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It is hard to imagine it has been thirty years since the word hungerstrike became a headline in the news. I was not raised in a traditional Irish American household, yet as an eighteen year old, I vividly remember the day Bobby Sands died. I also remember sitting in a classroom at the end of my senior year of high school when a teacher made the comment, if the fools want to starve to death, just let them.  Now, thirty years later I still remember those words and the effect it had on me. The Sunday morning following Sands’ death, I can recall sitting in mass, no one mentioned the hungerstrike or what was happening in the north. I don’t know why, but I didn’t get out of my seat to take communion, all I did the entire service was weep and it was something odd that I can’t describe, but an anger was growing inside me, an anger that motivated me later in my life as an adult to never again remain silent and allow insults against the Irish people.  
 
Fast forward thirty years, now it is not possible for the word hungerstrike, h-blocks, etc. not to have become a part of normal vocabulary for those of us who supported the republican movement.  Words a farm girl from Indiana couldn’t have imagined all those 30 plus years ago, but it happened. 
 
Perhaps I have no right to pen a memorial to all those who served and those who died on the hungerstrike, all I have to offer are words from my heart and how that event changed my life. Those agonizing months were so powerful it served to awaken me and many others who had been guilty of overlooking the events taking place. 1980 and 1981 were a long way from having instant updates via internet; we were still dependent upon the 6:00 p.m. news, the newspaper and radio for updates but we organized and made long bus trips to major cities to protest, we put together letter writing campaigns, all the things we hoped would spare just one life with the influence of our politicians, the influence of Irish America.  Sadly, that wasn’t to happen, we failed to stop the heartache that resulted from each death.
 
I pen this not as a personal friend or family member of any of those brave men. I simply want to share how strongly their sacrifice influenced the world, even my small piece in Indiana. Without their commitment and bravery, I don’t believe that so many people, from so many various walks of life, would have taken the time to make those bus trips, to stand in the cold in front of British embassies, to march in parades, call our elected officials, or any of the events we hoped would draw attention to what was happening in the H-Blocks and all over the north. 
 
So, now as the thirty year anniversary is upon us, I remember those men and always honor their memory in my own way. I realize that no one knew what would happen, none knew where things would be in thirty years; but I honestly can’t see that the peace process would have been possible if not for those brave ten men.   



