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"Arr! Tom Lad!

Be you a nautical cove?!”

Aungier St journalism student and SU PRO, Sir Thomas Felle, journeyed round the Cape of No Hope on the mighty cutter, The Asgard, matey, with
weavils in the biscusts and only rain to drink. Nary a whiff of land caught he as he basttled man and beast, wind and waves to beach his stricken
vessel on welcoming shores, loaded with ripe, juicy pineapples and other exotic vegetables. The DIT Examiner spoke to him over a jug o’ rum in The
King's Legs, the notorious - if fabricated -- sea-farer's watering hole. (Well, the words 'The' and 'Asgard’ are completely true).

Sailing Away

to get used to was the speed at which
everything seemed to happen. (Perhaps
this was amplified by

the lack of speed at
which the boat trav-
els in summer
winds.) Less than
one hour after [ met
the other nineteen
trainees | was every-
body’s best friend.
This intense rela-
tionship fostered on
|board is enforced by
the fact that one
Imust sleep, eart,
¥ Iwash, shower, swim,
~ |land work together
twenty-four hours a

THE SEA has always mystified me. 1
suppose there is an old sea dog in me
that dreams of running away to sea and
spending the rest of my life on a cruise
ship in the Caribbean. A place where
the sun never sets and where parties
never end. Where all you have to do all
day is lounge on deck soaking up rays of
sun and sipping cockils. If that is what
you want out of a holiday art sea, then
the Asgard II is definitely not the place
to go. If you want to do something a lit-
tle different though, it most certainly is.

I made my decision to go on the
Asgard when I was about 16. I remem-
ber reading a promotional leaflet about
sail training on the vessel and thinking
how great it would be 1o get the chance
to go and sail on it.

Discovery

It's a very romantic ideareally. The
notion of setting sails, roughing the
storms at sea to reach new lands, new
destinations in the name of discovery.
The life of a sailor is glamorised also by
the notion that there is some heart bro-
ken woman waiting in every port for
him to call again. With all those ideas
racing through my mind I suppose it
was no wonder, then, that I applied for
a berth aboard the Asgard 1l for cruise
97/24 (sailing in the South Atlantic
Ocean off the West coast of Africa).

One of the hardest things on board

day. [t is a very strange feeling and one
had never experienced before, so it took
some getting used to.

Time itself seemed to go extremely
quickly as well. It seemed like three
years had past since I left rather than

manage, however, to sink one or two
other dinghies before calling it a day
and retiring to the evening sun-filled
deck wirh a rather large helping of
Christmas dinner leftovers and duty
free. The new year wasg=
equally celebrated on
another of the Spanish
islands in the Canaries.
One of the most fas-
cinating parts of the
whole adventure was
just plain sailing. The
ship itself consists of
series of ropes tied to
pieces of canvas and 2

together. If you kno
what you are doing with
those ropes and pieces
of canvas, it can be one
of the most thrilling

after spending a lifetime in Tir Na nOg.
Luckily for me, however, all that hap-
pened when I touched Irish soil was that
I felt the cold.

experiences of your life.
Setting the course to port at full
brace, with jibs and

three weeks, when I finally stepped off a
Ryan Air flight in Dublin Airport to sub
zero Irish weather.

Thirty five degrees was the standard
midday temperature, so it is under-
standable one found it hard to reminisce
with misty eyed fondness of how all the

family were enjoying themselves sans

electriciry in the freezing cold wilderness .

of the West of Ireland.

Old Acquaintance

W As is

customary
among the Tall Ships
Federation, of which the

Asgard is 2 member,

La Palma, south of the
Canary Islands, with
many other tall ships
from allied nations.
"% lBoat races were held in
nur honour; however,
~ . lthe Irish contingent

faired badly. We did

- didn’t mean much to
~ Ime before embark-
ing on the trip, and
che truth is it still
‘oesn™. I don't hon-
tly believe, howev-
r, that is what the
hole Asgard experi-
nce is abour. Yes,
you do develop a
sense of what sailing
is all about. Yes, you
do learn a respect for
he sea only a sailor
-2 n have. But the
team-work, the group-challenges you
face for simple things like conserving
water (because if you don't you can't
drink) are onerous responsibilities, ones
which can only make for a stronger per-
sonality in the long term.

Farewells

Everybody, at one stage or another in
their life, promised departing friends
letters would come on a regular basis.
With the best intentions in the world,
however, [ put off the writing of those
lerters until one day it was too late.

The Asgard has heard those untruths
many times over the last seventeen years,
and no doubt my promises were no dif-
ferent. The friends | made were lifelong,
and although we did share many experi-
ences that really were incredible, we all
had one thing in common: we were on
the Asgard. Once that is taken out, all
that is left is stumbling conversations
about “whar are you doing now?” or “do
you temember when we...did something
on the Asgard?”. For that reason, unfor-
tunately, | had to come back to reality

HISTORY OF
SAIL TRAINING
IN IRELAND

The Asgard was originally designed and
buils in Norway, in 1905, and was the
wedding present to the wife of Erskine|
Childers, father of the late President
Childers. The name Asgard is an old
Norse word meaning Home of the Gods.
In July 1914, Asgard, with Erskine and
Mary Childers and four others on board
sasled to the North Sea to collect a cargo|
of guns which had been bought in
Hamburg for the Irish Volunteers. Afier
a difficult voyage the cargo was landed
at Howth on July 26, 1914. Asgard wa
sold in 1926 by the Childrers family
and passed through many owners before
being purchased by the Irish
Government in 1961 because of her his
torical associations.
In 1968, the Government formed 4|
committee known as Coiste an Asgard|
and placed Asgard under her guidance
and control to be used as a sail training
vessel for young people in Ireland.
Sailing training cruises were carried out
on Asgard cach year from 1969 to 1974
( Asgard lefi the waters in 1975 and was
transferred to Kilmainkam Jail
Historical Museum in 1979 for exhibi-
tion to the public. The sail training
scheme continued from 1975 to 1980 on
the Bermudan Ketch Creidne, built in|
1967, which is now used as a sasl train-
ing yacht by the naval reserve, An Slua
Musri.

Asgard II was designed especially for sail
rraining and was buils by the late Jack
Tyrrell in Arklow, Co. Wicklow. It wa
commissioned by former Taoiseach,
Charles Haughey on 7 March 1981.
Asgard Il carries as her figurehead 8
carving of Grainuail, the famous 16th
Century pirate Queen.
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BooMING ECONOMY A FIGMENT OF
OUR IMAGE 'N' NATION?

If you believe all the reports on the subject, the Irish econo-
my is booming, as it did throughout last year. This is despite
the poor petformance of the Irish punt on the international
currency markets. To most lay people, having managed to
understand the relevant economics as to how and why the
country is so well-off, there seems to be a contradiction here: if
there is so much prosperity in Ireland, why is our currency so
weak, notably against the British pound, given that Britain
supposedly envies our economic success?

Various analysts and economic experts have tried to explain
the apparent contradiction to us, on news reports and else-
where, with suitably non-technical terms so that we might
understand this better. As I have yet to hear a proper explana-
tion, each attempt leaves me with the same impression: the
Irish punt is weak on international currency markets because,
well, it just is. This has long since left me thinking the
unthinkable: maybe our economy is not booming or, at least,
is not as healthy as been suggested.

So, where do we stand?

Last year was apparently a year of unprecedented economic
growth and prosperity in this country: property values have
continued to rise; foreign investment in Ireland is at record
levels; building of new residential and commercial properties
continues at an unprecedented rate; personal salaries in general
have risen; interest rates have remained static; and people gen-
erally have more disposable income, resulting, amongst other
things, in record numbers of new cars on Irish roads and
record amounts of money having been spent by consumers in
the run up to last Christmas. At the end of last year, our pros-
perity as a nation culminated in Charlie McCreevey's celebrat-
ed “give-away” budget, leaving people with even more money
to spend. Things simply could not be better.

Or could they? Unemployment is reported to have been
declining steadily during the last year and more but official fig-
ures tend to be unreliable and if anything underestimate the
position because of the seasonal variations and numerous other
factors that are taken into account in order to determine “true”
unemployment levels.

Without being an economist, I understand that an “eco-
nomic boom” comes about when a certain percentage of the
population is unemployed (a British Conservative MP
(in)famously declared a few years ago that the unemployment
of some was “a price well worth paying” for the prosperity of
others), with a certain further percentage being employed on
moderate or negligible wages, leaving the remainger of the
population particularly solvent. This means thart, by defini-
tion, not everyone can be party to the country’s success.

I remember early last year I was listening to a radio program
when the presenter (whose name I do remember, but who shall
remain anonymous) quoted yet another report which con-
firmed the success of the economy and which forecast thart this
was likely to continue for the foreseeable future. The presenter
then announced that we should all be glad and enjoy our pros-
perity.

No doubt those who regularly find themselves penniless can
join in the jollification around them.

Kevin O'Brady

“This is my castle, stupid!”

Foreign students met an eccentric castle owner and got more (and less) than they
bargained for when they ventured out of Dublin.

By Judith Serrano Traveria

A group of fifty Erasmus students trudged
through the mud and rain to spend a weekend at
an isolated castle, in the Slieve Bloom mountains.
We had read in the tourist leaflet: “Castle
Ballaghmore, built in 1480 by the Gaelic
Chieftain MacGiollaphadraig, beautifully restored
and fumished. Only £5 per night”.

The owner of the castle, Ms. Helen Gail, was
waiting for us at the door holding an umbrella.
She was a fifty-year-old woman — far too ordi-
nary-looking to be an aristocrat. Grinning from
ear to ear, she welcomed us: “This is Ballaghmore
castle, the residence of my family for three hun-
dred years. Here is aly
Sheela-na-Gig
carved in stone - a
pagan fertility sym-
bol to ward off evil.
I say that to you so
that you realise the|
historical impot-
tance of this castle.”

Ms. Gail showed
us around.On the
ground floor there
were two toilets, a
hitge banquet room
took up the first
floor, and on the
second there was a

for her fourth pint of Guinness. The beginning of
the seventh Irish song made her roar with laughter
and she started to sing and dance: “I belong to
aristocracy. I am aristocratic and I always do what
the hell I like!”. She was going around in circles.
She was radiant with happiness. Ms. Gail was defi-
nitely drunk.

The barman explained, “The truth is that the
castle was built in the fifteenth century. It was par-
tially destroyed by Cromwell’s forces in 1647.
Then it was restored in 1836 by Mr Ely who
found a hoard of gold in the land. Ely was shot by
an angry tenant and never lived in the castle. The
astle was then
used as a granary
and afterwards
fell into disuse
until this woman
bought it seven
lyears ago and

next day
fwalking along Sli
iDala and a
Bronze Age
route, we were
exhausted, but

bedroom - but itLHost, Ms. Gail, (seated), Queen of her castle. Mmm..

ere was no rest.

wasn't big enough
to sleep fifty people. And there were no beds. We
stared at her, “Downstairs there are some martress-
es,” she said, “You should take them up in ¢ase
you don't want to sleep on the ground.”. One of
the ‘guests’ replied angrily: “Very funny! And there
aren't enough martttreses - we'll have to share.” We
also had to share the lamp - there was only one.
Just when we thought it couldnt get any worse,
Ms. Gail added: “By the way, do not use the toilets
because there is no water in the casde.”

Then she left. We waited, thinking she had
gone to get some food, but after two hours, she
hadn’t come back and we decided to go out. In the
distance we could see a light and hear some music,
so we thought it was probably a pub.

We were right. The atmosphere was good: Irish
traditional music, drinks and people laughing and
talking. Then we saw a familiar face. It was Ms.
Gail. She was alone, locking cheerful and waiting

Our landlady
had prepared a simple banquet for us: bread and
wine, (and a bit of Irish stew). In the middle of
this ‘feast’, she stood up and called out: “Shut up.
I am going 1o sing a song in French.”

Many of us preferred to go to upstairs to listen
to techno-music. But soon Ms. Gail turned up to
say: “Turn the music off.” One of the guys replied,
“We have paid to do what we want.” She
answered, “But this is my castle, stupid™. We
urned the music on again - preferring to be warm
dancing, than to be cold in bed.

By Sunday afternoon we were more than ready
to go back to Dublin: Like the first day it was
raining and Ms. Gail was at the door, with the
same’ smile as two days before. She said, “I suppose
that you do not need anything else now.”

Theodore, 2 German student, replied: “What |
really need now is to go home and to have a ho
shower.."

1798 : Will it endanger the Peace Process?

All can celebrate and mourn the 1798 rebellion because it involved all religions. Wolfe Tone, “father ~
of Irish republicanism” and founder of the United Irishmen, aimed to break the connection between
Ireland and England by violent means and to unite Irish people of all religious belicfs in that struggle.
It was the making of modem Ireland because it contained the origins of Republicanism, Loyalism,
Unionism and the foundation of the Orange Order. All this remains with us roday.

How will the various factions see the commemoration of 17982 The loyalists will undoubtedly see it as
the routing of Protestants by Catholics. In 1898 there were claims over who “owned” 1798. The
1898 celebration was daimed for Catholic nationalism, for Father Joha Murphy and *Boolavogue®
which was in fact written in the 1890s. One could say the celebrations have already begun though and
long before the New Year as well. 1 wonder were we to take any political vibes from the rendering of
“A Nation Once Again”™ when Mary McAleese became president? The Orange Order announced plans
to re-cnact some of the 1798 battles. Maybe Lady Gregory was right. 1o 1898 she simply suggested
planting trees instead of all the rhetoric, so as to avoid cnumphalism.

In the early 1990s the Irish Peace Process was well under way. Northern Secretary Peter Brooke had
publicly acknowledged that he found it difficult to envisage a milirary dgﬂ_:at of the IRA whilst
Republicans realised a military victory for the IRA was not a pessibility. So if the commemoration of
1798 did encourage a “tiocfaidh ar la” syndrome it seems there would be a shortage of arms anyway.
The Unionists, however, are not convinced. Raymond Ferguson, a Unionist councillor says : “If the
IRA piled up weapons on every stiect corner and the army collected them in lorries, it wouldn’t marter,
Unionist people still would not believe them. we need trust not gestures.” It was fortuitous decommis-
sioning wasn’t an issue in 1798 since weapons of a different sort were a a premium anyway. The
opposition of the paramilitary Loyaiist factions to decommissioning presented the Unionists with a
particular dilemma last year.

Internment had notable repercussions from 1798 in the sense that it resulted in Irish people through-

out the world organising and collecting funds to aid the republican campaign. American involvement
in the Peace Process does not stem directly out of 1798 although emigré United [rishmen, themselves
inspired by the American Revolution, were active in founding the Republican panty in the U.S.
From 1798 onwards feminist demands accompanied nationalist struggles. Mary Ann McCracken was
one such United Irishwoman. She apd others paved the way for Constance Markievicz who was the
first female M.P. in Westminster when the Republicans won a landslide electoral victory in 1918,
Women against Imperialism was founded in 1978. If Roisin McAliskey is extraditied to Germany,
Minister Straw will ruffle more than a few feathers. Yet the real timebomb this year is Billy Wrighe's
death, more so than the actual bicentenary celebrations of 1798.
There's no doubt about it, 1798 will endanger the peace process. But the thing is thar we're celebrar-
ing it anyway. Orangemen are marching every year and don't we know it? We need no re-enactments
of 1798, The battles are surely on-going. Withour 1798 there would be no northemn crisis. There
would be no Billy Wright. There would be no Peace Process. Without a doubt, Wright's death has
been the greatest danger to the Peace Process since it commenced. In fact, he was a bigger danger than
the Drumcree marches and 1 imagine than any re-enactments to come. His incarceration during
Drumcree I demonstrated this. Billy Wright is to Loyalism what Bobby Sands was to
Republicaniem. Both martyss if not icons in time. *] am me and I'll see it to the end. | am not leav-
ing the bardefield” were Wrights' words in 1995. It has to be said. He stood his ground facing death
after six previous attemprs on kis life. He saw it to the end. My guess is so will the L.V.F. because, as
Wright said, even if * you find yourself out-gunned, out-resourced, out-financed and our-numbered by
your enemy...your oaly weapon is to be even more mthless than them”. My guess is that we could be
in for another long haul of tit-for-tat in Northern Ireland. Billy Wright was king. His mouming will
last. He will not be forgotten o easily.

Carmel Killoran



