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For Noel Flynn, 1933–2015. My Dad.
Who taught me everything I’d ever need to know
about giving out.
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Introduction


Giving Out: A Definition


The English language has a lot of words for ‘complaint’ or ‘complaining’ and, here in Ireland, we need every one of them. Grumbling, groaning, grouching, whining, bitching, griping, lamenting, bewailing – in fact, if we haven’t bewailed something before breakfast, we don’t feel properly set up for the day. Nobody complains like the Irish do. With terrible weather and centuries of oppression and the like, we have plenty to complain about. But even when we don’t, we do. It’s the national pastime. A way of bonding. Therapy.


As such, it’s no exaggeration to say it’s what we do best. We’ve raised it to an art form.


As we have such a special relationship with complaint, there’s no point calling it what everyone else does. In Ireland, we give out. If we’re really riled up, we give out yards.


Why ‘yards’? Yards, as we know, are an imperial measurement of length or something students use to drink ale from in beer-guzzling competitions. It seems ‘feet’ or ‘pints’ weren’t enough to contain our moaning. Something like ‘miles’, however, might have been perceived as showing off. You can’t be seen to think you’re great, even at complaining. No one seems to agree on the origin (what a surprise), but it does seem that the art of complaint is too ancient to be measured in metres. So yards are what we give out in.


Whether you realise it or not, you probably gave out when you picked up this book:


It might have been the price. Books are expensive.


It might have been the cover design. Well, we love it.


It might have been the weight of it.


Maybe you’re drawn to it, but when would you get the time to read? Who has that kind of luxury? Children? The Pope? Someone who has someone else to do everything for them, that’s for sure.


Feel better now? Of course you do. Nothing tastes as good as giving out feels.
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When We Say ‘Irish Style’, Who Are the Irish?


Part of giving out Irish style is that we sometimes even give out about who’s ‘Irish’ in the first place. Well, it really depends on how far back you go. We didn’t spring up on the island like mushrooms. We’re firbolgs, Normans, Viking, Gaels, Angles, Saxons, pirates, saints and scholars, and loads of people from new places, too. It’s nice not to be pinned down.


Irish people now come in all colours, shapes, sizes, beliefs, sexual orientations and – at long last – we’re hearing transgender voices. There’s plenty of room for all of us, since the Famine and constant emigration left us with tons of giving-out topics and a lot of space. We might as well fill it up. This way, loads of us can give out about how much fuller the country’s getting, even though it’s still half empty.


The term ‘person living in Ireland’ may be more technically correct but it does make it sound like someone’s only here for a visit, when we hope they might actually like to stay. Then, we can all give out about each other.


It’s not being born here that endows you with Give Out-ability. Even if you’re only passing through, don’t worry: everyone can give out and by the end of this book, you’ll be giving out like a pro.


The Shushening


Many would agree that it’s The Shushening that has us this keen on giving out.


The Shushening is our word for this book: ‘oppression’ is too much of a downer. And in Ireland, we hear oppression a lot. Nothing funny there.


So much of Irish history has involved us being squished and shushed out of being who we really are. Told what language to speak, told we were thick and only good for the odd postcard shoot, told to pay for other people’s messes, told we weren’t sexy, told what religion was the holiest – you get the picture. Shhh!


Even after we’d got rid of occupiers and snakes and power-mad holy fellas, and everyone got along just great, there still stretched a long shadow of grim. It definitely held us back but it was great for giving out about. We’d probably have colonised the moon by now if it hadn’t been for The Shushening. We’ve been oppressed for so long, we’d almost miss it, so we subconsciously look for new ways to get squished and shushed and then give out about those.


The Shushening grew particularly shushy when the comedy double act of de Valera (Dev) and Archbishop John Charles McQuaid (ABJCMcQ) got together. They really tapped into our collective need for squishing and shushing and we’re only just shaking off their hilarious influence today. Dev basically wanted lots of praying and Irish-speaking and women dancing at crossroads, like in olden times that never existed; McQuaid wanted lots of praying and for women to go away. Plus misery. Lots and lots of basically misery. They used fear to keep us good and squished, and it worked. But they died ages ago.


Or did they? Sometimes it can feel like they’re still watching. Controlling things from wherever they ended up (which is debatable). Like a kind of haunting Statler and Waldorf, they seem to be still able to heckle, to disrupt the show, every time we get close to un-Shushening. And even if they really are gone, they certainly left plenty of Shushening agents. Their shadows still stretch across us sometimes. Luckily we even have torches on our phones now.


There are two utterly opposing sides to us. We have a beautiful ancient fighting spirit, but we’ve been squished for so long, sometimes it bursts out with inappropriate passion over something small. The big stuff is just too big sometimes. So we’ve found a middle ground, somewhere between expression and inaction. And that middle ground is giving out.


Where to Give Out


To do giving out right – i.e. like a historically squished Irish person – It must not lead to doing anything. No. Giving out yards is almost never followed by taking action.


It may be because the reason for complaint is so small that there’s no real need, or conversely that it’s so big it’s pointless even trying to tackle it.


Regardless, as a nation, we are compelled to talk about it. And talk and talk and talk.


With so many different ways to give out now, why wouldn’t we? Letters to newspapers, self-important blog posts, tweets, megaphones on the street, in the local with your mates or, best of all, on air if at all possible – don’t worry, there’s a method of giving out out there that suits you perfectly.


In fact, one wonders what we did before the wireless was invented. There must have been a lot of pressure on confession. We must have been very difficult to live with altogether, or maybe we just went house-to-house, shouting. No wonder there was a Civil War.


Talking to Jer on Livewhine


Thankfully, the wireless (and newspapers and the internet too, of course) was invented. And no Irish talk-radio show is ever short of contributors.


As a nation, we’re not shy about venting publicly. Shy? We feckin’ live for an audience to give out to.


We ‘Talk to Jer’.


‘Jer’ is a kind of mash-up of the hosts of all the Irish talk-radio shows. He’s greater than just one person and this is not any one particular show: Jer’s on daytime, night-time, on shows you could call Livewhine. Sometimes the same people give out on all those shows (although double-moaning like that’s not cool).


If Jer needs someone to give out yards to the nation, he won’t be stuck.


Sometimes Jer is gentle and respectful; sometimes he takes on a more provocative persona, but ultimately he provides a national service – enabling Irish people to Give Out Yards in public. Jer gives us the rope. What we do with it is up to us.


Note: although Jer’s presence will be felt here as the ear to every impassioned monologue, the reader of every letter and blog, we won’t be hearing from him till much later. He’s vital, but not important: it’s the callers we’re going to focus on. The ones actually doing the giving out. They are our panel of experts. And so, let’s …


Meet the Moaners


The best way to discover the heart of a nation is to find what they’re Giving Out Yards about. And if the Irish have raised it to an art form, then some of us are full-blown Michelangelos. So, periodically, we’ll be consulting some carefully selected fictitious expert givers-out: Seán the Religious Farmer, Máiréad Who Loves the Sound of Her Own Voice, Ciarán the Keyboard Warrior, Scamall de Spéir and Tom the Taxi Driver. This lot are peerless when it comes to peeves and they are not afraid to share them.


Seán the Religious Farmer


Meet Seán. Seán normally keeps himself to himself, but he has been known to write a letter to a local paper when something really gets his goat. Like the time that fella tried to get his goat (there’s ongoing tension over a boundary hedge). He also lets his tongue loosen when he’s had a few pints. He has great faith and is by no means a bigot: his best friend is ‘Jim the Atheist’. They have some lively chats down in their local.


Seán inherited the farm and lived there with his mam until she died and he was forced to go speed dating to find a wife. He had tried online but realised most women like to be met first – albeit speedily – regardless of whether they are fit and strapping and perfect for the job. The speed dating was not a success, but on the way home from one particular session, he met a lovely woman on the bus. Actually, he already knew Betty from school, but back then he’d been too busy worrying that school was keeping him from the business of running a successful farm to notice her. Girls hadn’t even been on the horizon back then. They got married in the local church – first time for both, so all above board.


Working on the farm and being close to nature only reinforces Seán’s strong faith. He’s a very nice man, even though he isn’t much up for debating. He’s fair, feels everyone should have a say, so he’s more than happy to leave you at it. Unless he’s had a few pints. Just ask Jim.


Máiréad Who Loves the Sound of Her Own Voice


Máiréad says she has her own private beliefs, but you wouldn’t think they were private given how often she airs them in public. She’s ambitious in her own way and tries to say what will get her ahead in certain quarters; this can mean she contradicts herself, depending on who’s listening. She says, ‘No, I didn’t,’ a lot when called out on the contradiction. She curses the internet for keeping a record of exactly what it was she said last year.


Máiréad doesn’t always mention it, but she’s high up in a think-group called Order of the Genitals (OOG). While you’ll never be completely clear on what she really believes in private, you’ll probably have a fair idea. You will, however, be absolutely certain of her opinion on everything else: from lunch to what birthing method you should use with ‘hips like yours’. Máiréad just loves the sound of her own voice: as long as she sounds confident and manages not to swear, that’s a win in her book. It’s all about being out there: if Máiréad is giving out to as wide an audience as possible, she feels alive. She has the numbers of all the radio stations – local and national – on speed dial.


Some people have suggested that Máiréad should be a politician, but she doesn’t want that at all. That would mean having to take action or be held accountable. People could then quite rightly give out about her. That simply isn’t the point. If they do try to give out about her, she’ll say ‘As a mother …’: her trump card. She thinks being a mother means she can say whatever she likes and, in fairness, a fair few people agree with this.


Máiréad is teetotal. She has to be on her contrary game at all times. She has weekly elocution lessons and speaks so clearly that many people think she’s an alien. They also wonder whether the reason she’s so patronising to anyone who disagrees with her is because she believes them to be base and primitive and it’s for their own good. They’re probably right.


Ciarán the Keyboard Warrior


Sadly, we’ve all met Ciarán online, but very few people have done so outside of the internet. Which is just as well because – not to put too fine a point on it – Ciarán’s a dick. He very rarely leaves his house: he sees himself as one of those Wall fellas from Game of Thrones: eschewing human company to keep himself battle-fit and ready – agility of the mind trumps going outside. He doesn’t exercise (duh) but he’s had his best typing fingers insured. He made a few bob a few years ago from a game he helped design and the proceeds keep him in sweatshirts, snacks and pizza deliveries. Ciarán likes to say his blood type is ‘cheese’. (Told you he was a dick.) Ciarán doesn’t necessarily believe the stuff he spouts on forums or on Twitter (he was – according to himself – the third person in the world to join). He uses moaning like many people use Sky Sports – as a rainy-day hobby. He pokes wasps’ nests when there’s nothing else on. He achieved Wizard status on Caves & Caverns by day two – so all that’s left for Ciarán is to stir things up in other people’s lives.


When he really wants to give out yards, Ciarán uses the handle ‘Slyfox99’; his avatar has amazing abs and pecs. They are not his own. He’s doesn’t care enough to hate, but he’ll happily take whatever stance will get the best rise out of whoever he’s engaging with today. Ciarán has been a big old Catfish on several dating sites, but never once shown up for a date IRL (in real life). Online, he did once kind of fall for Kiara in Killarney, and he has a rather large soft spot for Cody in Idaho. He would never admit this. He’s a loner, keeps himself to himself, and lots of other stuff people say about serial-killers, except for the fact that serial-killers generally have to leave the house. But Ciarán doesn’t know why you would. Not when someone can bring pizza to him.


Scamall de Spéir


Scamall leans so much to the left, you’d think she had a limp. ‘Scamall’ means ‘cloud’, and the name fits: she drifts from cause to cause with an ease that could suggest hypocrisy, were she not so damn sincere about it all. She rises at dawn every day, has a nice cool glass of freshly squeezed dew and as much of a shower as her rain-barrel allows.


The one thing she hates is the Man. Actually, she hates loads of things but she says, ‘Love and light’ a lot (it’s the auto sign-off on her emails, so she doesn’t have to type it every time). This means she has to pretend she’s okay with certain stuff or she’d seem uncool. She is really, really angry. On her own behalf, for you, and for tons of people she hasn’t met yet – but, make no mistake, if you need something shouted about, she has the megaphone. This isn’t a metaphor; she has an actual bullhorn in the boot of her car. She would love not to have a car, but justice knows no county bounds, and she often has to drive to a protest. But the car runs on used vegetable oil she gets from her dad’s chipper (he’s very successful, which is why she can volunteer), so at least there’s that.


Scamall pretends to be vegetarian ‘to set a good example’, but she’s one of those who eats hot dogs when people aren’t watching because, ‘Sure, they’re actually not even real meat anyway.’ She sees herself as an artist, and one of her favourite forms of protest is to paint unflattering portraits of those she disagrees with and post them online. Then, for extra cash, she tries to flog them on Stephen’s Green at the weekend.


Tom the Taxi Driver


Tom is a true-blue Dub. He has seen it all in the back of his cab, and knows it all as a result. Tom holds forth on world events and how everyone is doing everything wrong. If you get in Tom’s cab, you’re set for giving out for the day. You might emerge at your destination crying with laughter or seething with indignation, but one thing’s for sure: you will have been schooled. It will give you something to think about, even if you vehemently disagree. Unlike Máiréad or Ciarán and their contrarian stances, designed to elicit a response, it doesn’t bother Tom what you think. He only cares that you know what he thinks and so, if you’re naive enough to reply, he’ll only be half listening. He talks to himself when there’s nobody there – you’re just a prop.


Tom is his own boss and goes out to work when he pleases (as he’s quick to tell you, freelancers ‘like ourselves’ work harder than anybody else) so he has the opportunity to see every televised debate and read every paper, if he chooses, although his favourite is station-hopping on the radio. Tom has heard or read everything before everyone else. Tom is professional – if he susses that your silence suggests disagreement, he will reluctantly dial it down: he has principles, but he still wants a nice tip.


He’s the one the late-night talk shows can really rely on. Even if it seems like a topic that’s a bit slow-news-day, Tom will be on it, like white on rice. Tom will deliver. Tom has an opinion on everything. And a nuclear bunker in his garden. He dug it himself in the late eighties.
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And that’s our crew! As we move through the topics, we’ll be hearing from them occasionally. Whether we’ve asked for their input or not.
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As Giving Out Yards is so important, so integral to Irish life, we’re going to approach it scientifically. Alphabetically anyway. Kind of. The order isn’t strict. (Something else to give out about there, if you like. Bonus!) They may not be the topics we most need to look at as a society – we do love to live in denial – but they are the ones that fascinate us again and again. The gifts that keep on giving out.


From A to Z, Aborshhh… to Zygotes (give or take the odd not-strictly alphabetical detour, for the craic), we’ll see what most often makes Irish people come out in a rash and run straight past the calamine lotion to their laptop or phone.


Each topic gets a ‘Moan factor’ of 1 to 10, 10 being the most national-rage-inducing, 1 being a national blip – though, as we’ll see, even trivial topics are worthy of giving out about. Let’s face it, everything is.


And with that, we reckon you’re prepped. Get ready to Give Out Yards.


Oh, wait. Before we do that, we should mention this:


What Don’t We Give Out About?


More than you’d think. These topics are either too much to handle in bite-size, giving-out chunks on the radio, or we’re so used to them we don’t even see them any more.


But here are just some of the things Irish people don’t give out about:




[image: images] Austerity. So used to being shushened, we just went along with it. It’s practically in our genes. Besides, we seem to feel that if we say the name too often, maybe we’ll summon it. And it wasn’t very nice.


[image: images] Global warming. We think this leads to nice summers. We’ll do anything for one of those.


[image: images] Global issues generally. Do we know anyone involved? No? Then why should we care? We’ve enough nonsense to be dealing with at home.


[image: images] Bad parking. We agree. Spaces are hard to find. Sure, you’d have to go over the little white line. Don’t worry about the rest of us, we’ll drive around looking. It’s a nice enough day.


[image: images] Terrible customer service. We’re used to it so we don’t expect much. You didn’t poke us in the eye when you brought our dinner? You’re getting a nice tip.


[image: images] Litter. Hard to say why we’re so bad on this: we just don’t seem to see it. No amount of Tidy Towns competitions can get it into our heads that, no, your fizzy drink can isn’t biodegradable and, no, that isn’t a bin. It’s my handbag.


[image: images] England. We’re much better buddies now. Anyone giving out about England or the English is hard up, when there’s so much else to be giving out about.


[image: images] Pain. An Irish person’s leg could be falling off and they will not give out about it.


[image: images] Depression. It’s so widespread, there’s a lot of empathy and compassion for this one. No giving out.


[image: images] Privacy. Ha! That’s a good one. We don’t have any. Knowing everything about each other’s business is part of the Giving Out ethos.





NB: See Ah, here for suggestions on how to put up a conversational roadblock if you want to stop someone giving out about something.


Don’t worry. Even eliminating these topics still leaves us with plenty to give out about. So let’s begin.
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Giving Out A-Z




A is for …


Aborshhh …


[image: images] Don’t say the A-word [image: images]


Because in Ireland we’re all Catholics, even those of us who aren’t (more on that in The Bongs! The Bongs!), it’s tricky to discuss reproductive rights here at all. But this topic comes up so often, and so shoutily, that we might as well get it out of the way early on or we’ll all be fighting for the rest of the book and we’ll never even get to G.


The thing is, we don’t have aborshhh … in Ireland. We don’t! So don’t even say the word or the shouting will start. Definitely don’t mention the ten to twelve women who go to England every day for the medical care they need. They’re invisible! Do you really want to be the one who stops us believing in magic? Of course you don’t. So, shhh. You and your facts.


Anyway, because we’re all Catholics (even those of us who aren’t), we’re relatively new to discussing basic contraception, let alone the fact that we might actually not be damned for all eternity every time we unroll a condom for the craic.


But even still, only men are really allowed to have the craic, especially when it comes to sex. Women have to take it all very, very seriously because we are – if the establishment were honest – supposed to get pregnant every time we have intercourse over the course of our entire lives. Yes, all three to five times. And when you do get pregnant, well done: now you’re a real Irish woman. That’s it. No discussion.


It doesn’t matter if this wouldn’t have been your choice, if you’re not in a position to parent, or if the pregnancy might not work out for some reason, we repeat: IT DOES NOT MATTER. Be happy! Put on your smock and sing, like some kind of expectant Snow White! Cop on to yourself and do your duty because, like we’re always being told by people like Máiréad, ‘Life is full of suffering.’ For women anyway. Let’s hear more:
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Máiréad called Livewhine that time the foetus got the lawyer:


‘I think women are brilliant – I’m one myself after all. I’d never fight a woman. And, as a mother, I’m in a position to dictate what’s best for all women. They may think that it’s all a bit of fun, Jer, having sex all the time with everyone they meet, but a child will soon put a halt to their gallop. That’s why women get pregnant: it’s nature’s way of stopping our nonsense. I mean, a bit of sex is nice but you can’t be having it your whole life.


‘Some people don’t feel cut out to be mothers but you know what’ll sort them out? Motherhood! (Laughs.) They just don’t know it yet. It will be the best thing I ever wanted to happen to them.


‘And if they’re worried a pregnancy won’t go to term? It will. I’m telling you. It will. And there are loads of things you can do to distract yourself. If you go out for nice walks or make your own clothes or something, the nine months will only fly by. Life’s awful. A bit of horror builds character and gives you a great standpoint from which to judge others.


‘As for this new-fangled idea that a woman should choose what happens to her body? Ha-ha-ha! Who has that kind of choice? Who has that? Sure, you could go under a bus when you leave here, Jer. I could give you a quick push and it’d be all over. Would you have chosen that? No. So if you don’t have that right, Jer, why should women? Now I have to go, I’ve a clinic to picket.’


Two minutes later, Scamall called to respond:


‘Jer, I can’t believe that lady. I make all my own clothes and that has nothing to do with it. How can she say what’s right for me, or anyone else? I mean, if she’s so interested in my reproductive system, I’ll give her my calendar and I’d be happy to let her buy my tampons for me. Although, to be honest – which I always am, I’m that kind of person – I’d prefer a Mooncup.’








They can give out at each other all they like; as with the best of giving out, it solves nothing. Irish women are getting on planes today. Or buying pills online, which could get them fourteen years in prison. Orange is the new crap.


But let’s not dwell: even the government has admitted that they’re ‘sick of talking about it’. Sure, we know, lads! We know.


So, Ireland is lovely and pregnancy is always lovely and don’t ever say the A-word. If you stick your head far enough into a sandpit, it’s amazing what you can block out. Ireland is one big sandpit. And we all have ostrich-length necks.


Moan factor: 10


Fine Arse


[image: images] Booty is in the eye of the beholder [image: images]


This is usually what you’ll be sitting on when you deliver your complaint about Aborshhh … or anything else. And you will be sitting: getting to your feet would be teetering dangerously close to action. Sit down and save your energy for giving your moan extra welly: more adjectives, that kind of thing. You don’t want to waste any giving-out power through physical exertion.


Irish women aren’t the only ones to bemoan the size of their arses, even though they’re all perfect in their own way. If there’s a sock for every shoe, there’s definitely an arse-appreciator for every kind of posterior. But women all over the world moan about their arses, like the magazines tell us to, so Irish women aren’t about to be left out. There’s just more focus on ours than on the lads’ – maybe we should focus on theirs a bit more. You know, for research? Because there’s no doubt arses have got confusing and require further looking into. Or looking at, at least. Let’s not go crazy.


It used to be that certain arses were deemed ‘too big’. Now the Kardashians seem to have inspired a kind of arse – we’re not sure, they’re so amazing, are they implants? – that everyone’s supposed to have and arses just can’t be big and round enough. Fake boobs out front, fake arses out back: if you think about it, given how precariously high heels are these days and how prone to falling this makes us, it’s actually really smart padding. If you fall over, you just bounce right back up. Have you ever seen a Kardashian wriggling on the ground like an upturned tortoise? Of course you haven’t.


On the rare occasion someone gives out about a lad’s arse, it’s usually because too much has been revealed – i.e. the dreaded builder’s crack. A man comes to fix the sink, leans into it, and even if it doesn’t quite end up in a bad soft-porn scenario, you still end up feeling you’ve learned a lot more about him than you might have chosen.


Ciarán, confused as he is by dealings with actual, real humans and wanting to explore these feelings in a creative way while still giving out yards, wrote this after he had his tap fixed last week.


[image: images]






BUILDER’S CRACK*


a poem by Ciarán


Drip, sink; drip, drip


What time do you call this?


I have been in all morning but will say I should be out


You’ve kept me in, you’ve let this drip, drip,


dripsplishy drop, plip-plop


Till I can’t hear my thoughts think


Everything but the kitchen sink


And now you come with toolbag full and trousers low


And nothing about taps that you don’t know


You bend to the U-bend, turn attention there


My eyes cannot escape the brilliant glare


Full moon over waistband


Much too low


Like, what you had for breakfast is on show


You wrench your wretched wrenching, drips no more


I plant my gaze now firmly on the floor


No, there will be no tip.








* Technically, this is about a plumber, but Ciarán is big on poetic licence.


Brilliant, Ciarán, brilliant.


‘Arse!’ is also a handy way to give out in itself: an exclamation leaving no one in any doubt of your opinion on what’s happened. You can use it in various ways: ‘That’s arse!’; ‘Arse biscuits!’; ‘What a load of old arse.’ Or our favourite: ‘Yer man is a total arse-wipe.’


Moan factor: 3.5/10


Ah, Here … Put Giving Out on Pause


In case, even at this early stage, you’re already overwhelmed with the giving out, there’s an A that buys you a breather. Or it can be a stand-alone complaint, in itself: ‘Ah, here.’


‘Ah, here …’ can mean:


1. ‘Really? That’s not how I perceive it.’


2. ‘Feck off, that’s a lie.’


3. ‘Stop talking now, I’m bored.’


4. ‘The football’s on.’


5. ‘Are you women still rabbiting on about aborshhh …?’


Anything you like. Just accompany it with a sneer and an incredulously arched eyebrow.


If anyone gives out in your vicinity and you disagree with what they’re saying, just ‘Ah, here …’ them. Game over.


But you don’t have to limit yourself to ‘Ah, here.’ There are plenty of silencing tools – like the contraptions they used to put on guns in seventies cop shows, but seem to have gone out of fashion. Nobody cares who hears who shooting, nowadays.


There are many other great ways to stop people giving out about a topic you don’t like, or have had enough of …


Just say, ‘JOBS.’ Everyone uses ‘jobs’ as an excuse for bad behaviour or as a distraction tactic. N.B. The tourism industry gets an extra special nod here.


Politicians’ greed, our overreliance on tourism, the swapping of a beauty spot for a golf-course, just say, ‘JOBS,’ and no further elaboration is needed. You don’t even need a full sentence, just ‘But JOBS’. Job done. You’ll see this in use again and again throughout the book.


Ditto ‘They were different times.’ Also known as ‘tradition’, as in ‘Because tradition …’. Somehow this is magically supposed to excuse all kinds of awful. Say someone doesn’t like the idea of a goat being up a scaffold for three days, and they happen to mention it aloud instead of silently thinking about goat welfare: gently shut them up by telling them it’s tradition and asking why oh why do they hate Killorglin? They’ll have to shut up then. Throw in ‘they were different times’ or ‘it’s just always been this way’ whenever you need, and stop people in their tracks. You can’t argue with the past!


Or say, ‘As a mother’, like Máiréad is so fond of doing. Everyone else is expected to stop speaking, genuflect and bring you a cup of tea. Nice.


‘Only in Ireland!’ Fast Forward Giving Out


If ‘Ah here’ shuts things down, saying, ‘Only in Ireland!’ does the opposite. It gives giving out a topper, a bit of extra polish. ‘Only in Ireland!’ ramps everything up. You’ll either get everyone nodding in assent, or lynching you for lack of national pride.


Say, ‘Only in Ireland!’ about everything, even if it happens elsewhere and you know it.


‘Only in Ireland!’ somehow makes a complaint seem more handleable. You can take anything in bite-size green chunks. If something’s ‘only in Ireland’ you could leave, if you chose, and put it behind you. You won’t, though. Moaning about it is too much fun.


Tip: Accompany ‘Only in Ireland!’ with a sigh and an expert eye-roll and you’re well on the way to not giving a shite about whatever the problem is.


NB: As with criticising someone else’s iMOM* (Irish Mother or Mammy. And DON’T), it’s probably best to make sure you’ve lived in Ireland for about thirty years before using this phrase.


* See iMOM.


Americans the Beautifuls


[image: images] Are you for real? [image: images]


To say our relationship with Americans is complex is an understatement. First, there’s an implied aim that we’re all supposed to want to meet one, marry them, get a Green Card and get off the island immediately – so that’s a lot of pressure if you ever have to date one. Or we’re happy to stay here ourselves so long as they keep coming and buying Aran jumpers, taking tours of tin-whistle factories and teaching us about good customer service. They’re usually really polite and lovely. So what’s our beef?


Their enthusiasm. It kills us. It’s too much. Like mole people exposed to too much sunlight, we’re just not able for it and it makes us all squinty and unpleasant.


So, although Americans’ souvenir-buying almost single-handedly brought the country back to life after the whole post-Celtic Tiger fiasco, we give out about them, too. We can’t believe that anyone would sincerely wish anyone a nice day, when we know it won’t be. We assume they’re being insincere, even though we have absolutely no evidence of this. In other words, it’s perfect giving-out fodder.


You can be said to be ‘very American’ or acting ‘all American’, which probably means you’re being far too positive for your own good. Be very, very careful of that. Tone it down immediately by burying your face in an Aran jumper and copping on to yourself.
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