
IRISH EPISODE 

Excerpt 

 

 

 The new green ’72 Volkswagen swung around and around O'Connell Street in the rainy 

twilight.  A small green speck on the river of traffic circling Dublin's main square, it bounced 

and jostled its way toward the parking island in the center. 

 Autos of every size and description crammed the parking island.  Bicycles and 

motorbikes filled the small spaces between cars.  The Volkswagen never quite landed on the 

island, so it floated through the jetsam again. 

 Every time the directions of the traffic garda forced it to a stop, its driver swore with the 

manner of a man accustomed to profanity and anger. 

 "God damn it.  Why can't these stupid Irish put in traffic signals like the rest of the 

world?  President Nixon needs to send some advisors over here to straighten things out.  Teach 

them how to build a decent parking lot downtown.  Son of a bitch!" 

 Each time the driver swore, his companion rolled her eyes and snapped her chewing 

gum.  "Pooooor baby," said the woman. 

 "Must you crack that gum, Carol?" the driver demanded.  "You know it irritates me." 

 "Yes," she answered both statements.  Satisfied with her show of independence, for her 

frustration with her method of travel was growing, she shoved the wad into the ashtray, then 

pressed her face against the car window. 

 With one mauve-tipped finger Carol traced the glistening path of a raindrop down the 

glass.  "How much longer are we going to circle this block?" she asked with mild indifference. 



 Tom Addison, for that was the man's name, clenched his teeth.  "I will circle this street 

until I find a parking place." 

 "I don’t want to get into a brawl with you, but we’ve been driving for at least half an 

hour.  I feel I know that policeman personally," said Carol, waving to the policeman as the 

Volkswagen passed him again.  He waved two fingers back.  "We could have parked three 

blocks away, when we first came downtown, and been in the movie already." 

 "I realize that.  I am not about to walk three blocks in the pouring rain."  His voice 

dropped.   

 A danger signal.  Carol guessed Tom’s temper was smoldering, a lit fuse that could lead 

to an inferno.  She decided to test him by sighing mournfully.  "I now must point out to you that 

the movie started five minutes ago.  The rules here prohibit admitting us after the beginning of 

the show." 

 The Volkswagen jumped, the woman's head snapped back, the tires squealed.  The car 

made an abrupt turn off O'Connell Street and raced down to Merrion Row.  Outside 

O'Donoghue's pub it came to a halt.  Fortunately a parking space was empty, or the man would 

have abandoned his car on the street.  

 Tom leaped out of the driver's seat, kicked the door shut with one long, skinny leg, and 

bounded into the pub.  Carol followed more slowly, as the one who knows she is right is entitled 

to do. 

 She paused at the doorway of the pub.  The bright lights were eye-blinking.  A gigantic 

mirror hanging behind the bar doubled the number of people crowding the front room. 

 The bartender, a big, beefy fellow in white shirt with sleeves rolled up, flung foaming 

mugs of dark Guinness down the counter to the waiter who was bawling out additional orders 



faster than the bartender could fill them.  Male customers leaned against the bar and stared at 

themselves in the mirror.  People shouting in every imaginable accent of the English language 

packed the rest of the room.  A large sign posted next to the doorway commanded, "No 

rucksacks here." 

 Carol was in no hurry.  She studied the room for a sign of Tom.  As she looked, the men 

in the room looked back at her.  Some of them looked straight at her--those were the English and 

the Americans.  Some looked at her from the mirror or from the corners of their eyes--those were 

the Irish.  Tom must be in the back room, she thought, although why she cared to maintain a 

cordial relationship with him when she’d come to know the inner man, she couldn’t for the life 

of her figure out. 

 She made her way through close-squeezed bodies to the darker room at the rear.  There 

he was, sitting at a bench by the wall, staring into his glass of beer.  Across the table was an 

empty seat.  It must have been vacant accidentally.  Tom never would have saved a seat for her 

in the mood he was in. 

 Carol sat down as the waiter approached.  She tapped Tom's leg with her foot but got no 

response.  "A glass of light," she said to the waiter and gave him a big smile.  "Thanks for the 

drink," she murmured to Tom. 

 "Shut up, bitch," he replied loudly. 

 Carol's neighbor turned in surprise.  Carol assumed a smile so stiff, her lips barely 

curved.   

 "Trying to get a little action going?" said Tom, again in a loud voice.  The man next to 

Carol again swung in astonishment. 

 "Please keep your voice down," muttered Carol. “You’re embarrassing me.”   



 Tom drained his glass.  This time when the waiter approached, Tom ordered several 

pints, all for himself.  Carol sighed.  They were heading rapidly for what had become a standard 

response when Tom was drinking:  a shouted tirade, threats, tussling over the car keys, a drive to 

the hotel, then, thankfully, peaceful unconsciousness. 

 Emboldened either by Carol's blond hair or the table between himself and Tom, Carol's 

neighbor murmured, "Is he often like this?" 

 "Not too often," replied Carol.  "Just when he's on a binge.  Two or three times a week." 

 Carol's neighbor understood.  "My mum had to put up with the same from my da." 

 "Oh, we're not married," said Carol.  "Just traveling together."  She noticed the slight 

shock in her neighbor's face.  He must be Irish, she thought.  Especially with those blue eyes. 

 Tom overheard her last remark.  "We're not traveling together for long," he said.  "I 

can't take any more of your crap." 

 Carol winced.  Her neighbor quickly defended her.  "Let's not have any more of that," 

he said.  "Leave her be." 

 "Ha!  I learned all I know from her.  She has the foulest mouth in the world."  Tom 

slammed another empty glass down on the table.  "Look at her now.  Look at her playing up to 

you.  The Little Miss Innocent act.  Bitch." 

 Carol’s neighbor hastily said, "Let's not get in a fuss here." 

 "Who asked you to butt in?" shouted Tom.  "If you're so concerned, you can have her.  

She's a pain in the ass."  With that he picked up a full glass of beer and threw it toward Carol.  It 

spewed over the table, pooled around other glasses, and dripped slowly down the front of Carol's 

dress.  Tom didn't wait to see what damage he'd caused.  He jumped up and stomped out of the 

room. 



 "Unfortunately, he’ll probably be back,” Carol confided to her neighbor as she brushed 

the liquid from her front..  

 "And if he doesn't return?" 

 "I’ve been trying to figure out how to split with him without a major scene.  Maybe 

he’ll take care of the problem." 

 She'd planned this trip with Tom not only for a welcome break from her high-stress job 

but also to test their relationship, which once upon a time seemed headed toward an engagement.  

No longer.  Tom's insistence on setting the rules bordered on the maniacal.  He'd shouted and 

pouted his way across England for two weeks.  They had fought over when to eat and sleep, even 

where to go to the bathroom.  She stayed with him only because he was male and had a car.  

Carol found neither reason compelling now.  Although she realized if Tom abandoned her, she’d 

have a different problem.  Where to go.  Maybe her new acquaintance offered a refuge. 

 Carol's neighbor pondered her last statement while Carol daintily sipped her beer.  He's 

wondering what to do with me, she thought. 

 "You're American," he finally said, as if this explained everything. 

 "Yes.  And you're Irish." 

 "May I buy you a drink?" 

 "You'll have to if you want me to stay.  I don't have enough money for more." 

 He signaled to the waiter, "Give us another," for two pints.  As the waiter set the 

foaming glasses on the table, Carol studied her new friend.  She liked his self-confidence, the 

way he had leapt in to defend her.  She liked his shaggy brown hair, like a sheepdog. 

 Tom had hair like that, but he didn't have this man's air.  This man was big as well as 

tall.  Yet his hands moved delicately; he pushed the beer to Carol with a light touch.  When he 



watched Carol, his eyes looked directly at her, as if he carried his soul unafraid, close to the 

surface of his mind. 

 He smiled down at her.  She smiled back.  "Thank you. . ." 

 "James Kevin Flarity." 

 "Thank you, James Kevin Flarity.  By the way, my name is Carol Donner." 

 "You're quite welcome, Miss Donner." 

 Someone in the corner began to hum a song.  The tune circled the room, weaving 

singers and words moment by moment.  Carol knew the song, a folk tune popular several years 

before.  James threw back his head and sang, too.  His was a rich baritone, adding depth and 

feeling to the chorus.  He sang with his eyes closed, seeing something the others had missed. 

 The song ended, and he shook his head and opened his eyes. 

 "You should be a singer, James Flarity," said Carol. 

 "I hope so," he replied.  "It is what I claim to be.  Out of work, though." 

 A scuffle in the doorway interrupted.  Turning, Carol saw Tom enter carrying her 

suitcase and tote bag.  He banged the luggage into shins and knees, leaving a path of bruises and 

outraged looks and exclamations behind him.  "Watch it."  "Take care."  He reached the table 

and threw the bags on it in the pool of beer.  Drops of liquid splattered surrounding people. 

 "There," Tom panted.  "I told you we weren't traveling together for long."  His relief at 

shedding his travel companion was obvious.  "Good luck on your future adventures (to Carol).  

And good luck to you, too, sucker (to James).  You'll need it."  Before either could respond, Tom 

marched out grinning. 

 Carol and James stared after him.  "What may a sucker be?" asked James without 

removing his eyes from Tom's retreating back. 



 "Someone being played for a fool." 

 "Meaning me?" 

 "Meaning you." 

 "That's strange.  I don't feel a fool."  He turned to Carol.  "What will you do now?  Do 

you have money for a hotel?" 

 Carol thought.  She had travelers' checks in her suitcase.  But it might be more fun to 

see what would happen with the Irishman.  "No, I don't." 

 Neither the truth nor a lie.  There was no response.  She probed carefully, mustn't make 

it too obvious.  "I guess I can stay here until they close.  When's that?  Eleven?"  A deep sigh 

from her.  "Then maybe I can sit in the train station until American Express opens." 

 The silence between them grew until Carol wriggled in her damp chair.  Why didn't he 

say anything?  Was he waiting for a blatant invitation?  Was he gay? 

 Flarity drank his beer.  He sipped slowly, stared at Carol, savoring the drink and the 

woman's face.  He crossed his outstretched legs, leaned back in his chair.  His eyelids dropped as 

if he were about to go to sleep. 

 "Well?" demanded Carol.  "What do you think?  "What are you thinking?" 

 His eyes were now completely closed.  "I was wondering," he said dreamily, "how I 

could spirit you past the landlady." 

 "I'm sure you'll manage beautifully," said Carol. 

 


