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I am but a ghost in the world, bringing ghostly insights to you.

... stay with this author who is so fanatical that, if he didn’t have
something worthwhile to say, the all too real karma of the world

would have locked him away a long time ago.

On most Saturdays for my three years in London I made my
lonely way through the carnival thoroughfare of Portobello Road
with its antique-sellers and novelty-item-selling hippies. I was
following a dream and perhaps I still am.

Songs have so brightened my life at every turn that I am within

my rights to celebrate them.

The fact that human beings - all human beings - are only a
shadow of themselves contributed perhaps to the formulation of
one great religious myth and one great secular myth. The Biblical

myth of the Fall of Mankind and Plato’s Allegory of the Cave.

I have to confess to being a little impressed by that which is
known as Chinese astrology. But other than that I am inclined to
agree with Patrick Moore that astrology only proves one thing —

there’s one born every minute.
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:DEDI CATION

This book is dedicated to John’s mother, Nora — who loved
him dearly and never gave up on him - his father Jack
and his brothers Pat and Michael who looked after
him as only they could.

This Anthology is also dedicated to the people of
Churchtown who had the ability to deal with eccentricity
and to John’s two best friends — Mick Culloty and John
Nyhan - who were generous in their time and support
for his creative artistic endeavours.
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\/4BOUT THE/4UTHOR

John Murphy was born in Cardiff in 1951 where his parents Jack and
Nora Murphy were residing. They returned to the family farm in
Churchtown in North Cork shortly afterwards where John spent his
formative years.

John attended Churchtown Primary School, Ring College or Colaiste
na Rinne near Dungarvan, St Colman’s College in Fermoy and a one-
year term at University College Cork in 1968/69. He spent three years
in London before returning to Churchtown in 1972 where he remained
until his death on 26 February 2014.

John Murphy devoted his life to creative writing. For reasons explained
in this anthology a limited amount of his work was published during his
lifetime. This anthology fulfills a wish from John that ‘some little record’
of his time spent writing would survive him.

ABOUT THE EDITOR

Gerry Murphy was born in Churchtown in 1954. Aged 18, he left
Churchtown and since then has lived in Carlow, Louth, Cork, Dublin,
London and Abu Dhabi. Gerry has maintained a great interest in local
community and rural development. He founded the Churchtown Village
Renewal Trust in 1997 and the Churchtown Heritage Society in 2015. He
isa proud supporter of the Pairc Bhrugh Thuinne / Halla100 development
at the GAA grounds in Churchtown. See www.gerrymurphy.com
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g DITOR’S FOREWORD

My brother John died on Wednesday, 26 February 2014.

John was a writer all his life but only a limited amount of his work was
published as he was his own worst critic and no sooner had he written
something but he was certain it was not good enough.

Over the years John enlisted my help in bringing his creative works
to a wider audience but no sooner had I finished the design and layout
but he wanted to either drop the idea of publication or destroy what
was written. In reality John destroyed much of what he created. After
many years helping on ‘publication’ projects with John I knew a major
publication was unlikely to happen in his lifetime. However, I never
followed John’s instructions to destroy what he had written but rather
saved the material he sent me for a day when it might be possible to
publish it. Now is that time.

John wrote poetry, humorous essays, short stories, plays and his
poignant autobiography Like it, or Lump it. He wrote almost daily
for over 40 years and even if he only wrote a page of 250 words every
day this would have amounted to 3.6 million words. This anthology
contains only what I collected over the years but it is nevertheless a good
anthology of John’s creative work. Indeed, it probably contains the best
of his work.

As you will see if you read Like it, or Lump it in its entirety John was
obsessed with language and punning and saw hidden meaning in words.
Of course, much of what John wrote was defined by his mental illness
and its publication will, I hope, offer readers an insight into thought
processes which many of us would otherwise never access.

In his autobiography John chose not to name anyone apart from some
public figures. In the editing process I have respected his approach even
though at times I was tempted to identify those who helped him along
the road of life. There are people who will easily identify themselves in
the text and I refer especially to the ‘Publican, the ‘Kerryman’ and the
‘Musicman’ in this regard.
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I would also like to thank John’s friend, Mick Culloty, for thorough
proofreading of the anthology and also acknowledge that he inspired
several of the Ballydull yarns.

I added the footnotes in Like it, or Lump it as part of the editing process
to aid my own understanding and to allow me appreciate exactly what
John was referring to in the text. I hope some of the footnotes relating to
obscure words are helpful to readers and I apologise if you are already
familiar with the words or phrases.

In his autobiography John refers to an event in the 1980s when he
thought he was dying and he wrote a letter to his family asking that
fragments of his writing be handed over to a relative of the family who
was a published writer. As he wrote:

“In my heart of hearts, I knew that these fragments of writing were
of no value and that the idea that a writer could turn these fragments
into something publishable was merely preposterous. But, thinking
that I was to die, I wanted some little record of me and my time spent
writing to survive me”.
I think John would be more than pleased in his own wry way with this
anthology and that far more than ‘some little record’ of his time spent
writing survives him.

Gerry Murphy

Churchtown
June 2017
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JET NO ONE SAY THE BEST HURLERS
BELONG TO THE PAST.

jHEYARE WITH US NOW AND BETTER
YET TO COME.

Christy Ring
1920-1979



j OM BEASLEY - THE REAL KING

Doubtless, you've heard of Elvis Presley the Memphis truck driver and
entertainer ... But did you ever hear of Tom Beasley the Ballydull cattle haulier
and cabaret artiste. There are people in Ballydull who maintain that Elvis
Presley made his millions by copying every move that Tom Beasley made.
They may have a point.

When Tom Beasley recorded ‘Bed and Breakfast Hangover, Elvis went
straight into the studio and recorded ‘Heartbreak Hotel’; when Tom Beasley
recorded ‘Don’t Step On My Brown Hush Puppies’ Elvis cunningly went and
recorded ‘Blue Suede Shoes.

This shameless plagiarism continued on for years, and I won't bore you with
the details, except to say by way of showing what a lying, cheating, thieving,
liardly impostor Elvis Presley was that when Tom Beasley had his first hit and
built a luxury bungalow on a half-acre site outside Ballydull and called his
new homestead ‘Grasslands, Elvis couldn’t contain his jealousy and bought
a little mansion in Memphis, which, as you all know, he called ‘Gracelands.
‘Grasslands’ - ‘Gracelands’ ! - That’s how far Elvis Presley’s twisted mind went
in his attempts to imitate Tom Beasley.

And it is a curious thing, a thing that would make you more superstitious
than suspicious that, after Tom Beasley died, people in Ballydull refused to
accept that Tom Beasley was actually dead. About a year after Tom Beasley was
buried, reports began to appear in the Ballydull News & Star of sightings of
Tom Beasley. One farmer said he saw Tom Beasley carrying a lorry load of TB
reactors to the factory under licence from the Department; but that couldn’t be
the case, because Tom Beasley was banned for years by the Department from
transporting reactors, after a famous incident when Tom sold the carcasses
of an entire herd from a depopulated farm - 150 cattle in all - for the home
deepfreeze market in Ballydull.

Another party - a Ballydull housewife - said she saw Tom Beasley a month
after his Anniversary Mass driving by in his lorry with the window down and
he singing ‘You Ain't Nothing But a Sheepdog, with the cattle in the back
bellowing for accompaniment. But I don’t believe that either - Tom Beasley
never sang for pleasure, but for money and money only. And personally I think
Tom Beasley is as dead as Elvis and that’s dead enough for me.



j HE MOST DRAMATIC DAY IN BALLYDULL

Opinion differs as to what was the most dramatic day in Ballydull. Some say
‘twas the day a woman first appeared in Ballydull wearing slacks. The woman
in question Mrs Binchy of Binchy’s public house - now O’Mahony’s bar and
lounge - had been reading “them foreign magazines” and nothing would
stop her one sunny day but to appear ever so briefly at the open door of her
public house in a pair of black and grey striped slacks. Consternation spread
throughout the village, and everybody was asking everybody else, “Did you see
Mrs Binchy and she wearing a man’s trousers?”

Others say the most dramatic day in Ballydull was the day they installed a
condom machine in the toilet of O’Mahony’s public bar ... and the old parish
priest, Father Cuddy, went mad with a Kango hammer, causing £2,000 worth
of structural damage to O’Mahony’s and the neighbouring dwelling, while
shouting all the while, “As long as I am parish priest, the only rubbers in
Ballydull will be — wellingtons!”

But for my money the most dramatic day or rather most dramatic night in
Ballydull was the night the new schoolmaster, Ted Hanlon, brought a new
computer to Ballydull and put it on display in the Community Hall. The new
computer was actually an old computer - a first generation model in fact - and
avery cumbersome, heavy piece of machinery it was; and it took an awful lot of
pushing and shoving and sweating to get the computer in the door of the hall
and up on stage. But, eventually, Ted Hanlon was able to stand proudly between
Fr Tomas Healy, the parish priest, and the latest oracle, the new computer; and
Ted was able to tell the people with the superior air of all schoolteachers that
the computer was able to answer any question under the sun.

And so the crowd in attendance began to throw questions at the computer.
In what country is Addis Ababa? What year was Muhammad Ali born? Who
won the 1957 Grand National? And the computer answered authoritatively
and correctly every time. But, then, a bunch of lads at the back of the hall got
fed up of the constant airing of questions followed by a predictably correct
answer from the computer, and one of the lads decided to ask the computer,
“Who put Mary Coakley in the family way?”

The schoolmaster got very angry indeed, as he shouted over the uproar: “That
is not a scientific question! The computer only answers scientific questions.
Another question, please!”

But, just then, Father Tomas the PP put out his hand and waved it downwards
to indicate that he wanted silence, and a great silence came over the crowd. In



the otherwise perfect silence the PP spoke: “Our schoolmaster has assured us
that this technological marvel before us can answer any question under the
sun; and I think it right and proper that this same technological marvel be
afforded the opportunity of answering the difficult, if salacious question of the
young gentleman in the audience”

Ted Hanlon the schoolmaster was left with no choice but to feed the question
to the computer, namely the question ‘Who put Mary Coakley in the family
way?’ The tension was deadly as the old-fashioned computer whirred and
buzzed and clicked in an effort to come with an answer to this most difficult of
questions. Finally, the ticker tape with the answer came out of the old machine;
and the schoolmaster, who was quite flustered by this stage, unthinkingly read
out the answer: “Fr Tomas Healy”

Needless to say, there was bedlam with this announcement. And the school-
master maintains to this day that it was all the rough handling his computer
received on the way into the Community Hall which so upset the machine;
but, no matter, this was the first and last computer to appear in Ballydull. And
the whole event has gone down in folklore, so much so that if you ever say
anything to a Ballydull man which strikes him as particularly odd, he will say
to you: “You're as wrong as Ted Hanlon’s computer!”

_[OCAL PATRIOTISM

Rome - the Eternal City. Venice - the jewel of the sea. Paris — the city of
romance. New York - the city that never sleeps. They mean next to nothing
to the denizens of Ballydull. As far as Ballydull people are concerned Ballydull
is the centre of the universe. In short, Ballydull people are proud of Ballydull.

Ballydull patriots — that is a man or woman who puts Ballydull first - are
many. One Ballydull patriot was walking down the street one day and he saw
two men talking by the post office and he shouted to them: “You're talking
about Ballydull!”

“No, we're not!” replied one of the two, surprised to have their conversation
so rudely interrupted.

“Is it how Ballydull isn't good enough for ye?” responded the Ballydull patriot,
as he walked away with a disgusted look on his face.



_AIYGIENE

I want to speak about the hygiene in Ballydull. By this I don’t mean anything
as close to the bone as personal hygiene. ‘Personal hygiene in Ballydull’ is a
subject that one should only address when one has in the security of one’s
hand a boarding card for a trans-Atlantic jet. By which I would wish to imply
that Ballydull people are touchy about the racially-charged subject of personal
hygiene.

Ballydull people are not so sensitive about personal hygiene as to actually
wash themselves or even hose the slurry off their wellingtons before they go
and enter a supermarket; but they are sufficiently sensitive about the subject
that anyone casting aspersions about the body hygiene of Ballydull folk is
likely to become the particular victim of ‘a little argy-bargy’ or even a bit of a
‘schemozle’ and end up in a hospital bed with one leg pointing at the ceiling
and more bandages on the head than an Egyptian royal mummy.

But my subject is not personal hygiene, but hygiene in the production of
milk on a Ballydull dairy farm. Now, fair is fair and one must allow that in
these latter years milk production in Ballydull is a squeaky-clean business. The
deadly science of chemistry has entered the equation, and with the likes of
somatic cell-count analysis and milking parlours that are parlours, there is no
longer any opportunity for dirty milk as such to enter the food chain. It wasn’t
always so.

One time, not that long ago, it was a regular occurrence for the creamery
manager or one of the creamery workers in Ballydull to have to pull a dead
(that is to say drowned) cat out from a just-delivered supply of milk, before the
milk and, but for the just-mentioned intervention of the creamery staff, the cat
entered the creamery tanks themselves.

Even in the old days a cat in a farmer’s milk was a minor calamity (there was
always the regrettable probability that the cat had consumed his fill before he
expired); but no farmer had much misgivings about a leaf or two - or even a
heap of leaves - getting into his milk supply. And as for flies, well nobody even
cast such insignificant creatures a thought.

All that changed in the sixties, with the introduction of the much-hated
‘gun. By today’s standards this so-called ‘gun’ was a very crude instrument.
Effectively a suction pump, this ‘gun’ sucked up a body of milk and any of the
more coarse dirt was trapped on a paper pad; and, if this dirt was of sufficient
volume and seriousness, the manager (going purely on the judgement of
his naked eye) condemned that particular farmer’s supply for that day; and,
ignominy of ignominies, the same milk had to be taken back to the farm to be
otherwise disposed.



All in all, it is fair to say that the sixties in Ballydull were typified not by LSD
and love-ins but by the ‘gun’ And they weren’t summers of love!

In this new order of the ‘gun’ there were two innocents who suffered greatly.
One was the Ballydull creamery manager himself, a pleasant, diffident man
who, against his own outdated instincts, often had to condemn a supply of
milk as unworthy. And then he would have to placate the great anger of the
owner of the condemned milk. And sometimes the great embarrassment of the
manager in this situation would lead him into spoonerism of sort, as he would
say to the near-violent farmer: “Clam yourself, Peter; clam yourself!”

Another innocent in this business was the working man whose duty it was to
deliver milk to the creamery on behalf of his farmer-master. If such a working
man had to return to his master’s farm with churns full of rejected milk, well
then you can guess that no great welcome awaited him. And, worse, there
might be no boiled egg awaiting such an unfortunate man for breakfast the
following morning.

On one famous occasion it was not the ‘gun’ which was instrumental in milk
being turned away at the creamery, but that other sophisticated instrument at
the disposal of the manager - a spoon which he brought to his own tongue
to determine whether or not the milk was sour. On this famous occasion the
milk in question did indeed prove sour to the manager’s taste; and, mustering
up quite uncharacteristic anger, the manager said to the hapless working man
who delivered this foul supply of milk - “This milk is sour!”

“Youre sour yourself retorted the working man more out of grievance
than wit.

j HE ARGUMENT

Ballydull is a village and parish somewhere. A parish so preternaturally slow
that for a local to bother to get up and to appear in the open doorway of their
house in the course of a morning is for any onlooking Ballydull person a
remarkable life-affirming event ...



WEATHER IN BALLYDULL

When it’s not raining in Ballydull,

it’s drizzling;

when it’s not

drizzling in Ballydull,

it’s misting;

when it’s not misting in Ballydull,

there’s drops in the air;

when there are no drops in the air in Ballydull,
there’s a black cloud overhead;

when there is no black cloud overhead in Ballydull,
there’s rain again in the forecast.

When it’s neither raining, nor drizzling, nor misting, with no drops in the air
and no black cloud overhead, with no rain in the forecast in Ballydull, youre
not in Ballydull at all, but on an agricultural Co-op holiday to Tenerife.

‘/4 BALLYDULL THEORY

Ballydull has the highest level of rainfall of any parish in Ireland. Ballydull also
has the highest number of alcoholics per capita of any parish in Ireland. I'm
convinced that the two problems are related.

Picture this: a man is at home of a night, nursing a headache from the night
before. The children are fighting; the wife is watching a cop show on television
- with each gunshot ringing out like thunder. In such circumstances what can
a man do only look out the window in despair. And what does he see - as the
nodules of thirst begin to itch in his larynx? But raindrops, raindrops glistening
like jewels on the black window pane. And of course he’s off to O’Mahony’s for
a pint and a short for starters.

I'm convinced that the parish priest of Ballydull shares my particular theory
about the causes of alcoholism in Ballydull. Because each time he dispenses the
pledge to yet another recovering alcoholic, he always says, “Now don’t as much
as look at a wet glass, my good man!”



o[)ORD TAFT THE TAILOR OF OLD BALLYDULL

Yes, Jim Wilson the tailor that lived and worked in the village had grandiose
ways. Once, after returning from a losing Cheltenham, he was undaunted and
declared in O’'Mahony’s public house: “Its metropolitan and overseas from here
on.” This was Jim’s way of saying that he was a cut above the servant boys and
wouldn’t be seen at point-to-point and local ‘inside the rails’ race meetings.
The target of his insult, the servant boys only laughed at this and many another
boast from the tailor, as they shouted to the tailor’s own pleasure: “Good man,
Lord Taft!”

Once there was a fashion for red shirts in Ballydull and district. There was a
fashion for other types of shirts too at the time but, 'm not making this up,
there was also at this very time a fashion craze for red shirts. To be hip at the
time you had to have a red shirt and possibly a blue one as well. Alas, the only
way most young men of the parish could afford a red shirt was to dye their
existing white shirts. So, there was quite a trade in six-penny packets of red
dye. Mrs Brady’s, the huckster’s shop next door to Jim Wilson’s tailor shop,
covered this market.

But then, Jim was offered ‘a lin€’ in real red shirts by a travelling salesman.
Needless to say, Jim couldn’t resist this offer and he purchased a large
consignment of real red shirts and he put a sign in his window that read:

GENUINE RED SHIRTS
No Dying

Ballydull people considered this episode to be another instance of ‘Lord Taft’s
bravado.

Eventually the tailoring business lost its capacity to generate income for Jim
Wilson and, for a sort of swan song, Jim innocently engaged in some pyramid
selling. Jim would go around to the houses with a big cardboard box of entirely
useless products, and as he would enter a house he would declare, in line with
the instructions he received from his new American masters, “I used to be
working with men but now I'm working with women!” And as he was saying
this Jim would take a cloth from the box and begin to clean the floor.

But it was perhaps for another pyramid product that Jim became most
famous, his shampoo. Jim would take out this bottle of expensively priced
shampoo and proudly declare: “There’s a lemon in it” Unfortunately there was
no shampoo in it. And to this day the phrase “There’s a lemon in it,” is always
uttered to laughter in Ballydull whenever anybody speaks of the contents or
ingredients of a product. Innocent people.

Not all Jim Wilson’s jokes reflect badly on him. Once in his tailor’s shop, the
matter of Gideon bibles was up for discussion. And somebody explained that
these Gideon bibles were bibles placed for free in hotel bedrooms.

“Those bibles would never do in Ballydull;” commented Jim.“Theyd be stolen.”



/i?ALLYDULL FOR THE ‘ESSENTIALS’

A Ballydull man would never dream of using place mats. If he wants to protect
his plastic tablecloth from the effect of hot plates or hot saucepans, he can
always use a piece of a cornflakes box or, better still, one of those large brown
envelopes in which the local Co-op dispatch their bills. A Co-op brown
envelope does the job dandy!

Ballydull is a place that has never lost faith with the power of the basic, with
the potential of ordinary things. And three of the most trusted ‘essentials’ in
Ballydull are Bread soda, Three-in-one Oil and urine.

Bread soda cures just about everything — a loose tooth, rashes on the skin,
fungus in the feet, just about everything.

No less famous are the rehabilitative powers of Three-in-one Oil. On one
occasion, one of these modern young farmers was baling hay in a cottager’s
half-acre and, alas, the high tech baler broke down. Consternation! For if you
know anything about the countryside, you will know that there is more pride
invested in the saving of the hay than in any other enterprise in the world.
Remember that a cottager who loses his hay will have to endure the derision
of his neighbours for a full year, that is until the next harvest time when he has
the chance to recoup his reputation.

So, when our angelically bright (that is to say clean) young farmer stepped
down from his tractor to inspect the malfunctioning baler, the elderly man
who owned the half-acre rushed up to him in a state of some anxiety and
asked: “Would a bit of oil help?”

At this intervention the young farmer could only laugh, he being more
accustomed to the esoteric science of machine parts nomenclature.

On another occasion an eminent heart surgeon from Dublin paid a visit to
Ballydull. And wishing to do as the Romans do as it were, he joined a group
of Ballydull men in a drinking session; but, as the night wore on and the ninth
and tenth round went by with no hint from the Ballydull men of a ‘cessation,
the eminent heart surgeon began to regret his gallantry in deciding to mix with
the locals.

And then these same drunken locals began to inform the heart surgeon
of the curative powers of drinking your own urine. And when the heart
surgeon expressed doubts as to urine consumption having any beneficial or
regenerative effect on the heart, the locals rounded on him and called him a
thick ignoramus.

The eminent heart surgeon left Ballydull next morning in a hurry, protesting:
“Let me out of this place fast; the indigenous population do nothing else but
produce urine - and take it!”

10



g)ALA NIGHT IN BALLYDULL

The big night out of the year in Ballydull is the GAA Club and Invalids’ Society
annual dinner dance. The menu and venue are always the same; chicken and
chipsin O’Mahony’slounge bar, restaurant and funeral home. The photographer
from the Ballydull News & Star likes to get there early, and snap the people on
their way into the dinner dance before trouble begins and the pool cues and
hurley sticks are produced. After all, the headline ‘Another Glorious Year For
Ballydull’ would look very odd above a photograph of broken teeth, broken
chairs, fractured limbs and blood-strewn faces, clothes, table linen and carpet.

If the Ballydull GAA club hasn’t had a good year — no matches won, half the
matches not played, a long list of injuries and sendings off, massive fines and
litigation, with talk of larceny, impersonation, forgery, embezzlement, grievous
bodily harm, kidnap, gun warfare and poor attendance at meetings by officials
— the night is sure to end in recrimination, with the police and ambulances
called; and also the fire brigade to extricate the chairman from his unbecoming
predicament halfway up the chimney, this the result of a foolhardy attempt to
escape.

But, make no mistake, people do enjoy themselves at this the highlight of the
Ballydull social calendar. Couples dance to the tunes of the Three Musketeers,
a two-piece band famous for their big local hit Tve Got Ballydull On The
Brain’ And people do look forward to the big raffle, third prize a bottle of
whiskey, second prize two bottles of whiskey and the grand first prize of a
case of whiskey and the committee’s sincere best wishes with the hospital, the
court case and the jail term. And, of course, the highlight of the evening is the
pint drinking contest, the winner declared to be all right provided he remains
standing ten seconds after all other contestants have collapsed and have been
removed from the premises in the wheelbarrows at the ready.

Win or lose, Ballydull people know how to enjoy themselves!
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_SHOPPING FOR THE GROCERIES

Do you like buying the groceries? Nobody seems to like buying the groceries.
But buying the groceries in Ballydull is a doddle or, as we say, a cinch. You
pop into Smith’s Food Store and throw a few white slice pans, a few packets
of plastic-wrapped rashers, a big bottle of Chef Sauce and a tub of margarine
in the basket - and that’s it. In and out the door in five minutes. Couldn’t be
simpler!

But, as you come out the door of Smith’s Food Store, your eyes are drawn
to the building directly across the road - O’Mahony’s Bar & Lounge. Now,
‘twould be unlucky, unsociable and uncivilised not to cross the road and call
for a pint. And so doing, you have another and another and another, until
you stumble out the door of O’Mahony’s at one o’ clock in the morning, not
knowing where you are. But then the familiar aroma of TONT'S FAST FOOD
takeaway strikes your nostrils and of course you slip in for a chicken supper.
Which consists of the leg of a chicken, a big portion of chips and some peas, all
coated in so much grease that, after you've consumed the lot, you’ve got to be
very careful not to strike a match too close to your stomach, lest you burst into
a fireball the likes of which hasn’t been seen since the Gulf War. In any event,
full to your tonsils with Guinness, Whiskey, Crisps, KP Nuts and the recent
chicken supper, you can go home completely satisfied with your trip to town
for the groceries.

jRUE INNOCENCE

At a certain time of year some of the fuel for the kitchen fire was provided by
the twigs hopeful crows dropped down the chimney overnight. The persistence
of the crows in fruitlessly bringing twigs to the chimney-top puzzled one
Ballydull man; and he would keep saying to himself as he milked the cows of a
morning: “Youd think theyd cop themselves on!”
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jIMMY BRADY - DISC JOCKEY

The most famous man in Ballydull these days is Timmy Brady, disc jockey
and farmer. Timmy Brady has his own show five nights a week on local FM
radio. As far as Timmy Brady is concerned its money for jam. Every week
night Timmy bids farewell to his bullocks grazing contentedly on his fifty acre
farm, gets into his old Cortina and drives the fifteen miles to the radio station,
humming to himself all the way.

Timmy Brady’s radio programme is a phone-in request show. That suits
Timmy fine. Timmy is quite happy that there are enough fools out there
prepared to run up phone bills and ask for songs that sound so mournful that
they sound like a man whose doctor has ordered him off the fags and booze
purchasing two flagons of 7 Up and a packet of Ritchie’s After Dinner Mints.
Not that Timmy Brady is worried. He plays the songs the people want to hear
and every night he conducts a phone-in quiz. Nothing too difficult, mind you.
In what country is New York? On what date is Christmas Day? And what do
you call a male cow? And so on.

Occasionally people phone up Timmy with requests for strange songs. One
party rang in asking for ‘White Rabbit” by Jefferson Airplane. But Timmy had
never seen a white rabbit and he had never been in an aeroplane and he had
definitely never seen a white rabbit in an aeroplane; so Timmy didn’t play the
request. Another guy rang in asking for “‘Waiting For The Sun’ by The Doors.
Timmy thought this request most strange. Youd wait for a bus or a train, or
wait for the cattle report to come on the radio; but Timmy Brady never in his
life ever heard of a set of doors waiting for anything. So “Waiting For The Sun’
was a non-starter; instead Timmy resourcefully gave “The Moon Behind The
Hill’ a spin, expressing the hope that this would help the listener.
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jHE MONUMENT

At a recent meeting of the Ballydull Community Council it was decided to
erect a monument on the village green. You might ask what prompted the
Ballydull Community Council in this direction. And the answer is simple: The
rival parish of Kilnadreary recently erected a monument right smack in the
middle of Kilnadreary village, this monument to the memory of Kilnadreary’s
most famous son - a greyhound by the name of Gentleman Jim who won the
Cork Laurels in 1963 and would have won the English Derby in White City if
the English dogs hadn’t decided to gang up on him and squeeze him out of the
race at the first bend.

Now, you must understand the great and bitter rivalry between the Ballydull
and Kilnadreary parishes, and perhaps the best way I can explain this rivalry
is to say in football matches between Ballydull and Kilnadreary the ball can be
missing for up to ten or fifteen minutes before anyone notices the fact. That’s
how intense the rivalry is.

So, naturally, when Kilnadreary erected a monument to Gentleman Jim,
there were those in Ballydull who felt that Ballydull shouldn’t let Kilnadreary
away with it and that there should be one - if not two — monuments erected in
Ballydull to preserve ‘parity of esteem’. But who or what could Ballydull erect
a monument to?

The only famous man to come out of Ballydull was John Maloney, a quack
doctor who was arrested and hanged in Arizona in the 1840s for claiming his
special elixir MALONEY’S WAKE-"EM-UP MIXTURE could bring people
back from the dead. Clearly, it wouldn’t do to erect a monument in Ballydull to
the infamous “Wake-em-up’ Maloney.

Then somebody at the Community Council meeting suggested that they erect
a monument to the famous Ballydull piebald donkey known as Tinker Joe
who won a lot of donkey derbys at the carnivals in Ballydull and neighbouring
parishes in the sixties. But then somebody at the meeting pointed out in all
innocence that it wouldn't look good if Kilnadreary had a monument to a
Gentleman as it were and all Ballydull could manage in reply was a monument
to a Donkey. And with that the meeting broke up in uproar, with the man
who was only trying to be helpful in pointing out the potential faux pas being
removed to hospital and spending ten days in intensive care.

I can tell you that at the next meeting of Ballydull Community Council the
pressure was on to come up with a suitable theme for a monument in Ballydull.
And then somebody at the meeting made the suggestion that they erect a life-
size monument to Joe Cashman, a Ballydull man, of course, and a legend and
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a leader of fashion in his own lifetime as the first man in Ireland to draw the
dole.

Really the Community Council had no choice but to go along with this idea,
and that is why every Friday when the unemployed come out of Ballydull Post
Office with a wad of notes in their hands, before they head to O’Mahony’s
lounge bar and secret casino, they always tip their caps in the direction of the
imposing monument to the first man in Ireland to draw the dole. Joe Cashman
- Patriot.

jACI TURNITY IN BALLYDULL

Some people blame the English, other people blame the Famine; but, one way
or the other, the fact is Ballydull people are either very guarded or else very
restricted in what they have to say. In other words, Ballydull people are as tight
with words as they are with their money. They don't give much away.

Once, a plain clothes detective from Dublin Castle was in Ballydull
investigating a big robbery; and he stood on Main Street, Ballydull and he
asked a passer-by: “Is this the Post Office?” “Are you looking for a stamp?”
asked the passer-by, by way of reply. Needless to say the plainclothes detective
didn’t make much progress in his investigations, and he went back to Dublin
a sorry man, with a very low opinion of Ballydull people as being the most
ignorant, most clannish people on earth.

There was another Ballydull man - a farmer - who responded to every
situation in life with one of two statements: either “Thats right!” or else “I
suppose so.” For instance, if you ever said anything to this farmer and there
was the slightest possibility that he could agree with you, he was more than
happy to say: “That’s right!” But, if you said something to this farmer which he
couldn’t under any circumstances agree with, he still couldn’t bring himself to
contradict you, and he would say to you: “I suppose so.”

On one occasion this farmer met another Ballydull farmer, a famous
hypochondriac, and the hypochondriac farmer said: “I'm dying!” Clearly our
hero, the first farmer who ever only spoke two sentences couldn’t say to the
hypochondriac “That’s right!” so he had no choice but to reply: “I suppose so.”
There was a moments silence and then they both laughed.
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j HE TALK IN BALLYDULL

I ask a very simple question: How do you know you are in Ballydull? Is it
from the fact that everybody is talking about the rain? Or is it because all the
men wear green anoraks, smoke Major and love eating Chocolate Goldgrain
Biscuits - as a treat? No; everybody in Ireland talks about the rain, wears a
green anorak, smokes Major and loves eating Chocolate Goldgrain Biscuits as
a treat. But Ballydull has one distinguishing characteristic ...

Ballydull is the only parish in Ireland where people are out on the roads
flagging down cars in the hope of hearing a bit of news, in other words gossip.
Now, what Ballydull people find interesting in the way of gossip might surprise
you. For instance, any news about the parish priest - however trivial - is
sensational stuft in Ballydull. That the parish priest went to the doctor, or that
the parish priest went to the supermarket, or that - God forbid - the parish
priest is going to retire is all big news in Ballydull.

And why wouldn't it be? Isn’t the parish priest, Father Tomas, the man
responsible for getting us all into Heaven. And if you've ever been to a Munster
Final, I needn't tell you getting into Heaven is no joke. Mark my words, there
will be a lot of people turned away at the gate, and they won't be able to watch
the proceedings on TV in a nearby pub either!

But I was talking about gossip in Ballydull. And as youd expect not all gossip
in Ballydull is about the parish priest. You might in fact expect the hottest
gossip in Ballydull to be of a scandalous nature; but there you would be quite
wrong. To grab the attention of a Ballydull man or woman leaning over the
garden gate, out for a walk or having a drink in the pub, it’s no use talking
about sex, politics or the latest film.

This is Ballydull, after all! And what Ballydull people most like to hear is
news of illness, disease and death. Start talking about back pain, rheumatoid
arthritis, shingles, TB, pleurisy, pneumonia, cancer of the colon, strokes and
heart attacks and a Ballydull man will listen to you for hours and go away
thinking you're a most intelligent, most interesting man.

What a Ballydull man most wants to hear is that somebody is actually dying.
That’s really hot news! And phrases with an air of finality about them such as
“That’s the way!”, “It’s only a matter of time!” and “I suppose they’ll be flying in
from England?” are eating and drinking to a Ballydull man. In truth, there are
only three questions which perplex Ballydull people: Who is going to win the
Junior B Championship? Who is going to buy O’Mahony’s public house? And
who is next for removal?
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j HE ESSENTIAL FASHION ITEM

The essential fashion item in Ballydull is Farah pants. You might remember
those Farah pants: they were jeans of a sort that a person with notions of
respectability and standing might wear without being seen to wear jeans as
such. The fundamental appeal of a Farah pants to someone caught between
the demands of fashion and the demands of respectability still holds good in
Ballydull.

A Ballydull man likes his Farah pants. No Ballydull man in a Farah pants is
likely to be mistaken for a drug dealer or a TV producer. In its own way a pair
of Farah pants is the stuff of the soil: unpretentious. And these Farah pants
are versatile. You can just about feed your bull calf while you are wearing your
Farah pants and then proceed, without change of costume, to an interview
with your bank manager. Like I say, versatile, handy.

You might be familiar with that TV commercial that goes: “I have a headache,
I'm late for work and where’s the Paracetamol?” In Ballydull things are a little
different, and the morning utterances of a Ballydull man are more likely to be:
“I have a hangover, 'm late for signing on and where’s my Farah pants?”

Z?ALLYD ULL THRIFT

People say that the big farmers in Ballydull are a bit mean, a bit tight, a bit
miserly. But I don’t know. Suppose you were after a bad harvest, with two fields
of hay washed away, and on top of that you lost two cows to grass tetany. And
then suppose you were in the city of a day and you had to go to the toilet?
Wouldn’t you be inclined to wait a few paces back from the toilet cubicles, in
a state of complete watchfulness, until that precise moment some man began
to emerge from one of the cubicles ...Whereupon you would make one good
charge at the toilet door, before it clicked shut in your face.
All to save a penny! And why not?
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j HE SECOND SMARTEST MAN IN BALLYDULL

The smartest man in Ballydull is the parish priest. He even writes books ... big
books ... with big rockers of words in them. But the second smartest man in
Ballydull can only be the schoolmaster.

His general knowledge is amazing ...

Not alone does the school master know the name of the pharaoh at the time
of the building of the Great Pyramid of Cheops, he also knows the name of the
man who served as head foreman on the site ... before and after they opened
the canteen.

One day the school master was talking to a past pupil of his, and the past
pupil had just returned from working in the Middle East, and the same past
pupil in his shiny white suit was inclined to boast quite a bit. Funny thing,
the schoolmaster remembered the past pupil in question as one of his less
promising subjects, and it was very painful now for the schoolmaster to
hear him go on about what a fabulous time he had in Kuwait and Amman
and Cairo. Eventually the schoolmaster had heard enough, and he asked his
boastful companion:

“Were you ever in Algebra?”

“No,” replied the past pupil, “but I passed within ten miles of it!”

%N OTHER BALLYDULL PROBLEM

Ballydull people will know what I am on about here. A visitor from England or
America calls to the house, and in the middle of the festivities he asks, “Where
is the loo?” or “Where is the water closet?” And, of course, there is always
somebody a little bit smart, a little bit coarse, and they take the visitor outside
the front door and they point proudly to the open countryside and say: “There
you are!”

Once, a Ballydull man who had made good in America came home to visit his
parents and, seeing the situation, he instantly called in the builders to install a
luxury bathroom in the old home place. Then nothing would stop him but to
hold a barbecue in his old home place before he returned to the States. And as
the barbecue was in full swing, he said to his father: “Ain’t it grand to be eating
out under the stars!” But the father wasn't so impressed, and he simply said to
his son: “Ye have a funny way of doing things in America: ye eat outside the
house, and ye crap inside!”
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_AJLCOHOLISM

I ask a very serious question, a very serious question indeed. What is an
alcoholic? Certainly, in Ballydull we have our own ideas as to what constitutes
an alcoholic.

A psychiatrist may say that a man who needs five pints and two shorts every
night is an alcoholic. In Ballydull we say nothing of the sort. A man who drinks
five pints and two shorts nightly is what we in Ballydull call alemonade drinker,
that is a fellow only one step removed from a complete pioneer, in other words
a complete killjoy who you would be ashamed to be seen talking to.

A man who takes nine pints a night is what we in Ballydull call “a man who
likes a drop” Not a serious drinker by any means; but a decent sort of bloke
whod probably dip his hand in his pocket to support the Ballydull Hurling
Club and give 50p to a child while he was at it.

You might be inclined to say that a man on fifteen pints per night was over-
doing it a bit. But we in Ballydull wouldn't agree. In Ballydull the fifteen pints
per night man is a man. The sort of man who would have died for Ireland, if he
hadn’t spent so long in the toilet.

Surely, surely, you will say that even a Ballydull man would agree that a fellow
who drinks eighteen pints a night is nothing short of an alcoholic. But there
again you would be wrong. A man who drinks eighteen pints a night is not, is
not an alcoholic. No. He’s a man with a problem. Not a drink problem, mind
you; but a problem. It could be a problem with his wife, a problem with his
health, a financial problem, a problem with his neighbour, or a problem doing
the easy crossword. But never a drink problem as such.

Of course a man who drinks twenty pints a night is a man with a big problem.
There are even those in Ballydull who would describe a man who swallows
twenty pints a night as a semi-alcoholic, no offence to anybody reading this.

Finally, finally, you might say that a man who drinks twenty-four pints a
day is surely an alcoholic. But once again youd be wrong. A man who drinks
twenty-four pints a day in Ballydull is a man with a throat. There are a few men
with throats in Ballydull - but NO alcoholics as such.
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Z?ALLYD ULL FOR EXCITEMENT

Young people from foreign parts sometimes ask: What do people do for
excitement in Ballydull? There is an implication with this question that people
want for excitement in Ballydull; but, as I always say, New York - London -
Paris are only cities, but Ballydull is a place where you are accepted in your own
right, accepted as long as you can open your mouth to take a slug of Guinness,
accepted as long as you can proceed to utter some sort of guttural noise, which
Ballydull people will understand perfectly and take to mean:

You're not feeling too bad,

The weather is terrible,

Ballydull still have a chance in the championship,
The country is finished,

And would you get me a pint.

And quite apart from being a place that is tolerant of it's own kind, be they
of modest 1Q, little IQ, no IQ or sub zero IQ, downtown Ballydull is a hot,
happening place with a night life second to none. Consider an average week
in Ballydull ...

On Monday night there’s bingo and tombola in the Parochial Hall, with tea
and Marietta biscuits served at the interval. On Tuesday night Sister Anthony
shows slides of her trip to the Holy Land in the Parochial Hall. Apart from
her obvious religious interests, Sister Anthony is a keen amateur botanist and
in between shots of the thatched cottage where Jesus was born, the Christian
Brother Synagogue where he went to school and the garden where he was
arrested during Easter week, you are bound to see some thrilling slides of the
wild flowers of Palestine. Tea and Marietta biscuits served on the night.

Wednesday night is the traditional night ‘inside’ in Ballydull. Watch a bit of
telly, have tea and Marietta biscuits before you retire and thank God you were
born in Ballydull where your right to remain as ignorant as a donkey looking
out over a ditch on a damp day is respected in custom and law. Thursday night
there’s a Karate class in the Old Parochial Hall, conducted by the new curate,
the energetic Father Kiely, who remembers injured, hospitalised and violently
deceased members of the club at end of evening prayer - just before the tea and
Marietta biscuits are served.

You might consider all these events just a little old-fashioned and as interesting
as a Marietta biscuit dunked in a cup of cold tea; but please remember you
have the opportunity every night in Ballydull of getting paralytic drunk. And
most do just that on Friday night — dole night — when the four Ballydull pubs
are every bit a hectic as a Tokyo subway in the grip of a nerve gas attack.
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And there’s nothing at all old-fashioned about the blue movies they show in
O’Mahony’s on a Saturday night, when open-mouthed locals cheer and throw
their caps in the air at the pornographic equivalent of Ballydull Novice scoring
the winning goal in injury time against their arch-rivals Kilnadreary. Sunday
is, admittedly, a rather quiet day in Ballydull; and, if it’s raining, as it’s very
likely to be, you might as well spend the whole day in bed, getting up in the
evening to fry a few spuds and shave (if you feel like it) before heading out for
another night - and another week — on the ‘tare’ in dear old Ballydull, where,
long before the experts, they appreciated the virtues of a liquid diet.

j HE OLD VALUES

Jim Smith, the proprietor of Smith’s Food Store, is a good businessman. But
there are some things Jim finds very hard to understand, like why would
anybody want to eat yoghurt. Jim always gets a good laugh when somebody
comes into his store and purchases a carton or cartons of yoghurt; and Jim
gets very serious and very talkative when anybody is in the actual process
of purchasing yoghurt. “Ah, Mrs Byrne, strawberry yoghurt for yourself, six
petits filous for the young monsters, and hazelnut yoghurt for himself! Very
Healthy!” And as soon as Mrs Byrne has her back turned, Jim Smith is laughing
heartily at the foolishness of people. That’s Jim Smith for you, an unpretentious
Ballydull man, one of whose jobs as a young fella’ was feeding separated milk
to calves and who can’t understand that people are now eating it.

And as for bottled mineral water, Jim often lies back in his bed at night
laughing out loud at the idea.
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j HE PRIEST AND THE BISHOP

Father Tomas Healy, the PP in Ballydull, is a fair man. But he is known to take
offence at certain manner of behaviour and certain manner of talk. And God
help the man or woman who offends Father Tomas Healy.

Strange to say, one of the people who has a talent for offending Father Tomas
is the Bishop. Recently Father Tim was celebrating his Golden Jubilee amid
a gathering of lay people and clergy including the Bishop; and the Bishop
decided to tell a joke. The Bishop’s joke went as follows:

‘A rabbi and a priest used to meet every year on a train, and invariably the
rabbi would enquire after the priest’s nephew. The rabbi was very impressed
one year when the priest was able to tell him that his nephew had just got
ordained. The next year the rabbi enquired after the priest’s nephew again, and
did he get a surprise when he heard the nephew had become a parish priest.
The following year the rabbi made the same enquiry, and was he astounded
to hear that the priest’s nephew had become a bishop. The next year the rabbi
enquired after the priest’s nephew again; and the priest proudly told him that
his nephew had become a cardinal. And the year after that the rabbi made the
same enquiry only to learn that the priest'’s ambitious nephew had been made
Pope ...

The year after the rabbi heard the news that the priest's nephew had been
made Pope the rabbi and the priest met once again on the train. And in the
time-honoured fashion the rabbi enquired after the priest’s nephew.

“He’s still Pope,” replied the priest in a very self-satisfied way.

“Is that all?” asked the suddenly testy rabbi.

“Well you can’t expect him to become God,” remonstrated the priest.

“Well, one of our boys made it!” said the rabbi triumphantly’

I have to say that the lay people of Ballydull and assorted clergy greeted the
Bishop’s joke with only polite laughter. And notlaughing at all was Father Tomas
Healy, who took double offence at the Bishop’s joke ... Firstly, he considered
the joke to be irreligious; and secondly, rightly or wrongly, he couldn’t but be
reminded of his own nephew who left Ireland under a cloud as they say and
was now wanted in America for selling the Golden Gate Bridge.

Very annoyed with his own bishop was Father Tomas Healy, and when Father
Tom’s turn came to do a party piece, he didn't do his usual number and sing
“The Old Lady Who Swallowed A Fly’ but purposely decided to tell a joke.

Father Tomas’ joke went as follows: ‘Once upon a time in a diocese far, far
away there was this bishop who was constantly hearing that the priests of the
diocese gave very boring sermons. The bishop decided to remedy this situation
and began to advise the clergy of his diocese about the composition of their
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sermons. The bishop called on one old priest who was notorious for the boring
sermons he gave, mostly about his own aches and pains.

“You know, Joe,” the bishop said to the old priest, “if you want people to be
interested in your sermons, you ought to say something startling. Something
startling like ‘Last night I was in the arms of a beautiful woman’ ... And then
towards the end of the sermon you can reveal that the beautiful woman was
your mother; and the congregation will go away happy thinking that you gave
a most interesting sermon.”

The old parish priest decided to try out the bishop’s advice, and the following
Sunday he commenced his sermon with the immortal line, ‘Last night I was
in the arms of a beautiful woman. And needless to say the congregation was
astounded to hear this and were all agog as to what the priest would say next.
Unfortunately, when the time came to give the entirely innocent explanation
for the startling statement with which he begun his sermon, the old parish
priest forgot himself and he couldn't remember the exact advice the bishop
had given. The old parish priest then became very flustered, making his
congregation suspicious that there was another revelation on the way.

“I've got it, I've got it,” exclaimed the priest at last — “last night I was in the
arms of the bishop’s mother”

Hearing this joke, the lay people of Ballydull broke into loud laughter
and someone shouted, “You know how to tell ‘em, Father Tomas!” And I
can tell you that later in the night it was a very sour faced bishop who on
behalf of Ballydull Community Council presented Father Tomas Healy with a
colour TV.

j HE PHLEGMATIC BALLYDULL MAN

What does a Ballydull man say when the foreman hands him his cards?

I was coming for them anyway.

What does a Ballydull man say to the waiter who only serves one potato for
dinner?

Take them up - they’re boiled.

What does a Ballydull man say after selling land / cattle / sheep / pigs?

Well, I didn’t get as much as I expected but then I never thought I would.

And what does a Ballydull man say to the drunk who maintains there’s cows
beneath the sea?

There’s probably silage pits there as well.
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j HE POPE IN BALLYDULL

It’s a little known fact but in the course of his visit to Ireland in 79 the Pope put
in an appearance - an undignified appearance - in Ballydull. He had just made
his appeal to the IRA to lay down their arms and was leaving Drogheda, when
he suddenly decided he wanted to go to the Limerick races. He was in receipt
of information from a Cork Examiner journalist about a ‘dead cert’ running in
the 4.30 and he was convinced that if the chauffeur put the foot on the pedal
they might just about make it.

“Faster, faster” or “Yaster, yaster” the Pope kept telling the chauffeur as they
tore through the towns of Ashbourne and Lucan. But, by the time they got
to Naas, the Pope’s impatience with his chauffeur had reached boiling point.
So, in the middle of a traffic jam in Naas he ordered the chauffeur out of the
driving seat and took the wheel himself. The towns of Monasteravin, Abbeyleix
and Urlingford were but a blur to the terrified ex-chauffeur as the Pope steered
the car at speeds of 120 mph plus. The Pope looked like fulfilling his ambition
of making the 4.30 at Limerick when the Thurles white-squad spotted this
limousine doing a hundred and fifty and naturally they decided to give chase.
Suddenly the Pope’s whimsical ambition of making the 4.30 in limerick was no
more, as he became altogether obsessed with evading arrest.

His new obsession was to dictate both the speed at which he drove and the now
random itinerary he took, careering through Tipperary, Cahir, Ballymadra,
Kilbeggar and Kilnadreary at speeds of 160 mph ... until, eventually, he was
forced to bring the car to a full stop behind a massive combine harvester taking
up most of the Ballydull by-road. The white-squad had him at last!

But when the white-squad Gardai went about making the arrest, the white-
squad garda suddenly looked more worried than forbidding and there and
then he made the political decision of radioing the local Marshville guards
about the delicate situation in hand.

“We have a very important customer here”, he explained to the Marshville
Sergeant.

“Is he a TD?” asked the sergeant nervously.

“More important than that’, replied the white-squad Garda.

“Is he the Taoiseach?” asked the sergeant more nervously.

“More important than that,” replied the white-squad garda almost superiorly.

“Is he the head of the UN?” asked the sergeant letting impatience get the
better of his nervousness.

“No, he’s more important than that,” answered the white-squad garda on the
radio line. “Indeed he must be really important because the Pope is driving
him!”
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j HE BALLYDULL PSYCHIATRIST

Whatever you say about John Joe Twomey, you have to admit he’s well got.
Isn’'t he a nephew of Old Joe Twomey the famous Ballydull inventor? They
said Shakespeare was mad; they said Beethoven was mad; and they said Old
Joe Twomey was mad. Old Joe Twomey was mad! But his nephew John Joe
Twomey is as sound as the Rock of Gibraltar. And a clever young man if ever
there was one.

Doctor John Joe Twomey we call him in Ballydull. Now, it should be understood
that we don’t use the word ‘Doctor’ in this context by way of nickname; for as
far as we are concerned Doctor John Joe is every bit as good as a real doctor.
And what about his qualifications, I hear you say ... And indeed before you
said it I knew you were going to say it! And if I might be allowed to reply, I can
say that Doctor John Joe Twomey has qualifications to beat the band.

When the Professor came out from the city and conducted a Social Science
course in Ballydull GAA Hall, didn’t our John Joe come first in the class!
And by way of general compliment to the standard of learning in Ballydull,
didn’t the Professor say that it proved a Herculean task to teach the citizens of
Ballydull anything. High praise indeed! Ah yes, I hear you say, but where did
John Joe Twomey get the qualifications to practise medicine?

And I say John Joe Twomey got his qualifications by watching. Watching the
cows come home in the evening to be milked, watching the clouds darken
before rain, watching the web weaving of the spider and watching the workings
of the beehive - a third-level education in itself. I'm saying in other words that
John Joe was a ‘natural’ A natural doctor.

Of course, it wasn't long before John Joe became quite bored with general
medicine. As he said himself, “Any five-eight can fix a dodgy radiator, any five-
eight can repair a banjaxed TV, and any five-eight can perform open-heart
surgery; but it takes a particular class of lunatic to become a psychiatrist!” This
was good ol’ John Joe’s typically self-deprecating way of telling the world that
he was leaving the world of general medicine behind him, and that from now
on he would become the first of his family to take on at a professional level the
care and cure of diseases of the mind.

This was no rash decision of the good doctor. As he explained himself at
the time: “You can go into a pub in Ballydull any night of the week and you
can plainly see that the population of Ballydull are clearly a physically healthy
bunch of people; but you won't be long into your second pint before the thought
strikes you that the regular clientele of this typical Ballydull pub are bonkers.
And seeing this for myself, seeing that those who frequented the Ballydull pubs
were raving mad, and knowing that those in Ballydull who didn’t frequent the
pubs but went to Bingo instead were Bonkers with a capital B, I said to myself
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there is clearly no demand in Ballydull for GPs, health nurses and blood-
pressure clinics, but Ballydull is crying out for psychiatrists.”

And who would argue with that? Certainly not the people of Ballydull who
began to flock to Doctor John Joe Twomey as soon as he began to practise as a
psychiatrist. And what was it that brought people in such numbers to the door
of Doctor John Joe Twomey, psychiatrist? Some say that what marked Doctor
John Joe out from other practitioners was that John Joe was a great listener. You
could tell your average psychiatrist that you were worried sick over a bullock of
yours that was down with pneumonia and this psychiatrist would hastily write
you out a prescription for a big jar of Tolvon tablets for yourself and completely
ignore the real problem - the bullock. But as measure of John Joe’s expertise
as a psychiatrist he will completely ignore your history and proceed to compel
you into the disclosure of a most detailed and intimate history of the bullock!

Of course, Doctor John Joe is no slouch either when it comes to the prescribing
of medicine. And there are people in Ballydull and Kilnadreary and beyond
who maintain that Doctor John Joe is the most gifted pharmacologist the
world has ever seen. And Doctor John Joe himself makes no secret of his great
contempt for the pharmacological talents of his rivals, the general practitioners
in Ballydull and neighbouring parishes. Incomprehension is the word that best
defines Doctor John Joe’s attitude to the prescriptive habits of other general
practitioners in the area ...

“These doctors are mad,” he’s often known to say. “Tell them you’re unhappy
with the weather and before you can say Jack Robinson they are writing out
a prescription for little white rocks of tablets that you couldn’t break with a
sledgehammer. And the craziest part of all is that, once swallowed, these little
white rocks are notorious for creating an unquenchable thirst - as if anybody
in Ballydull had a need for a savage thirst induced by artificial means ... when
they happen to be born with it!”

Time and time again a patient of one of these sad doctors decides enough
is enough and seeks out the help of Doctor John Joe, and even though such
a patient is barely able to speak with the thirst and is, besides, dog-sick from
drinking TK lemonade, Doctor John Joe Twomey is able to make an instant
diagnosis and speedily write out a prescription for twenty Benson & Hedges,
six pints of Heineken and a double vodka, nocte. And Doctor John Joe always
warns such a patient to come back to his clinic within the fortnight, in order
that he - the physician — might decide whether it is a case of ‘first time lucky’
and the existing dose is the optimum dose or, if it is not, proceed to increase
‘the medication’
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JPRIORITIES

In the telephone box in the village of Ballydull there is a sign that reads: In case
of emergency, ring 61796, for priest, doctor or hurler.

Only people from the city could have a problem with this notice. And indeed
it would take a very staunch atheist from the city to object to the importance,
the precedence given the figure of the priest in this notice. A man or woman
who is in danger of dying in Ballydull knows full well that a doctor only stands
at best an even money chance of saving their life; but the same grievously
ill man or woman knows that, if the doctor is given precedence and he fails
(and he’s bound to fail eventually), it's a very poor lookout for this man’s or
woman’s immortal soul. And everybody in Ballydull has a tactual appreciation
of immortality, of Eternity.

Everybody knows from their schooldays that Eternity is like a huge rock-
mountain visited once every thousand years by a bird of the air; and every
time this bird touches down ever so briefly on this rock-mountain, the friction
between the bird’s feet and the rock surface has the effect of wearing away
a tiny, tiny portion of the rock surface of the mountain; and the duration of
Eternity is therefore the length of time it takes this migratory bird to wear away
this vast mountain to nothing.

In the light of this awesome imagery the question who should take precedence
at the sickbed of a Ballydull man or woman; the question should it be a priest
or a doctor is really no question at all. The doctor, at best, can keep you going
for another few miserable, rain-sodden years in Ballydull, and in each of
these years it’s a certainty that Ballydull will go out in the first round of the
championship, and neither will there be any joy in the autumn when once
again the harvest in the family farm is washed away with the flood, prompting
further lamentation ... It’s enough to make one wish for Eternity! And this is
where the priest comes in. This is where the priest triumphs over the temporal
remedy maker; for the priest dispenses or doesn’t dispense (as he sees fit) the
Privilege to witness the long awaited, joyful return of the above described Bird-
of-Eternity’s return to the mountain again and again each millennial Spring.

In fairness, the doctors in Ballydull and district know their place. They may
still be greeted in the street by old-timers doffing their caps in their direction,
an act of respect which even old-timers no longer afford the clergy. But the
doctors know from experience that, when it comes to the sick and the dying,
their services are secondary to the services of the same clergy. And lackeys of
real-politick that they are, the doctors go out of their way to acknowledge the
real status quo.
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The first question a doctor attending a sick person is likely to ask is: “Have
you sent for a priest?” And like every question the doctors ask, this question is
many pronged. For one thing, the doctor knows that should the ailing patient
answer yes, they have sent for the priest, chances are that the patient is not a
malingerer. And malingering is a big problem in Ballydull ... What with people
feigning the symptoms of concurring typhoid pneumonia, bubonic plague and
rabies, in a gallant effort to set themselves up for life with a disability pension.
I could tell you stories!

It is, moreover, quite a comfort to a doctor on a sick call to know that the
priest has been to the patient or it is on his way. In this way, the doctor can be
confident that the most he or she can be accused of is causing the premature
death of the patient, and by the same token he or she will be absolved of the far
more serious charge of depriving the patient of eternal life.

So far there is no problem. Ballydull people in their sick bed like to be
visited by the priest and a doctor, in that order. But even the city dweller most
sympathetic to rustic culture will be inclined to ask: “Where is the logic in the
requirement of a hurler at the bedside of a Ballydull man or woman whose life
hangs in the balance?”

The use of hurlers at the bedside of a seriously ill patient is an innovation
unique to Ballydull, an innovation of which we are justly proud - it being our
local contribution to the science of alternative medicine. For we have found
that the presence of a hurler at the bedside of a dying patient - a hurler telling
glorious stories of his poleaxing opponents on the playing field — can have
a remarkably invigorating effect on the patient. Indeed, many such a dying
patient on hearing graphic tales of Kilnadreary men and Dromduller men
being stretchered off the hurling field and leaving such a trail of blood in their
wake that the referee has great subsequent difficulty in discerning any of the
white lines so carefully whitewashed into the grass the previous day. Isndeed
many a dying patient on hearing these tales of gore and glory from a hurler’s
own lips ‘decides’ he won't bother dying after all and will stick it out for the first
round of the championship. Ballydull has justly come to value the services of a
hurler at the bedsides of the sick.

But I have to make one small criticism here. Some of the new breed of hurlers
are a disgrace to the game. And a disgrace to Ballydull! Instead of learning
how to flake the ball and flake the opposition, they are more conscious of what
they call their ‘image’ These fellows prance around with fake Rolex watches
on their wrists — and they’re good for nothing! And these fancy men that call
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themselves hurlers are particularly obnoxious when called to the bedside of
a sick patient. Instead of waiting for their moment, as it were, and allow the
priest and doctor to conclude their ministrations to the sick, they push the
priest and the doctor aside as they exclaim the likes of: “Let me at the patient,
I want to tell him about the goal I scored against Drumduller in the ‘93 Coca
Cola Tournament” or “The patient has got to hear about the time I knocked six
Kilnadreary men and the referee unconscious.”

4 TOUGH CUSTOMER

Before the coming of that great leveller and great spoiler, the television set, wit
and verbal dexterity of all kinds from the learned to the unlettered was highly
valued in Ballydull and throughout Ireland. One such unlettered wit, a famous
man to this day in Ballydull, was Bill Drinan. Once, Bill was working in the
local hospital and his job was to make the dead presentable for burial. Bill was,
in other words, an embalmer of sorts in the days before the art of embalming
had become a degree course.

On this particular day Bill was to encounter a very tough customer with a big
black beard on him. And of course, it was Bill’s job to shave this. But Bill, the
worse for drink, did a very indifferent job, only managing to scrape off bits of
this intractable beard here and there. When the matron came to inspect the
work and saw the ‘performance’ she gave out stink.

“T'll tell you what,” said Bill, responding to the criticism, “bring me down a
few candles, Matron”

“What’s the idea, Drinan?” said the matron, unimpressed. “We don’t wake the
dead in the mortuary anymore.”

“Won’t you be said by me?” replied Bill. “Bring me down a few candles and
we'll singe it off him. And, anyway, ‘twill get him used to where he’s going”
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j HE BALLYDULL NUTTY POETS’ SOCIETY

“Anybody who describes his vocation as a poet, purveying the modern style
of formless verse, is invariably among the meanest and most despicable in the
land: vain, empty, conceited, dishonest and dirty, often flea-ridden and infected
by venereal disease, greedy, parasitical, drunken, untruthful, arrogant ... all
these repulsive qualities, and also irresistibly attractive to women’, Auberon
Waugh, Literary Review; quoted in As The Poet Said, edited by Tony Curtis
from Dennis O’Driscoll’s Poetry Ireland Review column.

As their name suggests — a name they chose themselves - the members of
Ballydull Nutty Poets” Society are different. Why they even count a cleric -
Father Milo Shaughnessy — among their number. The dominant figure in the
group is however the feisty yet feminine, Mrs Maeve Kennedy. She’s been all
over the world thanks to her day job as a McDonald’s PR consultant.

A certain arch wit typifies this particular group of poets. For instance,
frequently and perhaps with a measure of sincerity, Father Milo declares:

“I am a celibate”

“And I am not a celibate,” Mrs Kennedy interjects at this point, to the kindly
yet great amusement of the foot soldiers in this particular casualty prone
battalion. (More aspiring poets have been dismissed from this society than
workers are likely to be sacked from a hotel owned by a Fine Gael councillor
with Fianna Féil connections.)

Even if nobody else does, the members of Ballydull Nutty Poets’ Society value
themselves. And so they can't but entertain some grievances. For one thing,
they were not one bit pleased when they appeared on local radio and the disc
jockey asked why their poems didn’t rhyme. (Some of their poems do.) And
to make matters worse, off-air, the disc jockey asked Mrs Kennedy would she
compose a ballad about the miraculous cure of a heifer calf of his from yellow
scour.

But the Ballydull Nutty Poets’ Society’s biggest grievance is rather inevitably
with the local branch of the Gaelic Athletic Association. Recently this talented
group of poets set about hiring the GAA hall for a poetry reading of theirs.
But they didn’t stop at that. Instead of being of a mind to simply pay the GAA
for the use of the hall and leave well alone, they seriously set about having the
social committee of Ballydull GAA club sponsor the meal and refreshments for
the evening. And believe you me, this talented bunch of poets weren’t thinking
of tea and Marietta biscuits. No, they wanted the GAA catering woman,
Mrs Assumpta “Thatcher’ Daly to serve up a truly exotic meal consisting of
delicacies from four continents, including freshly shot grouse to be flown in
from Scotland.
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I can tell you the secretary of the social committee of the Ballydull GAA didn’t
as much as convey this request to Mrs Daly; but instead, more in abject terror
than anger, he told this bunch of poets to take their business elsewhere. I would
like to report that negotiations are on-going and there is hope of a peaceful
settlement; but the truth of the matter is that this request and subsequent
refusal has caused more bad feelings in the area than when some mischief-
maker told Dick Colley, the impecunious horse trainer, that he wasn’t paying
various cottagers for the use of their grass, and the very high and mighty Dick
Colley fell for this and accused Jim Kelly, cottager, as the former was entering
O’Mahony’s and the latter was leaving same, of spreading untruths about him.

Plato had the right idea: poets are no better than spies and informers and
anyone caught reading poetry - not to mind writing it — should be tied to an
ESB pole and shot.
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|/1s1ONS OF BALLYBRIGHT

PJ. Burke is a dreamer. But dreamers are acceptable in Ballydull. As long as
they take their Guinness and draw their dole and live more or less within their
means, dreamers are mystics and are acceptable in Ballydull. And, after he has
a few pints taken, PJ. Burke’s favourite dream, P.J. Burke’s favourite topic is of a
fantastic place to which he gives the name of Ballybright.

Ballybright is everything that Ballydull isn't.

In Ballybright nobody has to labour, nobody has to work. Nobody has to
endure the indignity of signing-on. Nobody in Ballybright has ever heard
of FAS schemes (or BAS schemes as PJ. bitterly terms them). Ballybright is
the land of the minimum wage (or maximum wage as P.J. misconstrues the
phrase). And nobody has to as much as go and collect this minimum wage.

No. The minimum wage which is index-linked to the cost of beer and tobacco
and betting tax is hand-delivered to the Ballybright man’s split-level bungalow
twice a week. This twice a week delivery of the minimum wage serving to
eliminate that dreadful condition that strikes present-day Ballydull men every
Thursday when the dole money has long run out, and there’s hunger in the
belly and such a thirst in the throat that some Ballydull men even contemplate
drinking water.

And in Ballybright, of course, the twice-weekly delivery of this minimum
wage to your doorstep is not executed by some mangy postman. Nor is this
handsome cheque handed over to you by some Social Welfare Officer with a
face so ugly and so sour that his mother must have turned her face away every
time she was nursing him. None of that!

In Ballybright this minimum wage is handed to you in a gold-crested white
envelope by a ‘facilitator’ dressed in tiger-striped tights and cashmere jumper,
who smiles disarmingly as she asks whether you want the complimentary bottle
of champagne or the six-pack which is still the preferred tipple in outlying
areas of the Ballybright.

You might think that this complimentary bottle of champagne or six-pack is
mere prelude to an almighty booze-up down in your local in Ballybright and in
this you would not be greatly mistaken. Except that no Ballybright man would
be so coarse as to describe his twice-weekly ‘marathon session’” as a booze-up.
No. Ballybright men are a cultured lot and they refer to their twice-weekly big
drinking session as their habitual Little Feasts of Bacchus.

A similar delicacy of expression, indeed a corresponding elevation in the
choice of subject matter befalls the conversation of farmers in Ballybright. No
Ballybright farmer will spend all night in the pub talking about his cows and
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expecting you to listen enthralled. Instead of talking about frisky cows, cross
cows and downright vicious cows, cows with mastitis, cows with no mastitis
and cows that might have mastitis, our typical Ballybright farmer is an expert
on French cinema and fine wines. And if you are lucky, he will take the time
to give you a guided tour of his wine cellar; and afterwards he will uncork a
decent vintage and ask you straight out not, “Is Leo Yellow still the best cure
for mastitis?” but, “Is the contemporary engagement with the novel a mere idée
fixe of a boorish intelligentsia in symbiotical degeneration?” (Yes, it is!)

So far so good! But you might be of the suspicion that the one solid fixture of
Ballydull would be a no less solid fixture in Ballybright. I speak of the parish
priest. Surely the parish priest in Ballybright would be your same typical Irish
parish priest with an interest in keeping parish funds and necklines up and
parish debts and hemlines down? Alas, my friend, they do everything different
in Ballybright.

In Ballybright the priest of the parish is not referred to as the parish priest,
this being considered too particular a term. The preferred alternative is to
address the priest by the more folksy, not to say classy title of ‘Pater, as in
Pater Adrian. And as you would expect from a priest who drives a Saab turbo,
takes two foreign holidays annually and has no interest in promoting bingo,
Pater Adrian is a self-consistent atheist. And the people of Ballybright are quite
untroubled by this. As long as the good wine flows, all is well.

And at night Ballybright truly comes alive. As Romanian gypsy musicians
entertain, assorted nationalities and Ballybright folk themselves drink and
dine on the sidewalks of Ballybright beneath a seemingly perpetually full June
moon. And, amid the chatter and clatter, you can just about hear the somewhat
coercive tones of a worried Ballybright GAA official - some things never
change - you can just about overhear a worried GAA official say: “We’re a bit
short for Sunday; we're putting you centre-forward. Bring your shin guards,
Gunter”
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J)]ODERN TIMES

‘Modern Times” have come to Ballydull! In the old days it was the pilgrimage of
a lifetime for a Ballydull man to go to the All-Ireland Final in Croke Park and
see the sights of Dublin. But now, if you listen attentively to conversation of the
fashionably dressed folk in the Ballydull pubs, you will realise that Ballydull
people no longer set their sights on going to the All-Ireland. No. They hope to
go to Dublin and take in the All-Ireland.

I think I can pinpoint the precise moment the modern age began to impinge
on Ballydull. It was August 1979 and stories of the anti-Nuclear Power festival
in Carnsore Point were all over the newspapers. Not of much concern to a
Ballydullman you might think. But Billy Joe Keogh the Ballydull carpenter
was always a bit different, in that - like nearly all tradesmen - he was a bit
Bolshie, a bit lefty. And about this time Billy Joe happened to be constructing a
‘draw drum; this being a multi-angled container for raffle tickets for Ballydull
GAA club. And the construction of this ‘draw drum’ was not going according
to Billy Joe’s wishes, and beside him on the bench there just happened to be a
two-day-old copy of the Evening Herald full of news of the impending festival
in Carnsore. Now, Billy Joe had read this copy of the Herald earlier in the day
and left it at that, but now in his frustration didn’t he give a sideways glance at
the newspaper and quite suddenly decide he wanted to go to Carnsore Point.
Billy Joe mentioned this strange idea to his mate, and his mate agreed that it
was a capital idea. So there and then Billy Joe and his mate decided to down
tools and head off for Carnsore. But first Billy Joe had to tell the wife!

When Billy got back to his house, he was a little disappointed to discover that
the wife was out, the door was locked and he had no key; so he hastily wrote
out a note and stuck it to the door; and the note read ‘Gone to Carnsore - back
Tuesday’ That was tempting fate, to say the least of it. But worse was to follow.

I should mention here that Billy Joe Keogh had a big moustache - I said
he was a bit Bolshie - and as you know from a certain distance all men with
moustaches look alike. Now, when Billy Joe and his mate returned from
Carnsore Point completely enthused by their adventures, Billy Joe was met
with an angry silence from his wife and Billy Joe and his mate were both the
object of stunned amazement by everybody in Ballydull. Eventually the awful
truth dawned on Billy Joe.

The sad fact was that, on the very day the two adventurers returned from
Carnsore, The Cork Examiner published a big photograph on the front page
of a group of people of both sexes bathing in the nude at Carnsore Point and,
worse, one of the men in the photograph had a moustache. The man with the
moustache in the photograph wasn’t Billy Joe Keogh of course! But Ballydull
people were convinced it was; and it was lean rations for Billy Joe for a month
afterwards.
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Z?ALLYD ULL NIHILSM 1

Never ask for directions in Ballydull. For a Ballydull man will earnestly say to
you: “You see that turning on the left beyond the old waterpump. It’s not that
road at all!”

Z?ALLYD ULL NIHILSM 2

I repeat never ask for directions in Ballydull. For the Ballydull man or woman
will say to you: “You see that road further on the left, beyond the farmhouse
with the blue galvanised iron on the haybarn. It’s not that road either!”

j HE GAA AND THE MEDIA

The newspapers are only interested in soccer, Royalty and sex! And that
goes for the Dublin newspapers and The Cork Examiner. And now the local
newspapers are going the same slimy way, with their madly exaggerated anti-
GAA stories. Just recently the Ballydull News & Star reported under a banner
headline that a Ballydull player had been seriously and maliciously injured
in training. And, of course, the national media picked up on the story, with
Marian Finucane asking how many stitches the player in question got and
when were they coming out?

But I can say emphatically that this story about a Ballydull player maliciously
injured in training was a pack of lies. I am not denying, of course, that the
Ballydull full-forward Joe ‘Elbows’ Fleming received severe lacerations to the
left shoulder, a fractured nose and a serious knee injury. I am not denying that,
at all! But, like the fellow in those English Murder-Mysteries who knows ‘twas
the butler did it, I know who did it, I know who did it to Joe Fleming.

“Twas the cow that did it!’
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Z?ALLYD ULL /@ EPRISE /

Recognised and unrecognised ‘delusions of grandeur’ are the norm in Ballydull.
Consider the case of John Sullivan (also known as Reics Carlo) who believed
that he was not alone a writer but also head of his own intelligence gathering
organisation. Sadly, John Sullivan’s intelligence gathering had very unhappy
consequences for one Ballydull man. This particular Ballydull man who shall
remain nameless was in the habit of receiving his daily newspaper a day after its
publication, these day-old copies of the newspaper coming into the Ballydull
man’s possession thanks to the generosity of John Sullivan’s father. (I needn’t
tell you the nature of the problem that prevented the subject of John Sullivan’s
father’s generosity from buying his own newspaper.) Tragedy ensued when
John Sullivan began to take clippings from the one newspaper on the day it
arrived in the Sullivan household. John of course was only innocently adding
to his data file. But the result of all this intelligence gathering was that John
Sullivan’s father’s friend began to receive copies of a day-old newspaper with
an increasing number of holes in it. I don’t know if you've ever tried to read
copies of a newspaper that is in the process of vanishing before your eyes as
it were; but you will understand that this exercise can only be deleterious and
you won't be surprised to hear that John Sullivan’s father’s friend lost his sanity
entirely. So be warned! Never read a newspaper with holes in it.

gALLYD ULL /é EPRISE 2

A Ballydull man was buying half a head of cabbage in Kilnadreary. (The
Ballydull countryside is fine agricultural land, and youd think youd be able to
buy half a head of cabbage in Ballydull village, but you can't)

While the purchase of the cabbage was in progress the Ballydull man and
the proprietor chatted amicably. The Ballydull man brought up the subject of
a village some distance from Ballydull, this being none other than the scenic

village of Ballycrabit.

“Id have nothing to do with that parish,” said the shopkeeper abruptly and
most vehemently ... “All the women there are either camogie players or
whores.”

“Well actually my daughter has moved to Ballycrabit,” said the Ballydull man
testily.

“What position does she play in?” asked the shopkeeper helpfully.
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Z?ALLYD ULL /é EPRISE 3

A schoolteacher’s working day in Ballydull or anywhere offers insight into
the community that a GP or a Garda Siochana might envy. A case in point.
On one occasion in Ballydull National School Miss Ford asked her class of
infants to each paint a picture depicting panic. A quarter of an hour having
been allotted to the completion of the exercise, Miss Ford went around the
classroom to inspect the artwork of her pupils. First she came to a pupil who
had painted a picture reminiscent of the sinking of the Titanic. There was a big
ship in the water and people frantically scrambling for lifeboats ... and Miss
Ford couldn’t deny that this painting captured the spirit of the condition that is
panic. Another pupil had painted a picture of a skyscraper on fire with people
jumping out of windows. Again Miss Ford couldn’t but recognise this as good
work. But then she came to a pupil who, instead of painting a descriptive scene
on his sheet of paper, had merely drawn a big X. “What’s the idea, Diarmuid?”
asked the schoolteacher more in puzzlement than anything else. “Well you see
Miss,” Diarmuid replied, “I have three sisters at home ... and every month they
have to put an X on the wall ... and last week there was one X missing ... AND
THAT’S PANIC”

KALLYD ULL /é EPRISE 4

It's a damp night in Ballydull, and it’s probably drizzling in Kilnadreary town
park and in the playing fields and other outdoor amenities of Dromduller;
likewise, it's probably lashing on the pieta in Ballycrabit and the headstones
in Kilradlit graveyard; and the night is probably just as dirty in Marshville,
Headerstown, Ballymadra, Kilbeggar and Millbridge. It’s probably raining in
Dublin, London and Chicago as well. Thank God we will never die of drought.
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“JHE STRATAGEM OF THE [JETI

Yeti like publicity
but he diffident

Yeti diffident
but he like publicity

Yeti walk on snow
Yeti leave big footprints
Yeti like that

Upon Mousing Project Hill it’s either fortune or fame ...
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*JHE lJETI AND THE D INOSAURS

Yeti speculate on what exact happen to his
Dinosaur brothers

Did a giant meteorite

or a number of giant meteorites

strike the planet

ushering in millennia of darkness and cold
making life literally impossible for Dinosaur?

Or did - as some think - a rare blight

strike a small but important plant species?
Important because it help keep Dinosaur regular

Such speculation make Yeti sad |
as he resolve to watch out for falling objects
and eat plenty of roughage

I have one thing in common with Jehovah:

I don’t like referees either. Of course with Jehovah

it’s a case of pure selfishness; while my belief in the moral
correctness of the hatchet man has helped sustain me through
fourteen million long years in the wilderness.
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j HE gMPIRICAL yETI

Yeti don’t know whether

or not there is a Loch Ness Monster
Yeti never been to Scotland

and he keep an open mind

This I know: In forbidding the use of the eye and in outlawing
the ear entirely the law is an illusion with no future.
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JHE UJETI AS_AIRTIST

Yeti send movie script to big Hollywood producer
Yeti script have yetis take over the world

Big Hollywood producer write back

saying Yeti script unrealistic

Yeti know that big Hollywood producer only pretend
he think Yeti script unrealistic

Because (Yeti know) big Hollywood producer afraid
to say Yeti script badly written

Yeti know Yeti script good

Yeti think Hollywood producer no nice man

To Carthage I came looking for a recording contract ...
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*JHE lJETI AND THE_4LIEN

Turquoise spaceship land near Yeti
Out pop pink alien

Alien invite Yeti to distant planet
With blue snow

Lovely blue snow

Friendly blue snow

Yeti tell alien:

Alien come a bad time

Work scarce

And Yeti got job helping mountaineers

When alien don’t take no for an answer
Yeti kick extraterrestrial in the zesones

You must listen to B.B. King’s ‘Don’t Look Down.
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j HE /QREFERENCES OF THE yETI

Journalist ask local how to ward off Yeti

Local tell journalist way is to throw excrement at him
Journalist enquire what to do if there is no excrement about
Local explain that there is always plenty of excrement
When the Yeti is about

Yeti don't like journalist report
Yeti like liberty, equality and fraternity

Because they realised that this joke was aimed at them.
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JHE UJETI AS STTOIC

Yeti have philosophy that things work out for the best
Yeti don't really believe things work out for the best
But Yeti believe it necessary to believe they do
When his mate die in avalanche

Yeti cry

But Yeti say:

“And yeti it would be worse if she pregnant”

When his son die in another avalanche

Yeti cry

But Yeti say:

“And yeti it would be worse if he had family”

When his daughter die in yet another avalanche
Yeti cry

But Yeti say:

“and yeti it would be worse if she abducted

and lead into a life of sin by blue movie producers”

They say Death can hide behind a full stop.
But that has no relevance for me.
What has is another matter.
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“JHE_MALLUCINATING [JETI

Yeti look in mirror
and see John Travolta

Brooklyn Bridge is falling down.
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j HE yETI IN A\/é/ OLISTIC UNI VERSE

When his favourite tobacco go off market
Yeti lose job teaching French classics

It ain’t no rock ‘n’ roll show ...
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JHE ZJRUE_AIRT OF THE [ JETI

Yeti music

Yeti tone-deaf

Yeti write the songs
Good, indifferent and bad

Yeti don’t like what happened to his sister
Yeti take the Bronx
And Staten Island too

For our contention is not with blood and flesh,
but with dominion, with authority, with the blind
world rulers of this life, with the spirit of guzzling
in things heavenly ...
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“JHE UJETI AS (NOSTIC

Yeti entertain outlandish ideas

The Earth might be flat after all

And the supreme being is a Dog

And Yeti himself control both light and darkness
— a big responsibility

I myself was among the Firstborn to give
the orders to search and to destroy ...
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U/etr tHE Porrticarry CorrecT

Yeti no racist

Yeti used to have big Bud send him Bob tapes
and the Watchers smile in post office

and say Yeti get happy hour

Yeti confuse

Yeti offer Yeti explanation
Yeti has seen the future
and it’s Yeti

\ f
J . | I
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To not be or be that will be the question.

51



“JHE END OF [fETI

Yeti is torn between Durga the fiery and Aphrodite with
the dramatic cough and by consequence gets into trouble
both with Lord Mara and Lord Shiva’s widow - not to
mention the fire-eating dragon; then Jupiter, Thor and
the Eskimo’s doppleganger and a cast of thousands exact
revenge (as they see it) for they know not what they do
and choose to forget that the Sheila is waiting for them ...
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jN TRODUCTION

I hope this little book of poems - first published on the web
- sheds some light on a vast and normally hidden feature of
human endeavour. The endeavour in question involves that
populous army of people who take to composing literature of
the kind never likely to be published. If not for the web then in
the normal course of events the poems and reflections to follow
would never be published in any format whatsoever, and so
published here they may help prove that that sad vast book of
life - the ‘book’ of all unpublished material - is not quite as bad
as you might have previously assumed.

John Murphy 2001
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j HE WND

[According to Carlos Castaneda death presents itself
as a wind - no metaphor. |

The wind comes

A changing swill
Where it blows

No one knows

The wind like a shadow
Stalks the shape shifter
Unseen by eye

It knows all

Sees all

The bravest

Cannot kill it

The sword is to no avail
The sharpest lance will fail
The wind wanders

The world at will

And strikes

Mere men

For good or ill.

— Sam Pharoah

How large are the cumulative errors of the medical.

— Simon Smith Jnr.

56



jREEDOM C)RY

Butterfly,

free butterfly,

how I envy you

dear creature.

No longer earth-bound,
you fly on silver wings,
rejoicing in your
new-found freedom.
Hear my spirit

cry for freedom

from within this cage
of flesh and bone.
How I long to cast
aside

this earthly robe,

to free my inner self,
and rise like you

on silver wings

and fly away.

— Sam Pharoah

The dawn arrived as it always promised it would ...

As the darkness faded, a strange sort of happiness filled
the air: the sound of a thousand crows waking from
their drowsiness and taking to the air.

— Simon Smith Jnr.
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OKOVE Z?URNS

Love is not my friend.

it comes and lights

a fire within my soul,

then strips me of my wings
while I am still in flight.

“No more shall love
invade my heart,”

so many times I swore;
but how, in truth,

was I to know

what fate held in store.

For there you stood
before me,

and the flame

was lit no more.

I'd give the world
both sea and land,
if I was sure

to hold your hand.

Or even just for a blip
in time

to feel your lips
pressed close to mine.
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But well I know
I'll be alone

until I reach

life’s end.

For mine, I know,
you'll never be;
for love is not.

— Sam Pharoah

The slowest and most foolish will evolve in
their own time.

- Simon Smith Jnr.
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UN TITLED

List to the story of a knight of old
as fresh today as when first told
about the Viscount Barry high
and a little drummer boy.

The Norman offered bags of gold
the drummer took it, so I'm told
a secret passage soon he found
hidden safe from all around.
Donegan’s Fort was taken fast
for the drummer the die was cast
Lord Viscount Barry got his way
showed that treachery did pay.
The Barry men got slow and lazy
that drove his Lordship Barry crazy
he said this drummer has to go

I decree that this be so.

His trial was fast

the die was cast

head hobbled on the green

but up he got

and took the lot.

And has long since been seen.

— Sam Pharoah

Man is the peninsula of evolution.

— Simon Smith Jnr.
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/g EMEMBER WE

When your day is at an end
and you feel you need a friend.

When your dream was not so good
and nothing is as it should.

Remember me, I'm very near
think of me, and I'll be here.

— Sam Pharoah

Dreams are the dipsticks of the DNA.

— Simon Smith Jnr.
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jHE /QESSIMIST’S /OHILOSOPHY

Why am I afraid to love?

I guess I'll never know.

Why am I afraid to live?

It’s just not worth the trouble.

What's the point?

It all will end

when the big man bursts the bubble ...

— Sam Pharoah

Trees know nothing that they shouldn't know.

— Simon Smith Jnr.
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UN TITLED

Forever blow

the winds of change.
They twist and rend,
and rearrange.

All life’s a play

of changing scenes.

— Sam Pharoah

Branches reaching for the stars never collect their
fallen fruit.

— Simon Smith Jnr.

Snow melts in order of shape.

- Simon Smith Jnr.

The stars are there to lead the way; the wind will
fill our sails.

- Simon Smith Jnr.
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CHARACTERS

FIONN MAC COOL

DERING

OISIN

OSCAR

CONAN MAOL

CORMAC MAC ART, the High-King
DONAL, a servant

GRAINNE

THE QUEEN, wife of Cormac Mac Art
ORLA, a maidservant

TWO MALE SERVANTS
DIARMUID

A STRANGER
ANGUS-OF-THE-BIRDS

TWO TRACKERS

SHAVRAN THE SURLY

A MUSICIAN

TWO CHILDREN

Note: Perhaps because stories of the Fianna have tormented Irish
school children of various generations, the spelling of names in this
play is an odd mixture of the phonetic and the original Irish.

66



ACT ONE - SCENE ONE

ACT ONE - SCENE ONE

Main fort of the Fianna, Hill of Allen. Hill circled with bothys on backdrop. Enter
Fionn, Dering, Oisin, Oscar and Condn Maol. They speak in unison:

The brave Fenian band are we,
From the Earth we take freely -
It feeds and heals us gladly
And we praise it constantly

Our traits they number three:
Our hearts are set on liberty,
Our limbs as strong as oak tree
And our word we honour truly

We roam the hill and valley
And take joy in all we see:

The wolf, the boar and the deer,
Lakes and rivers and the sea

Our traits they number three:
Our hearts are set on liberty
Our limbs as strong as oak tree
And our word we honour truly

FIONN: My heart is longer in those lines. I care not for poem, nor music. I don’t
even care for hunting.

DERING: Fionn, that is not like you. How many mornings were you the first to
rise and look down from a hill or mountain, look down on the river Boyne
or the river Shannon or the river Maigue and say, “This is going to make a
lovely day and a lucky day for hunting’

FIONN: You speak of old times, Dering. I haven't felt in the mood for hunting
this long while, not since my wife died six months ago.

CONAN MAOL (approaching Fionn and slapping him on the shoulder):
Nonsense, Fionn! There’s plenty of wolves in the mountain, plenty of deer
in the lowlands, plenty of birds in the sky and plenty of fish in the sea; and
there’s many a woman who would only be delighted to throw her lot and
more in with the famous Fionn Mac Cool, a man whose fame has reached
the shores of Scotland, a man whose fame has reached the shores of Greece,
a man whose fame has even reached the shores of -
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ACT ONE - SCENE ONE

OISIN: Whist, Condn Maol, have you no respect for a man so recently bereaved?

FIONN: Don't upset yourself, Oisin; don't take offence, Conan Maol. I know
you all mean well. It’s just that since my wife, the daughter of Glenduv, died
and left me on my own every day has been worse than the one before. (Off,
the sound of beagles barking.) Observe how the sound of beagles barking
interrupts my flow of speech. There was a time when that sound was music
to my ears: now it just serves to fill me with feelings of great sadness.

What good to me is the beagles’ call?
What good to me are my warriors tall?
What good to me is the wine cup small?
What good to me is the banquet hall?
My wife has gone to the silent clay

I take no joy in this lonesome day

What use the tune, what use heroic rhyme?
For the hunter is but prey to Time

And the hunter dead but prey to rhyme
And rhyme itself be but prey to Time

What good to me is the game of chess?
What good to me is all this contest?
What good to me is all female dress?
What good to me is all mortal flesh?
My wife has gone to the silent clay

I take no joy in this lonesome day

What use the tune, what use heroic rhyme?
For the hunter is but prey to Time

And the hunter dead but prey to rhyme
And rhyme itself be but prey to Time

DERING: I have to say that’s a very sad poem.

OISIN: I am of one mind with Dering. That poem you just recited is so sad it’s
not one bit like you. It's sad and even improper to hear such mournful and
defeatist words come from the leader of the Fianna’s own lips.

FIONN: I know there’s truth in what you're saying, Oisin. But a man can find
neither rest, nor contentment when he doesn’t have the support of a woman.

OISIN: How can you talk like that, when there isn’t the daughter of a king or
chieftain throughout the big world that, if you were to as much cast your
eyes at her, wouldn’t there and then take up with you?
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ACT ONE - SCENE ONE

DERING: I know where you could find a woman and a wife for yourself, Fionn,
if that’s what you want?

FIONN: Who is she?

DERING: Grainne the daughter of Cormac Mac Art, the High-King. Grainne
is the most shapely and well-spoken woman of all the women in the whole
wide world.

FIONN: You never failed to come up with good advice, Dering! But for many a
long day I have had a quarrel with Cormac Mac Art the High-King and it
wouldn’t be wise for me to go courting his daughter; it would be far better if
you, Dering and Oisin, were to go to Cormac Mac Art and try and arrange a
match on my behalf.

OSCAR: That’s a good idea! Will I go along with Dering and Oisin to talk to the
High-King?

CONAN MAOL: And I can go too! I have a lot of experience in match-making.

FIONN: No! This is a task that calls for diplomacy, and the more subtle skills of
diplomacy only come with age. Let Oisin my own son and Dering the wise
travel to Tara to meet the High-King. This new plan of ours has come as
rather a surprise to me and, begging your pardon, I'd like to go down to the
woods to reflect a while.

(Fionn’s exit prompts a pause.)

OISIN: Through no fault of his own my father Fionn has allowed his mourning
for his wife and my mother to demoralise the Fianna present here.

DERING: That is so, Oisin. And it’s not proper for warriors to be despondent,
rather they should be ever joyful and watchful. So might I suggest that, as a
means of dispelling our sense of gloom, we repeat the motto of the Fianna.

(They all recite:)
Our traits they number three:
Our hearts are set on liberty

Our limbs as strong as oak tree
And our word we honour truly
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ACT ONE - SCENE TWO

ACT ONE - SCENE TWO

In the outdoors at Tara. A grove of bushes on backdrop. Off, the somewhat distant
sounds of a gathering of people.

Enter servant Donal and Cormac Mac Art. Donal obsequiously makes way for
Cormac the King as the latter goes forestage.

CORMAC MAC ART: There’s nothing I like more than a gathering of people
at a fair. People seem to be at their happiest when they are in assembly.
(Removing crown from his head) But just for a few moments in the course
of a long day I like to get away from it all to reflect a while, so that a few
minutes later I can return to the happy assembly and relish all the more
the smiles and the laughter of people meeting old friends and making new
acquaintances, and enjoy all the more the chattering and shouting of people
making deals and forging alliances; and, needless to say, every second man
at gatherings of this sort comes to me their King to ask some favour or
other. Which reminds me, did I not a few minutes ago happen to see two
warriors of the Fianna at the edge of the crowd ? Dering and Oisin, no less.
Dering the wise and Oisin who is quite an astute fellow in his own right.
I needn’t be in any doubt that these two gentlemen didn’t come to this
fair at Tara just to pass the time; nor did they come to Tara in the hope of
seeing a man with two heads. No, these two brave fellows came on business,
important — important business with me no doubt. Any minute now I can
expect these two warriors to seek me out. What did I say? (Cormac Mac Art
returns the crown to his head as Dering and Oisin enter.) Here comes two of
the Fianna, the same virtuous Fianna that allow no crime go unpunished
in my kingdom and that preserve the mystic land of Ireland from foreign
invader.

DERING & OISIN: Greetings, your noble Majesty.
CORMAC: And greetings to you, Dering and Oisin, I'm happy to meet you both.

DERING: Great weather today, and great weat