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Switch to Pay As You Go 
Electricity – Now!

Smart control of your electricity.

prepaypower.ie
LINES OPEN
Mon - Fri 8am to 9pm | Sat 9am to 7pm | Sun 9am to 6pm

Click NowFreephone Now

ELECTRICITY BILLS

FREE YOURSELF
FROM HUGE

1800 989 551

Free Welcome 
Top Up
€5 credit to get you started!

Stay Free 
of Debt
No more bills!

Free 
Installation
No set up fees!*

*Terms and conditions incl. 12 month contract and charges apply and are subject to change. 

Dr Mark
Dooley
moral matters

mark.dooley@dailymail.ie

After 20  years 
I still think of 
her every day
E

very day, I think of 
her. Fleeting images of 
the years spent 
together at home, on 
the beach or in the 
country. We did not 

always get on, but even now, 
more than 20 years after her 
death, I still long to behold 
her again.

She was my maternal grandmother, 
a woman who passed her time dream-
ing of a life she could not have. Her 
father ran a stable yard in Co. Dublin, 
where he bred and trained horses for 
hunting and show jumping. Of his six 
children, only two took an active 
interest in the family business. 

My grandmother and her brother 
devoted every waking hour to those 
horses. When not schooling them at 
home, they were competing at gym-
khanas around the country.

even though it was predominantly 
a man’s sport, she broke the mould in 
being one of the first women to com-
pete in the rDS Main Arena during 
the Dublin Horse Show.

She met my grandfather and all 
that changed. He was a Dublin 
butcher who managed a shop on the 
outskirts of the city. It was there that 
she would spend the rest of her life.

It was not that she didn’t love her 
husband and four children. She did 
the very best she could for them with 
the limited means at her disposal. 
Still, she was never meant for a 
domestic life, longing always to be 
back outdoors. 

Being her first grandchild, we 
formed a special bond. There is not a 
single memory of my childhood from 
which she is absent. For this young 
boy, she was a constant source of 
comfort and safety. She hated cook-
ing and invariably burnt her morning 
toast. I know the smell of incinerated 
bread is not one relished by most. 
And yet, I cannot smell it now with-
out holding back a tear. 

Shortly after I was born, my grand-
mother took up a voluntary job in a 
local playground. each afternoon, she 
screened cartoons in the clubhouse, 
before marching the children outside 
for sports and games. At the end of 
the school year, she organised beach 
trips to Malahide and Portmarnock.

For that community, my grand-
mother became something of a saint. 
She arrived when they were bearing 
the brunt of recession. Known 
simply as ‘Sister’, she prevented 
many of their children from drifting 
into drugs or worse. 

She even took care of some of the 
community’s elderly citizens.

each evening, she would look in on 
Mrs Byrne, an old widow who always 
wore black and lived with a miming 

bird that flew freely around the 
house. Despite the fact that the bird 
did most of the talking, Mrs Byrne 
came to rely on my grandmother’s 
daily visits. 

On Saturdays, my grandmother 
would take me to town on the bus. 
After some afternoon shopping, we 
would head to the Pro Cathedral for 
Mass. It was then to Wynn’s Hotel on 
Abbey Street, where she would meet 
her sister for a drink. 

It was a simple life far from that 
which she had left behind. It was, 
however, one in which I played a 
prominent part. Wherever she went, 
and whatever she did, I was invaria-
bly at her side. 

At the age of ten, for example, she 
and my grandfather took me on a 
coach tour of Kerry.

Knowing I was interested in public 
speaking, she arranged with the 
coach driver to let me act as tour 
guide for the ring of Kerry. I could 
not have known it at the time, but 
what my grandmother did that day 
proved decisive for my future. 

The years passed and we drifted. As 
I made my way through school and 
university, tragedy took hold of her 
life. My grandfather suffered a mas-
sive stroke that left him speechless 
and paralysed. And then, while 
returning home one night, she was 
struck by a car. She would never walk 
properly again.

T
 
 
OWArDS the end of her 
life, we went out for a meal 
one New year’s eve. 
reminding me of the old 
days, it was a night I shall 

never forget. ‘We have had our ups 
and downs,’ she said, ‘but we have 
always been best friends.’ 

One year later, I sat eating burnt 
toast with my best friend. When she 
mistook the milk for butter, I realised 
something was wrong. Within months, 
she perished of brain cancer.

As she did not want to be ‘alone 
in the grave’, she requested that we 
cremate her. The following week, my 
dear old grandmother took her final 
journey. The woman who had held me 
so often, who had loved me even when 
I failed to love her, was now gently 
placed in my arms. 

Holding that precious urn, I realised 
that although we all turn to dust, 
dust is not what we are. Ash Wednes-
day reminds us of our mortality, and 
yet it also foreshadows the empty 
Tomb. It prefigures that moment 
when death finally loses its sting.

 My grandmother may be dead a 
long time, but she continues to live 
on in me every day. Having read 
this, I hope she continues to live on 
in you too.

Don’t Miss john waters’ provocative 
coluMn every week in


