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me on track until the last line was written. Brains are intriguing
sources of information. Yet, they are creatures in their own right.
He spent his time redirecting the paths this brain tended to create
on its own.
In addition, within these lines are an incredible amount of
knowledge and growth as a human being that would never have
happened without the years I spent with some fabulous students.
There are so many, it is not possible to list everyone. So, I will place
my deepest thoughts and knowledge in the fact that I would not
be who I am today without the students who taught me what life
could really be like. I will focus all that on my very last student
and thank Dimas Pena for sharing his world with me. If only such
powerful recourse could be reciprocated, my best.1
At my core are the Casey’s, my mother’s family. Possibly
from birth, I knew that I was a mutt, but only the Irish piece would
show through. It is not just in clarity through which we have all
managed to twist our lives, languages, and the particular way
we tend to see and explain away the answers about the worlds
around us, it is how we continue reproduce it.
Our families are large, go on forever. Every year someone
is born. Every year someone dies. I finally convinced myself last
year that there is no way to stop these things when we have so
many children.
Last year there was another death, Colleen Casey. She was
my mother’s cousin. However, Colleen was my age. Her father
Uncle Jimmy was my grandfather’s brother. Colleen’s Mass card
is next to my computer. I used to look at it every day. There is a
lot to remember in a life that is so close to yours that disappears
so immediately.
The completion of these last lines lies with her and that
knowledge in mind. The Mass card is the better half of an old
Irish saying.2 It reads, “Until we meet again, may God keep you
in the hallow of his hand.”
Lastly, Darya, thank you for you enduring patience,
explanations on the workings of language, and how a person can
really use punctuation. Who knew? You are awesome.
1
2

For all my students at West Side High School: you qualify! Keep going!
The latter ending: “… before the devil knows you’re there.”
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Chapter One

G

hosts3 of unimaginable secrets crept across my breath
that night. They stirred my dreams into a memory; a
memory that did not belong to me, but was given to me
and haunted me since birth. It was a story I had known from
beginning to end in certain times. It had just been waiting for the
precise time to make its move.
^]
By the end of this morning, I would know I was in Nana’s
house, in her bed. I had been here before many times. Ma crawled
across this same bed when she was a baby. Now many summers
later since either of us had been small enough to manage the
waddle across the small width of the mattress, I was here again.
This time without my mother, but still as it was before and would
be again, in the room alone stood perched on top of the house, its
only second story. The sun would slide up through the hills and
show the darkened corners of the minute room before it spread
any of its rays to the rest of the house.
These things would happen, as I got older. Thoughts, sounds,
faces and stories settled in my head and in my dreams that were not
mine. These dreams found spaces in my head that would separate and
settle throughout my whole body and put me out of place and time. They
would grow larger, occupy more space inside me and haunt me for days;
I would not really know where I was or sometimes whom I was.
3

Yeats, Page 140: Ghosts/tais live in the middle life. When a soul has left its
body, the fairies most likely draw it away. Those tais, lost to the world are
snapped up evil spirits. Still, some souls elude the fairies. Weak souls of children are in special danger.
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During the course of a night, I might lose that feeling of being
connected to the bedroom or there might be a vision where I would be in
pursuit of a hint that would solve the equation crackling in my head and
when I would wake up, that was all gone. Most of the time when this
was happening, I was too young to control these movements of worlds
sparking alive inside my brain. These shifts and growth of the spaces
in my head grew as I grew older. It was a painful growth I could not
understand or control.
But that specific morning, I was fifteen. I was crawling into
the worlds my mother made for me. Each different world was
settling into one that I was waking into. That particular morning
I was in Ireland, my birthplace and my mother’s, but I had not
grown up here. My world was on Spring Street, not far from
world’s best pickles and just on the edge of Chinatown, the Lower
East Side of New York City. It wasn’t the Ireland Ma nabbed me
out of when I was no more than a mouse and it wasn’t this world
that was trying endlessly to create itself in my head.
Worse yet was that other world of dreams that sometimes
crept into the corners of my thoughts and my sleep had found
its way quite promptly to my side even in Ireland. I had tried
to make a quick break on Spring Street and obviously it did too.
It belonged in neither place. I was sure of it. Did it think it was
going to make a permanent home in my head? Frankly, I wished
it would go back to the magh-meala4.
As I blinked slowly into the morning, I knew again they had
found me. The hope for escape when the air ticket popped into
my hands just as quickly poofed out of them like smoke. I was
damned. We were like Popsicle sticks and Super Glue. Damn.
That windowless world of dream-sleep was not my world
in anyway shape or form. I didn’t want it. I didn’t know why I
was the one that was cursed with it. Someone threw that curse at
me long ago. I remember the dreams going on since I was small.
Yep, that was a decision made long ago, one that always belonged
to that other girl; no one I knew. I had only seen the splashing
glimpses of her long white hair in my daydreams or the pure
4

Rolleston, T.W. Celtic Myths and Legends. Dover Publications, New York, 1990,
Page 27 This is the Celtic place name for the Plain of Honey and a Gaelic name
for Fairyland, specifically for Novio-magus.
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white skin that rose strong against those around her deep in my
dreams. It had nothing to do with me.
This delusion all dressed in her whiteness had followed me
across the Atlantic, back and forth my whole life from County
Cork to the Lower East Side, Ireland to New York City demanding
my eyes and ears. That girl wanted to make sure I saw everything
that she saw. Sometimes I thought over the years I had seen it all.
Other times I knew I just hadn’t seen enough. Really I had no clue
what was going on.
There was always more to see when I was older. The
pictures she showed me became clearer. Unfortunately, for me
these moments would happen at bad times. My belongings and
engagements would be suddenly missing and then would rise
to the surface and become clear. Oh, I was sleepwalking again.
Did I take that with me and forget it at your house? How could
someone misplace something so obvious? Actually, it was a big
fat lie. All of them were. I had no idea where I had been or where
things had disappeared. All I knew was there was a dream and
then I was awake. It wasn’t very convenient. Most people would
say I was crazy. Therefore, I kept it to myself, easy. There is no
way to explain away missing time.
When I was younger, the dreams were softer. I never heard
such violence in a voice, or saw horrid contortions in faces. It
had always been somewhat magical like a mystery. It was a place
where I found relief from everything and shared with no one.
That, however, was when I was much younger.
When I older the story shifted and the more fearful I became.
That is why I never spoke about it. Thoughts of forgetfulness,
hours of playfulness and star casting wishing were being
groomed into forms of craziness and fear. Pretty much a disaster
in the making and I wanted nothing to do with it. Unfortunately,
it wanted everything to do with me as much as I wanted nothing
to do with it. I couldn’t shake the bugger.
Strangely, up till now, waking in Nana’s bed would easily
shudder that fear out of the dream. Nana was a strong woman,
protective woman. There would always be a tigum5 and a fiver6
from her palm to my own. Nana made me extraordinary. That
5
6

I understand.
money
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should have been enough to hold me through the night and wake
with a feeling of contentment in her bed.
Unfortunately, she was not there. She had died and that was
why I was there and not on Spring Street. What was there was the
strong memory of that stupid ongoing dream. I had been arguing
with those boys in my head, that other world that had found itself
in me. I threatened them with their discovery. I was half in and
out of my dreams, but their threats were not.
That was when I began to notice the stronger I tried to make
my voice the worse and more genuine the violence spurted out
of their mouths. They were becoming scared. They were boys
growing into men. Their manhood threatened easily. As I grew
up, they grew up along side me. They were volatile, somewhat
shifty boys with so little self esteem you could not trust them.
You never knew which way they would come at you, by
now there were so many of them and only one of me. Panic was
something that appeared to be on the rise in my soul. Waking
daily was priority. I had to leave this space in my dreams that had
occupied my sanity.
I had to focus in order to keep my bearing and not lose
control, not drift away to their soil and sun. I did not want to be a
part of their world or be schemed away where even the fish, those
beautiful strong arching creatures swimming up under the hazel
tree, were not fed.
That was a place where even the weaving elements of life
were troubled. “The between world place” was a place my Ma
told me about in stories, “You will know you are there when your
blood runs thin.”7 Little did I know that Ma and I would some
day be thinking about the same thing. I was just a little girl then.
Now I knew the space inside me was shifting.
Soon the sun would rise well above the cliffs of Baltimore
and the smell of pork fat would wind its way up the stairs to
where I lounged. Ma’s youngest sisters would be calling for me
before the potatoes got cold.
7

Rolleston, T.W. , Page 103. (“The Coming of The People of the Dana”: They
came from the heavens and ruled the Island. They were not human, but of the
godly, fairy and mythical ancestry. A sign of their presence was their lack of
color. They were completely white. In fact, the final sign of the loss of their
kingdom was their final lord bleeding.)
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^]
Ignoring the potatoes and calls of my youngest aunts I
turned my thoughts to matters that were more important on my
mind, my first year of high school was in two months. Things
presenting themselves around me were about to change.
Not all things, I’d had enough experience with the New
York City Department of Education and it’s Free Breakfast
Program. Days would be crooked into weeks and weeks twisted
into months of cardboard eggs and rock hard bagels on white
Styrofoam plates. That was standard. It had been the same as
elementary school. At least that part of high school would hang
about.
It was going to be all the other things. LOMA was an art
school. Deidre Grogan, I, was competing against other kids my
own age. Did I really have enough voice in my spirit to carry
me across a whole school filled with kids much more talented
than myself? Could such a thing be pulled off for four years? That
would require a mighty bit of magic for that.
On top of that worry, Aunt Maureen and Aunt Deb had
banished me upstairs, like Mary Queen of Scots locked in a tower.
It had shaken my doubts in the aunts I loved the most. In a house,
that never had any space to walk in let alone sleep in, it was now
empty.
Still, the two of them had quietly placed all my bags and me
in that specific spot in the house without a word of permission
from their older brother Tommy. That spot just happened to be
as far away from them as possible. Buggers to the both of them.
When I arrived yesterday, I had wanted to rush into the
warm arms of Ma’s deirfiurs8. It would have been the greatest
feeling. However, they had not had their arms gleefully waiting
for me this time. They had not been a part of the planning for
this visit. I knew they resented it. Their folded arms, lifted chins,
and pursed lips made it quite clear. They were going to be grim
about this. Ma and her family had arranged this visit because of
the death of Nana. Ma had made most of the arrangements with
the older siblings, not the two youngest ones. Her mistake would
be my misfortune.
8

sisters
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There was a plan where I would stay, who would watch
over me, and how fast I could arrive. That plan, the two youngest
aunts decided was too much work for their two selves, who would
have no say in how the whole event played out; yet, would have
the entire responsibility to entertain the niece for two months,
blah.
Their revenge would be to equal that amount of work. My
existence in their life was just more work for the two of them
when I landed in their lap and not in the lap of one of their other
siblings. I had heard that over the phone in New York. Why one
of the others couldn’t take her, they whined. They would exact
their revenge quietly. I knew it, double buggers to them.
Ma informed them as only the oldest sister could, that her
daughter always stayed in the house Ma grew up in and that I
was going to stay in that house no matter what either of them
had to say. They, of course, were not happy. Two older brothers
had paid for the ticket and provided for all the extra money for
food and supplies. Uncle Donnie and Tommy had set up most of
everything they could think of on the Ireland end. Ma had done
the same on the States end. I was where I was always set up. I
suspected my uncles agreed with Ma. Otherwise, why would
those two girls keep pouting about everything and then smile
when you asked a question. I knew how their minds worked.
They were just waiting until it was the three of us.
Yep, it was clear at the airport that while they remained quiet
around their brothers and sisters, there was something afoot.
They had their own plan for me in Nana’s house. The youngest
aunts would set me to work cleaning it all summer long, if they
could get away with it. It was a quick nonchalant instruction, like
where I could keep my toothbrush and don’t forget to take your
shoes off at the door. “Don’t make any big plans while we are at
work. There’s a house in dire need of cleaning. That will be your
job.”
Cleaning was the delegated job. It was why I was here.
Aunt Deb said the first and only thing to me at the hopping and
bopping airport. I thought there would be more, but I quickly
accepted the summer demise as not truly set in stone. It started
with a “… are ya startin’?” and a couple of threats to tullock9
9

punch, used mostly in Cork
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before everyone was off to their own. I was swept off, bags and
all back to the darkened house, fixed back off the single dirt road,
some miles near Baltimore.
It was clear that before I ever showed up, the lots had been
dragged over the coals. My visit was not the only pot on the stove.
Aunt Maureen and Aunt Deb were making a point the only way
they could. I had no idea what was going on, but it was becoming
clear I was the ball in the football game. Maybe, this was why we
lived on the other side of the ocean. I made a mental note to send
a thank you card to Ma.
Yet, in my heart of hearts, I was still hoping for a cot between
Aunt Deb and Aunt Maureen like when we were younger in
that tiny little cabin. We all slept together practically on top of
one another. Then we would spend the day doing the cleaning
together. It was not what I imagined when Ma put me on the plane
at JFK and it wasn’t what I imagined when I got off.
Somehow, Aunt Maureen and Aunt Deb had grown up into
adults and had this need for privacy. That had not been an idea I
was ever ready for, privacy from me. They sent me up the stairs of
the attic bedroom to stare straight at the Virgin Mary Nana kept
over the bed. It was there every time I walked into the room. I was
far away, up-up and alone.
I felt I should cross or kneel every time I crisscrossed the oak
threshold with Eire neatly carved into it many, many years ago.
The etching worn down so smoothly it just graced the surface.
“Deidre, you awake up there?” Aunt Deb shouted up the stairwell
ladder. Oh, it was my very first morning. I had survived solitary
confinement.
I thought about my name as I climbed out of the bed. I was
not supposed to be a Deidre. I was supposed to be an Elizabeth.
That is what Da wanted to name me. Nevertheless, the grandfather
would not have it.
“Might as well give them the whole of the island, the damn
English, there will no Elizabeth’s in this house.” That is what he
had said. Grandpa’s word was law.
Shortly afterwards Da, Fionn, went to England with a
promise of a job. We have not heard from him yet. Ma never
mentions him and I never ask.
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Ma was not far behind in vacating the small southern town
in Ireland. She said something about her Da being up her arse10 a
little too far.
She took me across the Atlantic Ocean. That is where I spent
my life on the Lower East Side of Manhattan. Fish and everything
were cheaper there, but Ma did not eat fish, except on Friday. No
one eats fish except on Friday in Ma’s family.
I loved living across the ocean. Listening to Ma on the
phone, I knew I would have very little privacy if she had kept
the two of us in Ireland. If she had kept me there my life would
be just my family. As I got older, I realized some space was good.
The rats were a little bigger in Seward Park and there were
times I was not allowed out of the house, but when I was older it
was worth it because across the street were the best pickles and
on the other side of the park was the library where I hid from the
darkness of the winter nights.
There were trains and busses that would take you
everywhere. The older I got the more I found. New York City had
so many treasures and I had so much time to myself. Ma worked
doubles so many nights to cover the bills. Nana said it would be
easier to stay back with them. Money was easier at home and
running away never solved anything. I remember them talking
about it. Finish. Always finish.
I walked down the shady wooden steps pressed against the
side of the house and across the hovel of a front room, musty
old furniture, a TV with bunny ear antenna, and more dust
and pictures than anyone should have to look at. Why did they
drag stuff out of every room into this one room? The clutter was
unending.
My half-cleaned morning body could not wait to make
it to the kitchen, smaller and layered in years of smells of fried
potatoes. I remembered the cooker11 against the far wall when I
was little. There was soot too, many layers of fat. It seemed like
the kitchen was still trapped in its salt pork and bacon fat, the
black here and there against the walls and jambs.
10

11

Meaning her father was a little too controlling and did not give her very much
freedom.
stove
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Now the small electric stove stood in its place of that
overbearing cooker. That old cooker was gone, but the floor was
not repaired beneath it. There were stains of coal still pock marked
on the floorboards in front of it reminding me of what used to be.
Aunt Maureen, tall and reedy, was bent over the black cast
iron pan, turning the potatoes every once in a while, so we did
not end up with mashed potatoes and onions. Her long dark hair
was wound up in a knot with a pencil stuck through it.
“Start the toast, Dei.” Just like Ma, she had eyes in the back
of her head. She knew I was there before I even stepped into the
room. She even stood like Ma, her side crooked over her hip while
she cooked.
You heard every movement in the house, a pruheen12 really.
It was that small. How so many generations of my family had
raised so many children at one time in this place was a miracle. I
looked at the floor beneath me. I wondered how many floors or
pieces of flooring I was standing on.
Aunt Maureen lifted her body from the heat of the food
beneath her and directed me with out even a blink of an eye or
a note of acknowledgment. “When the water goes you pour the
tea.”
I decided to do the same. Ma had taught me never to walk
into a room without a greeting, but prickling under the skin. I did
not feel like dropping from Nana’s superstar granddaughter to
the edge of a burnt piece of toast. “Where is Aunt Deb?”
“I think she might be over the toilet or back in bed, a long
night. Take her an ice cloth would ya?” Aunt Mo went on, her
right hand crocked over her right hip, the huge steel spatula
dripping fat onto the floor.
Again not a nod, I pinched my lips together. I ignored Ma’s
advice in my head. I was not going to be the better person. I was
not going to be gracious and make brownie points by initiating
the “… isn’t it a brilliant morning Aunt Maureen?” conversation,
my mother had trained me before the trip.

12

a cabin
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I decided to focus on the fat. Just like my mother, my aunts
still cooked in lard. Good, I thought, less to make it into the lard
tin and more on your hips. That serves you right. Even Ma who
watched cable TV and the Food Network and knew about heart
disease and cholesterol continued to save the fat in her own lard
tin. I had been watching her hips get wider for years until Jose
took over the cooking.
“Makes the eggs taste like nothing you ever had.” The first
day Ma brought Jose home to meet me, he also met the lard tin.
The tin was out. He was in, a good boyfriend choice for Ma. We
shook hands on it, the three of us.
I ruffled through the bread bag, pulled out the bread and
popped in the ancient toaster. We had a toaster oven at home.
You could tell when the bread was at its limit. Not at Nana’s, it
just popped, usually burned and you spent the next five minutes
scraping the burned toast top into the bin.
Waiting in the kitchen was the tea, the frozen washcloth in
the freezer and most probably a little cleaning up of the youngest
aunt, just twenty. Grabbing the towel, I headed towards the toilet,
which Aunt Deb still occupied. The smells of retch were high in
the air.
^]
She was back toiling through my brain again, racing in the
darkness, gathering, and rummaging around the edges of the fires
following the pursuit from one side to another. We were looking
for something, but would have to leave it behind. It would not
be found in the moving light and screeching sounds. These boys
were attempting to round us up like pigs. They didn’t respect us.
We had done something so immensely wrong that we lost their
protection because of it. Now there would be so much peril.
“Like the folds of the terracotta and pink skirts you slid from
into this world, you shall go back.” One of them screamed at us.
My stubby fingered hands reached for those long-gone skirts
and the circle of ragweed. Unfortunately, from where we stood I
couldn’t find my balance. Again, I tried to balance myself on the
earth and its flowering weeds and looked back at them. I rose
slightly and slowly. I turned gradually There was nothing behind
the mound, just flaming noise to sift my way back through.
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