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ECHOOPINION

HOW TO
CONTACT US

WE S AY
The Echo’s viewpoint

We must aid tidal
wave victims

Night of the
starry sky

TA L K I N G HEAD

PHONE WRITE E-MAIL
THE LAST WORD

“Every time you don’t follow your inner
guidance, you feel a loss of energy,
loss of power, a sense of spiritual
deadness.”

Shakti Gawain

THE tidal wave of terror that struck the
Asian continent in the past 24 hours
has left a trail of devastation in its wake
and a mounting death toll that has
topped 17,000 and continues to rise.
And many hundreds of thousands have
been left without homes.

It was the biggest earthquake in 40
years and one of the largest ever to
strike the planet, measuring 8.9 on the
Richter scale. The quake, just off the
coast of Sumatra, Indonesia, caused
devastation in Sri Lanka, India, Thail-

and, Indonesia, Malaysia, Maldives,
Bangladesh, Burma, Seychelles and
Somalia.

To strike at any time is terrible, but to
strike at Christmas time is particularly
harsh.

At home in Munster it was pictur-
esque, as around the country people

had woken up to a white Christmas and
families celebrated. And that’s just what
many thousands were doing on the
other side of the world when horror
struck. Babies were swept from their

parents’ hands and taken away by the
tidal wave. Sunbathers were carried
away out to sea. Divers were trapped
without any hope of survival.

Phuket in Thailand is popular with

Irish holidaymakers and this familiarity
brings the tragedy even closer. This
could have happened at any time, and
there could be more to come.

The Red Cross has already asked for
contributions as world aid teams rush to
the striken countries.

They are asking for our help and it is
important that we respond to this plea.
After all, it could be us, or even our
loved ones, who are trapped and in
need of assistance. We must play our
part in easing the pain.

FA X
(021)

4802135

Log on to our website at www.eveningecho.ie
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Ronnie McGinn, Cork.

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

echo.ed@eecho.ie

I N London, exactly 100
years ago at 8pm to-
night, the curtain lifted
on the first performance

of Peter Pan at the Duke of
York Theatre (it is not recor-
ded if the curtain only went
half-way up.)

JM Barrie’s play of end-
less boyhood was a much
darker tale than the Disney-
fied version we see today.

Originally a vaudeville
piece that drew its theme
from the death of Barrie’s
older brother as a child and
its inspiration from what
would now be considered
the author’s strange kinship
with young boys, Peter Pan
has today been fed to the
all-conquering panto season
c o m b i n e.

The Abbey theatre in
Dublin opened its doors that
same day. Alone in Ireland
it has remained a bastion
against panto during the
holiday period. When the
Bull McCabe says: “That’s
my field,” the audience on
Lower Abbey Street are re-
fined enough not to shout
back: “Oh no it’s not.”

Panto is but the icing on
the cake of reasons I don’t
like Christmas. This time of
year is a tragi-comedy in
several parts for me.

Now that it’s the day after
St Boxing Day and we are all
hungover, or in the vicinity
of people who are hungover,
or in the vicinity of someone
whose RoboSapien’s batter-
ies have run out, we can
listen sensibly to why I have
the yuletide blues.

It suits me to share a
house with two other
twentysomething males and
a hibernating Scandinavian,

where festive cheer just
about stretches to humming
along with the Budweiser
ad. No tree. No decorations
but for some wet towels
hanging from the staircase
b a n i s t e r.

In some sense, it’s not
Christmas I actually hate,
but the buying of gifts for
other people. Not all people;
watching my nephew’s little
eyes light up this Christmas
morning when I showed him
how to use the torch I got
him is something I will
always treasure.

My problem with Christ-
mas is sort of the inverse of
Peter Pan. I grew up too
early. My mother tells me I
was six when I told her that
I didn’t believe in Santa. I
remember it well.

Senior infants. We were
working on a Christmas
annual. Mostly pritt-sticked
pictures cut out from

magazines: religious icono-
graphy, Rudolph, Ho! Ho!
Ho! and all that jazz. Bern-
ard Ward and I were differ-
ent. We could smell
something wasn’t right and
it wasn’t just coming from
Johnny Nolan’s underpants.

We went undercover, ren-
dezvousing with a
fourth-classer at the bottom
of the playground; we never
got his name, just called
himself Deepstocking. We
threw him a few Mr Freezes
a week and we got our in-
formation. A whole web of
deceit. Tapes from the staff
room. They were hoodwink-
ing us — there was no Santa.
All the teachers knew, heck,
it went all the way to the
h e a d m a s t e r.

We splashed it across the
front page of the annual.
Bernard and I were blacklis-
ted and we never got to work
on a school newspaper

during our primary educa-
tion again.

This early disclosure of
Santalessness left a mark on
me. Freudian analysis
would probably diagnose
that because of the absence
of a Santa-like figure in my
childhood I assumed a
Santa-like role as I matured.
Which is true.

I was always putting great
thought into gifts. I had a
list and I could cross-refer-
ence small comments made
in late autumn and come up
with the perfect present
almost every Christmas. Nor
did I mind that obviously no
one was putting in as much
effort as I was.

But one year I cracked.
Too much pressure. Nothing
bought, I was wandering
around Patrick Street on
Christmas Eve with “S’port
SHARE please!”, “S’port
SHARE please!” ringing in
my ears. When the police
picked me up I had 15
SHARE stickers on my fore-
head.

On Christmas morning
that year I was left trying to
explain fluffy bunny slip-
pers to my father, a ten-pack
of Cuban cigars to my
mother, gardening imple-
ments to my brother and
how a €100 Michael Guiney
voucher is worth the same
as a €100 Brown Thomas
voucher to my brother’s girl-
friend.

After unwrapping yet an-
other Guinness Book of Re-
cords I casually mentioned
to my mother that the re-
cords pretty much stay the
same from year to year.

“You ungrateful little
(something that rhymes

with brick),” said Dad. In
the build-up to the following
Christmas I wondered aloud
if it wasn’t just a waste of
time us all buying gifts for
each other when we could
just buy stuff we wanted for
o u r s e l v e s.

This idea was given short
shrift so I asked for a goat to
be donated to a Sub-Saharan
family instead of asking for
p re s e n t s.

It was a surprisingly de-
flating experience to receive
no gifts that Christmas
morning, watching as others
unwrapped theirs and I
twiddled the envelope with
the picture of my goat. I
even pined to read about the
great feats of human endeav-
our that the Guinness Book
ch ro n i cl e d .

Approaching this Christ-
mas I decided it was time to
stop wallowing in self-pity.

So on Christmas Eve I
took my nephew aside and
told him that Santa doesn’t
exist and he wouldn’t be
coming down the chimney
later that night.

Through his tears I saw
some of the strength I had at
his age when I had made
that discovery on my own
instinct. His belief was
strong, however. “He will,”
he sobbed.

“No, he won’t,” I
c o u n t e re d .

“Oh, yes he will.”
“Oh, no he won’t.”
When the rest of the

family heard the commotion
they all joined in on his
s i d e.

“Oh, yes he will,” they
ch o r u s e d .

And now I’m left looking
like the bad guy.
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