The Cause Was the
Trouble

By Michael Dethier

Copyright © 2013
All rights reserved – Michael Dethier
No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any
form or by any means, graphic, electronic, or mechanical,
including photocopying, recording, taping, or by any
information storage retrieval system, without the permission,
in writing, from the publisher.
Strategic Book Publishing and Rights Co.
12620 FM 1960, Suite A4-507
Houston, TX 77065
www.sbpra.com
ISBN: 978-1-62857-293-3
Book Design: Suzanne Kelly

Foreword

T

he Cause Was the Trouble takes place in Northern Ireland
at a time when many atrocities were carried out on both
sides of the Catholic Protestant divide. The theme of this book
focuses on a love story that is able to flourish in the face of this
religious divide and still continue to grow.
This story of a modern day Romeo and Juliet is set in an
atmosphere of extreme violence and provocation and is dictated
by a father who brutalizes his own family to achieve his goal of
a United Ireland.
The book is not a documentary of fact. It is vehicle used to
convey the story of a family who escapes the clutches of an evil
tyrant and his Catholic son who falls in love with a Protestant
girl.

iii

Chapter 1

T

oday was like any other day on the streets of Belfast. The
British were out in force and so were we the I.R.A. which
added much foreboding to the already dismal day. As I prepared
to throw; the stones seemed to leap into my throwing hand. I
don’t know why I threw them and I don’t know why I hated the
troops. I just knew I did. I believe it came about by a form of
osmosis; my Mum always said I had water on the brain.
The hatred started twenty-one years ago on the day I was
conceived. My mother’s womb was impregnated with a million
I.R.A. sperm. Each sperm possessed the ability to speak.
The sperm whitewater rafted down my mother’s Fallopian
tubes screaming out in unison,” Hate the British.”
My indoctrination took place at the point of conception;
there was no turning back. Throughout my infant years I was
a receptacle for food and propaganda being spoon-fed to me
in equal portions. The food passed through me as waste, but
the propaganda was not wasted on me. The divisions in Ireland
caused hatred to mature in our Catholic household, and then the
hatred exited our house to wreak vengeance on those outside.
Every member of my family paid homage to an icon of Mary,
as do all devout religious people. We made the sign of the cross
before going out to kill someone, in the name of the cause,
and on the way home we stopped at the confessional to ask for
absolution. Mum says if you can’t do a good turn; don’t do a
bad one unless you are dealing with a Protestant heathen; then
anything goes.
The icon sat in a dingy corner of a dingy terrace house
that reflected the tapestry of life in a grey Belfast. The word
optimism was banished from dictionaries throughout the land.
Breakfast at our house was served with cornflakes and accom1
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panied by Dad’s morning tirade on the British Government. No
one at the table dared to intervene, knowing it was prudent for
our own good health that we all shared his view; Dad was god
within these walls and in the higher echelon of the Irish Republican Army (I.R.A.).
No matter how small or grey our house was, it was home,
and home is home. I was glad to have shared my young life
with two older twin sisters and a younger brother. Both sisters
were getting married this year and had agreed to have a double
wedding. My sisters had been inseparable all their lives, so it
was only fitting that they should share the biggest day of their
lives and the venue for their wedding reception. This was indeed
going to be a double celebration because it was not just their
wedding day, but it was also the day they escaped from my
father’s clutches once and for all. My young brother, Eamon,
and I were not going to be so lucky.
As soon as I could walk, Dad took me to the park, which
appeared on the surface to be an innocent pastime, where we
threw a ball for hours. Everyday he demanded supreme accuracy
beginning first with the throw and then with the hurling stick. I
could knock an ant off a fly’s back from a hundred metres, either
with the throw or the stick; it became Dad’s obsession, and not
a day passed without a pilgrimage to the park. There were days
when I showed distain for these outings, especially when Dad
shouted at me, “Don’t you want to be an All-Ireland Hurling
champion?”
I now know that the real reason for the hurling practice was
so I could become accurate at hurling rocks at them “Bastard
British Troops,” although I did become a member of the AllIreland Hurling Champions. My friends were envious of me and
said I was lucky to have such a caring father—if they only knew
the half of it.
Dad never wasted a second poisoning my young mind with
the injustices that the British and the Irish Protestants had practiced against the Catholics, marginalising them in their own
country. We were never guilty of making our way straight home
from the practice. Instead, we always attended meetings with my
2

The Cause Was the Trouble

father’s most vehement supports. The venue was never the same
and moved from hall to hall, while I was slowly being seduced
by the I.R.A.
At these meetings, I was instructed to listen intently. Never
wanting to upset Dad, I hung on every word. With the doctrine
came copious amounts of lemonade and sweets, and I came to
associate these good people with rewards; no one doing evil
could be so kind to a young boy.
My dad and his kind friends would accompany me out of the
meeting hall to the rear yard where they would place a British
helmet on a manikin to see whether I could match my father’s
boast and strike the temple area of the manikin’s head. After ten
hits out of ten throws, I achieved maximum success and was
lifted shoulder high in glory. How I loved this adulation. No
wonder the I.R.A. could turn a young boy’s head. My dad even
treated me differently. I was now his hero and hero to all the
men of his fraternity, who heaped praise on Dad for developing
my skills. They said I would aid the progress of the movement
in its struggle with the occupiers of the sacred turf that by right
belonged to the Catholics.
Mum was oblivious to the reasons behind the demanding
training regime I endured. She believed it to be no more than a
father’s wish to see his son escape from the low expectations his
environment placed upon him.
Dad’s time was now being taken up with more and more
meetings, so he requested I take up the mantle for my brother’s
training. I was instructed to fetch Eamon along to the meetings
after training. Although I was reluctant to do as my father bade,
I was too much a part of the system to extricate myself from the
dictate. No one crossed the I.R.A.; to do so was to sign your own
death warrant.
I was not a normal disciple of the movement. On the inside
I was a soft, caring young man, who felt physically sick by the
requirements placed upon me by our special fraternity. I did
not want the same thing to befall Eamon, but I had little or no
control over the matter. If I could not save myself from a life of
torture, how could I save him.
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People go on today about the misplaced fanaticism that surrounds the Muslim suicide bombers, their interpretation of the
Koran, and the violence carried out in the name of religion. The
only difference in my introduction to terrorism was the name of
the religion. The methodology remained much the same for both
sets of oppressed people—truth is often a casualty of freedom
fighters.
My involvement with Dad’s associates now took up a vast
amount of my leisure time; my lifetime friends went to great
lengths to avoid me by placing as much distance as they could
between themselves and me. It was very hurtful to see people I
had grown up with cross to the opposite side of the road when
they spotted me on the street. They could not understand why it
was impossible for me to escape my Dad’s clutches and the evil
aura of the I.R.A. that surrounded our family; these were the
same friends who a short time ago said I was so lucky to have
such a caring father.
The only relationships I would be allowed to enjoy would
be the ones selected by my father, who had promised to serve
a master greater than both of us. He was a devotee not of the
church but of the cause. This did not mean my dad was not a
good Catholic. He believed he was doing the Lord’s work, and
if he could have balanced the two, he would have been the first
man of the cloth to bear arms.
My hurling accuracy was of paramount importance to my
new I.R.A. colleagues. They would bus me to a local quarry as
soon as the day shift had finished, where I was required to avail
myself of wide-open spaces. This guaranteed a fledgling star the
necessary secrecy to practice in an arena away from the prying
eyes of security forces. Nothing was too much trouble for their
new protégé. They would go to great lengths to test my throwing
abilities behind the fifteen meter high fence that surrounded the
quarry. I was ordered to hit various targets inside the fence while
being continuously supplied with stones of varying weights. My
throwing hand was never empty. Time never allowed me to look
at the projectile in my hand, as I was instructed to throw straightaway, while making instant judgements about distance, weight,
4
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and trajectory; they even blindfolded me. Although I possessed
a natural ability to hit any dedicated target, I was amazed that
I could hit the target blindfolded after I received this in-depth
training; providing I was told the distances and trajectory.
I surely would not be allowed to attend the local school fete
or ever again throw at the coconut shy; I was only allowed to
participate in the throwing game of tipping the British soldier
out of bed.
I satisfied my I.R.A. masters for another day, keeping the
British troops pinned down with a bout of accurate throwing
while senior members of the organisation were evacuated from
under their noses. The British Military received a tip that prominent members of the I.R.A. were in the area, and the military
initiated a house-to-house search.
I slipped into a doorway, not to escape from pursuing forces,
but to seek shelter from the rain. I was not allowed to stay there
for long, as a nervous British patrol instantly moved me on. The
fine line between life and death for these patrols hinges on shifting people from doorways. Who knows where the next bomber
or assassin will strike. The streets were uneasy today.
With the vast amount of troops deployed on the streets of
Belfast, the army barracks was depleted of manpower. A gun butt
pushed me from the doorway into the street, and I now expected
to be gathered up and taken in for questioning. Surprisingly, the
mayor, whom I did not know, vouched for me by name.
“I am sorry, but he was waiting for me; we have an official
function to attend. This young man is a member of the AllIreland Hurling Champions, and he is to accompany me in the
mayoral car to a prize giving day at the St. Francis School in the
city; he was only sheltering from the rain.”
“Mayor, I am surprised by your lack of professionalism. You
sit on many policing committees that have a responsibility for
executing safe procedures for living life under British rule in
Belfast today; you should know better. Next time there is civil
unrest on the streets, make your friend wait inside the town
hall; otherwise, you will be doing the presentation without your
honoured guests.”
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“Thank you for exercising your discretion, officer. I and the
children of St. Francis School are very grateful that your action,
or should I say inaction, has preserved their day.”
The soldier closed the door on the mayoral car and saluted us
goodbye. I sat bemused in the rear of the mayor’s plush vehicle I
occupied a seat normally reserved for more aristocratic bottoms
than mine. I did not know my kind benefactor from Adam, but
he certainly knew me; surely this man could not be a member of
the unspoken organisation.
“Excuse me for my impertinence, sir. I thank you for extricating me from the mire, but if you would kindly stop the car I
would like to get out now.”
“No, Kelvin, that is not permissible. I have been ordered
to chaperon you for the day to make sure you attend a very
important venue tonight. It was lucky I recognised you early on;
otherwise, we would have been in bad odour with your dad; he
asked me to look out for your welfare.”
“That’s tonight! I can surely go home until then.”
“No, lad, we told that soldier you were going to present
prizes at St. Francis School, and that is exactly what you are
going to do. We cannot afford to attract the attention of the security forces or the venom of the I.R.A.”
The mayor’s words sent a chill through my blood, and his
last remark made me sit up and smell the coffee. I no longer
wanted to leave this palatial car or speak anymore. I needed to
gather my thoughts for the presentation speech at the school,
since the longest speech I had previously made did not amount
to a single sentence.
The mayor’s car pulled up at the school, and the local press
rushed the car snapping pictures of my good self. The mayor
was now playing a supporting role, as the newspaper men were
keen to get a few words from the star of hurling.
“It is good of you to donate your time to present these awards
for the Irish Athletics and Hurling School Boy Championships.”
“I thank the Irish Athletic Sports Federation for asking me to
perform such a task. I do not believe I am making any sacrifices.
I myself grew up on the streets of Belfast during the troubles and
6
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without the guidance I received from the Federation, I would not
be were I am today. No, this is not a task—it is a privilege and
an honour. Gentlemen of the press, perhaps you would be kind
enough to answer me one question, when did you know I was
attending today’s prize giving?”
“We received notification of this a week ago from the
mayor’s office.”
“Thank you, gentlemen, I must proceed inside to take up
what can only be described as a long-standing engagement.”
My life was being manipulated twenty-four hours a day.
What seemed a casual meeting with the mayor bore no semblance to casualness, and my elevation to the mayor’s parlour
had nothing to do with chanced coincidence. No, this play was
written a week ago. I had performed act one on the street this
morning, act two was shortly to be performed at the school, and
act three was to be performed tonight in an open air theatre—
venue yet to be announced.
I was now the property of the I.R.A. When they yanked my
string, I came running; my father, the master puppeteer used his
powerful hand to orchestrate the movement; I ceased to be in
charge of my own destiny and had become a marionette in the
hands of the I.R.A.
Inside the main hall of the school I scanned a sea of fresh
young faces many of them eager to talk to me; heaven knows
why. I had stumbled into hurling as a side issue to projectile
throwing. A stone in my hand was as deadly as any bullet,
but when challenged by stop and search patrols I was never
armed. The ammunition I used lay on the streets of Belfast in
abundance.
I empathized with these twitchy children who, like me, all
felt the need to be well behaved. They constantly looked over
their shoulders for the clump they were so used to receiving
from their teachers, just as I did with my dad. I knew he was not
here today but fear twists one’s perceptions. My father had gone
to great lengths to arrange my day, and I was half expecting him
to place his big hand on my shoulder at any moment. With these
thoughts fresh in my mind I felt the mayor place his hand upon
7

Michael Dethier

my shoulder, and I shot up into the air before ground control
had a chance to start the countdown. Today was the day that
Northern Ireland entered the space race. The bemused mayor
was as startled as I was as he leapt backwards and fell off his
chair. Ripples of laughter resounded around the hall until fears
of retribution once again gripped the boys.
“Are you feeling all right, Kelvin? You gave me such a
fright.”
“Not as much as the one you gave me mayor although I
would have thought a senior man like you would not suffer
from nerves. Your influence spreads far and wide, and you knew
I was coming here a week before I did. You must exercise an
immense amount of persuasion in certain quarters. One could
even believe a man of your stature could be the main man; get
my drift?
“Sorry to disillusion you on that account. That accolade
belongs to your father.”
For the second time today I fell into stunned silence. I looked
over both shoulders wondering how on earth this nonentity of a
father of mine could wield so much power. I had listened to his
doctrine over the years, but to me he did not sound any different
from the rest of Belfast’s disgruntled Catholics. The man was
barely one point five metres tall. I misguidedly associated power
with men of commanding stature, and my dad in my eyes was
a social pygmy who in the last few seconds had grown into a
colossus. I knew he was active, but not at this level and couldn’t
imagine this little cloth-capped man as the commanding chief
for all Belfast.
The mayor’s clumsiness focused my attention on the proceedings. I watched him clamber to his feet to introduce me
and inadvertently knock over a tumbler of water. I was not sure
whether he had done this deliberately to avoid placing a hand
upon my shoulder. The mayor like all people associated with
public office was a great orator. He went on for half an hour
without saying anything. When he was just getting interesting,
it was time for him to introduce me to the assembled crowd. I
believed I was also destined to contribute to the comatose state
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of the boys when, to my surprise, all the Rip Van Winkles in the
hall woke up as I moved to the lectern.
The atmosphere went from dead to electric as every boy in
unison stood up clapping and waving their hymn sheets. I never
see myself as anyone of importance, perhaps because I am only
point two five of a meter taller than my father. How could I
invoke such passion within these young men? Then the penny
dropped and I understood that, like my father, I had given them
something to stride for. It was not money but a belief that they
themselves could become a star because a boy just like them,
from a dingy terraced house in a backstreet of Belfast, had done
it; I thought, I better try and make a fist out of this speech.
“I would like to thank everyone here today who in their generosity extended the hand of friendship to allow me to present
the awards to some of Ireland’s finest young athletes. I dare say
many of you aspire to achieve what I have; well I have studied
some of your sporting records and it is I that should now be
seeking parity with you. Remember, many of you will not make
it to the top in your chosen sport, but life is not all about being
the best in any one single pursuit. In life we fail time and time
again; yes, we need that Robert the Bruce attitude. Success at
the end of the day is only measured by what we bring to the
community and how we bring love to our family and friends. If
every person in our presence feels joy, then we have surpassed
all sporting records and have become Olympic champions.
That’s what really counts in the eyes of our contemporaries, and
once we achieve that, we will have no equals. Love, like medals,
is something you have to earn, and every day you should strive
to make everyone around you feel valued because they are all
unique; I would like to thank you once again for your indulgence; now on to the award ceremony.”
I had surprised the mayor, the press, and the boys with my
speech—but not as much as I had surprised myself, proving
sometimes even an empty vessel can make a modicum of sense.
The prize presentation went on for an hour after which time
we broke for lunch that was now more like early tea. People
would never understand my vulnerability, as I scanned the room
9
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continuously for predators. Every person was potentially my
foe. Like Brutus, traitors lurked within these ranks, and even
my comrades were not to be trusted. The only gift I had ever
received from my father was a life of anxiety.
I selected a chicken leg from the feast of plenty, but as I
raised the desirable object to my mouth I suddenly lost my appetite when I spotted the soldier who apprehended me at the town
hall. Instantaneously, I had developed a bad case of the runs,
but every exit was blocked. I used the crowded hall to shield me
from the officer’s view and moved surreptitiously towards the
exit where I came face to face with my inquisitor.
“Leaving so soon, Kelvin? It was very remiss of me not to
acquire your name on the spot, but I thought what the hell I will
attend this presentation and if you were not here I would pursue
the mayor for your name, since he vouched for you. When I
got here, there was no need to ask for your name because your
celebrity status gave that away. Some of the boys kindly handed
me their scrapbooks showing your marvelous performances
on the hurling field and highlighting the amazing accuracy
you have achieved with hand and stick. I was in command of
a house-to-house search in the area when I stumbled across
you, hiding in a doorway. This morning, my patrol came under
fire from a stone throwing youth, normally that would not be
unusual in itself, but this lad kept us pinned down on his own
for fifteen minutes, allowing our quarry to evade arrest. The
connection I am making with this lad and you, Kelvin, is that
he had the ability to hit the target almost every time. The stonethrowing marksman rendered ten of my patrol unconscious with
blows to the temple. They dared not raise their heads above the
parapet for fear of being struck by a projectile from this thrower,
who cut many a new parting through the middle of my men’s
hair and forcing them to retract their heads like frightened tortoises. Truly amazing was that the projectiles were being fired
off at such a speed that you—oh sorry a Freudian slip—I meant
he could be classified as a human Gatling gun.”
“You are making assumptions, but it was not me. Sorry, I did
not catch your name’”
10

The Cause Was the Trouble

“To my friends, Mr. Brennan, I am Colin, but to you I am
Colonel Michaels.”
“I still insist, Colonel Michaels, you have the wrong man
for this crime, but it would not be the first time the British Government fitted up an innocent Irishman for a crime he did not
commit. I waited in the doorway for the mayor for a half hour.
He was late and his credibility is beyond reproach.”
“Don’t worry, son, we will be watching both of you from
know on and, by the way, my regards to your father. I came
to praise Caesar not to bury him, so congratulations on a fine
speech and presentation. With your obvious talent for public
speaking when your playing days are over, you might consider a
career as a T/V pundit; that’s if you live that long.”
“Thank you, Colonel, for endorsing my presentational ability and for your kind forecast of my longevity.”
The mayor was anxiously listening in the wings to my conversation with Michaels, reluctant to intercede on my behalf.
He did not want to seem anxious in defending a situation that I
had already denied existed, but he could not desist any longer.
Now was the right time to save me from drowning—shame the
lifeboat was full of lead.
“Hello, we meet for a second time today, Colonel Michaels.
I hope you enjoyed the proceedings, but there was no need to
check up on us; I told you where we were going.”
“I was not checking up on you, mayor. I have already
amassed a catalogue of information on you. This was an introductory meeting for Kelvin just in case he decided to follow
your ways and wander from the straight and narrow; although
from now on you will both be under surveillance.”
“Colonel Michaels, like young Kelvin said we have nothing
to hide, and you are quite welcome to share my car on the way
to my next appointment. It will save you the trouble of trying to
follow me through traffic.”
“Mayor, believe me it is no trouble at all; I know your movements 24/7 because you are now a marked man.”
“Goodbye, Colonel Michaels, I don’t think we have anything
else left to say to one another.”
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Michaels exited the hall leaving the mayor and I standing
side-by-side mimicking frozen statues. I looked at the mayor
quizzically. His face sported a smile as wide as the Shannon
River.
“Why are you smiling at such a time when he has left your
position undone with the organisation; you are now a liability.”
“Au contraire, dear boy, now I can be used for misinformation. Whenever something is going down in Belfast, it will be
assumed that I will be instrumental in the planning arrangements because of my known connection with the I.R.A., and,
like a magnet, I will lead the British away from the real venue.
There is never an ill wind that does not blow some good, eh,
lad?”
“You can adopt what stance you like, but I know I am now
under scrutiny without the protection of office.”
“You have a protection of office far great than that of public life, a protection only afforded to the chosen few. You have
crossed the wilderness into the bosom of a Republican cause for
a United Ireland, and your every breath will be chaperoned. Your
worth to the movement is immeasurable.”
Although Michaels left the hall, he left behind the scepter
of the British Army. Intelligence officers were strategically
placed around the hall, and their prying eyes were unmistakably
focused on me. Michaels warned the mayor he was a marked
man and as long as I remained in his shadow, I would be tarred
with the same brush. To be honest, I knew I would be followed;
come what may, but if I stayed clear of all I.R.A. haunts and
connections over the next few months I would have nothing to
fear, provided I led a quiet life. However, my destiny was no
longer in my own hands.
“I am leaving, mayor because we are being watched, and I
need to distance myself from you. I can do without the attention
of the British Army, and in light of what you have told me today
so could my dad.”
“Kelvin, I agree and disagree with you. I disagree with you
about leaving, since your day is not complete. The movement
has other tasks for you to perform today.
12
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I agree you cannot afford to become the focus of attention
for the British Army, so we will go to great lengths to prevent
that happening. You will be seen leaving here with me today,
after which you will be seen accompanying me on my mayoral
circuit until midnight. When my official day is finished I will
drop you home in the official car. I want to make a bold exit on
leaving the hall. It would be very sad if I were not followed as a
result of the ineptitude of British Intelligence. Kelvin do as I ask
without making trouble; go to the toilet now and make everyone
happy. Remember I am in the employ of your father, and neither
of us wants to get on the wrong side of him. Follow me into the
toilet and go to the end cubicle; you must adhere to my instructions to the letter.”
“I don’t understand. What am I supposed to do once inside
the toilet?”
“No questions, as per instructions, just go into the last
cubicle.”
I followed like a lamb to the slaughter as I entered the last
sheep pen in the row. Would I be killed or only sheered? I hoped
it was to be sheered because the smell in the toilet, although
ghastly, had little connection with an abattoir. When I closed
the door and turned, to my surprise, I found my double sitting
crossed-legged in his underwear on the toilet, his school uniform hanging neatly from the peg at the rear of the door. He
gesticulated to me the procedure I had to follow. We exchanged
clothes, and he then passed me a piece of paper. After I read the
instructions, he flushed the note down the toilet.
My communiqué read, “wait in the cubicle for fifteen minutes until collected by a teacher; you will then be shepherded
out on your next task.”
I had to ask myself the question, do the I.R.A. tentacles know
no bounds? It was surreal to watch myself leave; it must been
sheer delight for the other little lamb to escape the vile smell of
the stench-filled pen.
The I.R.A. storekeeper was late collecting me. I had been
sitting on the shelf for half an hour gathering dust like a spare
part. I didn’t know what role I had to play today, but no effort
13
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had been spared in keeping me from the clutches of the security
forces. It was obvious to me I was an integral part of an I.R.A.
operation and without me the machinery would grind to a halt;
so where was the teacher/storekeeper?
I made up my mind to wait for another fifteen minutes and
after that I would beat a hasty retreat. I could not afford to be
found in a schoolboy uniform. I needed the protection of a
teacher to vouch for me, and without that I was as vulnerable as
a newborn baby. I did not want to be working for the I.R.A., so I
was glad when the forty-five-minute, self-imposed deadline had
passed. Fed up with my toilet seat perch, I decided it was time to
get to my feet, like the time I planned to disappear into the ether.
My hand released the bolt, unlocking the toilet door, and I
spun around to find a teacher in the company of a British soldier
sporting a machine gun. I thought, shit we have been rumbled.
I started to splutter incoherently, but the teacher/storekeeper
through years of service to the movement was far more in control than I. Although he was eager to stop my mouth spurting out
words like a fountain, he calmly signaled to me to keep quiet.
He moved his hand up to scratch his nose, then moved his hand
down to his lips, pursed them, and placed a single finger upon
them. This act was carried out on the blind side of the soldier.
“Driscoll, how long have you been in here, boy?
“About forty-five minutes, sir; I have a bad tummy and the
runs too, sir.”
“Colonel Michaels instructed his troops to carry out a roll
call. Everyone must be accounted for because there is heightened security on the streets of Belfast, and the garrison has
turned out in force. He wants to know the whereabouts of all
individuals. Michaels is worried that prominent members of the
I.R.A. are using the cover of public office and public buildings
to carry out their nefarious activities, disguising themselves
from scrutiny of British Military Intelligence. The head count
being carried out in the school today is to ascertain whether or
not there is anyone who is not supposed to be here. Your absence
made us short on numbers, but now that you have materialized,
14
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Driscoll, we are all present and correct. Come along, boy, move
yourself.”
The soldier placed his gun across my chest, blocking my
exit, as he lifted my school ID card and studied my photograph.
“Terrence Driscoll, I have one more check to make. I must
cross reference your ID number against the school register,
and then you may return to the hall with the rest of your young
friends.”
“I would be obliged if you would hand me the register once
again, headmaster. Thank you, everything seems to be in order. I
and the rest of the troops will leave you to enjoy the rest of your
awards day celebration.”
I followed in the wake of the headmaster and soldier as
any obedient schoolboy would; once in the hall I addressed the
headmaster.
“Do you mind if I go and join my friends, sir?”
We both knew I had no friends to join, but it would remove
me from the firing line. One slip of the tongue could mean curtains for all concerned. He nodded in agreement as he accompanied the soldier to the door. They stepped outside together, and
while exchanging pleasantries the officer in charge marshalled
his men into their vehicles.
“Captain, thank Colonel Michaels on behalf of myself
and the school for his protection of the boys from subversive
elements within our society. I still don’t understand why they
should target our sports awards.”
Both men knew this to be a lame-duck excuse, but like all
farces you may ad lib a little bit; however, in this forum it was
far more advisable to stick to the script.
“Headmaster, I for one cannot say I understand the machination of the terrorist mind, but when it comes to subterfuge the
I.R.A. has no equals. It is all about cause and effect. If hundreds
of young athletes had perished here today, that would have furthered the cause. The effect of such an action would have caused
the British Government to suffer, and they would have been held
accountable for not providing adequate protection. Thank you,
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headmaster, I will relay your message of appreciation to Colonel
Michaels.”
The text had been followed without deviation. It would not
be so bad if both parties involved believed the deceit, but only
God knows why they just did not say bollocks to one another.
There are many cases to be presented for etiquette in disputes
between employee and management, including the offices of
industrial tribunal to exhaust before resorting to violence.
Most protagonists in the ring go out to beat the crap out
of one another while still invoking rules of engagement. This
extends to wars on Christmas day when everything is sacred
including life, and then at one second past midnight any action
is justified to achieve the objective. Oh, what a fallacy that all
enemies think their God supports them.
The headmaster waded through his flock calling out a boy’s
name, one of which had already fallen from my memory banks;
unseen I stood in the midst of young athletes.
“Driscoll, Driscoll, Terrence Driscoll, answer me, boy, when
I call out your name.”
I stood motionless as the headmaster bore down on me like
a rampaging bull blowing steam from his flared nostrils. His
face was ruddy with anger, and the motive was that I did not
react to my name; this could have drawn the attention of the
presiding media. If I came under the scrutiny of the sportswriters and aroused their suspicions, they might have noticed that
I was actually Kelvin Brennan in a schoolboy uniform, and not
Terrence Driscoll.
The headmaster played the charade out to its conclusion
and even smacked me very hard about the ears with a rolled up
newspaper. If I had received similar treatment during a hurling
match, I would have rendered my opponent unconscious; how
fortunate for this man that the stakes we were playing for were
so high.
The press, now merrily imbibed, acknowledged the mêlée
on the floor of the hall and dismissively burst out laughing, as
they regaled similar schoolboy stories to their colleagues. The
drink had softened their minds, causing each of them to deliver
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the same story with extreme excitement. The journalists were
suffering from alcoholic amnesia, a state greatly encouraged
by the laced punch. They believed their own story to be unique
although the only difference lay in their sodden minds. These
alcoholic memories were often more mundane than exciting and
had no connection to Tom Browns School Days.
With their sharpness of thought removed, not a solitary
member of the press felt the need to investigate what they
believed to be an everyday occurrence between a headmaster
and a student. Even if the will existed to do so, I believe it
was beyond their capabilities to question anything. While their
minds were listing in a sea of alcohol, the headmaster seized the
advantage, and I was ushered from the poop deck to resurface
in the calmer waters of the school grounds.
“You nearly blew it in there, Terrence.”
“Cut the crap out here. You know I am not Terrence.”
“As long as you wear that school uniform you remain Terrence Driscoll. Kelvin Brennan left with mayor, and he has
many other duties to perform today. If you disagree with me, I
will be forced to cuff you about the ears again.”
“I advise you to forget that idea. You were lucky I let the first
attack pass; I won’t grant a second strike without retaliation.”
“I know that, son. I have watched you play, and you are
a flipping lunatic but understand the action was necessary to
ensure our safety. Now I am asking you to indulge me and share
my company for a short while. In a few minutes ten buses will
arrive to collect the boys, who are going to attend a civic reception at the town hall. The first nine buses will be empty, so make
your way to the last bus where there will be one seat available
that will be especially reserved for you. The, bus will make a
momentary stop a street away from the barracks, and you will
be picked up by motorcycle and whipped through an alley to the
barracks. We have estimated a total time of approximately five
minutes.
The buses will stop at a public convenience to let the boys
relieve themselves before attending the function. Everyone on
your bus is a member of the gang and no questions will be
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asked. Like I said, ‘no questions will be asked.’ The only thing
I can tell you is that your special throwing attributes will be
needed. You will be blindfold at all times so if you are questioned by the security forces you will not be able to disclose
any information. I understand from the training you received
that being blindfolded does not affect your accuracy; your only
requirement is to be fed the correct height and distance and you
will decipher the trajectory.”
“That is correct, headmaster, I have the ability to take a
housefly out of the air with a stone from a hundred metres. As
much as I would like to continue our conversation, I must say
goodbye. My bus has just arrived.”
Not knowing what fate awaited me, I made my way to the
last bus with some trepidation; although I was a reluctant participant in this war, I had no alternative other than to be submissive
to the will of the I.R.A. With one foot on the step of the bus I
was hoicked aboard unceremoniously. Thank god I was a star of
both hurling and the I.R.A.; otherwise I would have been treated
with irreverence. I was escorted without the need to use my feet,
which became superfluous as I arrived at my seat without making contact with the floor of the bus. I was shaking in unison
with the diesel engine and hoped we both had the capacity to see
this to the journey’s end.
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