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I am afraid to own a Body –

I am afraid to own a Soul –

Profound – precarious Property –

Possession, not optional –

Emily Dickinson


YOU

I was chasing something, something not tangible. Something that evaded my grasp and hung in the air. I was envious of the women who looked at you, envious of their curves or their slimness, their breasts or their cheekbones, the pitch of their voice or the rasp of their laughter. I looked at these women and their hair that fell around their faces and I felt my own, my short hair that I tucked behind my ears, my hair that never fell around my face like a movie star or a fictional character in a book. And I hated their vintage clothing, the dress passed down to them by their mother and the swing of their skirts and the looseness of straps on shoulders. And I hated your smile and your open mouth and your teeth all gathered there, lined up and ready, like you would take them and chew them and swallow these women whole. 

And you did, you did swallow women whole. You swallowed me whole and I let you and I slipped down easily into your belly and I sat there with the other women and we looked at each other in our chewed-up, digested states and still their hair fell in front of their eyes and still their smiles looked more sophisticated and still my heart raged within me as I was churned and compacted by the muscles of your stomach. 

I wake up in cold sweats and I catch myself before I fall from bed and I pull my underwear on and I stand by the window. Then I climb onto my desk and open the window and lean out and let the cool night air encircle me. I could let myself go like this, I could slip out the window and into the night. The wind would carry me and plant me somewhere far away, a place where I wouldn’t remember Lar or Johnny or Dave or Kyle or Adam or Con. A place where I wouldn’t think about you and your smile and your great, sharkish teeth. Or maybe it wouldn’t carry me, maybe I’d be too heavy because of my heavy heart and instead I’d be dragged to the ground by the weight of gravity and I’d land there, and my head would smash from the force of falling, my skull splintered into tiny pieces. And the Guards would come, and they’d take me away and when they’d do the post-mortem, they’d open me up and inside, in there, in my belly would be the half-chewed and digested pieces of all my men. But not you. I never thought of you.


YOU

We met in summer, fifteen years after my first relationship and I instantly knew, this was different. You were different. We met when the days were long and the evenings came in slow, teasing us with the threat of darkness and rain. We sat by the canal with bare legs, fingering the open ends of alumi­nium cans. The cider was cheap and flat, warmed by our bodies as we carried them in our pockets to our favourite spot. And the grass was sparse and damp. It wet our clothes and when we got home you smelled of outside and tasted like rain. 

You didn’t play guitar or recite poetry, you didn’t get drunk or look at other women. You just sat and ran your hands over my body and your breath was heavy and warm against my cheek.

And I smiled, you know that unconscious smile that doesn’t give a warning. The smile that just spreads across your face and you only notice it when your jaw starts to ache and you move fingers to lips to find them spread there, all by themselves, all without your consent.

And we held hands and we walked along the canal, stepping over the outstretched legs of friends and couples and drunks. And there was music in the air, literally and figuratively. And the low beating from a cheap stereo seeped into our limbs and I don’t know if it was the music or the cider, but we felt like we were floating. And the sun was dropping slowly, and a crimson streak stained the sky and birds retreated to their nests in the high branches of trees. And taxis came and went, and revellers flowed to their friends with bags of alcohol, bought in Centra or Aldi, where they’d stood and laughed and argued by the fridge and flashed ID cards and debated mixers and linked arms and discussed the night ahead with fervent enthusiasm. 

And I smiled at them too, that uncontrollable grin that was my entire face now, lips to eyes. 

Girls in long dresses twirled dangerously close to the water’s edge and their boyfriends sat on the lock gates, spreading leather jackets out enticing them to sit down. And some guy would be shouting across the water, arms flailing, starting a chant that would never catch on. 

And both sides of the canal would be full now, one side packed with college students clutching cheap bottles of wine and on the other side, young professionals spilling out of the Barge with pints in plastic cups, hanging from a floppy cardboard holder.

And we were voyeurs, merely observing this salad-days rite of passage. We were outsiders, as girls kissed boys and boys kissed boys and girls kissed girls who kissed boys, and lips were cold now as the sun disappeared behind a low-hanging cloud and shadows formed from streetlights that flickered to life behind the bodies. 

And the grass felt wet now and the canal darkened and moved languorously, preparing for sleep. And the music felt louder, and the bodies felt warmer and we would soon return home to your place and we would open the bedroom window and the night air would keep us awake and the moon would cast a low light across the end of your bed, illuminating your toes as they brushed against the wooden bed frame. 


JOHNNY

The Killers were always playing back then and my hair smelled like Elnett. I wore those tight dresses with the ruched middle, maroon eyeshadow that I had no idea how to apply and shoes with heels that made me walk funny, like I’d polio or something. And I felt bad for thinking it but walking from the car to the pub with the girls, I always did. And they hurt my feet until I was on my third vodka and then I couldn’t feel them at all and then I was brave and would talk to him. 

I think it was an accident the first night we kissed. An accident for him I mean. He was so drunk but that didn’t matter to me, I didn’t care. I didn’t understand the rule of inebriation back then. At seventeen, I was a novice.

The room was small and warm and by midnight everyone was huddled together by the DJ in the corner and country pubs, Jesus they were claustrophobic as hell, weren’t they? I was on the outskirts, looking in at all the cool people, all the girls who’d had sex and had boyfriends and knew what second base meant. And DJ Kelly had that smoke machine, the one that clouded everything up and smelled nice, reminded me of when we did dance shows in school and I stood, vodka glass to my mouth, fingers twirling my hair that felt hard and sticky from the Elnett and I was pretending not to feel alone. 

I could see Lorraine dancing with Tom, all curls bouncing. She’d done her hair with her GHD and I wondered if I’d be able to do that. Maybe I would try next weekend, but I didn’t have a GHD just a Remington and maybe that wouldn’t work. And my mind was full of all these thoughts and the vodka was making them move fast through my brain and I could see myself in her place, all curls dancing and maybe Tom would dance with me then. But he wouldn’t, obviously and then Lorraine would be mad anyway so maybe it was for the best. Maybe I’d leave my hair straight and I’d stay on the outskirts. 

Then I saw him. Properly. He was talking to his brother Lar who had his arm around some girl with a tattoo on her upper arm and a packet of cigarettes in her hand. She had big breasts, blond hair and a confidence that I couldn’t even fathom. And Lar seemed to like her, kept whispering in her ear, and I wondered would anyone ever whisper in my ear. But I knew I’d never get a tattoo and I’d never even tried a cigarette.

Older guys sat at the bar and they drank darker liquor and pints and they talked, and I wondered when you made that transition, when you left the corner with the sticky floor from spilled alcopops and you sat down instead and had, was it deep conversation? 

Johnny was so tall and so handsome as he came towards me through the clouded room with his arms out and his grin wide and I should’ve, I don’t know, looked around, checked to see if someone cooler, prettier, stood behind me, but somehow I knew that tonight he was coming for me. 

His hands settled on my waist then and he pulled me into the sea of teenagers, all of us drunk on minimal amounts of hard liquor, all dressed up, ridiculously overdone for this small town. Bodies rubbed against my side, my back and my hair kept getting caught in fingers and arms but Johnny kept swinging me from side to side so I brushed it off and swayed with him. And he didn’t know the words, but he sang anyway and I laughed and I didn’t stop to think why he’d chosen me tonight. 

Maybe it was the dress, but this dress was just like all my others. Maybe it was my hair or maybe my breasts were finally coming in. But they weren’t, not really. His hair was sort of floppy and I liked it like that, I liked the way he moved his head and his hair followed after, like a guy in a Gillette commercial. And he smelled nice too and when he spun me around I got whiffs of his aftershave but I didn’t know the name because I’d never had a boyfriend, not like Lorraine who went to Boots every Christmas and had to pick out a different scent for each new boy. 

Johnny was one of the cool guys, he wore a leather jacket and people looked up to him. He only came to school four days a week and his brother, Lar, sold pot and I was just happy to be in his limelight for one night. 

Then they played ‘Mr Brightside’ and that signalled that the night was coming to an end, so he pulled me closer and his breath was on me now, all tobacco and Red Bull and my heart was all kinds of fluttering and skipping and beating. And I moved onto the toes of my ridiculously high polio shoes and he pressed his mouth to mine and he pushed his tongue between my lips. And I just thought about how tongues were so rough and abrasive and how it was weird that we liked to put them in each other. But I kissed him back and I knew he could feel me smiling and his hands were on my bum now and I’m sure he could feel everything through my tight dress and I knew people were watching. Then the lights came up and ­Lorraine pulled me into the girls’ toilets all giggling and laughing. 

—Oh my God, oh my God. 

I’m smiling too much, too hard. 

—Sheila is going to shit a brick. 

—What? Why?

—She’s been getting with him all month and then last night in O’Reilly’s he saw her get with Danny O’Neil and he was so pissed but now, revenge!

Lorraine high-fives me then because we both hate Sheila but suddenly my smile is gone. Now I know why he’d chosen me tonight. 

The speaker vibrates against my back as I balance my glass tentatively on my knee, bringing my hand down occasionally to stop it falling off. O’Reilly’s is half-empty, we arrived too early and now Cian lies back against the pool table and sighs. 

—This is bullshit.

I smile at him, bringing my glass to my lips.

—Wasn’t my idea.

I feel Lorraine straighten up in a chair beside me.

—I just wanted to, you know, get out. I was bored cooped up at home. What difference does it make?

I look at Cian again, now hoisting himself onto the table. We both start laughing. 

—What?

Lorraine throws her head from side to side.

—What? Go on, say it. 

I place my hand on her shoulder.

—Don’t worry hun, none of us are going to actually say it.

The not-so-well-kept secret that sat between us was that Lorraine was here to see Tom Doyle.

—He’s . . . all elbows.

Cian looks towards the bar as he says it.

—What does that even mean?

Lorraine seems annoyed.

—Just, I dunno, clumsy or something. 

Tom is sitting on a high stool surrounded by friends, all holding pints to their chests in what appears to be some sort of reverent silence.

—I just think they’re . . . boring?

I say it like a question.

Lorraine furrows her brow.

—Sorry, maybe he’s nice. 

I turn away from Tom and his friends and see Lorraine blushing.

—He is.

—Well then, never mind his elbows or his . . . dullness. I raise my glass and Cian hops off the pool table to clink glasses.

—Yeah, sorry hun.

He kisses Lorraine’s forehead.

Slowly the pub starts to fill and groups come to play pool, glasses left on our table.

—Lucky we aren’t roofers.

Cian thinks his sexual assault joke is funny but myself and Lorraine launch into a discussion about rape culture. It isn’t until much later that Lar and his crew arrive. We feel it before we even see them, a shift in everyone’s energy. The boss is in town. The pool table is swiftly vacated even though Lar is at the bar ordering drinks, but nobody wants to be the one asked to move. We are still sitting in our spot, five drinks in at this point and Lorraine takes her hair down, swings it back and forth vying for Tom Doyle’s attention. 

—Go talk to him,

Cian is insisting but Cian is drunk and doesn’t understand the perils of such a move. 

—What if he tells her to fuck off?

They both look at me now.

—Why would he do that?

Lorraine looks hurt, upset.

—Well, like, he won’t but, he could. 

—Why?

Cian asks while he pulls a box of cigarettes from his pocket and places them on the table.

—Okay, well not that but like . . . I dunno, I just wouldn’t have the balls. 

—Yeah but you’re little innocent Charlotte, Lorraine is a different species. 

We all laugh and I agree but I feel my face go red. 

In the end Tom Doyle comes to speak to us. He approaches confidently and I nudge Lorraine.

—See now, isn’t this much better than you chasing him?

But she isn’t listening, too busy tying her hair back up. He introduces himself to us and not long after takes Lorraine to the bar for a drink.

Cian looks at me long and hard across the table, tutting. 

—What? You were all for that a minute ago.

He gives me a patronising smile. 

—I know, the tut-tutting is for you. When are we going to get you a man?

I return his look with an equally patronising one of my own. Reaching across the table I place my hand on his hand and say

—and when are we going to get one for you? 

Then in one swift movement I grab his packet of cigarettes and hold them in the air like a trophy. 

—You bitch,

he cries and jumps up, grabbing the cigarettes from my fingers.

—The men of Coolfarnamanagh are not ready for Cian O’Shea. Actually, I might go out and have one. You’ll be okay here?

I nod. 

—Yes, maybe a prince will come and kiss me, and I’ll turn into a frog and then he can take me to his tower and rape me. 

—That’s some fucked-up fairy-tale you have there. 

—Aren’t they all?

I sit back laughing and sip my vodka orange. R.E.M. beats a rhythm on my back and I wonder why this DJ plays the same old shit every week. Then I wonder why we come here every week. It is as I’m mulling this over that I hear a commotion down the back. A row is breaking out and unsurprisingly, Lar Casey, Johnny’s brother, is at its centre. Some guy I don’t recognise is holding Lar back, Lar’s broad shoulders bursting through his thin t-shirt. 

That’s when I see Johnny, he swoops in and stands in front of Lar. A smile has spread onto Lar’s lips and he’s laughing at his rival. Johnny waves his arms, asking both to calm down and I notice such a difference in them. Johnny is smaller in stature, hair floppier, and his face is more serious. Lar’s face is weathered, holds character and there’s a confidence to how he carries himself. Johnny is confident too but it’s more forced. He pulls his shoulders up, puffs his chest out and frowns at Lar’s opponent. Lar lowers himself into a chair behind him and the other guy is dragged away by a group of friends. Lar wipes his mouth with the back of his hand and for a minute it looks like he might spit onto the floor, lip bleeding from a blow to the face. Johnny turns around and gestures to the barman, who comes running with a pint of water. Lar dips his fingers into the glass and pulls out two ice cubes, shakes them and places them to his lip. Johnny pats his shoulder and looks around. He’s looking for his friends. He’s looking for Sheila Ryan.

I turn back to my empty table now that the commotion has come to an end, the night’s theatrics over, and I pull out an ice cube from my glass. I hold it between my fingers and watch as the ice melts against my skin. I bring the ice to my face and feel the sharp coldness of it on my mouth. 

—Charlotte.

I look up and see Johnny standing at my table. His eyes are wide, lips too and he sits down on Lorraine’s chair.

—Johnny.

I smile as I say his name and drop the ice cube back into my glass.

—How the fuck are you?

He seems pleased to see me and I relax a little in my seat. 

—I’m good, yeah, not bad. 

—Good, good. Jesus, did you see all that carry-on over there. 

I nod.

—Fucking mental. I was like, boys, get the fuck away from my brother. 

I smile.

—Oh yeah?

—Yeah and they were all, fuck you, I’ll do you and I was like, who even are you? They’re from Kilmont or some shithole, like fuck off. 

—What do they have against your brother?

I look to the bar and see Lar being bought drinks and his crew drooling over him.

—I dunno, some shite from ages ago. All bullshit. 

All drugs, I’m thinking. 

—So, yeah, anyway, you uh, you look unreal. Like really nice. 

I look down at my top and I smile, embarrassed by the sudden change in conversation.

—I wanted to, you know, mention about the other night. 

Oh fuck.

—That was . . .

A mistake? An accident? The most awful thing that had ever happened and he hadn’t slept since due to the intense revulsion he felt at the thought of touching my arse in O’Donovan’s. 

—That was really nice. 

I look really nice. The other night was really nice. Everything was really nice.

I put my fingers back into my glass for lack of something to do and I push the melted ice around. 

—Yeah, yeah, I thought it was nice too.

Johnny smiles and moves his chair closer to me. 

—You’re a really good kisser. 

He moves his hand onto my shoulder then up around my neck and then he’s touching my ear. His arms are so tanned in his rolled-up white shirt and there’s sweat on his upper lip from defending his brother. He moves his face to mine and I can almost taste him, taste the beer and the cologne and the desire on his breath. Then he gently places his lips against mine and pulls my body into his and we are kissing now, and I can hear a cheer from someone deep in the pub and I don’t know if it’s Cian or Lorraine or some random person doing a random cheer but I’m smiling again and I know he can feel it. 

When he eventually pulls away he’s smiling too and he rubs his hands together. 

—Can I get you a drink?

I look at the table, at my empty glass of vodka but for some reason I say

—Ah no, I’m grand.

—You sure? Alright then, sure I better go see the patient, you know. 

He nods his head in the direction of Lar at the bar and I say

—Oh yeah, you better.

And I give the most embarrassing, feeble laugh. 

As soon as he leaves, I see Cian and Lorraine appear from the shadows like the resurrected Christ. 

—Oh my fucking God. Two weekends in a row!

Lorraine seems very pleased with the progress of my minor romance.

—He’s so fucking buff. 

Lorraine and I look at Cian for a definition of the word buff.

—Ugh, you’re all so straight. He


















OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		About the Author



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Dedication



		YOU



		YOU



		JOHNNY



		LAR



		JOHNNY



		LAR



		SAOIRSE 



		YOU



		DAVE



		SAOIRSE



		YOU



		KYLE



		YOU



		KYLE 



		YOU



		ADAM



		YOU



		SAOIRSE



		ADAM 



		YOU



		ADAM



		YOU



		SAOIRSE



		YOU



		THE OTHERS



		YOU



		CON



		YOU



		CON



		YOU



		CON



		YOU



		SOME RANDOM DUDE



		CON



		YOU



		SAOIRSE



		YOU



		SAOIRSE



		YOU



		ME



		US



		ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS











Page List





		Page i



		Page ii



		Page iii



		Page iv



		Page 1



		Page 2



		Page 3



		Page 4



		Page 5



		Page 6



		Page 7



		Page 8



		Page 9



		Page 10



		Page 11



		Page 12



		Page 13



		Page 14



		Page 15



		Page 16



		Page 17



		Page 18



		Page 19



		Page 20



		Page 21



		Page 22



		Page 23



		Page 24



		Page 25



		Page 26



		Page 27



		Page 28



		Page 29



		Page 30



		Page 31



		Page 32



		Page 33



		Page 34



		Page 35



		Page 36



		Page 37



		Page 38



		Page 39



		Page 40



		Page 41



		Page 42



		Page 43



		Page 44



		Page 45



		Page 46



		Page 47



		Page 48



		Page 49



		Page 50



		Page 51



		Page 52



		Page 53



		Page 54



		Page 55



		Page 56



		Page 57



		Page 58



		Page 59



		Page 60



		Page 61



		Page 62



		Page 63



		Page 64



		Page 65



		Page 66



		Page 67



		Page 68



		Page 69



		Page 70



		Page 71



		Page 72



		Page 73



		Page 74



		Page 75



		Page 76



		Page 77



		Page 78



		Page 79



		Page 80



		Page 81



		Page 82



		Page 83



		Page 84



		Page 85



		Page 86



		Page 87



		Page 88



		Page 89



		Page 90



		Page 91



		Page 92



		Page 93



		Page 94



		Page 95



		Page 96



		Page 97



		Page 98



		Page 99



		Page 100



		Page 101



		Page 102



		Page 103



		Page 104



		Page 105



		Page 106



		Page 107



		Page 108



		Page 109



		Page 110



		Page 111



		Page 112



		Page 113



		Page 114



		Page 115



		Page 116



		Page 117



		Page 118



		Page 119



		Page 120



		Page 121



		Page 122



		Page 123



		Page 124



		Page 125



		Page 126



		Page 127



		Page 128



		Page 129



		Page 130



		Page 131



		Page 132



		Page 133



		Page 134



		Page 135



		Page 136



		Page 137



		Page 138



		Page 139



		Page 140



		Page 141



		Page 142



		Page 143



		Page 144



		Page 145



		Page 146



		Page 147



		Page 148



		Page 149



		Page 150



		Page 151



		Page 152



		Page 153



		Page 154



		Page 155



		Page 156



		Page 157



		Page 158



		Page 159



		Page 160



		Page 161



		Page 162



		Page 163



		Page 164



		Page 165



		Page 166



		Page 167



		Page 168



		Page 169



		Page 170



		Page 171



		Page 172



		Page 173



		Page 174



		Page 175



		Page 176



		Page 177



		Page 178



		Page 179



		Page 180



		Page 181



		Page 182



		Page 183



		Page 184



		Page 185



		Page 186



		Page 187



		Page 188



		Page 189



		Page 190



		Page 191



		Page 192



		Page 193



		Page 194



		Page 195



		Page 196



		Page 197



		Page 198



		Page 200



		Page 201



		Page 202



		Page 203



		Page 204











OEBPS/images/logo.png





OEBPS/images/twitter.gif





OEBPS/images/Cover.jpg
CHRISTINE
ANNE FOLEY





