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   “Now,the 
	 timelessness of Ireland 
is gone, and I would
  say irretrievable” 
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Like most people born and 
raised in New York, I lived my life by 
striving and pushing and rushing. So when 
I �rst visited Ireland in the 1980s, it took 
me a while to slow down. I could see the 
value in it, however. Ireland in the eighties 
offered me a chance to experience a simpler, 
more innocent time � a time when there 
was more time, and no reason to rush.  

Although there wasn�t much money in 
Ireland then, there were so few things to 
spend money on that it didn�t matter that 
there wasn�t much of it. Social life didn�t 
revolve around income:  you could go out 
for the evening with no money at all, just 
by �nding your friends in a pub � sure that 
one of them, who had a bit more cash than 
you that day, would offer you a pint. No 
one boasted about professional success and 
no one particularly identi�ed with work.   
Few people in Ireland back then were 

�house proud� simply because the selection 
of home furnishings was comparatively 
limited.

The biggest novelty for me was how much 

time there was in the day. I learned that 
time-saving devices �  conveniences that  
I took for granted in New York like 
telephones, cars, dishwashers, power 
mowers, spin dryers and central heating 
� didn�t actually save time, because you 
would just �ll that time by doing more. 
The way to have free time was not to 
speed up and work faster in order to get 
more time in the future, as we did in New 
York, but to slow down.  

I chose to live in Ireland then in order 
to experience this timelessness, to step off 
the treadmill and explore some of life�s 
intangibles that are so much more obvious 
when you have more time. Ireland was 
rich with conversation, imagination, 
philosophical speculation, laughter and 
tears, and of course, the ability to enjoy 
them. Best of all, with this abundance 
of time, I managed to �nd myself some 
mental space, and in that space, �nd a 
sense of stillness.

Back then, it took almost a whole year 
to have a broken phone repaired, and two 
years to have a new phone installed. Even 
if you had a phone, long distance calls were 
expensive. Thus one of the most exciting 
events in my week was receiving a letter 
from a friend back home. I would read 
each letter many times, re�ect on the news 
it brought, imagine the people described, 
and carry on the conversation in my head 
for much of the day. Each letter ranked as 
a major event, and I luxuriated in it.  

Now the timelessness of Ireland is gone 
and, I would say, irretrievable. The leisurely 
stroll has been replaced by the light rail, and 
the bicycle put down for the BMW. And 
not only has Ireland changed: the world 
has. Email, mobile phones, texting, WI-FI, 

When did you last feel that time 
was on your side?  

In an exclusive article for  
Irish Tatler, Martin Boroson argues 

that time is on your mind,  
not the clock  
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