
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
The Big
White Coffin

by

 


Brendan Gerad
O’Brien

 


 


SMASHWORDS
EDITION

 


*****

 


PUBLISHED
BY:

Brendan Gerad
O’Brien on Smashwords

 


 


The Big White
Coffin

Copyright ©
2010 by Brendan Gerad O’Brien

 


 


Smashwords
Edition, Licence Notes

 


 


This eBook is
licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be
re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share
this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy
for each person you share it with. If you’re reading this book and
did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only,
then you should return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own
copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

***

A story from
the collection Dreamin’
Dreams

***

 


 


The Big White
Coffin

 


For
years we blamed Pat Hurley. He’s the one who told us about
cannibals.

We
were sprawled out on the dusty floor of our secret hideout during
the long hot summer of 1956. A fierce heat wave had developed out
in the Atlantic and the first place it hit was the West coast of
Ireland.

Pat
said the temperature was up in the hundreds outside. I was seven
going on eight and Pat was already eight which made him the oldest
so we believed him.

A rare
breeze filtered through the cracks in the walls and fanned us for
the briefest of moments. And the flies that constantly flitted
around Pat hummed contentedly.

‘Isn’t it strange how you don’t see any cats around the town
anymore?’ Pat declared suddenly, his voice as drippy as a
half-melted ice-cream. ‘Now the Chinese have opened that restaurant
in High Street.’

‘Why’s that, so?’ I asked.

‘Duh! Because the Chinese eat the cats, don’t
they?’

‘They do not!’ I tried to lift my head to see if he was being
serious, but I was just too drained.

‘They do too!’ Pat insisted. ‘Shur if you go
there for a Chicken Chow Mien, won’t you find little furry paws in
it? Now how many chickens have you
seen with little furry paws on
them?’

Pat
roared at his own joke.

‘That’s an awful thing to say, Pat Hurley.’ Rita Fitzgerald
had a sob in her voice. ‘The poor little animals - I don’t believe
a word of it.’

Rita
was the only girl allowed into our secret hideout. Mainly because
she was the prop forward in the Kerry Junior Ladies Rugby squad,
but also because she could beat the living daylights out of anyone
who tried to stop her.

‘Well, what about in the jungle, so?’ Pat
propped himself up on his elbow. ‘They eat people in the
jungle.’

Pat
said he’d heard it on the wireless. A plane had crashed in the
Borneo jungle - wherever that was - and when the rescuers got there
they couldn’t find a single body. A tribe called The Cannibals had
eaten them!

We
were all stunned, shocked into a kind of stupor by the terrifying
images that whirled through our imagination. It was like a
Movietone Newsreel stuck in a loop, going round and round and
getting wilder by the minute. When I looked at my little brother
Joe his eyes were as wide as saucers.

The
next day two men came to our house. The little fat one was sweating
heavily and the tall one bent down to our level with a grin that
showed a mouthful of enormous teeth.

‘Hello there,’ he cooed. ‘Is your daddy in?’

Joe
shot behind me. ‘I ...’

‘Who
is it, Liam?’ Daddy came out from the kitchen rolling up his
sleeves. He beamed when he saw the two men and wiped his hands in a
tea towel.

‘Ah,
shur tis yourselves, is it?’ He greeted them with a nod. ‘Have you
brought it with you?’

‘We
have,’ the little one said. The tall one grinned down at us
again.

‘Now
will you get out of the way, boys?' Daddy waved his hands like he
was conducting an orchestra. ‘Or the lads will be falling over
you.’

The
three of them went out to a van parked in the street. After a few
minutes they came back carrying a long white box between
them.

‘What’s that?’ I asked Mammy.

Mammy
was sitting on the stairs. She looked dreadful. She’d been getting
awfully fat lately. Now she was so big she had to sit down every
now and then to rest. Her face was all red and clammy.

‘Look, tis nothing for you boys to worry about.’ She sounded
irritable. ‘Why don’t you just go outside and play like all the
other children?’

***

Later,
back in the hideout, Joe looked very worried.

‘I
don’t like that big fella. Did you see the cut of his teeth? I bet
the Cannibal Tribe have teeth like that.’

‘What was that big white thing they were carrying into your
house?’ Rita Fitzgerald rolled her eyes in wonder.

‘A
coffin,’ Pat Hurley declared loudly, and he had a strange glee on
his face.

Joe
groaned. ‘Shur why would they be carrying a coffin into our
house?’

‘It’s probably for your mammy.’

‘What?’ Joe yelped. ‘Why?’

Pat
sat up and scratched his head. The flies still flitted around
him.

‘Well, just suppose!’ His eyes squinted with
a sinister glint in them as they moved slowly to each one of us in
turn. ‘If they are from the Cannibal Tribe, they’ll be wanting to eat her. But
not all at once, though. They’ll want to be picking away at her, a
little bit at a time, taking some home for their families every
day. So they’ll need somewhere to keep her, won’t
they?’

Joe’s
eyes were even bigger than saucers now.

‘But
why would they want to eat my mammy?’

‘Will you look at the size of her?’ Pat was warming to the
theme now and he rose up onto his knees for effect. ‘Shur isn’t
that why they chose her out of all the women in the town? There’s
enough meat on her to last them for a whole year.’ He guffawed
loudly then fell backwards in a fit of laughter.

It was
now late afternoon and Pat Hurley’s mammy was calling for him to
come in for his tea. Her banshee screech could be heard all over
the town and it was the signal for all the kids to go home as
well.

Joe
and I traipsed in through our front door and were immediately
overwhelmed by a thick grey haze wafting down the hallway from the
kitchen.

We
peered warily around the door and the first thing we saw was the
two plates of burnt toast on the table.

Daddy
was standing by the old black range with his arms in full swing as
he battled with some eggs in a frying pan. The kettle was bellowing
steam and making the lid rattled frantically, and the fat in the
frying pan was spitting out all over him.

Daddy
cursed and danced out of the way. He scooped the eggs out of the
pan and plopped them onto the black toast. Then he spotted us
through the chaos.

‘Ah,
there you are. Sit down, sit down.’

We
edged our way to the table and sat down, looking around anxiously
for a hint of the security that was always there at
teatime.

‘Where’s Mammy?’

‘Your mammy’s
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