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PRESS RELEASE – PRESS RELEASE - PRESS RELEASE-
TO THE LIMITS OF ENDURANCE

One Irishman’s War
By Jack Harte & Sandra Mara
Liberties Press is delighted to announce the publication of To the Limits Of Endurance – One Irishman’s War, by Jack Harte and Sandra Mara. The book was launched in Dail Eireann by Bill Cullen. In a country populated by tales of our own struggle for independence, it is timely and refreshing to read a memoir chronicling the courage and heartbreak of the thousands of Irish men who fought against the fascist Axis powers.

This is the true story of Senator Jack Harte, – a 16 year old boy living in Dublin in 1937, who ran away  in search of adventure. Without a penny and only the clothes on his back, he smuggled aboard a ship bound for Liverpool and signed on at British Army recruiting centre, for what he hoped would be an exciting life.  

He wasn’t disappointed - but despite the hardships of a bleak and impoverished Ireland of the 1930s, nothing prepared him for the awfulness of starvation, dysentery and deprivation he was to suffer - and against all odds -survive. In a ‘warts and all’ story, he takes us from his depot training at Borden Hants, to his traumatic transition from boy to man in the space of short time. He recalls his first posting to pre-war Malta and the infamous ‘Gut’ – a hang-out for boozers and prostitutes.  Not yet 17, he had no idea what he was letting himself in for – but he soon found out – as he sampled for the first time, the charms of a lady of the night in the back of a taxi – all for the price of two shillings. It wasn’t to be his last! 

After Malta, he was thrown into the terrifying world of the Palestinian Insurrection, with dire warnings of the excruciating death that would befall him, if caught by Arab rebels. Patrolling at night, every shadow, every sound, terrified him, as visions of swirling robed Arabs, wielding scimitars, reached up to meet him in the pitch- black night. 

Back in Malta during WW2, he was caught up in the siege that has gone down in history - the starvation, disease and terror that resulted from the onslaught of 24 -hour non-stop bombing over seven months in 1942. Many of his pals suffered from post -traumatic stress disorders – only then, they were known as ‘bomb happies’- past caring what became of them. Later recruited by the fledging SAS /SBS- the Special Boat Service – Commandos, he went undercover into enemy territory – often dropped off by submarine – for covert operations, and many close calls are recounted in his time as a ‘Tiptoe Boy’.

Johnny fought in the Battle of Leros, a Greek Island, and was eventually taken prisoner, he was to spend the rest of the war in prison camps in horrendous conditions that reduced him to a living skeleton - the final POW camp was sited close to the notorious Belsen in Germany- designed for 10,000 prisoners, many didn’t survive their ordeal - yet by 1945 it held over 80,000 desperate and destitute souls, drawn from the four corners of the world in a common bond, to stop Hitler crushing Europe.

By no means a dark and depressing tale-  the book is riddled with funny  stories of his adventures, the trouble he got into – and out of  - and the extraordinary lengths he and his fellow POW’s went to, to survive.

After the war, he spent many months recovering in hospital, before returning to Dublin after eight long years away. His parents, who had been notified he was missing in action, had believed he was dead.

A heart-warming story and one of great courage and endurance – such as is seldom seen today.  Johnny went on to become a Senator in the Seanad Eireann, and served for 22 years, during which time he met many international statesmen including the Palestinian leader Yassir Arafat. He is alive and well – and remembers all too clearly his life of adventure. He is the only Irish politician to have served in WW2 as a member of the SBS and as a POW. Overleaf are some brief extracts from the text for your reference.                                                                                                 
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Quotes and extracts from the Liberties Press title

To The Limits of Endurance

One Irishman’s War

        By Jack Harte and Sandra Mara
LOVE IS BLIND: I’d been courting a young lady for a short while, convinced that I’d met the love of my life. On one occasion, having spent more than my week’s pay on her, I walked her home for the first time. As we arrived at her door, a man’s voice shouted from upstairs: ‘Is that you, love?’ I thought, here goes, time to meet her father. Before I could say anything, she got very agitated and urged me to leave quickly, before the man came down. The realisation that the man was her husband,  and not her father finally hit home - I was completely stunned.

BEER BANDITS: I was heading towards Villa Remigio with four of my buddies when an air-raid warning sounded. A lorry from the local Farson’s Brewery was travelling in the same direction.  When the driver and his helped heard the sirens, they abondoned the truck  and ran to an air-raid shelter. Sensing that the Axis aircraft were heading for the airfield, we decided that the open-backed lorry - laden down with cigarettes and Blue Label beer – was a heaven-sent gift  in need of liberation. Ably assisted by my four drinking buddies ,we used blankets and ropes to haul the booty back to camp, where a hooley was arranged for later.

SCARED TO DEATH ?   I’ve often been asked: ‘Were you scared to death?’ It’s funny, but the truth is that I wasn’t. I had a persistent apprehension, but not once during those six long years of fighting did I even feel homesick…There were times when the anxiety built up, but you kept it in check, unless of course you were one of the poor unfortunates who’d become bomb-happy.  In later years, the pent-up stress and anger experienced by front-line soldiers often comes to the fore – today they call it Post traumatic Stress – to us, it was an everyday part of life.
THE GREAT DRACHMA HEIST – BUT NO DOUGH ! : Danny dropped the suit on the floor and whipped up a big bundle of drachma notes he’d spotted behind the counter. He scarpered out the door, beckoning me to join him… Danny counted his hoard. ‘Ten thousand drachmas’, he announced. We were over the moon: we thought we’d hit pay dirt…(Later)Joe had made it to the van, where he had tried to barter for some bread. Waving his thousand-drachma notes under the van driver’s nose, he’d expected his hand to be snatched off by the greedy Greek. In broken English, the van driver disdainfully informed him that his offer for the bread fell short – by nineteen thousand drachma!
LEERY GUARDS: We watched through the glass as our escort directed his attentions – dishonourable, it seemed – towards a young Yugoslavian woman…the woman made no effort to discourage his advances. If things had gone much further, the entire Wermacht couldn’t have stopped him from what he had in mind!
 Realising what was going on, his fellow guards restrained him The guard reluctantly tidied himself up, as the young girl was harangued by her colleagues. Judging by the finger-wagging and the high-pitched voices, it was a fair guess that she was about to spend a long time in ‘Coventry’.
ALL CHIEFS - NO BLOODY INDIANS! : At roll-call the next morning, the commandant, moving through the ranks to take count, found it hard to believe that all his captured prisoners held full rank, and were therefore protected under the Geneva Convention. Otto, the giant German guard, found it hard to conceal a smile. As he moved through the ranks behind his commandant, he muttered in English: ‘All bloody chiefs, no bloody Indians.’
RUSSIAN CHOCOLATE CON: (‘Kiwi’) produced a piece of wood covered in silver paper, the same size as the bars of chocolate in the Canadian Red Cross parcels…I worked my way over compounds - it was pitch black by the time I made it to the Russian fence, where a lot of Serbs were having their nightly chat with theRussians. I showed off the (fake) ‘chocolate’ while saying ‘Chleb’ – meaning ‘Bread’: a young Russian quickly shoved a loaf through the wire, and the exchange was made. My heart was racing, and I ran as fast as I could, to clear the Yugoslav compound before the Russian found out that he’d been conned. 
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