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“A conservative is a man who
believes that nothing should be
done for the first time.”

Alfred E. Wiggam

IF THERE was any shred of doubt
about the enthusiasm and support in
Cork for the City of Culture celebrations
in the year ahead, they have now been
well and truly bani shed.

The 26,000 free tickets for this week-
end’s glittering opening event were
snapped up within minutes of going on
sale last Saturday.

Eager punters are obviously keen to
see this once-in-a-lifetime spectacle by
the River Lee in Cork city, with a
fireworks display and a water-based

artistic show.
Of course, whenever demand

exceeds supply, there is bound to be
disappointment and this was certainly
the case at the weekend.

It is difficult to blame the City of
Culture organisers for the success of

the stampede for tickets, and much of
the criticism has been directed at the
shop outlets which distributed the
tickets.

People can still come into the city on
Saturday evening to sample the atmo-
sphere and see the opening on giant
TV screens, and the spectacle is also

being televised live by RTÉ, but it is
easy to understand the disappointment
of people, especially families, who
failed to snap up a ticket in time.

Perhaps the City of Culture organ-
isers and the shop outlets can review
their system of distribution to see if
mistakes were made in the process.

In the meantime, let us all look
forward to a fabulous weekend’s
entertainment and celebrate this proud,
historic achievement for Cork — City of
Culture 2005.
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WHY is it that Cork, the second
largest city in the Republic, doesn’t
have a suitable concert venue to
cater for the top acts of this world?

Our main venues are the City Hall,
Opera House and Everyman
Theatre, far too small, while in the
county, Millstreet is a much larger
venue, but too far from the city.

If Killarney can have a concert
venue capable of seating 2,500, then
why not Cork, especially during our
biggest year yet — European Capital
of Culture? Why not concerts in Pairc
Uí Chaoimh or Pairc Uí Rinn this
summer?

There is talk of Athlone building a
8,000 capacity theatre venue which
should lure some of the top acts on
the concert circuit to perform there.

Dublin has The Point, RDS, and
outdoor venues like Croke Park and
Lansdowne Road to cater for the
likes of U2, Neil Diamond and others
and good luck to them. But the
sooner Cork gets its act together in
having a suitable concert venue, the
better. I’ve no doubt that the whole of
Munster would support such a ven-
ture rather than travelling to the capit-
al, as they now do, to see their fa-
vourite stars. The ������� �� 	
��
auditions bypassed Cork because
there was no suitable venue.

Noel Welch,
Cork city.
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Mary Buckley-Clarke,
Blarney Street, Cork

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

echo.ed@eecho.ie

R EGULAR readers of
this column or
attendees at the
sermons I deliver, in

Tory Top Park every second
Saturday, will know that the
gratuitous use of an-
niversaries is a common
starting point for my some-
times incoherent ramblings.

Just like a car sometimes
needs a shove on a downhill
slope to get her started, the
‘on this day’ theme often
helps to get me sitting up-
right and beginning to chug.

Last week we had a
century of Peter Pan and a
lost childhood.

This week it’s Ray Milland
and some lost adulthood.

Milland, an actor from the
film noir era in Hollywood,
was born 100 years ago
today in Wales.

His most famous role was
as Don Birnam in Billy
Wilder’s 1945 film The Lost
Week end, for which he
deservedly won an Oscar.

Birnam is an alcoholic
writer who goes on a binge
one weekend to the chagrin
of those closest to him (his
fiancee, his agent), hence
The Lost Weekend.

He is suffering from
writer’s block and seeks
solace at the bottom of a
bottle of whiskey. Alcohol
isn’t much of a fuel for
writing and Birnam stag-
gers drunkenly through the
weekend, every so often
staring blankly at his type-
writer, oblivious as he is to
the modern ‘anniversary’
t e ch n i q u e.

Coming off a lost week
myself and heading into a
year of blank pages, I have
great empathy with this

Birnam character. The most
famous film noir star, Bogie
himself, once said that the
only thing wrong with the
world is that it is always two
drinks behind. I am nor-
mally satisfied with that —
being a couple of pints be-
hind, supping away.

And I know when I’ve had
too much to drink — when
I’m arguing with the girl
hoovering up because I
won’t lift my legs, that’s my
signal to go home.

Those seven days between
Christmas Eve and New
Year’s Day are different
though.

It was my plan not to
drink too much over the
holidays, but you know how
it is, you are back home hav-
ing a drink in the local when
an old acquaintance sidles
up to you and buys you a
Christmas drink and then
you have to buy a retaliation

drink and pretty soon
you’ve forgotten the second
verse of the Rose of Tralee.

Then there’s the house,
which is filled with all sorts
of strange booze.

The ‘don’t mix grape and
grain’ mantra is ignored for
the week and the ‘don’t mix
vodka, absinthe and port’
one will soon have to be
written down and chanted.

Nights of intoxication al-
ternate with days of creeping
hangovers and breakfasts
sponsored by Paracetemol,
from the makers of Anadin.

While I don’t condone the
excess that most of us will
have indulged in this past
week-and-a-half, I do think it
is necessary.

Without it, the year that
lies ahead could not be em-
braced for the new horizons
it offers through resolutions
that are saddled on those
guilty feelings of over-indul-

g ence.
Imagine an 18-year-old

Russian girl meeting her
father, who has just been re-
leased from a gulag after 10
years of hard labour; they
embrace ... well that’s how
tightly the seat of my
trousers are hugging my
buttocks after the excess of
C h r i s t m a s.

I face two choices — lose
weight or go up a waist size.

The thought of having to
walk around shops looking
for new pants in the sales is
enough to send me scurry-
ing to the gym. Of course,
the novelty of the gym can
wear off after a few sweaty
sessions, but that’s why it is
important to set goals and
keep up the variety.

Take me: When I’m in the
gym I pretend I’m participat-
ing in G l a d i a t o rs . On the
punchbag I’m beating up
Shadow; dangling from the

parallel bar (I haven’t been
able to do a chin-up since I
was 18) I close my eyes and
imagine Scorpio is coming
to wrap her legs around me.

On the treadmill, I zip up
the incline and pretend I’m
racing up the travelator.

There’s even a trainer
who I tip to come up to me
every so often to shout,
“Awooo g a!”

While it is a lost week that
inspires my return to health
and fitness, it is a lost year
that provokes my other res-
olution.

Few things are as capable
of inducing guilt in me as
much as an empty diary.

Hundreds of pristine,
unmarked pages reproached
me last year as indiscipline
turned an initial torrent
into a drip of entries.

But 2005 is not a leap year,
and with a day less to fill I
am more confident my
resolve will hold.

I will also be keeping my
entries shorter; they will be
little epigrams for posterity.

Why keep a diary? Adrian
Mole did so, “…in the hope
that my life will seem more
interesting when it is writ-
ten down.”

But I prefer the idea that a
diary is not written for one-
self, but for a great-grandson
who has not been influenced
by the diarist.

Maybe 100 years from now
my own descendant will
seek an anniversary for this
very date.

My entry tonight in my
diary is dedicated to him
and as a special treat for the
Echo readers I would like to
share it with all of you:

Awoooo g a!
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Oops, I lost
a weekend
yet again...

�� Nights of intoxication alternate with
days of creeping hangovers and
breakfasts sponsored by Paracetemol.


