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We should be able
to stroll onto the
train or bus, and not
panic about
overpriced tickets
or buses with
high steps

We are re-tweeting ...

We are liking ...

We are following ...

Outside the box

Suzanne Harrington

The
way I
see it

Joanne
O’Riordan

‘

’

Opening Lines

Colm O’Regan
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LIAM: BEST OF BOTH

ROISIN: TRICKY CLICKS
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PORTRAITS OF THE ARTIST:
Robert Ballagh on his new exhibition

Seven at the Crawford Art Gallery
TOMORROW IN ARTS >>

BALLROOM OF ROMANCE: Leitrim man
Jimmy Gralton’s incredible story is being

retold by director Ken Loach.
TOMORROW IN LIFE/STYLE >>

’Appy
to meet
you

Dating apps are like supermarkets for love-seekers. Like the picture? Enjoy the profile? Want
someone nearby? Just click and go. Roisin Burke and Liam Cahill set out to find love in an instant

Grindr, the play, hits the stage at
the Dublin Fringe Festival.

When it comes to
finding chemistry
and charisma, I
think face-to-face is
the only way
to know

P LAYING the field is part
of being young and single
and apps are an extra
dimension to dating.
Convenience and

efficiency are hot commodities, so
an online catalogue of potential
mates is the ultimate tool for
workaholics and lazy students.
There are thousands of dating

apps, including ones dedicated to
gay networking, single parents and
even the Indian community.
Four million men in 192

countries are on Grindr, with
10,000 new users downloading the
app every day. I test-drove one of its
rivals, Tinder, which can be
downloaded free for all iPhones.
This app allows you to choose males
or females, or both.
The application links you to

nearby users via an anonymous
approval system and with a GPS
locator.
Individuals in close proximity are

flashed up on screen, with the
option to approve or reject.
You express anonymous interest,

and the other person is given the
option to approve or reject your
profile.
If it is a match — two Tinder

players approving of each other — a
link is made between the profiles,
and messages can be sent back and
forth.
It is not possible to communicate

with anyone unless a mutual
attraction has been anonymously
signalled by both parties. You must
allow your location to be used and
your profile is created by extracting
information from your Facebook
account.
Beware: the app displays photos

from your Facebook account, and
suitors are shown your first name
and age.
There are clever quirks to the

simple app; mutual Facebook
friends and shared Facebook
interests in the form of page ‘likes’,
movies, books, TV programmes,
etc, are displayed.
This information is vital. If you

are on the app for random
hook-ups, it is wise to avoid anyone
who has associations with your
network of friends; and you know
what you have in common.
There are also age and mileage

filters, which narrow down the
search to a reasonable distance and
age.

Tinder is popular with 17-26
year-olds, on this side of the
Atlantic. In the US, the age
profile is older. A word of
caution: because Ireland is small, I
met a number of individuals I
know through work, which is
amusing, but also awkward.
The ability to have numerous

conversations with strangers means
it can be confusing and tricky to

manoeuvre.
From the many conversations

sparked on my Tinder app, not
one led to a spark of interest, on
either side.
After the initial novelty of

smartphone shopping for a hunk
faded away, I found online
hook-ups not that much fun.
It’s like letting a child loose in a

sweet shop; you go all out for the
first half-hour, and then you
overdose on the sugar hit and feel
a bit sick.
Compared to the traditional

methods of hooking up, I think
technology has not improved the
tried-and-tested method of
alcohol and eye contact.
Apps rob you of the thrill of the

chase, and the ease of the method
of hooking up speaks volumes
about those who are too lazy to
try reality dating.

I am a fan of modern
technology, smartphones and the
convenience they bring. Like
most people my age, I tweet as I
talk, Facebook as I listen, and take
a photo as I eat.
I bank on the bus, shop on the

train and get the news on-the-go;
but when it comes to finding
chemistry and charisma, I think
face-to-face is the only way to
know.

My drive
to get us
back on
public
transport

PUBLIC transport is increas-
ingly important. Hopping
on a bus, or a LUAS, or a

train, it’s so simple.
Yet people rely more on cars. It’s

understandable; you can go at your
own pace.
My parents are the same. Promis-

es of ‘we will take the train now, it
is easier’, fall flat.
Even though stats and figures

show the prices of petrol and diesel
have gone up, and fewer people are
buying cars now than a few years
ago, travelling on the M50, I still
see loads of cars.
Compare that to entering a train

carriage, where you’d be surprised
if there were more than 15 people.
I always wonder why that is?
Approximately, it would cost you

€35 to go up to Dublin by car.
Don’t forget to add on the €1.80
for the toll.
Compare that to a train ticket,

which would cost you €60-€70.
Scandalous.
Yet, then we get Minister for

Transport, Leo Varadkar, proclaim-
ing that the car industry is screwed.
My friend, you are overcharging

people for their train tickets, never
mind having a nervous breakdown

over the car industry, which I do
understand is in a crisis.
Personally, I would love to take

public transport, but even though
the hassle is minor, I would prefer
for it to be hassle-free.
Going to the train station, telling

them in advance I’m coming, and
not to forget the ramp to facilitate
my wheelchair, is a bit of a pain.
I’m not a member of a world-fa-
mous girl band, but I don’t need to
be telling security I’m arriving.
Same with the bus. I’d be de-

lighted to take a bus to Cork City
for a shopping trip, but getting in
the door of the bus is a hassle.
We are living in the dark ages in

Cork and Munster, but then we go
up to Dublin and see the pretty
Luas, the DART, and the nice bus-
es.
Why must we be forgotten down

here?
I know Cork City isn’t massive,

but wouldn’t it be great to see peo-
ple living in Bishopstown get to
Douglas, like people from Crumlin
get to places like Stephen’s Green,
just by hopping on a LUAS?
We shouldn’t have to go every-

where by car.
We should be able to stroll onto

the train or bus, or whatever, and
not panic about overpriced train
tickets or buses with monstrous
high steps.
We shouldn’t have to be relying

on our cars 24/7.
We should be abandoning them,

what with pollution and every-
thing. It’s time to start taking pub-
lic transport, and driving forward
into the future.

Grindr’s GPS
facilitates sex —
it’s less trouble to
meet someone down
the road than in
Kildare

L ooking for a warm and
loving guy, or just a hot
body? Grindr, a
GPS-based app that
allows gay men to

connect, chat and flirt — four
million men — has cult status
amongst the tech-savvy generation
seeking conversations and casual

hook-ups. A play, showing at the
Dublin Fringe Festival this week,
has been written about it.
The GPS element of Grindr

makes this app unique. The app
locates you and identifies how far
someone is from you. The
location identifier facilitates sex —
it’s less troublesome to meet
someone down the road than to
travel on two buses to the
outskirts of Kildare. It’s also useful
if, like me, you’re a hopeless
romantic and hope to meet ‘The

One’. On Grindr men want all
forms: from a basic conversation
to a full hook-up.
Grindr’s connectivity has

allowed it to become a key player
in the dating game. Before
Grindr, I had to stand in a dark
corner of a nightclub and pout; or
meet a friend of a friend who
wasn’t as good-looking as his
pictures.
Now, I log on and I’m talking

to local guys in minutes. It gives
dating a new buzz and people a
chance to make informed
decisions about the guys they
want.
Photographs are part of Grindr’s

selection process. Some people
refuse to upload a photograph,
which is unhelpful. Other
photographs are false: one lad was
passing himself off as a Hollister
model.
Some guys are quirky, some are

nuts, and some are there for love.
Conversations can move into
nastyville, about nothing but sex
and weird habits.
This has led critics and the

media to debate the app’s
depiction of LGBT people. If
you’re on Grindr, are you craving
love and conversations or are you
a sex-crazed horn-dog?
For me, Grindr is a bit of both.

If you want sex, you can get sex.
If you want a nice date, you can
get that, too.

■ Grindr — A Love Story at the
Dublin Fringe Festival, Sep 11th-14
6.30pm; preview Sep 10, 6:30pm,
(matinee Sep 14, 2:30pm) at
Players Theatre, Trinity College,
Dublin 2.

A lesson in easy meals
Beans-on-toast was long the staple meal of impoverished students, but now they
are fussier and want nutritious, cheap, easy-to-cook ingredients, says Roz Crowley

Roz with second-year
Psychology and English
student Anthony
O’Riordan in the kitchen.
Today’s students are
more adventurous with
food. Pictures: Denis Scannell

I T’S college time and whilebeans on toast or coleslaw sand-
wiches were the staples for

many students in the 1980s, these
days students are fussier about their
diet. Economical, easy, flexible,
healthy, but interesting recipes are
what our clever students need to get
them through a busy college term.

■ For more ideas, see
www.rozcrowley.com.

ARANCINI (RICE BALLS)

In Italy, arancini are small, or-
ange-shaped balls, a terrific Italian
way of using up leftover cooked
rice, including risotto. They make
the best use of rice leftovers and
are great for parties, for substantial
nibbles, or with a salad as a main
course. Students love them. Even
made from scratch, with new rice,
they cost very little. Arancini is pro-
nounced ‘aran-cheeny’.

To serve 4
300g cooked rice
2 heaped teasp butter
1 dessp Parmesan or other, hard

cheese
Handful filling (see below)
2 eggs, beaten lightly
2 des sp flour
Salt and pepper
Vegetable oil for frying
2 handfuls bread-

crumbs.
Make the filling first, by

mixing together
chopped, leftover
meat, vegetables
or cheese. A tea-
spoon of leftover
Bolognese sauce
in each ball is
great. Try a simple
cube of cheese for
each one (cheddar
is fine, but moz-

zarella has a great, creamy tex-
ture). I recently used cubes of feta,
with chopped chorizo. Black pud-
ding and parmesan is great.
I often use brown basmati, but

allow it to absorb more water than
for fried rice, to help it stick togeth-
er. Add flecks of the butter to the
rice, ideally while still warm, so it
melts a little. Then, add the parme-
san. Any cheese, finely grated, can
be used, too. Mix well.
To prevent sticking, wet your

hands and take a small handful of
rice and mould it into a small ball.
Press a 1p-size piece of filling into
the centre and bring the rice
around, to close it up completely
and make it smooth again. Dip
each one first in seasoned flour,
then the beaten egg, then the
breadcrumbs. Just before frying,
dip them into more breadcrumbs,
as the egg often comes through
the first layer. The aim is a good
seal on the arancini. Ideally, these
should be deep-fried, but, as long
as the oil is hot and you don’t
move them around until the under-
side is crisp, you can fry them in
half their depth and turn them over
to finish browning. Heat the oil —
hot enough to fry a square of
bread quickly. Fry one or two at a
time, for fastest frying. Drain, and
serve hot or warm.

THRIFTY, NIFTY, FRIED RICE

As well as arancini, you can turn
the leftovers of this dish into a de-
cent soup by adding water and a
stock cube, grated cheese, and a
can of corn or baked beans.
Brown basmati is my favourite
to use. Any or all of the vegeta-
bles work well — don’t worry if
you don’t have some of them.
Even shredded cabbage is
good, added at the last
minute. The same amount of

vegetables will stretch to feed at
least six, if necessary. Just double
the amount of rice and follow the
rest of the recipe.
Serves 2-3
250g rice
Water
4 streaky rashers, chopped
2 large onions, chopped
2 des sp olive oil
3 cloves garlic, chopped
1 cm fresh ginger, chopped fine-

ly (optional)
1 chilli, chopped (optional)

2 carrots
1 stick celery, chopped (optional)
1 handful frozen peas
Soya sauce
Sweet chilli sauce (optional).
Get the rice going first, by bring-

ing it to the boil with 2cm of water
over the level of the rice. Cover
with a lid and turn down the heat,
so it steams gently. Brown rice
takes 15-20 mins.
Meanwhile, fry the rashers in the

oil in a wide frying pan, until
brown. Add the chilli and onions,

turn the heat down and cook for
two minutes. Add the garlic and
ginger, if using. Grate or chop the
carrots and add to the pan with the
celery. Stir until the onions are
limp. Add the peas from frozen and
stir until defrosted. By now, the rice
should be cooked, so test to check
it is not still too chewy and drain of
any spare liquid. Tip into the pan
and toss around, coating it with the
vegetables. At this stage, you can
add a beaten egg, or any leftovers.
Stir gently. Add the soya sauce,
and, if you fancy it hotter, some
sweet chilli sauce. Stir until hot
through. Always make sure left-
overs are heated fully to kill bacte-
ria. Serve hot, with a green salad
on the side.

BASIC TOMATO AND
BEAN STEW WITH POACHED EGG

Serves 2-4
2 large onions, sliced
2 dessp olive or sunflower oil
2 carrots, grated or chopped
4 cloves garlic, chopped
1 can tomatoes
1 can beans
300ml stock or water
1 handful noodles
1 egg per person
Black pudding (optional)
Chorizo (optional).
Cook the onion and garlic slowly

in the oil until soft — 3-5 mins. Add
the can of tomatoes (or 4 fresh
ones while in season), carrots, can
of beans and stock or water. Add
chorizo or black pudding, if used.
Cook 5 minutes. Add cooked or
uncooked noodles, and any
chopped leftovers. Bring to the boil
for 3 mins. Meanwhile, fry or poach
an egg (see how online).
Serve portions of the stew in a

bowl topped with the egg. For ex-
tra flourish and vitamins, add
chopped parsley.

A slain girl, a ‘legend’ boy
... something’s wrong here

I MISSED the whole Slane Girl
thing when I was away, because
of a three week self-imposed

media blackout and digital detox –
no phone, no internet, no newspa-
pers, no telly. Of all the news stories
I missed – apart from Syria, obvi-
ously – Slane Girl is the one that
most made my jaw drop. How
much we hate women. How the
double standard is alive and well and
living, not just in a field in Leixlip,
but everywhere, all over the inter-
net, embedded in trolls, in the faux
shock-horror of hypocrites, in the
rantings of misogynists and the casu-
al hatred of strangers.
Not that I am advocating teenage

girls give oral sex in public. No.
Slane Girl made some fairly catas-
trophic errors of judgement. I don’t
know anything about her, other
than she is a 17-year-old school girl
from the West of Ireland. That is,
perhaps not the most experienced,
wise or worldly person, given that
she is legally still a child. Was she
treated with compassion and under-
standing? No she bloody wasn’t –
instead she was named, and splashed
all over something called ‘slut sham-
ing’ on Facebook. And the boy? A
“hero” and a “legend.”
Why is he a “hero” and a “leg-

end”? I genuinely don’t get that part
of the story. What is heroic or leg-
endary about encouraging a teenage
girl to do something that is undig-
nified for both of you? Nothing

heroic about that, pal. But it is
the stark division of the repercus-
sions which is so appalling – the
hero and the slut. God almighty,
where are we, the 14th century?
Teenagers have sex like they’ve

just invented it. To do so in pub-
lic is obviously ill-advised, but
could it be that everyone was
drunk out of their minds, as is the
custom at Irish gigs? Surely the
person – a bloke, obviously –
who took the photos of the boy
and girl and then posted them
online is the one who transgressed

the most? He took a situation that
should never have happened, but
did anyway, and made it into
something huge, and lasting,
something that she cannot delete
either from her mind or her hard
drive, thanks to this colossal act of
spite. Why isn’t the photographer
being shamed? Why isn’t he being
mocked, trolled and ridiculed?
Sued? Prosecuted? Arrested?
Because we still hate women.

Society, I mean. Hate them. We
may pretend not to, we may gasp
at such an idea, but we do. Overt-

ly, in the case of Slane Girl, and
covertly, in everything from wom-
en’s magazines to the pay gap. Sex-
ism and misogyny are alive and well,
and thriving on the internet, where
the haters can hide behind their
made-up hater usernames. And the
rest of us collude, all the time, with-
out even realising – every time we
read about something like Slane Girl
and automatically make a judgement
that condemns the girl, and exoner-
ates the boy. What about the person
who uploaded the photos? What
about HIM?

There are downsides
to early rising. You
become insufferable
and say things like
“I’ve half a day’s
work done already!”
and “Are you STILL
in bed?”

I ’M up early this morning —
fierce early. The smugness is
overwhelming. That’s not a

surprise — the world attaches a
moral value to early-rising. The
early bird catches the worm; early
to bed and early to rise leads to
health, wealth and wisdom. By
contrast, late is only better than
never.
I don’t want to understate the

scale of my achievement this
morning.
Especially as I’ve overcome a

particularly harrowing addiction
to the snooze button.
Most mornings consist of me

telling the alarm: “Really, alarm
clock? You didn’t think I was
being serious, did you?” There
then follows a sleep pattern of
nine-minute micro-sleeps, each
one followed by accusing the
alarm of all sorts of betrayal.
Yet, I’ve overcome these

challenges and, rather like exercise
and drinking plenty of water, I’m
asking “why don’t I do this more
often?”
Of course, I’m only up because

I have to be. I have to bring
someone to the airport. There is
something about the
incontrovertible reality of a plane
taking off, whether everyone’s on
it or not, that cuts through all
snooze-button inclination.
It’s a pity that necessity is the

only mother of ascension, because
the early-morning world has a
charm all of its own.
There is a camaraderie on the

road. People are bound together
by bleariness. Milkmen,
street-cleaners, taxi drivers who
have just dropped off the last
‘legend’ from the night before,
someone cycling in to open up
the Spar. The traffic lights are
mostly green and even when

they’re not, it’s no problem to
wait. An urban fox stops. We
regard each other for a while. The
fox wonders if I’m new to the
area, looks at the age of my car,
and hopes the neighbourhood
isn’t going downhill.
AA Roadwatch has nothing to

say, yet. The Jack Lynch Tunnel is
free of all load-spilled trucks. The
‘Farrybank djewal carriagewaiy’
has no bumper-to-bumpers.
Lough Atalia is just that — a lake
rather than a defensive formation
preventing an attack on Galway
from the East. The radio is more
placid. The talkie stations haven’t
woken, yet. If you wanted, you
could hear a replay of yesterday’s
bad news, but to best capture the
mood, listen to the pre-breakfast
DJ. They haven’t the energy for
competitions or for talking to
listeners. They’re just playing a
Prefab Sprout song that won’t get

near the playlists for the next 12
hours.
By 8 o’clock, we have all

become competitors on the road
— snarling and beeping at each
other. We have conversations with
other drivers that they will never
hear: “No, go ahead — DON’T
let me turn right? That would be
TOO sound, you [insert
swear-word].”
There are downsides to early

rising. You become insufferable
and say things like “I’ve half a
day’s work done already!” and
“Are you STILL in bed?”
I know it won’t last. Tomorrow,

if the alarm goes at the same time,
I will patiently explain to it that
there’s been a mistake and I don’t
know who told it that I was
getting up at that ridiculous hour,
but if it didn’t mind, I was going
to have a snooze. I’ll let the fox
have the worm.

Downton Abbey on Facebook

“The swathes of fabric that adorn the rooms at
Downton Abbey are simply glorious. After all,
what is a great house without exquisite furnish-
ings? The Downton Abbey fabric collection is
coming soon!”
www.facebook.com/downtonabbey

Writer Denise Deegan on Twitter

“Rosie Hackett plays a small part in the novel I'm
writing. Great to honour one of the many women who
took part in the 1916 Rising.”
@denisedeegan

Sixth Form Poet on Twitter

“I’m sorry, you’re breaking up” is a good thing to
say when your girlfriend phones you to end the rela-
tionship.”
@sixthformpoet


