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SO I suppose you all heard
about our big move across
the city?

We and our sister paper
have transferred to our
new offices from Academy
Street.

Transferred to where, I
don’t know.

The first I heard of the
big move was when I ar-
rived into work after a par-
ticularly long weekend last
Wednesday morning and
everything was locked up.

Where have they gone?
I’m serious, no one is an-
swering my phone calls.
My hope is that the e-mail
address I send this column
to is still in operation. If it
isn’t, then this will prove to
be little more than a love
letter to myself. Which I, for
one, think would be partic-
ularly psychologically dam-
aging to my self-esteem.

Kevin, Dave, John, Pat,
Sean, Rocky, pick up the
phone. Was it something I
said? If anyone knows
where the Izirmrk Igls
offices have moved to,
would they tell me. You can
find me sitting at the bar in
Cashman’s across from
our old offices.

One bonus of not being
able to find where my place
of work is for a whole week
is that it has allowed me to
catch up with some of the
pressing personal issues
that make up my life.

Would you like to read
about these? I know you
would because a typical
e-mail I would receive at
my old desk would read:
“Although we find your in-
cisive and careful analysis
of current events never
less than mesmerising, we
would like to read more
about you and your life.”

That was the gist of them
I think but, then again, I
can’t even remember what
my old desk looked like.

First off, I had a beard for
a while. If you want to know
what that looked like,
simply use a charcoal pen-
cil to shade in the under-
carriage of my face on the
above picture byline. (Add
a certain puffiness to the
cheeks because the picture
was taken two years and
hundreds of desserts ago.)
Tint the result with red biro
because, like with every Ir-
ishman who hasn’t shaved
for a few weeks, the beard
started to turn auburn. Or
ginger, as my more men-
acing friends put it.

The beard divided opin-
ion in my family circle, di-
vided it so much that the
circle became elliptical for
a while because no one
wanted to stand near me.

For example, while I
thought that the reflection I
stared at in the mirror was
reminiscent of a young DH

Lawrence, my nephew
thought I looked like a
squirrel. So the beard dis-
appeared one day to be re-
placed by a double chin
that I don’t remember hav-
ing before.

The reason for the beard
was because I wanted to
look more mature than I ac-
tually am. For, like the
newspaper, I too am on the
move; I am in the throes of
buying a house.

Some of you may recall
two years back when I first
started house-hunting.

I had my eye on Belvelly
Castle — the one that sits
across the bridge from
Fota and guards access to
Great Island — on the mar-
ket for €150,000.

Well I passed on that op-
portunity, and I have rued it
to this day.

That is only half what I
will be paying if another
bank doesn’t refuse to lend
me the money for the
house I have under offer.

Finding the house was a
real struggle. But I was,
and still am, a bit of a fool
when it comes to the busi-
ness (I’m still not entirely
sure what an interest rate
is.)

When looking at houses
I never really know what to
ask. The estate agent and I
would look around and
then he would say “Any
questions?” and I would go
“Ammm.... (brain furtively
attempting to think of an in-
telligent or at lest not too
foolish question) Ammm...
Does it have a bedroom?”

“We are standing in the
bedroom, sir.”

“Right.”
I saw nice houses I

couldn’t really afford and
terrible hovels that I could,
one of which had plumbing
that seemed to be de-
signed thousands of years
before the invention of wa-
t e r.

Then I found the perfect
place. A real zinger of a
house. I really liked it so
the only question I had to
ask myself before I decided
to take the big plunge was:
Why is Gene Hackman not
in movies anymore?

That, and could I afford
it? Well, first off, the bank
manager said I could but
then he came back to me
and said I couldn’t, and he
started citing interest rate
rises at which point I fell
asleep right there in his of-
fice.

So now I am homeless
and out of work and have
begun to grow my beard
again.

But I am optimistic that I
will find the Igls office s
any day now. Be warned
lads, I’m going to find you.
And I’m bringing my sleep-
ing bag.

went down

vessel was incredible’
technology to cater for it.”
Extensive environmental
damage was done, amid
fears of devastation to
local marine and wildlife.
“There was a major effort
by the local community to
clean up the area,” says
John.
“It was quite an expensive
operation, the crude oil
which had escaped was
like tar.
“Pictures of the area were
absolutely terrible to see.
“But it was impressive to

see one of the largest
boats in the world off the
coast of west Cork.”
Today, John runs a
successful scuba diving
centre in Baltimore.
For the first year after the
accident, an exclusion
zone order existed for
divers and boats.
“To be honest, the incident
was possibly one of the
best marketing tools for
scuba diving in the area,”
he says. “Here we had one
of the biggest shipwrecks

in the world on our
doorstep.
“It started to attract divers
from around Europe, it
became famous for being
the most accessible
shipwreck in the world.
“The wreck is now a
magnet for marine life.
However, there is no
growth on the iron ore.
“There are a few scuba
diving centres around
Baltimore now — that was
the positive side to the
wreckage, in my opinion.”

John Kearney
gives the Evening
Echo a first-hand
account of his
experience at the
time.

The Kowloon was 274-metres
long and weighed a massive
54,000 tonnes and her sinking
caused thousands of gallons of oil
to spill into the ocean and along
the coast.


