Thirteen

I can still feel his hot tobacco breath on my face. 

He stinks. 

I reek.

The pointed finger of guilt. 

I run.

I burst in the front door. The smell of Mum’s cooking leaves a bitter taste in my mouth. 

“Séan? How was school? Did you go to church after?” 

I race up the stairs. Into the shower, my clothes coming off. Again. 

“Dinner's ready!” I'm not. 

At school the next day we run behind the bicycle shed. Patrick has some fags. I retch. 

The putrid smell of shame. 

“Hickey’s on the loose!” The signal for us all to disperse. 

I buy Triple-X mints. And a bar of soap. Mick and Patrick and John buy bars of chocolate. 

His car is at the house. “Sean, where are your manners. Say hello to Father Murray! I’m so sorry, Father. I don’t know what’s gotten into him. He’s been so… different lately. And his grades have dropped, you know… Séan, apologise to Father Murray!”

I hate Sundays. And Wednesdays. And Thursdays. And pretty much every other day of the week.

It's Saturday. I walk out next to Mick. I glance at him sideways. He is staring straight ahead. I follow his gaze. I stumble over my cassock. My trousers are wet as I reach the altar.

“In the name of the Father, and of the Son… Good morning, my dear people. I am Father Flynn. I am your new parish priest.”

He’s gone. But he never will be.

I hated the smell of pubs until the smoking ban came in.

My son is thirteen today. He is not baptised.
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