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About the Book

Sent to an Industrial School in Dublin at the age of seven, Patrick Touher was forced into a tough regime of education and training, prayer and punishment, strict discipline and fearful nights. No allowances were made for emotion, sentiment or boyhood worries, and anyone who disturbed the routine was severely punished. Artane demanded absolute obedience, absolute submission; Patrick's was an education in cruelty and fear. 

Patrick Touher spent eight long years in Artane Industrial School. Run by the Christian Brothers, the school has become synonymous with the widespread abuse of children in Ireland in the 1940s and 1950s which is currently the subject of an official inquiry. 

This is the inside story of a childhood lived in the most horrific of circumstances. A moving and powerful true account, Fear of the Collar bears testament to the courage and determination of the children that society forgot.


About the Author

An orphan, Patrick Touher spent his early years in a foster family before being sent to Artane Industrial School in Dublin at the age of seven. Living there from 1950 to 1958, he was trained as a baker and went into this trade on leaving at sixteen. He spent the 1960s and 70s travelling, and in 1972 he married his late wife Pauline and they had three children together. In 2003, Patrick received a settlement from the Commission to Inquire into Child Abuse and he was finally able to put the past behind him.
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In loving memory of my late wife Pauline Touher
So sadly missed
1946 – 3 November 1999
RIP

Also to the late Carmella O’Grady. The only person who came to visit me in my eight years in Artane. Carmella brought hope and light into my dark world.

Finally, for my children, Paula, John Patrick and Suzanne, and my grandchildren Lauryn and Cameron. Everything is possible with love.


Disclaimer

Proper names of the boys and the Brothers in Artane Industrial School have been changed where necessary to protect their privacy. Any resemblance of the substitute names to actual persons is entirely coincidental and unintentional.


Chapter 1

In the Beginning

I REMEMBER THE day. It was early in March 1950, just a few days before my eighth birthday. I came out of my classroom in Sandyford school. It was a beautiful day – the cloudless blue sky, the sun splitting through the tall chestnut trees in the school yard where every year, in the gold of autumn days, I would gather fallen conkers.

I was carefree, happy and had no fears. My classmates shouted their goodbyes to me and my best pal: ‘See you tomorrow, Pat! Bye, Seamus!’ I had no inkling that it was my last day in the school; that I would never again see my classmates, not even to say goodbye.

There was a steep climb called ‘the old dirt track’, which the lorries used to bring stone to the city from the quarries in the hills. This was also the way to my cottage home in the peaceful hillside setting of Barnacullia. I raced Seamus up the road to The Tiller Doyle’s grocery shop.

‘I won yeh again,’ said Seamus, as he burst through the door. I’ll get him back tomorrow, I thought, not knowing that my whole life was about to change from a normal, carefree, happy one, without fear, to a life of terror, violence, physical and sexual abuse, and shattered dreams. No one could tell me.

The Tiller Doyle was our friendly grocer, a short, affable, tubby man, bald on top. He always wore a dust-coat. The shop had almost everything. Sides of bacon, sods of turf and legs of lamb hung from the bars on the ceiling. On the counter were blocks of red cheddar and creamery butter, loose bags of sugar and crusty batch loaves and turnovers. In a line behind the counter, on the floor, were open sacks of sugar, oatmeal, flour and rice; coffee and chests of tea; jars of sweets – allsorts, honeybees, gobstoppers (nancyballs were our favourites, because they lasted longest); and boxes of broken mixed biscuits.

The Tiller was filling and weighing brown paper bags of sugar when we entered. He raised his head to greet us. ‘Ah, there you are, boys. Nice to see you.’ I noticed a slight difference about The Tiller’s manner that lovely spring day. His smile was missing, and he wasn’t his usual self.

The door opened and a bell rang to announce a new customer. It was old Mrs Costello from along the road. She looked at me with a rather curious expression, I thought. What’s up with her? I wondered, as she made her way up to the counter.

‘I see the police were up at Bridget Doyle’s place on the hill, and the nuns are there as well. I wonder what’s going on, don’t you, Mr Doyle?’

‘Nothing at all to wonder about; sure the nuns are up every year around this time.’ The Tiller moved over to me.

‘But not with the Guards, surely now,’ said Mrs Costello, staring at me with a sorrowful expression. I turned to Seamus, as I began to feel scared.

The Tiller placed batch loaves and turnovers in front of me, then filled paper bags with sweets. ‘Look, Mrs Costello, you are only putting fears into the young boy. If I hear of anything that’s newsworthy, I will be the first to inform you.’ Well done, Tiller, I thought.

The Tiller winked at us and put the sweets on the counter. ‘There are your batch loaves, Patrick, and one large turnover for Bridget. Five Woodbines and two ounces of tobacco for Mr Doyle. Twenty honeybees and some gobstoppers, with a few nancyballs, to keep you and Seamus happy. Off with yez, now.’

‘If you hurry, boys, you will see the big black car coming down the dirt track,’ said Mrs Costello in an anxious voice. That had me scared.

‘Let’s go and see it,’ said Seamus.

He pulled open the door, and the bell rang out. It was a nice sound. I liked it. I turned to thank The Tiller. His two hands rested on the wide counter-top, next to the big block of open butter. His smile was soft. ‘Thanks for the sweets. See yeh tomorrow. Bye, Mrs Costello.’ She looks so sad, I thought.

As I made my way towards the dirt track, Seamus shouted, ‘Here’s the car!’

‘Gosh, look at the size of it! I’d love a ride in it, would you?’

His response surprised me. ‘Maybe, but it would depend on where it was going, cause my ma warns me never to take a lift from strangers. See yeh tomorrow, Pat – same place.’

Once the big black Ford had gone by, I made my way slowly up the steep dirt track. When I came to the spot where old Bill Morgan’s truck turned over with a full load of granite from the quarry, I rested for a while and, as usual, picked at the loaves. I loved the skin on the batch loaf.

I heard a voice calling me. I stood up and looked. It was my pal Nick, all smiles. He lived with Mrs Roseanna Fay Doyle. I loved roaming the hills with Nick. We’d go out after tea, usually. ‘I can’t go out today, Pat,’ he said. ‘I’ve milk to bring down for collection.’ ‘Will I see you at the dirt track in the morning?’ I asked. ‘Yes,’ he said. ‘We’ll go to school together. We’ll go through the fields and get a few swings on the big tree.’ I was delighted. I watched him run off home through the heather.

From where I rested, I had a smashing view of the Sugarloaf Mountain and Enniskerry. I could hear the chirp of the birds nesting in the bushes and hedgerows. I couldn’t imagine a more peaceful place to live.

Our collie dog raced down to greet me, jumping up excitedly, licking my face. ‘Get off me, Shep – go chase a hen!’ I shouted, as I made my way home to the cottage on the hillside.

I was treated as one of the family. It was never explained to me that I was not a real son of the Doyles; nor did it ever occur to me that Bridget was only a foster parent. Bridget Doyle was a sturdy, homely person. She had three children: John was the eldest son, Margaret – she was a real sister to me – was the only girl, and the baby was Edward. I called Bridget ‘Mam’, as the others did.

I never knew my father or my mother – just that her name was Helen Touher and my father was John. I had spent the first year of my life in St Brigid’s Orphanage at 46 Eccles Street in Dublin, as my mother could not afford to look after me; her husband had gone away, and did not return when the war ended in 1945. When I was a year old, I was fostered to Bridget. My mother died soon after the war ended, and I never again heard of my father. But I didn’t know these facts then and I was happy at home in the cottage of my dreams in the hills of Barnacullia.

After dinner it was my job to fetch buckets of water from the well, bring in the cows and help Margaret with the milking. That day, as I moved away from the table, I caught a glimpse of a big brown paper parcel. Excitedly, I shouted, ‘Is that for my birthday?’

‘You’d better go now, son, and fill the buckets. Margaret will help with the milking after she collects the eggs. Go on, now,’ said Bridget.

A strange silence swept through the cosy room. The expression on Bridget’s face suggested to me that something was about to happen. I could not figure out what it might be; but on my way to the well, I was left with a weird feeling.

I rested the buckets down and gazed out over the city at night. The lights shone like stars. Maggie came by and asked, ‘What are you thinking about? You look as though you’re miles away.’

I was relieved she had asked. ‘What’s in the parcel?’ I asked her. ‘Please, Maggie, tell me, or I’ll never talk to you again.’

She half turned to look at me, by the open cottage door. ‘I’m sorry, I can’t, I promised Mam. But you will find out very soon.’ Her hand brushed a tear from her face. Edward was running after the chickens in the yard; he made a dive at one and missed, and Shep barked at him.

Bridget’s voice rang out. ‘Time for bed!’

As I closed my eyes to the night and the ticking of the grandfather clock, all I could think of was the big brown paper parcel and its contents. I prayed it was for my birthday, and I wished it would hurry up and come. I couldn’t wait to show my present to Nick.

I was woken up the next morning by Bridget. The first thing in my mind was the parcel at the foot of my bed. ‘What’s in it, Mam? Please tell me. Please,’ I begged.

Bridget’s response was sad. ‘Be quiet, son, you’ll know soon enough.’ I stared, eagle-eyed, as she tore the parcel open to reveal its full contents. Margaret entered the room quietly. She looked sad.

‘Gosh,’ I murmured, ‘new clothes … Where am I going? Tell me, please, Margaret. It’s not my birthday yet.’

Margaret didn’t utter a word. She proceeded to dress me in the new clothes – new underwear, a new suit, new shoes and new socks. I noticed tears in her eyes and then she whispered to me that I was being sent away, for how long she could not say, or to where she was not sure. She thought it was to a hospital or a very big school. Margaret was just like a loving big sister to me.

I was all dressed up now, looking very smart and feeling very odd. I was about to travel, destination unknown. I ran from the bedroom to the kitchen where Bridget was making the tea. ‘Please tell me where I’m going,’ I pleaded. ‘Please give me a hint even. Is it good or bad?’ Bridget said, ‘Be quiet now! You’ll find out soon enough. Sit down there and eat your porridge. You’ll need it where you’re going.’ I said, ‘Where’s that, Mam?’

Margaret looked at her mother as she went to sit down. I noticed the nod and wink. Bridget then said, ‘You’ll be going to the hospital as soon as the car arrives.’ ‘Hospital!’ I cried. ‘What’s a hospital, Margaret? Is it like something you were telling me about? Like a big school, sort of, with priests and nuns?’ ‘Well, not really,’ Margaret said, ‘but it is as big, yes.’

‘The hospital has doctors and nurses,’ Bridget butted in, and then said, ‘You’ll be going there to get your tonsils looked at, and maybe to get them out.’ I felt just as confused as before. I ate my porridge that morning with a kind of fear in me, a fear of the unknown, a feeling I had never experienced before. But I still ate up two bowls of porridge and lots of homemade buttermilk bread.

Though I was very young, I could tell when something was wrong in the house. I felt now everyone was watching me but none of them knew what to say. Margaret was very upset, as was Bridget, and Mr Doyle was very quiet, sitting in his armchair, puffing away at his pipe. Mr Doyle seemed quite old to me. He was a tall straight man. His son John was just as tall and straight and looked like his father.

The clock over the fireplace struck nine. I heard Bridget saying to Margaret, as they washed up after the breakfast, ‘It should be here now.’ Then I heard a car pull up outside the cottage door. I noticed that everyone looked towards the window, stopping whatever they were doing. Bridget hurried to the door. I rushed towards Margaret and she held me, her arms tight around me. Fighting back the tears, she blurted, ‘You must go now, Pat, the men are waiting.’

‘But I’m coming back once my tonsils are out. And you’ll come and see me, won’t you, Maggie?’ There was no response – only silence, as if someone had died – as Maggie led me to the car. There was no time to be afraid. I was put into the car, a black Ford, and before I could say ‘Barnacullia’, it took off down the steep hill to the main Sandyford road. I was on my own now and I was going to somewhere unknown. I remember as the car passed Tiller Doyle’s shop I felt it didn’t matter where I was going, really. You see, I could do nothing about it, so I just sat there. I did not ask the two men in the front of the car any questions, nor did they ask me any, except if I was okay back there.

Then the car came to a sudden stop and we got out. I can just vaguely recall standing in a courtroom not far from Sandyford, and being asked my name by a judge. ‘Patrick Touher, sir,’ I replied. There were many people in the court. I remember the judge asking some men, ‘Is there no other place we can send our friend Patrick to?’ A Garda gave me a bar of chocolate and brought me outside and told me to play awhile. There were several older boys outside playing, and one of them asked me why I was there and I replied that I was being taken to get my tonsils out. The boy laughed and said, ‘This is no hospital. These are cops, you know.’ Just then a Garda came out and brought me into the courtroom. A little while later I heard my name being called out. A Garda came to me and brought me before the judge. The judge said, ‘Well now, Patrick, it is the decision of this court to send you to Artane, as I can find no other suitable place for you.’

I said, ‘Is that where I have to get my tonsils out?’ I heard people laugh. Then the judge said, ‘Well, yes, my boy. That’s it. Yes, they’ll get them out for you.’ I can still recall the judge saying to the men sitting at the bench in front of him, ‘For how long will Patrick be in Artane? How long will it take to find a place for him?’

‘Six weeks,’ came the quick reply. The judge looked down at me then and said, ‘Well now, six weeks is not a long time, Patrick, is it?’ ‘No, sir,’ I replied.

It was probably normal practice at that time for children to be fostered in their first seven years only. I’m not really sure. In any case I was soon back in the car for what was to be a long drive across the city to the place that was to change my whole life. That place was called Artane Industrial School.


Chapter 2

The First Day

THE BLACK FORD car pulled up in front of big iron gates, just off the Malahide Road. The driver blew the horn twice and a man came out of a small house inside the gates. He had keys on a long chain and he opened the gates to let us through.

The avenue was neat and the white railings gave a splendid touch, but the place reminded me of convent grounds. A few yards inside the gate, on the left, I noticed a big quarry, like a huge water hole. On the right I could see cows grazing away in the early spring sunshine. Halfway up the avenue, the car stopped to let a farmer bring the cattle from one field across to the other. I noticed the farmer was dressed in black and that he was wearing a white collar around his neck. I asked one of the men with me was that farmer man a priest. He looked back at me and smiled, saying, ‘No, son, he’s a Christian Brother.’ The driver then said, ‘You’ll be seeing quite a lot of those men, me boy. So you’d better get used to the collar, and the black.’ We moved on and slowly passed a big white statue of the Sacred Heart which stood on the right side on the lawn and a statue of Our Blessed Lady which stood on the left side. The lawn looked immaculate.

I can still recall stepping out of the car and seeing a few boys staring at me. They were working in the gardens. I could hear their strange accents. One shouted loudly, ‘Look at the suit he’s wearin’, Slasher!’ I looked over towards them. I noticed they all had very, very tight haircuts and were wearing awful-looking clothes.

I was led up the steps to the office, where I came face to face with the first Christian Brother I ever met. I discovered later he was called The Saint. He greeted me warmly, putting his arm around me, and led me into another room. ‘You must be very hungry,’ he said. I was brought tea and cake by an older man. The Saint put me at ease, talking gently with me. After a while he brought me out of the office and through the main iron gates that led to the playground. Suddenly hundreds and hundreds of ‘skinheads’ were staring at me. I was really dumbstruck. The Saint had his arm around me to protect me and he brought me to the Brother in charge on the ‘parade ground’, as they called it. A lot of the boys followed us. I could hear them jeering at the clothes I was wearing and saying how very small I was. ‘He’s only a fairy,’ one lad shouted. I was stunned to see so many boys.

The Brother in charge of parade was a hard, tough, well-built man nicknamed The Dude. He sat down on a wall that divided the playground from the shelter where the boys played in bad weather. As he sat there, I stood looking up at him. He told me not to be frightened of anyone and that if I was, I was to come and see him at once and he would deal with it. Many boys stood around us, laughing or jeering at me. A boy shouted at me, ‘Where did you rob the suit?’ and this annoyed The Dude. He stood up suddenly and clattered the boy hard across the face, knocking him to the ground. He stood over the boy as he got up off the ground. ‘Now then, boy, jeer me. Jeer my suit, you bad-mannered pup, and I’ll teach you some manners and how to behave yourself in front of new boys.’ The Dude then spoke to the boys who were standing around. ‘You must all show respect and regard to any new lad who is unfortunate enough to be sent here.’ He called a boy over to him and introduced us. ‘This is Billy, another Dublin lad.’ Billy was at least a foot taller than me. He shook hands with me and The Dude told him to take good care of me and see to my every need. ‘And by the way,’ he said to me, ‘Billy is a monitor. I’ll let him explain that to you. But if you toe the line, me boy, and keep off the grass, you’ll have no fear of me or the monitors.’

The Dude just went his way then and left Billy and myself together. Billy told me to follow him. He showed me my classroom first, and as we went along I asked him what a monitor meant. Billy replied, smiling, ‘Well, I’ll tell you. For a start you’ve got to be over twelve years of age and take charge of a division. There are nineteen divisions in all, and over fifty boys in each. The youngest boys are in the last division. Then you move up according to your age. You’ve got to form up in your division when the Brother on parade blows his whistle for night school, at around five o’clock.’

As I followed Billy across the parade ground to the dormitories, he continued, ‘Monitors are called squealers. But I am used to being jeered at. Generally we’ve got to report any boy who is doing wrong on parade, in the dormitories, or in the refectory.’ ‘What’s that?’ I asked him. ‘Oh, a refectory is where all the boys get their meals,’ he said. ‘We get three meals per day. Breakfast, dinner and tea. You’ll be going there at about half-seven after prayers in the chapel.

‘There’s the chapel over there. Look,’ Billy said, pointing to it. ‘Gosh, I like it,’ I said. Billy continued, ‘We go there twice every day, at seven every morning to Mass, and at seven every night after night school.’ ‘Gosh,’ I said, ‘night school, really!’ Billy looked at me and laughed and muttered, ‘Gosh.’

I followed him up an iron stairway and at the top he pointed to a door on the right. ‘That will be your dormitory. It’s known as dormo five. The youngest go to five, those in dormo one are all over fifteen years of age and in their last year at the school. Dormo five has around 180 beds, and the four other dormos have about 200 beds each.’

I was then brought across the landing to the storeroom which was known as Button-your-shirt’s room. ‘Brother Charles,’ Billy said as he knocked at the door. ‘Come in,’ came the reply. I followed Billy into the room. At once I noticed what seemed like hundreds of grey flannel shirts and tweed trousers stored neatly in bundles. I liked the smell from the new clothes; it was very strong. ‘A new boy for you to rig out, Brother,’ Billy said. The Brother was a very tall man with sort of white hair.

He spoke with a very deep voice. ‘What is your name, boy?’ ‘Patrick Touher,’ I replied. ‘What lovely clothes you are wearing, Patrick.’ ‘Yes, Father,’ I said. The Brother smiled. ‘You’ve got good manners, Patrick, me boy. Well trained I’d say.’ ‘Yes, Father,’ I said. I could hear Billy laughing.

There was a knock at the door and Billy went to open it. Two big boys came in. Brother Charles asked, ‘What is it you want here, boys?’ ‘Bootlaces, Brother,’ they replied. The Brother got two large pairs of black bootlaces and handed them to the boys. ‘That will be two pence each, boys, plus your manners,’ he said. ‘Thank you, sir,’ they replied. As the boys went to leave the room, the Brother shouted at them to come back. They did so, looking very surprised. Brother Charles then warned them to button up their shirts as he could not stand a lad who went about with his shirt unbuttoned. I understood now why his nickname was Button-your-shirt.

I was fitted out in Artane tweed, a grey shirt and a pair of hobnail boots. I was not allowed to keep my own clothes or shoes. Before I left the room with Billy, Button-your-shirt said I wasn’t to be afraid to knock at his door if I needed anything – and to be sure that I kept my shirt buttoned up. I replied, ‘Yes, Father.’ For a while I kept calling the Brothers ‘Father’. It took me some time to get used to saying ‘sir’ or ‘Brother’.

When we got down to the parade ground, I noticed a lot more boys who were bigger and older looking. I asked Billy where they had come from. Billy replied, ‘Well, you see, those boys are called the traders. They work in the shops making all the things we need. There are bakers, weavers, tailors, painters, carpenters, and many others. You’ve got a long way to go before you become a trader.’

‘But I’m only here for six weeks, Billy, until they find another place for me,’ I said. Billy looked at me seriously. ‘Look here, Pat,’ he said, ‘forget that stuff. Forget about six weeks. You’re here just like me and the rest of us until you’re sixteen. I’m sorry to be the one to tell you.’ He went on in a rather serious manner, advising me what to say to lads and what not to say. ‘They will jeer you at every turn and laugh at what you say and the way you say it. For example, you speak kind of posh and you use some posh words like “gosh” and “over yonder”.’

As Billy explained these things to me, I began to get the message, so to speak, and wondered how could I quickly change my ways before I was made a fool of. Billy told me it would take some time. Then I recalled The Dude and The Saint telling me to stay as I was and to keep my own ways as long as I could and that all would work out well. I asked Billy what The Dude meant when he said if I kept off the grass I’d be okay. Billy explained that The Dude had his own expressions, like, ‘Mind your ass, keep off the grass’, meaning: Keep out of trouble – do as you’re told – do as you are supposed to do, not whatever you want to do.

Billy then changed the subject and began to ask me all about myself and what Barnacullia was like. I told him how I worked on the farm and what the hills and Dublin mountains were like. ‘Will I ever see them again? Will I see Barnacullia and Lamb Doyle’s again, Billy? Will I?’ Billy looked at me kindly and told me the hills and mountains around Barnacullia would be as green as ever when I went back there. ‘Of course you’ll see those hills again, Pat. But you’re to promise me something.’

‘What’s that, Billy?’ I said.

‘Well, promise me you won’t tell anyone here about working on the farm, because the lads would just make shit of you. They would get great mileage out of a lad like you. Tell them very little. You will be given a nickname before the end of the week. Everyone gets one, so be very careful what ideas you give them. I will have to leave you as soon as The Dude blows the whistle for night school. It starts at five o’clock and goes on until about a quarter to seven. Remember, Pat,’ Billy said, ‘you have to march everywhere.’ I was amazed.

‘Come with me to the back hall. I’m to teach you how to quick march, slow march, march time, stand at ease and stand to attention. It is very important that you learn the basics.’

I was bewildered and anxious to ask what he meant, but I had no chance. I tried my best to keep up with him through the vast army of boys playing games on the parade. Many stopped to stare and jeer at me.

‘Here we are now, Pat,’ said the monitor. My feet were hurting me in the rough hobnailed boots. ‘Watch me as I go through each exercise, and follow each movement.’

I began to feel scared of the place and of him as I carefully watched and followed his movements. His voice rose and echoed through the narrow, long back hall. ‘After me – by the left, get set, quick march – left, left, left, right, left, left, left, left, right, left. Keep marching, keep up the arms, higher, higher!’ he roared. The echo resounded through the hall.

‘Gosh, this is really weird,’ I muttered.

He came close and shouted, ‘Keep marching time, Pat, stamp them feet! I’ll tell you the basic rules. No talking at any time when lined up in your division. No talking in the chapel or in the toilets. No talking before or during grace, before and after meals or in the dormitories. Playing soccer is a mortal sin, strictly forbidden. No writing material in the dormitories. No complaining about your treatment whatsoever in letters to anyone outside of this school. All letters are subjected to censorship. The loss of any part of your clothing must be reported. All offences are punishable, some more so than others; and
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