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L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ŀ ǘƛƳŜ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜ ǿƘŜƴ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎΦ DǊƻǿƛƴƎ ǳǇΣ ŜǾŜǊȅ ²ŜŘƴŜǎŘŀȅ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴ ǿŀǎ 
devoted to a visit to the Carnegie Library in Dundrum; every Thursday to Tuesday night to reading the 
ōƻƻƪǎ LΩŘ ŎƘƻǎŜƴΣ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜƳ ǎƻ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ŎƘƻƻse some more. Tales of adventure stimulated me 
ŀǎ ŀ ƪƛŘΣ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ ƻŦ ōƻȅǎ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ŀƎŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ǎŎǊŀǇŜǎΣ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ IΦ9Φ ¢ƻŘŘΩǎ Bobby 
Brewster novels were my favourite. Inanimate objects came to ƭƛŦŜ ǿƘŜƴŜǾŜǊ .ƻōōȅ ǿŀǎ ƴŜŀǊ ǘƘŜƳΦ Ψ!ǘ 
least he thought ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛǘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΣΩ ¢ƻŘŘ ǿǊƻǘŜΣ ǳǎƛƴƎ ŀ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊ ŎƻƴǎǘǊǳŎǘ ǘƻ ōŜƎƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǘŜǎǘ ȅŀǊƴΦ !ǘ 
six or seven years of age, I wanted nothing more from life but to be Bobby Brewster. 

Ten years later and I was living in Cambridge, the summer of my Leaving Cert. Working in a betting shop 
by day, a hotel by night, trying to save some money, have some fun. Living away from home for the first 
time. I read The Cider House Rules by John IrvinƎΣ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅ ǿƘƻ ōŜƭƻƴƎŜŘ ǘƻ {ǘ /ƭƻǳŘΩǎΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ 
summer was a hot one, and when the story opened out on to the apple orchards of Maine, I wanted to 
be there too, picking apples, making cider, living in the cider house, breaking those rules. No author has 
influenced me as much as John Irving. The depth of his characterisations, the breadth of his epic stories; 
L ǿŀƛǘ ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘƭȅ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŦƻǳǊ ƻǊ ŦƛǾŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƴŜǿ ƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǳƴǘƛƭ 
LΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘΦ 

I write in a study lined with bookshelves and looking around for the novels that have influenced me the 
most makes me wish I had more pages to devote to it. The ones I value the most are those that have led 
me in unexpected directions. Anything by Alexandre Dumas, whose work appeals to my sense of 
ŀŘǾŜƴǘǳǊŜΦ ό²Ƙȅ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ǿǊƛǘŜ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ōƻƻƪǎ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜΚύ tŀǘǊƛŎƛŀ IƛƎƘǎƳƛǘƘΩǎ Ripley 
novels, which I read as a teenager; they introduced me to my favourite anti-hero in fiction in Tom Ripley. 
I attempted a tribute ǘƻ IƛƎƘǎƳƛǘƘΩǎ ǿƻǊƪ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ŦƛŦǘƘ ƴƻǾŜƭΣ Next of Kin, populating it with evil aristos 
ŀƴŘ ƳƻǊŀƭƭȅ ōŀƴƪǊǳǇǘ ǘƻŦŦǎΦ WƻƴŀǘƘŀƴ /ƻŜΩǎ What A Carve Up! was a novel which dazzled me for its use 
of multi-layered plots, mixing wild and extraordinary characters with a storyline echoing Kind Hearts and 
Coronets. The stories of Tobias Wolff, which I always keep close at hand and dip into whenever my 
creative energies or emotional spirits are low; each one is a challenge to any story writer to write better 
fiction. He is a writer of profound intelligence and depth; his Old School is a novel about young writers 
ƛŘƻƭƛǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘŜǊƻŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜΩǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ƳƛƴŜΦ 

My first passion was for books, for the art of good story-telling that would keep me awake at night, 
under the covers wƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǎǿƛǘŎƘŜŘ ƻŦŦ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǘƻǊŎƘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ LǘΩǎ ŀ Ǉŀǎǎƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŦŀŘŜŘΦ 


