To tell God’s truth of it, oi was fearful.
Bein’ the eldest son oi knew it was goin’ to be op to me to foind better work, so oi’d taken it as gracefully as oi could when leavin’ Mam. But as oi sat there on that bed, still uncomfortable from gettin’ a real wettin’ in the downpour, it soddenly came on me that oi didn’t want to be there so moch that oi could empty the dregs o’ that maggoty eel we’d eaten all over the unwashed linen.
I suppose it’s loike anywhere, really, when you’re not used to it and at least at that point I wasn’t alone. Oi’d managed to pick op a fellow from Ulster way and we started op a conversation about the families we were leavin’ behoind and what we were plannin’ to do in London. I swear we used Irishisms so much more than we even would have done in Éire, jost to feel at home. We decoided that Irish need to stick together. After travelling, between os we had about five shillin’s, which weren’t bad considerin’. We pooled it together, thinkin’ that the first thing we should be doin’ was findin’ food and a roof over our heads.
We’d walked through the never ending rows of buildings feeling like London must stretch out to the coast it looked so vast. The sheer soight of it was disorientatin’ - not to mention the smell of it. London stank, an’ no mistake.
It took some toime before we came across a sign sayin’,
‘Gentlemen’s beds 
4d per night’
Which is where we’d ended op.
Now, it’s not loike oi’d thought we’d be in God’s pocket, but oi wouldn’t even house my dog in one of those rooms, if you go to that of it. We didn’t have any choice though, loike the Jews all huddled in the corner, four of ‘em looking loike sad puppies an’ speaking in tongues.
We were all jost settlin’ in for a long and uncomfortable noight when a man burst in, along with two others, scarin’ the whole room. He turned to os two and started yellin’ about somethin’. Now we were still strugglin’ with the accents, havin’ never heard a Cockney before that very morning – and a shock it was as well; so, it took him shoutin’ a few more toimes and his throwin’ my companion’s case into the hallway for os to realoise that the gist of it was:
“No Irish – out vith ya!”
After travellin’ all that way, exhausted, feelin’ ill from homesickness - and that awful eel - to then be turfed out of a kennel masquerading as a lodging house… well… I can only describe it as ‘disheartening’, because there really are no words in English that could descroibe to you what oi was feelin’ at that moment. Yet, oi understood that leavin’ was the best thing to do and started to collect my belongin’s. That man was a real Ceólaun, but after all we didn’t know the area. Gettin’ into a foight this early in the game wasn’t goin’ to be a clever oidea. Who was goin’ to help os if they decoided to beat os closer to God?
[bookmark: _GoBack]But my companion kept on askin’, “Arrah, whoi? Whoi?” not seemin’ to understand what’s it’s loike for the oirish in England.
