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The Board of Directors of the Buffalo Irish Center has chosen its Irishman (Irishwoman) 
of the year. This designation is given to someone of Irish descent whose remarkable work, 
pride of and in community and visionary spirit has and is contributing to the growth and 
development of Buffalo and Western New York.
This year’s designee is Seamus Gallivan, a man whose laudable mission is to encourage 
people to rediscover our city.  Among his many accomplishments that contribute to his 
designation as our 2016 Irishman of the Year are: 
-his work as a Buffalo News freelance writer
- his promotion and support of local music and food-venues such as Larkin Square, Pearl 
Street,  Nietzches and the Sportsmen Tavern to name a few;
-his fostering of a variety of compassionate causes-;
-his founding of ‘The Good Neighborhood’ blog;
-and the major role he plays in the development of The Slow Roll Buffalo
Seamus, who grew up in Kenmore graduated from Canisius College in 2000.
He worked for a minor-league baseball team in Clearwater, Fla., and three in Texas, eventually 
rising to director of ballpark entertainment and promotion coordinator for Corpus Christi, 
Texas. 
He returned to Buffalo in 2009 where he created The Good Neighborhood- an organization 
whose mission is to conceive and promotes causes that address the needs of the Buffalo 
community. In conjunction with this mission he runs the blog-The Good Neighborhood. 
Promotion and love of music is in his DNA.  Seamus is the great-grandson of GAA’s own 
Paddy Herlihy, who in his day, fiddled for our dancing. In his unique way Paddy also promoted 
our sports events:  he used the megaphone on top of his car to ‘broadcast’ the football and 
hurling matches in Mulroy Park each Sunday during the summer months.
Had this award existed ‘back then’ Paddy would certainly have been a recipient!
You can ‘celebrate’ Seamus and this award that recognizes his wonderful work by joining 
us on Thursday, September 15th at the Buffalo Irish Center during our Irish Night-Halfway 
to St. Patrick’s Day Event.  Rumor has it that Paddy will be there in spirit when a CD of his 
music will be part of the entertainment.

On Sat., June 4, the first annual James 
A. Brennan Memorial Scholarship was 
presented to 
MaryElisabeth Coyle Rustowicz .

The scholarship was created to by the 
Irish Cultural & Folk Art Assoc. of 
WNY Inc. to honor past chairman, 
Jim Brennan.  The 2016 topic was:  
Changing my World in honor of the 
100th Anniversary of the Easter Rising. 

 A student at Grand Island High School, 

Mary Elisabeth is a student at the 
McCarthy School of Irish Dance.  She is 
a cadet with the Grand Island Volunteer 
Fire Company, Youth Ambassador for 
the Grand Island Chamber of Commerce, 
Buddy for the Miracle League and has 
donated 68 inches of hair to Locks of 
Love. 

Congratulations to MaryElisabeth!
(See her award winning essay on page 11)

Seamus P. Gallivan
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Lee Hartung Named 
Irishman of the Year for 2013

Lee E. Hartung will be honored as 
Irishman of the Year at the 165th Annual 
Friendly Sons dinner on Saturday, March 
2nd at the Buffalo Irish Center. He will 
receive this highest honor of the Knights 
of Equity as his wife Nancy Hartung re-
ceives the Daughters of Erin Tara Award, 
the highest award given to a member of 
the organization. This is the first time a 
husband and wife will receive the awards 
together.  

Lee is the son of the late A. Walter 
and Lucy (Meyer) Hartung and grand-
son of the late Anthony and Anna (Dil-
lon) Hartung and is the oldest of five 
children. He attended St. James School 
in Buffalo, and when the family moved 
to Bliss, NY he finished grammar school 
at Arcade Central Schools. He then 
attended Bishop Timon High School 
and graduated in the third graduating 
class in 1952. He attended Canisius 
College and went to work at the Ford 
Motor Company, where he worked 
for the next 43 years. He and Nancy 
Riordan married on October 1, 1955 and 
together had 8 children, two of whom 
are still living – Janet (Don) Kill and 
Nadine (Jim) Ormond. They are proud 
grandparents of eight granddaughters, 
three great-granddaughters, two great-

grandsons and two great-great grand-
daughters.  

He is a long time member of the 
Knights of Equity and currently serves 
as Court 5 Recording Secretary. He held 
the post of Guard for the organization 
and along with his wife Nancy, hosts the 
annual Stag and Doe Picnic every fall 
as they open their beautiful home and 
grounds to the Knights and Daughters.  

Lee has been a registered Boy Scout 
for over 40 years currently serving as 
Assistant Scout Master of Troop 230 at 
Nativity Church in Orchard Park. He re-
ceived the highly regarded Scouter of the 
Year Award in 1980 and is also a member 
of the Order of the Arrow and served as 
canoe instructor and guide for the troop.

He has been a member of Nativity 
Church in Orchard Park for 63 years 
and is still active serving as a Eucharis-
tic Minister (Lee was in the First Class 
in the Diocese of Buffalo in the early 
1970’s), an usher and affiliated with 
the St. Vincent de Paul Conference at 
Nativity. Lee and Nancy received the 
prestigious St. Joseph the Worker Award 
in 1998.  

Lee has been an active member of 
the Knights of Columbus for over 45 

years, serving as Past Grand Knight of 
the Bishop Burke Council and the First 
and Past Navigator of the Msgr. Leo J. 
Toomey Assembly, of which he is very 
proud as he is a distant relative to the 
late Msgr. Toomey.  He also has held 
many offices in the organization and 
served on the Masters Staff as District 
Marshall for the 4th and 6th New York 
Districts. The Hartungs also belong to 
the Senior Knights of Columbus Bishop 
Burke Council and host the annual sum-
mer picnic at their Orchard Park home. 
Lee received the distinguished Knight of 
the Year Award from the Bishop Burke 
Council and the Top Recruiter Award in 
1991. He currently serves as a Trustee.  

     In the 1990’s, Lee and Nancy 
hosted nine college students from Europe 

that came to the US to volunteer as coun-
selors at Green Lake Girl Scout camp. 
The Hartungs were invited to Austria to 
attend the wedding of one of the girls and 
Nancy made her wedding cake. While 
overseas, they visited many of the girls 
and their families.

Lee is currently still active with 
Bishop Timon/St. Jude High school and 
the Class of 1952, and he and Nancy 
host their annual summer picnic. He is 
the owner of antique automobiles and is 
a member of the Antique Auto Club of 
America (AACA) and the Vintage Chev-
rolet Club of America (VCCA). He loves 
travelling, bowling and spending time 
with family and friends.  

     We congratulate Lee on this most 
deserving honor. 

Nancy Hartung to Receive Tara Award
Nancy Hartung has been selected 

by the Daughters of Erin to receive the 
Tara Award, the highest honor given to 
a member of the organization. She will 
receive the award at the Friendly Sons 
Dinner on Saturday, March 2nd at the 
Buffalo Irish Center, along with her 
husband Lee Hartung who will receive 
the Knights of Equity’s Irishman of the 
Year Award.  This is the first time a hus-
band and wife have received the awards 
together.   

Nancy is one of two daughters and 
two sons of the late Cornelius and Anne 
(Lynch) Riordan of South Buffalo. She 
attended St. Monica’s grade school and 
Mt. Mercy Academy, graduating in the 
Class of 1952. Nancy and Lee Hartung 
married in St. Monica’s Church on Octo-
ber 1, 1955 and were blessed with eight 
children, two still living, Janet (Don) 
Kill and Nadine (Jim) Ormond. She is 
the proud grandmother of eight grand-
daughters, three great-granddaughters, 

two great-grandsons and two great-great 
granddaughters.  

She has been a member of the Daugh-
ters of Erin for many years, serving as a 
trustee, chair of the telephone commit-
tee, and host of the annual Knights of 
Equity and Daughters of Erin Stag and 
Doe picnic, where she and Lee open their 
beautiful home and grounds for a delight-
ful picnic each September. Nancy is also 
a member of the Ladies of Kincora and 
the Ladies w of Hibernians. She is still 
very active at her alma mater, Mt. Mercy 
Academy, serving on the Alumnae board 
for over 50 years and a past President. 
In 2002, she received the distinguished 
Spirit of Mercy Award for living her life 
through her spirit of compassion, loyalty 
and service. She has been a member of 
Nativity Church in Orchard Park for 
56 years and is a Eucharistic Minister, 
Minister to the Sick, Lector and conducts 
a monthly Communion Service at a local 
retirement facility. She has served on 
the Parish Council, where she currently 
is a Trustee, past Chair of the Liturgy 
Committee, past President of the Altar 
and Rosary Society, serving as Secretary/
Trustee until it’s dissolution in 2012. 

Nancy also served as a religious educa-
tion volunteer, Parish Bereavement Com-
mittee and Meals on Wheels. She and her 
husband Lee received the esteemed St. 
Joseph the Worker Award in 1998.

Among her other activities, Nancy 
is Past President of the Eleanor Roos-
evelt Democratic Club of Orchard Park, 
an election inspector for the Town of 
Orchard Park and also the school system, 
Citizen of the Week in Orchard Park in 
1997, and currently remains a member of 
the Antique Auto Club of America and 
the Vintage Chevrolet Club of America. 

Nancy has been a registered member 
of the Girl Scouts of America for over 50 
years, having received three awards – the 
Green Angel Award, the Council Award 
for Volunteerism and the Thanks Badge 
which is the highest award given to a 
volunteer. In the 1990’s, the Hartungs 
were host to nine college students from 
overseas who came to the US to volun-
teer as  counselors at Girl Scout Green 
Lake Camp in Orchard Park. They were 
invited to Europe to the wedding of one 
of the girls from Austria and ... 

conTInued on pG 2

On May 25, the Black Rock Historical 
Society had the honor of hosting a 
luncheon to welcome the Lord Mayor 
of Dublin, Criona Ni Dhalaigh, to 
Buffalo. NYS Senator Tim Kennedy 
sponsored the luncheon in response to 
a personal request from the Lord Mayor 
who had asked for opportunity to thank 
the groups and individuals involved not 
only in Buffalo’s commemoration of the 
150th anniversary of the Fenian Invasion 
of 1866 but also the preservation and 
celebration of Irish history and culture in 
America.  Among those attending were 
representatives of the Amherst Gaelic 
League, Ancient Order of Hibernians, 
Buffalo Fenians Gaelic Football Club, 
Erie County, Gaelic American Athletic 
Association, and SUNY at Buffalo 

James Joyce Collection.  
Ms. Ni Dhalaigh acknowledged the 
importance of the Fenian invasion in 
laying the groundwork for the Easter 
Rising of 1916 and the eventual 
independence of Ireland.  The Lord 
Mayor also recognized the United 
States as a welcoming home for Irish 
emigrants during famine, political unrest 
and economic hardship, as well as a 
champion for the cause of Irish freedom.  
After the luncheon, the attendees 
proceeded to the Fenian Invasion of 
1866 monument where the Lord Mayor 
presented a proclamation to Doreen 
DeBoth, chairperson of the Black Rock 
Historical Society.
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A Letter From
 The Editor...

beannachtaí!

Wow, what a start for our summer.  It must be the luck of the Irish.  

This has been a very busy past few months for the Buffalo’s Irish Community.  
If you were not able to make some of the events you can read about them in this 
issue of the Buffalo Irish Times.

The many events planned by the Buffalo-Niagara 1916-2016 Centenary Com-
mittee were well attended and received recognition from the Government of Ire-
land.

The Thomas W. Carroll Ancient Order of Hibernians Division One and the 
Black Rock Historical Society recently worked together to mark the 150th An-
niversary of the Fenian Invasion of Canada from Buffalo in 1866.  This was well 
attended with the Consul General of Ireland, Barbara Jones in attendance.

Thursdays Under the Tent at the Buffalo Irish Center Series for the summer of 
2016 starts July 7th.  This will be a lot of fun for the Buffalo Irish Center and 
the South Buffalo Neighborhood.  Thanks to all the volunteers and everyone that 
helped set this up for 2016. We hope to see you all again this summer.

Remember to support our advertisers, renew your subscriptions to the Buffalo 
Irish Times and stop down at the Buffalo Irish Center and say hello.

Slán go fóill
Kevin J. O’Brien, Editor

Kevin
THE IRISHMAN

PUB & EATERY

MPB TRAVEL
480 Abbott Road, Buffalo, NY 14220

716.826.1009 • 800.234.0672
www.mpbtravel.com

Specializing in Ireland since 1973

Call Today!

Escorted Tours
Self Drive Tours
B&B Packages
Golf Packages

Laborers’ International Union of North
America Local 210 supports the GAAA

Sincere thanks to Laborers’ Local 210 for a generous donation of 
$5000 to assist the Buffalo Irish Center with its building fund

campaign. We appreciate their help in“ Keeping the Traditions Alive”.

35th Annual Buffalo Irish Festival
August 26, 27 & 28

 on Buffalo’s Outer Harbor        
We have been able to partner up this year with our friends at Rich Products and the Buffalo 
Bisons, who have taken over management of the Outer Harbor between Freezer Queen and 
the Coast Guard Station.
We’ll be able to utilize the bike ferry, and we’ll also have a shuttle to get you right to the 
festival.
The exact footprint of the festival grounds is being worked on as we speak, stay tuned to 
www.BuffaloIrish.com for a map of the grounds, as well as a map and directions on get-
ting there via the newly developed Ohio Street route, and the Skyway.
New bands in 2016 include Ireland’s #1 group in 2013, 2014 and 2015 ... the High 
Kings!  They will be in Buffalo one day only, with two Sunday shows at the Festival.  This 
year is the first performance of Carbon Leaf, from Virginia, who will be in all week-
end.  Also coming from Canada: Poor Angus and Steel City Rovers from Hamilton, On-
tario.  Hair of the Dog will be visiting from Sarasota Springs/Albany area.   The Glengarry 
Bhoys, Dady Brothers, and Seamus Kennedy will be returning. Local bands include Jack 
Mahones, Crikwater, The Leftovers, Blarney Bunch, Tom Callahan and St. Mary’s Road 
(formerly the Colleens!).
As usual, the Parade of Ireland’s 32 Counties will be held on Friday afternoon at 
5:30pm.  Admission is FREE from 4:00pm to 5:30pm for the Parade.  Feel free to get in-
volved, jump in line behind the county of your heritage.
Festival Hours are Friday from 4 - 11, Saturday from 11 - 11, and Sunday from 11 - 9.  
So, mark your calendar, and please spread the word to your friends.  Find us on Facebook 
at Buffalo Irish Festival.  And on the web at www.BuffaloIrish.com/fest.htm.
Parking is free, admission is $10 pre-sale, with $20 weekend passes available.  Admission 
at the gate is $15, with $10 for seniors, and $5 for kids 4-12 years of age.  Pre-sale tickets 
will be available at Consumers Beverages, Tara Gift Shoppe, Shannon Pub, Coca-Cola 
Field and online at Tickets.com. 
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Cardinal O’Hara H.S.
Andy Moynihan
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Buffalo Commemorates the 100th Anniversary 
of the Fenian Invasion of 1866

by William Butler
During the early morning of June 1, 1866, 
Colonel John O’Neill, a member of the Fenian 
Brotherhood from Nashville, Tennessee led 
a combined force of Irish-American Civil 
War veterans from Indiana, Ohio, Kentucky, 
Tennessee, and Buffalo, New York to invade 
British North America (now Canada) with 
the objective of seizing the Welland Canal 
and holding Canada hostage until the British 
government recognized the freedom of the 
Irish people.  In the dark of night, between 500 
and 800 men were ferried across the Niagara 
River from the docks of the Pratt Ironworks 
which is now Tow Path Park at the foot of 
Hertel Avenue.  After decisively defeating 
Canadian militia and the Queen’s Own Rifles 
in battles at Ridgeway and Fort Erie, O’Neill 
and his men were forced to retreat as their lines 
of supplies and reinforcements were cut off 
by US Army General George Meade and the 
USS Michigan.  One hundred and fifty years 
later, this herculean effort was respectfully 
remembered by commemorative events 
sponsored by the Ancient Order of Hibernians 
(AOH), Erie County Division 1 and Black 
Rock Historical Society.
 On June 3, a traditional Irish Hooley was 
held in the Emerald Room of the Buffalo 
Irish Center where guests were treated to 
musical selections from the “Fenian Songster” 
performed by Rush the Growler.  Appropriate 
pomp and circumstance was also provided by 
the Erie County Sheriff’s Pipes and Drums.  
President Tom Lambert of the AOH welcomed 
the guests and introduced NYS Senator and 
special guest of honor Consul General of 
Ireland in New York Barbara Jones.  Mr. 
Kennedy described the importance of the 
Fenian invasion not only from the perspective 
of Buffalo history, but also because of its 
significance to both Canadian confederation 
and Irish independence.  He acknowledged 

the year 2016 as the sesquicentennial of the 
invasion of 1866, in addition to the centennial 
of the Easter Rising of 1916 – a fact that has not 
been lost on historians.  Ms. Jones expressed 
her gratitude to the Buffalo Irish Center for 
their work in preserving and celebrating Irish 
culture in the United States.  Not only did she 
recognize the Fenian soldiers who took up arms 
for the cause of Irish independence, but also 
the women who “scrubbed floors and opened 
doors” as domestic servants and selflessly gave 
their precious pennies and dimes to fund the 
struggle for freedom.  
In an historic reenactment, Raymond Ball, 
Sr. of the Buffalo 7th Regiment, Irish Army 
of Liberation commanded the center floor 
of the Emerald Room and “mustered the 
troops” to “organize Companies, Battalions 
and Regiments in the City of Buffalo for the 
army of the Irish Republic.”  After his call 
to arms, the Fenian Sisterhood presented 
the replica flag which was originally carried 
by their brethren into battle in 1866.  These 
“Sisters” represented the wives, daughters 
and sweethearts of the Fenian soldiers who 
historically helped raise money for the Fenian 
Brotherhood through fancy balls and picnics.  
Today, the original flag, with its gold sunburst 
and border on a field of green, is curated at the 
Buffalo History Museum but unfortunately has 
become greatly deteriorated and is no longer 
available for public viewing.
On June 4, the historic Black Rock community 
hosted a formal procession from Amherst 
Street along Niagara Street to the Fenian 
Invasion of 1866 monument at Tow Path 
Park.  Before stepping off, the Buffalo 7th 
Regiment provided a “Living History” 
presentation of a Civil War-era encampment at 
Market Square which gave local residents and 
visitors alike the opportunity to “inspect the 
troops.”  Accompanied by City Councilman 

Joe Golombek and City Comptroller Mark 
Schroeder, Grand Marshalls Consul General 
of Ireland Jones and Senator Kennedy led 
units representing the AOH, Buffalo Fenians 
Gaelic Football Club, Erie County Sheriff’s 
Pipes and Drums, Niagara Celtic Festival, and 
Black Rock Historical Society.  After arriving 
at the monument, Tom Callaghan began the 
ceremony with an opening prayer for the brave 
Irish-American soldiers who sacrificed so 
much for the cause of freedom for all Ireland.   
With the scenic backdrop of the blue waters 
of the Niagara and green shoreline of Canada, 
Kate Schroeder sang touching renditions of 
both the Irish and US national anthems. 
After the anthems, Mr. Kennedy addressed the 
crowd by first thanking the individuals and 
organizations who were responsible for the 
planning and sponsorship the commemorative 
events.  He also respectfully remembered the 
Irish-Americans who placed themselves in 
harm’s way for the cause of Irish freedom.  
Only one year prior, these courageous men had 
fought the bloodiest war in US history; yet the 
fight for the independence of Ireland was so 
vital that they did not hesitate to take up arms 
once again for their homeland.  Recognizing 
the achievements that the Fenian Invasion had 
gained for both Ireland and Canada, Ms. Jones 
acknowledged the long fight for Irish freedom 
and the men and women who sacrificed all 
they had to achieve it.  Despite this at times 
deadly struggle, she emphasized that the flag 
of the Republic is truly a flag of peace.  From 
the Rising of 1848 to the Easter Rising of 1916 
and beyond, the green represents Ireland’s 
Gaelic tradition with the orange representing 
the followers of William of Orange.  Most 
importantly, the white of the “Irish tricolour” 
signifies the lasting truce between the “Green” 
and the “Orange.”  
AOH Brothers Kevin Lafferty and Jim O’Brien 

explained how the invasion rekindled the fires 
of freedom as a direct forebear to Padraig 
Pearse’s legendary graveside oration for the 
famous Fenian Jeremiah O’Donovan Rossa 
and of course the Easter Rising of 1916.  In 
solemn remembrance, Mr. Lambert recited the 
names of the Fenian patriots who were killed 
during the Battles of Ridgeway and Fort Erie 
in 1866.  Following a memorial three-volley 
musket salute by the Buffalo 7th Regiment, 
Irish Army of Liberation, Raymond Ball, Jr. 
played taps in honor of the fallen.  Ms. Jones 
and Mr. Kennedy then ceremoniously carried a 
floral wreath from the monument and placed it 
on the waters of the Niagara where the Fenian 
soldiers had crossed 150 years ago.  In a final 
gesture of respect, the historic Fireboat Edward 
M. Cotter arched a symbolic water salute from 
its powerful pumps and turrets.
After the ceremony, the Black Rock Historical 
Society hosted a reception at their museum 
at 1902 Niagara Street.  Amid displays 
representing the Black Rock, Riverside, West 
Hertel and Grant-Amherst communities, guests 
enjoyed light refreshments including a special 
craft brew that was tapped just for the occasion 
by Community Beer Works – an Irish red amber 
ale named Céad Mile Fáilte.  Guests were 
also privileged to have the opportunity to talk 
with Irish scholars and authors including Dr. 
Bridgette Slavin (Professor of Celtic Studies, 
Medaille College), Tim Bohen (author of 
Against the Grain), Dr. Tim Madigan (Director 
of Irish Studies Program, St. John Fisher 
College) and Dr. David Doolan (lecturer/tutor 
and author of Transnational Revolutionaries, 
The Fenian Invasion of Canada, 1866).
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The Illustrated Life of Michael Collins by 
Colm Connolly is a short multipictured look 
at the brief but important life of Michael 
Collins.  A hero of the 1916 revolt, he was 
assassinated during the civil war, which 
followed the establishment of the Irish Free 
State.

Readers looking for an in-depth biography 
of his life will not find it in this work.  What 
you will find is a very readable glimpse into 
the life of  “The Big Fellow,” as many called 
him.  

Michael Collins was a man of many gifts.  
While his formal education ended at the 
local National School, he acquired a love of 
books and learning from his father at an early 
age.  At the age of six his father died. Young 
Michael continued learning from his family 
and members of the community.  During this 
time he developed a knowledge and love of 
Ireland, its history and a fierce devotion for 
Irish independence.

Michael was also gifted with good looks and 
guile.  These talents helped him in personal 
relationships and in establishing a stunningly 
successful spy ring.  His use of “G” men and 
operatives such as the “Twelve Apostles” 
proved very useful in dealing with the far 
superior British Army.

Although a brief work, The Illustrated Life 
of Michael Collins gives the reader a real 

feel for the man who served Ireland so well 
during these desperate times.  On his father’s 
deathbed, “he pointed to Michael junior and 
said to the assembled family: ‘Mind that 
child.  He’ll be a great man yet and will do 
things for Ireland.’”

As always, visitors are welcome to use 
the library.  Presently, hours are the third 
Wednesday of each month at 7 PM and 
by appointment. Please contact me first as 
there is an Irish language class being held in 
the library at that time.  I may be reached 
at:  716-873-1078 or jjeboyle@yahoo.com.  
Volunteers are always welcome and we are 
still looking for book club members.

Gems from the Library
Jim Boyle

10 Family History Questions 
to Ask Your Grandparents

When researching your family history, one of the greatest resources at your disposal are 
your living relatives. Your grandparents and other older relatives may just be your closest 
connection to earlier generations of your family.
When your grandparents pass, their knowledge and memories of your family’s history 
disappear forever.
Interviewing your elderly relatives now is not only great for capturing and preserving their 
stories for future generations, but also a wonderful way to get to know them better.
Here are some questions to ask your grandparents before it’s too late:
1. What were the names and birthdates of your siblings, parents and grandparents? Did any of 
them have nicknames?
2. When and where were you born? Did your parents share any stories with you about that day?
3. What is your earliest childhood memory? Happiest? Saddest?
4. What was your childhood like? What did you enjoy doing for fun?
5. What was school like for you growing up? Where did you go to school?
6. When and how did you meet grandpa/grandma?
7. Who was the oldest relative you remember as a child?
8. What did you want to be when you grew up? What jobs did you have?
9. What events most impacted your life growing up?
10. What would you say is your proudest achievement?

Thomas W. Carroll Ancient Order 
of Hibernians Division One and the 

Black Rock Historical Society

Recently worked together to mark the 150th 
Anniversary of the Fenian Invasion of 
Canada from Buffalo in 1866 at the Fenian 
Monument.  This commemoration also 
marked the 5th Annual commemoration 
of the Fenian Invasion by the AOH at the 
actual site of the Fenian Invasion along 
the Niagara River in Towpath Park.  The 
commemoration was the culmination of 
events on Friday June 3rd and Saturday 
June 4th, 2016.  A Hooley was held at the 
Buffalo Irish Center on Friday.  Saturday’s 
events included a Parade down Niagara 
Street to the Fenian Monument and a 
very moving ceremony at the Monument, 
attended by almost one hundred individuals, 

including the Consul General of Ireland, 
Barbara Jones, local dignitaries including 
New York State Senator Tim Kennedy, City 
of Buffalo Comptroller, Mark Schroeder 
and many members of the AOH and the 
Black Rock Historical Society.  The day’s 
events concluded with a reception at the 
Black Rock Historical Society Museum.  
The weekend’s events not only helped to 
honor an important event in the history 
of Buffalo, but also helped to honor those 
brave individuals who also served to inspire 
the Easter Rising in Ireland fifty years later!  
Tom Lambert, AOH NYS Secretary and 
AOH Division One President

NYS Senator, Tim Kennedy; AOH Member Larry Ginnane; Irish Consul 
General, Barbara Jones;  AOH NYS Secretary and Division One President, 
Tom Lambert; AOH Standing Committee Chairman, Jim O’Brien; AOH Vice 
President Kevin Lafferty, AOH Member Patrick Krey; AOH Financial Secretary, 
Tom Callaghan and AOH Member Bill Butler.
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THE DAUGHTERS
OF ERIN

If you would like to participate in:
Pot Luck Suppers, Charity Work, Adopt a Family Projects, Book Sales, Raffl es, 
St. Patrick’s Day Parade, Conventions, Going to the Theater, Helping Local 
Food Pantries, Special Mass Observances, Calendar Luncheon and you are of 

Irish and Catholic descent

THE DAUGHTERS OF ERIN
ARE LOOKING FOR YOU!

Meetings are held the 3rd Wednesday of every month.
FOR INFORMATION, CALL ROBIN MESSENGER AT 821-9762 

Scoil Cultur
Na Heireann

(SCHOOL OF IRISH CULTURE)

WEDNESDAYS
6:30pm - 9:30pm

at the buffalo irish center library

Beginner • Intermediate • Advanced

Call Margaret McGrath
716-674-8569

The Government of Ireland launched a national and international program of events to commemorate the 100th anniversary of the 1916 Easter Rising  and to remember those who 
fought and those who died for Irish independence. This Centenary Program called on action for the people of Ireland, her Diaspora and friends of Ireland all around the world: - to 
remember 1916 and that pivotal period in her history and -to reflect on the past 100 years. A range of commemorative, community, cultural, public outreach and academic/historical 
activities were presented in Ireland and throughout the world.
This program included events based on five intersecting themes:
 • remembering the past
 • reconciling and respecting all traditions
 • presenting Ireland to the world
 • celebrating our achievements
 • imagining our future.
This yearlong program continues throughout the year until April 25th 2017.  
Visitors to Ireland will encounter the spirit of 1916-2016 as they enjoy 
the many annual music fleadhs, feisanna, and festivals that are ‘being offered this year.
Further information on all these activities and events can be found at:  www.ireland.ie

On Monday, April 25, a number of 
people from Buffalo’s Irish community 
gathered at noon on the steps of Erie 
Community College City Campus, which 
was once Buffalo’s central post office, for 
a re-enactment of the 1916 reading of the 
Proclamation which signaled the start of 
the 1916 Rising. The highlight of our week 
long schedule of events commemorating 
this historic occasion, a solid crowd 
braved cold breezy conditions to Kevin 
O’Connell’s opening speech, Vince 
O’Neill’s reading of the Proclamation in 
English, and Kevin Conroy’s Irish Gaeilge 
translation of the same, as well as the Celtic 
Angels’ lovely music during the event.
The words of the Proclamation are 
poignant and profound, and strike the roots 
of my heart. Still, they were not the only 
thing I took away from the celebration. 
Rather, the words that still ring in my 
mind were spoken to me after the event. 
Speaking of the Irish community at large, 

Kevin O’Connell stated, “We are not just 
a parade.”
Most Americans in Buffalo and elsewhere 
around our country, even those with 
Irish blood coursing through their veins, 
celebrate their heritage every March 17, 
when half the world is suddenly Irish. 
Here in Buffalo we are fortunate to have a 
strong Irish heritage community, from the 
First Ward, to South Buffalo and the Irish 
Center, to Shannon’s Pub and a number of 
other fine Irish pubs and restaurants. Irish 
dancing is alive and well, Irish language 
classes are accessible, and Irish music is 
easy to find.
Still, the perception among many Buffalo 
media outlets and the public at large is that 
our two St. Patrick’s Day parades and the 
seasonal parties surrounding them are the 
highlights of our heritage. It is incumbent 
upon us to show them otherwise.
The Irish heritage is alive with kings and 
queens, legendary heroes and myths. While 

a significant part of that history is sad and 
difficult, it is a testament to our ancestors 
that so many survived and in large part 
with their faith intact. The fact that the Irish 
language is alive at all is astounding given 
the concerted effort by some to stamp it 
out. 
During the weeklong program at the Irish 
Center to honor the 1916 Rising, the 
movies Michael Collins and Wind That 
Shakes the Barley were shown. Each of 
these movies portrays in depth the very 
brave battle so many people fought in the 
struggle for Irish independence, which 
struggle was initiated by Padraig Pearse’s 
words in the Proclamation. Further detail 
of this fight for independence is found in 
Morgan Llewellyn’s stunning book 1916, 
which the Irish Center’s book club recently 
read. I think if many of us understood on a 
deeper level the struggle for survival and 
independence so many of our ancestors 
went through, we might not allow the 

media’s limited perspective of what our 
culture means to us.
“We’re not just a parade.” The Buffalo 
Irish Center and a number of other outlets 
in our area provide ample opportunities for 
anyone to connect with others from an Irish 
background. The Buffalo Irish Genealogy 
Society can help anyone interested in 
tracing their Irish roots. We have at our 
fingertips any number of places and ways to 
deepen our knowledge and understanding 
of our heritage. This vast host of riches is 
ours, but only so long as we support it with 
our attendance and assistance. We live in 
a fast-paced, often stressed world, with 
calendars full of work, appointments, and 
events. It is not possible to do all of the 
things we would like. Still, each passing 
generation is one step further removed 
from our ancestors’ culture, and without 
consistent learning and connection to it, 
that culture could someday be lost, or at the 
very least severely watered down.

Commemorating the Centenary:

Reflections on 1916 Week
Sinéad Tyrone

1916 Band Invades Irish Center
Sinéad Tyrone

“We’re not your father’s Irish band!” Bill Herring 
of the 1916 Band announced as they took the stage 
at the Buffalo Irish Center on Saturday, April 23. 
They proved this over the next two hours, filling 
the Emerald Room with fresh takes on traditional 
songs and several of their own compositions.
Starting with Rocky Road To Dublin, the 1916 
Band performed a rousing set is a 1950s rockabilly 

style, occasionally offset by a ‘60s hard rock edge. 
They treated us to Irish Rover, Black Velvet Band 
and Back Home In Derry in a hard-driving, fresh, 
unique manner that appealed to every age group 
in the audience. They concluded their show with 
a stirring a cappella version of The Auld Triangle 
that brought the audience to its feet.

Their name “1916 Band” derives from their 
desire to move people to learn more about Irish 
history and in particular the 1916 Rising. One 
comment I heard from a concert attendee was that 
young people have grown up hearing many Irish 
songs but not understanding the stories behind 
them. The 1916 Band seeks to inspire that deeper 
historical knowledge.

The 1916 Band was an exhilarating kickoff to 
our 1916 commemoration activities. I hope they 
will return soon. If they do, be prepared to join 
their exuberant followers dancing their shoes off 
at the front of the stage. You can’t sit still while 
listening to these guys!
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BUFFALOIRISHTIMES
TO ADVERTISE IN THE NEXT EDITION OF THE:

CALL THE BUFFALO IRISH CENTER AT 825-9535
OR EMAIL: BUFFALOIRISHTIMES@GMAIL.COM

A group of Irish friars was running short of funds, so they decided to start a busi-
ness selling flowers from the cathedral gardens. Happily, their business was ex-
tremely successful- so successful, in fact, that the local flower shop could no longer 
stand up to the competition. The owner, determined not to give up so easily, asked 
the holy men to find some other way to make money. “No,” they replied. “God has 
guided us to success.” So the florist went down to the local tavern and hired Hugh 
McTaggart: the meanest, toughest brawler in town. He showed up at the friars’ 
flower stand, knocked over the register, turned over the tables, and punched the 
abbot in the face, threatening to come back if they kept selling flowers. Naturally, 
the friars decided to close the shop and come up with another source of income.

The moral of the story? 
Only Hugh can prevent florist friars.

Irish Friars Cause Trouble

Going Home to South Buffalo
Joseph Xavier Martin

We visited Holy Cross Cemetery today. 
It was sunny and a cool 62 degrees out 
on this early October morning. The 
cemetery is timeless in its appearance. 
The weather worn limestone grave 
markers signal your entrance into the 
repose of the transplanted Irish. Many 
of the names are familiar to me, family 
friends and neighbors from the nearby 
community of South Buffalo.
The St. Jude section is a well-known 
destination to me. We stop first at 
Brother Eddie’s resting place and 
straighten up his stone. The heavy grass 
growth had covered much of the in 
ground marker. A few rows away, we 
clean up Maureen & Dad’s/Danny’s 
stone. We say a prayer and move onto 
the nearby Assumption section where 
Brother Jack’s grand marble marker sits 
proudly. He would have liked the Irish 
blessing on its face. I leave a golf ball 
on the edge of the stone as a memento. 
The visit is a reminder to me of who we 
are and from whence we came.
We drive along McKinley Pkwy and 
then past Trocaire College/Mt. Mercy 
Academy. The homes along the way 
are a rota to me of friends and family 
some now long passed on. I catalogue 
each remembrance as we drive into the 
leafy green expanse of Cazenovia Park. 
The park entrance here at Abbot Rd. is 
now named after legendary Southpaw 
Baseball hurler Warren Spahn. He 
had been born and raised a few blocks 
from here before spending most of his 
playing career with the Milwaukee 
Brewers. They well remember their 
sports heroes here.
A little league soccer game was in 
progress in the small field opposite the 
old Caz pool and along Neuman Street. 
Throngs of parents and grandparents 
watch their progeny run up and down 
the field in a timeless pursuit of autumn. 
The old caz pool is filled in now. The 
renovated Caz Casino, sturdy brick 
and prosperous in its appearance is 
still empty, a monument to times long 
past. A hundred years ago the casino 
had rented out canoes for recreation on 

the small pond and nearby Cazenovia 
Creek. Different generations live here 
today, unaware of their collective past. 
We park next to the small brick structure 
that once served as a park office of 
sorts. A baseball game is in progress 
in the nearby diamond. Two Catholic 
elementary teams are going head to 
head. The team is coed, something 
novel for this area. Before the Federal 
Title Nine statues in the early seventies, 
young girls were relegated to the 
benches as spectators. We walk around 
the asphalt path that circles the “bowl” 
area of Cazenovia Park. The small 
grove of chestnut trees, immediately 
adjacent to the old St. John the 
Evangelist elementary school, reminds 
me of the Kingers games we used to 
play there. We would first capture the 
smooth chestnuts from the high trees 
before fashioning them into homemade 
slingers, I wrote a story about it once 
and still have fond recollections of the 
area.
Next, we come upon Seneca Parkside, a 
small dead end street where the Martin 
Family had once called home. We walk 
slowly up the small street. The houses 
are older now, some dating back to the 
1920’s. They show their wear, aging 
dowagers straining to retain their 
cosmetic beauty. I know each house 
from our years here. I mentally tick off 
the list of occupants as I walk along. 
Gaska, Fitzpatrick, Martin, Esford, 
Johnson, Sullivan, Doyle, Carroll, 
Brown, Reidell, Gray, Acquino, Pingre, 
Spencer, Munson, Jackson, Thilke. 
The names come easily to mind and 
with them a rota of faces and flash of 
memories from long ago. In some plane 
of existence they all still reside here 
living out their eternal existence.
At the corner of the street, I look along 
Seneca Street and see what once was 
there. Liberty Bank, Colonial Kitchen, 
Mohican Market, Sears, Hens & Kelly’s, 
Kinmaid Mattar clothes, the Seneca 
Show and several others. Only the 
venerable Ettore Winter Photographic 
studio remains from the past. The once 

busy commercial area is now a weary 
and dimmer version of its past. The 
area is changing. Like most eastern 
American cities, it is wearing down as 
successive generations of people live 
out their lives amidst the gritty urban 
existence. We walk down Theresa 
Place, the next street over. I know 
the names here from my old Courier 
Express Paper route, Moore, O’Neil, 
Gorman, Cooley, Keifer, Devereaux. 
It is part of the same rota of memories 
from Seneca Parkside. I remember well 
the faces and personalities of those who 
once lived here. None I think remain.
The Cazenovia Park beckons. We walk 
past the old Caz Library. It is open 
now but only barely survives. Library 
consolidation has tossed it upon the 
tender mercies of a private support club. 
I remember my first library card here at 
age four and the many, many hours of 
enjoyment spent inside its solid brick 
expanse. Just across the street, on the 
banks of the creek, I see the venerable 
American Legion posy #721. CBS 
newsman Tim Russert and his dad had 
made the place mildly famous in years 
past as one of their watering holes. I 
remember weddings and other events 
there from long past. We walk across the 
green bridge that straddles Cazenovia 
Creek between the two legions Drives. 
We see and appreciate the remarkably 
unique housing along Cazenovia Street. 
Spring Ice jams here had been both 
majestic and scary. Turrets and solid 
two story wooden homes sit in good 
appearance facing the park. Many 
local stories are etched there in these 
clapboard homes.
The “pond” is gone now, replaced by 
a small grassy meadow. I remember 
ice skating on that rough surfaced 
and open expanse. The nearby “stone 
bridge” is also a distant memory. It was 
a gathering spot for teens in ages past. 
Stories of some manufactured scare 
called the “Pink Ghost” come to mind. 
I don’t remember who or what it was 
only that is was the “scare de jour” for a 
few years. The Tosh Collins community 

center occupies the corner of Cazenovia 
and Abbot Rds. Behind it an indoor ice 
rink and next to it an enclosed swimming 
pool. It is quite a complex for a city 
neighborhood. The small brick building 
here is all that remains of the open 
aired Cazenovia Ice Rink. One of the 
areas sons had been Buffalo Mayor for 
sixteen years. These structures are part 
of his favored legacy to his home turf. 
Across Abbott Rd. , sits Mercy Hospital 
in all its expanded glory. The Mercy 
Nuns could never have imagined the 
size of the place now, with its adjacent 
parking ramp.
We continue walking through the park. 
I see familiar athletic fields and even 
the Cazenovia park golf course in 
the distance. We re-cross Cazenovia 
Creek, over another venerable iron 
bridge. We watch the flights of ducks 
and Geese wading on the shallow and 
swiftly running waters below us. The 
leaves are already changing in the high 
trees around us. The snows will come 
in a few weeks to clasp the park in its 
snowy embrace. Many memories from 
this Park are with me still. We walk 
through the small playground, near the 
old wading pool, and by the venerable 
Casino again. Another Soccer game is 
in progress in the field before it. This 
grassy expanse had once been a small 
lake. We stop at the shelter house and 
look at a section of newly paved bricks. 
Many are inscribed with names I have 
long known. It is a memorial of sorts 
to the better healed or larger families 
in the area. Each name on the stones 
evokes another memory for me of lives 
and times now long past. It is time for 
us to go. We mount up the chariot and 
drive slowly through the park ring road. 
How many memories can an area hold 
for you? Here there are thousand for 
me. Most are pleasant, and all in my 
distant past. We are who we were and 
this area is what I was and am. I come 
here not often but regularly, to remind 
myself of that. It is a pleasant thing for 
me to do.

For the last 30 years or so the Stone Bridge Band led by Bob Wirth has volunteered its 
collective talents as musicians to almost every worthy cause in South Buffalo.  Whether it 
was the Connors-Kait-Harrity Memorial race or the Get Together benefiting Sister Mary 
Celeste O’Bryan’s South Buffalo Community Table, the Stone Bridge Band has always 
been there.
In order to recognize their kindness, generosity and selflessness, the alumni of the Connors-
Kait-Harrity Memorial Race Committee has organized a day to remember not only the 25 
years of the race but also to thank the Stone Bridge Band.
As many will remember, the Connors-Kait-Harrity Race originated in 1979 as a means of 
remembering three young friends from the neighborhood, Kevin Connors, Joe Kait and 
Tom Harrity, who lost their lives in an automobile accident.  The race was carried on for 
25 years and became not only the unofficial opening of summertime in the neighborhood, 
but also a way of remembering the three fine young men and for raising money for local 
charities.  The committee hopes that the August get together will bring back the camaraderie 
of those days as well. 
The event will take place on Saturday afternoon, August 6th from 1-4 P.M. on the patio 
of Hoak’s Lakeshore Restaurant.  There will be live music by the Stone Bridge Band as 
well as their special guests.  A donation of $5 is requested and hosts Kevin & Aileen Hoak 
promise many specials on refreshments. 

Connors-Kait-Harrity Reunion/
Stone Bridge Band Appreciation  

Get Together Scheduled For 
Saturday, August 6Th On Hoak’s Patio

By Neil Farrell

What is the top selling Irish band? What 
animal has milk that is bright pink? What 
team has won the most World Series? If you 
participated in The Rising Commemoration 
Trivia Night you know the answers! On 
April 22, 2016, The Buffalo Niagara 
Centenary Committee held a trivia night to 
help celebrate the centenary. 
With much appreciate assistance from the 
Buffalo Fenians, nine teams competed over 
a period of 2 hours to see which team could 
win the event at The Buffalo Irish Center. A 
50-50 raffle was also offered. Trivia Nights 

have become more popular over the past 
few years because they are challenging and 
fun. This one was no exception!
The Buffalo Niagara Centenary Committee 
would like to thank all those who came out 
to support the event, including the Buffalo 
Irish Center and especially the Buffalo 
Fenians for their expertise in tallying the 
answers and calling the questions. Any 
money raised from the event went to support 
Irish cultural opportunities.

The Rising: 1916-2016
Buffalo Commemoration Trivia Night

By Patricia C. Duggan
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Can a local festival be both popular and 
unknown to Western New Yorkers? It 
can if it’s the Niagara Celtic Heritage 
Festival! This charming event is held 
every year in Northern Niagara County, 
and if you haven’t visited before then 
mark your calendars now: September 17 
& 18.
For many Niagara Celtic is a hidden gem, 
a family-friendly affair that celebrates 
amazing heritage, history and fantasy in 
a way that’s reminiscent of the carnivals 
and fairs of yester-year. The festival 
is packed with non-stop entertainment 
and hands-on fun, all sheltered within 
trees and surrounded by a breathtaking 
view of Lake Ontario. Once you arrive 
you’ll instantly feel magic in the air. 
We’re not kidding! It’s an indescribable 
atmosphere, created out of an amazingly 
diverse crowd surrounded by so many 
new experiences and fun they can’t help 
but smile and get swept away.
There is a wonderful array of Irish, 
Scottish and Welsh foods, artisans, 

performers, craftsmen, animals, 
historical re-enactors and more. Guests 
can shop, dine, listen to music, cheer on 
athletes, learn to swordfight, see animal 
demos, explore the popular kid’s corner, 
attend classes…the list goes on and on. 
“You really have to see the festival to 
understand how amazing it is,” explains 
one of the festival’s Associate Directors, 
Vicki Banks. “Every year we have new 
guests join us that are stunned…they 
can’t believe such a unique and wonderful 
festival exists in their ‘backyard’.”
Visiting their website, NiagaraCeltic.
com, you can get a sense at how big 
and broad the festival is. Photos include 
guests enjoying a vast variety of 
entertainment. MacFarlane’s Company is 
one of a handful of groups that have been 
attending since 2001. Based in Ohio, they 
offer hands-on learning, including the 
chance for children to become soldiers 
and battle the British. Longtime member 
Karen Wood has attended since the first 
year.  “I love the many folks who say 

‘My kids played your games at the 1st 
or 2nd [Niagara Celtic] festival and now 
they are in college or have little ones of 
their own!’”
We also believe one of the most 
important parts of their festival is their 
hard-working team of volunteers; nearly 
500 people contribute their talent and 
skills to help make sure guests have a 
wonderful time. To have such a large 
body of volunteers is rare for a modern 
non-profit, and we can’t help but believe 
that mysterious ‘festival magic’ has 
something to do with it.
Save the Dates: the 16th Niagara Celtic 
Heritage Festival is on Sept. 17 & 18 
in Olcott, NY, which is less than an 
hour drive from Buffalo, Niagara Falls 
and Rochester. There’s also plenty of 
accommodations nearby if you visit for 
the weekend (different events happen 
each day so it’s worth staying). Pre-Sale 
tickets, VIP packages and even special 
discounts are available at NiagaraCeltic.
com; kids 12 & under are free, and there 

is also free parking. 
Of course one way for the festival to be 
memorable is to get in FREE! Visit their 
website by August 26th for a chance to 
win ticket packages- they’re drawing 
6 winners and the contest is open to 
everyone 14 and older.
**TIME AND MONEY SAVING TIP!! 
The festival’s Ticket Booth is always 
busy every year, though the staff works 
hard to process people as fast as possible. 
We recommend not wasting time 
standing in line by ordering your tickets 
online. The system is easy to use, and 
you’ll save money by ordering before 
Labor Day. Irish Times Readers can use 
the special Promo Code: TIMESLOVE 
and save 5% off your order- good until 
9/10! So this year while others stand in a 
long, sunny or windy line, you’ll already 
be enjoying the concerts, shopping, 
food…and everything else you love 
about Niagara Celtic! 
*Photo credit is to Wayne Peters for all 
our photos

The Daughters of Erin had a very 
successful year and although we have a 
summer break from business meetings 
there are festivals and events are on 
our “to do” list. The annual Calendar 
Luncheon, our largest fundraiser, was 
held in May and all 200 plus ladies 
had a wonderful time and enjoyed the 
beautifully decorated tables, lunch and 
the Chinese Auction under the expertise 
of our chairperson Bonnie O’Hara. This 
affords us the opportunity to continue 
our charitable donations throughout the 
year.
Our June meeting began with the 
beautiful candlelit Initiation Ceremony 
for new members. Renee Leiser 
did a wonderful job planning our 

ceremony and delicious catered dinner 
that followed. We welcomed 8 new 
members this year and congratulate 
MaryJo Beltrami, Sheila Fitzpatrick, 
Jacqueline Krupczyk, Mary Lynch, 
Elaine McAllister, Patricia Seiner, 
Caroline Spoth and Kristine Werner 
who were sworn in by Past National 
President Meme Riedy. A short business 
meeting led by President Rosemary 
Davis reminded us of the events the 
summer has in store for us.
The Knights of Equity 3rd Degree and 
Ladies of Kincora will host the annual 
“Antless Picnic” on Wednesday July 27 
from 5 – 8pm in the Claddagh Room 
of the Buffalo Irish Center. The event is 
open to all members, family and friends 

and features hamburgers, hot dogs, 
homemade salads, desserts and door 
prizes for adults and children. Tickets 
are only $10 for adults and $5 for 
children 10 years and younger and are 
available by calling Knights of Equity 
3rd Degree President Charlie McSwain 
at 860-2491 or can be purchased at 
the door the evening of the event. All 
proceeds benefit our scholarship fund.
The Knights of Equity and Daughters 
of Erin National Convention will take 
place October 7th and 8th hosted by 
Pittsburgh Court 9 at the Marriott in 
Cranberry Township, PA. Meetings 
and renewing friendships will highlight 
the weekend and we know it will be 
a great time with our friends from 

Court 9 and Detroit Court 6. Robin 
Messenger, Court 5 Buffalo, will be 
sworn in as National President, so this 
will be a memorable weekend for all in 
attendance.
If you are Catholic and of Irish descent, 
over 18 years of age and would like to 
join our organization, contact President 
Rosemary Davis at 648-1589. Our 
meetings are the third Wednesday of 
each month (except July, August and 
December) at 7pm in the Buffalo Irish 
Center.
Have a safe, happy and fun summer!

CELEBRATING 45 YEARS

Closer Than You Realize: A Hidden Adventure along Lake Ontario
Finding Annual Celtic Fun at Olcott Beach

Daughters of Erin
by Meme Riedy
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INNISFREE ADULT DANCERS
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DANCE LESSONS

Ireland Lampooned Us 43 
Biking to and from the Lighthouse on Inishmore

By: Donna M. Shine

St. Teresa’s Class of 1966 Reunion Promises to Be One to Remember
All STS Classes or Friends of St. Teresa’s Are Welcome to September 30th Celebration!

Christopher Clark & Joanne Setlock

Let me tell you, the assault in the face, followed 
by being knocked off my bicycle by that over-
the-wall, out-of-control-grown fuchsia bush, gave 
James and I good reason to become extra vigilant 
when it came to biking on Inishmore of the Aran 
Islands. The comedic scene ranked right up there 
with Abbott and Costello’s “Who’s on First” 
routing…at least for the next several hours.
We continued on our self-guided bike tour with 
the goal of reaching the Dún Aonghasa Fort. But 
first stop, or should I say, second “stop” was the 
old lighthouse on the highest point on the island. 
The path/road was so steep, there was no way for 
either of us to keep peddling, to we ‘hoofed’ it and 
walked the gravely road to the ruins. Most others 
from our tour had chosen the more level road that 
went directly to the Dun Aonghasa Fort. [smart 
choice!] Too late to turn back, we endured and 
were greatly rewarded for our efforts! The views 
from the top were breathtakingly spectacular in all 
directions! The stone-walled entrance gate invited 
visitors inside the grounds where an old stone 
barn had braved the elements through time. Inside 
the thatched-roof, stoned bungalow, time had 
stood still. With spinning wheel, wash basin and 
stand, a cozy fireplace hearth with three-legged 
kettles, an old trunk for storage and, ah, of course, 
an old Irish cupboard full of life’s little necessities 

When a number of us from the St. Teresa’s Class 
of 1966 got together recently to discuss a 50 year 
reunion it did not take long for the fond memories to 
start flowing:
• Going to Saint Teresa’s in the 1950’s and 60’s meant 
having the “Bishop of South Buffalo”, the Rt. Rev. 
Msgr. Leo J. Toomey as our parish pastor. He would 
address the students and pray the rosary over the 
school’s loud speaker system into our classrooms. 
Monsignor would also celebrate Notre Dame’s 
football victories by giving us the day or afternoon 
off from school.
• Msgr. Toomey’s devotion to the Virgin Mary was 
noted throughout the parish community. It culminated 
in St. Teresa’s annual, May crowning ceremony, 
which would be the second largest yearly attendance 
in the church other than midnight Mass on Christmas 
Eve or some dignitary’s funeral service.
Monsignor also frequently visited the classrooms, 
bringing along his famous stash of candy or gum 
which he would throw towards (or at) us while 
walking up and down the aisles. Students would 
joyfully jump out of their chairs trying to catch the 

Biking on Inishmore

for survival, gave me the feeling that the old 
lighthouse keeper would return any minute. It 
truly is amazing how little anyone really needs 
to live. We walked around the complex taking 
pictures from every view possible while minding 
our footsteps on grass-covered rocky grounds. 
With my luck...it could get serious!
Time was a factor here. We only had so many 
hours before the ferry would leave the harbor 
and return to Doolin, County Clare, and we h ad 
to keep moving if we were to make it to the fort 
and back. So, off we went on our bikes. This time 
it was a little easier as we headed downhill. The 
problem now was to control our speed without 
burning up the brakes! We would coast for a 
bit, cool down the brakes, then coast some more 
between the stone-walled paths that who knows 
where it led. There was a village below, way far 
away from where we were. There was nothing but 
tundra: stones and grass, for miles around. Only 
large orange teepees on top of a haystack directed 
us towards what we thought was the direction of 
the fort.
So, brave soul James, went first! I stood and 
watched as his image got smaller and smaller as 
he glided with ever increasing speed towards the 
village below. He was almost out of sight when I 
realized that if I didn’t get a move-on, I could very 

coveted goody. This activity was guaranteed to cause 
a hilarious uproar in the classroom - much to the 
dismay of the Sisters and much to the delight of the 
students! 
Monsignor didn’t stop there. He parked himself at the 
Sister’s desk and would tell us stories for another half 
an hour. Lessons were gratefully delayed but we often 
caught the eye roll or toe tap of the teacher trying to 
be patient with the delay. It was the best of times!
• It also meant walking to and from school twice 
daily, as we went home for lunch and then returned 
to line up, on-time, for our afternoon class session.  It 
seemed that since walking all the way home and back 
for lunch each day took up most of our “lunch time” 
all we were left with was about 10 minutes to actually 
eat our lunch
• Being a student in those days  involved participating 
in the Girl Scouts, Boy Scouts or Cub Scouts, being 
an altar boy or member of the Savio’s, the famous 
St. Teresa’s boys choir, playing on  a Police Athletic 
League team (baseball or basketball), playing little 
loop football at Hillary Playground, running on Mr. 
Head’s track and field teams, or being on a bowling 

well get lost! There I went, helter-skelter, down 
the rugged path, gaining unmonitored speed and 
fearing for my life!! There were no rogue fuchsia 
bushes to be seen, so I had clear “sailing” all the 
way. Faster and faster I went, trying to maintain 
control and look for James somewhere up ahead! 
Thoughts went through my mind like: What if I 
went to the edge of the island and right off the 
cliff? Or, What if I roll over a rock and spill out, 
I would be smashed like a pumpkin against the 
stone walls! Or, What if I get to the bottom and 
James was not there? Or even worse, What if I got 
to the bottom and found James smattered against 
a wall under a mangled bike? It all flashed by so 
quickly, but then, so does life itself. Fortunately, I 
made it to the bottom, into the village of Gort nag 
Capall and saw James waiting impatiently for me. 
How ironic that I made a turn where he did not 

team at Miller’s or Southside bowling alleys. 
• The St. Teresa’s Class of ’66 had many good 
athletes, both girls and boys. They were fortunate to 
have been coached and encouraged by such stand outs 
as Al Stanton, Msgr. Leo McCarthy, Paul Head, and 
many volunteer parents
• We also enjoyed the love and devotion of the Sisters 
of Mercy who lived next door to the rectory on Seneca 
St. within a whisper of the school. Over twenty-
something Sisters, plus our lay-teachers worked 
tirelessly to instruct three classrooms of each grade, 
kindergarten through eighth.  Many an altar boy can 
recall memories of their assignment to serve in the 
convents’ chapel for 6 AM daily Mass.
We graduates of St Teresa’s class of “66” feel so 
fortunate to have grown up during a time when life 
was simple, rules were clear and neighborhoods 
and parishes were strong. We had a lot of fun (and a 
also a little mischievousness) within the parameters 

and we both ended up in the center of the village! 
Man, were we lucky! How much more could I 
endure?!
The view of Dun Aengus Fort was still in the 
distance, but a bit closer. With much deliberation, 
we decided we would regain our directive and 
head for the fort. We could have just as easily 
turned and headed back to the boat in Kilronan, 
but continued on.
We made it to the village below the fort where we 
had to park our bikes and hike the 1 km uphill to 
Dun Aonghasa. We had come this far, so off we 
went. Hikers of various skills formed a procession 
to and from the fort like a line of ants, going to and 
from their anthill. One foot in front of the other, 
we dredged on, climbing in the heat of the sun and 
weary from our biking trek. The fort was in reach!

of a strong safety net of support. We had strong 
connections which have remained to this day for many 
of us. For instance, in December, a gathering of STS 
classmates meet at the Blackthorn for a Christmas 
celebration and singing of Christmas Carols. Father 
McCarthy graciously meets us every year and joins in 
the singing. The number of attendees grows each year.
Our big event will take place on Friday, September 
30, 2016. It begins with Mass at St. Teresa’s  at 6 
PM, celebrated by Msgr. Leo McCarthy. A reception, 
dinner and refreshments with live music will follow 
afterwards at the Buffalo Irish Center, on Abbott 
Road, beginning at 7:30 PM.  The STS Class of 
1966 boasts of a class of 100 graduates but in the St. 
Teresa’s spirit of inclusiveness we invite all folks who 
have fond memories of St. Teresa’s to join us. 
 For further contact information or reservations please 
email: stsco66@gamil.com.

Denis Bernard O’Sullivan 
Denis Bernard O’Sullivan, a retired Sears’s 
salesman and school bus driver with the Buffalo 
Public School System, died peacefully in his West 
Seneca home on Saturday, April 30th.   He was 
78.   Denis was born in Kilgarvan, Co. Kerry, 
Ireland and lived in the Buffalo area for the past 
62 years.  He served in the US Army from 1961 to 
1963 as a specialist fourth class.
He worked for 35 years as a Sears’s salesman and 
also a school bus driver for 40 years.
Mr. O’Sullivan was an active member of many 
community and religious groups.  He was a long-
time member of St. John Vianney parish.  He was 
a charter member of the Buffalo Irish Center.   
He also belonged to the Knights of Columbus 
in Lackawanna, and was a former grand marshal 
of the Shortest Day Parade.   He enjoyed 
membership with the American Legion Post 721, 
St. Patrick’s Irish-American Club and the Lake’s 
Club of Heather Lake, Dunedin, Florida.     
Denis had a passion for golf, and spent many 
hours on the golf courses in the Buffalo and 
Dunedin, Florida, area.  He also, as a young man, 
played hurling and Gaelic football in Ireland and 
Buffalo.  He brought his knowledge of Ceili dance 

with him from Ireland and enjoyed participating 
with many Ceili groups at the Bishop Duffy 
Center and later the Buffalo Irish Center.
Denis is survived by his wife and best friend 
Eileen; three daughters Sheila O’Sullivan Thie, 
Tricia Newbanks and Tara Jordan; two sons, 
Daniel and Dennis; and ten grandchildren.   He 
was one of 11 children; survived by three sisters, 
May O’Leary, Cathy O’Sullivan and Joan Sheedy; 
and brother Jack.
A mass of Christian was held at Our Lady of 
Victory Basilica.
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DILLON / MULCAY / O’FLAGHERTY: 
Looking for information on the children 
of Patrick Dillon b. 1803 and Patricia 
MULCAY b. 1805, both in Ireland; and 
on Patrick DILLON b. 1839 and Margaret 
O’FLAGHERTY b. 1840.  Please email 
William J. Love Jr. wjlovejr@gmail.com 
HARTNETT  of Buffalo: Looking for 
those interested in finding their Hartnett 
lineage.
There are at least four HARTNETT Clans 
who began in Buffalo; unknown if they 
are related. The four immigrants and the 
families they united with are: Timothy J 
Hartnett and Catherine O’Sullivan (both of 
Kerry); Richard HARTNETT and Bridget 
CAREY; Edward J HARTNETT and Anna 
Nano LUCY (Edward from Macroom, 
Cork); and John HARTNETT and 
Katherine  NO MAIDEN. If you have ties 
with any of these families, I’ll see you at the 
“Gathering of the Clans” or please contact: 
Tim Hartnett at timhav8tor@gmail.com
BREEN:   Looking for family of Patrick J. & 
Ruth BREEN living at 2289 Seneca Street, 
Buffalo, NY from 1941 to 1957.  Patrick 
J BREEN worked as a clerk on the NYC 
Sys.  Patrick Breen was the son of Thomas 
Breen and Matilda Curtin of Clounlaheen, 
Miltown Malbay, County Clare.  Patrick’s 
family of Miltown Malbay, County Clare is 
looking for relatives in Buffalo, NY.   
Email:  killernanfarm@gmail.com
McCABE:  Looking for McCABE family 
members living in Buffalo before 1900.  
My McCABE  ancestor did not arrive in 
Buffalo until 1910 but I believe he came 
to Buffalo to get his start in America with 

family.  My McCABE family was of 
Aghaboy Townland, Kilmore/Drumsnat 
Parish, Co. Monaghan, Ireland.  Please 
contact Kevin J O’Brien 
killernanfarm@gmail.com
DOWNES/FELL: Looking for the children 
of JOHN DOWNES and MARY DOWNES 
of Mullagh, County Clare, Ireland.  ELLEN 
DOWNES, MARY DOWNES, THOMAS 
DOWNES and MARTIN DOWNES all 
immigrated to Niagara Falls, NY between 
1890-1910. ELLEN DOWNES married 
JOHN FELL of Galway and had a large 
family in Niagara Falls.  Clare relations 
looking for cousins. Please contact Kevin J 
O’Brien killernanfarm@gmail.com
McCABE: Looking for descendants of 
PATRICK XAVIOR McCABE and ELLEN 
O’BEIRNE formerly of Corglass, Barony of 
Carrigallen, Parish of Carrigallen, County 
Leitrim, Ireland.  Family moved to Buffalo, 
NY circa 1885. Children: MICHAEL, 
JOHN, JAMES, ARTHUR, ANNIE and 
CHARLES.  members living in Buffalo and 
Lackawanna.after 1910.  There was a family 
business of “cigar manufacturing”  Please 
contact Kevin J O’Brien killernanfarm@
gmail.com
DARCY/DAVENPORT:  Daniel Darcy 
was born between 1802-1805 in Ireland. His 
wife, Eliza/Elizabeth Davenport, was also 
born in Ireland about 1815. They moved to 
Buffalo, New York sometime in the early 
to mid 1830’s. Daniel was listed as a Clerk 
of the Market in the 1850 Buffalo City 
Directory. His occupation was a mason/
plasterer and throughout the years records 
exist of his professional activities across 

the city. Involved in Democratic political 
circles, the Buffalo Courier shows him as 
a delegate from the Third Ward as early as 
1851 and later in the Eighth Ward. Eliza 
and Daniel had several children including: 
James, Charles (a Buffalo chief of police in 
1864 and Sheriff of Erie County), Daniel 
(Deputy Sheriff of Erie County), Sarah, 
Thomas, Margaret, Eliza, Ellen, Joseph, 
Bridget and Catherine/Kate. Daniel died 
August 5, 1863 in Buffalo but I am unsure 
where he is buried. There is a question of 
whether Daniel was married more than 
once but this line is new to me and I have 
yet to ascertain most of the details. Family 
story has it that Daniel immigrated first to 
Canada and then to Buffalo. While not for 
certain, I recently discovered a record in the 
‘Immigrants Sponsored b y the Montreal 
Emigrant Society, 1832’ that listed a Daniel 
Darcey coming in 1832 and being sent to 
Bytown, now Ottawa.
James Darcy is my 3rd great-grandfather.  
The oldest of Daniel and Eliza’s children, 
he lived a full, albeit short life. Quoted 
from the “Biographical Sketch of the State 
Officers and Members of the Legislature of 
New York in 1861 by Murphy” “Mr. James 
Darcy was born in the city of Buffalo, on the 
12th of November, 1834, and is a descendent 
of pure Irish stock. His father, Daniel 
Darcy, a prominent and influential man, 
is still in that city, and his mother, whose 
maiden name was Eliza Devenport, died in 
1848, at the age of thirty-two. Mr. Darcy 
was educated in the public schools of his 
native city, and after removing, in January 
of 1851, to the city of Brooklyn, served his 

time as a house-carpenter, which he has 
always since been his chief occupation. 
He was elected to the Assembly in 1859. 
Mr. Darcy is married. He is a young man 
of more than ordinary promise, has a fine, 
prepossessing personal appearance; and 
enjoys a high degree of personal as well as 
political popularity wherever he is known.” 
James died suddenly on September 1863 
at the age of 29, leaving his widow and 
two young children. In the Brooklyn Daily 
Eagle it was noted that “James was born 
in Buffalo. His father Daniel Darcy, was a 
native of Ireland and was among the most 
prominent and influential men connected 
with the political affairs of Buffalo.”
A year later his only daughter died, leaving 
my 2nd great-grandfather, William Darcy 
as an only child and raised by his mother, 
Eleanor Gillespie Darcy, who never 
remarried. The family remained for several 
more generations in Brooklyn. Thank you 
for any assistance you can provide with 
rediscovering my Darcy family history in 
Buffalo, Brooklyn and Ireland.
This brief narrative is pieced together from 
a variety of records. Since my grandfather 
moved from New York thirty years ago, 
the connection between those sides of our 
family was lost. Excited about the first 
Irish connection I’ve discovered in my 
genealogical family history any assistance 
is greatly appreciated. If you find anything 
about this story familiar, please contact me 
at mj.busby@yahoo.com or at 254-424-
2839. Thank you, Matthew Busby

QUERIES

Sing me an Irish song!
Celtic Angels Gaelic Youth Choir

Ages 6-18
Sue Schwartz, Music Director

Buffalo Irish Center
Further Information: 

Sue 674-6868 • Joyce 648-1676
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Heritage DiscoveRY Center: A Home to Many Organizations
By: Donna M Shine

 The Heritage DiscoverRY Center (HDC), 
located at 100 Lee Street in Buffalo, site of 
the old National Aniline/Buffalo Color Plant, 
has become a real hub of activity and home 
to many different heritage organizations. 
Current occupants within, that comprise this 
ever-growing complex of heritage discovery, 
are: the Western New York Railway Historical 
Society, the true anchor and driving force 
behind the entire site with docents to give you 
personal tours of the main building, artifacts, 
with 4,700 indexed employee cards from the 
New York Central that were salvaged; the 
Nickel Plate Road Historical & Technical 
Society, who store their archives on site and 
had also secured the Westhaeffer Collection of 
647 books cataloged  by library volunteers and 
on the shelves, plus twelve boxes of railroad 
and various transportation files for archiving, 
and that is only one collection...there are 
many!; the Erie Lackawanna Historical 
Society, another group whose archives are 
stored on site including literally thousands 
of railroad employee personnel files (nearly 
14,000), that have been indexed by BIGS  
volunteers; the Steel Plant Museum, another 
shining star within the building with regular 
hours on Tuesday, Thursdays and Saturdays 
from 10 am to 5 pm; the Buffalo Lighthouse 
Association who have donated a wonderful 
collection of Buffalo City Directories; and 
the Buffalo Irish Genealogical Society, with 

their genealogical collection of more than 
3,500 shelved books, and whose own regular 
volunteers maintain and service the HDC 
Research Library with a regular set of days 
and hours from October thru June (summer by 
appointment ONLY!), will conduct and assist 
genealogical research not just for the Irish. 
BIGS volunteers continue working during the 
off-time to index railroad personnel records 
that just seem to keep filtering in from the 
various resident organizations. There are also 
other volunteers from the WNYRHS who 
catalog artifacts and assist with indexing, 
labeling and shelving books.
Each organization has wonderful displays with 
interesting artifacts and fascinating information 
in various rooms throughout the main building. 
Rolling stock of several different types of 
railcars can be viewed outside the building, as 
well. A restored red caboose seems to be the 
favorite for many children, and parents alike, 
to have their pictures taken on.
Remember: this entire complex is a work in 
progress. 
Inquiries may be made by calling (716) 
821-9360 or you can view them online 
at http://www.trainweb.org/wnyhdc/ or 
visit them on FACEBOOK by typing 
“Heritage DiscoveRY Center Buffalo”. It’s 
an experience of nostalgic wonderment and a 
real peek into past industries and lives as we 
discover our own heritage.

On May 7, 2016 a new page was written in 
the long history of rowing in our family.  A 
single scull was named for my brother Tom 
Graham.
Tom has been the assistant coach for Bishop 
Timon- St. Jude High School’s 
crew since the program was reinstated.  He 
has worked hard with these fine young men 
who row for Timon.  He has also been a 
fund raiser with a lot of success.
On  a fine sunny morning is early May we 
went to the Tewsbury Lodge in Riverfest 
Park for the christening of a boat.  The 
Lodge hadn’t been officially opened and 
it was a great honor to have the dedication 
there, as they have a beautiful patio area 
overlooking the Buffalo River and a dock 
that was perfect for this event.
Mark Cassidy, head coach gave a nice talk 
about Tom and Fr. James Monaco blessed 
the boat.  Tom gave a speech and it was 
very touching.  A bottle of champagne was 
uncorked by Tom and it blew up in his face.  
After we all had a good laugh, he poured 
some on the boat.   The boys took the boat 
down to the dock and Caelen Schneck took 
it for it’s maiden voyage.  History was 
repeating itself as we have a picture of our 
Grandfather at the dock on South Street 
with Willie Aman, in the same pose. 
Tom’s family were there.  His wife Joan and 
son Tom and both grandsons were beaming 
with pride.  Tom, Jr. and sons Tyler and Ian 
Graham flew in from California for this 
event.
Timon’s crew were there with their green 
and gold jackets on.  A lot of parents and 
friends of Tom’s enjoyed his honor.  Tom’s 
grandsons held up oars that were dedicated 
to Tom and his brother Jim in the past.
About a mile up the river our family 
tradition started at the Mutual Rowing 

Club at 150 South Street.  Our Grandfather 
William Sullivan and Great Uncle William 
Driscoll were past presidents of the 
Mutual’s.  Our Uncles Victor and Leo 
Sullivan rowed.  William Sullivan coached 
the great William Aman back around 1906.  
Victor coached Edward “Algie” McGuire, 
who went on to be the first Buffalonian to 
bring the single scull championship back to 
Buffalo from the Nationals in 1923.  This 
event caused a lot of excitement.  They had 
a parade to the railroad station before they 
left and a big parade when they came home.  
They even had fireworks on South St. at the 
end of the parade.
Fast forward.  Bill Graham, Tom’s brother 
rowed for Technical High School and the 
West Side Rowing Club.  Jim Graham 
rowed for Timon and West Side.  Tom 
was a coxswain and rowed for Timon and 
West Side.  Bill went to the Olympic Trials.  
Next generation, Bill’s son Bill rowed for 
Timon and West Side and Marist College 
(in fact his nickname at College was Boat 
House).  Bill’s son Paul rowed for Canisius 
College and West Side.  Jim’s son Jim was 
a Coxswain for Timon.  Next generation.  
Jim’s granddaughter Maura Graham rowed 
for City Honors and West Side.
A lunch followed the christening in the 
Lodge and Tom had a hard time getting to 
eat his lunch as everyone wanted to talk to 
him.  
We are very proud to see the “Graham” 
entered in races, with Caelen doing the 
honors.  There have been three so far.  The 
most recent was at the School Boy races 
at St. Catherines, Ontario, Canada on the 
Henley course.  
Congratulations Tom, you worked hard and 
deserve this honor.

Rowing Single Scull Named 
For Tom Graham  

by Joan (Graham) Scahill The GAAA IRISH LIBRARY is OPEN for 
Irish research to the general public by every 3rd 
Wednesday of the month. Contact: Jim Boyle at 
(716) 873-1078 or email jjboyle@yahoo.com. 
The library is located inside the BUFFALO 
IRISH CENTER, 245 Abbott Rd, Buffalo, NY 
14220.  (Stay tuned to WBEN 930 AM for snow 
or emergency closings. If the Buffalo Irish Cen-
ter closes, the library would be closed also.)

The BIGS (Buffalo Irish Genealogical Society) 
genealogical book collection is at a single satel-
lite location within the Heritage Discovery Cen-
ter (HDC, 2nd floor), HDC Research Library, 
100 Lee St, only 1.5 miles away towards down-
town Buffalo, just over the creek from the new 
Solar City. It is at this location that genealogical 
research will be conducted by volunteer genealo-
gists. For more information, please call: Donna 
M. Shine (716) 662-1164 or email Diane Blaser 
at dianeblaser@hotmail.com.

Library Research:
  2 Great Venues!

Name: ____________________________

Street: ____________________________

Town: ____________________________

State:__________   Zip: ______________

BUFFALO IRISH 
TIMES SUBSCRIPTION

CHECK ENCLOSED

$10/YEAR
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Mail to:

Buffalo 
Irish Center

245 Abbott Rd.
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BUFFALOIRISHTIMES
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CALL THE BUFFALO IRISH CENTER AT 825-9535
OR EMAIL: BUFFALOIRISHTIMES@GMAIL.COM
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Readers looking to launch that Irish vacation 
(vicarious or otherwise) should grab 
this delightful, compact and beautifully-
organized volume that covers both major 
landmarks and out-o-the-way attractions.  
Mr. Winn’s book becomes a veritable ticket 
to wondrous excursions and adventures 
across the island.  Engaging profiles of 
the provinces, counties, cities and towns 
– with their countless ancient features and 
famous personalities propel readers through 
urban areas and the countryside, pausing at 
popular tourist destinations and secluded 
sites including numerous fascinating, 
obscure “never knew” informational 
sections on each area  
In Ireland, unimaginably enchanting 
surprises await around each corner. And 
while we may not have our tickets to Ireland 
in hand at the moment – we do have Winn’s 
riveting book. 

“I Never Knew That About Ireland”
Christopher Winn (Thomas Dunne Books) By Mary McWay Seaman

The next meeting of the Irish Center Book Club will be Thursday, September 22, 2016 in the Irish Center 
Library.  We will be discussing two books, How the Irish Saved Civilization by Thomas Cahill and Walking 
Through the Mist by local author Sinead Tyrone.  Our June selection was Absolution by Murder, the first in 
the Sr. Fidelma series by Peter Tremayne.  
How the Irish Saved Civilization is a non-fiction historical book written by Thomas Cahill.  The book retells 
the story from the collapse of the Roman Empire and the pivotal role played by members of the clergy at the 
time. A particular focus is placed upon Saint Patrick and retells his early struggles through slavery; basically 
retelling portions of The Confession of Saint Patrick. 
Walking Through the Mist by Sinead Tyrone tells the story of twenty-one-year-old Aidan O’Connell, a 
musician from Derry, Ireland. As a singer and guitarist with Macready’s Bridge, he is on tour in America 
when tragedy strikes back home. Upon his return to Ireland, he must learn how to rebuild his life, letting go 
of some people and things he held close in order to move on.
Please join us, and bring a friend!  
Questions?  Contact Maureen Garra   mgarra@gmail.com

Irish Center Book Club

Two years ago, in response to a particularly serious 
bout of homesickness, my partner and I set up an 
Irish publishing business (Irish Imbas Books) in the 
basement of our home in Wellington, New Zealand. 
It was a daft idea, of course. I was an occasional 
writer, she had a legal background, but neither of 
us knew much about publishing (and probably still 
don’t). We were also a bit delusional in terms of 
the practical realities of operating in our particular 
area of interest (Irish mythological fiction and non-
fiction that was as authentic as we could make it) 
while living so far from the key source of all that 
material.
Surprisingly, seven books and two years later, 
we’re still going and the satisfaction of creative 
work that reconnects me with home every single 
day is now something I’d, personally, never be able 
to give up.
As a clunky way of marking our two years of 
survival, we’re releasing a book this week called 
“Irish Imbas: Celtic Mythology Collection”, which 
is available for download free of charge on our 
website irishimbasbooks.com and through most of 
the better known ebook stores (Amazon, iBooks, 
Kobo etc.).
This book collates the winning submissions 
from the recent Celtic Mythology Short Story 
Competition and although its meant to be fun it’s 
also designed to inform. Most Irish people will 
be familiar with the topics of the short stories 
(the Children of Lir, the Fairies and so on) but 
unlike most of the plastic ‘Oirish’ books out there, 
this provides the true story behind those cultural 
elements and explains where the stories actually 
come from. It’s pretty much the first in what we 
see as a series of books that will attempt to debunk 
the huge volume of misinformation out there on the 
web relating to Irish/Celtic mythology.
What we refer to as ‘mythology’ today was 
actually a framework of ideas and beliefs used 
by our ancestors to understand the world around 
them. In the absence of modern-day science and 

technology, these people used an approach based 
predominantly on observation and deduction over 
an extended period, to make sense of the things 
they saw in their daily lives and environment but 
could not explain. Instead of developing theories 
or hypotheses to articulate those explanations as 
we would do today, they developed narratives or 
stories that used those observations and deductions. 
That’s why so much mythology is connected to 
questions of creation such as ‘Where did we come 
from?’ ‘Where did the moon and stars come from?’ 
or explanations for uncommon natural phenomena 
such as giant waves, earthquakes, rainbows, mists 
and so on. These stories, and others that helped to 
guide how people should treat each other, formed 
the basis of the Irish and Celtic cultural belief 
system.
Due to the impact of colonisation and established 
religions, most of these stories were reduced to the 
realm of childish fable or cartoon caricature and 
much of what once existed was lost. We’re hoping 
our books go some way towards changing that.

What you thought you knew
 about Irish Mythology is 

Completely Untrue:
Media Release: Irish Imbas Books

GENEALOGY
Family Research

Guidelines to untangling your roots

Donna M. Shine
6350 Scherff Road, Orchard Park NY 14127

(716) 662-1164
dmshine@aol.com

Throughout history there has always been those 
looking to make changes, some on a global level, 
and some just within themselves.  Although I 
have only been in this world for just seventeen 
years, I too want to make a difference in the 
world. I alone cannot change the world, but I 
can cast a stone across the waters to create many 
ripples. (Mother Teresa)
I have two main passions in life:  Irish dance and 
theatre.  I have been Irish dancing since I was 
four, and been on stage from the age of five.  I am 
actively involved in our community theatre, St. 
Stephen’s Parish Players, and have directed the 
youth show and developed a free theatre camp 
for children for the past five years.  I am also 
a teacher-assistant in my dance school.  I have 
seen the joy in children’s faces as they learn a 
new step, or master a scene in a show.  
For the past four summers I have been 
volunteering with the Miracle League baseball 
program, a baseball league dedicated to disabled 
people.  I volunteer each Sunday as a Buddy, 
and am matched up with a player.  Together we 
hit the ball, run the bases, and also play in the 
outfield. While our team is at bat, we hang out 
together in the dug out.  To see the excitement 
in the players as they arrive to the game is so 
uplifting.  It truly brings tears to my eyes.  This 
past year, I have been volunteering as a teacher 
assistant in the special education classroom at 
my high school. I work with the student’s daily, 
and as baseball season is coming, the students 
are looking forward to an activity in which they 
can participate. 
Miracle League is a wonderful program.  It 
brings happiness to so many people, including 
the players, the buddies, and the families.  As 
fantastic as this program is, it is very limiting. 
It is designed for those wishing to play a sport.  
Every child has dreams, and many have the 
desire to perform on stage, singing and dancing 
to an audience. My dream is to develop more 
activities like this for people with disabilities, 
sharing my love for theatre and dance.
I would like to develop a theatre program for 
people with disabilities. I would like to take 
the Buddy concept to the stage. My dream is to 
develop a theatre program where children with 
disabilities can be paired with a theatre pal, and 
together the two of them will take on a role.  
Each cast member would learn his or her role, 
with the assistance his or her theatre pal.  At 
performance time, the cast would all be dressed 
in a costume, while the theatre pal would wear 
all black, giving the children the opportunity 

to shine, while being there, right next to their 
partners, giving them both the physical and 
mental support needed to perform.
In similar fashion, I would like to have a dance 
program, and see the dream of being a ballerina 
or Irish dancer come true for all.  There are 
many children who cannot stand or move on 
their own, but with the assistance of their theatre 
pals, their dreams can come true.  The theatre 
pal would physically support and guide their 
partner, allowing the dancer to dance.  Every 
child deserves the opportunity to dance and 
perform on stage, and while this may not sure 
the issues the children must deal with each day, 
it will provide the chance to experience the joy 
of dancing, singing, and performing.  
In order to create this program, I would first need 
to do is establish a location for the program.  I 
would start with my church, as there is an existing 
theatre program in which I am already involved.  
From there, I would organize volunteers, looking 
for middle and high school students with a love 
for theatre and dance, and then I would contact 
the special education programs in the schools, 
along with schools designed for students with 
special needs.  Then, I would hold auditions, 
cast the show, and begin rehearsals.  I have been 
directing cast of 45 children for the past five years 
and know how to take a show from auditions to 
fruition on stage.  Granted this would be a longer 
path, but one I know I can handle.
Finally, opening night would arrive!  The cast 
would be ready and we would hit the stage!  There 
is nothing like the energy, nerves, and excitement 
of opening night!  The children would be able 
to experience the thrill of performing in front of 
an audience and feel the rush of live theatre. I 
want to allow everyone who wishes to have the 
opportunity to perform the chance to do so.  
Each morning when I wake up, I think of a quote 
by Brendan Burchard:
When you wake up each day, ask yourself three 
questions and try to spend the rest of the day 
so you can answer yes to all three by the time 
the day is over.  Did I live?  Did I love?  Did I 
matter?  
Did I truly make a difference?  If I can make a 
difference in just one child’s life, bring a smile to 
their face, then I can truly answer yes, and that is 
what matters in life.  I want to be the one to cause 
the ripples and bring happiness to the children, 
and while it may seem like a subtle change, it is 
one that will be life-changing for some of these 
children. 

I fitfully sat stone sober in the safe, dark, hidden 
atmosphere of the theater and bore witness to 
re-enacted atrocities played out against helpless 
citizens of a rural Irish community in 1920 by 
the Black and Tans and the British Army.
You’ll not find this movie rated up there with the 
likes of DISTURBIA, HOT FUZZ, or SPIDER-
MAN #. It’s not about liking it for excitement 
and special effects. If anyone wants to learn or 
attempt to grasp a little bit of insight into why 
the IRS (Irish Republican Army) was formed by 
ordinary people fighting to keep their inalienable 
human rights and freedoms from the intrusive 
British Army, this movie will certainly bring a 
serious enlightenment.
It’s not a movie you will walk away entertained 
and saying, “Wow, that was great!” This is a 
no holds barred, R-rated for violence, serious 
movie that will leave your mind reeling with 
unanswerable questions of what is right and 

what is wrong.
The struggle against others inflicting their laws, 
morphs into the most heart-wrenching struggle 
of brother against brother. How would you react? 
What sacrifices would you be willing to make? 
What actions would you take? How long could 
you stand by and watch your own family being 
brutally attacked and your house burned? This 
movie invokes a sense of helplessness with an 
underlying dream of hope for a peaceful solution 
and what are the best ways to achieve that goal.
In light of the most recent historic events that 
fulfill the central goal of the 1998 Good Friday 
Peace Agreement, this movie will leave you in 
honor of those who sacrificed throughout the 
struggles and giving the greatest amount of 
respect for the extreme self-discipline of all Irish 
parties today who are reaching for the ultimate 
goal of peace with each other.

Movie Review: “The Wind that Shakes the Barley”
Donna M Shine

MaryElisabeth C. Rustowicz

John Hartigan passed away on June 21, 
2016.  John was the husband of the late 
Mary (O’Neill) Hartigan; predeceased 
by eldest son Kevin, Ph.D. and eldest 
grandson Billy; survived by Edmund, 
Thomas, Paul (Patti), Marie, Matt (Marie), 
Tim and James (Nancy); grandfather of 
Timothy, Neil, Bridget, Patrick, Kevin, 
Maggie, Sean and Mary Katherine; 
dear friend of Rita Nolan; survived by 
numerous in-laws, nephews and nieces 
in the US, Ireland and England. John was 
a member of Carpenter’s Local 289, the 
Buffalo Irish Center, the Knights of Equity 
and St. Patrick’s Irish American Club. 
John was an avid supporter of ceili//set 
dancing and also enjoyed playing the 
accordion. 
Much of the woodworking done in the 
BIC’s formative years, was done by John.  
From the handmade Oak Board Room 
table to the walnut pub window sills, John 

John Hartigan

1988, left the satined ladies of the Galway races 
for a day trip to Pa’s place, Ennistymon, County Clare. 
‘Michael Ryan?’ Not a nod - he’d been forgotten 
(least in town) but Uncle Willie … 
‘Sure 
and I still can see him on his assn’cart 
proudbacked driving the hour into town.’ 
‘You knew him?’ 
‘As well as any.’ 
‘And he was?’ 
‘The only brother left.’ 
Nearly 30 years dead. And I two hours to Galway 
and the Park House, futurities, local feed, shit and sterling, 
Irish wagers on Lascaux, the closer I half-owned. 
Thought of Willie’s ass. Tipped another pound 
to Ahern, asked, ‘Could you show me 
where you laid him out?’ 
With a sweep 
he cleared my pint and pointed: ‘Sure. 
You’re leaning on it.’

American Horseman 
Drinks in Ahern’s Pub, 

Ennistymon
Feb. 15, 1957 – June 4, 2016 

volunteered his carpentry skills to enhance 
the image of the Buffalo Irish Center. 
John was a truly gentle man whose love for 
family and heritage was clearly evident.  
He will be missed!
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Youth Retreat at Glencree, 
Summer 1975

By Katharine Tussing

  In the summer of 1975, my sister Michele, brother Aaron and I went to a Quaker Youth retreat at 
Glencree Reconciliation Center in the Wicklows.  As its name suggests, the Glencree Reconciliation 
Center was built to facilitate dialogue and understanding between groups. There we stayed and met 
Protestant youth from Northern Ireland. There was also a man named Richard from England, who 
seemed old at 26. The Quakers I remember were the King boys, Des Jr. and Chris, and a slight, tense 
woman with long hair named Pen. The Webster boys, Colum and Kieran, may have been there too.
       Des called an eccentric, bearded man named Horace who was there for some reason, “Dorothy”. 
Chris played the guitar by his own modest assessment (which I agreed with) “quite well”. He and my 
brother Aaron and I jammed together, he on the guitar and Aaron and I on pennywhistle.  Among the 
Northern Irish, the most remarkable was a hearty youth with long blond hair named Gerry who burst 
out laughing out of the blue, apparently to get attention. A slight youth with curly brown hair wanted 
Northern Ireland to be part of Britain. There was a handsome boy with longish dark named Andrew, 
about whom you will hear later.  I think there were some girls who were fans of the Bay City Rollers 
and wore the plaid, cuffed pants requisite for that role.
       Also staying there were youth hostellers and volunteers for the International Building Compan-
ions, including a big, bespectacled young woman with longish hair with whom I would volunteer the 
next summer.
       We went on some walks in the mountains. One I did not enjoy because I had a stomach ache 
and someone was making fun of us “Yanks” or “colonials” (Americans), though the tall hills were 
covered with mauve heather. The other one was in the moonlight, which was enchanting. Something 
not so serious happened, however: Andrew went swimming in his underwear and some girls stole his 
clothes. I did not help them, but I confess I did not stop them.

Travels in Carrowduff, 
County Clare, Ireland

By Aidan Ryan
The last time a Ryan stood in the low doorway of the dirt-floored Byre House would have been the day before Willie Ryan passed, 7 Nov. 1967.  
I say the seventh instead of the eighth (the actual date of his death) because Willie was laid up with pneumonia in his kitchen, where he’d been 
living since the thatch roof had collapsed on the other half of his house.  All this I’d learned from John Maddigan, who, given that he had been a 
teenager when Willie died, was looking strong and lean as a racehorse, tan as sunbaked sandstone, when I met him in July of 2014.  A kind man 
of quiet gestures, he’d left his own fields to come to his neighbors the Nagles, of Carrowduff, County Clare, where I was staying, as a favor to 
me, Willie’s great grandnephew, tracing a few pictures, a few names, and the scant threads of family lore back to Ireland.
Like so many American scions of 19th and early 20th century immigrants I have no family albums tracing my lineage back to New England 
ships, to British houses or German hamlets echoing back my own surname; the portraits in my parents’ dining room – a long nose here, familiar 
deep-set eyes there – are to an unsettling degree nameless.  So it was with great excitement when in 2011 my aunt Michele (née Ryan), gripped 
before the rest of us by some genealogical daemon, brought out three snapshots of the old Ryan farm in County Clare, a place no living Ryan 
had ever seen.  It was not an impressive structure.  The corrugated tin roof recalled Soweto more than the Emerald Isle.  The stone hut was a 
gray weight against a gray sky; even the grasses were tinged the color of ash.  The single door was black as the hole from a missing tooth.  But 
there was something alive in the photography, as if the inkjet printed grasses could at any time sway.  I think every one of us felt it tugging.
“You brought the weather with you,” said Anne Nagle, my hostess in Carrowduff, a gift of a woman who thought nothing of serving the equiva-
lent of a Thanksgiving dinner – in volume and in variety – at one in the afternoon, as “a bit of supper.”  According to her County Clare is rainy 
for much of the year, with skies drizzling or fog rolling over the hills and the limestone karst.  But my bus ride from Dublin through Galway to 
the Cliffs of Moher, near Carrowduff, revealed minute by minute an Ireland of coffee-table books turned real, and vivid, and multisensorially 
brilliant before me.  In Western New York, where I was born, I was accustomed to the clangor of the city or the constant buzzing and rustling 
of country life, but when I stepped out under the full force of the County Clare sunshine, confronted with the total silence of the fields, I tasted 
a new and rare serenity.
I never met my great grandfather Michael Ryan, or “Pa,” but I knew that he almost never spoke of the Ireland he left, just as his son, my grand-
father, never spoke of his coming-of-age on the beaches of Normandy and in the forests of Ardennes.  Though his father Denis in Ireland’s 
1901 census listed him as a “scholar,” Pa came to America to work 57 years on the railroad that runs through Buffalo, NY.  As he never owned 
a car, he took his family on vacations to anywhere that his own coal steamer could take them.  When he retired, he worked the rest of his life as 
a caretaker for the Sisters of Saint Francis in Williamsville, to which he walked every day, about four miles from his home on Orchard Place.  
His seven sons and three daughters knew little of the land their father left, because Pa told them little.  And each generation knew less, and less.  
Ireland to Pa was a cruel land in a cruel time.  To his descendants, it is a mystery.
So I thought of Pa’s silence as I stood in the silence of the fields of Carrowduff.  I was caught between them.
Today County Clare is home to Ireland’s most popular tourist attraction, the stunning cliffs of Moher.  The Ryan farm is an hour walk from 
the town of Ennistymon, even less in an “ass’n’cart,” where today the gleaming glass and white sides of the Falls Hotel face the sun and the 
Cascades of the River Inagh.  The long pristine beaches of the coast are again an hour’s walk.  And most incredibly, Carrowduff is neighbor to 
Poulnabrone, a prehistoric megalith in Clare’s “Burren,” the tomb of at least 30 nameless members of a nameless tribe.  A tilted giant’s table 
on sturdy limestone legs, the blank face of Poulnabrone fronts the skies at a slight angle, with something of Frank Lloyd Wright in its style and 
sensibility, though its outsized architects preceded America’s own giant by almost six millenia.  All this is set in a vast karst landscape of lime-
stone, riddled and wormed with tracks carved by glaciers and slow time.  The cliffs, the beaches, the waterfalls, the cooling fog, the rolling silent 
green fields in summer laced with flowers of purple and of yellow, the dramatic megalith mystery of Poulnabrone to the north – all this was there 
for the Ryans in 1901, in 1801; all this was theirs for as long as they called Carrowduff home.  But one by one, the living left; and the rest died.
One Ryan – Willie, a middle child, born in 1881 – stayed longer than the rest.  From a postcard we know that Pa Ryan went back to Ireland at 
least once, in 1927, to try to bring his brother Willie back to Buffalo.  I told John Maddigan this story, and he laughed.
“I WILL NOT!” he mimicked, in a high lilt even stronger than his natural one.  It was Willie Ryan’s voice.
There is a streak of incredible obdurate willfulness – some would say stubbornness – that makes a floodtide river of the Ryan bloodline; and 
which also makes living with us a constant labor, though those that do are of the best sort.  John Maddigan knew this, and John Nagle knew 
this; the former told me that when Willie fell ill on his second last day, he refused a doctor and a priest, twice.  “He didn’t want a fuss,” he said.
And he didn’t get one.  Too poor to afford a headstone, neighbors buried Willie in 1967 in the graveyard of the old Kilshanny church of St. 
Augustine, abandoned after the parishioners erected its replacement in 1898.  Today the church is roofless, and in the grass-cracked floor where 
the pews once sat, mossy crosses and heavy headstones have taken up the best real estate, no more sheltered from the elements than the stones 
outside the walls but closer to the holy ground where the long-gone altar stood.  As far from that altar as any grave in the churchyard can get 
a wood surveyor’s post, or the kind of stick lashed to new saplings on gentrifying city streets, marks the place where Willie was likely buried, 
along with his father Denis, perhaps his grandfather Thomas, and unknown other Ryans.  John Maddigan marked the spot in 2011, to honor the 
old man he cared for when he was just a teenager, living on the next farm over.  It’s firm in the shadow of the ivied wall behind.
So maybe it was stubbornness that made Willie turn down his brother and kept him on the farm.  When I visited the remains of the Byre house 
– one half of it locked behind a thin tin door, the other a bare box home to sparrows, downed beams, and dirt – it was hard to imagine anyone 
living there.  But Willie did, with three cows and little else.  Ducking under the doorway, standing in the dark and trying to retain with each of 
my senses some essence of the place, it seemed a man would need all the mindless will of lichen to cling to a rock so barren.
There was little else to do, and I stepped back out into the sun to walk the path back to the main road, an almost comically loose collection of 
worn rocks that seemed so many scatterings from some giant’s seed bag.  The sun outlined everything, every blade of grass and barbed wire 
spike, in goldleaf paint, and I looked at the wild bushes, and the flower clusters, and the bees and the sparrows that passed me.  Thick unnameable 
plants hid away old stone walls, inseparable from the Irish landscape, perhaps laid by some Ryan’s hand in centuries past.  The Ryan farm and 
the path to it overlooked most of Carrowduff, from the old church to the thick stands of government-subsidized pines laid over former marshland 
to the northeast.  The smell of burning peat drifted up to me from some kitchen range in the valley below, sweeter and spicier than the backyard 
fires from home – and yet somehow familiar.  I wondered if Pa ever missed it – and if he did miss it, if the image I saw there was the one that 
he kept in the unspeakable places of his heart.
The next day, after my guide Eimear and I had left the ruined Kilshanny Church, we walked a stone’s kick down the road to visit St. Augustine’s 
Well, into which the locals dip to refill their bottles of Holy Water, and a place all the Ryans would have visited every year on Aug. 28 for the 
patron’s feast day.  To get there we had to go through the gate and across the yard of a refurbished house in fresh white paint.  Two thick-maned 
white labs wagged and sniffed at us as we flipped the latch.
“Sorry, sorry!” said a man emerging from the side of the house, in painter’s pants.  “Sometimes they can be a bit, ah, possessive,” he said of the 
dogs – without a thought to the fact that Eimear and I were standing in the middle of his front lawn.  His name was Paddy Power and before we 
passed down the path to the well we talked with him, and he told us that he and his wife were new arrivals from Waterford.  Though they knew 
no one in the county, they’d bought an old house by the well and were in the process of fixing it up for a retirement home.  “We always came 
here on vacation,” he said, “So we figured we might come here to die.”
His smile banished anything that could have been morbid in the statement.  It was more than matter of fact – it was cheerful.  Like me, Paddy 
and his wife had a loose claim on Carrowduff, County Clare – but it had a claim on them.  I looked past him to the old roofless church on its 
low hill, where John Maddigan’s post market the probable plot of the Ryans, below our fields and our Byre house.  I felt that old hut tugging.

Legendary South Buffalonians
By Neil Farrell, Secretary, South Buffalo Fresh Air Club, Wednesday, June 14, 2000

In honor of the recent retirement of the Honorable (and proud Irishman) Judge John T. Curtin, we thought it would be worthwhile 
to reprint an interview prepared by Neil Farrell for his Legendary South Buffalonians series several years back.

John T. Curtin – Senior U.S. District Court Judge
Parents: John J. Curtin & Ella Quigley Curtin
Born: August 24, 1921
Grew Up: 105 Pawnee Parkway
Married: Jane Good, August 9, 1952
Children: Anne, John, Patricia, Eileen, Mary Ellen, 
Mark, William
Education: St. Teresa’s, Canisius H.S., Canisius 
College, SUNY @ Buffalo Law School.
Service: U.S. Marine Corps, WWII 1942-1945, 
Korean conflict 1952-1954
Recent Honor: The only living member of the Buffalo 
News “20th Century Club”, described by the News as 
a group of 20 far sighted men and women who shaped 
our past and set a course for our future.
 
NF: You had four boys in your family growing up.  
Two became doctors, (Dan & Jim), Joe was a business 
executive, and you are the Senior U.S. District Judge.  
How did your family background contribute to your 
drive and success?
Hon. JC: My parents had a great deal of influence on 
my life.  Both of my parents believed strongly in the 
value of education and were hard workers.  My dad 
was in one of the earlier graduating classes of Canisius 
High School.  After high school, he joined the U.S. 
Army, where he was assigned to protect U.S. interests 
against Pancho Villa.  He later became a Battery 
Commander in the 106th Field Infantry in France in 
World War I and wasa t Verdun and Somme.  In the 
1930s, he went to work for Lackawanna Steel (later 
Bethlehem Steel), where he became Superintendent of 
Mills during the second World War.
 My mother was a strong role as well.  After her 
parents died when she was a teenager, she paid her 
way through business school.  She then went to work 
as an office worker until she married Dad and raised 
our family.  We had some strict rules in our family, but 
it was a happy time and healthy atmosphere.  She was 
always a cheerful, loving, and patient person.
What role did the community of South Buffalo play 
in guiding your values and development?
South Buffalo was a marvelous place to grow up.  The 
1930s were hard, but everyone pitched in to help each 
other out.  I remember the informal sports teams; the 
Cazenovia Park bowl was a great gathering place for 
football and baseball.  I remember guys like Al Stanton 
put in countless hours coaching us.
The Sisters of Mercy also played a big role in my 
development.  They were terrific educators, demanding 
a lot but also teaching kindness and showing a great 
sense of fun.  I had Sister Berchmans for several years, 
and she was a wonderful teacher.
What was your first job?
My first job was at the A&P at the corner of Seneca 
and Kingston.  I later worked at Bethlehem Steel and 
also as a mailman.  My mail route covered part of 

Lackawanna, and I remember the load for the Father 
Baker Home was always a heavy one!
Any mentors that stand out?
Shortly after I returned from the service, I met Peter 
Crotty.  He taught me that active politics is important, 
and I have been grateful ever since.
You mentioned your father being in the service but 
you were in World War II.  What was your job, and 
what did this experience teach you?
I joined the Marines and was a pilot in World War II.  
I was later recalled during the Korean conflict.  I have 
no exciting war stories because I was always in a back 
area. 
I learned that war seldom solves problems.  At the same 
time, the Marines taught me organization, discipline, 
and espirit de corps.  I still have a great admiration 
for the Marine Corps.  It was in the Marines that I first 
became interested in going to law school.
You should know that fellow “Legendary South 
Buffalonian”, Father William Stanton (who served 
his first Mass with you as his partner) counts you 
among his heroes because of your courage to make 
unpopular decisions.  How difficult were some of 
these decisions, and who did you rely on for help in 
making them?
First, let me say that I’m honored that Father Stanton 
said that.  But it’s funny, because if you asked me who 
my heroes are, I would start with Father Stanton.  I 
noticed in his interview with you, he mentioned Pope 
John Paul XXIII as a hero.  I agree.
In answer to your question, it seems that sometimes 
people think a judge sits up on a bench and hurls down 
his rulings like thunderbolts from the sky.  But it isn’t 
that way at all.  It’s a process of thinking, researching, 
and applying the law.  I spend a great deal of time 
reading; other cases and other opinions and then I do 
my best.  As a judge, I must follow the laws as set 
forth in state statutes and in cases decided by appellate 
courts. 
Keep in mind that my job is not to give my personal 
views.  It’s my job to take the statutes and put them 
into play.  Of course, my personal background plays 
a role in influencing a decision, and that is why it is 
understandable that judges can come to different 
decisions using the same set of facts.  But let me also 
say that I think that it is important to have juries in 
trials.  The viewpoint of the people in the community 
– especially if it’s a good overall representation – is 
extremely important.
As far as tough decisions, in Buffalo we have been 
blessed with a spirit of cooperation.  In this regard, I 
think of the school desegregation case.  I know that a 
lot of people disagreed with the decision, but everyone 
– from Gene Reville, the former Superintendent of 
Buffalo public schools, to the School Board to the 
parents and teachers – cooperated and worked through 
the process.  And I’m convinced that because of this 

good faith, our schools have greatly improved since 
the late 1960s and early 1970s.  We have City Honors, 
the Science Academy, the Montessori School, and 
many others to be proud of.
There’s certainly work to be done, especially in terms 
of staffing, equipment, and funding of important 
programs (music, art, libraries), but I think we’re on 
the right track.  I’m convinced that communities that 
are successful, or are going to be successful, have to 
make the requisite investment in education.
Here’s a question that Father Stanton passed along: 
“When you received the Federal Judge appointment 
from President Johnson, this seemed like a pretty 
cushy job to me.  Has it been everything you 
expected?”
(Laughing)  Tell Father Stanton that now that he’s 
retired, he has the cushy life!
Seriously, in a way, Federal Court has become more 
and more complicated.  Things that weren’t in the 
forefront when I started: for instance, age, sex, and 
handicapped discrimination and civil rights – now 
make up a lot of our cases.  The legislation aimed at 
leveling the playing field for all is important but quite 
complex, and the work is difficult because of the 
diversity of the calendar.  It remains challenging and 
interesting. 
I’m blessed in that I constantly have very bright and 
hard-working law clerks, and Jan Curry is a marvelous 
secretary.  I can’t leave this subject without mentioning 
the great Lillian McNamara from Eden Street in South 
Buffalo, who was a trusted secretary for many years.
You have gone on the record as saying we should 
consider the legalization of some now illegal drugs.  
What have you learned that makes you take this 
stance?
Let me start by saying I would ever encourage anyone 
to use drugs, alcohol, or cigarettes.  In fact, I would do 
everything possible to dissuade them.
But let me tell you a few statistics.  According to 
Justice Department statistics, in 1980 there were 
500,000 Americans in jail. The estimate for this year is 
about two million, or four times as many in 20 years.  
It costs more to send a person to jail for four years 
than it would to send him to our finest universities.  We 
are now nearly even with the Russians as far as the 
percentage of our population that has spent time in jail.  
This is supposed to be the land of the free!
We’ve spent a huge amount of our resources on law 
enforcement and incarceration, and it’s clearly not 
working.  Think of it as a taxpayer.  One of the largest 
costs to taxpayers today is to build and pay for jails.   
There’s got to be a better way.
On the subject of incarceration, people who don’t have 
anything don’t worry about the consequences.  I don’t 
think severe penalties are the answer.  We’ve spent 
billions of dollars by putting people in jail, and it just 
gets worse. 

You might say, “Why not throw them all in jail?” I say 
we shouldn’t because they will then have little or no 
opportunity then ofever becoming productive citizens, 
learning a skill, or supporting a family.
We’ve had some success with education and 
counseling, and I think that this is part of the solution.  
But let’s look at some successes with alternative 
solutions as well.  For example, some European 
countries have a system where if you are a medically 
proven addict, you might get a prescription for your 
drug, but you must also agree to counseling.  That way, 
you have the opportunity to continue holding a job and 
becoming a responsible, tax paying citizen. 
As far as legislation, from where we are now, this 
seems a most difficult if not impossible solution.  
Why should we even consider it? Studies show that 
alcohol is more destructive than drugs in terms of lost 
work time, assaultive behavior and family problems.  
Yet, drunk driving, for instance, is virtually winked 
at.  Think of the health costs associated with the use 
of cigarettes.  It is clear that the total expenses of the 
abuse of alcohol and tobacco are far greater than drugs.
What are you proudest of?
I’m proud of my family.  All of our seven children 
have chosen different and varied careers, and each is 
successful in his or her own way.  I’m proud of all 
of their accomplishments and of our 10 grandchildren.
Any cherished memories?
Getting married to Jane Good and our life together with 
our family makes for my most cherished memories.
Are you optimistic about the future of Buffalo?
Yes, I am.  Our community seems to be willing to pull 
together more and more, and getting away from the 
“suburbs versus the city” mindset.  I think that people 
are realizing that we’re all in this together, and we’ve 
got to get along.

Thank you, Judge.

Jason Patrick Messenger receives the rank 
of Eagle Scout in Troop 483 at the Reserve 
Fire Hall where he attended Scouts.
Jason’ Eagle project was the construction of 
2 benches and a wall unit of cubbies for the 

Irish dancers in the BIC.
Jason also received his EMT certification 
and graduated from Frontier High School... 
All in the month of June.  Quite the month!

Eagle Scout Awarded To
Jason Patrick Messenger
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Summertime fun with Rince Na Tiarna

Paddy Keenan To Appear At The Buffalo Irish Center
Saturday, July 16 at 7PM

Timmy Hudson competes at the 
Rince Na Tiarna class feis

Larry A. Wroblewski, of North Collins, senior associate editor of the Polish American Journal 
newspaper, died Saturday in Hospice Buffalo, Cheektowaga, after a brief battle with cancer. He 
was 59. 
He began his own editorial and graphic arts company, Polograph, which produced the Buffalo 
Irish Times and publications for the Greater Niagara Frontier Council of the Boy Scouts of 
America.   Larry was involved in the creation of the Buffalo Irish Times and played a role in 
layout, editorial content, printing and distribution for the local Irish American paper. 
Born in Buffalo, he grew up on the East Side. He was a 1975 graduate of Bishop Turner High 
School and a 1979 graduate of Canisius College with a degree in political science. He was a 
member of the college’s Schuyler Colfax Thinking Club. 
While in college, he worked as a reporter at the Am-Pol Eagle, then joined the staff of the 
Polish American Voice. After it merged with the Polish American Journal, he served as reporter, 
columnist and editor. He had been senior associate editor since 1984. 
Mr. Wroblewski also was a staff reporter for the Community Papers of Western New York and 
was a regular columnist in the Gowanda News, the Springville Journal and The Sun. 
After he married Basia “Barbara” Karkosza in 1992, he moved to North Collins. He was president 
and vice president of the North Collins Volunteer Fire Company and active in North Collins 
schools, volunteering with the Music Boosters, the Sports Boosters and the PTA. He also was a 
member of Holy Spirit Catholic Church and its Holy Name Society. 
In addition to his wife, survivors include three daughters, Amelia, Isabelle and Sabrina. 

Larry A. Wroblewski
Feb. 15, 1957 – June 4, 2016 

Paddy Keenan was born in Trim, Co. Meath. 
The Keenans were a Travelling family 
steeped in traditional music; both Paddy’s 
father and grandfather were uilleann pipers. 
At 17, having fallen in love with the blues, 
Paddy left Ireland for England and Europe, 
where he played blues and rock. Returning 
to Ireland after a few years, he began play-
ing around Dublin with singer/keyboardist 
Triona Ni Dhomhnaill and singer/guitarist 
Micheal O Dhomhnaill. Fiddler Paddy Gla-
ckin joined the three, and they asked flute 
player Matt Molloy to play with them shortly 
thereafter. Next accordion player Tony Mac-
Mahon joined the group, and then guitarist 
Donal Lunny was asked to listen to the six. 
Liking what he heard, he joined as well, and 
the loosely-knit band began calling itself 
Seachtar, the Irish word for seven. Seachtar’s 
first major concert was in Dublin. They 
played a few more gigs around the country, 
but circumstances soon forced Tony MacMa-
hon to drop out. When the rest of the band 
decided to turn professional, Paddy Glackin 
left as well; he was replaced by Donegal fid-
dler Tommy Peoples (who was later replaced 
by fiddler Kevin Burke). All the group need-

ed now was a name.
Micheal had recently returned from Scotland, 
where he happened across a picture taken in 
the 1890s of a group of tattered musicians. 
“The Bothy Band”, it was titled, in reference 
to the migrant Irish laborers who worked 
in England and Scotland, where they were 
housed in stone huts known as “bothies”. Mi-
cheal suggested that the band take this name, 
and the others agreed. Thus was born one of 
the most influential bands of the 1970s, the 
Bothy Band.
The Bothy Band forever changed the face 
of Irish traditional music, merging a driving 
rhythm section with traditional Irish tunes in 
ways that had never been heard before. Pad-
dy was one of the band’s founding members, 
and his virtuosity on the pipes combined 
with the ferocity of his playing made him, in 
the opinion of many, its driving force. Bo-
thy Band-mate Donal Lunny once described 
Paddy as “the Jimi Hendrix of the pipes”; 
more recently, due to his genius for improvi-
sation and counter-melody, he has been com-
pared to jazz great John Coltrane.
Paddy’s flowing, open-fingered style of play-
ing can be traced directly from the style of 

his father and grandfather, Paddy’s style has 
continued to mature in the intervening years 
since the break-up of the Bothy Band as he 
has pursued a solo career. He tours the world, 
playing festivals and gigs in the US and Can-
ada, Ireland, Europe, Israel, Australia and 
New Zealand, and the Far East. . In 2000 he 
was a member of the Irish Pure Drops tour 
in Europe, along with accordion player Joe 
Derrane and guitarist Malachy Bourke. Pad-
dy toured in 2003 with Eire Japan, a trio that 
featured fiddler Frankie Gavin and guitar and 
banjo player Junji Shirota. 
Paddy has composed and arranged music for 
several film projects, including Traveller, a 
major studio release starring Bill Paxton and 
Marky Mark (1997), as well as projects fo-
cusing on the history of the Navajo people, 
and on pagan culture. 
Between 2005-2007, Paddy traveled to Mali, 
meeting and playing with local African musi-
cians and performing at Le Festival au Desert 
in Essoukane, near Timbuktu. Their journeys 
have been made into a documentary film, 
Dambe: The Mali Project. This documentary 
was nominated for an IFTA, the Irish Film 
and Television Award, which is the Irish ver-

sion of the Oscars. 
Paddy provided monetary support to a young 
man in Mali as he completed his schooling, 
and has recently been raising money to help 
relocate Malians displaced by the recent 
fighting in that country. 
Generally acknowledged as the most ac-
complished uilleann piper performing today, 
Paddy is certainly one of the most brilliant 
musicians of his generation. 
Quotes
“The sheer amount of sound culled from the 
pipes is breathtaking, as Keenan expertly 
weaves intricate layers of resonant tones and 
wildly quick and expressive notes... In physi-
cal appearance and style Keenan is like the 
Irish Dickie Betts, fingering intricate lines of 
notes without disregarding the passion and 
sentiment of the song...Perhaps most impor-
tant is the honesty in the music, and Keenan 
rocked the house with unique Irish flair.”—
Daily Cavalier, Charlottesville, VA, 2006
Pre-sale tickets:  $16.00 available in the BIC 
Pub or Tara Gift Shoppe. Door: $20.00

A Rince Na Tiarna calendar shows a parade 
one weekend, a few shows the next week, and a 
festival coming up. Although this might sound 
like a schedule for March, it’s actually in the 
summer.
A year-round activity
Nicole Piotrowicz’s daughter, Nora, age 10, 
has been Irish dancing for six years. Nicole 
explained, “She does this all year, including 
the summer classes. It’s really a year-round 
activity, and she loves it.”
For Nora, summer is an opportunity to focus 
more on Irish dance. “You don’t have to worry 
about school and sports that happen during the 
school year.” She also enjoys the variety that 
summer brings. “I like shows because they’re 
more relaxed than a feis. It’s fun because you 
can talk with your friends behind the stage,” 
she said. However, she thinks competing in a 
feis can be fun, as well. Nora enjoys competing 
in her treble jig, and she likes to visit the 
vendors to buy a souvenir of the day.
Off to Nationals
Lauren Kielar, age 12, began dancing with 
Rince Na Tiarna when she was five.
The North American National Irish dance 
competition is a highlight of summer for 
Lauren. “I love to travel to go to Nationals. 
There are a lot of really good dancers, and it 
pushes you to be a better dancer,” she said.
Lauren shares Nora’s enthusiasm about 
festivals and shows, too. “Dancing at shows is 
always fun. Everybody always enjoys it, and 
you get to hang around with your friends,” she 
explained.
Her mom, Danielle, noted that the audience is 
an important part of a show. “The crowds get 
into it at the festivals and shows. You can feel 
the energy,” she said.
Numerous other Rince Na Tiarna dancers 
will also travel to Orlando for the Nationals. 
Two teams and approximately 20 soloists 
will represent the school at this prestigious 
competition.

Summertime variety
Grace McNamara, age 13, began dancing when 
she was three. Grace enjoys all aspects of Irish 
dancing in the summer, and she appreciates the 
variety. At shows, she likes when the audience 
claps along with the dancers. She enjoys 
competing, so she appreciates that aspect of a 
feis day. “At parades, people are excited, and 
that’s fun,” she said
Her mom noted that all of these things allow 
Grace and her fellow dancers to share Irish 
culture. “It’s a wonderful opportunity for the 
students, and Rince Na Tiarna is like a big 
family,” she explained.
Dancers from the Rince Na Tiarna family, as 
well as from numerous other dancing schools 
throughout the state and region, will gather in 
Niagara Falls for the annual Feis at the Falls, 
slated for August 13. Registration is open, and 
dancers are preparing for their team and solo 
competitions.
Getting started
Nora Bloom is five years old, and she is 
completing her first year of Irish dancing. She 
recently competed in her first class feis, and 
she’s looking forward to future competitions 
and shows. “I like Irish dancing. I like going to 
the classes,” Nora said.
Her mom, Mollie, said that Nora enjoys her 
classes so much that she asks throughout the 
week when it will be time to go to class again.
Years of experience
Kevinah Dargan and Erin Lynch were even 
younger than Nora Bloom when they began 
Irish dancing. Now, after years of practice, 
hard work, dancing in shows and parades, 
and competing locally, regionally, nationally, 
and internationally, they have realized their 
dream: both women were invited to audition 
for Michael Flatley’s Lord of the Dance: 
Dangerous Games. After earning roles in the 
show, they appeared in the show in London and 
on Broadway. During her tenure with the show, 
Kevinah Dargan danced a lead role.

The show’s North American run included 
appearances at the Niagara Fallsview Casino 
Resort. It was a special privilege for Kevinah 
and Erin to have family members, friends, 
and members of the Rince Na Tiarna family 
in the audience, and it was equally special for 
hometown fans to see them in Flatley’s show.
“This was a dream come true for Kevinah 
and Erin,” Mary Kay Heneghan, founder and 
instructor of Rince Na Tiarna, said. “Like 
Nora Bloom, everyone starts out as a beginner. 
With hard work, practice, determination, and 
teamwork, it’s possible to make a dream come 
true,” she declared.
Erin Lynch will appear at Disney’s Raglan 
Road, an Irish pub with live music and dance, 
during the month of July. This will be a great 
opportunity for Western New Yorkers heading 
for Florida, including Rince Na Tiarna families 
heading to Nationals, to see her perform.
Rose of Tralee
Meadhbh O’Connor, age 18, began Irish 
dancing at age three. She enjoys competing, but 
also appreciates the chance to dance at shows 
and festivals. “At competitions, everyone is so 
serious and focused, and they forget to have 
fun. At shows and festivals, it’s nice to dance 
in front of an audience without the pressure of 
competition,” she said.
This summer, Meadhbh is exploring her Irish 
culture and heritage in another way. She’s 
competing in the Rose of Tralee; she explained 
that it is similar to an Irish version of Miss 
Universe minus the swimsuit or beauty pageant 
aspects. She said it’s based on interviews, 
personality, and commitment to sharing Irish 
culture.
The Rose of Tralee begins with regional 
competitions; the winners of the regional 
competitions travel to Tralee, in Ireland’s 
County Kerry, to compete in the weeklong 
Rose of Tralee festival.
Meadhbh, a resident of Toronto, is competing 
in the Toronto Rose. She noted that entrants 

must be sponsored by a company; at a recent 
event, the contestants met sponsors, had a 
camogie lesson, and visited sites of Irish 
heritage and culture.
“It’s worth it!”
Danielle Kielar drives Lauren to classes from 
Olean, and Vanessa O’Connor, Meadhbh’s 
mom, drives to classes from Toronto. However, 
the moms and their dancers agree that it’s 
worth it.
Danielle said, “It’s quite a commitment to drive 
weekly, two times a week, 1.5 hours each way, 
for lessons but she loves it, so it’s worth it!”
Vanessa appreciates the friendships she and 
Meadhbh have made through Irish dance. “It’s 
getting to meet friends you know through Irish 
dancing. When you see them at a feis, it feels 
like it hasn’t been so long,” she explained.
Getting started
For more information about Rince Na Tiarna, 
including information about starting Irish 
dancing lessons, please visit 
http://rincenatiarna.com/.
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It all began March 14, 2015.  It was St. Patrick’s Day weekend and I was working in the library 
of the Irish Center.  Along in the afternoon, a woman came into the library and was visiting 
with Mary Heneghan.  After some time, Mary called me over to explain the woman was 
looking for McGuire’s and thought I might be able to help her.  The visitor was not familiar 
with the area.  She didn’t know that South Buffalo is an entity unto itself.  She had stopped in 
because she realized it was an Irish Center and wondered if she might discover something to 
help her find her family.
She began sharing her story of being adopted and of trying for a very long time to locate her 
birth mother. It didn’t take long for me to go into shock.  The longer she spoke the deeper my 
shock.  You see, over 60 years ago there was an event in my family that wasn’t talked about 
and I hadn’t thought about in years.  My aunt had a baby girl out of wedlock, which she gave 
up for adoption as she wasn’t able to care for a child. When the visitor said she knew her 
mother was taken to a home for unwed mothers in Syracuse but also knew she was born in 
Buffalo, I remembered the day my mother drove her sister and my grandmother to Syracuse.  
I also remembered when, after maybe a month, my mother and grandmother drove back to 
Syracuse and brought my aunt back to Buffalo.  I then realized this visitor, Kathleen, was 
that baby and I knew she found her birth mother’s family.  I was too shocked to admit it to 
Kathleen, or myself for that matter.  I didn’t share what I knew, but suspected Kathleen knew.  
Before she left, we exchanged phone numbers and email addresses.  We kept in contact for a 
month or so.
In April, Kathleen came to my home and we visited further and she shared her very long 
struggle and frustration trying find her mother.  Records are not readily available or obtainable.  
She had a few snippets about her mother. Nothing on her father other than he was Italian.   She 
knew she was originally christened Mary McGuire, but her adopted parents christened her 
Kathleen.  I gave her some family photos and her mother’s death certificate.
At the end of the day, we hugged and vowed to keep in touch.  Kathleen was temporarily 
working in this area, but at the end of May returned home to Houston, Texas.  We kept our vow 
to stay in touch.  Since her mother and all of her mother’s siblings are deceased, we decided 
to have our DNA done.   Sure enough we are first cousins!  I am the oldest of the cousins, 
so I didn’t know how many of the cousins were aware of this phase of our history.  It was 
time to find out.  Last autumn, I sent a letter explaining the birth, adoption, and my meeting 
Kathleen.  Turned out only three of the cousins had an inkling.  It just wasn’t something 
that was discussed in those days.  The response was terrific!  All of them were surprised and 
marveled that everyone kept such a secret and took it to their grave.  They were more than 
excited to meet Kathleen.
On Feb. 14, 2016---eleven months to the day that Kathleen found me-----we held a clan 
gathering at The Irish Center.  All of the local cousins (and one from out of town) attended.  
Twas a resounding success!  We have a new first cousin and Kathleen has a whole new family.  
We are ecstatic and thankful that Kathleen persevered and found her family and became a 
cherished member of the McGuire clan.  The photo of all the cousins taken at the gathering 
appeared in the last issue of the Irish Times.
We are all gathering again this summer including all of the out of town cousins.

Part I
Mcguire Clan Gathering

By Jean Devlin

Every day, I check my email to see what is new; most of my email has to do with genealogy.  
Now, I also check my Ancestry account every day to see if I have any new cousins matching my 
autosomal DNA.  Last June, I opened up my DNA and found a new 2nd cousin.  I did not recognize 
the name “Kathleen” but did a search of a family tree that was connected to the DNA sample and 
I found an O’Brien family a few generations back.  I was very excited to find another O’Brien 
relation because so many families emigrated to the USA and Canada from Ireland.  After tracing 
the O’Brien family in this tree I realized that I could not find a connection or a common ancestor 
that I shared and that it could not be the O’Brien family in this tree because the connection was 
too far back and this was a 2nd cousin relationship.  A second cousin relationship means that your 
grandparents are siblings and your common ancestor is a great grandparent.
I had to go back to Kathleen’s family tree and look at it again. That is when I noticed that the family 
tree only included her mother who was a McGuire from Lackawanna, NY.  I was stumped that I 
couldn’t figure out who this woman was related to my family.  After a little more searching I was 
checking one of my 2nd cousin’s DNA and found out that she also had a 2nd cousin relationship to 
Kathleen.   This meant that Kathleen was related to my father’s family.  I was fortunate that I had 
two other cousins that had DNA samples and after checking they too had a 2nd cousin relationship 
to Kathleen.  The four of us, all 2nd cousins are descended from our great grandparents, Thomas 
Moroney and Kathleen Conole of Miltown Malbay, County Clare, Ireland.  It was starting to 
make sense to me but I had a problem.   My grandmother had ten brothers and sisters and my 
Dad was one of fifty-one 1st cousins.  Kathleen’s 2nd cousin relationship to my three 2nd cousins 
and me meant that Kathleen’s father was one of my Dad’s first cousins.  Because the four of us 
were all 2nd cousins it meant that Kathleen’s father was not our father or any of our uncles.  This 
meant I had to look to my other cousins.  After calling on some of my cousins that I hoped would 
understand, I was able to get three more cousins from my grandmother siblings to participate.  
At this time, I was in regular contact with Kathleen and found out about her connection to Jean 
Devlin a friend and member of the Buffalo Irish Genealogical Society.  I had looked at Jean’s 
family tree before but now we shared a cousin.
The DNA test results take about two months to get results and after about six months from the time 
I first found Kathleen we were able to find Kathleens’s father.  After DNA test results came in for 
the three other familes we found two that were 2nd cousins as I was and my other three cousins but 
the third and last cousin showed up a first cousin relationship to Kathleen.  This result confirmed 
that it was not my cousins father but one of her uncles that had been the father of Kathleen.  This 
meant I had to call another cousin and tell the story.  Thankfully another DNA confirmed a very 
close match of “immediate family”.  Now, Kathleen knows her father’s name and has a half  
brother and two sisters and over 100 2nd cousins and that isn’t even including Kathleen’s mother’s 
side of the family.  Next year Kathleen and I are making plans for a trip to County Clare to visit 
her ancestral home.  Welcome to our family Kathleen!

Part II
Who is your Father?

By Kevin J O’Brien

Although, I have had a good life and a loving family, I have always felt there has been a 
missing piece.  I knew I was adopted and I have always “felt” certain things about who I was 
and my beginning story.  I always imagined my birth mother had not gone on to have a happy 
life and new family.  I also believed she had lied about who my father was to conceal the truth.  
I always felt most comfortable around large families ..the rowdier the better!  l I took the name 
Mary as a confirmation name because I felt it was in me somewhere.  On my birthday I would 
find a quiet place in the evening and felt I had been born around that time.
From time to time I searched for her and did get some information…..always from women 
named Mary…four of them.  However Catholic Charities did not make it easy to go any 
further.  There was almost a whole year of my life I could not account for and it DOES make 
a difference.
It was not to be in my time but in God’s.  I truly believe that it was divine intervention and 
guidance that I went into the Irish Center on March 14,2015 and ended up speaking to a 
woman who would turn out to be my cousin Jean Devlin, who remembered her grandmother 
and mother packing MY mother up to go to a maternity home in Syracuse.  I knew I had come 
home.
My mother had had many mental issues of which I will never know the true origins.  It 
was very traumatic to be in her position in the 1950’s. She lived her life with a loving and 
supporting family as I had but she had many issues and sadness as I had “felt”.  My name had 
in fact been Mary, and I was born into a large rowdy family.  My mother had said my father 
was Italian but Ancestry DNA said I was 96% Irish…not a drop of Italian in me. I was born 
at 9:56 pm.
Meeting Jean closed the broken circle of nearly a life time.  She has been a blessing.  Jean 
organized the McGuire cousin reunion in February this year and as my cousins all came in I 
felt like I had just been away a long time.  I felt like I had always known them somehow.  One 
cousin said that her mother had always teared up when speaking of me and would say  “ I 
was always hoping she would come back and find us”  Many had stories about my mother at 
different points of her life that I will always treasure.  I finally saw who I looked like which is 
something most people take for granted.  I look like my mother Rose.
I am one of many that can tell you the bond is never totally broken.  I am sorry that my mother 
was a victim of her times and the adoption system used by Catholic charities.  I had hoped to 
be able to say something to her to put her at some peace with all that had happened.  What was 
also amazing to me was that all the McGuire’s  all greeted me so warmly.  Not one indifferent 
and I keep in touch with many still and always will. I am looking forward to another reunion 
this summer.
So it goes without saying that the Irish Center will always have a very special place in my Irish 
heart. It brought me home again.    Mary Mcguire

Part III
I am THAT baby
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 To protest the Vietnam War, I broke into a 
federal building. Half a century later, I finally 
got the chance to ask the judge why he made the 
shocking decision to let me walk.
On a warm spring morning 44 years ago, I 
stood before a federal judge who was about 
to sentence me and four friends for crimes we 
freely confessed to having committed. I was 
22 years old, a draft card-burning, long-haired 
hippie, anti-war activist college dropout, and 
now, a convicted felon. We’d been arrested 
nine months earlier, in the dead of night, inside 
a federal office building in my hometown of 
Buffalo, New York, charged with crimes that 
could send us to prison for twelve years.
The five of us – three men and two women – 
weren’t the first group of Vietnam War resisters 
to break into a federal office building to destroy 
draft records. We were only the latest band of 
activists who, since 1968, had committed more 
than a hundred break-ins of government and 
corporate offices responsible for conducting 
and fueling the Vietnam War. Destroying the 
paper that provided the human fodder for the 
war was our way of throwing some grit into the 
government’s murderous works, of maybe even 
saving some lives in the process. Every other 
federal judge who had ever tried a case like 
ours had given the defendants a stern lecture – 
not about the sanctity of human life but about 
the sanctity of the law. Then they’d sent the 
lawbreakers to prison.
The man we stood before that warm spring 
morning was U.S. District Court Judge John 
T. Curtin, a former Marine whose mild Irish-
American countenance and soft-spoken, 
deferential manner belied the gung-ho Marine 
stereotype of John Wayne going up against 
merciless enemy fire.
Curtin had given us extraordinary leeway in 
presenting our case. But even though he seemed 
sympathetic to our arguments during trial, it 
was deeply evident that above all else, Curtin 
was a man of the law. That could only mean 
we’d soon be doing time.
I remember looking over my shoulder that 
morning at my parents, my siblings and my 
girlfriend, wondering if I’d be given the chance 
to say goodbye before being taken away.
* * *
His words at sentencing came to define my life, 
and I’ve thought many times over the years 
about contacting him. But I didn’t hear Curtin’s 
voice again for nearly half a century, when he 
returned my request for a telephone interview 
four weeks ago.
I recognized his voice immediately, though it 
is now whispery, befitting a man of 94 years. 
He suffered a heart attack ten years ago but 
did not retire until a week or so before our 
conversation, ending 48 often-controversial 
years on the bench.
I beat Curtin to retirement by a year, having quit 
the daily newspaper where I worked for two 
decades. I live in New Paltz, New York, a small 
college town nearly four hundred miles from 
Buffalo, where Curtin, who attended the same 
Jesuit high school as me, still resides.
Curtin joined the Marines a few years out of 
Canisius High School, in 1942, ultimately 
achieving the rank of Lieutenant Colonel. I 
graduated from Canisius in 1968. The war was 
raging. Young men coming out of high school 
faced a choice: go to college or go to war. I went 
to college – Fordham University in the Bronx. 
Rebellion was in the air and I joined in the fun. 
I marched. I chanted. But nothing changed. 
Gradually the fun washed away, leaving a 
residue of anger and disgust in its wake. 
In late 1969, I fell in with a band of people at a 
church rectory nicknamed Iron Mountain in the 
north Bronx. Ostensibly an anti-war mail-order 
bookstore, Iron Mountain was in fact the locus 
of a small, clandestine group of war resisters 
intent on carrying on the anti-war actions of 
the Catonsville Nine – nine religiously oriented 
men and women who walked into a suburban 
draft board during office in May 1968, emptied 
its files, dumped them on the lawn outside, and 
torched them with homemade napalm. People 

at Iron Mountain walked it like they talked it. I 
dropped out of Fordham after sophomore year 
and joined ranks with what the newspapers 
called the Catholic radical left.
In the summer of 1971, I learned that an action 
was being planned for Buffalo. I signed on. I 
relished the chance to destroy the draft records 
of all the guys I’d grown up with.
By this time, no one was practicing Catonsville-
style “hit and stay” actions. Now, it was hit and 
run. Too many action groups had stood by, 
gotten arrested and been effectively shut down 
in court when trying to explain their motives.
By any ordinary measure, what came to be 
known as the “Buffalo Five” draft board raid 
of August 21, 1971 was an epic failure for us, 
and a triumph for the FBI. We failed to destroy 
or steal a single record that night, failed to duck 
when two FBI agents, tipped to the possibility 
of the raid, all but stumbled on us in the act. 
Our arrest was only made sweeter for the Feds 
when, that same night, they nabbed 28 of our 
friends and fellow travelers as they attempted 
to hit the draft boards of Camden, New Jersey, 
where the informant had embedded himself.
Nine months later, standing before Judge 
Curtin, I was at peace with what I’d done. 
But it was an uneasy peace. My father, a well-
known and well-liked executive with the NFL 
football team the Buffalo Bills, was suffering 
from leukemia and might die while I was in 
prison. His standing by me in the wake of my 
arrest was the most inspiring and happy result 
of the action. But that would be cold comfort in 
a prison cell.
Still, standing in that crowded courtroom, with 
my father, my long-suffering mother, my eight 
brothers and sisters and my girlfriend behind 
me, I felt vindicated. What we’d done was 
illegal, not wrong. Now it was time to face the 
music.
* * *
Iwas disappointed when Curtin was assigned 
our case. He had a reputation as a liberal jurist. 
I didn’t want a liberal to hear our case. I wanted 
a villain, someone who, like the notorious 
Judge Julius Hoffman in the Chicago Seven 
trial, would embody all that was unjust and 
outrageous about the legal system.
So I was hardly happy when Curtin agreeably 
allowed us to represent ourselves, and to 
simultaneously rely on Buffalo’s best criminal 
lawyer, Vincent Doyle, as our legal advisor.
This was a promising development to my 
parents, who only wanted to see me stay out of 
prison. And it only got more promising when 
the trial finally began in mid-April of 1972. 
Time and again, in large and small ways, Curtin 
refused to act the villain, though we gave him 
every opportunity.
At the beginning of the trial, we refused to 
stand when Curtin entered the courtroom. 
Showing such inordinate respect only for him, 
we contended, would show a lack of respect for 
everyone else in the courtroom. After hearing 
our argument, Curtin had the courtroom 
cleared. When we returned, we stood for him. 
We had no choice. In our absence, he’d had the 
courtroom attendants remove our chairs. Later, 
he let us sit while everyone else stood.
We refused to address Curtin as “Your honor.” 
By doing so, one of us explained to him, we’d 
be showing him more respect than everyone 
else in the courtroom.
“OK,” he said. “How about “Mister Curtin?”
He was a sly one.
Curtin balked at allowing us to call President 
Richard Nixon to testify, as we’d requested, but 
he didn’t prevent us from calling a surprising 
variety of men and women as expert and 
character witnesses. Among them were a 
Vietnamese woman whose village had been 
destroyed by American firepower, the man 
who blew the whistle on the notorious “tiger 
cage” torture chambers in Vietnam, a former 
Marine captain who testified he’d flown illegal 
air strikes in Laos, and an ex-FBI agent who 
testified to J. Edgar Hoover’s obsession with 
spying on anti-war radicals and civil rights 
leaders, including Martin Luther King.

Curtin allowed them all to testify despite the 
repeated, incredulous objections of Assistant 
U.S. Attorney James Grable, who argued 
throughout the trial that the testimony of our 
witnesses was irrelevant.
The government wasn’t on trial, Grable said at 
one point. Oh, but it was, in a way no one could 
deny. Or quite believe.
By the time we began presenting our case, I was 
no longer looking for a villain. We had a hero in 
our midst, a most unlikely one. Here we were, 
admitted lawbreakers caught red-handed in the 
act. We’d publicly admitted our crimes every 
chance we got. Our moral argument against the 
war was unassailable. Was it possible we might 
actually win our legal case as well?
We got our answer when Curtin gave his all-
important instructions to the jury: “If you find 
the defendants committed the acts as charged, 
and if you further find that they had good 
motives…the acts committed would not be 
justified under the law. In that case, you must 
find them guilty.”
I remember the look those words brought to our 
attorney’s face – like he’d been punched in the 
gut.
The jury took seven and a half hours to convict 
us on two of the three counts.
Even though we felt we’d gotten our message 
across as no other draft board action group had 
ever been able to do, in the end, it was hard not 
to feel that Curtin had failed us with his by-the-
book instructions to the jury. Fear and Vending 
in L.A. 
Sentencing was set for mid-May. The waiting 
was tough. It was only made more so when my 
girlfriend, Patty, told me she was pregnant.
Neither of us knew what to do. We spent a week 
or so before sentencing at the wind-blown Cape 
Cod home of an elderly woman – a friend-of-
a-friend. We painted her white picket fence 
in exchange for room and board. We told her 
about the pregnancy, which she had suspected. 
She counseled patience. This lovely old woman 
who we didn’t know was the only person we 
told about being pregnant before the day of 
sentencing.
* * *
When that day finally arrived, the stifling air in 
the packed courtroom crackled with a mixture 
of anger and sorrow and maybe even relief that 
at last we’d finally have what’s now commonly 
called “closure.”
Sure enough, right off the bat, we got a lecture 
from the judge: “The people in this community 
are not going to permit post offices and other 
buildings to be broken into,” Curtin said, 
according the Buffalo Evening News.
Then came the classic liberal plea for working 
within the system: “A strong argument could be 
made that, because of your effort, your love of 
country is above that of most citizens, because 
you had the moral outrage to put into action 
what you believed.

“But,” he said – wasn’t there always a “but?” – 
“the jeopardy you placed yourselves and others 
in far outweighed the good that resulted. If 
you had spent the same effort and time toward 
a constructive project, you would have done 
more good.”
Then, at long last, Curtin lowered the boom. 
The stillness permeating the courtroom like a 
fog during his oration seemed to deepen as he 
sentenced each of us to a year in prison.
Then he suspended the sentence.
“Each of you,” he said over disbelieving shouts 
of joy. “Each of you is free to speak your mind, 
associate with your friends, attend meetings, 
travel, and continue your efforts in a peaceful 
manner.”
I walked out of his courtroom that day into a 
new life.
Nearly half a century later, Curtin granted me 
one more opportunity by returning my phone 
call: the chance to thank him for making that 
new life possible. I didn’t believe I could.
Out of habit, I assumed a familiar role: the 
inquiring journalist. I told him all my questions 
boiled down to a single word: Why? Why did 

I Was Ready To Go To Prison For My Anti-War Beliefs. 
Then One Man Changed My Life.

By Jeremiah Horrigan

Clann Na Cara Irish Dance
By Jenn Mammoliti

you give us the leeway you did?
“Under the circumstances, it seemed a fair thing 
to do,” he said. “You and your friends had a lot 
to say about the war.”
I reminded him of a speech he gave at a college 
commencement a few weeks after the trial in 
which he condemned the war, saying it had 
“turned all our best ideals to dust…Let us think 
less of losing a war and more about human life.”
At least one spectator, according to news 
reports, called Curtin’s speech that day a 
“Communistic lie.”
Did he ever regret taking a public stand against 
the war?
“Of course not!” he said with a new intensity. 
“Not at all. I think I did right then and I’d do it 
over again.”
Then, for me, the most important question: Why 
did he suspend our sentences?
“Putting a person on probation is always a 
gamble,” he said. “I just followed procedure. I 
took into account your background, the fact you 
had no criminal record, your family situation…”
This was the moment my journalist’s pose fell 
away, the moment my voice grew whispery with 
backed-up emotion. Curtin knew that my father, 
whose battle with cancer was well known in the 
community, died a little more than a year after 
our sentencing.
But there was a lot that he didn’t know, couldn’t 
know, a lot that I wanted him to know. I tried 
to tell him how much I owed him the only way 
I knew how – by describing the barest outlines 
of a life of the luckiest man I know, a life he 
allowed to happen.
I told him that eight months after sentencing, 
Patty gave birth to our son Grady and a few 
years later our daughter Annie was born. I 
told him that Patty and I were still together, an 
old married couple living as happily as it was 
possible to live, grandparents of four grandsons.
It was an inadequate effort, as I’d feared it 
would be. We talked a while longer, while I 
cleared my throat and tried to steady my voice. 
He returned to the subject of the trial. It was he 
who reminded me of how he had handled our 
refusal to stand when he entered the courtroom. 
He sounded tickled by the memory.
When it came time to say goodbye, he called 
me “Jerry,” instead of the formal “Jeremiah.” In 
turn, I could only think of one name to call him 
in parting: “Your Honor.”
* * *
Jeremiah Horrigan has spent his professional 
life as a reporter, telling other people’s stories in 
several daily upstate New York newspapers. His 
essays, columns and features have appeared in 
The New York Times, Sports Illustrated, Salon.
com and Talking Writing. He writes a bylined 
blog at The Huffington Post and has written two 
memoirs, including Fortunate Son: A Dying 
Father, an Angry Son and the War on the Home 
Front, from which this story is adapted.

Portrait of Horrigan at sentencing.

As we get ready to enter our 10th year as an 
Irish dance school we have a chance to reflect 
back on how far we have come in those ten 
years.
In the fall of 2006, we gathered at St. Thomas 
Aquinas in South Buffalo and met with 
Father Art Smith about renting one of the old 
classrooms to hold dance lessons in.  A “dance 
dad,” Chip Willis (who over the years has lent 
MANY hours to the Stage Assembly at the 
ICFAA Buffalo Feis) built us our floor.  We did 
very little advertising, and 4 dancers showed up 
on opening night, including Fenians coach Paul 
Mulcaire’s daughter, Bridget who was just 5 
years old at the time!
Clann Na Cara now is home to over 200 dancers.
Our teaching staff has also grown to include two 
additional certified instructors, for a total of six.
With that growth we have been fortunate to 
acquire a wonderful 2-unit dance studio for 
daily, year round use of our dancers.
The studio is located at 2958 Delaware Avenue 
and contains two spacious studios, a changing 
room, waiting areas and plenty of space for 
warmups and multiple classes so we can offer 
more dancing opportunities for our members.
This is an exciting step for us, and we are 
excited to be able to provide a “home base” for 

our many families.  We will still maintain our 
two south town’s locations at the Buffalo Irish 
Center, and St. Peter’s in Orchard Park, also.
Our first practice at the new studio was the night 
before the annual Buffalo Feis, which CNC had 
over 100 participants at, taking home many 
medals, trophies and as always, fun memories!  
Well done to the Feis committee and volunteers 
on another smoothly run Feis.   Besides being a 
dance competition the Buffalo Feis always feels 
like a reunion of sorts.  It is always great seeing 
old familiar faces from our small but proud Irish 
dancing community.
As the summer unfolds we will be sending a 
team of 8 solo dancers as well as a ceili team to 
the North American Nationals over the fourth of 
July weekend in Orlando, FL.  The soloists have 
qualified for this event by placing in the top 
20% at the Mid-Atlantic Regional Oireachtas 
last fall.  Dancers include:  Patrick Dzielski, 
Stephanie Keane, Noel Urquhart, Hannah 
Schmidt, Danielle Batz, Adiana Cotroneo, 
Colleen DesRosiers, Shaelynn Meyer, Molly 
Bleech, Ryan Gannon, Bayleigh DesRosiers 
and Clare Maczka.  These dancers have been 
practicing hard every single day.  We are proud 
of their efforts and wish them the best of luck!!!!
Look for CNC over the summer at the Niagara 

Celtic festival and the Buffalo Irish Festival 
where we will be performing as well as selling 
our “famous” Whiskey Cakes!  100% of all 
proceeds from the whiskey cake sale, as well 
as performances, benefit the Clann Na Cara 
Parents Organization which directly benefit the 
dancers.

If you are interested in Irish dance lessons, visit 
us online www.buffaloirishdance.com, e-mail 
cncirishdance@gmail.com, or call us at 716-
861-7074.  The 2016-17 year starts the week of 
September 11th and we already can’t wait to get 
started!
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During Easter week of 1916, a small band of Irish 
rebels seized the post office and several buildings in 
Dublin, Eire. It wasn’t the first rebellion in Eire against 
the British Empire. Several others, including the violent 
uprising of 1798 under famed Irishman Wolfe Tone, had 
tried to throw off British rule. All of the rebellions had 
been forcefully suppressed by full-scale military units 
of the British Army.
England had invaded and occupied Ireland during the 
12th century under the British monarch Henry II. The 
seven hundred year occupation was not marked by any 
generosity to the native Irish. Their lands were taken 
away, their right to vote, to own property, practice their 
religion and to exist as anything other than a serf was 
removed. The poverty and early death during this period 
was horrendous.
But, the spark of Irish nationalism remained in the 
land. Irish patriots had emigrated in large numbers to 
America and Australia. Several achieved considerable 
success. All remembered from whence they had come 
and founded various Fenian movements, dedicated to 
freeing Eire from British rule.
Rueful British authorities acknowledged that there was 
a Republic of Eire within the United States. In 1867, a 
large Fenian force invaded Canada from Buffalo, New 
York, intent on forcing England to leave Ireland. After 
a few early successful forays, around Ft. Erie, Ontario, 
the Fenian force was routed by regular British Army 
forces, stationed at nearby Ft. George. The U.S. Naval 
gunboat “Michigan” had been anchored in the Niagara 
River, to shut off reinforcements and munitions to the 
Fenians. It was a questionable intervention by the  U.S. 
government, some said at the behest of the British 
Crown.
It was a time of international uncertainty. The 
American civil war had just been concluded. There was 
considerable animus, on the part of America, towards 
the British whose cotton merchants had supported 
the South in the American Civil war. Some Canadian 
historians today surmise that these events, after the 
Fenian invasion, had prompted Queen Victoria, 
uncertain and apprehensive of an actual invasion of 
Canada by the United States,  to have enacted in the 
British Parliament, the Act of Union legislation that 
created the Dominion of Canada in 1867, as part of the 
British Commonwealth.
Still, the Fenian movement gathered strength, even after 
periodic defeats. The Irish rebels felt that a revolt during 
the midst of the horrors of W.W. I would be successful 
in achieving their goal of independence. They were 
proved wrong. It was a brave but futile exposition of 
nationhood, put on my men and women who knew it 
was but one more “beau geste” in the long process that 
would one day free Eire forever. Some like to describe 
it as a failed event brought on by poor communication 
and missed opportunities. But, I don’t think so. Clark, 
Pearse, Connelly and the other Irish rebels were all hard 
as nails revolutionaries, tempered by the steel of stays 
in British Prisons, not starry-eyed idealists playing at 
rebellion. These men knew that afterwards, their lives 
were forfeit. They must have hoped that their grand 
gesture would galvanize the Republic, and so it did. 
From the ashes of their graves rose the soaring Phoenix 
of a New Eire that in a few short years would become 
a nation once again, after some seven hundred years of 
captivity. Bless these men and women for their grand 
gesture at the rising of the moon.
And so, at Easter time, those of Irish descent also 
think of these brave men and women who gave birth 
to a nation. And always ever in our ears is and will be 
the stirring, martial lilt of the old IRA fight song, “The 
rising of the moon.”

The Easter Rising
Joseph X Martin

Nine Bands To Perform At South Buffalo Irish Feis

Buffalo River Fest Park To Host Summer Events
Wednesday Night Concert Series, Yoga, & Historic Waterfront Tours Open To The Public

Can You Dig It, Inc., along with South Buffalo Football, 
have announced that Cazenovia Park will once again host 
the 16th annual Irish Festival on Saturday, September 
3, 2016. The event begins at 11am and concludes with 
fireworks.
Barley Juice from Philadelphia will headline the event. 
National talents The Gobshites from Boston and The 
Muckers from Atlanta are scheduled to perform. Desire, 
a U2 tribute band, will bring their act from Hamilton, 
Ontario. Local favorites including Jack Mahone, Crikwater, 
Southside Sod Busters, Blarney Bunch and Buffalo Rock 
&amp; Roll Hall of Famer Geno McManus are sure to 
entertain. High-stepping Irish dance groups include Rince 
na Tiarna and Clann na
Activities for kids will run from 2 to 6 pm and include a 
rock-climbing wall, laser tag, Fun Putt mini golf, face 
painting, caricatures, temporary tattoos, scrap booking and 
the Erie County Sheriff’s Children’s ID Program. All are 
free.  Food with a South Buffalo flavor will be available 
from The Brick Oven Bistro, Imperial Pizza, Potter’s Field, 
The Blackthorn Restaurant, Irish N Heat, Mark Marth’s 
Sausage and Antone’s Hoagy truck. Also, South Buffalo 

Football will sell their gear, as will Matty Burke of Burkey’s 
Sportswear, who is always “here for the Community.”
This free event is made possible by the following: stage 
sponsors South District Councilmember Chris Scanlon 
along with Al Steele and Hannah Demolition; Congressman 
Brian Higgins, Senator Tim Kennedy, Assemblyman Mickey 
Kearns, City Comptroller Mark Schroeder, Councilmember 
Rich Fontana, the American Irish Legislative Society, 
Larkin Development, CityView Construction Management 
(Larkin), Basil Resale South, Imperial Pizza, Brick Oven 
Bistro, Potter’s Field, Burkey’s Sportswear, Maxwell 
Murphy, Ellicott Development, Friends of Tony Masiello, 
Rigidized Metals, Try It Distributing, Legacy Financia 
Group and Wright Beverage Distributing.
Special thanks to all Goin’ South Underground volunteers, 
and Jim Neenan and his Vandelay Industries backstage 
crew. Also thank you for the in-kind help from our South 
District Councilmember Chris Scanlon and Commissioner 
Steve Stepniak, and especially to Sean Sullivan for the 
installation of the “gateway to the festival” Irish flags in 
Caz Park.
We are still seeking band and children’s activities sponsors. 

The Muckers from Atlanta Will Make Their Debut

If you can help, please contact Ray McGurn at 983-8094. 
No dogs or coolers are allowed at Special Events. For a 
schedule and other information, visit our website:
 www.southbuffaloirishfestival.com. 

Buffalo, N.Y. – The summer event schedule at 
Buffalo River Fest Park is filling up quickly! 
Featured events include the free Wednesday 
Night Concert Series, Yoga, and historic 
waterfront tours!
The popular Wednesday Night Concert Series 
is in full swing and features plenty of popular 
local bands. WNY favorite “Crash Cadillac” 
closes out the month of June on the 29th while 
Buffalo’s best classic pop band “Flip Side” are 
set to perform on July 6th and “Buffalo Five” 
are scheduled for a performance on July 13th.  
Relive the sights and sounds of the ‘70’s with 
“Disco Duck” on July 20th while the band for 
July 27th will be announced shortly. Local 

country music favorite “West of the Mark” 
hit the stage on August 3rd and classic and 
modern rock band “Krossfire” make their first 
appearance at the park on August 10th.  Eight 
piece, multi-genre band “JJ Swing” are set 
to perform on August 17th and the versatile 
“Breakaway” play on August 24th.  “Crash 
Cadillac” makes a second stop at the concert 
series on August 31st and the series will 
conclude on September 7th with a yet to be 
determined musical act.
In addition to the Wednesday night schedule, 
the annual Independence Day celebration will 
be held on Sunday, July 3rd and will feature 
acoustic rocker “Bill LaRusch”.  Watch the 

fireworks from the best spot in town!
Buffalo River Fest Park will also serve as 
the location for the popular “Halfway to St. 
Patrick’s Day Party” on Friday, September 9th 
featuring live Irish music by “Crikwater”.
For musical performances, no personal 
coolers are allowed at the park; however, 
refreshments are available for purchase, with 
proceeds supporting park maintenance and 
other riverfront development efforts.  Lawn 
chairs and blankets are recommended.  Rain 
will force concert cancellations, so please 
check the Buffalo River Fest Park and Valley 
Community Center Facebook pages for 
updates.  In addition, updates will be posted on 

Twitter @VCAssociation and @BfloRFPark.
Yoga classes are being held every Monday 
night at Buffalo River Fest Park from 5:30 
pm-6:30 pm.  The cost is just $5 per person 
and classes are led by local trained Yoga 
instructors. Participants must provide their 
own Yoga mat.  No pre-registration is required.
The very popular Historic Waterfront Tours, 
led by First Ward historian Gene Overdorf, 
will be making a return in July.  Dates, times, 
and registration information will be posted at 
www.thevalleycenter.com 
Buffalo River Fest Park is located at 249 Ohio 
Street, Buffalo, New York 14204.  Parking for 
events is free and widely available.
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Ciste Infheistíochta Gaeilge ~ The Irish Language Investment Fund
by Kevin Conroy

On April 13th and 14th we 
were fortunate enough to have 
two visitors from Ireland in 
Western New York hosted by 
Senator Tim Kennedy and 
the Irish Network-Buffalo: 
Caoimhín Mac Giolla 
Mhín, the director of Ciste 
Infheistíochta Gaeilge (The 
Irish Language Investment 
Fund), and Robert Ballagh, an 
internationally renowned artist 
and designer. 
Caoimhín and Robert stopped 
into our Irish class at the Irish 
Center on the 13th and were 
impressed to see a large group 
of learners here in Western 
New York. On April 14th, 
Caoimhín and Robert spoke 
about Ciste Infheistíochta 
Gaeilge, the Irish language 
in Northern Ireland in the 
context of the Good Friday 
Agreement and Peace Process, 
the vision of the leaders of the 
1916 Rising, and the centenary 
celebrations of 1916 in Ireland.
Caoimhín Mac Giolla Mhín 
is a former Belfast City 
Councilman for Sinn Féin 
and Irish-language activist 
who currently directs Ciste 
Infheistíochta Gaeilge. 
He spoke to us about the 
challenges facing the Irish 
language community in the 
North of Ireland (Unionists 
typically resist any support for 
the Irish language and culture) 
and also about the progress 
made in recent years. As part 
of the 2010 negotiations, the 
British government gave £8 
million to support capital 
development projects in 

the North of Ireland. Ciste 
Infheistíochta Gaeilge was 
founded to decide which 
community organizations 
would receive these funds. 
Ciste funds up to 50% of the 
capital development costs and 
has worked with more than 25 
community projects. 
Caoimhín talked about a few 
of the iconic projects that are 
currently being funded by 
Ciste: An tAcadamh Ceoil is 
Gaeilge (“The Academy of 
Music and Irish Language”) 
in Derry, Aonach Mhacha 
(“Macha’s Fair/Assembly”) 
in Armagh, and Raidió 
Fáilte (“Welcome Radio”), 
a community Irish-language 
radio station in Belfast. 
The Music and Irish Language 
Academy in Derry will have 
a home in a refurbished 
Presbyterian Church and 
will promote traditional Irish 
music, culture and language. 
This is an expansion of  
Cultúrlann Uí Chanainn, the 
award-winning Irish language 
cultural center in Derry. I 
was fortunate enough to get 
a tour of Derry’s Cultúrlann 
when I was in Ireland. It 
hosts Irish language classes, 
traditional music classes, 
Irish-language youth groups, 
and Irish-language book store, 
Irish-language café, etc. It is 
an inspirational community 
center that provides support, 
encouragement and cultural 
enrichment to the Irish-
speaking community in the 
area.
Aonach Mhacha will see an old 

derelict fire station re-purposed 
as an Irish language cultural 
and arts center. Community 
cultural centers like this are 
essential to the future of the 
Irish language. Radió Fáilte 
is a popular community-run 
radio station that broadcasts 
in Irish in Belfast (and streams 
online to the world)! They 
have been broadcasting from 
various centers in Belfast, 
and with Ciste’s support they 
will have their own building. 
Not only does Raidió Fáilte 
give the vibrant Irish language 
community in West Belfast a 
chance to have its voice heard, 
but it offers young people 
from this disadvantaged area 
of Belfast a chance to learn 
broadcasting and archiving 
skills. 
Robert Ballagh is a famous 
Irish artist and painter who 
is a member of the Aosdána 
(a prestigious association of 
Irish artists of various types). 
He has designed over 70 
Irish postage stamps and also 
designed the last set of Irish 
banknotes before the Euro was 
adopted. Robert also designed 
the sets for Riverdance and 
has painted many portraits of 
important Irish figures. 
Robert spoke to us about 
Ireland’s revolutionary 
generation of 1916. This 
visionary generation was not 
looking for superficial change, 
or political independence 
merely, but sought a 
complete transformation of 
Irish society. The text of the 
1916 Proclamation clearly 

demonstrates this. The 
eventual independent Irish 
State soon abandoned this 
more radical approach and 
has been content to more or 
less continue with the status 
quo inherited from the English 
and the British Empire. Robert 
lamented the fact the current 
Irish government has tried 
to “airbrush” the founding 
fathers of the Irish State out of 
history. 
The men and woman who 
dreamed of Irish freedom and 
who fought and gave their lives 
for it in 1916 were wanting to 
revive and recreate an Irish 
civilization. True equality and 
an Irish language and cultural 
revival were central to their 
goals. Most of the leaders 
of 1916 were involved in 
Conradh na Gaeilge and the 
Irish language movement. 
They were interested in 
reviving all facets of Irish 
culture: language, literature, 
art, sport, law (native Gaelic 
law was seen as having been 
much fairer than English 
“Common Law”), etc. 
Robert has long been and 
continues to be very involved 
in reclaiming the vision of 1916 
in Ireland and is a big supporter 
of Ciste Infheistíochta Gaeilge 
and their One Million Dollar 
Challenge. He brought prints 
of his portraits of the 1916 
leaders which are being 
raffled off to raise money 
for Ciste. They are hoping to 
raise $1,000,000 to support 
capital projects promoting 
Irish language and culture 

Robert Ballagh, an internationally renowned 
artist and designer, Senator Tim Kennedy,  and 

Caoimhín Mac Giolla Mhín, the director of Ciste 
Infheistíochta Gaeilge (The Irish Language 

Investment Fund),

in the North. This money helps to support capital projects that 
would not be possible otherwise due to gaps in other funding 
organizations. The future of the Irish language and culture in the 
North depends on projects like these
The Irish language community, both North and South, has faced 
serious challenges during the past few decades and is in need 
of support, both in Ireland and by the Irish diaspora around the 
world. Supporting Ciste is one way that Irish Americans can 
support the Irish language and Gaelic cultural revival in Ireland. 
Another way, of course, is to learn the Irish language – which 
opens up a whole world of Irish Gaelic culture to you. If you are 
interested, stop in to our Irish language classes in the Buffalo 
Irish Center on Wednesday nights.
More information on Ciste can be found on their website 
www.ciste.ie, on their Facebook page www.facebook.com/
CisteInfheistiochtaGaeilge/ and on Twitter @eolasciste2010. 
You can watch a good video describing Ciste’s work on YouTube: 
search for “Ciste Infheistíochta Gaeilge – One Million Dollar 
Challenge”. 

Calendar of Events Jul-Sept. 2016



Buffalo Irish Times -  18  - July /August Edition 2016 MAY-JUNE 2013  • BUFFALO IRISH TIMES  9   

SCANLON/
COSTELLO:

 I’m looking for information about 
my great-great-grandparents John 
Scanlon and Catherine Costello. 
John was born in Ireland around 
1828, emigrated during the potato 
famine, and lived in Buffalo until 
his death in a rail yard accident on 
12 Sep 1879. Catherine was also 
born in Ireland around 1826 and 
emigrated during the famine. She 
died in Buffalo on 8 Jan 1889. They 
are buried in Holy Cross Cemetery. 
Their son Mathew, my great-grand-
father, was born 18 Jan 1853. He 
married Catherine Theresa Hughes 
in 1880, worked for various rail-
roads, and died in Buffalo 27 Jun 
1924. Also children of John and 
Catherine are: Catherine Elizabeth 
(1855 - 1907), Patrick H (1858 - 
1936), John Joseph (1863 -1913), 
Mary (1864 - 1913), and Thomas 
(1867 - ?)
Any help would be greatly appreci-
ated.
Please contact: Brian Scanlon, 
PO Box 78, Felton, CA 95018. 
email: briancscanlon@gmail.com. 
phone: (831) 229-0146.

MANNING/
DALY/BUTTLER:

 I am researching James J. Manning 
b. 1848 in Ireland who married three 
times. 1st wife, Susan Buttler /Yot-
tler died shortly after giving birth 
to Thomas J. Manning in 1874 in 
Manchester, Mich. Thomas moved 
to Buffalo, NY and married Dolo-
res Mildred Daly on 20 Dec 1924 
in Welland, Ontario. (That record 
lists his mother as Buttler).  Dolores 
Mildred Daly b. 1898 in Buffalo, 
was the daughter of William Joseph 
Daly. Apr 1869 in Buffalo and Mil-
dred C. Otto b. Oct 1871 in Illinois. 
If you have any information regard-
ing these families, please contact 

Peggy Chmielewski c/o Donna M 
Shine, dmshine@aol.com 

DUIGNAN: 
Looking for information on the Du-
ignan family name. My ancestor Mi-
chael Duignan immigrated to New 
York / New Jersey. Please contact 
James Lawson genealogistjim@ya-
hoo.com 

SULLIVAN/
McINTYRE/

STURM/
O’MALLEY:

 Trying to locate information on 
John Aloysius Sullivan (1890-1957) 
born to John Sullivan and Marga-
ret McIntyre (both from Ireland). 
John A. came to Buffalo around 
1910 from Joliet, Illinois and Mar-
ried Edith b. 1917. John had sis-
ters in Chicago area of Nell, May 
[O’Malley], and Margaret [Ray 
Oslen husband]. John A. Sullivan 
worked for Buffalo International 
Railroad Bus & Trolly, retiring after 
45 years from NFTA in 1950. Be-
fore the Bus & Trolly, it is believed 
he was a bartender as he was after 
his retirement. It is also believed 
that John A.’s grandfather may have 
been Francis. John’s younger broth-
er is Elmer Sylvester Sullivan. Any 
information, please contact Linda 
L. Lee, THEAGEDPAGE@road-
runner.com 

RHOADES/
McMAHON:

 Looking for Anne Rhoades, b. Abt 
1919, who married Howard McMa-
hon, b. 1914. They lived at 782 Eagle 
Street in Buffalo, NY in 1940. Anne 
may have had a sister Helen. Any 
information on this family, please 
contact Mr. & Mrs. Priel, 3783 Tele-
graph Rd, Bliss, NY 14024.

Peggy Chmielewski c/o Donna M
Shine, dmshine@aol.co@ m

ANCESTRALQueries

Volunteers of the Buffalo Irish Ge-
nealogical Society have been work-
ing on indexing the microfi lms from 
Holy Cross Cemetery in Lackawan-
na, NY. Several years have been 
completed and will be listed in the 
BUFFALO IRISH TIMES starting 
with the oldest year that we have 
fi lm for, 1872. Only the burials with 
a place of birth listed as “IRELAND” 

1874 April 3 Fahey Mary (Mrs) Ireland 79 yrs Im Conception
1874 September 11 Falvey Ellen Ireland 34 yrs Im Conception
1874 December 7 Farmer Johanna Ireland 48 yrs Holy Cross
1874 October 7 Farrell Mary Ireland 32 yrs St Patricks
1874 March 1 Ferris Thomas Ireland 19 yrs Holy Angels
1874 April 30 Fitzgerald James Ireland 45 yrs Holy Angels
1874 November 5 Fitzgerald Michael Ireland 33 yrs St Patricks
1874 April 20 FitzpatrickJames Ireland Poor House
1874 December 30 Freeman Sarah G Ireland 27 yrs Im Conception
1874 April 17 Friedman (Mrs) Ireland Cathedral
1874 November 10 Gallagher Ellen Ireland 9 yrs Orphan Asylum
1874 January 8 Gamogam Peter Ireland 34 yrs Cathedral
1874 October 25 Garvey Michael Ireland 25 yrs Hospital
1874 August 5 Gavin Margaret Ireand 40 yrs St Bridgets
1874 November 19 Gibney Bridget Ireland 67 yrs Holy Angels
1874 September 7 Gilgallon Lawrence Ireland 33 yrs St Patrick
1874 January 24 Glennen Mary Ireland 60 yrs Im Conception
1874 November 23 Gorman Maria Ireland 22 yrs Hospital
1874 May 2 Grady John Ireland Cathedral
1874 May 10 GreenwooSarah (Mrs) Ireland 50 yrs St Bridgets
1874 March 20 Griffin Michael Ireland 40yrs Cathedral
1874 May 16 Griffin Michael Ireland 23 yrs St Bridgets

Holy Cross Cemetery, 
Lackawanna, NY:

Index of Ireland-born Burials “F-G”
will be printed. The possibility ex-
ists that if your ancestor is not listed, 
it may be due to the fact that within 
the day books from the cemetery, no 
place of birth was listed. Transcrip-
tions were made as entries stated. 
For further information on Holy 
Cross burials, call (716) 823-1197 
or view fi lms at the GAAA Irish Li-
brary (see library ad).

Colonel Patrick H. O’Rorke, an Irish 
immigrant who grew up in Rochester 
and graduated fi rst in his class from 
West Point died heroically leading 
his Rochester regiment in the retak-
ing of Little Round Top at a pivotal 
moment at the Battle of Gettysburg, 
150 years ago.

His bravery, courage and valor 
have been overlooked and now, the 

An Irish-American
 Hero Needs You:

Civil War Hero Patrick O’Rorke
 Deserves the Medal of Honor

O’Rorke Memorial Society, is peti-
tioning Congress and the President 
to get this brave Irish-American the 
Congressional Medal of Honor.

To help us in this effort – and to cele-
brate Rochester’s greatest Civil War 
hero and an Irishman who epitomizes 
the Irish effort to preserve the United 
States of America—go to: h� p://ggw.

org/~aoh/ororke/index.html.
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The Irish Centenary In Dublin
By Jim Keane

What a great privilege it was to experience 
the celebrations in Dublin this past March as 
the Irish commemorated their independence 
with a series of parades, reenactments and 
graveside services. My brother Neil and I 
began dreaming of attending these events 
about five years ago. As students of Irish 
history and culture, we just had to be in 
Dublin for the 100th anniversary of the Easter 
Rising.  We knew that there would be huge 
crowds and heavy competition for places to 
stay. Rooms would be at a premium. As the 
actual date drew nearer, last fall, Neil and I 
began in earnest to plan for the trip. We lucked 
out when friends who own a Dublin home 
offered us use of their place for the occasion.
Neil and I were joined on the trip by Neil’s 
brother-in-law Ollie Hofstetter who suffers 
from the same Hibernian bug as Neil and 
me. Ollie is quite well read on Irish history 
and seemingly listens to Irish music around 
the clock. He was a welcome and God-sent 
addition to our tiny entourage as he was our 
official driver during the entire two-week trip. 
He also saved us a bundle of cash since his 
credit card company waived the extraordinary 
cost of car insurance.  
We left JFK airport at 7PM on Good Friday, 
March 25th and arrived in Dublin at 5AM 
Easter Saturday.  Needless to say we were 
exhausted from the long, overnight flight. 
However, we zipped through Irish Customs 
and Immigration in record time which was 
surprising given the heightened security 
concerns of current times. First in line at the 
Hertz counter, we were on our way in a jiffy. 
Ollie had to adjust to driving on the left with 
a steering wheel on the right and since our 
GPS device was on the fritz, we were forced 
to navigate by memory. However divine 
providence favors those in need and we 
arrived at our destination safe and sound by 
7AM. We napped till 11AM.
Dublin has an excellent public transportation 
system, so after provisioning the house and 
having lunch at the Eden Pub, we took the 
number 16 bus into Dublin City Centre. There 
were no official events planned for this day, 
so we embarked on a fact finding mission, to 
get the lay of the land so to speak.  Besides, 
I needed to purchase a warm coat, as I had 
absentmindedly left mine back in the states. 
Irish weather this time of the year can range 
from 40 to 60 degrees Fahrenheit. It can be 
simultaneously sunny, rainy and/or blustery. 
Warm, water- proof clothing is imperative.
The route downtown was bedecked with the 
Irish tri color. Flags flew everywhere. Orange 
and green, separated by white. There were 
also solid green flags proclaiming, “Irish 
Republic,” in commemoration of Easter 
1916. Tri colored wreaths adorned the doors 
of Dublin. The Irish were in full preparation 
for the week’s festivities. A bus shelter 
advertisement proclaimed, “If Pearse had 
taken the bus to the Rising, it would have been 
the 16.” 
On the bus, two local women vied for our 
attention in providing us with information 
about the official events on tap for the 
centenary celebrations. They could hardly 
believe that three Americans would travel 
all the way to Dublin to celebrate the 100th 
anniversary of Irish independence.  Beaming 
with pride and excitement, they tripped over 
each other recalling the events of 1916, 
advising us on what to see and where and 
when. I think they were surprised at our 
knowledge of Irish history. The one lady 
swore an oath that there was no Celtic cross 
in the small park at Harold’s Cross. Mind 
you she travels this route every day. Having 
travelled this route on previous trips, I insisted 
that there was indeed a very imposing Celtic 
cross there and so, as it turned out, I won the 
bet. Other locals on the bus got a real kick out 
of that one.
At the City Centre near Trinity College, 
and throughout Dublin, sidewalk vendors 
were hawking tee shirts, flags and banners 
commemorating the Rising and its political 

Neil Keane, Jim Keane, Ollie Hoffstetter, Darragh McCarthy and Cian Walsh in 
O’Donohue’s Pub, Dublin

and military heroes-salutes to Pearse, Plunkett, 
Connolly, De Valera and Collins. The three of 
us took a stroll down Grafton Street where 
sidewalk buskers abounded, entertaining the 
masses. Wall to wall people filled every inch 
of real estate.  There were musicians, vocalists 
and entertainers of all kinds. Dozens of locals 
dressed in period costume were on hand to 
assist you. We spent the afternoon there. At 
the very end of Grafton near St Stephen’s 
Green, I found a suitably warm jacket.  Just 
in time I might add as it began to rain.  So we 
took a brief respite for a shot of Jameson’s in 
the “Whiskey Factory.” To take the chill out, 
if you will. 
It was getting late in the day, so we took a 
cab to one of my favorite watering holes, 
Johnny Fox’s Pub, not far from where we 
were staying. Johnny Fox’s didn’t disappoint. 
It was jammed with people. We tipped a few 
pints with a fella named Padraic, who told us 
stories about some lesser known Irish patriots 
including one Dan Breen. Fascinating. There 
was live Irish music and the food, per usual, 
was to die for. We cabbed it back to our place 
of respite at 10PM, knowing that the real 
festivities would begin in the morning, on 
Easter Sunday.
March 27, 2016 Easter Sunday
Our #16 bus was diverted by the Garda from 
the Dublin City Centre to an area several 
blocks away. There were massive crowds 
of people downtown for the parades and 
ceremonies that would mark this historical 
occasion. We meandered our way along one 
parade route, past dozens of Irish military 
contingents. There were thousands of men 
and women in Irish Army, Navy and Air Force 
uniforms marching proudly by. Dozens of 
military bands playing patriotic music. Sousa-
style marches. The Irish press estimated the 
throngs to be in excess of one million people. 
There was hardly room to breathe. The air was 
electric with excitement.
At St Steven’s Green there was a huge outdoor 
television screen broadcasting live the myriad 

events taking place throughout the Irish 
capitol. There were several more screens like 
that strategically placed throughout the city 
so everyone in attendance could witness the 
festivities. There was a reenactment at the 
General Post Office (GPO) where the 1916 
proclamation of Irish independence was read. 
The Irish President, Michael Higgins and 
Ireland’s Taoiseach, Enda Kenny laid a wreath 
there, as a military band played “Taps” and 
“Danny Boy.” One million people in unison 
sang the Irish National Anthem, “A Soldier’s 
Song” in the Irish language as six military jets 
screamed in formation overhead, with streams 
of green, white and orange vapor trailing 
them. 
There were several smaller, private ceremonies 
on this day reserved for the descendants of 
those who participated in the Rising. There 
was one held at Kilmainham Jail, where the 
leaders of the Rising were executed. And 
there was another one at Glasnevin Cemetery.  
They were solemn observances similar to the 
annual laying of the wreath at the Tomb of 
the Unknown Soldier in America’s Arlington 
National Cemetery.  It was a memorable 
experience-one for the ages. And it is still 
surreal to me. I just can’t believe I was actually 
there to witness the reenactment in person. A 
great privilege indeed.
As the parades came to a close and people 
began to disperse, we decided to take a brief 
respite at the nearest pub, which turned out to 
be one of the luckiest decisions of the entire 
trip. O’Donohue’s Pub, like all Dublin pubs 
this remarkable day, was crammed with 
people, shoulder to shoulder. It was great 
exercise for our elbows, however, as we 
shared a few pints and songs with two young 
fellas from Cork who had come to Dublin for 
the occasion. Darragh McCarthy and Cian 
Walsh were a great find. They took us to 
another nearby pub, the Snug Inn, where we 
consumed copious amounts of Guinness and 
sang Irish rebel songs with Darragh, Cian and 
dozens of local Dubliners. They welcomed 

us with open arms, as if we were related 
by blood. It was cead mile failte! Darragh 
presented Ollie Hofstetter with an official 
flag of the centenary, proclaiming the “Irish 
Republic.” I promised Darragh and Cian that 
I would make them famous in Buffalo by 
having their photographs placed in the Irish 
Times. It was an unforgettable day.
March 28, 2016 Easter Monday
The Irish Rising took place on Easter Monday, 
April 24, 1916. There had been a debate in 
Ireland whether or not the official celebrations 
of the Centenary should be held exactly 100 
years to the day on April 24th or on Easter 
Monday which this year was March 28th. The 
Irish settled on Easter weekend, no matter 
the date. Is it just a coincidence that the Irish 
Rising was planned for the same weekend that 
Christians celebrate the resurrection of Jesus 
Christ?
Neil, Ollie and I decided that today would 
be more sedate than the previous two. We 
needed to take a break from the revelry of the 
previous two days.  So, we embarked on a trip 
to several brand new museums built just in 
time for the 100th anniversary of the Rising.
 First up was a visit to the new museum at 
the GPO including a virtual tour that provides 
a glimpse of actual conditions in the GPO 
and throughout Dublin during the six-day 
occupation. Outside the GPO, several local 
bands entertained the masses with different 
kinds of music representing Ireland’s storied 
history. 
Next up was Glasnevin Cemetery which 
holds the graves of so many of Ireland’s 
patriots, including Eamon DeValera and 
Michael Collins. Daniel O’Connell and 
Charles Stewart Parnell are also buried 
there, as are Kevin Barry, Roger Casement, 
O’Donovan Rossa, Grace Gifford, Maude 
Gonne, Countess Constance Markievicz and 
so many more. An impressive, 270 foot round 
tower marks O’Connell’s tomb. Eamon De 
Valera’s grave is surprisingly small, simple 
and obscure while Michael Collins’s grave 
is prominently placed and adorned everyday 
with fresh flowers. It is marked by a large and 
impressive, white Celtic cross. 
The entire cemetery is appropriately reverend 
and meticulously maintained. At Grace 
Gifford’s grave, at the request of our tour 
guide, Neil, Ollie and I led several others in 
a quiet and peaceful rendition of the beautiful 
Irish song, Grace. It was a touching moment. 
After the cemetery tour, we visited the newly 
built Glasnevin Museum, which takes you on 
a not-to-be-missed tour of Irish history with 
particular emphasis on the Rising.
After a sumptuous lunch at O’Neil’s Pub near 
Trinity College, we took a fifteen- minute ride 
on the LUCA, Dublin’s light rail transit system 
to Arbor Hill Cemetery where the leaders of 
the Rising, those men who were executed at 
Kilmainham:  Padraic Pearse, Joseph Plunkett, 
Thomas Clarke, James Connolly and twelve 
more are buried. We were able to say a prayer 
at the gravesite, but we were too tired to wait 
in the long entrance lines into the museum. 
We would have liked to visit the new museum 
at Kilmainham Jail as well, but the three hour 
wait there prohibited three weary travelers 
from Buffalo, New York from spending the 
very last vestiges of energy our tired and sore 
bodies could produce. 
We spent 10 more days in Ireland, mostly in 
County Clare. It was a grand and glorious trip 
to the land of our forebears. All three of us, 
my brother Neil, Ollie Hoffstetter and I, feel 
very fortunate to have shared the occasion 
of Ireland’s Centenary with so many of her 
proud people. The Irish will be celebrating 
their centenary all year long. So, it’s not too 
late for you to hop on a plane and enjoy one of 
the greatest experiences of your life.

Summer is finally here and many will be holding cook-outs, parties and dinners over the warm summer months. Here is a warm weather recipe from Sa Chistin, a cookbook available 
through The Buffalo Irish Center for ten dollars. The majority of the proceeds from the sale of this cookbook will help support GOAL, an Irish humanitarian organization that was 
founded in Dublin in 1977, aiding the poor throughout the world.
Peaches and Cream Cake (Betty Everett)
 1 cup sifted cake flour    1 tsp. vanilla 
 1 tsp. baking powder    1 (16 oz. can) sliced cling peaches
 ¼ tsp. salt     3 tbsp. sherry   
 ¼ cup ground walnuts    1 pint heavy cream
 3 eggs      8 walnut halves   
 ¾ cup sugar
 1/3 cup water     
Sift flour, baking powder and salt onto waxed paper. Stir in ground walnuts. Lightly grease an 8”, spring form pan. Beat eggs in a medium bowl at high speed until mixture is very thick 
and creamy. This will take at least 5 minutes. Stir water and vanilla into egg mixture. Gently fold in flour mixture. Pour batter into prepared pan. Bake at 350 degrees until center springs 
back when lightly touched. Cool in pan on wire rack for 5 minutes. Loosen cake around sides, release and remove ring, loosen from bottom, remove from pan and cool completely. Cut 
cake into 3 thin layers. Drain peaches, reserve syrup. Combine 3 tbsp. of syrup, with the sherry in a small bowl. Reserve 8 peach slices for garnish.  Chop the remainder of the peaches 
and add to the sherry mixture. Beat the cream in a medium size bowl until stiff. Put the bottom cake layer on a serving plate. Spread half the peach/sherry mixture on the bottom layer. 
Spread with 1 cup of cream. Place the next layer and repeat, peach then cream. Top with the remaining layer. Spread the layer of cream over the top and decorate with the peach slices 
and walnut. Chill until ready to serve.

In the Kitchen
 By Patricia C. Duggan

 Sa Chistin
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