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"Goloshes!" said Mrs Conroy. "That's the latest. Whenever it's wet underfoot | must
20put on my goloshes. Tonight even he wanted me to put them on, but | wouldn't. The
next thing he'll buy me will be a diving suit."
2%When the short days of winter came dusk fell before we had well eaten our dinners.
When we met in the street the houses had grown sombre. The space of sky above us
*%was the colour of ever-changing violet and towards it the lamps of the street lifted
their feeble lanterns. The cold air stung us and we played till our bodies glowed. Our
®shouts echoed in the silent street. The career of our play brought us through the dark
__muddy lanes behind the houses where we ran the gauntlet of the rough tribes from
the cottages, to the back doors of the dark dripping gardens where odours arose
iirom the ashpits, to the dark odorous stables where a coachman smoothed and
combed the horse or shook music from the buckled harness. When we returned to
sothe street light from the kitchen windows had fill e the areas. If my uncle was seen
turning the corner we hid in the shadow until we had seen him safely housed. Or if
ssdlangan's sister came out on the doorstep to call her brother in to his tea we watched
her from our shadow peer up and down the street. We waited to see whether she
sogvould remain or go in and, if she remained, we left our shadow and walked up to
Mangan's steps resignedly. She was waiting for us, her fiure defi ne by the light
®from the half-opened door. Her brother always teased her before he obeyed and |
stood by the railings looking at her. Her dress swung as she moved her body and the
"Roft rope of her hair tossed from side to side.



