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O memory of our more barbarous
selves, with blood on che barracks and
the arcenrions of the world re-sestled
upon the lide trouble wp Mot That
Palish men should be cavghe up ina
uarred thought settled from long before
their arcival and of 2 manner well
bevend the understanding of any ration-
|i| pl:r';.url Surl‘.lj’ J:ll.'l}"h '||.]:l 1|:tf Fl'llE:.' i:l 1|]1|,1,
madness of Craigaven and Massereene,
resulrane of which [amongst whar clse
e My |‘J|:|}' tremble at] Peter and
Marzin stood bravely betore the world as
ane and postponed going o Washingron
for their finvestnrent rip’. Actually, the
very idea of going to Washingron for an
Svestment’ rip may ave given some
prasse. Ty have given others canse o
whar Roberr Peston could term ‘com-
pound pessimism’. Handoues for Ulser
st be abouc as high ap the agenda in
Whshingron as the rask of building a
[1:1[E(J]ll1| TOTOIPTLITOTEN AL E3II0 |)FE:§|].HH§I.‘..

Paintless palitical junkers aside, one
has o hope, and after Aliscair “Oih,
thank you-" Darling’s budget and the
pig-sniffle epideimic news, evervane is in
need of a licce dnder for the grace, ar ar
leist @ lietle green oo the horiean. April
may be the cruellest monch and May be
orr Last, bue we deniaens of Fire cin
always ool Back w March and smile
wahly, for in March the Hibernian is
king tora dayv. Indecd, the cock crow
on the 17 of the month and right on
cue came the comely 56 Parnck asorde
his Eli-Awe parade floar, clanking down
the thin serects of Trelind as the coun-
try's heckling vouth rained 2 blessing of
Magners botrles upen i, serring the
babes-on-shouwlders 1o tears, and consid-
eration ol 1o where on eanh they are
going 1o emigrare once this childhood
business s done, W all bave the men-
tal pierures — news reports of the cere-
manial offering of a bow] of ewn-brand
wilercress 10 Yank Salulby tn the Big
Haose; the sewf of chip-wiappers along
the screers; the grey tarp of the
clonds, so many tourists to rob, and so
licele cime..

Se. Parrick’s day celebmations in
Lomndon are lintle better. They serve
only e lire heavily lagered-up
antipodeins out of “Reundabout” chain
lizrs aned inea '['r:ls'-:1|g:1: Sejuare, 10 wie
abour thase Guinness las chey give our
at mental retardation clinjes, There,
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The shaming
of the green

Cian O'Neill writes from London

mingling with the Spanish stedents noc
artending thar Grand Opening of @ erisp
packet in che Bromley branch of Lid] [ar
anything thac involves people getting
rogether ina public place to wear suede,
sing and rake photographs of cach other
singing while wearing suede| they ser to
crowing out a few songs like Galway
Bay hefore some woebegoren ‘rad’
b kicks aff & consciensioush-ignored
halhouwr ser ol reels oot some fve-leer
sepuare stage serategically positioned ar
some sale distance lrom the pice clean
Marional Gallery [in che Founrain, say],
aned the min comes an, Yes, even in
England, God fsan Orangenan.

[t myust be admiced chac 5. Pareick,
For all his weay with snakes and popery,
has been something careless in the mat-
rer of the preservation of his good name.
Tvoked 1o ustify any orgy of drink-tak-
g, beic o Philadelphia or Pecth. fis o
shoddy name Jeht this parocular sainc
He iz overdune & Max f-.ﬁm)rd-t-.ngi-
necred PR rebivthing. No more silly
hats, no more rivers of whisky, just
ClodGodCaod umil all the laghrer’s
dead.

Those loking fiar lavghrer in
London an the grear day would have
been disappointed. The waditional
stalking grounds for London Irish are no
langer quite whizt they were, it would
seem, Camden went o hell in fishners
[k when punk was o pup, and wich @l
the opium flends siaggling the main
drag from the art-deco Farum venue ar
the Lo ol Kentish Town, hack down the
hill 1o the mustard-brick walls alang
Camdens canal. one would be hard
pressud 1o finl many TPaddys’. Those
few left are old and broken; those gone
having been [finally] accepred / incegrar-

ed within the meald ol nadern England, |

which now asks, like modern Ireland,
for university-edueared Poles to come
and do the menal waork such as the
home-delivery of deep-pan pizzas. The
difference is that it doesn’t shoor them
Foar their efforis.

All such careful critique aside, worry
ve nat for vour London correspandent

did his dury en the 17, resoluce as a
skittle in a crosswind at his post on the
Craford Screer craffic island from which
little patch that shall be [sore-of] forev-
er-lrzland he berared the foul English
for cheir lack of panache berscen
maudlin self-mutterings and convulsive,
drunken sobs. ‘Dhulee e decorum
csh..i s indeed...




