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AS I SEE IT
BY DAVE HANNIGAN

ROBERT O’SHEA

Musical feast for Cork
THE musical extravaganza starring West End favourite
Peter Karrie coming to the Everyman Palace later this
month is called          

 , not Phantom Of The Opera as stated in
yesterday’s article. The event takes place on one night
only, Sunday, April 30, 8pm, and tickets at F25 are
available on (021) 4501673 or online at
w w w. e v e r y m a n p a l a c e . c o m

  

  

  

      

       

    

  

       

With all the pomp and circum-
stance of a Soviet military pro-
cession, the Irish armed forces
rolled down O’Connell Street in
Dublin yesterday and the
hang-gliders, or whatever they
were, flew above the city to com-
memorate the Rising of 1916.

The crowds that lined the
pavements waved the green,
white and Bulmers and those of
us watching on TV choked back
the laughter.

And despite the serious faces
of those foreign dignitaries and
ambassadors who saluted as the
procession passed, you could
see that they would soon be
ringing the prime ministers in
their home countries to tell them
that they might attack whenever
the fancy took them.

Not that they would get far, be-
cause we Irish are a hardy race
and we would fight them on the
beaches, fight them on…No.
That’s the British, isn’t it?

Some people say that we
should not forget those who shed
their blood that Easter Monday
and in the days that followed, be-
cause they died for us. But did
they die for me in particular, I
always wonder? Did they even
know that I would be born?

I’m not sure they did, because
even my parents say they were
surprised.

Today I could have written a
flippant column about how an-
noying it is in cafes these days
that you never get a mug with a
handle you can fit your whole
knuckle through but rather get
those tiny cups with handles that
you cannot even fit a finger
through. But that is modern Ire-
land.

Instead, I felt the hand of his-
tory on my shoulder and when I
looked around there was no-one
there, but then I felt a tap on the
other shoulder and there was his-
tory urging me to put the tequila
bottle down and write something
about our most famous rebellion.

I know this subject has been
done to death in the week lead-
ing up to the anniversary so I
have decided to focus on some
of those people present on
Easter Monday who have been
less heralded than others.

We all know the names of
Padraig Pearse, James Connolly,
Thomas Clarke, Joseph Plunkett

and those other three guys, but
what about the likes of Peter
Nolan?

Peter Nolan: Mr Nolan knew
what it was like to live under the
yoke of an oppressive force.

He had lived with Mrs Nolan for
20 years. But that day he es-
caped his home in Glasnevin and
walked into the city for a few holi-
day drinks.

Although surprised at seeing
the post office open, when he
reached Sackville Street, he was
carrying a few unsent letters and
dropped in.

The Nolan grandchildren lived
off their old gramps having being
in the GPO for decades, though
as he’d always tell the curious: “I
only dropped in for some
stamps.

“I was very pleased there
wasn’t a queue.”

The O’Rahilly: The only leader
of the Rising to die in the course
of the hostilities themselves and
the only one who could claim to
be the definite article.

Michael Collins: Not the ori-
ginal Michael Collins but the Lim-
erick man who fired the first shot
of the rebellion, which inadvert-
ently broke Clery’s clock.

William Treacy: A traitor.
Gave away Thomas McDonagh’s
position in Jacob’s Mill though
the British forces had already es-
tablished this from the gunfire
coming from that direction.

Also told the British how we got
the figs into the fig rolls.

Edward Smyth: A small man
in stature but also a small man
ideologically. He believed Cúchu-
lain walked among the rebels
that day, though with a pro-
nounced limp. Where did the
bullet come from that killed him?
Maybe we’ll never know?

Our gallant allies in Europe:
Everybody knows that these in-
cluded the German war machine,
but what about the Ottomans and
the Netherlands Under-16 ladies
hockey team?

Ray Reilly: The lone
anarchist involved in the rising,
his inexperience with dynamite
lost him his dignity when it blew
off his trousers. The only rebel
arrested for exposure.

Peggy Twomey: A peripheral
figure, unfortunately Peggy lost
both arms
during an Easter tug-o-war con-
test in the Phoenix Park.

They may have been
obscure individuals that day, but
wherever green is worn, they will
be remembered.

What also should be re-
membered is that green should
never be worn with navy.

PET RESCUE: Peter Myers, the store owner, left, and Kevin Clifford, the sand-hog who rescued Molly in New York.

Never mind 9/11,
save the kitty!
O N THE same day

that construction
workers found
human remains on

the roof of a building near
where the World Trade
Centre used to stand, most of
the local television stations
in New York led their even-
ing bulletins with a story
about the rescue of a cat.

The discovery of 300 pieces
of bone fragments belonging
to those who died on Septem-
ber 11, 2001, was relegated to
second place by the urgent
bulletin that an 11-month-old
pussy named Molly had sur-
vived what reporters dramat-
ically described as ‘her ter-
rible ordeal’. It was an episode
that proved yet again that
when it comes to pets, Amer-
ica appears to lose all sense of
perspective altogether.

Fourteen days previously,
Molly had crept into the
narrow space separating two
19th century buildings on
Manhattan’s Hudson Street.
When the proprietor of Myers’
British deli — who kept her on
the premises to catch mice —
went to retrieve her, he dis-
covered she was stuck in

between beams and pipes.
Once news of the trapped cat
broke, New York did what it
always does in such situ-
ations. The place went crazy.
Breathless reporters covered
the story with the sort of con-
cerned tones normally re-
served for hostage dramas. It
was a black cat. A young, not
so bright kitten in fact. Yet,
they spoke about her like she
was the metaphorical child
trapped down the well.

The local media went col-
lectively berserk and through
them we learned of the exist-
ence of such people as
renowned cat therapist Carole
Wilbourn. A woman who has
made a three-decades long
career out of soothing the
damaged psyches of, eh, fe-
lines, Wilbourn made a re-
sourceful (or ridiculous if you

are a cynic like me) attempt to
extricate the little kitty. In the
voice she normally uses when
the animals are up on the
couch in her office, the cat
therapist spoke into a hole in
the wall.

“We love you,” said Wil-
bourn. “Come out, Molly,
we’re not going to hurt you.
It’s okay, we have the Molly
fan club out here.”

Surprisingly, the voice that
has apparently empathised
with over 10,000 troubled cats
failed to work its magic. Then,
Wilbourn went for plan b. She
played recordings of whale
and sea gull sounds in an
effort to persuade Molly to
exit the same way she had
entered the wall space. The
cacophony was only silenced
when an Animal Care profes-
sional advised that those

noises were probably adding
to Molly’s worries.

Just like the NYPD emer-
gency response officers (noth-
ing better to do in the city this
past couple of weeks obvi-
ously) who turned up, the
Animal Care professionals
unsuccessfully tried to liber-
ate Molly too.

Over the course of the fort-
night, crowds gathered to
offer help. Apart from trying
to catch her in humane animal
traps loaded with mackerel,
they played audio of kittens
meowing and enlisted the as-
sistance of a pet psychic (no
re a l l y ) .

Eventually, Molly was freed
the old-fashioned way. Brian
Clifford, a 33-year-old miner
working downtown excavat-
ing the city’s new water
tunnel, took a power drill to
the spot in the wall where the
cat was last heard. Four hours
later, Gotham’s new hero
reached in and wangled her
out to the cheers of onlookers
and journalists.

Molly was in near perfect
health. Which is more than
can be said for the sanity of
many of those involved in the
whole affair.


