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ECHONEWS

RESEARCH has revealed that the
best wheeler-dealers on the stock
market may be ‘functional psycho-
paths.’ ��������	
������	�������

WE were a group of earnest strug-
glers. All aged 22, the four of us were
living in the town we grew up in, each
hopping from one dead-end job to the
next as our college degrees gathered
dust.

Then there was Hacko. He hadn’t
gone the college route, instead re-
maining in town after the Leaving Cert
to oversee an unsuccessful soft-drug
empire he had cultivated at school.

One Christmas, when we returned
home from our studies, we learned he
was in the slammer. He had been
slashed in a knife-fight with another
dealer, but not before sticking his as-
sailant. Hacko had always liked
knives. That would be an understate-
ment: Hacko loved knives.

By this time, he had been released
and claimed to be a reformed charac-
ter. He was vehemently anti-drugs.

Hacko was the only psychopath we
knew, but he was still our buddy.

Years before, playing Under-12 hurl-
ing, when someone took a swing at
you, who was the first on the scene to
weigh in with a shoulder from behind?
Hacko. If an opponent gave you a
thump, Hacko slammed them with a
shoulder from behind. If they shook
hands with you after the game, he
slammed them with a shoulder from
behind.

Hacko and I were sitting in the win-
dow seat of a local cafe. I was stuck
on a clue in the cryptic crossword and
I said to no one in particular: “Cubic
highlights reverberate around the
globe: Five and six.”

“Sharp knives,” came a voice from
behind another section of the paper.

“Probably not, “I countered, and be-
cause he was still giggling I enquired
what was so funny.

“It’s just these Elan Shares. I can’t
believe people were so stupid to hold
on to them.”

I had a business degree and here
was the area’s local nutcase, who kept
his money in his left shoe, pontificating
about the Iseq index.

But for the next half-hour Hacko lec-
tured me on the poor dividend yields of
a half-dozen of the country’s most
reputable PLCs. At the end of the dis-
cussion I was sure the young man be-
fore me was a financial genius. I asked
him where he had learned to read the
markets like that, but he just gave me
a friendly punch on the shoulder and
said any fool could do it.

I got down to work right away. I’d
pull out the business page from the
paper each day and give it to him. A
month passed and it would be no ex-
aggeration to say his intuition would
have made even the most casual
stock player a millionaire.

The others had been watching my
project with minimal curiosity, but
when at the end of the month I showed
them the results, their interest was

pricked. If we invested, we couldn’t
lose. It took me a week to convince
them.

We scrimped together what savings
we had and borrowed all we could
from our folks. After another week we
had €20,000.

I took Hacko aside and told him
about the scheme. We would give him
the cash, he would invest it and could
cream 20% of any profit. He was re-
luctant, but agreed.

We gathered at the bus stop the
next day to wave off Hacko as he got
on the coach that would ferry him to
the city, carrying our fiscal future in a
small black briefcase.

After the first week, the others were
getting worried; Hacko hadn’t phoned.
Another week passed. Nothing.

When the phone rang at my house a
fortnight later, none of us were on
speaking terms. I picked up the receiv-
er and heard a soft breath.

“Hacko?” I ventured.
Five seconds of static silence

elapsed.
“Come over to the house. Bring the

lads. I’ve something to show ye.”
I rang the others with the news.
Within 20 minutes we had arrived at

Hacko’s parents’ front door. It was
open. We stepped in cautiously. Hacko
was sitting at the dining-room table,
dressed in a well-cut suit.

“Come in guys. Look, I’m sorry I
didn’t call, but I was doing so well and I
wanted it to be a big surprise.”

The three guys started cheering and
hugging, but there was something of a
malevolent gleam in Hacko’s eyes that
stifled my rapture.

The black briefcase sat on the table.
He picked it up and said: “In the last
month I made over €250,000 on the
stock market.”

The others now seemed to share my
unease. Hacko flicked open the locks
on the case.

“But before we discuss financial
matters, can I ask ye a question?

We gulped our assent.
“Why didn’t any of you come to visit

me in prison?”
A tear was rolling down the white

scar on his cheek but in a few seconds
he was laughing.

“Oh, the money. I invested all that in
something else,” he said, tapping the
front of the briefcase.

With that, he flicked it open.
Some of the blades glinted with light

from the lamp above, while others re-
flected four frightened faces.

“What about our cut?” said one of
the lads.

“Your cut?” laughed Hacko. “Oh,
don’t you worry, you’ll get your cut.
You’ll all get your cut.”
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they are not alone — help is out there

was no fear. I could go out and do
what I wanted and talk to who I
wanted.”

More importantly though, Bernie
realised there were lots of other
women running from comparable
situations of domestic violence.

“I met women who were in the
same boat and suddenly I realised I
wasn’t alone. I wondered how come
I didn’t know the refuge existed all
along,” she says.

“On saying that it takes a long
time to leave, to pluck up the cour-
age, and it was only then that I was
really ready to leave.”

Bernie admits the road after-
wards was not easy.

Suddenly she was on her own
with six children.

“What happens is your
self-esteem is gone. It has been
drummed into your mind that
you’re useless and you have no
sense of self.

” There was no trace of the bubbly
teenager I had been before mar-
ria g e.”

However, ten years later Bernie is
in a much better place, both physic-
ally and emotionally.

She has her own house, and is a

qualified counsellor working to
help other women to break the cycle
of violence.

“There are women out there who
are stuck and feel there is no way
out and I understand why,” says
Ber nie.

“I left it ten years ago, but I can
still vividly remember what it is to
be controlled, that fear of not being
able to look left of right.

“But there’s no need to be living
in that situation. There is lots of
help out there. Once you have made
that first step it really does becomes
e a s i e r. ”

Help is just a phone call away
CONFIDENTIAL and
non-judgemental support
and advice for people
living with domestic
violence:
1. One-Stop Shop (OSS):
94 South Main Street,
Cork. (for men and
women)
Helpline: 1800 497 497
Office: (021) 4222979
w w w. o s s c o r k . i e
oss@eircom.net
2. Mná Feasa, Women’s
Domestic Violence
Project, Ionad na nDaoine,
36 Ardmore Avenue,
Knocknaheeney and 8
North Mall, Cork.
Helpline: (021) 4211757
(Mon to Fri 10am — 2pm)
3.Cuanlee Refuge, Kyrl’s
Quay, Cork.
Helpline: (021) 4277698
(24 hours a day, 365 days
a year.)

VIOLENCE: Some women are ashamed to even tell their own family that they are being beaten by their
husband. Picture: Posed by models

HERE TO HELP: Deborah O’Flynn, Co-Ordinator of the One Stop Shop
(OSS) in South Main Street, Cork


