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A natural
end to the
life cycle
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Road safety: It’s
up to the motorist

YOU S AY
Council is
stifling
democracy

TA L K I N G HEAD

ROBERT O’SHEA fears
he is pedalling towards a

c a t a s t ro p h e
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PHONE WRITE E-MAIL THE LAST WORD
“All programmers are
playwrights and all computers
are lousy actors.”

DEATH and destruction on the roads is
once again dominating the front pages
of the national press.

The reality behind the news stories
and the statistics is one of suffering
and loss for families.

Despite millions being spent on the
message to belt up, slow down and
don’t drink and drive, we are still not
making progress in reducing casualties
on our roads.

The early success of the penalty

points system seems to have
evaporated.

Between now and the end of the
Christmas season many more families
will suffer the agony of losing their
loved ones.

An Garda Siochana invests huge

resources in increasing the number and
visibility of checkpoints.

But road safety ultimately comes
down to individual behaviour by road

users.
Care, consideration, courtesy and

above all taking responsibility for one’s
own actions are the keys.

Many people drive as if they had the
only car on the road, with absolute
indifference towards fellow road
users.

These are dangerous people. They
may be driving cars, motorbikes or
lorries, but they don’t seem to be aware
of or care about the damage these
vehicles can do.

They need to get the message —
and it’s up to all of us to help the gardai
to deliver it.

PEDAL POWER: “If the Tour de France was all downhill, I’d
be in with a chance of a stage win.”
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● YOUR editorial in the �������
��� last week says of the city
council: “It is to that chamber that we
send our local elected
representatives to speak up for us.
They must be allowed to speak.
That right must be respected.”
I couldn’t agree more.
Unfortunately, the right of the Sinn
Féin councillors to speak up for the
6,500 voters across this city who
gave us their support is being
denied.
The right of the Green, Socialist and
Independent councillors to represent
their voters is being denied.
Vital information is being withheld
from us. An important committee has
been restructured to exclude us.
This is what last Monday’s protest
was about.
Contrary to the claims of some
councillors, the protest was silent
and dignified.
No abuse came from the gallery.
Most of the uproar came from the
council floor. Only one Sinn Féin
member shouted — when the mayor
had already suspended the meeting
— “6,500 votes cannot be silenced.”
Cork City Council is governed by a
pact between Fianna Fáil, Fine Gael
and Labour by which they share out
committee seats and push through
the estimates.
This pact stifles debate and
undermines democracy.
Discussion in the council often
seems to take place on a different
planet from the concerns of the
people it purports to represent.
It is less like a democratic forum
than a stuffy old gentlemen’s club.
I challenge anyone who disagrees
with this statement to visit the
chamber during a meeting and see
for themselves.
Sinn Féin were elected last June
with a mandate for change. We are
determined to see that respected.

Cllr Jonathan O’Brien, Sinn Féin
Councillor for Cork North-West

Evening Echo, Academy Street,
Cork or 89 O’Connell Street, Lim-
erick.

echo.ed@eecho.ie

O NE of the solaces of
the condemned man,
people say, is that he
at least knows the

time of his death.
The rest of us have a date

with our maker on much
more flexible hours.

George Orwell wrote that
as a soldier facing enemy
fire, day in, day out, it is not
the thought of getting shot
that worries, but that you
don’t know where in the
body you will get hit. Poor
old George took it in the
n e ck .

I bring these notions up
because, while I don’t know
when my time will be up,
and I’m not expecting a bul-
let coming in this direction
any time soon (unless credit
card companies are much
less understanding than I
have been led to believe), I
do know the spot that I will
perish on.

Very morbid talk for a
Monday evening, I know,
but somewhat inevitable
after spending most of last
week numbed by the de-
pressing thought that some
people who conducted a sur-
vey reckon Ireland is the
best place in the world to
live in.

For us bike owners it
isn’ t.

I am a cyclist. Not an
eye-bulging, pill-popping,

calf-bursting pedal punisher,
but a city commuter. I am a
cyclist in the same way
Bertie Ahern is a socialist:
not much of a cyclist in the
past; ready not to be a cyc-
list when any suitable shift
forward in my economic
situation should occur in the
future. For now, I get from A
to B on two wheels.

A to B is usually Turner’s
Cross to Tivoli, a trip I make
three or four times a week.
A jolly enough journey with
friendly fellow travellers in
cars who give you a gener-
ous toot of their horn and
are never short of advice on
which lane you should get
into — the inside one, even
if you aren’t turning left.

Ah, turning left. And so
we come to the location of
my demise.

The Sextant public house
is on my right as I prepare
to cross Eamon De Valera
Bridge and on to Morrison’s
Island. Navigationally, it is,
you would think, important
to know that you cannot
turn left here and on to
Albert Quay.

There is a big sign even
explaining this in recog-
nised road symbols.

I have not been travelling
on this route a long time —
less than a month, in fact —
but the number of times I
have encountered (a
euphemism for ‘almost been
crushed under a fender by’)
cars turning left so far has
been three.

Of course, it is not inevit-
able that I will get knocked
down there; I am doing
everything I can to ensure I
do not, including bringing
the matter to your attention
in the local press.

Some of you may think
that it’s a bit rich using this
column to ensure self-pre-
servation when there is star-
vation going on in the world
that could be highlighted,
but I haven’t been watching
I’m a Celebrity ... Get Me Out
of Here so I cannot write
about it. Anyway, I believe if
I save just one life (my own)
then I will be vindicated.

What Cork really needs is
cycle lanes. There are sup-
posed to be fragmented
paths located around the
city. Maybe I just haven’t
seen any of them.

Nearly every other major
city in Europe has systemat-
ic and radial cycle routes

linking suburban areas to
the city centre.

How do I know this? Be-
cause whenever I am walk-
ing down a street in a city
abroad and I hear a little
bell ringing I think to my-
self, “What is that little bell I
hear ringing?” The ringing
continues, gets closer and
pretty soon an angry local is
sailing past, cursing me.

Now I don’t want to give
the impression that cycling
on roads in this city is an in-
herently dangerous thing; it
is only perhaps 50 per cent
of the time.

Once you get over the
cycle-logical (yes, that is the
bottom of a barrel that you
hear being scraped) block of
riding on the outside lane,
inches from oncoming
traffic, in the driving rain in
rush hour, it can be quite
e n j o y abl e.

There is the bumpy
stretch of the Lower Glan-
mire Road, for which I will
always hold a special place
deep inside my groin.

And the ride back later is
wonderful. The traffic is

lighter then. The propulsion
gained from gliding down
the flyover in Tivoli gives
your pins a rest and you can
take in the scenery. If the
Tour de France was all
downhill I know I’d be in
with the chance of a stage
win.

There’s nothing to com-
pare to those brief few
seconds of the wind rushing
through your hair before
you have to go back and pick
your helmet off the road.

Horgan’s Quay can be a
little tricky for me to negoti-
ate as the handlebars on my
bike have an inclination to
turn left, and, at breaks in
the barrier, the Lee invites
any lapse in concentration.

When I pass the waving
Japanese trawlermen I
know that I am halfway
home. A couple of lane-
hopping skids and a stiff
gradient rising towards the
Cross and I’m there.

But if someday soon I
don’t make it across the De
Valera Bridge, all I ask is
that they say of me, “He died
with his clips on.”
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