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GERARD McCRORY was born in the Short Strand, East Belfast,
on 25th February 1954. -

One of seven children, he attended St. Matthew’s Primary School and
St. Mary’s Grammar School

In the first year of internment, he was the youngest internee at 17 years |
of age. He was detained in Crumlin Road jail in 1971 for 5 weeks, then 3
an internment order was made and he was sent to Long Kesh in June 1972.

Only a couple of months after his release from Long Kesh, he was
arrested and charged with being in possession of a.22 bullet, A bullet

which was planted on him during a search. He was sentenced to one year
in Long Kesh.

In 1973 Gerry attended a training school where he studied the theoretical
and practical aspects of welding. He obtained a City and Guilds, with
distinction, in this trade, but because of the sectarian nature of much
industry in Belfast, he was unable to find skilled work and he went into
the bar trade, where he was very popular and well-respected.

In 1976 he was arrested and charged with the murder of a civilian. In fact the
~ shot was fired by a British soldier, but because of ‘transference of malice’,
Gerry was charged with the murder which was the unfortunate result of an
attack on an army observation post. After about 9 months spent on remand,
he was sentenced to life imprisonment and is presently a political prisoner

in the ‘cages’ of Long Kesh.

The constant harassment of both himself, his family and comrades, did
much to harden and strengthen his political awareness, and despite many
years of intimidation and imprisonment, his political commitment is
strong and is a source of inspiration to others. Fluent in the Irish language,
he has done much, during his years of imprisonment to broaden the
outlook of many of his fellow-prisoners and to encourage many a lively

debate on political issues. |

This poem, of epic length, and entitled ‘Authority Has No Tears’ was
written between the years 1977 and-1980 , and is a product of a lively
- and critical and enquiring mind that reflects a true revolutionary spirit.

Illustrations by the author and fellow-prisoners.
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How to start, where to begin, it’s all so false, almost a sin,

then tell me, how can nature sin ? who seeks the answer, and why,
don’t you know, we all must die ? Surely, yet I question,

not the fact, just the rules which govern that,

If nature is the reason, then can’t you tell me why, so many

deaths, unnatural, that’s the reason why !

I need to know the answers, to blame it on a cause, I won’t
accept your timid lie, nor indeed your laws,

Death by misadventure ! now that’s a funny sound,

Death by an oppressor ! well, you’re coming down to ground,
Death by duodenal ! simple, yet, profound,

Death by coronary ! we’re really getting round,

Death by liberation ! how often is it found,

Death by nataral causes ! I've never heard of that, are you sure
you’ve reasoned sound !
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The inherent contradiction of life is death,
and so it does proceed, life gives death, and death gives life -
to those who do believe, but then there are the others, who seek
to
question fact, they won’t accept it simply, it’s more complex
than that,
they look at all the symptoms, examine all the laws, question

every facet,
just to find a cause,

The cause they find is tangible, they no longer need to know the
outcome
of the reflex, it’s simple, don’t you know ?
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Into a tunnel of deepening night, surrounded by

things, uncommon to sight,

Searching, probing, discovering, discarding, accepting,
denying, promoting, rejecting, all for the aid of humanity ?

|



The air gives way to vacuum, or does the vacuum give way to air,
you can’t create a vacuum till you remove the air, from where ?
The answers are forthcoming, soon all will be revealed and

then the deepening mystery will go on and on,

But you will accept an answer which, only you can know,

And, when it doesn’t suit you, then, you simply must forgo,

We all accept the suitable, isn’t nature so ?
it’s all so very simple, yet not so simply so !
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Proud and erect, no weakling this, tall, and strong
of heart,

arms of steel, with bulging bicep, and a brain

to match all that,

is this your future gender, will it really serve

you well,

desist from this beginning it only leads to hell !

A brain outweighs the body, not just in its size,

it has the power to reason, to force and to devise,

how you feed the body is judged when it reacts,

the nourishment of a cerebral cell is just the same as that,
feed it on a diet, of bitterness and woe,

the logic of its thinking is based on what it can know,

give it food of love and life, this will lead to lesser strife,

build it up on vitamins of peace and right, that my friends will

lead
to light,

When you have done all this, you need not worry more,
the way to perfect happiness is opened by this door.
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What makes a country is its people, what is a country, but its
2 - people,

And when you speak of nationhood think not of abstract but
real,

“don’t hide behind the culture, starvation you can feel,

but, no-one here is starving, each should have enough, at least
enough to live, and what of those who haven’t, is it really -

tough,

Moral codes and values are very fine in thought,

try it all in practice, see, can they be bought,

who shall clothe the naked, who shall feed the weak,
who shall nurse the poorly, who my friends shall speak,
will it be the money-men, the owners and the strong,
will it be the very rich, around them, don’t we throng,

None of these will lend a hand or give of what they have,
it’s left to those with just enough, to share and give the love,

Then why don’t we just take it and let them try withall,

you cannot kill already dead, or trip already fall,

and what is life if you cannot live, what is air you cannot breathe,
what is law you can’t but break, what is speech you cannot speak,
and what is death you cannot die or thoughts you cannot think,

Rid me of my queries, dispose of what I say, answer with cool
logic, me, you cannot slay, for, when you make your articles,
connive to make a pound, kill to hold your power, then, who
do you confound,

Build to have a nation, of people, not of things,
forget the crown of power, the people, they will lead,

The world is big and full of life, there’s plenty for all,
you say, | '

Then let the world provide for life !

don’t pre-empt and cause more strife, live within your family,
. |



be happy in your call, don’t look out for others, then you too
might fall,

Then tell me, why the world is owned , by the very few,
tell me why, when you disagree, we must take the fall,

if everyone owned everything, then none would own at all,
that would be just the thing, to stop, before the fall !
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The blood lay fresh and warm in pools, the man lay arms
outstretched, the soldier twitched, a nervous quirk, you get
it, when you do this work, ‘

his buddies laughed, he laughed out loud, shouldn’t he, for
he was proud, another ‘hood’ in another shroud,

the mother was told, but, she stayed calm, at least to all who
heard,

but what she said, was in her mind, she didn’t speak aloud, torn
from

her womb, those years ago, borne to lie in this well marked
tomb,

of patriot dead, who, will not die, to me, it’s but a lie,

He didn’t know it would end this way, he’d seen it all in another

| way, |
victory, new life again, people laughing, the ended shame, the end
of the road, for those who came,

the blood of hope would course anew fresh through his people’s
| veins,
no more for them the slavers chains, no more for them the
lesser gains,
the power would be theirs, for he knew the people, and they all
knew him well,
they had chose the path of freedom, it couldn’t lead to hell,

the toll of freedom is very high, he paid the price in full,
he didn’t know or couldn’t say, why it was, he, had to pay,
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The death was hailed as victory, the soldiers were toasted well,
the officer said, we got him and sent the bastard to hell, the
mess room laughed, they’d rehearsed it well, more would
follow,
time would tell, if they could find the leaders, my God we’ll
make them pay,
that’s what we should give them all, another one did say,

His name was branded like all the rest, a hero to some and less to
the rest,

but the people for whom he fought and tried were not dismayed
when he

finally died, they knew that he was not alone, that others would

come to do

the same, to fight like him and die, that they could not forget,
the reason

why he died, they often would think of other things for which he
had strived,

And what of them those other things, justice, peace and pride,
did he get it finally or indeed, was he denied,

What of the soldier who shot him dead, even though, he knew he
was untried,
what of those who planned it all, had they too been denied,
would they get
the peace of mind, or peace of any other kind, knowing that
they connived
to kill, this man outside their law, or was it one that didn’t bind,

One day they’ll know the answer, as I already know, it will come
to them
one future day, then, only can they say, whether or not his
death did pay.
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The conflict of ideal and idea, are somehow bound in twain,
from the start of their beginning they lead upon a trail,
it depends upon where you may begin where you finally lead,
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unless you open all your mind to all that may come in,
therein reigns confusion, or maybe ordered thought,

‘whether you accept it, or, whether not you ought,

unless you make conclusions and only, on established fact,
it always rests on where you are and how you really view
the fact,

to make decisions blandly, is easy, when you know, the rights
and wrongs the truths and lies, the reasons for, the answers why,

But if the facts escape you, the truth you do not know, enough,

to wander madly, wherever you may go.
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On the precipice of death we stood our ground,
unthinking of the danger, heedless of the act,

and the sad exclamation of death, of the millions

before us was profound, yet more than that,

the warning, the advice, we couldn’t hear but feel,

and know and stare in amazement of wonder at the
tired corpse of humanity littered in helpless masses

on the earth,

And fugitive was the angel of death in all its

tremendous glory,

how sad to glorify the meaning of that,

we walked among the victims listened to their tales,

we could not help but overhear the reasons for their fears,
six million jews, four million poles, a million Irish, dead,
millions more of blacks and reds, whites and english too,

Not many people would have the sense,

to come and tell to you, the reasons why we saw all that,
but more, we seen you too, dying in your thousands,
killing as you die, not even any reason,

not even asking why ?
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 Much has been said of bravery,

how fine an act is that,
; 7






























