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   Author’s Note  

 Between 1845 and 1861 one million people died in 
Ireland of hunger or related diseases, and two million 
people emig rated from Ireland and never returned. 
This was triggered by the failure of the potato crop but 
ulti mately caused by the distri bu tion of food across 
the island of Ireland. At that time, Ireland was a part of 
the United Kingdom and all decisions regard ing its 
governance were made by politi cians in Westminster, 
London. This story is a work of the imagin a tion. It is an 
account of a teenage girl living during the Irish famine 
in a fi ctional village called Ballinkeel in County Mayo.  
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               The Beginning and the End        
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   Falling  

   It is hard to tell a love story 
 and also the story of a people 
 being torn apart. 
  
 But this is what was happen ing in 1846: 
 I was falling in love 
 when everything 
 around me was 
     falling 
     down. 
  
 I look back with guilt and sorrow 
 but mostly hope. 
  
 Because it is true that love wins. 
  
 True love wins 
 even in the face of death. 
  
 And it will guide us.    





   Part 1 

 July 1846        
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   The Big House  

   Maggie Kennedy opens the door, 
 takes one look at my mucky skirt and boots 
 and smacks me fl at across the face. 
 ‘How dare you come to my door like a dirty pig.’ 
  
 I step back, 
      brush myself off. 
  
 The dogs behind her 
 bark and growl, 
         teeth bared. 
  
 But it’s raining, 
 and stand ing outside only makes me 
       more bedraggled. 
 ‘I was clean when I set off, Maggie. I’m sorry.’ 
  
 She lifts her hand to hit me again, 
 but wipes her thick fi ngers 
 on her apron instead. 
 ‘My name is Mrs Kennedy, you cheeky brat. 
 And I couldn’t give a heifer’s tit 
 what you looked like this morning. 
 You’re not to come to this house like that again. 
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 D’ya hear me? 
 It’s  my  neck on the line 
 if Lord Wicken sees you in a state.’ 
  
 I nod. 
  
 A trickle of summer rain wa ter 
 runs 
 down 
 my 
 back. 
  
 ‘Get in here.’ 
 She grabs my arm and 
    drags me into the kitchen, 
 which is larger than our whole cottage. 
  
 I’ve never been inside 
 The Big House before. 
  
 Maggie gives me a moment to take it all in: 
 the smell of boiling ham and fresh bread, 
 four large pots burbling on the range, 
    their lids tink ling. 
 In the centre of the room is a 
             long table, 
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 a bench on either side 
 and rows of cupboards and shelves 
 packed with jars of jams and pickles, 
     sauces, spices, fl our and sugar. 
  
 I’ve never seen so much food in my life. 
  
 My stomach growls. 
 I only had a small mug 
 of milk this morning. 
  
 Maggie puts her lips to my ear. 
 ‘If you pinch so much as a grain of wheat, 
 the land lord will have you whipped. 
 And I won’t feel one bit sorry. 
 D’ya under stand?’ 
  
 I nod again. 
  
 I under stand: 
    whatever is in this house 
 or within one thou sand acres of the grounds 
 belongs to the land lord, 
 and we cheat him at our peril. 
  
 Maggie hands me a bucket. 
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 ‘Now scrub that fl oor you’ve muddied. 
 When it’s clean, I want it polished. 
 And tie back your hair like a Christian.’     
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   Dog’s Dinner  

   I am on my hands and knees with a brush 
 while Maggie slices 
 into steam ing cuts of meat. 
  
 Greasy scraps fall to the fl oor. 
  
 Before I can get to them, 
 fat, growl ing dogs 
 have slurped them up. 
  
 No one in my home has 
 had meat since Christmas, 
    sweet mutton 
    six months ago, 
 yet here 
      in The Big House, 
 the dogs eat it every day.    
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   Stranger  

   Sloshing along the muddy lane 
 on my way home from work, 
 I catch sight of a stranger walking, 
               his face 
               to the sun. 
  
 He is a tall fi gure. 
  
 I watch him       move 
   beyond the distant hedgerows. 
  
 Who is he, 
 this person I don’t know, 
 in a village where I know every one 
 and every one knows me? 
  
 Who is this tall stranger 
 with his face to the sun?    
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    The Nation   

   Owen comes tumbling 
 along the lane 
 with an armful of nettles rolled in sacking, 
        his curls boun cing. 
 ‘Do they sleep in gold beds? 
 Did you have to wipe 
 their stink ing bums for them?’ 
  
 My brother is ten years old 
 but tries to imitate the naughty prattle 
of older boys. 
  
 ‘I’m a scull ery maid. 
 I won’t ever be let out of the kitchen,’ I tell him. 
 ‘Did you work hard at school, Owen?’ 
  
 He smiles. 
 ‘It was so boring I fell asleep. 
 But Master Sweeney says I’m a genius. 
 He doesn’t care that you left.’ 
  
 ‘Is that right?’ 
  
 Owen hands me a news pa per, 
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 a worn copy of  The Nation , 
 a gift from the school teacher. 
    Since I was small, Master Sweeney 
    has been offer ing me things to read, 
      pushing me to learn, 
      prais ing me for my memory 
    and under stand ing 
      even though 
 we both knew that at best 
 I’d amount to nothing more than a servant. 
 And so I have. 
 Still, 
 I turn the pages, 
      excited to read 
      some thing new – 
         a verse or two. 
  
 ‘He said to give it to Daddy after wards.’ 
  
 ‘I know that.’ 
    I read the poems 
    and my father follows the polit ics 
      despite Master Sweeney 
      passing on the news pa per weeks after 
      it’s been published, 
      once he’s read it 
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      back to front, 
      top to bottom. 
  
 ‘Why do you still bother with all that 
 when you don’t have to?’ Owen asks. 
  
 ‘Because I like it,’ I tell him, 
 and I do, delving into worlds 
    and words 
 that take me away 
 from Ballinkeel, 
    not for long, 
 but a little while. 
  
 Owen grim aces. 
 ‘It’s very suspi cious,’ he says.    
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   Spreading  

   When we get to the cottage, 
 my brother drops the nettles in the yard, 
 calls to Mammy. ‘Is the dinner made?’ 
  
 Mammy’s washing rags in a bucket, 
 sitting on a stool beneath the oak tree. 
 ‘It’s a skivvy he wants,’ she says. 
  
 The heavy rain that came hard 
and early this morning 
 stopped all at once in the after noon 
 but there is a light 
 summer breeze now, 
 bring ing with it the salt of the sea. 
  
 The leaves in the oak tree dance above my mother. 
 ‘How did you get on up above?’ she asks. 
  
 ‘Maggie Kennedy is a pure witch.’ 
  
 ‘I can believe it,’ she says. 
  
 Owen puts his hands on his hips, 
 scans our small parcel of land, 



19

    Daddy 
    in the middle of it, 
 his head bent 
 examin ing the lazy beds. 
 ‘What’s the old man at?’ he asks. 
  
 My father isn’t an old man at all. 
 He is only thirty-fi ve. 
 But some times I want to look after him. 
 Look after them all. 
  
 ‘Your daddy’s minding his own busi ness, Owen. 
 Now go and wash your hands,’ Mammy tells him. 
  
 Owen rushes off. 
  
 ‘They’re saying the blight’s spread ing across 
the whole country. 
 From Antrim down to Waterford 
and back up to Clare. 
 He’s killed with worry,’ Mammy whis pers. 
  
 ‘Aren’t we all,’ I say.    
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   Mrs Margaret Kennedy  

   Slurping his soup, 
 Daddy says, ‘If that bitch hits you again, 
 tell her I’ll be up to her with a spade. 
 I won’t have anyone touch ing my chil dren. 
 Who does she think she is, anyway? 
 I knew her when I was a child, Nell. 
 Her husband was a drunk and a deviant.’ 
  
 Mammy feigns shock. ‘Michael. Stop that!’ 
  
 ‘I will not. It’s true. 
 And I’ll have no qualms remind ing 
 Mrs Margaret Kennedy, 
 married to Seamus Kennedy, 
 exactly where she’s from 
 and where she can go to if she isn’t careful.’ 
  
 Mammy smiles. ‘The poor woman 
 lost her son, Michael, don’t be so hard.’ 
  
 Daddy stares. ‘When? When did she lose her son?’ 
  
 I didn’t know this either. 
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 Owen has his whole face in his bowl. 
 Suddenly he reappears. 
 ‘He went to America last year and left 
    her all alone.’ 
  
 ‘I thought you meant he died, Mary.’ 
 Daddy laughs. 
  
 ‘Well he’s as good as dead to her now. 
 She’ll not see him again.’ 
 Mammy is looking at Owen, 
 her only son. 
  
 ‘That’s sad,’ I say. 
  
 Daddy points at me. 
 ‘Sad is what Maggie will be if she lays 
 another fi nger on you.’    
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   Head Down  

   Once Daddy’s out in the yard 
    smoking his pipe 
 Mammy turns to me and says, 
 ‘Don’t listen to your father. 
 Keep your mouth shut 
    and your head down. 
 You need that job. 
 Lord Wicken’s calling on your father 
 less and less for labour ing work. 
 He’s had nothing from him in a month.’ 
  
 Then 
 more gently, ‘Get your self to bed now. 
 You’ve to be up again at dawn.’ 
  
 ‘I prom ised Rose I’d go up to the hill to see her.’ 
  
 Mammy frowns. 
 ‘Couldn’t she have carted her pretty rear end 
down here? 
 She knows you’re working.’ 
  
 ‘I won’t be long, Mammy. I promise.’    
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   Up on the Hill  

   Rose McElligott and Eamon Flynn 
 are by the well, 
 shout ing into it, 
 listen ing to the sounds of their own voices 
 echoing back at them. 
  
    I have known them both for so long 
    and Rose since I was born – 
     the two of us coming into the world in the 

same week, 
       to mothers who were them selves 
       best of friends since infancy. 
  
 ‘Come and dance, Nell!’ Rose shouts. 
 She takes Eamon’s hands and they spin 
 round and round in the gloam ing. 
 Then, howling, 
 they fall over in a fi t of giggles 
 and paw at one another, 
 even tu ally drag ging them selves over to me. 
  
 But they can’t keep their hands off each other. 
       Or their lips. 
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 ‘Watching you is exhaust ing,’ I say. 
 ‘I prefer it when you hate each other.’ 
  
 ‘Don’t worry, 
 we’re due a break-up soon,’ Eamon says, 
 and I believe him. 
  
 The two of them are always 
    heating up, 
    cooling down, 
    breaking up, 
    break ing down, 
    and fi nally getting back together. 
  
 Their romance is as 
 repet it ive as Sunday mass. 
  
 ‘How’s The Big House?’ Eamon asks. 
  
 ‘Pure heaven. They treat me like a prin cess,’ I say, 
 showing them my palms, blistered from a full day 
 of scrub bing stone fl oors and dirty pots. 
  
 ‘Well, at least you don’t live in the house 
like some of them. 
 Can you imagine?’ Rose says. 
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 ‘You’d end up with an accent like Queen Victoria.’ 
  
 ‘At least you  have  work,’ Eamon adds. 
  
 ‘I know that. I’m not complain ing,’ I say. 
  
 ‘My Uncle Paddy took his family 
 to the work house in Ballina last week,’ he says. 
 ‘I couldn’t think of anything worse.’ 
  
 No one speaks for a few moments 
 because we’ve all heard about 
the horrors of the work house: 
 famil ies torn apart, 
 their bodies deloused. 
    Many people who go in, never come out, 
       though some do leave – 
       abandon ing their own 
       chil dren once they realise 
       the promise of porridge isn’t 
       worth the degrad a tion  
       of the place. 
  
 ‘I’m going to save some money 
and leave Ballinkeel. 
 Go to London maybe,’ I say. ‘Or America.’ 
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 I’m not sure this is true 
    or even what I want 
 but if the rumours about the rot are true, then 
 it’s a sens ible goal: get out of Ireland. 
  
 Eamon lies on his back. 
 ‘Me too,’ he says. ‘We can’t stay here. 
 There’s nothing for us.’ 
  
 ‘Am I nothing?’ Rose asks, tick ling him lightly. 
  
 He shrugs. ‘You know what I mean.’ 
  
 ‘I don’t,’ she says. ‘I never want to leave Mayo.’ 
  
 ‘Never?’ Eamon asks. ‘That’s a very long time.’ 
  
 Rose sits up straight, presses her full lips together 
 until they are almost invis ible. 
 She frowns too – 
    scrunch ing up her elegant features 
    for full effect 
    so she seems almost ugly. 
 This is what happens to my best friend’s face 
 whenever Eamon has annoyed her. 
 ‘So you’d just leave me, would you?’ 
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 ‘Would you not want to come  with  me?’ he asks. 
  
 And this is how their break-ups start; 
 a harm less conver sa tion turning into some thing 
heavy until 
 Rose makes me referee, 
    knowing I have to take her side. 
 But I haven’t the energy for it. 
 ‘Don’t fi ght tonight,’ I plead. ‘I’m tired. 
 Tear ribbons out of one another tomor row instead.’    
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   Change in the Weather  

   I’ve fallen asleep on the grass and 
 wake up to Rose shaking me. 
 ‘It’s gonna lash. 
 Come on!’ she says, 
    and hurtles down the hill with Eamon. 
 ‘Come  on !’ 
  
 I sit up, 
 legs stiff and sore. 
 Mammy was right. I should have gone 
 straight to bed after dinner. 
 The wind groans. 
 And so do I. 
 ‘Wait!’ I shout. ‘Rose!’ 
  
 But I am alone. 
  
 And I haven’t the strength 
   to race after them.    
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   Loitering  

   At the cross roads 
 someone is loiter ing, 
 listen ing to my friends’ retreat, 
 watch ing them charge away. 
  
 He is tall and wearing a neat, blue blazer. 
 His hair is as black as Tipperary coal, 
    and tousled by the storm. 
  
 ‘They went that way,’ he murmurs, 
                 point ing. 
  
 Something in his compos ure 
      as he speaks 
 makes me stumble. 
  
 And stop. 
  
 Plus, 
 he is English. 
  
 I know straight away 
 that he is the stranger I saw walking. 
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 ‘Who are you?’ I ask. 
  
 ‘I’m John Browning,’ he says care fully, 
 like the name might mean some thing. 
 ‘And you are?’ 
  
 ‘My name is Ellen Quinn. Nell.’ 
  
 ‘Well you better be quick, Nell, 
 or you won’t catch them. 
 And it looks like worse rain is on the way.’ 
  
 ‘I’m taking a differ ent road to them,’ I say. 
 ‘I’m going in the oppos ite direc tion.’ 
  
 I wait, 
    wanting some thing. 
  
    I can’t think what it is. 
  
 Behind him, 
 smoke from the fi re of home 
 snakes into the slate-grey sky. 
  
 He scans the roads. 
 ‘You’re alone. 
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 Are you not afraid?’ 
  
 ‘Only a little bit,’ I say.    
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   The Terrible Storm  

   Mammy is waiting at the cottage door. 
 ‘I was start ing to fret,’ she says. 
  
 ‘I fell asleep on the grass,’ I tell her. 
  
 The window creaks in its hinge. 
 The roof rattles. 
  
 Mammy screams and grabs Owen, 
 press ing him to her chest. 
 ‘Get off me, Mammy!’ he complains. 
  
 But she won’t. 
 She squeezes her eyes shut, holds on tighter. 
 ‘It’s the banshee! 
 I’d know that wailing anywhere. 
 My granny died on a night like this. 
 Can you hear her keening?’ 
  
 ‘It was gusty up on the hill,’ I say. 
 I have to raise my voice against the storm. 
  
 My skirt and stock ings are drying, 
    drip ping over the fi re 
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    making it 
    pop and sizzle. 
  
 For some reason I haven’t 
 mentioned the Englishman 
 I met. 
  
       The boy. 
 John Browning. 
  
 ‘You’d never know it was summer,’ Daddy says, 
 unlatch ing the door to look out. 
 He laces up his boots. 
 ‘You rest your self, Mary. 
 I’ll go and see what’s making that racket.’ 
  
 ‘Do not. You’ll be torn apart 
by the gale,’ Mammy shouts. 
 ‘I saw the banshee when I was expect ing Owen. 
 Do you remem ber, Michael? 
 She was no taller than a child. 
 But her face was wizen. White. 
 I was petri fi ed I’d lose him.’ 
  
 Beyond the cottage 
 some thing  is  cater waul ing, 
 a siren spin ning in the thunder. 
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    A noise I’ve never heard before. 
  
 My mother leaps up, 
 sprinkles our posses sions with holy water – 
 liber ally splash ing some at us, 
 as well as at the goat in the corner 
 and the chick ens cluck ing by the door. 
 ‘This water was blessed by the bishop 
 when he was in Killala last week,’ she says. 
  
 Daddy kisses her fore head. 
 ‘That’s enough, Mary.’ 
  
 ‘The crops, Michael,’ she whis pers. 
  
 Daddy gently takes the holy water from Mammy, 
 about to head up to our fi eld to protect it. 
  
 But as he does, 
    the banshee’s screams disap pear 
    and the rain stops. 
  
 Just like that. 
  
 The world falls silent.    
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   After the Storm  

   My father is digging the fi eld 
   behind the house. 
 ‘He’s been up all night,’ Mammy says. 
 ‘We’ll have no spuds in the ground come October, 
 with his picking and poking.’ 
  
 ‘How many have we left from last year?’ 
  
 Mammy shakes her head: we have none. 
  
 Our hens peck at pebbles. 
 The hot air hardly moves. 
  
 ‘I have to get to work,’ I tell her. 
  
 ‘Good. Go on now. Don’t be late.’    
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   All Day  

   I scrub pots and pans 
 with my bare hands, 
 the water either scorch ing or icy cold. 
  
 Maggie stirs soups, 
 kneads bread. 
  
 Occasionally she pops 
 a piece of cheese 
 or a small bun 
 into her mouth. 
 She thinks I’m not watch ing, 
 but when she sees I am she shouts: 
 ‘You don’t get paid to gawk.’    
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   A Decent Dinner  

   My wages are to be paid 
 at the end of every week, 
 but each day 
    as part of my service 
       and to keep me working hard 
 I get a small plate of dinner. 
  
 Maggie serves up two pota toes 
 and chopped carrots, 
 a cube of butter melting 
 on top of them 
 the same as yester day. 
  
 I stare down at the meal. 
  
 ‘Was it venison you were hoping for?’ she asks. 
 ‘Get it into you.’ 
  
 Meat for the dogs 
 and spuds for the servants. 
  
 Naturally.    
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   Long Story  

   I am ready to go home, 
 opening the back door 
 and step ping into the yard, 
 when John Browning 
 appears in a pair of riding boots. 
 ‘Oh. Pardon me,’ he says awkwardly, 
        and steps aside. 
  
 His trousers are muddy, 
 his face fl ushed. 
  
 He must live here. 
   Of course. 
   Where else? 
  
 As I close the door 
 it comes into my head 
 that I should curtsy, and nervously 
  I do, 
 though I know it’s unne ces sary and stupid. 
  He blinks, shakes his head, 
  and waves away the gesture. 
 ‘I believe we met last night,’ he says, 
 as though I could have 
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 forgot ten 
 running into a fi ne-looking 
 English stranger 
 on the heel of a storm. 
  
 ‘Yes, sir,’ I say. ‘We did.’ 
  
 ‘You’ve got a decent sprint on you. 
 One moment you were there, 
 the next you were gone.’ 
 He smiles, holding out his hands, 
 palms to the sky, 
 in a gesture of benign confu sion. 
  
 I am expec ted to answer, 
 but I doubt he wants me to engage him 
 in a real conver sa tion. 
 ‘I had to get home quickly, sir. 
 I wasn’t running away.’ 
 I am servile 
 and hate the sound of my own voice 
  as I speak, 
 my defer ence to this 
 boy who is my own age. 
  
 ‘I’ve not seen you on the estate before.’ 
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 His voice has become a little lofty, 
   perhaps in response to my reserve. 
  
 ‘I started working here yester day, sir. 
 I’m the new scull ery maid.’ 
  
 ‘Oh. I see.’ 
 He begins to unbuckle his boots 
   and talks into the ground. 
       I stand still. 
 ‘I arrived myself from London two weeks ago. 
 Philip Wicken is my uncle. 
 I came across with my sister’s husband. 
  He’s gone home again. 
 Not that you asked for my life story.’ 
  
  Is it an inter est ing story?  I want to ask. 
   But why? 
   Who is he to me? 
   Who could he ever be? 
 ‘I hope you will be happy here, sir,’ I say stiffl y, 
 owning my place in the pecking order. 
  
 He pulls off the boots, 
 bangs the soles together 
 and unbut tons his jacket. 
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 ‘I’m not sure about happy, but I’ll certainly 
 be kept busy.’ 
  
 I move away from the door 
 and to my surprise he opens it, 
 going into the house 
 the same way the servants would.    
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   Rotten  

   A few days after the storm, 
 news begins to spread like dandelion clocks 
 that Mayo is for it: 
 a black poison has been found in the pota toes, 
 a putrid smell coming from most of the crops. 
  
 I thought we had escaped the blight 
 this year 
     like we did last year. 
 I thought we were the lucky ones. 
  
 But no. 
  
 The stories are true. 
  
 Slimy black pota toes, 
    like over grown slugs, 
    are scattered across our lazy beds. 
  
 The smell draws sick from my stomach. 
 There can be no mistak ing. 
 ‘The pota toes are mush,’ Daddy mutters. 
  
 ‘Ruined,’ Owen adds. ‘I planted these myself.’ 
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 He is on the verge of tears. 
  
 Daddy puts an arm around him. 
 ‘Go on down, son. 
 Help your mother with the supper.’ 
  
 ‘Can nothing be saved?’ I ask Daddy 
 once Owen is out of earshot. 
  
 He kicks a pile of pota toes 
 that don’t look too bad. 
 ‘We’ll boil up those ones.’ 
  
 ‘We have the oats. 
 They’re in good shape,’ I say. 
  
 In the distance 
    the oats sway golden 
    against the stench. 
  
 ‘Once they’re sold, 
 we’ll just about afford the rent 
 and then we’ve got nothing. 
 As soon as they’re harves ted, 
 Wicken will want his money.’ 
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 Mammy waves at us using both hands. 
  
 ‘What will we do?’ I ask my father. 
  
 He sniffs. 
 ‘I was about to ask you the same ques tion.’    
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   A Secret  

   Rose and I shoo birds from the lane. 
 ‘How was your crop?’ I ask. 
  
 ‘Slop,’ she says. ‘I saw my da sobbing. 
 I’ve never seen him do that. 
 I prefer it when he’s furious.’ 
  
 ‘Mammy keeps blaming the banshee,’ I tell her, 
 rolling my eyes. 
  
 ‘Or the fairies. I mean, 
 it wasn’t Our Lady, was it?’ Rose says. 
  
 I am surprised by Rose’s super sti tion. 
 ‘There has to be a logic to it. 
 Daddy says the beds are diseased.’ 
  
 ‘Nell, didn’t the sky darken 
 that night we were up on the hill? 
    Like a turf pit. 
 And the wind and the noise. 
 That wasn’t thunder. 
 It was the fairies fi ght ing. 
 Mammy said we should have 
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 left gifts outside for the good people.’ 
  
 ‘But the rot’s every where. Last year too. 
 They’re writing about it in the news pa pers. 
 Even the English ones.’ 
  
 ‘And you believe the English, do you?’ 
 Rose looks at me like I should be hanged 
    for treach ery. 
  
 So I say nothing about running into 
John Browning 
 even though Rose is my best friend 
 and I am desper ate to mention him to someone, 
 just to say his name out loud. 
  
 Not that there’s much to say. 
  
 Twice 
 we have exchanged polite remarks. 
  
             That is it. 
  
 John Browning and I have spoken 
 like two strangers some times do. 
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 But it  is  a sort of secret, 
 or a bit of juicy gossip at least, 
    the sort I would normally share with Rose. 
 Because he is from The Big House 
 and not like the rest of us. 
  
 And certainly 
 not like me.    
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   Stench  

   We cannot stay in the cottage, 
    are forced 
    into the yard 
 where we cover our noses 
     with cupped hands. 
  
 The boiled bits of spuds 
 we thought were safe 
 stink, 
 are full of slime. 
  
 ‘The storm,’ Mammy says. ‘And that sly banshee.’ 
  
 Daddy kicks the dirt and says, 
 ‘The whole lot’s for burning.’ 
  
       Mountains of pota toes 
    in neigh bour ing fi elds 
 are rotting, 
    oozing their way into 
 early graves. 
  
 A cluster of men gather together, 
    caps in hand, 
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   scratch ing their heads. 
 Daddy walks up the lane to join them. 
  
 Night comes and Mammy says, 
 ‘It’ll be onion soup for tea.’ 
  
 She stirs a pot 
       and the sour smell 
       wafts through the cottage. 
 ‘I put a bit of pepper into it. 
 It’s lovely and hot.’ 
  
 Onion soup we hate, 
 yet no one complains 
 because now we know 
 there’s nothing as bad 
 as a cursed 
      black 
      potato.    
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   At the End of the Week  

   Maggie counts out 
 one shil ling and sixpence 
 for the work I have done this week, 
 the coins stack ing up 
 in my hand like a 
trim 
 silver 
tower. 
  
 It won’t buy us much, 
 certainly couldn’t cover a frac tion of the rent 
 in a few months, 
 but along with the hens’ eggs and 
 few veget ables we have left, 
 it’ll stop us heading to the work house. 
  
 For a while. 
  
 Daddy says, ‘Well done, Nell,’ 
 and takes the money from me shyly. 
 ‘I’ll head up to Killala tomor row 
 and see what’s for sale.’ 
  
 He smiles proudly 
 but beneath it I know there is shame: 
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 his daugh ter 
 is now feeding 
 the family.    
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   Summers Before  

   Maggie wasn’t always the cook 
 at The Big House. 
 Daddy’s old aunt, Sally-Maeve, 
 was in charge of Wicken’s kitchen 
 until she died a few years ago, 
  
 And some times, 
 when Daddy was up on the estate 
 doing jobs for the land lord, 
 Sally-Maeve would slip him fruit or biscuits 
 from the previ ous night’s supper 
 if he prom ised to tell no one where he got them. 
  
 Daddy would take us to the bay 
 and we would paddle in the shal lows 
 while Mammy screamed, ‘Be careful!’ 
 Then we’d picnic 
 on Mammy’s pota toes and butter milk 
 and Wicken’s sweet leftovers. 
  
 No chance of that now. 
  
 Not with Maggie as gate keeper to Wicken’s kitchen 
 and the pota toes turned to slop.    
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   Heir  

   To escape the steam of the kitchen 
 I am eating 
 outside, 
    sitting on the stone steps. 
  
 As well as the pota toes, 
 Maggie has given me a splinter of burnt bacon 
 which I’ve already 
 slipped into my apron 
 to take home to Owen. 
  
 Across the yard I spot Lord Wicken 
 and his nephew examin ing the estate, 
 Wicken point ing, 
 John Browning nodding 
 but not really looking, 
    his eyes a little glazed over. 
  
 A new wing is being built 
 which Maggie says will be used 
 as a private chapel. 
 Also a burial vault has been planned 
 and further outbuild ings for more pigs. 
 Four or fi ve men from Ballinkeel busy them selves 
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 digging found a tions and 
 I wonder whether this project will mean 
 work for my father. 
  
 Lord Wicken and John Browning 
 turn and head in my direc tion. 
  
 Neither of them makes eye contact 
 even when they are so close 
 I can hear them speak ing. 
  
    I lower my gaze, 
       wonder whether 
       John Browning notices me. 
  
 ‘I need to focus on modern ising the hold ings,’ 
Wicken is saying. 
 ‘We’ll saddle up and I can show you where I plan 
 to clear the land for cattle. 
 Ultimately what happens to the estate 
 becomes an issue of econom ics.’ 
    I look up as they pass by 
    wonder ing what he means by this, 
       whether modern ising the land 
       will impact his tenants. 
    Neither of them condes cends to acknow ledge me. 
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 Wicken contin ues, 
 ‘If you effect ively oversee this build ing work 
 it will go some way to proving 
 I’ve not made a mistake in naming you my heir.’ 
  
 ‘I under stand, sir.’ 
 He addresses his uncle 
 using the same tone a servant might take. 
  
 And yet he is to inherit Wicken’s estate, 
 which makes sense. 
 Wicken has no sons. 
 His wife died the year they married 
 leaving him with no chil dren at all. 
  
 This bequest by Wicken to his nephew 
 is more gossip 
 that I would normally share with Rose 
    and maybe even Mammy and Daddy 
    but I’m not sure I can. 
  
    And for some reason 
    I’m not sure I want to.    



56

   Doctor Riley  

   Owen saunters across the yard. 
 ‘Doctor Riley’s dead,’ he says casu ally, 
 like he’s report ing on a game of hurling. 
  
 ‘What happened to him?’ I ask. 
  
 ‘Took sick. 
 He had blood in his shite for a week before hand. 
 And his wife’s on her way out too. 
 The snobby bitch.’ 
  
 ‘Owen!’ I cuff him around the head. 
  
 ‘What? He did die, and she is dying. 
    I’m not lying.’ 
  
 ‘Don’t mention the doctor,’ I tell Owen. 
 ‘Mammy and Daddy have enough worry.’ 
  
 But Owen can’t keep his mouth 
 shut for fi ve minutes 
 and blabs about Doctor Riley 
 and his sick wife 
 as soon as Mammy asks 
 for news. 
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 Daddy scratches his head. 
 ‘It’s just the begin ning,’ he says. 
 ‘Believe me.’ 
  
 And I do. 
  
 I believe it is just the begin ning.    




	Cover
	Praise for Where the Heart Should be
	Halftitle page
	Books by Sarah Crossan
	Title page
	Copyright page
	Dedication
	Contents
	Author’s Note
	The Beginning and the End
	Falling

	Part 1 July 1846
	The Big House
	Dog’s Dinner
	Stranger
	The Nation
	Spreading
	Mrs Margaret Kennedy
	Head Down
	Up on the Hill
	Change in the Weather
	Loitering
	The Terrible Storm
	After the Storm
	All Day
	A Decent Dinner
	Long Story
	Rotten
	A Secret
	Stench
	At the End of the Week
	Summers Before
	Heir
	Doctor Riley

	Part 2 August 1846
	Shelley and Coleridge
	Champagne
	All the World’s Secrets
	Mass
	Seven Courses
	After Dinner
	A Name
	Like We Were Familiar
	Sissy Doyle
	A Visit from the Priest
	An Audience with Wicken
	Two Weeks
	Respectable
	Time Enough
	Carry-On
	Percy Shelley
	Wedding Day
	The Hens
	By Nightfall
	Soupy
	Alone in The Big House
	Like Other Men
	Then Again

	Part 3 Late September 1846
	Decisions
	Intervention
	All This Happens
	By the River
	Daydreaming
	The Third Day
	A Crust of Bread
	Commotion
	Bruised
	In the Scullery
	Sunken
	Peeling
	Making Plans
	What I Like
	Daddy Would Raise Hell
	In the Kitchen
	Punished
	Aching
	Saddled Up
	Slowly
	Feelings
	His Hands
	Strange
	Collecting the Rent

	Part 4 November 1846
	An Announcement
	Johnny’s Story
	New Baby
	The Helper
	A Recipe for Forgetting
	Once We Are Finished
	A Fire Burns
	In the Hallway
	A Surprise
	The Baby Is Better
	Road Works
	Rejected
	Target
	Gertie
	Owen Whimpers
	Sling
	Peace and Quiet
	Traitor
	What Have I Done?
	Waiting
	Friends
	By Candlelight
	Back Home
	The Morning After

	Part 5 December 1846
	A Present
	Beautiful
	And Yet
	Silent
	Princely
	Thinking
	Love Sick
	Johnny and Owen
	Last Rites
	Midwinter
	Together
	The Shore
	Keening

	Part 6 January 1847
	Removing the Roofs
	The Witness
	Johnny Is with Him
	What Could He Have Done?
	Johnny Says …
	An Offering
	By the Wall
	Fever
	By Morning
	The Devil
	Plucked
	Owen Recovers
	Found
	When Owen Was Small
	Faster
	Frozen
	Better Now?

	Part 7 February 1847
	Consecrated Ground
	By the Old Oak Tree
	What Else?
	This Wailing
	Questions
	Without Owen
	Back at The Big House
	Right in Front of Me
	Guilt
	Charlatan
	Leaving
	By the River
	Being Loved
	Not Here
	A Small Boy with Curls
	Alive
	I Do Not Want to See
	Last Supper
	At Dusk
	No More
	The Gathering
	Every Day
	Everything
	Turnaround
	He Is
	An Irishman
	Untold
	Prayer
	Accomplice
	On My Mind
	No One Will Get Hurt
	Innocent
	Long After
	On Their Way
	The Arrest
	Hurt
	In the Droveway
	Beneath the Clear
	The Shipment
	Lumpy Leather
	Books for Keeps
	Come With Us
	As If I Would Go
	Half-Family
	In Court
	Damned
	Michael Quinn
	Wilting
	Murphy
	Reusable
	At Sunset
	Coffin Ships
	Letting Go
	Keepsake
	Thunderstorm
	Green-Hearted
	The Last Thing
	Johnny Waves Us Off
	Gangplank
	Heartbreak
	The Mob
	The Dresser
	Gone
	And
	I’ll Love You
	Away

	The End and the Beginning
	My Heart

	Acknowledgements
	About the Author


<<
  /ASCII85EncodePages false
  /AllowTransparency false
  /AutoPositionEPSFiles true
  /AutoRotatePages /None
  /Binding /Left
  /CalGrayProfile (Dot Gain 20%)
  /CalRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CalCMYKProfile (Coated FOGRA27 \050ISO 12647-2:2004\051)
  /sRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CannotEmbedFontPolicy /Warning
  /CompatibilityLevel 1.4
  /CompressObjects /Tags
  /CompressPages true
  /ConvertImagesToIndexed true
  /PassThroughJPEGImages true
  /CreateJobTicket false
  /DefaultRenderingIntent /Default
  /DetectBlends true
  /DetectCurves 0.0000
  /ColorConversionStrategy /LeaveColorUnchanged
  /DoThumbnails false
  /EmbedAllFonts true
  /EmbedOpenType false
  /ParseICCProfilesInComments true
  /EmbedJobOptions true
  /DSCReportingLevel 0
  /EmitDSCWarnings false
  /EndPage -1
  /ImageMemory 1048576
  /LockDistillerParams false
  /MaxSubsetPct 100
  /Optimize true
  /OPM 1
  /ParseDSCComments true
  /ParseDSCCommentsForDocInfo true
  /PreserveCopyPage true
  /PreserveDICMYKValues true
  /PreserveEPSInfo true
  /PreserveFlatness false
  /PreserveHalftoneInfo false
  /PreserveOPIComments true
  /PreserveOverprintSettings true
  /StartPage 1
  /SubsetFonts true
  /TransferFunctionInfo /Apply
  /UCRandBGInfo /Preserve
  /UsePrologue false
  /ColorSettingsFile ()
  /AlwaysEmbed [ true
  ]
  /NeverEmbed [ true
  ]
  /AntiAliasColorImages false
  /CropColorImages false
  /ColorImageMinResolution 300
  /ColorImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleColorImages true
  /ColorImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /ColorImageResolution 300
  /ColorImageDepth 8
  /ColorImageMinDownsampleDepth 1
  /ColorImageDownsampleThreshold 1.16667
  /EncodeColorImages true
  /ColorImageFilter /FlateEncode
  /AutoFilterColorImages false
  /ColorImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /ColorACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /ColorImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasGrayImages false
  /CropGrayImages false
  /GrayImageMinResolution 300
  /GrayImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleGrayImages true
  /GrayImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /GrayImageResolution 300
  /GrayImageDepth 8
  /GrayImageMinDownsampleDepth 2
  /GrayImageDownsampleThreshold 1.16667
  /EncodeGrayImages true
  /GrayImageFilter /FlateEncode
  /AutoFilterGrayImages false
  /GrayImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /GrayACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /GrayImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasMonoImages false
  /CropMonoImages false
  /MonoImageMinResolution 1200
  /MonoImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleMonoImages false
  /MonoImageDownsampleType /Average
  /MonoImageResolution 1200
  /MonoImageDepth -1
  /MonoImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeMonoImages true
  /MonoImageFilter /CCITTFaxEncode
  /MonoImageDict <<
    /K -1
  >>
  /AllowPSXObjects false
  /CheckCompliance [
    /None
  ]
  /PDFX1aCheck false
  /PDFX3Check false
  /PDFXCompliantPDFOnly false
  /PDFXNoTrimBoxError true
  /PDFXTrimBoxToMediaBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXSetBleedBoxToMediaBox true
  /PDFXBleedBoxToTrimBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXOutputIntentProfile (Coated FOGRA27 \050ISO 12647-2:2004\051)
  /PDFXOutputConditionIdentifier (FOGRA27)
  /PDFXOutputCondition ()
  /PDFXRegistryName (http://www.color.org)
  /PDFXTrapped /False

  /CreateJDFFile false
  /Description <<
    /ENU ([Based on 'RCL PDF export - American Government'] [Based on 'Press Quality\(Black & White\)'] Use these settings to create Adobe PDF documents best suited for high-quality prepress printing.  Created PDF documents can be opened with Acrobat and Adobe Reader 5.0 and later.)
  >>
  /Namespace [
    (Adobe)
    (Common)
    (1.0)
  ]
  /OtherNamespaces [
    <<
      /AsReaderSpreads false
      /CropImagesToFrames true
      /ErrorControl /WarnAndContinue
      /FlattenerIgnoreSpreadOverrides false
      /IncludeGuidesGrids false
      /IncludeNonPrinting false
      /IncludeSlug false
      /Namespace [
        (Adobe)
        (InDesign)
        (4.0)
      ]
      /OmitPlacedBitmaps false
      /OmitPlacedEPS false
      /OmitPlacedPDF false
      /SimulateOverprint /Legacy
    >>
    <<
      /AddBleedMarks false
      /AddColorBars false
      /AddCropMarks true
      /AddPageInfo true
      /AddRegMarks true
      /BleedOffset [
        14.173230
        0
        14.173230
        14.173230
      ]
      /ConvertColors /NoConversion
      /DestinationProfileName (Coated FOGRA27 \(ISO 12647-2:2004\))
      /DestinationProfileSelector /UseName
      /Downsample16BitImages true
      /FlattenerPreset <<
        /PresetSelector /MediumResolution
      >>
      /FormElements false
      /GenerateStructure false
      /IncludeBookmarks false
      /IncludeHyperlinks false
      /IncludeInteractive false
      /IncludeLayers false
      /IncludeProfiles true
      /MarksOffset 14.173230
      /MarksWeight 0.250000
      /MultimediaHandling /UseObjectSettings
      /Namespace [
        (Adobe)
        (CreativeSuite)
        (2.0)
      ]
      /PDFXOutputIntentProfileSelector /UseName
      /PageMarksFile /RomanDefault
      /PreserveEditing true
      /UntaggedCMYKHandling /LeaveUntagged
      /UntaggedRGBHandling /LeaveUntagged
      /UseDocumentBleed false
    >>
    <<
      /AllowImageBreaks true
      /AllowTableBreaks true
      /ExpandPage false
      /HonorBaseURL true
      /HonorRolloverEffect false
      /IgnoreHTMLPageBreaks false
      /IncludeHeaderFooter false
      /MarginOffset [
        0
        0
        0
        0
      ]
      /MetadataAuthor ()
      /MetadataKeywords ()
      /MetadataSubject ()
      /MetadataTitle ()
      /MetricPageSize [
        0
        0
      ]
      /MetricUnit /inch
      /MobileCompatible 0
      /Namespace [
        (Adobe)
        (GoLive)
        (8.0)
      ]
      /OpenZoomToHTMLFontSize false
      /PageOrientation /Portrait
      /RemoveBackground false
      /ShrinkContent true
      /TreatColorsAs /MainMonitorColors
      /UseEmbeddedProfiles false
      /UseHTMLTitleAsMetadata true
    >>
  ]
>> setdistillerparams
<<
  /HWResolution [2400 2400]
  /PageSize [612.000 792.000]
>> setpagedevice




