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What’s my name? I don’t even bother answering him, just reef open the glove comportment and hand him my licence through the window, roysh, and he gives it the once-over and he goes, ‘This is a provisional licence,’ making no effort at all to hide the fact that he’s a bogger. It’s like he’s actually proud of it. I go, ‘Your point is?’ and the way he looks at me, roysh, I can tell he just wants to snap those bracelets on me and haul my orse off to Donnybrook. He’s like, ‘Provisional licences are issued subject to certain restrictions. One is that you have a fully qualified driver accompanying you at all times.’


I turn around to the bird beside me and I go, ‘Have you passed your test?’ and she’s like, ‘Oh my God, ages ago,’ and she storts rooting through her Louis V for her licence, which she eventually finds and I hand it to focking Blackie Connors through the window. He throws the eyes over it, roysh, then he hands it back to me and I’m thinking of taking a sneaky look at it myself, maybe find out this bird’s name, because she’s a total randomer and at some point between her telling me her name in Annabel’s and us doing the bould thing out in her gaff in Clonskeagh, I’ve managed to forget what she calls herself. In the end I don’t. The goy goes, ‘Where are your L-plates?’ and I have to admit, roysh, that he has me there, although he knows he can’t lift me for it, which is what he’d really like to do. I go, ‘Don’t own a set. Never did. To me they’re a total passion-killer,’ and I smile at the bird beside me. Martinique rings a bell. The goy goes, ‘Did you know that it’s an offence for a driver operating a vehicle on a provisional licence not to display Learner plates?’ but I don’t answer because it’s not, like, a real question, and he looks at my licence again – like it’s a forgery or something – and he tells me to, like, stay where I am and then he walks back to his cor, roysh, and in the rear-view I can see him getting on the radio. The bird’s there giving it, ‘OH! MY! GOD! Why are you giving him such attitude? I am SO not being arrested, Ross. HELLO? I’ve got cello in, like, half an hour,’ and I tell her to drink the Kool-Aid, the goy’s only trying to put the shits up us.


I’m always getting pulled over by the Feds, especially here, just after you go under the bridge at, like, UCD. I’m too smart to get caught doing more than forty, but what happens is they see the baseball cap, they see the Barbie doll next to me and they hear ‘Smells Like Teen Spirit’ blasting out through the windows at, like, a million decibels. Boggers or not, they’re not thick, these goys, and because it’s a focking Micra, they know straight away that it’s a young dude driving his old dear’s cor and – probably out of total jealousy – they end up pulling me over. I’m still looking at the goy in the mirror. He’s finished talking on the radio and now he’s just trying to make me sweat, which I’m SO not.


People always ask me, roysh, how did I get this cool? Not being big-headed or anything, but they genuinely want to know how it is that I pretty much have it all – Dead Eye Dick with a rugby ball and the stor of the school team, good-looking, amazing body, big-time chormer, great with the ladies and absolutely loaded.


But to be honest with you, roysh, I wasn’t always shit-hot. Between me and you, when I was in, like, transition year I was actually as big a loser as Fionn. I used to basically get bullied. I remember the day I found out that we didn’t always live in Foxrock. Two or three fifth years were in the process of, like, stuffing my head down the toilet one lunchtime when one of them happened to go, ‘Go back to the focking Noggin.’ So that night, roysh, I went to the old man, who’s a complete and utter dickhead by the way, and I go, ‘Did we live in Sallynoggin?’ – straight out with it, just like that – and he looks at me, roysh, and he knows there’s no point in lying, so he goes, ‘It was more Glenageary than Sallynoggin, Ross,’ and he tells me it was a long time ago, before the business took off.


But that whole Noggin thing followed me around for years. If they weren’t stuffing my head down the pan and flushing it, they were giving me wedgies, or setting fire to my schoolbag, ha focking ha. Then one day, roysh, I’m walking down the corridor, minding my own business and these two fifth years grab me in a headlock and drag me into, like, one of the locker rooms. They stort giving me the usual crack, roysh – ‘Are you getting a spice burger from the Noggin Grill later?’ and ‘Are you going up to the Noggin Inn for a few jors?’ – when all of a sudden, roysh, I hear a voice behind them go, ‘To get at him, goys, you’re going to have to come through me first,’ and I look up and it’s, like, Christian. So all hell breaks loose and the two of us end up decking the two fifth years and afterwards he tells me that Obi Wan has taught me well and I tell him he’s the best friend I’ve ever had, which he is, roysh, even if it sounds a bit gay.


Of course the word went around, roysh, that we’d basically decked two goys who, it turned out, were on the S, and nobody laid a finger on me after that. Then the next year there was, shall we say, an incident that helped me complete the change from geek to chic – basically I got my Nat King Cole before anyone else in our whole year. AND it was with an older woman.


To cut a long story short, roysh, our school arranged this thing called The Urban Plunge, which was basically an exchange programme between us and a school from, like, Pram Springs. It was typical of the Brothers in our place. They knew we were loaded, roysh, and most of us would never have to work for a thing in our lives, but it was their ‘Christian responsibility’ to show us how people less fortunate than ourselves – meaning skobies – lived, as if we wanted to know.


The way it worked, roysh, was that you got paired off with some Anto or other – in fact, I think my one was actually called Anto. Anyway, he ended up half-inching everything in our gaff that wasn’t nailed down. I remember the old man and the old dear, the silly wagon, walking around the house making a list of all the stuff that had disappeared, the old dear going, ‘Your Callaway driver, darling,’ and the old man shaking his head and writing it down. Of course Castlerock agreed to pay for everything on condition that they didn’t involve the Feds.


But while this was all going on, roysh, I was getting my own back by scoring his older sister, we’re talking Wham, Bam, that’s for the old dear’s Waterford Crystal limited edition votive, Ma’am. Tina was her name, roysh, a total howiya, but she was, like, twenty and I was, like, sixteen and by the time I got back from my two-week tour of duty in Beirut – every meal came with curry sauce, roysh, and they never answered the door in case it was the rent man or a loan shork – I was a legend in the school. The head-lice were gone after a couple of weeks and I settled well into my new existence as a complete focking stud.


‘What speed were you doing?’


Glenroe’s finest is back at the window. I was miles away there. I’m like, ‘I think you’ll find I was just under forty,’ which he knows well from his speed camera. He’s just trying to put the shits up me. He hands me back my licence and he goes, ‘I’ll let you go … this time,’ and I have to stop myself from going, ‘Oh, I’m SO grateful, orsehole,’ and he goes, ‘Get a set of Learner plates when you’re in town, Rod.’


I’m there, ‘Rod? Rod? It’s Ross! Ross O’Carroll-Kelly! You might not know the name now, but by the seventeenth of March you will.’ He goes, ‘Why? What’s happening on that day?’ The smell of turnip and spuds off him. I go, ‘What’s happening on that day? That’s the day I become




 





Ross O’Carroll-Kelly, living focking legend.’
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CHAPTER ONE


‘Comes to class unprepared’





‘Mister O’Carroll-Kelly, will you pay attention please.’ That’s what Lambkin says. He goes, ‘Entertaining the troops as usual,’ but I’m not, roysh, I’m actually about to spew my ring all over the desk, and we’re talking totally here. If I’d known we were going to be looking at an actual focking cow’s eye this morning, roysh, I think it’s pretty safe to say I wouldn’t have been out on the batter last night. And Oisinn’s not helping. He was more hammered than I was, but he’s got a stomach like a focking goat. He’s got it in his hand, roysh, and he’s, like, squelching it and you can hear all the, I don’t know, guts inside. The goy actually wants to see me spitting chunks.


The teacher’s going, ‘How do we see? Well, the eye processes the light through photoreceptors located in the eye, which send signals to the brain and tell us what we are seeing. There are two types of photoreceptor and these are called rods and cones,’ and then he walks around handing us each a scalpel, and I’m thinking he couldn’t seriously be suggesting we … He goes, ‘These photoreceptors are sensitive to light. Rods are the most sensitive to light and therefore provide grey vision at night. Now there are a number of differences between the human eye and the cow’s eye, which I will discuss as we proceed with the dissection.’


I’m just, like, staring straight ahead, trying not to think about what we’re about to do, when all of a sudden Oisinn taps me on the shoulder and – HOLY FOCK! – he’s somehow managed to stick the focking eyeball onto his forehead, roysh, and he goes, ‘Look at me, Ross, I’m from Newtownmountkennedy,’ and I laugh and heave at the same time and old focking Lamb Chop throws me a filthy, basically telling me that I’m pushing my luck here.


He’s going, ‘Cones are, in the main, active in bright light and enable you to see colour. There are one hundred million rods located in your retina compared to just three million cones.’


I just need to get through this class, then I’ll hit the canteen and get a Yop or something to settle my stomach. But Oisinn knows how close I am to hurling here and it’s become, like, a challenge now. He turns around to Fionn and goes, ‘Gimme your glasses,’ and Fionn’s like, ‘Why?’ and Oisinn just grabs them off him. Then – this is focking horrific – he puts the eye basically onto his own eye and then he puts on Fionn’s glasses, which sort of, like, hold it in place. Then he turns around to the rest of the class and goes, ‘ESMERELDA!’ and the whole class cracks up, roysh, and Lamb Chop, who’s been writing some shite or other on the blackboard, turns around and goes, ‘O’CARROLL-KELLY!’ and he looks at me in a way that basically says Last Chance Saloon, and of course I can’t tell him that I’m doing fock-all, roysh, because I can taste the vom at the top of my throat and if I open my mouth it’s coming out. Oisinn throws Fionn back his goggles and Fionn’s, like, majorly pissed off, trying to clean them on his shirt, but of course they’re covered in, like, blood and shite and all sorts, but I’m trying not to, like, think about it.


‘If you walk inside from the sun,’ – this is Lambkin again – ‘you can’t initially see anything. This is due to the activity of the cones and the lack of activity of the rods. Similarly, when you leave a cinema during the day, it’s the rods that are mainly activated and the cones have to adjust to the sunlight.’


I’m thinking, I better actually listen to some of this shit because it might, like, come up in the Leaving. Then I hear Oisinn going, ‘Ross! Ross! I know you can hear me!’ and I’m trying my best to, like, ignore him. Rods and cones, I get it now. He just, like, grabs me by the back of the neck, roysh, and spins me around so that I’m, like, facing him and then – Oh! My! FOCKING! God! – he pops the eyeball into his mouth like it’s a focking Bon Bon and then – get this – he actually bites into the focking thing and all this, like, blood and yellow goo and everything just, like, squirts out of the side of his mouth and, like, dribbles down his face and I just go, Weeeuuuggghhh! and basically explode.


There’s vom everywhere, all over my Dubes, the desk, my biology book, the floor. I’m like a focking volcano. It just keeps coming and coming. Goes on for about ten minutes and everyone’s just, like, staring at me, and when I’ve finished I’ve got, like, my face on the desk and the table feels nice and cold against my cheek, and I’m slowly getting my breath back and Lamb Chop’s basically speechless and I’m thinking, I don’t even remember having a kebab.
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Castlerock boarders are Total Knackers it says in, like, black morker on the bus shelter opposite Stillorgan Shopping Centre, roysh, put there by some tool who doesn’t realise that (a) writing graffiti actually makes him a knacker and (b) so does getting the focking bus. Nothing against public transport myself, but the old pair are basically rolling in it enough for me and the old 46A to lead parallel lives. The old dear, who’s a total focking weapon, pulls up in her Micra – total shamer – and I hop in, and she’s all smug and delighted with herself because she’s just been to the printers to collect the posters for this anti-halting site group she’s involved in, Foxrock Against Total Skangers or whatever the fock they’re called, and she says that Lucy and Angela are going to be SO pleased with how they turned out, basically not giving a fock how long she left me sitting around waiting.


I go, ‘I am SO late,’ but she makes a big deal of ignoring me, roysh, humming some stupid Celine Dion song to herself, and I pretty much know what this is all about. Last week, roysh, the old man found out I’ve been, like, skipping my grinds. It’s already January, roysh, and I basically haven’t gone to one. The old Crimbo report comes and I ended up failing, like, six of my seven exams, and of course the old man’s going, ‘Don’t be too down in the mouth, Kicker. I’ll phone that Institute tomorrow and see if I can’t get to the bottom of it.’ I’m like, ‘What are you banging on about, you dickhead?’ and he goes, ‘Well, you’re not stupid, we know that. My brains and your mother’s, that’s a formidable combination, with a capital F. No, they’re obviously not teaching you the right things. No, wait a second, maybe it is the school after all. Yes. Clearly they’ve either miscalculated your marks, given you the wrong report, or simply didn’t understand what it was you were trying to say.’ The tosser actually thinks I’m the next Stephen what’s-his-face with the focking voicebox. ‘My eyesight is very important to me.’


So thinking of the old man, roysh, trying to help him not make a complete tit of himself, I end up telling him that I haven’t been doing the grinds. He has an eppo, of course, reminding me how much they cost him – we’re talking two thousand bills, the scabby focker – and then he asks me, roysh, what I’ve been doing every Friday night and Saturday morning, and I tell him I’ve been, like, hanging around town and shit, not mentioning, of course, the fact that I’ve been going on the batter with the goys. So the old pair have a major freak out, and we’re talking major here – they basically don’t understand the pressure of being on the S. All this results in the Mister Freeze treatment, which suits me because I hate having to talk to them. Anyway, the schools cup storts in two weeks and they’ll be all focking over me then, you mork my words. Still can’t believe I failed six of my seven exams. Actually, it was news to me that I even took English.


The goys are already sitting in Eddie Rockets when I arrive. Oisinn’s wearing the old beige Dockers chinos, brown dubes, light blue Ralph and a red, white and blue sailing jacket by Henri Lloyd. He high-fives me, then he hugs me – nearly breaks my back, the fat bastard – and he goes, ‘YOU THE MAN, ROSS,’ seven or eight times in my ear. JP high-fives me and tells me he’s glad I took the idea of having a nosebag offline. JP’s also wearing beige Dockers chinos, brown dubes, light blue Ralph and a red, white and blue sailing jacket by Henri Lloyd. Aoife leans across the table and, like, air-kisses me on both cheeks, totally flirting her orse off with me, while Sorcha gives me daggers and goes, ‘We’ve already ordered,’ and I look her in the eye and I know she basically still wants me.


Oisinn goes, ‘Question for you, Ross. If anyone can answer this, you can,’ and I’m there, ‘Shoot, my man.’ He goes, ‘Is it proper to wear Dubes with, like, formalwear?’ and of course I’m there, ‘How formal is formal?’ and he goes, ‘We’re talking black trousers, we’re talking white shirt, we’re talking black blazer.’ I rub my chin and think about it. The food arrives. JP is having the Classic without dill pickle, bacon and cheese fries and a large Coke. Oisinn is having the Moby Dick, southern chicken tenders, chilli fries, a side order of nachos with guacamole, cheese sauce, salsa and hot jalapenos and a chocolate malt, the focking Michelin man that he is. Sorcha is having a Caesar salad with extra croutons and Romanie lettuce. Aoife is having a bag of popcorn which she has hidden inside her baby-blue sleeveless bubble jacket. She’s looking over her shoulder every few seconds, roysh, going, ‘I have to be careful. Me, Sophie, Amy and clarinet Deirdre got focked out of the one in Donnybrook last week for ordering, like, a Diet Coke between us.’ and Sorcha says that is, like, SO Duhhh! And Aoife’s there, ‘Totally. It’s like, OH my God! HELLO?’ and Sorcha goes, ‘No, it’s more like, OH MY GOD!’ and Aoife’s there, ‘Oh my God! Totally.’


The waitress, roysh, is a total babe, we’re talking Kelly out of 90210’s identical twin here, and when she drops the last of the food over she turns around to me and she goes, ‘Do you want to order something?’ and I go, ‘Well, what I want and what I get are probably two different things,’ and I’m hoping it didn’t sound too sleazy, roysh, but she just goes red and out of the corner of my eye I can see Sorcha giving me filthies, and we’re talking total filthies. I go – cue sexy voice, roysh – I’m like, ‘Could I get a, em, dolphin-friendly tuna melt, maybe a chilli cheese dog and a portion of, like, buffalo wings,’ and she writes it down and then, like, smiles at me and when she focks off Sorcha goes, ‘That girl is SUCH a knob.’ I’m there, ‘You don’t even know her,’ and she goes, ‘HELLO? Her name HAPPENS to be Sian Kennedy and she’s doing, like, morkeshing in ATIM.’ Aoife goes, ‘She is like, Aaaggghhh!’ and Sorcha goes, ‘Totally.’


Oisinn’s there, ‘Ross, you never answered my question, dude,’ and I’m there, ‘I don’t know why you have to rely on me for this stuff,’ secretly delighted of course, and then I’m like, ‘Dubes are traditionally a casual shoe.’ I look at Sorcha, who stirs Oisinn’s chocolate malt and then takes a sip from it. I go, ‘But to be passed off along with formalwear, the Dubes must – and I repeat must – be black.’ Oisinn whistles. JP goes, ‘They can’t be brown?’ in a real, like, suspicious voice. I go, ‘Too casual for black trousers. Beige definitely. Black’s a complete no-no.’


Sorcha’s mobile rings, roysh, and it’s, like, Jayne with a y, who used to be her best friend until she caught me wearing the face off her in Fionn’s kitchen on New Year’s Eve, which was basically one of the reasons Sorcha, like, finished with me. Anyway, roysh, they’re obviously back talking again and they’re blabbing on about some, like, dinner porty they’re organising, but then all of a sudden Sorcha turns around to her and goes, ‘Is Fionn there with you?’ and of course immediately the old antennae pop up, and I’m wondering what that four-eyed focker’s doing sniffing around – looks like Anna Friel this bird, I’m telling you – and JP must cop the look on my face because he goes, ‘Message to the stockmorket – friendly merger going down between Fionn and Jayne with a y.’ I’m there, ‘And for those of us who don’t speak morkeshing?’ and he goes, ‘They’re going out together, Ross,’ which is news to me, roysh, because I’ve been seeing her on the old QT for the past three or four weeks and she asked me to, like, keep it quiet, the complete bitch.


Sorcha must cop my reaction, roysh, because she’s suddenly going, ‘Ross, I’m talking to Jayne with a y. Fionn’s sitting beside her. Do you want a word with him?’ and I go, ‘Tell him I’ll pick him up for rugby training in the morning,’ playing it Kool Plus Support Band. I run my hand through my hair, which needs a serious cut. Might get a blade one all over this time instead of, like, just the sides, seeing as the Cup’s about to stort and everything. 
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Sorcha hangs up and of course she can’t let it go. She goes, ‘Oh my God, they make SUCH a cute couple, don’t they?’ and Aoife’s there, ‘Yeah, it’s like, Rachel and Ross cute,’ and Sorcha goes, ‘No, it’s more like, Joey and Dawson cute,’ then she turns to me and she’s like, ‘You’ve gone very quiet, Ross. Not jealous, are you?’ Where’s my focking food? I’m there, ‘Not at all. Been there, done that … worn the best friend,’ and she’s bulling, and we’re talking bigtime.


The waitress comes over and I decide to up the old ante. She’s putting my food on the table, roysh, and I’m giving it, ‘You’re Sian Kennedy, aren’t you?’ and she goes, ‘Yeah,’ and I’m there, ‘First year morkeshing in ATIM?’ and she goes, ‘Yeah, I know your face. You go to Annabel’s, don’t you?’ and I’m seriously giving it, ‘Sure do. Maybe I’ll see you there tomorrow night?’ and she goes totally red, roysh, and she’s there, ‘Em … yeah,’ and I go, ‘Cool,’ and she’s like, ‘Bye,’ and I’m giving it, ‘Later.’


Oisinn and JP both high-five me and Aoife goes, ‘Oh my God, you don’t ACTUALLY fancy her, do you?’ and I go, ‘She looks like Kelly off 90210,’ and Aoife goes, ‘But she’s a sap, Ross. A total sap,’ and out of the corner of my eye I can see Sorcha’s face is all red, the way it gets when she’s pissed off. I’m on match-point now. She turns around to Aoife and she goes, ‘So, do you think I should go?’ and Aoife’s there, ‘What?’ and Sorcha’s like, ‘Do you think I should go?’ Aoife’s there, ‘Oh my God, you SO should. I’m telling you, you SO should go,’ obviously wanting me to ask, roysh, but I’m in the game too long to fall for that one. But JP – the loser – he goes, ‘Go where?’ and Aoife’s like, ‘She’s been invited to the Gonzaga pre-debs,’ and JP’s there, ‘By who?’ and Sorcha goes, ‘Jamie O’Connell-Keavney,’ all delighted with herself and she’s looking at me for a reaction, roysh, because she knows damn well we have Gonzaga in the first round of the Cup.


The goys look at me for a reaction too, roysh, but there’s no way I’m, like, taking the bait. JP goes, ‘That is SO not cool, Sorcha. That is SUCH an uncool thing to do,’ and Sorcha’s like, ‘Why?’ and JP goes, ‘Because Gonzaga are our TOTAL enemies,’ and Oisinn nods and goes, ‘Tossers.’ Sorcha goes, ‘Jamie’s not like that. He’s SUCH a cool goy,’ and Aoife’s there, ‘What do you think she should do, Ross?’ As subtle as a kick in the old town halls. I pop the last piece of tuna into my mouth and I go, ‘If she wants to go, that’s cool. I think she should do what makes her happy,’ and JP’s going, ‘Yeah, but not with someone from Gonzaga … Oh my God, we are SO going to kick their orses now,’ and him and Oisinn high-five each other.


Aoife gets up to go to the toilet and Oisinn goes, ‘That’s three times she’s been in there since we arrived. What kind of load could she possibly be dropping off? It’s not as if she ever eats anything.’ Then he says he can definitely taste dill pickle on his Classic and he takes the top off the bun to investigate. Sorcha takes off her scrunchy and slips it onto her wrist, shakes her head, smoothes her hair back into a low ponytail, puts it back in the scrunchy and then pulls five or six strands of hair loose. It looks exactly the same as it did before she did it.


Aoife comes back, wiping her mouth, calls one of the other waitresses over and asks can she have a glass of, like, water. The waitress asks us if we want dessert and Oisinn and JP both order the Kit Kat Dream and Sorcha orders the New York toffee cheesecake with ice cream and cream. Aoife goes, ‘OH MY GOD! Do you KNOW how many points are in that? Have you, like, TOTALLY lost your mind?’ and Sorcha goes, ‘I’m not counting my points anymore,’ but before it arrives the guilt gets to her, roysh, and she takes one mouthful, then pushes the rest across the table to me. I just pick at it, roysh, then I get up to go. JP goes, ‘You heading home?’ and I’m there, ‘Yeah. Big training session tomorrow. Got to, like, keep my focus.’


I walk up to the counter, cool as a fish’s fart, tell Sian what I had and she tots it up. I hand her twenty bills and tell her to, like, keep the change. Then I tell her I might see her tomorrow night, which is, like, Saturday, and she says that would be cool. Behind me I can hear Oisinn saying he’s sure he can taste dill pickle on his burger and he is SO not paying for it. Aoife goes, ‘See you tomorrow night, Ross. Annabel’s,’ but I totally blank her and go outside. I stand in the cor pork and try to ring the old dear, but the phone’s engaged and so’s her mobile. Her and that focking campaign of hers. I try Dick Features, but then I remember he’s out at the K Club tonight with Hennessy, his orsehole solicitor.


I stand out on the road for ten minutes looking for a taxi, roysh, but there’s fock-all about. I don’t focking believe this, but there’s nothing else for it, I’m going to have to get the focking bus. Mortification City, Wisconsin. I cross over to the bus stop. There’s two birds there. Skobies. One is telling the other that Sharon – no, Shadden – is a dorty-lookin’ dort-bord. The bus comes and I let them get on first. I hand the driver two pound coins, roysh, and he tells me to put the money in the slot, which I do. I pull the ticket and wait for my change but the tosspot storts driving off. I go, ‘What do you think that is, a tip or something?’ and he goes, ‘Sorry, bud, we don’t give out change. You have to take your receipt into O’Connell Street to get yisser change.’ I go, ‘Are you trying to be funny?’ and he’s there, ‘Sorry, bud?’ I’m like, ‘O’Connell Street?’ and he goes, ‘Yeah, you know where Dublin Bus is?’ and I’m there, ‘No. I don’t do the northside,’ and I sit down. He probably had one of his mates lined up to focking mug me.


I sit downstairs. There’s a funny smell off buses. Actually it’s probably the people. I take out my mobile and, like, listen to my messages. Some bird called Alison phoned and said OH MY GOD! she hoped I remembered her from last Saturday night and she couldn’t remember whether I was supposed to phone her or she was supposed to phone me, but she decided to call me anyway and if it’s after midnight when I get this message I should phone her tomorrow, but not in the morning because OH MY GOD! she’s just remembered she’s at the orthodontist and she gives me the number again.
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It’s Saturday morning, roysh, and I’m hanging, but try telling that to the old man. He comes into the sitting-room where I’m trying to watch MTV, roysh, and of course straight away I grab the remote and higher up the volume. The Prodigy SO rock. The dickhead doesn’t even take this as a hint, roysh, just marches straight in and storts giving it loads, like we’re long-lost friends or something. He’s there, ‘I expect you heard me getting up in the middle of the night,’ and I know he’s basically dying for me to ask why, but I’m not going to give him the satisfaction. He goes, ‘Difficulty sleeping, Kicker. Got up and had a glass of milk, which can sometimes help. Hope I didn’t wake you.’ I just look at him, roysh – give him this total filthy – and I go, ‘Well, given that I fell in that door at half-six this morning, I don’t think so. I was probably still in Reynords.’


He goes, ‘The reason I couldn’t sleep, in case you’re wondering, is all this halting site nonsense. It’s not that we’re anti these types of people. That little one who sings off Grafton Street? Tremendous fun. Your mother will tell you, I wouldn’t pass him without putting a few pence in his tin and whatnot. But a halting site in Foxrock? It’s just not appropriate. I’m thinking about them as much as anyone else. They wouldn’t be happy here. Good lord, Ross, who is that chap?’ I don’t answer him, roysh, and he goes, ‘Who is he, Ross?’ and I’m there, ‘Are you focking deaf? I said his name’s Keith Flint.’ He’s there, ‘Very peculiar-looking individual, isn’t he? I suppose they can do all sorts with make-up.’


I just, like, shake my head but he still doesn’t take the hint. He goes, ‘Travelling people. Travelling. It’s like when that client of Hennessy’s woke up one morning to find three caravans on that little patch of grass opposite his house. In Dalkey of all places. Year of our Lord nineteen hundred and ninety-seven. Six months they stayed. As he said – you’ll have to get Hennessy to do the voice for you – he said, “I don’t know why they call them travelling folk, hell, they never bloody move.” Because he’s a terrible snob, old Wilmot Ruddy. A great old character, even if he is a bit much at times.’


Shania Twain comes on. I would, before you ask. The old man’s still blabbing away. ‘You do understand, don’t you, that I’ve nothing against these people? I’m all for them. I just happen to think they’d struggle to fit in, inverted commas. Can’t say that to these councillors, of course. Racism, that silly woman accused me of. There were times, of course, when all you had to do was pop a few hundred pounds in an envelope and hey presto you had the council on your side. These are changed times, thank you very much indeed Mister G Kerrigan of Middle Abbey Street, Dublin 1.’


I look at him and I go, ‘Are you still here?’ He winks at me, roysh – actually focking winks – and he goes, ‘I’ve got my Mont Blanc pen out, Ross. Which can mean only one thing. Yes, I’m going to write one of my world-famous letters to The Irish Times. Oh, I love the letters page of The Irish Times. The cut and thrust of the debates on all the important issues of the day. The cheeky humour. Throw in a witticism or two at the start and you’ve got a winner on your hands. Winner with a capital W. Let me read you what I’ve put down thus far,’ and he whips out this sheet of paper, roysh. He’s there, ‘Have a listen to this: I need only say the words ‘Hiace van’ and ‘Family Allowance Day’ to evoke the image of–’ and straight away, roysh, I’m there, ‘If you’re not out of this room in five focking seconds, I’m leaving home.’
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I place the ball on the ground, stand up and raise my head slowly. Christian’s behind me going, ‘One of the great taboos of the twentieth century and no one’s prepared to talk about it.’ I look down, take five steps backwards and look up again, tracing the line of the posts upwards. Christian’s still in my ear, giving it, ‘It’s, what, twenty years on and there’s never been any discussion on the subject.’ I take three steps to the side, look down at the ball, lick my fingers, run my right hand through my hair, do my usual dance on the spot, then I run at the ball. Just as I’m about to kick it, roysh, Christian goes, ‘I mean, far be it from me to tell George Lucas his business …’ and of course I end up skying the focking thing to the right of the posts and there’s this, like, chorus of OH MY GODs from the Mounties on the sideline.


I’m just there, ‘Fock’s sake, Christian, you’re supposed to be helping me practice,’ basically ripping the dude out of it, and he looks at me, roysh, like I’ve just dropped a load in one of his Dubes. Of course I stort feeling bad then, roysh, basic softie that I am, and I go, ‘Look, I’m sorry. It’s just this Gonzaga match. Storting to feel, like, the pressure, you know. What were you saying?’ He goes, ‘I was talking about the incestuous undertone running through the first half of the original trilogy. Have you not been listening to me? I’m talking about the sexual frisson between Luke Skywalker and Princess Leia.’ I just go, ‘Oh, roysh,’ and try to look interested, he is my best friend, the focking weirdo.


He goes, ‘Okay, you might think it was a harmless, hand-holding, carry-your-books-home-from-high-school kind of attraction. When Leia kissed Luke in the central core shaft …’ I’m there, ‘Kissed him where?’ and he goes, ‘The central core shaft? Of the Death Stor? Before they swung across the gorge? Okay it was just a peck on the cheek, like the one she gave him in the main hangar deck on Alderaan. But there’s no doubt they were the main love interest in A New Hope. Then in Return of the Jedi we found out they were brother and sister all along. We’re talking twins here!’ I’m there, ‘Your point is?’ and he goes, ‘My point is, if George Lucas knew that these were Anakin Skywalker’s kids, why the fock were they playing tonsil hockey in the medical centre on Hoth at the stort of Empire?’


I’m just, like, staring at the dude. He’s totally lost me. The goy’s focking Baghdad. He walked up to two Virgins on the Rocks at the Trinity Open Day last week and he went, ‘What planet is this? What year is this? Where is your water source?’ But like I say, roysh, we’ve been best friends since we were, like, kids, so I just go, ‘That’s a good point,’ and he tells me not to worry about Gonzaga, he heard they’re running on empty this year, and he tells me to let go of my conscious self and trust my instinct.
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‘I’m thinking of sleeping with you.’ That’s what Erika says to me when I meet her for lunch. We’re talking Erika as in Sorcha’s friend Erika. We’re talking Erika who’s the image of Denise Richards Erika. We’re talking Erika as in total bitch Erika who never sleeps with anyone who’s never been on ‘Lifestyles of the Rich and Famous’. And she doesn’t even look up from the menu, roysh, she just goes, ‘Don’t have the split pea soup, the croutons are always stale. I’m thinking of sleeping with you,’ and I sort of, like, resent the fact that she thinks she could basically have me any time she wants me, even though she could. She looks up and she cops the delighted look on my face, roysh, and she goes, ‘Not for pleasure, Ross. It’s just that I know you’re on the rugby team this year. And you’re the goy all the girls will want to be with.’


The waitress comes over, roysh – bit of a hound, truth be told – and I order a roast beef sandwich, a portion of fries and, like, a Coke. Erika asks for just a latte, roysh, and the waitress points to a sign on the wall, something about a five quid minimum charge between twelve and two o’clock. The waitress is like, ‘Can you read?’ which is a big mistake, roysh, because quick as a flash Erika goes, ‘Yes I can. You’re the one earning three pounds an hour for collecting dirty dishes, remember.’


The waitress – she’s actually a bit of a howiya – she goes, ‘Between twelve and two the tables are reserved for lunch customers,’ and Erika just, like, looks her up and down, roysh, and she goes, ‘Just bring me a latte and you can charge me five pounds for it,’ and the bird doesn’t know what to say, roysh, obviously no one’s ever said that before. Erika goes, ‘Five pounds is hordly expensive for a cup of coffee anyway. Have you ever been to Paris, dear?’


She’s, like, fascinating to watch when she’s in this kind of form. The waitress, roysh, she mutters something about having to ask the manager and as she’s walking away, Erika goes, ‘On second thoughts,’ and the bird turns around and Erika’s like, ‘I will have something to eat. I’ll have the spaghetti bolognaise,’ and she closes the menu and hands it to her. She goes, ‘And that latte. Thank you,’ real, like, sarcastic. Then she turns to me and goes, ‘Where was I?’


I’m there, ‘The thing is, Erika, I’m very flattered to think that you’d want to be with me, even for the reason you said. But maybe I don’t want to be with you.’ She looks at me, roysh, through sort of, like, slanty eyes, and she goes, ‘Listen to yourself, will you? Do you think I’m blind or something? Do you think I haven’t seen you looking at me and practically salivating? You can’t help yourself around me. You want me, Ross. You always have,’ and like an idiot, I go, ‘That’s true. But what about Sorcha? She’s your friend. And she still has, like, feelings for me? And I wouldn’t do anything to–’ Erika just goes, ‘Don’t give me that, Ross. More than any other goy I know, you think with that,’ and she points at my … well, let’s just say she points down.


The food arrives. Erika gives the waitress a filthy, roysh, and the waitress puts the plates on the table and throws her eyes up to heaven. Erika pushes her spaghetti bolognaise away from her, like it’s infected or something. She goes, ‘Don’t kid yourself, Ross. Two squirts of Issey Miyake and that black Karen Millen top I have that you’re always trying to look down and you’d be mine.’ I go, ‘And you’d do that? Even if it hurt Sorcha?’ and she’s there, ‘Ross, have I got the words ‘social worker’ tattooed on my forehead? Do you think you’re talking to someone who actually gives a shit about other people? Do you think I actually enjoy listening to Sorcha going on about how she is SO over you, then telling me she’s going to lose a stone before the summer and “OH! MY! GOD! Wait until Ross sees me then.” She’s a sad case.’


She still hasn’t touched her food. She goes, ‘Face it, Ross. I’m the object of your desire. I’m the object of many men’s desires. Whether I sleep with you or not is entirely up to me.’ The next thing, roysh, her phone rings and she answers it and goes, ‘Well, talk of the devil,’ and of course I’m on the other side of the table, doing the actions to tell her not to tell Sorcha I’m here. ‘Where am I?’ she goes. ‘I’m in town, having lunch with the love of your life … yes, Ross. He’s just been admiring my black top, the Karen Millen one?’ The next thing, roysh, she puts the phone down on the table and goes, ‘She hung up, the silly girl.’


I cannot focking Adam and Eve this, roysh, but twenty minutes later or whatever, we’re both getting up to go and Erika gets the plate of spaghetti, which she hasn’t eaten a single mouthful of, and she just, like, tips the whole thing onto the floor. It’s one of those, like, wooden floors and she’s made a total mess of it, and she just goes, ‘Oops,’ as in I’ve just done that accidentally on purpose. Then she walks straight up to the waitress, roysh, and she goes, ‘Oh dear, I am SUCH a klutz. I seem to have spilled that food you made me order all over your clean floor. I really don’t envy you the job of cleaning it up,’ and before the waitress has a chance to say anything back, she goes, ‘You obviously think you’re made for something better than taking orders in a restaurant. But until Aaron Spelling discovers you, this is it for you, dear.’


She’s incredible. She’s right. She could have me like that.
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I’m in the kitchen, roysh, lorrying the chicken and pasta into me, loading up on the old, I don’t know, carbohydrates I suppose, what with this match coming up, when all of a sudden Knobhead comes into the kitchen with the portable, like, clutched to his ear, roysh, and he’s going, ‘What do you mean you won’t be publishing my letter?’ and at a guess I’d say it’s someone from The Irish Times. He’s going, ‘Elements of it could be construed as being racist? What a lot of nonsense, pardon the French … Weddings? Yes, that was just a bit of good-natured fun, to stop it getting too heavy and political. In fact, I think I may have actually spelt the word machete with two Ts instead of one. But look, I’d be willing to take it out if it meant … Well, many of them don’t tax or insure their cars, that’s a fact … Carpets? How can a reference to them selling poor quality carpets be construed as … Hello? Hello? I think she might have bloody hung up on me.’


Tosser.
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‘Fucus is a multicellular alga consisting of an unbranched filament in which all of the cells are cylindrical and haploid and each has a cell wall surrounded by mucilage.’ This is what passes for basically conversation among the birds. Sophie’s going, ‘Each has a chloroplast which is wound spirally inside the cell wall and the nucleus is suspended in the cell vacuole by threads of cytoplasm and–’ Sorcha’s, like, shaking her head. She goes, ‘Sophie, HELLO? That’s not fucus. That’s, like, spirogyra,’ and Sophie’s giving it, ‘Couldn’t be,’ and Sorcha’s like, ‘HELLO? I got an A in this at Christmas, remember?’ Sophie sort of, like, squints her eyes, roysh, like she wants to rip Sorcha’s face off and goes, ‘They’re practically the same focking thing anyway,’ and Sorcha, being a total bitch, goes, ‘No they’re not. Spirogyra is a simple-structured, filamentous alga commonly found in ponds and ditches. Fucus is a multicellular marine-living brown alga commonly found on the seashore. They are SO different. We’re talking habitat, structure, the way they reproduce. Ross, grab a seat. Is anyone else coming to the Ladies’?’


No one moves, roysh, so she focks off on her own. The second I sit down, Sophie goes, ‘How the FOCK did you go out with that girl?’ and I probably should defend her, roysh, but I just, like, shrug my shoulders instead and Sophie gives it, ‘She is SUCH a bitch. Oh, and Ross, she still wants you.’ Chloë goes, ‘Sophie, oh my God, don’t be a bitch yourself,’ and Sophie’s there, ‘Fock HER. Ross, she talks about you all the time. I told her she’s making a fool of herself. I was like, “Sorcha, you’re one of my best friends, I don’t want to see you get hurt,” but she’s like, “He’s the love of my life.” Oh and you know that song, ‘I’ve Finally Found Someone’? It’s, like, Bryan Adams and Barbra Streisand? Well, that’s your song. She even bought the CD. She is SUCH a sap. Ssshhh, here she is back.’


I ask Sorcha if she wants a drink, roysh, and she asks me to get her a vodka and Diet 7-Up and as I’m getting up to go to the bor, roysh, I tell her in front of the rest of the birds that she looks really pretty tonight, and she looks at me sort of, like, suspiciously, then she asks me if I need money and I’m there, ‘It’s a compliment, Sorcha. I like your top. And your hair really suits you like that. You look really well,’ and she looks like she’s about to die of focking happiness and it really pisses off the others.


The goys arrive while I’m up at the bor, we’re talking Oisinn, JP and Fionn. I come back with the drinks, roysh, and Oisinn tells me he wants a word, sort of, like, pulling me to one side kind of thing. I’m there, ‘What’s on your mind, dude?’ He goes, ‘Ross, you know Sooty’s asked me to captain the S this year?’ and I’m there, ‘I know that,’ and he’s like, ‘I just wanted to make sure there were no, I don’t know, hord feelings, as you were the logical alternative.’ I’m there, ‘It’s cool, Oisinn, you’re an amazing rugby player and a natural leader. I’d bleed for you. You know that.’ He’s like, ‘Hey, not on my Dockers,’ and I just, like, laugh and admire his new chinos. He goes, ‘Anyway, look, I’ve got something to ask you. Ross, I’d like you to be my vice-captain.’


I am, like, so, I don’t know, filled with pride at that moment, roysh, that I nearly, like, burst into tears. I try to speak, roysh, but the words don’t come out. He just goes, ‘I know, buddy. I know,’ and we just, like, hug each other – we’re talking a goy’s hug, though – and then, like, high-five each other, then go back over to the goys. Fionn’s on the Cokes, roysh, because we’ve all got, like, grinds tonight, as in History, and the fact that Einstein there is getting History grinds himself proves that it’s not me who’s thick, it’s that Crabtree’s basically a crap teacher. JP’s also supposed to be going, but he has a pint in front of him and he’s drunk, like, half of it already and maybe I’m taking the whole vice-captaincy thing a bit too seriously, roysh, but I get this serious urge to tell him he’s going to have to lay off the sauce when the serious stuff begins, though that would make me a bit of a hypocrite, roysh, given that I’ve got a pint of Ken in front of me myself. It’s still a couple of weeks before we play Gonzaga, I suppose. There’s probably going to be quite a few blow-outs between now and then.


Sorcha is telling Sophie that fucus vesiculosus is dioecious and you can see Sophie getting, like, frustrated, roysh. She shrugs her shoulders and asks what THAT means and Sorcha goes, ‘HELLO? You don’t have to KNOW what it means. You just have to remember it and write it down in the exam,’ but when Fionn thinks no one is listening I hear him telling Sophie that dioecious means there are, like, separate male and female plants, the four-eyed basic knob-end.


My phone rings and it’s, like, Dick Features, trying to get all in with me again, probably been telling all his dickhead mates that I’m playing outhalf on the S this year. He’s like, ‘Hey, Kicker,’ and of course I don’t say anything back to him. He goes, ‘Hello? Hello, can you hear me?’ and I’m there, ‘Yes I can hear you. Unfortunately. What do you want?’ He goes, ‘Oh, just thought I’d, em, give you a call. See did you hear the team Warren Gatland’s picked for the England match.’ I just go, ‘Pathetic,’ and hang up. No one in the group seems to notice except, like, Sorcha, who gives me this smile, like she understands what I’m basically going through.


Chloë says that – OH! MY! GOD! – she has been eating SO many sweets since she storted work on her special study topic for honours History and Sophie says – OH! MY! GOD! – she’s become addicted to Smorties and Skittles and is getting SUCH a study orse it’s not funny. She goes, ‘HELLO?’ JP says he doesn’t give two focks about the Leaving, roysh, because no matter how bad he does, he’s going to end up working for his old man, who’s, like, an estate agent, as in Hook, Lyon and Sinker?


I knock back the rest of my pint and get up to go. Oisinn goes, ‘Shit the bed, Ross, you’re John B,’ and I’m there, ‘I’m only going in because the old pair have guilted me into it.’ And as me and the goys are leaving, roysh, Fionn sort of, like, sidles up to me and goes, ‘Did you read that stuff he gave us last week about Sinn Féin and the 1918 election?’ and I stop and look at him as if to say, you know, what the fock do you think? He just, like, nods, like he gets the message. Stupid focking question.
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I’m already, like, half-awake when the old dear comes into my room. She goes, ‘Ross, it’s half-past eight,’ and I totally blank her. She goes, ‘Ross, it’s half-eight,’ and I’m like, ‘I FOCKING SAID I ALREADY KNOW,’ and of course she storts going, ‘Don’t use that kind of language to me. I’m just saying, you’re going to be late for school.’ I’m there, ‘No shit, Sherlock,’ and she takes the hint and focks off downstairs, the stupid cow.


Oh my God, I need a serious shower this morning, roysh. My hair and my face are all, like, sticky and they smell of orange. I reach down and feel around the floor, roysh, and find my dark blue 501s and my blue Chaps jumper with the stors and stripes on it and they’re, like, sticky as well. Sorcha basically threw a Bacordi Breezer over me in Annabel’s last night, roysh, had a total knicker fit when she saw me giving it loads in front of Sian, and we’re talking total here. Wasn’t even going to go out, roysh, but the goys talk me into going for a few scoops in Kiely’s and – surprise, surprise – we ended up in Annabel’s.


The second I walk in, roysh, I spot Sian up at the bor with a few of her mates, trying to play it Kool and the Gang but failing miserably by looking over every twenty seconds. I’m playing it cool like Fonzarella. Get the Britneys in – Ken for Christian and Oisinn, Probably for JP and, I don’t know, a focking wine spritzer for Fionn. Half an hour later Sian’s so gagging for me that I’m storting to, like, feel sorry for her, so I mosey on over and I’m like, ‘Hey,’ and she goes, ‘Hihoworya?’ and I’m there, ‘All the better for seeing you. You look so … different. Without your Eddie Rockets uniform, I mean,’ and she goes, ‘OHMYGOD OHMYGOD OHMYGOD, SO embarrassing!’


Has to be said, she’s looking pretty hot. Kelly from 90210, eat your focking heart out. She’s wearing a black strapless mini dress which I, like, compliment her on and she mentions it’s from, like, Morgan and also that her pony mules are Karen Millen, roysh, and apparently her leather jacket is a real Lawrence Streele, or that’s what I overhear one of her friends saying to someone else. I introduce myself to her crew. Get in with the friends and it’s green lights all the way. Melissa is a complete babe. Olwen is a total dog. In case you’re interested – which I’m not – Melissa is wearing a white mini dress by Fenn Wright and Manson and sandles by Gucci. Olwen is wearing a black gypsy top by Prada, black trousers by Prada and black boots, also by Prada. I’m thinking, it’s a pity Prada don’t do paper bags. There’s, like, ten or fifteen minutes of this crap, roysh, everyone dropping the names of labels, it’s like sitting through an episode of ‘Off the Rails’ and I have to pretend I’m actually, like, interested and at one point, roysh, I just go, ‘Clothes are SO important,’ and I don’t know what Melissa thinks I said, but I see her mouth something to Sian and I’m pretty sure it’s, ‘He is SO nice.’


I stort flirting my orse off with her then, we’re talking Melissa. Does no harm to make a bird, like, jealous. I’m there, ‘You used to go to school in Killiney, didn’t you?’ and she goes, ‘Oh my God, how did you know that?’ and I’m there, ‘Because you did West Side Story with the sixth years in our school last year.’ She’s like, ‘OH! MY! GOD! I am SO embarrassed. HELLO? Total shamer,’ and I’m there giving it, ‘No, it was cool,’ and she’s there, ‘Oh my God, Oh my God.’ Then she goes, ‘You’re in Castlerock, aren’t you?’ and I’m there, ‘Sure am, baby,’ playing like SO focking cool. She goes, ‘Oh my God, do you know Jamie McIvor?’ and I’m like, ‘He’s in my Art class, I think. I’ve only been once.’ She goes, ‘Oh my God! I’m taking him to my debs,’ and I’m there, ‘He’s a good guy,’ even though he’s a focking asswipe, and she shakes her head and goes, ‘I can’t believe you know Jamie McIvor,’ and when she thinks I’m not listening, roysh, she turns around to Sian and goes, ‘OH my God! He is SO gorgeous.’


Olwen, roysh – not being a bastard or anything but the girl’s a focking hound – she tries to get in on the act then, asking me who else I know in Killiney and I name a few birds I’ve been with, we’re talking Elinor Snow, Amie Gough, Bryana Quigley. Their ears all suddenly prick up. Sian’s there, ‘How do you know Bryana Quigley?’ really sort of, like, accusingly, if that’s a word, and I go, ‘I was with her twice during the summer. Met her in Irish college,’ and Melissa and the focking moonpig just, like, turn their heads away and I ask Sian what the problem with Bryana Quigley is and she goes, ‘Don’t go there, Ross. Do NOT even go there.’


Melissa turns around to me and she goes, ‘Hey, you’re on the senior rugby team, aren’t you?’ and I’m there, ‘Guilty as charged,’ trying not to be too big-headed. She goes, ‘We were thinking of going along one night to watch you practice your kicking, weren’t we, Sian?’ and I’m there, ‘Hey, the more the merrier,’ but Sian’s not happy, roysh, she’s giving Melissa a filthy, probably unhappy with the vibes going back and forth between me and her, and Melissa takes the hint and focks off to the jacks, bringing the Token Ugly Mate with her.


Sian goes, ‘That girl is SUCH a sly bitch. Wouldn’t trust her as far as I could throw her.’ I’m like, ‘How long have you been friends?’ and she goes, ‘Since we were three. She always does that, storts, like, flirting her orse off with goys I like.’ There’s my in. I go, ‘So you like me, yeah?’ and she goes red and sort of, like, looks away. I move in for the kill. I’m there, ‘Don’t be embarrassed. I’ve liked you for ages,’ which is horseshite, roysh, but birds love hearing that stuff. She goes, ‘Oh my God!’ and, well, to cut a long story short, roysh, I end up being with her.


The next thing, roysh, I open my eyes and who’s standing over us only Sorcha. I think it’s the smell that I get first – she’s wearing the Allure by Chanel that I bought her for her birthday and a face like a well-slapped orse. She goes, ‘Didn’t take you long, did it, Ross?’ Sian’s still, like, wearing the neck off me at this stage. I’m there, ‘Hey, Sorcha. How’s things?’ She doesn’t say anything, just, like, stares at me. Sian’s copped her now. They’re both looking each other up and down. I go, ‘Sorcha, you were the one who finished it,’ and she looks at me and goes, ‘HELLO? Because you were with one of my friends,’ and I’m there, ‘That wasn’t my fault. I told you before, she came on to me.’ ‘Oh roysh, and now you’ve moved on to someone like her,’ and she basically gives Sian daggers.


Of course Sian’s not having that. She’s there, ‘OH my God, sorry, WHO the fock do you think you are?’ It’s actually a bit of an ego boost having two birds fighting over you like this. A lesser man than me would basically get a big head over it. ‘I’m Sorcha Lalor,’ Sorcha goes, ‘and I know who you are and where you’re from. Collars Up, Knickers Down.’


She can be very funny at times, Sorcha. I’d actually just taken a mouthful of Ken and nearly spat it all over the focking place. I go, ‘Oh yeah, the Whores on the Shore!’ sort of, like, laughing to myself, maybe try to defuse the situation. Sian looks at me like it’s, I don’t know, some sort of, like, betrayal. Then she looks at Sorcha and goes, ‘It’s better than Mount Anything,’ then she turns around to me and gives me this, like, total filthy, pretty much to tell me to get rid of Sorcha. Now. And if I’m going to get beyond base camp tonight, I know I’ll have to.


I go, ‘Look, Sorcha, you ended it and as far as I’m concerned you basically did me a favour. We’re both free agents. Just get over it,’ and with that she ends up throwing pretty much a full Bacordi Breezer over me. Aoife and Sophie and all those arrive over and take her away, telling her that I’m SUCH an orsehole and that I’m, Oh my God! SO not worth it, roysh, and there’s also that bird Nikki, who’s, like, repeating in the Institute and as they’re heading off I notice for the first time what a great orse she has.


Sian goes, ‘I SO can’t believe you went out with that knob,’ and even though I probably should defend the girl, I end up going, ‘I don’t want to talk about the past. I only want to talk about the future. And that future is us,’ and I throw the lips on her again, because if I’m honest I actually couldn’t be orsed talking to her anymore. Didn’t get any further than that. Turns out she’s one of these birds who wants to go out on, like, dates before she’ll let you pick her lock. End of the night she gave me her number, roysh, but I’ve no intention of ringing her.


Anyway, the upshot of all this is that I’m feeling pretty shabby this morning, roysh, and I’m not sure if I’m going to be able to get my head together for this, like, talk we’re supposed to be getting from Sooty –Mr Sutton – who’s, like, the coach of the S. He says the game against Gonzaga is, like, the toughest first-round draw Castlerock has ever got in the competition, although I heard he says that every year, just to make sure all the goys are, like, totally focused, put their heads down and work.


I finally get my act together and get out of the sack. Probably had three or four scoops too many actually. I have a shower and lash on my beige chinos, my All Blacks jersey and my brown Dubes, then head down to the kitchen. I grab a carton of, like, milk and stort, like, knocking it back. Didn’t know the old dear was standing behind me. She goes, ‘Ross, I’ve told you before to use a glass. Honestly, sometimes I wonder whether you were brought up in Foxrock or one of those frightful council estates.’ I go, ‘I’m eighteen. I’m not a focking kid,’ and she goes, ‘That’s why I can’t understand why you act like one,’ playing the whole Responsible Parent act. I go, ‘Shut the fock up and gimme your cor keys.’ She goes, ‘I need the car today, Ross. Friday is lunch with the girls in Avoca Handweavers. You know that,’ and I just shake my head and go, ‘What did I do to deserve someone like you for a mother? I need a focking lift.’ So she drops me off at the school, the stupid wagon, and as I’m getting out of the cor she goes, ‘What time will you be home?’ and I just, like, totally blank her. We’re talking totally as well.


Sooty – he’s a good goy, roysh – he puts us all sitting in, like, a circle, roysh, and he goes, ‘Heavy night on the sauce last night, lads?’ and everyone’s, like, breaking their shites laughing because, like, Sooty knows most of us usually head out for a few on a Thursday, but he basically doesn’t give a fock. He’s pacing back and forth, going, ‘No, lads, in all seriousness. I want to say to you what I was saying to Father Fehily just this morning. We can’t underestimate these fellas we’re playing next Friday. They are serious players. Gone are the days when Gonzaga were considered the poor relation of the Leinster Schools Senior Cup. They have a great team this year. If you win this game, I guarantee you won’t have a more difficult match until the final. So what I’m saying is that I want you to get your heads down for the next few days, lads. Lay off the sauce, lay off the late nights.’


He goes, ‘I’ve spoken to your various teachers and they’ve agreed to excuse you all from homework for the weekend. It’s like I said to you before, the Leaving Cert doesn’t matter a damn. You can sit it again next year. I want to make sure you have time and space to concentrate on the job in hand. Do your gym work. Focus on your own game. Now, I want to do an exercise with you, if I may.’


He stops pacing backwards and forwards. He goes, ‘It’s an exercise aimed at building trust and morale. I want to go around you all individually and ask you what your goals are.’ Which is what he does, roysh. JP goes, ‘I guess to make everyone in the school proud of me.’ Fionn’s there, ‘Well, Castlerock has a long and storied history and its victories in the Leinster Schools Cup are an integral part of that tradition. I guess I’d like to become part of it,’ the steamer. Oisinn goes, ‘I want to win the Cup because the old man said he’d buy me a Golf,’ and we all totally crack up.


Sooty’s like, ‘No, lads, it doesn’t matter what your own personal motivation is, as long as you are focused on the matter in hand, ie, winning the match. What about you, Ross?’ I rub my face. I should have actually shaved. He goes, ‘Well, Ross. What are your expectations?’ I look up, roysh, we’re talking really slowly here, shrug my shoulders and I just go, ‘My expectations? Only one … Kick ass!’ And with that, roysh, the whole place goes totally ballistic, everyone’s suddenly, like, standing up on the tables and screaming and cheering and giving it, ‘YOU THE MAN, ROSS! YOU THE MAN!’ And I look over at Sooty and he’s, like, standing on the desk at the top of the room and he’s, like, punching the air, going, ‘KILL! KILL! KILL!’ 




[image: ]





JP grabs my orm, roysh, and shakes me and he’s like, ‘Ross, are with you us?’ I snap out of it and I’m there, ‘Sorry?’ He goes, ‘I asked you can you hear them?’ and I’m like, ‘Who?’ and he’s there, ‘Our supporters.’ I’m basically too focused to hear anything, but then I listen, roysh, and I can hear them, outside the dressing room, going, ‘WE WILL, WE WILL ROCK YOU – FOCK YOU, ANY WAY YOU WANT TO,’ which Sooty is supposed to have banned, though it won’t even get mentioned at, like, assembly tomorrow if we kick orse today.


Yesterday, me and Oisinn were asked to give a speech at, like, choir practice, roysh, just to let the rest of the school know how much their support means to all the goys and, like, how we have to totally frighten the fock out of the Gonzaga crowd today. And they’re doing us proud alroysh, judging by the noise they’re making.


At this moment in time, I think it’s pretty fair to say we’re all, like, fairly tense and worked up. One of the goys, Simon – we’re talking second row, he’s, like, crying, roysh, and Oisinn’s, like, hugging him and telling him to focus. Christian high-fives me, as does Fionn, while JP and one of the other goys, Eunan, are standing with their foreheads pressed together and giving it, ‘GONZAGA, YOU ARE TOTALLED! YOU ARE TOTALLY FOCKING TOTALLED!’ going completely apeshit basically. Even Oisinn storts losing it, punching one of the lockers, going, ‘WE’RE CASTLEROCK. CASTLE-FOCKING-ROCK!’


Has to be said, roysh, the speech Father Fehily gave us this morning has, like, totally fired us up. He was like, ‘I think I’m on the record as saying, quite a long time ago now, that I believe schools rugby is a gift from the Lord Himself. Yes, indeed. In fact, I like to believe that had Our Lord had a little bit more time to compose His Sermon on the Mount, he would have given a little mention to the Leinster Senior Schools Cup, maybe leaving out the bit about the meek inheriting the Earth if he was under some class of time constraint. For verily, I say unto thee that schools rugby is truly blesséd. Tend it, guard it and nourish it, for it is written.’


It was pretty emotional stuff, I have to say. He was like, ‘We here at Castlerock have decided to declare this year … the Year of the Eagle. Yes. Yes, indeed. The eagle is the most magnificent of all of the manifold species of bird that God has given us. Strong and clever, the eagle rules the skies with a majesty that simply takes the breath away. And I draw an analogy between the eagle and the students here at Castlerock. Like the eagle, you are the very best of your species. The élite. You are better than everyone else in the whole world and the success of the school’s rugby team – oh blesséd thing – is an expression of your superiority over people from other schools.’


I had, like, tears in my eyes at that stage. He was there, ‘To add, if I might, a serious note – the perpetuation of the purity of our race depends on you. One day, difficult as it is to imagine, you will all leave this institution of education and social advancement. It is my earnest hope that you will take with you the moral principles and Christian lessons we have inculcated in you, when you go off to work for investment banks that destroy the Third World, or management consultancies that close down factories and throw poor people onto the dole. But … oh but, oh but … Verily, I say unto thee that what’s more important than any of that is the good name of this school. And that is why it is vital that this Year of the Eagle proves he really is … KING OF THE SKIES!’


The whole place went ballistic, roysh. I looked around and, like, everyone – we’re talking me, Fionn, Simon, even Oisinn – was, like, bawling their eyes out. Then all of the goys on the S had to, like, stand up and walk up onto the stage and everyone in the whole crowd was, like, cheering and screaming, roysh, and then everyone sang the Castlerock anthem, ‘Castlerock Above All Others’, which has been the school song since, I don’t know, the Thirties or something. It was actually Fehily’s old man who wrote it. It’s like:






Castlerock boys are we,


There is nothing that we fear,


Bold and courageous we morch,


Danger will never faze us.


We will sully the school’s name never,


You know we belong together,


You and I forever and ever,


Onwards and upwards we morch.


We’ll shy from battle never,


We need our Lebensraum,


We’ll take the Rhineland,


And the Sudetenland,


Ein Volk, Ein Reich, Ein Rock.


Castlerock above all others,


Castlerock above all others.








I’m telling you, roysh, if we’d played the game there and then, we’d have put, like, two hundred points past those tossers. Even, like, two hours later, every time I think about it the hairs on the back of my neck just, like, stand on end.


Oisinn stands up and tells us it’s time to kick ass and a couple of the goys, obviously realising how much is riding on my kicking today, grab me by the shoulders and stort giving it, ‘YOU THE MAN, ROSS! YOU THE MAN!’


We walk out of the dressing-room and the noise is, like, deafening. You’d basically swear there was only one team playing if you heard it. The Gonzaga crowd are being totally drowned out. It’s all, like, ‘WE ARE ROCK, WE ARE ROCK, WE ARE ROCK …’ The nerves just, like, disappear when I hear it. It’s like Fehily said, it really does feel as though God wants us to win. I know I have to focus, though, so I kick a few balls from, like, different angles and I just know in my hort of horts that I’m not going to miss anything today. And the crowd are going, ‘WE’VE GOT ROSS O’CARROLL-KELLY ON OUR TEAM, WE’VE GOT ROSS O’CARROLL-KELLY ON OUR TEAM …’


I’m so focused on my own game during the warm-up, roysh, that I don’t even look at the opposition. When I do, I have to say I’m not impressed. A few of them look like they should be on the old Slim Fast plan. Then I see that tosser who asked Sorcha to the pre-debs, we’re talking Jamie O’Connell-Keavney, and I notice he’s, like, captain, which shows you how hord up they must be. I just walk straight over to him and I go, ‘You’re history, dude.’ He just, like, looks me up and down, roysh, and he goes, ‘Yeah, Sorcha said you were a spa,’ and I’m there, ‘That is it. That is SO it. You are totalled. You are totally focking totalled,’ and it takes the two biggest goys on our team – we’re talking Oisinn and Simon – to drag me away. Oisinn’s going, ‘Save it for the game, Ross,’ which I know is good advice.


And it’s basically what I do. I settle whatever, like, butterflies are left by kicking a penalty after, like, two minutes. Christian – delighted for the goy – he scores an amazing try pretty much straight afterwards, which I convert, and Gonzaga are in total disarray. There’s, like, twenty minutes gone and we’re already 22-0 ahead and, not being, like, crude or anything, but we’re pissing all over them. And I can’t take all of the credit for it either. It’s just one of those games when basically every cog in the machine works. Our pack destroyed them. Oisinn and Simon must have won nine or ten of their lineouts. Eunan, our scrumhalf, gave me so much good ball, JP didn’t put a foot wrong at the back and even Fionn had a stormer outside me, though I’d never tell him that. The man of the match, for me and pretty much everyone, was Christian, who ended up scoring, like, three tries, and as we were walking off I was like, ‘The Force was with you today,’ and he goes, ‘It was with all of us, young Skywalker,’ which is fair enough. All the crowd are giving it, ‘WE’RE RICH AND WE KNOW WE ARE, WE’RE RICH AND WE KNOW WE ARE …’ and the buzz is totally cool. Of course I ended up kicking five penalties and five conversions – we won, like, 60-6 – and you should have seen that tosser’s face, Jamie whatever-the-fock-he’s-called, about halfway through the second half when he kicked his first penalty and I went up to him and storted giving it, ‘Happy birthday to you …’ He just, like, pushes me, roysh, and I push him back and I go, ‘Do you want to finish this now?’ and I swear to God I’m about to, like, deck the focker when Oisinn comes over and reminds me that I’ve already shown the retord who’s boss.


And I SO did.
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