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Brendan Behan was born in Dublin in 1923. He was sentenced to three years in Borstal in 1939 for his activities in the IRA.

He became a dominant literary figure almost overnight with the 1956 production of his play 'The Quare Fellow', based on his prison experiences. This recognition was reinforced by the success of Borstal Boy and his second play, "The Hostage'.

Brendan Behan described his recreations as 'drinking, talking, and swimming', but no factual description could do justice to his flamboyant, larger-than-life character. Generally regarded as irreverent and unpredictable if not actually dangerous, there was nonetheless no publicity which ever obscured his marked talents or his great understanding of human nature.

Brendan Behan died in 1964.
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A facsimile reproduction of Brendan Behan's
 
handwritten dedication, translated below

TO REA

without whose help this book

would not have been written until

at least 2000 A.D. — many years

after my death





PREFACE

by Rae Jeffs

IT was in the spring of 1957, seven years before his death, that I first met Brendan Behan. He had come to the London offices of Hutchinson, his publishers, to deliver the manuscript of Borstal Boy.

I knew little about him, except that he was the Irish author of an extremely good play, The Quare Fellow, and that he was the star of one of the most talked-about television interviews of 1956.

When I met him, he was standing next to a table, a formidable figure, with his unruly hair cascading over his forehead and his clothes arrayed around him in the best fashion they could without the help of the wearer. His wife, Beatrice, sat in the corner at his side, and I was at once struck by the deep unspoken understanding that obviously existed between them.

We were introduced—Brendan's introductions to the opposite sex could hardly be described as formal—and I was asked to give a précis of my life up to that very moment. He listened quietly and was genuinely interested—an essential facet of his character which he lost only a few months before his death— interrupting only when he felt I had glossed over an important detail. When he learned that I came from Sussex, he was obviously delighted. Apparently he had been extremely well treated in the short time he had spent in a Sussex prison, and as a result he had a warm regard for anyone coming from that county.

The introductions over, Brendan, whose thirst took small account of licensing hours, called for a drink. With vicarage garden-party decorum, I enquired whether it would be tea or coffee?

'Do you call that a drink?' he roared, interpolating a stream of unbridled anglo-saxon words which would not normally be heard in a publishers' office.

And so began the first of my many lessons in nonconformity. Somehow I managed to get hold of a bottle of whiskey, and I returned triumphantly to the office, as much exhilarated by my feat as was the man himself on getting it.

For the rest of the afternoon, I was entertained by numerous stories which were not altogether easy to follow for the uninitiated, for Brendan had a most captivating way of unexpectedly breaking into song. He had an unlimited repertoire of folksongs and Dublin ballads which he would sing enchantingly by the hour in a light lilting brogue.

Suddenly, without word of warning, as if on castors, he glided to the door, Beatrice followed, and off down the passage shouting, 'Slán leaf, to the wide-eyed astonishment of the passers-by. I raced after him as I remembered the precious manuscript, still not delivered, only to receive the casually imparted information that he had 'left it at the BBC and would 'go and get it'. I remember it was five-thirty by the clock in the street opposite, but the significance, in those early days, was lost on me. Some time later, I started out to look for him, but I did not have to go very far. I heard his voice coming from The George singing, somewhat more lustily than before, the same Dublin ballads.

Under the rumbustious bravado, Brendan was courteous, considerate and absurdly generous. Every person in the pub that evening was clustered round him as though drawn by a magnet, and it would have taken a bigger fool than myself not to discover the largeness of the heart that ticked behind the showman's mask. I had simply started out on a business mission, but in a matter of hours, I lived a lifetime. It was a most remarkable experience, and to those who poke the finger of scorn at objects of popular adulation, I can only say it was as though a five-hundred watt light had suddenly gone on. It wasn't necessarily that things were dull before, but that Brendan's presence produced an overwhelming current of electricity quite beyond the ordinary. He was not then a world-renowned figure, or the all-important copy for the morning's editions. He was a man being himself, more alive than the rest of us, and our batteries were charged with a vitality which, for me at any rate, changed the whole conception of life.

Throughout the following year, my connection with Brendan was mainly that of a public relations officer, and it was in this capacity that I began to pierce through his external ferocity, which is the life force of nearly all artists, and to discover the innocence, the tenderness and the sensitivity behind it.

Before any public appearance, he would assume a completely different personality. As we neared the television studios or the newspaper offices for an interview, I could almost see him building up the bricks of the wall that protected him from himself. Beads of perspiration would break out on his forehead, and he would be cruel, abusive and arrogant.

He knew he had to live up to his reputation as the tough I.R.A. rebel, the man who would assault not only others, but himself as well, rather than conform. He did not dare reveal that the ugliness of his experiences—death, bloodshed and prison routine—had not really touched the vital part of him. His essential being was strangely unaffected by the many painful events in his life, and this cloak of violence and abuse was necessary to hide his vulnerability. When the strain of impersonation became too much, a bout of drinking would follow—the best soporific of all. But when he realised this bulwark of self-protection was unnecessary, he became almost childlike in his frankness and candour.

With the publication of Borstal Boy in October 1958, Brendan's success was assured. My chief recollection of those days is the genuine pleasure which Brendan got from reading the reviews. It was almost as if he was no longer afraid to look in and recognise himself, and I think he was nearer at that time to establishing a real relationship with himself than he ever became again. Perhaps if he had managed it, the self-destructiveness that he carried within him would only have come to the surface spasmodically and certainly would not have killed him. I do not think that he wanted to die; only to stop living the life he had made for himself.

At any rate, at the time of which I am writing, he did not snatch for the whiskey bottle, nor impatiently throw the cuttings down, as I saw him do so many times afterwards. He sat in the chair quietly reading them, unafraid, and was both impressed and delighted with himself. Every now and again, he would point out a particularity good review and say, 'That's what so and so thinks of me,' and his head would lean a further two degrees towards his shoulder as the grin spread all over his face.

He was a natural writer—a fact he always accepted without any sense of conceit or shame. With the world-wide acclaim that greeted The Hostage, which had been produced by Theatre Workshop in the week preceding the publication of Borstal Boy, Brendan began to devote less of his time to writing. More and more did he set out to expose his spurious personality to the astonished public gaze, and while newspapers collected the valuable column inches, they somehow managed to convey, for the first time, that the end was as inevitable as the end of Dylan Thomas.

With Beatrice, always a patient and steadying influence, he stampeded through Paris, where The Hostage, chosen to represent Great Britain and later to win the award of best play of the year, was being presented at the Theatre des Nations Festival.

Still the column inches mounted with stories of boldness and flamboyance, and the hangers-on became more numerous, not so much on account of his undoubted talent, for which life meted out a cruel revenge, but because he was a character, a species of man distinctly rare.

Back in Dublin, it was hardly surprising that he found the city tedious and unconducive to work. Borstal Boy had been banned on account of the language, and if Dublin recognised his genius, like a mother with her child, she would not be a party to his extraordinary behaviour. Dublin knew her child— she had watched him grow up. Repeated demands from both publishers and agents to fulfill his contracts were ignored and, having an over-large conscience, when he saw the Hutchinson representative in the street he would quickly cross over to the other side.

Finally, I was asked to go over to Dublin and be, in Brendan's own words, his 'literary midwife.' Three weeks later I returned with Brendan Behan's Island and the slightly ravelled air of having myself been wound through the tape-recorder. Although the tapes were not captured entirely on soda-water, Brendan took an extremely professional and serious view of his work. With very little prompting from me and without ever hearing the tapes, he would talk into the machine from ten minutes to two hours each day. In the end, of the forty-two thousand words, only two thousand were discarded as repetitive.

This decision to extract from Brendan, on tape, his text for the book on Ireland, was to be the start of my unique association with him, and one which only ended with his death. Although, at the time, I was unaware that the diversion from my role as publicity manager would be more than a temporary one, I was obviously happy in the knowledge that he had assumed I was the natural choice for the assignment, and that, by the end of it, he seemed so delighted with the partnership.

Shortly afterwards, he came to London, and a drinking bout took place, terminating in hospital. For the following nine months, Brendan, perhaps too acutely aware of his instability and emotional problems, struggled successfully to resist the temptation of drink. A new seed of hope sprang up inside him, and he began writing again—a third play—without any help or instigation.

But it was not to last. In America, where he was lionised, he began to drink again, and although he made repeated attempts to stop, he was fighting a losing battle as his physical being and will-power weakened. Although ashamed, he was now forced to admit, albeit to himself, that he could no longer write without help, but as he knew that working was essential to him— the only force stronger than his desire for drink—he asked that I should join him in New York and help him write the second part of his autobiography.

Confessions of an Irish Rebel was recorded on tape by Brendan during his last visit to America, and then put to one side to enable Brendan Behan's New York to be published in the same year as the World Fair. As a result, at the time of his death, the transcript of the tapes had not been edited in their entirety, and I have been left with the monumental task of producing the finished manuscript without his help. This I have done to the best of my ability, with the aid of additional material which he wrote at different times and anecdotes which he told me and which I have reproduced as nearly as possible in his own words.

I am extremely grateful to those people who have helped me, and particularly to Beatrice, whose cooperation has been of great value.

I am not a writer, and make no pretence to being one. It has occurred to me, however, that this fact, far from being a deterrent, has helped me considerably. Through the years of working in close collaboration with Brendan, I have been unhampered in remembering how he spoke by the interference of a style of my own. This does not mean, of course, that I have been able to emulate completely his inimitable style. There can only ever be one Brendan Behan. If I have been successful in producing only one small particle of his talent, I am more than satisfied. A faded print is better than none at all.

One final word. I think it is significant that never at any time did I have to ask Brendan for work; he would always ask me. And although the taping of Brendan Behan's New York was accomplished in less than four months before his death, when he was already a sick and dying man, he was the initiator of every recording session and obtained as much pleasure from it as life still held for him.

Perhaps nothing does greater credit to the magnitude of the man than that he chose to work with a person of totally opposing beliefs and politics, and who came from a country which he had fought against bitterly—both physically and mentally—at no small cost to himself.

Brendan never forgave my being English. In the final reckoning, he was too big a person to notice it.

UCKFIELD, SUSSEX






'YOU'RE for the Governor in the morning,' said this dreary red-headed little Welsh Methodist bastard of a screw.

'Thanks for telling me,' said I, in an almost English accent, as sarcastically as I politely could, 'but I'm not for 'im in the morning or any other bloody time, you little Welsh puff.'

'Bee-hann,' he screams, 'get in that cell.'

I had been in this Borstal Institution in England for I.R.A. activities for close on two years, and my treatment there, for which I have nothing but praise, had made me kind of cocky and sure of myself.

The lads stood by, looking at me with a fearful joy as I grinned and went in the cell.

In the morning I was opened up and slopped out as usual and then another Welsh orderly, not the ginger-headed Judas of the previous evening, brought me my breakfast and told me the incredible news.

'You're going out today, Paddy. We've known it all week, but we wanted to keep it as a surprise for you so we could give you a proper cheer-off.'

Jesus, Joseph and Mary, Mother of God, I said in my mind, this is indeed a day for singing, but I would have liked to celebrate it in a more Christian fashion than drinking tea.

As we walked along the bare but friendly corridors to the Governor's office, I could not help wishing that it was my old Governor, C. A. Joyce, who would be shaking my hand, but he had been replaced recently by a new man, not a bad one at that, but in my opinion not so imaginative as Joyce, or his wife, who was a painter and a good one.

Afterwards, Joyce was to write to me, but he never wrote to me after he read Borstal Boy, although he wrote about me in a book called By Courtesy of the Criminal.1 I suspect he thought the language was too lurid.

I was put in the Governor's office and I stood to attention and said:

'Behan, Brendan Francis, 3501537662.'

The new Governor of His Majesty's Borstal Institution of the Day, as he elected to call it, shook my hand.

'From the Sunday Telegraph, March 29th, 1964.

Sir—Much has been written of Brendan Behan, his genius and his addiction to alcohol in particular—but as the governor of a Borstal Institution I had him in my charge and saw another side of his character that was positive and creditable. (Of course, I always saw the good in criminals and tried to use that positively.)

Would you be surprised to know that he was an intensely religious boy? He came to me as a member of the I.R.A. and as such was excommunicated. It worried him a great deal. He said to me one day: 'You must understand, sir, that the freedom of Ireland is me second religion. I was bred to believe in and work for it.' But very often he would come and say: 'Governor, couldn't you persuade the Father to let me go to Mass for I feel all lost without its consolation?'

I did ask the priest and he explained, so I told Brendan and he was very sad. Then I said: 'Listen, son. I'm not a Roman Catholic but I'd like to go to Mass with you. We'll sit together and I can't receive it for one reason and you for another but I shall say my prayers to the same God as you will.'

Sometimes we'd go into the R.C. chapel and I'd play the organ and we sang 'I'll Sing a Hymn to Mary' and 'Sweet Sacrament Divine' and he would talk about his mother. Then came the day when I was asked to report on his fitness for discharge. Now I wouldn't subject my countrymen to violence so I said: 'Brendan, I can't recommend your discharge unless you promise you won't go back trying to kill my countrymen when you know that we are already fighting one enemy. Do you see?'

The humour and wit of his character came up forthwith: 'Sure,' he said, 'I'll promise not to do anything until we've done with this bastard Hitler and after that I can always consider it again, can't I?'

He never lost touch with me over the years—often by telephone at 1 a.m., but never mind. You may think of him as the genius and the drunkard, but I remember him as a boy of 19 who wanted to serve God and who loved his mother and his country.

C. A. JOYCE,

Public Relations Office,
 
The Rainer Foundation,
 
Ryde, I.O.W.

The above letter is reproduced by kind permission of Mr. Joyce — R.J.

'Behan, you're being released this morning.'

'Thank you Sir,' I replied.

And he took me into an adjoining room where, together with another man, I saw my old friend Sergeant Sharpe of the Liverpool C.I.D.

'Hello, Brendan,' he said. 'It's come at last. At least they've made quite a man of you. When I pinched you in Liverpool, you were a skinny kid. Now, you're a fine man.'

'That, sergeant,' says I, 'is due to our vitaminised bread.'

So his colleague grunted, who was a young man of about twenty-three.

'Oh, you get vitaminised bread here, do you, while the people outside are starving. And some of the troops are not getting such good treatment as you fellows are.'

'For your information,' I answered, 'about twenty-five per cent of the population, of what you would call the criminal population, of this Institution fought on the beaches of France, more particularly at Dunkirk. I'm not aware that you ever did anything like that.'

'No,' he said, in his arrogant limey way, 'nor neither did you.'

'I never claimed to be an Englishman,' said I. 'I'm an Irish Republican.'

And I swear I would have knocked the fughing be-Jesus out of him had not Sergeant Sharpe intervened as he had on a previous occasion when I was first arrested in Liverpool in 1939. He had led the raid that had put me in this kip, and had stopped some of the younger, more enthusiastic members of the Force from doing a job on me and he had treated me rather like a father does a foolish child.

'Now take it easy Brendan. You're all right. You're going to get a nice little trip out of this.'

I was about to answer but he held up his hand in protest. 'Don't speak to me about these things, Brendan. I was on the Somme.'

'No doubt you were, Sergeant,' I said, 'and I'm sure you gave a good account of yourself.'

'Now I've a little document I've got to read to you.'

So he said—and it's a pity you can't hear my imitation of a Liverpool accent because I happen to be rather good at it.

'Prevention of Violence, Temporary Provisions Act 1939. To Brendan Behan: Take notice that His Majesty's Secretary of State for Home Affairs has made an order requiring you to leave Great Britain forthwith until further notice of this order has been made, by reason of your instigation or preparation of acts of violence in Great Britain designed to influence goverment policy or public opinion with respect to Irish affairs.'

'Hear, hear,' I said.

'Shut up, you little bastard,' the Sergeant replied. 'I haven't finished reading it.'

'Go ahead,' I said, 'I'm listening.'

'Section 1 (2) of the Act empowers the Secretary of State to make an expulsion order if he is reasonably satisfied that a person is concerned in the preparation or instigation of acts of violence as described above, and that he is not a person who has been ordinarily resident in Great Britain throughout the last twenty years, or in the case of a person under the age of twenty years, throughout his life.

'If you object that there are no grounds, or no sufficient grounds for the making of the Expulsion Order against you, you may within forty-eight hours of the service of this Notice upon you send representations in writing to the Secretary of State stating the reason for your objection. If you make such representation, you will be detained in custody pending the reconsideration and disposal of your case.

'If you do not make representations within forty-eight hours of the service of this Notice upon you, you will as soon as may be thereafter be placed on board a ship about to leave Great Britain.'

Then he repeated: 'So take notice that you will be placed aboard a ship about to leave Great Britain . . .'

'Twice,' I said with a grin.

'Shut up, you little git. Within forty-eight hours. Now,' said the Sergeant, 'do you accept service of this Order?'

'I most certainly do,' I answered.

He put his arm around me, smiling gently as he did so.

'In next to no time, we'll have you as smart as paint so that even your mother won't know you after this long time. Run up to the Part-Worn stores and fix yourself up with some decent clothes for the trip.'

As I faced the officer-in-charge of the store, I had the inclination for the last time to stand to the mat, state my registered number, name, age and religious denomination, but he was a good man and was only doing his job like the rest of them. He looked every inch the Englishman and I felt he would ride a horse if he had one.

'Paddy,' he said, 'we're not going to give you an ordinary discharge suit. We couldn't get your measure in time. This came on us all of a sudden. The Home Secretary seems to have made up his mind very fast. We're going to give you a sports coat and flannels and a couple of shirts, some ties, shoes and socks.'

I went up and for the first time in over two years I put on long trousers. They felt very awkward as if I was wearing two blankets round my legs, but smart enough I'm sure. The only trouble was that the flannels were a bit tight and I had it in mind that I might come in them. Certainly the Borstal boy assisting the Part-Worn screw had seemed a bit anxious about it.

On my way back to the Governor's office, I met some of my old chinas, and I felt a kind of sadness that I would no longer rib them, nor they me, as we had done over so many months.

For a moment we were all united in our sadness, and then I left.

The Governor was waiting for me and I asked him if I could say goodbye to a few special friends and in particular to the Matron, whom I still picture today as the eternal creator of half-knitted socks.

But he was adamant. 'I'm afraid not,' he said. 'You'll only say goodbye to me.'

And Sergeant Sharpe, who was to be my escort, coughed fiercely in the doorway to give me the nod to mind what I was about.

'Goodbye,' I said civilly enough, 'and a soldier's farewell to you.'

He shook my hand again.

'Thank you, Behan. That's very kind of you.'

Being Anglo-Indian, he didn't understand that this meant: 'Hello, how are you and fugh you,' but Sergeant Sharpe understood and he laughed heartily when we came out the door. We went down the steps into the car and I just caught a glimpse out of the corner of my eye of Matron frantically waving a half-knitted sock at me. It wasn't a bad picture, at that, to carry away with me.

The only other person who saw me going off was an agricultural officer, a cockney who was called, for some strange reason, Pony Moore. He waved his hand at me.

'Good luck, Paddy.'

'Good luck, Pony,' and then I remembered that the Governor would be listening so I shouted 'Goodbye Mr. Moore,' very respectfully, because you were not supposed to call officers by their Christian names, first names or nicknames.

This was the last I saw of Borstal.

The fresh cold wind that was blowing as we left turned into a blizzard as we stood on Woodbridge station waiting to get on the train for London. I don't know why it is, but whoever designs these stations should be made by law to stand on them on cold wintry mornings so that they get the full benefit of their own cleverality.

I reflected on the excellence of my condition.

'The wicked,' I thought happily, 'prosper in a wicked world.'

But my good humour changed, for didn't I have to share a carriage with some half-idiot from East Jesus Kansas or Balham's Ass or some such, who was giving out the pay about the hardships endured by the British. I could have told him about the hardships of his compatriots back in the Institution, but with Sergeant Sharpe listening I didn't like to push my luck. Instead I sat back in the corner of the carriage putting the day through my thoughts. It was all very good.

When we reached Euston there was an air raid. I had heard the sirens many times back in Borstal and seen the planes, but somehow this was different and I was strangely afraid. I had been at Euston Station before on my way to Feltham Boys' Prison and the architecture wasn't exactly conducive to confidence with all that glass overhead. And I'd learnt about building, all my people being in that industry, so I knew what to expect when the big bang came.

But all the people I saw had the appearance of hard work and walked methodically, saving their energy for the crucial moment. I gave a good imitation, I think.

'Come on,' said Sharpe, 'look alive there. You know I'm supposed to put the handcuffs on you.'

'Oh,' I said, 'put them on if you like.'

The sergeant grinned. 'I don't think you're worth it. Instead, we'll go and find something to eat.'

'How about something to drink?'

'Well,' he said, 'we may see about that too.'

So we went into the station restaurant and we ate a large feed, and being eighteen years old I was able to do the meal more than justice because, by God, it was a terrible meal. It finished up with a thing called Victory Duff which was the most awful muck. I think Hitler must have sent it to the English. But, however, they were surrounded by U-boats at the time and they were doing the best they could under difficult circumstances.

After the meal we made an odd adjournment here and there and, having plenty of the right stuff inside us, we caught the train for Liverpool.

I struck out a bar of a song and withdrew it immediately. Sitting opposite me was a red-faced man with an ugly strong face, and he was caressing not one bottle of malt but two.

I nudged the sergeant.

'Get an eyeful of that,' I whispered. 'How about you and me getting in on the act ? And furthermore,' says I, 'I'll mark your card for you. I see by the label on the case that he's a cop and even if I've nothing in common with this whore's melt, I'm not beyond hunker-sliding to screw-bastards when it suits me.'

'O.K. Brendan,' he replied. 'Go ahead and see what you can do.'

In the matter of alcohol, principles are few so I got up and stretched myself lazily and eased myself down in the spare seat next door to my new-found friend. We got into conversation easily about the price of things, the black-out, racetracks and greyhound tracks, women and the looks of girls in Liverpool. I told him I was on my way to Liverpool with my uncle, pointing to Sergeant Sharpe as I did so, to join the Navy.

Being a particularly thick cop, he didn't ask why I didn't join the Navy in London. I will in my bollocks, I thought to myself.

'Oh,' he said, 'with your uncle, is that right?'

'Yes,' I replied. 'Actually, to tell the truth, I'm only telling you confidentially, for you seem a respectable man, my uncle is a detective officer.' And I raised my eyes as I spoke as though butter wouldn't ever melt in my mouth.

'Jesus, that's a funny thing. I'm a Jack myself,' he said.

And hypocrite that I am, I even looked surprised.

'Ask your uncle, would he care for a drink with me?'

I leaned over to Sharpe and gave him the wink as I spoke. 'Uncle Hughie, I was telling this bloke we're going up for me to join the Navy in Liverpool.'

The other old one interrupted. 'Good luck to you lad,' and to Sharpe, 'Would you like a drop of Scotch with me? We're in the same line of business I understand from your nephew here. It calls for a celebration.'

'Certainly,' said Sharpe. 'Actually I'm a Sergeant in the Liverpool C.I.D.'

'Very pleased to meet you,' said the other guy. 'I'm with the Blackpool C.I.D.' And he turned lovingly to me and I was grateful for the growing dusk so he couldn't see the shame in my eyes as he said: 'So this young man is going away to fight for King and Country. I think we should give him a drink too.'

'Well,' said Sharpe, 'I know he'd be able for it.'

We all drank and smoked merrily into the dark. There was a blue pilot light at the top of the carriage and I could just see the outlines of the face of the Blackpool cop drawing with great pleasure on his cigarette.

After a little while I got a bit tired but I wanted to piss and I knew I would not be allowed to walk along the corridor alone. I equally did not want to spoil our story at this stage of the game even though we had had the message. All the same I badly wanted one and Sharpe must have sensed it for he said, 'Want a walk, Paddy?' and he got up and took me to the toilet.

'You first,' I said, 'age before ignorance,' although by this time I was breaking my neck.

Sharpe made way for me at the door. 'Right there, Brendan,' he said, 'in you go and no funny business trying to jump out of the window and scarper.'

I was grateful to him and left the door open, or rather slightly open so he would understand, and when I came out we walked slowly with a great peace back to the carriage.

I looked at them both and thought that in a way they would have made good drinking companions in any other walk of life and reflected with sadness on the change that must come over them when they were on a job. I am not fond of police anywhere.

At Liverpool we were supposed to go straight to the jail, where I was to be kept for the night to wait to go to the boat— not at Liverpool for some reason but at Holyhead—in the morning. But we called in to pay our respects to the local publicans on the way, and never being one to miss whatever drop might be stirring, I got so fughing drunk that they wouldn't let me into the prison. That's the first time I was ever refused admittance to the nick.

'What do you want me to do with him?' remarked Sharpe sarcastically. 'Register him at the Adelphi Hotel?' Which is about the largest and smartest hotel in Liverpool and is frequented by all the racegoers to Aintree—a four star kip, whatever that means.

Sharpe then handed the station sergeant my deportation papers and after a whispered conversation I was taken in. I waved goodbye to Sharpe and he told me he would see me in the morning, and I was escorted along a dark corridor by the station sergeant and a screw—a Scottish bastard—and down a flight of stairs to an open door.

Being in the humour, I sang them a few bars of the songs about the Invincibles and was just about to break into the sad but lovely Kevin Barry when the Scottish screw said:

'Shut up, you sloppy Irish mick, and get in the cell. And if I hear any more of your bloody row in the night, I'll come down personally and attend to the matter myself.'

They banged out the door and I could hear their footsteps retreating in the distance.

I looked round the room. Bare concrete walls and floor again and the same wooden bench for a bed and a pillow of the same material. I coiled myself up, put my jacket behind my head, pulled the coarse blankets over me, contemplated committing a mortal sin, realised I was too drunk and fell into a deep sleep.

Waking, I didn't wonder where I was. There were noises of key-jangling and slopping out. A face looked in the spy-hole. I knew him, and I'd know the tenth generation of him for he was a miserable whore's get of a screw whom I'd known from two years previously.

He turned the key in the lock and stood facing me. 'Come on Bee-hann. Down to the wash-house. You're going home. If I had my way, I would do in the lot of you I.R.A. men.'

'You did your best in the Troubles,' I replied. 'But I've a better home to go to than you have, be Jaysus.'

Jesus look down on you, I said in my own mind, if I ever get you in a place where I can give you a kick in the bollocks, but I said nothing more. I had a hang-over this high. As high as St. George's Hall or the Liver Building in Liverpool.

He took me to the day-room, where Sergeant Sharpe was waiting and I was given back my cigarettes and matches which had been lifted from me the night before. Apologetically, Sharpe put the handcuffs on me, for the sake of propriety, he whispered, and we caught the train to Holyhead.

As soon as we arrived, he let me off the hook and introduced me to a lot of cops and we began discussing rugby football— a favourite pastime of mine—in the bar of the Ship Hotel. We had so many glasses of chat that these cops were nearly getting sacked, because they could have been letting tribes of Nazis into the bloody place for all they cared by the time they'd got a few stiffeners into themselves and us. And we had plenty of Scotch because they were well in with the stewards of the place.

I was the last up the gangplank, roaring and singing and I fell in with a whole crowd of Irishmen. They were curious to know why I was the last on board.

'Because,' says I, 'I'm a deportee. I've just served a sentence of nearly three years in England.'

'Oh, Jesus,' said a well-dressed man of about thirty-six in a Cork accent, 'that must have been terrible.'

'Well,' I answered truthfully, 'it was mixed-middling. At the beginning it wasn't so hot, but after that I was better treated than I ever was in my life before.'

So some of them liked this, but more of them didn't. But they all agreed that I was a hero and a patriot and threw buckets of drink into me. And we arrived at Dún Laoire, commonly known as Dunleary, but known to some as Kingstown, and it was good to see the waves lash up and over the East Pier on this wintry morning. The sun was in mind to come out but having a look at the weather it was in lost heart and went back again. Through the haze I could not see 'the fair hills of Holy Ireland' but I could smell the tang of generations of me and I choked back the tears that were now pressing and anxious to be free. All the familiar landmarks were there as if I'd never left them and I had them all counted in my mind as surely as if they were paraded in front of me.

'Where is your travel permit?' said an immigration man.

'Here it is,' I said, handing him my deportation order.

'What in the name of Jesus is that?'

'That's the only kind of travel permit I have got, you good for nothing civil servant bastard.'

He read it, looked at it and handed it back to me.

'Are you Irish?'

'No' I said, 'as a matter of a fact, I'm a Yemenite Arab.'

Two detectives came forward who were evidently there to meet me.

'Apparently he is Brendan Behan,' they said.

The immigration officer shook my hand and his hard face softened.

'Céad mile fáilte romhat abhaile.' (A hundred thousand welcomes home to you.)

I could not answer. There are no words and it would be impertinence to try. I walked down the gangway. I was free.
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