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Tully church was a favourite place of Beckett and in Molloy, Moran chose it
to be his final resting place, ‘It is here that I have my plot in perpetuity. As
long as the earth endures that spot is mine, in theory.  Sometimes I went and
looked at my grave. The stone was up already (right top).’  

Malone Dies reaches its macabre climax when a party of lunatics take a boat
trip to Dalkey Island.

The events in All That Fall take place on the day of a race meeting in
Leopardstown racecourse with much of the action taking place in Foxrock
train station (known as Boghill station in the book) and it even features the
station-master who was personally known to Beckett.

Cooldrinagh constantly appears in his work and serves as the model for
Moran’s House in Molloy and Mr. Knott’s house in Watt.

In another book Boss Croker’s gallops features;

Beckett tramped the hills, fields and lanes of the Dublin Mountains with his
father. They would climb the Glencullen road;

The first thing they had to do of course when they got to the top was to admire the view,
with special reference to Dún Laoghaire, framed to perfection in the shoulders of Three
Rock and Kilmashogue, the long arms of the harbour like an entreaty in the blue sea
(right bottom).

On another occasion Beckett wrote of looking from the mountains to the
sea:

I saw the beacons, four in all, including a lightship. I knew them well. It was evening,
I was with my father on a height, he held my hand.  I would have liked him to draw me
close with a gesture of protective love, but his mind was on other things.  He also taught
me the names of the mountains.

The quarries at Glencullen and Barnacullia are remembered in the musical
clink of the hammers of the stone. In First Love he writes:

I saw the mountain, impassable, cavernous, secret, where from morning to night I’d
hear nothing but the wind, the curlews, the clink like distant silver of the stone-cutters’
hammers.  I’d come out in the daytime to the heather and gorse, all warmth and scent,
and watch at night the distant city lights, if I chose, and the other lights, the
lighthouses and lightships my father had named for me, when I was small, and whose
names I could find again, in my memory, if I chose, the I knew.

“Nowhere in particular on the way form A to Z. 
Or say for verisimilitude the Ballyogan Road. 

The dear old back road.  
Somewhere on the Ballyogan Road

in lieu of nowhere in particular…

Head sunk totting up the tally on the verge of the ditch.
Foothills to left. Croker’s field ahead.”
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I have been in Dún Laoghaire-Rathdown all my life; growing up in Dalkey and now
living in Dún Laoghaire, and the area has certainly shaped and influenced my writing.
Many of my books such as ‘Something to Talk About’ and ‘Some Kind of Wonderful’
are set in and around the area, and many local ‘landmarks’ play important parts in the
overall plots, from the Martello towers, to the Georgian houses and the shops, pubs and
restaurants. There are several Dún Laoghaire-Rathdown institutions that have had a
huge effect on me as a writer:

1 Dalkey Library
I remember vividly the green shelves on castors that were pulled open in the Town Hall
in Dalkey. It was cold, draughty and dimly lit but the books were
wonderful and opened up new worlds to me as a young child. I’m still a
passionate reader, a habit that is now fuelled by the ‘new’ Dalkey library,
children’s and adult’s sections alike!

2 The Exchange Bookshop in Dalkey (right)
A treasure trove of a shop.  In my teenage years I devoured anything to do with
vampires, blood and rats; books by Stephen King, James Herbert and Virginia Andrews.
I wouldn’t touch them today, but The Exchange still feeds my voracious reading habit
and I love talking to Michael, the owner, about books. 

3 Maeve Binchy
As a young woman, it impressed me no end that the great Maeve Binchy
herself lived just down the road from me. I love her work and knowing that
someone like Maeve was a ‘real’ person gave me great hope as a prospective
writer. 

Extract from Something to Talk About (Poolbeg)

"Do you think all these cars are going to the circus?" asked Jade as they were stopped
at traffic-lights in Blackrock. "Some of them might be," said Max. They drove past
Roches Stores and the blue iron railings of Blackrock College. "I see it, I see it!" Jade
squealed as the large red and white tent came into view. There were ornate wooden
steps leading into the tent's enclosure and tall, swarthy men in red uniforms were col-
lecting the tickets. Max parked the car down a side street. Jade took Lucy's hand as
they walked towards the booking office. "I just have to collect the tickets," said Lucy.
"Then we can go inside." Jade pulled excitedly out of her arm.

Lucy and Jade watched the glamorous Italian women who were collecting the tick-
ets. Their fish-netted legs and gold and silver high-heeled sandals contrasted violently
with their buttoned-to-the-neck red and black fitted long-sleeved jackets. The overall
effect was unnervingly sexy. Each girl was dramatically made-up with heavy pan-stick
foundation, vivid blue or green 70's style eye-shadow, luscious red lips and the piece
de resistance - black, spider-like false eyelashes. Jade was entranced. She couldn't
take her eyes off one particular woman who was swinging her waist-long white-blonde
ponytail in the air and flirting with all the men, who, being mostly married
middle-aged fathers, were more than delighted with the attention. 
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"There's pictures of tigers on that caravan!
Look, Lucy!" "So there are," Lucy smiled.

"And elephants...”




