
Page 14 Irish Daily Mail, Wednesday, July 23, 2014

Dr Mark
Dooley
moral matters

mark.dooley@dailymail.ie

Summer time 
and even I’m 
living it easy
O

n Monday, we cele-
brated our 14th wed-
ding anniversary. It 
was mid-morning 
before we remem-
bered it was our spe-

cial day. ‘Happy anniversary,’ 
exclaimed Mrs Dooley’s 
sister, following which we 
quickly embraced before 
responding to yet another 
minor calamity.

You see, the days of actually tak-
ing time to celebrate our anniver-
sary are well gone. This is especially 
so since we started taking our boys 
on holiday in late-July. Usually, we 
migrate to the midlands where Mrs 
Dooley’s sister runs the Bloomfield 
House Hotel. 

It is actually from our bedroom in 
this splendid idyll that I am writing 
today. Our youngest is having 
his mid-morning nap in the adjoining 
room.

Through my open window, and 
much to the consternation of those 
seeking to savour the rural tranquil-
lity, I can hear our middle son belting 
out a bar of Summertime. 

Bloomfield House was formerly 
used by the Red Cross to treat sol-
diers during the First World War. In 
1932, it was donated to the Francis-
can nuns, who used it as a convent 
until 1979. Since then, it has grown 
to become one of the most popular 
family hotels in the country.

Overlooking Lough Ennell, it is a 
pastoral oasis that caters for children 
of all ages. From the moment our 
sons arrive, they dive headlong into 
all the activities. With a swimming 
pool, bouncy castle and playground, 
they are spoilt for choice. 

Their parents, of course, would 
much rather a gentle stroll by the 
lake. Their father, in particular, would 
normally prefer to sit in silence or 
read away the hours. But no, he is 
dragged from one perilous pursuit to 
the next without any consideration 
for his advancing years.

And if you think we are granted any 
respite on account of our anniversary, 
you can think again.

From dawn to dusk, we were jump-
ing in and out of the pool, maintain-
ing order on the bouncy castle 
and ensuring that everyone was 
adequately nourished. As we retired 
bedraggled and exhausted, our eldest 
suddenly turned and said: ‘Ah, I see it 
was your anniversary today.’

Ever the idealist, I decided to bring 
some work away with me.

As a rule, writers don’t like to pass a 
day without putting something down 
on paper. I also thought it might 
provide a sense of order in the midst 
of mayhem.

Every year I do it, and every year I 
get nothing done. I repress the fact 
that, by the second day of our holi-
day, we resemble a pair of zombies. I 
forget that our children have no 

intention of permitting us to live life 
as normal.

Before their arrival, I couldn’t think 
of anything worse than standing in a 
pool trying to catch a human cannon-
ball. I couldn’t envisage spending a 
summer vacation as a health and 
safety officer.

Most of all, I could never have imag-
ined forgetting our anniversary.

Yet, here I am in the thick of it all 
and secretly thrilled to be so. Finally, 
I have a chance to work, and yet I 
can’t help wondering what fun I am 
missing down below.

I have been given a golden opportu-
nity to escape the pandemonium and 
I am already relishing the prospect of 
plunging back in.

Very simply, parenting has taught 
me it is impossible to permanently 
maintain order and control. My chil-
dren have taught me to let go and 
enjoy the beautiful things of life. They 
have given me back my childhood 
and with it a golden sense of joy.

What I once considered embarrass-
ing, I now take in my stride. What I 
once believed was beneath me, I now 
see as a blessing. In wrenching me 
from my old and tired ways, my boys 
have saved me from myself.

And if our anniversary is no longer a 
big deal, it is because our children are 
the outcome of that promise we made 
to each other all those years ago. 
They are what we live for now and for 
whom we sacrifice our own small 
needs. Through them, we have dis-
covered why marriage is nothing less 
than a sacred covenant.

For one week of the year, Bloomfield 
House Hotel is a home away from 
home. A sign of just how happy our 
boys are here is that they simply 
don’t want to return to Dublin. 

Each morning, they creep into our 
room just to ensure this is not the 
day of departure.

A
 
 
S a parent, what more can 
you ask for your children? 
Only today, my two older 
boys declared their undy-
ing love for this place. 

Hearing that, I knew I was wrong 
to even think about establishing a 
rigid routine where none should 
ever exist.

Yes, I have finally learned to let go, 
and never more so than when away 
with my family. And even though I 
come here with a sense of trepida-
tion, it is never too long before it gives 
way to one of serenity.

With no way of preventing the may-
hem, I simply throw in the towel and 
embrace it.

now, with all due respect, I have a 
date with destiny. In her wisdom, Mrs 
Dooley has decided I should oversee 
all three of my tiny torpedoes in the 
pool. If I survive, we shall talk again 
next week. 

If not, please know I went down 
smiling.

Friends of stabbed boy 
to be offered counselling

PARENTS of the school friends of 
Brandon Skeffington, stabbed by 
his older brother Shane, have 
been advised how to discuss the 
tragedy with their children.

Shane Skeffington, 20, knifed his 
younger sibling, nine-year-old 
Brandon, at the family home in 
rural Co. Sligo on Sunday evening 
before hanging himself.

Officials from the Department of 
Education and the HSE visited the 
community to talk to parents 
whose children attend Banada 
National School, where Brandon 
was due to enter fourth class.

Parents were advised to allow 
children in the community to 
grieve for the brothers and to be 
honest about the siblings having 
died. Lorcan Brennan, principal 
of Banada National School, said: 
‘Our sympathies are with Bran-

don’s family. Staff and pupils are 
deeply shocked and saddened at 
his sudden death. We have 
requested NEPS assistance (coun-
selling) assistance and that will 
kick in as needed.’

A police van remained at the 
scene yesterday and a forensic 
guard continued to carry out 
investigations at the house.

Shane had been released from 
psychiatric care in recent weeks. 

The eldest of four children, he 
had also been due in court yes-
terday for cocaine possession. 
While in April this year he was 
fined €200 after he was caught 
with a cannabis joint. He was also 
among a group of men charged 
with violent disorder in March. 
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