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As I reached the door, my father called me
back and I went back to the bed. He put his
arms round me and pulled me down to him
and hugged me, and whispered in my ear,
“Don’t be too disappointed, Nora. We shall
rise again.”

He did not want me to drop out of the
fight. He knew it would go on after he was
gone.

And then I had to go out. Those were the
very last words that he said to me before I
was taken away — “We shall rise again!”






























was in his office, and someone brought in a rifle
and said, “Mr Connolly, look at this!” (Later,
in the more military time, they would call him
“Commandant”, or “Commandant-General”.)
“Don’t you remember that French rifle?” the

man said. “Well, we ground its barrel down to
ordinary size, then we built it up from bits of
other rifles. . .”, and he showed my father all
the different parts of guns from different countries
that they had put together.

/" My father said, “Well, Bill, you’ve achieved what
all the governments in the world have failed to

. achieve — you have united the whole world into
one!” This was in the time of the First World War.

We were all well trained in military matters.

We used to go and listen to my father’s military
lectures. When he was made the Commandant-
General in Dublin to prepare for the uprising, all
the Volunteers’ officers were ordered to go to him
to be told about the fighting that was going to take
place at Easter. De Valera was told to go to him —
he later told me that he regretted that he had never
read anything of my father’s writings, and had no
idea what my father was like. Then Dev was inform-
ed that he had been appointed Commandant for
the area of the bakery called Boland’s Mills, and
Mount Street and round there. This was the
area where most of the fighting outside the GPO
area was later done — it was often called the
‘Mount Street fight’.
( Dev told me, “I was told to report to James
Connolly. It was the first tifffe I’'d met him. I told
him I had been appointed for Boland’s Mill and
Mount Street and all that area. The first thing he
told me was to go round and see my area, and he
showed me this place and that place, saying,
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the war began, I switched to making aprons for

nurses, and mattress covers for the military. The
mattress covers would then go on to be filled with

‘coir’ — a stuffing made from coconut fibre. Some-

times we would take money in advance for work i
we had not yet done, so that we could get away for
a few days. Then when we got back, we would
have to catch up. When I did that, I used to go
down to Dublin to see my father.

At the same time I was organising the Cumann
na mBan in the North (though when I was in
Dublin T was in the Citizen Army). I was organiser
of the Cumann for Belfast and its surroundings.

I was never given an official title, but I knew a

bit more than the other girls and it used to be me

who would tell them what to do and why. 1 took *
a special first aid course so that I could teach this

ta the Cumann. Later the Volunteers asked me to
teach first aid to them as well.

The Fianna Eireann were set up by Madame .
Markievicz so that our boys could have some- \
thing of a Boy Scout nature without having to
join the Baden Powell one. The Belfast branch
was the only one to .have a girls’ branch, which
was named after Betsy Gray, a woman who took
part in the 1798 rebellion and was killed in the
ight. T used to teach them first aid, and arranged
or each of them to have a tiny bag of medical
supplies — a phial of iodine, some bandages, and
so on — so that in the case of any slight injury
duing the uprising they would be able to attend
to it themselves.

During this time my father was working in
Dublin and he did not have a big salary. Every
Wednesday the railway had an excursion train to
Dublin, and they only charged five shillings for a
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sensible men. And I want each of them to take one
of these girls to an address I give.”

You see, my father knew where each of the
members of the Army Council in Dublin were in
hiding that night. So it was then that he decided
to call them together.

He sent each one of us out to call one of them,
telling the girls, “Say to them just what Nora said
to me and what you said to me, and tell them I
would be glad if they would come over here
immediately.”

(And that is how they came for their meeting on
the morning of Easter Sunday, which had been the
day that was fixed for the rising before the message
from MacNeill called it off./

(I was sent to go with Jack White to bring Sean
MacDermott. He took me to where MacDermott
was hiding. He was resting, and had his bodyguard
with him. He had also been lying down on the bed
with his clothes on. I told him exactly what had
happened and what my father was doing, and how
he was sending the girls to get all the Council to
come to Liberty Hall to discuss what should be
done. My father had not actually said that to me.
But I could gather that that was what he was
doing, though my father had said to me, “No, no,
Nora, it’s just because I had work for him anyway,
before you came.”

MacDermott sat on the edge of the bed, and he
rubbed his chin and he rubbed his chin. Then he
said, “Tell your father I’ll be over immediately.”’

So I left him and I did nof%ee him again until he
arrived at Liberty Hall.

Every one of the seven men said they were
coming, and they all came quickly. Plunkett was in
a nursing home, as he had just had an operation on
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the answer my father had given me when he tried
to raise my heart and my spirits by the last words
he said to me — “We shall rise again”. This is how
I wrote the answer:

Still sweeping through my swirling brain

And sweeping away the surging pain

Are the words you €id as near death you lay

While life in your veins still held full sway

And they sing in my heart like a glad refrain

And sweep away tears and sighs and pain

For your last words were WE SHALL RISE AGAIN.

* * * * * *

As my father was being taken out on a stretcher
to be executed, he was asked to say a prayer for
the soldiers who were to shoot him. He gave that
lovely, glorious smile of his, and he said, I say a
prayer for all brave young men who do their duty.”

My mother later told me a story of how, some
while later, there was & knock at her door, and
there was a young soldier. He looked about sixteen
or seventeen years old. He did not look old enough
to be in the army. She thought he must be trying
to desert, and she asked what he wanted.

“I want you to forgive me,” he said. “I was one
of the squad that killed James Connolly. It was
only afterwards that I heard how he had worked
for the working people. [ am a miner. My father is
a miner, and my grandfather was a miner — they
were both very busy in the trade union. How can I
go back home? They would know about James
Connolly even if I didn’t. I haven’t been home on
leave. I can’t go home. I’d let something slip, and
they’d know I killed James Connolly. Oh, why was
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I chosen to kill a man like that?”’

My mother said, “Didn’t you hear what James
Connolly said? He realised you were being forced.
He realised you were only a working class boy.
2oce he forgave you, there is no need for me to.
Q’t worry any longer, boy.”

ut the boy still cried, “Oh, but that they
should pick a man like me to kill a man like that!”’

5 * * * * *

By the time of our last visit to my father, I had
brought my mother and the children down from
Madame Markievicz’s cottage into Dublin itself.
After leaving my father, I took my mother back
across the road to the house “where we were staying,
which was William O’Brien’s. They had only
come for us at midnight, and my father was to be
executed at dawn.

My mother stood at the window watching for
the dawn to come. It was an east window. She was
moaning softly. The little children woke up and
came in to see what was the matter. When we got
the first glimpse of the grey of the East coming up,
Mama turned to me and said, ‘“He’s gone, Nora,
he’s gone! He’s gone from us now!”

I tried to console her by taking out the little
piece of paper my father had given me. I had not
read it yet. I think the nurse must have given him a
pencil and a slip of paper, and he must have
written while the RAMC boy’s back was turned. It
was not written as evenly as B usually wrote.

I said to the family, “Your Daddy has been
executed this morning. He’s dead now. But I’'m
going to read you the last bit of writing he ever
did.”
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crowd listened to everything I said, and even those
on the edge said they were surprised that though I
was only a ‘slip of a girl’ they could hear me quite
well. You can do this without shouting if you have
a good, carrying voice.

I had not had experience of public speaking
when I gave these speeches, and yet I never halted
for words and my speeches were very enthusiasti-
cally received. This used to make me say to myself
that it couldn’t be me speaking — that I could
never make such a speech. I wonder whether the
spirits of the executed leaders were still roaming
around before going on their long journey? If I was
being inspired, it must have been by their spirits, as
I was inspired quite well!

I also did other propaganda work in the States
besides making speeches. I_wrote a bo e
rising, called The Unbroken Tradition. It was only
short, but it was the first book to tell the truth
about the rising. The title referred to the fact that
every generation of the Irish people has had an
armed uprising against the British. 1916 showed
that the tradition was still unbroken. I wrote the
book during 1916, while events were still hot in
my mind,

After Woodrow Wilson got the US into the war
on the side of Britain, my book was banned as
being anti-British, and it became a felony to
distribute it.

* * * * * *
¥

Liam Mellows made his way to the States after

1916. When the US joined the war on Britain’s

side, he was arrested, along with a man from the

German Embassy called von Reinkelhausen. A
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Turk who had a friend in the house where Liam
was staying had knocked at the wrong number and
was with Liam when he was arrested. So the poor
Turk got arrested too. They were charged with an
Irish-Turkish-German plot for sabotage in America.

Clann na Gael, the pro-Irish organisation in
America, sent out an order that Liam was not to be
visited in prison by anyone who was a pro-Clann na
Gael person. No 6ne was to write to him, and no
one was to send him anything. He was to be left in
isolation. Their idea was that it would weaken their
political life, and that their power over voting
would not be SO strong if their members were
associated with the prisoners. Their present pohtlcal
power was more important to them than a man in
prison who was far away from his friends. So I
never liked Clann na Gael at all after that, as I
Sthought they were so weak.

" So when I heard what Clann na Gael had said, I
am sure I was ten feet tall with rage I said “I’m

“So I went down to the Tombs Prison in New
York — a jail that is not there any longer.

I said, “I want to see Liam Mellows.”

They told me, “You have to have the permission
of the City Marshall.”

So I said, ‘“Where is this City Marshall?”’

So they told me where he was and I went to
" him.

The Marshall told me, “Why does a nice girl like
you want to visit a young man such as this in the
Tombs?”

“He’s not ‘such as this’,”” I said. ‘“‘He’s one of the
finest young men that Ireland ever produced. And
I daren’t go home to my mother or the family and
say that Liam was in prison and I didn’t go to see
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Then we would go out and stop an ordinary
soldier outside, and we would say, ‘“There’s a poor
young fellow in there and he’s stocious. You’d
better get him out of there before a Redcap comes
along.”

The ‘Redcaps’ were the military police. So the
ordinary soldiers would smuggle him back into
barracks so that he would not get into trouble.

* * * * * *

Some time after the truce that brought an end
to the War of Independence against the British, I
said to Liam Mellows, ‘“You’ve made a mistake
having a truce and letting it go on for months and
getting nothing done. You should have a truce and
get the troops out.”

It was the first time Britain had come and asked
Ireland for a truce.

But it is easy to tell a man to keep going, but it
15 not easy to tell someone to take something up
again. We had had six months of freedom between
the Truce and the Treaty. But we would not have
had the Treaty if we had taken up the struggle
again. I said that when the Treaty came out.

The people who were sent out for the nego-
tiating were people who knew nothing about
diplomacy. They just wanted freedom from Britain
and that is all they knew. They were n oing to
take up the struggle again ‘after there had been a_
tapse. They had not the wisdom or the training of
the British Foreign Office an¥ the various ministers -
thiere. So when our men went over, the British won
out. Ireland was divided under the Treaty, and the
battle was on again.

During the summer of 1922, when Liam had

51






give out a certain amount of money, and take a
receipt. Then she was arrested, and Stack sent a
letter to me asking me to take over while she was
in jail. That is how ] became temporary Paymaster
General of the IRA.)

. By -this time I was marrwhus\_,_
Seumas, and I were living in a flat on top of a
Gaelic school. Seumas had made a hidey-hole in
our bedroom for the money and records I had to
keep. Then we were raided three times in one day.
At that time I had a draft for £3000, as well as
money, some of it in gold. But the three bands of
soldiers who were sent to try to get some evidence
against me and my husband did not find the
hidey-hole. All they could find was a receipt for
ninepence for a notebook. They were all Intel-
ligence workers, but they were not intelligent
enough to find out where the money was.

((But they arrested me and Seumas anyway. They
reckoned Seumas must have been working with me
just because he was my husband. I was sent to an
‘internment camp north of Dublin. A few days
later, we observed the first anniversary. of our
wedding, he in one prison and I in another./

Later I was transferred to Kilmainham Jail. For
many weeks the letters between me and my
husband and my family had been stopped. I was
terribly worried about my mother. She had been in
difficulties about our house. A Trustee Fund had
been set up for the widows of the men executed in
1916, and the trustees had a plan for my mother to
be assisted to set up a boardMg house. But she was
very simple-minded about such things, and while I
was in prison she did not have me to advise her.

“I can never understand how you manage,”” my
father had once said to my mother. “Money means
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Iv
SOCIALISM IN IRELAND

“The socialists will never understand. . .”’, — Marxism.
— Irish visitors to Moscow. —John MacLean. — British
communists. — Larkin. — Republican Congress. —
The Irish in Britain. — Irish Republican Socialist
Party. — Provisional Sinn Fein.

CDuring my last visit to my father before he was
executed, he said to me, ‘“My socialist friends on
the Continent will never understand why I am
here. They will forget I am an Irishman.”’

or just as my father was not satisfied with the
sideal of national independence alone, so also he
saw gatlowdom as an essential step towards
social freedom. He knew that his socialist friends
“would not understand why he not only took part
in the national uprising, but even took a leading
part in it, as Commandant-General. That was on
his mind at that time, and that was whaf he said
within a couple of hours of being executed,_

I think he sajd, ‘‘the European socialists”, or
“my socialist friends on the Continent”, meaning
the socialists with whom he had communications.
He had a general, huge subscription to socialist
papers. He had two particular people in Brussels
and Holland that he had communications with —
they are the only two I remember. Those who
could speak English, and could write to him, used
to send him articles for the paper, translated from
the French or other languages. He knew a bit of
several languages, but I never heard him say that he
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did the translations himself. He would have com-
munications with all those who could read and
write English, and he would get answers back from
them. So he knew them well and he knew that
they would not be able to understand him getting
into a national uprising, and not only getting into
it but being a leader of it — he was Commandant-
General for Dublin,and was in full charge of that
district. He knew they would have no understanding

at all of why he was in a national rising rather than
waiting for the socialist one. He did not mention

that they would fail to understand him because he
was a leader, or anything like that — just that he
was an Irishman, and that is why he was in it.
ut Lenin later made a beautiful speech about

this, and said it was right to have an uprising, and
that the socialists should understand this. He said
the Easter uprising was giving them a less6fi>

James Connolly’s industrial ideas wére that
unskilled labour should not be separate from
skilled tasks. All workers should be apprentices to
train to take over the management, while the
fighting was going on. This way, the workers could
gain sufficient information about the civilian part
of building up socialism, while the revolutionary
part was doing the fighting. These were James
Connolly’s ideas of industrial unionism.
(Heé was also a Marxist. But my view is that
Marxism is no use to workers today. What was
good for one generation is not necessarily good for
the next — though we should learn to see that we
do not make the same mistakes that were made
before. That is all we can do. That is my view and
it was also the view of my brother Roddy. Rodd
ran a little communist paper for a time afﬁr‘fﬁ%
“Russian revolutiomn; and visited Moscow. Thereisa
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photo of him there at the November celebrations

“with Lenin and Trotsky.

Several visits were made by Irish delegates to
Moscow after the revolution. On one occasion,
there was Roddy and MacAlpine, who was a
correspondeTﬂm the United States who was an
Irishman. Others who went to Moscow included
Eamonn Martin, and Archie Heron. Archie Heron
was married to my sister Ina, who died a few
months ago, and she went to Moscow with him.

At the mealtimes during the Congresses there
were so many languages being spoken — all the
delegates would be speaking their own language. At
the Irish table, they did not want to speak English,
as so many delegates were doing, so they used
whatever Irish they had. They all had different
amounts of Irish — some were quite good, and
some knew only a little. A Swedish delegate came
up to them and said that he was thrilled to hear
Irish spoken. He said that he could read it, but had
never actually heard it spoken before. Not realising
the difficulties that some of the Irish delegates
themselves were having in speaking it, he remarked,
“Isn’t it a slow language!”’

Cﬁused to know many of the communists after

the Russian revolution. I knew“IIBhn MacLean, the
Scot. He was a very serious man, and very nice. We
once sat together at an 1nternat10nal parliamen-
tarians’ conference. Though he never became an
MP, he attended to discuss the local party politics
of Glasgow. He and I had a talk with two Russians.
One of them was a womar® She had no other
Wbut Russian, but she looked Irish. You
would absolutely swear, looking at her, that she
was an Irishwoman from Kerry. The man spoke a
little German. He was older than she was. MacLean
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..money from the union, which was really just
__robbing the place so that he could appear th-e%f”
—man’, He left behind thousands of pounds owed, -
including many bills for legal proceedings. When
my father came down to Liberty Hall after Larkin
left for the States, he had an awful job paying off
this debt. It was only when my father showed how
anxious he was to gg’t things in order and pay it all
off that the banks cut the debt down to what my
father could get paid to them. Larkin was all
‘human charity’, and always liked to help people.
But it was not his money to give — it was the
union’s money. And when the bills ran into thou-
sands of pounds, the union could not do all the
things it was meant to do
(When Larkin was sent over to the States to raise
funds after the 1913 Dublin lockout, he never sent
the union back any money. I do not say he was
greedy — he certainly never made any money for
himself. But he was stupid with any money that
came his way — he just handed it out to the first
fellow who came to him with a hard-up tale>
After Larkin visited Moscow, he came back
Jboasting that he was ‘‘governor of a sixth of the
earth”. The British communists sent over Bob
Stewart to Larkin to form a workers’ party. I liked
Stewart, but hedid not do any good at all. All that
just petered out, and did not last any time at all.
Then Larkin started a union instead of a party,
and they“did very well. But it was his sons, really,
who made it as good as it was. Jim Larkin Junior
was very brainy, but he had no personality at all.
Larkin Senior had a great personality and a great
_fluency of words, and he was a great speaker. Once
I was asked to describe him, and I said that he was
like a bell tolling to call the people to church — but

-~
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‘he _was finished at that. He should have allowed

someone to make the full use of his wonderful
_aone an Wr to take his
place. So he 0 assis
7~ Then the Republican Congress came along. ThlS
was in the 1930s, when there was a vacuum for a
political movement in Ireland. It was purely
socialist as well. We wanted to start a new party,
and we wanted Republican Congress to be the next
government. We had so many people that it would
have been. Everything was socialism at that time.
In all the prisons people were reading Connolly.
Then the TRA prisoners were released under the
amnesty after De Valera came to power. When
they came out they were all anxious to do work,
but the IRA was not doing any propaganda. So
Republican Congress was getting all the IRA boys
as we had work for them to do. There were dele-
‘gates to the Congress from all parts of the country.

At one time all the printers in Dublin were on
strike, but our paper was printed in Roscommon,
and the newsboys sold it as an ordinary paper.
Republican Congress was very strong, and it was a
grand time.

At that time I used to spend Monday to Friday
workmg full time with Republican Congress. Often
I would travel up and down the country with Mick
Prlce recruiting and organising branches and so on.
Saturday and Sunday I would spend with my
husband.

I remember on one occasfbn there was a big
street brush. A gang of ruffians had heard that the
newsboys had taken a lot of money selling our
paper, and that a van was bringing the money to
deliver it to us. The ruffians took the van. But my
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( I said, “We don’t want a united front, we want a
united Ireland.”

# 1 had nothing more to do with Republican
Congress once I had walked out. They elected me
onto the Executive Committee, but I had nothing
to do with it. Price, O’Donnell and all of them
scattered all over the place, and it soon all petered
out.

Sean Murray and his communist party were in
touch with Russia through London. I liked Sean
Murray personally. He was a fine chap. But once
he took that bad attitude, he became unpopular.
He became so unpopular that he had to move up
to Belfast.

Poor Desmond Greaves, when he was writing his
book on James Connolly, got the idea that I would
not even look at a Russian or a communist. He
used to ask my sister, Fiona, who was living in
Britain, about this thing and the other thing.

Fiona said, “But I was only a child at that time.
Why don’t you ask Nora? She’ll answer all your
questions.”

““Oh,”” he said, ‘“‘but I understand she won’t even
speak to a communist.”

/"‘Don’t be a fool,” she said. “If it’s anything
connected with _Ireland, Nora will speak to any-
body about it.’2”

‘“‘Are you sure of that?”’ he said.

“Certain,” she said. “I’ll write her a note and tell
her you’re going to see her. And she an\ws you,
because she met you at the Connolly Club.’

(_But I did not like the Conftolly Club. I't thought
it was a nesting-place for producing communist
thought in the young)

any of the Irish in Britain in the 1930s were
socialists. I have a badge with a big F on it that
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belonged to one of Mosley’s-fascisti. When Mosley
went out to the East End of London to have a
massacre of the Jews, the Irish lads joined in the
fighting on the side of the Jews. One of the Irish
lads ripped this badge off the coat of one of the
fascisti and sent it to me as a mement

L’Lodav I get on very well w1th,_Lh_e____§h,_ﬁepubl-
lican Socialist Party., They are the nearest approach
“To-Cenmolly’s idea. I:rowever I am not a member of
“theit party. 1 am z_in_glggp_endenL_CgmollylteI
Seamus Costello=was Kkilled because-the enemies’
realised that he would lead the people as Connolly
“Ted them. When he was shot I went down to a
“memorial meeting held by the IRSP.(I told his
widow, “What your husband was doing was carry-
ing on the work of James Connolly. He had the
same vision of a free Ireland that Connolly had. He
must have been considered as much darfger to the
present powers as James Connolly was, and that is
why he was shot.’ :

I had not mef her before. She was a stranger. I-
‘never met him either, that I know. But I feel as
“though I knew him. He was teaching the IRSP
properly. They had %11;_ standing in Bray, where
he was on the County Council, and he was getting
the party more and more popular. He expressed
himself so much on my father’s line of thought
that it was evident to me that he had been a
thorough gh reader of all of James Connolly’s writings.
“In him I hoped that at Iast affer all these years a
true leader had come who would bring about an

“organisation such as my father wished to bring L
about, and he worked hard at the job. To me also,
_of all the politicians and political peopI-Séarnus
“Costello was the one person who truly understood

—James Connolly s v151on n of Irlsh freedom His death
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_was 2 tremendous loss to the cause of Irish freedom
as James Connolly pictured it in his mind and soul.
"f’f‘—he Provos are also coming to realise the im-
pérmames Connolly’s ideas of industrial
unionism.m I have sometimes been concerned
that Sinn Fein does not do enough propaganda. I
—cannot understand this, as propaganda is the life of
mehfwe as _though they
Wﬁm society. They do
N out an to people enough. I know that
street corner meetings and meetings outside
churches and so on are now a thing of the past, but
.t _is still not enough j to bring out a paper. A
mm%n—whg%gthose who are
already won. I sometimes feel that the only time
the public knows that there is a Sinn Fein active is
when there is an Ard Fheis.In Republican Co S
we used to mﬁé&é’@’dﬁn'
when they were suppressed we would still bring
them out again. Every day there is something to do
propaganda about.

I do not think that young people in Ireland have
yet been given enough opportunity to learn from
our earlier generation. They all want to do the
fighting. The leaders have not developed who are
known for propaganda work and do nothing but
propaganda work. And I believe Provisional Sinn
Fein should sit in the Dail. They have the right to

“put up candidates, but they believe that if they go
into the Dail they are recognising the Treaty. But
Provisional Sinn Fein could have the big opposition
in the Dail now, and everythinag in Ireland is now all
hinged on building a republican party everywhere.
A person who knows he hwwﬂ
for himself will not vote for a party that will not
sitin the Dail.

——
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I always try to explain to Sinn Fein the things
my father would have said. I like to go to the Ard
Fheis and sit in among the audience. I went to an
Ard Fheis last year and got into the middle section
of the audience. I wanted to see the young people,
and be among the public. I wanted to see if they
were happy. S

it e IR Apsplit, the Provos were willing to
fight against Partition. The ‘Officials’ started a
political party, and were not prepared to fight
against Partition. As for the Officials, I think they
are a danger. I never had anything to do with them
and I never will have anything to do with them.

The unbroken tradition is saved by the Provos
coming out against the border which cuts us off
from six counties of our country)
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WOMEN IN IRELAND’S FIGHT

James Connolly on the role of women in the fight fQr
freedom. — Margaret Skinnider. — Maire Comerford.
— Madame Markievicz. — Kathleen Lynn.

The Proclamation of the Republic in 1916 gave the
_vote to women, saying that the National Govern-
“ment would be ‘“‘elected by the suffrages of all her
‘Ten and women’’, This means that Ireland was one -
of the first coug_tnes in the world to declare equal
rlghts’i’gr_v_vgr_ngm
““This was along James Connolly’s line of thought.
Many times he stated his belief that no progressive
or revolutionary movement could succeed unless it
had the active_as well as the sympathetic support
‘of women, He often expressed the hope and desire
tThat they should be encouraged and recruited for_
;,Tchve parficipation in the revolutionary movement.
He did not visualise the revolutionary movement
for which he worked and struggled and fought as
being composed only of working class men and
boys, with, in the dim background, wives, mothers
and sisters acting as their quiescent echoes and
never actively Pparticipating in_the shaping of the

ney world which must emerge. His i ip
V)

This chapter is largely based on a speech I made at
a memorial meeting in honour of Dr Kathleen
Lynn.
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the same time they were surprised that all the
fighting had been done by so few people altogether.

“Is this all there are?”” was the amazed remark of
the English officer.

As for me, I have bronze medals for my part in
the Easter uprising and in the War of Independence,
and gold medals for both fifty-year jubilees. This
means that altogether I can wear four medals
across my broad ch@st!

(Another woman who was very involved in the
Irish fight for freedom was Charlotte Despard, the
sister of Lord French. She tried to form a workers’
“party during the 19208, but she was notl accus—
fomed to dealing with working people. She left
bubhn and went up to the North to get at the
Protestant workers. She gave lectures and things
like that, but nothing remains of what she tried to
do,. It was a pity, because she was very sincere,)

¢ (Now once again more women are beginning to
understand that it is time they took part in politics
and not just their husbands. I am particularly
concerned with the girls in Armagh Jjail, and [ now
“often find myself working more alongside women
“than men. Miriam Daly was a republican woman I
liked, though I cannot say I knew her very well.
-T Tiked her courage and her ideals. Her emotions
‘were very strong in her.

~—These are only a few of the women who have
refused to be satisfied with ‘“‘damnable patience”
and who have fought in Ireland’s fight and for a
fuller and happier life for the human race.
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VI
REBEL SONG AND VERSE

Rebel songs. — James Connolly’s songs. — Poems by
James Connolly, Alice Milligan, Padraic Pearse and
others. — Plays by James Connolly and by me. —
Rebel songs and youth.

In Ireland we have many old, ancestral songs about
the fight for freedom, and singing has always
played a big role in that fight. For more may be
remembered of a country’s history and treasured
deep in the heart of a people through a song or a
poem than through the pages of a history book.
Many of these songs thrilled our minds, fed our
aspirations and gave expression to our hopes during
the period of preparation for 1916, and after
Easter week voiced our sorrow, our faith, our rage
and our love. Through these songs we could
envisage the joy of conflict, taste the bitter sorrow
of defeat, and share the aspirations of our dead
heroes whose names became as familiar to us as
our own. Through them our country’s history
became vibrant with life. As my father wrote,
“Until the movement is marked by the joyous,
defiant singing of revolutionary songs . .., it is a
dogma of a few, and not the fai;ch of the multitude.”

This chapter is largely based on a paper I read to
the Old IRA Debating and Literary Society. It
received the award for the best contribution of the
year.
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Though I never sang in public, it used to be me
who would teach our singers my father’s songs.
There was never any shortage of singers. I used to
have to explain to them, “Now, this is not a love
song or anything like that. It is a war song, a rebel
song.”

After 1916, I never did any more singing.

Perhaps the best-known labour song was, of
course, “The Red FlagX, which was written by Jim
Connell, an Irishman.\As my father had made a
name for himself as a writer of labour songs, very
many people thought he had written the ‘“‘Red
Flag”, and I can remember Jim Connell jokingly
suggesting to my father that he was trying to take
the credit for it. My father used to have to keep
explaining to people that when Jim Connell was
written down as the author’s name, it really meant
that, and was not a mistake for Jim Connolly.

I was staying at the house of Madame Markievicz
in Dublin while she was writing her “Grand Battle
Hymn”. She would sit at the piano playing the
melody of an old Polish hymn. She could not sing
but she hummed the tune and chanted the words
to fit them to the accompaniment. I was sitting
beside her when she completed it, and was the first
to hear it. It was very warlike:

Tone is our battle cry, Emmet inspires us,
Those who for freedom fall never can die.
England is breaking, shout we exultant,
England is beaten, Ireland is free . . .

It beca{ne popular at the time‘,’though no one sings
it now. )

(_It was in about 1912 that I first heard Peadar
Kearney’s “The Soldier’s Song”. A Fiannidhe came
backfrom Dublin and sang it for us at a ceilidh in
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Belfast) We liked it so well that we made him sing
and sing it for us till we caught the tune, and again
and again until we got the words. We kept him at it
till he must have wished to heaven he had never
heard the song!

Peadar Kearney also wrote a song about the
rising, which used the same tune as “The Red Flag”.
It began: r.

No worker can e’er forget the day
When Connolly stood midst war’s array.

CWhile England was at a war with Ireland, she
used all her arts to woo Irishmen to join her army,
telling them how brave she had always found them,
and how she had always loved the Irish. This
brought forth songs with a gay, joyous, derisive
quality which spoke of the certainty of minds
which could no longer be misled by English prop-
aganda and also of the growing confidence in rebel
hearts. As one song put it, the Irish

Despise their country’s story,
All they love is England’s glory,
Ha, ha, ha!

Besides his songs, my father also wrote poems.
When he first went to the States he had to leave us
behind, and he wrote a poem called “A father in
exile”, which was published in the “Boston Pilot”
at Christmas 1903. It began:

’Tis Christmas Day in Ireland
and I’m sitting here alone,
Three thousand miles of ocean intervene.
And the faces of my loved ones
in my little Irish home,
Come glancing in and out my thoughts between . . .
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God’s wrath upon the Saxon,

may he never know the pride
Of dying on the battlefield his broken spear beside.
May every light from cross of Christ

which cleansed the heart of man
Be hid in clouds of blood

before it reach that Saxon clan.
For sure, Oh God, and you know all,

whose thought for all sufficed,
To expiate those Saxon sins

we’d need another Christ!

I learned a lot from my father about how to
spéak in public. I learned from him that you do not
get attention by roaring and rampaging. Whether
he was giving a speech or a recitation, he would
drop his voice if he wanted to gain more attention.
That way the audience gets the impression that
what you have to say is terribly important, as you
cannot even talk out loud about it. Recited in my
father’s voice, poems like “Shayn’s Head” sounded
very impressive and very warlike-

Another poem that was a favourite for recitation
by many of the girls was by Alice Milligan. It told
of how when she was a little girl her nurse would
hurry the children in by calling, ‘““‘Come in, or when
it’s dark the Fenians will get you!”, and she would
tell terrible tales about the wicked Fenians:

When I was a little girl,
In a garden playing,

A thing was often said

To chide us, delaying:

When after sunny hours,

At twilight’s falling,

Down through the garden walks
Came our old nurse calling —
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But one little rebel there,
Watching all with laughter,
Thought “When the Fenians come
T’ll rise and go after.”

Wished she had been a boy

And a good deal older —

Able to walk for miles

With a gun on her shoulder;

Able to lift aloft

That Green Flag o’er them
(Red-coats and black police
Flying before them);

And, as she dropped asleep,
Was wondering whether
God, if she prayed to Him,
Would give fine weather.

There were many in the years before 1916 who
stigmatised all thought of an Irish Republic as
utter folly and accused the leaders of that move-
ment of being guilty of at least criminal folly? They
pointed out the power and the strength of England,
and viewed with utter hopelessness any attempt to
win by a trial of arms. Padraic Pearse wrote his
poem, ‘“The Fool”, in answer to them. It ended:

The lawyers have sat in council,

the men with the keen long faces,
And said, “This man is a fool,”

and others have said “He blasphemeth.”
And the wise have pitied the fool,

that hath striven to give a life,
In the world of time and space,

among the bulks of actual things,
To a dream that was dreamed in the heart,

and that only the heart could hold.
Oh wise men, riddle me this:

What if the dream come true?
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youth. From them they can learn of a dream and
dream themselves. They will quicken to unselfish
deeds and in turn become unselfish themselves. They
can learn of the richness of their country’s past, of
the courage of its people in the past, who strove to
ensure that their country should enjoy the stature of
full nationhood. That knowledge can spur them to
determine that they and their children, and all the
children of the nation to come, shall enjoy all the
fullness of living in a country completely free and
unfettered.”
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Vil
IRELAND AND THE WORLD OUTSIDE

The Russian revolution. — Poland. — China. — The
invasion of Afghanjstan. — Africa. — Other parts of
the world.

I heard the news of the Russian revolution while
I was in New York. My first thought was, “If only
father was alive to hear that now — how pleased he
would be!”

The Irish Republicans in the States had some
dealings with Russian revolutioparies who were
also in exile there at the time( An extraordinary
thing happened when De Valera, Harry Boland and
Liam Mellows were over in the States selling Irish
bonds to raise funds to support the Irish people.
This was after the Russian revolution, and some
Russian revolutionaries came and offered them a
great amount of wonderful jewelry. They said they
wanted money badly, as they had run out of cash
and could not even afford an ordinary ticket to
travel back to Russia. They were not supposed to
be there, and so they could not offer the jewelry
for sale publicly because it would draw attention
to them. So De Valera’s party accepted it in pawn,
and took the jewels and gave them the amount of
money they wanted. The Russians were in trouble,
trying to get out of the country and back to
Russia, where the White War was going on at the
time. They never came back for their jewels.
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as I was always so fond of China. That is why I
didn¥ like to see them do a thing that was not
right =

Now China has turned to the right way, I think.
Right from the-start-they-were §0 different from
Russia. They had more the type of socialist free-

dom that my Tfather fought for. My father and

China would have got on awfully well. One thing

that would have made him veg__hﬁgppy_islthaj:‘tﬁg

new Chinese ambassador in Dublin is a woman, and
he was a great believer in equality between worklng

,en_andﬂnen I am hoping to go to meet her
before long.

# % * % * *

Britain has invaded Ireland and is holding it
apart from being a united country. And that is
what the Russians are doing to Afghanistan. It is
the same posmon We must support Af
because it is a s g i
mperialist.
mle of Afghanistan have been left to
fight with poor weapons, and not all the big

weapons the Russians have. But they have blown .

up many of the Russians’ tanks. They have to use
the rocky country for their way of fighting. This is

very much like our flying columns when we beat .

“the Black and Tans. They must feel, “If the IRA
“can do it, Tcan do it.”

Perhaps Thatcher has made a protest, but Britain

has been ‘friendly enemies’ With the Russians —

._help to Afghanistan. I feel very bitter about this.

Of course their troubles are great in Britain, but |

tHW still send ammunition and guns to South
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_Africa to keep the Blacks in Apartheid. But the
" Afghans have been left to fight with poor weapons.
I suspect the reason why Britain does not help is
that the people of Afghanistan held their indepen-
dence for so long, and the British, when they had
India, tried to get Afghanistan joined on. But time
and again the British were beaten back, and they
had to give it up. .

The_Russians have forgotten what socialism
mwther said that ‘“under a socialist sys-
Tem, every nation will be the supreme arbiter of its
own destinies, national and infernational; it will be
“forced into no alliance against its will, but will have
its independence guaranteed and its freedom
Yespected by the enlightened self-interest—ofthe-
‘Sociat—democracy  of - ‘the _world.” “The _inter-_
‘nationalism of the future will be based upon the
free federation of frée peoples and cannot mbe
‘Tealised through the subjugation of the smaller by
the larger political unit.” For my father held the
view that, while it is true that the problems and
we world over are the same, it is
equally true that each and every country must set
“socialism up in the way most suitable for _its own

eople.

The Russians are looking after themselves.
Afghanistan is a very important point for their
imperial jumps. It leads them on to Iran, the
Middle East, the Mediterranean and on to North
Africa. That is what they are after.

* * % % * %

I am particularly interested in Africa. I was in
London on the day of Elizabeth II’s coronation.
There were many Africans in London then, on
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VIII
IRELAND’S FIGHT TODAY

Partition. — Religious liberty. — The renegade Irish-
men. — The hunger strikers. — Portlacise Jail. —
Recent visits to the™States and to Britain. — The
unbroken tradition.

]
My father was once asked how he would describe
a free Ireland, and he replied, ¢An Ireland free and
independent from the centre to the sea, and flying
its own flag out over all the oceans.” It is this
vision which has inspired fighters for Irish freedom
for centuries. SThe Easter rising was just one link in
the unbroken tradition of struggle for this goal.
‘But in the Notth we have arcther enemy besides
the British — the renegade Irishmen, I call them.
They want to be part ot_ﬁfaiﬁ\gmd not part of the
nation where God placed them,~

Ireland was partitioned after we had beaten the
Black and Tans in 1921. It was the first time in our
history that Britain had to come to us and asked
for a truce. But the people we sent over to London
to negotiate knew nothing about diplomacy. They
just wanted freedom from Britain and that is all
they knew about. They had not the wisdom or
training of the British Foreign Office and Lloyd
George. Now that the Truce had brought an end to
the fighting in Ireland, our negotiators were not
prepared to continue the struggle. So they agreed
to sign the Treaty which partitioned Ireland. The
British had won ouf. Ireland was divided and the
struggle was on aga;’r'ls

/
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not to have a second child as she was mentally
unbalanced. As she was a Catholic, her religion did
not allow her to use contraceptives. She avoided
getting pregnant for ten years, but in the end she
had another child. What the doctor had feared,
happened, and she went mad and committed
suicide. _I_think it may come to the idea that
_divorce and these other things should be allowed
_under our constitution. Catholics may be prevented
by their religion in any case.

In the Proclamation of the Republic that Pearse
read from the steps of the GPO in 1916, there is
one bit that I always particularly like, and that is
the part about religious liberty. It says, “The
republic guarantees religious and civil liberty, . . .
cherishing all the children of the nation equally,
and oblivious of the differences carefully fostered
by an alien government, which have divided a
minority from the majority in the past.’” I like this
part because it makes Britain responsible for the
way many six-county Protestants have been led
astray about the question of Irish unity. I think it
is a good idea to put up a copy of the Proclamation
on the wall. That is better than just looking it up in
books. It hits your eye and reminds you of what
you should be doing.

@y father helped to write this Proclamation, and
it is agreed that there is a lot of Connolly in it.-He
was always a worker for unity between Catholics-
4nd Protestants. I do not believe in changes in the

- “Constitution to make Ireland a federation. We are
‘too small a country for a federation. Everybody
“knows that the Orangemen are against sharing
power with the Papishes, as they call the Catholics,
and a federation would only strengthen them and
make them more able to keep the Catholics out of
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any power position in the six counties. The Orange-
hould form a party in the Dail"of the whole
of Ireland, and not be left in powerim—part of a__.
~federal Treland. :
“~ The hunger strike has now shown that not all
the renegade Irishmen are Protestants or even
six-county people. I was shocked at what some of
our TDs have been saying against the hunger
strikers. As for Gerry Fitt, he has used the most
terrible language against the IRA and the people
who support them, and as for the hunger strikers
his attitude is just, “Let them die.” He is someone
who is just o himself and his own career at
Westminster. He has renegaded from this and
renegaded from that. I cannot say any more
because I would get in trouble with the libel laws, so
I shall just say that he is one of renegade Irishmen.

In 1921 we had the joy of seeing the British
troops marching down to the quay because there
was no longer any fighting in Ireland. Now once
again we must fight to the limit of our abilities to
get Britain out of its little toehold in the six
counties. The renegade Irishmen who want to be
part of Britain can always be deported from the
country. Then we can “cherish all the children of
the nation equally” in building an “Ireland free
and independent from the centre to the sea, and
flying its flag out over all the oceans.”

* * * R %

We must all feel so serious and so concerned
about the hunger strikers. So many mothers and
"Tathers, and so many brothers and sisters, and so
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humility and their love of their country that keeps
them alive.

As for that renegade, Gerry Fitt, I have already
said that he uses the most terrible language against
the prisoners. It is only people like this, and the
six-countyite renegade Irishmen, or Orangemen as
they call themselves, who follow Paisley, that can
say such things.

[ My father once went on hunger stri
sentenced to three months in Mountjoy because he
held a meeting of locked-out workers. He told the
court that he did not recognise the writ of the king
of England to run in Ireland. He told the judge, “I
do not accept you. You are a menial of the man
whose writ I do not accept. All my life I have had
the aim of a freedreland, and I won’t give up even
half an inch of it.”>

My mother went down from Belfast, where we
were living at that time, to see what could be done
to get him released. She was told that nobody had
the power to release him except the Viceroy. So
she went to the Viceroy and persisted in demand-
ing his release until the Viceroy agreed. She was
then driven down in the Viceroy’s car to Mountjoy,
with a note ordering the governor of the jail to
release my father.

(-During the last hunger strike I planned to get up
to the North to visit the girls in Armagh Jajl. I
wanted to talk to the governor of the jail to see if
he would let me. He had given me permission to
see them, but that was befofe the hunger strike.
Then, after the hunger strike built up, it seemed I
was not permitted again. I wanted to bring flowers
and books for them at Christmas time. Books are
not provided for them.
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audience, and some of them contacted me after-
wards, asking what they could do to help. There
was a collection which paid the costs of the advert
and organising the meeting.

Amnesty was having an international congress in
London at that time, and I called it up and ex-
plained about our meeting and about Portlaoise
Jail. They explained that it was not on their
agenda. Some of the mothers from our meeting
tried to get the US Embassy to do something. The
man at the US Embassy told them that all he could
do was to send back a report about it, but he
advised us to get in touch with the Human Rights
people on the Continent. But when I got in touch
with them, they regretted that it would take them
a long time to do anything about it, and they
#pcommended that we get back in touch with the

\Amnesty meeting, and they gave me the name and
phone number of the man in charge.

In the end, Amnesty sent three men over, but
they were not permitted to see any prisoners at all.
But it upset the government enough to get it to
stop the treatment.

So we got it stopped. It was a very cheery
thought for me that I helped to prevent it from

going on._)

* * * * * *

I have made two visits to the United States in _

“York to San Francisco and all the way back, giving
falks. I had a Terrific time there. It was about the
women in Armagh Jail that I was mostly concerned,
“and everywhere I went I gave talks about women in
Ireland. They were astounded, Mgasted to
il
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hear that women were in jail for the sake of
struggling for a united Ireland. They had not heard
any news about it. I would not be able to count
the number of radio interviews I had, and I had
four TV interviews. Everybody was horrified to
hear hew the women in Armagh Jail were being
treated.

Once when I was there I came out of the car
onto the sidewalk and there were cameras there. I
had no coat and no hat, and I must have looked
very dishevelled, and that is not a thing I like to be.
But I was interviewed and I believe it was a tremen-
dous success. The interviewer had all the techniques.
I thought he must be someone who knew me, the
way he said, “We found out you were having
dinner here . . .”

I said, “If it’s anything to do with Ireland and
the North, then it’s alright, I’ll speak.”

('The people in the Irish Caucus in the States, as
well as the travel agents, were all very generous in
paying for my travel, and my niece was able to go
with me as well. Her husband was pleased at the
idea of her going. He said to me, ‘“We’ve had a hard
life, and she has had nothing like that before. It’d
be the best thing she’s ever had.”

I was presented with several mementoes during
my visit. The Mayor of Boston presented me
with a very large silver fruit bowl, as did also the
‘Massachusetts State Labour Council. The Irish
Laucus in New York presented me with a silver
bowl and jug on a tray. And the House of Representa-
tives of Massachusetts‘gave e an Official Citation,
signed by the—Senators and State Représentatives
of Massachusetts.

During the last hunger strike I went to Britain
on November 14th. I was to give a speech at the
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hat he felt was right.

ﬂTﬁH—Tu'st_—as—;chey left for the rising, he said,
“Now when we start marching, each of you to the
different posts you are going to, your first step you
take after Pearse and Plunkett and myself,_you
form the Irish Republi y.”

~ T'was in the Citizen Army then, so from then on,
when the two armies joined to form one, I was in
the IRA. And I was always in the IRA afterwards
and I still feel myself to be part of the IRA.

One time I used my father’s last words to me at
a meeting of the Provisionals. I said, “I’ll just tell
you what my father said, and a little little poem I
wrote.”

And 1 told them of how he had said to me, “We
shall rise again.”

And the Provisionals were all very touched, and
they clapped and clapped.

“We shall rise again,” 1 said, ‘‘and we have risen.
This is the continuation — so that the tradition has
not been broken, Here we are rising again. And if
we go down, we’ll rise again!”
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