
EEPage 8 EVENING ECHO, Monday, December 20, 2004

ECHOOPINION

HOW TO
CONTACT US

WE S AY
The Echo’s viewpoint

Eight more tragic
deaths on roads
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Bridge’s
name fits
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PHONE WRITE E-MAIL THE LAST WORD
“Without a humble but reasonable
confidence in your own powers you
cannot be successful or happy.”

Norman Vincent Peale (1898-1993)

EIGHT people were killed in road
accidents at the weekend.

More families have been plunged into
mourning.

This brings the road death toll so far
this year to 371 — already 35 more
than the 336 who died in the whole of
2003.

The suffering and grief occasioned
for the victims themselves and for their
extended families is truly terrible.

Sadly, that will not even be the total
loss on Irish roads this year.

As we move towards Christmas it is a
tragic reality that more will die and be
maimed on Irish roads.

The statistics don’t tell the whole
story — the story of widows left behind,
of children orphaned and injured people
left to struggle for years trying to

r e c o v e r.
But the statistics confirm that the

problem is not going away or lessening
in any way — indeed, it’s getting
worse.

And that points up the urgency of
doing something about it.

The Progressive Democrat
spokesman on Transport Senator Tom
Morrissey has called for “real and

decisive action” by the government,
including the immediate introduction of
random drink/drug testing and privately
operated speed cameras and a
complete review of the penalty points
system.

After a weekend in which Christmas
has become a season of suffering for
eight more families, let’s hope the
government can do something to
improve the situation. In the meantime,
we must also take great care on our
roads in the coming weeks.

FA X
(021)

4802135

Log on to our website at www.eveningecho.ie

I READ with interest Des Breen’s
article in the �����������, Decem-
ber 13 (“Name of bridge a snub to
cultural heroes”). Could I just say that
not everybody holds your point of
view on the naming of Shandon
Bridge. I own a business on Shandon
Street and I find most people are
happy with the name of the bridge.

I agree that Cork should honour
Frank O’Connor and other figures but
I do not think that naming a bridge
after them is the way to do it.

Traditionally, Cork people call a
bridge after the location it is near, as
in North Gate Bridge and South Gate
Bridge — who knows the correct
name for those bridges?

How many people call Christy Ring
Bridge the Opera House bridge?

I also disagree with you when you
say Shandon Bridge is a boring
non-name, as there is a very specific
reason the said bridge is so-called.

I commend the city councillors,
particularly Cllr Maureen Quill, who,
under a lot of pressure, persisted in
naming the bridge Shandon Bridge.

The city manager has promised to
invest €15 million in the Shandon
area, while I would guess that there
has been at least €10 million inves-
ted in Shandon Street in the last five
years by private investors.

This is the most money I have ever
seen invested in the street and I have
been in Shandon Street a long time.

Shandon Steeple is also being ren-
ovated, as is the Shandon Craft
Centre, so you see that to call our
bridge Shandon Bridge was not such
a bad idea but another piece of the
Shandon area jigsaw.

Could I finish by saying that at the
end of the day, the purpose of a
bridge is to get people from one side
of the river to the other. Long may it
bring people from the city centre to
the Shandon area and vice versa.

Martin Duggan, (vice
chairperson Shandon Street

Business Association)

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

echo.ed@eecho.ie

G ENTLE snow drifts
on to a lightly car-
peted main street of
a deserted Cork

town. Deserted but for one
man. The fading daylight
suggests either early dawn
or early dusk. An almost im-
perceptible light under one
door has brought the figure
of the man to a stop before a
storefront. After a pause
that suggests either
indecision or cardiac
seizure, he pushes the door
open wide.

“Do come in sir, we are
open. Please, pull up a stool
sir. Let me brush that snow of
your coat and we can hang it
up here by the fire. What’s
that sir? No you probably
haven’t seen us open before.
An exemption? I suppose you
could call it that sir. That’s
right, Christmas Day is the
only day we open. A beer?
Coming right up. Put your
money away sir, the first
drink at Bar Humbug is
always on the house.

“You’re my first customer
today. You like it here, don’t
you? I call it my little refuge
for people who hate Christ-
mas. Why do I hate Christ-
mas? Fine question sir. Well,
it was over a woman. Always
over a woman, isn’t it sir? We
were in love, I guess. Then,
last year, I gave her my heart.
The very next bloody day
didn’t she give it away.
Exchanged it for perfume.
Well this year I was… that’s
right sir, looking for
something special. Got a
bunch of DVDs. Don’t even
have a DVD player.

“What about you sir? If you
don’t mind me saying, you’re
a little on the quiet side. A

journalist, are you? Au con-
traire, sir, I believe people
would be delighted to read
why you are miserable at
Christmas time. I’m all ears
anyway.”

He pulls two more beers
and sits alongside the man.
As the customer begins to
speak, he and the tavern
owner cast their eyes on the
fireplace and a magical
movie fadeback transports
them to an idyllic Christmas
childhood, to a better, more
innocent place.

“There was once a little
boy who loved Christmas,”
recalls the customer.

“It is possible that he loved
Christmas more than any
other little boy did.

“His family was poor and
he was an only child, but he
always felt something magic-

al in the air at this time of
y e a r.

“While the presents from
his parents and Father
Christmas weren’t always
top of the range or just what
he wanted, he had a rich
uncle, from whom he always
received the best gift. His
uncle lived abroad and, at
that time, because Ireland
wasn’t as wealthy as it is
now, the stores wouldn’t
have been as well stocked
here and even if his parents
had been able to afford better
gifts, they were not avail-
abl e.

“The uncle, though, would
always make sure to find the
latest and most expensive toy
in London, so that his only
nephew would always have
the very best to show off to
his friends at school.

“One Christmas Eve, hours
after the uncle’s plane had
landed, there was still no sign
of him turning up at the
house with the present.

“Christmas Day came and
went and not even a phone
call. Gifts and angry words
were exchanged across the
Christmas table and a Trivial
Pursuit board was flung
against a wall in an atmo-
sphere of growing hostility.

“On Stephen’s Day morn-
ing there came a light rap-
ping on the front door. The
parents, hungover and asleep
in separate beds, heard noth-
ing. But the nephew stood in
the hallway and listened to
the rapping until it fell silent,
and he watched as the shape
of his uncle faded in the fros-
ted glass as he walked away
from the front door — the last

time he ever saw him.”
The barman’s eyes well up

with tears.
“Yes. I was that uncle,”

says the customer.
The two men collapse into

each other’s arms, both
crying.

Little does the customer
know that the man who is
comforting him was that
little boy, or that he has held
a grudge for 20 years against
the very man he is hugging.
Little does he realise that his
nephew has been plotting re-
venge since seeing him walk
through the door.

But before exacting it he
must first know why his
uncle was late that Christ-
mas? And whether he had a
present with him that day he
knocked on the door? And
how the hell he knew about
the Trivial Pursuit incident?

For all these answers and
more, don’t miss the conclud-
ing part of this story, which
will appear in the Evening
E ch o this time next Christ-
m a s.
● STILL searching for that
perfect Christmas present for
the person in your life closest
to your heart? Send as much
money as you can to the Even-
ing Echo address printed
below for the collected
columns of Robert O’Shea:
Volume One — The pre-
dementia years.

Robert will personally re-
trieve all his articles from the
archives, bind them together
with Sellotape and deliver
them directly to your door
within the hour. Remember
that this offer is not available
in normal shops, so, to avoid
disappointment, order early
and twice.
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CHRISTMAS CHEER? Not everyone loves this time of year...


