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    Will his name be John
 Or will his name be Jonah 
Crying to repent
 On the Island of Iona?




    Will his name be Jason 
Looking for a seaman 
Or a mad crusader
 Without rhyme or reason?
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    Foreword




    The first time I discovered The Book of Jonah was the end of October 2004. I was playing in the 2004 British Open, held at the Albert Hall in Nottingham. When I entered the rather grandiose venue, a squash memorabilia stand caught my eye, and there, highly exposed, was a canary-yellow book with my father's picture on the front cover. The title was The Book of Jonah. I had never seen the book before. When I was growing up, my father didn't keep any copies of his books at our home. The chap with the stand was a well-dressed older man called Chester Nobbs. I didn't introduce myself but asked Nobbs whether I might buy the book there and then. His eyes lit up. He said it was the first book written by the great Jonah Barrington, a fascinating read, and I was lucky because this copy was personally signed by Jonah himself. The price for the sale would be a mere £25. I had never spent that much on a book before, but the money swiftly changed hands and I headed to the changing room. Incidentally, I did let Chester in on the secret after my match.




    Over the next few days, I devoured the book. Nobbs was right. The autobiography was indeed engaging and led to a much clearer understanding of my father. I later learned that The Book of Jonah would never have materialised if Clive Everton had been merely a bystander. Everton was a highly respected journalist and author, most recognisable as a commentator for professional snooker. He was also Jonah's agent and manager for a period in the early 1970s and helped put the book together. I always enjoyed his true and candid opinions of my father, warts and all. Everton saw close at hand so many facets, good and bad, and yet he showed considerable respect and admiration for a complex personality relieved by an enduring sense of humour.




    The era in which the book was written was before my brother, Nick, and I arrived on the scene. It came out in 1972, right at the peak of my father's playing career, and to read his insights about squash while dominating the British Open was captivating. The Book of Jonah resonated with me even more as I started to travel a similar path as a touring pro and then as a broadcaster helping promote the game. For anyone versed in the history and development of professional squash, the foresight my father had into how the game would evolve as a television sport played on all-glass portable courts in extraordinary locations was prescient. He was always peering out far beyond the present. When he was writing The Book of Jonah, he was also gathering an international group of the top players to tour Australia and the Far East. This was to be the catalyst for the formation of a professional body then called the International Squash Players Association, now known as the Professional Squash Association. Jonah was dragging squash out of the closed, elite, amateur scene where it was hidden from the general public. With this book, Jonah caused a surge of publicity for the sport that accelerated throughout the 1970s and 1980s. The legacy is a fully-fledged professional tour for women and men from diverse backgrounds, competing in the most extraordinary locations around the world.




    My 81-year-old father lit the great fire that still burns today. The Book of Jonah was relevant then and is relevant now. I couldn't be a prouder son.




    Joey Barrington




    December 2022
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    First Impressions




    Clive Everton




    The Book of Jonah was not written by Jonah Barrington (because he did not have the time) nor by an anonymous ghost writer (because he didn’t want to be the recipient of praise or blame for something which was not his own work). The larger part of the book consists of an edited transcript of a series of tape recordings. These have not been heavily edited since Jonah epitomises the characteristic Irish ability to talk fluently, coherently and at great length with virtually total recall.




    The other chapters were written by me, not as a strictly impartial journalist in the accepted sense but by one who is certainly impartial in the sense that no man is a hero to his valet.




    I am not Jonah’s valet but, as is related elsewhere, I became professionally associated with him in February 1969 when he turned professional. This everyday contact has inevitably revealed facets of his personality which the public do not normally see. Some people have found certain of these facets not wholly admirable: certain readers may not.




    Jonah is obsessively egotistical; years afterwards, he does not easily forgive those who have wounded him; he has impenetrably black depressions in which he is prone, on the most trivial pretext, to hurt those who are nearest to him.




    Taken in isolation, none of these characteristics is particularly endearing. Yet in the belief that a man’s faults often give the greater validity to his virtues, the intention of the book is to present the real man and no glossy authorised version.




    Jonah Barrington is star quality. He behaves like a star and expects to be treated like a star. He has the star’s total self-absorbtion. He regards himself as the centre of the universe.




    He is also immensely likable, infectiously enthusiastic; out- spokenly critical yet, like an impish ten-year-old, possessing – and confident of possessing – an innate charm which gives him access to an inexhaustible fund of goodwill on which he can draw at will to re-establish himself in the good graces of those he has ruffled.




    His star quality is hard to define but easy to recognise, a status founded on a high level of achievement but insupportable by achievement alone.




    His record stamps him as a great squash player but what distinguishes him from his great predecessors is a drive and personality which has altered and extended the squash world.




    His obsessively egotistical desire to prove himself the world’s best player goes in harness with the power to analyse clear-headedly and objectively the lines on which the future of squash should develop. While many squash champions have striven to become the biggest fish in the pool, Jonah badly wants the pool to be much bigger.




    Historically, he has been fortunate in that the game has begun to grow internationally – notably in the introduction of world team and individual championships – concurrently with the arousal of his own squash ambitions.




    But it was not growing fast enough and Jonah’s role in accelerating certain aspects of its growth is analogous to the role Joe Davis played in the development of snooker.




    Snooker was regarded by the professionals in the mid-twenties, the golden age of billiards, as merely a means of providing some light-hearted knockabout if a billiards session finished early. Davis developed the technique of the game and publicised it to such an extent that it has long since outdistanced billiards in popularity.




    Technically, Barrington is not an innovator, except perhaps in establishing the overriding importance of fitness and agility, but he shares Davis’s gifts as a publicist and his ability to grow with his chosen game during its most explosive period.




    Sales of squash rackets in Britain have trebled in the last ten years but the game is only just beginning to shake off its aura of social exclusiveness. A few squash centres, notably those attached to ABC cinemas, have appeared recently but courts are still located mainly in private clubs, public schools and universities. Some of the wealthier works-sports social clubs possess squash courts but it is executives rather than shop-floor workers who use them.




    There are radical differences from this situation in Australia, the country of the present world champions. Almost all courts there are commercially owned and commercially run to make a profit. They are available for hiring by the hour or half-hour by any member of the public. Few courts have a licence to sell drink so the long established British tradition of taking alcoholic refreshment on the premises after violent exercise cannot be perpetuated. Australians are less bothered by this than the British are, for their sport tends to be a self-sufficient activity which does not have to be sustained by a quasi-social setting.




    The British ideals of club life emphasise sociability and tend to attempt to smooth the rough edges which are inevitably to be found in the completely dedicated player.




    Barrington’s dedication is generally admired, albeit grudgingly by some, but it is precisely his dedication and ambition – for the game as well as himself – which has led to many at the soft centre of squash to resent his attempts to place the game fairly and squarely in the public eye and not allow it to remain in the cosy, close-knit and easily controlled world which has always been its oyster.




    Ambition and a burning will to win are qualities often taken for granted in Australia. Similar qualities in British players often invite social distrust. Sociability in the bar, conventional modesty, conventional social graces, conventional relegation of sport into a means of relaxation rather than a means of giving life an added purpose or active force – ideals which one could accept from those with no pretensions to sporting achievement – are carried over all too often in British sport to those who participate above county level.




    The player of limited ability and potential, who nevertheless wants to realise every scrap of potential that he has, even if this still leaves him well below international standard, is subtly discouraged from doing so by the pervading climate of sociability.




    Natural ability, all too often unsupported by a determined mental attitude, is nevertheless usually more highly prized than more pedestrian natural talents even when they are allied to great efforts in training and practice.




    The typically British admiration of effortless amateur accomplishment is of course a relic of the phoney amateur ideals transmitted through a recognisable old school tie ethos.




    Barrington was educated at Cheltenham College and loathed it with all the vehemence expressed in Lindsay Anderson’s film ‘If ...’ which, ironically, was shot there. Since then, his life-style, from his instinctive questioning of established authority to the infrequency of his haircuts, has rejected the conventional virtues.




    He drinks only when he is thirsty, he makes clear realistic assessments which are uncluttered by false humility or observance of an imagined obligation to feed the self-regard of others.




    He is an unrelenting yet generous opponent; an assiduous opener of doors for anonymous old ladies; a bitter denouncer of the Old Pals Act; a more thoughtful and loving son than most who devote a great deal of time and fuss to it; no respecter of persons; and an infinite respecter of persons.




    He never takes people at their own valuation but his friendship, when he gives it, is as total and absolute as the loyalty and effort he demands from those he works with. Those who are only 99% with him are against him.




    The purpose of our first meeting in early January 1968 gave no indication of the degree to which we would later be associated. Jonah had just won the Open and Amateur and David Talbot, Sports Editor of the Birmingham Post, commissioned a 1,000-word feature on squash’s recent notable expansion, as exemplified by this interesting young player who had come from nowhere to win the game’s two major titles.




    We met, as arranged, at the Lansdowne Club at 1.30 where he plied me with salad and yoghourt. I found it difficult to eat, however, because, as soon as we had sat down, he began to talk, or rather to declaim, so coherently, so infinitely quotably, that I was frightened to miss a word.




    The interview ended almost four hours later when Jonah’s practice opponent arrived. My writing hand was nearly dropping off with the fatigue of amassing a mountain of notes from which I had to distil the essence of this hypnotic young man, who was brimming over with life and humour yet dominated by a puritanical outlook on squash which, at the same time, was a kind of social criticism.




    ‘The sort of thing one sees far too much of in British squash is a good player beating a youngster and going into the bar to knock back pint after pint and make a great thing about never bothering with any proper training. This is a bad influence for a young player and I am determined to knock this kind of person off the top.




    ‘These are empty people. They are the sort of people who say when they are 40: “I could have been amateur champion, you know. I had the natural ability but I had to make a living, etc. etc.”




    ‘I don’t want to be one of those people. They are the most boring and empty people in existence. They have a strong sense of failure.




    ‘They are too frightened to take a risk. They have this fear of displaying their struggles in front of everybody and failing. They can’t contemplate the possibility of people saying, “Look how he’s tried everything and still he hasn’t made it.”




    ‘I have always wanted to be a professional sportsman and to be the best in a particular sport. If I fail, I want at least to have the satisfaction of knowing that I have tried everything possible.




    ‘The practice is usually so much drudgery. One is tired; one hasn’t recovered from the training the day before. But you must force yourself. You must practise with maximum discipline. The satisfaction comes when you play a good match and you know it’s because of what you have done.




    ‘In an individual game you must be rather selfish. The better you are, the more selfish you become. Every champion is a very selfish man. Your whole way of life is regulated by the sport.’
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    In the Beginning – 1941




    Jonah Barrington




    I was the youngest member of the family, the third child. I had a sister, Geraldine, who was five years older than me, and a brother, Nick, who was two years older than me, and with whom I was always in competition. I refused to go to bed before him – I couldn’t, I mustn’t go to bed before him; in the end my parents accepted this and we always went to bed at the same time.




    I was always fascinated by sport and played as many sports as I could before I went away to school. These sports were mainly soccer (this was North Cornwall where there was very little Rugby; in fact, I never saw a rugby match until I was forcibly taken to see one at the age of nine when I went to school in Ireland) and some cricket. We used to play cricket on the lawn at home. My brother and I were constantly battling with Tony and David Tape, two friends of ours from a farm just down the road – in two-a-side matches which my brother would always have to win. If he didn’t win, he’d usually hit someone.




    So many games that we played ended in an out-and-out bashing of junior by senior. The perpetual sense of competition and my memories of the early years of schooling in the village school at Morwenstowe until I was nine years old made this a fantastically happy time.




    After that was less satisfactory for a number of reasons: having been brought up so far away from cities and civilisation, we were allowed to run fairly wild. I wouldn’t say my parents were terribly strict; they were always firm over certain things but we were allowed tremendous freedom. It was a country life. We were brought up in the country atmosphere surrounded by animals – dogs, hens and pigs, which we kept ourselves – fields and farms. We were also only three-quarters of a mile away from the sea – which doesn’t explain why I’m almost totally unable to swim.




    We could see the sea, the Atlantic, from the house and at night could hear the roar of the surf. I suppose I was so familiar with it at that time that I didn’t appreciate the magnificence of the cliffs along that coast line, but it was a life far removed from the rush and competitive aspect of the city life I lived in London and the life I lead now.




    While I don’t want to live the life of a recluse I think it would be rather fun to be such a person for about 2½ days and no more. But my desire is not to be involved in business affairs. I find that the routine and hurly-burly of business is something that will remain always foreign to me. It is such a relief to get away from London particularly, and go to the West Country. I’m obviously now not so lazy in my approach as I was seven years ago, but the relaxation that I never get here does come when I go out to that part of the world – because this is my home, Cornwall, North Cornwall: this is where I am best known and where I don’t have to compete, somewhere I can return to and feel totally at ease.




    My father was a military man and after the second world war he was retired. In fact, he was very retired. He got up at noon and he also used to go to bed very late. He was severe in his approach. He was certainly not a dictator but he was very much in charge. He dominated the evenings, whereas my mother dominated the mornings when my father hadn’t risen from his bed – could I be a chip off the old block?




    My mother could be very sharp and as I tend to wake up rather slowly, I certainly wasn’t in a position to battle for the honour of being top worm-catcher.




    But my father was not a sportsman as I am. He was a much more traditional type of sportsman from what we would call the old days; his loves had been shooting, fishing and riding, although it was his boast that he had played for this team or that. I didn’t believe him really for he was prone to exaggerate in certain matters when my brother and I started to have a small degree of success in sports. It was amazing how in his mind my father’s ability developed as we grew better and how especially good he had been at this or that sporting enterprise.




    My father was a very small man and my brother is very tall. He rapidly outstripped my father in proportion. My father was only about 5’ 7” and like many small men – Napoleon and others – he did like to assert himself. This he was well able to do since he had a monstrously vile temper which certainly frightened the wits out of us – his children – on many occasions. He was a fighting man; he had an armoury of weapons; he liked guns. He fought in the first world war and the Irish Civil War, and he had a few scars to show that he hadn’t been entirely a pacifist.




    Had my father been a competitive sportsman, he would have been a killer; he would have been the worst and best type of sportsman. He hated losing and he definitely had a very tough, hard streak. I feel that I’m fortunate to have a certain measure of that streak in myself.




    I’m fortunate also in a way that my father was far cleverer than his children. He had an excellent brain which he developed for his own personal satisfaction. He had a sensitive feeling for history and was a great conversationalist. Again and again, I hear old friends say: ‘Your father was wonderful in conversation.’




    He loved talking; some people would call it a form of compulsive verbal diarrhoea, but whereas in others it could be called this, with him there was always something of interest to be heard. He had a powerful memory, almost photographic. He read ferociously every day of his life. He read in bed and was tremendously interested in anything that could be called antiquity. People say to me that I have no trouble in talking and that this comes quite easily to me. It is obviously something I must have inherited to a certain degree from him and also from my mother because she also is able to tell a tale or two.




    But my chief good fortune lay in being the second son with a brother who was reasonably intelligent, so academically set a fair standard, and who also had a certain talent for playing sports. So I found that I was always wanting to compete on his level. This was a struggle but helped me to accept the fact that a lot of things were going to be hard. It was hard to battle with my brother because he was two years older. There’s a hell of a difference when one is 9 and the other 11 or 13 and 15.




    This feeling of always being the underdog I knew from an early age. I knew what it was to compete, to work, and not to be on top, to struggle and strive to get on the same footing. This has been borne out in this sport. I played because, at the beginning, I was fairly wretched. In fact, the strange thing is that my brother’s best sport was squash. He was one of the best schoolboys in Britain and of all the sports we played, I made least impression on him on the squash court. Naturally I thought squash was the worst game that had ever been invented. I much preferred to take him on at table tennis and tennis where I was able to do much better.




    Squash is a much more physical game and anything physical at that time I found almost impossible – but not that impossible that I didn’t have a go.




    And so I have always been prepared to have a go on this basis: this is the influence of those early years. If he passed his examination I felt that I had to pass mine. Out of self-respect one makes the effort, and even though one doesn’t appreciate it at that age, it is a habit that forms. Obviously there is an obstinate streak which doesn’t allow one to give in. It’s great to have this obstinacy although at the time there is little realisation that this is going to play such an important part later on.




    When I told my parents I wanted to be a professional footballer, this was very much frowned upon because my father was certainly not from a school which believed in professionalism, particularly as at that time a professional footballer’s social standing was poor in relation to the professions and other ‘good, decent’ jobs. So, to infuriate him, which certainly wasn’t difficult, I only had to say I wanted to be a professional sportsman and he would blow his top. The funny thing is that I am a professional sportsman.




    I was at school in Ireland for about five years at Headfort Preparatory School in Co. Meath near Kells. I was initially resentful of being sent away from my friends at home – and away from home. This is a bit of a blow at the age of nine. However much you may fight with your family, you don’t want to leave home at that time.




    I then had an appendix operation within two weeks of my arrival at the school. A cunning move! A typical Barrington ploy which cut the term short by about three weeks in all and allowed me to go on a holiday to recover from the ailment.




    As a kid I was a great believer in dirty rhymes and my village school background, the best schooling of my life, prepared me well in that particular department, so much so that during my first year at my prep school I managed to delight the boys of my dormitory with my ‘rude’ poetry. Regrettably, one night, the headmaster, in the course of his duties, came trotting along the corridor and happened to listen in on my discourse of the night which was, I think, ‘Old Mother Riley had a cow’ (anon). Whereupon he dug me out of the dormitory, took me down and gave me a mighty beating, six very vicious strokes with the cane. The stick seemed to be about six feet wide. I will always remember, the following day, the other boys were beaten as well for having enjoyed this particular poetic feast. The headmaster had told me to come along again. I came in at the end of the line, marched in, bent over, and said to him ‘How many this time?’ – I was treated with mercy.




    I had an arch-enemy there named Tregoning, who on one occasion was playing a game of cards with some other boys. The headmaster had joined in. The game certainly wasn’t poker, more probably ‘Old Maid’ or something like that, but in the course of events the said Tregoning lost his particular round, lost the game and came out smartly with a rude Irish word.




    The headmaster asked Tregoning what he’d said, and Tregoning said it was something that Barrington minor taught him. So the headmaster went off to the Irish master, who, slightly red faced, gave him the translation – which was roughly ‘kiss me arse’.




    Whereupon I was called into the headmaster’s study to explain myself and given a dreadful warning of final retribution of having to leave the school if that sort of thing continued. And where had I learnt such language? Whereupon I boldly told him that ‘my Daddy’ had taught me.




    ‘My Daddy’ had a letter from the headmaster shortly after that. My father was quite proud of me secretly although in front of mother he pretended he was annoyed. It certainly never stopped his Irish instruction; he always continued his liberal education on such matters; but it did mean that the headmaster looked on me as some kind of sexual prodigy. Whether it was anything to do with my sex education or not, I was always considered to be far more advanced in this than my contemporaries, so that when I left, the headmaster didn’t think it worthwhile to give me the traditional talk about sex. I think he thought that I probably knew it all anyway and had done so ever since first cracking a grin in my cradle.




    Once I adjusted this was certainly a marvellous period in my life. Headfort was an excellent school, again in the country, on a very large estate, and with the most sympathetic teaching I have ever encountered. I owe a great deal to this school because, strangely enough, there was a squash court there. I probably played my first game of squash when I was about 11 years old but really I don’t remember. I think I might have just hit a black ball on the court with a friend of mine. It was, at that time, the only school in Ireland with a squash court.




    I was greatly influenced during my schooldays in Meath by the sportsmaster, Jack Sweetman, who had been an Irish rugby trialist several times.




    He married a delightful girl, Edith, who was the matron there and they now have a son, Alan, who has been at Headfort and is showing great promise.




    Jack Sweetman was really a splendid man. I always think if one really likes a master, one reacts to this and tries to do one’s utmost to please and impress. Jack Sweetman I liked for many reasons. He had been a magnificent Rugby player. He was reserve for Ireland on a number of occasions but it was during the McCarthy-McKay Triple Crown period and he was unlucky that he played for an unfashionable club, Old Wesley. But he was a master thinker, a gentleman and a sportsman.




    He certainly couldn’t have been capable of doing anything really dirty on the rugger pitch. He was an excellent cricketer, who played for Leinster, the inter-provincial side, on God knows how many occasions and he also played for Swindon Town Reserves in the Football Combination at soccer.




    When he realised that my feelings were much more for soccer than rugby he was always prepared to encourage me. I think that he would have quite liked to have seen me go on to a soccer rather than a rugby school. But because he was the man he was, eternally helpful and patient, I did my utmost to learn how to play rugby. In the end, I captained the rugby team at the school and looked as though I might become a reasonably proficient player.




    I think he was quite enthusiastic about my progress at that stage. I was a tiny fellow, very, very small, but at the age of twelve or thirteen, playing with twelve or thirteen year olds, I was still able to hold my own and more besides; whereas later on, at Cheltenham, when I had to play against fifteen and sixteen year olds, I found that my size was a terrible disadvantage. I was buried pretty rapidly by that school and began to lose enthusiasm for just about everything.




    Jack was neither a drinker nor a smoker and you can trace a lot of the elements which have been part of my existence over the last seven years back to him. I always feel that he must have been a bit disappointed in my lack of progress at Cheltenham, and then, afterwards, at Dublin University. I think that it gives him an enormous satisfaction now that I have been able to come through to be a success in this field. He was also my history and geography teacher, and some might say these are more important than sport, but my world is the sport’s world. However, he certainly developed in me the love and feeling for history that my father had and I found geography more interesting under him than under anyone else.




    I then came into the dark stage of my school career because I did not enjoy my schooling at Cheltenham College, to which I went at the age of thirteen and a half.




    I feel that thirteen to seventeen is a decisive period of a boy’s life. These are the truly formative years; this is when one is growing from a child into a man, when all the problems and emotional difficulties one is beset by can easily be turned from molehills into mountains by unsympathetic surroundings; and I felt that this type of school was totally unsympathetic.




    To me it’s a hangover from the Victorian period, an insensitive battery-system producing the ‘splendid fellows’ sent out to control the British Empire, and inevitably reaping a painful rebound, a boomerang that has caused this country little but discomfort in the last fifteen to twenty years.




    I don’t feel that this is the sort of school geared to making the right future for a country like Britain. I loathed it.




    I feel a measure of this was the fault of the school and some my own, because I had been outstanding in my prep school and now became a totally anonymous figure amongst 450 boys. I think there were about 60 boys at my prep school, and from being a kingpin at one to nothing at the other, created an almost inevitable reaction – the ego suffered!




    My reaction was to withdraw into myself and become very rebellious. I despised discipline and fought against it throughout my career at Cheltenham.




    My school standards fell away.




    Whereas I had shown at Headfort a capacity for application, at Cheltenham I showed the very opposite and refused to set myself any task at all that would in any sense stretch my powers. I tried to take the easy way out.




    The school naturally resented this and I forfeited my rightful place, out of obstinacy on my own part and a certain lack of flexibility in the curriculum of the school and the way that particular curriculum was carried out.




    I didn’t like the discipline. It is probably inherent in most of us to resent discipline, but even more so I felt that I wasn’t given the right sort of opportunity in the sporting field there. This love I have for playing sport is so considerable that I became even then very depressed when things were not going well because, as a youth, I was emotional and my life revolved to a great extent around sport.




    I had been very successful at sport and now the competition was that much greater. Because I was a particularly small boy I was at a decided disadvantage. Rugby was the main game at Cheltenham and I made no impression.




    I was also going through the stage when my eyesight was starting to fail. I became short-sighted when I was fourteen. I didn’t know what was happening to me when I looked at the blackboard and couldn’t see the writing on the board. All these emotional difficulties boiled over at once, so much so that at the age of fourteen I had a nervous breakdown.




    I had to go away from Cheltenham for part of one term and was sent to some people called Forbes-Dennis at St. Ives. He was a psychologist and philosopher who had been a pupil of Alfred Adler. He and his wife, Phyllis Bottome, the novelist, looked after me for a while. He was very kind and used to listen to me, asking me about my dreams of the night before. I used to make up anything that came into my head and he would try to explain things to me. It was quite funny because I was tricking him, but he was probably tricking me! He must have been helpful as I didn’t have any further problem in that way later on.




    I had an abiding hatred for the cadet force. Perhaps I wanted to be Napoleon and didn’t want to start in the ranks. I wasn’t a conscientious objector but I objected to being shunted into a uniform and ordered around.




    I think that little things, which might be termed trivial, got on top of me. I thought that uniform was barbaric. I have always been unable to wear anything of a rough cloth and I don’t think you’ll find anything rougher, for some inexplicable reason, than that battle-dress.




    I used to go through this business of wearing pyjamas under-neath thinking how soft I must be to have to do this – only to realise that about half the school did the same – but I never found out till afterwards. I must confess that it was bloody hot in the summer sometimes – hot enough in that battle-dress, let alone having those pyjamas on underneath.




    Maybe it was a little unfortunate that I had an elder brother there before me, a respectable figure, a splendid figure, a conservative figure and certainly always the white sheep of the family. This doesn’t mean that he hasn’t the devil in him but it has always been fairly well disguised. I was possessed by the devil, too frequently, while he was a different type of character altogether. He was reassured by conventional standards and has always taken a much more conservative approach to things. I think he is appalled by some of my activities especially as he is now a pillar of the law; but I suppose that what I am doing now is the chain reaction from my resentment of Cheltenham College.




    I think this was inevitable reaction because I was fairly successful at my prep school and wanted that success to continue. I like being successful. I loathe any sort of failure. I don’t like being second-best. I want to be the best the whole time. It is an instinctive competitive flair and it can cause a considerable amount of emotional suffering, but this was a constant theme throughout my childhood.




    There must be many features within that type of structure which are excellent but I felt that there should have been communication between the sexes at that age. Surely this monk-like isolation can only do harm and breed the wrong type of instinct in boys. I think it is much more natural for them to be given every chance to mix with girls so that they don’t feel inhibited, nervous or green at seventeen or eighteen when they go into the outside world. I know that I certainly felt very unsure of myself when I left Cheltenham. I’d never had any real contact with girls except that I was fortunate to have a sister to whom I was very close. Even though she was five years older than me I think she was closer to me than my brother simply because I was the baby of the family. Geraldine and my brother Nick used to fight over me and, having stirred it all up, I used to sit back and watch it happening, which was very good because she always came to me for sympathy!




    I don’t think many other boys really shared my resentment for the school. There was a great emphasis on sport and a successful sportsman found that there were many doors open to him and that he would be richly rewarded and honoured.




    As I was not so successful at sport – between the ones that couldn’t play at all and the ones who were successful – I found that I threw in my lot with those who were not. I had a study with a boy who was intensely interested in the army – he always kept his uniform and boots immaculate – but who just couldn’t function on the games field. I felt immense sympathy for him because little opportunity was given for advancement to those who were unable to do well at sport.




    I felt a sense of injustice not only towards me but towards those who were particularly good in other spheres, poetry or singing perhaps, which are accomplishments of so much more value and permanence than the ability to pummel one’s way into and out of a scrum.




    At Cheltenham, I didn’t form any friendships at all. I had a number of friends from my prep school days, and when I met up with these at university again it was as if I had never been away, although I hadn’t seen them for about five years.




    There was an instinctive feeling for them which had always been there whereas I had no lasting friends from my public school. There was no one of whom I could say, ‘He was my best friend and I was his best friend.’




    I was a little bit of a loner because my instinct when things go wrong is to draw into myself. I loathed that period of my life.




    I went to Trinity College, Dublin, because many members of my family had been to Trinity before me. My father didn’t in fact go there although he had the opportunity and undoubtedly would have done very well.




    He wanted me at one time to go on to another Irish school after Headfort and was quite adamant that Trinity should come after my schooling.




    It was his decision and it was one that I leapt at. I was prepared to go anywhere to get away from Cheltenham at the age of 17. My mother would have preferred me to stay at Cheltenham a little longer but the school wasn’t very interested in having me and she received a letter saying that it would benefit neither the school nor me if I were to remain there.
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