
  

Jay Murphy  

 
Jay Murphy was born in 1923. He lived with his two 
parents and ten of his siblings. At the age of six, he 
started in Tinryland National School in Carlow. His class 
had exactly three students up to Sixth Class. 

 

 

 
For his first two years of school, he was taught by his 
dad. The teachers would slap children for being late, 
writing with their left hand or any other reason they 
could think of. To get to school, he would walk a mile 
and a half. 
 
For lunch, he had sandwiches, salad and milk in a 
carton. During lunch break, he would play tip and chain 
tag. His school began at 9:30 and finished at 4:00, so 
he got half an hour of time outside. 
The most popular sport was cricket. Soccer and Gaelic 
were not played as much as they are now. 
 
He shared a classroom with three other classes. 
Altogether, the school had forty to fifty students. 
 
Jay and his friends finished school when they were 13 
years old. He went to secondary school but nobody else 



from his class did. When he was seventeen, he left 
school to work in the army. 
 
Now, he is ninety two years young and he’s still friends 
with his National School friend, Brendan O’Leary. 

Laoise 

  

My Granddad  

My granddad was born in 1944. He was born in a part 
of Keelogues. He went to school in Keelogues National 
school and St. Gerald’s. He is seventy-one now. 
 
When he was nineteen he went to New York in 1962. 
He stayed there for 13 years. He met my granny 
Maggie, in 1964. My granny lived in Donegal. In 1966, 
they got married. He met my granny in the city centre 
of New York. 
 
He was in a family of eight boys, two girls and his mom 
and dad. The boys are Jimmy, (My granddad),Brendan, 
Kevin, Paddy, Willy, Vincent, Richard, and Seán. His 
sisters are Kathleen and Maureen. 
He started work in New York telephone. He came back 
to Ireland in 1975 and worked in the Irish telephone 
company eircom. He retired in 2004. 
 
When he was in school, he was taught by brothers. If 
you were late, not paying attention or wrote with your 
left hand, you’d get slapped. He walked to school every 
day, two miles to school and back. In the summer, he’d 
walk without shoes. He’d walk seven miles to school St. 
Gerald’s and back. He didn’t get slapped in St. 
Gerald’s.  



 
My granny and granddad live in Spencer Park now. We 
go to them, or they come to see us every two days. 

Breandán 

  

My Granny 

 
My Granny was born on the sixteenth of December 
1932. Her first name was Nuala Gilmartin but here 
maiden name is Nuala Ruane. She is eighty-three now. 
She had six siblings seven including her. She came in 
the middle. Her family owned a shop in Kiltimagh 
where she grew up. Her Father was chairperson of the 
County Council and her youngest brother, Joseph was 
named after the pitch in Kiltimagh. 
 
My Granny was and is one of the kindest women that I 
have met. When I was young, I used to visit her all the 
time. We would walk down the town and, as she used 
to say “get the messages” and then, as a treat 
afterwards, she would bring me to different coffee 
shops. When I was younger, my Granny would let me 
sit beside her in her chair. She would show me all of 
the old pictures of my family when they were younger. 
As I got bigger it was harder to squeeze into the chair 
with her and then she got a new bigger chair. Everyone 
said her other one was getting to old but I secretly 
thought that she got it because I couldn’t fit into the 
old one. 
 
My Granny loved the sea. Sometimes the family would 
rent a house by the sea.  We would all go in for a swim 
and she would paddle, I remember once or twice she 



would go in for a swim. My auntie told me that, when 
they were younger, they would get  the loan of a house 
by the beach from some relation or friend. Everyday 
they would go to the beach and she would sit down and 
relax and let all the children play. It must have been 
great for her because, when she was at home, she 
would have been cooking or cleaning for the whole day. 
 
My Granny is now in Cuan Chaitríona Nursing Home 
where she has Alzheimer’s disease. She is very 
forgetful and doesn’t know my Mothers name or my 
name now. The type of Alzheimer’s that my Granny has 
doesn’t go down in the family so I’m very lucky. My 
Granny is a great woman.   
 
Deirbhile 

  

 

My granny Alacoque was born in 1943 in 
Claremorris,  Co. Mayo. She is the eldest in a family of 
five (my great granny and granddad) owned a shop; 
my granny said that she had no ration books because 
of the shop. 
 
When my granny was twenty, she married my 
granddad John Joyce. Two years later, my dad was 
born. A few years after that, my auntie Annette was 
born. 
 
Now at seventy two, my granny is lively and caring she 



helps my dad run the family business by doing the 
lodgements and cashing cheques and all that sort of 
stuff. 
 
My granny never got a chance to finish school. In her 
school, there was corporal punishment and, if you got a 
question wrong, the teachers made you put on a hat 
that said “dunce” on it. Then you’d sit on the school 
wall with the hat on so everyone that passed could see 
that you got a question wrong. My granny has always 
wished that she had got a chance to finish school. 
 
My granny is amazing and I wish that I could be as 
lively and nice a she is at her age 

Heather 

  

My Grandmother   

My grandmother was born on the 27th of July 1959. 
She was born in Castlebar General Hospital. She lived 
in Killaiden until she got married. She had five other 
siblings, three sisters and two brothers. There was 
eight altogether in her family. 
 
She started school in September 1963. The name of 
the school was called Liss Marane. She would walk to 
school from her house every day. Her siblings also did 
this. They would get slapped from second class onward 
if they did not do their homework or if they were bold. 
Her favourite subject was art. She also liked English. 
Her least favourite subject was maths. The school had 
electricity, but no central heating except for a stove. 
She enjoyed school and made lots of friends. 
 



When she grew up, she got married and had four kids: 
one boy and three girls. For a while, she took care of 
my great grandparents. My great granddad died before 
my younger  brother was born, but my great granny is 
still alive. 

Jason 

  

  

My Granny 

 
My Granny’s name is Margaret Doherty Scollan. She is 
eighty-one years old and she is from Mohill, Co Leitrim 
but lives in a small village called Fenagh. Margaret 
lived on a small farm and helped her Father with the 
animals every day. Her mother on the other hand was 
a seamstress. She made all of Margaret’s and her 
siblings’ clothes. Margaret was one of six children 
names, Tom, Séan, Lily, Bernadette and Mae. 
 
She found her family very normal. They lived in an 
average-sized house at the time. There were four 
rooms in their house: the kitchen/living room, her 
Mother's and Father's room and one bedroom for the 
girls and one for the boys. 
 
She attended Eslin National School Co Leitrim from five 
years of age until she was twelve. There were only five 
girls and three boys in her class. The classroom was 
very small as they had to share it with three other 
classes. There was a blackboard at the front of the 
room and thirteen desks of two. The only heating they 
had was a fireplace and each pupil had to bring in turf 



to keep the school heated. Light was provided by oil 
lamps, usually paraffin. In the winter the children ate 
their lunch around the fireplace to keep warm. They 
were outside during the summer. For lunch, Margaret 
would usually have homemade brown soda bread with 
a bottle of milk. All my granny’s teachers were very 
strict, especially the headmaster. If you were late or 
forgot your homework you would get corporal 
punishment. 

 
After my Granny finished school, she helped her Mum 
and Dad on the farm until she was eighteen. She left 
Mohill and travelled to see her sister in Linchon, 
England. She helped her sister with her children for two 
years. She then travelled to New York and lived with 
her two sisters there. For the next two years, she 
worked as a telephone operator for the NYTC which is 
now called AT&T. She returned to Ireland and married 
my Grandad and settled in Fenagh which is ten miles 
from where she grew up. 

Alisha 

  

GRANDPARENTS 

 
Grandparents are to some families the most important 
people in their lives. They help to look after us children 
whenever needed and are there to support our busy 
working parents. They have our best interests at heart 
and want us to grow up into decent young adults by 
enforcing the good family morals and values that they 
instilled in our parents. 



 

I am one of the lucky children out there to have been 
gifted with both sets of living grandparents. Even I do 
not live directly close to them I am within an hours 
drive away. They are always in contact with us by 
telephone.  
 
In most families it appears to be the maternal 
grandparents who have the majority of involvement in 
their grandchildren's lives and for me it is no different. 
My mum’s parents are the ones who are there for us to 
look after us when we are sick and cannot go to school 
or crèche, who mind us during the summer holidays 
and who take us to our swimming or football when our 
parents are working. 
 
From the day I was born,  I have formed a huge bond 
with my nanny and granddad on my mum’s side. Mum 
always teases me that I am their golden boy. I often 
hear the story of how I would get so excited as a baby 
in my buggy when they walked into the room. They 
always had the treats with them for me. When I stay 
with them in Achill, they look after me like a son, 
getting breakfast, lunch dinner and a light supper 
before nanny’s kitchen closes. 



 

Over 4 years ago, granddad was diagnosed with cancer 
which was a tough battle. Thank God he fought hard 
and is still part of our lives. He loves to see us being 
active in our hobbies and sports. Each summer, he 
enrols us in summer camps and different water sports 
and activities. He’s so thankful to be able to bring us to 
all these activities. I know in my heart they will not be 
here forever but I hope they will have as long life as 
my great granny had who lived to 94. For now I will 
cherish them and be grateful to be given the gift of 
grandparents in my life. 

Eoin 

  

My Grandad Francis 

Francis was the name of my mom’s dad. He was born 
in 1941 in County Sligo. He was born and reared in a 
small house. He was the second oldest in his family. 

He went to a small school in County Sligo.There were 
six people in his class, and 45 in his school. His 
favourite subjects were Maths and English. He did not 
like Irish. His best friends were Jim and Pat. There 
were three teachers in his school. He used to walk to 



school over the fields. There was no heating in the 
school so he brought a sod of turf with him for the fire. 

Francis liked to play football. He played football in goal 
for his local club and, when he was 19, he played in 
goal for the Sligo minor team. He was well known for 
his athleticism and he could jump so high he could 
save a point. 

He went to secondary school for two years, and then 
went to work on the railway with his father. His father 
was the stationmaster and when his father died he 
became the stationmaster. He used to get all sorts of 
exotic fruit like bananas, pears and oranges. When the 
railway closed, he went to work as a postman. He used 
to drive around on his motorbike. When he dropped off 
the post, he gave people haircuts, made their breakfast 
and give the children sweets.  

Francis died when he was fifty-two from cancer, so 
sadly I didn’t get to meet him. But I’m glad to have 
heard so many stories about him, and to be called after 
him. 

SÉAMUS O hAODHA    
   
    

My Granddad 

 
My granddad’s name is John Patrick Reilly but he is 
known as Seán Reilly. His family were wealthy and they 
owned a shop and a dancehall. He went to Glenisland 
National School, and his teacher was Mr Deffely. 
 
He started school at age five and finished school at age 



twelve. At fourteen years of age he left secondary 
school to work in his parents shop. For lunch he had 
homemade brown bread with butter or jam and had 
milk for his drink. His favourite subject was Maths and 
his least favourite subject was English. There were 
around fifteen to twenty pupils in his class. 
 
My grandfather enjoyed going to school. He started 
school at 9:00 and ended school at 3:00. At break time 
he always played football or marbles with his friends 
but they only had a small football to play with. After 
school, he worked very hard in the shop or on the 
farm. When the dances were on, his job was to look 
after the bikes or pump the tyres of the bikes if they 
were flat. He enjoyed listening to the music of the 
show bands that were there. 
 
At home, his mother would always bake homemade 
brown bread or cakes and my granddad’s favourite was 
apple tart and it still is! When he was a young boy the 
weather was hot and sunny. Sometimes he would take 
off his shoes and walk on the sandy roads home from 
school. He would swim in the nearby lakes after school 
if he had a chance. Later on in my granddad’s life he 
got married to my granny and had four children. 
 
Caoimhe 

  

My Granny 

 
My Granny is a kind, gentle and loving person. She was 
born many years ago in Cork. She had a large family 
with three brothers and two sisters. There were no cars 



back then, so she had to cycle in and out from school 
each day. She grew up in a garda station because her 
dad was one of the many head guards. She also lived 
by the sea, so every Friday she her Mum and her 
sisters would walk down. There were six pupils in her 
class and two teachers. When my granny was eleven, 
she went to a boarding school in Carrick on Shannon 
for three years. 
When she was 16, she went nursing in London, 
England, for a few years and enjoyed it very much. 
When she was nursing in London, she had a two-room 
apartment where she spent most of the time. 
When she was 29, she got married to my grandfather, 
Fonce, who passed away when I was seven. They had 
five children together. My granny had her first child 
when she was 34 who was my dad, Tom. She also had 
four other children who are Michael, Mariosa, Par and 
Nicola. They lived in a three-storey house with four 
bedrooms, three toilets, one kitchen, two living rooms, 
a shop and a laundry room. My granny lives in 
Lisatava, Co Mayo. She has lived there for 40 years 
now 
Every year, my granny celebrates her birthday. Usually 
for her birthday, the whole family gets together and 
goes to a fancy hotel for a night. Her five children take 
turns to pick out a destination to stay in for a night. 
This year it was my Aunty Mariosa’s turn. We went 
down to some posh hotel in Clare for one night and had 
a lovely meal. The next morning, my cousins and I 
went down to look at the donkeys. The next thing we 
knew, it was time to go home. 
This was my essay about my wonderful granny. 
 
Máire 

  



 

 
My grandparents are great and were great. One pair 
lived in Delvin, Co. Westmeath. The other pair were 
born in Castlebar, Co Mayo. I’m going to tell you all 
about them in this essay. 
My granddad on my dad’s side was a vet and was quiet 
a good one. He used to go all over the country looking 
after all sorts of animals, big and small. He was also no 
stranger to cars and always used to be involved in car 
crashes: seven of them to be exact. He was tough and 
fortunately he never suffered any serious injuries. He 
used to always be kicked by bulls and horses and one 
time a cow fell on him! That’s my Granddad Liam!  
My Granny on my dad’s was a stay-at-home mum. She 
had her hands full with three mischievous boys. One of 
them was my dad. She used to make loads of delicious 
pies and tarts. She was a brilliant cook. That’s my 
Granny Eileen. 
My Granddad on my mum’s side is great. He always 
buys me loads of sweets and nice things. He was born 
in on the 4th of May 1939. He went to St Patrick’s 
National School in Snugboro. He went to St Gerald’s, 
Secondary School, Castlebar and he sat his Leaving 
and Inter Cert there. He started work as a delivery 
man for three years before going to work as a 
psychiatric health nurse in St Mary’s Hospital for forty 
years. He then worked as a bus driver for ten years. 
That’s my Granddad William.  



 

My Granny on my Mum’s side was born in Bucka, 
Newport. She went to Treenbeg National School. For 
secondary education she went to Westport. She met 
my Granddad in the year 1961 when my Granddad was 
driving a delivery truck and they’ve been together 
since. That’s my Granny Nora. 
 
Brian Mac Gamhna. 

  

  

“Tattie Hoking” 

 
My Granny was born on Arranmore Island Co. Donegal 
in 1945. She was one of seven children. She started 
her primary school education when she was five or six 
years old. At the time, there was no secondary school 
on the island. She left primary school when she was 
fourteen. At the time, only four people out of 
approximately twenty had the chance to go to the 
mainland to secondary. 
 



When my Granny was fifteen, she went to Scotland for 
six months to pick potatoes with a group of other 
young people. This was known as “tattie hoking”. They 
went from June to November and they worked hard. 
They went to Glasgow on a boat. It was a lonely 
journey for young people who’d rarely stepped foot off 
the island. 

 

When they arrived in Glasgow, they were moved from 
farm to farm on the back of the lorry. When they 
arrived on a farm, the cattle were moved out of the 
barns and the “tattie hokers” were moved in. Girls and 
boys were separated. They cleared the barn out and 
made their own beds from seed boxes. They had sacks 
and straw to make their own mattress. They got one 
black woollen blanket each. They worked long days 
from six in the morning until late in the evening, but 
they were happy. They had potatoes cooked for them 
but they had to buy any other food they wanted.  
 
My Granny remembers getting paid £4:10s a week. 
She kept 10 shillings and sent the rest home. They had 
a day off on a Sunday and usually went to the funfair 
after mass. About once a month, they held dances at 
the farms. They took turns hosting the dance at their 
own farms. The Donegal groups met up with the Mayo 
groups. 



 
Usually they moved back home in November when the 
season was over. They always had the latest new 
clothes when they went home and the younger kids 
were jealous. 
 
Thankfully nowadays the children on the island have 
the same chance at education as everybody else.  
 
Cathal O'Shea  

  

Grandad’s Story 

I was at my grandparents’ house when I asked “What 
was your birthday like Grandad?” I was curious to find 
out what my Grandad’s birthday was like because my 
birthday had taken place a few days before.  
Grandad replied with: 
 
It was a Saturday, I think December 11th, 1939. It was 
my birthday and I was given one whole shilling to go 
the shop and buy a treat. It was a rare occasion so I 
knew to make the most of it. I was 10, so mam let me 
go alone. It was better that way or else my pesky 
siblings might take the money from me. 
I made it to the shop safe and sound. The shop was 
only a five-minute walk. I walked into the shop. I 
picked out a sweet and I went to the cashier. I put the 
sweet on the counter. The cashier appeared from 
behind the shelf. She gave me a weird look. It was 
almost like she was asking for something. The, I 
remembered to hand her the money and then she 
asked “Can I look at your ration book please?” I gave 
her a strange look. Then, she asked again “Your ration 



book, can I see it?”. I couldn’t understand what she 
was saying. “The war has begun; every family has a 
ration book now,” she explained. The cashier told me 
to go home and ask mam for my ration book. I asked 
mam for our ration book and sure enough she was at 
the door waiting. She handed me the book and said 
“You forgot to check the post”. 
 
I walked back to the shop and bought some Reese’s 
peanut-butter cups, my favourite.” 

  
 Séamus Balaski 

  

  

  

Pat was born in Castleconnell, Limerick. He was the 
third of four children. He was the only child in his 
family to go to secondary school. He didn’t go to 
college, but he did go working in Bristol, England as a 
labourer on a bridge. He came back to Ireland and 
started working for meat factories in Waterford. After 
that he moved back to Castleconnell and got married. 



 

 
 
On his way to school one day, he saw a pond full of 
tadpoles. They were still in their eggs so he ran home 
got a jar, ran back to the pond and scooped up a dozen 
of them and closed the jar. He brought them to school 
and for that day Pat was the most popular kid in 
school. Everyone wanted to get a glimpse at these 
tadpoles. Every morning he watched them grow for 
eight weeks. Then when they were big enough he had 
to set them free. He walked back to the pond were he 
found them. He knelt on the ground and opened the 
jar, as they hopped off through the reeds he started 
bawling crying. He couldn’t hold it in any longer. Every 
morning he came back to the pond but the frogs never 
did. 
He wanted his first car so he started working longer 
hours. When he had enough money he went down to 
the car shop and bought himself a new Mini. He was so 
excited about his new car. He drove home and while he 
was reversing he crashed it into the stable. The boot on 
the car had a dent in it and the one of the rear lights 
were cracked. 
Pat had a lot of interesting jobs, for example he was a 
bee keeper. He had four hives and one of those really 
cool suits with the face mask. He also has a beautiful 
garden with flowers and loads of vegetables. Every 
time we go to see him he would have a bag of potatoes 



and carrots for us. He has a small orchard to. At spring 
he goes up to the bog and cuts a bag of turf for us too. 
 
Roibéard 

  

  

THE DAY MY DAD WENT MISSING 

 
I will recount for you the famous family story that my 
grandmother told me. Her eldest son (who happens to 
be my dad) went missing. He was only a mere three 
years old and hadn’t even started school yet. He was 
wearing a t-shirt and shorts and liked nothing better 
than a game of football. But if there was one thing he 
didn’t like, it was Irish dancing. Every week he would 
go to Irish dancing lessons. Not just did he dislike Irish 
dancing, but he didn’t like the teacher either. 
It all started on a sunny April day when my father was 
supposed to go an Irish dancing class. He hated the 
teacher and decided to leave. Nobody saw him leaving 
even though the room was full of students. My Granny 
says he didn’t like the teacher because she was always 
smoking and giving out about his poor dancing. It was 
about three miles from the class to his house. On his 
way, he stopped at a shop even though he didn’t have 
any money. He was annoyed that he couldn’t buy 
anything and left with a disappointed looking face on 
him. He continued his journey through fields and back 
roads. When hi parents found out he was missing, they 
hopped in the car and looked for him. When he had 
about a quarter of the way left to go, they found him 
walking up the road. 
When his parents found him, they went to the Garda 



Station and told them they had discovered my dad. On 
the way to the station, his sister told him he was going 
to prison for skipping his Irish dancing lessons. At 
Christmas time, my granny always tells that story.  
 
Conall 

  

 

 
My grandad’s name is Seán. He had seven siblings but 
unfortunately they all passed away before him. His 
mother’s name was Mary and his father’s was John. He 
went to school in England. After a couple of years he 
moved to Ireland to go to school here In Ireland, they 
lived on a farm with lots of cows, some pigs and two 
sheep. Seán and his brothers Michael, John Jr, Marcus 
and Darragh liked to help look after the animals by 
feeding, grooming and exercising them. But, the girls 
Susan, Maggie (Margret) and Áine preferred to stay 
inside and help their mother to prepare the very little 
amount of food they had. 
At school, there were high windows, twelve desks (so 
that two people sat at each desk as there were twenty 
four in the class) there was also the teacher’s desk, a 
fireplace and a big map of England on the wall at the 
back of the classroom. Most Irish schools were the 
same. Anytime you were naughty, you got a slap just 
at the “tips of your fingers where it hurts most”. The 
teacher did this so that there wouldn’t be any bruises 
when you get home but it hurt badly enough to teach 
you not to do it again. My grandad is left-handed so he 



got enough slaps because of his writing! “Ya see when 
I do be writin’ the ink does get all smudged and I got a 
big ol’ wallop for it! The toilets were normally outside 
back then. The ones in my grandad’s school were only 
small holes in the ground with four walls and one badly 
built door! My grandad left school at eleven to help at 
the farm. Most children left at around that age at that 
time. 
Later on in his life, my grandad Seán married my 
granny Patricia. They got married on the 5th of July in 
1969. He was 24 and she was 22 when they got 
married. All their relatives came over and they all 
celebrated together! A couple of years later, they had 
five children. Of course, one of them was my mum 
Christine. She has four siblings Martin, Patrick, Neil and 
Siobhán. Today they all have children of their own and 
are living a happy life. So are my granny and my 
grandad........ Seán! 
 
Cara 

  

  

              

 
My granny Janie Davey was born in Ireland in the year 
1935. She had five brothers and sisters. She grew up 
in Killmovee, Co. Mayo. They had cattle, Sheep and 
hens. Her job would be to milk the cows and collect the 
eggs. 



Kilmovee 

 

 
In the morning, she would do her chores and then walk 
two or three miles to school.  
At the school my Granny went to, they had a simple 
uniform. The girls wore a long dress and the boys a 
grey jumper and trousers. 
In the classroom, every child had a desk and a wooden 
chair. There was an inkwell in every desk and the 
children used pens. If you were caught writing with 
your left hand you were hit with a stick. 
The children brought a sod of turf to school each day 
for the fire. Sometimes they would bring bring a coin or 
a bottle of milk for their teacher. 
She was taught most of the subjects we do today: 
English, Irish, Maths, History and Geography. She also 
did Algebra and compositions, which are like essays. 
My granny liked compositions and disliked Maths. She 
didn’t mind Algebra though. 
My granny didn’t exactly love school because she 
thought the teachers were cruel. You got slapped any 
time you were late, bold or got an answer wrong. 
I think my generation are very lucky because the 
teachers aren’t cruel anymore and it’s against the law 
to smack kids.  

Jennifer Ní Dháibhí 

  



  

My Grandparents’ Lives 

 
My grandparents are very nice. They were alive for 
WW2. Thankfully, they are still alive today.  

 

My granny went to Killala National School and my 
granda went to Carrowstalaun. Both of them had bread 
and jam for lunch, but my granny only got some if her 
brothers didn’t eat it all. There were twelve in both of 
their classes. There was a large fireplace in the 
classroom. The teachers didn’t slap them. 
My granny left secondary school when she was 17½. 
She then became a nurse in Mayo General Hospital and 
that is where she met my granda in 1962. They got 
married in 1965 and, a year later my uncle was born. 
My grandparents had seven children. Meaning I have 
two aunts, four uncles, two uncles in law and four 
aunts-in-law. 
My granny has about seven siblings and my granda has 
about four. 
Thank you for reading about my grandparents.  
 
Aisling Ní Thiarnaigh 

  

  



 

 
My Granny’s and Grandad’s names are Elizabeth and 
Seán. They live in a small village called Porturlin, 
situated in North Mayo near the town of Belmullet. It is 
near the infamous Corrib Gas field. It is a small village 
with 25 – 30 houses. They live right beside the coast. 
Anytime that we go down there my Mum always says 
“Next stop America”. 

 

 

 
I love going down there. There are loads of boats down 
at the pier. My grandad was a fisherman and my 
granny stayed at home minding the five children. Most 
men in the area are fisherman, but there are some 
farmers. The village is twenty miles from the nearest 
town, and five miles from the nearest school. 
My grandad went to Carrowteige National School and 
my Granny went to Porturlin National School. My 
Grandad’s school was an all–Irish school and my 
Granny’s school was an all-English school. They were 
only five miles apart. 



My Grandad caught fish, crab, lobster and lots more. 
My mum had fish for her dinner every day. When my 
mum was small, she wanted grandad to get a seagull 
because she thought it would be easy to catch. Granny 
and Grandad went to England for a few years, but then 
moved back to Ireland. 
My Granny and Grandad still live in the house that my 
mum grew up in. I love going down to visit them. 
There is a lovely view. My Grandad speaks Irish to my 
brother and me. I love my Granny and Grandad.  

Elisha 

  

  

Mary Lavery 

 
My granny is 82 years old. When she went to school, 
things were very different ! 

 

 

 
She went to school at Mainistir Aodhain which was a 
one-mile walk from her house. There were ten children 
in her class. She started school when she was five and 
she finished at the end of secondary school. She never 
went on a school trip. The class room was heated with 



an open fireplace. The children brought in turf most 
days to heat the room. She had a very strict teacher 
and she got a lot of homework. For lunch, she had 
brown bread, cheese and milk. Her favourite subject 
was maths. 
She had six rooms in her house: three bedrooms, one 
bathroom, a sitting room and a kitchen. It had a slated 
roof and she got water from the well. 
On the farm, they grew potatoes, cabbage, carrots, 
turnips and onions. They kept three cows and a few 
horses. She helped on the farm and in the bog. They 
named their fields “Long Meadow” and “Ponies Field”. 
In her free time, she liked to play games like cards and 
conkers. She also read any book she could get her 
hands on. She listened to the radio. She never fished, 
but there was a lake nearby. She liked to play with her 
doll she had got from Santa; she also got clothes from 
Santa. 
Being one of three children, really enjoyed her 
childhood 

Aisling Breathnach 

  

 
  

 

 
My Granda was born on the 15th of March 1930. He 
grew up with one brother and one sister. His parents 
were called Mary and John Jennings. My granda went 



to Ballyheane National School. My granda finished 
education when he was twenty-one and then became a 
teacher in Ballintubber National School.  
My granda went to Ballyheane National school. He 
started school when he was five years old and finished 
when he was twelve. He then went to secondary school 
and college. He had eight good friends in primary 
school. To school, he wore a cashmere jumper and 
shorts with shoes and socks sometimes. My granda 
used to get corporal punishment with a cane. To walk 
to school, my granda just had to cross the road so he 
never got in trouble for being late. 
My Granda’s family was small for the time. They were a 
family of five including his parents. He was the middle 
child he had an older sister and a younger brother. For 
lunch, my granda had potatoes and other vegetables 
sometimes. For a snack, he would have bread with 
butter or jam.  
When my granda  grew up he married my granny 
Kathleen and had four girls: Tricia, Geraldine, Cathy 
and Attracta. My granda's career was as a teacher for 
thirty years in national school. Now he is 85 years old 
and still living in Ballyheane with my granny. 
My granda has five grandchildren: Emma 14, Matt 11, 
Rian 8, Daniele 5 and Aaron 1 and me,12. My granda is 
really friendly and intelligent. 

Éabha.   

  

My Nanny 

In 1943, Bridget and Denis Ó Donaill had their first 
child, my nanny. They called her Winifred. After my 
nanny came eight other children. 



Her home in which she grew up had three bedrooms. 
They would cook on a stove that they fuelled with turf. 
Her chores were to help out with the younger ones and 
on the farm. She would clean her clothes at the nearest 
river. 

 

She went to primary school in Ballycroy. She started 
when she three as the school needed the numbers. She 
would walk to school for a few miles. Her least 
favourite subject was Maths and her favourite was 
English. The classroom was heated by a big potbellied 
stove. At lunch they would play skittles, marbles and 
cards. 

As her dad was a farmer, she would have to help. They 
planted crops such as potatoes and oats. They had 
many animals such as cows, geese, sheep and a few 
other animals. They had to plough the fields by horse 
and plough. They would even say prayers for success 
of the crops. 

Her favourite game was 25 but she liked marbles and 
skittles. Sometimes she would go watch the Gaelic. 

In 1961, at the age of nineteen, she married Michael 
Shevlin. He was thirteen years older than her, making 
him thirty-two. One year after that, they had first child 
out of eleven. My mum was their eighth child. In 1979, 
they had their last child. They have nineteen 



grandchildren. The last was born in 1990. My nanny 
means so much to me. 

Onagh Bairéad 

  

  

My Grandfather 

My grandparents were born in Scotland in the same 
town. They never met each other until they went to the 
Isle of Man and that is where they now live. Grandad 
Reg is a bit of a scatter brain sometimes, because he 
does not think before he does things. Here are some of 
his sillier moments!!!! 
My Nan and Grandad used to own a B&B. They had this 
thing called a dumb waiter. It’s a lift for food. It led 
from the kitchen to the dining room. One time, my 
Grandad was pulling up some smoked kippers for a 
man’s breakfast. He pulled them up so fast that they 
flew off the plate and on to a shelf in the shaft. He had 
to climb down the shaft and put the kippers back on to 
the plate and serve them up to the man. Let’s just say, 
good thing they were smoked!!!! 

My Grandad was a plumber. One time his sink cracked 
in the bathroom and started leaking! He likes to recycle 
parts for parts for plumbing. So he had a spare sink 
from a job in a hotel. He fitted all the pipes and fitted 
the new sink into place. My dad came in to see what he 
was doing. Then he noticed something and he asked 
“Where are the holes for the tap!”  It turned out that 
the sink had no holes for taps because it was a hotel 
sink which meant that it only had a place for a foot 
pedal! 



My Grandad was doing a job in a man’s house. He had 
to fit a shower above the man’s bath. He couldn’t reach 
so he put a stepladder. Big mistake! As he was fitting it 
the weight of him on the stepladder cracked two holes 
in the bath. My dad wanted to be a plumber when he 
was younger so he came along and he said maybe you 
should fill them up. He thought that they would not 
notice. In the end, they ended up having to buy them a 
new bath.   
Grandad was a plumber for 40 years and he’d have had 
to have done some silly things in that time. But the 
good thing is he always saw the funny side of things. 

Oscar 

  

  
 
 

My Granny 

  

My Granny, Mary Delia Mongan, was born on the 
nineteenth of August in 1928. She was born into a 
farming family and was her parents’ first child. In 
1935, her brother Paddy was born on St. Patrick’s Day 
and her youngest brother John was born on the twenty 
sixth of May 1938. They lived outside Ballindine on a 
small farm in a small three-roomed house. 



 

My Granny went to the local school where she learned 
much of the same subjects that we learn now. She told 
me that her favourite subject was Maths but her least 
favourite was definitely was grammar: English or Irish. 
She started school at the age of five and finished when 
she was twelve. School went on from nine in the 
morning till three in the afternoon. She also mentioned 
that only the boys learned Latin (for serving mass) and 
that they were usually kept home to help with their 
father on the farm. 

My granny’s family lived on a farm so that meant she 
always had work to do at school or not. She’d often 
feed the animals, and told me that her favourite, were 
the lambs. Sometimes she would help her  mother 
around the house or picking or planting vegetables. In 
1953, she married her husband Jimmy Fallon (my 
Grandad), and to have nine children including my dad.  

Her two brothers still live on the small family farm and 
she has a house not far from it. She is now living in 
Hollymount nursing home where I visit her regularly 

Sorcha 

  

  



Grandparents 

My grandparents went to school barefoot. It would 
really hurt going to school on the road, when the grass 
was wet. You also would have to bring in a sod of turf 
for the fire, or a bottle of milk for your lunch. 
If they spelled something wrongly or made an ink blot, 
usually they’d get hit or have to start again and, if you 
misbehaved, you’d get pulled on the ear or get a ruler 
across the knuckles.                             
My granny said a banana or an orange was a big treat 
and she’d only get them if she was very good at school 
and got all of her maths right. However she only got 
one a week, and sometimes only once a month. 
My other granny went to Parke N.S. and, at that time, 
there were only eight in the whole entire school. They 
always used to play tag. 
They also had chores to do at home like milk the cows, 
collect eggs, cook the dinner and many other tasks 
because they lived on a farm. 
My grandparents had lots of brothers and sisters 
except for my dad’s dad. He was an only child. 

Alex 

  

My Grandad 

My grandad was born on the 17 of April 1945 in Mayo 
Abbey. He has four sisters: Nancy, Betty, Chrissie and 
Marian. Marian died, aged 32. He started school aged 
five. He would walk a mile and a half to and from 
school. There were about 12-13 in his class. Back then 
they were usually very big classes. He often brought 
turf into the school because an open fire was the only 
source of heat in the classroom. He used a pen with a 



nib and he had an inkwell in his desk. He said if you 
didn’t learn your lessons, the teacher would hit you 
with a stick. He finished school at 13 to help out on the 
farm. He told me once that the teacher brought him 
and his friends to the hospital to get their tonsils out. 
He also told me he got Communion shoes, and they 
were left in a corner. The house was dark and smoky at 
the time, so somebody thought his shoes were pieces 
of turf and they went into the fire. 
When he was seventeen, he went to England to work. 
He got the train from Balla Station to Dublin and 
travelled on a boat to Manchester. He once queued up 
to see the Beatles. He said he got a glimpse of them 
going into the building where they were playing. 
When he went home to Ireland, he married Anne Sylvia 
Comerford in 1970. He was twenty-five at the time and 
my granny only twenty-one. Both of them were very 
young when they married. A year later, my mum was 
born, the first of five children. The other four children 
were Ailleen, Siobhan, John and Joseph. 
He is now seventy years old and is still working as a 
farmer and lives in Ballyglass. 

Roisin I  
               

  

Martin Grady 

 
My grandfather’s name is Martin Grady. He was born in 
Killorglin, Co. Kerry.  Martin lived with his mother Julia, 
his father John and seven siblings: Mary, Sheila, 
Helena, James, Michael and John. Martin was the 
youngest in the family. 



 

 

 
They lived in a little white thatch-roofed cottage in 
Gurrane, East Killorglin. The house was heated by a 
turf fire. There was no electricity back then. So the 
house was lighted by candles and oil lamps. They grew 
potatoes, barley and most vegetables. They bought the 
seeds at mart days and Puck Fair. Martin and his 
brother John would sell sheep, pigs and cows on mart 
days and Puck Fair. 
Martin went to Douglas National School, Killorglin. 
Martin would walk to and from school. His teacher’s 
name was Tadhg Reilly. He was very strict and cruel. 
Most children would not wear shoes to school so, as a 
punishment, the teacher would draw a circle on the 
ground and beat the children on the feet with a stick.  
After primary school, Martin went to a technical college 
in Killorglin. He got married in 1957 to Susan Grady. 
He then moved to England to start a family. He sadly 
passed away in 1996 after a road accident.  

Ruaidhrí 

  

  

   
My Granddad 



My granddad Malcolm lives in Scotland. He is 80 years 
of age and lives with my granny Libby who is an artist. 
He lives less than a stone’s throw from the sea in a 
place called Tayvallich. My granddad owns a catamaran 
called the Wandering Star and I have sailed on it. He 
sailed to the Scilly Isles on it. When my mum was 
young, her dad made a boat called Sweet Thursday. It 
took him 15 years to build. My mum used to help him 
when she got home from school, he planned to sail 
around the world. It took him all of my mother’s 
childhood. 
Once when he was building it, he covered it all in 
fibreglass but it didn’t stick; he felt like blowing the 
whole thing up. Another time he was sawing with a 
circular saw and he cut the top of his finger off. 
He was alive in the Second World War. His dad built 
runways for planes and he was an engineer. He died 
when Malcolm was just 11. Malcolm was evacuated in 
the Second World War, and he remembers the 
blackouts. He used to collect frogs, now he has a pond 
of his own. 
When he was 30, he saw an advert in the paper for 
volunteers. He was accepted as a weather reader. The 
team spent two whole years there, with only letters as 
communication. They had huskies and sleds which 
have now been replaced by skidoos. They were doing a 
British survey. One of the teams that set out never 
came back and just vanished! Malcolm did a lot of 
amazing things in his life. He is also a very nice man 
and I am proud to have him as a granddad. 



 

Roisín 

   

  

  

  

 

 

  

Stories from the Past 

  

  

MY DAD 
  

I WAS BORN ON THE 19TH OF JANUARY 1978. I 
LIVED IN A PLACE CALLED NEWCASTLE.  MY MUM 
AND I LIVED TOGETHER IN A HOUSE WITH 
STABLES SO WE HAD PONIES. 
 



MY MUM LOVED ANIMALS SO WE HAD THREE 
DOGS. I USED TO CANTER ACROSS THE FIELDS 
DOING CROSS-COUNTRY ON MY CONNEMARA 
PONY, PIP. MY MUM USED TO RIDE A HORSE 
CALLES SAPPHIRE. 
 
SCHOOL WAS TOUGH BACK THEN. MY WORST 
ENEMY WAS ALWAYS MR. RAE. I LOATHED HIM 
AND I WAS ALWAYS HIS FIRST VICTIM. HE TAUGHT 
MATHS SO THAT WASN’T ANY HELP. MY 
FAVOURITE SUBJECT WAS ALWAYS ENGLISH. IT 
COULDN’T GET ANY EASIER THAN ENGLISH. 
 
MY BEST BUDS WERE DOUG BAZ AND FISHY. 
FISHY WAS NAMED THAT BECAUSE HE WAS A 
BRILLIANT SWIMMER. AFTER SCHOOL, I WENT TO 
THE LITTLE RIVER TO PLAY WITH MY 
NEIGHBOURS. ONCE, WHEN I WAS ABOUT SEVEN, 
I ALMOST DROWNED WEARING WELLIES IN THE 
WATER WHILE SWIMMING. I GOT DRAGGED 
UNDER. LUCKILY MY FRIENDS HAULED ME BACK 
UP. 
 
ONE OF MY FRIENDS, HAROLD, HAD A DAD WHO 
OWNED A DAIRY FARM. ONCE A WEEK I WENT UP 
TO THE FARM AND STOLE SOME FRESH MILK 
WITH A PLASTIC CUP. IT WAS SO NICE BECAUSE IT 
HAD ALL THE CREAM AT THE TOP. 
 
WHEN I WAS EIGHTEEN, I WENT TO DERBYSHIRE 
UNIVERSITY. I MADE FRIENDS CALLED MATT AND 
CHAP. WE TRAVELLED THE WORLD TOGETHER 
AND DID CAMPS. THAT WAS WHEN I MET AISLING, 



MY WIFE. WE BOTH DECIDED TO MOVE TO 
IRELAND AND THEN WE GOT MARRIED... IN THE 
MALDIVES!  
 
WE HAD CHILDREN, LEILA AND CLAUDIA. 

THE END 

 
NOT! 

Leila 

  

  

Granddad 
 
I am Paddy Devaney from  Crimlin near Castlebar. I was 
born in 1939, the year the World War Two started. I was 
the eldest child in my family. I had two brothers and one 
sister. Our parents owned a farm where we had cows 
and cattle. As we grew up, we helped out on the farm. 
We would help set the potatoes and vegetables. We 
would also help to gather the turf and hay. It was hard 
work as we were only young. 
 
I began school in Crimlin in 1945 the year the war 
ended. Miss Duffy was our junior teacher. She taught 
baby infants up to second class. We did all of the usual 
junior subjects including singing. The girls also did 
sewing. Miss Duffy was a very good but strict teacher. 
From third class on, we were taught by the master 



[principal]. He taught all the usual senior subjects. His 
name was Mr. Heverin. He was a great teacher but if in 
bad form he would get very angry.  
 
I finished primary school at the age of fourteen and then 
went to secondary school. Secondary school was very 
different, as the subjects were much harder. We had a 
teacher for each subject except some teachers taught 
two. Another change was that we would get a lot more 
homework. I preferred primary to secondary because we 
got home earlier and hadn’t as much homework. 
 
When I finished secondary school, I was looking out for 
a job. I managed to get a few part-time jobs. The first 
one was at one of the hotels in town. The next one was 
a council office job. While in the council job, they were 
looking for full time staff in St Mary’s Hospital and I 
applied. I was successful, and delighted to get the job. 
There were three years training to be done, but I worked 
in the wards while training. I was employed there for 
thirty six years.  

I retired in 1998. I got married to my wife Mary in 1967, 
and then settled down near Castlebar. We were blessed 
with four lovely children. They all attended school in 
town and succeeded in getting jobs after collage. They 
each in turn met good men and married them. They 
continued working after marriage. They have nine 
children between them, my grandchildren. They are all 
now attending school in Castlebar. I am very thankful for 
everything in my life. 
 
Freya 



  

  

A Biography Of My Grandad 
 
My name is Seán. I was born in Knockmore in the 
1940's and reared in Ballycroy. I lived a half a mile from 
the school where my father was a teacher and the 
principal. 
 
My brothers and sisters and I wore shoes in the winter 
but we went to school barefoot in the Summer. I made 
my Communion and Confirmation in the same year 
because the bishop only came to the school once every 
four years I played football for Ballycroy GAA. I was 
cutting turf at the age of twelve, and we often went 
fishing for trout and eels at a river that was near our 
house. We often helped our neighbours with turf cutting, 
potato picking and with the sheep and cattle. I often 
walked seven miles with the cattle to the fair, and often 
sat on the handlebars of the bike when my mother 
cycled into town for groceries. 
 
I worked on the family farm every day after school and 
looked after our pet donkey and dogs. 
 
We did not have a TV or radio so we often went to our 
neighbours and they told us ghost stories. We also 
played card games and blind man’s buff. I also was part 
of the wren boys and we went from house to house 
singing on St. Stephen's Day and we made a couple of 
shillings. 



 
I was lucky enough to go to Croke Park and see football 
and hurling games. That was a big deal in those days as 
Dublin was far away and hard to get to. 
 
Pádraig 

  

 
My  Granddad 

  

John is my granddad’s name. He is from Inisbiggle, 
Achill. He played football and loved to run and swim if 
the weather was good. He went to Scoil Mhuire National 
Irish School. He is 58 years old. They went out on the 
boat to get food at Achill Sound. He also picked winkles 
and shellfish.  He also got water from a well. He looked 
after the cows. He gathered and made hay. He ate 
potatoes that they cropped and fish that they caught. 
 
There were 26 in his school. There were three in his 
class, and six classes altogether. There were strict 
enough but never hit them. There maximum homework 
was seven or eight questions. His favourite subject was 
maths and his least favourite subject was Irish as he 
went to a school in England before he went to Ireland. 
He played football and tag in school. 
 
He used to spread the turf and foot it then stack it up on 
the bog and fill it in bags. Then he’d carry it down to the 
road and bring it home with the donkey and Cart. Then 



he went to school in Belcarra. After that he went to 
London and became a builder. He got married in 
London. Then they went back to Inisbiggle and my mum 
was born. Now he lives in Castlebar with my 
grandmother. 

Ríoghan 

  

  

Bruce Buckton 
  

Bruce Buckton (my granddad) was born on January 
27th 1946 in Wellington, New Zealand. He had a 
younger sister, Annette, and they liked to play on their 
go-karts as kids. 
 
When he was five he went to America with his family for 
a few years. I’m not sure where he went for primary 
school, but i know he went to Hut Valley High for 
secondary school. He went to a university in Wellington 
where he studied law and later became a lawyer. 
 
After he became a lawyer he set up his own private 
practice in 1980. He later got promoted to a judge. He 
moved to Napier as a Judge and then to Auckland 
sometime later. 
 
He married Kathleen Killeen in 1966 and had four kids: 
Nicola, Michael, Daniel and Clodagh. 
 



He loved yachting. It was his favourite pastime. He also 
loved cooking, visiting the south of France and eating ;) 
 
He was appointed onto the parole board for New 
Zealand prisons and served on it until his death. 
 
He died on the nineteenth of March 2003. He died three 
weeks after being diagnosed with pancreatic cancer. He 
was only 57 years old. I never got to meet him since. I 
was born three years later. Even though I didn’t meet 
him, I look at his picture and imagine I’m looking directly 
at him. 

Anneliese 

  

  

Country Life In The 1960’s  
  

I was born in the middle of the countryside, the youngest 
child of my parents. I had two older brothers, John and 
Michael and two older sisters, Margaret and Ann. 
 
We had a small farm, and reared calves, pigs, hens and 
chickens. My mother did all the farm work, and my 
father worked in the County Council. 
 
I walked to school every day, hail, rain or snow. It was a 
two-mile walk and there were lots of children on the road 
together every day. 
 



My school had three teachers and every morning my job 
was to fill the kettle and make tea for the teacher. I had 
lots of fun at school with all my friends, playing games of 
football and tag and skipping and hopscotch. 
 
There was no television in our house, so we listened to 
the radio. We played board games, like snakes and 
ladders and cards. 
 
We did not have a telephone, so we wrote letters to our 
family members in England and America. My sisters 
emigrated to England and America, when I was young, 
so they sent me gifts sometimes. 
 
Life was very simple. We all had jobs to do on the farm, 
making and gathering turf from the bog. 
 
I was in secondary school I went to work in the Civil 
Service in Dublin. 
 
I got married in 1981 and continued to work after 
marriage. Up to a few years previously, women had to 
give up work on their marriage, so that was the start of 
more freedom for women. 
 
Things changed with better communication systems and 
technology and it is a totally different country today. 

Ella B 

  

  



MY GRANDPARENTS 
  

All my grandparents live on ACHILL ISLAND. Both of 
my granddads are dead. Their names were Tommy Joe 
and Seán. Seán passed away in 2005 and Tommy Joe 
passed away in 2011. 

My Nanny’s names are Maureen and Celine. Maureen 
lives in Dooega and Celine lives in Bunnacurry. Both of 
my Nannies had four children. My granddad moved to 
Ireland when he was eight. His dads name was John 
and his mum’s name is Mary. He had six sister and five 
brothers. My other Granddad had eight brothers and 
seven sisters. His dad’s name was Tom and his mum’s 
name was Mary.  

My Nanny had five sisters and seven brothers. Her 
dad’s name is Thomas and his mum’s name is Anne. 
She had cows, a horse, nine ducks and twelve hens. My 
other nanny had two brothers and six sisters. Often she 
would play football with her brothers and sisters. 

My Granddad worked on many motorways and building 
sites.  When he was working on a motorway in Louth, he 
got a hook in his eye and at the moment the hook is in 
the national Museum in Dublin. My other granddad is 
well known for his boats. When my granddad he was 
little, he would go out in his dad’s boats and help him. 
My other nanny would play hide-seek in the forest with 
her brothers and sisters and her neighbours. Her dad 
would pop out of the trees and scare them. 

Gavin 



  

  

  

The Life of my Grandad 
  

My Grandad had a big influence on me when I was 
younger and I admired him very much. Sadly he died 
when I was eight years old, but I remember him and the 
stories he used to tell me very well. 
 
He was born outside Spiddal in 1928. He was a native 
Irish speaker. His family was poor and he often spoke 
about his school days and life during the emergency in 
Ireland when money and food was scarce. His father 
died when he and his six siblings were very young. My 
Grandad worked very hard and won a scholarship to 
third level college in Dublin. 
 
In Dublin, my Grandad trained as a teacher. He got a 
job as a principal of a vocational school in Gurteen, 
county Sligo. He taught and was very interested in Irish 
and Irish history. He stayed in Gurteen and married. He 
and my Granny had four children, one of whom is my 
mam, Martina. My Grandad was very good at gardening 
and had a beautiful flower and vegetable garden. He 
loved reading and he also wrote poetry and short stories 
for Irish magazines.  
 
My Grandad was very kind to me and I loved visiting 
him, and I miss him very much.  



                                                   
Rónán Ó Raghallaigh 

  

  

Maryanne Devaney 
 
Maryanne Devaney was born on the 6th of February 
1940. She grew up with four brothers: Liam, Joe, Steven 
and Lar Devaney. Maryanne is the second oldest in her 
family. Her parents’ names are Tom and Bridget 
Devaney. Maryanne’s family grew up in Rinroe, Co. 
Sligo, half way between Enniscrone and Ballina. 
 
Maryanne went to national school in Enniscrone her 
school was called Corballa National School. She started 
at the sage of five. Maryanne’s national school was a 
mixed school. At the age of twelve, she left national 
school. Maryanne’s national school was three miles 
away, so she either walked or cycled to school 
depending on the weather. The school had two rooms.  

Maryanne went to secondary school in Enniscrone, the 
name of the school was Enniscrone Secondary School. 
In secondary school her friends called her Mina for 
short. The name stuck to her. She started at the age of 
twelve. It was a really big school and the rule was that 
you had to wear good clothes, no tracksuits were 
allowed. It was a mixed school and she cycled to school 
most days and some days she walked. She finished 
school at the age of 17.  
 



Maryanne didn’t go to college but at the age of eighteen, 
she started to work at a bakery. The bakery was based 
in Ballina. Maryanne loved baking and she still does 
now. At the age of twenty three, Maryanne stopped 
working.  
 
Maryanne fell in love with a man called Tom Courell. 
They got married in 1965, Maryanne was twenty-five 
years old. Tom and Maryanne then moved to Castlebar 
together in 1965. They had three children together: 
Declan, Joe and Ronan three boys.  
 
Maryanne has eight grandchildren and they all call her 
Granny Mina. Maryanne still lives in Castlebar and she 
goes on a long walk every evening. Sometimes she 
goes with some of her grandchildren.  

Drew 

  

  

School in the 70’s 
 
My Mom started school when she was five years old. 
Her neighbours drove her to school. They started school 
at nine o’ clock and they finished at three o’ clock. She 
didn’t have a uniform. They had to wear their own 
clothes. 
 
The teachers were all very strict and cross! There were 
some nun teachers and some lay teachers. My Mom’s 
favourite teacher was called Sister Kevin because she 



was very sweet and kind. 
 
Their work was not too hard. They mainly did projects. 
My Mom loved doing projects.  They didn’t have 
homework on Friday or on the weekend. 
 
Her school did a lot of activities like PE, nature walks 
and school tours. When they did PE, they played 
basketball or hopscotch. They were allowed to pick 
flowers, nuts and plants when they were on nature 
walks. Her class always went on school tours. They 
went to places like Westport Zoo, Galway and Lough 
Key Forest Park. 
 
My mom’s best friend was called Maria Quinn, and they 
always used to play together. Small lunch was from 
11am to 11.15am. Big lunch was from 1pm to 2pm. She 
always played tip and hopscotch. 
 
Sports Day was my mom’s favourite day of the year. 
She loved Sports Day because she loved the smell of 
the cut grass. They used to get a lot of sweets. They 
had a race, tug-of-war, and they had egg and spoon 
races. 
 
After school, she went home with her neighbours. When 
she finished her homework, she went outside with her 
sisters. They played hopscotch, tip and dress-up. 

Casey 

  

  



Our Grandparents’ Lives 
 
I decided to write my essay on my granddad, who will be 
eighty-seven in December. He currently lives just 
outside the city-centre, in Dublin. His name is Hugh 
Francis Kerins, but he likes to be called Frank. 
 
Frank was born on the 5th of December 1930. He had 
one sister and four brothers. May, Joe, Pat, Chris and 
Jack were their names. Frank was the second youngest. 
 
Frank’s house was thatched, with four rooms. It had an 
open fire. They went to the bog in the summer, in the 
hope to save the turf for the winter, to keep them warm. 
They got the water from two wells. 
 
When Frank turned four, he went to school. He went to 
Bunninaden National School. He went to school from 
nine in the morning to three in the afternoon. There were 
sixteen in his class. Frank enjoyed all his subjects, but 
his favourite was maths. The principal was called Mr. 
Rochford and he was feared by all the children, as he 
was very strict. Mr. Rochford lived until he was over one 
hundred! 
 
Frank’s family just had dry-stock on their farm. He and 
his siblings mainly helped out with the hay-making when 
there was the harvest and gardening. 
 
There was a local man and his specialty was curing cuts 
and wounds. He used a root. His name was Mr. 
Gallagher. Other local men forecast the weather by 



looking at the sky and reading a magazine called ‘Old 
Moore’s Almanac’. 
 
Frank and his friends enjoyed playing cards. At 
Christmas, Frank got a tin whistle and a toy train. It was 
a real treat when he and his family got to go to the 
cinema in Ballymoate. In 1947, there was the big storm. 
When frank woke up in the morning, he couldn’t see out 
the windows. He didn’t know what was wrong, so he 
tried to open the door, but it wouldn’t budge. I days to 
free themselvesfrom their captivity. Even though normal 
life went on, it took up to six weeks for the snow to melt 
in places! 
 
Frank left Ireland at the age of eighteen, and moved to 
England. England is where he started working for 
Thorne. On a business trip to America he discovered TV 
rental. When he returned to England, he started his own 
TV rental company in England. After a few successful 
few years in England, he returned back to Ireland and 
started his own company ‘Mayco’, which made toys. 
Mayco also sold their first toys to a shop called Smyth’s. 
 
Now Frank lives in Newcastle, outside Dublin city. He 
lives in the late Jonathon Swift’s house. Frank’s 
favourite time of year is ‘Heritage Week’, where his 
house and garden are open to the public. His garden 
also holds the third oldest ewe tree in Ireland, which is 
over 700 years old! 

Alexandra Ní Chéirín-Ní Bhriain 
  

  



  

MY NANNY  
My Nanny is my dad’s mum. She is eighty years old and 
she lives near Ballina beside my uncle’s house on a 
farm. She has her own polytunnel where she grows 
tomatoes, strawberries, carrots, potatoes, cabbages, 
parsnips the regular fruit and veg. Baking is her main 
hobby. She bakes bread, boxty and scones. She also 
likes planting flowers and she enjoys watching them 
grow month after month. When the time is passing little 
green pips would start to appear. Sometimes she would 
drink a cup of tea when we talk to her on our visits. 
 
She has been to France, America, England and 
Australia with relations. She doesn’t drive but she loves 
walking. She walks up to the shop and mass a few times 
a week. She also likes travelling. She has twenty-three 
grandchildren. There are cats that my cousins have next 
door which keep on attacking her polytunnel.  My uncle 
had to put up a fence to try to keep them out. 

Dónal 

  

  

My Grandmother 
 
My granny Doris was born on the ninth of August 1931. 
She had ten siblings, two sisters and eight brothers, one 
of which died at the age of three months from 



pneumonia. Her father was a carpenter and her mother 
stayed at home with the children. Nanny grew up in a 
two-storey house in Portarlington Co. Offaly. 
 
She attended a primary school in Portarlington called 
St.Michael’s. She enjoyed school and spent every few 
weekends participating in plays at the town hall. 
 
My granny lived across from the church and next door to 
the parish priest. The parish priest’s housekeeper would 
often send my granny on errands down the town, that’s 
how she learned to ride a bike. 
 
When she got older, she went on to work in D.E 
Williams as manageress. She married Paddy Mulligan, 
an ESB supervisor, who came from Longford. Their first 
house was in Shannonbridge but they later settled in 
Ferbane where they had four children. 
 
My granny now lives with us and is a huge Mayo 
supporter. 

Ella L 

  

  

Cathal Duffy, My Grandfather 



 

 



 
My grandfather Cathal Joseph Duffy was born in 1932 
on the 10th of February. He was the third son of John 
and Sarah Duffy. He had six brothers and three sisters. 
His family lived in Knockrooskey, Westport beside the 
national school where his mother Sarah was principal. 
She had great love for the Irish language which she 
passed on to my grandfather. 
 
John Duffy, his father, worked as a foreman with Mayo 
County Council. Cathal was always interested in cars. 
When he was 18 years old, he began an apprenticeship 
with Breheny’s Garage and then Hastings Garage in 
Westport. He had great ambition and worked very hard. 
It was his dream to own his own garage some day. 
 
In 1958 he opened his first garage in Mill Street in 
Westport. In 1960 he opened his second garage in 
Thomas Street. This was also the year he married 
Philomena Cannon. Together, they had six children and 
shared 49 years of married life together. 
 
While working in Thomas Street, he was offered the 
Volkswagen and Mercedes Benz Dealership. He 
welcomed the challenge and Cathal Duffy Ltd in 
Spencer Park was established in 1962. This business 
gave employment to 35 staff in the following years. My 
grandfather was very involved in many voluntary 
organisations that raised money for people who were in 
need of help, such as Western Care, St Anthony’s 
School and The O’Dwyer Cheshire Home in Bohola. In 
1983, he received the Michael Davitt Humanitarian 
Award for his work for a people with disability. 



 
His involvement with the Lions Club, The Castlebar 
Song Contest and Castlebar Airport, helped to bring 
people and jobs to Castlebar when it was needed. Of all 
his accomplishments, the one he was most proud of 
was the success of Knock International Airport. 
 
He helped his friend Monsignor James Horan to get 
money from the government, to complete the project. He 
was a director of Knock International Airport for 21 years 
and a chairman of the board for ten years. He met many 
people during this time, such as Pope John Paul II, 
Prince Charles, Tony Blair and many more. 
 
In 2008, he was awarded the Spirit of Ireland honour 
from the Ross Perot Group for the development of the 
Knock Airport Industrial Zone. Although I was only four 
when he died in 2009, I always knew that he was a very 
special man. 

Dearbhla 

  

  

My Granddad 
The name of my granddad was James Patrick O’Dowd. 
He was born on the 17th of March 1920, which is also 
known as St. Patrick’s Day. That’s where his middle 
name came from. He wasn’t born in a hospital, he was 
born at home. Back then, everybody was born in their 
house, because the mid-wife would visit the house 
instead of delivering the baby in the hospital. There 



were seven people in his family; three girls and two 
boys. Norah was the oldest, Margaret was the second 
oldest, Eileen was the third oldest, James (my 
granddad) was the second youngest and Joe was the 
youngest. John was his father and Celia Sweeney was 
his mother’s name. 



 



 
James grew up in Enniscrone, he only went to one 
school called Kilglass National School. He started 
school at around five years of age and finished when he 
was around fourteen. As soon as he ended school, he 
decided to do what he loved, and that was farming, he 
adored it. He was a fantastic farmer. He had a colossal 
farm too. He grew sugar beet. He had pigs, geese, 
hens, sheep, cows, horses... you name it, it was there. 
The only plant he grew was sugar beet, lots of it, and 
the rest was all animals. He had a strong love for 
horses. He was great at riding them and taking care of 
them. He knew all about them. He was famous for 
breeding horses. That was one of his specialties. He’d 
breed them, take care of them and even train them. 
When they were ready, he’d sell them to professional 
show jumpers. His horses won many prizes. One of 
them was number one for the European Showjumping 
Competition for five years. This horse’s name was 
Penwood Forge Mill. There’s a video of him winning the 
European Showjumping Competition in 1973 on 
youtube. 
 
Not only did he love farming, he also loved music. His 
whole family was very musical. All of his sisters got a 
diploma in piano. That’s actually how he learned piano, 
not from a teacher, but from his sisters. He played and 
played and played. Piano and farming were both 
number one on his list all the way through his life. He 
never gave up on either of those things. It wasn’t just his 
family though, his whole family was amazing at piano. 
Sometimes people in the pub would call him and Joe 
over to sing and play the piano. 



 
Eventually the time came and on the 4th of April 1976 
he passed away because he was a smoker. To this day 
I hated cigarettes because they were the reason I never 
met my grandfather. Even though I never met him I still 
love him very much. 

Máire Ní Dhubhda 

  

  

  

MY GRANDFATHER’S LIFE  
On 13/08/1945 my grandfather, Maurice Silke was born 
in Castlerea. He was a big, fat and friendly baby. It was 
the end of the Second World War and he was given a 
ration book as a child (The ration book system 
continued for some time after the war) and he grew up 
knowing the Second World War as THE EMERGENCY 
(That was the nickname the Irish people had for it.) My 
granddad likes to joke that they started fighting for the 
right to mind him! When he was young a treat was seen 
as going up to Knock for a day as they got to eat 
sandwiches and drink lemonade! He laughs at the fizzy 
drinks and sweets people consider a treat today. 
 
He lived a happy childhood despite the sad passing of 
his father. His Grandfather John Silke died before he 
was twelve. John Silke was chief of the flying Column of 
Castlerea in the war of Independence and the first ever 
president of Connaught GAA. 



My grandfather was always discovering new things like 
trains, cars, televisions and telephones. When he first 
saw a diesel train, he and his two brothers and sister 
called it an electric train. They didn’t know the 
difference!  He first saw a television in a shop window 
and thought it was magic. He ran away as fast as he 
could. 

He played GAA for Castlerea Football and enjoyed 
athletics and swimming. It soon became apparent that 
he had a natural talent for swimming, and won many 
competitions and galas. He wasn’t allowed to play or 
watch soccer, or face the sanction of being banned from 
the GAA for life! The teachers in his national school 
were very strict but they rarely hit him. After Sixth Class 
he moved to Tuam to go to secondary school.  It was 
very rare for a child who had lost his father to go to 
secondary school as it was costly. Children were 
normally expected to start working and making an 
income for the family. 

After leaving secondary school, he picked up the points 
needed for an excellent paying job. He joined the 
AIRCORPS where he studied theory of flight for two 
years. After those two years of long and hard studying, 
he started fixing planes! He thoroughly enjoyed this job 
and was almost never bored.  

When my Granddad was eighteen, he went to a rubbish 
dump looking for car parts. He reckoned that he would 
know the way to put together a car from his expertise 
with aeroplanes. He bought the car parts for twenty 
pounds. With a couple of friends he had it made and 
was driving it soon after. He was the envy of his 



colleagues I can imagine! 
 
At twenty three he got bored of his job and went in 
search of more excitement. I think he was very picky 
giving how exciting his job was. He had never been 
outside the country and wanted to see the world. He 
travelled to England for a bit of work and to Norway, 
Amsterdam in Holland featured in his journey as well. 
He went back to Ireland for a brief spell of work in 
Belfast before going to work for a few years in Montreal, 
The Yukon (where he went mining) and Vancouver in 
Canada. He travelled to Mexico for a bit of partying and 
surfing before heading back to Ireland. 
 
Back at his homeland, my granddad met Marion Varley. 
They married after going out for quite some time. The 
couple had three children together: Carmel (my mother), 
Brendan and Martin (my two uncles).  
 
From his middle twenties to his retirement at sixty, 
Maurice worked at many manufacturing companies 
including Ferenka down in Limerick and Asahi. He was 
director of engineering at Allergan as well. At sixty years 
old he retired from the amazing career he had. During 
retirement my Grandfather enjoys spending time with 
my Nanny and going for walks with his dog Sam, going 
to Spain and visiting his beautiful grandchildren Muiris 
and Lucia ... he likes Charlie as well. 

Muiris 

  

  



A Biography of Mary 
I met Mary, who is an eighty-year old woman who led a 
vey interesting life. I was very fascinated to hear other 
life experiences and so she began to tell me her life 
story. 

 
Mary was born and raised on a small  farm with two 
brothers and three sisters. She helped her father on the 
farm from an early age. She fed the animals and 
cleaned the stables. Money was scarce, so she didn’t 
enjoy many luxuries, unlike young eleven-year-olds-my 
age. For example she had no mobile phone, no ipads 
and no technology in general. I realised on talking to her 
how fortunate my age and I are to enjoy such luxuries. 
 
Mary attended the local primary school from the age of 
five to twelve. When she finished her primary education, 
her parents could not afford to send her to secondary 
school, so Mary continued to work on the farm until the 
age of sixteen. Her life revolved around hard work and 
caring for her younger siblings. Listening to all this, I 
realised that my life is very different to what Mary’s has 
been. I am lucky because I know I can look forward to 
five or six years of second level education. I have many 
dreams for the future and hopefully I will have an 
interesting career in the years to come. I also enjoy 
extra school activities such as swimming and dancing. 
Alas Mary had no such opportunities. 
 
At the age of sixteen, Mary was offered a job as a 
house-keeper for a wealthy family who lived in the 
nearby town. Here she worked long hours cleaning and 



cooking for the family. She had very little free time. Her 
wages were low and each day ended in exhaustion for 
Mary. I found this very sad because the sixteen-year-
olds nowadays have wonderful opportunities in 
education and a variety of activities to choose from. 
 
She told me that the work was hard but she had to 
continue and contribute money to the family. She 
remained working for this family for four years. At the 
age of twenty she emigrated to America. There she 
found similar work. Her wages were higher and she had 
a better social life. She missed her family and felt lonely. 
On hearing all this, I am very aware of my privileged 
position as an eleven-year-old. 
 
She remained in America for around fifty years, working 
at various jobs. Her life improved but was still difficult 
she never had any surplus money but had enough to 
survive. She was constantly thinking of home. Ireland 
had a special place in her heart, and in her fifties she 
decided to return home. Mary settled in a rural village 
near her birth place. She still resides there today and 
that is where I had this conversation with Mary. 
 
I found this meeting with the eighty-year-old Mary 
interesting and I learned a lot from her experiences. I 
truly appreciate my good fortune and the wonderful 
opportunities that hopefully await me in the future.   

Niamh    

  

  



My Mother’s Schooldays 
 
My mother was born and lived in Barnaderg, Galway. 
She lived in a bungalow on a farm. There are twelve in 
her family: seven boys and five girls. 
 
She went to Barnaderg National School. They didn’t 
wear uniforms. There were twelve in her class. Her least 
favourite subject was geography and her favourite was 
history. She started school at the age of three. Her 
teachers were not very strict.  She got much the same 
amount of homework as I do now. The games she 
played at lunch were Rover Rover 123 and tip. When 
she would come home from school she’d eat the dinner 
and do some chores. 
 
She lived in an eight-roomed house. Her dad put turf in 
the fire during the day. All the cooking was done on a 
range. The roof was made out of slates. She had a 
sheepdog and plenty of other animals such as cats, 
cows, pigs and chickens. She went to secondary school 
in Tuam. School started at nine and ended at four. In 
secondary school she had a uniform. Then she went to 
a convent but this convent was not the same as the 
ones today as there were nuns teaching. 
 
She hopes one day to have a holiday home in 
Barnaderg, as most of her family lives there now. Her 
sister lives in the same house as my mam grew up in. 
 
Lee Ó  hÉanacháin 

  



  

My GRANDDAD REG! 
My granddad is eighty-four years old and lives in the Isle 
of Man. 
With my grandma Grace, I visited him this summer and 
he told me some funny stories of when he lived in 
Glasgow in Scotland as he was a child. 

When my granddad was fifteen, he and his friend cycled 
from Glasgow to Edinburgh and back which is a 
hundred miles. In addition, he was on a butcher bike [a 
butcher bike is a heavy bike with a basket on the front] 
and, for some one who isn’t fit, that’s pretty hard. He 
said after “I couldn’t walk for a week.” He didn’t cycle 
much after that. 

One of my granddad’s first jobs was a drummer and he 
played on cruises and in villages. When they were 
driving to a village in Italy, the brakes failed going down 
a mountain so they had to use the gears and the 
handbrake. At the bottom the handbrake was on fire so 
he got a whiskey to cool his nerves. They made it just in 
time for the gig. Now they live in a three-storey house. I 
can’t wait to hear more funny stories next year. It will be 
such fun! 

AENGHUS 

  

  

Generations 



 
Things change all the time.  
People change all the time.  
Times change all the time. 

 

 
 
My granddad was born Francis Smith but later changed 
his name to the Irish form of the name Mac Gabhann for 
he was fascinated in the Irish language and culture. He 
lived in Red Hills Co.Cavan in a farmhouse with his 
brother and sister called Úna and Patrick. They lived in 
a very remote area. They had no tv, nor electric lighting, 
electric heating, washing machine, dryer, fridge or any 
other modern appliances. They had no running water so 
they had to fetch water from a well on their land. There 



was no toilet so they had to go as they said, “up the 
fields”. They had no cars so they walked and cycled 
everywhere including to Croke Park because Cavan had 
a great team in the 1940’s! His favourite pastimes were 
fishing, and playing football.   

When he was older, his family got a radio. It was very 
rare for a family to get a radio back then. 
 
Whenever Cavan were playing, all the neighbours would 
come in to listen to the matches on the radio.  

My dad is called Fiachra Mac Gabhann. He lived in 
Blackrock, Co.Louth beside Dundalk. They had a black 
and white tv. When he was young, one of his great 
memories he had were when Argentina played Holland 
in the world cup final in 1978. Unlike my granddad, my 
dad went on holidays to Donegal and Kerry each year. 
They had a car and a bike. His brother and sisters were 
called Aenat, Ciara and Féilim. 
 
In the house they had a toilet and a fire-place in every 
room except the bathroom. They did not need to grow 
their own food, they just bought it in the supermarket. 
They had a new wonderful attraction in the hall called a 
phone. He attended primary school and secondary 
school and college, unlike his father who only went to 
primary school. 
 
I am Fianach Mac Gabhann and I live in Partry in Co. 
Mayo. Unlike my dad, I travel abroad to other countries 
on holidays. I grew up with Nintendos, the internet, 
laptops, iPads, xBoxes, youtube4 or skype. However, 
there are also similarities. I love football and music like 



my father and grandfather. Like them, I also have a bike 
to get around. 

Fianach 

  

  

MY Mom’s Childhood 
Hi this story will be about my mom in primary school. My 
Mom first started school when she was four. Her first 
school was a small school in the countryside. The 
school only had two rooms. The school shut down when 
she was in 3rd class. 
 
After that she went to a bigger school only two miles 
away from the old school. She went to school on the bus 
every day. She used to go swimming with the school. 
After swimming she would get sweets. Their teacher 
was sick a lot, so they got a sub. She was very nice. A 
couple years later she went to secondary school.  

Caoimhín 

  

  

LIFE IN MY GRANDPARENT’S TIME 
TODAY I WILL BE WRITING ABOUT “LIFE IN MY 
GRANDPARENT’S TIME”. TO FIND OUT ALL OF THE 
INFORMATION FOR THIS BIOGRAPHY, I ASKED MY 
NANNY VARIOUS QUESTIONS ABOUT HER PAST. 



ONCE I HAD ALL OF THE ANSWERS, I WROTE THIS 
ESSAY. 
 
MY NANNY WAS BORN IN 1939 WHICH MAKES HER 
NOW SEVENTY-EIGHT. SHE IS ORIGANALLY FROM 
BALLYHEANE. THE HOUSE SHE USED TO LIVE IN 
WAS A SMALL FOUR-ROOMED BUNGALOW. IT WAS 
OUT IN THE COUNTRYSIDE. HER PARENTS 
PATRICK AND MARY WERE BOTH FARMERS. ON 
THEIR FARM THEY HAD FOUR COWS, ONE HORSE, 
A PIG, HENS, DUCKS AND TURKEYS. PATRICK 
WOULD SELL TURKEYS EVERY CHRISTMAS. THEY 
SOLD EGGS AND MILK ON THE MARKET AS A 
JOB.  MY NANNY HAS TWO SIBLINGS A SISTER 
AND A BROTHER. BACK THEN THEY HAD NO 
HEATING ONLY OPEN FIRES. EVERY NIGHT HER 
FAMILY WOULD KNEEL DOWN AND SAY THE HOLY 
ROSARY. 
 
MY NANNY WENT TO ERREW NATIONAL SCHOOL. 
IT WAS A VERY SMALL SCHOOL.  HER 
CLASSROOM WAS VERY COLD SO HER TEACHER 
GOT THEM TO BRING IN TURF TO PUT IN THE FIRE. 
THERE WERE ONLY FIVE GIRLS IN THAT CLASS. 
THE TEACHER WOULD SMACK THE GIRLS 
SEVERAL TIMES IF THEY DIDN’T PAY ATTENTION. 
MY NANNY WOULD BRING HOMEMADE BREAD, 
BUTTER AND JAM TO SCHOOL AS HER LUNCH. 
HER CLASS WOULD HAVE TO EAT UNDER A WALL. 
AFTER SCHOOL, SHE WOULD GO HOME AND HELP 
AROUND THE FARM. SHE ALSO WOULD PLAY 
HOPSCOTCH AND FOOTBALL. 
 



AFTER YEARS OF ERREW NATIONAL SCHOOL SHE 
WENT TO TECH VOCATIONAL SCHOOL FOR TWO 
YEARS AND BECAME A NURSE. IN 1966, SHE GOT 
MARRIED TO MY GRANDDAD. THE CELEBRATION 
WAS HELD IN THE IVY TOWERS. THEY HAD FIVE 
DAUGHTERS. THEY HAVE THIRTEEN 
GRANDCHILDREN, NINE GIRLS FOUR BOYS.  
 
OVERALL, IT IS CLEAR THAT THERE ARE MANY 
DIFFERENCES BETWEEN MY LIFE AND THE LIFE 
OF MY NANNY. THIS CAN BE SEEN IN THE 
DIFFERENCES BETWEEN SCHOOL LIVES. THE 
CHOICES OF FOODS AND THE VARIETY OF 
HOBBIES THAT WE NOW HAVE ARE MUCH 
BROADER. I FEEL THAT LIFE IN 2017 IS MUCH 
MORE PLEASANT THAN LIFE IN THE 1950S. 

CHLOE 

  

  

Stories of Grandparents 
My grandparents grew up in the fifties in a very different 
Ireland. I am lucky enough to have all my grandparents 
alive and well. My grandparents have many stories from 
when they were young. I mostly remember the stories 
Granddad Séamus has told me as they have a little bit 
of magic or mystery in them. 
 
My favourite story is the story about when Granddad 
was ten, his Father was at the church and he met an old 
lady who looked really sad. When he spoke to her, he 



found out she was in hospital for a month and had lost 
her job. All the money she had left was five shillings. 
She had always lit a candle on a Friday for the souls 
who had nobody to pray for them. She didn’t know if she 
should spend the money on a candle or a loaf of bread 
that evening. Granddad’s dad gave her the money to 
light a candle and he went home. 
 
When the lady was leaving the church, she met a man 
who spoke to her and asked her why she was so sad. 
She explained her story to him. He told her that a lady 
down the road was looking for a housekeeper and she 
should go and speak to her. When she went to that 
lady’s house she was brought into the parlour room or 
sitting room. She told the woman of the house she was 
looking for a job as a housekeeper. The lady of the 
house was amazed as her housekeeper had just left the 
job. The old lady looked at the picture over the fireplace 
and said “that’s the man that told me you were looking 
for work”. The woman couldn’t believe what she heard. 
The man she was talking to in the church had been 
dead for ten years and was her husband. 
 
This is my favourite story of my granddad. 

Caolán Ó Coinín 

  

  

Grandparents 
My Mom’s dad was born in 1929. Next month he will be 
88 years old.  His was a family of eight, four boys and 



four girls. He was the youngest and is now the last one 
alive. His name is Michael Joe Sheridan. 
 
He went to a school in Ballygarries. It was only a small 
school with not many pupils. They had to walk four miles 
to and from school every day. There was no heating in 
the school so everyone had to bring a sod of turf for the 
fire every day. Granddad told me a story once where the 
teacher got very cross because his sod of turf was too 
small. She spanked the palm of his hand four times with 
a ruler. He made sure to bring a big sod of turf from then 
on. 
 
He was a great Gaelic football player and even played 
for the same team I play for now which is Ballintubber. 
He was in Croke Park in 1951 when Mayo last won Sam 
Maguire. He worked as a farmer all his life and he loves 
the outdoors. He married Nora, my nana in 1963. Moved 
to Clogher and has lived there ever since. They are over 
fifty years married. 
 
My Nana's name is Nora Finnerty. She grew up in 
Sheeaune in a family of nine: four boys and five girls. 
She was the youngest in her family too. When she was 
seven, they moved to Clogher, Claremorris.  She went 
to Clogher National School and was brilliant at maths. 
She and her brother Tom travelled to America by boat in 
the 1950’s. She lived and worked there as a nanny for a 
couple of years, before returning to Clogher. Tom is still 
in America to this day. Nana married granddad in 1963 
and had five children, three boys and two girls. My mom 
is the youngest. My nana will be eighty years old next 
month and I’m really looking forward to her birthday. 



 
My grandfather was born in Breaffy. There were five in 
his family: two boys and three girls. Two of his sisters 
died and three remain. He went to Manulla national 
school and went to Davitt College on the Newport Road. 
He served his time as an apprentice painter with Joseph 
Livingstone. They travelled all around Connaught 
painting hospitals and schools. When he finished his 
time, he worked as a painter for Mayo County Council 
and went on to work for the Western Health Board. He 
retired six years ago and does gardening as his 
pastime. He got married in 1967 to Maura O’ Connor. 
They are fifty years married in October. 
 
My dad’s mom, Maura, was born in County Longford, in 
a small village called Street. She grew up in a family of 
ten five boys and five girls. Four have died. Nana is the 
third youngest. Margo moved to Australia in the early 
sixties. They talk a lot on the phone but haven’t met 
since. Five of nana’s family moved to Northern Ireland. 
Dad’s mom moved to Castlebar. Two stayed in Longford 
and one moved to Dublin. 

Ethan 

  

  

Margaret Marren – my Nanny’s life. 
This is a story of my Nanny’s life and I will be taking 
about her family, her life as a child and as an adult. 



My nanny was born in Co. Sligo in the year 1934. She 
was named after her mother who was also named 
Margaret. She had two older brothers and no sisters. 
People in Ireland in 1934 where very poor and this was 
the same for Nanny’s family too. It was very hard living 
in Ireland in the 1930’s and 1940’s because World War 
Two had started and food had to be rationed. Some of 
the foods that was rationed was butter, sugar and tea 
which made it hard to live in Ireland because food was 
limited, so people were often hungry. When Nanny was 
six, life became harder for the family after the sad 
passing of my Nanny’s father that died in 1941 fighting a 
battle against cancer. 

As a child, Nanny had to walk three miles to school each 
day in her bare feet. She had shoes but was only 
allowed wear them on Sundays for mass. She never 
liked them because they hurt her toes.  Her school was 
small and cold but the teachers were nice. Although she 
was the smallest, she was very intelligent at maths. She 
once won a box of plums for knowing her twelve-times 
multiplication, which would have being a great 
achievement at the time. In secondary school she was 
able to cycle seven miles to school. She enjoyed school 
and liked playing sports. Nanny was very good at some 
sports and was the caption of the senior camogie team 
which is still a great achievement and honour. 



 

 
After Nanny finished school, she got a job in an office. 
She got married in 1969 to my granddad and, because 
of the law, she had to leave her job after she got 
married. For ten years, she was unemployed. In that 
time she gave birth to all four kids: two boys and two 
girls, one of which is my mother. When my mother was 
five years old, her mother started back at work in 
another office. She quickly and cleverly worked her way 
up to head of the office.  
 
Now Nanny has thirteen grandkids scattered across 
Connaught. She enjoys playing golf and going on 
holidays with family members. She also looks after 
some sheep and two donkeys called Miley and Denny. 
She lives alone because granddad died 25 years ago. 
Her small amount of farm animals and her cat Eddie, 
keep her company! 
 
Tadhg O hAodha 



  
  

The Life Of Mary McGrath 
My name is Mary.  

I was born in a small village called Cornboy.  
My mother’s name is Winnifred 

  

I have six children. Their names are Niamh, Gloria, 
Rachel, Ruth, Megan and Shane. I also have nine 
grandchildren. Their names are Ethan, Gemma, Brooke, 
Sienna, Danny, Harry, Annie, Mikey and Luke. They are 
all between two and twelve years old. 

When I was younger, I lived on a farm with my four 
brothers and two sisters. As I was the eldest, I had to do 
most of the work such as going to the bog to get turf, 
helping with the dinner and putting the younger ones to 
bed. 

I hated school. The teachers were horrid and hated us 
all. Every day after school, I would go down to the 
nearest well and get water for us to have with our dinner 
while my siblings would play outside and go down to 
help out on the farm. My brothers loved to play football 
while my sisters would play with their dolls. I never really 
got to play because I was always working but I enjoyed 
life back then. 

I didn’t have much time to do homework or study for 
tests so I never really thought about college or 
university, but now I have a job in a school working with 
the disabled children and I love my job. 



My husband John-Paul and I were engaged at 16 and 
married at 19 and had our first child (Niamh) the 
following year. Oh, how the times have changed! On the 
bright side, I am fortunate enough to have nine 
grandchildren whom I regularly see and that I’m young 
enough to enjoy them. Please God I will live to see my 
great-grand-children. 

Brooke 

  

  

Life in 1954! 
My Nana Rita Skelly-Farrell was born in the year 1942. 
She was the eldest of six girls. Her only brother died of 
pneumonia which was very common in those days. I’d 
like to describe her life when she was my age in 1954. 
   
In 1954 the president of Ireland was Seán T. O’Kelly 
and the Taoiseach was Éamon de Valera. This was a 
very different time from today. The Pope announced a 
Marian Year which meant there were a lot of pilgrims in 
honour of  the Virgin Mary. 

Rita walked three miles every day to school. She 
brought jam sandwiches and a bottle of milk everyday 
for her lunch. She didn’t wear a uniform, so she wore a 
pinafore, a blouse and a cardigan. If she was late for 
school she would get three slaps on each hand. The 
teachers were very strict and could be quite cruel. There 
were four small classrooms and two teachers. She didn’t 
have any workbooks. She only had a copy for each 



subject. Her favourite subject was English and her least 
favourite was Irish. At lunchtime, she ate outside and 
they played handball. The toilets weren’t in the school; 
they were in outhouses! It was a tough year studying 
catechism for her Confirmation. She had to learn 
everything off by heart or she would be in big trouble 
with her teacher and priest.  

After school, she had jobs to do: bring in fuel for the fire 
and wash the clothes. The wash machine had a roller at 
the end of it to squeeze the water out of the clothes. She 
made butter using a churn with her mother, a job that 
was very tiring!  

Her first book was very special. It came from a relative 
in England and it was called Cinderella. Santa was very 
different back in 1954. He would bring her pencils, 
copies, oranges and best of all biros. She loved getting 
biros.  

My Nana is now 76 years old. Her life was very different 
to mine but it has made her the person she is today that 
I love! J  

 
Isabel 

  

  

 

 


