PART I — 1970–1999
From Hugh Dunnit’s private notes for
A Wife Disguised: The Mallon Women and the Men They Endured
If the story of the Mallons is a cathedral of misplaced confidence, then the Lushes are the gargoyles perched at its corners — decorative, alarming, and always threatening to fall on someone’s head. To understand Mrs Mallon’s early life, one must understand that the shadows cast over her youth were not only the Mallon myths but also the first distant rumblings of the Lush calamity that would eventually explode into her world like an ill-timed fireworks display over a leaking petrol station.

The 1970s — Before the Lushes Became Lurid
Though Mrs Mallon had no direct encounter with the Lush family in the 1970s, the decade laid the groundwork for that collision. Her childhood was a study in restraint. Meanwhile, across the Atlantic and deep into South America, Lola Lush was beginning her long and devoted relationship with disaster.
Lola was not yet famous — fame requires witnesses, and she was still choosing her audience — but the ingredients were there: ambition without direction, charm without conscience, and a reckless disregard for documentation. Throughout the late 70s, she drifted through studios, stage doors, and men of influence with equal enthusiasm and negligible memory. By 1979 she had already perfected several skills that would later plague Mrs Mallon’s life: forging signatures, faking sincerity, and filling hotel minibars with items that inexplicably vanished.
Goldie, as yet unborn, was already looming.

The 1980s — The Lush Genesis
If the Mallons inherited myth, the Lushes manufactured it. And they did so with such brazenness that the tabloids couldn’t help but applaud.
The Early Lola Years
Lola Lush entered the 1980s with a suitcase full of costumes and a passport full of aliases. In London she claimed to be a Bolivian heiress; in Paris she performed as a tango prodigy (the less said about that performance, the better); in Monaco she circulated a rumour that she had once been engaged to a prince who died of a broken heart. She never identified which prince. People chose their favourite.
Her greatest performance, however, was reinventing her affair with Rowan Mallon — or perhaps merely crossing his path once in a hotel bar — into a full-blown romance spanning continents. Even in the 1980s, when the Great Uncle was already a semi-mythical creature of misadventure, Lola spoke of him with breathless intimacy, as if she alone had pierced the legend and glimpsed the man.
This intimacy was entirely fabricated, but fabrication was Lola’s native language.
Goldie Arrives
Goldie Lush was born in a Peruvian clinic best known for its enthusiastic but inconsistent approach to paperwork. The now-infamous crayon birth certificate first emerged here — a document which would later affront the legal sensibilities of every solicitor in Donegal.
Throughout Goldie’s childhood, Lola dragged her across South America like a sequined comet, leaving behind a trail of dazzled men and unsettled bills. Goldie grew up believing that danger was glamour and glamour was a birthright.
These beliefs would become the central irritant of Mrs Mallon’s future.

The 1990s — The Lush Expansion Project
The 1990s were the decade in which the Lushes truly metastasised — socially, geographically, and narratively.
Lola in Europe
Lola’s European tour was a spectacle of self-invention. She appeared in:
· Marrakech, claiming to be a spiritual healer.
· Monte Carlo, claiming to be the widow of a racing magnate.
· Vienna, claiming to be an opera singer recovering from “vocal trauma.”
· Portugal, fleeing a charity gala under circumstances that remain diplomatically classified.
Everywhere she went, she left behind faint suggestions of the Mallon name.
Not lies — never lies — merely “implications.”
She always said Rowan Mallon with a sigh that suggested history.
Goldie as Adolescent Menace
By the mid-90s, Goldie had grown into a prototype of the chaos she would one day unleash at Mallon Hall. She danced on tables at embassies, rode polo ponies without permission, and once boarded the wrong yacht and refused to disembark until given a glass of champagne.
Her relationship with her mother was fluid: allies, rivals, accomplices, competitors.
When Lola reinvented herself, Goldie reinvented herself faster.
Intersecting with the Mallon Narrative
This is when the Lush‑Mallon entanglement begins its first recognisable weave.
Lola, having run out of South American saints’ festivals in which to perform fake grief, arrived in Dublin. She stayed six months, three hotels, two landlords, and one minor court case. During this stay, she was heard, repeatedly, in bars and drawing rooms, to claim:
“Rowan Mallon always said he would come back for me.”
She did not specify which Rowan.
Or whether he had said it aloud.
Or at all.
Meanwhile, Mrs Mallon, newly married into the Mallon myth, had begun reading the name “Lush” in the gossip pages with a tightening of the jaw muscles.
Arthur/Rowan Óg dismissed the stories as nonsense.
She filed them under pending threat.

