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Foreword


Ruán O’Donnell


The internment camp at Frongoch, Wales, attained an important position in Irish popular and political culture despite the absence of any detailed historical assessment for most of the twentieth century. Overshadowed by the preceding drama of the 1916 Rising and the scale and violence of the War of Independence in 1919–22, the largely peaceable and brief sojourn of the internees appeared relatively unimportant. There were no fatal hunger strikes, mass breakouts or callous executions to demand public attention in a time of uncertainty and turmoil. Yet, for contemporaries the deportation of almost 2,000 unsentenced Irishmen facing open-ended incarceration in a Welsh concentration camp was inherently sinister. They were imprisoned by the same ruthless imperial authority which had reduced the centre of Dublin to a shattered ruin and executed a large section of the leadership of the Volunteers and the Irish Citizen Army after secret courts martial. Ultimately, the comparatively benign experience of Frongoch, as this unique account attests, was manifested in more subtle terms and had far-reaching consequences.


Far from being a footnote to the Rising, Frongoch was revealed as the original ‘university of revolution’. Those who graduated to form the Irish Republican Army represented a major element of this more cohesive, militant and disciplined successor organisation. The regime at Frongoch facilitated the development of command structures, clandestine communications, propaganda work and detailed strategic planning. Men who had never encountered each other in the ranks of the Volunteers and ICA were in a position to debate ideology and methodology at length. This created deep personal bonds, tempered by forced intimacy in an environment fraught with the danger of factionalism. The results were clearly in evidence from January 1919 onwards, when the political work of Sinn Féin, allied to the military potential of the IRA, transformed Irish history.


This classic account is a document of its time, with all the strengths and limitations of a printed primary source. W. J. Brennan-Whitmore was a very well-informed eyewitness who provides a rare perspective on the generally closed world of Irish Republican prisoners at a critical juncture.


Dr Ruán O’Donnell


University of Limerick


Publisher’s Note: The footnotes (marked with symbols) are from Brennan-Whitmore’s original text, endnotes (marked with numbers) are by Mícheál Ó hAodha.















Preface


This book is written as the result of a promise. That it had to be written in the leisure hours of three weeks of the life of a working journalist is not my fault, but the result of the circumstances of the abnormal times in which we live. I am greatly indebted to the kindness of three Frongochian artists – N. T. Murray, P. O’Kelly and Cathal MacDowall – for permission to use some of their drawings of the camp; and to Mr J. F. Maxwell for very kindly preparing some special drawings. I am also deeply indebted to Mr Geo. Gavan Duffy for the use of important documents relative to the Military Courts held in Frongoch. I may add that during the whole period of our internment in this camp the prisoners received innumerable kindnesses from Mr and Mrs Geo. Gavan Duffy.


W. J. B.-W.


Clonee, Camolin, Co. Wexford, November 1917












Introduction


Special Correspondent,


The Manchester Guardian, Friday Dec. 1, 1916.


The Frongoch Internment Camp in North Wales, where many of the Irish Prisoners are confined, has pushed into the public view a modest hamlet which was before quite hidden from the world. Frongoch rests (or did rest before it was disturbed) in the beautiful valley down which the River Tryweryn forces an impetuous and fretful course, impeded by many rocks, to the lake at Bala, where it helps to swell the waters of the Dee. There is a station at Frongoch on the branch of the Great Western Railway which runs from Bala to Blaenau Ffestiniog. Few people except the inhabitants of the district ever heard of it. The hamlet, however, even before the construction of the camp, had a limited celebrity by virtue of the fact that it distilled a unique blend of whiskey – neither Irish nor Scotch, but Welsh whiskey. The making of the whiskey ceased at the beginning of the war, and it was no doubt the existence of the idle distillery buildings and their power plant that led to the selection of Frongoch as the site of an internment camp. Though in a valley, it stands at a high altitude. The air is keen and bracing. The fertile hills and valleys around it form many pleasant prospects for the eye to penetrate. It appeals to the imagination as a peaceful and untroubled corner of the world. But into it have been dumped and carefully concentrated within a barbed-wire enclosure many troubled and turbulent feelings.


The camp was originally used as a place of internment for Germans, of whom as many as 1,800 were there at one time. In those days nobody except the Home Office and a few military officers ever heard anything about it. But the Irish have a notorious aptitude for making their grievances audible. Since Irish prisoners have been interned at Frongoch their complaints have not only gone to the Commandant, but they have leaked into the outer world and found utterance in Parliament and in the Press. A formidable-looking list of detailed charges against the conditions and administration of the camp have been drawn up and published. It would be a rash thing for anybody who has not had an opportunity of inside investigation to attempt to discuss them in detail. But inquiries among discharged prisoners and persons who go among the inmates of the camp justify general observation.


It is necessary to explain that the camp is constructed in two parts. The South Camp consists of the buildings of the distillery. These lie in a slight depression of the valley. On higher ground, and divided from the other part by a road running from the highway to the railway station, is the North Camp. Here the housing consists of wooden huts of the type which has become familiar since the war began. It is to the condition of the South or lower Camp that the gravest charges refer. Until recently the Irish prisoners (whose number, originally about a thousand, has been reduced to between five to six hundred) were kept in this Camp.* The floors of the granary have been made into huge dormitories, which were described by the prisoners as damp, ill-ventilated, and infested with rats. That the dormitories were ‘stuffy’, to use the word of a recently discharged prisoner, and that there were rats in them, does not seem open to doubt. A glance at the buildings from the outside and at the size and arrangements of the windows suggests that it would be difficult to get ideal housing conditions in them. But it would be unreasonable to expect that ideal to be reached in an internment camp. Those who have the oversight of the physical welfare of the prisoners say that the conditions of the camp are not bad, judged by internment camp standards, and that the health of the men is satisfactory. The hut accommodation in the North Camp, to which recently all the prisoners were removed, has not been complained of. Both camps have frontages to public roads, from which the passer-by has a near view of the prisoners walking in the open. Many of them present a pallid complexion and listless air which one does not come upon with surprise in people who have suffered close confinement; but others, perhaps the majority, look very well.


Most of the serious troubles in the camp may be traced to one fundamental grievance of the prisoners – the feeling that they have been wrongfully interned and made to undergo these hardships without ever having had the chance of defending themselves in a trial. This feeling has aggravated and embittered their sufferings, and no doubt given colour to their complaints. The effect of nursing this resentment through six months of confinement was frankly and boldly suggested by one of the accused men before the Military Court on Saturday. He said, ‘There are men here who took part in the insurrection; there are men who did not; but most of them are pretty sympathetic by this time with the people who did.’ A prisoner who was released from the camp on Saturday said that during his imprisonment he had suffered much; but he admitted in reply to what, it must be confessed, was a leading question that had he been a German captured in battle he should not have considered himself hardly used. He had been interned, he said, without trial, and the order for his release was communicated to him without any explanation.


The italics are mine. The above, from a man whose information was confined to ‘inquiries among discharged prisoners and persons who go among the inmates of the camp’, is not a bad general description of the conditions at Frongoch.


Like most Englishmen who possess only a superficial knowledge of Irish affairs, this Special Correspondent is entirely astray in his premise of the fundamental cause of all the serious troubles that arose. Not a single trouble ever arose on account of a ‘feeling that they had been wrongfully interned and made to undergo these hardships without ever having had the chance of defending themselves in a trial’. On the contrary two specific causes which led to all the troubles were: first, the refusal of the authorities to keep their undertaking to recognise and treat us as prisoners of war; and second, the determination of the Irish prisoners themselves to prevent the conscription of their fellow-prisoners who were liable under the Military Service Act.


It is hoped that this authoritative review of the history of the incident of the internment of the Irish prisoners of war in Frongoch Camp may be productive of good, inasmuch as it places before the public, and the authorities, truthful definitions of the attitude and viewpoint of the Irish Republicans on the Anglo-Irish connection, as well as a clear delineation of the mental equipment and physical grit of these Republicans.


It is hoped that this review will materially help to bring home to the minds of all the peoples concerned that ‘a completely independent Ireland would live in peace with England, whereas a fettered Ireland never can’.












* Original number interned, 1,863, vide Hansard, Vol. 86, No. 97, Col. 555.












Chapter I


My first place of internment in England was in HM Prison at Knutsford – a pretty little Cheshire village situated about fifteen miles from Manchester. English gaols are all of a pattern, and the treatment of the Irish prisoners in them was pretty much the same all round. As Darrell Figgis, in his admirable little monograph A Chronicle of Jails, has already dealt with this phase of our treatment very fully, I shall not pause to describe it at great length.


Three weeks after my arrival in Knutsford, about 23 May, we were lined up for inspection by a General MacGregor from the War Office. He told the prison commandant in our hearing, and very much to our surprise, that we were to be treated as prisoners of war. Naturally we felt highly elated at the news. It was more than we had dared to hope for, and was certainly a concession we would never have received had not England been in a pretty tight fix indeed.


A week having passed by without there being any change for the better in our condition, I demanded to be taken before the prison commandant. This request, simple as it was, seemed to startle the warder very much. He questioned me anxiously as to what I wanted to see him for. I told him that I desired to demand treatment as an enemy officer prisoner of war. The warder stepped back in astonishment.


‘Are you an officer?’ he asked incredulously.


‘Yes,’ I replied. ‘I have that honour.’


‘Well,’ he retorted whimsically, ‘you are a pretty-looking officer now, aren’t you?’


I quite agreed with him. They had fumigated our clothes by steam, and the dye of my serge suit had failed to stand the test and was now a hideous thing of mottled brown. The right leg of my trousers had been slashed up on two sides to allow wounds in my knee to be dressed in action, and was still unstitched. We had neither mirrors nor toilette requisites in our cells; and my hair, which I then wore rather long, was tousled and matted. I must have looked pretty much of a guy.


The warder sought to dissuade me. But I was determined to test the value of the prisoner-of-war formula. He brought me before the sergeant major, who at first was inclined to enjoy the joke; but seeing that I was in earnest he, too, sought to dissuade me, saying that they were working as hard as they could for us and were expecting to obtain considerable concessions. I was not to be turned aside, so he took me before the commandant.


I was received very haughtily. I stated that I desired to put before the Secretary of State for War a claim for treatment as an enemy officer prisoner of war. The commandant retorted that if I had been arrested by Germans instead of by British troops I would have been shot out of hand. I declined to discuss this probability, and insisted on forwarding my claim. After some further wrangling I was supplied with pen, ink and paper, and escorted back to my cell, which was situated at the very top of the building.


When the warder came round with the tea in the evening I handed him my letter. It does not take a hungry man many minutes to devour a pint of weak tea and eight ounces of dry bread. I had scarcely finished when my cell door was flung open and the commandant, accompanied by the sergeant major, entered. He said he had come to discuss my letter, which he held in his hand. I had risen at his entrance; and telling me to sit down, he said he had read the letter very carefully and if I insisted on it he would send it off by the night post. But I was advised to the contrary.


The commandant denied rather emphatically that I was an enemy officer prisoner of war. The only commission, he added, which they could recognise was one signed by King George, the Kaiser, or the Emperors of Austria or Turkey. If I could produce a commission signed by one of these I would be recognised and treated as such.


I pointed out that my claim was not based on a commission from any of these sovereigns, but on the statement of General MacGregor, who had said in our hearing that we were to be treated as prisoners of war. If that were true, I contended, as a commissioned officer of the Irish Republican Army I was entitled to treatment as such. The commandant denied point-blank that he had ever been told of such treatment. The sergeant major bore him out on the point. At present, he concluded, I was merely a rebel; and whether I admitted it or not Ireland was still a part of the United Kingdom and King George my only sovereign. I declined to enter into a discussion on these matters with my gaoler, and insisted on my letter being forwarded to the Secretary for War. On this occasion the commandant was perfectly courteous, with not a trace of haughtiness in his manner. I asked for some books, and he replied that the only ones he could let me have were the official religious manuals; and on my expressing a wish to have them he directed the sergeant major to supply my needs in that respect. Then, with mutual expressions of goodwill, he took his departure.


Four days after the above incident certain concessions were granted to us. We were permitted to write letters twice per week on paper officially supplied to us. The envelopes, which were also supplied free, had ‘Prisoner of War’ printed on them – a fact which gave us considerable satisfaction. During the hours devoted to exercise we were generally permitted to dispose ourselves as we willed. A day or two after the novelty of this liberty had worn off we arranged to say the Rosary en masse in the prison yard. Denny McCullough gave out the Rosary in Irish on the first evening.1 We had only just stood up from our prayers when word came in that Kitchener had perished at sea. The prison authorities were very perturbed at the news. We were brought back into our cells before our time was quite up; and one of the warders angrily told a prisoner that we had been praying with joy at the news! We were also allowed daily visits; to receive letters and newspapers, parcels of food, clothing, and books.


The juxtaposition of Knutsford to Manchester was for us a most fortunate circumstance. Large numbers of the Irish in Manchester came daily to see us. They anticipated our every want and desire; and generously supplied them. No words could adequately describe the great kindness of these people to the prisoners. For my part I formed new friendships which I shall hold in affectionate remembrance all the rest of my life. Our visitors were very anxious to receive souvenirs or keepsakes – a button off our tunics, or a verse in an autograph album. Every Irish girl in Manchester worth her salt must now possess an album of rebels’ autographs.


One of those albums was made the means of punishing me for that letter to the Secretary for War. On the plea that I had written sedition in it I was placed in solitary confinement pending further orders from the War Office. Denny McCullogh, Dr E. Dundon, Seán Milroy, Pierce McCan, Joe Connolly and Frank Healy were already undergoing this punishment.2 Rory MacDermott (‘Rory of the Hills’) within half an hour followed me into this segregation.


About this time, rumours were current in the prison that we were all going to be sent to an internment camp and treated in every respect as prisoners of war. The warders told us that inside the barbed-wire enclosure of such a camp the prisoners could do pretty much as they liked. The possibility of such liberty was very dear to our hearts and we were all most anxious for the rumours to materialise. And so they did the morning before I was moved into my new quarters, when a batch of twenty or thirty prisoners was sent off to the camp. In prison every event is surrounded by a burlesque sort of secrecy. Hence nobody knew definitely where the internment camp was located and, of course, everybody had a different idea. The most popular locations were the Isle of Man, Colwyn Bay and a place called Frogmore.


On 17 June 100 prisoners were warned, immediately after breakfast, to get ready to proceed to this internment camp. Of the ‘solitaires’, Denny McCullough and I were included in the batch. Although the prison authorities knew the preceding day what prisoners were being moved, it was a settled practice not to tell them until ten minutes before the hour for parading. It was impossible to have one’s effects ready in time, and as the warders kept running in telling the prisoners to ‘’urry up there’, many warm exchanges took place. Moreover, as the other prisoners were kept locked up in their cells until we were out in the yard in front of the commandant’s office, we were unable to say ‘goodbye’ to our comrades; and that made us feel very sore and say rather unkind things of our gaolers.


Whilst we were awaiting the commandant’s convenience, those of us who were badly off were supplied with boots, clothing and overcoats. We were also given some ‘bully’ beef and bread for the journey.


We were then called in alphabetical order into the commandant’s office and an Internment Order was served upon each of us. Mine read as follows:


(B)


Notice to persons with respect to whom an Order is made under Regulation 14B.






NAME OF PRISONER: W. J. Brennan-Whitmore.


ADDRESS: Clonee, Camolin, Co. Wexford.


W.O. NUMBER: 1385 c.


H.O. NUMBER: 314232.


Notice is hereby given to the above-named that an Order has been made by the Secretary of State under Regulation 14B of the Defence of the Realm Regulations directing that he shall be interned at the Place of Internment, Frongoch.


The Order is made on the ground that he is of hostile association, and is reasonably suspected of having favoured, promoted, or assisted an armed insurrection against His Majesty.


If within seven days from the date of his receiving this Notice the above-named person submits to the Secretary of State any representations against the provisions of the said Order, such representations will be referred to the Advisory Committee appointed for the purpose of advising the Secretary of State with respect to the internment and deportation of aliens; and presided over by a judge of the High Court, and will be duly considered by the Committee. If the Secretary of State is satisfied by the report of the said Committee that the Order may, so far as it affects the above-named prisoner, be revoked or varied without injury to the public safety, or the defence of the realm, he will revoke or vary the Order in writing under his hand. Failing such revocation, or variation, the Order will remain in force.


A signed receipt for the order was required. This was the first accurate idea we had of the proper name of the place for which we were bound. When this process was completed we were moved round to the yard in which the ‘solitaires’ were wont to exercise, to await the arrival of our escort. As they did not arrive for a full hour afterwards, we had time to amuse ourselves criticising the British ‘system’. It did seem absurd to give the prisoners only ten minutes to get ready, and to chivy them whilst trying to do so, only to keep them waiting an hour and a half afterwards. However, it was not long until the first batch of visitors arrived and were sent round to see us. It was the last time that the majority of us would ever see each other in this life, and the parting from them was one of the saddest I ever experienced.


Outside the gate a fresh party of visitors was waiting to gain admission. They gave a rousing cheer when they saw us emerge. The ‘Soldier’s Song’ was struck up, and the visitors, ranging alongside, joined in the chorus. When I had entered Knutsford Jail early on the morning of Wednesday 3 May, my sole possession was a half-eaten tin of ‘bully’ beef. I now emerged literally staggering under the weight of five big parcels of books, edibles and clothing. Our pockets were stuffed to over-flowing with fruit, biscuits, cigarettes and tobacco; and as our lady friends tripped alongside they endeavoured to cram more into them.


McCullough was kept under a special guard; but I, to punish me, I suppose, for presuming to claim treatment as an officer, was stuck in with the rest.












Chapter II


It was a perfect June day. After six weeks’ incarceration behind bare cells and dull brick walls this sudden emerging into the summer riot of an open countryside was strangely intoxicating. We did not go through the village on our way to the station, but passed along what appeared to be a suburban road. We greedily drank in the beauty of trees in full leaf, stretches of deep-green fields, splashes of rich colouring made by pretty flower gardens, and filling our lungs deeply sang with startling lustiness. Nor did our guard attempt to restrain us.


When we reached the station we were passed on to the far end of a long platform. Our friends were stopped at the end of the covered portion of the platform and were not allowed to approach any nearer to us. They were, however, not going to give in very easily. A few of them, leaving the platform, approached us through a little potato garden and, coming up to the thin wooden railing which separated the garden from the platform, resumed their conversation. The rest, seeing the success of this stratagem, invaded the garden also. But potatoes were just then as great a rarity in England as they were reported to be in blockaded Germany. So the stationmaster hastily mobilised his force of porters and with many shouts and threats chased our friends out of the garden.


The journey to Frongoch was a boisterous one and full of interest. Few of the prisoners had ever been in England before and considerable interest was taken in town and country as they unfolded before us. The country was considered flat and uninteresting, and the houses possessing a monotonous sameness, having all been built of a pattern. The farming was considered to be far behind the Irish standard.


At every English railway station we sang the most seditious of Irish songs, and the crowd gazed at us pretty much the same as they would at a party of aborigines from Kamchatka. In a few cases we were jeered. We answered taunt with taunt. Why should we not? It was nation against nation.


When we crossed the border our hearts warmed to Wales. ‘It’s so like Ireland!’ one of my comrades pathetically remarked. We seldom sang at the Welsh stations. We greeted the people in a friendly tone and invariably received a cheery reply.


We arrived in Frongoch about 8 o’clock in the evening. The station was little more than a siding built largely for the convenience of the distillery, which was just alongside. The distillery buildings had now been turned into an internment camp, and after a long railway journey it was dreary-looking and uninviting.
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A 200-yard stretch of road ran straight down from the station to the main road from Bala, which it joined at right angles. On both sides of this road – down which we marched – were barbed-wire entanglements. The one on our left bounded the recreation field of the North Camp, that on our right bounded a long narrow yard which ran along the front of a three-storeyed grain store. Not a soul was to be seen in the enclosure. But the windows of the second and third storeys were thick with the heads of prisoners. They shouted out cheery greetings, often by name, and we answered as heartily as we could.


‘There does not appear to be much liberty about that,’ remarked one of my companions. The ‘liberty’ of an internment camp, as described by the prison warders, was a possibility that was much looked forward to by us, and our spirits drooped somewhat at this undeniable evidence of restraint. We concluded that the promises of the warders were like all the promises of Englishmen to Irishmen – only meant to deceive and ensnare.


In the angle formed by the junction of the station and Bala roads was situated the guardroom and the entrance gate to the camp. We paused here whilst the provost staff of the camp and the sergeant of the guard counted us and took us over from the escort. Then we were marched across the yard, under a big archway and into the inner yard.


The camp commandant, his adjutant and a couple of officers received us in this inner yard. The commandant read aloud the rules of the camp and told us that there were two ways of running it. One way was for the prisoners to run it themselves and the other was for himself to run it – ‘and his way was at the point of the bayonet’. We could not forbear a smile. We had all been through the Dublin fighting, and after the shootings and burnings of that fierce week this threat of bayonets rather amused us. We had been joined at Crewe by prisoners from other jails, and now a little over 200 of us stood facing him. He told us that if anyone attempted to escape he would be shot, and that his sentries were armed with buckshot.


‘Of course,’ he added with a dry smile, ‘you all know how useful that is.’ The commandant mentioned the usefulness of buckshot to every contingent of prisoners whom he reviewed, and as a result he was nicknamed ‘Buckshot’ and never afterwards spoken of by any other name by the prisoners.


He concluded by admonishing us to play the game by him and he would do the same by us; and that he would do all he possibly could to make our internment as little irksome as possible. He was a conscientious man and, I believe, meant kindly, but he belonged to a type of Englishman who should never be placed in charge of Irishmen. Possessing an egregious idea of his own dignity and importance, utterly devoid of a sense of humour, he was totally incapable of treating us except as prisoners. That we might also be intelligent, reasoning and sentient human beings seemed altogether beyond his power of comprehension. In short, his nickname was not altogether inappropriate. Such was the arbitrator of our daily fate – Colonel F. A. Heygate Lambert, of the Yeomanry.


When the colonel had finished his harangue, the roll was called by the adjutant, and as each one of us answered his name he was handed a slip of paper containing a number by the sergeant major. This was our location number in the camp. Mine was 362.


We were next marched into the ground floor of the granary and searched. This was the seventh time I had been searched since my capture in Cumberland Street, Dublin. The adjutant and two civilian censors had seated themselves at two tables. At the first table we gave up our spare clothing, and parcels of food; and when the censor had rummaged through them, they were returned to us. At the second table – which was presided over by the adjutant – we gave up our money, valuables, books, papers and writing materials. We were grandiloquently told that we could keep up to a pound in money. Our newspapers and magazines were thrown in a heap on the ground to be destroyed. Many protested that the papers had been passed by the prison censors, but the only reply was: ‘Next prisoner, please!’ Writing paper and envelopes were also consigned to the heap, on the grounds that we would not be allowed to use them in camp. We would only be permitted to write two letters per week, for which the envelopes and notepaper would be officially supplied free.


When my turn came I objected point-blank to letting my writing material be consigned to the heap and insisted that it be returned to me when the censor had satisfied himself that it was perfectly harmless. After a short argument it was tied in a bundle along with my books and returned to me after a week had elapsed.


When the censors had finished with us we were passed up to the end of the room where the sergeant major was waiting to examine our person. He invariably met each prisoner with the query, ‘Got any jack-knives on you?’, and thus earned a nickname for himself that became common alike to prisoners and guards. ‘Jack-knives’ was a large-hearted, hard-swearing personage, who won the respect of the prisoners for his honesty.


But Denny McCullough was spared all this. When we arrived in the camp he was shoved into a cell. A few others were similarly treated on arrival, but after a week or so, they were released from cells and treated in every respect as the other prisoners.


When at last they were done searching us we were marched out onto the landing; and upstairs to the third floor of the granary. Here Captain O’Connell of the Irish Republican Army met us and placed us in rotation by the side of our beds.1 The top storey of the granary was the best-lighted and airiest dormitory of the five in use. All the prisoners who were then in camp were located in the second storey of the building, except Captain O’Connell and two or three others.


Our beds we found to consist of two wooden trestles about eight inches high, with three light boards laid on top; a mattress and bolster packed to rotundity with coarse straw; and three blankets made from tweed lengths. One row of these beds was ranged round the walls and four rows were extended down along the floor. Suspended by wire from the rafters of the roof was a single line of boards for each row of beds. On these we were to dispose our personal belongings. On the beds we also found an enamelled plate and mug, the majority of them in an indescribably battered condition, a knife, fork, spoon, towel, and a piece of coarse soap. After we had disposed of our luggage we were taken down to the dining hall and given some tea. It was brewed by our own cooks, and though it was far below our home standard, after the concoction given us in prison, it tasted like nectar of the gods. After that our comrades who had arrived before us swooped down, and great was the hand-shaking.


It appears that it was the custom of the military to confine the other prisoners to their dormitories whilst a new draft was being received and disposed of.


Here for the first time since I left home on Good Friday evening I met county men of my own, and particularly Volunteers of my late company command. There was much to tell and a great deal more to explain. When ‘lights out’ sounded at 10 o’clock we were not half through with our stories. But we had to cease and retire to bed, for Captain O’Connell was a strict disciplinarian.
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