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How Ross O’Carroll-Kelly and me won it for Liverpool

T

HE last time
Liverpool won
the Champions
League, in Istanbul
in 2005, my friend
the writer Paul Howard
came from the other side
of Avoca, with a packet of
Toffee Pops in one hand,
and a packet of Ginger Nuts
in the other. They had been
purchased in Hendley’s
shop down in the village — a
ritual observed with due
solemnity in every round of
the tournament.
At half-time, with
Liverpool 3-0 down to
AC Milan, it struck me
that we hadn’t eaten any
of the Toffee Pops yet. So
we started to eat them
and Liverpool started to
score goals. And that is
why Liverpool won the
Champions League in
Istanbul.
But with great
achievement comes great
responsibility. And since
then Liverpool had lost
three European finals, for
which I must take most of
the blame.
In 2006 again we had
watched every round and
eaten every packet of
biscuits in what we call the
Boot Room, but inexplicably,
I was on a family holiday in
Italy as the ’Pool went down
to AC Milan. It was almost
as if I hadn’t expected them
to be in the final that
year, an egregious
error of

Declan Lynch’s
Diary
judgement, a moral failure
indeed.
The following year we
were able to blame my wife
Caroline for Liverpool’s early
departure, when we noticed
that she had changed the
position of the sofa in the
Boot Room in a way that
was almost imperceptible
to the layman, but which
in retrospect we realised
had shattered the delicate
ju-ju on which the fate of
Liverpool Football Club
depends.
We would not make
that mistake again, and
yet somehow Paul and I
contrived to be in different
places for Liverpool’s next
two defeats in European
finals — when they lost
to Seville in the Europa
League final of 2016, I was
attending a book launch,
which is unforgivable, even
allowing for the fact that I
had written the book.
And last year we saw the

lads all the way through to
the Champions League final
in Kiev, only for Paul to be
absent from the Boot Room
due to a prior engagement
talking about the new Ross
O’Carroll-Kelly book on the
Ray D’Arcy TV show — if you
felt he was a tad subdued
on the night, now you know
why.
This year there would be
no mucking about. Indeed
for each game a new layer of
ritual was added, whereby I
would text Paul to confirm
that the Boot Room would
be open tonight, and he
would reply: “Mariah”. Or, if
you like: “I’ll be there”.
He learned that one from
an old football man. We
have both learned much on
this journey, and not just
the inexhaustible nature of
man’s capacity for Toffee
Pops and Ginger Nuts — we
even had a summit meeting
with our friends Brian and
Geoff, thrashing out an
agreement whereby they
watched it in the pub last
night, concerned as they
were that they’d not been
in the Boot Room for every
game, and the implications
this might have for the ju-ju.
It was working right from
the start in Madrid, with Mo
Salah banging in a penalty
after 30 seconds with the
certainty of a man who
knows that the force is with
him — he may not know
exactly which force, but
some force, for sure.
Commentators were
trying to tell us that
it wasn’t going

very good, was Divock Origi
smashing it into the bottom
corner of the net with three
minutes left, to make it twonil for Liverpool.

CHAMPIONS:
Liverpool manager
Jurgen Klopp
very well for Liverpool for
the rest of the first half,
apparently unaware that it
was actually going very well
indeed, in ways they could

W

PERFORMER: Gemma Hayes
It ended up with this
gorgeous hour of television
featuring artists such as Paul
Cleary, Lisa O’Neill, John
Sheahan, Gemma Hayes,
James Vincent McMorrow,
Cathy Davey, Colm Mac Con
Iomaire, Duke Special, Declan
O’Rourke and Caitriona Lally
performing at the NCH, along

I

with some
tremendous
scenes of Dublin
Port and Docks,
now and in ancient
times.
Nobody wanted that.
I mean, a very small
number of the professionals
in this area, such as the
producers and curators Paul
Noonan and Gary Sheehan,
wanted it.
But at no point did any
of us out here declare that
we wanted a fusion of
concert performances and
archive material and TV
documentary-making to
evoke the history of Dublin
Port and the Liffey. Oh, and
maybe make it a part of the
1916 thing.
No, nobody wanted that.
We have busy lives so
we’ll happily leave these
matters to people who
have nothing else to
do all day.
I hope that
they’re
not listening
to this
either.

N 1987 a man called Patrick
(Paddy) Madigan, a solicitor
and a Fianna Fail councillor in
Dun Laoghaire, received massive
damages of £30,000 from the
Irish Press newspaper, for libel.
The paper had written a story
suggesting he had “willingly
lashed out” £300 at a Fianna
Fail fundraising event, for a map
of Charles Haughey’s island of
Inishvickillane, thinking the map
was unique. The Irish Press story
had alleged that Mr Madigan had
complained to Mr Haughey when
he discovered the truth — but the
paper admitted that this was not
true, and it apologised.
Mr Madigan produced
evidence to show he had been
ridiculed, that the story appeared
to have ruined his chances of a FF
Dail nomination. The Supreme
Court upheld the award.
I was reminded of this
judgment when I started
reading about the Maria
Bailey compensation claim,
specifically the fact that her legal
representatives in the matter
were Madigans, a firm founded
by Paddy Madigan, the father of
Josepha Madigan — herself a
former partner at the firm.
I guess it was the enormity of
the award to Paddy Madigan that
had lodged it permanently in my
mind — at the time, the figure of
£30,000 had stunned the tightlyknit journalistic community,
though of course they were to be
stunned and stunned again many

Coco channels the Buddha effect
I THINK it would be fair to
say that most people have
heard the expression “she
has a nose for it”. Describing
that instinctive sensibility
of how our sense of smell
is guiding us towards
something wondrous,
appetizing — and maybe
even potentially lucrative.
Cue Coco, my extremely
lovable, loyal and gentle
whippet — who most
certainly has a ‘nose’ for
good art!
My name is Denise
Donnelly and I run The
Doorway Gallery on South
Frederick Street, Dublin.
We are home to Irish artists
and exciting international
painters and sculptors
too. It’s a busy spot with
customers, clients, art
works and exhibitions
simultaneously swirling
— and right by my side,
guiding me through the ever
exciting path of art dealing,
is the ever unassuming
Coco.
If you don’t know much
about whippets, know
this: their sensitivity and

MY PET
Name: Coco
Finest hour: My
close-up, painted by
Heidi Wickham
Likes: Art
Dislikes: Cold weather

intuition is one of their
most striking features. They
can be traced back to art
works in Ancient Egypt, so I
suppose you would have to
say that they have staying
power.
After Coco’s morning
walk into work, she has
been known to take some
downtime in the gallery.
And during heightened
moments of busyness (I
confess that I have been
known to generate a
sustained amount of verbal
communication — basically
I talk a lot!) Coco comes to
my assistance.
To counterpoint my
multi-tasking, Coco offers
the Buddha effect. Her
chilled demeanour and
soothing energy is like
having a free meditation
app on tap for all in the art
gallery.
She likes treats, lots of
treats. It’s never a bad thing
for any visiting artist to
come equipped.
Dislikes are the cold
weather. She is definitely
not a fan of the long

never comprehend.
After all the highscoring madness of recent
European nights, this was
starting to feel like an old-

school final from the 1990s
when very little would
happen during the game.
It was all too important for
that.

Not that we gave a damn,
here in the Boot Room,
about whether the game
was any good, as such.
What was good, what was

They are great lads, this
Liverpool side, with a great
manager, and a great future.
They have made a beautiful
contribution to a glorious
club history.
We couldn’t have done it
without them.

There’s a touch of class, even in compo culture

Don’t ask us to do your job...
you’re the highly paid bosses

HEN last week
#whatwewantRTE
started, there was an
answer on the RTE Twitter
account from “Dee Forbes
and the team at RTE”. It went:
“Some great ideas here.
Thank you… we are listening.”
This was the wrong
answer.
Indeed if there is one thing
above all else that Dee Forbes
and the team at RTE should
not be doing, it is listening to
us and what we want.
Because, ideally, RTE
executives who are being paid
extraordinary amounts of
money, would have the vision
and courage to make up their
own minds about what we
want, and more importantly,
what we need from RTE.
For example, there was a
brilliant programme on RTE1
last week called Starboard
Home.
It had a complex origin
in the 1916 celebrations,
involving Dublin Port and the
National Concert Hall asking
various musicians and writers
to respond to the port and the
Liffey with appropriate work.

‘At half-time in
Istanbul, with
Liverpool 3-0
down to AC
Milan, it struck
me that we
hadn’t eaten
any of the
Toffee Pops
yet. So we
started to eat
them — and
Liverpool
started to
score goals...’

walk to work when the
temperatures drop. That’s
when her bed, by my desk, is
a main stay for the day.
I would say one of
Coco’s finest moments
was Heidi Wickham’s
unveiling of a portrait of
her. To join the collection
of Heidi’s portraits was a
sure endorsement of Coco’s
discerning and delicate bone
structure.
I’ve worked in the art
business for over 15 years
and I’ve always found that
instinct plays a big part.
You know good work when
you see it. And it’s safe to
say, by chance or osmosis,
that Coco has entered the
art world with the same
clarity and instinct as her
forefathers.

Denise Donnelly,
Dublin 2
n If you would like your pet
featured in this column please
send a story of 440 words
and a photograph to
snews@independent.ie clearly
labelled MY PET

more times by other libel actions
in the terrible years that followed.
Perhaps my own recollections
are especially acute because
I wrote a play set against this
culture of massive damages being
awarded for libel, writing a play
being something I thought I
would never do, and something
I have been reluctant to do again
— it was indeed called Massive
Damages, a comedy of course,
and during its run at the Tivoli
Theatre, I recall that an unusually
high percentage of the audience
consisted of members of the legal
profession.
I have no idea if Paddy
Madigan ever made it up there,
but when he passed away in 2014,
The Irish Times noted that he had
been “an enthusiastic litigator on
his own behalf and on behalf of
property owners and landlords in
the 1980s”.
Interestingly, he left Fianna
Fail to become an Independent
councillor, and now his daughter
is a Fine Gael minister — perhaps
another signal that in the broad
sweep of history, Fine Gael is the
new Fianna Fail.
But in an even broader sense,
what these recollections are
telling me, is that there has been a
kind of class consciousness in the
area of massive damages, as in so
many other areas of Irish life.
For the most part, the ruling
class has sought redress for
perceived injustices, through the
libel laws.

The “less well-off”, meanwhile,
have tended to concentrate their
efforts in the domain of personal
injuries.
Partly it is just a reflection
of the fact that their respective
lives are essentially different,
that the affluent among us are
more likely to be featured in the
papers, and thus more likely to be
libelled, than those on the average
industrial wage or no wage at all.
Perhaps there is a psychological
aspect to it too, with the latter
lacking the self-esteem to realise
that they actually have this thing
called a reputation which may
be damaged by something that
appears in the paper.
Certainly there are two
distinct cultures here, united
only by the heroic efforts of the
legal profession to ensure that
all are amply compensated for
the grievous wrongs they have
suffered.
So perhaps one of the reasons
that the Maria Bailey case became
so interesting, is that it set up
this basic confusion in the Irish
mind. At some subconscious
level, perhaps we are just not
accustomed to seeing her kind of
people, seeking compensation for
that sort of thing.
Indeed the firm which
represented her was literally
founded by one of the great
protagonists in the more esoteric
forms of legal combat — though in
this country any litigant, be they
of the ruling class or any other

class, can have strong grounds for
optimism whenever they stake
their claim.
Too strong, according to the
Government, which has been
vowing to “do something” about
what they perceive as the compo
culture — indeed the Minister of
State Michael D’Arcy told Philip
Ryan in this paper last December,
that there are “some geographical
areas where there is a compo
claim culture”.
“Geographical areas” is a rather
loose term here, but we know
what he means. And most likely,
he knows that we know.
He went on to say: “But it’s
everywhere now, that is the
issue. The best of people are
exaggerating claims; you know,
honest people.”
Again, a broad brush stroke
there — but again by “the best of
people”, and “honest people”, we
know what he means. And most
likely, he knows that we know.
And yet for the most part, when
we talk about this compo culture,
we’d still be talking about the
“geographical areas” here, the sort
of geographical areas in which
you wouldn’t normally find a Fine
Gael TD. In the places where Fine
Gael TDs live, they have their own
culture — and to maintain that
culture, they have among other
things the Irish libel laws, which
are probably the most disgraceful
in the western world.
They’ll be doing nothing about
that, you may be sure.

‘Copper Jack’ sniffs out the lanes
COUNTRY
MATTERS

Joe Kennedy

ABOUT 35 years ago, when the
first Country Matters column
began appearing in the Sunday Independent, it prompted
a colleague to refer to me as
‘Boot’ after the hero in Scoop,
Evelyn Waugh’s comic novel.
William Boot, Waugh fans
might recall, was the nature
notes contributor on a London paper who got sent to
an African war zone through
mistaken identity. There was
another, more famous Boot
among the paper’s writers,
you see, but top newsroom
persons muddled things up,
being anxious to comply
promptly with the wishes of
the proprietor, Lord Copper.
Anyway, Boot became my
lot — though not dispatched
to world conflicts — and Copper my learned colleague back
at the coalface. It was a type
of communication code and,
in recent years, acquiring the

slang of ever-changing print on the back seat, waiting
technology, there began que- patiently for the next roadries if the weekly “shape” had side halt to sniff out the local
appeared on my computer. wildlife.
This is the allotted space into
This dog is a Jack Russell
which a writer has to place a — whether a ‘Parson Jack’ or a
specific word-count.
‘Reverend John’ we will come
By then I was long retired to anon. There are two distinct
from the bustle of a news- types, one much better known.
room but still continued to
Years ago I had a Jack in
note some rural curiosities my menagerie of springer
from wherever I might find spaniels and eccentric cats
myself. I remembered from who always enjoyed a mornmany years before an assistant ing ramble along an ancient
editor starting a significant laneway and his lively spurts
new career as a bee-keeping of exploration provided a little
expert. One never knew what drama. His bewhiskered face
the future might hold.
would look
Now it is the turn of Copper
up for apto untangle from the
proval as
cables of communihe trotted
cation and he may
along in anbe found touring in
ticipation of
some comfortsome advenable vehicle
tures ahead.
throughout
He might
these
isslip into a
lands with
ditch and
his
lady
disappear
partner
and, havand, ineving scented
itably, his
some wild
faithful
creature,
madra
TERRIERS: The Reverend John and
would
stretched
Parson Jack
emit a cu-

rious whine from the depths
to force some animal to bolt.
My dog was a ‘Parson Jack’
of the Chippendale legs and
chest like the stern of an oil
tanker but the ‘Reverend John’
is a taller animal and considered to be a superior hunting
dog with long legs like a vixen
and good shoulders.
This terrier’s origins were
in north Devon in the early
1800s, from a famous bitch
named Trump, owned by
a Rev Russell, a renowned
huntsman in that rough wild
country. There is a Rev John
Russell Terrier Club of proud
enthusiasts but the Parson
Jack is registered with the
English Kennel Club as a
show breed.
Some ‘John’ owners may
turn up noses at the little
‘Parsons’ as being in some
way inferior but they are the
more popular breed, constantly proving their worth
as vermin controllers. I trust
my ex-colleague Copper’s Parson will have many pleasant
chasing prospects along rural
lanes, as I plod along seeking a
“feather-footed questing vole”
through “plushy fens”.
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From a ridiculous debate to the sublime Van

I

T had been another
carnival of eejitry,
this presidential
debate on RTE Radio
One last Saturday
lunchtime — but there was
something different about
this one. Or rather, there
was something different at
the end of it, something so
different it might have been
a kind of an experiment
in altered states of
consciousness.
Or maybe it was just
some crazy accident — it is
now well known that LSD
was discovered by accident
in the laboratory, so when
a documentary on the
making of Astral Weeks was
scheduled directly after this
particular debate chaired by
Cormac O hEadhra, perhaps
the people who made that
decision noticed nothing
unusual about it at all, until
it happened.
Or there may even have
been some demographic
logic to it, with RTE
deciding to mark the 50th
anniversary of the making of
Astral Weeks straight after a
programme which they felt
would be of interest mainly

Declan Lynch’s
Diary
to very old people, who
might linger awhile to listen
to the music of their youth
— but for whatever reason,
we moved from the vision of
Peter Casey to the vision of
Van Morrison, one after the
other, so that now and for
ever more there is a precise
illustration of what it means
to go from the ridiculous to
the sublime.
It has now been
established that for the
spirit to recover from
an hour of presidential
campaigning, you need
nothing less than the
extreme goodness of Van
the Man himself — I have
explained in the past that
Van is the greatest artist of
any kind ever to come from

this island, and I would also
say that Madame George,
from the aforesaid Astral
Weeks, is his greatest song.
Therefore in order to
combat the after effects
of a six-way scuffle for the
presidency of Ireland, it has
been demonstrated that you
need to spend some time in
contemplation of the single
greatest work of art that
Ireland has ever produced.
It is the only thing that will
do it for you, my friends, the
only thing.
Just to hear people
talking about it on that
documentary will do it for
you, without even getting to
the music.
The story of the making
of Astral Weeks is itself
marvellous — how Van
found himself in the suburbs
of Boston in a whole heap
of trouble after a terrible
record deal left him and
his partner Janet Planet
destitute. How they got
married to save him from
being deported, and how
he got together with a
few student musicians
to work on these songs
that eventually became

the album described
thus by Lester Bangs: “It
sounded like the man
who made Astral Weeks
was in terrible pain, but…
there was a redemptive
element in the blackness,
ultimate compassion for the

suffering of others, and a
swathe of pure beauty and
mystical awe that cut right
through the heart of the
work.”
He didn’t mention that
it’s the only thing that could
get you through the rest of

the day after listening to a
lunchtime debate about the
role of the president in a
changing society — but he
didn’t have to.
Indeed, well beyond
those debates, last week in
general you would need all

the Van Morrison you could
get, all the time.
Most mornings we were
listening to a discussion
about Brexit — which was
even more spirit-sapping
that a discussion about our
future president, because
at least the presidency of
Ireland is an actual thing.
It exists, in real time, there
will be a result at the end
of this election, and then it
will be over.
Brexit is nothing but
a mirage that grew in the
minds of the worst men
in Britain, which is why
it is so maddening to all
good people. There’s no
“solution” to it, because it is
not a proposition in the first
place, it is more a kind of a
toxic emission.
Yet we feel obliged to
engage with it, and then
we’re hearing the latest
from Saudi Arabia, and
sometimes we can’t take it
any more.
Marty Whelan on Lyric
FM has always provided
sustenance for the soul
in torment, indeed I
am grateful for all the
interviews with CEOs that I

have missed on the business
news on Morning Ireland
because I have chosen Marty
instead.
But last week there was
a sense that something
more formal was required,
and that the Astral Weeks
documentary had shown

‘Last week in
general, you’d
need all the Van
Morrison you
could get, all
the time...’
what could be done — that
some days the schedules
should just be cleared, to be
replaced by people talking
about Van Morrison and
playing his music... whatever
is needed really to restore
some of our desire to go
on living until there is no
presidential election any
more, no Brexit any more,
no Saudi Arabia any more if
that can be arranged, too.
Take it away, Van. Take it
all away.

You should never not listen: parts 1 & 2

W

E read that Michel
Barnier has made the
Border the “central plank”
of his negotiating strategy. And
while I don’t have a negotiating
strategy, as regular readers will
know I have a central plank, which
is that “you should never not
watch a football match”.
Now this doesn’t mean you
should simply watch every football
match that is available to you, it
is more subtle than that — it is
more about eliminating any foolish
thoughts from your head which
might lead you to not watch a
game because you don’t think it’s
going to be any good.
Clearly the Republic playing
Wales, or the Republic playing
anyone these days, is going to be a
bit of a tester in this domain, and
yet even this can sow the seeds of
contemplation.
Since there was nothing
happening in the game, as such,
I got to thinking that I don’t like
the Aviva at all. I don’t like the
pitch, or the atmosphere. I don’t
know why I don’t like it... but as
I was trying to figure that out, I
was lifted out of these feelings of
intense disenchantment by turning
off the sound and listening again
to that documentary
on the making of
Astral Weeks
to which I
may have
alluded
a few
times
on this
page.
And
there
it was
that I
again
heard
the very
lovely
contribution
of Janet Planet,
explaining how
Van was called into
Immigration and asked if he would
serve in the military — to which
he replied: “Absolutely not!” (or
words to that effect).

They say truth is beauty and beauty
is truth, but what fresh hell is this?

T

Janet felt that the decision to
deport him was not helped by the
fact that he chose to represent
himself and “his manner... his
manner came back to get him
again”.
Yet she not only enabled him
to stay in America by marrying
him, she could see things that
those who wanted to deport him
— which would be quite a lot of
people eventually — could never

see. She spoke of his mother Violet,
an extrovert with a fabulous
singing voice, and his father
who was extremely, agonisingly
introverted — and she felt that
Van had inherited both of these
personalities in large measure.
Yet unlike so many
commentators or interviewers,
Janet was able to look at these
photos of Van back then, and say
that “he just radiated this beauty...

in person it was there too… he was
just a beautiful man... he really
was absolutely a gorgeous man… I
loved him to death”.
And when you thought of all the
trouble that Van came through,
to make this great record, you
wondered if it might get better for
the Republic, as they went a goal
down to Wales.
But somehow you knew it
wouldn’t.

HE above painting
that Trump has
hung in the White
House — of himself with
other Republican heroes
including Richard Nixon,
Ronald Reagan, George W
Bush and Abraham Lincoln
— is clearly not a great work
of art.
It reflects the poverty
of spirit of a man who is
spurned by most artists,
apart from Kanye West and
Kid Rock and Ted Nugent.
And in a week of almost
incessant badness, it
probably caused another
surge in one of the most
under-reported activities
on the internet — the
googling of “Democratic
hopefuls for 2020”.
There you will find
“Beto” O’Rourke and Bernie
Sanders and Oprah Winfrey
— who may themselves be
hopeful, though they are
not making me very hopeful
at this time.
Because that painting
reminds us that bad art
tends to be a lot more
popular than the good stuff,
as one Van Morrison would
no doubt be aware. I may
have mentioned this already
somewhere, but that
documentary on the making

of Astral Weeks is a kind of
a monument to the eternal
struggle between good and
bad, right and wrong.
It would not have helped
Van’s mood at that time,
this knowledge that the
world didn’t really want
him to make a masterpiece,
it just wanted him to make
a few hits that would make
money for someone else.
Yes, it is hard enough
to make something of the
stature of Astral Weeks
when you’re desperately
introverted and they want
you to join the army,
but when you know that
the culture as a whole is
against you, and you
still do it…
The narrator
of the
documentary
was the
actor
Richard
Dormer,
who
played
Terri
Hooley
in the
film Good
Vibrations
— another
monument
to those who

fought the good fight in
Northern Ireland and who
were mostly ignored until
it was all over... and indeed
Astral Weeks itself didn’t
sell much when it came out
in 1968, or for a long time
after that.
So, perhaps, there is
some mystical significance
in the fact that Milkman by
Anna Burns won the Man
Booker Prize in the week of
marking the anniversary
of the recording of this
beautiful thing that came
out of Belfast.
Perhaps the baleful
gods have not completely
abandoned
us.

Old Missey paid with love by the Boss White giants and happy clappers
HELLO, or woof, in my
canine greeting. My name
is Missey and I am 14 years
old. I understand I’m part
Labrador (very obvious
from my photo, I think)
and part Golden Retriever
(not so sure about this), but
regardless it’s nice knowing
I’m not a real bitch!
I was rescued when I was
just over a year old, having
been abandoned and tied
to a fence, down a country
lane. Thankfully, I wasn’t
left like this for long before
I was rescued, as I might
not be writing my tale here
now. I went to live with my
new friend Monica in the
Big Smoke (Dublin) and,
initially, I found this quite
scary as I hadn’t been used
to hearing so many cars on
the roads, and wondered
why they had to display bad
manners by beeping their
horns on occasion.
But I adjusted in time
and adapted a routine with
Monica or Boss as she is
affectionately known in her
family. I know in the human
world there are good and
bad bosses but, rest assured,

MY PET

Name: Missey
Finest hour: Making a
long journey home on
my own after getting
spooked
Likes: Relaxing after a
long walk
Dislikes: Getting into
the river

I reside with the best Boss I
could wish for. She showers
me with unconditional
love and rewards me with
hugs, both of which were

absent in my first year born,
although the Boss is a bit
on the slow side on offering
me treats. This is why I love
when Uncle Richard comes
to visit, as he slips me more
than one treat in the form of
human chocolate biscuits.
The Boss loves her
exercise, and, while initially
I found her pace a tough
challenge for my shorter
legs, I persevered and in no
length of time, I outpaced
her. However, now that she’s
taken up running in the
last year and with me in my
elderly years, I leave her to it
and her wish to become the
next Sonia O’Sullivan.
Our walks have become
shorter now, as I’ve a few
health issues to deal with,
but they are enough for me
in retaining my nice slim
frame.
The Boss often wonders
why I pick this space out of
the entire garden, but she
just doesn’t get the peace it
brings and the cool shade
it offers in warm weather.
I go on holidays “up the
mountains” to Ava in
Wicklow when the Boss is

out of town. She is another
canine lover, who spoils me
more than other chums who
stay, as Ava allows me to rest
on her couch in her home all
day and lovingly nicknames
me Missey Moo.
I better finish off now as
there is a limit to my tale.
Being 14 years old and with
health concerns, my days
are sadly numbered and
there is a good likelihood
by the time you humans
are reading this, I will have
passed to doggie heaven.
I’ve no fear of this, and am
looking forward to meeting
Rex, who was the Boss’s
buddy before me. I will
miss my Boss hugely when
I depart and want to thank
her enormously for giving
me the best life a canine
could have.

Monica C,
Firhouse, Dublin
n If you would like your pet
featured in this column please
send a story of 440 words
and a photograph to
snews@independent.ie clearly
labelled MY PET
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Joe Kennedy

SEEKING out long-decommissioned factory chimneys on
the skyline might not appear
to be an action-packed activity, as once was trainspotting
or butterfly collecting among
schoolboys. Neither would
scanning gaunt crane gantries lying idle on docksides,
their use as hoists of dripping
containers of fresh fish from
trawlers now history.
But if you are looking for
a particular bird on a high
perch — usually the highest
there is — this is what occupies your time.
Such high eyries are the
established homes of white
storks (Ciconia ciconia), large
and usually silent birds which
greet one another by clapping
their great beaks, making
a sound of old-time wooden football fan rattles, now
curious artefacts of sports
museums, much like a referee’s wooden whistle which

wouldn’t just do that, according to a popular song of about
50 years ago.
Last week’s storms on the
Portugal coast scattered those
storks that had remained.
They moved inland or sought
shelter among dense reeds in
estuarine marshlands which
are their feeding places for
frogs, snakes and small fish
and from where they pull
sodden moss to squeeze into
the beaks of young in the nest
during hot summer days.
The birds build great
homes of sticks on top of
old factory chimneys and AVIAN KINGS: White storks
other high places and inhabit nesting on a chimney top
them year after year, adding a
branch or two until impressive for gentle giant birds which
edifices build up to tottering have always had a special
heights. There they may be relationship with mankind.
seen peacefully standing, nodStorks may also be obding to each other, coming and served in picture-book locagoing about their business, tions in countryside towns
and driving off curious gulls. and villages where the local
The chimney homes of the olive and wine-producing inbirds remained standing, by habitants encourage them to
official decree, after the for- settle and they may be seen
mer sardine canning factories standing in their nests on the
shut up shop, so the red-brick roofs of historic buildings,
pinnacles stand out somewhat sometimes having had old
incongruously among the cartwheels placed on high on
new-builds, providing homes which to build.

White stork numbers are
increasing in their range on
the Iberian Peninsula and in
parts of central and eastern
Europe. There is considerable
seasonal migration to Africa,
usually at the end of August,
via Gibraltar or the Bosporus,
when great, disorderly flocks
may be seen. But many remain, even in the cold Polish
winters.
I have been fortunate
enough to have watched them
in the steppe-like Extremadura countryside of Spain and
also in the historic city of
Caceres, where they compete
for attention with the much
smaller lesser kestrels (Falco
naumanni), which hunt for
insects in the evenings around
high old buildings over cobbled streets.
But the storks are the kings:
on the Pro-cathedral of Santa
Maria there is what is considered the largest collection
of storks’ nests in Spain, one
on every abutment. Storks’
presence among mankind
has always been gentle and
peaceful. The Spanish have
a lovely word for this — convivencia — which says it all.
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Now the President takes on the bookies
W
HEN President
Higgins told
Darren Frehill
on RTE radio of
his objections to advertising
for gambling, and about
other such issues pertaining
to sports betting, it was clear
that he knew what he was
talking about — that these
were not just “concerns”
that somebody else told
him he should have, that he
understands the exposure
of any vulnerable person to
online gambling, and the
threat to what he called the
“integrity” of sport.
He had read the stories,
he had visited the people
recovering from gambling
addiction in Hope House in
Mayo.
“For too long in Ireland
we often ignore problems
that are staring us in the
face,” he said. Which could
easily be seen as a reminder
that we recently “celebrated”
five years of the Gambling
Control Bill of 2013 not being
enacted.
But it also reminds us of
other things that we never
get around to doing until
it’s too late — things to do
with housing and health and
trying to stop the country
going bust every few years.
Yes there is a deep lack
of understanding about
the monstrosities of the
gambling industry, but there
is more to this than mere
shallowness on the part of
the political class.
It’s not just the fact that
they “ignore problems that
are staring us in the face”,
they seem to embrace that
state of being. It is only when
they are ignoring problems
that are staring us in the face
that they feel truly alive.
And this dread of
actually doing anything,
is exacerbated by a
natural bias which they
display, consciously or
unconsciously, in favour of
those who are least in need.
So when you have
vulnerable individuals on
the one side, their lives
destroyed by a gambling
addiction, and betting
corporations on the other
side who are gorging
themselves on the punters’
money, and there’s this
Gambling Control Bill which
might entail some modest
regulation of that industry,
the fear of actually doing
anything will be at its most
acute.
Always I have seen this
gambling business as a

Declan Lynch’s
Diary
reflection of this wider
dynamic, whereby the
individual is exposed to the
vultures and is devoured,
while the great corporations,
be they the bookies or the
banks, move on. They are
forever moving on.
It struck me again last
week when I was on the
Ivan Yates radio show
with Richard Chambers,
talking about Michael D’s
intervention, and we got to
the issue of responsibility.
Chambers, who has done
some valuable work on
gambling, rightly put
forward the argument
that there is a personal
responsibility here, on the
part of the problem gambler,
and we should not forget it.

‘The individual
is exposed to
vultures while
the corporation
moves on’
But, of course, we are
not forgetting it. In the case
that I know best, that of
Tony O’Reilly or “Tony 10”,
one of those devastating
stories to which Michael
D was alluding, there was
no bail-out, no write-down.
When it was established that
he’d stolen €1.75m from his
employer An Post to fund
his online account with the
Paddy Power corporation,
Tony took the hit. He went to
jail. The corporation moved
on.
And as I was sitting there
talking to Richard Chambers
about personal responsibility
and corporate responsibility,
and how one exists and the
other doesn’t, it struck me
that I have been on many
radio and TV programmes
talking about these issues,
with nobody from the other
side to contradict me.
Maybe it’s another of
these things that are “staring
us in the face”, but in this
area I accepted long ago that
when I am talking about the
gambling phenomenon, my

opponent, as it were, will be
an empty chair. I shouldn’t
be accepting this, of course,
it is a perfect illustration
of our conditioning by the
ruling powers, but even in
that culture in which they
are forever moving on, the
bookies are perhaps the
most extreme case — they
even sent the old empty
chair to Claire Byrne when
she wanted to discuss
All Bets Are Off, the TV
documentary presented by
Baz Ashmawy.
Here is this industry
selling an alarmingly
addictive form of diversion,
selling it with an almost
maniacal determination
through advertising
and sponsorship and
promotions, with the victims
already piled high and many
more on the way, and they
will not talk about it.
The President himself
wants the advertising to stop
— they will not talk about it.
They must know at this stage
that they have won, that any
regulation of the tsunami of
advertising would be strictly
in the realm of damage
limitation. But they will not
talk about it.
They will talk about
many other things though,
they have hyper-active PR
departments pumping out
funny stories to the media,
buying advertising time
like voracious property
developers assembling some
absurdly large land bank.
Which may help to explain
not just their reluctance to
talk about it, but the fact
that they are not exactly
being plagued with requests
to talk about it.
When the Premier League
kicks off next weekend,
nine of the 20 clubs will
have gambling companies
on their shirts, along with a
startling 17 of the 24 teams
in the Championship —
startling at least to me and
Michael D Higgins, not so
startling it seems to more
easy-going souls such as the
Irish Government, various
sporting bodies, and much of
the world’s media.
A report in the UK said
that “experts” on problem
gambling found it startling
too, and that “a national
debate on the potential harm
is long overdue”.
Unfortunately to have a
debate you need at least two
parties to show up, and that
is not going to happen here.
But we’ll keep talking
about it anyway.

DEFENCE FORCES: Irish Army Rangers in training

Wrong time and
place to display
Army hardware
Putting military images
on the big screen at Croke
Park is just not suitable for
a family audience, writes
Jennifer Whitmore

M

Neat trap for Trump grotesques

I

WOULDN’T be the greatest fan of
Sacha Baron Cohen, and his Who
Is America? series on Channel
4 in which he lures various Trumploving grotesques into situations in
which they prove beyond all doubt
that they are Trump-loving grotesques.
I sometimes find that it is Sacha Baron
Cohen himself who is hard to take,
kicking down all those open doors.
But I must hail his masterpiece,
the recent visit to the depressing town
of Kingman, Arizona, once the home
of the Oklahoma bomber Timothy
McVeigh.
Cohen masquerades as a ponytailed East Coast liberal who organises
a town hall meeting at which he
unveils his fabulous plans to invest
$385m in Kingman — the plan being
to build the biggest mosque in the
world outside the Middle East.
With the townspeople reacting
almost exactly like the townspeople
in Mel Brooks’s Blazing Saddles when
they realise that their new sheriff is
a black man, the pony-tailed liberal
unveils the artists’ impressions of
this gigantic mosque, of a futuristic

Kingman with sheiks and camels
strolling down main street — and
by the way, it is partly funded by the
Clinton Foundation.
With the townspeople yelping
about “terrorism”, the pony-tailed
liberal reassures them that “we will do
everything to protect these Muslims
from it”.
Ah, it was perfection. And it was
done with an admirable disrespect for
those who love Donald J Trump (they
really love the “J”). Yes I think we have
seen enough respect being shown to
these characters by reasonable people
trying to “understand” them.
Ed Balls is on the BBC these days
travelling through Trumpland, making
his own saintly contribution, trying
to “understand” these rednecks, who
are making little effort to understand
him back. Probably because they
understand him already, and in truth,
he understands them already.
Forget about understanding them
— looking at those pictures last week
of a Donald J Trump crowd braying
menacingly at reporters, they just need
to be defeated.

n

I feel quite sorry for Mick Jagger — an unusual opening
line there, I know. But looking at an old interview he
did with David Hepworth on a Whistle Test Special, I
was again visited by these vague feelings of sympathy for the
old devil, who has just turned 75. Yes, he has had a better time
than most other human beings who have ever lived, but I fear
that his incessant philandering has placed a small seed of
resentment in our hearts — and so we withhold some of
the reverence that he is due, just for his talent.
We do not hesitate for a moment to recognise
the artistry of other giants of the 20th Century
such as Bowie, Dylan, Joni Mitchell, Carole King,
Van Morrison. But when we think about Jagger, whose
achievement is no less than theirs, we can be distracted from
the greatness of his work by the story of his life, which seems
to be almost miraculously free of misfortune — unless you
count being forced to move for tax reasons in the 1970s to the
South of France.
Indeed there are times when Mick is not even regarded
as the greatest Rolling Stone.
And I realise that Amnesty will not be seeing this as
an injustice which cries out to the heavens for vengeance.
But it is wrong, and now we have made it right.

y husband brought
three of our children
to watch the Galway
vs Clare hurling match last
weekend in Croke Park.
It was my young daughter’s first time in the national
stadium, and she was understandably excited.
But her introduction to our
national game was marred by
a promotional video shown
on the large screen as part of
a half-time tribute to mark
the 60th anniversary of our
army’s peacekeeping efforts.
My daughter came away from
the game perplexed, sad and
“a bit scared”.
This tribute itself was well
placed — it is only right that
we acknowledge and applaud
the important contribution of
Irish troops to peacekeeping
efforts globally.
It was with justifiable pride
then that, as part of the interval programme, defence forces
personnel carried our county
flags on to the pitch while the
Army Band played.
However, one of the videos
that was played a number of
times on the big screens as
part of the celebration struck
a chord that was at odds with
the occasion — and was, in
my opinion, unsuitable for
younger members of the audience.
This was a slick homage to
the Army Ranger Wing — a
polished production accompanied by surging rock music
and an ominous voiceover in
Irish. The video seemed to
take its slow-motion production values from the more
jingoistic sort of Hollywood
action film. It opened with
a shot of an army Jeep driving through what looks like
the Curragh, before proceeding to close-up shots of guns
being loaded, a knife being
sheathed, and masked soldiers
with laser precision weapons
stalking woodlands, battering down doors and firing
grenades. It ended with a
recruitment message to join
the team.
The camera lingered over
gleaming military hardware
with an admiring gaze. I’m not
sure what this glossy ‘Call of
Duty’-style production intended to achieve at a GAA match.
How did my children react
to the video? Well, my boys,
aged 10 and 11, thought it was
really cool. My seven-year-old

daughter said it made her a bit
scared and sad because of all
the guns. When I objected to
the video on Twitter over the
weekend, my comments were
met with responses claiming
that I was being disloyal to
our defence forces, and that
my ‘middle-class whine’ failed
to recognise all the sacrifices
that these men and women
make for country.
For my objections, I was
portrayed as being disrespectful to our military.
Those responses have a
worryingly transatlantic, militaristic tinge to them. They
also missed the point entirely.
Our men and women of
the defence forces have a
well-deserved reputation for
being professional soldiers
and peacekeepers — and as
a nation we owe them the
highest respect.

‘The content of
this video is
not suitable
viewing for
boys and girls’
I have no problem with the
fact that the Defence Forces
run recruitment ads. I understand that soldiers must prepare for wars, and if necessary
fight them, and that the use
of weapons, and sometimes
even deadly violence, is a part
of their job.
My real issue is with the
GAA and the type of content
it has allowed to be shown on
its big screen at Croke Park.
The content of this video is
not suitable viewing for young
boys and girls — it’s the sort
of stuff that in a cinema could
come with a minimum of a PG
warning.
And yet, the GAA allowed it
to play out, loudly and repeatedly, and with gunshots ringing throughout the stadium.
At a family sporting day-out,
this was definitely a case of the
wrong time and place.
Stick to sports, GAA, and
let parents and children enjoy
the matches without being
fearful of what be shown at
half-time.

Councillor Jennifer Whitmore
is the Social Democrats Dail
candidate for Wicklow

Hedgehogs beware, Mandy’s on patrol Birds being trained to follow a plane
MY name is Mandy Nevin
and I live in Maynooth, Co
Kildare, with my granny and
granddad.
I am what my granny
calls a “Heinz breed”, but I
don’t really know what that
means.
All I know is that my
birth mammy was a cross
between a Jack Russell
Terrier and a whippet
and my birth daddy was,
apparently, a springer
spaniel, but I never met him.
I was born in Dublin where
my mammy rescued me
when I was very young —
only six weeks old.
I love my house in
Maynooth. We have two big
gardens where I like to hunt
for hedgehogs, squirrels and
foxes.
I am definitely a great
guard dog, but my granny
is always trying to keep me
away from these intruders,
even when I catch them!
Sometimes I get very
absorbed in my work as a
guard dog and don’t hear
my granny calling me back
to the house.
She gets angry with me

MY PET
Name: Mandy Nevin
Finest hour: Catching a
hedgehog last summer
Likes: Walks and carrot
skins
Dislikes: Hedgehogs and
squirrels
then, and says that she’s
going to send me away or
down to Kerry to live with
my mammy, but she never
does as I know she loves me
very much.
My granny always minds
me when I’m sick or have
another ear infection, but
my granddad is definitely
my best friend. We do
everything together.
When he has to work in
his office I make sure I’m
there to help him balance
the accounts or give advice
on capital allowances. But

we have the best fun when
we have to do work in the
garden.
My job is to protect
my granddad from any
intruders while he cuts the
lawn or tidies up the hedges.
He would be lost without me
really.
I get very excited when
my mammy comes up to
visit from Kerry. She always
cuddles and kisses me and
tells me how much she loves
me. She always knows to
scratch my favourite spot,
just under my hind legs

where I can’t reach, and
likes to play chasing with
me and my teddy bear in my
granny’s good room.
I have a little cousin
who comes over to visit
my granny and granddad’s
house called Wookie.
He’s a cavachon, and
people are always talking
about how cute and funny
he is, but I don’t see it. He
used to really annoy me
when he arrived at first, but
lately he hasn’t been too
bad.
When he comes to visit
we go everywhere together,
even on our nightly walks
before bedtime even though
he doesn’t like going too far.
I think he’s very lazy.
I love my family very
much. We’re so lucky to have
found each other.

Annie Sheahan (Mandy’s
mammy), Killarney
n If you would like your pet
featured in this column please
send a story of 440 words
and a photograph to
snews@independent.ie clearly
labelled MY PET
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A FRIEND, somewhat long
in the tooth, says he feels like
a McGahern phrase in a BBC
radio play called Sinclair
that there’s “a dead bird in
his chimney”. This turns up
in a new book from Faber
and Faber, The Rockingham
Shoot, a collection of scripts,
a differing drift of past work
from the renowned novelist.
The dead bird, my friend
feels, is that he is now at an
age when he may become forgetful and make wrong moves
such as juxtaposing the digits
on his debit card.
Last week one bird that
should have been a chimney goner was released from
an enclosed fireplace having
tapped its way down causing
some anxiety that a rat might
have been cooling off in the
heatwave. A soot-encased
bundle of feathers was removed to a garden of teeming
rain to wash out as an adoles-

cent magpie.
Another black and straggling-feathered bird on news
screens as a species teetering
on extinction is now hanging
in there because of a conservation programme which
imprints an aircraft as a false
parent on its bird brain.
This is the Northern Bald
Ibis (geronticous eremita),
a scrawny creature whose
breeding pairs now number
less than 100 between Morocco and central Europe. The
Konrad Institute in Austria,
with support from the RSPB,
set up a migratory path to
Tuscany from a small colony
in Scharnstein led by a microlight aircraft.
The ibis rescue programme
is not unique. In America,
another group of the same
genus of circoniformes, sandhill and whooper cranes,
has been saved by microlight
guiding. Chick numbers had
become seriously predated
by bobcats and great owls so
eggs were incubated and the
young trained to imprint on a
one-man flying frame which
goes south in stages from the
Mid-West to Florida. In spring,

CONSERVATION: Northern
Bald Ibis down to less than
100 breeding pairs
most of the original small
group returned on their own,
a considerable success. The
bald-headed ibis is in serious
need of help but not so the
common Eurasian crane (grus
grus), a giant bird once highly
visible in Ireland, which is
impressively independent.
I have watched them flying
in V-formation like military
aircraft high in the clear
skies over Extremadura on the
Spanish-Portuguese border.

Seen on the ground they
are magnificent creatures, up
to five feet tall with long legs
and necks, walking gracefully,
picking over old potato and
grain-growing areas. Their
trumpeting calls are loud
and clear and in spring they
perform an amazing courtship dance of ritual leaping
and bowing making those
deep musical sounds of which
Confucius in the Book of Odes
(6th Century BC) described
as “the crane cries in the nine
marshes, its voice carrying to
heaven”.
In Ireland, “An Corr”, the
Gaeilge name of the crane
of the Celts, was considered
sacred, a link to the Afterworld, a creature of magic
transformed from the skin of
Aoife, princess of the Tuatha
de Dannan, with the legendary
Crane Bag of the Fianna filled
with treasures. Three hundred
years ago it stopped coming
here having been hunted for
its elongated tertial feathers
for the millinery trade. So
much for magic! There have
been sightings in recent years
of birds dropping down in
Mayo, Cork and Wexford.

