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  PREFACE




  The Gathering Gust




  It is an extraordinary experience to write a book exclusively about oneself. I hope that in these pages I have been as honest about my faults as I have been about my

  achievements, and that the many colourful, heroic and downright ordinary people gathered together here will thank me if I have portrayed them fairly, and not condemn me if I have seen fit to

  ‘have a go’ at them, whether for a genuine reason, or on account of an unjustified personal grudge or prejudice on my part.




  The germ of the idea for this book dates back a couple of years ago to a beautiful summer evening in Connemara. I was visiting my good friend Gloinn McTire, who had just finished his ninth book,

  The Awakening Lamp (a title I have appropriated for Chapter 2 of this autobiography). We sat out in the garden of his delightful whitewashed cottage as his wife Maire (at the time recovering

  from operations on both of her eyes for unrelated disorders) cut the lawn nearby with a pair of blunt shears. I have known Gloinn since he was fifteen and I was twelve years of age, and he figures

  prominently in these pages. I think in all the years we have known one another we have had only one serious argument; surprisingly enough, over the vexed subject of genital mutilation, a subject

  which he knows practically nothing about, though typically holds very forthright opinions. Apart from my dear late wife, Noreen, and the saint-like figure of Larry Hoey (whom you will also meet in

  my story) no one I know, or have known, has been more of an influence on my life than ‘Mr McT’. I always say about Gloinn that he has the patience of Mother Theresa mixed with the

  charisma of Hitler, but these are only two of his numerous qualities. (Without sounding immodest, I like to think that I have influenced him too, not least in his distaste for Protestants.) We both

  share a distrust of modernization and all its inherent evils, and as we chatted away on that summer evening, he suggested that my memories of Ireland long ago would make a wonderful book. He had

  planned his own autobiography, but felt sure that his worsening arthritis would make the job impossible. (He has since finished his twelfth novel, The Brandished Fork, and thanks the power

  of prayer for the miraculous newfound suppleness in his fingers. I am inclined to think it may also have something to do with a cutback on his consumption of Jameson’s whiskey!)




  Encouraged by Gloinn’s words, I set to work the following autumn, and had a first draft finished within three months. My daughter Sorcha, whom I entrusted to edit these words, encouraged

  me throughout, and even, after weeks of argument, allowed me to break with tradition and give this preface its own title, ‘The Gathering Gust’. (‘You can’t do that,

  Daddy!’ – I could, and I did.)




  I thank her, as I thank you, for your interest in my experiences along life’s highway. May God bless you as He has blessed me.




  Eoin O’Ceallaigh




  St Columbana’s Nursing Home




  Oughterard, Co Galway




  December 2000.




  





  CHAPTER 1




  Before Sellotape




  In 1997, as part of research for a book I was working on at the time, I found myself sitting in the living room of a clerical friend of mine, Father Bunny Long (also my

  co-author on the project), watching a videotape entitled ‘1,001 Blow Jobs’. It was a cheaply made film entertainment emanating from the Far East, and, as the title infers, it featured

  footage of men and women, most of whom were malnourished orientals, indulging in the sordid ‘fun activity’ of oral gratification. To his great credit, Father Long – a man in his

  seventies, who has spent most of his life working as parish priest in the village of Dowerglass in County Limerick – despite being in obvious distress, soldiered on through the disturbing

  video with a grim determination to ‘get the job done’. While the furious images of ‘yellow mickeys’ (his colourful, and no-doubt racist, description) flickered before him,

  he made copious notes while resisting what must have been an overwhelming temptation to press the fast-forward button and have the whole grisly business over with. I myself admit to having watched

  with a feeling of embarrassment and unease, not so much for myself, or indeed my clerical co-viewer, but rather for mankind in general. When the tape finally ended, Bunny switched off the

  television and turned to me with a look of sorrow on his kindly face. ‘Eoin,’ he said, ‘there was a lot of sex in that film; but do you know what? – I didn’t see much

  love.’ He was so right. There was scarcely any real affection evident in any of the blow jobs. It is a theme that has been trumpeted often by the Church in recent years; the emptiness of the

  sexual act when it takes place without love (e.g. outside marriage). What I remember from the time of my youth is the polar opposite of this sad situation: love without sex. It is a thought that

  has occurred to me more than once while I was planning this book, and is, I think, a useful starting-off point for my earliest days.




  Was it really so long ago? My first memory, like so many children, is of a doting mother. I must have been no more than two or three minutes old. I remember, or at least I think I can remember

  – surely memory for a child of less than an hour old is hardly possible – looking at a woman’s pale grey eyes (for many years afterwards I would associate eyes with women) and

  taking in the unfamiliar surroundings with a sense of foreboding that is the lot of the newborn. I remember seeing a chair and wondering what it was. There had been nothing remotely like a chair,

  or indeed any type of household furniture, in my mother’s womb, where I was very unfamiliar with any type of hard object. (Although of course, as my friend Gloinn McTire later remarked, it

  was as a result of a ‘hard object’ being introduced into the general vicinity that I had come about at all!) The mystery of the chair was soon cleared up when my father sat down in it,

  and from that moment on, their purpose became clear to me. I would sit down on many over the coming years, often to relax, but more commonly for work purposes.




  I had been instigated by a random sexual act (the details of which, when I found out later, sickened me) the previous March, and had duly arrived in November, the coldest month for a hundred

  years. It had been so cold, I was told later, that my grandfather’s eyes had frozen open, and he had been unable to blink for weeks. His neighbours, as neighbours did in those days, helped

  out, and mimicked a blinking action for him by occasionally holding up rectangular squares of black cardboard in front of his face, so that his vision would be impaired by momentary relieving

  outbreaks of blackness. Their kindliness, so representative of the good neighbourliness of simple people, impressed me when I later learned of it.




  I knew from the very moment of my conception that I would be born into a fabulous environment, and that the next few years of infancy would be nothing short of idyllic.




  

    

      The novelist Frank McCourt has famously made his fortune in recent years by recalling his childhood days in Athlone at the turn of the

      century.1 His first book of memoirs caused much of a stir by portraying the people of the town as basically a bunch of shiftless, brain-dead peasant

      wankers living in conditions more reminiscent of the Stone Age than the early twentieth century. He even criticizes the weather, which is depicted in the book as being consistently awful; with

      McCourt and his fellow slum-dwellers living in freezing Arctic-like temperatures whilst under a constant deluge of rain, hail and sleet as they huddle together praying in their mud cabins.

      (Needless to say, and all too predictably, as in most modern novels, McCourt also portrays the clergy as child-molesting clowns with a fondness for drink and gambling.) Nobody comes out of the

      book looking well, and any Irish person who stays at home instead of legging it off to America (like McCourt) is basically seen as being mad. Americans, of course, are portrayed as much more

      intelligent than the Irish: able to act in films, excelling at maths and foreign languages, having superior communication skills, and generally being much more sophisticated than the poor

      ignorant Athlone people. Americans, according to McCourt, are just great, while the Irish are a bunch of thuggish morons. This is a very one-sided view, and I think the criticism levelled at

      McCourt has been justified. My own memory of Ireland in those years is that everyone in the country was blissfully happy all the time. The poverty that McCourt harps on about was confined to a

      handful of malcontents (probably no more than ten or twelve), who, if pressed, would probably admit that their lot was not so bad after all. The weather was certainly much better than McCourt

      remembers it, and the people of that era were generally a lovely bronzed colour as a result of working out in the fields under the hot sun. When travelling abroad, Irish men and women were

      often mistaken for being Spanish. I remember people smiled more, but of course McCourt uses this fact to portray the Irish as gormless imbeciles of the type portrayed by John Mills in

      the film Von Ryan’s Express.2 No, Frank, they were smiling because they were happy, an emotion I’m sure you are unfamiliar

      with, despite the fact that you have over a million pounds.


    


  




  Some years ago, my daughter Sorcha, for my eightieth birthday, gave me a facsimile copy of the front page of The Irish Independent for the day I was born, November 16th,

  1912, which proves beyond question that Ireland in those days was brilliant. Many of the stories in the edition certainly confirm that view. One report in particular caught my eye, because it

  describes just the kind of incident that couldn’t possibly happen nowadays. A ‘Mr Devlin from Wicklow’ was travelling as a passenger on the mail boat from Dublin to Holyhead, when

  he leaned over the side to get a closer look at a giant wave. He must have got too close to the wave, however, because his eye glasses were swept overboard. He alerted one of the stewards to his

  loss, who, in turn, informed the captain, John Moynihan. Captain Moynihan immediately brought the ship to a halt and promised Mr Devlin that the vessel wouldn’t move another inch until the

  glasses were recovered. Of course, nowadays there’d be a riot from the other passengers, most of whom would no doubt be on their way to Old Trafford to see Manchester United play Liverpool,

  and would cry into their overpriced replica jerseys if they missed the first five minutes. But back then no one minded a short delay if it was in order to help a fellow traveller. The captain sent

  three of his crew overboard to see if by any chance the glasses were still floating on the surface, but they returned empty-handed. Moynihan then realized that the missing ‘specs’ had

  probably sunk to the bottom, and were now lying somewhere on the seabed. He himself volunteered for the difficult job of locating them, despite the fact that he had no expertise at all in

  the highly specialized procedure of recovering objects from the bottom of the sea. To hinder his plan further, no diving equipment of any description could be found on board. (It is also worth

  noting that the passenger steamer, The Marita-Ann, had sunk in the same waters the previous year, and no trace had been found of her. If a big boat like that couldn’t be located, there

  must have been little chance of finding a pair of spectacles.) Nevertheless, the captain was obviously a determined man, and he pressed ahead with his plan by improvising a makeshift underwater

  suit out of an old boiler suit and a goldfish bowl. (He was aided in this task by a ‘Miss Heatherington from Surrey; a seamstress returning from a visit to Irish relatives’.) Moynihan

  then jumped over the side, to ‘loud cheers from the passengers and cries of encouragement from the crew’, but, alas, never re-emerged. Two more deckhands subsequently died in a failed

  rescue attempt, and the glasses were not recovered. I find it a most heartwarming story, illustrating once again the selflessness of people of the time, and the importance of giving the customer

  good service, despite the risk of personal discomfort or, as in this case, death. I think this ‘customer is always right’ ethos is something many of our state and semi-state companies

  could learn from today.3




  My father John O’Kelly, who never had any time for bad service, was thirty-two when I was born. Although originally from Kerry, one day, as a very young child, he had started following a

  horse outside his front door and ended up in Dublin. He liked the bright (paraffin) lights of the city and pursued a series of odd jobs in the capital.




  My mother was an O’Regan from Clare. From her I got my great love of the Irish language, which I have always thought is probably the best language in the world. She was from a family of

  sixteen, all girls: fifteen of whom were extremely beautiful – the sad exception being the dowdy and unattractive figure of Auntie Maud – and all proudly nationalist. I can never recall

  Mammy wearing anything other than a white blouse and a darkly coloured, pleated skirt. I never once in my life saw her knees. Her hair, which was the blackest I’ve ever seen – until it

  turned white overnight in the late 1960s after seeing an edition of Top of the Pops – was always tightly tied behind her head in a neatly packed shiny black bun that resembled a rather

  wiry-looking snooker ball. (Although, of course, it would very much test the ability of a Dennis Taylor or a Steven Hendry to make a break of a hundred and forty, at the World Snooker Championships

  at the Crucible in Sheffield using my mother’s hairy bun!)




  Mammy had originally moved to Dublin at the age of fifteen to work as a maid in the house of a Mr Connolly, a signwriter, who had made his fortune during the first burst of enthusiasm for

  ‘Exit’ signs. (Before then, people would always have to ask, ‘Is this the way out?’) He lived in a large house in Howth with his three sons, and my mother became very close

  to the boys. The youngest, Colm, subsequently became the first Irish motorist convicted under the drink-driving act (the first of many!). As a result, his father, broken-hearted, turned to porter

  for comfort, and before long the entire family, like so many Irish families, had succumbed to the indignities of alcoholism.




  

    

      I myself, I am happy to say, have never developed a taste for the porter, or any type of alcoholic drink. I have seen the bad effect it has on many

      people’s lives, not least, on my old friend Gloinn McTire. People who drink often have a very peculiar attitude to us non-drinkers. They think we’re ‘stuffy’ or that we

      ‘don’t enjoy a laugh’. I love a laugh, but I can have just as much of a laugh without drinking. The difference is that I don’t wake up the next morning with a sore head.

      I never met anyone who gets up out of their bed after a night on the town and says, ‘Oh, I wish I’d had another drink last night. That would have been a great idea.’ I have

      found that I can have as much fun as anyone when I’m in a pub by just sipping a 7-Up (accompanied by an occasional bag of cheese’n’onion crisps). It’s cheap as well, as

      one 7-Up would usually last me the whole night. The Irish in my opinion – and I don’t like to say it – have an irresponsible attitude to alcohol. When I’ve been abroad,

      I have lost count of the number of people (seven or eight thousand?) who have come up to me and said, ‘The Irish are great fun and they have a tremendous sense of humour, but why, oh

      why do they have to drink so much?’




      A great pal of mine, Father Sean Fagan, who despite his Irish sounding name is actually a genuine Cherokee Indian from Wyoming (he had a bit part in the film Dances

      with Wolves), is also puzzled by this phenomenon. When I visit him in his parochial house in New Jersey, he always enjoys a glass of sherry in the evening; in fact he often says during the

      course of the day – with a very mischievous look on his face! – ‘I’m looking forward to the old glass of sherry, Eoin, I don’t mind admitting!’ But when his

      duties are completed and he is able to put his feet up and relax, he contents himself with ‘just the one’. He doesn’t need to go drinking a crate full of the stuff. He says

      that it’s very sad to see many of the Irish priests he knows with drink problems, and that he prays for them every day. While I wouldn’t go so far as to say that every Irish priest

      has a drink problem, it’s fair to say that a percentage of them (perhaps 99 per cent) do suffer in this regard. Hopefully, due in no small part to the ending of duty-free facilities,

      things will change in this area in the next few years, especially if the legislation ever extends to the Dublin/Boston run.


    


  




  It was towards the end of 1909, just as the novelty of the new century was wearing off, that my parents met each other, and it was, it must be said, under most peculiar

  circumstances. My mother, to her husband’s great embarrassment, never tired of telling the tale. It seemed that my father had sat on a toilet seat and become very worried that he had

  contracted a sexual disease. Nowadays, of course, we know that it’s practically impossible to contract VD (or ‘The Splatters’, as it was known in Dublin at the time) from toilet

  seats, but this was a very different era, and ignorance was still rife. Knowing that Mr Connolly had several encyclopedias showing graphic pictures of diseased sexual parts, my father paid a visit

  to him for a ‘look at the books’. Mr Connolly suggested that if he was worried, it might be a good idea to take his trousers down, and compare his member to some of the pictures. This

  my father did, to the amusement of both men. Inevitably, some good-natured horseplay ensued, and things were just about to get a little out of hand when my mother popped her head round the door of

  the library. Luckily, she got a rear view of the situation, and at least some of my father’s modesty was preserved. My mother later confessed to my sister, Grainne, that she had never got the

  full ‘front view’ in nearly fifty years of marriage. How different things are these days, when ‘full frontal’ panoramas of one’s partner are regarded as a normal part

  of everyday life. Indeed, if you don’t get a regular close-up ‘eyeful’ of your partner’s genitals, people think there is something wrong with you.




  My father’s father, my grandfather, was a larger-than-life character. His wife, my grandmother, had died in one of the first dynamite explosions in Ireland. My grandfather had been scarred

  in the same incident, and much of his face was attached to his head by strange contraptions that looked like pipe cleaners. A huge gash, a result of almost being split in two in another accident,

  ran from between his legs to the top of his head on both the front and back of his body, and left him in excruciating and unbearable pain for most of his life. But despite this – in fact

  maybe even because of it – he was always in ‘great form’, and we eagerly looked forward to our regular visits to him. He lived in Dolphin’s Barn, not very far away from us

  in the Liberties. He had a very small room (four feet by two feet) in a tenement building there, and always complained about the cold. In fact, he had a great interest in the cold, and one of his

  main pastimes was recording chilly temperatures. Every day he would buy The Freeman’s Journal, look up the previous day’s temperature, and if it was between 0 and 40 degrees

  Fahrenheit, he would make a note of it in a special jotter he kept under his bed. If the temperature was over 40 degrees, he would furrow his brow and make a disappointed ‘tut-tut’

  sound, but after a few moments he would be resigned to the situation and would mumble a simple ‘never mind’. He doted on his three grandchildren: myself, Grainne and Brian, and would

  bounce us up and down on his knees with great force, often causing us to hit the ceiling. (Subsequently, Brian has discovered in recent years that he is mildly brain damaged). Granddaddy’s

  big claim to fame was that he had met Parnell (‘the Unborn King of Ireland’), and believed him to be the greatest Irishman that had ever lived. However, my grandfather was a devout

  Catholic and turned against Parnell after the split within the Irish Parliamentary Party over the Kitty O’Shea affair. This caused the old man great sadness, but he felt that in matters of

  conscience his own thoughts were of absolutely no consequence at all. My father was an equally staunch Catholic, and I’d like to think that my own devotion to the Church is as unswerving,

  unquestioning and unthinking as the previous generations of O’Ceallaighs.




  

    

      My grandfather once told me an interesting story about Parnell. Even though he was a hugely popular politician and adored by the Irish people, he was

      very self-conscious about going bald. You can see, in the relatively few photographs that exist of him, that he tends to tilt his head away from the camera. Probably he was aware that the flash

      from the photographer’s bulb would cause light to bounce harshly off his thinning pate. The story goes that he was electioneering in Clonmel once when an old crone, reputed to be a local

      ‘wise woman’, approached him and promised that she could cure his premature hair loss by rubbing a mixture of salt and sand into it. Parnell told her to ‘feck

      off’.


    


  




  Our house in the Liberties was not large, but to us children it was a ‘palace of delights’. I was the eldest child, born in 1912, and Grainne and Brian followed in

  1914 and 1916 respectively. Brian in fact was a twin, born with Enda, but Enda was lost after a few days, and we never found him again. My parents did make a half-hearted search for him, but

  basically, he’d just gone off – Grainne said later it was possibly to see if he could get himself hitched up to a better family! – and that was it. (No doubt if such an incident

  happened today, the parents would be jailed for negligence, but in those days people just thought ‘so what’.)




  I still retain many, many vivid images from my childhood. I remember very clearly a huge dresser in the kitchen bedecked with huge plates, cup, saucers, and mugs. My father had a very special

  mug dating from 1898 commemorating the great rebellion of a century before, depicting brave ‘Father Murphy from old Kilcormack’, one of the patriotic insurgents whose name has passed

  gloriously down through the generations. ‘Look at him there on the mug,’ my father used to say, pointing out the sad figure of a very frightened Father Murphy, naked from the waist

  down, his buttocks in ribbons after having taken an unmerciful whipping from the hard-faced Redcoat standing sternly over him. ‘Poor ould Father Murphy,’ my father would remark sadly,

  ‘he’s a great reminder of the hatred that the British always had for the Catholic people of Ireland.’ The mug is still in my possession.




  

    

      There was little entertainment in those days, but once or twice a year our parents would take us to the Hilarity Theatre in Dame Street to see some of

      the popular variety acts of the day perform in the annual Children’s Christmas Show. I remember very well seeing one of the most famous entertainers of the day, Barney Walsh, ‘The

      Coal-Coloured Nig Nog’, in the show of 1918. Barney’s act wouldn’t be allowed into any theatre these days as even to a six-year-old boy like me it seemed somewhat racist.

      Basically, he would come on stage, completely blacked-up in shoe polish, and launch into a ferocious attack against anyone who was a member of an ethnic minority. His catchphrase, which he must

      have yelled out about a hundred times during his performance, was ‘Yez are all feckin’ Zulus!’ He wasn’t even that funny. Amongst the other artists I remember was Harry

      Metcalf, who had made his debut on the Dublin stage as a five-year-old at the time of the Great Famine doing humorous impressions of the starving. I don’t think his act had changed much

      over the years, and it seemed somewhat out of place in the Dublin of 1918. (It was also rather tasteless – he’d probably make a fortune on today’s

      ‘alternative-comedy’ circuit.) You either ‘have it’ or you ‘don’t’ and Harry certainly ‘didn’t’. Eileen Dunning, ‘The Singing

      Canary’, sang operatic arias in a bath filled with flowers and empty champagne bottles. She was very poor value for money indeed. Nevertheless, I would have to add that even though all

      these acts were appallingly bad, they were still much better than anything you’d see nowadays.


    


  




  The household chores for my mother were endless. Every day, the dust would have to be sifted, sorted into piles and distributed evenly throughout the house. For instance, the

  dust from the bedroom would be put into bags, brought down to the parlour and emptied, while the dust from the parlour would be similarly removed to the bedroom. The cataloguing alone for this

  procedure took several hours. Due to the damp walls, all the wallpaper in the house usually had to be replaced on a daily basis, while a large part of the evenings would be spent holding on to the

  chimney to stop it falling down. Mammy would also have to trap and kill the rats that lived under the kitchen sink and bake fifteen or sixteen loaves of bread a day whilst breast feeding not only

  Brian, Grainne and myself, but also the children of neighbours, and Mr O’Brien, a local schoolteacher who paid her a shilling for the experience. She did all this uncomplainingly, usually

  whilst whistling one of Moore’s popular Irish melodies.




  I recall very clearly a coal scuttle beside the fire which doubled as a bath. I have no memory of a lavatory. This is because we didn’t have one. We had an outside facility located an

  hour’s journey away by tram, and ‘a need to go’ in the middle of the night was always a thing to be dreaded. Even today, being ‘caught short’ can be a sobering

  experience, and later on in my story I shall tell of an incident that occurred while I was chaperoning the Papal Nuncio at the 1989 Rose of Tralee festival which left both the Nuncio and myself

  with much egg on our faces.




  

    

      As a child I enjoyed reading sagas of ancient Irish legends. I was enthralled by tales of MacNubh and the Otters; of Conor MacSloidh, the hasty copper

      manufacturer of Cong and his battles with Deirdreen of the Songs (‘she of the Medium-Tempo Ballad’ as Speranza, the folklorist and mother of Oscar Wilde, described her); of Saint

      Patrick, who has given his name to a national holiday, a football club and a mental institution; and Saint Brendan, who discovered the United States three weeks before Columbus. One story I

      remember hearing from Mammy was about Finn Og MacOngasairt, a genuine living legend of his era, who had an altercation with Art of the Four Eyes, one of the first Irish mythological heroes to

      wear glasses. Finn mocked Art for his shortsightedness, and for his teasing was thrown over the edge of a cliff. But instead of drowning in the sea, Finn clung on to a rock, and when the tide

      went out, he climbed back up. He surprised Art when he was at his toilet, and poked his eyes out with a branch from a tree. This made Art furious, and he tied Finn up with a length of rope,

      beat him senseless, and (as if that wasn’t enough!) hacked his feet off. Certainly, one could refer to this as an early example of a ‘punishment beating’. (Who knows, maybe

      even Finn had to leave the country within twenty-four hours after being threatened by a Stone Age version of Martin McGuinness!) Possibly a ferocious dragon also became involved at that point

      (my memory is a little vague) and the whole affair ended with everybody lying in a bloody heap on the ground. Of course, there were no emergency services or ambulances in those days to come and

      take them away, so they all had to just lie there in agony until they died. If something like that happened today there would no doubt be an article in The Guardian by Fergal Keane

      relating the events to his son’s birthday party, and a benefit concert for the relatives organized by Bono of U2. However, in ancient times, incidents like these were not seen as anything

      out of the ordinary, and would hardly even warrant a mention in the newspapers of the day. This type of story strengthened my sense of Irish identity even further, and I knew I was destined to

      follow in my family’s nationalist tradition.


    


  




  My first memories of Dublin are happy ones, but to the citizen of the twenty-first century they would be unfamiliar relics of a gentler time. There was little traffic, and the

  streets of the city were full of horses. In the Liberties, old nags (no, I don’t mean the elderly ladies!) pulled carts for the many breweries, bakeries and creameries (no, I don’t mean

  the massage parlours!) in the area. As youngsters, we would often climb up on the back of the carts, to the irate protests of the hapless driver. I remember once climbing on to a cart with my

  friend Shinty Bolger. We were probably nine or ten years old at the time. The old man who drove bread to and from the local bakery4 (I could never

  understand why he drove bread to the bakery) was a very grumpy individual, and was driven mad by us young ’uns. We called him ‘Old Misery Trousers’. He would always yell at

  us and threatened to tell our parents about our cart-hopping activities. But this day Shinty had an extra special surprise in store for the old codger. Shinty’s father had fought in the Boer

  war, and still had a rifle bayonet from that time. Well, lo and behold, hadn’t Shinty brought the weapon with him. We leapt on to the back as usual, when the cart stopped at a T-junction

  halfway between the bakery and Shinty’s house. ‘Get off my cart, you f*****g c***s!’ yelled old Misery Trousers as we scrambled on. But before he could protest any more, Shinty

  sliced off the old man’s ear with the bayonet and then ate it right in front of his eyes! Blood was everywhere, and Shinty was laughing his head off. The look of confusion and terror on the

  old timer’s face was genuinely hilarious. There was always fun like that to be had, and I can remember many incidents which even now can bring tears of laughter to my eyes.
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