STAIRE

LUIOCHAN SHEEMORE
(THE SHEEMORE AMBUSH)

Michael Whelan

Bhi Cogadh na Saoirse ann in Eirinn 6
1919 go 1921(M 1tiil), agus bhf Lia-
troim pairteach ann. 1 1921 d'eirigh an
coimhlint mileata an-garbh agus an-
tréan ar fud na tire. Tharla an eachtra
seo ag Sheemore, gar do Chara
Droma Ruisc, ar an 4adh 14 de Mi
Marta 1921 in ar maraiodh saighditiiri
Sasanacha i lufochan. Ghlac ochtar
den IRA né An Coltin Reatha (Flying
Column), mar a tugtai orthu, pairt sa
luiochan, Charlie Eddie McGoohan,
Harry McKeon, Thomas O'Reilly,
Michael Geoghegan, Michael Martin,
Joe Nangle, Mattie Boylan, agus (an
ceannfort), Sean Mitchell. Nior
maraiodh éinne diobh sa troid. Ni
raibh acht sé raidhfil acu agus bhi a
gchuid armldin (ammunition) gann
freisin.

Seo mar a tharla. Cuireadh scéal bréa-
gach isteach go dti an bearraic i
gCara Droma Ruisc go dtéadh
buachailli an choltin ar Aifreann ar an
gCéad Aoine i Séipéal Gowel. Mar sin
thainic férsa de shaighditiri agus RIC
amach an mhaidin sin go dtf an
séipéal agus rinne siad cuardach ar
gach éinne. Bhi an férsa i dtrf lorrat.
Bhi bean g, banaltra Aine Grey, acu
chun déiledil leis na mna.

Ni nach ionadh ni fhuair siad aon
duine de na h-6glaigh ach ar an
mbealach arais déibh go Cara Droma
Ruisc rith siad isteach sa luiochan. Bhi

an coltin ina luf ar chl balla iseal
thuas ar thaobh Sheemore agus scaoil
siad leis an bhfhdsa thios futhu nuair
thainic sé thad leo. Léim na saighdidiirf
de na lorraithe laithreach bonn agus
thosaigh an troid i ndairire.

Sheas ceannfort na saighditiiri suas,
Wilson, chun a fheicedil cén it 6n a
raibh na piléir ag teacht as ach fuair
sé piléar sa chlar-éadan agus thit sé
|aithreach. Ni raibh an coltn abalta,
afach, leandint leis an scaoileadh - nf
raibh déthain armlén acu agus bhi
baol ann go dtiocfadh cabhair amach
chuig na saighditiiri agus go mbeadh
contirt ar gach taobh. d'Fag siad an
sufomh a bhi acu agus nior leanadh
iad.

Chuir an férsa Sasanach na fir mharbh
agus na fir ghonta arais ins na lor-
raithe agus dfill arais go Cara Droma
Ruisc.

Théinic siad arais go dti an cnoc
tamall ina dhiaidh sin agus chuardaigh
siad an 4it go mion ach bhi buachaillf
an chollin imithe le fada ag an am
sin. Theith siad go teach Mhic Aodha
in Attimanus, it a fuair siad didean
agus bia. Théinic cailin calma darbh
ainm Ni Mhaoilmhocheiri (Earley)
arais i gcoir piosa éadai a d'fag

duine den choltin ina dhiaidh ar an
gcnoc.

GERARD GILL
DAY OF THE HUNTED

Pause now,
Your running is over for now,

But soon you'll run again,
Hunted by the hordes.

And though you sit and rest,
Train your ear, o hunted

A creek, a snap, a tweek,

A footfall due west.

And they'll hunt you down
'Till they run you senseless,
This is the curse of

The hunting, endless.

They haven't taken you yet,

And they mightn't

But for delirium, fast entrenching
And legs lazy, eyes mazy, hazy
And blue green freshwater baize
Looming like a hunting cannon.
Rest is short

As you kick your numbing senses
To order,

And pummel through a ditch
Into earthly unknown.

A fly buzzes, but no

A thousand are hunting you now,
You cry in silence

“Why can't they..."

Run, run faster

Or they'll take you.

They might,

But they've lost you again,
“Time to... must stop”

Your running is over... for now.
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