
   [image: cover]


   
      
         

         
            [image: ]

            The definitive guide to the unique

passions of the Paddies

            Colin Murphy & Donal O’Dea

         

         
            
               
[image: ]
               

            

         

      

   


   
      

         
            [image: ]

            Marietta biscuit butter sandwiches with the butter squeezed through.

         

         
            
[image: ]
            

         

         For those who don’t know what a Marietta biscuit is … well it’s sort of like a Rich Tea biscuit with lots of little holes in it. And back in the days when we were all poor, as distinct from utterly bankrupt, most people only rarely bought fancy biscuits with a filling, as they put too much of a strain on the grocery bill. So the next best thing was to butter two Marietta biscuits and stick them together. In fact, if you put on enough butter and pressed them tightly, the butter would squeeze through the little holes like tiny worms … yummy. Ironically, buttering the Marietta probably made the biscuits more expensive than standard fancy ones. Since then we’ve come a long way and most homes are packed with double-choc-cream-crisp strawberry delights, or some other fancy oul’ shite biscuits. But secretly, when they’re alone, most Irish people will still sneak into the kitchen and butter themselves a couple of Marietta when nobody’s watching. And if you’re really degenerate, you might even dunk your buttered Mariettas into your cup of tea before sucking down the soggy, buttery mess. Heaven.
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            Scraping shite off boots with a stick.

         

         This is particular to Irish country folk, farming folk specifically. Thanks to the fact that the heavens are always opening on us and we have more sheep and cows than people, Ireland’s lanes and boreens are frequently almost invisible beneath a thick layer of mud and cowshite, much of which gathers on the soles of our farming brothers and sisters who toil on the land. So the sight of farmers poking the shite off their boots with a stick outside pubs, houses and shops in country villages is pretty ubiquitous.

         The secret to successful shite-scraping is to get a ‘good firem shtick’ that tapers to a solid point that can get at the shite in the narrow grooves on the soles of wellies.
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         At least 90% of the shite must be removed before it is considered proper etiquette to enter an establishment, thereby leaving only a thin veneer of cowshite on the pub or bedroom carpet.
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            Nicknaming our public statues.

         

         Irish people, Dubliners in particular, love to slag the crap out of their new public statues by christening them with amusing or smutty rhyming nicknames. This has become quite a competitive sport, and often the same monument or statue is blessed with four or five different sobriquets. The practice seems to have started with the erection of a piece of public sculpture in Dublin’s O’Connell Street for the celebration of The Dublin Millennium in 1988. This work, called Anna Livia, was supposed to personify the River Liffey and featured a woman lying in a bubbling froth of water. This became a gathering place for drunken youths (as opposed to now, when the entire city centre is a gathering place for drunken youths) and within weeks of its appearance, some wag had nicknamed it ‘The Floozie in the Jacuzzi’. If only they had known what they were starting. Soon afterwards, Anna Livia had a second nickname: ‘The Hoor in the Sewer’. Eventually the poor oul’ ‘Floozie’ was relocated to The Croppy Acre Memorial Park outside Collins Barracks, where she was renamed ‘The Floozie without the Jacuzzi’.

         Her spot in O’Connell Street was taken by The Spire of Dublin in 2003, which in a blink was re-christened ‘The Stiletto in the Ghetto’, ‘The Nail in the Pale’ ‘The Stiffy in the Liffey’, ‘The Rod to God’ and most popularly ‘The Erection at the Intersection.’ By Jaysus, there was no stopping us now … no statue or monument was safe from the critical eye of the Dublin jokesmiths.

         A statue representing the ordinary people and featuring two old dears with shopping bags near The Ha’penny Bridge was renamed ‘The Hags with the Bags’. One of James Joyce in North Earl Street has been dubbed ‘The Prick with the Stick’ and a colourful one of Oscar Wilde reclining on a rock in Merrion Square has been called ‘The Queer with the Leer’, ‘The Fag on the Crag’ or ‘The Quare in the Square.’
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         The poet Patrick Kavanagh’s statue by the canal is known as ‘The Crank on the Bank’ and a disastrous attempt to place a giant clock in the Liffey that was to countdown to the millennium (the water got into the works) was nicknamed ‘The Time in the Slime’.

         But in the nicknaming stakes, champion of champions has to be the statue of the fishmonger famed in song, Molly Malone. The Grafton Street bronze monument affords us a fine view of Molly’s ginormous cleavage. According to the song, poor Molly died of a fever, but she might have died of embarrassment had she known she would one day be known variously as ‘The Tart with the Cart’, ‘The Dolly with the Trolley’, ‘The Dish with the Fish’, ‘The Flirt in the Skirt’ or ‘The Trollop with the Scallops’!
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