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Bridie stuffed the crumpled £10 note into her pocket, furtively. This was her 

‘tip’. Selena and Sharleen, they never shared their tips, the cheeky bitches; even their 

names annoyed her. 

Her Wee Sean could wipe the floor with them; they just worked in a Coffee 

Shop; he had a trade, a plumber, with his own van now and his nice wife Anne-Marie, and 

their two boys Sean and Declan with another wee one on the way.  

‘Bridie, would you try harder with the Gents. We keep getting complaints about 

the horrible smell in there.’ 

She had heard this before and had told them over and over that it was soaking 

wet under the linoleum.  She just kept her head down, kept working away, hoping that 

Selina would give up; that she would just ‘Eff Off’.  

‘Are you actually listening to me, Bridie? Look, if you’re too old to get down to 

clean behind the bowl, I’ll tell Head Office that we need a younger, fitter Domestic 

Assistant.’ 

Bridie shrugged her shoulders. 

‘That’s your last warning!’  

Selina, tall and very thin, flounced away with a swish of her long bright red pony 

tail, teetering on her 4” heels. 

‘Effin clown, effin giraffe, so you are’, Bridie muttered, quietly. 

‘I heard that, you cheeky old Irish bitch’, whispered Sharleen, reeking horrible 

tobacco breath into Bridie’s ear. Bridie hated that smell; she had tried so hard to get 

Big Sean to stop. Ignoring Sharleen, she kept clearing away and wiping fast, as always.  

It always amazed her how ‘the Elephant’ could sneak up on her so quietly. She 

was always telling her friend, “Orla, she is that big and round, so she is, with a right 

nose on her and big ears, and that big black make-up. She must be well over forty and 

still dressing like a wee lassie. And she thinks she’s God’s Gift, so she does. She must 

have one of those magic mirrors.” 

At 54 Bridie was neat and tidy, scrubbed super-clean and still very attractive. 

One time she had overheard them talking about her.  

“Aye, she looks OK, like. But at her age, like, can you imagine her still getting 

it?” 
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“God, no way, like, I mean after you’re 50, like, you must be too old to do it 

anyway.” 

“Well I don’t effin care about her. She’s had her turn, like. I just want to get 

some of it, like, for myself.”  

Bridie almost laughed out loud, thinking, ‘Try the effin Zoo, you cows!’ 

 

 

Bridie was from Ballybunnion and Sean from Athlone, and both 19 when they met 

at the Irish Dancing in Govanhill. She had been a right ‘looker’; and he was tall and 

handsome. They had fancied each other right away. Sex that first night; sex every 

night; married within six months so that Wee Sean could be born with a Daddy. 

Something went wrong inside her when he was born and so Wee Sean was an only child. 

Although she loved her Council house in Drumchapel, her ambition was to move to 

Govanhill, nearer the Irish Club. With Sean’s drinking and smoking they had always 

struggled on his road-mender’s wages, until she got her wee job. Then two years ago Big 

Sean had keeled over in the Pub. Now she was struggling again, with money and the bills 

and letters.  

Only Orla knew her secret; Bridie could not read or write, or count. 

_________________________________________________________________ 

 

Bridie was fast asleep with the TV going. The doorbell was ringing and ringing.  

The key turned in the lock and Orla breezed into the Living Room. 

‘Bridie, I missed you at the Bingo. Are you not well in yourself now girl?’  

‘I was so knackered when I got back, Orla. You see, the Giraffe and the 

Elephant were on at me again the day, about that smell in the Gents. They just don’t 

listen about that linoleum.’ 

‘Stupid cows, so they are.’  

‘I was down there on my knees for ages, with the Dettol, and stopping all the 

time for the guys, you know: ‘if they have to go, they have to go.’ 

‘Pity their Mammies didn’t teach them to aim right, eh? But, Bridie, did you see 

your man again?’ 
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‘No. The Bhoys are away at Aberdeen the day.’ 

‘Now, Bridie, have you not had a bit tea to yourself then?’ 

‘Not yet.’ 

‘Look you Bridie, rest yourself, girl, and I’ll rustle you up some tea, so I will. And 

for the Love of God get that gas fire going or we’ll freeze to death in here.’  

Bridie turned the gas fire to ‘Full’, lay back into the old couch and closed her 

eyes. 

 

 

Frank was a Ballybunnion man and he had fancied Bridie all of his life. Eventually 

he had plucked up the courage to follow her to Glasgow, hoping to win her, somehow.  

But he had been too late: Big Sean already had her pregnant.  

He had tried for a few other girls but his big bent nose and stutter had made 

him a bit of a joke. He got a job on the buses, first as a Conductor, and then as a 

Driver. He followed the Celtic everywhere, one advantage of a bachelor life. It was 

ages before he heard that Big Sean had croaked.  

Frank went back to the Irish dancing, hoping to see her; but no luck. He knew 

she worked in that fancy Coffee Shop in town and so, giving the Celts a miss, he 

dressed up in his best togs and went in to see if she was there.  

‘So h-h-here she is at l-l-last, the finest d-d-dancer in all Ireland. H-h-how are 

you B-b-Bridie? Sorry to h-h-hear about your l-l-loss.’ 

‘So it’s your own self, Francis Mahoney, so it is. My God, it’s good to see you.’  

She smiled wistfully, as her hand went out and touched his face.  

‘So, have you been at a funeral the day, Francis? God, you’re right up there in 

the fashion stakes, with that suit, so you are.’ 

‘Bridie, come on, stop gabbing here, we’re short of clean cups,’ said Sharleen. 

Sorry Sir, she is very busy, you see. Everything all right with your Cappo, sir?’ 

Frank drank his first ever cappuccino and decided he would stick to tea in 

future.  
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He stood across the road and waited. He was very tense and wanted a smoke. 

Too costly, and too annoying now when you wanted one and you had to stand outside, like 

a criminal. Then his Landlady had banned it too and so he stopped, over three years ago.  

Now he went to the gym, ran in 10 K’s, did mountain biking and was saving up for a car.  

When Bridie came out she was wearing her full war-paint. 

‘Francis, you big dafty, you’ll catch your death, standing out here like this.’ 

‘N-n-no worries Bridie, it is w-w-worth it to s-s-see you girl, it’s b-b-been a long 

time. You l-l-look right g-g-grand girl, so y-y-you do.’ 

‘I’m starving Francis. Let’s get a fish tea at the Blue Lagoon. I’ll pay, seeing how 

it’s Saturday.’ 

‘Well, B-B-Bridie, then I’ll h-h-have to say n-n-no! I’ll only c-c-come, if I get to 

p-p-pay for b-b-both of us.’ 

‘OK, Francis, you’re on!’  

She looped her arm through his, deciding that he was not so daft looking as she 

had once thought.  

That was two months ago. Frank was small, slim and a good dancer, like herself. 

They had even taken to kissing, although he had no idea how to do it. One time she had 

even left her hand close to his zip and had felt him go hard, but so far he had not 

managed to get to the stage of giving her what she wanted. Soon, she hoped. 

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

‘Well now Bridie, eat that up, girl,’ said Orla,’ and we’ll scoot over to the Club and 

have a wee drink, eh? It’s Saturday night, after all.’ 

‘Thanks Orla. That would be grand. Francis said he might come when his bus gets 

back.’ 

Suddenly she remembered her ‘tip’. 

‘Oh, and guess what Orla? I’ll buy you both a drink, so I will. I found a £10 note 

in the shop today, so I did.’  

Bridie delved into her pocket. 

‘But what’s this inside it?’ she said, handing it to Orla. 
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‘Bridie, it’s a Lottery Ticket-----and it’s for tonight! Look you girl, switch 

channels. Maybe you’re a Millionaire?’ 

They waited for the numbers to fall. 

‘Yes…… Yes……….Yes… Oh My God Bridie, Yes…………. Yes!  

Oh My God in Heaven Bridie! Yes! ………And the Bonus Ball, Yes! 

Orla was up dancing around the room kissing the ticket and screaming at the top 

of her voice. 

‘Oh Holy God, Mother in Heaven, Bridie O’Flaherty, but have you not just won 

yourself the Effin Lottery! 

‘Shhhh Orla, Listen!’ 

‘Tonight we have a total of seven winners who ……..who can expect to share a 

first prize of around…..… £17 million pounds.’ 

‘Bridie, see these numbers, well their no birthdays, so their no. This is a Lucky 

Dip, so it is, and it’s no signed, so it’s no. You are anonymous, so you are.’ 

‘Aye, thank God, Orla, and let’s just keep it that way!’  

Bridie had started to believe at last. 

‘Come now, girl, let’s get our glad rags on! You phone a taxi, Orla, and I’ll phone 

Francis.  But, not a word to nobody, OK?’ 

‘Aye, too true Bridie, too true.’  

‘Finder’s Keepers, Orla, Finder’s Keepers!’  


