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Good Riddance Neal Coleman

 


Sunday Mass was over. Sheelah Kenny and her brother Liam
hurried out the church. She had arrived that very morning and went
straight from the airport to mass. They were intent on avoiding the
questioning that, no doubt, Maura Kenny would inflict on them.
Alas, there she was, as thunderous as ever, banging her hefty
walking stick impatiently on the paving stones.

"Good morning Granny, how are you then?" Liam managed to
enquire almost cheerfully as he kissed her bristle
cheek.

Before Sheelah could say a word Granny,
eyes flashing fire, boomed loudly.

"Now what would you be doing in our Mass all the way from
the coast and taking our Liam to the main leg." This was not a
question so no answer was needed. Granny continued
angrily.

"You were our little pretty one that ran off to marry that
good for nothing Yorkshire heathen Neal Coleman, and then fled away
to the coast with him."

"Granny, Neal is a Catholic too and we were married in this
Catholic Church, as it should be, with you present and I thought
with your blessing." retorted Sheelah. She too now was agitated and
did not want this conversation but was not one to back
off.

"What is it then, out with it, or would you have me waste my
last minutes guessing what the devil has you up to now?" Granny was
peering sharply at the defiant beautiful young woman. "My God, are
you pregnant?" rumbled Granny most unpleasantly.

Liam sensed Sheelah's extreme tension and tried to interrupt
before any further unpleasant interaction. He was too late.
Sheelah’s sudden outburst brought on by having true Irish spirit
and not being pregnant stopped him and the whole congregation, who
were somewhat interested now.

"I’m not pregnant Granny, I want to divorce that good for
nothing son of a bitch." countered Sheelah moving forward to inches
from Granny’s face.

Well that was that! Maura Kenny erupted violently, walking
stick pointing to the Heavens. All the Banshees and Screaming
Witches from their Hedges and Ditches were summoned up to add
hell-fire to this fierce eighty-five year old Irish Catholic in
denouncing the diabolical act of divorce. This outcry lasted an
eternity, or so it seemed, and was directed at the fiery Sheelah
and her now not-so-favorite grandson Liam. A lesson needed to be
taught to these young ones!

"Our Sheelah is not to divorce that good for nothing Neal
Coleman bugger. You will get your self back to him, kick him silly
or I’ll get my people to do The Job." bellowed Granny in the
darkest most threatening tone anyone had ever heard. The menacing
massing storm activity on the horizon, preparing to lash out its
ferocity on the unsuspecting life forms below, was surely surprised
too: there was a pause in its deep distant grumblings.

Before Sheelah could press a
counter-attack, as she
was want to do, Liam pulled her back, and with deliberate strides
walked her away to his car.

"I told you she would go off. You should have waited until
you were alone with her in some quiet place, not in front of the
Church." explained Liam.

"Don’t be bloody daft, whose side are you on anyway. Did you
see how she reacted? Would you want to be alone with that?"
retorted Sheelah feeling very uncomfortable as to what had just
happened. Granted, the tension she was feeling was immediately
relieved, because now her purpose and proposed divorce were out in
the open. However, at the same time she felt total remorse. She
actually loved her Granny and honestly did not want to see her
worked up so.

The Kenny family left the church much to
the disappointment of the parishioners: they were just beginning
to enjoy this almighty
family feud. And what was all that about pregnant and
divorce?

Sunday's lunch was a somber affair. Not much was said even
between mother and daughter: they would wait to be alone to catch
up on all that had happened. Liam wanted desperately to resolve
this distasteful crisis so he called a "Family Hearing". After lunch the family all helped with
the washing up and the putting away except Granny, her leg and
stick supported by her anger, made it impossible to do much without
breaking what she was handling.

Chores completed, they once again took their places at the dining
room table for the traditional "Family Hearing": this was a constructive way for each to express
their view of the facts concerning important matters. The last time
a hearing was held was when Sheelah and Liam were young and the
entire back lawn had been burnt. That time they were asked by their
father to "tell it as it was" and keep to the facts. This time it
would be different: the nature of this hearing involved emotions
and deep thoughts more than logical facts. Liam would conduct the
hearing today as his father was away on business. Once settled,
Liam looked calmly at Sheelah.

"Now Sheelah, what’s this all about then?"

 

"Liam, mom, Neal is having an affair, no; he is having more
than one affair. I got the strangest telephone call a couple of
weeks back from a distraught sounding woman wanting to know from me
how she should handle Neal’s cheating on her. So there you have it.
Neal has a current girl friend and is cheating on his previous girl
friend who wants to know from his wife what to do about his
dishonesty. What a bunch of idiots. I will divorce him; there will
be no going back to him. Stuff what the Church has to say about
divorce. The stupid men of this world can do what they please,
messing up marriages and homes and this backward Church, run by
stupid men, decrees that the wife has to put up with this
degrading."

Hearing this, Granny became very agitated
but refrained from saying anything at this time. She knew the
process and would wait her turn.

"Sheelah, are you sure of this?" Liam couldn’t believe what
he had just heard. Neal's escapades at the coast hadn't reached
this far inland. Having just heard what he was up to would require
something more drastic than a thrashing or as Granny had put it
"kick him silly". All at the table were stunned and stared at
Sheelah in shocked amazement.

"Yes. I will divorce him and get on with my life!" replied
Sheelah flatly. There was pained emotion in her dark eyes but no
tears.

"Mom, what do you make of all this?" urged
Liam quietly turning to his mother.

"Liam my soul is torn in two. Sheelah you are still young
and attractive and worth more than living with that philandering
idiot. You deserve another turn with someone who will love you and
be a father to your children, my grandchildren."

The silence that followed Brighid Kenny’s
motherhood reasoning on this complex family dilemma was interrupted
by a sudden sharp clap of thunder. The threatening storm no longer
wanted to rumble in the distance, it needed to arrive with almighty
fury into their dining room. Everyone except Granny jumped from
their chair. It was almost as if she had summoned the storm into
the room to add to the severity of the "Family Hearing".

"Granny, what the bloody hell did you mean when you said
'you knew people' no you actually said 'my people' would 'do The
Job' on Neal Coleman?" Liam Kenny exclaimed his voice filled with
foreboding. He needed to get to the meaning of all this.

Granny was beside herself and now that it
was her turn she climbed in, stick and all, banging it on the
floor, to make sure all were listening, and gave
the Kenny family a
further shock.

"While you were doing the washing up I wrote a letter to my
people in Northern Ireland – they owe me. Divorce it will not be.
He can be killed but not divorced. They will make it look like an
accident. Sheelah, to divorce, is to commit a mortal sin and the
Church will excommunicate you. You will never be able to set foot
inside the church again. Liam, here is the letter, post it in the
morning."

Utter silence followed. Liam Kenny
fingering the letter looked at
them one by one and they in turn


























cover.jpg
Rumours
Good Riddance
Neal Coleman

Michael Reyneke





