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High Ground . ...

LET THE boat drift on the river beneath the deep arch of
the bridge, the keel scraping the gravel as.it crossed the

shallows out from Walsh’s, past the boat-house at the mouth, -

and out into the lake. It was only the slow growing distance
from the ring of reeds round the shore that told that the boat
moved at all on the lake. More slowly still, the light was
going from the August evening. '

I was feeling leaden with tiredness but did not want to
sleep. 1 had gone on the river in order to be alone, the way
one goes to a darkroom, '

The Brothers’ Building Fund Dance had been held the
night before. A big marquee had been set up in the grounds
behind : the monastery. Most of the people 1 had.gone to

school’ with-were there, awkward in their new estate, and

nearly all the brothers who had taught us: Joseph, Francis,
Benedictus, Martin. They stood in a black line beneath the
low canvas near the entrance and waited for their old pupils
to go up to them. When they were alone, watching us dance,

rapid comment passed up and down the line, and offen:

Joseph and Martin doubled up, unable or unwilling to conceal
Jaughter; but by midnight they had gone, and a night.of a
sort was -ours, the fine dust from the floor rising into the
perfume and. sweat and hair oil as we danced in the thresh of
the music. ' :
There was a full moon as 1 drove Una to her home in
Arigna- in the borrowed Prefect, the whole. wide water of
Allen taking in the wonderful mysteriousness of the light.
We sat in the car and kissed and talked, and morning was
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- the fields.across the lake, echoed back. ‘Hi there! Hi! Do you

.
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there befére we noticed. After th
. e harshness of growing u

a world of love and beauty, of vague gardens and drgessg
gzd iaugl::ter, ;n; wornan in & gleaming distance seemed to

almost within reach. We would -thi
wotuld make it true. ' enter his world. We

I was home just before the house had ri

. ‘ risen, and lay on

Fh:e bed and waited till everybody was up, and then chalj:ged
1;'11 0 ;ﬂd clothes. 1 was helping my father put a new roof on
the house. Because of the tiredness, I had to concentrate
completsfly on the work, even then nearly losing my footing
f;everal times between the stripped beams, sometimes annoy-
mﬁ my fatl:ler by handing him the wrong lath or tool; but
when evening came the last thing T wanted was sleep. |
w}alli-lct}eld tn(; be alone, to go over the night, to try to see clearly
w 0 e i i in. i ’
dreaming.y meant turning agaui and again. in th§ wthel of

‘Hi there' Hi.! Do you hear me, young Moran!’ The voice
came with startling clarity over the water, was taken up by

hear me, young Moran!’ :
I looked all around. The .voice came . .
couldn’t make out the figure at first, leanmm ?rzkzcrd;a I
of the wall above the lake, but-when he called again I kn i
was Eddie Reegan. Senator Reegén. ' i
‘Hi there, young Moran. Since the mo i ¢
to Mahomet, Mahomet will have to or:omeu;tatlll:lec:nr:)1:1‘:;::::}1:':e
Rowl over:;ere for a minute. I want to have a word with you.’ )
rowed very slowly, watching each i .
from tht? boat in the mirror of wfter.'l g&z?ﬁrﬂlﬁxy
unconsciously, perhaps, picked up my people’s distlike. HE
had come poor to the place, buying Lynch’s small farm
cheap, anfl soon afterwards the farmhouse burned down. At
once, a bigger house was built with the insurance rnor'le
closer to the road, though that in its turn was due to bur!:'-:
down too, to be replaced by the present mansion, the avenue
of l:awson cypresses now seven years old. Socon he was
buying up other small farms, but no one had ever seen him
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work with shovel or with spade. He always appeared
immaculately dressed. It was as if he understood instinctively
that it was only the shortest of short steps from appearance
to becoming. ‘A man who works never makes any money.
He has no time to see how the money is made, he was fond
of boasting. He set up as an auctioneer. He entered politics.
He married Kathleen Relihan, the eldest of old Paddy Reli-
han’s daughters, the richest man in the area, Chairman of the
County Coungcil.. Do you see those two girls? I'm going to
marry one of those girls, he was reported to have remarked
to a friend. ‘Which one?’ Tt doesn’t matter. They’'re both
Paddy Relihan’s daughters’; and when Paddy retired it was
Reegan rather than any of his own sons who succeeded
Paddy in the Council Now that he had surpassed Paddy
Relihan and become a Senator, and it seemed only a matter

" of time before he was elected to the Dail, he no longer joked

about ‘the aul effort of a fire’, and was gravely concerned
about the reluctance of insurance companies to grant cover
for fire to dwelling houses in our part of the country. He had
bulldozed the hazel and briar from the hills above the lake,
and as 1 furned to see how close the boat had come ‘to the
wall T could see behind him the white and black of his
Friesians grazing between the electric fences on the far side
of thereseedéd hill. T
"1 jet the boat turn so that I could place my hand on the .

stone, buit the evening was so calm that it would have rested
berieath the high wall without any hand. The Senator had
seated himself onthe wall as I was rowing in, and his shoes
hung six or eight feét above the boat. )

“I¥’s not the first time I've had to congratulate you, though
I'm too high up here to shake your hand. And what I'm
certain of is that it won't be the last time either,’ he began.

“Thanks. You're very kind,’ 1 answered.

Have you any idea where you'll go from here?’

No. I've applied for the grant. Tt depends on whether I
get the grant or not.’ : :

“What'll you do if you get n?’
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:Go on, I suppose. Go a bit farther ..
What'll you do then?’
‘I don’t know. Sooner or la
for a job.’ :
‘That’s the point I've
to teach, aren’t you?’
‘Yes. But I've only taught for a few months.
that chance to go to the University.’ :
:You didn’t like teaching?” he asked sharply.
‘?I;il Iwas can?f-ul. ‘I didn’t dislike it. It was a job.”
ke that straightness. And what I'm looking to know is

- if you were offered a v ; P
take it? very good job would you be likely to

’Wh;élt job?! . . . .

. ‘I won't beat around the bush either. I'm talki
Principalship of the school here. 1t's a very ﬁﬁet;bu::‘tliir:)iot:l:
gou:lng an. You'd be among your own people. You'd be

oing good where you belong. I hear you're interested in a
very attractive young lady not a hundred miles from here. If
you decided to marry and settle downI'min a po.sition to ut
other advantages your way.’ Pt
beenM:hsterPﬂ].ﬁd.dy was the Principal of the school. He had
> 2 cipal as long as 1 could remember. He had
d ught me, many before me. I had called to see him just three
Aa;;s before. The very idea of replacing him was shockin
.y any}:low, I knew the.politicians had nothing to do ng'l
SC; aliwpommlent of teachers. It was the. priest who ran the
buto? ha\f\;habﬁ was saying didn’t even begin to make sense
‘ warned about his cunning and was wa t
Yon.: :;uSt be codding. Isn’t Master Leddy the Principal?’ >

e is now but h - if
anying v o with i:f.won t be for long more — not if I have
How?’  asked very quietly in the face of the outburst;.
‘That need.be no concern of yours. :Iﬁ-yﬁu-can 'v; me
your word that you'll take the job, I can promlse ol gt.lha
job is asigood as yours.’ : oo you fhat the

ter, I suppose, I'll have to look
been coming to. You are quaﬁﬁéd

Before 1 got
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] can't do that. 1 can’t follow anything right. Tsn't it
Canon Gallagher.who appoints the teachers?’ :

~Listen, There are many people who feel the same way as
I do. If I go to the Canon in the name of all those people and
say that you're willing to take the job, the job is yours. Even
if he didn't want to, he’d have no choice but to appoint
you...
“Why should you want to do that for me? Say, even if it
is possible.” I was more curious now than alarmed.

“I¢'s more than possible. It's bloody necessary. Tl be
plain. I have three sons. They go to that school. They have
nothing to fall back onbut whatever education they get. And
with the education they're getting at that school up there, al
they'll ever be fit for is o dig ditches. Now, I've never dug
ditches, but even at my age I'd take off my coat and go downt
into a-ditch rather than ever have to watch any of my sons
dig. The wholé school is a shambles. Someone described it -
Jately as one big bear garden.’ o

 AWhat makes you think I'd be any better? .

“You're young. You're qualified. You're ambitious. It's a
very good job for someone your age. I'd give you all the

. backing you'd want. You'd have every reason to make a go

of it. With you there, I'd feel my children would be still in
with a chanice, In another year or two even that'1l be gone.”

1 don't see why you want my word at this stage,” 1 said
evasively, hoping to sbip away from it all. 1 saw his face
retumn to its natural look- of shrewdness in what was left of
the late summer light.

‘I I go to the Canon now, it'll be just another complaint
in a long line of complaints. If 1 can go to him and say that
things can’t be allowed to go on as they have been going and
we have a young man here, from a good family, a local more
than qualified, who's willing to take the job, who has every-
one’s backing, it’s a different proposition entirely. And I can
guarantee you here this - very evening that -you'll’ be the

- Principal of that school when it opens in September.s: * -

4
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For the first time it was all coming clear to me.
‘What’ll happen to the Master? What'll he do?

e iy

concern yourself about it. It'll be all taken. care of." .

1 had called on the Master three evenings before, walking

beyond the village to the big ramshackle farmhouse. He was
just rising, having taken all his meals of theday in bed, and
was shaving and dressing upstairs, one time cal
a towe1+ and-again for a laundered shirt. .. ; - .

‘Is |that young Moran?” He must have

able to be back up the road with myself.” 5

A’ very old mongrel greyhound -was routed from the

leather armchair one side of the fire, and I.was given tea and
slices of buttered bread. The Master’s wife, who was small

and frail with pale skin and lovely brown eyes, kept up a . -

cheerful chatter that required no response -as she busied her-
self about the enormous cluttered kitchen which seemed not
to possess a square foot of room. There were buckets every-
where, all sorts of chairs, basins, bags of meal and flour, cats,
the greyhound, pots and pans. The pattern had faded from
the bulging wallpaper, a dark ochre, and some of the several
calendars that hung arcund the walls Had faded inio the
paper. It would have been difficult to find space for an extra
cup or saucer on the long wooden table. There were plainly no
set meal times. Two of the Master’s sons; now grown men,
came singly in from the fields while I waited: Plates of food

were served at once, bacon and liver, a mug of tea. They took

from the plate of bread already on the table; the butter, the
sugar, the salt, the bottle of sauce. They spent no more than a
few mihutes over the meal, blessing themselves at its end;
leaving as suddenly as they’d entered, smiling and nodding in
a friendly way in my direction, but making little attempt at
conversation, though Gerald did ask, before he reached for his
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‘What I'm more concerned about is what'll my children
do if he stays,” he burst out again. ‘But you don’t have:t6

ling down for I-

voice or name. ‘Make him a good cup of tea. And he’ll be .
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' i i d to the Master back
-~ hat- 1 recognized as having belonged t0 =
ha::n aslc;fl:)ol days, a brown hat with a biue teal’s fe:ather a:::\ a
lstﬂrr'tal)l?- hole burned in its side — “Well, how are thmg:d %:-. ang
along in the big smoke?’ The whole effect was of aga |

i happily. - 3
d gone completely wild, but .
Omhi;ougcouldn't have corne at a better time. We'll be able to

| together,’ id as he came heavily -
g the road er, the Master sai ‘ vy
zi‘:ﬁ the stairs. in his stockinged feet. He'd shaved; wa

dressed in a grey suit, with a collar and tie, the °1d_ g.olci
wraestch-chain ‘crossing a heavy paunch. He h;\d :Vg:ddtes:'; :
last I'd seen him, the face red and puffy, the: te hate
tlurlnas‘ ed, and-there was a bruise on the cheekbone. w. enekm _
must hi;ve. fallen.. The old hound went towards hljm,.hc; . g
. . d.; .j_ S . | . o
* hl'SGl;a;d boy! Good boy,” he said as he came towarcijs'» n"uaci
ttm . the hound. As soon.as We shoc?k hands he s. gh
l?lias-fegt into.shoes: which had stood beside the lv.-athgtll bird;
He did not bend or sit, and as he talked ! saw the srna bird
ike: an at hs feet, tying up the laces. =
e :;rtlt'::;rl a very nice thing to see old pupﬂ:s-conungl Ea;tl;
Though not many of them bring me laurels like yAc:mrsev i, e
still a very nice thing Loyalty is a fine quality. ery :
qual’ilt\ly.c':“.r.' his. w1fe stood-. t;y hlS side, ‘all you need is your
ek, tand brought them. - - -
= Mi’;E g;:;kw;:;u indeed. I don't know what I'd do
Jear wife, he said. S s
. lz‘gom};je:rm him now! He was never stuck for the ch’arf:.
Off with you now before you get the back of me hand b
ban:red )-rand called as we went slowly towarcls'thg gat?. !
ou want me to send any of the boys up for you?' - - e
¢ No. Not unless they have some business of then:
atteﬁd to in the village. No,” he said gravely, t-ummg{ 'ﬁgry

31.0\.72‘(; s ket]-lewhole wéy on the slow walk to the wvillage.

Al the :tifne “he seemed : to. lag behind my: snail_’s--.. pac:;
sommnes standing because he was out of breath, tapping
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the road with the cane. Even when the walk slowed to-473

virt-.:al standstill it seemed to be still far too energetic.” -
I always refer to you as my star pupil. When the who

enterprise seems to be going more or less -askew, I always3

point to young Moran: that's : i .
the foolsiprate. o .Honev good.“.]ob I turned out:

I walked, stooping by:his side, restranung myself wif

SRR T R S

the slow walk, embarrassed, ashamed, confused.:I.had onée’
looked to him in pure infatuation,; would rush to his defence :

against every careless whisper. He had shone like a clear star
I was in love with-what I hardly dared to ho;éc-l:-a;;tls':hr
~ become. ﬁt seemed horrible now. that [ might come to this. -

" None of-nfy owr-l-fan'iily-were-._clever,-’::hé confided; ‘Tt *
haas a great dm?ppommmt. And yet they may. well be :
ppier for it. Life-is- an extraordinary-thing. A very great -

mystery. Wonderful .. . shocking ... thing." .« - - .

Each: halting speechseemed to lead in -:some:haphaéafé -

way into the next. -
‘Now that you're coming out into the w rld :
to be constantly on your. guard. Yowll hav: to geotll ;2:
g'uard ﬁr_s.t of all against intellectual pride. That's the worst
sin, the sin of Satan. And always be kind to women. Hel
them. Women are weak. They'll be attracted to you." I ilad tg
srmle.ruefully, never having noticed. much of a-sta;'npede .in
my direction. “There was this girl I went home from a dance

'“‘I Lo h N i A 1
Wi once s he contnn ‘An as 1 3
wi o p{ e contit e, TANC as we wers b"e'.,m'".'b' .!--'lv‘.w“ll‘ jca]

her housg I noticed her growing steadily more amorous until I
had to say, “None of that now, girl. It is not the proper time!”
Later, when we were both-old and married; she thanked e
She said [ was a true gentleman.” . - - - Clenig - o
The S:hort walk seemed to.take a d -a.:...? ut on

out51.cle .R:yan’s door he took quick leave offni.';‘lgf«:o?’ltt ir?:i:
f;n]: fnsrdf:. Though 1 set poor enough of an example, [ want

> bring nio one with me. I say to all my pupils: Beware of the
high stool. The downward slope from the high stool is longer
and steeper than from the top of Everest. God bless and
guard you, young Moran. Come and see me again before you
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£ head back to the city.” And with that he left me. [ stood facing.
the opaque glass of the.door, the small print of the notice
£ above it: Seven Days Licence to Sell Wine, Beer, Spirits. - -

‘Do ybu rhéan,the Master'll be out on the road, then?” 1 asked
Senator Reegan from the boat, amazed still by the tum. of the .
' conversations « 4 iy e ke - g

el LT . g eeand
+ “You .need-have no fear of that. There's a whole union

behind him. In our enlightened day aleoholism is looked upon
- as just another illness: And they wonder how the country.can-
be so badly-off,. he laughed sarcastically. ‘No. He'll probably
 be offered a rest cure-on full pay. I doubt if he’d take it. If he

did, it'd delay official recognition of your appointment by a
few months, thatd be all, a matter of paperwork. The very-
worst that could happen to him is that he’d be forced to take
early retirement, which would probably add years to his life.
He’d just have that bit less of a pension with which to drink
himself into an early grave. You need have no worries on that
score. You'd be doing everybody a favour, including him most
of all, if you’d take the job. Well, what do you say? I could still
go to the Canon tonight. t's late but not too late. He'd be just
addressing himself to his hot toddy. It could be as good a time
as any to attack him. Well, what do you say?’ o
/Il have to think about it.’ SRR
‘Is a -veryfine position for a young man like yourself
starting out inlife.". - . - - : R S
] know itis:'m very grateful.” - L e e
- To hell with gratitude: Gratitude doesn’t matter a-damn.
I¥'s-one of those:moves that benefits. everybody involved.:
You'll-come to learn that there aren’t many moves like that in
_ Tl have to-think about it.” I.was anxious to turn away
from any direct confrontation. : S
- ‘I can't wait for very long. Something has to be done and
done soon.' 4l et o - : T
/L know that but 1 still have to think about it.”
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‘Listen. Let’s not.close on anything this evenin
urally you have to consider everything. Why-don't you'droi
over to my place tomorrow night? You'll have a chanoé
meet my lads. And herself has been saying for a long
now that she’d like to meet you. Come ‘about nine. E
thing will be out of the way by then.” - - © = . = .

I rowed very slowly away, just stroking the boat forw
in the deadly silence of the half-darkness. I watched Re
cross the road, climb. the hill, pausing now -and- then ain
the white blobs of his Friesians. His figure stood for a.w

at the itop of the hill where he seemed to-be .Jooking; ba :

towards the boat and water before he disappeared.. - -. :
When I got back to the house everyone was asleep e

a younger sister, who had waited up for me. She was readiri

by the fire, the small black cat on her knee. =

‘They’ve all gone to bed,’ she explained. ‘Since you were 3

on the river, they let me wait up for you. Only there’s no tea
I've just found out that there’s not a drop of spring water in
the house.’ o : R

‘Tl go to the well, then. Otherwise someone will have to go
first thing in the morning. You don’t have to wait up for me.

I was too agitated to go straight to bed and .glad ‘of the -

distraction of any activity. .

Tl wait,” she said. ‘I'll wait and make the tea when you 3

get back.’

e ST, £ahn abalan
the attractivencss of i€ STOMeTL : 1

was shut, the blinds- down, but -then I noticed cracks of
yellow light along the edges of the big blue blind. They were
drinking after hours. I paused to see if I could recognize any
of the voices, but before 1 had time Charlie.Ryarvhissed, ‘Will
you keép your voices down, will yous?. At the rate you're
going you'll soon have the Sergeant out of his bed,” and the
voices quietened to a whisper. Afraid of being noticed in the
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- 'Fll be less than ten. minutes.” The late hour held for her

. I walked quickly, swinging the bucket. .-'I'h_e tgvholé. vi]la'gef
s«a-ernechI dead under a benign moon, but-as;l passed along the . -§
church wall I heard voices: They came-from Ryan’s Bar. It .3
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ncé; 1-passed on to-get the bucket of spring water from

the well, but the voices were in full song again by the time I

ed. I let the bucket softly down in the dust and stood

: n:the.shadow. of the church wall to listen. 1 recognized the

i i e of the
2ster’s slurred voice at once, and then voices of some

£ en who-worked in the sawmill in the wood.

“That sixth class in 1933 was a great class, Mz_aster.-‘ It was
hnny. Connor's. voice, the saw mechanic. ‘I was never much

Egood at the Irisk,.but I was a terror at the maths, espeaally
Fthe Euclid,” = - : : : »

i+ I:shivered as I ii?cened under the church wall. Nmeteen

thirty-three was the year beforé [lwasbom. . AR
. -“You were a topper, Johnny. You were a topper at .the

maths, 1 heard the Master’s voice. It was full of authority.
: He seémed to have no sense at all that he was in danger.

‘Tommy Morahan that went to England was the best of

" us all in that class,” another voice took up, a voice 1 wgsn t
able to recognize.

‘He wasn’t half as good as he imagined he was. He

suffered from a swelled head,” Johnny Connor said.

Ye were toppers, now. Ye were all toppers,’ the Master

said diplomatically.

i i de a great job of us,
‘One thing sure is that you ma c
Master. You were a powerful teacher. I remem?er to this day
ev ing you told us about the Orinoca River.

i le in
trouble. Ye had the brains. There are peop
this ‘Ita: ausf I:ll.‘l?lé country digging ditches who could have been
engul:eers or doctors or judges or philosctphers had they bﬂee::
given the opportunity. But the opportunity was }ackl?ng. t
was all that was lacking.’ The Master spoke again w1th grea
auﬂ‘l';rlli? ..s'ame again -all round, Charlie, a voice ordered.
*And a large brandy for the Master.’ S
A ‘S:ill,rfe kept Zailing, didn’t we, Master? That’s the main
thing. We kept sailing.’ o
§Ye had Ehe brains. The people in this part of the counl-ry
had powerful brains.’
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‘If you had to pick one thing, Master, what would. you
put those brains down to?" . SRR R

‘Will you hush now! The Sergeant wouldn’t even have to
be passing outside to hear. yous. Soon he'll be hearing yous
down in the barracks,” Charlie hissed.” = =i ! -

There; was a lull again in the voices in ‘which a-coin
seemed tojroll across the floor. - S

‘Well,! the people with the brains mostly stayed here.
They had ‘to. They had no choice. They didn’t go to the cities.
So the brains was passed on to the next generation. Then
there’s the trees. There’s the water. And we’re very high up
here. We're practically at the source of the Shannon. If [ had
to pick on one thing more than another, I'd put it down to
that. I'd attribute it to the high ground.’ :

o ~“BridgetO'Cornor """

“ " Postcards

And my mother does not sleep at all. And I do th -
know where my dad is. - -

E GET postcards but they are from different places and,
sometimes, different lands. It is all lands, there are no
people or farms or houses. It is scrubland and coloured hills.
There is a man somewhere, or a woman, and that is a job, to
paint light and cheer up the country. And some of them are
funny. There are blue trees and green skies and some of the
clouds have faces. So I think it is the boredom. They must
get carried away. And my. mother has a boxioad. To her they
are like love letters. I do not understand this. There is no love
there that I can see, I have three of my own. They .all say
‘Hope you're keeping well.” They arrive on my birthday. Not
a day early or a day late. On the right day. I suppose that
might be love but [ think it is good timing. Co
And 1 am the last one now. My sisters have gone and my
brother. They have gone Over There, across the water. My

‘mother says they could not wait to Get Out, to Get. Away.

She says not.to mind but I do. The house is very quiet.-And
in the post come cheques and money orders. My mother will
not cash them. And she tears them up into very tiny pieces.
She shakes when she does this and hides the pieces in a
drawer. ‘I would not give them the pleasure,’ she says, 1
would not.”1 would. I do not see where the pleasure lies but
I cannot say that. I cannot say very mugch to her. i

And they went away on boats and planes so I am the
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