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Lurgan, 1942
	The early risers in Lurgan began to appear along the eastern wall of the Johnston Allen Factory around five: at this hour, the winds that blew came from the west—the pattern was all too predictable this time of year. The line of soldiers stood wrapped in their service coats, nodding quietly to the loom workers as they passed and went into the building for their day of work. The ladies had all been artists once, giving way to a spot of color in the north country with their decorous loom work. Now, like everyone else in the town, they were no less involved in the war than the soldiers themselves. 
It wasn’t until six that Pad awoke, stunned to life by the raspy call of the bugle on the perch outside. Within seconds, he had swung his topcoat over his shoulders and slipped out of his tent.
	Among the rest of the stragglers—Americans, mostly—Pad made for the far canteen on the north end of camp, where, if luck had him, a fair assortment of refreshments would be left, hardly picked over by the early birds. The black bread would be plentiful no matter the level of business, but other goods were not so easily earned. The British always ran through the salted potatoes first, and the poultry would be scarce if there was any to spare after the Americans had rummaged for meats to accompany their coffee and sandwiches. It was anyone’s bet what rations would remain the days after, but it was a quiet agreement among them all that the current day was all that mattered. There was nothing too certain beyond it.
The group passed the top corner of the factory only a few strides away from the outer edge of camp, and the sudden gusts that lined the wall puffed up the back of the Pad’s coat as he neared the canteen. Coming closer, he saw her there on a platform by the fire, hovering her feet above the flame, pulling them back each time the wisps came startlingly close to the leather tips of her oxfords. Their slender silhouette was far too quaint to be worn in the blistering cold, but she had opted for their formality, nevertheless. Her overcoat held the same elegance, but at the very least was sturdy enough to keep her from the weather. While the rest of the men neared the canteen, already considering their picks from afar, Pad approached her with his hands clasped behind his back and his hat tilted as far down as it would rest.
“Patrick,” she said, “a wonderful surprise.” Her confidence told that Pad’s return had not been so surprising at all. 
“Hello, Jeanie,” said Pad. “You ought to have some boots.” 
“It ought to be a bit warmer, but we can’t have the whole band, can we?” She managed a smile. “I assume I mustn’t be the only reason you came along.” Jeanie produced a mashed carrot sandwich from under her stoop and held it out to him. A dark gunge seeped through the cavernous dough, chunks of orange permeating here and there. He hesitated, took the ration, and then leaned to sit down next to her.
“Thanks,” said Pad. He noticed then that the shirtwaist dress which fell from under her coat was blue, laced with speckled strips of rayon. It’s collar, too, peeked out from her tweed outer garments, and her padded shoulders seemed to lift her stature to be flat with the ground. “You’re on from the mainland.”
“I am.”
“Perhaps we’ve been lucky enough to meet before one of the yanks come and sweep you off your feet?” said Pad.
“Who’s to say?” said Jeanie, smiling again, this time staring a little longer as if examining him. The look was broken by the jolt of a barking dog behind her, where the Lurgan men stood in front of their houses patrolling their yards and the moats of snow surrounding them. Jeanie “You’re not too familiar here either, Patrick.”
The arrival of a stranger in any town in Eire was a notable event. In peaceful times, any good countrymnn kept to his places, all other towns alien to him, apart from those with markets and factories. It was never a thought to cross into another man’s territory, where the land was claimed, and the people lived peacefully among themselves. Since the automobile roads had come along, there was more to do than simply shout out in the streets and bargain rabbits and coal as they had done before, but there was still very little reason to migrate beyond one’s home acres. It was why, in many cases, an outsider’s arrival would have to mean a great intention for him or the town he had come upon. The uncertainty of that intention, even with the possibility of a threat, was cause for great allure among the townsfolk.
But such was not the case in Lurgan. In the latest months of the Emergency, the once quiet lake town had happened upon some ten-thousand strangers: the bulk of them American GIs invading in a friendly sort of manner, the rest of them British soldiers from the mainland and Jews fleeing from Belfast. An assortment of Irishman had come in from the Birches and Derryadd to play their hand in the cause, but only so much to create a momentary glimmer of brown and black among the sage green service coats worn by the rest of the men. The only ones who could truly be told apart were those who claimed no role in the war at all. But even then, anyone who told that they were of no part in the war efforts was awful mistaken. 
Pad took a bite of his carrot sandwich, and a bit of sludge rode down the side of his lip. Jeanie reached out to swipe it off, but Pad had gotten to it quicker. He looked to the canteen and saw the only man who remained to receive his take. The man examined a can of corned beef as he sipped from his cup of tea, no longer steaming, and nodded to the woman at the counter to signal his decision. He started toward the other men, who had made quick work of the windy commute, already standing among the rest on the east end of the loom building awaiting their route march. In a few minutes, the bugle called again, and the brigades began their routine performances. Pad and Jeanie watched them from afar, indulging in the mechanical patterns that emerged when the brigades crossed each other’s paths. Then, Pad saw Davies in the factory gate. He looked at Jeanie and stood and pocketed the sandwich and gave her his gratitude.
“I hope you’ll consider me welcome when I come back along,” said Pad. 
“If we’re fortunate enough,” said Jeanie. “I hear the townsfolk are welcoming as well in Belfast.”
“I thought we might see the dogs race,” he said. “Perhaps in the summertime.” He removed his scally cap and dropped it on her head.
Jeanie sat still for a while, the curls of her hair twirling around her ears with each cold gust from the Lough Neagh. “That would be lovely.”
“And things should be right by then,” said Pad.
“Only if you’ve found what you’re looking for.”




