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ECHONEWS

● WHEN we left off last week, famed
detective Sherlock Holmes had just
moved in with the Trotters at the Nel-
son Mandela flats. With Grandpa and
Uncle Albert having bought the farm,
Del Boy has decided to rent out the
spare room for some readies.

Scene four: (violin music is heard
from the bedroom) Del Boy and Rod-
ney are in the living room. Del is fixing
himself a cocktail; Rodney is angry.
Rodney: You know who it is,
donthca?
Del: Who?
Rodney: Whodaya bloody think?
Del: Our new lodger, is it Rodders?
Rodney: Yes. Our new lodger is
whom I am referring to. You’ve only
gone and rented the room out to Sher-
lock flippin’ Holmes.
Del: Au contraire, Rodney, Mr Holmes
and his trusty assistant Dr Watson.
Rodney: And what do you think our
esteemed guest — the greatest de-
tective in all of England — will make of
all the nicked gear lying around…

OK, for those of us who read the
column last week, we may be wonder-
ing what happened the promised de-
nouement of the Fawlty Towers epis-
ode guest-starring James Bond.

I have a confession to make. There
never was any such script treatment.

Where to begin? I made a huge mis-
take and I would like to apologise to
regular readers who may be disap-
pointed, shocked.

We were fooled. I was fooled. The
script that I printed was delivered to
me by a regular source, a source I
trusted. But it was a tissue of lies.
John Cleese and Ian Fleming never
collaborated. In fact, Fleming died in
1964, well before the idea to make the
show entered the former Python’s
head.

Sometimes us media people are
hoodwinked and it is you, the reader,
who suffers.

I thought I might be able to write my-
self out of the awkward situation by
pretending to do a series of sit-com
parodies, starting with the above one
on ����� ������ 	�
� ������ (others in
the pipeline included Perry Mason
meeting the Huxtables and the cast of
�	�� 	�
� ��
��� ����	�� �������� ����
trapped in a rail carriage with Mr
Bean), but last week several hundred
people approached me wishing to
know the outcome of last week’s cliff-
hanger involving Sybil and 007 and the
honourable thing to do is come clean
and say nothing happened between
them. I take full responsibility for this
non-event and hope we can put the
whole sordid affair behind us.

So on to happier, more topical
things.

Last week, Reuters, the most re-
spected news reporting association in
the world beginning with the letter ‘R’,
had an article on their wire service that
ran under the headline: ‘Italian pilgrims
try to catch “miracle” on mobiles’.

The story referred to a statue of the
Virgin Mary having moved its legs at

the modern church of San Pietro in the
town of Acerra south of Naples and
tourists’ attempts to photograph it on
their mobile phones.

This is rather interesting as it came
hot on the heels of the 20th an-
niversary recently of the moving piece
of masonry in our own Ballinspittle.

This column has carved itself out a
bit of a reputation as a burster of mod-
ern religious miracle bubbles this past
year with its cynical reaction to the
‘Virgin Mary appeared in my toasted
cheese’ and ‘Pope John Paul II ap-
peared in my hairdresser’s gown’ stor-
ies. Today, we continue in that vein.

Now we’re not saying that the many
people south of Naples or in Ballin-
spittle who saw their statue move don’t
believe they saw that it moved, just
that they didn’t actually see it move.

Shortly after the whole Ballinspittle
furore blew over, down in Kerry, we
had our own moving statues. I was
only five at the time and my memory is
a little hazy (I was drinking heavily) but
I do remember being taken to the vil-
lage of Asdee in North Kerry to see the
phenomenon. I thought there would be
an actual show where actual statues
would shuffle around on a stage; in-
stead, we sat in a church keeping our
eyes peeled for any sudden gestures
by various inanimate objects. Not so
much as a wink.

Probably we should have gone to
the holy well, where the moving statue
was supposed to have been.

Some folks said that they were un-
sure where the rumours about the
statue in Asdee came from; others
pointed to the quiet pub close by to the
church which began to do a roaring
trade with pilgrims not so long after the
rumours circulated.

Many years later, when studying
Greek sculpture for my Leaving Cert, I
discovered that while a technique
known as contrappasto could give the
illusion of movement to stone recre-
ations of the human form, the only re-
corded cases of actual movement of
sculpture were when people backed
into it accidentally while looking at
paintings in a museum.

Of course, the issue here has noth-
ing to do with religious iconography re-
maining in a stationary position, what
we really want to know is whether
there is a decent sitcom script about
an Irish town in the mid-Eighties where
something like this happens.

SCENE ONE: A scruffy looking man
in a trenchcoat pushes open a saloon
door, walks to the bar and takes a
stool.

Barman: Ah, Lieutenant Colombo. I
guess you’re here to investigate the
moving statues…
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James Bond met
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express at Buttevant in Co. Cork

EMERGENCY WORKERS: A body being removed at the scene of the Buttevant rail crash on August 1, 1980.

was on schedule for its next stop at
Mallow at 12.50, just 10 minutes after
the crash.

The search for bodies went on until
midnight and was resumed the next
day.

Anxious relatives of people on board
travelled to Buttevant and hospitals in
an effort to find news of their family or
f r i e n d s.

One the many heroes of the day was
John Shaw from Florida, who had been
serving with the US army in Germany
and was in Ireland to trace relatives
and had planned a visit to Cork to see
the Blarney Stone.

He was entangled in wreckage after
the accident but managed to free him-
self and then a woman who lay trapped
nearby.

John Shaw told of them finding a
steel bar which he used to lever off
heavy debris from other trapped pas-
sengers and allow them escape the
scene. He said his basic military train-
ing had given him an insight on first
aid and this had helped him, with
others, to treat the injured as they

waited for the emergency services.
John Shaw was later decorated by the
American military for his role in the
rescue operation.

The full story of what had happened
only emerged in subsequent investiga-
tions which showed that line work
underway at the then-closed station,
was central to the cause.

A subsequent enquiry was critical of
CIE and focused on the failure to con-
nect the points on the line to a signal
box which had been installed four
months earlier.

That enquiry went on for 13 days and
heard 56 witnesses made it clear that
they did not appropriate blame to CIE
staff who were on duty at the station on
the day.

It was, however, strongly critical of
the company’s management, supervis-
ory and organisation practices,
making eight recommendations on
railway operations.

As a result of the crash, CIE was
forced to replace many of its timber
framed carriages, some of which had
been in operation since 1955.

The emergency response
AN EMERGENCY plan,
drawn up 10 years before
the tragic accident, was
central to the rapid response
of the services to the But-
tevant crash site on August
1, 1980.

The initial emergency call
for help came from a local
County Councillor, Michael
Broderick, who was in his
car at the Buttevant crossing
when the accident occurred.

Local gardaí Seamus Mc-
Grath and Michael O’Connor
were amongst the first also
to the scene.

A fleet of 20 ambulances,
doctors and nurses rushed
to the scene.

Helicopters from the Irish
Helicopters base at Cork air-
port were also ordered to the
crash site.

Six emergency operating
theatres were put in place in

the Cork Regional Hospital
and some 200 medical staff
put on standby.

Back in Cork city, as the
news of the extent of the ac-
cident became clear, hun-
dreds of people went to the
blood clinic at Leitrim Street
to make donations of blood.

The 98-bed Mallow hospit-
al was the nerve centre of
the emergency plan, where
people were resuscitated

before being transferred to
Cork.

The tragedy brought a re-
markable community re-
sponse and the local people
in Buttevant turned out to
help.

Surviving train passengers
were catered for in the local
GAA Community Centre,
before being taken to Mallow
by CIE school and other
buses.

THE VICTIMS
THOSE who died in the train crash
were:
Eileen Redmond, Wexford.
Patrick Larkin, Tipperary.
Sr De Lourdes O'Brien, Mayo.
Sr Mary Stanislaus Kelleher,
Mayo, both originally from Cork.
Bruce Woodworth, Cork.
Seamus Coffey, Dublin.
Timothy McCarthy, Cork.
Sr Mary Margaret O'Donoghue,
England.
Margaret Devlin, Westmeath.
John O'Connor, Dublin.
Mark Barron, Dublin.
Patrick Alan George, England.
Albin Zeiner, Austria.
Maria Ann Zeiner, Austria.
Gertrude Unterberger, USA.
Virgil Livingstone, USA.
Samuel Owen Corke, England.
Winifred Maher, Tipperary.

TOMORROW: Community pulls together


