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The Captive Voice/An Glér
Gafa is a quarterly magazine
written in its entirety by Irish
Republican POWs currently
being held in Ireland, Eng-
land, Europe and the US. It is
published by Sinn Fein’s POW
Department.

Irish Republicans have al-
ways recognised that resis-
tance to British misrule does
not end upon their arrest. The
battles to be fought and the
tactics to be employed may
change but the enemy remains
the same. In the words of our
comrade Bobby Sands:

“The jails are engineered to
crush the political identity of
the captured Republican pris-
oner, to crush his/her resis-
tance and transform him/her
into a systemised answering-
machine with a large criminal
tag stamped by oppression
upon his/her back, to be duly
released on to the street, po-
litically cured — politically
barren — and permanently
broken in spirit.”

The establishment of this
ljail journel is a tribute not
only to our families, friends
and comrades, whose strength
and support have been inspi-
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The Captive Yoice affords
us a platform and. an om)ortu;
nity to present in print op
\n'e;vs on those topics 'nnd .15-
sues which affect daily life

both inside and outside of the

jails. The magazine contains

political analyses of Acurrent
national and international af-
fairs, culture, short stories, po-
etry and the latest updates on
prison-related campaigns and
issues. Satire and humour can
also be found within the spe-
cial features, cartoons and art-
work illustrations.

We have been pleased and
greatly encouraged by the re-
sponse to the first four edi-
tions. It is hoped that the
sharing of our feelings and ex-
periences through the pages o
An Glér Gafa will be both
beneficial and enjoyable for all
our readers.

We are determined that our
message and our Captive Voice
shall be heard by many.

— The Irish Republican
Prisoners of War Bl
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This issue of An Glor Gafa/The Captive Voice carries a number of articles and reviews
on the media. As it was being compiled many journalists were carrying reports of a pos-
sible IRA ceasefire and some were saying that the republican POWs were pushing for an
end to the armed struggle. Not one story contained hard facts and not one journalist
saw fit to find out our true position. If they had, the stories would not have been written
because it is not difficult to establish the strength of the POWs' commitment to the posi-
tion of the republican leadership.

What was an attempt to sow confusion among our supporters failed because republi-
cans have come to know the workings of the media during 20 years of struggle. Its pow-
er lies in how it shapes people’s view of the world; we see things as the journalists, edi-
tors and presenters would have us see them. Events, their historical roots and their
present-day context are filtered through an ideological process by the state’s trusted
servants who control one of the most self-censoring news management machines in the
world. In the Six Counties — especially in news programmes on the local television and
radio stations — much of the media is closely aligned with Britain’s counter-insurgency
strategy.

Republicans are banned from the airwaves not because they support ‘violence’ but be-
cause they are articulate in presenting the republican case. Increasingly, journalists
seek to define Sinn Féin as the IRA and so hope to present republicans as having a pure-
ly military message. Our politics, our social and economic policies and our vision of a
peaceful Ireland are denied.

When interviews appear in the press they typically focus upon IRA operations and
how the interviewee squares the armed struggle with his/her conscience — Gerry
Adams must by now be tired of the psycho-analysis sessions that pass for interviews. It
comes as little surprise that British spokespersons are not similarly pressed. A young
nationalist is shot dead by the Brits or RUC — The RUC is conducting an inquiry and
it’s not possible to comment at the moment, says the NIO minister. Dozens of homes are
wrecked in raids — If a complaint is lodged it will be investigated, says the RUC press
officer. And that’s as far as the intrepid journalist goes.

Just as British rule in the Six Counties reacted to being under threat by corrupting
the law beyond justice, so it has corrupted the media beyond truth. When dealing with
" the republican struggle both institutions have long ago left behind any claims to objec-
tive professional ethics and have largely become instruments for prosecuting modern
warfare against an insurgent people.

Republicans do not have the resources to compete with the established media.
Instead we must rely on the political awareness of our people to recognise the biased
and slanted coverage, and we must always challenge the distortions. It is necessary and
constant political work on the road to reclaiming our voice.
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Fr Faul

Whenever a prison issue is rais
dia there is one racing certainty:
Denis Faul will be sought by reporters
than you can say ‘criminalisation’.
comment of his — I forget which as
heed to his ramblings these days — set
ing about how attitudes to religion ar
have changed here in Long Kes

t is a fact that almost all
IRepublican POWs come

from Catholic homes and
while the degree of practice of
the Catholic faith varies from
individual to individual, we are
still steeped in its values and
traditions when we first come
into prison in our teens or early
twenties. Its influence could be
seen reflected during the Blan-
ket protest in the practice of
saying the rosary out the doors
each night. That we were de-
nied all reading material, apart
from the bible and religious
magazines, also contributed to a
certain religiosity.

Within & few short years of
the ending of the protest the sit-
uation had changed radically.
Signs of religious devotion as
measured by, for example, at-
tendance at Mass declined
sharply. It is a matter of some
debate why this was so. Some
would say that men turned to
religion during the Blanket for
the same psychological reasons
that people tend to cling to fa-
miliar beliefs in times of adver-
sity and uncertainty, and that
once the ‘crisis’ was over they
no longer needed the comfort
such beliefs provided. Others
argue that the reduction in reli-
gious devotion is due to a cer-
tain anti-religion climate in our
wings.

What is certain, however, is
that for many of us the process
of education and politicisation
in which we are involved,
prompted a questioning of all
our old values, including reli-
gious ones. In the process there
developed a refusal to accept
anything on blind faith. We
were reinforced in our disillu-
sionment with religion when we
looked around us and saw how
the Catholic Church opposed
progressive forces in Ireland at
every turn. We had in our own

Felim (O’Hagan
(Long Kesh) @
ed in the Jocal m?-

the views 0
quicker

Some recent
1 pay little
me think-
1d clerics

h down the years:

] experience 'nf
that. for we have only to (‘.Onsld-‘
or the role played by the likes of
Fr Faul during the Hunger-
Strike.

For many years Fr Faul
one of a small group of priests
who came into the prison on &
regular basis and, during the
Blanket protest, he was to be
found most weeks saying mass
in the protest Blocks. We do r}ot
take anything away from him
for his work at that time and for
his highlighting of the injustices
he witnessed. However, in view
of the fact that he, more than
almost any other person, knows
the corruption which lies at the
heart of British §ustice’ and
knows the reality of the treat-
ment of prisoners, we were all
the more disgusted at his ac-
tions during the Hunger-Strike
and, in particular, his manipu-
lation of the families when they
were at their most emotionally

lives persona

il was

-vulnerable.

We began then to see him in
his true light. Fr Faul is among
the most dogmatic and staunch-
est of defenders of the institu-
tional Church in Ireland. All his
actions must be seen in that
context. In arguments with
some men here shortly after the
Hunger-Strike, he stated that
the ‘damage’ the hunger strikes
did was summed up for him in
the spectacle of young people in
a Nationalist area protesting
and ignoring the parish priest’s
command to stop, In other
words, his greatest fear was
that the ordinary people were
standing up for themselves and
challenging the traditional au-
thority of both Church anq
State,

In the immediate aftermat},
of the Hunger-Strike his gent;.
ments became increasingly and
more vehemently anti-Repub|;-
can, to the point of encouraging
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people to pass information about
our comrades outside to the
RUC. When he came into our
wings to say Mass he was chal-
lenged strongly on his public ut-
terances and many heated argu-
ments ensued. It made no
difference. Worse, he was por-
trayed in the media as a chaplain
to Republican prisoners — a po-
sition he has, in fact, never held
at any stage — and he himself
actively encouraged his image as
‘the friend of the prisoners’. Of-
ten he would leave the prison af-
ter saying Mass, speak to the
media and convey the impression
that he somehow spoke on our
behalf. He was repeatedly asked
to desist but to no avail.

We are not prepared to
countenance a situation where-
by Er Faul denigrated the Re-
publican Movement and, at the
same time, maintained a spuri-
ous credibility by virtue of his
slender connection with us. [
early 1982 ik
4 y » therefore, we asked
wlif;lgfsl():ortoaflomfe back into our

] Yy reason. Fr Faul
claimed then, and has claimed
:T:.Z:.y tllmes since, that his os-
# fel\i/a‘t;(:];: at the dictate of

S amongst us,

r Faul — he hasn't been in a Republican wing for nine yea
s still introduced as an expert on prison issues

and that the majority of mep
were opposed to it but were ter.
rorised into silence because of
threats from the IRA leaders.
This is a lie, pure and simple.
No compulsion was employed
nor was it necessary. Republi
can POWs as a collective body
made a conscious and purpose-
ful decision. For Fr Faul tosug:
gest otherwise displays the
depth of his bitterness and, fur-
thermore, it is an indication of
his arrogant and patronisicg
attitude.

That he hasn't been in a8
publican wing for nine yeals
doesn’t prevent reporters o
introducing him as an expert®
prison issues who some}_lo“'
knows the minds of Republice?
POWs. That he doesut 1%
that impression 1s & measure’
his unscrupulous desire © P“t
mote his anti-Republica® m::ll
sage. The media an Fr 3
have a cosy relationshlphey
cause, to a large extent, !
share a common agendd: o

When next you hear Frrisons
being interviewed about pit o
and prisoners, recogﬂlsee o
home-grown lesson 1 v
media mzmipulation.
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Hearts and ‘Mindless Violence’ i

Every day we encounter the constant bombard-
ment of hourly news reports on radio and televi-
sion which endeavour to keep us informed of the
latest events and happenings at home and
abroad. Living as we do in a ‘war zone’ the bulk
of the news headlines and reports we receive lo-
cally relate to the political and military state of
affairs of the ongoing conflict here in the Six
Counties. The ‘quality’ of the news coverage is of
vital importance because it influences the extent
to which the British and Irish people can partici-
pate in an informed discussion on the policies
pursued by the British government here, and on
the motives and aspirations of those who, by var-
ious means, engage in resistance against the

British presence.

t is said that the first casu-
I Ity in war is truth. It is a
hé which rings true
land. Virtually all the
for mass information
(i.e. radio, television and the
press) portray the conflict in a
propagandist fashion that incor-
porates a heavy anti-Republi-
can bias, and with the numer-
ous censorship restrictions on
Sinn Féin and spokespersons
for the IRA, the enemy has all
the loudspeakers. News reports
are constantly used to carry out
a propaganda war for the
hearts and minds of the ordi-
nary people, in both Ireland and
Britain.

outlets

This was brazenly illustrated
in a local news programme on
January 18th. Ivan Little, a UTV
reporter, was covering an IRA
mortar attack on Crossmaglen
barracks in which the mortars ex-
ploded at the firing point and one
civilian was injured. He compared
‘this disregard for the civilian
population’ to the ‘precision
bombing’ by British and US
planes on Iraqi targets ‘where ev-
ery care is taken to avoid civilian
casualties’. Thus he not only man-
aged to broadcast a subjective —
and wrong — view of IRA opera-
tions, but he gave credence to the
propaganda from his colleagues
covering the Gulf War, It is a
tremendous irony and hypocrisy
that British bombing raids, in
which many civilians have died,
are sanitised and used in the pro-
paganda war against the Republi-
can struggle.

One way of keeping the peo-
ple in acquiescence is to keep
them in ignorance. To achieve
this journalists assigned to cov-
er the war in Ireland must go to
great lengths to become profi-
cient in a ‘political vocabulary’
designed to ensure that their re-
ports are ‘terminologically cor-
rect’. The correct terminology
means of course one which por-
trays the British Crown, and its
forces of occupation, as the
peacekeepers, the neutrals, the
forces of law and order and the
all-round good guys. At the
same time the IRA and the Re-
publican Movement are not
freedom fighters, guerrillas or
revolutionaries, but rather lab-
elled terrorists, gangsters, crim-
inals and other such derogatory
terms which conjure up images
of something sinister or mind-
less. Loyalist death-squads like
the UVF and UDA/UFF are

likely to be called ‘Protestant
extremists’ and their assassina-
tions of members of the nation-
alist community explained as
‘tit-for-tat killings’ which were
carried out in reaction to Re-
publican violence. Quite regu-
larly the RUC tries to downplay
Loyalist assassinations of na-
tionalists by releasing press
statements saying they are try-
ing to determine whether there
was a sectarian motive for the
killing and are keeping an open
mind about who was responsi-
ble for carrying it out.

Mark Twain once wrote that
‘a lie can travel halfway around
the world before the truth has
got its shoes on.” This quote
seems to have been adopted as
the guiding principle of some of
the news reporters who work for
Downtown Radio (DTR) in New-
townards. I wrote a letter of
complaint to DTR’s News and
Sports Editor, Mr Ken John-
ston, concerning — among other
things — a news report by Di-
ane Eakin on the night of Sat-
urday, September 29th, last
year. Reporting on an incident
in which a 15-year-old Castled-
erg schoolboy, James Harvey,
was seriously injured in a boo-
by-trap explosion triggered as
he attempted to move a tractor,
Ms Eakin, in her eagerness to
apportion blame for the inci-
dent, claimed that ‘the attack
was another case of a so-called
IRA mistake.” Her report was
carried on all of DTR’s news
broadcasts that night. The RUC
later stated that the bomb was
the work of a Loyalist group

DOWNTOUWN
Ay
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which had been responsible for
a number of other sectarian
bomb attacks in the Tyrone
area.

I asked Mr Johnston if he
could explairt Ms Eakin’s mis-
leading report and the obvious
bias she had displayed. He
replied:

Dear John

Many thanks for your letter
of October 2nd.

Downtown provides a fast
and comprehensive news ser-
vice each half-hour through the
day. This naturally means we
are first with information about
most situations — it also means
we are constantly updating sto-
ries as new facts are gleaned or
emerge.

Unlike daily newspapers we
do not have to wait for a num-
ber of hours before we can in-
form — unlike weekly newspa-
pers we don’t have the benefits
of seven days to deadlines, and
unlike television we do not have
until lunchtime, teatime or bed-
time to compile our reports.

This means that our listen-
ers can tune in at any time and
hear the latest developments on
issues at home and abroad
which have relevance to them.
This means that as they stay
with us through the day the in-
formation is being constantly
updated as new facts emerge or
are gleaned.

We have no role to play in
analysing any situation. As re-
porters dealing with rigid and
rapid deadlines our objective is
to present ‘up to the minute’ in-
fermation to our very large lis-
tenership. To do this we rely on
a small but dedicated staff team
of experienced journalists and
freelance correspondents.

News stories develop and
move forward with every minute
that passes by — Downtown is
the spot on the dial where every-
one can keep in touch.

Yours Sincerely

Ken Johnston

This patronising and mean-
ingless letter perhaps best illus-
trates the facade of objective re-
porting behind which the
pro-British media operate in the
Six Counties.
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Ghosts i

Taibhsi (or for those unfortunates who lack the
mother tongue, ghosts) have popped up quite fre-
quently in the turbulent history of the H-Blocks.
Eight single-storey H-shaped cell-blocks encased
in long grey concrete walls bedecked with
searchlights and watchtowers might seem a
strange haunt for a would-be spook but this once
wartime aerodrome is the home of one of the
most famous of all prison ghosts — Harvey,
arvey was an airman killed when crash-landing his plane
Hsomewhere in the vicinity of where the H-Blocks now
stand. The story goes that his restless soul is doomed to
wander through the murky, cheerless corridors of the H-Blocks un-
til all the prisoners are released. Bad luck Haryey! At least the
prison’s 130 acres will give him plenty of leg room,
Many an intellectual debate has taken place about his existence
and though a fair share of non-helievers remain, no one can doubt
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that Harvey has been responsible for raising the hair on quitea few
heads — and one or two bald ones at that!

Those who haven’t had the pleasure of making his acquaintan,
if not sceptical, look on him with tolerant affection. Those who ¢
been honoured by the appearance of this ghoulish apparition (o
that of one of his friends) by no means share that sentiment. Wﬂ-_
it would be harrowing, to say the least, to awaken in the de.au‘o{
night in the presence of a fifty-year-old corpse wearing a Bigge
hat!

There are countless stories from those who have rubbed :
with a particular spook, ghost element or whatever. Quite reuteﬁ_‘-e
Rab, a young Markets man, awoke to the sound of his name De}%‘p
called. Drenched with sweat and his body covered with g‘w."\e;
bumps, he tried to move but found it impossible. A loud h“?“‘
sound filled his ears, he couldn’t shout and, in his own WoU™ Je
was ‘errified’. When his cell started to glow with coloured Ilgﬂ‘;h
thought he had come to his final hour. With a superhumart eIRO ’
shook off the paralysis and started beating the hell out of l,‘,u;:’
McKenna’s cell wall, An excited voice answered, “What! W
W’lf}t‘t’lc Jesus is wrong?"

TI;zuOc: ;Jz ghost in my cell," .scr.eamed Ral?. & S i
hospita{l" waflf’hthat wall again it will be visiting you V'

'I‘hat. incil(llb @ Eupy retay ots

ent led me to consider the history of ghosts

shrous
ly

in L%




Kesh. One of the first documented incidents involved Bap, a Derry
man. It took place around the beginning of the Blanket protest. On
awakening suddenly from a deep sleep in the wee hours with his
heart pounding like the hammers, and although apprehension cov-
ered him with fear, he couldn’t fight the urge to turn around and
look at his door. They say that Bap's screams could be heard in the
Bogside. He maintains to this day that a midget pilot (or Douglas
Bader) was standing in the doorway looking at him. A screw (one of
the more civil ones at the time) eventually got Bap calmed down,
gave him a few cigarettes and kept the cell light on for the rest of
the night. For weeks after there was a deluge of sightings from that
very same wing. By a strange coincidence most of these sightings
took place on the nights when the ‘civil screw’ happened to be on
night guard. It’s said that he had to stop smoking as it was costing
him a fortune.

For the victims of ghostly encounters, however, the situation is
far from humorous. One blanketman in particular was flung quite
violently around his cell during daylight hours — and that was
without the assistance of any prison officers. Another watched in
astonishment as a figure dressed as a second world war pilot
walked straight through the walls of his cell. A terrified scream
from next door greeted the ghostly apparition.

There are, of course, logical explanations to a great many of the
so-called encounters but on one occasion two men actually shared
the same ghostly experience. It happened in D wing, H5 in 1977. As
usual most of the lads were standing at their doors discussing any
pleces of scéal they had gleaned that day. Suddenly a thick pall of
black smoke crept under the door of Buster M¢Caughey’s and Big
Arch’s cell. It immediately transformed into an imp-like figure and
Jumped on top of a locker beside Buster who, trembling with fear,
grabbed his beads and started praying. Big Arch, cool as ever,
shouted out to the rest of the lads informing them what had hap-
pened. There were a few cynical laughs, a few ‘wise up’ quips and
mumblings about crackpots and such like, but the atmosphere be-
came almost tangible and, I can assure you, within seconds there
wasn't one man standing at his door. The noise of the bedsprings
filled the wing as we all snuck into our beds.

The Crab, also known as Harry Murray, has the distinction of
surviving two extremely eerie encounters with those not of this
world. One night in the dead of winter he was roused from a deep
slumber sensing a pressure at the bottom of his bed as if someone
was sitting on it. Keeping perfectly still to allow him to suss out the
predicament, he pondered on what it could be. With ears tuned he
listened for a few — quite a few — seconds. Then, just as he was
about to spin round and challenge any would-be intruder, a dark
shadow appeared on the wall he was facing. If that wasn’t bad
enough there was a pressure — not unlike a hand, he said after-
wards — on his back. So, just as any RTP* would do in a similar
situation, he closed his eyes as tightly as possible! Harry takes up
the story; "At the sound of a gurgling-type voice all my dialectical
training went out the window, and prayers rattled fervently from
my chattering teeth. I'm not saying the prayers did the trick mind
you, but the noise stopped almost immediately. I turned around —
about two hours later — for my tobacco tin for a much needed smoke
and, as luck would have it, there it was over on the table just out of
reach. It might as well have been in the next cell for there was no
way I was getting out of bed to get it.”

His second experience occurred when he was doubled up
with a guy called Mickey ‘Pope’. Harry was in the bottom bunk
and Mickey was in the top one. It was the usual dead of the
night scenario (in bed again — the lads like their kip!). Harry
awoke suddenly and immediately the words passed on his lips,
"F**%*, not again!’’ This time he could clearly see the bottom
half of a person: the top half was obscured by the top bunk. Al-
though he felt ill at ease he sensed the visitor was interested
only in the occupant of the top bunk. Harry tried opening and
closing his eyes a number of times, tried blanking out his mind
and even tried a few prayers, but the presence remained; it

didn’t move and neither did Harry. (This time the tobacco tin
was under the pillow — The Crab only gets caught out once!)
Near daybreak it simply vanished.

Later that morning he innocently inquired of Mickey if he had
experienced anything strange the night before. Wide-eyed, Mickey
asked why. So he was told of the previous night’s goings-on. The
Crab stressed that whatever it was at the bottom of the bed was
looking at Mickey and not at himself. That was all the Pope needed
— out came the rosary beads and multitudes of saints were called
upon. He was at it for hours. Harry finally had to tell him that he
was only joking or he would still have been reciting the novenas.

Once in a while even the most adamant of sceptics is left with a
sense of doubt. Basil, for instance, is one of the most logical and
pragmatic people you could find in the H-Blocks. Onenight while
sitting in his cell reading The Mating Habits of the Dodo, by Rufus
T. Firefly, he was distracted by voices coming from the adjoining
cell. Presuming the occupant was having an argument with himself
(he was in the cell on his own), Basil continued with his reading.
About ten minutes later he heard a screw at Willie’s door. Quick as
a flash, Basil’s ear was blended to the door of his own cell. "I want a
priest,” he heard Willie say. "l want a priest to bless this cell.” The
screw immediately hurried down the wing. In a short space of time
he was back, not with a priest but with a medic. Obviously thinking
that Willie had gone bonkers, they talked to him for a while and
gave him a cup of tea. Assuring him that everything would be al-
right, they left.

Basil then got down to the pipe, which runs through the cells,
and with his ear to the wall — a very adaptable ear, has Basil —
asked Willie the crack.

"There’s a woman in here with me,” he said.

"Fx** | thought they only gave you a cup of tea,” said Basil.
"What’s she like? Blonde? Beautiful? Has she any sisters?” But
Willie was having none of it.

"I'm deadly serious about this, Basil. She’s standing right here in
front of me!"" So, Basil being Basil and a keen dialectical material-
ist, he began exploring all the possibilities for Willie’s apparition.
Drink? Family problems? Faulty lights? No! Willie wasn't budging;
she was standing right there and that was that, no arguments.

After a few more fruitless witty remarks Basil reluctantly went
back to his book and left Willie to the company of his female com-
panion. For the next couple of hours Basil became so engrossed in
his book that he forgot completely all about Willie. Then his ears
pricked suddenly to the sound of a table being moved in Willie’s
cell. The scraping sound of chair legs and sounds of other furniture
being moved began to worry Basil.

"What are you doing Willie?" No reply. The sound of furniture be-
ing moved continued. As Basil’s shouts failed to get a response and
fearing that Willie could be in need of some help, Basil hit the
alarm. Within seconds screws were three deep outside Basil’s door.

"What's wrong?" one of them asked.

"I think there is something wrong with Willie, he won’t answer
me," said Basil.

"I'm not surprised,” said the screw, "he’s been up in the hospital
for the past hour.” Basil is still searching for a logical explanation!

There will always be controversy surrounding the phe-
nomenon of the supernatural. In the H-Blocks the lads will con-
tinue to debate the subject every so often, especially after some-
one is frightened half to death in the dead of night. The sceptics
will continue to sneer — that’s until they're honoured by a visit.
The ‘in betweens’ will play it safe with their religious parapher-
nalia occupying the same wall as Karl Marx and Che Guevara.
The faithful few will take the philosophical view, while hoping
their cells are bypassed when some spook or other has the hump
on and is on the prowl.

Harvey? He'll continue wearing out his boots wandering the
prison with his fingers crossed hoping there’ll be an amnesty or
that everyone escapes!

*Rough Tough Provie!
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In the first of a series of articles on daily life

in prison, three POWs in Maghaberry

A DAY

describe a typical day.

Nancy McCullough, Roisin
Devlin, Karen Quinn
(Republican POWs,
Maghaberry) B

IN THE LIFE
OF A WING

Maghaberry Prison com prises four Blocks which
the NIO call Mourne House. There are two wings
in each Block with seven cells in each wing, At
present one wing of C wing and all of B wing
house Republican prisoners.

T

he day begins at 8.00am
when we are unlocked,
giving us one and a half-

hours to shower, breakfast and
clean our cells before classes he-
gin at 9.30. While there is a
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wide variety of subjects it’s diffi-
cult to gain entry to all classes
because the numbers able to at-
tend are severely restricted. To
enable everyone to avail of the
education facilities we operate a
rota system. Irish and wood-
work are among the most popu-
lar subjects.

After those attending classes
have left the wing the rest pur-
sue their various interests;
reading and handicrafts are
favourite pastimes.

Lock-ups, from 12.30-2.00pm
and 4.30-5.30pm, are often
spent studying for courses,
reading or catching up with cor-
respondence.

; Some afternoons are spent
in the gym where some serious
’v‘olleybull playing takes place.
T'he games are lively, full of
crack and plenty of good-hum-
oured slagging, Afterwards, ac-
cusations are made and injuries
examined and moaned about
the usual injuries being swoller;

ﬁnggra, k"“Ckleg
sprained ankle, n&n he
the bruised ¢ Ot fopy, O
team. 0

Vlgit days arq pr
especially if there etty hgct.
four on a wing whoa .
About 2.00pm
made.

Those going o, Visit
the yard and endurg "Pm},
utes of amiable g], ? foy Miny
way over. Visits can 1.5 th.;

: ]
minutes to aboyt pos ;’:}uﬁqm%
" ang
2

half.

The visiting room
ble:q placed closely £
which is inadeqUate .gethEr |
that holds 36 Womnen, Oln 2 g
day this means Jop w"?busy
tables, short visitg oy :lls for
disappointed fami]ieg 0t of
openness of the visitip Ir
ensures a complete lac) ¢ b
vacy. Still, each of yg i Ifn'
most of our visits, anq :69
(news) is eagerly awaiteq O:tl}ll
wings when someone Yeturng o

Visits give an °PP°nunity';,
see family and friends apq ey
friendships are formed wit e
visitors of comrades.

The evenings are spept .
gaging in various pastimes
quizzes are very popular ity
questions being supplied by oyr
resident Quiz-person. Diseus.
sions are another favourite and
a discussion begun on a partics-
lar topic has been known i
progress into an entirely differ
ent issue.

Despite the seriousness &
sociated with jail, life is mos:
ly light-hearted, a]though
there is always potential {
conflict. We have a high &
gree of respect for each other
as individuals but after e
and discussion of any ¥
we act collectively. It 15 ".u"";
fusal to be isolated indi&

& Yol jmstré
ly which the jail adm! p
fion find difficult to cop """
and it is their attemP®
pursuing a strategy ? :usei
ing individuals W}_“Fh b
discord within theJjat: v e

However, life 18 e )ligh't-
going with pleﬂ"'T°
hearted moments: _ ..qi
strong sense of comr®
and friendship amons aings®
can women. Life 0% © " jyat
never dull as Wé 4 ot o
been capable of genernten&i“'
own recreation and ¢

ment.

ere is_i

by



Jim McVeigh
(Long Kesh)

THE
ROSARY

It was raining outside the window; a cold, bleak
January rain. The greying woman and the boy
cast it an angry glance as they shook the water
from themselves, relieved to be indoors again,
home at last.

he bus from the Kesh had dropped them at the bottom of

Clonard Street just as it had begun to pour down, so they

were soaked on top of everything else as they quickened
home. For a moment the woman watched the raindrops slap
against the window; even the boy could see she looked tired though
he seemed to cave little, while he, in contrast, had shaken off the
day’s worries and hassles as simply as he had the rain itself. The
boy’s resilience and youth made her look ancient, much older than
her 42 years.

"I'm starving, Mammy," he cried, and she was forced to turn to
him, startled for a moment.

"What?" There was a flash of anger in her eyes, but in a mo-
ment it was gone and she only looked tired and old again. She re-
alised the boy couldn’t know and she thought to herself, "thank
God he doesn’t’”

As the boy huddled to the fire she went out to the kitchen. She’d
have to shake herself, she thought again, there was a rosary to be
said that night at the top of the street. It was important.

It was still raining an hour later when Mary rapped the door,
then rushed in without waiting.

"Where’s your mother, Patrick? Rose", she shouted.

"I'm in the kitchen, come on through."

“Jesus, it's freezing, Rose. We'll be lucky if we get half a dozen to
turn up tonight. No point in worrying though. Anyway, how'd the
visit go today. How was Sean?"’

"Well,” — did she really know, she wondered — "he says he’s in
good form and that he isn’t getting much hassle. He’s certainly de-
termined to stay with the lads till they've got the demands. He made
that clear. But he looked even thinner again to me this month. His
hands were all skin and bone when I held them. He’s like a skeleton.
I'm frightened to think how thin he must look under that beard.
Sweet Jesus, 22 years of age and he already looks like an old man.
Mary, it’s just so...”

She couldn’t say any more. She didn’t need to; Mary knew exact-
ly how she felt. Her own son Paul was also on the Blanket and her
heart was broken after each and every visit. It was so hard to watch
them grow old before their time. And then abruptly,

“For God’s sake Rose, give’s a cup of tea before we both start.
Anyway, we'll have to be quick or we’ll be late. If we don’t turn up on
time some of them might go home in this weather.”

“Well, here, drink that and I'll get my coat on."’

“Where’s Paddy?”

"Where do you think? Where he’s usually on a Saturday — booz-
ing.”

Five minutes later Rose and Mary joined the small group of
women huddled together ut the top of the street. You could hardly
see who or how many there were because opened umbrellas pointed
in every direction, covering heads and shoulders, while bodies and
legs mingled close for warmth.

As they entered the small group Rose could see that there were
12 altogether. She looked pleased. Two more than last time ana in

Martin Gough (Long Kesh) B
this weather too, she thought. Mary smiled and glanced in her di-
rection. Mary knew Rose had worked hard trying to convince more
women in the street to attend, and she knew it had been hard for
Rose to do as she was normally very shy and soft-spoken. For a mo-
ment their eyes met and Rose knew that Mary’s smile was for her.
She smiled in return, a bright confident smile. She didnt look so
tired or old any more.

For the passers-by it was a strange and unusual sight, this
small group of women huddled together beneath the street lamp, all
of them with rosary beads in hand and solemn faces. Not least of all
unusual because of the different women there.

Maisie Cummings was there. Maisie rarely had time for any-
thing or anybody in the street. Even the upheavals of internment
and the curfew had failed to move her. Young Theresa McKay and
Collette McManus were there as well. Both of them 18 years of age
and this a Saturday night, usually their big night out.

Yes, it was a strange sight to see, thought Rose, as she glanced
at the faces of the rest of the group, but it was a sight that was be-
coming less strange these days. People were beginning to care
again, even the most unusual of people.

And at that Mary, being her usual self, took charge of the situa-
tion.

"Well ladies, I'm sure some of youse are thinking youse must be
mad to be out in weather like this. Well, I don't know about youse
but when I look at the thing I'm married to I know why I'm mad, so
it’s nice to get my head showered for a change, even if it is literally.
Does anybody want him?" she shouted.

She liked to draw people to her through laughter. She had
learned in two years of meetings, demonstrations, vigils, and even
rosaries that her cynical humour could attract people, particularly
women (she reckoned women had a lot to be cynical about). It
seemed to touch something in them, especially when it was about
men, which was nearly always the case with Mary.

There was a ripple of laughter and murmured agreement among
the women, and a chorus of "No way, Mary. I'm looking rid of my
own!" before things settled down and the rosary began.

"A rosary for the boys in the Blocks and the girls in Armagh,
and for their just demands," said Maisie, solemnly now.

Changing times indeed, thought Mary as she looked from Maisie
to Rose, changing times indeed.

"Hail Mary, full of grace...”

B
e
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~ An fhirinn

Nuair a bhi mé fés i mo ghasir scoile
airisceoir agallamh liom, 14 amhdin,
bhfuair sé ‘scup’, dar leis, go mbéinn &
crainn an tseachtain sin mar chui
Sheachtain Ndisiuinta na gCrann. Bhi fi
scéala agam roimh an 14 sin go mbéinn pdir
in eachtra éigin ach bhi iontas orm nuair a

rinne tu-
de bhri go
g plandﬁil
d d'imeachtaf
0s an
teach
duirt

an tuairisceoir go mbéinn ag cur erainn, Dharr

sé mo chuid tuairimi ar an dbhar orm a

gus thug

mé a 14n raiméise dé faoin dheabhdid a bhi agam
débhtha. Bhi sé sasta leis sin, thog sé cupla rollfi
scanndin, agus d'imigh sé. Cuid laetha ina dhi-
aidh sin casadh orm aris é. Bhi mé i ldr pdirce ag
tochailt an chéad fhéid d’fhoras tithiochta nua
agus bhi lucht na nuachtdn ann, agus eisean ina
measc. leis an éacht a thaifeadadh.

1 hi mé gar d6”, arsa
sé, °Ta sluasaid ina
laimh, td poll sa ta-

lamh agus nil ach an crann ar
iarraidh. Bhi dhd dtrian den
scéal i gceart agam”.

On 14 sin amach agus mise
ag amharc ar an teilifis nd ag
léamh nuachtéin bheinn i geé-
nai ag cuimhneamh ar an tri-
an nach raibh i geeart. Bheinn
ag smaoineamh ar an phiosa a

nach mbeadh. Bheinn ag
déanamh iarrachta an chu-
madéireacht a dheald on
scéal, an fhirinne a dhealu 6n
bhréag.

An 14 a thochail mé an
'Chéad Fhéd' bhi dream mér
tuairisceoiri agus iriseoirf i
lathair. Mall i 1969 a bhi sé
agus bhi siad go léir ag lorg
gné nua den scéal in &it na
geiréibeacha agus deiridh

esan

réim an Bhardais bhiogéidigh

bheadh cruinn agus an piosa

i i { an Tochailt
1d i nDoire. Ba f | !

P)'ﬁ Jiwil i ngort 1né dtogfal
th r ball beag

) inf a
sastdt Chlualntl 5% K
an 6edid a raibh géarghd lef.

Roghnafodh mise, gﬂsu"}sc:"a]i
(Caitliceach, mo chos a chul &
ramhainn in aice le C"Shg”‘r:
Prntnst\’mnch, agutﬂ‘c_ﬂtpahm
leach an Choimlsmllvn Or1
bartha le gaghas ‘Irfono'l‘c
Naofa Athmuintearals a thais-
pedint don phreas.
taf an fomha na an
héid d’6cdid, agus is
risceoiri agus na
he mar sin. Bain-
uachta an teideal
h. Mar shampla
ta scéal jomrditeach ann ,fa
‘thuairisceoir’ 0 UTV i mBéal
Feirste a chuaigh thart ar
Bhéthar na bhFél tar éis eachtfa
lamhaigh ar lorg finné dé tuairisc
ar an teilifis. Bean ag iompar
clainne né bean le duine tinn sa
teach a bhif uaithi don chlar.
Iomhé4 aris. Mo bhualadh bos do
na daoine macdnta a ruaig an t-
iriseoir airithe ud as a gceantar
nuair a thuig siad cad a bhi ar
intinn aici.

Bhi muidne inar seasamh,

Is t,abhach
beart ar a leit]
eolaithe na tuai
hiriseoir{ i gleuic
isteoireacht na n
atd air de ghndt

vacht

Eoghan Mac Conn '
(An Cheis Fhada) :lc

cibé scéal, an mhaiq:.. .
Shamhain ar p?ﬁ:: sl"faoi
glaise i 14r na paireq a balg,
thre thaobh ding b'hf".chei.
thochailte ar obair cheg 1Ny
ag oscailt d‘ishraithna féin
agus ba 1éir domp goean'na
muid giota beag mq)) lr‘a‘bh
chéad fhéd a thoehant I:s an
fhirinne a rd, cé gy, 'd‘s. n
olltabhachtach' mg Uing
mhaidin ud, thuj mecir
tseanfhocail, “Tr{ ghmian. i
Ri agus rdmhainy an idiy
shiud m’uncail Mainilhlba
ramhainn ina laim} 1]1"
scuaid oibrithe ag a,’nh o
orainn. B'fhéidir gurbj eisﬂrc
féin a thochail an chéag g,
san 4it cupla Seachta?d
romhainn. Ni dhearna éinnn
grianghraf de, afach. Nt raib}el
aon ‘chéataddn nuachty ann

Thionél an slua afopp,
tharainn. Bhi an chuig ba
mhé acu ar an chearngy
fhéarmhar ghlas i lar a;
ghoirt rémharta, cearndg an.
air ar fhag na hoibrithe duiny
mar shuiomh as a dtochlsfs
an chéad fhod. Bhi sé mar
oilean glas i lar farraig

The truth in the

While still a schoolboy I was once interviewed by
a reporter who had what he thought was the
‘scoop’ that I would be planting a tree at some
ceremony during National Tree Week. I already
knew that I had been picked for some sort of
event but when he said it was a tree-planting ex-
ercise I was a bit surprised. He asked me for my
views on trees and I gave him a whole spleen
about how devoted I was to them, so, satisfied
with that he took a few spools of film of me and
away he went. A few days later we met again,
This time I was in the middle of a field digging
the first sod for a new housing development and
he was there with the assembled press to record
it all for prosperity.
1" was close" says he. "He
I has a shovel in hishand,
there's a hole in the
ground, and all that’s missing is
the tree. 1 had two thirds of the
story.”
From that day on, any time I
was ever watching the news on
TV or reading a paper I always

thought of the third that wasg
missing. I'd be thinking of the
part that was right and the part
thaL wasn't even there, I'd he try-
ng Lo separate the invention frop,
the narrative, the truth from the
lies. ;

The day I dug the ‘First Soq’
there was a big crowd of reporters
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NEws

and journalists present. It was in
1968 or '69 and they were looking
for some new angle apart from
the riots and the suspension of
the bigoted Unionist Corporation
in Derry. So, the Official Dig in a
field where Clooney estate would
eventually be built was the press
opportunity they needed. I was
picked (a Catholic schoolboy) to
foot the spade along with a
(Prqtestant) schoolgirl and the
chairman of the Development
Commission to complete the Holy
Trinity of Reconciliation for the
press.

Image is always far more im-
pm'tur}t than fact on these sort of
occaslons and reporters are old
masters of the game. It's called
NEWs management today. For ex-
zufl‘ple, there is a story .about t};e
UTV reporter in Belfast wt
walked the Falls Rog AL
e alls Road looking for
a witness to some
dent Yor the

had

Ll;in to be a womanp who was ej
T Pregnant or who had som

one sick i 3
¢ sick in the house Image

shooting inci-
NeWS programme. It

Eoghan Mac Cormaic
(Long Kesh) B

again. And I send congratulations
here to the good people of the dis
trict who chased the reporter
when they realised what her
scheme was.

Anyway, there we whers
standing in the bit of field that
November morning. On all four‘
sides of us the earth-movers &
JCBs had already started diggs
and laying foundations and it ¥
clear that we were a bit late ¥
the ‘first’ sod. If the truth ¥
known, although I wasa W‘P _35
morning I had this ironic feetl®s
that T was only a step av&y he
the earth (if you'll excuie_‘e
pun), because there in front of m
shovel in his hand and I? the fn]l“v
dle of a squad of workers, was Fo}
uncle Mannix watching me'”he
all T knew it was him who (-iu,aek:'
real ‘first’ sod a couple L “esuf
earlier. Nobody took any P owmw
him however. No news per® i
in a labouring man.

The guests gather
Most of them manage
on the square of grass €

ound;
ed 10 o

to S
) sidg L

y

—

¥ 1



doinne agus cé go raibh na
tuairisceoiri ina seasamh i
geldbar go dti a murnéin
b’'amhlaidh nach dtug siad an
saothar réamhdhéanta fa
deara. Fiu nuair a sciip mise
an fod, a bhi réamhthochailte
duinn fosta, glan as an talamh
nior chuir sé sin iontas orthu.
Chuir eagrai an tsearmanais
an fod ar ais sa talamh agus
chomhairligh liom gan an
oiread sin bru a chur ar an
tsluasaid.

"Nar mhaith leat go
dtochléfai é2" arsa mé leis. Ba
Jéir on dreach a thug sé domh
nar mhaith

D& n-inseoidis bréaga ar
na mionghnéithe ud, caidé
nach ndéanfaidis leis na
moérghnéithe? Nuair a amhar-
caim ar an teilifis na
laethanta seo agus duine ag
cur crainn né ag tochailt féid
bim i geénal ag ceistid més
firinne né bréaga atd ann. Ni
bheadh a fhios agat. An oiche
sin thaispedin siad mise agus
an cailin, beirt ag s4 na
rémhainne sa talamh agus
radharc nd amharc de na
hoibrithe ni raibh ann. Ni
raibh an phdirc réamh-
thochailte né na hinnill a bhi
cipla slat uainn le feicedil.
Murach go raibh mé ann,

chreidfinn gur gort ur glas ar
bhris muid den chéad uair an
mhaidin sin. Bainisteoireacht
den fomh4 atd mar obair ag
na medin chumarséide agus
chan nuacht a aithris.

Tar éis an tseisidin ghri-
anghraf labhair mé leis an tu-
airisceoir:

"Planddil crainn?"' arsa
mé, "sciip cruinn a bhi agat-
sal"

D’amharc sé orm, thog a
leabhrdn néta as a phéca agus
léigh abairt as m’agallamh
déanach leis domh;

"Té grdé agam do gach
saghas crainn. Is maith liom
an seiceamar go hdirithe mar
an ceann seo..."

"Té grianghraf agam i mo
chomhad diotsa, a heolai," ar
seisean, "le do ldmha thart
timpeall ar chrann darach."

"Té do rin slin liomsa'
arsa mé.

"Agus do rin slén liomsa"
arsa sé. Ghluais muid ar
aghaidh as an phairc tochailte
chuig béile agus junket in ost-
lann 4itivil. Bhi inneall
tochailte ag réabadh trid an
spas ina raibh muid ag geait-
sfocht cipla néiméad roimh
ré, agus ag réabhadh trid aon
chreidivint a bhi fagtha ionam
don mhednchumarséidefosta.

the middle of the dug-up field, a
square that had obviously been
left for us to dig the ‘first’ sod out
of. It was like a green island in a
brown sea. The reporters didn’t
seem to notice it even though they
were standing in muck up to their
ankles. And even when I scooped
the sod right out of the ground (it
was already dug for us!) and the
organiser replaced it in the earth,
that didn’t even even surprise
them. The MC advised me not to
put so much pressure on the shov-
el. I asked him did he not want
the sod dug out, but from the look
on his aul’ face it was clear what
he thought of that suggestion.

If they can tell lies in the
small things what can they not
do with the Big Lie. I can’t watch
the TV now when there’s some-
body planting a tree or digging a
first sod without doubts arising
about what I'm seeing. You really
don’t know. The night of the dig
the TV showed the girl and me
sinking a shovel into the soil and
not a sign of all the machinery or
the digging or all the workers
that were standing only yards
from us. If it hadn’t been for me
being there I'd have sworn that it

was a field untouched by human
hand that we had been filmed in.
The media’s whole job had been
to manage the news rather than
report it.

After the photo-opportunity I
spoke to the reporter.

"Tree planting?" says 1. "That
was some scoop you had!”

He looked at me for a second
then he took his notebook from
his pocket, and read a sentence
from my ‘interview’ to me: "I love
all sorts of trees... especially
sycamores like this one here... "

"I have a photo of you in my
file mister know all" he said,
"with your arms wrapped round
an oak tree..."

"Your secrel is safe with me"
says I,

"And yours is safe with me."

We walked away from the
ploughed-up, dug-up field towards
a junket in the local hotel. As we
left a JCB was tearing a gouge
through the green patch where we
had been posing just a few min-
utes earlier; ripping through it
and ripping through whatever
faith I had remaining in the credi-
bility of the media.

Anthony McIntyre
(Long Kesh) B

The
Holocaust

Camps where people are concentrated in fear
huddling together in make-shift rubble shelters
walled in ghettos, the tombs of the living
uncertain minds awaiting fateful selection
property confiscated and homes destroyed

men beaten to death with batons of wood
women raped beyond life with batons of flesh
children murdered by thugs in jackboots
expansionism trampling all in its path

greater living space the objective

no sign yet of the ‘liberators’ from East and West
advancing steadfastly and resolutely

closing the camps, ending the nightmare
liberating the Palestinians from...

Nazi Israel.

The question of whether articles in
Irish should be translated is still being
debated. It will be featured in our next
issue, so there.is still time to write us a
letter on the subject. Address them to:

¢ BRIAN CAMPELL, No A160

H-BLOCKS,
LONG KESH,
Co ANTRIM.
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RADIO ONE

I don't know what it is with me but every
hear there is a programme on about the po
situation in the North I have to tune in.

in the hope that this programme will be

pose it'’s

the one to ‘tell it as it is’. But more often
it's just the same old story with the Brit

time I
litical
1 sup-

than not
ish still

trying to drive their normalisation policy into

people’s heads. On December 29th, I wa

s let

down again — BBC Radio One’s programme In
God’s Country was just the same old story.

thought there might have
I been some hope for it

when, in his introduction;
the presenter, Simon Mayo, ad-
mitted that the English don’t
really understand this place —
how true! He then explained
how ‘normal’ the city of Belfast
is, casually dropping in the fact
that & member of the RUC had
just been shot dead around the
corner from where he was
broadcasting. An explanation of
why ‘police officers’ are being
shot in a busy city centre would
have been appropriate at this
stage but it didn’t come.

The programme didn't set out,
to be a heavy documentary on the
‘problem of Northern Ireland’. In-
deed, it was so light we even got a
political analysis of the whole sit-
uation by none other than two
members of the Parachute Regi-
ment. These two ‘peacekeeping’
Paras told us how they take a his-
tory course on Ireland before they
are sent here. I suppose this his-
tory course will tell them how

T AbAAENT Jhed Aewb:

\ S LA LINLHINE, Jrointth BofsErR
Rokb: € SGUAIAES, / DowkEY
(Mo oHER TS,
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their brave predecessors ‘fought’
in Derry, killing 14 innocent civil-
jans. Basically, their analysis of
the whole situation was that the
majority of Irish people wanted
peace except for a bunch of IRA
thugs. One of them also said how
he couldn’t hang his uniform on
the washing line back home in
England for fear of an Irish per-
son seeing it. Obviously being
Irish is enough evidence to con-
firm guilt for this Para.

From life in Belfast the pro-
gramme moved to Enniskillen
and this is where it went into
political point scoring. I admit it
would be difficult — and wrong
_ for a programme of this na-
ture to go to Enniskillen and
not mention the IRA bomb in
which 11 people tragically lost
their lives. But I also think it is
wrong to do an interview with
members of the Parachute Regi-
ment, talking about the role
they play in the Six Counties,
and not mention Bloody Sun-
day. This programme, like so

Fra Hamilton
(Long Kesh) B

it, freely talks

many before Lok Aavas

about IRA violence

state violence: '
: Bloody Sunday Was mentioned

__ the record of that name by U2
was played during the piecé about
the Enniskillen bomb. Even
though the record is about Bloody
Sunday, this doesn’t stop Bono
from u.;;ing it as another platform
to attack the Republican Move-
ment. In a live recordling of the
song he tells us he is §lck of peo-
ple coming up to him 1n Ar.nenlca
asking about the revolution in
Ireland. He bluntly answers the
people by saying, "What_ reu'(')luA
tion? Fuck the revolution! Qf
course Bono is entitled to his
opinion as much as the rest of us,
but to use Bloody Sunday to at-
tack the Republican Movement
puts his opinion in its proper per-
spective.

The programme then
to Derry city. Simon Mayo tried
to work out if he was in London-
derry, Derry or ‘Stroke City’.
Who better to ask than a few
lads of the Apprentice Boys of
Derry:

"Well, you see, we are known
as the Apprentice Boys of Derry
and when we are talking to each
other we would refer to the place
as Derry, but if we are writing
anything down we would al-
ways use Londonderry." He said
this is because it reminds him
he is British. Totally baffled by
this, Simon Mayo asked why
they do not want a United Ire-

moved

land. :
have arI;)}lett)::: fi‘;l‘ed that 4
estyle . ey
they would have ip g 1oy ¢ i
land. Coming from aun} Ire,
one of the highest rat Y wity
employment in Wegtq 8 of un.
it is hard to imagine h rop,
could be any more blow hing!
they already are, eak thay

The programme wep,
Derry City Footha]] CIUboverto
us how well they o tO'tell
and by that stage wa: qolng,
the programme itgelf w“’lihing
over. However, it Wa:\lld 03
touched with a bit of real; e
a group called 20/9¢ Vilty. by
This group outlineq thasmn.
problem in the North i " the
religious one, that thenma
cause of the problen ; o
British occupation of ou,s -
try and until that occupatf:ur?'
removed there can nevel-nbls
peace in Ireland. I think simoe
Mayo was shocked to hear tha:
this group was willing to taly 1,
the Loyalist community anq in
deed longed for the day whe,
the two communities would iy
together as one.

It also set out to be a musi
programme and the reason |
have barely mentioned the mu-
sic is not that it was bad, it just
had little or no relevance to
what was being said. The music
researcher, like the rest of the
people who made it, showed o
imagination or willingness to
take risks in making it
Whether this was because of
censorship or just a lack of u-
derstanding I don’t know, but I
do know the end result was bor
ing — just the same old story
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Bobby Brown (Long Kesh) B
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Crafty commies,

Crack and Coke

ne day oul mates Mul
and Locky came in af-
ter a walk in the yard

and sat down to eat their tea of
burgers and chips. They both
immediately noticed that the
kitchen had also sent up tasty
jam sponge cakes for everyone.
There were two slices in front of
them, one less than half the size
of the other. They both eyed the
large slice greedily as they per-
formed the difficult task of eat-
ing their tea as quickly as possi-
ble while giving the appearance
of relaxed indifference.

Mul speared his last chip,
put it in his mouth, pushed his
plate away and lifted up the
large slice of.cake in a move-
ment so quick and effortless
that Locky blinked and missed
it.

Mul bit into the cake, his
hand cupped beneath his chin
and his eyes closed in ecstasy.

"You dirty, stinking rotter”
(or words to that effect), said
Locky.

"What? What’s wrong?" said
Mul, wide-eyed and innocent.

"You greedy git! You took the
biggest piece!" cried Locky.

"Wha’? Well, which one
would you have taken?" asked
Mul, offended.

"] would have taken the
smallest piece,’” said Locky
proudly.

"Well then, what are you
complaining about?" replied
Mul.

ne of the lads has a
O friend who travelled re-
cently to China where

he bought a Chinese chess set,

He thought it would be a perfect
distraction for a captured POW
during the long winter nights,
5o he posted it over. However, it
was refused entry to the jail ‘for
security reasons’. From China
came a letter;

"I heard that the Chinese
chess set was not allowed in.
Understandable. With a little
imagination you could make a
helicopter from it and have an-
other mass breakout. Crafty
bastards, those communists.”

suppose it was bound to
I happen sometime. One of
the lads, writing to a sup-
porter in Los Angeles, was list-
ing his hobbies and interests.
He told about learning Irish,
studying, playing snooker and
he added, "there is nothing I
like better than a bit of crack
with the lads.”
Three weeks later came the
reply;

"Do you not realise that
crack kills hundreds of young
people every year and destroys
the lives of thousands of others?"

uring a big search in
Dthe Crum Fra was on
full alert, staring out

through a small gap in the side
of his door, ready to report any
suspicious activity. He saw
dozens of screws milling about,
some with dogs trained to sniff
out explosives. Then suddenly
he noticed one screw holding
the jail cat. Quick as a flash he
warned his comrades about this
new development,

"Hey lads! They've got a snif-
fer cat with them."

./

y now many of you will
have seen me in my lat-
est film, Arachnapho-

bia. It is just a small, crawl-o.n
part — it’s not stardom but it
puts the flies on the table. Of-
fers from Hollywood are flood-
ing in, including one ambiti(?us
project for a musical combining
the scripts of The Fly and Spi-
derman. They're calling it Pesti-
cide Story. Sounds like a juicy
part.

licking through my Jan-
F uary issue of Ireland’s

Own as part of my re-
search into the media, I came
across the following personal ad
— and I'm still baffled; "Girl in
Cork seeks a male pen friend,
ex-prisoner or pensioner who
likes to keep fit. For lasting
friendship.”

eonard was out on pa-
role at Christmas, sit-
ting in a city-centre bar

with a woman friend. He was
still coming to terms with the
ways of the big bad world, but

he remained cool, makiné'hght
conversation as he clickeq his
fingers in time to the bac.
ground music and occasionally
smoothed his slick hairstyle ip
the way of his boyhood hery
Stanley Matthews. Noticing,
that his friend needed more
Coke for her vodka he sum.
moned a waitress with a casua]
wave of his hand and ordered
the drink. When the waitress
returned he took the bottle of
coke and flipped a 50-pence coin
her way with instructions to
"Keep the change!"

The waitress smiled and
asked, "Here luv, what cave
have you been living in? You
owe me 14p."

A

(Long Kesh) B

SUPORT THE PRISONERS' DEPENDANTS SEND YOUR DONATIONS TO: “’1

An Cumann Cabhrach & Green Cross

ALL DONATIONS, ENQUIRIES AND OFFERS

OF HELP SHOULD BE ADDRESSED TO:

AN CUMANN CABHRACH
The Secretary

¢/o 44 Parnell Square,
Dublin 1

GREEN CROSS
The Secretary
51/55 Falls Road,
Belfast
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He switched the light on and at once the cell ex-
loded in all its starkness. It was strange how it
seemed SO much more oppressive at night, The
grtificial light from the triple tube on the ceiling
sccmcd to enhance the cell’s rigidity. It wasn’t
cold yet it wasn’t warm — just there, The new
ecen curtains took the bad look off the place. He
had to admit even to his frugal and austere self
that they were a big improvement on the brown
paper bags. I bet Mandela had curtains, he said
to himself as he counted the days he’d spent in-
side. 5,500 — well, 5,501 if you counted the fact
that it was now almost 2.00am. He’d seen four
Olympic Games and four World Cups, the fall of
Saigon and the rise of Saddam Hussein in be-
tween times, and still thought The Wizard of Oz
was the best children’s film ever made.
ut tonight he couldn’t sleep — his mind was in turmoil and
B the cell was oppressing in a way that was new to him. Usu-
ally he coped admirably but in recent days over the course
of a few discussions a sudden thought had hit him. Fifteen years
was 2 lifetime. Nineteen seventy five-ninety, didn’t seem long to
him as he lived it, but when he looked at 1960-75 time and his his-
tory loomed large, the enormity hit him. By looking at the age he
was when he came into jail and subtracting 15 years he saw just
what many others seemed to miss — the experience of life and what
it meant in time and space. From 17 12 to 2 1/2; a restless man to a
restless child, and tonight he was both.

The child in him wanted out to play, not to do anything in partic-
ular but just out ‘cos he was locked in, just like he had been when
he was young and it was raining. "No, you're not going out. I don’t
care who’s out there, it's teeming," his mum had said a million
times. But it wasn’t raining now, instead silence dripped from the
four bare walls that gripped him like a vice, squeezing life from his
body. He screamed silently, filling his head, sounding like a rush of

Aty L S SINE TS

AN INSOMNIAC

Basil Hardy
(Long Kesh) B

water from a tap in the house next door when he was young — muf-
fled but you knew it was on. But no one heard his sounds — he was
alone except for the four bare walls, his scream and the silence.

There couldn’t be good days for all these bad ones, he thought.
That was just a jail cliché when you didn’t know what to say. Just
like ‘do your wack’. But then again, any day outside would be a
good day, even if you couldn’t get out to play, wouldn’t it? Maybe,
maybe not. Did it really matter tonight? His present reality was
what he had to deal with. Insomnia; a prison curse, nowhe~e to go,
nothing to do except sit it out till morning. Yet still his mind raced.
He wondered if people really understood what it was all about. He
sort of knew; that’s what kept him sane. Sometimes he felt they just
kept on and on — "you're looking well” "how long has it been, ten
years?”' "Not long now" the classic lines said 100 times in the
course of a night, a day, an hour. How long indeed — what could he
say; a lifetime, a culture, a leap, a long march, long enough to be
standing beside you yet feel a million miles away? I can hear you,
see you, touch you, smell you, yet when 1 speak you don't listen, you
can’t listen. Just like these walls, only they are faceless. Just walls,
you can’t miss them. They won’t let you.

He saw people trying to fool themselves, putting up posters,
smiling faces of cultural icons beamed down from all sides, is-
lands of colour, two-dimensional pictures in a one-dimensional
world. Yes, he knew; four walls, a roof and a floor was a cube —
a mathematical certainty. But it was one-dimensional to him.
How could it be anything else? Trapped, ensnared, confined, re-
stricted, unfree, entombed in a cube — written in a file, stuck in
a drawer — one dimension and one dimension only. And still it
wasn’t raining.

He laughed to himself. It gets to you like this kid, doesn’t it? Of
course it does, nothing wrong with that. What else did he expect —
he was human even if they thought he was from another world out-
side. It reminded him of the film advert for Alien: In space no one
hears you scream. Just as well. What would happen to the revolu-
tion, he thought, as he turned the lights off — "Jails full of impo-
tent, conscience-ridden depressed insomniacs who can't do their
wack!” screamed the masses in front of the GPO. So the nightmare
continues — or is it a dream? Who cares? At least he’s out asleep —
and it’s raining.

M i
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ample of how ‘you can partici-  the material factorg Gob.

r democracy as long

Right
to resist

A British soldier loads his rifle and, with nervous
steps, runs from his baze into the streets of an
Irish town. Does he question his actions? Has he
weighted up the rights and wrongs of using vio-
lence? Or is he just doing a job, his rifle one of
the tools of his trade and his morality paid for by
the danger money in his pay packet?

hen discussing moral-
ity in the struggle it
is seemingly always a

one-sided question. The British
soldier is never cited as some-
one whose conscience is a desir-
able place in which to hold a
public debate. His political deci-
sion to use violence to uphold
the state is not on the list of
moral questions in The Irish
Times or on Cahal Daly’s pulpit.
Britain’s right to use force in
Ireland is never questioned. In-
stead, and increasingly over the
last few years, a barrage of
churchmen, politicians, journal-
ists and anyone else whom the
media can haul on board has
spoken out against the right of
Republicans to engage in armed
struggle. It would appear to be
a concerted attempt, using their
complete contro] of the airwaves
and other media, to undermine
support for the Republican posi-
tion.

It is rich indeed, that those
who rushed without pause to
war in the Middle East and
helped drop more explosives on
Iraq in 19 days than was deto-
nated by all sides throughout
the whole of the Second World
War should lecture Republicans
on the morality of violence.

In Ireland, many of our
‘mora) guardians’ are happy to
contemplate a society which, by
its very structure, produces
poverty, unemployment, mass
emigration and violence, and
yet save their venom for those
who rebel against it.

For many, the first and most

obvious irony must be that,
those who join the Republican
Movement do so for moral rea-
sons; they want to see an end to
oppression and the creation of a
better world in which to live.
Those anti-Republican commen-
tators seldom publicly scratch
the surface to examine the rea-
sons why so many people feel it
necessary to take up arms; they
are comfortable to ignore the
causes and peddle nonsense
about ‘psychopathic killers ad-
dicted to violence’, and people
‘gripped by evil’; buzzwords
which indicate an unwillingness
to engage in real debate.

Why use violent means, they
say, when disputes can be set-
tled through ‘the democratic
process’?

The simple answer is that
democracy — rule by the people
— has never existed in the Six
Counties. Ireland was parti-
tioned to deny democracy, to
deny the free choice of what
democratic system or what kind
of life people would like to cre-
ate for themselves. In Ireland if
people wish for a secure life free
from the attentions of the
state’s military forces they must
accept the status quo and adapt
to the standards of the economic
and political system. If you step
outside the narrow limits of de-
bate you risk being crushed,

Within the Six Counties, Re-
publicans and nationalists have
never had any avenues of ex-
pression within the so-called
democracy. Indeed, today
Belfast City Hall is a perfect ex-
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pate in ou Fac)
as you are a Unionist.” The me-

dia are tied into this approach
with censorship and bans, re-
g Republicans views from

movin
n speak

the airwaves — ‘you ca
only if you do not call for real
change.” The parameters of de-
bate are set to exclude debate.
The ‘democratic system’ set up
in the Six Counties was specifi-
cally designed to thwart any at-
tempts to remove partition‘an‘d
British interference — it 18
guaranteed to prolong oppres-
sion within its artificial border.
Clearly the ‘democratic system’
is not democratic and use of it
alone cannot end oppression.
When a mortar bomb ex-

plodes in the back garden of 10

Downing Street and MPs of all
shades cry about "this attack on

our democracy”, it can only put

a wry smile on the face of every
Republican and democrat who
considers it an attack on
Britain’s imposition of a non-
democracy in Ireland.

When the Civil Rights Move-
ment in the late 1960s called for
basic change the state erupted
in violence against it. The reac-
tion of the state betrayed its na-
ture. Peaceful calls for equality
were viewed as a challenge to
the state’s very existence be-
cause it was a state founded on
the basis of inequality. Its

democracy was exposed as a
sham and it proved itself closed

to change.
It is argued that the condi-

tions of the Nationalist people

in the Six Counties do not justi-
fy them taking up arms against

the state. This argument lists

% »

rltain’s right to use force in Ireland is never quesnoned

ing, etc.) whoge denials’ hoyg.
oppression, throws i, , add ¢,
of inequality and injhet; ®asurg
puts them all togg > then
. “OBethey
large sum which, it ig th In 4
does not add y :" said,
enough pile of opprage:. , *188
tify the use of v?tﬁe?xis(elorl’ 1 jus.
words, things are bad. l?Other
that bad. This methog ’ofut not
sis, most vocally ugeq bélna‘b'.
cent Browne, editor of The § in-
day Tribune, and SUpport i
other long-dist o by
g-distance hbera]g

sumes that all form :
sion can be reduce
other, that there i
ZT):i:,t}zrc)h g conditiong of

stence can be Measyreq
against a figure which ‘allowy
them to revolt. Y

The gauge most often useq i
the list of demands drawp up b}s
the Civil Rights Movement i:
the 1960s. Those spoke of phd
end to discrimination in ep.
ployment, in housing allocation
an end to the gerrymandering 0;‘
electoral boundaries and ap end
to the practice of giving extrs
votes to property owners in loca]
elections. All are worthy and
worthwhile demands but they
do not add up to a charter for
freedom; they simply seek the
removal of some of the barriers
to equality. Not all the demands
have been met but even if they
were it is wrong to say that peo-
ple would then have full civil
rights. That would be the mod-
ern equivalent of the plantation
owner who says his slaves are
happy, they have all they could
possibly want; food, a roof over
their heads and they just love
all that hard work.

as-
S of Oppreg.
d to one gy
S 30me scale
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Prison is perhaps an appro-
priate analogy. Material condi-
tions are important and we con-
stantly campaign for better
food, adequate heating and
even for a supply of better foot-
balls. But even if we had
jacuzzis and cocktail cabinets, it
would still not make for a ful-
filling life in which our talents
and emotions could find full ex-
pression. For that, we need
freedom in the literal sense as
well as freedom to control our
own lives and destinies.

It can also be asserted that
the British are an illegitimate
force in Ireland, that their par-
lition of the country is illegal.
In that way there is also a legal
basis for opposing their pres-
€1t — they have no right to be
in Ireland, But then, according
to John Hume, it is immoral to
fight over a piece of land; it is
People who are important. The
Yacuous phrages of John Hume
Ide many untruths, Qur strug-
8¢ is entirely concerned with
People. We seel emancipation
;:nI;EOple as well as for our
toget}:y — the two are bound up

er: The people of Ireland

Ca;
M0t be free ynti] the country
1s free.

But how, it is asked, can a
cause which has as its objective
the creation of a society based
on human values justify the
taking of human life? It is the
question of ends and means.
There are few, if any, examples,
where the means for removing
fundamental injustice were
compatible with the expressed
ends. All revolts against tyran-

ny involve the use of violence

for noble ends. That is not to
rule out the tactic of non-vio-
lence, where appropriate. The
often-cited example is the civil
rights movement in the USA in
the 1960s. For its objective —
the removal of certain laws
which upheld racism — it was
appropriate. But full emancipa-
tion of black people in the US
would require a much more fun-
damental challenge to the struc-
ture of that society; a challenge
which, to be successful, could
not forswear the use of violence.

The question then becomes
one of tactics. If people are not
prepared to suffer ipdignity and
oppression they will seek the
means to bring about change. In
the Six Counties politics alone,
or non-violent protest, will not
be successful. Republicans see

% : \
armed struggle as a viable tac-
tic which is morally justified.

All the reasons which give a
moral justification for the use of
armed struggle come to nought,
however, if that armed struggle
is not effective in reaching its
objectives. It is not that the
campaign has to be guaranteed
of success — every revolution
runs the risk of being defeated
— but that it is in principle able
to bring about its objectives.
The anti-Republican chorus of
‘conflicts cannot be resolved by
violence’ is exposed as hypocrisy
from those who are loudest in
support of the Gulf War.

Others say, ‘you may feel you
are morally justified in what
you are doing, but violence will
get you nowhere." And yet the
evidence shows entirely the op-
posite to be true: the IRA cam-
paign and the rise of Sinn Féin
as a political force has been the
catalyst for change. Without the
IRA campaign, the nationalist
people of the Six Counties
would be reduced to permanent
second-class citizenship and
Britain’s presence in Ireland
would not be a matter for de-
bate.

If there is morality behind
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the armed struggle there is also
morality in how it is waged.
There can be no licence for the
indiscriminate use of force. The
accidental deaths of civilians
during TRA operations have
been cynically exploited by the
media. Such deaths are tragic
and genuine concern has been
raised within the Republican
Movement and by its support-
ers. If it is shown that regular
deaths of large numbers of
civilians is an inevitable conse-
quence of armed struggle it
would be morally unjustifiable
and counter-productive to con-
tinue. But armed struggle prop-
erly, professionally and politi-
cally executed will keep civilian
casualties to an absolute mini-
mum. The IRA’s responsibility
is to prove that in practice. On
that basis, morality is bound up
with the effectiveness of armed
struggle as a tactic.

Of course, British responsi-
bility for the deaths of civilians
has always been shirked. Even
in Iraq where many hundreds of
civilians have been killed, their
response has been a shrug of
the shoulders and platitudes
about war being a dirty busi-
ness. The British never apolo-
gise.

It must also be emphasised
that armed struggle alone will
not gain our objectives, if only
because of the weight of num-
bers and force of arms against
us. There is a need to organise
the mass of Irish people in ac-
tive work against injustice. To
support the moral right of Irish
people to wage armed struggle
against the British forces does
not require that someone per-
sonally participates in that
armed struggle. Rather, it
should convince them of the
need to participate in some of
the many facets of the overall
struggle.

The British soldier on the
street can stop, search and de-
tain for hours anyone he
meets and, in the final analy-
sis, he can shoot them dead
without suffering the conse-
quences. And all to uphold a
society which is rotten to the
core and which absolutely
needs his violence in order to
exist. To resist within that op-
pressive society is an
expression of human dignity,
an entirely moral act.
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Adverts exploit
women L

It is almost impossible to turn on the television
without seeing images of half-naked women ad-
vertising everything from lawnmowers to h:.n's.of
chocolate. Why do advertisers need to trivialise
women in order to sell their product? Do they
not realise women find this offensive? Why (?‘N‘f"
a car need a woman draped over the front of it to
sell it — could the car not sell on its own merits?
It is just one example of the way women are €x-
ploited.
his form of se lead to serious problems if they
I vertisements do not see themselves as this
serious a ‘Perfect Woman’; anorexia, bu-
10 peog limia, other personality disor-
ders, and even suicide.

The effect of this type of ad-
vertising on the young male is to
portray women as sexual objects,
to be seen as a body, not a person
with an intelligent mind. This
can lead to problems such as

@ The opinion that women are sexual objects solely for male use
undermines women in everyday life

rape and abuse as this pattern of solely for male use }mderlmjnes the media, totally submissiye ¢
thinking carries on from child- Wwomen in everyday life, with the those  around her re
hood to maturity. The opinion ©nus on a woman to be the per- hgsband/partner, Ch.lldren =
that women are sexual objects fect stereotype as portrayed by  with no thought to her inner seff

Frankie Quinn
o m e (Long Kesh) B

Shuddering in sounds of human feet,

touching each other in loveless beats

at suffering defeat,
Passions suppressed in walls
of green.
Piercing hearts with needles

~— sharp.
B\ This is, to me, another part of
lonely life,
like shining steel of butcher’s
knife,
Dreams are made of nights like this;
wide open eyes afire with fright,
a child holds

with fingers tight.
Scorching red from tears of
plight, from someone who must often
fight
with loneliness in dark deep
nights,
in search of subconscious mind
for corner of light,
but memories bring
no happy sight.
The curtains drawn,

once more daylight.

i
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Brian
THE
RETURN

fe dressed in & leather jacket, open
nd joans: Hardly appropriate for
ﬂn d his mother and father wer

their disapproval.

ean, put this on . One of his father’s ties, rolled lik i
"S let roll, was held out as he combed his hair in the s

necked shipt
ajob interview
€ exasperated in

"No, no, I'm airight as Tam. I'll do fine. Don; , ?‘;Ar.r.( G

He hurried out ‘n?to the street. It had turned cold IO
Apl‘il sunshine ana 11.\_\"&5 wet ;ﬁ er the afternoon’s r
tme of 48y when work had finished and the shops
He walked ag‘amstA l;m flow of pooplp 3,?(1 t-l“af‘ﬁc,

Sean had 7.170;1\1 ‘1‘; .\;fh \.\ mkmg in England. A draughtsm
he had been made redun ant a fommght before Christmas; 20 men
given their ca ds. In the face of Chrlstmas, money for drink and
jresenits was a more persuasive option than a strike with an uncer-
tain end and there was little resistance among his workmates, He
0k his wages and his redundancy pay and came home.

Christmas brought a need for the comfort of his well-worn home
town. Friends, familiar rain, the smell of coal smoke in. the streets
gaturday morning hangovers settled in the pub and all the othe;
habits and memories drew him closer to the flow of life he really
knew. But Christmas had evaporated, his stay had now drifted into
months, and once more waking to days without work and weekends
without money built up the dreary weight to force him back to Eng-
lend. That space in his life that wanted to be filled with the specta-
dle and feel of busy crowds, the energy of being at the centre of ex-
citement, could not be satisfied here. Each day saw his eyes more
narrow 2nd his teeth more firmly clenched. It was in his mind to re-
turn to England.

Then one night his father came home from work with the news
thet Barney McKeown wanted to talk to him about a job; they were
{o meet in the bar of Crilly’s pub at six o’clock.

Sean walked quickly down towards the centre of the town and
into Canal Street. It was a narrow mixed-up street with pubs,
shops, 2nd terraced rows of private houses, some three-storey and
some two up-two down. It was a street with a haphazard evolution
till now it didn’t know if it was meant for business or for living in.
Opposite the hookie’s was Noel Crilly’s bar; Sean crossed the road
and went inside.

At teatime on a Friday it was a cosy haven for me
only men. Pounds and pay cheques slid over the bar and pipts and
bottles and half’uns flowed back. The packed bar buzzed w1th con-
Vrstion as wit and hanter gathered in groups. Seqn P
wj amiliar face noted then ignored. Nevertheless he felt exposed,

aiched. He leaned across the bar and ordered a pint of Guinness.
He dskivd the barman if Barney McKeown WaS"iﬂ- ]
1 e e, aking Seuns ey, e ol e 11
G w. He always comes in with his lads abou
Fridqy night,” o d
S eancd o the b, watching the tlovison TS SUCT

he hr o COnvgrsatmn left hl'm somfortas Keown strode in, fol-
o " he had half-finished his pint Barney McKeown BLCL | porter

ed at intervals by six men. He was tall with a substantial p l
elly ¢ ARR B o bald erown. He was

: and a ring of thick hair around a shining baIE =t fhicial
€ boss ang sales = as he described hlll)seU on'(‘
ormg, ¢, g esman 19 -1« amall engineering firm. He
Spe”l’hisi'manag”}g drectole Of' hlb 5m‘rk at once packslapping
anq cut:thlme sniffing deals and pricing WO. : f two men sitting at
roat. He leaned on the shoulders ©

the by,
"1 as he spoke to the barman.

:lﬂi‘l' a week of
ain. It was the
had just closed.

an,

n of all ages,

; }?ﬂz;m the lads a drink,"

Sean
drinks h

e b — he waves his hand towards the end of
Waifeagt)e me a pint anrzrp and a Scotch, plenty of ice.”

¢ 6 A’h' 0 apprflach him, but as the barman served the
> 8aW himself being pointed out. McKeown came over.

"You're . ) "
drinbingt Joe Carroll’s son? They shook hands. "What're you

.,[IVZ"" I'm "/;Vighf.:' said Sean.

" ‘"'";” youre alright but what're you drinking? A pint of stout”

M:;(':("’"’M. Sear} said, reddening, polite in spite of himself.
oW M *own put their drinks on a tray and beckoned Sean to fol-

M £o an empty table. He took a pen from his jacket pocket
nnd‘ peeled the front off a beermat.

P{\{]";”;'}:::h::‘i.r)";:/”r':[lflgr[/‘ifcnfi/ms 7nd }/:mrk experience?”

3 4 Yy were

Brospctive émployes fornal 1 thel evseons and cnaggerdion
It became clear that McKeown <as i ’ - e exaggerations.

ywn saw his firm undergoing a change.
N,” more just a welding shop, he would soon be able to talk about
?ns design office, his draughtsman, his engineer. He would expand
Into the complex, moneyed work which until now had been beyond
his rule of thumb abilities. Sean caught the glances of the six men
%‘ the b;/[ﬁghey looked suspicious, curious, an uneasy backdrop to

arney McKeown’s enthusiasm.

Final]y, Sean asked about wages.

VYe’ll not discuss money in the pub,” McKeown said, gripping
Se%?]n(si S:(k))ulder, "we’lkl talk about that on Monday morning.” He
smiled. A buyer’s market.

Sean looked at him and said flatly, "I'll think about what you've
said and phone you tomor: ..”" He drained his pint and they shook
hands again.

On his way out Sean exchanged a glance with one of McKeown’s
men standing at the bar. "Alright?” he nodded.

- ”I'ﬁ)w’re you doing?" the man replied. Sean vaguely recognised
im. He came over.

"Sean Carroll?" he said, pointing his finger and smiling.

""Yes,” said Sean, still unable to place him.

"Mickey Martin. I played football against you a few times. For
Ballyholland.”

"Right!” said Sean. He remembered him; a good footballer, al-
ways took their free kicks from scoring positions, but he looked dif-
ferent with short hair and an inch off either side of what had been a
Mexican moustache.

They chatted for a few minutes and soon were talking about
Sean’s job offer. "Oul Barney’s a chancer,” Mickey said quietly out of
the corner of his mouth, one minute we've any amount of overtime,
the next he’s laying half of us off. If I were you I'd head back to Eng-
land. Or to America. That's where I'm thinking of heading. There’s
fuck all in this town.”

Sean found himself nodding in agreement with this accepted
wisdom, but it disturbed him and he felt it almost as a reproach.

"Are you staying for another pint?" asked Mickey.

"No thanks, I have to go. I'll catch you again,” Sean said.

"Right, take it easy,”" said Mickey as Sean turned towards the
door.

Walking out into the street Sean sucked in the fresh air. A car

slished past, its headlights on. He stood for a moment looking up
and down the street. The few pints, the night air and the sense of
the town coming alive, people going places, helped him banish Bar-
ney McKeown's heavy smile from his mind. He turned and walked
i town.
“m;n front of him were two women, their arms linked, every few
seconds their conversation bursting into laughter as they swung to-
gether down the street. More women, in pairs and in groups were
converging in the distance towards the Parochl(al Hall-and a night
of bingo. Men too were in the street, hands dug into thel_r pockets as
they shrugged along. Others, more gurposeful, strode in long hur-
ried steps, their jackets neat and with Brylcreemed hair, firessed
for inside, not this shmip d.ampness. Others, dropped off in cars,
tapped the roof and hurried into the glow of the pub.
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Sean walked on, going nowhere in particular, the fresh night
telling him to spread his arms and breathe. He walked through the
town centre and up behind the Cathedral towards the new road. He
felt the darkness at his back and he shivered, shaking his head
quickly. Across the new road and up the hill among the tightly-
packed, weather-beaten houses he leaned into his stride, every pace
giving a rich tension in his legs. The hill was steep and he savoured
each step. He walked close against each living room and saw the
glow of TVs and fires. He strode on till he felt the light end at the
edge of the town and a country road opened into the dark distance.
On up till the road flattened and he was above the town. He
climbed over a stone wall and into a small field, large smooth
stones were embedded in the grass. A half-mound, half-hill rose up
out of the rough ground and he clambered up.

He could almost feel the glow of light above the town. He identi-
fied the main roads and their lighted flow of traffic. Housing estates
speckled and the bright hospital lit a busy efficiency. Pubs and
clubs and discos sparkled their brash business. He pictured the peo-
ple sleepy on their settees or relaxed and talkative as they set
about the important task of enjoying themselves. He picked out his
street as a small group of lights shimmering in the distance: his
granny’s house beside the Dominican chapel; Crilly’s pub,lost
amﬁlg ;};e lights in the centre of the town.

e lelt a great affection for this familiar scene
great hovering light thrown up by all the well-known l?;:u:fd:{tgie-
ty. Spread out beneath him was the sparkle of memories and the vi-

brant, inte ivi i
et nterwoven struggle of living which he could see and feel a
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Paul Doherty (Long Kesh) i

In England he had bobbed among the waves, skimmed the sur-
face, enjoyed life in that intense way that had never really satisfied
him. He had wakened every morning still aware of being a
stranger. He knew if he had climbed above the city he would have
turned his face from the light.

He was jolted out of his thoughts by an RUC armoured car slow(i
ly rolling past with a low sound of heavy menace. He crouche
down off the road for no good reason, suddenly conscious of wher:
he was. He waited, then ran across the field, vaulted t'he wall ant'
set off down the road. He walked, skipped, walked, skipped, watr;e
ing to find a phone. He came to Maguire’s bar and W‘fnlltg e
phone in the small corridor that led to the toilet. He dialle
number and his mother answered.

“"Mum?”

"Sean, is that you?""

“Yos.

"Well, how'd you get on?"

"I'm starting on Monday morning.” ed to koo¥ if

"Sean, that’s great. Are you pleased?” She Wa?“ -
thoughts of England were now banished from his mind’ -

“Yes, I am, alright. Listen, I'll be back late. Would ,V”a %
key under the mat? 'm away round to The Claddagh for
with the lads."”

"Have you enough money?”

“Yes, no problem. I'll see you." ood newS:

"Right, look after yourself. I'll tell your fathe,’ your § quick stef®

Sean stepped out and greeted the sharp night Wit
down towards the light.

gave e
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enduring the

ambience with hored
expressions on fatigued

of excessive shifts, the Inﬁ b
hours, anxiety-filled

emotions to homey comforts

I focus my pupils to capture
colours — white sjlk

blouses, the red bunting
little girls’ frocks:

white streaks cutting
sky as the stin

S on

the blue

plays on window panes of far-off

office buildings,
[ glare at the blurred
pedestrians; diverse shapes
of multi-ethnic New York
Hassidic beards, roun;i
disconcerning faces, sleeveless
hard-hats, a hooker’s
waddle to downtown hang-outs.
I'spot a stray dog urinating,
uncaring to

the 2uto-noige, the hlue sky, and
my inquisitiva laughter,

My Perennial gaze to the

_ ambulant woyld

18 the metaphorieal escape —

from heavy metal /]mr;,

the recurring Jook downs, strip

searches: the dysphoria

of unnatural sounds; petty cat-
calls, guilty pleas, :

the screeches of a junkie’s
convulsion,

My mind shuts to the reality of
entrapment — shutting.

out unabated inequities of
lifeless endurance.

My closed eyes to reality is but
an absurdity — an illusion.

I cannot evade the years past,
and the uncertainty of

the approaching years, months,
weeks, days, minutes to

By Joe Doherty, (Metropolitan
Correctional Centre, New York City)

my journey’s end.

My face presses the windowy
panes; its chill, a womans
firat touch, lips lustfully
caressing — an emotional
lifting to heightened

expectations.
My breath plays figuring on
misty glass; -

[ see imaginary lovers, walking
the wet grass, laughing

to the salt-breeze roar of ocean
waves.

[ dream of noiseless sounds —
the solitary of welcomed

gatherings — a fearless
encounter — the coming of
children

to a disimprisoned father.

But I gaze, still, at my world
beyond the window.

Crossword

Across

| 1.&9 Down Criminalisation’s
tWo partners in crime? (13;13)
10. Social leper (7)

11 Sociable; soft fruit drink (7)
A Separated or divorced from
9)

13.1t is said that this vision is
tWenty-twenty — and a

Wonderful thing (9)

4.4 unit could be to blame for
Angolan atrocities (120715057
16'§l 2 Across Murder of

%I€S reputation (9,13)

H;)- ~®Xt, ward or Powers Act

iz f?ctains (5)
/ ;01') distort, someone’s beliefs
7 ;gh mental pressure (9)
24' ;’Ehl players (5)
25‘ A“‘Pares cash (7)
% Sn talian rice dish (7)

"PE€ 16 Acrggg

Down

2. Send to Coventry (9)

3. Intended (5)

4. Door fastening (5)

5. Not of primary importance
9)

6. Refuses entry or retreats
(5,4)

7. In debt or because of (5)

8. Socialist murdered in Berlin
in 1919 (she was from a small
European country, I hear) (4,9)
9. See 1 Across

15. Che Guevara’s country of
birth (9) s

16, Lobbies for opinions or
votes (9)

17. Not a number to be caught
in (6,3)

91, Gather, collect (5)

99. Wading bird (5)

93, Beginning (5)

o eaiat Aot

WSUQ '€ {UOLIY ‘7 ISSBUWY ‘[ tom], Kuomy,
LT igassepauR) ‘91 tuunuoﬁlv ‘Gl ‘uonBsSLIAS|N 6 5ﬁ.mqumxn’1 BSOY '8 25up\\0
-, Daeq SuA, 9 {A1BpU0dAG "G IYNET F UBI ‘g 1ISLBISQ g umo(y slomsuy

_ UonBuIsSESY ‘97 103308 "G !SIpwaY ‘bz 19R0
o7 ‘ysemuteag ‘0 ‘sdoay ‘61 ‘Auddowy ‘g1 0PBIBYY 9T 'VLINA pT ydis
-purg ‘€1 “Medy ‘gl {BIPA0D TL 1SBANQ QT ‘UONESIEULION '] 88010y Siomsuy .
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“We have had enough of irade union leaders who are earning £60,000 plus

per annum wringing their hands and talking about the ‘crime’ of low pay. It is
1

time these union officials... sel about organising these exploited workers anc
fighting for an end to their exploitation.”

My Gregory Kerr, member of the Irish National Teachers Organisa
tion. (Irish T¥mes September 17th, 1990)

ern Ireland remains a profoundly unsatisfactory instance of d

the reason may lie in the rationale behind its creation in the
h government may argue that there is a peaceful political
of solving the conflict, bul it has failed to show whai thai might be.”

Fr Oliver Rafferty, Jesuit priest (Month magazine, quoted in

Irish News September 13th, 1990)

riies who come up to me and say,
but we ought to get out of Ireland.

“There are a nu er of MPs |

‘Clare, I never talk aboul it, it's suc

Clare Short, British Labour Party MP. (Irish Times October 22nd,
1990)

lot in common with — it’s unfair to them lo say this,
ikaners in South Africa or the Zionists in the Kib-
'y have embarrassed successive British governments by
proclaiming their loyalty to the Crown and to the Union.”

Sherard Cowper-Coles, a First Secretary at the British Embassy in
Washington. (The Independent On Sunday December 2nd, 1990)

“Are we to assume that we can have Hitler, because he wasn’t Irish, but not
de Valera or Brendan Behan? I suppose the Niirmburg rallies are okay?”

Martin Roberts, Historical Association, on the ban on a historical
programme for schools in Britain because it breached the media ban
on Republicans. (Irish Times September 11th, 1990)

“Why should the FBI even consider co-operating with an organisation [the
RUC] that is so clearly linked to perpetrating violence?”

US Congressman Eliot Engel on the harassment of a New York-
based immigrant by the FBI and the RUC. (Irish Voice September 15th,
1990)

“When Western leaders described President Saddam Hussein as ‘a thug’ ev-
eryone knows that their real problem was that he's not their thug.”

Eamonn McCann outside the GPO in Dublin at an anti-Gulf War
rally. (Irish Times October 1st, 1990)

“[Foolage of a bomb disappearing down the centre of the Iraqi defence head-
quarters] was triumphantly run and re-run until it became the war as an ar-
cade game, a war in which even the most immediale participants see the results
of their attacks as video images rather than the bloody reality below.”

Hugh Herbert in a television review. (The Guardian January 19th,
1991)

“Bastards of Baghdad”
The Sun at its most articulate. (January 22nd, 1991)

“Hang Saddam long and slow.”
The Sun’s recipe for peace and reconciliation. (January 22nd, 1991)

“George Bush came on al 2am. Kuwail will once again be free," he lold us.
Once again, George? Feudal statelels run by Emirs were not, will not, cannot, be
free. They serve economic and stralegic purposes.

. ,

» 2 . /
porld rnuhl.mml no longer. /j

I could have waited a hell of a long time before star;
new strategies Lo lesl, they couldn’

7 7

77
7

7
i

The 1
Well, George,
) new weapons and

"8 @ gy,

i ; (AL waip,

Wioids which can caleulate precisely the ratio of circulayjgy, ‘Z{lr.
ing

Generals with

mongering la

sber of fluid ounces of blood shed onto the sand, they couldny yyq;
ay

hurry.

lay Tribune January 20th, 1991)

to the nu 1,
Most of us were tn no

Gene Kerrigan. (Sund

Specialist Daryl Smallwood, aged 21, said his platoon wag pre
oct cards’ to leave on Lhe corpses of Iraqi soldiers they kill, with p,
Dorsonal debi paid.” T got 50 but I know I'll need more,” he said.”
Jding truth, justice and the American wy
rd, 1991) ¥ (The

paring
2550g0g

US soldier upho

w0 anything unlil it’s lwice been officially denied.”
,re Alistair Mackie. (The Guardian January 2lst, 1991

ymmod

“Hidden Agenda is clearly o major film pertaining to the current Situatipn
here. Though based to some extent on actual euent§, itis a work of fiction i
such no more a reflection of the Film Theatre’s point of view than any other fijy,
shown here (such films have ranged from Battleship Potemkin to Triumph of
the Will). y

In the same way that the showing of ET does not imply a belief by the organ-
isation in litile brown men from outer space, the showing of Hidden Agendq in
no way implies its belief in the premise of that film.”

The ‘disclaimer’ printed in the programme issued by Queen’s Film
Theatre, the only cinema in the Six Counties to screen Hidden Agen da,
which is based loosely on the Stalker affair and the Colin Wallace reve.

lations.

We have They have
Army, Navy and Air Force A war machine
Reporting guidelines Censorship
Press briefings Propaganda
We launch They launch

Sneak missile attacks
Without provocation

First strikes
Pre-emptively

Our boys are... Theirs are...
Professional Brainwashed
Lion-hearts Paper tigers
Cautious Cowardly
Confident Desperate
Heroes Cornered
Dare-devils Cannon fodder
Young knights of the skies Bastards of Baghdad
Loyal Blindly obedient
Desert rals Mad dogs
Resolute Ruthless
Brave Fanatical

Their missiles cause...
Civilian casualties

Our missiles cause...
Collateral damage

We‘..A They...
Precision bomb Fire wildly at anything in the skies

All the expressions above were used by the British press in the first
week of the Gulf War. (The Guardian January 23rd, 1991)

onment after being falsely convicted
for the killing of a British policeman

Quiz

lfl'izes of a year’s subscrip-
tion to An Glor Gafa plus a

o : 5 o
4: "A nation which has such citizens
will never surrender.” So said a

1: Name the Irish POW who died on
hunger-strike on February 12th,
15 years ago and whose body was
kidnapped by the 26-County gov-
ernment before being reclaimed by
comrades and given a proper Re-
publican burial.

2: The Tottenham Three (Engin Raghip,
Mark Braithwaite and Winston Sil-
cott) were sentenced to life impris-

during riots in which North London
housing estate?

3: When Saddam Hussein ordered the
use of chemical weapons against
the Kurdish people of Hallabja
two years ago, it was reminiscent
of British mustard gas attacks
against Kurdish villages in 1920
under the orders of someone who
was later to become the British
Prime Minister. Who was he?

Page 20 An Glor Gafa, Spring 1991

young Ho Chi Minh on hearing of
the death on hunger-strike of an
Irish Lord Mayor. About whose
death was he speaking?

5: Who was the Minister responsible

for originally introducing Section
31, the broadcasting ban on Re-
publicans, in the 26 Counties?

£5 book token will be given
to the first three correct en-
tries opened on our closing

date of May 15th, 1991. The
names of the winners will

be published in Ar
Phoblacht/Republican News
and in our next issue.

Answers to Winter 1990 Quiz: 1. Chief Buthelezi; 2. CIA; 3. Guy Fawkes:
4.Hugh Callaghan, Gerry Power, Gerry Hunter, Paddy Hill, Richard Mellkenn:
John Walker; 5. Battle of the Boyne.
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C()URTS
. the courts have illus-
onee ﬂgﬂ}:e vindictiveness of a
pate t: iudicinl system in the
hPﬁrﬂeS};}[.ariP Wright, who has
ase © 4 in Maghaberry prison

el Marie,
for ™ 72 vear-old father was ter-
i 1‘~ il in hospital, was re-
mi ‘bzail to g0 and see him while
S still
¢ .o Nicholson {

eel 7 two years.

alive. Refusing bail,
old Marie, "I
her is about to
ing that

-e. I cannot
a short time as
be sure you would be

:;:annof

. again- i,
WA short time later, after Marie’s

per sadly died, she applied 1_"or
anted bail by Mr Justice
Shell, in which he stated, "In any
;m. in which I have granted bfz‘zl it
15 olways been honourgd. He
qranted five hours for Marie to at-
end the funeral. It was not suffi-
dent time for Marie to comfort her
samily or be comforted by them.

Jackie McMullan, who was
qanted Christmas parole, was re-
fused permission by the British
Home Office to visit his fiancée, and
ellow Republican, Ella O'Dwyer in
Durham Jail even though he had
won 2 High Court battle lifting the
ban on him leaving the Six Coun-
ties while out on parole.

CRUMLIN ROAD
Further proof — if proof was
teeded — that the NIO policy of
lrcibly integrating Republican
eud Loyalist prisoners cannot
eud will not work was shown
*ecently when a Republican
Misoner, on his way to a visit,
Was attacked by a Loyalist pris-

fat
and was gr'

I
|

':5‘5
|

|

Loyalist priso 4
yalis soners, ;
Republican priso & Chhstmas u!

TISOner recejveq
ter and.(‘,hnstmas card on whlim};
Was written threats anq I,nyali:‘

slogans, directeq not only at h;

but fat the sender also 'i'hn s
credible explanation nf.hnwoﬂ{m]y
letters could have fallen int ‘:‘l«‘”‘
hands of Someone other than ’(t)l “
they were intended for was t,hn‘;)i't‘

was done with t}
> With the collusi,
i 10n of the

 EXTRADITION

Dessie Ellis, the first Irish person
to be extradited under the 15387
E())&trad\tlon Act, appeared before

ndon Magistrate Daphne Wick.
ham on Thursday February 14th,

e

for which Ellis wag extraditcedérgist
instead of freeing Ellis, the magis-
trate sgid tha? in her opinion there
was prima fac1§ evidence to proceed
with two different charges under
the Offences Against the Persons
Act and the Criminal Damages Act.

By changing the charges against
Ellis the Magistrate broke one of
the basic principles of international
extadition law.

The Dublin government has
since been trying desperately to
wriggle out of responsibillity for the
travesty of justice perpetrated
against Ellis by blaming the British
for breaking the "gentlemen’s agree-
ment" which underlines the extradi-
tion of Irish political hostages to
Britain.

The British DPP office has since
announced it is appealing the Lon-
don magistrate's decisiion to a high-
er court.

The Irish Anti-Extradition Com-
mittee has called for Dessie's imme-
diate release and the Ellis family
have called for the resignation of
926-County Justice Minister Ray
Burke and the Attorney General
John Murray.

ZHUCKEY THE BRITS
——( g SPENDING AN 2
== ABSOLUTE FORTUNE )-
——=="{ oN THE GULF WAR

‘ \

[
i,

o

I § f, / D
‘»:' i ‘“l")al'f’l'(‘*—a

j: ! I
;'i:‘ﬁ".l!“

y W‘:ﬂf::tman Robert Russell final-
At ]s appo:'ll against the origi-
tQn“‘-d h‘cnnvu‘.tinn which sen-
b im tv,n 20 years for the
“ ,m;;tnd killing of an RUC officer:
e ebruary 7th the Belfast Court
Ppeal overturned the conviction

I'\. was eve
.= Was eventyal
Fnhnmry 25th. sk i

R
ussell spent four years incar-

cerated in Portlaoiga Prison, where
he was hald on British n.xtr.arliti‘r)n‘
Warrants, aftor he was arrested in
the South having escaped frnm
L(myg Kesh in 1983, '

The Six-County authorities now
say that he should never have heen
in Long Kesh in the first plac;z and
that his only crime was a failure to
trust the system of justice which
had convicted him twice on evidence
they now admit is "unacc-eptable’,
Despite all the evidence pointing to
the corrupt nature of the Six-Coun-
ty justice system, the Southern au-
thorities extradited Russell across
the border in August 1988.

ENGLAND

Yet another glaring example of
anti-Irish racism within the
British penal system was provid-
ed by the case of three Republican
prisoners held in English jails.
Billy Armstrong, Roy Walsh and
Paul Holmes, who have served 18
years in jail and who are con-
stantly transferred, or ‘ghosted’,
from prison to prison, were in-
formed just before Christmas that
their cases will not come up for
review for another five years.

EUROPE
Ireland’s legitimate right to self-
determination was put on trial in
a French court in the case of five
Irish men who were arrested on
board the ship Eksund. The Ek-
sund was stopped off the coast of
Brittany on October 30th, 1987,
and found to have 150 tonnes of
weapons and ammunition on
board bound, it was said, for the
Irish Republican Army. Three of

the five men on trial, James Coll,
James Doherty and Gabriel
Cleary, left the court in no doubt
about their belief in the legitima-
cy of the use of force to resist
British violence. James Coll from
Donegal stated with clarity, "I
have no regrets. My only apologies
are to the Volunteers of the IRA
who needed those guns to continue
the war against England.”

RED BOOKS
Brendan (Bik) McFarlane was the
only life prisoner having served 12
years of his sentence (the criterion
set down by the NIO) to have been
refused Christmas parole. Bik was
extradited from the Netherlands
along with Gerry Kelly, only after
the British government gave an un-
dertaking that he would be treated
in the same manner as all other
prisoners. Yet he lost his High
Court action against the NIO to be
considered for Christmas parole.
This is but one example of how the
British government will give under-
takings to foreign courts enabling
them to be granted the extradition
of Irish citizens only to renege on
them at a later date. Mr Justice
Carswell, on announcing his judge-
ment in Bik’s High Court action,
said he was "satisfied that no spe-
cial restrictions had been placed on
McFarlane.” That is very far from
the truth.

After being returned from the
Netherlands Bik was placed on a
‘Red Book’ (so-called Top Risk)
which means he is constantly on the
move between Blocks; he gets a
maximum of six weeks in any
Block. This makes it extremely dif-
ficult for him to settle or to build up
relationships with his comrades.
The decision not to grant Bik
Christmas parole has a direct effect
on him and his family and it clearly
contradicts the lie that he has not
been placed under ‘special restric-
tions’. Bik is the only one of the Red
Book prisoners to have served the
12-year benchmark laid down by
the NIO in granting parole.
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EYTTYN Inside Out ITYTEY-ITH Inside Out [T
A famous

casualty

“I knew it was for real once I saw Kate Adie was
here,” a BBC reporter quotes the words of a
British soldier in Saudi Arabia. Of course we
didn’t get to see or hear the soldier in question.
Why? Well, you know the old cliché yourself; the
first casualty is truth. It had been trotted out for
weeks on end right up to Gulf War: Day One.
Then of course once the bullets (very large bul-
lets at that) began to fly, these very same trotter-

force and communications to

its desert army.
Raymond As thﬂy were ‘/\';”'r,,,,,n Macrae.gl Sunday
McCartney Times, January 6, 19

saying « «

THE WEST has over-esti-
r:arrod the military strength of
Imq‘ A joint massive air attack
rf;nlﬂ decide the outcome of the
war in its first few hours.

Saul Zadka, Guardian, Janu-

ary 11, 1991. s
WEIGHT ) e .on_

s ... will be devastating,

(Long Kesh) W

INTAG estimates
® THE PENT AGON es : )
that its build-up could be ’At”r?d
plete within three wtrt':ks. Id'lr
that it could then defeat Iraq
within days.

Sunday Times, August 19, 1990
G to Pentagon , .
= Acga(r)\sntll"?e destruction of | and Tom ‘Kmvso ﬂgd&; 1tt0 (fii?il;
v«;\ar 5%0-str‘0ng Iraqi air force | that the aim o
:viell take about 24 hours (z;rf\(c)ir:‘téi ' t]?zfi X;ﬁﬁ;ﬁnszanuaw .
f all Iragi groun S A ]
?‘fsfﬁ:’%ays- '@ CONGRESSMAN Les Aspin,

& ohai the House Armed
ditto i1l be nasty ‘ggibggzncgfnmittee. said a war
. . . . . i € % i i
outers were inflicting massive casualties on the ;nifl:g ac,?(;n :ﬁég.m Yould be won within a month at

3,000 to 5,000 American
ﬁacs(zlsz:lggs with 500 to 1,000 dead.
Daily Telegraph, January 11,
S ir attack will

THIS massive air attack w
t’e the most vital phase of the

truth. Therefore, as all would-be journalists say
— especially when there is nothing to back up
the story — “I have come to understand from a
source close to the BBC that the Kate Adie line
was actually uttered by an Iraqi soldier. However,

John Bulloch, Independent o7
Sunday, August 19, 1990

t
m NO POLITICIAN has ¥ye
dared utter the immortal worfllsi
that our forces in the 9ulf wi
be ‘home by Christmas’, but un-

less they are, the British példhlic :}ivar . It could run into a few
: ; i t Saddam | days. i 7 ; :
e Of 28 Chaps’ morale’ please £l vv:;g; gi‘éet}?ee %:llzees(tl 12;? Chris Jenkins, Daily Mail, Jan

Jjust your sense of reality.”

knew it was for real once
Izhe BBC wheeled in the

resident experts and nearly
postponed Neighbours. After
all, in 2 strange sense we were
experts of a sort on how the
BBC handles war situations. If
there is an opinion to be ex-
pressed, and the News Editor

uary 12, 1991

@ THE Iragis would only get
one chance. American radar
planes would detect.the launch
of any [Scud] missile and the
launchers would be destroyed
within minutes. i
James Adams, Sunday Times,
January 13, 1991 |
m MY GUESS is that any fight-
ing will be over quickly.

Paul Johnson, Spectator, Janu-

i i - day
Simon O’Dwyer-Russell, Sun
Telegraph, August 19, 1990

% n
® SUPERIOR American targe
ing from the air might take out
every Iragi tank, lorry and
grounded aircraft in a three-
day turkey shoot.
Norman Macrae,
Times, August 26, 1990
® I SUSPECT that 10,000 sor-
ties in six days . . . would, with
today’s precision bombing,

more or less in a huddle (I had a
picture of about 25 Volunteers
freezing cold, blowing into their
hands, at the bottom of West-
land Street — boy, did I feel
bad!) Then came the Eksund to
lift them out of the abyss.

No doubting it could and
therefore very good? All except

Sunday

wants to be distanced from it,
then simply make someone an
expert. We know them well.
Subject: No 10 wants to test
the water with the next piece of
repressive legislation — enter
Professor Paul Wilkinson,
Subject: The NIO needs the
old ‘stop the war/release the
prisoners’ piece — enter Fr
Faul or the Jatest ex-prisoner
Mark I1.

And then there is David
McKittrick — the expert of all
experts. Permission to digress. |
just have to get this one in. Re-
cently during the Eksund trial
in Paris it appears the BBC
News had a minute or two to
fill; ‘Send for David, he’ll speak
on anything.’

INTRO: In the studio we
have David McKittrick, our ex-
pert on Ireland. David, put the
Eksund in context.

DAVID: Well, after En-
niskillen the IRA were in disar-
ray; a small, dwindling group,
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for one silly little thing, En-
niskillen happened in Novem-
ber; the Eksund was captured
in October. (Hopefully by now
my wee band of freezers are
away from Westland Street out
of the road.) I haven’t heard
David on the radio since. It has
nothing to do with his calendar
dyslexia, there’s just not enough
room in the studio with the new
wave of experts!

So I entered into the Gulf
War with my distaste for ex-
perts firmly in place, | wasn’t to
be disappointed,

An Glor Gafa guide to
BBC | Gulf War experts.

There are two species;

Militarus Discontinuous: Re-
tired Rear Admirals or former
Commanders of Land Forces in
th» North European theatre of
war (Pheew!). Often seen re-
splendent in their dress uni-
forms in TV studios. Usual
habitat: a large armchair in the

An Glor Gafa, Spring 1991
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® Guardian 15/2/91

Carlton Club or other St
James’s watering hole.

Lesser Spotted News Ana-
lyst: the BBC’s very own corre-
spondent; defence, foreign, Mid-
dle East, wildlife, etc. Many of
them were once inhabitants of
the mudflats of Ormeau Avenue
— it seems the Six Counties
news scene is good training for
the troops on the front line.
Usual habitat: The Europa Ho-
tel or the Riyadh Hyatt Regency
(ninth floor Scud patrol).

And back in the news room:
Gulf War: Day One. Read the
caption in the Breakfast Time
studio — very, very impressive.
Yet — and you are not going to
believe this — I was absolutely
shattered. I had missed the
war! I had gone to sleep the
night before assured by the

wipe out Irag’s missiles, air

ary 17, 1991

World Torught’s expert on Radio
4 that the first attacks would
come on a moonless night and
since it was a moonlit night,
Saddam (and I) could go to
sleep. Were we in for a shock —
Saddam more than me! Now at
9.15am the experts were queu-
ing up to gush, "We have taken
him by surprise, he cannot re-
spond — we've won!" 1 couldn’t
believe it — over, finished, no
more — and I missed it. Now I
was listening intently to what I
had already missed.

Linkman: "To date no re-
sponse from Saddam, what do
you make of this, Rear Admi-
ral?"

Rear Admiral: ""Quite obui-
ous, dear boy. Air force — total-
ly destroyed. Communication
and Command — totally disin-
tegrated. Missile sites — totally



4, Sum folaf — we've
| rd!

"”},ﬂprd the b(ﬂt;’“tho BBC De-
Wlli“kmﬁ:‘,ond(‘m‘ e nnc:thor
i CO[ }.1':\“"“' one ml(,}ro:
o m -Pter\'ie\ving annt., her
ortel ‘"‘49,.; it's virtually in-
Fg(‘, rep®" “mes? James (who
{gémaﬂ:‘ : t:ﬂ' the latest in hi-
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3 lines on
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sites
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" There 1
and, unlike
¢ has 1O

grategic COVE

- response — air
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dicated-

a lot of time to fill
the other side, the
adverts to use as

r when things go

J.u{fihkman: "But James, how
aan YOU be so sure?”’ |
James (with a smug sml’le
4t says, How? Remember I'm
a expert): "We are six hours
int the wor and there has been

w0 Scud attack on Israel. Need I

saymore?”

Linkman: "Now for an up-
ite. (Land of Hope and Glory
it pleying softly in the back-
gound.) We've done it. We have
tlitzed the Iragis, the dirty rot-
tors won’t fight back and I'll be
tack to ordinary news tomorrow
uith no overtime — the swine!”

I'would be a liar to say that I
Wasn't a trifle disappointed to
eve slept through a whole war.
Tne fumility of it all. “Daddy (I
*emzin the eternal optimist),
“«hf're were you during the
war?”

; Right in the thick of it, son.”
Ve“-, L'am entitled to a truth
“Ualty or two of my own,

rfwd the Gulf War?”
groune Shild drops to the
Umz?n/d" Who told you to ask

fell asleep, but,,,”

‘: I needn’t worry. After
s A1 Veteran of the Maly-
SV Wap oy . ;
dl OVer hot hen too, it was
the g )‘?‘fOYe 1t started, and
o ],,y Same reporters who

Plained of poir o
{ milig, eing ‘conned’ by
. W (and have written
ity o), Profitable b,

) to) us th e book to prove
?How itto at they would not
d the, . -PPEN again. It did
Wer, Y dldn’t. F
Vere g, or here they

thate 0 )
d}}e dr nf,r lime, never mind
n;‘Ys, Scenario of four
drg’ n (] Way the ‘night-

arj
10 Was eleven days.

years and then rea

Inside Oyt

Lmay have missed most of it
ut no way would | b absat
from the surrender. Din;mr :}’fnt,
came, Teatime, ]mk\“p N(; ime
render. P
Gulf War: Day xx. We wugz
conned! By whom? A}, well, au ’
the experts are stj]] oy
N Saring ot axpri
% °8 SImply ignores a)]
p.revmus mention of missile
sites and tells us that we forgoi
t(? take account of the mobile
sites. James, we didn’t know
there were any mobile sites
the experts forgot to tel] us,

: The  Rear Admiral’s
sidesteps are a real treat, All
those destroyed airplanes, sites
runways, buildings were — wait‘
for it — Dummies! Now there is
a subject on which the BBC has
experts aplenty,

Thus the Gulf War dragged
on. We expect the truth to be
concealed. No photographs of
the wounded allowed. The
deaths of human beings become:
collateral damage to specific as-
sets is slight. Even the BBC’s
saturation coverage has dissi-
pated; no doubt the experts are
suffering from battle fatigue as
each of their predictions is scut-
tled by what eventually unfolds.
But if you can turn Dunkirk
into a victory the Gulf should be
a doddle.

Where lies the truth? Will
Kate Adie ever get to tell us?
She came close in Libya but af-
ter the Norman Tebbit broad-
side it is much more civilised
these days. "The desert looks
beautiful this morning as the
British troops prepare for battle.
Their high ‘
g
awnéd morale is web easy L0 assess.
They all know #hie war mey-eosé
theip—tives and #Hhere are

{rectreecdfe they—ged ready

44 7 BE-HEYH
to face the Iraqis. This is Katle’
Adie for the British News Pool.
This report comes subject to an
MoD censor: Classified.

As for the truth, well I think
my friend Peter has the answer.
The other night as yet anotber
update approached and with
the fear of still missing the sur-
render hanging over me, says I
“Are you going in to catch the

?)l
"e“"f];,ah' Il wait a couple of
d the real sto-
herein lies

with ug,

ry) Py PR IO PRIvY Y

ry.” Without doubt t
the first casualty of war.
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Women’s magaziné

Although the content of the traditional women’s
magazines has changed in recent times with the
emergence of the modern woman, the underlying
assumptions on which they are based remain, It
is only in the ‘alternative’ women’s magazines
such as Spare Rib and Women’s News that women
are not slotted into the roles which are largely
seen by society as the only normal and desirable
roles for women. The long established magazines
such as Women’s Own may include an occasional
article about issues which are increasingly being
highlighted and which affect women in spheres

other than domestic life.

owever, there is no fun-
damental challenge to
women’s oppression

and ‘controversial’ issues such
as sexual harassment are treat-
ed individually and not as
symptoms of the patriarchal
ideology which produces them.
These magazines fail to address
the real issues which affect
women, continuing instead to
focus on the traditional stereo-
types of the domestic woman
and to reinforce this stereotype
by refusing to challenge it.
These magazines target white,
middle-class heterosexual
housewives and mothers. Arti-
cles and features are directed at
this stereotype and fiction is
based mainly on such charac-
ters. If a woman does not fall
into these categories she is giv-
en a clear message that these
are the norms to which she
must aspire.

The home is definitely the
woman’s domain and she is pos-
itively encouraged to ensure
that it is well managed and its
occupants are happy and well
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cared for, otherwise she has
failed in her domestic duties.
But never fear, help is at hand!
Women are treated to endless
lists of helpful hints should they
fail to remove a stubborn stain
from one of hubby's shirts or
worse still, burn his dinner.
Pictures within the women’s
magazines are often images of
domestic bliss. Women are in-
variably pictured in the kitchen
performing domestic chores, or
with the children performing
the role of carer and mother.
Most advertising, from nappies
to household goods, is directed
at women. Men are pictured
seated at tables being served
with the latest wonder food,
while the woman’s needs are
second to the male members of
the household. Advertising tells
women that the quality of their
lifes will be amazingly trans-
formed if they switch to a cer-
tain type of washing-up liquid.
In reality most women view
housework as tedious and bor-
ing, they don’t find it especially
exciting and they most certainly

7 i

lon't want their intelligence in-

: .
by advertisements which

sulted
portray them as mindless crea-

tures who work themselves into
an excited frenzy simply be-

cause their husband’s shirt has
washed whiter than white!

For those women who have
not succeeded in ensnaring a
husband to ensure their future
of domestic bliss there is
lengthy advice on how to catch
and keep your man. In pursuit

of this end women are encour-
aged to change their appear-
ance in order to make them-
selves more attractive to men.
They are bombarded with fea-
tures and articles offering ad-
vice on how to dress, apply
make-up and lose weight, all ac-
companied by pictures of beau-
tiful, slim young women. If we
are not fortunate to be born
beautiful we are encouraged to
use any and all means at our
disposal to cover up our defi-
ciencies. We are treated to a
front cover usually complete
with a smiling celebrity who
more often than not invites us
to share the secret of her youth-
ful looks. In this way the tradi-
tional women’s magazines exert
page after page of pressure.
They remind us that we are not
the perfect woman, while hold-
ing out the hope that we could
be if only we worked hard
enough at it. The reality of life
for a lot of women is that they
do not have time to indulge in
the rituals involved in keeping
themselves young and beauti-
ful, they are too busy trying to
look after homes and children,
often combining this with paid

-
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employment.

Of course, the fact that they
are still popular means tpgay
someone enjoys the traditiona]
magazines. Perhaps this ig pe.
cause they provide a form of g
capism and it is easy for womep
to become absorbed in some of
the more romantic tales with
the proverbial happy-ever-after
ending.

Articles on health care make
interesting and informative
reading and appeal to a large
proportion of readers. Humour
can be found dotted throughout
the pages and crosswords and
puzzles provide light entertain-
ment.

‘Alternative’ magazines do
not focus on what are tradition-
ally women’s affairs, in other
words they do not merely con-
cern themselves with domestic
issues. Instead they provide a
forum for women to raise issues
which they themselves feel are
important. The focus is on the
woman as a person in her own
right rather than the woman as
an extension of her partner
(male or female), children and
home. The social pressure is ab-
sent and women are not expect-
ed to mould into the roles that
wider society has allotted to
them. Most are printed by wom-
en’s collectives and offer their
readership a larger input than
most other magazines, ensuring
that women’s voices are heard
and their ideas adequately rep-
resented. These magazines re-
flect the way in which women
view themselves and afford
them an opportunity to express
themselves.

DEUW LA

O AN

s

\\
Qi

_



Efhemies

Just ignore us, pretend we’re not here," said
Sieve, Easier said than done when a huge cam-
“ lens hovers three inches from your left eye-
0% 25 you wash a pair of socks; or a boom mike
“%ps over your shoulder in the middle of a chat
"the landing, Even an everyday thing like
L@”}g a newspaper hecomes incredibly self-
Ystious when you know it could be seen by

mi“ions Of
’J h& BBC)

g
“I0 spen

TV viewers.
s Inside Story
Bst/8 ko yvegks in Au-
e i mber filming in the
Hey ‘;the producer, Steve
Sy, 1y Wice as Jong re-

Mijg © ¢ documentary, The

lig mo;t}tuall)’ began some
18 1

"oy, o> Previously when

N ¢ler Taylor and the
i me?ug\,e producer, Paul
i}% Wiy, wved in H5 to dis-
€ hosen - aymond
By o e e
LT ¢
ff“’i : that stage their
"'"‘&ry % shape the docu-
Hould take were

vague, ‘A day in the life of the
prison’ was as much as they
2 say.

C()u}(;iise)rll this vagueness, our
natural suspicions as to the mo-
tivations of the NIO and t!le‘m;‘
herent anti-Republican b“‘iiit.
the British medtia_ wir:r}:ilii:is

 Foremost 11t

(\jvr;:iwhy was the NIO,sudderl;l\z'
prepared to allow a hllmpcreﬁ_
access to the H-Block;? Pkl
ously, a few film ;rews ;lanket
permitted in during t;heH A
protest and the first heu W
Strike in 1980, put they

Within

been strictly limited in what
questions they could put to one
of the hunger-strikers. Now we
were being told that the BBC
had been given unrestricted ac-
cess to the wings; they were free
to ask what they liked, with the
only restriction being footage
which breached the physical se-
curity of the prison. We wére
also wary of the BBC and so
were fearful of a hatchet job.

So why then did we decide L9
co-operate with the prugrun.une?
We did so for a number of rea-
sons, central of which was that
the programme would haveA
gone ahead without us and our
absence would have created a
wrong impression. We were allso
confident about part‘lclpatmg
because, regardless of what th)
programme would say ubou;1 us,
it would be imp0§slble for tl.em
to falsify the reality .of ours ives
and political convictions. So we

agreed to co-operate, with only
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By Eugene Gilmartin
(Long Kesh) W

one stipulation — that we be al-
lowed to speak for ourselves.
The programme makers were
free to disagree with, or rub-
bish, our comments, provided
there were no distortions or
BBC editing.

The making of the pro-
gramme was much more intri-
cate and time-conSuming than
many of us would have believed.
The presence of the cameras
alsn seemed to induce in some
men a sudden urge to do things
they had never previously done.
Some even mopped the landing
and washed the dishes, an un-
precedented phenomenon! On
days when prior notice had been
received that the cameras
would be coming, it would have
been easier to discover Austin
Currie’s principles than to find
an empty sink in the wash-
house. The shaving and shower-
ing that went on would have
kept a beauty salon in work for
a week. Then there were the
men who thought their moment
of stardom had arrived, only to
have their hopes dashed. And in
one case, a 45 minute in-depth
interview was whittled away to
a brief 15 second appearance.

So unusual was the access
granted to the programme-mak-
ers that some of our comrades
became slightly confused. One
day, some of the lads saw a
stranger in a suit walking down
the wing and immediately sur-
rounded him to complain that
the quality of the meat had de-
teriorated. To which the man
replied, "That'’s probably cor-
rect." When asked then what he
intended doing about it, he
apologetically answered, "Not¢
an awful lot, I only work for the
BBC."

Having seen the programme,
were our wishes complied with?
In general, the answer has to be
yes. By and large all Republi-
cans were allowed to convey
their aspirations and political
motivations free from distor-
tion. We were able to express
our views on many issues rang-
ing from our day by day life in
here to our attitude towards the
struggle.

Overall, the images of Re-
publicans in the programme
seemed to have humanised
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those who are normally por-
trayed as mindless thugs by the
media. If the programme
achieved nothing else but this,
it would have been worthwhile.
However, this is not to say that
the programme fulfilled all our
expectations. There were many
aspects of jail struggle that
could have been covered but
weren't. For example, the unin-
formed public would have got
the impression that there had
been the Blanket protest, fol-
lowed by the Hunger-Strike and
then a short peaceful transition
to the present conditions. There
was no mention of the long
years of hard-fought struggle in
between. Also, the communal
way of life we promote was not
explored as much as we would
have liked.

While the benefits of segrega-
tion were apparent in the rela-
tive calm in the H-Blocks, no ref-
erence was made to the ongoing
struggle in Crumlin Road jail.
Other issues such as the strip
searching of our female com-
rades, the plight of Republican
prisoners in England and the in-
Justices of the Lifs Sentence Re-
view Board were not touched
upon. So, it would be wrong to
assume that conditions in the -
Blocks, as portrayed by the pro-
gramme, are representative of
the British government’s overall
prison policy.

These omissions may be ex-
plained by the time limits on
the programme. Whilst most of
the Republicans interviewed
mentioned these issues, all the
footage must have ended up on
a BBC editing room floor.

Predictably, many sections of
the media were outraged. The
BBC ‘"should never have
screened it," as it gave the "ar-
ticulate Provos an hour-long TV
commercial,” said the Daily Ex-
press (21/11/90). Their main
complaint appeared to be that,
whilst the programme kept to
within the letter of the law, it
broke the spirit of it. But surely
this is the precise role a ‘free
and independent’ media is sup-
posed to fill! However, even the
begrudgers in the British media
couldn’t help but notice the
politicisation of Republigans.
Indeed the Sunday Times
(25/11/90) likened Republicans
to "those cheerful plucky Ché"”

acters of an old POW movie”,

Vi

whereas Loyalists “seemed con-
fused, despairing and much
more like routine cons.” Astutely
enough the same paper realised
that, “the difference is one of po-
litical convictions."

But even within the pre-
dictable reactions the British
media were forced to concede
how Republican prisoners came
across as ‘ordinary’ people, a
fact that many in England, fed
on a diet of distortion and lies
as to the nature of Republican-
ism, would find remarkable.

Reaction to the programme
from within our own communi-
ties was generally very pos
For many prisoners’ families it
was their first opportunity to
see how and where their loved
ones lived. Undoubtedly the rel-
atively relaxed atmosphere
would have been reassuring for
families who are only too famil-
lar with just how brutal the
British prison system can be.
Furthermore, the sight of Re-
publicans unapologetically stat-
ing their political convictions
st med to have struck a chord
with many non-Republicans,
Judging from reactions wit-
nessed by prisoners out on pa-
role at Christmas. Could it be
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® "The Loyalists seemed confused, despairing and much more like routine cons”

that the programme reminded
many people that the Republi-
can Movement consists simply
of ordinary women and men
from within their own communi-
ties?

One thing the programme
clearly showed was just who
won the Hunger-Strike. While
Thatcher and the British may
have claimed that they did not

to the five demands it

for Gaelscoileanna

AN
©® Some of the POW's who took part in the fun run to raise funds

was obvious for all to see that
Republican prisoners, by their
constant struggles, have ach-
ieved what their comrades died
for. Conditions today in the H-
Blocks stand as testimony to
the ‘Ten Men Dead’. Britain’s
‘breakers yard’ was revealed as
a ‘building site’ with politicised
Republicans determined to car-
ry the struggle to a successful
conclusion




The Soft Vengeance of a
Freedom Fighter by Albie
Sachs. Published (Hard-
back) by Grafton. £13.99

Call me ultra-sensitive. Call me
downright pernickety. Call me a be-
gudger for damning a person be-
zuse of one remark. But I swear it
aisses me off, it really does. There I
¥z, over halfway through the book
aé thoroughly enjoying the read:
cuckling at Albie Sachs’s dry hu-
mowr, impressed by his resilience in
ine {au:. of the mutilation done to
Elm) enthralled by his vivid descrip-
405 of the coming to terms with
“den disability. Then, on page
“Lhe said i1, He sussing out a

o R
ui?ple o ANC comrades about the
Banisation’s yge

\ of no- ing
bomg of no-warning

Wme:g'fﬂbnsl white civilians and is
his ap about the implication of
'.,bwnlf:dlenl change in tactics:
haf i e bombs and more bombs,
ll’w)‘jus[:c;,rel'u[ the struggle, but are
onjgeg ng let off anywhere"? he

Ar ;
l\'urthet,lwe ntering an endless
Y sty reland or Lebanon type
g o, Where the action be-
m "ﬂhtng and politics
behing politics get

Uefy! :
the ai “Z rubbing my face to ease
;Lu,,pc i the stinging slap, |
i‘W an g :’i‘lndET 'lhe conundrum of
Wolyeq in“}lsly Intelligent person
fxfuid T¢gur, Aliberation struggle
‘““du,“uft“le such crass propa-
¢ Was convalescing in

® The South African police — Sgchs was a vic-
tim of a booby-trap bomb planted by their agents

London at the time but surely he
wouldn’t take his view of the situa-
tion here from reading The
Guardian or, heaven protect us, The
Times. This was his only reference
to Ireland so, short of asking the
man himself, I remain at a loss to
know why he should make such an
uninformed comment. I read on but
finished the book with an unfortu-
nate sense of detachment where
previously his account had engaged
me.
Don’t let me put you off com-
pletely, however. The Soft Vengeance
of a Freedom Fighter is well worth a
look. Albie Sachs, a white member
of the ANC and a lawyer, was blown
up in April 1988 in Mozambique by
a booby-trap bomb planted by Soutb
African agents. He survived, but mi-
nus an arm and the sight of one eye,
and with serious injuries to various
parts of his body (although, ll}(e
Himie Cohen, his other vital bits
were mercifully intact — Ilct'we you
to read the book to enjoy the joke).
The book begins at the momen‘t
of the explosion and is a very P'v“(_‘
sonal account of convalescence, Ol-
ten painful, often humorous but um
ways touching, untl! hu~1.relu§nl ¥
Mozambique and his lrlump‘\lolrl
jog along a benlch, the 's
.ngeance’ of the title. s
vm%lhuugh the polilicul con‘u.:?(:"(:‘
Albie Sachs's life is ever P“i’l !
i i ense a heavy
the book is not in any § e
tract, Political wmmenml')( ‘ticnling
Jessly worked into passages

with the nitty-gritty of a pain-filled
rehabilitation. Thus a description of
an arduous walk upstairs to exer-
cise a damaged leg is interwoven
with reminiscences of trips to the
US, thoughts on the English class
system and on the ideological cor-
rectness of choosing a shrivelled or-
ange or of not smoking marijuana.
It is this off-centre, slightly surreal
quality which is one of the book’s
charms, along with the earthiness
of the humour. The author also has
a particularly nice line in running
jokes.

The political context in which
Albie Sachs came about his injuries
aside, the book is a valuable docu-
ment on the reality of physical dis-
ability. It is a plea to those of us, the
so-called able-bodied, who are often
insensitive or uncomfortable in
dealing with the disabled, and to
the medical staff who treat them.
They go through agonies in not
knowing how the outside world
might react to the sight of a shat-
tered body; for Albie Sachs, the re-
moval of his shirt in public to catch
the summer sun becomes "perhaps
the most critical single decision of

ife.

I ft\{ times the self-absorption in
his body can be a bit off-putting —
indeed his ex-wife complains at the
narcissistie nature of his letters —
but only those who experience the
loss of a limb can know the‘almost
obsessive preoccupation with the
physicnl.
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"The blast has put me actively
and at times overwhelmingly in
touch with my body," writes Sachs.

But he is impatient with those
who would call him heroic; there
was nothing heroic about surviving
the explosion, he says, heroism lies
in re-learning those little physical
actions of everyday living that most
people take for granted.

One of his strengths is the abili-
ty to analyse and convey moods and
feelings. From the sympathetic re-
action of women in particular to his
injuries he gains insights into the
social construction of masculinity
and how it frequently prevents men
from enjoying their bodies in a sen-
sual, as distinct from a sexual, man-
ner. Throughout his convalescence
the love and support of women is as
important as the medical attention,
perhaps more so.

At one point Albie Sachs is
moved to rage against those who
planted the bomb and begins to
curse them roundly. He checks
when he finds himself using the
terms "bastards” and "buggers”, and
tells how he stopped using such
wor1s because he learned they of-
fencd friends who were born out of
wediock or who are gay. It’s a pity
he has no Irish Republican friends
— perhaps then he wouldn’t speak
so off-handedly about situations
where politics get left behind. Who
knows, he might even learn not to
call this place ‘Northern Ireland.’

Felim O’Hagan

(Long Kesh) &

Comhad Comhairleora Le
Mairtin O Muilleoir, Foil-
sithe ag Coiscéim

Faoi dheireadh is faoi dheoidh
ta leabhar soléite ar fad againn, i
nGaeilge, a thabharann léargas
diinn chan amhdin ar ghaisciocht
na geomhairlf, ach ar stair fhas
agus fhorbairt Shinn Féin éna
idirghabhail toghchdin go dtf a
straitéis toghchdin san am i lathair.
Agus t4 failte ar leith roimhe toisc
go bhfuil sé scriofa ag ball de Shinn
Féin. Is 1éir anois go bhfuil poblac-
tanaigh sdsta peann a chur ar phér,
agus gan chead a gcinn a thabhairt
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@ Hzlla na Cathrach Bhéai Feirste — moltar com

leithéide freasura

do strainséiri a ndearcadh
neamhthuisceanach, frithphob-
lachténach a scriobh.

Mheas mé, mar gheall ar an tei-
deal Comhad Comhairleora, go
mbainfeadh an leabhar go hiomlan
le cursaf na seomraf comhairlf
amhéin. Ina &it sin, léirigh an
chéad leath den leabhar éifeacht an
dara staile ocrais ar thés agus fhor-
bairt Shinn Féin mar fhérsa po-
laititil; freagra ‘daonlathach’ rialtas
Shasana nuair a dhitltaigh siad
éisteacht d’jonadaithe tofa; an cosc
craolta; agus, gan fiacail a chur
ann, pleidhcefocht leanbhaf na n-
Aontacht6irf. Mura mbeadh an
scéal chomh déirfre sin bheadh sé

N

aiféiseach. Thug an léargas gin-
earélta seo an-tuiscint dom, agus
lig sé dom sult a bhaint as an leab-
har ar fad.

Bheadh sé furasta ceist a chur
ort féin cad chuige a leanann Sinn
Féin ar aghaidh ag freastal ar na
comhairlf, 4iteanna a dtugtar
drochfde déibh agus nach dtugtar
aird déibh. Cruthafonn freagra rial-
tas Shasana agus na n-Aontact6irf
an éifeacht ata acu agus lena chois
sin an imnf at4 orthu roimh Shinn
Féin, agus taispednann an leabhar
seo ¢é chomh riachtanach ‘s ata sé
do Shinn Féin baruil na n-Aon-
tachtéirf ar shealichas na tire a
bhréagnu.

i

hairleoiri Shinn Féin as a gcuid misnigh in aghaidh a

Caithfidh moladh a thabhairt do
chomhairleoirf Shinn Féin as an
mhisneach at4 acu in aghaidh a lei-
théide de lucht freasura agus an
moladh céanna a thabhairt do
phobal naisiinach na Sé Chontae,
mar is léir 6n ghrianghraf de Janet
Donnelly.

Té a fhios agam gur Gaeilgeoir
dfograiseach Mairtin ach ta suil
agam go bhfoilseoidh sé Comhad
Combhairleora i mBéarla, le seans a
thabhairt do na dacine mhiffhorti-
nacha nach bhfuil Gaeilge acu, an
sarshaothar seo a 1éamh.

Joe McQuillan
(An Cheis Fhada) B

At last, a highly readabje book
in Irish, that gives not only 4, T5
sight into the exploits of the counci]
but incorporates a concise higt, of
Sinn Féin’s development from, itg
electoral intervention to itg Curren,
electoral strategy. But more wel.
come because it hag been Written by
a member of Sinn Féin. Something
that is coming more to the fore jq
that Republicans are now Putting
pen to paper, and not leaving gy4.
siders, especially those unsympa.
thetic to the Republican viewpging
free to write their version, uncha]-’
lenged.

The title A Councillor's Fil, led
me to think that it would deal solely
with the affairs of the council cham.
bers. Instead the first half of the
book traced the effects to the
Hunger-Strike on Sinn Féip’s
growth and development as a polit;.
cal force; the British governments
‘democratic’ response of disenfran.
chising those who oppose their
views; the likes of the media ban;
and, what at best can be described
as, the childish antics of the Union.
ists. If the matter wasn’t so serious
it would be laughable. It was this
broad overview that helped me un-
derstand and enjoy the whole book.

It would be easy to ask why
Sinn Féin continues to attend the
council where they are abused and
ignored. The response of the British
government and Unionists prove
that they are effective and feared,
and reading this book shows why it
is necessary for Sinn Féin to contin-
ually challenge Unionist assump-
tions of ownership. Sinn Féin coun-
cillors must be commended for their
staying power in the face of such op-
position, as well as the Nationalist
people, the picture of Janet Donnel-
ly speaking volumes about their suf-
fering.

I know Mairtin is an ardent
Gacilgeoir but I hope he releases
Comhad Comhairleora in English to
allow those unfortunates with a
lack of Irish to read this excellent
work.

j'P\LC\é,_‘_ <—:- M\Q\ST?\\Q of ’DE?(‘#QLQJ
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warm. Six bodies, plus quitars,
bodhrans, and mandolins, bed
mattresses and lockers competed
for space. Upturned wastepaper
bins served as seats for some,
the lucky one reclined on the bed.
Songs, scribbled out on scraps of
paper, littered the floor, the ink
spread where coffee was kicked
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In a moment we are totally en-
grossed, the microphone no
!onger frightens us. We're speak-
Ing... we're singing... we're play-
Ing... we're creating, we're show-
Ing what we can do, we have
something to say, we have the
opportunity and we're taking it for
those who will hear our voices in
no other way. We move from
song, to poem, to statement, feel-
ing the emotion of the moment,
recalling the faces of those
whose names we now recite, all
too vividly picturing them as they
once were. The blankets draped

PPy with it. Last
Throats clearad
-let's go... a sud-
ce, then the mu-

TRIAL BY MEDIA

around the walls serve as a
poignant reminder of how wear-
ing one was once the symbol of
determined resistance. It's an
emotional moment, an experi-
ance shared, It's more than a
recording, it's a political state-
ment. It says we know who we
are, what we're about, where
we've come from and where
we're going to!

By now the sun is a lot higher
in the sky. It's a glorious day out-
side. We hear others in the yard.
We're hot, we're drained but
we're happy with our achieve-
ment. We laugh at some of the
errors we made and disasters we
narrowly avoided. But it's time
now to dismantle the studio and
call off the scouts, who've done
an excellent job.

Later we get a chance to lis-
ten to the result. There are
shocked faces and embarrassed
groans upon hearing our own
voices. “Is that really how |
sound!" Critical comments too,
about wrong notes or voices not
just right, but overall a general
satisfaction and even surprise at
the quality......out we'll leave you
to judge that.




Music from the Blocks is an
audio-tape recorded
Long Kesh e

s who died in the H
locks of Long Kesh and to
the memory of all those
who died during the anti H-
Block/Armagh Jail agitation
campaign.

“They will not criminalise
us...rob us of our true identi-
ty...steal our individual-
ism...depoliticise us...churn
us out as systemised, insti-

nt lawn
will

beration

S€ea, aec
Never
18) ovel our 1il

> as criminal.” (Bobby
Sands)

On March 1st, 1981, in
the H-Blocks of Long Kesh,
republican prisoners began
a hunger-strike which was to
last 217 days and witness
the deaths of ten prisoners,
ten Republican Volunteers.

This tape was recorded
live and in secret by Republi-
can prisoners in the H-Blocks
of Long Kesh during the sum-

MUSIC FROM
THE BL

mer of 1990, under the in
tense scrutiny of their captors.
The cell had to be organised
and converted into a record-
ing studio with the same mili-
tary discipline characteristic of
imprisoned Republicans.
They had nothing but the
very basic tools of recording
i.e. one small cassette tape.
But what they had in
abundance was the same
dedication, commitment and
ingenuity which sustained
Irish prisoners through five
years of protest and 217

CK

days of hunger-strike as we|
as enabling them to carry
out the most successfy|
prison escape in the annals
of British penal history on
September 25th, 1983,

All songs on this tape
bear a direct relation to the
1980/'81 hunger-strike.
Some of the songs were
written and composed by
Bobby Sands and Brendan
“Bik” McFarlane and have
never before been recorded
or heard outside the con-
fines of the H-Blocks.

Many republican prisoners contributed to the making of this tape but only six

Lorney McKeown —from
Randaistown, County
Antrim, currently serving a

iite sentence. Lorney spent _

72 days on hunger-strike
during 1881 and has no
prospect of release.

of them actually appear on the tape. They are:

Felim 0'Hagan — from the
Lurgan area of County
Armagh. He is currently
serving a recommended 25-
year life sentence. He spent
five years between 1977 and
1981 on the blanket/no wash
protest.

Leonard Ferrin —is
currently serving 22 years
and comes from Ardoyne in
North Beffast. He spent five
years on the blanket/no
wash protest during which
time he losidiye years
remission. He is now in the
latter stages of serving the
remission he lost and would
otherwise have been
released five years ago.

Kevin “Snoage” Crilly —
from Armagh Cty is currently
serving 15 years. As the
youngest of the contributors
he was active on the outside
during the anti H-
Block/Armagh agitation
years. Having witnessed at
first hand the injustices
inflicted on the Irish people
both inside and outside the
prisons he became actively
involved in the republican
struggle for national seff-
determination.

Thomas “Tomboy” Louden
— from the Unity Flats area
of Belfast. He is currently
serving a life sentence. He
was a close personal friend
of Bobby Sands and both
spent time together in Cage
11. After release, both
became re-involved in the
Republican struggle and
after being re-arrested found
themselves sharing the
same H-Block cell.
“Tomboy" was on the
blanket/no wash protest from
197710 1981.

_ comrades.

Brendan "Bik” McFarlane
— from Ardoyne in Belfast,
took over as the officer
commanding (O/C) ‘3
Republican Prisoners when |
Bobby Sands began his

hunger-strike on March 1st,

1981. He is currently serving

a recommended 25-year life

sentence. He was

instrumental in the mass-

escape from the H-Blocks in
September 1983. He himself

was later recaptured in

Holland and, after a long

extradition battle, was

returned to the H-Blocks to

serve the remainder of his

sentence among his

—
-
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