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From the bestselling and PEN/Faulkner Award-winning author of Netherland, a fascinating,
personal, and beautifully crafted family history.Joseph O'Neill's grandfathers--one Turkish, one
Irish--were both imprisoned for suspected subversion during the Second World War. The Irish
grandfather, a handsome rogue from a family of small farmers, was an active member of the IRA.
O'Neill's other grandfather, a debonair hotelier from the tiny and threatened Turkish Christian
minority, was interned by the British in Palestine on suspicion of being an Axis spy.With intellect,
compassion, and grace, O'Neill sets the stories of these individuals against the history of the last
century's most inhuman events.

"A superbly composed double-narrative....An extraordinary piece of detective work." -
Esquire"Essential reading....A fascinating exploration of the personal complexities and private
intimacies that lie behind a crude word like 'terrorism.'" -The New York Review of Books“An
extraordinary book. . . . As thrilling as a murder trial. . . . The progress of [O’Neill’s] investigations
are imbued with all the darkening excitement of a novel by le Carré or Greene.” —Times Literary
Supplement (London) “A gripping detective story, a thoughtful enquiry into nationalism, and a
moving evocation of world war at the edges of its European theatre.” —The Economist
(London) “Joseph O’Neill’s voice in this book is often intimate and engaging, like someone
whispering fascinating secrets, but it is also at times a public voice, deeply involved with the
silences and lies which have surrounded the past and distorted the present in both Turkey and
Ireland. O’Neill is a born story-teller with a sharp eye, a great style and a good wit. His sense of
modern Ireland, with all its ghosts and contradictions, is superb.” —Colm Tóibín “A stealthy,
evidential enterprise, it stalks its material, considers, reassesses and chews over the theories. It
is a big cat of a book. It creeps up on you, then pounces. And once it has you in its grip, it doesn’t
let go in a hurry.” —Evening Standard (London) “Every word in this riveting book is carefully
freighted. Unlike many books which claim to trace a ‘journey,’ Blood-Dark Track achieves its
ambition, leaving teller and listener at the end with a haunting sense of having arrived
somewhere new.” —The Times (London) “Painfully honest and lucid. . . . Joseph O’Neill ...From
BooklistBoth O’Neill’s grandfathers, one Turkish Christian, one Irish Catholic, were imprisoned
by the British during World War II. What had they done wrong? In researching their stories,
O’Neill discovers secrets, personal and political, and his gripping family memoir also reveals a
seldom-told bloody history. All the detail gets confusing at times as the author visits the prisons
and delves into letters, newspaper reports, official documents, and family stories. But the
muddle and mystery of spies and counterspies are part of the authentic narrative. O’Neill’s
father’s father, James O’Neill, joined the IRA. Was he complicit with Nazi Germany? Or was he
an informer for the British? Were they planting information on him? The maternal grandfather,



Joseph Dakak, was arrested on a business trip to Palestine and spent more than three years in
prison there. Does a just war justify undeserved personal suffering? Was Dakak paranoid to
think his fellow prisoners were informers? The political issues are sure to spark intense debate,
but more than that, it is the “miserable small story” of individual lives that holds the reader. --
Hazel Rochman --This text refers to the paperback edition.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission.
All rights reserved.1... the old post cards do not depict Maurilia as it was, but a different city
which, by chance, was called Maurilia, like this one.–Italo Calvino, Invisible Cities I was born on
23 February 1964 in the Bon Secours Hospital, Cork. The following day my father flew into Cork
and went directly from the airport to the nursery ward, where to everybody’s amazement he
unhesitatingly picked me out from the sixteen newborn babies lying anonymously in their cots.
Then he walked quickly to the maternity ward to see my mother. She was in bed, and my father
sat down on the rim of the bed. He took her hand. He had been abroad working, and it was their
first meeting for over a week. ‘Your father has died,’ he said. My mother began to weep, and so
did my father.Born the day after his death, I was given my grandfather’s name–Joseph.He died
on a rain-blurred day in Istanbul. At some point in the afternoon, Pierre, my mother’s brother, sat
grieving alone in an Istanbul café. A concerned stranger approached the tearful young man and
gently asked him what his trouble was. ‘My father has died,’ Oncle Pierre said. The stranger took
hold of Pierre by the shoulders and looked him in the eyes. ‘See to your mother,’ he said.Joseph
had for years been troubled by a heart problem that necessitated trips to Istanbul for treatment;
and in 1961, he suffered a heart attack that brought Oncle Pierre, who was in Lyon studying law
and economics, back to Mersin to help his father with the completion of the new Toros Hotel
building. Joseph’s condition worsened. In January 1964, when Fonda Tahintzi went to ask for the
hand of my aunt Amy, he found Joseph in bed, dressed in his bathrobe and too weak to rise. In
February, X-rays of my grandfather’s heart were taken; these were, according to the Mersin
doctors, inconclusive. Joseph appealed for help to Muzaffer Ersoy, his former personal
physician, in whom he had great faith. Dr Ersoy, who had moved his practice to Istanbul and was
on his way to substantial professional fame, requested that the X-rays be sent to him. Once he’d
seen them, he responded immediately. The Mersin doctors had misread the X-rays: far from
being inconclusive, they showed that the patient’s heart had suddenly enlarged; it was vital that
he go to Istanbul immediately for further treatment and tests. Joseph’s worst fears were
confirmed: for days, now, he had been vomiting in the mornings, grimly muttering, ‘J’aime pas
c a.’ So, wearing a hat placed on his head by Amy, Joseph caught a flight at Adana. It was his
first experience of aviation, the death of a friend in an air crash having previously scared him off.
On this occasion, though, getting on board the aeroplane truly was a matter of living or dying. Dr
Ersoy said that the next three days would be decisive; either the patient would perish or the crisis
would pass. Joseph said to his wife, Georgette, ‘I promise that if I survive I’ll buy you a fur coat.
I’ll buy one for you and one for the wife of Muzaffer Ersoy.’Nobody got a fur coat. On the third day
of his hospitalization, Joseph died; but not before he had seduced my grandmother one last
time. Lying on his bed, he asked her forgiveness for all the harm he’d caused her: ‘Pardonne moi



pour tout le mal que je t’ai fait.’ Mamie Dakad replied, ‘I am very happy with what I have had.’ My
grandfather closed his eyes. For a long time he had worried terribly about dying, but now he was
surprisingly and suddenly at peace. ‘Comme c’est bon,’ he said, and he squeezed his wife’s
hand; whereupon he died.My grandmother attached great weight to these dramatic gestures
and would occasionally tell the story of her husband’s last moments to her daughters. It was, in
her eyes, a kind of happy ending, and one which decisively vindicated the steadfast and
exclusive love she had borne my grandfather for over thirty years. My mother said to me,
‘Because of what he said in the hospital, Maman always kept a good memory of Papa.’A van
came down overnight from Istanbul with the body. The journey was not easy. Snow was falling as
the van crossed the Anatolian plateau, a near-desert of desolate, immeasurable darkness. The
van slowly made its way through the snowstorm, the flakes falling without cease and still falling
hours later as the vehicle slowly climbed the Taurus mountains, where, at the village of Pozanti,
Fonda and Amy escorted it for the remainder of the journey. The convoy proceeded through
forests and along terrifying precipices towards a narrow chasm known as the Cilician Gate,
through which the army of Alexander the Great and the crusaders of the Holy Roman Emperor,
Frederick Barbarossa, once passed. Eventually the snow and the mountains gave way to heavy
rain and foothills, and finally to drizzle and the maritime plain of C ukurova, which is still referred
to by westerners as Cilicia, after the Roman province (briefly governed by Cicero) of which the
plain formed part. My grandfather’s body was driven through Tarsus, the birthplace of St Paul,
where a still-visible hole in the ground is alleged to be the well in which the evangelist hid from
his pursuers. Legend also sticks to Tarsus’ river, the Cydnus, on whose then navigable waters
Cleopatra sailed her barge to meet Mark Antony. The convoy continued south-westward for
about thirty kilometres, coming to a place that according to one conjecture is the location of
Eden, a theory that, however crazy, is consistent with the remarkable fertility of the local earth, in
which superb fruits and vegetables grow, and also with archaeological evidence (produced by
the excavations of an English Hittitologist, John Garstang) which suggests that the area — that
is, the area now occupied by the city of Mersin — is one of the oldest continuously inhabited
spots on the planet.The van followed Fonda’s car along an avenue of eucalyptus trees. This was
the eastern road into Mersin. On they went: past the railway line that reaches a charming
terminus at Mersin’s old railway station, past the courthouse, past the prison, past what used to
be known as the Maronite quarter, past the Catholic church, past the old Greek quarter. They
entered a town which I imagine I just about remember, a quiet port of white-stoned villas and
lush gardens, of untidy shacks and donkeys loaded with panniers leaking peaches, of card-
games and tittle-tattle in multiple languages — a town reeking, in the springtime, of orange
blossom. There was practically no motorized traffic as the convoy proceeded up the main street,
Atatu rk C addesi, and drove by the Toros Hotel, whose transformation — two large old
limestone houses knocked down and replaced by a single, brand-new, four-storey building with
fifty-three rooms — Joseph Dakad had only recently completed. The only other vehicles of any
size on the street were cabs, which is to say, red-spoked carriages drawn by two blinkered



horses whipped into exhaustion.As recently as the early ’seventies these squeaking, rocking
contraptions were Mersin’s main form of taxi transport, and I often boarded them with my tiny,
hunchbacked great-aunt, Tante Isabelle, to go from the hotel to the little stone house she shared
with her tiny, hunchbacked sister, Tante Alexandra. Shaded by the cab’s tassel-fringed bonnet,
mesmerized by the carriage’s brassy curves and the horses’ flying red pom-poms, surrounded
by the odours of dung and Tante Isabelle’s Turkish eau-de-Cologne, I settled back in the scarlet
leather seat like a pocket pasha and waited for the jolt that signalled the start of a ride of
heavenly unsteadiness. We took the route taken by the convoy six or so years earlier, past rows
of splendid palm trees that seemed to stand to attention, the whitewashed bases of their trunks
smart as the spats worn by the Turkish soldiers who, to my delight, seemed constantly to march
and parade on the streets of Mersin, often with glorious rockets and artillery on display. ‘Dooma,
dooma, doom,’ I chanted from my great-aunts’ balcony in imitation of the drums. I loved the
invasion of Cyprus in the summer of 1974, when Mersin was filled with troops and there was a
blackout in case the Greeks bombed the town.We clip-clopped past the official house of the Vali
(the provincial governor), past the monumental Halkevi (the House of the People) and its
seaward-gazing statue of Atatu rk, and then past the Greek Orthodox Church. At the rear of the
church was the priest’s house. It overlooked an open-air cinema where shadows of bats flitted
across the screen. I could not follow the films — I half-remember a tragic melodrama involving
disastrous migrations from country to city — or why the paying public, massed amongst winking
red cigarette tips, intermittently snapped into fierce, sudden applause, the men rising from blue
wooden chairs to clap with frowning, emotional faces. Peering through the rear window with my
great-aunt and the priest’s family, I looked out on a world full of stories I did not understand.After
the Greek Orthodox Church, the carriage jingled past big merchants’ houses, some semi-
abandoned, most in disrepair. In the top corner of each, it seemed, lived an old lady whom one
knew — Madame Dora, Madame Rita, Madame Fifi, Madame Juliette, Madame Virginie. It was
a leafy street, and turtle doves purred in the trees. On we went, hoofbeats clacking, the gentle
stink of horseshit wafting up from the street, until we came to Camlibel (pronounced
Chumleybell), a small oval park surrounded by villas with gardens that overran with fruit trees
and bougainvillaea. At the far end of Camlibel was the Dakad residence, a large, cool, rented
apartment on the first floor of a villa. Tante Isabelle’s place was only a little further on, just before
the military barracks at the edge of the town. That was the long and the short of Mersin in those
days: a quarter-hour ride in a carriage, or a five minute drive for a slow-moving car such as the
van transporting the body of Joseph Dakad to Camlibel.If you drove out west of Mersin, you
travelled along a beautiful coastline. Once you had passed through the avenue of palm trees by
the barracks, crossed the dry riverbed and gone past the stadium of Mersin Idmanyurdu (the
football team that has always yo-yoed between Turkey’s first and second divisions), in a
deafening roar of frogs you came upon mile after mile of orange groves and lemon groves
planted, at their perimeters, with pomegranate, grapefruit, tangerine and medlar trees. Then
came the villages of Mezitli and Elvanli and Erdemli, the Taurus foothills meanwhile getting



closer and closer until, after you’d motored for the best part of an hour, the farmland expired and
the road was hemmed in by, on the left, the sea — which indented the land with bays that flared
turquoise at their confluence with freshwater streams — and, on the right, rocks covered with
wild olive trees, sarcophagi, basilica, aqueducts, castles, arches, mosaics, ruined temples and
ghost villages. You drove on until you came to Kizkalesi, an island fortress wondrously afloat
three hundred yards offshore that is a relic of the medieval kingdom of Lesser Armenia, and you
got out of the car and went swimming in hot, lucid waters. There was nobody else around except
for the occasional camel or shy children hoping to be photographed.In the last twenty years, the
beach holiday has arrived in Turkey. Nowadays Kizkalesi is a swollen, chaotic resort crowded by
tourists from Adana and the landlocked east. The roadside antiquities are dwarfed by advertising
hoardings, pansiyons and summer homes, the inlets and creeks are covered by a mess of
unplanned structures, the citrus groves have been razed to make way for holiday complexes and
towering, gloomy suburbs. The belching frogs have gone (some, decades ago, packed in ice
and shipped by Oncle Pierre to the tables of France), and an hour’s drive will barely take you
clear of Mersin’s concrete outskirts and the moan of cement-mixers and the fog of building
dust.In Mersin itself, a huge boulevard now swings along the seafront. Countless young palm
trees spring from the pavements, new stoplights regulate the chaos at junctions, traffic islands
are dense with flowering laurels, and block after block after block of bone-white apartments take
shape from grey hulks. Hooting minibuses race through the streets three abreast, residential
complexes multiply along the coast, the minarets of enormous new mosques make their way
skywards in packs. In the final thirty years of the last century, the population, swollen by a
massive influx from the east, much of it Kurdish, has multiplied sixfold to around six hundred
thousand. It’s a boom-town. The port, with its officially designated Free Trade Zone, ships’
commodities worldwide in unprecedented quantities: pumice-stones from Nevsehir to Savannah
and Casablanca; pulses from Gaziantep to Colombo, Karachi, Chittagong, Doha and Valencia;
apple concentrate from Nigde to New York and Ravenna; TV parts from Izmir to Felixstowe and
Rotterdam; insulation material from Tarsus to Alexandria and Abu Dhabi; dried apricots from
Malatya to Antwerp (and thence Germany and France); Iranian pistachios to Haifa (in secret
shipments, to save political embarrassment); Russian cotton to Djakarta and Keelung; citrus fruit
from Mersin to Hamburg and Taganrog; synthetic yarn from Adana to Norfolk and Alexandria;
carpets from Kayseri to Oslo and to Jeddah. Just along from the new marina, you’ll find a Mersin
Hilton and luxury seaside condominiums; and in the unremarkable interior of the city, the
gigantic Mersin Metropol Tower (popularly known as the dick of Mersin) lays claim to the title of
‘the tallest building between Frankfurt and Singapore’. On the streets, young women are turned
out in European trends, teenagers smooch, and male students at the new Mersin University
amble along Atatu rk C addesi, Mersin’s first pedestrianized street, with long hair and clean-
shaven faces.Of course, some things never change. Sailors still sport snowy flares. Men wear
vests under their shirts in the clammy August heat, and moustaches, and old-fashioned trousers
with a smart crease leading down to the inevitable dainty loafer. You’ll still see vendors pushing



carts loaded with pistachios, grapes, or prickly pears; corn on the cob (grilled or boiled) is sold at
street corners; and shoeblacks grow old behind their brassy boxes. The old vegetable and meat
and fish market has kept going, and the pleasant little Catholic Church of Mersin where my
parents were married and which I have intermittently attended over the years is the same. As
ever, a fountain spurts a loop of water in the church’s small, leafy courtyard, and Sunday Mass
attracts adherents to all six Catholic rites — Roman, Syrian, Chaldaean, Maronite, Armenian,
and Greek. It’s a varied congregation. You’ll see ageing westernized Christians in drab urban
clothes, enthusiastic children packed in scrums into the front pews (boys right of the aisle, girls
left), and a big turn-out of worshippers vividly dressed in shawls and baggy pants; these last are
Chaldaeans from the mountains in the extreme south-east of Turkey. Not all Mersin Christians
are rich. --This text refers to the paperback edition.About the AuthorJoseph O'Neill was born in
Cork, Ireland, in 1964 and grew up in Mozambique, South Africa, Iran, Turkey, and Holland. His
works include the novels Netherland, which won the PEN/Faulkner Award for fiction and the
Kerry Group Irish Fiction Award, This Is The Life, and The Breezes. He writes regularly for The
Atlantic Monthly. He lives with his family in New York City. --This text refers to the paperback
edition.From Publishers WeeklyThe son of a Turkish mother and an Irish father, lawyer and
novelist O'Neill was born in Ireland, raised in the Hague, spent summers in his mother's
hometown on the Mediterranean and studied in Britain. When he was 10 or 11, in the
mid-1970s, he learned that both of his late grandfathers were imprisoned during WWII. Twenty
years later, he took it upon himself to learn why. The quest to determine whether his IRA-soldier
grandfather was a murderer and his Turkish grandfather, a hotelier, was an Axis spy took him
from County Cork to the coast of Turkey, and deep into the "dream-bright horrors" of history.
O'Neill's Irish grandfather, jailed for five years for IRA activities, shared an internment camp with
Nazi and Allied POWs held there "in accordance with Ireland's neutrality policy." At the same
time, his Turkish grandfather suffered psychological abuse and extreme paranoia in various
British and Free French military prisons filled with Lebanese, Turkish and Syrian " `suspects and
known pro-Axis sympathizers.' " During his research, O'Neill collected facts about everything
from the poison used to eliminate the fungus that destroyed the Irish potato crop in the late
1840s to ethnic divisions among Armenians, Muslims and non-Muslim Turks in pre-WWII Turkey.
Anyone interested in the Middle East, Ireland or WWII will find this account fascinating. Readers
looking for tension, family drama and pathos, however, may be frustrated with the
undifferentiated details and narrative detours that sometimes encumber this story of a grandson
trying to connect with the grandfathers he never knew. Photos, 2 maps.Copyright 2001 Cahners
Business Information, Inc.--This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From Library
JournalO'Neill, a novelist (The Breezes) and lawyer, writes a compelling family history
interwoven with the politics of World War II. O'Neill sought the reasons for the internment of his
Turkish and Irish grandfathers during the war, Jim O'Neill in an infamous camp in Ireland, Joseph
Dadak by Britain in Palestine. He easily finds his Irish grandfather's IRA history. His Turkish
grandfather seems a genuine victim until O'Neill digs deep and, like the British, suspects him of



espionage. This is a voyage of self-exploration, a grandson coming to terms with family history
previously forbidden. While the reader may not find the denouement as gratifying as did the
author, the journey is worth the price. O'Neill's adventures in genealogy and the interviews he
pursued keep the reader drawn close. Useful for academic libraries and recommended for public
libraries, especially those with Middle East concentrations. Robert Moore, Framingham,
MACopyright 2001 Reed Business Information, Inc. --This text refers to an alternate
kindle_edition edition.Read more
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Acclaim for Joseph O’Neill’sBlood-Dark Track“An extraordinary book.… As thrilling as a murder
trial.… The progress of [O’Neill’s] investigations are imbued with all the darkening excitement of
a novel by le Carré or Greene.”—The Times Literary Supplement (London)“A gripping detective
story, a thoughtful enquiry into nationalism, and a moving evocation of world war at the edges of
its European theatre.”—The Economist“Joseph O’Neill’s voice in this book is often intimate and
engaging, like someone whispering fascinating secrets, but it is also at times a public voice,
deeply involved with the silences and lies which have surrounded the past and distorted the
present in both Turkey and Ireland. O’Neill is a born storyteller with a sharp eye, a great style,
and a good wit. His sense of modern Ireland, with all its ghosts and contradictions, is superb.”—
Colm Tóibín“A stealthy, evidential enterprise, it stalks its material, considers, reassesses and
chews over the theories. It is a big cat of a book. It creeps up on you, then pounces. And once it
has you in its grip, it doesn’t let go in a hurry.”—Evening Standard (London)“Every word in this
riveting book is carefully freighted. Unlike many books which claim to trace a ‘journey,’ Blood-
Dark Track achieves its ambition, leaving teller and listener at the end with a haunting sense of
having arrived somewhere new.”—The Times (London)“Painfully honest and lucid.… Joseph
O’Neill writes beautifully. The fascination of this book lies in watching him come to terms with the
violence in his family’s past.”—Daily Mail (London)“The book has certainly worked hard to earn
the reconciliation it finally imagines. It is too honest to get what it hopes for; too uncertain to
know for sure what it is that has to be reconciled or forgiven. In its very unease, it is a remarkable
book.”—The Irish Times“The story [O’Neill] tells here yields much evidence of [his] quickness of
mind, analytical skill, contemplative ability and sheer endurance. But the book’s greatest triumph
is the delicate, sympathetic peeling back of layer after layer of two families before and after they
overlap.”—The Observer (London)“This is a beautifully written and complicated book, in which
difficult perceptions are expressed with forensic honesty. Its author finds that he cannot quite
define his elusive grandfathers, and their moralities; but he has certainly come closer to defining
himself, and his.”—The Sunday Telegraph (London)“The premise for this book is a simple and
utterly compelling one; a commonality that brings two heterogenous places and cultures and
lives together. The fruit of those parallel journeys is a remarkable book, almost novelistic in form
and in style. [O’Neill] is a born writer … with a gorgeous sense of history and emotion and
timbre.”—Sunday Tribune (Ireland)“[O’Neill’s] thoroughness and energy are phenomenal.”—
London Review of Books“[O’Neill] uncovers fascinating parallels between the two men,
illuminating the ways in which individual lives mesh with history.”—The Sunday Times
(London)“A moving account, judiciously mixing familial feelings with historical research to
powerful effect.”—New StatesmanJoseph O’NeillBlood-Dark TrackJoseph O’Neill was born in
Cork, Ireland, in 1964 and grew up in Mozambique, South Africa, Iran, Turkey, and Holland. His
works include the novels Netherland, which won the PEN/Faulkner Award for fiction and the
Kerry Group Irish Fiction Award, This Is the Life, and The Breezes. He writes regularly for The
Atlantic Monthly. He lives with his family in New York City.ALSO BY JOSEPH
O’NEILLNetherlandThis Is the LifeThe BreezesFIRST VINTAGE BOOKS EDITION, OCTOBER



2010Copyright © 2001 by Joseph O’NeillAll rights reserved. Published in the United States by
Vintage Books, a division of Random House, Inc., New York, and in Canada by Random House
of Canada Limited, Toronto. Originally published in Great Britain by Granta Books, London, in
2001.Vintage and colophon are registered trademarks of Random House, Inc.Grateful
acknowledgment is made to the following for permission to reprint previously published
material:Houghton Mifflin Harcourt and The Wylie Agency LLC: Excerpt from “Cities & Memory”
from Invisible Cities by Italo Calvino, translated by by William Weaver, copyright © 1972 by
Giulio Einaudi Editore s.p.a., English translation copyright © 1974 by Harcourt, Inc. Originally Le
citta invisibili by Italo Calvino, copyright © 1972 by Italo Calvino. Reprinted by permission of
Houghton Mifflin Harcourt Publishing Company and electronically and in print outside the US by
permission of The Wylie Agency LLC. Alfred A. Knopf: Excerpt from THE REBEL by Albert
Camus, translated by Anthony Bower, translation copyright © 1956 by Alfred A. Knopf, a division
of Random House, Inc.; excerpt from LETTERS OF THOMAS MANN, 1889–1955, by Thomas
Mann, translated by Richard & Clara Winston, copyright © 1970 by Alfred A. Knopf, a division of
Random House, Inc. Reprinted courtesy of Alfred A. Knopf, a division of Random House, Inc.
Penguin Classics: Excerpt from THE HOUSE OF THE DEAD by Fyodor Dostoyevsky, translated
with an introduction by David McDuff (Penguin Classics, 1985), copyright © 1985 by David
McDuff. Excerpt from ESSAYS AND APHORISMS by Arthur Schopenhauer, selected and
translated with an introduction by R. J. Hollingdale (Penguin Classics, 1970), translation and
introduction copyright © 1970 by R. J. Hollingdale. Reprinted courtesy of Penguin Group UK,
London, on behalf of Penguin Classics. Roberts Rinehart Publishers and Mercier Press: Excerpt
from GUERILLA DAYS IN IRELAND by Tom Barry (1949). Reprinted courtesy of Roberts
Rinehart Publishers, an imprint of Rowman & Littlefield Publishing Group and Mercier Press,
County Cork, Ireland. Scribner: Five lines from “Hound Voice” by W. B. Yeats from THE
COLLECTED WORKS OF W. B. YEATS, VOLUME I: THE POEMS, REVISED, edited by Richard
J. Finneran, copyright © 1940 by Georgie Yeats, copyright renewed 1968 by Bertha Georgie
Yeats, Michael Butler Yeats and Anne Yeats. All rights reserved. Reprinted by permission of
Scribner, a division of Simon & Schuster, Inc. Syracuse University Press: Excerpt from AN ONLY
CHILD by Frank O’Connor (Syracuse University Press, 1997). Reprinted courtesy of Syracuse
University Press. Verso: Excerpt from MINIMA MORALIA: REFLECTIONS ON A DAMAGED
LIFE by Theodor Adorno, translated by E. F. N. Jephcott (Verso, London, 2005). Reprinted
courtesy of Verso.The Cataloging-in-Publication data is available on file at the Library of
Congress.978-0-307-74265-0v3.1To the memory of Joseph Dakad (1899–1964) andJames
O’Neill (1909–1973); to my sons; and to Sally.ContentsCoverAbout the AuthorOther Books by
this AuthorTitle PageCopyrightDedicationAcknowledgementsEpigraphPreface to the Vintage
EditionMapPrologueChapter 1Chapter 2Chapter 3Chapter 4Chapter 5Chapter 6Chapter
7Chapter 8EpilogueAcknowledgements
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theories. It is a big cat of a book. It creeps up on you, then pounces. And once it has you in its
grip, it doesn’t let go in a hurry.”—Evening Standard (London)“Every word in this riveting book is
carefully freighted. Unlike many books which claim to trace a ‘journey,’ Blood-Dark Track
achieves its ambition, leaving teller and listener at the end with a haunting sense of having
arrived somewhere new.”—The Times (London)“Painfully honest and lucid.… Joseph O’Neill
writes beautifully. The fascination of this book lies in watching him come to terms with the
violence in his family’s past.”—Daily Mail (London)“The book has certainly worked hard to earn
the reconciliation it finally imagines. It is too honest to get what it hopes for; too uncertain to
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book.”—The Irish Times“The story [O’Neill] tells here yields much evidence of [his] quickness of
mind, analytical skill, contemplative ability and sheer endurance. But the book’s greatest triumph
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Cork, Ireland, in 1964 and grew up in Mozambique, South Africa, Iran, Turkey, and Holland. His
works include the novels Netherland, which won the PEN/Faulkner Award for fiction and the
Kerry Group Irish Fiction Award, This Is the Life, and The Breezes. He writes regularly for The
Atlantic Monthly. He lives with his family in New York City.ALSO BY JOSEPH
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2010Copyright © 2001 by Joseph O’NeillAll rights reserved. Published in the United States by
Vintage Books, a division of Random House, Inc., New York, and in Canada by Random House
of Canada Limited, Toronto. Originally published in Great Britain by Granta Books, London, in
2001.Vintage and colophon are registered trademarks of Random House, Inc.Grateful
acknowledgment is made to the following for permission to reprint previously published
material:Houghton Mifflin Harcourt and The Wylie Agency LLC: Excerpt from “Cities & Memory”
from Invisible Cities by Italo Calvino, translated by by William Weaver, copyright © 1972 by
Giulio Einaudi Editore s.p.a., English translation copyright © 1974 by Harcourt, Inc. Originally Le
citta invisibili by Italo Calvino, copyright © 1972 by Italo Calvino. Reprinted by permission of
Houghton Mifflin Harcourt Publishing Company and electronically and in print outside the US by
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introduction copyright © 1970 by R. J. Hollingdale. Reprinted courtesy of Penguin Group UK,
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from GUERILLA DAYS IN IRELAND by Tom Barry (1949). Reprinted courtesy of Roberts
Rinehart Publishers, an imprint of Rowman & Littlefield Publishing Group and Mercier Press,
County Cork, Ireland. Scribner: Five lines from “Hound Voice” by W. B. Yeats from THE
COLLECTED WORKS OF W. B. YEATS, VOLUME I: THE POEMS, REVISED, edited by Richard
J. Finneran, copyright © 1940 by Georgie Yeats, copyright renewed 1968 by Bertha Georgie
Yeats, Michael Butler Yeats and Anne Yeats. All rights reserved. Reprinted by permission of
Scribner, a division of Simon & Schuster, Inc. Syracuse University Press: Excerpt from AN ONLY
CHILD by Frank O’Connor (Syracuse University Press, 1997). Reprinted courtesy of Syracuse
University Press. Verso: Excerpt from MINIMA MORALIA: REFLECTIONS ON A DAMAGED
LIFE by Theodor Adorno, translated by E. F. N. Jephcott (Verso, London, 2005). Reprinted
courtesy of Verso.The Cataloging-in-Publication data is available on file at the Library of
Congress.978-0-307-74265-0v3.1To the memory of Joseph Dakad (1899–1964) andJames
O’Neill (1909–1973); to my sons; and to Sally.ContentsCoverAbout the AuthorOther Books by
this AuthorTitle PageCopyrightDedicationAcknowledgementsEpigraphPreface to the Vintage
EditionMapPrologueChapter 1Chapter 2Chapter 3Chapter 4Chapter 5Chapter 6Chapter
7Chapter 8EpilogueAcknowledgementsThis book is largely the product of help I have received
from my family, Turkish and Irish. As regards the latter, I am grateful, first and foremost, to my
grandmother, Eileen O’Neill, who freely lent herself to a project that, by its nature, was troubling
to her. I owe a similar debt of gratitude to Jim O’Neill, Terry O’Neill, Ann Pollock-O’Neill and
Marian O’Sullivan-O’Neill, who shared thoughtful and sensitive insights into the character and
life of my Irish grandfather, Jim O’Neill. My greatest debt, here, is to Brendan O’Neill. His
generosity of spirit and willingness to reflect openly on sensitive historical issues made a huge
contribution to this book. I also wish to thank, in relation to the Irish story, Acushla Bastible, Pat
Buckley, Con and Oriana Conner, Dan Daly, Antony Farrell, Mick Fitzgibbon, Derry and Phyllis
Kelleher, Paddy Lynch, Peig Lynch, Frank and Mary Morris, Barney McFadden, Angela McEvoy-
O’Neill, Shammy O’Connell, Pat O’Neill, Seán O’Neill, Mary O’Sullivan, Billy Pollock, Mrs Salter-
Townshend, Brendan Sealy, Christopher Somerville. John Bowyer Bell was an essential source
of information about the shooting of Admiral Somerville and pre-Emergency republicanism



generally. My heavy reliance on the work of Peter Hart and Uinseann MacEoin will be evident to
readers.Amy Dakad’s translation of Joseph Dakad’s testimony is the foundation of my inquiry
into my Turkish grandfather’s life, and I am enormously appreciative of her work. I am deeply
grateful for the scholarship and friendly help of Sir Denis Wright, whose influence on this book
has been vital. I also wish to thank, in relation to the Turkish story, Florent Arnaud, Sara Bershtel,
Ginette Estève, Patrick Grigsby, the late Professor O.R. Gurney, Brother Guy of Latrun, the late
Bill Henderson, Haidar Husseini, the Kurdish Human Rights Project, Tim Ottey, Denis Ryan, Tom
Segev, Astrid Seime, Yitzhak Shamir, Yves-Marie Villedieu, the late Lolo Zahlout. I wish to
acknowledge the contribution of my late great-aunts, Alexandra and Isabelle Nader, and
grandmother, Georgette Dakad.A variety of institutions enabled my research, in particular the
Middle East Centre at St Antony’s College, Oxford; the New York Public Library; the British
Library. While I wrote the book, my unlucrative presence was tolerated by the staff and
proprietors of La Bergamote (thank you, Romain Lamaze); the Malibu Diner; and the Riss
Restaurant. Bob and Nan Stewart were wonderfully hospitable to me in Ontario, Canada.The
following helped me in various ways: Shari Anlauf, Tom Astor, Pete Ayrton, Matthew Batstone,
David Bieda, Daniel Bobker, Susie Boyt, Philippe Carré, Monique El-Faizy, Jean Fermin,
Vanessa Friedman, Michael Gorchov, Adam Green, Philip Horne, Philip Hughes, Nico Israel,
Damian Lanigan, Darian Leader, Simon Page, Oliver Phillips, Michael Rips, Colin Robinson,
Leon Klugman and the Singer family, Grub Smith, David Stewart, Philip Warnett, Arnold
Weinstein, Jos Williams. Ann, David and Elizabeth O’Neill have been a great help to me, and I
am deeply indebted to the chambers of Mark Strachan Q.C. for its good-humoured assent to my
lengthy sabbaticals. I wish to thank Neil Belton for his important editorial contribution, Rea
Hederman for publishing this book in the United States, and Gill Coleridge for her steadfast
encouragement and guidance over many years. My parents, Kevin O’Neill and Caroline O’Neill-
Dakad, have, more than ever, been a vital source of encouragement, inspiration and advice; and
so, too, my wife, Sally Singer. This book was her idea.Some day we shall get up before the
dawnAnd find our ancient hounds before the door,And wide awake know that the hunt is
on;Stumbling upon the blood-dark track once more,That stumbling to the kill beside the shore–
W. B. Yeats, ‘Hound Voice’Preface to the Vintage EditionBlood-Dark Track, published in 2001,
describes the inquiry I undertook into the history of my family, Irish and Turkish, from 1995 to
2000. The inquiry was propelled by my curiosity about the unexplained incarcerations of both my
grandfathers during the Second World War, a private oddity that, looked into, gave entry to
obscure, sometimes frightful parishes of Irish and Middle Eastern history. These places had an
essentially, or especially, imaginary quality to a visitor from my situation, which is to say, a
Westerner at the twentieth century’s end whose freedom from geopolitical upheaval and its
connected dangers and responsibilities seemed as complete as possible. We know what
happened next.As its text makes clear, Blood-Dark Track was written by a practicing lawyer. My
work as a London barrister came to an indefinite end by 2001, by which time I had lived in the
United States for about three years. I was in New York City on September 11th, 2001. That day



and its consequences made up an ingredient of the book I wrote after Blood-Dark Track, a work
of fiction titled Netherland and identified by some as a ‘9/11 novel.’ I have no quarrel with this
tag, even assuming that I have a quarreler’s standing, which is doubtful. But I will allow myself to
state that, if I have written a ‘9/11’ book, that book would, in my mind, be Blood-Dark Track.This
edition is dedicated to the memory of my beloved grandmother, Eileen O’Neill.West CorkTurkey/
Syrian border, Spring 1942PrologueFor me it began in far-off Mesopotamia now called Iraq, that
land of Biblical names and history, of vast deserts and date groves, scorching suns and hot
winds, the land of Babylon, Baghdad and the Garden of Eden, where the rushing Euphrates and
the mighty Tigris converge and flow down into the Persian Gulf.It was there in that land of the
Arabs, then a battle-ground for the contending Imperialistic armies of Britain and Turkey, that I
awoke to the echoes of guns being fired in the capital of my own country, Ireland.– Tom Barry,
Guerrilla Days in IrelandAt some point in my childhood, perhaps when I was aged ten, or eleven,
I became aware that during the Second World War my Turkish grandfather – my mother’s father,
Joseph Dakad – had been imprisoned by the British in Palestine, a place exotically absent from
any atlas. A shiver of an explanation accompanied this information: the detention had something
to do with spying for the Germans. At around the same age, I also learned that my Irish
grandfather, James O’Neill, had been jailed by the authorities in Ireland in the course of the
same war. Nobody explained precisely why, or where, or for how long, and I attributed his
incarceration to the circumstances of a bygone Ireland and a bygone IRA. These matters went
largely unmentioned, and certainly undiscussed, by my parents in the two decades that
followed. Indeed, the subject of my late grandfathers was barely raised at all and, save for a
wedding-day picture of Joseph and his wife, Georgette, there were no photographs of them
displayed in our home. Dwelling in the jurisdiction of parental silence, my grandfathers remained
mute and out of mind.Partially as a consequence of this, it was not until I was thirty that the
curious parallelism in my grandfathers’ lives struck me with any force and that I was driven to
explore it, to fiddle at doors that had remained unopened, perhaps even locked, for so many
years; and not until then that I began to make out what connected these two men, who never
met, and these two captivities – one in the Levant heat, the other in the rainy, sporadically
incandescent plains of central Ireland.As will soon become apparent, I wasn’t bringing a
reflective political mind to bear on my grandfathers’ lives, or any expertise as a historian, or even
any abnormal inclination to wonder about what might lie behind a closed door. In general, I’m as
content as the next man to proceed on the footing that any information of importance – anything
that has a bearing on my essential interests – will be brought to my attention by those entrusted
with such things: families, schools, news agencies, subversives. This is so even though the
information I have on most historical and political subjects could be written out on a luggage tag;
is almost certainly wrong; and, at bottom, probably functions as a political soporific – which
perhaps explains why the insights I gained into my grandfathers’ lives often took the form of a
slow, idiotic awakening. It took anomalous forces – a writer’s professional curiosity turned into
something like an obsession – to push me, reluctant and red-eyed and stumbling, into the past



and, it turned out, its dream-bright horrors.Two inklings set me on my way, one for each
grandfather.My Turkish grandmother, Mamie Dakad – mamie being French for granny – had an
extreme attachment to a set of keys. She clung to them from morning till night and then,
secreting them under her pillow, from night till morning. When she mislaid them, all hell broke
loose, in multiple languages. She would shriek first at herself in Arabic (‘Yiii!’), next at her family,
in French (‘Où sont mes clefs?’), and finally – with terrifying loudness and venom – at the nearest
servant, in Turkish: ‘ANAHTARLAR NERDE?’ The loss of keys was not the only thing that would
set her off. My grandmother yelled frequently and for a whole variety of reasons at the waiters,
maids, managers, cleaners and cooks whom she employed to staff her hotel and to attend to her
personal needs and the needs of her family. All day they scurried in and out of her apartment in a
sweat, delivering panniers of toast, bars of goat’s cheese, lamb cutlets, fish, aubergines, meat
pancakes, melons, watermelons, water, glasses of lemonade, bottles of Efes beer, sodas, Coca-
Colas, Turkish coffees, Turkish teas. You could never have enough to drink. Mersin, the port in
south-east Turkey where my grandmother lived, is as humid a spot as you’ll find in the
Mediterranean, and in August, when my parents and their four children arrived for their annual
holiday, my grandmother’s breezeless apartment on the top floor of the hotel was as hot as a
hammam. Fans vainly circulated warm air, and the trickle of coolness produced by the grinding
air-conditioning machine escaped ineffectually through the windows towards the harbour, where
Turkish warships sat on the still water like cakes on a salver. When we were not immobilized on
the divans, pooped out, stunned, minimizing our movements, we were opening one of the
refrigerators – the doors, tall as ourselves, swung out with a gasping, rubbery suck – and taking
long, burning slugs of the freezing water that filled the Johnnie Walker and Glenfiddich bottles
jammed in the rack. My grandmother’s outbursts were all the more terrible for their suddenness
and unfairness, the minor domestic booboos, if any, from which they sprang (a fork misplaced in
a drawer filled with Christofle silver, a floor-mopping delinquency) shockingly disproportionate to
the condemnation that followed. I have never really understood why she was prone to these
authoritarian rages. She was loving and unstinting with her friends and family and, it so happens,
a loyal employer. Perhaps the heat played a part, and racial and class contempt. Either way,
Mehmet Ali, Mehmet, Huseyin, Fatma and the rest of them got it in the neck.

BloodDark Track A Family History Joseph oneill jr, BloodDark Track A Family History Joseph
oneill md, BloodDark Track A Family History Joseph oneill pdf, BloodDark Track A Family
History Joseph oneill obituary, BloodDark Track A Family History joseph pilates, BloodDark
Track A Family History joseph stalin, blooddark track a family history, blood dark track, why is my
blood dark red when drawn, bloodc the last dark where to watch, dark blood where to watch,
why is my blood dark purple, what type of blood is it worksheet



jean chases, “Details, Details, Details. This is not a book that you would stumble across. I picked
it up because I loved "Netherland" by the same author. And, I found the same attention to detail
in this book that I was so attracted to in "Netherland".O'Neill is a great writer with an almost
unbelievable command of English. In this book, he tries to " find himself" through finding his
grandfathers, one Irish, one Turkish/Syrian. What a combination! The action takes place mostly
during the Second World War in Ireland and Turkey, although we get a good lesson in history
before that time--- not didactic, just interesting.Ostensibly, O'Neill wants to know how both men
came to be incarcerated during the war. As criminals! Were they spies? Yes and No.We get
wonderful, unique descriptions of the countryside. Wonderful descriptions of the men and their
families. And, we get philosophy. We do not get a hagiographic viewpoint. This, in itself, is a
feat in a work like this. Enjoy O'Neill's writing; you'll find it worth your time.”

D. C. Carrad, “Too long; foundation doesn't support ending. I loved many, many parts of this
book. It is extremely well-written and thoughtful and interesting to a fault (kept me up late some
nights) and I would have given it five stars at the halfway mark. However, it is simply 25 to 30%
too long and would have benefited greatly from some judicious editing, particularly toward the
end of the book. This is not just a complaint about length -- the political musings become
ramblings and then become pedantic meanderings toward the end and all the great
philosophical "at last I have found the meaning of life" screeds get tiresome very quickly. Author
takes what are really coincidences about the lives of two of his two grandfathers and tries to read
too much meaning to them. I would still enthusiastically recommend that you buy and read this
book, just start skimming in the back half when he gets too tendentious, and you will enjoy it
greatly.”

rd swanson, “Worth Reading. An interesting story although the author takes forever to tell it. His
style of writing kept me engaged. He writes with style and grace. There is a great deal of
information about Ireland and the Middle East that has relevance to current affairs.”

Mick Gold, “Brilliant tale of darkness and historical "truth". This is a brilliant book. The author
searches for the reasons why his two grandfathers - one Irish, one Turkish - both ended up in
prison during the Second World War. His Turkish grandfather, Joseph Dakad, was interned by
the British in Palestine on suspicion of spying for the Germans. His Irish grandfather, Jim O'Neill,
was interned by his own government in the Curragh as a member of the IRA. By subtly
intercutting the two stories, the book looks at nationalism in two very different contexts - the
polyglot post-Ottoman culture of Turkey in the years between the two world wars, and the hidden
story of Irish republicanism between De Valera coming to power and the resumption of The
Troubles in 1966. In searching for the reasons why these two very different men were interned,
O'Neill illuminates the unspoken ideas of nationalism and individuality that permeate (like



DNA)the two sides of his family. While he sifts through British intelligence reports on
"undesirable" activity in Jerusalem, and discovers who really murdered Admiral Somerville in
West Cork in 1936, O'Neill's book is shot through with contemporary echoes of his grandfathers'
ordeals. As the author watches Bernadette Sands reject the Good Friday Agreement in the
name of Ireland's republican martyrs, and questions Yitzhak Shamir about the morality of
political assassination, we realise that the ghosts of these men still haunt today's headlines, and
our ancestors can assume the power of an unconscious force over our political reflexes.”

Gordon S. Linoff, “Fascinating Personal and Historical Account. "Blood Dark Track" provides a
fascinating background into the history of both Ireland and Turkey during the first half of the
Twentieth Century. These two very disparate regions actually have more in common than we
would initially suppose: neutrality during WWII, an antipathy to British Imperialism, persecution
of religious minorities, and layers upon layers of history underlying bloody Twentieth Century
history.These areas also combine in the persona of the author, Joseph O'Neill, who has
provided an intriguing personal narrative of his own family. His father's side, Catholic, poor, and
Republican from Cork; his mother's, Catholic, bourgeois, and apolitical from Mersin (a coastal
city near Syria). Their meeting is as fortuitous as it was unlikely.The author deftly melds the
pieces into a coherent whole, despite geographic, cultural, and temporal distances. Because of
the personal connection of the author to events, people, and places, it reads more like a novel
than a history.Informing the story is the author's discovery of his grandfathers, both as family and
as characters in two distinct, though subtly parallel, historical contexts. I was surprised to find
the story so gripping that I finished it in three days.”

john colhoun, “Five Stars. all good”

SpanishRoomScrumpy, “accounts like this celebrate the complexity of everyone's family history.
Digging deep into a rich seam of 20th century backstory we don't read about every day;
accounts like this celebrate the complexity of everyone's family history.”

The book by Joseph O'Neill has a rating of  5 out of 4.2. 16 people have provided feedback.
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