            An Gnáthrud
       le Déirdre Ní Ghriana

Bhí pictiúr gan fuaim ag teacht ón teilifís i gcoirnéal an tseomra sa bheár seo i mBéal Feirste, a bhí lán ó chúl go doras.  D’amharc Jimmy ar na teidil a bhí ag imeacht ón scannán roimh nuacht a naoi a chlog. Bhain sé súimín beag as a phionta a bhí roimhe agus smaointigh sé ar an léirscrios a bheadh ina dhiaidh sa bhaile.
Bheadh Sarah, a bhean chéile ag streachailt go crua ag iarraidh na páistí a chur ina luí. Chuirfeadh John, an duine ba shine acu, gasúr crua cadránta i gceann a cheithre bliana, chuirfeadh sé ina héadan go deireadh, cé go mbeadh fáinní dearga fá na súile aige ar mhéad is a chuimil sé leis an tuirse iad. Ach ní raibh amhras ar bith ar Jimmy cé aige a mbeadh bua na bruíne. Dá ndearcfadh sé ar an am a chuaigh thart, déarfadh geallghlacadóir ar bith go mbeadh an bua ag Sarah arís eile.
Mhothaigh Jimmy i gcónaí ciontach nuair a chuaigh sé a dh’ól lena chomrádaithe tráthnóna Dé hAoine nuair a bheadh obair na seachtaine déanta acu; agus ba mhíle ba mheasa é ó tháinig an cúpla ar an saol sé mhí ó shin.  Bhí a choinsias ag cur isteach chomh mór sin air is nach raibh pléisiúr dá laghad aige san oilithreacht sheachtainiúil go tobar Bhacais lena chomrádaithe.

Chan ea gur fear mór ólacháin a bhí riamh ann; níorbh ea. Gan fiú a chairde féin nach dtug ‘fear ólta sú’ air ar mhéad is gur chloígh sé leis an mheasarthacht i ngnoithe ólacháin. Agus leis an fhírinne a dhéanamh, bhí an oiread dúil sa chraic agus sa chuideachta aige is a bhí aige i gcaitheamh siar piontaí. Ar ndóigh ba Sarah ba chúis le é a leanstan den chruinniú sheachtainiúil seo.  Ní ligfeadh  an  bród  di bheith ar a 
The Usual Thing
         by Déirdre Ní Ghrianna
There was a picture without sound coming from the television in the corner of the room in this Belfast bar that was full from the back to the door. Jimmy looked at the titles rolling away in the film before the 9 o’clock news. He took a small swig from his pint and thought afterwards about the chaos that would be happening at home. 
Sarah, his wife, would be struggling hard trying to get the children to bed.  John, the oldest of them, a tough, headstrong four year old, would be resisting to the last, even though there’d be red rings under his eyes from him rubbing them out of being tired.  But Jimmy was in no doubt at all who would eventually win out.  Any bookie who had seen what had happened on previous occasions, would say that Sarah would be victorious yet again. 
Jimmy always felt guilty when he went drinking with his mates on Friday afternoon when the week’s work was done; and it was a thousand times worse since the twins were born six months ago.  It was playing on his conscience so much that he no longer got the slightest pleasure from his weekly pilgrimage with his mates to The Well of Bacchus. 
Although it wasn’t that he was ever a big drinker; he wasn’t.  Didn’t even his friends call him ‘the juice drinker’ because he adhered to moderation when drinking. And to be honest, he had as much interest in the craic and the company as he had in knocking back pints. Of course it was Sarah who made him continue with this weekly get-together.  Her pride wouldn’t allow it to be …. 
athrach de dhóigh, nó níor lú uirthi an diabhal ná a chairde a rá go raibh sé faoi chrann smola aici.

Mar sin de, bhí a fhios ag Jimmy nár bheo dó a bheo dá dtigfeadh sé abhaile roimh a deich a chlog, nó dá ndéanfadh, bhéarfadh Sarah a sháith dó. Bhí sé oibrithe amach ina intinn aige go raibh am aige le cur eile a chur ar chlár agus ansin go dtiocfadh leis slán a fhágáil ag an chuideachta agus a bhealach a dhéanamh a fhad leis an Jasmine Palace, áit a dtiocfadh leis curaí a fháil dó féin agus chop suey do Sarah, cuid eile de dheasghnátha na hAoine.
‘Anois, a fheara, an rud céanna arís?’

‘Beidh ceann beag agam an t-am seo, mura miste leat, a Jimmy.’

Tháinig aoibh ar bhéal Jimmy agus chlaon sé a cheann mar fhreagra.  Bhí a fhios aige go mbeadh Billy sa bheár go gcaithfí amach é nó bhí a bhean ar shiúl go Sasain a dh’amharc ar an ua dá deireanaí dá gcuid. Ar ndóigh bhí Billy ag ceiliúradh an linbh úir i rith na seachtaine. Tháinig an gaffer air le casoid chrua fán dóigh a raibh sé ag leagan na mbrící.  B’éigean do Jimmy tarrtháil a thabhairt air agus geallstan don gaffer go gcoinneodh sé ag gabháil mar ba cheart é.
Rinne Jimmy cuntas ina intinn ar an deoch a bhí le fáil aige agus tharraing sé ar an bheár.  Bhí Micí, an freastalaí, ansin roimhe agus é ag éisteacht leis na pótairí a bhí ina suí ag an bheár, má b’fhíor dó.  Chonacthas do Jimmy go raibh na pótairí céanna seo greamaithe do na stólta. D’aithin sé na haghaidheanna uilig agus thug sé fá dear go suíodh achan mhac máthar acu ar an stól céanna gan teip. Chuaigh sé ag smaointiú ar an saol a gcaithfeadh bheith acu sa bhaile; ní raibh a fhios aige cad é mar a thiocfadh leo  suí  ansin  uair 
…any other way as there would be nothing worse for her than his friends saying he was under her thumb.
Therefore Jimmy knew that his life wouldn’t be worth living if he were to arrive home before ten o’clock, for if he did, Sarah would really let him have it. He had worked kit out in his mind to stand one more round of drinks and then he could bid farewell to the gathering and make his way to the Jasmine palace, where he could get a curry for himself and chop suey for Sarah, another part of the Friday ritual.
‘Now, men, the same again?’

‘I’ll have a small one this time, if you don’t mind Jimmy.’

A smile came on Jimmy’s lips and he nodded his head in reply.  He knew that  Billy would be in the bar until it was thrown out, for his wife was missing over in England visiting the latest grandson of theirs. Of course, Billy too was celebrating the new arrival during the week. The gaffer came with a serious complaint about the way he was laying the bricks.  Jimmy had to come to his rescue by promising the gaffer that he would keep things going the way they should.
Jimmy worked out in his head what drink was to be got and approached the bar.  Mickey, the barman, was there in front of him, listening to the drunks who were sitting at the bar, if he were to be believed.  It seemed to Jimmy that these same drunks were stuck to the stools. He recognized all their faces, and he noticed that every last single one of them sat on the same stool without fail. He started thinking about what kind of lives they must have at home; he didn’t know how they managed to sit there hour….
ina dhiaidh uaire is gan scrupall coinsiasa ar bith orthu.

Níor thuig Jimmy cad chuige nach raibh na fir seo ag iarraidh gabháil na bhaile. B’fhéidir gurbh airsean a bhí an t-ádh. Bhí Sarah agus na páistí aige; bhí, agus teach deas seascair.  Ina dhiaidh sin ní raibh an teach chomh maith sin nuair a cheannaigh siad é; ceithre mhíle punt a thug siad don Housing Executive ar son ballóige, féadaim a rá, a raibh brící sna fuinneoga ann.  Bhain sé bunús bliana as deis a chur ar a theach, ag obair ag deireadh na seachtaine agus achan oíche, amach ó oíche Aoine, ar ndóigh.
Ach ba í Sarah a rinne baile de, na cuirtíní a rinne sí as fuílleach éadaigh a cheannaigh sí ag aonach na hAoine, nó na cathaoireacha nach dtug sí ach deich bpunt orthu i jumble agus ar chuir sí snas úr orthu.  Ní raibh aon seomra sa teach nár chóirigh sí go raibh siad cosúil leis na pictiúir a tchífeá ar na hirisí lonracha ardnósacha. Anois agus é ag fanacht lena sheal ag an bheár, b’fhada le Jimmy go dtaradh oíche Sathairn nuair a bheadh sé féin agus Sarah ábalta teannadh lena chéile ar an tolg ag amharc ar video agus buidéal beag fíona acu.

‘Seacht bpionta Guinness agus ceann beag, le do thoil, a Mhicí.’

‘Goidé mar atá na girseacha beaga, a Jimmy? Is dóiche nach bhfuil tú ag fáil mórán codlata ar an aimsir seo…’

‘Gabh mo leithscéal, a Mhicí, déan sé phionta agus ceann beag de sin, mura miste leat.’

Thug caint Mhicí mothú ciontach chun tosaigh in intinn Jimmy, cé gur mhaith a bhí a fhios aige gurbh iad Elizabeth agus Margaret na páistí ab fhearr a cuireadh chun saoil riamh. Anois, b’fhada le Jimmy go dtógfadh sé iad, duine ar achan lámh, agus go dteannfadh sé lena 
after hour and they having no pang of conscience.
Jimmy didn’t understand why these men were not trying to go home.  Perhaps he was the lucky one.  He had sarah and the children; yes, and a nice comfortable house. But in saying that, the house wasn’t so good when they bought it; four thousand Pounds they gave to the Housing Executive  for  a ruin of a house, I can say, the windows  bricked up.  It took the best part of a year to get the house into shape, working at the weekend, and every night except for Friday evening, of course.
But it was Sarah who made a home of it, the curtains she made from scraps of material she bought at a Friday market, or the chairs that she gave only ten Pounds for at a jumble-sale and then made them look cool. There wasn’t a room in the house that she hadn’t done up and that weren’t like the pictures you’d see in one of those posh glossy magazines. Now waiting for his turn at the bar, Jimmy longed that Saturday evening would come when he and Sarah could hug one another, watch a video and have a small bottle of red wine.
‘Seven pints of Guinness and a small one, please, Mickey.’
‘How are the little girls, Jimmy?  I suppose that you’re not getting much sleep these days…’
‘Excuse me, Mickey, make six pints and a small one of those, if you don’t mind.’
What Mickey said brought a sense of guilt to the fore in Jimmy’s mind, although he knew well that Elizabeth and Margaret were the best children that had ever been born into the world.  Now, Jimmy longed to take them, one in each arm, and to hug them to his….
chroí iad agus go dtéadh sé a cheol daofa agus éisteacht leo ag plobaireacht.

Chuir Micí dhá losaid fána lán gloiní ar an chuntar agus thug Jimmy chun tábla fá dheifir iad. Chaith sé siar deireadh a phionta, d’fhág sé slán ag an chuideachta agus rinne a bhealach a fhad le biatheach na Síneach.
Amuigh ar an tsráid, agus ceo na Samhna  thart air, ní raibh in Jimmy ach duine gan ainm. Thiontaigh sé anois coiléar a chasóige agus shiúil na cúpla céad slat a thug a fhad leis an Jasmine Palace.  Istigh ansin bhí an t-aer trom le boladh spíosraí agus teas bealaithe.

Bhí triúr nó ceathrar de dhéagóirí istigh roimhe agus iad ar meisce ar fíon úll.  Bhí a n-aird ar an bhiachlár ghealbhuí fána lán mílitriú agus bhí siad ag cur is ag cúiteamh eatarthu féin fá cad é a cheannódh siad ar na pinginí a bhí fágtha acu.

Bhí Liz, mar a thug achan chustaiméir uirthi, ag freastal – girseach scór mbliain, í díomhaoin, cé go raibh iníon beag ceithre bliana aici, rud a d’inis sí do Jimmy i modh rúin.
‘An ghnáthrud, a Jimmy. Tá tú rud beag luath anocht?’

‘Tá, nó ba mhaith liom gabháil na bhaile go bhfeice mé goidé mar atá na páistí.’

‘Níl mórán de do mhacasamhail ag gabháil ar an aimsir seo.  Bunús na bhfear, ní bhíonn ag cur buartha orthu ach iad féin agus na cairde agus a gcuid piontaí.’

Tháinig deargnáire ar Jimmy. Ní raibh lá rúin aige an tseanchuimhne nimhneach sin a mhúscailt i gceann Liz - an stócach a bhí seal i ngrá léi agus a d’fhág ina dhiaidh  sin  í nuair  a  theann  an saol go 
heart and to sing to them and to listen to them going ga-ga, gu-gu.
Mickey placed a tray under all the glasses on the counter and Jimmy took them to the table in a hurry.  He threw back the last of his pint, bid farewell to the company and made his way as far as the Chinese take-away.
Out on the street, the November mist surrounded him, Jimmy was only a nameless person. He turned up the collar of his coat and walked the couple of hundred yards as far as the Jasmine Palace. Inside the air was heavy with the smell of spices and oily heat.
There were three or four teenagers there ahead of him and they were drunk on cider.  There attention was focused on the bright yellow menu, full of misspellings and they were discussing what they would buy with the few pennies they had left.
Liz, as every customer called her, serving – she was a girl of twenty years, unmarried, although she had a small four year old daughter, something she had told Jimmy in a secret way.
‘The usual, Jimmy.  You’re a little bit early tonight?’
‘I am, but I wanted to get home so I could see how the children are doing.’
‘There are not many like you going about these days.  Most men aren’t concerned about anything except themselves, their friends and their pints.’
Jimmy got extremely embarrassed. He hadn’t the slightest intention of doing Liz’s head in with that old bitter memory - the young lad who was, for a while, in love with her and then left her when life 
crua orthu.  Bhí tost míshuaimhneach eatarthu agus bhí Jimmy sásta nuair a tháinig duine de na stócaigh óga chuige ag iarraidh mionairgead briste ar bith a bheadh fána pócaí aige. Thug Jimmy traidhfil airgid rua agus boinn chúig pingine dó.  Rinne sé gnúsachtach mar bhuíochas, phill ar a chairde agus d’fhógair daofa go raibh a sáith airgid anois acu le hiasc agus sceallóga a cheannach, agus tobán beag curaí lena chois.
Rinne Jimmy staidéar ar na stócaigh seo. Shílfeadh duine gur bhaill iad de chumann rúnda inteacht ina raibh sé de dhualgas ar ball beannú dá chéile sa chuid ba ghairbhe de chaint ghraosta, ghraifleach, ghnéasach na Sacsanach.  D’fhéach Jimmy lena chluasa a dhruidim in éadan na tuile seo.  Ach ar ndóigh, ní féidir an rabharta a chosc.
Rinne foscladh ar an chomhla bheag sa bhalla ar chúl an chuntair, agus cuireadh mála bia agus ticéad amach. Thiontaigh Liz a súile ó na stócaigh garbha a bhí ag diurnú buidéal Olde English.

‘Seo duit, a Jimmy, oíche mhaith agus slán abhaile.’

Chlaon Jimmy a cheann mar fhreagra, thóg an mála donn agus d’oscail doras trom na sráide.  Chonacthas dó gur éirigh an oíche iontach fuar.  Chuir sé mála an bhia taobh istigh dá chasóg in aice lena chliabhrach leis an teas a choinneáil ann, cé nach raibh i bhfad le siúl aige.
Chuaigh sé ag smaointiú ar an chraos tine a bheadh sa teallach roimhe, agus an dá phláta agus an dá fhorc a bheadh réidh ag Sarah agus í ag súil leis na bhaile.  Ba mhian leis luí aici agus inse di cad é chomh sona sásta is a bhí sé le linn iad bheith le chéile.

Chonaic sé ina intinn féin í, fána gruaig chatach  bhán.   Ba  chóir  a  bheith  go 

tough for them.  There was an uneasy silence between them and Jimmy was pleased when one of the young lads approached him look for any lose change he might have had in his pockets.  Jimmy gave him a small amount of coppers and one five-penny piece.  He made a grunt in thanks, returned to his friends and announced to them that they had enough money now to buy fish and chips and a small tub of curry to go with it.
Jimmy studied these young lads.  A person would think that they were members of some secret society in which members were obliged to greet one another in most obscene, course, and sexual language to be found in English.  Jimmy attempted to close off his ear in face of this deluge.  But of course, he is not able to stop the torrent.
A small hatch was opened in the wall behind the counter, and a bag of food with a ticket was given out.  Liz turned her gaze from the rough young lads who were draining a bottle of Olde English.
‘Here you are, Jimmy,  good night and safe home.’
Jimmy nodded his head in reply, he took the brown bag and opened the heavy door to the street.  It seemed to him that the night had got amazingly cold. He placed the bag of food inside his coat beside his chest to keep it warm, even though he hadn’t far to walk.
He started thinking about the roaring fire that would be in the hearth to greet him, and the two plates and the two forks that Sarah would have ready, expecting him home. He wanted to sit beside her and tell her how happy and content he is since they have been together.
He pictured her in his mind, with her long curly blond hair.  He ought to be..
dtiocfadh leis a boladh a chur, ach a Dhia, chomh mór agus ba mhaith leis a lámha a chur thart uirthi agus luí aici.

Caillte ina smaointe féin, ní raibh a fhios ag Jimmy cad é a bhí ag gabhail ar aghaidh thart air. Níor chuala sé an carr gan solas a bhí ag tarraingt go fadálach as dorchadas na hoíche. Ní fhaca sé an splanc solais, ach ar an saol seo dáiríre, scaoil stócach a raibh caint ní ba ghraiflí aige ná an mhuintir a bhí sa teach itheacháin, scaoil sé urchar a shíob leath a chloiginn de Jimmy agus a d’fhág ina luí ar an tsráid reoite é.  Bhí an fhuil ag púscadh ar an talamh fhuar liath agus ag meascadh lena raibh sna boscaí aluminium.
able to recall her scent, but God, how much he wanted to put his arms around her and to lie beside her.
Lost in his thoughts, Jimmy didn’t know what was going on around him. He didn’t hear the car without lights that was drawing closer unhurriedly in the darkness of the night. He didn’t see the flash of light, but in the real world, a youth whose language was far coarser than the folk he had met in the take-away, shot a bullet that blew away half of Jimmy’s head and left him lying on the frozen street.  The blood was oozing on the cold ground and mixing with what was in the aluminium boxes.
