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Jennifer Johnston is one of the foremost Irish writers of her, or any, generation.  She has won the Whitbread Prize (The Old Jest), the Evening Standard Best First Novel Award (for The Captains and the Kings), the Yorkshire Post Award, Best Book of the Year (twice, for The Captains and the Kings and How Many Miles to Babylon?).  She was also shortlisted for the Booker Prize with Shadows on our Skin.


Praise for Jennifer Johnston:

‘She has created a world of her own … of such material is the finest literature made’ Irish Times

‘The best writer in Ireland’ Roddy Doyle

‘A brilliant storyteller’ Literary Review

‘Such elegant writing, such subtle cameo portraits, such a skilled professional’ The Times

‘The quiet, elegiac prose is well sustained’ Guardian

‘One of Ireland’s finest writers’ Sunday Tribune

‘One of our most impressive novelists’ Sunday Express

‘Subtle, moving and beautifully constructed’ The Sunday Times

‘[A] radiant descriptive gift’ Spectator

‘Written in Johnston’s usual haunting prose, where no word is unnecessary’ Maeve Binchy

‘Stunning’ Daily Express

‘Superb’ Irish Sunday Independent 

‘A very nearly perfect novel of broad, regretful vision and magical intimacy’ Sunday Telegraph

‘Her writing is a joy: dialogue snaps with life while Johnston’s distinctive prose is at once supremely comfortable and delightfully brisk’ Daily Mail

‘The Costa prizewinner and Booker-shortlisted Johnston knows how to tell a story succinctly … [she writes with] the deceptive ease of a skilled craftswoman … further proof of her skill as a writer’ Irish Independent
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About the Book

Jennifer Johnston has been described as ‘the best writer in Ireland’ by Roddy Doyle, ‘one of our most impressive novelists’ (Sunday Express) and ‘a brilliant storyteller’ (Literary Review). Tinder Press is very proud to be her publisher and we firmly believe that such praise highlights her as a writer who deserves to be known and loved more widely. This reader’s guide brings together for the first time extracts from some of her classic works, including her latest novel, Naming the Stars. Jennifer’s sheer skill at her craft has made her one of Ireland’s national treasures. For the first time, this compendium offers an opportunity for a wider audience to discover the elegance and skill of her unique gift.

   

THE CAPTAINS AND THE KINGS


The Captains and the Kings was Jennifer’s first novel, ‘greatly enjoyed and admired’ by Kingsley Amis. 


Mr Prendergast, an elderly Anglo-Irishman, is living out his last years in the decaying splendour of his family mansion. As his mind wanders through the gloom he finds it peopled with memories of his neglected wife, his pale shadow of a father, his icily glamorous mother and Alexander, the son she so jealously loved, killed in the First World War. 


With only his ill-tempered alcoholic gardener left to attend to him, Mr Prendergast is content to pass his days in such ghostly company. Until young Diarmid arrives, keen-eyed and carrot-haired, to disperse the gathering darkness with curiosity, and the promise of friendship.



 

 

 

 

It was late May. The few remaining daffodils that fringed the avenue were turning brown and papery. The leaves were curling at the top. The early rose bushes in Clare’s formal beds were covered in buds, which would begin to open with another couple of days’ sun.

Since Nellie’s death almost six months before, Mr Prendergast had taken to living more or less completely in the study. Books on the tables (where his father used to display his adequate collection of duelling pistols), on some chairs even and also in piles on the faded Chinese carpet. The piano sat in the middle of the room and in one corner there was a divan that he and Sean had carried from upstairs, in case of some unmentionable need. The two long windows faced south-west across the terrace at the wooded hills, and behind them the gaunt blue mountains constantly changed from one elusive colour to another. As the evening thickened, he would sit in his chair by the window and watch the green quivering lights spring up across the valley as people lit their lamps, and the moving fingers of light from cars on the main road below. It was almost his only pleasurable connection with the world. He would drink his first evening glass of whiskey as he watched and then, when he rose and crossed the room to switch on his own lights, he would refill his glass and settle down to read for the rest of the evening.
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