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‘Girl Power’ by Ciara King


I’ll tell you what I want, what I really, really want …


So tell me what you want, what you really, really want.


I’ll tell you what I want, what I really, really want …


– Equal rights for women.




Frigid Jones’ Diary


Dear Diary,


Are you there? It’s me, Ciara. I would like to write that I received this diary in a profound way like Anne Frank did on her 13th birthday, but I didn’t. I bought it ages ago in Mary’s of Galway and it cost me, like, £2 or something, and I found it while I was rooting in the attic for my old Dean Cain poster. Then again, Anne Frank wrote a bestseller and lived in an actual attic so maybe there’s hope for me, too.


I should probably tell you a few things about myself since I’m going to be confiding in you a lot.


I live in the back-arse end of Connemara. I really don’t know how this happened, but it’s definitely my parents’ fault. I feel like I should be living a different life somewhere exotic like Summer Bay, where I would have been adopted by Irene and lived in her beach house, or maybe even somewhere more exotic like Limerick. Anywhere in the world would be more sophisticated than here.


Most days I just spend my time daydreaming, looking out at the sea and dodging seagull shit. And as much as my parents tell me to, like, ‘appreciate’ growing up somewhere SO beautiful, I’m, like, ‘whatever’ about the whole place. I mean, ya, it’s beautiful and the landscape is inspirational to, like, poets and artists, but I’m not planning on becoming the next Don Conroy or Mary Kingston any time soon, so they need to relax.


Nothing ever exciting happens here. I can literally count on one hand the most exciting things that have happened and they include the time Mr O’Flaherty’s goat got into the grounds of our primary school and we stayed in our classroom looking out at that goat for a good hour – petrified, of course.


The only other thing I can think of is the time last July that I met a person from Northern Ireland, having only ever seen them on TV before. He was dark and brooding like a young Heathcliff (as in Wuthering Heights Heathcliff, not Heathcliff Huxtable from The Cosby Show), and of course I wanted to shift him. I had just seen Some Mother’s Son and was obsessed with Bobby Sands and the goings on ‘up North’, and I don’t want to be that girl who just shifts people from the Republic either. I should probably try and shift a French exchange student at some stage, that’s if they can drag themselves away from the one pint-bottle of Bulmers that five of them are sharing. I could also do with extra help with my French homework.


My family aren’t the worst, but I do think of divorcing them a LOT now that we actually have divorce in Ireland. My granny voted against divorce, which is really weird as she doesn’t even have a husband. Mum says that if Dad doesn’t paint the back kitchen like she asked him to that she’ll divorce him, which I think is a really sly thing to say, but it would make my life more dramatic. Dad says he’ll paint her back kitchen if she’s not careful, which doesn’t make sense because that’s actually what she wants him to do.


I hope that when I’m writing this diary I can channel Carrie Bradshaw from Sex and The City because I think I’m the Connemara version of her in a lot of ways, which is again frustrating because she gets to live in exciting New York City and I’m here looking out my window at bog. When I’m sitting in my bedroom writing about my life, I’ll have the voice of Sarah Jessica Parker in my head and I’ll probably end up writing some really deep stuff like, ‘I couldn’t help but wonder, are all the lads in my school complete losers?’, like she does for her relationship column in Vogue.


Maybe this diary could be like my own relationship column? There won’t be as much talk about sex though. As embarrassing as this is to admit, I’m a total virgin. But I am hoping to change that – I didn’t read all those Judy Blume books for nothing. Most of my life is spent thinking about if and when and how I’ll lose my virginity. My granny says that good things come to those who wait, but I’ve been waiting longer than Mayo has to win an All Ireland title. Half of me is afraid to think about sex because I was the first altar girl in the parish, and I’ve also read enough Maeve Binchy novels in my time to know what happens when you get tempted by the ‘you know what’.


My love life is as dry as a river bed in a Trocaire ad. I’ve shifted a couple of lads, nothing serious. There has barely even been any tongue action. I practise kissing on my arm sometimes so I don’t get rusty during my many dry spells, but that’s as much craic as Mother Theresa playing ‘Never Have I Ever’. I don’t tell ANYONE about the arm-kissing because it’s really pathetic. Even for me.


Rebecca said that she shifted someone once and it was like shifting a washing machine, and I honestly haven’t been able to look at the Hotpoint in the kitchen properly since.


I know that if I am ever going to lose my virginity, my boobs are going to have to help me out in some regard. I’m old enough to know the power of good cleavage – just look at Jordan. She managed to score Dane Bowers from Another Level! Maybe if my boobs actually catch up to my shoulders I’ll eventually have more of a chance. I’m not, like, obsessed with them or anything, but I am ready to move on down the alphabet of cup sizes. Usually getting an A in anything would please me, but not in this case.


It’s really cool to have somewhere to write down all my deepest darkest thoughts though. It’s hard being me at times and I have a lot of feelings about stuff. I can talk to Rebecca, but she says that I’m overly dramatic about things, which is, like, a really sly thing to say because I think I’m just a really deep person like Enya or something. Like, I feel things so emotionally that I couldn’t handle the ‘will they, won’t they’ romantic situation between Dr Quinn Medicine Woman and Sully so I literally had to stop watching it for my own sake.


Being a deep person isn’t all that it’s cracked up to be. I mean, it’s grand if you’re as cool as Seamus Heaney, but in the teenage world that I inhabit, it can be tough. Like, there’s this girl called Lucy and she doesn’t like me, which really gets to me. I don’t know why Lucy doesn’t like me, maybe it’s because she can smell the bang of virgin off me, but she spends most of her time ignoring me. Not that I care, but there’s NOTHING worse than being ignored. Unless, of course, you’re Anne Frank.


I long to talk about important things, you know, instead of whether or not Man United are going to win the treble or what the lads in my year think of Stifler’s mom. I think I’m an old soul in a young person’s body, like from Ancient Greece or something. I’m going to Ask Jeeves who I was in a past life then maybe it will all finally make sense.


I think I really want a boyfriend. I daydream all the time about finding ‘The One’. You know, like Joey and Pacey in Dawson’s Creek, even though I can’t imagine ANY of the lads that I know having the vocabulary that Joshua Jackson does – they all have the conversational skills of Lorcan in Fair City, and that’s being nice. Still, I haven’t given up hope. There’s still time to tackle some of the lads from the school rugby team (see what I did there?). One of them even has a car, which would be handy for shifting in if it was, like, raining outside or something. There isn’t really any shelter outside the town hall.


I think I might have wanker’s cramp from all the writing so I’m going to go to bed.


Good Night Dear Diary,


Love,


Ciara X




Cousin FIT


Dear Diary,


I know I’ve said this before, but I think I’ve met The One. But alas, true love never seems to run smoothly, does it? Well, especially not for me. It seems we have a modern day Romeo and Juliet situation on our hands. On one side there is me, Juliet, beloved daughter of the Capulets, and on the other side, Romeo (AKA John), son of the Montagues and a cousin of my nemesis and main arch-rival Lucy.


Of all the men in the whole wide world, why did I have to fall in love with Lucy’s cousin?!


If this was episode of The Simpsons, I would be Maggie Simpson and Lucy would be the monobrow baby, and my new love would probably live in Shelbyville.


But John is different. Let me tell you about John.


A big gang of us decided to hang out in the local shopping centre as we are teenagers, and obviously grown-ups or the government don’t know how to cater for the needs of young adults. On a side note, we really are treated like second-class citizens. Do the people in power not realise that we are the next generation, with feelings and emotions and, like, really deep thoughts about things and stuff. We should really be able to vote for our rights as well. We should be able to shake off these shackles of oppression that have haunted generations of teenagers since the Famine!


Anyway, we were bored and went to the shopping centre. I had heard from one of the girls in my year that there was a leopard print bra in Penneys and I wanted it – no, NEEDED it – in my life. How sexy is that, like? Kat Slater is always wearing leopard print bras in EastEnders, and she gets loads of men.


So we’re on our way into Penneys and who do we bump into only Lucy, who is standing with this seriously handsome guy. In my head I was like, ‘Please God, don’t let this be her boyfriend because are you actually serious, that’s so unfair, she doesn’t deserve him, she is going to ruin my life some day,’ but she introduces Rebecca to him as her cousin John while totally ignoring me at the same time. Not that I cared or anything.


From watching Dr Phil on Oprah once, I was able to suss out this John guy fairly quickly. His bottom lip was pierced, indicating a bad boy element, he was wearing just enough Dax Wax to give off an air of not actually caring that much and he was wearing a Barcelona football shirt with ‘Rivaldo’ on the back, which obviously pointed to a deep love of Spanish football.


His eyes were deep and brown and I’m sure passionate, and I’m nearly certain he had a quick glance down at my boobular area. It was like somebody had sent an electric shock through my body. Our eyes met and there was this, like, instant connection. Rebecca said afterwards that it was like I was just standing there staring him out of it. But what does she know? She wasn’t in the moment like I was. She didn’t know that right then and there I was falling in love at first sight. I knew though that I had to have him, whether he was Lucy’s cousin or not.


We had to go then as Rebecca wanted to buy a new CD in Zhivago’s called ‘Genie in a Bottle’ by Christina Aguilera. I have a good sense for these things and reckon she’ll just be a flash in the pan. I mean, where is all the real music gone? While I was in Zhivago’s I went mooching around and I found this guy called Ricky Martin and his song ‘Livin’ La Vida Loca’. Now, THAT’S proper music. When I grow up, I’m going to marry him. That’s if things don’t work out with John obviously.


By the time we met up with the rest of the lads they were being really annoying, quoting some lines from a movie called Fight Club that they had snuck into the cinema to see. Everything we did for the rest of the day was like, ‘Welcome to Supermac’s, the first rule of Supermac’s is you DO NOT TALK about Supermac’s,’ then they would fall around the place bursting their shit laughing and trying to give each other dead legs. Lads are so immature. I don’t get it.


All the time though, I was glancing over at John wondering was he glancing over at me. It was in this fair establishment of fast food where me and John finally bonded over our love for animals. (I really like animals.) It turns out that John is a vegetarian as he disagrees with the cruelty that is subjected on animals every day across the world. He has been to protests against animal testing and everything. I’m SO surprised that someone so, like, cultured is cousins with Lucy!


A security guard kicked us out as the lads were sticking chips up their noses and blowing them out and laughing, and then it started raining so we all had to shelter in a bus shelter, which worked out brilliantly as I could stand really close to John then. At one stage our hands brushed off each other and I thought I was going to faint. This is what real love must feel like, Dear Diary.


Lucy of course had to go and ruin it and started shouting, ‘Don’t stand too close to her John; I heard you might catch frigidness.’ The actual irony here is that there is more chance of catching something off Lucy then there is off me. I threw her daggers but then she and John had to go as Lucy’s mother came to collect them. Man, Lucy’s mother looks rough.


As they drove away and I watched my new Romeo depart from my life, Rebecca told me once again to stop staring, that it was really weird and that I looked like a sad case.


She was shifting the face of Johnny Limp so I don’t even know why she cared really. They have been shifting since the youth club disco where I nearly sprained my ankle doing the moonwalk. They are ‘going steady’, as the Yanks say. They make a weird couple, what with Johnny Limp’s limp and Rebecca’s arse, but at the same time they work.


Oh God, I just had a thought. What if they fall in love and Rebecca loses her virginity to him? What if she loses her virginity before me? No, she’s my best friend in the whole world; she wouldn’t do that, would she?!


Goodnight Dear Diary,


Love,


Ciara X




The Immaculate Connection


Dear Diary,


I’ve got to be honest: being a teenager is really tough. I haven’t been able to stop thinking about John since I waved goodbye to him at the bus stop last weekend. I still can’t believe he is Lucy’s cousin. It’s just my luck to be honest. Nothing seems to be straightforward for me in life.


I’ve spent the past week in class just daydreaming about him. I dug out my Celine Dion Falling Into You album, which is basically the best album of all time. I remember hearing this one particular song on my favourite radio station, Atlantic 252. There is this female DJ and it’s hilarious because her name is Beverly Hills, like the place, and she played ‘It’s All Coming Back to Me Now’. There’s this particular verse and I think it sums up how I felt when John drove off in the car with Lucy and Lucy’s mother:




I finished crying in the instant that you left


And I can’t remember where or when or how


And I banished every memory


You and I had ever made.





Seemingly this song is written about the book Wuthering Heights and in fairness you could potentially compare me and John to Cathy and Heathcliff. Star-crossed lovers whose families keep them apart? Rebecca told me in History class the last day that I’m being very dramatic about the whole thing. That was, like, so mean of her to say. I think she’s just getting uppity in herself because Johnny Limp is her boyfriend now. It’s like suddenly she has this new-found confidence. I prefer the old Rebecca.


The two of them are completely wrecking my head anyway. They’re constantly lobbing the gob on each other and now sit together in the back of Religion class, like, holding hands underneath the table. What nerds. It’s not fair as me and Rebecca always sat beside each other in Religion and used to play fun games like time how long it took the Religion teacher to have a breakdown. (Usually ten minutes tops.) We would talk about the concept of God, and is there actually a God. (We are too scared to say there is not.) We did come to the conclusion that there is no way that Mary was a virgin though. That would mean that there would have to have been an Immaculate Conception, which is something that I just can’t get my head around. Also, I’m on the fence about G.O.D. I’ve been praying to him for at least three years now for bigger boobs and they really haven’t grown all that much.


In other important things that I need to share, I have decided to write down important news stories so that when I’m famous in the future, people can write a book about my experiences. Like that Bosnian girl who wrote about all those ceasefires and stuff in this place called Sarajevo, which Bono wrote a song about of course, I don’t know much about Bosnia and Herzegovina but I do know that it doesn’t do very well in the Eurovision. They probably couldn’t afford to do it because they are all war-torn and shit. Ireland must have loads of money as we host it nearly every year!


In terms of important news there is nothing much to report. Oh, bar the fact that President Bill Clinton did something with a cigar to some American chick called Monica Lewinsky. He’s been peached. Looks like this other dude called George Bush will become president now. I don’t think my dad likes him. He calls him a ‘fucking cowboy-hat-wearing horse-riding Republican’, but I’m confident he will do a good job. Sucks to be Bill Clinton, but it sucks even more to be Bill Clinton’s wife Hillary. She’ll leave him now too. Serves him right. But I do seem to have a soft spot for him. He’s kinda good-looking in an older man American type of way. Maybe it was because he was president? Does this mean I like people in power? I don’t think so, because I don’t have any sexual feelings about the Taoiseach OR our President Mary McAleese, so maybe Bill Clinton is just a charming man.


I’m dying to know what he did with that cigar though. I asked my mum, but she smirked and told me to ask my father, who very quickly pulled the paper up in front of his face, and I’m nearly sure the two of them were laughing at me. Way to go Mum and Dad, I’m glad that it’s me that is the laughing stock of the family.


Anyway, I’m exhausted from all this news reporting. I feel like a modern day Anne Frank except without the added problem of having to hide from Hitler. Although sometimes my parents completely remind me of him what with their strict regimes, so there are comparisons.


I’m off to dream about John and practise shifting my arm.


Goodnight Dear Diary,


Love,


Ciara X




Lovers’ Spliff


Dear Diary,


I feel really weird. The room is spinning every time I try to lie back. My tongue is stuck to the roof of my mouth and my eyes are like, as my dad would say, ‘two piss-holes in the snow’. I’m trying to write this, but it’s difficult, the words are swirling all over the place and it’s like they’re jumping off the page if you get me?


I’d imagine this is what it was like for Anne Frank (I’m actually obsessed with her) hiding in that annex awaiting arrest and being found by Hitler’s forces. Hitler was just not a good guy. Me and Anne have something in common though. I too think I might be arrested as I’ve done something, like, SO illegal. I think my parents are onto me too. I made excuses too eagerly to go to bed and muttered something like I was really tired and wanted to go read my entire collection of The Baby-Sitters Club. But then I remembered that I haven’t read those books since I was 13, and I’m pretty sure my mum gave all those books away to some charity – AGAINST MY WISHES MAY I ADD – and I, like, cried for five days after. No wonder they gave me such weird looks.


But I could just be paranoid too, because Rebecca says that it can happen when you do what I just did.


Oh my God. I better write down a recap of what went on tonight, just in case I die after what I’ve done. Half of me by the way is delirious with joy because I spent time with John and I think there were some serious intense feelings between us. The other half feels I’ll be going to jail in no time. I’m also pretty sure that God is judging me too. That’s all I need.


It all started out when Rebecca and I had been over at her older sister’s, watching Sex and the City. (They show sex scenes and everything, so no wonder my mum won’t let me watch it.) It’s amazing. It’s about these four single women in New York who get up to lots of sex, shopping and writing. They even have sex with guys that they have just met in bars! They are, like, so liberated, it’s amazing.


Rebecca says that I am mostly Charlotte but that with the drama I bring on myself I can be like Carrie too. We both agreed that Lucy was definitely a Samantha.


So the next day we decided to go to the local shopping centre because Rebecca wanted to go to Glitzi Bitz. She heard that they were selling necklaces with your name on them like Carrie’s necklace in Sex and the City. So obviously we needed to get them. We figured that the girls in school would think we were pretty trendy rocking in with those around our necks.


We’re in the shopping centre, and get this, who’s the first person that I lay my eyes on? John – yes, John! AKA the love of my life and future husband. There’s a couple of the lads from school there as well, including Johnny Limp, who’s Rebecca’s boyfriend.


The only way I can describe the moment I saw John is that it was as if I was there when Moses parted the Red Sea for his people to pass through safely away from the Egyptian pharaoh trying to kill them. We smiled at each other and then the lads said that they were going down by the river to hang out so me and Rebecca went with them. Obviously.


We were down by the benches and John sat down beside me and was asking me did I know anything about joints. I sighed a major sigh of relief for having done Woodwork up until my Junior Cert. Did I know anything about joints?! I mean HELLO. I was the queen of dovetail joints in Woodwork class. I started listing out how I could do a groove joint, a dovetail joint and a mortise and tenon joint. John started laughing and told me I was really funny. I was like okay, sure, but at the same time, I worked really hard in Woodwork class for three years to know all about those joints, and he had just laughed – a woman can be good with wood, you know.


Then him and the lads started rolling some weird tobacco with some papers and then started asking me and Rebecca could we make a roach for them. Finally the penny dropped and I copped what was going on. I was about to partake in something completely illegal, which generations of teenagers had gone through before … PEER PRESSURE.


Before I really knew what was happening, the joint was passed my way. I looked at John, then I looked at Rebecca, then back at John, and I thought to myself, if dragging on this joint gets me the shift and if John will think I’m cool, then so be it. I inhaled, started coughing straight away, my eyes started stinging, but then John put his arm around me and I knew in my heart that I had done the right thing.


It was passed around a couple of times more. At this stage, John had gone in for the kill and had kissed me. His arm was resting over my shoulder, and his hand was hovering very closely to my left boob, so much so that I thought he was going to go for some outside boobage in front of everyone.


Something strange had come over me by then. I felt like I was sinking through the bench and into the earth below me. I couldn’t feel my arse any more. Then I went deathly pale. I was beginning to sweat more than Derek Davis on a bouncy castle. I suddenly became really self-conscious and felt that everyone was laughing at me, but it turns out they were laughing at a rock that looked like Marge Simpson.


It all became too much for me. Of course it did, as I’m such a loser. The next thing I remember is that I’m getting sick into the river and John is holding my hair back asking me over and over again am I okay. I wasn’t. Rebecca told me later that I had pulled what our teenage circles call a ‘whitey’. John told me I had inhaled too much too soon.


I had to go then. Rebecca walked me home and was giving out about John the whole way there. She said he was a total crusty. I think that might mean he’s a bit of a hippie, but I don’t think so. He smokes one joint and suddenly Rebecca has him living in a wagon with no running water. I mean, he supports Barcelona football club for God’s sake. Just because he’s a vegetarian, it doesn’t mean he’s a crusty. I’m surprised at how narrow minded she’s being. I’m not narrow minded about the fact that her boyfriend has one leg shorter than the other.


So now here I am, up in my room, my tongue isn’t coming down off the roof of my mouth, I’m SO hungry but can’t go down to the kitchen because my parents will know what I did.


I feel like the Gardaí are going to knock on my door any minute now and arrest me, and then I won’t be able to do my Leaving Cert, go to college and move to America like everyone else. I’m pretty sure I’m going to appear on the next episode of Crimewatch.


I blame Carrie Bradshaw and her stupid necklace for all of this.


Still, I managed to lob the gob.


I think it may FINALLY be true love.


Man, I’m sleepy.


Goodnight Dear Diary,


Love,


Ciara X




A Letter fron John to the Ciarainthians


Dear Diary,


I’ve been suffering serious guilt because of what I did the last evening. I keep on expecting to hear the guards coming and knocking on the front door of the house and arresting me, like in that movie In the Name of the Father. Oh God, my mother will probably have to accompany me just like Giuseppe Conlon did for his son. The neighbours will all gather in each other’s houses and say, ‘Where did it all go wrong, she was such a nice girl, and her, the first female altar girl in the parish.’


Rebecca thinks I’m totally overreacting and that I should just chill. She’s all like, ‘Relax Ciara, you’re not exactly Bob Marley.’ Like, does Rebecca not realise that we became pretty close to being like those two girls in Brokedown Palace with Claire Danes and Kate Beckinsale? They end up in this Thai prison for the REST of their days because of getting mixed up in drugs.


Rebecca says she thinks that hash should be legalised anyway. But I don’t think that’s her talking, I’d say it’s what Johnny Limp thinks. He is having a major effect on her. Even the last day when we were in the pharmacy buying the latest glittery nail varnish, I’m nearly sure I saw her gazing at the shelf behind the till where the condoms are.


We used to play the game where we would dare each other to ask the pharmacist how much they were and then run out of the shop pissing our holes laughing because then she would think we were having sex, and like, we totally are not, and also how weird would that be, for a total stranger to know you were having sex with someone?


Once, Rebecca dared me to buy them, and I even got as far as asking for them, but then as soon as the lady in the shop turned her back to get them, I legged it out of there because I got nervous. But her gaze definitely lingered on the boxes of Durex too long for my liking. Oh my God, how embarrassing would it be to actually, like, buy real-life condoms one day?!


In all seriousness though, Rebecca and I made a pact not to lose our virginity unless we had someone hot to go to the debs with OR until we get married to our own Aidan or Mr Big. (We are totally obsessed with Sex and the City. She likes Aidan, and I like Mr Big.)


My day wasn’t uneventful by the way Dear Diary. It was a strange one, as in, Lucy talked to me today. She came up to me at lunch and was like, ‘John told me you pulled a whitey and puked everywhere.’ I went completely red but held my head up high trying to ignore the heat of my cheeks and went, ‘Ya, so?’ And then she goes, ‘You are such a loser.’ It took every fibre of my being not to say anything to her. After all, this is the sort of shit the Montagues and the Capulets had to put up with in Romeo and Juliet.


The course of true love does not run smooth.


I took a deep breath and began to walk away, but then the strangest thing happened Dear Diary. Lucy throws this envelope at me and mutters something about John wanting me to have this. As she walked off she said, ‘It won’t last you know, I told John you were the most frigid girl in school.’ And then she disappeared into the school bathrooms. Okay, so that technically might be true, but screw her! Obviously I didn’t say this to her because I was too stunned (and scared of her) to react. I seriously hope she gets caught smoking in the school bathrooms and gets detention for life.


I opened up the envelope, and although John has the WORST handwriting that I have ever seen, I managed to decipher it and nearly fainted when I did.




Hey Ciara,


Sorry I couldn’t walk you home the last night, I was totally baked. Hope you made it home okay. I reckon the reason you got sick was because you smoked too fast. I can teach you how to do it properly if you want. I’ve been practising these different songs on my guitar and I’ve written a song for you, if you would like to hear it, that would be cool. I watched this really cool programme on National Geographic about pandas in their native China, so I think I might start sponsoring one.


I was wondering would you like to meet up this weekend? My aunt keeps wondering why I’m coming up every weekend to stay. Don’t worry, I haven’t said anything about having a girlfriend, unless you want to be my girlfriend, which would be cool.


There is a peaceful protest for some woman called Aung San Suu Kyi in Burma happening and I was wondering would you go with me? The protests are kinda cool, you just sit around, light candles and sing songs. You can write me a letter and give it to Lucy.


Peace Out,


John


PS I’ve enclosed two teabags of herbal tea. One is lemon and ginger and the other is green tea. You should try it out.





There it was. My very first love letter. It’s, like, SO deep and profound and shit.


If he thinks for a SECOND I’m going to give Lucy a letter to give him, then he has another thing coming. Also, am I his girlfriend now? Because he said in the note that I could be if I wanted to, and I mean, I want to times a million!


I showed Rebecca the note in Religion (she only sat beside me because Johnny Limp wasn’t in) and she rolled her eyes and was like, ‘What a complete crusty.’ I was in two minds to tell her that Johnny Limp isn’t much to be writing home about, and that he was nothing but a Massey-Ferguson-driving sheep-shearer who thinks he’s Tupac Shakur driving around in that Subaru of his, but I didn’t because then she turned around and was all like, ‘I’m genuinely happy for you,’ which was really sweet because she’s my best friend after all.


What am I going to wear when I go meet John? He’s into animals it seems, so maybe I could wear my leopard print bra from Penneys?!


I am so high on life right now Dear Diary! I have a boyfriend! Little old me has an actual boyfriend! Now I can potentially get the shift every weekend for the rest of my life!


This is AMAZING.


Goodnight Dear Diary,


Love,


Ciara X




Focail Interest


Dear Diary,


My life is totally OVER. I’m being serious this time. I know in the past that I’ve had a tendency to be a little dramatic, but this latest situation merits one serious FREAKOUT. I’m currently up in my room with tears streaming down my face.


My parents are MAKING me go to the Gaeltacht. They are making me go to the Gaeltacht for two whole weeks. Two FUCKING weeks. I’m sorry for writing curses Dear Diary but such is my ultimate misery right now. Are they genuinely trying to, like, ruin my whole life?! I mean, why else would they send me to some Irish-speaking concentration camp in Connemara?! They must be trying to ruin my love life at the same time.


Why do they have to ruin my one chance of true love?! John is The One! We are so in love. They are literally breaking my heart by ripping me away from him for TWO WHOLE WEEKS.


Just off the phone to Rebecca who I rang to see if her parents were making her go, but they aren’t because they must actually LOVE her. Her and Johnny Limp both got jobs in the local hotel. They are going to have a summer just like Pacey and Joey did in Dawson’s Creek that time they were MIL (Madly In Love). She did say that she heard that Lucy was going, but I doubt that because there’s no way that she‘d care enough about her education.


I WISH I WAS ADOPTED like Tom Cruise and Nicole Kidman’s children. They wouldn’t have sent their daughter to the Gaeltacht.


It’s so typical. Just when John is finished his Leaving Cert and everything. SO UNFAIR. This might be my last chance to lose my virginity as John is talking about taking a gap year before he goes to college. He wants to become a yoga teacher and learn how to clear people’s chakras. It’s far from ‘chakras’ I was reared Dear Diary, but it sounds AMAZING.


My parents are all like, relax, it’s only across the bay and it’s only two weeks and I’ll come back more cultured with a better understanding of the Irish language, blah, blah, fucking blah. Two weeks is like two years in the life of a teenager. Everything will change. It’s bollix, that’s what it is.


My life is over, let’s just put it out there, I’m finished just as my life was actually about to start getting exciting. The most ironic thing about this whole situation is the fact that my boobs have gone up a cup size. An actual cup size. I didn’t want to write about it just in case I was imagining things, but it’s true. I’m now a B Cup, but what good does it matter now?


Goodnight Dear Diary,


Love,


Ciara X


PS Sorry for cursing so much, just really at my wit’s end.




Lucy, Me and the Bean an Tí


Dear Diary,


So, I’m here. In the back arse end of Connemara. Not even my dramatic breaking down in tears could stop my parents and their pilgrimage to be rid of me. As they drove away, I wondered to myself if I would ever see them again.


I’m in the SMALLEST room of all time with just a bunk bed. I always fantasised about actually having a bunk bed when I was younger, but now I have one, and it can basically fuck off. It doesn’t matter anyway, because Lucy got the top bunk. Yes, you heard me. Lucy is here and I’m sharing a room with her.


Sometimes I wonder what I’ve actually done to God and the Virgin Mary to make them so angry with me that they would subject me to this hell again and again.


I guess you’re wondering why I’m being so calm about this whole situation, what with Lucy and me hating each other so much and ending up in the same room at the Gaeltacht at the EXACT same time.


I think it’s because I have become immune to the melancholia that life seems to throw at me. I’m a former shell of who I used to be. I mean, I’m a teenage girl whose parents basically abandoned her in a foreign country with my most feared enemy, and to top it all off, my John didn’t even get time to say goodbye to me before I left.


He was busy with some ‘save the seals sanctuary’.


The other two girls in the room are from Dublin and have already commented on being ‘stuck with the two culchies’. They have the coolest clothes though that they bought in the Blanchardstown Shopping Centre, which sounds like an amazing place. All their clothes are Umbro and Nike, and they are so posh. One of them even has a Nokia. She said she’d let me play Snake on it if I wanted.


I was like, ‘Ya, cool,’ even though, if I was being completely honest, I have no idea what she was talking about.


It’s weird because it means in a strange way that me and Lucy are kind of on the same side or something. Our Bean an Tí seems sound, her name is Maureen, but her son is a total weirdo. He just keeps staring at my boobs, I’m sure of it. Lucy was quiet, unusually quiet. I know why too, it’s because she’s shit at Irish. I’m not going to lie, I do have a superior knowledge of Irish compared to her. She would want to be careful, I heard that if you speak just one word of English, you get expelled and sent home straight away and your school hears about it too. And then you go on record and you’re not allowed into any other Irish college in Ireland EVER again.


The Irish language, I mean, do we even need it?! I don’t think we’ll be even using it in two years’ time.


We found our schedule for tomorrow. It just seems to be full of playing basketball from what I can see. Basketball through Irish. Have you ever heard of something so zero craic in your life?


I’m going to grab that cispheil tomorrow and shove it where the sun don’t shine, which apparently is everywhere because it’s so dull and misty.


I hate being here.


Dinner was interesting, and I’m not being a snob but there was home brand ketchup, and I only ever eat Chef. There wasn’t even any Heinz. I’m not being whatever, but tá díomá orm.


Anyway, me and the girls were up in the room there and the Dublin girls were saying that there is a group from Clane coming tomorrow and that the girls are seriously nasty, but that the lads are good craic. We’ll probably meet them at the céilí or something. Oh God, I have to go to a céilí. I feel like a character in a Maeve Binchy novel. My life seriously sucks. I’m homesick and I miss John. I also miss my mum, my dad and my brother, which I shouldn’t because they LEFT ME HERE TO DIE. The worst thing is I have no one to talk to. I hate Lucy, she hates me and the Dublin girls scare me on some level, so I’m trying to make sure that I’m coming across all cool, so that they will think I’m cool. What sort of teenager misses their parents anyway? A sad sap of a one, that’s who.


I’m going to wrap myself around my pillow and pretend that it’s John but obviously not try to hump it or anything just in case any of the girls hear me.


I’m going to listen to love songs on my Discman too. I think my dad must have felt bad for leaving me here because he packed some extra batteries in my bag for all those ‘God-awful songs by wailing women giving out about men’ that I listen to.


Oíche mhaith a dhialann,


Grá mór,


Ciara X




Mo Mi Wadi


Dear Diary,


I swear to God, if I have to drink another glass of MiWadi orange for breakfast, lunch and dinner, I’m actually going to kill someone.


That’s the one thing about the past week living in the Gaeltacht, they really love their MiWadi orange. Not even Kia-Ora, but MiWadi. Another thing that seems to be very popular down here is bread and jam suppers with massive pots of tea.
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