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PREFACE





A BOOK on Trinity College Dublin in the Sixties was our friend Michael de Larrabeiti’s idea. It surfaced during one of our frequent reunions with him when we used to get together to enjoy good food and wine and share memories. Four TCD graduates from ‘across the water’, we went our different ways but kept in touch for over forty years. Our growing perception over the intervening years was that Trinity in the Sixties had been a rather unusual place. Of course, many graduates tend to claim something similar for the universities of their youth. The implicit concept behind this book is that the TCD of the 1960s was a truly idiosyncratic place.


Trinity brought together a post-war generation of Irish, British and international students at a particularly innovative time. And it brought them together in an institution, a city and a country that, at the beginning of the decade, were eccentric and beautiful as well as old-fashioned, still rooted in a culture of ritual, religious bigotry and male privilege. Contraceptives were forbidden, many books were banned, and women students in Trinity were obliged to leave the premises by early evening. In order to study at TCD, Catholics had to obtain a special dispensation from John Charles McQuaid, Archbishop of Dublin; otherwise they were committing a mortal sin. It was only at the end of the Sixties that the requirement of the dispensation was lifted, bringing to a close decades of theological intolerance. Part of the excitement of being a student in TCD at the time was evading or challenging the archaic rules of the institution and the Church. The seditious nature of the TCD students of the Sixties derived also from the confidence born of the post-war boom in Europe. 


But what also made Trinity in the Sixties a special place was the multicultural nature of its student intake. Students from the Republic rubbed shoulders with students from Northern Ireland, Wales, Scotland, England, the United States and many other countries across the world. While other universities in Ireland and Britain still had a largely culturally homogenous body of students (although students from working-class families were beginning to penetrate academia), Trinity provided an extraordinarily creative environment for students of very different backgrounds. The evidence for this lies in the talent that TCD of the Sixties spawned in the arts and academia in both Ireland and Britain.


So what was this so-called ‘golden generation’ like? Were they really, in the words of Dr McDowell, ‘remarkable people’? Or were they, as others claim, ‘intolerably arrogant’, ‘self-indulgent’, ‘unaware’ and ‘self-obsessed’ – or was that simply the English? The ‘wonderful absence of gravitas’, which Derek Mahon (1961–5) says characterized students in the early Sixties, was not simply due to these ‘Sloane Rangers’ (as they were later called), the ‘chasps and chaspettes’ with loud voices from across the water. Students nearer home, like Damian Duggan-Ryan (1960–4), confess to being attracted by the ‘liberatingly foreign’ quality of the ‘Irish Tangier’ they found on their doorstep, especially in a student community where ‘conspicuous sobriety was frowned upon’. Throughout the Sixties ‘invaders’ from the North, England, the US and beyond, Edna Broderick (1958–62) suggests, ‘hybridized the inbred Irish Protestant ethos … forging a milieu that glamorized various permutations of sex, alcohol, creativity and mortal sin’. No wonder the Archbishop of Dublin was worried. For one ‘invader’, Jeremy Lewis (1961–5), Trinity in the mid-Sixties was ‘benign, tolerant, indolent and indifferent … a place in which the idle and the industrious … were left to sink or swim’.




 





ONE DELIGHT of the collection is that the thirty-seven contributors had different experiences, have different memories and, unsurprisingly, disagree on the meaning of the decade. Their accounts combine social anthropology with the confessional – or so Bernard Adams (1957–61) claims. What becomes clear from these memoirs is that Trinity, and indeed Dublin itself, were very different places at the beginning and the end of the decade. But this was only to become apparent in the Seventies, reminding us that while history is written backwards, life is lived forwards. 


Life in the ‘charming eighteenth-century pleasure dome’ that was Trinity in 1960 continued well into the second half of the decade. For many female students the greatest political struggle was the battle to secure a flat, far from the prying eyes of the accommodation officer. Accommodation issues link the student generations throughout the Sixties, as these confessions demonstrate. It is either illegal flats or corrugated cottages (in the case of Michael de Larrabeiti, 1961–5), or the problems of living in College (if you were male of course), which thread their way through these stories. Roy Foster (1967–71) remembers in his time that ‘it was ‘five shillings for a boy; ten shillings for a girl’. Thankfully this was not the purchase price, but the consideration to your ‘skip’ to turn a blind eye to an unlawful overnight guest.


Five years earlier students were being ‘rusticated’ (sent down) for entertaining the fair sex to hot chocolate in their rooms after the witching hour.


What many agree, and some are now embarrassed by, is that it was such a privileged life. Students had time and space. Gill Hanna (1964–8), amongst several, records the innocence and optimism of her generation – the last before 1968 – but also the fact that, on reflection, they appeared to be ‘unaware … careless and blinkered’. And then came 1968, when the outbreak of student political activism and soon after that the collapse of resistance to women, and Catholics becoming fully legitimate members of the University, created shock waves. By the end of the Sixties, Donnell Deeny (1969–73) writes, ‘Trinity was on the cusp.’


As the Sixties unravelled, Christopher Jane Corkery (1970–2) suggests, Trinity was no longer ‘caught in amber suspension’. ‘The North had not fully imploded yet, but that was coming … The male control of all at Trinity would start to crack, the social classes were already blending and blurring, creating wholly new identifications and divisions.’ The Trinity that had largely ignored Sharpeville in 1960 turned out in thousands to protest against the Springboks rugby tour in 1970. The social rebels of the mid-1960s had been predominantly Protestant and British, John Stephenson (1969–76) claims, but their ‘collaborative rebelliousness’ was mainly ‘anachronistic and harmless’. By contrast the steady and growing stream of Southern Irish Catholics now flooding into Trinity was part of a more serious enterprise. Women could now speak in The Historical Society and were finally full members of the University. The new decade, Stephenson suggests, marked a transition from the fun, tolerance and indulgence of the Sixties to the more serious concerns of the Seventies. Not all the contributors would agree unreservedly. It is good to record that those sitting in overnight in the New Library protest in 1970 entertained themselves watching Polanski’s Cul-de-Sac. Earlier generations would have been proud.


This book, then, is an effort to bring together essays exploring that decade at Trinity and in Dublin through different autobiographical lenses. The approach ranges from the lyrical through the anecdotal to the lite-sociological. They are organized in chronological order according to the period spent at TCD by the contributors through the Sixties. Female contributors fly under their maiden names as they did at Trinity to aid recognition. We have deliberately interpreted the decade of the Sixties generously. So the collection spans contributions from those whose final year was spent at the beginning of the decade to those who began their studies at Trinity at the end of it. We make no pretence that the views represent a cross-section of life in TCD of the time. Inevitably, many of the contributions arise from our networks of friends or acquaintances, though we have tried to reach beyond them to reflect other experiences of Trinity and Dublin. We hope the book will stimulate nostalgia or cast light on the past for those who studied there during that decade as well as arouse curiosity among those who came after and among others interested in the bizarre and strangely innocent world of the Sixties in Dublin.


Both the editors and the contributors have agreed that all royalties from the sale of the book should go to the Long Room fund of Trinity College; this was the plan from the beginning. We would like to thank the administration of the College, in particular Simon Williams, for encouraging the production of the book in its final stages. We would also like to thank all the contributors for their memories and their patience. We hope that this volume might encourage Trinity graduates from other decades of to record their experiences. Finally, we are grateful to Rose de Larrabeiti and James Benstead for their help with documents and photos left behind by Michael de Larrabeiti, to whom we dedicate this book.




 





Sebastian Balfour, Laurence Howes, Anthony Weale January 2009



















INTRODUCTION


brendan kennelly





IN THE SIXTIES, Dublin was beginning to emerge from the poverty that had produced writers like Sean O’Casey and Brendan Behan. Louis MacNeice, the great Ulster poet, had commended Dublin for ‘the glamour of her squalor’ and ‘the bravado of her talk’. This atmosphere of social deprivation and verbal dynamism was still prevalent in Dublin in the Fifties and Sixties. James Joyce had described Trinity as ‘a dull grey stone set in the ring of the city’s ignorance’. In the Sixties, however, Trinity was anything but dull. It was a lively place, full of characters from different parts of the world who added colour, charm, difference and mischief not only to the College but to the city itself. Today there are five times as many students in Trinity as there were then, but I doubt if the place has quite the same vibrant air of creativity that it enjoyed when the Celtic Tiger was unheard of. I am not being nostalgic when I say that Trinity in the Sixties was both poorer and richer than it is today.


For me, the deepest source of joy was knowing poets like Michael Longley (the ‘Homer of Botany Bay’), Derek Mahon, Eavan Boland, Tim Webb, Terry Brady, Timothy Brownlow, Deborah de Vere White, Ron Ewart, Ronnie Wathen, Rudi Holzapfel, Michael Leahy, Donald Carroll, Richard Stack, Kate Lucy and Bruce Arnold, who went on to become an accomplished novelist and essayist as well as an incisive political analyst. There were other productive prose writers such as George Hodnett, John Jay, Eliza Collins, Tony Hickey, Max Stafford-Clark, Brian Osman and Michael de Larrabeiti. I am currently reading, and very much enjoying the latter’s Foxes’ Oven, published in 2003.


Other writers from that period include Jeremy Lewis whose excellent memoir, Playing for Time, contains a witty, vivid evocation of ‘Unholy Trinity’ and Dublin in the Sixties. A book I delight in is Charles Sprawson’s Haunts of the Black Masseur: The Swimmer as Hero, which explores mythology, literature, history and the culture of different countries, tracing the swimmer as heroic figure. It is beautifully written. And so are Radon Daughters and White Chappel, Scarlet Tracings by Iain Sinclair, who has also published several volumes of poetry.


Ian Blake, a Sixties man who wrote poems and short stories, published an epic novel, School Story, in 2005. It is a piercing scrutiny of the complex, sometimes dark and corrupt world of education. As the decade pushed on, worked on, talked on, sang on, I was privileged to meet people like John Kelly, now a distinguished Oxford don who has done excellent work on Yeats and other Irish writers.


Then in the latter part of the decade there are two students I remember in a special way because they became teaching colleagues of mine and went on to become distinguished professors, writers, scholars and critics. They are Terence Brown and Nicholas (Nicky) Grene, who are still working hard in the School of English.


Declan Kiberd, Professor of English in UCD, was in Trinity from 1969 to 1973. He has produced some epic works, such as Inventing Ireland, and is, as so many of his students have told me, an inspiring teacher.




 





IT WAS BEATLES TIME and that meant music, wine, dancing, singing, parties in College rooms, in different flats and houses throughout Dublin, and outings to warm, welcoming places in Wicklow, Kildare and Meath. And the young women of Trinity were bright, articulate and beautiful. I recall conversations, both serious and giggling, with Hilary Mitchell, Suzanne Lowry, Dorna Farzaad, Sara Abernethy, Anne Mullen, Marian Lurring and Jean Scott – a sparkling young lady known as ‘Scottie’. And there was Edna Broderick, who married Michael Longley and went on to become an eminent professor in Queen’s University Belfast, and a vigorous, fearless critic with an international reputation.


The most famous student of the Sixties is Mary Robinson, of course, who became president of Ireland and United Nations High Commissioner for Human Rights. She was, and is, a truly brilliant, deeply humane person with a passionate love of justice. Her husband, Nick Robinson, was a student at the same time as Mary. So too was David Norris, a distinguished senator for many years, a witty, erudite Joycean and an eloquent, energetic politician.


A crucial aspect of that spirited Sixties atmosphere was the love of sport. Trevor West, editor of 150 Years of Trinity Rugby, was a tireless worker for several decades promoting interest in sport among the ever increasing flood of students into the College. In Gaelic football, Dublin stars such as Kevin Heffernan and Tony Hanahoe worked hard for the advancement of the national game. And cricket, a game beloved and well played by Samuel Beckett when he was a lecturer in the French Department, thrived during that time. It still does. Games played in those beautiful green fields in the heart of Dublin continue to attract and delight spectators every year.


I am writing about people and events of almost fifty years ago and I realize there are those I have forgotten.


Over the decades, the numbers of students increased each year so that for me to recall the Sixties is to see a picture that is both blurred and clear, vague and precise, muttering, candidly articulate. And yet, of the five decades I’ve been privileged to work in Trinity, the Sixties are somehow the most varied and vibrant. Perhaps this is so because I was almost the same age as many of the students, and we talked and partied and argued together. In this respect I think of Geoffrey Thurley, for example, a brilliant young Englishman, a fellow lecturer and friend of mine, who would spend whole nights passionately discussing the poetry of Pound, Eliot and Yeats with anyone who chose to engage with him. Fresh from Cambridge, he loved Dublin and ‘the bravado of her talk’. He made many memorable contributions to that same bravado, whether lecturing to students in College or chatting with them in cafés or pubs. At once passionate and relaxed, modest and eloquently assertive, he shared his ideas with those who were interested, and he listened intently to all responses.


Looking back now, I see that all the genuine fun and frolics co-existed with forms of strict, rigid Victorianism. For example all females had to be out of College by six o’clock every evening, and were fined heavily if they failed to comply. On the whole this rule was observed, though there were some delightfully sly, effective ways of breaking it. Rule-breaking added to the delights of love-making. Every year on Ash Wednesday priests announced from pulpits that it was a sin to go to Trinity College without permission from Archbishop John Charles McQuaid. Gay Byrne, the leading television personality in Ireland at the time, had a discussion about this Trinity–McQuaid matter on his famous Late Late Show, and following this the Archbishop’s grip seemed to loosen, so that Catholics began to stroll and study in Trinity just like the visiting English, Swedes, French, Belgians, Italians, Germans and Americans, as well as all the friendly Protestants from different parts of the island of Ireland. On that Late Late Show, Trinity academics such as David Thornley and Jim Lydon put ‘the Trinity case’ with eloquence and controlled passion. They showed that a university where everyone qualified to enter has the right to enter. I believe that Trinity today is inspired by that spirit. I still remember the sheer joy I felt in the late Fifties and early Sixties when I, a rather shy young country Catholic, met and enjoyed these marvellous, challenging, endlessly surprising students from all around the world. I realized then that the day we cease to be surprised is the day we cease to be educated. And a crucial part of education is how students educate each other in moments serious and daft, solemn and loopy, stylish and scruffy.


Trinity College is situated in the very heart of Dublin. It is surrounded by a wall that gives it a certain distance, a kind of detachment from the city that pulses and roars all around it. This strange mixture of distance and intimacy, walled privacy and intense involvement, green parks and loud, stinking, endless traffic, is part of Trinity’s special character. It is insider and outsider at once. And it must be said that Trinity in the Sixties was a crucial, colourful part of the fascinating development. Today there are more than fifteen thousand students in the College, up from three thousand in the Sixties. But these men and women from forty years ago, and more, brought fun and creativity, laughter and inspiration into Trinity, and Dublin, for which I and many others are and always will be grateful. 




Brendan Kennelly (TCD 1957–61; English) is Emeritus Professor of Modern Literature at Trinity College Dublin. He has been there for much of his life, first as a student and then as a lecturer and professor. He is one of Ireland’s most distinguished poets and has published over twenty books of poetry, including Cromwell (1983), The Book of Judas (1991), Poetry My Arse (1995), The Man Made of Rain (1998), Glimpses (2001), Martial Art (2003) and Familiar Strangers: New & Selected Poems 1960–2004 (2004).
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THE GREENHORN


bernard adams





I LIKE THIS WORD because it so exactly describes the person who arrived to study modern languages at Trinity in September 1957. I was remarkably green and certainly horny. I was Green in the Irish political sense, a little proud of being a Dubliner and rather less proud of the odd, repressive Free State that was my native land. I was a United Ireland man, I suppose, but also strongly aware – having spent six years at school in Northern Ireland – of just how hard and immovable the Orange stumbling block remained.


No, it was socially, interpersonally, that I was really green – timid, uncertain, blushing inexplicably, unreasonably in awe of the boundlessly confident young men and women who came from across the water to study at a university that had a remarkably persistent social and intellectual cachet. This greenness was not really supposed to be part of the plot – send boy to public school, tough regime, bleak buildings but inspirational shades of Oscar (Wilde) and Sam (Beckett). A polished, sporty, intellectually curious young man was supposed to emerge – ready to leap from his schoolboy diving board into the cerebral swimming pool of university life.


But it was a very young, very unpolished eighteen-year-old who actually emerged from this educational process in 1957 to study ‘Mod. Lang.’ – Spanish and English. It’s perhaps better to dispose of the horny teenager here; he remained soppily romantic and unrequitedly lustful (Larkin was almost right in my case) for the whole of his university career. It would be ungallant and unwise to name or count those who were the recipients of his bungling attentions.


There was to be no swimming-pool dive – more a cautious toe-in-the-water approach followed by slow acclimatization. Disgracefully, I chose to live for at least half of the time at home – delighted with the comforts after the damp rigours of the Enniskillen monastery, Portora. This homeiness hobbled for a start my participation in what was potentially a lively environment – and one that benefited enormously from the benign invasion of more worldly-wise English students. I was not adept at sherry – yes, sherry – party conversation. I did not have the skills for a Brideshead-over-the-water existence. I was a far too occasional visitor to the debating societies that relieved the splendid cultural isolation of a student body, parts of which tended towards a vague Home Counties conservatism. We needed reminding that Ireland and The World lay outside the gates of our charming eighteenth-century pleasure dome where many – including me – lived in Keats’ ‘Chamber of Maiden Thought’ and the pleasure principle ruled.


I did a bit more of a plunge with Trinity News, the rather more tabloid of the two College newspapers. I jumped in largely because I was pushed by one Frances-Jane ffrench, an older female person with an elevated pedigree and a lot of patience. She printed my articles and helped me eventually to become editor for a term. During that spell I had the good fortune that a natural-born columnist, William Oddie, the tall, pleasantly padded son of a Yorkshire woollen mill, began to write his delightfully witty Martin Marprelate letters. (Prelates and priests played a sizeable role in his later career: he ended up as editor of The Catholic Herald.)


The English Department was a polite shambles for most of my time at Trinity. There was a huge syllabus, patchy lectures and exams at the end of the summer vacation – now hard to believe, but a huge incentive to term-time social excess. Course work, essays and tutorials were almost unknown. H.O. White had been in charge since, I believe, the late 1930s when legend has it he was chosen ahead of Louis McNeice for the Chair of English. White seemed incredibly antique to me, a man with a shiny pink face often scarred by a rashly wielded razor. I cannot remember a single word of any of his lectures and, looking back today, it seems to me that he presided over a huge missed opportunity – to specialize in the study of the Anglo-Irish cultural heritage – much of it provided by former TCD alumni, Swift, Burke, Goldsmith, Synge and Beckett, to name but a few. (Thankfully, that opportunity was grasped soon after I left.)


There must have been fifty students in my English year – worryingly, only two stand out. Brendan Kennelly was a little older than me. He was a lot wiser – having already spent time working in London. He looked a little like a young priest who already knew that the seminary was not for him; he had begun to write his poems and to help others, like me, struggling to express raw feelings in memorable words. Harden Rogers, brilliant and mysterious and Northern, I sadly never got to know. My memory of her is that she smoked with dedication and seemed to be always surrounded by a male phalanx of formidable Ulster bodyguards. This must be a fantasy. Why didn’t I just go up and talk to her?


I remember enjoying the lectures of A.J. Leventhal, who, I later discovered, was the lover of the marvellous Trinity star of the 1920s, Ethna MacCarthy, whom Beckett admired to distraction. Also I have a vivid image of Alec Reid – with his shock of white hair; his poor sight, his physical helplessness contrasted with great intellectual energy. In my last year, 1960/61, the English Department was taken over by Professor Philip Edwards. He brought order and focus, and a new lecturer – a Dr Walton, who introduced us to the revolutionary idea that there was a huge critical literature out there and that reading our set texts and simply giving our own views on them was insufficient. The shock of the new was considerable but healthy. Nevertheless I found that in my finals I had to face the formidable but kindly Dr Pyle for a Chaucer viva – which involved reading some of the text out loud. Now I don’t think there were any Chaucer lectures, nor any tutorials – or maybe I was just such a head-in-air that I missed some academic trick. My performance was a disaster – and I do believe, an unnecessary one.


The Spanish Department was a different matter. Lean, streamlined, focused, properly managed by an ex-naval officer and immensely distinguished Cervantes scholar, E.C. Riley. ‘Ted’, as I got to call him much later, did not do inspirational, flamboyant lectures. All that was required was for him to tell us in his incisive way about Federico García Lorca, read a poem or two, analyse The House of  Bernarda Alba and I was hooked, enchanted – for life, as it turned out: in 2001 I wrote a play about Federico and his relationship with Dalí and Buñuel.


Like many fellow students I had taken up Spanish at the age of eighteen and my grasp of the written language has always been shaky, so doing English-into-Spanish prose for Ted was an ordeal. How I longed for them to come back with minimal red ink marks, but how rarely they did. Daniel de W. Rogers and Keith Whinnom were the other lecturers in the Spanish Department. Señora Doporto, if I’m not wrong a Civil War refugee from Soria, charmingly taught us to speak. I remember a delightful remark from a fellow student after one of these classes, a very clever girl from the Isle of Man called Judith Cowley. I had been deploying a small talent for mimicry and speaking fairly confidently if not very correctly in Spanish. ‘It’s funny,’ she said, ‘you know … you sound so much more in command of the situation in Spanish than you do in English.’


Dan Rogers was a young, friendly lecturer with an infectious laugh and a love of cricket – which he was able to exercise to the full when he moved to Durham where he haunted the county ground. Later, I believe he grew a little sad, but in the late 1950s he encouraged me, perhaps more than anyone, in my uphill battle to write Spanish decently and inspired us all with his gloriously full-blooded account of the amorous Nicaraguan poet Ruben Dario. Keith Whinnom, sandy hair, dry, accentless voice and with a wit to match, had the difficult task of turning us on to linguistics. This he tried manfully to do, but the hormones turned us – or perhaps just me – towards the Golden Age drama, the swashbuckling Lope de Vega and Tirso’s Don Juan.


This Spanish Department had youth, scholarly distinction and personality. It’s not surprising that, despite its small size – perhaps just a dozen in my year – a remarkable proportion of its students went on to make their mark. The hard-hitting historian of modern Spain, Sebastian Balfour, is one; the distinguished BBC film-maker Mike Dibb, is another … and the list goes on. Perhaps the most extraordinary of all E.C. Riley’s intellectual scions is Ian Gibson. Writing in Spanish, he has, more or less single-handed, invented literary biography in modern Spain, and in a long writing life has mapped a huge swathe of his adopted country’s twentieth-century cultural and political history. Oddly enough, my first connections with him were sporting – he was an outstanding natural athlete. I first met him playing in the final of a badminton tournament, saw him score a fine try in a club rugby match at Lansdowne Road and, later, take an astonishing running, diving outfield catch for my cricket team on our local London suburban ground. He was a year ahead of me at Trinity and I remember making fun of his meticulous organization of his lecture notes and reading lists. Imitation might have been a better reaction. He worked hard and played hard. I seem to remember him hanging rather precariously from one of the higher balconies at some rowing event at lslandbridge. What a loss to Spanish studies might have been incurred if that alcohol-emboldened grip had slipped or the timbers given way! But the strength, determination and sheer cussedness that have taken him through more than thirty years of mighty literary endeavour allowed him to scare his companions to death but remain unscathed.


A brief section on parties is indicated here. James Joyce’s Martello Tower at Sandycove seemed like a good venue. Young Michael Scott – whose father, the architect, I think owned the Joycean shrine at that point – took the risk of inviting us there. It was windy out on the roof, where soldiers used to scan the horizon for invading Frenchmen; it was dark and cold inside – and easy to understand why James Joyce left fairly smartly, quite apart from the unpleasant attentions of Oliver St John Gogarty. I remember other parties on the south Dublin ‘gold coast’ – several at a wonderful house high on Killiney Hill. It was given by Tony Hickey and his partner Alan, and it gave me a model for what a good party might be like – fine food and wine, a beautiful setting and some indefinable excitement – as though something or someone new was just round the corner.


If my mother were to read all the above – which, sadly though alive, she can’t – she’d probably say: ‘It’s quite interesting about you, dear, but you really haven’t said very much about the College.’ Likewise, the editor may well be thinking: ‘This is supposed to be social anthropology, not the confessional.’ So let’s attempt the analytical for a moment. It’s hard without having a suitable history of TCD at my fingertips. But, impressionistically, my guess is that my time there was the beginning of the end for an expat university, which benefited from the generosity of British local authorities that in the Fifties and Sixties paid for students from a wide variety of backgrounds to go to our slightly exotic but prestigious seat of learning. Students from the rest of Europe were rare, so the place sometimes felt as if the vice-chancellor might be Harold Macmillan. 


This hybrid did not last very long. As the Celtic Tiger began to make a few exploratory growls in the Sixties, Dublin and Ireland began to re-colonize TCD. Now it is a huge, laudably international, utterly different, Irish university. But when I go back I find that although so much has changed, a great deal of Trinity remains the same. It still has that look of Georgian confidence, its green spaciousness and, above all, its unique situation at the heart of one of the world’s great small cities.


Recently when I’ve been toiling away at literary projects in the Manuscript Room of the world’s most atmospheric library, high above the squares and milling students, I’ve thought that perhaps now I could join them down below, go through the gate and take my place with the first-years. I’ve had my gap years. Now I’m really ready.




Bernard Adams (TCD 1957–61; Modern Languages: Spanish and English) was a freelance journalist on the Belfast Telegraph and Radio Times, and subsequently a television producer and director for BBC Education. Now a journalist again (The Irish Times, The Independent, Times Educational Supplement), he is also the author of Denis Johnston: A Life (2002) and is currently working on a biography of Christabel Bielenberg. In 1966, he married Mona, a rock from the Hard Place (Belfast). They have two fantastic daughters, and three grandchildren. Things are looking up.






















THE QUAYS


terence brady





HALF A CENTURY ON yet so clear the mind it seems only yesterday so perfectly recalled booted and boated I disembark at North Wall do not take cab the Da cajoled me do not be had by them jarveys offering you a cab when what you must have is a taxi but then he hadn’t bothered to tell me had he that I had a first-class ticket for the packet so when I present myself plus ticket at steerage at the Holy Head port the officious tears the billet in two and never redirects me so all night is spent roughing it above and below deck but now I am here on the quays along alone at last where a man in a vast black coat down to his shoes gangplanks aboard and asks me do I want a taxi I say yes I do want a taxi remembering the words of the Da not to be had only to see the man in the vast black coat down to his shoes now loading my stuff my life on top of a whacked out horse drawn stop that I cry but the cases and trunks are up atop the shaking hansom this isn’t a taxi I protest sure it is he retorts showing no teeth at all this is what you lads call a taxi now but what we calls a cab here so hop in and I’ll have you at Side Gate in no time so I have no alternative but to jump in as the cab is now moving I do as bidden while two urchins jump on the runners pressing candlestick noses to the dirty glass begging so I give them two pennies and the jarvey shouts don’t they’ll be in the cab if you gives them money and the childer hang on to the quickening carriage banging on the glass and shouting hey mister give us a penny for some woodies will ye they can’t be older than six or seven they finally fall off as the cab wheels round a cobbled stone corner to swing up a hill and the no time at all takes a near hour as we pass St Patrick’s on wet stoned streets near empty except for huddled shawlies beetled up in doorways while shabby dressed men search bins for survival Dublin glistens grey from the rain of years and the tears of centuries great Georgian buildings dying from neglect their fanlights cracked over fine doorways and half starved dogs raising weary legs to sprinkle yet more water on lamp posts and green pillar boxes there are policeman in long dark blue coats and officers’ hats patrolling the streets one of their number long armed on point wearing white gloves to wave through recklessly speeding buses shaky cyclists and pre-war American cars old Oldsmobiles packed up Packards crippled Cadillacs now serving as taxis the transport I should have selected instead of this flea wheeling jalopy now pulling up at Side Gate my luggage is dumped on the rain washed pavements my pockets are emptied by the toothless jarvey who has given me the student run round now I am four floors up at the top of Botany Bay my home for the next two years at least there is only the one lavatory at the foot of eight flights of wooden stairs one fire bucket one escape appliance welded solid by non use not that anything could catch fire it’s far too damp the walls are running with it and so finally here are my rooms They make school look like the Ritz bare boards two wooden chairs a small wooden table three ancient iron beds own mattresses to be supplied no hot water one gas ring no sink one chipped enamel bowl one half functional gas fire with meter four naked electric light bulbs no curtains it’s a prison no prison must be better furnished than this place where are we going to sit how are we going to live we have to buy at auction down the quays a small Ulsterman eating cornflakes at the three legged table tells me we have to furnish rooms ourselves he’s called Brian and he is very dour I was given him like he was given me random selection put them together any old how did you hear the one about the Ulsterman the Dubliner and the Anglo rooming together it’s not very funny and something will have to be done we’re all thinking of that as we regard each other with deep suspicion and now there’s another one the third room mate James who’s wandered in from the single bedroom reading the Bible on the move are you studying Divinity I wonder but he’s not he’s reading Economics then I see the lapels on his thornproof are decked out with Scripture Union badges and other symbols of piety and godliness and I wish I wish I had gone to Oxford this is a barbaric place altogether and things don’t improve when a man with a bad gimp and cunning eyes shuffles in he’s our skip our manservant would you believe he can never have been out of his clothes he goes into what I am told is the kitchen to throw days old dirty crockery from a great distance into the chipped enamel washing up bowl and brew the filthiest cup of tea for the new arrival in a matching chipped enamel mug it’s only early in the morning and I see four years stretching ahead of me like a life sentence now I think perhaps I should have gone into the army after all because this is worse than any army could be I find a coffee bar along O’Connell Street share a table with three large Teddy boys who push and punch each other constantly talking a nasal tongue I do not know while the juke box blares Presley hey yous I’m enquired after do yous loike Elvis you bet I affirm teeth a clatter good man yerself I’m told good on ya they buy me coffee in a clear cup and matching saucer and offer me Sweet Afton and by the third cup o’ cappo I wish they were my room mates I wander the streets with nothing else to do have my photograph taken by a sharpie on the Bridge who says half a dollar young sir for colour I still have the print it’s brown altogether brown and always was from the moment of delivery I complain of course who wouldn’t I said give me my money back it’s not in colour oh yes it is young sir brown’s a colour is it not Later gown on and into Commons for the first time the noise is terrible everyone seems to know everyone else no one talks to me and I don’t know what to say to anyone because they all seem to know each other the beer is indescribable as is the food I look for someone my own age and stamp but everyone at my table are older than me and then I twig that them who are like me are not like me because they have done National Service these are the elite the ones I later see in faded military camel coats drinking large Cork gins in Jammets front bar eating oysters their cavalry twills tapered thin their sports coats patched leather at elbows and cuffs they have double-barrelled surnames and first names like Graham and Larry and Mike and Rod Andrew Fergus Jerry and Teddy Simon George and Ian chaps’ names names of chaps who’d been in Cyprus Malta Borneo driven tanks macheted their way through jungle seen life learned how to drink owned their own MGs and are on permanent prank standby the sort who are ready at the drop of a bottle to climb the Campanile and stick a chamber pot on the top of it they are the Boat Club the Rugger Club mountaineers motor bike men one of them has already climbed a lot of Everest if not most of it another is a certainty for an Irish rugby cap and they all have drop dead gorgeous women on their tweed arms my first evening I drink in Davy Byrnes where else have my first draught Guinness and wonder seriously about a nation whose national brew could possibly taste like this did there are no grown up students in Davy’s just a handful of Freshers putting a toe in the water boys who thought they were men leaving public school only to arrive at Trinity and find themselves back being boys again boys in pink plastic spectacles called Glyn and Brian Derek and Jeremy Ronald and Basil all in waistcoats red green or ochre ones we all wear waistcoats then I have a dark green one with brass buttons and a check Burtons suit and everyone has ties generally with red or yellow backgrounds with fox head or horse shoe motifs sport bow ties bow ties are always sported never worn some already wear the Trinity tie born to be club men to live as club men and to die as such wearing the Now Dead Club tie to the grave young old men trembling on the brink telling tales of aged Egyptian students rumoured to be thirty-eight years old and rich as only Egyptians might be rich certainly rich enough to fail Little-Go twenty times yet still remain at Trinity stuck forever in his Second Year and of similarly wealthy African students cleaned out every term at the poker tables and paying their debts off in carpets and jewellery bracket on gold bracket off and silk suits and fine wines and tales of girls with exotic names who could drink the Irish front row under the table of an eccentric and brilliant lecturer with Albino hair and pink eyes whose best friend was Samuel Beckett and of an equally eccentric Junior Dean who took his occasional bath standing naked in his ground floor rooms on sheets of The Irish Times while pouring a kettle of water over himself my appetite begins to get whetted I begin to sense an altogether different place to the College at which I have just arrived and sure enough in no time at all Brian has been swapped for Ronnie and James for John and by the end of my first week in Trinity I have got the point of the place and had my Burtons suit trousers tapered and so begins four tumultuous unforgettable incredible riotous enlightening edifying astounding and wonderful years spent in one of the greatest and most distinctive universities in the world thanks be 
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IN THE STEPS OF THE GINGER MAN


peter hinchcliffe





I CAME TO DUBLIN in October 1957 hotfoot from two years in the British army to start a four-year honours degree course: Modern History and Political Science – an easy option, so I was assured, for a stress-free existence within the high walls of Trinity.


I had much in common with many others of the Junior Freshman class of 1957, including my English public-school background with its uniform of tweed sports jacket and cavalry twill trousers, loud voice, braying vowels and regulation thick skin. Many of us seemingly brashly insensitive to our novel existence in a foreign land. And like so many of this new generation of students from across the water I had failed to find an Oxbridge college that felt it would benefit from my attendance. At least (unlike so many others in my intake or who would arrive over the next four years), I had not been sent down from another institution of higher education. And together with others from a similar background I had been matured, to a certain extent, by two years’ service in HM forces – in my case as a volunteer from the ‘North’ as those ‘domiciled’ in the Six Counties were not subject to compulsory call-up for obvious reasons. I had been commissioned, and had seen active service in the Suez fiasco of 1956. I felt strongly that farce or no, this gave me an edge over my service contemporaries who had failed to pass the War Office Selection Board, thus remaining in the ranks ‘for the duration’. And I felt sorry for those timid souls, commissioned or not, who had never left England, had not heard a shot fired in anger and had not faced down the Queen’s foes in foreign lands.


But in contrast to most of my fellow newcomers I had some claim to Irishness. On my mother’s Six Counties side we went back to Plantation times. When interviewed by the Junior Dean, Dr R.B. McDowell, he warned that the minimum qualification for overseas entry was an Irish grandparent and one O level. I could assure him, more or less straight-faced, that I was doubly qualified on both counts. (In idle moments I used to ponder how many Irish grandparents the seventy-strong Nigerian contingent could muster between them.) But truth to say, it was the twenty-five or so golf courses within seven miles of Trinity, which was the clincher for my seeking admission.


I got to know the famous Junior Dean well. An unrepentant snob, he ‘collected’ English public schoolboys in whose company he could recall the happiest days of his life as a junior master at Eastbourne College on the English south coast, evacuated during the Second World War for fear of invasion, to another school, Radley College, Berkshire. My old Alma Mater. He had a particular high regard for Radleians – perhaps because our fees were much higher than Eastbourne’s, so anyone from Radley who arrived at TCD was sure of attracting the attention of R.B. McDowell. He asked me towards the end of the first term to give a party in my rooms for as many former Radley boys as I could muster. I found twelve or so supplemented by a few other chaps of the right background. McDowell kindly paid for the booze – good dry sherry and poor plonk – and we all had a lively evening. Except, I fear, for the Junior Dean who on arrival had been seized by two hulking brutes from the former Radley XV front row and immobilized by being hung by the back lapel of his tightly buttoned filthy blue overcoat from the hook at the back of my sitting-room door. He remained marooned there all evening jabbering away at the nearest group of partygoers but was mostly ignored by (my/his) guests. He seemed to take it all in good part but I heard subsequently that he was very irritated at being unable to get to know the freshest faces of the public-school set and thus denied the chance of making a new special friend or two for an intimate glass of sherry in his rooms. 


I was grateful for one of Dr McDowell’s acts of social engineering. He prided himself when allocating rooms in Trinity for Junior Freshmen in putting like-minded people together – public schoolboys with others for instance. In my case the ‘wife’ he selected remains a good friend to this day though, on the face of it, apart from our public-school background we had little in the way of common interests, he being of an aesthetic tendency whilst I was an out and out Philistine. I inevitably got on his nerves after a bit and he moved out after two years leaving the Junior Dean to fill the vacancy with my second wife, curiously not a public-school man but the son of a Strabane solicitor, much given to plastic flowers, air fresheners and ringing up his mother when either I or one of my crassly insensitive friends had upset him. He also was a nephew of George Otto Simms, the Church-of-Ireland Archbishop of Dublin who occasionally dropped by in search of Patrick. One Saturday morning he knocked on our door at the ungodly (no offence intended, Your Grace) hour of 10.30 am. Patrick had gone north to deliver his laundry to his mum for a second opinion; I had retired to my pit only a couple of hours earlier and was not pleased to be disturbed by the gentle but persistent knocking. In the end I went to the door and shouted, ‘Whoever you are just **** off!’ He didn’t and I eventually opened the door to be greeted by this vision in purple, apologizing for the intrusion but anxious to hear about his nephew’s progress at TCD.


I subsequently saw quite a lot of him and got greatly to admire this gentle scholar who once amazed an audience of Irish speakers at a Sinn Féin rally in Cork with his fluent and erudite Gaelic, lauding the contribution made by the rebels of the 1916 Easter Rising to the cause of Irish independence, thus destroying, in a few sentences, many of their long-cherished preconceptions of a remote, stuffed shirted, ‘heretical’ churchman irredeemably wedded to the ‘British connection’.


Although the student body in the late 1950s was much smaller in number than now, it was impossible to get to know even just your fellow Freshmen. The Ginger Man was no longer with us but there were larger-than-life characters that would have stood out in their own right in the pages of J.P. Donleavy. Nikolai Tolstoy was one, the grandson of the novelist – a dashing tall figure who often featured in the Trinity News gossip column, ‘Four & Six’, usually in the company of one of a variety of attractive young ladies who seemed to be on some kind of permanent roster system for escorting this enigmatic and romantic aristocrat. In the edition for 25 February 1960 he is referred to as the ‘tall, piratical Count Nikolai Tolstoy-Miloslavsky’, ‘a Russian who spoke no Russian’.


Then there was the Hon. Andrew Bonar Law, another grandson of a well-known public figure – Britain’s shortest-serving prime minister, also Andrew. He had a penchant for outrageous practical jokes including engineering the ancient organ in the Examination Hall – salvaged from a sunken galleon of the Spanish Armada – to burst into martial music during a finals exam. Less flamboyant but well known to all inmates was Frances-Jane ffrench, an imposing lady of uncertain age who was supposed to have done over twenty years as an undergraduate without reaching the third year in any course. The myth had it that she was the inspiration for a character in a Richard Gordon novel about a young man who received a generous allowance from a family trust only as long as he was a student. She was there when I arrived and started on a new course the year I graduated.


TCD was no academic hothouse. There were many of my fellow students who seemed to be under little pressure to complete their degree or even pass an exam. None could quite emulate the institutional longevity of Miss ffrench but many went into fifth or sixth years having changed degree courses a couple of times. The official attitude seemed relaxed – as long as you could pay your fees you could stay on. I never really did any work until just before Part One of my finals towards the end of my third year. But I really wanted to get a decent degree, a Second, so I tried. Lots of my friends didn’t and one or two never graduated at all. Nor was I, looking back, much impressed by the quality of the teaching in the Modern History Department. Professor Moody and the ‘Lecky’ Professor Jocelyn Otway Ruthven were eminent historians. Both were severely tweedy and seemed ill at ease with the younger generation. Moody was said to be a Beethoven aficionado, and looked the part with his huge hirsute head; it was said that he believed that he was a reincarnation of the great composer. Otway Ruthven’s lectures, erudite no doubt, were delivered in a low monotone, head down, obviously anxious to do the business and get back to the safety of her rooms.


David Large, lecturer in economic history, spoke almost entirely in clichés; so much so that I, aided by some fellow conspirators, noted them all down as they came burbling forth, catalogued them by topic and later turned them into an updated 1066 and All That, which we called History By and Large, and sold over 200 copies. And we had two Irish historians. The first, Dr Gerald Simms, was George Otto’s younger brother. He was regarded as weedy, tentative and boring. This did not apply to the other, R.B. McDowell himself, who knew his stuff but rarely got around to telling us about it. Within the first two minutes of starting his lecture he was usually diverted and distracted by some rarely innocent question that would send him off on flights of fancy, totally absorbing, and far, far removed from Ireland and its sombre history. Now that I am a part-time university teacher I often wonder what my students think of me. Outwardly their courtesy and apparent attentiveness is in marked contrast to how we cocky young people behaved in the presence of our lecturers – uninspiring teachers maybe but eminent scholars in their chosen fields. I had much more respect for my tutor, Dr F.S.L. Lyons, a world authority on Charles Stewart Parnell, who inspired me to take a real interest in the nineteenth-century Home Rule issue. But sadly he never lectured to us.


Our group, predominantly male with a few peripheral and occasional distaff attachments, was spread over a number of academic disciplines and University institutions. We included a number of engineers and scientists – the former being the backbone ‘hearties’ of the Rowing Club and a significant source of income to Davy Byrnes and other Dublin hostelries. The latter tended to support the more arty societies such as the new College gallery established by a TCD lecturer, Dr George Dawson. My immediate circle was heavily into ‘The Hist’ – The Historical Society, whose all-male debates were generally of a high standard and whose ‘Private Business’ sessions with their archaic rituals and pompous white-tie formality must have been an inspiration to successive generations of ardent Freemasons.


We successfully fought to keep women from our gates. I really can’t remember why, except that females had been banned since 1747, Edmund Burke having been our founder. So why spoil it all now?


It is a cliché to say that in our time Trinity was not regarded as an Irish university so much as a West British establishment in Ireland. The student body was cosmopolitan and, so we were told, made up of over seventy different nationalities. Southern Irish Catholics, in the leading institution of higher learning in their capital city, were almost an endangered species. The Catholic Archbishop of Dublin, John Charles McQuaid, had seen to that by forbidding his parishioners, taken to include all Ireland, to darken the doors of a sinful Protestant establishment. Some, mainly offspring of prosperous, mostly middle-class professionals, many of them educated at Clongowes in Ireland or at English Catholic public schools, ignored the ban. The North of Ireland was represented by those who did not fancy Queen’s and some of them were also from Catholic families looking for a university in Ireland away from the stifling sectarianism of the Six Counties.


TCD seemed to reciprocate any local suspicions about attitude and ethos by being fairly isolationist, isolated within its walls from the pressures of ‘real’ Ireland. Most of my friends took little interest in domestic politics – the Troubles in the North were at a very immature stage and political parties in the Republic, whether Fianna Fáil or Fine Gael, seemed quaintly foreign. The debates in The Hist were usually more international than national in theme; the University Philosophical Society (‘The Phil’), dismissively referred to by Hist people as ‘The Other Society’, had a greener tinge to its membership. It was accordingly more parochial than we were with our mainly English ‘Anglican’ students leavened with across-the-water Catholics and other folk from Nigeria, south Asia and the Arab world. The image of gown in town was not helped by a group of young gentlemen known collectively as the ‘Nags’. Double-barrelled names, tweed-jacketed and -capped, they had attended rather than been educated at Harrow, or somewhere equally ‘upmarket’. Many having been rusticated from their institutions of first choice, they had eventually come to Ireland because they liked horses. At least they mixed with the natives, no doubt getting very drunk in the process; but the Ireland that they knew was limited to Leopardstown and the other race courses, where they lived, drank and had their being. One wit when asked about a Nag’s previous educational background responded, ‘Eton and Christ knows.’


I often wondered how the really foreign students felt about the institution. The group of aristocratic Egyptians in exile since the revolution that had overthrown King Farouq? One of them, a Greek Egyptian from Alexandria, Boutros had been at TCD for ten years and had no intention of returning to the Egypt of Jamal Abdul Nasser. Or the band of small quiet Yemenis who had been awarded government scholarships, perhaps to get them out of the way as presenting a political threat to the medieval Imamate. That may have been good thinking, if short on foresight, as after the Imam was overthrown by a revolution in 1962 TCD graduates formed about 70 per cent of Abdullah Sallal’s first cabinet. But these nice gentle Trinity men were not apparently tough enough to survive subsequent counter-revolutions. One very distinguished Nigerian student, a chief no less, always immaculately dressed in a three-piece Saville Row suit, with an Oxford drawl reminiscent of the ‘Nags’, would not have enjoyed being chased through the streets of Dublin by an angry mob protesting at the massacre of an Irish UN patrol by Baluba tribesmen during the UN intervention in the Congo. I met him dishevelled and exhausted just inside Front Gate, having been rescued in the nick of time by the gardaí. ‘They called me a bloody Baluba! I tried to explain that I was not a bloody Baluba but a ******* Ibo. But they didn’t want to know. And they call us savages!’


I suppose our group was not much better than the ‘Nags’ in taking advantage of our new environment and we went around in a little bubble of Englishness. Most of us would know the name of the current taoiseach but few of his ministers. We read The Irish Times and cursed the sports page for its obsession with racing and disregard for what really mattered like county cricket in England. RTÉ seemed so parochial, and we were the generation before The Late Late Show with Gay Byrne, which became required viewing for undergraduates from 1962 on. Most of us were in receipt of generous allowances so could afford to eat out at the better restaurants now and again. To a man we avoided ‘Commons’ (despite having paid for it upfront) and preferred a local greasy spoon, the Royalette or the Log Cabin, not far from Pearse Street Gate.


Part of my military service had been in the North – the army of occupation, as the IRA described us, and I tended to be very critical of the Irish government’s apparently ambivalent attitude towards Sinn Féin and its unsubtle encouragement of northern nationalists. Many of my English chums made no secret of their distaste for Irish neutrality not only in the Second World War but in post-war Europe, refusing to have anything to do with NATO. We all made a point of importing Earl Haig Fund poppies and attending, poppied to the gills, the Remembrance Day service in St Patrick’s Protestant Cathedral, studiously ignored by the Catholic establishment despite the huge numbers of Irishmen who fought (and died) with the Allies against the Axis powers. And perhaps fortunately there was no official government representation as my diary for 8 November 1959 records that a ‘packed congregation’ sang the British national anthem! I took particular pleasure in wearing my highly polished Suez campain medal to the service, flaunting my military past on the top of the bus as a message to the natives that some of us had to stand up and be counted. The effect was slightly spoilt on one occasion when a very inebriated Dubliner, peering closely at my gleaming gong asked, ‘Is that one of them newfangled Pioneer badge yokes?’ I said nothing but felt that if anyone needed to take the pledge it was he who should be first in the queue!


One of our group, Angus Bainbrigge, a very loud and professionally eccentric person, widely regarded (and never denied by him) to be fabulously rich, believed in occasionally letting the town know about how badly the craven Irish government had behaved in the fight against Fascism. In January 1959, on Winston Churchill’s eighty-fifth birthday, he borrowed equipment from the Gramophone Society and using its most powerful amplifier broadcast selections from the great man’s wartime speeches from a set of rooms in Botany Bay. This performance ended with a rousing rendition of ‘God Save the Queen’. We never had any public reaction despite the volume. Sir Winston was clearly audible in Bewley’s Coffee Shop halfway up Grafton Street and the only complaints were from fellow Botany Bay inmates wrestling with hangovers or overdue essays. I suspect long-suffering Dublin people just took it as yet another indication of inappropriate behaviour from an alien institution in their midst.


Like the Hon. Andrew Bonar Law, Angus Bainbrigge and I were into practical jokes. But subtler, we felt, than Bonar Law’s boorish exhibitionism. Our most spectacular wheeze misfired spectacularly. We put a notice in The Irish Times, the Irish Independent and the evening papers appealing for old toys and dolls for a ‘Christmas Presents for Refugee Children Campaign’. The idea, it was explained, was to have the toys renovated and sent to Germany for refugees as part of World Refugee Year. The address for donations was a set of rooms in No. 3 New Square – namely those of a certain Guy Milner mentioned by name in the public notice. Angus and I had a great distaste for this young man as a well known activist for ‘good’ causes, of an ostentatiously Christian tendency and too smug by half. We hoped that his rooms would be embarrassed by floods of broken-down dolls and useless toys. They were, but he cleverly capitalized on this windfall by adopting the cause as his own and enthusiastically pursuing it. Worse, we were blackmailed by Guy: someone had leaked our role (or more likely Angus had publicly bragged about it) and under threat of public exposure we undertook to organize a ‘bring a toy’ reception at the Gresham Hotel. We did our best at some considerable expense and even had the Lord Mayor of Dublin and the Protestant Archbishop amongst the guests, but too few others to make a success of the venture. This was further egg on our faces but at least we were saved total public humiliation. An additional irritation was that Milner and Co. (including Bill Jackson who was later to be a prominent figure in Irish charity circles) did very well. ‘A boorish practical joke developed into a worthwhile Movement’ (Trinity News, 19 November 1959). By early December 1000 gift parcels were on their way to Germany and Guy Milner had attracted widespread public recognition for one of the most successful operations in a city that was inherently punch-drunk from innumerable ‘Flag Days’ for this deserving cause or that. Bah. Humbug.


Perhaps we should have put much more into TCD and got more out of our Dublin experience than we did. I, for one, remember it as certainly high amongst ‘the best years of my life’. Especially my last year when four of us shared a house in Sandymount; we appreciated living more like ordinary Dubliners than was possible in the isolation of College rooms. My debating skills (I was in a team representing Irish universities in the Observer Mace competition), my contact with people from so many different countries, and the necessity, belatedly, of having to work very hard under extreme pressure (an own goal, that one) was an excellent preparation for two overseas careers – in the former Colonial Service and in the Foreign Office. And oh yes: two other plusses: my golf handicap into single figures and meeting my future wife, a physio student at the Adelaide. I once asked a former close friend what he had got out of TCD. After a bit of thought he said, ‘Well at least it didn’t do me any harm.’




Peter Hinchcliffe (TCD 1957–61; Modern History and Political Science) later joined HM Overseas Civil Service in Aden, then the Foreign and Commonwealth Office. He was Ambassador to Kuwait and to Jordan, and High Commissioner in Zambia. He is currently an Honorary Fellow at the University of Edinburgh.
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