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				In loving memory of Sarah Monahan, a beautiful
Irish woman who, by her very nature, disproved my hypothesis.

	
		
			
				Introduction

				There is a stereotypical Irish woman that exists in the minds of many. She is oftentimes a Mammy and typically displays the following characteristics: talkative, bossy, jovial, quick-tempered, God-fearing and heavy-drinking. The use of stereotypes is generally considered to be misguided as it often leads to bias. As a nation, the Irish are no strangers to bias and the subsequent discrimination that it generates. Being both Irish and female myself, I decided to embark on a journey of discovery to unearth the true nature of an Irish woman. Following careful analysis, I found that most of the traits attributed to Irish females are, in fact, true. Rather than debunking the myths, I have extended them. Each of the following chapters delves into the essence of an Irish woman, expounding many of the old chestnuts and proposing some new theories. 

				This pigeonholing is not confined to an Irish woman’s personality traits and can also be applied to an Irish woman’s appearance. What mental image springs to mind when people talk about women from Ireland? Is she represented as a Celtic waif with delicate pale skin and flowing red tresses? Perhaps it is the symbolic earth mother, equipped with massive nurturing breasts and childbearing hips? Is it fuck. 

				What people the world over envision is a snipey Mrs Doyle type who is small of stature with a narrow face and mousy brown hair. She wears a heavy woollen coat and ugly shoes. Additionally, this generic Irish woman is a heavy drinker who loves to gossip, would sell her firstborn for a bargain and whose capacity for profanity would make a biker blush.

				Could these universally held perceptions be correct, and, if so, how did we become like this? What perverse combination of nature and nurture moulded us into this fascinating creature? As a self-appointed agent for Irish women the world over, I attempt to explore the influences of biological and environmental factors that shape an Irish woman’s personality. Complex psychological and sociological issues will be examined, ranging from an Irish woman’s inability to accept compliments to her approach to the book club phenomenon, as well as looking at a number of key indicators, such as how Irish women behave at funerals and their uncomfortable relationship with sex. Many sections contain helpful ‘How to’ guides, which ignore the more traditional cookery and domestic goddess tips and proffer advice to today’s Irish woman on such matters as The Dignified Walk of Shame, and Being Sworn to Secrecy (exactly how many people can you tell?) The book pays special attention to the role played by Catholic propaganda and alcohol in shaping this embodiment of Celtic femininity.

				Many Irish women are leading a double life, torn between the old traditional role of an Irish woman and the demands of modern-day society. On the one hand, the female population of Ireland is highly educated and career-driven, yet on the other hand many still attend Mass on a regular basis. Indeed, a recent study on dual-worker households in this country concluded that Irish women are still doing three-quarters of the housework. Furthermore, once their daily professional and domestic duties have been dealt with, they are no longer seeking solace in the form of a nice cup of tea. The new wine culture in Ireland is playing a pivotal role in influencing the drinking habits of the middle-aged Irish female as they are increasingly turning to the grape and consuming wine at home. In tandem, 16% of young Irish women are binge drinking on a weekly basis. Twice as many fights and accidents occur amongst Irish female drinkers than in other countries. All of this brings into question, are they saints, scholars or Cillit Bang™-wielding winos – what does it really mean to be a present-day Irish woman? 

				Following extensive research, the genesis of this dichotomy became apparent. The journey from Peig Sayers to Miriam O’Callaghan has been arduous for the Irish woman; the struggle to find expression in a patriarchal society, to escape the dominance of the Catholic Church and to control a tendency towards alcohol abuse and other manifestations of low self-esteem. The end result of this pilgrimage is a nation filled with functioning female lunatics. This may come as a surprise as their underlying madness is not immediately apparent. However, once you scratch the surface you will find beneath it a teeming mass of neuroses. This alarming situation is often overlooked as Irish women are also found to be amusing and compassionate, and will frequently distract the casual observer by pumping them full of tea and/or wine before dulling their senses with small talk about the price of houses. 

				Irish Bitches Be Crazy expounds this theory and offers helpful instructions on the safest way to interact with these erratic yet charismatic individuals.

			

		

	
		
			
				1.

				Virgin Monologues

				The first thing you need to understand about Irish women is that they are deeply religious beings. Whether they admit it or not, all Irish women know the lyrics of every hymn ever written and the words of all known prayers. In keeping with the most effective propaganda techniques, they were drummed into them as part of the Irish school syllabus. Consequently, the regurgitation of any prayer results in the achievement of a trance-like state and the spewing forth of words in a rapid and unintelligible manner that sounds like an old-fashioned cassette tape in fast-forward mode. 

				[image: image] Coveting [image: image]

				Most Irish women’s beliefs are rooted in the jealous and vengeful God of the Old Testament. Not for them the wishy-washy ‘New Age’ God that emerged in the New Testament. They like their religious idols to partake in a bit of smiting, and they take their religion with a large side order of superstition. They believe in God and the afterlife, angels and the devil, in the same way that they believe in fairies, ghosts and not walking under ladders. Additionally, all Irish women were born saddled with Original Sin. They are constantly playing catch-up and trying to please a God and a Church, both of which have already condemned their souls to eternal damnation as a default starting point. In keeping with the French judicial system, we are guilty until proven otherwise. No matter how many Hail Marys and Our Fathers an Irish woman utters in her lifetime, or how many virtual goats she sends to the developing world, she is more than likely going straight to hell. The main offence committed by these paragons of virtue is the coveting of their neighbour’s goods. They are unashamed, unrepentant coveters. They live and breathe covetous thoughts. They covet their neighbour’s car, her tarmacadamed drive, the number of days’ annual leave she gets and her sickeningly perfect overachieving children. They don’t do sloth, can take or leave adultery, but they tend to crumble when it comes to a bit of coveting. They have also been known to taketh the Lord’s name in vain after a couple of Pinot Grigios.

				[image: image] Irish Karma [image: image]

				Irish women don’t believe in the random nature of the universe. Everything happens for a reason, and what goes around comes around. If you perform a dastardly deed, you will get your comeuppance. In Ireland, when someone behaves badly and profits from their actions, it is widely agreed that they will have no luck from it. A false insurance claim will precede falling down the stairs. Ripping someone off is a sure way to bring on a hernia. Being Irish and innately ‘cute hoors’ they have devised a way of nullifying the negative effect of Irish Karma: all you have to do is donate twenty euro to the St Vincent de Paul to take the bad luck out of it, problem solved. They have a strong belief system that is not always limited to the confines of the Catholic church. The more you get to know an Irish woman the more her witchy tendencies emerge. Your common or garden religions don’t interest her. Her God is of the vindictive, all-powerful, all-seeing and all-knowing variety. She dances at the crossroads, howls at the moon, then puts on her Sunday best and heads off to Mass in the morning. So, be warned, this is not a woman to cross. She has a variety of different methods for dealing with her adversaries. 

				[image: image] Witchy Practices [image: image]

				Many of these Irish women are going about their daily lives working in Accounts Payable and coming home to their husbands of forty years. However, unbeknownst to anyone, they are secretly engaged in nocturnal foraging for toxic plants and spitting into poultices for the production of a curse or kibosh. Its purpose? The destruction of the new Financial Software System being implemented in their department at work. Once the concoction has been made, they make the sign of the cross over it to keep on the good side of their Heavenly Father, then unleash it on the unsuspecting software tool. Failing that, they resort to a verbal onslaught on the software consultancy team in the form of some quaint old Irish invocations. They utilise the following ‘widow’s curses’, listed in order of increasing evilness:

				

				
						
Mallacht Dé ort = God’s curse on you.

						
Cac muice ar do shúil = Pig shit in your eye.

						
Mo chuid tubaiste ort = May you have my bad luck as well.

						
Go mbuaile an bhuinneach thú = May you be stricken with diarrhoea.

						
Nach raibh tú beo ar maidin = May you be dead by the morning.

				

				

				Civil servant by day and cailleach or crone by night, these women may be clean-living and God-fearing but they have a deeply ingrained madness that emerges whenever the Lord isn’t taking their calls and they have to take matters into their own hands. 
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				The Catholic Church was an authoritative institution for many years in Ireland. Priests and nuns had the same jurisdiction and power as the gardaí and represented a type of moral law enforcement. Nuns ran the educational institutions for females, and therefore had a huge influence on the lives of Irish women. Ultimately, they spent their formative years in the company of these ‘mickey dodgers’. As a result, even the most secular Irish woman will bless themselves when a funeral cortège drives past and perform a self-conscious bobbing genuflection upon entering a church. Also, just because she fled Ireland to live in a yurt in the Sudanese desert, don’t think for one moment that she would be happy with anything other than a full church wedding with 300 guests and having her children attain the entire range of sacraments on offer during the course of their lives.

				Young Irish girls received their first introduction to nuns in primary school, where the lay teachers brainwashed them into believing that all nuns were kind, angelic beings. The teachers read stories to the juniors about successful ‘career nuns’ who had managed to attain sainthood. The books contained illustrations depicting the saints as beautiful young girls surrounded by adoring children with a couple of rabbits or lambs in attendance, and maybe a robin perched on one shoulder, like a Disney still. The reality was a tad different. 

				So much so, in fact, that if you even say the word ‘nun’ in front of an Irish woman today they flinch involuntarily and then shudder at the horrific memories the word invokes.

				Here’s a telling questionnaire for the Irish female populace. It is posed Cosmo style: 

				

				Imagine that you are in a lift. The doors open. A nun enters and glances in your direction. Do you: 

				a)	Smile respectfully then quietly utter ‘Hello, Sister’ with a very slight bobbing motion indicative of a curtsey? 

				b)	Break into a cold sweat, hyperventilate, then visualise raising an ancient samurai sword over your head to impale the bitch?

				c)	Ignore her, just in case the whole celibacy thing is in some way contagious?

				

				If you chose answer (a) or (b) then you are an Irish woman who has suffered years of systematic abuse while being educated by nuns. If, however, you chose answer (c), I am afraid you are probably a filthy whore and most definitely a Protestant. 
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				A popular misconception about nuns is that they have been around since the dark ages – and some of the nuns that you have encountered may look like they were actually born around that time. However, the first Orders only emerged during the fifteenth century following authorisation from the Pope of the time. Another common theory is that women only choose to become nuns out of desperation or to prevent death by starvation. In fact, the first nuns in Europe were women from wealthy families. There were a number of reasons why they decided to reject the traditional female role of wifey in favour of marriage to a more heavenly groom. Very often they didn’t want to marry some minger who had been chosen for them by their parents. Perhaps the girls just got bored of playing the piano and painting watercolours all day so decided to adopt an altruistic philosophy of helping the sick, the elderly and the poor. It is equally plausible that some of these women were gay and sought refuge from a homophobic society that condemned the love that dare not speak its name. Or sometimes their fathers would simply baulk at paying out a huge dowry and forced their daughters into a convent to save money. 

				St Bridget

				St Bridget was the inaugural celebrity nun, and is credited with rounding up the first posse of nuns in Ireland. She was primarily a pagan goddess who the Christians decided to take all the credit for – just like they did with Christmas and Easter. She was rumoured to be our first lesbian saint. Irrespective of which team she was batting for, she was considered to be a very spiritual lady and performed many miracles in her day. 

				Most of these supernatural occurrences were food related; she was like the Nigella Lawson of the nun world but without the blow job impersonations. One such miracle occurred when she had given away all her mother’s butter to a beggar and the butter dish was miraculously replenished. This singular act was said to inspire the Super Size Me phenomenon that emerged in later years. Legend has it that Bridget performed a healing miracle as a result of a horse riding accident. Apparently, she fell off her horse and hit her head on a stone. The blood she lost was mixed with water and poured onto the heads of mute siblings, who were then able to talk. This miracle was possibly the precursor to the Blarney Stone myth. If ever there was a superfluous Irish custom, it is the practice of kissing the Blarney Stone and thereafter being endowed with the gift of the gab. It is akin to the Germans having a superstitious practice that transforms them into control freaks. 

				Whenever Irish girls were being force-fed these pointless stories as part of their ‘education’, it gave rise to the universal juvenile opinion that the saint was shamefully wasting her remarkable holy powers. Might she not have done something a bit more worthwhile, like ejecting the English from the country or providing the Irish peasantry with a lifetime supply of Cup-a-Soup? 

				Despite the aforementioned amazing talents, Bridget is mostly remembered for making a cross out of straw. Ironically, although she is celebrated for her generosity to poor people, she was responsible for putting Kildare on the map; an enclave near Dublin where they have replaced Christianity with the worship of money and horses. 

				St Catherine

				Another firm favourite with Irish nuns was St Catherine of Sienna. They delighted in recounting the story of how Catherine became a nun. Catherine’s father was an Italian wool dyer named Giacomo di Benincasa who fathered twenty-six children (unsurprisingly, the nuns did not dwell on this particular historical detail). Giacomo was opposed to Catherine’s religious leanings and argued vehemently with his daughter about her desire to become a nun. Catherine had many visions throughout her life, one of which involved Jesus placing a ring on her finger symbolising her marriage to the Church. The nuns also neglected to mention that it was no ordinary wedding band; instead of gold it was made from ... the blessed foreskin of the baby Jesus – a popular relic at the time. 

				The inclusion of this nugget of information would have livened up the celebrity nun story sessions by lending them a more Tarantinoesque air. The nuns could have vamped it up a little with some chainsaw-wielding fourteenth-century schoolgirls chasing Our Lord around, Lorena Bobbitt style. Instead, their most shocking pronouncement related to Catherine cutting off all her hair in an attempt to thwart her parents’ desire to marry her off. Most Irish schoolgirls couldn’t have been more horrified by a boy band break-up. Catherine’s ploy had the desired effect: Giacomo relented and agreed to let her become a nun.

				Today, St Catherine’s disembodied head can be viewed in the Church of San Dominico in Tuscany, along with one of her thumbs. Her body is in Rome, and her foot is said to be in a reliquary in Venice. Now, that is what an Irish woman would refer to as a ‘fine spread’.

				Violent with Piety

				Worshipping religious artifacts is alive and well in modern-day Ireland. To commemorate the 750th anniversary of the discovery of St Anthony’s tongue, two of the saint’s relics were brought on tour to Galway, Dublin, Wexford, Cork and Limerick. The relics themselves consisted of a piece of skin and a piece of petrified flesh. They were unceremoniously stored in a suitcase in the back of a Ford Galaxy. They were then driven from church to church by three friars. Although support for the Church in Ireland has waned in recent years, tens of thousands of people turned out to venerate the relics. Traffic ground to a halt in Galway as 30,000 people made their way to the cathedral in the centre of the city. Worshipping took on the intensity of an Irish water charges protest. Then, contrary to the camaraderie of a peaceful protest, the crowd began jostling each other in a frenzied bid for optimal viewing positions. The female devotees proved to be far more aggressive than their male counterparts, the scrambling intensified, and the Irish women became violent with piety. 

				The Catholic Church’s worship of body parts is not considered perverse or creepy, and neither St Bridget nor St Catherine was ever deemed to have mental health issues in keeping with their protoplasmic pervsions.

				Closed Orders

				Early Irish nuns were probably heavily influenced by trendy French and Italian nuns who spent their days smoking Gauloises, shrugging their shoulders nonchalantly and zipping around town on trendy pink Lambrettas to visit the sick and the poor. However, the reality of visiting sick people in Ireland was that you ran the risk of contracting the bubonic plague, and so Irish nuns improvised and came up with the idea of enclosed orders such as the Poor Clares. 

				Closed Orders were safer as they had little or no contact with the outside world, which greatly reduced the chances of catching the Black Death. Today there are twenty-nine contemplative women’s convents remaining in Ireland, and the women who enter these convents give away all their worldly possessions. They only ever leave the convent grounds to vote against abortion referendums or to play the Lotto. 

				The Calling

				If a life of isolation, contemplation and poverty wasn’t your raison d’être, you could always join an order that specialised in education such as the Dominican nuns, thereby dedicating your life to screaming abuse at surly teenagers.

				Irish women who received their secondary education in a convent have a lasting impression of the nuns as a tribe of very angry women with overactive salivary glands – reminiscent of the Gestapo, but with more facial hair. To say that they felt no connection with them is an understatement of epic proportion. In fact, they did not even consider the nuns to be the same species as themselves, and yet, presumably, once upon a time, they too were young girls full of their own hopes and dreams.

				Then they got … the CALLING. And that was it.

				They were fucked, metaphorically speaking.

				Because, as we all know, once you get the CALLING you have no option but to don your sackcloth, close down your clitoral account, and away off with you to a convent tout de suite. 

				Young Irish girls lived in fear that they, too, would have their lives irreversibly ruined by receiving the CALLING. They would lie in bed at night with the covers over their head suffering from epiphany aversion, petrified that their room had become piped for Jesus, the surround sound of the Lord. Thankfully for most girls, the CALLING never came. Maybe they were just too godless and wicked, or maybe they were just too sane. 

				A young girl recently spoke on YouTube about her CALLING and how unexpected it was. Sister Alison received the CALLING while she was in an airport. It was an inner voice that told her she had been chosen to be ‘Christ’s Bride’ – a concept that seems unhinged on many different levels. Firstly, it was obviously a flight announcement that she misheard – an oversight that could happen to anyone. However, it is unusual for someone to mishear a flight announcement that prompts them to give away all their worldly possessions and stop bleaching their facial hair. Secondly, the idea of a young girl who wants to be Christ’s Bride strikes me as the stuff of a Neil Jordan movie, all heaving prepubescent breasts and very few decent car chases. Or maybe that’s just this author….

				Nun Recruitment Drives

				The Dominican Order ran regular Nun Recruitment Drives, or Retreat Weekends, as they were called. All unsuspecting teenage girls were collected by the school bus and driven to a retreat centre where they spent their days in the company of a young, trendy priest. The priest would be disguised as a human being wearing a woolly jumper, jeans and sandals. He would befriend the girls by smoking cigarettes and playing the guitar. Inhumane propaganda techniques included repeatedly playing ‘The Boxer’ followed by the enforced singing in rounds of the torturous ‘He’s Got the Whole World in His Hands’. Occasionally the priest would single out one of the girls and inform them that they had Nun’s Eyes. Rather than inspiring the chosen one to take the cloth, this declaration was more likely to cause her to flee to the kitchen and attempt to gouge her own eyes out with a soup spoon.

				They upped the ante in secondary school, when the nuns were tasked with teaching a range of subjects including Latin and history. The fact that they had no teaching qualifications and no apparent knowledge of their chosen subjects was irrelevant. Instead, pupils mostly learned about the devastating effect that forty years of celibacy and the daily ingestion of cabbage soup can have on a woman. 

				The real eye-opener would occur during the monthly visit of the parish priest, when the nuns would magically transform from hysterical harridan to simpering sycophant. Their nauseating kowtowing gave the girls a wonderful insight into how women should behave in front of male authority figures in Ireland. Watching their skilled performance and paying close attention to the minute details, such as the need to paw at the priest’s forearm at every given opportunity and burst into uncontrollable knee-slapping laughter when he deigned to speak, served them well in later years when applying for bank loans and dealing with punctures at the side of the road. 

				The worst crime you could possibly commit was ‘to give back cheek’ when the parish priest was in attendance. The nun was then faced with a difficult choice: she could either pretend that she hadn’t heard the insolence, or perform the kind of sudden double switch of personalities that would make a seasoned schizophrenic proud. A nun could contort her face in rage and verbally attack the offender in spluttering splendour, then revert to adoration mode before you could say ‘Custard Cream, Father?’

				At the end of the day, the nuns were more pitied than scorned. After the bell rang and the priest had moved on to the next class the girls would file out of the classroom and watch the nun’s receding back as she scurried off down the corridor. It was remininiscent of that poignant scene at the end of every Incredible Hulk episode when Dr Bruce Banner would emerge from the shadows with his clothes in flitters. He would turn and jog off into the distance, weary from his recent physical metamorphosis and buckled by self-righteousness.

				Boarding School

				The daily battle between the nuns and the schoolgirls was intense, but at least both parties had the opportunity to go home at 4 p.m., take stock and prepare for the next day’s skirmishes. Some Irish girls were not so lucky as their parents saw fit to send them to convent boarding schools. The nuns who ran these boarding schools were younger, and therefore harboured more bitterness. Their task was not an easy one: they were responsible for the care of more than a hundred pubescent teenage girls. 

				So, you had a slightly sinister grey institutional building, located in a remote part of Ireland, which was teeming full of demonic hormones. It is a miracle that the only blood that flowed was of the menstrual kind. The females imprisoned in one of these boarding schools would all get their period at the same time. Once a month, progesterone and oestrogen levels plummeted and kick-started the inevitable: irritability, sadness, depression, emotional sensitivity, tiredness, weepiness, and the inability to operate heavy machinery. Taking their cue from all good werewolf movies, the nuns would batten down the hatches, cancel any impending visits from the outside world, and endure the five- to seven-day onslaught of The Curse.

				Ordinary day-to-day living in these schools was no picnic either, with ongoing deprivations such as eating meals in silence, being forced to clean out toilets, going to bed during daylight hours, only being allowed to wash once a week, and a savage amount of praying. Other hardships involved the nuns reading all incoming mail, listening in on phone calls and practising ritual humiliations of the girls. After lock-up the boarders would lie awake in their cubicles listening to all the other miserable Irish girls crying themselves to sleep – waterboarding was performed on Wednesdays. Meanwhile, the sisters tucked themselves up in palatial splendour, eating fresh fruit and reading the latest edition of Gulags for Dummies. Day school was sublime by comparison.

				Then there were the rumours of lesbian nuns who were waiting to seduce any unsuspecting schoolgirl who veered off the path on her way through the convent. Rumour had it that there were certain nuns who hung out in the changing rooms and offered to assist the girls with getting changed after hockey practice. These nuns weren’t adverse to a bit of white knee sock fetish. More often than not, the most overtly sexual act performed by Irish nuns was repeatedly smoothing their grey cardigans over their incarcerated breasts. In fact, the grey cardie is the inanimate object that is most likely to trigger the latent sphenisciphobia in generations of Irish women. This fear of nuns may have lain dormant for decades when suddenly they become overwhelmed by it on their way through Marks & Spencer’s woollen section. 

				There is no doubt that the majority of Irish women have been psychologically damaged by the concept of original sin and the never-ending Catholic guilt trip that is imposed on them from an early age. It is equally true that Irish women are a section of society with an overwhelming sense of altruism and unselfishness. They rarely hesitate when it comes to giving their time, and are exceedingly generous. In fact, if you are lucky enough to have an Irish woman in your corner, she will support you and care for you with a kindness and fanaticism that is verging on creepy. Amen to the Irish woman and her Christian values.
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