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The acclaimed author of Michael Collins examines the Irish Republican Army’s
counterintelligence unit during and after the Irish War of Independence. Ireland, 1919: When
Sinn Féin proclaims Dáil Éireann the parliament of the independent Irish republic, London
declares the new assembly to be illegal, and a vicious guerilla war breaks out between
republican and crown forces. Michael Collins, intelligence chief of the Irish Republican Army,
creates an elite squad whose role is to assassinate British agents and undercover police. The
so-called 'Twelve Apostles' will create violent mayhem, culminating in the events of 'Bloody
Sunday' in November 1920.Bestselling historian Tim Pat Coogan not only tells the story of
Collins' squad, he also examines the remarkable intelligence network of which it formed a part,
and which helped to bring the British government to the negotiating table.</

About the AuthorTim Pat Coogan is Ireland's best-known historical writer. His 1990 biography
of Michael Collins rekindled interest in Collins and his era. He is also the author of The IRA,
The Troubles, and The Famine Plot.ReviewPraise for Tim Pat Coogan?The unofficial voice of
modern Irish history.??EconomistPraise for The Twelve Apostles?A compelling work. . . . This
tale of murder and mayhem is also a labour of love. Written with pace and clarity, this is an
important work that shows how desperate measures taken in desperate times don?t easily go
away.??Irish Independent--This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.
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Skibbereen in his native County Cork, 27 March 1922.It is my contention that Michael Collins
was one of the most extraordinary men ever to have been born in Ireland. Collins’s remarkable
qualities – as a man, a citizen, a commander and strategist – shine through the years; and to
me, they gleam all the more brightly in this centenary year of the 1916 Rising. Almost thirty
years ago, I wrote my biography of Collins – and he stands at the heart of this book too,
because now I want to examine in detail one of his most extraordinary, and certainly most
controversial, creations.This was the Squad, or the Twelve Apostles: the names given to a
small undercover unit controlled by Collins which operated in Ireland during the final era of
British rule from Dublin Castle. It is crucial to note that the Apostles were by no means superbly
resourced – indeed, the opposite is the case: the unit was only ever lightly armed: the
original .38 pistols held by its members were eventually swapped for rather more powerful but
still essentially modest .45 revolvers – and in such improbable fashion, these individuals took
on the forces of a state that was equipped lavishly with artillery, machine guns, rifles and tanks.
The real firepower of the Twelve Apostles, however, originated elsewhere, from sources that
the state could neither control nor eliminate: from widespread public support among the Irish in
Ireland and abroad (especially in the United States); from sheer idealism; and from an
enormously potent intelligence-gathering operation that was also masterminded and run by
Collins himself.Collins was a difficult man. He let off steam by wild bouts of furniture-smashing
and wrestling matches. He was given to practical jokes that were not all that funny. He had a
volcanic temper, and he could be bullying. Yet he was the Squad’s alpha and omega; the story
begins and ends with this fascinating and controversial character. One man’s freedom fighter
is, after all, another man’s terrorist – and nobody in modern Irish history encapsulates this
slogan more fully than Collins, who can well be described as both a freedom fighter and a
terrorist.Indeed, Michael Collins was a walking contradiction of a man. He was both an idealist
and a realist, with the two conflicting parts fused together by his genius and his incredible
energy, his ruthlessness and his compassion. His idealism had taken him into Dublin’s General



Post Office during the 1916 Rising, but the first of his reasons for forming the Squad is
contained in recollections following this traumatic week in Dublin. He told his friend Kevin
O’Brien (as I record in my biography Michael Collins) that:It is so easy to fault the actions of
others when their particular actions have resulted in defeat. I want to be quite fair about this –
The Easter Rising – and say how much I admired the men in the ranks and the womenfolk thus
engaged. But at the same time – as it must appear to others also – the actions of the leaders
should not pass without comment.They have died nobly at the hands of the firing squads. So
much I grant. But I do not think The Rising week was an appropriate time for the issue of
Memoranda couched in poetic phrase, nor of actions worked out in a similar fashion. Looking
at it from the inside (I was in the GPO), it had the air of a Greek tragedy about it, the illusion
being more or less completed with the aforementioned memoranda. Of Pearse and Connolly I
admire the latter the most. Connolly was a realist, Pearse the direct opposite. There was an air
of earthy directness about Connolly. It impressed me. I would have followed him through hell,
had such action been necessary. But I honestly doubt so much if I would have followed Pearse
– not without some thought anyway. I think chiefly of Tom Clarke and Mac Diarmada. Both built
on the best foundations. Ireland will not see another Seán Mac Diarmada. These are sharp
reflections. On the whole I think the Rising was bungled terribly, costing many a good life. It
seemed at first to be well organised, but afterwards became subject to panic decisions and a
great lack of very essential organisation and cooperation.Collins, then, had not only
participated in great and stirring events. He had watched too – and he had learned. He had
made up his mind that in the new round of fighting, not merely should that round not be
bungled – it must be a new form of resistance. There was to be no more ‘static warfare’ such as
had been witnessed across Dublin during the Rising, consisting as it did of taking a strong
point and holding on gallantly until superior numbers and firepower inevitably crushed the
insurgents. This was certainly stirring to behold and support – but it was doomed to fail.In
addition, Collins had witnessed the political detectives going about the room full of captured
prisoners in Richmond barracks in Dublin, identifying the rebel leaders for the British Army –
and for the firing squads. It was a grim lesson in the importance of intelligence, of the political
police or ‘G-Men’, and of the machinery of repression that held the country – and this was only
underlined further for him when an intelligence officer in Dublin Castle, Edward – Ned – Broy,
smuggled him into Brunswick Street police station one evening. Collins spent a crucial night
here sifting through the police records which demonstrated how the collection of political
intelligence was an essential tool in the maintenance of British control. Later, his thinking and
planning would justify the ruthless means by which he put an end to that control.In an interview
with me, Vincent (Vinnie) Byrne – one of the Squad’s most celebrated members – told me:We
were all young: 20–21. We never thought we would win or lose. We just wanted to have a go.
We would go out in pairs, walk up to the target and do it, then split. You wouldn’t be nervous
while you would be waiting to plug him, but you would imagine everyone was looking into your
face. On a typical job we would use about eight, including the backup. Nobody got in our way.
One of us would knock him over with the first shot, and the other would finish him off with a
shot to the head. Collins was a marvel. If he hadn’t done the work he did, we would still be
under Britain. Informers and drink would have taken care of us, but our movement was
temperate. Collins would meet us from time to time and say, you’re doing great work, lads.
There was no formality about him. I remember after the Irish government was set up, I was on
guard duty at Government Buildings, and he was Commander in Chief. He saw me and came
over to me and put his arm around me and said, How are you going on, Vinny?And his
colleague and friend Frank Thornton summed Collins up thus:Mick Collins was the ideal soldier



to lead men during a revolution such as we were going through and I think all and sundry
whether they subsequently fought against him in the civil war or not who had close contact with
him, must admit that he was the one bright star that all the fighting men looked to for guidance
and advice.In addition, the story of Collins and the evolution of his reputation has been
marked, shaped and at times stunted by the context against which twentieth-century Irish
history unfolded. For decades after Collins’s death (in August 1922, at the age of thirty-one),
his most formidable adversary held power in Ireland – and Éamon de Valera saw to it that his
own reputation was extolled, most thoroughly, and to the detriment of Collins and his legacy.
Indeed, a cross erected over Collins’s grave by his brother Johnny at Glasnevin Cemetery was
only permitted on a reduced scale and to a design sanctioned by de Valera himself; and
Collins’s name was excised from an official government handbook produced on the fiftieth
anniversary of the 1916 Rising.So long as de Valera’s palsied hands gripped the reins of
power, moreover, representatives of the Irish Army, of which Collins was the first Commander-
in-Chief and within the ranks of which Collins’s memory was held in the highest regard, were
not permitted to attend the annual commemoration at the place where he was killed, Béal na
Bláth in West Cork. Indeed, it was not until 1990 and the centenary of Collins’s birth (when
incidentally, I had the honour of delivering the commemorative oration), that an Irish Taoiseach
permitted Irish Army personnel to attend.This mean-spirited and ungenerous treatment at
home did not, however, affect Collins’s reputation as a guerrilla leader abroad. Take the
example of one of the most ruthless and successful guerrilla movements of the twentieth
century, which led eventually to the creation of the state of Israel in what had been the British
Mandate of Palestine. The Jewish leader Yitzhak Shamir both studied the methods of Michael
Collins, and used the code name Michael as his own nom de guerre. And in the state of Israel
which Shamir helped to form, I was made aware of a guilty foreboding on the part of those
Israeli citizens who knew their history, that one day the Arabs too might produce a Michael
Collins – and that if they did, there would not be a supermarket left standing in Israel.During his
lifetime too, there was no shortage of observers who knew exactly what Collins was capable of
achieving, and what he might do with his energy and talents – and in the years that followed
his death, many individuals were more than prepared to learn from Collins and from the
methods he deployed. Imitation is, after all, the sincerest form of flattery – and his British
adversaries paid him the supreme compliment of importing Collins’s tactics and adopting them
in their own covert military operations. When the Special Operations Executive (SOE) –
sometimes known as ‘Churchill’s toy shop’ – was established at the onset of the Second World
War, Winston Churchill envisaged the force ‘setting Europe ablaze’ through the use of such
distinctly Collins-esque methods as assassination and sabotage.The SOE was tutored in
Collins-patented methods by Major General Sir Colin Gubbins, a prime mover in the British
forces of the time, who described his experience of service in the Ireland of the 1920s as
‘being shot at from behind hedges by men in trilbies and mackintoshes and not being allowed
to shoot back’. Irish survivors of the Anglo-Irish War, particularly wounded ones, were left in
some puzzlement as to where the bullets did come from. But there is no mystery about the fact
that in later years, Gubbins would lecture the SOE on the lessons of his Irish service, warning
them in particular to leave no documentation behind them and commit as much as possible to
memory. Gubbins knew what he was talking about: as I will discuss in the following pages,
Collins and the IRA devoted much time and energy to the capture of British documents; and,
towards the end of the conflict, the British benefited from the capture of pieces of Collins’s own
paper trail.Gubbins drew many of his recruits from the British public school system – but the
individuals who comprised Collins’s elite, or Twelve Apostles, were members of a rather



different tribe. They were largely working-class men and women whom he sculpted into a
hidden army that drove a spear into the heart of an empire. He commanded them by force of
personality, for in addition to the difficult and tempestuous personality I have mentioned above,
Collins possessed something – one might call it the X Factor – that explains more than a
thousand military manuals ever could how he wielded that empire-wounding spear. In the
words of Frank O’Connor, whose biography The Big Fellow (1937) allows the sheer humanity
of this public figure to shine through, Collins took:the simplest men, men to whom no man in
the world had ever attached importance to, and made them feel that the smallest task they
performed was a matter of life and death. Before him, after him, none could give them the
same sense of responsibility, and their devotion to him was no greater than his to them.As for
the members whom he controlled and commanded: these individuals performed dark and
brutal deeds, and when the Anglo-Irish War was over some of them performed even darker
ones. War, after all, can never be sloughed off: on the contrary, it has a habit of affecting the
winners just as much as the losers. Yet this small band captured the imagination of large
swathes of the Irish public. The idea that the Lilliputians, after centuries of conquest, could at
last strike back successfully against an enormously stronger foe: this sense overlaid the
grimmer realities of war and strife with a patina of romance that has still not faded – even if
contemporary Irish attitudes towards militarism generally tend to be more critical and analytical
than of yore.Change is effected, and history made, by a combination of will and circumstances.
Collins had the will: and in the circumstances of his day he and the Squad altered the course of
Irish history. The world has changed much in the century since Collins and his Apostles took
on the authority of the British state in Ireland. The echoes of the bombings and shootings in
Northern Ireland have largely died away since the conclusion of the Good Friday Agreement in
1998: and as we have lately seen, the Republic’s decision-takers have deemed it safe to allow
the people to take ownership of the commemoration of the centenary of the Easter Rising –
unfettered by doubts and fears of what reaction this might elicit from either Conservatives at
Westminster or Unionists in Ulster. Michael Collins and his Apostles played a vivid and, in the
end, decisive, role in the history of the years that we are now committed to remembering. I
want to turn now to their story.CHAPTER ONEA Fatal PolicyThe burnt-out shell of the Dublin
General Post Office after the 1916 Easter Rising.How did a tiny squad of men, their number
indicated by their nickname ‘The Twelve Apostles’, come to change Irish history? The answer
is born out of the story of Ireland and of its relationship with England and Britain: and its origins
as a result reach back into the distant past. One beginning – although there are many others
from which to choose – lies in the sixteenth century, when the Tudor monarchs set about the
reconquest of an Ireland that had long been drifting out of the English sphere of influence. The
final phase of this reconquest, the Elizabethan wars of the 1590s, began the process of de-
Gaelicising the province of Ulster, until that point the region of Ireland most removed from
English control. This process was accelerated with the Plantation of Ulster instituted by the first
Stuart king, James I, in the opening years of the seventeenth century. The Plantation saw the
removal of the native Catholic Irish from their lands and their replacement with Anglican
settlers from England and Presbyterians from the Scottish lowlands. In the decades that
followed, the Plantation proceeded – haltingly and more slowly than its architects would have
liked, and accompanied by bouts of bloody violence, as Protestant farmers furrowed Catholic
lands with, as it were, one hand on the musket, and the other on the plough.It was in such
thoroughly tilled soil that certain political operatives were able, from time to time, to raise rich
crops. Let us leap forward in time now, to the late nineteenth century – and to one such
operative: the British Conservative politician Randolph Churchill, who sowed seeds of



dissension in Ireland by his policy of what he termed ‘playing the Orange card’. Churchill was
fond of his apothegms: another such was his declaration that ‘Ulster will fight and Ulster will be
right’, made to an appreciative audience at the Ulster Hall in Belfast in February 1886. Churchill
had a specific political agenda: to deploy the anti-Catholic Unionism of Ulster’s Protestant
community as a weapon in domestic British politics. It was an agenda based entirely on
expediency, for Churchill had no love for the Unionists of Ulster; indeed, he was on record as
referring to them as ‘those foul Ulster Tories [who] have always ruined our party’.Churchill,
indeed, was motivated by the specific political context of the day. In early 1886, the Tories were
out of office in London – and likely to stay that way so long as Prime Minister William
Gladstone led the Liberal Party. Gladstone was now, after years of opposition to the measure,
a firm proponent of Home Rule for Ireland – a proponent, that is, for a measure of political self-
rule that had been removed from Ireland by the Act of Union of 1800. The arithmetic of the
House of Commons, and the political pressure applied by the Irish Parliamentary Party led by
Charles Stewart Parnell, had now nudged the Prime Minister to support the notion – and for
the first time it appeared as though Home Rule might actually be granted by Westminster.It
was at this crucial juncture, so laced with myriad possibilities for the future of Anglo-Irish
relationships, and of Catholic–Protestant relationships within Ireland, that Randolph Churchill
stepped into the fray. He declared that if Gladstone achieved Home Rule, the way to defeat him
was to play the Orange card. ‘Pray God,’ he said, ‘that it will turn out an ace, not a deuce.’ The
Orange card policy consisted of incitement to hatred – and crossing to Belfast, Churchill
encapsulated it, to a roaring Orange audience (on 23 February, 1886) with the slogan which
explains why to this day, Ulster’s six north-eastern counties form part of the United Kingdom:
‘Ulster will fight and Ulster will be right’. Churchill’s rhetoric so inflamed Belfast Protestants that
they fell on Catholic homes and places of employment, burning, rioting and re-igniting old
sectarian fears so completely that at the time of writing they have yet to fully die away. The
Orange Card, then, did turn out to be a triumphant ace for the Conservatives. Home Rule was
stalled within the Commons, the Liberal Party split under the strain, the Gladstone
administration of 1886 fell – and personal scandal felled Parnell himself, who died in 1891 with
his party and the dream of Home Rule in tatters and for a generation removed beyond
reach.Slowly and painfully, however, Parnell’s successor John Redmond succeeded in putting
the riven Irish Parliamentary Party together again – and by 1912, the parliamentary arithmetic
once more suggested that the attainment of Home Rule was a possibility. Once again, a Liberal
government – this time led by Herbert Asquith – was in office, and once again it was
dependent on the votes of a renewed and emboldened Irish Parliamentary Party. Moreover,
Irish lobbying had contributed to a crucial reform having being secured: the removal by means
of the Parliament Act of the veto on House of Commons legislation by the Conservative-
dominated House of Lords. For decades, this veto had been used to frustrate the passage of
Home Rule Bills into law – but now Redmond, after years of painstaking constitutional work
putting together what had been broken in the fall of Parnell, appeared to be on the brink of
success.It is important to note that Asquith’s proposals for Home Rule were hardly
revolutionary. They conformed to the classical colonial formula of ‘We will appear to give you
freedom, but in reality tell you how to use it.’ Dublin was to get a parliament, but in reality not
much else. This parliament was envisaged as consisting of the king, a Senate and a House of
Commons. The head of the Irish Executive was envisaged as being not an elected Irish
parliamentarian, but a London-appointed Lord Lieutenant who in turn was to appoint Ministers
and the membership of the Senate and judiciary. In addition, London would retain control over
taxation, foreign relations, trade outside Ireland, and the army and navy; and would in addition



retain the power to alter or repeal any act of the Dublin parliament.Modest these reforms
undoubtedly were – yet they were not modest enough for the British Conservative Party, which
reacted to the introduction of these proposals as though anarchy had been released upon the
world. Randolph Churchill was now gone from the scene – he died in 1895 – but once more his
Tory heirs swiftly played the Orange card. For example, speaking at Blenheim Palace in the
summer of 1912, at a vicious time when ‘Belfast confetti’ (rivets) rained down on Catholic
workers as the Unionists reacted to Home Rule proposals by driving thousands of Catholics
out of the Belfast shipyards, the Conservative leader Andrew Bonar Law spoke words that
might have been written by Randolph Churchill himself. He told his Unionist audience that,
regardless of their tactics and the lengths to which they might choose to go in order to combat
the threat of Home Rule, they would be supported by the Conservative Party. ‘There are
stronger things than parliamentary majorities,’ this alleged democrat told his listeners – and
they roared their approval. Two months later, in September 1912, hundreds of thousands of
Ulstermen (the women had their own document) signed the Ulster Covenant, pledging
resistance by:using all means which may be found necessary to defeat the present conspiracy
to set up a Home Rule Parliament in Ireland. And in the event of such a Parliament being
forced upon us, we further solemnly and mutually pledge ourselves to resist its
authority.Serious measures were taken to put flesh on the bones of this declaration of rebellion.
The importation of arms had for some months become a feature on the Ulster political
landscape: the Ulster Volunteers militia force paraded and drilled openly; and Protestant
justices of the peace issued licenses which ostensibly allowed the Volunteers to carry arms –
even though the law of the land said otherwise. By September of the following year, Ulster was
being convulsed by a series of anti-Home Rule meetings and parades. The de facto Unionist
leader, Edward Carson, announced that, should Home Rule become law, he and the Unionist
leadership would establish a government to take over the province; neither Carson nor his
Conservative allies, in other words, were now making any pretence of being bound by the rule
of law. In a particularly inflammatory speech delivered at Newry on 7 September 1913, Carson
(who was a King’s Counsel) said of the proposed Ulster government:I am told it will be illegal.
Of course it will. Drilling is illegal […] the Volunteers are illegal and the Government knew they
are illegal and the Government does not interfere with them […] Don’t be afraid of illegalities.F.
E. Smith, later to become Lord Chancellor, chimed in on this treasonable chorus on behalf of
the Conservatives: he told an audience at Ballyclare in County Antrim on 20 September that
the moment Home Rule became law, the Conservative leadership would say to its followers:
‘To your tents, O Israel!’ Smith told his listeners that the Conservatives were ready to ‘risk the
collapse of the whole body politic to prevent this monstrous crime’.Four days later, the
Unionists spawned the first Provisionals of the century, as the Ulster Unionist Council morphed
itself into the Central Authority of the Provisional Government of Ulster, with Carson as its
Chairman. Other members included the Duke of Abercorn (who held estates in County
Tyrone), the enormously influential Lord Londonderry (whose family seat was at Mount Stewart
in County Down), and Sir James Craig (who was destined to become the first Prime Minister of
the future Northern Ireland). A fund of £1 million to provide for the widows and orphans created
by any war which might follow this step was quickly established in both Ireland and Britain. Sir
Henry Wilson, later Field Marshal and Chief of the Imperial General Staff, was particularly
active in the ranks of the prominent British generals who offered these Provisionals their
services in the event of war. (Subsequently, when the partition of Ireland had become a reality,
Sir Henry would make good on his promise: he acted as security advisor to Sir James Craig,
and was responsible for organising loyalist death squads. As we shall see, this was an activity



which would ultimately lead to his assassination.)It is hardly necessary at this stage to remind
readers that while this tumult was ongoing in Ireland, in the world outside, a greater
conflagration was approaching. In spite of this looming world war, however, the Conservative-
Unionist alliance protest movement, most remarkably, elicited what was in effect a mutiny
amongst the officers stationed in the Curragh, the principal British military garrison in Ireland.
The army corps there under General Gough told the British government that they would not
move against Ulster to enforce Home Rule. This was in March 1914. A month later the army’s
policy, and that of the navy, was underscored at Larne, when, under the averted gaze of both
the senior services and of the police, the Orangemen landed and distributed a cargo of
German weaponry without a hand being raised to stop them. Before the summer was out, the
United Kingdom and Germany were at war.The German willingness to go to war that summer,
indeed, is thought by some historians to have been influenced by this specific and highly
unusual context; and by advice to the Kaiser that Britain would surely not dare to fight a
European war when a civil war was apparently threatening. The Unionist historian A. T. Q.
Stewart, in his commendably objective The Ulster Crisis, describes how German decision-
makers thought of the Unionists as ‘the Kaiser’s Irish Friends’. Nor was this advice wholly
unfounded. In January 1913, for example, Carson moved a motion in the House of Commons
to exclude ‘Ulster’ from the provisions of the Home Rule Bill. By now, practically speaking,
‘Ulster’, in the minds of some Unionist leaders, was coming to mean in practice the present six
counties of Northern Ireland, rather than the nine counties which constitute the ancient
province of Ulster. The reasoning had everything to do with cold demographic arithmetic: the
Unionist establishment admitted privately that it could not control the full nine counties of Ulster
because of the inconvenient presence there of so many Catholics.Now, moving his exclusion
motion, Carson stated candidly that rather than be ruled by Irish Nationalists the Unionists
would ‘prefer to accept the government of a foreign country’. In fact, Carson had lunched with
Kaiser Wilhelm II in Hamburg a year before war was declared: and a spate of allegedly well-
founded rumours about German support broke out amongst Unionists. In November 1913, the
Irish Churchman – a respected Protestant journal – published what was widely believed to
have been agreed at that Hamburg lunch:We have the offer of aid from a powerful continental
monarch who, if Home Rule is forced on the Protestants of Ireland, is prepared to send an
army sufficient to release England of any further trouble in Ireland by attaching it to his
dominion […] And should our King sign the Home Rule bill, the Protestants of Ireland will
welcome this continental deliverer as their forefathers under similar circumstances did once
before [a reference to the invitation to William of Orange in 1688].The result of such domestic
tension was almost inevitable. The government moved to appease Carson and the Unionists of
Ulster: in September 1914, when the Home Rule Bill did actually pass through the House of
Commons and into law, it was suspended for the duration of the war. The threat of civil conflict
now receded – but for John Redmond’s constitutional Home Rule movement in Ireland, this
was a blow from which it would never recover. The object of Conservative policy in reality, of
course, had never been simply to give aid and succour to the Unionists, but rather to
destabilise and if possible to overthrow the Liberal government. Nevertheless, the Conservative
and Unionist threat to use force to frustrate the implementation of the democratically expressed
wishes of a majority of the British and Irish people fairly deserves to be recognised as the first
major success for fascist tactics in twentieth-century Europe. As far as Nationalist Ireland was
concerned, of course, many people watched the tactics of Carson, the Unionists and the
Conservative Party, and learned from them – and among these observers was Michael
Collins.There is a saying in Irish: Uisce faoi thalamh. This literally translates as ‘water under the



ground’ – but it is generally taken to mean ‘secret activity’. And indeed, there was a good deal
of secret activity in Ireland in these years, and not only in Ulster. Best remembered, perhaps, is
the secret organisation called the Irish Republican Brotherhood (IRB), which had been founded
in the aftermath of the Famine years to overthrow British rule in Ireland; its members were
popularly known as the Fenians, after the legendary Irish equivalent of the Samurai. Away from
the limelight, the once moribund IRB had used these tense pre-war years to restructure and
quietly infiltrate the myriad of Irish Nationalist organisations blossoming into life in the so-called
Celtic Revival. This era saw the political energies of Ireland that had been diffused by the fall of
Parnell diverted into cultural and sporting outlets such as the Gaelic League, Gaelic Athletic
Association and Abbey Theatre, which had been established by Augusta Gregory and W. B.
Yeats – and it was from this welter of cultural and political nationalism that the IRB selected the
weapon it required for rebellion.In 1913, the Gaelic scholar Eoin MacNeill wrote an article in
the journal of the Gaelic League, An Claíomh Solais (The Bright Sword). MacNeill advocated
that a force of Irish Volunteers be established to counter the attempts by the Conservatives to
make force the ultimate arbiter of Home Rule. The formation of the Ulster Volunteers gave the
proposal an immediate appeal in the eyes of Nationalists all over the country, and thousands of
young men joined the new force. The women’s auxiliary force Cumann na mBan and the
radical Inghinidhe na hÉireann (Daughters of Ireland) organisation also received considerable
popular support – and indeed, women would play a key role in the struggle that lay
ahead.MacNeill had intended the Volunteers to be a purely defensive force to be used solely to
defend Home Rule, should its opponents use force to prevent its introduction. Unknown to him,
however, the IRB had very efficiently infiltrated the Volunteers and secured positions of
leadership within the movement. In these years, the Brotherhood recruited such energetic
members as the youthful Collins; and Pádraig Pearse, a barrister, orator, poet and
propagandist, who declared openly that he found the spectacle of an Orangeman with a rifle
less ridiculous than that of a Nationalist without one.As was the case with the UVF, the
Volunteers were armed, though – bereft of sponsors as powerful as the British Conservative
Party – to a far lesser extent. On the eve of war, however, arms were imported – and in the
meantime, another force was also stirring, drilling, threatening rebellion – and proclaiming that
they served neither King nor Kaiser, but only Ireland. This was the Irish Citizen Army founded
in Dublin by James Connolly – initially as a means of defending the workers against police
brutality in the Great Lockout of 1913. The workers had been defeated in this instance by the
employers led by William Martin Murphy, proprietor of the Irish Independent; and had been
readmitted to their jobs after signing a promise not to join a trade union. In the aftermath of the
Lockout, Connolly and his ally Constance Markievicz – herself a scion of an established Anglo-
Irish family – continued to use the Citizen Army to drill and actively prepare for armed struggle.
And so, fearing that he might bring the authorities down on them prematurely, the IRB co-opted
Connolly into the leadership of the movement.Thomas Clarke was the principal figure in the
IRB, and a profoundly influential figure in the evolution of Irish Nationalist philosophy in this
period. Clarke had served fifteen years’ penal servitude for his part, under the alias of Henry
Wilson, in the Fenian dynamiting campaign in Britain in the 1880s. Some of this period had
been spent in solitary confinement, during which time he kept himself sane by means that
included cutting a button from his uniform and then spending hours on his hands and knees
searching for it in the darkness of his cell. Clarke’s reputation was such that John Redmond
had campaigned vigorously for his release, saying on one occasion that ‘Wilson is a man of
whom no words of praise could be too high. I have learned in my many visits to Portland [Jail]
for five years to love, honour and respect Henry Wilson. I have seen day after day how his



brave spirit was keeping him alive […] I have seen year after year the fading away of his
physical strength.’ The irony is, of course, that Clarke would ultimately prove to be the main
architect of Redmond’s political destruction.On completion of his sentence, Clarke went to the
United States with the authorities still not realising that the name Wilson by which he was
known was a nom de guerre. In America, Clarke married Kathleen Daly, a member of a leading
Limerick Fenian family, and the Clarkes attained a modest prosperity, acquiring some property
including two small farms. Clarke’s period in America was relatively quiet – and yet it
encapsulates the growing influence of the United States in general, and the vast Irish diaspora
in America in particular, in Irish affairs. Irish America was able to provide a degree of political
leverage and send a flow of dollars east across the Atlantic: and both Nationalist Ireland and
the British government were aware of the fact. Historically when the Irish had risen in rebellion,
the British were able to ring the island with ships to quell foreign intervention and then use their
superior military strength on the island to snuff out what was termed ‘disaffection’ – a favourite
British term for Irish unrest. But increasingly now, there was a loud, often uncoordinated, but
never less than powerful force to be reckoned with – and one beyond the reach of the British
army or navy.In 1907, the Clarkes relinquished their moderately prosperous American life to
return to Dublin, where Thomas Clarke opened a tobacconist and newsagent on Parnell Street.
The shop became in due course a gathering place for younger IRB men, particularly Seán Mac
Diarmada, who in public became general manager of the IRB’s Irish Freedom newspaper, and
in private acted as the brotherhood’s principal organiser. This was a society increasingly
influenced by Clarke – and with British attention fixed on the European war, it was also a
faction now bent on seizing the opportunity to foment a revolt in Ireland itself.As the
Conservative-sponsored Unionist revolt gathered force, the Germans extended their dubious
friendship to the Nationalist side of the argument also. Prior to the outbreak of the First World
War, a leading IRB figure, Joseph Plunkett, had visited Germany and received assurances that
German aid would be forthcoming. After war had actually broken out, the world-renowned
humanitarian Roger Casement also visited Germany to follow up on these promises, and to
raise a spirit of rebellion among those Irish-born British soldiers who had been captured in
Flanders and elsewhere, and who were now being held as prisoners of war in Germany itself.
These attempts failed; moreover, Casement also failed to secure the expected supply of
assistance in the form of artillery and German officers – and now he sought to delay or cancel
an uprising that he knew could not possibly succeed. To no avail: Casement returned to Ireland
on board a German submarine, and was arrested when he was put ashore on the County
Kerry coast. He would presently pay for his actions with his life.Casement’s doubts were well
founded, of course – but the material point is that the IRB leadership had decided that the
Rising must go ahead. Not because they thought it would succeed, even with German help, but
for three other main reasons: one, to resist Conscription into the British Army, should an
attempt be made by the government to enforce it on Ireland; two, because it was felt that the
very act of rebellion would gain public sympathy within Ireland and in America; and three, that
by rising and declaring a republic, Ireland would secure a place at the Peace Conference which
would inevitably follow the Great War’s ending.Michael Collins had spent the decade before the
Easter Rising living and working in London. Now, alerted by Sam Maguire (the leader of the
IRB in Britain) that something was afoot, Collins was one of fifteen IRB men who returned to
Ireland to take part in the planned rebellion. He took up employment as a financial advisor to
Joseph Plunkett’s wealthy parents in Kimmage, south Dublin – where his financial activities
took second place to rifle practice and bomb making. It was here that Joseph Plunkett advised
him to read G. K. Chesterton’s thriller The Man Who Was Thursday. From this work, Collins



developed one of the guiding principles of his subsequent revolutionary career: he never
thought of himself as being ‘on the run’: rather, he hid in plain sight, and he refused to wear a
disguise. He understood, in other words, that if he didn’t look as though he were on the run, it
was much less likely that anyone would pursue him or seek him out.On Easter Monday, 24
April 1916, Collins dressed in his Volunteer uniform, and set forth. His uniform was immaculate,
so much so that it drew jeers and sarcasm from the generally shabby-looking rank-and-file
fellow Volunteers. His role on the day was to act as aide de camp to Joseph Plunkett, who was
recuperating from an operation, but who had left his sickbed just the same to join the rebellion.
As he, Casement and many others knew, however, the Rising itself had little chance of
succeeding – and now circumstances rendered success even less likely. On its eve, MacNeill,
discovering what the IRB had planned for the following day, issued a countermanding order
which caused many Volunteers to stay at home. The force had already suffered a major split
following a call by Redmond to support the British war effort: the largest section of the
Volunteers had answered Redmond’s entreaty, leaving only a small minority who refused the
British call to arms. Now, following MacNeill’s action, only a rump of a rump marched out to
seize a number of strategic points around Dublin that Easter Monday. The rebels’ first, and best
remembered, action was to take the General Post Office, where Pearse read a Proclamation
declaring an Irish Republic and promising to cherish all the children of the nation equally. The
text of the Proclamation subsequently became the Magna Carta of Irish
Nationalists.POBLACHT NA hÉIREANNTHE PROVISIONAL GOVERNMENT OF THE IRISH
REPUBLIC TO THE PEOPLE OF IRELANDIRISHMEN AND IRISHWOMEN:In the name of
God and of the dead generations from which she receives her old tradition of nationhood,
Ireland, through us, summons her children to her flag and strikes for her freedom.Having
organised and trained her manhood through her secret revolutionary organisation, the Irish
Republican Brotherhood, and through her open military organisations, the Irish Volunteers and
the Irish Citizen Army, having patiently perfected her discipline, having resolutely waited for the
right moment to reveal itself, she now seizes that moment, and supported by her exiled
children in America and by gallant allies in Europe, but relying in the first on her own strength,
she strikes in full confidence of victory.We declare the right of the people of Ireland to the
ownership of Ireland and to the unfettered control of Irish destinies, to be sovereign and
indefeasible. The long usurpation of that right by a foreign people and government has not
extinguished the right, nor can it ever be extinguished except by the destruction of the Irish
people. In every generation the Irish people have asserted their right to national freedom and
sovereignty; six times during the past three hundred years they have asserted it in arms.
Standing on that fundamental right and again asserting it in arms in the face of the world, we
hereby proclaim the Irish Republic as a Sovereign Independent State, and we pledge our lives
and the lives of our comrades in arms to the cause of its freedom, of its welfare, and of its
exaltation among the nations.The Irish Republic is entitled to, and hereby claims, the
allegiance of every Irishman and Irishwoman. The Republic guarantees religious and civil
liberty, equal rights and equal opportunities to all its citizens, and declares its resolve to pursue
the happiness and prosperity of the whole nation and of all its parts, cherishing all of the
children of the nation equally, and oblivious of the differences carefully fostered by an alien
Government, which have divided a minority from the majority in the past.Until our arms have
brought the opportune moment for the establishment of a permanent National Government,
representative of the whole people of Ireland and elected by the suffrages of all her men and
women, the Provisional Government, hereby constituted, will administer the civil and military
affairs of the Republic in trust for the people.We place the cause of the Irish Republic under the



protection of the Most High God, Whose blessing we invoke upon our arms, and we pray that
no one who serves that cause will dishonour it by cowardice, inhumanity, or rapine. In this
supreme hour the Irish nation must, by its valour and discipline, and by the readiness of its
children to sacrifice themselves for the common good, prove itself worthy of the august destiny
to which it is called.Signed on behalf of the Provisional Government:THOMAS J.
CLARKESEAN Mac DIARMADA THOMAS MacDONAGHP. H. PEARSE EAMONN
CEANNTJAMES CONNOLLY JOSEPH PLUNKETTAlthough the British had only about 1200
troops in Dublin when the Rising broke out, this rose within a day to approximately 5000 as
reinforcements were brought in from Belfast and from Britain. Heavy artillery was positioned
within the grounds of Trinity College, and fired too from a gunboat moored on the river Liffey
close to city-centre rebel strongholds. The rebels held out for almost a week, encircled by an
ever-growing ring of well-armed soldiers and bombarded by artillery fire which would leave
much of central Dublin in ruins. Initially this destruction and loss of life brought a torrent of
abuse about the rebels’ heads: the Anglican Archbishop of Dublin, for example, led a chorus of
demands for punishment; and the Catholic Hierarchy refused a church-door collection for the
Rising’s victims lest it be taken that they supported what had happened. This chorus of blame
lasted for some weeks – with a final salvo from the Irish Independent’s leader column, which in
effect called for James Connolly’s execution.*The aftermath of the Rising created a particular
personal bitterness for Collins that he would expunge some years later. After the surrender, the
GPO prisoners, including Thomas Clarke, were herded together on a grassy patch behind the
Rotunda Hospital: here, they lay out in the open, with no shelter or dignity, and were forced to
relieve themselves where they lay. Apart from his age (he was now fifty-eight), Clarke was in
pain from a bullet wound in his elbow which he had accidently sustained during pistol practice
before the Rising. Throughout the night, Collins did what he could to keep Clarke warm by
wrapping his arms around him. One of the British officers supervising the prisoners, a Captain
Lee Wilson, apparently realising Clarke’s importance, had him stripped and paraded naked in
front of some of the nurses looking out from the windows of the Rotunda. That action was to
cost him his life: Collins had him shot a few years later.*Indeed, Collins understood now that
the conflict to come was to be a new type of war – and an event at Dublin’s Richmond Barracks
in the aftermath of the surrender helped him both to choose the targets and to begin to think in
terms of a squad of operatives that would, in time, become the Twelve Apostles. While the
prisoners were held at the barracks, the G-Men – detectives from the political police – went
through the prisoners selecting their leaders for execution. With that extraordinary facility for
skirting danger that would later contribute so much to the legend of this man, Collins escaped
the attentions of the G-man screening his section. Someone called out his name from the far
end of the large room: he got up to see who it was – and sat down simply and neatly in a
corner of the room that had already been screened. Thus the British missed, at this early
stage, the Rising’s most dangerous survivor.Executions followed these screenings: sixteen in
all. Fifteen of them were men who had taken part in the Rising – and these died before firing
squads. The sixteenth was of course Casement, who was hanged at Pentonville Jail in London
on 3 August 1916. The list of the executed included all the seven signatories of the
Proclamation, plus Edward Daly, a brother of Kathleen Clarke; others, including Markievicz and
the American-born Éamon de Valera, who had commanded, not very efficiently, a battalion at
Boland’s Mill – were spared. The executions were spread out over a number of days: the last to
die was James Connolly, who was suffering so badly from a bullet wound in the ankle that he
had to be given morphine to sleep and strapped into a chair to be shot.It is worth pausing at
this moment to offer a vignette on the behaviour of de Valera, who would emerge intact and



with a remarkably burnished reputation from the events of Easter 1916. He was a married man
with, at this point, five children – and his responsibilities bore heavily on him during the fighting,
to such an extent that he suffered a form of nervous collapse. He went for several days without
sleep, until his men finally persuaded him to get some rest in a railway carriage on a siding in
the nearby Westland Row station. De Valera himself never mentioned this nervous episode at
the time: but nearly fifty years later he did reveal that he thought he had died and gone to
heaven; and that when he woke, the carriage was filled with angels and baskets of fruit flying
through space. Eventually he realised that these ‘angels’ were made of plaster of Paris! – for
he was in the carriage used to take members of the Royal Family on their rail
journeys.However distraught he may or may not have been, de Valera’s instinct for self-
preservation certainly never deserted him. His command post never came under direct attack,
but the fighting at his main outpost, several hundred yards away at Mount Street Bridge, was
ferocious. The casualties sustained in this area by the British comprised half of the total
casualties of the Rising – a fact that would later burnish de Valera’s reputation considerably.
Yet, when the desperate Mount Street rebels sought reinforcements, their leader refused them.
As Max Caulfield, one of the main chroniclers of 1916, notes:[de Valera’s] failure to relieve the
hard-pressed garrison’s position at the Bridge remains one of the most extraordinary aspects
of the battle of Mount Street. Seventeen men had kept a whole English battalion at bay for
almost five hours of bloody fighting, yet de Valera never made any serious attempt to help
them.By contrast, from their position inside the distant Jacob’s biscuit factory, fellow Rising
leaders Thomas Mac Donagh and John MacBride made attempts to help the beleaguered
Mount Street men. Vinny Byrne – later a leader of the Apostles – fifty years later was able to
recall the precise route which he mapped out for MacBride and Mac Donagh: Byrne was little
more than a boy at the time, but the two men saw that he had a precise knowledge of
practically every street in Dublin – a knack later shared by all the Apostles – and so they asked
him for precise directions to Mount Street. Byrne rattled off: ‘Cuffe Street, Stephen’s Green,
Leeson Street, Wilton Place, into Baggot Street, along by the canal to Mount Street and turn
into Upper Mount Street. There was a laneway running behind these houses; you could get into
the houses and cross over Mount Street to the back of Clanwilliam House.’Mac Donagh and
MacBride decided that Byrne himself was too young to send: but they did despatch a party
from Jacob’s – and one man was wounded in an unsuccessful attempt to reach Mount Street.
Jacob’s factory was several miles from Mount Street, whereas de Valera’s command post in
Boland’s Mill was considerably less than one mile away – and between it and the fighting,
moreover, there lay leafy gardens which would have provided ample cover for young active
men eager to go to the help of their comrades. If we bear in mind such facts, de Valera’s
decisions become even more incomprehensible.The result of the executions was to bring
public opinion – initially opposed to the Rising, and appalled at the civilian deaths and material
destruction that had accompanied it – over to the rebel side. This switch in sympathies would
be capitalised upon by Collins and others in the months and years that followed. First one
Catholic and Nationalist leader spoke out against British actions, and then another and
another, until a tumult of criticism was directed against British policy. The most notable of these
voices, and certainly the most unexpected, was Bishop Edwin O’Dwyer, who had hitherto been
seen as strongly anti-Nationalist. When the British commander General John Maxwell wrote
urging O’Dwyer to curb the rhetoric of two of his outspoken Nationalist-minded priests, the
bishop replied by sending him an open letter condemning his lack of mercy towards the
prisoners. The IRB had the prelate’s letter swiftly reprinted and it was hung in windows
throughout the country, neatly framed in tricolour ribbons. The bishop was truly an accurate



barometer of the change coming over Irish public opinion. By the time Maxwell was
scapegoated and removed from his Irish post in October, he had come to two correct
conclusions. One was that the public had come to believe that in one week more had been
achieved by the insurgency than by all of Redmond’s patient efforts at Westminster. The
second was that the root cause of the Rising was the startling tolerance that had been shown
to the unruly Orange element in Irish affairs.But this remarkable change in public opinion
appeared to be as remote as space travel when Collins and the other surviving prisoners were
first led off to the ships taking them from the docks of Dublin to British prisons. In some
instances, indeed, the prisoners had to be protected by soldiers from the wrath of Irish
‘separation women’, who were receiving allowances because their husbands were absent
fighting in the Great War. But even at this moment, even as the prisoners were marched to the
boats, there was the occasional cheer and shout of ‘Up the Republic!’ Liam Tobin, who would in
due course become Collins’s principal assistant in finding targets for the Twelve Apostles,
would later describe a man breaking through the military escort to hurl bars of chocolate in the
direction of the prisoners. It was a sign of things to come.* The subsequent kindness of the
Jesuits to Captain Lee Wilson’s wife, Dr Marie Lee Wilson, resulted in the gifting to the Irish
nation of a near priceless Caravaggio painting, the eerily appropriate The Taking of Christ,
showing Roman soldiers capturing Christ at the moment of the Judas kiss. Ms Wilson, not
knowing its value, had given the painting to the Jesuits out of gratitude to her friend, Fr. Finlay
SJ, who, following her husband’s death, had helped her through a breakdown from which she
never fully recovered. When the identity of the painter was discovered decades later, the
Jesuits presented the painting to the National Gallery of Ireland.CHAPTER TWOA Boiling
PotCrowds in Dublin welcome released Republican prisoners, 1917.After a spell in various
British prisons, Michael Collins and most of the other 1916 prisoners were gathered together at
Frongoch camp in North Wales. Here, as is customary with Republican prisoners, the
internment centre morphed rapidly into a university of sorts, with lessons in history and
Republican philosophy the norm. In the heady mix of agitation and political indoctrination which
are a continuing characteristic of Irish political prisoners, Michael Collins began noting names
and reorganising the IRB. Frongoch acted, in other words, as a remarkable revolutionary
springboard, with the prisoners schooled in every known form of propaganda activity. In
Ireland, meanwhile, the British began referring to the Rising as a ‘Sinn Féin’ rebellion – when in
fact, this movement, which had been established some ten years previously by the journalist
Arthur Griffith, was small and lacking in any degree of influence at the time of the Rising.
Indeed, the party had nothing to do with the Rising – and a good deal of Arthur Griffith’s
political philosophy would have stuck in the throats of the ardent young men and women who
joined the Sinn Féin clubs that began to spring up all over the country.Griffith preached self-
sufficiency and a withdrawal from the British Parliament – which was in itself well and good.
However, he also advocated the retention of the monarch for the purposes of the new
parliament, so that the rule of law would be in the name of the Kings, Lords and Commons of
both Ireland and England. This monarchical cloak-spreading was based on Griffith’s
observations of the Dual Monarchy of Austria and Hungary, which had been inaugurated in
1867: its function was to keep together these quarrelling halves of the Austrian Empire; and
Griffith had written a text, The Resurrection of Hungary, which turned on the possibilities this
arrangement afforded to the relationship between Britain and Ireland. The book featured in the
reading of figures as disparate as General Maxwell, who thought that it contained the seeds of
the rebellion, and Michael Collins himself, who had for years studied Griffith’s writings with
dedication and admiration. This suddenly quaint form of thinking, however, was now swept



away – British policies ensuring that a new Nationalist movement sweeping Ireland had a name
and a renewed identity; and ensuring too that a revivified Sinn Féin would become the chief
political beneficiary of this new political world.Ireland (and most importantly Irish America, the
political clout and influence of which neither side could possibly ignore) now increasingly
focused its gaze on Frongoch. It became a place of more potency than the House of Commons
– where the sands of time were running out for Redmond and the Irish Parliamentary Party.
Though the public did not, perhaps, yet realise it, rapid political and cultural developments were
already underway. As the changing political temperature of Ireland became apparent, the
British authorities began to seek to assuage public opinion, particularly American public
opinion (for the British urgently needed the assistance of the United States in the war against
Germany) by releasing batches of prisoners and sending them back to Ireland. Collins himself
emerged from Frongoch at Christmas 1916 with a notebook filled with the names of men who
would be the warriors of the future. Back in Dublin, he donned the mantle of Thomas Clarke –
and that mantle was bestowed upon him by a remarkable woman whose position in Irish
revolutionary history has not often been recognised.This was Kathleen Clarke, Thomas
Clarke’s widow. I conducted an interview with her on the fiftieth anniversary of the Rising – and
now that another fifty years have passed, I believe it should be published again. Kathleen
Clarke was seventy-two years old in 1966: her eyes were like large faded sapphires and it was
hard to look straight at them without flinching. She herself never flinched: indeed, there is no
record of her having ever flinched from anything, even from her memories of the eve of her
husband’s execution. She told me:I thought that in the morning we were likely to be brought
before the commanding officer, so I had taken off my blouse and skirt and hung them up, so
that I wouldn’t look too bad. There were six of us, and we had only one blanket over us. We
had been very annoyed at some young British soldiers coming to flirt with us, it was
outrageous. Then an officer came and said I had permission to see my husband. ‘My God,
Kathleen,’ said one of the girls, ‘what does that mean?’ ‘It means death,’ I said. ‘Oh no,’ said the
girl; Marie Perolz was her name. ‘Look,’ said I, ‘do you think that if the British government were
going to send my husband on a journey any shorter than to the next world, that they would get
an officer and a car out at midnight to go for me?’ ‘You’re a stone,’ said the girl. I was.We were
stopped several times. There were snipers on a lot of rooftops and I didn’t think we would be let
go on. But the officer showed his pass and we got through. Kilmainham [Gaol] was terrible. The
conditions! There was a monk downstairs. He told me that my husband had put him out of the
cell. There was no light in it only a candle that a soldier held. ‘Why did you surrender?’ I asked
Tom. ‘I thought you were going to hold out for six months.’ ‘I wanted to, but the vote went
against me,’ he said. We talked about the future the whole time; I never saw him so buoyed up.
He said that the first blow had been struck, and that Ireland would get her freedom but would
have to go through hell first.
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BillW, “First rate. Accurate, exciting, detailed. This book is a must read for all who are
interested in Irish history, especially the events of 1916 - 1923. Drawing on a great many
original sources Tim Pat Coogan has put together a detailed but very readable account of this
sad period. Anyone interested in the techniques and problems of irregular warfare will profit
from this book. Fans of Eamon deValera may not be pleased with the author's opinions”

Patricia, “Excellent book. This is an excellent book about the the life, activities, and associates
of Michael Collins (born October 16, 1890; assassinated August 22, 1922). This is the third
book I have read by this author, and it does a wonderful job of completing the picture of
Michael Collins, as fascinating, heroic, and handsome man. The book contains many
interesting stories about the adventures of Collins and contains several nice photos and plates.
I recommend this author for his knowledge and insights into this exciting period of Irish history.”

Ireland, “The Price of Freedom.. This is a great book! And it arrived ahead of schedule, I
always like that! It’s well written and extremely informative, as an Irish American I grew up
with a lust for Ireland and her history. Michael Collins, though no relation ( that I’m aware of), is
a respected name in my house. This book brings to life the will and utter determination for
Freedom in a land ruled by Outsiders.Anyone looking to truly understand HOW Ireland made it
to the Peace Table should read this!”

L. Dugan, “Praise for the Twelve Apostles. Coogan is the best for telling Irish history in terms
for all to understand. His story of Collins 12 Apostles better knon as The Squad is up to par. He
relays how Collins formed this unit to neutralize threats. He also shows how politics impacted it
especially in the civil war after his death. Dwyer' s book is centered on The Squad. Get both
and you'll get a clear picture of how the struggle for Irish Independence was fought on the
streets of Dublin.”

Ricardus, “Well Written. Very well written book about a specific part of Irish history with a
narrow focus on Michael Collins and his "hit squad" attempting to rid Ireland of the British. As
others have indicated, the narrative style flows and is easy to read. And also as many have
noted, Mr. Coogan is not hesitant to show his partiality for Collins and against de Valera. I can
overlook this because the book is interesting and Coogan is a good writer. The Collins/de
Valera arguments have persisted over the last almost century and likely won't ever be
resolved...”

Alba Gu Brath, “The rise and fall of a patriarchal monster.. Just superb. Historically accurate.
Any one believing in the infallible sanctity and pure righteousness of the British empire and it's
time as Irelands Lord and master should read this. Ranks alongside the Second Boer war in
the annals of Britains most shameful acts of empire. Oh,, and ofcourse there is Scotland,
Wales? India... I could easily go on”

gordon jones, “Another side to the story. If you are interested in the irish problem it could give



you a more balanced perspective.Well written with an  even handed approach.”

Oakwoody, “A very readable book. A great read providing an interesting insight into the thinking
of Michael Collins and the harsh realities of this important period in Irish history.”

Gerard, “Factual and well written Ø=ÜOØ=ÜL. Absolutely brilliant read. A must for irish people. Or anyone
interested in history, or a good read.”

Derek McCulloch, “Looks a really good read. Looking forward to reading this”
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