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BY MICHAEL GOUGH
The lead rain of death had rained on our street for goodness knows how long. The battle had just begun, there are many lost but tell me who has won. 

My name is Tom O’Neil; I live in what’s left of Northern Ireland, above my Da’s bar in Londonderry (Bogside), 55 Greens Way, the battleground in this war. Greens Way had been a quiet place until the troubles, the same time as the soldiers came. The buildings are dirty, slum like and the streets are filthy. This is what the troubles have done to this place. My Da and I had to replace the window of the bar three times because of the riots. For six months now the air has had a permanent smell of tear gas. If you step outside your eyes start to water uncontrollably. 
My Ma died giving birth to me eighteen years ago. My Da never got over her death. He always showed me pictured of them both together,  in the pictures he looked so young with brown hair, perfect jaw line and colour in his face. But now he was going bald, he had gone pale and withered, he is also several pounds over weight, he lookes ten years older then he is.
 My school mate John Fitzpatrick lives next door above his uncle’s shop, we went to the same school. He works in his uncles’ shop and I work in my Da’s bar. He always acts as cheerful as he looks with freckles, blonde hair, blue eyes and a cheerful grin. His uncle’s shop always suffered the most in a riot, a smashed window, stolen merchandise and several times men in leather jackets and balaclavas tried to burn the shop down.
This was because John and his uncle where the only Protestants on the street, he always got beaten up in school for it and the IRA never forgot to make his life a misery. It did not matter to me though, John was my best mate and I was not going to stand for his suffering, he always told be to stay out of it, “don’t worry Tom” He told me at school after a regular argument with Harry Smith (school bully and lives on the others side of the street) “I can handle it.”

Harry had never been a “pleasure” to be around. But he became much worse when the soldiers arrived. He became violent and aggressive. It was when the soldiers came when every thing changed but all the trouble really started a month or two ago. It all started with Harry being himself. He had walked into the bar and took a seat at the counter. “A pint of Guinness please, Tom” he ordered.
“You’re not welcome here Harry” I spat the words out as if I hated every syllable. 

“I would be more careful if I were you Tom” Harry now had a very smug look on his face.” I am now a member of the “provos.”
To be honest I was surprised “Why would the provos put up with the likes of you” I replied “You’re nothing more then a school yard thug.” 
As I finished my sentence two men entered the bar, one was taller and thinner the other but the shorter was pure muscle. They were not regular customers and they where not soldiers.  Despite their difference in size they where both almost identical with closely cropped hair, clean shaven and wore shaded sunglasses, they were dress in leather jackets and denim jeans and trainers. When they entered Harry got incredibly nerves.

“Well Tom” His hands where all most shaking when he stood up from his bar stool “see you later.” He left the bar without as much as a glance at the new customers. The taller man came up to the counter and took off his sun glasses.
“A Gunnies and a cider please mate” He spoke with an English accent that had been tainted by tobacco. “Coming right up” as I said this he turned and sat at a table with his partner. When he took of his glasses I could see his face. His had the same eyes as the soldiers, a killers eye, who were they and what were they doing here. They would change everything around here, they seemed to attract trouble. 
The next day was as a Sunday so the bar had to be closed. I never believed in God, if there was a God he would not let anyone have to fight and die for him, but Da was a devout catholic and he insisted on morning mass every week.  The church was two streets away but it was like crossing a battle field, the window of the Harper’s shop had been smashed in, a car had been burned out at the corner of the street and Harry had probably painted the words IRA in green, white and orange on the wall of the abandoned red brick house at the end of the road.
The church was a simple building, not very big, with stain glass windows, large wood doors and a bell tower. The church was surrounded by a sea of graves, some were new, some were old but one of them was Mam’s with a marble head stone and covered with roses, she loved roses, always had. I felt my Da’s hand on my shoulder. “Come along Tom” he spoke with a hint of sadness in his voice “the sermon is about to begin.”   
We walked through the large doors of the church and took our seats near the back. Next to a tall thin man with gray hair, green eyes and dressed in a leather jacket, jeans and a black berry, I did not trust him, Harry (a couple rows ahead) and a lot of the young Men in the church seemed to be incredibly nervous of him.

  The sermon began with Father Shane “In this time of violence and corruption” he spoke, as always in the tone of voice that made you what to fall asleep “we pray to our lord have Mercy”
“Lord have Mercy”

“We ask Lord Jesus Christ……
The peace of the church was blown sky high as the stain glass window, behind the alter shattered and a flaming beer bottle crashed to the floor, exploding into flames and setting the wooden church seats on fire. Father Shane was a pale as sin, Mr Carpenter’s coat was burning and he was rolling around on the carpet in the isle franticly trying to put the fire out. 
In the midst of the chaos I saw (through the doorway) three men in balaclavas run out on to the street, the man at the back row saw it too and I watched him pull out a gun and run after them. He fired three shots and the closest man to him drop to the ground with a pool of blood rapidly growing around him. He was taking aim and was about to fire his gun when he heard sirens and ran into an alleyway. 

As the mystery man disappear two RUC squad cars and an army truck pulled up outside the church, three RUC Officers clambered out of their cars as a Para leapt out of the truck. They were followed by a Fire engine and an ambulance. The fireman put out the fire and the paramedics ran straight over to Farther Shane and Mr Carpenter.
I saw Da coming out of the church with a bandage around his head and a paramedic holding him up. I was about to run over to him when I felt a hand get a grip of my collar and drag me over to the street and turned me around. I was startled to be face to face with a tall, well built man with a red beret and had a striking resemblance to Michael Cain it the Italian job except he was dressed in a camouflage army uniform with three strips on his shoulder.
He pointed at the body in the middle of the street and bellowed in my face “Who did that.”
“He went that way” I pointed the direction of the alleyway that the man ran to. The sergeant let me go, “He went through that alleyway, move out.” The soldiers left in the blink of an eye. As I watched the Paramedics load Da into the ambulates I saw them, the two men looking over as the RUC surrounded the street and the church with police tape. 
Two weeks later Da was home but had been prescribed another two weeks bed rest, so I had to take charge of the bar, I had read what had happened in the news paper, three members of the UDF had thrown the petrol bomb.  No one was killed but several people were badly burnt and Father Shone was still recovering in hospital from shock.  

The Man at the back of the church who shot dead the ring leader of the attack was a man named Shamuses O’Leary, A wanted commander member of the IRA who is now in hiding. And that was that, the tragedy was over and life went on.

I was set to work in the Bar, the customers (Catholics and protestants a like) came in and ordered their drinks, Da spent most of his days recuperating from his burns and I met John every Saturday in the park for a cigarette. 

I always remember the stench of my breath every Sunday morning and the smell of tobacco laced in to my jacket. “How’s your Da?” 
“He’s getting better” I replied to John “But he still can’t work, as much as he would like to.”

“You know there is a peace protest next Sunday if you are interested” 

“Yes, sure, where?”

By the time I said this John had lost interest and was staring across the park at Molly Harper, A lovely red haired girl from across the street who we both went to go to school with. I saw John put out his cigarette and I shot out a hand to stop him, “Back of mate” I warned him “She’s for me.” John cried out loud with laughter “Ha- sorry man” John was still laughing “but you do not have a chance.”
“Watch me” with that I turned my back on John and waked calmly over to her.

“Hi Molly” She turned around to look,

“Oh hi Tom” She seemed surprised to see me “I was sorry to hear about your dad, how is he?” 
“He is much better, Thanks; Say do you want to get a coffee”

“Yes, I would, Tom, Thank you” 

As we both waked I turned around and mouthed “told you” 

 He then nodded and gave me a thumbs up. The cafe we walked to was small and only a couple of streets away from the pub, it had large glass windows, wooden tables and chairs with the Beetles playing on the radio. “Oh!, I love this song” Molly almost gasped “don’t you”
“Yes, lets take a seat” I did not like the song, I proffered the Rolling stones. “Do you what a tea or a coffee”
“Tea please”

I came back with a tea and a coffee and laid them down of the table.

“So tell me what has been happening with you” 

“Well I am still in school trying to get My A-Levels” She took a sip of here tea “so I can go to England to become a nurse” 
“A nurse?” 

“Yes, what about you” She asked “What are you doing.” 

“Me, I am working in my Da’s bar, but I am saving my pay to go to America” 
“America!” 

“Yeh” I was humbled by Molly reaction “I am going to get my visa and move to New York and I am going to become a boxer, like in the films.” 

“I have to admit it is an exciting dream”

“Well it won’t be a dream for long” I looked in to her eyes “I just have to wait.”

We both sat in seats looking into one another’s eyes holding hands on the table. It was a perfect moment until it was shattered in to a thousand shards. A ball of fire outside disintegrated the glass and forces of a hundred punches threw us both across the café. 

I slowly got to my feet and limped slowly over to Molly.

She was on the floor covered in soot and dust “Molly!” I cried “Molly, can you hear me.”

“Yes” To my relief she spoke and I helped her onto her feet “I am fine.”

We walked blindly through the smoke out of the café and into the light, only to see three dead soldiers littering the street. They had parked their jeep outside and someone must have thrown a grenade into it. I turned to see a figure in a balaclava running down the street, but before he could escape both ends of the street where blocked as dozens more Soldiers poured out of their trunks.

“British army! Halt!” the figure ignored the soldier and ran for the alleyway. “British army! Halt!” The figure now turned and revealed a second grenade from his coat. A second before he pulled the trigger a soldier fired three shots, one of them missed but the other two hitting the figure in the thigh forcing him to crumble to the ground. Two soldiers went up to him and took of his balaclava, it was Harry!  It was then when I realised that there was blood trickling down my forehead, I suddenly felt very sick, I stumbled forward to the street, then I fainted.
I had woken up in hospital the next day, to find out that Harry was now in a prison hospital, facing twenty years in prison for the murder of three of her majesty’s soldiers. I got away with a mild concussion; Molly was not hurt except for a couple of scratches. I was discharged from the hospital and by the Thursday and I was back working behind the bar.
By Sunday everything seemed normal. Da had gone to the protests in my place, he said I needed a day off, I had been working since I got home, “The day off will do you good son, just don’t get in any more trouble” he then left. I had the radio on and I looked out the window to see if I could see the protest form the bar. Instead I saw the two men with the sun glasses again, standing at the end of the street. As one of them turned to face me a land rover drove up the road.
As the land rover drove past the passenger side window rolled down and I saw a man point out a machinegun and fire a wall of bullets at the two men. The sorter man was shot through the shoulder but the taller man reacted quickly and pulled out a pistol from his jacket and fired two shots at the gun man, both shots hitting him in the forehead , the land rover stopped and the driver got out with blood down his arm, it was the man from the church (Shamuses O’Leary,) and he was running towards the protests in the centre of town.

The rest happened very quickly, leaving his wounded associate the taller of the two men ran after O’Leary, I then heard gun shots and people screaming, I heard rifle fire, then more people where screaming, the solders had opened fire on the protesters. John was with them, and so was Da, I ran out the door and ran to the protest march.
I heard ambulances first before I saw what was there, the streets had been covered in blood and the bodies where laying in the road all of them with faces of horror and shock.  I then saw John in on the ground surrounded by a growing pool of blood. 

I sprinted over to him and held him up, “John, John”

“Tom,” he groaned his words as a drop of blood trickling down form his lips “Tom”
He then went very pale and cold as he closed his eyes….

“And the battles just begun 
There is many lost, tell me who has won
The trenches dug within are hearts 

And mothers, children, Brothers, Sisters torn apart”
BONO

Sunday bloody Sunday

“Peace I live you with

My piece I give unto you…

Let not your heart be troubled 

Let not your heart be afraid.”

John 14:27
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