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Introduction

I

have lived through a period of unprecedented times.
Out of the Flames was my first book, published in 2009, for
which I received many five-star awards. Love and Courage is a
much more comprehensive and extended read.
My parents were married in County Leitrim, Ireland,
in 1936. They then went to Manchester, England, where
I was born in 1937 and my father, Patrick, was a motor
mechanic.
Patrick’s brother Owen, who was eleven years older than
Patrick, was in the old Royal Irish Constabulary until it was
disbanded in 1922. During the war of independence in 1921,
Grandfather, Grandmother and nine of the eleven children
had to flee to County Tyrone in Northern Ireland after their
home was burned down by the freedom fighters. My father
and mother left Manchester shortly after I was born to live
at Ardboe, County Tyrone, not far from Coalisland, where
my Uncle Owen was stationed after joining the Royal Ulster
Constabulary (RUC) in 1922.
In 1939, World War II started. Cluntoe Airfield, Ardboe,
had a large contingent of American troops stationed on the
base. These troops had a fleet of trucks and Jeeps; my father
was employed to oversee the repairs so that the thousands
of vehicles were roadworthy and ready for a massive land
invasion of Europe.
xi
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Going to school at Mullinahoe, Ardboe, everyone had to
be careful, as trucks and Jeeps were always on the move. It
was at this period I discovered that somehow I had the gift of
healing. My school pals, when seeing a small songbird on the
edge of the road, would ask me to work my magic. Picking up
the lifeless little creature, I cupped it in my hands for a few
minutes and often longer, until its wings began to flutter.
Opening its eyes, looking up at me as I opened my hands,
the songbird started flapping its wings and took to the air,
watched by all present until it had gone out of sight.
At the age of nine years, I developed tuberculosis, or TB,
and spent a year in bed being very ill. I had been anointed
by a priest. I had a near-death experience and saw hell and
heaven.
After a miraculous recovery, I was able to go back to
school. The war was over, the army base quiet and peaceful.
The troops had left for home. Gone were the constant drones
of war planes flying night and day.
While still attending school, I had a wonderful experience
while out walking across the field during my school holidays.
I was reading my prayer book, when for some unexplained
reason, I looked up, and there in front of me, I saw the
Blessed Virgin Mary floating as if in a mist above three lovely
red rose bushes in full bloom. I wanted to become a priest.
While arrangements were going ahead, my parents decided
the foreign missions would be bad for my health. I was near
school-leaving age when my father decided to leave Ardboe
and return to Lisnaskea, near Coonian, where he had grown
up on the family farm. Still working away on the homestead
was his brother Jim.
Being the oldest of eight siblings, I began helping in
my father’s motor business at a very young age. Financial
xii
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difficulties arose, and as it was costly to become a priest, I
thought of joining the police force. The RUC changed my
mind about that when I had a warrant issued for my arrest
for a ten-shilling fine that I had already paid, concerning on a
false charge regarding a repaired motor car. I went to Dublin
and got married to a lovely, kind girl in 1959. Years later we
had three loving children and a thriving motor business with
fourteen people employed at Donaghadee, County Down,
Northern Ireland. We were a very happy and peaceful family;
our dream was working out for us. We had a lovely bungalow
on its own ground and an expanding business.
December 1971 saw our lives shattered when a bomb
destroyed all that we had ever worked for. My wife, children
and I were threatened by Loyalist gangs. I suffered posttraumatic stress disorder and other illnesses. As I was
not allowed to rebuild my garage, our bungalow was then
repossessed by the building society. Now in 1973, we had
no income. What were we to do? Were we to flee from the
assassins in Northern Ireland, like a mirror image of my
grandfather fifty years ago in 1921?
My journey cannot be yours, and many of my past events
I would not wish upon anyone.
Now read my extraordinary true story, by one who had
always looked for peace and justice.
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PART ONE

Chapter 1
Spirit of My Ancestors

“H

ere’s a little treat for you, young man,” my grandfather
James Foy said kindly, dipping his hand into his
pocket and offering me some chocolate or other sweet thing.
Grandpa Foy is like a fellow out of a picture book, with a
round black hat and sporting a large, protruding moustache.
I reached forward and took the gift from his hand. I looked
up at him, saying thank you. He smiled, and there was trust
between us.
I always looked forward to our family trips by motorcar
from our home in Ardboe, County Tyrone, Northern
Ireland, to visit Grandfather and Granny Foy, going through
a customs check point. With car and documents all stamped,
we crossed the border into Southern Ireland. An hour later,
we arrived at their two-storey house and farm in Cloone,
County Leitrim. As kind-hearted an old couple as a young
lad could wish to have as grandparents, the Foys were my
mother’s parents, and the family had farmed in Leitrim for
several generations.
My great-great-grandfather, a Catholic, was born years
after the Lord Lieutenant of Ireland Oliver Cromwell had
left. During his reign, he was unable to reconcile various
political and religious factions and crush the Irish resistance
3
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until the massacres of the garrisons at Drogheda and Wexford
in the late sixteenth century. On September 11, 1649, around
two thousand people died in the storming and massacre of
Drogheda. One month later, on the afternoon of October
11, Cromwell and his officers expressed no remorse of the
massacre at Wexford. Returning home to Britain as Lord
Protector Cromwell, he reorganised the national church and
established Puritanism. Ireland, although under British rule,
became very unstable for hundreds of years to follow, with
forced land transference to Protestants in the seventeenth
century and the repressive Penal Code against Catholics.
After the Catholic Emancipation Act in 1829, the sectarian
divide in Ireland remained largely unaltered.
My great-grandfather Philip Coogan was born in 1835
and married Jane Godfrey. Both were Catholics and were
married in the Anglican Church of Ireland. During Victorian
times, Catholics by law had to marry in the Anglican Church
of Ireland. Couples could then have a second marriage in a
Catholic church if they so wished, but only the first marriage
would be valid in law.
My grandfather Owen Coogan was born in County
Monaghan in 1858. A few years after the Great Famine of
1845 to 1852, large parts of Ireland suffered devastation,
with the population decreasing at an alarming rate, as history
tells us. Thousands died daily from starvation and disease.
Life was hard, and work scarce to come by, with children
leaving school and looking for employment at a much earlier
age in those days. Owen decided on an army career, and after
making his way on foot to Crinkle Army Garrison, Kings
County, a distance of approximately one hundred miles, he
joined the Prince of Wales Leinster Regiment. Grandfather,
as a young army volunteer, sailed in 1877 to serve overseas.
4
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After serving twenty years in the British Army, Grandfather
had seen action at the battle of Jamurd, Khyber Pass, and
lastly at the seaside port of Umballa, East Bengal, India. The
Leinster Regiment, having served an eighteen-year tour of
duty in India, sailed homeward bound in 1895. Grandfather
had been promoted to the rank of colonel before his
retirement back to the Crinkle Garrison, his successful army
career marking him in other’s eyes as a sworn enemy of the
Nationalists.
Owen married Bridget McCormack, age nineteen years,
from Whiteford, Holycross, Elogarty, North Tipperary,
at Saint Brendan’s Catholic Church, Birr, King’s County,
on October 2, 1897. Bridget was the daughter of his longserving comrade John McCormack. Grandfather and John
both played musical instruments, and between them wrote
a valuable manuscript of Celtic music in the late 1880s,
while serving during the war in India. A short time after
the wedding, John died at his home in Whiteford from a
combination of illness and war wounds.
In November 1898, Owen and Bridget’s first child,
Philip, was born. Two years later, on April 9, 1900, a baby
sister named Mary was born. On February 23, 1902, Owen—
named after his father—was born. Bridget’s mother came
from Tipperary and lived with them around this time.
Grandfather Owen purchased a farm and home at Rathbeg,
district of Killyon near Sharavogue, very close to the districts
of Kinnitty—Cadamstown, Kings County, now known
as County Offaly. The former ancestral home had been
somewhat like Coonian, plentiful in trout in the little River
Brosna that flowed through the land. There also had been
wild deer that roamed freely and came down from the Slieve
Bloom Mountains to feed among the wild geese and mallard
5
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at the water’s edge. The old Georgian home had a coach
house and outbuildings. There was an enclosed orchard to
the rear, and the estate was bounded by a high wall of stone.
It was here that my great-grandmother, Bridget
McCormack, was to spend her last years, close to her
daughter, son-in-law and grandchildren. Bridget died on the
25th of February, 1910, at the age of 72. This lordly abode
was the birthplace of another family legend. My own father,
Patrick, was born in 1913 at Rathbeg.
The Coogan family by now became well-known in
neighbouring districts of Kinnitty and Cadamstown, not far
from the Crinkle Garrison. They were friends with everyone,
helping out when they were needed, and that included their
Protestant friends, the Pearson family of Cadamstown.
They had purchased Coolacrease House and the large farm
holding, consisting of around 341 acres in 1911, and much
resented by slanderous outbursts of land envy by some who
wanted, and expected, the farm to be divided. The Pearsons
had only recently moved as strangers to the area, the oldest
Coogan and Pearson children being of around the same
age. The Great War of 1914 was now about to begin, and
for the Coogan family, having a military background, it was
not unnatural for the oldest son, Philip, upon reaching the
age of sixteen, to follow this tradition in some way. Philip
enlisted in the Royal Flying Corps, and after several months
of training as a cadet, he became, on graduation day, one of
the youngest officers to receive the Royal Flying Corps cap
badge. One night while his master was away on active service,
Uncle Philip’s pet dog rose from the hearth and began to
howl pitifully at the moon. This was not uncommon among
dogs, but when the animal’s distress continued thus for
several hours, the family became perplexed. Next morning, a
6
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military man called at the family home to inform the parents
that their son Philip had been shot down on a mission over
France, and his condition was unknown. The time given was
exactly the hour at which his beloved dog had begun to cry
out.
The family had an agonising few days’ wait until the word
arrived that Philip survived the crash, more or less in one
piece. As soon as his injuries allowed, he did as the heroic
fighter aces did in those pioneer days of flying: he rejoined
his squadron and went “straight back up.” The boys of the
Royal Flying Corps were known as the “Twenty Minuters”—
as they spent on average just twenty minutes in the air before
being shot down, and usually killed. However, Uncle Philip
continued flying missions until the war almost ended and
lived to tell the tales. Many folks believe animals have second
sight and other powers, too. Doubtless to say, whenever Uncle
Philip was in a dogfight with the Red Barron’s crew, his own
dog—snug by the old home fire, must have worked a lucky
charm or two for his master. At the Crinkle Garrison, Philip
had already become a well-known figure for the motorbike
he rode while off duty (and continued to do now). During
the conflict, he flew a single-engine fighter plane that he
later flew from the Crinkle airfield, built in 1917 on a part
of the fourteen-acre garrison site to accommodate a small
number of planes. At the end of the war, he left the Royal
Flying Corps with memories of flying over the battle-torn
terrain of Flanders Fields, where the victorious allies had
emerged flushed with victory over the Germans. No doubt
as he rode his motorbike, he could hear in his head sounds
of machine gun fire across no-man’s land—his comrades at
arms dubbed “The Old Contemptibles” by the Kaiser when
they dared to oppose the might of the Hun. It was true that
7
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the war could never have been won without the Americans—
“Here come the doughboys now!”, as the catchphrase ran.
Squared up to by The Royal Flying Corps and the British
Tommies, the Kaiser had soon changed his tune (perhaps
the Tommies’ own melody, “It’s a Long Way to Tipperary”
played its part, too—and who knows, maybe Grandfather’s
music from India, along with his comrade and friend John
McCormack, who came from Tipperary, provided a helping
hand or inspiration for the song.)
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