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Copy/
Drimoleague,
County Cork.
January 5 th, 1922.

Dear Sir:-
Your letter to hand, asking for statement of the 

circumstances under which our house was burned, and of the relief 
afforded us by the White Cross.

On the 28th September, 1920, Sergt. O’Dea, R.I.C. 
was shot in Drimoleague at the other end of the village.
This occurred at about 9-30 p.m. At 11-15 p.m. some police ran 
amock, and starting from the barracks, fired off volley after 
volley along the street till they came to our house. Our house 
adjoined that of my uncle, and both of them formed an isolated 
block. When the police came opposite our house they fired some 
50 rounds into both houses. My Mother and seven children were 
in our house at the time, and my uncle and his daughter were next 
door. All had almost miraculous escapes. After about half an 
hour the firing ceased and the police withdrew, leaving my uncle’s 
house in a shattered condition.

Next night, about 12 o'clock four police came along the 
street with rifles and petrol. They broke the door of my uncle’s 
house first, then went in and set fire to the staircase just inside 
the door. My father - since dead - and a neighbour were in our 
house, and they soon heard the crackling of the fire. They rushed 
in and found the door broken in and the fire well away on the 
stairs. They screamed for help, and got two buckets and threw 
water on the flames, which they had nearly extinguished when the 
police return e d and compelled them at the point of the rifle to 
throw away the buckets, and to retire into our house, closing the 
door after them. The [erased] flames now increased rapidly, and 
both men saw that they must be burned alive, if they remained where 
they were, as the partitions between the two houses were now on 
fire. My father then ran for his books containing his accounts -
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valued at about £1,300 or £1,500 and a cash box with £60. They 
were going out at the back door when a policeman who was standing 
there asked what they had got there. Father replied that he had 
only his cash and his books. The policeman told him throw them 
back into the house, at the same time striking him on the chset with 
his rifle butt. My Father still held on to them, and the police
man then reversed the rifle and put the barrel against Father's 
forehead. At this of course he had no option.but to throw back 
his books and cash-box and was then allowed out.

For three weeks after the burning Father lay at a friend's 
house at the point of death. He could not breath except in gasps 
on account of the blow he received. He lingered on for some time 
and got a little better, but soon relapsed and took to bed again, 
and after six months desultory sickness died on October 8th. 1921.
He left behind a widow and nine children, of whom I am the eldest, 
the youngest is aged seven. He died in a stranger's house without 
hope of ever having a home of his own ever more. I was present at 
the bedside when he died and tried to console his last moments by 
promising to get the house rebuilt as soon as possible. He died - 
and just as the burial was completed and the sod was to be laid or 
the grave, my brother, arrived agter travelling all night.

After the burial the next best thing to do was to start 
the house. We got a Loan of £100 from the White Cross, just be
fore Father died, and we proceeded to utilise this. We were 
assisted in every way by Mr. Coakley - Lieutenant of Transport for 
the Battalion. He provided Masons and help for us. We worked 
night and day, and in about two months had a house built. This 
we never could have done were it not for a further Loan of £100 
from the White Cross. Of course £200 did not pay for all, and 
the house is still in debt, but were it not for the Loan we should
still be homeless.

I assure you that the donors of the Loan to us have not 
been forgotten if the prayers and gratitude of a widow and orphans 
can produce any merit. Let me add that the Irish people should never 
forget the generosity of the American people, and I conclude with 
a heartfelt wish:

God bless the White Cross.
Yours faithfully, John o'Sullivan.


