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      Dedication


      This book is dedicated, with much love,

      to my sister-in-law Patricia, a true Dub.


      *

    

  


  
    
      Introduction


      It is quite amazing that in a small island like Ireland we have so many different and distinctive kinds of wit and humour. The humour of Belfast is in a league of its own and in Galway and the West they regard themselves as the real custodians of Irish wit. The humour of Cork and Kerry is legendary while Waterford, Limerick and Wexford too have their own brand of hilarity. Even Sligo and Donegal can raise a chuckle if pressed.


      But the wit and humour of our capital city, Dublin, reigns supreme, at least according to many Dubliners. Dublin wit has a cutting edge — the typical Dubliner not only believes he is superior, he knows he is superior. He has a healthy contempt for culchies, sheep stealers, yella bellies, cute Cork hoors, Orangemen, Kerrymen and other exotic rural varieties. Dublin humour can be cruel and unkind, sarcastic and hurtful, but it is clever, inventive and undoubtedly unique. The Dublin wit is not a happy bunny and lines are delivered without a smile, but the wit and humour of Dublin give a flavour to Irish humour that is famous worldwide. What other city in the world can boast a list of wits to compare with Wilde, Shaw, Swift, Behan, Sheridan (R.B. and J.D.), Joyce, Beckett, Allen, O’Casey, Leonard, Gogarty, O’Dea, Potter, Mahaffy and Butler?


      This book is a tribute to the wit of Dublin and, dare I say it, the finest such collection of Dublin wit ever assembled. If you enjoy it, tell others. If not, in the words of Mo Po, save your breath for cooling your porridge!


      Des MacHale, 2011

    

  


  
    
      The Floozie in the Jacuzzi


      In the boom times, the Irish firm of Smurfit donated the equivalent of a cool quarter of a million euro for an artistic statue of Anna Livia, a personification of the River Liffey, to be located in Dublin. It was a real work of art, but then anonymous Dublin wits got to work on her. First, she was covered in washing-up liquid and given a bubble bath. Then she was dubbed:


      The Floozie in the Jacuzzi


      Next she was called:


      The Hoor in the Sewer


      And then:


      The Mot on the Pot


      *


      This started a trend. The statue of poor old Molly Malone quickly became known as:


      The Tart with the Cart


      And then:


      The Dish with the Fish


      And finally:


      Bidet Mulligan


      *


      The statue of James Joyce with his cane was called:


      The Prick with the Stick


      *


      Oscar Wilde was dubbed:


      The Quare in the Square


      Or:


      The Fag on the Crag


      *


      The sculpture of two auld wans sitting on a bench with their shopping near the Halfpenny Bridge became:


      The Hags with the Bags.


      *


      The ill-fated algae-covered clock counting down the minutes to the millennium in the Liffey at O’Connell Bridge was known as:


      The Time in the Slime


      The Scud in the Mud


      Or


      The Clock in the Dock


      *


      The Spire in O’Connell Street that replaced the Floozie took a terrible hammering with names such as:


      Nelson’s Revenge


      The North Pole


      The Nail in the Pale


      The Stiletto in the Ghetto


      The Rod to God


      The Jab in the Slab


      The Pin in the Bin


      The Erection at the Intersection


      The Taper near the Scraper


      The Lampland in Clampland


      The Spike in the Dyke


      And even:


      The Stiffy by the Liffey


      *


      The statue of Patrick Kavanagh by the Grand Canal became The Crank on the Bank.


      *


      Dublin rhyming slang is part of the language of the capital:


      A concert in the Phoenix Park is called The Lark in the Park.


      *


      The holy and sacred Bon Secours hospital is known as The Bunch of Hoors, or sometimes The Bone Sick Cure.


      *


      And even when it does not rhyme, the witty corruption of Dublin place names is a capital art form:


      Glasnevin Cemetery has been called The Dead Centre of Dublin or even Croak Park.


      *


      Dublin’s most famous Catholic church, because of its proximity to another region, has been called The Pros’ Cathedral.

    

  


  
    
      Two Auld Wans on a Bus


      Two of the great stock characters of Dublin wit and humour are a pair of ‘auld wans’ – usually women but sometimes men – upstairs on a double-decker bus. A little learning, it has been said, is a dangerous thing, but in those hands, it can be absolute dynamite. Here are a few of their conversations that have been heard by the other passengers over the years, and honestly, even if you tried, you could not make them up.


      Two auld wans were passing a crematorium in a bus. Says one to the other, ‘That’s where they set the match to my mother. She wanted to be buried in a cemetery, and she doesn’t know to this day that they cremated her.’


      *


      ‘How’s your son gettin’ on in the army?’ one auld wan on a bus asks another.


      ‘He’s getting on only terrific,’ the other auld wan replies. ‘He’s in the army just six months and already they’ve made him a court marshal.’


      *


      ‘Me kids have given me two tickets for Pavarotti as a birthday present,’ says one auld wan to another.


      ‘That’s great,’ says the other, ‘is it for one week or two?’


      *


      ‘I have one of the best sons a mother ever reared,’ said the first auld wan.


      ‘I agree wit yez,’ says the second, ‘sure he’s always helpin’ the police with their enquiries.’


      *


      ‘I had a meal in McDonalds for the first time last week,’ said one auld wan to another on a bus.


      ‘What did you think of it?’ her companion asked.


      ‘Well, I’ll tell you one thing, he’s come a long way since he had that farm.’


      *


      First auld wan: ‘Me son Frank is paintin’ the house for me this weekend.’


      Second auld wan: ‘But I thought he was in Mountjoy serving ten years for aggravated assault and battery.’


      First auld wan: ‘He’s after gettin’ time off for good behaviour.’


      Second auld wan: ‘It must be a great consolation for you to have such a good lad.’


      *


      The two auld wans were on a bus passing by the quays at low tide.


      First auld wan: ‘The river is very low at the moment isn’t it?’


      Second auld wan: ‘I believe the breweries drain it every evening to make the porter.’


      *


      This time it’s two auld fellas upstairs on a bus.


      First auld fella: ‘I was readin’ in the paper the other day about all dem icebergs meltin’ and floodin’ de planet.’


      Second auld fella: ‘It’s the greenfly effect.’


      *


      It’s the two auld wans on the bus again.


      First auld wan: ‘I see where Biddy Mulligan has just cremated her fifth husband.’


      Second auld wan: ‘It’s not fair — some of us can’t get a man at all and other women have husbands to burn.’


      *


      The two auld wans were discussing body care and mainte-nance on the bus. ‘I’m thinkin’ of shavin’ me legs,’ says the first.


      ‘They say it’s a great way of losin’ weight,’ says the second.


      *


      ‘What do you think of the drugs problem in Dublin?’ the first auld wan asks her friend.


      ‘It’s terrible,’ says the second, ‘but if it wasn’t for the Valium, I’d be on the drugs meself.’


      *


      ‘Me sister is havin’ a lung transplant,’ says the first auld wan.


      ‘Oh I don’t know if I’d like that,’ says the second, ‘Swallowin’ someone else’s phlegm.’


      *


      It’s the two auld fellas on the bus again.


      First auld fella: ‘Me daughter has taken up the opera and she’s playin’ the caterpillar in Madame Butterfly.’


      Second auld fella: ‘Maybe someday she’ll be playin’ the biscuit in the Marriage of Fig Roll.’


      *


      First auld wan: ‘I don’t know what to feed my cat.’


      Second auld wan: ‘Why don’t you try him on Kit-E-Kat?’


      First auld wan: ‘He doesn’t like chocolate.’


      *


      ‘I’m goin’ to night classes and learnin’ Chinese,’ says one auld wan to another on a bus.


      ‘Why is that luv?’ replies the other.


      ‘Well me daughter and son-in-law have just adopted a Chinese baby and I want to be able to understand him when he begins to talk.’


      *


      ‘I see Florrie went on holiday to Spain and died within twenty-four hours of arriving,’ said one auld wan to the other.


      ‘Dear oh dear,’ said the other, ‘there’s nothing worse than dying on your holidays, and on top of that you feel so stiff the next day.’


      *


      ‘I love the DART and the LUAS,’ said one auld wan to the other.


      ‘I think they’re terrific too,’ said the other auld wan, ‘but they’ll be even better when they circumcise the whole city.’


      *


      ‘Wasn’t it terrible about Jimmy Byrne?’ said one auld wan to another.


      ‘Why, what happened to him?’ said the second auld wan.


      ‘Well, he was working on a building site when a big steam hammer dropped a hundred feet onto his chest and killed him stone dead.’


      ‘I’m not surprised,’ said the second auld wan, ‘all the Byrnes had fierce weak chests.’


      *


      ‘I don’t know what to get my son for his birthday,’ said the first auld wan.


      ‘Why not get him a book?’ suggested the second auld wan helpfully.


      ‘Don’t be crazy,’ said the first auld wan. ‘He has a book already.’


      *


      ‘How’s yer husband getting on in hospital?’ one auld wan asks another.


      ‘Not so good,’ said the second, ‘they’ve given him a post mortem operation.’


      ‘What a pity they didn’t give it to him sooner and they might have saved his life.’


      *


      The two auld wans on the bus were discussing the weather.


      ‘Terrible changeable, isn’t it,’ said one, ‘boiling one moment and freezing the next.’


      ‘True for ye,’ said the other, ‘you wouldn’t know what to pawn.’


      *


      Two auld wans went to a symphony concert at the National Concert Hall. The bus was a bit late so when they arrived it was after the interval.


      ‘Now,’ the conductor announced, ‘we will have Beet-hoven’s Fifth Symphony.’


      ‘That’s great,’ smiled one auld wan to the other, ‘we’ve missed four of them.’


      *


      ‘Me husband died,’ said one auld wan to another in a bus, ‘in an accident at Guinness’ Brewery. He fell into a vat of porter and drowned.’


      ‘Was it a sudden and painful death?’ asked the other auld wan.


      ‘No,’ she replied, ‘He got out three times to go to the gents.’


      *


      Believe it or not, thanks to new technology, one of the auld wans became pregnant and had a lovely baby.


      Naturally, the other auld wan got on the bus to visit her and congratulate her. When she arrived, she handed over her present and said, ‘Give us a look at the babbie, I’m dyin’ to see it.’


      ’In a minute,’ said the other auld wan, ‘we’ll have a cup of tea first.’


      So they had a cup of tea and the second auld wan said, ‘Can I see him now?’


      ‘Hold on,’ said the first auld wan, ‘have a look at all his presents first.’


      So they looked at all the presents, and the second auld wan said impatiently, ‘When am I going to see him?’


      ‘When he cries,’ said the first auld wan, ‘because I’ve forgotten where I’ve put him.’
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