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PEEK-A-BOO: From left, Cliodhna Kennedy, Siobhan O’Donovan and Eva Twomey, enjoying their afternoon on Garnish Island with the Ballinora scout
group during their summer camp at Glengarriff. Picture: Brian Lougheed

From Russia with love-15
M AKE yourself comfort-

able, for once again it’s
that time of the week
when I have to write an

article and you have to read it. And
not for the first time, not out of
modesty but in a state of great
lethargy, I envy your position.

Things that I would prefer to do on
a Monday night, rather than write
this, include: listening to my tumble
dryer make a strange clicking noise;
sleeping the sleep of the dead; or
picking an obdurate, yet strangely
beguiling scab.

Six days a week I lead a full life in
la-la fairyland, one immune to the
deadlines of this weekly column; then
there is a flashing cursor and the
undeniably evil word count that
suggests there are 640 words to go.

Six-hundred and thirty-four now.
There is little else for me to do then

than dive headfirst into the vacuous
and vicarious world of celebrity.

Some or our more regular readers
will despair, I know: will Robert, who
has been known to quote Wittgenstein
and Kant, sometimes in the same
sentence, stoop so low as to chart the
world of the bold and the beautiful?

Alas, it seems to have come to this.
But not without good reason.
While watching Wimbledon over

the weekend some of us couldn’t help
but make the following observations.

That Bjorn Borg, perhaps the
greatest tennis player of all time, in
his present appearance should play
the baddie in the latest Die Hard
movie. Or that Boris Becker, with the
most crunchingly malevolent accent
this side of the Urals, should be his
sidekick (“Thad shod vas soo boodi-
ful”).

Of course, a tournament as big as
Wimbledon needs its good guys too.
Step forward a middle-aged impec-
cably coiffured man from one of only
three palindromic towns in Europe.
We let surprise women’s finalist
Marion Bartoli, who was one set and
a break down to the world number
one Justine Henin in the semi-final,

explain. “It was very hard, my game
was not on at all in the first set,”
Bartoli said. So far, so normal. Then:
“I saw Pierce Brosnan. He is one of
my favourite actors so I thought it
would be good to play a bit of tennis.

“I said to myself: ‘It’s not possible I
play so bad in front of him.’ I saw he
was cheering for me.

“I was focusing on him because he
is so beautiful. I tried to play a little
better and here I am in the final.”

Despite the overwhelming urge to
indulge in some truly awful James
Bond-tennis puns, we will swiftly
move on to the important topic of the
day.

For what this incident suggests, is
that celebrities may not be as useless
as they first appear.

It was once put to me that if the top
300 celebrities in the world were to die
on the same day, the world would not
necessarily be a lesser place. I was not
wont to disagree, but to turn this idea
on its head, I can’t help wondering
how the world might have turned out
different if celebrities were to make a
cameo appearance in some of his-
tory’s turning points (stay with me,
there are less than 270 words to go).

Richard III: “A horse, a horse, my
kingdom for a horse,” exclaimed the
erstwhile king of England. The sound
of hooves, of panting horse breath, it’s
Shergar! Take that, Henry Tudor, you
scumbag.

The Dreyfus affair: The most
famous example of anti-semitism in a
French court of law is turned on its
head when Boris Becker turns up and
says: “Dis is a travesdy of dustice.”

JFK shot: Lee Harvey Oswald is
just about to take aim when Jack
Ruby (he’s a celebrity in assassin’s
eyes) stalks up behind him and plugs
him in the guts before he can get off a
round. President Kennedy thus is
only shot twice.

John Lennon: Assassin-to-be
Mark Chapman is about to pull his
gun when who should walk by but
reclusive author JD Salinger, who
readily agrees to sign his book.

Cannibals: A Uruguayan rugby
team of plane crash survivors decide
it is time to eat the already dead in
order to survive on the extremes of
the high Andes, when who is
helicoptered in but TV chef Gordon
Ramsay. They eat him instead.

World Cup 2002: A well-known
footballer turns up to captain his
country when they most need him…

NEXT WEEK: Figures from
history as celebrities — topless pics of
Ann Boleyn and Flo Nightingale.
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I saw Pierce Brosnan. He is one of my
favourite actors so I thought it would
be good to play a bit of tennis. I saw
he was cheering for me.


