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Oireachtas Report
The view from the
Backbenches
All good things come to
end. Willie Joe Padden,
Vodka and Red Bull
(that’s just a personal
life choice people),
Moscow Flyer, the
Celtic Tiger and now the
Mayo Echo and
Backbencher. I have
already signed up to sell
the Big Issues in Kildare
Street so the Oireachtas
has not seen the back of
me yet.
Ah yes, the days of
innocence when I
started this. We all had
mortgages we could
never clear and we
naively believed that
County Councillors
whose only reading
matter was the planning
applications and the
Sacred
Heart
Messenger would not go
out of their way to do
down
a
local
newspaper. We have all
grown up.
Interesting indeed that
the Irish concept of the
‘entrepreneurial spirit’
doesn’t really stretch
that far. A fact
confirmed if I needed it
to be by my one and only
ever viewing of ‘The
Dragons Den’ last
week. Mother of
Jaysus. Who to feel
most embarrassed for?
The competitors or some
of the judges?
Particularly obnoxious I
have to say was the
Essex Girl, famous
mostly among the hoi
polloi for humping a half
decent hurler. In her
other life she sells hotel
rooms. Or at least she
used to, having moved
on to ‘opportunist’
ventures in Belarus and
elsewhere. You would
need to be on your top
game before you introduced Fagan to that girl!
Of the rest, all with the
exception of Sean

Gallagher appear to have
inherited significant family
fortunes and to have
devoted it to making cups
of coffee, speculating on
property and selling pints.
Nothing wrong with that
of course but it is
symptomatic of how we
actually ended up in the
state we are. Who the
f**k makes anything in
this place anymore? Oh
yes, the Yanks and the
Germans and the
Japanese but they’re all
heading off home these
days. Hard times for
anyone hoping to cash in
on disposable income.
Gallagher was the most
kind to a series of rather
sad people trying to
persuade them that
hanging shelves, some
device that didn’t look particularly convincing I have
to say for hanging shelves
as well, and two women
in lots of Brown Thomas
gear and kids in tow who
as far as I can recollect
were purporting to sell
people a basket of shite
because
it
was
‘different’. Oh yes and
two girls who made rugs
for your wedding that
would set you back a cool
grand. And it had your
name on it.
You could wrap the whole
thing up and sell it as a
DVD to explain why
exactly Cowen and
Lenihan feel it necessary,

nay even Patriotic, to
swipe my old boy’s Old
Age Pension Christmas
Bonus while at the same
time underwriting the
losses of some of the
characters who purport
to be f**king dragons.
Well a tired and
emotional Backbencher
has a cure for that. You
know the way that if you
forget to pay your
mortgage for a while or
you are unfortunate to
be left behind when the
multi nationals go home,
or if you have a small
business and they refuse
to give you an
overdraft?
Well, give these boys a
taste of their own
medicine. If they can’t
repay their loans on the
property they borrowed
against take it off them
and sell it. Even if it is
for only a tenth of the
value it was supposed to
be it will go a long way
to clearing the deficit.
Then again Old Age
Pensioners don’t have
these boys in their
pocket.
Been a pleasure ranting
at you all.

Backbencher

