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astounding calmness. She had seen all three, 
digging for dams, and kidded them about 
watching the squirts. All three, but she only 
knew the Jennings boy. She'd been on her 
way home and she saw both trains coming, 
clear as day, and she hollered too and maybe 
they heard, maybe they didn't, but they 
stepped out of the way of one plumb into 
the other, right straight into the other. 
They'd been digging clams for supper, see 
them clams scattered along the cinder. 

I took down their names and nature of 
their injuries mechanically. T h e Jennings boy 
was dead. You wouldn't have thought it look
ing at him from one angle, it was necessary 
to see the back of his head. Most of the 
crowd was looking at the back of his head. 
They scarcely said anything and moved 
around stealing glances at each other. They 
seemed stupefied and callous although it might 
not have been callousness at all. After a while 

they were all gathered on the side where they 
could see the crushed skull. The woman who 
had seen it all repeated the details. 

From where I stood the boy was just a pale 
and ragged child sleeping. He had the yel
low button of Uncle Al's Farina Boys pinned 
to his shirt but there was nothing notable 
about that, every third boy carried it in those 
days. Instead of being large, his forehead was 
narrow and covered with moist strands of 
brown hair. There would have been no sense 
in shaking his hand or kissing his cheek. 

I began walking away slowly but then I 
started running with the pencil and the paper 
in my hand. Faces from the windows asked 
me what happened but I ran until I got to 
the engine and both the engineer and the fire
man were leaning out. 

I said, "What ' s your name?" 
"Thomas O'Flaherty," he said. "This is 

the first accident I had in eighteen years. I 

heard the other fellow's whistle, but I didn't 
even have a chance to blow mine. Those kids 
were right on top of me. I got kids of my 
own, why did God have to do this to me?" 

I didn't take any of that down. A man 
came from the other side of the engine and 
said, "Sorry, Tom, you'll have to start now." 

I saw the conductors getting on again. The 
thing to do then would have been to go 
aroiipd to the hospital and all three homes 
and ask questions and call the paper and ask 
for Schoen, the intelligent rewrite man. Hel
ler would have slugged that for page one in 
the late edition but I thought let them pick 
it up from the wire service. I ran back to the 
car where I had left my hat. I thought let 
them pick it up from the goddam teletype. 
I felt winded sitting in my old seat and the 
pencil was still in my hand but some of the 
copy paper had dropped away and I crumpled 
the rest and threw it out of the window. 

When Ireland Revolted 
BRIAN O'NEILL 

This Easter week marks the tmentieth an
niversary of the IQ16 uprising in Dublin. 
The rising has more than an Irish interest; 
for it was the first people's revolt against the 
imperialist war of igi4-iQi8. Lenin was one 
of the few Socialist leaders outside of Ireland 
who understood its full significance. He 
hailed Easter week in Dublin as the begin
ning of the world crisis of imperialism and 
an indication that in the struggle of the 
workers for a Socialist world, the oppressed 
colonies would be their powerful allies. 

The rising began on Easter Monday, 
April 24, when little more than 1,000 men, 
armed only with rifles and revolvers, took 
possession of strategic buildings in Dublin 
and set up an Irish republic free of British 
rule. 

Three streams of Irish thought were per
sonified in the leaders of the revolt. Padraic 
Pearse, a poet of rare quality, represented 
the cultural renaissance of Ireland that had 
taken such forms as the Gaelic League, the 
Abbey Theater which "went to the people" 
for its subjects, and the so-called "Celtic 
Twilight" school, led by W. B. Yeats, John 
M. Synge, etc. 

Thomas Clarke represented the militant 
nationalism of the Irish bourgeois democrats, 
organized, after the defeat of the Fenians in 
1867, into the Irish Republican Brotherhood; 
and James Connolly, greatest of Marxians 
writing in English at the time, represented 
the working class and revolutionary Social
ism. 

The rising lasted from Easter Monday to 
the Saturday following. For two days the 
insurgents were supreme, but then the British 
government poured 20,000 fully equipped 
troops into Dublin, whose tanks and heavy 

artillery did great damage and compelled the 
Irish leaders to surrender. 

The imperialists took a savage vengeance. 
Connolly, Pearse, Clarke, Sean McDermott, 
Eamon Ceamot, the poets Joseph Plunkett 
and Thomas MacDonagh and eight other 
Irish leaders were court-martialed and shot; 
Roger Casement was hanged in London, over 
2,000 others were tried and deported. 

Defeated though it was, the rising opened 
a new phase in Ireland's revolutionary 
struggle for freedom. Brian O'Neill, a bril
liant young Marxian of the new revolution
ary generation in Ireland, has completed a 
study of the Easter revolt which is being 
published in Dublin this week. The follow
ing chapter from his book describes the mili
tary aspects of the revolt and analyzes the 
political factor that was perhaps the chief 
cause of its defeat.—^THE EDITORS. 

A, T 9:30 on Tuesday morning Pearse 
/ - % wrote a statement to be issued in 

Irish W a r News, the little printed 
paper published from the General Post Office 
for the first and last time that afternoon. He 
wrote sanguinely. 

"At the moment of writing the Republican 
forces hold their positions and the British 
forces nowhere have broken through. There 
has been heavy and continuous fighting for 
nearly twenty-four hours, the casualties of 
the enemy being much more numerous than 
those on the Republican side. T h e Republi
can forces everywhere are fighting with 
splendid gallantry. T h e populace of Dublin 
are plainly with the Republic, and the 
officers and men are everywhere cheered as 
they march through the streets." 

Pearse was anticipating when he said there 

had been twenty-four hours of continuous 
fighting. As he wrote he could hear the 
chatter of machine guns mingling with the 
crack of rifles from the south of the city; 
the second day was beginning briskly. 

T h e British forces had evolved a plan by 
Tuesday morning. In the darkness, at 3.45 
a. m., a troop train arrived at Kingsbridge 
Station from the Curragh, and with it 
Brigadier-General W . H . M . Lowe, of the 
Reserve Cavalry Brigade, to take command. 
General Lowe had already large forces at 
his disposal: 

2,300 men of the Dublin Garrison. 
1,500 dismounted cavalry of the Curragh 

Mobile Column. 
840 men of the 25th Irish Reserve In

fantry Brigade. 
A battery of four i8-pounders of the 

Royal Field Artillery from Athlone. 
Lowe decided to break through to Trinity 

College, in College Green. A small garrison 
held Trini ty for the Government; with his 
position strengthened there, and a clear line 
of communication established from Kings-
bridge and the Castle he would be able to 
move up troops into the centre of the city 
and cut through the Republican network. 
The College dominated the whole centre of 
the city. 

Small bodies of British troops got through 
during the night and took up position on the 
roofs of the Shelbourne Hotel and the 
United Services Club, overlooking the north 
side of Stephen's Green. 

I t had been a raw, cheerless night for 
Michael Mallin's men in the Green. Sen
tries stood at all the gates; the remainder 
had spent the night in the summer-house or 
in the trenches dug under the shrubbery. 
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The original forty of the garrison had swol
len to sixty—workers on their way home 
from factories and docks on, Monday evening 
had walked into the Green to enlist. Some 
had never handled a rifle before. "Wil l ye 
look at the cut of himself!" chuckled the 
others as they looked at one of the new 
comrades. He was in a dress suit, coat tails 
sticking up and white shirt front pressing 
into the clay as he squinted along his barrel. 
A nearby hotel was looking for its waiter! 

Just on dawn the storm broke. Bullets 
threshed the shrubbery and whipped the lake 
into ripples. The insurgents heard the rat-
tat of a machine gun up above them on the 
roof of the Shelbourne Hotel, and Mallin 
drew back his outposts as three fell dead. 
T h e rifles blazed back, but could do little 
damage at such an angle. 

Whether it had been intended to hold the 
Green permanently is disputed. If not, the 
wonder is that a night was spent in it, for 
a dozen snipers could rake the wide space 
from any of the tall buildings around and 
be secure from counter-fire. In any case, 
Mallin soon saw that the place was unten
able and ordered its evacuation and the 
seizure of the College of Surgeons on the 
Green's west side. 

By 7 a. m. the College of Surgeons, a 
grey, staunch building impregnable to any
thing but artillery, was in the hands of the 
Republicans. 

Later in the day General Lowe decided 
to clear the way from the Castle to Trinity 
College, for the handful of insurgents in 
possession of the City Hall and the Daily 
Express building held the seat of the Gov
ernment in fee—a shocking position—and 
made it impossible for the British reinforce
ments to pass along Dame Street in large 
bodies. 

A detachment of the 5th Royal Dublin 
Fusiliers was ordered to take the two Re
publican posts. The City Hall was cleared 
first, and a bombing party shook the Express 
building with their hand grenades. But the 
return fire was heavy, and a bayonet charge 
was ordered. Covered by machine guns, the 
Fusiliers advanced and burst into the build
ing. There was fierce hand-to-hand fighting 
on the stairs, then the weight of numbers 
succeeded. "The dead bodies of 26 rebels 
were then found on the premises." 

A glance at the map of Dublin shows 
the importance of this victory. General Sir 
John Maxwell was justified in reporting: 
" I t divided the rebel forces into two, gave 
a safe line of advance for troops extending 
operations to the north or south, and per
mitted communication by dispatch rider with 
some of the Commands." 

But the full importance of this British 
success was not seen yet, and at all other 
points the advantage lay with the Irish. 
Michael Mallin's retreat to the College of 
Surgeons had strengthened his position. In 
the Boland's Mill area Eamonn de Valera's 
men were displaying splendid resource and 
mobility, and completely dominated the sit-

DEATH ON T H E BARRICADES 

uation. The Four Courts and Jacob's Fac
tory were almost unassailed. An uneasy 
lodgement had been effected by the 3rd 
Royal Irish Regiment in the South Dublin 
Union, but the losses had been heavy— 
Major Warmington, the commanding ofScer, 
and his second in command were both among 
the fallen—and on the Tuesday evening the 
British decided to withdraw. 

At the Republican headquarters in the 
G.P .O. hopes were high as Tuesday closed. 
Reports of risings in the countryside filtered 
through into the city; if only the country 
had not been stampeded by Eoin MacNeill's 
order and would draw away some of the 
weight of the British forces from Dublin. . . . 

And James Connolly's mastery of military 
detail was hearteningly impressive to the in
surgents. T h e Socialist writer and agitator 
was proving himself the most outstanding 
man of the Rising. No outpost was too 
small to receive a note of guidance and en
couragement. One such note, sent out on 
Tuesday, was found by the British later: 

Army of the Irish Republic, 
(Dublin Command) 
Date, 25th April, 1916. 

Headquarters, 
To the Officer in Charge, Reis and D.B.C. 

The main purpose of your post is to pro
tect our wireless station. Its secondary purpose 
is to observe Lower Abbey Street and Lower 
O'Connell Street. Commandeer in the D.B.C. 
whatever food and utensils you require. Make 
sure of a plentiful supply of water wherever 
your men are. Break all glass in the windows of 
the rooms occupied by you for fighting purposes. 
Establish a connection between your forces in 
the D.B.C. and in Reis' building. Be sure that 
the stairway leading immediately to your rooms 
is well barricaded. We have a post in the house 
at the corner of Bachelor's Walk, in the Hotel 
Metropole, in the Imperial Hotel, in the 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, from D'Olier 

A. Bethel, 1848 

Street, or Westmoreland Street. We believe there 
is a sniper in McBirney's on the far side of the 
river. JAMES CONNOLLY, 

Commandant-General. 

Such attention to military details was 
invaluable. But it is a pity that Connolly 
himself should have been overwhelmed by 
the military technicalities of the fight. He 
was the man of the Republican leaders who 
could have seen that an insurrection has two 
sides: it is a military operation; it is also 
a political struggle. Against the overwhelm
ing military might of the enemy the in
surgents should have brought only one wea
pon; mass support. "If only the people had 
come out with knives and forks," de Valera 
is reported to have said in the last hours 
of the struggle, and the exclamation summed 
up the chief weakness of the revolutionary 
side. 

Writers have drawn attention to the de
fects in the military plans for the Rising, 
but no weakness or false step was as disas
trous as the insurgents' chief omission. From 
midday on Monday until early Tuesday 
Dublin was in the hands of the revolution. 
But no printing plant was seized, except 
the Daily Express ofiices, and here the print
ers were turned out of the building at the 
point of the bayonet. 

Had every available printing plant been 
employed through Monday night in running 
off revolutionary newspapers, manifestoes, 
leaflets in thousands, Dublin on Tuesday 
would have rung with the call to the 
struggle and a substantial reinforcement 
would have been assured even if it were 
too much to expect the whole city to rise. 
The recruits who at all points on Tuesday 
were slipping through the British cordons to 
join the various revolutionary commands 
were an indication of the response a broad
cast appeal might have secured. 
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