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TALL as’a spear, commanding, enigmatic, his eyes
so dagk and .deep that it is difficudt to see their
expression, his face deeply lined as with many
cares, the face of a thoughtful man, but a face that
reveals little—a good face for a politician—a voice
that nobody could call soft or rich, for it is rather

like the harsh beat of a muffled bell, tight lips,®

hands that gesture but little, with long slender bony
fingers that might as well be the fingers of a
musician as a soldier,—this is the first impression
one gets of Eamon de Valera, President de jure
eof the Irish people, President de facto of the Irish
Free State. But as he begins to talk those dark
eyes do not so much #®&h as seem to burn sigesgeir
sockets, and the long fingers close within the

until they strain the white skin of the knuckles—
one thinks of Parnell’s sapphire ring, which in his
rage he used bury in the flesh of his fingers—and
the evoice, though still ringing asewith a muffled

clapper, rises wgd carries clear and distinct, hard, *

metallic, Jike platdwum. Yet, somehow or other,

one never seems to be able to penetrate behind the

brown mask of his lined features, and, as was also

true of the last great leader of the Irish rfce

before him, Charles Stewart Parnell, he eludes

you and you leave him wigh his secret, as unsolved

a riddle as the.Sphinx. It is in the hope of being

able to see something of the humanity that lies
®
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He was "the best oved and best hated man in
Ireland. As the bitternesses and partialities pf
thtose years passed away one might have hoped to
study with some chance of success this §enacious
fighter, but who would have wished*to paint what
then seemed a thwarted and defeated life, a life .
of long labour and tireless sacrifice that seemed .
doomed to be dogged by failure and shattered \ o
hopes? Now, however, it is clear that President
De Valera has definitely arrived at the end of one *%
period of his life (which may be the crowning
period of his whole career), and from this vantage
point it is possible to look back over those fifty °.
odd years, almost wholly devoted to thg service of
his country; it is possible to survey the road over
which this stormy petrel, this Fiery Cross of Irish « »
politics in the twentiethe®entury, has led his %
it is pgssible to survey his work in one comple
section, to tell the amazing story of his life, not
of course as yet as a finished thing, but as a fully
rounded story, with all its dramatic crises, all its
tense,excitement, its hopes and fears and dangers,
crowned by thigextraordinary climax, which, like
the conclusion of ome cycle of a play, is being even
now enacted before our eyes, the ending of oneg o
great story, the prelude, one fervently hopes, “as
harbingers preceding still the fates,” to an even
greater, if lass exciting one,

o
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PART I
EARLY -YEARS' TO 1916.



CHAPTER 1L

L]
CHiLDHOOD, BOYHOOP AND YOUTH.

Our of what matrix has this man come, out of _
what rock—for no other image is possible—was

he hewn?

| 4

“ Turbulent and haughty, proud and keen, as
Spanish steel.” .

L]
It is important to know this, for has not one of the

® wisest of Irish pwets,ed.E. said that the h of '
childho.od is “thronged with fate”? m\

“All the strong powers of Dante were bowed

To a child’s mild eyes,
That wrought within him that travail

. From depths up to the skigs,
Inferno, Purgatorio,
And Paradge.”
Fittingly, when one recalls the course of Irish
history, he was born of a Spanish father and an
Irish-Anietican mother, born un e shadows Of

towens of Babylon and the

plains_of ea. The fire of Spain and the

*/warmth of Ireland were spilled into his blood,
(]
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in their eats opposjte “reared on seed-cake and
lemonade, boiled with rage.” (How strange that
within a little over thirty years, and yet not so
strange for all that, this young child playigg under
the shadows eof the skyscrapers should, with a
rifle kicking at his shoulder in a Dublin mill, blgw
into contemptuous forgetfulness that gallant story
of Westminster!) When he was three years old
the Home Rule Bill"of 1886 was deieated, and
with it hopes of Irish freedom were dissipated
for two generations. So that young De Valera
was destined to grow up in Ireland during one
of its worst periods from the national point of
view, and it is a testimony to the independence of
“his mind that he did not become a pure West
~* Briton in the deadudoldrums of that most miserable
period of Irish politics in which he grew
boyhodd, a period when the personal rancours of
the Healy-O’Brien-Dillon squabbles so enervated
and befuddled Irish nationalist thought that enough
money could not be raised to ere¢t a monument

(o} Wolfe Tone for the Nmety—Elght centenary !
oung alerawwas then sixteen. He had been
given a p'rimary education in the gentle valley of

the Maigue at the Bruree National School, and
later with the Christian Brothers in Rath Luirw,
a quiet towp set in a pastoral country, where, it
may be, the ghosts of that famous company of song-
sters, the Poets®of the Maigue, went rollicking at
night beneath his window, singing their enigmatical
1<. [ ] .
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he was réugh and hearty at his games, Rugby,
cricket and the like,«for in those days Blackrogk
was, just like any other West British institution,
indifferent to the aims of the Gaelice Athletic
Association, which had been foufided in 1884,
and which was-destined to be one of the mgst
powerful agents in the awakening of a truly
national spirit among a, people sunk in the morass
of apathy after the Parnell debacle, with its
miserable aftermath of internecine strife. But
when the games were over his large lips would
close, his eyes would become clear and thoughtful
again, his pugnacious and somewhat aggressive
nostrils would relax, his speech wowgld become
egracious and his manner courteous, and, as always
o in later life, even to this day, his whole being
inspire respect rather®™®an awaken affectio®™ In
that, again, he is like Parnell, and was totally"™
different to Michael Collins. He kept his secret

from the beginning.

ARLY MANHOOD. .

The rest of his :xouth and early manhood is the
story of a student. He gained a_scholarship to
the old ROE Universitx in_mathematical sciencey
became conversant with Latin, Greek, French and
English literature, was conversant with SpanisTx,
spoke Irish *fluently, thought of taking up astro-
e e el T Ueersity

&iegree, and became a most successful teacher of

mathematics m such colleges as Rockwell, Black-
¢
L] .
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in the back streets of Dublin. It was the slums’
ublin, the fou] rookeries of the Coombe,

the network of tumbledownery about the Broad-
stone and Inchicore, that threw up the w1ld and
whirling figuge of James Larkin,-that *bred the
’.’ slow, sullen firg of rage and hate in the heart
Tof James Connolly and that founded the Irish

Citizen. Army. In,a room in Wynn's Hotel one ® -
October night in 1913 a score of men, youths and e

boys, including MacNeill, .Pearse, MacDonagh, =
and The O'Rahilly, founded the Irish Volunteers.
De Valera threw himself whole-heartedly into the
movement, and quickly rose to the rank of com- e .
mandant. He had unsheathed his sword for
Ireland. He was destined not to sheathe it again
while he Tived. B 3

After that tNTMRs &egan to move quicklyg

In the North the keen, saturnine, hatchet faes
of Efward Carson was leading the Orangemen
into open anarchy. “I do not care twopence
Whether it 1s treason or not,” he shouted at
Colgraine in September, 1912. Qn the night of
the 24th of April, 1914, 35,000 rifles were landed *
for Carson’s Arthy at Larne from the Norwegian
steamer Famny out of Hamburg. On Sundgy.
afternoon, July 26th, Erskine Childers and his
wife appeared off Howth with a yacht contairffng
2,500 rifles and 125,000 rounds of ammunition.
At midnight of Augusg 4th the Hounds of
War began to bellow over Europe. On Sep-
tember 30th Eoin MacNeill and 15,000 men

\ [ ] .
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school teather with the gaunt frame, the aloof
manner, as of an ascgtic or a recluse, the sad eyes,
which, to one observer at least, had so much of the
Dantesque suggestion of ““the man who had been
in Hell,” stared like Cortez on a peak in Darien—
though his peak,was only the sandbagged Windczw
of a flour-mill, out into a new world. What was
it to bring to him and Ireland? A new and
wonderful life? An answer to all his noble child- e
hood dreams? Or an end to all things? He has ®g
been called a dreamer. But not even in his
wildest dreams can he have had even the faintest
conception of what the fates held in store for e |
him and for his people. But even if he could

ohave foreseen some of it, this was no time for

, dreaming. The cry was out, “Upon them!
Victory sits in oUr™hebns!” Already rifle-fiig was
cracklipg in the distance. The night was fallings®
and who should tell what that ominous dark should
bring?
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On the morning of April 24th, 1916, there were
just under two thousand five hundred British
troops in Dublin, divided among five barracks—
Marlborough, Richmond, Portobello, Rpyal, and
Wellington. Within half an hour they could have
marched to apy central point of the capital.
Obviously swift action was required if the insur-
gents were to take up their allotted positions

without bloodshed. In point of fact, so swiftlywe 6

did they move that at the moment Eamon de %
Valera was occupying Bolands’ Mills the whole
force of about eleven hundred Irish Volunteers
were throwing themselves into similar positions e
all around the city, and within twenty, minutes the
capital was in their hands. It is difficult to imagine
that the tide of any nation’s history has ever
turned more swiTtyethen that. .

The Volunteer plan was simple. They wouké
hold a series of strong positions in a wide circle
about Dublin. They would retain the freedom of
the centre of the city by means of a few inner
posjtions. The military history oé the week con-
sists in the gradual battering in of those outer®
strongholds and “the tightening of a circle around
the main inner ones, until O’Connell Strgety
crumbled away in a hell of fire.

It is not difficult to visualise the scene. The
Liffey, flowing from west to east, divides Dublin
in two. On Ehe northerpn side is Fairview, with
its open spaces, cut by the embanked railway line
from Amiens Street to Belfast. On the south side

y 25 .
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Qﬂ. They dreamt of greater things than that
Snd._thcTefore well-gight AT wite:— K12 /]
ol 0 '1.
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our dream, not waine, /

BoLanps’ Mireé, @ < i

trate icaﬁ one of the essential lines of attack $ e S
andmg_-y: ntrusted to De Valera. He was _o
Brigade Adjutant for Dublin, but he returned -
to his old battalion to occupy Westland Row,

a stretch of the Kingstown (Dun Laoghaire) line,
Bolands’ Mill, and other buildings. Bolands’ Mill

is a gaunt, gray flour mill on the canal, which % 5
proved a storm-centre in the fighting.® Near it is
an old distillery, and in this he stationed, with
consummate strotemigal eskill, a few sniperg, dis-
playing boldly several tricolours so as to distracte
the aftention of the British from the mill, where
his main forces were encamped. On Monday
evening, also, he sent his men to talk among the
people and tell them openly of his supposed plans
for 'pouring men, under cover of darkness, into
the distillery. The result was that, when the
bombardment began, the distillery was shattered to
pieces, while the bakery escaped almost unhurt.
In action he proved himself a born organiser amd
soldier, cool, and brave in every unexpected crisis
or desperate situation. I have heard one of his
men say that *De Valera, hurrying to and fro .
among the barricades, or directing the firing from

P T
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fighting began almost at once in this quarter,
and the evening of Monday was raucous with the
crackle of the rifle-fire of snipers in the distillery
and the .mill, and others acting as outposts on
houses on Northumberland Road and Clanwilliam
Place and other houses in the neighbourhood of

Mount Streegﬁndge commanding the road from <

Dun Laoghane into the city. This obdurate, relent-

less battle of marksmen went on all through the ¢

week, and out-lasted the rising in other parts of the
city. It is a strangely mixed quarter, the squalid
slums of Ringsend contrasting with the staid and
respectable houses of the Mount Street area, but the
fighting equalised all. Rich and poor alike crouched
in the basements of mansion or tenemeft while the
air thundered overhead. The stray shots flung the
® ragged body of smglure-child on the road, and,

doubled up by the railings of an area, there laye

for the whole of one day the fur-coated body of a
wealthy professional man. The dark and narrow
laneways, the crumbling, crazy houses, the
mnumerable alleys, the yards tha{ abut on one
another and make a kind of fenced street between
the blocks, the gimcrack walls that can be easily
bored to'cut a retreat, and in the better quarter
the Georgian style of architecture, that gives on
the smooth unbroken roofs another aerial strest,
made the emtire quarter, rich and poor alike, an
ideal battleground for the adventurous sniper.
The troops neVer knew ‘where the next bullet
might come from, and, as an armoured car would

39°o .






Tuesday  another thousand came. Then ,troops
poured in from England on Wednesday, and with
amazing stupidity they marched four abreast into
De Valera’s trap at Mount Street Bridge, Half a
dozen Voluntgers were here able *to do terrible
havec until the, house collapsed in flames upgn
them, and o:@one man escaped. The Sherwood
Foresters will not wyet have forgotten that march
to Dublin. By Thursday shelling was general.
The very ground beneath the bakery trembled.
“What shall we do if the roof falls in?” asked
one of his men of De Valera. “Let it,” he replied.
He was everywhere, that tall, commanding, pic-
turesque, lean-jawed figure, encouraging his men.

—e But the enemy was closing in on him, as on

every position, taking some, though they never
took his, drawing™Me ®chain tighter abou¢ bis
chief, Pearse, in O’Connell Street. From the tall
roof of the mill he could see of nights across the
calm waters of the bay, where the British search-
lights were sweeping from the Great Northern
Railwgay embankment the Fairview lme of defence;
he could see the glow of O’Connell Street, a deep
orange fire in the sky, and hear the rumble of the

artillery lashing brickwork and limestone inte

pieces. Over there was Pearse and Connoll
and The O’Rahilly and the three tattered tri-
colours floatihg bravely over the Post Office. The
Helga had chuygged up the Liffey and blown
Liberty Hall into a ruin. There was no lull in
the ceaseless crackling of rifle and machine-gun,

(D8ss) Ae ¢
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the whole of Dublin, had almost driven them man}
with fear, and, the darkness descending on them
increased their terrors. Their cries and shrieks,
and the ‘cries of the little ones constantly rose in
the night air, War, that they had so often read
of*in the }rs preceding, had suddenly gnd b
unexpectedl’fdescended on them in all the horrorse °
of reality. Hbw the Volunteers managed to sur- P«
vive so long in that blazing inferno still remainsw®
an astonishment and a wohder, as it was then ¢
to the Dubliners of the outer suburbs, who saw

troops, fully equipped with artillery and machine-

guns, pourmg in daily from England. Well nught :

where he lay with a gangrened foot and a shat— .
tered thigh:— = ¢ .
L J
,,‘/? ‘“®Soldiers, let us remind you what you have
\_ done. For the first time in 700 years the
flag of a free Ireland floats triumphantly over
Dublin = City. The British Army, whose
» exploits we are for ever having dinned into -
our ears, which boasts of having stormed ©
the Dardanelles and the lines of the Marne,
behind their artillery and machine-guns are
afraid to advance to the attack or storm afty
.positions held by our forces.” 3

He made special reference to De Valera :—

Cog}r@mmmmmpmi-

tion from the Gas Works to Westland Row,

holding Bolands’ Bakery, Bolands’ Mills,
o3e g i
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CHAPTER I1I. P

“This héritagesto the race of kings,

Their children and their children's sced e=g

Have wrought their prophecies in deed
Of terrible and splendid things.”

—Joseph  Plunkett.

AFTER that terrible dash across the bullet-swept
and flame-lit Moore Lane, in througly stables and

= houses to new positions, the Post Office garrison

had spent Friday night boring through walls for
a retreat, snatching®a Yew moments’ sleep® when-
everethe chance offered, eating out of their handS
as they wielded the crowbar and pick. The Post
Office roof had collapsed as the last man left the
blazing building, and the flames, released from

their imprisonment, roared, blatk and smoke- .

thickened, dark-red and venomous above them in
the air. All Saturday morning they waited, sur-
prised at the strange lull outside. The O’Rahitly®
was dead, Connolly wounded, communications gut.

The end was clearly come. Negotiations were
. opened by ‘the British by means of a priest, and

Pearse, firm as a rock, walked out to discuss the
terms of surrender with the enemy. At two
o’clock the Post Office garrison marched out into

. Il ;
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terrifying than the previous inferno of concussiofl
on concussion. When a priest who had been
allowed through the cordons to attend the dying
and wounded, civilians or Volunteers‘ brought
word on Saturday night of the, ©’Connell Street
sufrender, De Valera could not believe it to.be
true, and at once refused to surrender unless on
a written ofder. ¢Severe as the casualties were,
he and his men were ready to go on fighting until 4

L4
[ 2

[
L J

they had fired their last shet, and even after the .—'—'

written order was brought to him on Sunday
morning, and he sadly decided that he must obey,
isolated groups of his men still refused to yield.
As late as Wednesday individual snipers were still
duelling desperately with the enemy, Jodging from
roof to roof, with the cordon gradually closing
tighter and ti§hter,~unﬁ1 finally the last mgn was
either captured or, abandoning his gun, dived intee
the labyrinth of the Ringsend slums and was lost
in the crowd. (It will be remembered how
Sean O’Casey utilises this kind of incident in the
amazing last act of The Plough apd the Stars.)

THE SURRENDER.

And’so it happened that that Sunday mornipg,
was almost as silent and quiet as the Sunday
before. The crackle of flames might still *be
heard or ah occasional sniper’s bullet., The Mass
bells’ resonanf chime mijngled with the clanging
grounding of arms where the British troops lined
the streets about Ringsend waiting for the

0-77‘ [
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he murmured. to. himself, “Ah! If the people ¢
had only fought with knives and forks!” But
the Great Adventure was ended. Cathleen seemed

//' “bound tighter than ever in her chaips,
“And <the high house ofN®’ Neill

»

Gone down to the dust. . . .
It is now ower sixteen years since that glorious
Week, and no disparager of the Irish cause has

yet been able to besmirch the history of that
gallant adventure, or detract from the bravery
of those who took part in it. But if it was
magnificent, it was terrible. Five hundred British
military were killed and wounded, and almost as
many civilians. British shell-fire and® the con-
™ flagrations that followed caused damage to the
® extent of two arml a half gillion pounds. Builglings
like the Royal Hibernian Academy, the Linen Hall o
and the Post Office were reduced to smoke-
blackened shells. How many Volunteers were
_—killed or wounded will never be known, but in
/_Glasnevin _Cemetery alone from April 27th to
ay *4th there were 415 burials, of which 216
ere deaths from gunshot wounds. One of the
most glorious streets in Europe remained a tangled
mass of ironwork, fallen stones and crumbling
bjriCk. . Y

AENTENCED TE) DEeATH.
And then the®*madness 0% blood-lust entered the
hearts of the victors. Vae Victis was the cry—
Do

HUMEUN .
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had been made to-use his American citizenship to ¢
save him, It is certain that, were it not for the
fact that he was one of the last to surrender, he
would have gone before the firingsquad with the
first batches. As it was, the horrof aroused in the
country, the protests in the British Parliament,
and, perhaps, ‘the gallantry of his fight, preserved
him, as if by™a Divine Providence, to lead his

people in the great struggle that was to follow, «

and to lead them as he leads-them to-day. With
William . Cosgrave  (the ex-President), Eoin
MacNeill and four others he .was sentenced to
penal servitude for life, and with them and some
two thousand five hundred others he joined the

~ long roll of Irish felons. With calm and dignity

e De Valera *liad‘i faced the court-martial which
sentenced him to death® with calm and dignity

" he regeived the news of his reprieve. Looking e
up from his book—it was a copy of The Confes-
sions -of Saint. Augustine—he thanked the mes-
senger and went on with his reading.

L]
'Prison,

-

By the end of May 139 men had been sen-Jee Z',,

tenced. The courts were busy during those weeks,
and their decisions prompt, and 2,330 men had
been deported. Herded in the hold of a cattl®
boat, handciiffed in pairs, they were shipped—
much as Mitchel was shipped to Australia in a
boat where there were cockroaches as long as his
finger—to a variety of English prisons, or to the

a1 ¢ .
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these encounters the men of Easter Week and o

their comrades from throughout the country began

to consolidate into a new force; it was in English

jails that the nucleus was formed of those organi-

sations which, five years later, welé to smish the

forces of repression in Ireland. ©Once a bullying Y

Governor raged because he would not stand up’ o

and remove hW.pgison cap in humble salute.

“ Malke. the fellow stand!” he cried to the warders. ‘

Rising, De Valera brushed the.advancing warders

to one side, and, striding up to the astonished

Governor, he looked him between the eyes. “I

would remind you,” he said contemptuously, “that

I have just as much contempt for a bully standing :
or seated.” > >

o In December the Frongoch internees were\:(“ 1o
released—among ®them Cellins and Griffith. . In ”é

the same year De Valera was removed to Lewes /

where the majority of the sentenced men were

now congregated, and here he became and was

elected the chosen leader of the prisoners. So that

when he was ultimately released, ip June 1917,

and landed in Treland he was acclaimed there as =<,

the surviving leader of 1916 and the acknow-

ledged leader of the surviving rank and file.

Before that happened, however, he had led many

a stormy battle behind prison walls. One of hi®

first acts of rebellion in Lewes was when he met

Eoin MacNeill 1n the prison yard. Remembering
Pearse’s words,*“ Both E8in MacNeill and we

have acted in the best interests of Ireland,” he

43" .
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drove through the crowded streets of Dublin,
cheered on all sides, singing as they drove, the
song Mrat.was later to become the anthem of
their country: ; 4

Men of the Pale,
The long-Ywtehed day is breaking.
The serried ranks of Innisfail

Shall set the tyrant quaking.
Qur. camp-fires now are burning low,
See in the east a silvery glow,
Qut.yonder waits the Saxop foe,

So chant a soldier’s Song!”

Thousands saw for the first time the Yall, dark-
eved figure of their future leader. Those sad
eyes of his, dark and deep, but transparent gvith
honesty, lit up to see the serried crowds and to
hear them roar their cheers to him and to his
men. It was a proud moment for him and, as
he rightly felt, for the Irish cause. And as he
listengd to the words of the song, echoed by a
thousand throats, the Marseillaise of Ireland, he
must have felt his heart leap at the prophecy of
the words, See in the east a silvery glow! Why
should he not? Was there not a new day dawning
for his beloved land? *

“Sons_of the Gael, | -

Dun Laoghaire at the head of the prisoners. They ,

N



=PART TWO.
FROM 1916 TO THE TREATY.
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CHAPTER I. * o
With the release of De Valera from jail in June
1917 a new era opens in the history of Ireland,
and his own lifé™®nters on a new stage. Hitherto
he had been, in the main, a soldier; now he is
to take up the role of politician and statesman,
never to lay it down again. And yet, being the
leader of an unfree people, his Kfe as a statesman
was to have all the excitement knd abnormality
of a soldier’'s. He was still the magked man,
the man who had been sentenced to death for
treason and tg penal servitude for life in a
convict prison as a dangr to the State. F8r if
to thedrish people he was the Sampson who would
crush the Philistinian tyrants, to the British he
was the ringleader of a murderous gang of rebels.
He was faced by the enormous task of building up
a new party, a new policy, of givihg that party
a policy and a constitution, of gathering up and
uniting into a compact body all the stray forces
and tend@ncies of nationalism in Ireland, ofe
reorganising the Volunteers, of educating the
people to a proper understanding of the policy of
Sinn Fein—all at the same time that he fought
the remnants of she old Irish Parliamentary Party,
and carried on, at first a defensive, and later an
aggressive warfare with the British authorities in

490" ;,.
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"as a candidate for the vacant constituency 4f East®
Clare, hitherto represented by Willie Redmond,
who had been killed in action in France, on June
7th, eleven days before the release of ‘Dg Valera
and his fellowsprisoners. Here in Daniel O’Con-
nell’s constituency the released felon stood before lo
the world and his fellow-men as the standard- e
bearer of a new Treland. Yet he hardly realised,
as yet, the nature of the fight to which his country ® g«
had called -him. Like Washington, who left his ¢
farm for the battlefield, De Valera had left the
class-room for the barricades and the prison cell.
Now he was called to the public platform, and * |
Ireland laid its hopes and half-formed gspirations
in his hands. “God give me patience,” he said
at this time. gGod give me patience to address  +
all these meetings!” It ‘was only gradually®that
it dawned on him that he was the chosen leader
of a nation, and to the fight to achieve its freedom
he must for ever sacrifice all his own. Slowly he
began then to see that a gesture behind the
barrieades is one thing, but a gesture from a 4
public platform is quite another affair. The
people were ready to vote for him for his own
sake, i/ admiration of the men of Easter Weeks
in contdmpt for the Irish Party, even in hate of
British rule, but they would not go on voting
on these lines for ever unless a definite policy
and a definite lime of actiony were put before them.
So by day he spoke and by night he thought, and
that silence that is now habxtual with him
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*descenged on him for the first time. He became
the thinker after being the fighter, and the furrows
on his brows deepened and that tell-tale little line
between his eyes cut deeper into his flesh. “This is
the side of De Valera’s life to which little or no
thought is ever given, but it is by far the tnost

o important side. It is by his integrity, and depth,

‘w
[
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and soundness as a political thinker, or his shallow-

eness and dishonesty and duplicity that any states-
man must stand or fall in the final judgment which
history will make of his fitness as a leader. The
year he had spent,in jail and those early days of
his political career were the most important years
of his lif.e, for in them he had to grasp the
fundamental problems of his country’s cause, In
those years he mapped out the ungharted country
of hes life, and of the Mfe of his people.

The Clare _election of 1917 was fought furrously,
and even bitterly—a harsh introduction for De
Valera to the arena. It was clear to the “ Party ”
that if they lost this fight their day was done, and
they fought to®the last ditch. One of their parti-
sans expressed their hopes for the success of Mr.
Patrick Lynch, K.C—their candidate—in a lam-
poon that was more humorous than pr(')ﬁxgtic —

® “De Valera so quare O, has come down to
Clare O,
A mighty great hayro, the Party to quinch.
But this bould caballero shall doff his som-
brero

And sink to the Lere O, behind Paddy Lynch?!”
. 74
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Alas! fqr their hopes, De Valera was gelected®
by 5,010 to 2,035 votes. The election brought his
name before the entire country, and from that
on his name took the place that Pirngll’s had
once held in the hearts of the II'lSh people.

The forces which he found to hand were, apam ”'
from various unorganised sections of nationalist®
opinion—Sinn Fein, the Volunteers, the Gaelic
Athletic Association, the Gaelic League, Fianna®e*
Eireann, and the Irish Republican Brotherhood. e
Of these, he would not actively take part in the
IR.B.—although he had been a member of the
society before Easter Week—and, in my opinion, .
it was the gravest mistake of his entme political
career. It was to have, ultimately, the most serious
consequences ¥r the nagon and for himseli; .

The great difficulty of every political leader N ey
Ireland from O’Connell to his own day had
always been the same difficulty of uniting in one
the two almost irreconcilable influences—the
physical force men and the constjtutionalists (or
semi-constitutionalists, as Sinn Fein was in 1917).
The Young Irelanders discredited O’Connell. The

Fenian? and the Land Leaguers almost smashgd s
Parnefll. The Sinn Fein Volunteers shouldered
Redmond into a premature obscurity. The LRB.
were never really controlled by De Valera, and,
as their power grew and grew, they became

gradually a menace to his influence, and finally
they outmanoeuvred him. Had De Valera joined
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*the neyy IL.R.B. in 1917 there might have been
ne Civil War in 1922,

De Vargra’s Lire Task,

Immediately after Clare he threw himself into
*™ @e work of reorganising Sinn Fein and "the
® Volunteers.
From the beginning De Valera stood between
*sy “these two forces. It was necessary, in view of
{'.the forthcoming Annual Convention of Sinn Fein,
or Ard Fheis, to revise the Sinn Fein Constitution.
Day after day was spent in argument with Cathal
. Brugha and Arthur Griffith—the Father of Sinn
Fein—tryvimg to placate the “die-hard” on the
one side and the self-confessed compromiser on
‘s the ofher, Griffith alwaysea little dftrait—he was
the real dreamer of that trio—holding that the
Constitution was a little too stiff for the péople,
Cathal holding to the military creed of 1916,
In Irish there is a proverb which says that “in a
quarrel whoeve} comes out safe, or does not come
out safe, the man between never comes out safe.”
In this case the proverb had the delusive wisdom
wmm 0of the Sibylline oracle: the two extremes have
died without proving the wisdom of their%t).eliefs,
aild Eamon de Valera has suffered so much in
his honourable attempts to hold the balance be-
tween warring parties for the sakeeof his country
that he is more likely than not to assent to the
truth of the old saying.
N e




Meanwhile the country was being rousefl by alf
sorts of meetings, concerts, lectures, Parades,
aeridheachts, feiseanna, sports, and games. Each
organisation contributed to the’ nationgl resur-
gence. But nothing helped so much as coercion.

Thére were many arrests and raidings for the &

Karpose of arrests, and when in September Thomase
MﬁAany_lmlﬂm_hmmLﬁrxke
the whole country wa S.

In this atmosphere the Ard Fheis met, and
Arthur Griffith _standing aside, De Valera was
elected President—backed by the I.R.B., who dis-
trusted Griffith’s pacifism. “In Eamon de
Valera,” said Griffith, “ we have a soldier and a
statesman.” In conclave De Valera showed him-
self to be a gan who never played to the gallery,
or tried to exploit his personality; he had, nd it
is still true, very little facial play, smiled rarely,
and rarely gestured. He presented a stern appear-
ance to the crowded Mansion House, with his
dark hair, dark eyes, and dark face, sharply
chiselled—especially in the line efrom nose to
mouth. He insisted on a careful discussion of
every point—his critics thought too careful, 2nd
said hec had the professorial trick of delaying en
small points—but it was due actually to his
passion for detail and his desire that the mee‘rmg
should not be a mere show-meeting, but a serious
and scrupulous discussiop of the position and
policy of the new Ireland.

e
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Secretary were given to members of the Rrothers
hood, and although De Valera was electe® Presi-
dent, the majority of the Executive were members
of thesecret society. It must be remembered, in
the light of what follows, that the Volunteers

were directed by this Resident Executive—althoug]} o o

there was also a so-called General Executivegq
which had no real power or influence. De Valera’s
real influence, therefore, his actual and potent;al
control over his followers, lay mainly in Sinn ®
Fein, or in the political side. The military forces,
the Volunteers, were an autonomous body. By

him in Sinn Fein stood Cathal Brugha, among e

others; on the Kesident Executive of the Volun-
teers—Michael Collins, Eamonn Dufgan, Sean
McGarry, Fionan Lynch, and others. Early in
his career the stage wa®set for the tragic elrama

of conflict which at one period almost threatened eme

to close it.

MoreE COERCION.

It was in the winter of 1917 and spring of 1918
that Sinn Fein began, to all appearances, to lose
ground. Although in August of 1917 Mr. Cos-
grave had won another victory over the “ Party”
in Kilkenny, in Armagh, Waterford and Tyrone
the “ Party ” defeated the abstentionist candidates.
In other words, unless De Valera could put
forcibly to thes people the meaning and significance
of the cause ‘or which Easter Week had heen
fought he might soon find himself at the head of
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CHAPTER IH. .

R

It may be said that from the spring of 1918
Irish affairs began not so much to move as tqQ
whirl. On the 9th of April Mr, Lloyd George®
had proposed the extension of the Conscription ®
Act to Ireland. On the 13th Field Marshal Haig
declared that the Allies had _their “backs to ,
the wall,” and, “belisving in the justice of our
cause, each of us must fight on td® the end.”
On the 17th of May, Ireland having massed
together to™ Tesist Conseription, De Valerg had, °
as described, been arrested with scores Of aup
the other leaders of Sinn Fein and the Volunteers
and thrown into prison. In April, too, the Irish
Convention had produced its farcically divided
report, having wastec the better_ part of a year
in useless talk, and having failed in everything
except in providing the British Government with
a reply to foreign critics on the state of Irelagd. =
In France the Germzns had broken through the
Allied lines. &

England was roused, and Ireland was roused,
and the gloves were off on both sides. England
against Ireland, Ireland® against England, were
both being lashed into a fury. And yet, how

97 -

-






Dublin and Liverpool and London. On og 0c¢cap
sion CatBial Brugha was in London perfectildg plans 1
for personal reprisals on the heads of the British
Government if Conscription should be enforced,

with its inevitable aftermath of bloodshed. Arms

were being imported. Govermment offices were_
being tapped for information. Munitions were, «*
being manufactured in secret. Propaganda was :
being spread publicly and secretly throughout thg
population. All this, as yet, was indeed no more
than a preparation and a foretaste of what was ®
coming. The ground was being made ready

for the battle of the following years. It is impor- .
tant to remember, however, the tense atmosphere
that gradually developed in Ireland®from the
summer of 1918. In that hot, dry, excited air

a name lik& De Valer®s was like a toreh to °
powder. -w

Sinn Fein was suppressed by proclamation in
July, and with it the Volunteers, Gaelic League
and Cumann na mBan.

All this time De Valera chafed jn jail, and his
lieutenants outside chafed to have him with them. g
In December, the War having come to an end, a
General Election was held—the first General Eleg- -
tion since 1912: the first appeal to the entire [/ /
country to detlare for or against Sinn Feifi. ‘
Two things mainly appealed to the electorate.

The “Party” was discredited in the eyes of the

people, and the British G8vernment was in utter

disfavour. Out of 106 Irish representatives, the
ﬁl. . ol
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his feelings and tunderstand his eager att%pts te
find a way of escape. The responsibjlity’ would
one-day lie on his shoulders—and here he was
powerless to aid or interfere. One thing he was

able to do in jail. He planned for the future.
Onte free he decided to go to America as thess e
representative leader of the Irish people, both toe Y
raise money for a National Loan and voice the
Irish cause, and, if possible, through the mediunt o™
of American politics to influence American states-
men on behalf of Ireland’s claims. He hoped,
in other words, to bring Ireland for the first time
into the arena of international politics, and who ®
will deny that it was at least a  marvellous
gamble?

TuE EscapE FroM LIN@DLN. [

It was not, then, of himself he was thinking “™*
as one morning he fingered the keys of the prison
chaplain, where he saw them lying on a press in
the sacristy. There was, the prisoners knew, a
pecwliar gate in one of the walls of the prison
which seemed to give egress to the world outside. ¥
Perhaps one of these keys would fit that gate to
freedom! It was the work of a few momemts
as he lit the candles for Mass to collect in Ris
palm some of the warm wax and to press the key
into it. Now the problem was to get the impres-
sion out and % facsimile key in. Sean Milroy,
who happened to be in Lincoln with De Valera,
drew a humorous postcard hﬁ\ded Christmas 1917
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raced swiftly to the gate, then actually ‘seen af
close quarters for the first time, only tp fhd that
it was a double gate. Collins had a duplicate key,
and thrust it in the lock. He tu.x"ned'it.. Tt held
firm. He struggled with it, and to his horror it
snapped off short, one piece remaining in his fistes> o
the other clogging the keyhole. o %

Tuae Broken Kev. e ™~

At the some moment De Valera, with two
comrades, Sean McGarry and Sean Milroy, stole
down the corridor from their cell and across the
prison yards to the gate. The skeleton key fitted, *
and De Valera swung open the inner dogr. Parted
by the outer gate, the free men and the prisoners
looked at ogg another, C.olhnss bulky shape out-
lined against the sky, De Valera’s lanky *form
against the prison buildings. “I’ve broken a key
in-the lock, Dev.,” Collins almost sobbed. De
Valera, with a cry, thrust his own key in from
the opposite side, and, by one of those chances
of fortune that do not always favour the brave,
he managed to eject the stub of Collins’s key. ¢
Again the skeleton worked. Tke outer gate swung
open. They were free!

The remainder of Collins’s arrangements workegl
like clockwork. Their hearts leaped once again
when they came on a party of soldiers in the
fields, but Bolahd’s" salutatjon disarmed suspicion,
and they reached the waiting car in safety. At
once they set off by a reigy of cars to cross
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seen in the open in Ireland until the 'I‘uce ob
1921. Foreign journalists saw him in sedet, led
blindfolded through the night to wherefhe worked
in secret: He became a man of tystdry. And as
romance gathered about his narie, the Yove and
admiration of the p=ople grew until it knew DQg
bounds. s e

LeapeEr oF His ProrLE. "

He was now. elected, in April of 19}_{, Presi- ©
dent of Dail Eireanr—the first Irish House of
Representatives since the Act of Union—and
Ireland, beginning gradually to. learn the full ®
extent of the meaning of the polic;; of Self-
Reliance, was turning ‘o him for guidance in the
practical business of national reconstruction. That
same April, as if to emphasise the challenge®thus
laid down to British rule, the first barrack in *=*
Ireland was attacked and taken at Araglen by

Volunteers under the command of Michael Fitz-
‘gerald. The Dail declared itself the de jure
Parljament of Ireland, ard set abow¢ making itself, .
as far as was physically possible, the de facto .
Government. Such a contest had probably never
before been heard of in history—a_rivalry for
government between a handful of “wanted” mep
and the greatest Empire of the world. And at
the head of that handful an escaped felon! Tt
sounds impossible even now, and to many then
it sounded farcical and lullicrous. But time has
shown which won! J
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* CHAPTER IIL

-

“QOh! rough the rude Atlantic, the thunderous,®

the wide,

Whose kiss is like a soldier’s kiss that will not
be denied,

The whole night long we dream of you, and
waking, think we’re there—

Vain dream and foolish waking, we never shall

see Clare!”
—Emily dawless.

AMONGST Tee IRISH EXJLES.

The history of the Irish struggle during 1919
and 1920 is divided between Jreland and America,
and the honours are to be shared equally. At
home things got hotter and hotter, and gradually
the country found itself living in the midst of a
fr1ghtfu1 guerilla warfare, waged in the streets
of its cities and towns, out on the hills, along the
country roads, until every day became an adven—
ture, and murder and hcrror walked hand-in-
hand by night. In America, from June 1919 ®
December 1920, De Valera was rousing the mil-
lions of Irish gxiles in support of the struggle at
home, travelling Americas from coast to coast,
addressing vast and enthusiastic audiences, co}-
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therefore, to consider the superhuman na&lre of
the task that met him when he first changed out’
of his disguise in New York and drove to his suite
in the Waldorf Astoria to begin h1s campalgn

AMERICAN PROGRAMME.

. . . . .« @
He had three main objects in view. He-was in

New York as the acknowledged representative of

the Irish people at home appealing to the Irish

-

race abroad. He went there, that is to say, as ae® T
publicist and a propagandist. He appealed to the ‘»

exiled Irish for financial support for the struggle
being waged at home. And he hoped to use the
Irish vote in American politics to obtain official
American recognition for the Irish® Republic,
declared in 1916 and supported by the elections
of 1918 an®& the first D#l of 1919, of whigh he
had been elected President. Of these the last was
without doubt the most ambitious scheme, and the
most difficult, and it was from the first fore-
doomed to failure. It meant, in fact, that he
was_gambling on the hope of thrqwing the entire
weight of America, in one of the most crucial
periods in the history of international politics,
against the power and influence of the British
Empire, and not against the British Empire alone,
but against its Allies, and, even later, against tfle
avowed policy of the ILeague of Nations, who
must inevitably support its members against the
efforts of any external ceuntry to alter its terri-
torial boundaries. What a tagk” for any one man
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for such, and as such he undertook it, wheﬁmcr he
was to Succeed or fzil. The hardest thigg that’
one may say is that he was unwise to 'ha?#:g even
attempted it. '

Already in 1917 Dr. McCartan had ®gone to
America as an envoy from the Irish at home,
and in 1918 Diarmuid Lynch had been appomted
Secretary of the American organisation called the®
Friends of Irish Freedom founded in 1916, while
in February, a few weeks after De Valera’s escape @

from Lincoln, a great Irish Race Convention was %

held in Philadelphia (@) to urge Ireland’s right

to be represented at the Peace Conference, (b) to

send delegates to observe and report on Irish con-
ditions, and (c¢) to inaugurate a fund %n support
of the Iris}.x cause. 3y the time De Valera had
arrived at New York the®Germans had signegl the
Treaty, but, as President Wilson sadly confessed
to the Irish delegates at Versailles, “1 came here
with very high hopes of carrying out the principles
as they were laid down—there was a lot I hoped
for sand did not get.”

So De Valera closed the Fund opened by the

Philadelphia Convention at over one million=®

dollars, and launched the External National Loz.m
for five times that zmount, while at home the
Déil had sanctioned the immediate issue of a Lo&n
of £250,000. It might be said here that in other
ways Americaesubscribed, through such organisa-

tions as the Irish Voluntters’ Dependents’ Fund,
the National Aid Associati and the White
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generation—a crowd mad with a frenzy of,
enthusiasm, yelling, weeping in their otion,
crying out his name and the name of Ireland,
waving " American and Sinn Feif flags, Cheering
afresh at every attempt he made to address
thetn, so that it often happened that he would
have to stand for a full fifteen or twenty minutese
looking down over an excited sea of faces, listening
to the thunder of their cries, there met in such
gatherings three hundred years of bitter and fond,®
wild and unhappy memories. All the pent-up and
long-starved love and hate of the exile broke out

in such a meeting; the generations shook hands e

across centuries of time; this man was not merely
De Valera, the man who had stood in the barri-
cades whilegthe English guns thundered about him
and the Irish flag fluttered over his head, Bt he
was their Tone, their Emmet, their O’Connell,
their Parnell—their ideal leader of a mighty if
banished race. Little wonder they poured their
money at his feet, from the man whom six genera-
tiors of exile had raised to the ferst rank in the
judiciary or in commerce to the boy or girl whos#
eyes were still wet with the tears of farewell,
and in whose minds the homely picture of the
farm they would never see again had mot yet
faded.

Tre HoMe FronT.

And, while all this whs grjgvously perturbing
the British Foreign Office, agfhome the fight was
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e
end of 1919. In January 1920 the Black and
Tans were already being organised _ing Great
Britain; and by February the most nerwe-wracking
feature ' of the Terror came int§ being—namely,
the Curfew law. At first from midnig}]t, then
frotn ten o’clock, and in some places, like Cork
City, at one stage from as early as five o’clock ine
the afternoon, every living soul was required to
be within doors, and as soon as darkness descended
the civilian population became entirely at the®
mercy of the military and police. The nights
became horrible with riflefire and the slow,

)

ominous tramp of marching men.. No man knew e

when those heavy steps might not halt at his door,
and then | His wife or his children might
next hear the crash of revolver bullets and the
screams of a dying man. In March the TLord
Mayor of Cork was murdered at one o’clock
in the morning in the presence of his wife by
armed police with blackened faces. On the other
hand, Alan Bell,, who was attempting to smash
the eNational Loan, was taken fsom a tram at
Ballsbridge, in Dublin, and shot in the open street.

In April over three hundred evacuated RICT 2

blockhousés were destroyed by fire in a singhe
night, and almost every Income Tax Office in
the country was either raided and put out of
action or burned to the ground. By the summer
the English reeruits to the R.I.C., for ever after
to be known as the Blacl® and gl'ans, were to be
seen about the country, and lg’:fn, in the words
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CHAPTER 1V. " % ]

TrE GUERILLA WAR. *

FroM December 1920 to the beginning of the.
Truce in July 1921 Ireland was truly gorged with
horror. In those eight months the Reign of Terror e
reached its peak. Even now, nearly twelve years N
after the close of that terrible period, there must be
many in Ireland to whom the sound of a shot at
night brings back in a sudden rush of fear all the
tense, nervous atmosphere of that time. Even
to-day a footfall on the pavement or a Guard
testing the®lock upon the door can be suffigient ¢
to evoke a picture of a city so quiet and silent .
that it might be deserted, the streets in utter
darkness—for not even the street lamps could be
lit on account of early Curfew—and then on the
window a sudden blaze as a silent Lancia car pours
its powerful searchlight along the face of the
houses, seeking in every doorway and alley forewmg.s
the croudging figure of a “gunman”; and theg,

in the distance, breaking the awful silence, the

roar of a machine-gun and the crash of explodin®
bombs. For the British troops were on edge,

their nerves ragged from long confinement to
barracks, and the constan¢ peril in which they
moved.
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then dashing for cover down side-alleys or sides
streets, frusting to the confusion or their jatimate
knowledge of the city to get safely away. It was
only after long consideration, and under the pres-
sure of circumstances, that this form of street
fighting was sanctioned by Headquarters. When
Macready took over command in April 1920 there
were only two divisions, or some 20,000 military

in Ireland. By August he had the strength o e

four divisions, or 46 battalions; by December 51°
battalions and six cavalry regiments, and a little
later 104 armoured cars, Peerless or Rolls Royce,
innumerable lorries and lighter cars for city and e
country patrol work. In addition there were
Auxiliaries, Black and Tans, regular RIC with
official ang unofficial CID men, spies, agents
provocateurs, and all the other various GdVern-
ment agents, that must have brought the forces
of the Crown to at least 50,000 men. Against
these, who literally swarmed in the streets of
Dublin, so much so that one could not walk from
onee end of Dame Street or Grafton Street to
the other without rubbing shoulders with scores
of them at any hour of the day, there were in
Dublin 2¢ no time more than eighty full-time mem,
counting together the “Squad ”—the small band
attached to Collins’s Intelligence Department, and
the A.S.U. (Active Service Unit), who were
chosen men of® the Dublin Brigade. The military
and police and detectives *had fecome, with their
increasing numbers, far mord active and astute
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clearly got completely out of hand and turneq
brigands” As brigands they acted from tl-it time

on. - In March 1921 they repeated in LimeTick the «
horror 6f the shooting of Lord Mayor MacCurtain
in Cork, when, on the night of March Zth, they
murdered the Mayor and ex-Mayor of Limerick
in the presence of their wives. It would be impos-e *
sible to list all the terrible occurrences of those

last eight months of the Anglo-Irish War, bué e
there is scarcely a home in Ireland at the present®
day which could not tell a half-dozen incidents of

the terror that surrounded it night and day.

De VALErA 1IN HIDING.

Nor is it possible to describe the stfain under
which De \./'alera and his comrades worked during
this period. Imagine a glunt old Georgian I®use,
one of those with which Dublin was filled during «
the eighteenth century, situated in a semi-
fashionable quarter not a hundred yards from
Merrion Square. On either side the houses of
respected professional men or Goveynment officials,
at least one of them blissfully unaware that on
the other side of the wall, facing him where b —
sat before his fireplace, was the most badly wanted
man in the British Isles. There were times when,
as a military patrol tramped slowly down Mount
Street, De Valera’s shadow could easily have
fallen upon theeblind, and it happened at least once
that when a patrol, in theecoursg of one of those
routine, mechanical and rathey perfunctory raids [
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that were the order of the night at that time,
entercd\that house, the raiders walked over the
secret Miding-place where De Valera crouched,
not daring to bréathe until they should hdve gone.
On rare dccasions a foreign journalist, having been
, driven blindfolded-in a closed car about Dublin
* e or half an hour, would be led by the hand to the
doorway. A peculiar knock or ring, and he would

o ¢nter the dark and rather gloomy hallway. Then
%he would enter one of the finely proportioned
¢ rooms which are the great attractions of these old
houses, and there in a corner, or huddled over

o the fire, he would see, his hands full of papers,
his face pale from his long incarceration, ceaseless
work and %ntold responsibility and worry, the man

of whom it is no exaggeration to say that at the

’ time eall England was h8wling for his’blood, and
» all Ireland aching for the chance to die for him.
Here, while the fighting men carried on outside

the work he began in 1916, he had to try to
keep a cool, consistent head, to supervise and
attempt to co-grdinate, as head of the Cabjnet,

the work of the various departments of DAil
==sFireann, especially the work of its representatives
aproad; and, at home, of the courts, propaganda
and finance—and all this, or almost all, by means
o despatch and courier, only rarely daring to
leave his hiding-place, and then always for govern-
ment reasons only, and never for amy such trifling
cause as exercise or a heeath of air. Nobody who
has not experienc& working under these nerve-
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racking conditions can imagine the strain of such
a life. There is an old Italian motto which might
be written over the door of such a house—#Cor ne
edito, Eat not thy heart! Nothing but his mar-
vellous constitution, which, however, it thight be
added, is already showing the marks of a strenuous
and abnormal life, could have sustained such an, « %
existence, and nothing but an iron will could
have carried him through and out of so long 2
conflict with his principles unshaken and his cone
victions firm as steel. Not merely did he urge §
on the constructive work of Sinn Fein—especially
the Arbitration Courts which gradually usurped ,
the position of the British Law Courts, and the
work of the Propaganda Department, ®hich was,
next to thg LR.A., the most efficient, powerful and
hated weapon of Sinn P®in against the Brisish—  ©
hut it was also his duty, from the day he returned
from the United States, to watch the peace feelers
which the British were sending out from April
1920. If there is one British thing the Irish
hage always learned to fear, and with good reason,
it is British diplomacy, and it would be difficult
to exaggerate, therefore, the satisfaction it gam® e
the revolutionaries through all these peace moyes
to feel that they had at their head a leader in
whose iron will and rooted convictions they cofld
place absolute trust. It steadied the army, and
it steadied the people during that most difficult
period of the early summser of 1921.
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Peace “ FEELERS.”

Thege peace efforts had begun to be earnest
from Jdnuary, when Archbishop Clune, df Perth,
Australia, saw Griffith and Collins on behalf of
Mr. Llo;’d George, but nothing had gome of them,
and it was clear that the British Prime Minister

‘e gwas only manceuvring for position. In April Lord

Derby arrived, and was led, by the L.R.A., to meet

« De Valera. General Smuts and, later, Sir James

Craig followed, but neither of these political scouts

¢ said or did anything which led De Valera to take

them seriously. Mr. Arthur Cope, Assistant
« Under-Secretary. at the Castle, was the last of
these envoys, but he was also the first serious one.
He was % firm believer in self-government for
Ireland, and from May 1921, when Mr. Lloyd
George seems first to hdve made up his mind to
recognise the power of Sinn Fein and call a
conference with it, he worked tirelessly to bring
about an ending to the bitter relations that had
for so many hundreds of years existed between
the two islandss Matters were, however, moving
with their customary slowness in these fields of

- Beace, as if by way of contrast with the horrible

\ collapse in fire

swiftness of events in the field of war. ~ Perhaps
it.may be well to record here that the last great
event which occurred during the Anglo-Irish
struggle was the destruction of the Dublin Custom
House, which contained, among othér offices, those
of Inland Revexgce1 asd Customs, and whose

smoke was for many the

'
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symbol of the fall of English civil administration

in Ireland. In the operation six men were killed,
twelve wounded, and seventy captured..

TrHE TRUCE. 5

Yet, in spite of these various prologues to peace,

the end came with startling suddenness. De Valerag o 2

was in the garden of a house in Blackrock when

a foot-patrol casually entered and came on him,

They did not recognise him, strange to say, bu#®

they found suspicious papers on him, and more in ¥

the house, where his secretary was at work, and
they took him to Dublin Castle, where he was.
recognised. To his dismay, they released him,
and quite openly the man for whom ®everybody
had been gearching took a train from Westland
Row to Greystones—surly a dozen people ®must
have recognised him and gasped—and, to the
astonishment of his family, walked in home the
evening after his arrest. He felt that this strange
release was an effort to discredit him in the eyes
of she people and his followers, and for the whole
of the following day he was too troubled to work.

But meanwhile Mr. Lloyd George’s invitation f° -

a conferénce was on its way, and on the 24thea
courier drove up to the door of his house m
Greystones and handed him the letter, heavy with
seals.

Within a week he had met the chief members
of the Southern Unionistebloc. He asked for and
was granted the release of fis colleagues who

087‘ .
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were in jail, and with them met General Macready
.

on July 8th, to arrange terms for a truce. These

were ddly arrived at, and fixed to come into force

on July 1ith 1921 at twelve midday. " Up to

the last®hour the LR.A. kept up the offensive,

.  and then silence and quietness fell on the country.

* o Lurfew was lifted, and people could walk abroad

once more. They breathed a sigh of relief,

« devoutly hoping that in that sigh they wafted

sor ever the Anglo-Irish struggle into the realms

¢ of history. As events have proved, they do not
appear to have sighed hard enough.

e« The fight was not ended—it was merely post-

poned.
L J
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FROM 1921

PART THREE.
TO THE PRESENT DAY.



X ' CHAPTER I

TaE Civii WAar.

THERE can be no Irish biographer of De Valera |
who would not wish to pass over the period o'ﬂ
the Civil War—not, one hastens to add, because
there can be recorded a single action of his
during those years of which any man could
possibly be ashamed, but because that period
of internecine strife, horrible for anybody, was
for him a period of complete despair.

For the portion of De Valera’s life on ghich
we now enter is the tragic act of the drama of
his life. It is a drama within a drama, a doubly
sorrowful story, the descent into the inferno.
In this period he must have felt the appropriate-
ness of Dante’s image in which he compares life
to a dark wood, for he was to drink to the full
the cup of disappointment and see all his dreams® ‘.
tumble about him like a house of cards. %

First of all, some pictures of that period recur
to the mind, and may be suggested here so *hs
to recall the atmosphere of the period.

From July 14th to September 30th 1921
De Valera was dueil-janxth ﬂoyg George,

manceuvring for position against one of the wiliest
L
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ing it without prejudicing his. Yet he was almost
in despaar that any result would ever be achieved,
and, when one of those notes was broughy to him
one night he leaned his face on his, hands and
groaned, “I fear we shall never arri®e at a o
settlement with such a man as-this!”

And then I recollect, _too, the night of Decembey , -
7‘ th, when News of the Treaty was wired to Dublin,
/afd Eamonn Di Duggan came across with the docu- %

ment. De Valera was to open a big Aonach 05
Fair of Trish sh_goods_at the Mansion House that
evening, and, I believe, later to go to a Dante
centenary celebration. He had the slip of paper,

:am EIS hand when he staggered on the platform,

is face frozen with horror and surpeme.  &is
Voice was gonme. Twice he tried to speak and
failed, and then ispered, “ You will fergive @

me—I1 cannot e a speech . . . ave
SFEIRN Ead...bad...news,”

en he limped irom the stage.

/

YET ANOTHER MEMORY.

On the morning of the closmg of the Four
Courts the Republican sheets were going to press,®°..
while net a hundred yards away down on the
Quays the guns were vomiting shrapnel at the
Irregular positions. Childers rushed around %o
De Valera for a message on this new and terrible
situation. © What shall we do? We must attack
them.” De Vale__Rausej. Then he sald qmckly,
“No! No! No! Don’t say a word. I'll settle it.
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i set.tle it.” Thinking, as always, of peace and
enity, he may in that moment have gone tdo far
in his gfforts to conciliate Rory O’Conpor. He
confessed 'a}lrnost as much later, and afterwards °
he hadeto bear the blame and brunt for Rory
O’Connor’s action jn hastening, if ot originating,
that awful conflict.
Long after that fateful 4 a.m, of June 27th
. 1922, when the bombardment of the Four Courts
Jegan, the blame of the Civil War has been
unjustly thrown on De Valera, and since, as the
leader of the people, he takes the glory of the
fight against the British from 1916 onward, it
* may be suppos&l that he can carry the blame for
1922 2lsem It is the common lot of leaders. But
in his case it is most cruelly unjust to blame him
for the events of 1922, He was not therp the leader
of the people, but the leader of a minority, and a
political minority at that. Over the militarists he
had no control, and they avoided or rejected his
influence, so that when he issued his Cease Fire
Order in May 1923 he only did so because the
chastened militdrists were only too glad to accept
..*+ hjs control that they once rejected, and to accept
his magnanimous offer to try to pull together the
stattered remnants of Republicanism in Ireland.
TWaere is not another man in Ireland who would
have so unselfishly taken up the Lost Cause, with
all its opprobrium and all its associations of defeat.
But this man would go, and has gone, to almost
any length to bring about the unity of his people,

L
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so woefully divided in the hour of apparent
triumphs "
It will be said now that I am wrjting as an
apologist of De Valera, and I ‘do not deny it.
. Heaven knows, the man needs an apol8gist—he
has had his share of critics and even detractors,

and his opponents have had their share of apoloe o -

gists and eulogists. But one does not need to

spend many words over the matter. At ong e

period Ireland heard the bitter cry almost dailye

“He began the Civil War.” It suffices to answer, ¢

“TIf so, where and when did he begin it?” If the
cry were, “ Why did he not stay the Civil War?”,
it might be a different thing, but that is a question
never asked. Nor is it a question th¥tstromld,
in all fairness, be asked. He was a leader whose
followers threw him ove? at a moment whe® few
had ears for sane counsels, and the country was
almost mad with passion. A smaller man would
have thrown up his hands and retired in despair
to private life. A man with a weaker love for
his.country would have abandoneg her cause for
ever—a man weak with human respect and fear

of public opinion. But this man is neither sm#l°" -

nor weak nor cowardly. Whatever faults he hgs,
he has not these. Tf his followers would not be
loyal to him, he decided to be loyal to his £81-
lowers. I am prepared to meet his detractors by
saying that it was magnanimous to the point of
folly. But whether or nat he was wrong history
and time alone can tell.
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and anhappy story of the Civil War lumbegs

its way across the bloody stage of Ireland like
some foul dragon that has come as -a Qurse to o
the land. What, in these months must have been
the thoughts ef De Valera, on whose shoulders all
thé blame was_being thrown!  No public man, .,
least of all a national leader, could watch thi® °

spectacle without dismay, but he, above all, whose
his count from North to South, watched ¥
W;mi.%neasily, but inevitably, he took up @
what cannot be described as other than an unsatis-
factory position on the side of~ his mutineers.®
Nobody, least of all he, would question, then or
now, the excellence of their principlemlm
nobility of their ideals. But he did not desire
war. Indeed, he uttered more than one sSlemn
warning of the impending danger. What other
action he would have advised we do not yet know.

His counsels did not prevail, and they have not
so far been made public.

uth By that date the C1v1l War was v1rtua11y
m it is the melancholy duty of De
Valera, in this fourth act 8f our tragedy, to issue,
in May 1923, a Cease Fire grder to a disbanded
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apd defeat‘ed army, which has long since ¢eased
firing of its own accord, and is by now little
more th%n =2 hunted rabble., He must have faced
with almost satisfaction the prospect of jail when,
in August of this year, he appeared in public in
Ennis and was duly arrested there and put into
&ilmainham for the better part of a year. I do
not think there is any portion of this history of
the life of De Valera so profoundly tragic as the
Bist act of this drama within a drama. His army
—if it could in any sense of the word be referred
to his control at this time——is in the internment
scamps and the pails. It is not within the province
of this brief Life to depict the conditions under
whICh It existed there, but it may be said that he
fully understood and apprec1ated the circumstances, -
and ®*Peadar O’Donnell, ®*in his marvellous book,
The Gates Flew Open, has left an unforgettable
picture of those days and scenes. The future
holds nothing for him. He spends his days reading
Einstein to drive away thoughts of black despair,
or plays handball with young Free State officers,

..1nto whose minds at that time one would give a

great deal to be able to see. As the winter
approaches the last remnants of the "scattered
IQ-A. are picked up, one by one, from their
hiding-places in the towns and cities, or in the
holes and crannies of the mountains. In the
crowded jails a fermentation arifes, sﬁpported
outside by a handful ef what one might almost
call girls and boys. 0 His men go on a hunger
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strike, in every jail and camp in Ilelagd until at
one tlme there must have been five thbusand mén
stazving*to death. And all the time he “sets there
in his “ell, knowing that the blame-of all this
sorrow, and all these deaths, that almosf®—so far
has the iron entered into the' soul of Ireland—

are less than sorrow, will be flung ponderous om e

his back, to bear as long as he lives. Will he,
too, go on hunger strike? Had he done so, there
can be no doubt that the tragedy would have

closed here, finally and for ever. He had what I

can only call the consummate courage to refuse.
The strike broke. Men rushed for food. It was,
awrtal and p1t1abTe. They were released—because
it was clear that they had fought their™Tastemzht

and the weapon had broken in their hands. By
January ‘1924 everythilg was finished. ® The
prisoners came out of the camps, ragged as
framps, carrying little bundles under their arms
as they marched singing through the streets to
the trains. The jail gates opened to De Valera.
The drama was over, and beforeeIreland and the
Wwor e stood—the leader of a Lost Cause.

That was, however, 1924, and this is 1933, afid”

meanwhile a new drama has begun and slowaly
unfolded itself, life playing its old trick of takisg
down a new volume when we think the story is
at last done.

It vp'as frdm this time on that his face grew
darker with furrowed lines, and the deeper marks
of sorrow engraved themsekves on his face. On
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either sidc\ his friends were dying, his, old
‘friends and %olleagues Arthur Griffith and Michael

Collins @ri. the pro-Treaty side, and men like

Cathal Brugha 4nd Harry Boland and FErskine

Childers %n the other. He was a man who never

harboured hate or enmity in his heart. He saw
o @nly the ruin of his hopes and brave men falling

in their hour. The death of Erskine Childers
emoved him deeply. Childers was the strangest
figure in all that drama, and by his end one of the
most tragic. He never took an active part in the
military campaign of 1922, though it was rumoured
At the time that he did, and he was even charged
with attempting to destroy the Transatlantic Cable
Stae®™2T Valentia. He was what the Russians
call a “fatal” character, and the shadow of his
doome seemed to be or him from “the first.
It was sad to see this highly talented man, the
author of books of world-fame, a man who had
held positions of trust and homour under the
British Government, moving quietly among the
Southern I.R.A. jofficers, who knew nothing of his
career or services to Ireland, and completely under-
*estimated his ability. I once heard one of them say,
pagronisingly, “ Childers, you ought to be given
some kind of army job. You would make quite
a good adjutant.” I do not believe that De
Valera ever saw him from the day he left Dublin,
and his death moved him profoundly. I."e may
have felt that Childers was, to some extent, a
guest of Ireland, and' that with better luck, and
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(4




perhaps more insistence, he might conc}vably Rave

saved the life of his friend by keepiffg him netr

him. . Ze
Sucft a personal incident helps to, explaln the
Ptired and drawn face of De Valera toeday—the

A S Y AT -
\face, as has been so well saidI .%at recalls the face
o ante—‘“the man who h 2 descended intp _ *

hell.”
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But one of the most astonishing thigs in ghe

history of 1923 and 1924 was the tenffity of the

political side of Irish Republicanism. A¥ g period
when tfe defeated Republicans starcely expected
any support at the polls they found their theetings
attended by enormous crowds, aqd they were able

to elect a substantial minority atsthe elections forg ,

the new Dail Eireann—the Parliament, that is, of

the Irish Free State. These Deputies, however., o

refused to attend the Dail, and it was plain tg
De Valera that he could not desert, not merely
these his faithful followers, but the mass of
people whose views they represented. In other,
words, however he might despond, he could always,
‘be consoled by realising that there was P meof
.. ground of hope on which to build. - From 1924 on,
therefore, °the story of D Valera’s life is ome of
renewed endeavour in one of the most discourag-
ing periods of his career, the story of a fight to
recapture the loyalty of his people, the story of
his efforts to put the aspirations of his followers
on a practical political basis. Thig was not merely
a superhuman task, but, as things stood in 1924,

an impossible one, and its inherent difficultis®’

forced him eventually to a break with Sinn Fegn
and the foundation of a new party, namely, Fianna
Fdil. Sinn Fein continues to exist as the intrdn-
sigeant Anti-Treaty Republican Party, the abso-
lutely gonsistent “ Dje-Hards.” He realised that
an abdtentionist pofitical garty in 1920 led natu-
rally to a native Parliament. ; but an abstentionist
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to ensure the continuity of the policy o ihc organ,
thlch appeared in 1930 under the

Irish Press. Meanwhile he fought two General
r Electior'l's, and in 1932 succeeded in. atfracting the
largest number of votes of any party in tfe State,
the figures being, for first preferences:—

Fianna Fail ... 566,469
Cumann na nGaedheal ... 449808
Independent 2 .o 125174
Labour B ... 98,284 .
Farmers . .. 34421

The wheel of fortune has given few whirls so

strange as that which had in 1932 placed Mr..'

De Valera at the head of the Free. State-“axggn-

.ment, and that in the Dail founded by a Treaty
against whlich, ten years ®efore, he so passioggtely
protested by word and deed. Once more he was
the leader of the country—the President of the
Executive Council of the Irish Free State. The
rest is so recent as to be a matter of common
knowledge.

]
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in politics carried over intp separatisriin cu‘lt;n'e
and outlook. He is the absolute nati

believes*firmly in his own people. Hig 3jm is to
give them as much political libery as possible to
develop and byild on the nucleus of the ol® Gaelic-
Christian civilisation saved from the wreck of

the Irish nation in the seventeenth century. It ig ,

the measure of his appeal to his people that he has
made these things real and vital to Ireland—
things which it would go far to attain an'g
preserve.

The second thing that strikes one about him

is that he is at all times striving to be bigger than

the T®ment. De Valera is not a particularly
sociable man, although his colleagues ia &he
- University of which he is Chancellor find him one
of the most charming 8f men. He keepsevery
much to himself. He is nothing of a feminist,
although his American tours, in which he saw
women at all sorts of jobs, did a great deal to
relax his views. He neither smokes nor drinks.
Not that he is mnecessarily cold, and aloof like
Parpell; at a recollection of something his

face will light up in a smile in the most winnmg®®

way. (But, incidentally, it will be noticed that he
almost never makes a joke from the platform,
and awes a meeting rather than carries it with
him by his personality, which, unlike other men,
he neger throws ;a)und.) The effect of all this
is th# what he®loses ig humanity he gains in
detachment, and the emotigns of the moment do
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wan smile of apology and say, “ Youf will Bl‘ar
with fhe, won’t you? You know I Jfm an oM -
schoolmaster.” Yet, as his career shows, he is
not one®of those petty minds to whom. consistency
is a bugbear. His entry into the Dail in 1827 was .
inconsistent in.many ways with his former position,
but had he not done so he would have soundedy _ *
the death-knell of his party, and there would be
in the Ireland of to-day none but extremist, or ,
underground Republicans. He has turned, or fs .
trying to turn, militarist Republicanism into con®
stitutional Republicanism, and for that Ireland \
may be profoundly thankful to him.

= is home life he is an ordmary simple man,., =
interested in the career of his children, interesigd

\__in his books, interested in making his own home
a picture %in little of th® State he would lig to e
see rising about him in the Ireland of his political e
or public life. One of the pictures that keeps
reverting to my mind as I have been writing this
Life is of Michael Collins playing on the carpet
in De Valera’s house with his ljittle sons, while
De Valera in some cold, formal, unhomely, gilded
hall of the old Waldorf-Astoria in New Yorkeis
thinking fondly of that house by the sea gt
Greystones, hearing over the chatter of fashionable
American ladies of fashion and the nasal cagﬁ-
phony of a jazz-band the waves moaning with their
doublegnote of rise ghd fall on the beach at Grey- ‘
stones’z:nd seeing™he light, shining in his windows,
and the homely, simple, warg domestic scene from
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