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I am just a cowboy, lonesome on the trail.
The starry night, a campfire light...
The coyote calls and the howling winds wail.
So I ride out to the old sundown...


- from ‘The Cowboy Song’ by Phil Lynott
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FRANKIE


Frankie woke up drunk.


But he sobered up fast when he found that he couldn’t move. He was paralysed, he thought. He’d had a stroke. It was all over. There was something heavy on top of him, holding him down. He lay in bed, imprisoned by his own bedclothes, wondering what was going on.


A stiff piece of paper was stuck to his face. He twisted until he could reach it with his fingers. It came away with a loud ‘striiiick’. As he moved, a heavy rustle of stuff slid to the floor, freeing him. Frankie sat up and looked at the paper in his hand. It was oddly familiar. One side had a design he recognised. The other was white and somewhat sticky. Piles of similar bits were scattered all over his bed and on the floor.


Then he looked at the walls of his room. They were stripped and gouged and ripped free of wallpaper. Only a few isolated streaks remained. Even the poster of bare-chested Jim Morrison of The Doors, the one that usually glared down at him every morning from the centre of the wall opposite, had vanished.


Frankie’s younger brother Ray, sitting up in the other bed, watched to see what his brother was going to do. He could see that Frankie was confused.


‘Last night, you found a bit sticking out,’ Ray explained, ‘so you pulled that off. Then another bit stuck out, so you ripped that off too. Then you went all round the room tearing off all the bits that were sticking out...’


Frankie held the piece of paper in his hand and examined it. Then he looked at the walls again.


‘Fuck’s sake.’ Frankie said.


‘I saved Jim Morrison. He’s under your bed.’


Frankie didn’t know what to say. He couldn’t remember tearing the wallpaper. He couldn’t remember getting into bed either. But he did remember the bottle of tequila, and sitting in the front seat upstairs on the last double-decker hill bus home with Hopper Delaney. The bus had been stuffed with teenagers coming back from the tennis club dance. Frankie’s next-door neighbour had been sitting two seats behind. Now it was coming back to him and playing in his head like a bad pop song. He closed his eyes.


‘Anyway,’ Ray chirped, ‘Ma came in this morning, saw what you’d done and dumped the whole lot on your bed.’


Ray thought for a while.


‘I think Ma’s annoyed,’ he said with jolly deliberation. Ray reckoned he was pretty smart for a twelve year old.


But Frankie was back on the last bus, watching himself in a horror movie. He and Hopper had on their best blue denim jackets and were smoking white-tipped cigars. They blew gusts of black smoke from their mouths when they laughed. From time to time, they passed the bottle of tequila to each other, taking huge lipsmacking slugs as though it were lemonade. Drinking tequila on the last bus home was great gas, they thought.


Upstairs, most of the laughing, chattering teenagers were drunk, or at least merry. Some were singing ‘Tie a Yellow Ribbon Round the Old Oak Tree’. There were a few sombre drunken adults scattered about, but they were only upstairs because they’d been too slow to grab a seat downstairs where the sober people sat.


Everyone was surprised when Frankie was sick. He threw up onto the floor just as the bus turned the corner by the Abbey Bar and began its ascent of the hill. Some people even stopped singing.


Frankie was a bit surprised himself, but there was nothing he could do about it. As the bus tilted, people sitting behind had to raise their feet as Frankie’s mess slid by.


‘Aw here, what’s this?’ the man sitting behind Frankie said.


‘Mother of Jaysus,’ said the teenage boy behind him.


Hopper tried to help, but Frankie was bent double convulsing up his guts, so Hopper gently removed the bottle from Frankie’s grasp and raised his own feet.


When Frankie had finished puking, he put his cigar out. The last thing he remembered was the bus conductor coming upstairs, stepping in something slippery, then taking a long, disgusted look at his shoes before scooting back down without bothering to collect fares. Today, the whole road would know about it.


Frankie pushed back the bedclothes and untangled his bare legs. Slowly, he lowered his feet onto the floor. He looked across at Ray. Ray looked at the wall.


‘Do you remember what you did with Parnell?’ Ray asked.


‘Parnell...?’ Frankie said.


Frankie was trying to figure out what he had done to the dog when the door of the room burst open. Ma stood in the doorway with her eyes tightly blazing and a cigarette in her mouth. Her anger flew across the room and slapped Frankie across the face. He grabbed the bedclothes around him.


‘Noelie’s gone, get up you and get him,’ she said to Frankie.


Then she spun on her heel, as if offended by being in the same room as her wayward son, and walked on down the corridor. She left the door hanging open, as always.


Frankie got up and fumbled in the debris for his clothes. He found his blue jeans under a pile of wallpaper and his denim shirt wedged between the windowsill and the bed. It took him ages to pick the little bits of wallpaper out of them and get dressed. Then he couldn’t find his socks.


Ray picked one of his little red notebooks off his bedside chair and opened it. In his spare time, Ray wrote novels. He kept them in a stack by the side of his bed and re-read them when he ran out of comics. He and Frankie had an unspoken arrangement: Ray did not watch Frankie dressing, and Frankie did not interfere with Ray’s novels.


Frankie wasn’t drunk or hung over now. He was just stunned. The sunlight through the window made him feel worse. In its beam, millions of dust paratroopers were dropping to the floor. The room looked as though it had thrown itself at him. He certainly didn’t feel like asking Ray any more questions about last night.


Frankie grabbed his denim jacket, left the bedroom, and walked down the corridor to the kitchen where he found Ma by the sink staring out at the sunshine. The kitchen was even more untidy than usual: chairs were skewed at awkward angles along the sides of the kitchen table like bumper cars at a funfair, while all the cups and saucers that were usually stacked in piles on the dresser were, for some reason, spread out on the floor along with several tins, a bag of groceries and a floppy mop. As he stood there, shafts of sunlight splayed around Ma’s head, flaring her long red hair ghostly white at the edges as they flickered across the strewn china like the torches of cinema ushers. A row of capless black Guinness bottles stood to attention on the window-ledge like toy soldiers who had lost their heads. At Ma’s elbow, a transistor babbled.


‘Bomb in Belfast,’ she said, without looking. ‘Two Brits dead, thank God.’


‘Where’s Noelie?’ Frankie asked.


‘Aah, he was playing on the back wall. He’s probably in Macken’s field now, or up at the Summit.’


Ma wouldn’t look at him and obviously wasn’t going to give him breakfast, so Frankie left to look for his young brother.


Outside, the sunshine made his head ache. His long black hair felt clammy against his neck and cheeks. It was impossible to take in the beauty of the day, or enjoy the spectacle of the sloping green fields twinkling in the heat haze all the way down to the shiny blue sea and the island beyond. The heat made him aware that he was too tall, too skinny and too pimply-faced to ever amount to anything. He did not feel like a healthy seventeen year old who lived on top of Hill Road with his Ma and Da and two sisters and two brothers and dog, Parnell. Nor did it seem as though he had his whole life ahead of him. Instead, he felt as though a badger had died in his stomach.


He picked his way down the steps by the front window, along the little footpath separating the porch from the front garden, and onto the driveway. He walked down the tilting tarmac past the shattered wooden post that had been glorious white-painted gates until last Friday afternoon when Da had come home in a bad mood and driven the car straight through them. Frankie and Ray had been kicking a ball around in the front garden when they heard a crunch and watched a shower of splinters rising over the hedge like confetti. Afterwards, Da had shrugged his massive shoulders and casually explained that he’d grown sick and tired of always having to get out of the car at the bottom of the drive just to open the bloody gates. Now the problem was solved, he had explained. At the time, Frankie and Ray had thought it perfectly reasonable—until Da had ordered them to clean up the mess.


Right now, Frankie wanted to run away, leave his parents, brothers, sisters, Dublin, Ireland and Parnell for ever. Maybe he’d try California. Over there, he’d heard, the girls were tall and had tanned legs.


Frankie had no money, no summer job, no prospects of travel. He didn’t even have a girlfriend. Da had promised to ‘talk’ to him about going to university in September, but Frankie was sure he had failed his Leaving Cert exams, which was a drag because university seemed like such perfect freedom. Getting into university would mean that he would be finally clear of sarcastic teachers whose job it was to make young people feel stupid, and clear of brutal Christian Brothers who would rather whack you on the head with a wooden duster than teach you anything. He would be away from his parents too, which would be a relief the way they were carrying on these days.


As he thought about it, he realised that he had been looking forward to a lot of things about college, from sharing a flat in Rathmines and studying English, or maybe History, and reading loads of books, to being in a place where his height wouldn’t matter because everyone with half a mind would be able to see that brains were what really counted. He would meet girls there—smart, beautiful girls with white teeth and blonde hair, who would talk to him about Hemingway and The Stranglers and fall about laughing at all his jokes.


European History had put a stop to that. The paper had consisted of all the questions that the history teacher had assured the class were too obvious to come up and therefore not worth studying. After an hour of struggle, Frankie had come to a question that asked: ‘How Absolute was Louis XIV?’ ‘Very Absolute’, Frankie had written, and walked out.


The English exam had been worse. He had misjudged the time and left an hour early. Realising his mistake, he had tried to go back in, but the Head Brotherdone—a bespectacled ape with a crewcut whose favourite method of torture was to lift boys off their feet by their ears—had just sneered and told him he was ‘well and truly up the Swanee now’.


The memory made him uneasy. So did his recollections of last night. Now he could recall sitting on the front porch in the early hours with Parnell cradled lovingly on his lap, and singing ‘If You Were the Only Dog in the World, and I Was the Only Boy...’ He had given the dog a saucer of tequila. After that, Parnell had sung too. Lights had gone on all over the hill. Neighbours had yelled. Other dogs had joined in. Midway through the third verse, Da had come out in his pyjamas and taken the bottle away. ‘Go to bed this instant,’ he had boomed, ‘or else sleep in the feckin’ coalshed!’


If he didn’t get into university, he would head for California, he decided. Whatever happened, this would definitely be his last summer at home, he promised himself.


On the green opposite the Summit pub, Vinnie Cassidy, Jack the Rack and some of the other Big Guys were playing football. All around the makeshift pitch, families were picnicking on blankets. As he drew closer, Frankie could see clumps of people sitting at the tables outside the pub.


At a table nearest the green, Noelie was trying to wrestle a pint of Guinness out of the grasp of an old man.


‘Aaaaah, aah,’ Noelie said.


‘Get off, will ye?’ the old man snarled. ‘It’s my shaggin’ pint!’


By the time Frankie reached Noelie, half the old man’s pint had been slopped onto the ground. Noelie was glad to see Frankie though.


‘Hello, Frak,’ he said, grinning. ‘Kick footba’?’


Frankie promised that they’d kick football as soon as they got home. Then he took Noelie by the hand and led him away. Noelie waved goodbye to the old man, who clutched what was left of his pint and pretended not to notice.
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CLARA


In the beginning, there was a three-prong plug.


He found it under a chair when he was crawling. It was big and white and had sharp edges and three golden prongs which tasted funny. It was the most fantastic thing he‘d ever seen. He decided to show it to Ma. But Ma was walking across the room, not looking at him. She was about to leave. So he threw it to her as hard as he could. The plug hit the side of Ma’s head with a dull ‘twock’. She gave a little ‘oh’ and crumped up on the floor like an old cloak, just as Da came in the door. He helped Ma to her feet. Red-faced and snarling, Da pointed at him. ‘Someday, I’m going to sling that feckin’ wah out the window!’ he roared.


‘Feckin’ wah’ was a bit extreme. Usually he was just a wah. Whenever he was particularly bold or cried loudly or acted the maggot, Da called him a ‘bloody wah’ or ‘that little so-and-so.’ However, when he was good he was ‘Francis.’ If he was looking especially cute, they called him ‘Frankie.’ It was a bit confusing. As soon as he learned to talk, he was going to give out shite about it.


He learned to say ‘Ma-ma’ and ‘Da-da’ and ‘ball’ and ‘apple.’ Ma tried to teach him to say ‘Massachusetts.’ ‘Mama-chew-chuf,’ he said. Ma laughed and told him what a good boy he was. He wondered what a Mama-chew-chuf was. Eventually, he decided it was another name for Ma. Da must be Dada-chew-chuf, he figured.


At the harbour there was always a biting breeze, and lapping water, and the crackly cawing of gulls overhead. Even when the sun was shining, it was cold. The men on the fishing boats wore woollen hats with coloured bobbles on top and bellowed with raucous, hollow voices to their mates on the pier. He wanted a hat with a bobble on it, so he pointed at one. ‘Yes, boats,’ Ma said, ‘very good.’ On walks, people often bent down to look at him and tickle his chin and talk babytalk. ‘Say Massachusetts,’ Ma would say and at first he did and everyone always laughed and told Ma what a grand boy he was. After a while, though, he got fed up saying Massachusetts. He tried other words instead. Words like ‘Feckit,’ just the way Da said it. Soon people gave up asking him to say things.


One summer’s day, Ma took him for a stroll along the pier. He remembered leaning out to examine the different types of seaweed that clung to the wooden walls. Next thing he knew, he was under the water, his hands trying to reach up to the inky figures that swirled above on the pier. It was like a dream. He was almost sorry when a fisherman jumped in and saved him. Back on shore, Ma slapped him hard on the bottom. ‘I can‘t leave you alone for a moment,’ she said. He bawled. As he was whisked away, he caught a glimpse of the fisherman’s bobble hat twirling away towards the centre of the harbour.


At home, Ma told him he was a special boy, descended from the ancient Celtic warriors and High Kings. She said there was powerful blood in his veins because he was the firstborn son. Someday he’d be a great man, she promised; he’d be a professor of history, then President of Ireland. That kind of talk made him feel great. Every time Ma leaned over him he felt warm and secure and lightheaded. It was like being bathed in his own personal spotlight.


He was just getting used to things when Ma went away for a while and brought home a new wah. She told him it was his baby sister. Da put it in his old crib. Ma had gone to a lot of trouble to give him someone to play with, Da explained. He tried playing with it, but the tiny baldy thing just lay there and made gurgling noises. He poked it with his plastic Viking sword. It burst into loud wails and got him banned from the room. He went right off the cute wee bundle after that. It really annoyed him when visitors kept going on about its beautiful blonde curls and gorgeous blue eyes. As far as he was concerned, there was only room for one wah in this house.


The first act was to pour a bottle of milk into the baby’s crib. It was kind of interesting to watch its expression change. Ma caught him and hauled him into the study to Da. Da slapped him and took away his Viking sword. ‘You’ll get it back as soon as you learn to behave,’ he was told. His big move came one morning when Ma took them to the Summit shops for groceries. He was put in charge of the pram while Ma went inside. He considered for a while, then released the wheelbrake and gave the pram a push. It trundled off down the pavement and bobbled onto the road, picking up speed as it headed downhill. Ma came rushing out just in time to see the pram merging into the traffic. Someone caught the pram a couple of hundred yards down the hill but not before Ma had fainted onto the eggs.


At home afterwards, with Da shouting at him and Ma whingeing and clutching the baby, he let on to be ashamed. Inside, though, he glowed like a hot-water bottle. It was nice to be in the centre of the spotlight again.


When his sister Maggie was older, he persuaded her to eat a couple of Ma’s cigarettes. She was sick for a week, but she didn’t die. He was very disappointed: Ma had always assured him that cigarettes were deadly for kids.


He hit his sister and his sister hit back. Sometimes they threw things and once she brained him with a biscuit tin. Ma was always declaring that one or other of them had disgraced the family. When they ran out of things to fight over, they fought over who had disgraced the family most. ‘You don’t deserve a mother like me,’ Ma said, ‘you’re going to give me cancer, I know it.’


Finally, to keep things quiet, Da told them about their big sister Clara who lived in the attic. She had been banished there before they were born for being very very bold. The same thing would happen to them if they didn’t wise up. After that, they mentioned Clara only in whispers. It was like having a stranger in the house. Lying in bed late at night when the house was quiet and there was no traffic going up or down the hill, they were positive they heard scuffling noises overhead. Once, playing in the driveway, Frankie was sure he caught a glimpse of a face in the attic window. In dreams, he imagined a small figure in a cloudy smock with a pale smudgy face and blonde curls.


Eventually, his sister dared him to go into the attic and see for himself. ‘Why should I?’ he asked.


‘You’re chicken,’ she barged.


‘Am not.’


‘Are so.’


‘Amn’t.’


‘Are...’


‘OK, OK,’ he said finally, ‘now you’ll see.’ Tremblingly, he climbed the ladder to the attic, feeling like a condemned convict. He lifted the creaky trapdoor, then jerked the flashlight beam across the dusty floorboards. It took him a few moments to realise that there was no trace of Clara. Not so much as a blanket. As his confidence returned, he was disappointed to see that there wasn’t even a rat. Nevertheless, his sister refused to climb the ladder to see for herself.


‘I believe you,’ she said, ‘just come down and close the trapdoor, will you?’


At night, though, he still heard scuffling noises overhead. He didn’t mention it to anyone. Whenever Da and Ma gave out to him about something and sent him to his room, he lay on his bed and imagined sneaking up to the attic to talk to Clara about things. It always made him feel better. It became his big, glorious secret.


One night, he was dreaming about playing hopscotch in the attic with Clara when Da suddenly shook him awake and took him by the hand to the front porch where flickers of light ran up and down the front walls and lit up the garden like heat haze in summertime. The house across the road was burning down. Sparkling red fire-engines winked at him through the gaps in the front hedge. ‘Have a good look,’ Da said, ‘you might never see anything like this again.’ Da sounded almost pleased. So he stood on the cold porch in his bare feet with Da’s huge hands on his bony shoulders and looked. Ma brought his sister out and the family stood watching the flames. After a short while, he felt guilty. He looked up at Da with a fearful expression on his face. ‘What’s up?’ Da asked. ‘I didn’t mean to do it,’ Frankie said, ‘I swear I didn’t.’ Da laughed so hard the walls across the road caved in and millions of sparks shot up into the night like rockets.


At breakfast next morning, Da ushered everyone into the study. When they were all seated, he creaked forward on the black leather armchair and plucked a shiny disc from the record rack at his feet. He placed it carefully on the red, wooden gramophone. ‘Listen to this,’ he said. They hushed and listened to Madame Butterfly. Da conducted the singing and explained the story during the orchestral parts. They kept quiet because they knew that music was a lot more important than Mass or new clothes or dinner or even the news on TV. Da closed his eyes and sang along in a soft, high voice. Music made Da happier than anything. At the end, everyone wanted to hear it again. So Da played it again. They all sang and hummed along and waved their hands in the air just like Da.


Other nights, Da sang along to Harry Belafonte or Joan Baez. He sang ‘Day-O’ and ‘Brown Skinned Girl’ and ‘Copper Kettle’ and ‘The Night They Drove Old Dixie Down’. He liked to bounce the kids on his knee to ‘I Want to Hold Your Hand’ by The Beatles. Maggie was his blonde yokibus, Frankie was his little anarchist. When Maggie got measles, Da stayed up with her at nights and sang ‘Scarlet Ribbons’ to her until she got better.


The arrival of a brother, Ray, came as a big shock to Frankie. Someone was getting in the way of his personal spotlight again. ‘Now you’ll really have someone to play with,’ Da said. ‘Don’t want anyone,’ he said sulkily, ‘can play all right by myself.’ As soon as Ray was able to walk, he had him up the back kicking a football. It made a change from fighting with Maggie all the time. Sometimes, Da came lumbering up the back and went into goal and the boys took shots at him. Dad was so big, nothing got past. Ray was able to kick the ball like a proper footballer by the time Noelie arrived. ‘Wahs, wahs everywhere,’ Da said, ‘we‘re building a football team.’ Ma said Noelie was the best looking of the lot; it was obvious that he was destined to be a great soldier or statesman.


The night Noelie got sick, everyone ran around the house in their dressing-gowns. A doctor came but could do nothing. Ma’s face was like chalk. She sobbed into a hanky that Da gave her. Da and Ma carried Noelie to the car to take him to hospital. The kids stood on the porch, and watched the small red tail-lights fading down the black drive. Mrs Donovan from down the road looked after them for the night and made them their breakfast next morning. Da came home at teatime. His face had turned the same colour as Ma’s. Noelie was in a coma, Da explained; it meant he couldn’t wake up. Ma was taking it very hard. He wanted everyone to be extra good until Noelie got better.


Noelie didn’t wake up for most of the school year. When he did, he had permanent brain damage.


By the time Noelie came home, everyone knew that their little brother would never be normal; Noelie’s body would grow up, but his mind could not. ‘Every family has a cross to bear,’ Ma said, ‘Noelie is ours.’


A year later, Dawn was born. Nobody was expecting her, not even Ma. Everyone said that Dawn was the cutest baby girl they had ever seen. ‘It’s God ‘s way of making up,’ Da said, ‘everything will be all right now.’


Dawn was a year old when Granny and Auntie Lucy and Uncle Louis arrived one night to take her away with them. Granny was white-haired and craggy-faced and bigger than most men, bigger even than Da. Everyone was a bit afraid of her. Behind her back, Da called her the Rumpus Gran. The Rumpus Gran held her head as straight as a queen but spoke from the corner of her a mouth like a TV gangster. ‘It’s for the best,’ she told Ma, ‘you obviously can’t cope. I passed Francis in the hall and his clothes are filthy, an absolute disgrace. And Maggie needs a new dress for school and Ray’s hair is walking off him with the dirt.’ ‘Yes,’ Auntie Lucy said, ‘and it’s not as if you’re losing Dawn—you can visit any time you want and at Christmas and Eastertime too.’ Ma couldn’t speak. Da stared at his in-laws to see if they were for real. ‘It’s the only way,’ the Rumpus Gran said, ‘after what you let happen to poor little Noelie.’


Ma broke down as Da reared up from the old leather chair and ordered them to get out of his house. ‘Indeed, I will most certainly not,’ the Rumpus Gran said and folded her arms, ‘how dare you.’ Da picked her up in his massive arms, chair and all. ‘Get your hands off me, you blackguard,’ she shrieked. ‘Help, police, police, I’m being assaulted!’ Da lugged her to the front door, somehow managed to yank it open and tossed her out. ‘Steady on,’ said Uncle Louis, who was always saying things like that. Da threw him out on his ear. ‘At least let us have Dawn,’ Auntie Lucy wailed as Da dragged her through the hall, ‘it’s for her own good, the poor little creature.’ Da pushed her out too and slammed the front door on the lot of them.


‘You’ll rot in hell for this!’ the Rumpus Gran shouted through the letterbox. ‘Oh feck off out of here,’ Da said, and dropped their handbags out of the study window. ‘Stupid people,’ Da said, ‘don’t mind them, they can’t touch us.’ He patted his kids on the head one by one to stop them shaking. Then he went back into the study to comfort Ma.


After that, Da often went away to act in plays in Paris and London and New York. Ma explained that Da had to go abroad to get enough money for Noelie’s special school and to pay for their food and the house and the car. She said they should be proud of their father, that the name of Proinsias Griffin was known and respected throughout the acting world.


From London, Da sent them packets of Opal Fruits. They got bars of rich dark chocolate from Berlin and, from New York, Hershey bars in crackly wrappers. By the time the packages arrived, the chocolate had usually melted into a thick black goo inside the wrapping but nobody minded—it was exciting to get a package through the post from somewhere far away. But Frankie missed the sing-songs. Hearing any kind of music when Da was away just made him feel empty inside. It also made the sweets taste funny.


He made friends with Huey who lived at the bottom of the road. In the mornings, they walked to school together. Huey was a pudgy, slow-talking boy with a square, friendly face and a crew cut. He was always in good humour. They swapped toys: Huey borrowed his six-shooters and he got Huey’s Action Man. ‘These are lendies, not keepies,’ Huey warned. Once, they sat down at the bus-stop outside the town library and figured out their lives. ‘When I get big, I’m going to be a prospector,’ Huey decided. ‘I’ll look for gold in Wyoming.’ ‘Well, I’m going to be a professor of history,’ Frankie said. ‘After all,’ he explained, ‘a descendant of the High Kings of Tara has a duty to become a professor of something.’ Later, he confided that history was boring and that he’d much prefer to be a prospector too. They made a pact to go to Wyoming together someday.


In school, they sat in different classrooms. But they saw each other at breaks and always walked up the hill together when school was over. Sometimes he went to Huey’s for his tea. At gym one morning, during a game of leap-frog, Huey collapsed. The games teacher put him on a table and tried to revive him, but Huey was dead. ‘His heart just stopped,’ the teacher said. The Head Brother came to reassure them. ‘It’s a tragedy,’ he said gravely, ‘no one could have foreseen it.’ ‘Please sir,’ a boy said, ‘I think I know who killed him.’ The boy was taken aside for a talk. Everyone was sent back into the classroom while they took Huey away.


After school, Frankie walked up the hill alone. He felt numb and lonely. As he passed Huey’s house, he wondered if he should knock and give back the Action Man. At home, Ma sat him down at the table and put a plate of fish fingers and beans in front of him. ‘Huey died today,’ he said. But Ma was busy; the phone was jangling in the hallway, Maggie and her friend Jo were having a fight under the table and now the pan had caught fire. ‘Eat your tea or you’ll get spots,’ Ma said.


In school, nobody bothered him much because he was tall and gangly and sulky-looking. Everyone was too busy beating the crap out of the smaller boys. Tall guys were too much hassle. The Christian Brothers were wary of him too. He was the son of a famous actor. They didn’t want any trouble. During classes, he looked out of the window. Or stared at the pretty squiggles on the blackboard until his mind whisked him away. Now and again, he was caught daydreaming. The Head Brother called him a ‘long, lanky, lazy lubradán’. The maths teacher referred to him as a ‘waster’ and a ‘gombeen’. That was OK, he figured: he would rather be a lubradán or a gombeen any day than a Christian Brother. He carried on making movies in his head.



OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
MODERN IRISH CLASSICS

The Last of the
High Kings






OEBPS/images/9781848401518_copy.jpg
sarts
e literature






OEBPS/images/9781848401518_title.jpg





