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      ‘A alented, imaginative and unique writer’ The Times

      
      ‘Linguistic virtuosity that, at its best, is heady and acrobatic’ New York Times

      
      ‘Richly lyrical and inventive … Mr Nolan is undoubtedly an author of rare gifts’ Independent

      
      ‘Brilliantly precise and concrete observation’

      
      Daily Telegraph

      
      ‘A vigorous and impressive literary performance’ TLS

      
      ‘He has a keen sense of the generations of mute, helpless cripples who have been “dashed, branded and treated as dross” for
         want of a voice to tell us what it feels like. Now that voice … has come, and we know’
      

      
      John Carey

      
      ‘Battling against the cruellest handicaps, he has produced a book of sheer wonder’ Daily Express
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      A CHILD’S REMEMBERING.

      
      
         Chimes, ago in ‘Gortnamona’,

         
         Nimbly gong bold ding dong,

         
         Pummelled in my brain, bespoked, 

         
         They burrow now and still.

         
      

      
      
         Playing then and playing now 

         
         Mobile-notioned ladders, 

         
         I climb up and slither back 

         
         My very chastened chiming.

         
      

      
      
         Baby then but fifteen months,

         
         I chance home often there, 

         
         Never physically to return,

         
         My new home, a farm elsewhere.

         
      

      
      
         But back I go and dwell awhile 

         
         Cosy kitchen in Rathgowan, 

         
         The wallpaper basket-woven, 

         
         The presses painted green.

         
      

      
      
         Bubbling memory vests the layout,

         
         Childlike as in a dream,

         
         My momentary mental visit

         
         Blinks awake on a false ding dong.

         
      

   
      
      PREFACE

      
      A new book by Christy Nolan does not need a preface by me or anyone, but he has asked me to write one and I am glad to. His
         first book, Dam-Burst of Dreams, was a jubilant, lawless debut. He plummeted into language like an avalanche, as if it were his one escape route from death
         – which, of course, it was. He had been locked for years in the coffin of his body, unable to utter. When he found words he
         played rapturously with them, making them riot and lark about, echoing, alliterating and falling over one another. The bulging
         vocabulary kept sending you to the dictionary (‘lassistral’? ‘lemberyinth’?), only to find, more often than not, that you
         were far beyond charted usage, floundering fathomless in Nolan’s neological sea.
      

      
      It was, of course, a tragic book too. But the tragedy was challenged (as in this book) by the resourcefulness of the very
         language which expressed it. Nolan constantly subverted and remade idiom. He wrote, for instance, of tears that ‘peter down
         my face’, reminding us of the idiom ‘peter out’, which we use of paths that go nowhere or speech that dies away, but pushing
         the idiom askew, so that we see these new tears – slow, silent, hopeless – as we have never quite seen tears before.
      

      
      The energy, newness and abundance of Dam-Burst can be found in this book too. Joseph’s nightly dreams, for example, become ethereal and lexical forays – ‘mesmerized wold
         waddling in inkblue heaven’s busy mobility of secrets’. The linguistic puzzles persist as well. Certain words – ‘fees’, ‘fresco’
         – have, you come to realize, special meanings for Nolan, and understanding this unties some knots. ‘Frescoed delights’ at the Dún an Óir dance, and ‘he frescoed farsighted fame’ (in the Co. Clare shore scene) both
         suggest something bright, larger than life, and (like a fresco) seen but not shared in. The meaning is not too hard to catch.
      

      
      But how about (to choose one example from scores) Joseph’s realization that he can never marry: ‘he had long ago snapped shut
         his challenging, fees-fashioned future and humanhinded his woldway as a celibate pilgrim through life’? ‘Fees-fashioned’,
         given Nolan’s use of ‘fees’ to mean ‘sacrifice’, is manageable. But ‘humanhinded’? It is deceptively like, and bitterly unlike,
         ‘humankinded’: but what does it mean? Is the ‘hind’ element ‘hind’ as in ‘behindhand’, or as in ‘hindrance’, or as in ‘hind’
         (simple country fellow)? Or all three? This sense of language expanding beyond its own boundaries, and beyond our reach, is
         a typical Nolan effect, and one thing that prompts the frequently made comparison with Joyce.
      

      
      Despite these similarities with the previous book, Under the Eye of the Clock is different, and a development. Plain statement and straightforward reportage now intermix with the bravura passages, allowing
         Nolan new kinds of tonal contrast, a new capacity for extended narrative, and a new realism. The observed world takes on unaccustomed
         clarity by courtesy of his verbal skills. On a beach, he watches the ‘soft greased waves’ creep towards him; horses in the
         market square release their ‘musty urine’ and: ‘in artistic fashion it scribbled away breaking here and there into little
         rivulets all chasing after their pitiful bend’. Compare this with the tears that petered down his face in Dam-Burst and you can see that the vision has now been turned outward. The imaginative response is as acute, but a self-forgetting
         empathy now embraces the observed world – even its horse urine. The showpiece of this kind of creativity is the description
         of Joseph’s mother gutting a turkey – a passage which should find its way into future anthologies of English prose. Like much
         of Nolan’s writing, it combines a child’s weird fanciful sympathy (‘A huge gllomp sighed from the depths within’) with the
         mind and vocabulary of an adult.
      

      
      This double act is something Nolan clearly recognizes in himself, and identifies as a fruit of his disability. It was because he realized the terrible truth about his body that, he
         relates, when only three years old, ‘he cried the tears of a sad man’. Dam-Burst already showed a brilliant ironic acuteness in describing other people’s reaction to his crippledom, and the same unsentimental
         intelligence appeared in the poems he wrote about his parents. Mature and considerate, they seemed to be written by a grownup
         looking back, not by a child. He spoke of his paralysis as if it were some piece of adult news which he had, regretfully,
         to break to innocent bystanders: ‘Woefully once I totally opened their eyes’. Similarly, in the poem ‘Dad and Mam’, the sophisticated
         diction used throughout contrasts calculatedly with the ‘Dad’ and ‘Mam’ in the title, so that those juvenile forms of address
         seem to be recalled from some much earlier stage of life.
      

      
      In Under the Eye of the Clock this strangely poised detachment from himself and his condition – a detachment which is still hopelessly trapped in the disabilities
         it frees itself from – continues to intrigue the reader and, it seems, the writer too. He dreams he is a window-cleaner, balanced
         on a ‘rattly silver ladder’, cleaning big circles with his plaid cloth – whistling, active, happy – when suddenly, through
         the glass, he catches sight of a boy asleep in a bed – himself. The question this dream prompts, ‘how can Boyhood be in two
         places at the same time?’ – is what the whole book, with its extraordinary alliance of distance and closeness, answers.
      

      
      Another area where this book shows both continuity and advance is the religious. The writer’s Catholicism was already firm
         and clear in Dam-Burst. But the reader felt uneasy about its very firmness and clarity. Was not faith too pat a consolation, in the circumstances?
         How could it endure such a pitiless doom? How can you forgive a God who has put you into a spastic’s body? Maybe these questions
         occur more readily to readers who are not Catholics, but at all events the poems did not answer them, nor did they do more
         than hint at the furious outcries and reproaches with which this ruined boy arraigned his Maker. Under the Eye of the Clock confronts this problem, so that we see more clearly what faith is. In one of the book’s most dramatic scenes, Joseph has himself wheeled up to the great crucifix in St John the Baptist’s in order to swing his arm in a grand defiant
         arc and raise two fingers to the hanging Christ. The blasphemy is followed by a sense of absurdity: ‘Imagine telling God to
         fuck off’. But this thought does not come as repentance. It is Hell, Joseph believes, that whispers it to him, laughing at
         his futility. The faith which in the poems was safety and strength becomes a battlefield.
      

      
      For a preface which did not need writing in the first place, this has gone on long enough. But there is one thing to add.
         It would be possible to praise and analyse Nolan’s book as one would the work of any brilliantly gifted young writer, without
         reference to his physical condition. That might, indeed, appear the tactful and seemly procedure. It would, however, be misguided
         in my opinion. The point is not that one has to make ‘allowances’. Nolan’s disability is not a handicap which has to be charitably
         offset against failures in accomplishment. Rather, it is a positive factor which adds immensely to the book’s value and significance.
         For this is a voice coming from silence, and a silence that has, as Nolan is aware, lasted for centuries. He has a keen sense
         of the generations of mute, helpless cripples who have been ‘dashed, branded and treated as dross’, for want of a voice to
         tell us what it feels like. Now that voice – or at any rate that redeeming link with a typewriter – has come, and we know.
         On page after page of this book, Nolan tells us. It should not be possible, after reading it, ever again to think as we have
         before about those who suffer what he suffers. That is what makes it not just an outstanding book but a necessary one.
      

      
      JOHN CAREY

   
      
      CHAPTER ONE

      [image: image]

      
      A MODICUM OF ALOE

      
      CAN you credit all of the fuss that was made of a cripple, mused Joseph Meehan as he settled his back against the seat for the
         flight home to Dublin. Now he had gained enough confidence to ask Nora to order a cup of coffee for him. Heretofore he had
         always declined any offer of refreshments, fearful always of creating a scene if fluid swallowed awkwardly went against his
         breath. ‘Tea or coffee?’ enquired the Aer Lingus hostess. ‘Coffee, two coffees please,’ said Nora. It came as a surprise to
         Nora when Joseph indicated in his silent code that he was bold enough now to attempt the arduous feat for him of swallowing
         down something in public. As his mother sensed his new-found bravery, she determined to pour small slurps of the coffee into
         his nervous mouth. Determinedly he smuggled the beverage past his decidedly stubborn tongue and let it seep down into his
         stomach. Snuggling his head then against the seat he slyly slipped away from Nora and scrambled silk blessings from cotton-wool
         casts.
      

      
      ‘Hey, wake up,’ said Nora as she nudged him with her elbow. ‘Look down, there’s Ireland’s Eye,’ she said, and glancing down
         he saw the beautiful coast of his country etching a welcome to a man in boy’s garb.
      

      
      Tanned by glory, Joseph was met at the airport by his father Matthew Meehan and his sister Yvonne. Bread given by Britain
         secreted juniper juice from spastic lonesomeness. Since sealing his fame as a special prizewinner by fashionably flying to
         London to receive his literary award, he now was even more heartened when Yvonne showed him the cutting from the daily newspaper
         describing the presentation under the headline ‘Spastic Irish Boy Honoured’. Casting his mind back to London, Joseph again
         sampled the wonderful experience he gained by meeting with the enlightened members of the British Spastics Society. They amazed
         him by their understanding and by the dignity with which they dealt with him. Their breadth of vision mesmerized him and their
         sureness comforted his hassled world.
      

      
      Newspapers bombarded constantly, each one eager to be first with the story of how a cripple came to vie with able-bodied man,
         especially in the area of wanton frankness as applied to literature and its brash experts. Joseph Meehan sat and listened
         as Nora mastered the responsibility of dealing with avid journalists, researchers for radio and television and newly interested
         scriptwriters. What am I garnering from all this jousting attention, pondered the alert boy. Casting glances of concern towards
         his family he noted the affront to their privacy, the yes associated with their handling of his hassle-filled, nodding-headed,
         creative though silent communication. He sadly fought to make his heartfelt plea – don’t let the media create a monster out
         of me.
      

      
      Sad thoughts destroy feasible mind’s creation, so Joseph decided to flow with the current, minding each rapid as best he could.
         Assessing his progress to date occupied his night-time reverie:
      

      
      
         well OK

         
         what have I accomplished thus far 

         
         fashioned you mean fashioned?

         
         damn you didn’t I stay alive

         
         when all thought I was dead

         
         same difference

         
         same lottery

         
         gaseous life

         
         dastardly hemmed in

         
         in fools parade

         
         lonely freshness

         
         don’t dare breathe

         
         thread up and spin again


         frock bright
         

         
         new material

         
         moths nil

         
         voce void

         
         bone lambasted

         
         joisted joyness

         
         hall of fame

         
         rank clichés

         
         omens nod

         
         put time off

         
         random notes

         
         past renegade boys

         
         brengun farted

         
         lonesomeness nigh volumes

         
         offended newt

         
         nodded echoed love light

         
         through cactus-dry solent

         
         in secluded concern.

         
      

      
      Sons of bitches put on the casing of sobriety to gratify their mentors, but Joseph Meehan enriched himself by exhibiting his
         drunken, drooling body for all to see. Century upon century saw crass crippled man dashed, branded and treated as dross in
         a world offended by their appearance, and cracked asunder in their belittlement by having to resemble venial human specimens
         offering nothing and pondering less in their life of mindless normality. So Joseph mulled universal moods as he grimly looked
         back on the past, but reasons never curb but rather create new gleeful designs.
      

      
      Access to the normal man’s world came through Joseph’s breakthrough to written creative musing. He had honestly yearned for
         a means of communication, but time goaded him as year followed year and he cradling still his mystical assessments and his
         nemesis-casted notions.
      

      
      Seers cannot annoy themselves with masking looks, but cunning man mocking vocalic-seeming sighs from brash brain-damaged brothers
         sifted certain secret solace from watching squirming casted embarrassingly within Joseph’s handicapped boyhood. But new momentous pondering was in fact greengrass growing
         in Joseph Meehan’s land. Wasting no time, he breathed his bona-fide beliefs; poetry was his vehicle of expression and truth
         his hallmark. Best assessed messages lighted his writing, trying as he was to solve the mystery surrounding spoilt manhood,
         birthed brain-damaged, but curiously, though seldom recognized, intellectually normal. Leaning on his family he cast down
         the gauntlet – accept me for what I am and I’ll accept you for what you’re accepted as.
      

      
      And so the battle was staged between a crippled, sane boy and a hostile, sane, secretly savage though sometimes merciful world.

      
      Can I climb man-made mountains, questioned Joseph Meehan. Can I climb socially constructed barriers? Can I ask my family to
         back me when I know something more than they, I now know the heinous scepticism so kneaded down constantly in my busy sad
         world. What can a crippled, speechless boy do, asked Joseph, my handicap curtails my collective conscience, obliterates my
         voice, beckons ridicule of my smile and damns my chances of being accepted as normal.
      

      
      Joseph lay in his night sampan. As usual sleep nodded, but conscience never allowed rest to negate its nightly questioning.
         How do I overcome my muteness, he pondered. He nested a cassabled frankness, but felt he must find a way to communicate with
         boys and girls of his own age and who belonged to that great able-bodied world. He tossed and turned his mental giants and
         followed trains old and new, he asked for destinations man never knew existed. He boldly charged his driver – take me to no-man’s
         land so that I can snare man as he wanders muted by loneliness. Had he but known man’s memory never seems to cap its can but
         rather hovers kestrel-like, wings outspread, beady-eyed for any scent of despair, when swiftly it nosedives doleful buccaneers
         of venom to break the lonely flayed osprey, man’s pent-up hurts. Casts of worms mark Dollymount Strand but casts of conscience
         lay on Joseph’s pillow. He now knew his appointed route and must manoeuvre fabulous destination a few steps nearer every day,
         otherwise he failed in his concordat with cranks.
      

      
      Able only to sit in his wheelchair, Joseph always depended on others to propel his chair for him. Family members were safe
         and sure but he also had his friend Alex Clark, and Alex devoted time and trouble to not only pushing Joseph’s wheelchair,
         but to being one of Joseph’s acute and early friends. Alex’s friendship dated back to the young boy’s schooldays at the national
         school attached to Dublin’s Central Remedial Clinic. Girls and boys disabled by some form of handicap shared Joseph’s early
         years in the clinic. Only slightly physically handicapped, Alex brought his strength into play and sacking Joseph’s cross
         of much of its sting, he helped his friend to sample some of the good things of life. Together the two boys went to the local
         shop; together they played football, Alex pushing the wheelchair, football nestling between the wheels as nearing the goal,
         Alex then kicked and both boys shared the scored goal. When nobody was watching the pair became Jackie Stewarts. They raced
         along the corridors, Alex standing upon the shafts of the chair while at the same time steering it.
      

      
      Each jaunt brought greater daredevil status, and besting teacher’s eagle eyes became a daily challenge. But a day of reckoning
         dawned. The coast proved clear, the pair set off at top speed but neither took account of the desk newly placed outside a
         classroom door. Speeding along, the small front wheel of Joseph’s chair glanced off the leg of the desk. Sudden can be the
         only word to describe Joseph’s ejection from his breathtaking seat. Like a cannonball he shot from his chair, up in the air
         he flew and down he crashed on his forehead. Dizzy designs displayed upside-down corridor, consciousness marked frantic footsteps,
         voices wavered and waned, but in a few moments view cleared and Joseph felt himself being lifted back into his seat. Nurse
         Brown rushed him to her screened room and quickly she placed an icepack on his head. Alex was scared stiff and Joseph was
         scared sober for what would happen when Nora came to collect him. Nothing happened, because parents realize that boys have
         got to be boys despite being disabled.
      

      
      Boyhood friendships say a lot for future dreams but before the future makes inroads, dear friends establish grand links that
         time or place cannot scuttle. Alex gave of himself and great gladness became beautiful though distance was eventually to separate the two friends. Forgetting never, Joseph scanned often the greatness
         of their comradeship. As usual he captured again the security felt when a mute crippled boy has a brave vocal friend. He remembered
         anew the famous concert. Alex became ill with flu and so Joseph found himself forgotten. Belgrove Boy’s School Band were coming
         to give a recital in the CRC School. All pupils were invited. Each classroom emptied as children followed teacher to the all-purposes
         room. As Alex was absent nobody thought of bringing Joseph. He sat forgotten in his classroom. As the music started up he
         strained his ears to hear it. He secretly became dunce in the corner facing the wall. As he grew tired of that pose he became
         Miss Ryan teaching about faith in God and faith in your fellow man. Glancing around the classroom, his eye fell on the map
         of Europe, and Ireland’s newest captain piloted his kinky plane down the runway prior to taking off for never-never land.
         The music still gushed in the distance, the tune was Molly Malone:
      

      
      
         ‘In Dublin’s fair city,

         
         Where the girls are so pretty,

         
         I first set my eyes on sweet Molly Malone,

         
         As she wheeled her wheelbarrow,

         
         Through streets broad and narrow,

         
         Crying, ‘Cockles and mussels,

         
         Alive, alive O!’

         
      

      
      Casting himself as John McCormack, the great Irish tenor, Joseph swelled his chest, stiffened his neck and began to roar out
         his volcanic version of Molly Malone. He resurrected a singer from the grave, sang forced sound but music not at all. Must
         Ireland’s newest tenor clap himself on the back he chortled, but peddling his feet on the metal footrest of his chair he coughed
         and made ready for his next game. Seeing youth in all its colours he now saw his version of Van Gogh take shape. He looked
         at the pupils’ paintings all around the classroom and he replaced them with a self-portrait, ear missing, no bandage, chambers
         of the ear gaping open, fiercely listening. As he caught the mood of the moment he replaced golden yellow with threatening gun-metal grey. What’ll I do next he pondered. Never minding his aloneness he cast
         his gaze in the direction of Belgrove Girl’s School. Abutting his own one-man concert he now dubbed his lonely mystifying
         boyhood with favourite lemon-listless sweeteners. He thought of his no longer free sister as she sat in a three-storeyed school.
         Hers must be the loss when she had to come to the city of his newfound freedom. There he could imagine her as she sat in a
         huge class. He suddenly burst out laughing for now he was as juggler in his fractured domain. He sat giggling to the echoed
         stillness. He cast bossy man aside and accompanied his sister through her staged one-girl-show. She, nimble of wit, could
         never understand how folk failed to capture the mind hinting from her brother’s eyes. Thus it was that she stood in for restless,
         mindless man and single-handedly she scaped weasel-grasp of her brother’s life, thereby cresting normality where ignorance
         crested scary fear.
      

      
      Creaking his neck he again looked up at the first landing on the stairs at home. She stood there and in dramatic fashion she
         recited school-told poems. James Weldon Johnson’s ‘clickin’ together of the dry bones, dry bones’ suggested negro-voiced thinking.
         Now her mind turned and Hilaire Belloc’s ‘Tarantella’ danced Out and in’ through his memory. Yvonne brengun-blasted his silence
         as he sat in his wheelchair looking up towards her on the landing stage. She switched on and off the sly two way switch leaving
         him in semi-darkness while the top landing light managed to give her sufficient credibility before her Sesame-like appearance.
         She sometimes looked over the top landing banister to watch his reaction after a number for now the stream of light was on
         the audience. He grinned and chortled begging for more. She hurriedly changed costumes and switching back the light appeared
         again to dance hearty jigs and reels to her own lilted accompaniment. Now it was time for music so peering up against the
         light he saw Yvonne put her mouth to the tin whistle and he was haunted by her ‘Danny Boy’, ‘Roddy McCorley’, ‘My Lagan Love’
         and ‘It’s A Long Way To Tipperary’. Nine years old he was but his was the joy of a man and all because of an eleven year old
         girl’s imagination. But her show held one final number. Queer swishing swirled about as she dressed herself for it. Rustling skirts hinted of frills and flounces. Suddenly she let out
         wild cheers and switching back the light she hurried down the steps to her landing and there before him he saw the Folies
         Bergère take shape as she danced and high kicked a cancan to her own breathless la la-ing. Closing her dance sequence she
         threw herself down in a final split, her frilled underskirts standing like a peacock’s tail over her bold head. She was exhausted
         but he was enthralled. The doors to the hall had been locked, her one-girl show was for him alone. Truly her freshness grew
         green lily leaves on his stagnant pond.
      

      
      Mental games ceased abruptly when he heard the opening chord of the National Anthem. Oh! here they come thought Joseph, I
         must not appear sad, anyway I’m not. But he knew that Miss Ryan would be feeling secretly sorry for him so he charged himself
         to convince her that he was happy. Getting his smile ready he waited. Yells of excitement poured into the corridor, voices
         varied and then the door opened: ‘Ah God, look at poor Joseph,’ they cried in unison. Miss Ryan had heard their cry and coming
         through the door she seemed to cringe with hurt for doleful boyhood, forgotten by all, and dimpled he smiled a happy smile
         especially meant to comfort her hurt.
      

      
      Pupils in the Central Remedial Clinic School were always nestled in a caring collective society. Each student exhibited some
         form of handicap: some had serious disablement while others were only slightly affected. Joseph sat among his classmates but
         his handicap was scurrilously fret-filled. He was castrated by crippling disease, molested by scathing mockery, silenced by
         paralysed vocal muscles yet ironically blessed with a sense of physical well-being. He felt cheated though, for his healthy
         feeling seemed to vex his limbs into rebellion. The frenzied limbs could wreak involuntary havoc yet he was unable to even
         brush a fly off his nose. Sampling school life he sat each day eking out and living a normal life among pupils, who for some
         self-adorning reason, delineated sense to what they themselves spoke, but donned gabbled lost meaning to the sentences which
         Joseph, nested in hassled lucidity, served up in boyish hesitance and leased forever from heliotrope ages of Hell.
      

      
      Cheering each aspect of fun created comedy for all the class. Children sampled homespun humour at Joseph’s expense; accordingly
         Joseph too acquired some benefit from seeming a fool in other people’s eyes. He was only tasking them to assess his language,
         but at the same time he was measuring their youthful lack of imagination as sometimes he expressed hididdledee while they
         suggested meanings sadly containing some of their own hurt feelings. Joseph washed himself free of their wish to hurt his
         feelings and instead developed a spine of iron coupled with a volcanic wish to become more adept at communicating his beliefs
         and certainties.
      

      
      Making fun for the class became the custom and on this particular day handsome Eamonn Cambell donned the comic’s robe. He
         let the air out of the tyres of the two wheels of Joseph’s wheelchair. Then he defied Joseph to be able to tell the teacher.
         Miss Ryan entered the classroom after coffee-break and determined not to fail, Joseph set about making his complaint. He peddled
         furiously on the footrest of his chair in order to catch her attention. She glanced down at Joseph. He peddled more furiously
         building up to a great crescendo while at the same time keeping a wary eye on her face. She frowned and then an enquiring
         look lit up her face. Joseph then caught her gaze and with his eyes drew her sight downwards to his flat-rimmed wheel. He
         repeated his sweeping eye course until she walked down to stand before him and to look closely into his eyes. He drew her
         eyes downwards to his wheels. ‘What’s wrong Joseph, is something wrong with your chair?’ she asked. He nodded his offended
         nod and she glanced hard at his wheel. ‘Oh you’ve got a puncture,’ she said. Joseph looked into her face and swung her gaze
         to the other wheel. Keeping his head turned towards the other wheel she walked around to the other side of his chair. ‘Oh,
         someone let the air out of your wheels,’ she observed. ‘Who did that?’ she demanded, but Joseph jumped into action and nodded
         accusingly at Eamonn. Eamonn denied having had anything to do with Joseph’s wheelchair. ‘Right,’ said Miss Ryan, ‘we’ll have
         a trial by jury. A courtroom hearing we’ll have, and I’ll be the judge.’ The hearing got underway; the plaintiff was Joseph,
         the defendant was Eamonn; eyewitnesses were called to give evidence and the rigged jury were unable to give a unanimous verdict, so a split
         decision was sure to please both sides. The judge then rapped out her attention to order and with a gleam in her eye she quashed
         the sitting and asked the accuser and the accused to shake hands. Eamonn walked swiftly to Joseph’s side and bending down
         he grasped his accuser’s hand and shook it warmly. Then turning to Miss Ryan he suggested that he’d go in search of a pump
         to inflate the flat tyres for Joseph. From that day forward Eamonn claimed Joseph among his normal friends.
      

      
      Teachers make or mar the confidence of their pupils. In Joseph’s case his teachers made his confidence strong by not alone
         deciphering his coded communication, but by being imaginative enough to help him to share the experiences of children who
         were only slightly disabled. They helped him play pingpong and the fact that the ball did not hit the table but flew out the
         window did not stop Mr O’Mahony from holding firm to Joseph’s hand, and together they strived to do better with their next
         grand stroke.
      

      
      Assorted and thrilling treats were possible because teachers brought them within Joseph’s sphere. Through his teachers he
         met the famous Canadian Mounties, the newly crowned All-Ireland football champions, the Dublin team nicknamed Heffo’s Army,
         and he was even let size up their great trophy, the Sam Maguire Cup, at close range.
      

      
      The teachers sometimes had to bear the brunt of handicap by physically carrying their pupils, and so concerned were they that
         they kindled great spirits in their handicapped charges. An open-topped, double-decked bus visited the school. Seeing a doleful
         longing in Joseph’s eyes, Paul O’Mahony carried the crippled boy up the steep stairs and sitting him on his lap, he brought
         him on the bus tour of Clontarf. The voice of the teacher nulled fate’s abuses as man to man he pointed out the historic and
         mundane aspects of this ancient region. Such were Paul O’Mahony’s attitudes to dealing with disabled students that he decided
         to bring the kitchen into the classroom. ‘We’ll cook Irish Stew tomorrow’ he said and there and then he set about calling
         out the ingredients. On the morrow together with his pupils he cooked the stew. Senses dormant sprung into being as the broth gave off the savoury smell one associates with kitchen, apron territory.
      

      
      Such were Joseph’s teachers and such was their imagination that the mute boy became constantly amazed at the almost telepathic
         degree of certainty with which they read his facial expression, eye movements and body language. Many a good laugh was had
         by teacher and pupil as they deciphered his code. It was at moments such as these that Joseph recognized the face of God in
         human form. It glimmered in their kindness to him, it glowed in their keenness, it hinted in their caring, indeed it caressed
         in their gaze.
      

      
      Clontarf got its name from the gaelic Cluain Tarbh (the meadow of the bull), and the origin of the title was historically
         recorded as the bellowing sound of the sea as it cavernously roared its angry way down and up over the vast sandbanks of the
         bay of Dublin. But Clontarf had called glory towards itself in a more definite way when King Brian Boru defeated the Vikings
         in the great Good Friday Battle of Clontarf in 1014. Joseph was familiar with the folklore of ancient Clontarf, but fuel was
         added to imagination’s fire when he came to live in this north Dublin suburb. Many a summer evening he was to witness battles
         fought out by Irishmen in similar spirit to Brian Boru, but all in the cause of team glory and magical entertainment. His
         father was his constant companion at the football matches in St Anne’s Park and he kicked every kick of the ball with his
         bold son. Wintertime saw them both at the great rugby workouts in Castle Avenue grounds. Oftentimes they watched the international
         rugby squad doing their pre-match runs and passes. But that was the world of the able-bodied; poor Joseph was only a looker-on.
         More and more though he longed to rub shoulders with the young able-bodied people, but keeping in mind his difficulties he
         feared for his chances.
      

      
      Frowning with concentration, Joseph cackled with determination as he collected his brambles of boyhood’s success. Disabled
         schemes met with beautiful basting in the Central Remedial Clinic, but now he scanned burly boys and loneliness crept nearer
         as he watched students spill home from the local schools and colleges. His capability to adjust to dealing with able-bodied
         classes outside of the shelter of the CRC School assumed a numbing importance in his youthful scheme of things. Can I do it, he wondered
         during long dark hours as he lay curled up in his bed. Are crepuscular dreams really the stuff of normality, worried Joseph,
         or cod’s claims caught wanting in the cold grey light of dawn. Queer questioning answered his dark dreams. Much foolhardy
         frankness mesmerized his mind. Who’ll have you, who’d be fool enough – maybe you’re biting off more than you can chew — chew
         damnblast chew, if I could chew I could call myself normal, imagine, can’t chew, can’t swallow, so why chew? can’t call –
         can call, a famished moan maybe yet it suffices; can’t chew, can’t chew, can’t smell – can smell – can’t chew, can’t control
         bowels – can, can, can control, can’t control bladder – can control, can control; can’t chew though so what, I have a dry
         seat, lovely dry seat, always, always, but can’t chew, can’t cry – can cry, can cry, can cry wet pillows full but who cares,
         can cry, cry bucketfuls, can’t laugh – can laugh, can, can, can, can’t stop – can stop, can’t see why I should, can’t see
         why, can’t see the need, can’t blame me, help say something sad: Can’t Chew.
      

      
      Credited with an above average intelligence, he now sought a school masterful enough to accept a silent cripple on their rollcall
         of normal, perfect-featured boys and girls. Ranted refusals sacked Joseph’s lovely glad life of messaged massiveness when
         he heard his parents accept that assessed, crippled boyhood could not be hors d’oeuvred on the menu of a normal, flashy school.
         Dear oh dear, what would parents think if they saw a cripple in the same cast as their darlings, chorused Joseph’s fears as
         he desperately listened to Nora speaking on the telephone to a headmaster of a local comprehensive school. ‘I’m prepared to
         have him,’ said the headmaster, ‘but someone always vetoes his application whenever his name comes up for consideration at
         our board meetings.’ Someone always vetoes his application thought Joseph, and his mind addressed the treasured sanctum of
         a board meeting: someone always vetoes; someone normal; someone beautiful; someone blessed by normality; someone administering
         the rusty mind’s rules of yesteryear; someone male – cigar-smoker perhaps; someone ruddy-faced with health; someone female
         – a skeleton in her cupboard, never give a sucker an even break; someone Christian worst of all, boasted ascetic, one of the head-strokers
         – poor child, God love him, ah God is good, never shuts one door but he opens another; someone genuine not able to bend the
         rules to match the need; someone satanic revelling in the sufferings of others; someone versed in the art of saying no; someone
         who had too many nos in their childhood; someone able to say no to a dumb cripple; someone always says no.
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