn’t act on it yet.


A few weeks later, same pub, same drink, different day. A voice calls across: ‘How are you, Mick?’ I look up. No idea who it is, but I nod back and he comes over. ‘You don’t remember me, do you? It’s Paul Kelly, used to see you in the Pearse Street shop.’ I faked a smile, said, ‘Of course, Paul!’ and we got chatting. Paul had started his own business called Shoot Audition and he started telling me all about it.


Everything was going online, he said. Social media was the new high street, and if you weren’t on it, you were basically invisible. Everyone and their dog was advertising on Facebook and YouTube. To be honest, back then, I hadn’t a clue about social media. Might as well have been reading Morse code with my eyes shut. But Paul? He knew about it all from the course he was doing. He was already shooting audition tapes for actors, editing them, getting stuck into creating video content for online.


‘This is where it’s all going,’ he told me, eyes wide with conviction. ‘You need to get online. You need to use social media.’ I looked at him, nodded slowly and said, ‘That couldn’t have come at a better time, Paul.’ Because I had already started poking around the idea of branding myself like what Mattress Mack has done in America. I told Paul I was thinking of doing something along those lines and putting my own spin on it.


I liked Paul straight away. He wasn’t just full of ideas, he was full of heart. He had that spark. A man on a mission. He was a devoted father, grinding every day not just for himself, but to build a better life for his kids.


A few days later – this was back in January 2010 – he sent my sister Mary an email to tell me more about what he could offer in terms of helping me market myself. Okay, I hold my hands up: I’ve never sent an email in my life. Answering the phone is where my technical knowledge begins and ends.


So we arranged a meeting in The Yacht, and hatched a plan. A mad plan, but a beautiful plan. We bounced names around and eventually, like some kind of divine mattress-related miracle, we landed on Mattress Mick. To this day we still bicker over who came up with the name. I say it was me, I was the one obsessing over Mattress Mack after all. Paul swears blind it was him. Who knows? All I know is, that moment in the pub is when Mattress Mick was born.


And something in me clicked. I got excited. I thought, this could actually work. This could be the thing to change everything around. We brainstormed how I’d present myself. Should we get an actor to play me? Maybe an animated cartoon version of myself? Eventually, we decided: why look further than the real deal? I was cheaper, funnier, and if I do say so myself, better-looking.


In 2012, I registered the name Mattress Mick. I set out to become Ireland’s number one mattress salesman. Whether you needed memory foam, a latex mattress, or even a sofa bed, I was going to be your man. My mission was simple: to make sure the country got a great night’s sleep and, in the process, to become the Mattress King. And maybe, just maybe, if I pulled it off, I’d finally get a good night’s sleep myself. And so it began.

















Chapter 1




Pearse Street Boy
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We have seen his star shining in the south side. He shall be born on 21 February 1951. Many came from far and wide to witness this miracle birth, mainly from Pearse Street, Dublin City Centre. He will be known and hailed throughout the land for all eternity as Michael Flynn, King of the Mattresses.





I came into the world on 21 February 1951 in Chapelizod, a quiet little suburb of Dublin, and a year later, my brother Brian was born. Not that I remember much of it as we didn’t stay there long after I was born. Before I knew it, we’d moved to Landscape Park, in Churchtown, D14, which was a rising and respectable part of Dublin at the time. My sisters Mary and Catherine were born in that house. That’s where I spent most of my formative years, learning about life, people and the unpredictable nature of both.


My parents, Larry and Catherine Flynn, were salt-of-the-earth people. My mother, Catherine, was a real character, larger than life, and loved by everyone. She had a laugh that could wake the dead and a heart that would give to anyone in need.


They met in the most timeless way, like so many good Catholics of their generation did, in church. At the Immaculate Heart of Mary Church on City Quay in Dublin. While most came for prayers and sermons, I’ve a feeling my dad’s devotion was aimed more towards a certain young woman sitting a few pews in front of him than towards the altar.


In fact my father Larry had his eye on my mother Catherine for quite some time. And though he’d never admit it outright, I don’t think it was religious fervour that kept him showing up so faithfully week after week. It was the hope of catching just a glimpse of her. My mother was, by all accounts, breathtaking.


Back then, in the late 1940s, my mother worked as a millinery model. She turned heads everywhere she went. It sounds as though every man who passed her on Grafton Street had his heart stop when she walked by. But my father was different. He didn’t just want to admire her from afar, he wanted to ask her out. There was, however, a bit of competition.


At the time, Mam was already seeing someone, the owner of Fitzpatrick’s shoe shop on Grafton Street, a dapper sort of fellow who had taken a shine to her during one of her modelling jobs. They courted for a while, and I imagine they made quite the elegant pair. But that didn’t faze my father.


He was patient, persistent and quietly romantic. Week after week, he’d turn up at Mass, dressed immaculately, suit pressed, hair slicked, shoes polished, sitting just close enough to be noticed, but never so bold as to intrude. He waited, watched and hoped. Eventually, he summoned the courage to ask her out. And when he did, she turned him down.


But he wasn’t a man who gave up and he came back, again and again. Sunday after Sunday, like clockwork. Not with grand declarations or flashy gestures, but with unwavering intention and the hope of even just friendship. And something in that gentle determination must have changed something in my mother.


The second time he asked, she said yes. I’m not sure what happened with the shoe salesman, but he was long forgotten by this point. That one little word changed everything. It was the beginning of Larry and Catherine, a love story rooted not in whirlwind passion, but in steadfast devotion. In glances exchanged beneath the high ceilings of a church, in footsteps echoing on cobbled streets, in the slow, graceful unfolding of two lives winding their way towards one another.


And once they came together, they stayed that way. Through laughter and tears, good days and bad, hand in hand. It’s a love that still lingers in the air when we speak their names. Maybe the kind of love that begins in a church pew lasts a lifetime.


My mother’s family owned a pub on Sir John Rogerson’s Quay in the heart of Dublin, it was a lively hub of city life known as Smyths. It was the kind of place where stories were told, laughter echoed, and the pulse of Dublin could be felt in every clink of a glass. Growing up in that environment, even if only as an observer from the stairwell, kept at a distance by her protective parents, Hannah and Austin Smyth, left a profound and lasting imprint on my mother. I believe those early experiences helped shape her warm, outgoing nature. It was in her blood, the effortless ability to connect with others, to infuse a room with energy, and to make everyone around her feel seen, valued and truly welcome.


My grandmother Hannah was song and soul. She was pure joy in human form. You couldn’t say a sentence without her turning it into a song. She’d be humming, laughing, clapping her hands, her spirit was infectious. She was the kind of woman who found happiness in the simple things and made sure everyone around her felt it too. There was a softness in her, a playfulness that reminded me so much of my mother. You couldn’t help but smile in her presence.


My mother always carried herself with an air of dignity and grace that never wavered, but never thought she was better than anyone else. As a millinery model, she knew how to showcase herself, wearing the finest hats with poise and sophistication. Her appearance was always impeccable, her makeup flawlessly applied, her nails perfectly manicured, and her wardrobe nothing short of stylish and refined.


Everything about her was a world apart from the Flynns’ stiff upper lip. She was vibrant, warm and full of life. She had a way of making the ordinary feel extraordinary. She was the one who brought light and laughter into our home. Always putting on funny voices, doing impressions, breaking into silly characters, she turned everyday moments into little performances. It was part of her charm. Both she and my father shared a deep love for the theatre. They adored it, drama, performance, storytelling, it was a thread that tied them together. They often went to plays, and when they couldn’t, they brought the show home. I remember them dancing in the kitchen, swirling around the tiled floor to old records, laughing like they were the only two people in the world. And they taught us to dance too, spinning us around the room like we were part of some whimsical family musical. There was no shortage of theatrics in our household. Among life’s hardship and loss there was some joy, and I suppose that explains a lot about me.


Regardless of our financial circumstances, she never allowed her presentation to falter. Whether dressed in the latest fashions or making do with what she had, she exuded confidence and charm, a testament to her unwavering sense of self-respect that I inherited from her and carry with me throughout the ups and downs of my life.


As parents went at the time, she was easy-going enough, never one to rule with an iron fist, and maybe that’s exactly why my siblings, Brian, Mary and Catherine, or I never felt the need to rebel. There was no oppressive authority to push back against, just a steady hand guiding us along. That’s not to say we didn’t have our moments, every child back then knew the sting of a slipper at least once but discipline was never harsh.


We were all raised Catholic and went to church like most families, but unlike some, we weren’t brought up with the fear of God looming over us. Religion was part of our lives, but it wasn’t a heavyweight. We believed, but we weren’t afraid. In 1958, I made my First Holy Communion, a monumental day in any young boy’s life, especially back then. I was bursting with excitement, practically hyperventilating with anticipation because, for once, the spotlight was mine. I knew I’d be spoiled, and even at that age, I was never one to shy away from a bit of attention. But just as I was gearing up for my big moment, something even more exciting happened, something that completely stole my thunder. My sister, Catherine, was born. Suddenly, my special day was overshadowed, and I was not happy about it. My Communion was instantly bumped to second place, and to this day, I’m not sure I’ve entirely forgiven her.


My father, Larry Flynn, was quite a character, a small, slim man with a distinctive presence. Struggling with severe asthma from a young age, he missed out on many of the experiences a young fella should have and that defined his youth. His parents, Ellen and Michael, were tough on him, they were cut from a different cloth than my own. My grandparents suffered the heartbreaking loss of a son when he was only the tender age of 10 years old and I believe that tragedy changed them. That kind of grief hardens people, and in their case, it made them even stricter. My grandfather Michael was a strong, formidable man, the kind who could sell sand in the desert. In contrast, my father was gentler, deeply honest, and a man of quiet integrity. But in my grandfather’s eyes, that gentleness was a weakness, a softness that created an unspoken, unhealed divide between them, shaping an unspoken but undeniable distance in their relationship.


Looking back, I realise how much I’ve inherited from all of them. From my grandmother Ellen, the fierce pride and resilience. From my father, the belief in dignity through struggle. From my mother, a love of joy, drama and finding beauty in the everyday. And from Granny Hannah, the music, the laughter, that has always played in the background of my life.


Dad was the heart and soul of our family. I believe he loved us with such pride and devotion because he wanted to ensure we never felt the way his own parents had made him feel. Some of my fondest memories are of him taking us to South William Street to pick up stock for my grandparents’ shop. He would always stop at a little cake shop, beaming with pride as he showed us all off. He truly idolised us, and he was such a joy to be around. I can still picture my sisters playing dress-up, twirling around the kitchen as he danced with them, laughing and carefree. He was determined to be a different kind of father, one full of warmth, fun and love, a far cry from the one he had known.


My father was also deeply woven into the fabric of the community. He worked in my grandad’s shop, Mickey Flynn’s, on Pearse Street. In 1936, my grandparents, Michael and Ellen Flynn, leased the shop at 73 Pearse Street and transformed it into a bustling hub that sold just about everything. More than just a store, it became a gathering place, a lifeline for the community, and a testament to our family’s hardworking spirit. In its early days, the shop specialised in fishing gear, waders and yellow jackets, making it the first stop for fishermen returning from sea. After stepping off their trawlers, they would head straight to Mickey Flynn’s before being directed to my mother’s family pub, Smyths.


Churchtown and Pearse Street felt like worlds apart back then. Churchtown was a safe, friendly place where we could run freely as children, while Pearse Street was a completely different story. Dad would come home from the shop on Pearse Street exhausted, but we always looked forward to his return. He never failed to bring back wild stories about the people he met and the things he had witnessed that day.


As a child in Churchtown, my days were filled with the pure joy of freedom, playing football on the streets with my two best pals, Frankie O’Rourke and Austin Colley. Though Austin has since passed, the bond we shared remained strong throughout the years. Our local was Young’s, the sweet shop; Smarties and pastilles were my tipple at the time. We were good kids for the most part, never causing too much trouble except for the occasional mischief of sneaking into a neighbour’s garden to steal apples and conkers. That was about as rebellious as we ever got at that stage. Yes, in my parents’ eyes, I was an absolute angel.


At just 10 years old, I got my first taste of the working world. I used to watch the milkman make his deliveries, hopping on and off his slow-moving, battery-operated float. One day, I decided to jump on and help, grabbing the milk and placing it at people’s doors, saving him time and effort. Determined to make it official, I marched down to HB Dairies in Rathfarnham and landed my first job as a milk boy, helping with the morning rounds. Even then, I loved the idea of being up early and out working. I did three mornings a week, and I earned about two shillings. I was the big man and the sweets were on me. I was the only one among my friends with a job, and I’ll never forget the pride of earning my own money, even if most of it ended up across the counter at Young’s sweet shop.


When we lived in Churchtown, my primary school was St Louis in Rathmines, which was run by the nuns. We were lucky because you’d often hear horror stories about strict nuns and Christian Brothers in other schools, but we never experienced anything like that. In fact, I have fond memories of the nuns, which isn’t the usual story people would tell. One in particular, Sister Gemma, was my favourite. She had a warm, friendly smile, a far cry from the strict and stern nuns who filled the halls of other schools. At the end of every class, Sister Gemma would hand out sweets, bringing a little joy to the end of each day. I think I was a little in love with Sister Gemma, I think we all were. Overall, my years in Churchtown left me with wonderful childhood memories, but all of that was about to change.


In 1962, when I was 11, the shop on Pearse Street ran into serious trouble. My grandparents, Ellen and Michael, were on the brink of losing everything they had worked for. My grandfather had amassed a huge debt, much of it, I believe, driven by extravagance, and a desire to impress. The Flynn family carried themselves with a kind of pride that often teetered into snobbery. But behind the velvet curtains of their refined self-image lay a mountain of debt and dysfunction. They lived beyond their means, convinced their name and status could mask reality. My grandfather, Mickey Flynn, was no pillar of virtue. No one ever said it outright, but it was well understood that he was something of a womaniser.


He was the type of man who always wore pristine white suits, always out on the town, always chasing something, skirts, dreams, maybe both. He had this air of glamour and grandeur, but underneath it all, he was reckless. His spending habits and lifestyle were largely to blame for the family’s financial mess. And yet, despite all that, they carried themselves as if they were royalty.


He loved the finer things in life, spending lavishly on expensive cars and grand weddings for my aunts. One married a doctor, the other an engineer and, for Mickey, that was a source of immense pride.


When my father brought my mother home for the first time, she looked every bit the part, elegant, poised and undeniably beautiful. On the surface, she fit seamlessly into the world they had built. But beneath the polished appearance, she was still the daughter of a publican, and to my father’s family, that lineage simply didn’t align with the image they so carefully cultivated. They saw it as beneath them, socially inferior and unworthy of the prestige they believed they held.


They were businesspeople, proud and status-conscious, eager to brag about how successfully their children had married. It was part of the brand, part of the legacy they wanted to leave behind. So, when their golden boy, Larry, fell in love with and chose to marry a publican’s daughter, it was met not with joy, but with thinly veiled disappointment. In their eyes, it was a scandal. Almost laughable now, really, how something as simple as love could be considered such a threat to the family’s social standing.


That one decision to marry my mother cast a long shadow. It was seen as a misstep that didn’t fit the narrative they were so desperate to tell the world. And yet, the irony is hard to ignore: my mother’s family was far more financially stable than the Flynns ever were. While the Flynns chased status and accumulated debt, her family ran a successful business and lived within their means.


My grandfather wanted to show the world that we were just as good as anyone else, but that kind of status came at a steep price. Keeping up with the Joneses wasn’t just expensive, it nearly cost him everything. The shop wasn’t just a business – it was like an extension of our family and losing it would have been a heartbreaking blow.


In a desperate bid to stay afloat, my grandfather persuaded my father to sell our family home in Churchtown to help settle some of his debts. It was an agonising decision, especially for my parents, who adored that house, none more so than my mother. It was clear my father didn’t give in willingly, but whatever was said behind closed doors left him with no real choice. In the end, he sacrificed the home they had built together, a decision that weighed heavily on him. But for my mother, it was devastating. She was forced to leave behind the order and comfort of her own home, where everything was just as she liked it, and forced to step into complete chaos, a shattering change.


It was 1962 when we left Churchtown, and it’s a night I will never forget. It was late, far later than you’d expect for a move. Maybe my parents wanted to leave quietly, without too much attention from the neighbours. I remember our Morris Minor packed to the brim, every inch filled, while the four of us squeezed into the backseat. The air was heavy with something unspoken.


That moment marked a turning point. We left behind the peace and beauty of our idyllic suburban life and were thrust into the chaos of Pearse Street, right in the heart of the city.


Seventy-three Pearse Street was nothing like the life I had known, it was more Steptoe and Son than Frawleys and Co. As children, we rarely visited the shop – my parents felt the area was a bit rough at the time. Now it was going to be our home. The shop itself was long and narrow, with counters running along both sides. One side catered to men, stocked with workwear, trawler gear, wellies, hats, ties, socks and sturdy coats. The other side was dedicated to women, filled with aprons, tights, dresses, cardigans, ribbons and an endless array of haberdashery. Then through to the stock room and up the stairs into our new home.


I remember the house feeling dark and heavy, with large, imposing doors that made it seem even smaller. The reality of what lay ahead quickly sank in, nine people crammed into a two-bedroom home. For a young boy, it was nothing short of a nightmare.


Brian, Mary and Catherine shared a bed in my parents’ room, while I was placed with my grandfather Mickey and Uncle Larry, an ‘honorary’ uncle. To this day, I’m still not entirely sure what his story was. The situation was even more confusing with two Larrys and two Michaels all living under one roof. Meanwhile, my grandmother Ellen took over the sitting room, claiming it as her own space. Chaos became our new normal, a situation no one was happy with.


The moment you stepped out onto the street, the thick scent of gas from the gasometer on the docks hit you like a punch. It seeped into your senses, almost knocking you off your feet. Though this was one of the poorer parts of Dublin, you never saw homelessness like you do today. Instead, the area was packed with overcrowded tenements, sometimes 14 or 15 people crammed into a single flat. That’s why the streets were always alive with children. The home wasn’t much more than a place to sleep and refuel before heading back out onto the street again.


Back then, your address was everything. It wasn’t just where you lived; it was your identity. It told the world who you were, and Pearse Street was not the kind of place you’d want to be known for at the time.


I will never forget my first night on Pearse Street. I was crammed into a tiny, freezing room, a stark contrast to the cosy warmth of my bedroom back in Churchtown. In the dead of night, I jolted upright, my heart pounding. The walls were so thin it felt like I was in the room next door, where a couple was locked in a vicious argument. There was a loud clatter, like pots and pans being flung across the room. A woman’s voice rang out, harsh and angry: ‘I’ll bleedin’ kill ya! Get the fuck out of my sight!’


A deep male voice roared back, ‘You’re nothing but an auld bitch, fuck off!’


The shouting continued, insult after insult, echoing through the walls. This was life now, being forced to listen to an inner-city Dublin tragedy unfold when I should have been sleeping. That was the moment I knew that I wasn’t in Kansas any more.


Part of me resented my grandparents and parents for letting this happen and for turning our worlds upside down and another part of me admired them, especially my dad. Seeing the lengths he would go to in order to survive and the sacrifices he was willing to make for his family filled me with respect. I was at an impressionable age when everything changed; my biggest concern was my image and how I fitted in with my peers, and this upheaval turned my world upside down. I think this move upset my brother Brian and sister Mary more because they were old enough to recognise the change but not fully understand why it happened. Catherine, on the other hand, was too young to notice any difference.


My siblings and I always got along well but moving in with my grandparents shifted the entire dynamic of our family life. My grandmother, Ellen Flynn, was a force to be reckoned with; she was stern, perpetually grumpy, and stuck in her old-fashioned ways, a stark contrast to my mother’s more modern outlook. Every time I walked into a room, I could feel the weight of her disapproval, a silent hostility that needed no explanation.


Ellen tried to instil in us from a very young age that no matter what your circumstances were, no matter how little you had in your pocket, you held your head high. You maintained appearances. Dignity wasn’t about money, it was about poise, about never letting the cracks show. She believed, fiercely, that appearances were everything.


Even if you couldn’t afford dinner, you didn’t let the neighbours know. You didn’t speak of your struggles. You dressed well, you walked tall, and you smiled. It was a facade, yes, but it was one she wore like armour. In many ways, she was the embodiment of the old saying, ‘fur coat and no knickers’. Elegance on the outside, grit and hustle underneath. She tried to make us believe that we were better than everyone else, regardless of what went on behind closed doors. Extreme confidence, sometimes bordering on delusion, was what she tried to impart.


That mentality, I think, seeped into my father too. He absorbed that sense of pride and privacy. ‘Never let them see you struggle’ could’ve been his personal motto. It was all about composure, pride and image.


My dad knew Pearse Street like the back of his hand, but that didn’t stop him from worrying about us. He was a born worrier; I am too. That trait has definitely been passed down. He fretted about us being out on the street, knowing we were innocent about the rougher edges of the world, especially in that part of town. Being the new kids on the block meant we attracted curiosity, which unsettled him. He couldn’t relax until we were all home safe. And he wasn’t wrong. Every time we stepped outside, we felt the stares. I wasn’t just another face, I was Mickey Flynn’s grandson. In a place where so many struggled to get by, my life must have seemed gilded by comparison. In their eyes, I was the boy with the silver shoes.


Over time, we muddled along as best we could. Mam was a hard worker and quickly immersed herself in the shop, taking charge of the women’s section. Keeping busy seemed to be a welcome distraction and escape for her. She genuinely enjoyed getting to know the locals and making new friends, and the customers adored her.


Her accent, however, would shift noticeably and go up a few octaves whenever the actresses from the Gaiety Theatre came in. She absolutely loved those visits. I think, deep down, she secretly would have loved to tread the boards herself. Maureen Potter and Rosaleen Linehan were regular customers, and Mam felt honoured to serve them. During these encounters, every ‘T’ and ‘H’ was carefully pronounced, quite a contrast to the more relaxed version of herself that she was with the locals.


To escape the close quarters of no. 73, my mother and I liked to feed the birds by the Daniel O’Connell statue on O’Connell Street. We’d go down in the morning with bits of bread. That was something we loved doing together. It was one of those lovely, quiet moments we shared as mother and son. No big trips, no money needed, just a bit of bread and time together meant everything and it also meant she could escape for a bit. I still feed the birds to this day; whenever I have a bit of dinner left over from the night before, I take it down to the shop, and the seagulls swarm. It’s a simple thing that takes me back to those mornings with my mother and gives me great joy.


After spending a few years in Pearse Street, things eventually changed. Grandad and Uncle Larry passed away. They had lived long, full lives, and in many ways, their time had come. But even though their passing wasn’t unexpected, it sent a ripple through the house. The dynamic shifted, and so did the space we lived in.


Suddenly, mine and Brian’s room was transformed, a real boys’ room, just for the two of us. It was no longer just a place to sleep; it became our own little world where we could play, dream and be ourselves. My two sisters still shared a room with Mam and Dad, while Ellen continued to dominate the living room.


At that age, we were too young to grasp the depth of loss. All we saw was the newfound space, the freedom to just be kids. I remember Brian and I setting up the biggest Scalextric track we could imagine, stretching it all the way from our room into my parents’ bedroom. It was chaos, but it was magic. We were in our element, lost in the thrill of it. There was no way we could have done anything like that when Grandad and Uncle Larry were still around. Their presence had been strong, unmovable, an unspoken set of rules that dictated how we lived, how we moved. Without them, the house felt different. Lighter, somehow.


My grandmother, on the other hand, was still very much a force in the house. She made frequent trips to Roscommon to visit her sister, and we all lived for those days when she’d leave. The second she stepped out the door, sometimes before she even fully left the shop, my siblings and I would spring into action. It was like a perfectly rehearsed routine. We’d rush into the living room, fold up her bed, and transform the space back into what it was meant to be, a proper sitting room, free from her looming presence.


The truth was, she was a burden. It sounds harsh, but she was just never very pleasant to be around. Her energy hung over the house like a dark cloud, heavy and oppressive. And as soon as she was gone, it was as if the whole place could breathe again. There was a complete shift in the atmosphere, like a weight had been lifted, and we could finally relax. We never said it out loud, but we all felt it.


By the time I was 14, I was always thinking, always scheming, always looking for something to do. My mind never rested. I liked having a plan, something to work towards, and I suppose, in a way, my siblings looked up to me for that. If I’m being honest, I was a little pampered.


Whenever I was heading out, my sister Mary would make sure I looked the part. She’d iron my shirt, fix my collar, and most importantly, do my hair. I’ve always been fixated on my hair, obsessed with getting it just right. Even now, I still am. But back then, there was only one person I trusted to touch it and that was Mary. She just knew how I liked it, the exact way to style it. My hair was and still is very distinctive, almost like my calling card. Big, bouncy waves that blow in the breeze. You don’t see me coming; you see my hair arriving five seconds before I do.


Looking back, those were the days, the mid-sixties, that shaped us. We didn’t have much, but we had each other. The house behind the shop was small, sometimes chaotic and often stifling. But it was ours. And even in the moments of tension, in the lingering presence of grief, in the shadow of old rules and expectations, we still found ways to be kids. To carve out space for joy. To make our own little world within it all even under the disapproving gaze of Granny Ellen.
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Memoirs of a Mattress Salesman

“‘Mick proves that
with grit, humour, and
a dash of madness, you
really can bounce back
from anything, even
abroken heart”

~ MICHAEL FLYNN












