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For Anton





Why that gloom, son of Oscian?

What shades thy mighty soul?

– James Macpherson

Dilige, et quod vis fac.

Love, and do what you will.

– St Augustine







1The Rescue Act

The weekend habits of my toddler son had begun to solidify. During breakfast, Anton would turn and utter the words ‘Finding Nemo’. Tired and sometimes half-asleep, I’d slip the tape into our VHS machine. We’d sit back together and watch the film from beginning to end. At some point, I estimated we’d seen that picture more than a hundred times. It was difficult to countenance a child’s need to watch the same thing over and over to a point of banality. But he did. We both did.

Some years later, a critique captured my attention: it’s a film about separation anxiety. Nemo is a clownfish with a disfigured fin, a young male who is captured from the wild and placed in a fish tank. Dory, a female of another species who suffers from ongoing memory issues, nonetheless helps Nemo’s father, Marlin, to look for him. Nemo eventually escapes and is reunited with his dad. Perhaps Anton was experiencing something like Nemo? In this stage of development, he was exploring and asserting his independence. By repeatedly watching the movie with me at his side, he was learning to cope with the prospect of being on his own.

This story is also about being alone and counteracting it. It, too, is a story about inter-species companionship, love and loss. A sheepdog named Oscar became my companion. He came into my life on the first anniversary of the death of my father, John Waldron. Somehow, I believed that Oscar found a way to me. Our lives intersected at a time when he was a stray in need of a home, and I was astray and in need of a friend, one who didn’t ask questions when doubts and uncertainty swirled around in my head.

My family lineage is a typically Irish one. Both my parents worked as GPs and left Ireland for Manchester in the 1970s to work in a British hospital. They returned to County Galway to take over my grandfather’s practice soon after I was born (my grandfather Tony Waldron was a GP for Tuam Sugar Factory, a public-owned and run sugar and beet factory in operation from 1934 to 1987).

My father was a complex character, not easy to put in a box. He was something of a contrarian, enjoying the to-and-fro of debate and happy to play devil’s advocate. He was seemingly contradictory in that he identified as a Labour voter long before the Labour Party propelled Ireland’s first female president, Mary Robinson, to victory in 1990 (a day which my mother Mary and her friends celebrated with panache), while maintaining the exclusive position of hunt master with the North Galway Hunt throughout the ’80s, an expensive role at a time of real poverty in Ireland. As a doctor, he was an idealist, helping to found the Galway Planning Clinic in the late ’70s, dedicated to the ‘progressive’ cause of making contraception legal while helping mothers to manage their family demands at a time when the economy was in a precarious state. Some of my earliest memories of being with him are car journeys from Tuam to Galway, from a town in the north of the county to ‘the Clinic’ in the city. I would often wait hours for him to finish his evening session. Sometimes, I would wander up Shop Street to O’Briens newsagents and browse the magazines. But at other times, agitated and bored, I walked the streets, counting to myself, waiting for my father to proclaim ‘I’m finished, let’s go’.

Weeks after he died, I was contacted by researchers who were working on the history of family planning in Ireland. We talked about legality and illegality, about Mary Robinson and about my father’s role. Our conversation offered some justification for my memory: their research presented Ireland as a conservative country, dominated by the Catholic Church. Though it was economically poor back then, it was rich in culture. Music, poetry and literature seeped out of every corner and crevice, and on several occasions my father helped us partake in it. He took me and my older sister Sheila (Sheila was born in Ireland in 1972, before my parents left for England, while my younger sister Kate was also born there in 1982, after their return) to the first stadium concerts in Slane and Croke Park. When Bruce Springsteen played Slane Castle in 1985, on the back of the anthemic ‘Born in the U.S.A.’, my father’s excitement in taking his children to see The Boss, a figure who had immortalised blue-collar struggle on the margins of life, was palpable. The same year, I remember cheering at Bono and U2 on their return to Dublin for the ‘A Sort of Homecoming’ show (with a young, brash REM, a late addition to the line-up), my father scooping 12-year-old me up onto his shoulders. Bono wrapped himself in the tricolour as ‘Pride’ rang around the stadium and I remember feeling loved. I idolised – beyond words, really – this man who had lifted me onto his shoulders to see the stage, as the stadium transformed into one huge mass of energy.

In this regard, my father helped instigate change, which was coming to Ireland at this time, accelerated not so much by the decline of the Church, but the influence of the world beyond: Britain, Europe, the US. It was the world that U2 had begun to conquer and the youth of Ireland were awakening to. My father loved his time in the UK in the ’70s and came to embrace its modern ways, yet he was all too aware of the tensions brought by change. He was an avowed atheist but signed off on my attending a Catholic monastery boarding school, Cistercian College Roscrea, at the age of fourteen. He was in a battle of ideas with the Church, but it never stopped him from supporting a school that offered education based on values he shared: loyalty, bravery, chivalry and hard work.

Shortly before he died, I sat with my father in a country church for the requiem mass of a lifelong friend. As we waited for the funeral to begin, I mentioned my surprise at such a well-attended service, given the rumour that the deceased was also an avowed atheist. ‘He wasn’t much of a believer,’ my father said, ‘but he wasn’t taking any chances.’ We laughed. My father’s declaration about another encapsulated all that was complex about himself: his suspicion of the old ways married to a guarded respect for their longevity. It is no surprise, given this unusual combination of ‘progressive’ and ‘conservative’ to use the terminology of our day, that his children – myself and my two sisters – would come to inherit many of these same traits.

I was also fourteen when our family purchased a small farm on the outskirts of Tuam in a place called Cloondarone. A few years after the land in Cloondarone was purchased, my father built a house and stables on the land with a view to breeding thoroughbred racehorses: living the dream. Ireland’s horse breeding industry was largely situated in the more arable midlands, or in the east of the country, but my father’s dream was to make the west a serious competitor. He was a lifelong lover of horses and the culture that was associated with National Hunt racing in Ireland. Already well known locally, he achieved a wider degree of respect in later life as the breeder of Faugheen, one of the country’s most revered racehorses, nicknamed ‘The Machine’. His adored mare, Miss Pickering, passed away with sepsis after foaling a half-sister to Faugheen in June 2016. My father, sleep-deprived from the days leading up to Miss Pickering’s death and still grieving her loss, scoured the country for a foster mother. He eventually found one in Fethard in south Tipperary, a big piebald mare who took on the task.

A few days later, tired and fatigued, Dad was killed driving from a point-to-point, an amateur National Hunt race meet in Ballingarry, County Tipperary. He was involved in an accident and died instantly. He suffered little to no pain, I told myself. He was doing the two things he loved: acting as medical officer for a horse event.

In later years, but before the meteoric rise of Faugheen intensified his obsession with racing, I would often drive up to visit Dad in Cloondarone. Shifting planes of landscape, twisting roads and the swift move from green to bog signalled that I was no longer in Ireland’s midwest – the part of the country that I now call home – but once again in the hue and cry of the rural west, into which I was thrust as a teenager and where the rhythm and pace of life seemed a little slower – and where a giant hare was rumoured to move elegantly through the back field of my father’s estate in Cloondarone.

As I turned the sharp left towards his living quarters, and the stone walls built during the Famine years crowded me in, a small sheepdog peeked out from behind a hedge. Gabriel Lardner’s dog was in pursuit of the moving object otherwise known as my car. It was a signal.

In the months after Dad’s death, I regularly travelled to Cloondarone to stay in the house he built beside the stud in the mid-’90s, my parents having separated when I was eighteen. Sometimes I looked at the big foster mare in the brazen fields, the foal sucking on her teat, and thought of my father’s desire to keep that foal alive. I often walked his land back then. Staring at the line of horizon from an elevated position, the land seemed to hold some deep recess of mystery into which I yearned to be thrown.

One day, I walked down towards the River Clare, across small mounds that seemed like miniature versions of the drumlins that are found further west, the fields that led towards the river a light shade of green. Within a certain distance of the riverbank, the landscape dramatically changes. There are no trees, no shrubbery or growth – just a smooth area of grass that seems to have given up on embellishing its space. As I peered over at the river, a twig was sticking out from the side of the bank, like a small tree that had designs on much greater things but lacked the support to get there. Then I suddenly became awash with involuntary memory, thrown deep – just as Marcel Proust famously experienced when nibbling a madeleine – into an event that I think shaped my father’s later life without him ever being fully conscious of it. It’s an event that sheds light on his character: his bravery and his challenges as a father.

It was a Sunday in October 1983. As usual, he was with the North Galway Hunt. I was nine years of age and was out all morning kicking a ball with neighbourhood friends. From what I heard later, the mood was jovial as the hunt waded through the River Clare, the horses and riders in sync, their feet fading into the murky shadows. A thick brown stream signalled the seasonal turn. Another signal was the thundering flow, the grip of the current that causes white foam to congregate on its surface. The steep banks made large sections of the river difficult to cross. The hunt followed a scent that necessitated crossing through the river and had planned to go over at a shallow section. But in October, as winter beckoned, the river was deceptive, the draw of the current much greater than it might have seemed. The group moved through the water slowly. Nobody felt that the shallow level was any significant danger. But one of the hunt members, John Croke – a family acquaintance at the time – began to slip from his horse. Perhaps more frightened than he was letting on, given he was unable to swim, he suddenly became tangled in the reins. As he struggled to free himself from his riding equipment, he was caught by the current. What seemed at first like fun and games soon turned to disaster, as John was pulled away by the river. My father, a strong swimmer of competitive standard in his youth, dived in and grabbed hold of John. He demonstrated incredible bravery in risking his own life attempting to save another and managed to drag his friend to the bank, where my father snatched hold of a twig. But it was not enough to prevent the current from whisking John from his grasp.

Not privy to the tragedy unfolding in real time, I remember getting home and ringing the bell of the front door. The side gate must have been shut, so I was unable to get in the back. Above, the musky autumn grey was a damp imprint of humid skies. Someone let me in and I made my way upstairs. The bathroom door was ajar and I glanced in. The image of my father in the bath with his back to me and his head in his hands hit me with significant force. It was like a reverse shot, a film image that cuts from a frontal view to a view from behind instantaneously, that signals the story ending. I heard only of what happened from others later, never from the source. I knew nothing of my father’s restless nights, the guilt of his survival; that knowing that some adjustment in the river, some sleight of hand, might have made all the difference; that a family was changed for ever in that instant; that one could hold life and death in your hands and not know it; that death would win. My father received a national award for bravery, which was reported in the Irish daily newspapers. But none of it meant anything to him.

Years later, when I gazed across the river, searching for the little path that led from the bottom field, I thought of that event again. Like a lot of Irish men who were brought up to believe that displays of emotion were a sign of weakness, my father struggled with his emotions. He found it hard to go back there, to relay the events that had taken the life of another father, to feel the sadness and dejection that he undoubtedly felt. Like his own father, who never spoke about the Irish Civil War that pulled the country apart, Dad never spoke about the day he jumped into the river to save a drowning man.

For all the struggle in speaking about his emotions, my father had that great ability to chat, always putting strangers at ease. He loved a swashbuckle entrance into the pub, hailing those sat at the bar like he had just entered heaven. He adored the occasion of the end of week when the Irish put their ailments and troubles aside. The town bursts into life and, for a moment, nobody cares if you are king or pauper. A local ‘doc’ who caressed and disdained notoriety, he embraced the publicness and everyone-in-it-together possibilities of the Irish pub. Those Friday night entrances into the Rustics Vaults in Tuam, when my father would order pints at the bar before settling in to wait for others to arrive, hold a special place in my heart. They are shards of time that form a big part of a crystal.

I loved him, but our relationship was strained in the months before he died. I knew that he had watched his own father die a slow painful death and that it haunted him. Like W. B. Yeats, the poet laureate of the west of Ireland, he found getting older to be a distressing experience. As he aged, he became less tolerant. His feet began to give him problems and he had a small toe removed. I have a vivid recollection of him trudging through the streets of Manchester on my fortieth birthday as he tried to hide his pain. Ageing was enemy number one because he didn’t want to live in his head; to feel the body breaking down like a car that is losing its warranty.

When he passed, in the difficult times that followed, I told myself he was doing what he always did. By all accounts, he had been in good spirits. He died on a Sunday and his body was brought to the University Hospital in Limerick and then to Tuam. The funeral arrangements were the first thing put in place. He was waked on a Tuesday, followed by a Wednesday evening ‘removal’, when he was laid out in a local funeral home so that the general public could pay their respects. On Thursday, having been removed to the church, the funeral mass was held, followed by a meal. It was, and still is, custom in Ireland to have a meal for those who travel. There were 200 seats at my father’s meal.

In an Irish wake, a grieving family member or a friend stays with the body throughout the night and day. I can still recall the sadness and pride felt in equal measure when listening to my first cousin Sarah Lowry sing ‘Sonny’ – a song written by Ron Hynes and sung by the Irish chanteuse Mary Black – to her father, my uncle Vincent, as he was laid out before her. The song speaks of a loneliness felt in the long hours of the night, one that must have resonated as she sat with his body in the dark hours that followed – the lyrics confirming that she was alone, yet contradicted by the force of all our presence with her.

The attendees of the wake rally around the grieving family, dropping meals to the door in some sort of jubilation for the life lived. Celebrating the dead person’s portal into the next world is designed to cover over, to suppress, the void that will eventually open. My father was gregarious and popular, and his wake was a full-thronged affair in the summer, a vast collection of friends and family. Afterwards, admirers marched through the halls of the funeral home, as is traditional in Ireland, for nearly five hours. My hands felt blistered that night from shaking hands.

In the weeks that followed the week-long funeral proceedings, I entered something akin to a dream state, compelled by the duties of a son to oversee the various obligations needed to sort out an estate. Numbed from the loss, my body was pent up with get-it-done adrenaline. He died without a will, which meant a level of stress that exceeded the usual chaos.

Sudden death precedes strange and complicated grief. Numbness, anger, eruptions of sadness – the parameters normally accredited to life get jumbled up. The lyrics to a song that once uplifted become signs of the dead, an absence nestling within as the ghost of time. The five infamous stages of grief are hard to find parity with, as the relationship with the dead lives on in new and undefined ways – in the culture that transcends the individual but seems to speak for them. There is an exhilaration and a customary need to take control, to shape the mourning into something the dead would approve of, as if they are still there in some form, watching over the proceedings.

Sudden death is also a springboard for denial, for that deep feeling of disconnect from knowing, designed to suppress the impression of loss needed to pass through the intense pain. And one of the more malignant effects of grief concerning sudden death is in the difficulty of processing it as real. Years after the death, those left behind still expect the dead to wander in the door, just as before.

Months after his funeral, I sat with Ylva, my wife, in a pub outside Limerick city. I was nursing a pint of Guinness when the ghost of my father stumbled in the door, rubbing his hands together with glee. Then he wandered up to the bar as I watched his spectre move like a ballerina on stage. He turned around and held the railing of the bar with his small hands before looking me in the eye. ‘This is where you’ve been,’ he declared for everyone in the bar to hear, as I smiled, blushing back with pride. I thought that, by conjuring the ghost of my father, I would triumph over my grief; that if I could summon him back and use all the resources of the imagination bestowed upon me, I could pass through the halls of sorrow. But, as I found out, it is much more complicated than that. It isn’t linear and it comes in waves. There is no point where you can say ‘It’s over’. One cycle begins and another ends. Life is a river we are all trying to cross on horseback. But the unexpected current keeps us from doing so in the way we originally planned.

Grief was at its most intense when the noise of daily life was turned down, when friends and colleagues assumed the worst had passed. Shock wore thin. Christmas 2016 was when the real loss began in earnest. Although I’m not especially traditional a person and am no fan of ceremony, the symbolic nature of Christmas, when families rally together from all around the globe, brought the loss home like nothing before. I sat at my computer on Christmas Eve playing the song ‘Waves’ from Kanye West’s album The Life of Pablo on repeat, sipping on oversized measures of whiskey. The song, featuring the rapper Kid Cudi, addresses the lack of sunlight on our wellbeing, akin to a bird’s inability to fly in a cage, and the feelings that stay with us when someone leaves. That year I had developed a strange affinity with the song’s deeper sentiment, identifying the trauma of loss as a theme underpinning the album. The sublime beauty of ‘Waves’ was undeniable, a reckoning with grief akin to waves that roll in. Some waves are predictable, but others could turn tidal.



It was almost a year after my father’s death that I met Oscar. In the spring of 2017, as a distraction from the oncoming anniversary, I phoned a friend to let him know I was on the lookout for a new dog. Loe McDonagh, a settled Irish traveller, had kept horses and greyhounds on my father’s land for many years. He had stepped up to the mark after Dad died, overseeing the everyday running of the farm.

I phoned him on a May afternoon to talk about our new home in a rural village called Murroe, which we had purchased on the back of the turmoil the previous June. Having witnessed Loe’s care of animals firsthand, I knew him to be an animal lover. I trusted his judgement. Our conversation was short and to the point.

‘Hi Loe.’

‘Well, Dara.’

‘Listen. I want to ask you something.’

‘Yea. Go on.’

‘I’m getting a dog.’

‘Okay.’

‘I’m wondering what dog to get. You’ve seen where we live when you dropped down the table.’

‘Are you beside a farm?’

‘Yea. Near a village. There’s a dairy farm across from us.’

‘Is it fenced off?’

‘I suppose it is. There’s just a big field behind us.’

‘Get a sheepdog, Dara. Border collie. They’re loyal, they herd. A terrier could chase sheep or cattle and be shot.’

‘A working sheepdog?’

‘A retired one. Yea.’

‘Where will I get one of those?’

‘I’ll have a look out for one if you want.’

‘Ah. Good.’

A sheepdog, a working dog – the type so often seen in rural Ireland tied to a shed by a rope, the kind that pops up on the old TV series One Man and His Dog, running at the beck of a farmer’s call. A border collie? I rarely used the name. Where did the name come from? Which border was it referring to? Anything that referenced a border carried negative connotations during the Troubles in Ireland.

My thoughts then focused on the abject associations with the word ‘sheepdog’ when growing up in Ireland. Back then, sheepdogs were markers of paralysis, of a family stuck in time. They signified an unhealthy attachment to the past. They were an impediment to the future. A new world was forming in towns like Tuam as part of the newly emerging post-industrial age, while sheepdogs were signs of an agricultural past with an unwanted influence on the present. Staring up from a crouched position, they roamed outside, ready to work at the sound of a farmer’s whistle. They stared up with beady eyes, consumed by boundless reservoirs of energy.

Following our initial conversation, I collected more information. I began to undertake research into sheepdogs and collies online and across various media. Border collies were usually, if not always, working dogs: herders. For Irish farmers, a working dog herds sheep and cattle. If it fails to display a required instinct or intelligence, it does not really matter how it’s referred to. A sheepdog is foremost known for its ability to work. One can source a collie from a breeder, I grasped, but if it fails to display a herding instinct, it might not even be called a ‘sheepdog’. It seemed to me that the terms were really messy, the distinctions between them – so important to rural traditions – incredibly hazy.

I was keen to follow Loe’s advice, which meant that I wanted to find some kind of sheepdog, a border collie, whatever that had meant. But I had no idea where to look. I was about to type ‘retired border collie/sheepdog’ into search engines and social media sites when something serendipitous occurred: the real moment of discovery. In my job as a university lecturer, I regularly meet with students on a one-on-one basis. One afternoon in a tutorial with an MA student called Anne Stewart – and with the issue of dog rescue at the forefront of my mind – I took the liberty of interrupting the conversation to ask Anne if she happened to be a dog owner. Originally from Northern Ireland, Anne was living in Kilkishen, a small village in East Clare and had been resident in the vicinity for thirty years. Although forced to move south during the Troubles at the age of thirteen, she was still very Northern in her affections. Her eyes lit up when she heard the word ‘sheepdog’.

She had seven dogs: six were Maltese terriers, one a border collie. Anne described how the pack grew to this number over time. Her son, Michael, a successful fashion designer, chose the terriers for their luxurious coat and Anne didn’t have the heart to sell off all the puppies when they bred. Jake, her trusted collie, was an outside dog and more of a loner than the rest of her pack. I mentioned our family’s move close to the border between Limerick and Tipperary, and that I wanted to adopt a retiree sheepdog from somewhere.

Anne sat back in her chair. Everything seemed to slow down as I waited for her next words with bated breath. I was intensely aware of my surroundings. The light shone in through the window beside my desk and there was something meditative and settling in sitting in a room lit by natural light, especially when winter in Ireland offered so little. May is the month of optimism, when the hope that the rain that spilled down in record amounts would stave off for a few days and the full dint of summer appears. Evenings stretch – ‘there’s a stretch in the day’ is the most commonly heard phrase – and spirits rise. Rays of sun pushed through the window that afternoon, as dust particles drifted in the air like granules of a new and coming time.

‘That’s kind of crazy,’ Anne returned in a Northern brogue, her dimples pushing against a steely smile. ‘There’s a wee sheepdog alone on a farm down the road from me. A beautiful thing.’

The wheels of chance began clicking into gear, luck pressing down from some undefined source. It seemed like a ridiculous proposition.

‘Nobody owns him?’ crept tentatively from my lips.

‘No,’ Anne replied with some care. ‘He strayed to the village and then returned to the farm alone. He’s from a farm for sure as he has no collar and stays in a shed.’

I took some time to dwell on her description. ‘You mean a stray sheepdog is living there? Who feeds him? Who looks after him by day?’

Anne shifted in her chair, a movement that brought with it a certain unease about the sheepdog’s origins. Her tone changed, secreting an air of Northern suspicion. It was a disposition I would gain a greater understanding of as the year progressed. She was anxious in her deliberation, sighing and pushing her hair out of her eyes.

Then, turning her gaze upon me she declared, ‘Collies are two-a-penny, Dara. If the warden gets him, he’ll put him down. There are so many across the country. Smart and beautiful animals. The problem is that nobody wants them.’

‘Nobody wants them’ was commensurate with the impression formed in my childhood, that sheepdogs are remnants of a past to break free from. A picture took focus in my mind of a father returning from work with a black-and-white puppy under his arm, a gift from a local farmer. I imagined his children reacting with disdain. Not a sheepdog, not a farm dog. Look at how it moves. The children wanted a Labrador or a King Charles; a border collie was too common an Irish dog. To come upon the breed in any shape or form was to reject the future. And, in the west of Ireland, the future was all we had to cling to.

At my desk that afternoon, as the word ‘collie’ was mentioned again and again, something began to stir. I would kick against the pricks, step out of my inertia. It was mere days since I had spoken to Loe and now Anne was telling me of a sheepdog that made its way into her life – and possibly mine. A mix of excitement and fear washed over me, but it was followed in the aftermath by an urge to ditch the plan for an easier dog.

Why the angst? Why the hesitancy? I had been, of course, forewarned about the energy levels of collies. I was concerned that the dog would be in my face day in, day out. I was grieving and didn’t need a hyperactive dog in my life. I sat back, listening, before committing to go to see the dog, offering nothing more definite for the time being. I was non-committal for other reasons: the first anniversary of my father’s death lay on the calendar horizon and I lacked the mental and physical fortitude to adopt a dog in the interim weeks.

The term ‘rescue dog’ also frightened me; rescue seemed to involve care and attention I wasn’t capable of offering. What would happen if the dog was mentally scarred from neglect? What would happen if the dog had developed behavioural issues because of the same? Surely I wouldn’t be able to adopt if that was the case? But I had a stubborn streak. I had put myself in a certain position by asking Anne about dogs and something made me want to follow through. I would make the visit. I knew I had to do it – for myself, as much as anything. At worst, I would get to spend some time in the countryside, having lived far too long in the suburbs. And, perhaps, beyond these concerns, things would be okay.

Anne sent me a picture that weekend: a digital photograph of a dog staring out from a decrepit shed. It was difficult to read anything definitive into the photograph, other than that the dog had the good sense to find a quiet corner and just stay there. Apparently, the neighbours had taken to feeding him in the evening, yet he still didn’t wander down towards their house as a result. He just stayed put. The person he encountered most – apart from the neighbours – was the old farmer’s nephew, who was working on the land by day, having been left the farm by his uncle when he went into a home with dementia.

It was an intriguing photograph, in that it suggested intelligence and instinct: intelligence to hide in a shed and instinct to find a quiet space on a farm. But there was still much the image did not reveal – most of all, a personality. Huddling together around a smartphone, enlarging and minimising the photograph, my wife and I attempted to elicit some meaning from it. The more we looked at the image, concocting a narrative of before and after, the more frustrating the gaps in our knowledge became. There were so many questions. How big is he? How dirty? All that was visible in the picture was a head nudging through a doorway. How feral is he? He sleeps outside in a shed. Is he aggressive? Was he beaten? Is he damaged?


OEBPS/e9781398562318/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Map


		Dedication


		Epigraph


		Chapter 1: The Rescue Act


		Chapter 2: A Kind of Revival


		Chapter 3: Into the Wind


		Chapter 4: From Another World


		Epilogue: Twisting and Turning into a New Day


		Acknowledgements


		Works Cited


		Image Descriptions


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Map


		Dedication


		Epigraph


		Chapter 1: The Rescue Act
















		I


		II


		III


		VIII


		IX


		V


		VI


		VII


		X


		XI


		XII


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


























































































































































































































OEBPS/e9781398562318/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781398562318/fonts/Amarna-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781398562318/images/9781398562318.jpg
New York Tunes Bestseller

 SHEEPDOG NAMED

\ )
»

R g

LLove and Companionship
in Rural Ireland






OEBPS/e9781398562318/images/f00ix-01.jpg
oD

Clifden
&

Ro

Cliffs of
Moher

Kilkee

KERRY: i ST b

dstone
C)
o5
Q

GAL
SR \ WAy g

80 km

50 miles

. T
. ) ’ |
1
Enniscrone : i
’ \ L
N \\' G VA
. sod iy ~ - "y
Ballina e 5 D
NN N
- =003 RO
I’ N ‘—\
MIT_/’; ’,\ ,_,_| /'\ .
D ey 3 ] \ £
SO FAEAN, b s L%
( YA \1 ’ :
’ |} bt >
. N, ;| ;
M/’\Y <) \ o
ah q v
’ \‘ -l
L ROSCO
Ty R M :"‘-..1’
II O/\/ 'S
\
I’ ’I
o=’ P At /A%
L p v
(o martam et X ]
No=\ < t 4
- wd M, ! 2.
NI 2 \ ' T
TN \ | \ P
2y ) Tuam 3 \ o
)
S ,:' . . ‘, \‘_,-,~,\~\ b :
O/\/ 30 | d i 26
]
N r Knockma @Cloonaarone

&
4)4

Galway

v Y W .'-‘/
) 3 e, ] 3
<& \ LSl [od f /;
A AT TS ¢
-J KL Y /
Moylussa™ " N2k a
. S
e LoughDerg® .,
A ® . Syt ¢
CLARE Kilkishen OI,‘mllaloe o L
~  ®Silvermines i .
Bunrabty e ¥

Newﬁort uo
by
_®Rearcross

Kilrush
°

Limerick

: NSk
3 T Murroe
¢ Boher -~

CK d

SN

Gj"lensral Abbey





OEBPS/e9781398562318/images/title.jpg
A SHEEPDOG
NAMED OSCAR

Love and Companionship in Rural Ireland
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