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15 will sleep
rough tonight MANY of you will pay your

annual visit to the local turf
accountant next Saturday
to lose some of your
hard-earned cash on the
big race.

That’s right, it’s Scottish
and Newcastle Aintree
Hurdle day.

And then there is the
Grand National later on.

For the uninitiated, who
have never been in one be-
fore — the great washed —
going into a betting shop
can be confusing.

A survey has shown that
one of the reasons more
people don’t gamble is they
don’t know what to do or
understand the rules.

There are actually just
two rules:
● Give the bookie money
● Wave goodbye to your
m o n e y.

Betting offices might not
be as seedy as a few years
ago, but bookmakers’ at-
tempts to attract more cus-
tom from day-trippers have
been pathetic.

They try to placate
people with early-morning
free coffee and have intro-
duced snacks for sale.

Yet they still haven’t got
comfortable chairs — sit in
a betting shop for any
amount of time and your
bum will go numb.

Many young people can
be found in bookmakers
these days, though, which
is encouraging.

But there is always the
older crowd, the die-hards,
including guys who at
some point in their betting
careers had an accumulat-
or involving Ben Hur.

These are the perman-
ent residents of the shop
during the day and, who
knows, possibly the night
too.

Gone though are the
lads who used light a cigar-
ette when a race started
and stare at the screen for
the duration without talking
a puff.

They would then head off
— very rarely to collect
winnings — butt in mouth,
leaving a stain of ash and
drool in their wake on the
f l o o r.

Gone are the guys who,
when the extel commentat-
or announced, “They’re un-
der starter’s orders,” would
shout, “get your knickers
off.” The commentator
would always oblige, “and
they’re off.”

Grand National day is
one when Joe Public joins
us regular betters and un-
derstands briefly our pain:
Anyone who bets has to be
one of life’s sufferers for
fate always conspires

diabolical perversity to de-
prive us of our rightful
gain.

Yet the National is not
the lottery many think.

You may not always pick
the winner, but by a brief
study of the form you can
usually rule out half the
field. But who has the time
or patience to study form?

The shrewd bettor will al-
ways follow the odds.

Those Grand National
odds explained:

500-1: Two men in a
pantomime horse costume
have hoodwinked the pub-
lic yet again.

250-1: If the commentat-
or did know the name of
your horse before the race
began, he doesn’t any-
more.

200-1: Your horse will
win the race, but only in the
likelihood of it being de-
clared void afterwards.

150-1: This horse will,
sadly, choke to death on
the starting tape.

100-1: In an amazing
pile-up at one of the
fences, all the horses fall.
Except yours! He falls at
the next.

66-1: Your horse will be
kidnapped by the IRA
somewhere between the
sixth fence and The Chair.

33-1: At a significant
point in the race — the first
fence — the jockey on your
horse will make a leap for
freedom.

25-1: Neither the horse
or jockey’s fault. The stable
boy did not secure the
saddle correctly around the
horse’s midriff, resulting in
an impossible ride that
ends when the pilot slips
off at Becher’s Brook. If it’s
any consolation, the stable
boy be whipped.

16-1: Not exactly fan-
cied, yet not exactly an out-
sider. But definitely a faller
at the third fence.

10-1: Ah, the easiest
price to figure it. You put
down F1 you get back
F10. You put down F500
you get back nothing. Will
lose this one at a canter.

9-1 or under: The win-
ner will come from one of
these nags. Probably. Or
one of those at a bigger
price might win. Who
knows?

Here’s what I do,
something I guess a lot of
you do:

I take a biro in my hand,
close my eyes, open the
paper and stab.

I remove the pen from
my thigh, then stab again.

The result: At 4.10pm
on Saturday I will be watch-
ing  on RTÉ
One.

U P TO 15 people
in Cork city will
have no bed to-
night.

This is the harsh real-
ity on the streets of Cork,
less than two weeks after
the death of a homeless
young mother on Patrick
S t re e t .

According to figures
from Cork City Council
and the Simon Com-
munity, on average, 15
people cannot access a
bed per night because
there is either no bed
available or because
those seeking a bed are
deemed unfit to access a
bed.

Two people who may
not have a bed tonight
are John and David (not
their real names).

Both men are home-
less and spend their days
between the Simon day
centre in the morning,
town in the afternoon
and the Simon emer-
gency shelter at night.

John was still jovially
high from smoking
heroin the night before
on the morning I talked
to him.

A pleasant and
well-spoken 37-year-old
married father-of-five, it
was the first time he
touched the drug in 17
y e a r s.

I asked him why he fell
off the wagon.

“I just got bored,” he
said with a virtually
toothless grin betrayed
by his sad, glazed-over
eyes and scar-ravaged
f ace.

“The first time you
take heroin it’s like sex
magnified by 3,000 —
that’s why I became
homeless,” he said.

John started taking
heroin when he was 16 in
his native city Dublin.

At 19, he stopped, until
this week.

“You can see I’m still
floating,” he said, adding
that homelessness is
“just another way of
life.” However, he said it
in such a flippant
manner, you wonder was
it just a front?

David is a polite and
witty 22-year-old from an
affluent suburb of Cork.

He has been living on
and off the streets for the
last six years.

“I turned to drink at 13
because that was my
means of escape and sup-
pressing my feelings,”
he said

He said being bullied
for many years was the
catalyst for his drinking
and homelessness.

“I left school at 17 just
before my Leaving Cert
because of a binge. I’ve
slept under bridges, at
the back of the City Hall,
in doorways and in shel-
ters,” he said, adding
that he sees more and
more young homeless on
the streets every day.

“There are loads of
young people on the
streets and they are get-
ting younger and young-
er,” he said.

“I am off the drugs 15
months now but I do still
drink as a binge drinker.
I know I’m an alcoholic. I
was off the drink for 10
months before I went
back on it last Christ-
mas,” he said. David
said, in the past, he has
done ‘all drugs’ and has
tried heroin.

“Heroin is every-
where,” he said.

David gets to see his
11-month-old son when
he’s sober and is cur-
rently trying to stay off
the drink because his
ex-girlfriend is expect-
ing.

“Where do I see myself
in five years time? I don’t
look that far, I just look to
today and hope I’m not
going to go drinking.”

Having worked as a
panel beater and spray
painting, David said he
would love to eventually
work with cars and en-
g i n e s.

Tom Ryan, project
manager of community
welfare services support
unit for the Health Ser-
vice Executive Southern
Region, said that Cork’s
homeless have more op-
tions today than ever
b e fo re.

He said this was
mainly due to the forma-
tion of the Cork Home-
less Forum, a partner-
ship between the
voluntary and statutory
bodies in Cork, which
was established in 2001.
Comprised of a

multi-disciplinary team,
he said Cork’s homeless
now have access to a GP,
counselling, a psycholo-
gist, a mental health
nurse, public health
nurse and an outreach
w o rke r.

However, he said he
can’t see a definitive end
to homelessness.

“I can’t guarantee
there will be no home-
lessness in Cork in six
months time, but I can
guarantee that every
homeless person has a
choice,” he said.

Mr Ryan said he be-
lieves the Cork Home-
less Forum is working
but called for a thorough
investigation into the
numbers of foreign-na-
tionals who are finding
themselves on the
streets in Cork.

“I went on a soup run
one night and I saw a
number of men from
Poland sleeping rough,”
he said.

“But I think we need
more evidence collected
before we come to the
conclusion that people
from accession coun-
tries are finding them-
selves on the streets. I’m
not 100% convinced, but
I do think it’s an issue
that needs to be looked
into,” he said.

Paul Sheehan, head of
communications with
the Simon Community,
said that while stereo-
types suggest people are
homeless because of al-
cohol or drugs, these are
only the third and fourth
most usual reasons.

“Family breakdown
and health-related issues
are the main reasons,”
he said.

ROBERT O’SHEA

How to back
a useless nag

OLGA CRONIN

Older teens need more State help
MORE services need to be made
available for homeless teenagers
who are no longer the responsibil-
ity of the State when they turn 18.

This call was made by Brigette
Mintern, the principal social
worker at Ireland’s only dedicated
centre for people under 18 and
who are ‘out of home.’

The centre, set up in 1995, is
based on Liberty Street and last
year, 125 young people were re-
ferred there. Ms Mintern is quick

to stress the difference between
young people who are homeless
and people who are ‘out of
home.’

“When a person is ‘out of
home,’ it doesn’t necessarily
mean that they are homeless.
They usually have a home but
they just can’t stay in it for a vari-
ety of different reasons,” she said.

“We had 125 referrals last year
but this does not mean that there
are 125 children who are home-

less,” she said, adding that 56 of
those referrals were due to family
disputes. Those who are referred
are mainly aged 16 or 17 and are
referred to her by parents, teach-
ers or youth justice programmes.

At the centre, the teenagers
have access to emergency ac-
commodation, financial and emo-
tional support and early-interven-
tion programmes.

However, Ms Mintern said more
services were needed for those

who turn 18 and were no longer
the responsibility of the State.
“The services available for those
turning 18 are not suitable. They
need extra services, accommoda-
tion and a care management ap-
proach,” she said.

Ms Lintern also said the centre
has also seen a rise in the amount
of separated children seeking
asylum — children who have trav-
elled into the country unaccom-
panied and seeking asylum.

NO BED FOR THE NIGHT: An all-too-familiar sight on our city streets, where
both young and older people are sleeping rough.


