1984 - The death toll:  36 civilians, 9 soldiers and 19 members of the RUC & UDR.

Why?

1985 - The death toll: 25 civilians, 2 soldiers and 27 members of the RUC & UDR.

Why?

1986 - The death toll: 37 civilians, 4 soldiers and 20 members of the RUC & UDR.

Why?

1987 - The death toll: 66 civilians, 3 soldiers and 24 members of the RUC & UDR.

Why?

And all in God’s country.

This is the the statistical nightmare from which there may never be a rude awakening for the inhabitants of this magical, mystical and mythical isle, where only death brings lasting peace.  If God truly created this planet then an enchanting garden must have been his illusion and intention, but it was to be no eugenic fairy-tale kingdom, instead a land engulfed in the tragedy of religious hatred and bigotry.  Perhaps if he had known the mouldered harvest his seeds would reap, then maybe he would have scattered them far from this planet and today’s generation would be living in the utopia he had contemplated.  But that was yesterday.

This book is dedicated to the people of Ireland, North and South, each and every one.

It seemed his biggest handicap in life was his broad Irish accent, closely followed by his Catholic upbringing. What had always surprised him, was the amount of people who had enquired of his creed on discovery of his Belfast roots.

  “Why?”, he would always reply. He had quickly found that such an immense three letter word could shatter any conversation. People couldn’t cope with that response for they didn’t understand the complications involved and there were plenty. Paul looked on religion as a catalyst for war, but mainly a pretext for anarchy. He’d watched how his friends, countrymen and most saddening of all, his own brother Michael, had been sucked into the vacuum of hypocrisy fashioned by the propaganda demagogues, who preyed on the people with ancient history and failing economical statistics. Belfast’s main industry was two-sided terrorism and the end product was hatred, measured by the grief of the death toll in square inches of cemetery. Paul just wanted to live in peace and he was not in the minority, but you wouldn’t dare publicise those beliefs, not for fear of ridicule, but for dread of a bloody good hiding, so you learnt to live with the status. Some who couldn’t beat it joined it, others just headed for pastures new and more often than not found the grass was no greener. Paul was no quitter, never had been, nor ever would be. Strange enough it was his love of Belfast that was magnetising him home, even all the intricacies that laid the founds on which the Northern Irish capital was built upon couldn’t stop him loving the majestic city. Home is where the heart is and his heart was most definitely there, especially since it was only two days to Christmas, the annual event where sentimentality unquestionably stirs the greatest upheaval amongst human life on the planet.

‘Unbelievable’, he thought, spotting a silhouette from the past the Earth. Was Victoria coach station the centre of the Universe? For on arrival, he’d met someone he hadn’t seen for years, on this chancing the somebody was a nobody. It was the school idiot from five years ago and to Paul’s incredulity, he was still dressed in the exact same navy blue coat, with matted fur growing around the hood, that he had been famed for wearing way back then. Like an Eskimo, he’d been frozen out from the playground social circle, the games and pranks, he was the ‘Craic’. His name was Tommy, always the centre of attention, mocked, ridiculed, pushed, shoved and spat at everyday of his sad school life. He was the kid whose bag of sweets couldn’t even buy him friendship. Dyslexic and slow on the uptake, the cogs of his brain had seized up early in life, leaving him with a mental age of around twelve, but he meant no harm. The ‘Black-sheep’ of the Falls Road couldn’t hurt a fly yet he was the one that took the beatings and abuse, perhaps he frightened the children because he was so different. A child can be excused, society however cannot, and sadly it had followed the precedent in expelling him from the pack.   

                                                                                                                                      Throughout the pedantic dark days of erudition, Paul hadn’t been one of his arm-long list of tormentors, he’d just watched from afar, knowing that one day Tommy would have the last laugh. Life brings pain to all in one form or another, especially in a city as hate-filled as Belfast. When all around were suffering, whether it be deprivation, divorce, destitution, death, dementia or demarcation, Tommy would take his plateau. Paul had dreamt it on numerous occasions after that religious education class which foretold, ‘the meek shall inherit the earth’, the symbol in the blue ‘Parka’ standing alive laughing wickedly and incessantly as he looked over the carnage of dead in the burning aftermath of Ireland’s final conflict.  

Standing with his back to the wall and his right hand dug deep into his Jeans pocket comforting his money, he spent the last ten minutes to boarding time observing the suspicious characters, who could pick your pockets or steal your bag while asking for directions. Then there was the nouveau trend of station thief, a real smart bastard if ever there was. Sharp suit, gold tie pin, ‘Rolex’ timepiece and a crocodile skin briefcase, looking like an Eton scholar who had made it onto the back-bench, that was him. He’d come and sit next to you all airs and graces, give you some fodder about being on the opposition side and could he rely on your vote? Having gained your trust, he’d ask if you would mind his briefcase while he took a leak. In a flash he’d return to scene of his crime and his gullible prey would ask if he’d reciprocate the favour. As soon as you’d unzipped your fly he’d be half way to Paddington or King’s Cross. But what was really clever about this trickster’s technique, was how he spotted the punters who were in need of relief, most certainly a specialist con-man.

                                                                                                                                                 Michael’s revulsion for the Protestants was of such magnitude that he was in the throes of joining the covert organisation of the IRA. But his hunger was not based on researching the history books, nor was it justified by personal tragedy, well not much anyway. It was like it is for every baby born into the world of Belfast, it was learnt from the womb. It all boils down to what side of the fence the stork drops you off at. It is an inbred maternal instinct. No matter the species, a new-born ascertains the code of survival from it’s mother and it’s no different in Belfast. By the time you learn how to walk, it’s not so much lookout for the traffic or don’t accept lifts of strangers, it’s don’t go near the Catholics or vice versa dependent on your parents religion, that’s how it’s tutored and that’s how you’ll teach your own. It’s sad but it’s fact, it’s a necessity if you are to inhabit this mean city. Then it’s off to school, sectarianism is taught in the playground. A child’s mind is easier to infiltrate, remember after watching your first horror movie and how you pulled the covers over your head to black out the dark, convinced the monsters would come and get you, well that’s exactly the vision for the children of Belfast. They imagine the adversary persuasion as axe wielding ogres, though at that tender age they haven’t seen any. They’re taken into the city centre shopping or for whatever reason, where they have no concept that the people they must beware of are walking all around them, but no one tells them in those early childhood years between five and eight that the enemy is just like you. No they don’t let them know that, do they? As puberty arrives life becomes worse, you now realise the devil is human and the media stir it up, it’s in the tabloids on the television, everywhere you look it’s in your face. Bombarded by ‘tit for tat’ killings on your own doorstep, you have to resent, why wouldn’t you? ‘An eye for an eye’, isn’t that what the bible instructs. Humanity is lost and like a threatened animal you stick to the safety of your pack. The graffiti of hatred etches into your mind, so that even when you close your eyes it can be seen as clear as day. Finally and most hurtful, you spot a member of the opposite sex who stops your heart as you melt, but they’re not of your tribe so love cannot blossom, it’s socially and morally incorrect, you’re forced to look elsewhere, even love hurts in Northern Ireland. 

