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Keep your ivy
under control THE man in the street

doesn’t like political
posters. “What’s the point
in them?” he asks.

Something that peeves
him even more than the
posters are those plastic
things that tie them on and
are left up on poles for
months after the election is
over. “It’s bloody littering!”

Perhaps the man in the
street is spending a little
too much time out there.

Has he not got bigger
worries than this? Or a
home to go to?

Is there not something
comforting about seeing
our possible political rep-
resentatives smiling at us
benignly from their lofty po-
sitions? I imagine many a
gloomy day over the next
two months will be cheered
by the sight of Noel
O’Flynn beaming down at
me on my trudge home.

And it’s not as if they
serve no purpose. “Vote
O’Brien. Sinn Fein. No. 1.”
Will do, I think. Then, 20
yards later, the counter-ar-
gument: “Vote Allen. Fine
Gael. No. 1.” Ah, touché.

If this was the only con-
tact we had with these
icons, perhaps I would
agree with the man in the
street. But they will also be
knocking on your door so
they can shake you by the
hand.

Often, I will have local is-
sues I wouldn’t mind dis-
cussing or even a national
one but, without fail, I’m
starstruck by their appear-
ance ex q} hssv — or even
the presence of one of their
campaign helpers — and
merely smile and shake
their hand.

“Can we count on you
vote on election day?” they
ask. “I’d vote for you twice
if I could,” I bluster out, on
the brink of tears. “I’ll even
start intimidating others
outside polling stations.”

My ambition this year
when it comes to politicians
knocking on my door is to
ask each one what their fa-
vourite book is.

A person’s bookcase is a
window to their mind. Or if
not a window, at the very
least a bookcase. If a politi-
cian were to say his favour-
ite book was by Jeffrey
Archer you’d have to be a
mite suspicious of him.

So too, if you received a
pretentious answer; any fu-
ture TD should not have
enough time to sift through

Marcel Proust. Answering
Qimr Oeqtj0 on the other
hand, would suggest a
sense of humour.

Today is World Book
Day, confusingly the
second World Book Day of
the year — the other is on
the first Thursday in March.
April 23 is St George’s Day
where in Catalonia it is a
tradition for men to give
women roses and women
to give a book in return.

It is also the day
Shakespeare was born and
died.

I am a bibliophile and,
no, that doesn’t mean I like
having sex with books. Just
reading them. As Groucho
Marx said: “Outside of a
dog, a book is a man’s best
friend. Inside of a dog it’s
too dark to read.”

Yet I have far too many
books than I can possibly
hope to read. This stems
from a problem I have
whereby I cannot pass a
second-hand bookshop
without popping in and
can’t leave without pur-
chasing a book. My favour-
ite books, if you pushed me
on it, are green ones.

Several acquaintances in
the past few weeks have all
been banging on about the
same thing: that it’s time for
me to write a book. That I
become a member of the
literati and get publishers
to throw my manuscripts in
wastepaper baskets.

I’ll admit, at first I was
flattered to think they
thought I had it in me. I
have always wanted to
write a book on tents and
then bribe a reviewer to
say “he couldn’t put it up”.
Or to write the dedication:
“To Bea or not to Bea.”

But the further I think
about it, I realise these
were the only two ideas I
have. Though I love books,
I hate writing. I would
prefer to do anything else
to sitting in front of my
computer, staring at a
white screen and waiting
for it to go on standby (45
minutes).

As an example, a couple
of minutes ago, as I was
thinking about how to end
this piece, I found myself
unwinding a paper clip and
then pedalling it between
both forefingers and
thumbs like a bicycle.

I finger-pedalled faster
and faster and then… I cut
myself. Finally, I thought, a
bloody ending.

W E have a
problem with
a neighbour
of my mother

who grows ivy on a
boundary wall, but
never grows any on his
proper ty.

The neighbour prom-
ised he would keep it cut
back and also assured us
that when it’s kept under
control and kept at his
own side of the wall
there is no problem.

Now, he has decided
not to bother cutting it at
all, and my mother is
worried it will creep on
to her felt garage roof,
rot it and cause damp-
ness, and dislodge the
capping on top of her
garage wall, as well as
blocking the shoots and
binding the back
window closed. She is
afraid to approach him
again.

You might ask, what is
the difference between
letting ivy grow into a
neighbour’s property,
and leaving hedging or
trees overhang into a
neighbour’s garden.
Well, there are major dif-
fe rence s :
(1) It is easy and much
less time consuming to
cut off branches or
hedging than ivy.
(2) Hedging and
branches are generally
more easily assessable.
(3) They cannot cause
the same damage as ivy.

I would like to see new
legislation introduced,
where ivy cannot be
grown on boundary
walls, or on semi-de-
tached houses, or adjoin-
ing buildings, without a
neighbour’s written per-
mission.

It is important that
people are comfortable
and enjoy their homes,
and are not worried or
stressed by a neigh-
bour’s behaviour that is
causing damage to their
property. This ivy serves
no useful purpose, and
should be cut down im-
mediat el y .

Name and address
supplied.

● PEOPLE are not par-
ticularly interested in
what happens to prison-
ers until it is brought
home to them that there

is such an archaic ap-
proach to dealing with
people who are often ex-
tremely distressed, ill
and in need of the bene-
fits of advances in medic-
al care which the rest of
the population has but
which they are clearly
unable to access.

There is a benefit to
society if we can deal
with these issues.

It would at least
ensure the level of crime
would be stabilised and
possibly reduced be-
cause we would see both
the crime and the person
who commits the crime
in a holistic way and in a
way in which we can un-
derstand and differenti-
ate between the different
purposes, motives and
outcomes of individual
p r i s one r s.

These are psychiatric-
ally ill people who are
part of the prison popu-
lation. Studies show that
there is a higher incid-
ence of psychiatric ill-
ness among prisoners
than in the general com-
munity.

There is no argument
about that.

Why can that cohort of
psychiatrically ill people
not simply be included
in the work of mental
health commissions so
there is rationality and
so they can enjoy certain
safeguards?

They are still human
beings, regardless of
whether they are incar-
cerated, and when they
have a psychiatric ill-
ness they are sick people
who could benefit
enormously from the
medical and therapeutic
improvements that are
occurring. thanks to
Prison wardens for their
help and advice on these
i s s u e s.

People who suffer
from schizophrenia, for
example, have benefited
enormously from the ad-
vances resulting from in-
novation and technolo-
gical advances.

It makes no sense that
the health service for
prisoners is run by the
Department of Justice,
Equality and Law
Reform, when the De-

partment of Health and
Children is responsible
for the health of our
people.

Either prisoners are
part of our population or
they are not.

Everybody recognises
that they are and, as
such, their health needs
should be no different
from the health needs of
others and should be
dealt with by the appro-
priate Department.

It is important that we
reach out to psychiatric-
ally ill people, regardless
of where they are, if we
are serious about mental
health reform.

Cllr Noel Collins, St.
Jude, Midleton,

Co. Cork.
● YOUR survey on the
growing problem of fail-
ure to retain qualified
nurses in the health ser-
vice makes grim read-
ing.

To make matters
worse it is the ‘cream of
the crop’ we are losing.
Staff nurses employed as
nurse managers with ex-
perience in critical care,
and an astonishing 47%
in the medical surgical
units, all expressing an
intention to leave will
have to be reversed

without delay and damn
the cost.

Michael Field,
Skiddy’s Homes,

Vicar’s Court, Togher,
Co rk.

● COULD you ever ex-
plain why there is no
turn off from the bridge
to the SilverSprings
Moran Hotel?

We came in from the
Dunkettle roundabout
side, up to the bridge,
tried to turn in right of
the hotel and the traffic
was crazy coming down
from Mayfield.

We didn’t know where
to turn, only for the kind-
ness of a taxi to slow
down and let us in.

I cannot understand
how the Cork City engin-
eers let this slip, imagine
a group of Americans
with a hire car trying to
do that manoevre!

Anyway Cork is a ter-
rific city, the people are
terrific, with a great
sense of humour.

Pity about the
three-in-a-row last year.
2004 was a great year.

Well done lads.
Myles Elvis
Kavanagh,

c/o Grace Land,
2 Thomas Square,

Kilkenny City.

Weight of knowledge
You would think they

were embarking,
On a two week

route-march to Outer
Mongolia,

Instead of daily
t ran s la t ing,
The mystery of

algeb ra,
or the obscurity of

modern verse.
Children walk to

s chool,
Bowed down under the
burden of rucksacks,

Almost as big as
t hem s el v e s.

Encumbered students,
bending like willows,

Memorizing Yeats,
Whilst conveying

unnatural cargoes.

Youngsters struggle to
school or college,
Constantly bearing,

The weight of
kno w ledge.

Cliff Wedgbury,
Cork City.

YOUR SAY

Reader’s mother is having problems with her neighbour’s ivy coming
into her house.

A bookcase
to the soul


