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“It is curious that physical courage
should be so common in the world
and moral courage so rare.”

Mark Twain (1835-1910)

THE Cork City Courthouse on Wash-
ington Street opens for business today
after being closed for refurbishment
since 1999.

The restoration cost a total of €26
million.

The completion of the work and the
opening of the building is a real cause
for celebration.

The new courthouse, pictured right,
is magnificent.

All those involved can be very proud

of their craftsmanship. And Cork can be
proud that it now has a courthouse be-
fitting its status as Ireland’s second
c i t y.

It was a fine building to begin with,
but it badly needed modernisation.

Now the facilities exist to provide a
proper environment for family law and
other sensitive cases.

There is talk that major cases, such
as those heard by the Central Criminal
Court, can now be held in Cork.

It is good that decent facilities will
now be provided for defendants, wit-

nesses and the public, and that good
working conditions will be provided for
staff of the Courts Service, gardaí,
prison officers and lawyers.

The administration of justice is crucial

to our democracy and Cork now has a
courts building suitable to this purpose.

It has been a long time coming, but
it’s an essential investment in the future
of our region.
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● I REFER to the column by deputy
Noel O’Flynn, �������� ��	
, Janu-
ary 19.

Budget 2005 was portrayed as
groundbreaking and radical.

The ESRI has described Minister
Cowen’s budget as a ‘benign policy
budget’, where there has been no
considerable shift in economic
policies.

Cork Chamber of Commerce said
that “the Minister missed an oppor-
tunity to introduce any measures
which would meaningfully improve
Ireland’s international competitive-
ness... the Budget shows that the
Minister appears to have forgotten
that Irish jobs are under substantial
threat in all areas of the economy.”

Pat Ardle, chief economist with
Ulster Bank, remarked that: “The
income tax package came to €684m,
slightly short of the €750m required
to unwind the stealth taxes imposed
by Charlie McCreevy. We are still
paying more than we were in 2002...
the tax system is now more progress-
ive and the incentive to work is less.”

Workers on minimum wage that
have been removed from the tax
bracket will immediately be propelled
back into the tax net when the minim-
um wage increases in April next.

In my view, it was an unimaginative
and unremarkable effort on the part
of the Government to tackle many
areas of deprivation in our society.

It is difficult to see how the Budget
can be described as compassionate.
Rather, it is dull and achieves very
little in tangible value to ordinary fam-
ilies and working people.

Mark Wakefield, Mercier Park,
Turner’s Cross, Cork.

● THE ��	
 had an article on
people’s reaction to the new road
speed signs. Two of the interviewees
were asked to convert 100kph to
mph and it stated that they gave the
correct answer as 60mph.

Against such correctness, am I in-
correct then in stating that 100kph
equates to 62.5 mph?

Denis G. Hanley, Eaton Heights,
Cobh, Co. Cork.
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A ND after that
happened, the panda
bears never troubled
the humans again.

My old journalism teacher
often took me aside, placed
his hands on my shoulders
and said: “The most import-
ant thing I can teach you, is
that you must grab the read-
er with the first line. Make
that first line as interesting
and as intriguing as you can
and you’ll have them by the
b a l l s. ”

He was your typical
grizzled ex-hack, lecturing,
after the paper he had worked
his life for had gone under.

Mostly, he would sit at the
top of the classroom and say
something like: “I’m sitting
here and all I see is these
empty faces staring back at
me. What are you doing here?
The news is happening out
there,” he would say, point-
ing out the window. “Out
there. In the world. Go. Go.”

We, his students, would sit
there uncomfortably, shifting
in our seats, coughing our
objections, occasionally
glancing out the window
and seeing weather rather
than news. Someone would
ask him if he was going to
teach us something. And he
would sigh.

Throughout its 250-year
history, modern journalism
has mostly been looked
down upon as a base trade,
full of shysters and liars.

Now, it is a profession, and
a respected one, and is often
seen as glamorous, hence its
popularity on CAO forms
and its high points quota.

In fact, the one recurring
theme in letters I receive, is
something along the lines of:

“I’ve been reading your
column for several weeks
now and I was wondering
how did you get into journ-
alism?” Funnily, the ‘you’ is
underlined in most of these
l e t t e r s.

Well with the CAO dead-
line upon us (5.15pm tomor-
row) I think now would be an
opportune time to answer.

My own CAO experience
was something of a disaster.

Luckily, I had a good
guidance counsellor. In her
office, which was around the
size of a closet, we planned
my future.

“What sort of career do
you see for yourself ?” she
would ask. I would squint
my eyes and pretend I was
thinking really hard about
her question, when what I
was really thinking was,
‘Hey, this really is a closet’.

Taking a different tack she

would say, “Well, what
would you like to study?”

“Philosophy,” I’d answered.
“And what,” she asked,

“sort of career do you think
you could get from studying
t h at ? ”

“Well, like, it’d be nice to
know what it’s all about.”

“It?”
“Yeah, you know,” I said,

opening my palms, spread-
ing my arms and looking
around the closet, “it.”

After a few hours an
alternative had cropped up:
jour nalism.

I must have seen Fl e t ch a
dozen times by then and had
already been bitten by the
bug. But we both knew I
wouldn’t get the required
points to study it.

She asked me if I had
thought of the PLC route.
After my initial reluctance
to form a Public Limited

Company, she explained
that a Post Leaving Certific-
ate course in journalism
was ideal for me. There it
began, and two years after
that I had my certificate in
journalism, and two years
after that, having transferred
to university, I had some
letters before my name.

What I learned after
leaving college was that the
journalism world was not so
easy to crack. It was a world
of rejection letters and I
found myself turning into a
bitter old hack before I had
even had a chance to become
an unbitter young one.

I would sit at home watch-
ing N e i g h b o u rs , as Libby’s ca-
reer blossomed. She was such
a fine journalist, rushing
around with her dictaphone,
never looking worried about
getting her byline, but
secretly delighted when it

first appeared. I shared her
joy when her editor rang her
up that day and told her
they were holding the front
page for one of her stories.

Naturally, I soon got jeal-
ous of Libby. Her career
took off and mine faltered.
Then, I started getting a few
breaks. Sure, it wasn’t all
crime mysteries and seduct-
ive sidekicks, but it was the
closest thing to it: Junior B
fo o t b a l l .

I served an apprenticeship
covering GAA games and
didn’t make any major mis-
takes. Nothing of this stand-
ard anyway: Bob Adie of the
Washington Post once wrote
of an old sportswriter who
was asked by a cub reporter
at a game: “Is that the west
where the sun is setting?”
And the veteran replied: “If
it’s not you’ve got one
helluva story, son.”

I can understand that
some aspiring journalists
may look at me now the way
I used to look at Libby
(though I’m guessing not as
lustfully) and wonder why
the hell this guy gets paid
for his opinions.

Not that I’d like to imply
that the type of journalism I
peddle is any less noble or
difficult than what normally
passes for good journalism.
Not only is it hard to think
up a suitable opening line, it
can take hours to think of a
way of rounding off a piece.

Once, when my lecturer
took his hands off my
shoulders, I asked him how I
should go about finishing an
article. “Don’t worry about
that,” he said, “most people
don’t read past the third
parag raph.”
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