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Gombeen #11
THERE IS A JOLLY MAN WHO ACTS AS THE RING 
MASTER FOR REACTION, HE WHIPS UP CALLERS 
INTO A FRENZY, RAILS AT THEM, EXUDES SYMPATHY, 
TELLS PEOPLE TO ‘GO ON’ WITH THEIR TALES OF 
MISERY AND HE PRETENDS TO CARE.  
Then he mounts campaigns for what HE believes is right  His training 

was being an outsider who got into college, it was being left wing, it 
was engaging in protest, but he got accepted by the masters, rolled over 
on his belly  and liked having his belly tickled. So the outsider found a 
place in the big house and turned to tell us we are all the same. 
Joe Duffy is the ring master, misery, frustration and tales of people 

being destroyed by the system are transformed into entertainment on 
the airwaves.  
The Easter Rising, when brave 

people decided to break with 
the rule of empire, in 
Joe’s hands has become 
a book about the death 
of the innocent 
children caught in 
the crossfi re. 
No politics just 

misery. Joe could not 
invite a Traveller 
on air when the 
tragic fi re in 
Carrickmines 
saw fi ve children 
lose their lives. 
It's the circus that 
is important 
to Joe, not 
change. 
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About us.

rabble is a non-profit newspaper 
from the city’s underground. It’s 
collectively and independently run 
by volunteers. rabble aims to create 
a space for the passionate telling of 
truth, muck-raking journalism and 
well aimed pot-shots at illegitimate 
authority.  
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Sectarian Narratives.
Tyler McNally is a Belfast based socialist and the editor and co-founder of The Last Round, an online 
publication aiming to provide a space for leftie refl ection at home and abroad. His work revolves around all 
aspects of political life in Belfast in our post-fi nancial crash era. He told us that most of “his work centres 
around how sectarian divisions clash with and sometimes co exist alongside working class struggles against 
austerity.”  The above image was taken in  in Woodvale during the Twelfth of July. Tyler says “It was a 
blisteringly hot summer day and many of us found the water cannons refreshing, from a distance mind you! This 
shot encapsulates the different ways people view the protestant working class, as a people who feel repressed by 
the state post good friday agreement, but also as fascists. As the left argues on both sides, the fact that this man 
was opposed to welfare reform is a point often missed, lost to a sectarian narrative.”

For more of Tyler's work look him on on Facebook or check out lastroundblog.wordpress.com

Still Here!
"TH' WHOLE WORL'S 
IN A TERRIBLE STATE 
O' CHASSIS.” CAPTAIN 
BOYLE’S WORDS 
RESONATE TODAY AS 
MUCH AS THEY DID IN 
1924 ON THE ABBEY 
STAGE.  BODIES OF 
REFUGEES WASHING UP 
ON EUROPE’S SOUTHERN 
SHORES. FIGHTER JETS 
IN DEADLY DOGFIGHTS 
OVER SOUTHERN SKIES. 
IRELAND’S SOLDIERS 
ARE GEARING UP FOR 
DEPLOYMENT IN MALI, 
OR IS IT LEBANON? 
SHANNON AIRPORT HAS 
MORE TONNES OF AMMO 
PASSING THROUGH IT 
THAN CALORIES IN AN 
INDIAN TAKEAWAY.

Every week we seem to be burying 
more victims of our careless system; 
the homeless, the Travellers, the 
asylum seekers; or repatriating the 
bodies of exiles, the emigrants, our 
dearly departed.
But in all this there is no change. It’s 

the same as it ever was. In this issue we 
examine the repercussions of the Tuam 
Mother and Baby Home revelations. 
The victims were the marginalized, 
the underclass and the unrepresented.  
Similarly we can fi nd history holding a 
mirror to all today’s stories of reviled 
refugees – rats crossing borders as one 
particularly dreadful cartoon illustrated 

– and the fear of the fanatical hive.
When there is no big bogeymen 

distracting us from the machinations 
of government there are wee pookies 
splashed across the hourly updates. 
Anti water tax protesters face jail 
and reasonable people mutter about 
‘Republican dissidents, sure I saw it 
on Prime Time’. Coppers smash oul 
fellas’ heads and decent people roar for 
“context?!” under YouTube videos.
When things are in chaos, isn’t half 

a loaf better than no bread? Give us 
40 modular homes for Christmas and 
stop your jibber jabber about 100,000 
on the Housing List. Plug the hole, 
fi x the leak, damp the fi re but let’s not 
get too tied up thinking about where 
all this fi re and water is coming from. 
Yes, yes there was a bit of corruption, 
says Marian, but were you watching 
the rugby?
The sparks of genuine terror, such as 

the Bataclan massacre and the rash of 
ISIS & Boko Haram bombings from 
Beirut to Yola, Nigeria are fanned 
by media into fl ames of fear that 
suffocate news coverage. It’s not just 
the Sun and the Daily Heil trying to 
outdo each other in baseless headlines. 
Broadsheets, TV, radio and the shiny 
new Internet measure truth by clicks 
and shares.
Sometimes you just want to 

disconnect.
So we’re back again. Thirty or so 

pages of crinkly paper goodness. Turn 
off, tune out and drop in here for a 
little while. We’ve always tried to keep 
rabble as your paper, it’s kind of the 
point. 
Have your spake. Disagree. 

Contribute.

{THE RANT}
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The Easter Rising, when brave 
people decided to break with 
the rule of empire, in 
Joe’s hands has become 
a book about the death 

misery. Joe could not 



REDMONK SAT DOWN WITH 
THE MASTER OF MACHINE FUNK, 
AUTOMATIC TASTY, TO GET A FLAVOUR OF WHAT 
HE’S BEEN COOKING UP IN THE LAB OF LATE.

So you gigged at the Panorama Bar with the Lunar Disko lads recently. Did 
the bouncers make you queue outside before you played?

 It was outrageous; I queued for 28 days, living in a small tent that I inched 
along as opportunity afforded. Upon reaching the club I was quite distracted, 
and had grown an unsightly beard. Things only got worse when I landed back 
at Dublin to be served court papers by my own liver. It’s currently preparing 
a lengthy case against me, although I maintain that I was only holding those 
Bloody Marys for a friend.

 
It's quite the setup you have for making music. Is it hassle transporting it 

around for gigs? 
 No, the machines are actually hollow props weighing approximately nothing. 

Once, at a rave, one of my ‘synths’ blew away in the wind. However, having 
an Arts Degree as I do means you’re always prepared for the most unforeseen 
of eventualities; I quickly lit a sparkler, caught the wayward simulacra and 
commenced an interpretive dance roundabout it while talking loudly about 
postmodernism. The crowd assembled thought it part of an elaborate act, and 
cooed accordingly.

 Your musical roots are in trad so how did you get into making electro with 
loads of analog hardware? Do you see many similarities between the two 
musical styles?

 My musical roots be tangled. Similarities to trad? Dunno. Oppositions 
perhaps; in that traditional forms often contain exaltations on the themes of 
misery and despair as part of a night out, whereas with techno music one can’t 
expect these things to hit properly until the next week. In my own instance, it’s 
usually a Tuesday afternoon before I am back suckling blithely upon the teat of 
ennui, safe in the grip of a crisis existential.

Automatic Tasty will perform live at Bloc 2016. He's on Vortex Traks Vol. 1 too.

a quickie 
with...
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You’d stumble upon Henriettta St after straying 
too far past the boozers and restaurants of 
Capel St, or if you’re the more privileged sort 
swotting it up to enter the law profession it 

provides a handy back entry to the various Kings Inn. For 
the great unwashed of the Northside it's a far more scenic 
route to scurry into town along than the glum monotony of 
Constitution Hill.

Like all well beaten tracks, it's easy to be forgiven for 
largely ignoring the charm and down on its luck splendour 
of Henrietta St. Every once in awhile, the trucks and RV's of 
film production companies shake you awake and remind you 
of its importance as a popular period location set used in such 
luminous TV shows as Penny Dreadful and much earlier in 
RTE's brilliant Strumpet City.

The street’s bedraggled brick work and boarded up windows 
belie its status as one of Europe's most important conservation 
sites. Henrietta St dates from the 1720s and was developed 
as part of a parcel of land progressively bought up by a chap 
of mysterious origins called Luke Gardiner.  Gardiner came 
from what some believe were humble enough beginnings in 
the Coombe, he rose into one of Dublin’s most preeminent 
property developers,  devouring whole plots that once 
belonged to the Cistercian monastery of St Mary’s Abbey 
which had been dissolved and ripped of its assets nearly two 
centuries beforehand during the reformation.

It's not just the architectural quality of the street that gives 
Henrietta St its unique historical importance, there's also the 
living cross section of Irish society that passed through its 
buildings at different times. Not only is it the single remaining 
intact example of an early 18th Century street of houses but it 
also provides ample evidence of the misery of the tenements 
and how landlords cannibalised the grander buildings into 
machines for rent extraction after decay took hold of the north 
inner city after the Act Of Union.

At the time of the 1911 census an astonishing 835 people 
were said to have lived in its 15 houses while at number 10 
Henrietta Street, the Sisters of Charity ran a laundry with more 
than 50 single women inside.

If you look carefully as you move down towards Bolton St 

you'll spot two plaques marking James Bryson House running 
somewhere alongside numbers 5-7. Given the early opulence 
of the street, when its residents included such luminaries as 
four All Ireland Primates, including Archbishop Boulter, the 
first resident of Henrietta Street - it'd be very easy to assume 
the plaque marked out a character of similar historic scope.

The engraved detail above it it is rubbed out and weathered, 
yet a bit of internet research led me to an academic article 
that recorded it as having read "this five bay town house, the 
entrance of which has long been removed was commenced in 
1730 by Nathaniel Clements Member of the Irish Parliament 
College Green, Teller of the Exchequer and ranger of Phoenix 
Park, who lived for many years here in Parisian luxury. In 
1908 its fine door cases and chimney pieces were removed 
by Alderman Meade who turned the houses into tenements in 
which more than 70 lived. Is saoranach Eireann anois e"

These houses had been privately purchased in an effort 
to save them from decay by Uinseann MacEoin – a famed 
conservationist and protector of Dublin's heritage, the 
properties were largely let out to artists and others who could 
not find accommodation elsewhere.  

Uinseann had a background in the republican movement 
and in 1940, he was brought in under the Offences Against the 
State Act and spent a year in Arbour Hill prison before being 
interned in the Curragh. Uinseann MacEoin died in 2007 at 
the age of 87.

Meade was said to have been the worst of the slum landlords 
and in a way he is named and shamed in that plaque. What's 
interesting is the name on the plate below.  Bryson was a 
famous provisional IRA activist from Ballymurphy.  Who had 
been shot dead alongside Patrick Mulvenna, the brother-in-law 
of Gerry Adams in a British army ambush in 1973.  

In the 60’s and 70’s as much of the Georgian fabric of 
the city was being ripped up, in what a steel and glass 
worshipping gombeen class often tried to pass off as a 
nationalist re-conquest of the city from its own imperial past, 
one can only imagine how both these plaques served as a 
harsh rebuke needing little explanation.

Fading Plaques
DUBLIN'S HENRIETTA ST IS WELL OFF THE BEATEN TRACK FOR MOST CITY 
DWELLERS.   BOB FITZPATRICK TOOK A GAWK AROUND AT IT FOR US AND 
DISCOVERED SOME RATHER UNUSUAL COMMEMORATIVE PLAQUES.



On news that a free RaspberryPi was comng with 
MagPi magazine.
Imagine telling someone even a few years ago that a 
little board capable of being a computer would be given 
away as a magazine freebie for £6.
  - Gaeme O'Connor

On an article about RTÉ giving a platform to anti-
refugee racists.
The people saying look after our own first didn't give a 
shit about our own a week ago 
- John Cronin 

Here an Irish UKIP supporter (and pro-lifer) gave us 
a glimpse into his world view.
Is this about the Muslim who let his child drown so he 
could get his teeth fixed?
- Enda Sherlock 

On Diarmuid Ferriter’s excoriating review of Tim Pat 
Coogan’s Dev biog.
So in other words a Dev man.berating a Collins man 
clear as day.... 
- Shayme Kinsella 

On article about rent increases.
This is why I fucked off 
- Robert Mulhern 

On article about TD Tom ‘Lapgate’ Barry whining 
about having to sell some flats because rent caps.
Arch Parasite. Oh God...please hurry up with the election 
so we can get rid of these bastards.
- Derek O'Shea 

On article marking 5th anniversary of Garda attack 
on students.
 I remember it well. I was the one left on the side of the 
street unconscious by Gardai. Mad to think it's been 5 
years
- Vanessa O'Sullivan

On a Pro-Life flyer claiming abortion would hurt 
GAA attendances.
Galway, Cork, Waterford GAA County Boards to lobby 
for abortion clinic in Kilkenny. 
- John Jordan 

On video of Marriage Referendum passing senate.
The look on Mullen's face is priceless 
- Richie Smith 

On video of Fidelma Healy Eames’ doubts about HPV 
vaccinations
This woman is why some animals eat their young 
- Ken Duffy 

On news two days after Carrickmines Fire that 
survivors were being blocked from temporary 
accommodation by local residents.
Their relatives not even buried and they've been 
denied homes. Holy Catholic Ireland, land of 1,000 
welcomes, if you fit the bill 
- Pauline Mc Adams 

 On photo of refugee kids watching cartoons in a 
Hungarian transit camp.
- Watched Tom and Jerry with my 4 year old earlier... It's 
the simple things. Wish it was so simple for these kids
- Kate Dwyer 

On photo of a cyclists flicking Boris Johnson the 
finger.
"Boris assumed demonstrators were welcoming him by 
shouting "Tories Come, Tories Come" ...." : 
- Juno Moore

Junk Food 
News

If you are sick of the absolute 
shite that makes some end of year 
lists, then treat yourself to a copy 
of Project Censored 2016. It’s the 
latest edition in a book series that 

rugby-tackles bias in the corporate 
media and goes beyond the news to 
the stories that matter.

GET IN TOUCH
info@rabble.ie
www.rabble.ie

MARMALADE/JAM  @ROBSTEARS

OUR SOCIAL MEDIA PAGES HAVE BECOME SOMETHING OF A SPEAKERS CORNER 
FOR ALL SORTS OF JIBBERING ANTI-ESTABLISHMENT BOO HA. BUT WE LOVE 
IT. THIS IS OUR LITTLE ATTEMPT AT HIGHLIGHTING SOME OF THE GREAT AND 
GOOD, THE WHIMSICAL AND DOWNRIGHT HILARIOUS SHITE YOU LOT POST.
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Somewhat at odds with the popular narrative of the 
Easter Rising, widespread looting in the city was 
one outcome of the breakdown of law and order 
that came with the outbreak of the insurrection.

John Pitts, an academic who studies criminology 
and youth culture, was quoted in the aftermath of the 2011 
London riots stating that “many of the people involved are likely 
to have been from low-income, high-unemployment estates, and 
many, if not most, do not have much of a legitimate future.” 

If social isolation and a sense of alienation from society is what 
motivated people to loot during the London riots, the evidence 
would suggest it was much the same on the streets of Dublin 
during the Easter Rising. For the authorities, the media and even 
some of the rebels, the language used to describe looters was 
simple; these were the “rabble” – or, in the words of one Irish 
Volunteer – the “denizens of the slums.” 

The looting of shops on O’Connell Street, or Sackville Street 
as it was known in the Dublin of 1916, was almost instantaneous. 
The decision of Colonel R. Johnstone of the Dublin Metropolitan 
Police to withdraw the 1,100 DMP officers from the streets of the 
city no doubt facilitated the widespread looting. 

Perhaps Johnstone was weary of retaliation for the role of the 
police in the violence of the 1913 Lockout, when locked-out 
workers and generally curious spectators were battered and 
bloodied by baton charges on the very same street where the 
Rising began only three years previously. With no police on the 
street, and the rebels preoccupied, the task of emptying the shops 
began. Ernie O’Malley, a young medical student from a middle 
class Mayo background, later to become a leading IRA figure, 
recalled arriving on the street and witnessing the scenes:

“Diamond rings and pocketsful of gold watches were selling 
for sixpence and a shilling, and one was cursed if one did not 
buy…. Ragged boys wearing old boots, brown and black, 
tramped up and down with air rifles on their shoulders or played 
cowboys and Indians, armed with black pistols supplied with 
long rows of paper caps. Little girls hugged teddy bears and dolls 
as if they could hardly believe their good fortune.”

This was a city where a third of its inhabitants lived in 
tenement squalor. A housing enquiry in 1914 had found that 
“existing conditions of tenement life are both morally and 
physically bad.” According to it, about 45% of the working 
population of the Irish capital lived in tenement houses, and 
over 22,000 of these people were living in "houses unfit for 
human habitation and incapable of being rendered fit for human 
habitation." While newspapers wondered just what had led 
people to loot in the weeks that followed the Rising, the answer 
was all around them, in the shocking poverty of the city.

There are vivid accounts of the looting in the statements made 
by participants in the Rising to the Bureau of Military History. 
One Volunteer described the scene at Noblett’s sweet shop after 
the windows came crashing in. He remembered the sight of “a 
gay shower of sweet stuffs, chocolate boxes and huge slabs of 
toffee” being tossed about by the young crowd. Desmond Ryan 
of the GPO Garrison also recalled that Seán MacDiarmada made 
his way across the street and protested “vehemently, his hands 

raised passionately above his head.”
In most instances, the looting was blamed on the poor and 

the poor alone. Trinity College Dublin student Thomas Rentol 
Brown complained in the Dublin Evening Mail of 13 May of 
“the rabble…breaking plate-glass windows and seizing articles 
in the shops.” Yet, some wealthier inhabitants of the city got in 
on the act too, to the disgust of the press. 

The Irish Life ‘Record of the Rebellion’, published soon 
afterwards, claimed that “the looters were by no means confined 
to the submerged slum population. A remarkable proportion were 
well dressed and belonged to the wage-earning working class, or 
perhaps to classes still more respectable.”

Las Fallon, a historian and firefighter, has examined the spread 
of the flames in Dublin during the Rising, noting that apart from 
the Magazine Fort in the Phoenix Park, which the rebels had 
attempted to destroy, the first two major fires fought in Dublin 
by the Dublin Fire Brigade during the Rising were in shoe shops 
on O’Connell Street, which were looted and then burned. To 
him, it’s clear that “Dublin’s barefoot poor were taking 
advantage of the rebellion.” 

Yet if people of all social classes were getting in on 
the act,  those who were prosecuted 
came only from one class. In 
the weeks that followed the 
Rising, plenty of column inches 
went on reporting on tenement 
inhabitants who had taken part 
in the act. The Irish Independent 
reported on 11 May 1916 of a 
mother and daughter, charged 
with being in illegal possession 
of “two mattresses, one pillow, 
eight window curtains, one lady’s 
corset.. one top coat, two ladies 
coats, five ladies hats and four 
chairs.” 

In the same news report, it 
was noted that two ladies from a 
Camden Street tenement had been 
prosecuted for being in possession of  
among other things, “3lbs of tea, 12 boxes 
of sweet herbs…some lemonade and 
cornflower.” The constable told the court 
that the accused told him “we were looting, 
like the rest. We had a bit out of it, too!” They 
were sentenced to a month in prison each. 

Given that men had quite literally got away with 
murder on the streets a few weeks previously, for 
example at North King Street where numerous 
innocent civilians were shot and bayoneted by 
members of the South Staffordshire Regiment, a 
month in prison for robbing lemonade must have 
seemed particularly harsh.

Illustration by Luke Fallon. 
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WHILE HISTORICAL RE-ENACTMENTS ARE ALL THE RAGE IN THIS ‘DECADE OF 
CENTENARIES’, AND WE HAVE SEEN EVERYTHING FROM ULSTER VOLUNTEER FORCES 
RALLIES TO FENIAN FUNERALS RE-ENACTED BY ENTHUSIASTIC HISTORICAL SOCIETIES, 
IT’S UNLIKELY WE’LL SEE ANYONE  RECREATE THE LOOTING OF NOBLETT’S SWEET SHOP 
COME 24 APRIL 2016.  DONAL FALLON HAS THIS TALE OF PROLETARIAN SHOPPING IN THE 
RARE AULD TIMES.

Yet if people of 
all social classes 
were getting 
in on the act, 
those who were 
prosecuted came 
only from one. 

Iveagh An Idea!
Co-operative Housing 

Mass
Movement

If you like infographics then 
the sheer scale of the current 
migration crisis hits home 
hard in an interactive tool 
produced by a company called 

Lucify. Using UN data it plots 
the mass movement of people 
into Europe and makes our 
acceptance of a mere 4,000 
seem rather miserable.

raker
rabble fallon’s 

old time fables raker
rabble fallon’s 

old time fables
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month in prison for robbing lemonade must have 



THE GREAT WALL IS A STUDIED MEDITATION 
ON THE NATURE OF BORDERS IN THE 21ST 
CENTURY. ON ONE SIDE WE HAVE THE 
TOWERING URBAN POWERHOUSES OF 
CAPITAL AND ON THE OTHER THE WRETCHED 
OF THE EARTH. THROW IN A CHILLING 
SOUNDTRACK, STUNNING CINEMATICS, 
SOME RIFFS ON FRANZ KAFKA AND YOU’VE 
A WORK THAT PUTS A DOSE OF DYSTOPIAN 
SHITS RIGHT UP YOU. RASHERS TIERNEY HAD 
A CHIT CHAT WITH  THE FILMMAKER TADHG 
O'SULLIVAN ABOUT IT ALL.

Filming for this project took place across 11 countries, yet the 
edges are blurred, it’s hard to distinguish where you are shooting. 
Like the power centres of Brussels and London just blend into 
each other, while one section of the wall is really seen as just a part 
of the whole. Yet we are always clear what side of the wall we are 
on. Was this purposeful?

It was entirely intentional. Specifics and details of particular 
countries’ power systems and laws are very important, but there are 
lots of other films and articles that deal with that - here I was after a 
broader truth. Taking my cue from Kafka, the conceit was to imagine 
what Europe might look like to, say, a Chinese historian in 500 
years time: the European empire, as such, would be considered as a 
whole, with its centres of power, it’s edgelands, its walls, its laws. It 
wouldn’t be wrong to generalise in that way, and indeed certain bigger 
statements can be made looking through that prism - financial power is 
central; walls are built to keep ‘the people of the South’ out.

There's a tension built into the movie, hugely assisted via the 
score, like we are moving towards a clash. Partially, on one side 
of the wall that's the moment of demonstration and social strife 
in Greece and then there's a perceived threat of violence from the 
impending "swarms" on the other side against the wall itself. Can 
I ask where do you think we are headed? Is the scenario bleak? 

The scenario is dramatic I think, whether the inevitable clashes are 
bleak or hopeful is in the mind of the individual. There is an ever-more 
undeniable set of divisions, between inside and outside; between the 

politics of exclusion and politics from below (for me this is a better 
frame than right and left) with events in Greece in the summer having 
been the first major stand-off there; between those who profit from 
investment and those who can only earn from work (but are often 
unable to do so). 

For many years these divisions were observable but denied by 
most - now they are explicit and the tensions across the divisions 
are growing. In ways I welcome the honesty that is emerging - the 
pretence that there wasn’t a class divide - ‘We are all middle class 
now’ - was a very clever way of stifling the waning power of the old 
working class, in the North Atlantic region particularly, as it was hard 
to unify and fight it you were told by society that you didn’t exist. I 
think we will see the re-emergence of new and interesting systems 
of organisation that move past the older profession-based unions and 
embrace more current forms of social organisation - this to me is 
hopeful.

I noticed some archive film was supplied by the Guardia Civil 
at Melillla, the Spanish Mediterranean enclave that borders 
Morocco. Young men run at the fence in the hope of making it 
over. What happens if they do? Are they caught in a limbo? Did 
you make contact with with these migrants?

I spent a lot of time in Melilla, just hanging out at the open detention 
centre inside the fence where people have entered the enclave. It really 
is a horrible thing, that fence: three metres high and three layers deep 
it is a convoluted system of barbed wire and mesh that is designed to 
ensnare anyone trying to get over it. On the Moroccan side the face 
that has to be climbed first has tiny ‘flechettes’ - upward-pointing 
spikes with barbs that are intended to rip the fingernails of those who 
climb.

The guys who attempt the jumps come from all over Africa - often 
West Africa - the journey may take years. Nobody tries on their own 
- it is always an organised attempt, with the hope that sheer numbers 
will guarantee success for a few.  If someone makes it therefore it 
really is a triumph - the sheer joy for these guys at having made it to 
Europe is a sight to behold. 

What they often don’t know however, is that they are just beginning 
another journey through an equally complex bureaucratic system that 
starts with Melilla’s special status as a non-Schengen legal limbo. One 
cannot simply get on a ferry and go to Malaga - people may spend 

months there, eventually being moved to Madrid or Barcelona, where 
they will languish for another few years.

The entire system is designed to send a message back along the 
migration routes, into the cities and towns of Somalia and Sierra 
Leone, to reach anyone thinking of making this desperate trek and to 
put them off. This is the bleakest aspect: the suffering of individuals 
is effected in order to express a message: you and your kind are not 
welcome.

The documentary came out just as Calais was hitting the news 
and the mediterranean crisis looms large in the background. How 
has it been publicly received? 

I think that the entire subject of migration and exclusion is being 
talked about a lot at the moment, in a way that hasn’t been the case 
before in the few years since I started into the subject. If I can add to 
that urgent debate in some way then I am very pleased. 

Between your involvement in Silence, Living In A Coded Land 
and now this, I can see a similarity of tone across all the projects. 
What have been your biggest documentary making influences and 
how can that be seen on your work so far? What advice would you 
give to start up documentary makers?

It’s been a slow evolution but I guess a style emerges over time 
that reflects your own personality and sensibility. For me, the films 
and books and plays that I love are ones that create a world through 
atmosphere and a little bit of mystery. That’s what I aspire to - artists 
as diverse as Claire Denis, Beckett, Borges, Kafka, Apichatpong 
Weerasethakul have this amazing ability to carry me off into their 
work and get me thinking about really big ideas in there. That’s what I 
think art is for.

As for new documentary film-makers, there is a myth around 
documentary that there exists some external truth and your job is 
simply to frame it. This is not true. The only truth is the truth of your 
relationship with your subject. There is no objectivity- you see the 
world differently to other people: show it to me.

Head over to tadhgosullivan.com to cop trailers of Tadhg O'Sullivan's 
previous efforts and hear about forthcoming screenings.

Castlecomer
Communism

Give the latest podcast from our 
old mucker Fin Dwyer a listen over 
at Irish History Podcast. When 
yet another famine threatened in 
1879, and landlords threatened 

eviction, tenants across Ireland 
rose up in rebellion. The miners of 
Castlecomer, not to be left behind, 
launched the Great Coal Strike of 
1881.  

Another 
Brick In The 

Wall
There is an ever-

more undeniable 
set of divisions, 

between inside and 
outside; between 

the politics of 
exclusion and 
politics from 

below.
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NOVARA MEDIA IS AN AMBITIOUS COLLECTIVE OF LONDON 
BASED UPSTARTS SEEKING TO BREAK THE MOULD OF LEFT 
WING MEDIA. RECENTLY THEY SET OUT ON A MARATHON 
FUNDRAISING MISSION TO ASSEMBLE A 10K WAR CHEST. 
RASHERS TIERNEY CAUGHT UP WITH AARON BASTANI TO 
GET THE LOWDOWN ON UK ALTERNATIVE MEDIA AND WHAT 
MAKES NOVARA SO DIFFERENT.

There’s a healthy renaissance of 
alternative media in the UK. I can think 
of Strike Magazine, Resonance FM and 
stuff like NTS. What’s the need for Novara 
media and what’s going to set it apart 
from the usual churn of lefties preaching 
to the choir?

Well, in regard to the others mentioned 
there, it isn’t always preaching to the 
converted. Strike have done some great 
actions which have found their way into 
the mainstream media, particularly around 
policing and race in London. Resonance is 
on an FM frequency so it has a pretty big 
audience! In relation to Novara,I would say 
that Novara is unique in creating excellent 
political content across multiple media: we 
have done over 150 hours of live FM radio 
in London with a huge archive of podcasts 
which feature Melissa Gira Grant, Paul 
Mason, David Harvey and Jacqueline Rose; 
we have top quality TV content – interviews, 
reportage, analysis – which is informative 
and entertaining.

In any case we are doing television better 
than the big names on the left: the New 
Statesman and, in my opinion, the Guardian. 
We’ve had interviews with Jeremy Corbyn 
and Natalie Bennett, but also striking 
workers in London’s Chinatown and a former 
detainee of Yarl’s Wood immigration removal 
centre.

There is a huge scope for stuff with top 
production values. We know that those 
beyond the left are unlikely to be interested 
if that doesn’t happen. Where costs of entry 
to creating stuff is zero, aesthetics are a 
big gate-keeper. Novara, with virtually no 
resources, has achieved a great deal. The 
team is growing and with a bit of money we 
could really influence the political debate in 
Britain between now and 2020. I want a live 
streamed hustings of party leaders in 2020 
along with actual focus groups of low-pay 
workers, teachers, carers, parents…could 
we do all of this better than the mainstream 
media in the UK? Absolutely.

Why is it called Novara? I’m getting 
some Google returns on an ancient Roman 
city? What are you guys on about?

The name comes from the filming location 
of Elio Petri’s ‘The Working Class Goes to 
Heaven’. It’s a great film and tells the story 
of an autonomous working class uprising in 
an Italian car plant in the early 1970s. It’s 
like an Italian Dagenham but in Piedmont. 
Under Fordism and the post-war compromise 
the working class are told that Novara 
is paradise. Impossible to improve on. 
Naturally the workers, along with students, 
say ‘fuck this no it isn’t’.It's like Dagenham 
or Detroit, a social factory but also a place 
where something better than this was thought 
possible.

You lot are just about to do a 10k 
fundraiser. What’s that investment going 
to be used for?

Essentially the £10,000 will allow us to 
pay writers in the short term, spend several 
grand on kit (camera, tripods, lights etc) and 
an offline event #NovaraIRL which we will 
be looking to make into a regular thing. In 
addition to raising the £10,000 we’ll also be 
launching a ‘subscribe’ option where fans/
supporters/friends can make an ongoing 

donation  – that’ll mean we can pay expenses 
to produce more content abroad, for example 
think video content covering the refugee 
crisis and Calais.

In terms of circulation, what stories have 
caused the biggest spikes in readership or 
listeners?

In terms of text, our biggest stories have 
been the Irish Water Scandal and the recent 
Oxi vote in Greece – those have just been 
huge. In terms of video, our interviews 
with Jeremy Corbyn and Owen Jones in 
the run up to Corbyn winning the Labour 
leadership got around 150,000 views across 
both Youtube and Facebook.  A video I did 
on ‘fully automated luxury communism’ last 
year is now appearing in Guardian articles 
and forthcoming books. The best performing 
podcasts tend to be those which are long-
term resources for learning, they age well.

Have you learnt from the mistakes of 
other radical media outlets and if so, what 
were they?

I think the lesson from the early 2000s stuff 
is that challenging, radical media need not 
be activist media, that is media exclusively 
for an audience which bring with them a 
bunch of ideological assumptions. Many 
of our listeners are communists, anarchists, 
social democrats and so on, but I think 
our strength is being able to communicate 
radical, relevant arguments in ways which 
are accessible and, dare I say it, fun.

Are you guys just all about shouting 
at the Labour Party from the sidelines, 
moaning about the mistakes of Syriza, 
or do you see radical media as having a 
radicalizing force of its own?

For me communication and collective 
action are indivisible. Media gives meaning 
and significance to events in real-time, often 
acting as a push signal which compels people 
to get involved or go a certain way. Think 
the 2010 UK student movement, the Greek 
Oxi vote and the movement behind Corbyn. 
Where media ended and collective action 
begun it is impossible to say. We want to 
inform action and we want to be a conduit 
for action informing thought. The two are 
mutually constitutive.

Have you had much success in making 
the project financially viable? If an ability 
to pay people for their work emerges, 
who’ll be seeing the first pay cheque?

We are a long way away from that! There 
are several people who, in the long term, 
should be remunerated; with their unpaid 
work already running into the hundreds if not 
thousands of hours. In answer to can we be 
viable…I’ll give you an answer in a month 
when the campaign ends! We are only doing 
anything worthwhile at all because we are 
cooperating and producing things together 
which, by ourselves, none of us could ever 
produce. Its fantastic.

You can check the project out at 
novaramedia.com. Dig deep folks. 
Alternative media is always worth 
supporting.
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Parlour
TV

A Commission of Investigation, headed by Judge 
Yvonne Murphy, aims to acknowledge and reveal 
what was once covered up in the entire country’s 
network of Mother and Baby Homes. 

And slowly but surely, people affected by these 
institutions find strength and courage to speak 
up. All the while, Catherine Corless, my mother, 
continues to provide support and information (free 
of charge) to anyone who seeks it, whether because 
they were through the system itself or whether they 
have family who were. 

This openness to face difficult truths is not 
evident amongst Church representatives. The clergy 
my mother meets still attempt to downplay or even 
dismiss the facts of what happened. It seems there 
is fear by them to openly criticise the role their own 
institution had to play. 

Fears like this seem to play out throughout the 
town too. It’s as though some people still don’t like 
to openly criticise the church, or to face up to the 
dim realities of what was happening on their own 
doorstep. 

A hostile letter to a recent edition of the Tuam 
Herald, by a local residents association, seeks to 
revise the harrowing legacy of the Home: 

“Residents still residing in this town ... were 
guests there every Sunday and enjoyed music 
and dance and saw the mothers taking part in the 
enjoyment.” 

The same letter states to nobody in particular: 
“You are not welcome here.”
Writing to the paper in response, Annette McKay 

reminds Tuam residents: 
“These are not your angels, the children have 

family who wish them to be identified, removed 
from the site ... and given burial in accordance with 
their families’ wishes.”

On the 9th of October, a non-invasive geophysical 
survey was carried out by archaeologists in order 
to detect anomalies in the ground: the first steps, 
perhaps, to forensic excavation at this site. 

Reacting to proposals for excavation, a Tuam 
Herald article claims ludicrously:

“For an accurate dig now, all the houses in the 
estate would have to be demolished.”

This kind of misinformation is absurd. 
The exact extent of the burial ground is indicated 

in 1975 aerial photography and contemporary 
Galway County Council documents. This shows 
the site as an oblong area, extending beyond the 
existing plot, but it does not extend under houses: 
indeed this section was clearly left undeveloped. It 
is apparent that Galway County Council designed 
the housing estate around the burial ground, but did 
not formally mark the site. This has since caused 
confusion as to its true extent.

It was thanks to locals that the site came to be 

known, and thus preserved, at all. It was locals fell 
through the unstable ground and discovered buried 
remains, in the late 1970s. Mary Moriarty saw little 
swaddled bundles laid in rows: “parcel-eens” she 
called them. Her neighbour, Julia Devaney, was not 
surprised. 

Julia had been raised in the Home, and had been 
kept on there in adulthood as an unpaid servant. 
“Many a one I put in there,” she told Mary, 
remembering her trek – underground - to this spot. 

Gardai and Church representatives came to visit 
the site, which was quietly covered over. Local 
children told not to play here again. 

Nobody in either officialdom or the church 
championed the site since then the way that 
residents have: it has been they who have tended it, 
with a well-kept lawn and shrubs, and a little plaque 
on the wall, anonymously dedicated thus far.

But it is not enough for any of us to simply 

memorialise the site now. The story of the Tuam 
Babies burial ground is also the story of the people 
so profoundly affected by it today. Since Summer 
2014, my mother has met a constant train of people 
who, slowly but surely, find courage to tell their 
experience. 

There is raw emotion, and there is liberation from 
secrecy and shame. 

Some of the people she speaks to have found 
courage for the first time to tell their own grown 
children that they had been born in a Mother and 
Baby Home.

Some found inspiration to trace family. 
Some found strength to speak what they were 

taught all their lives not to speak – that they had a 
family member secretly cloistered at the Home, and 
they wanted to know what happened to him or her. 

There is pain when they hear the child is listed 
as dead. 

There is hope when they hear he or she is not 
named among the dead, and the question arises 
about where they are now. 

There have been moving reunions. 
Alarming evidence revealed this Summer in the 

Irish Examiner shows that death certificates were 
falsified to broker clandestine adoptions. Now, 
quite apart from establishing definitively the limits 
of the burial ground, families of those listed as dead 
need forensic investigation in order to find out for 
sure whether their relative is buried among them. 

In their care for the burial ground itself, Tuam 
residents also have a symbolic role in championing 
the question of what happened to the children 
whose remains lie there, and the rights of the people 
who live its legacy now.

WHEN THE CASE OF THE 796 
TUAM BABIES BECAME GLOBAL 
NEWS IN SUMMER 2014, LOCALS 
THERE FOUND THE THEN-LITTLE-
KNOWN BURIAL GROUND OF THE 
FORMER MOTHER AND BABY HOME 
IN THE GLARE OF THE PUBLIC 
EYE. ADRIENNE CORLESS WRITES 
ABOUT THE NEED TO FACE 
DIFFICULT TRUTHS.

raker
rabble 

raker
rabble 

raker
rabble 

raker
rabble 

The 
Ploughing

There’s few gatherings in Irish society that 
send our media into such full bombastic 
broadcasting mode so we slipped Rashers 
Tierney into a pair of wellies back in 
September and sent him off to report from the 

muck on how the country cousins were faring 
at one of Europe’s largest agricultural events.  
Along the way he met TTIP campaigners, 
union heads and more. You'll fi nd it on our 
website.

It is not enough for any of us to 
simply memorialise the site now. 
The story of the Tuam Babies burial 
ground is also the story of the people 
so profoundly affected by it today.



In the wake of the Wars of the Three 
Kingdoms, thousands of people from 
England, Ireland and Scotland were 
banished by Parliamentarian forces from 

their homelands and forced into indentured 
servitude in the British West Indies in mid-17th 
century. Many of them suffered under extremely 
harsh conditions, dying from disease or unsparing 
work. 

The planter class sought to exploit them as much 
as possible during the duration of their service. Their 
lives, while bound to service, were commodified. 
They could be sold, traded and left in wills. This 
detestable form of bondage was temporary, but 
only if you survived long enough. Terms could last 
between 3 and 7 years, and for convicted criminals 
and PoWs, sometimes as long as 10 years. 

Planters in Barbados in the 1640s were well 
aware of the brutal labour regimens they imposed 
on both groups thus “in case of uproar….either by 
Christian servants or negro slaves” their homes 
incorporated defensive features such as battlements 
and bulwarks. It is roughly estimated that around 
10,000 of our Irish ancestors suffered this fate. 
Each victim is significant and it is important that 
this brutal part of our history is remembered. It is 
equally important that it is remembered accurately. 

Over the past few years it is possible that you 
have encountered one of the various “Irish slaves: 
the forgotten white slaves” articles on social media. 
It is important to know that these pernicious articles 
contain not a single historically accurate claim. 
What’s worse, they fallaciously equate white 
indentured servitude with black chattel slavery for 
political ends. This is an abuse of history. Black 
chattel slavery in the British colonies was perpetual. 
There was no end. It was hereditary. 

The uterine law ensured that the children of 
slaves inherited the status of their mother. Their 
children were perpetual slaves. Their children’s 
children were perpetual slaves. And so on. The 
colonial slave codes did not treat them as fellow 
humans, but as livestock. They could be mutilated, 
executed, raped and killed with almost complete 
impunity. This slave system existed in British 
North American colonies for almost 200 years. 
The fundamental distinctions that developed 
between these labour systems are crucial to our 

understanding of their legacies. But this “we were 
slaves too!” narrative ignores them all. 

Based exclusively on “bad history” these works 
have inspired a dangerous mythology, becoming 
a popular argument to bolster racist sentiment. 
From Stormfront to the American Nazi Party, 
white supremacists and Neo-Nazis have taken 
this narrative to their fascist hearts. To an extent 
it has also entered the mainstream discourse, used 
confidently by some to derail discussions about the 
impact of racism, the legacy of American slavery 
and the growing calls for reparatory justice in the 
U.S. and the Caribbean. To be clear, the “Irish 
slaves” they refer to are not our unfree ancestors 
that suffered horrendously. They do not care about 
them. 

Their lives are co-opted by KKK types and 
used as a rhetorical device to mock the Black 
Lives Matter protestors of the police killings of 
unarmed black citizens in Ferguson, Baltimore and 
elsewhere. Indeed the Council for Conservative 
Citizens, the racist Neo-Confederate group that 
helped to radicalise Dylann Roof, have promoted 
the false narrative on their website since 2013. Bad 
history can be as dangerous as bad chemistry. 

So, why do racists embrace this narrative? It is 
quite simple. They argue that slavery is not about 
race. In a general sense they are correct. Slavery is 
a general term, there have been, and are, many types 
of slavery. So we need to differentiate by being 
specific and recontextualising. If you ask them 
what they mean exactly by an “Irish slave” they will 
resist answering or else reply with disinformation. 
What they want to obscure, by being non-specific, 
is the fact that the transatlantic slave trade was 
sustained by racism. 

As the legal architecture in the British North 
American colonies developed, it by degrees justified 
the perpetual hereditary enslavement of Africans by 
painting them as “sub-human”, soulless, inferior, 
beasts of burden who were born to be to be worked 
to death on plantations. 

They try to diminish the scale of the slave trade. 
5.5 million enslaved Africans were brought by 
British slave ships into their colonies over a 180 
year period and only 800,000 remained when 
slavery was abolished. The retention rate of 15% 
suggests that this was genocide. They use their 

“white slave” tropes to 
minimise and reinforce the 
present day repercussions of 
this racism. 

They want to delete from 
collective memory the racial 
oppression that followed emancipation 
in the US; how white supremacy was 
reasserted through racial terrorism; imposed 
by thousands of lynchings, racial segregation, 
redlining, Jim Crow, miscegenation laws, anti-
black pogroms, police and paramilitary brutality, 
disenfranchisement, mass incarceration, racial 
discrimination for housing, education and 
employment. They hope to justify their racism 
by claiming “we were slaves too, and we don’t 
complain!” while they burn the history of four 
hundred years of anti-black oppression in the North 
American continent. 

Those inculcated by the “we were slaves too!” 
narrative are encouraged to ignore history. Instead 
of engaging in further research and the interrogation 
of sources, the spurious articles are shared and 
the false narrative grows stronger, damaging the 
history of the exploitation of servants and slaves in 
the British West Indies. 
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THE INTERNET FACILITATES THE SPREAD OF IGNORANT 
REVISIONISM LIKE NEVER BEFORE. ONE PECULIAR MYTH THAT 
HAS GAINED CURRENCY AMONGST THE TLDR CROWD IS THAT 
OF THE ‘IRISH SLAVES’. WHAT SOUNDS LIKE A GOOD STORY 
OVER A COUPLE OF PINTS HAS BECOME A KEYSTONE OF WHITE 
SUPREMACIST THEORY IN THE USA.  LIAM HOGAN DELVES INTO THE 
BULLSHIT PEDDLED  AND OUTLINES HOW IT SEEKS TO DISTORT 
ARGUMENTS ABOUT CONTEMPORARY RACIAL POLITICS IN THE 

Illustration by  Mice

Parlour 
TV

The heads behind the iconic indie music series have 
thrown each and every episode up online for the 
very first time. You might remember the show from 
that time Ian Wilson of RTE and Cathal Funge from 

TXFM hopped on to chat about the state of Irish 
music radio and made a bit of fuss about how shite 
RTE are.  

When History  
Goes Bad



This country is no stranger to emigration, at its highest point only three fifths 
of those born here stayed. The others left without skills and mostly from 
the poorest parts of the country. For every 100 migrants that left, only six 
returned. Millions of Irish have left these shores in search of a better life 

and it's still happening, there are over 200,000 less twenty-somethings in Ireland today 
compared to six years ago, one in six Irish born people live abroad.

Currently on the foot of the largest forced migration of people since World War Two, 
the Irish government has agreed to take in 4000 refugees (plus additional scope for family 
reunification) with Irish officials headed over to Italy at the end of October to “pick” the 
first wave of refugees, how very decent of them.

There are many parallels between both waves of emigration, the feeling of being forced 
to leave your home, to be ripped from your social context, possibly from your family 
and community is timeless, it has no borders. The desperation of people travelling under 
duress has, and always will always be open to unscrupulous racketeers willing to make 
a quick profit. 

The notorious currency scams that many an American-bound Irish emigrant in 
Liverpool fell for of the mid-1800's can be compared to the scams that many refugees 
dealing with traffickers on their arduous route into Europe. 

Activist Caoimhe Butterly laid down some home truths about conditions on the ground 
facing refugees passing through today’s Europe:

“Parents carry small children in their arms, toddlers on hips, and on their backs 
rucksacks containing possessions salvaged from lives interrupted. Narin, a teacher from 
Mosul, hesitates as she and her group of survivors, Iraqi Yazidis and Kurds, approach the 
lone border police car stationed at the point where a corn field in Serbia becomes, a few 

metres onwards, a corn field in Croatia. “Every step away from Iraq, from the massacres 
of our people and those we left behind, has been so difficult”.

The similarities in the resolve and determination of both eras are plain to see, yet how 
they are represented could not be more different. The image of Aylan Kurdi, dead, face 
down in the sand may be the defining image of this wave of emigration. Contrast this with 
that of Annie Moore, the first passenger to pass through Ellis Island Immigration Center, 
in both statues of her in Cobh and New York she stands tall and proud with with her two 
young brothers in hand, a symbol of optimism and hope. This image is part to the Irish 
story, the other a European problem. 

In keeping with the legacy of emigration from Ireland, and the stark human similarities 
of the displacement of large scale populations, is there any particular reason that there has 
been no solid political movement on the issue?  

Sitting Kerry T.D. Michael Healy Rae, from a region no stranger to emigration, once 
described the majority of asylums seekers as “blackguards, hoodlums and delinquents”, 
this hypocrisy is endemic and not just confined to vote-rigging reality TV stars. Former 
Fine Gael Mayor of Naas Darren Scully famously refused to represent “immigrants 
coming from African countries”, the great leader Enda Kenny even asked Barack Obama 
for an amnesty on the undocumented Irish in the States whilst seemingly content to keep 
asylum seekers here in the degrading conditions of direct provision.

You couldn't make it up. 
All of this is before we even attempt to analyse our role in facilitating the mass exodus 

from the Middle East through allowing troops and weapons to stop at Shannon.
I spoke to retired Trinity College Professor Ronit Lentin on the conflicting and 

hypocritical position that the Irish State has had. She explained: 

JAMIE GOLDRICK TRIES TO SUSS OUT THE REASON FOR IRELAND’S PITIFUL RESPONSE TO THE MOST RECENT REFUGEE 
CRISIS AND DISCOVERS A STATE THAT HAS BEEN STUCK IN A CYCLE OF PERPETUAL HYPOCRISY SINCE ITS FORMATION.



“In the best tradition of Irish exceptionalism, according to which the Irish regard 
themselves as victims rather than perpetrators of racism, the underlying reason for 
Ireland’s less than generous response to admitting refugees must be understood against 
the less than illustrious history of Ireland’s refugee policy record”.

Ronit argues that Irish society has always imagined itself as monocultural, but this is 
simply not true. ”Ireland has always experienced waves of immigration, from Vikings, 
Normans, Saxons and Scots to British settler-colonials and more recently Chinese, Italian 
and Jewish migrants, rendering Ireland truly multi-ethnic”. This, however, had not led to 
an open door policy towards, say, Jewish refugees during the Nazi era, when, between 
1933 and 1946, neutral Ireland admitted only 60 Jewish people”.

Stripping asylum seekers of their dignity is not a new phenomenon. This trend which 
today is embodied by Direct Provision can even be traced to events over 50 years ago 
as Ronit continues: “In 1956, after the Soviet invasion of Hungary, a small group of 
Hungarian refugees were housed in a disused army barracks in County Limerick, but after 
just a year, during which they staged a hunger strike in protest against their conditions, 
only a handful remained in the state”.  

Now today Ronit outlines how “private for-profit companies run the direct provision 
centres at huge expense to the Irish taxpayer, while asylum seekers are not allowed to 
work and are forced to exist on bed and board and a paltry ‘comfort allowance’ of €19.10 
per adult per week, not increased since 2001”.

That is not to say that the stance of the Irish government is representative of the Irish 
people, there has been massive reaction to the plight of the refugees and numerous shows 
of solidarity from greater Irish society ranging from the aerial photographs proclaiming 
“Refugees welcome” on Sandymount Beach to numerous fundraisers that are happening 
all over the country and organised collections headed over to Europe. 

Bags of sorted donations filled the whole space from floor to ceiling at Jigsaw, one of 
the collection points for Dublin Calais Refugee Solidarity. Holly Shorthall talks of its 
formation:

“The group was set up due to the many like-minded people in Dublin who just wanted 
to find some way of helping. As reports of the conditions in Calais started to circulate 
in the media, more and more people were looking for a way to get involved. We meet 
up weekly and we also have members who are still in the donation warehouses every 
weekend, working toward getting this aid to those across Europe who desperately need 
it”.

She describes the reaction to the donation drive: “In terms of both monetary and clothing 
donations, the response was overwhelming. Our convoy drove over to Calais with several 
four-tonne trucks full of clothes, medical supplies, tents, sleeping bags. The list is endless. 
Ireland has really shown its compassion in the last few months and continues to do so”.

With Winter looming, the government purposefully sits on it's hand as up to 10,000 
refugees a day cross into Europe, Ireland has pledged to take just 4000 of these, a pitiful 
third of a day's traffic. One might reason that this State should be the first to step up to the 
plate but as Ronit Lentin explains “The legacy of Ireland’s migratory past clearly holds 
no moral sway even though none of us can ignore the waves of desperate and determined 
humans whose right to move across borders Ireland must uphold”. 

This doesn't look like it will change anytime soon as Holly adds “the government seem 
content to do whatever it takes to take them through the next general election, with little 
or no regard to what’s going on in Calais, Lesvos and beyond. Any help that has come 
from Ireland has been solely undertaken by the people”. 
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Ryan Tubridy's awkward and failed attack on Paul Murphy 
has become something of a Youtube classic in politically 
biased broadcasting.

Photos by Holly Shortall

This is not to say that 
the stance of the 
Irish government is 
representative of the Irish 
people, there has been 
massive reaction to the 
plight of the refugees 
and numerous shows of 
solidarity from greater 
Irish society



Photos by Jamie Goldrick

BACK IN OCTOBER A QUESTION KEPT POPPING UP AMONG 
WIZENED ACTIVIST HEADS, WHERE’S INDYMEDIA.IE GONE? HAD 
THE OLD DAME OF ONLINE PUBLISHING FINALLY SHUFFLED OFF  
TO THE GREAT WEB SERVER IN THE SKY? AFTER TWO WEEKS 
OF RADIO SILENCE IT WAS BACK AGAIN WITH LITTLE POMP OR 
CEREMONY. HENRIETTA ST. MOUSE CHATTED TO EDITORS PAST 
AND PRESENT ABOUT THE SITE AND THE EARLY PROMISE OF 
ONLINE ALTERNATIVE MEDIA.

Sitting here a 
decade and a half 
later, it’d take some 
serious Jedi shit to 
usher in a similar 
seismic switching 
of the script.



For those of you just out of nappies, it’s 
time for some Social Movement 101. 
Picture this - it’s November 1999 - 

environmentalists, labour activists and masked 
youth create a rainbow alliance and blockade the 
World Trade Organisation.

While neo-liberalists cawed about the end of 
history, a few bricks through a Starbuck’s window 
in downtown Seattle signalled a very different 
global vision.

Amidst the tear gas anti-globalisation activists 
cobbled together the first Independent Media Centre 
(IMC) and out-manoeuvred the bland corporate 
NEWS networks with street level reporting and 
homespun political horizontalism.

A seed was sown and other nodes quickly 
spawned across the globe.

It’s impossible to convey the unbridled techno-
utopianism of this. A news site, where anyone 
can publish material wedded to a peer reviewed 
commentary section. 

Another world is possible they implored. We just 
had to act local. And we did.  It was potent stuff.

Eamonn Crudden, now a Dundalk IT lecturer and 
one of the founders of the Irish collective explained 
to me how he caught the Indymedia bug.

“I got involved in Indymedia as a result of 
meeting the group that founded the UK iteration of 
it. I met them in Prague in September of Y2K at a 
protest against an IMF World Bank meeting there. 
To be honest I had literally been online for probably 
only a month beforehand. People suddenly 
everywhere rolled out national/local iterations of 
Indymedia as it had been done in Seattle”.

The first news report on December 10th 2001 
was from an anti-privatisation demonstration at the 
Burlington. The lobby was stormed and 16 were 
arrested, including an Indymedia videographer who 

was charged with 2 offences against the Criminal 
Justice Act. It was part of a pattern -  weeks 

before another Indymedia head 
had been pulled filming a 

Reclaim The Streets 
demonstration.

Early features on the website side-stepped the 
doctrinaire diatribes of a leftwing party press and 
came at you straight. Mash-ups and remix culture 
lent an edge to the site no red top Trot newspaper 
could match. There was a rough sleeper’s diary, 
the arms trade in Derry was uncovered while 
Traveller’s banged up accounts from actions against 
the then new Public Order Act. 

Planespotting peaceniks tracked US Air Force 
stopovers at Shannon, providing registration 
numbers, photos of US military personnel in full 
camo at arrivals, and other documentary evidence 
on the site that tore away the Republic’s bullshit 
neutrality.

When the Ansbacher report on tax evasion was 
published, the Director of Corporate Enforcement 
Paul Appleby wanted to keep it off line for fear of 
defamation. Indymedia.ie stepped in and put the 
whole thing up for download.

In 2003, Dublin was still riding out a free 
party culture that could pull off huge Reclaim 
The Streets parties. The site gained news shaping 
notoriety when one of these turned into the Dame St 
massacre. Eamonn remembers coverage of this as 
a highlight:

“Publishing video of the cops battering people 
on Dame street in the aftermath of an RTS Party 
in 2003 was a big one. That in my opinion was the 
first time video which was serious national news 
was independently published on the internet in 
Ireland.”  A generation’s naive perceptions of the 
role of Gardai in policing protest were shredded. I 
asked another long standing editor called Terence to 
reflect on what got him involved.

“Indymedia gave you the opportunity to put out 
information with facts and context consistently 
ignored by mainstream media and an ability to 
report on various protests, campaigns and events 
which would never have got anything other than 
negative coverage from the mainstream media.”

It’s hard to give an accurate impression of traffic 
at its height. But the editors I chatted to remember 
spikes of 300,000 page views a month when direct 
action events against US military stop overs at 
Shannon airport led to tabloid terror, denunciations 
from Sinn Fein and the army being called out.

In tribal wars of the mid-noughties Irish internet 
the site’s name was evoked to denigrate anything 
on the left. Much despised former Justice Minister 
Michael McDowell attempted to link it to an attack 
on the PD’s office in the Dail while Noel Dempsey 
gave out about it hosting calls for action against the 

Corrib pipeline.
Editors were harassed too; an Indymedia Ireland 

Watch blogspot circulated homebrewed conspiracy 
theories about who controlled the site and offered 
financial rewards for the names and addresses of 
activists. There were other downsides.

The model itself was its own worst enemy. Strung 
out editors sacrificed their own creative urges to 
wage a constant administrative war against trolls, 
transparent mailing lists were often sidelined into 
disruption. Terence says:

“As a consequence lots of people left and so 
began the long slow decline of contributors and 
readers. It would seem the hope was ground down 
and extinguished. The same thing happened to the 
other Indymedias most of which have shut down. 
It is hard to know the exact role of state actors 
but if the history of the destruction of activists 
movements is anything to go by, then it had a large 
part to play in it but cleverly done in a covert way.”

There’s a direct parallel between the rise of 
Facebook and the decline of the site too. Frustrated 
perhaps by sectarian sock puppetry in the comments 
section, a lack of quality control on the wire or just 
seduced by ease of use - the audience trickled away. 
Slowly.

“The glorious chaotic nature of its origins weren’t 
at all suitable for scaling up for a heavyweight fight. 
It did very well when the competition was less 
capable.” says James O’Brien, now a Workers Party 
activist and one time site editor.

Was he surprised with how readily the carving 
out of independent space online was surrendered?

“I didn’t anticipate stuff like Facebook or Twitter,  
but it was always obvious that capital would, 
sooner or later, move in on the web and with its 
considerable resources likely take over”.

Those with little appetite for net 

nostalgia will say social media left projects like 
Indymedia in the dust. Eamonn Crudden thinks this 
is a dangerous sophistry.

“Indymedia Ireland did create what I’d term a 
‘counter-public sphere’ for half a decade. Facebook 
and so on feels similar but is different - as rather 
than being a true public sphere - it is a set of 
overlapping and interlocking private spheres. It 
also has no memory - as anyone who tries to find 
old information on it will quickly find out. The 
Indymedia archive still is there - and it is easier for 
me to for example reconstruct events from 2003 
than it is to reconstruct events in the water charges 
campaign from a year ago.”

Whatever your take on its ups and downs over 
the years, had Indymedia.ie recently hit the digital 
dirt we’d have lost an archive of social movements 
here since 2001. Indymedia set off a flare that 
turned journalism inside out with a dose of radical 
imagination and hackery.

As we do our daily grind on this 2015 version 
of the internet -  a vain, seething spew of filtered 
selfies, soups of bile and comment sections where 
one fears to tread - it’s easy to forget being online 
once entailed optimism and using technology to our 
advantage.

Sitting here a decade and a half later, it’d take 
some serious Jedi shit to usher in a similar seismic 
switching of the script.

“Just looking at the archives here for first time in 
years”  Crudden tells me in our last chat. “Wow - it 
was serious. Where are the kids coming up from 
behind I ask myself James Murphy style?”

Consider that a challenge.

Photos by William Hederman.
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New Retro

Brian McMahon's award winning 
library of old school Irish pop culture 
is familair to rabble readers. He's 
just gone and put together a stunning 

coffee table book for the Christmas 
market. It contains over 700 bits and 
bobs from the site's archive. 



ALREADY THERE HAS BEEN PLENTY OF UPROAR ABOUT HOW THE GOVERNMENT AND 
ITS CULTURAL INSTITUTIONS INTEND TO COMMEMORATE THE RISING. SEAN FINNAN 
TAKES A LOOK AT HOW CONFLICTING NARRATIVES BATTLE OVER 1916 TO LEGITIMISE 
CONTEMPORARY CONCERNS. 

2214 Housing
Action

Back at the start of October, a 
liquorice all sorts of academics and 
activists gathered from gathered for a 
day school on the housing crisis. Bits 

and pieces from the day have started 
appearing online as food for thought. 
Head over to the Housing Emergency 
and Rights Conference website or 

look up the Provisional University for 
report backs.

{HISTORY}

Commemorating 1916 has always 
been both a factitious and 
contentious event. In 1966 on 
the fiftieth anniversary of the 
Rising, the events of Easter week 

were celebrated with militaristic bravado while in 
1991,with the war in the north still rumbling on, the 
militarism of the rising was embarrassedly hushed 
by the then government, for fear of legitimising the 
ongoing violence. 

I spoke to Robert Ballagh, artist and one of the 
founders of Reclaim 1916, on the government’s 
initial unwillingness to adequately commemorate the 
founding moment of the Irish nation-state. 

“For a long time those of us who were interested in 
commemorating and celebrating this seminal event in 
our history were kind of amazed at the lack of interest 
and the lack of planning that the government were 
engaging in. Then last November they conducted the 
debacle at the GPO which I think offended an awful 
lot of people with their video #IrelandInspires which 
airbrushed all the men and women of 1916 out of 
history in the very place they made history.”

The #IrelandInspires video, pulled shortly 
afterwards, effectively made 1916 into a non-
event. Stock images brought us skipping through 
the past 99 years, until all the video showed were 
of a contemporary Ireland, one of multinational 
internet companies and laboratories. In distancing 
contemporary Ireland from the historical moment, the 
idealism that inspired the men and women to action 
is being removed on an official level at least, from the 
current debate. 

The programme may have been improved on 
since, yet the initial actions of the government show 
the awkwardness that exists on really delving into a 
critical analysis for their commemorative programme. 

“But the one thing I’m pretty confident that the 
state won’t be engaging in is any type of critical 
analysis, any sort of comparison between what were 
the aims and objectives of the men and women of 
1916, their notion of the transformation of society 
and the fact that transformation was spelt out in the 
Proclamation of 1916,” states Ballagh.  

“I think the current reality is that we as a state have 
failed to deliver in any meaningful way on those aims 
and objectives. Now I don’t think the government will 

be engaging in that sort of critical analysis.”

Dr. P.J Mathews, Professor of Irish Literature at 
UCD and co-editor of The Handbook of the Irish 
Revival tends to agree. 

“I think commemorations always reflect, 
particularly official commemorations always reflect 
the pressures of the moment. I think one of the issues 
here is that how do you celebrate the moment of 
revolution shortly after a time that we’ve just lost our 
sovereignty and I think that’s a real issue for official 
Ireland. At a time when people are marching in the 
streets against water charges and all the rest of it, at 
a time when official Ireland is uncomfortable with 
that.”

Reclaim 1916, is as Ballagh describes, a citizen 
initiative, a collection of activists and artists that 
wish to open up the conversation on 1916. Rather 
than ‘official’ Ireland controlling the narrative on 
the Easter Rising as it has continually done, Reclaim 
seeks to critically engage citizens in the historical 
moment of 1916 and determine what has occurred to 
the deterioration of that vision since. 

“In the outworkings of the Civil War, it wasn’t so 
much that the Republicans lost, it was that the counter 
revolution won,” Ballagh states on the deterioration 
of the idealism of 1916 in independent Ireland. “The 
forces were not keen on, shall we say, on the vision of 
1916, the radical intentions that were contained in the 
Proclamation, they were the victorious nationalists in 
the civil war, and they set up a state called the Irish 
Free State which suited their interests and you know 
they were made up mostly from big farmers, the 
professional classes, there weren’t too many working 
class people involved in the new Irish establishment 
and also they chose as their allies, the pretty 
reactionary Catholic church.”

Obvious then why the government wishes to 
airbrush history and use 1916 as a kind of stock 
event, to manipulate the energy of discourse that 
surrounds the centenary and attach it to their own 
rhetoric of stability and growth at a time of social 
deterioration. Unlike before however, there seems to 
be greater scope to challenge such official rhetoric, 
as the Abbey Theatre found out to its detriment last 
month. After the launch of their programme ‘Waking 
The Nation’, which included only one female 
playwright out of ten, in a theatre so symbolically 

important to the foundation of the state, it was clear 
that women’s voices were once again being ignored 
on the reflection of history.

“Judging by the depth of anger and emotion 
brought up over the past two weeks, the Abbey’s 
2016 programme was just a tipping point,” states 
Lian Bell, set designer and instigator of the 
#WakingtheFeminists discussion on twitter. 

“I think that the combination of the programme 
having such a clear gender imbalance (again!), while 
purporting to be the reflection of a nation at a pivotal 
moment of looking back to where we came from, 
really highlighted how deeply the vein of gender bias 
runs in the theatre, and by extension, in society as a 
whole.”

Beginning as a discussion on Twitter challenging 
the marginalisation of women in Irish theatre, the 
discussion has taken a much broader scope on the 
question of gender imbalance in Irish society. 

“Both the Abbey and the Irish Film Board have 
made statements pledging to address the problem of 
gender imbalance,” continues Bell.

“This is a great starting point. Personally, I’d like it 
to go much further. I think this is a chance to look at 
the structures of society as a whole - how we subtly 
disadvantage girls from the start. 

One speaker at Waking the Feminists meeting at 
Abbey Theatre set and lighting designer Zia Holly, 
talked about growing up as a girl in a family of boys 
and being told she could do anything the boys could, 
and imagining that the boys were never told they 
could do anything a girl could.

“That’s the frightening insidiousness of gender 
inequality. It’s so deeply ingrained in us, that it’s 
almost impossible to imagine how to root it out. But 
the first step is naming it, and calling it out when we 
see it in ourselves and in others.”

As the reaction to the Abbey’s programme has 
made clear, the centenary of 1916 already has an 
incendiary spark, one that the government will try 
to dampen in its de-politicised programme for the 
centenary, while others will try to augment and attach 
their struggles as a continuation of the struggles of a 
century ago. What other conversations catch on the 
energy of the centenary will be interesting to see. 

Illustration by Karen Vaughan 
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You had to ask around, 

there was no Facebook, no 

RA, people actively tried to 

keep things secret. I really 

loved that vibe.



It’s a really broad read, like there’s something like 70 
players from Berlin’s early techno scene commenting in it. 
How did you get them all on board? Were they personal 
friends or did you have to do some degree of digging to 
gain trust and make contact?

Sven: We knew maybe a third of them personally 
through our work as editors for De:Bug magazine and 
myself as a DJ since the late 90s. So we started with those 
people, from there it all came quite naturally.  Once we’ve 
done the first interviews, word got around that there are 
“two guys talking to everyone”, so sometimes when we 
would contact someone we didn’t know personally that 
person had already done a background check of us. Trust 
is definitely key when you work the way we’ve worked.

The scouring of the now vacant East for clubbing and 
party spaces led to some stunning finds.  What were some 
of the more spectacular spaces that were liberated for 
parties?

Sven: I think clubs like Tresor and e-werk were pretty 
spectacular, also squats like Tacheles or Eimer. Outside 
Berlin, or in the East in general, a lot of raves happened 
on former Russian military bases, which was also pretty 
special.

Felix: One rather funny club was in a subterranean 
toilet for tramway drivers underneath Rosenthaler Platz 
in Mitte. It was called Sexyland. No idea, where it got its 
name from. 

Berlin still knows how to make good use of unlikely 
spaces for parties, and you guys have mentioned 
Katerholzig and Berghain. Are there other, perhaps more 
off the beat spaces that capture the vibe of the earlier 
techno scene better?

Sven: It gets harder but it’s still possible. One of the 
exciting things in the 90s was to find those places. For 
instance, there were illegal bars/clubs that opened only 

one day a week. So you had a “Monday bar”, a “Tuesday 
bar” etc. You had to ask around, there was no Facebook, 
no RA, people actively tried to keep things secret. I really 
loved that vibe. Even though a lot has changed, the best 
thing still is to come and keep your eyes and ears open 
and get ready to explore the city. There’s still a lot going 
on outside the renowned clubs: Heideglühen, Gegen, 
Cocktail D’amour are just a few names.

You talk about how the guys around Underground 
Resistance didn’t have a crowd back in Detroit but could 
find one in Berlin. What were the underlying similarities 
between the two cities that allowed that?

Felix: There is no city like Detroit with its super fast 
rise to one of the richest cities of the planet in the first 
half of the 20th century and its dramatic fall from the late 
sixties onwards. Many DJs from Detroit said that Berlin 
with its grey and empty streets reminded them of Detroit. 
They felt more at home in Berlin than London although 
there is no language barrier there. From the Berlin side 
there is a deep fascination for Detroit and its music, there 
is a long and constant collaboration – with lots of Detroit 
records being released in Berlin. We are also blessed with 
many Detroit DJs playing here regularly. 

There’s a few moments in the book, where various 
contributors describe the moment when they realised just 
how much the techno scene had gone over ground. Could 
you guys share the moment you realised it had gone well 
and truly over ground? Or were you even around for the 
period covered?

Sven: We both came to Berlin in the mid 90s. At that 
point some of the early activists already felt like the 
party’s over. The really intimate, formative years where 
everyone was talking about “the family” were over 
by 1994/1995, some say even 1992. But for Felix and 
me, Berlin was still an incredible playground full of 
possibilities. And after e-werk closed and Frontpage went 

bust in 1997, the whole scene went back underground. 
You’d still have the Love Parade as the big commercial 
media thing, but apart from that, the mainstream didn’t 
care about techno anymore. Things have changed over the 
last 5 years.  It was a slow process before, but since the 
Berlin and Berghain hype and with the rise of rents and 
the influx of real estate investors, techno has hit a new 
commercial peak. 

Felix: Clubbing did change in the second half of the 
nineties in Berlin. That was visible for everyone. By that 
time you couldn’t come with your fluorescent raver gear 
in a club. Rather you’d wear a Helmut Lang shirt, that 
you scored somewhere second hand. You had to be smart, 
not euphoric. Euphoria vanished out of the music. it 
became more minimal, more experimental. you wouldn’t 
see people on ecstasy cuddling on the sofa anymore. It got 
more hedonistic again at the turn of the millennium - but 
on a very subterranean level. Techno was below the radar 
of media broadcast. And that was a good thing. 

There’s the constant notion of Berlin as a playground 
during this period immediately after the wall fell. Looking 
back from the vantage of 25 years on, what was the most 
important aspect that allowed the scene to develop and its 
most lasting contribution to the city?

Sven: It was all a bit of a historic accident, really. The 
Wall fell and you had this new music, new drugs, new 
spaces, and the freedom to do whatever you wanted. I 
think that sense of freedom and the explorer mode that 
was so strong in the 90s, are lasting contributions. For 
a lot of people who were and are still active today, the 
experience came first, not the financial outcome. The 
club scene is part of Berlin’s cultural DNA now. But the 
economic pressure is a lot higher these days, there are 
more and more people trying to get involved who see this 
culture and the money you might be able to make with it. 

The photos are by Oliver Wia and feature in the book.
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THE FOLKLORE OF ENGLISH AND US DANCEFLOORS IS A WELL TRODDEN PATH OF 
FAMILIAR ORIGIN MYTHS AND FALLS FROM GRACE. UNFORTUNATELY THERE’S VERY LITTLE 
ON THE RECORD IN ENGLISH ABOUT THE EARLY DAYS OF BERLIN’S INFAMOUS TECHNO 
UNDERGROUND. THANKFULLY A NEW BOOK CALLED DER KLANG DER FAMILIE: BERLIN, TECHNO 
AND THE FALL OF THE WALL BY FELIX DENK AND SVEN VON THÜLEN COMES CORRECT TO 
SCRATCH AWAY AT OUR IGNORANCE. RASHERS TIERNEY GRABBED THE PAIR FOR A CHAT.



OUR COMPLIANT MEDIA REDUCED THE WHOLE WEB SUMMIT DEBACLE TO A SOAP OPERA OF PERSONALITY BATTLES 
AND SIMPLY ACTED AS A CONVEYOR BELT FOR GOVERNMENT PR WITH LITTLE ON THE BROADER CONSEQUENCES OF 
COURTING TECHNOLOGY. SO WE PACKED JAMIE GOLDRICK OFF TO THE WEB SUMMIT TO SEE WHAT ALL THE FUSS 

WAS ABOUT. HE CAME BACK GRUMBLING ABOUT MORE THAN THE €20 BURGER.
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Paddy Cosgrave is angry that the 
Irish Government just wasn’t really 
arsed with taking the Web Summit 
seriously and not fostering the 
start-up technology sector like other 

governments do.
So enraged by the government’s inaction to 

network with the world’s new movers and shakers, 
he pulls the whole thing and off to Lisbon he goes.

Some of the #WebSummit’s demands on the 
surface may seem quite ludicrous but are they 
really? Free Gardai escorts for high value attendees, 
free traffic management measures, free Dublin Bus, 
a registration area at the Airport upon arrival, and a 
price fixing on hotels in the city.

Yet taken into consideration of the State’s 
treatment of the lure of foreign capital it is not. For 
example: this is the State that has practically given 
away the lead and zinc at Tara Mines, the State that 
has let Marathon Oil come in a do whatever the 
hell they wanted down in Whiddy Island in Cork 
where low touch regulation contributed towards the 
disaster killing 50 people and spoiling Bantry Bay.

The State who gave away the Corrib Oil field 
for a song and bared it’s teeth up in Erris when it 
thought nobody was watching for the sake of said 
industry.

In short, the Irish State’s mentality since its 
formation has always been “that it is better to get 
some business rather than none”, Conor McCabe 
in Sins of the Father argues that Irish governments 
consistently embraced this philosophy even when 
alternative strategies were available.

In this light, are the #WebSummit’s demands so 
outrageous and cheeky?

Yet the world is changing, maybe a little too fast 
for Kenny and Co. The low tax economy has been 
the modus operandi in Ireland, slash the taxes and 
they will come, let the schmucks who are lucky to 
have a job fund the exchequer.

As the #Websummit has just demonstrated with 
their move to Lisbon, you now actually have to pay 
these digital saviours, even just to come here just 
for a conference for three days. Then drive them 
around for free, and impose market controls on 

their accommodation so they can sleep soundly and 
awake to freely exploit the free market however 
they please.

In this instance Ireland has been shown to be 
lacking and not understanding the new reality. It’s 
a race to the bottom and we’ve just been overtaken. 
The big players like Intel and Facebook are 
welcome but as Andy Storey argues elsewhere that 
it is at the expense of “largely abandoning attempts 
to build up indigenous economic sectors”.

By neglecting the indigenous technology 
industries this leaves the Irish State familiarly over 
dependent on one sector over which it has little 
control in which to fund its tax base, we’ve been 
here before, we all partied.

It goes without saying that the underlying 
discourse of the #WebSummit presumes an almost 
blind-faith in techno-optimism. The assumption is 
that technology drives society, that it is technology 
that serves to liberate us from ourselves.

This is not a new idea, look at the World Fairs 
of the Cold War Era, the technology that would 

supposedly liberate society has come (and gone). 
This blind belief in progress is a chimera, it is the 
carrot in front of the donkey. Those who control 
visions of the future control the present.

True, we live longer lives, we in the Global North 
have easier lives in many respects, yet the working 
class is still oppressed. A single earner on an 
average industrial wage from my parents generation 
could support a large family and pay a mortgage, is 
that possible today? Not a hope.

Today you can fit all of the people who own 
half the world’s wealth on a double decker bus. 
Monopolisation is the end result of capitalism, 
technology is facilitating this through what David 
Harvey would call an increased “time/space 
compression”.

Back breaking work is outsourced to the Global 
South. Where does the Coltan in your smartphone 
come from? Where does it get assembled? Who in 
India picks your baby sweetcorn, who makes your 
clothes? Who cleans those shiny new boardrooms 
in Palo Alto?

CAUGHT 
IN THE 
WEB



The ideology of technological solutionism is a 
luxury of the privileged and relies on the toil of 
others to exist. It’s libertarian origins can be traced 
back to Silicon Valley, whose initial innovation 
was paradoxically facilitated by heavy government 
investment in infrastructure.

The #WebSummit is full of “radical new 
solutions”, well here is a radical new solution for 
you: Drop Third World Debt and regulate the global 
financial system, #disruptcapitalism, anything 
else is just shadow boxing. Innovation within the 
dominant discourse of the current economic system 
simply innovates existing forms of domination.

Attending the #WebSummit is a curious affair. 
There is a buzz, a nervous but hopeful optimism 
from the start-ups that have paid through the nose 
to be here, they stand cramped up at their stalls, 
glancing at attendee’s colour coded nametags to see 
their status as they pass by, hopefully looking to 
strike up a conversation with that prospective angel 
investor.

Nameless Facebook executive gives 10 minutes 
to how Facebook are going to connect the world 

(read: free Facebook and partnered content) 
through satellites and solar powered drones, then 
hammered onto the next point, no time for any 
depth or any sort of analysis.

But look! We are going to use cool looking 
drones to do this, here is an engine casing I brought 
with me, that’s pretty cool, right?

Speakers last anywhere between 10 and 30 
minutes. The #Websummit is proud of the fact 
that there were 1000 speakers at the event, nice 
round number that 1000, the amount of speakers is 
the important thing, not the content. Quantitative 
trumps qualitative, it’s a numbers game and data is 
beautiful.

Of course there were the usual surface gripes 
to the #Websummit, the sensational story that a 
burger and a bottle of water cost €20 is as far the 
imagination of Irish media will stretch.

Sharon Ni Bheolain attacks Daire Hickey for 
the #WebSummit’s reasons for leaving Dublin. 
Technology gets a free pass. Start-up culture is 
cool, it is trendy, it is something that we should be 

part of, it is the future. Perhaps, but can nobody 
offer a goddamned critique around here?

Again this is indicative to the Irish mentality 
of “sure isn’t it great to get some business rather 
than none”. Technological Start-ups ie businesses 
that are just starting up are the most advanced 
form of capitalism there is, its leading edge. Just 
because it’s disciples are Reiki Masters or once 
took Ayahuasca in the Amazon shouldn’t cloud our 
judgement.

The model is pretty simple: find something 
that we already do, create a platform for this 
activity, and take a cut, simples! Companies like 
AirBnB and Ubur lead the way. The WebSummit 
embodies this philosophy. Stands on display at the 
#WebSummit:  iBetchapp an app for having a bet 
between friends. Wanna be part of “the world’s 
first social internet service for those who want 
to become enlightened”? Then Abboom is for 
you. How about Bring4u, whereby you can “say 
goodbye to the post office”, because the post is 
inefficient, what with all those wasteful expenses 
like Postmen’s wages and holiday pay.

It is simply creating new markets where none 
currently exist, there is nothing radical or paradigm 
shifting about this. Technology has now facilitated 
capital to enter every latent aspect of our social 
existence. It has been an arduous and somewhat 
brutal journey for capital in search of surplus 
value: from domestic markets to foreign markets to 
futures markets, now to our very social existence.

We think therefore we are capital. Aspects of our 
social lives are boiled down to datasets in a data 
centre in a temperate low tax location to be traded 
off in some complex financial products.

Where is this all going? Probably not some 
digital utopia where we all work a 20 hour week, 
but rather to a global landscape, one where 
technological advances allows increasingly 
fleeting capital to locate where its needs are best 
accommodated, regardless of the local realities.

It’s a global village, for some. If this is what the 
future looks like, then Lisbon can have it.

IT GOES WITHOUT SAYING 
THAT THE UNDERLYING 
DISCOURSE OF THE 
#WEBSUMMIT PRESUMES 
AN ALMOST BLIND-FAITH 
IN TECHNO-OPTIMISM. 
THE ASSUMPTION IS 
THAT TECHNOLOGY 
DRIVES SOCIETY, THAT IT 
IS TECHNOLOGY THAT 
SERVES TO LIBERATE US 
FROM OURSELVES.



222222

THERE’S SOMETHING 
EXCITING IN BUILDING 
AND SUSTAINING 
A PIECE OF MUSIC 
OVER A LONG PERIOD 
OF TIME, IT WAS 
SOMETHING THAT WE 
WERE ALL DRAWN TO 
AS A GROUP.



So, the Jimmy Cake, you’ve just 
released your new album ‘Master’ 
which has been about 5 years in the 
making. Firstly, I guess, tell us a little 
bit about it and secondly, why did it take 
so long?

We began recording ‘Master’ nearly 6 
years ago. Although the initial material 
had come together relatively quickly, 
the recording process was drawn out 
over the space of 3 years or so, real life 
realities meant the band had to take 
a back seat for some periods of time. 
When all the stuff was finally recorded 
we found ourselves in a situation where 
we had no money left or anyone to mix 
it all. We decided to try using FundIt 
as a means to finish the album and 
made a video with Sean Zissou to show 
some of the music from the album. We 
ended up shooting it in Guerrilla Sound 
Studios in North Strand with John 'Spud' 
Murphy. After hearing his work on the 
video and the ‘Hands Up Who Wants 
To Die’ album we knew we wanted 
him to produce our record so that all 
came together quite fortuitously. After 
the success of the FundIt campaign we 
started working with Spud on mixing 
the album. It was great to work with 
someone like Spud as he really got 
involved to the point where it became as 
important for him as it did for us which 
meant pushing ourselves to deliver 
something better.

There are only 3 songs on the double 
LP…. wha?

After the release of our previous 
album there was some lineup changes 
and a desire within the band to go in 
a heavier direction, when we started 
jamming we organically started playing 
longer pieces. There’s something 
exciting in building and sustaining a 
piece of music over a long period of 

time, it was something that we were 
all drawn to as a group. There wasn’t a 
conscious or deliberate decision to set 
out writing 3 long songs for the album 
initially.

Right so, you decided to raise the 
cash to make this through a FundIt 
campaign. What are the advantages of 
this and would you do it again?

The FundIt campaign was fantastic for 
us, it meant we could finish the album 
and release it on vinyl which probably 
wouldn’t have happened otherwise. As 
we started playing less and had released 
nothing since 2008 the money had 
kinda run out and we were left with a 
hard drive full of tracks but no money 
to finish it. Reaching the target on our 
FundIt campaign was a real relief as it 
meant we could focus on the mix and get 
it sounding right, rather than worrying 
if we had enough money to release the 
album. I think crowdsourcing is a really 
exciting way of funding projects like this 
as it allows a closer engagement with 
your audience during the production 
stage. The expectation that comes with 
people pre-ordering your album in 
advance forces you to try and do better 
work.  At the same time it’d be nice to 
not have to rely on crowdfunding for 
whatever we release next. Hopefully 
whatever momentum we have now after 
the release of Master can carry through 
onto the next project.

As a band you’ve been around a long 
time. How do you keep a band with 
such a big line up going for so long 
whilst a million others have come and 
gone since your formation?

I think the group has lasted as long 
as it has because the democratic nature 
in which it works means that you end 
up making music that surprises you 

constantly, everything gets filtered 
through the minds of the other members 
and it’s hard to predict where things will 
go next musically. That’s what is most 
exciting about it.

You are about to embark on a tour 
with the Waterboys…This seems like 
an unusual combination. How did it 
come about, and what would you say 
is the glue that binds your musical 
union?

Mike Scott had seen us play the album 
material. We sent him a copy of the 
record, and he asked us if we wanted to 
play with them on their Irish tour. It was 
a no brainer as it was a chance to play 
some places in Ireland that we haven’t 
been to in a while, having the tour more 
or less coincide with the release of our 
album was a great opportunity.

So much has changed within 
the music industry since since you 
started out. What do you make of 
these changes in the modern musical 
landscape, is it a case of boon for bands 
and bust for big industry or what?

As an independent musician or band 
there’s a lot more tools at your disposal 
now. The internet is the main one, it 
is far easier for bands to engage with 
listeners anywhere in the world, to sell 
your music directly to them. It is still 
too hard to discern what the modern 
musical landscape really looks like at 
the moment, it’s moving too fast to get 
a proper handle on it. With services like 
Spotify or Apple music, more and more 
people are listening to playlists rather 
than albums. LPs and CDs had a finite 
amount of time available on them which 
in turn guided the musician in deciding 
what arcs should happen over the 
album's duration. With a digital format 
these rules don’t apply, slowly we may 

see the decline of the album as we know 
it. If people are favouring streaming 
services because of their relatively low 
cost and flexibility, this will dictate 
future trends. I think musicians will 
adapt to that. My main concern is that 
the amount of music it opens up to a user 
for a low subscription cost is so vast that 
it will have a negative impact on the way 
people perceive the value of music.

From what I've witnessed, there is 
a great sense of community within the 
Irish music scene which is evident in 
the great number of DIY labels, record 
shops and places to gig. Is this a bit 
of a golden era for punk ethos music 
making? 

It’s definitely a lot easier to operate 
as a DIY entity now than perhaps it has 
ever been. The changes in technology 
have made it easier for bands to be 
involved in a lot more aspects of the 
process: from recording, production 
and artwork, to selling, and distributing 
music and merchandise directly. I think 
what’s harder now for bands or artists 
is to get airplay on radio or TV, which 
is a shame considering the amount 
of fantastic music coming out of the 
country.

Having  taken a fairly stoic approach 
to releasing this record should we start 
to wait for the next installment? What 
are your plans for the future?

We’re hoping to get back into the 
studio within the next month or two to 
record some new stuff that we’ve written 
over the last year. Our aim is to get it 
recorded and mixed in a short space of 
time in an aim to improve our music to 
time ratio. In the immediate future we’ll 
be doing this tour to support ‘Master’ 
and organising a few gigs abroad over 
the next year.

BIT THORN CAUGHT 
UP WITH THE JIMMY 
CAKE ABOUT THEIR 
NEW ALBUM 'MASTER' 
TO FIND WHAT THE 
HELL TOOK SO LONG 
THIS TIME ROUND, 
AND RECEIVED A 
RATHER LARGE SLICE 
OF REFLECTION ON 
THE STATE OF THE 
REALITIES FACING 
MUSICIANS TODAY 
IN THE PROCESS. 
SECOND HELPINGS? 
YES PLEASE...

[INSERT CAKE PUN HERE]



The book is full of extraordinary and arresting 
images, many from the early part of the 20th 
century. How did you manage to track them 
down, given that many are from private 
collections?

I’ve been collecting these images for the past 
twenty years during my travels. I also got support 
from numerous individuals, archives, and publishers 
from around the world. Without them, the project 
would not have been possible. The collective 
character of the work was one of its main joys.

 
The first chapter of the book deals with the 

history of the Workers’ Sport Movement from 
the late-nineteenth to mid-twentieth century. 
Why has such a vibrant mass organisation 
- which even extended to a kind of counter-
Olympics - been so neglected?

My impression is that post-war Social Democracy 
has broken with much of the workers’ movement’s 
past, including the ambitious attempts to create a 
proletarian culture free from bourgeois traits and 
values. As a consequence, mass phenomena such 
as the workers’ sport movement have been hidden 
rather than celebrated even by those claiming to 
preserve the workers’ movement’s legacy. It’s 
shameful, really.

 The Workers’ Sport Movement, with its emphasis 
on self-improvement and non-competition, contrasts 
markedly with the narcissism and tribalism of 
contemporary professional sport. 

Do you think competition, in a sporting context, 
is inherently unhealthy, or simply twisted and 
distorted in that direction by capitalist society?

The latter. To a certain degree, competition is 
natural. In order to understand what you are capable 
of you need to compare your abilities with others; 
you’ll never know whether you’re a fast runner if 
you never run alongside your peers. Ideally, sport 
provides a venue where such comparisons can take 

place in fair and socially acceptable ways. The 
problem starts when winners receive social and 
economic benefits at the expense of those who lose. 
Otherwise, sporting competition is a rather innocent 
ingredient of joyful play.

Is there a hint of desperation about the manner 
in which leftists latch on to progressive sporting 
organisations like FC St. Pauli? Can we “opt 
out” and salve our consciences by supporting left-
leaning teams, or should we simply accept that all 
professional sport is tainted?

It certainly makes it easier to follow sports in 
a highly commercialized context when there are 
individuals and clubs that embrace progressive 
principles. It is true that a St. Pauli shirt can be a 
mere token adorning “alternative” sport fans, while 
the sport industry is running its regular course. But 
that is no argument against seeking out progressive 
tendencies. What else are we going to do? Neither 
pure cynicism nor pure idealism will change 
anything. We have to start with the positive elements 
that exist, no matter how compromised they are.

 There’s a remarkable image in the book of 
French footballers occupying the offices of the 
Fédération Francaise de Football in May 1968. 
Can you tell us a bit more about the Footballers’ 
Action Committee and their overlooked role in 
the events of 1968?

The uprising in France in May 1968 involved all 
sectors of society, including the sporting world. The 
footballers were doing what all workers were doing: 
challenging the bosses and demanding a democratic 
workplace with fair wages. It is unfortunate that 
the hopes of the uprising remained unfulfilled. But 
the occupation of the French Football Association’s 
offices stands as a an inspiring example; imagine 
footballers and their supporters descending on the 
FIFA headquarters in Zurich today.

The role of labour unions in U.S. pro sport is 
mentioned in chapter two. You also hint at the 
strange dichotomy whereby Europe favours 
a free-market, every-club-for-itself model of 
professional sport, while the United States 
is home to strong player unions, centralised 
ownership and redistribution of profits amongst 
clubs. Why this curious reversal of roles?

Partly, it has to do with the history of the sporting 
leagues. European football was always based on a 
league system that linked the very top to the very 
bottom; relegation, and with it the opportunity 
even for smaller clubs to climb up the ranks, has 
always been a key factor. Professional sport in the 
U.S. was more of a commercial enterprise from 
the beginning. Perhaps ironically, this also means 
that it retains a certain level of fairness in today’s 
hypercommercialization. 

Essentially, it’s just a part of the business model: 
an even series with more than just two or three 
potential winners is more exciting to watch. In 
European football, the gap between the rich and 
the not-so-rich clubs has grown so big over the last 
twenty years that many competitions have become 
boring. Who wants to see the same four teams in 
the Champions League semifinal every year? In a 
commercialized sports world, the package that the 
U.S. leagues provide have indeed certain advantages 
over the uncontrolled commercialization of 
traditional league formats.

 
Current left-wing political thought doesn’t seem 

to engage with professional sport on a theoretical 
level, beyond (justified) polemics about wealth 
and greed. Do you think this failure to grasp 
something so fundamental to the contemporary 
working-class tells us something about the 
perspectives of the modern left?

Yes. Much of today’s left-wing theory is confined 
to academic circles and left-wing activism often 
occurs in a sheltered and self-marginalizing milieu. 
This might be beneficial for feelings of self-

righteousness and moral superiority but it keeps 
folks from engaging in the only struggles relevant 
for broad social change, namely struggles that 
involve a wide spectrum of people. Sport is a mass 
phenomenon and political struggles within it affect 
such a spectrum inevitably. The left is making a 
big mistake by underestimating sport’s political 
significance and by dismissing it as an arena entirely 
controlled by the enemy.

 
The Ultra movement is probably one of the 

most vibrant manifestations of cultural self-
organisation amongst the modern European 
working-class. Why do so many Ultra groups 
tend towards bigotry and sexism, and what 
counter-examples exist?

What unites Ultras is a critique of football’s 
commercialization and a demand for stronger 
involvement of supporters. These anti-commercial 
and democratic elements are highly relevant for 
left-wing politics. At the same time, the movement 
is not decidedly left-wing, so you find all sorts of 
sentiments within it, including chauvinistic ones. 
Luckily, there exist many Ultra groups that take 
an explicitly left-wing stance and regularly initiate 
social awareness campaigns. The Rebel Ultras 
network, for example, includes more than thirty such 
groups, hailing from Canada and Mexico to Cyprus 
and Algeria.

Finally, in the conclusion to the book, you 
sketch out a vision of an alternative landscape 
to the profit- and spectacle-driven present. In a 
post-capitalist sporting world, would Cristiano 
Ronaldo be allowed to exist?

Cristiano Ronaldo would be doing just fine. He 
wouldn’t make more money than his barber but he’d 
be free to do as many step overs as he wants.

Gabriel Kuhn's book Playing As If The World 
Mattered is available over at www.pmpress.org 

{SPORT}

24 Welcome To 
The Jungle

Threads is a wonderfully drawn 
cartoon reporting from the Calais 
migrant camps. It’s creator is Kate 
Evans, a UK based comic strip 
producer with a keen editorial eye.  For 

a more humorous fl avor of her work, 
check out her take on David Cameron’s 
baser student passions. Ahem.

GET -----------
     ACTIVE
NO DOUBT THE WORLD OF CORPORATE SPORT IS ROTTEN. 
WITNESS A CORRUPTION BELEAGURED FIFA AND THE PROCESSES 
OF DISPLACEMENT THAT UNWINDS ANYTIME A MAJOR OCCASION 
SETS DOWN ANYWHERE FROM LONDON TO RIO. YET THINGS 
CAN BE DIFFERENT. TURLOUGH KELLY CHATS TO GABRIEL KUHN 
WHO HAS UNCOVERED A BEAUTIFULLY ILLUSTRATED HISTORY OF 
ACTIVISM IN SPORTS GOING WAY BACK.



ANYONE WHOEVER DAYDREAMED 
THROUGH A LEAVING CERT HISTORY 
CLASS WILL HAVE SOME RECALL OF 
FINE GAEL'S ORIGINS IN THE FASCIST 
FANCYING BLUESHIRTS. HERE'S A 
SELECTION BOX OF FIVE RECENT 
MOMENTS THAT SHOW TODAY’S APPLES 
HAVEN’T FALLEN ALL THAT FAR FROM 
THE XENOPHOBIA TREE...

EMER HIGGINS.

P.R. graduate and Rathcoole Councillor Emer Higgins of 
Fine Gael badly misjudged public opinion when she dropped 
a leaflet announcing that she was "delighted to announce 
that the Council are no longer considering purchasing 
houses off [sic] the developer for development as a Traveller 
Accommodation Scheme". A close colleague (she claims) 
of Minister for Justice Frances Fitzgerald, the previous 
month she’d written an article on the merits of diversity and 
inclusiveness in thejournal.ie. Yes Equality, wha?

DARREN SCULLY
 Infamous Naasist Darren Scully caused a terrible furore back 
in 2011 when he announced his refusal to represent Black 
African constituents. Upset at the “bad manners” of some of 
his flock, he deftly chose to go on the record and bad mouth 
the whole continent. He resigned… and was readmitted to the 
party just in-time for the local elections. He was subsequently 
shortlisted to join the party's National Executive one year 
later. Fine Gael: a party where intolerance is more than 
tolerated.

KEVIN KIELY.
In 2009 Fine Gael Mayor of Limerick Kevin Kiely demanded 
the deportation of jobless EU Nationals. Kiely argued that 
“During the good times it was grand but we can’t afford the 
current situation unless the EU is willing to step in and pay 
for non-nationals. I’m not racist but it is very simple, we can’t 
continue to borrow €400 million a week and the Government 
has to pull a halt and say enough is enough”. He has also 
called for the re-introduction of capital punishment, good man 
Kevin.

JOSEPHA MADIGAN.
Last year, Josepha Madigan of Dún Laoghaire Rathdown 
Co Co distributed a leaflet voicing her opposition to the 
development of housing for the Travelling Community on 
council land in Mount Anville Road, Dublin 14 stating “that 
it was a dreadful waste of taxpayers money”. The vacant site 
has been considered for Traveller accommodation since 1985. 
Like Cllr Higgins’ faux pas, the public reaction caused the 
party to disassociate itself from it’s rep’s “personal opinions”. 
Yet in a sure sign that those 1930’s roots run deep, she has 
since been selected by Fine Gael to run for the Dáil alongside 
Alan Shatter in Dublin South - a constituency that includes 
Carrickmines.

PHIL HOGAN

Before boarding the Euro gravy train, Phil Hogan got himself 
in hot water with an intervention he made in his home county 
of Kilkenny. He wrote to locals assuring them that a local 
Traveller family "will not be allocated the house in your area". 
In the finest tradition of parish-pump politics, Big Thick Phil 
told locals he was "glad to be of assistance in this matter". 
Then he charged them three times for shite-infected water.
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There was a 
whole bunch of 
stuff happening 

at the time. 
We had the 
civil rights 

movement, 
Stonewall had 
just happened.

NICKY SIANO IS A DJ WHO REALLY HAS DONE IT ALL - BEFORE EVERYONE ELSE. HE OPENED THE GALLERY WAY BACK IN 1972, 
SETTING THE TEMPLATE FOR NIGHTCLUBS AS THE WORLD KNOWS THEM TODAY.  HE WENT ON TO BECOME THE FIRST RESIDENT 
AT STUDIO54 AND TURN OUT A COUPLE OF SUBLIME RECORDS IN COLLABORATION WITH ARTHUR RUSSELL WHILE GIVING TWO 
KIDS NAMED FRANKIE KNUCKLES AND LARRY LEVAN THEIR FIRST BREAK ALONG THE WAY.  SIMON PRICE TRACKED HIM DOWN FOR 
AN INTERVIEW IN GALWAY EARLIER THIS YEAR.

Listening to your set tonight, you’re still very 
true to how you started music-wise.  Still 
playing your own early sound rather than what 
the music became later on.

Right

It’s still R&B, it’s still funk and soul. 
Yeah, I just go with it. Tonight I played that, 
you know, Babe Ruth [The Mexican] and 
Magnificent Dance [The Clash].  

First Choice, ‘Love Thang’, what a break! Are 
you still finding new blends, new angles on all 
these tracks? 
Oh, I’m still finding lots. I forgot all about 
that record “I see you when I git there” [Lou 
Rawls], I just got that again two weeks ago. I 
just remembered it and you know went online, 
ordered the record, digitised it. I’m still finding 
old songs all the time, like Patti LaBelle ‘Going 
on a holiday’ and that album ‘Pressure Cookin’, 
my god.  Danny [Krivit] and I did a little edit 
of it.

I was just playing their Nightbirds LP before 
coming down here. 
Great album.

So you’re still digging these same mines?
I started with ‘Moonshadow’ by Labelle but I 
don’t think they were ready. 

But it’s great that you have the same 
enthusiasm.
Well there are certain records, like ‘Relight my 
fire’. I think if I hear that record again, or you 
know, ‘Funky Town’. I’ve had it with them but 
if I’ve had it with a record sometimes it comes 
back around for me.

You’re travelling a lot now but do you still have 
somewhere you can go play music in New York? 
I do. I just did a party in March. And I’m doing 
another one on new years eve with First Choice. 

And do you find it an older crowd, kind of 
a tribute night or are there still new people 
coming through? 
Oh young people even more so. I just did PS1 
[at MoMA NYC], two thousand people and I 
guess none of them were over thirty-five except 
for my few friends there. People were going 
crazy. 

Disco is a bit like the Irish catholic church 
today, the followers are fewer but truer. 
In New York it’s really making a renaissance.  
Especially the rare stuff, like we do a night of 
45s.

There is still a big appetite for it being done the 
right way. 
Yeah.

People still want to hear the knowledge and 
experience. 
You know what, people say to me ‘you played 
that song differently’, because I broke these 
records. I was there when they first handed 
them to me so there is a different kind of 
charge when I play them you know. There’s 
a connection that a lot of other DJs just don’t 
have

So what’s next for Nicky Siano in 2015?
It’s good. It’s been a busy year for me. 
My movie is coming out in digital shortly, 
loveisthemessagemovie.com, check it out. Shot 
at The Gallery in 1976 with myself, David 
Mancuso and Frankie Knuckles on 16mm film.

Frankie of course passed away last year. 
I was talking to him two days before, it’s so 
fucked up

One thing I though was so remarkable about 
his death was just the sheer variety of different 
people paying their respects. People from all 
walks of life, politicians and stock brokers were 
remarking on the death of a DJ, you know. 
People all over the world. He started sweeping 
floors for you at The Gallery and I thought the 
outpouring of respect when he died was such a 
testament to what he and so many of you built. 
Everyone knew his name and this culture that 
began in the lofts and back streets has really 
touched everyone. 
There was a whole bunch of stuff happening 
at the time. We had the civil rights movement, 
Stonewall had just happened. Vietnam war. 
There was a lot of civil unrest and the dance 
music was a release but also so many people 
who were different coming together to forget 
about this fucked up world.

Illustration by Thomas McCarthy
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This is some hours in. Session Mystic’s 
thinking of making an appearance, 
is your feeling, but there’s no way of 
knowing when that’ll be. It was a long 
week, all of them are long weeks, and 

between trips to the bar and surreptitious huddles in the 
jacks you’re not even sure you’ll make it to kicking-
out time without losing the plot, much less whatever’s 
after. Things started handy enough with a few in the 
house, a late taxi in because a bus was too much hassle 
and even though you missed the first act and part of 
the second that’s par for the course and nothing worth 
worrying about. You’re here now, the tunes are good and 
everyone’s into it, and later you’re having two fags in 
a row outside even though you don’t even smoke, but 
you were in the middle of a conversation and they were 
offered and fuck it, you know?

Session Mystic makes himself known, briefly, in a 
taxi back to a gaff off Cork Street, some non-sequitur 
response to a girl with a good fringe who fortunately 
doesn’t seem to notice, locked as she is into her own 
tale of woe. He knows though by the looks on certain 
faces that there’ll be an opening soon enough and all 
he has to do is keep a bit of distance and wait for the 
opportune. Session Mystic is some boy. It’s good though 
because you reckon you might get somewhere with this 
girl if you keep it cool. It’s you and her and a few other 
friends of friends you’ve only ever met at festivals, no 
one you actually went into town with. Two workmates 
you’d accidentally talked into buying tickets for the gig 
disappeared at some point earlier, hard to say when, but 
no loss really: dead weight, unsound, not your people.

An hour or two later you’re watching someone flip 
through records and forgetting what you’d meant to 
say to them, and maybe you’ve gone about this wrong 
somehow but it’s not like you had a game plan. The 
feeling is that you could have, you know, taken the 

initiative, an initiative, but now you’re looking around 
and things are escaping. Distance was maybe an error. 
You’re sat on the arm of a couch wondering if you’re 
starting to lose your buzz or if it’s just a trough or what 
while Session Mystic’s in the kitchen holding court. 
You’re slipping into the bathroom and spending too long 
in front of the mirror while Session Mystic’s getting 
words in edgeways with some Cavan lad with his jaw 
on a swivel. You’re caught up in knots looking at it, 
feeling like there’s something you’re missing. What’s in 
at the core of you isn’t brought out in the day, not that 
the day is at fault, not that anything, exactly, is at fault. 
What you tell yourself anyway. What years and years of 
waking into someone else’s dawn will do to you. Session 
Mystic knows.

Session Mystic’s a prick. It’s cold outside despite the 
sun and you don’t feel up to human contact so you 
ignore the taxis and put your head down and walk. 
There’s that flatness that you know’s going to get 
worse by the time you get to your bed but still the walk 
is good, it’s purpose, and you left at a decent time, 
before anyone got their phone out to call this guy they 
know and before you sank into yourself to the point of 
regretting things. You know how to take care of yourself, 
however much you might convince yourself otherwise. 
You look up as you turn onto your road, some part of 
your brain coming awake again despite the cobwebs, 
and you take in the women pushing strollers along 
the path, the auld fella sweeping leaves from his gate, 
the leaves themselves. You take the last turn towards 
home. And there it is. There you are. The ash of a new 
kindling, moth and flame both.

Colm O'Brien

Illustration by Thomas McCarthy

Flash 
Fiction



THE NIGHTS ARE GETTING 
LONGER, THE DAYS ARE 
GETTING WARMER AND 
THE SESSION PIXIES ARE 
AWAKENING FROM THEIR 
HIBERNATORIAL SLUMBER TO 
COME AND FUCK YOU UP 
AT FOUR O'CLOCK IN THE 
MORNING.

Dear Session Pixies,

Does anyone seriously still drink the cheap and 
nasty cans of 'lager' you two seem to be perched 
on in your graphic above, don't you fucks 
realise there’s a whole new world of nasty and 
disgusting craft beers with peculiar sounding 
names available in every off licence? Why don’t 
you guys go and imbibe some of these peculiarly 
boutique beers with completely agonised over 
contrived names like Sailors Wank, Thirsty 
Lumberjack or Carlow Rua?

- Pietro Dish

Dear Pietro,

If a lame ass booze slinging corporation wants 
to come along and underwrite our column by 
supplying us with a case of their finest piss then 
who are we to turn it down? Only a dumbass 
would assume we drink it however. Instead we 
loiter around the Ag science block in UCD and 
sell it on in the case load to culchie farmers 
looking to boost their confidence before heading 
out for a night of gob lobbing in those sleazy 
pulling parlours run by ex-pigs on Harcourt 
St. Later in the night, some of our extended 
pixie clan snort up lines of invisibility powder 
and follow these spud savages home to their 
digs after their garlic mayonnaise orgies in 
Abrakebabra.  Once sure they’re finally passed 
out on the couch, a full bladder extraction is 
performed under cover of darkness. The juice 
of their night’s binge is sucked away and then 
stored in vast vats in pixie land. This lush 
by-product of Ray D’Arcy loving scum will be 
coming to a craft beer tap near you soon under 
the moniker Midweek Nights - expect  a full 
bodied farmer’s flavour, infused with a childhood 
worth of country air with the slightly stale 
smokey after taste of a five year long Marlboro 
lights habit.  We’ll send you a batch.

Dear Session Pixies,

Pixies me arse. Look here you pair of 
gallivanting little gobshites, I know what you 
lot are up to. Haven't I seen with my own eyes. 
There ye are, in fine fettle masquerading as a pair 
of hooligans on the session with your lower shelf 
sports wear.  Haven’t I seen! Haven’t I seen!  
With my own eyes and the eyes don't lie! Recall I 
do that time I came across the pair of ye sucking 
on a balloon of Noz down in the rave in the 
woods at Electric Picnic. It was then I realised 
it. Them wide eyes in your heads are not from 
ramming  too much party powders up your nose 
- it’s your natural state. Space aliens that you are! 
Bastard ancient aliens!  

- Seamus ‘Eyeball’ Templetontonton

Ah, Jim Corr, 

Tis yourself. Sure wouldn’t we spot your frenetic 
paranoid dribblings a mile away. The cheek 
of ye accusing us of deception with your shly 
attempt to conceal thyself behind a pathetic pen 
name. You’re not wrong about our encounter at 
aforementioned boreal bashment, however James 
m’dear, we seem to remember a slightly different 
version of events. Here’s three key phrases to 
help point you down the merry way of memory: 
shamanic clover priest, ketamine, uncontrollable 
bowel movement. Hope the rash clears up by the 
way.

Dear Session Pixies,

I've been having a problem with my neighbour, 
they keep saying hello to me and I really don't 
know what to say, it's … awkward to say the 
least. If I say hello back, isn't that like inviting a 
complete stranger into your home to destroy your 
privacy and suck the blood out of your neck?

Yours,

- Molly Polygon

Sometimes hello is the hardest word. Before we 
recommend opening your door to these known 
unknowns can you describe these neighbours? 
Palid complexion? Shifty eyes? No reflections? 
They live amongst us Molly. Young Fine Gaelers. 
Be very, very careful. Keep one hand on your 
wallet, one hand on your crotch, keep smiling but 
keep moving. Don’t let them over the threshold, 
they’ll have you paying for air before you can 
say Phil Hogan.

ARIES Mar 21-Apr 19

As Isis lays siege to the moon 
this month, it knocks Mars 
off course, which rebounds off 
Jupiter, sending Halley’s Comet hurtling through 
the asteroid field, which in turn sends confusing 
signals to your family about your sexuality. If you 
want my future, forget my past as the saying goes... 
It seems like you need some love like you’ve never 
needed love before, so set your spirit free, Aries. It's 
the only way to be.

Cancer Jun 21-Jul 22

Cancer, my dear, what's 
the craic? Haven't seen 
you in a while! I'm loving the white trousers and 
the brand spanking new pink Jaguar you're driving 
round town these days. Fondue for breakfast lunch 
and dinner hasn’t made you any thinner but you’re 
looking great! Here, I know I already asked you, but 
any chance of a line?

Leo Jul 23-Aug 22

A new career as a performance 
poet beckons when your tantrum 
in Tesco's fruit and veg isle is 
spotted by an RTE producer 
fresh out of ideas. You win a biro 
in a Scary Mary competition. Beware of 
people banging saucepan lids and screaming at 
you during late-night, grotty, backstreet burlesque 
events. Die.

VIRGO Aug 23-Sep 22

Virg man, how are yew? 
Grayshe, noice one! Gawd! 
Did yew see what they 
did to thouse whacky goys 
in the Cereal Cafey in London? 
Shocking! Yeah, oi've to gay ayver theyr fer an 
intervyew in a few weeks loike, with a nyew stardup 
lyoike. Hewpefully get some gnosh inta may, yeah. 
Oy thenk the Sloughford Gobs or playing when oi'm 
ayver thur. Sew good. Say orejenal and edjay!

LIBRA Sep 23-Oct 22

Some people might 
describe you as an 
onion, Libra, with 
a multi-faceted 
and varied personality, displaying both depth of 
character and a deep emotional intelligence. Little 
do they know that this is merely an excuse for your 
incessant ballbaggery at any and every occasion. 
Despite what you think, you do have quite nice 
hands though, which is at least something of a 
consolation. Your embroidery is also improving. 
Keep it up!

Gemini May 21-Jun 20

The beers are on you Gemini. 
Literally. As professional 
horoscope writers and 
astrologers to the Czars, we 
thought we'd seen - or foreseen - 
it all, but what's about to happen 

to you is sure to astound even the most hardened 
and heartless astromancer. I'm just not sure what 
it is yet… I see a cat… No, it's your grandmother. 
Does the name Lionel mean 
anything to you?

SCORPIO Oct 23-Nov 21 

What kind of person would 
deny their god-given 
celestial starsign? Don't 
scorpions do anything useful for the world? Even a 
cursory glance at world history will set you straight, 
you ignoramus. Wasn’t it a team of tiny scorpions 
who wrote the pop-rock spandex hair metal classic 
‘The Final Countdown’? Knowing nobody would 
believe it was their own work they hired a gang of 
unemployed German dockworkers who agreed to 
mime along to the instantly recognizable tour de 
force, and thus rock history was written.

CAPRICORN Dec 22-Jan 19

What a strangley named starsign 
you are, I've never truly been able 
to put my finger on what it is that 
makes you tick. There's something 
about you that's really irritating. Maybe it's your 
neediness and the fact that you never put a sock in 
it. Put a sock in it, Capricorn. You can buy socks 
quite cheaply in pairs. Bad omens this month are 
non-existent free mobile phone roaming data and 
expensive things.

AQUARIUS Jan 20-Feb 18

Good show, Aquarius! Those dance 
moves... I didn’t even know an ass could 
do that! And those jokes - sublime! Effortless, cool, 
suave and unshaven, you managed to dazzle them 
all once again. Top marks! I’ll leave it there before I 
make a COMPLETE fool of myself. God... Will you 
have me, Aquarius? I’m yours... 

PISCES Feb 19-Mar 20

Pisces of Eight, Pisces of Eight! A 
chance encounter with a coincidence 
leaves you thinking karma might be 
cheating death sooner rather than earlier, but when 
the stars align with northern Neptune later in the 
trimester, all hell breaks loose between you and 
Scorpio, who has decided all of a sudden to pretend 
to be a Capricorn to impress that fucking posh 
Virgo in work. Consider wearing a bicycle helmet 
this week. The blood moon will try to tell you 
something, but without listening, you cannot hear.

Taurus Apr 20-May 20

Carnal thoughts seem to be 
plaguing your mind these 
days Taurus, but remember 
the old adage, “if you get horny, 
babies get bornie!” A barrel roll over 
Viagra falls may be on the cards. Appreciate the 
simple things in life this winter, like the taste of an 
apple, mint ice cream, seashells and your own ideas. 
Strangely, good poetry brings bad luck. Go figure!

H o r r o r s c o p e s

SAGITTARIUS  Nov 22 - Dec 21

Ewemoygawdjilikeonlydrink1glassofwateraday! - hatslikesewbadjyaiknow!iwasli
kewash?eweneedj2drinkthatmuchwater? – yaimeanewemoygodj. Bushatleasti’mn
ot1ofthoseobeseguysonchannel44.i’mmeani’mlookingatthemwaddlingaroundjandi
’mlikeWINNING!

Tragic Terry and The Magic Cowboy have been fighting, but after a week of counselling 
and mediation sessions with Jonjo Flyntermeister, we managed to get them back into 
their oracular sanctuary for some anal horoscopy and divination.



{LANDLORDISM}

As the due date loomed closer for my 
documentary,  I decided to look at 
the housing crisis through a different 
lens. I placed my son in front of 

every house we have ever lived in. He is ten, there 
were twelve houses. Sometimes we moved of our 
own volition to move up to the city, to be closer to 
his primary school and two of those house moves 
were with his father. 

Mostly though we have moved due to rental 
increases and substandard accommodation and it 
hasn’t escaped my attention that we are getting 
pushed further and further from the city centre 
with each move.

Ironically at the editing stage I received an 
eviction notice from my landlord. Asking us to 
leave our home of almost four years due to his 
sister going through a fictitious divorce and the 
house needing to be restored for her imminent 
arrival. This has since proved to be false and I am 
now taking action against him through the PRTB.

I spent weeks barely sleeping as I scoured Daft 
frequently seeing “No Rent Allowance Accepted” 
or its more legal and friendly term “Professionals 
Only”. I went to house viewings where people 
mistook it for an auction and began to outbid each 
other in order to gain the lease. The rental cap 
loomed heavily in my mind.

80,000 people are homed through rent allowance 
paid to private landlords. Over half of these 
households pay an additional “top-up” to meet 
soaring rents. The caps of rent allowance have 
remained fixed despite a 9% increase in Dublin 
rent this year alone. In its inception rent allowance 
was deemed as a short term solution, the majority 
of its recipients are now long term claimants.

I eventually found a landlord willing to accept 
rent allowance after I had asked my son's father to 

be his primary caregiver while I was homeless and 
had made arrangements to place our belongings in 
storage. 

The rent was within market value but outside 
the archaic rent allowance limit. I had numerous 
fruitless conversations with the Rental Unit, who 
advised haggling with the landlord and that Daft 
was merely a space where landlords imagined their 
dream amount of rent and was in no way reflective 
of reality. They insisted on the Rental caps limit 
being honoured.

Infuriated I engaged with numerous services. 
One Family, Threshold, Citizens Information, 
housing activist friends and others that work 
within homeless services. From there I gathered 
much more useful information. I was advised to 
take out a loan to cover four months rent as it 
would take that long for my claim to process. 

I had to put together a dossier explaining my 
need to stay within the area we have lived in for 
the past seven years. This included employers 
references, letters from my child's school, my 
university, our doctor, my counsellor, my son's 
father, after school care and activities. I included 
numerous rental ads to show Market value. 

Overall my application consisted of 92 pages in 
total. I had taken the house and moved in with no 
guarantee of being granted rent allowance and at 
risk of losing our deposit. 

I wrote a cover letter that pleaded and 
begged our case and asked for a discretionary 
overpayment under

“412 2007, Article 38 (1)” which allowed 
payment in exceptional circumstances where “it 
appears to the Executive that the circumstances of 
the case so warrant”.

Three months later I was awarded rent 
allowance. It was a harrowing experience. All 

the more knowing that I face this bureaucratic 
nightmare again in a year’s time, as neither the 
rental market nor the Dept of Social Protection 
will undergo regulation. 

Dr. Rory Hearne a senior policy analyst with 
TASC estimates there are 500,000 households in 
the midst of a housing crisis through a combination 
of homelessness, emergency accommodation, 
increasing rents, substandard accommodation or 
mortgage arrears.

Numerous organisations have called upon the 
government to declare a national emergency in 
regards to housing. This year’s budget would have 
a wholly different outcome if an emergency were 
to be declared. 

It would have less emphasis on tax cuts and 
nominal child benefit increases and enact an 
effective housing strategy that goes further than 
the minimal Housing 2020 plan currently tabled.

People Before Profit have stated 33% of 
members of the Dail are also landlords. Rent 
controls have been asked for time and time again 
by the nation’s leading housing organisations and 
activists, but not even considered, despite their 
effectiveness throughout Europe in providing 
security for tenants and alleviating housing 
problems.

Urban primary schools are reporting a sharp 
increase in homeless students. One school stating 
that 12% of their students are from a currently 
homeless family. 

More than likely my son will move into his 
fourteenth house when our current lease is up or 
face possible homelessness again. Our case was far 
from exceptional.

Photo by Paul Reynolds.

Can't Get No Relief
IN FEBRUARY OF THIS YEAR MAGGIE CORRIGAN WAS CONSUMED WITH MAKING A 
DOCUMENTARY ABOUT HOMELESSNESS IN DUBLIN, SPECIFICALLY LOOKING AT HOW IT 
AFFECTED LONE PARENT FAMILIES. IT WAS IMPOSSIBLE TO FIND PEOPLE WILLING TO TALK 
ABOUT THEIR HOMELESSNESS ON CAMERA WHEN ALL OF A SUDDEN SHE FOUND HERSELF 
AT THE CENTRE OF HER OWN HOUSING NIGHTMARE.

P�ter
Darren Masterson 

reaches back in folk 
memory and remembers 

the coffin ships...


