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I
Early Boyhood

My EARLIEST MEMORY is of looking out and seeing the rocad
near our house crowded with cattle as far as my limited
vision would allow. They were the property of the Marquis
of Sligo and had been driven off his land the previous
night. One of the bullocks had a placard fastened to its
horns with the words, “The land for the people, and the
road for the bullocks!” Michael Davitt had died some
years previously, Parnell was already dead, but the Sligo
Estate had not yet been sold to the Congested Districts
Board (later to become the Irish Land Commission) for
distribution among the tenants. The cattle were not always
turned out on the road. On some occasions the people went
boldly to the landlord’s house and demanded trespass, in
which case there might be a baton charge by the police if
any trouble arose.

‘About this time a meeting was held in Brackloon School,
under the chairmanship of Fr. Canavan, Adm. of Westport,
to ask the tenants if they were prepared to sign over their
rights to the game and fishing of their holdings to the
Marquis of Sligo, to expediate the sale of the estate. All
the tenants, except two, refused to sign them over. The
matter seems to have rested there. The estate was sold
subsequently, and vested in the tenants.

The farm-houses in those days were mostly thatched, with
bog-deal rafters and ribs. The Kkitchens were usually
eighteen feet long by fourteen wide, with earthen flooTs
and open fireplaces, having a stone seat called a “hob” on
either side. The land was cultivated by digging with a
spade or loy, which was a turf sledn from which the “wing”
had been removed by a blacksmith, and the iron rein-
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forced. When the corn was ripe in the autumn, it wag cut
with curved reaping hooks and later stacked neatly in tha
haggard.

A fine day in wintertime was chosen to carry it into the
kitchen, where it was threshed with a flail; this consisteq
of two oak or holly sticks bound together by a short piece
of sheepskin called a “tug”.

This moved around on one of the sticks as the operatoy
struck the sheaves to separate the oats from the straw,
-The oats was then riddled to remove any remaining straws,
put into bags, and carried to a hillock on a windy day:
here a sheet was spread on the ground, and the oats shakep
on to it from a bodhrdn like that used by musical groups,
The wind carried away the chaff, and the oats was put
back into the bags. The winnowing thus carried out could
be compared with that of a modern threshing machine,
but it took much longer to carry out.

Westport at this time had only two motor-cars. One be.
longed to a Mr. Livingstone, who owned a brewery, the
other to the Marquis of Sligo. As a barefoot boy, I used to
run from the fields to see the “gentlemen” in velveteens
disappear in a cloud of dust as they went to shoot wild
birds. Only the police had bicycles. A policeman who came
to take the census in 1911 had a small ink-bottle hooked to
the front of his tunic. I wonder if the fountain pen had
been invented at that time?

In my native townland there were the ruins of many
houses, the occupants of which had vanished without trace,
with the exception of one girl with the unusual name of
Devine, who ‘remained to nurse three further generations,
and died in the 1920s at the age of 105 years. Searching
among the ruins, I could find no relics of occupation except
a number of small clay pipes which could be smoked with
an economy of tobacco. We can only surmise that those
poor people moved away about the time of the Famine,
and never returned. There are traces of ridges in many
places which even Time, the great leveller, has failed to
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Perhaps they mark the last effort for survival of

eraze. ays.
il peo_ple chas}e,giori1 %gagkloon Wood which must be of

There 15 arigin The entrance, which may now be closed,
pre historic :hree ‘feet high, but farther on there was g
was about assage, where one had to crawl on handg an
e gch a cilamber where one could stand upright
knees 0 lFebout I explored it when I was a bpy. 4
O d v;'as a formation of stenes wl}lch resemble

‘Aft L in but there was no way by YVthh' the smgke
e e. The roof was formed by an ingenious placmg
pd escagcﬁ one overlapping the other, un?ﬂ they met in
e A thorough search failed to find any other
e cgglt're’i‘here is no local tradition connected with the

m .

(c::se, A far'adshloa?t;‘:a;s;mg people amused themselves

ol ChIIdar?ces in the kitchens to the music of a
by holdlngThe boys did not dress up for these functions.
mehdeo?a're sung, usually about a man who stood apart
Roe Wof his p’rowess in some physical fea’g. One was
becausen Achill school-teacher, whose only claim to fame
e :o have been his ability to escape from, and outwit,
o lice.The song had a rhythm and metre that appealed
tgeoﬁg boy.'ish imagination. One verse told about how—

here in Mayo, we had a hunt bgfqre,
Somzf¥:: r;egfg ’of toil, they captured me by Achill’'s rugged

B e i ile they ran
arriors on my track, full many a mi
Thregnh‘llaggi:g vgvround before they found the famous Lynche-

haun!!

. lant Morrissey”,

r lauded the deeds of ‘“The Gal !
&?{%t:lsvho met the challenge of some un-narqed Russian
?n far off Tierra del Fuego. There wai1 x;{)thlggn;{node::

r hero. He boasted, “For I can fla a ee,
Zzguftl:sl;ian bear, and in honour of old Paddy’s Land, the
laurel green I'll wear”. The song was a long one and gaw:
a round-after-round description of the fight that would pu
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a modern television commentator in the shade, Other

songs, like the following, were sung that have their origin
in Greek mythology —

Ye Muses nine, to Parnassus incline, attend and aid my
poetical notion.

At Venus’s Court, I mean to resort, it’s the fittest for Youthfy]
devotion.

It may have been translated into English by some hedge
schoolmaster.

Despite their admiration for law-breakers, the majority
of the people were honest and industrious. They were 3
self-reliant and, to a great extent, self-supporting people,
The wool shorn from their own sheep was carded in their
homes, spun on a spinning wheel, and sent to the loca]
weaver to be woven into blankets or cloth called “bruck-
aun” which the local tailor would fashion into suits. The
underwear was usually made by the women in the home,
from patterns handed on from one generation to another,
The reception of free money, which was called “Outdoor
Relief”, carried a stigma that has disappeared with the
emergence of the Welfare State. Where nearly everything
had to be done by hand, their preoccupation with the
different crafts which formed the pattern of their lives
kept the people happy. There was no worry about income
tax, and a game of cards, or a story-telling session around
a good turf fire, was, perhaps, a good substitute for a
blaring radio or television set.

Weddings in those days were, wherever people could
afford it, elaborate affairs. The bridegroom and a number
of guests went on side-cars to the bride’s home on the
wedding morning, where they had refreshments; and from
thence to the bridegroom’s home, where the wedding
feast took place. This performance was called the “Drag”,
and was sometimes composed of as many as eight side-cars.
A feature of the wedding feast was the attendance of a
number of uninvited guests, called “Strawboys” because
they wore masks made of straw. They were led by a
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i ingi d recit-
44D rtained the guests by singing an _
“captaln ’h?ﬁ? t(;l;t; were given refreshments. Their arrlwai
ing, f“kvgd forward to by the younger guests, as they len
was 100

to the occasion; they usually left in less than an
colour

hour- in the kitchen, where the corpse was
e p_‘:” ?:Il.f plte(i'ls%r:n wtl?o attended was given a clay pipe,
laid out afilled with leaf tobacco, and had the nun;ber
gch wazd on the bowl. The young people sc‘)‘metlmes
45 'stamP ay the time by playing a game called Harth' a
il 5 v'}hy boys sat in a circle on the floor, one remain-
brogue . cgntre. A short plaited rope with a knot at the
ing o the assed around under their knees.'Wlth the rope,
e pk at the boy in the middle until l}e found the
=’ Stru;ad it. This boy had then to take his place. The
O s not I:egarded as any disrespect to the dead, but
e gzad person was young it was not played. Both cus-
4 thehz,we been discontinued for many years.
oy weed — or wrack, as the people called it — was used
Seanure the potato crop. Young people.looked'forwgrd
o mal to a day on the strand at the first spring tide.
eageryf errywinkles and cockles were gathered, as we}l
e (:yr-Fish and baurnachs, which clung to the. rocks if
o razmoved’ with one smart stroke of the reaping ho.ok
notdrfo cut the wrack. The old people used to tell us stories
uts:)ut the fox who, in spite of his cunning, was helgl fast
12; a shell-fish until he was drowned py 1_;he rising tide. .
yOn the occasion of the National ?11gr1mage to Croag
Patrick in July, we often had pilgrims stay with élsM'g}l:e
night before. One party, two of whom were name 10 ;
Diskin and Peter FitzHenry, had walked f}'om Clonbur.f !
the summit, people used to walk long distances bar(fa 1(;)1(1)
over rough stones; some crawled around t_hg circle o _the
summit on bare knees as part of the religious exergs::.
The building of a small chapel there, througp the efforts
of Fr. Michael McDonnell, was a great achievement, as
most of the material had to be carried up b}t’ hand. ot
The period was not without its “con-men”. One nig
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in the summer of 1914 a man called to the house of m
uncle, who lived with my grandmother next door to ug
My uncle was not there at the time, but another boy ang
myself were with my grandmother, who was an Old Agy

see her pension-book. He looked through it,
back, and began to explain that, owing to the
pension was being suspended. Instead, a person
the pension seven years would get a bulk sum of £49.
Otherwise he or she would get a sum equal to the numbgp
of years they had been drawing the pension, multiplieq
by seven. He did not ask for any money, but he was givep
a meal, as was the custom at the time, He seemed to be 3
man of intelligence, as he began to discuss “Gray’s Ele
in a Country Churchyard” with a neighbour who calleq
on a visit.

By this time, my uncle had come home and, realizing
that the stranger was some sort of shady character, agked
him to leave, as it was now bedtime. When the door wag
opened, it was raining quite heavily; the stranger remark.
ed that one would not turn out a dog on a night like that,
He was then allowed to stay until morning, when my uncle
told him he was going to Westport, and would deliver any
message he wished to send. He took out a slip of paper
and wrote in a good hand, “To the Railway Hotel, West-
port. Please send out a car, and a list of Old Age Pension-
ers in the Croaghpatrick district. Henry F. Vascoyle”. Soon
after, he went on his way and, beyond a vague rumour
that he had been arrested, we never heard of him or his
pension scheme again. My uncle did not deliver the mes-
sage, nor did he notify the police.

The sinking of the Titanic, which took place when she
struck an iceberg on her maiden voyage in 1912, caused
something more than a ripple in our young lives. I remem-
ber a picture in the papers of a man being pushed away

from a life-boat with an oar, because there was no room
for him.

war, thig
drawin
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lost on the liner. The ballad-
ish people WU dy. One song told
Many Irls telling of the tragedy.
re busy te
makers we
how —

OOd Shipr
g‘;ﬁ %t has ieft man

itanic, went down to rise no Ir_lo’re,
o yT;t(:)Tocl’{en heart today 'round Erin’s shore.

‘ itanic’s loss was only the prglude to
The tragedy of thehqu'tl‘he sequence of events pointed to

JROEacDoC - i i diate future.
a more eXCl ¢ a war in Europe in the imme
thf:r }?osfséﬁggfng story, told to me by Mr. Paddy Thornton,
e

ill give an idea of the climate
seyltural Instructor, w
an Agricu

i 3. L
of thollgl;;el:ti}l%l in Tourmakeady, a speaker intimated
At a

i blow

i ome when they would strike a
that a.dayﬁi‘é%}?m? Noting the refined demeanour of
for Irish the platform, a red-faced “fightmg Irishman
) frx:)m the back of the crowd, ‘“The likes of you

b i blows!” There was no reply. The
H man !

wouldlcl)ft tzt;ﬂ;intle s};)eaker was Patrick H. Pearse: there

?sa?oerecord of the interrupter.

eeling of the Irish people towards
Ho}vev?; ctg: gf Ifll(‘ailc':gdflinessg Old enmities were regal:dgd
Brltmntwhistory. I heard people say ‘ that ‘“the British
- Vel ent of today [that is, 1913] is not that of one
Goveman ears ago”. One year later, Britain was to de(:lare
g Cfermany in defence of Belgium, whose territory
r}rlir (gzrman Army had violated. Home Ruledf(}rhlreg:(;i
i end of the war, and John Red-
o pos;ﬁgge%nmgil; t\}/1((:'lunteers to enlist jn thg Brlt}sh
mc}l’ to fight for the rights of small nations, including
Irellalgs. a school-boy at the time, and it may interest the
educators of today to know what we were taug}}t.l)l :15}(\)':
before me a booklet given to me entitled, What is ta 'r:
ism?, by May C. Starkie. I will give onl.y a short extrac -
The deeds of the Irish soldier, fighting in every :Or?he
of the world from the seventeenth century' c.lownh 0 the
twentieth, form a noble record of self-sacrifice, hero
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and devotion to duty that cannot be read without a tigy
ening of the heart anq a thrill of pride. When

. : we listan
the accounts of the exploits of the Irish Guards ¢ Mo

4

) e h
Dwyer, we seem to be transported to the old da T .'ll Gran
i . hence the ball

We were also given a booklet entitled Patriotisiy, ang
Endurance, by Cardina] Mercier of Belgium, which bq
the prophetic words, “I believe that the treatmen

gium and its people will sea] the doom of the Kaiser ang
his crew”, '

N X

that she was turning quiet schoolboys into men of violeneg L

our country, if calleq upon to do so, as
other nation.

the
In the summertime, I usually spent my holidays with
relations in Erriff, Their house had many features different
from the other two homes in the immediate areq, It was
much longer, and had a ball-room with ceiling and boarg.
ed floor, It also had a pantry and dairy, Forming one pillar
of the open fireplace was a large smooth stone which had
the following prayer engraved on its smooth surface —
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n
b side,
dge, over w

o ’:;hThe‘};ﬁ?g probably have an escort of soldiers.
e they

Grant an i t ave been
i d his friends do not seerq o h b

: l; 1F:)I‘t any diﬁogue with the Catholic Church. The
ous

f Hell
¢y, it's now I crave, from the flames o
rord of Mercy,

ny soul to SZ‘;e:p rolong my days, that I may better observe
Jilst a sinner, o
hy wa!{-t nt heart, I will adore the Lord of Mercy
th a penite ise my
'v'ermore,y sins are all forgiven, that God may rais
d when m
;vul S dlord’s agent
geen occupled By & an b driven
ouse ha the original owner had been
b afterroom and other amenities. fit is sg:nte;
i ts of the day g
how the aristocra t e
ot aol::ytslﬁznc’)ccasion of the balll)sigvg}élc(l)lnnzgzt V}&;est-
place Erriff had no br i
el thﬁ;e.tggeexception of a sl;lak()ifl wggdee;lpefcfizg
W “gentry” could hardly 3
pictl the &2 tward towards Derry-
g® ight. A road ran eastw r A
enture at nlggls several hundred yards from the gich
i e vVhave ridden on horses, of course, in w

which w. i d P. D. 1808, was
' illar, which was signe £ as
e erte<:ir1 otrl:i' Ian apparently lgsit; forgz:x;.)ulilo:re eer’ber
" ’ dlords had to m , a mem
g o d, and the lan ' e e
be ol The hgaHssgban family, who now occupied the

Sy

in 1808. So, this
win : ibed by Pat Duffy in
. hadinb?s‘tegng’l’sgll;lls survived, despite all the efforts of
rmon

. upl y

- J. Gavin and his family.
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1

Sinn Féin and the Irish Volunteers

g sTART of the war in 1914, every effort was made
- Irishmen to join the British Army. A recruiting
a5 held in Westport, at which the Connaught
= under a Capt. Balfe, paraded; Fianna boy scouts
, Thomas Walsh held a counter-march; some
+ ensued, which led to prosecutions. It was stated
"t that there were cries of “Up the Kaiser!” People
uShall we fight for the Saxon?” and the answer
“No!” It was the Connaught Rangers, who later
nied in India as a protest against the “Black and
terror in Ireland — one of them, Jim Daly, giving up

ng wa

was a schoolboy when news reached us that the Sinn
olunteers had risen. The first report was that Dublin
e had been seized, and the Bridge of Athlone blown
As no paper but the Irish Times, which we never read,
peen published during Easter Week, 1916, the first
r to reach us was the London Daily Sketch. It had a
graph of Major John MacBride marching away with
3 erect after being sentenced to death by court martial.
had organized and led the Irish Brigade that fought
st the British in the Boer War. &

fajor MacBride was evidently regarded by the British
. man of importance. At a Royal Commission set up to
pire into the causes of the Rebellion, Mr. J. C. Percy,
honorary recruiting worker, was asked by Mr. Justice
arman, “Have you ever run up against Major Mac
de?” The answer was, “Yes. There are two towns in the
st of Ireland only forty miles apart — Ballina and
stport. Ballina did splendid in recruiting. Then you go
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d of route marches, sham battles,
certs at which amateur dramatic
ongs. A small dance-hall was
d farm-house given by Mr.

vities consiste

olding of con
\cted plays and sang s

to Westport and you ¢
S you cannot get recrui
tlcl)?lt g/IaJm MacBride dominates the pla::?-,, ‘Xe Were ¢
y one successfully in recruiting for .the sllired’ “Hj
avy? g

p t t onl tll & I sses were Stz ’ ino

said ‘Yes’. I told them
] they could not fi ;
w1ghuoru;ig1teriac\g, and they agreed”. (thzlfglztg;
on was one of am
(‘):fe Sféhe Volunteers, whom we believzczierl?:él gL <
It may be noted b i sy raided tn
L may be noted Igissl:)mbfs}?l iters of today, who freque fi,rillr;tm:y raided the townland. Apparently thinking
9f recnon et the Irish bis Oyf)s were always the enem' & name should be “Timothy or Pat”, they inquired
e Whon ponat the Tier: srtf y did not condemn the p mothy Gannon, a local woman whom they questioned
s Wherrbr. Oy ériti hop of Limerion i truthfully that no such person existed, and Tom-
Sir John favou’red i Fs‘éi I?O}llnman ger’ H ot being Irish, politely refused the invitation to
, he made 3 £
nto the parlour”.
ut this time three men of Irish descent, prominent
and water runs : : “erican political circles, Messrs. Walsh, Ryan and
there will be men in Irela " © delegates to plead Ireland’s case

to die for her”. In Y
declared — “Neverlgvtzrivf (;it Rev. Dr. Fogarty of Killalg , the Peace Conference being held in Paris. They
e young men and women g paid a visit to Mr. Lloyd-George, the British Premier,

ddition to the Volunteers, a slug of Fianna boy
was formed under Tommie Gannon, who was born
here. When a letter addressed

I
g 4s put went to school
£ » was seized by the British, a

no hope of SU

0 censure

» and while grass gro

~ave them permission to visit any part of Ireland they
to investigate conditions there. The Volunteers
ival, and together with Voluntecrs
1 Cushlough and Aughagower, marched after them
ds Westport. As Westport had been declared a
ary area, they were stopped at Knappagh by a unit
oldiers with fixed bayonets in an armoured car; the
e sr in charge refused to let them pass. With them were
in clubs wer ine L O'Flanagan and Richard Mulcahy, both prominent in

e being formed, and with them Volunteer Sinn Féin movement. As the Delegates tried to parlcy

Y h the military, the Volunteers, many of whom cnrried
versacks, but were unarmed, pressed cleser to the
diers. John Lavelle of Aughagower was carrying a tri-
our to which an American flag was attached. This was
reach of international etiquette, as no other flag should
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expecting their arr

will be buri i .
Time™. ed with the Bastille of Paris in the Limbg of

started Croaghpatrick C

: lub : '

o at the hom [

\Vi\gllﬁ% (())v]&;epwee, and with it “B” Cofn;:n;rv{ rér'(ll‘hlgma

e vi}t’al r'll;gztac!e, Irish Volunteers, which w’as latelft‘:'
part in the struggle that developed. At firs
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ht. as we amused ourselves by sliding on

be attached to 0Old Glory, but the Volunteerg Wers sudden order to mobilize, and were

aware of this.

e got a ins to Cushlough, where a sham
Suddenly an officer rushed up with a group of Tifls q: aoss_theﬁguﬁ?:rwards we were lined ltll?a:llﬁ(é
to join a soldier who Wwas tapping his rifle nervoygj §.Carne(]13 tt 'Comdt., Joe Ring. He tol(i11 uds o e
the road as he faced the Volunteers, “Get g move on pas sed by the ?ﬂd soon come when we wo dg livery
the officer ordered brusquely; the soldiers Promptly g he time Wobout the importance of the safe : enteers
ed with fixed bayonets. As the Volunteers fell back spokifc h would be the duty of the VoHu eers
Wwas a sound of tearing cloth; a tall British soldier atches, W embers of the Flying Column. He
put his bayonet through the Stars and Stripes. re not m

: -lamp, which was the first one
Keane, a veteran of the Land War, had the hav 1 dith the aid (t’ﬁhavfflhaiirlll stat%d — “The Crown Forcc;i
from his shoulders with 5 bayonet. There is little g seen, a dmpahave a life-sized photograph of“}l'oul.l .
that the action of the soldier Was meant as a gestyra tport Quay be shot, and your body dragged throug
contempt towards Britain’s ally in the . you will rt. This information comes direct from
flag was Iater said to have been sent ets of Westport.
but there v headquartegs .me available, Owenwee was chosen
e ueg?ies. It was regarded as the sa'fgft
centre O{IS 1\I/)Iurrisk police, who were respons& e_
because thed all resigned as a protest against 'tc')ril
djsTmhg’ efz;ort to force Irishmenl.mttl))ytilge Eﬁi‘:::d
ion. ears earlier
my had been d‘ifsal‘;zgp?efev‘:it}kflout bloodshed. A monster
n of priests Eild on the Octagon, Westport. A large
e h(’EI‘OWn Hall read, “Death before Consmlgt-
I<1)ntgh(?che speakers were Fr. McDonnell, Newport,
pat Doris, Editor of the Mayo Newsl.) Shaier Madfor
.; arms were brought tOJS}ﬁI;\)[V:lgonzgh in Breheny’s
I do solemnly swear that I do not and shall not yield mie Kettel'l‘-'k, anéi Voxl;'ziried assortment; Mauser and
voluntary support to any Pretended Government, Authorit They contained a

“These, although technic
cannot conveniently spare

coyntry in subjection, adding,
available at present, he
elsewhere”,

i lldog
i -Enfields, Webley and Bulldog
or Power within Ireland hostile or inimical thereto, angd ini rifles, a few Le%ngarman Luger pistols, called
cbiliy er swear that to the best of my knowledge ang ers, Parabellum an
bility I will support and defeng , . : :

itcase full of
i ” a gas‘mask and a sui
thr?agea}sm%iy were taken care of by Cai)t. I.Lol;r;
. id't I;eter Joyce, myself and other Volurf: (e:e t’ain
Ko de]nianded. Three others held the rank.o Tﬁgmas
1foerll'ent periods. They werg J gmwl;lﬂgsl,éoﬁgﬁi?’w Thomas
i d Dominick McGreal, ' g
El(glltﬂ:lnn’ua;nheadquarters by Comdt. Michael Kilroy.

domestic, and that I wil
bear true allegiance to the same, and that I take thig oblig

tion freely without any mental reservation or burpose of
evasion, so help me God.”

We were also given a pledge against intoxicating drink



Yy

The arms were later distrib
. : v uted a
vice Unit, which at first numbered tﬁﬁ?f.ftig: gctlv.. ;
en y

Comdt. Joe Ring and Vice-Com i !
I\zﬁre joined by Newport Battc.lt.ur?ggg dlg e

TOy tq become West Mayo Flying e
lea‘(‘ief"shlp. With the care of arms of
of “B” Coy. could now turn their at
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Column undey i

: Ty I
£ th_elr hands, tlligl :
tention to road-cyft;

I
The War of Independence

(er’s night in 1921 Capt. Kearns had got orders
- road at Knappagh. Armed with picks and
ve Company met at Brackloon Wood. The Captain
he main body of Volunteers with him, leaving
hree men, Lieut. Michael Sammon, Vol. James
and myself, with orders to go back for more
1 wait at a small culvert, known locally as Jen-
ridge, which was to be destroyed later. Having
he tools, we settled down to await the return of
nander.

i nm the shadow of a huge boulder, for some
reason known as Pussahaun Rock, we chatted in
s: not of ambushes or the Republic, but about
Jovers’ gquarrels, and all the fickle affairs of the
which we vainly believed to be our own secrets. We
realize, as we talked about loosening the keystone
culvert, that we were helping to undermine the
ion of the greatest empire the world has ever
The fact that the roar of a Crossley tender and a
nfire from well-trained hands might shatter our
ul dreams did not deter us. We were scarcely aware
part in a drama which would change the course of

night was calm, there was no sound to break the
ss except when the harsh note of the corncrake dis-
d the gentle murmur of the river, or the drone of
winged insect sounded for a moment before fading
over the wood. The world seemed truly to be at
As if to complete the picture of tranquility, the
ike a great red disk, had risen by midnight above
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at the next mobilization, they re-

dless 0 S0 lations on their “strategic with-

the rugged eastern horison. As conversation lagpeg I

became drowsy. Suddenly Sammon gave anp cxclamgg;
“Look! Can you see the man?” Clearly silhouetteq aga;
the moon, there appeared the figure of a man, and apg

and another, until about a dozen forms had darkene

1 ]y
i «“B” Coy. area was regular
nsun(l)goth?:.th’i"heir activities were not always

aine rfare. There had to be some amuse-
face of the moon. We watched fascinated as this gh owards Wastrain on those boys, who were all

‘ s : he ! into
party of “Spacemen” disappeared into the g relax t w what to expect if they fell in
were uneasy, as we knew that the Column hagq just 1 men, ?Iflhi lf{ing%tmg men of other lands, like Paul
Bohea, towards which the phantom party seemeq o4 n<_iS- te-Men, who levied war against th.e1.r king,
moving. What if it were the “Black and Tans”? We w Mmli Confe’derates of the American Civil Wa}*f,
not armed, so there was no way by which we coyjq del rebz most part, treated as prisoners of war i
or intercept such a unit. Cautiously we made our wa gh t for the Irish soldier captured in battle there
the old Bohea road to where we knew the sentry post yg o ue Cotivention.
to be, but there was no sharp challenge; all wag silen aguk in on a scene that has become part of Ire:
the grave. s 100 The location is the home of Mr. Thom.a-a

In the meantime, the Captain and his men had reaep A t-°r$'v’ee and from it comes the sound of music,
their destination. Sentries were posted on either side, g end the tap of dancing feet. Some of the dancers
the work of cutting the road began. As police might’ a?ield-green uniform of the Volunteers, but most
enemy forces, it was decided that, at the approa \ N sports jackets and riding breeches, having
danger, the sentry was to give a sharp whistle of o y\;e for outdoor wear. All have pistols or I_‘evolvers
notes, like the cry of a wild bird. This familiar goyy 'f Sstrapped to their waists. A pile of qfles and
passed quickly from man to man, would throw the Croy Iifaans against the “out-shot” bed. Dark-haired Tom
forces off their guard. ".* sits on the hob by the open fire-place as he

The men went to work promptly, and soon the b T
surface of the road was torn away. At that moment a
lew, disturbed by unfamiliar sounds in its native haup|
called plaintively to its mate as it rose over the sil
moorland. There was the clink of bars being dropped ar
the shuffle of feet in a quick rush for cover, but no rg
of a Crossley or gunfire raking the surrounding hillock
only the mocking notes of the frightened bird, as it soan
away into the darkness, told the roadcutters that the
code had been broken by the instinct of wildlife.

After a hearty laugh at their own discomfiture,
Volunteers returned to complete their work, but by
time the first party to have received the bogus signal
reached the point of no return. They formed the moo!
light party which had alarmed the watchers at Pussaha

Raise it aloft on the breeze, boys, )

als'(la‘l;; watchword, the gragdest we've known,
That Labour must rise from its knees, boyls,
And claim the broad earth as its own!

he call of “Who is next?” an athletic figure wearing
Browne belt springs to attention to recite —

My rifle is as bright as my true-love’s eye,

'm ha and gay and free. ,
WhyI gllloulgp{ give a damn for England’s laws?

I'm an outlaw rapparee!”

it, Joe Ring is entertaining the boys.
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. s re-
Jimmy Flaherty, the indomitable Connaught Ra d the local Voluntee
who turned their own Lewis gun on the Crown fore,
Carrowkennedy, sings “Skibbereen”, Comgt. Cham
sings “The Road to Castlebar”. The air is vibrang v
laughter and gaiety. f

Yet they dance in the shadow of death. Gentle refi
Jim MacEvilly s soon {0 give his life for Irelang, il
are laughing, light-hearted John Collins, Paddy Jo’rda .
Staunton and Thomas O'Donnell. In Iittle more th,
year, comrades will be divided in a tragic war of bmt'
but these pages of the Book of Fate have yet to be Wit
so the boys dance and sing with the carefree abandg
youth,

As the dancers returned to their billefs that night ¢
could see the glare of Verey-lights brighten the Sky".
Westport. Those were the signal used to call for reinfo;
ments. Three Volunteers had left the dance-house
attacked a police patrol at the Red Bridge near the Tailw;
station, wounding four R.I.C. men,

The Column, on their next visit to Owenwee, plann
an attack on British forces, who were expected to cqp
from Leenane, at Brackloon Bridge. The Vice-Comd
Broddie Malone, took up one position along the wood wi
which was loop-holed on Brackloon side. Comdt. Joe Rix
placed his men along Bohea hill on the opposite side, J
Baker planned to bomb the convey farther down the ro;
Vehicles on the road would come under fire from bg
sections at the same time. Capt. Kearns, Capt. Tom 1
Loughlin, Lieut. John Gibbons, Vol. Austin Judge and m
self joined the ambush party; Vols. Tom Gannon and
Walsh took up duty on the Leenane side.

A tense situation developed when a boy from Knappa
inadvertently drove his cows into the ambush positig
After a conversation with the Batt. Comdt., he was allowe
to go home with his dangerous secret. He was the on
person outside the Volunteers to know that an ambu
was being prepared. The Column, however, left before t
Crown forces arrived. in response to a dispatch from th
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theirshfgtisﬁate in having a military instructor
. wa

: itish Army. Pat Gannon of Leeds
‘ _erved = ;t;ed]:;it:)sgl inforlbrllation about arms that
i‘reili gtx(')e the Volunteers. Later he joined the
valua uce.
gnd servzeld glr')l ;%%ﬁasgrwhich had disastrous con-
ay 19, o Volunteers was carried out in Kll{neena.
0 th(?che five men mentioned lost their lives. It
e lans of the ambush party were foiled by
L th% pappearance of a party of nuns in a car,
pecte_ lv drove through the ambush position
I'1knovmng1?;‘iva1 of the Military. The \701}1nteel's,
i t'?t?eamight make a tragic error of identity,
g firs’? lorry to pass through unharmed. When
.the hicle was attacked, the members of the_unlt
B e ing the shots, returned to the aid of

+ heari
;s:aggs’ and found themselves to the rear of a
cO ]

rty. ‘
3 9f g ﬁgggjﬁyf)aa great difference in personality
5 was;nent between the leaders with whom I came
" peéﬁring the campaign. Michael Kilroy, the Column
-c’(clater Divisional Comdt.) seemed stud}ous ang
, He spoke in slow, measured tones, as if he hI?I
d.up the consequences of each statement made. e
p shing eyes which were in sharp contrast to his
delivered speech. He was a man who would COdT-
espect among strangers. Joe Ring, the Batt. Com f,
oht rather impatient. He was essentially a man o
oWhen not on parade, he could relax, and washa
mixer. Broddie Malone, the Batt. Vlce-Comqt., “;1 (:
d good in uniform, had a pleasant dlSPOSlthItl ] ;11(
something commanding about‘ it. Tommie Ket eI(’;Cta
Duarter Master, was the laughing boy, who seemle 0
‘the most serious business as a joke, and a ;‘{ia},"
ed us that we were “On the eve of tpe Repu c”,
es are told about how he used to fraternize with mem-

29







edding party on the way to Glenisland, which was a safe
W treat for the Castlebar Column. They were on a side-car,
g d the driver was an ex-R.I.C. man who had resigned some
:'il;ne pefore. When they came to Boughadoon, scouts sent
out by Luke Sheridan, 1.0. Castlebar Batt., informed them
"that the Border Regiment from Castlebar had held up a
crog,s-roads to the south on the way to Glenisland. The
driver went by the Windy Gap road and to safety in
'(;astlebal‘- A Tan lorry deliberately ran down and killed
o Fianna Scout as he was going with a dispatch on the
pontoort road. He was Jackie Barrett, son of Nurse Barrett
of Marlet Square, Castlebar.
" n this round-up by thousands of troops and police no
[R.A man was captured, and the British reported that the
folumn, numbering 500, had vanished into the mountain
nists. The enemy, enraged at their failure, arrested all
we men under 70 they could find, and brought them into
scal schools, where they beat them with rifles and revolver
atts and kicked them, trying to get information out of
em, but they failed. In a week Kilroy and his men were

the way to take, so that they would not be surroundeq
troops coming out from Castlebar and Ballina. The Colyp,
men had to lie in cover for hours as an aeroplane sent gy
from the base in Castlebar circled the mountains. A pyp
ber of men of the R.A.F, had an aerodrome near Castleba'
in the field now owned by the Mental Hospital. They war
there until 1922. They had about four planes and went g
every day to circle for hours over the Windy Gap, Lah,
dane, and the Nephin mountains. A number of them crag
ed trying to land, and the pilots were killed. 1

In order to draw the enemy away from Michael Kilp
and his hard pressed men, Eamon Moane and his cg
panions, guided by Willie Chambers of Shramore, Taideg
an auction in Mulranny where the goods of a well-knoy
English supporter were being sold. T. M. Joyce, Westpor
was auctioneer, and Miss A. Gallagher was his clerk,

Michael Kilroy and his men kept going. At one time,j
the darkness, they were hiding behind a stack of turf whey
a lorry of British troops halted on the Toad near them. The
officer in charge of the troops had a torch out looking
maps of the area and the column men nearly got caug}
when laughing at the officer trying to pronounce loe
names. Going across a bog Madden fell into a bog-hols
The rearguard had only crossed a bridge when the Englis
put a guard on it.

In the Skirdagh fight a Head Constable was Kkilled
a Constable wounded. D. I. Munro of Newport was woun
ed. He was a fair man, and he had prevented the Ta
from burning houses in Skirdagh village when they kney
they had to deal only with women and old men. Anoth
R.I.C. man, named Sergeant O'Brien, told the LR.A. th
they had heard that there were wounded men in Upp
Skirdagh. They were gone when the police arrived. Whi
darkness came, the Column men came down and had
good feed of boiled salmon, bread and tea. The poache
fish came in handy.

When they got to Keenagh village the wounded wi
given women’s clothes by the Hegarties and posed a

‘1 eted in Clady village, behind Croagh Patrick, waiting
or the next move.

gefore  dangerous engagements the Column men
ssembled at the house of Mrs. Geraghty, Bunrawer, Ayle,
Jestport, where Fr. McHugh, C.C., Aughagower, heard
eir confessions, offered Mass and gave them Holy Com-
union. As a result, Fr. McHugh was visited by three
rry loads of Black and Tans under Major-General Cruise
d questioned. The General is reported to have said:
Even though I am a Catholic myself, if T had any proof
t you gave confession to these rebels, I'd shoot you

here you stand with my own gun and burn square miles
f this parish!” Remembering how the Tans took out Fr.
ffin in Galway and murdered him, Fr. McHugh did not
sep at home afterwards.
An amusing story was sent to me of how Tom Kettericl:
got the rifles into Westport. This is how it was told. Tomr
d 12 rifles to get through from Dublin, and he travellec
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to Galway with James Gibbons of
traveller, who had large hampers in which he carrie
samples. They arrived in Galway all
the rifles under his bed in the hotel.
the same room was a Black and Tan,
and he and Gibbons
Cross.

When nearing the station,
three or four R.I.C. men on the platform. “We are finish.
ed!” said Gibbons, but Tom, who was as cool as ice, sajg
“Leave it to me”. Tom got up and went up to the Serge
of the R.I.C., shook him by the hand and told him he wag
coming home from Dublin to his home in Mayo, as he could
not stand the awful times up in Dublin. “Ambushes, yoy
know. By the Shinners, you know, Sergeant. Terrible Dlace,

but Tom kept calm
got the rifles on the train

Dublin. Come up to Peacocke’s and have a drink, and bring

the boys.” So they went up. The Sergeant
and Tom stood, and they became friends.

Then Tom told the Sergeant how his friend the traveller
was looking for some way to get his samples into Mayo,

stood a round,

The Sergeant told him the only motor car there was one :

they, the police, used to get themselves, and offered tg
get it. Back the Sergeant came with the car, and helped
to load the samples on to it. He then warned Tom that
there was a lot of Tans at Maam, and to be careful. Tom
thanked him and drove off in the direction of Maam but,
when the Sergeant was out of sight, he turned towards
Recess and on to Kylemore. In that way the rifles reached
West Mayo.

After escaping through the British net, Michael Kilroy
and his Active Service Column came together at Tonlagee,
Aughamore, towards the end of May. On the night of May
31, 1921, the Column moved across Curvey and Lanmore
to the village of Oughty, where they remained all day on
June 1. That night Michael Kilroy took fifteen men with
him, and went to the village of Drummin, which lies across
the bogs from Carrowkennedy, and burned the R.IC. bar-
racks there. The Column then moved across the bogs to
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Mullagh, a draper’s
. d hig
right, and Tom put
A man sleeping j
to Maam'l

Gibbons looked out and saw

anl.

illage, where they were often sheltered.
Dertykeuetvlvle v;)l(l)e;’% called to McGovern’s and Tunney’s,
g (zlfle were always welcome. While the Column was
where E183  ey, in the house of Tom Ludden, the Duffy
located 1I\Irlent home for supplies, and were nearly captured
mother§d on their own house. On the morning of June 2
ny rzil mn arrived in the village of Clady, and four men
s Cohu Louisburgh Batt. joined them there. They were
o tI?elly 0.C., Dan Sammon, J. Harney anfi P. McNa-
gadcy Previo’us to this, a trench had been cut in the road
maléll' of Carrowkennedy dance hall by Capt. John Kearns,
?)o;enwee, and his company. . ed that
t about 3 o’clock on that day sentries reporte s
2 lorries and a car were pulled up near the_ dance ha
threihe Tans, with fixed bayonets, were rounding up tu_rf
andk TS and’compelling them to empty their carts to 'ﬁll
worteen’ch so that the lorries could cross over, It was first
e red that the enemy forces were going to Letterfrack,
aSSItltI:ere was a fair to be held there the next day. As a
as.d e on the road from Ashlea to Louisburgh had been
gﬂ)kgen the officers of the Column knew that the Tans
would l’lave to return the same way. When the lorries vtvere
one, Michael Kilroy decided to attack thgm on the return
'gourﬁey at Carrowkennedy, on the main road between
JWestport and Leenane. Temporary positions were taken up
while Michael Kilroy, Joe Ring and Dr. Madde'n1looked figr
petter ones in the direction of Thomas Na.vm S, .Brod l:e
Malone was in charge of the Westport Unit, as_s15ted y
Johnnie Duffy and Joe Baker. Jack Connolly and Jim Moran
had charge of the Newport boys. The only Castlebar man
present was Paddy Cannon. The arms of the Column con-
sisted of 16 rifles, two shotguns and a feyv }'gvolvers. Tﬁey
had a few home-made bombs of a very prumtlve type. They
had about 800 rounds of rifle ammunition, 25 per shotgun,
rounds per revolver. )

angr})?ldie Malorr)le placed his men on a rise of ground 150
yards from the road, on the left as one goes to Leenape.
On that side were the remains of the old police hut which
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was burned, and further back Widow Sammon’s house, The.

first section was placed on the Westport side of the Polica
hut and the second section was placed on the Leenane side
of the hut. The third section of ten men was situated be.
hind Widow McGreal’s house on the side of the road. Therg
was good cover for all the men in the sections, as in
of them were stone walls, in which they made loop-holeg
for guns. There was also cover for one section to com.
municate with the others. The men had just prepared thejy
positions when a shout was raised that the lorries Were
coming a quarter of a mile away at Darby Hastings’ pup,

In a few minutes the first lorry shot round the turn. 1t
received a volley from the LR.A. rifles. It wavered and
came to rest against a fence. Inspector Stephenson, whq
was in charge of the convoy, was shot at the wheel. He
had taken over from the driver a short time before. The
regular driver, who was seated beside him, was also shot
dead. Before the convoy left Westport, a local RIC
Sergeant was to sit beside the driver, but the D.I. ordereq
bim to stay in the barrack, took his place and went to his
death. The Tans in the lorry jumped out and took cover

frong

beside the roadside ditch. This group had a machine gun,

which opened up on the LR.A. positions. Soon an IRA.
marksman got the range, and the gunner got a bullet
through the brain. Another who took his place met the
same fate. A third man who took over the gun fell dead
from the bullet of a Column sniper. From that on, no man
risked touching the gun. The other two vehicles came to a
halt in front of Mrs. McGreal’s house ,and were fired on
from both sides of the road. The police jumped out in an
attempt to rush the I.R.A. positions, but were driven back.

The police took possession of the house, and prepared it
for resistance until reinforcements could arrive. They
poked rifles through the front windows and the window
in the gable, which controlled a view down the Westport
road. They used up all their ammunition, and wanted more
from the lorry. They asked Mrs. McGreal to go to the
lorry for it, but she refused. Then they told her to send
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ould not fire

assured her the LR.A. wou
her YOUrg SO0 i?l%cvlv would not let her young son go, and
’{he vgut and get it yourselves and leave the b(ci)y
shoute(%% 15G3(r)our ammunition!” To the LR.A. she shouted:

e ive it to them!” - .
‘%Fire grey, 1a1:1(f\}vilt‘;itgd shelling the LR.A. positions w1tg
ghe pohcdees but they fell short. The; motor car halte
rifle £TENS cot’tage and five policemen jumped p-ut. Jimmy
beyond thef Westp(;rt, who had been nine years in the Con-
FlahertyRongers was the farthest quumn man, anddas ;
na;ljglel;lalfl from’the car came near him, he fired and sa
po .
him fall ie Gibbons and others had, by this
Edwal]? 111VI 3;11;,()53?;:’;16011 the Westport side of Carrow-
> e’co- intercept any reinforcements that might come
jannecy. tport, where the sound of the shots coulq .be
o W'Ie"lslepﬁg’ht was dragging on, and the ammumtlog

iy £ the Column was running out. The Black an

ey e holding out, although their position was hope-
I Iilael Kilroy was worried, as he feared relnfor'ce-
i Mlcould arrive at any time. He decided that pothlpg
gt an assault on the enemy position would give him
e thannd the much-needed war materials. After consult-
Ymtorytt? Malone, Kilroy decided the lorry would have to
e WIhed Johnr;ie Duffy, his brother, Paddy, the youngest
e ru§n tl{e Column, and Jack Keane were to advance on
;?;anilght flank. Joe Baker, “Ladeer;; Hqgﬁ? ?I‘Icl;rin T}(;gr‘r;é;
Ainsworth were to move doxyn on the glrt tﬁem R
and Jack McDonagh movgd in to supp o anﬁ e
of the Column gave sustained coverlrlltg art’ e
the assault on the lorry. As the assault par yd e el

rifle grenade that was being fired fro
%gillogrl;%’c’) ait, killigng two policemen and wounding RIC.
n.
Sezg sjllittecflizegggf surrender was seexll ftlﬁlipg frr(:lrgl t(l)lzl;ozlgré
n men came and too eir arms.
z?dtlfgepcoloilcl:emwas unwounded. He was hiding under the

bank, and had not fired a shot.
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The Column men were delighted with the machine gun,
which had beaten them in Kilmeena, and realized they
would be on more equal terms with the enemy in the
future. Madden brought the machine gun up to Flaherty,
who was an expert gunner in the Great War, and he foung
it in perfect order. When Broddie came down he saw that
the door of Widow Sammon’s house was open. He feareq
for her safety, as the house was raked with cross-fire a]
day. When he entered he found the widow uninjured, anqd
seated by the fire smoking a pipe. A door was taken from
her house, and the wounded police were carried on it up
to her house to receive first aid. Having suffered when
evicted, the widow at first refused to let the police in, byt
was eventually persuaded to make hot drinks for the
wounded, and provided blankets to make them comfortable,

The police were still holding out in Widow McGreal’s
house, and had to be got out quickly. Flaherty, an expert
gunner, set up the Lewis gun and trained it on the house,
After a few bursts of fire through the door, Joe Baker
called on them to release the widow and her son. This they
refused to do. They were warned that if anything happened
to the widow or her son, they would be held responsible.
They were told that if they did not surrender, the prisoners
might be shot. Sergeant Hanlon refused to surrender.
Then Jimmy Flaherty opened up with the machine gun,
made a sieve of the door, cut the thatch of the roof, and
broke every pane of glass in the windows. Soon a rifle with
a dish-cloth attached was shoved out the window, and the
firing stopped. Then fourteen police came out with their
hands over their heads, and were taken prisoner.

The LR.A. went into Widow McGreal’s cottage to collect
the arms, and the widow made light of the damage. She
said the many holes in the door would make the house
fine and airy. The prisoners were frightened looking,
especially the Tans, as they considered that their raids on
the houses of the Column men in Westport were enough
to condemn them. They did not know whether the LR.A.
would shoot them or not. They knew an order had come
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out from L.R.A. H.Q. that all Tans were to be shot on sight.
gergeant Hanlon asked for a priest in case they would be
shot. One of the Column officers asked Kilroy would they
shoot them and Michael replied: *“No. We can’t do that,
our nature is not hard enough”. The prisoners’ wounds
were dressed, and they were given cigarettes and'refresh-
ments. A policeman was sent to Westport on a bicycle to
tell them to send out a doctor to attend to the wounded,
and bring them and their dead comrades in to the barracks.
Four police had been killed, and four wounded. Petrol was
spilled over the lorries, and they were burned. When the
policeman arrived at the barracks, the Barrack Orderly
refused to let him in. He then shouted, “They are all dead
in Carrowkennedy”. He was then allowed in, and fell on
the floor. & )

Before the police and Tans left for Westport, Michael
Kilroy spoke to them and warned them that reprisals on
houses would mean that their own houses would be burned
first, and that others would follow. If there was any shoot-
ing of LR.A. or civilians as a result of this encoul}ter, the
captured police would be held responsible; and if LR.A.
wounded were not respected in future, it would be hard
on any police captured.

The LR.A. immediately set about collecting all arms and
equipment. The haul yielded 25 rifles, one Lewis machine-
gun, 28 revolvers, 60 hand grenades, 5,000 rounds of .303
and 500 rounds of revolver ammunition, as well as much
materiel.

Having sent messengers to Westport to get doctors and
priests for the enemy wounded, the men of the Column,
hungry and tired, and loaded down with arms, marched
back to Clady, where they enjoyed a hearty meal. That
night they were on the move again to put as much distance
as possible between themselves and the enemy. They moved
west through the villages of Derryherbert and Lecanvey.
From there they could see the first enemy from Castlebar
searching for them around Carrowkennedy. It was only
when the area was searched from the air that help was
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sent for the wounded. The next day the unit arrived in
Durless and Culleen areas. Pat Joyce of Durless gave the
Column a hearty welcome, and to celebrate the victo

killed two sheep. They were also welcomed by Black Pat
Joyce, Eddie Kelly, Brian Scahill and Tom Fergus, Culleey

Captain Tom Fergus and A. Harney took charge of out.
posts. They sent local men up the mountain pretending tq
look for sheep, but actually keeping a look out for the
enemy. While the Column was safely passing the time ip
the west, the British forces carried out a thorough search
of the Tourmakeady area. Peter O'Malley of Clady, who
spoke with a pronounced English accent, having told the
British that the I.R.A. had gone that way, was thanked ang
praised for his help. The troops then turned their attention
to the west, and when they got on the track of the Columnp
they relentlessiy followed them for a month over half
Mayo, but always a day behind.

The Column spent a few days in Crigaun and Aillmore
villages near Louisburgh. All the time local men and mem-
bers of Cumann na mBan kept alert for any sign of the
enemy. As this area was bounded by the sea, it was unsafe
to remain long, since the unit could be surrounded. It wag
decided to move on again to Delphi and Glenamurra and
through the Erriff valley, through Aughagower, Killawalla
and on to Derryloghran north east of Newport. All the
way scouts reported on the movements of British troops
so that the Column could keep a jump ahead of them. The
British, who did not know the way, and were sent astray
by friendly people, got lost many times. Sometimes the
Column men were led at night through the British lines,
When in Collabinna at the foot of Nephinmore, they cot
word that large enemy forces had surrounded the Newport
area. Although they suffered beatings and were tortured,
the wonderful people refused to disclose the whereabouts
of the Column.

With the enemy close behind, the weary men of the unit
arrived at Derrvmartin in the Boughadoon area. It was
here that the late J. J. Leonard took the famous photo-
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ich i tically all the

Column, which included prac
gfaph Ofaf;?;e service, except some who were on sent}xl'y
men OF O e included Paddy Duffy, Joe Baker and John

duty- From there they moved on to the other side of

Berry ; o
AdegéggﬁgeP{:nss’geped in history. In 1798 the victorious

i rched through here to capture Castle-
Franczhllf)icl:a?gg;?: made them as welcome as the LR.A,,
par. T et them by the Bearna Gaoithe or Windy Gap to
gad geﬂ the Red Coats who were watching the Foxford
surpﬂ;} Conroy, parish priest of this place, was hang'eii1
roadil éreen in,Castlebar because he was friendly wit
g}xllethench officers. Following the steps o{ gle;r:ﬂ;ﬁ IE:;I;

i Column men wen
pert ?}Iz)c]l't l:;da?er;{édthii Crimlin village. Cap_tain Staunton
ant’he Crimlin Company billeted the men in the houses
of nd, while he and his Volunteers kept watch.
ar%:llhilza sleeping in the villages of Gort and Laragdar:i,
scouts reported that the viltlages 3we’£§aocbkelirr11gt ;:I;%:Ei rfg
by large forces of mlllta}ry. was 3 o e e s
ad only time to get up and ta p
;ggitti}(;ig iﬂl}}che men were called elxc%;zt ljsiggggll)lugl}l, a}[rﬁc;
Richard Joyce, who slept in Row gnt hse through all the
excitement. There were 25 houses u} e V1 II‘EA’. i
of them were raided. When darknes}sl ] ‘the éoiumn ped
through the enemy lines. From t a:»r;e1 the Dolumn men
went to Shunnagh in the Parke arga, w Ie; 2l rzsponsible
of poteen was made. The Parke Compa a};tle 6 L
for security. The next stqp was Carrag:l e T
where a dance was organized for thetho umassey(r1 ne boys
and girls of the area.'The Cplumn .Hen pOf ) agd
Kiltimagh, and were billeted in the villages ey
Tawnagh, near Balla, where they were iiit e
come. While resting there, word came e priuss
were on the way, and the Column had to go on le e
i ing on towards Aughagower, they spent nig
?ng atllrllé }V(I)(l)l\(l)l\ﬁigng villages: Cloonsunnagh, near E_Jrrewt l\'{[‘g?1
astery; Rawnogues, Buncam and Devlish, arriving a

41



lagee on the 2nd of July, a month after the Carrowkennegy
Ambush.

While there, Tom Ludden of Curvey brought word from
Luke Sheridan, 1.0, Castlebar, that large forces of British
troops were closing in on them, These troops had encamp.
ed at Killawalla. This made the men move to Lanmore,
It was now getting like a game of chess with Mayo as the
board, for, soon after arriving at Lanmore, Tom Luddep
came with word that another eénemy camp had been set up
at the Ballinrobe road, at Colloughra Bridge. On the move
again, the Column set out to get back to Owenwee, West.
port, stopping at Crickahinny and Trianlaur on the way,
All that Sunday news kept arriving of troops pouring intg
Westport. That evening the military set up a camp at
Brackloon Bridge, a mile from Owenwee, where the Column
was resting.

I now take over from the Western People and its kindly
reporter, Mr. Anthony Lavelle.

When Comdt. Michael Kilroy led his Column of approx-
imately fifty men into Owenwee, events were moving
rapidly to a climax. Contact had been made between the
British and Irish leaders, with a view to peace talks, but
only a few persons were aware of this. The Column was
being quickly surrounded by hundreds of well armed
troops backed up by air support. To engage such forces
in combat would be suicidal. The unit was lined up along
a mountain stream with the local company, where furze
bushes gave only meagre cover. Although the men seemed
to be cornered and hopelessly outnumbered, there was no
sign of panic. Local Wwags mimicked the slow, serious tones
of the Column Comdt. as he summed up the situation!

The leaders conferred to decide on further action, and
retired with the men to the home of William Kearns.
Finally they decided to dump their arms and break up into
small groups which would form a lesser target for their
formidable enemy, until more favourable conditions per-
mitted a resumption of hostilities. “B” Coy. would take
care of the arms until such time arrived. With powerful

42

v

n a mile away at Brackloon Bridge,
enemytf:g?ii; l\s:lss ;Itlaacessary if the Column was to .be saved
rompnm‘hilation. Reliable guides to lead the sections over
fromacll unfamiliar to men of other areas were the first
Sl ement. Vol. Austin Judge was picked to pilot Com.dt.
e and other leaders across the Sheaffry Hills
KllroyLeenane. The guide was well qhosen. There was no
ges in that rugged terrain with which young Judge was
assf miliar. Often had he roamed its dizzy s}opes to seek
ot awayward mountain sheep which had failed to ret1_1rn
SOI{:I?e fold; tonight he was to lead a band of outlaws, hkg
tge un-nan;ed youth who had guided the foqtsteps of Re
Hugh O’Donnell after his escape from Dublin Castle, cen-
ies before. ‘
tuf:: Kilroy’s party followed their youthful guide 'ov%r lthv?'
trackless mountain that night, they could see ‘f%rl er(i)es
them the crawling headlights of numerous Bntlsf or e
and, much closer tc them, the glancmg .flgures o Znetir}:
seaI:chlights, as they probﬁd tfhe s:ilelzllitsrﬁ(\;lllr;is.f 1\176111115;1 5 Ilﬁish
t dawn, he foun
refalir;‘t;d mn teh:y had no reason to suspect that the non-
s?mlant ’youth with the ash plant and the: §heep-dog was a
?ebel. A ybunge*r brother, John, who ]omgd a f1ght1ri1§
Column in 1922, served later with the Amerlcan Forcesris_
the Philippine Islands. Hehw?nt éio}rvnhv;ltlitlioi ggp:;llgsfeogght
ip, far away from the land he :
?:r.sglsp ;:he fightglg men prO(;:eedfedJul) b;eallg éllp ltllllt:rgrgvl;?:
on that sultry summer’s night o uly 2, r.;des b ated
many hand-shakes and “Good-byes as comr s parted.
of them were loath to part with their r ;]
fg\g:ured to know they were in good hands. Tpmrﬁiatter;céz
who had a grenade thrower attached to l}lsd Aef’avgo e
strict orders that the weapon bg kept well oiled. il
ite song with the boys at the time was a new one
light-hearted theme:

I'm forever blowing bupbles,
Pretty bubbles in the air,
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They fly so high, they reach the sky;
Then like my dreams they fade and die.

Perhaps the verse was symbolic. Another phase of Ire]

long struggle for freedom was nearing its end.

On the morning of July 3, 1921, the scene had changeq
completely. Long before dawn, the beams of enemy search.
lights, like great moving silver mirrors, Swept across the
countryside. Here and there liitle groups of local Volyy,
teers, crouching in the shadows, played hide-and-seek Wwith

“the death rays, and then stumbled on in the darknegg
with their heavy burdens of lead and steel. They were
running a weird obstacle race against Time, and an enem
whose powerful forces encircled them with an ever-narrow.
ing ring of steel.

As dawn broke, a shimmering forest of lances rose out
of the mists, as heavy cavalry units moved swiftly up the
narrow road. An observation plane flew low over the
thatched farm houses, its occupants scanning the neigh.
bourhood for any suspicious movement. Gruff voices order-
ed the people from their beds; they were herded together
and questioned, in a futile effort to trace the elusive Army
of the Republic. A typical approach was, “Do you want tg
get rich quickly? I'll give you two thousand pounds if you
tell me where Joe Ring is”. The troops were on the whole
well behaved. No one was tortured, but the atmosphere
was tense. Some of the arms were hidden almost in the
path of the army. A section of soldiers grazing their horses
in a hayfield while they rested seemed to be looking
straight at the spot where most of the Irish guns were
buried in a felt-covered coffin. Nothing was found despite
the fact that the boys of “B” Coy. had only a few hours to
carry out their dangerous duty.

A section of Newport Batt. who were being guided by
Volunteers Michael McGreal and Michael Walsh, Prospect,
still retained their rifles, and proposed to fight it out in
a last desperate stand, but were persuaded by their Comdt.,
Josie Doherty, to hand over their guns to the local men,

and’s
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had still time to hide them before the raiders arrived.
a

who by boat to Mulranny. o

They escapeéio gacord the history of the time in 1?(5_1 trllllf
= gz?i?; 1 now revert to Mr. Anthony Lavelle’s “Fig

persp :

» 5 stern. People: -
ing Sto?; rt;nvtgg IVXaede up of Joe Baker, William Malone,
One

i P. Duffy. The
Gavin, Tom Heavey and "
o viais;: cl;agﬁs party are we]} worth recordmigli %hft:;
4 uthe others they made their way tq Dll;ummwés ey
lanmgd that McGovern's in the Dr}lmmm %gs Al
e lace on the earth, and arrived at a out h-oo;reé
;aéei’i fwenty minutes later the clatter o{hléo;?% Dooves
4 6i d over )
and the six men escape .
ot vt\lzegi(xil’utes later 25 cavalry men su}'roum(iied t:‘lee fl:)(;ll:;?/-
22 rty proceeded to Letternaglinskin, an w}elz ¢ follow
S ome distance by the soldiers, whp saw t ellr o
e tfl?ef c?ew on the grass. From Letternaglms}«:m, B; ;?dawn
n i hind Drummin, an
i to Sheaffry Hills be : ;
%;Soll«::eent}?:y were asleep near Mc(zi'Pl'lL)erslgnfi.y ?Neflltretowiis-
ti in the nearby garden, an . Du
nout;:e;itemHe found that there was a camp of hgnlglre;;ilslftf)i
ngdigrs. The six men started to <}:lreep 'aVVlE(I)JI,T Eiléls of' ot
ff from the rest, when six :
becan(]ieaf:)lrtgothe road between them, the last lc‘)r'ry ;(;még)g{
passehalt Duffy made his way to Kilmore to V.ISIt h.a Cox
t(;xcei1 four;d him sleeping on hay in a barn w1t(§10 erls Jine
gmall children, his house havinthfleenA?rurII?lgI(.ic o e
i by British forces. The
tmtlifrebepfl(;:es ¥lying low, observing all movemenﬁdogu'cflés
acounZi The Military started to search Kllmore,ha it
grd to.move to Derryherbert. C_lose to DerrykeroVer N
n?)ticed Military searching the t\f]llage. He took ¢
i d slept for some time.
sm(r)lﬁ ngg;«:s‘ufgn he wI::nt to Flynn’s of Der;‘yurla, wt}cereta) g:ie
had something to eat. Mrs. Flynn told him to fgh OFlynli
and her husband said he would keep goodtﬁvawa. e,
said there was no danger in such an out of te yenemy
Fifteen minutes later Duffy was called, as a strong
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force was advancing across the bogs from Lackdeirg. He
had to escape through a window and hide in the garden,
The search over, he went to Hoban’s in Erriff, This wag
the house referred to earlier in this narrative where the
“sermon in stone” was engraved on the pillar of the fire.
place. Tom Hoban had carried wounded Volunteers op
horseback across the mountains from Tourmakeady some
time before. Here Paddy Duffy met Joe Baker and five
other men, who had come by Tawnyard via Mark McDon.
nell’s to Erriff. From there they went on again to Kearns’
of Derrinkee, and were about to sit down to dinner when
about 25 horse soldiers came around by Tunney’s of Derry-
craff, and proceeded in the direction of Derrinkee. How-
ever, before reaching there, they turned back, as the old
coach road was impassable.

That night the group tried to cross the Slievemanagh
mountains, but found the place covered with soldiers, who
were shooting off Verey lights every few minutes. The
men had to turn back and go on to Shraheen, arriving at
Cusack’s before dawn, where they got rest. The planes
were out early that morning, but did not spot the men,
who lay on some whins by the Shraheen river, and slept all
day. They spent the next day at O’Donnell’s of Aill, and
then moved on to John Moran’s of Deerpark on Thursday
morning, but they saw only a few lorries of soldiers moving
around and had a quiet day. That night they got socks
from Tom Ludden, who was their storekeeper. On Friday
morning military moved along the Curvey road from all
the camps towards Castlebar for hours, and they were
thankful that the pressure had been lifted.

While Kilroy’s West Mayo Column was harrassing the
superior Crown forces in its area, the men of South Mayo
were not idle. The Intelligence Officer of the Brigade was
always watching the movements of enemy troops and Black
and Tans between barracks and posts. He informed the
commanders of the times and dates of movements, and
the number of troops or police in the various €convoys.
Most of the R.I.C. barracks had been burned by the LR.A.
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r evacuated and now the police, reinforcgq by Tans, oc-
ou ied large barracks which had been fortlfleq with sand-
f,ags and steel shutters with slits for rifl_es in the_m. It
would therefore be foolish to attack them without artillery,
which the LR.A. did not possess. Such a barrack was
gituated at Derrypark on the Tourmakeady road. Local men
in the Column, who had observed the movements of the
enemy along this road, had reported that early each month
a convoy of iwo lorries of troops brought pay and pro-
visions for the garrison of Derrypark from Bgl}mrobe.
Comdt. Tom Maguire, having examined thg position, de-
cided to attack the convoy. His force of thirty men, and
some local men, was armed with shotguns and r1f1es..He
decided to place them in three sections at three pom.ts
along the road through the village. They were plaqed in
good positions for attack, about 200 yards apart. Michael
O0'Brien, Tom Maguire and Paddy May of Ballinrobe were
in command — one over each section. )

The plan was to allow the first vehicle up to Drimbawn,
and it was to be engaged by the section under Paddy M?y.
The other two sections were to attack the second and third
lorries. The first car came along and was allowed to pass
two sections, then it was fired on by the third. The secpnd
lorry, containing about 12 police, travelled too far behind,
and before it was in far enough, the men in it heard the
shots at the first party. They took the warning, dismounted
and ran for cover. The two other sections could not pre-
vent them from entering a large hotel. They defended this
position, being well supplied with ammunition and gren-
ades. After an hour’s fight Maguire saw that it wogld be
impossible for his men to capture the enemy position or
dislodge the defenders in a short time. If the atj:ack lasted
a long time, reinforcements might arrive and wipe out the
Column. As the commander could not risk this, he ordered
his men to withdraw.

Guided by local men, the little band of 30 moved to a
strong position in the Partry Mountains, which tl}ey cou_ld
defend until darkness covered their escape against rein-
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forcements that might arrive. When they got up to higher
ground it was seen that Maguire was right in giving up the
fight. They saw lorries of troops coming from the direction
of Ballinrobe and Galway. Machine guns began to spray
the bare hills with a hail of bullets. The men of the Column
decided to retreat towards Westport or Castlebar, but when
they looked in that direction they found that lorries
bearing more troops were coming from the two towns
mentioned. They were surrounded and cut off on all sides,
The only thing to do was to select a position that could
be held until darkness gave them a chance to escape
through the enemy lines. Maguire selected a position which
gave cover to his men, but which could not be approached
by the enemy without exposing himself to the fire of the
I.R.A. The Column were accurate shots, and the soldiers
advancing in the open lost many men. They raked the
position held by the brave men of the Column with
machine gun fire.

The men of the Column nearly lost heart when they saw
their beloved leader hit by a burst from a Lewis gun,
which shattered his arm. The Brigade Adjutant, Michael
O'Brien, from the Neale, crawled to give him assistance,
and was so engaged when a British officer, revolver in
hand, came up behind the two of them and called on
O'Brien to surrender. As O’Brien was turning to fire at
him, the officer shot him decad. A Column man let the
officer have both barrels of his shot gun, and he staggered
back wounded and fell. It is said that he was wearing
armour, which saved his life. A party of soldiers coming
after him retreated when they saw their leader fall. The
wounded officer crawled down to the nearest house, and
compelled a man on a side car to bring him down to the
main road. Although the Column’s position was raked by
machine gun and rifle fire, they held out, waiting for dark-
ness to give them a chance to escape. When night came
the enemy placed a ring of troops around the gallant band
to keep them there until morning, when they would finish
them off. Some of the L.R.A. silently knocked out a few
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gentries and, under cover of darkness, escaped through
the gap:

Cgmdt. Maguire, who was badly wounded, was carried
to a nearby house, where he was attended by a Doctor
Murphy and a Volunteer with a knowledge of first aid, He
was kept in the village for a few days, and had to be moved
to the mountain every time a raiding party appeared, and
moved back again when the enemy had gone. When a
chance came, he was moved to a place of safety, where he
quickly recovered. This stand by 30 ill-armed men, un-
trained in the art of war, against 300 seasoned troops with
experience in the recent war, will go down in history with
the brave men who held the Bridge of Athlone against
King William’s army.

Considering the odds against them, the Column had only
one officer killed and an officer and a Volunteer wounded:
1t is reported that at least ten of the enemy were killed
and a number wounded. This may not be accurate and may
pe even greater, due to the fact that the British never gave
correct figures of casualties suffered. Their official reports
always stated that they were attacked by “Superior forces
of the enemy and after a fight lasting for hours, they in-
flicted severe casualties on the LR.A.” Those reports and
similar ones issued by the R.I.C. were deposited in the
Library of Trinity College, Dublin, and may be consulted
by historians of the future, giving a distorted version of
the War of Independence. Records like the present one,
by men who were personally involved and Iknew the lead-
ers. or were in a position to get the facts directly from
those involved, should do a lot to counteract this. After
the battles the men of the Column, seated around a good
turf fire in some farm house, laughed at the reports issued
to the newspapers by the British Government.

On the day of the Tourmakeady ambush, a section of
West Mayo Column under Joe Ring lay in ambush at Brack-
loon. This has been described earlier in this book. When
they heard that Maguire and his men were surrounded,
they left their positions and marched to their aid. On
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arrival at Derrycraff, they heard that the battle was over,
and that Maguire and his men escaped. They heard alsp
that Paddy King and Phil Hallinan of Glenmask had been
captured at Partry, and were to be taken to the train at
Ballinrobe. Plans were made to rescue them, but it was
learned later that they had been taken by road to Clare-
morris. Paddy Moran, N.T., Glenmask, was the prime mover
in the plan to rescue them.

= * *

Ballad of the Tourmakeady fight, carried out by South
Mayo Flying Column, under Comdt. Tom Maguire, on May
3, 1921; composed by Bk.—Huets;?Tourmakeady:

Along the Partry Mountains, we had a dreadful day;

In war we were surrounded, all on the third of May.

My mind it was completely gone, it seemed to me a dream,
When bullets flew like hailstones

At Bealanidaun stream.

At Tholly-ard and Loregan, they’re now on the record,

Our heroes won the battlefield, all praises to the Lord.

They fought like loyal Irishmen along the mountain-side —

May God be with them everywhere, and always be their guide.

The bullets they were whizzing ’round, and flying like the
hail —

I often heard, “Success attend the sons of Granuaile!”

They drove away the enemy, in terror they did go;

It yields a lot of credit to the County of Mayo.

Upon the sides of Loregan, the Volunteers did say,

“Cheer up my gallant Irishmen, we now have won the day.

The soldiers we have conquered on the slopes of Roy-an-ore,

God is with us ‘on the run’ and will for evermore!”

A party of these soldiers came down by Loughaun Shee,

Their ranks were badly broken, and down they had to flee;

They joined in conversation, saying, “Now we've got our fill

Of all the Partry Mountains — they’re worse than Vinegar
Hill!”

It’'s now we join in chorus, and thank the Lord on High,
‘Who saved our brave Sinn Feiners when danger it was nigh;
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They proved themselves St. Patrick’s sons, no danger did they
fear —

Long live the Tourmakeady boys and the Irish Volunteers!

The Volunteers were everywhere successful on that day,

Except for poor O’Brien, who fell all in the fray;

He died for dear old Ireland, the bravest of the brave,

May the Lord have mercy on his soul; he now lies in the grave.
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v
The Truce

on JuLy 11, 1921, eight days after the West Mayo Flying
Column broke up in Owenwee, a truce between the Irish
and British forces was agree to. It was signed on behalf
of the Irish by Gen. Richard Mulcahy, and for the British
py Gen. Sir Nevil McCready. The people could breathe
treely again. The fighting men could return to their homes
or walk the streets of Westport without fear of arrest.
Small groups of Auxiliaries, easily recognized by their well
oiled hair and superficial politeness, roamed the town in
plain clothes, staring at the young men on the streets. The
rolunteer uniform, which was now worn openly, seemed
to fascinate them, although except for the colour and cap
badge there was little difference between it and the
British soldier’s battle dress. They wished to know what
sort of men dared to challenge their authority on “British
territory”, after many centuries of occupation. At the same
{ime, they were anxious to meet Comdt. Michael Kilroy,
the “Head Bloke” who had spared the lives of the prisoners
in Carrowkennedy, despite an order from ILR.A. head-
quarters that all Auxiliaries should be shot when captured,
as a reprisal for the execution of Volunteers captured by
the British.

The signing of the truce created new difficulties for the
leaders of the Volunteers. The following editorial from
An tOglach will give the reader some idea of them. The
issue from which this extract is taken is dated Nov 11, 1921.

TRUCE CONDITIONS

The conditions produced by a prolonged period of truce
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in Ireland involved serious disadvantages from the militay
point of view in the case of an army such as ours, Thg
bracing tonic effects of the fight are absent; men who have
been on active service are again leading civilian lives; they
are subject on all sides to influences and temptations which
are detrimental to that high moral discipline which our
army has reason to pride itself upon. The hero-worship of
friends is sometimes liable to give men “swelled head” anq

nken Volunteer carrying arms
is a public danger.

We do not say that the evils referred to have arisen to
any extent in our army during the truce times, Considering
everything, the discipline and orderly conduct of our men
during this period of suspended hostilities
wonderful, and the number of

erior officers, and dismissal
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Town Hall, Westport. Picture (copyright) by

Free State armoured car and troops outside the

McLoughlin's Studios, Westport

The author,
Edward O'Malley,
on his

arrival in

the United States

FOLLOWING PAGES
The Flying Column

BACK ROW (left to right): Comdt.-Gen. Michael Kilroy, Quarter
Master Tommie Ketterick, Comdt. E. Moane, Capt. John Gibbons,
Joe Walsh, P.J. Cannon, P. Lambert, J. Kelly, Comdt. Josie
Doherty, Comdt. Broddy Malone, Jim Rush, Batt. Comdt. Joe Ring.
MIDDLE ROW: M. Naughton, J. Hogan, J. Harney, Dan
Sammon, Jack Keane, J. Connolly, Rick Joyce, Pat McNamara,
Willie Malone.

FRONT ROW: Dan Gavin, Tommie Heavey, J. Duffy, J.
McDonagh, Comdt. Paddy Kelly, J. Moran, Jimmie Flaherty,
Bartley Cryan, M. Staunton.

IN FRONT: Dr. J. A. Madden, Medical Officer.

INSET (left to right) — Top: Comdt. Paddy Duffy, Joe Baker;
Bottom: M. Gallagher, Tom Ainsworth.

Picture (copyright) by J. J. Leonard & Sons, Bofeenaun, Ballina






Joe Ring, Batt. Comdt., ILRA.; Bri

9 gadier-General, Nati )
Assistant Commissioner, An Gar gitonal Army,

: da Siochana. Photograph taken
ore his death in action during the Civilnglx)r.

This regulation should be strictly enforced everywhere.
Furthermore, officers should see to it that men are not
allowed to go about with weapons in their pockets un-
necessarily, a practice at the best childish and foolish, and
at the worst highly dangerous. Some Volunteers seem to
imagine that because they have done brave deeds during
the War of Independence they are privileged people and
entitled to behave in a way that would not be tolerated on
the part of an ordinary civilian. They must be made to
realize that this is not the case. Discipline must be rigidly
enforced without respect to persons. It is only by this
means that we can keep our army up fo that high standard
of morale and efficiency which we are all so proud of, and
pe prepared for a renewal of hostilities if and when such
necessily arises.

The Volunteer Authorities now took advantage of the
Truce to establish training camps for men. Such a one was
started in the Workhouse in Westport, from which the in-
mates had been removed to the County Home in Castlebar.
The decision to start these camps was not a wise one. They
seemed to induce in the men a sort of barrack-square men-
tality which would be of little use in the only sort of war
which a nation in our position could be expected to wage.
The men who had borne the brunt of the fighting up to
that time had had little formal training except the ability
to shoot straight and keep a clear head.

I spent some time in the camp learning Morse signalling,
by which we hoped to transmit messages by flags or flash-
lamps. Despite the best efforts of the Camp O/C, discipline
was lax. No sooner had the sound of his footsteps receded
down the corridor after final inspection than pillow fights
started. Impromptu concerts which lasted into the small
hours of the morning were arranged; the roof that had
sheltered the hungry people in the Famine days re-echoed
to the strains of “The Old Rustic Bridge by the Mill” and
“Kelly, the Boy from Killanne”., The camp was a happy
hunting ground for practical jokers. I arrived at the en-
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trance one day to find the sentry holding at bayonet-point
a formidable-looking individual who was demanding in a
truculent voice to see the O/C of the guard. The senty
seemed to be in a quandary. The newcomer, who had hijg
overcoat collar turned up, might be an agent from the
Augxiliaries, who had a large force in the town. The sentry
could not leave his post to search for an officer whom he
might not recognise. A little group had gathered aroung
the sentry, when the situation was saved by the arrival of
“Butch” Lambert, who, recognizing the intruder as a mem.
ber of Aughagower Company, turned to the man with the
rifle and said, “You know the duty of a sentry: shout
‘Halt’ three times, and then shoot!” While the sentry wag

considering the morality of this peremptory order, the
“emissary” had vanished.

On another occasion John Berry of Lanmore, who had
come back from England to join the Column, declared in
an audible whisper, after he had looked out the window
at midnight, “The camp is surrounded by Auxiliaries;
what’s the idea?” Would-be Freedom Fighters rubbed their
eyes, and began to think, as they conjured up visions of
torture chambers, “Is this the end?” However, when Berry,
with amazing sang-froid in the face of such danger, settled
down to an untroubled sleep, the boys whispered to one
another hopefully that perhaps he was only “seeing
things”.

Each Company from the country areas was brought in for
a week’s training. They were expected to bring their own
rations. A crisis developed on one occasion, when a dinner
of bacon and cabbage prepared for a section of Killawalla
Company was mistakenly eaten by the signallers. I must
confess that I was one of the men who took part in this
dubious venture. There were threats that we would be re-
ported to our superior officers for this serious breach of
discipline, especially when a member of our section held
up a piece of meat on his fork, and began a discourse on
the culinary traits of Killawalla bacon. The matter was,
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wever settled amicably, without Tecourse to the Top
ho )
Bra% (raini as carried out by Jimmie
-aining of the Volunteers w mmj]
Ther'grmﬁiegex-Connaught Ranger. It was an _exermse in
Flahﬁolo’gy to hear Jimmie, who was the kindliest of men
‘psyc. il life, threaten dire vengeance on th'e‘t}nfortunate
mu%jc’ry boy’ who found it a physical impossibility to slope
co T
i istinct movements.
anfi‘l;gnlztégsglgan, or Sinn Féin, courts, as tk_le people
ily called them, now functioned openly, sitting in th(;
%il\l:n );-Iall, the justices being chosen froml_tthe c:)f(f:&el;f (;t
The period had an air of unreality about -.
L cé?;incertigg to find that one’s qext-door ne;ghbtgur
Wag pecome a District Justice overmght.’ .The. situa 1oln
tcleileated a “Lawyer’s Dilemma”, as tille Dail, v;'lla’lc(}il Sgacl;py
i i “on the run” -
ijts members in prison or ~on , :
hgi‘ftulnity to pass legislation of a general'nat'ure. Ttgz lt;i:;;l
pers therefore, who could not now practice in thc; r:i o
Zour’ts would be deprived of their means‘tc_)f h‘:}fl;hoiz ;che
sreed however by the Irish.Authorl ies that, 1
?niiri%ieof public order, points hlthetx;to heldh ggog1 emp;?:x
be recognized by the courts. T us we had th
‘gg)l(ﬂgf Iel‘ish Rg:;ublican courts admmlst{elrmg Br;tg}ﬁola;\;
i ' f the village wag }
The story was going tpe rounds 0 R o
ine fined five shillings by an elderly neig : ;
gzutln%d always teased and bullied, shouted from ’chehdoc.k(.i
«Come down out of that, before I go up and pull the f1.ee
whisker off you”. He was promptly fined another fiv
illings for Contempt of Court. )
Sh}ll‘llizgsummer months of 1921 dragged on \’;Ylthout any
event of great importance takir}g place. In “B” Coy. alllr(;z:I:
normal police duties were carried out by fqur men ud o
James Kearns. The local Volunteers cpntmued .to T
and receive instructions regularly, retgrmn%g ’:k? tlsligl :;x;;ers
night. One day early in ]?ecem er of the same '
ize:ge S%gnals section was on its way to a meeting 1:1 \‘;&e
Workhouse, which had a permanent gaT}’lson, webmeOf hié
Josie O’'Toole, who had been a very active member
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Company since the struggle began. He told us that Peace
had been signed the previous day, but he did not have any
details. The Irish Independent of the following day
proved that he had been correct. It contained Particularg
of the Treaty, which Arthur Griffith, leader of the Irish
Delegation, described as “The substance of Freedom”. We
were sorely disappointed when we read the oath that wag
to be taken by the new Irish Parliament, It was in the
following form: I ... do solemnly swear true faith ang
allegiance to the Constitution of the Irish Free State as by
law established, and that I will be faithful to H.M. King
George V, his heirs and successors by law, in virtue of the
common citizenship of Ireland with Great Britain and her
adherence to and membership of the group of nationg
forming the British Commonwealth of Nations.

This oath was in direct conflict with the one we had
taken when we joined the Volunteers, At the start of the
Peace talks, a cartoon appeared in an English newspaper,
It had a huge hatchet marked, “Anglo-Irish troubles,” with
a grave at each end. One grave was marked “Home Rule”,
the other “Independence”. Mr. de Valera was pointing to

one grave, Mr. Lloyd George to the other. The picture had
the Stage Irish caption:

Sure and what'’s it that’s causing the worry? Faith a thing that
you’d hardly belave,
For the hatchet they both want to bury,

but they cannot agree
on the grave.

Half a century later ( 1976) the ugly axe-head of the Anglo-
Irish quarrel still takes its toll of lives. On November 4,
1921, An tOglach contained the following leading article
dealing with the situation.

THE CRISIS
At the time of going to press the issue of peace or war
for Ireland hangs in the balance. By the time this issue
appears it is possible that events will have occurred which
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g umption of hostilities. In cases where any
mv%lz ixtigfs I;Et:lse COIl)lnCﬂ of prudence is always to be‘ on the
e ide. and in cases such as the present it is wise and
T4 Ssarj; for all Volunteers to be prepared for.the worse
necf S4;) alternatives and to act on the assumption of ‘ghe
ot ':;ble imminence of a fresh Enemy a‘gtack. The position
rothe Government of the Irish Republic has been made
o lutely clear and it has the hearty support of the whole
ab's?l eople; and the Army of the Republic stands loyally
Irl(si rgsolutély to its duty of serving jche (}overnment a_nd
2 le of Ireland. The rights and liberties of the Irish
eople which the Volunteers were formed to defend,lc.an
peogr ’be bartered away, and the Governmept of the Irish
e ublic will never betray the interests which the people
Repointed them to promote. We have alrea}dy warneid
%%?unteers not to be misled by newspaper gossip. Nott ;)_n Z
the English but the Irish newspapers at jche prese.rtl_ 1mf
teem with misrepresentations of the National posi f1on, <())-
the views of our trusted leaders, and the progress 1o fnfngis-
tiations. The Irish daily press hé}‘S done;,a greal: dfﬁ o] e
chief by its eternal whine of peace” and se eimeeas
and its suggestion that a “Settlement” was a sunpbe:c eg
thing that could be arrived at as a result of talks be ;vg
Ireland and England. These press statements are be}ﬁg
quoted as representing Irish opinion, and they are helf o%
interpreted as showing that the Irish people hW.lS e
“peace at any price”, and are prepared to }nake t elrdc:fa}ca_
to be a Sovereign State a matter of bartering and modifi

i rice of peace. .
tlo’i‘lhzi f? ea Iiie. We gtand for an hor;our:able pgace,bbu‘fE hlf
our right to free existence as a nation is assaléedt 3;1 hi
armed might of another natlop, we are as rea }: 0 %1 "
as before we entered negotiations. Every.Volun e::r mer-
hold himself ready to be called upon again on actlve Ein
vice at any moment, and be prepared to do his utmos

i or freedom. )

th%tflﬁhlfisftoric statement, contained in a single paragfatph,
was the last gesture of a united people. One month later,
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T

on December 6, 1921, the Treaty, or Article
- ’ ) ’ cles
as it was 'called, was signed in London. Oﬁﬁig{ene T
succeeded. in establishing in Ireland two governm el
each bear}ng allegiance to the Crown, but in most oints’
aspects ahex} to one another. Partition had become a fher
of Irish political life. The civil strife that followed thact
ﬁyetnts rates among .the greatest tragedies of Irelan?js’e
e;z oorfy.ﬂ']l‘ehet iglersgnghty and mental atiitudes of the leads
‘lme had a profound effect on th 4
i\ggtsé‘“}/'{rltglg én the Philadelphia Record ine tg%uisge%of
'd Birkenhead, one of the British signatori 3
’(I:‘ria}ty, stresse§ ’Fhe differences, as he sagv ?hgfrllesb;gwthe
¢ :r l;rgs g;lt Grlffl’cha C/:)llilr)ls, he noted, walked wit’h a sw?gn
, seemed to belong to the o '
would be best suited to the atm of somme tonll
> b osphere of some f i
town. Griffith, who hated violenc « e
it shemed mory €, was no Bushwhacker”
. ' ¥ too much burning of th idnight
oil. Their only similarit ir i g o T
) y was their intense love fo
.dMeanwhlle. the leaders of the Volunteers begafl Itr: 13:13.
lsVlIeTISO as the issues appeared to each personally. For Lian(:
Mell wes, I{here was only, “The straight road.wi'thout de-
firmOI;r;) unhchzlrd tMuécahy saw the Treaty as the only
0 stand on. Sein McKeon
Treaty, saying that he was an i e e T
, extremist because he h
extreme love for Ireland. With the Iri i o
I . Irish geniys £
believe, the supporters of th : insisted that e
, ; e Treaty insisted that
were the real Republicans, and that o
/ ‘ , 1at the Free Stat
virtual Republie, while its o y i hat the
) c, ts claimed that
Republic proclaimed in 1916 I ont . s
‘ still existed. The
bewilderment among the ordin . e
! ary people and th
and file of the Volunteers. Ambival lation
tortured the minds of the ée‘rio Thon. Tt g nacilatop
) ] us men. It was
zeaigel;;leenecte I;L'O fmdfa man condemning the Treat;logni 3211;
Im a few weeks later resplend i ,
State officer’s uniform. In as i D asen of 11 Y
S 1 . sessing the causes of the Civi
War, most historians seem t i Pl
, 0 have missed two points:
19f§rsdt_lg, most of. the people who voted for a Replll)blll}::t?ﬁ
id not realise that they would have to fight for it

0]

There was

no talk of guerilla warfare in the Sinn Féin
manifesto. Men like Arthur Griffith had no intention of
using violence to attain their ends. Many believed that Irish
freedom might be obtained through the influence of Presi-
dent Wilson at the Peace Conference.

Secondly, some of the IR.A. chiefs, having regard to the
issues involved, seem to have thought that the Irish del-
egates, especially Collins, had no intention of signing any-
thing, and that prolonging the Talks was a ruse to give the
yolunteers a chance to re-organise. Mary McSwiney stated
that leaders in the south had expressed to her the hope
that the delegates would “keep them talking” until they
were better prepared to resume the fight.

The attitude of the pro-Treaty leaders to their opponents
may be summed up in this piece of hyperbole in a small
propaganda newspaper in 1922,

1f you find a fellow walking on your body, while another bloke

starts wading through your blood,
Don’t attempt to ring the night-bell for your toddy, or your

attitude may be misunderstood.
If you dare to stir they’ll brand you as a traitor, just as vile as
Michael Collins or McKeon, and they’ll curse you for a

filthy foul Free Stater
False to Mitchel, Davis, Emmet and Wolfe Tone.
Keep as quiet as quiet can be and do not heed ’em,
try and scale down to take your final sleep, for the “boys”
are marching on the way to Freedom
Where the road is always slippery and steep.

All the leaders were genuine lovers of Ireland, and most
of them had risked their lives for her many times. It was
Ireland’s loss that they should quarrel so bitterly. The
majority of the people in the Twenty-Six Counties were
satisfied to accept the Treaty as an alternative to the
“Immediate and terrible war” which they believed Britain
would wage on them if they rejected it. Those in the six
north eastern counties had no say in the matter. A popular
saying repeated at the time was, “What’s good enough for
Michael Collins is good enough for me.”
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Sergeant immediately upon joining the
Panies began to disintegrate.

On March 26, 1922, the senior offi
Quarters who opposed the Treaty
Council to govern the Volunteers,

cers at Genera] Heag
formed an Executive

To the ordinary people they were “The Free Stat
“The Republicans”, The question has been askeq why the
Republicans, with so many armed men supporting them,
did not attack the force in Beggar’s Bush, which formed
the nucleus of the Free State Army. The answer seems to
be that the Republicans were hesitant to start a civil war,
as some of the Free State leaders such as Collins, Se#n
McKeon of Ballinalee, Sesn Hales and others were held in
very high esteem, and they did not wish to alienate too
many people, as no guerilla warfare can be waged with
any hope of success without active Support from most of
the civilian population. Soon after the Treaty was signed,
a small newspaper was published. It wag called The

ke to Ireland through
” s, “That God spo - s
sGhosts™. On%hg? Tone’s testimony as to th}l-:sc::ll;rlttl;‘{lth
Mg d g'r'eat and that no other teStwlmh;)cllllyI stake all my
b e thiness at all, is a thing upon Sy
or WOrthH:iefSla;l; immortal hopes”. It was a futile e
an

f most
mortal an emotion that had been bludgeoned out o
to revive ears of terror. arrel
1 petoe}:uls?it?ryo}f, the hatred engendered by the qu

The m

ive of human emotions,
A lousy, the most active o i 0sl-
was amazmlg : {:iaa? payrt. English historians WergtuiltsavgorSt
[Idout D ayey A h B Aot the Irish patnt.
tion to gtape’n ch magazine could joke about lse red. Per
in 1922 A t?er ‘boxes green, and everything ﬁl mind when
Eizel O’Connell had such a SItuath\I;vorth the shed-
hapSt 1223 that nothing under Heaven was
he sta d. i
ding of hul::lr;f Zhggmer of 1922, the Qm-’l‘.rea(tgsggz’ at
o eed that they would hold 2 o The Republican Torces
noqnceMjchael Collins would speak. The ‘I;arracks at the
M Comdt, Kilroy occupied the B s heekled by &
un Collins began to speax, rear
timf-' 1‘1N c?fe?hg ?:'lrlérvlvsd agd a man speaking from a moto
section o ; questions. o hat a
e — astl;sgeof)fqthe proceedings It Is alleged that 2
At -somef Collins’ party from Sligo drew :lt:mpt made to
niertrflgfr; (ivas rushed immediatelydaltlgea\l;lveipon to another
platrot? that he passe the time
seize him. It seems Press reports of
the platform. Pr rowd,
man aI;ldtg‘;t r?lt:n was seen rushing throughs tg\(raelftually
state tdab several men in uniform. HekwaHe was later
gLisue d a);ld taken to the Military Barl‘%cv Siv[alone West-
g;‘;ﬁ‘;i% with firing two shots at ?Srlﬂ:i)ed into the driving
. commotion a m , and
e Othe vehicle out of the crowd. It seem ition. Comdt.
g;oXSersight the key had beeln };eftdilélpg‘lseeligxxl1 the interests
: ; the people to
Kilroy then ordered

of peace.

ing the
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On the Sunday following the Republicans held
at which Mr. De Valera was to speak. He did not Ve
however, but the meeting was held, at which Ma !
Swiney spoke for nearly an hour and a half. She ¢
that acceptance of the Treaty would provoke
brothers in which the victors would find no
than the vanquished. There were other spea
of whom were in Volunteer uniform, and had revolvers in
the holsters of their Sam Brown belts. Miss McSwiney
made a good case against the Treaty, stressing Britain’s
right to reoccupation, the Oath of Allegiance to the King
and other points, I do not remember Partition being mep,.
tioned. Dr. Madden, who had sacrificed his medical career
to serve his country, said he would fight against the Treaty,
regardless of the people he found opposed to him. Migs
McSwiney offered to answer any question put to her, byt
this offer was not taken up. There was no great enthusiagm
evoked by the speeches. One got the feeling that most of
the people had made up their minds already to vote for the
Treaty. They seemed to have a longing for peace ang
stability upon which no rhetoric had any effect.

There was also a meeting held in Westport, of which Mr,
Patrick Duffy was Chairman. The Countess Markievicz wag
the principal speaker. She emphasised the fact that men
had gone out on the hillsides badly clothed and badly
armed to establish a Republic. Her appeal fell on deaf ears.
Many people believed that if the Treaty was rejected, every-
thing they held dear in regard to Ireland was lost, Joe
Ring, who had been Batt. Comdt. in Westport, was arrested
by the Republicans and kept in Castlebar barracks for some
time when he took the pro-Treaty side and began to recruit
men for the Civic Guards. In a letter to the press, he stated
that he had taken an oath of allegiance to D4il Eireann,
and for any acts he had done or might do in the future,
he was responsible to that Government only.

a rally

ontendeg
a war gf
glOI'y any mors
kers also, somsg
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A%
The Civil War

hat the worst had
7, 1922, news reached us t 1
o mrlffd 2On that morning the Free State Army,hw%h ?11111
h'apgcien-l;ou-nder gun lent to them by the Brltlst, egen
el 11 the Republican garrison in the Eour Courts, w ‘
2 Shl'irl,imatum {0 release a Free State officer held prls;ntllr(i:3
?;:e;'le was ignored. There could be onlgf orllle oul’:lciclxrrlrilfeg oo
by an army with practically u
Stl?ég goli? .rf;feadndywar materiel, abancior;edf?gl ;c\gra:;";\iﬁ%g
2 bels against law -
ounced as rebe 1 ‘
peopi(;mgilz the Republicans fought on, with no ?rozggft
b?lzethe cert’ainty of ultimate defeiicl. T'va’ellz‘é;eSint% ?)untieg
i i 11 over the - ’S.
was now being organized a . o 1n
f recruits. Men who ¢
IS by i iy lcomed because of their know-
the British Army were welco ecause. of HHe
ilitary matters in g
iy e 1 t at Westport Quay, the
f troops landed by boat at We c
largfl boz?r};n%d garT;ison of Republicans in tl}e toznrv&;lt
’cal(;eny by surprise. They fled to the mountamls{ eaarr?s .
fusing a mine they had laid in the streel. Capt. pei
Juhn Judge were among them. A few days aftelwaro s
: chine gun captured in Carrowkenned){ was sent to f\ on
%ge for safe keeping. With it were nine drums of .
amjin vux'ltlelc;cl?llla;ter I was awakened one morning by ttﬁe (li)a:tlfe
ine of the dog. On the “street”, as we always calle £
;n%m ard, I saw a unit of soldiers !ed by an qfﬂ((i:etrl_r\z a;
t;e igsigﬁia of high rank onchis (’;’tlnllcl.qllel;sc&g;ltlz& e t; oop.:
i r former Batt. Comdt. ;
llIl(:i I::)nn%é ?Ifom the back of the house, and thouglht z;b%lllc
the machine gun. The troops moved to the gable o
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house out of my sight, and I was expecting a knock on the
door, but none came. They did not raid the house, byt
went on their way towards Croagh Patrick. I looked fop
the tracks of the soldiers later, and found that they hag
passed within a dozen yards of the place where the gun
was hidden.

It was the last time I saw Joe Ring alive. He was killeq
near Ballina on September 14, 1922. As members of the
Young Men'’s Sodality, organized by Rev. Father Gibbons,
we attended his funeral to Aughavale Cemetery. Gen. Segp
McKeon and Gen. Lalor were in charge of the troops rend.
ering military honours. A large body of Civic Guards also
attended. He was their first Assistant Commissioner,

The Free Staters now occupied the Workhouse, the
Police Barracks and the Town Hall. A number of huge tree
trunks with many coils of barbed wire were placed on the
Octagon. They used the head of George Glendenning on
the monument for target practice, and eventually de.
capitated him. The Republicans on a few occasions fired
on the garrison, but made no attempt to re-occupy the
town. On one occasion Michael J. McDermott, a Louisburgh
boy who lived with relatives, and myself had just yoked
the horse to the side-car prior to leaving town when 3
heavy outburst of firing began.

We were in an exposed position at the top of Church
Lane and the horse became restive, so we were unable to
take cover at first. We could See groups of soldiers moving
up Peter Street, which is opposite a part of the Demesne,
from which we believed the Republicans were firing. We

yoking the horse from the car, and we were in a position
to take cover until the firing, which lasted about half an
hour, stopped.

An object of curiosity at the time was an armoured car
which was parked near the Town Hall. It was made by
placing a large boiler on the body of a lorry, and having
loop holes bored in it. The Republicans had used it in the
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N f the West”
ifden, and had the name “Queen o
CaPt‘t‘rg ?)fnclltl It was later captured by the Fre(?’ Staters,
%o ee-chris’cened it “The Girl I Left Behind Me“;l‘h -
. Civil War of 1922 has been rightly called e
Thlg ble War”. No lover of Ireland can take any pleaif.;g‘zﬁ
15111) era:ac?)rding the events that took pl-zlc:f %cth ;hs;cu;cllirai.s or
ith the passage of time, most :
g‘.’:é" :gahstlrviging participants can, hkeC fchiti s;;flsFlgrggi
i ican Civ ,
an’s poem of the Ameri \ ’
ﬁlgial?:gtf gvith dll)'eams of hate and unfsczr%lvglfcssse iIelzr vvggsri
=) dy, O.C. of the Free State
iy Joseph had been a member of the
s Joe Walsh, who 1ad be ' :
pgzt ”I‘gsggﬁng Column, were killed in a fight in Newport
p : .
ar%s.ith the capture of Comdt. Kilroy otf the efztlfipl'll‘lgix?:;ldss’,
ighting in West Mayo came to an . ards
most of the fighting in : T
Republicans iss
B o e torees time after could return
ir forces, who some tim !
ori%rei;ohg};gés without fear of arrest. Many of ttéi?gé i:l’(c)l;
% ospect of employment at home, sailed forG poa
~ prica{) Tim Healy was appointed Governor Gen ol
?hI:erfew .state. A popular verse of a song at the time :

s of Erin are s'ai‘ling away, .
The X?llées;:h them are sailing the Old LR.A,;

te
i its as gay as a cock on a gate,
Whlll%egxi};esxﬁisng Kgmyg George in the Irish Free State.

i i Land Commission, I
king for some time with the
ﬁfg?gevgotl;) se%: more of the world. Towards the (lalndd(;f J}t:;‘;aé
1826 1 bought a ticket for Entglaing;)al1 csqclﬁge iier'fitain’s
: ime. The greates

ct.lc;sern ?N:Vso r]?l?s: a week old. There had b_een ah g(;ene:)x:é
Stliilgeythe week before, but all exctgplt{ tzlef rrgrlrrlle\li‘;es:poft s
k. The price of my ticket ir ) to

tI)filrcnlfa tSOt “é(t):ztion, Liverpool, was one pound, mn{;etez;lc Iﬂlrilg
lings anc'l five pence. The weatherlwas lovsly, }?(ﬁyhv;ad 8

the sea about half way to 2
;g;en:tlllllilxslzt noelzzer to be forgotten. The passage is often a
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rough one, but that night one could hold 3 lighted match
on the deck.
At Chester I parted with two men who had accompanieq

me from home and for the first time I was alone in a
strange land. It was the year “Tipperary Tim” won the
Grand National, and there was much talk among the train
passengers about the race. My first reaction was one of
astonishment at the genuine kindliness of most of the
English people with whom I came in contact. As farm work
was the only employment available, I went to Southport,
took the train to Bescar Lane Station, and began to inquire
for Wam’s Farm, where Michael Walsh, a friend of mine,
was working. I was advised by a farmer who lived near the
station to ask for Dick Thompson’s, as many people might
not be familiar with the rather odd name of the farm. The
area where Mr. Thompson lived was locally known as the
“Mower”, which I believe means the Moor. It is a large
stretch of moory land between Southport and Ormskirk,

which must be the flattest area in Europe outside of
Holland. Without the aid of a large pumping station near

Southport, no crops could be grown there because of flood-

ing, as there is no fall for the water. This would be a pity,

as the land is fertile. It is not owned by the farmers, as in
Ireland, but is the property of the Trustees of Southport,
from whom the farmers rent it out.

On the Monday after arriving. Michael O'Toole of Fal-
duff, who worked at the White House farm, managed by
Mr. Thompson’s mother, kindly lent me his bicycle to go
in search of work. It was an entirely new experience for
me. Before starting off, I drew a sketch marking the most
likely places I might find it. I had never seen a tarred
road before, and with level ground as far as the eye could
see, it seemed almost as if the bicycle was going on its
own power. My efforts to find work seemed to be fruitless.
The answer was always the same, “We have enough help
at present”. At one house where I called, a woman, no
doubt seeing the anxiety on my face. said, “Don’t lose hope,
if you persevere, you’ll find work”. These words of encour-
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happier.
omplete stranger made me feel
ageI'merlllt f§0$n?ecto g farmhouse which had a name-plate
Fltl:: d}(,)or reading, “John Harrison, Farmer aqd Butchﬁ,
onlt all”. In the yard was a man whom I ref:ogm%ed asmaxi
ke Sisori from descriptions 1 hgd been given 13{' ixfl an
pars had’ worked there the previous year. On asking 3
peio ork, he replied, “Yes, you can'hav.e a few daysI or .
jor v]Z” I:c was a very small beginning indeed, b}lt r::d
:,e(espe}ld several weeks there, an(% theenl‘lcmr'}‘%n}f’elveei nec
teady employment.
tided me o8 Fed there i We got along very
i there at the time. )
mslllugv?& zl?;l%rtliglish work-mates, but the_ sleeping accgvrsl;
r‘rca)dation there, as in most of the farms In the area,
ap’%ileh?rgi.sh workers slept in outhouses, most 'I?tf wllrlliecrk: zz;i
ntirely devoid of bed-clothes of any sort. r?n Sl a
sn straw, with potato sacks I1;0 lgepl'ttllleTaXI?ers. et
ir 1t of the Englis ,
not entirely e vy taken on for a few
igratory labourers were taken it
mgxllltl;)lfs Ofmlg gi't wogld be virtuallybunposmble to furnish
facilities for such large numbers. ) )
degelrxl;efia to spend Saturday night gnd Sl_mdag u;mslglsltgf
port with friends, where I could %n]oy, w;(tilé ’zcm%uPleasure
i akers, a stroll along the Promenade
lcl;c;'lcl)g?l% mC;lne evening on my way to the station ?I”rﬂg’(c) J‘?lf
boss wilo asked casually, “Where are 3§0u Ocr)lfftttl(:e ? foilowi
' eplied, and went on my way. :
lril?rr‘::ia; Il;lc?rning, as we were on our way to the flelr?jx"aIl
th%ught I could sense something unusual 'mtthgx ege“That
conversation. One of the Englis}_l ;vto,}rks\l;g hs:tldw ;s thé oo
was a rough job on Satul.'day night”. Dt e ed. “He
d. He looked at his companion a
bends o o v shot [ Tunin lo.ne, b ey
if T had been questioned by the ¢ . .h e ad been
he safe in Mr. Harrison’s butc er ;
Islzgléga(tmt S(;turday night. It had beienbp?igg &I\)ige‘:lftcl)luig
i _and dumped into the canal, bu ) ,
g(? Irlng'?lléy. 1t contained some papers only, which were of no
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use to them, and some of them floating on the cang
led to its discovery. Everybody working on the farm, ey.
cept myself, had been questioned by the police. Two Irish.
men who worked at Ainley’s farm on the other side of the
road were among other persons questioned. They declareq
that they had never been on Mr. Harrison’s premises, The
police picked up a pin which was used for placing the
price on meat in Harrison’s, which they could not account
for; they were charged with the theft, and sentenced to
six months’ imprisonment. I was told later that one of them
who appealed his case was acquitted.

Harvest time had now come, and many farm hands were
needed. When I asked an Irishman, who was well “under
the weather” in the Swan beer-house, if he knew of an
place I might get a short spell of work, he replied that he
knew of such a place, but could not recall the name, byt
thought it was something like Bond. I had heard SOme-
where about the association of ideas and, rememberin
that there was a brand of tea called “Brooke Bond”, 1
asked him if it would be Brook. “That was it,” he replied.
“The name was Brooks!” I worked for a short time at this
place. I have often wondered how old Brooks made a liv-
ing. He had a small pump-house, but after heavy rain he
had to use a boat to get to it.

I was now able to get work with my friend, Michael
Walsh, who has since passed away, at Dick Thompson’s.
Dick spoke the Lancashire dialect, which at times I found
very difficult to understand. His attitude towards Royalty
puzzled me, as I thought all English people supported the
Crown. His approach to the matter was logical. Referring
to the King, he thought that they should “clod him aht”.
He didn’t believe in paying foik for doing ‘“nowt”. The
Liverpool Weekly Post carried an article in the dialect
every week, and he took great pleasure in hearing me
read it out for him. A study of it should prove interesting
for someone with a flair for languages. The Biblical thee
and thou are freely used, birds become “brids” and, instead
of saying she when referring to a female, they say “who”

l had
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i . The expression, “Tha noss,” which
pritbot sou&dlunsi t\kfl:r;v often, means “You 1;now T ekt
iy Seemt into Southport every Saturday mght. A Ca SO

e Wenhere we often went to Confe_ssmn, was on ea(;
g Wd You could not see the priest, bU:t‘hIS namll
pan IR'mtl d on the Confessional. I can still vividly recaélt
o prlIIElne lish priest named Fr. Woodcock. 1t V;’;S 21 ogx{eA
o O'ld 1 gx erience to have him hear your conies x;vas
e le}fall at which we used to attend dances s
paroc hand. Scarisbrick Church was about twot mded
pose = e wé worked, and it was there tl}at we at _eél e
T Wheéﬁndays The ’Irish usually occupied onet si e(: °
Itvrlnisscli)l?rch and ihe English the fc)%lrfr.bzct “'2?12 r}(r)islin boys’
' ’ ation, /
of coursei a:dla fg();xriln:cf tsifegr :egats where they saw th;aéz
pou o usr I}:chought the Harvest Festlvql a Kery n -
con‘é(l))rim?;'lhén the church was decofrat.(zd \(;)vfltl';hz el?::\fest
Choat, 1 the fruits : est.
B ?agi‘ogggessto?‘gdnezlr Biscar Lane Station ?pglfvi
L uirements not produced on the farm Wk erator
i r(?[qwas rather surprised to learn that mlnghe?’1
Cieri ould get groceries “on time” if necessarlir(,ed b
&oel;(?cﬁdcthe shopkeeper whéare ’chi(;yg v:ﬁzkgg.p (I)rzsmity um
it he had o e cheafce ’vsv(iafhout paying their bills.
F%?ﬁ;'n%?lcg ?’dhgfr(fpl))lsigg??gging that he thought that was
e _gol?dusrggoig 'work very hard at what thlfy' cail:lt(i)
] Thej Il’gis e”. It was mostly piecework, the pay eminged
‘Pratleh 1? old pence for every twenty yards c%gg, gke u-I;
b g d on the wagon. A good worker cou n:i e ul
o k. if the crop was free from weeds anh gtime.
s weet’of money had considerablfe value a’cb ”ctt?e ! waé
Tk}at boer w s five old pence a pint; mixed apd i pr s
e \é&;a dearer. A small whiskey was sIx penOn L
:1 {J%‘icvﬂge& Guinness stout se\;en aggea (?;;f geﬂgg. e
hton’s store , ( :
ggxzeggén i;vlflfg}{n IS%%lieve might have had serious conl
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sequences. Bescar Lane Station had a level crossing, witp
a signal-man to open and close the gates as occasion de.
manded. When we got familiar with the signals, we often
crossed by a small wicket gate, after the main gates haq
been closed, holding our bicycles over our heads. If the
signal was down for an express train, we never took this
chance, but waited until the signal‘man had opened the
gates. On this particular day I heard the rattle of the gates
being closed against me as I came close to the lines. There
was a girl of about twelve years, whom I recognised as the
daughter of Fred Bibby, who lived close to the station, just
in front of me; glancing at the signal, I saw, with some
apprehension, that the signal was down for a “through”
express train to Southport. The girl was inside the gates,
with the front wheel of her bicycle close to the rails, She
looked up at the signal-man, who apparently had not seen
her, and was busy with his levers. Then she turned and
looked at me, and I could sense the unspoken question on
her lips: “What shall I do?” Speaking as calmly as pos-
sible, I said, “Place your bicycle in line with the rails, and
move backwards towards the gates and me.” She obeyed
promptly. Minutes later, the train thundered on its way fo
Southport amid a swirl of papers.

Moore’s, the Potato Merchants, had a clerk working for
them in a little office near the station. He was of Irish
descent, and seems to have had a love for Ireland that
amounted almost to an obsession. He often travelled on
the train to Southport with us, and would recite the epic
of “Michael Dwyer” on the way. I do not know if he had
ever been to Ireland. Passengers who travelled with us
never made any comment, so we could not know their
reaction to the idea of a man who was obviously English
reciting Irish rebel poems on a train in England.

On Whit Monday we went to see the great Catholic pro-
cession, in which some twenty thousand people take part.
It must be one of the greatest religious pageants in the
world. Most of the saints are represented by people dressed
up for the part. The most imposing figure I remember is
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white horse, and escorted by
tat of S Jg;:(ln(g %vrg &zr}éefold that because of the loyalty
knigh’s 12;1 le to'their Church, Cromwell was ungppl;g tg
bl iﬁiepthﬁ town, and that it got the title of “Prou
cap 1 i
i f(;I}lletlflﬁn?ject%l;ﬁ;ers who worked in Sout]npor;c1 are:-
ggsggme to Ireland in Nove;ngezilﬁef«;\évl,’ gl}éo“{lii teII')eA
£ j - waite e ) ]
mangnt %O?Shﬁngogzzrrnn:; ,to come to us as Christmas t?g;
prevs doWe used to amuse our English vx{?rk-mate(sh wl e
roac¥1e “I'm going back to the land of rest”. They ’i nder-
k- Saldi for attending Mass on Sunday, but coulfln Cllllltirch
T hy we should always pass the Mgthochst b Chri.;
star}d 5 }s’ more convenient. When 1 explamed to olc i
Lot Waho worked with me, that we did not pray 1(;1 non
Suttmi! Wchurches he reminded me thgt Christ ha : arr;
C‘atho lcver there are a few gathered m‘My Nan}e:cer an
‘Wh:gt them”. I have often thought of his words la .
?—Irgowas sixty years aheac} of his time. our journey home
e gl e e ai qulg'; ZI?: S'SI'?lhg: gx%ssing can be quite
r .
o h? %igﬂast h\?vifc)llll }‘;Vlfge waves sweeping across th(?t }clletcﬁ{é
e a'lt ases éliding from one side to thg other wi e
e ing f the ship. I admired the tenacity qf the sad s
l.urchu‘lg oou’-westers as they went about their hazar Oto
= thel’11.‘hse seasonal migration of Irish farm laboure?sthe
t]i?rslk;nd seems to have come to an end, as mose;cltc;1 gt
wogk is now done by macl:linbe'rys,ol;rlll; a:ci; g:xitr:mtlﬁéy thoven
. o | :
iggt%%t:;opsgegﬁxi: ?}sleucs)ld-faghioned method, and found it
WaIS s]u:;cltaz cg}aeoac{) 'deal of the succeeding two yea’;sil (1311111 gsragn
1 ndpalways working at the same farm; Mr.S .
: id write to me in spring as soon as work wa e coulé
this d me the trouble of looking for work, and oquis
s saved njoy the ’cfip. Of course I always kept ;ln o
re_lax oy ‘:uganbs in Ireland by letters. In 1927, \’;{ e}r:l anci
}V;gllef;n;‘i’z)zmaurice and two German fliers, Capt. Ko
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Fitzmaurice with hj

M is daughter i

e « on hj

ntitled, “How we conquered the Atlizi{tlilg’?’ t

7 1C
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VI
America

r the next two years at home, but I was still restless.
ecided to see what America was like, although a
cartoon in the Independent pictured an emigrant with the
word «Unemployment” printed on his suitcase. A passport
was the first requirement for the journey. When 1 received
the little booklet with the golden harp on the cover, the
uestion, “What price freedom?” occurred to me as I read
on the first page that, “We, James McNeill, esquire, Gov-
ernor of the Irish Free State, request and require in the
Name of His Britannic Majesty all whom it may concern to
allow the bearer to pass freely, etc.” After all our efforts
to break “The rusty chain of bondage” I could not visit
America without the King’s permission!

I sailed on the German liner Dresden, which took on
passengers at C6bh on Easter Sunday, 1930. I enjoyed the
yoyage very much; the food was good, and quite a few of
the Germans could speak English. I was puzzled by the
different colouring on the eggs served, but found out that
it was an old German custom to paint eggs different col-
ours at Easter. A small bilingual paper was published on
board, and I was surprised to find that the word ‘“green-
horn” had the same meaning in German as in English. 1
had thought that the word applied to Irish new-comers
only. It was amusing to hear the English-speaking Germans
say that they could understand us clearly except when we
spoke Irish. There were no Irish speakers on board; they
were referring to the Kerry people, whose accent seemed
to puzzle them. On board were two little girls in colourful
attire who spoke neither German nor English. An old Ger-
man told me he thought that they were Slovaks. I thought

] SPEN
Finally I d
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there was something lonely about
: the
fll:r{ggr}ggfg, ;}n((i) I have pft’?n wondered how they £
othor pne & pportqmty . We played games withared
S seemedgt rsh and picked up some German hr, e
They seemed t(l)l ilve trouble in pronouncing the fettases'
Sternber’g wh. (}al etter W,‘which was V to them. Ott e
ern! abc;ut v:)h ad been in the first World War to e
£ e about, TI?; tlﬁey could do “When Sherman)" c%lkEd
e freed(.)m ¥ had known, of course, about our stmes
S tor freadon s [?nq Casemept’s attempt to land Ge Ll
ek oi' : nlike the Irish passengers, most of It?an
hottar ohoans oF radesmen, a fact that would give th =
) mid-Atlantiemployment than untrained persons e
Europd, o o ¢ we met another German liner'
pur briih'ant et tway to Germany. The great vessel, t.he
per brd imposiﬁ S, surrounded by the billows of the 6 e
Ny an m Harl% sight. It was night-time when we si Cl?t
chor o e ouflj. The Irish passengers gave a mg' =
Doy et l'e{l irst caught a sight of the ma ifl'ghty
foorama of Iigt t?VI from beyond the Statue of Id%grtlcent
oo lil;e - ant'o anhatten, where the great sky—scray on
rose Ii Nengoxl'f{ ;;)oles above the water-front. We v};ers
inembers gave every);ifihzngrgseilslf e e oclety, wh(?;:
S > ] ance t -
: ;&ia%oértlfti?nPhlllladelphla’ I had to getzli‘g‘vrgogeé? As
oo » Where I could take a train to my dest?nna-
In Philadelphia, I was lucky
o R enough to i
pgl;;%mceg; d:gartment of the Americgan Te%:;rgglll'k&u'll‘t}] ;
e goopd cy at the Bourse Building, 5th & Market gte-
of e o £00d ifompany to work for, and there was a cha .
oy fmotion lv?ne could procure the proper educationnzi
o s 1;1essa orse system was used on a large scale .f
the Topties Pi;st This pas now been largely replaced t(;r
o Lok, coder’ which obviates the necessity of learny
¥hile in the Volfﬁtégré lilzdhl'):gxlldf ar?ﬂiar with the code
elegraphy at the Wanamaker Insti’tutefogrlfdaer?fglll‘:g 11;
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m in such fOI‘eign

the Central Evening High School to learn the mathematics
necessary for this department. I received every courtesy
and encouragement from the Superintendent, Dr. Rorer,
and his teaching staff.

The School published a small newspaper. I have a copy
dated April 4, 1933. It may be of interest to readers of
this book to quote the editorial, as it gives an insight into
the climate of thought in America when John F. Kennedy

was a boy.
QUESTION OF THE HOUR

«What do I get out of it? Has any one ever heard that
question before? Does it ring familiarly? It is a great
question in that it rings around the world and has caused
universal sorrow and destruction. Of all Evils’ numerous
sly, devastating agents, that question is the most capable.
Surely a man will have success if he lives and works for
himself. That is a natural ambition. You were born and
pred in an atmosphere of freedom and liberty. Today
money is synonymous with freedom. 1t talks, they say. The
attempt to live without it is ample proof that poverty is
abject slavery. But precedent and common Ssense have
taught us that only a small, small minority may attain to
that desired end. There is only one man of wealth among
a million poor. Does it not occur to your humanitarianism
finitely more to strive for happiness

that it is worth in
and equal opportunity for all rather than to accede to an
individualistic position of wealth, while about you creep

starving fellow creatures? What do I get out of it? That
question is the embodiment of selfishness, and selfishness
diametrically opposed to universal welfare and progress.

y part of the article. The sentiments

1 have quoted onl
s much as to the

expressed might apply to any country a

United States.
It was in that year (1933) G. Bernard Shaw paid a visit

to America. Speaking over the radio, he passed some rather
uncomplimentary remarks about the American people. To
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illustrate their reacti i
Evonie s lon to this, I quote an article in the

HE’S HERE AT LEAST (Sic)

George B. Shaw has arrived j
. ed in A i
wonder why he chose to arrive in Sn:llelnF

American public” doesn’t have to be reminded of theg;gecit

The great G.B. is a t
.B. otal abstainer, which isp’
ztg:rragela:kHow co’uld anyone enjoy a glass of blestz,lrt ? e
ard ike Shaw’s had sopped up the foam? i -
next paragraph by the same writer is interesting' it

was written seve ;
World War, n years before Hitler started the second

ADVICE TO A DICTATOR

Adolph Hitler, who by hj i
€ance on those who caus};dhl}filg“;lni P e pribe)

: . C S many tri i
lations in his early days, has built his zegﬁ?lles sgdh;?lilg

anq revenge, Such a founfiation cannot well withstand the

When Hitler was ele
! S cted Chan
gflitf)};?alpl‘l‘ﬂwa'delgh]? bapers had as a heading for it
saito frZ)m ind agism wins,” and when a threat of w :
a4 more distant part of the world and t}?g

cellor of Germany. one
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and Stripes was torn down in Japan, the Philadel-
phia Record had for its banner headline every day for a
month, “We don’t want war”. Nobody could foresee that

e “windbag” would burst some day, with such ter-
rible consequences for the whole world.

As our company was the centre of the communication
we were often the first to hear some sensational
news. We had a machine that copied some of the news re-
orts sent to the papers by teletype, to make sure that the
lines were working properly. One night in March, 1932,
one of the technicians said to me, “Lindbergh’s baby has
peen kidnapped!” He pointed to a machine that was re-
cording the latest news, Col. Charles A. Lindbergh had
pecome a popular hero in America when on May 20-21,
1927, he flew alone from New York to Paris, a distance of
3,600 miles, in 33} hours. The next day, and for many days
afterwards, news-bulletins every quarter of an hour told of
the activity of thousands of police and State Troopers
scouring the Sourland Mountains in search of the baby or
its kidnappers. A Dr. Condon — called “Jayfsey”, a name
coined from his initials — played a prominent part in de-
livering the ransom demanded, by throwing it over a
grave-yard wall. Although the money was collected, the
baby was not returned: seventy three days later its dead
pody was found by a Negro truck driver in a wood. It was
two years later that the police got a clue as to who carried
out this brutal crime. A man named Bruno Richard Haupt-
mann paid for petrol in New York with one of the ransom
notes. A keen-eyed garage attendant recognised the secret
mark on the bill. He took the number of the man’s car, and
three days afterwards he was arrested. 12,000 dollars of
the ransom money was found in his house. As he was a
German, the police got in touch with the authorities in his
home town, and found that he had a criminal record. The
Lindberghs, who were wealthy people, had two girls in
their employment: one was Betty Gow, a Scottish children’s
nurse; the other was Violet Sharpe, an English maid. Violet
Sharpe committed suicide, although she had not been

79



T

charged with any part in the crime; Betty Gow remaineq
in the employment of the family.

At his trial in Flemington, N.J., in January, 1935, Haupt.
mann admitted writing the ransom notes, but denied that
he was the murderer of the child, saying that the money
had been left to him by a German, who had since gone
back to his homeland and died there. He was sentenced tg
death, and died in the electric chair on April 3, 1936. T re-
member having heard people remark at the time, “T ain’t
worrying about any millionaire’s baby,” but the hearts of
most people went out to the lonely parents who had lost
their first-born; it reminded me of the lines in one of John
Boyle O'Reilly’s poems, “I have no envy, but pity, for the
hardships the rich endure”.

Mention of Lindbergh brings back to my mind another
airman who tried to emulate him by flying the Atlantic
alone. His name was Hausner, and he was of Polish descent.
When there was no news of him after three or four days,
the affair was quickly forgotten; several people had made
the atempt, and were never heard of again. However, a
week afterwards, the morning papers carried a photograph
of a lonely pathetic figure kneeling in prayer before the
altar in a small church. It was Hausner’s wife, praying for
the safe return of her husband. Many cynical remarks
were passed as we scanned the paper for a few minutes
before starting work. It was not that we were callous about
the life of a fellowman, but to our sophisticated minds
there seemed to be something absurd about the idea of
praying for the safe return of a man whose chances of sur-
vival were about one in a thousand. “The sharks have that
man” was the laconic comment of our foreman, as he sent
us about our various tasks; but Hausner was not providing
food for the sharks — ten days from the time he had made
his attempt, he was found alive and well floating on the
wreckage of his plane. The faith of the lonely figure in the
photograph had prevailed.

In November, 1932, the Abbey Players made a tour of
America. Although I was on night-work, I got to see two
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of their plays in the Garrick Theatre, The White-headed
Boy and Juno and the Paycock. Although I thought that
the shady characters got rather too much of the lime-
light in the latter play, I enjoyed the superb acting of
Barry FitzGerald, Eileen Crowe and all the cast, most of
whom are with us no more. This extract from the Ameri-
can press of the time will give some idea of the reaction
of playgoers in the United States.

THE IRISH GO GREEK

Noel Thornton, one of the play reviewers for the As-
sociated Press, sends the following from New York:
«publin’s Abbey Theatre players, whose season of Irish
plays has left the dramatic critics gasping for adjectives,
sought new fields to conquer in a special performance this
week. Dropping the rich accents of Dublin and its country-
side, they appeared for a night as ancient Greeks in Oedi-
pus the King. They presented a new version of the play —
new to Broadway, that is — by William Butler Yeats, who
spoke briefly before the performance, outlining the pur-
poses of the new Irish Academy of Letters, for the benefit
of which the performance was given. Yeats’ version of the
historic play is done in the simplest language, but he has
imbued its major scenes with somewhat more emotionalism
than is present in the classic translations. The New York
audiences were sometimes conscious of Irish twists of
phraseology and accent, but the performance of F.J. Mc-
Cormack as Oedipus and Eileen Crowe as his queen were
indeed skilful, and served to prove again the versatility of
the Company.

In the meantime, America was experiencing the greatest
economic depression in the history of the nation. Many
firms were laying off workers, or lowering their wages at
an alarming rate. When people asked you if you were
working, and you replied, “Yes,” they invariably com-
mented, “You are lucky”. Elderly people who found them-
selves out of work seemed to be the hardest hit. In many
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cases the firms they had worked for all their liveg went
bankrupt. A large locomotive works building at 18tp &
Hamilton St. was taken over as a shelter for the homeless’
and financed by charitable organizations. Yet motor-carg
filled the streets and people seemed to be well dressed;
one was often approached on the sidewalks with the re.
quest, “Buddy, could you spare a dime?” Whether they
were genuine cases of hardship or not, one could never tell.
In the summer of 1933, many slept in the parks with news.
papers over them, and then joined a queue where they
were given a sandwich. This was the bread-line, which had
to be seen before one could believe that times had gotten
s0 bad in a country that had given a living to millions of
immigrants as well as its own people in days gone by.

In 1933 a presidential election took place. President
Herbert Hoover addressed a meeting in Philadelphia; as he
walked from Broad St. Station to City Hall, he was greeted
by derisive cries by a small section of the crowd; it was
the first time since the foundation of the United States
that a president was treated with such disrespect. An air-
craft flew overhead with the words “Watch the swing to
Hoover” in large letters strung behind it, but there was no
swing when election day came; Franklin D. Roosevelt was
elected President. A campaign to end Prohibition, which
seemed to have brought much crime and misery, was in
progress at this time. Gangsters were making their riches
on the manufacture and sale of “moonshine”, as the illicit
beer and whiskey were called. Houses where the stuff was
sold were called “speak-easys”, for obvious reasons. Phila-
delphia’s most notorious gang leader was called Micky
Duffy. He was not of Irish descent, his real name being
Cusick, but assuming an Irish name gave him a sort of
romance in the eyes of his followers; he met the same fate
as most gangsters, being found murdered in bed.

When Roosevelt was elected, one of his first acts was to
legalize the production of light beer, as a prelude to the
repeal of the 18th Amendment to the Constitution. which
had brought about Prohibition thirteen years earlier. Not
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ever, was in favour of the re ptroductmn o
Z‘I’cegggfe"l‘ll:gv;ollowing poem will give an idea of the re-

action of some people.

BRINGIN’ BACK THE BEER
By E. J. Cummings .,
(With apologies to Kipling’s “Danny Dever”)

«Wwhat are the bugles blowin’ for?” said “Prohib” on _%flrade.
apg fill you up, to soak you up,” the Bre?er-l}laq‘ Ifalhib” B
«What makes you look so glad, so glad? said “Pro

parade. ] . ] sid
«Pm bursting with the news,” the Brewer-man §

«For they're bringin’ back the Lager, you can hear the grand
march play.

The “anti-drys” are joyful, they're crazy for the day.

They've taken off the odium and c1_1t his bones z’i,way.

An’ they're bringin’ back the beer in December.

«I know the blackness of 'is past,” said “Prohib” on .Ic)larade.
“It was a vicious one, ’tis true,t’ the"old_ obferv;alr_'biaxli i)
“I'ye seen 'is work a score of t_1m(,es. said “Prohib” o ail:i .
“Now they're makin’ him a saint,” the old obseyx:ver. S'i . o
“They’re bringin’ back the lager, you must mark, im mt i, : ?ace X
For ’e 'as ruined many a home, you must look m in X
To millions of his countrymen, he h_as brought d},sgrace.

For they're bringin’ back the beer in December.

rse I always took a keen interest in events in the
Olfl)fo)cill;ltry. Wherf Fianna Fail came to power, one Illleglsé
paper poster had a photograph of Mr. De Yalera WIIt( 1the
caption, “Heads Ireland, but swears allegu_mce to ; .lln%m
A cartoon in Philadelphia Record had a.plcture o 2Dc
Bull being hit on the head yv1th a brick mgrked“s e
Valera’s election”. Under the picture were the hnes,” cl)lne
a little bit of Heaven fell out of the sky one dayB. o
edition of a morning paper held a report that‘ a If'l ‘:lslo
minister, when asked his views'on‘ ‘the w1.tholdmg o :
Land Annuities by the Irish sa.ld, We will not be sen-ﬂi
ing any black Indians or warships to Ireland, but we w
certainly take action”., We were puzzled by the referencc
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to Indians, but the next edition of the paper brought an
explanation: it was a printer’s error, and should have
been “Black and Tans”.

There was a protest in New York from the Irish societies
about a cartoon in which the Free State and Northern
Ireland were depicted as two pigs that De Valera was try-
ing in vain to make eat out of one trough. The newspaper
involved refused to apologize, pointing out that one of the
major political parties in America did not take offence
at being depicted as a mule. Some peculiar propaganda
papers found their way into the office where we changed
into our working clothes. One such paper was called the
Fellowship Forum. I believe it was left there as a joke, to
see what the reaction of the Irish workers would be. I saw
only one copy. It described how De Valera, “With typical
Roman Catholic disregard for his oath of allegiance to the
King, which he took when he went into the Dail,” was now
actively training the LR.A. to make war on “Ulster” and
drive the British out of Ireland. I am convinced that such
false propaganda, fed to young people who believe it, is
at the root of trouble in the six counties of Northern
Ireland today.

The election of President Roosevelt, while it gave new
hope, did not solve America’s unemployment problem. A
large body of war-veterans, who were now out of work,
began a march on Washington, to demand payment of a
bonus which was not due to them until 1944. They spent
some time in Philadelphia, living in sheet-iron huts erected
along the Schuylkill (pronounced Scukil) River. Some of
the large firms supplied them with food. When they
reached Washington, D.C., they camped on Government
property, and had to be driven out by the military. The
Government subsequently agreed to pay the bonus. A re-
forestation corps was also started, the wages being one
dollar per day, with board, lodging and medical attention.
It was very low indeed by American standards, but many
young people were glad to avail of the opportunity to get
work of any sort. The National Recovery Act passed by
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Roosevelt’s Party made more money available for employ-
ment, and gradually the nation began to 1mprove.

The most tragic result of the great depression was.the
pank failures. Thousands of people found Fhat the savings
of a life-time had disappeared in a single night. Many were
not emotionally suited to stand such a shpck, and lqst tt_leu-
reason. Those who had been spend-thrifts all their lives
were inclined to poke fun at their more frugal fellowmen.
Some were thankful to have their health, and were ready
to make a new start. The mental attitudes of the people
concerned seemed to make a lot of difference.

Nobody had been laid off by our Company yet, but we
had some sort of an awareness that we could not escape
indefinitely. Then some men in the higher (}epartments
were let go. With the system of seniority w.hlch was t1_1e
rule, the last persons taken on would be the first to be laid
off. Notices saying that there would be no more lay-oifs
were posted up, but this was only an ef.fort to keep the
workers from getting uneasy. Then one night, Mike Walsh,
who came from Straid, Castlebar, and had been a great
friend of mine, myself and some other employees who had
not been very long with the Company, were told by Mr.
Buffington, the Superintendent, that t}e. was SOITY there
was no more work for us until conditions improved, at
which time we would be taken on again. »

During my first year in the U.S., 1 paid a visit to New
vork to see my sister, who is in a convent in Peekskill. T
went first to Staten Island, where another sister was on
the nursing staff of one of the hospitals there. A ferry
boat carried passengers from the mainland.. The fare was
a nickel (five cents) which you dropped In 2 slot that
operated a turn-stile. An Italian band, wh1ch'had a huge
harp, entertained the passengers. I wondered if they could
subsist on the money collected.

As I was a stranger to Staten Island, I asked a man who
was sitting in a car if he could direct me to a nun}ber on
Bard Avenue. “Sure,” he replied, adding, “T d.nve you
there, just because I like the way you speak.” This he did
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promptly, refusing to accept any reward. This act of kind.
ness by a complete stranger in a foreign land impressed
me very much.

That night an old lady who was paying a visit to the
house where my sister stayed entertained us by reading
the cards. When she had dealt the pack for me, she told
me that I would be in an automobile accident. I am not
superstitious but the thought occurred to me that I had not
travelled by automobile since I arrived in America. I
thought Staten Island a lovely place in which to live. Next
morning I set out for Peekskill, which is beautifully sit.
uated overlooking a bend in the Hudson River. The good
sisters treated me well. Sr. Magdalen, who was in charge,
told me that she was very proud to say that Sedn T. O’Kelly
had served Mass there. Frank Aiken accompanied him on
the visit. As I was on the point of leaving for New York,
one of the sisters called out to the driver of a car which
was just moving away and asked him if he would give me a
lift to the city. He readily agreed, stopping and telling me
to sit in. He seemed to have inherited the “gift of the gab”.
He told me that he was a cop, and that his name was
Brennan. Did I ever hear of “Brennan on the Moor?”
During the rest of the journey to New York, he kept up
such a barrage of jokes about Ireland that I was bored
almost to tears when I arrived there. Perhaps it was my
sense of humour, or lack of it, that was at fault, but I
breathed a sigh of relief when I parted with the obliging
“Highwayman” at New York.

On the occasion of a visit to Worcester, Mass. (the
natives always call it Wooster), I came in contact with a
‘bus-driver who must have been the most courteous and
patient man in America. A change of vehicles took place
at Times Square, in the yard of the Dixie Hotel. He left
his foot on the step of his ’'bus, and began to give instruc-
tions to his passengers as to how they could get to any of
the various places served by the Greyhound Bus Company.
It was hardly necessary to ask any questions. He certainly
had all the answers. I found the atmosphere in Worcester
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somewhat more relaxed than in the bigger cities. The first
policeman from whom I asked directions was Dominick
McGreal of Louisburgh, who is still hale and hearty, on
retirement for some years. I met him in Westport recently
when he was home on a visit.

It takes the newcomer some time to get used to the
American climate. The heat in summer causes a loss of
sweat much greater than we experience over here. This
contrasts with the extreme cold in winter.

I remember coming out from work and finding the snow
three feet high on the sidewalks. I was hoping to get a
trolley-car, but a man told me that one had just gone by,
and the next one would be in half an hour; I decided to
walk, and had gone only a few blocks when I saw the car
I had missed pushed off the lines by the force of the snow
gathered before it. However, when the snow-ploughs got
to work, most of the city traffic was on the move by noon.

At the Telegraph School, I became acquainted with boys
of many different backgrounds. One with whom I became
very friendly was Jewish. His name was Morris Schwartz,
and I thought him the most intelligent boy I had ever met.
He gave me a good idea of the prejudice against the Jews
in a land that is supposed to have no class-distinction. “You
have no idea,” he told me, “of the look they give me in
some places when I ask for employment.” We had a
college-boy, Fred Krueger, of German descent, who told me
that most Germans had the belief that they could beat the
world in warfare. This belief, which Hitler took advantage
of, was the cause of their ultimate downfall. Mr. Sadding-
ton, the teacher, held views about Ireland which, I found,
were shared by many people not of Irish descent. He
thought that the Irish Free State, which was mostly agri-
cultural, wanted to “grab” the North, which was industrial;
England, he believed, was the best friend the Irish had,
but the Irish didn’t know it.

Philadelphia has a large coloured population, but we had
no racial trouble there in the 1930s. It was a new experi-
ence for me to walk up Montgomery Avenue and never see
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a white face. It seems that any white people who lived there
formerly had moved away. To see and hear young people
usher in the New Year in American cities is an experience
not to be forgotten. Armed with cheap bugles fashioned
to make the maximum amount of noise, they blow them in
the ears of every passer-by with a familiarity that would
hardly be tolerated by strangers anywhere in Europe. It’s
all taken as fun, and nobody ever thinks of taking offence.

After being laid off, I spent most of the time, when not
in search of work, in the Public Library, which has a sec-
tion devoted to books relating to Ireland. One such book
drew my attention. It was by Clifton Johnson, author and
illustrator, of Hadley, Mass. The book was called The Land
of the Shamrock and the author lost no opportunity of
ridiculing the people, their religion and customs. A picture
of a vehicle with the words, “Mail Car, Westport to Leen-
ane,” was on one of its pages. The author described the
priest sprinkling holy water at the stations, and how an
old man “kept up an awkward hopping movement, as if in
ecstatic eagerness to feel some of the precious drops trick-
ling over him”. Describing stepping-stones in a river, he
commented, “The stones, though they made what might be
a fair crossing for a goat, or the bare-foot natives, were
unstable for a Christian used to bridges”. A photograph
of a pig with an upset bucket had the caption, “Inspector
of streets’.

In the library I also found a Life of Parnell by Mr. St.
John Ervine in which he lashed out at his countrymen.
Ireland, which, he said, “was usually depicted as a gentle
maiden, playing a harp, could become, on occasion, a claw-
ing hag”. He wrote of “Beasts that roam in the Celtic
Twilight”, and the capacity of the Gaelic people to turn
and attack that which they formerly revered. Another
book, which bore the writer’s initials only, described the
Black and Tans as gentlemen and the Irish Volunteers as
murderers. Somebody had written in the margin that the
former were convicted criminals who had been released
from prison to serve in Ireland.
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When all my efforts to find work proved fruitless, I
pooked a passage to Ireland in the spring of 1933. I was to
sail from Pier 8, on the Britannic, but through being
misdirected at New York I took the wrong ferry and found
myself at Liberty St., about a mile from the Pier. When I
asked the policeman on traffic duty there, he told me that
1 would have to take a taxi. “What part of Ireland are you
going to?” he inquired. When I replied “Westport”, he said,
“gyre I'm from Castlebar, myself. How did you ever save
enough money to take the trip? I wish I could be with
you!” He beckoned to an Irish taximan, and as I entered
the cab I could hear him shouting to the people waiting to
cross the street “Come on there, don’t be asleep!” Re-
membering how I had been hustled when I first landed in
the U.S., I found a secret pleasure in hearing a Castlebar
boy telling Americans to wake up, in the capital of their
own country!
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VIiI
Back Home

THE JOURNEY HOME was enjoyable, There was no language
parrier, and dances and concerts were arranged. We could
guess by the formation of the clouds when we were near-
ing land. One morning, a dark object appeared away to the
north. It showed only very faintly and disappeared again
after some time. We were told that it was Croagh Patrick.
The first sight of Galway was nothing but mountainside.
It would disappear and come in sight again with the lurch-
ing of the liner. Then we caught sight of the tender that
would bring us to Galway city. The trunks and other lug-
gage had to be wheeled on hand-rucks into the Customs
shed to be cleared by the officials. Workmen shouting
“Gangway” as they wheeled their heavy trucks through the
crowd seemed to create a lot of confusion. A lady who was
standing near me remarked, “Look at that gang, they
haven’t got any system!” She had succumbed to the urge
of many returned exiles who like to find fault with every-
thing in Ireland, thereby creating an unnecessary mental
barrier between themselves and those who had neither the
necessity nor the inclination to live outside their native
land. T answered, “I think they’re doing alright”. “You
wouldn’t say that,” she countered, “if you had just arrived
from New York.”

She seemed taken aback when I told her that I had
come across on the Brittanic. She may have been a first-
class passenger, as I could not remember having seen her
on the ship.

As it was too late to get a 'bus to Westport, I stayed in
Galway that night. Everything seemed to me very quiet
indeed: motor-cars were not very numerous at that time,
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and the familiar rattle of the horse-drawn cart could stj
be heard. On the 'bus ride to Westport by Castlebay 1
realized why Ireland was called the Emerald Isje, The
fields here are a much darker shade of green thap the
ones that I remembered between New York and Philade}.
phia.

x * *

Conditions had not improved in Ireland during my gh.
sence. The Economic War was on, and politics seemeq tg
be the main topic of conversation. That summer a meeting
was billed for Westport at which Gen. Eoin O’Duffy, leader
of the Blue Shirts, was to speak. This organization haq
adopted the Fascist salute of groups of a similar class in
Italy and Germany which had come to power by force of
arms. The Blue Shirts denied that they had any such am.
bition, but said they were formed to protect anti-Govern-
ment speakers, who were having a rough time in areag
where feelings ran high.

A large body of men on horses decorated with blue
ribbons assembled at the Octagon, where the meeting was
to be held. There was also a big crowd of people holding
different political opinions. There was some commotion
when a medium-sized man in a blue shirt with shoulder
straps, and wearing a black beret, came from the direction
of the Railway Station, surrounded by a body-guard in
similar attire, and quickly mounted the platform. I was
close to the platform, so I could see clearly what was taking
place. The man with the body-guard was Gen. Eoin O’Duffy,
who had been first Commissioner of Police, but had been
replaced by another man when Fianna Fiil came to power,
and had refused to accept another position offered to him.
A Civic Guard stepped up to him and seemed to be about
to place a hand on his shoulder. O’Duffy pushed him aside
with an impatient gesture, and said he would speak only
to the Superintendent. That officer then approached him,
and after some parley he went with him quietly towards
the Police Barracks, where a unit of soldiers wearing gas
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masks were waiting to help the police deal with any trouble
th?lthrgfgitasl.giiker who attempted to addres§ the mee'tmg
wearing a blue shirt was also arrestqd. A third man in a
plack beret stepped forward, and said that he had com(;
from the county that was consecrated by the }Jlood o
Michael Collins, and that they would follow their leader
anywhere, but I cannot remember any further arrests. Mr.
FitzGerald-Kenny then addressed the people. I thought }llllm
one of the thinnest men I had ever seen, and I was Hratheg
surprised at the bitterness of his opening remarks. He ha
been a minister in the for;r}:xer Go;r.er:lr;ment. There were no
incidents durin e meeting. )
fufl:cllzlgl:c\iro men arresteg later sued the Goverqmgnt, C]%;]mt-:
ing compensation for illegal arrest, as they msmte% ' ;19
they were taken into custody for a crime .unkr}own 0 ‘s
law, namely, the wearing of a blue shirt; their cai;e wa
sucéessful, and they were given adequ_?te compensa.lclmt.h
That was 1937. I wonder if Gen. O’Duffy had S?t ?e
came admiration for the German leader a few years later?




VI
Back to England

DURING THE NEXT TWO YEARS, conditions in America had not
improved to any great extent, so when my re-entry permit
expired I set out for England again. This time I went to
Cheshire, and got the surprise of my life when a grocer
refused to accept Irish money from me. Fortunately, I had
a good friend with me, Joe Quinn from Knappagh, who
gave me all the money I needed for the time being. I only
spent a few weeks in Cheshire, when I went again to South-
port, which seemed to draw me towards it like a magnet. I
went in for a drink to the Railway Bar in Chapel St. A
red-haired taximan, I remembered, always went in there
for his lunch about noon-time. It was seven years since 1
had visited Southport, but the taximan was there drinking
his pint, just as I had left him seven years ago. For a split
second I pictured the ludicrous idea that it was the same
pint he was drinking when last I had seen him, and that
Time had stood still for seven years!

This time I worked for an Irishman, Austin O’Donnell,
who had married the daughter of a Mr. Howard whom he
worked for, and rented a farm near Churchtown. When
haytime came, I decided to see what life was like in the
Hay Country. I had intended to go to Blackburn, but when
1 met a man named John O’Connell from Knock, who was
familiar with another district, I went with him. We got
work near Mytholm Royd, Yorkshire. The town looked like
a small forest of factory chimneys. It had a wide street,
crowded with well-dressed and seemingly happy people,
and I never heard the word “pollution” mentioned. We had
a pleasant time working for Tom Bailey, who had served
with the army overseas, and seen most of the holy places

95



in Palestine. A man with the rather unusual name of Make.
peace, who owned the next farm to the Baileys’, paid them
a visit when we were there. Mrs. Bailey told me it was just
a year since he had called before. I though it a great cop.
trast to Ireland, where neighbours visited one another quite
frequently.

After leaving the Hay Country we went to Bradford
where we got on Public Works. I found that it was mucﬁ
easier than the farm work that I had been used to. We
stayed in a boarding house owned by a Mr. Burke, an Irish-
man who had been a sergeant in the British Army. When
he expressed great admiration for Hitler, I asked him with
some surprise what he admired about him, as from reading
the papers I had no illusions as to his aims. Mr. Burke
riaplied that he would keep the priests in their proper
place.

From Bradford I moved to Leeds, where Michael Joyce
a friend from home, and myself got work on the Giptoﬂ
Esta’ge, which had been taken over to carry out a big
housing scheme. It was easy to get work in Leeds. On the
other hand, it must be one of the most unhealthy cities in
:che world. The density of the fog that envelops it at times
is impossible to describe. During the black fog that I re-
member in 1937, visibility was no more than a yard. A
man with a stick which he waved back and forth had to
walk in front of the tram cars, and people were advised
to carry a newspaper when on the streets; the electric light
was cut off during the daytime to prevent wastage. These
conditions lasted for two weeks.

There was another sort of fog darkening the horizon of
the British Empire which few people were aware of. It was
the Bishop of Bradford, with the appropriate name of Dr.
Blunt, who gave the first inkling of the fact that the as
yet uncrowned King Edward VIII had become the lover of
Mrs. Wallis Simpson, a divorced woman with no royal
blood. The news caused a sensation in England, where
most people idolize the Royal Family. The British Press, it
seems, had been aware of the situation for some time but
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nad witheld the news at the request of the Government.
After something of a furore in Parliament, the news-boys
were shouting, “The King abdicates!” as they sold their
papers. It was rather amusing for the Irish to read, a few
days later, the heading “Edward VII still King in Ireland”.
The Dail had passed no act recognizing the Abdication, but
we were hardly aware that His Majesty still held so import-
ant a place in our scheme of government.

Another memory of these years that comes to mind is
the poster of The Daily Worker, a Communist paper:
“Franco flung back from Madrid!” The Spanish Civil War
was raging. On the building site where we worked, Michael
Joyce and myself were, to a great extent, our own bosses.
We had a light concrete-mixer which we were able to push
from place to place, and Michael, who had worked in a
garage, was familiar with the engine. We had an English
work-mate whom we called Lincoln, though I do not believe
that was his real name, He always carried a two-foot rule,
put did hardly any work. As he had been in the army and
travelled in foreign lands, I asked him if he had any ex-
citing adventures. He replied quite frankly that he had
spent most of his time in the “clink”, for “pinching” things.
Yet we found him a congenial work-mate, and didn’t worry
that he was going to rob us some day. When we talked of
the Revolution in Spain, he used to say that England should
have a “Resolution” too! Andy Anderson, our ganger,
seldom paid us a visit on the job, but when the work was
nearing its end we were among the last to get our cards.
He was the nicest ganger I ever worked under.

We worked in Leeds until Christmas, and then decided
to come home. The train to Liverpool was overcrowded, so
we had to sit on our suit-cases in the corridor. A carpenter
who accompanied us, and had settled down in England,
advised us not to follow his example. He gave us some
cogent reasons for this advice. It was the age-old problem
of maladjustment to environment and species, rarely fore-
seen until it is too late to look for a remedy. Another pas-
senger livened the journey by producing a bottle of rum,
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and insisting that all within reach in the narrow corridor
help themselves to it.
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IX
The Second World War

IT was coop To be back in Ireland again, even though
there was no pay envelope on Friday or Saturday night.
The Economic War had been settled, and trade with Britain
was going smoothly again. The new Government was giving
generous grants to have new farm-houses built. Many
people pulled down the old thatched houses and built new
homes, with the aid of a grant and loan, which covered
most of the cost of material and labour at the time. A new
situation was, however, soon to arise. The second World
War, which was now raging, brought about the rationing
of most of the necessities of life. Scarcity of petrol meant
that there were very few motorcars or lorries on the roads.
01d side-cars and traps which had been regarded as out of
date were put to use again. Bicycles became very popular,
but tyres seemed harder to get as the war-years dragged
on. The few homes that had radio-sets were crowded every
night. There was much speculation as to who was the man
with the pleasing voice who used to break through the
wave-lengths to announce, “Germany Calling!” Most of the
propaganda fell on deaf ears. Few people had any illusions
as to how Hitler would treat our country if it was unfor-
tunate enough to get under his jack-boot. For the first time
in history, England’s difficulty seemed to be ours also.
Local Defence and Security units were formed in every
area. Men who had fought on opposite sides in the Civil
War united again in face of the new menace. The attitude
of despondent self-criticism seemed to vanish. Relations
between the Police and civilian population were never as
good. The fact that we were able to maintain our neutrality
in the face of the war conditions of the time was the won-
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Great Powers. Ireland did not, despifce her neu-
g’iﬁjg, g;i'ape unscathed. A big German ple}ng rained bon_lbs
on a factory in Campile, Co. Wexford, killing three gl}'ls
and wounding many other people. The German auth_orltles
expressed regret, and later paid compensation. Dublin was
also bombed, with a similar result, on May 30, 1941.

As time went on, the Fianna Fail party found that de-
spite all their efforts the task of being all things to all men
was an impossible one. The Primary School Teachers were
not satisfied with the salaries paid to them, and went on
strike in an effort to obtain better conditions. When the
Government refused to accede to thei; demands, many of
them joined the new political party which was ca.lled‘ Clann
na Poblachta. On a Sunday in May, 1947, a meeting in sup-
port of the party was held in Westport after Mass. One of
the speakers was Mr. P. Hastings, NT The speakgr made a
brilliant speech to an apathetic audience, but_flv_e words
at the end sent a thrill of pleasure throqgh his listeners,
and raised a cheer that no political oration could, ’ evoke.
The words were, “Austie Bourke has been found!
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X
The Story of Austie Bourke

On may 3, 1947, Austie Bourke of Murrisk, who had al-
ready made a name for himself in the lore of the sea, sail-
ed in his boat, Myra, for Arklow with two companions
on board. Off the Galway coast and 65 miles out to sea, a
storm engulfed the tiny ship. First the engine failed, then
the sails were rent, the compass swept from his hand and
the rudder wrenched by a wave. Provisions on board were
sufficient for three days. When the Myra failed to arrive
at Arklow the alarm was raised. From Irish and English
radio stations the news was flashed to ’planes and shipping
to watch out for the 30 ft. boat. But day followed day and
no trace could be found. Prayers for the repose of his soul
were offered in his home church during Mass. Everyone
had given up hope. That is, everyone but his wife Maria.
Like the wife of Hausner, the airman, she scorned every
approach to ‘“break the news”, saying, ‘“No storm could
beat my husband!” Three weeks after he bid her good-bye
and 1,200 sea miles later, the Fleetwood trawler Aigret,
fishing off Barra Head in the Outer Hebrides off Scotland,
saw a white distress flag flying from the mast of a small
boat. The Aigret hove to alongside and kneeling by the
mast of the Myra — too weak to stand — was Austie
Bourke. His two companions, both Wicklow men, were un-
conscious in the hold

Austie Bourke, 69, had done the impossible. He had
saved the boat from foundering with a tiny jib sail and
with it had coaxed her, taking course by the stars, into
the busy fishing lanes. For three weeks he had neither
food nor water nor change of clothes — not even a match
to strike a light. Capt. John Brown of the Aigret turned
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his ship to the nearest port — Oban, 200 miles away —
and flashed the news that he was coming. 5,000 people
crowded Oban port to greet the men returned from the
dead. It took two hours for police to clear a path for the
ambulance rushing them to hospital. It was evening back
home in Murrisk, and Mrs. Bourke was sitting by the fire
waiting, as she had been doing for three weary weeks,
when a messenger brought in the telegram stating simply:
“Myra arrived Oban. Brought all safe”. That night there
was dancing at the cross-roads and old people whispered a
prayer. Austie Bourke had done it again.

And in Oban Austie was having his three weeks’ growth
of beard shaved as he slowly related his story to the news-
papermen who stormed the little Scottish town to inter-
view him.

He did not know — for his story was printed in
a dozen different languages — but these newspapermen
acknowledged his feat as a great sea epic, a supreme test
of human endurance. But the best tribute paid to Austie
was by the old captain of the Aigrer, who cried for joy
when Austie clasped his hand. “Were it not for the iron
will and superb seamanship of Mr. Bourke, his boat would
certainly have gone down. And despite his weakness and
terrible ordeal he threw a line to me and said, ‘Captain,
save my boat’!” That story had such human-interest appeal
that even the B.B.C. headlined it as its first news story
for two days running. It was a less sensational but more
sincere welcome that greeted Austie Bourke when he re-
turned home that glorious June evening in 1947. There
were tears in the eyes of the late Paddy Gibbons, Co. Coun-
cillor, as he read an Address of Welcome to Austie when
e stepped off the train at Westport Station. Then the long
procession of cars the six miles to Murrisk, the children
coming to shake the hand of their old hero, who — before
fame caught up with him, and indeed to his dying day —
had the pennies ready for every child he met. The Grand
Old Man was back again, with his simple “God knows
best” to round off all his stories.
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The pupils of Oban High School in Scotland paid this
tribute in verse to this fearless sailor:

1t was the good ship Myra that sailed the Irish Sea;
_A thirty-four foot fishing boat with but a crew of three. )
Their skipper good was Austin Bourke, a right brave mariner
he, )
'Twas he who hailed from fair Westport to sail the calm
blue sea.

rry plight these men were in when on the twentieth day,
Azzrozspthge sea not far from them the good ship Aigret la!.
Cried Skipper Brown, “Ahoy, a boat, a-fishing bound I say!
Until the battered sail they spied, towards the break 9f day.
The shattered ship with limp white sail, its symbol of distress,
Brave Austin Bourke clung to the mast to shout his S.0.S.

The foregoing is an extract taken from a tributq paid to
Mr. Bourke by the Mayo News on the occasion of his death,
and printed in the issue dated July 6, 1957.
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X1
Clan Rallies

1 HAVE VIVID MEMORIES of the many rallies of the O'Malley
Clan which I attended since they were started over twenty
years ago. The first was held at Carrigahowley castle,
which had been preserved and re-roofed by Sir Owen
0'Malley and his family. It was addressed by Lady O’Malley
and other prominent members of the Clan, including Mr.
Tom O’Malley of Chicago, who was later chosen Guardian
Chief. Many other clans held rallies, but the O’Malley
gathering is among the few which have stood the test of
{ime, and is still held every year. The one I propose to
deal with here was held in 1957, and is reported in the
Mayo News of August 31 of that year, under the heading,
«Belfast Man Points Way Clan Should Go” — By Mayo
News Reporter:

Murrisk Abbey, the 500 year old monastery founded by
the Augustinians, came to life again on Sunday. Here amid
the ancient cloisters and walls the Clan O’Malley gathered
to commemorate once more deeds of piety and valour of
the ancient past. Here they remembered Crom Dubh, who
on the very same spot had held a similiar gathering 1,500
years ago. It was here also that he set out on a pilgrimage
to Croagh Patrick, a pilgrimage that saw him receive the
Faith from Ireland’s National Apostle, St. Patrick. In his
address the Guardian Chief, John J. O’Malley, said: “A
big céad mile failte to you all. A thousand welcomes to
every one of you. God bless your stout hearts that enabled
you to be present at this great gathering here today. It
plainly shows that the O’Malley Clan loyalty is no empty
boast. I am glad to see with us O’Malleys from overseas,
from New York, Chicago, Philadelphia, London, Manches-
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ter, Birmingham and Glasgow. God bless them all”.

The Guardian Chief outlined the continuity of the pil
grimage to Croagh Patrick up to the time he was speakin >
and continued, “ ‘To work is to pray’ was the keynote ogf
that Christian philosophy that gave Ireland her Golden
Age, and today, if adopted, it would cure her of her econ.
omic ills. In the chaos and confusion of modern civilization.
where materialism and individualism are at a Premium
and unfortunately indoctrinating our youth as a nation

with sentiments alien to our Irish way of life, it is encour- 1

aging to see so many O’Malleys answering the call
Clan”. After describing Clan rallies as ag social buolfwgll-ﬁ
against certain evils in Irish life,, Mr. O’Malley concludeq
“I feel this annual rally has come to stay”. ¥
}\(/lfr. Padraic Pearse O’Malley, Belfast, outgoing Chief
said: :
“This country has a melancholy history since Murrisk
was founded — with the spirit of the nation underground
for centuries. Now in 1957 we look back with regret at
the wasted years under alien rule. Without the imagination
and .drive of the present Committee members, there would
not in fact be any rally at all. We are particularly indebt-
ed to our Guardian Chief, John J. O’Malley, who holds a
special place in the affection of all members, and to the
secretaries, Charles, Paddy and Andrew, and to our past
Chief, Conor, and to Charles, Chief Elect; and to John
Clare Island Chief. With regard to the future, the more

co?stguctive our aims the more valuable our contribution
will be.

“I submit the following suggestions for consideration:

1. That each member gains a knowledge of historical land-
marks and monuments.

2. Encouragement of voluntary organizations, scholarship
and research concerned with economic development of
Mayo, the west of Ireland and the country as a whole.

3. Encopragement of Irish cultural and athletic activities.
It might be possible to consider the preservation of
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works of art for the nation and to sponsor a museum in

Westport to serve the West.

4. Encouragement of an interest in civic events and an
honourable attitude in public affairs.

5. Encouragement of the closest possible links with Clan
members in all parts of Ireland and with our exiles. It
might be possible to consider methods of assisting in a
practical way the less fortunate of our kinsmen and kins-
women.

6. Representation of the Clan officially at events considered
suitable.

“To conclude, let me express the hope that this rally in
1957 is but the fifth milestone in a story of achievement.”

Mr. Charles O’Malley, Chief Elect, Limerick, said:

“No place in Ireland could be more fitting for a hosting
of the O’'Malleys than Murrisk. From the earliest times
until about 200 years ago, our clan, Clann Ui Mhaille, held
an annual Hosting here. This goes back more than 100
years before the coming of St. Patrick and it is a source of
pride and satisfaction to our Clan that is was on the top of
Croagh Patrick that the then Chief of the O'Malleys was
converted to the true faith by St. Patrick himself. Behind
us lies Clew Bay, perhaps the most beautiful bay in Ire-
land, which is to us the Bay of Granuaile. It was from this
bay that her galleys set forth and carried their activities
for freedom, faith and fatherland.

“Today is also the 500th anniversary of the granting of
the land by the O’Malleys to the Augustinian Friars, who
founded their abbey and monastery here, which was for
so many years the centre of learning, faith and culture in
this part of Ireland. In hosting here today we are renewing
a tradition of which our clan is justly proud, but also with
pride that the will to survive was never destroyed, and
that our clan kept faith from the time of Granuaile up to
the present day.

“This year we mourn the death, among others, of Ernie
O’Malley, who became a symbol in our own time of all who
struggle for justice and liberty. It is important to recognize
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that the Irish concept of freedom formulated through

centuries has given universal inspiration. It has symbgoli;:he
not on_ly the struggle of the weak against the strong, wh

material success was not of primary importance b’ut g
tqlerance and justice for the enemy, no matter h’ow t e
nical. It would be a sad day for Ireland if such ayyf'a Y
concept of freedom should become debased by an attit 2
of injustice or intolerance towards an opponent o b gL
human'lty.. I have been asked to convey to clan mem};; =
appreciation of the heroic qualities and personal inte 9:8
of Ernie from a well known Northern poet who diff%l:eg

in religion and political outlook. Th i
i relie . There can be no higher

“Since self-government came to most of the country oyer
35 years ago our generation has had a special privile
but also a special responsibility. For the first time in huge
drgds of years we have Ireland’s destiny in our own handn.
It is true that a Northern Pale still exists, with tragic corf'
sequences, but there is no longer a struggle for survivai
as a nat10_n. Few of us here would be satisfied with the
present Ir1sp scene, but the gathering of so many members
of our clan is a sign that we still have pride in our heritage

and the intention to build up a count -
all be prOud. p I'y Of Wthh we may

“I see in its historical perspective — although iti
freedom returned in 1921 the hidden Ireland %adp:zilfllc?;
emerge in an articulate form. This new democratic clan
gathering is part of the emergence of that Ireland which
went }mdergrou_nd centuries ago. We are also showing
pr1de: In tradition and in an ancient civilization. Qur task
now is to foster this sense of brotherhood among clan mem-
bers in every part of the world and to contribute to the
culturgl and social life of the nation as a whole. In at.
zemptmg this clan experiment we have special advan-
ages —

1. The O'Malley country is rich in ancient m -
lating to the clan. cruments
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9. Many members continue to live in the place of ancestral
roots.

3. Members have shown a willingness and an interest to
undertake the work of organization.

4, The signs of good will and of practical help are most
encouraging.

“Here I would like to pay a tribute on behalf of all mem-
bers to those who are responsible for the practical work
involved in this clan movement.

“This is the centre of the O’Malley country and we come
pback here to the place from which we sprung, where we
have our roots, to renew our inspiration. There is no more
lonely person in the world than a man without a family or
country and we are thankful that we have a place and
people reaching back into the earliest times, and it gives
us great pleasure to return to it once a year.

“T am hopeful that not only will the O’Malleys of Ireland
gather here in the future, but those of our name and clan
from distant places overseas will return in increasing
numbers each year to renew their family ties and their
clan association.”

Duirt Aindrias O Maille, Cathaoirleach Chlann Ui
Mhaille:

“Céad mile failte roimh gach duine agaibh go Cathair
na Mart agus Muirisc. Bhi cail ar na héiteacha seo mar
dhinphoirt ar geclann leis na blianta agus is bred an rud é
sibh ar fad, idir 6g agus aosta, a fheice4il bailithe le chéile
anseo inniu. Silim gur anois an t-am le athbheochan a
dhéanamh ar 4r dteanga, ionas go mbeidh muid in ann
pairt a ghlacadh ins gach caithréim tri mheén na Gaeilge
feasta.”

A reception was held afterwards in Belclare House, and
a very enoyable social evening ensued.

At a recent “Cailin Deas” festival in Westport, I was
speaking to a German girl who was studying English at
Manorhamilton. When the conversation turned to her visit
to the West, she showed me a book which seemed to have
fascinated her, saying, “I have a book here about the
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O’Malleys”. I thought it a rather amusing coincidence, 5
I had not told her my name. The book was The White Seq
Horse, written by a Westport woman, Eleanor Fairburp,
The idea occurred to me that the castles, strongholds and
islands of our legendary Sea Queen might have been made
a bigger tourist attraction if greater efforts were expend-
ed by the bodies responsible for bringing valuable tourist
revenue into our area.
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X1
Moving to Meath

IN RECORDING MY MEMORIES, I have concentrated for the
most part on those which ecurred at the most impression-
able period of my life. There were others which, although
coming at a later period, were of no less importance. I am
referring to the migration of tenants from my native
district to the fertile plains of Meath, from which their
ancestors had been driven by the British hundreds of years
ago. This operation, which was carried out by the Irish
Land Commission, must be unique in world history. The
aristocracy, which had been backed by the armed forces of
the most powerful empire in the world, was being replaced
by the “bold peasantry”, not as vassals, but as prosperous
farmers with every modern amenity in their beautiful
homes.

In the early 1930s four tenants were moved to holdings
not far from the historic Hill of Tara. They were Edward
J. MacManus, John O’'Malley, Thomas Duffy and Richard
McGreal. Mr. MacManus played a prominent part in having
the transfers carried out. He had been a member of the
old District Council, and later, during the War of Inde-
pendence, was engaged in valuable work for the Freedom
Fighters in Leeds, despite constant surveillance by the
police. An editorial in the Mayo News, which was always
the champion of the people, was devoted to the episode,
and a personal letter from Mr, MacManus to Mr. P. J.
Doris, the Editor, was published at the time. Three other
tenants from the area had, some years before, been given
holdings in the Deer Park near Murrisk. They were Michael
Sammon, John McGreal and James McGreal.

In 1955 another family was moved to Oldcastle, Co.
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Meath. The Mayo News dated May 21, 1955, carried the
following report:

A farm house . . . recalls to mind the days when soldiers
were hounded and a coffin was their armory, and a brihe
of £2,000 found no traitor to take it.

Last week John Kearns, his wife and five children left
thatched house in Owenwee, near Westport, to take up
residence in their new Meath farm. But the historica]
associations of the old house link it to a crosswroads in
Irish history. It was there that the West Mayo Flying
Column of the LR.A. met as a fighting unit for the last
time on July 1, 1921. And it was in that house that John
Kearns — himself an active member of the LR.A. —
penned this note to Comdt. Joe Ring: “The British Forces
at Westport have a life-size photograph of you. You will be
shot at sight and your body will be dragged through the
streets of Westport. This information comes direct from
enemy H.Q". Harrassed by thousands of British troops, the
gallant band under General Michael Kilroy held a Council
of War in Mr. Kearns’ home on July 1. Some favoured
fighting it out in a last desperate stand. The majority felt
it would be futile, and would mean the total destruction
of all the fighting men and arms in the Brigade area. They
decided to dump their arms and retire farther into the
mountains. The guns were then collected and placed in a
felt-covered, coffin-shaped box and left in charge of the
local LR.A. men. These men had volunteered to carry on
the fight if the members of the Column, who were all
marked men, were captured or shot. And in the words of
an old campaigner: “Ireland’s hopes were not going to be
buried in that dark coffin”.

Next morning, July 2, 1921, heavy cavalry units, assisted
by air-patrols, moved into Owenwee. All the adults in this
Croagh Patrick-side hamlet were rounded up and question-
ed. The officer in charge read out the notice that a
reward of £2,000 was being offered for Joe Ring and his
comrades. But an ominous silence greeted him. Joe Ring
and his boys were safe in their mountain hideout. The
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rounded-up men were asked to cheer for the King. They
refused, and one man who refused to address the officer
as “Sir” was struck with a riding whip. But the dark coffin
still held its secret.

And so at the farewell dance to the Kearns family the
young soldiers of Owenwee F.C.A. danced gaily in their
green uniforms whilst outside — the older men fancied —
there echoed the distant foot-steps of that vanished army
for whom the wearing of such a uniform meant torture
and death.

A program on education that I have just seen on tele-
vision naturally brings back memories of my own school
days.

The teacher was complaining that the place where
he taught was not properly heated, despite repeated com-
plaints to several people, including the Minister for Educa-
tion. In the old days we were hardly aware of the existence
of such persons; if they did exist they were as remote from
the realities of life to us as the leprechauns who made
shoes sitting under mushrooms. We simply did something
about it by each child bringing two sods of turf under his
arm every day. The sum total was enough to provide a
blazing fire in the spacious fire-place. There was little talk
about the curriculum, but we had to learn more about the
Bramaputra than we did about the river that ran a hun-
dred yards from our homes. We learned Irish one half-
hour in the week, but we had an inspector for that lan-
guage in addition to the one who examined us in English
twice a year.

Every book of memories must have some chapter tinged
with sadness, and the following brings tears to the eyes,
although twenty years have elapsed since that fatal October
day in 1957 when two Board of Works engineers, Mr. John
Twohig, B.E., Westport, and Mr. Brendan O’Beirne, parked
their car at Roonagh and set sail for Clare Island, never to
return. Martin Duffy, owner of the curach, Isaac Walsh
and Bridie O’Toole, Inisturk, who joined the party in Clare
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Island on her way to England,-shared the same fate when
the ill-fated curach was overturned on the return journey
with the loss of all lives. The heart-rending details of the
disaster were reported in the Mayo News dated November
2, 1957.

The same issue contained the following tribute to Martin
Duffy, the owner of the curach, by Michael Foy:

THE CRUEL SEA CONQUERED THE BRAVEST SAILOR
OF THEM ALL

Roonagh is a village with its heart torn out. For Martin
Duffy was the heart and soul of everything in this hamlet
of a dozen homes, where the treacherous Atlantic growls
at the end of the road. There the tradition of seafaring is
strong. There old James McKeon earned the name of a
great seaman — earned it with nerves of steel and a heart
of gold. When a little boy, his nephew came to live with
him and followed in his footsteps. Martin Duffy learned
to love the sea, wrestled with it in all its moods. And no
one thought it could master him. He braved it when other
good sailors failed. He always won . . .

In 1945 a Clare Island yawl, manned by John McNamara
and Michael O'Malley, was attempting to negotiate that
evil-looking, rock-skirted approach to Roonagh in a sou-
sou’-wester gale. Tacking failed to bring the craft about
and she hit the rocks with a rasping, grating crash which
wrenched two of her planks away. McNamara on her bows
was hurled into the sea and O’Malley, trying to rid her of
ballast, was left looking hopelessly from a slanting deck
into a hold where only an empty porter barrel bobbed up
and down in the waters pouring in through a damaged
keel. Lucky for these two sailors that Martin Duffy was
on the quay. With him was neighbour Dick McEvilly. They
did not wait to raise an alarm but pushed their curach out.
Soon O’Malley was safe ashore. Then Duffy swam through
the ebb and flow of the breakers and saved the other sailor
too. “He thought so little of these things, he’'d only laugh
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if you mentioned them,” said a neighbour.

But these things picture the character of the man as
clearly as the broad smile of confidence he had for his
passengers as they set out on that ill-fated voyage from
Clare Island. There were tears in the eyes of his cousin, a
tall, broad-shouldered man, as he told me: “Oh, to think
that the man who risked his life for others had no one to
come to his aid when he so desperately needed it. No one
at all. And then the few who came, came too late”. But
there was resignation — pure and unselfish — in the
words of his uncle: “Martin is gone and we are left. We
will do our best”. That is the way it is. The cruel, cruel
sea — its snarling can be heard in every home there —
has etched an indelible sorrow in the hearts of the people
of Roonagh who loved their 35-year-old, curly-haired
neighbour as only communities who live so close to nature
can. Small wonder that sturdy men wept when infant Julia
Anne Martina met Seamus and Mary in that father ess
Duffy home on Saturday night. Still in my ears is the jel-
lowing of the waves — pounding their requiem on the
rocks of Roonagh.
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XIII
“Laochra Gael”

AT THE BEGINNING of this book, I failed to give an account
of two men whose names must be always linked with Ire-
land’s struggle for freedom. They were on the same plat-
form in Westport on St. Patrick’s Day, 1916. One was The
O’Rahilly, who three months later gave his life in the
Rising. Military prisoners who were kept in the General
Post Office were under the direct care of The O'Rahilly,
and they agree he was very considerate to his captives. He
was the head of an old Kerry clan, and had a private in-
come of £900 a year, which, it is believed, he largely de-
voted to the cause he espoused. For years he was a keen
worker in the Irish language movement, and a member of
the governing body of the Gaelic League. He travelled
extensively on the Continent, and spent several years in
the United States. On Easter Monday he spent the day
motoring through the country and countermanding the
orders that had been given, but when the fatal step was
taken in Dublin, he went ahead, and took up a post in the
General Post Office. This account is from the Sinn Féin
Rebellion Hand-book.

The other man on the platform was Patrick Tunney,
Derrykellew, Westport. He wrote patriotic poems in Old
Moore’s Almanack and other journals, and his writings kept
the spirit of nationhood alive in the people. He was among
the first to be arrested after the Rising and sent to Fron-
goch Jail. The Mayo News published a series of his articles
entitled “From Derrykellew to Frongoch” which told of his
experiences, After his release he became active again in
taking care of the arms for the Flying Column, in transit
to Owenwee and other centres. In answer to a query in
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the Almanack as to why he was not writing as many poems
as formerly, he wrote:

When Pearse and his brave colleagues raised the Orange, White
and Green

To float anew o’er free men true, in Easter Week, Sixteen.

I nailed my colours to the mast, prepared for the campaign,

And I pledged my true allegiance to poor Ireland and Sinn
Féin.

Other Westport men arrested included: Barty Cryan,
Thomas Derrig, High St., Michael Derrig, Octagon, Michael
Duffy, Bridge St.,, Edward Gannon, High St., Martin Ger-
aghty, James St., John Gavin, Murrisk, Owen Hughes, Lan-
kill, Hubert Heraty, Altamount St., Edward Haran, Charles
Hickey, Manus Keane, Cloonskill, Patrick Kenny, John
Lohan, John McDonagh, James Malone, Thomas O’Brien,
Moyhasten, Joseph Ruddy, Joseph Ring, Drummindoo, Ed-
ward Sammon, Peter St., Thaddeus Walsh, Thomas Ralph
and John Berry, Lanmore. These men were sent to Wands-
worth Jail on May 16, 1916. With them was Arthur Griffith.
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XIv
Today — and Tomorrow

THE IMPROVEMENT IN the general living conditions of the
Irish people can only be appreciated by someone who was
familiar with the state of affairs that existed in the
earlier part of the present century. It is no exaggeration
to say that it surpasses the wildest hopes of the people
of that time. The different political parties elected by the
people during that period to administer the affairs of the
nation have each contributed their part in bringing to
fruition the hopes of those who were ready to give up even
life itself for an ideal which they knew could bring them
no material benefit. With more co-operation, greater
achievements might have been attained but, human nature
being what it is, complete unanimity in public affairs is
inconceivable. Destructive criticism of worthwhile projects
for Party interests should be scorned, however.

It used to be said in bygone days that the natives fled
from Ireland as from a plague. This state of mind has
been completely reversed. Most young people have acquir-
ed a more positive attitude towards their native land,
which has no emotive connotations, but the simple fact
that they find it a better place to live in than they would
hope to find in any other land. I remember a lady in a
railway carriage on the way to Knock emphasising the
faults of the Irish people in general rather vigorously.
When I asked her if she had any experlence of other races
or peoples, and she admitted that she had not, I did not
pursue the conversation, but I noticed the other occupants
of the carriage exchanging knowing glances. I hasten to
add that she was not one of the much-maligned younger
generation,

119



The recording of these “Memories” is not meant as an
exercise in living in the past. The pattern of the past is
inextricably woven into that of the present and the future.
Perhaps we might learn from our past mistakes, and take
pride in our achievements. We are a people with a great
potential if it could be directed into the proper channel
by far-seeing leaders. We should have faith in God, in our-
selves and in the future.
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This absorbing book, which proves the axiom that
“truth is stranger than fiction”, includes among other
anecdotes a first-hand account of the Irish War of
Independence in the West Mayo Brigade area, as
experienced by a member of the rank and file of the
Volunteers.

In the opening chapters the author traces the re-
action of his generation to the events which preceded
and fellowed the Rising of 1916. Then he delineates
the clash of personalities and the divided loyalties
which followed the signing of the Anglo-Irish Treaty
in 1921.

The years of bloody strife and high drama were suc-
ceeded by the inevitable return to mundane conditions
of men whose minds had been geared to conflict.
Their adjustment to the rigours of immigrant life in
Britain and America was often painful. _

The characters in this book are not legendary her- '
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oes but real-life figures, the author being a partici-
pant rather than an observer. Intermittent flashes
of humeur offset the seriousness of some otherwise
tragic encounters.

The author, Edward O’Malley, was born in Owenwee,
Westport, in 1804, the youngest of six children. He was
educated at Brackloon National School and later at the i
Central Evening High School, Philadelphia.

He joined B Coy., 3rd Batt, West Mayo Brigade, Irish
Volunteers, in 1921, After the “Cease fire” he emigrated
and led a waried life in Britain and America before re-
Ig;gmg to Ireland to settle down in his native place in

Hdward O’Malley
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