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For Sophie, Ollie, Max and Caitlin




Preface


The children of 1960s Ireland were in-betweeners. Their life experience was sharply different both from that of Irish kids growing up in the grim, stagnant post-war 1950s, and those who would feel the tingly sunburst of colour that came with the more liberated 1970s. In the 1960s the forces of change, ice-bound through the de Valera decades, began slowly to thaw. Ireland edged towards a tipping point, but the more it braced itself for a leap of faith into the modern world, the fiercer the rearguard action from those entrenched elements determined to enforce the old certainties.


The nation’s children blinked in this twilight zone between two sundering worlds, but there was only ever going to be one way out, and that way was to rush towards the light of the cathode ray. The arrival of television at the start of the decade was an eye-opener and a game changer, not that earlier generations had been entirely cut off from the outside world.


In the absence of home-grown comics and children’s books, generations of Irish kids mired in the grey austerity of Ireland’s self-exile had turned for respite to those pillars of British imperialism: Enid Blyton, Billy Bunter, The Beano, The Dandy and The Victor. From America came Flash Gordon, Buck Rogers and the Wild West cliffhangers (known to many Irish cinema-goers as ‘followy-uppers’) that were staples of Saturday cinema matinees for decades. But television was something entirely different. As it rapidly replaced the fireplace as the true hearth of the family home, it magnified a thousandfold the wider world beyond Ireland – and the fun and excitement and possibilities that lay out there.


The 1960s brought a reversal of the failed ourselves-alone economics of the previous four decades, and Ireland’s kids benefited from the modest lift in their parents’ disposable income. Irish youngsters of the 1960s were dished up a wider variety of meals than ever before (in the context of a very narrow national palate), they had more and better toys, while the Sunday drive and the family holiday suddenly became rituals that had never been there for earlier generations.


But it wasn’t all convenience foods, caravan parks and salty periwinkles on a pin. School for very many children remained not just drudgery, but a fearsome ordeal. Dickensian teaching methods, discipline and surroundings were the norm. The twin prime functions of primary education as set out by the State were:


1. The school exists to assist and supplement the work of parents in the rearing of their children. Their first duty is to train their children in the fear and love of God. That duty becomes the first purpose of the Primary school.


2. To support the revival of the native tongue through ‘the use of the language and awaken a sympathetic disposition to it’.


Before a long-overdue rethink towards the end of the decade, the standard method of teaching Irish was to inflict it on pupils, most of whom never heard a word of it uttered in the real world. There was a widespread belief amongst the teaching profession that the use of physical force was justified in pursuit of this noble cause.


Ireland was a suffocatingly patriarchal society, and girls from early childhood were conditioned to see out their adult years as dutiful wives and mothers. In 1966, a group of Catholic bishops quietly petitioned Taoiseach Seán Lemass to prohibit any girl under the age of eighteen from leaving the country, in order to protect her purity. The government respectfully turned down the proposal on the grounds that it was unenforceable in law, but the fact that the clerics felt it was reasonable to table it in the first place spoke volumes.


Trying to balance two wildly different sets of expectations in this tug-of-war decade was a challenge, but, unburdened by baggage of their own, the kids were all right. Mostly.




All changed, changed utterly – Ireland gets TV


Rationing the new medium to impressionable young minds


Without any doubt, the arrival of television was the single greatest new X factor to impact on Irish life in the 1960s, opening a generation gap between the childhood experience of that decade and all that had gone before. Throughout the 1950s deeply conservative elements embedded in government, the civil service and the rest of Official Ireland had fiercely resisted the coming medium. There were fears that television would act as a Trojan Horse for the cultural recolonisation of a people who had only just reclaimed their heritage after a struggle of centuries.


The trouble for these naysayers was that those living along the border and the eastern seaboard were already gratefully lapping up ‘overspill’ signals from the BBC and UTV in Northern Ireland, and ITV’s Welsh service, Harlech. In the end, reluctantly, Ireland’s cultural guardians decided that since they couldn’t beat ’em, they’d have to join ’em. If the Irish people were going to be brainwashed by the nefarious goggle-box, the brainwashing should come from our own side.
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When Telefís Éireann got up and running on the last evening of 1961, the first instincts of those in charge were to ration its bounty, especially to impressionable young minds. With the exception of Sundays, daytime broadcasting would be kept to an absolute minimum throughout the decade, with the sole exception of the schools tutorials provided by Telefís Scoile. The dearth of daytime broadcasting had as much to do with mindset as money.


For thankful Irish mothers, the BBC provided a couple of welcome daytime interludes when an infant could be propped up in a pram, or plopped down on a blanket and lullabied towards the Land of Nod by the magic of Watch With Mother. By the start of the decade the show had established its classic weekly lunchtime repertoire of Picture Book (Monday), Andy Pandy (Tuesday), Bill & Ben The Flower Pot Men (Wednesday), Rag, Tag & Bobtail (Thursday) and The Wooden-tops (Friday).


With television sets still thin on the ground, the most popular network on the island of Ireland for much of the 1960s was Ulster Television which opened on Halloween night 1959. The station’s signature opening chimes played a music-box version of ‘The Mountains of Mourne’ and were accompanied on screen by oscilloscope lines joining a pattern of dots representing the North’s major towns and cities. This symbolism – intended to depict Northern Ireland as a vibrant, confident and, most importantly, separate land – was entirely lost on young southern viewers delighted that Romper Room was on the way. Opening the schedules at 4.30 each afternoon, it was presented by Miss Adrienne playing the warm and indulgent schoolteacher to a gaggle of giddy toddlers.


Franchised from the 1950s original, which had taken the United States by storm, Romper Room was the happy-clappy kindergarten that every little kid wished was theirs. Early on in each instalment the children would be urged to ask for ‘Mister Music, Please’. This was the cue for the in-house ivory tinkler to kick off a jamboree of fun and games. An oversized bumble-bee called Mr Do-Bee would provide some gentle instruction in good manners, the kids would run in circles pretending to drive cardboard boxes painted up as fire engines and taxis, and the party wound down when Miss Adrienne produced her Magic Mirror and greeted a handful of lucky viewers in person: ‘I can see Mary, and I can see Ivan, and I can see Anne Marie …’


Young viewers of Telefís Éireann’s early evening output got their home-grown entertainment wrapped in the green flag of the Irish language. A noisy, roughly sketched and very static duck called Dáithí Lacha became a staple from 1963, to be quickly followed by Murphy agus a Chairde, starring a good-natured Irish-speaking puppet giant. A Gaeilgeoir ventriloquist’s dummy called Beartlai popped up wherever a kids’ show needed an extra smattering of Irish. He also co-hosted a series of his own entitled Seoirse agus Beartlai which showcased young local talent.


One of the biggest problems facing the Irish language as the decade progressed was that, more and more, it seemed hopelessly dry and fuddy-duddy for a new TV generation exposed to pop groups, the fashions of Swinging London and the impossibly cool spy adventures of the derring-doers from The Avengers and The Man From UNCLE. In an effort to add zest to the native tongue, Telefís Éireann introduced viewers to a trio of glamorous young women who could rattle off the names of all five Rolling Stones on demand, and could slip just as comfortably into skipping through the tuiseal ginideach for beginners.
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Two, Máire O’Neill and Aileen Geoghegan, were the presenters of Buntús Cainte, a TV tie-in to a state project aimed at giving the ancient tongue a thoroughly modern makeover. Out went solemn histories of saints and scholars meant to improve the recipient, and in came simple phrases which Official Ireland hoped the plain people would sprinkle into their everyday banter. The cartoons that appeared on the show were replicated in a series of booklets, which added a little extra weight to every primary kid’s schoolbag in the latter part of the decade.


Despite their best intentions and their best mod gear, the presenters of Buntús Cainte always had to battle the fact that, at the back of their young viewer’s mind, they and their lessons bore the toxic taint of being associated with school. Not so Bláithín O’Ciobhain who wrote and presented one of the shows most beloved of Irish youngsters and their parents, Let’s Draw With Bláithín. Through the course of each show Bláithín would drift effortlessly in and out of the native tongue as she encouraged her viewers to set their creative sights a good deal higher than dipping half a potato in paint and stamping it with merry gusto over a sheet of paper.


But even the charisma of three trendy women young enough to be your older sister (in an age when families of ten were common) couldn’t shift Paddy Crosbie from his throne as the King of Children’s TV. The avuncular Crosbie had created School Around The Corner for Radio Éireann in 1954 and it transferred seamlessly to the new television service, as the host coaxed cute performances of song, dance, poetry and prose from clusters of primary school kids. The presenter also composed the theme song of the same name which became part of every child’s repertoire. (Reassuringly: ‘It hasn’t changed at all … The school around the corner’s just the same.’) Looking back on a wildly successful first decade in 1965, Crosbie noted with pride: ‘The very first boy who appeared on the very first programme in 1954 will be ordained (a priest) this year.’


A great deal of heated debate surrounded the role which the Irish language should play in Telefís Éireann’s only sop to daytime weekday viewing, Telefís Scoile. The schools service was launched in the spring of 1964 with physics and chemistry at its heart. These two subjects were chosen precisely because they were deemed very tricky. In other words, there was an acute shortage of competent science teachers in the land, so these subjects were felt most likely to benefit from a proven expert and state-of-the-art graphics. Yet, despite the consensus that physics and chemistry were very hard to grasp, there was still a vocal lobby to add an extra layer of difficulty by having them taught through the medium of Irish. The broadcasters ruled that since the vast majority of schools teaching science were doing so through English, the programmes should be in English.
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From mid-decade, Telefís Éireann would go on air at 2 p.m. several times a week for a schools programme, and then close down again until 5.30 p.m. During the summer school holidays, when children were expected to play outside or help on the farm, Telefís Éireann did away entirely with daytime programming, apart from the occasional domestic horse race meeting. For those in single-channel land, the day’s viewing began at 6 p.m. with the evening Angelus.


With TV sets few and far between, viewing was often communal, with neighbours dropping in by appointment to watch popular weekly soaps such as Tolka Row and The Riordans, or special events like the GAA All-Ireland finals or the Eurovision Song Contest. There were no videocassette recorders, so if you missed a favourite programme you really had missed it. Repeats in the 1960s were almost unknown. Just as pop groups thought it was bad form to include a recent hit single on a new album, broadcasters and viewers here and in Britain felt that repeating a programme was to short-change the audience.
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The same degree of customer care did not extend to repackaging cinema films for the small screen, and Telefís Éireann’s prime slots were regularly filled with cobwebbed antiques. Mainstream cinema of the day was starting to reflect the so-called Permissive Society, but the moth-eaten films had no truck with that notion. The main reason for padding the schedules with fossilised footage was that it was cheap.


The extreme old age of the films screened by Telefís Éireann was a recurring concern of letter writers to the RTÉ Guide. In 1965 one correspondent, signing themselves New Wave, carped: ‘Honestly, Telefís Éireann, when are you going to end this nostalgic pathetic little game of yours, showing us the films grandfather brought grandmother to while they were courting? … Still, I suppose it allows of a little game played in our house called Spot The Small-Type Future Stars. It’s amazing how many top-liners of the past decade appear as little more than extras on the Telefís Éireann screen.’ Another reader picked up the theme the following week, writing: ‘Thanks to Telefís Éireann for giving us old-timers an opportunity of seeing our favourite film stars again.’


The letters pages of the RTÉ Guide, along with those of the national newspapers, provided a platform for a campaign to augment the six o’clock evening Angelus with a more substantial nightly TV slot devoted to the family rosary. The people behind the campaign favoured clearing the schedules of froth for fifteen minutes around 7 p.m.


In support of the proposal, Mrs Mary Humphries of Cork wrote: ‘[It is] one of the best suggestions I have ever heard. Those of us with children find it difficult to get any prayers said as there is always something they want to see on the television. But that fifteen minutes for the Rosary would come to them as naturally as any other programme.’


Corresponding from Kildare, Mrs Joseph Kindregan concurred, reflecting: ‘We all know that during Cromwell’s time it was the Family Rosary that kept the Faith in our land. Surely it would be a great tribute to our forefathers if RTÉ sacrificed just ten minutes to the Rosary. I am the mother of seven young children and I find it difficult to deprive any of them of their special programmes to get them together to say the Rosary. What a blessing and what an advantage for parents it would be if RTÉ showed the Rosary.’


The mandarins of Montrose decided it was not to be. It is worth noting that this was an era when letters to the newspapers and magazines came with a health warning. For every genuine ‘Concerned Mother of Ten’, there was another even more concerned hoax ‘Mother of Ten’ whose undercover mission was to ridicule and sabotage the conservative campaign du jour by arguing the case to absurd lengths.


One of the finest examples of these hoaxes landed in the office of the Taoiseach. One Francis McConville sent the Taoiseach a radical proposal to achieve ‘the complete ignorance of English’. He wrote: ‘Only by ensuring that a fresh generation cannot speak English will it be possible to eliminate it as the dominant language.’ He explained: ‘The solution involves the conversion of the existing primary day schools into primary boarding schools, staffed with Irish-speaking teachers who will impart instruction exclusively through the medium of Irish, and with Irish-speaking domestics who will look after the material well-being of the pupils outside school hours and will provide for their wants as those wants would be otherwise provided for in their own home.’ The state’s existing schools would be expanded into internment camps for the nation’s children. Compulsory purchase orders would be slapped on surrounding buildings, which would be commandeered for dormitories.


The valve-operated television sets of the era were delicate things. After switching on the TV, the viewer would have to wait as long as a minute for the valves to warm up and the screen to flicker into some indication of life. Every TV watcher dreaded hearing a soft pop during this warming-up process, when any gathering brightness would drain from the screen, meaning that something had blown. At this point, any father fancying himself as a handyman would remove the back of the heavy casing, risking further damage to the contents. Sometimes the misfiring valve could be replaced, or rejigged, and normal service could resume, but in many cases the night’s entertainment was at an end before it had begun and the TV set would have to be lugged back to the rental store as soon as possible.


Because the primitive sets of the day were so fragile, so fickle and so expensive to buy outright, many Irish families had no option but to rent, while many others bought on hire purchase, or HP. The weekly payments to the hire-purchase companies invariably amounted in the long run to far more than the straight cash price of a television set, but the upside was that if your HP TV broke down the hire company would provide a replacement set while yours was in the repair shop.


The government’s Household Budget Inquiry for 1965–66 attempted to take a snapshot of how urban Irish households were spending their money. In one category covering discretionary spending, the rent of a television and/or wireless set came in at Number Three on the list. This was just ahead of the amount disbursed in pocket money, but a long way behind ‘church and charity contributions’ in first place, and ‘betting payments, less winnings, pools etc.’ in second.


In addition to buying outright, buying via hire purchase or renting, there was for a while a fourth option. Advertisements for a long-forgotten pay-per-view system appeared in the Irish newspapers shortly after Telefís Éireann went on air. Featuring a drawing of a smiling family group, one proclaimed ‘They’re Happy They’ve Got TV Slot ’. The sales pitch continued: ‘You pay as you view – and there’s a rebate too! Two shillings in the slot covers everything.’ The copywriter elaborated:




Thousands of viewers are finding that Slot TV helps them save for the things they’ve always wanted while watching television.


ALL THE FAMILY SHARE THE COST


If the menfolk want to watch boxing or football, they pay. If the mother’s fancy turns to Women’s Hour, she pays. And if the youngsters want to watch Westerns – well, it’s up to them.


THERE’S A REBATE TOO!


Everything in the meter above a low minimum charge is refunded, so you actually save as you view!


THE COIN IN THE SLOT LOOKS AFTER EVERYTHING


Your new, latest-ever 19-inch television set is installed and maintained free of cost – and we guarantee a ‘never without a set’ service.





Slot TV had agents in Dublin, Laois and Mayo, but the idea that Daddy, Mammy and the kids would pay for their shows in individual portions ran against the grain, and TV watching remained a negotiated family affair.




Be kind to animals and never point a loaded gun at anyone


Some rules of behaviour for the Sixties Child


[image: images]


The trappings of an egalitarian Republic could not disguise the fact that the class system was alive and well in a stratified society where conformity was king and the so-called safety valve of mass emigration showed an open door to malcontents. The message drummed into children by Church and state, most often with the say-so of parents, was to knuckle down and fit in. In this respect, the defining word of the decade was Deference.


The Christian Brothers set out the ground rules in their 1962 pamphlet Courtesy For Boys and Girls. The following excerpts illustrate the fact that, at least through the early years of the decade, small children were expected to act like miniature adults.


AT HOME


Mother has been taking care of us since we were babies. Our troubles, worries and pains will always be hers too. And don’t forget your father. He works hard from Monday to Saturday and from year to year in order to provide for you the clothes, food, pocket money etc. that you are so happy to have. His earnings pay the rent, light the fires, fill the pots and pans, repair boots and shoes, keep the radio playing and give you treats now and then.


When visitors are received in your home, help to put away the hats and coats and return them when the visitors depart. Place a chair for the visitor and be ready to open the door for him when leaving. If the visitor is alone you should offer to see him to the bus or train, or all the way home if the distance is short.


Sitting: leave the more comfortable chairs for your elders and for visitors. It is rude to sit so close to the fire that the heat is cut off from others.


AT TABLE


Say Grace before and after meals. As a general rule, speak only to those who sit next to you or opposite you.


CLEANLINESS & DRESS


Your body is the Temple of the Holy Ghost and, please God, will one day enjoy the happiness of Heaven. Consequently you should make every effort to keep your body clean and properly attired.


Take a bath regularly.


Use a nailbrush or file every morning. Leave no black rims!


Have your hair cut and arranged in a style suited to your age. As far as possible, attend to your hair in private only.


DEPORTMENT


Practise an easy, graceful way of standing – head erect, back straight but not stiff, feet slightly apart and hands lightly held in front or at back, or hanging naturally by the sides.


When walking, keep your head up and your shoulders back, swing your arms lightly close to your sides. Do not drag your feet or take too long a step.


Take care not to develop peculiar mannerisms such as continual fiddling with, or twirling, your fingers.


Boys! Show great respect and reverence for women and girls.


Girls! Prove yourself worthy of that respect by your conduct, deportment and dress.


CONVERSATION


Vulgar words or slang expressions are never heard from the lips of a courteous boy or girl.


If you tell a joke, be careful that it is clean and, of course, funny.


On the telephone: it is very bad manners to listen to private conversations, to stand near a person using the telephone, to turn on the radio or television when people are having a chat or to interrupt another’s talk. When using the telephone … cut down the conversation – and the telephone bill! Normally it is the privilege of the person who makes the call to terminate it.
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GOD’S HOUSE – THE CHURCH


Take your place as near the Sanctuary as possible. Girls should have their heads covered and they should take care that their headscarves are not such as to be a distraction to others. Avoid coughing except when necessary. It is very rude to read a prayerbook during the sermon.
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AT SCHOOL


You should attend to your lessons at school, use your time there well, and so help the teacher whose task is to train you to be a good Catholic and an honourable and responsible citizen.


If you are near the door when a teacher or visitor is about to enter or leave, open the door and hold it open until he (or she) shall have passed through.


Stand when a visitor enters the classroom and remain standing until told to be seated.


It is very unkind and very rude to refuse to speak to a companion just because you have had a quarrel. It is sad to hear a girl say: ‘I’m not speaking to her’ – and some boys play this silly game too.


IN PUBLIC


When walking on a footpath keep to the right. Boys, however, should give ladies the inside position.


Some points here for boys wearing caps. They should raise their caps as a sign of respect:


(a) When they pass a Church or cemetery


(b) When they meet a Priest, Brother or Nun, or a lady whom they know


(c) When they are walking with a lady (mother, sister, friend etc.) and someone salutes her


(d) When they meet a friend with a lady – for example a classmate walking with his mother


(e) When they are spoken to by a lady or by any person of high rank. They should also raise their caps when they finish speaking to such people


(f) When they have done a lady some little service, for example, handing her a glove which she has dropped. (The cap is raised by the hand further away from the person saluted.)


(g) When the National Anthem of their own, or of any other country is being played or sung in public. They should then stand erect, holding their caps in the right hand over the heart. This is also done by bystanders when the National Flag is carried in procession.


VISITS TO FRIENDS


Unless you are invited to sit in an armchair, chose an ordinary chair. Do not sit until you are asked.


If, while seated, you are addressed by a lady or a person of rank who is standing, stand up to reply.


If you are introduced to an Archbishop or Bishop you should go down on one knee, take his hand lightly and kiss his ring. An Archbishop is addressed as ‘Your Grace’ and a Bishop as ‘My Lord’.


BEFORE WE GO


Be kind to animals. Do not overload, beat or torment them.


Girls should be careful not to stand too near a fire – the draught may cause their dresses to catch fire.


Boys need to be careful in handling knives, pellet guns etc. Never point a loaded gun at anyone. Better still, leave these things aside altogether; they are dangerous as playthings.
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For girls only


Intermediate Certificate Domestic Science questions


Q: Write detailed instructions for the care and cleaning of each of the following:


(a) Kitchen sink


(b) Waste bin


(c) Kitchen cutlery


(d) Glassware


(e) Outdoor shoes


List the kitchen cloths necessary for a household of six persons.


Q: Write notes on the use, care and cleaning of the sewing machine. State the causes of the following faults in machining, and mention how each would be rectified.


(a) Material puckering


(b) Stitches looping


(c) Thread breaking
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Q: Compile a suitable menu for a three-course dinner in Winter. Give quantities of the ingredients required for the main course for a family of four adults. State the approximate cost of each course on the menu. Give the recipe together with method of making the meat course or a substitute dish selected for the main course.


Q: What points should guide you in your choice of a new outfit for outdoor wear? Give general rules for the care and storage of your personal clothing. Discuss the advantages and disadvantages of possessing a small versus a large quantity of clothes for outdoor wear.


Q: Plan, and set out in menu form, a nourishing breakfast suitable for schoolchildren on a cold morning in Winter. State the quantities of ingredients which would be required for the meal suggested for four children.


Assuming the breakfast is to be served for 8.30 a.m., give a time plan of the order of work which should be followed when preparing the meal. Give instructions for cleaning the breakfast table and for washing up and putting away the breakfast ware and cooking utensils used.


Q: Describe in detail with the aid of clear diagrams how any two of the following should be worked.


(a) Finishing the neck edge of an undergarment by the use of bias binding.


(b) Working a buttonhole on a cotton frock.


(c) Attaching lace to the hemline of a slip by means of fancy stitching.
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Intermediate Certificate Domestic Science papers 1960, 1964 and 1968. Up to a curriculum change in 1967 the heading of the exam paper included, in brackets, For Girls Only.






A–Z


A


Aspro Ireland’s top selling pain-relief tablet. According to the adverts: ‘Medical science has now proved that the Aspro formula is the world’s most effective pain reliever.’ Although it was the world’s best-selling pain-relief medicine throughout the 1960s, it was not until 1971 that English pharmacologist John Vane discovered how aspirin actually works, for which he won a Nobel prize.
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Avon Lady She called to the door trying to sell your mother cosmetics and/or recruit your mother to open her home to friends and neighbours for the purpose of hawking Avon products.


Aztec Bar Made of chocolate, nougatine and caramel, the Aztec first appeared in 1967 but lasted just eleven years. For the launch, life-sized Aztec warriors made of cardboard stood guard outside shops.
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B


Balsa Wood The basis of countless different flatpack model aircraft free with the English comics, but usually not to Irish readers.


‘Be the Hokey’ Catchphrase of Tom Riordan, rough-hewn soap patriarch of The Riordans.


Belvedere Bond ‘Ireland’s finest stationery’.
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Biafra Classroom and church collections were taken up to aid malnourished child victims living in Nigeria’s secessionist province before it was crushed and reintegrated in 1970. A special performance of the showbiz revue Gaels of Laughter ’68 at Dublin’s Gaiety Theatre channelled all proceeds ‘to aid the nuns in Biafra’.


Bill Sikes Played with terrifying conviction by Oliver Reed, the vicious woman-beating Sikes from the screen musical Oliver! struck fear and revulsion into small children like no other hate figure of the day.


Brendan O’Reilly Former Irish High Jump champion nicknamed Daddy Longlegs, O’Reilly read out the Saturday evening sports results, and hosted the TV drill class Sport and You and the music show The Life of O’Reilly (see p. 165)










Chips with everything


Erin Supermash, packet curries & pester power


Whether eating in or dining out, food in Ireland during the early 1960s was a dull and deeply unadventurous affair for adults and children alike. The situation had improved by the close of the decade, but not much. Writing in his 1964 book Ireland, American author J. McCarthy portrayed the typical family meal as a joyless experience, ‘a necessary chore rather than an artistic ceremony, and the Irishman will usually eat everything put in front of him without bothering overmuch about its flavour or seasoning’. Surveying the country’s very limited restaurant scene in March 1963, Creation magazine lamented that nine out of ten people visiting a restaurant would order ‘steak every time, and seven out of ten men will order chips every time’. A plate of steak and chips with a bottle of either Blue Nun or Black Tower wine was pricey, making it a rare treat for most adults that usually warranted getting dressed up to the nines and chartering a babysitter for the evening.


In mid-decade the government carried out a Household Budget Inquiry spanning 1965 and 1966. The survey was confined to urban Ireland and the compilers later admitted their methods were flawed, but it still provides the best picture we have of where the average annual household income of £4,795 was going.


In a decade when a great many families did not have a car, many Irish households depended on the delivery rounds of the milkman, the breadman and the vegetable man to keep them well stocked with the basics. The inquiry found that the average family spent ten times as much on white bread as on brown, and ten times more on butter than the only spread available, margarine, despite the fact that The Stork Cookery Service, promising ‘recipes for all occasions’, was patrolling the country sponsoring cooking and baking seminars for housewives. Apart from attempting to promote margarine as superior to butter on the grounds that it was softer and more spreadable, the Stork gatherings centred on the nationwide switch from cooking on the traditional turf-stoked hob to cooking with gas and electricity. The new makes of oven allowed for a wider versatility and ambition in the housewife chef.
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