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Celebrate Summer 
at Carraig Donn

To celebrate Carraig Donn’s 
summer collection in 
fashion, jewellery & 
giftware, the Irish Daily 
Mail are offering readers the 
chance to save €5 on a spend 
of €30 in Carraig Donn stores 
nationwide or online at 
carraigdonn.com (simply 
enter the code DailyMail to 
avail of the offer).

€5 OFF €30  
AT CARRAIG DONN  

STORES NATIONWIDE
Online Voucher Code: DailyMail

Terms and CondiTions: Minimum spend requirement of €30 
or more. Offer valid until 16.08.2014. Offer applies to full price 
purchases only. Offer valid in all Carraig Donn stores 
nationwide and online at www.carraigdonn.com. To claim 
your discount online, type the voucher code DailyMail in the 
voucher code box once you have added the item(s) to your 
shopping bag. Not to be used in conjunction with any other 
offer. One voucher per transaction. Not exchangeable for 
cash. Photocopies not accepted.

✁

SAVE €5 WHEN YOU SPEND €30 IN STORE & ONLINE

Dr Mark
Dooley
moral matters

We’ve got 
our own Mrs 
Doubtfire
T

he most frightening 
thing about living 
with children is that 
you never know what 
to expect next. One 
moment there is a 

beautiful sense of calm and 
serenity. A second later, and 
the house is like a set from 
one of the Indiana Jones 
action films.

This is especially so when, like us, 
you have three boys. Boys are honest, 
kind, loving and caring. Yet, they are 
also bursting with raw energy, some-
thing that does not help to keep your 
house intact. 

Much to the horror of their poor 
father, they will attempt any stunt, no 
matter how dangerous. It is not 
 unusual, for example, to see ‘Batman’ 
cascade off the side of a sofa onto a 
beanbag some 6ft away. Neither is it 
out of the ordinary to witness strange 
figures leaping at full speed down the 
stairs.

I doubt there is a parent, no matter 
how hardy or seasoned, who gets 
used to such antics. 

every morning, as I gaze in despair 
at the deepening worry lines on my 
brow, I know they each represent one 
of those moments when my heart 
skipped a beat. I know they symbol-
ise my body’s failure to withstand the 
sheer terror of children shouting 
‘catch!’ as they dive from the middle 
of the stairs into my arms. 

however, there is always one in each 
family who bucks the trend. Our 
 middle son is just as fearless as his 
brothers. It is not unusual to find him 
scaling the shelves or hurling himself 
from great heights.

Yet there is another side to this 
 little daredevil which often catches 
us by surprise. 

Sitting in the kitchen last week, I 
suddenly heard the unmistakable 
sound of high heels. As a rule, we 
don’t permit our boys to wear shoes 
in the house for fear of irreparable 
damage to the decor. I, therefore, 
concluded it must be Mrs Dooley pre-
paring to venture out.

As the sound of the shoes drew 
closer, I realised they were being worn 
with some difficulty. At one point, I 
thought Mrs Dooley must be suffer-
ing terrible discomfort. I was about 
to advise a change of footwear when 
it became clear that someone else 
had arrived at the kitchen door.

‘hello, I’m Mrs Doubtfire’, said the 
figure in a perfect Scottish accent. 
Released in 1993, Mrs Doubtfire is a 
movie in which Robin Williams plays 
Daniel hillard, a father denied access 
to his beloved children. In an effort to 
spend time with them, Daniel imper-
sonates euphegenia Doubtfire, an 
elderly Scottish nanny whom his 
estranged wife unwittingly employs.

My boys were deeply touched by 
Mrs Doubtfire, not only because it 

brought home the sad reality of a 
 broken marriage, but especially 
because it depicted the extremes to 
which a father would go to be with his 
own children.

however, our middle son saw some-
thing else in this film, something that 
unleashed the full force of his femi-
nine side. It gave him the only excuse 
he needed to dress in drag. 

As the high heels smashed against 
the kitchen floor, I realised my own 
Mrs Doubtfire was, well, just as 
 ‘womanly’ as the original. he had 
obviously raided his mother’s ward-
robe and, with the aid of a few stuffed 
toys, was every bit a woman. The 
problem was, he thought he could 
expose his new persona to the world.

Later that day, we were horrified to 
discover him scrambling onto the 
trampoline in the high heels and 
other unseemly props. Not only that, 
but by shouting at full volume in the 
Scottish accent, he was sure to invite 
attention from our long-suffering 
neighbours. 

In order to save them from such a 
terrifying sight, we persuaded Mrs 
Doubtfire that it was in her best 
interests to retreat indoors. 

It is hard to know if the daredevil or 
Mrs Doubtfire causes me more grief. 
What I know for certain, however, is 
that this little boy is a true child of 
light. Wherever he goes, and whatever 
he does, he leaves behind a trail of 
joy.

I
 
 
T is often said of middle chil-
dren that they lose out. They 
get less attention than the first, 
and are somewhat overlooked 
when the third baby arrives. 

That this rule does not apply in our 
house is because our middle son is 
adored by his brothers. 

he is best friend to our eldest, and 
our youngest emulates him in every-
thing. Like us, they see in him a 
 constant source of love and levity. 
There are, of course, times when he is 
also a terror, but, then again, what 
child is not? 

At the weekend, we celebrated ‘Mrs 
Doubtfire’s’ sixth birthday. he could 
not understand why we forbade him 
from appearing at his party dressed 
as his new favourite character. 

This, however, did not prevent him 
from refusing his food so he could 
 serenade his guests as they ate.

Yes, a parent’s worry lines are like a 
broken soldier’s medals. They signify 
you have fought the good fight and 
that, somehow, you have survived to 
tell the tale. Still, some facial lines are 
not caused by worry but by laughter. 
They remind us of the beauty of 
 parenthood, of those times when it 
just couldn’t get any better.

When next we meet, you may notice 
I have a few extra – caused, no doubt, 
by the dubious use of some stuffed 
toys and a pair of crimson high heels.

Lebanon soldier to 
testify over murder
A RETIRED Irish soldier is to give 
evidence at a deportation hear-
ing about a Lebanese man 
accused of the 1980 murder of 
two Irish peacekeepers.

John O’Mahony was kidnapped 
in Lebanon with Private Derek 
Smallhorne and Private Tom Bar-
rett, who were later tortured 
and killed.

He has agreed to testify via 
video link at a deportation hear-
ing in the US next week.

His two comrades were 
 tortured and killed, allegedly by 
Mahmoud Bazzi, who is now 71 
and living in the city of Dearborn, 
Michigan. 

Mr Bazzi was arrested last 
month and accused of entering 

the US on a false passport. He 
faces deportation to Lebanon, 
where Mr O’Mahony and others 
want him tried for murder. 

Mr O’Mahony, of Killarney, Co. 
Kerry, has told a US embassy offi-
cial in London he was happy to 

testify at Mr Bazzi’s deportation 
hearing in Detroit, Michigan.

The retired soldier said: ‘[The 
official] wanted to know whether 
I was still willing to testify. I said 
that’s what this whole thing’s 
about... I said by all means.’

Steve Hindy, a US journalist, was 
also abducted in the same inci-
dent by Christian militia allied to 
Israel. He has previously said he 
saw Mr Bazzi drive away with Pri-
vates Smallhorne and Barrett.

Mr Bazzi has claimed innocence 
and has said his confession on 
Lebanese television after the 
murders was forced by those 
higher up in the militia.

The murders were reputedly to 
avenge the death of Mr Bazzi’s 
brother, who was killed in a clash 
with Irish UN troops.

By John Breslin

Survive: John O’Mahony


