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It was my last summer job
in Ireland before I started travelling abroad. I collected pools
for a couple of charities and two hospitals. The guy who employed
me, Larry Conway, used to collect at our own house and he saw me at
a loose end I guess and asked me what I was doing with myself. I
told him I was waiting for exam results, that I had just sat the
Leaving Cert. Larry was a middle-aged guy who had built up quite a
clientele for Goodchance pools around the suburbs of Dublin and
Kildare. ‘I need a man in Kildare,’ he said. Glad of some handy
cash I agreed. My initial run was in the new housing estates around
Leixlip and Maynooth which I found tough going on my bicycle. Larry
seemed to take a shine to me and after a couple of weeks he asked
me to come on board to be a partner in the company. So as well as
making my commission on each person from whom I collected I would
also be in on a percentage of the spoils.

‘And I can
give you my Honda 50 to get around in,’ he said as an extra
enticement. ‘I don’t need it anymore since I got the car. We can
build an empire,’ he said. I jumped at the prospect of having free
wheels and thought of the extra-curricular opportunities that
owning such a vehicle would afford, particularly with the opposite
sex.

It didn’t take me long to
get used to the Honda as I bumped my way along the roads of
Kildare. People found me affable enough when I called at their
doors. They were invariably cheerful; maybe it was due to the good
summer we were having, and they’d greet me with, ‘Isn’t it a
glorious evening’, or ‘Any luck this week?’

We went canvassing, Larry
and me, a couple of nights every mid-week. ‘You’ll be doing this
soon on your own and eventually you’ll be recruiting others, to do
the collection I mean, like you’ll be an employer,’ said Larry the
eternal optimist.

One evening in Naas it
rained and Larry treated me to the pictures where they were
featuring a Western week.

Lowness in
stature runs in my family and Larry, obviously impressed by my
sales ability, said, coming out of the cinema where we had seen the
film Shane: ‘It
just goes to show you there’s big good in small parcels. Look at
Alan Ladd taking on that big fella Jack Palance and the girl
falling for him and all’.
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