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A cartoon and  
apple-bobbing 
was sheer joy

Killer loses appeal over 
stab murder conviction
A YOUNG man who was jailed for 
life two years ago, having lured a 
teen to his death by pretending 
to be a girl in text messages, has 
had his appeal against conviction 
dismissed on all grounds.

Marcus Kirwan, of Cooley Road, 
Drimnagh, Dublin, who is now 22 
years old, had denied murdering 
19-year-old David Byrne in Dublin 
four years ago.

The Central Criminal Court 
heard that Kirwan had lured Mr 
Byrne to a meeting by sending 
him texts pretending to be a girl. 

When the Drimnagh teenager 
arrived to meet the girl on the 
night of March 19, 2011, he was set 
upon by Kirwan and other youths, 
who chased him into a dead end 
at an apartment complex.

Kirwan then stabbed Mr Byrne 
nine times, once in his face and 

eight times in his back. The 
 victim’s heart and lungs were 
punctured and one of the fatal 
wounds was 20cm deep.

A jury found Kirwan guilty of 
murder following a three-week 
trial and he was given the 
 mandatory life sentence by 
Judge Garrett Sheehan on Febru-
ary 4, 2013.

Kirwan moved to appeal his 
conviction on grounds involving 
an arrest warrant as well as 
alleged infirmities in the identifi-
cation process and CCT V 
evidence. 

His barrister, Dominic McGinn 
SC, had argued that an arrest 
warrant issued to a Garda super-
intendent provided no basis for 
Kirwan’s arrest by another garda. 

Rejecting this, Judge George 
 Birmingham said there was a 
statutory basis for what had 
occurred and that it had been 
Garda practice since ‘time 
immemorial’.

Turning to the other grounds of 
appeal, Judge Birmingham said 
the identification of Kirwan on 
CCTV footage by a garda was a 
correct procedure even if con-
temporaneous records ought to 
have been kept.

The court dismissed the appeal, 
and there were audible sighs of 
relief and sounds of sobbing from 
the family of Mr Byrne when this 
was announced. 

Outside court after the ruling, 
the victim’s aunt Angela Byrne 
said the family were ‘over the 
moon that justice has prevailed 
again for us’.

By Ruaidhrí Giblin

M 
y grandmother 
was a simple 
woman. By this I 
mean that she 
lived an uncom-
plicated life, one 

that, by our standards, seems 
almost primitive. yet, even 
though she had little, she 
never neglected ceremony or 
celebration. 

This was especially so at Halloween. 
As the day approached, she would 
gather apples, nuts and an assort-
ment of dried fruits. There were no 
chocolates, sweets or crisps, but only 
nature’s gifts and plenty of them.

Halloween started like any other 
day, but, at the dawn of dusk, she 
would decorate the house with a few 
skeletons and spiders. 

In pride of place on the kitchen 
 table was a barmbrack. Bowls of nuts, 
raisins and apples were placed here 
and there. 

At nightfall, the games began. Half 
a dozen apples would be submerged 
in a basin of cold water. In our make-
shift costumes, we would huddle 
around the basin trying to retrieve an 
apple with our teeth.

Looking back, it was such an 
 unhygienic exercise, and yet we loved 
every second of it. We also loved 
searching for the ring in the brack. 

It never seemed to fit and was of 
absolutely no value, but we still wore 
it with pride. 

Callers would get a handful of nuts 
and the street was abuzz with inno-
cent frolics. Zombies and witches 
could walk in safety as there were no 
fireworks back then. 

It was a night of pure fun, a night 
when the imagination came alive and 
was rewarded with a bag of whole-
some fruit.

My grandmother adored the whole 
thing, but she never hyped up 
 Halloween. For her, it was a night of 
fun and it could all be done without 
any fuss. That I remember so much 
about those nights is testimony to 
her simple belief that much could be 
made of little.

As her grandchildren grew up, Hal-
loween became a thing of the past. 
She, however, continued to volunteer 
at a local playground. For years, she 
gave less fortunate children the 
chance to have a childhood worthy of 
the name.

As I look around the streets, shops 
and our spectacularly decorated 
homes, I cannot help recalling the 
Halloween nights of my youth. I can-
not help thinking of my grandmother 
and how, in the simplest of ways, she 
brought the whole thing alive. And 
then I ask myself, what would she 
think of the way we celebrate Hallow-
een today?

For people of my grandmother’s 
generation, the best thing you could 
do for children was enliven their 
 imagination. you read them good 
 stories and gave them enough free-
dom to build, make and play. That is 
why, with perhaps the exception of a 

small plastic mask, we always made 
our own Halloween costumes.

I do not begrudge my children the 
excitement they experience at this 
time of year. For them, Halloween is a 
lavish spectacle almost on a par with 
Christmas. It is no longer a single 
night, but an entire season.

However, I do mourn for the sim-
plicity and gentleness of a time when 
children could really be children. I 
look back with longing to those nights 
when the best you could hope for was 
a plastic ring or a bag of nuts. I re-
member so clearly how, in showing a 
cine-reel of Woody Woodpecker 
 cartoons to her ‘children’ in the play-
ground, my grandmother gave them 
countless hours of joy.

Similarly, give our middle son some 
cardboard, Sellotape and a box of 
crayons, and he will create anything. 
In fact, the only time he becomes 
 agitated is when he is overstimulated. 
For him, true happiness is also found 
in simple things.

Could it be that in our enthusiasm 
to give our children a happy 
 childhood, we are depriving them of 
the very things which will give them 
lasting joy?

In making everything so readily 
available, are we robbing them of 
their spontaneity, imagination and 
their natural capacity to relate to the 
world just as they find it? In over-
stimulating their senses, are we less-
ening their sensitivity to the benefits 
of simplicity?  

C
 
 
HILdren are so precious 
and you only get one chance 
at bringing them up. The 
challenge for parents today 
is to make room for their 

children’s natural gifts in a world 
where those gifts are often short-
circuited by a screen. That means let-
ting them make and bake, play and 
build, until they fall smiling into bed. 

My grandmother died of brain can-
cer in 1991. She looked for nothing 
out of life, but in small and simple 
ways she gave in abundance. This 
was never more apparent than at 
Halloween and Christmas, when she 
would spend what little she had on 
making magical memories.

I really don’t know how she would 
view today’s world, but I suspect she 
would be dismayed at how children 
need so much when we got by with so 
little. I suspect she would shed a tear 
for those fun-filled nights when, after 
all the games, we sat telling ghost 
stories in the dark. 

She died as she lived – in simplicity. 
She left nothing behind except 
 memories of precious moments such 
as those I have recorded here. Those 
memories are not unique to me 
alone.

On a wall in a dublin playground 
there is a plaque in honour of my 
grandmother. It is from all those boys 
and girls whose lives were touched by 
a woman who knew that children 
thrive best on Woody Woodpecker 
and wet apples.


