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your forces in the D.B.C. and in Reis’s building. Be sure
that the stairways leading immediately to your rooms are
well barracaded. We have a post in the house at the
corner  Bachelor’s Walk, in the Hotel Metropole, in the
Imperial Hotel, in General Post Office. The directions
from which you are likely to be attacked are from the
Custom House or from the far side of the river, Dolier
Street or Westmoreland Street. We believe there is a sniper
in McBurney’s on the far side of the river.

JAMES CONOLLY

Commandant General.

The misspellings here are not attributable to Connolly but to
the typist.

During the week Connolly, inside and outside the General
Post Office, was a source of inspiration to the Garrison.

Desmond Ryan refers to “his force, authority and determina-
tion to keep the morale of the defenders to the highest point in
spite of the terrific pressure on them.” Even after he was
wounded Pearse described him as “still the guiding brain of our
resistance.”

On Thursday afternoon Connolly was wounded twice by
British snipers.’ Dr. James Ryan has recalled :°

“....After Thursday morning we were completely isolated
....Up to this the hospital staff was not very busy. Only three
or four wounded had been received. Then I saw James Connolly
come in. Walking quickly to where I was standing he asked
if there was any private place where he might speak to me. I
led him behind the folding screen. Here he took off his coat
and showed me a flesh wound in his arm. He asked me to dress
it and, when leaving, begged me not to tell anybody. He feared
a garbled report of the gravity of the wound might reach his
men and, perhaps, undermine their morale. He immediately
returned to his duties but, before long, he was carried back on
a stretcher, this time suffering from a severe wound in the ankle.
It was badly lacerated, Hprobably from a rifle bullet” at com-
paratively short range. Having no choice of anaesthetic I gave
him chloroform while Dr. O’Mahony, R.A.M.C., one of our
prisoners of war, and Mr. McLoughlin® put the leg in splints.
Connolly suffered great pain and it was only with the help
of frequent injections of morphia that he got any rest. We had
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Our Commandants around us are holding their own.

Commandant Daly’s splendid exploit in capturing
Linenhall Barracks we all know. You must know also that
the whole population, both clergy and laity, of this district
are united in his praises.

Commandant MacDonagh is established in an impreg-
nable position reaching from the walls of Dublin Castle to
Redmond’s Hill, and from Bishop Street to Stephen’s
Green.

(In Stephen’s Green, Commandant Mallin holds the Col-
lege of Surgeons, one side of the square, a portion of the
other side, and dominates the whole Green, and all its
entrances and exits.)

Commandant de Valera stretches in a position from the
Gas Works to Westland Row, holding Boland’s Bakery,
Boland’s Mills, Dublin South-Eastern Railway Works, and
dominating Merrion Square.

Commandant Kent holds the South Dublin Union and
Guinness’s Buildings to Marrowbone Lane, and controls
James’s Street and district. On two occasions the enemy
effected a lodgment and were driven out with great loss.

The men of North County Dublin are in the field, hav-
ing occupied all the Police Barracks in the district, destroyed
all the telegraph system on the Great Northern Railway up
to Dundalk, and are operating against the trains of the
Midland and Great Western.

Dundalk has sent 200 men to march upon Dublin, and
in other parts of the North our forces are active and grow-
ing.

In Galway Captain Mellows, fresh after his escape from
an Irish prison, is in the field with his men. Wexford and
Wicklow are strong and Cork and Kerry are equally ac-
quitting themselves creditably. (We have every confidence
that our allies in Germany and kinsmen in America are
straining every nerve to hasten matters on our behalf.)

As you know, I was wounded twice yesterday and am
unable to move about, but have got my bed moved into
the firing line, and, with the assistance of your officers,
will be just as useful to you as ever.

Courage, boys, we are winning, and in the hour of our
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Street Hospital in safety. I remained, but now my only patient
was Connolly. He asked to be put in a bed with wheels or
castors so that he could be moved to the front hall. This was
done and he resumed command of the garrison. Nothing could
conquer the will of this man....Now came hurried orders for
evacuation. . ..

Pédraic Pearse with drawn sword stood at the side door leading
into Henry Street and each man in turn rushed across to Henry
Place directly opposite. . . .

Connolly was carried across on a stretcher. . . .

There was little time for rest on Friday night though the
men were tired out. Some of them worked hard boring through
the walls dividing the houses on the East side of Moore Street,
others kept watch and some, overcome by fatigue, slept at their
posts. None of the leaders slept. . ..

On Saturday morning we moved from house to house through
bored walls. The openings were small and Connolly’s stretcher
would not pass through. We had to put him in a sheet and so
carry him northwards. He must have suffered torture during
that journey but he never complained....”

Richard P. Gogan, T.D., of the G.P.O. Garrison, recalls:’

“We were in the last group to leave the Post Office. The
group included James Connolly and the other members of the
Provisional Government. I believe that Sedn Price was one of
Connolly’s stretcher-bearers and that possibly Paddy Meagher
(R.I.P.) was another. When we moved over Henry Street into
Henry Place an attempt was made by a Volunteer to break
into a stable and he shot himself in the attempt. At this stage
Connolly pulled my rifle from me and told me to help carry
him. We brought him into a stable in Henry Place (O’Brien’s
Mineral Water Factory). The people in the houses there—
“shut in” all the week—were maddened by hunger and by the
firc which extended from Messrs. Drago’s premises in Henry
Street as far as the stables. In no uncertain language Connolly
told us to get him out of that! Sein Price and I carried him
from there to Cogan’s shop at the corner of Moore Street.
There Dr. Jim Ryan attended him as well as a Volunteer, P. J.
Murray, who had been wounded in the retreat. Connolly gave
orders that holes were to be knocked in the walls up to the end
of Moore Street with the idea of joining forces with Volunteers
reported to be in the premises of Messrs. Williams & Woods.
This was done. . ..”

Julia Grenan was in Cogan’s shop. “We were in a parlour at
the back of the shop,” she recalls,” “when Miss O’Farrell came
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