
Free 
The Girl From Yesterday

 PDF Download

 Shane Dunphy

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/npZje/The-Girl-From-Yesterday-Shane-Dunphy
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/npZje/The-Girl-From-Yesterday-Shane-Dunphy
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/npZje/The-Girl-From-Yesterday-Shane-Dunphy
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/npZje/The-Girl-From-Yesterday-Shane-Dunphy
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/npZje/The-Girl-From-Yesterday-Shane-Dunphy


After the death of his best friend, Shane Dunphy runs away from his life working at a special

needs crèche, and attempts to avoid his child protection instincts. However, when a part time

journalism job in rural Ireland leads him to a family in desperate need of intervention, and a

young girl crying out for protection, Shane cannot stand idly by and watch...Little Emma Blaney

lives with her three siblings in an ancient farmhouse, with a life that is like something from

another time - no running water, no electricity, and no contact with the outside world. Whilst

covering a land dispute between Emma's father Tom and his powerful brother Gerry, Shane

discovers that there is a lot more wrong with the family than just a feud. The children are filthy,

nervous and and undernourished.In order to protect Emma and her siblings, Shane finds

himself at loggerheads with the church, local government, big business, property developers

and industrial farmers. But Shane must discover the truth about the Girl from Yesterday, before

it is too late, even if it will cost him his new life...

About the AuthorIn fifteen years as a child protection worker, Shane Dunphy saw children

growing up in horrific situations. He also saw their amazing ability to survive those unpromising

beginnings. Shane is now a tutor on childcare courses and a respected commentator on child

protection issues. --This text refers to the paperback edition.
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Shane Dunphy lives in Wexford, Ireland, and is a writer, musician, sociologist and lecturer. He

is the author of several books about his experiences as a child protection worker. He is also a

freelance journalist, writing mostly for the Irish Independent. Shane is a regular contributor to

television and radio, and has produced several documentaries. He teaches Child Development

and Social Studies at Waterford College of Further Education.The Girl fromYesterdayShane
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ShonaRemember me when I am gone away,Gone far away into the silent land;When you can

no more hold me by the hand,Nor I half turn to go yet turning stay.Remember me when no

more day by dayYou tell me of our future that you plann’d;Only remember me; you understandIt

will be late to counsel then or pray.Yet if you should forget me for a whileAnd afterwards

remember, do not grieve:For if the darkness and corruption leaveA vestige of the thoughts that

once I had,Better by far you should forget and smileThan that you should remember and be

sad.Christina Rossetti‘Why d’you come out here?’ the girl asked.‘My boss asked me to come,’ I

answered truthfully.‘Why him want you t’ come?’‘I suppose he wants me to get to know

you.’She thought about that one. She was very small for her age, looking more like a five- or six-

year-old than her ten years. We sat in the unkempt grass of the field behind her family’s house.

Her long hair was all curls and the same colour as corn.‘Why he want that?’‘I don’t know. Do

you mind my hanging out with you and your brothers and sisters?’She made an expansive

shrug.‘I don’ mind.’I watched swifts chasing insects across the sky like fighter planes. We could

hear the sea less than a hundred yards away.‘I like bashin’,’ the girl said, as if this was a

profound statement.‘Bashing?’‘Yeah. Want to help me bash?’I couldn’t think of a reason not

to.‘Do you have a spare basher?’She giggled, a delightful, musical sound.‘I don’t gots no

basher,’ she said. ‘I uses a stick. Le’s get you a stick. You’ll need a big one.’She pushed herself

up off the ground and skipped off.We found a sturdy hazel rod in a clutch of trees that formed a

border between two fields.‘So . . . how do we bash?’ I asked.‘I will show you,’ she said, and

taking my hand led me to a small field, barely more than a copse, that had grass, cow parsley

and ragwort that had grown taller than she was. ‘Now, we gots to bash a passageway through

all these here weeds, and make a hideout in the middle.’Bashing. Now I understood.For a tiny

thing, she had an impressive bashing arm. She used a thin ash branch, but she whipped it with

such force she carved her way through the undergrowth at a tremendous pace. Every now and

then she would pass a comment on my work or bark an instruction:‘Tha’s some good bashin’

there, mister,’ or ‘Not too much on tha’ side – we wants the passage to be small, okay?’In about

forty-five minutes we had carved our way right into the centre of the field, and the girl, perhaps

a little tired now, supervised my creating a circular space, like small room. She was remarkably

thorough, even taking up the cut pieces of vegetation and throwing them away, so we were left

with a patch of grass with a few stumps poking through, but mostly flat.‘There you go,’ I said.



‘All done. So what are you going to do now? Plant some flowers here? Dig some holes?’‘I’m

gonna cover up the doorway,’ she said solemnly.‘That door we made to get in? Out at the start

of the field?’‘Yes.’‘Why?’‘ ’Cause this is a secret hiding place.’I nodded conspiratorially.‘For

when you’re playing hide and seek?’‘No,’ she said. ‘For when I need to hide.’PROLOGUEIt did

not rain on the day we buried Lonnie Whitmore – the sky stayed a dull metallic grey, but it did

not open and soak the small congregation. A murder of crows perched atop a half-dead ash

tree, just off the path that ran past the freshly excavated grave. I thought this fitting, but the

black-feathered birds did not take to the sky in a flurry of ominous beating wings as the coffin

was lowered.The ceremony was . . . nice.I stood apart from the group and wondered what I

was going to do. The priest droned his way through a decade of the rosary. Three of the thirty

or so people gathered responded in the appropriate places. The rest looked numb and ill at

ease.Lonnie had been my friend. Maybe even my best friend. He had died suddenly a week

previously of a heart attack caused by a congenital problem associated with his particular form

of dwarfism. Lonnie had spent most of his life locked away from prying eyes by a family who

were ashamed of how he looked. When he finally came out of hiding he blossomed: I knew him

as a proud, funny, irreverent man who apologized to nobody for his apparent strangeness.

When he died he was manager of a crèche for children with special needs and in a relationship

with Tush Cogley, a pretty colleague. He left the world a happy, fulfilled man.I had not seen

Lonnie at all the month before he died. We hadn’t fallen out nor were we estranged in any real

sense: life just seemed to get in the way. I had taken on more responsibility in Drumlin

Therapeutic Training Unit, a day care centre for adults with intellectual disabilities where I

worked, and he had taken over the running of the crèche we had both wrestled from the brink

of closure, bringing it to even greater levels of excellence.I told myself that he had a girlfriend,

his career was taking off and that he did not need me hanging around, getting in the way. But

the truth was I had been remiss: a bad, neglectful friend. I realized too late that Lonnie’s first

faltering steps as a manager would have been a time he really needed a listening ear; at the

time I hadn’t wanted to know, burying myself in my own work. On the day I was told of Lonnie’s

passing, I checked my phone and saw that I had three messages from him going back over a

fortnight, all suggesting we get together and catch up. I had not responded to any of them.I

watched as my boss, Tristan Fowler, and some of my fellow workers from Drumlin huddled by a

grove of ash, chatting quietly, solemnly.‘I’ll see you around, Lonnie,’ I said under my breath, and

as the world misted in tears I walked through the cracked and lopsided gravestones to the

road.Cowardice had become my modus operandi. I scrawled a letter of resignation sitting at

the little kitchen table of my rented cottage. My plan was to drop it through Drumlin’s letterbox

on my way out of town. I put a month’s rent in an envelope and added a note of apology to

Barney, my aged but surprisingly sprightly landlord, informing him cryptically that my

circumstances had changed, and thanking him for all his help and support during the three

years of my tenancy. It took me all of an hour to pack up what I needed, and I boxed the rest

and left what was still usable outside the local community centre, a stuttering message on the

parish priest’s voicemail asking him to pass my garden tools and odds and ends on to

someone who might need them – I had no room for such luxuries, and did not see myself

having much call for them in the immediate future.Tush answered the door to me on my third

ring. She was in her late twenties, a good ten years younger than me, and her pretty face was

stained red from crying, her blonde hair tousled and uncharacteristically awry. She said nothing

but stepped aside to allow me into the little house on the mountainside she and Lonnie had

shared.‘D’you want tea?’ she asked. ‘I was just about to make something.’‘No, thank you,’ I said.

‘I’m not staying long. I just . . . I just wanted to see how you are.’‘I’m shit, thank you very much,’



she said, sitting on the couch and motioning at a chair opposite. I perched on it awkwardly. I

shouldn’t have come. I could have made a clean getaway.‘Yeah,’ I said, looking at my hands

and then the floor. ‘I bet you are.’‘I don’t know what to do with myself,’ she said. ‘I clean the

place and wash clothes and pick flowers for the window, just like we used to do – I mean, you

know the state he kept this place in before I moved here . . .’I nodded and tried to smile. When

Tristan and I first visited Lonnie, the house had sagged under the weight of neglect, every room

a clutter of oddments, religious paraphernalia, old newspapers and dust. When Tush arrived

she had immediately brought a woman’s touch without purging the place of Lonnie’s larger-

than-life personality: if anything she had allowed his tastes to take shape in a more controlled,

less frenetic way. A plastic figurine of Jesus stood on the mantelpiece beside an action figure

of Darth Vader, the two leaning in to one another as if they were confiding secrets. On the wall

above was a framed poster of Lonnie’s beloved Sex Pistols, John Lydon snarling at the camera

as if he was offended by it.‘This is your home, Tush,’ I said. ‘That hasn’t changed.’‘I don’t know

if I can continue living here without him.’‘You can always sell the place,’ I said, ‘not that you’d

get much for it right now.’She said nothing to that, instead blowing her nose loudly into a

tissue.‘What do you want, Shane?’‘To see that you were okay, and to say goodbye.’She looked

up sharply.‘Where are you going?’‘I don’t know. Away from here. Somewhere new.’‘But your job.

Your house. Millie . . .’‘Millie is coming with me, of course,’ I said, referring to the greyhound

Lonnie and I had more or less shared before we started to drift. ‘I’ve resigned from my job, and

I’ve given back the keys to the cottage.’‘Why?’‘I came here three years ago to start a new life, a

different life, and I ended up getting sucked right back into the same patterns of behaviour, a

similar type of job; I might as well have stayed in the city. Lonnie dying has made me realize

that I have nothing to tie me here.’‘What about me?’ she said, hurt dripping from her voice.

‘What about all your friends and all the clients at Drumlin and . . . and the life you’ve built here?

Have you given it any thought at all?’‘I’ve been thinking about it a lot, Tush. For a long while,

now. Since I left Lonnie to run Little Scamps, if I’m honest.’She stood up and walked to the

window.‘Lonnie really looked up to you,’ she said. ‘You were some kind of hero to him: he really

aspired to be like you.’‘He never had any fucking sense,’ I said, fighting hard not to start

bawling.‘He thought you had it all sussed,’ Tush continued as if I hadn’t spoken. ‘Oh, he’d make

jokes about you, call you a bleeding-heart hippy and so on, but it was all to hide his complete

idolatry of you. You saved him, you see. And despite everything, you always treated him like a

person, not a walking condition.’‘Not always,’ I said quietly.‘He was planning to go back to

college and get his degree,’ Tush said. “I’ll have letters after my name like the beardy fella”, he’d

say. He was going to go at night. He laughed that you might even end up teaching him – you

still do some part-time teaching, don’t you? He would have liked that, I think. He’d have been

so proud.’‘That would have been nice. A bit odd, but nice.’‘He thought you had all the answers.

But you don’t at all, do you?’‘No,’ I said.‘You’re just as messed up and scared as any of the rest

of us.’There didn’t seem to be anything to say to that. I sat and looked at her as she gazed at

some spot on the horizon.‘Go on,’ she said after a time, ‘run away. You won’t find peace or

whatever it is you’re looking for anywhere else, you know. Guess what? You’ll bring whatever

crap you’ve got floating in that black cloud you carry around over your head with you to

whereever you’re going.’I stood up. She watched me, her eyes wet, her face accusing.‘You’re a

coward,’ she said, no anger in her voice now, just pain.‘I know. I never pretended to be anything

else.’‘Yes you did. You let us think you knew it all.’‘If that’s true, I’m sorry.’I began to back

towards the door in an undignified shuffle.‘Not as sorry as I am,’ Tush said, and then I was at

the door, then outside in the cool air. I started the engine of the Austin and did not look back.I

had no plan, had not really thought about where I might go. I let the road lead me, and simply



drove. When I got tired, I stopped and took Millie for a walk along the hard shoulder for a bit.

When I got hungry I had something to eat, but mainly I travelled, watching as the landscape

got more rugged and more grey the further west I went.My first night on the road I got a room

in a small B & B that didn’t mind dogs, and rose the following morning before seven and

slipped away. It was pleasant enough weather, in the middle of August: not quite blazing

sunshine, but it was reasonably dry and I made good speed, arriving into the small town of

Garshaigh around lunch time on my second day. I pulled up outside the only hotel, a place

called The Grapevine, and sat back, stretching my shoulders. Millie was splayed out in the back

seat, having somehow contorted herself into a position that did not look even remotely

comfortable. I often marvelled at how her spine seemed to be able to twist effortlessly into any

convolution. I clicked my tongue and she opened one eye, surveying me ruefully.‘Let’s see what

this place has to offer,’ I suggested.The dog sighed with a tone of unveiled contempt and rolled

over, showing her back to me, her paws tucked under her now.‘Suit yourself,’ I said, and got

out, leaving the greyhound to her slumbers.Garshaigh was an average Irish country town. It

took me ten minutes to walk the main street from end to end (I knew I had left the burgh when I

found myself back out in the countryside again), and I counted six pubs, a post office, a tiny

chemist that seemed to cater for the needs of humans and animals alike, myriad clothes

shops, many of which looked as if they had been warped into the present from the 1950s, a

reasonably sized supermarket, a decent-looking café, a small newsagent and a second-hand

bookshop that looked like it could keep me occupied for a while.A brief perusal of a notice

board erected for the few tourists who may stop on their way to somewhere else informed me

that Garshaigh was one of the most westerly towns in Ireland, an old Norman stronghold that

had once been of tactical significance because of its proximity to the coast.One of the most

westerly towns in Ireland. I read the line again. I couldn’t really flee any further. I had basically

run out of land. The idea pleased me in a twisted kind of way.I strolled back to the hotel and

booked a room, informing the middle-aged woman behind the reception desk that Millie would

be joining me.‘We don’t usually permit dogs, sir.’‘Usually?’ I raised an eyebrow.‘We might be

encouraged to make an exception.’I nodded, casting a quick eye about me – the place looked

as if it hadn’t been redecorated in about thirty years, and I had a suspicion that I might be the

only guest. But I smiled in as charming a way as I could muster.‘I see. Would there be a

particular sum of money that might induce such an exception to be made, d’you think?’‘Why

don’t you suggest an amount, and we’ll work from there?’Thirty euro per night ended up

settling the matter, which hit my pocket pretty hard, but wasn’t as much as I had expected. I

went back out to the car and physically hefted Millie out onto the pavement. She made a great

show of stretching and yawning, letting me know in no uncertain terms that she was not happy

about her change in situation, but I tried to ignore her accusatory glances. I was fiddling about

in the boot when I heard a trundling sound, and, looking up, saw a chubby, blond-haired man in

a wheelchair stopping beside me.‘D’you need a hand with your bags?’ he asked. ‘You can just

rest one across the arms of the chair and I’ll bring it in for you.’‘Thanks, but I didn’t bring much,’

I said.‘I’m Jeff,’ he said. ‘Jeff McKinney. I work in the hotel. Live here too, so I’m always around

if you need me.’‘Well, I’ll holler if anything comes up,’ I said, ‘but right now I can just about

manage on my own.’He hung about as if I might say something else or perhaps offer him a tip

for the services I didn’t require. When neither of these things was forthcoming, he rolled off in a

disgruntled kind of way.I turned my attention back to the boot’s contents. I was beginning to get

a sense of how rushed and ill-conceived my flight had been. Right at the back were my

precious musical instruments. In front of them were some cardboard boxes into which I had

packed my CDs, vinyl, some fairly ancient (and at this stage barely playable) audio tapes, as



well as most of my books and some favourite pictures and knick-knacks. I had managed to get

my stereo in there as well, and that just about left room for a modest suitcase for a random

selection of my clothes. Everything else I had jettisoned.‘I don’t know if you’d call it travelling

light,’ I muttered in the direction of my dog who had buried her nose in a flower bed and paid

me absolutely no heed, ‘but we’d better not get invited to any black tie events.’The room was

actually quite nice, and when I had put what few items of clothing I had brought away in the

wardrobe I sprawled on the bed, with Millie deigning to sit beside me. The TV only seemed to

show one grainy station, so having no other option I watched Angela Lansbury solve a murder

that took place during an amateur production of the musical Oklahoma – the culprit turned out

to be the unpleasant second wife of an old friend of Angela’s – the motive seemed unclear to

me, but it appeared that money was involved somewhere. Dick Van Dyke followed, solving a

murder in the hospital where he worked. The culprit turned out to be the unpleasant and much

younger third wife of the now deceased patient, and this time I could see quite clearly that the

motive was money. Feeling smug that I had followed the clues just as well as Van Dyke’s

Doctor Sloan, I discovered that the next item on the schedule was Andy Griffith in Matlock. I

wasn’t sure if I could stomach any more elderly crime fighters, so decided to head out and get

a late lunch.Millie followed dolefully on her lead (she was clearly a closet Matlock fan) as I

walked the short distance to the café I had spotted earlier. She occasionally stopped to sniff

something smeared onto the pavement or to look pointedly at another dog. I paused in my

leisurely amble to allow her to acclimatize herself to her surroundings.The café was pretty,

bedecked with flowers and red-check tablecloths, and warm with the smell of freshly baked

bread and just-made coffee. The waitress was about my age and pretty in a natural, easy kind

of way and, as she scratched Millie behind the ears, she said that she didn’t mind such a well-

behaved dog sitting under the table at all. Millie threw me a scorn-filled look: See? She thinks

I’m well behaved! And slunk over to curl about my feet. I ordered a ham and cheese sandwich

(my repast of choice in a new place – it is as simple an item as you could imagine, but I am

constantly amazed at the ways people find to make a botch of it) with English mustard on the

side and a mug of black coffee. When the food arrived, it was just as I had ordered, and the

java was as good as its aroma promised. I decided to hang out for an hour or so.Later I

followed the narrow road that wound down to the coast, a five-mile walk that terminated in a

good mile and a half over loose sand and dunes that sloped downhill to a wild, deserted beach.

Millie took off as soon as I removed her lead and plunged into the breakers, emerging dripping

and shivering. I stood and looked out at the heaving waves for a few moments, realizing for the

first time in what seemed like forever that my mind was empty and that I felt absolutely nothing.

I walked to the waterline and shed my clothes, caring not one bit if anyone was around, and

plunged into the icy water, feeling the first surging wave knock every last ounce of breath from

my body. With gritted teeth I forced myself forward until I felt my feet lifting from the sandy floor,

and then struck out for the horizon. I swam ferociously for about ten minutes, then stopped and

looked back at the shoreline. I was surprised at how far I had gone from the beach. Millie was

standing at the water’s edge, her ears standing right up, her tail between her legs. I hung there,

suspended in the brine for a few moments, then put my arms by my side, pointed my toes

downward and allowed myself to sink. Down I went, down, feeling the ocean boom and roar

about me. Space and void opened up on every side. Colours of blue, green and azure

shimmered dreamily. As I continued to drift downwards I felt a deep sense of contentment, of

belonging.You could stay here, a voice seemed to say from the depths below. There’s no pain,

no fear, no anger.I was no longer cold, the effort of driving myself through the crashing

whiteheads had warmed my muscles, and down in the deep blue, I felt calm, easy.Then



another voice resonated about me.You let us think you knew it all. That you had all the

answers.Tush’s words echoed in the murk, accusing, filled with hurt and regret. I covered my

ears but the voice was coming from inside me, too, and in a great motion I kicked and shot

towards the distant surface, a trail of bubbles streaming behind me. It seemed like hours before

I broke into the air with a roar. Under the impassive sky I lay on my back, gulping oxygen in

sobbing gasps. Through the sound of the sea and my own crying I heard Millie barking, calling

me back.I bought a bag of dry dog food and bottle of Bushmills Irish whiskey in the grocer’s

and took them up to the room. As my canine friend enjoyed her evening meal I switched on the

electric kettle the hotel thoughtfully provided and made myself a hot toddy. On TV, Father

Dowling, as played by Tom Bosley, was investigating the murder of a charity fundraiser. I

strongly suspected that his much younger wife might be behind it, but didn’t want to tell the

meddling priest how to do his job.‘D’you think Sister Steve is good-looking?’ I asked Millie.She

didn’t seem to really care. I took a sip of my drink. It tasted like another sip might be needed,

and soon.‘Well, I do,’ I said. ‘Here’s to you, Sister.’Tracy Nelson, who played Sister Steve on the

show, didn’t seem all that interested in my opinion of her attractiveness, but the night was

young and I had absolutely nothing else to do.Two more hot Bushmills brought me through

Father Dowling, which, to my delight (the drunker I got, the lower my standards as regards

entertainment went), was followed by an episode of Columbo in which William Shatner, a

particular favourite of mine, starred as a radio talk-show host accused of killing a colleague.

Shatner seemed to have it all pretty well sewn up, but I had a suspicion that the rumpled Peter

Falk might just find a way through the carefully laid trail of clues and minor mistakes that

seemed to be suggesting that the former Captain Kirk might not be as innocent as he

claimed.By the time Columbo sprang his trap, I was so drunk I had stopped following what was

going on at all. Millie was snoring gently, head resting on my leg. I must have dozed off

because suddenly I realized that the room was dark and an episode of Quincy was now

running on the television. I fumbled around for the remote control to turn the set off, but couldn’t

seem to find it. I struggled to get up to look for it, but somehow only managed to end up sitting

on the floor. I stayed there for a bit, looking about me in a befuddled way.‘Jesus, look at the

state of you,’ a voice said.I squinted stupidly and followed the sound of the voice, trying once

again to get up, still unsuccessfully.‘I think you may give that up as a bad job,’ the voice spoke

again, and this time I saw Lonnie Whitmore perched on the room’s only chair – squatting on his

haunches on the arm of the chair as he had a habit of doing.‘Hey Lonnie,’ I slurred. ‘I wasn’t

expecting you.’‘Aw, we were never ones to stand on ceremony,’ Lonnie smiled.He was wearing

a pair of deep orange dungarees with peppermint blue, diamante-encrusted Converse high

tops and a shirt so purple it hurt my teeth.‘What’re you doin’ here, Lonnie?’ I asked, struggling

to form sentences.‘I came to check up on Millie,’ my dead friend said. ‘I wasn’t sure you’d be in

a fit state to look after her.’‘Whaddaya mean?’ I said, a little more sharply, ‘I always look after

her right properly.’‘You came close to abandoning her on the beach today.’I lowered my eyes at

that.‘I on’y went for swim.’‘Where were you swimming to, you pathetic git,’ Lonnie barked back,

‘fucking America?’I cast about for the bottle and found it on the edge of the bed.‘Want a

drink?’Lonnie shrugged and was suddenly sitting beside me. I hadn’t seen him moving, but

then it was turning into that sort of night. I poured myself a glug, and then realized that I didn’t

have another glass.‘You’ll have to use th’ bottle,’ I said, passing it to him.‘I’m surprised you’re

bothering with the facade of a glass,’ Lonnie muttered, taking a swig.‘My mammy brung me up

right,’ I retorted.We drank in silence. Millie stirred, but settled again instantaneously.‘What’re

you going to do, Shane?’‘Get more drunker.’‘I mean tomorrow. And the day after that.’I sighed

deeply and looked at him from the corner of my eye. He didn’t look like a ghost. Do ghosts



drink whiskey? Do they wear severely clashing, day-glo-coloured clothes?‘You are fucking

demised, Lonnie,’ I said accusingly. ‘You had a goddam heart attack.’‘Death is relative,’ Lonnie

said sagely.‘What the hell does that mean?’ I asked.‘I have no idea,’ Lonnie said, and we both

burst out laughing.‘I’m gonna stay in this place for a while, I think,’ I said.‘It’s kind of a shit hole,’

Lonnie said.‘I don’t know where else to go,’ I said.‘Why don’t you go home?’ Lonnie asked,

putting his big hand on my shoulder. ‘Go home to Tush and to Tristan and to all the people who

care about you.’‘Can’t,’ I said, shaking my head, tears streaming down my face.‘Why not?’‘I

fucked up, Lonnie,’ I said. ‘I fucked up real bad, and I . . . I need to jus’ get ’way from ev’rybody.

’Kay?’My friend squeezed my arm and nodded sadly.‘All right then. You know best, I suppose.’I

laughed bitterly.‘I don’ know anythin’. That’s the fuckin’ problem.’I took a deep gulp from my

glass, feeling the liquor burn its way down my throat.‘I think maybe you ought to lay off the hard

stuff for a bit, don’t you?’ Lonnie said. ‘You’re going to be awfully sick in the morning.’I blinked,

looking at my empty glass and the three-quarter-empty bottle. Lonnie had only had a few sips

from it. And Millie hadn’t had any at all.‘I’m tired, man,’ I said. ‘Think I need t’ sleep a bit.’Lonnie

hopped up and got his hands under my armpits, hoisting me back up onto the bed – he was

comparably as strong as an ant – I was always amazed by it.‘You go on and sleep,’ Lonnie

said, pulling the duvet over me.‘Yeah,’ I said, already drifting. ‘You gonna stay?’‘I’ll be around,’

Lonnie said. ‘Don’t you worry about it.’‘I’m glad,’ I said, the words all mashing together. ‘I’m glad

you’re a zombie ’r a vampire ’r somethin’. Be nice havin’ you about again.’Then I was gone.I

had a ferocious hangover in the morning, but despite my throbbing head and heaving guts

Millie needed to be let out for her morning ablutions. After she had taken what seemed like an

age to find just the right place to relieve herself, I got some bottled water from the bar of the

hotel (which never seemed to close), tried to drink some and then went back to bed for four

hours. When I woke again, I still felt like hell but I was more or less able to function, and after a

shower and change of clothes children didn’t run screaming when I walked past.As I left the

hotel, Jeff McKinney, who was sitting in the lobby looking bored, hailed me.‘You have a visitor

last night?’I froze.‘Why do you ask that?’‘Thought I heard voices coming from your room.’‘Jeff,

why were you listening to any noises coming from my room?’He blustered a bit at that.‘I just

had to do something for one of the other guests at that end of the house . . .’‘Are there any

other guests?’He made an excuse and disappeared down the corridor to the dining room.I

went out to the Austin, Millie trailing after me, sat inside the car and switched on the radio to

catch the early afternoon news. Ireland hadn’t snapped out of the economic recession

overnight, it seemed, and unemployment, crime and general misery were widespread. So

nothing much had changed.We had lunch in the little café again, and I felt some life returning

as the caffeine did its work. I had a vague memory of talking to Lonnie the previous night, but

that was something I did not want to spend too much time pondering – I had seen some

strange things over the years, and while I applied a healthy pinch of salt to most of it, I tried to

keep in mind that I had spent a good deal of my life working with people in extremis, and that

meant that, sometimes quite literally, anything could happen. My recollection of the visitation

was that it had been comforting and supportive, at any rate, so I figured the best thing to do

might be simply to write it off as a little wish fulfilment and move on – I was reasonably certain

that a degree of unresolved grief, combined with a liberal dousing of Irish whiskey, was the

main culprit.As I sipped my third cup of coffee, I watched people come and go outside the

window. Garshaigh was a bustling little town. Everywhere I looked I saw industry and

autonomy. It made me feel slightly guilty. I really did have to work out some sort of plan of

action for what I was going to do with my life for the immediate future. Without beating around

the bush, I needed money: I had some savings which I was living off, but they would not last



forever, and staying in the hotel was going to eat a huge hole in my resources before very long.

I was, on a temporary basis at the very least, in need of a job.But what kind of job? And in this

age of swollen dole queues and emaciated bank statements would there even be any gainful

employment to be had?I knew for certain that I did not want to do anything even resembling

social care work – I had washed my hands of it twice before, and had always ended up being

drawn back in. I had always blamed everyone else for this: people laying their problems at my

feet or circumstances conspiring to place me in close proximity to children in need of help, but I

now realized that it was my responses to events and to the people I found myself in contact

with that had brought me back into the caring professions and child protection. I was

determined that was not going to happen again: the work hurt me too much and caused me to

do things, make decisions, I hated. I realized that I did not like that version of ‘me’, ‘Shane the

child protection worker’, one little bit. He was judgemental, self-serving and could be quite a

bully at times. People around him got hurt. I wanted to leave him behind and find out who I

really was when I was away from all that drama and anguish.I had tried my hand at living off

my music when I moved to the Midlands three years ago, and had been quite successful, but

playing music in local pubs had brought me in contact with the individuals who had eventually

led me to Drumlin Therapeutic Training Unit, where I had met Lonnie, so I summarily dismissed

being a musician as a course of action.I was running out of options. Looking over my meagre

skill set, I was left with teaching, which I had done on a part-time basis for some years to

supplement my income, and writing, which was something I occasionally flirted with in terms of

the odd article for a local newspaper or, from time to time, for the nationals. I had done one or

two academic articles too, some of which had been quite well received. Writing didn’t pay much

(sometimes it had paid me nothing at all) but I enjoyed it, and I reasoned that it probably

wouldn’t put me in too great a risk of coming in contact with any child protection situations.That

said, a teaching gig seemed the most likely option. From the foot traffic on the street outside I

judged that there had to be a good-sized school in the town, and that probably meant night

classes. It being August, I reasoned they might be looking for new teaching staff. I thought that

would be a sensible first port of call.After one more cup of coffee.The pretty waitress (whose

name was Carla) told me how to find the school. It was an ancient-looking grey stone structure,

all flat roofs and metal-framed windows, with a tangible air of emptiness about it a fortnight

before the students were to return. The school administrator, a bombastic, heavily built woman

with violently red hair, told me to wait on a plastic chair just inside the heavy wooden front door,

and after what felt like an age but was more like ten minutes a harangued-looking man in his

late fifties wearing a muted grey suit, which matched his grey hair and grey skin perfectly, came

out and snapped his hand in my direction.‘George Taylor,’ he said. ‘I’m principal of St Smoling’s,

and that makes me head of the night school also.’‘Shane Dunphy,’ I said, getting up and

shaking his hand, which was what I assumed he wanted me to do with it.‘Can we talk as we

walk, Mr Dunphy, I have a hundred and one things to do today and we are severely

understaffed. The school used to have two caretakers and a porter. Under the current

economic restrictions we have one caretaker, despite the fact that the number of students has

almost doubled. Do you know what that means?’‘Um . . .’ It felt like I was being given a test

which I had not studied for.‘It means that I now have maintenance tasks to do on top of my

usual workload,’ George Taylor strode briskly away from me. I gave chase.‘We have five gaps

on our night-class timetable,’ the principal said as he led me out the back of the building to

what looked like an ancient tool shed. ‘Childcare, conversational French, Chinese cooking,

motorcycle maintenance and tropical fish keeping.’‘A mixed bag,’ I said.George Taylor removed

his jacket and hung it on a polished wooden hanger which he then returned to a hook on the



door of the shed. He tucked his grey silk tie inside his shirt in a deft movement.‘Do you have

qualifications or experience in any of those subjects, Mr Dunphy?’‘Yes. I have both in the area

of childcare.’‘Excellent. And you can furnish me with references from your professional and

teaching experience?’I took an envelope from my shoulder bag and held it out to him.‘My CV,

complete with written references and the contact details of previous employers who will vouch

for me.’George Taylor went into the shed and came out a second later carrying a large blade

strimmer in one hand and a pair of plastic goggles in the other.‘You may leave it with Regina in

the front office. If all is as you say, you can consider the job yours. You will teach for three

hours, two evenings a week. If you’ve done this kind of work before you will know what to

expect.’I nodded. ‘That’s it then?’George Taylor pulled a ripcord on the strimmer and the

machine roared into life.‘I’ll call you with start-up details and a list of your students. The classes

are already quite full,’ he shouted over the engine.‘Now, I have work to do. Would you mind

showing yourself out?’The offices of the Western News filled two rooms over the supermarket.

The editor was a thin, owl-like man in his forties called Robert Chaplin. He smelt of cigarettes

and cheap aftershave. An out-of-date computer hummed on his desk, which was otherwise

buried in scraps of paper, fast-food wrappers and stained coffee mugs.‘What makes you think

we need any more staff?’ Chaplin said tersely. ‘We haven’t fucking advertised.’‘I’m just calling in

on spec,’ I said. ‘I’ve never gotten a job yet that I applied for through a want ad. I’ve done some

writing in the past, thought I might see if you were looking to fill some column inches.’‘Who’d

you write for?’I told him. He raised an eyebrow.‘Jim Davitt still writing for the Citizen?’‘He edited

me a couple of times.’‘So you did all this as a freelancer?’I told him I did.‘Ever had a more full-

time writing gig?’‘Nope. There have been some times when I was writing a few thousand words

a week, but I was never full time in the office, no.’‘I mean, it’s totally different when you’re doing

it all day every day. How do I know you won’t dry up on me?’‘I’ve never missed a deadline.

Never come up short on an assignment.’Chaplin nodded.‘And your background is all this child

abuse stuff? You’re what . . . a social worker or something?’‘Something. To be honest, I’m

looking for a change of scene, a change of job. Start me on the bottom rung of the ladder and

see what I can do. If you don’t like what I produce, cut me loose. You’ll have lost nothing.’The

thin man coughed and looked at the CV I had given him. He pulled the keyboard of his

computer towards him and tapped loudly on it, making a sound like a machine gun. He waited

for a moment then clicked the mouse. He turned the screen a little to accommodate glare, then

pondered the display. I knew he was looking up one of the pieces I had written, and waited for

his verdict.‘Okay, you can write,’ he said at last. ‘But you’re a bit fucking wordy, and you tend to

put yourself into everything. My readers aren’t interested in you or your deepest darkest

feelings. I run a local rag that lets Granny McDuff know when the flower show is on and who

has been up in court for stealing knickers off their neighbour’s washing line. That’s what my

audience want to read, and they don’t give a flying fuck what you think about any of it.’‘I realize

that, but thank you for flagging it up,’ I said.‘You’re very welcome.’‘So?’‘So what?’‘So would you

like to try me out?’Chaplin sighed.‘I don’t fucking know. Look, I’ll tell you what. Do you have a

car?’‘I do.’‘Go along to this,’ he rooted around until he found a flyer, which he passed over to

me. It advertised a gathering to protest the re-zoning of some bogland. I saw from the date that

it was happening that evening at eight. ‘Write me eight hundred words on what happens. Then

we’ll talk again.’‘Right you be.’I stood.‘I’ll hang on to your CV,’ he said, turning back to the

monitor. ‘I might give it a bit of a lookover again at some stage when I have a free moment.’‘All

right then,’ I said. ‘I’ll give you a shout tomorrow.’‘I’ll be here.’The protest meeting proved to be

mind-numbingly boring, but I managed to put together an article that made the local people

look like courageous campaigners, the very soul of the land at stake as soulless foreign



developers tried to steam roll over vital swathes of ecosystem. Which was, in fairness,

true.Chaplin read it thoughtfully.‘This is good,’ he said when he was done. ‘And very clean. You

can punctuate and you know how to use a spell check. And I believe this is eight hundred

words bang on.’‘It’s what you asked for.’He nodded. ‘That’s true. That is true.’I held out my

hands. ‘So do we have a deal?’‘On a probationary basis to begin with. Looking at your CV

there, you come across as someone with itchy feet. I want to know you aren’t going to take off

one day because the mood has suddenly come over you.’‘Fair enough.’‘I’m starting you on the

salary of a student right out of college and we’ll see how you fare. That’s my best offer.’‘I’ll take

it,’ I said, and we shook.The school and the newspaper were to be my life for the next two

years.1Millie and I stayed at the hotel for another week, which is as long as it took me to find

us a small bungalow at the coast end of Garshaigh. Jeff McKinney watched from the window of

the bar as I packed our meagre belongings into the Austin. I half expected to see him hanging

about outside our new lodgings, but he was, thankfully, nowhere to be seen.It took me all of

forty-five minutes to move in, after which I sat in the kitchen at the rickety chipboard table the

landlord had thoughtfully provided and wrote a list of all the things I would now have to buy to

make our new residence even semi-functional – most of these missing items I had, of course,

left behind when I fled my previous home. This made me feel not a little bit ridiculous, but that

was something I was getting more and more used to the older I got, so I shoved the sensation

aside and just got on with it.The house had a tiny garden: a postage-stamp-sized patch of

grass surrounded by a sturdy, high wooden fence, so I left Millie to sunbathe out there while I

went and bought most of the odds and ends on my list, as well as enough groceries to stock up

the fridge and make the place seem a little bit more accommodating. When this was all done I

sat on the couch in the Spartan living room and looked at the wall. It looked back. I knew that I

should get up and do something – maybe go for a walk, or take my instruments out and give

them a clean, perhaps change some strings.I knew I should, but I just couldn’t work up the

impetus to move. So I didn’t.I opened my eyes some time later and knew from the texture of

light that it was getting towards evening. I had slept most of the day, and felt sluggish and

slightly ill. As I shifted on the lumpy couch I realized that my phone was ringing – it was clearly

what had woken me. I stood up awkwardly and stumbled into the empty, detergent-smelling

kitchen, catching the call just before it went to voicemail.‘Mr Dunphy.’ The words were barked

into the phone almost like an accusation. In my still sleep-addled state, I almost recoiled in

shock.‘Uh . . . um . . . who is this please?’‘George Taylor. I’m calling about your night classes.’I

recalled the grey man who ran the local secondary school.‘Oh, yes. Of course. How can I help

you Mr Taylor?’‘I have some paperwork for you – your syllabus, students, a calendar for the

year – school holidays and such. I thought you might wish to come by and pick them up.’‘What

time is it?’ I asked, realizing that I usually used my phone to check the hour, and that it was

pressed to my ear.
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Anne Hassell, “Read only, if you are prepared to cry.. This book is absolutely the best. Grew

up as part of an English, Irish household. Lived part of my life in Ireland, believed in ghosts

etc. This has it all as well as children that need a lot of care. Am so glad the author was able

to figure out what is needed, along with humanity, children in need, as well as a society that

needed help in every way.This book is a cannot put down, have to read, even through the

night.  Thank you Shane for one of the best books.”

LT, “Great read!. I have an interest in seeing children protected, and enjoy reading about how

people go about doing that, and Shane Dunphy is one of the better authors regarding this.

Even though he's not employed in that field in this book, he still cannot see children in need of

help without doing something about it, and he truly connects with the children. His writing is

relatable, and, again, he truly connects with the reader.  Couldn't put it down.”

LOVEbooks, “A good read. Accept the author's arrogance and feel the story. I absolutely love

how he loves humans, especially the young ones. Educators should read this to learn how to

go all the way when teaching. I told myself that this would be the last book I read by Shane

Dunphy but I was wrong.  I'll read more!”

LFields, “Keeps your interest. I enjoy reading books that keep my interest from beginning to

end. This was definitely one of those books. I also enjoy words not commonly used in

everyday vocabulary. This is the second book I have read from this author, and I plan on

reading a lot more!”

Debbie Sloane, “Incredible story. I could not put this book down. The author does an excellent

job of drawing the reader into the story. I just loved it and now can't wait to read the next book

on my kindle by Shane Dunphy!”

Kivalina Mauck, “Loved this book. Emma is my favorite person in this book and the one alot like

myself. Such a sweet little girl who went through so much but stayed so strong. I recomend

this book.”

LindaS., “Very Good. The Girl From Yesterday was a very interesting read. It's a page turner,

wanting to find out what happens next. Well done!”

Earthnerd, “Five Stars. Shane Dunphy has become a favorite author for our family.”

Sheila Camp, “Another good read from Shane Dunphy. I've read all of Shane's books and really

enjoyed every one. This was a bit different, but still interesting and I couldn't put it down.This is

the first book Shane has written since his best friend Lonnie died. We occasionally 'meet'

Lonnie while Shane is 'getting his head round' what he needs to do with his life. He worked in

a special needs creche but was also involved in child protection work. He decided to take a



change of direction, move away and work as a part time journalist and part time teacher.It's

during his journalist job that he comes across the Blaneys and their children and Shane has to

come to terms with the fact that (with Lonnie's help) he can't get away from child protection.I

won't give the story away by saying I liked how Lonnie ended up being the genie in the lamp for

one of the Blaney children and then disappeared from both Shane and the child Emma Blaney,

once they were both sorted out in their minds.This is another good read.  Roll on the next one.”

SOB, “Quirky but well written. Shane tackled serious issues around child abuse in a matter of

fact style which made it easier on the reader and without resorting to salacious details which

seems so common in similar genre books. An unusual style but one which resonated with me.

I'll certainly be reading more.”

kathys, “Brilliant gripping. Easy to read but hard to put down in flight readingExcellent

storyline,Gripping ,heart wrenching but enjoyable without being too heavy”

Ebook Tops Reader, “The girl from yesterday. Excellent book”

Sonia Bowie, “Great read. Shane's books are much more than just true life memoirs. They

bring the people in the pages to life. I work as a foster carer, and find Shane to be inspiring

without being slushy. He is not afraid to put his own faults into his books, and is not beyond

laughing at himself. One of my favourites of his books.”

The book by Shane Dunphy has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 207 people have provided feedback.
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