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                     My mama says I’m a mistake.

                   That I made her a bad girl.

My playhouse is underneath

         Our house, & I hear people

                   Telling each other secrets.

             

            Yusef Komunykaa, Venus Fly-traps

            
                

            

             

            Some children are cherished more than others.

            
                

            

            Derek Scally, The Best Catholics in the World
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                  JUSTIN said I’d been seen passing a joint on Patrick’s Bridge

                  when I thought I was pure invisible. Escaped. But sure

                  Knocklong was only twelve miles away. Johnny O’Hare turned

                  up at a Twenty-First party on Coburg Street – two

                  thirty-one-year-olds were holding it, ten years late. He said,

                  Hello Imelda! & I said, I don’t know you, & turned my back

                  in my wet-look yellow anorak under the navy sky.

                  Drowning out home, holding seánces with red-haired Donny &

                  Dora & Carl near Wilton shopping centre. When Science

                  became a stranger to me, boiling panic took root.

                  Cork city & Knocklong merged. When one was above ground,

                  the other creaked underfoot. Justin’s black tar eyes running

                  everywhere, “I’ll be judge, I’ll be jury,” said cunning old Fury.
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                  SOMEONE was singing about not knowing much about

                  a Science Book. And what about the French she took?

                  Ah she’s good at French, Agnes said when I walked in

                  on herself & Justin roasting mushrooms on the range.

                  You’d want to keep away from the mushrooms! Justin said

                  when he saw me. Have you seen the size of you? Ah no,

                  said Agnes. But remember when she took up Domestic Science

                  & dropped the toast in the poached egg water? I remembered

                  dropping red-hot shortbread fingers, scraping dough off

                  the cracked blue lino, Justin standing over me. His black

                  eyes. Domestic Science, how are you! Turning the other cheek,

                  I said, But I do know that I love you, & Justin said, You’ve

                  lost the fecking plot. And I said, But that’s the chorus of the

                  song you were singing. What song? said Agnes.
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                  JUSTIN said he’d heard I’d dissected a shark with

                  a handkerchief over my face. Did I think I was

                  the Ned Kelly of Science? But Ned Kelly had

                  his head in a bucket! Justin said I could write

                  that down, I hear you’re hanging around with a cheap

                  crowd! Old Johnny O’Hare asked in the shop what was

                  I doing in Cork & Justin said sweet fuck all & Old Johnny

                  O’Hare said, Oh right so, I’ll have Twenty Carrolls & a

                  box of red matches. Drove off fast in his powder blue

                  Cortina. And he’s a fucking wife killer, said Justin, looking

                  after him. You can see his beard growing while he’s talking

                  to you! Agnes said she said nothing. It hurt her to the

                  quick to be even asked. But someone was giving Justin

                  information. Like in a police state.
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                  DORA’S fierce intellectual, I said. But where did I think

                  she’d get a job with Arts? Justin wanted to know. He

                  made Arts sound like farts. After I doing Science to be

                  sensible like Agnes! She’s a bloody female engineer,

                  can you believe it? Justin said. I wanted to be unbelievable too.

                  But it wasn’t like school where Sister Joseph’s wooden table

                  was clean, dry, stacked with sheets of pictures of brains &

                  hearts to be coloured in. Like Holy Pictures, venous blue

                  & arterial red. Notes on the Reproductive System

                  handed out silently. No stinking. No dripping. No

                  dogfish. That desperate army of Jaws. Was it even fair

                  to them? Should they be slaughtered for our education?

                  I’m thinking about that, too, like, said Dora.
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                  DORA said she’d go straight to England if she ever got

                  in Trouble. She was the youngest of ten & a mistake

                  & when the priest visited her family, he was bent over,

                  red with laughing, pointing, Look at the Mistake!

                  Hasn’t she grown into a fine strong girl! There wasn’t enough

                  love to go around & only a fool would expect it. Dora was

                  a Utilitarian. She said there had to be population control.

                  Like for cats. People couldn’t go on reproducing themselves

                  like they were only brilliant like & they were never objective

                  about their own blue-eyed boys. What’s the first thing a traveller

                  will tell a married woman when she sits down in her caravan to have

                  her fortune told? Your daughter will be successful in catering & your

                  son will rise to the top of whatever it is!

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               6.

            

            
               
                  HOW did some people always know what to do, like?

                  Dissect a rabbit, cut a plant cross-section for a slide. Poach

                  eggs & make shortbread. Silver Spoons & Confidence from Birth,

                  said Dora. Isn’t it awful to think there might be no justice?

                  I worried along with Dora. Will the first shall be last?

                  We didn’t know. We knew nothing. Just don’t add to the

                  population in the Name of God! Dora said & I said I hadn’t a

                  notion of it. I could hardly support myself studying

                  the wrong thing. But Justin wouldn’t let me do Arts. I had

                  to do Science & after that it was supposed to be Computer

                  Science because that was the coming thing. But really he’d

                  prefer I did nursing, which was the steadiest job of all.

                  I’ll keep telling you ‘til I’m blue in the face!
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                  GET a bank loan! said Justin & his face was scarlet not blue.

                  But I am sure I am on the wrong course! Justin cut me off,

                  Anyone who comes along chopping and changing has no character,

                  no backbone. His Third Wife Clodagh told me to go easy

                  on the studying because I was so highly-strung & Agnes

                  said Arts was bad for the nerves. Nerves! shouted Justin.

                  No one with Nerves could be that fat. Old Danny Boy has

                  Real Depression & he’s like a pull-through for a rifle.

                  Coming home with blown-up eyes like an addict after

                  you’ve been seen passing a joint on Patrick’s Bridge.

                  But it was only a rollie washed down with a bottle of Benylin

                  because of the desperate cough I got when I hit the

                  blue Gitanes after I left the convent. & that’s why I had

                  to go for the Benylin— for the tickly cough.
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