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I don’t want to confirm myself in what I lived—in the confirmation of me I would lose the world as I had it, and I know I don’t have the fortitude for another.

—CLARICE LISPECTOR,
The Passion According to G.H.

 

Her texts almost never coincide with the dates to which we refer, but they are pertinent, no matter how impertinent they may seem. We have our own methods of analysis and we ask you to kindly respect them, as we ask that you respect the unconscious work of our patient . . .

—LUISA VALENZUELA, He Who Searches
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WARNING

I do swear.

In this place.

You will find.

Warnings.

If you heed them

They will be yours.

If you don’t

You were warned.
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My name is Bina and I’m a very busy woman. That’s Bye-na not Bee-na. I don’t know who Beena is, but I expect she’s having a happy life. I don’t know who you are, or the state of your life. But if you’ve come all this way here to listen to me, your life will undoubtedly get worse. I’m here to warn you, not to reassure you.

I am a modern woman with modern thoughts on modern things. I’m not a young person so I am used to being ignored. I expect you won’t listen. The last time we met nobody listened to me.1

If you see me on the road and I pay no heed to you, know I have very good reasons for doing so. If you ever see a person lying in a ditch,2 drive straight past them as fast as you can. And if a man comes to your door, do not open it.

These serve as my first two warnings.

No ditch.

No door.

Do exactly as I tell you in matters mentioned here.

I have lived to tell this tale.

You could be a lot less lucky.



 

_________________

1 See, Malarky: A Novel in Episodes.

2 Because I was reassured. He’s a nice lad they said. He wasn’t.
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Eddie is gone.
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There is the son of Bina, the way there is the Son of God.

His name is Eddie.
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There is the Son of Satan, the way there is the Son of God.

His name is also Eddie.



 

 

•

Eddie is a man.

Except Eddie is not Bina’s real son.

He’s her sorta son.

He managed to adopt himself onto Bina because she left her coat undone & in he climbed.

Latched + snatched.

That’s Eddie.

•
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Eddie’s the kind of son you are landed with because no beggar wants to be bothered with him, and because he’s used up all his goodwill and will soon expire on yours.



 

 

•

Bina lived a peaceful life.

Until she found Eddie

Landed in her ditch.

If she’d stayed indoors

She’d still be living a peaceful life.

•
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Eddie is gone.

We give thanks that Eddie is gone.

We give thanks to God for that.
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I didn’t want him.

I didn’t want to help him, but he presented in a manner that was impossible to ignore. Before I knew what I know now. Now I wouldn’t help him. I won’t help anyone. Not even you.
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I’m only telling you this to warn you. I’ve better ways to waste my time than mithering on here. I’m a busy woman. Of that be certain. People think old women have nothing to do but stand around. They’re very wrong and very ignorant and do take that last combination of wrong and ignorant as another warning. If people think you have time to stand about, let them know otherwise, by not standing about. Take off! Take off when they least expect it. Could you just hold this for a minute? Don’t! Be gone. Would you like to? No. I wouldn’t. Can I borrow your bread knife to take on a picnic? No. You can’t. Because you’ll never bring it back. Would there be any chance . . . ? No! There’s no chance. None. None. None.
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I will take exactly the time needed to tell my story & then it will stop. Any interruption or extension will not be my doing. It will be the undertakers or solicitors; whoever finds these papers and whoever it is decides on these things. Don’t trust a word said after I’ve stopped. The final full stop will be in red. That’s how you’ll know.

Don’t arrive at the end of this tale insisting it was too long or too wide or too unlike you. I am not interested in appealing to you. I am not you. I am only here to warn you.

We are all here because of legal reasons we probably cannot articulate without getting in trouble, but we will not burden each other by staying a page longer than is necessary. And there will not be a page more than absolutely is required. And if there is, write away and complain. There’s probably an address to be found or a phone number. I won’t care. Phone them all night long if you must. More likely you’ll find a page missing. Or someone will have scratched out sentences or names in a thick black stripe. I’d better get going here fast before it happens.
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Don’t. Sign. Petitions. For. Me. You might see them around. I’ve heard about them. Ignore them. Read. This. Instead. You don’t need 32,000 signatures to tell you anything as simple as what I’m going to tell you here. Yes I was wronged, but I was serviceably wronged because I’ve been handed this here undertaking. To. Deliver. These. Warnings. I am a practical woman, there’s nothing I like more than to be useful and this here makes me useful. This serves only as a warning to you, if you are thinking of opening your hearth or your heart. Don’t.

Of course I have better things to do, like making lists and learning hymns. I hate hymns but it’s important not to stick out around here. If I stick out, I’ll be lifted all over again3 and all will be more terrible than it already is and was and might ever be. No one in a choir gets arrested. No one suspects people in choirs. Everyone’s in a choir. That’s why there’s no one in jail anymore.4

Think slow and careful on that.
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Bina found him in a ditch.

It was very annoying.

Quite the interruption

Especially for a Tuesday.

That was the first fella.

The young fella.

Eddie.

•
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There are going to be two fellas I will warn you about.

Eddie’s the first.

But the other fella.

There was another fella

Isn’t there always another fella?

Where there’s one, there’s two.

He came to the door.

Civilized

On a Tuesday

Worry about the civilized types

On Tuesdays.

Ask yourself if someone highly clean & civilized is standing at your door, ask yourself what bold mischief that person could be capable of, then imagine it twice as bad. Imagine them taking a sword and lopping off your head, dragging a large knife down the front of you, opening you up like a shirt, spilling your giblets out on the road and rummaging through them. I generally find since I started doing this, it prompts me to shut my door as swift as I open it.

If the sword isn’t working and your door is still open, imagine them taking a gun, a hunting rifle, the sort used to obliterate Bugs Bunny, and see yourself flung back against your airing cupboard peppered with fat bullets. This is what some fellas like to do to women. Don’t let yourself be one of them.

Actually I’ll put it direct: If they are knocking worry, worry about them. They are all after something. It might be something you do or don’t have or are or aren’t able for, but they can persuade you they are ready for it and so you’ve to be ready. Heed me on this. I’ve made every mistake you’ve yet to make and, if you’re intent on not listening, are about to make.

[image: Illustration]

And another thing, if someone asks you to put a bag over their head.

Don’t do it.

They can change their mind.

That’s what happened

The tall man.

Someone changed her mind.

A certain someone

I can’t name.

Because of the courts.

In Castlebar.5

I shouldn’t have named the place, but now I’ve no time to rub it out.

I have to carry on.

I’ll have to give the tall man a name.

I’ll call him the Tall Man.

I’ll call him the Tall Man because I am in a hurry.

And to call him the Kettle Man sounds a bit funny.6

I am in a hurry because in case you didn’t catch it earlier

I am a very busy woman.

If I write it out this way,

in these stacks,

you’ll know I’m particularly in a hurry as I’m writing this bit.7

Someone is coming now so I’m going to hide it.

I’m back but I’ve forgotten where I was.

I’m in a hurry so I’ll just carry on.

My memory isn’t great so you may have to read a few things twice. What harm?

Nothing can be done about it.

Nothing to be done.

How it is when you are in a hurry.

I’ve to go on here until I am no longer or we’ll never reach the red dot.
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There’s a thing about Eddie.

The thing about Eddie is he left.

The thing about Eddie is he’s gone.

Everything about Eddie improved once he was gone.

That was the thing about Eddie.
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There are a few more things about Eddie, but we’ll get to them yet.

If we have time.

If we’ve no time

You’ll have to make do with what’s above.

At any moment this could all stop.

Have I made that clear?
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The ditch was the door.

One led on to the other

Led back to each other.

Brought us here to the warnings.

Where eventually we’ll see the red dot.
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When he’s here, I worry about him.

When he’s here, I can’t stand him.

Yet when he’s gone I just worry about him.

That’s a relief.

But I can’t stand worrying about him.

He’s the ingrown toenail rubbing against your shoe.

You can’t forget it’s there.

You’ll not forget Eddie’s out there

Until finally you or he is not.

I’m here, I’m here, I’m here, he’d say.

I wish you weren’t, I wish you weren’t, I wish you weren’t.
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Eddie didn’t give a fig about me though

Unless it was for money.

If it was money he needed, I was Eddie’s number one.

I am still number one for money.

It would be worse if I were his mother—may the Lord have mercy on that poor, destroyed woman—God couldn’t save her from Eddie. Eddie sent her to her grave. The way Eddie will surely send me to my grave. He’ll send you to the grave too if you stand near him long enough. Hold him at arm’s length. Go on push these papers out in front of you and count to twenty.

Don’t.

Don’t stand near him.

Easier now.

Now he’s gone to Canada.

Pity the Canadians.

It’ll take them a while to come around to him.

Then they’ll ship him back to us.

I’ll be gone by then.

I intend to be dead before I ever face that fella again.

Use this pile of papers as a weapon between you and Eddie.

Especially if he tries to kiss you.

Whatever you do put your hand across your mouth

He’ll give you cold sores.

Hot burns.

Never learned.

Did Eddie.

For now he’s quiet.

He’s gone quiet.

I intend to be dead before Eddie is ever noisy again.

Have I already said that? Hard to keep track of what’s said. People are always saying things I’ve never said. Exactly what I said to the first Judge. Hard to keep track, I said. Not a bit, he scowled. I won’t forget his scowl. I shook my head at that scowl. I don’t regret that. I’d do it again.

I have it planned this way. I’ve learned all I need to know about getting gone from the Tall Man. The instructions are in a box up there, cupboard over my head, near the front, easy to reach if you are reading this and finding me dead and looking for them. I am going to attach a note to the inside strap of my watch to make it easy for you to locate them. The tiny sticker will read cupboard

I always found fellas very difficult. I never got tangled up in them for that reason. I put my head down and lived a reasonable life. Or rather once I put the head down, I lived a reasonable life.

Women are no easier. So don’t be fooled thinking otherwise.

They are all awful, awful, awful.

All humans are awful.

All of us are awful.

Be very suspicious.

Stick to cats or carp.

Goats are less trouble than humans.

He’s mad as a goat, they’ll say. Yet I never met a goat as mad as a man.

Goats never caused me mounds of grief.

Goats never sat like a pile of rank mush in my kitchen.

Worse thing they ever did was eat something they couldn’t digest, yet you’d no more go down their throat after it. You leave them be. You let them decide, do you want to live or die? Do you want to carry on or take a left turn?

A man though, he could get into your kidneys and irritate them & you in a very special way. It’s why women are up in the night to go to the toilet as they age. They are widdling the confused strain of anger gathered up in there all day. I’ve no explanation as to why men are up piddling all night too, except perhaps it’s God’s subtle way of tormenting them. He goes straight for the pipe does our Saviour.

Out of the toilet quick, Bina!

Before I’m distracted.

I’m an awful woman for distraction.

Curiosity was my downfall.

You’ll see yet.

But let us return to the goats.

Not demanding, goats.

Unless they sneak out.

Then and even then, and only then, it’s the humans cause a big fuss. The goats don’t much mind the humans; they carry on doing what they do, a simple desire to eat briars unimpeded. Armoured tongues. Clipping nibbles. Head in. Chomp crunch. Down. Down. You could be dying on the ground and a goat would eat all the way around you, and not take a lick or a bare sniff at you. He’d follow the feed.

Not the humans! Oh no, big fuss when goats escape. They’re out on the road! Mad. Arms waving. Phones ringing. Thumb-stabbing slipped texts to the wrong farmer. They raise their voices. They’ll shout at any man who’ll hear. Any ear. Or woman. And amid shrieking carnival and lifeboat dispatch you’d wonder wherever did they think goats were before we put them into fields and sheds? Where do they think the wild goats are? The goats just keep on eating and buck about. They don’t mind your trumpet or your texts.

I’ve had to give up my goats on account of the humans. Let me be clear on that, it wasn’t the other way round. I haven’t given up my goats for any reason aside from Eddie. Don’t listen when they say oh it’s her age or her health or the diabetes or she needs to lose weight. I haven’t the diabetes. It’s Joanie, God rest her, who had the diabetes. None of us knew. She kept it quiet and now she’s dead and that’s what happens when you keep things quiet. Though I do believe in keeping some things quiet. Phil had it too, the diabetes.8

I am as strong as steel. Unbendable Bina. It’s just the humans are doing me in. Not the goats, not the diabetes. I don’t even eat cakes. If I start eating cakes, it’s because they drove me to it. Eddie would drive you to eat cakes. I’m surprised I didn’t plunge my face down into a Victoria sponge, with him and now this other tall fella breaking my brain to crumb.
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There has to be a plan. I’ll have to kill the cat if I’m to go. That’s a pity. For the best. Nice cat though. Except when it piddled all over the place early on. Including on my new pillows, because Eddie locked the poor craytur in my bedroom. Them’s the sort of stupid thing Eddies do.

I didn’t want it to get out, he said.

You locked him in my bedroom for two days and gave him no food because you didn’t want him to get out?

He didn’t get out tho’, he said.

He couldn’t get out! He was locked in!

That cat’s not dead, said he. As if there were some fear the cat would be dead if it lived a normal cat’s life.

It’s very hard to get run over when you are locked inside my bedroom.

Most cats die. Most cats let out die. They die on the road.

And he believes it. He holds fast. Plain, dry, seasoned oblivious. Smothered with fungal oblivion. He could live, die and rise again entirely oblivious that man. Every time the thought revisits me that I should have left him in that ditch. I am thinking it as I write this to you. I’m warning you not to lift men out of ditches and don’t trust the common declaration “all he needs is a bang on the head.” Eddie received a big bang on the head when he landed off his motorbike in my ditch and there is no evidence of it improving him. I don’t know how I didn’t take the cat and brain him with it. Except the poor creature had suffered enough. My pillows never recovered and the smell of cat piss still lingers. It’s a reminder. Heed your reminders. Your mistakes always come with reminders. Often there’s a smell of a reminder. Log it. Sniff it. Choke on it. Make your nose passport and border control. Let no one in.

Since Eddie’s gone, I’ve put items in his bed to remind myself he is gone. But I had to throw out the mattress,9 the pillows and sheets he’d slept on for years, because he was filthy anytime he lay down on them. You could never wash the smell of him away. I’ve one room stinks of cat’s piss and another of Eddie. I hesitated though, because according to my prophecy I thought the smell of him could, if I left it, serve as a warning. I’m happy to say I’m past needing a warning, which is why I am able to batter this out to yourselves. I’ve transcended.

I often wonder at the women who give birth to awful young fellas like Eddie. I think there’s a case to be heard for shoving the likes of Eddie back up and starting all over again. I believe in abortion since I met Eddie. It’s only a shame you can’t abort a 40-year-old.
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I believe in obliteration. I believe in removing useless specimens from the planet. I don’t say it aloud, but I’m committed. You can only say it aloud if God has told you to do it. He hasn’t, but On My Oath if I were called I would serve. Likewise, I believe that the more useful amongst us should also have some choice about when we go. That is why I joined the Group when the Tall Man came to my door.

Eddie’s gone quiet now.

So we are waiting. That’s all I do now.

Wait.

Suspiciously.

Primed.
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What kind of a strange place is Canada if they let Eddie in?

Maybe they don’t know he’s in.

I won’t tell them.

They can keep him.

He’s theirs.

Sometimes they send them back.

I don’t want Eddie back.

Maybe I’ll phone the embassy and register

He’s not mine and I don’t want him.
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I rang the embassy

There was a bit of confusion

You don’t need a visa, the woman said

I’m not after a visa, I said

I’m in bed and I won’t be going anywhere.

I was going to tell her I was arrested.

I decided to tell her.

I was arrested, I said.

Was I Canadian?

Not a bit, I said. I was never there in my life. I only saw an advert for it on the television.

I’m calling about a fella you’ve let in there.

The line went dead.

I waited.

Hold for consulate services, said she.

And a phone rang and a recorded woman’s voice said she was Daphne and not at her desk.

I thought it was a bit silly, telling that.

If someone wanted to rob her they’d know now was a good time to do it.

I left her a message.

Daphne, I said, You don’t know me and I am ringing you anonymous about a man who is over there and if ever you send him back, no matter what he says, don’t send him back to me. I hung up. I felt much better.

That finally I had said to someone he’s not to come here.

If I said it once, I could say it again.

I was grateful to Daphne for listening to it.
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I started thinking a lot about Canada and what kind of people might be there, and would there be any hope they’d beat Eddie over the head?

I didn’t like their Prime Minister, he was flighty. He looked like he’d take off if he went rolling up an escalator too fast. But he’d a good coat on him. I don’t like our Prime Minister. He’s an awful man. I can’t remember his name but he’s very hairy ears. A bit like a wolf. I’ll be honest I’m only repeating what a woman I delivered Meals on Wheels to said about him, because I’m not much for television. Her name was Mary and one day out of nowhere she said, would you look at the ears on him. She was pointing at the television claiming it was the Taoiseach. I didn’t have the heart to tell her it was actually a badger and now I’m after repeating the story myself without remembering the woman was confused. She was angry about something, I forget what. I agreed with what she was angry about. For I’m angry about a lot of things and I’ve no one agreeing with me at all.

That’s a warning. Two even.

Find someone who’ll agree with you.

Don’t repeat stories about people on the television.
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Life is nothing but ordeals.

Have you noticed?

There are ordeal creators.

That’s a fact.

Eddie’s one.

One Eddie is too many.

Anytime I hear that name I take a jolt. There was a dog passing recent and I thought I heard a voice call out Eddie. I ran inside and hid in my bed. Literally pulled the covers up over my head. I said to myself that dog’ll kill you if you stay out another three seconds. And I waited. I waited to hear Eddie’s gorsy tones. Nothing. That was when I realized Eddie had gone to my head. That I was suffering in his absence.
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The next day, though, was a Wednesday and I woke up with sense again.

I recovered. I was glad that Eddie was gone.

Long may he stay that way.

I wouldn’t want him dead tho’

Because it might be up to me to bury him

And it would be an awful lot of work

And I’m not for another funeral for a while.

Except, obviously, my own.

That’s a bit glum.

But that’s what a man like Eddie will do to you.

He’d make you glum.

Especially on a Tuesday.

Watch Tuesdays. Careful on Tuesdays. They are very dangerous days.

Hard on the head.

If you’re a man called Eddie reading this: Change your name. Say you are Sam or Tom.



 

_________________

3 I was arrested most recently in the shampoo aisle at Boots. I preferred being arrested at Shannon Airport. People thought I was being arrested for shoplifting in Boots. I wasn’t. I never stole anything in my life.

4 I know I was in jail for a week.

5 I hate Castlebar. The radio described me as a Castlebar woman. “A Castlebar woman was remanded to custody this week charged with [image: Illustration].” All kinds of unhelpful things are said on radios. I know. I listen to a lot of radio.

I am not
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