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Preface


This is a book of Gas Cuntist short stories, each from the perspective of a different character. I’ve been writing for 17 years in some shape or form with the Rubberbandits, whether it be writing TV scripts, writing the outlines to prank phone calls or writing songs. But this is my first time writing words on paper as the sole medium.


With songwriting, you create music and production that tugs and sways at the listeners’ emotions. You set a tone and a feel that influences how the lyrics are perceived, which is great craic, but the listener is handing a lot of control over to the artist.


With television and video work, you use a lens to literally represent on a screen what the viewer will see. If I film a garden shed, for instance, everyone experiences the exact same garden shed as I intended it to be perceived. There’s very little two-way engagement; the artist commandeers the viewer’s imagination.


But with pure writing, just words, it’s a very participatory experience. I can describe a garden shed in as much detail as I like and you, the reader, will still see a different garden shed in your mind’s eye, based on your own experiences and interactions with garden sheds, and your acquired emotional relationship with garden sheds throughout your life. Positive, negative or indifferent. With the written word, no two people experience a story exactly the same way, because you, the reader, participate creatively.


The following stories are like scripts, or song lyrics, and you are the director of how they will appear and how they will sound in your head theatre. Unique to just you: no one else will experience what you experience. That seems fairly fucking class to me.


P.S. In the spirit of Gas Cuntist socially engaged art, this is also a colouring book. Each story is punctuated with a drawing that you are invited to colour in. There is also a lot of blank space for you to contribute and expand on the drawings yourself. Tweet them to me @rubberbandits.


YURT
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SCAPHISM


The way the bottom of his jeans used to soak up the piss from the floor of the jax would bring on that metallic taste on my tongue that I get before an epileptic fit. Every fucking Thursday after darts. He’d have those navy denims that you get in Guiney’s, with all the unnecessary stitching around the thighs and the arse. They made him look like a giant toddler with a dirty nappy. Every Thursday, lads. Fat Macca and Ernie Collopy would be going head to head in a vicious tourney of darts. It was always the two of them in the final. Ernie would have went professional if it wasn’t for women and liquor. Fine men.


Without fail though, this other fucking eejit would be over for his first drop of Harp. He’d drink it in this servile way, where we could all see his teeth through the pint glass. He’d drink his pint like the pint was telling him to drink it rather than him telling the pint to get drank. Then off to the jax he’d go, and come back



out with an inch of piss on the boot-cut cuffs of his Guiney’s jeans. I couldn’t go near my porter, because I’d be transfixed by the cuffs of his pants. I’d watch a centimetre of cold piss on denim creep up and darken his trousers. Capillary action: the ability of a liquid to flow in narrow spaces without the assistance of, or even in opposition to, external forces like gravity. I’d stare at that exact definition on the screen of my Samsung, to try and achieve a sense of control over the situation.


By 10.15 p.m., he’d be on Harp number two, and a pack of scampi fries would be ordered. 10.25 p.m. and he was back into the jax for his second piss. Two inches of dark wet navy up his leg at this point, lads. Other people’s piss, he’s wearing the feculence of every man in this pub up his fucking leg. Get different trousers, man ta fuck. The heel of his black leather Gola tackie would sometimes trap the bottom cuff of the pants leg, so he’d be standing on the end of his own pants. It would squelch, there’d be grains of sand on the soggy denim, from fucking where? No sand in the jax of this pub.


By 11.20 p.m., the third piss would be had. He’d be half-cut, leaning against the bar, belly hanging out of the cardigan. And the piss, boys, the piss would be six inches up his shin. Capillary action, sucking up piss, contradicting Newtonian physics. He never even noticed, and that’s what would hurt the most, he didn’t even know what was happening to his own leg. Art Naughton and Julie Slattery would notice, coz I’d see them staring, but they’d just fall back into their sherries. I’d try to catch their eyes, maybe get some backup, sort this out. A mutiny. But no. Cowards.


At 11.45 p.m. or thereabouts, the piss would be threatening his upper shin. That’s when the taste of metal would arrive in my mouth, like I’d licked a nine-volt battery, followed by a burnt



almond sensation and finally bad eggs. When the room would lose its place in time and shapes no longer made sense, that’s how I knew I was having the epileptic fit. I’d come around after, and Packie Willie the barman would have tonic water and ice for me with a slice of lemon in it. All that citrus and effervescent quinine would see me right and bring me back. Every Thursday, lads, swear to fuck, every Thursday.


No one took notice anymore. No one knew why I’d droop into a fit, no one talked to me about it. No one knew it was because of that stupid bollocks and the capillary action of the piss on his floppy Guiney’s denim. At 12.10 a.m., she’d come in off the night shift, Anne, and stroll over to him. He’d have the Grand Marnier and sparkling water waiting for her at the bar-top, and she’d lean in and fucking kiss him, and the leg of her Garda uniform would rub off the shin of his capillary-action piss-pants. Every Thursday.


When Anne came in, it meant the doors got locked and Art Naughton and Julie Slattery could take out their pack of Major and smoke indoors like it was 1985. Packie Willie would turn on the Sanyo behind the counter with the six-changer disc tray. Deacon Blue, Jimmy Nail, Showaddywaddy, Prefab Sprout, Thomas Dolby, The Style Council, The Communards, Wham, Kajagoogoo, the solo efforts of Lamar from Kajagoogoo. He’d start dancing with his elbows, and the belly over the belt, and the top of his arse on show, squelching piss-britches on the wood floor that had eight generations of varnish and was black. She’d dance alongside him, with one of Julie Slattery’s Majors sticking out of her mouth, clapping her hands like Daryl Hall, looking at him into the eyes. Acting like myself and herself hadn’t been married for eighteen years.




I’d sit up, looking at the screen of my Samsung. The battery would go at three, so I’d read the back of a packet of King crisps. At around 5.30 a.m., we’d all clear out. Barney Shanahan would collect them in the taxi, and I’d walk home. Every Thursday, lads. In the winters, I’d walk home in the pitch black, not a hint of light. I’d click my tongue like a bat, that way I’d hear a lamp-post if it was near. The sound would bounce back at me. When it’s November dark, the slip on the ground underneath, you’ve to dance with it or it’ll crack you open. The cold has such bitter presence that you can feel your way through it, it has rises and lumps. You can sense the lukewarmth of a hedge, the trail that a panting fox leaves, a little band of clammy air that you can grab like a rope and use it to drag your way up a bóithrín. In the summer, it’d be bright, I hated that, there’s too much pomp and show to summer mornings. When it’s winter and dark, you can get properly acquainted with your journey. You get its honesty, you get to know its fears, its intentions. There’s areas of the Limerick countryside that can’t be trusted purely on grounds of personal integrity. These are where people fall into ditches, or drown in bogs. The area charms that person into their death, it’s never accidental. I’ve walked them all with no eyes.


I’d arrive back to the cottage at around eight in the morning. No keys, I’d leave the hall door wide open to confuse the tinkers. That’s when I’d be able to relax and have the first drink. I’d be away from the pressures of the pub and the piss-britches. I keep the bottles of Tyskie on the window where they’d be cold. This particular Friday morning, I couldn’t find the opener. I scanned my belongings to see which one I was willing to risk breaking to open the cap off. Not my Samsung, not the remote, not my lighter, fuck it, it’s my only one, not Anne’s hair straightener that she never



collected. So I ripped the curtain-pole off the wall. Seven foot long, some fulcrum on it. I jammed the bottle of Tyskie in between two cushions on the couch with a heavy encyclopaedia holding it in place, and opened it with the curtain-pole from the other side of the room. Popped off in two seconds, lads, what did I say? Fucking fulcrum. I haven’t got a master’s in physics for nothing.


I had a fine lump of smelly sock hash that I got off the Costellos from Pallasgreen. Hums like black pudding when you burn it into the Rizla. I continued with the Tyskies until Judge Judy came on the television. She was talking to young ones who couldn’t stop spending money and getting into debt. I’d been meaning to ring Anne’s piss-trouser boyfriend for the best part of two years. I’d been meaning to tell him that I hoped himself and Anne would have good fortune in all their future endeavours. The Samsung was charged, and something about this particular episode of Judge Judy gave me the courage to ring his number, so I fucking did, lads.


The phone was ringing, he answered, he was talking to me. I was going to tell him about the epilepsy, tell him how silly it was that I’d be getting fits over his piss-pants, and how I’d get so upset when himself and Anne kissed while dancing to the solo efforts of Lamar from Kajagoogoo. We’d all laugh about it. Maybe I’d call over for dinner some night. Fuck it, maybe I’d dance with the two of ’em next Thursday. I’d smoke Julie Slattery’s Majors too, and clap like Daryl Hall with Anne and high-five himself. We’d all head back to their gaff in Barney Shanahan’s taxi, drink Grand Marnier, have a devil’s threesome, why not? Breakfast, dinner and toast.


But I didn’t. I told him that I’d developed stage three cancer of my oesophagus and needed to clear the air. I asked him to meet



me by the river in Plassey where we could fish for perch together. In fairness to him, he had no qualms about this and felt fierce sorry for me. I don’t have stage three cancer in my oesophagus at all though, lads. I left the house with an open Tyskie in either fist. I’d no fishing rod, so when I made it as far as Castleconnell, I dropped into the Spar for a ball of twine, a naggin of Huzzar for the rest of the journey, a litre of milk and a squeezy bottle of honey shaped like a gay bee. At Castletroy, I found a branch of oak and inserted the twine onto the end of it. Threw it over my shoulder. At the University of Limerick, I asked a girl to give me one of her earrings. She lashed it straight over, not a bother, fair play to her. I put that on the end of the twine like a hook. I had the bones of a fishing rod on me, lads.


When I got to the bank of the Plassey River, he was there. Daycent enough rod he had too, got it in Aldi the last time they had a fishing sale, not that bad at all. Big welcoming smile on him, as I got closer, he doled out his fat hand in friendship. When I could smell his breath, I wrapped the twine around his neck and didn’t stop pulling until his eyes closed. He lay flat on the sandy Plassey riverbank, sleepy boy. Gorgeous evening. There’s a pond a small bit upriver, with stagnant water, near a little island, very quiet. I carried him up into my arms, pure cradling like, and went there. I tore the fucking ridiculous Guiney jeans off him, first port of call, and lobbed them in the river where they’d never give me another fit again. I found three old logs, hollow boys, great for floating. One under his back, tied his fat belly to that, one above his head with hands bound, and same with the feet. Getting great mileage out of the Castleconnell twine. Gas-looking cunt, balls naked, tied up to the logs, like a bachelor at his stag do in Liverpool. Some craic.




He woke up when I was rubbing the picnic honey all over his balls and arse. Roaring and shouting he was, so I started pouring the honey down his throat, we wouldn’t get disturbed that way. Flaked a litre of milk over him too. This is the best bit though, lads. I gently floated him out into the middle of the pond. Logs doing their job at buoyancy, feeling proud of myself. Very still water, so it was nice and calm. There he was, drifting out, not one move on him. Eyes up to the sky. Mad bastard. It was midday, so the horseflies were having a great time with the honey all over his goolies.


Now, I know what ye’re thinking. What class of sick bastard comes up with this type of stuff? Who’d do this to their ex-wife’s new lad? But they’ve been doing this for years, especially to adulterers. It’s called scaphism. Perfectly legitimate method of execution. Look it up on yer Samsungs. The Persians invented it. The flies will bite as he floats on the pond. The longer he floats, the more he’ll shit and piss. This will bring more flies. Give it a day, and they’ll lay their eggs. The maggots will hatch, and he’ll still be alive, floating gently on his back. All tied up. The underside of him will get nice and putty-like in the water, and fat pike will take schkelps out of his calves, trying to eat the worms. Maggots eating into him too, only the soft wet bits though, like the mouth, the dick, the eyes, the nose, the ears, the arse. The maggots will accumulate so much that they’ll cut off blood flow, causing early gangrene to set in.


Don’t blame me, lads – blame the ancient Persians for inventing the slowest and cruellest method of death known to humanity. You’d think methods like that get lost in the flow of time, forgotten in barbarism. But they don’t, because time doesn’t flow, it creeps capilliarily up the universe’s leg, ignorant



of Newton’s laws, slow and unnoticed by the weak, bringing the dark stain of retribution with it. I gaze up at the heavens, and they gaze back, in boot-cut jeans and black leather shoes.




[image: Images]













DR MARIE GAFFNEY


Speciation, learning, instinct, guilds, ecological niches, island biogeography, conservation, phylogeography – these are the categorisations that concern me in my research. My specific area of interest is vocalisation. Last year I chaired a conference in Malta on the syringeal function in the roseate tern. My PhD interrogated cultural heterogeneity among populations of this species of songbird and its geographically specific correlation with human dialects. Every scientific field of research contains these ‘big’ words and phrases that we simply don’t use on a daily basis to order a coffee or speak to our neighbours. In my area, avian research, we use these big words like a mechanic would use the names of their tools to speak to another mechanic – they are simply tools that help a community to communicate meaning among each other. But if I’m not speaking in a language you understand, well, then I can’t communicate what I mean to you. So I’m gonna drop



the big words because effective communication happens in the language of the receiver, which is kind of what the next twenty minutes will be about.


My name is Dr Marie Gaffney, and I am an ornithologist from University College Cork, in Ireland. I study birds. This year I’m honoured to say that I was awarded the Nobel Prize for Medicine or Physiology. In this TED Talk, I’d like to take you through the work over the past sixteen months that lead to this achievement.


Humans and birds have evolved alongside each other over millions of years. We share a commonality in that our two species both use complex vocalisations to communicate within our communities. But what most don’t know is that we communicate between our species too. When birds sing, we experience this as quite soothing and calming, whether it be the long chirps of a robin or the more melodic song of thrushes. When we hear these sounds, they make us feel happy, make us pause and take note of our other senses, such as smell or sight. When I’m out having a walk through a park and I stop to hear birds sing, I naturally take a big deep breath, and I notice the colours of the leaves or the angle of the sun, I smell the dew, the flowers, the grass.


Birdsong instantly takes us to a very meditative, mindful and contemplative state. This is no coincidence. Our brains evolved a symbiotic relationship with bird vocalisations. For our early ancestors, not only was birdsong nature’s alarm clock, but the sound of birds kept us safe. When the birds stopped singing in the trees, it meant that a predator was near. The birds would go quiet to protect themselves and our brains slowly evolved to react to this. Even today, one of the first lessons that our militaries receive in field training is to stay on guard when the



birds are quiet, as it could mean a hidden ambush. When birds don’t sing, we sense an eeriness or creepiness. This is our brains and nervous system telling us to be on high alert. We’ve all heard the myth that the birds don’t sing in Auschwitz. But when birds do sing, we feel safe, we can relax, chill out.


Birdsong also keeps us sharp and pepped up, in the positive sense, not like we’re on edge – it makes us feel alive and ready to tackle work. I mentioned nature’s alarm clock. Well, humans are diurnal, as opposed to nocturnal. Interestingly, our diurnal behaviour evolved alongside birds – our brains wake up when stimulated with avian vocalisation. Birdsong works because it’s stochastic, made up of lots and lots of random sounds. Its rhythms don’t repeat; there are no patterns. And the human mind is obsessed with pattern. Stare into some big fluffy clouds long enough and you’ll convince yourself that you see shapes of people and things. We attribute meaning to random coincidences. We create geometric balance in our art, fashion, our architecture. Our aesthetic values centre around balance, geometry and pattern. Some say that our existence itself is entirely random chaos and so we invent the idea of a creator, God, just to tolerate the ambiguity of meaninglessness and uncertainty. But we won’t get into that today. We strive for pattern. Our engrossment in patterns is necessary for recognising other humans’ faces and remembering and categorising them as friends, lovers, family, enemies etc., which makes our ability to recognise patterns quite a complex cognitive function and one that is necessary for such a social animal as the human.


But birdsong undercuts our pattern-recognition capabilities. It’s too random – we can never find the patterns, which is why it keeps our powerful brains alert and awake. My good friend



Dr Tungsten Gulp, who is an evolutionary musicologist in the University of Berkley, California, posits that music evolved because of humans’ frustration with the random nature of birdsong. He suggests that we rationalised and altered birdsong into the categorical patterns of geometric melody, rhythm and scales that we call music. But my work over the past 42 months, ladies and gentlemen, isn’t in the area of how the vocalisations of birds impact humans – that’s a very well-researched area. My work is quite the opposite of that.


The city of Cork in Ireland is a place that I have called my home for the past eleven years. It’s where I researched my PhD and it’s where I work, in UCC. Soon after I moved down from Dublin, I began to notice that the birds of Cork were especially agitated and aggressive in their behaviour towards humans. Crows in particular fly from buildings several times a day and attack the people of the city. I initially assumed that I was just being hyper-observant of the behaviour of birds, considering that ornithology is my area of study. This changed, however, one morning on MacCurtain Street. I had just gotten my coffee and began to scrutinise the behaviour of three Brent geese. Their feathers were puffing, and they were cackling and displaying signs of aggression. However, they were three females and there were no male geese present, nor were there any chicks, which made this aggressive display particularly out of character. They directed their attention towards two men who were unloading coal from a lorry. The engine of the lorry was particularly loud, so the men were shouting over it to be heard. They were arguing about the price of shoes. As the men returned to the van, the three Brent geese made a beeline for the cabin, which had open windows. All three geese began to attack the men in the cabin



of the lorry as it drove off, pecking at their faces and flapping their wings. The lorry then bashed into a wall at the bottom of MacCurtain Street, narrowly missing the River Lee. Two of the geese fled into the river. I rushed towards the accident to see if I needed to ring an ambulance. Sadly, one of the geese had died in the crash. The men were unharmed.


‘Are you lads OK?’ I asked.


One of the men, whose face was black from coal, replied, ‘Third time in a fortnight, ma’am. The birds in Cork are stone mad. They must be from Limerick or something.’ He gestured at the other man, who was throwing the dead goose’s body over the wall and into the river below. ‘His brother was nearly choked by a wren who flew into his mouth last week as he cycled back from the bookies’ office.’


I returned to my research office, rattled by what I’d seen. I was most definitely spotting a pattern of bird aggression in the city of Cork, but could not understand why this was happening. My first instinct was water pollution, as Cork Harbour has many factories that could cause an excess of mercury to find its way into rainfall and ground water. Heavy metals are known to injure the avian brain, which could possibly explain excessive aggression in Corkonian birds. However, my theory was dashed when I began to search the local archives for bird attacks in the city of Cork. There were several a year as far back as the local papers would go, which was 1778 and therefore far pre-dated the arrival of mercury into the Cork water supply. In 1817 the Lord Mayor of Cork was killed by a heron. A hurler was blinded by an osprey in 1868. Seagulls caused several injuries at a communion party in Blackpool in 1925. There were too many incidents to list here. When I searched hospital records, I



found thousands of bird attacks, dating back centuries. When I contrasted these attacks against records for the rest of Ireland, the results were dumbfounding. Outside of Cork, there was maybe one incident every ten years, which would be considered completely normal within ornithological circles. There was most definitely an epidemic of bird attacks in Cork city, and Cork city alone. I tested every possible angle – diet, air quality, elevation, habitat – and came up empty-handed.


Then, one night, I was listening to recordings of the song of a speckled wren. I have a piece of software that analyses and categorises bird-call. It measures tone, frequency and rhythm, and extrapolates this into an algorithm. Remember what I said earlier, about what the human brain couldn’t do with birdsong? Well, my software does what the human brain can’t, it analyses the stochastic patterns of a bird’s song, and extracts algorithms from it. While I was working, the radio was playing in the background. It was local DJ Neil Prenderville, and he had a caller on who was complaining about young people setting fire to his bin. As the song of the wren played over this caller, my software began to behave abnormally, and the fan of my laptop got overheated. The software crashed. I immediately shoved my dictaphone to the speaker of the radio and recorded the man who was talking about the bins.


The next day, I brought this recording to the much more powerful computer in the UCC ornithology department. I ran both the song of the wren and the caller from Cork complaining about the bins into the analytical software, and my suspicion was confirmed. The Cork accent contained identical random tones to that of birdsong. For those of you here who are not Irish, I need to explain the Cork accent. It is highly unique.



Cork people sound like they are singing when they speak – not in a pleasant way, but in an arbitrary, discordant way. It has been described by a colleague as tonally similar to a baby with adult lungs, crying for his nappy to be changed while simultaneously complaining jealously that his friend has received a bigger ice-pop. My dear friend Dr Barrington Talent, who sadly passed recently, gave what I think is the most accurate description of the Cork accent: ‘It is like a scolded Alsatian whimpering on the roof of a car that passes from your right to left at such a speed that the Doppler effect is apparent.’ It is, as you may have gathered, a strange accent.


I presented my hypothesis of the Cork accent’s relationship to birdsong to my superiors and a research trial began immediately. One of the conveniences of working in a university. We tested a sample group of 250 people from Cork city and analysed their speech. I was correct. But what was even more interesting was that we found that in the way that birdsong is relaxing to the brains of humans, the Cork accent, with its erratic, rising and dipping nasal tone, is highly irritating to the brains of birds. It seems to interfere with their means of communicating with each other. Birds use call to warn of danger, to find a mate, to protect their territory and to let others know that food is nearby. They depend upon the ability to communicate through vocalisation for basic survival. This system almost completely breaks down when a Cork person is nearby. The proximity of a Cork person is a highly irritating experience, which causes the poor animal to defend itself aggressively. To put it in human terms, imagine trying to conduct your daily business while another person incessantly follows you with a party horn and points it directly into your ear. You’d feel like hitting them, wouldn’t you? This is



what it’s like for a cormorant or a rook when they hear a Cork person talk about why the Cork Jazz festival is proof that Cork is the most cultured city in Ireland, or why the English Market is better than anything offering similar wares in Dublin. Birds cannot stand Cork people. I published a paper on my findings, and it was received warmly in the ornithological community. But it was not this research that got me the Nobel Prize.


So the Cork accent is annoying to birds. Great, I thought. Pretty interesting. But ultimately, this discovery didn’t improve the lives of birds or humans. The research was published in many Cork newspapers, in the ‘In Other News’ section. But unanimously the people of Cork agreed that they would rather keep their accent and continue being attacked by birds than ‘give some bitch down from Dublin the pleasure of changing our culture’. I gave up, and went through a period of depression. My greatest study was pretty much just an interesting fact, with no useful applications.


I returned to research to investigate the declining numbers of spotted flycatchers in Ireland. The spotted flycatcher is a small brown bird, so called because it eats flying insects and its juveniles have a breast-pattern of brown spots. It’s one of Ireland’s migratory species, and makes a yearly round trip to Africa. Since 2003, the numbers in Ireland had been declining rapidly. Researchers in Maynooth discovered that this was as a result of the growth in population of a mosquito species that carried a parasite which attacked the livers of the spotted flycatcher. Global warming in Ireland was most definitely responsible for this. The birds were eating the mosquitos and succumbing to the parasite. This parasite was reducing the population by as much as 5% each year, and its effect appeared to be growing exponentially, meaning



that the spotted flycatcher would most definitely become extinct in the next fifty years. Not only would this be very sad, but it would be detrimental for the Irish ecosystem, which relies on this bird to control the insect population. The Maynooth researchers discovered it was possible to administer a prophylactic to the bird, which would cause its liver to reject the parasite. This could be delivered via water, either through drinking or bathing. However, the spotted flycatcher is an elusive and incredibly swift bird, so catching one through traditional means would be quite difficult and depletive of resources and manpower. The Irish ornithological community was banging its head against the wall.


One day in the canteen of UCC, I was having some small-talk with my colleague Dr Liam Flag, who is a professor of engineering. I was telling him about the spotted flycatcher and he was telling me about his current research. He was investigating alternative methods of propulsion and fuel, in particular an idea for powering an engine using the vibrations created from sound. I was highly intrigued by this, I thought it was an excellent example of outside-the-box thinking. I said goodbye to Liam and went back to my office to rack my brains about liver parasites.


Then a flash hit me, in relation to Liam’s sound propulsion research. What if there was a vehicle, not one powered by noise, but that generated noise? Cork noises? I thought, if the spotted flycatcher is so difficult to catch, then why can’t I make them come to me? I immediately called Dr Liam Flag with my idea and we soon got to work on sourcing funding for the proposal, which was not difficult. I began to identify the areas in Ireland in which there were known habitats and populations of spotted flycatchers. They were to be found in most of Ireland below Mullingar, in wooded areas.




I then examined the spotted flycatcher’s call, and evaluated this sonically with the accents of some test subjects from Cork. The Cork accent counteracted the flycatcher’s song only when conversing about certain topics. This was to be expected. Gannets, for instance, are only enraged by the conversations of Cork people when they speak about architecture. The topics that were found to trigger an emotional reaction in the spotted flycatcher were: giving tips on which horses to put money on, speaking about the importance of Cork nightclub Sir Henry’s influence on the Irish music scene, complaining about how sick your dog is, and listing out the sizes and types of drill bits available in a hardware shop. I recorded such conversations, and played them back to some live spotted flycatcher specimens that were being kept in a cage in UCC. The birds only showed mild irritation, which was quite disappointing. I was not giving up, however, so I brought three live Cork people into the laboratory and asked them to speak freely about the aforementioned topics. The flycatchers became incredibly aggressive and tried to break free from the cage, attempting to attack the human specimens. This was something I had overlooked in my initial research. The ear canal of a bird doesn’t respond as readily to recorded sounds. The voice of an actual Cork person is a necessary factor. If this wasn’t the case, a crow would fly down your chimney any time Ronan O’Gara was on television.


I took this research to Dr Liam Flag, who began to design a vehicle. Behind me are some photographs of the Cork Man Bird Van. As you can see, the vehicle is heavily armoured. Liam was inspired by the design of security vans and riot vans. The front cabin seats two people, and the windshield and side windows are protected by a substantial metal cage. That’s where Liam and I sat



throughout the expedition. But things get really interesting when you look at the back of the van. As you can see, it has very thick metal plating with no holes. This was a titanium–aluminium alloy, for strength but also to remain lightweight. It was imperative that the vehicle remained light, to minimise refuelling. Jutting out from the top are four wide-mouthed sound cones, which are essentially modified trombones. If you look at the cross-section of the van in the next slide, you’ll notice four barefoot Cork men standing upright, with their heads tilted back towards the ceiling. Their necks are tied to the belts of their trousers using rappel cord. Just above their mouths are the openings of the trombones. It is into these receivers that they spoke. Their voices were then acoustically projected outside the van, with a more significant increase in volume than usually afforded by the mechanics of the human voice box, achieving twenty decibels at various stages of measurement. This was very impressive, considering there was no electronic assistance boosting the signal of their voices. The four Cork men stood barefoot on a metal hotplate, which was turned on at irregular intervals to keep them talking and prevent them from falling asleep.


On this slide is a map of the journey we took around Ireland. As you can see, we essentially circumnavigated the country, in a clockwise direction starting at Cork and ending in Waterford. Doing this gave the amplified sound of the Cork men’s voices an audible circumference of several hundred miles to reach the ears of spotted flycatchers. Our journey was also influenced by the locations of the largest electrical pylons in the country as marked on a map given to us by the Electricity Supply Board. There was a reason for this. We timed the journey for early September, because this was when the spotted flycatcher population were



congregating in large flocks on telephone wires and pylons across Ireland, getting ready to make their winter trip to South Africa. We were fully aware that once they heard the Cork accents attuned to their specific frequency, the flycatchers would become highly irritated and attack the van. Our plan would hopefully attract as many flycatchers as possible. The journey began at 6 a.m. in Douglas in Cork city.


Cork Man Number 1, Oliver Kenny, was instructed to talk about how sick his dog was until we reached Galway. If he stopped at any point, the hotplate was turned on to a high temperature. His pre-prepared statement read as follows: My ould dog is pure sick, sir, I don’t know what’s wrong with her at all. She’s been turning away Pedigree Chum. Feel her neck, boy. Feel it. Can you feel a lump under her neck? That wasn’t there last week. My poor ould dog, boy. She’s after getting up a load of sick across the road, boy. Over therela. Watch it over therela, go and look into it, beside that manhole cover, watch it.


Mr Kenny delivered this in an incredibly whiny and annoying timbre, with a slowly rising tone. His words travelled far and penetrated the countryside in his shatteringly shrill amplified Cork brogue. After thirty minutes of broadcasting this statement continuously, there were several hundred flycatchers in pursuit of the van. We travelled at a speed of 120 km/h and could not stop, or else the birds would envelope the van and halt it. By the time we got to Galway, we were met on the road by a motorbike with a fuel tank. Borrowing from the practices of commercial aviation, we re-fuelled via a hose, while still moving.


Cork Man Number 2 then took over the duty of recitation. Bart Flaherty began reading his paragraph about Sir Henry’s nightclub: I was there when Nirvana played, boy. I met my old



doll there. Sonic Youth played as well. My ould doll got a photo with Dave Grohl, boy. Krist Novoselic asked for her number too. You’d never get that in Dublin, I swear. ‘The Ball and Chain’, you ever hear of that? It was a New Jersey acid-house song from 1993. Its real name was ‘Make This Love Right’. But we called it ‘The Ball and Chain’ in Cork. And the song was so popular in Cork that they changed the name to ‘The Ball and Chain’, because of Cork. And it went out of print on vinyl. And the lad who made it was called Romanthony – he’s dead now, but he used to mention Cork in interviews even though he was a black lad from New Jersey, and he played with Daft Punk. Pure Cork, boy.


This particular speech was delivered in a very superior fashion and succeeded in encouraging at least 15,000 spotted flycatchers to follow our Cork Man Bird Van. Several of the birds were swooping down on the van at this point, trying to gain access to the Cork men contained behind the steel plating. Unfortunately, this had the unintended result of some birds receiving injuries and one going underneath the van’s wheels entirely, so the decision was made to increase the speed to 160 km/h. We required a refuelling in Athlone as we traversed the midlands at ferocious speed, with 23,000 spotted flycatchers in aggressive pursuit. Several car accidents arose as a result of the expedition, and I feared for my life at times. The Cork men were getting tired and angry. We’d been travelling for six hours, and their feet were covered in blisters from the hotplate. When they protested, Dr Flag inserted a coat hanger through a square of wire-mesh on the front cabin and poked it into their ribs, so that they were made aware that they had no choice in the matter. To increase morale, they were each given 50 ml doses of Tanora to drink.




Careering through Cavan, Mr Robert Foley, Cork Man Number 3, read his statement, which was about drill bits: What type have you? I’ve a Black and Decker, boy. My uncle has a JCB one – I thought they only made machinery but they make drills as well. You should see his masonry bits. He’s got a box of counterbores too. He used it on drywall. He’s got a spade bit for wood, boy. He gave me a loan of his auger bits too. I’ll leave you have ’em for a few weeks if you pay me before you give ’em back. Wait till you see his plug-cutters.


By that point, there were over 100,000 spotted flycatchers chasing the Cork Man Bird Van. It was still daytime, but the sky was entirely black from the gigantic swarm that loomed above us. We reached the home stretch, having crossed the midlands, when we arrived on the east coast, in the town of Drogheda, travelling at 180 km/h. Our next destination was Waterford.


Cork Man Number 4, Mr Barry Collins, situated himself under the mouthpiece, the hot plate turned on to full as his feet hopped up and down, and delivered the final soliloquy, which was about backing horses: Wally’s Favourite Spastic, she’s not bad. Won four last Derby. I’d back her for twenty. There’s a few others for the 4.15 that’d grease your palm though, boy. There’s Gideon’s Retreat, Fuck my Spanish Husband, Salary Dandy, Portion Party, Jeffery Archer’s Far-fetched Car Park. Any of them are fine. Oh, and Guilty Fashanu too. You’ll buy me a Murphys if one wins, you will?


This was repeated approximately 64 times, and was successful in riling the remaining flycatcher population of Ireland. We reached Waterford with a quarter of a million birds in tow.


UCC scientists waited in a large field outside Tramore, accompanied by a number of fire engines. The fire engines’ tanks were



filled with a diluted mixture of diethylcarbamazine and thiabendazole, which are anti-parasitic medications. In this slide, you can see that we grounded the Cork Man Bird Van in the centre of the fire engines. All four Cork men began reciting their prepared speeches, simultaneously, one last time. This drew the gigantic bird flock into a bitter frenzy. They began attacking the heavily armoured van. The hoses on the fire engines were turned on, dousing every spotted flycatcher in anti-parasitic medication and eradicating them entirely of any risk of liver parasites. The Cork men were instructed to cease broadcast, at which point the birds left for their South African migration. They will return next summer, immune to the liver parasite and thus capable of controlling the Irish mosquito population.


It was for this work of conservation, for saving the Irish flycatcher, that I received the Nobel Prize. Thank you, ladies and gentlemen, you have been a wonderful audience. Enjoy the rest of the TED Talks.




[image: Images]







OEBPS/images/fm2.jpg
RIHANNA UNMPRESSED BY HER
£U HAIRCYT THAT
3& HER BY THE dﬁ#







OEBPS/images/fm1.jpg
2 1WANT" You

BouT yYou
\ | wmrm:mnauuw EuERYTHING
1 WANT







OEBPS/images/fm4.jpg
HolLYwooD ACTOR GARY SINISE
HE's AT A FONERAL
DRESSED IPJCOKILE,LTL\[







OEBPS/images/fm3.jpg
IDEAL MALE MAN








OEBPS/images/f0028-01.jpg
ALLTHESE MOMENTS wiLL
RBE LOST INTIME LIKE
TeARS N RAIN









OEBPS/images/Frontcover.jpg
ThE No./l BECTSELLER

605 PE I AcwRDsNGTo

N

w 5 SHORT STOREZ 57 oRIES

*

CEMIVS ! QussElL FRAND
WYTERICAL KN BARRY
1 ESSENTIAL' pANNY soNE





OEBPS/images/f0011-01.jpg
=

- DONT GET ASH oN My NANS CARPET





