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THE JOYS OF HORSERACING: This young rider, Bryon Cooper, doesn’t seem to mind the mud after winning one of the races at Courtmacsherry
Strand. Picture: James McSweeney

Irish men rule in the housework stakes
T HERE is a new law being

introduced in Spain this sum-
mer which you’d imagine will
be difficult to police.

In a country where nearly half of all
men admit to doing no housework at
all, MPs have drawn up a marriage
contract for use in civil ceremonies
which obliges them to share respons-
ibility when it comes to household
cho re s.

Legislation will require the
hombres to chip in with 50 per cent
of the domestic workload.

The typical Irishman can sneer at
his slothful cousin, for new research
from the European Commission pub-
lished last week alleges we spend
more time hoovering, dusting and
ironing than any of our continental
counter parts.

The survey says our boys are the
most house-proud in Europe —
spending on average seven hours a
week doing the chores.

Irish women, who spend 17 hours
a week cleaning their homes, stared
at Irish men with a long, hard gaze
after hearing this, and under duress,
the males admitted four of these

hours included tapping cigarette ash
into ashtrays.

Yet there is no denying the Irish-
man of today is significantly more
conscientious in this regard than
those of yesteryear, when men had a
defined role of going out to work,
while a woman, after she was mar-
ried, was a housewife.

I came from one such traditional
family where my father was the one
who put the food on the table and my
mother then scooped it onto the
plat e s.

While it may be true that women
still spend more time doing house-
work, what, really, are they accom-
plishing? Surely the quality of the
task being done is more important
than the quantity.

And just like as it is with cooking
— where the greatest chefs in the
world are male – so too is it with
cleaning.

Take any man with a drop of en-
thusiasm, three spare hours and
severe obsessive-compulsive dis-
order and you too can have a spot-
less house.

In many ways, you could say I live

for cleaning. In many other ways,
you could say I don’t. Let this not
fool you, for on any given day, when
the
mood strikes me, I will pledge allegi-
ance to a chequered rag, ride shot-
gun across the kitchen with Mr
Muscle and clamp two tubes of
Shake ‘n’ Vac under each armpit and
cha-cha my way from room to filthy
room.

Cleanliness, as the old saying goes,
is next to impossible, but with a
sprinkling of passion it can offer de-
lirious joy, joy tempered with
heartache, but still joy!

The following I hesitate to call tips
on cleaning, but are rather humble
thoughts:
● Human existence is an eye-blink
in the history of this planet. Should
we then, you may ask yourself, con-

cern ourselves so much with dust-
ing?

We must, for as the universe ex-
pands, so does the surface area op-
portunities for dust to settle on. Dust
is a cruel mistress, tiny fragments of
human skin not for grabbing once
airbor ne.

Try to possess her, and she wafts
away. Clutch at her, and you grasp
but the wispy tendrils of a dream. Do
not sulk; get a disposable towel,
drench it, squeeze it; you are now
dust’s master.
● There are those who believe the
liberal spraying of an air freshener
throughout a house is some form of
hygienic masquerading and also bad
for the environment.

There are those who hold one arm
aloft and run through their house
with a canister in their hand and fin-
ger pressed on the spray button pre-
tending they are on the last leg with
the Olympic flame, ending by sprint-
ing up the stairs and jogging in a
circle. Who would you prefer to be
married to?
● Sometimes the crystal clarity of a
freshly cleaned window that was re-

cently covered in grime and dirt can
offer you a fresh perspective on the
world. You can find yourself staring
through it for some minutes before
you snap out of your reverie or until
your neighbour comes out and asks
you what you are doing on his front
lawn?
● Speedboats have been a lifelong
diversion for me. Gin, a serious
problem. Yet no vice bedevils me
like my one desperate fixation, my
shameful ravening itch: to rid my
clothes of creases.

Why should a man not chase down
his passions, wrestle them to the
dirt, and ride them home like wild
horses? Is ironing the chaste lover
we sometimes assume, or the to-
paz-eyed harlot whose steamy beha-
viour ensures one caress can make
any man’s shirt hot under the col-
lar? Maybe we will never know.

Will we ever understand the dark
secrets of the vacuum cleaner? Or
the point of pot pourri?

The question I think we should be
asking is this: Do we really want to?

This surely is all that really mat-
ters: I am a man; I clean.


